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A

POEM
O N

Sir ISAAC NEWTON.

T ONewton’s genius,and immortal fameTh ’ advent ’rous mufe with trembling pinion foars.
Thou , heav ’nly truth , from thy leraphick throne
Look favourable down , do thou ailift

My lab’ring thought , do thou infpire my long.
Newton,  who firft th ’ almighty ’s works dilplay ’d,
And fmooth’d that mirror , in whole polilh’d face
The great creator now conipicuous lhines}
Who open’d nature ’s adamantine gates , 1
And to our minds her fecret powers expos’d ;
Newton  demands the mule ; his lacred hand
Shall guide her infant Heps ; his facred hand
Shall raife her to the Heliconian height,
Where , on its lofty top inthron ’d, her head
Shall mingle with the Stars. Hail nature , hail,
O Goddels, handmaid of th’ ethereal power,
Now lift thy head , and to th’ admiring world
Shew thy long hidden beauty . Thee the wile

ancient fame, immortal Plato ’s lelf,
The Stagyrite, and Syracufian fage,

From
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From black obi entity ’s abyls to raife,

(Drooping and mourning o’er thy wondrous works)
With vain inquiry lought . Like meteors thele
In their dark age bright Tons of wifdom Ihone:
But at thy Newton  all their laurels fade,
They Ihrink from all the honours of their names.
So glimm’ring liars contract their feeble rays,
When the fwift lullre of Aurora ’s face

Flows o’er the skies, and wraps the heay ’ns in light.

The  Deity ’s omnipotence , the caule,
Th ’ original of things long lay unknown.
Alone the beauties prominent to fight
(Of the celeftial power the outward form)
Drew praife and wonder from the gazing world.
As when the deluge overlpread the earth,
Whilll yet the mountains only rear’d their heads
Above the furface of the wild expanle,
Whelm ’d deep below the great foundations lay,
Till lome kind angel at heav ’n’s high command
Roul ’d back the riling tides , and haughty floods,
And to the ocean thunder ’d out his voice :

Quick all the fwelling and imperious waves,
The foaming billows and oblcuring l'urge,
Back to their channels and their ancient ieats

Recoil affrighted : from the darklome main
.Earth raifes lmiling , as new-born , her head,
And with frelh charms her lovely face arrays.
So his extenfive thought accomplilh ’d firll
The mighty task to drive th ’ obftrucling mills
Of ignorance away , beneath whole gloom
Th ’ inlhrouded majelly of Nature lay.
He drew the veil and lwell ’d the lpreading feene.
How had the moon around th’ ethereal void

Rang ’d
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Rang ’d, and eluded lab’ring mortals care,
Till his invention trac’d her fecret fteps,
While Ihe inconftant with unfteady rein
Through endlefs mazes and meanders guides
In its unequal courfe her changing carr:
Whether behind the fun’s fuperior lightShe hides the beauties of her radiant face,
Or , when confpicuous , lmiles upon mankind,
Unveiling all her night -rejoicing charms.
When thus the filver-treffed moon difpels
The frowning horrors from the brow of night,
And with her fplendors chears the fullen gloom,While lable -mantlcd darknels with his veil
The vifage of the fair horizon fhades,
And over nature lpreads his raven wings •
Let me upon lome unfrequented green
While fleep fits heavy on the drowfy world,
Seek out lome folitary peaceful cell,
Where darkfome woods around their gloomy brows
Bow low, and ev’ry hill ’s protended fhade
Obfcures the dusky vale , there filent dwell,
Where contemplation holds its ftill abode,
There trace the wide and pathlefs void of heav ’n,
And count the ftars that fparkle on its robe.
Or elfe in fancy’s wild ’ring mazes loft
Upon the verdure fee the fairy elves
Dance o’er their magick circles, or behold,
In thought enraptur ’d with the ancient bards,Medea’s baleful incantations draw
Down from her orb the paly queen of night.
^tit chiefly Newton  let me foar with thee,
And while furveying all yon ftarry vault
Mdth admiration I attentive gaze,
I hou fhalt defcend from thy .celeftial feat,

And
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And waft aloft my high -alpiring mind,
Shalt fhew me there how nature has ordain’d

Her fundamental laws, lhalt lead my thought

Through all the wand ’rings of th ’ uncertain moon,

And teach me all her operating powers.

