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An ALLEGORY on MAN

'Ihoughfﬁﬂ chg, Idng and fpm:, 439N,
Our Race of Mortals call himCdrf '
(Were Homer living, well he knew
What Name thé Gods have ‘call’d’ hit téo)
With fine Mechanick Genibs ‘Wroughe, '~ '+
And lovid to work, tho" no 'Ore Bonght.”

This Being, by a Model bred ' !
In Jove's ctemal fable Head,  *
Contrivd a Shape impow’rd to breathe,
And be the #orkdling here bencath.

The Man rofe ftaring, like a Stakc; I
Wond'ring to fee himfelf awake!
L Then
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" Then lookd fo wife, before he kiew = ~3
‘The Bus'nefs-he' was made to dos *¢ @ .24
That Ims'd tn ﬁ:e -?uth what a Gracc |
‘Hé gravcly (hcw d hls forwarﬁ ‘Face, SN |
Fove talkd of brccdmg him, on Ib,%h ”
An Unde;- ﬁrqf;b:g ﬂf the Sk)r:H 76 £ I'&
voord o4 Haw 1R S RPN 5,
But, c'er he;gave. th: m:ghty di, T
Which cver binds a Poet’s God: y . - 1 oy
(For which his Curls Ambrofi fiake;
And Mother Earth's obligd to quake:)
He faw old Mothut Earth atife, - ¢ - 3
She ftood confefsd before his E{&; el oy
But not with; what we J:r:ad l'hc: WOre, - | 3
A Caftle for a Crown bcforc ;

Nor with long Streets and longcr Roads
Dangling behind hcr: like Cﬁmmgdcs: .
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As yet with:Wredths alope {he dieft,. ', 0o 0
And erail'd; 2 Randskip-painted, Vieft.« - T udl
Then thrice fhe rais'd, (as Ovid faid)
And thrice-ficbow'd, heo:weighty Head/! T
s 2e D Inidin s dum n0
Her Honouirsywiade, Gréat Yove, fhe ery'ds
This Thing was(fafhiion’d fromimy Side; O
His Hands, his Heart, his Head are mine ;
Then what haftthou to’call: him -thine? - ~

Nay rather ask; -the' Monareh {aid,
What boots his’Hand, his Heart, his Head,’
Were what I gavé remov'd away? '
- Thy Part’s an'idle ‘Shape of Clay. '
o f.d 4
Halves, more than Halves !“ ery'd ‘hone(tCare,
Your Pleas wou'd inake your Titles fair,; -+ /»
o e A S

3 : You
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You claim thic Body, you the Soul,
But I who.join'd them, claim the whole: -

Thus with:the. Gods Debate began, = ' '
On fuch a trivial Caufe, as M.
Apd-can Celeftial Tempers rage?
(Quoth 'Pirgil in a'later Age) ./

ﬁ;s thus they wrangled, T2me came by ;
(There's none that paint him fuch as I,
For what the Fabling 4xtienss fung
Makes Saturn old, when Time was yourig) .
As yet his Winters had not fhed
Their filver Honours on his Head ;
He juft had got his Pinions free
From his old Sice Eternity.
A Serpent girdled round he wore,
The Tail within the Mouth before;
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By which our Almanacks are clear
That learned Lyt mednt thic Yc;r: e
A Staff he carry'd, where on ‘high
A Glafswas fixd to meafure by,
As Amber Boxes made 4 Show
For Heads of Canes an Age ago.
His Veft, for Day, and Night, was py'd ;
A bending Sickle arm'd his Side ;
And Spring’s new Months his Train adornt; *

The other Séafons were unborn,

Known by the Go&s, as'near he draws, ' -
They make him Umpire of the Caufe.
O’er a low Trunk his Arm he laid,
(Where fince his Hours a Dial made g
Then leaning heard the nice ‘Debate, -

And thus pronounc'd the Words of ‘Fare. ©

L Since
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Since ‘_Baéf from the Parent Earth,
And Soul from Foye reccivid a Birth,
Return they where they firft began ;

But fince their Union makes the Maw,
‘Till Fove and Earth fhall part thefe two,
To Care who join'd them, Mazas is due.

He faid,  and fprung with (wift Career
To trace a Circle for the Years
Where ever fince the Sezfons wheel,
And tread on oneanother’s Heel,

“Tis well, faid Fove, and for confent
Thund'ring he fhook the Firmament,
Our Umpire Tzme fhall have his Way,
With Care I let thi Creature ftay:

Let
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Let Busnefs vex him, Av’rice blind, |
Let Doubt and Knowledge rack his Mind,
Let Error a&, Opinion fpeak,
And Wane afflict, and Sicknefs break,
And Anger burn, Deji&ibnaclﬁll,
And Joy diftratt, and Sorrow Kkill. f
*Till atm'd by Care and,ﬁught to an;,
7 ime draws the long deﬁm&ivc Blow ;
And wafted Man, whofe qﬁ_ick decay
Comes hurrying on bcfﬁfe has Day,
Shall only find, by this Dcérec,
The Soul flies fooner back to Me.
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