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PREFACE. 

A S the oceafion of this poem "was real, not fi&I- ■ 
tious ; fo the method purfued in it, was ra- 

ther impofed, ly what fpontaneoujly arofe in the 
authors mind, on that occafion, than meditated, or 
defigned. Which will appear very probable from 
the nature of it. For it differs from the common 
mode of poetry; which is, from long narrations to 
draw Jhort morals : Here, on the contrary, the nar- 
rative is fhort, and the morality ariftng from it 
males the bull of the poem. The reafon of it is, 
that the faEls mentioned did naturally pour thefe 
moral reflexions on the thought of the writer. 





THE 

COMPLAINT. 

NIGHT the FIRST. 

On Life, Death, and Immortality. 

Humbly infcribed 
To the Right Honourable Arthur. Onslow, Efq; Speaker of the Houfe of Commons. 

Tir’d Nature’s fweet reftorer, balmy Sleep ! 
He, like the world, his ready vifit pays. 

Where fortune fmiles ; the wretched he forfakes : Swift on his downy pinion flies from wo. And lights oh lids unfully’d with a tear. 
From fliort, {as ufual) and difturb’d repofe, I wake: how happy they who wake no more ! 

Yet that were vain, if dreams infeft the grave. I wake, emerging from a fea of dreams 
Tumultuous; where my wreck’d, defponding thought. From wave to wave of fancy*d mifery, At random drove, her helm of reafon loft: 
Though now reftor’d, ’tis only change of pain, 
(A bitter change!) feverer for fevere: The Day too fliort for my diftrefs ! and Night, jpven in the zenith of her dark domain, 
Is funfhine to the colour of my fate. Night, fable goddefs! from her ebon throne, «In raylefs majefty, now ftretches forth Her leaden fceptre o’er a flumb’ring world. Silence, how dead! and darknefs, how profound 1 Nor eye, nor lift’ning ear, an obje& finds : 
’Creation fleeps. ’Tis as the general pulfc 
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4 The COMPLAINT. Night r. 
Of life ftootl ft ill, and Nature made a paufe; An awful paufe ! prophetick of her end. 
-And let her prophecy be foon fulfill’d } Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lofe no more. 

Silence^ and Darkntfs! folemn lifters ! twins From ancient Night, who nurfe the tender thought 
To Reafon, and on Reafon build Refolve, 
(That column of true majefty in man), Aflift me : I will thank you in the grave ; 
The grave, your kingdom : thert this frame fhall fall 
A vi&im facred to your dreary flirinc. 
But what are ye ?— THOU! who didft put to flight Primaeval Silence, when the morning-ftars, Exulting, ftiouted o’er the rifing ball; 
0 THOU! whole word from fohd Darknefs ftruck That fpark, the fun ; ftrike wifdom from my foul; 
My foul which flies to thee, her truft, her treafure, 
As mifers to their gold, while others reft. Through this opaque of nature, and of foul, ' 
This double night, tranfmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten, and to chear. O lead my mind, 

j( A mind that fain would wander from its wo), Lead it through various fcenes of life and death? 
And from each fcene, the nobleft truths infpire. Nor lefs infpire my condntt, than my fong: Teach my beft reafon, reafon ; my beft will, 
Teach reftitude} and fix my firm refolve Wifdom to wed, and pay her long arrear. 
Nor let the vial of thy vengeance, pour’d On this devoted head, be pour’d in vain. 

The bell ftrikes one. We take no note of time. 
But from its lofs. To give it then a tongue, Is wife in man. As if an angel fpoke, 1 feel the folemn found. If heard aright, 
It is the knell of my departed hours : 
Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood. It is t\icJignal that demands difpatch : How much is to be done ? My hopes and fears 
Start up alarm’d, and o’er life’s narrow verge Look down—on what ? a fathomlefs abyfs ; 
A dread eternity ! how furely mine / And 



On Life, Death, and Immortality. 3 
And can eternity belong to me, Poor penfioner on the bounties of an hour ? How poor, how rich, how abjeft, how auguft. 
How complicate, how wonderful is man t 
How palling wonder he, who made him fuch ? How center’d in our make fuch ftrange extremes ? 
From different natures, marvelloufly mix’d. 
Connexion exquifite of diftant worlds 1 Diftinguilh’d link in being’s endlefs chain ! 
Midway from nothings to the Deity! A beam ethereal, fully’d and abforpt! 
Though fully’d, and dilhonour’d, ftill divine? Dim miniature of greatnefs abfolute! 
An»heir of glory ! a frail child of dull! 
Helplefs immortal! infeft infinite! 
A worm ! a god !—l tremble at myfelf. And in myfelf am loft! At home a ftranger. 
Thought wanders up and down, furpris’d, aghaft, 
And wond’ring at her own : how reafon reels l 
O what a miracle to man is man, Triumphantly diftrefs’d ! what joy, what dread I 
Alternately tranfported, and alarm’d 1' 
What can preferve my life? or what deftroy ? An angel’s arm can’t fnatch me from the grave; 
Legions of angels can’t confine me there. ’Tis paft conjefture ; all things rife in proof: 
While o’er my limbs Sleep's foft dominion fpread* What, though my foul fantaftick meafures trod. O’er fairy fields; or mourn’d along the gloom 
Of pathlefs woods ; or down the craggy deep 
Hurl’d headlong, (warn with pain the mantled poaf> Or feal’d the cliff; or danc’d on hollow windst With antick fhapes, wild natives of the brain? Her ceafelefs flight, though devious, fpeaks her nature Of fubtler eflenee than the trodden clod; 
Adlive, aereal, tow’ring, unconfin’d, Unfetter’d with her grofs companion’s fall. Ev’n filent night proclaims my foul immortal; 
Ev’n filent night proclaims eternal day. For human weal, heav’n hufbands all events. 
Dull fleep inftru&s, nor fport vain dreams in vain. 

A x Whj 



4 The COMPLAINT. Night I. 
Why then their lofs deplore, that are not loft ? 

Why wanders wretched thought their tombs around. In infidel diftrefs ? Are angels there ? Slumbers, rak’d up in duft, ethereal fire ? 
They live! they greatly live a life on earth 
Unkindled, unconceiv’d ; and from an eye 
Of tendernefs, let heav’nly pity fall On me, more juftly number’d with the dead. 
This is the defert, this the folitude: How populous! how vital, is the grave ! 
This is creation’s melancholy vault, The vale funereal, the fad cyprefs gloom; 
The land of apparitions, empty ftiades! All, all on earth is fhadow, all beyond 
Is fubftance ; the reverfe is Folly’s creed : How folid all, where change (hall be no more ? 

This is the bud of being, the dim dawn, 
The twilight of our day, the veftibule; 
Life's theatre as yet is (hut, and Death, Strong Death, alone can heave the maffy bar. 
This grofs impediment of clay remove, 
And make us embryoes of exiftence free. From real life, but little more remote 
Is he, not yet a candidate for light. 
The future embryo, flumb’ring in his fire. Embryoes we muft be, till we burft the Ihell, Yon ambient, azure fhell, and fpring to life. 
The life of gods, O tranfport, and of man. Yet man, fool man ! here buries all his thoughts; Inters celeilial hopes without one figh : Pris’ner of earth, and pent beneath the moon, 
Here pinions all his. withes ; wing’d by dieaveu To fly at infinite; and reach it there. Where feraphs gather immortality. 
On life’s fair tree, fall by the throne of God. 
What golden joys ambrofial cluft’ring glow 
In HIS fulf beam, and ripen for the juft. Where momentary ages are no more! 
Where Time, and Pain, and Chance, and Death expirel 
And is it in the flight of threefcorc years, To pftifh eternity from human thought, 
And fmother fouls immortal in the duft ? A loul 



On Life, Death, and Lmmortality. 5? 
A foul immortal, fpending all her fires, Wafting her ftrength in ftrenuous idlenefs. Thrown into tumult, raptur’d, or alarm’d, 
At aught this fcene can threaten, or indulge, 
Refembles ocean into tempeft wrought, To waft a feather, or to drown a fly. 

Where falls the cenfure ? It o’erwhelms rnyfelf. How was my heart encrufted by the world! 
O how felf-fetter’d was my groveling foul! How, like a worm, was I wrapt round and round 
In filken thought, which reptile Fancy fpun, Till darken’d Reafon lay quite clouded o’er 
With foft conceit of endlefs comfort here, 
Nor yet put forth her wings to reach the Ikies! Night-vifions may befriend, (as fung above:) 
Our ouaking dreams are fatal: how 1 dream’d Of things impoffiblel (could fleep do more?)^- 
Of'joys perpetual in perpetual change ? Of liable pleafures on the tolling wave ? 
Eternal funlhine in the-ftorms of life? How richly were my noontide trances hung With gorgeous tapeftries of pi&ur’d joys ? 
Joy behind joy, in endlefs perfpedlive ! Till, at Death’s toll,- whofe reftlefs iron tongue- Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
Starting, I woke, and found myfelf undone. Where now my frenzy’s pompous furniture ? 
Th'e cobouebPd cottage, with its ragged wall < 
Of mould’ring mud, is royalty to me S The fpider'% moft attenuated thread Is cord, is cable, to man’s tender tie 
On earthly blifs; it breaks at ev’ry breeze. O ye blefs’d fcenes of permanent delight! 
Full, above, meafure ! lading, beyond bound A perpetuity of blifs is blifs; 
Could you, fo rich in rapture, fear an end, That ghaftly thought would drink up all your joy>. And quite unparadife the realms of light. Safe are you lodg’d above thefe rolling fpheres;, The baleful influence of whofe giddy dance 
Sheds fad viciffitude on all beneath. 
//ere teems with revolutions every hour ^ Audi 



The COMBLAINT. Night i. 
And rarely for the better; or the heft. More mortal than the common births of fate. 
Each moment has its fickle, emulous 
Of Time's enormous feythe, whofe ample fweep Strikes empires from the root; each moment plays 
His little weapon in the narrower fphere 
Of fvveet domeJHck comfort, and cuts down 
The faireft bloom of fublunary blifs. Blifs ! fublunary blifs !—proud words, and vain ! 
Implicit treafon to divine decree ! 
A bold invafion of the rights of heav’n ! I clafp’d the phantoms, and I found them air. 
O had I weigh'd it ere my fond embrace ! What darts of agony had mifs’d my heart ! 

Death ! great proprietor of all! 'tis thine 
To tread out empire, and to quench the ftars. 
The Sun himfelf by thy permilfion Ihines, And, one day, thou (halt pluck him from his fpliere^ 
Amid fuch mighty plunder, why exhauft Thy partial quiver on a mark fo mean ? 
Why thy peculiar rancour wreck'd on me? Infatiate archer ! could not one fuffice ? 
Thy fhaft flew thrice; and thrice my peace was flain ; And thrice, ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn. 
0 Cynthia ! why fo pale ? doft thou lament Thy wretched neighbour ? grieve to fee thy wheel 
Of ceafelefs change outwhiri’d in human life ? How wanes my borrow'd blifs I From Fortune’s fmile>. Precarious courtefy 1 not Virtue's, fure, 
Self-given,yS/ar, ray of found delight. In every vary’d poftnre, place, and hour. How widow’d every thought of every joy l 
Thought, bufy thought! too bufy for my peace! Through the dark poftern of Time long elaps'd* 
‘Led foftly, by the ftillnefs of the night, Led, like a murderer, (and fuch it proves !), Strays (wretched rover !) o’er the pleafing pafi: 
In quell of vvretchednefs perverfely ftrays ; 
And finds all defert tiow ; and meets the ghofts 
Of my departed joys, a numerous train! 1 rue the riches of my former fate ; 
Sweet Comfort’s blailed cl alters I lament; I tremble 



On Lite, Death, and Immortality. 7 
I tremble at the bleffings once fo dear ; 
And every pleafure pains me to the heart. Yet why complain? or why complain for onei Hangs out the fun his luftre but for me, 
The^ngle man ? are angels all befide ? 
I mourn for millions : ’tis the common lot; 
In this lhape, or in that, has fate entail’d 
The mother’s throes on all of woman born, Not more the children, than fure heirs of pain. War, famine, peft, volcano, ilorm, and fire> 
Inteftine broils, OpprcJ[io?i, with her heart 
Wrapt up in triple brafs, befiege mankind : God’s image, difinherited of day. 
Here plung’d in mines, forgets a fun was made ; There, beings deathlefs as their haughty lord, 
Are hammer’d to the galling oar for life ; 
Arid plough the winter’s wave, and reap defpair : Some, for hard matters, broken under arms, In battle lopt away, with half their limbs, 
Beg bitter bread through realms their valour fav’d, If fo the tyrant, or his minion, doom : 
Want, and incurable difeafe, (fell pair !), On hopelefs multitudes remorfelefs feize At once ; and make a refuge of the grave: How groaning kofpitals ejeft their dead ? 
What numbers groan for fad admiflion there ? What numbers, once in Fortune's lap high-fed, Solicit the cold hand of Charity ? 
To (hock us more, folicit it in vain ? 
Ye filken fons of pleafure ! fince in pains You rue more modifh vifits, vilit here, And breathe from your debauch : give, and reduce 
Surfeit'i dominion o’er you : but fo great 
Your impudence, you blu(h at what is right 1 Happy ! did forrow feize on fuch alone : 
Not Prudence can defend, or Virtue fave ; 
Difeafe invades the chafleft temperance ; And punilhment the guiltlefs ; and alarm Thro’ thickeft (hades purfues the fond of peace ; Man’s caution often into danger turns, 
And his guard falling, crufhes him to death. Not Happinefs itfelf makes good her name ; 

Our 



8 The COMPL AINT. Night i. 
Our very wifhes give us not our wlfh ; How diilant oft the thing we dote on moft. 
From that for which we dote, felicity ? 
The fmo&thejl courfe of nature has its pains, And trueft friends, through error, wound our reft.J Without misfortune, what calamities ? 
And what hoftilities, without a foe ? Nor are foes wanting to the bell on earth : 
But endlefs is the lift of human ills, 
And fighs might fooner fail, than caufe to figh. 

A part how fmall of the terraqueous globe Is tenanted by man ? the reft a •wajle, Rocks, deferts, frozen feas, and burning fands; Wild-haunts of monfters, poifons, ftings, and death. 
Such is earth’s melancholy map! But far More fad! this earth is a true map of man : 
So bounded are its haughty lord’s delights To Wo'* wide empire; where deep troubles tofs j Loud forro'ws howl; envenom’d paffions bite ; Ravenous calamities our vitals feize, • 
And threat’ning Fate wide-opens to devour. What then am I, who forrow iox myfelf? 
In age, in infancy, from others aid Is all otjr hope; to teach us to be kind; ’That., Nature’s JirJl, laji Icflbn to mankind : 
The felfilh heart deferves the pain it feels ; 
More generous forrow, while it finks, exalts, And conscious virtue mitigates the pang. Nor Virtut, more than Prudence, bids me give Swoln thought a fecond channel ; who divide. 
They weaken too, the torrent of their grief: 
Take then, O world 1 thy much-indebted tear. How fad a fight is human happinefs 
To thofe whofe thought can pierce beyond an hour ? 0 thou ! whate’er thou art, whofe heart exults ! Wouldft thou I fhould congratulate thy fate ? 1 know thou wouldft ; thy pride demands it from me. 
Let thy pride pardon, what thy nature needs, The falutary cenfure of a friend. Thou happy ’wretch ! by blindnefs art thou blefs’d; 
By dotage dandled to perpetual fmiles. Know, Jmiler ! at thy peril art thou pleas’d j 

Thy 



9 On Life, Death, and Immortality. 
Thy pleafure is the promife of thy pain. 
Misfortune, like a creditor fevere, But rifea in demand for her delay ; She makes a feourge of paft profperity. To fling thee more, and double thy diftrefs. 

LoaENZo, Fortune makes her court to thee ; Thy fond heart dances, while the Siren fings. 
Dear is thy welfare ; think me not unkind; I would not damp, but to fecure thy joys : 
Think not that fear is facred to the dorm : 
Stand on thy guard againft the fmiles of fate. Is heav’n tremendous in its frown ! nioft fure 
And in its favours formidable too: 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not difeharge from care; 
And fhould alarm us, full as much as woes ; 
Awake us to their caufe, and. confequence. O’er our fcann’d conduct give a jealous eye, 
And make us tremble, weigh’d with our defert; Awe Nature’s tumult, and chaftife her joys, 
Left while we clafp, we kill them ; nay invert, To worfe than fimple mifery, their charms ; 
Revolted joys, like foes in civil war, Like bofom friendfhips to refentment four’d. 
With rage envenom’d rife againll our peace. ’ Beware what earth calls happinefs ; beware All joys, but joys that never can expire : AVho builds on lefs than an immortal bafe, 
Fond.as he feems, condemns his joys to death. Mine dy’d with thee. Philander ! thy laft figh Difiblv’d the charm ; the difenchanted earth Loft all her luftre. Where, her glittering towers ? Her golden mountains, where ? all darken'd down 
To naked wafte ; a dreary vale of tears ; The great magician’s dead ! Thou poor, pale piece 
Of outcaft earth, “in darknefs ! what a change From yefterday ! thy darling hope fo near, (Long-labour’d prize!) Ohow Ambition flufh’d Thy glowing cheek ? Ambition truly great, Of virtuous praife; Death’s fubtle feed within, 
(Sly, treacherous miner !), working in the dark,. 
Smil’d at thy well-cpncerted feheme, and beckon’d The 



to The COMPLAINT. Night r- 
The worm to riot on that rofe fo red. Unfaded ere it fell ; one moment's prey 1 

Man’s forefight is conditionally wife ; 
Lorenzo ! wifdom into folly turns Oft, the firft inftant its idea fair To labouring thought is borm How dim our eye ! 
The prefint moment terminates our fight; 
Clouds thick as thofe on doomfday, drown the next; We penetrate^ we prophefy in vain. 
Time is dealt out by particles ; and each. 
Ere mingled with the ftreaming fands of life, By Fate’s inviolable oath is fvvorn 
Deep filence, “ Where eternity begins.” I?y Nature’s law, what may be, may be new ; 
There’s no prerogative in human hours. In human hearts what bolder thought can rife, 
Than man’s prefumption on to-morrow’s dawn ?' 
Where is to-morrow? In another world. For numbers this is certain ; the reverfc 
Is fure to none ; and yet on this perhaps. This peradventure, infamous for lies. As on a rock of adamant we build 
Our mountain-hopes ; fpin out eternal fchemes, As we the fatal fillers cou’d out-fpin, And, big with life’s futurities, expire. 

Not even Philander had befpoke his fhroud; Nor had he caufe, a warning was deny’d; How many fall as fudden, not as fafe? As fudden, though for years admonilh’d, home ? Of human ills the laft extreme beware. 
Beware, Lorenzo ! a /low fudden death. How dreadful that deliberate furprife ? 
Be wife to-day, ’tis madnefs to defer ; 
Next day the fatal precedent will plead ; Thus on, till wifdom is pulh’d out of life : Procrajlination is the thief of time 
Year after year it Heals, till all are fled. And to the mercies’of a moment leaves The vail concerns of an eternal feene.' If not fo frequent, would not this be ftrange 
That ’tis fo frequent, this is ftrangcr Hill. 

Of 
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Of man’s miraculous miftakes, this bears 

The palm, “ That all men are about to live,” For ever «n the brink of being born. 
All pay themfelves the compliment to think 
They, one day, (hall not drivel; and their pride On this reverfion takes up ready praife ; 
At leaft, their own ; their future felves applauds ; How excellent that life they ne'er will lead ? 
Time lodg’d in their own hands, is Folly's vales ; 
That lodg’d in Fate's, to wlfdom they confign ; 
The thing they can’t but purpofe, they pojlpone ; ’Tis not in Folly, not to fcorn a fool; 
And fcarce in human wifdom to do more* . 
All promife is poor dilatory man, j And that thro’ every ftage : when young, indeed. In full content, we fometimes nobly reft, 
Unanxious for ourfeher ; and only wilh, As duteous fons, our fathers were more wife : 
At thirty man fufpe£ls himfelf a fool; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; At fifty chides his infamous delay, 
Pufhes his prudent purpofe to refolve ; In all the magnanimity of thought Refolves ; and re-refolves: then dies the fame. 

And why ? becaufe he thinks himfelf immortal: All men think all men mortal, but themfelves ; Themfelves, when fome alarming fhock of fate 
Strikes thro’ their wounded hearts the fudden dread ; ^But their hearts wounded, like the wounded air. Soon clofe ; where pafs’d the {haft, no trace is found: As from the wing no fear the Iky retains j 
The parted wave no furrow from the keel} So dies in human hearts the thought of death: Even with the tender tear which Nature (heds O’er thofe we love, we drop it in their grave. Cab I forget Philander ? That were ftrange ; 0 my full heart 1-^but fliould I give it vent, 
The longeft night, though lodger far, would fail. And the lark liften to my fiidnight fong. The fprightly lark's {Krill matin wakes the morn ; Gftef’s fharpeft thorn hard-prefling on my breaft, 
1 ftrive, with wakeful melody, to chear 
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The fullen gloom, fweet Philomel! like thee, And call the ftars to liften : every ftar 
Is deaf to mine, enamour’d of thy lay. Yet be not vain; there are who thine excel, And charm through diftant ages: wrapt in lhade, 
Prifoner of darknefs 1 to the filent hours, How often I repeat their rage divine, 
To lull my griefs, and fteal my heart from wo ? I roll their raptures, but not catch their flame. Dark, though not blind, like-thee, Mteonides! 
Or Milton1, thee ; ah cou’d I reach your ftrain ! Dr his, who made Meeonides our o’vm. 
Man too he fung: immortal man I fing ; Oft burfts my fong beyond the bounds of life ; 
What, novo, but immortality can pleafe ? O had he prefs?d his theme, purfu’d the track, 
Which opens out of darknefs into day 1 O had he mounted on his wing of fire. Soar’d, where I fink, and fung immortal man ! 
How had it blefs’d mankind ? and refcu’d me ? 

NIGHT 



NIGHT the SECOND. 

O M 

TI ME, DEATH, FRIENDSHIP. 

Humbly Infcribed 
To the Right Honourable 

The Earl of W i l m i n g t o n. 
TT7HEN the cock crew, he wept,”—fmote by 
V V that eye Which looks on me, on all: that pow’r, who bids 

This midtiight-centinel with clarion (hrill, Emblem of that which (hall awake the deed, 
Roufe fouls from (lumber, into thoughts of hcav'n. Shall I too weep ? where then is fortitude ? 
And fortitude abandon’d, where is man ? I know the terms on which he fees the light : He that is born, is lifted: life is war ; Eternal war with wo : who bears it belt, Deferves it lead.—On other themes I’ll dwell. Lorenzo ! let me turn my thoughts on thee, And thine, on themes may profit; profit there, Where moft thy need: themes, too, the genuine growth Of dear Philandeu’s duft. He thus, tho’ dead, May (till befriend.—What themes ? Time’s wondrous 
Death, fcriendjhip, and Philander’s finalfcene: \Jricet Themes meet for man ! and meet at ev’ry hour, But moft at this, at midnight, ever clad In Death’s own fables ; filent as his realms; And prone to weep ; profufe of dewy tears O’er Nature, in’her temporary tomb. So could 1 tpuch thefe themes, as might obtain Thine ear, nor leave thy heart quite difengag’d. The good deed would delight me; half imprefs On my dark cloud an Iris ; and from grief 

B Cali 
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Call glAry.—Doll thou mourn Philander’s fate ? 
I know thou fay*ft it: fays thy life the fame ? 
He mourns the dead, who lives as they defire. Where is that thrift, that avarice of Time, 
(O glorious avarice!), thought of death infpires, As rumour’d robberies endear our gold ? O Time J than gold more faered ; more a load 
Than lead, to fools ; and fools reputed wife. What moment granted man without account ? Whatjran- are fquander’d, wifdom’s debt unpaid ? 
Our wealth in days all due to that difcharge. 
Hafter hafte, he lies in wait, he’s at the door, Infidious Death ! fhould his Itrong hand arreft. No compofition fets the prifoner free : 
Eternity’s inexorable chain 
Taft binds ; and vengeance claims the full arrear. How late I (hudder’d on the brink ? how late 
Life call’d for her laft refuge in defpair ? 
That time is mine, O Mead ! to thee I owe; Fain would 1 pay thee with eternity : 
But ill my genius anfwcrs my defire, 
My fickly fong is mortal, paft thy cure. Accept the will; it dies not with my ftrain* 
For what calls difeafe, Lorenzo ? not For JEfculapiant but for moral aid. Thou think’ll it folly to be wife too foon. Youth is not rich in time ; it may be, poor : . 
Part with it as with money, fparing ; pay No moment, but in purchafe of its worth : And what its worth, alk death-beds, they can tell. Part with it as with life, relu&ant j big With holy hope of nobler time to come : Time higher-aim’d, Hill nearer the great mark 
Of men and angels ; virtue more divine. Is this our duty, ’wifdom, glory, gain ? (Thefe heaven benign in vitalunion binds). And fport we like the natives of the bough, When vernal funs infpire ! Amufement reigns 
Man’s great demand : to trifle is to live ’: And is it then a trifle, too, to die ? Thou fay’ll, I preash ; Lorenzo 1 ’tis confefs’d. 
What if, for once, I preach thee quite awake ? Who 
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Who wants amufement in the flame of battle ? Is it not treafon, to the foul immortal. Her foes in arms, eternity the prize ? Will toys amufe, when med’cines cannot cure ? When fpirits ebb, when life’s enchanting fcenes Their lultre lofe, and lefien in our fight, 
(As lands, and cities with their glitt’ring fpires, To the poor fliatter’d bark, by fudden ftorm Thrown off to fea, and foon to perifh there). 
Will toys amufe ?—No : thrones will then be toys, 
And earth and Ikies feem duff upon the fcale. Redeem we time ?—its lofs we dearly buy. What pleads Lorenzo for his high priz’d fports ? He pleads Time’s numerous blanks ; he loudly pleads- 
The ftraw-like trifles on life’s common flream. From whom thofe blanks and trifles, but from thee ? 
No blank or trifle, Nature made or meant. Virtue, or purpos’d virtue, ftill be thine : 
This cancels thy complaint at once ; this leaves In act no trifle, and no blank in time : 
This greatcns, fills, immortalizes all ; 
This, the blei's’d art of turning all to gold ; 
This, the good lieart’s prerogative to raifc A royal tribute frpm the pooreft hours : Immenfe revenue ! every moment pays. 
If nothing more than purpofe in thy power. Thy purpofe lirm, is equal to the deed : 
Who does the beft his circumftance allows. 
Does well, adls nobly ; angels could no more. Our outward adf, indeed, admits reftraint; ’Tis not in things o’er thought to domineer : [heaven- Guard well thy thoughts; our thoughts are heard in On all-important Time, through every age, Though much, and warm, the wife have urg’d ; the man 
Is yet unborn, who duly weighs an hour. “ I’ve loft a day,”—the prince who nobly cry’d. Had been an emperor without his crown ; Of Rome ? fay,* rather, lord of human race ; He fpoke, as if deputed by mankind. So fhouHl all fpeak : fo Reafon fpeaks in all. From the foft whifpers of that god in man. 
Why fly to folly, why to frenzy fly, 

For 
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For refcue from the bleffing we poflefs ? "Timet the fupreme !—Time is eternity j 
Pregnant with all eternity can grwe ; 
Pregnant with all that makes archangels fmile : Who murders Time, he crulhes in the birth A pow’r ethereal, only not ador’d. Ah ! how unjuft to Nature, and himfelf, 
Is thougbtlefs, thanklefs, inconftftent Man ? 
Like children babbling nonfenfe in their fports, We cenfure Nature fpr a fpan top (hort; 
That fpan too (hort, we tax as tedious too. 
Torture invention, all expedients tire, 
To lafh the ling’ring moments into fpeed, And whirl us (happy riddanced) from ourfelves. 
Art, brainlefs Art ! our furious charioteer 
(For Nature’s voice unftifled would recal) 
Drives headlong towards the precipice ol death ; 
Death, moft our dread ; death thus more dreadful made, O what a riddle of abfurdity 
Leifure is pain ; takes off our chariot-wheels; How heavily we drag the load of life 1 
Blefs’d leifure is our curfe } like that of Cain, 
It makes us wander ; wander earth around 
To fly that tyrant, Thought. As Atlai groan’d The world beneath, we groan beneath an hour : 
We cry for mercy to the next amufement; The next amufement mortgages our fields ; Slight inconvenience ! priions hardly frown, From hateful Time, if prifons fet us free. 
Yet, when Death kindly tenders us relief, 
We call him cruel ; years to moments (brink, Ages to years. The telefcope is turn’d. To man’s falfe opticks (from his folly falfe) 
Time, in advance, behind him hides his wings. And feems to creep, decrepit with his age : Behold him, when pafs’d by ; what then is feen 
But his broad pinions fwifter than the winds ? And all mankind, in cqntradi&ion ftrdhg. Rueful, aghaft ! cry out at his career. Leave to thy foes thefe errors, and thefe ills * 
To Nature juft, their caufe uni cure explore. 
Not (hort heaven’s bounty, boundlejs o.iy expence : Ne 
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No niggard, Nature ; men are prodigals. As bold Alphonfus threaten’d in his pride. 
We throw away our funs, as made for fport. And not to light us, on our way to fcenes Whofe luftre turns their luftre into fhade. 
We •waftey not ufe our time : we breathe, not live. Time 'wafted is exiftence, usyd is life 
And bare extfttnce, man, to live ordain’d, Wrings, and opprefles with enormous weight. And why ? fincc; Time was given for ufe, not wafte,. Injoin'd to fly j with tempeft, tide, and ftars. To keepihis fpeed, nor ever wait for man ; Time’s ufe was doom’d a pleafure ; wafte, a pain ; That man might /eel his error, if unft. n ; And, feeling, fly to labour for his cure : Not, blundering, fplit on idlenefs, for eafe. Life’s cares are comforts ; fuch by heaven defign’d |. He that has none, muft make them, or be wretched.. Gares are employments ; and, without employ, The foul is on a rack ; the rack of reft; To fouls moft adverfe ; a&ion all their joy. Here, then, the riddle, mark’d above, unfolds 
Then time turns torment, when man turns a fool. 
We rave, we wreftle with great Nature’s plan ; We thwart the Deity ; and ’tie decreed, Who thwart his will, fliall contradift their own. Hence our unnatural quarrel with ourfelves ; 
Our thoughts at enmity ; our bofom-broil ; We pulh time from us, and we wilh him back, Lavilh of luftrums, and yet fond of life ; Li/ewe think long, and ftioxX.-, death feek, and fhun.5. Body and foul, like peevilh man and wife, United jar, and yet are loath to part. Oh the dark days of vanity ! while here, How taftelefs ? and how terrible, when gone ? 
Gone ? they ne’er go ; when paft, they haunt us llill ji 
The fpirit walks of ev’ry day deceas’d. And fmiles an qngel ; or a fury frowns. Nor death, ndr life delights us. If time pajl. And ' ne po/fefs’d, both pain us, what can pleafe?. 
That which the Deity to pleafe ordain’d, Time usd. The man who confecrates his hours 

B1 By/ 
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By vtg’rous effort, and an honeft aim. At once he draws the ftrng of life and death : He walks with Nature ; and her paths are peace. Our error’s caufe and cure are feen : fee next Time’s nature, origin, importance, [peed; 
And thy great gain from urging his career.— All-fenfual man, becaufe untouch’d, unfeen, He looks on Time, as nothing. Nothing elfe Is truly man’s ; ’tis Fortune’s.—Time’s a god. Thou haft ne’er heard of Time'i omnipotence ; For, or againjl, what wonders can he do ? 
And will-: to ftand blank neuter he difdains. Not on thofe terms was Time (heaven’s ftranger!) fent On his important embaffy to,man. Lorenzo ! no : on the long deftin’d hour. 
From everlafting ages growing ripe, That memorable hour of wondrous birth, When the dread fire, on emanation bent, And big with Nature, rifing in his might, Call’d forth creation, (for then Time was born). By Godhead ftreaming through a thoufand worlds, Not on thofe terms, from the great days of heaven. From old Eternity’s myfterious orb, Was Time cut off, and caft beneath the fkies ; 
The fkies, which watch him in his new abode, Meafuring his motions by revolving fpheres ; 
That horologe machinery divine. Hours, days, and months, and years, his children, play. Like numerous wings, around him, as he flies : Or, rather, as unequal plumes, they fhape. His ample pinions, fwift as darted flame. 
To gain his goal, to reach his ancient reft, And join a new Eternity his fire ; In his immutability to neft, When worlds, that count his circles now, unhing’d, 
(Fate the loud fignal founding) headlong ruth To timelefs night, and chaos, whence they rofe.. Why ipur the fpeedy ? why with levities New-wing thy fhort, fhort day’s too rapid flight ? Know’ll thou, or what thou doft, or what is done ? Man flies from Time, and Time from man : too foon 
Xu fad divorce, this double flight muft end ; 

And 
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And then, where are we ? where, Lorenzo ! then. 
Thy fports ? thy pomps ?—I grant thee, in a ftate 
Not unambitious ; in the ruffled ihroud. Thy Parian tomb’s triumphant arch beneath. Has Death his fopperies ? then well may Life Put on her plume, and in her rainbow ihine. Ye well array’d 1 ye lilies of our land ! Ye lilies male ! who neither toil nor fpin, (As filler lilies might), if not fo wife 
As Solomon, more fumptuous to the fight! 
Te delicate! who nothing can fupport, Yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom 
The winter-rofe mult blow, the fun put on 
A brighter beam in Leo ; filky-foft Favomus breathe Hill fofter, or be chid ; 
And other worlds fend odours, faucc, and fong, And robes, and notions, fram’d in foreign looms 1 
O ye Lorenzos of our age ! who deem One moment unamus’d, a mifery Not made for feeble man ! who call aloud For every bauble, drivel’d o’er by fenfe ; 
For rattles, and conceits of every call, For change of follies, and relays of joy, To drag you, patient, through the tedious length 
Of a Ihort winter’s day ;—fay, fages ! fay, Wit’s oracles ! fay, dreamers of gay dreams ! How will you weather an eternal night. Where fuch expedients fail ? where wit’s a fool, Mirth mourns; dreams vanilh ; laughter drops a tear 

O treach’rous Confcience l while Ihe feems to deep On rofe and myrtle, lull’d with firen fong ; While Ihe feetns, nodding o’er her charge, to drop On headlong Appetite the flacken’d rein, 
And give us up to Licence, unrecall’d, Unmark’d ;—fee, from behind her fecret Hand, 
The fly iaformer minutes every fault. And her dread diary with horror fills : Not the grofs a£i alone employs her pen ; She reconnoitres Fancy’a airy band, A watchful foe ! The formidable fpy, 
Lifi’ning, o’erhears the whifpers of our camp ; L Our dawning purpofes of heart explores. And 
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And fleals our embryocs of iniquity. 
As all-rapacious ufurers conceal Their doomfday-book, from all-con{utning heirs; Thus, with indulgence mod fevere, Ihe treats 
Us, fpendthrifts of ineftimable Time; Unnoted, notes each moment mifapply’d ; 
In leaves more durable than leaves of brafs. Writes our whole hiftory ; which Death lhall read 
In every pale delinquent’s private ear ; And Judgment publiflt: publilh to more worlds Than this ; and endlefs age in groans refound. 
Lorenzo, fuch that fleeper in thy bread 1 
Such is her dumber ; and her vengeance fucht For dighted counfel; fuch thy future peace! 
And think’d thou dill thou cand be wife too fotn? But why on Time fo lavifh is my fong ? On this great theme kind Nature keeps a fchool. 
To teach her fons herfelf. Each night we die. Each morn are born anew ; each day, a life ! And diall we kill each day ? If trifling kills ; Sure vice mud butcher. O what heaps of dain 
Cry out for vengeance on us ? Time dedroy’d Is fuicide, where more than blood is fpilt. Time flies, death urges, knells call, heaven invites3 Hell threatens; all exerts ; in effort, all; More than creation labours !—Labours more? And is there in creation, what, amidd This tumult univerfal, wing’d difpatch. 
And ardent energy, fupinely yawns ?— Man deeps; and man alone ; and man, whofe fate. Fate irreverfible, entire, extreme, Endlefs, hair-hung, breeze-fhaken, o’er the gulf 
A moment trembles ; drops ! and man, for whom. All elfe is in alarm ; man, the £ole caufe Of this furrounding dorm ! and yet he deeps. 
As the dorm rock’d to red.—Throw years away ? Throw empires, and be blamelefs. Moments fcize : Heaven’s on their wing : a moment we may wilh. When worlds want wealth to buy. Bid day dand dill, 
Bid him drive back his car, recal, retake Fate’s hady prey ; implore him, reimport 
The period pad, regive the given hour. 

Lorenzo, 



On Tims, Death, Friendship, 2* 
Lorenzo, more than miracles we want: Lorenzo—O for yefterdays to come ! Such is the language of the man awake ; , Hii ardour fuch, for v/hat opprejfet thee. 

| And is .his ardour vain ? Lorenzo ! No : That mom than miracle the gods indulge : "To-day is yeflerday return’d ; return’d • I Full:power’d to cancel, expiate, raife, adorn,. And reinlfate us on the rock of peace. Let it not lhare its predeceffor’s fate ; j Nor, like its elder fillers, die a fool, i Shall it evaporate in fume ? fly off" ! Fuliginous, and ftain us deeper Hill ? | Shall we be poorer for the plenty pour’d ? j Mere wretched for the clemencies qf heav’n ? 
Where fliall I find ? angels,! tell me.where :■ Tou know1 him ; he is near you : point him out. 

E Shall I fee glories beaming from his brow ? 
| Or trace his footfteps by the rifing flow’rs ? 

Your golden w ings, now hov’ring o’er him, Ihed i Protection ; now are waving iif applaufe To that blefs’d fon of forefight ! lord of fate ! 
That awful independent on to-morrow! 

i Whofe work is done; who triumphs in the pajl;, VJ'aote yejlerdays look backwards with a fmile ; Nor, like the Parthian, wound him as they fly ; 
That common, but opprobrious lot! Pall hours, If not by guilt, yet wound us by their flight, If folly bounds our profpeft by the grave ; 
AJ1 feeling of futurity benumb’d ; All God-.like paflion for eternals quench’d; All relifli of realities expir’d ; Renounc’d all correfpondence with the Ikies; Our freedom chain’d ; quite winglefs our defire • 
In fenfc dark-prifon’d all that ought to foar, 
Prone to the centre, crawling in-the dull; Difmounted every great and glorious aim ; Embruted every faculty divine ; Heart-buried in the rubbiflt of the world: 
The world, that gulf of fouls, immortal fouls,. Souls elevate, angelrck, wing’d with fire 

h To reach the diflaitf Ikies, and triumph there Oa 
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On thrones, which fhall not mourn their mailers chang’d. 
Though we from earth ; ethereal-, they that fell. Such veneration due, O man, to man. 

Who venerate themfelves, the world defpife. For what, gay friend ! is this efcutckeortd world, Which hangs out Death in oee eternal night ? 
A night, that glooms us in the noontide ray, And wraps our thought, at banquets, in the fhroud. Life’s little ftage is a fmall eminence, Inch-high the grave above; that home of man, Where dwells the multitude : we gaze around ; 
We read their monuments; we figh ; and while We figh, we fink; and are what we deplor’d ; Lamenting, or lamented, all our lot! Is Death at diftance ? No: he has been on thee ; 
And given fure earned of his final blow. Thofe hours, which lately fmil’d, where are they now? Pallid to thought, and ghaftly! drown’d, all dtown’d In that great deep, which nothing difembogues ; 
And, dying, they bequeath’d thee fmall renown. The red are on the wing : how fleet their flight 1 Already has the fatal train took fire ; A moment, and the world’s blown up to thee ; 
The fun is darknefs, and the dars are dud. Time pafies like a pod : we nothing fend But poor Bellerophon'* exprefs; our doom. ’Tis greatly wife to talk with our pad hours ; 
And alk them, what report they bore to heaven ; And how they might have borne more welcome news. Their anfwers form what men Experience call; 
If Wifdom'% friend, her bed ; if not, word foe. O reconcile 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 fuccefs are tutor’d to defpair.” Nor /V it only thus, but mujl be fo. 
Who knows not this, though grey, is dill a child. Loofe then from earth the grafp of fond defire, Weigh anchor, and fome happier clime explore. Art thou fo moor’d thou cand not difengage, ** Nor give thy thoughts a ply to future fcenes F 
Since, by lijc’* puffing breath, blown up from earth, 
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Light, as the fummer’s duft, we take in air A moment’s giddy flight, and fall again ; Join the dull mafs, increafe the trodden foil. 
And deep till earth herfelf ihall be no more; Since then .(as emmets their fmall world o’erthrown) We, fore amaz’d, -from put earth’s ruins crawl, And rife to fate extreme, of fptil or fair. 
As man’s own choice, (controller of the Ikies !.), As man’s defpotic will, perhaps ozrr hour, (O how omnipotent is Time ! ) decrees ; Should not each warning give a ftrong alarm ? Warning, far lefs than that of bofom torn 
From bofom, bleeding o’er the facred dead ? 
Should not each dial itrike us as we pafs. Portentous, as the written wall, which ftruck, O’er midnight-bowls, the proud AJfyrian pale, Erewhile high-flulh’d with infalence and wine ? Like that, the dial fpeaks; and points to thee, Lorenzo ! loath to break the banquet up : “ O man, thy kingdom is departing from thee ; “ And, while it lafts, is emptier than my lhade.” 
Its filent language fuch : nor need’ll thou call Thy Magi, to decypher what it means. Know, like the Median, fate is in thy Walls : Doll a He, how ? whence? Belfhazzar-Wke, amaz’d? 
Man’s make inclofes the lure feeds of death ; Life feeds the murderer : ingrate ! he thrives On her own meal ; and then his nurfe devours. But here, Lorenzo, the delufion lies : ThatyS/ar Jhadow, as it meafures life. 
It life refembles too s life fpeeds away From point to point, though feeming to (land lti!l ; 
The cunning fugitive is fwift by Health ; Too fubtle is the movement to be feen, Yet foon man’s hour is up, and we are gone. Warnings point out our danger ; gnomons, time : 
As thefe are ufelefs when the fun is fet ; * So thofe, but when more glorious Reafon Ihines. 
Reafon fhould judge in all; in Reafon’s eye. That fedentary (hadow travels hard : But fuch our gravitation to the wrong, 
So prone our hearts to whifper what we wilh, 

’Ti* 
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’Tis later with the wife, than he’s aware } 
A Wilmington goes flower than the fun ; And all mankind miftake their time of day ; Even age itfelf: frelh hopes are hourly fown In furrow’d brOws. .So gentle life’s defcent, 
We flmt our eyes, and think it is a plain : 
We take fair days in winter, for the fpring : And turn our blelfings into bane. Since oft Man muft compute that age he cannot feel; 
He fcarce believes he’s older for his years. Thus, at life’s lateft eve, we keep in ftore 
One difappoifltment fure, to crown the reft ; The difappointment of a promis’d hour. On this, or flmilar. Philander ! thou Whofe mind was moral, as the preacher’s tongue }. 
And ftrong, to wield all fcience, worth the name ; How often we talk’d down the fummer’s fun, And cool’d our paflions by the breezy ftream ! How often thaw’d, and ihorten’d winter’s eve, By conflift kind, that ftruck out latent truth ; Beft found, fo fought; to the m/w/i? more coy ? Thoughts difentangle palling o’er the lip ; 
Clean runs the thread ; if not, ’tis thrown away, 
Or kept to tie up nonfenfe for a fong ; Sohg, falhionably fruitlefs! fuch as ftains The fancy, and unhallow’d pafion fires ; Chiming her faints to Cythered'i fane. Know’ll thou, Lorenzo ! what a friend contains ? 
As.bees mix’d ne£tar draw from fragrant flow’rs, 
So men from Friendship, wifdom and delight; Twins ty’d by" nature, if they part, they die. 
Haft thou no friend to fet thy mind abroach ? 
Goodfenfe will ftagnate : thoughts fhut up, want air, And fpoil, like bales unopen’d to the fun. Had thought been all, fweet fpeech had been deny’d : Speech, thought’s canal! fpeech, thought’s criterion too. Thought in the mine, may come forth gold or drofs ; < When coin’d in word, we know its real worth. If fterling, ftore it for thy future ufe ; ’Twill buy thee benefit; perhaps, renown. *** Thought, too, deliver’d, is the more polfefs’d 5 
Teaching, we learn j and, giving, we retain 
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The births of intelleft : when dumb, forgot. Speech ventilates our intelk&ual fire; Speech burnifhes our mental magazine; Brightens for ornament; and whets for ufe. What numbers (heath'd in erudition lie, Plung’d to the hilts in venerable tomes, And rufted in $ who might have borne an edge, And play’d a fprightly beam if born to fpeech ; If born blefs’d heirs of half their mother’s tongue ? ’Tis thought’s exchange, which, like th’ alternate pulh Of waves confli&ing, breaks the learned fcum, 
And defecates the ftudent’s (landing pool. \n contemplation is his proud refource ? 
’Tis poor, as proud, by converfe unfuftain’d ; Rude thought runs wild in contemplation * field; Converfe, the menage, breaks it to the bit Of due reftraint; and emulation'& fpur 
Gives graceful energy, by rivals aw’d. ’Tis converfe qualifies forfolitude; 
As exercife, for falutary reft. By that untutor’d, Contemplation faves A lunar prince, or famifti’d beggar dies ; And Nature's fool, by Wifdem's is outdone. IVifdom, though richer than Peruvian mines, , And fweeter than the fweet ambrofial hive. What is (lie, but the means of happinefs ? ‘That unobtain’d, than folly more a fool ; 
A melancholy fool, without her bells : Friendjhip the means, and friendlhip richly gives The precious end, which makes our wifdom wife. Nature, in zeal for human amity. Denies, or damps an undivided joy. Joy is an import; joy is an exchange ; Joy flies monopolifts : it calls for two : Rich fruit! heav’n-plantcdl never pluck’d by one. Needful auxiliars are our friends, to give To facial man true relifti of himfelf. 

• Full on ourfelves defeending in a line Pie afire's bright beam, is feeble in delight: 
Delight intenfe, is taken by rebound ; '"Reverberated.pkafures fire the breaft. 

C Celcftial 
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Celedial Happimfs, whene’er (he (loops 

To vifit earth, one (hrine the goddefs finds, 
And one alone, to make her fweet amends For abfent heav’n,—.the bofom of a friend ; 
Where heart meets heart, reciprocally foft, Each other’s pillow to repofe divine. Beware the counterfeit: in Pajfion’s (lame Hearts melt; but melt like ice, foon harder froze. True love ftrikes root in Re dfort; Paffion’s foe: 
Virtue alone entenders us for life: 1 wrong her much—entenders us for ever. 
Of Friendjhip'% faired fruits, the fruit mod fair Is Virtue kindling at a rival fire, And, emuloujly, rapid in her race. 
O the foft enmity ! endearing drife ! This carries Friend(hip to her noontide point, And gives the rivet of eternity. From Friendjbip, which outlives my former themes, Glorious furvivor of old Time, and Death! 
From friendlhip, thus, that flow’r of heavenly feed, 
The wife extra# earth’s mod Hyblean blifs, Superior wifdom, crown’d with fmiling joy ; 
For joy, from friendftiip born, abounds in fmiles. 
O (lore it in the foul’s moll golden cell! But for whom blodbms this Flyftan dower ? Abroad they find, who chefifli it at home. Lorenzo ! pardon what my love extorts, 
An honed love, and not afraid to frown. Though choice of follies faden on great. 
None clings more obdinate, than fancy fond That facred frienddiip is their eafy prey ; Caught by the wafture of a golden lure} 
Or fafcination of a high born fmile. Their fmiles \\\z great and the coquet throw out 
For others hearts, tenacious of their own ; And we no lefs of ours, when fuch the bait. 
Ye Fortune’s cofferers ! ye powers of wealth! You do your rent-rolls mod felonious wrong, 
By taking our attachment to yourfelves- Can gold gain friendlhip ? impudence of hope! 
As well mere man an angel might beget. ‘ Love, and love only, is the loan for love. Lorenzo.' 
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Lorenzo! pride reprefe ; nor hope to find 
A friend, but what has found a friend in thee. All like the purchafe, few the price will pay'} And this makes friends fuch miracles below. What if (fince daring on fo nice a theme) 1 (hew thee friendfhip delicate, as dear. Of tender violations apt to die ? 
Referve will wound it; and dijirtij}, deftroy. Deliberate on all things with thy friend: 
But fince friends grow not thick on ev'ry bough. Nor ev’ry friend unrotten at the core ; 
Firft, on thy friend, delib’rate with thyfclf: Paufe, ponder, fift; not eager in the choice, Nor jealous of the chofen : fixing, fix ; Judge before friendfhip; then confide till death. Well, for thy friend ; but nobler far for thee ; How gallant danger for earth’s highell prize! 
A friend is worth all hazard we can run. “ Poor is the friendlefs mailer of a world : “ A world in purchafe for a friend is gain.’’ 

So fung he (angels hear that angel fing! Angels from friendfhip gather half their joy ;) 
So fung Philander, as his friend went round In the rich ichor, in the gen’rous blood 
Of Bacchus, purple god of joyous wit, A brow folute, and ever-laughing eye. He drank long health and virtue to his friend ; His friend, who warm’d him more, who more infpir’d- Friendfhip't the wine of life ; but friendlhip news (Not fuch was his) is neither ftrong nor pure. O ! for the bright complexion, cordial warmth, And elevating fpirit, of a friend, For twenty fummers ripening by my fide; 
All feculence of falfhood long thrown down ; All focial virtues rifing in his foul; 
As cryftal clear ; and finding, as they rife ! Here ne&ar flows; it fparkles in our fight ; Rich to the tafte, and genuine from the heart. 
High-flavour’d blifs for gods ! on earth how rare! On earth how /^/—Philander is no more. Think’ft thou the theme intoxicates my fong ? 
Am I too warm ?—Too warm I cannot be. C 2 I lov’d 
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I lot’d him much ; but now I love him more. Like birds, whofe beauties languifh, half conceal’d. Till mounted on the wing, their gloffy plumes 
Expanded fhine with azure, green, and gold : How bleflings brighten as they take their flight! His flight Philander took; his upward flight. 
If ever foul afcended. Had he dropt, (That eagle genius !), O had he let fall One feather as he flew ; I, then, had wrote What friends might flatter; prudent foes forbear;* Rivals fcarce damn ; and Za/7«j reprieve. Yet, what I can, 1 muft : it were profane 
To quench a glory lighted at the ikies. And call in (hadows his illuftrious clofe. Strange ! the theme moft affetting, moft fublime>. Momentous moft to man, fliou’d deep unfung! 
And yet it fleeps, by genius unawak’d, Painhn or Chrijiian ; to the blufh of wit. 
Man’s higheft triumph ! man’s profoundeft fall i The deathbed of the juft ! is yet undrawn 
By mortal hand ; it merits a divine : Angels, fhould paint it, angels ever there ; There, on a poft of honour, and of joy. 

Dare I prefume, then ? But Philander bids; 
And glory tempts, and inclination calls— Yet am I ftruck ; as ftrnck the foul, beneath 
Aerealprefer impenetrable gloom; . Or, in fome mighty ruin’s lolemn ftiade ; Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born duft. In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflatter’d kings f Or, at the i»idnight-tf/ter’s hallow’d flame. 
It is religion to proceed: I paufe— And enter, aw’d, the temple of my theme. Is it his death-bed ? No : it is his ftmne: Behold him, there, juft rifing to a god. 

The chamber where the good man meets his fate. Is privileg’d beyond the common walk Of virtuourViie, quite in the verge of heav'n. 
Fly, ye profane ! if not, draw near with awe, Receive the blelfing, and adore the chance. That threw in this Bethefda your difeafe;. 
If uareftor’d by this, defpair your cure; 

Fora 
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For, here, rcfiftlefs demonftratjfcn dwells ; 
A deathbed’s a deteftor of the heart. Here tir’d Diflimulation drops her mailt, Through life’s grimace, that miflrefs of the fccne 1 
Here real, and apparent, are the fame. You fee the mart} you fee his hold on heav’n; If found his virtue ; as Philander’* found. Heav’n waits not the laft moment, owns her friends 
On this fide death ; and points them out to men, A lefture, filent, but of fovereign pow’r ! 
To vice, confufion ; and to virtue, peace. Whatever farce the boaftful hero plays. 
Virtue alone has majefty in death ; And greater ftill, the more the tyrant frowns. Philander ! he feverely frown’d on thee. 
“ No warning given ! unceremonious fate [ “A fudden rufh from life’s meridian joys ! 4- A wrench from all we level from all we arel “ A reftlefs bed of pain ! a plunge opaque “ Beyond conjefture! feeble'.Ya/are’s dread f 
“ Strong Reafon’s fhudder at the dark unknown! “ A fun extinguilh’d ! a juft opening grave ! “ And oh! the laft, laft; what? (can words exprefs? “ Thought reach it ?) the laft—'filence of a friend !” I Where are thofe horrors, that amazement, where, I This hideous group of ills, which fmgly fhock. Demand from man ?—I thought him man till now. Through nature’s wreck, through vanquilh’d agonies, (Like the ftars ftruggling through this midnight gloom j. What gleams of joy ? what more than human peace i Where the frail mortal ? the poor abjeft Worm i No, not in death, the mortal to be found. His conduft is a legacy for all, Richer than Alammou’s for his fingfe heir. 
His comforters he comforts ; great in ruin, j With unrelo&ant grandeur, gives, not yields ‘ His foul fublime; and clofes with his fate. How our hearts burnt within us at the feene I 
Whence, this brave bound o’er limits fix’d to man i His God fuftains him in his final hourf His final hour brings glory to his Godr 
Man’s glory heav’n vouchfafes to call her own. 
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We gaze ; we weep j mix’d tears of grief and joy L Amazement ftrike* ! demotion burlls to flame! Chrijtians adore ! and Infidels believe. 

iis fome tall tow’r, or lofty fhountain’s brow. Detains the fun, illuftrious from its height; 
While riling vapours, and defcending lhades, With damps, and darknefs, drown the fpacious vale Undamp’d by doubt, undarken’d by defpair, Philander, thus, auguftly rears his head, 
At that black, hour, which gen’ral horror (beds- On the low level of th’ inglorious throng : Sweet Peaecy and heav’nly HopCy and humble Jvyy 
Divinely beam on his exalted foul; 
Deftrudtion gild, and crown him for the Ikies,. With incommunicable luftre, bright. 

Lorenzo! fuch. the good man’s / How dim the ray, the luftre, now, how pale 
• Of tarnilh’d pageantries, of wither’d joy, Of beggar’d opulence, difgrac’d renown, 

Deep-darken’d empire, conqueft overcome ? 
Envy’s bright buts! the pant of every breaft f 
Envy! the greatell idiot of all crimes! -Who pains herfelf for that, wou’d pain her more j Is there on earth what can abfolve her ? Yes : 
One radiant mark ; the deathbed of the juft : That gaze of angels ! that glad fame of heav’n! That joy to joy celeftial!—O my foul! 
Blefs’d, ravilh’d with this providential fcene! Heaven plans her gracious ftratagems for all. 
A fcene fo ftrong ta ftrike, fo fweet to charm. So great to raife, fo heavenly to infpire* 
So udid to fupport fair Virtue’s throne. What tranfport thine, to fee ? what zeal to ling ? 
Sing firft, and fend it through the fouls of men ? And fend through theirs with eafe, if from our own. Nor haft thou fang in vain : Philander, hears, Lorenzo feels, thy fong. Lorenzo feels. 
Or he/ and not Philander, is the dead. Life, take thy chance : but oh for fuch an end ! point, my wilhea! center there ; and burn.. 
Smile you, ye poor dependents on a pulfe! 
A pulfe, your falient god ! as that decrees, Pleafur’d, 



On Timi, Death, Friendship. 3* 
Heafur’d, or pain’d ; exalted, or forlorn— Smile on ; and prove your mifery by your fmiles. 
As fmiles miftaken, what tear half fo fad ? Is it your pride ? wouvd you be prais’d for this ? Scorn’d be the man who thinks himfelf a brute } 
Affronts his fpecies ; and his God blafphemes v Vile laugher! at whom pity cannot laugh ; Scorner of all, but what deferves his fcorn •' Who thinks it is ingenious to be mad, And is quite fool enough to be a wit. 
Wits fpare not heaven, O Wilmington !—-nor thcCi 

NIG HT 



NIGHT the THIRD. 

N A R C I S S A. 

Humbly infcrtbed to her Grace 
The Dutchess of P . 

Ignofcenda quidem, fcirent Ji igmfcere manet. VlRGf# 
FROM dreams, where thought in fancy's maze run# 

To Reafan, that heav’n-lighted lamp in man, £mad. Once more I wake ; and at the defin’d hour j Punctual as lovers to the moment fworn, I keep my aflignation with my wo. 
O ! loft to virtue, loft to manly thought. Loft to the noble fallies of the foul I 

Who think it folitude to be alone. Communion fweet 1 communion large, and high 1 
Our Reafon, guardian a-'gel, and our God! Then neareft thefe, when others moft remote ; And all, erelong, ihall be remote, but thefe. How dreadful then, to meet them all alone, 
A ftranger ! unacknowledg’d! unapprov’d! Novo woo them j wed them ; bind them to thy breaft j To win thy wifh, creation has no more. Or if we wilh a fourth, it is a friend— But friends, how mortal!. dang’rous the defire. Alone indeed, the banilh’d from himfelf. 
By day's intrulions loud, and rude affaults, A tide of tumult, and a ftorm of tongues. Take Phoebus to yourfelves, ye bafking bards I Inebriate at fair Fortune’s fou*itain-head. 
And reeling through the wildernefs of joy ; Where Senfe runs lavage, broke from Reafon'* chain. 
And fings falfe peace, till fmother’d by the pall. 

My 
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My fortune is unlike ; unlike, my fong ; Unlike the Deity my fong invokes. I to Day’s foft-ey’d filler pay my court, 
(Endymiotfs rival !), and her aid implore ; Now firft implor'd in fuccour to the Mufe. 

Thou, who didft lately borrow * Cynthia’s form) And modeftly forego thine own 1 O thou, Who didll thyfelf, at midnight-hours, infpire ! Say, why not Cynthia patronefs of fong ? As thou her crefcent, fhe thy cbara&er 
Affumes } Hill more a goddefs by the change. Are there demurring wits, who dare diipute This revolution in the world infpir’d ? Ye train Pierian f to the lunar fphere. In filent hour, addrefs your ardent call 
For aid immortal ; lefs her brother’s right. She, with’the fpheres harmonious, nightly leads The mazy dance, and hears their matchlefs llrain ; A ftrain for gods ! deny’d to mortal ear. Tranfmit it heard, thou filver queen of heav’n ! What title, or what name endears thee molt ? Cynthia! Cyllene ! Phoebe' — or doll hear With higher gull, fair P d of the Ikies ? Is that the foft inchantment calls thee down, 
More pow’rful than of old Circean charm ? Come ; but from heav’nly banquets with thee bring The foul of fong ; and whifper in mine ear The theft divine; or in propitious dreams (For dreams are thine) transfufe k through the breaft 
Of thy fivft votary—but not thy laft ; If, like thy namefake, thou art ever kind. And kind thou w ilt be; kind on fuch a theme j, A theme fo like thee, a quite lunar theme. Soft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair ! A theme that role all pale, and told my foul, *Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night; A night which flruck a damp, a deadlier damp, Than that which fmote me from Philander’s tomb. Narcissa follows, ere his tomb is clos’d. 
Woes clufter; rare are folitary woes ; They love a train, they tread each other’s heel: 

* At the Duke of Norfolk’s mafquerade. 
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Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief that ftarted from my lids for him } Seizes the faithlefs, alienated tear, 
Or (hares it, ere it falls. So frequent death, Sorrow, he more than caufes, he confounds } For human fighs his rival ftrokes contend. And make diftrefs, diilraftion. Oh Philander ! 
What was thy fate ? a double fate to me ; Portent, and pain J a menace, and a blow f 
Like the black raven hov’ring o’er my peace. Not lefs a bird of omen than of prey. It call’d Narcissa long before her hour ; It call’d her tender foul, by break of blifs. From the firft bloffom, from the buds of joy; Thofe few our noxious fate unblafted leaves In this inclement clime of human life. 

Sweet harmonifl! and beautiful as fwect ! And young as beautiful } and foft as young } And gay as foft! and innocent as gay ! And happy (if aught happy here) as good ! For Fortune fond had built her neft on high 
Like birds quite exqnifite of note and plume. Transfix'd by Fate, (who loves a lofty mark). How from the fummit of the grove (he fell. 
And left it unharmonious ? All its charm Extinguilh’d in the wonders of her fong ! Her fong dill vibrates in my ravifh’d ear. Still melting there, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling through my heart! Song, beauty, youth, love, virtue, joy ! this group Of bright ideas, flow’rs of paradife As yet unforfeit 1 in one blaze we bind. Kneel, and prefent it to the (kies } as all 
We guefs of heav’n : and thefe were all her own : And (he was mine j and I was—was mod blefs’d,— Gay title of the deeped mifery ! 
As bodies grow more pond’rous, robb’d of life ; Good lod weighs more in grief, than gain'd, in joy» 
Like bloflbm’d trees o’erturn’d by vernal dorm, Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; And if in death dill lovely, lovelier there ; Far lovelier! pity fwells the tide of love. And 



N A R C t S $ A. JX 
And will not the feVtfre excufe a figh ? Scorn the proud man that is afham’d to weep ; Dur tears indulgd indeed deferve our fliame. 
Ve that e’er lolt an angel ! pity me. Soon as the luftre languifh’d in her eye. Dawning a dimmer day on human fight ; 
And on her cheek, the refidence of fpring, Pale omen fat ; and fcatter’d fears around On all that faw, (arid who could ceafe to gaze, That once had feen ?); with hafte, parental hafle» I flew, I fnatch’d her from the rigid north. Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the fun. The fun (As if the fun could envy) check’d his beam, Deny'd his wonted fuccour, nor with more Regret beheld her drooping,.than the bells Of liliest faireft lilies, not fo fair! Queen lilies! and ye painted populace •' Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrofial lives { In morn and ev’ning dew, your beauties bathe, 
And drink the fun 5 which gives your>cheeks to glow, And outblulh (mine excepted) ev’ry fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, Which often cropt your odours, incenfe meet To thought fo pure ; her flow’ry ftate of mind In joy unfall’n. Ye lovely fugitives! 
Coseval race with man ! for man you fmile ; Why not fmile him too? you (hare indeed 
His fudden pafs ; but not his conftant pain. 80 man is made, nought minifters delight, 
But what his glowing pafiibns can engage } And glowing paflions bent on aught below, Muft, foon or late, with anguifli turn the fcale ; And anguifli after rapture, now fevere!' 
Rapture ? bold m&n ! who tempts the wrath divine. By plucking fruit denyM to mortal tafte. While here prefuming on the rights of heav’n. For tranfport dofl. thou call on ev’ry hour, 
Lorenzo ? At thy friend’s expence be wife ; i Lean not on earth ; ’twill pierce thee to the heart; A broken reed, at bed ; but, oft, a fpear; On its (harp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Turn, 
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Turn, hopelefs Thought! turn from her.—Thought Relenting rallies, and wakes ev*ry wo. [jepell’d. 

