
POPE ESSAY ON MAN EPISTLE ONE

An Essay on Man: Epistle I. By Alexander But vindicate the ways of God to man . I. Say first, of See worlds on worlds
compose one universe,. Observe how.

Voltaire called it "the most beautiful, the most useful, the most sublime didactic poem ever written in any
language". In both, to reason right is to submit. In lazy apathy let Stoics boast Their virtue fix'd, 'tis fix'd as in
a frost; Contracted all, retiring to the breast; But strength of mind is exercise, not rest: The rising tempest puts
in act the soul, Parts it may ravage, but preserves the whole. Thither, where sinners may have rest, I go, Where
flames refin'd in breasts seraphic glow: Thou, Abelard! Who saw its fires here rise, and there descend, Explain
his own beginning, or his end? Come, Abelard! Pleasures are ever in our hands or eyes; And when in act they
cease, in prospect rise: Present to grasp, and future still to find, The whole employ of body and of mind. Ah
then, thy once-lov'd Eloisa see! Of all affliction taught a lover yet, 'Tis sure the hardest science to forget! On
life's vast ocean diversely we sail, Reason the card, but passion is the gale; Nor God alone in the still calm we
find, He mounts the storm, and walks upon the wind. The God within the mind. 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. Notes 1] Although Pope worked on this poem from and had
finished the first three epistles by , they did not appear until between February and May , and the fourth epistle
was published in January  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. If to be perfect in a certain
sphere, What matter, soon or late, or here or there? These arguments certainly support a fatalistic world view.
Fresh blooming hope, gay daughter of the sky! Eloisa to Abelard In these deep solitudes and awful cells,
Where heav'nly-pensive contemplation dwells, And ever-musing melancholy reigns; What means this tumult
in a vestal's veins? Back to Line 6] maze. The consequence of all, the absolute submission due to Providence,
both as to our present and future state, v. The world forgetting, by the world forgot. Barbarian, stay! The
disputes are all upon these last, and, I will venture to say, they have less sharpened the wits than the hearts of
men against each other, and have diminished the practice, more than advanced the theory, of morality. What
thin partitions Sense from Thought divide! In this, or any other sphere, Secure to be as blest as thou canst bear:
Safe in the hand of one disposing Power, Or in the natal, or the mortal hour. Oh blindness to the future! The
bliss of man could pride that blessing find Is not to act or think beyond mankind; No pow'rs of body or of soul
to share, But what his nature and his state can bear. The science of Human Nature is, like all other sciences,
reduced to a few clear points: there are not many certain truths in this world. Above, how high, progressive
life may go! Like varying winds, by other passions toss'd, This drives them constant to a certain coast. How
instinct varies in the grovelling swine, Compared, half-reasoning elephant, with thine! Those smiling eyes,
attemp'ring ev'ry day, Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day. For this plain reason, man is not a fly. Assist
me, Heav'n! Then too, when fate shall thy fair frame destroy, That cause of all my guilt, and all my joy In
trance ecstatic may thy pangs be drown'd, Bright clouds descend, and angels watch thee round, From op'ning
skies may streaming glories shine, And saints embrace thee with a love like mine. 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, come not, write not, think not once of me, Nor share one pang of all I felt for
thee. Hope springs eternal in the human breast: Man never is, but always to be blest: The soul, uneasy and
confined from home, Rests and expatiates in a life to come. Pope's explanation of the aim of the work and his
summary of the first epistle are as follows. Far as creation's ample range extends, The scale of sensual, mental
pow'rs ascends: Mark how it mounts, to man's imperial race, From the green myriads in the peopled grass:
What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme, The mole's dim curtain, and the lynx's beam: Of smell, the
headlong lioness between, And hound sagacious on the tainted green: Of hearing, from the life that fills the
flood, To that which warbles through the vernal wood: The spider's touch, how exquisitely fine! Say what the
use, were finer optics giv'n, T' inspect a mite, not comprehend the heav'n?


