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THE DESIGN OF THE FRONTISPICE.
[Page]
LOe, DEATH inveſted in a Roab of Ermine,
Triumphant ſits, embelliſhed with Vermine,
Upon a Pile of dead men's Skulls, her Throne,
Pell mell ſut duing all, and ſparing none.
A ſcrutinuous judgement will the Type reſſent,
You may imagine, 'Tis DEATH'S Parliament.
Upon the World it's pow'rful Foot doth tread,
For, all the world or is, or ſhall be dead.
One hand the Scepter, t'other holds our Mirrour,
In courteſie to ſhew poor fleſh its errour:
If men forget themſelves, It tells'em home,
They're Duſt and Aſhes, All to this muſt come.
To view their fate herein, ſome will forbear,
Who wave all thought of Death as too ſevere:
But know, Death (though't be unknown how nie)
A Point, on which depends ETERNITIE,
Either to live Crown'd with peptetual Bliſſe,
Or howl tormented in Hell's dark Abyſſe.
With winged haſte our brittle lives do paſs,
As runs the gliding Sand l'th' Hour-Glaſs.

If more you would, continue on your Look
No more upon the Title, but the Book.

[Page]
THE MIRROVR which Flatters not.
O that they were Wiſe, that they vnderſtood This, that they would Conſider their latter End
 Deut: 32.25

— MORS ſola fatetur
 Quantula ſint hominum corpuſcula.
 — Iuvenal




§
[Page]
[Page]
THE MIRROUR WHICH FLATTERS NOT: Concerning the contempt of the World, or the Meditation of Death, of Philip King of Mace­don, Saladine, Adrian, and Alexander the Great.
By Le Sieur de la SERRE, Hiſtoriogra­pher of FRANCE.
Tranſcribed ENGLISH from the FRENCH, by T. Cary, Eſq
Horat. Om nem crede Diem libi diluxiſſe Supremum.

LONDON, Printed by E. T. for R. Thrale, and are to be ſold at his ſhop at the Sign of the Croſs-Keyes, at Pauls Gate. 1658.


TO THE KING of Great RITAIN.
[Page]
[Page]
SIR,

IF the Greatneſs of Kings derive its value and lustre from the number of Vertues which they poſſeſs; I render you now the ho­mage of my obſervance, and ſub­miſſions, as to one of the greateſt Monarchs of the World, ſince [Page]you are the Majeſty of all Vertues together. What an agreeable com­pulſion is this, to ſee a man's ſelf powerfully forced to become the ſub­ject of a forain Prince, by the ſove­raign authority of his merit? To this point am I reduced, Sir, your all-royal perfections im pſe upon me ſo abſolutely ſuch ſweet lawes of ſervitude, that I have no more liberty, but to accept its yoak. And in this, my incli­nation and duty make a freſh injun­ction over me, which diſpute pre­beminence with all the reſt: for who can keep himſelf from rendring homage to your Majeſty, the onely fame of whoſe Renown capti­vates through all the Univerſe, inſtructing us, that you are as abſo­lute [Page]over your Paſſions, as over your Subjects; and that you reign as Soveraign in the eſteem of men, as in your Royal Eſtates: And the Truth of this ſet your glory at ſo high a worth, that the felicity on 't may perhaps be envied you: but the like Merit not to be reacht by others, becauſe Nature is very ſparing of the like gifts, and Hea­ven does not every day ſuch mira­cles. For me, I am but one of the Admirers, not of the greatneſſe of your Dominion (although on­ly the vaſt extent of the Ocean marks out its limites) but of all the divine qualities which you on­ly poſſeſs in proper as a Good, Time, Fate, nor Death can take from you. Nor is this the all in all, [Page]to be Wiſe, Valiant, and Gene­rous, in the height of Native de­duction; All theſe Titles of Ho­nour have degrees of eminence, which mark out to us the gradations of their ſeveral perfections, and whereof your Majeſty ſhewes us now the onely pattern, having in poſſeſsion all admirable Vertues, with ſo much purity and luſter, as dazles its very envyers, and for­ces them to adore that in your Ma­jeſty, which elſewhere they admire not. And it is my belief, that you ſtand thus unparalled even amongſt your ſemblables, ſince beſides the Crowns of your Cradle, you car­ry above them others, and ſuch as ſhall exempt you from the Grave. I a vow, that I have ſtudied long [Page]time to ſpeak condignely of your Majeſty; but although my pains and watchings are equally un­profitable, my defect yet is ſtill glorious howſomever, that it is a ſhadow from your Light. It ſufficeth me to have taken Pen in hand, to publiſh onely, that I am
SIR, Your MAJESTIES Moſt humble, and moſt obeiſant Servant, P. de la SERRE.



TO THE QUEEN Of Great BRITAIN.
[Page]
MADAME,

I Could not approach, but with a MIR­ROVR in my hand, before your Majesty, the ſplendour of whoſe magnificence dazles ſo powerfully all the world, that I am not able [Page]to behold the immediate preſence on it, but by the reflection of its Rayes. Without fiction, MA­DAME, your Glory is arrived to the point of rendring your perfections ſo unknown, as being ſo above the commune, that I believe moſt men honour you now by obſervance and example onely, as not able otherwiſe to reach the depth of the juſt reaſons they might have for it. Nor is this All, to ſay that you are ſolely fair, and perfectly chaſte; but it is neceſsary, beyond all this, to intimate ſecretly, in the Language of Thought, all the divine qua­lities which you poſſeſs of Super­eminence in all things, ſince their purity cannot diſcend to the capa­city [Page]of our diſcourſe, without ſuffering a kind of prophanation. From hence is it, that if I ſhould call you, The compleatly-perfect, I might well ſay in effect that which you are; but never thus ſhould I repreſent the greatneſs of your merits, ſince every of them in it ſelf ha's ſuch particular perfections, as might challenge Altars from us, if your humility could permit it. Theſe are ſuch Truths (MADAME) as hinder me from praiſing your Majeſty, not knowing how to expreſs my ſelf condignely. Well might I perhaps ſuggeſt it to remem­brance, that your particular incli­nations are the publick Vertues which we adore, and that of [Page]the ſame temperament of hu­mour, Nature compoſed here­tofore the Sages of the World: But of all theſe diſcourſes not­withſtanding, I cannot frame one onely praiſe ſufficiently ad­aequate to your worth, ſeing it is elevated beyond all Eulogiums. Inſomuch, that if Admiration it ſelf teach not a new Language to poſterity, wherein to proclaim aloud the favours and graces wherewith Heaven hath ac­compliſht you; it muſt content it ſelf, to reverence your Name, and adore your Memory, without preſumption of ſpeech of your actions, as being ever above all valuation, as well as imitation. To inſtance the immortalitie [Page]of your AVGVSTICK Race, al­though it be a pure Source of Ho­nour, which can never be dryed up; yet all theſe Titles of a Kings Daughter, Sister, and VVife, can never adde to your Renown, which derives its value rather from the admirabilities of your Life, then the greatneſs of your Birth. Inſomuch (MADAME) that the Scepters and Crowns of your Royalties, are the meaneſt Ornaments wherewith your Ma­jestie can deck it ſelf; ſince the leaſt glymſe of the leaſt of your Actions, duskes the luſter of all the other magnificence [...], which environ you. And I believe, had thoſe Wonders of the World been of ſuch a worth, as every [Page]day you deſcry, they had power­fully reſisted againſt the aſsaults of Ages: but as they had no­thing admirable in them, but the Name, Memorials have pre­ſerved that, and let them periſh. But yours (MADAME) which are too perfect for a ſutable Name, ſhall not ceaſe to ſurvive the re­volutions of Times, as being enli­vned by Vertue, which alone can exempt from Death. Let it not ſeem ſtrange then, if I hazard the perils of the Sea, to render Homage to a Queen, whoſe Greatneſs perforce humbles the moſt arrogant ſpirits, being not able, ſo much as in thought, to reach to the firſt degree of her Glory. The Graces themſelves [Page]are hers, and the VERTVES have allianced their own and her Name; and all the adorable qualities which are found here below, are admirable in her a­lone, as in their Source, I am conſtrained to be ſilent (MA­DAME) being over charged with too much ſubject of ſpeech. The number of your Perfections aſtoniſhes me, the greatneſs of your Merit raviſhes me, the ſplendour of your Ver­tue dazles me: And in this dazle, this tranſport, this ex­ceſs of admiration, wherein my ſenſes and ſpirits are all alike engaged; I am com­peled to caſt my ſelf at the feet of your Majeſty, and de­mand [Page] pardon of the boldneſs which I aſſume onely to en­joy the ſtile of
MADAME Your MAJESTIES Moſt humble, and moſt obeiſant Servant, P. de la SERRE.



TO THE QUEEN OF GREAT BRITAIN. Upon the MIRROƲR Which flatters not, Of le Sieur de la SERRE.
SONNET.
[Page]
PRinceſs, this perverſe Ages glorious gemme,
Whoſe leaſt of Vertues ſeems a prodigie;
Illuſtrious Sien, of the faireſt Stemme,
That Heaven e're ſhew'd this Ʋniverſe's eye;
[Page]
Though Fate with thouſand hind'rances averſe,
Barres me the place, to which my duty's bent:
I cannot cheer my Soul from ſelf-tor­ment,
But by deſign to pourtray you in Verſe.
But ſince that Serres ſhew's in this true Mirrour
The Vertues of your Mind's eternal ſplen­dour,
As lively as your Body's beautious mea­ſure,
My heed to view you here, lets others paſs;
So well I here agnize all your rare trea­ſure,
That I ne're ſaw a better Cryſtal-Glaſs.
Par le Sr. C.



TO THE AUTHOR, upon the ſame ſubject.
STANCES.
[Page]
DIvine Spirit, knowing Soul,
Which with lovely ſweet controul
Rank'ſt our Souls thoſe good rules under,
Which thy Pen layes down with wonder,
Whil'ſt the ſweetneſs of thy Voice
Breathes oracular ſacred noiſe.

All thy Works ſo well eſteem'd
Thorough Europe, proofes are deem'd
Of thy Gifts, which all admire,
Which ſuch Trophies thee acquire.
And with theſe thy Muſe inveſted,
Orpheus is by thee out-creſted.

Alſo ſince blind Ignorance
Makes no more abode in France,
Seldome can we meet with ſuch,
As the works of thy ſweet  [...]'uch:
[Page]
Such immortal ſtraines of ſpirit,
As do thouſand Laurels merit.

But although thy active Muſe
Wonders did before produce,
As we ſeldome ſee the like;
This doth with amazement ſtrike:
'Tis a Mirrour, that doth ſhine
More with Fire, then Cryſtaline.

'Tis a Mirrour never flatters,
On my eyes ſuch rayes it ſcatters,
That therewith I daz'led am,
Searching for thee in the ſame,
By ſome charm, or ſtranger caſe,
I ſee thy ſpirit, not thy face.

This ſtrange faſhion doth amaze me,
When I (ne're ſo little) gaze me,
I am ſtreight all on a fire,
The more I look, more I admire:
'Tis a mirrour ſure of flame,
Sparkling, more we mark the ſame.

Yet not every prying eye
Shall it-ſelf herein eſpie;
'Tis not for ſo commune uſe,
Free from flattering abuſe;
None ſo clearly here are ſeen,
As King Charles, and his fair Queen.

[Page]
Therefore thus the Author meant,
To the World it to preſent;
Since it is a thing ſo rare,
And unparallelled fair;
That it ſhould a Tablet bee
For the faireſt he could ſee.

Serres, this thy work-man-ſhip
Doth my ſpirit over-ſtrip.
With ſuch judgement, and ſuch grace,
Thou do'ſt ſhew in little ſpace
Three ſtrange Wonders, without errour,
Two bright Suns in one clear Mirrour.

And by this thy rare compoſure,
Shall thy Name, beyond encloſure
Of this preſent Age, obtain
Eternal honour for thy pain:
Writing to theſe Princes Graces,
Thou art prais'd in thouſand places.

Par le meſme.



Upon the Book.
SONNET.
[Page]
HEre, undiſguis'd, is ſeen in this true Mirrour
The glory, or the ſhame of mortal ſtory,
As Reaſon, or the miſs-led ſenſes errour,
Do win the day, or yield the Victory:
Serres doth here lively delineate
Our every-dayes vain wretched paſſages,
And what is deſtin'd after Funeral ſtate,
To innocent pureneſs, or black wickedneſs.
Such diverſe ſubjects in this one encloſed,
Such various objects to the view expoſed.
Thou little Monarch, Man, ſmall Ʋni­verſe,
Thy Soul it leſſons thus, and thee in­formes,
As thou art Soul, with henvenly fires con­verſe,
As thou art Fleſh, thou art a Bait for wormes.


To the Reader.
[Page]
IT may, perhaps, ſeem ſtrange, that I treat ſo often in my Works of the ſame matter, as of the contempt of the VVorld, and Medita­tions of Death: But if the importance of the ſubject be conſidered, and the profit to be derived thence, a Man will never be weary of ſeeing ſuch fair truths under dif­ferent[Page]preſentations. Be­ſides, the conceptions of ſpirit upon the ſame matter, are like the productions of Nature in the Species's of Tulips: Every year ſhe gives a Change, both to their Colour, and Ar­ray. And though they be ſtill Tulips, ſhe renders them ſo different from their first reſemblance, that they can hardly otherwiſe be known, but by the name. The Mind doe's the ſame, upon the ſame ſubject; its [Page] Fancies, which are its ornature, and embliſh­ment, render it by their di­verſity ſo different from it ſelf, that it is hardly known, but by the Titles, which it bears, to particu­larize each conceit. So that if once again I re­preſent unto thee the pour-trait of Vanity, and the Image of Death, my ſpirit, which hath ſteaded me for Pencil, and colouring in this VVork, hath rendred it ſo rare in its Novelty, [Page]and ſo excellent in diffe­rence from thoſe which have preceded, that thou ſhalt find nothing in it com­mune with them, but my name. Thou mayeſt con­ſider moreover, that I de­dicate Books to Kings and Queens not every day, and that theſe objects of ſuch eminent magnificence do ſo nobly rouze the facul­ties of my Soul, that I could not have petty thoughts for ſuch high Perſonages. It is that, [Page]which without oſtentation, makes me believe, that if thou buy once again this Book, and tak'st the pains to read it, thou wilt regreet neither the Time, nor Mo­ney, which thou ſhalt em­ploy therein. ADIEU.
If thou beeſt of ſo good an humour, to par­don the Faults, ex­cuſe thoſe of the Im­preſsion.


The Scope addreſt to the SERIOUS.
[Page]
LEt merrier Spleens read Lazarill', or laugh
At Sancho Pancho, or the Grapes-blood quaffe;
And tickle up their Lungs with interlace
Of Tales, and Toyes, that furrow up the face
With wrinckling Smiles: But if they abuſive be
To ſlight theſe hints of their Mortalitie,
Urg'd by our Authour; 'tis a fooliſh way,
And weakly does become corruptive Clay.
If they do meerly carp, and lye o'th' catch,
Harm be to them, that onely for harm watch.
Solomon ſaid it, the deriding ſcornes
Of fools are but cracklings of flaming thorns.
Let them that will our ſober ſadneſs ſhun,
Go to the merry Devil of Edmonton,
Or ſome ſuch Plot, whoſe Author's drift hath bin
To ſet the people on the merry pin,
[Page]
Here is no Scope for ſuch as love to jeer,
Nor have we Theam for Panto-Mimicks here.
They that are raviſht with each jygging Toy,
Let'em laugh on, and jolly mirth enjoy.
Fairly be this a warning, here's no ſport,
And 'tis all one, if they be ſorry for't,
Or if they care not. Sit they merry then,
Here's ſor the Genius of more ſolide men.
Serres ſalutes the ſerious; who are ſuch,
Their better-moulded intrals he doth twich
With ſtirring truths, and weigh'em to the poize
Of equal judgment, without gigling noiſe.
Sad Meditations here compoſe the Look
Socratick-like, with no flaſh-humour ſhook;
Duſt, Earth, and Aſhes are the Epithites
Here propriate to the beſt, and all the Sights
Expos'd in this True Mirrour to the Eye,
Are Death, the Grave, and the World's Vanitie,
The frailty of mankind; and ſome have try'de,
Such penſive thoughts will lay the duſt of Pride.