She and the fun with influence conjoint

Wield the huge axle of the whirling earth,

And from their juft direction turn the poles,

Slow urging on the progrefs of the years.

The conftellations feem to leave their feats,

And o'er the skies with lolemn pace to move.

You , Iplendid rulers of the day and night,

The feas obey , at your reiiftlefs Iway

Now they contrad their waters , and expofc

The dreary delart of old ocean’s reign.

The craggy rocks their horrid fides difclofe ;

Trembling the failor views the dreadful lcene,

And cautioufly the threat ’ning ruin lhuns.

But where the fhallow waters hide the fands,

There ravenous deftrudion lurks conceal'd,

There the ill-guided veflel falls a prey,

And all her numbers gorge his greedy jaws.

But quick returning lee th’ impetuous tides

Back to th ’ abandon ’d ihorcs impell the main.

Again the foaming feas extend their waves,

Again the rouling floods embrace the flhoars,

And veil the horrours of the empty deep.

Thus the obfequious feas your power confefs,

While from the furface healthful vapours rife

Plenteous throughout the atmolphere diffus’d,

Or to fupply the mountain ’s heads with lprings,

Or fill the hanging clouds with needful rains,

That friendly ftreams, and kind refrcfhing fhow’rs

May gently lave the lun -bumt thirfty plains, Or
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Or to replenifh all the empty airWith whollbme moifture to increafe the fruits
Of earth , and blefs the labours of mankind.
O Newton,  whether flies thy mighty loul,
How fhall the feeble mufe purfue through all
The vaft extent of thy unbounded thought,That even leeks th’ unfeen receffes dark
To penetrate of providence immenle.
And thou the great dilpenler of the world
Propitious , who with infpiration taught ’ft
Our greateft bard to lend thy prailes forth ;
Thou , who gav ’ft Newton  thought ; who Imil’dft lerene,When to its bounds he llretch ’d his fwelling foul;
Who ftill benignant ever bleft his toil,
And deign’d to his enlight ’ned mind t’ appearConfefs’d around th ' interminated world :
To me O thy divine infufion grant
(O thou in all lo infinitely good)
That I may fing thy everlafting works,
Thy inexhaufted ftore of providence,
In thought effulgent and relbunding verle . 'O could I fpread the wond’rous theme around,
Where the wind cools the oriental world,
To the calm breezes of the Zephir ’s breath,
To where the frozen hyperborean blafts,
To where the boift’rous tempeft - leading louth
From their deep hollow caves lend forth their ftorms.
Thou ftill indulgent parent of mankind,Left humid emanations fhould no more
Flow from the ocean, but diflolve away
Through the long leries of revolving time j
And left the vital principle decay,
% 'which the air fupplics the fprings of life;* Thou haft the fiery vifag’d comets form’d

[b] With
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With vivifying fpirits all replete,
Which they abundant breathe about the void,
Renewing the prolifick loul of things.
No longer now on thee amaz’d we call,
No longer tremble at imagin ’d ills,
When comets blaze tremendous from on high,
Or when extending wide their flaming trains
With hideous gralp the skies engirdle round,
And fpread the terrors of their burning locks.
For thefe through orbits in the length ’ning lpace
Of many tedious rouling years compleat
Around the fun move regularly on ;
And with the planets in harmonious orbs,
And myftick periods their obeyfance pay
To him majeftick ruler of the skies
Upon his throne of circled glory fixt.
He or lornc god conipicuous to the view,
Or elfe the fubftitute of nature feems,
Guiding the courfes of revolving worlds.
He taught great Newton the all-potent laws
Of gravitation , by whole Ample power
The univerfe exifts. Nor here the fage
Big with invention ftill renewing ftaid.
But O bright angel of the lamp of day,
How lhall the mufe difplay his greateft toil ?
Let her plunge deep in Aganippe ’s waves,
Or in Caftalia’s ever-flowing ftream,
That re-infpired Ihe may ling to thee,
How Newton dar’d advent ’rous to unbraid

The yellow trefles of thy Alining hair.
Or didft thou gracious leave thy radiant fphere,
And to his hand thy lucid Iplendours give,
T ’ unweave the light -diffufmg wreath , and part