Snatch’d ere thy prime! and in thy bridal hour! And when kind Fortune, with thy lover, fmil’d! And when high-flavour’d thy frefli'-op’ning joys! And when blind man pronounc’d thy blifs complete! And on a foreign (hore! where ftrangers wept! 
Strangers to thee, and, more furprifing ftill, Strangers to kindnefs, wept: their eyes let fall Inhuman tears ; ftrange tears ! that trickled down 
From marble hearts! obdurate tendernefs! 
A tendernefs that call’d them more fevere; In fpite of Nature’s foft perfuafion, fteel’d : While Nature melted, Superftition rav’d ; That mourn'd the dead ; and this deny’d a grave. 

Their fighs incens’d ; fighs foreign to the will l Their will the fyger fuck’d, outrag’d the ftorm. For, oh ! the curft ungodlinefs of zeal! Whileftnfulflejh relented, nurs’d In blind Infallibility's embrace, 
The fainted fpiritl petrify’d the bread { Deny’d the charity of dull, to fpread 
O’er dud ! a charity their dogs enjoy. 
What could I do ? what fuccour ? what refource ? With pious facrilege, a grave I dole; With impious piety, that grave I wrong’d; 
Short in my duty ! coward in my grief! More like her murderer, than friend, I crept, With foft-fufpended dep > and muffled deep In midnight-darknefs, mhifper'd my lad figh. I luhifper’d what fliould echo through their realms ; Nor writ her name, whofe tomb Ihou’d pierce the ikies. Prefumptuous fear ! how durd I dread her foes, While Nature’s louded di&ates I obey’d ? Pardon neceffity, blefs’d fliade! Of grief 
And indignation rival burds I pour’d ; Half-execration mingled with my prayer ; Kindled at man, while I his God ador’d ; 
Sore-grudg’d the favage land her facred dud j Stamp’d the curs’d foil; and with humanity 
(Deny’d Narcissa) wiffl’d them all a grave. 

. Glows 
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Glows my refentment into guilt ? What guilt 

'Can equal violations of the dead ? 
The dead how facredi facred is the duft Of this heav’n-labour’d form, ere<St, divine! This heav’n-aflum’d majeftick robe of earth, 
He deign’d to wear, who hung the vaft expanfe With azure bright, and cloth’d the fun in gold. When ev’ry paffion fleeps that can offend ; When ftrikes us ev’ry motive that can melt; 
When man can reek his rancour icncontroll’d, That ftiongeft curb on infult and ill-will; 
Then, fpleen to duft ? the duft of innocence ? An angel’s duft.!—This Lucifer tranfcends : 
When he contended for the Patriarch’s bones, ’Twas not the ftrife of malice, but of pride ; The ftrife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. Far lefs than this is fhocking in a race Moft wretched, but from ftreams of mutual love; And uncreated, but for love divine ; 

! And but for love divine, this moment, loft. By Fate Teforb’d, and funk in endlefs night. Man hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
| Moft horrid • mid ftupendous, highly ftrange ! Yet oft his courtefies are fmoother wrongs ; 

Pride brandilhes the favours he confers, 1 And contumelious his humanity. What then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye ftars! 
And thbu, pale moon! turn paler at the found; Man is to man the foreft, firreft ill, A previous blaft foretels the rifing ftorm ; 
O’erwhelming turrets threaten ere they fall j Volcanoes bellow ere they difembogue ; Earth trembles ere her yawning jaws devour.} And fmoke betrays the wide confuming fire : Ruin from man is moft conceal’d when near, 

I And fends the dreadful tidings in the blow. Is this the flight of Fancy ! Would it were! 
j Heav’n’s Sov’reign fares all beings but himfelf. That hideous fight, a naked human heart. 

Fir’d is the Mufe ? and let the Mufe be fir’d : Who not inflam’d, -when what he fpeaks, he feels. 
And in the nerve moft tender, in his friend* i 

v Shame 
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Shame to mankind! Philander, had his foes : He felt the truths I fing* and I in him. 
But he, nor I, feel more. Paft ills, Nargissa 1 
Are funk in dtee, thou recent wound of heart! Which bleeda with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs num’rous, as the num’roua Lils that fwarm’d O’er thy diftisiguifh’d fete, and cluft’ring there 
Thick as the locuft on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more dark the grave. .RefleA (if not forgot my touching tale) How was each circumflance with afpicks arm’di 
Ah afpick, each ; and all, an hydra wo. What ftrong Herculean virtue could fuffice ?— 
Or is it virtue to be conquer’d here ? 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; And each tear mourns its own diJhnSl diflrefs } 
And each diftrefs, diftin&ly mourn’d, demands 
Of grief dall mare, as heighten’d by the whole. A grief like this proprietors excludes : 
Not friends alone fuch obfequies deplore ; They make mankind the mourner } carry fighs 
Far as the fatal Fame Can wing hef way. And turn the gayefi. thought of gayett age, Down their right channel, throngh the vale of death. 

The vale of death ! that hufh’d Cimmercan vale, Where Darkmfs brooding o’er untinifn’d fates. 
With raven wing incumbent, Waits the day ( Dread day !) that interdidts all future change l 
That fubterranean world, that land of ruin ! Fit walk, Lorbnzci, for proud human thought 1 
There let my thought expatiate ; and explore Balfamick truths, and healing fentiments, Of all mod wanted, and mod welcome, here. 
For gay Lorenzo’s fake, and for thy own, 
My foul, “ The fruits of dying friends furvey; Expofe the vain of life { weigh life and death; « Give death his eulogy ; thy fear fubdue ; 
“ And labour that fird palm of noble minds, « A manly fcorn of terror from the tomb.” This harveft reap from thy N.lrcissa’s grave. 
As poets feign from Ajax' dreaming blood Arofe, with grief infrrib’d, a mournful flow’r ; Let 
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Let wifdom blofTom from my mortal -wound. And jirfi, »f dying friends ; what fruit from thef* ? Rich fruit this tempeft in our bofiom throw. Few minds will gather in our life ferene : 

! It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid To chafe our thoughtieffnefs, fear, pride, and guilt. 
Our dying friends come o’er us like a cloud, To damp our brainlefs ardors ; and abate That glare of life, which often blinds the wife. Our dying friends are pioneers, to fmooth 

Our rugged pafs to death ; to break thofe bars 1 Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws Crofe our obfti u£ted way ; and, thus, to make 
Welcome, as fafe, our port from evfry ftorm. Each friend by Fate fnatch’d from us, is a plume Pluck’d from the wing of human vanity, Which makes us ftoop from our aerial heights, And, damp’d with omen of our own deceafe. On drooping pinions of ambition lower’d, Juft fleim earth’s furface, ere we break it up, 
O’er putrid pride to fcratch a little duft, And fave the world a nuifance. Smitten friends Are angels fent on errands full of love ; For us they languilh, and for us they die : 
And ftiall they Tanguifti, fhall they die in vain ? 
Ungrateful fhall we grieve their hov’ring {hades. Which wait the revolution in our hearts ? Shall we difdain their filent, foft addrefs ; 
Their pofthumous advice, and pious prayer ? Senfelefs, as herds that graze their hallow’d graves. Tread under foot their agonies and groans ; 
Fruftrate their anguifh, and deftroy their deaths ? 

Lorenzo ! no ; the thought of death indulge j Give it its wholefome empire, let it reign, 
That kind chaftifer of the foul to joy ! Its reign will fpread thy glorious conquefts far. 
And {fill the tumults of thy ruffled breaft ; 
Aufpicious sera ! golden days begin ! The thought of death, fhall, like a god, infpire. And why not think on death ? is life the theme Of every thought ? and wifh of every hour ? 
And fong of every joy ? furprifing truth 1 

Hz The 
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The beaten fpaniel’s fondnefs not fo ftrange. To wave the num’rous ills that feize on life As their own property, their lawful prey ; 
Ere man has meafilr’d half his weary ftager His luxuries have left him no referve, No maiden relifhes, unbroach’d delights ; Oh cold-ferv’d repetitions he fubMs, 
And in the taftelefschews the pafti Difgufted'chews, and fcarce can fwallow downi 
Like laviih anceftors, his eaili?r years Have diiinherited his future hours,. Which ftarve on orts> and glean their former field. 

Live ever here, Lorenzo ! (hocking thought! 
So (hocking, they who wi(h, difown it, too ; Difown from (hame, what they from folly crave. 
Live ever in the womb, nor fee. the light ? For what live ever here ?—with labouring Hep 
To tread out former footfteps ? pace the round Eternal ? to climb daily Life’s worn wheel, Which draws up nothing new ? to beat, and beat, 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mock ? to forfeit on the fame^ And yawn our joys ? or thank a mifery 
For change, though fad ? to fee what we have feen ^ 
Hear, till unheard, the fame old fiobber’d tale ? ■. To tafte the tailed, and at each return 
Lefs tailcful ? o’er our palates to decant Another vintage? drain a flatter year, Through loaded veffels, and a laxer tone ? 
Crazy machines to grind earth’s wafted fruits ! Ill-ground, and worfe concofled ; load, not life! 
The rational foul kennels of excels ! 
Still dreaming through fairs of dull debauch ! Trembiing each gulp, left death (houldfnatch the bowl. 

Such of our fine ones is the wi(h refin’d! 
So would they have it: elegant defire ! 
Why not invite the bellowing (tails, and wilds ? 
But foch examples might their riot awe. Through want of virtue, that is, want of thought, (Though on bright .thought they father all their flights). 
To what are they reduc’d ? to love, and hate 
The fame vain world ;- to cenfore, and efpoufe. This. 
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This painted threw of life, who calls them foof Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad Through dread of worfe; to cling to this rude rock*. Barren, to them, of good, and (harp with ills. 
And Hourly blacken’d with impending ftorms. And infamous for wrecks of human hope,  Scar’d at the gloomy gulf that yawns beneath. Such are their triumphs! fuch their pangs of joy ! 

’Tis time, hi^h time to fliift this difinal fcene. This hugg'd, this hideous ftate, what art can cure ! One only ; but that one, what all may reach ; Virtue.—She, wonder-working goddefs ! charms. 
That roeh to bloom*, and tames the paintedJhre-xo; And, what will more furprife, Lorenzo ! gives To life’s Tick, naufeous iteration, change ; A«d ftraitens Nature’s circle to a line. Believ’d thou this, Lorenzo ? lend an ear, A patient ear, thou’lt blulh to difbelieve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns, 
And ever mud o’er thofe, whofe joys are joys Of fight, fmell, tafle: the cuckovv-feafons iing 
The, fame dull note to fuch as nothing prize. But'what thofe feafons, from the teeming earth,, To floating &?»/£ indulge : but nobler minds. Which relifli fruits unripen’d by the fun. Make their days* various-; various as the dyes 
On the dteve’s neck, which wanton in his rays. On minds of dove-like innocence poffefs’d. On lighten’d minds that balk in virtuels beams. Nothing hangs tedious, nothing, o/rf-revolves. In that, for which they long ; for which they live^ Their glorious efforts wing’d with heavenly hope,. Each rifing morning fees dill higher rife; Each bounteous dawn its novelty prefents To worth maturing, »ew ftrength, ludre, fame;; 
While Nature’s circle, like a chariot-wheel Rolling beneath their elevated aims, 
Makes their fair profpeft, fairer every hour ; Advancing virtue in a-line to blip : Virtue, which Chridian motives bed infpire ! 
And blip, which Chridian fchemes alone, endive ! „ 

D 3 A atf 
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And /hall we then, for virtue’s fake, commence 

Apoftates ? and turn infidels for}oy ? 
A truth it is, few doubt, but fewer truft. He fins againft this life, who flights the ntxt.'* What is this life ? how few their fav’rite know ? Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace. By paffionately loving Life, we make 
Lov’d life unlovely ^ hugging her to death. 
We give to Time Eternity’s regard j And dreaming take our paffage for our port.. 
Life has no value as an end, but means j 
An end deplorable 1 a means divine 1 When ’tis our all j ’tis nothing ; worfe than nought } 
A neft of pains : when held as nothing, much : Like fame fair humourifts, life is moft enjoy’d, When courted leaft ; moft worth, when difefteem’d j. Then ’tis the feat of comfort, rich in peace ; In profpeA, richer far j important! awful ! 
Not to be mentioned but with Ihouts of praife ! Not to be thought on, but with tides of joy ! The mighty bafis of eternal blifs ! Where now the barren rock. ? the paintedJhrtw f- 
Where now, Lorenzo ! life’s eternal, round ? Have I not made my triple promife good l Vain is the world, but only to the vain. To what compare we then this varying feene, 
Whofe worth ambiguous rifeg, and declines ? Waxes, and wanes ? (In all propitious, Night 
Affifts me here). Compare it to the moon ; Dark in herfelr, and indigent 1 but rich In borrow’d lulire from a higher fpbere : When grofs guilt interpofes, labouring earthi O’erfhadow’d mourns a deep eclipfe of joy y at 
Her joys, at brighteft, pallid to that font 
Gf full effulgent glory, whence they flow. Nor is that glory diftant : Oh Lorenzo ! 
A good man and an angel ! thefe between How thin the barrier ? what their fate divides £ Perhaps a moment, or perhaps a year } 
Or if an age, it is a moment ftill; 
A moment, or eternity’s forgot: 
Then be, what once they were, who qow are gods; 
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Be what Philander was, and claim, the Ikies* Starts timid Nature at the gloomy pafs ? 
The foft tranlition call it ; and be chear’d : Such it is often, and why not to thee ? To hope the bell,-is pious, brave, and wife. 
And may itfelf procure, what it prefumes. Life is much flatter’d, death is much traduc'd } Compare the rivals, and the kinder crown. “ Strange competition ¥*—True, Lorrnzo ! ftrange I So little Life can caft into the fcale. 

Life makes the foul dependent on the dull; Death gives her wings to mount above the fpheres : Through chinks, tty I’d organs, dim Life peeps at light; Death burtts th’ involving cloud, and all is day : 
All eye, all ear, the difembody’d power. 
Death has feign’d evils, Nature (hall not feel % Life, ills fubttantial, wifdom cannot fhun : Is not the mighty Mind, that fon of heav’n !■ 
By tyrant Life dethron’d, imprifon’d, pain’d ? By Death enlarg’d, ennobled, deify’d ? Death but entombs the body ; Life, the foul. 
“ Is Death then guiltlefs ; how he marks his way “ With dreadful watte, of what defcrves to fhine ! 
“ Art, genius, fortune, elevated pow’r 1 “ With various, luttres thefe light up the world, 
“ Which Death puts out ; and darkens human race.* I grant, Lorenzo ! this indictment juft : Thefage, peer, potentate, king, conqueror! 
Death humbles thefe ; more barbarous Life, the man* Life is the triumph of our mouldering day ; Death, of the fpirit infinite ! divine ! Death has no dread, but what frail Life imparts; Nor Life true joy, but what kind Death improves, 
No blifs has Life to boaft, till.Death can give Far greater ; Lifd% a debtor to the grave. Dark lattice ! letting in eternal day. 

Lorenzo I blufli aty»»!f//if/r for a Which fends celeftial fouls on errands vile, {Fo. cater for the feufe ; and ferve at boards,. Where every ranger of the wilds, perhaps Bach reptile, jultly claims our upper hand ; 
Luxurious tea It !. a foul, a foul immortal, 

ta 



44 T re C 0 M P L A I N:T. Night j;- 
In all the dainties of a brute fyemir’d ! Lorenzo ! blufli at terrorfor a Death, Which gives thee to repofe in feftive bowers ; 
Where ne&ars fparhle, angels minifter, And mor^, than angels (hare, and raife, and crown. 
And eternize, the birth, bloom, burfts of blifs. O feati indeed luxurious ! earth, vile earth ! In all the glories of a god array’d ! 

j What need I more ?. O Death, the palm is thine. Then welcome, Death! thy dreaded harbingers, 
Jlge, and Difeafe.; Difeafe, though long my gueft ; That plucks my nerves, thofe tender firings of life> Which pluck’d a little more, will toll the bell 
That calls ray few friends to my funeral; Where feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear. While Reafon and Religion, better taught. 
Congratulate the dead, and crown his tomb With wreath triumphant. Death his vi&ory}' It binds in chains the raging ills of life : Luji and Ambition, Rage and Avarice, 
Dragg’d at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power. 
That ills corrohve, cares importunate, 
Are. not immortal too, O Death ! is thine. Our day of diffolution ?—Name it right; *Tis our great, pay-day ; ’tisour harveft, rich And ripe : what though the fickle, fometimes keen, Juft fears us, as we reap the golden grain ? More than thy balm, O Gilead! heals the wound. Birth's feeble cry, and Death's deep difmal groan. 
Are flendfr tributes low-tax’d Nature pays, 
For mighty gain : the gain of each a life! But O, die laft the former fo tranfeends, Zj/e dies, compar’d: Life lives beyond the grave. And fed I, Death ■’ no joy from thought of theei. Death, the great couhfdlor, who man infpires With every nobler thought, and fairer deed I Death, the deliverer, who refeues man ! Death, the re warder, who the refeu’d crowns ! 
Death, th;tf abfolves my birth ; a curfe without it! <; * Rich Deaths that, realizes all my cares. Toils, virtues,, hopes ; without it a chimera ! 
Deaths of all pain the period, not of joy j 
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Joy^s fiurce, zn& Jubjfft, ilijl fubfift, unhurt. One in my foul ; and one, in her great fire, Thsugh the four winds were warring for my dull. 
Yes, and from winds, and waves, and central night,. Though prifon'd there, my duft too I reclaim, 
(To duft when drop proud Nature’s proudeft fpheres). And live entire. Death iVthe crown of life ; Were death deny’d, poor man would live in vain; Were death deny’d, to live would not be life ; Were death deny’d,, even fools wo.uld wifii to die. Death wounds, to cure : we fall; we rife; w« reign { ' Spring from our fetters; fatten.in the Ikies ; - Where blooming Eden withers.in our fight; Death gives us more than was in Eden loft. 
This King of Terrors is the Prince of Peace. When (hall 1 die to vanity, pain, death ? 
When ttiall l.die When (hall 1 live for ever ? 

NIGHT 



NIGHT the FOURTH. 

T H M 

CHRISTIAN TRIUMPH 

C 0 N T A I to I N a 
Our only Cure for the Fear of Death, 

And proper Sentiments of Heaat on that 
ineftimabte' B L e: s s j n q. 

Humbly infcribed 
To the Honourable Mr. Y o r k e. 

AM U C H indebted mufe, 0 Yorke ! intrudes. Amid the fmiles of fortune and of youth, Thine ear is patient of a ferious fong. How deep implanted in the bread of man 
The dread of death ? I ling its fov'reign cure. Why ftart at death ? Where is he ? Death arriv’d, 
Is pad ; not come, or gone ; he’s never here. Ere Hope, Senfation fails; black-boding man 
Receives, not fuffers Death’s tremendous blow. The knell, the Ihroud, the mattock, and the grave * The deep damp vault, the darknels and the worm ; * Thefe are the bugbears of a Winter’s eve, The terrors of the living, not the dead. 
Imagination's fool, and Error's wretch, Man makes a death, which Nature never made j - Then on the point of his own fancy falls. 
And feds a thoufand deaths, in fearing one. 

But 
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But were Death frightful, what has Age to fea'r ? If prudent, -Age fho«ld meet the friendly foe. And flicker in his hofpitable gloom. I fearte cSn meet a monamertt, but bolds 

My younger ; every date cries—“ Gome away.” And what rrcals roe ? Look the world around# And tell tne what; The wi'feft cannot tell. Should any born of woman give his thought Full range, on juft Drue’s unbounded freld ; 
Of things, the vanity ; of men, the flaws } Flaws in the the.many, flaw all o’er j 
As leopards fpotted, or as JEt/uopt dark ; ‘Vivacious III; frodi/dying immature, 
(How immature, Naucissa's marble tells)# 
And at its death bequeathing endlefs pain ; His heart, though bold, would ficken at the fight# And fpend itfelf in fighs fixt fuldre feenes. But grant to life (and juft it is to grant 
To lucky life) fome perquiiites of joy ; A time there is, when, like a thrice-told tale# | And that of no great moment, or delight. Long-rifled Life of fweet can yield no more# 
But, from our comment on the comedy, Pleafing reflecl'wns on parts well-itiflaiu’d, Or purpos’d emendations where we fail'd. 
Or hopes of plaudits frotii aur candid judge, When, on their exit, funis are bid unrobe, 
Tofs Fortune back her tinted, ahd her plume# And drop this mafk of flefh behind the feene. With me, that rime is Come ( my world is dead $ A new world rifes, and new manners reign : Foreign comedians} a fpruce band 1 arrive, To pufti me from the feene, or hifs me there. 
What a pert race flam Up ? the ftrangers gaze# 
And I at them j my neighbour is unknown ; Nor that the worft ; ah me ! the dire effeft Of loit’ring here, of death defrauded long ; Of old-fo gracious, (and let that fuffice). 
My very mafter knows me wot.—- Shall 1 dare fay, Peculiar is the fate ? 
I’ve been fo long remember'd, I’m forgot. An obje& ever preifing dims the fight# 

Aal 
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And hides behind its ardour to be feen': When in his courtiers ears I pour my plaint, 
They drink it as the neftar of the great } And fqueeze my hand, and beg me come to-morrow : Refufal! can ft. thou wear a fmoother form ? Indulge me, nor conceive I drop my theme : Who cheapens life, abates the fear of death : Twice-told the period fpcnt on ftubborn Troyt Court-favour, yet untaken, I befiege ; 
Ambition’s ill-judg’d effort to be rich. 
Alas ! Ambition makes my little, lefs ; Embitt’ring the poffefs’d. Why wi(h for more ? 
JViJhing, of all employments, is the worft ; ‘Philofophy’s reverfe ! and health’s decay 1 
Were I as plump as Hail'd Theology, , Wijhing would waile me to this fhade again. Were I as wealthy as a Stmthfea dream, Wifhing is atr expedient to be poor: 
Wifjing, that conftant hedick of a fool; Caught at a court; purg’d off by purer air, 
And fimpler diet; gifts of rural life ! Blefs’d be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at reft, beneath this humble fliade. The world’s a ftately bark, on dang’rous feas. With pleafure feeu, but boarded at our peril : 
Here, on a fingle plank, thrown fafe afhore, I hear the tumult of the diftant throng, As that of feas remote, or dying ftorms; 
And meditate on fcenes, more filent ftill; Purfue my theme, and fight the fear of death* Here, like a ihepherd gazing from his hut, Touching his reed, or leaning on his ftaff, 
Eager A mbit ton’s fiery chace I fee 5 1 fee the circling hunt, of noify men, Burft law’s inclofure, leap the mounds of right, Purfuing and purfu’d, each other’s prey ; 
As wolves, for rapine; as the fox, for wiles ; 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. Why all this toil for triumphs of an hour ? i-j . What, though we wade in wealth, or foar in fame ? Earth’s higheft ftation ends in, “ Here he lies,” 
And “ Dull to dull” concludes her noblelt fong. 

i( 
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If this fong lives, pofterity (hall know One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred. Who thought even gold might come a day too late; 
Nor on his fubtle deathbed plann’d his fcheme For future vacancies in church or (late; 
Some avocation deeming it—to die ; Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; Guilt’s blunder ! and the loudeft laugh of hell. O my coevals ! remnants of yourfelves 1 
Poor human ruins, tiott’ring o’er the grave ! Shall we, (hall aged men, like aged trees, > Strike deeper their vile root, and clofer cling, Still more enamour’d of this wretched foil ? ! Shall our pale, wither’d hands be dill ftretch’d out, Trembling, at once, with eagernefs and age ? With av’rice, and convulfions grafping hard ? 

I Grafping at air ! for what has earth befide ? Man wants but little ; nor that little, long; How foon mull he refrgn his very dud, . Which frugal Nature lent him for an hour ? 
I Years unexperienc'd ru(h on num’rous ills ; 1 And foon as man, expert from time, has found 
I The key of life, it opes the gates of death. When in this vale of years I backward look, And mifs fuch numbers, numbers too of fuch. 

Firmer in health, and greener in their age. And drifter on their guard, and fitter far To play life’s fubtle game, I fcarce believe I dill furvive : and am I fond of life. 
Who fcarce can think it poffible I live ? Alive by miracle ! or, what is next, Alive by Mead ! If I am dill alive, Who long have bury’d what gives life to live, Firmnefs of nerve, and energy of thought. Life’s lee is not more Jhallow, than impure. And vapid; Senfe and Reafon (how the door, Call for my bier, and point me to the dud. O thou great Arbiter of life and death ! Nature’s immortal, immaterial fun ! Whofe all-prolifick beam late call’d me forth 
From darknefs, teeming darknefs, where I lay 
The worm’s inferior, and, in rank, beneath 

E The 
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The duft I tread on, high to bear my brow. To drink the fpirit of the golden day. And triumph in exiftence; and couldft know 
No'tnotlve, but my bids*; and haft ordain’d 
A rife in bleffing ! with the patriarch’s joy, Thy call I follow to the land unkno'ixm ; I truft in thee, and know in whom I truft ; 
Or life, or death, is equal ; neither weighs, 
All weight in this—O let me live to thee ! Though Nature's terrors, thus, may be reprefs'd ; 
Still frowns grim Death; guilt points the tyrant’s fpear. And whence all human guilt ? From death forgot. 
Ah me ! too long I fet at nought the fwarm 
Of friendly warnings, which around me flew, And fail’d unfaitten : faall my caufe to faile ! Death's admonitions, like fllafts upwards fliot, 
More dreadful by delay, the longer ere They ftrike our hearts, the deeper is their wound. O think how deep, Lorenzo ! here it Itings : Who can appeafe its anguilh ? how it burns ! What hand the barb’d, invenom’d thought can draw ? 
What healing hand can pour the balm of peace ? And turn my fight undaunted on the tomb ? With joy,—with grief, that -healing hand 1 fee; 
Ah ! too confpicuous ! it is fix’d on high ! 
On high What means my frenzy ? 1 blafpheme : Alas ! how lo'M ? how far beneath the Ikies ? 
The ikies it form'd ; and now it bleeds for me— But bleeds the balm I want—yet ftill it bleeds ; 
Draw the dire fteel—ah no !-—the dreadful bleifing What heart, or can fuftain, or dares forego ? There hangs all human hope : that nail fupporta 
Our falling univerfe : that gone, we drop ; Horror receives us, and the difmal wiflt Creation had been faother’d in her birth— 
Darknefs his curtain, and his bed the duft ; When ftars and fun are duft beneath his throne { 
In heav’n itfelf can fuch indulgence dwell ? -O what a groan was there! A groan rtzt his. He feiz’d our dreadful right; the load fuftain’d ; 
And heav’d the mountain from a guilty world. 

A thoufand 
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A thoufand worlds fo bought, were bought too dear. Senfations wew in angels bofoms rife ; 
Sufpend their fong ; and make a paufe in blifs. O for their fong to reach my lofty theme ! Infpire me, Night! with all thy tuneful fpheres ! Much rather Thou ! who doft thofe fpheres infpire ; Whilfl I with feraphs fhare feraphick themes, 
And fhow to men the dignity of man ; Left I blafpheme my fubjeft with my fong. Shall Pagan pages glow celeftial flame. And Chniftian languifti ? On our hearts, not heads, Falls the foul infamy. My heart ! awake ; fWhat can awake thee, unawak'd by this, 
l“ Expended Deity on human weal V* Feel great truths, which burft the tenfold night' Of Heathen error, with a golden flood Of endlefs day : to feel, is to be fir’d ; And to believe, Lorenzo ! is to feel. Thou moft indulgent, moft tremendous Power ! Still more tremendous, for thy wondrous love 1 That arms, with awe more awful, thy commands 
And foul tranfgreffion dips in fevenfold guilt; How our hearts tremble at thy lov? immenfe ? 
In love immenfe, inviolably juft ! Thou, rather than thy jujiice fhou’d be ftain’d, Didft ftain the crofs ; and work of wonders far 
The greateft, that thy deareft far might bleed. Bold thought! (hall I dare fpeak it, or reprefs ? 
Should man more execrate, or hoajl, the guilt, Which rous’d fuch vengeance? which fuch love inflam’d ? O’er guilt, (how mountainous ?) with outftretch’d arms. Stern JuJhce, and foft-fmiling Love, embrace. 
Supporting, in full majefty, thy throne, When feem’d its majefty to need fupport. Or that, or man, inevitably loft ; What, but the falhomlefs of thought divine. Could labour fuch expedient from defpair, And refcue both ? Both refcue 1 both exalt ! D how are both exalted by the deed ? The wondrous deed 1 or (hall I call it more ? A wonder in Omnipotence itfelf! 
A myftery, no lef» to gods than men 1 
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Not thus our infidels th’ Eternal draw, A Gpd all o’er, confummate, abfolute, 

Full orb’d in his whole round of rays complete : 
They fet at odds heav’n’s jarring attributes ; 
And, with one excellence, another wound ; Maim heav’n’s perfeftion, break its equal beams, Bid Afercy triumph over—God himfclf, 
Undeify’d by their opprobrious praife : A God all mercy, is a God unjuft. 

Ye brainlefs wits ! ye baptiz’d infidels ! Ye worfe for mending ! wafh’d. to fouler ftains 1 
The ranfom was paid down ; the fund of heav’n, 
Heav’n’s inexhauftible, exhaufted fund. Amazing, and amaz’d, pour’d forth the price, All price beyond : though curious to compute. 
Archangels fail’d to call the mighty fum : Its value vaft ungrafp’d by minds create. 
For ever hides, and glows, in the Supretne. 

And was the ranfom paid ?' It was: and paid fWhat can exalt the bounty more ?) for^«. 
The fun beheld it—No ! the (hocking fcene * Drove back his chariot ; Midnight veil’d his face ; Not fuch as this ; not fuch as Nature makes ; 
A midnight, Nature fhudder’d. to behold ; A midnight new ! a dread eclipfe (without 
Oppofing fpheres) from her Creator’s frown •' s Sun ! didft thou fly thy Maker’s pain ? or ftart At that enormous load of human guilt. 
Which bow’d his blefled head ; o’erwhelm’d-his crofs j. Made groan the centre ; burft earth’s marble womb. With pangs, ftrlange pangs ! deliver’d of her dead ? 
Hell howl’d ; and heav’n that hour let fall a tear ; Heav’n wept, that men might fmile ! heav’n bled, that 
Might never die ■  fman 

And is devotion virtue ? ’Tis compelled: ; 
What heart of ftone, but glows at thoughts like thefe ? | Such contemplations mount us; and flrould mount. 
The mind ftill higher; nor ever glance on man, ,Unraptur’d, uninflam’d.—Where roll my thoughts » 
To reft from wond'ers ?, Other wonders rife, 
And ftrike wheru’er they roll : my foul is caught : | f-Tenv’n’s 
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Heav’n’s fovereign bleffings cluft’ring from the croli*. Rufli on her, in a throng, and clofe her round. The pris’ner of amaze !—In his blefs’d Ufet I fee the path, and in his death, the price. 
And in his great afcent, the proof fupreme Of immortality.—And did he rife ? 
Hear, O ye nations! hear it, O ye dead ! He rofe ! he rofe ■ he burft the bars of death. 
Lift up your heads, ye everlafting gates ! And give the King of Glory to come in : j Who is the King of Glory i He who left His throne of glory, for the pang of death. Lift up your heads, ye ever-lafting gates ! And give the King of Glory to come in ; 
Who is the King of Glory ? He who Hew The rav’nous foe, that gorg’d all human race ! The King of Glory, he, whofe glory fill’d Heav’n with amazement at his love to man ; And with divine complacency beheld Poiv'rs mod illumin’d wilde-r’d in the theme. 

Th.e theme, the joy, how then fhall Man fuflain ? Oh the burft gates! crulh’d fting ! demoliftfd throne !■ Laftgafp! of vanquilh’d Death. Shout earth an'd heav’n 1 This fum of good to man : whofe nature, then, Took wing, and mounted with him from the tomb. Then, then, I rofe; then firft humanity 
Triumphant pafs’d the cryftal ports of light, (Stupendous gueftl), and feiz’d eternal youth. Seiz’d in our name. E’er fince, ’tis blafphemous To call man mortal. Man’s mortality Was, then, tvansferr’d to death ; and heav’n’s duration Unalienably feal’d to this frail frame, 
This-jchild of duft.—Man, all-immortal ! hail; Hail, Heav’n ! all lavifh of ftrange gifts to man 1 
Thine all the glory ; man’s the boundlpfs blifs. Where am 1 rapt by this triumphant theme, On Chriftian joy’s exulting wing, above 
Tb’ Ionian mount?—Alas, fmall caufe for joy 1. \yhat if to pain immortal ? if extent Of being, to preclude a clofe of wo ? 
Where, then, iny boaft of immortality ? 
I boaft it ftill,. though cover’d o’er with guilt j 
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For guilt, not innocence, his life he pour’d ; 
’Tis guilt alone can juftify his death ; Nor that, unlefs his death can juftify Relenting guilt in Heav’n’s indulgent fight. 
If, .fick of folly, I relent ; he writes 
My name in heav’n, with that inrerted fpear (A fpear deep-dipt in blood!) which pierc’d his fide> And open’d there a font for all mankind 
Who ftrive, who combat crimes, to drink, and live 1 
'This, only thesy fubdues the fear of death. And what is this?—^Survey the wond’rous curet And at each ftep, let higher wonder rife ! 
“ Pardon for infinite offence ! and pardon “ Through means that fpeak its value infinite* “ A pardon bought with blood t with blood divine?' 4‘ With blood divine of him I made my foe * “ l^erfiftcd to provoke! though woo’d, and aw’d, 

Blefs’d, and chaftis’d, a flagrant rebel ftill! ** A rebel ’midft the thunders of his throne! “ Nor I alone! a rebel univerfe! “ My fpecies up in arms! not one exempt! 
“ Yet for the foule.ft of the foul, he dies: ** Moft joy’d, for the redeem’d from deepeft guilt! « As if our race were held of higheft rank ; “ And Godhead dearer, as more kind to man !’* 

Bound, every heart! and, every bofom, burn? 
Oh what a finale of miracles is here! 
Its loweft round, high-planted on the Ikies ; Its tow’ring fummit loft beyond the thought 
Of man or angel : Oh that I could climb The wonderful afcent, with equal praife ! Praife! flow for ever, (if aftonifhment Will give thee leave), my praife! for ever flow}; J- Praife ardent, cordial, conftant, to high heav’n More fragrant, than Arabia facrific’d ; And all her fpicy mountains in a flame. 

So dear, fo due to heav’n, ftiall Praife defeend; With her foft plume, (from plaufrve angeXs wing 
Firft pluck’d by man), to tickle mortal ears, Thus diving in the pockets of the great ? Is Praife the perquifite of ev’ry paw# 
Though black as hell, that grapples well for gold ? 
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Oh love of gold! thou meaneft of amours ! Shall Prai/e her odours wane on JVirtue’s dead. Embalm the bafe, perfume the flench of guilt. Earn dirty bread by wafhing Mtbiops fair, Removing filth, or finking it from fight, 
A fcavenger in fctnet, where vacant poflr. Like gibbets yet untenanted, expert 
Their future ornaments ? From courts and thrones, Return, apoftate Praife! thou vagabond ! 
Thou proftitnte! to thy firft love return. Thy firft, thy greateft, once unrival’d theme, i There flow redundant; like Meander flow, 1 Back to thy fountain; to that parent Povv’r, !Who gives the tongue to found, the thought to foar. 
The foul to be. Men homage pay to men, Thoughtlefs beneath whofe dreadful eye they bow 
;In mutual awe profound, of clay to clay, 
,Of guilt to guilt, and turn their backs on thee, Great Sire! whom thrones celeftial ceafelefs ling; To proftrate angels, an- amazing feene ! 
' O the prefomption of man’s awe for man f Man’s author ! end! reftorer ! law! and judge ! 
Thine, all; Day thine, and thine this gloom of Nighty With all her wealth, with all her radiant worlds: What, night eternal, but a frown from thee ? 
What, heav’n’s meridian glory, but thy fmile ? And ftiall not Praife be thine ? not human praife ? While heav’n’s high hoft on Hallelujahs live ? Oh may 1 breathe no longer than I breathe 
My foul in praife to him who gate my foul, And all her infinite of profpedl fair, Cut through the ftiadts of hell, great Love! by thee. Oh moft adorable! moft unador’d! 
Where Ihall that praife begin, which ne’er fliould end? !Where-e’er I turn,, what claim on all applaufe!' 
How is Night's fable mantle labour’d o’er ? How richly wrought with attributes divine? 
What ujifdoin ftiines ? what love? this midnight pomp, fj'hjs gorgeous arch, with golden worlds inlaid; Built with divine ambition ! nought to thee; 
For others this proiufion : thou, apart, Above, beyond! oh tell me, mighty Mind,! 

Where 
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Where art thou ? Shall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the fun, or alk the roaring w/W/, For their Creator T fhall I queftion loud 
The thunder, if in that th’ Almighty dwells ? Or holds he furious forms in ftreighten’d reins, 
And bids fierce ’whirl-winds wheel his rapid car ? What mean thefe queftioos?—Trembling I retra&j 
My proftrate foul adores the prefent God : Praife I a diftant Deity? He tunes 
My voice (if tun’d) ; the nerve that writes, fuftainsj Wrapp’d in his being, I refound his praife. 
But though paft all diffus’d, without a fhore. His effence ; local is his throne, (as meet), 
To gather the difpers’d, (as ftanuards call The Med from afar), to fix a point, 
A central point, colledtive of his fons, Since finite ev’ry nature but his own. The namelefs He, wbofe nod is Nature’s birth ; 
And Nature’s fhield, the fhadow of his hand ; Her diflplution, his fufpended frr.ile ; The great Firjl-hafl! pavilion’d high he fits 
In darknefs, from exceffive fplendor, borne 
By gods unfeen, unlefs through luftre loft. His glory, to created glory, bright, As that to central horrors ; he looks down On all that foars ; and fpaas immenfity. Though Night unnumber’d worlds unfolds to viewy Boundlefs creation •' what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majefty : And fhall an atom of this atom-world, Mutter, in dull and fin, the theme of heaven? Down to the centre fhould I fend my thought Through beds of glitt’ring ore, and glowing gems ; 
Their beggar’d blaze wants luftre for my lay ; Goes out in darknefs. If, 09 tow’ring wing, I fend it through the boundlefs vault of ftars ; The ftars, though rich, what drofs their gold to thee, 
Qreat! good ! wife ! wonderful! eternal King ? If to thpfe confcious Jlars thy throne around, Praife ever-pouring, and imbibing blifs. And aflt their ftrain ; they want it, more they want $ 
Poor their abundance, humble their fublime, Languid. 
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Languid their energy,, their ardour cold. 
Indebted ftill, their higheft rapture burns ; Short of its mark, dere&ive, though divine. I Still morey—This theme is- man’s, and man’s alone ; I Their vaft appointments reach it not; they fee On earth a bounty not indulg’d on high ; 

| And do'wn'ward \ook for heav’n’s fuperior praife! (Fii ft-born of aether 1 high in fields of light! View man, to fee the glory of your God! 
I Could angels envy, they had envy’d here; And fome did envy ; and the reft, though gods, > Yet ftill gods unredeeni d triumphs man, 1 Tempted to weigh the dull againft the Ikies) j They lefs would feel, though more adorn, my theme. They fung Creation, (for in that they fhar’d) ; j How rofe in melody that child of love ? I Creation’s great fuperior, man ! is thine ; |( Thine is redemption ; they juft gave the key, ’Tis thine to raife, and eternize, the fong; Though human, yet divine; for fhould not this | Raife man o’er man, and kindle feraphs here?. 
J Redemption! ’twas creation more fublime ; j. Redemption! ’twas the labour of the Ikies; jl Far more than labour—It was death in heav’n. i A truth fo ftrange ! ’twere bold to think it true, 
S If not far bolder ftill, to difbelieve. | Here paufe, and ponder: Was there death in heav’n ? 1 What then on earth ? on earth which ftruck the blow ? | Who ftruck.it l who ?—O how is man enlarg’d Seen through this medium ? how the pigmy tow’rs ! 

Flow counterpois’d his origin from dull! j Flow counterpois’d, to dull his fad return ! i How voided his vaft difiance from the Ikies ? How near he preffes on the feraph’s wing ? j Which is the feraph ? which the born of day ? 1 How this demonftrates, through the thickell clouds I Of guilt and clay condens’d, the fon of Heav’u ! 
The double fon ; the made,, and the re-made ! And (hall heav’n’s double property be loft J ’'Man’s double madnefs only caij deftroy.. To man the bleeding crofs has pfbtnis’d all\ 
The bleeding crofs has fworh eternal grace ; Who 
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Who gave his life, what grace lhall he deny ? 
0 ye ! who from this rock of ages, leap Apoftates, plunging headlong in the deep ! 
What cordial joy, what confolation ilrong, Whatever winds arife, or billows roll, Our int’reft in the mailer of the llort* ? Cling there, and in wreck’d Nature’s ruins Jmik} 
While vile apoftates tremble in a calm. Man ! know thyfelf. All wifdom centres there. 
To none man feems ignoble, but to man ; Angels that grandeur, men o’erlook, admire : How long lhall human nature be their book, 
Degen’rate mortal ! and unread by thee i The beam dim Reafon Iheds fhows wonders there ; What high contents r illuftrious faculties ? 
But the grand Comment, which difplays at full Our human height, fcarce fever’d from divine, 
By Heav’n compos’d, was publilh’d on the crofs ! Who looks on that, and fees not in himfelf An awful ftranger, a terreftrial god ? A glorious partner with the Deity In that high attribute, immortal life 1 If a god bleeds, he bleeds not for a worm : 
1 gaze, and, as I gaze, my mounting foul Catches lira nge fire. Eternity! at thee, 
And drops the world :—or rather, more enjoys : How chang’d the face of Nature ! how improv’d t 
What feem’d a chaos, fhines a glorious world. Or, what a world, an Eden ; heighten’d all! It is another feene ! another felf! And ftill another, as Time rolls along; And that a felf far more illuftrious ftill. Beyond long ages, yet roll’d up in (hades. 
Unpierc’d by bold Conje&ure’s keeneft ray. What evolutions of furprifing fate ! How Nature opens, and receives my foul In boundlefs walks of raptur’d thought! where gods Encounter, and embrace me ! what 4M|^births Of ftrange adventure, foreign to the fuu. Where what now charms, perhaps,^vhate’er exifts, Old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot! 

Is this extravagant i Of man we form Extravagant 
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) Extravagant conception, to be juft : j Conception unconfin’d wants wings to reach him : 
| Beyond its reach, the Godhead only, more, j He, the great Father ! kindled at one flame I The world of rationals ; one fpirit pour’d j From Spirit’s awful fountain ; pour’d himfelf | Through all their fouls ; but not in equal ftream, 
| Profufe, or frugal, of th’infpiring God, !As his wife plan demanded ; and when pafl Their various trials, in their various fpheres, 
j If'they continue rational, as made, 1 Reforbs them all into himfelf again 5 I His throne their centre, and his fmile their crown. (Why doubt we, then, the glorious truth to fing, Though yet unfung, as deem’d perhaps too bold ? Angels are men pf a fuperior kind ; 
I Angels are men in lighter habit clad, 1J High o’er cefeftial mountains wing’d in flight 4 I And men are angels, loaded for an hour, I Who wade this miry rale, and climb with pain, J And flipp’ry ftep, the bottom of the fteep : I Angels their failings, mortals have their praife ; 
j While here, of corps ethereal, fuch inroll’d, | And fummon’d to the glorious Jlandard foon, j Which flames eternal crimfon through the ikies. 

Nor are our brothers thoughtlefs of their kin, Yet abfent ; but not abfent from their love. 
Michael has fought our battles ; Raphael fung Our triumphs ; Gabriel on our errands flown, 
Sent by the Sovereign : and are thefe, O man ! Thy friends, thy warm allies ? and thou (ftiame bur* 

,The cheek to cinder) rival to the brute ? *’ Religion's all. Defcending from the ikies 
To wretched man, the goddefs in her left Holds out this world, and in her right, the next: 
Religion ! the foie voucher man is man ; Supporter foie of man above himfelf} 
Ev’n in this nj^^^Kfrailty, change, and death, 
She gives thejfoul a filul that afts a god. Religipn ! providence ! an after-ftate ! 

i Here is firm fwKing ; here is folid rock ; 
This can fupport us; all is fea befides; Sinks 
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Sinks under us ; beftorms, and then devours. His hand the good man faftens on the ikies, | 
And bids earth roll, nor feds her idle whirl. As when a wretch, from thick, polluted air, Darknefs, and ftench, and fuffocating damps. 
And dungeon-horrors, by kind fate, difcharg’d. Climbs feme fair eminence, where sether pure Surrounds him, and Elyfian profpe&s rife, 
His heart exults, his fpirits call their load, 
As if new-born, he triumphs in the change ; ' So joys the foul, when from inglorious aims, And fordid fweets, from feculence and froth 
Of ties terreftrial, fet at large, ihe mounts, To Reafon's region, her own element. Breathes hopes immortal, and affe&s the ikies. Religion! thou the foul of happinefs ; 
And, groaning Calvary, of thee ! there fhine 
The nobtleft truths ; -there ftrongeil motives fting i There facred violence affaults the foul; There nothing but compuljion is forborn. 
Can love allure us.? or can terror awe ? 
He weeps !—the falling drop puts out the fun ; He fighs !—the figh earth’s deep foundation ihakes. If, in his love, fo terrible, what then His wrath inflam’d ? his tendernefs on fire ? 
Like foft, fmooth oil, outblazing other fires ? Can prayer, can praife avert it ?—Thou, my all! 
My theme ! my infpiration ! and my crown ! My ftrength in age ! my rife in low- eftate ! My foul’s ambition, pleafure, wealth!—my world! 
My light in darknefs ! and my life in death ! My boaft through time ! blifs through eternity ! .w* Eternity, too fliort toipeak thy praife ! U- h 
Or fathom thy profound of love to man ! 
To man, of men the meaneft, ev’n to me ; 
My facrifice! my God !—what things are thefe ! What then art th<hj ? by whataname ihall I call thee? i Knew 1 the name devout archangMMfe, Devout archangels fliould the name enjoy. 
By me unrivall’d ; thoufands mote fublime, None half fo dear, as that, which though unfpoke, I 
Still glows at heart; O how Omnipotence 

U\ 
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Is loft in love 1 Thou great Philanthropist ! Father of angels ! but the friend of man ! 
Like Jacob, fondeft of the younger born ! Thou, who didft fave him, fnatch the fmoking brand From out the flames, and quench it in thy blood! 
How art thou pleas’d, by bounty to diftrefs ! To make us groan beneath our gratitude, Too big for hirth i to favour, and confound; To challenge, and to diftance all return ! I Of lavilh love ftupendous heights to foar, 

J And leave praife panting in the diftant vale ? |, Thy right too great defrauds thee of thy due ; 1 And facrilegious our fublimeft fong. 
1 But fince the naked tui// obtains thy fmile, | Beneath this monument of praife unpaid, j And future life fymphonious to my ftrain, i(That nobleft hymn toheav’n l), for ever ly 

Intomb’d my fear of Death ! and ev’ry fear, !j The dread of ev’ry evil, but thy frown. 
| Whom fee I yonder, fo demurely fmile ? I! Laughter a labour, and might break their reft. 
| Ye Quietifts, in homage to the Ikies ! I Serene ! offoft addrefs ! who mildly make 

An unobtrufive tender of your hearts, Abhorring violence ! who halt indeed 
But for the bleifing, 'ivfefUe not with heav’n 1 Think you my fong too turbulent ? too warm ? Atepajjions, then, the Pagans of the foul ? 
Reafon alone baptiz’d ? alone ordain'd 
To touch things facred? Oh for warmer ftilll Guilt chills my zeal, and age benumbs my pow’rs ; ph for an humbler heart, and prouder fong ! Ipbiou, my much injur’d theme ! with that foft eye i Which melted o’er doom’d Salem, deign to look Compaffion to the coldnefs of my breaft ; 
And pardon to the winter in my ftrain. Oh ye cold-hearted, frozen formalifts i 
On fuch a theme^Rimpious to be calm ; r’affion is reafon, tranfport temper here. [shall heav’n which gave us ardour, and has ftiowo Her own for man fo ftrongly, not difdain 
kVhat fmooth emollients in theology 

\ F Recumbent 
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Recumbent Virtue’s downy doftors preach, 
That profe of piety, a lukewarm praife ? 
Rife odours fweet from incenfe uninflam'd ? Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout; 
But when it glows, its heat is (truck to heav’n $ To human hearts her golden harps are ftrung ; High heavn’s orcbejlra chaunts Amen to man. Hear I, or dream I hear, their diftant (train. 
Sweet to the foul, and tafting (trong of heav’n, Soft-wafted on celeftial Pity's plume, Through the vaft fpaces of the univerfe, 
To chear me in this melancholy gloom l Oh when will Death (now ftinglefs), like a friend. Admit me of their choir ? Oh when will Death, 
This mould’ring, old partition-wall throw down ? Give beings, one in nature, one abode ? 
Oh Death divine! that giv’fl us to the (kies ! Great future ! glorious patron of the fajl. 
And prefent •' when (hall 1 thy (hrine adore ? From Nature’s continent, immenfely wide, Immenfcfy blefs’d, this little ifle of life, , 
This dark, incarcerating colony. Divides us. Happy day ! that breaks our chain ; 
That manumits ; that calls from exile borne; 
That leads to Nature’s great metropolis. 
And re-admits us, through 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 Chrijlian triumph a command : ’Tis this makes joy a duty, to the wife 5 ’Tis impious, in a good man, to be fad. Seeft thou, Lorenzo ! where hangs all our hop* ? Touch’d by the crofs, we live ; or more than die ; 
That touch which touch’d not angels ; more divine Than that which touch’d confufion into form, And darknefs into glory ; partial tQjtfb ! Ineffably pre-eminent regard! 1 
Sacred to man, and fov’reign through the whole Long golden chain of miracles,Jwhich Rangs From heav’n through all duration, and fupports 
In one illuftrious, and amazing plan, 
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I Thy welfare. Nature ! and thy God's renown : That touch, with charm celeftial, heals the foul 

DifeaPd, drives pain from guilt, lights life in death. Turns earth to heav’n, to heav’nly thrones transform# 
The ghaftly ruins of the mould’ring tomb. Doll aflc me when ?—When he who dy’d returns ; 
Returns, how chang’d ! where then the man of wo £ In glory’s terrors all the Godhead burns ; And all his courts, exhaufted by the tide Of deities triumphant in his train, 
Leave a ftupendous folifude in heaven ; , Replenilh’d foon, replenifh’d with increafe Of pomp, and multitude ; a radiant band 
Of angels new ; of angels from the tomb. Is this by fancy thrown remote ? and rife Dark doubts between the promife, and event i 
I fend thee not to volumes for thy cure ; ! Read Nature : Nature is a friend to truth ; 

I Nature is ChriJUan; preaches to mankind ; And bids dead matter aid us in our creed. Haft thou ne’er feen the comet’s flaming flight ? Th’ illuftrious ftranger pafiing, terror {beds On gazing nations, from his flery train 
Of length enormous, takes his ample round Through deeps of aether ; coafts unnumber’d worlds*, 

| Of more than folar glory ; doubles wide Heav’n s mighty cape ; and then revifits earth, From the long travel of a thoufand years. Thus, at the deftin’d period, ftiall return He, once on earth, who bids the comet blaze ; And, with him, all our triumph o’er the tomb. 
Nature is dumb on this important point ; Or Hope precarious in low whifper breathes ; Faith fpeedu aloud, diftinft ; ev’n adders hear. 

But turn**nd dart into the dark again. Faith builds a bridge acrofs the gulf of death. To break the fhock blind Nature cannot ftiun. And lands Thought fmoothly on the farther fliore*. Death’s terror is the mountain Faith removes * That mountain-barrier between man and peace. *Tis Faith difarms deftru&ion ; and abfolves 
; From ev’ry clam’rous charge tire guiltlefs tomb. 
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Why diftelieve ? Lorenzo !—“ Reafon bids, “ All-facrcd Reafon”—Hold her facred ftiH ; Nor fhalt thou want a rival in thy flame : 

AU-facred Reafon! fource, and foul, of all Demanding praife, on earth, or earth above ! My heart is thine: deep in its inmoft folds, 
Live thou with life ; live dearer of the two. Wear I the blelfed crofs, by fortune ftamp’d On paflive Nature, before Thought was born ? My birth’s blind bigot ! fir’d with local zeal 3 No ; Reafon rebaptiz’d me when adult; 
Weigh’d true and falfe in- her impartial fcale ; My heart became the convert of my head ; And made that choice, which once was but my fate,. 
“ On argument alone my faith is built Reafon purfu’d is Faith ; and, unpurfu’d 
Where proof invites, ’tis rcafon, then, no more: And fuch our proof, that, or our Faith is right. Or Reafon lies, and heav’n defign’d it 'wrong : 
Abfblve we this ? what, then, is blafphemy ! Fond as we are, and juftly fond of Faith, 
Reafon, we grant, demands our firft regard ; 
The mother honour’d, as the daughter dear ; Reafon the root, fair Faith is but the flower; 
The fading flow’r fliall die ; but Reafon lives -Immortal, as her Father in the {kies. 
When Faith is virtue, Reafon makes it fo. Wrong not the Chriftian ; think not reafon yours i ’Tis Reafon our great Mafter holds fo dear ; 
’Tis Reaf.n's injur’d rights his wrath refents ; ’Tis Reafon's voice obey’d his glory’s crown ; To give loft Reafon life, he pour’d his own : Believe, and fliow the reafon of a man ; 
Believe, and tafte the pleafure of a God^v Believe, and look with triumph on the Through Reafon,& wounds alone thy Faith cUn'cIie; 
Which dying, tenfold terror gives to Death, - And dips in venom his twice mortal fling. Learn hence what honours, what loud Pssans, due 
To thofe who pufti our antidote afide ;' Thofe boafted friends to Reafon, and to man, 
Whole fatal love ftabs ev’ry joy, and leaves Death’s; 
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Death’s terror heighten’d, gnawing on his heart. Thefe pompous fons of Reafon idoliz’d. 
And vilify’d at once ; of reafon dead, Then deify’d, as monarchs were of old ; 
What conduct plants proud laurels on their brow ? While love of truth through all their camp refounds. They draw Pride's curtain o’er the noontide ray. Spike up their inch of reafon, on the point Of philofophick wit, call'd argument; 
And then, exulting in their taper, cry, 

Behold the fun and, Indittn-Wke, adore. Talk they of morals ? O thou bleeding Love !! 
Thou Maker of neiu morals to mankind ! The grand morality is love of Thee. As wife as Socrates, if fuch they were, (Nor will they bate of that fublime renown),. 
4s wife as Socrates, might juftly ftand The definition of a modern fool, A Christian is the higheft ftyle of man. i And is there, who the bleffed crofs wipes olf,. i As a foul blot, from his difhonour’d brow ? If angels tremble, ’tis at fuch a fight i 
The wretch they quit,, defponding of their charge. More {truck with grief or wonder, who can tell ?. Ye fold to fenfe ! ye citizens of earth ! 
(For fuch alone the Chriftian banner fly). Know ye how wife your choicei how great your gain ? 
Behold the pidure of earth’s happieft man : 
“ He calls, his wifh, it comes ; he fends it back, 
V And fays, he call’d another ; that arrives, “ Meets the fame welcome ; yet he {till calls.on ; “ Till one calls him, who varies not his call, u But holds him faft, in chains of darknefs bound, “ Till Nature dies, and Judgment fets him free ; u A freedbm far lefs welcome than his chain.” But gfant man happy ; grant him happy long j, Add to life’s higheft prize her lateft hour; That hour, fp late, is nimble in approach. That, like a poft, comes on in full career : -How fwift the {buttle flies, that weaves thy fhroud f 
^Where is the fable of thy former years ?. 
Thrown down the.gulf of Time : as far from thee 
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As they had ne’er been thine ; the day in hand* Like a bird ftruggling to get loofe, is going; 
Scarce now poflefs’d, fo fuddenly ’tis gone ; 
And each fwift moment fled, is death advanc’d 
By ftrides as fwift: Eternity is all; And whofe eternity ? who triumphs there ? 
Bathing for ever in the font of blifs ! For ever bafking in the Deity ! 
Lorenzo ! who ?—Thy confcience fliall reply, 

O give it leave to fpeak; ’twill fpeak erelong. Thy leave unafk’d : Lorenzo ! hear it now, 
While ufeful its advice, its accent mild. 
By the great edift, the divine decree. Truth is depofited with man’s laft hour ; 
An honeft hour, and faithful to her truft ; Truth, eldeft daughter of the Deity; 
Truth, of his council, when he made the worlds ; 
Nor lefs, when he fliall judge the worlds he made ; Though filent long, and fleeping ne’er fo found, 
Smother’d with errors, and opprefs’d with toys,. That heav’n-commiffion’d hour no fooner calls. But from her cavern in the foul’s abyfs, Like him they fable under JEtna whelm’d. 
The goddefs burfts in thunder, and in flame; 
Loudly convinces, and feverely pains. Dark dtemons I difeharge, and hydra-R\ngs ; The keen vibration of bright Truth—is hell: 
Juft definition ! though by fchools untaught. 
Ye deaf to truth ! perufe this parfon’d page. And truft, for once, a prophet, and a prieft ; 
“ Men may live fools, but fools they cannot died* 

NIGHT 
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Humbly Infcribed « 
To the Right Honourable 

The Earl of Litchfield, 

LOrenzo ! to recriminate is juft. Fondnefs for fame is avarice of air. I grant the man is vain who writes for praife. Praife no man e’er deferv’d, who fought no more. As juft thy fecondcharge. I grant the Mufe 
Has often bluih’d at her degen’rate fons, Retain’d by Senfe to plead her filthy caufej To raife the low, to magnify the mean, And fubtilize the grofs into refin’d : As if to magick numbers pow’rful charm ’Twas giv’n, to make a civet of their fong Obfcene, and fweeten ordure to perfume. Wit, a true Pagan, deifies the brute, 
And lifts our fwine-enjoyments from the mire. The faft notorious, nor obfcure the caufe. We wear the chains of Pleafure, and of Pride. 
Thefe (hare the man ; and thefe diftraft him too ; Draw different ways, and clalh in their commands. 
Pride, jjke an eagle, builds among the ftars ; But Pleafure, lark-like, nefts upon the ground. Joys (har’d by brute-creation, Pr/Ve relents j, Pleafure embraces : man would both enjoy, And both at once: A point how hard to gain ! But what can’t Wit, when ftung by ftrong defire ? Wit dares attempt this arduous enterprife. 
Since joys of Senfe can’t rife to Rsafon\ tafte, 

I* 



68 The COMPLAINT. Nights. 
In fubtle SopbiJIry’s. laborious forge, 
Wit hammers otit a reafon new, that (loops To fordid fcenes, and meets them with applaufe. 
Wit calls the Graces the chafte zone to loofe; Nor lefs than a plump god to fill the bowl: 
A thoufand phantoms, and a thoufand fpells, 
A thoufand opiates fcatters, to delude, 

'To fafcinate, inebriate, lay afleep, And the fool’d mind delightfully confound. Thus that which (hock’d the judgment, (hocks no more y 
That which gave Pride offence, no more offends. Pleafzire and Pride, by nature mortal foes, 
At war eternal, which in man (hall reign. 
By Wifa addrefs, patch up a fatal peace, Andha'nd in hand lead on the rank debauch, Trom rank refin’d to delicate and gay. 
ydrt, cnrfed art! wipes off th* indebted blufh From Nature’s cheek, and bronzes ev’ry fiiame. Man fmiles in ruin, glories in his guilt, 
And Infamy (lands candidate for praife. All writ by man in favour of the foul, Thefe fenfual ethicks far, in bulk, tranfcend. 
The fiow’rs of eloquence, profufely pour’d O’er fpotted vice, fill half the letter’d world.. Can pow’rs of genius exorcife their page. And confecrate enormities with fong ? 

But let not thefe inexpiable drains Condemn the Mufe that knows her dignity ; 
Nor meanly dops at Time, but holds the world As ’tis, in Nature’s ample field, a point, 
A point in her efteem ; from whence to dart, And run the round of univerfal fpace, 
To vifit ^eing univerfal there, 
An4 being’s fource, that utmod flight of mind ! Yet, fpite of this fo vad circumference, , 
Well knows, but what is moral, nought great* Singyirew/ only ? do not angels fing ?. There is in Poefy a decent pride. Which well becomes her when (he fpeaks to Profe, 
Henyounger fider ; haply, not more wife. Think’d thou, Lorenzo ! to find padimcs here ?. * 
No guilty paffion. blown into a flame, 
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No foible flatter’d, dignity difgrac’d, No fairy field of fi&ioa, all on flow’r. No rainbow colours, hire, or filken tale ; But folemn counfeh, images of awe. 
Truths, which eternity lets fall on man With double weight, through thefe revolving fpheresj This death-fleep filence, and incumbent ftiade t 

^Thoughts, fuch as (hall revifit your lafl hour ; Vifit uncall’d, and live when life expires ; 
And thy dark pencil, Midnight1, darker Hill In melancholy dipt, embrowns the whole. 

