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18 T//E SOUL: PHILOSOPHIC POEM

The human m.nd attains the lofty planes

E en th Infinite .s not beyond its reach.
Then why those base attempts to picture Man.Made m the image of the Deity
As if he bore the likeness of the brute?
What would Man be were he not what he is?
Irrational, without a human soul,
And irresponsible, without free-will
Insane philosopher, of what avail
To mans a Vancement. to his happiness.
Are volumes full of learned ignorance?
Thy efforts to explain away the Soul
Attest its presence and activity
Were they successful, would they honor thee?What merit can attach to acts unwilled?

The fettered frisks of an automaton ?
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The promise and the potency of all
The forms and all the qualities of life
Resting their eyes on Nature's grand display.
Bewudered. they lose sight of Nature's 6^We comes from life. The potency of life
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Is life, and life alone can promise life.
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