The
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The blended glories of thy golden plumes ?
He with laborious , and unerring care,
How different and imbodied colours form
Thy piercing light , with juft diftinclion found.
He with quick fight purlu ’d thy darting rays,
When penetrating to th ’ oblcure recels
Of folid matter , there perfpicuous law,
How in the texture of each body lay
The power that feparates the diff’rent beams.Hence over nature ’s unadorned face
Thy bright diverfifying rays dilate
Their various hues : and hence when vernal rains
Defcending fwift have burft the low’ring clouds,
Thy fplendors through the diffipating millsIn its fair vellure of unnumber ’d hues
Array the Ihow’ry bow . At thy approach
The morning rifen from her pearly couch
With rofy blulhes decks her virgin cheek j
The ev’ning on the frontifpiece of heav ’n
His mantle fpreads with many colours gay ;
The mid-day skies in radiant azure clad,
The Ihining clouds, and filver vapours rob ’d
In white tranfparent intermixt with gold,
With bright variety of fplendor cloathAll the illuminated face above.
When hoary -headed winter back retires
To the chill’d pole , there lolitary fits
Encompal 's’d round with winds and tempefts bleak
In caverns of impenetrable ice,
And from behind the difiipated gloom
Like a new Venus from the parting furge
'The gay-apparell ’d lpring advances on ;
When thou in thy meridian brightnefs fitt ’ft,
And from thy throne pure emanations flow

[bi]i Of
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Of glory burfting o’er the radiant skies:
Then let the mule Olympus ’ top alcend,
And o’er Theflalia ’s plain extend her view,
And count , O Tempe , all thy beauties o’er.
Mountains , whofe lummits graip the pendant clouds,
Between their wood-invclop ’d Hopes embrace
The green-attired vallies. Every flow’r
Here in the pride of bounteous nature clad
Smiles on the bolbm of th’ enamell ’d meads.
Over the foiling lawn the filver floods
Of fair Peneus gently roul along,
While the reflected colours from the flow’rs,
And verdant borders pierce the lympid waves*,
And paint with all their variegated hue
The yellow lands beneath . Smooth gliding on *,
The waters haften to the neighbouring lea.
Still the pleas’d eye the floating plain purities ; -
At length , in Neptune ’s wide dominion loft , „
Surveys the foiling billows, that arife
Apparell ’d each in Phoebus’ bright attire:
Or from a far fome tall majeftick fop,
Or the long hoftile lines of threat ’ning fleets,
Which o’er the bright uneven mirror iweep,
In dazling gold and waving purple deckt;
Such as of old, when haughty Athens power
Their hideous front , and terrible array
Againft Pallene’s coaft extended wide,
And with tremendous war and battel ftern

The trembling walls of Potidaea lhook.
Crefted with pendants curling with the breeze
The upright mails high brittle in the air,
Aloft exalting proud their gilded heads.
The filver waves againft the painted prows
&aifc their relplendent bofoms, aud impearl

The
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The fair vermillion with their- glift’ring drops :And from on board the iron-cloathed hoft
Around the main a gleaming horrour calls;
Each flaming buckler like the mid-day fun,
Each plumed helmet like the filver moon,
Each moving gauntlet like the light ’ning 's blaze,And like a ftar each brazen pointed ipear.
But lo the facred high -erected fanes,
Fair citadels , and marble -crowned towers,
And liimptuous palaces of ftately towns
Magnificent arife, upon their heads
Bearing on high a wreath of filver light!
But fee my mule the high Pierian hill,
Behold its lhaggy locks and airy top,
Up to the skies th ’ imperious mountain heaves tThe fhining verdure of the nodding woods. „
See where the filver Hippocrene flows,,
Behold each glitt ’ring rivulet , .and rill ;
Through mazes wander down the green defcent,
And fparkle through the interwoven trees.
Here reft a while and humble homage pay,
Here , where the lacred genius , that inlpir ’d
Sublime M îonides and Pindar 's breaft,His habitation once was fam’d to hold.
Here thou , O Homer,  offer 'd!! up thy vows;Thee , the kind mufe Calliopae a  heard , ,
And led thee to the empyrean feats,
There manifefted to thy hallow 'd eyes; -
The deeds of gods; thee wile Minerva  taught *The wondrous art of knowing human kind;
Harmonious Phoebus tun’d thy heav’nly mind,
And iwell’d to rapture each exalted fenfe;Even Mars  the dreadful battle - ruling god,
Mars  taught thee war, and with his bloody hand