Yet this, ev’n this, my laughter-loving friends !. Lorenzo ! and thy brothers of the fmile 1 If what imports you moft, can moft engage, Shall (teal your ear, and chain you to my fong. Or if you fail me, know, the wife fliall tafie The truths I flag ; the truths I fing fliall feel; And, feeling, give afient ; and their aflent 
Is ample recompenfe ; is more than praife. But chiefly thine, O Litchfield J nor mi flake ; 
Think not unintroduc’d I force my way Narcissa, not unknown, not unally’d, By virtue, or by blood, illuftrious youth ! To thee, from blooming Amaranthine bow’rs. 
Where all the language Harmony, defcends Uncall’d, and alks admittance for the Mufe : A Mufe that will not pain thee with thy praife Thy' praife fhe drops, by nobler ftill infpir’d. 

O thou ! blpfs’d Spirit! ’whether the fupreme* Great antemundane Father !■ in whofe brealt Embryo-creation, unborn being, dwelt, And all its various revolutions roll’d 
Prefent, though future ; prior to themfelves ; Whofe breath can blow it into nought again : Or, from his throne fome delegated pow’r. Who, fludious of our peace, doft turn the thought From vain and vile, to folid and fublime ! Unfeen.thou lead’d me to delicious draughts Of infpiration, from a purer flream, And fuller of the God, than that which burft From fam’d Cajlalia : nor is yet allay’d 
My facred.thirft ; though long my foul has rang’d Through 
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Through pleafing paths of moral, and divine. 
By thee fuftain’d, and lighted by the Stars. By them beft lighted are the paths of Thought ; Nights are their days, their mod illumin’d hours. 
By day, the foul, o’erborne by life’s career, Stunn’d by the din, and giddy with the glare, Reels far from reafon, jollied by the throng. 
By day the foul is paflive, all her thoughts Impos’d, precarious, broken ere mature. 
By night, from objects free, from paflion cool, Thoughts uncontroll’d, and unimprefs’d, the births 
Of pure eleftion, arbitrary range. Not to the limits of one world confin’d ; But from ethereal travels light on earth. 
As voyagers drop anchor, for repofe. Let Indians, and the gay, like Indians, fond Of feather’d fopperies, the fun adore : Darknefs has more divinity for me ; It ftrikes thought inward; it drives back the foul 
To fettle on herfelf, our point fupreme ! There lies our theatre ; there fits our judge. Darknefs the curtain drops o’er life’s dull fcene ; 
’ Pis the kind hand of Providence ftretch’d out ’Twixt man and vanity ; ’tis Reafon'% reign. 
And Virtue's too 5 thefe tutelary (hades Are man’s afylum from the tainted throng. 
Night is the good man’s frietid, and guardian too ; It no lefs refcues virtue, than infftreu Virtue for ever frail, as fair, below, Her tender nature fullers in the croud. Nor touches on the world, without a (lain : The world’s infectious ; few bring back at eve, Immaculate, the manners of the morn. Something we thought, is blotted ; vsg refolv'd, 
Is lhaken ; we renounc'd, returns again. j; Each falutation may Hide in a fin Unthought before, or fix a former flaw. Nor is it ftrange: light, motion, concourfe, noife. 
All, fcatter us abroad ; thought, outward-bound, Negleftful of our home-affairs, flies off In fume and diffipation, quits her charge, 
And leaves the bread unguarded to the foe. Prefenf 
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Prefent example gets within our guard, 

And ails with double force, by few repell’d. Ambition fires ambition ; Love of gain Strikes, like a peftilence, from breait to breaft Riot, Pride, Perfidy, blue vapours breathe; 
And Inhumanity is caught from man ; TYom fmiling man. A flight, a Angle glance. 
And (hot at random, often has brought home A fudden fever, to the throbbing heart. Of envy, rancour, or impure dejire. 
We fee, we hear, with peril; Safety dwells 1 Remote from multitude ; the world’s a fchool 

' Of •wrong, and what proficients fwarm around ! ! We mull or imitate, or difapprove ; Muft lift as their accomplices, or foes: 
; That ftains our innocence ; this wounds our peace. .From Nature’s birth, hence, Wifdom has been fmit With fweet recefs, and languifh’d for the (hade. 

This facred (hade, and folitude, what is it ? ’Tis the felt prefence of the Deity. 
Few are the faults we flatter when alone. 
Vice finks in her allurements, is ungilt. And looks, like other objedls, black by night. 
By night an Atheift half-believea a God. Night is fair Virtue’s immemorial friend ; 
The confcious moon, through every diftant age. Has held a lamp to Wifdom, and let fall, On Contemplation'& eye, her purging ray. 
The fam’d Athenian, he who woo’d from heav’n Philofophy the fair, to dwell'with men, 
And form their manners, not inflame their pride, While o’er his head, as fearful to moled His lab’ring mind, the ftars in filence Aide, 
And feem all gating-on their future gueft, 
See himj^ulluiting his ardent fuit In private audience : all the live-long night, Rigiddn thought, and motionlefs, he (lands ; 
Nor quits his theme, or pofture, till the fun (Rude drunkard rifing rofy from the main !) Difturbs his nobler intellectual beam, 

i And gives him to the tumultof the world, 
r" , precious moments ! llolen from the black wafte 
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Of murder’d time ! aufpicious Midnight! hail I The world excluded, ev’ry palfion huih’d, And open’d a calm intercourfe with heav’n, Here the foul fits in council ; ponders pajl, 
Predeftines future aftion ; fees, not feels, Tumultuous life, and reafons with the ftoimj 
All her lies anfvvers, and thinks down her charms. What awful joy ! what mental liberty 1 I am not pent in darknefs ; rather fay (If not too bold) in darknefs I’m embower’d. Delightful gloom '■ the clull’ring thoughts around 
Spontaneous rife, and bloffom in the (hade; 
But droop by day, and ficken in the fun. Thought borrows light elfewhere ; from that firji fire> Fountain of animation ! whence defcends 
Urania, my celeftial guefti who deigns 
Nightly to vifit me, fo mean 5 and Confcious how needful difcipline to man, From pleafing dalliance with the charms of nighty 
My wand’ring thought recals, to what excites Far other beat of heart 1 Narcissa’s tomb 1 Or is it feeble Nature calls me back, And breaks my fpirit into grief again ? 
Is it a Stygian vapour in my blood ? A cold, flow puddle, creeping through my veins ? Or is it thus with all men ?—Thus with all. What are we ? how unequal! Now we foar. 
And now we fink ; to be the fame, tr?nfcends 
Our prefent prowefs. Dearly pays the foul For lodging ill ; too dearly rents her clay. Reafon, a baffled counfellor ! but adds The blu(h of weaknefs to the bane pf wo. The nobleft fpirit fighting her hard fate, 
In this damp, dufky region, charg’d with ftorths, But feebly flutters, yet untaught to fly ; r* Or, flying, fliort her flight, and fure her fall? Our utmofl (Length, when down, to rife again j 
And not to yield, though beaten, all our praife. ’Tis vain to feek in men for more than man. " Though proud in promife, big in previous thought, Experience damps our triumph. I, who late, 
Emerging from the fliadows of the grave, 

Where] 
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Where ^r/^detain’d me pris’ner, mounting high, Threw wide the gates of everlafting day, 
And call’d mankind to glory, ftiook off fain, 
Mortality (hook off, in aether pure, And (truck the (tars ; now feel my fpirits fail ; They drop me from the zenith ; down I rufh, Like him whom fable fledg’d with waxen wings, In forrow drown’d—but not in forrow loft. How wretched is the man, who never mourn’d! 
I dive for precious pearl, in Sorrow’s ftream : 
Not fo the thoughtlefs man that only grieves • | Takes all the torment, and rejefts the gain, 
(Ineftimable gain !), and gives Heav’n leave To make him but more wretched, not more tfife. If wifdom is our leffon, (and what elfe ! Ennobles man ? what elfe have angels learn’d ?), I Grief! more proficients in thy fchool are made, * Than Genius, or proud Learning, e’er could boaft. 

'' Voracious Learning, often over-fed,' I Digefts not into fenfe her motley meal, f -This book-cafe, with dark booty almoft burft, 
f This forager on others wifdom, leaves j Her native farm, her reafon, quite untill’d. | With mix’d manure (he forfeits the rank foil, l)ung’d, but not drefs’d ; and rich to beggary. A pomp untameable of weeds prevails. 

Her fervant’s wealth incumber’d Wifdotn mourns. 
| And what fays Genius ? “ Let the dull be wife.** 

Genius, too hard for right, can prove it wrong ; And loves to boaft, where blufh men lefs infpir’d. It pleads exemption from the laws of Senfe ; 
Confiders Reafon as a leveller ; And fcpms to (hare a blefling with the croud. 
That wife it could be, thinks an ample claim To glortf and to pleafurt gives the reft. 
Crajfus but deeps, Ardelio is undone. ‘JVifdom lefs (hudders at a fool, than wit. But Wifdom fmiles when humbled mortals weep. When Sorrow wounds the bread, as ploughs the glebe, And hearts obdurate feel her foft’ning (hower 5 Her feed celeftial, then, glad Wifdom fows $ 

1 Her golden harveft triumphs in the foil. 
If 
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If fo, Narcissa ! welcome my Relapfe ; I’ll raife a tax on my calamity, 
And reap rich tompenfation from my pain. I’ll range the plenteous inteHe&ual field ; 
And gather ev’ry thought of fov’reign power To chafe the moral maladies of man ; ‘Thoughts, which may bear tranfplanting to the Ikies, Though natives of this coarfe penurious foil; 
Nor wholly wither there, where feraphs fing, Refin’d, exalted, not annull’d, in heav’n. 
Jteafon, the fun that gives them birth, the fame In either clime, though more illuftrious there. Thefe choicely cull’d, and elegantly rang’d. Shall form a garland for NARCISSA,S tomb ; 
And, peradventure, of no fading flowers. Say, on what themes (hall puzzled Choice defcend ? 

Th’ importance of contemplating the tomb ; 
Why men decline it; Suicide's foul birth ; “ The various kinds of grief; the faults of age ; ii And Death's dread char after,—invite my fong.” And, firft, th’ importance of our end furvey’d. Friends counfel quick difmilfiou of our grief: Miftaken kindnefs ! our hearts heal too foon. 

Are they more kind than he, who ftruck the blow ? Who bid it do his errand in our hearts. And baniih peace, till nobler guejis arrive. 
And bring it back, a true, and endlefs peace ? Calamities are friends : -as glaring day 
Of thefe unnumber’d luflres robs our fight; Profperity puts out unnumber’d thoughts 
Of import high, and light divine, to man. The man how blefs’d, who, fick of gaudy fcenes, 
(Scenes apt to thruft between us and ourfelves !), 
Is led by choice to take his fav’rite walk, Beneath Death's gloomy, filent, cyprefs lhades. Unpierc’d by Vanity's fantaftick ray ; 
To read his monuments, to weigh his daft, Vifit his vaults, and dwell among the tombs 1 Lorenzo ! read with me Narcissa’s ftone ; (Narcissa was thy fav’rite), let us read 
Her moral ftone ; few do&ors preach fo well; 
Few orators fo tenderly can touch ^ - The 
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The feeling heart. What pathos in the date ? Apt words can ftrike ; and yet in them we fee 
Faint images of what we, here,, enjoy. What caufe have ’vie to build on length of life ? Temptations feize, when Fear is laid aflecp ; And ill foreboded is our ftrongeft guard. 

See from her tomb, as from an humble ihrine,, Truth, radiant goddefs ! fallies on my foul, And puts Deltifton's dufky train to flight; Difpels the mills our fultry PaJJions raife. From obje&s low, terreftrial, and obfcene ; 
And Ihows the real eftimate of things ; Which no man, unaffli&ed, ever faw ; Pulls off the veil from Virtue's rifing charms; Detects Tetnptation in a thoufand lies. 
Truth bids me look on men, as tfa/awtt-leaves. 
And all. they bleed for, as the Summer’s duft, Driven by the whirlwind : lighted by her beams,. I widen my horizon, gain new powers, 
See things invifible, feel things remote. Am prelent with futurities ; think nought To man fo foreign, as the joys poffefs'd ; Nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the grave. 

No folly keeps its colour in her fight; 
Pale ‘worldly IVifdom lofes all her charms ; fn pompous promife from her fchemcs profound, If future fate fhe plans, ’tis all in leaves. 
Like Sibyl, unfubftantial, fleeting blifs ! At the firfl blaft it vanifhes in air. Not fo, celejlial. Wouldft thou know, Lorenzo t How differ worldly Wifdom, and divine ? Juft as the waning, and the waxing moon.. 
More empty worldly Wifdom ev’ry day ; And ev’ry day more fair her rival fhines. 
When later, there’s lefs time to play the fool. Soon our whole term for wifdom is expir’d. 
(Thou know’ll (he calls no council in the grave] : And everlafting fool is writ in fire, Gr real Wifdom wafts us to the Ikies. As worldly fchemes refemble Sibyl's leaves. The good man’s days to Sibyl's books compare, 
(In ancient ftory. read, thou know’ll the tale]. 

la. 
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In price ftill rifing, as in number lefs, 
Infftimable quite his final hour. For that who thrones can offer, offer thrones ; 
Infolvent worlds the purchafe cannot pay. “ Oh let me die his death J” all Nature cries. “ Then live his life”—all Nature faulters there. Our great phyfician daily to coufult, 
To commune with the grave, our only cure. What graveprefcribes the beft?—A friend’s; and yet. 
From a friend’s grave, how foon we difengage i Ev’n to the deareft, as his marble, cold. Why are friends ravifh’d from us ? ’Tis to bind, 
By foft Affe&ion’s ties, on human hearts, The thought of death, which Reafin, too fupine. Or mifemploy’d, fo rarely faflcns there. Nor reafon, nor affefkion, no, nor both 
Combin’d, can break the witchcrafts of the world* 
Behold th’ inexorable hour at hand ! Behold th’ inexorable hour forgot ! 
And to forget ft, the chief airn of life. Though well to ponder it, is life’s chief end. 

Is death, that ever threatening, ne’er remote, 
That all important, and that only fin e, (Come when he will), an unexpe&ed gueft l 
Nay, though invited by the loudeft calls 
Of blind imprndencc, unexpeftcd ftill ? Though num’rous meffengers are fent before, 
To warn his great arrival. What the cauie. 
The wondrous caufe, of this myftei ious ill ? All Heav’n looks down aftonifh’d at the fight. 

Is it, that Life has fown her joys fo thick. We can’t thruft in a fingle care between l 
Is it, that Life ha* fuch a, fwarm of cares. The thought of death can’t enter tor the throng ? Is it, that Tims fteals on with downy feet, 
Nor wakes Indulgence from her golden dream ? To-day is fo likeyejlerday, it cheats ; We take the lying fitter fr>r the fame. Life glides away, Loxenzo ! like a brook ; For e\er .changing, unpercciv’d the change. In the fame brook none ever bath’d him twice : 
To the fame life tioiie ever twice awoke. 
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We catl'the brook the fame ; the fame we think ! Our life, though ftill more rapid in its flow ; ! Nor mark the mud irrevocably laps’d, And mingled with the fea. Or fliall we fay (Retaining ftill the brook to bear us on) 
That life is like a veflel on the dream ? , In life imbark’d, we fmoothly down the tide 1 Of Time defcend, but not on Time intent; Amus’d, unconfcious of the gliding wave; Till on a fudden we perceive a fliock; We dart, awake, look out; what fee we there ? 

| Our brittle bark is burd on Ckarorfs Ihore. Is this the caufe Death flies all human thought f i Or is it Judgment, by the Will druck blind, 
That domineering midrefs of the foul ! 

i Like him fo drong by Delilah the fair ? I Or is it Fear turns dartled Beafon back, ,! From looking down a precipice fo deep ? fi ’Tis dreadful ; and the dread is wifely plac’d 
i By Nature, confcious of the make of man. I A dreadful friend it is, a terror kind, 
I A flaming fword to guard the tree of life. { By that unaw’d, fn life’s mod fmiling hour, Jj The goo4 man would repine ; wouldyi^ir joys, j And burn impatient for his promis’d fliies. I The bad, on each pundlilious pique of pride, Or gloom of humour, would give rage the rein. 

Bound o’er the barrier, rufh into the dark, And mar the fchemes of Providence below. 
What groan was that, Lorenzo ?—Furies! rife j; And drown, in your lefs execrable yell, 

Britannia’s fliame. There took her gloomy flight, On wing impetuous, a black fallen foul, 
Bladed from hell, with horrid lud of death. Thy friend, the brave, the gallant Jit ament. So call’d, fo thought—And then he fled the fielcf. 
Lefs bafe the fear of death, than fear of Life. O Britain, infamous for filicide ! U An ifland in thy manners ! far disjoin’d I From the whole world of nationals befide f tj In ambient waves plunge thy polluted head, 

If Wadi the dire dain, nor (hock the continent. 
G $ 
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But thou be fhock’d, while. I detect the caufe 

Of felf-ajfault, expofe the monfter’s birth. And bid Abhorrence it round the world. Blame not thy clime, nor chide the diilant fun; 
The fun is innocent, thy clime abfolv’d: Immoral climes kind Nature never made. 
The caufe 1 fing, in Eden might prevail. And proves, it is thy folly, not thy fate. 

The foul of man, (let man in homage bow. Who names his foul), a native of the ikies ! High horn, and free, her freedom fhould maintain,. 
Unfold, unmolftgag’d for Earth's little bribes. Th* illuftrious ftranger, in this fo>eign land, 
Like ftrangers, jealous of her dignity, Studious of home, and ardent to return. 
Of Earth fufpicious. Earth's inchanted cup 
With cool referve light touching, ihould indulge. On immortality, her godlike tafte ; 
’There take large draughts; make her chief banquet there. 

But fome reject this furtenance divine; 
To beggarly vile appetites defcend ; Aik' alms of Earth, for guefts that came from Heav'n.; 
Sink into ilaves ; and fell, for prefent hire, Their rich reveriion, and (what (hares its fate) 
Their native freedom, to the prince who fways This nether world. And when his payments fail. 
When his foul baiket gorges them no more, Or their pall’d palates loathe the baiket full; Arc inftantly, with wild demoniack rage, 
For breaking all the chains of providence, 
And burfting their confinement ; though fail barr’d By laws divine and human ; guarded itrong 
With horrors doubled to defend the pafs, 
The blacked Nature, or dire Guilt, can raife; And moated round, with fathomlefs deflrufiion. 
Sure to receive, and whelm them in their fall. Such, Britons ! is the caufe, to you unknown,. 
Or worfe, o’erlook’d ; o’erlook’d by magiftrates. Thus, criminals themfelves. I grant the deed 
Is madnefs ; but the madnefs of the heart. 
And what is that i Our utmoft bound of guilt. A fenfual, 
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A fenfual, unrefle&ing life,is big. With monftrous births, and Suicide,- to crown 
The black infernal brood. The bold to break Hcav’n’s law fuprem^, and defperately ru(h 
Through facred Nature's murder, on their own,. Becaufe they never think tf death, they die. 
’Tis equally man’s duty, glory, gain,. At once to fhun, and meditate, his end. When by the bed of languilhment we fit, . 
(The feat of Wijdom! if our choice, not fate)^ Or, o’er our dying friends, in anguiih hang, 

i Wipe the cold dew, or flay the finking head,. 1 Number their moments, and, in ev’ry clock, ! Start at the voice of an Eternity; | Seefthe dim lamp of Life juft feebly lift. An agonizing beam, at us to gaze, , Then fink again, and quiver into Death, 
That moft pathetick herald of our own ; How .read we fuch fad fcenea \ as fent to man 
In perfect vengeance ? No ; in pity fent, To melt him down, like wax, and then imprefe*. Indelible, Death's image on his heart; ! Bleeding for others, trembling for himfelf. 

| We bleed, we tremble, we forget, we fmile. 
! The mind turns fool, before the cheek is dry. Our quick- reiurning Folly cancels all; I As the tide rulhing razes what is writ In yielding fands, and fmooths the letter’d fiiore. Lorenzo ! haft thou ever weigh’d *Jigh ? Or ftudy’d the philofophy of tears ? (A fcieqce yet unle&ur’d in our fchools 1) Haft thou defcended deep into the bread, 

And feen their fource ? If not, defcend with me, . And trace thefe briny riv’leta to their fprings. Our fjjn’ral tears from diff’rent caufes rife. 
As if from feparate cifterns in the foul, Of various kinds, they flow. From tender hearts,. By foft contagion call’d, fome. burft at once, And ftream obfequious to the leading eye. | Some afk more time, by curious art diftill’d. 
Some hearts in fecret hard, unapt to melt, Struck by the magick of the publick eye, 

Lite 
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Like Mofes' fmltteir rock, gufli out amain. St me weep to (hare the fame of the deceas’d. 
So high In merit, and to them fo dear. 
They dwell on praifes, which they think, they fhare; And thus, without a blufh, commend themfelves. Some mourn In proof, that fomething they could love. They weep not to relieve their grief, but Jboiu. 
Sotw weep in perfedl juftiqe to the dead, As confclous all their'love is in arrear. 
Some mifchievoufly weep, not unappris’d. Tears fometimes aid the conqueft of an eye. With what addrefs the foft Ephejians draw 
Their fable net-work o’er entangled hearts? As feen through cryltal, how their roles glow. 
While liquid pearl runs trickling down their cheek T Of hers not prouder Eoypt'i wanton queen, Caroufing gems, berfelf diflblv’d in love. 
Some weep at Death, abftrafted from the Dead, And celebrate, like Chari.es, their own deceafe-. 
By kind conllruftion Come are deem'd to weep, Becanfe a decent veil conceals their joy. Some weep in earned, and yet weep in vain; 
As deep in indiferetion, as in wo. Pafion, blind palSbn!. impotently pours Tears, that deferve more tears ; while Reafon fleepa; Or gazes, like an idiot unconcerned ; 
Nor comprehends the meaning of the ftorm; Knows not it fpeaks to her, and her alone. Irrationals all forrow are beneath, That noble gift! that privilege of man ! From Sorrow's pang, the birth of endlefs Joy. 
But thefe are barren of that birth divine : They weep impetuous, as the fummer-ftorm. 
And full as fhort! The c.'ratX grief foon tam’d. They make a paftime of the ftinglefs tale; 
Far as the deep-refounding knell, they fpread The'dreadful news, and hardly feel it more. 
No grain of pays them for their wo. Half round the globe, the tears pumpt up by Deati' 
Are fpent in wat’ring vanities of Life ; ‘ 1 

In making Folly flourifli ftill more fair. When the lick foul, her wonted ftay withdrawn. 
Reclines.] 
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Reclines on earth, and forrows in the duft ; 
[nftead of learning, there* her true fupport. Though there thrown down her true fupport to learn. 
Without heavVs aid, impatient to be blefs’d, 5he crawls to the next fhrub, or bramble vile. 
Though from the ftately cedar’s arm Ihe fell. With Itale, fbrfworn embraces, clings anew. 
The ftranger weds, and bloffoms, as before, In ail the fruitiefs fopperies, of life : 
Prefents her 'weed, well fancy’d at the ball. And raffles for the death's-head on the ring. 
' So wept Aurelia, till the deftin’d youth Slept in, with his receipt for making fmiles. 
And blanching fables into bridal bloom. So wept Lorenzo fair Clarissa’s fate ; Who gave that angel-boy, on whom he doats ; 
A»d dy’d to give him, orphan’d in his birth! S7ot fuch, Narcissa, my diftrefs for thee. [’ll make an. altar of thy facred tomb, iTo facrifice to Wifdom.—What wait thou ? 
‘ Young, Gay, and Fortunate!" Each yields a theme, [’ll dwell on each, to Ihun thought more fevere } Heav’n knows I labour with feverer ftill!) ’ll dwell on each, and quite exhaull thy death. 
\ foul without refledtion, like a pile Without inhabitant, to ruin runs. And, firft, thy Youth. What fays it to grey hairs £ 'Jarcissa, I’m become thy pupil now  larly, bright, tranfient, ehatte, as morning dew 
the fparkled, was exhal’d, and went to heav’n. Time on this head has fnow’d ; yet ftill ’tis borne ^loft ; nor thinks but on another's grave. 
Cover’d with fhame I fpeak it, Age ieveie did worn-out Vice fets down for Virtue fair • With gracelefs gravity, chaftifing youth. That youth ehailis’d furpaffing in a fault, ?ather of all, forgetfulnefs of Death : As if, like obje&s preffing on the fight. Death had advanc’d too near us to be feen : dr, that LifeVloan Tbne ripen’d into right; 
\.nd men might plead prefcriptioii from the grave ; deathlefj, from repetition of reprieve. Deathlcfs ? 
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Deathlcfe ? far from it '• fuch are dead already ; Their hearts are bury’d, and. the world their grave- Tell me, fome God ! my guardian Angel '• tell. What thus infatuates ? what inchantment plants 
The phantom of an age ’twixt us, and death Already at the door i He knocks, we hear him, And yet we will not hear. What mail defends Our untoitch’d hearts ? what miracle turns off The pointed thought, which from, a thoufand quivers Is daily darted, and is daily Ihunn’d.?. We (land as in a battle, throngs on throngs 
Around u» falling; wounded oft ourfelves; Though bleeding with our wounds, immortal ftill l 
We fee Time’s furrows on another’s brow, And Death intrench’d, preparing his aflault; How few themfelves, in.that juft mirror, fee ! Or, feeing, draw their inference as ftrong ! 
There Death, is certain ; doubtful here:, he muji. And foon ; we may, within an age, expire. Though grey our heads, our thoughts andaims are green 
Dike damag’d clocks, whofe hand and bell diffent j 
Folly lings lix, while Nature points at twelve. Abfurd Longevity! More, more, it cries : 
More life; more wealth, more tralh of ev’ry kind. And wherefore mad for more, when relilh fails i Objeti, and Appetite,, muft club for joy. Shall Folly labour hard to mend the bow, Baubles, I mean, that ftrike us from 'without. While Nature is relaxing ev’ry ftritrg ? Aik Thought for joy ; grow rich, and. hoard luithir.. Think you the foul, when this life’s rattles ceafe, 
Has nothing of more manly to fucceed? Contraft the t.afte immortal ; learn ev’n now To relilh what alone fubfifts hereafter. 
Divine, or none, henceforth your joys for ever. Gf age the glory is, to ivijb to die. That wilh is praife and promife ; it applauds- ^ Pali life, and promifes our future blifs. What weaknefs fee not children in thein fires ? 
Grand-climadterical abfurdities ! 
Grey-hair’d authority, to faults of youth, How Ihocking !, It makes Folly thrice a fool \ 

And 
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And our firft childhood might our laft defpife. 
Peace and ejleeni is all that age can hope. Nothing but Wifdom gives the firji ; the lajl^ Nothing, but the repute of being 'wife. 
Folly bars both ; our age is twice undone. What folly can be ranker ? like our fliadows, 
Our wilhes lengthen, as our fun declines. ,'io wifh fhould loiter, then, this fide the grave. Our hearts (hould leave the world, before the knedl Dalis for our carcafes to mend the foil. Enough to live in tempeft, die in port ; 
'dge ftiould fly concourfe, cover in retreat Defefls of Judgment; and the Will'* fubdue } Walk thoughtful on the filent, folemn fltore 
Df that vaft ocean it mull fail fo foon ; And good-works on board ; and wait the w:ind That Ihortly blows us into worlds unknown ; [f tncorftder'-d too, a dreadful fcene ! 

All fhould be prophets to themfelves ; forefee Their future fate ; their future fate foretafte ; This art would wafte the bitteruefs of death. The thought of death alone, the fear deftroys. A difaffeftion to that precious thought Is more than midnight-faeVnefo on the foul, iVhich fleeps beneath it on a precipice. 
Puff’d off by the firft blaft, and loft for ever. Doft afk, Lorenzo, why fo warmly prefs’d. By repetition hammer’d on thine ear, 1 The thought of death ? That thought is the machine* The grand machine 1 that heaves us from the dull, And rears us into men. That thought ply’d home Will foon reduce the ghaftly precipice 'D’er hanging hell, will foften the defeent. And gently flope our paffage to the gr&ve; jHow warmly to be wifh’d ! What heart of flefh 
Would trifle with tremendous ? dare extremes ? irawn o’qr the fate of infinite ? what hand, 
Beyond the blackeft brand of cenfure bold, ’To fpeak,a language too •iw//known to thee), tVould at a moment give its all to chance, 
And llatnp the dye for an eternity ? 

Aid 

L 
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Aid me, Narcissa ! aid me to keep pace With Dejiiny ; and ere her fciflars cut 

My thread of 3rfe, to break this tougher thread Of moral death, that ties me to the world. Sting thou my /lumbering Reafon to fend forth 
A thought of obfervaticn on the foe ; To fally, and furvey the rapid march Of his ten thoufand meflengers to man ; 
Who, JehuAWt, behind him turns them all. All accident apart, by Nature fign’d, My warrant is gone out, though dormant yret; Perhaps behind one moment lurks my fate. Muft I then forward only look for death ? ^Backward I turn mine eye, and find him there* 
Man is a felf-fumvor ev'ry year. Man like a ftream, is in perpetual flow. 
Death’s a deftroyer of quotidian prey. My youth, my noon-tide, his ; my yejlerday The bold invader /hares the prefent hour. Each moment on the former /huts the grave. 
While man is growing, life is in decreafe 5 And cradles rock us nearer to the tomb. Our birth is nothing but our death begun $ As tapers wafte, that inftant they take fire. Shall we then fear, left that Zhould come to pafs» Which com^s to pafs each moment of our lives ? If fear we muft, let that Death turn us pale. Which murders Jtrength and ardour ; what remains 
Should rather call on Death, than dread his call. Ye partners of my fault, and my decline! Thoughtlefs of death, but when your neighbour’s knell ( Rude vifitant!) knocks hard at your dull fenfe. And with its thunder fcarce obtains your ear ! 
Be death your theme, in ev’ry place and hour ; Nor longer want, ye monumental fires! 
A brother-tomb to tell you, you /hall die. That death you dread, (fo great is Nature’s /kill!) Know, you /hall court, before you /hall enjoy. 

But you are learn’d; in volumes deep you4it;. In wifdom /hallow : pompous ignorance ! Would you be Hill more learned than the learn’d? j 
Learn well to know how much need not be known, 

And 
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And what that knowledge, which impairs your fenfe. Our needful knowledge, like our needful food, Unhedg’d, lies open in life’s common field; 
And bids all welcome to the vital feaft. You fcorn what lies before you in the page 
Of Nature, and Experience, moral truth ; 
Of indifpenfable, eternal fruit; Fruit, on which mortals feeding turn to Gods ; And dive in fciente for diftinguiih’d names, 
DHhoneft fomentation of your pride ; Sinking in virtue, as you rife in fame. ! Your learning, like the lunar beam, affords 
Light, but not heat; it leaves you undevout, ■ Frozen at heart, while fpeculation fhines. Awake, ye curious indagators! fond Of knowing^alj, but what avails you, known. 

| If you would learn Death’s charader, attend. 
All caffs of condutt, all degrees of health, All dyes of fortune, and all dates, of age, Together ftiook in his impartial urn, 
Come forth at random : or if choice is made, The choice is quite farcajlick, and infults All bold conjedufe, and fond hopes of man. 
What countlefs multitudes, not only leave, Tut deeply difappoint us, by their deaths 1 Though great our forrow, greater our furprife. 

Like other tyrants, Death delights to finite. What, fmitten, moil proclaims the pride of pow'r. 
And arbitrary nod. His joy fupreme. To bid the wretch furvive the fortunate; . The feeble wrap th’ athletick in his ihroud; And weeping fathers build their children’s tomb : 

lMe thine, Narcissa!—What though fliort thy date? ! Virtue, not rolling funs, the mind matures. That life is long, which anfwers life’s great end. The time that bears no fruit, deferves no name ; The man of wifdom is the man of years. In hoary youth Methufalems may die ; 
0 how ntifilated on their flatt’ring tombs ! 

NARCissA’s^ea/^ has leftur’d me thus far. And can her Gaiety give counfel too ? 
That, like the Jews fam’d oracle of gems, 

H Sparkles 
1 
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Sparkles inftruftion ; fiich as throws new light, 
And opens more the cbawfler of death ; 111 known to thee, Lorewzo ! This thy vaunt: «« Give Death his due, the wretched and the old ( 
“ Ev’n let hitn fweep his rubbifh to the grave j 

Let him not violate kind Nature’s laws, <c But own man born to live> as well as die” Wretched and old thou giv’ft him 5 young and gay 
He takes j plunder is a tyrant’s joy. What If I prove, “ The fartheft from the fear, 41 Are often neareft to ihtjlroke of fate J” 

All, more than common, menaces an end. 
A blaze betokens brevity of life : As if bright embers fhould emit a flame, Glad fpirits fparkled from NarcisSa's eye, 
And made youth younger, and taught Life to live. 
As Nature’s oppofites wage endlefs war. For this offence, as treafon to the deep. Inviolable ftupor of his reign, 
Where /,«/?, and turbulent Ambition, deep, 
Death took fwift vengeance. As he life detefts, More life is ftill more odious ; and, reduc’d * 
By conquetts, aggrandizes more his pow’r. But wherefore aggrandiz’d ? By heav’n’s decree, 
To plant the foul on her eternal guard, 
In awful expe&ation of our end. 
Thus runs Death’s dread commilHon: « Strike, but fof “ As moll alarms the living by the dead.” 
Hence Jiratagem delights him, and furprife. 
And cruel fport with man’s fecUritres. Not Ample conqueil, triumph is his aim ; 
And, where lead fear’d, there conqueft triumphs moft. 
fhis proves my bold affertion not too bold. What are his arts to lay our fears afleep ? 
Tibcrian arts his purpofes wrap up 
In deep Diflimulation’s darkeft night. Like princes unconfefs’d in foreign courts, . Who travel under cover, Death affumes 
The name and look of Life, ftnd dwells amo^g us. He takes all Ihapes that ferve his black defigns : Though mailer of a wider empire far 
Than that o’er which the Roman eagle flew; Like 
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Like JVlfrff, he’s a fiddler, charioteer. Or drives his R-haeton, in female gutfe ; 
Quite unfufpefted, till, the wheel beneath. His difarray’d oblation he devours. 

! He moft affe&s the forms leaft like himfelf, ' His flender felf. Hence burly corpulence ! Is his familiar wear, and fleek difguife. 
Behind the rofy bloom he loves to lurk. Or ambulh ina, fmile; or, wanton, dive In dimples deep ; love’s eddies, which draw in 
Unwary hearts, and fink them in defpair. Such, on Narcisba's couch, he loiter’d long. Unknown ; and, when detefied, ftill was feen 
To fmile ; fuch peace has innocence in death ! 

Moft happy they ! whom leaft his arts deceive. One eye on Death, and one full fix’d on Heav'ni Becomes a mortal, and immortal man. Long on his wiles a piqu'd and jealous fpy, 
’I’ve feen, or dream’d 1 faw, the tyrant drefs ; ■Lay by his horrors, and put on his fmiles. 
sSay, Mufe, for thou remember’ft, call it back, ijAnd fhow Lorenzo the furprifing feene j Hf ’twas a dream, his genius can explain. 

’T was in a cirle of the gay I flood. *peath would have enter’d ; Nature pufil’d him back j 
Supported by a doftor of renown, His point he gained. Then artfully difmifs’d i The fage ; for Death defign’d to be conceal’d. He gave an old vivacious ufurer \ His meagre afpeft, and his naked bones ; iln gratitude for plumping up his prey, 
\ pamper’d fpendthrift ; whofe fantaflick air, Well-faftiion’d figure, and cockaded brow, 
He took in change, and underneath the pride |Df coftly linen, tuck’d his filthy fhroud. ;His crooked bow he ftraiten’d to a cane ; . ’'knd hid his deadly ftiafts in Myra's eye. The dreadful mafquerader, thus equipp’d, Dut-falliea on adventures. A(k you where ? 
Where is he not ? For his peculiar haunts. Let this fuffice : Sure as night follows day, 
Death treads, in Pleafure's footfteps round the world, 

H 2 When 
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When Pleafure treads the paths, which Reafon fliuns. 
When, againft Reafotiy Riot fhuts the door, 
And Gaiety fupplies the place of Senfe, Then, foremoft at the banquet, and the ball. 
Death leads the dance, or itamps the deadly dye j 
Nor ever fails the midnight bowl to crown. Gaily caroufing to KIs gay compeers. 
Inly he laughs, to fee them laugh at him, As abfent far: and when the revel burns. 
When Fear is banifh’d, and triumphant Thought, Calling for all the joys beneath the moon, 
Againft him turns the key ; and bids him fup With their progenitors—He drops his malk ; 
Frowns out at full; they ftart, defpair, expire. Scarce with more fudden terror and furprife. From his black malic of nitre, touch’d by fire, 
He burfts, expends, roars, blazes, and devours. And is not this triumphant treachery. 
And more than Jimple conqusjl, in the fiend ? And now, Lorenzo, doft thou wrap thy foul In foft fecurity, becaufe unknown Which moment is commifikm’d to deftroy ? 
In Death’s uncertainty thy danger lies. 
Is Death uncertain ? therefore thou be fix’d ; Fix’d as a centinel, all eye, all ear, 
All expe&ation of the coming foe. 
Roufe, ftapd in arms, nor lean againft thy fpear ; 
Left Humber fteal one moment o’er thy foul. And Fate furprife thee nodding. Watch, be ftrong ; 
Thus give each day the merit, and renown, Of dying well ; though doom'd but once to die. 
Nor let life’s period hidden (as from moft) Hide too from thee the precious ufe of life. 

Early, not fudden, was Narcissa’s fate. Soon, not furprifing, Death his vifit paid. Her thought went forth to meet him on his way. Nor Gaiety forgot it was to die : 
Though Fortune too, (our third and final theme). 
As an accomplice, play’d her gaudy plumes, 4 And ev’ry glitt’ring gewgaw, on her fight. To dazzle, and debauch it from its mark. 
Death’s dreadful advent is the mark of man; And 



The R e t A f 89 
And ev’ry thought that miffes it, is blind. Fortune, with Touth and Gaiety, confpir’d To weave a triple wreath of happinefs, (If happinefs on earth), to crown her brow. 
And coiild Death charge through fuch a Ihining fliield ? 

That fhiuing ihield invites :he tyrant’s fpear. As if to damp our elevated aims, And ftrongly preach humility to man, 0 how portentous is profperity ! How, comet-like, it threatens, while it ihines ! Few years but yield us proof of Death\ ambition, 
1 To cull his vi&iras from the fairefl fold, 1 A nd flieath his (hafts in all the pride of life. When flooded with abundance, purpled o’er 
I With recent honours, bloom’d with ev’ry blifs. Set up in oftentation, made the gaze, ,The gaudy centre of the pnblick eye, j ! When Fortune thus has tol's’d her child in air. 
Snatch’d from the covert of an humble (late. How often have I feen him dropt at once. 
Our morning’s envy L and our ev’niug’s flgh ! . As if her bounties were the fignal given, The flow’ry wreath to mark the facrifice. And call Death’s arrows on the deftin’d_prey. 

High-Fortune, feems in cruel league with Fate. ! Aik you, for what i To give his war on man 
The deeper dread, and more illuftrious fpoil ; Thus to keep daring mortals more in awe. 
And burns Lorenzo dill for the fublime Of life ? to hang his airy nefl. on high, On the (light timber of the topmofl bough, Rock’d at each breeze, and menacing a fall ? Granting grim Death at equal diflanee there ; Yet Peace begins jnft where Ambition ends. 
What makes man wretched ? Happinefs deny1 d ? Lorenzo ! no : ’tis happinefs difdain'd. Fhe comes too meanly drefs’d to win our fmile ; And calls herfelf Content, a homely name ! lOur flame is tranfport, and content our fcorn. Ambition\uYX\$, and (huts the door againft her. And weds a toil, a_ tempejl, in her (lead ; 
A tempejl to warm tranfport near of kin. H 3 Urikhowfiig 
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Unknowing what our mortal ftate admits. 
Life’s modeft joys we ruin, while we raife ; 
And all our ecftafies are wounds to peace; Peace, the full portion of mankind below. 

And fince thy peace is dear, ambitious youth 1 Of Fortune fond ! as thoughtlefs of thy fate ! As late I drew Death's pidlure, to flir up Thy wbolefome fears ; now, drawn in contrail, fee 
Gay Fortune's, thy vain hopes to reprimand. See, high in air, the fportive goddefs hangs, 
Unlocks her calket, fpreads her glitt’ring ware, 
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad Her random bounties o’er the gaping throng. 
All rulh rapacious ; friends o’er trodden friends $ Sons o’er their fathers, fubjefls o’er their kings, Priefts o’er their gods, and lovers o’er the fair, (Still ware ador’d), to fnatch the golden IhowV. 

GsjW glitters moft, where Virtue Ihines j more j As liars from abfent funs have leave to Ihine. O what a precious pack of votaries 
Unkennelled from the prifons, and the Hews, Pour in, all opting in their idol’s praife ! 
All, ardent, eye each wafture of her hand, And, wide-expanding their voracious jaws, Morfel on morfel fwallow down unchew’d, Untafted, through mad appetite for more ; 
Gorg’d to the throat, yet lean and rav’nous ftilL Sagadou§ all, to trace the fmallell game. And bold to feize the greateft, If (blefs’d chance !) 
Court-zephyrs fweetly breathe, they launch, they ffy. O’er juft, o’er facred, all forbidden ground. Drunk with the burning fcent of place or pow’r. Stanch to the foot of lucre, till they die. Or, if for men you take them, as 1 mark Their manners, thou their various fates furveyv With aim mifmeafur’d, and impetuous fpeed, Some, darting, ftrike their ardent wilh far off. 
Through fury to poffefs it : feme fucceed. But (tumble, and let fall the taken prize. 
From feme, by fudden blafts, ’tis whirl’d-away. And lodg’d in bofoms that ne’er dream’d of gain. 
To feme it flicks fo clofe, that, when torn off, Tors 
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"‘orn is the man, and mortal is the wound. 
<ome, o’er-enamour’d of their bags, run mad, Jroan under gold, yet weep for want of breads 
together Jbjue (unhappy rivals !)■ feize, Vnd rend abundance into poverty ■, 
.oud croaks the raven of the law, and fmiles : ►miles too the goddefs ; but fmiles moil at tbofe, 
Juft-viftims of exorbitant defire !), Vho perifh at their own requeft, and, whelm’d Jeneath her load of laviih grants, expire. 'ortune is famous for her numbers ilain. 
The number fmall, which happinefs can bear. Though various for a while their fates, at lift curfe involves them all ; at Death’s approach. 
Ml read their riches backward into lofs, hnd mouth, in juft proportion to their ftore. , And Death's approach (if orthodox my fong) 
s batten'd by the lure of Fortune's fmiles. ^.nd art thou ftill a glutton of bright gold ? 
^.nd art thou ftill rapacious of thy ruin ? Jeatb loves a ftiining mark, a fignal blow; \ blow, which, while it executes, alarms; 
ind ftartles thoufatids with a Angle fall. Is when fome ftately growth of oak, or pine, 
Vhich nods aloft, and proudly fpreads her ihade, 'he fun’s defiance; and the flock’s defence ; ly the ttrong ftrokes of lab’ring hinds fubdu’d, 
^oud groans her laft, and, ruihing from her^ieight, n cumbrous ruin, thunders to the ground i 
'he confcious foreft trembles at the ihock, knd hill, and ftream, and diftant dale, refound. Thefe high-aim’d darts of Death* and thefe alone, hould I colledl, my quiver would be full. quiver, which, fufpended in mid air, )r near heav’n’s Archer, in the zodiack, hung. 
So could it be),, Jhould draw the publick eye,. 'he gaze and contemplation of mankind ! k conftellation awful, yet benign, 
'o guide the gay through life’s tempeftuous wave ; ^or fuffer them to ftrike the common rock, Frbm greater danger to grow more fecure, 
, And, wrapt in happinefs, forget their fate.” 

Lyujcdee, 
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Lysander, happy pad the common lot, 

Was warn’d of danger, but too_g*r>> to fear. 
He woo’d the fair Aspasia : Are was kind : In youth, form, fortune, fame, they both were blefs’d. All who knew, envy’d ; yet in envy lov’d : Can fancy form more finilh’d happinefs ? 
Fix’d was the nuptial hour. Her (lately dome Rofe on the founding beach. The glitt’ring fpires Float in the wave, and break againll the (hore : So break thofe .glitt’ring (haddows, human joys. The faithlefs morning fmil’d : he takes his leave. 
To re-embrace in ccilaiies, at eve. The rifing ftorm forbids. The news arrives : 
Untold, die faw it in her fervant’s eye. She felt it feen; (her heart was apt to feel) ; And, drown’d, without the furious ocean’s aid. In fuffocating forrows, (hares his tomb. Now round the fumptuous bridal monument. 
The guilty billows innocently roar j And the rough failor pafiing drops a tear. 
A tear ? can tears fuffice ?-*—but not for me. Flow vain our efforts ! and our arts, how vain ! 
The dijlant train of thought I took, to (him. Has thrown me on my fate Thefe dy’d together ; Happy in ruin ! undivorc'd by death ! 
Or ne’er to meet, or ne’er to part, is peace— Narcissa ! pity bleeds at thought of thee. 
Yet Jthou waft only near me ; not myfclf. Survive niyfelf? That cures all other w-o. Narcissa lives; Philander is forgot. 
O the foft commerce ! O the tender tics, Clofe twilled with the fibres of the heart! Which, broken, break them ; and drain off the foiil 
Of human joy ; and make it pain to live.  And is it then to live ? When fuch friends part, 
•Tis the furvivor dies—My heart •' no more. 

NIGHT 
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INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
IN T W O P A R T S. 

CONTAINING 
The Nature, Proof, and Importance . 

of IMMORTALITY. 
PART t h i FIRST. 

Where, among other things, 
!Gi.ory and Riches are particularly confidered. 

Humbly infcribed to the Right Honourable 
H E N R r PELHAM, 

First Lord Commissioner of the Trtasurt, and Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

PREFACE. 
FE, V ages have been deeper in difpute about religion, than this. The difpute about religion, and the prac- tice of it, fe/dom go together. The fhorter, therefore, the 
difpute, the better. I think it may be reduced to this ftngle quejl'uw. Is man immortal, or is he not ? If he is mot, all our difputes are mere amufements, or trials of filt. In this cafe. Truth, Reafon, Religion, ’which giveyfiur difcourfes fuch pomp and folemnity, are (as ’will hc-feoiun) mere empty foilndt, 'without any meaning in 
them. But if man is ini mortal, it ■’will behove him to be 



94 The COMPLAINT. Night 6. 
■very ferktus about- eternal confzfiugnces-: on, in -other ‘words, 
to be truly religious. And this great fundamental truth, • ■ unejlablifhed, or una<wakened in the minds of men, is, I 
conceive, the real fource and fupport of all our infidelity ; hovj remote fever the particular objections advanced may 
feem to be from it. . Sen fib] e appearances affeli tnoji men. much mart than !• 
ab ft raft reafonings ; and -we daily fee bodies drop around 
us, but the foul is invijible. The poouer •which inclination has over //^judgment, is greater than can be •wellcon- 
ceived by thofe that have not bad an experience of it; and 
of ixihat numbers is it the fad interejl, that fouls Jhould not furvive ! The Heathen- world confiffed,^ that they, rather hoped than, firmly believed immortality ; and how many Heathens have we Jlilt amongjl us ! The facrtd page affures 
us, that life and immortality is brought to light by the gof- pel: but by how many is the gofpel rejeCled or overlooked! From thefe confiderations,. and from my being, accidentally, 
privy to the fentim'ents of fotne particular perfons, I have hem long perfuadeJ, that mojl, if not all, our infidels (whatever name they take, and whatever fcheme, for ar- gument's fake, and to keep themfelves in countenance, they 
patronize) are fupported in their deplorable error, by fome doubt of their immortality, at the bottom. And 1 am fatisfibd, that men, once thoroughly convinced of their im- mortality, are not far from being Chriftiatis. For it it 
hard to conceive., that a man fully confcious, eternal pain or happinefs will certai ,!y be his lot, Jhould not earnejlly, ; and impartially, inquire after the fureft means of efcaping ; the one, and fecuring the other. And of fuch an earnejl | and impartial inquiry, I well know the confe'quence. 

Here, therefore, in proof of this mojl fundamental truth, \ 
fome plain arguments are offered ; arguments derived front i principles which infidels admit, in common with believers; arguments which appear to one altogether- irrefs/hble ; and fitch as, I am fatisfied, will have great weight with all 
who give tbemfehies the fmall trouble of looking ferimfly in- to their own bofoms, and- of obferving, with any tolerable degree of attention, what daily paffes round about them in 
the world. If fome argument Jhall here occur, whicl; o- thers have declined, they are fubmitted, with all deference, . 
to better judgments in this,, of all points., the moil impor- 

tant. 
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tant. For, as to the being of a God, that is no longer 
difputed ; but it is widifputed, for this re a fan only, viz. Becaufe, where the leaf pretence to reafon is admitted, it mufl for ever be indifputable, and, of confequmce, no man can be betrayed into a difpute of that nature by vanity, 
which has a principal Jhare in animating our modern com- 
batants againjl other articles cf our belief. 

SHE * (for I know not yet her name in heaven) 
Not early, like Narcissa, left the fcene } Nor fudden, like Philander. What avail ? This feeming mitigation but inflames ; This fancied flied’cine heightens the difeafe. 

The longer known, the ciofer ftill fhe grew; And gradual parting is a gradual death. ^fis the grim tyrant’s engine, which extorts By tardy preflure’s ttill-increafing weight, - From hardeft. hearts, confeffion of diftrefs. 
O the long, dark approach through years of pain, Death’s gall’ry ! (might I dare to call it fo) With difmal Doubt, and foble Terror hung ; 

Sick Hope'* pale lamp, its only glimm’ring ray j There, Fate my melancholy walk, ordain’d. Forbid Self /We'itfelf to flatter, there. How oft I gaz’d, prophetically fad ! 
How oft I law her dead, while yet in fmiles! In fmiles (he funk her grief, to leflen mine. She fpoke me comfort, and increas’d my pain. Like povv.’rful armies trenching at a town, 
By (low, and filent, but refiftlefs fap, In his pale progrefs gently gaining ground, Death urg’d his deadly fiege ; in fpite of art, 
Of all the balmy bleffings Nature lends ‘To fuccour frail humanity. Ye liars! (Not now firjl made familiar to my fight) And thou, O Moon ! bear witnefs ; many a night 
i/Z? tore the pillow from beneath my head, 

Referring to Night the Fifth. 



■ Ty’d down my fore attention to the /hock, 
By ceafelefs depredations on a life Dearer than that he left me. Dreadful poft Of obfervation ! darker ev’ry hour ! 
Lefs dread the day that drove me to the brink, 
And pointed at eternity below ; When my foul (hudder’d at futurity ; When, on a moment’s point, th’ important dye 
Of life and death fpun doubtful, ere it fell, And turn’d up life ; my title to more wo. But why more wo ? more comfort let it be. Nothing is dead, but that which wilh’d to die ; Nothing is dead, but wretchednefs and pain ; Nothing is dead, but what incumber’d, gall’d. 
Block’d up the pafs, and barr’d from real life. 
Where dwells that wi/h moft;aydent of the wife ? 
Too dark the fun to fee it ; higheft ftars Too low to reach it; Death, great Death alone,. O’er ftars and fun, triumphant, lands us there. Nor dreadful our tranjition ; though the mind, 
An artift at creating felf-alarms, Rich in expedients for inquietude, 
Is prone to paint it dreadful. Who can take Death'% portrait true ? the tyrant never fat. 
Our /ketch all random ftrokes, conjefture all; Clofe /huts the grave, nor tells one fingle tale. Death, and his image riling in the brain, 
Bear faint refemblance; never are alike : Fear /hakes the pencil, Fancy loves excefs, Dark Ignorance is lavi(h of her /hades ; And thefe the formidable pi&ure draw. But grant the worft ; ’tis paft ; new profpe&s rife 
And drop a veil eternal o’er her tomb. Far other views our contemplation claim, Views that o’erpay the rigours of our life; 
Views that fufpend our agonies in death. Wrapt in the thought of immortality. Wrapt in the Angle, the triumphant thought! Long life might lapfe, age unperceiv’d come on j 
And find the foul unfated with her theme. Its nature, proof, importance, fire my fong. 
O that my fong could emulate my foul! Lil 
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X.ike her, immortal. No ! the foul difdains 
A mark fo mean ; far nobler hope inflame* ; If endlefs ages can outweigh an hour, 
Let not the laurei, but the palm, infpire. Thy nature. Immortality ! who knows ? And yet who knows it not ? It is but life In ftronger thread of brighter colour fpun, And fpun for ever ; dipt by cruel fate 
In Stygian dye, how black, how brittle here ! * How fliort our correfpondence with the fun ! 
And while it lafts, inglorious ! Our bell deeds, How wanting in their weight 1 Our higheft joys Small cordials to fupport us in our pain, And give us ftrength to fuffer. But \iav/ great 

'' To mingle int’refts, converfe, amities. With all the fons of Reafon, fcatter’d widfe Through habitable fpace, where-ever born. 
Howe’er-endow’d ! to live free citizen* Of univerfal nature ! to lay hold By more than feebley^/V/; on the Supreme ! To call heav’n’s rich unfathomable mines (Mines, which fupport archangels in their ftate) Our own ! to rife in fcience, as in blifs. Initiate in the fecrets of the Ikies ! 
To read creation ; read its mighty plan In the bare bofom of the Deity ! 
The plan, and execution, to collate ! To fee, before each glance of piercing thought, 
All cloud, all ftiadow, blown remote ; and leave No myftery—but that of love divine, Which lifts us on the feraph’s flaming wing, From earth’s Aceldama, this field of blood, Of inward anguilh, and of outward ill, 

’rom darknefs, and from dull, to fuch a fcene | .ove’s element! true joy’s illuftrious home ! 'rom earth’s fad contrail (now deplor’d) more fair ! ^hat exquifite viciflitude of fate ! 
ilefs’d abfolution of our blacked hour I 
Lorenzo ! thefe are thoughts that make man mart, 'hepvife illumine, aggrandize the great, low great, (while yet we tread the kindred filod,' 

,nd ev’ry mbment fear to fink beneath 
The 
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The clod ixie tread ; foon trodden by our fons). How great, in the wild whirl of Time % purfuits. 
To flop, and paufe, involv’d in high prefage, 
Through the long villa of a thoufand years, To Hand contemplating our diftant felves. 
As in a magnifying mirror feen. Enlarg’d, ennobled, elevate, divine ! 
To prophefy our own futurities ! To gaze in thought on what all thought tranfcends 1 
To talk, with fellow-candidates, of joys 
As far beyond conception, as defert, Ourfelves th’ aftonifh’d talkers, and the tale ! 

Lorenzo 1 fwells thy bofom at the thought ? 
The fwell becomes thee : ’tis an honeil pride. Revere thyfelf;—and yet thyfelf defpife. 
His nature no man can o’er-rate ; and none Can under-rate his merit. Take good heed. 
Nor there be modeft, where thou Ihouldft be proud ; That almoll univerfal error (him. How jujl our pride, when we behold thofe heights ! 
Not thofe Ambition paints in air, but thofe 
Reafon points out, and ardent Virtue gains ; And angels emulate ; our pride how juft ! When mount we ? when thefe lhackles call ? when quit 
This cell of the creation ? this fmall neft, 
Stuck in a corner of the univerfe, Wrapt up in fleecy cloud, and fine-fpun air ? Fine-fpun to fenfc ; but grofs and feculent 
To fouls celeftial; fouls ordain’d to breathe Ambroiial gales, and drink a purer Iky ? 
Greatly triumphant on Time'% farther Ihore, Where Virtue reigns, enrich’d with full arrears ; While Pomp Imperial begs an alms of peace. In empire high, or in proud fcience deep, 
Ye born of earth 1 on what can you confer. With half the dignity, with half the gain, 
The guft,'*lhe plow of rational delight, As on this th^me, which angels praife, and lhare ? Man’s feats and favours are a theme in heaven. 

What, wretched repetition cloys us here ! What periqdick potions for the fick ! 
Diftemper’U bodies, and diftemper’d minds J In 
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In an eternityy what fcenes (hall ftrike! Adventures thicken ! novelties furprife ! What webs of wonder fhall unravel, there! 
What full day pour on all the paths of heav’n, And light th’ Almighty’s footfteps in the deep ! How lhall the bleffed day of our difcharge 
Unwind, at once, the labyrinths of fate, And ftraighten its inextricable maze ! If inextinguilhable thirft in man To know ; how rich, how full our banquet, there ! 
There, not the moral world alone unfolds ; The world material, lately feen in fliades. And, in thofe {hades, by fragments only feen. And feen thofe fragments by the lab'ring eye, Unbroken, then, illuftrious, and entire, 
Its ample fphere, its univerfal frame, In full dimenfions, fwells to the furvey ; 
And enters, at one glance, the ravifh’d fight. From fome fuperior point (where, who can tell? 
Suffice it, 'tis a point where gods refide) How {hall the ftranger man’s illumin’d eye, 
In the vaft ocean of unbounded fpace, 

k Behold an infinite of floating worlds 
Divide the cryftal waves of aether pure, In endlefs voyage, without port ? The leajl Of thefe diffeminated orbs, how great! 
Great as they are, what numbers thefe furpafs, Huge, as Leviathan, to that fmall race, Thofe twinkling multitudes of little life, 
He fwallows unperceiv’d ! Stupendous thefe ! Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the <wkole? As particles, as atoms ill-perceiv’d ; As circulating globules in our veins ; So vaft the plan : fecundity divine ! Exub’rant fource ! perhaps I. wrong thee ftill. 

If admiration is a fource of joy, What tranfport hence! Yet this the lea^jl in heav’ft. What this to that illuftrious robe he wears, Who tofs’d this mafs of wonders from his hand, 
A fpecimen, an earneft of his pow’r ? ’Tis, to that glory, whence all glory flows,* * 
As the mead's meaneft flow’ret to the fun* 

I* Which 
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Which gave it birth. But what, this Sun of heav’n ? 
This blifs fupreme of the fupremely blefs’d ? Death, only death, the queftion can refolve. 
By death, cheap-bought th’ ideas of our joy ; The bare ideas ! folid happinefs So diftant from its fhadow chas’d below. 

And chafe we Hill the phantom through the fire. O’er bog, and brake, and precipice, till death ? And toil we Hill for fublunary pay ? 
Defy the dangers of the field and flood, Or, fpider-like, fpin out our precious all, Our more than vitals fpin (if no regard 
To great futurity) in curious webs Of fubtile thought, and exquifite defign, 
(Fine network of the brain !) to catch a fly ; The momentary buz of vain renown 1 A name, a mortal immortality 1 

Or (meaner Hill !) inflead of grafping air. 
For fordid lucre plunge we in the mire ? Drudge, fweat, through ev’ry lhame, for ev’ry gain-,. 
For vile contaminating trafh ; throw up Our hope in heav’n, our dignity with man ? And deify the dirt, matur’d .to gold ? 
Ambition, Avarice ! the two iccmons thefe. Which goad through ev’ry flough our human herd, 
Hard travell’d from the cradle to the grave. 
How low the wretches Hoop ! how fteep they climbl Thefe damotis burn mankind ; but raoft pofliefs Lorenzo’s bofom, and turn out the Ikies. 

Is it in Time to hide Eternity ? And why not in an atom on the fliore, To cover ocean ? or a mote, the fun i 
Glory and Wealth!, have they this blinding pow’r ? What if to them I prove Lorenzo blind ? 
Would it furprife thee ? Be thou then furpris’d ; Thou tfe/V/ier know’fl: their nature learn from me.. ) 

Mark weU, as foreign as thefe fubjettj feem, What clofe'lonnedtion ties them to my theme.. Firft, vfftat is true Ambition ? The purfuit 
Of gl'pry, nothing lefs than man can (hare.. Were they as vain as gaudy-minded man, 
As flatulent with, fumes of felf-applaufe, Theit-i 
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Their arts and conquefts animals might boaft, 
And claim their laurel crowns, as well as we ; But not celeJUal. Here we ftand alone ; As in our form, diitinft, pre-eminent; If prone in thought, our ftature is the ihame ; And man fhould blufh, his forehead'meets the Ikies* 
The vijible and prefenf are for brutes, A flender portion ! and a narrow bound ! 
Thefe Reafon, with an energy divine, 

i O’erleaps ; and claims the future and unfeen ; The vaft unfeen ! the future fathomlefs ! i When the great foul buoys up to this high pointy 1 Leaving grofs Nature’s fediment below, ^fhen, and then only, Hdam's offspring quits' The fage and'hero of the fields and woods,, ( Afferts his rank, and rifes into man. 
, This is ambition : this is human fire. ' Can parts or place (two bold pretenders l")'make- 
Lorenzo great, and pluck him from the throng £ \ Genius and Hrt, ambitian’s boafied wings. Our boaft but ill deferve. A feeble aid 1 Dcedalian engin’ry ! If thefe alone Afiift our flight, Fame’s flight is Glory’s fall. 
Heart-merit wanting,, mount we ne’er fo high. Our height is but the gibbet of our name. A celebrated wretch when I behold. 
When I behold a genius bright, and bafr, Of tow’ring talents, and terreftrial aims ; 
Methinks 1 fee, as thrown from her high fphere>. The glorious fragments of a foul immortal. With rubbifh mix’d, and glitt’ring in the dull. 
Struck at the fplendid, melancholy fight. At once Companion foft, and Envy rife— 
But wherefore envy i Talents angel-bright. If wanting worth, are fhining inftruments In falfe Ambition’s hand, to finifh faults Xlluflrious, and give infamy renown. _ 

Great ill is an achievement of great pc^rs. Plain fenfe but rarely leads us far aftray, re 
Reafon the means, ajfehions choofe our end ; Means have no merit, if our end amifs. 
:If wrong our hearts, our heads are right in vain : , , It W 



What is a Pelham’s head to Pelham's heart ? 
Hearts are proprietors of all applaufe. Right ends, and means, make wifdom : vvorldly-wlfe 
Is but ^£witted, at his higheft. praife. Let Genius then defpair to make thee great; 
Nor flatter Station. What is ftation high ? 
’Tis a proud mendicant; it boallsr. and begs; 
It begs an alms of homage from the throng, .And oft the throng denies its charity. 
Monarchs and miuifters are awful names ; Whoever wear them challenge our devoir. 
Religion, publick Order, both exa£l External homage, and a fupple knee, To beings pompoufly fet up, to ferve The meaneft Have : all wore is Merit 's due. 
Her facred and inviolable right j 
Nor ever paid the monarch, but the man. Our hearts ne’er bow but to fuperior 'iuorth; 
Nor ever fail of their allegiance there. Tools, indeed, drop the nian in their account. 
And vote the mantle into Majefty. Let the fmallfavage boait his filver fur; His royal robe unborrow’d, and unbought. 
His onvn, defeending fairly from his fires. Shall man be proud to wear his livery, 
And fouls in ermin fcorn a foul without ? Can place or leflen us or aggrandize? Pygmies are pygmies ftill, though perch’d on Alps? 
And pyramids are pyramids in vales. 
.Each mart makes his own ftature, builds himfelf; Virtue alone out builds the pyramids; Her monuments lhall laft, when Egypt's fall. 