THE PARAGRAPHS, (So comprized in the Emblemes) giving ſubject to the Author's Diſcourſes following.
[Page]
I.PHilip, the King of Macedon
Daily was rowz'd, and call'd upon
By a ſhrill Page, whoſe Bon-jour ran,
Remember, SIR, you are a Man.

[Page]
II.A Shirt is all remains in fine,
To victorious Saladine,
At Death, a piece of Linnen is
All, that Great Monarch could call his.

III.Adrian ſlights Triumphal glory,
In the Grave founds his prime ſto­ry,
Before all pomp he doth preferre
His Mauſolaean Sepulcher.

IV.Diogenes, in Cynick guiſe,
Puts Alexander to ſurmiſe,
I'th Miſcellany of the Dead,
Which is a King's, or Common's Head.

[Page]
A Morallize on theſe, Sieur Serres writes,
Nor Comick Geſts, nor amotous toy's endites,
Their Paphian Dames whil'ſt others looſely ſing,
The Knell of Death his ſolemn ſtyle doth ring:
Thoſe ſubjects, which whole heards of Poets uſe
Thred-bare, his nobler Soul diſdains to chuſe:
While richly ſuch a Reader Theſe will fit,
Whoſe judgement prizeth wiſdome a­bove wit.



§
A PROLUSON Ʋpon the EMBLEME of the firſt Chapter.
[Page]
RIſe, for a ſerene Morne brings on the Day,
The Sun is mounted onward of his way,
The Anthymne's high among the fea­ther'd Quires,
A lively breath the agile Aire inſpires.
Draw-ope the Curtains do not cloſe the Eye
From the freſh beauties of the Azure-Skie.
Mark what a ſmart Bon-jour his Page did bring
Each Morne to PHILIP, Macedonia's King,
REMEMBER (Royall Sir) YOƲ ARE A MAN,
The hours are wing'd, the length of life's a ſpan.
[Page]
This pow'rful hint ſtirr'd up the King to riſe,
Whoſe name Heroick deeds immortalize.
Groſs-vapour'd, heavy-headed ſleepers wake,
In the bright Morne no more ſoft ſlum­bers take:
For Action Man was made Our Life's a Race,
He that would win the Prize, muſt run apace.
Be not enchanted with the lulling Down,
That charmes the ſenſes in Lethargick ſwown;
Leave the encloſure of Bed-Canopie,
And give the view more ſpacious Li­bertie:
Forſake the grave-type Couch, where Death doth keep
His nightly Seſſions, imaged by Sleep.
He that's a Dormouſe for the time is dead,
And is entomb'd already in his Bed.
Who knowes how ſoon that ſheet, where­on he lyes,
May ſingle ſerve t' enwrap him when he dye?
How ſoon theſe lazy feather-bedded bones
May Coverletted be with Marble-ſtones?
[Page]
Where no joint-ſuppling-warmth ſhall give refreſh
To high-fed veins, nor eaſe improved fleſh;
Where thoſe puffe groſſures, which o're-curious coſt
Hath ſurfet-ſwoln, are putrified, and loſt,
Who would be Epicurian, ſince 'tis thus
We that eat all things elſe, worms will eat Ʋs?
Or who would be o're-haughty, ſince to Earth
He muſt return, as thence he had his Birth?
Mean while, 'though life's quick-ſand doth hourly paſs,
A ſluggard ſleeps out more then half his Glaſs.
Be Active while you may, for Time's poſt haſte
Spurs on each forward Minu'e to the laſt.
Such thoughts as theſe beſt fit the Mor­ning's prime,
To Rouze Men's Spirits to Redeem the Time.
Let ſuch our Matters be, ere Death's ſad Knell.
Summon our wand'ring Souls to Hea­ven or Hell.
[Page]
‘Sir Remember that you are a Man ❧’PHILIP King of MACEDON comanded one of his  [...] to Awake him euery Morning, & Call aloud to his  [...] SIR Remember that You are a MAN.


