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PHILOSOPHIC POEM

He lords o er Matter, chains its forces, makesThem serve his ends. He causes them to act

Despite h,s weary limbs and weary brain
'

Opposing Nature's claims and Nature's rightsWith naught to urge him forward on his workSave motives purely iiitellectual
'

He doth unlock and marshal energies

?^M.^*'"'^'' ''^y* *°^ *«^s would have at restCould Man without a human soul act thus ?What makes him seek the truth, and love the truth ?What makes him love the tinith for its own site?

r^^i '°^"™"' ""y >« eagerness,

Could Matter spy, discern and search itselfAnd feel supremely pleased on prying out
'

The connUess secrets of its own domain'
Man s searching pow'rtak^*: in fu-r. ^ -^i.

The art of the Creato^he doth Jd
'^"^ ^"' ^'•^^•

Adorning every leaf of Nature's book

^hV*M \ '°'^' '^" ^'°^ °^ ^he Earth,^e yields her treasures to his handicraft.With deepest admiration he beholds
The wonders of the microscopic world
Directing now his skilled eye heavenwardsWith keen delight, yet reverentially