Of thefe hire truths doll thou demand the caufe ? The caufe is lodg’d in immortality. 
Hear, and alfent. Thy bofom burn's for pow’r ; What ftation charms thee? I’ll inftall thee there} 
'Tis thine. And art thou greater than before? Then thou before waft fomething lefs than man. Has thy next poll betray’d thee into pride ? That treach’rous pride betrays thy dignity ; That pride defames humanity, and calls 
The being mean, which Jiaffs qx firings can raife. 
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That pride, like hooded hawks, in darknefs foars,. From blindnefs bold, and tow’ring.to the ikies. 
’Tie born of Ignorance, which knows not man : An angel’s fecond; nor his fecond, long. 
A Nero quitting his Imperial throne, And courting glory from the tinkling firing,. But faintly fhadows an immortal foul, With empire’s felf, to pride, or rapture, fir’d, if nobler motives minifler no cure, Ev’n Vanity forbids thee to be vain. 

High worth is elevated place : ’tts-more ; 
,It maKes the poft Hand candidate for thee ; Makes more than monarebs-, makes an honed man ;• [Though no exchequer it commands, *tis wealth ; ! And though it wears no riband, ’tis renown ; t Renown, that would not quit thee, though difgrac’dy '! Nor leave thee pendent on a mailer’^ fmile. 

H Other ambition Nature interdifts ; Nature proclaims it mod abfurd in man. If By pointing at his origin, and end ; 4 Milk, and a fwathe, at frji, his whole demand ; 1 His whole domain, at laji, a turf, or done ; I To whom, between, a world may feem too fmalL Souls tru^ly great dart forward on the wing 
C Of juft Ambition, to the grand refult, !il The curtain’s fall; there, fee the bufkin’d chief { Unihod behind this momentary feene ; | Reduc’d to his own dature, low or high, 
l A? vice, or virtue, finks him, or fublimes; / And laugh at this fantaftick mummery, I This antick prelude of grotefque events, l Where dwarfs are often diked, and betray / A littlenefs of foul by worlds o’er-run, BAnd nations laid in bloodi. Dread facrifice 

To Chriftian pride! which had with horror fhock’d The darked Pagans, offer’d to their gods, i O thou Mojl Chriftian enemy to peace! 
I Again in arms i again provoking fate ? t* ’ That prince, and that alone, is truly great, 

Who draws the fword relu&ant, gladly (heaths f j On empire builds what empire far outweighs, 
I And makes his throne a fcaffold to the (kies. * Why 
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Why this fo rare ? Becaufe forgot of all The day of death ; that venerable day, Which fits as judge; that day, which fhall pronounce 

On all our days, abfolve them, or condemn. Lorknzo, never (hut thy thought againft. it ; 
Be levees ne’er fo full, afford it room, And give it audience in the cabinet. That friend confulted, flatteries apart, Will tell thee fair, if thou art great, or mean, * To dote on aught may leave us, or be left, 
Is that Atnbitimi P Then let flames defcend% Point to the centre their inverted fpires. And learn humiliation from a foul. Which boafts her lineage from celcftial fire. Yet thefe are they the world pronounces wife ; 
The world, which cancels Nature’s right and wrong, 
And calls new wiftfam : ev’n the grave man lends His folemn face, to countenance the coin. 
Wifdom for parts is madnefs for the whole. This flamps the paradox, and gives us leave To call the wifeft weak, the richefl poor, The mod ambitious, unambitious, mean ; In triumph, mean ; and abjedb, on a throne. Nothing can make it lefs than mad in man, 
To put forth all his ardour, all his art. 
And give his foul her full unbounded'flight. 
But reaching him,, who gave her wings to fly. When blind Ambition quite miftakes her road, 
And downwards, pores, for that which (hines above> Siibllantial happinefs, and true renown ; Then, like an idiot gazing on the brook. We leap at liars, and fallen in the mud At glory grafp, and fink in infamy. - Ambition! pow’rful fource of good and ill ! Thy ftrength in man, like length-of wing in birds, When difengag’d from earth, with'greater eafe. 
And fwifter flight, tranfports us to the Ikies ; By toys enta’ngled, or in guilt bemir’d, It turns a curfe ; it is.our chain, and fcourge. In thif dark dungeon, where confin’d we lie, 
Clofe-grated by the fordid bars of fenfe ; 

AUi 
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All profpeft of eternity Ihut out; And, but for execution, ne’er fet free. With error in Ambition)\i(Uy charg’d,. Find we Lorenzo wifer in his Wealth? 
What if thy rental I reform? and draw An inventory new to fet thee right? 

• Where, thy treafure ? Gold fays, “Not in me;” And, “ Not in me,” the di’mond. Gold is poor ; 
| India's infolvent: feek it in thyfelf. Seek in thy naked felf, and find it there ; 
In Being fo defeended, form’d, endow’d ; Sky-born, Iky-guided, Iky-returning race • 1 Eredl, immortal, rational, divine! I In Senfet, which inherit earth, and heav’ns; 
Enjoy the various riches AWare.yields ; 
Far nobler ! give the riches they enjoy ; I Give tafte to fruits ; and harmony to groves ; I Their radiant beams to gold, and gold’s bright fire ; I Take in, at once, the landfcape of the world, 1 At a final! inlet, which a grain might clofe, 
And half create the wondrous world they fee. 
Our Senfes, as our Reafon, are divine. But for the magick organ’s pow’rful charm, Earth were a rude, uncolour’d chaos ftill. Objects are but th’ occafion ; ours th’ exploit ; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint, Wkich Nature’s admirable pictures draws ; And beautifies creation’s ample dome. 
Like Milton’s Eve, when gazing on the lake, 
Man makes the matchlefs image, man admires. Say then,. Shall man, his thoughts all fent abroad,. Superior wonders in himfelf forgot, 
His admiration wafle on objedls round* When Heav’n makes him the foul of all he fees ? 
Abfurd! not rare ! fo great, fo mean, is man. 

What wealth in Senfes fuch as thefe ! what wealth In Faney, fir’d to form a fairer fcene Than Senfe furveys ! in Mem'ry's firm record, Which, ihould it perilh, could this world Fecal,. From the dark fhadows of o’erwhelming years ! In colours frelh,. originally bright ^referve its portrait,, and report.itft fate.! What 
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What wealth in Intclleft, that fov’reign power ! | Which Senfe, and Fancy, furamons to the bar j H 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; And from the mafs thofe underlingt import, 8| From their materials fiftedj and refin’d, 
And in Truth's balance accurately weigh’d. Forms Art and Science, Government, and Lam) ; 
The folid balis, and the beauteous frame. The vitals, and the grace of civil life ! 
And Manners (fad exception !) fet afide. Strikes out, with matter-hand, a copy fair Of his idea, whofe indulgent thought 
Long, long, ere chaos teem’d, plann’d blifs. 

What nnealth in fouls that Coar, dive, range aroun 
Lifdaining limit, or from place, or time; And hear at once, in thought extenfive, hear Th’ almighty Fiat, and the trumpet's found! 
Bold, on creation’s outfide walk, and view 
What was, and is, and ?nore than e’er lhall be; Commanding, with omnipotence of thought, 
Creations new in Fancy’s field to rife! 
Souls, that can grafp whate’er th’ Almighty made. And wander wild through things impofiible! What ‘wealth, in faculties of endlefs growth, In quenchlefs pajftons violent to crave, 
In liberty to choofe, in power to reach. 
And in duration (how thy riches rife!) Duration to perpetuate—boundlefs blifs ! Aik you, what power relides in feeble man 
That biifs to gain ? Is Virtue’s, then, unknown ? Virtue, our preient peace, our future prize. Man’s unprecarious, natural eftate, 
Improveable at will, in virtue lies ; Its tenure fure ; its income is divine. 

High-built abundance, heap on heap ! for what ? To breed new wants, and beggar us the more ; ] Then, make a richer fcramble for the throng ? 
Soon'as this feeble pulfe, which leaps fo long Allnoft by miracle, is tir’d with play. Like rubbiih from difploding engines thrown. Our magazines of hoarded trifles fly ; 
Fly diva fe; fly to foreigners, to foes ; 

Nevr I 
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:w mailers court, and call the former fool, 
low juftly l) for dependence on their Hay. ! ide fcatter, firft, our play-things ; then, our dull. Doft court abundance for the fake of peace ? :arn, and lament thy felf-defeated fcheme : 
iches enable to be richer ftill; nd, richer JIM, what mortal can refill ? hus wealth (a cruel talk-mafter!) injoins i ew toils, fticceeding toils, an endlefs train ! nd murders peace, which taught it firfl. to ftiine, 
lie poor are half as wretched as the rich ; 
ihofe proud and painful privilege it is, t once, to bear a double load of wo ; lb feel the ftings of Envy, and of Want, 
jtrageous Want! both Indies cannot cure. IA competence is vital to content. inch wealth is corpulence, if not difeafe ; ck, or incumber’d, is our happinefs. 
competence is all we can enjoy. be content, where Heav’n can give no more ! 'ore, like a fialh of water from a lock, 

uickens our fpirit’s movement for an hour ; it foon its force is fpent, nor rife our joys 
bove our native temper’s common ftream. 
:nce Difappointment lurks in ev’ry jjpize, bees in flow’rs ; and Itings us with fuccefs. 
The rich man, who denies it, proudly feigns 5 sr knows the wife are privy to the lie. uch learning Ihows how little mortals ,* uch wealth, how little worldlings can enjoy : 
t bell, it babies us with endlefs toys, nd keeps us children till we drop to dud. 1 monkeys at a minor Hand am:w’d, ley fail to find, what they fo plainly fee ; ms men, in Ihining riches, fee the face 
f Happinefs, nor know it is a fhade ; lot gaze, and touch, and peep, and peep again, nd wi(b, and wonder it js abfent Hill. How few can refcue opulence Trom want! ho lives to Nature, rarely can be poor ; 
'ho lives to Fancy, never can be rich, 

is the man in debt; the man of gold, 
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In debt to Fsrtaney trembles at her pow’r. 
The man of Reafon fmiles at her, and death. 
O what a patrimony this ! A being Of fuch inherent ftrength and majefty, Not worlds poffefs’d can raife it; wbrlds deftroy’d Can’t injure; which holds on its glorious courfe. When thine, O Nature ! ends ; too blefs’d to mourn 
Creation’s obfequies. What treafure, this ! The monarch is a beggar to the man. Immortal! Ages paft, yet nothing gone ! 
Morn without eve ! A race without a goal! 
Unlhorten’d by progreffion infinite ! Futurity for ever future ! Life Beginning ftill, where computation ends 1 
’Tis the defcription of a Deity ! ’Tis the defcription of the meancjl/lave: 
The meaneft (lave dares then Lorenzo fcorn ? The meaneft flave thy fov reign glory (hares. Proud youth ! faftidious of the lower world ! Man’s lawful pride includes humility ; 
Stoops to the loweft; is too great to find Inferiors ; all immortal! brothers all! Proprietors eternal of thy love. 

Immortal! what can Itrike the fenfe fo ftrong, 
As this the foul ? It thunders to the thought; Reafon amazes ; Gratitude o’erwhelms ; 
No more we dumber on the brink of fate; Rous’d at tjie found, th’ exulting foul afcends, 
And breathes her native air; an air that feeds Ambitions high, and fans ethereal fires ; 
Quick kindles all that is divine within us; 
Nor leaves one loit’ring thought beneath the ftars. Has not LorenzqIs bofom caught the flame ? Immortal! Were but owe immortal, how 
Would others envy ! how would thrones adore ! Becaufe ’tis common, is the blelfing loft ? How this ties up the bounteous hand of Heav’n i O vain, vain, vain, all elfe ! Eternity! A glorious, and a needful refuge, that. 
From vile imprifonment in abjedt views. ’Tis Immortality, ’tis that alone. 
Amid Life’s pains, abafements, emptinefs. 
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The foul can comfort, elevate, and fill. That only, and that amply, this performs ; Lifts us above Life's pains, her joys above ; Their terror thofe ; and thefe their luftre lofe ; Eternity depending covers all; 
Eternity depending all achieves ; 
Sets earth at diftance ; calls her into fliades jj Blends her diftinftions ; abrogates her pow’rs ; 
The low, the lofty, joyous, and fevere, Fortune’s dread frowns, and fafeinating fmiles, Make one promifeuous and neglected heap, The man beneath ; if I may call him man, Whom Immortality'% full force ihfpires. Nothing terreftrial touches his high thought; 
Suns flnne unfeen, and thunders roll unheard. By minds quite confcious of their high defeent. Their prefent province, and their future prize - 
Divinely darting upward ev’ry wilh, | Warm on the wing, in glorious abfenee loft. ; Doubt you this truth ? Why labours your belief ? li If Earth’s whole orb, by fome due-diftanc’d eye, ii Were feen at once, her tovr’ring yips would fink, ^ And level I’d Atlas leave an even fphere. 
Thus Earth, and all that earthly minds admire, Is fwallow’d in Eternity^ vaft round. To that ftupendous view, when fouls awake, So large of late, fo mountainous to man, 
Time's toys fubfide ; and equal all below. Enthufiaftick, this ? Then all are weak, But rank enthufiafts. To this godlike height Some fouls have foar’d ; or martyrs ne’er had bled* And all may do, what has by tnan been done. Who, beaten by thefe fublunary ftorras, Boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh, TJnraptur’d, unexalted, uninflam’d ? What (lave unblefs’d, who from to-morrow’s dawn Expefts an empire l he fprgets his chain. And, thron’d in thought, his abfent feeptre waves. And what a feeptre waits us ! what a throne ! ^ BHer own immenfe appointments to compute, j^Or comprehend her high prerogatives, 

ifln this her dark minority, how toils, r 
& How 
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How vajnly pants, the human foul divine ? Too great the bounty feems for earthly joy ; 
What heart but trembles at fo ftrange a blifs ? In fpitc of all the truths the Mufe has fung, 
Truths touching! marvellous ! and full of heav’n ! Ne’er to be priz'd enough ! enough revolv’d! 
Are there, who wrap the world lo clofe abb’ut them. They fee no farther than the clouds j and dance On heedlefs Vanity’s fantaftick toe, 
Till, ftiunbling at a ftraw, in their career, Headlong they plunge, where end both dance and fong ? 
Are there, Lorenzo? is it poffible ? 
Arc there on earth (let me not call them men) Who lodge a foul immortal in their breads ; Unconfcious as the mountain of its ore; Or rock, of its ineftimable gem ? When rocks lhall melt, and mountains vanifh, thefi 
Shall know their treafure ; treafure, then, no more. 

Are there (dill more amazing !) who refill The rifing thought ? who fmother, in its birth. 
The glorious truth ? who ftruggle to be brutes ? Who through this bofom-bamer burft their way ? 
And, with revers’d ambition, drive to fink ? Who labour downwards through th’ oppofing powr’s j Of indinft, reafon, and the world againd them, 
To difmal hopes, and Ihelter in the mock 
Of endlefs night; night darker than the grave's ? Who fight the proofs of immortality ? With horrid zeal, and execrable arts, 
Work all their engines, level their black fires. To blot from man this attribute divine, (Than vital blood far dearer to the wife), Blafphemers, and rank Atheids to themfelites ? 

To con^radifl them, fee all Nature rife! 
What objefl, what event, the moon beneath. But argues, or endears, an after fcene ? To Reafen proves, or weds it to Dejire ? A lathings proclaim it needful; fome advance One precious dep beyond, and prove it Jure. 
A thoufand arguments fwarm round my pen. From heav'n, and earthy and vian. Indulge a few, j 
By Nature, a* her common habit, worn j “"   bo 
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So preifing Providence a truth to teach, Which truth untaught, all other truths were vatii. Thou ! whofe all-providential eye furveys, Whofe hand direfts, whofe fpirit fills and warms Creation, and holds empire far beyond ! Eternity’s Inhabitant auguft! Of two Eternities amazing Lord ! One paft, ere man’s or angel’s had begun ; 
Aid! while I refcue from the foe’s alfault Thy glorious immortality in man. A theme for ever, and for all, of weight, ,Of moment infinite ! but relifh’d moft : By thofe who love thee moft, who moft adore, i Nature, thy daughter, ever-changing birth 

j Of thee the great Immutable, to man 1 Speaks wifdom ; is his oracle fupreme ; 'li And he who.moft confults her, is moft wife. 
.! Lorenzo, to this heav’nly Delphot hafte ; !!i And come back all-immortal ; all-divine : . Look Nature through, ’tis revolution all ; All change, no death. Day follows night; and nigh* The dying day ; ftars rife, and fet, and rife ; Earth takes th’ example. See, the Summer gay. With her green chaplet, and ambrofial flowers, Droops into pallid Autumn : Winter grey, Horrid with froft, and turbulent with ftorm, Blows Autumn, and his golden fruits, away ; Then melts into the Spring: foft Spring, with breath 

Favonian, from warm chambers of the South, Recals the /fr/?. All, to reftourilh, fades. As in a wheel, all finks, to re-afcend. 
Emblems of man, who pafles, not expires. With this minute diftin&ion, emblems juft. Nature revolves, but man advances ; both ! Eternal, that a circle, this a line. That gravitates, this foars. Th’ afpiring foul Ardent, and tremulous, like flame, afcends ; “Zeal, and Humility, her wings to heaven. The world of^matter, with its various forms. Ml dies into new life. Life born from death 
io!b the vaft mafs, and ftiall for ever ralL 

i " 

No 
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No fingle atom, once in being, loft, With change of counfel charges the Moft High. 

What hence infers Lorenzo ? Can it be ? Matter immortal ? and /hall Spirit die ? 
Above the nobler, /hall lefs noble rife ? Shall man alone, for whom all elfe revives, No refurreftion know ? /hall man alone. Imperial man 1 be fown in barren ground, Lefs privileg’d than grain, on which he feeds ? Is man, in whom alone is pow’r to prize The blifs of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by the fpleen of fate, Severely doom’d Death's fingle unredeem’d ? If Nature’s revolution fpeaks. aloud, In her gradation, hear her louder /till. 
Look Nature through, ’tis nezt gradation alb JBy what minute degrees her fcale afcends f Each middle nature join’d at each extreme. To that above it join’d, tt> that beneath. Parts, into parts reciprocally /hot, Abhor divorce: what love of union reigns ! Here, dormant matter waits a call to life ; Half-life, half-death, join there; here, life and fenfej There, fenfe from reafon fteals a glimm’ring ray; Reafon /hines out in man. But how preferv’d 
The chain unbroken upward, to the realms Of incorporeal life ? thofe realms of blifs. Where death hath no dominion ? Grant a make Half-mortal, half-immortal; earthly, part ; 
And part ethereal ; grant the foul of man Eternal; or in man the feries ends : Wide yawns the gap j connexion is no more ; Check’d Reafon halts ; her next ftep wants fupport > Striving to climb, /he tumbles from her fchenae ! A fcheme, Analogy pronounc’d fo true ; Analogy, man’s fureft guide below. Thus far, all Nature calls on thy belief. And will Lorenzo, carelefs of the call, Falfe atteftation on all Nature charge, Rather than violate his league with Death ? Renounce his reafon, rather than renounce The duft belov’d, and run the rijk of heav’n ? * O what 
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0 wliat indignity to dcathlefs fouls ! What tteafon to the majefty of man ! Of man immortal! hear the lofty ftyle j 
“ If fo decreed, th’ almighty will be done. ** Let earth dilfolve, yon pond'rous orbs defcend, “ And grind us into dull: the foul is fafe ; “ The ?««« emerges ; mounts above the wreck, “ As tow’ring flame from Nature's fun’ral pyre i “ O’er devaftation, as a gainer, fmiles ; “ His charter, his inviolable rights, 

Well-pleas’d to learn from Thunder’s impotence, “ Death’* pointlefs darts, and Hell’s defeated ftorms.^ But thefe chimeras touch net thee, Lorenzo ! 
The glories of the world, thy fev’nfold llvield. Other ambition than of crowns in air, 
And fuperlunary felicities. Thy bofom warm. I’ll cool it, if I can ; 
And turn thofe glories that inchant, againft theev What ties thee to this life, proclaims the next. If wife, the caufe that wounds thee is thy cure. 

Come, my ambitious ! let us mount together, (To mount Lorenzo never can refufe) j And from the clouds, where pride delights to dwell. Look down on earth.—What feeft thou ? wondrous Terreftrial wonders, that eclipfe the Ikies. [things*£ What lengths of labour’d lands 1 what loaded feas l Loaded by man, for pleafure, wealth/or war ! Seas, winds, and planets, into fervice brought, His art acknowledge, and promote his ends. Nor can th’ eternal rocks his will withftand ; What levell’d mountains! and what lifted vales ! O’er vales and mountains fumptuous cities fwell. 
And gild our landfcape with^their glitt’ring fpires- Some ’mid the wond’ring waves majeftick rife ; 
And Neptune holds a mirror to their charms. Far greater ftill! (what cannot mortal might ?) See, wide dominions ravilh’d from the deep ! The narrow’d deep with indignation foams. Or fouthward*turn ; to delicate, and grand, 1 The finer arts there ripen in the fun. How the tall temples, as to meet their gods, 
Afcend the Ikies ! the proud triumphal arch 

Show8s 
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Shows us half-heav’n beneath its ample bend. High through mid-air, here, dreams are taught to flowj 
Whole rivers, there, laid by in bafons, deep. 
-Here, plains turn oceans ; there, vad oceans join 
Through kingdoms channel’d deep from fhore to (here 5 And chang’d creation takes its face from man. Beats thy brave bread for formidable feenes, 
Where fame and empire wait upon the fword ! See fields in blood ; here naval thunders rife ; 
Britannia's voice ! that awes the world to peace. How yon enormous mole projedting breaks 
The mid-fea, furious waves! their roar amidd, 
Out-fpeaks the Deity, and fays, “ O main ! “ Thus far, nor farther : wiu reftraints obey.” Earth’s difembowel’d ! meafur’d are the ikies! Stars are detefted in their deep recefs! 
Creation widens ! vanquiih'd Nature yields I Her fecrets are extorted! Nrt prevails ! 
What monuments of genius, fpjrit, pow’r ! And now, Lorenzo ! raptur’d at this feene, Whofe glories render heav’n fuperfiuous ! fay, Whofe footdeps thefe ? — Immortals have been here* 
Could lefs than fouls immortal this have done ? Earth’s cover’d o’er with proofs of fouls immortal 
And proofs of immorulity forgot. To fiatter thy grand foible, I confefs, 
Thefe are Amhitisn\ works : and thefe are great: 
But this, the lead immortal fouls can do j Tranfcend them all.—But what can thefe tranfeend ? Dod aik me, what ?—One figh for the diftrefs’d. What then for infidels ? A deeper figh. 
’Tis moral grandeur makes the mighty man : How little they, who think aught great below ? 
All our ambitions Death defeats, but one ; And that it crowns.—Hear ceafe we : but, erelong* More pow’rful proof ihall take the field againd thee, Stronger than death, and fmiling at the tomb. 

NIGHT 



NIGHT the SEVENTH, 

THE 

INFIDEL RECLAIMED. 
PART SECOND. 

CONTAINING 
*The Natttre, Proof, and Importance 

of IMMORTALITY. 

PREFACE. 
, d S •we are at war with the powert it were well if we were at war with the manners of France. A land, 
"'ef levity // a land of guilt. A ferious mind is the no* 
five foil of every virtue ; and the fngle character that doer rue honour to mankind. The foul’/ immortality has been 1 the favourite theme with the ferious of all ages. Nor 

\s it Jlrange ; it is a fubjecl by far the niojl inter eft ing ■md important, that can enter the mind of man. Of 
Ytghef moment this fubjefi always was, and always will be. Tet this its highef moment feems to admit of in- :reafe, at this day ; a fort of occafional importance is ruperadded'to the natural weight of it ; if that opinion {vhich is advanced in the preface to the preceding flight, 
e jufi. It is there fuppofed, that all our infidels, what- ver fcheme, for argument's fake, and to keep thernfelves in ountenar.ee, they patronize, are betrayed into their de- li dor able error, by fome doubt of their immortality, at the 1 ottom. And tj^e more I coffider this point, the. 7nore I •m perfuaded of the truth of that opinion. Though the , . 'iftrujl of Ot futurity is a f range error; yet it is an er- 7 or into which bad men may naturally be diflref'ed. For it 
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it is bfipoffible to- bid defiance to final ruin, without Jbme refuge in imagination, fame prefumption of efcape. And what prefumption is there ? There are but two in nature ; but two, within the compafs of human thought. And thefe 
are,—That either God will not, or can not punifh. Con- Jidering the divine attributes, the firft is too grofs to be di- gefied by our firongeft wijhes. And, Jince omnipotence is 
as much a divine attribute as holinefs, that God cannot puni/h, is as abfurd a fuppojition, as the former. God certainly can punijh, as long as the wicked man exifis. In non-exifience, therefore, is their only refuge ; and, con- 

fequently, non-exifience is their firongeft wifh. Andfirong wifises have a fir ange influence on our opinions ; they biafs 
the judg7?tent in a manner, almofi incredible. And finccy on this member of their alternative, there are feme very fmall appearances in their favour, and none at all on the other, they catch at this reed, they lay, hold on this chime-* > ra, to fave themfelves front the Jhock, and horror, of am 
immediate, and abfolute defpair. On reviewing tny ftbjeft, by the light which this argu-\ ment, and others of like tendency, threw upon it, I was | more inclined, than ever, to purfte if, as it appeared to me to firike dire ftly at the main root of all our infidelity, j 
In the following pages, it is, accordingly, purfiied at large % J j ~ ' ''' ' "'n and fame arguments for immortality, new, (afleafito me)y are ventured on in them There alfo the writer has made an attentpt to fet the grofs abfurdities and horrors of anni- hilation in a fuller and more affefting view, than is, / 
think, to be tnef with elfewhere. The gentlemen-, for wfiofe fake this attempt was chiefly made, profefi great admiration for the wifdom of Heathen 
antiquity : what pity it is they are not fincere ! If they were ftncere, how would it mortify them to conftder, with what contempt and abhorrence their notions would have been received, by thofe whom they fo much admire ? What degree of contempt and abhorrence would fall to their Jhare, may be conjefttired by the following matter of fall, in my opinion, extremely manoraUe. Of all their Heathers' worthies, Socrates, it is well known, wa* the moft guard- ed, difpaffionate, and compofed: yet this great mafier of temper, was angry ; and angry at his lafi hour ;• and an- gry with his friend-, and angry for what deferved ac- 

knowledgment^ 
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nlnonoledgment; angry^ for a right and tender infiance of ' j true friendjhip towards him. Is not this furprijing * 
\What could be the caufe ? The caufe, was far his honour' 1 it was a truly noble, though, perhaps, a too punHilious, regard for immortality : for his friend a/king him, with ruch an affeliionate concern as became a friend, “ Where 

he Jhould depofite his remains P” it was refented by So- xates, as implying a difonourable fuppofition, that he i \could be fo mean, as to have regard for any thing, even fm himfelf, that was not immortal. This faft well confidered, would make our infidels with- I fir aw their admiration from Socrates ; or make thetn en- deavour, by their imitation of this illufirious example, to 
suhare his glory : and, confequently, it would incline them \to perufe the following pages with candour and impartiali- ty : which is all 1 defire ; and that, for their fakej : for W am perfuaded, that an unprejudiced infidel, mufi, ne- 
WeJJ'arily, receive fome advantageous imprejfions from them, July 7. 1744. 

IjNIGHT the SEVENTH. 
HEav’n gives the needful, but neglected call. 

What day, what hour, but knocks at human ci To wake the foul to fenfe of future fcenes ? [hearts, Ci Deaths ftand, like Mercurys, in ev’ry way ; 1 *\nd kindly point us to our journey’s end. ■ <i Pope, who couldft make immortals ! art thou dead ? 
a give thee joy : nor will 1 take my leave; • >0 foon to follow. Man but dives in death ; 
a 3ives from the fun, in fairer day to rife« I The grave, his fubterranean road to blifs. i! fes, infinite indulgence plann’d it fo ; 
;i Through various parts our glorious ftory runs } dlfime gives the preface, endlefs Age unrols ijirhe volume (n#’er unroll’dof human fate, ill This, earth and /kies * already have proclaim’d* liOie world’s a prophecy of worlds to come ; 

| * Night the fixth. 



And who what God foretels (who fpeaks in things^ Still louder than in tuords) fliall dare deny ? 
IF Nature'* arguments appear too weak, Turn a new leaf, and ftronger read in man. If man fleeps on, untaught by what he feest Can he prove infidel to what he feels? He, whofe blind thought futurity denies, 
Unconfcious, bears, Belderophon ! like thee. His own indi&ment; he condemns himfelf: Who reads his bofom, reads immortal life; 
Or, Nature, there, impofing on her fons. Has written fables ; man was made a lie. 

Why difcontent for ever harbour’d there ? Incurable confumption of our peace ! Refolve me, why the cottager and king. He whom fea-fevev’d realms obey, and he 
Who fteals his whole dominion from the wafte. Repelling winter-blafts with mud and ftraw, Difquieted alike, draw figh for figh, In fate fo diftant, -in complaint fo near ? 

Is it, that things terrejlrial can’t content ? Deep in rich pafture, will thy flocks complain ? Not fo ; but to their mailer is deny’d To lhare their fweet fereise. Man, ill at eafe. 
In this, not hh crwn place, this foreign field. 
Where Nature fodders him with other food Than was ordain’d his cravings to fuffice, Poor in abundance, familh’d at a feaft, Sighs on for fomething mare, when mojl enjoy’d. Is Heav’n then kinder to thy flocks, than thee ? Not fo: thy pafture richer, but remote ; In part, remote ; for that remoter part Man bleats from injiintt, though, perhaps, debauch’d By fenfe, his reafon lleeps, nor dreams the caufe. The caufe how obvious, when his reafon wakes ? His grief is but his grandeur in difguife ; And difcontcnt is immortality. Shall fons of asther, Audi the blood of heav’n. Set up their hopes on eart(£, and liable l\ere. With brutal acquiefcence in the mire ? 
Lorenzo ! no! they lhall be nobly pain’d ; 
The glorious.ycre/^wr/, diftrefs’d, lhall figh 
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On thrones ; and thou congratulate the figh. Man’s mifery declares him born for blifs ; His anxious heart aflerts the truth I fing, And gives the fceptick in his head the lie. Our heads, Our hearts, out paffions, and our pc'Ji'rs^ Speak the fame language ; call us to the Ikies r 
Unripen’d thefe in this inclement clime, Scarce rife above conje&ure, and miftake ; And for this land of trifles thofe too ftrong Tumultuous rife, and tempeft human life. i What prize on earth can pay us for the ftorm ? t Meet objects for out pajjions Heav’n ordain’d, r Objedts that challenge all their fire, and leave 

1 Ho fault, but in defeft. Blefs’d Heav’n ! avert A bounded ardour for unbounded blifs, iO for a blifs unbounded! far beneath 
A foul immortal, is a mortal joy. Nor are our po'usrs to perilh immature j But, after feeble effort here, beneath A brighter fun, and in a nobler foil, Tranfplanted from this fublunary bed, Shall flourifh fair, and put forth all their bloottn Reafon progreffive, I>ifli?ift is complete ; 

iwift Inftinfi leaps ; flow Reafon feebly climbs, Irutes foon their zenith reach : their little all lotvs in at once; in ages they no more lould know, or do, or covet, or enjoy. 
Vere man to live coeval with the fun, he patriarch-pupil would be learning fiill; ret, dying, leave his lelfon half-unlearn’d. len perifh in advance, as if the fun Ihouldfet ere noon, in eajlern oceans drown’d} f fit, with dim, illufrious to compare, he fun’s meridian, with the foul of man. *■ To man, why, ftepdame Nature! fo fevere ? Vhy thrown afide thy mafterpicce half-wrought, 
Vhile meaner efforts thy laft hand enjoy ? I Dr, if abortively po^r man tAuft die, lor rekeh Whar reach he might, why die in dread? t f7hy curs’d with foreVight ? wife to mifery ? ”hy of his proud prerogative the prey ? rhy lefs pre-eminent in rank, than painf 

Hi» 
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His immortality alone can tell; Full ample fund to balance all amifs. And turn the fcale in favour of the juft I 

His immortality alone can folve That darkeft of anigmas, human hope ; Of all the darkeft, if at death we die. 
Hopet eager Hope, th* aflaffin of our joy. All prefent bleflings treading under foot, Is fcarce a milder tyrant than Defpair. , With no paft toils content, ftill planting new, 
iHope turns us o’er to Death alone for eafe. PcJJeJJion, why more taftelefs than purfuit ? Why is a wifti far dearer than a crown ? That wiih accomplifh’d, why the grave of blift ? Becaufe, in the great future bury’d deep, Beyond our plans of empire and renown, 
Lies all that man with ardour (liould purfue; And HE who made him, bent him to the right. Man’s heart th’ Almighty to the future fets. 
By fecret and inviolable fprings j And makes his hope his fublunary joy. Man’s heart eats all things, and is hungry ftill; More, more I” the glutton cries : for fomething ntix 
So rages appetite, if man can’t mount, He will defcend. He ftarves on the pejfefs'd. Hence, the world’s matter, from Ambition’s fpire, ; 

In Caprea plung’d; and div’d beneath the brute. In that rank fly why wallow’d empire’s fon Supreme £ Becaufe he could no higher fly ; 
His riot was ambition in defpair. Old Rome confulted birds ; Lorenzo ! thou, With more fuccefs, the flight of Hope furvey ; 
Of reftlefs Hope, for ever on the wing. Higfy-perch’d o’er ev’ry thought that falcon fits, 
To fly at all that rifes in her fight; And, never ftooping, but to mount again Next moment, me betrays her aim’s miftake, 
And owns her quarry lodg’d beyond the grave. There fhould it fail us, (it muft fail us there. If being fails), more mournful riddles rife, And Virtue vies with Hope in myftery. 
Why Virtue? Where its praife, its being, fled? VirtU< 1 



1"^ The IhVidel ReclaimEO. 12T 
Virtue is true felf-intereft purfu’-d : What true felf-intereft of quite mortal man ? To elofe with all that makes him happy here, 
if Vice (as foifietimes) is our friend on earth, Then Vice is Virtue ; ’tis our fov'reign good. In felf-applaufe is Virtue's golden prize; No felf-applaufe attends it on thy fcheme. 1 Whence felf-applaufe? From confcience of the right. 
And what is right, but means of happinefs ? No means of happinefs when Virtue yields ; That bails failing, falls the building too, 1 And lays in riSin evYy virtuous joy. The rigid guardian of a blamelefs heart, i So long rever'd, fo long reputed wife, 
Is weak; with rank knight-errantries o'er-run. ' Why beats thy bofom with illuftrious dreams | Of felf-expofure, laudable, and great ? 

’ Of gallant enterprife, and glorious death ? . Die for thy country ?—Thou romantick fool! 
j Seize, feize the plank thyfelf, and let her fink: Thy country ! what to thee r—the Godhead, what ? 
(I fpeak with awe !) though he ihould bid thee bleed l If, with thy blood, thy jisral hope is fpilt, 
Nor can Omnipotence reward the blow, Be deaf; preferve thy being ; difobey. 

Nor is it difobedience. Know, Lorenzo! Whate’er th’ Almighty’s fubfequent command. His firft command is this Man, love thyfelf.*' 
In this alone, free agents are not free. Exiftence is the bafis, blifs the prize; If w>i«e colls exiftence, ’tis a crime; Bold violation of our law fupreme^ 
Black fuicide ; though nations, which confult Their gain at thy expence, refound applaufe. 

Since virtue's recompence is doubtful heie. If man dies wholly, well may we demand, Why is man fuffer'd to be good in vain ? 
Why to be good in vain is man injoin'd? Why to be good in vain is man betray'd? 
Betray’d by traitors lodg’d in his own bread. By fweet complacencies from virtue felt ? 
Why whifpers Nature lies on Virtue’s part ? 

i» 0? 



Or if blind Injlinft (which aflumes the name 
Of facred confcience) plays the fool in man, Why Reafon made, accomplice in the cheat i 
Why are the wifejl loaded in her praife? 
Can man by Reafon’b beam be led aftray ? Or, at his peril, imitate his God ? 
Since Virtue fometimes ruins us on earth. Or both are true, or man furvives the grave. 

Or man furvivea the grave, or own, Lorenzo, Thy boaft fupreme a wild abfurdity. 
Dauntlefs thy fpirit; cowards are thy fcorn. 
Grant man immortal, and thy fcorn is juft. 
The man immortal, rationally brave, Dares ruih on death,—becaufe he cannot die. But if man lofes all, when life is loft, 
He lives a coward, or a fool expires. A daring infidel, (and fuch there are, 
From pride, example, lucre, rage, revenge. Or pure heroical defedt of thought ), 
Of all earth’s madmen, moft deferves a chain. When to the grave we follow the renown’d 
For valour, virtue, fcience, all we love. 
And all we praife ; for worth, whofe noontide beam Enabling us to think in higher ftyle, 
Mends our ideas of ethereal pow’rs ; 
Dream we, that luftre of the moral world Goes out in ftench, and rottennefs the clofe ? 
Why was he wife to know, and warm to praife. 
And ftrenuous to tranfcribe, in human life, The mind almighty ? Could it be, that fate. Juft when the lineaments began to ftiine. And dawn the Deity, Ihould fnatch the draught, With night eternal blot it out, and give 
The Ikies alarm, left angels too might die ? If human fouls, why not angelick too 
Extinguifh’d ? and a folitary God, O’er glurtlly ruin, frowning from his throne ? fehall we, this moment, gaze on God in man ; 
The next, lofe man for ever in the dull ? From dull we difengage, or man miftakes ; And there, where lead his judgment fears a flaw. 
Wifdsm and 'worth how boldly he commends! 
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Wifdom and Worth are facred names ; rever’d, Where not embrac’d ; applauded ! deify’d ! Why not compaflion’d too ? If fpirits die, Both are calamities, infli&ed both ;i To make us but more wretched. Wifdom’s eye 

| Acute, for what i to fpy more miferies ; And worth, fo recompens’d, new-points their flings. ! Or man furmounts the grave, or gain is lofs, l And worth exalted humbles us the more, i Thou wilt not patronize a fcheme that makes 
!■ Wealnefs and vice the refuge of mankind. 
I “ Has Virtue, then, no joys ?”—Yes, joys dear Talk ne’er fo long, in this imperfeft ftate, \bougbt* j Virtue and Vice are at eternal war. 
j Virtue’s a combat ; and who fights for nought ? ^Or for precarious, or for fmall reward ? 
Who Virtue’/ felf-reward fo loud refound. Would take degrees angelick here below ; 
.And Virtue, while they compliment, betray, By feeble motives, and unfaithful guards. 
'The crown, th’ unfading crown, her foul infpiresc ’Tis that, and that alone, can countervail 
The body’s treach’ries, and the world's aflaults l On earth’s poor pay our famifh’d virtue dies. 
Truth inconteftible ! in fpite of all A Bayle has preach’d, or a V e believ’d. In man the more we dive, the more we fee 
Heav’n’s fignet (lamping an immortal make. Dive to the bottom of his foul, the bafe Sullaining all ; what find wc ? Knowledge, love' As Hght and heat efiential to the fun, 
Thefe to the foul. A nd why, if fouls expire ? How little lovely herel how little known l Small knowledge we dig up with endlefs toil : 
And love unfeign’d may purchafe perfeft hate. Why Itarv’d, on earth, our dT^fZ-appetites ; While brutal are indulg’d their fulfome fill l 'r Were then capacities divine conkrr’d, As a mock diadem, in favage fport, Rank infult of our pompous poverty. Which reaps but pain, from feeming claims fo fair t- In future age lies no redrefs ? and fhut* 

•L. \ Eternity^ 
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JLtentity the door on our complaint ? If fo, for what ftrange ends were mortals made f 
The word to wallow, and the beft to weep : The man who merits mod, mud mod complain. 
Can we conceive a difregard in Heav’n, What the word perpetrate, or bed endure ? 

This, cannot be. To love, and know, in man Is boundlefs appetite, and boundlefs pow’r ; 
And thefe demonftrate boundlefs ojbjefts too. 
Obje&s, pow’rs, appetites, Heav’n faits in all j 
Nor, Nature through, e’er violates this fweet, Eternal concord, on her tuneful dring. 
Is man the foie exception from her laws ? JFJernity druck off from human hope, 
(1 fpeak with truth, but veneration too), 
Man is a mender, the reproach of heav’n, 
A dain, a dark impenetrable cloud On Nature’s beauteous afpeft ; and deforms, (Amazing blot !)., deforms her with her Lord,. 
If fuch is man’s allotment, what is heav’n ? 
Or own the foul immortal, or blafpheme. Or own the foul immortal, or invert 
All order. Go, mock-majedy ! go, man ! And bow to thy fuperiors of the dall ; Through ev’ry feene of fenfe fuperior far. 
They graze the turf untill’d ; they drink the dream. Unbrew’d, and ever full, and unimbitter’d 
With doubts, fears, fruitlefs hopes, regrets, defpairs i Mankind’s peculiar ! Rea/on's precious dower ! 
No foreign clime they ranfack for their robes ; 
Nor brothers cite to the litigious bar : Their good is good entire, unmix’d, unmarr’d ; They find a paradife in ev’ry field. 
On boughs forbidden where no curfes hang : Their iU, no more than drikes the fenfe ; undretch’d 
.By previous dread, or murmur in the rear : When the worji comes, it comes unfear’d ; one droke Begins, and ends, their wo : they die but once i 
Blefs’d, incommunicable privilege ! for which Proud man, who rules the globe, and reads the dars, Rhilcfopher, or hero, fighs in vain. Account 
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Account for this prerogative in brutes, ij No day, no glimpfe of day, to folve the knot, Ij But what beams on it from eternity. 1 O foie and fweet folution ! that unties 

The difficult, and foftens the fevere t The cloud on Nature's beauteous face difpels; Reftores bright order ; cafts the brute beneath ; 
And reinthrones us in_fupremacy Of joy, ev’n here- Admit immortal life. 
And Virtue is knight-errantry no more ; Each virtue brings in hand a golden dowrer, 
Far richer in reverfion ; Hope exults ; And though much bitter in our cup is thrown, 
Predominates, and gives the tafte of heaven. O wherefore is the Deity fo kind ! Allonifhing beyond aftonifhment 1 Heav’n our reward—for heav’n enjoy'd below. 

Still unfubdu’d thy ftubborn heart ?—dor there 1' The traitor lurks, who doubts the truth I ling. 
Reafon is guiltlefs ; Wilt alone rebels. What, in that ftubborn heart, if I (hould find New, unexpected witnelles againft thee ? 
Ambition, Pleafure, and the Love of Gain ! Canft thou fufpeCl, that thefe, which make the foul 
The Jlave of earth, fhould own her heir of heaven J Canft thou fufpeft what makes us dijbeliew 
Our immortality, {hould prove it Jure ? 

Firft, then, Ambition fummon to the bar. Ambition’s Jhame, extravagance, difgujl. And inextieiguijhable nature, fpeak. Each much depofes ; hear them in their turn. Thy foul, how paffionately fond of fame l How anxious that fond paffion to conceal! 
We blufti, detected in defigns on praife. Though for beft deeds, and from the beft of mCn ; 
And why ? Becaufe immortal. Art divine Has made the body tutor to the foul ; Heav’n kindly gives our blood a moral flow ; Bids it afcend the glowing cheek, and there Upbraid that little heart’s inglorious aim, 
Which ftoops to court a character from man ; 

While 



126 The COMPLAINT. Night 7, 
While o’er us, in tremendous judgment, fit Far more than man, with eW/e/x praife, and blame. Ambition’s boundlefs appetite outfpeaks 
The verdidt of its Jhame. When fouls take fire 
At high prefumptions of their own defert, age is poor applaufe ; the mighty ihout. 
The thunder by the livingyew begun, Late time mufl echo ; worlds unborn, refound. 
We with our names eternally to live : Wild dream ! which ne’er had haunted human thought* 
Had not our natures been eternal too. LnJUntt points out an int’reft in hereafter ; 
But our Blind Rcafot fees not •where it lies ; Or, feeing, gives the fubftance for the lhade. Fame is the {hade of immortality. And in itfelf a (hadow. Soon as caught, Contemn’d ; it fhrinks to nothing in the grafpi 
Confult th’ ambitious, ’tis Ambition’s cure. « And is this all?” cried Caesar at his height, 
Difgujled. This third proof Ambition brings 
Of immortality. The firfl in fame, Obferve him near, your envy will abate : 

f Sham’d at the difproportion vaft, between The pafiion and the purchafe, he will figh 
At fuch fuccefs, and blufh at his renown. And why ? Becaufe far richer prize invites 
His heart ; far more illuftrious glory calls ; It calls in whifpers, yet the deafeft hear. And can Ambition a fourth \txooi fupply ? 
It can ; and ftronger than the former three ) Yet quite overlook’d by fome reputed wife. 
Though difappointments in Ambition pain, And though fuccefs ; yet ftill, Lorenzo l' 
In viiin we drive to pluck it from our hearts ; By Nature planted for the nobleft ends. Abfurd the fam’d advice to Pyrrhus giv’n, 
More prais’d than ponder’d ; fpecious, but unfound : Sooner that hero’s fword the world had jjuell’d, Than Reafyn his ambition. Man mnjl mar. - 
An obflinate a&ivity within, 
An infupprcflive fpring will tofs him up, 
In fpite of Fortme\ load. Not kings alone, Each 
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Each villager has his ambition too •, No Sultan prouder than his fetter’d Have : - 
Slaves build-their littleof flratv, Echo the proud Affyrian, in their hearts. And ci*y,— “ Behold the wonders of my might ln 

And wh) ? Becaufe immortal as their lord ; And fouls immortal nuift for ever heave At fomething great ; the glitter, or the gold } The praife of mortals, or the praife of heav’n. Nor abfolutely vain is- human praife,' When human is fupported by divine^ 
I’ll introduce Lorenzo to himfelf ; 
Vleafure and Pride (bad matters!) {hare our heart** As love of pleaf ire is ordain’d to guard And feed our bodies, and extend ouir race; The love of praife is planted to protect 
And propagate the glories of the mind. What is it but the love of praife infpires. Matures, refines, embellithes, exalts, 
Earth’s happinefs ? From that, the delicate, The grand, the marvellous, of civil life. Want Convenience, under-workers, lay The bafis, on which Love of Glory builds. 
Nor is thy life, O Virtue l lefs in debt To praife, thy fecret tlimulating friend. 
Were man not proud, what merit fhould we mifs ? Pride made the virtues of the Pagan world. Praifetis the fait that feafons Right to man. And whets his appetite for moral good. Thirtl of applaufe is Virtue’/ fecond guard ; Reafon, her firfl:'; but Reafon wanta an aid : Our private .Reafon is a flatterer ; Thirtt of applaufe calls pub lick judgment in, 
To poife our own, to keep an even fcale. And give endanger’d Virtue fairer play. Here a fifth proof arifes, {Longer {till : Why this fo nice confLudtiqn of our hearts ? Thefe delicate moralities of fenfey This confiitutional referve of aid To fuccour Virtue, when our neafon fzih ; If Virtue, kept alive by care and toil, 
And oft the mark of injuries on earth, 

When 
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When labour’d to maturity, (its bill 
Of difciplines and pains unpaid), muft die ? Why freighted rich, to dalh againft a rock ? 
Were man to perifh when moft fit to live, 
O how mif-fpent were all thefe fkatagems, By {kill divine inwoven in our frame 1 
Where are HeavVs holinefs and mercy fled ? Laughs Heav’n at once at virtue and at man ? 
If not, why that difcourag’d, this deftroy’d ? Thus far Ambition. What fays Avarice ? 
This her chief maxim, which has long been thine, “ The wife and wealthy are the fame.”—I grant it. To ftore up treafure, with inceffant toil, 
This is man’s province, this his highefl praife. To this great end keen Injiinft flings him on. To guide that inftinft, Reafon ! is thy charge j ’Tis thine to tell us where true treafure lies : But, Rcafon failing to dilcharge her truft, 
Or to the deaf difcharging it in vain, 
A blunder follows ; and blind Indujiry, Gall’d by the fpur, but ftranger to the courfe, ( The courfe where flakes of more than gold are won]) O’erloading, with the cares of diftant age. 
The jaded fpirits of the prefect hour. Provides for an eternity below. 

“ Thou ftalt not covet,” is a wife command j 
But bounded to the wealth the fun furveys r 
Look farther, the command (lands quite revers’d. And Av'rice is a virtue moft divine. 
Is faith a refuge for our happinefs? Moll fure : and is it not for reafon too > Nothing world unriddles, but the next. Whence inextinguifhable third: of gain i 
From incxtinguiftiable life in man : Man, if not meant, by 'worth, to reach the jRi*r> 
Had wanted wing to fly fo far in guiM. Sour grapes, I grant, Ambition, Avarice i 
Yet ftill their root is immortality. Thefe its wild growths fo bitter, and fo^afe, • 
iPain and reproach !), Religion can reclaim, Lefine, exalt, throw down their pois’nous lee. 
And make them fparkle iu the bawl of hlifs+ See, 
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See, the third •fvitnefi laughs at blifs remote, 1 And falfely promifes an Eden here : Truth (he (hall fpeak for once, though prone to lie, A common cheat, and Pleafnre is her name. 

To Pleafure never was Tokenzo deaf; Then hear her now, now jfr/ffthy real friend. 
Since Nature made us not more fond than proud Of happinefs, (whence hypocrites in joy ! 

Makers of mirth 1 artificers of fmiles !), Why ftiould the joy molt poignant Serifs affords, i Burn as with blufhes, and rebuke our pride ?— 
Thofe heav’n-born blufhes tell us man defcends,t Ev’n in the zenith of his earthly blifs. Should ReafoM take her infidel repofe, This honed InJUnft fpcaks our lineage high y This Indinft calls on darknefs to conceal !Our rapturous relation to the dalls. Our glory covers us with noble Jloame, 
And he that’s unconfounded, is unmanri'd. 

|The man that blufties, is not quite a brute. iThus far with thee, Lorenzo 1 will I clofe; 
‘l Pleafure is good, and man for pleafure made ; fi But pleafure full of glory, as of joy } 
i*! Pleafure, which neither blufhes nor expires. ji The witnefles are heard ; the caufe is o’er ; 
|Let Confcience file the fentence in her court, | Dearer than deeds that half a realm convey : 
1 Thusy feal’d by Truth, th* authentick record runs, j “ Know, all; know, infidels,—-unapt to know l I ’Tis immortality your nature folves ; “ ’Tis immortality decyphers man, “ And opens all the myll’ries of his make. “ Without it, half his injlinfls are a riddle ; “ Without it, all his virtues are a dream. “ His very crimes atted his dignity ; “ His fatelefs third of pleafure, gold, and fame, “ Declares him born for bleffings infinite : “ What lefs than infinite, makes unabfurd “ Pajfons, which all on earth but more inflames ? “ Fierce paffions, fo mifmeafur’d to this fcene, ** Stretch’d out, like eagles wings, beyond our ned*. 

Far, far beyond the worth of all below,, : it Fob 
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*« For earth too large, prefage a nobler flight, 
“ And evidence our title to the Jkies” Ye gentle Theologues, of calmer kind! Whofe conftitution dictates to your pen, 
Who, cold yourfelves, think ardour comes from hell I 
Think not our paflions from Corruption fprung, Though to corruption now they lend their wings : That is their miftrefs, not their mother. All (And jullly) Reafon deem divine : 1 fee, I feel a grandeur in the Pajjions too, 
Which fpeaks their high defcent, and glorious end ; Which fpeaks them rays of an eternal Fire. In paradife itfelf they burnt as ftrong. 
Ere Adam fell; though wifer in'their aim. Like the proud Eaftern, (truck by Providence, What though our Pajfions arc run mad, and (loop, With low, terreftrial appetite, to graze On trafh, on toys, dethron’d from high defire ? 
Yet (till, through their difgrace, no feeble ray Of greatnefs Alines, and tells us whence they fell: But thefe, (like'that fall’n monarch when reclaim’d}, When Reafon moderates the rein aright. Shall reafcend, remount their former fphere, 
Where once they foar’d illoltrious ; ere feduc’d 
By wanton Eve’s debauch, to (troll on earth, And fet the fublunary world on-fire. But grant their frenzy lads ; their freflzy fails- To difappoint one providential end, 
For which Heav’n blew up ardour in our hearts,: Were Reafon fileni,.boundlefs Pajfion fpeaks A future fcene of boundlefs objefit too, And brings glad tidings of eternal day. Eternal day ! ’tis that enlightens all ; And all, by that enlighten’d, proves it fare. Coniider man as an immortal being, Intelligible all ; and.all is great; A cryltalline tranfparency prevails, And (trikes full luitre through the human fphe{f Confider man as morta/t all is dark, And wretched ; Reajbn weeps at the furvey. The learn’d Lorenzo cries, “ AndJet her weep, “ Weak, modern Peafon : ancient times were wife. 

“ Authority, 
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<! Authority, that venerable guide, “ Stands on my part^ the fam’d Athenian porch 
“ (And who for wifdom fo renown’d as they ?) “ Deny’d this immortality to man.” I grant it ; but affirm, they frovd it too. 
A riddle this !—Have patience, I’ll explain. What noble vanities, what moral flights, 
Glitt’ring through their romantick wifdom’s page. 
Make us, at once, defpife them, and admire l Fable is flat to thefe high-feafon’d fires ; ; They leave th’ extravagance of fong below. «< Flefh (hall not feel ; or, feeling, (hall enjoy 

> ■** The dagger, or the rack ; to them alike 1 A bed of rofes, or the burning bull.”. ! In men exploding all beyond the grave, 
I Strange doArine this ! As doflrine it was (Irangc, ; But not as prophecy ; for fuch it prov’d, 
!• And, to their own amazement, w'as fulfill’d. 

They feign’d a firmnefs Chriftians need not feign. ■ The Chrijiian truly triumph’d in the flame : The Stoick faw, in double wonder loft ; Wonder at them, and wonder at himfelf, To find the bold adventures of his thought 
Not bold, and that he drove to lie in vain. Whence, then, thofe thoughts ? thofe tow’ring thoughts, that flew Suth monftrous heights ? From InJlinR, and from The glorious InJlinG of a deathlefs foul, [Pride, 
Confus’dly confcious of her dignity, Suggefted truths they could not underftand. In Luffs dominion, and in .Paffion's ftorm, 
Truth's broken, fcatter’d fragments lay, As light in chaos, glimm’ring through the gloom-: Smit with the pomp of lofty fentiments, Pleas’d Pride proclaim’d, what Reafon dilbeliev’d. 

\ Pride, like the Delphick prieftefs, with a fwell. Rav’d nonfqnfe, deftin’d to be future fenfe. When lifp immortal, inafull day, (hould (liine; 
And Death's dark flyadows fly the gofpel-fun. They 'fpoke what nothing but immortal fouls 
Could fpeak ; and thus the truth they queftion’d, prov’d. 
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Can then abfurdities, as well as crimei, 

Speak man immortal ? AH things fpeak him fd. Much has been urg’d ; and doll thou call for more ! 
Call ; and with endlefs queftions be diftrefs’d, 
All unrefolveable, if earth is all. “ Why-life* a moment; infinite, defire? 

Our wilh, eternity ; our home, the grave ? 
“ Heav’n’s prtmife dormant lies in human kbpet Who ’tuijbts life immortal, proves it too. «* Why happiaefs purfuM, though ndver found l « Man’s third of happinefs declares, ft is ; 

(Por Natute never gravitates to nought) ; 
“ That third unquench’d declares, It is not here. 
“ My LuctA, Ihy Clarissa, call to thought; «« Why cordialfriendjl'ip rivetted fo deep, 
“ As hearts to pierce at fird> at parting rend, 
“ If friend and friendlhip vanilh in an hour ? “ Is not this torment in the malk of joy ? 
“ Why by reflcftion marr’d the joys of fctife ? “ Why pajl and future preying on our hearts, 
“ And putting all our prefent }oy$ to death ? “ Why labours Reafon ? Inf inti were as well ; Indind, far better ; what Can choofe, can err : 
“ O how infallible the thoughtlefs brute 1 « ’Twere well his Holinefs were half as fure» *< Reafon with Inclination, why at war ? »< Why fenfe of guilt ■* why Confcienve up in arms ?’* , 

Confcience of guilt, is prophecy of pain, 
And bofom-counfel to decline the blow. Reafon with Inclination ne’er had jarr’d, If nothing future paid forbearance here. Thus on—Thefe, and a thoufand pleas uncall’d, AW promife, fome enfnrc, a fecond fcend; 
Which, were it doubtful, would be dearer far Than all things elfe mod certain: were it falfi, What truth on earth fo precious as the lie ? 
This world it gives us, let what will enfue ; This world it gives, in that high cordial, hopt^: The future of the prefent is tl>e foul : How this life groans, when fever’d from the nextl Poor, mutilated wretch, that dilbelieves ! 
By dark didrud his being Cut in two, 

I* 
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In both parts periflies ; life void of joy. Sad prelude of eternity in pain ! 

Couldft thou perfuade me, the next life could fail Our ardent willies ; how (hould I pour out My bleeding heart in anguilh, ww, as deep ! Oh ! with what thoughts, thy hope% and my defpair, 
Abhorr’d Annihilation ! blafts the foul, And wide extends the bounds of human wo! 
Copld I believe Lorenzo’s fyftem true, In this black channel would my ravings run. 

“ Grief from the future borrow’d peace erewhile. “ The future vanijh'd! and the prefent pain’d! 
“ Strange import of unprecedented ill ! “ Fall, now profound ! like Lucifer’s, the fall ! 
“ Unequal fate ! his fall, without his guilt ! “ From where fond Hope built her pavilion high, u The gods among, hurl’d headlong, hurl’d at once “ To night! to nothing ! darker ftill than night. “ If ’twas a dream, why wake me, my worft foe, 
“ Lorenzo ! boaftful of the name of friend ! “ O for delufion l O for error ftill 1 
“ Could vengeance ftrike much ftronger, than to plant “ A thinking being in a world like this, 
“ Not over-rich before, now beggar’d quite ; 

More curs’d than at the fall?—The fun goes out! “ The thorn Ihoots up ! What thorns in ev’ry thought ? “ Why fenfe of better ? it imbitters worfe. “ Why fenfe ? why life ? if but to figh, then fink 
“ To what I was ? twice nothing! and much wo ! 
“ Wo, from Heav’n’s bounties! wo, from what was wont “ To flatter moft, high intelleftualpowr’s. 

“ Thought, Virtue, Knowledge! blefiings, by thy fcheme, “ All poifon’d into pains. Firft, Knowledge, once “ My foul’s ambition, now her greateft dread. “ Ilo know myfelf, true wifdom ?—No, to fliun “ That (hocking fcience, parent of defpair ! “ Avert thy mirror : If I fee, I die. 
“ Know my Creator ? Climb his blefs’d abode 1“ By plinful fpeculation, pierce the veil, M“ Divein his nature, read his attributes, H“ And gaze in admiration—on a foe, 

I" Obtruding life, withholding happinefs ! 
M “ Fronj 
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“ From the full rivers that furround his throne, 1C Not letting fall one drop of joy on man ; “ Man gafping for one drop, that he might ceafe i4 To curfe his birth, nor envy reptiles more ! 

Ye fable clouds ! ye darkeft fhades of night ! ‘ Hide him, for ever hide him, from my thought, 
‘ Once all my comfort; fource, and foul of joy ! 
* Now leagu’d with furies, and with thee *, againft me ; ‘ Thee, mankind’s boafted friend, and blacked foe. “ Know his achievements ? Study his renown ? 1 Contemplate this amazing univerfe, 
‘ Dropt from his hand, with miracles replete ! 1 For what ? ’mid miracles of nobler name, 
‘ To find one miracle of mifery t ‘ To find the being, which alone can know 
• And praife his works, a blemilh on his praife ? ‘ Through Nature’s ample range, in thought, to droll,' 
‘ And dart at man, the Jingle mourner there, (death i' ‘ Breathing high hope ! chain*d down to pangs, and 

“ Knowing is fuff’ring : and fli^ll Virtue lhare ‘ The ligh of Knowledge l Virtue (hares the figh. 
‘ By draining up the deep of excellent, 1 By battles fought, and from temptation won, J What gains (he, but the pang of feeing worth, ■ Angelick worth, foon (huffled in the dark 1 With every vice, and fwept to brutal dud ? 
‘ Merit is madnefs ; virtue is a crime ; 1 A crime to Reafon, if it cods us pain 
‘ Unpaid. What pain, amidd a thoufand more, : To think the mod abandon'd, after days ‘ Of triumph o’er their betters, find in death * Kifijl a pillow, nor make fouler c\ay ! 

“ Duty! Religion!—thefe, our duty done, 
’• Imply reward. Religion is midakc. ‘ Duty !—There’s none, but to repel the cheat. ! Ye cheats! away ! ye daughters of my pride ! ‘ Who feign yourfelves the fav’rites of the (kies : 1 Ye tow’ring hopes ! abortive energies 1 1 That tofs, and druggie, in my lying bread, £ To fcale the (kies, and build prefumptions there, 1 As I were heir of an eternity. “ Vain' 
• • Lounzo. 
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« Vain, vain ambitions! trouble me no more. “ Why travel far in queft of fure defeat ? 
“ As bounded as my being, be my wilh. ** All is inverted, Wifdom is a fool. 
“ Sen/e! take the rein ; blind Pajjion ! drive us on ; “ And, Ignorance ' befriend us on our way ; . 
“ Ye »ew, but truefi patrons of our peace! “ Yes ; give the pulfe full empire ; live the brute, “ Since, as the brute, we die. The/rm of man, “ Of godlike man ! to revel, and to rot. fi But not on equal terms with other brutes : 
“ Their revels a more poignant reliflr yield, And fafer too ; they never poifons clioofe. 
“ Inftinfi,. than Jieafon, makes more wholefume meals, “ Ar,d fends all-marring murmur far away. For fenfual life they bed philofophize ; 
“ Theirs, that ferene, the /ages fought in vain : “ ’Tis man alone expoftulates with Hea-v’n ; 
“ His all the pow’r, and all the caufe to mourn. “ Shall human eyet alone A\So\\'t in tears ? “ And bleed, in anguifh, none but human hearts : “ The wide-ftretch’d realm of intelleSfual woe, “ Surpafling_/Jryaj/far, is all our own. 
“ In life fo fatally dilHnguifli’d, why “ Cad in one lot, confounded, lump’d, in Death ? 