THE MIRROUR WHICH FLATTERS NOT.
CHAP. I.
[Page]
[Page]
MAN, remember thou art Man, never forget thy name,Homo ab liumo. if thou wilt not forget thy ſafety: Thou art called Earth, thou art made but of Earth; but the Earth ſubſiſts, and thou vaniſheſt;Man is a thing of nothing, onely in appea­rance ſomwhat. but the earth remaines firm, and thy duſt flyes away: Study thy miſeries, Me­ditate thy diſaſters. Thou art nothing in effect, but if thou be any thing imaginable, I dare not ſo much as compare thee unto a dream, becauſe [Page]the frailty of thy nature hath ſome­thing both more feeble, and leſſe conſtant: an Apparition hath above thee the ſimplicity of the Elements, whereof it is compoſed, a ſhadow implies yet the advantage of the Nobleneſſe of its beginning, ſince the light produceth it. Nay laſtly, a very ſtraw, or an atome, diſpute againſt thee alſo with reaſon,One can­not give the de­ſcription of Man, but by m [...]ſery, nor of miſery but by Man. for the purity of ſubſtance, ſince they are corrupti­ble, without infection, but thy hea [...] of filth gives horrour to thy own thoughts; inſomuch that I am con­ſtrained to match thee to thy ſelf for to ſuggeſt thee the truth of thy ſlightneſſe?
What a goodly Schoole is the world? and our condition a fair book: and all the ſad accidents, to which Nature ſubjects it, as ſo many gracious Leſſons?
May not a man juſtly ſay that the earth is a Colledge, wherein the di­verſity of Times and Ages, ſign ou [...] the diverſity of Claſſes, in which we may equally make the courſe bot [...]  [...]f our ſtudies and dayes, under the way of thoſe miſeries, which ac­company [Page]us without ceaſe: the poor­neſſe of our way of birth,Miſhaps and pains are the fruites of the garden of our life may ſtead us as a rudiment in the firſt Claſſe: the cries and teares of the cradle, are our Grammar, the creeping weak­neſſe, and pittiful infirmities of Bay­age like ſo much Rhetorick, and now can there be a more ſubtil Phi­loſophy, than that of the conſidera­tion of the calamities which are de­ſtined to youth? Is it not eaſie to become a great Naturalliſt by ver­tue of meditating the fruitfulneſſe of our nature in the production both of ils,He which goes out Doctor in the know­ledge of himſelfe, is igno­rant of nothing. and paines which continually afflict us? and what better Metaphy­ſicks, than contemplations of our Be­ing, ever rowling to its ruine? Let us draw then the concluſion of this Argument, and joyn with as much reaſon as intereſt to theſe two Vo­lumes ſo renowned, the Bible, and the face of Heaven, where all ſorts of Sciences are in their ſource.Death & immorta­lity are onely ſe­parated, but with the length of an in­ſtant. This alſo of our mortall and decaying na­ture, ſince it inſtructs us the Art to pry our ſelves in our Corruptions, that we may recover our ſelves in immortality.
[Page]
When I conſider that the Earth was created of nothing,Man of nothing. and Man made of this nothing, and the great­neſſes which environ him, are no­thing at all,The world ſubſiſts not, but upon the foundati­on of its continuall revolution and all the pleaſures which he idolatrizeth, are alſo of the ſame ſtuffe: I remain all confuſed with aſtoniſhment, nor ever able to conceive the ſubject of his vanity, nor the reaſon of his arrogance, poor corrupted Vapour with advancing it ſelf,A vapour. Man ele­vating himſelf too high meaſures the depth of the A byſſes of his Precipice. is ſoon transformed into a Cloud, to conceale its noyſomneſſe, but yet by way of this elevation, is reſolved into Lightnings and Thun­der, and afterward retumbles into the ditches from whence firſt it had its beginning. A puffe of wind which rumbles in its own violence,A Blaſt angry perhaps that it cannot ſubſiſt, but in flying, and that the action of its con­cinuall flight, is the beginning of its ruine.Smoake. A ſmoak, which with a vain aſſault will needs ſcale the Heavens, and yet hardly can one well diſtin­gniſh the intervall between its firſt Being and extinction: a poor gliſte­  [...]ing Worm which dazies none but purblind ſpirits, and gives light to [Page]thoſe wormes, which devoure it in private,A worm. We are al already, but rot­tenneſſe, ſince al­ready wormes begin to devour us. A ſtream. Every thing cor­rupt, the verys eye which now reads theſe truths ſhall not be ex­empt. A ſtream alwaies murmu­ring, alwaies trilling away, And now why ſhall all theſe goodly nul­lities, and all theſe pleaſant Chimera's inſinuate to us the vanity which they are of? ſhall theſe cozening appea­rances be ſtabliſh'd here below with Soveraignty? be it then only in de­ſire, or in dream, for with what gil­ded rind ſo ere they be out-ſided, Corruption is their Form, and Duſt their Matter.
I am aſtoniſhed that Man ſhould be capable to miſtake himſelf, even to the point of forgetting what he was, then, when he yet was not: what he is now, whilſt he enjoys the beauty of the day,Nature exhibits us ſo ma­ny Mir­rours of Incon­ſtancy, as ſhe hath produced objecis. and what he muſt one day be at the Sun-ſet of his life: Aſſuredly yes, I am aſtoniſht at it, ſince all created things may ſerve him for a Mirrour to contemplate therein, apparently the verity of his miſeries.
The Heavens, though whirling about with a Motion, alwayes equall in the ſame ſpaces of their carreere, do not ceaſe to wax old, and even [Page]their age repreſents to us naturally our decay.Since that Na­ture it ſelf is mortall, this ſe­cond cauſe cea­ſing  [...] the ruine of theſe ef­fects is infallible. Though the Stars ſhine with a ſparkling luſter, as clear as at the firſt Day of their creation, yet as they are attached within thoſe circles of Ages, whoſe continuall motion is limited, they approach by little and little to their laſt Weſt, where their light muſt be extinct, and the pace of their courſe ſhews us the way of our life, ſince time conducts us all together, though diverſly to our end. The Fire ſo greedy, that it devours it ſelf, when finding no more fuell to nouriſh it, is it not a Mirrour of the Lamp of our life, whoſe kindled week goes out, when the Oyle of the Radicall moy­ſture fails it? The Air, which cor­rupts continually, is it not an Image of our corruption? & with out doubt the Waters tranſparent body, re­preſents us the fragility of ours, and its liquid cryſtalline,Every thing flees a­way from us, and in running after  [...]em we tun to rdeath. always rolling away makes us ſee in its gliding, our flitting nature. The earth could not have figured us better then ſhe doth, ſince we are to day of the ſame matter, and to moroow of [Page]the like form.The world is a Noſe­gay of flowers, which by little and little wither all together. What fairer Mirrour hen that of Flowers, where we may ſee in one day the whole courſe of our life, for at Sun-riſe the buds reſemble out Infancy, at noone the ſame now full blown, our youth, and at Dayes-end themſelves now quite withered our laſt age, I will not ſpeak of all the other Spices of creatures animates, how every one in its ſelf, though living, is an Image of death. It ſufficeth me to cheriſh this remembrance, and leave to you thereof the meditation.
What ſhall I tell ye of Fortune, of honours, riches, and all theſe glorious qualities of valour,Fortune hath no­thing more her own, then her In­conſtancy. Beauty and a thouſand other beſides, which vaniſh away with us? This blinde Goddeſſe hath a Mirrour under her feet, whoſe round figure ſhews us at once, both her inſtability, and our inconſtancy, as for greatneſſe and riches, the aſhes of thoſe which have poſſeſt them, are as ſo many freſh Cryſtals of a Mirrour, which flatters not, wherein we may ſee the vanity both of their enjoyment, and of their poſſeſſors. Thoſe other [Page]qualities of fair and valiant,There is nothing immortal in man but ver­tue. are of the fame nature, as thoſe ſenſitive and vegetable ſouls, which die toge­ther with the ſubject which they ani­mate, without leaving ordinarily ſo much as one ſmall memoriall, for marke that they have had a being otherwiſe: and in ſequell to theſe truths,Man is the Mir­rour of Man, ſo that by due con­templati. of one part, he may ſave the whole can you finde a truer Mir­rour, then this of our ſelves, ſince every part, (nay what ſay I?) every action, and every ſigh is an animate pourtrait of Death; Inſomuch that we draw the breath of ſo many con­tinuate Gaſpes, without ability of diſpoſe of one onely inſtant, to give intervall to this exerciſe.
How is it then poſſible that Man ſhould miſs know himſelf, having ſuch faithfull Mirrours before his eyes,All the Objects of the world b [...]d us A­due, while we but regard them ſince they are al­ways fleeing away. where at all times he may ſee apparently the Truth of his Nature kneaded in Corruption, formed by it, and deſtroyed alſo by the ſame; Strange thing! he can ſee nothing in the World, but Images of incon­ſtancy, and yet will not apprehend his own change: whatſoever ſhall ſmite upon his eare, will reſound [Page]nothing but the bruit of his flight,To muſ always of Death, is the way of immortality, & yet he wil not think upon his retreat.
Laſtly his other Sences, and his fancy, ſhall have no other object but this of the continuall viciſſitude of all things, and yet he will remain firm and ſtable in his vanity, till death ruine its foundation. Thus in the deceitfull opinion, wherein he is, of poſſeſſing all things, he looſeth the poſſeſſion of himſelf, and having too much dreamed on his pleaſures, his Life is paſt as a Dream without return. I muſt tell you one of my meditations.
I ſhall never be able to compre­hend the meaning of thoſe, who moan themſelves againſt Fortune,A man may well complain againſt Fortune, theſe vain regréetes, exempt him not from the pain. the World & all the pleaſures of this life. One forſooth will upbraid to this fooliſh Deity, her deceipts with­out conſidering that he deceived himſelf in giving Truſt to a God­deſſe that near had any. He yet will accuſe her to have conducted him ſtill through craggy ways, and over-ſpread with thorns, as if in following one that is blinde a man ſhould not hazard to run this danger.
[Page]
Another will make ye freſh com­plaints againſt the World deteſting it's Sweets,The world may well be the in­ſtrument of our de­ſtruction, not the cauſe. curſing it's charms and calling it a Thouſand times, de­ceiptfull, but why? one would ſay to hear theſe plaints, that the world began but now to receive its birth, I mean were but now newly creat­ed, that no man knows it yet, and that its firſt couzenages began, but now to be diſcovered? What follyl is not this to cheat ones ſelf, to have commerce with a cheater? the world never yet bore any other name or title,The num­ber of thoſe whom the world hath de­ceived, is ſo great, that they that ſtill truſt it, are now no more excuſa­ble. why then aym we to nouriſh our ſelves with its delights, whoſe after-bitternes impoyſons ſen­ſibly our ſouls? But if its charms be powerful enough to tempt reaſon they are yet too feeble to vanquiſh it, provided that the wil conſent not ſo, that a man remain convict of all the crimes, whereof he may be accuſed.
What ſeeming ground then have we to be enraged againſt thoſe plea­ſures which we have received,The will is ſo free that it cannot ſuffer violence, but from it ſelf. if our ſelves' only give them both being and form? the Fancies conceive theſe delights, & the will gives them birth, [Page]they are the works whereof our imaginations form the Spices,Pleaſures are the greateſt enemies of life, for in caſting flowers upon our heads, they fill our hearts with thorns. and our deſires make the Metamorpho­ſis, changing them into objects pal­pable, and ſenſible, which are marks of the ſeal of our depravedneſſe.
Let a man then abhor pleaſures inſtead of accuſing them, deteſt their vanity in lieu of complaining of deceitfulneſſe. But if they be crimi­nall, they onely bear the ſtain of their Fathers, and if they be com­plices of our deſtruction, tis we give them Birth, to give us death.
Let men ceaſe to lament of For­tune, ſince the Mirror of its flying ſcarfe,Fortune is ſtill her. ſelf, he which truſts her, takes de­light to be cheated. and wings expreſſe to the life its lightneſſe, and our folly.
Let none Argue any more that the world is cauſe of our ruine, ſince we cannot chuſe but tread every hour over the duſt and aſhes of thoſe, who have too late repented to have followed it. As for voluptu­ouſneſſe, tis a vain Idaea, to which our paſſions give a body, to make it ſerve as a ſenſible object of their brutality, inſomuch that it can do nothing, but by our firſt mo­tions, [Page]taking its vigour from our force,Pleaſure ſtill takes its force from our volunt ary weakneſs. 'Tis more then folly, when the folly of others, ſerves us not for example. and its power from our So­verainty, and this renders us doubly culpable, palleating our faults, in­ſtead of acknowledging them, ſince laments, rather than excuſes, might abſolve us them.
Is it not that St. John Chryſoſtome toucht with compaſſion of our mi­ſeries cries out in aſtoniſhment of our weaknes: Oh World how many haſt thou deceved! but this is its trade and pro­feſſion. Oh Fortune how many haſt thou made to fall! but even yet ſtill, while I am ſpeaking, ſhe gives employ­ment to her treaſon, and exerciſe to her Tyranny. O Pleaſures com­fitted in Sweets, and yet ſteeped in bitterſneſſe, how many have ye poyſoned! but yet their venome is ſo common, that the whole earth is infected with it. What remedy then to all theſe ils? No other then this, to pry into ones ſelf, in the MIRROƲR of his own Aſhes,We can no better contem­plate any thing, then in the Mirrour of our Nothing. AMIRROUR always hanging at the Girdle, and which flatters not. AMIRROUR whoſe glaſſe, though more brittle, then one of Chryſtall, makes us [Page]yet to ſee that all the objects of the World are falſe,All the Mirrours of the World flatter, except this of our miſe­ries. but that of our Corruption, a Mirrrour, which re­preſents us more lively in our pour­traict, then in our ſelves, A Mirrour, whoſe kind of ſhadow and Chimera makes us ſee in effect, that which we are in appearance.
A Mirrour all miraculous, which preſerves certain Species's of no­thing to render them ſenſible to our knowledge. A Mirrour all di­vine which metamorphoſing our bodies into ſhadows, yet expreſſes us ſo naturally, that the moſt ar­rogant cannot miſtake themſelves. A Mirrour laſtly, which Nature hath charmed with it's own proper ſpels, to the end, that viewing him­ſelf herein, a Man may be able to reſiſt the charms of the World's allurements.
I am greatly aſtoniſht at thoſe that preach us the Knowledge of our ſelves, to be ſo troubleſom, & difficult, ſince at all times, and in all places, of all ſides & of all ſorts of faſhions, we are nothing at all, or if by an exceſſe of flattery and vanity, I borrow [Page]ſome names to expreſſe truly what we are,If a wan would ſtill ſtudy himſelf he would become the wiſeſt of the World. it can be no other then thoſe of dure and mire, whoſe noy­ſomneſſe takes away all doubt on it, from the moſt incredulous.
In what then conſiſts this trouble of ſtudying to know one's-ſelf, ſince the moſt ignorant may in this, go out Doctors in the ſchoole of our miſeries:Self-know­ledge one­ly difficile to the proud. where lies the difficulty to arrive to this knowledge? when the very wind of our ſighs carries away, every moment, ſome of that polluted duſt, whereof we be made. Where is this pain, ſay I yet, ſince our ſenſes and ſpirits can have no other object then this of Incon­ſtancy, as unſeparable to their na­ture, as it is proper to our condition. And what can be this difficulty, when we are, capable of no action more, then to deſtroy our ſelves? We muſt break this rinde farther.Humility is a skil­full Schoole-maſter, to ieach us to know our ſelvs.
I will beleeve that every one knows from whence he comes and whi­ther he goes, that his body is but a work of rottenneſſe, and that the worms attend thereof the prey, as a nouriſhment which to them is [Page]deſtinated:A man knows no more then he re­members. but it is important to conſider that theſe truths, though ſenſible, are ofteneſt put in oblivion, and this default of memory denotes that of knowledge. He which mu­ſeth upon his ſlightneſſe underva­lueth (except God) all things and vanity would never be able to ſur­priſe us, during the interim of this meditation.The re­mem­brance of Death makes us forget the vanities of Life. Man knows very well that he is Mortall, but whilſt he never thinks ſeriouſly of the neceſ­ſity of dying, this knowledge is forgot, though he dye without ceaſe, and in looſing the remem­brance of his condition, looſes the knowledge thereof.
Remember that you are a Man ſaid his page every morning to Philip of Macedon. The way to paſſe our days conten­tedly, is to think eve­ry hour of the laſt. This great Monarch made himſelf to be rouzed every day from ſleep, with the News of Death, fearing to be charmed with the ſweets of Life. Greatneſſes en­viron him on all parts, to make him forget his humility, but under­ſtand you not the delicate air, which he cauſes to be ſung to the tune of his miſeries: the pompe and [Page]Magnificence of his riches dazle his eyes with their luſtre,The re­mem­brance of the poorneſs of Death, is a po­tent charm to reſiſt the memory of great­neſſe of Birth. that he might never conſider the wretchedneſſe which is proper to him. But you ſee how he makes himſelf to be awaked with the noyſe of this truth, ever to cheriſh its remembrance: Sir re­member that you are a Man; oh how many Myſteries are compri­ſed in theſe words! behold the Al­legory on't.