Inftru&cd
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Inftructcd thine , when in thy founding lines
We hear the rattling of Bellona’s carr,
The yell of difcord, and the din of arms.
Pindar,  when mounted on his fiery Heed,
Soars to the fun, oppofing eagle like
His eyes undazled to the fierce!! rays.
He firmly feated, not like G l a u c us’ Ion,
Strides his fwift-winged and fire-breathing horle,
And born aloft ftrikes with his ringing hoofs
The brazen vault of heav ’n, fuperior there
Looks down upon the ftars , whole radiant light
Illuminates innumerable worlds,
That through eternal orbits roul beneath.
But thou all hail immortalized Ion

Of harmony , all hail thou Thracian bard,
To whom Apollo  gave his tuneful lyre.
O might ’ll thou , Orpheus,  now again revive,
And Newton  Ihould inform thy lift’ning ear
How the foft notes , and loul - inchanting ftrains
Of thy own lyre were on the wind convey ’d.
He taught the mule , how found progrelfive floats
Upon the waving particles of air,
When harmony in ever-pleafing ftrains,
Melodious melting at each lulling fall,
With foft alluring penetration fteals
Through the enraptur ’d ear to inmoft thought,
And folds the lenfes in its filken bands.
So the fweet mufick , which from Orpheus ’ touch
And fam’d Amphion ’s, on the founding ftring
Arole harmonious , gliding on the air,
Pierc’d the tough -bark ’d and knotty - ribbed woods,
Into their laps foft inlpiration breath ’d
And taught attention to the ftubborn oak . '
Thus when great Henry,  and braye Marlb ’rough  led
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Th ' imbattled numbers of Britannia ’s fons,
The trump , that fwells th ’ expanded cheek of fame,That adds new vigour to the gen’rous youth,
And rouzes fluggilh cowardize it lelf,
The trumpet with its Mars-inciting voice,The winds broad breaft impetuous fweeping o'e*Fill ’d the big note of war . Th ’ inlpired hoft
With new-born ardor prefs the trembling Gaul  ;Nor greater throngs had reach ’d eternal night,
Not if the fields of Agencourt had yawn ’d
Expofing horrible the gulf of fate ;
Or roaring Danube lpread his arms abroad,And overwhelm ’d their legions with his floods.But let the wand ’ring mule at length return -7Nor yet , angelick genius of the lun,
In worthy lays her high -attempting long
Has blazon ’d forth thy venerated name.
Then let her fweep the loud-refounding lyre
Again , again o’er each melodious firing
Teach harmony to tremble with thy praile.
And ftill thine ear O favourable grant,
And Ihe fhall tell thee, that whatever charms,
Whatever beauties bloom on nature ’s face,
Proceed from thy all- influencing light.
That when arifing with tcmpeftuous rage,
The North impetuous rides upon the clouds
Difperfing round the heav ’ns obftruclive gloom,
And with his dreaded prohibition flays
The kind effufion of thy genial beams j
Pale are the rubies on Aurora ’s lips,No mote the roles blulh upon her cheeks,
Black are Peneus’ ftreams and golden lands
In Tempe ’s vale dull melancholy fits,
And every flower reclines its languid head.

By
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By what high name fhall I invoke thee , lay,
Thou Iife- infufing .deity , on thee
I call , and look propitious from on high,
While now to thee I offer up my prayer.

• O had great Newton,  as he found the caufe,

By which found rouls 'Khro’ th ’ undulating air,

O had he , baffling times refiftlefs power,
■Difcover’d what that fubtle fpirit is,

<Or whatloe ’er diffufive elfe is Ipread
• Over the wide-extended univerfe,

Which caufes bodies to reflect the light,
And from their ftraight direction to divert

The rapid beams, that through their furface pierce.