“ Ere yet in-being, was mankind in guilt ? “ Why thunder’d this peculiar claufe againd us, 
“ HU mortal, and all ivretched!—Have the fleies “ Reafons of date, their fubjefts may not fcan, “ -Nor humbly reafon, when they forely figh l 
“ HU-mortal, and all-wretched'■—’tis too much “ Unparallel’d in nature: ’tis tDo much “ On being at thy hands, “ OivtNiPOtent ! for I fee nought butprvsr. . 

“ And why fee that ? why thought ? To toil1, and eat*. “ Then make our bed in darknefs, needs no thought. 
“ What fuperfiuities are reas’ning fouls ! “ Oh give eternity ! or thought dedroy. “ But'without thought our curfe were half, unfelt ^ “ Its blunted edge would fpare the throbbing heart,. “ And, therefore, ’tis bedow’d. I thank thee, Reafon! ft For aiding life's too fmall calamities, 

M 3 And 
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And giving being to the dread of death. 

“ Such are thy bounties !—Was it then too much “ For me, to trefpafs on the brutal rights ? “ Too much for Heav'n to make one emmet more ? 
“ Too much for Chaos to permit my mafs 
“ A longer flay with effences unwrought, 
“ Unfafhion’d, untormented into man? “ Wretched preferment to this round of pains ! “ Wretched capacity of frenzy, Thought! 
“ Wretched capacity of dying, Life ! “ Life, Thought, Worth, Wifdom, all (O foul revolt!) 
“ Once friends to peace, gone over to the foe. 

“ Death, then, has chang’d its nature, too : O death ! 
Come to my bofom, thou befl gift of Heav’n ! 

“ Bed friend of man! fince man is man no more. “ Why in this thorny •wildernefs fo long, 
“ Since there’s no promis'd land1 % ambrofial bow’r, “ To pay me with its honey for my dings ? “ If needful to the felfifh fchemes of Heav’n 
“ To ding us fore, why mock'd onr mifery ? 
“ Why this fo fumptuousinfult o’er our heads? “ Why this illudrious canopy difplay’d?- “ Why fo magnificently lodg’d Defpair ? “ At dated periods, fure-returning, roll 
“ Thefe glorious orbs, that mortals may compute 
“ Their length of labours, and of pains ; nor lofe “ Their mifery’s full meafure ?—fmiles with flowers, “ And fruits, promifcuous, ever-teeming Earth, 
“ That man may languifli in luxurious fcenes, 
“ And in an Eden mourn his wither’d joys ? “ Claim earth and Ikies man’s admiration, due “ For fuch delights ? Blefs’d animals! too wife “ To wonder ; and too happy to complain ! 

“ Our doom decreed demands a mournful fcene : ¥ Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd ? 
“ Why not the dragon’s fubterranean den, “ For man to howl in ? why not his abode “ Of the fame difmal colour with his fate? 
*{ A Thebes, a Babylon, at vafl expence « Of time, toil, treafure, art, for owls and adders, 
“ As congruous, as for man this lofty dome, Which 



The Infidel Reclaimed. 37 
“ Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high de- “ If, from her humble chamber in the duft, [fire ; “ While proud thought fwells, and high defire inflames, 
“ The poor •warm calls us for her inmates there; “ And round us Death's inexorable hand 
“ Draws the dark curtain clofe; undrawn no more. “ Undra<vjn no morel—Behind the cloud of Death> <l Once, I beheld a fun ; a fun which gilt “ That fable cloud, and turn’d it all to gold: >“ How the grave's alter’d ! fathomlefs, as hell 1 
“ A real hell to thofe who dream’d of heav’n. ° Annihilation ! how it yawns before me ! 
“ Next moment I may drop from thought, from fenfe, “ The privilege of angels, and of ’worms, 
“ An outcadfrom exiilence ! and this fpirit, “ This all-pervading, this all-confcious foul, “ This particle of energy divine, 
“ Which travels nature, flies from ftar to ftar, “ And vifits gods, and emulates their pow’rs, “ For ever is extinguifli’d. Horror ! death ! “ Death of that death I fearlefs once furvey’d 1— “ When horror univerfal fliall defcend, “ And heav’n’s dark concave urn all human race, 
“ On that enormous, unrefunding tomb, “ Flow juft this verfe 1 this monumental figh ! 

“ Beneath the lumber of demolijh'd ’worlds, “ Deep in the rukbijh of the gen'ral ’wreck, “ Swept ignominious to the common mafs 
“ Of matter, never dignify'd with life, “ Here lie proud rationals ; the fans of heav'n ! “ The lords of earth ! the property of worms ! “ Beings of yeferday and no to-morrow t “ IVho liv'd in terror, and in pangs expir'd •' 
“ All gone to rot in chaos : or to make “ Their happy tranfit into blocks, or brutes, “ Nor longer fully their Creator-’/ name." Lorenzo ! hear, paufe, ponder, and pronounce. Juft is this hiftory ? If fuch is man, 

Mankind’s hiftorian, though divine, might weep. And dares Lorenzo fmile ?—I know thee proud ; 
For once let pride befriend thee : Pride looks pale At fuch a fcene, and fighs for fomething more. Amid 
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Amid thy boafta, prefumptlons, and difplays, 
And art thou then a (hadow ? Lefs than (hade ? . 
A nothing ? Lefs than nothing ? To kavt been, And not to be, is lower than unborn. Art thou ambitious ? why then make the worm 
Thine equal ? Runs thy tafte of pleafure high ? Why patronize fure death of ev’ry joy ? 
Charm riches? why choofe begg’ry in the,grave. Of ev’ry hope a bankrupt ! and for ever ? 
Life'% joy fo rich, thou canll not wifh for more ? Ambition, Pleafure, Avarice, perfuade thee To make that world of glory, rapture, wealth, They * lately prov'd, thy foul’s fupreme defire. 

What art thou made of? rather, how unmade? 
Great Nature's mafler-appctite deftroy’d ! Is endlefs life, and happinefs, dcfpis’d ? Or both wi(It’d, here, where neither can be found ? 
Such man’s perverfe, eternal war with Heay’n ! 
Dar’ft thou perfill ? And is there nought on earth, But a long train of tranfitory forms. Riling, and breaking, millions in an hour ? 
Bubbles of a fantaflick deity, blown up In fport, and then in cruelty deftroy’d ? Oh ! for what crime, unmerciful Lorexzo,! Deftroys thy fcheme the ’whole of human race ? 
Kind is fell Lucifer, compar’d to thee : Oh ! fpare this ’wajle of being half divine ; 
And vindicate th’ occonoiny of Heav’n. Heav’n is all love ; all joy in giving joy : 
It never had created, but to blefs : And (hall it, then, itrike off the lift of life, A being blefs’d, or worthy fo to be ? Heav’n ftarts at an annihilating Gor>. Is that, all Nature ftarts at, thy defire.? Art fuch a clod to wifh thyfelf all day ? 
What is that dreadful wifii ?—The dying groan Of Nature, murder’d by the blacked guilt. 
What deadly poifon has thy nature drank ? To Nature undebauch’d no (hock fo great ; 
Nature’s frjl wi(h is endkfs happinefs ; 
Annihilation is an after-thought, A monftrous 

* In the Sixth Night. 
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A monftrous wifh, unborn till Virtue dies. . And oh ! what depth of horror lies inclos’d ! For non*exi(tence no man ever wifii’dj 
13ut firft he wilh’d the Deity dtftroy’d. If fo, what words are dark enough to draw 
.Thy pifture true ? The darkeft are too fair. Beneath what baleful planet, in what hour 
Of defperation, by what fury’s aid. In wdiat infernal pofture of the foul, 
All hell invited, and all hell in joy 
At ftich a birth, a birth fo near of kin. Did thy iov\ fancy whelp fo black a fcheme 
Of hopes abortive, faculties half-blown, And deities begun, reduc’d to dull ? There’s nought (thou fayft) but one eternal flux 
Of feeble eflences, tumultuous driven Through Time's rough billows into Avg^Vafcyfs. Say, in this rapid tide of human min, Is there no rock, on which man’s tofling thought Can reil from terror, dare his fate furvey. And boldly think it fomething to be born ? 
Amid fuch hourly wrecks of being fair, Is there no central, all-fuftaining bafe. All-realizing, alj-connedling pow'r. Which, as it call’d forth all things. Can recal. 
And force Dejirup.lion to refund her fpoil ? Command the grave rellore her taken prey ? 
Bid Death’s dark vale its human harveft yield. 
And Earth, and Ocean, pay their debt of man. True to the grand depolite trufted thete ? Is there no potentate, whofe put'tyrttch’d arm, When rip’mng Time calls forth thi appointed hour. 
Pluck’d from foul Devaflatioris famiih’d maw, Y>\nds prefent, paji, and future', to his throne ? His throne, how glorious, thus divinely grac’d, 
By germinating beings cluft’ring round ! A garland worthy the divinity ! A throne, by Heav’n’s Omnipotence in fmiles, 
Built (like a Pharos tow’ring in the waves) Amidd immenfe efFuiions of his love! 
An ocean of communicated blifs ! 

Aa 



14® The COMPLAINT. Night 7. 
An all-prolinck, all-preferving God! 

This were a God indeed. And fuch is man, As here prefum’d : he rifes from his fall. Think’ft thou Omnipotence a naked root, 
Each bloffom fair of Deity deftroy’d ? Nothing is dead ; nay, nothing fleeps; each foul 
That ever animated human clay. Now wakes; is on the wing : and where, O where, Wfl! the fwarm fettle ?—When the trumpet’s call. 
As founding brafs, colle&s us, round HeavVs throne Conglob’d, we bafk in everlafting day, (Paternal fplendour!) and adhere for ever. 
Had not the foul this outlet to the flcies, In this vaft veffel of the univerfe, How fhould we gafp, as in an empty void ! 
How in the pangs of famifh’d Hope expire! How bright my profpett Ihines ! how gloomy, thine ! 
A trembling world ! and a devouring God ! Earth, but the fhambles of Omnipotence! Heav'n's face all ftain’d with caufelefs maffacres Of countlefs millions, born to feel the pang Of being/c/?. Lorenzo! can it be ? 
This bids us Ihudder at the thoughts of life. Who would be born to fuch a phantom world. Where nought fubftantial, but our mifery ? Where joy (if joy) but heightens our diltrefs, 
So foon to perifh, and revive no more? 
The greater fuch a joy, the mere it pains. A world, where dark, myflerious vanity, Of good and ill the didant colours blends, Confounds all reafin, and all hope deftroys ; Reafon, and hope, our foie afyhim here / 
A world, fo far tram great, (and yet how great It rtiines to thee!), there’s nothing real\n it; Being, a (hadow ! confcioufnefs, a dream ! A dream, how dreadful ! univerfal blank Before it, and behind ! poor man, a fpark From non-exiltence {truck by wrath divine, Glitt’ring a moment, nor that moment fure, 
’Midft upper, nether, and furrounding night, 
Hi§ fad, fure, fudden, and eternal tomb ! 

Lorenzo ! 
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j Lorenzo! doft thou/«■/thefe arguments ? Or is there nought but vengeance can be felt ? 
f How haft thou dar’d the Deity dethrone •’ 1 How dar’d /W/V7 him of a world like this ? j If fuch the world) creation was a crime ; For what is crime, but caufe of mifery ? 

Retrafl, blafphemer ! and unriddle this, ' 1, 1 Of endlefs arguments abeve, betc<w, : Without us, and •within, the fhort refult— If man's immortal, there's a God in beav'n." 
But wherefore fuch redundancy ? fuch wafte 1 Of argument ? one fets my foul at reft ; 

' One obvious, and at hand, and, oh!—at heart. . So juft the fkies, Philandek’s life fo pain’d, 1 His heart fo pure; that, or fucceedihg feenes 1 Have palms ,to give, or ne’er had he been born. 
, “ What an old tale is this Lorenzo cries.— I grant this argument is old ; but truth i No years impair ; and, had not this been true. Thou never hadft defpis’d it for its age. 
Truth is immortal as thy foul; and fable . As fleeting as thy joys : be wife, nor make ijHeav’n’s higheft blefling, vengeance; O be wife! Nor make a curfe of immortality. Say, know’ll thou what it is ? or what thou art ? Know’ll thou th’ importance of a foul immortal ? 

ii Behold this midnight glory ; worlds on worlds l Amazing pomp ! redouble this amaze ; Ten thoufand add ; add twice ten thoufand more ; 
Then weigh the whole : one foul outweighs them all; 
And calls th’ aftonilhing magnificence ; Of unintelligent creation poor. For this, believe not me ; no man believe ; 
Truft not in words, but, deeds ; and deeds no lefs Than thofe of the Supreme ; nor his, a few; 
Confult them all; confulted, all proclaim ! Thy foul’s importance : tremble at thyfelf; For whom Omnipotence has wak’d fo long: Has wak’d, and work’d, for ages ; from the birth 1 Of 1 ature, to this unbelieving hour. 

In this fmall province of his vaft domain, (AH 



T42 The COMPLAINT. Night 
(All Nature bow*, while I pronounce his name!) What has God done, and not for this foie end, To refcue fouls from death .?.Thc foots high price 
Is writ in aH the conduct.of the Ikies. The-yJa/* s high price is the creations k.eyt_ Unlocks its mytleries,. and naked lays The genuine caufe of ev’ry deed divine : 
That is the chain of ages, which maintains 
Their obvious-correfpondence, and unites Mod didant periods in one bleft’d tlefigu : 
That is the mighty hinge, on which have turn’d All revolutions, whether we regard 
The naf ral, civil, or religious world; 
The former two, but fervauts to tlw third : To that their duty done, they both expire, 
Their mafs new-cad, forgot their deeds reno--jjn'J; And angels afk, “ Where once theyJhanefirfair?" 

To lift us from this abjeft, to fublime ; This flujc, to permanent; this dark, to day; 
This foul, to pure ; this turbid, to feyene ; This mean-, To mighty^!—for this glorious end TV Almighty, riling, his long fabbath broke: • The world was made ; was ruin’d * was redor’d ; 
Laws from the /kies were publilh’d; were repeal’d; On tjsrth kings, kingdoms; rofe ; kings, kingdoms, fell; 
Fam’d fages lighted up the Pagan world ; 
Prophets from i’/'w; darted a-keen glance 
Through didant age.; faints travell’d; martyrs bled; _ F>y wonders facred Nature dood controll’d : 
The living were tranflated; dead were rais’d ; Angels, and snore than angels, came from heav’n ; And, oh! for this, defeended lower dill ; 
Gilt was hell’s gloom; adonifli’d at his gued,, For cn.e fhort moment Lucifer-ador’d: 
Lorenzo ! and wilt thou do lefs ?—For this. That hallow'd page, fools feoff at, was infpir’d. Of all thef? truths thrice-venerable code ! Dcijls ! perform your quarentine ; and then Fall prod'rate,.ere you touch.it, led you die. Nor left intenfely bent infernal powers •. 
To mar, than-thofe of light, this end to gain. O what" 
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p what a fcene is here! Lorenzo! wake; Rife to the thought; exert, expand thy foul, IPo take the vaft idea : it denies Kll elfe the name of great. Two warring worlds! 
Not Europe againft Afric ; waring worlds, Df more than mortal! mounted on the wing ! pn ardent wings of energy, and zeal, 
High hov’ring o’er this little brand of ftrife ! 
This fublunary ball—But ftrife, for what ? In their own caufe conflidling ? No ; in thine, tin man's. His Jingle int’reft blows the flame ; 
His the foie ftake ; his fate the trumpet founds, 
JlVhich kindles war immortal. How it burns ! Tumultuous fwarms of deities in arms! 
jporce force nppofing, till the waves run high, iA-nd tempeft Nature’s univerfal fphere. ijauchtoppolites eternal, ftedfaft, Hern, 
fetich foes implacable, are geod, and ill; li'et man, vain man, would mediate peace between them. I Think not this fuftion. “ There'■Mas 'war in heav'n." 
Iprom heav’n’s high cryftal mountain, where it hung, H’h’ Almighty’s outftretch’d arm took down his bow.; 
(And fhot his indignation at the deep : jKethunder’d hell, and darted all her fires— 
|And feems the ftake of little moment ftill ? |\nd flumbers man, who iingly caus’d the ftorm ? 
He fleeps.—And art thou fliock’d at myjliries f ■'he greateft, thou. How dreadful to refleft, IVliat ardour, care, and counfel, mortals caufe 
i.n bread divine ! how jittledn their own ! I Where-e’er l turn, how new proofs' pour upon me ! i ||:iow happily this wondrous view flip ports 
IMy former argument! how ftrongly Jlrikes 
Wmmortal life's full demonftration, here ! fl.Vhy this exertion ? why this ftrange regard /rom heav’n’s Omnipotent indulg’d to man ?— 
3ecaufe, in man, the glorious, dreadful pow’r, Extremely to be pain’d or blefs’d for ever, duration gives importance ; fwells the price. An angel, if a creature of a day, ' .Vhat would he be ? A trifle of no weight; 
i)r ftand, or fall ; no matter which; he’s gone. 

B tcaufe 
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Becanfe immortal, therefore is indulg’d 
This It range regard of deities to dull. Hence, heav’n looks down on earth with all her eyes 
Hence, the foul’s mighty moment in her fight : Hence, ev’ry foul has partifans above. 
And ev’ry thought a critick in the fkies : Hence, clay, vile clay : has angels for its guard. 
And ev’ry guard a paffion for its charge : Hence, from all age, the cabinet divine Has held high counfel o’er the fate of man. Nor have the clouds thofe gracious counfels hid. Angels.undrew the curtain ot the throne, 
And Providence came forth to meet mankind r 
In various modes of emphafis and awe, 
He fpokc his will, and trembling heard ; He fpoke it loud, in thunder, and in ftorm. Witnefs, thou Sinai! whofe cloud-cover’d height. And lhaken bafis, own'd the prefent God : 
Witnefs, ye billows! whofe returning tide, Breaking thexhain that faften’d it in air. 
Swept Egypt, and her menaces, to hell : 
Witnefs, ye flames ! th’ Hffyrian tyrant blew To fcv’nfold rage, as impotent, as ftrong : 
And thou, Earth ! witnefs, whofe expanding jaws 
Clos’d o’er * Prefuruption's facrilegious fons. Has not each element, in turn fubfcrib’d r£)\tfouPs high price, and fworn it to the wife? 
Has not flame, ocean, aether, earthquake, flrove 
To ftrike this truth, through adamantine man ? If not all-adamant, Lorenzo! hear: 
All is delufion ; Nature is' wrapt up, In tenfold night, from Reaforis keeneft eye ; There's no-confidence, meaning, plan, or end, 
In all beneath the fun, inEll above, 
(As far as man can penetrate), or heaven 
Is an immenfe, an eftimable prize ; Or all is nothing, or that prize is all.— And fhall each toy be ftill a match for Heav’n ? And full equivalent for groans jj^low ? Who would not give a trifle to prevent v« What he would give a thoufand worlds to cure? {,OREKZO 

Korab, Ac. 
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Lorenzo ! thou haft feen (if thine, to fee) All Nature and her God (by Nature’s courfey i And Nature’s courfe controll’d), declare for me : 

The Ikies above proclaim, “ Immortal man !** And, “ Man immortal!” all below refounds. The world’s a fyftem of theology, Read by the greateft ftrangers to the fchools j 
If honejl, learn’d ; and fages o’er a plough. Is not, Lorenzo ! then, impos’d on thee This hard alternative ; or to renounce Thy rea/on and thy fenfe ; or, to believe ? ■ What then is unbelief*. ’Tis an exploit; A ftrenuous enterprife. To gain it, man 

1 Muft burft through ev’ry bar of common fenfe, 
' Of common fhame, magnanimoufly wrong ; ! And what rewards the fturdy combatant ? i. His prize, repentance ; infamy, his crown. But wherefore infamy ?—For want of faith, 

Down the fteep precipice of ’wrong he Aides ; There’s nothing to fupport him in the right. \Faith in the future wanting, is, at leaft 
In embryo, ev’ry weaknefs, ev’ry guilt; \ And ftrong temptation ripens it to birth. 1 If this life’s gain invites him to the deed, | Why not his country fold, his father Aain ? 

r ’Tis virtue to purfue our good fupreme ; hi And his fupreme, his only good is here. 
t Ambition, Av'rice, by the wife difdain’d, Is perfeft <wtfdotn, while mankind are fools, l And think a turf or tomb-ftone covers all: 
^ Thefe find employment, and provide for Senfc l A richer pafture, and a larger range ; i And Senfe by right divine afcends the throne, ) When Virtue's prize and profpedt are no more ; 

Virtue no more we think the will of heav’n. ■1 Would heav’n quite beggar Virtue, if belov’d ? “ Has Virtue charms?”—I grant her heav’nly fair} 
I But if unportion’d, all will Int'rejl wed; I! Though that our adm^ption, this our choice. 1 The virtues* grow on immortality ; 
1 That root deftroy’d, they wither and expire. i A Deity, believ'd, will nought avail; 

Rctfemi) 
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Rewards and puniflments make Gob ador'd ; And hopes and fears give Confcience all her pow’r. As in the dying parent dies the child, 
Virtue, with immortality, expires. Who tells me he denies his foul immortal, 
Whate’er his boaft, has told me, he's a knave. His duty Hfs, to love himfelf alone ; 
Nor care though mankind perifh, if he fmiles. Who thinks erelong the man (hall wholly die. Is dead already ; nought but brute furvives. 

And are there fuch ?—Such candidates there are 
For more than death ; for utter lofs of being, Being, the balls of the Dsitt ! 
A(k you the caufe ?—The caufe they will not tell; 
Nor need they: Oh the forceries of Senfe t 
They work this transformation on the foul, 
Difmount her like the ferpent at the fall, Difmount her "from her native wing, (which foar’d Erewhile sethereal heights), and throw her down. 
To like the doft, and crawl in fuch a thought. Is it in words to paint you ? O ye fall’n 1 Fall’n from the wings of Reafon, and oi Hope! 
Ereft in ftature, prone in appetite ! 
Patrons of pleafure, polling into pain ! Lovers of argument, averfe to fenfe ! Boafters of liberty, fail bound in chains 1 
Lords of the wide creation, and the (hame ! More fenfelefs than th’ irrationals you fcorn ! More bafe than thofe you rule ! than thofe you pity, Far more undone! O ye moil infamous 
Of beings, from fuperior dignity ! Deepeft in wo, from means of bonndlefs blifs! 
Ye curs’d by bleffings infinite ! becaufe Mod highly favour’d, mod profoundly lod! 
Ye motley mafs of contradiction drong! And are you, too, convinc’d, your fouls fly off In exhalation foft, and die in air, From the full flood of evidence agaitifl you ? Jn the coarfe drudgeries and finfe of Senfe, 
Your fouk have quite worn out the make of'Heav’n, 
By Vice new-cad, and creatures of your own : 

But 
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But though you can deform* you can’t deforop ; To curfe, not uncreate, is all your pow’r. Lorenzo ! this black brotherhood renounce ; 
Renounce St. Evremont,. and read St. Paul. Ere rapt by Miracle, by Rcafon wing’d His mounting mind made long abode in heav’n. This is freetkinking, unconfin’d to parts* 
To fend the foul, on curious travel bent. Through all the provinces of human thought. From firft to laft, (but lafo there none fliali be!)* To dart her flight through the whole fphere of man ; 
Of this vaft univerfe to make the tour ; In each recefs of [pace, and time, at home ; 
Familiar with their wonders ; diving deep ; 
And, like a prince of boundlefs int’reils there* Still mod ambitious of the moft remote ; To look on truth unbroken, and entire ; 
Truth in the fofttm* the full orb ; where truths By truths enlighten’d, and fuftain’d, afford An arch-like, ftrong foundation, to fupport Th’ incumbent weight of abfolute, complete Conviction: here, the more we prefs, we ftand 
More firm ; who mod. examine, mod believe. Parts, like half-fentences, confound; the nuhole Conveys the fenfe, and God is underdood; Who not in fragments writes to human race : Read his ’whole volume, Sceptick! then reply. This, this, is thinking free, a thought that grafps 
Beyond a grain, and looks beyond an hour. 
Turn up thine eye, furvey this midnight fceire; What are earth’s kingdoms, to yon boundlefs orbs* Of human fouls, one day, the dedin’d range ? And what yon boundlefs orbs, to godlike man 2 
Thofe num’rous worlds that throng the firmament* And afle more fpace in heav*h, can roll at large In marCi capacious thought, and dill heave room For ampler orbs ; for nmu creations, there. Can fuch a foul contract itfelf, to gripe 
A point of no dimenfion, of no weight t. It can ; jt does : (be world is fuch a point, And* of that point, how fmall a part enffavea ? 

-Eh# 
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How fmall a part—of nothing, fhall I fay ? Why not ?—Friends, our chief treafure! how they drop I 

Lucia, Narcissa fair, Philander, gone! The grave, like fabled Cerberus, has op’d 
A triple mouth ; and, in an awful voice. Loud calls my foul, and utters all I fing. How the world falls to pieces round about us, And leaves us in a ruin of our joy ! What fays this tranfportation of my friends ? 
It bids me love the place where now they dwell. And fcorn this wretched fpot, they leave fo poor. 
Eternity’s vaft ocean lies before thee ; 
There, there, Lorenzo ! thy Clarissa fails. Give thy mind fea-room ; keep it wide of earth. 
That rock of fouls immortal; cut thy cord ; Weigh anchor ; fpread thy fails ; call ev’ry wind ; Eye thy great pole-far ; make the land of life. Two- kinds of life has double-natured man,- 
And two of death ; the lafi far more fevere. Life animal is nurtur’d by the fun ; Thrives on his bounties, triumphs in his beams. Life rational fubfifts on higher food, Triumphant in His beams, who made the day. When we leave that fun, and are left by this, (The fate of all who die in ftubborn guilt)-, ’Tis utter darknefs ; ftri&ly, double death. 
We fink by no judicial ftroke of Heav’n, But Nature’s courfe ; as fure as plummets fall. Since God, or man, muft alter, ere they meet, 
(For light and darknefs blend not in one fphere), ’Pis manifeft, Lorenzo! muft change. If, then, that double death ftiould prove thy Iot3 Blame not the bowels of the Deity ; Man (hall be blefs’d, as far as man permits. Not man alone, all nationals, Heav’n arms With an illuftrious, but tremendous pow’r. 
To counteraft its own moft gracioui ends j An I this, of ftrid neceffity, not choice : T'at pow’r deny’d, vien, angels, were no more. 
But pafiive engines,'^oid of pnaife, or blamq, 
A miurc rational implies the pow?r Of being blefs’d, or wretched, as we pleafe: 
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Elfe idle Reafon would have nought to do j And he that would be bari*d capacity Of pain, courts incapacity of blifs. 
Heav’n 'wills our happinefs, allows our doom ; 
Invites us ardently, but not compels ; Heav’n but perfuades, almighty man decrees ; Man is the maker of immortal fates. Man falls by man, if finally he falls; 
And fall he mujl, who learns from death alone. The dreadful fecret,—-that he lives for ever. Why this to thee ? thee yet, perhaps, in doubt Of fecond life ? But wherefore doubtful ftill ? 
Eternal life is Nature’s ardent wilh ; What ardently we wifh, we foon belTeve : Thy tardy faith declares that wilh deftroy’d : 
What has deftroy’d it ?—Shall I tell thee, what ? When fear’d the future, ’tis no longer wilh’d ; 
And,’ when unwilh’d, we Jlrive to difbelieve. 
“ Thus infidelity our guilt betrays” Nor that the foie deteftion 1 blufti, Lorenzo 1 Blufh for hypocrify, if not for guilt. 
The future fear’d ?—an infidel, and fear? Fear what? a dream? a fable?—mow thy dread. 
Unwilling evidence, and therefore Jlrong, Affords my caufe an undefign’d fupport ? How di/belief affirms, what it denies ? “ It, unawares, ajferts immortal Life”  Surprifing ! Infidelity turns out 
A creed, and a confefifion of our fins : Apoftates, thus, are orthodox divines. 

Lorenzo! with Lorenzo clalh no more ; Nor lopger a tranfparent vizor wear. Think’ft thou, Religion only has her malk ? Our infidels are Satan’s hypocrites, Pretend the worft, and, at the bottom, fail. When vifited by thought, (thought will intrude). Like, him they ferve, they tremble, and believe. 
Is there hypocrify fo foul as this ? So fatal to the welfare of the world? What detefiation, what contempt, fneir due 1 And, if unpaid, be thank’d for their efcape 
That Chriftian candour theyhard to fcorn. N j U 
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If not for that afylum, they might find 
A hell on eart6 ; nor ’fcape a worfe below. With infolence, and impotence of thought, 
Inftead of racking fancy, to refute* Reform thy manners, and the truth enjoy.—— 
But ihall I dare confefs the dire refult? Can thy proud Reafon brook fo black a. brand t 
From purer manners, to fublimtr faith* Is Nature’s unavoidable afcent; An honejl Dcift, where the gofpel fhines. 
Matur’d to nobler, in the ChriJHan ends. 
When that blefs’d change arrives, e’en caft afide This fong fuperfluous ; life immortal ftrikes Convi&ion, in a flood of light divine. 
A Chriftian dwells, like * Uriel, in the fun. Meridian evidence puts Doubt to flight; 
And ardent Hope anticipates the ikies. 
Of that bright fun, Lorenzo! fcale the fphere; 5Tis eafy j it invites thee j it defcends From heav’n to woo, and waft thee whence it came t 
Read and revere the facredpage; a page Where triumphs immortality ; a page Which not the whole creation could produce ; 
Which not the conflagration fliall deftroy ; In Nature’s ruins not one letter loft : 
’Tis printed in the mind of gods for ever. In proud difdain of what e’en gods adore, 
Doft fmile ?—Poor wretch! thy guardian-angel weeps, l Angels and men aflent to what I ling; Wits fmile, and thank me for my midnight-dream. How vicious hearts fume frenzy to the brain ? 
Parts pufh us on to pride, and pride to ihame • Pert Infidelity is Wit’s cockade. 
To grace the brazen brow that braves the Ucies, By lofs of being, dreadfully fecure. 
Lorenzo ! if thy do&rine wins the day. 
And drives my dreams, defeated, from the field ; If this is all, if earth a final fcene, Take heed ; ftand faft ; be fure to be a knave > 
A knave in grain ! ne’er deviate to the right: Shouldft thou be good—how infinite thy lofs J 

* Miltow. j Cum \ 
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GttiTt only makes annihilation gain. Blefa'd feheme ! which life deprives of comfort, death 
Of hope r and which vice only recommends. If fo ; •where, inlidels! your bait thrown out To catch weak, converts ? where your lofty boafc 
Of zeal fir virtue, and of love to man ? Annihilation! I confefs, inthefe. 

What can reclaim you ? dare 1 hope profound Phikfephers the converts of a fotig ? Yet know, Us f title flatters you, not me ; Yours be the praife to make wy; title good ; Mine, to blefs Heav’n, and triumph in your praife. 
But fince fo peflilential your difeafe. Though fov'reign is the med’cine I prefcribe, 
As yet. I’ll neither triumph, nor defpair ; But hope, erelong, my midnight-dream will wake 
Your hearts, and teach your wifdonv—to be wife: For why (hould fouls immortal, made for blifs, E’er wifli (^nd wifli in vain !).. that fouls could die ? What ne’er can die* oh ! grant to live ; and crown 
The wiih, and aim, and labour of the ikies ; Increafe, and enter on the joys of heav’n : Thus (hall my title pafs z facred feal, 
Receive an imprimatur from above, While angels fhout An infidel reclaim'd! To dole, Lorenz.o ! fpite of all my pains. 
Still feems it ftrange, that thou ihouldft live fir ever? Is it left ilrange, that thou ihouldil live at all? This is a miracle; and that no more. Who gave beginning, can exclude an end. Deny thou art: then, doubt if thou Jhalt be. 
A miracle with miracles inclos’d, Is man : and ftarts his faith at what is Jlrange? What lefs than wonders, from the Wonderful? What lefs than miracles, from God, can flow ? 
Admit a God—that myftery fupreme ! That caufe uncaus’d ! all other wonders ceaft; Nothing is marvellous for Hitn to do j Deny Him—all is myftery betides } Millions of myfteries ! each darker far. 
Than that thy wifdom would, unwifely, Aun. 

f The Infidel Reclaimed. 



If <weak thy faith, why choofe the harder fide ? We nothing know, but what is marvellous> 
Yet what is marvellous, we can’t believe. So weak our reafon, and fo great our God, 
What moll furprifes in the facredpage. Or full as ftrange, or flranger, mujl be true. Faith is not Reafon’s labour, but repofe. 

To Faith, and Virtue, why fo backward, man ? From hence :—The prefent ftrongly ftrikes us all; 
The future, faintly. Can we, then, be men ? If men, Lorenzo! the is right. 
Reafon is man’s peculiar ; Senfe, the brute’s. The prefent is the fcanty realm of Senfe ? The future, Reafon’s empire unconfin’d : On that expending all her godlike pow’r, She plans, provides, expatiates, triumphs, there; 
There builds her blefings ; there experts her praife ; And nothing alks of fortune, or of men. And what is Reafon? Be (he thus defin’d: Reafon is upright future in the foul. 
Oh ! be a- man ;—and ftrive to be a god. 

“ For what ? (thou fayft :) to damp the joys of life ?’ No ; to give heart andfubfance to thy joys. That tyrant, Hope! mark, how fhe domineers : 
She bids us quit realities, for dreams ; Safety and peace, for hazard and alarm ; 
That tyrant o’er the tyrants of the foul ! She bids Ambition quit its taken prize* Spurn the luxuriant branch on which it fits, Though bearing crowns, to fpring at difiant And plunge in toils, and dangers—for repofe. If Hope precarious, and of things, when gain’d. Of little moment, and as little flay. 
Can fweeten toils and dangers into joys; What then AW hope, which nothing can defeat. Our leave unafk’d ? Rich hope of boundlefs blifs ! Blifs, paft Man's pow’r to paint it ; Time's to clofe' ? 

This hope is earth’s moll eftimable prize ; This is man's portion, while no more than man z. Hope, of all paflions, moll befriends us here ; Pafiions of prouder name befriend us lefs. 
fay has her tears ; and Tranfport lias her death ; 



The Infidel Reclaimed. *53 | . 
Hopty like a cordial, innocent, though ftrong, Man’s heart at once infpirits and ferenes, I Nor makes him pay his wifdom for his joys ; 
’Tis all our prefent ftate can fafely, bear. Health to the frame ! and vigour to the mind ! A joy attemper’d ! a chajiis'd delight! Like the fair fummer ev’nt'ng, mild, and fweet l 

i’Tis man’s fujl cup ; his paradife below ! A blefs’d hereafter, then, or hop’d, or gain’d. Is all $—our whole of happinefs : full proof, I chofe no trivial or inglorious theme. And know, ye foes to fong! (well-meaning men, Though quite forgotten f half your Bifle’s praife !) 
Important truths, An fpite of verfe, may pleafe: Grave minds you praife ; nor can you praife too much : : If there is weight in an Eternity, 
Let the grave hften ;—and be graver ftill. 

t The poetical parts of it. 

NIGHT 



NIGHT the EIGHTH. 

VIRTUE’S APOLOGY 

The MAN of the WORLE 
ANSWERED. 

In which are confidered, 
The Lovi of thus Life ; the Ambition 

and Pleasure, with the Wit anc 
Wisdom of the World. 

AN D has all nature, then, efpous’d my part: 
Have I brib’d heav’n, and earth, to plead againfl And is thy foul imnurtal?—What remains ? [thee All, all, Lorenzo !—Make immortal, blefs’d. 

Unblefs’d immortals !—what can (hock us more ? , 
And yet Lorenzo (till affe&s the world; There (lows his treafure ; thence his title draws ; Man of the world! (for fuch wouldft thou be call’d)' And art thou proud of that inglorious ftyle ? 
Proud of reproach ? for a reproach ft was. In ancient days; and Christian,—in an age, When men were men, and not afham’d of heav’n, 
Fir’d their ambition, as it crown’d their jpy. 
Sprinkled with dews from the Cajlalian font, Fain would I rebaptize thee, and confer A purer fpirit, and a nobler name. Thy fond attachments, fatal, and inflam’d, Point out my path, and diftate to my fong. To thee, the world how fair ! how ftrongly (trike* Ambition ! and gay Pleafure itronger ftilT! 
Thy triple bane ! the triple bolt, that lays 

Thj * 
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'hy virtue dead ! be thefe my triple theme; 1 for fhall thy or nvifdom, be forgot. 

H Common the theme ; not fo the fong, if fhe 1 ly fong invokes, Urania, deigns to fmile. 'he charm that chains us to the world, her foe, 1 f (he diflblves, the mem of earth, at once, t tarts from hrs trance, and fighs for other fcenes ; 
I cenes, where thefe fparks of night, thefe fan. Hi all s Jnnumber’d funs ; {for all things, as they are, [Ihinc 

. 1he blefs’d behold) ; and, in one glory, pour i ’heir blended blaze on man’s aftonilh’d fight; 
I i. blaze,—the leaft illuftrious objeft there. J Lorenzo ! fince eternal is at hand, ’o fwallow Time\ ambitions ; as the vaft : \.eviathun, the bubbles vain, that ride 
jjfigh on the foaming billow ; what avail j iiigh titles, high defcent, attainments high, 
if unattain’d our higheff O Lorenzo 1 I Vhat lofty thoughts, thefe elements above, 
j SThat tow’ring hopes, what fallies from the fuft, f Vhat grand furveys of deftiny divine, r(\nd pompous prefage of unfathom’d fate, 0 hould roll in bofoms, where a fpirit burns, 
rdound for eternity ! in bofoms read 1 ly Him, who foibles in archangels fees ! ( )n human hearts He bends a jealous eye, 
<1 ^.nd marks, and in heav’n’s regifter inrols, ijj ?he rife and progrefs of each option there ; a lacred to doomfday ! That the page unfolds, 
H V.nd fpreads us to the gaze of gods and men. And what an option, O Lorenzo ! thine l 1 Phis world 1 and this, unrivall’d by the Ikies ! \ world, where lull; of Pleafure, Grandeur, Gold, 
ii Three demons that divide its realms between them, i Vith ftrokes alternate buffet to and fro fi (dan’s reftlefs heart, their fport, their flying ball; 
E Till, with the giddy circle, fick, and tir’d, [ ’t pants for peace, and drops into defpair. DuJuch is the world Lorenzo fets above 

1 dJChat glorious promife angels were efteem’d (wToo mean to bring ; a promife, their Ador'd 
3pefeended to communicate, and prefs, 
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By counfel, miracle, life, death, on man. Such is the world Lorbnzo’s wifdom vvooeSj 
And on its thorny pillow feeks repofe j A pillow, which, like opiates ill prepar’d. 
Intoxicates, but not compofes ; fills The vifionary mind with gay chimeras, 
All the wild trafh of deep without the reft : What unfeigri’d travel, and what dreams of joy ! How frail, men, things ! how momentary, both l 
Fantaftick chace, of lhadows hunting fliades ! 
The gay, the bufy, equal, though unlike ; Equal in wifdom, differently wife ! Through flow’ry meadows, and through dreary waftes. 
One buftling, and one dancing, into death. There’s not a day, but, to the man of thought. Betrays fome fecret, that throws new reproach 
On life, and makes him fick of feeing more. 
The fcenes of bus'nefs tell us—“ What are men 
The fcenes of pleafure—“ What is all befidc There, others we defpife ; and here, ourfelvcs. Amid difguji eternal, dwells delight? ’Tis approbatio?i ftrikes the firing of joy. What wondrous prize has kindled this career. 
Stuns with th£ din, and choaks us with the dull, 
On life’s gay ilage, one inch above the grave ? 
The proud run up and down in queft of eyes ; lihefenfual, in purfuit of fomething worfe ; The grave, of gold ; the politick, of power ; 
And all, of other butterflies, as vain ! As eddies draw things frivolous, and light, How is man’s heart by vanity drawn in ; 
On the fwift circle of returning toys, Whirl’d, liraw-like, round and round, and then ingulf’d, 
Where gay delufion darkens to defpair! “ This is a beaten track” Is this a track Should not be beaten ? Never beat enough, 
Till enough learn’d the truths it would infpire. Shall truth be filent, becaufe Folly froisms ? Turn the world’s hillory ; what find we there. 
But Fortune's fports, or Nature's cruel claims, Or 'woman's artifice, or ?nan's revenge. 
And endlefs inhumanities on man ? 

Fame’sjj 
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( Fame’s trumpet feldom founds, but, like the knell, 

It brings bad tidings. How it hourly blows Man’s mifadventures round the liil’ning world ! Man is the tale of narrative old Time ; 
t Sad tale ! which high as paradife begins ; 

i As if, the toil of travel to delude, 
i From ftage to ftage, in his eternal round, The Days, his daughters, as they fpin our hours 
. On For^aw’s-wheel, where accident unthought i Oft, in a moment, fnaps life’s ftrongeft thread. 

Each, in her turn, fome tragick itory tells, i With, now and then, a wretched farce between ; ! 1 And fills his chronicle with human woes. 
Time's daughters, true as thofe of men, deceive us; H Not one but puts fume cheat on all mankind: | While in their/2zAcer’s bofom, not yet curt, 

| They flatter our fond hopes, and promife much f Of amiable ; but hold him not o’er-wife, I1 Who dares to truft them; and laugh round the year, 
| At ftill-confiding, ftill-confounded, man, 
f Confiding, though confounded ; hoping on, 
1 Untaught by trial, unconvinc’d by proof, i And ever looking.for the never-feen. 
i Life to the laft, like harden’d felons, lies ; 

Nor owns itfelf a cheat, till it expires, f Its little joys go out by one and one, j! And leave poor man, at length, in perfefl: night; 
1 Ni ght darker than what, involves the pole. O Thou, who doft permit thefe ills to fall. For gracious ends, and wouldfl: that man fliould mourn! t O Thou, whofe hand this goodly fabrick fram’d, 
ii! Who know’ll it beft, and wouldll that man fhould know! 
SI What is this fublunary world ? A vapour; i A vapour all it holds ; itfelf a vapour; 
j From the damp bed of chaos, by thy beam t Exhal’d, ordain’d to fwim its deftin’d hour n In ambient air, then melt, and difappear. 
s Earth'3 days are number’d, nor remote her doom ; .•jl As mortal, though Ids tranfient, than her fons ; s Tfet they dote on her, as the .world and they 
1 Were both eternal, folid^ ■?hou, a dream. ^ Q 
i r * 

They 
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They dote, on what ? Immortal views apart, 

A region of outfides ! a land of fliadows ! A fruitful field of flow’ry promifes ! A wildernefs of joys! perplex’d with doubts, 
And fliarp with thorns! a troubled ocean, fpread With bold adventurers, their all on board ; 
No fecond hope, if here their fortune frowns ; Frown foon it mujl. Of various rates they fail. 
Of enfigns various ; all alike in this, 
all/ reftlefs, anxious ; tofs’d with hopes and fears, In calmed ikies ; obnoxions all to dorm ! 
And ilormy the mod gea’ral blad of life s ^// bound for happinefs ; y£t few provide 
The chart of knowledge, pointing where it lies ; Or Virtue's helm, to (hape the courfe defign’d: 
All, more or lefs, capricious fate lament, Now lifted by the tide, and now reforb’d. 
And farther from their wiihes than before: 
All, more or lefs, againd each other daih. To mutual hurt, by guds of paffion driven. And fuff’ring more from folly, than from fate. Ocean ! thou dreadful and tumultuous home 
Of dangers, at eternal war with man ! Death's capital, where mod he domineers, 
With all his chofen terrors frowning round, (Though lately feaded high at * Albion's cod), Wide-op’ning, and loud-roaring dill' for more • 
Too faithful mirror ! how dod thou refledl The melancholy face ef human life! 
The drong refemblance tempts me farther dill J And, haply, Britain may be deeper flruck 
By moral truth, in fuch a mirror feen. Which Nature holds for ever at her eye. Self-datter’d, unexperienc’d, high in hope, 

young, with fanguine cheer, and dreamers gay, 
We cut our cable, launch into the world, And fondly dream each wind and dar our friend ; All in fome darling enterprize embark’d. 
But where is he can fathom its event? 
Amid a multitude yf artlefs hands, 

* Admiral Balchen, &c. Rttin'i 
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Ruin's fure perquifite 1 liev lawful prize ! Seme fleer aright ; but the black blaft blows hard. 
And puffs them wide of hope : with hearts of proof. Full againft wind, and tide, fame win their way.; 
And when ftrong effort has deferv’d the port. And tugg’d it into view, ’tis won ! ’tis loft ! Though flrong their oar, ftill ftronger is their fate : 
They ftrike ; and, while they triumph, they expire. In ftrefs of weather, moji ; fovte fink outright ; 
O’er them, and o’er their names, the billows clofe ; To-morrow knows not they were ever born. 
Others a fhort memorial leave behind, Like a flag floating, when the bark’s ingulf’d ; 
It floats a moment, and is feen no more : One C/esar lives ; a thoufand are forgot. How few, beneath aufpicious planets born, 
(Darlings of providence ! fond Fate’s ekft !), With fwelling fails make good the promis’d port, With all their wifhes freighted ! Yet even thefe. 
Freighted with all their wifhes, foon complain ; Free from misfortune, not from Nature free, They ftill are men ; 'and when is man fecure ? As fatal time, as Jiorm'- the rufh of years Beats down their ilrength ; their numberlefs efcapcs In ruin end : and, now, their proud fuccefs But plants ne*w terrors on the viftor’s brow- : 
What pain to quit the world, juft made their own, Their neft fo deeply down’d, and built fo high ! Too low they build, who build beneath the ftars. 

Wo then apart, (if wo apart can be From mortal man), and Fortune at our nod. 
The gay ! rich! great! triumphant! and auguft 1 What are they ?—The niqft happy (ftrange to fay !) Convince me moft of human mifery. What are thsy ? Smiling wretches of to-morro'w ! 
More wretched, then, than e’er their flave can be ; Their treach’rous bleffings, at the day of need. Like other faithlefs friends, unmafk, and fling: Then, what provoking indigence in wealth ! What aggravated impotence in povg’r ! High titles,; then, what infult of their pain ! i» 
If that foie anchor, equal to the wavajj. 

Immortal 
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Immortal Hope ■ defies not the rude ftorra, 
Takes comfort from the foaming billow’s rage, And makes a welcome harbour of the tomb. 

Is this a /ketch of what thy foul admires ? <* But here (thou fayft) the miferies of life 
«* Are huddled in a group. A more diftinft “ Survey, perhaps, might bring thee better news.” 
Look on life’s ftages: they fpeak plainer ftill; The plainer they, the deeper wilt thou figh. Look on thy lovely boy ; in him behold 
The bed that can befal the bed on earth ; 
The boy has virtue by his mother's fide : 
Yes, on Florello look: s father's heart Is tender, though the man's is made of done': 
The truth, through fuch a medium feen, may make 
Impreffion deep, and fondnefs prove thy friend. 

Florello lately cad on this rude coad, 
A helplefs infant, now a heedlefs child ; To poor Clarissa’s throes, thy care fucceeds; 
Care full of love, and yet fevere as hate ! 
O’er thy foul’s joy how oft thy fondnefs frowns! 
Needful aiiderities his will redrain ; As thorns fence in the tender plant from harm. As yet,' his reafon cannot go alone ; But afles a derner nurfe to lead it on. 
His little heart is often terrify’d; The-blufii of morning, in his cheek, turns pale ; Its pearly dew-drop, trembles in his eye ; 
His harmlefs eye ! and drowns an angel there. 
Ah ! what avails his innocence ? The talk 
Injoin’d, mud difcipline.his early pow’rs ; 
He learns to figh, ere he is known to fin ; Guiltlefs, and fad ! a wretch before the fall ! How cruel this ! more cruel to forbear. 
Our nature' fuch, with neceffary pains, 
We pnrehafe profpefts of precarious peace : Though not a father, this might deal a figh. Suppofe him difeiplin’d aright, (if not, *Twill fink our poor account to poorer dill) ; 
Ripe from the tutor, proud of liberty. He leaps inclofure, bounds into the world 
The world i$ taken, after, ten years toil, Lik* 
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Like ancient Troy; and all its joys bis own. Alas ! the world’s a tutor more fevere ; 
Its leffons hard, and ill deferve his pkins ; Unteaching all his virtuous nature taught, 
Gr books (fair virtue’s.advocates!) infpir’d. For who receives him into publick life ? 
Men of the world, the terrae-fiiial breed, Welcome the modeft ftranger to their fphere, (Which glitter’d long, at diftance, in his fight),. 
And in their hofpitable arms inclofe : Men, who think nought fo ftrong of the romance^ 
So rank knight-errant, as a real friend : Men that aft up to reafon'% golden rule. All vveaknefs of affettion quite fubdu’d : Men that would blufh at being thought fincere, 

[.And feign, for glory, the few faults they want; 
That love a lie, where truth would pay as well j As if, to them. Vice Ihone her own reward. 

Lorenzo ! c'anft thoii bear a fhocking fight ? I Snch, for Florello’s fake, ’twill now appear : i See, the fteel’d files of feafon’d veterans, 1. Train’d to the world, in burnifh’d falfhood bright, ? 
3 Deep in the fatal ilratagems of peace ; 
: All foft fenfation, in the throng, rubb’d off; \ All their keen purpofe, in politenefs, flieath’d ; I His friends eternal—during intereft ; 
1 His foes implacable.—when worth their while ; “j At war with ev’ry welfare, but their own ; 1 As wife as Lucifer ; and half as good;. 
t And by whom, none, but Lucifer, can gain— 1 Naked, .through thefe, (fo common fate ordains),, H Naked of heart, his cruel courfe he runs, * Stung out of all, molt amiable in life,, 5 Prompt truth, and open thought, and, fmiles unfeign’d £ I Affeftion, as his fpecies, wide diffus’d; 

Noble prefumptions to mankind’s renown ; i Ingenuous trull, and confidence of love, j Thefe claims to joy (if mortals joy might claim) * Will'coft him many a figh ; till time, and pains, ^ From the flow miltrefs of this fchool, Experience,. I And her affillant, paufing, pale Dijlrujl, * 
! Purcljafe a dear-bought clue to lead his youth 

Q 1 ^ Through 



Through ferpentinc obliquities of life, And the dark labyrinth of human hearts. 
And happy 1 if the clue fhall come fo cheap : For, while we learn to fence with publick guilt*. Full oft we feel its foul contagion too, 
If lefs th>m heav’nly virtue is our guard. 
Thus, a ftrange kind of curs’d neceflity Brings down the fterling temper of his foul, 
By bafe alloy, to bear the current ftamp, Below call’d wifdom ; finks him into fafety ; 
And brands him into credit with tht-world{ Where fpecious titles dignify difgrace, And Nature’s, injuries are arts of life ; Where brighter reafon. prompts to bolder crimes « 
And heav’nly talents make infernal hearts; That unfurmountable extreme of guilt ! 

Poor Machiavel ! who labour’d hard his plan,. 
Forgot, that genius needs not go to fchool ; Forgot, that* man, without a tutor wife, 
His plan had practis’d, long before ’twas writ. The world’s all title-page, there’s no contents ; 
The world’s all face ; the man who (hows V\$ heart Is booted for his nudities, and fcorn’d. 
A man I knew, who liv’d upon a fmile ; And-well it fed him ; he look’d plump and fair ; 
While rankeft venom foam’d through ev’ry vein. 
Lorenzo ! what I tell thee, take not ill ! Living, he fawn’d on ev’ry fool alive ; 
And, dying, curs’d the friend on whom he liv’d* 
To fuch proficients thou art half a faint. In foreign realms, (for thou haft travell’d far). How curious to contemplate two ftate-rooks. 
Studious their nefts to feather in a trice. 
With all the necromanticks of their art, Playing the game of faces on each other. Making court fweatmeats of their latent gall. 
In foohfti hope to ileal each Other’s truft ; Both cheating, both exulting, both deceiv’d ; 
And, fometimes, both (let earth rejoice) undone ! Their parts We doubt not, but be that their fliame Shall meff of talents, fit-to rule mankind. Stoop tpoieao wiles, that would difgracq a fool $ 
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And IcJe the thanks of thofe few friends they ferve ? For who can thank the man he cannot fee? j Why fo much cover ? it defeats itfelh 
Ye that know all things ! know ye not, mens hearts Are therefore known, becaufe they are conceal’d ? 
For why conceal’d ?—The caufe they need not tell, i I give him joy,, that’s awkward at a lie; ' Whofe feeble nature truth keeps ftjll in awe; 
His incapacity is his renown. ’Tis great, ’tis manly, to difdain difguife •, It fhows our fpirit, or it proves our itrength. 
Thou fay’ll, ’tis needful: Is it therefore right f Plowe’cr, I grant it fome fmall fign of grace. To drain at an exCufe : And. wouldft thou then i Efcape that cruel need? thou may’ft, with cafe 
Think no poll needful ihal demands a knave. When late our civil helm was fliifting hands. 
So P—r— thought: think better, if you can. But this, how rare ! The publick path of life Is dirty :—yet allow that dirt its due,. It makes the-noble mind more noble ftill: The world’s no neuter ; it will wound or fave ;• Our virtue quench, or indignation fire. 
Tou fay, the world, well known, will make a man;— The world, well known, will give our hearts to heav’n* Or make us da-mons, long before we die. To Ihpw how fair the World, thji miftrefs, Ihines, 
Take either part; fure ills attend the choice } Sure, though not equal, detriment enfues. Not Virtue's felf is deify.’d on earth : 

1 Virtue has her relapfes, conflicts, foes ; l Foes that ne’er fail to. make her feel their hate. ] Virtue has. her peculiar fet of pains, 
I True; friends to virtue, lafl, and./«?/?, complain: 5 But if they figh, can others hope to fmile ? 
1 If iVifdom has her miferies to mourn, j How can poor Folly lead a happy life ? ! And.if loth fuffer, what has earth to boad, 

I Where he rw/? happy, who the leaf laments ? ’ Where much, much patience, the moft enay’d (late,. 
1 hfr& fme forgbeneis, needs, the bed of friends.! 

»*. Foii , 
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For friend, or happy life, who looks not higher. 
Of neither (hall he Hnd the (hadow here. 

The world’s fvvorn advocate, without a fee, L0RENZO fmartly, with a fmile, replies : “ Thus far thy fong is right ; and all muft own,. 
“ Virtue has her pecullar fet of pains.— 
“ And joys peculiar who to Vice denies ? “ If vice it is with Nature to comply ; “ If pride and fenfe are fo predominant, 
“ To check, not overcome them, makes a faint, 
“ Can Nature in a plainer voice proclaim 
“ Plea fur e and glory the chief good of man ?” Can pride and fenfuality rejoice ? From purity of thought all pleaftire fprings ; 
And, from an humble fpirit, all our peace. Ambition ! Pleafure •' let us talk of thefe : 
Of thefe, the porch and acabemy talk’d ; 
Of thefe, each following age had much to fay; 
Yet unesdiaufted, ftill, the needful theme. Who talks of thefe, to mankind all at once He talks ; for where the faint from either free ? 
Are thefe thy refuge I—No ; thefe ru(h upon thee ; Thy vitals feize, and, vulture-\\ke, devour : 
I’ll try if I can pluck thee from thy rock, Prometheus ! from this barren ball of earth : 
If Reafon czn unchain thee, thou art free. 

And, firft, thy Caucafus, Ambition I calls ; Mountainiof torments! eminence of woes ! 
Of courted woes! and courted through-milfake ! 
’Tis not ambition charms thee ; ’tis a cheat Will make thee ftart, as H at his Moor. Hoft grafp at greatnefs ? Firft, know what it is. Thinkft thou thy greatnefs in difinclion lies ?- 
Not in the feather, wave it e’er fo high, 
By Fortune ftuck, to mark us from the throng, Is glory lodg’d : ’tis lodg’d in the reverfe ; In that which joins, in that which equals all, The monarch, and his (lave ;—“ A deathlefs foul,, “ Unbounded profpeft, and immortal kin, ^ “ A father Ok>d, and brothers in the fkies j” 
Elder, infieed, in time; bulJefs remote 
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In excellence, perhaps, than thought by man : 
Why greater what can fall, than what can rife ? If ftill delirious, now, Lorenzo! go; 
And with thy full-blown brothers of the world. Throw fcorn around thee ; call it on thy flaves ; Thy flaves, and equals : how fcorn call on them 
Rebounds on thee! If man is mean, as man, , Art thou a god? If Fortune makes him fo, 
Beware the confequence : a maxim that, Which draws a monftreus pidlure of mankind,, Where, in the drapery, the man is loft ; Externals fiutt’ring, and the foul forgot, i Thy greateft glory, when difpos’d to boaft, I Boaft that aloud, in which thy fervajits (hare. 

' We wifely ftrip the feed we mean to buy : 
Judge we, in their caparifbns, of men? jilt nought avails thee, where, but what thou art; All the.d.iftiuclions of this little, life Are quite cutaneous, foreign to the man. £creep. When, through Death’s ftreights, Earth's fubtile ferpents 
Which wriggle into wealth, or qlimb renown, As crooked Satan the forbidden tree. They leave their party-colour’d robe behind. 
All that now glitters, while they rear aloft Their brazen crefts, and hifs at us below. Of Fortune’s fucus ftrip them, yet alive ; 
Strip them of body, too ; nay, clofer ftiil, Away with all, but moral, in their minds ; 
And let, what then remains, impofe their name, 
Pronounce them weak, or worthy ; great, or mean,. How mean-, that fnuff of glory Fortune lights, And .DeaM puts out! Doll thou demand a tell, A tell ^t' once infallible and fliort, 
Of real greatnefs ? That man greatly lives, Whate’er his fate or frame, who greatly dies ; 
High-flufh’d with hope, where heroes ihall defpair.. If this a true criterion, many courts, 
Illuftrious, might afford but few grandees. TV Almighty, from his throne, on earth furveys Nought greater, than an honeft,. humble heart; 

humble heart, His refidence ! pronounc'd f/;V'fecond feat; and rival to the-Ikies. <• The 
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The private path, the fecret afts of men. If noble, far the nobleft of our lives! How far above Lorenzo’s glory fits 
Th’ illuftrious mafter of a name unknown ; 
Whofe worth unrivall’d, and unwitnefs’d, loves Life’s facred fhades, where gods eonverfe with men ; 
K\\A Peace, beyond the World’s conception, fmiles ! As thou ! (now dark), before we part, fhall fee. But thy great foul this fculking glory fcorns. Lorenzo’s fick, but when Lorenzo’s feen ; 
And, when he ihrugs at publick bus’nefs, lies. 
Deny’d the publick eye, the publick voice. As if he liv’d on others’ breath, he dies. Fain would he make the world his pedeftal; Mankind the gazers ; the foie figure, he. 
Knows he, that mankind praife againft their will. 
And mix as much detraction as they can ? Knows he, that faithlefs Fame her whifper has, As well as trumpet ? that his vanity Is fo much tickled from not hearing all* 
Knows this all-knower, that from itch of praife. Or from an itch more fordid, when he fhines, Taking his country by five hundred ears, 
Senates at once admire him, and defpife. With modclt laughter lining loud applaufe, Which makes the fmile more mortal to his fame ? 
His fame, which (like the mighty CatsAR) crown’d With laurels, in full fenate, greatly falls, 
By feeming friends, that honour and deftroy. We rife in glory, as we fink in pride : Where boauing ends, there dignity begins : And yet, miftaken beyond all miftake, The blind Lorenzo’s proud—of being proud ; i 
And dreams himfelf afcending in his fall. An eminence, though fancy’d, turns the brain ; a 
All vice wants hellebore ; but, of all vice, Pride loudeft calls, and for the largeft bowl ; Becaufe, all other vice unlike, it flies. In fail, thcpoint in fancy moit purfu’d. Who cqurt applaufe, oblige the world in this i They gratify man’s paffion to refufe. 
Superlbr honour, when ajj'toti'd, is lojl} 

Ev’tt 
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Ev’n gdod men turn banditti, and rejoice, 
Like Kouli-Kan, in plunder of the proud. 

Though fomewhat difconcerted, fteady ftill 
To the World’s caufe, with half a face of joy, 
Lorenzo cries,—“ Be, then, Ambition caft ; 
“ Ambition’s dearer far Hands unimpeach’d, 
“ Gay Plea fur e! Proud Ambition is her flave; For her, he foars 2X great, and hazards ill; “ For her, he fights, ^nd bleeds, or oytreomes ; 
“ And paves his way, with crowns, to reach her fmile ! “ Who can refift her charms ^’-^-Or, ? Lorenzo! 
What mortal lhall fefift, where angels yield ? Pleafure's the miltrefs of aetherea! pow’rs ; I For her contend the rival gods above } 1 Pleafttre’s the miftrefs of the world below. . And well it is for man, that Pleafure charms. How would all ftagnate, but for Phafure'i ray l !Hmv would the frozen ftream of aftion ceafe 1 
What is the pulfe of this fo bufy world ? The love of Pleafure: that, through ev’ry vein, 
Throws motion, warmth ; and (huts out death from Though various are the tempers of mankind, £life* 
Pleafure's gay family holds all in chains. Some moft affedl the black ; and fome, the fair • 
Some honeft pleafure court 5 and fome, obfeene. Pleafures obfceiie are various, as the throng 
Of paffions, that can err in human hearts; Miftake their objefts, or tranfgrefs their bounds. 
Think you there’s but one whoredom ? Whoredom, all, But when our licenfes delight. 
Doft doubt, Lorenzo ? Thou (halt doubt ho more, Thy father chides thy gallantries ; yet hugs An ugly, common harlot, in the dark; 
A rank adulterer-with others; And that hag, Vengeance, in a corner, charms. Hatred htr brothel'has, as well as Love, Where horrid-Epicures debauch in blood. Whate’er the motive, Pleafure is the mark : For her, the black aflaffin draws his fwojcj.; For her, dark ftatefmen trim their midniglitdapip, 
To which no fmgle facrifice may fall ; 
rot* her, the faint abltains ; the nsifer Hams; * The 
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The Stoick proud, for pleafure, pleafure fcorn’d ; For her, Affliction's daughters grief indulge, 
And find,’ or hope, a luxury in tears; 
For her, guilt, fliame, toil, danger, we defy, 
And, with an aim voluptuous, ru(h on death. Thus univerfal her defpotick power. 