Great Kings remember you are ſubject to many more Miſeries, then you have ſubjects in your Em­pire. Great Monarchs remember that of all the great extention of your Territories there ſhall not remain you one onely foot,If we be different in man­ner of life, we are all equall in neceſſity of dying. ſo jealous are the worms of your glory. Great Princes remember that your Scepters and your Crowns, are ſuch feeble marks of greatneſſe, that fortune ſports with them, Time mocks at them, and the Wind ſhall ſweep away their Duſt: Soveraign Judges of the Life of Men, remember that al­though you are above the Lawes, This of Dying is inviolable.
The Fable is pretty, of the reſo­lution, [Page]which the flowers and plants took to elect a King and Queen,Cares and anx­ieties ſurpaſs in number the plea­ſure of Kings. and as the number of Voyces gave the election, the Marigold was declared to be the King of the Flowers, and the Bryar Queen of Plants, and under this toy lies hid ſerious verities.
Is there any thing fairer in all the borders of the Garden of Nature, then the flower of the Marigold? Its golden Tincture of the colour of the Sun, at firſt view dazeleth ſo delightfully; that the Eye amazedly gazing with admiration of its freſh-diſplayed beauty, can hardly retire its regards from an object ſo a­greeable. But gather it, and dight it on you, and its ſent produces a thouſand diſliks in the Mind, for that one onely, which you hold in your hand, for hence of a ſudda in the humours become dull, and melancholly having been annoyed with ſo fair a fulſomneſſe.If Crowns &: Scep­ters were to be ſould, wiſe men would ne­ver buy thew.
Royalty is abſolutely the ſame: The Scepters are as freſh flowers of Marigold, whoſe luſtre and beauty equally raviſhing, attract at firſt [Page]glance to their admiration the Soul by the eyes; but if a Man take them into his graſpe, or deck his head with them, he ſhall find himſelf fill'd with anxious cares by this co­verture. If you doubt of this, aske Seleucus, he will anſwer, That the firſt moment of his Raigne, was the laſt of his Quietneſſe.
The Sweet-bryar alſo bore away the Royalty; for who would not love it with its Roſe? O how both together have powerfull attractives, to tempt aqually, both the heart to deſire them, and the hand to pluck them? And 'tis in vain that Nature hath given arms to the jealouſie of its prickles,Thorns are the Roſes of Kings gardens. to ſerve for the defence of its flowers: ſince theſe ſharps are as ſo many baits, which irritate us rather with Deſire then Fear. All the world inſert it in their noſe­gayes; but the prickles remain, the Roſe withers.
Say we then alſo, that Royalty is a fair Sweet-bryar, accompanied with its Roſes; I mean many con­tentments of the ſame nature. Both together have great charms to affect [Page]us both with love and deſire,Great miſeries are deſti­nated to great for­tunes. but the Bryars of the Crown remain, the Roſe of delights withers. O how ponderons is the load of this great­neſſe? And if you beleeve not me, enquire hereof of the puiſſant King Mithridates, The feli­city. of Kings hath much more lu­ſtre, then Reality. he will often reiterate to you, That he never ſigh'd, but for the ponderous burden of his Crowns.
SIR, REMEMBER YOU ARE A MAN.
But what is there here to pride in? May it be of the greatneſſe of his Dominions? This is but an alien good,Kings may trou­ble them­ſelves to conquer the earth, it ſtill triumphs over them. which admits not to be poſ­ſeſt but by vanity, ſince its honours and pleaſures have nothing elſe but meere in propriety. To be an am­ply landed-man, is to have miry ſoyl to ſell, and ſmall profit to make thence.
Sir remember you are a Man. What may be his ambition? may it be to conquer the whole world, what will he do with it after conqueſt, ſince it is a Ball of ſnow, which Time melts by little and little, tum­bling it without ceſſation.
Sir remember you are a Man. What [Page]might be his deſigns?He which makes himſelf to be a­dored, is rather ſit to be Deaths Victime then to be idolatri­zed. Should he pretend to Altars; and Temples, what oblations can be made to a Victime, whom Death holds con­tinually at a bay? can Incenſe be offered to a Dunghill, or an Idoll made of a Sink? the very thought ſhockes common ſenſe.
Sir remember that you are a Man. Man is ſo miſe­rable, that I am a­mazed he pities not himſelf. What can he do with his abſolute power? A little ſtone makes him ſtumble; a ſtraw can blind him; a ſhadow, an Atome, a thing of no­thing are capable to reduce him to nothing at all. And is not this an object of pity, rather then of envy? Great Kings, theſe are truths too important for you, to loſe their re­membrance.
Well you may out-brave the heavens with a birſtling eye-brow: the onely imagination of its Thun­derclaps holds you already in alarm. Boldly may you tread upon the Earth with a diſdainfull foot; the ſame whereof you are made, ſhall ſhortly be ſo troden, when the worms are glutted with it. Remem­ber that you are a Man, and that all [Page]the objects of riches and honours which environ you,I have ſaid to corrupti­on, Thou art my father, and to the worm, thou art my mo­ther and my ſiſter. Job. 17.14. are of the ſame Nature as you are. You are dying every moment, and every thing falls away without ceaſe.
When I repreſent to minde your heads, diadem'd with a rich Crown, I conceive it a little point infirm'd and cloſed in a circumference, whoſe lines abut at the center of corruption, lines of magnificence,The head that wears the crown, wears away with it. which terminate at the point of wretchedneſſe.
If I conſider you with Scepter in hand, methinks I ſee a ſimple ſhrub, planted upon worſer Earth, the ſhrub dries up, and is reduced to duſt, the ground remaines that it was before.
Let me contemplate you ſeated upon your Thrones, deckt with your richeſt ornaments, my imagination ſhews me a Iupiter in picture, hol­ding the thunder in his hand; for you are ſo weak for all your abſolute power, that if you preſum hardily to raiſe your head, but to look upon the Sun, your eies will water at the ſame time, to expiate with your teares, the crime of your arrogance.
[Page]
Great Kings, Remember then, that you are not Great, but in miſerie, Soveraign Monarchs, Remember, that your Empiredome is but a ſervitude, ſince you are ſubject to all the diſa­ſters of your ſubjects. Powerfull Princes, one guſt of wind defies to the ſtruggle your abſolute power. Sa­cred Majesties, I ſalute you to day by this name:All the at ributes of worldly glory ac­company us but to the grave. but to morrow I will change termes, and call you Skeletons and carkaſſes, to the end that in ſpeaking this cruth, all the world may know you, I will change my tone.
How ingenious are the Poets in their fancies? They recount us, how that Inconſtancy being baniſht from heaven, deſcended upon earth, with deſign to have her picture drawn, and upon the reſuſe, that Painters made of it, ſhe addreſt her ſelfe to Time,Man ſerves for a ſheuttle­cocke to all things, ſime all things concur to his ruine. who after he had conſidered her in all her diverſities made uſe at laſt of the viſage of Man for the fi­niſhing cloath, wherein having re­preſented her to the life, all the world took her for Man himſelf, ſince in effect 'tis but one and the [Page]ſame thing. O fair truth diſcovered by a fable.Man is Incon­ſtancy it ſelf, ra­ther than its pour­traict.
He then that now would ſee the Image of Inconſtancy, let him con­ſider the Life-touches and linea­ments of it; upon his own viſage. Our fore-head which wrinkles every mo­ment, is it not the very ſame as hers? Our eies, which by continuall uſe every hour, do already require ſpe­ctacles, are they not as hers? Our cheeks which now chap-fall are in nothing different from hers. In fine our viſages are the only MIR­ROURS WHICH FLAT­TER NOT.
But what ſhall we anſwer notwith­ſtanding to the objection of this truth, that,Though a Man hides himſelf under the vayle of hypocriſie his defects alwaies breake through. that which we ſee of MAN, is not the MAN. If his vi­ſage like a falſe Horologe index falſe, this our pourtraict of Incon­ſtancy is meerly imaginary:
But is there any thing more incon­ſtant than the ſpirit of man? 'tis a weather-cock for all winds, behold again the firſt draughts of the vi­ſage of Inconſtancy: muſt we not of neceſſity compare his changing [Page]humour to hers,The spirit of Mun is much more changing, than his body, for this chan­ges onely in grow­ing old, but that growes old onely in chan­ging. if a man would ex­hibit thereof but one example; and theſe are yet new lineaments, which repreſent us this levity. In fine, his thoughts, his deſires, and all the pa­ſſions of his mind, are but objects of viciſſitude, capable of all ſorts of impreſſions: ſo that in the perfection of the portraicture of man, Incon­ſtancy is found perfectly depainted. Let us proceed.
The fictions of Poets are yet ſeri­ous enough,Vertue onely can render us invulne­rable. A vertu­ous Man feares no­thing. to ſerve us often for ſu­fficient entertain of the time. 'Tis they which tell us of one Achilles, immortall in all the parts of his body ſave only his heel.
Great Kings, I will, if you pleaſe take you for Achilles's, and will give out you are like him, invulnerable, but only in the heel.Every Man would be immortal but none takes pain to acquire immorta­lity. But of what temper ſoever your Armes be, to what purpoſe ſerve they you with this defect? This onely blot duskes the luſtre of your glory. Nature has done ſurely well, to prodigallize up­on you thus, both her graces and fa­vours; ſhe hath immortaliz'd you but by halfes. All your apparences [Page]are divine, but ſomething within poiles all, each particular is a heel, by which Death may ſurprize you.
Shall I ſay then that you are A­chilles's, who will believe me, ſince your heads ſerve but as Buts to the hafes of Fortune?It is onely the con­ſcience of a juſt Man is of proofe, againſt the stroak of Time and For­tune. To preach you in­vulnerable, a ſmall ſcratch may thereon give me the lye. Truth more powerfull than flattery conſtraines me to call you by your name, for in remembrancing you that you are  [...]ut men, I fuggeſt you to the life all the diſaſters, which accompany your life.
Thou haſt much to doe,Man is ſo poor a thing that one can­not give him a name but it advan­tagious to kim. to make Panegyricks in praiſe of man, O Mercury Trymegiſtus, and to main­tain ſo confidently, that he is a great miracle, it muſt be then a miracle of miſery, ſince Nature produceth no­thing ſo miſerable as he is.
And thou Pythagoras, which haſt had the fore-head to perſwade us, that man was a mortal God, if thou hadſt made Anatomie of his carkaſſe the ſtench of his ſilth, had ſoon made thee change this langnage. Plato thou reaſon'ſt well upon this ſubject, [Page]yet without ſound conſideration, then when with an enforcement o [...] ſpirit and eloquence, thou wouldſt oblige us to believe,There is no tongue in Nature which can furniſh us with termes strong e­nough to expreſſe the miſe­ries of Man. that man is o [...] the race of the Gods: yes ſurely, ſince thy Gods are Gods of earth, the cauſe is matcht to the effect, for man is of the ſame matter. Plotinus, thou alſo didſt not miſſe it, when in favour of man, thou ſaid'ſt he was an abridg­ment of the wonders of the world, for ſince all its wonders heretofore ſo fa­mous are no more but duſt and aſhes man may hereof be the example with good reaſon.
O how much more expert is David in the knowledge of our condition, when he compares man, not onely to the duſt, but to the duſt which flies away, to ſhow us, that, that little which he is, ſtill flies away till it be nothing in the end.
But how glad am IO Lord,Memen­to homo quod ni­hil es, & in nihilù reverteris that I am but duſt, to the end that I may fly towards heaven, for the earth I un­dervalue. How I am ſatisfied that  [...] am but Aſhes, that I may but be able to keep in my ſoule ſome little ſpark­le of thy love. What glory and [Page]what contentment too, is it to be devoured by wormes, ſince thou calleſt thy ſelf a Worme? gnaw O Lord,Ego ſum vermis & non ho­mo. Pſal. 22.6. gnaw both my heart and in­  [...]rals. I offer thee them in prey, and regive me new ones, that may offend thee no more. I know well that my life flits away by little and little, but now agreeable is this flight unto me, ſince thou art its object. I ſee well that my Dayes ſlide away, and paſſe in continuall courſe. But O what conſolation is it to be ſenſible of dy­ing at all houres, for to live eternally.  [...] Verities; again, what raviſhments  [...]ave you to conſolate the ſoules of  [...]he moſt afflicted? I return to my ſubject.
We read of the Prieſts of the Gentiles,Humility is ever he [...]oured by all the world. that they writ letters every  [...]eer to their Gods, upon the Aſhes  [...]f the Sacrifices, which they made  [...]pon the top of Mount Olympus, &  [...] believe that this was upon deſign,  [...]at they might thus be better re­ceived, being written upon this  [...]aper of humility. Let us fetch now  [...]ome truth from this fanoy. Let us write every day to heaven upon the [Page]paper of our Aſhes,all the parts of the body are as ſo many Charact­ers of duſt wherein may be read the truth of our no­thingneſs. confeſſing tha [...] we are nothing elſe, and let u [...] make our ſighs the faithfull meſ­ſengers of theſe letters, as the onely witneſſes of our hearts. I will hide my ſelf under the Aſhes. O Lord, t [...] the end that thy Juſtice may no [...] ſee me, ſaid David. What Curtain's this? This Soveraign Juſtice which makes it bright day in hell, cannot pierce the Aſhes to find underneath a Sinner. No, no, for the vail has the vertue to reflect the beams of thi [...] revenging light within the ſource, which produced them.
Remember that I am nothing,Seeſt thou how Ahab humbleth himſelf. I wil not bring the evill in his days. 1 Kings 21, 29.  [...] Lord, and that thou haſt made m [...] of nothing, and every moment canſt reduce me to ſomething leſſ [...] then nothing; cryes out Job, in hi [...] miſeries. He finds no other inven­tion to appeaſe the mild choller  [...] his God,Recor­darequ [...] ſo quod ſicut ar­gillam feciſt [...] me & in pul­verem re­duces me. Job. 10 [...]9. then putting him in min [...] of his infinite greatneſſe, and at the ſame time of the pitifull eſtate [...] whereunto he is reduced. Wh [...] ſhould you take Arms againſt me [...] O Lord, (purſues he) when th [...] breath of your word is able  [...] [Page]undo the ſame,Humility triumphs over all things. which it hath made me, Remember, O Remember, that I am but what the benigne influ­ence of your divine regards permits me to be, for on the inſtant that you ſhall ceaſe to regard me, I ſhall ceaſe to live.
Deck we then with Aſhes our bo­dy of Duſt,Men re­member thy begin­ning, for thou art not made of Fire like the Stars, nor of Ayre like the winds, but of mire, from whence it is thou ſoylſ [...] all the world. He which can over come himſelf ſhail ne­ver be vanqui ſht by & greater Capta in. and let us cover with a new earth our own, to make Ram­pirs of proof againſt the thunders of heaven. See you not how its all­powerfull Juſtice, finds limitation in the confeſſion of our being no­thing. We need fear nothing, ac­knowledging that we are nothing. Well may the thunder make a hor­rid rumbling, yet the Hyſſope out­praves it in its lowlineſſe. Fear and humility ever abandon each others company. The onely means to tri­umph over all things, is to vanquiſh Ambition.
O Lord, I durſt ſcarſe believe, that I am, If thy providence alone were not the prop of my being. But ſince thy goodneſſe hath drawn me from the Abyſſe of Nothing;  [...]et thy grace cauſe me alwaies to [Page]keep the remembrance of my ori­ginall. Before Time was, I was Nothing, now Time is, I am yea Nothing. But what happineſſe  [...] it to be Nothing at all, ſince thou art All-things? for if I ſearch my ſelf in vain in my ſelf, is it not ſufficient that I am found in thee? I will then forget even mine owe name, and muſe of nothing, but of the Chimera of my being, ſince as a Chimera it paſſeth away and vaniſheth.What a joy is it to paſſe away continu­ally with all things, towards him that hath created all things? The onely conſolation, that remains me in my paſſage, is that thou alone remaineſt firm and ſtable, ſo that without end tho [...] art the end of my carreere, and without bounds limiteſt the exten [...] of my courſe, as the onely object both of my reſt and felicitie. Set me now upon return.
With what and ever to be ado­red luſtre,Heaven changes the ſighs of the Earth into tears, I mean its va­pours into dew. appears the love of God in his day, in the work of Man. Would not one ſay, that it ſeem he made him of earth, that he might ſtrow thereon, the ſeeds both of his bleſſings and graces! O for­tunate Earth, which being dili­gently [Page]cultured, may bring forth the fruits of eternal happineſſe!Since we are of Earth let us ſuf­fer this divine Sun of Love, to exhale the va­pours of our ſighs for to metamor­phoſe the minto the tears of Repen­tance.
Boaſt thy ſelf O Man, to be No­thing but Earth, ſince the heaven bedews the Earth continually. But if with a provoked eye, it lancheth out, ſometimes its thunders upon it, her ſelf doth afford hereof the matter. Live always Innocent, and thou ſhalt not know what 'tis to fear. Imploy thy ſelf without ceaſe, to meaſure the depth of the Abyſle of thy nothingneſſe; and though thou never pierce to the bottom hereof, thy pains ſhall not be un­profitable, becauſe ſeeking thy ſelf  [...] thy baſeneſſe, thou ſhalt alwaies recover thy ſelf again much greater then thou art.
The Sun, We are all amo­rous of our ſelves not know­ing for what, for our de­fects are objects rather of hate then Love. this fair Planet of the Day, which with a continuall aſpect, contemplates all created things, can­not make reflection of his beams to ſee himſelf, as if his mother Nature had apprehended in making him ſo glorious, that the Mirrour of his light, might not be metamorphoſed into a fire of love, to render him a­morous of his own proper luſtre.
[Page]