But fince embrac ’d by th’ icy arms of age,

And his quick thought by times cold hand congeal ’d,

Ev ’n Newton  left unknown this hidden power \
Thou from the race of human kind felect

Some other worthy of an angel ’s care,
With inlpiration animate his breaft,
And him inftruft in thefe thy fecret laws.
O let not Newton,  to whole fpacious view,
Now unobft rafted , all th’ extenfive Icenes
Of the ethereal ruler ’s works arife \

When he beholds this earth he late adorn ’d,

Let him not fee philofophy in tears,
Like a fond mother lolitary fit,
Lamenting him her dear , and only child.
But as the wife Pythagoras,  and he,

Whole birth with pride the fam’d Abdera boafts,

With expectation having long furvey ’d

This Ipot their antient feat , with joy beheld
(Divine philofophy at length appear
In all her charms majeftically fair,
Conducted by immortal N ew t o n’s hand : "

/

So
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So may he fee another fage arile,
That fhall maintain her empire : then no more
Imperious ignorance with haughty iway
Shall ftalk rapacious o’er the ravag ’d globe : ^Then thou , ONbwton , lhalt proted thele lines,The humble tribute of the gratelul mule
Ne ’er fhall the lacrilegious hand dclpoil
Her laurei 'd temples , whom his name preferves :And were fhe equal to the mighty theme,
Futurity Ihould wonder at her long;Time Ihould receive her with extended arms,
Seat her confpicuous in his rouling carr,And bear her down to his extreameft bound.

Fables with wonder tell how Terra s IonsWith iron force unloos’d the ftubborn nerves
Of hills, and on the cloud- inlhrouded top
Of Pelion Olfa pil’d. But if the vaft
Gigantick deeds of favage ftrength demand
Aftonilhment from men, what then lhalt thou,
O what expreflive rapture of the loul,
When thou before us , Newton , doft difplay
The labours of thy great excelling mind ;When thou unveileft all the wondrous fccnc,
The vaft idea of th’ eternal king,
Not dreadiul bearing in his angry arm
The thunder hanging o’er our trembling heads;But with th’ effulgency of love replete,
And clad with power, which form’d th ’ cxtenfive heavens.O happy he, whole enterprizing hand
Unbars the golden and relucid gates
Of th ’ empyrean dome, where thou enthron ’d
Philofophy art fcated . Thou fuftain ’d
By the firm hand of cvcrlafting truth

/

Defpifeft
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Dcfpiieft all the injuries of time :
Thou never know ’ll decay when all around,
Antiquity obfcures her head . Behold
Th ’ Egyptian towers , the Babylonian walls,
And Thebes with all her hundred gates of brals,
Behold them lcatter ’d like the dull abroad.

Whatever now is flourilhing and proud,
Whatever ihall , mull know devouring age.
Euphrates ’ Itream , and leven-mouthed Nile,
And Danube , thou that from Germania ’s foil
To the black Euxine ’s far remoted Ihore,
O’er the wide bounds of mighty nations fweep’ll
In thunder loud thy rapid floods along.
Ev ’n you Ihall feel inexorable time ;
To you the fatal day Ihall come ; no more
Your torrents then Ihall lhake the trembling ground,
No longer then to inundations fwol’n
Th ’ imperious waves the fertile pallures drench,
But Ihrunk within a narrow channel glide ;
Or through the year ’s reiterated courle
When time himielf grows old, your wond ’rous llreams
Loll ev’n to memory Ihall lie unknown
Beneath obfeurity , and Chaos whelm ’d.
But Hill thou fun illuminatelt all

The azure regions round , thou guiddl Hill
The orbits of the planetary fphercs;
The moon Hill wanders o’er her changing courle,
And Hill, O Newton,  Ihall thy name lurvive ;
As long as nature ’s hand directs the world,
When ev’ry dark obftruction Ihall retire,
And ev’ry fecret yield its hidden llore,
Which thee dim-lighted age forbad to lee
Age that alone could Hay thy rifmg foul.
And could mankind among the fixed liars,,

E ’en
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E ’en to th’ extreme!! bounds of knowledge reach,To thofe unknown innumerable funs,
Whole light but glimmers from thofe diftant worlds,Ev ’n to thole utmoft boundaries , thole bars
That Ihut the entrance of th ' illumin'd Ipace
Where angels only tread the vaft unknown,Thou ever lhould ’ll be feen immortal there :
In each new fphere , each new-appearing liin, 'In fartheft regions at the very vergeOf the wide univerfe fhould’ft thou be leen.
And lo, th ’ all-potent goddels Nature  takesWith her own hand thy great , thy juft rewardOf immortality • aloft in air
See Ihe difplays , and with eternal gralp
Uprears the trophies of great Newton ’s fame.

R. Glover.

[c i ] CO N-
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