And as her empire wide, her praife is juft. Patron of Pleafure ! doter on delight! 
I am thy rival ; Pleafure I profefs ; Pleafure the purpofe of my gloomy fong. 
Pleajhre is nought but Virtue’s gayer name ; 
I wrong her ftill, I rate her worth too low ; 
Virtue the root, and Pleafure is the flower ; And honeft Epicurus’ foes were fools. But this founds harfli, and gives the osoife offence 
If o’erftrain’d wifdom ftill retains the name. How knits Aujierity her cloudy brow, 
And blames, as bold and hazardous, the praife 
Ql Pleafure, to mankind, unprais'd, too dear ! 
Ye modern Stoicks! hear my foft reply ; Their fenfes men w/V/triift : we can’t impofe; 
Or, if we could, is impofttion right ? Own honey fweet ; but, owning, add this fling ; “ When mix’d with poifon, it is deadly too.” 
Truth never was indebted to a lie. 
Is nought but Virtue to be prais’d, as good ? 
Why then is health preferr’d before difeafe t What Nature loves, // 'good without our leave ; 
And, where no future drawback cries, “ Beware f Pleafuref though not from virtue, fcould prevail. 
’Tis balm to life, and gratitude to Heav’n : How cold our thanks for bounties unenjoy’d ! 
The Love of Pleafure is man’s eldeft born. Born in his cradle, living to his tomb; Wifdom,' htr younger After, though more grave. 
Was meant to niinifler, and not to mar, Imperial Pleafure, queen of human hearts. Lorenzo 1 thou, her Majefty’s renown’d, Though uncoift, counfel,, learned in the world! 
Who think’ft thyfelf a Murray, with difdain May’ll look on me. Yet, my Demosthenes ! ' ' 
Canft thou plead Pleafure'$ caufe as well as I ? 

Know’ll 
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! Know’ft thou her nature, pur fife, parentage ? 
! Attend my foiig, and thou (halt know them all; | And know thyfelf; and know thyfelf to be (Strange truth!) the mod abftemious man alive. I Tell not Calista ; (he will laugh thee dead ; : Or fend thee to her hermitage with L  ! Abfurd prefumption ! thou, who never knew’fl: s A ferious thought! (halt thou dare dream of joy ! ' No man e’er found a happy life by chance, [ Or yawn’d it into being, with a wi(h ; I Or, with the fnout of grov’ling Appetite, I E’er fmelt it out, and grubb’d it from the dirt. :i An art it is, and muft be learn’d ; and learn’d t With unremitting effort, or be loft ; ? And leaves us perfect blockheads, in our blifs. 
I The clouds may drop down titles and eftates ; 

Wealth may feek us : but Wifdoin muft be fought; Sought before all; but (how unlike all elfe We feek on earth 1) ’tis never fought in vain. Firft, Pleafure'i birth, rife, ftrength, and grandeur Brought forth by Wifdom, nurs’d by Difcipline, Cfee: 
i: By Patience taught, by Perfeverance crown d, li! She rears her head majeftick ; round her throne, 

Erefted in the bofom of the juft, Each Virtue, lifted, forms her manly guard. •' For what are Virtues? (formidable name !) What, but the fountain, or defence, of joy ? 
I Why, then, commanded ? need mankind commands, / At once to merit, and to make their blifs ?  i Great legiflator ! fcarce fo great, as kind! Ilf men are rational, and love delight, 1' Thy gracious law but flatters human choice : n In the tranfgreflion lies the penalty ; !. And they the moft indulge, who moft obey. 

Of Pleafure, next, the final caufe explore j ij Its mighty purpofe, its important end. Not to turn human brutal, but to build Divine on human, Pleafure came from heav’n. i In aid to Reafon was the goddefs fent, JTo call up all its ftrength by fuch a charm. 
Pleafure, firft, fuccours Virtue; in return, 

| Virtue gives Pleifure an eternal reign. 
? What 
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What, but the pleafure of food, friendfhip, faith, Supports life nafral, civil, and divine ? 
’Tis from the pleafure of repaft, we live ; .’Tis frotn the pleafure of applaufe, we pleafc ; 
’Tis from the pleafure of belief, we pray } 
(All pray’r would ceafe, if unbeliev’d the prize): It ferves ourfelves, our fpecies, and our God ; 
And to ferve more, is paft the fphere of man. Glide, then, for ever, Pleafure’s facred ftream ! Through Eden as Euphrates ran, it runs, 
And fofters ev’ry growth of happy life ; Makes a new Eden where it flows ;—but fuch 
As muji be loft, Lo&emzo ! by thy fall. “ What mean I by thy fall■,,—Thou’lt ftiortly fee/ 
While Pleafure’s nature is at large difplay’d ; Already fung her origin, and ends. 
Thofe glorious ends, by kind, or by degree. When Pleafure violates, ’tis then a vice, 
And vengeance'too ; it haftens into pain. From due refrelhment, life, health, reafon, joy ; 
From wild excefs, pain, grief, diftra&ion, death ; Heav’n’s juftice this proclaims, and that her love. 
What greater evil can I wifti my foe, Than his full draught of pleafure, from a calls Unbroach’d by juft authority, ungaug’d 
By Temperance, by Reafon unrefin’d ? 
A thoufand doemons lurk within the lee. Heav’n, others, and ourfelves ! uninjur’d thefe. 
Drink deep ; the deeper, then, the more divine : 
Angels are angels from indulgence there; ’Tis unrepenting pleafure makes a gad. Doll think thyfelf a god from other joys ? 
A vi&im rather ! Ihortly fure to bleed. 
The wrong mufi mourn : can HeavVs appointments Can man outwit Omnipotence ? ftrike out [Tail ? A felf-wrought happinefs unmeant by Him Who made us, and the world we would enjoy ? Who forms an inftrurftent, ordains from whence Its difibnance, or harmox^j, lhall rife. Heav’n bid the foul this mortal frame infpire ; 
Bid Virtue’s ray divine infpire the foul. 
With unprecarious flows of vital joy ; And} 
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And, without breathing, man as well might hope For life, as, without piety, for peace. 

“ Is Virtue, then, and Piety the fame?” No ; Piety is no more ; ’tis Virtue’s fource ; 
Mother of ev’ry worth, as that of joy. , Men of the •world this do&rine ill digell: 
They fmile at Piety ; yet boaft aloud i Good •will to men ; nor know, they llrive to part 
What Nature joins ; and thus confute themfelves. r With Piety begins all good on earth } 

' ’Tis the firft-botn of rationality. 
I Confcience, her firft law broken, wounded lies ; l Enfeebled, lifelefs, impotent to good ; k A feign’d affe&ion bounds her utmoft pow’r. 
5 Some we can’t love, but for th* Almighty’s fake f. 1 A foe to God was ne’er true friend to man ; i Some liniiler intent taints all he does ; k And, in his kindelt adions, he’s unkind. On piety, humanity is built; 
k And, on humanity, much happinefs ; k And yet ftill more on piety itfelf. St A foul in commerce with her God, is heav’n * [ Feels not the tumults and the fhocks of life, The whirls of paflions, and the ftrokes of heart., k A Deity believ’d, is joy begun ; A Deity ador’d, is joy advanc’d ; A Deity belov’d, is joy matur’d. L Each branch of Piety delight infpires : 
kj Faith builds a bridge from this world to the nexf, > O’er death’s dark gulf, and all its horror hides; Praife, the fweet exhalation of^ur joy, That joy exalts,, and makes it fweeter ftiil; k Pray’r ardent opens heav’n, lets down a ftream- ) Of glory ofl the confecrated hour Of man, in audience with the Deity. Who worfhips the great God, that inftant joins The firft in heav’n, and fets his foot on hell.. Lorenzo ! ’tvhen waft thou at church beforei Thou think’ft the fervice long : but is it juft ? 

Though juft, unwelcome : 4hou hadft rather treatT Unhallow’d ground ; the Mufe, to win thine ear, 
Muft take an air lefe folemn. She complies. 

P In Gooi 
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Good Confcience / at the found the •world retires : Verfe difaffefls it, and Lorenzo fmiles : 
Yet has (he her feraglio full of charms ; And fuch as age (hall heighten, not impair. Art thou deje&ed ? is thy mind o’ercaft ? 
Amid her fair ones, thou the faireft choofe. 
To chace thy gloom—“ Go, fix fome weighty truth f ** Chain down fome paflion ; do fome gen’rous good; “ Teach Ignorance to fee, or Grief to fmile ; 
“ Correft iU) Jr tend \ befriend thy greafeftyitf > *• Or, with warm heart, and confidence divine, *< Spring up, and lay ftrong hold on Him who made 
Thy gloom is fcatter'd, fprightly fpiritt flow; [thee.”— Though withered is thy vine, and harp unftrung. 

Doft call the bowl, the viol, and the dance, Loud mirth, mad laughter ? Wretched comforters-! Phyficians ! more than half of thy difeafe. 
Laughter^ though never cenfur’d yet as fin, (Pardon a thought that only feems fevere), 
Ts half immoral. Is it much indulg’d \ 
By venting fpleen, or diffipating thought. It (hows a /corner, or it makes a fool •, And fins, as hurting others, or ourfelves. ’Tis gride, or einptincfs, applies the draw, That tickles little minds to mirth effufe} Of grief as impotent, portentous fign ! 
The houfe of laughter makes a houfe of wo. A man triumphant is a monftrous fight; A man dejelied is a fight as mean. 
What caufe for triumph, where fuch ills abound ? What for dejeflion, where prefides a pow’r. Who call’d us into being to be blefs’d ? So grieve, as confcious grief may rife to jby ; So joy, as confcipus grief to joy may fall. Mod true, a wife man never will be fad; 
But neither will fonorous, bubbling mirth, A (hallow ftream of happinefs betray : Too happy to be fportive, he’s ferene. Yet wouldd thou laugh, (but at thy own expence J, This counfel drange (houldtl prefume to give— 
** Retfre, and read thy Bible, to be gay.” There truths, abound of fov’reisn aid to peace : Ah * 
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Ah ! d# not prize them lefs, becaufe infpir’d, As thou, and thine, art apt and proud to do. If not infpir’d, that pregnant page had flood, 
'Time’s treafure ! and the wonder of the wife ! Thou think’ft, perhaps, thy foul alone at flake ; Alas !—(hould men miftake thee for a fool; 
What man of tafte for genius, wifdom, truth, Though tender of thy fame, could interpofe ? 
Believe me, Senfe, here, a&s a double part, And the true critick is a Cbrijlian too. But thefe, thou think’ft, are gloomy paths to joy.-^ Tr«<? joy in funlhine ne’er was found at firft ; They, firft, themfelves offend, who greatly pleafe j And travel only gives us found repofe. Heav’n fells all pleafure ; effort is the price : The joys of conqueft, are the joys of man ; A nd Glory the victorious laurel fpreads 
O’er Pleafure's pure, perpetual, placid ftream. 

There is a time, when toil muft be preferr’d. Or joy, by mif-tim’d fondnefs, is undone. A man of pleafure is a man of pains. 
Thou wilt not take the trouble to be blefs’d. Falfe joys, indeed, are born from want of thought j; From Thought’s full bent, and energy, the true} 
And that demands a mind in equal poize. 
Remote from gloomy grief, and glaring joy. Much joy not only fpeaks fmall happinefs. But happinefs that fhortly muft expire. Can joy, unbottom’d in reflection, ftand ? And, in a tempeft, can reflection live ?' Can joy, like thine, fecure itfelf an hour ? Can joy, like thine, meet accident unlhock’d ? Or ope the door to honeft poverty ? Or talk with threatening Death, and not turn palff? In fuch a world, and fuch a nature, thefe 
Are needful fundamentals of deHght : 
Thefe fundamentals give delight indeed\ Delight, pure, delicate, and durable ; Delight, unfhaken, mafculine, divine ; A conftant, and a found, bSt ferious joy- 

Is Joy the daughter of Severity ? It is —Yet far my doCtrine from fevere. 
Rejoice for ever it becomes a man : 

Eaaf&j* 
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Exalts, and fets him nearer to the gods. 
“ Rejoice for ever,” Nature cries, “ Rejoice And drinks to man, in her neftareons cup. Mix’d up of delicates for ev’ry fenfe ; 
To the great Founder of the bounteous feaft. Drinks glory, gratitude, eternal praife; 
And he that will not fledge her, is a churl, 
III firmly to fupport, good fully tafte. Is the whole fcience of felicity. 
Yet /faring fledge : her bowl is not the bed' 
Mankind can boaft. “ A rational r'epaft ; “ Exertion, vigilance, a mind in arms, “ A military difcipline of thought, f< To foil Temftation in the doubtful field ; 

And ever-waking ardour for the right” ’Tis thefe firll give, then guard, a chearful heart. Nought that is right, think little ; well aware, What Reafsn bids, God bids ; by-hij command How aggrandiz’d the fmalleft thing we do 1 Thus, nothing is infipid to the wife ; To thee, infipid all, but what is mad; 
Joys feafon’diiigh, and tailing ftrong of guilt. “ Mad! (thou reply’ll, with indignation fir’d) 
“ Of ancient fages proud to tread the Heps, 
*« I follow Nature."—Follow Nature dill, 
But look it be thine ovm. Is confcicnce, then. No part of Nature ? is Ihe not fufreme ? Thou regicide ! O raife her from the dead ! Then follow Nature ; and refemble God. When, fpite of Confcience, Pleafure is purlu’d, 
Man’s nature is unnaturally pleas’d : 
And what’s unnatural, is painful too At intervals, and mull difgult ev’n thee! The fa£i thou know’ll; but not, perhaps, the cat/e. Virtue's foundations with the world’s were laid ; Heav’n mix’d her with our make, and twilled clofe 
Her facred int’rells with the firings of life. Who breaks her awful mandate, Ihocks himfelf. 
His better felf. And is it greater pain, Our foul Ihould. murmur, or our duft repine ? And one, in their eternal war, mujl bleed. If one mujl fuffer, which Ihould leaft be fpar’d ? 
The pains of mind furpafs the pains of fenfe; 
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Aflc, then, the gout, what torment is in guilt. 
The joys of fenfe to mental joys are mean : I Senfe on the prefent only feeds; the fouh On pad and future forages for joy. 'Tis hers, by retrofpeft, through time to range ; 
And forward time’s great fequel to furvey. !• Could human courts take vengeance on the mind4, k Axes might ruft, and racks and gibbets fall: > Guard, then, thy mind, and leave the reft to Fattt- Lorenzo ! wilt thou never be a man ? f The man is dead, who for the body lives. Lur’d, by the beating of bis pulfe, to lift With ev’ry luft, that wars againft his peace l. And fets him quite at variance with himfelf. Thyfylf firft know, then love. A felf there is' Of virtue fond, that kindles at her charms. A^Tthere is, as fond of ev’ry vice, While ev’ry virtue wounds it to the heart; . Humility degrades it, JuJlice robs, :! Blefs’d Bounty beggars it, fair Truth betrays* 
And godlike Magnanimity deftroys. 
This felf, when rival to the former, fcorn When not in competition, kindly treat, Defend it, feed it.—But when Virtue bids,. Tofs it, or to the fowls, or to the flames. !And why ? ’Tis love of Pleajure bids thee bleed; Comply, or own Self-love extinci or blind. For what is Vice? Self-love in a millake; 
A poor blind merchant buying joys too dear. 1 And Virtue, what? ’Tis Self-love in her wits,. Quite (kilful in the market of delight. Self-love’s good fenfe is love of that dread pow’r, 

1 From whom herfelf, and all Ihe can enjoy. ) Other felf-love is but difguis’d felf-hate ; <5 More mortal than the malice of our foes ; - A felf-hate, now, fcarce felt ; then felt full fore* ) When being, curs’d ; extin&ion, loud implor’d ; \ And ev’ry thing preferr’d to what we are. Yet this felf-love Lorenzo makes his choice ; ! And, in this choice triumphant, boafts of joy. How is his want of happtnefs betray’d, 
By difaffedtion to the prefent hour 1 1 Imagination wanders far afield : 
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The future pleafes : why ? The prefent pains.— “ But that’s a fecret”—-Yes, which all men know j. 
And know from thee, difcover’d unawares. Thy ceafelefs agitation, reftlefs roll From cheat to cheat, impatient of a paufe } 
What is it ?—’Tis the cradle of the'foul, From Inftintt fent, to rock her in difeafe, Which her phyfician, Reafori, will not cure. 
A poor expedient! yet thy beft ; and while It mitigates thy pain, it owns it too. ! Such are Lorenzo’s wretched remedies ! 
The weak have remedies ; the wife have joys. Superior wifdom is fuperior blifs. 
And what fure mark diftinguilhes the wife ? Copfiftent wifdom ever wills the fame ; Thy fickle wi(h is ever on the wing. Sick of herfelf, is Folly’s chara&er ; 
As TVifdomy& is, a modeft felf-applaufe. 
A change of evils is thy good fupreme • Nor, but in motion, canft thou find thy reft. Man’s gfeateft ftrcngth is (hewn in Handing ftilL 
The firft fure fymptom of a mind in health, Is reft of heart, and plea fure felt at home. Falfe Pleafure from abroad her joys imports ; Rich from within, and felf-fuftain’d, the true. The true is fix’d, and fobd as a rock; 
Slipp’ry the falfet and tofling as the wave. 
'TbtSi a wild wanderer on earth, like Cain ; That, like the fabled, felf-enamour’d boy. Home-contemplation her fupreme delight 'r She dreads an interruption from Without, Smit with her own condition ; and the more Intenfe fhe gazes, ftill it charms the more. No man is happy, till he thinks-, on earth •There breathes not a more happy than himfelf: Then envy dies, and love o’eiflows on a)]; 
And love o’erflowing makes an angef here ; Such angels all, intitled to- repofe On him who governs fate. Though tempeft frowns, ■ Though nature /hakes, how foft to lean on Heav’n t r 
To lean on Him, on whom archangels'lean 1 With inward eyes, and filent as the grave. 
They Hand calle&ing ev’ry beam of thought. 
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Till their hearts kindle with divine delight; ' For all their thoughts, like angels feen of old In Ifrael's dream, come from and go to heav’n: 
Hence, are they ftudious of fequeiler’d fcenes ; 

\ While noife and diffipation comfort thee. Were all men happy, revel lings would ceafe, 
J That opiate for inquietude within. ’ Lorenzo! never man was truly blefs’d, 
! But it compos’d, and gave him fuch a call,. ! As Folly might miftake for want of joy 5 A caft, unlike the triumph of the proud 1 A modeft afpeft, and a fmile at heart. I O’ for a joy from thy Philander’s fpring !' A fpring perennial, rifing in the breaft, !! And permanent, as pure ! no turbid flream " Of rapt’rous exultation- fwelling high ; i Which, like land-floods, impetuous pour a while* I Then fink at once, and leave us in the mire, i What does the man, who tranfient joy prefers ? ' What, but prefer the bubbles to the ftr-eam ? Vain are all fudden fallies of delight} Convulfions of a weak, diftemper’d joy. I Joy’s a fix’d ftate ; a tenour, not a ftart. Blifs there is none, but unprecarious blifs: That is the gem ; fell all, and purchafe that. Why go a-begging to contingencies. Not gain’d with eafe, nor fafely lov’d, if gain’d ? 

At good fortuitous, draw back, and paufe ; Sufpeft it; what thou cartfl enfure, enjoy ; And nought but what thou giv.’ft tbyfelf, is fure. Reafon perpetuates joy that reafon gives, IAnd makes it as immortal as herfelf: To mortals, nought immortal, but their worth. Worth, confcious worth ! ffyovAA abfoluteiy reign y 
And other joys afk leave for their approach ; Nor, unexamin’d, ever leave obtain. Thou art all anarchy ; a mob of joys 1 Wage war, and perifh in inteftine broils ; i Not the leaft promifc of internal peace! i No bofom-comfort! or unborrow’d blifs ! Thy thoughts are vagabonds; all outward-bound, [fure r 

! ’Mid fands, and rocks, and ftornas, to cruife for Plea^ If 
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If gain’d, dear bought; and better mifs’d than gain’d. 
Much pain muft expiate, what much pain procur’d. 
Fancy, and Senfe, from an infected ftiore, Thy cargo bring ; and pellilence, the prize i 
Then, fuch thy third, (infatiable third! 
By fond indulgence but inflam’d the more). Fancy dill cruifes, when poor Senfe is tir’d. 

Imagination is the Paphian (hop. Where feeble happinefs, like Vulcan, lame, Bids foul ideas, in their dark reccfs. 
And hot as-bell, (which kindled the black fires), With wanton art, thofe fatal arrows form, 
Which murder all thy time, health, wealth, and fame- Wouldd thou receive them, other thoughts there are. On angel-wing, defcending from above, Which thefe with art divine, would counterwork. 
And form celedial armour for thy peace. In this is feen Imagination’s guilt ; 
But who can count her follies? She betrays thee, To think in grandeur there is fomething great. 
For works of curious art and ancient fame, Thy genius hungers, elegantly pain’d 
And foreign climes mud cater for thy tafte. Hence, what difader !—Though the price was paid. That perfecuting pried, the 'Turk of Rom?, 
Whofe foot, (ye gods !), though cloven, mud be kifs’d. Detain’d thy dinner on the Lalian fliore ; (Such is the fate of honed Protedants !) And poor Magnificence is flarv’d to death. Hence, jud refentment, indignation, ire 1—— Be pacify’d if out-ward things are great, 
’Tis magnaminity great things to fcorn ; Pompous expcnces, and parades augud, And courts ; that infalubrious foil to peace. 
True happinefs ne’er enter’d at an eye ; True happinefs refides in things unfeen. No fmiles of Fortune ever blels’d the bad. Nor can her frowns rob Innocence, of joys ; That jewel wanting, triple crowns are poor: So tell his Holinsfs, and be reveng’d. 

Pleafure, we both agree,, is man’s chief good j 0 :r only ccnteft, what deferves the name. 
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Give Pleafurc‘% name to nought, but what has pafs’d Th’ authentick feal of Reafon, (which, like Yor«e, t Demurs on what it pafles), and defies 
The tooth of Time ; when pall-, a pleafure ftill; 1 Dearer on trial, lovelier for its age, 

. And doubly to be priz’d, as it promotes Our future, while it forms our prefent joy. Some joys the future overcafl.; and fofne Throw all their beams that way, and gild the tomb. ■ Some joys endear eternity } fome give Abhorr’d Annihilation dreadful charms. 
I Are rival joys contending for thy choice ? / Confult thy whole exiftence, and be fafe { That oracle will put all doubt to flight. Short is the leflbn, though my lefture long, i Be good—and let Heav’n anfwer for the reft. Yet, with a ftgh o’er all mankind, I grant, 
|Jln this our day of proof, our land of hope, ''.The good man has his clouds that intervene ; 
UClouds, that ohfeure his fublunary day, E But never conqtter. Ev’n the bejl mutt own, 
’'Patience, anti Rejignation, are the pillars 
(Of human peace on earth. The pillars, thefej 1 iBut thofe of Seth not more remote from thee, 
|Till thit heroick leflbn thou haft learn’d } iTo frown at Pleafure, and to fmile in pain* i’ Fir’d at the profpeft of unclouded blifs, j Heav’n in reverfion, like the fun as yet 
a Beneath th’ horizon, cheers us in this world ; I It Iheds, on fouls fufceptible of light. 
The glorious dawn of our eternal day. “ This {fays LorEnzo) is a fair harangue : But can harangues blow back ftrong Nature’s ftreatn, «» Or ftem the tide Heav’n pufties through our veins, 

l*‘ Which'fweeps away man’s impotent refolves, 
“ And lay his labour level with the world?” Themfelves men make their comment on mankind* 
And think nought.//, but what they find at home : Thus, weaknefs to chimera turns the truth. I Nothing romantick has the mufe preferib’d. 
* Above, Lorenzo faw the man of earth, The 

In a former Night. 
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The mortal man; and wretched was the fight. To balance that, to comfort, and exalt. Now fee the man immortal* him, I mean, 
Who lives as fuch ; whofe heart, full-bent on heav’n, Leans all that way, his bias to the ftars. 
The world's dark (hades, in contrail fet, (hall raife His luftre more ; though bright, without a foil: Obferve his awful portrait, and admire j 
Nor 'flop at wonder $ imitate, and lire. Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw. What nothing lefs than angel can exceed, A man on earth devoted to the (kies. Like (hips in feas, while in, above the world. 

With afpeft mild, and elevated eye, Behold him feated on a mount ferene, 
Above the fogs of fenfe, and pa flan’s dorm ; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life. Like harmlefs thunders, breaking at his feet, Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine fons, the fceptred, and the Have, 
A mingled mob 1 a wand’ring herd ! he fees Bewilder’d in the vale ; in all unlike ! 
His full reverfe in all • What higher praife ? What ftronger demonftration of the right ? The prefent all their care : the future, his. When publiok welfare calls, or private want, 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varnifh Nature ; his exalt. Mankind’^ efteem they court; and he, his owh. 
Theirs, the wild chace of falfe felicities $ His, the compos’d poffefiion of the true. Alike throughout is his confident peace, 
All of one colour, and an even thread ; While party-colour’d (hreds of happinefs, With hideous gaps between, patch up for them 
A madman’s robe ; each puff of Fortune blows The tatters by, and ihows their nakednefs. He fees with other eyes than theirs : where they Behold a fun, he fpies a Deity ; 
What makes thetn only fmile, makes him adore. Where they fee mountains, he but atosns fees ; 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. Thy 
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'They things terreftrial worfliip, as divine ; His hopes immortal blow them by, as dull, That dims his fight, and Ihortens his furvey, Which longs, in infinite, to lofe all bound. Titles and honours -(if they prove his fate) 
He lays afide, to find his dignity ; No dignity they find in aught befides. They triumph in externals, (which conceal Man’s real glory), proud of an eclipfe. 
Himfelf too much he prizes to be proud, And nothing thinks fo great in man, as man. Too dear he holds his int’reft, to negledt Another’s welfare, or his right invade; Their int’reft, like a lion, lives on prey. They kindle at the fliadow of a wrong ; Wrong he fuftains with temper, looks on heav’n. 
Nor ftoops to think his injurer his foe ; Nought, but what wounds his virtue, wounds his peace. 
A cover’d heart their charafter defends ; A cover’d heart depies him half his praife. 
With nakednefs his innocence agrees ; 
While their broad foliage teftifies their fall. Their no-joys end, where his full feaft begins ; His joys create, theirs murder, future blifs. 
To triumph in exiftence, his alone ; And alone, triumphantly to think His true exiftence is not yet begun. 
His glorious courfe was, yefterday, complete ; Death, then, was welcome ; yet life ftill is fwect. 

But nothing charms Lorenzo, like the firm, Undaunted breaft—And whofe is that high praife ? They yield to pleafure, though they danger brave, And Ihow no fortitude, hut in the field ; If there they ftiow it, ’tis for glory (hown j Nor will that cordial always man their hearts. A cordial his fuftains, that cannot fail ; By pleafure unfubdu’d, unbroke by pain, He fhares in that Omnipotence he trufts ; All-bearing, all-attempting, till he falls ; And when he falls, writes vici on his ftiield. 
Frflm magnanimity, all fear above j 
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From nobler recompenfe, above applaufe; Which owes to man’s Jbort out-look all its charms. 

Backward to credit what he never felt, Lorenzo cries,—4t Where (hines this miracle?’* 
From what root rifes this immortal man f 
A root that grows not in Lorenzo’s ground; The root difledt, nor wonder at the flower. 

He follows Nature (not like * thee), and (hows us An uninverted fyftem of a man. 
His Appetite wears Rea/on's golden chain. And finds, in due refiraint, its luxury. 
His PaJflont like an eagle well-reclaim’d, Is taught to fiy at nought but infinite. Patient his Hopei unanxious is his Care, 
His Caution fearlefs, and his Grief (\i grief The gods ordain) a ftranger to defpair. 
And why ?—Becaufe affe&ion, more than meet. 
His wifdom leaves not difengag’d from Hcav’n, Thofe fecondary goods that fmile on earth. 
He, loving in proportion, loves in peace. 
They mod the world enjoy, who lead admire. His underjlanding ’fcapes the common cloud 
Of fumes, arifing from a boiling bread. His head is clear, becaufe his heart is cool. 
By worldly competitions uninflam’d. The mod’rate movements of his foul admit Didindf ideas, and matur’d debate, An eye impartial, and an even fcale 5 Whence judgment found, and unrepenting choice. 
Thus, in a double fenfe, the good are wife ; On its own dunghill, wifer than the world. 
What, then, the world ? It muji be doubly weak ; Strange truth ! as foon would they believe their creed, i 

Yet thus it //; nor otherwife can be; So far from aught romantick, what I fing. 
Blifs has no being, Virtue has no drength, 
But from the profpeft of immortal life. Who think earth all, or (what weighs jud the fame) : Who care no farther, mujl prize what it yields ; Fond of its fancies, proud of its parades. 
Who thinks earth nothing, can’t its charms admire ; 

See page 174. line »s. 
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He can’t a foe, though mod malignant, hate, Becaufe that hate would prove his greater foe. 
’Tis hard for them (yet who fo loudly boaft Good-will to men ?) to love their deareft friend ; For may not he invade their good fupreme. 
Where the lead jealoufy turns love to gall ? 
All fhines to them, that for a feafon (hines. Each aft, each thought, he quedions, “ What its weight* “ Its colour what, a thoufand ages hence 
And what it there appears, he deems it asmi. Hence, pure are the recedes of his foul. [ The God-like man has nothing to conceal. 1 His virtue, conditutionally deep, I Has Habit's firmnefs, and Affection's flame ; 

\ Angels, ally’d, defcend to feed the fire ; i And Death, which others flays, makes him a god. And now, Lorenzo ! bigot of this world ! j| Wont to difdain poor bigots caught by heav’n ! r:,l| Stand by thy /corn, and be reduc’d to nought : 
I For what art thou ?—Thou header ! while thy glare* 
t Thy gaudy grandeur, and mere worldly worth, ij Like a broad mid, at didance, drikes us mod ^ \ And, like a mid, is nothing when at hand : \ Hit merit, like a mountain, on approach, $ Swells more, and rifes nearer to the, Ikies, if By promife, now, and, by pofleflion,ySa;;, (Too foon, too much, it cannot be) his own. 

From this thy jud annihilation rife, I Lorenro ! rife to fomething, by reply. T The world, thy client, lidens, and expedls; 
h And longs to crown thee with immortal praifes. 3 Cand thou be fllent ? No ; for Wit is thine ; And Wit talks mojl, when leajl (he has to fay, ft And Reafon interrupts not her career. She’ll fay — That miftt above the mountains rife; And, with a thoufand pleafantries, amufe ; (J She’ll fparkle, puzzle, flutter, raife a dud, 
ft And fly conviftion, in the dud (he rais’d. Wit, how delicious to man’s dainty tafle ! 
j ’Tis precious, a^the vehicle of Senfe; 9 But, as its fubditute, a dire difeafe. I fcrnicious talent 1 flatter'd by the world. 
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By the blind world, which thinks the talent rare. Wifdom is rare, Lorenzo! Wit abounds ; 
PaJJion can give it; fometimes 'wine infpires 
The lucky flafli; and madnefs rarely fails. Whatever caufe the fpirit llrongly ftirs. 
Confers the bays, and rivals thy renown : 
For thy renown, ’twere well, was this the worft ; Chance often hits.it ; and, to pique thee more, 
See Dulne/j, blund’ring on vivacities. Shakes her fage head at the calamity, Which has expos’d, and let her down to thee. 
But Wifdom, awful Wifdom! which infpe&s, Difcerns, compares, weighs, feparates, infers, 
Seizes the right, and holds it to the laft; 
Flow rare ! In fenates, fynods, fought in vain j. Or, if there found, ’tis facred to the fe<w ; While a lewd proftitute to multitudes, { Frequent,' as fatal, Wit. In civil life, Wit makes an.enterprifer ; Senfe, a man. Wit hates authority ; commotion loves, 
And thinks herfelf the lightning of the ftorm. In fates, ’tis dang’rous ; in religion, death : Shall Wit turn Chriftian, when the dull believe ? Senfe is our helmet. Wit is but the plume ; The plume expofes,..’tis our helmet faves. Senfe is the di’mond, weighty, foil'd, found ; When cut by Wit, it cafts a brighter beam j 
Yet, Wit apart, it is a di’mond Itill. Wit, widow’d of Good-Senfe, is worfe than nought j 
It hoifts more fail to run againft a rock. Thus, a F^^Chesterfield is quite a fool; 
Whom dull fools fcorn, and blefs their want of wit. Flow ruinous the rock I warn thee Ihun, 
Where Sirens fit, to fing thee to thy fate! 
A joy, in which our reafon bears no part. Is but sufdrro'w tickling, ere it flings. Let not the cooiugs of the World Mure, thee ; Which of her lovers ever found her true ? Happy ! of this bad world who little know ! — And yet, we much muft know her, to he fife. To knonu the world, not love her, is thy point: 
She gives but little, nor khat little, long. 

1 

There?-1 



There is,,I grant, a triumph of the pulfe ; 
A dance of fpirits, a mere froth of joy, 
Our thoughtlefs agitation's idle child, That mantles high, that fparkles, and expiresj Leaving the foul more vapid than before ; 
An animal ovation ! fuch as holds No commerce with oar reafon* but fubfifts ) On juices, through the well-ton’d tubes, well-itrain’drj. 

i A nice machine! fcarce ever tun’d aright: i And when it jars—thy Sirens fing no more, [ Thy dance is done ; the demi-god is thrown 
(Short apotheofis !) beneath the man, I In coward gloom immers’d,.or fell defpair. Art thou yet dull enough defpair to dread, I And ftartle at deftrudtion ? If thou art, 

“i Accept a buckler, take it to the field ; r (A field of battle is this mortal life!) When danger threatens, lay it on thy heart ; 
fj A fingle fentencc proof againft the nxiorld. | “ Soul, body, fortune ! ev'ry good pertains I 4* To one of thefe; but prize not all alike ; | ** The goods of fortune to thy body’s health, “ Body to foul, and foul fubmit to God.” 

Wouldil thou build lafting happinefs ? do this ; Th’ inverted pyramid can never Hand. 
Is this truth doubtful ? It outlhines the fun ; Nay, the fun (hines not, but to Ihow us this, 

I The fingle lelfon of mankind on earth. And yet—Yet, what ? No news ! mankind is mad j Such mighty numbers lift againft the right, (And what can’t numbers, when bewitch’d, achieve?)’,-, 
They talk themfelvesTo fomething like belief, That all earth’s joys are theirs : as Athen'% fool Grinn’d from the port, on ev’ry fail his own; They grin ; but wherefore ? and how long the laugh Half ignorance, their mirth ; and half, a Tie : To cheat the world, and cheat themfelves, they foaile.. 
sHard either talk ! The moft abandon’d own, That others, if abandon’d, are undone : Theni for themfelves, the moment Reafon wakes, 
(And Providence denies it long repofe), O bow laborious is their gaiety ! They 



They fcarce can fwallow their ebullient fpleen. 
Scarce mufter patience to fiipport the farce. And pump fad laughter, till the curtain falls. 
Scarce, did I fay ? Some cannot fit it out; Oft their own daring hands the curtain draw, 
And fhow us ivhat their joy, by their defpair. 

The clotted hair ! gor’d breaft ! blafpheming eye i Its impious fury ftill alive in death !— 
Shut, fltut the fhocking fcene.—But Heav’n denies- A cover to fuch guilt; and fo fhould man. 
i-ook round, Lorenzo! fee the reeking blade J. 
Th’ invenom’d phial, and the fatal ball; 
The ftrangling cord, and fuffocating ftream; 
The loathfome rottennefs, and foul decays From raging riot (flower fuicides !) ; 
And pride in thefe, more execrable ftill! How horrid all to thought !—but horrors, thefe* 
That vouch the truth, and aid my feeble fong. From vice-, fenfe, fancy, no man can be blefs’d Blifs is too great, to lodge within an hour : When an immortal being aims at blifs, Duration is effential to the name. 
O for a joy from Reafon J joy from that, Which makes man man ; and, exercis’d aright. 
Will make him more: A bounteous joy ! that gives* And promifes ; that weaves, with art divine, The richeft profpeft into prefent peace : 
A joy ambitious ! joy in common held With thrones ethereal, and their greater far: 
A joy high privileg’d from chance, time, death-! A joy, which death fhall double! judgment, crown! Crown’d higher, and ftill higher, at each ftage. Through blefs’d Eternity’s long day; yet ftill, 
Not more remote irom forro'w, than from Him, Whofe lavifh hand, whole lave ftupendous, pours. So much of Deity on guilty dull. 
There, O my Lucia ! may I meet thee there. Where not thy prefence can improve my blifs ! Affects not this the fages of the world ? 
Can nought affefi them, but what fools them too ? Eternity, depending on an hour. Makes ferious thought man’s wifdons, joy, and praife. 
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Nor need you blufh (though fometimes your defign* May ftiun the light) at your defigns on Heav’n ; Sole point! where over-bajhfui is your blame. 
Are you not •wife ?—You know you are : yet hear 
One truth, amid your num’rous fchemes, miflaid, Or overlook’d, or thrown afide, if feen ; “ Our fchemes to plan by tbii world, or the next,, 

j “ Is the foie diff’rence between wife and fool.”. 
\ All •worthy men will weigh you in this fcale ; f What wonder, then, if they pronounce you Sight P S.i Is their efteem alone not worth your care ? 
a] Accept my Ample fcheme of common fenfe ; L Thus, fave your fame, and make t'wo worlds your own»- The world replies notbut the wot\&pefefes } llJ And puts the caufe off to the longdb day, !jj Planning evafions for the day of doom. <51 So far, at that rehearing, from redrefs, ll They then turn •witnejjes againft themfelves. % Hear that, Lorenzo! nor be wife to-morrow.- 
I Halle, haile! a man, by nature, is in hafte ; For who {hall anfwer for another hour ?. 
r’ 'Tis highly prudent, to make one (ure friend ; ft! And that thou canft not do this fide the Ikies* I Ye fons of earth ! (nor •willing to be more !) 
8 Since verfe you think from prieftcraft fomewhat free, tl Thus, in an age fo gay, the Mufe plain truths ] (Truths which at church you might have heard in profe) Has ventur’d into light; well-pleas’d the verfe 18 Should be forgot, if you the truths retain ; i| And crown her with your welfare, not your praife. « But pra fe (he need not fear I fee my fate ; t, And headlong leap, like Curtius, down the gulf. Since many an ample volume, mighty tome, h Mull die } and die unwept ; O thou minute, G Devoted page! go forth among thy foes; * Go, nobly proud of martyrdom for truth* it And die a double death. Mankind, incens’d, ( Denies thee long to live : nor fhalt thou reft, ) When thou art dead ; in Stygian lhades arraign’d 

J By Lucifer, as traitor to his throne ; l And bold blafphemer of his friend,—the World ; 
The World, whole legions coft him flender pay, 

And 
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A nd volunteers around his banner fwarm ; 
Prudent, as Prussia, in her zeal for Gaul. “ Are all, then, fools i” Lorenzo cries.-—Yes, all. But fuch as hold this do&rine, (new to thee) ; 
“ The mother of true wifdom is the will s'* The nobleil intellett, a fool without it. 
World-wifdom much has done, and more may do, In arts and fciences, in wars and peace; 
But arj^-and fcience, like thy wealth, will leave thee* 
And make thee twice a beggar at thy death. This is the n:eft indulgence can afford;— 
“ Thy wifdom all can do, but—tnake thee wifed* Jsfor think this cenfure is fevere on thee ; 
Satant thy mafter, I dare call a dunce. 

NIGHT 

fci 



NIGHT the NINTH and LAST, 
THE 

CONSOLATION. 
Containing) among other things, 

I. A Moral Survey of the NoRurnal Heavens,.. 
II. A Address to the DEITY. 

Humbly Inlcribed 
To his Graci the Duke of Newcastle, one of 

his Majelly’s Principal Secretaries of State. 
■ Fat is cpntraria fata rependens. Vjrg. 

AS when a traveller, a long day paft In painful fearch of what he cannot find,. At night’s approach, content with the next cot, 
There ruminates a while his labour loft ; Then cheers his heart with what his fate affords,. And chants his fonnet to deceive the time, Till the due feafon calls him to repofe 
Thus I, long travell'd in the ways of men, And dancing, with the reft, the giddy maze. Where Dlfappointment fmiles at Hope’s career ;. Warn’d by the languor of Life’s ev’ning-ray, At length have hous’d me in an humble ftied. Where, future wand’riug banilh’d from my thought,. And waiting, patient, the fweet hour of reft, 1 chafe the moments with a ferious fong. Song fooths our pains ; and age has pains to footh.. When age, care, crime, and friends embrac’d at heart, Torn from my bleeding breaft, and Death’s dark (hade, 
Which hovers o’er me, quench th’ethereal fire ; Canft thou, O Night ! indulge one labour more? 
4Dne labour more indulge : Then fleep, my ftrain ! Till haply wak’d by Raphael’s golden lyrt, 

Where 
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Where night, death, age, care, crime, and forrow ceafe, 
To bear a part in everlafting lays ; 
Though far, far higher fet, in aim, I truft, Symphonious to this humble prelude ben. Has not the mufe aflerted pleafures pure. 
Like thofe above ; exploding other joys ? Weigh what was urg’d, Lorenzo ! fairly weigh 
And tell me, haft thou caufe to triumph ftill? I think thou wilt forbear a boaft fo bold. 
But if, beneath the favour of miftake. Thy fmile’s fincere ; not more fincere can be 
Lorenzo’s fmile, than my compaffion for him. 
The Jick in body call for aid ; the fick In mind are covetous of more difeafe; 
And, when at <uwr/Z, they dream themfelves quite au«7;r To know ourfelves difeas’d, is half our cure. When Nature’s blufh by Cujiom is wip’d off. 
And Confcience, deaden’d by repeated ftrokes, Has into manners nat’raliz’d our crimes ; 
The curfe of curfes is, our curfe to love ; To triumph in the blkcknefs of our guilt, 
( As Indians glory in the deepeft jet). And throw afide our fenfes with our peace. But, grant no guilt, no fhame, no lead alloy ; Grant joy and glory, quite unfully’d, Ihone : Yet ftill it ill deferves Lorenzo’s heart. 
No joy, no glory, glitters in thy fight, But, through the thin partition of an hour,. 
I fee its fables wove by Dejliny^ And that in forrow bury’d ; this, in fhame ; While howlingring the doleful knell; 
And Confcience, now fo foft thou fcarce canft hear Her whifper, echoes her eternal peal.. 

Where the prime a&ors of the laf year's fcene ? Their port fo proud, their buflcin, and their plume ? How many fleep, who kept the world awake 
With luftre, and with noife ! Has Death proclaim’d A truce, and hung his fated lance on high ? ’Tis brandifh’d ftillnor fhall the prefentyear Be more tenacious of her human leaf, 
Of fpread of feeble life a thinner fall. * But 



The CONSOLATION. 191 
But needlefs monuments to wake the thought: Life’s gayeji fcenes fpeak man’s mortality ; 

' Though in a ftyle more florid, full as plain, 
1 As maufoleUms, pyramids, and tombs. 1 What are our -noblefl. ornaments, but Deaths 

Turn’d flatterers of life, in paint, or marble, The well-ftain’d canvas, or the featur’d ftone ? Our fathers grace, or rather haunt, the fcene 5 Joy peoples her pavilion from the dead. 
“ Profess'd diverjions ! cannot thefe efcdpe ?” 

Far from it. Thefe prefent us with a fhroud ; L And talk of death, like garlands o'er a grave. 2 As fome bold plunderers, for bury’d <wealth, ' |We ranfack tombs for pajiime ; from the duft 
nCall up the fleeping hero ; bid him tread llThe fcene for our amufement. How like gods \(We fit; and, wrapt in immortality, IShed gen'rous tears on wretches born to die ; 'heir fate deploring, to forget dur own ! 

What, all the pomps and triumphs of our Hve*> 
ilBut legacies in bloffom ? Our lean foil, Luxuriant grown, and rank in Vanities, rom friends interr’d beneath ; a rich manure ! 

Like other worms, we banquet on the dead ; ILike other worms, fltall we crawl on, nor know Our prefent frailties, or approaching fate ? Lorenzo 1 fuch the glories of the world! hat is the world itfclf? Thy world ?—A grave 1 
’here is the duft that has not been alive ? 

‘he fpade, the plough, difturb our anceftors ; “rom human mould we reap our daily bread. 
’he globe around Earth’s hollow furface fhakes, md is the ceiling of her fleeping fonS. 
’er Devaftation we blind revels keep; hole bury’d towns fupport the dancer’s heel. 
'he moiji of human frame the fun exhales ; 7inds fcatter, through the mighty void, the dryi larth repoflefles part of what fhe gave, 
tnd the freed fpirit mounts on wings of fire ; iach element partakes our fcatter’d fpoils ; Ls Nature wide, our ruins fpread 5 man’s death 

lillnhabits all things, but the thought of man. 



i9i The CO NS OLA Tip N. Night 9. 
Nor man alone: his breathing bull expires, 

His tomb is mortal ; empires die. Where now 
The Roman? Greek? They ftalk, an empty name ! Yet few regard them in this ufeful light; Though half our learning is their epitaph. When down thy vale, unlock’d by midnight-thought, 
That loves to wander in thy funlefs realms, 
0 Death l 1 ftretch my view ; what vifions rife ! What triumphs! toils imperial ! arts divine ! 
In wither’d laurels, glide before my fight! What lengths of far-fam’d ages, billow’d high With human agitation, roll along 
In unfubftantial images of air ! 
The melancholy ghofts of dead renown, Whifp’ring faint echoes of the world’s applaufe, 
With penitential efpeft, as they pafs, 
All point at earth, and hifs at human pride, The wifdotn of the nvife, and praucings of the great. But, O Lorenzo ! far the reft above, 
Of ghaftly nature, and enormous fize. One form aflaults my fight, and chills my blood, And (hakes my frame. Of one departed world 1 fee the mighty fliadow 5 oozy wreath And difmal fea-weed crown her ; o’er her urn Reclin’d, (he weeps her defolated realms, 
And bloated fons ; and, weeping, prophefies Another's diffolution, foon, in flames : 
But, like Cassandra, prophefies in vain ; In vain to many ; not, 1 truft, to thee. For know’ft thou not, or art thou loath to know, The great-decree, the counfel of the (kies ? Deluge and Conflagration, dreadful pow’rs ! 
Prime minifters of vengeance! chain’d in caves Diftinft, apart the giant-furies roar; 
Apart ; .or, fuch their horrid rage for ruin,- 
In mutual conflid would they rife, and wage Eterrtal war, till one was quite devour’d. 
But not for this ordain’d their boundlefs rage : When Heav’n’s inferior inftruments of wrath, War, Famine, Pejhlence, are found too weak To fcourge a world "for her enormous crimes, 
Tkeje are let loofe, alternate ; down they ruth, 

Swift 
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■ftwift and tempeftuous, from th' eternal throne, With irrefiftible commiffion arm’d, 
The world, in vain correfted, to deftroy. And eafe creation of the (hocking fcene. Seed thou, Lorenzo ! what depends on man? ] The fate of Nature ; as for man, her birth. n Earth's aftors change Earth’s tranfitory fcenes, h And make creation groan with human guilt. | How muft it groan, in a new deluge whelm’d, £ But not of waters! At the deftin’d hour, 

E! By the loud trumpet fummon’d to the charge, < See, all the formidable fons of fire, :> Eruptions, Earthquakes, Comets, Lightnings, plajp 
p Their various engines ; all at once difeorge Their blazing magazines ; and take, by (form, 
I This poor tcrreftrial citadel of man. Amazing period! when each mountain-height C Out burns Vefuvius 5 rocks eternal pour L Their melted mafs, as riverfe once they pour’d 5 i Stars ru(h ; and final Rain fiercely drives t: Her ploughfhare o’er creation !—While aloft, 

More tlran allonifhment! if more can bel ' Far other firmament than e’er was feen, 1 Than e’er was thought by mail! far other/ 
J Stars animate, that govern thefe of fire; i* Far other fun l—A fun, O how unlike The babe at Bet hie'm ! how unlike the man 

That groaned on Calvary ! Yet He it is 5 
That man of forrows ! O how chang’d! What pomp ! : In grandeur terrible, all heav’n defcends ! 

I And gods, ambitious, triumph in his train. l\ As monarchs grand, on coronation-days, 
'j Omnipotence afiefts omnipotence, rj Wears all his glories, marfhals all his pow’rs, 'j Their date emblazes ! Deity exalts ! 
I A fwift archangel, with his golden wing, i As blots and clouds, that darken and difgrace J The fcene divine, fweeps ftars and funs afide. i! And now, all drofs remov’d, heav’n’s own pure day, 
[ Full on the confines of our Kther, flames : ^ While (dreadful cOiitrad I) far, how far beneath ! ;i Hell, burding, belches forth her blazing Teas, 

R b And 
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And ftorms fulphureous ; her voracious jaws Expanding wide, and roaring for her prey. 

Lorenzo ! welcome to this feene; the lalt To Nature’s courfe 4 the firft in Wifdom’s thought. 
This ftrikes, if aught can ftrike thee ; this awakea 'I’he mod fupine ; this fnatches man from death. 
Roufe, roufe, Lorenzo ! then, and follow me. Where truth, the mod momentous man can hear, 
Loud calls my foul, and ardour wings her flight. I find my infpiration in my theme) 
The grandeur of my fubjeft is my mnfe. At midnight when mankind is wrapt in pe4cet And worldly Fancy feeds on golden dreams. 
To give more dread to man’s mod dreadful hour { At midnight, ’tis prefum’d this pomp will burd From tenfold darknefs j fudden as the fpark From fmitten deel ; from nitrous grain, the blaze. 
Man, darting from his couch, (hall deep no more ! 
The day is broke, which never more fliall clofe ! Above, around, beneath, amazement all l Terror and glory join’d in their extremes 1 
Our GOD in grandeur, and our world on fire I 
All Nature druggling in the pangs of death ! Dod thou not hear her ? dod thou not deplore 
Her drong convulfions', and her final groan ? Where are we now ? Ah m«! the ground is gone On which we dood. Lorenzo I while thou may’ft, 
Provide more firm fupport, or fink for ever! 
Where ? How ? From whence ? Vain hope I it is too Where, where, for flicker, fliall the guilty fly, [late J When condernation turns the good man pale ? Great day ! for which all other days were made; 
For which Earth rofe from Chaos, Man from Earth ; 4 And an eternity, the date of gods, Defcended on poor earth-created man ! 
Great day of dread, decifion, and defpair ! 
At thought of thee, each fublunary wifli Lets go its eager grafp, and drops the world ; 
And catches at each reed of hope in heav’n. At thought of thee !—And'art thou abfent then ? Lorenzo ! no; ’tis here;—it is begun }— 
Already is begua the grand affize, 
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In thee, in all: deputed Confciende fcales The dread tribunal, and foreftalls our doom ; Foreftalls, and, by foreftalling, proves it fure. Why on himfelf (hould man twVjudgment pafs ? I Is idle Nature laughing at her fons ? ■ Who Confcience font, her fentence will fupport, 

. And GOD above affert that God in man. Thrice happy they ! that enter now the court I Heav’n opens in their bofoms: bnt how rare, ; Ah me! that magnanimity, how rare ! ^ What hero, like the man who ftands himfelf ? v Who dares to meet his naked heart alone ? 
i Who hears intrepid, the full charge it brings, I Refolv’d to filence future murmurs there ? 
’ The coward flies ; and, flying> i* undone. \ (Art thou a coward ? No) : The coward flies ; ' Thinks, but thinks {lightly ; aflcs, but fears to know j I Aiks, “ Whath truth?" with Pilate ; and rewes j ( Diffolves the court, and mingles with the throng; k Afylum fad! from reafon, hope, and heav’n ! Shall all, but man, look out with ardent eye, ^ For that great day which was ordain’d for man ? 
. O day of confummation ! mark fupreme (If men are wife) of human thought! nor leaft. 
Or in the fight of angels, or their KING ! Angels, whofe radiant circles, height o’er height, Order o’er order, rifing, blaze o’er blaze, 
As in a theatre, furround this fcene, 1 Intent on man, and anxious for his fate. Angels look out for thee ; for thee, their LORD, To vindicate his glory ; and for thee,. 
Creation univerfal calls aloud. To difinvolve the moral world, and give To Nature\ renovation brighter charms. Shall man alone, whofe fate, whofe final fate. Hangs on that hour, exclude it from his thought ? I think of nothing elfe ; I fee ! I feel it! 

I All Nature, like an earthquake, trembling round ! 
All deities, like fummer’s fwarms, on wing ! All balking in the full meridian blaze ! I fee the Judge inthron’d ! the flaming guard! 
The volume open’d ! open’d ev’ry heart! 

R 3 A fim-beana 
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A fun-beam pointing out each fecret thought ! 
No patron ! interceflbr none ! now paft The fweet, the clement, mediatorial hour ! 
For guilt no plea ! to pain, no paufc ! no.bound! Inexorable all! and all extreme ! Nor man alone : the foe of God and man, 
From his dark den, blafpheming, drags his chain. And rears his brazen front, with thunder fcarr’d ; 
Receives his fentence, and begins his hell. All vengeance paj}~, now, feems abundant grace : 
Like meteors in a ftormy Iky, how roll His baleful eyes! he curfes whom he dreads j 
And deems it the firft moment of his fall. ’Tisprefent to my thought!—And yet where is it ? 
jingels caa’t tell me ; angels cannot guefs The period } from created beings lock’d 
In darknefs. But the procefs, and the place. Are lefs .^bfeure ; for thefe may man inquire. Say, thou great clofe of human hopes and fears ! 
Great key of hearts ! great finiflier of fates ! Great end ! and great beginning ! fay, where art thou 
Art thou in Time, or in Eternity? Nor in Eternity, nor. Time, I find thee. Thefe, as two monarchs, on their borders meet, 
(Monarchs of all elaps’d, or unarriv’d !), As in debate, how beft their pow’rs ally’d May fwell the grandeur, or difeharge the wrath. 
Of HIM, whom both their monarchies obey. Time, this vaft fabrick for him built, (and doom’d With him to fall) now burfting o’er his head ; 
His lamp, the fun, extinguifh’d > from beneath The frown of hideous darknefs, calls his fons From their long flumber j from earth’s heaving w^jfnb. 
To fecond birth ; contemporary throng ! 
Rous’d at one call, upftarting from one bed, Prefs’d in one croud, appall'd with one amaze, He turns them o’er. Eternity ! to thee. Then (as a king depos’d difdains to live) He falls on his own feythe ; nor falls alone ; His greateft foe falls with him ; Time, and he 
Who murder’d all Time's offspring, Death, expire. 

TIME 
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TIME was! ETERNITY now reigns alone! l Awful Eternity ! oflfended queen ! i And her refentment to mankind, how juft ! f With kind intent, foliciting accefs, 1 How often has (he knock’d at human hearts! l Rich to repay their hofpitality, i How often call’d ! and with the voice of God i f Yet bore repuHTe, excluded as a cheat! \ A dream ! while fouleft foes found welcome there > 

h A dream, a cheat, now, all things, but her fmile. For, lo! her twice ten thoufand gates thrown wide* ' As thrice from Indus to the frozen pole, 
J With banners, ftreaming as the comet's blaze, | And clarions, louder than the deep in ftorms, c Sonorous as immortal breath can blow, -i Pour forth their myriads, potentates, and pow’rs* 3 Of light, of Darknefs •, in a middle field, 1 Wide as Creation / populous as wide ! 
V A neutral region ; there to mark th’ event 3 Of that great drama, whofe preceding fcenes ij Detain’d them clofe fpeAators, through a length j Of ages, ripening to this grand refult ; 
i Ages as yet unnumber’d, but by G,qd ; J1 Who now pronouncing fentence, vindicates 
f The rights of Virtue, and his own renown. Eterkity, the various fentence pafs’d, 
| Affigns the fever’d throng diftin<ft abodes, fi Sulphureous, or ambrofial. What enfues ? I' The deed predominant! the deed of deeds! r Which makes a hell of hell, a heav’n of heav’n^ r Thegoddefs, with determin'd afpe<ft, turns 
I Her adamantine key’s enormous fize i1 Through Deftiny’s inextricable wards,. I Deep driving ev’ry bolt, on both their fates ; f Then, from the cryftal battlements of heav’n, 

Down, down, (he hurls it through the dark profound* i’ Ten thoufand thoufand fathom ; there to ruft, \ And ne’er unlock her refolution more. 1’ The deep refounds, and hell, through all her glooms* 
I Returns, in groans, the melancholy roar. O how unlike the chorus of the (kies 1 
l O how unlike thofe Ihouts of joy,, that (hake 

& $ The 
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The whole ethereal! Kow the concave rings J Nor ftrange ! when deities their voice exalt ; 
And louder far* than when Creation rofe, To fee Creation'% godlike aim* and end> So well accomplifh’d !’ fo divinely clos’d 1 To fee the mighty Dramatiji'i, laft aft (As meet) in glory rifihg o’er the reft. No fancy’d god, a G O D indeed defcends, To folve all knots ; to ftrike the moral home ; 
To throw full day on darkeft feenes of Time; 
To clear, commend, exalt, and crown the whole. Hence, in one peal of loud, eternal praife, The charmed fpeftators thunder their applaufe ; And the vaft void<beyond, applaufe refounds. 

What them am 1 — Amidft applauding worlds*. 
And worlds celeftial, is there found on earth, A peevifh, diffonant, rebellious ftring, 
Which jars in the grand chorus, and complains? Cenfurt on theet Lorenzo ! I fufpend, 
And turn.it on myfelf-. how greatly due! 
AH, all is right, by God ordain’d or done 5 And who, but God, refum’d the friends he gave ?' And have I been complaining, then, fo long ? Complaining of his favours ; Pain and Death ? 
Who, without Path's advice, would e’er be good ? Who, without Death, but would be good in vain ? 
Pain is to fave from pain ; all punifhment, To make for peace ; and death to fave from death ^ And fecond death, to guard immortal life ; To roufe the earelefs, the prefumptuous awe. And turn the tide of fouls another way ; 
By the fame tendernefs divine ordain’d, That planted Eden, and high-bloom’d for man, 
A fairer Eden, endlefs, in the Ikies. Heav’n gives us friends to blefs the prefent fcene 3 Refumes them, to prepare us for the next. 
AH evils natural are moral goods ; All difcipline, indulgence, -on the whole. None are unhappy ; all have caufe to fmile, But fuch as to themfelves that caufe deny. 
Our faults are at the bottoixvof our pains \ Error, 
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| Error, in <?/?, or judgment, is the fource l! Of endlefs fighs : we fm, or we miflake, I And Nature tax, when falfe O/rinion {lings. Let impious Grief be banifh’d, Joy indulg’d But chiefly then, when Grief puts in her claim*. Joy from the joyous, frequently betrays,. I Oft lires in vanity, and dies in wo. 
> Joy, amidji ills, corroborates, exalts ; L ’Tis joy, and conqueft ; joy, and virtue tod. 
!A noble fortitude in ills delights Heav’n, earth, ourfelves ’tis duty, glory, peace*. Afflittion is the good man’s Alining feene ; 

Profperity conceals his brighteft ray ; t As night to flare, luftre gives to man.. I Heroes in battle, pilots in the ftorm^ l And virtue in calamities, admire. The crown of manhood is a winter-joy ; I An evergreen, that Hands the northern blaftj. 
Aad blcfibms in the rigour of our fate. 

’Tis a; prime part of happinefs, to know How much unhappinefs niuji prove our lot 5; 
A part which few poflefs! I’ll pay life’s tax*, Without one rebel murmur, from this hour,, Nor think it mifery to be a man; Who thinks // is, {hall never be a godi. Some ills we wifh.for, when we with to live* What fpoke proud Pajpon ? “ * With my being loft l’3 

i Prefumptuous !'blafphemous ! abfurd ! and falfe 1 The triumph of my foul is,—that I am ; And therefore that I may be—What ? Lorenzo f i Look inward, and look deep ; and deeper ftill j; Unfathomably deep our treafure'runs 
i In golden veins, througli all eternity !’ / Ages, and ages, and fiicceeding ftill INew ages, onhere this phantom of an hour, Which courts, each night, dull Humber for repair* ! Shall wake, and wonder, and exult, and praife, 

And fly through infinite, and all unlock; And (if deferv’d) by Heav’n’s redundant love, Made half adorable itfelf, adore ; lAnd1 find, in adoration, endlefs joy ! 
Referring to the firft night; Where 
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Where thou, not mailer of a moment /;enr. Frail as the flow’r, and fleeting as the gale,, 
Mayit boaft a •whole eternity^ enrich’d With all a kind Omnipotence can pouf. 
Since Adam fell, no mortal, umnfpir'd. Has ever yet conceiv’d, or ever Ihall, How kind is GOD, how great (if good) is Mam. No man too largely from Heav’n’s love can hope, If what is hop'd he labours to fecure. Ills ?—There are none: All-Gracious / none from theep 
From man full many ! T'Jumh-ous is the race Of blackeft ills, and thofe immortal too, Begot by Madnefr on fair Liberty; 
Heav’n’s daughter, hell-debauch’d ! Her hand alone Unlocks deftru&ion to the fons of men, Fall barr’d by thine ; high-wall’d with adamant, 
Guarded with terrors reaching to this world. And cover’d with the thunders of thy law ; Whofe threats are mercies ; vvhofe injunctions, guidesy, ■; , Alfiding, nos reftraining, /?e(v/5»’s choice j Whofe fanCtions, unavoidable refults From Nature’s courfe, indulgently reveal’d ; If unreveal’d, more dang’rous, not lefs fore. Thus, an indulgent father warns his fons, « Do this ; Fly that,”—nor always tell the caufe j: fl 
Pleas’d to reward, as duty to his will,, 
A conduCt needful to their own repofe. Great God of wonders J (if, thy love furvey’d. 
Aught elfe the name of wonderful retains). 
What rocks are thefe, on whjch to build our trull ? . W ,P Thy ways admit no blemilh ; none I find ; Or this alone—“ That none is to be found." Not one, to foften Cenfure’s hardy crime ; Not one, to palliate peevilh Grief’s Complaint,, Who, like a daemon, ^mirm’ring from the dull, Dares into judgment call her judge.— Supreme ! 
For all I blefs thee ; mod, for the fevere ; * Her death—my o<wn at hand—the fiery gulfs That flaming bound of wrath omnipotent ! It thunders ;—buj: it thunders to preferve ; 
It ftrengthens what it Ilrikes j its wholefome dread- -jl r Averts | 

* Lucia.. 
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Averts the dreaded pain ; its hideous groans Join heav’n’s fvveet hallelujah’s in thy praife, 
Great foirrce of good alone ! how kind in all! In vengeance, kind! Pain, Death, S A V E. 