But the Intellect, A Man cannot stumble ordinarily but through perverſe­neſſe, ſince rea­ſon enligh tens him in the ve­ry worſt wayes. this Sun of our Soules, has a faculty with which it can both contemplate our of it ſelf all things, and repeale again the ſame power to conſider it ſelfe, which makes a man capable, not onely of the meditation of the miſeries of the World, but alſo of that of the affli­ctions and troubles, which inſepara­bly keeps him company to the grave.
We read of Moſes, that God com­manded him to frame the * fore­front of the Tabernacle all of Mir­rours,The La­ver which was be­fore the Taberna­cle. Ex. 38.8. to the end, that thoſe that ſhould preſent themſelves before his Altar, might view themſelves in thi [...] poſture of Prayer. O this excellent Myſterie! Mortals, it behooves you to view your ſelves in the Mirrour of your Aſhes, if you would have your vowes heard.
God hath taught us an excellent way of Prayer,There is nothing aſſured in Life, but its conti­nuall — Death. Give us this day our daily bread. But why O Lord, teacheſt thou us not to ask thee our bread for to morrow, as well as for to day? O how good a reaſon is there hereof! This is becauſe that life hath no aſ­ſurance of to morrow; beſides that [Page]it is an exceſſe of grace, that we may be bold to crave of him, the bread of our nouriſhment for all a whole day, ſince every moment may be that of our Death. Reader, let this verity ſerve thee yet as a mirrour, It is not ſufficient to muſe of the nece­ſſity of dying, but to conſi­der alſo that eve­ry hure may be our aſt. if thou would'ſt have thy praiers to pierce the heavens. This is not all, to know thy body is a Coloſſe of filth, which is trail'd along from one place to another, as it were by the laſt ſtruggle of a Life alwaies lan­guiſhing. It behooves thee alſo to call to mind, that every inſtant may terminate the courſe of thy trouble­ſome carriere; and that this ſudden retreat, conſtraines thee to bid Adieu for ever to all the things of the world, which thou cheriſhedſt moſt Thoughts only worthy of a noble ſpirit!
I have eaten Aſhes as bread, Pſal. 102.9. Cinerem tanquam panem mandu­cabam. ſaies the Royall Prophet; but how is it poſſible? I conceive his thought. He entertained his ſoul with the remem­brance of the Aſhes of his body, and this truth alone ſerv'd as object to his imagination, for to ſatisfie the appe­tite of his Soul. Lord give me both the ſame reliſh and deſire, to repaſt [Page]my ſelfe ſtill thus,A man to abaſe himſelfe below that which he is, being ſo poor a thing of nothing. of duſt and aſhes, in remembrancing my ſelf alwaies, that I am nothing elſe. O ſweet re­membrance of my rottenneſſe, ſince it ſteads me for eternall nouriſhment of my Soule! O precious memorie of my Nothingneſſe, ſince able to ſatis­fie the appetite of my heart! Let this be the daily bread, O Lord which thou haſt taught me to ask thee, to the end, that all my deſires together might be ſatiated with this dear nou­riſhment. I recollect my ſelf in this digreſſion.
Having diverſe times muſed of the imbecillity and weakneſſe of man, Si vitrei eſſemus, minus caſus timere­mus. S. Aug. I am conſtrain'd to cry out with St. Auguſtine, What is there that can be more fraile in Nature? If we were of Glaſſe (purſues he) our condition might therein be better, for 2 Glaſſe carefully preſerv'd,There is nothing more brit­tle than glaſſe yet man is more. may laſt long time, and yet what pain ſoever man takes to preſerve himſelf, and under what ſhelter ſoever, he ſhrowds him­ſelf, for covert to the ſtorm, he breakes and is ſhattered of himſelf.
What reply you to theſe verities, Great Princes? Well may you now [Page]be atrogant; The fragillity of glaſſe cannot admit of compariſon, with this of your nature; what ſeat will you give to your greatneſſe?Man is fully mi­ſerable, ſince his life is the ſource of his miſe­ries. and what foundation to your vanity? when the wind alone of your ſighs, may ſhipwrack you upon the Sea of your own proper teares? what ſur­names will you take upon you, for to make you be miſtaken? That of Immortall would become you ill, ſince every part of your body, ſerves but as a But to the ſhafts of Death. Invincible, would alſo be no way proper,A man may doe every thing with vertue, without it nothing ſince upon the leaſt touch of miſhap, you are more worthy of pity than capable of defence. Would you be called Gods? your Idolaters would immolate you to their own laughter Tread under foot your Crownes, if rightly you will be crowned with them, you only thus render your ſelves worthy of thoſe honours,Heaven cannot be acquired, but by the misprize of earth. which you miſprize: for Glory con­ſiſts not in the poſſeſſing it, but in the meriting; and the onely means to obtain it, is to pretend nothing at all to it.
How remarkeable is the cuſtome [Page]of the Locrians at the Coronation of their Kings: they burnt before them a handfull of Tow, to repreſent unto them the inſtability of their gran­deurs, and the greedineſſe of Time to deſtroy them. In effect, all the great­neſſes of the Earth,All the grandeur of Kings is but as the blaze of flam­ing tow. are but as a bun­dlet of Tow; and then when Darius would make of them his treaſure, Miſ-hap ſet fire on them, and redu­ced them into Cinders, and when he had yet in his heart a deſire to im­mortalize them, a new fire ſeaz'd his intrals by the heat of thirſt, which burn'd him to the end to conſume at once, both the cauſe, and the effect. So true it is, that the Glory of the world vaniſheth away like Smoake, Great Kings, if you build a Throne of Majeſtie to the proof, both againſt Time and Fortune,He which esteems himſelfe the least of all, is the grea­teſt. lay its foundati­on upon that of your miſeries. Humi­lity takes her riſe in lowlineſſe, from the loweſt footing, when ſhe makes her flight into the heavens.
O how admirable is the Humility of Saint. Iohn Baptiſt! They would give him titles of Soveraignty, in ta­king him for the Meſſias: but call to [Page]your Memory, how with an ejacu­lation of Love and reverence, he precipitates himſelf both with heart and thought into the Abyſſe of his own Nothingneſſe,Vox cla­mantis in deſerto John. 1.23. there to admire in all humility, both Greatneſſe & Majeſty in his Throne. I am but a Voyce, ſaies he, which beat at the cares to enter into your hearts.
A Voyce, which ruſtles in a mo­ment, and paſſes away at the ſame inſtant; What Humility! Is there any thing which is leſſe any thing than a Voyce? 'Tis a puffe of wind, which a freſh one carries I know not where ſince both loſe themſelves in the air, after its never ſo little agitation,Chriſtus verbum, Johannes vox. with their gentle violence, 'Tis no­thing in effect, yet notwithſtanding, the proper name of this great Pro­phet. They would elevate him,John. 1.27. and he abaſeth himſelf ſo low, that he would render himſelf inviſible as a Voyce, ſo much he feares to be taken for him, whoſe ſhoe-latchet, A Man is to be eſtimated in propor­tion to the under, value he makes of himſelf. he judgeth himſelf unworthy to unlooſe.
Lord, what are we alſo, but a little Wind encloſed in a handfull of Earth? to what can one compare us [Page]without attributing us too much va­nity. True it is, that we are the works of thy hands, but all other created things bear the ſame Title, but if thy bounty hath been willing to advantage our nature with many graces, proper and ordinated to it alone, theſe are ſo many witneſſes which convince us, not to have de­ſerv'd them, ſince our very Ingrati­tude is yet a Recognizing of this Truth. Inſomuch that as our Life is nothing but ſinne, and ſinne is a meer privation,The meſt juſt man ſinneth ſeven times a day. it may be maintai­ned that we are nothing elſe, and conſequently nothing at all.
But how Proud am I, O Lord, every time I think thou haſt ereated me of Earth, for this is a Principall, which drawes me alwaies to it ſelfe, by a right of propriety; from whence I cannot defend my ſelfe.What is it for a man to triumph hereof the world? the earth expects his ſpoile. All things ſeek their repoſe in their element. O how happy am I, to ſearch mine in that of Duſt and Aſhes, whereof thou haſt formed me? The Earth de­mands my Earth, and my body as a little Gullet, ſeparated from its ſource, ſpeeds by little and little, to [Page]the ſame ſource, from whence it had its beginning. And this that which impeaches me from gathering up my ſelf, to take a higher flight. I ſhould do bravely, to hoyſe my ſelfe above my Center, when the aſſay of my Vanity,Pridehoy­ſes up, onely to gives a fall. and the violence of my fall, are but the ſame thing. I give ſtill downwards upon the ſide of my weakneſſes, and the weight of my miſerie, overbeares upon the arro­gance of my Ambition.A man no doubt may mis­know himſelfe, yet the leaſt hit of miſhap teares the vaile of his hood winkneſſe O happy defect, and yet more happy the con­dition, which holds me alwaies en­chained to the dunghill of my Ori­ginall, ſince the links of this eaſie ſer­vitude, are ſo many Mirrours which repreſent me that I am nothing, whenſoever I imagine my ſelf to be ſomething. Let us change our Tone, without changing ſubject.
Ladies, Remember that you die every houre; behold, here a MIRROƲR WHICH FLATTERS NOT It ſhewes you both what you are, & ſuch as you ſhall be. But if notwith­ſtanding, you ſtill admire your ſelves under an other viſage, full of allure­ments, and ſweets. This is but Death [Page]himſelf,A ſtrang thing that death is ſtill as neare us, at life, and yet we never thinke on it. who hides him under theſe faire apparences, to the end you may not diſcern him. It is true, you have gracefull Treſſes of haire which co­ver your heads, and his is all Bald, but doe not you heed, how he pulls them off from yours by little every day, and makes thoſe which he leave you, to turn White, to the end you may pull them out your ſelves?
It is true, your eyes have a ſpark­ling luſtre,Time and Deathare the onely inexora­bles. and beauty; but of his is ſeen onely the hideous place, where Nature had ſeated them: But do you not conſider, how with continual action, be Dusks the glory of this beauty; and in concluſion, puts to Eclipſe theſe imaginary Pety-Suns.
It is true, your hue is of Lillies, and your mouth of Roſes, upon his face is ſeen onely the ſtubs of theſe flowers: but call to mind, that he blaſts this Lilly-teint, as well as Lil­lies themſelves; and that the vermil­lion of this Roſie-mouth laſts but as Roſes; and if yet you differ to day from him in ſomething, you may re­ſemble him to morrow in all. I [Page]leave you to meditate of theſe truths.
Man is a true mirrour, which repre­ſents to the natural all things, which are oppos'd unto it.Man is as one pi­cture with two faces and often the moſt naturall is falſeſt. If you turn it downward to the Earth, we can ſee within nothing but objects of Duſt and Aſhes: but if you turn him to the Heavens-ward, there is to be admi­red in it beauties, and graces purely celeſtiall. In effect, if we conſider man in his mortall and periſhable condition, hardly can one find any ſtay in this conſieration, ſince he is nothing elſe but a Chimera, whoſe form every moment by little and little deſtroies, to reduce it to its firſt nothing. And indeed, not to lie to ye, man, is but a Puffe of wind,Man is nothing in him­ſelfe, yet compre­heods al things. ſince he lives by nothing elſe, is filled with nothing elſe, and dies onely by Pri­vation of it. But if you turn the Me­dall (I would ſay) the Mirrour of his Soule towards his Creator, there are ſeen nothing but gifts of Immor­tality,What though man be made of earth; he is more divine than mortall. but graces of a Soveraigne bounty, but favours of an abſolute will. The heavens and the Stars ap­pear in this Cryſtalline mirrour, not by reflection of the object, but by a [Page]divine vertue proceeding from the Nature of his cauſe. Let us to the End.
Me thinks This Page returnes a­gain to day within the Chamber of Philip of Macedon, The ſlumber of vanities is a mor­tall ma­lady to the ſoule. and drawing the Curtain, cries out according to his ordinary.
Sir, Awake, and Remember that you are a Man: but why rouzes he him to think of Death, ſince ſleep is its image? Alexander knew himſelfe mortall by his ſleeping; and in effect thoſe which have ſaid, that ſleep was the Brother of Death, have drawn their reaſon of it, from their reci­procall reſemblance. Awake then Great Kings; Not to ponder that you are mortall, your ſleep is a trance of this, but rather that you are created for immortality. Remember you are Men. A man ſhould not forget his heavenly beginning having heaven for a daily object. I will not ſay, ſubject to all the miſeries of the Earth; but rather ca­pable of all the felicities of heaven. Remember that you are men; I will no ſay the ſhittle-cock of Time, and the But to all the ſhafts of Fortune, but rather victors over ages, and all ſorts of miſeries. Remember that you [Page]are men; I will not ſay any more con­ceiv'd in Corruption, brought forth by it, and alſo deſtroyed by it: But rather, I ſay,If a man ſhould conſider his worth by that which he coſt, he would love him­ſelfe per­fectly. born for the glory of God, Living for to acquire it, and Dying for to poſſeſſe it. Remember that you are Men, I will ſay no more ſlaves of Sin, the Fleſh, and the World: but rather free for reſiſtance to the firſt, ſtrong enough to vanquiſh the next, and more powerfull yet to give a Law to the third:A man may doe every good thing which he deſires, ſince in his impu [...] iſſance his will is taken for the deed. Remember that you are men, I will no more ſay the pourtraict of Inconſtancy, the object of every ſort of ill, and the paſture of Wormes: But rather the Image of God, the ſubject of every ſort of good, and the ſole aliment of eternity, as created for it alone. Re­member that you are men, Man is ſure a thing ſomething divine, which is not ſeen even to it ſelfe. I will not ſay made of clay, animated with mis-hap, and metamorphoſed anew into rottenneſſe; but rather made by the proper hand of God, animated by his bounty, and redeemed by his Grace.
I wonder at this, that they ſhould call man a little world, ſince the leaſt of his thoughts is able to ſign out [Page]it's expanſion beyond a thouſand worlds.Though he be made of clay, the work: manſhip is yet all divine. True it is that he was made of Earth, but the Maſter which hath made him, having alſo drawn him­ſelf in the middle of his worke (as did Phidias) renders him, more ad­mirable than the Heavens. One might alſo judge at firſt view, that the greateſt part of the creatures have many more Prerogatives than he. But contrarily the heavens, the Stars, and all that nature hath moſt precions, have in no ſort correſpon­dence or equivalence to his gran­deurs: let us ſee the proof on't.
I grant that the Sea may make  [...] admire equally both it's vaſtneſſe of Empire, and efficacy of power, the leaſt teare of repentance which a Man ſheds is a thouſand times more admirable, ſince it remounts even to the ſource of that grace, which pro­duc't it, and conſequently beyond the Heavens. I grant that the Aire fils all,The heart of man is ſo vaſt, and ſpacious, that God onely can fill it. and its emenſe nature permits no vacuity, through the whole uni­verſe. The heart of man carries him far higher, being never able to find ſatisfaction in it's deſires, if its' Cre­arors-ſelf, [Page]though without meaſure, be not its meaſure. Let the Fire al­waies greedy and ambitious, ſcale the heavens in apparence with con­tinual action by the vain attempts of its ejaculations;A man who loves God with all his heart, lives upon earth in the ſame faſhion, as they live in heaven. The leaſt ſparkle of the fire of divine love wherewith man may be enflamed is ſo pure and ſo noble, that one cannot conceive an example of its perfection. Sup­poſe the transparent heavens have no matter, than that of other for me, and they render themſelves thus wonderfull in their ſimplicity, as in their courſe ſtill equall, and ſtill con­tinuall; the ſpirit of man is infinitely more excellent in its nature, and much more noble alſo in its actions, ſince it workes without ſelt-motion, but with a manner ſo divine, that its thoughts carry it every where with­out change of ſtate or place. Bee it that the Sun all marvellous in him­ſelfe,The rea­ſon of man is a ray bea­ming from the Sun of Divi­nity. and his effects produceth no­thing but wonders. The Sun of rea­ſon, wherewith man is illuminate, is wholly miraculous, ſince it operates in a divine ſemblable manner: the vertue of other creatures vegetable, [Page]and ſenſitive is inſeparably adjoy­ned alſo to the body of man,Man hath ſome ti­tles of Nobility, to which the very Angels themſelvs cannot pretend. as its materiall: Inſomuch that he con­taines in a degree of eminence above all the creatures of the world, more perfections himſelf alone, then all they together have ever poſſeſſed. And I ſhall well ſay more yet. That Man hath certain puiſſances of diſ­poſition to elevate himſelf ſo high in his humility, that the Angels ſhall be below him.
But if I ſhall yet moreover poize Man,If man were a­gain to be ſold, who could ranſome him as he cost? in the ballance of the Croſſe of his Saviour, and ſet him at the price of the blood, wherewith he was redeemed, which of the crea­tures, or rather, which of the angels will be ſo bold, to diſpute the pree­minence?
