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CANTO THE TWENTY-THIRD.

“

ARGUMENT.

Our Saviour appears in Triumph, furrounded by an innumerable
Company of the Bleft.

- ————

A the fond Mother, neftling in the grove,
Watches her flumb’ring family of Love,
While fable Night invefts the face of things,
And hinders her excurfions, to prepare
The daily dole, that feeds her callow care,
And fpreads above them her maternal wings.

IL

As, anxious, waiting till the morning chill
Scatters the hoary dew o’er dale and hill,
Her eager eye anticipates the day :
Like her, thus longing for the Sun’s uprife,
The Nymph was feen to point her kindling eyes
Where ProEeBus’ fiery wheels at noon delay.
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VIL

¢ What fights are here ; immortal Maid !” I cry’d,

“I fink, I fall "> « Be firm,” the Nymph reply’d ;
You fee the virtue of th’ ETErNAL WoRD,

That dooms the rebel, and the loyal faves ;

A ftream of glory thro’ the yawning graves
From Heav’n he fent, and Hell his might deplor’d.”

VIIL

As light’ning, darting from the heav’nly coaft,
Flathes expanfive, till in Ather loft,
Or glances on the ground, and dies away ;
Thus, overcome by this celeftial feat,
My vagrant Soul, as from myfelf releas’d,
From ev’ry recolle@tion feem’d to ftray.

IXO

Again was heard my Guide’s confoling voice :

¢¢ Since thofe interior {plendours of the Skies
You now have feen, you well can bear to view

Me as I am, and meet my heav’nly {mile.”’

Sudden I feem’d like one whofe fruitlefs toil
Tries a forgotten vifion to renew.

X.

Then, oh! what welcome met my ravifh’d ears !

Worthy that high degree above the Spheres !
That Tablet, which preferves th’ ideal train,

Till banifh’d by affetion, pain, or time,

In ev’ry chance, or change, or place, or clime,

For evermore that Image fhall retain.
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XI.

But if an hundred tuneful tongues fhould try
This topic new, and all the Mufes vie
With all the jubilee of Heav’n in fong ;
Still vainly would they ftrive to match my theme,
When, rapt to Heav’n in tranfport’s fweet extreme,
On that transfigur’d Form entranc’d I hung,.

XII.

Forbear, O Mufe ! altho’ you try’d to foat
O’er all the wonders of the World before,
Here clofe your wing, and check your daring flight ;
A chafm is here, which CL10 né€’er effay’d,
A weight, by human balance yet unweigh’d,
No wonder if fuch themes my foul affright !

XIIIL

No narrow frith is here for me to fail,

With mariners unfkill’d, in pinnace frail :
Weak pilot as 1 am, I dread to run

On perils unperceiv’d, unfit to {way

- The guiding helm along an unknown way,

Content the danger of the deep to fthun.

XIV.

¢« Why do you dwell on thofe inferior charms,
Tho’ knidling in your Soul fuch foft alarms ?
That Light, which long you wifh’d to view, furvey ;
Beneath whofe fmile ELvysian flow’rets {pring,
And all around immortal fragrance fling, -
And with ambrofial fruits his beam repay.
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XV.
¢« Here SHARON’s rofe difpenfes foft perfume,
The type of Him who, by celeftial doom,
Departing from his glory, took beneath
A velt of clay ; and here the lilies blow,
That thed their {weetnefs o’er the world of woe,
Attra&ting mortals up the heav’nly Path.”

XVIL
Thus fpoke the Guide; and I, obfequious ftill
To every motion of the Veftal’s Will,
Try’d for a paffing glimpfe, but half in vain :
"The Vifion look’d, as when the folar ray,
In fcatter’d glances, theds a dubious day
Thro’ curtain’d clouds on FLorA’s fragrant reign.

XVIL
Thus, o’er my dazzled eyes, in tranfient gloom,
Mortality’s deep thadows feem’d to roam ;
Yet oft, a vifta of tranfcendent light,
In long array, the pafling triumph fhow’d ;
On their deep files a ftream of glory flow’d
From fome =therial fource above my fight.

XVIIL

¢ Prime fount of Love! on me you deign’d to flow,
Tho’ throwded from my fight, and left below

Prints of thy glory, which a mortal’s eye
Could fuffer unfubdu’d! that ftainlefs Flow’r,
Whofe name I fing at morn and ev’ning hour,

Rais’d me to bear the triumphs of the Sky.

St. xviii. L 4. —that flainlefs Flow’r,] The Poet means here the

Virgin Mary.
T3