Thus, in thy world material, Mighty Mind! Not that alone which Jhlaces, and Jhines, The rough and gloomy, challenges our praife. The ’winter is as needful as theJpring ; The thunder, as the fun ; a ftagnate mafs 
Of vapours breeds a peftilential air ; Nor more propitious the Favonian breeze To Nature’s health, than purifying ftorms j 
The dread f'e&fww minifters to good. Its fmother’d flames might undermine the world. Loud /Etnas fulminate in love to man ; 
Comets good omens are, when doly fcann’d ; And, in their ufe, eclipfes learn to thine. Man is refponfible for ills receiv’d ; Thofe we call ’wretched are a chofen band, 
Compell’d to refuge in the right, for peace. Amid my lift of bleflings infinite, I Stand this the foremoft, “ That nty heart has hied." ’Tis Heav’n’s laft effort of good-will to man ; When Pain can’t blefs, Heav’n quits us in defpair.. V Who fails to grieve, when juft occafion calls, 

* Or grieves too much, deferves not to be blefs’d ; Inhuman, or effeminate, his heart ; 
Reafon abfolves the grief which Reafon ends. ;1 May Heav’n ne’er truft my friend with bappinefs, 

i’ Till it has taught him how to bear it well, l By previous pain ; and made it fafe to fmile ! * Such fmilcs are mine, and fuch may they remain ^ 
Nor hazard tlierr extindfion, from excels. My change of heart a change of fiyle demands ; 1' The Consolation cancels the Complaint, And makes a convert of my guilty fong. As when o’er-labour’d, and inclin’d to breathe,. . A panting traveller, fome riling ground, 

oSome fmall afcent, has gain’d, he turns him round, i And meafures with his eye the various vale, f The fi Ids, woods, fneads, and rivers he has pafs’d ; 
r And, fiuiate of his journey, thinks of home, Endear’d 
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Endear’d by diftance ; nor affe&s more toil: 
Thus I, though fmall, indeed, is that afcent The mufe has gain’d, review the paths fhe trod j 
Various, exteniive, beaten but by few j 
And, confcious of her prudence in repofe, 
Paufe ; and with pleafure meditate an end, Though ftill remote ; fo fruitful is my theme. Through many a field of vtoral, and divine. 
The mufe has ftray’d ; and much of forrmxs feen^ In human ways ; and much of falfe and vain ; 
Which none, who travel this bad road, can mifs. 
O’er friends deceas'd full heartily (he wept; Of love divine the wonders (he difplay’d ; 
Prov’d man immortal; (how’d the fource of joy ; The grand tribunal rais’d ; afiign’d the bounds Of human grief: in ferns, to clofe the whole, 
The moral mufe has (hadow’d out a (ketch, Though not in form, nor with a Raphael ftroke. Of mojl our weaknefs needs believe, or do. In this our land of travel, and of hope, For peace on earth, or profpeft of the flies. 

V/hat then remains ?—Much ! much ! a mighty debt To be difcharg’d. Thefe thoughts, O Night! arethinej. From thee they came, like lovers fecret fighs, 
While others (lept. So, Cynthia, (poets feign) In fhadows veil’d, foft-fliding from her fphere, 
Her fhepherd cheer’d ; of her enamour’d lefs, Than I of thee And art thou ftill unfung, 
Beneath whofe brow, and by whofe aid, I fing ? Immoral filence ! Where (hall I begin ? Where end ? or how (leal mufick from the fphercs^ To footh their goddefs ? 

O majeftick Night ! Nature's great anceftor !' Day's elder born ! 
And fated to furvive the tranfient fun ! By mortals, and immortals, feen with awe ! 
A ftarry crown thy raven-brow adorns ; An azure zone, thy waift ; clouds, in heav’n's loom Wrought through varieties of (hape and (hade, In ample folds of drapery divine, Thy flowing mantle form, and, heav’n throughout, Yoluminoufly pour thy pompous train. Thy 
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Tby gloomy grandeurs [Nature’s moft augutt, Infpiring afpecl!) claim a grateful verfe ; And, like a fabk curtain ftarr’d with gold, Drawn o’er my labours paft, fhall dole the fcene. 

And what, O man! fo Worthy to be fung ? What more prepares us for the longs of heav’n ? Creation of archangels is the theme ! What, to be fung, fo needful ? What fo well 
Celeftial joys prepares us to fuftain ? The foul of man, HtS face defign’d to fee, 
fVho gave thefe wonders to be feen by man, Has here a previous fcene of obje&s great, On which to dwell ; to ftretch to that expanfe Of thought; to rife to that exalted height Of admiration ; to contract that awe. And give her whole capacities that ftrength. Which beft may qualify for final]oy. The more our fpirits are enlarg’d on earthy The deeper draught (hall they receive of heav’n. Heav’n’s KING! whofe face unveil’d confummate* Redundant blifs ! which fills that mighty void £blifs} The whole creation leaves in human hearts 1 Thou, who didft touch the lip of Jesse’s fon. 
Wrapt in fweet contemplation of thefe fires, And fot his harp in concert with the fpheres 1 While of Thy works material the fupreme I dare attempt, aflilt my daring fong ; 
Loofe me from earth’s inclofure, from the furfs Controlled circle fet my heart at large j Eliminate my fpirit, give it range Through provinces of thought yet nnexplor’d ; Teach me, by this ftupendous fcaffolding, Creation’s golden fteps, to climb to THEE. Teach me with s4rt great Nature to control. And fpread a luftre o’er the fliades of Night. Feel I thy kind alfent ? And fhall the fun Be feen at midnight, fifing in my fong ? Lorenzo ! come, and Warm thee: thou, whofe heart, 
Whofe little heart, is moor'd within a nook 
Of this obfeure terreftrial, anchor weigh. Another ocean calls, a nobler port; 
I am tny pilot, I thy profperous gale. Gainful 

! 



464 The CONSOLATION. Night 9, 
Gainful thy voyage through yon azure main; 
And whence thou may (l import eternal wealth ; And leave to beggar'd minds live pearl and gold-. 
Thy travels doit thou boaft o’er foreign realms j 
Thou Jlranger to the world l thy tour begin ; Thy tour through Nature's univerfal Orb. Nature delineates her whole chart at large, 
On foaring fouls, that fail among the fpheres; And man, how purblind, if unknown the whole ? Who circles fpacious earth, then travels here. Shall own, he never was from bettie before! 
Come, my * Prometheus, from thy pointed rock Of falfe ambition, if unchain’d, we’ll mount; 
We’ll, innocently, fteal celeilial fire, And kindle our devotion at the Jlan ; A theft that (hall not chain, but fet thee free. 

Above our atmofphere’s inteftine wars, Rain’s fountain-head, the magazine of hail ; Above the northern nefts of feather’d fnows. 
The brew of thunders, and the flaming forge That forms the crooked lightning ; ’bove the caves XVhere infant tempefts wait their growing wings* And tune their tender voices to that roar, Which foon, perhaps, (hall (hake a guilty world j Above mifconftru’d omens of the (ky, Far-travell’d comets calculated blaze, Elance thy thought, and think of tmre than man. Thy foul, till new, contrafted, wither’d, Ihrunk, 
Blighted by biafts of earth's unwholefome air, Will bloflbm here >• fpread all her faculties 
To thefe bright ardours 5 ev’ry pdwer unfold, And rife into fublimities of thought. Stars teach, as well as Jbine. At Nature's birth, 
Thus their commifiion ran—-i( Be kind to man', Where art thou, poor benighted traveller ! 
Tt^ejlars will light thee ; though the moan (hould fail, ' Where art thou, more benighted ! more aftray! In ways immoral ? the Jlars call thee back; And, if obey’d their counfel, fet thee right. 
Where art thou, Virtue-militant J the Jlars 

Main, without temped, pirate, rock, or (horc; 

Are * Night the Eighth. 
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Arc thine allies, all lifted on thy fide : By thoufands, and ten thoufands, they advance Their bright battalions, in fair Virtue’s caufe; And keep ftri& watch, and nightly light their fires^ Fires of alarm, to warn thee of the foe; The foe that claims thefe regions as his own ; Ufurper bold ! high-ftyl’d, The prince of air! Beneath Night's awful banner, let us draw Sidereal Wtfdom's formidable fword, 
And fend him headlong \.o far other flames. 
Michael’s alone, the fword his mighty arm Pluck’d from the golden column in the mount. 
The mount celeftial, where the fons of God Hang up Heav’n’s vengeance far above thcjlars, 
Above the Sagittary’s humble bow ; Could give the fwarthy d*mon deeper wound. 

And was there need of ampler field than ihist When giant-angels giant-angels met. In fiery confliiSt, and outrageous ftorm, 
To controvert the fceptre of the (kies ? This profpett vaft, what is it ?—Weigh’d aright, 3Tis Nature’s fyftem of divinity, And ev’ry Undent of the Night infpires. ’Tis elder fcripture, writ by GO D’s own hand ; 
Scripture authentick 1 uncorrupt by man. Lorenzo ! with my radius (the rich gift 
Of thought no&urnal!) I’ll point out to thee Its various leflbns ; feme that may furprife An unadepfin myfteries of Night ; 
Little, perhaps, expefted in her fchool. Nor thought to grow on planet, or on ftar. Bulls, lions, fcorpions, moafters here we feign ; Ourfelves more monftrous, not to fee what here 
Exifts indeed i—a le&ure to mankind. What read we here?—Th’ exiftence of a GOD - Yes ; and of other beings, man above; Natives of nether ! fons of higher climes 1 Immortal light! that govern thefe of fire ! And, what may move Lorenzo’s wonder more. Eternity is written in the (Ides. And whofe eternity ?—Lorenzo ! thine; 

1 Mankind's eternity. Nor Faith alone, 
s Virtut 
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Virtue grows here ; here fprings the fov’reign cure 
Of almott ev’ry vice ) but chiefly thine ; IVrath, pride, ambition, and impure dejire. Doft afk—“ Why call I thee at this late hour, 
“ Which all-nitife Nature deftin’d to repofe 
Ves, and to fit us for repofe more fweet Than down can yield, or man on earth enjoy : 
Own all-wife Nature wifer ftill in this. 

Lorenzo ! thou canft wake at midnight too. Though not on morals bent: Ambition, Pleafure! Thofe tyrants I for thee fo * lately fought. 
Afford their harafs’d Haves but flender reft. Thou, to whom midnight is immoral noon, 
And the fun’s noontide blaze, prime dawn of day } 
Not by thy climate, but capricious crime, Commencing one of our antipodes ! 
In thy uofturnal rove, one moment halt, ’Twixt ftage and ftage, of riot, and cabal; 
And lift thine eye (if bold an eye to lift, If bold to meet the face of injur’d Heav’n) 
To yonder ftar* 1 for other ends they fhine. Than to light revellers from fhame to fhame. And, thus, be made accomplices in guilt. Why from yon arch, that infinite of fpace, 
With infinite of lucid orbs replete, Which fet the living firmament on fire, 
At the firft glanee, in fuch an overwhelm 
Of wonderful, on man’s aftonifh’d fight, Rufhes Omnipotence ?—To curb our pride- 
Our reafon roufe, and lead it to that Pow’r, Whofe love lets down thefe Giver chains of light, 
To draw up man’s ambition to himfelf. And biild our chajle affections to his throne. Thus the three virtues, leaft alive on earth. And welcom’d on heav’n’s coaft with mod applaufe, An humble, pure, and heavenly-minded heart, Are here infpir’d :—and can’ll thou gaze too long ? Nor ftands thy wrath depriv’d of its reproof, Or unupbraided by this radiant choir. The planets of each fyftem reprcfent Kind 

• Night the Eighth, 
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Kind neighbours ; mutual amity prevails ; Sweet interchange of rays, receiv’d, return’d ; i Enlight’ning, and enlighten’d t all, at once, Attra&ing, and attra&ed 1 patriot-like, 
None fins againft the welfare of the whole ; But their reciprocal, unfelfifh aid. Affords an emblem of millennial love. Nothing in Nature, much lefs conftious being, 
Was e’er created folely for itfelf: f Thus man his fov’reign duty learns in this 

V Material picture of benevolence. And know, of all our fupercilious race, T Thou moft inflammable ! thou wafp of men ! 
fi Man’s angry heart, mfyefted, would be found 'h As rightly fet, as are the itarry fpheres ; ’Tis Nature's ftrufture, broke by ftubborn ’will, S Breeds all that unceleftial difcord there. 

Wilt thou not feel the bias Nature gave ? ICanft thou defcend from converfe with the Ikies, 
And feize thy brother’s throat !—For what—a clod. An inch of earth ? The planets cry, “ Forbear.” 
They chafe our double darknefs ; Nature's gloom. And (kinder ffill 1) our intellectual night. 

And fee, Day's amiable filler fends Her invitation, in the fofteft rays Of mitigated luftre; courts thy fight, il Which fuffers from her tyrant-brother’s blaze. 
1 Night grants thee the full freedom of the Ikies, < Nor rudely reprimands thy lifted eye ; i) With gain and joy, Ihe bribes thee to be wife. 
\ Night opes the nobleft fcenes, and Iheds an awe, J Which gives thofe venerable fcenes full weight, *1 And deep reception, in th’ intender’d-heart; / While light peeps through the darknefs, like a fpy • 
i And darknefs- fftows its grandeur by the light. - Nor is the projit greater than the joy, l If human hearts at glorious objefts glow, 5 And admiration can infpire delight. What fpeak I more, than I, this moment, feel ? 1 With pleafing ftupor firft the foul is ftruck, ) (Stupor ordain’d to make her truly wife !) 

Then into tranfport ftarting from her nance, 
S 2 With 
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With love, and admiration, how (he glows S This gorgeous apparatus ! this difplay ! 
This oftentation of creative power! This theatre !—What eye can take it in ? By what divine enchantment was it rais’d. 
For minds of the firft magnitude to launch In endlefs fpeculation, and adore ? 
One fun by day, by night ten tboufand Ihine ; And light us deep into the DEITY; How boundleft in magnificence and might! O what a confluence of ethereal fires, 
From urns umiumber’d, down the fteep of heav’n,. Streams to a point, and centers in my fight ! Nor tarries there ;■ l feel it at my heart. My heart, at once, it humbles, and exalts ; 
Lays it in duft, and calls it to the Ikies. Who fees it, unexalted,, or unaw’d ? 
Who fees it, and can flop at what is feen ? Material offspring of Omnipotence ! Inanimate, all-animating birth ! 
Work worthy who made it ! worthy praife ! - 
All praife ! praife more than human ! nor deny’d Thy praife divine !—But though man, drown’d in fleep* Withholds his homage, not alone I wake ; 
Bright legions fwarm unfeen, and fing, unheard 
By mortal ear, the glorious Architeft, In this his urtiverfal temple, hung 
With luftres,. with innumerable lights, That died religion on the foul; at once, The temple, and the preaiher ! O how loud It calls devotion ! genuine growth of Night t Devotion ! daughter of Aftionomy 1 
An undevout aftronomer is mad. True; all things fpeak a-G O D ; but, in the fmalL 
Men trace out Him ; in great, H» feizes man ; Seizes, and elevates, and raps, and fills 
With new inquiries, ’mid affociates new. ' I. ell me, ye ftars I ye planets ! tell me, all ^ Yc f err'd and planeted inhabitants ! what is it ? 
V. hat are thefe fons of vyonder ? Say, proud arch ! 
(Within whofe azure palaces they dwell) Built' 
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Built with divine ambition ! in difdain Of limit built ! built in the tafte of heav’n ! Vaft concave ! ample dome ! waft thou ddign’d' A meet apartment for the DEITY ?— 
Not fo : that thought alone thy ftate impairs,. Thy /o/ly finks, and (hallows thy profound. 
And ftraitens thy dijfufve 5 dwarfs the whole, And makes an univerfe an orrery. But when I drop-'tnine eye, and look on man. Thy right regain’d, thy grandeur is reftor’d, 
O Nature ! wide flies off th’ expanding round. 
As when whole magazines, at once, are fir’d. The fmitten air is hollow’d by the blow ; The vaft difplofion diffipates the clouds ; Shock’d sther’s'billows dafh the diftant (kies ; Thus (but far more) the expanding round flies off, And leaves a mighty void, a fpacious womb, Might teem with new creation ; reinflam’d Thy luminaries triumph, and affume 
Divinity themfelves. Nor was it ftrange. Matter high-wrought to fuch furprifing pomp, Such godlike glory, dole the ftyle of gods, From ages dark, obtufe, and fteep’d in fenfe; For, fure, to fenfe, they truly are divine, 
And half-abfolv’d idolatry from guilt ; Nay, turn’d it into virtue. Such it was In thofe who put forth all they had of man Unloft, to lift their thought, nor mounted higher ; But, weak of wing, on planets perch’d; and thought' What was their highcft, muft be their ador’d. 

But they how iveai', who could no higher mount ?' And are there; then, Lorenzo ! thofe to whom Unfeen, and unexiftent, are the fame ? 
And if incomprehenfible is join’d, Who dare pronounce it madnefs, to believe? Why has the mighty Builder thrown afide 
All meafure in his work ; ftretch’d out his line %> far, and fpread amazement o’er the whole ? Thert (as he took delight in widfe extremes) 
Deep in the bofom of his univerfe, , Dropt down that reafoning mite, that infeft, man. 
To-crawl, and gaze, and wonder at thefcene ?— 

S 3 Tliatt 
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Who fees, but is confounded, or convinc’d ? Renounces Reafon> or a G O D adores ? Mankind was lent into the world to fee : Sight gives the fcience needful to their peace ; 

That man might ne’er prefume to plead amazement 
For dilbelief of wonders in himfelf- 
Shall Goa be lefs miraculous, than what His hand has form’d ? (hall myjleriss defcend From ttnmyjierious ? things more elevate, 
Be more familiar ? uncreated ly More obvious than created, to the grafp Of human thought ? The tKore of wonderful 
Is heard in Hint, the more we ihould affent. 
Could we conceive Him, G O D he could not be $ Or He not GOD, or we could not be men ; 
A GOD alone can comprehend a GOD. Man's diftance how immenfe ! On fuch a theme^ Know this, Lorenzo ! (feera it ne’er fo ftrangejj, Nothing can fatisfy, but what confounds,; 
Nothing, but what afonijhes, is true. 
The feene thou feeft attefts the truth I fing,. And ev’ry ftar {beds light upon thy creed. 
Thefe liars, this furniture, this coll of Heav’n,, If but reported, thou hadll ne’er believ’d ; 
But thine eye tells thee, the romance is true. The grand of Nature is th’ Almighty’s oath,. In Reafon's court, to filence Unbelief. How my mind, op’hing at this feene, imbibes. 
The moral emanations of the Ikies, While nought, perhaps, Lorenzo lefs admires ! 
Has the great Sov’reign fent ten thoufand worlds. 
To tell us, He refides above them all, In Glory’s unapproachable recefs ? And dare Earth's bold inhabitants deny 
The fumptuous, the magnifick emball'y 
A moment’s audience ? Turn we, nor will hear From whom they come, or what they would impart For man’s emolument ; foie canfe that Hoops 
Their grandeur to man’s eye ? Lorenzo ! roufe ; Let thought, awaken’d, take the lightning’s wing. 
And glance from call to welt, from pole to pole. Whn fees, but is confounded, or convinc’d l 
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[ That obvious fcicnce alks fmall Learning’s aid. f Wouldft thou on metaphyfick pinions foar ? ] Or wound thy patience amid logick thorns ? j Or travel Hiflory’s enormous round ? r! Nature no fuch bard talk enjoins : (he gave '• A make to man directive of his thought ; rs, A make fet upright, pointing to the (tars. As who fliould fay, “ Read thy chief lefibn there.” 'i Too late to read this manufcript of Heav’n, I When, like a parchment-fcroll, fhrtrnk up by flames* : It folds Lorenzo’s leflbn from his fight. Lefibn how various !: Not the God. alone* I fee his minijlers ; I fee, diffus’d 
a In radiant orders, eflences fublime, ( Of various offices, of various plume, ci In heav’nly liveries,, diftin&iy, clad, i Azure, green,, purple, pearl, or downy gold, ( Or aH commix’d ; they ftand, with wings outfpr.ead* 
3. Lift’ning to catcb the Mafter’s lead command, | And fly through Nature, ere the moment ends 
V Numbers innumerable !—Well conceiv’d ! By Pagan, and by Chriflian ! o’er each fphere f Prefides an angel, to direct its courfe, 
f And feed, or fan, its flames ; or to difcharge :( Other high truft unknown. For who can fee h Such pomp of matter, and imagine, mind, v For which alone inanimate was made, h More fparingly diipens’d i that nobler Son, jl Far liker the great S IRE ! ’Tis thus the Ikies. n Inform us of fuperiors numberlefs, / As much, in excellence, above mankind, 
/As above earth, in magnitude, the fpheres. iHj Thefei as a cloud of witneffes, hang o’er us ; Jin a throng’d theatre are all our deeds ; 

Perhaps, a. thoufand demigods defcertd il On ev’ry beam we fee, to walk with men. i Awful reflection ! ftrong reftraint from ill ! 
I Yet, here, our virtue finds dill dronger aid i From thefe ethereal glories Senfe furveys. o Something, like magick, drikes from this blue vault 
IWith jud attention is it view’d ? we feel 

A fudden fuccour,. unimplor’d, unthought ; 
Nature 
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Nature herfelf does half the work of nan. Seas, rivers, mountains, forefts, deferts, rocks, 
The promontory’s height, the depth profound 
Of fubterranean, excavated grots, Black-brow’d, and vaulted-high, and yawning wide 

- From Nature'* ftrufture, or the fcoop of Time ; 
If ample of dimenfion, vaft of fize, Ev’h tbefezn aggrandizing impulfe give ; 
Of folemn thought enthufiaftick heights Ev’h tbefi infufe.—But what of vaft in thefe ? Nothing ;—or we muft own the Ikies forgot. 
Much lefs in j4rt>—Vain s4rt! thou pigmy-pow’rl- 
How doft thou fwell, and llrut, with human pride,. 
To Ihow- thy littlenefe ! what childifh toys. Thy wat’ry columns fquirted to the clouds ! 
Thy bafon’d rivers, and imprifon’d feas 1 Thy mountains moulded into forms of men !1 
Thy hundred-gated capitals ! ' ox thofe Where three days travel left us mnch to ride ;; Gazing on miracles by mortals wrought, Arches triumphal, theatres immenfe, 
Or nodding gardens pendent in mid-fair ! Or temples proud to meet their gods-half-wajr! Yet thefe affedt us in no common kind. What then the force of fuch ftiperior-fcenes ? Enter a temple, it will ftrike an awe : 
What awe from this the DEITY has built F A 'geod Mrf/z feen, though filent, counfel gives : The touch’d fpeftator wifhes to be wife: 
In a bright mirror his own hands have made. Here we fee fomething like the face of GOD. Seems it not then enough, to fay, Lorenzo! To man abandon’d} “ Haft thou feen the Jhies ?" 

And yet, fo thwarted Nature’s kind defign 
By daring man, he makes her facred awe (That guard from ill) his ftielter, his temptation 
To more than common guilti and quite inverts Celeftial Art’s intent. The trembling ftars 
See crimes gigantick, ftalking-through the gloom With- front eredl, that hide their head by day, 
And making night ftill darker by their deeds. Sluntb’ring in covert, till th* fhades defcend, 

Rapine 
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5f Rapine and Murder, link’d, now prowl for prey. 1 The mifer earths his treafures ; and the thief, h Watching the mole, half-beggars him ere morn. 
V Now plotr,.and foul confpiracies, awake ; i And, muffling up their horrors from the moon,. E liavock and.devaftation they prepare, / And kingdoms tott’ring in the field of blood. 1 Now fons of Riot in mid-revel rage. 
I „What ihall I do ?—fupprefs it ? or proclaim ?— ?. Why JleepsOnt thunder ? Now, Lorenzo ! now, 
l His beft friend’s couch the rank adulterer i Afcends fecure j. and laugihs at gods and men. f Prepoft’rous- madmen, void of fear or ihame, 
i Lay their crimes bare to thefe chafte eyes of Heav’n j. | Yet fflrink, and ihudder, at a mortal’s fight. V Were moon, and ftars,.for villains made ? 
)' To guide, yet fcreen them, with tenebrious light ? I No ; they were made to faihion the fublime if Of human hearts, and •wifer make the ’wife. E Thofe ends were anfwer’d once; when mortals liv’d ;( Of ftronger wing, of aquiline afcent, fi In theory fublime. O how unlike D Thofe vermin of the night, this moment fung,. V Who crawl on earth, and on her venom feed ! 
a Thofe ancient fages, human ftars ! they met T Their brothers of the /kies, at mid-night hour ; P Their counfel afk’d ; and, what they aflt’d, obey'd*. 
! The Stag.yrite, and Plato, he who drank I' The poifon’d bowl, and. he of Ttfeuhun, V With him of Corduba, (immortal names !) ; 
a In thefe unbounded, and Elyjian, walks,. ti An area fit for Gods, and godlike men,, J' They took their nightly round, through radiant path* V By feraphs trod ; inltru&ed, chiefly, thus, /To tread in their bright-foottleps here below ; 
0 To walk in worth ftill brighter than the ikies. il There, they contrafted their contempt of earth ; 
1 Of hopes eternal kindled, the fire; I There, as in near approach, they glow’d, and grew l) (Great vifitants !) more intimate with GOD, > More worth to men, more joyous to themfelves. Through. 



Through ’various virtues, they, with ardour, ran The zodiaik of their leam’d, illuftrious lives. In Chrifiian hearts, O for a Pagan aeal ! 
A needful, but opprobrious pray’r! As much Our ardour lefs, as greater is our light. How monftrous this in morals! Scarce more ftrange 
Would this phxr.omenon in nature ftrike, A fun that froze us, or a ttar that xbartn’d. 

What taught thefe heroes of the moral world? To thefe thou gir’it thy praife, give credit too. 
Thefe dodtors ne’er were penfioh’d to deceive thee j And Pagan tutors are thy tafte.—They taught, 
That narrow views betray to mifery : That wife it is to comprehend the whole : 
That Virtue rofe from Nature, ponder’d well. The lingle bafe of Virtue built to he&v’n : That GOD, and Nature, our attention claim: That Nature is the glafs re Hefting GOD, As, by the fea, reflefted is the fun, 
Too glorious to be gaz’d on in his fphere : That mind immortal loves immortal aims : That boundlefs mind a Hefts a bonndlefs fpaee : 
That vaft furveys, and the fublime of things. The foul aflimilate, and make her great : 
That, therefore, Heav’n her glories, as a fund Of infpirtation, thus fpreads out to man. 
Such are their doftrines ; fuch the Night infpir’d. And what' more true ? what truth of greater weight The foul of man was made to walk the fkies ; 
Delightful outlet of her prifon here ! There, difmcumber’d from her chains, the ties Of toys terreftrial, fhe can rove at large ; There, freely can refpire, dilate, extend, In full proportion let loofe all her pow’rs ; 
And, xutdeluded, grafp at fomething great. Nor, as a llranger, does Ihe wander there ; £ut, wonderful herfelf, through wonder ftrays ; 
Contemplating their grandeur, finds her own ; Dives deep in their ceconomy divine, Sits high in judgment on their various laws, And, like a mafter, judges not amifs. Hence, greatly pleas’d, and juftlymroud, the foul 
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Grows confcious of her birth celeftial 5 breathes 
More life,, more vigour, in her native air ; And feels hevfelf at home among the ftars ; And, feeling, emulates her country’s praife. 

What call we> then, the firmament, Lorenzo ?—* As earth the body, fince the jkies fuftain 'i The foul with food, that gives immortal life, 
u Call it, The noble pailure of the mind; 1 Which there expatiates, {Lengthens, and exults, And riots through the luxuries of thought. 

Call it y The garden of the DEITY, Bloflbm’d with ftars, redundant in the growth 
Of fruit ambrofial ; moral fruit to man. Call it. The breaft-plate of the true High Prieft, i* Ardent with gems oracular, t^at give, 1 In points of higheft moment, right refponfe} ^ And ill negle&ed, if we prize our peace. I1 Thus have we found a true aftrology ; Thus have we found a new, a noble (elite, In which alone ftars govern human fates. 
O that theJldn (as fome have feign’d) let fall Bloodflted, and havock, on embattled realms, 
And refcu’d monarchs from fo black a guilt! Bourbos ! this wilh how gen’rous in a foe ! 
Wouldft thou be great, wouldft thou become 4 god, And ftick thy deathlefs name atnong the ftara, For mighty conquefts on a needle’s point ? aj Inftead of forging chains for foreigners, ■ \ Bajiile thy tutor. Grandeur ail thy aim ? . As yet thou know’ft not what it is. How great, f How glorious, the/t, appears the mind of man, ? When in it all the (tars, and planets, roll! i And what it Jeems, it // .• great objetls make 

v Great minds, enlarging as their views enlarge 5 !l Yhofe ftill more godlike, as thefe more divine. 
’ And more divine than thefe, thou canft not fee. ( Dazzled, o’erpower’d, with the delicious draught 

( Of mifcellaneous fplendours, how I reel I From thought to thought, inebriate, without end ! 1 An Eden, this 1 a paradise uulofil I I meet the DEITY in ev'ry view, 
iAnd tremble, at my nakednefs before him 1 0 that 



O that I could but reach the tree of life! For here it grows, unguarded from our tafte ; No flaming fujord denies our entrance here: 
Would man but gather, he might live for ever. Lorenzo ! much of-moral haft thou feen. Of curious arts art thou more fond ? Then mark 
The mathematick glories of the ikies. In number, weight, and meafure, all ordain’d. Lorenzo’s boafted builders, Chaneet and Fate, Are left to ftnifh his aereal towers ; 
iVifdom, and Choke, their well-known charafters 
Here deep imprefs ; and claim it for their own. Though fplendid all, no fplendour void of ufe* 
Ufe rivals Beauty ; Art contends with Po'iu’rf No wanton wafte, amid effufe expenfe ; 
The great Oeconomist adjufting all To prudent pomp, magnificently wife. How rich the profpeft ! and for ever new t 
And newefl to me man that views it mof ; For newer ftill in infinite fucceeds. Then, thefe aereal racers, O how fwift ! How the fhaft loiters from the ftrongeft firing ! 
Spirit alone can diftance the career. Orb above orb afcending without end 1 
Circle in circle, without end, inclos’d ! Wheel within whed ; Ezekiel ! like to thine 1 Like thine, it Teems a vifion, or a dream ; Though feen, we labour to believe it true / 
What involution ! what extent! what fwarms Of worlds, that laugh at earth ! immenfely great! Immenfely diftant from each other’s fphercs! 
What, then, the wondrous fpace through which they roll At once it quite ingulfs all human thought; ’Tis Comprchenfion’s abfolute defeat. 

Nor think thou feeft a wild diforder here ; Through this illuftrious chaos to the fight. Arrangement neat, and chafteft order, reign. 
The path prefcrib’d, inviolably kept, Upbraids the lawlefs Tallies of mankind. Worlds, ever thwarting, never interfere ; What knots are ty’d ■' how' foon are they diffolv’d. 
And fet the Teeming marry’d planets free 1 



They rove for ever, without error rove { Confufion ur.confus’d! Nor kfs admire 
This tumult untumiihuous ; all On wing! In motion, all! yet what profound repofe ! 
What fervid -aftion, yet no noife ! as aw’d 
To filence, by the prefence of their LORD ; Or hulh’d, by His command, in love to man, And bid let fall foft beams on human reft, Reftlefs themfelves. On yon cterulean plain. In exultation to their GOD, and thine. 
They dance, they fing eternal jubilee, Eternal celebration of His praife. 
But, fince their fing arrives not at our ear, Their dance perplex’d exhibits to the fight Fair hieroglyphick of His peerlefs power.) 
Mark, how the Labyrinthian turns they take. The circles intricate, and myftick maze. Weave the grand cipher of Omnipotence; To gods, how great! how legible to manl Leaves fo much -wonder greater wonder ftill ? 
Where are the pillars that fupport the tides ? What more than Atlantean fhoulder props Th’ incumbent load ? What magick, what ftrange art* In fluid air thefe pond’rous orbs fuftains ? 
Who would not think them hunjr in golden chains ? And fo they are ; in the high will of Heav’n, Which fixes all ; makes adamant of air. Or air of adamant* makes all of nought. 
Or nought of all; if fuch the dread decree. Imagine from their deep foundations torn The moft glgantick fons of earth, the broad 
And tow’ring Alps, all tofs’d into the fea j And, -light as down, or volatile as air, Their bulks enormous dancing on the waves-, 
In time, and meafure, exquifite ; while all The winds, in emulation of the fpheres, Tune their fonorous inftruments aloft; 
The concert fwell, and animate the ball. Would this appear amazing ? What, then, worlds. In a far thinner element fuftain’d, 
And acting the fame part, with greater /kill, 
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More rapid movement, and for nobleft ends ? 

More obvious ends to pafs, are not thefe ftars rrhe feats majeftiek, proud imperial thrones. 
On which angelick delegates of Heav'n, At certain periods, as the-Sov’reign nods, 
Difcharge high truils of vengeance, or of love. 
To clothe, in outward grandeur, grand defign* And a&s rtioft folemn Hill more folctnnize ? 

Ye citizens of alrl what ardent thanks, What full effufion of the grateful heart, Is due from man indulg’d in fuch a fight! 
A fight fo noble ! and a fight fo kind! It drops new truths at ev’ry nevs furvey ! 
Feels not Lorenzo fomething llir within. That fweeps away all period ? As thefe fpherea Meafure duration, they no lefs infpire 
The godlike hope of ages without end. 
The boundlefs /pace, through which thefe rovers take Their reftlefs roam, fuggells the fifter-thought 
Of boundlefs time. Thus, by kind Natures fitiU> To man tmlabour’d, that important gueft, ErERNitf, finds entrance at tinzjighti 
And an eternity, for man ordain’d. Or thefe his deftin’d midnight-counfdlors, 
The Jlatt, had never whifper’d it to man. Nature i/tfotms, but ne’er infults, her fons g 
Could fhe then kindle the moll ardent wilh 
To difappoint it ?—That is Wafphemy. Thus, of thy creed a fecond article. Momentous as th’ exifteoce of a GOD* 
Is found (as I conceive) where rarely fought} And thou may’ll read thy Jbul immortal, here. 

Here, then, Lorenzo! on thefe glories dwell j Nor want the gilt, illuminated, roof. 
That calls the wretched gay to dark delights. jSJfemblees ?—This is one divinely bright; 
Here, unendanger’d in health, wealth, or fame. Range through the fairell^ and the Sultan fcorn. 
He, wife as thou, no crejlcent holds fo fair, As that which on his turbant awes a world ; And thinks the Moon is proud to copy him. 
Look oji her, and gain more than worlds can give, 

A mind 
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A mind fuperior to the charms of power. 
Thou, muffled in delulions of this life ! Can yonder Mton turn Ocean in his bed, 
From fide to fide, in conftant ebb, and flow, 
And purify from flench his wat’ry realms i And fails her moral influence ? Wants fhe power 
To turn Lorenzo’s ftubborn tide of thought From ftagnating on Earth’s infefted fhore, 

i And purge from nuifance his corrupted heart ? Fails her attraftion when it draws to Heav’n t Nay, and to what thou valu’ft more, Earth’s joy l 
Minds elevate, and panting for unfeen. 
And defecate from fenfe, alone obtain Full relifh of exiftence undeflower’d, 
The life of life, the zefi of worldly blifs. * All elfe on earth amounts—to what ? To this: I “ Bad to beyw^erV / blessings to be •I Earth’s richeft inventory boafts no more. 

;f Of higher fcenes be, then, the call obey’d, j O let me gaze !—Of gazing there’s no end. 
O let me think !—Thought too is wilder’d here; i In mid-way flight Imagination tires; L Yet foon reprunes her wing to foar anew, I Her point unable to forbear, or gain ; 

| So great the pleafure, fo profound the plan ! A banquet this where men and angels meet, Eat the fame manna, mingle earth and heav’n. How diftant fome of thefe nofturnal funs ! 
| So diftant (fays the fage *) ’twere not abfurd To doubt, if beams, let out at Natures birth. Are yet arriv’d at this fo ftreign world ; Though nothing half fb rapid as their flight. An eye of awe and wonder let me roll, And roll for ever. Who can fatiate fight 

In fuch a fcenc ? in fuch a?l ocean wide Of deep aftonifhment i where depth, height, ferea^irt. Are loft in their extremes ; and where to .count The thick-fown gl ories in this field of fire* 
t Perhaps a feraph’s computation fails. Now, go, A-mtntion f boaft thy boundlefs might 
I In cooqueft, o’er the tenth part of a grain. 

T £ And' 
* Hugenius. 
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And yet Lorenzo calls for miracles, To give bis tott’ring faith a folid bafe. 

Why call for lefs, than, is already thine t Thou art no noviqe in theology ; ~ ; /, 9 ’O'L'o „   ^ What is a miracle?—’Tis. a reproach, 'Tis a.n implicit fatire, on mankind ; 
And while it fatisfies, it cenfures too. 
To common fenfe, great Nature's qourfe proclaims A DEiTY : when mankind falls alleep, 
A miracle is fent as an alarm To wake the world, and prove Him o’er again, 
By recent argument, but not more jlrcrig. 
Say, which imports more plenitude of power, Or Nature’s laws to fx, or lo.repeal? 
To make a fun, or Jlop his mid career ? To, countermand his orders, and fend back 
The flaming courier to the frighted Eajl, Warm’d, and aftoniih’d, a.t his ev’njng-ray ? 
Or bid the Moon, as with her jpurney tir’d,. In Ajalon's foft, flow’ry vale repofe-i’ 
Great things are thefe ; Hill greater, to create. From Adam’s bow’r look down thro’ the whole train 
Of miracles i—refiftlefs is their power ? They do not, can not, more amaze the mind, Than this, call'd unmiraculous furvey. 
If duly weigh’d, if rationally feen, If feen. with human eyes. The brute, indeed, 
Sees nought but fpangles here ; the fool, no more. Sayft thou, “ The courfe of governs all i” 
The courfe of Nature is the art of GOD. 
The miracles thou call’ll for, tkis attell; For fay, could Nature Nature's courfe control ? But, miracles apart, who fees HIM not, Nature's Controller, Author, Guide, and End ? 
Who turns his eye on Nature's midnight-face. But mud enquire,:—“ What hand behind the fcene, “ What arm almighty put thefe wheeling globes ** In motion, and wound up the vaft qnachine ? 
“ Who rounded in his-palm thefe fpacious orbs ? “ Who bawl’d them flaming through the dark profound, 4‘ Num’rous as glitt’ring, gems of morning-dew. 

Or fparks from populous, cities in a blaze, « And 
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« And fet the bofom of Old Night on fire ? 
“ Peopled her defert, and made horrory«//i? i*' Or, if the military ftyle delights thee, 
(For ftars have fought their battles, leagu’d with man),, “ Who marfhals this bright hoft ? infols tbeir names J? 
“ Appoints their ports, their marches, and returns, “ Pun6ftial, at ftated periods ? Who diftands 
“ Thefe vet’ran troops, their final duty done, “ If e’er difbanded ?”—HE, whofe potent word. Like the loud trumpet, levy’d firft their pow’rs In Night's inglorious empire, where they flept 
In beds of darknefs ; arm’d them with fierce fl&mes, Arrang’d, and difciplin’d, and cloth’d in gold j 
And call’d them out of Chaos to the field, Where now they war with Vice and tJnlelief. O let us join this army ! Joining thefe, Will give us hearts intrepid, at that hour. When brighter flames fliall cut a dttrker night; When thefe ftrong demonftrations of a GOD Shall hide their heads, or tumble from their fphere*^ 
And one eterxal cnrtzm cover all! Struck at that thought, as new-awak’d, I lift 
A more enlighten’d eye, and read the ftars 
To man ftill more propitious ; and their aid (Though guiltlefs of idolatry)-implore; Nor longer rob them of their nobleft name. 
G ye dividers of my time ! yc bright Accountants of my days, and months, and years. In your fair calendar diftin&ly mark’d !- Since that authentick, radiant regifter, Though man infpe&s it not, ftands good againft him ; Since y<?«> and years, roll on, though man ftands ftiH^- Teach me my days to number, and apply 
My trembling heart to vsifdom now beyond All (hadow of excufe for fooling on. Age fmootfis our path to Ptudence ; fweeps afide The fnares keen Appetite and Faff’on fpread To catch ftray fouls ; and wo to that grey head, Whofe Folly would undo,, what Age has done ! Aid, then, aid, all ye liars !—Much rather, THOU^ Great ARTIST! Thou, whofe finger fet aright 
This exquifite machine, with all its 'wheels, 

T 3, Though 
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Though intervolv’d, cxaft ; and pointing out 
Life’s rapid and irrevocable flight,. With fuch an index fair, as none can mifs, 
Who lifts an eye, nor fleeps till it is clos’d* Open mine eye, dread DEITY ! to read The tacit doctrine of thy works t to fee Things as they are, unalter’d through the glaf* 
Of worldly wiflies. Time, Eternity ! (’Tis thefe, mifmeafur’d, ruin all mankind); Set them before me; let me lay them both 
In equal fcale, and learn their various weight. Let Time appear a moment as it is ; And let Eternily\ full orb, at once, 
Turn on my foul, and ftrike it into heav’n. When /hall I fee far more than charms me now T Gaze on creation’s model in thy breaft Unveil’d, nor wonder at the tranfcript more ? When this vile, foreign duft, which fmothers all 
That travel Earth's deep vale, Avail I fliake oft'? 
When ihall my foul her incarnation quit. And, readopted to thy blefs’d embrace, Obtain her apotheofts in THEE? Doft think, Lorenzo ! this is wand’ring wide 2- 
No, ’tis diredtly ftriking at the mark ; To wake thy dead devotion * was my point; 
And how I blefs Night's confecrating fliades* Which to a temple turn an univerfe ; If ill us with great ideas, full of heav’n. And antidote the peftilentkil earth ! In ev’ry ftorm, that either frowns, or falls, 
What an afylum has the foul in pray’r ! And what a fane is this, in which to pray ! 
And what a G O D muft dwell in fuch a fane •’ 
O what a genius muft inform the ikies ! And is Lorenzo’s falamander-heart Cold, and untouch’d, amid thefe facred fires ? 
O ye no&urnal fparks ! ye glowing embers, On heav’n’s broad hearth ! who burn, or burn no morej Who blaze, or die, as great JEHOVAH’s breath 
Or blows you, or forbears ; affift my fong ; Pour your whole influence; exorcife his heart, 

So:- 
* Page 204. 
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i Sa long poffefs’d ; and bring him back to tkim. 
IAnd is Lorenzo a demurrer JIM? Pride in thy parts provokes thee to conteft Truths, which,, contefted, put thy parts to fliame. 1 Nor fliame they more Lorenzo’s head, than heart.- 
t A faithlefs heart,, how defpicably fmall ! Too ftrait aught great or gen’rous to receive! 

Fill’d with an atom ! fill’d and foul’d with fv(f! \ And felf miftaken ! felf tliat lafts an hour! 
i Injiintts and pajjions of the nobler kind, 1 Ly fuffocated there; or they -Aone, \ apart, would wake high hope ; and opena To ravifh’d thought, that inteilettyal fphere, F Where Order, Wifdom, Goodnefs, Providence) Their endlefs miracles of love difplay, 
M And promife all the truly great defire. ! The mind that would be happy, mull ht great { M Great, in its nuijhes-great, in its furveys. ( Extended views a narrow mind extend j [ j Pufli out its corrugate, expanfive make, f Which, erelong, wore, than planets (hall embracCb 
y A jpao of compafc makes a man of 'worth ; 
i. Divine ccntemplate, and become divine. As man was made for glory, and for bKf*, 
v All littlenefs is in approach to wo: > Open thy bofom, fet thy wiflies wide,. And let in manhood. ; let in happinefs ; 
\ Admit the boundlefs theatre of thought I From nothing, up to GOD; which makes a man. L Take GOD from Nature,, nothing great is left j I Man’s mind is in a pit, and nothing lees ; 
1 Man’s heart is in a jakes, and loves the mire. I Emerge from thy profound ; erefh thine eye t 3 See thy diftrefs ! how clofe art thou befieg’d ! I Befieg’d by Nature, the proud Sceptick’s foe 1 I Inclos’d by thefe innumerable worlds, 
'i Sparkling convidtion on the darkeft mind, J A3 *n a golden net of Providence, 

How art thou caught, fure captive of belief! I From this thy blels’d captivity, what art, I What blafphemy to reafon, fets thee free ! 
This 



This fcene is HeavVs indulgent violence: Canft thou bear up againft this tide of glory ? 
What is earth bofom'd in thefe ambient orbs, But, faith in GO"D imposed, and prefs’d on man ? Dar’ft thou ftill litigate thy defperate caufe% Spite of thefe mim’rous, awful nvitneffei, And doubt the dvpofition of the Ikies ? That bright connection between hearts, and Heaven 1 O laborious is thy way to ruin ! Laborious ? ’Tis iviprafikable quite ; 
To fink beyond a doubt, in this debate, With all his weight of wifdom, and of will. 
And crime flagitious, I defy a-fool. Some wilh they did; but no man di/believesi 
G O D is a fpirit; Jpirit cannot Itrike 
Thefe grofs, material organs ; GOD by man< As much is ffcen, as ?nan a GO D can fee, 
In thefe aftonilhing exploits of power. What order, beauty, motion, diftance, fize 1 Concertion of defign, how exquillte !' 
How complicate, in their divine police ! Apt means ! great ends ! confent to gen’fal good!—- Each atribute of thefe material-goOm, 
So long (and that with fpecious pleas)- ador’d; 
A fep’rate conquell gains o’er rebel-thought ; And leads in triumph the whole mind of man. Lorenio ! this may feem harangue to thee ; 
Such all is apt tt> feem, that thwarts our will. And'doft thou, then, demand aynw/A proof 
Of this great mafter-motal of the Ikiesj Unlkill’d, or dilinclin’d, to read it there? 
Since ’tis the bafis, and all drops without it, Take it in one compadt, unbroken chain. Such proof infills on an attentive ear ;■ ’Twill not make one amid a mob of thoughts, And, for thy notice, ftruggle with the world. 
Retire ; the 'world Ihut out ; thy thoughts call' Imaginations airy wing reprefs ;— [home Lock up thy fenfes let no paffion ftir ;  Wake all to Reafon ; let her reign alone;— Then, in thy foul's deep filence, and the depth 
Of Afo/are’s lilenge, midnight, thus inquire, 

Aj 
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As / have done ; and fhall inquire no more. In Nature’s channel thus the queilion run. 

“ IVbat am I ? and from whence ?—-I nothing know. “ But that I am ; and, fince I am, conclude “ Something eternal. Had there e’er been naughty “ Nought ftill. had been. Paternal there ««/? be.— “ But what .eternal ?—Why not human race ; 
“ And Adam’s anceftors without an end ? “ That’s hard to be conceiv’d ; fince ev’rylink 
« Of that long-chain’d fucceflion is fo frail. “ Can ev’ry part depend, and not the whole * 
“ Yet grant it true ; new difficulties rife ; “ I’m ftill quite out at fea ; nor fee the fltore. 
° Whence earth, and thefe bright orPs ?—Eternal too ?—« “ Grant matter was eternal ; ftill thefe orbs 
“ Would want fome other father.—-Much defign “ Is feen in all their motions, all their makes : u Dcfsgn implies intelligence, and art : “ That can’t be from thernfehes,—or man : That art 

Man fcarce can comprehend, could man beftow ? 
“ And nothing greater, yet allow’d, than man.— « Who, motion, foreign to the fmalleft grain, “ Shot through vaft maffes of enormous weight ? “ Who bid brute Matter's reftive lump affume 
“ Such various forms, and gave it wings to fly ? “ Has matter motion ? then each atom,. “ Aflerting its iiidifputable right 
“ To dance, would form an univerfe of duft. “ Has matter none ? Then whence thefe glorious forms^ “ And boundlefs flights, from fbapelefs, and repos'd? “ Has matter more than motion ? has it thought, “ Judgment,, and genius i is it deeply learn’d “ In mathematicks ? has it fram’d fuch laws,. “ Which,, but to guefs, a Newtoh made immortal ?-« “ If ft), how each fage atom laughs at me, *■* Who think a clod inferior to a man ! “ If art, to form, and cdunfel, to conduct, “ A.nd that with greater far, than human fkill, “ Refides not in each block ;---a GOHHKAD. reigns.. “ Grant, then, invifible, eternal, MIND ; 
“ That granted, all is folv’d.---But, granting that, 
“ Draw I not o’er me a ftill darker cloud 1 Grant 
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Grant 1 not that which T can ne’er conceive ? “ A being without origin, or end — 

** Hail, Human Liberty ! there is no G O D— Yet, why ? On either fcheme that knot fubfifts ; 
“ Subfift-'it tnujif in GOD, or human race. “ If in the laft, how many knots befide, 
“ IndiffolubJe a]l>?—Why choofe it there, 
“ Where, chofen, iHU fubfift ten thoufand more ? “ Reje<ft it, where, that chofen, all the reft 
“ Difpers’d, leave Reafon'% whole horizon clear ? This is not Reafon’s diftate ; Reafon fays, 
“ Clofe with the fide where one grain turns the fcale. “ What vaft preponderance is here ! Can Reafon “ With louder voiae exclaim—G O D ? “ And Reafon heard, is the foie mark of man. 
“ What things impoffible muft man think, true, 
** On any other fyftem ! and how ftrange “ To dijbelieve, through mere credulity !” 

If, in this chain, Lorenzo finds no flaw. Let it for ever bind him to belief 
And where the link in which a flaw he finds ?-— | And, if a G O D there is, that GOD how great ! How great that power, whole providential care Through thefe bright orbs dark centres darts a ray ! 
Of Nature univerfal threads the whole ! And haags creation, like a precious gem, 
Though little, on the footftool of his throne! That little gem, how large ! A weight let fall From a fix’d ftar, in ages can it reach This diftant earth?' Say, then, Lorenzo! where. 
Where ends this mighty building ? where begin The fuburbs of'creation ? where the wall- 
Whofe battlements look o’er into the vale Of non-exiftence ? Nothing’s ftrange abode ! 
Dread, bottomlefs Amazement! how it yawns ? How Ihuddering Fancy fickens, and recoils ? 
And is it there Lorenzo hopes to dwell ? 
Say, at what point of fpace JEHOVAH dropp'd His flacken’d line, and laid his balance by ; Weigh’d worlds, and meafur’d infinite, no more ? Where rears his terminating pillar high 
Its extramundane head ? and fays, to gods, 
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tn cliaradlers illuftrious aa the fun, “ Ift and, the plan’s proud period ; / pronounce “ The work accomplifto’d i the creation clos’d. 

“ Shout, all ye gods ! nor Jhout, ye gods, alone ; 
Of all that lives, or, if devoid of life, ** That refts, or rolls, ye heights, and depths, refound! “ Refound ■' refund ■' ye depths, and heights, refound 

Hard are thofe qu eft ions ?—Anfwer harder ftill. 
Is this the foie exploit, the tingle birth, . The folitary fon of power divine? 

i Or has th’ almighty TATHER, with a breath, i Impregnated the womb of d\ft.?Ln\.fpace ? iHas he not bid> in various provinces, riBrother-creations the dark bowels burft 
KOf Night primaeval, barren now no more ? And he the central fun, tranfpiereing all '.Thole giant-generations, which difport, 
illAnd dance, as motes, in his meridian ray 5 i 'That ray withdrawn, benighted, or abforb’d, I9" that abyft of horror, whence they fprung ; rhile Chaos triumphs, repoifefs’d of all ival Creation ravifh’d from his throne ? bAjos 1 of Nature both the womb, and grave 1 Thinkft thou my fcheme, LoREwao, fpreads tbo wide ? i this extravagant •*—No ; this is ju/i; ill in conjecture, though ’twere falfe in fad. ’ ’tis an error, ’tis an error fprung 

rom noble root, high thought of the MOST HIGH* 
ut wherefore error ? Who can prove it fuch ?•■.«»<■ le that can fet Omnipotence a boufid. an man “conceive beyond what GOD can do? :othing but (j.uite-ivipoflble is hard. Te fummons into being, with like eafe» L whole creation-, and a Angle grain. peaks he the word ? a thoufand worlds are born !-*- 
l thoufand worlds ? there’s fpace for millions more And in what fpace can his great fat fail ? Condemn me not, cold critiek ! but indulge 

The warm imagination. Why condemn ? Why not indulge fuch thoughts, as fwell our hearts 
With fuller admiration of that Power, IWho gives our hearts with fuch high thoughts to fwell ? Why 
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Why noE indulge in his augmented praife ? 
Darts nht his glory a ftill brighter ray, 
The lefs is left to Chans, and the realms 
Of hideous Night, where Fancy ftrays aghaft; And, though moft talkative, makes no report ? 

Still feertis my thought enormous ! Think again Experience' felf fhall aid thy lame belief. 
GlaJJes) (that revelation to the light!), Have they not led us in the deep difclofe 
Of fine-fpun Nature, exquifitely fmall; And, though demonftrated, ftill ill-conceh'd- If, then, on the reverfe, the mind would mount 
In magnitude, what mind can mount too far, To keep the balance, and ereation» 
Defett alone can err on fuch a theme. What is too great, if we the caufe fumy ? Stupendous ARCHITECT ! Thou, Thou art alii My foul flies op and down in thoughts of Thse, 
And finds herfelf but at the centre ftill 1 I AM, thy name ! exiflence, all thine own / Creation's nothing ; flatter’d much, if ftyl’d ■“ The thin, the fleeting atmofphere of GOD." O for the voice—of what i of whom?—What voieG Can anfwer to my wants, in f&ch afcent, 
As dares to deem one univerfe too fmall ? Tell me, Lorenzo! (for now Arwej glows. Fir’d in the vortex of almighty power), 
In not thisTiome-creation, in the map 
Of univerfal Nature, as a fpeck. Like fair Britannia in our little ball ; Exceeding fair and glorious, for its fize, 
But elfewhere far out-meafur’d, far outftione i In Fancy (for the fail beyond us lies) Canft thou not figure it, an ifle, almoft 
Too fmall for notice, in the vafl of being ; Sever'd by mighty feas of unbuilt fpace, From other realms > from ample continents 
Of higher life, where nobler natives dwell { Lefs northern, lefs remote from DEITY, Glowing beneath the line of the Supreme ; 
Where fouls in excellence make hafte, put forth 

Luxuriant 
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Luxuriant growths ; nor the late autumn wait Of human worth, but ripen foon to gods ? Yet why drown in fuch depths as thefe ? 
Return, prefumptuous rover ! - and confefs 
The bounds of man $ nor blame them as too fmall. Enjoy we not full fcope in what is feen* Full ample the dominions of the fun ! Full glorious to behold ! how far, how wide. The matchlefs monarch, from his flaming throne, Lavilh of luftre, throws his beams about him, Farther and fafter than a thought can fly. And feeds his planets with eternal fires ! This Heliopolis, by greater far, 
Than the proud tyrant of the Nile, was built } And A? alone, who built it, can deftroy. Beyond this city, why ftrays human thought ? 0?ie wonderful, enough-for man to know ! One infinite, enough for man to range ! One firmament, enough for man to read! O what voluminous inftru&ion here 1 What page'of wifdom is deny’d him ? None; If learning his chief leflbn makes him wife. Nor \% inJiru£iion, here, our only gain ; There dwells a noble pathos in the Ikies, Which warms our paffions, profelytes our hearts. How eloquently fhines the glowing pole ! With what authority it gives its charge, Remonftrating great truths in ftyle fublime, 
Though filent, loud ! heard earth around ; above The planets heard; and not unheard in hell ; 
Hell has her wonder, though too proud to praife. Is earth, then, more infernal ? has ihe thofc. 
Who neither praife (Lorenzo ! ) nor aamtre T Lorenzo’s admiration, pre-engag’d. Ne’er alk’d the Moon one queftion ; never held 
Leaft correfpondence with a Angle ftar ; Ne’er rear’d an altar to the Sfueen of Hcav’n, Walking in brightnefs ; or her train ador’d. Hhen fublunary rivals have long fince 
Ingrofs’d his whole devotion ; Jlars malign, Which made their fond ajlronomer run mad ; 
Darken his intelled, corrupt his hart i 

U Caufe 
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Caufc him to facrifice his fame and peace To momentary madnefs, Call’d Delight. 
Idolater, more grofs than ever kifs’d The lifted hand to Lutja, or pour’d out The.blood to Jove !-*-0 THOU, to whom belong* 
All facrifice ! O thou great Jove unfeign’d ! Divine Instructor ! thy-volume, this, 
For ;*««Vperufal; all in capitals ! 
In moon andj/?arj, (heav’n’s golden alphabet!) Emblaz’d to feize the fight; who runs, may read/ Who reads, can underjland. ’Tis unconfin’d 
To ChriJUan land, or Jewry ; fairly writ. In language univerfal, to Mankind : 
A language, lofty to the learn’d j yet plain To thofe that feed the flock, or guide the plough, Or, from its hulk, ftrike out the bounding grain. 
A language, worthy the Great MIND, that fpeaksl Preface, and comment, to the ftscredpage l 
Which oft refers its reader to the Ikies, 
As prefuppofing his firft leflbn there. And fcripture’ felf a fragment, that unread. Stupendous book of wifdom, to the wife ! Stupendous book ! and open’d, Nicht! by thee. 

By thee much open’d, I confefs, O Night ■' 
Yet more I wilh ; but hew fhall I prevail ? Say, gentle Night! whofe modeft, maiden beams 
Give us a new creation, and prefent 
The world’s great pifture, foften’d to the fight ; Nay, kinder far, far more indulgent ftill. Say, thou, whofe mild dominion’s filver key 
Unlocks our hemifphere, and fets to view Worlds beyond number ; worlds conceal’d by day Behind the proud and envious ftar of noon ! 
Canft thou not draw a deeper fcene ?^*-and fhow The mighty Potentate, to whom belong ' Thefe rich regalia, pompoufly difplay’d 
To kindle.that high hope? Like him of Ut, I gaze around ; I fearch on every fide  
O for a glimpfe of H I M my foul adores 1 As the chas’d hart, amid the defert wafte. Pants for the living ftream ; for HIM who made her. 
So pants the thrifty foul, amid the blank Of 



The CONSOLATION. 231 
3 Of fublunary joys. Say, Goddefs! where ? 
I Where blazes Aif bright court ? where burns />u throne ? I Thou know’ll;; for thou art near him ; by thee, round 1 /f/'r grand pavilion, facred Fame reports 
i The fable curtain drawn. If not, can none P Of thy fair daughter-train, fo fwift of wing, V Who travel far, difcover where be dwells ? ? A Jiar his dwelling pointed out below. 'i Ye Pleiades ! Archirus ! Mazaroth ! 
ft And thou, Orion ! of ftill keener, eye ! e Say, ye, who gukk the wllder’d in the waves, ? And bring them out of tempeft into port! J On which hand mult I bend my courfe to find him ? 
I Thefe courtiers keep the fecret of their KING; 1 I wake whole nights, in vain, to fteal it from them. 1 wake ; and, waking, clhnb Night'* radiant fcale,, 9 From fphere to fphere ; the fteps by Nature fet For man’s afcent ; at once to te?npt, and aid; I To tempt his eye, and aid his tow’ring thought ^ r Till it arrives at ihe great goal of all. In ardent Contemplation'* rapid car, 
1 From earth, as from my barrier, I fet out. i How fwift I mount! diminilh’d earth recedes ; 1 I pafs the moon ; and, from her farther fide, 1 Pierce heav’n’s blue curtain ; ftrike into remote J / Where, with his lifted tube, the fubtile fage 
f His artificial, airy journey takes, 

>. And to celejiial lengthens-,W//rf« fight.. I I paufe at ev’ry planet on my road, . And alk for HIM, who gives their orbs to roll, P Their foreheads fair to Ihine. From Saturn’s ring,. 
I In which, of earths an army might be loft, With the bold comet, take my bolder flight, \ Amid thofe fovereign glories of the Ikies, ) Of independent, native luftre, proud ; The fouls of fyftems ! and the lords of life, Through their wide empires ! What behol<} VriowP . A wildernefs of wonders burning round ; Where larger funs inhabit higher fpheres j 

Perhaps the villas of defcending gods ! Nor halt I here ; my toil is but begun ; " 'Tis but the threlhold of the D £ I T Y; 
U* Oty 

;. 
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Or, far beneath it, I am grovelling ftill; Grovelling in elevation few can reach ! Nor is it llrange ; I built on a miftake ; 
The grandeur of his works, whence Folly fought For aid, to Reafon ftis. his glory higher j Who built thus high for worms (mere worms to Him') ; O where, Lorenzo ! muft the Builder dwell ? 