Great Kings Remember then, that you are Men: but more admirable in your governments, then the Sea in its vaſtneſſe.A man makes himſelf above all things, if he under­value them with us isprize. Remember that you are Men, but alſo capable to pu­rifie the Ayre, by one onely ſigh, though even that ſigh be made of nothing elſe. Remember that you are Men, but a thouſand, thouſand [Page]times yet more noble then the Fire, ſince the Seraphins burn inceſſant­ly with thoſe divine Fires, where­with your hearts may be enflamed.Man is an a­bridge­ment ra­ther of the marvels of heaven, than of the mira­cles of earth. Remember that you are Men: but more perfect then the Heavens, ſince they were not created, but to pour upon your heads their be­nigne influences. Remember that you are Men, but more marvellous without compariſon, then the Sun; ſince your Reaſon is a divine light, which can never ſuffer Eclipſe, but by oppoſition from a volutary de­pravedneſſe. Remember that you are Men; but alſo deſtin'd to command over all other living creatures. Re­member that you are Men: but alſo kneaded as it were, by the hand of one All-powerfull,If a max did often muſe of the ends, for which he was crea­ted, he would therein ſet up, his reſt from all the inquie­tudes of the world formed after his Image, and redeemed by his blood, what can one ſay more?
Unto what a point of Glory haſt thou then elevated me, O ſweet Saviour? in abaſing thy ſelf even to the grave. After thou hadſt for­med me of earth, thou haſt alſo taken the ſame form for to reſom­ble me in all things. Thou I ſay, [Page]O my God, whoſe infinite great­neſſe, cannot admit onely the very admiration of the Seraphins, but through the Traverſe of the Vail, of their ordinary ſubmiſſions. What prodigie of bountie is this! Cauſe me then O Lord, if it pleaſe thee, that I may eſtimate my ſelf at the price which thou haſt ranſomed me for, and that in ſuch ſort, that I may live no more, but in loving thee, to die alſo one day of the ſame diſpoſition. Let me be humbly-haughty, carrying the lineaments of thy reſemblance, that I may al­waies follow thee, though not a­ble to imitate thee. This is that which I will continually implore thee for, untill thou haſt heard my vows.
I advow now,The mag­nificence of man hath nei­ther bounds nor li­mits, ſince God is his end. O Mercury Tryme­giſtus, that thou haſt reaſon to pub­liſh, that Man is a great miracle, ſince God himſelf hath been wil­ling to eſpouſe his condition,  [...] ſhew us in its miſeries the miracles of his Love.
I confeſſe Pythagoras, that thou haſt had no leſſe ground to main­tain [Page]that Man was a mortall God, Though a man ſtill fade away, he is yet a lively pourtray of im­mortality. ſince except this ſweet neceſſitie, which ſubjects him to the Tombe, he has a thouſand qualities in him all immortall. I ſhould finally have been of adviſe with thee Plato then, when thou preachedſt, every where,All the creatures are admi­rable, as the effects of a ſave­raign and indepen­dent cauſe: but man has attributes of an un­paralleld glory. that Man was of the race of the Gods, ſince a piece of work ſo rare, and ſo perfect, could not proceed but from a hand Omnipotent, I mean this Rivelet of admiration could not proceed but from a ſource moſt adorable. I am of thy opinion Plotinus, and henceforth will maintain every where with thee, that Man is an abridgement of the wonders of the world:The eight wonders of the world. Since that all the Univers together was created but for his ſervice, and pleaſure. Say we yet moreover, that thoſe wonders of the world, ſo re­nowned, are but the works of his hands; ſo that alſo the actions of his ſpirit in divine Contemplation can take their Riſe above the Sun, and beyond the heavens, and this too now in the chains of its ſervitude.
Great Kings, be it ſuppoſed that [Page]you are living pourtraits of Incon­ſtancy:Man flies a­way by little and little, from one part of himſelf, that he may en­tirely en­ter at once into himſelf. The perfection of your Nature lies in this defect of you powers, for this Viciſſitude, which God hath rendred inſeparable to your condition, is a pure grace o [...] his bounty ſince you wax old onely, that you may be exempted from the tyranny of Ages: ſince (I ſay) you die every moment, onely to make acquiſition of that immor­tality, to which his love has deſtin'd you.This defest of incon­ſtancy is the per­fection of man; ſince he is chan­gable to day to be no more ſo to morrow.
O happy Inconſtancy! if in chang­ing without ceaſe, we approach the point of our ſoveraign felici­ty, whoſe foundations are im­moveable. O dear Viciſſitude!  [...] ­rowling without intervall in the du [...] of our originall, we approach b [...] little and little, to thoſe Age of glory, which beyond all time aſſigne at our End, the beginning of a better Carreere.A man is onely happy in the per­petitall incon­ſtancy of his condi­tion. O Glorio [...] Death, ſince terminated at th [...] cruell inſtant, which ſeparates  [...] from Immortality.
It is true, I confeſſe it again Great Kings, that you are ſubject [Page]to all the ſad accidents of your ſub­jects;The greateſt miſery that can arrive to a man, is to offend God. But what happineſſe is it, if theſe misfortunes are as ſo many ſeverall waies, which conduct you into the Port. Be it granted, that you are nothing but Corruption in your birth, Miſery in your Life, and a freſh infection in your Death: All theſe truths are as ſo many attri­butes of honour to you, ſince you diſrobe your ſelves in the grave of all your noiſomneſſe, for to Deck your ſelves with the ornaments of Grace, of felicity and glory, which belongs in proper to your ſouls, as being created for the poſſeſſion of all theſe Good Things.
Who can be able to dimenſion the greatneſſe of Man; Heaven, Earth, Nature, the very Divels are admirers of the greatneſs. of man. ſince he who hath neither bounds nor limits would himſelf be the circumference of it? Would you have ſome know­edge of mans power? hear the com­mandement which Joſuah made to the Sun, to ſtop in the middeſt of his carreere. Would you have witneſſes of his ſtrength? Samſon preſents you all the Philiſtins buried together un­der the ruines of the Temple, whoſe [Page]foundations he made to totter. Re­quire you ſome aſſurances of his cou­rage? Job offers you as many as he has ſores upon his body. In fine, de­ſire you ſome proofes of his happi­neſſe. Heaven hath fewer of Stars, than of felicities to give him.Man may be what ſom­ever he will be. What name then ſhall we attribute him now, that may be capable to com­prehend all his glory? There is no other than this of man; John. 19.5. and Pilate did very worthily (no doubt) to turn it into mockage before the Jewes;Ecce homo. Behold the Man. he ſhews them a God under the vi­ſage of a Man. Let the world alſo expoſe the miſeries of Man in pub­licke; His Image of Earth is yet a­nimated with a divine ſpirit,The name Man is now much more no­ble than that of Angels. With what new rinds ſoe­ver a man be covered, he beares ſtill in bi­forehead the marks of his Creator. which can never change Nature. We [...] may they tear his bark, the Inma [...] of it is of proofe againſt the ſtroke [...] of Fortune, as well as the gripes o [...] Death. The Man of Earth may turn into Earth; but the Man of heave [...] takes his flight alwaies into heaven. That Man I ſay, fickle and incon­ſtant, kneaded and ſhap't from dirt, with the water of his own tears may reſolve, into the ſame matter: Bu [...] this ſtable and conſtant Man, crea­ted [Page]by an omnipotent hand, re­maines unceſſantly the ſame, as in­capable of alteration.
Rouze then your ſelves from ſleep great Princes, He that would alwaies muſe of Eternitie, would with out doubt, acquire its glory. not for to remember Death, but rather to tepreſent unto your ſelves that you are immortall, ſince Death hath no kind of Domi­nion over your Soules, which make the greateſt, as being the Nobleſt part of you,
Awake then great Monarchs, not for to muſe of this neceſſity, which drawes you every hour to the tomb but rather to conſider, that you may exempt your ſelves from it, if your Actions be but as ſacred as your Majeſties.
Great PRINCES Awake, Man is a hidden treaſure, whoſe worth God onely knowes. and per­mit me once more to remembrance You that you are Men, I meane the Maſter-pieces of the workes of God; ſince this divine work-Maſter hath in concluſion metamorphoſed him­ſelfe into his own work, My ſeathe­red pen can fly no higher.Man one­ly is the ornament of the world.
Thoſe which have propounded that Man was a new world, have found out proportionable relations, [Page]and great correſpondencies of the one to the other, for the Earth is found in the matter where of he is formed, the Water in his teares, the Aire in his ſighs, the Fire in his Love the Sun in his reaſon, and the Hea­vens in his imaginations. But the Earth ſubſiſts and he vaniſeth, O Sweet vaniſhment! ſince he is loſt in himſelf, that he may be found in his Creator, but the Earth remaines firm, and his duſt flies away: O happy flight, ſince eternity is its aime! The Water, though it fleets away, yet returnes the ſame way, and retorts upon it's owne paces:Man may be ſaid to be happy in being ſubject to all mi­ſhaps. But man contrarily being ſetled up­on the declining ſtoop of his ruine, rouls inſenſibly without intervall to the grave, his priſon, O dear ruine! O ſweet captivity! ſince the ſoul re­covers her freedome,Death is a grace rather than a paine. and this Se­pulture ſerves but as a Furnace to purifie his body. The Aire, although, it corrupt, is not for all that deſtroied the corruption of man deſtroies its materiall. O glorious deſtruction, ſince it ſteads him as a freſh dispoſi­tion to render him immortall. The [Page] Fire, though it fairely devoure all things, is yet preſerved ſtill it ſelfe, to reduce all the world into Aſhes: But Man perceives himſelf to be de­voured by Time, without ability ever to reſiſt it. Oh beneficiall Im­porence, ſince he finds his Triumph in his overthrow! the Sun cauſeth alwaies admiration in its ordinary luſtre,The feli­citie of man in this world conſists in the nece­ſſity of death. but Mans reaſon is impaired in the courſe of Times. Oh wel­come impairement, ſince Time ruines it but onely in an Anger, knowing that it goes about to eſta­bliſh its Empire, beyond both time and Ages. In fine, the Heavens may ſeem to wax old in their wandring courſe:How hap­py is man in decay­ing ever­more ſince he thus at laſt ren­ders him­ſelfe ex­empt from all the miſeries which purſue him. they yet appear the ſame ſtill every day, as they were a thou­ſand yeares agon: man from mo­ment to moment differs from him­ſelfe, and every inſtant diſrobes him ſomewhat of his Being. Oh delight­full Inconſtancy, ſince all his chan­ges make but ſo many lines, which abut at the Center of his ſtability.
How myſterious is the Fable of Narciſſus; the Poets would per­ſwade us, that He became ſelf-ena­moured,A long life is a heavy burthen to the ſoul, ſince it muct ron­der an account of all its moments. [Page]viewing Himſelf in a Fountain. But I am aſtoniſh't, how one ſhould become amorous of a dunghill, though covered with Snow or Flowers. A face cannot be formed without Eyes, Noſe, and Mouth, and yet every of theſe parts make but a body of Miſery, and Corruption as being all full of it.
This Fable intimates us the repre­ſentment of a fairer truth, ſince it invites a man to gaze himſelf in the Fountain of his tears, thus to be­come amorous of himſelf,If a man could con­template the beau­ties of his ſoul in innocence he would alwais be ſurprized with its love. If a man would of­ten view himſelf in the tears of his repen­tance, he would ſoon be­come a true ſelf­lover. not for the lineaments of duſt and aſhes, whereof his countenance is ſhap's, but rather of thoſe beauties and graces, wherewith his ſoul is or­namented, and all theſe together make but a rivelet, which leads him to the admiration of that ſource from whence they took their ori­ginall.
Oh how David was a wiſe Nar­ciſſus! then when he made of his Tears a Mirrour, ſo to become enamour'd of himſelf, for he was ſo ſelf-loving in his repentance, that in this He ſpent both daies and [Page]nights, with unparalled delights.All the vain ob­jects of the world are ſo many fountains of Narciſ­ſus, wher­in prying may ſhip­wrack them­ſelves.
But if Narciſſus ſhip-wrack't him­ſelf in the fountain of his ſelf-fond­neſſe; This great King was upon point to Abyſſe himſelf in the Sea of his tears, for their liquid Cryſtalline ſhewd him to himſelf ſo beautifull, that he burned with deſire thus to drown himſelf.
Ladies view your ſelves in this Mirrour, ſince you are ordinatily ſlaves to your own ſelf love. You will be fair at what price ſoever; ſee here is the means. The Cry­ſtall Mirrour of your tears flatter not, contemplate therein the beauty of this grace, which God hath gi­ven you to bewail your vanities, This is the onely ornament which can render you admirable.Tears are the faith­fulleſt. Mirrours of peni­tents. All thoſe deceitfull Chryſtals, which you wear hang'd at your Girdles, ſhew you but fained beauties whereof Art is the workmiſtriſſe and cauſe, rather then your viſages: Would ye be Idolaters of the Earth which vou tread on? your bodies are but of Dirt; but if you will have them endeared, where ſhall I find tearms [Page]to expreſſe their Noyſomneſſe?If Ladies would ake as much care of their ſouls as of their bodys, they would not hazard the loſſe both of one and to'ther. Leave to Death his Conqueſt, and to the Worms their heritage, and ſearch your ſelves in that originall of Immortality, from whence your ſouls proceed, that your actions may correſpond to the Nobleneſſe of that cauſe. This is the moſt profitable counſell which I can give You: It is time to end this Cha­pter.
Great Kings I ſerve you this Morning inſtead of a page to awake You, and remembrance You that you are Men: I mean, Subjects to Death, and conſequently deſtinated to ſerve as a Prey to the Worms, The me­ditation of our nothing­neſs is a ſoveraign remedy againſt vanity. a Shittle-cock to the ſinds, and matter for to form an object of horror and aſtoniſhment to you altogether. Muze a little, that your life paſſeth away as a Dream; think a little that your thoughts are vain; conſider at the ſame time,Men are ſo near of blood together, hat all bear the ſame name. that all that is yours paſſes and flies away. You are great, but this neceſſity of Dying equals you to the leaſt of your ſubjects. Your powers are dreadfull, but a very hand-worm [Page]mocks at them: your riches are without number, but the moſt wretched of men carry as much into the grave as you. In fine, may all the pleaſures of Life make a party in Yours, yet they are but ſo many Roſes, whoſe prickles onely remain to you at the inſtant of Death. The horror which environs You, chaſeth away your great­neſſe,Man hath nothing ſo proper to him, as the miſery to which he is born. the weakneſſe which poſſeſ­ſeth you, renders unprofitable your abſolute powers, and onely then in that ſhirt, which reſts upon your back, are compriſed all the treaſures of your Coffers. Are not theſe verities of importance enough to break your ſleep?
I awake you then for to remem­brance you this laſt time,If the earth be our mother, heaven, is our father. that you are Men: but deſtined to poſſeſſe the place of thoſe evill Angels, whoſe Pride concaved the Abyſſes of Hell: that you are Men, but much more conſiderable for the government of your reaſon, then your Kingdom. That you are Men, but capable to acquire all the fe­licities of Heaven, if thoſe of the [Page]Earth are by you diſdained. That you are Men, but called to the inhe­ritance of an eternall Glory, if you have no pretence to any of this world.
Laſtly,Though the body and ſoul together make up the man, there is yet as much dif­ference between the one and the others, as between the ſcab­berd and the ſword that you are Men: but the living images of an infinite and om­nipotent one. Clear ſtreames of immortality remount then to your eternall ſource, fair rayes of a Sun without Eclipſe rejoyn your ſelves then to the body of his celeſtiall light. Perfect patterns of the divi­nity, unite your ſelves then to it, as to the independant cauſe of your Being. Well may the Earth quake under your feet, your wils are Keys to the gates of its abyſſes: ſhould the Water or'e-whelm again all,Although the puiſ­ſances of the ſoul, work not but by the ſenſes, the effects in this point are more noble then the cauſe. your hopes cannot be ſhipwrack' [...]. That the Aire fils all things may be, but your expectations admit of ſome vacuum. Though the Fire devour all things; the object of your hopes is above its flames, let the heavens pour down in a throng, their malignant influences here be­low: your ſouls are under covert from their affaults. Let the Sun. ex­haling [Page]vapours make thereof thun­ders for your ruine:Man needs fear nothing, being ale­vated a­bove all. you are under the protection of him who ejacu­lates their flaſhes; inſomuch that inſtead of hurting you, all things do you homage. The Earth ſup­ports you, the Water refreſheth you; the Air imbreaths you,Man could not be more happy then he is, ſince God is his laſt felicity. To die is proper to man. the Fire warms you; the Sun lights you, and Heaven attends you; the An­gels honour you, the Devils fear you, Nature obeyes you, and God himſelf gives himſelf to you to ob­lidge you to the like reciprocation. Is not this to poſſeſſe with advance­ment all the felicities which you can hope? I dare you to wiſh more.
Awake thy ſelf then Reader, and let thy conſcience and thy miſerie each in its turn ſerve thee as a Page every morning to put thee in mind, That thou art a Man, I mean a pourtraict animated with Death, rather then with Life, ſince thou canſt do nothing but die, but in this continuall dying, amid the throng of evils and pains which are enjoyned to thy condition; Con­ſider alſo that thou art created to [Page]poſſeſſe an Eternity both of life and happineſſe,How happy is man, thus to be able to be as much as he deſires. and that all theſe infi­nite good things are expoſed as an aim of honour and glory to the addreſſes of thy will; for if thou wilt, Paradiſe ſhall be thine, though Hell gape at thee; Heaven ſhall be thy ſhare, it's delights thy Succeſſi­on, and God alone thy Soveraign felicity.

