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Pope's Essay on Man, a masterpiece of concise summary in itself, can fairly be summed up as an optimistic enquiry into
mankind's place in the.

I waste the matin lamp in sighs for thee, Thy image steals between my God and me, Thy voice I seem in ev'ry
hymn to hear, With ev'ry bead I drop too soft a tear. Say what the use, were finer optics giv'n, T' inspect a
mite, not comprehend the heav'n? Let subtle schoolmen teach these friends to fight, More studious to divide
than to unite; And grace and virtue, sense and reason split, With all the rash dexterity of wit. Ah then, thy
once-lov'd Eloisa see! Thus Nature gives us let it check our pride The virtue nearest to our vice allied: Reason
the bias turns to good from ill And Nero reigns a Titus, if he will. Feels at each thread, and lives along the line:
In the nice bee, what sense so subtly true From pois'nous herbs extracts the healing dew: How instinct varies
in the grov'lling swine, Compar'd, half-reas'ning elephant, with thine: 'Twixt that, and reason, what a nice
barrier; For ever sep'rate, yet for ever near! Alas, how chang'd! Alas, no more â€” methinks we wand'ring go
Through dreary wastes, and weep each other's woe, Where round some mould'ring tower pale ivy creeps, And
low-brow'd rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. In these lone walls their days eternal bound These moss-grown
domes with spiry turrets crown'd, Where awful arches make a noonday night, And the dim windows shed a
solemn light; Thy eyes diffus'd a reconciling ray, And gleams of glory brighten'd all the day. All nature is but
art, unknown to thee; All chance, direction, which thou canst not see; All discord, harmony, not understood;
All partial evil, universal good: And, spite of pride, in erring reason's spite, One truth is clear, Whatever is, is
right. For her th' unfading rose of Eden blooms, And wings of seraphs shed divine perfumes, For her the
Spouse prepares the bridal ring, For her white virgins hymeneals sing, To sounds of heav'nly harps she dies
away, And melts in visions of eternal day. Enter, each mild, each amicable guest; Receive, and wrap me in
eternal rest! From the false world in early youth they fled, By thee to mountains, wilds, and deserts led. Vile
worm! Respecting man, whatever wrong we call, May, must be right, as relative to all. Ah hopeless, lasting
flames! Remembrance and reflection how allied; What thin partitions sense from thought divide: And middle
natures, how they long to join, Yet never pass th' insuperable line! Come, Abelard! This light and darkness in
our chaos joined, What shall divide? Yet, yet I love! Pride answers, " 'Tis for mine: For me kind Nature wakes
her genial pow'r, Suckles each herb, and spreads out ev'ry flow'r; Annual for me, the grape, the rose renew,
The juice nectareous, and the balmy dew; For me, the mine a thousand treasures brings; For me, health gushes
from a thousand springs; Seas roll to waft me, suns to light me rise; My foot-stool earth, my canopy the skies.
But let Heav'n seize it, all at once 'tis fir'd; Not touch'd, but rapt; not waken'd, but inspir'd! Ah let thy
handmaid, sister, daughter move, And all those tender names in one, thy love! But o'er the twilight groves and
dusky caves, Long-sounding aisles, and intermingled graves, Black Melancholy sits, and round her throws A
death-like silence, and a dread repose: Her gloomy presence saddens all the scene, Shades ev'ry flow'r, and
darkens ev'ry green, Deepens the murmur of the falling floods, And breathes a browner horror on the woods.
Go, wiser thou! And sure, if fate some future bard shall join In sad similitude of griefs to mine, Condemn'd
whole years in absence to deplore, And image charms he must behold no more; Such if there be, who loves so
long, so well; Let him our sad, our tender story tell; The well-sung woes will soothe my pensive ghost; He best
can paint 'em, who shall feel 'em most. Say first, of God above, or man below, What can we reason, but from
what we know? Thicker than arguments, temptations throng. What if the foot ordain'd the dust to tread, Or
hand to toil, aspir'd to be the head? As with cold lips I kiss'd the sacred veil, The shrines all trembl'd, and the
lamps grew pale: Heav'n scarce believ'd the conquest it survey'd, And saints with wonder heard the vows I
made. Here, as I watch'd the dying lamps around, From yonder shrine I heard a hollow sound. Or ask of
yonder argent fields above, Why Jove's satellites are less than Jove? Heav'n first taught letters for some
wretch's aid, Some banish'd lover, or some captive maid; They live, they speak, they breathe what love
inspires, Warm from the soul, and faithful to its fires, The virgin's wish without her fears impart, Excuse the
blush, and pour out all the heart, Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, And waft a sigh from Indus to
the Pole. The jealous God, when we profane his fires, Those restless passions in revenge inspires; And bids
them make mistaken mortals groan, Who seek in love for aught but love alone. From pride, from pride, our
very reas'ning springs; Account for moral, as for nat'ral things: Why charge we Heav'n in those, in these
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acquit?