Paufe, then; and, for a moment, here refpire— If human thought can keep its ftation here. [thou. 
Where am 1 ?—Where is earth ?—Nay, where art O Sun?—.Is the fun turn’d reclufe ?—and are His boafted expeditions, (hort to mine ? To mine, how fliort! On Nature’s Alps I ftand. 
And fee a thoufand firmaments beneath ! 
A thoufand fyftems ! asta thoufand grains 1 So much a ftranger, and fo late arriv’d. 
How can man’s curious fpirit not enquire,. 
What are the natives of this world fublime. Of this. £b foreign, unterreftrial fphere, 
Where mortal, untriwjlated, never ftray’d ? “ O ye, as diftant from my little home, f‘ As fwifteft fun-beams in an age can fly ! Far from my native element I roam, “ In quell of new, and wonderful, to man. 
“ What province this, of Ms immenfe domain, 
“ Whom all obey ? Or mortals Acre, or gods ! “ Ye bord’rers on the coafts of blifs ! what are you l. 
*l A colony from heav’n ? or, only rais'd, “ By frequent vifit from heav’n’s neighb’ring realms, “ To fecondary gods, and half-divine ?— 
“ Whate’er your nature, this is pall difpute, “ Far other life you live, far other tongue 
“ You talk, far other thought, perhaps,, you think, “ Than man. How various are the works of God! «* But fay. What thought ? Is Reafon here enthron’d,. “ And abfolute ? or Senfe in arms againft her ? « Have you two lights ? or need you no reveal'd? 
“ Enjoy your happy realms their golden age ? “ And had your Eden an abftemious Eve ? “ Qur Eve’s fair daughters prove their pedigree, “ And alk their Adams,— Who would not be wife ? 
“ Qr, if your mother fell, are jQu.redeemld ? 
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** And if redeem’d,—is your Redeemer /corn'd ? “ Is this your final refidence ? If not, “ Change you your fcene, tran/ated- or, by death? 
“ And if by death ; What death ?—Know you difeafe ? “ Or horrid war ? With war, this fatal hour, Europa groans (fo call we a fmall field 

Where kings run mad). In our world, Death depute* “ Intern/ranee to do the work of Age ; “ And, hanging up the quiver Nature gave him, 
“ As flow of execution, for difpatch “ Sends forth Imperial butchers ; bids them flay “ Their flieep, (the filly ftieep they fleec’d before), “ And tofs him twice ten thoufand at a meal. 
“ Sit all your executioners on thrones ? ** With_yip;<, can rage for plunder make a god ? 
“ And bloodjhed wafti out ev’ry other ftaia ?  “ But you, perhaps, can’t bleed : from matter gr«f» •“ Your /pints clean, are delicately clad “ In fine-fpun asther ; privileg’d to foar, 

Unloaded, uninfefted. How unlike “ The lot of man ! How few of human race “ By their own mud unmurder’d ! how we wage* “ Self-war eternal !—Is your painful day “ Of. hardy conflift o’er? or, are you ftill “ Raw candidates at fchool ? And have you thofe “ Who AifaKelk rever/ons, as with us ?— “ But what are we? You never heard of Man, “ Or Earth ; the Bedlam of the univerfe ! 
** Where Rea/on (undifeas’d with you) runs madv “ And nurfes Folly's children as her own; ** Fond of the fouleft. In the facred mount ** Of Holine/s, where Reafon is pronounc’d “ In/allible ; and thunders, like a god ;• “ Ev’n there, by /aints, the daemons are outdone : M What the/e think wrong, our /aints refine to right's “ And kindly teach dull Hell her own black arts j “ Sataw, inftru&ed, o’er their morals fmiles.— But this, how ftrange to you, who know not Man / “ Has the leaft. rumour of our race arrivM ? « Call’d here El»}ah, in his flaming car ? w Pafs’d by you the good Enoch, on his road 
« To thofe fair- fields, whence Lucifer was burl’d 

U 3, « Who» 
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Who brufti’d, perhaps, your fphere, in his defcent, “ Stain’d your pure cryftal aether, or let fall 

“ A fhort eclipfe from his portentous ihade ? “ O ! that the fiend had lodg’d on fome broad orb “ Athwart his way ; nor reach’d his prefent home ; “ Then blacken’d Earthy with footfteps foul’d in hell», ** Nor w a fir’d in Ocean as from Rome he pafs’d 
“ To Britain’s ifie ; too,'too confpicuoua there!” 

But this is all digreffion.—Where is he. That o’er Heav’n’s battlements the felon hurl’d To groans, and chains, and darknefs ? Where is HEj. 
Who fees creation’s fummit in a vale ? He, whom> while man is man, he can’t but feck j And if he finds, commences more than man ? O for a telefcope his throne to reach ! 
Tell me, ye learn’d on earth ! or blefs’d above! Ye fearcbing, ye Newtonian angels ! tell,. 
Where your great Master’s orb ? his planets, where - Thofe cenfcious fatellites, thofe morning-Jlars, Firft-born of DEITY ! from central love,^ By veneration moft profound, thrown off 
By fweet attraction, no lefs llrongly drawn ; Aw'd, and yet raptur'd; raptur'd, yet ferene ; 
Paft thought illuftrious, but with borrow’d beame Jt In ftitl approaching circles, ftill remote. Revolving round the fun’s eternal Sire ! 
Or fent, in lines direft, on embafiies To nations—in what latitude ?—Beyond Terreftrial thought’s horizon !—And on what High errands fent i—Here human effort ends ; And leaves me ftill a ftranger to Ar throne. 

Full well it might! I quite miftook my road* Born in an age more curious, than devout ; More fond to fix the place of heav’n or hell. 
Than ftudious this to ftiun, or that fecure. ’Tis not the curious, but the pious path, That leads me to my point. Lorenzo ! know. Without or Jlar, or angel, for their guide, Who worfliip GOD, ftiall find kiin. Humble Love, 
And not proud Reafon, keeps the door of Heav’n j Love finds admifiion, where proud Science fails. Man’s fcience is the culture of his heart ^ —
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And not to lofe bis plummet in the depths Gf Nature, or the more profound of GOD. Either to know,, is an attempt that feta 
The wifeft on a level with the fooh To fathom Nature (ill-attempted here!} Paft doubt, is deep philofophy above : Higher degrees in biifs archangels take. As deeper learn’d ; the deepeft, learning ftilli. For, what a thunder of omnipotence (So might I dare to fpeak !) isfeen in all! In Mem! \n.Earth! in more-amazing Skies Teaching this leflbn, Pride is loath to learn,—. 
“ Not deeply to difeern, not /much to know, “ Mankind was born to wonder and ADoaE.,, And is there caufe for higher wonder ftill. Than that which ftruck us from our paft furveys l 
Yes; and for deeper adoration too. From my late airy travel unconfin’d. Have I iear'n’d nothing?—Yes, Lorenzo! this^; Each of thefe ftars is a religious houle ; I faw their altars fmoke, their incenfe rife, And heard Hofannas ring through ev’ry fphere,, 
A feminary fraught with future gods. Nature all o’er is con feerated ground, Teeming with growths immortal, and divine. 
The great Proprietor’s all-bounteous hand Leaves nothing wafte ; but fows thefe fiery field* With feeds of reafon, which to virtues rife Beneath his genial ray ; and, if efcap’d 
The peftilential blafts of ftubborn will. When grown mature, are gather’d for the fkiess And is devotion thought too much on earth. When beings, fo fqperior, homage boaft. 
And triumph in. proftrations to the throne ? But wherefore more of planets, or of ftars ? ^Ethereal journeys, and, difeover’d there* Ten thoufand worlds, ten thoufand ways devout ? 
All Nature fending incenfe to the throne, Except the bold Lorenzos of our fphere ? Op’ning the folemn foureps of my foul. 
Since 1 have pour’d, like feign’d Eridanus, My flowing numbers o’er the flaming ikk»* Nor 
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Nor fee, of fancy, or of fa£l> what more Invites the mufe,—here turn we, and review Our paft no&urnal landfcape wide :—then, fay, Say, then, Lorenzo ! with what burft of heart. The whole, at once, revolving in his thought, 
Muft man exclaim, adoring, and aghaft ? “ O what a root ! O what a branch is here ! “ O what a father! what a family ! “ Worlds ! fyltems ! and creations —and creations, 
“ In one agglomerated duller, hung, 
“ * Great VINE! on thee, on thee the duller hangs j “ The filial duller ! infinitely fpread “ In glowing globes, with various being fraught; “ And drinks (neftareous draught!) immortal life. “ Or, fliall I fay (for ’who can lay enough ?) “ A conftellation of ten thoufand gems, (And, O ! of what dimenfion ! of what weight !) 
« Set in one fgnet, flames on the right hand “ Of Majesty Divine ! the blazingfeal, “ That deeply llamps, on all created mind, •* Indelible, bit fov’reign attributes, “ Omnipotence, and Love ; palling bound, u And {bit furpaffing that. Nor Hop we here, “ For want of power in GOD, but thought in Man. 
*< Ev’n //{// acknowledg’d, leaves us Hill in debt ; “ If greater aught, that greater all is Thine, 
“ Dre-ao SIRE !—Accept this miniature of Thee ; u And pardon an attempt from mortal thought, “ In which archangels might have fail’d, unblam’d.’* 

How fuch ideas of th’ ALMIGHTY’S power. 
And fuch ideas of th’ ALMIGHTY’S plan, (Ideas not abfurd) dillend the thought 
Of feeble mortals ! Nor of them alone ! The fulnefs of the DEITY breaks forth In inconceivablet to men, and gods. Think, then, O think ; nor ever drop the thought ; How low mull man defcend, when gods adore '■— Have I not, then, accomplilh’d my proud boall ? Did I not tell thee, “ ^ We would mount, LorinzoT 

And kindle our devotion at the Jlart And 
• John xv. I. 1 PaSe 2*4. 
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And have I faiPd ? and did I flatter thee ?. And art all adamant ? and doft confute All urg’d, with one irrefragable /mile ? Lor.enzo ! mirth how miferable here ! Swear by the flars, by H IM who made them, fwear. Thy heart, henceforth, (hall be as pure as they ■: Then thou, like them, flialt Jhine ; like them, fhalt rift From low to lofty ; from obfcure to bright ; By due gradation, Natures facred law. The flan, from whence ?—Aik Chaos,—he can tell.. 

Thefe bright temptations to idolatry. From Darknefs and Confiflion took their birth ; Sons of Deformity !' from fluid dregs 
Tartarean, firft they rofe to mafies rude ; And then, to fpheres opaque ; then dimly (hone ; Then brighten’d ; then blaz’d out in pcrfeft day. 
Nature delights in progrefs ; in advance 1 From worie to better : but, when minds afcend, j Progrefs, in. part, depends upon themfelves, j Heav’n aids exertion ; greater makes the great y j The voluntary little leffens more. } O be a man-1 and thou (halt be a god! And half felfmade ■'—ambition how divine ! 

O thou, ambitious of difgrace alone! Still undevout? unkindled!—though high-taught, School’d by the ikies ; and pupil of the ftars ; 
Rank.coward to the fajhionahle ‘world! Art thou ajham'dxo bend thy knee to Heav’n ? Curs’d fume of pride, exhal’d from deepeft hell '• Pride in religion is man’s higheft praife. Bent on deltru&ion ! and in love with Death! Not all thefe luminaries, quench’d at once. Were half fo fad, as one benighted mind, Which gropes for Happinefs, and meets Defpair*. How, like a widow in her weeds, the Night,. Amid her glimm’ring tapers, blent fits ! How forrowful, how defolate, ihe weeps Perpetual dews, and faddens Nature’s fcene! j A fcene more fad fin makes the darken’d foul ; 
All comfort kills, nor leaves one fpark alive. Though blind of heart, ftill open is thine eye: Why fuch magnjficence in all. thou feed ? Of 
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Of matter’s-grandeur, know, one end is this, To tell the rational* who gazes on it,— “ Though that immenfely great, ftill greater he, “ Whofe breaft, capacious, can embrace,'and lodge^ 
“ Unburden’d, Nature’s univerfal fcheme ; “ Can grafp Creation with a Jingle thought ; 
“ Creation grafp; and not exclude its SIRE.” To tell him, farther,—“ It behoves, him much “To guard th’important, yet depending, fate 
“ Of. being, brighter than a thoufand funs ; “ One fingle ray qI thought outfhines them all,”— And if man hears obedient, foon he’ll foar Superior heights, and on his purple wing. 
His purple wing bedropp’d with eyes of gold, Riling, where thought is mvi deny’d to rife. 
Look down triumphant on thefe dazzling fpheres. Why then perfift.?-^No mortal ever liv’d, But, dying, he pronounc’d ( when words are true !) The whole that charms thee, abfojutdy vain ; Vain, and farworfe!—think thou, with dying men £ O condefcend to think as angels think! O tolerate a chance for happinefs ! Our nature fiich, ill choice enfures ill fate ; And hell had been, though there had been no God. Doll thou not know, my new aftronomer \ Earth, turning from the fun, brings night to man ? 
Man, turning from his God, brings endlefs night ; Where thou can ft read no morals, find no friend. 
Amend no manners, and exped no peace. How deep that darknefs! and the groan? how loud! 
And far, how far, from lambent are the flames! Such is Lorekzo’s purchafe! fuch his praife! The proud, the politick Lorenzo’s praife! Though in his ear, and levell’d at his heart, 
I’ve half read o’er the volume of the Ikies. For think not thou haft heard all this from me; My fong but echoes what great Nature fpeaks. What has fhe fpoken ? Thus the goddefs fpoke. Thus fpeaks for ever :—“ Place, at.Nature’s head, “ A fov’reign, which o’er all things rolls his eye, “ Extends his wing, promulgates his commands, “ But,.above all, diffufes endlefs good ; 

« 7* 
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11 To ’whom, for fure redrefs, the wrong’d may fly ; “ The vile, for mercy ; and the pain’d, for peace ; 
“ By •whom, the various tenants of thefe fpheres, 

Oirerfify’d in fortunes, place, and powers, <4 Rais’d in enjoyment, as in worth they rife. 
Arrive at length (if worthy fuch approach) <{ At that blefs’-dfountain-head from which they ftream5 “ Where conflict paft redoubles prefent joy, And prefent joy looks forward on rncreafe, 

“ And that on more ; no period ! ev^ry ftep A double boon ! a promifi, and a blijs” How eafy fits this fcheme on human hearts 1 
It fuits their make ; it fooths their vaft defires } 
Patfion is pleas’d ; and Reafon afks no more ; ’Tis rational ! ’tis great!—but what is thine ? 
It darkens ! fhocks ! excruciates ! and confounds ! Leaves us quite naked, both of help, and hope, Sinking from bad to worfe ; few years, the fport 
Of Fortune; then the morfel of t)efpair. Say,'then, Lorenzo! (for thou know’ft it well), 
What’s vice ?—Mere want of compafs in our thought. Religion, what ?~The proof of common fenfe. How art thou hooted, where the lectft prevails ! 
Is it J7iy fault, if thefe truths call thee fool? And thou -(halt never be mifcalFd by me. Can neither fbarnc, nor terror, ftand thy friend ? 
And art thouy?^//an infeft in the mire ? How, like thy guardian -angel, have 1 flown ; Snatch’d thee from earth ; CfCorted thee through all Th’ethereal armies 5 walk’d thee, like a god, 
Through fpleridouvs of 'firll magnitude, arrang’d On either hand ; clouds thrown beneath t-hy feet $ Clofe-cruis’d on the bright paradife of God ; 
And almoft introduc’d thee to the throne ! And art thou Hill caroufing, for delight, Rank poifon ; firft, fermenting to mere froth. And then fubfiding into f\ni\ gall ? 
To beings of fublime, immortal make, How (hocking is all joy, whofe end is fore ! 
Such joy ■more (hocking ftill, the more it charms / And doft thou choofe what ends, ere well begun ? 
And infamous, as Ihort and doft thou choofe [Thou, 
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{Thou, to whofe palate glory is fo fweet) To wade into perdition, through contempt. 
Not of poor bigots only, but thy own ? For I have peep’d into thy cover’d heart, And feen it blulh beneath a boaftful brow ; For, by ftr»ng Guilt’s molt violent affault, •Confcience is but difabled, not dejiroy d. 

O thou moft awful being ! and moft vain ! 
Thy will, how frail! how glorious is thy power ! Though dread Eternity has fown her feeds 
Of blifsy and wo, in thy defpotick breaft $ Though heav’n, and hell, depend upon thy choice $ 
A butterfly comes ’crofs, and both are fled. Js this the pi&ure of a rational ? This horrid image, (hall it be moft juft ? 
Lorenzo ! No : it cannot—-/&«// not be. If there is force in reafon ; or in founds 
Chanted beneath the glimpfes of the moon, 
A magick, at this planetary hour. When Slumber locks the gen’ral lip, and dreams 
Through fenfelefs mazes hunt fouls uniufpird. Attend—The facred myfteries begin— 
My folemn Ndght-bom adjuration hear 5 Hear, and I’ll raife thy Ipirit from the duft ; 
While the ftars gaze on this enchantment new ; Encharftfnent, not infernal, but divine ! “ By Silence, Death’s peculiar attribute ; 

By Darknefs, Guilt’s inevitable doom ; By Darknefs, and by Silence, filters dread! ». That draw the curtain round Night’s ebon throne* | « And raife ideas, folemn as the fcene ; 
“ By NIGHT, and all of awful. Night prefents “ To thought, or fenfe, (of awful, much to both, “ The goddefs brings) ! By thefe her trembling\ Like Vesta’s, everburning; and, like/w/, 
“ Sacred to thoughts immaculate, and pure! “ By thefe bright orators, that prove, and praife, 
“ And prefs thee to revere, the DEITY ; “ Perhaps, too, aid thee, when rever’d a while, « To reach his throne; as Jlages of the foul, “ Through which, at diff’rent periods, Ihe lhall pafs, 
^ Refining gradual, for her final height, 

And 
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'<* And purging off fome drofs at every fphere ! 

“ By this dark pall, thrown o’er the filent world! By the world’s kings, and kingdoms, moll; renown’d, From fhort Ambition’s zenith fet for ever j 
“ Sad prefage to vain boafters, now in bloom ! By the long lift of fwift Mortality, «• From Adam downward to this ev’ning-knell, 
“ Which midnight waves in Fancy's ftartled ey^ ; '** And fhocks her with an hundred centuries ^thought •' 
“Round Death's b\ack banner throng’d, in human 
“ By thoufands, now, refigning their lall breath, “ And calling thee,—wert thou fo wife to hear I “ By tombs o’er tombs arifing ; human earth, 
“ Ejefted, to make room for—human earth ; “ The monarch’s and the fexton’s trade i 
“By pompous obfequies, that ftnin the day, “ The torch funereal, and the nodding plume, “ Which makes poor man’s humiliation proud j “ Boaft of our ruin ! triumph of our dujl { 
“ By the damp vault that weeps o’er royal bones ; “ And the pale lamp, that ftiows the ghaftly dead, “ More ghaftly through the thick incumbent gloom! “ By vifits (if there are) from darker fcenes, “ The gliding fpedtre ! and the groaning grove ! 
“ By groans, and graves, and miferies that groan “ For the grave’s Ihelter ! By defponding men, “ Senfelefs to pains of death, from pangs of guilt 1 
“ By Guilt’s laft audit! By yon tnoon in blood, “ The rocking firmament, the falling ftars, “ And thunder’s laft difcharge, great Nature’s knell! “ By second Chaoj ; and eternal Night."— Be Wise,—nor let Philander blame my charm ; But own not ill-difcharg’d my double debt. Love to the living ; duty to the dead. 

For know, I’m but executor ; he left This moral legacy ; 1 make it o’er By ^//.command ; Philander hear in me ; And heav’n in both.—If deaf to thefe, oh! hear FlOrello’s tender voice ; his weal depends On thy refolve ; it trembles at thy choice ; For his fake—love thyfelf: example ftrikes 
All human hearts j a bad example^ mere } 

X ' More 
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More ftill, a father’s ; that enfures his ruin. 

Is this the blefling of fo fond a father ? If carelefs of Lorenzo ! fpare, oh ! fpare, 
Florello’s father, and Philander’s friend; Florello’s father ruin’d, ruins him ; 
And from Philander’s friend the world expefts 
A condud, no difhonour to the dead. Let Pajjion do, what nobler motive fhould; Let Love, and Emulation, rife in aid 
To Reafon; and perfuade thee to be—blefs’d. This feems not a requeft to be deny’d ; 
Yet (fuch th’ infatuation of mankind!) *Tis the moft hopelefs, man can make to man. Shall I, then, rife in argument, and warmth? 
And urge P«iland£r’s poflhumous advice. From topicks yet unbroach’d ? — 
But oh ! I faint! my fpirite fail !—Nor ftrange ! 
So long on wing, and in no middle clime ; To which my great Creator’s glory call’d ; And r<7//r,—-but, now, in vain. Sleep's dewy wand Has ftrok’d my drooping lids, and promifes {If my fond wilhes are not flatterers) 
My long arrear of reft ; the downy god Wont to return with our returning peace-, Will pay, erelong, and blefs me with repofe. 
Hafte, hafte, fweet ftranger ! from the peafant’s cot. The fhip-boy’s hammock, or the foldier’s ftraw. 
Whence Sorrow never chas’d thee : with thee bring 
Not hideous vifions, as of late ; but draughts Delicious of well-tafted, cordial reft ; 
Man’s rich reftorative ; his balmy bath, » That fupples, lubricates, and keeps in play, 
The various movements of this nice machine, Which afks fuch frequent periods of repair. When tir’d with vain rotations of the day. 
Sleep winds us up for the fucceeding dawn ; Freflt we fpin on, till Sicknefs clogs our wheels, Or Death quite breaks the fpring, and motion ends. 
Whea will it end with rae ? 

Aviorc itiiij « rattier s ^ Liiat emures nis ruin* 
As parent of his being, wouldft thou prove Th’ unnat’ral parent of his miferies, 
And make him curfe the being which thou gav’ft ? 

«  THOU 
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“ THOU only know’ft, 

Thou, whole broad eye the future, and the paji, 
“ Joins to the prefent; making one of three “ To mortal thought! Thou know'ft, and Thou alone, “ All-knowing!—all-unknown!—and yet well-known ! 41 Near, though remote ! and, though unfathom’d, felt I “ And, though invifible, for ever feen ! 44 And feen in all ! The great, and the minute ; 44 Each globe above, with its gigantick race, 44 Each now’r, each leaf, with its fmall people fwarm’d, il (Thofe puny vouchers of Omnipotence !) [declare 44 To the firft thought, that a Iks, “ Fram •whence?'' 44 Their common fource. Thou fountain running o’er 44 In rivers of communicated joy ! 41 Who gav’ft us fpeech for far, far humbler themes' 44 Say, by what name (hall I prefume to call 44 Him I fee burning in thefe countlefs funs, 44 As Moses, in the ? Illustrious Mino ! 44 The whole creation, lefs, far lefs to thee, 44 Than that to the creation’s ample round. 44 How (hall I name Thee ?—How my lab’ring foul 44 Heaves underneath the thought,-too big for birth i 44 Great Syftem of perfe&ions ! mighty Caufe 44 Of caufes mighty ! Cauf; uncaus’d ! foie Root 44 Of Nature, that luxuriant growth of GOD ! 44 Firft Father of effefts ! that progeny 44 Of endlefs feries ; where the golden chain’s 44 Laft link admits a period, who can tell i 44 Father of all that is or heard, or hears ! 44 Father of all that is or feen, or fees ! 44 Father of all that is, or fhall arife ! 44 Father of this immeafurable mafs 44 Of matter multiform ; or denfe, or rare ; 44 Opaque, or lucid ; rapid, or at reft ; 44 Minute, or pafling bound ! in each extreme 44 Of like amaze, and myftery, to man. 44 Father of thefe bright millions of the Night! 44 Of which the leaft full Godhead had proclaim’d,- 44 And thrown the gazer on his knee—Or, fay, 44 Is appellation higher Hill, thy choice? 44 Father of Matter’s temporary lords ! 44 Father of fpirits! nobler offspring ! (parks OF 
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“ Of high paternal glory ; rich endow’d 
“ With various meafures, and with various modes •“ Of injiinfty reafirti intuition; beams 4* More pale, or bright from day divine, to break 
“ The dark of matter organiz'd, (the ware ** Of all created {pint) ; beams, that rife 
“ Each over other in fuperior light. Till the laft ripens into luttre Itrong, 
“ (In the throne’s full effulgence colour’d high)j “ Of next approach to- Godhead. Father fond 

(Far fonder than e’er bore that name on earth) “ Of intellectual beings ! beings blefs’d 
“ With pow’rs to ple^fe Thee ; not of paflive ply 
“ To laws they know not ; beings lodg’d in feats “ Of well-adapted joys, in different domes “ Of this imperial palace for thy fons ; 4t Of this proud, populous, well-policy’d, << Though boundlefs habitation, plann’d by Thee; <c Whofe feveral clans their feveral climates fuit; 41 And tranfpofition, doubtlefs, would deftroy. “ Or, oh ! indulge, immortal King! indulge 

A title, lefs auguft, indeed, but more “ Endearing; ah! how fweet in human ears ! “ Sweet in our ears ! and triumph in our hearts! 44 Father of Immortality to man ! “ A theme that * lately fet my foul on fire.— 
“ And Thou the Next ! yet equal! Thou, by whom “ ' That blcfiihg was convey’d; far more! was bought; 44 Ineffable the price ! by whom all worlds “ Were made ; and one, redeem’d ! illuflrious Light 44 From Light illultrious ! Thou, whofe regal power,. 44 Finite in time, but infinite in fpace, 44 On more than adamantine balls fix’d, “ O’er more, far more, than diadems, ambthrones, “ Inviolably reigns ; the dread of gods ! “ And, oh ! the friend of man ! beneath whofe foot, 
“ And by the mandate of whofe awful nod, “ All regions, revolutions, fortunes, fates, “ Of high, of low, of mind, and matter, roll 44 Through the fhort channels of expiring Time, 
« Or fhorelefs oceau-of Eternity, “ Calm,. 

* Nights tht Sixth, and Seventh., 



Th* consolation: 
Calm, or tempelluous (as thy Spirit breathes) 
In-abfolute fubje&ion ! And, oh ! Thou, The glorious Third! diftindt, not feparate l Beaming from both '■ with both incorporate! 
And (ftrange to tell '•) incorporate with dull! By condefcenfion, as thy glory, great, Enfhrin’d in man ! of human hearts* if pure. Divine inhabitant ! the tie divine 
Of heav'n with diilant earth ! by whom, T truft, (If not infpir’d) uncenfur’d this addrefs [Power!’ 
To Th*e, to Them—To whom?—Myfterioua' Reveal’d,—yet unreveal’d ! Darknefs in light ! 
Number in unity ! our joy i our dread ! The triple bolt that lays all wrong in ruin l 
That animates all right, the triple fun '• Sun of the foul ! her never-fetting fun i 
Triune, unutterable, unconceiv’d, Abfconding, yet demonftrable, Great Godj 
Greater than greateft ! better than the Wft ! Kinder than kindeft ! with foft Pity’s eye, Or (ftronger Hill to fpeak it) with thine own. 
From thy bright home, from that high firmament, Where Thou, from all eternity, haft dwelt }- Beyond archangels’ unajjijled ken ; From far above what mortals higheft call ; From Elevation’s pinnacle : look down, [all,- Through—What ? Confounding interval ! Through- 
And more than lab’ring Fancy conceive; Through radiant ranks of eflences unknown ; 
Through hierarchies from hierarchies detach’d. Round various banners of Omnipotence, With endlefs change of rapt’rous duties fir’d ; Through wondrous Being’s interpofing fwarms, 
All cluft’ring at the call, to dwell in Thee ; Through this wide wafte of worlds ; this vijia vaft. All fanded o’er with funs ; funs turn’d to night Before thy feebleft beam—look down—down—downi On a poor breathing particle in dull. Or, lower,—an immortal in his crimes. 
His crimes forgive! forgive his virtues, too! Thofe fmaller faults ; half converts to the right. 
Norlet:me clofe thefe eyes, which never more 

v X 3 “ May/ 
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“ May fee the fun, (though Night’s defcending fcale 4‘ Now weighs up morn), unpity’d, and unblels’d i 
“ In tfy difpleafure dwells eternal ; 
“ Pain, our averfion ; pain, which ftrikes me novi% “ And, fince all pain is terrible to man, “ Though tranfient, terrible ; at thy good hour, 
“ Gently, ah gently ! lay me in my bed, “ My clay-cold bed! by Nature, now, fo near; 
“ By Nature, near ; flail nearer by Difeafe ! “ Till then, be this an emblem of my grave i 
“ Let it outpreach the preacher ; ev’ry night “ Let it outcry the boy at Philip’* ear ; “ That tongue of Death ! that herald of the Tomb 1 
“ And when (the (belter of thy wing implor’d) “ My fenfes, footh’d, (hall fink in foft repofe ; 
“ O fink this truth dill deeper in my foul, ** Suggefled by my pillow, fign’d by Fate, 
“ Firfl, in Fate’* volume, at the page of Man  “ Man’s /icily foul, though turn’d and tofs’d for ever, 
“ From fide to fde, can rejl on nought but Thee,* Here, infull trujl ; hereafter in full joy ; “ On Thee, the promis’d, fure, eternal down “ Of fpirits, toil’d in travel through this vale. “ Nor of that pillow (hall my foul defpond ; 
“ For—Love almighty ! Love almighty (fing, “ Exult, Creation !) Love almighty reigns 1 
“ That death of Death t that cordial of Defpair! “ And loud Eternity’s triumphant fong ! 

“ Of whom, no more :---for, O Thou Patron-God! 
“ Thou God, and Mortall thence more God to man! “ Man’s theme eternal! man’s eternal theme ! “ Thou canft not ’fcape uninjur’d from our praife- 
“ Uninjur’d from our praife can He efcape, “ Who, difembofom’d from the Father, bows 
“ The heav’n of heav’ns, to kifs the diftant earth! “ Breathes out in agonies a finlefs foul! 
“ Againft the croft. Death'* iron fceptre break*! <£ From famifh’d Ruin plucks her human prey! Throws wide the gates celellial to his foes / “ Their gratitude, for fuch a boundlefs debt, 
“ Deputes their fujf’ring brothers to receive ! 4‘ And, if deep human guilt in payment fails ; i " As 
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« As deeper guilt prohibits our defpair! “ Injoins it, as our duty, to rejoice! “ And, (to clofe all), omnipotently kind, 
“ Takes his delights among the font of men*.” What words are thefe'.—And did they come from 
And were they fpoke to man ? to guilty man? fheav’n? What are all myfteries to love like this ? The fong of angels, all the melodies 
Of choral gods are wafted in the found; Heal and exhilarate rhe broken heart, Though plung’d, before, in horrors dark as night} Rich prelibation of confummate joy ! Nor wait we.dilfolution to be blefs’d. I' This final effort of the moral Mufe, How }\x{\]jtitled\! Nor for me alone; 1 For all that read ; what fpirit of fupport, 

i What heights of Consolation, crown my fong ! Then, farewell, Night ! of darknefs, now, no more,.; 
|| Joy breaks, (hines, triumphs ; ’tis eternal day. ; Shall that which rifes out of nought complain 
|| Of a few evils, paid with endlefs joys ? 

My foul! henceforth, in fweeteft union join- 1 The two fupports of human happinefs. 
Which fome, erroneous, think can never meet; 

! True tajle of life, and conftant thought of death ; j The thought of death, foie viftor ot its dread! Hope'bt thy joy ; and probity thy fill; 
Thy patron, he, whofe diadem has dropp’d Yon gems of heav’n ; Rternity, thy prize : 1 And leave the racers of the 'world their own, Their feather, and their froth, for endlefs toils : 

' ! They part with all for that 'which is not bread; They mortify, they fiarve, on wealth, fame, power } 
l And laugh to fcorn the fools that aim at more. How muff a fpirit, late efcap’d from earth, Suppofe Philander’s, Lucia’s, or Narcissa’s, The truth of things new-blazing in its eye, Look back, aftonifh’d, on the ways of men, Whofe lives’ whole drift is to forget their graves J And, when our prefent privilege is pafl:. 

To fcourge us with due fenfe of its abufe. 
The * Prov. viiijr f The Confolation. 
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The fame aftoniflnnent will feize us all. What then muft pain us, would preferve us notw. Lorenzo! ’ti,^ not yet too late : Lorenzo! 
Seize wifdom, ere ’tis torment to be wife ; 
That is, feize JVifdom, ere fhe feizes thee. For, what, my fmall philofopher ! is hell ? ’Tis nothing, but full knowledge of the truth. When ’Truth, refilled long, is Iworn our foe ; 
And calls Eternity to do her right. Thus Darknefs aiding intelle&ual light, 
And facred Silence whifp’ring truths divine, And truths divine converting pain to peace. My fong the midnight-raven has outwing’d,. And {hot, ambitious of unbounded fcenes, Beyond the flaming limits of the world. 
Her gloomy flight. But what avails the flight Of Fancy, when our /tazr/.f>remain below ? 
Virtue abounds in flatterers, and foes ;, ’Tis pride, to praife her; penance, to perform. 
To more than words, to more than worth of tongue,. Lorenzo ! rife, at this aufpicious hour; 
An hour, when Heav’n’s moil intimate with man ; When, like a falling liar, the ray divine Glides fw-ift into the bofomof the juft ; And jull are all, determin''d to reclaim ; Which fets that title high, within thy reach. Awake, then : thy Philander calls. Awake! 
Thou, who {halt wake, when the creation fleeps; When, like a taper, all thefe funs expire ; 
When Time, like him of Gaza in his wrath, Plucking the pillars that fupport the world, 
In Nature’s ample ruins lies entomb’d ; 
And Midnight, a/j/Ver/a/ Midnight! reigns. 

4. ZAR4V 
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PARAP HRASE 

Part of the Book of JOB. 
THrice happy yob long liv’d in regal Sate* Nor faw the fumptuous- call a prince fo great j. Whofe worldly (lores in fuch abundance flow’d, Whofe heart with fuch exalted virtue glow’d. At length misfortunes take their turn to reign. And ills on ills fucceed ; a dreadful train ! What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, The fword wide-wafting, the reproachful tongue,. And fpotted plagues, that mark’d his limbs alho’er- So thick with pains, they, wanted room for more ? A change fo fad what mortal heart could bear ? Exhaufted Wo had left him nought, to fear ; But gave him all to Grief. Low earth he prefs’d. Wept in the duft, and forely fmote his bread. His friends around the deep affli&ion mourn’d. Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan return’d j In anguiflr of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And fev’n long days in folemn fdence fpent; A debt of rev’rence to diftrefs fo great! Then yob contain’d no more ; but cursed his fate. His day of birth, its inaufpicious light,. Fie wifhes funk in (hades of endlefs night, And blotted from the year ; nor fears to crave Death, inftant death t impatient for the grave,. That feat of peace, that manfion of repofe, Where reft and mortals are no longer foes ; Where counfeilors are hufh’d, and mighty kings 
(O happy turn !) no more are wretched things. His words were daring, and.difpleas’d his friends j 
His conduft they reprove, and he defends j And now they kindled into warm debate. 
And fentimejnts oppos’d with equal heat; Fix’d. 
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Fix’d in opinion, both refufe to yield, 
And fummon all their reafon to the field : So high at length their arguments were wrought. 
They reach’d the lad extent of human thought j 
A paufe enfu’d.—When lo ! Heav’n interpos’d,. And awfully the long contention clos’d. 
Full o’er their heads, with terrible furprife, A fudden whirlwind blacken’d all the ikies : (They faw and trembled!) From the darknefs broke 
A dreadful voice,, and thus th’ Almighty fpoke. Who gives his tongue a loofe fo bold and vain, 
Genfures my condudt, and reproves my reign i 
Lifts up his thought againft me from the dull. And tells the world’s Creator what is juft ? 
Of late fo brave, now lift a dauntlefs eye,. Face my demand, and give it a reply i Where didft thou dwell at Nature’s early birth ? Who laid foundations for the fpacious Earth ? 
Who on the furface did extend the line. Its form determine, and its bulk confine ? Who fix’d the corner-ftone ? What hand, declare, Hung it on nought, and faften’d it in air ; 
When the bright morning-ftars in concert fung. When heav’n’s high arch with loud hofannas rung ; When fhouting fons of God the triumph crown’d. 
And the wide concave thunder’d with the found ? 
Earth’s num’rous kingdoms, haft thou .view’d them all if - And can thy fpan of knowledge grafp the ball i Who heav’d the mountain, which fublimely ftands, And cafts its ftiadow into diftant lands? 

Who, ftretching forth his feeptre o’er the deep, Can that wild world in due fubjeftion keep ? I broke the globe,. I fcoop’d its hollow’d fide, And did a bafon for the floods provide ; I chain them with my word ; the boiling fea. Work’d up in tempefts, hears my great decree ; Thus far, thy floating tide fliall be convey’d ; “ And here, O Main, be thy proud billows ftaid.” Haft thou explor’d the fecrets of the deep, 
Where, ftiut from ufe, unnumber’d treafures fleep ; Where, down-a thoufand fathoms from the day, 
Springs the great fountain, mother of the fea ? 

Thofc* 
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Thofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e’er tread, Whole worlds of waters rolling o’er thy head ? Hath the cleft centre open’d wide to thee ? 
Death’s inmoft chambers didft thou ever fee ? 
E’er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade To the black portal through th’ incumbent lhadc ? Deep are thofe (hades ; but (hades (till deeper hide My counfels from the ken of human pride. Where dwells the light? in what refulgent dome ? 
And where has datknefs made her difmal home ? Thou know’ft, no doubt, fince thy large heart is fraught With ripen’d wifdom through long ages brought, 
Since Nature was call’d forth when thou waft by. And into being rofe beneath thine eye ! Are vtijls begotten ? Who their father knew ? From whom defcend the pearly drops of dew ? To bind the ftream by night, what hand can boaft. Or whiten morning, with the hoary frofi? Whofe pow’rful breath, from northern regions blown. Touches the fea, and turns it into (tone ? 
A fudden defert fpreads o’er realms defac’d, And lays one half of the creation wafte ? Thou know’ft me not; thy blindnefs cannot fee How vaft a diftance parts thy God from thee. Canft thou in •whirl-winds mount aloft ? Canft thou In clouds and darknefs wrap thy awful brow ? 
And, when day triumphs in meridian light, Put forth thy hand, and (hade the world with night ? Who launch’d the clouds in air, and bid them roll Sufpendedleas aloft, from pole to pole? 
Who can refrefti the burning fandy plain. And quench the fummcr with a wafte of rain ? Who in rough deferts, far from human toil, Made rocks bring forth, and defolation fmile ? 
There blooms the rofe, where human face ne’er (hone. And fpreads its beauties to the fun alone. To check the Jlww’r, who lifts his hand on high. And (huts the fluices of th’ exhaufted (ky, When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, Her naked mountains, and her rulfet plains ; 
But, new in life, a chearful profpeA yields 
Of (hining rivers, and of verdant fields ; When 
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When groves and forefts lavifli all their bloom, And earth and heaven are fill’d with rich perfume ? 
Haft thou e’er fcal’d my wint’ry flties, and feen 

Of hail andyfow/ my northern magazine ? Thefe the dread treafures of mine anger are. My fund of vengeance for the day of war, When clouds rain death, and ftorins, at my command, 
Rage through the world, or wafte a guilty land. Who taught the rapid ’winds to fly fo fall, Or ftiakes the centre with his eaftern blaft ? 
Who from the fkies can a whole deluge pour ? Who ftrikes through Nature with the folemn roar 
Of dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, And in fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? Not who trembles at the darted fires. Falls at the found, and in the flafli expires. 

Who drew the comet out to fuch a fize, And pour’d his flaming train o’er half the Ikies ? 
Did thy refentment hang him out ? Does he Glare on the nations, and denounce, from thee? 

Who on low earth can moderate the rein, 
That guides theJlars along th’ ethereal plain ? Appoint their feafons, and direft their courfe. 
Their luftre brighten, and fupply their force ? Canft thou the fleies’ benevolence reftrain. And caufe the Pleiades to ftiine in vain ? 
Or, when Orion fparkles from his fphere, Thaw the cold feafon, and unbind the year ? 
Bid Mazzaroth his deftin’d ftation know, And teach the bright Arfturus where to glow ? Mine is the Night, with all her ftars ; I pour Myriads, and myriads I referve in ftore. Doft thou pronounce where day-light ftiall be born. 
And draw the purple curtain of the morn ; Awake the fun, and bid him come away, And glad thy world with his oblequious ray ? 
Haft thou, inthron’d in flaming glory, driv’n Triumphant round the fpacious ring of heav’n ? 
That pomp of light, what hand fo far difplays, That diftant earth lies balking in the blaze ? Who. did the foul with her rich pow’rs invert, 
And light up reafon in the human breaft ? 

To 
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To Ihine, with frefh increafe of luftre, bright, When ftars and fun are fet in endlefs night ? To thefe my various queftions make reply. Th’ Almighty fpoke ; and fpeaking, ihook the iky. 

What then, Chaldean fire, was thy furprife ! Thus thou, with trembling heart, and downcaft eys : “ Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 
“ My tongue has err’d ; but {hall prefume no more. “ My voice .is in eternal filence bound, 
“ And all my foul falls proftrate to the ground.” 

He ceas’d : when, lo 1 again th’ Almighty fpoke ; The fame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke. Can that arm meafure with an arm divine ? 
And canft thou thunder with a voice like mine l Or in the hollow of thy hand contain The bulk of waters, the wide-fpreading main, When, mad with tempefts, all the billows rife 
In all their rage, and dalh the diftant (Ides ? Come forth, in beauty’s excellence array’d ; 
And be the grandeur of thy pow’r difplay’d ; Put on omnipotence, and frowning make The fpacious round of the creation fliake ; Difpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow Triumphant vice, lay lofty tyrants low. 
And crumble them to dull. When this is done, I grant thy fafety lodg’d in thee alone ; Ot thee thou art, and may ft undaunted ftand 
Behind the buckler of thine own right hand. Fond man ! the vifion of a moment made ! Dream of a dream ! and ftiadow of a fhade ! 
What worlds haft thou produc’d, what creatures fram'd. What infedts cherifti’d, that thy God is blam’d ? When, pain’d with hunger, the wild ravett% brood 
Calls upon God, importunate for food, Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarfe requeft, And ftills the clamour of the craving neft i Who in the cruel oftrich has fubdu’d 
A parent’s care, and fond inquietude ? While far fhe flies her fcatter’d eggs ar« found. Without an owner, on the fandy ground ; Caft out on fortune, they at mercy lie, 
And borrow life from an indulgent fky j 

Adopted 
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Adopted by the fun, in blaze of day, 
They ripen under his prolitick ray. Unmindful (lie, that fcme unhappy tread 
May crulh her young in their negledted bed. 
What time (he (kirns along the field with fpeed. 
She fcorns the rider, and purfuing fteed. How rich the peacock ! what bright glories run 
From plume to plume, and vary in the fun ! 
He proudly fpreads them to the golden ray. Gives all his colours, and adorns the day ; 
With conicious (late the fpacious round difplays, And (lowly moves amid the waving blaze. 

Who taught the hawk to find, in feafons wife. Perpetual Summer, and a change of (kies ? 
When clouds deform the year, (he mounts the wind, 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears the ftorm behind ; 
The fun returning, (he returns again, ~ Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to men. 

Though ftrong the hawk, though pra&is’d well to fly. An tagle drops her in a lower flty ; 
An eagle, when, deferting human fight. 
She feeks the fun in her unweary’d flight. Did thy command her yellow pinion lift So high in air, and feat her on the clift, 
Where far above thy world (he dwells alone, . 
And proudly makes the ftrength of rocks her own ; Thence wide o’er Nature takes her dread furvey, And with a glance predeftinates her prey ? 
She feafts her young with blood, and, hov’ring o’er 
Th’ unflaughter’d holt, enjoys the promh'd gore. Know’ll thou how many moons, by me aflign’d. 
Roll o’er the mountain-^od/, and foreft-^/W, While pregnant they a mother’s load fuftain ? 
They bend in anguifh, and cad forth their pain. Hale are their young, from human frailties freed ; Walk unfuftain’d, and unaffifted feed ; 
They live at once ; forfake the dam’s warm fide ; Take the wide world, with Nature for their guide j Bound o’er the lawn, or feek the diftant glade ; 
An-1 find a home in each delightful (hade. Will the tall Reem, which knows no lord but me, 
Low at the crib, and alk an alms of thee ? Submit 
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Submit his unworn (boulder to the yoke, Break the ffiiff clod, and o’er thy furrow fmoke ? 
Since great his Hrength, go trull him, void of care ; Lay on his neck the toil of all the year ; 
Bid him bring home the feafons to thy doors, And call his load among, thy gather’d (lores. Didll thou from fervice the wild afs difeharge. And break his bonds, and bid him live at large. Through the wide wade, his ample manfion, roam. 
And lofe himfelf in his unbounded home ? By Nature’s hand njagnificently fed. His meal is on the range of mountains fpread ; As in pure air aloft he bounds along. He fees in diftant fmoke the city throng ; Confcious of freedom, fcorns the fmother’d train., The threat’ning driver, and the fervile rein. 

Survey the warlike horfel didll thou in veil With thunder, his robuft. diftended cheft ? 
No fenfe of fear his dauntlefs foul allays ; 
’Tis dreadful to behold his noflrils blaze ; To paw the vale he proudly takes delight. And triumphs in the fulnefs of his might; High-rais’d he fnuffs the battle from afar. And burns to plunge amid the raging war ; And mocks at death, and throws his foam around. And in a H-orrn of fury (hakes the ground. How does his firm, his rifing heart, advance 
Full on the brandilh’d fvvord, and fliaken lance ; 
While his fix’d eye*balls meet the dazzling (hield, Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ! He finks the fenfe of pain in gen’rous pride. Nor feels the lhaft that trembles in his fide; But neighs to. the Ihrill trumpet’s dreadful blaft Till death ; and when he groans, he groans his lall. 

But, fiercer Hill, the lordly lion fialks. Grimly majeftick in bis lonely walks ; When round.he glares, all living creatures fly; He clears the delert with his rolling eye. Say, mortal, does he roufe at thy command. 
And roar to thee, and live upon thy hand ? Doll thou for him in forefts bend thy bow. 
And to his gloomy den the morfei throw. 

Where 
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Where bent on death lie hid his tawny brood. And, couch’d in dreadful ambuih, pant for blood ; Or, ftretch’d on broken limbs, confume the day. 
In darknefs wrapt, and /lumber o’er their prey ? I3y the pale moon th^y take their deftia’d round. 
And la/h their lides, and furious tear the ground. Now /bricks, and dying groans, the defert fill; They rage, they rend, their rav’nous jaws diftil 
With crimfon foam ; and, when the banquet’s o’er. 
They ftride away, and paint their fteps with gore ; In flight alone the flie^herd puts his truft. And fhudders at the talon in the duft. 

Mild is my Behemoth, though large his frame ; Smooth is his temper, and reprefs’d his flame, While unprovok’d. This native of the flood Lifts his broad foot, and puts afhore for food ; 
Earth finks beneath him, as he moves along 
To feek the herbs, and mingle with the throng. 
See, with what ftrength his harden’d loins are bound, All over proof, and /hut againft a wound. 
How like a mountain-cedar moves his tail! Nor can his complicated finews fail. 13uilt high and wide, his folid bones furpafs 
The bars of ileel ; his ribs are ribs of brafs } His port maje/lick, and his armed jaw, (live the wide foreft, and the mountain, law. 
The mountains feed him ; there the beafts admire 
The mighty ftranger, and in dread retire : At length his greatnefs nearer they furvey, 
Craze in his flradow, and his eye obey. The fens and marfhes are his cool retreat. His noontide fhelter from the burning heat; 
Their fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made, And groves of willows give him all their /hade. His eye drinks Jordan up, when, fir’d with drought. 
He trufts to turn its current down his throat; In leffen’d waves it creeps along the plain : 
He finks a river, and he thirfts again. Go to the Nile, and, from its fruitful fide, Caft forth thy line into the fwelling tide : With /lender hair Leviathan command, 
And ftrctch his vaftnefs on the loaded ftrand. Will 
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Will he become thy fervant ^ will he own Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown ? Gr with his fport amufe thy leifure day, 
And, bound in filk, with thy foft maidens play ? Shall pompous banquets fwell with fiich a prize ? 
And the bowl journey round his ample fizel Or the debating merchants lhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey'? Through his firm fcull what fteel its way can win ? 
What forceful engine can fubdue his fkin ? Fly far, and live ; tempt not his matchlefs might ; 
The braveft (brink to cowards in his fight ; The raflieft. dare not roufe him up : who then Shall turn on me, among the fons of men ? Am I a debtor ? Hall thou ever heard 
Whence come the gifts which are on me conferr’d ? My lavilh fruit a thoufand vallies fills, 
And mine the herds that graze a thoufand hills : Earth, fea, and air, all nature is my own ; And ftars and fun are duft beneath my throne. 
And dar'ft thou with the world’s great Father vie,- Thou, who doft tremble at my creature’s eye ? 

At full my large Leviathan (hall rife, Boaft all his (Irength, and fpread his wondrous fize;- Who, great in arms, e’er dripp’d his (liining mail, 
Or crown’d his triumph with a Tingle fcale ? Whofe heart fudains him to draw near? Behold, 
Dedru&ion yawns ; his fpacious jaws unfold, And, marfhali’d round the wide expanfe, difclofe’ Teeth edg’d with death, and crouding row's on rows : 
What hideous fangs on either fide arife ! /kn.d.what a deep abyfs between them lies ! Mete with thy lance, and with thy plummet found, 
The one how long, the other how profound. 

His bulk is charg’d with fuch a furious foul, That clouds of fmoke from his fpread nollrils roll, As from a furnace; and, when rous’d his tie, Fate ifljies from his jaws in dreams of fire. The rage'of tempeds, and the roar of feas, Thy terror, this thy great fuperior pleafe; 
Strength on his ample (houlder fits in date ; 
His well-join’d limbs are dreadfully complete ; 
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His flakes of folid flefli are flow to part; As fteel his nerves, as adamant his heart. 

When, late-awak’d, fie rears him from the floods. 
And, ftretching forth his ilature to the clouds, Writhes in the fun aloft his fcaly height, 
Ancf ftrikes the diftant hills with tranltent light. Far round are fatal damps of terror fpread, 
The mighty fear, nor blufh to own their dread. 

Large is his front; and when his burniih’d eyes Lift their broad lids, the morning feems to rife. In vain may death in various fhapes invade 
The fwift-wing’d arrow, the defcending blade ; 
His naked breaft their impotence defies ; The dart rebounds, >the brittle fauchion flies. 
Shut in himfelf, the war without be hears, 
Safe in the tempeft. of their rattling fpears ; 
The cumber’d ilrand their waited vollies ftrow ; His fport, the rage and labour of the foe. 

His paftimes like a caldron boil the flood, 
And blacken ocean with the riling mud ; The billows feel him, as he works his way; 
His hoary footfteps Ihinc along the fea ; The foam high-wrought, with white, divides the green. 
And diftant failors point where death has been. His like earth bears not on her fpacious face : Alone in nature Hands his dauntlefs race, 
For utter ignorance of fear renown’d, In wrath he rolls his baleful eye around ; 
Makes ev’ry fvvoln, difdainful heart, fubfide, And holds dominion o’er the fons of pride. Then the Chaldean eas’d his lab’ring breaft, 
With full convidtion of his crime opprelt. “ Thou canlt accomplilh all things. Lord of might 5 “ And ev’ry thought is naked to thy fight. But oh ! thy ways are wonderful, and ly 
“ Beyond the deepeft reach of mortal eye. “ Oft have I heard of thine almighty pow’r ; “ But never faw thee till this dreadful hour. 
“ O’erwhelm’d with lhame, the Lord of life 1 fee, “ Abhor myfelf, and give my foul to thee. “ Nor lhall my wcaknefs tempt thine anger more : 

Man was not made to cjueftion, but adore.” , notes. ( 



N O T E S. 
IT is difputed among the criticks, who was the au- thor of the; book of Job. \ Some give it to Mofes } 
fome to others. As I was engaged in this little per- formance, fome arguments occurred to me, which fa- vour the former of thefe opinions ; which arguments I 
have flung into the following notes, where little elfe is to be expe&ed. Page 249. Thrice happy Job, &c.J The Almighty’s fpeech, chap, xxxviii. <bc. which is what I paraphrafe 
in this little work, is by much the fineft part of the nobleft and moft ancient poem in the world. Bifliop 
Patrick fays, its grandeur is as much above all other poetry, as thunder is louder than a whifper. In order to fet this diftinguiflied part of the poem in a fuller light, and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have abridged the preceding and fubfequent parts of the poem, and joined them to it ; fo that this piece is a fort 
of an epitome of the whole bbok of Job. I ufe the word paraphrafe, becaufe I want another which might better anfwer to the uncommon liberties I 
have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpos’d. The mountain, the comet, the fun, and other parts, are entirely added : the 'peacock, the lion, &c. are much en- larged : and I have thrown the whole into a method more fuitable to our notions of regularity. The judi- cious, if they compare this piece with the original, will, I flatter myfelf, find the reafons for the great liberties I 
have indulged myfelf in through the whole. Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, which (hows, that they contribute much to the fublime. This fpeech of the Almighty is made up of them. Inter- 
rogation feems, indeed, the proper ftyle of Majelly in- 
cenfed. It differs from other manner of reproof, as bidding a perfon execute himfelf, does from a common execution ; for he that afks the guilty a proper que- ftion, makes him, in effedf, pafs fentence on himfelf. 

Page 250.  From the darknefs broke A dreadful voice, and thus th' Almighty fpoke.~\ The book of Job is well known to be dramatick, and, 
like the tragedies of old Greece, is fiftion built on truth. Probably 
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Probably this mod noble part of it, the Almighty fpeaking out of the whirlwind, (fo luitable to the after- 
praftice ofythe Ghwi ftage, when there happened Dig- nut vindice nodus), is fi&itious ; but it is a fiftion more agreeable to the time in which Job lived, than to any lince. Frequent, before the law, were the appearances of the Almighty after this manner, Exodus chap. xix. 
Ezekiel chap. i. &c. Hence is he faid to dwell in thick 
darknefs s, and have his way in the whirlwind. Page 250. Thus far thy floating tide, &c.] There is 
a very great air in all that precedes ; but this is lignal- 
ly fublime. We are ftruck with admiration, to fee the Vaft and ungovernable ocean receiving commands,' and 
pun£ually obeying them ; to find it, like a managed 
horfe, raging, tolling, and foaming, but by the rule and dire&ion of its mailer. This palfage yields, in fubli- 
niity, to that of Let there he light, &c. le> much only, as the abfolute government of Nature yields to the crea* 
tion of it. 

The like fpirit in thefe two pafiages, is no bad con- current argument, that Mofes is author of the book of 
Jcb. r Page 253. When, pain'd with hunger, the wildraven*t 
lrood, &c.] Another argument, thatwas the au- thor, is, that moll of the creatures here mentioned, ard 
Egyptian. The reafon given why the raven is particu- larly mentioned as an objedt of the care of Providence, is, beeaufe, by her clamorous and importunate Voice, die particularly feems always calling upon it; . thence yopuaa-u d is to alk eartiedly, Mliant 1. ij. c. 48. 
And fince there were ravens on the banks of the Nile 
more clamorous than the red of that fpecies, tliofe, 
probably, are meant in this place. Ibid. Who in the cruelojlrich has fubdu'fl, &c j[ There are many indances of this bird’s dupidity ; let two fuffice. Firft, It covers its head in the reeds, and thinks it- 
felf all out of fight. :  — Stat lumine claufo 

Ridendum revolutar caput; creditque latere, 
non ipfa videt-  Claud. 

Secondly; 
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Secondly, They that go in purfuit of them, draw the fkin of an oftrjch’s n.eck on one hand, which proves a 

fufficient lure to take them with the other. They have fo little brain, that Heliogabalus had fix 
hundred heads for his fupper. Here we may obferve, that our judicious as well as fublime author, juft touches the great points of diftinc- tion in each creature, and then haftens to another. A defcription is exaft, when you cannot add, but what is common to another thing ; nor ’withdraw, but fome- thing peculiarly belonging to the thing defcribed. A 
likenefs is'loft in too much defcription, as a meaning of- ten in too much illuftration. Page 254, What time Jhe fkims along the field, &c.J Here is marked another peculiar quality of this crea- ture, which neither flies, nor runs diftinftly, but has a motion compofed of both, and, ufing its wings as fails,: 
makes great fpeed. 

Vajla velut Libya venantum vocibus ales 
Cum premitur, calidas curfu. tranfrnittit arenas,. Inque tnoduni veliJinuatis fiamine pennis 
Pulverulenta volat.  Claud, in Eutr.. 
Ibid. She /corns the rider, and purfuing /eed.~\ Xe- 

nophon fays, Cyrus had horfes that could overtake the | and the wild afs ; but none that could reach this 
creature. A thoufand golden ducats, or a hundred ca- ; mels, was the ftated price of a horfe that could equal their fpeed. 

Ibid. How rich the peacock, &c. J Though this bird is but juft mentioned in my author, 1 could not forbear 
, going a little farther, and fpreading thofe beautiful plumes (which are there fliut up) into half a dozen lines. The circumftan.ce I have marked, of his opening his ; plumes to the fun, is true. Expandit colores adverfo i maxims foli, quia /c fulgenttus radiant. Plin. 1. x. c. 20. Ibid. Though Jirong the hawk, though praftis'd well to 
J fy-~\ Thuanus (de re accip.) mentions a hawk that !<: flew from Paris tc London in a night. 

And the Egyptians, in regard to its fwiftnefs, made 
it their fymboj for the wind ; for which, reafon, we may fuppofc 
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fuppofe the hawk, as well as the crow above,, to hare been a bird of note in Egypt. 

Page 254. Thence wide o’er Nature takes her dread furvey, &c. j The eagle is faid to be of fo acute a 
fight, that when (he is fo high in air, thaC man cannot fee her, Ihe can difcern the fmalleft filh under water. My author accurately underftood the nature of the crea- 
tures he defcribes, and feems to have been a naturalift, as well as a poet; which the next note will confirm; Ibid. Know'Jrthou how t/mny moom, by meajftgn’d, See.] 
The meaning of this queftion is, Knoweft thou the time and circwmflances of their bringing forth ? for,/ to know the time only, was eafy, and had nothing extra- 
ordinary in it ; but the circumftanees had fomething 
peculiarly expreflive of God’s providence, which makea the queftion proper in this place. Pliny obferves, that 
the hind, with young, is by inftindl dire&ed to a cer- tain herb called Jefelis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alfo (which looks like the more immediate 
hand of Providence) has the fame etfefi, Pfal. xxix. In 
fo early an age.to obferve thefe things, may ftyle our author a naturalift. 

Page 255. Survey the warlike horfe. See.] The de- fcription of the horfe is the moft celebrated of any in 
the poem. There is an excellent critick on it in the Guardians. I ftiall therefore only obferve,.that, in this 
defeription, as in other parts of this fpeech, our vulgar panjlation has much more fpirit than the Septuagint; k always takes the original in the moft poetical and exalted fenfe ; fo that moft: commentators, even on the 
Hebrew itfelf, fall beneath it. Page 256. By the pale moon they take their deJHn’d round. Sec.-] Purfuing their prey by night, is true of moft wild beafts, particularly the lion, Pfal. civ. 20. 
The Arabians have one among their 500 names for the lion, which fignifies the hunter by moonfloine. 

Ibid. He Jinks a river, and he tkirjls again, &c.] 
Cephiji glaciate caput, quo fuetus anhelam 
Ferre jttim Python, atnnemque avertere ponto. 

Stat. Theb. v. 349. 
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Qui fpiris tegsrct moniesy hauriret hiatu Fiumina, &c. Claud, prsef. in Ruf. 
Let not then this hyperbole feem too much for an caftern poet, though fome commentators of name drain 

hard, in this place, for a new conftrudlion, through fear of it. 
Page 256. Fto to the Nile, and from its fruitful fdet &c.J The taking the crocodile is mod difficult. Dio- 

dorus fays they are not to be taken but by iron nets. When Aiigujius conquered Egypt, he druck a medal, 
the imprefs of which was a crocodile chained to a palm- tree, with this infcription, Nemo aritea rekgavit. Page 257. The rajheft dare not roufe him up, &c.] 
This alludes to a cudom of this creature, which is, when fated with .fiffi, to come adiore, and deep among 
the reeds. Ibid. ——' ■ —— Behold, 

Def ructionynouns ; his fpacious jaws unfold, &c.] The crocodile’s mouth is exceeding wide. When he gapes, fays Pliny, fit totum os. Martial fays ^o his old woman. 
Cum comparata riflibus tuis ora 
Niliacus habet crocodilus angufta. 

So that the expreffion here is barely jud. 
Ibid. Fate ijfues from his jaws in f reams of fired] 

This, too, is nearer truth than at fird view may be ima- gined. The crocodile, fay the naturalids, lying long under water, and being there forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath, long reprefled, is hot, and 
burds out fo violently, that it refembles fire and fmoke. The horfe fupprefles not his breath by any means fo long ; neither is he fo fierce and animated; yet, the 
mod correA of poets ventures to ufe the fame metaphor concerning him. 

Colleflumque premens vohit fub naribus ignem. 
By this, and the foregoing note, I would caution a- gaind a falfe opinion of the cadcrn boldnefs, from paf- 

iaees in them ill underdood. Page 
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Page 258. Large is his front; and, •when his bur- 

nijh'd eyes, &c.-] His eyes are like the eye-lids of the morning. I think this gives us as great an image of 
the thing it would exprels, as can enter the thought of man. It is not improbable, that the Egyptians dole their hieroglyphick for the morning, which is the cro- codile’s eye, from this paflage, though no commenta- 
tor I have feen mentions it. It is eafy to conceive how 
the Egyptians fhould be both readers and admirers of 
the writings ofwhom I fuppofe the author of this poem. I have obferved already, that three or four of the creatures here defcribed, are Egyptian ; the two laft are notorioufly fo ; they are the river-horfe, and the croco- 
dile, thofe celebrated inhabitants of the Nile; and on 
thefe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would have been expected, from an author more remote from that river than Mofes, in a catalogue of creatures produced to magnify their Creator, to have dwelt on the two 
larged works of his hand, viz. the elephant and the whale: this is fo natural an expeftation, that fome commentators have rendered Behemoth and Leviathan, 
the elephant and whale, though the defcriptions in our author will not admit'of it ; but Mofes being (as we may Well fuppofe) under an immediate terror of the 
hippopotamos and crocodile, from their daily mifchiefs and ravages around him, it is very accountable why he 
fhould permit them to take place. 

F I N 1 S. 
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