A PROLUSIVE Ʋpon the EMBLEME of the ſecond Chapter.
[Page]
SWell on unbounded Spirits, whoſe vaſt hope,
Scorns the ſtreight limits of all moderate
Be Creſcent ſtill, fix not i'th' Poſitive, (ſcope,
Graſpe ſtill at more, reach the Superlative;
And beyond that too, and beyond the Moon;
Yet ala's but vain, and you ſhal find too ſoon,
Theſe great acquiſts are bubbles for a ſpurt,
And Death will leave you nothing but your Shirt.
Be Richeſt, Greateſt, Pow'rfulleſt, and Split,
Flames Trumpet with the blaſt on't, ther's it,
That's all, a Coffin, and a Sheet, and then,
You're dead, and buried like to Common men,
This Saladine foreſaw, and wiſely ſtoopes
Unto his Fate, 'midſt his triumphant troops,
A world of wealth, and Aſiaticke Spoyles,
Guerdon his glorious military toyles,
Enſigns, and Banners ſhade his armies Eyes
With flying Colours of fled enemies:
Yet humbly he doth his chief Standard reare
Onely his Shirt diſplayd upon a Spear.
Mean while his valorous Colonels were clad
[Page]
In rich Coat-armours, which they forced had
From ſubdu'de foes, and't ſeem'd a glorious thing,
Each man to be apparreld like a King.
The very common Souldiers out-ſide ſpoke,
Commander now, and did reſpect provoke.
Their former ornaments were caſt aſide,
Which 'fore the victory were all their pride,
To check their Pomp; with clang'ring trum­pet ſound.
A Herald loud proclaim's in Tone profound:
See what the Emperour doth preſent your Eye,
'Tis all, that you muſt look for when you dye.
This Shirt is all even Saladine ſhall have
Of all his Trophy's with him to the grave.
Then be not over-heightned with the ſplen­dour.
Of your rich brav'ries, which you ſo much tender.
Nor let your honours puff you, leaſt you find
The breath of Fame jade ye with broken wind.
This ſolemn paſſage of this Monarch ſtory
With greateſt luſtre doth advance his glory.
[Page]
‘ [...]ALADINE Monarck of ye  [...] wt him at his death nothing but this SHIRT.’Victorious SALADINE cauſ'd to be Proclaim'd to all his Armie that he carried nothing with him to the Graue but a SHIRT after all his Conqueſts.


THE MIRROUR WHICH FLATTERS NOT.
CHAP. II.
[Page]
[Page]
ARrogant ſpirits,The hor­ror and  [...] miſery of the grave, mkes the hair ſtand on end to the proudeſt. ambitious Hearts be ſilent, and lend an ear to the publick, cry of this Herald, who with a voice animated with horrour, and af­fright, as well as with compaſſion and truth, proclaimeth aloud, in the view of heaven and earth, and in the preſence of a world of peo­ple: That, this Great SALADINE, magnificent Conquer  [...]ur of Aſia, and Monarch of the whole Eaſt, carries away to the grave for fruit of his vistories but onely a ſhirt, which covers the mould of his body, and even this ſcarp of linnen too, Fortune leaves him, but to give the Worms.
[Page]
Abſolute Kings, puiſſant Soveraigns, what will you reply to theſe diſ­courſes, for to you they are addreſt? I doubt well,This neceſſity of dying, ſerves for tempera­ment to the vani­ty of the greateſt Monarchs of the world. that ſhame, confuſion and aſtoniſhment, bar your ſpeech, and that this ſenſible object of your proper miſeries, affects you ſo with ruth, to force from your bo­ſomes a thouſand ſighs. The great­eſt Monarch of the earth becomes at a clap ſo little, as not to be found, no, not in his miſeries, for the wind begins already to carry away the duſt whereof he was formed. The powerfulleſt King of the world, is reduc'd to ſuch a point of weakneſſe, that he cannot reſiſt the worms, after vanquiſhment and ſubjugation of entire Nations. The richeſt Prince of the Eaſt, takes a glory of all his treaſures, to carry away but onely a ſhirt to his Se­pulchre. What can you anſwer to theſe verities?
This famous Saladine, the terrour of men, the valour of the earth, and the wonder of the world, e­ſteems himſelf ſo happy, and ſo advantaged by fortune, in reſpect [Page]ſhe leaves him this old ragge to cover his corruption,Man cannot complain of the world, ſince at his death he gives him a ſhirt, which at his birth, his mother Nature refuſed him. that he makes this favour, to be publiſhed with ſound of trumpet in the midſt of his Army, that none might be in doubt on't: what beyond this can be your pretentions? I grant you may be ſeated like Xerxes, upon a Throne all of maſſie gold, canopied with a gliſtering firmament of pre­cious ſtones; and that on what ſide ſoever you turn your menacing, regards, you ſee nothing but ob­jects humbled before your Royall Majeſties. You never ſeat your ſelves upon theſe Thrones of mag­nificence, but as it were to take leave of the aſſembly,All the  [...] ſpeeches of Men are but diſcourſes of adieu and leave taking, ſince [...] every day he marches ſtraight forward toward Death. continuing ſtill to give your laſt God-bwyes, like a man who is upon point to depart continually, ſince he dies every moment. Inſomuch, that all this Pompe which accompanies you, and which gives ſhadow to the luſter wherewith you are environ­ed, vaniſhes away with you, and all thoſe who are its admirers, and idolaters, run the ſame fortune, be­ing of the ſame nature.
[Page]
Be it from me granted, that the report of your glory, admits no va­cuity, no more than the aire doe, and that your name is as we known as the Sun, and more redoubted than the thunder, This voice of re­nown is but as the ſound of a Bell,To what purpoſe doth the renown of a Man make a noyſe in the world the noyſe ceaſeth, the re­now [...] paſ­ſeth, which redoubles a noyſe to its own detriment, to advertiſe thoſe that doubt on it; and this name ſo fa­mous, and dreadfull, finding no memory here below to the proof of ages, buries it ſelf at laſt, in the no­thingneſſe of its beginning.
Be it again, that all the Gold of the Indies can be valued but to a part of your Eſtate, and that all the world together; poſſeſſe leſſe trea­ſure than you alone; what advan­tage think you to bear away, more than the moſt miſerable of the world that in this you ſhould be vain? En­joyes not he the ſame Sun which lights you?The tran­quillity of the mind and the health of body, are the onely riches of the world hath not he the ſame uſage of the Elements, whereof you make uſe? But if you have more than he, a gloriouſneſſe of apparell, and a thouſand other ſuperfluous things (which are altogether eſtran­ged [Page]to vertue, as being imaginary goods, whoſe appearance alone is the onely foundation) he may an­ſwer you with Seneca, that with whatſoever coverture a man hides the ſhame of his nakedneſſe, he ſhall paſſe for well-clothed among wiſe men. And to come to the point; a man hath alwaies enough where with to follow his way, and to finiſh his voyage. The ſurplus is but a burden of cares, which are metamorphoſed into ſo many bryars, when Death would diſcharge us of them. Beſides Riches conſiſt but in opinion, though their treaſures be palpable and ſenſible. A man is Rich, equall to that which he beleeves himſelf to be. And though he hath nothing,He is the moſt rich, who is most content. this grace wherewith he is treaſured to find reſt in his miſeries, is above all the Gold of the world.
What differrnce think you there is betwixt the Rich and the poore? both the one and the other, are e­qually pilgrims and travellers, and goe alike to the ſame place. Then, if the rich paſſe through the fairer way, they reencounter when they dye, all the thorns of thoſe roſes [Page]which they have paſt upon.All mor­tals toge­ther maze a dance of blind men, who in dan­cing run to death without ſeeing the way they paſſe. There is no arrivall to the Haven of the grave, without being tempeſted ſoo­ner or later, in the ſtorm of thoſe mi­ſeries, which accompany u [...]. And methinks it is a comfort, to ſuffer in good time thoſe evils, which we cannot avoid.
Rich-ones, how miſerable doe I hold you, if the goods of the earth be your onely treaſures I Rich-ones how unhappy are you, if your feli­cities be but of Gold, and Silver! Rich-ones,The trea­ſure of good workes onely en­riches us eternally. how you compell my pity of your greatneſſes, if you have no other titles than thoſe of your Lord-ſhips! Rich-ones how fright­full onely at the houre of Death are your names, ſince the miſery, wherein you are born, accompa­nyes you in the ſepulchre.
True it is, that the Ayr of the re­gion where you dwell, may be very temperate, the ſeaſons of it fair, and the lands fertile: but you conſider not, that while you live, you often ſigh back the air which you receive; that this ſweet time, which ſmiles on you, entraines you in flying to the [Page]ſeaſon of teares, and that very ſoon the dung-hill of your bodies ſhal perhaps render the lands yet more fertile.The con­tent of ri­ches is like an o­dor ſerous fume, but  [...] paſſes, and ſo doth their enjoyment alſo, and there is all.
The Rich Men of the world have done nought but paſſe away with the ages, that gave them birth: you are born in this, and this very ſame goes away, and leads you with it, and all the reſt of Men, without skilling what you are, or in what faſhion you are veſted, well may you poſſeſſe an infinite number of trea­ſures; you muſt alwaies trot, and riſe as ſoon in the morning as others: but if you play the ſlugs, and ſleep too long,It is ſtrange, whether we ſhift place and ſeat or no weyet run inceſſant­ly to Death. Death comes in the end to awake you, and interrupt your re­poſe with an eternall diſquiet. What will you ſay to this? The fable of Midas comprehends in it important verities; Apollo grants him all that he demands, he ſatiates the appetite of his unmeaſurable ambition by the vertue which he gives to his touch, to be able to turn all things into gold. See him now rich for a day, his hands are as new philoſophers­ſtones, which make the groſſeſt, and [Page]moſt impure metals, change both nature and price,To what purpoſe is it to be environed with ri­ches? they are a ſtrange kind of good, Whereof one can enjoy the uſage but for a mo­ment one­ly he ſees himſelfe enrounded in a moment with ſo great a number of treaſures, that he begins to apprehend the enjoyment of thoſe goods, which he deſired with ſo much paſſion; and from fear he comes to aſtoniſhment: then, when preſt with hunger, all the Viands which he touches with his hands, lips, or tongue, are metamor­phoſed into Gold. O inſeparable a­mazement; from a mortall griefe, cauſed by a ſemblable regreet, that he could not limit his ambition, but to the deſire of his own ruine!
Rich-men, you are as ſo many Midaſſes, ſince with all your trea­ſures, you never importune heaven for any other thing, but to increaſe their number, to which effect you deſtinate your cares, your watching and your labours. But make no more imploring vows; behold your ſelves at laſt heard. The gliſtering of your riches dazles me, your greatneſſes and magnificences give you cheere­full tincture; yet let us ſee the reverſe of the Medall.
[Page]
After your ſo many ſtrong wiſhes for Gold and Silver,The cove­tous grow poor in meaſure as he growes rich, ſince in encrea­ſing his treaſures, encreaſes the fa­mine of his inſa­tiable a­varice & thus of what be poſſeſſeth he enjoies nothing. their treaſure remaines to you for to ſatiate, at leaſt in dying, the unruled appetite of the ambition of your life. Riches I ſay environ you on all ſides, after your ſo paſſionate covetize of them. But in this laſt inſtant, their poſſeſſi­on is the ſaddeſt object, which can be preſented to your thoughts. And notwithſtanding 'tis the onely nou­riſhment which reſts to you, amid the hunger which torments you un­ceſſantly, as if for puniſhment of part of your crimes, heaven did permit, that the inſtruments of your pleaſure ſhould alſo be the ſame of your pu­niſhments, conſidering the great­neſſe of your miſeries,A Man carries away no­thing with him at his death, but either a regreet or elſe a ſatisfacti­on of an evill or a good life. by that of your unprofitable treaſures: for after all you muſt die, and though you carry with you this deſire, to bear away with you your riches into the tomb, they remain in your coffers, for to ſerve as witneſſes to your heirs of the vanity of their enjoyment.
The Silke-wormes, which have ſo much trouble to ſpin out their mouths their little golden threads, [Page]think to ſtabliſh to themſelves a ſhelter of honour, to the proof of all ſorts of atteints, and on the contra­ry, they warp the web of their own ruin. Juſt ſo is it with the Rich ones of the world, who by an ingenious induſtry,To what effect is it to ſeek repoſe in this world it is ne­ver to be found but in God. employ all their aſſaies, to lay ſolide foundations here below of an immortall life, and yet all their actions cannot but terminate in an end contrary to their deſignes; ſince they ſearch Eternity in the circles of Ages, alwaies in revoluti­on, and repoſe in the perpetuall in­ſtability of all worldly things. Inſo­much, that they trouble themſelves to ſuffer much, and all their cares and paines, are but as freſh ſowings ofSee the ambiguity of the French word Souties, in the firſt Chapter. Marigolds, which dying in their gardens, reſpring in their hearts, there to die never. Behold the end of their journey-work.
Treaſures, to what effect ſerve you me, if I muſt enter all naked into the grave? Pleaſures, what becomes of your ſweets, if my laſt ſighs are but bitterneſſe? Grandeurs of this life, in what ſtéad you meif you cannot ex­empt me from the miſeries of death?
[Page]
LORD, I am rich enough in that I ſerve for an object of pity to thy adorable Providence, whoſe o're liberall boundry furniſhes me for all my daies nouriſhment e­nough to paſſe them, what can I wiſh more? on what ſide ſomever I take my way to go the courſe of Death,Heaven is an ob­ject of conſolati­on to the moſt mi­ſerable. I can never looſe from view the heavens, which are the Gates of thy Palace. Inſomuch, as if any thing fail me, I have but to ſtrike there with my regards, thou art alwaies upon a ready watch, to ſuccour the miſerable. Supply me then, O LORD, if it pleaſe thee, with thy ordinary charities, and ſince that hope dies after me, I will rather ceaſe to be, then to hope in thee. Theſe are the ſtrongeſt reſolutions of my ſoul.
We read of the children of Iſrael, We beg of God every day new fa­vours and every day we ren­der our ſelves un­thankfully for thoſe we have received. that having received of God an infinity of riches, at their coming out of the red Sea, by the wrack of their enemies, they made of their treaſures, Idols, and joyning in this ſort Idolatrie to Ingratitude, they erected altars to their brutalitie, [Page]ſince under relief of a brute beaſt, they repreſented their God.
But leave we there the children of Iſrael, and ſpeak of the Father [...] of BABYLON, I mean thoſe wicked rich ones of the world, to whom God hath done ſo great fa­vours, in heaping them with ſo many goods. Are not they every day convicted of Idolatry, in their unacknowledgement, ſince the cof­fers of their treaſures are the Idols of their temples?Are we worthily Chriſti­ans, when idolatry is more fa­miliar to us then to infidels ſince we make idols of al the ob­jests of our paſ­ſions? More beaſts then brutes, in their voluntary depra­vedneſſe; they offer incenſe to their brutiſh paſſions; and no otherwiſe able, but to erect them ſecret altars in their ſouls, they there ſacrifice everie hour a thouſand ſighs to a [...] unſatiable abition. Inſomuch, that the God of heaven is the God of their diſſimulation, and the Calf of Gold, the God of their beleef, and opinion.
Say we then boldly, that the objects of our paſſions are Golden Calves to us, ſince our hearts be­come their Idolaters. One here will ſigh for love of honours, as well as [Page]for his Miſtreſſe, with deſigne to hazard a thouſand lives, and as many ſouls, for the conqueſt of their vain felicities: and ſee here his ido­latry, making his God of theſe Chi­mera's of honour, which vaniſh away like a Dream, at the rouzing up of our reaſon.
Another there,What ſol­ly is it, to ſeek repeſe in the world, which ſubſiſts onely in revolu­tion? will loſe quite and clean, all the peace wherein he is of a quiet life, for to ſet up a reſt purely imaginary in the amaſſement of treaſures. And if heaven hearing his votes, with deſign to puniſh him, gives ſome favourable ſucceſſe to his cares, and watchings, he be­comes an Idolater now indeed, an Idoloter of thoſe goods, which as yet he adored but in hope, and renders himſelf miſerable, ſor ha­ving deſired too ardently felicities, which onely bear the voice to be ſo,The goods of the earil are right evils, and at Death each one ſhall ſo experi­ment them. but their uſage and poſſeſſion may prove as dangerous upon the earth, as Rocks within the Sea.
One will have his heart wounded, and his Soul attained with a new trick of ambition, and as all his de­ſires and thoughts are terminated [Page]to the objects of his deſigns, he is never in health, while the feaver of his paſſion is continuall. I leave you to conſider of what ratiocination he can be capable, during the ma­lady of his ſpirit. All ſorts of ways ſeem equally fair unto him, for to guide him unto the port whither he aſpires, having no other aim but this to acquire, at what rate ſome­ever that good whereof he is in Queſt; and of this Good, it is where­of he makes his Idoll, after a ſhame­full immolation of the beſt days of his Life, to the anxieties of its poſ­ſeſſion.
Another-will eſtabliſh his repoſe in the turmoyle of the word, turning his ſpirit to all winds, to be under covert from the tempeſts of fortune. Blinde as he is, he follows this Goddeſſe with the hoodwinckt eyes. Wavering as he is, he aſpires but after the ſavours of this incon­ſtant Deity, of which he is ſecretly an idolater, but if perchance ſhe ele­vate him very high, there is no more hazard of his fall, the laws of this neceſſitie are inviolable, and [Page]one cannot avoid the rigour of them, if not avoiding their ſer­vitude. Inſomuch, that after he hath ſneak't himſelf a long time a­mongſt the grandeurs of the earth, he finds himſelf enlabirinthed in the miſeries, wherein he is born with­out poſſeſſing anie thing in propri­tie, but the uſance of a puffe of wind, which enters once again at laſt into his entrals, to force thence the laſt ſigh. And thus he becomes the Vi­ctime of the Idoll of his paſſions, without purifying nevertheleſs from the ſacrifice of his life the ſoyl of thoſe offerings, which he hath made upon the altars of Vanity. Be­hold the ſad iſſue of this Dedalean labyrinth,If the fruition of all the world to­gether were to be ſold, it were not wort ſo much b trouble a to open s the mouth onely to  [...] ſay, I will not buy it wherein ſo manie of the world take pleaſure to intricate themſelves in.
O how Rich is he, LORD, who hath thy love and fear for his trea­ſure? O how happy is he, who hath for object of felicity the contempt of theſe things of the world! O how Contented is he, who thinks alwaies of eternall delights! To have ma­nie riches for a hundred years, is [Page]not this to poſſeſſe at the end of that term a Good, which is as good, as never to have been. Taſte gree­dily the ſweets of everie ſort of proſperitie, during the raign of a long life; is it not readie to die by little and little for grief to abandon them ſince in flying away, they intrain us into the grave. To pant continually for joy in the preſence of a thouſand pleaſures is it not to prepare in one's breaſt, the matter of as manie griefs? A wick­ed rich Man is much a­ſtoniſht at his Death, to have his conſcience void of good works, and his coffers ful of mony, ſince with all the gold of the world, he cannot purchaſe the grace of the least re­pentance. ſince everie con­tentment is a diſpoſition to a kind of martyrdom, by the neceſſarie and infallible privation of its ſweets, whereof while we taſte on't, it me­naceth us. In fine, to have all things at wiſh, is it not to poſſeſſe vain buſineſſes ſince the world has nothing elſe to offer us? The riches which Fortune gives and takes away again when ſhe will, can never enrich a Man, it behooves him to ſeek his treaſure in the mines of his conſcience, ſo to be under co­vert from ſin; for otherwiſe he runs the ſame hazard, as of the goods which he poſſeſſes, I mean [Page]in their decay, to looſe himſelf with them. The proſperities of the earth, are once more freſh flowers of the garden, fair to the eye, and of good ſent, but 'tis to much pur­poſe to gather them, and make noſe-gaies; in holding them one holds nothing, becauſe their fragi­litie renders them ſo ſlipperie, that they 'ſcape both from our eies and hands, and though their ſlight be be ſlow, one day onely is all their durance. The pleaſures of the world are of the ſame nature, I grant they may have ſome agreeableneſſe to charm our ſenſes, yet t' were too vain to vaunt of their poſſeſſion, though one en joyes them, for ſo much as they ſlip a way,The ar­rivall of pleaſures annunci­ates us alwaies their ſpe­edie de­parture. & vaniſh without ceaſe from our eies, like the always flitting water trills. Their ſway hath ſo ſhort limits, that each moment may be the term on't. Solid contentments are onely found in heaven, and the onely means to reliſh them beyond all ſweets, is continually to Muze on them, for having alwaies our ſpirit arreſted upon meditation of an object ſo delicious, our thoughts [Page]draw thence by their vertue this e­fficacy, to raviſh us with joy. I re­turn to my firſt propoſition.
That the greateſt Monarch of the world,The good or ill which we doe, accompa­nies us to the grave. after poſſeſſion of all things to his wiſh, and having led a thou­ſand times fortune her ſelfe in tri­umph, upon the territories of his Empire ſhould in concluſion be ex­poſed all naked in his Shirt, at the end of his carreere, to ſerve for a prey to the wormes, and a ſhittlecock to the winds, certes a man muſt needs be very inſenſible, not to be toucht with affright at theſe truth [...].
Great Kings, The mis­prizall of riches, is the onely treaſure of life. if you have not other Mines of Gold more precious than thoſe of the India's; you ſhall die as poor as you were born: and as tearer were the firſt witneſſes of your miſe­ry, ſighs ſhall be the laſt of your po­verty, carrying with you this regreet into the grave, to have poſſeſſed all things,If we would acquire Heaven, we ought to have to pre­  [...]nce to Eatrh. and now to find your ſelves in eſtate of enjoying nothing.
Great Kings, if you have no other marks of ſoveraignty, but this of the large extent of your territories, the tribute which your ſubjects ſhall ren­der [Page]you at the end of the journall, ſhall be very little, ſince the long ſpaces of your Empire ſhall be boun­ded with ſevenfoot.
Great Kings, if you have no other treaſures than thoſe of the rent of your Demeanes, all thoſe goods are falſe, and the regreet of their priva­tion too true. But if you doubt of this yet,The rents of vertues demeanes are not ſubject to fortune. conſult the dumb oracle of the Aſhes of your Anceſtours, and the truth will anſwer for them, that they never have had any thing more pro­per to them than miſery, nothing more ſenſible than diſaſters, and that with all the riches which they have enjoyed during life, they have not been able to procure at the houre of Death, more than that peice of linnen, wherein they are inveloped.
Great Kings, True va­lour hath no other objest, but the con­queſt of eternall things. if you have no other Philoſopher-ſtone but this, the con­queſt which your valour may make, all your greatneſſe, and all your riches, ſhall be encloſed in the coffins, wherein you ſhall be buried. For, all that Fortune ſhall give you to day, death ſhall take from you to morrow, and the day after, one may count [Page]you in the rank of the moſt miſera­ble. I will again change tone.
What a contagious malady in this age, wherein we are; is this paſſion of amaſſing treaſures! All the world would be rich, as if Paradiſe were bought with ready money, If one knew the perill of being rich be would onely be in love with po­vertie. and that the commerce of our ſafety were a publick Banke, where the moſt cove­tous render themſelves the moſt happy. Every one makes bravado of his acquiſts, and poyzeth his felici­ties to the ballance of his riches, be­ing never able to be otherwiſe con­tent, but in reference to the meaſure of what he is eſtated in.
There one will aſſume a pride to have ten thouſand Acres of wood, whoſe revenue,We may call man a tree, whoſe root is-the im­mortall ſoule, and the fruits which it beares are of the ſame na­ture, ei­ther for glory or puniſh­ment. nouriſheth his paſſi­ons, and entertaines his pleaſures. Inſomuch, that he conſiders not that theſe trees are laden but with the fruit of theſe world-miſeries; and of all togethet he ſhall bear away, but the branch of one onely, which ſhall ſerve very ſoon for a Bier to his carkaſſe. See in what conſiſts the pro­fit of his rents, after their account made.
[Page]
Another will be rich onely in me­dows, and changing his hay into Gold which is but Earth, he fills therewith his coffers. But Foole, that he is, he thinks not that his life is a Medow his body the hay thereof and time the Mower,The world is a Me­dow, and all the objects which therein we ad­mire, are flowers, which fade eve­ry houre. who by his example makes publick traffick of the ſame merchandize, changing by little & little the hay of his body into Earth. And is not this to be very ingenious to cheat a mans ſelfe?
Anothers aime is onely to be rich in buildings, ſome the countrey, ſome the city, and aſſuming vanity from the number, as well as the magnificenee of his Pallaces, he be­leeves that they are ſo many San­ctuaries of proof, againſt the ſtroakes of fortune, or the thunders of heaven. What a folly is this, to eſteem ones ſelfe happy, for having diverſe cab­bins upon earth, to put himſelfe under convert from the raine, and wind; during the ſhort journey of life? The raine ceaſes, the wind is paſt, and life dies, and then the tem­peſt of a thouſand eternall anguiſhes comes to entertain him, without [Page]poſſibility of diſcovery, even from hope, one onely port of ſafety. To be onely rich then, in aedifices, is to be rich in caſtles of paper and cards, ſuch as little children lodge their pety cares in.
To what purpoſe ſteads it us to be richly lodged,We must build up­on the un­ſhakeable foundati­ons of eternitie, if a man would be ſheltered from all ſorts of ſtormes. if every houre of the day may be that of our departure? Men trouble themſelves to build houſes of pleaſure, but the pleaſures fade away, and we alſo, and theſe houſes remain for witneſſes of our folly, and for ſenſible objects of ſor­row, and griefe, in that cruell nece­ſſity to which we are reduced to a­bandon them. It is to be conſidered that we are born to be travellers and Pilgrims & as ſuch, are we conſtraind to march alwaies ſtraight to the giſ [...] of Death, Though we ſaythe Sun ſets every night, yet it rests not: and ſo Man, though he lay him­ſelfe to ſleep, rests not from hisvoyage to Earth. without ever reſting, or be­ing able to find repoſe even in repoſe it ſelfe. To what then are all theſe magnificent Pallaces, when our one­ly retreat beats on to the grave? To what end are all this great number of ſtructures, when we are all in the way, and point to end our voyage? O how well is he houſed, that lodg­eth [Page]his hope in God, and laies the foundations of his habitation upon Eternity! A good conſcience is the ri­cheſt houſe that one can have.
Another deſignes his treaſures in numerous Shippings, traficking with all winds, in ſpight of ſtormes and tempeſts: but be it granted a perpe­tuall calm as heart could wiſh, and imagine we, (as himſelfe does) that he ſhall fiſh with Fortunes nets, all the Pearles of the Ocean; what can he doe at the end with all his ventures? if he truck them away, he can gain but ſtuffe of the ſame price, if he ſell them, he does but change white purified earth for yellow, which the Sun purifies as well within the mines what will he doe now with this new merchandize, or this his gold? be­hold him alwaies in trouble to dis­charge himſelf of ſo many burdens. If gold were potable, he might per­haps nouriſh himſelfe therewith for a while; but as Midas could not do it in the fable, he will never bring it to paſſe in the verity: he muſt needs keep watch then day and night to the guard of his riches; and well [Page]may he keep ſentinell, Death comes to rob him of them, ſince at his go­ing out of the world ſhe takes them away from him. What appearance is there, that the treaſures of the Sea ſhould be able to make a man rich, ſince the poſſeſſion of all the world together cannot doe it.The trea­ſure of good workes, is eternall riches. A hundred thouſand ſhips are but a hundred thouſand ſhuttle-cockes for the wind and a hundred thouſand objects of ſhipwrack. Suppoſe they arrive to the Port, the life of their Maſter is alwaies among rocks, for 'tis a kind of ſhip, which cannot arrive at other ſhore, but at the banke of the grave. And I leave you to conſider what danger he may run,Our life is a Ship, which looſing from the Haven, to the cradle at the moment of our birth, ne­ver comes aſhore a­gain, till it run a­ground upon the grave. if there the ſtorm of his avaricious paſſion caſt him. The ſand-blind-ſighted may foreſee his ruine, and the moſt judi­cious will beleeve it infallible. Be­hold in fine a man rich to much purpoſe, that would have drain'd by his ambition, the bottomleſſe depths of the Ocean, and now to find him­ſelfe in the end of his carreere, in the abyſſes of hell, having an Eternitie of evils for recompence of an age of [Page]anxieties, which he hath ſuffered during his life.
Lord, if I would be rich in wood, let it be in that of thy Croſſe, & from henceforth let its fruits be my reve­nues, and my rents. If I would tra­ffick in meads; Let the meditation of the hay of my life, be my onely pro­fit. If I ſet my ſelfe to build houſes,He which puts his truſt in God, is the richeſt of the world, how poor ſoever he be. let it be rather for my ſoul than for my body, and in ſuch ſort, that my good workes may be the ſtones, & the purity of my conſcience the foundation. And laſtly, If I would travell the ſeas to goe to the conqueſt of their trea­ſures: let my teares be the waves thereof, and my ſighs the winds, and thy grace alone, the onely object of my riches.
Make me then rich, O LORD, if it pleaſe thee, by the onely miſ­priſe of all the treaſures of the Earth, and teach this ſecret language to my heart,It is already ſufficient enjoyment of reſt and quiet to ſet up ones reſt in God onely. never to ſpeak but of thee in its deſires, nor of other then thy ſelf in its hopes, ſince of thee a­lone, and in thee onely lies the ful­neſſe of its perfect felicity and ſove­  [...]aign repoſe. Let us not reſt our [Page]ſelves in ſo fair a way.
I cannot comprehend the deſign of theſe curious Spirits, who go ſeeking the Philoſophers-ſtone in that Spitle, where an infinite num­ber of their companions are dead of regreet to have ſo ill imployed their time. They put all they have to the queſt of that which never was, and burning with deſire to acquire wealth, they reduce all their own into cinders, and their lungs alſo with vehement puffing, without gaining other recompence at the end of their labours,The love of God is the only Philoſo­pher-ſtone, ſince by it a man may ac­quire e­ternal [...] treaſures. but this, now to know their folly: but the Sun ſets, the candle goes out, the bed of buriall is prepared, there muſt be their Enter at the Exit of ſo manie unprofitable pains. To what purpoſe ſerves it now, to know they are fools, having no more time to be wiſe.
What cruell Maladie of ſpirit is it to ſacrifice both ones body and ſoul in and unluckie alymbick, for to nouriſh a vain ambition, whoſe irre­gular appetite can never be ſatisfi­ed? Is not this to take pleaſure in [Page]kindling the fire which conſumes us? to burn perpetually with deſire of being rich in this world,An incli­nation to­ward the miſprize of Earth, is a pre­ſage of the get­ting of Heaven. and yet get nothing by it: And then to burn again eternally in hell, without poſ­ſibility to quench the ardour of thoſe revenging flames: is not this to warp ones-ſelf the web of a fate, the moſt miſerable that ever was?
Produce we then of nothing the creation of this Philoſopher-ſtone, and grant we it made at preſent to the hearts of the moſt ambitious. I am content that from the miracles of this Metamorphoſis they make us ſee the marvels of a new gallery of ſilver, like to that which bare NERO to the Capitoll. I am con­tent that they make pendant at the point of a needle, as SEMIR A­MIS, the price of twentie mil­lions of gold. I am content that after the example ofAtabi­li, King of Peru. The World is aptly compared to the Sea, ſince as the ſtorms of this, ſo are the miſeries of that, and like flitting billows ever rol­ling ſo are all the objects which we here ad­mire. Atabalipas, they pave their halls with Saphirs. I am pleas'd, that imitating Cyrus, they enround their gardens with perches of gold. I am content, that the Dryades of their fountains be compoſed of the ſame materiall, [Page]following the magnificences of Ce­ſar. I am content that they erect with Pompey an Amphitheater all covered with plates of Gold. I am content they build a Palace of Ivo­ry, there to lodge another Melaus, or a Louvre of Christall to receive therein an other Druſus, and let (I am content ſtill) this Louvre be ornamented with court-cupboards of Pearls equall to thoſe of Scaurus, and with coffers of the ſame price as that of Darius. To what will all this come to in the end? What may be the reverſe of all theſe medals? The ſcortching heat of Time, and the Suns-beams have melted this gallery of ſilver, its admirers are vaniſht, and its proprietie. Even Rome it ſelf hath run the like fate, and though it ſubſiſt yet, 'tis but onely in name,'Tis a Rule without excepti­on, that all that it inclu­ded in the revolution of Time, is ſubject to change. its ruins mourn at this day the death of its glory. That ſo Precious Pendant of Semiramis could not be exempt from a kind of Death, though it were inanimate. I mean that in its inſenſibilitie, it hath received the attaints of this Viciſſitude, which alters and de­ſtroies [Page]all things, ſince it now ap­peares no more to our eies. All thoſe Saphir-paved halls are paſſed away, though Art had enchained them in beautifull Workemanſhips. They have had otherwiſe a glittering lu­ſtre, like the Sun; but this Planet jealous of them, hath refuſed in the end its cleareneſſe, ſo much as to their ruines; inſomuch that they are vaniſhed in obſcurity. Theſe gardens environed with rails of gold, have (like others) divers Spring-times, to renew their growth, but one Winter alone was enough to make them die. Thoſe Dryades which enrich theſe fountains are fled upon their own water-trils, and ſcarce remains us their remembrance. That proud Amphitheater of Pompey could not en­ternize it ſelf, but in the memorie of men, and yet we ſcarce know what they ſay,Meditate here a little, how oft the face of the Earth hath been varied ſince its firſt crea­tion. when they ſpeak on't. That Ivorie Palace of Melaus goes for a fable in hiſtories, being buried in the Abyſſes of non­entitie. That famous Louvre of Chriſtall having been buſtled a­gainſt by Time is broken, and ſhi­vered [Page]into ſo manie peeces,There it is othing ſo certain in the world, as its un­certainty. that not ſo much as the verie duſt on't ſubſiſt, but in the confus'd Idea of things, which have been other-while. All thoſe high cup-boards of Pearl,Fui, & nihil am­plius. and all thoſe coffers of great price have indeed had an ap­pearance like lightning, but the thunder-bolt of inconſtancy hath reduc't them into aſhes, and the memorie of them is preſerv'd in ours, but as a dream, ſince in effect it is no more at all.
But if the precious wonders of paſt ages; have done nothing but paſſo away together, with their admirers and owners, is it not credible, that thoſe covetous rich ones, did run the ſame fortune with all the treaſures of their Philoſopher-ſtone, and at the end of their carreere, what de­vice could they take but this very ſame of SALADINE, ſince of all their riches, there remaines them at their Death, but onely a poor Shirt, * I have been, ſaies this great Monarch and behold, here's all.
Why, Rich-ones of the World, do you trouble your ſelves ſo much, to [Page]eſtabliſh your glory here below, for to perſwade us at the end of the journall onely this, That you have been? An atome has the ſame ad­vantage, for this creating power, which we adore, after he had taken it out of the abyſſes of nothing, wherein you alſo were buried, made it to ſubſiſt in nature. Be it that you have been the greateſt on Earth, Yet thus is it a bleſſed­neſſe of our con­dition, thus to eſcape by little and little the miſeries which are incident unto us. yet now the fair light of your fair daies, is extinguiſh'd for ever. The Sun of your glory is ccclips't, and in an eter­nall Weſt. And that your fate which interloomed the web of your great­neſſes, together with your lives, lies entomb'd with your Aſhes, to ſhew us that theſe are the onely unhallow­ed reliques which your Ambition could leave us.
You have been then otherwhile the onely Minions of Fortune, like Demetrius, but he and you are now no more any thing, not ſo much as a handfull of Aſhes; for leſſe than with an Infinite power, 'twere im­poſſible to any, to reunite into a body, the parcels of the Duſt, where­of your Carkaſſes were formed, be­hold [Page]in what conſiſts at this day, the foundation of your paſt glorie.
You have bin then otherwhile the ſame as SALADINE the onely Monarch of the Eaſt, and have poſſeſt (as he) treaſures without number,If vertue eternize not our memory, our life paſſeth away like the wind, without leaving any trace. and honours without parallel: But (as He) alſo you have done nothing elſe but paſſe away, and like him again you have not been able to hide your wretched­neſſe, but under a Scarp of Linnen, whereof the Worms have repaſted, to manifeſt you to all the World.
In fine, you have been other-while the wonders of our daies, but now you are the horrour of this preſent, for the onely thought o [...] the dung-heap of your Aſhes po [...] ­ſons my ſpirit, ſo delicate i'ſt, and  [...] leave farther provocation to the in credulous, if they be willing to  [...] ſtronger witneſſes of it, but let  [...] now leave perſouall reflections, an [...] trouble we not the repoſe of Church­yardes.
I grant that you may be at th [...] inſtant that I ſpeak unto you, ſo ri [...] and happie, that you cannot wi [...] more of Fortune, nor She able  [...] [Page]offer you more:He which eſteems himſelf rich and happy in this world, knows not the nature of world­ly happi­neſſe and riches. Yet thus ought you to conſider where you are, who you are, and what are the goods which you poſſeſſe. You are in the World, where all things flie away, and 'tis in this way of flying away, that you read theſe verities: my meaning is, you dwel upon the ſame earth, whereof you are formed, and conſequently you lodge upon yo [...]r buriall-places, whoſe en­trances will be open at all mo­ments. To ſay whoyou are, I am a­ſhamed, in calling you by your proper names, for to remem­brance you your miſeries: Cor­ruption conceaves you, Horrour infants you, Blood nouriſhes you, infection accompanies you in the Coffin.There is nothing ſo con­ſtantly preſent with us, as our miſeries, ſince al­ways we are miſe­rable e­nough at beſt. The treaſures which you enjoy are but Chimeras of great­neſſe and apparitions of glorie, whereof living you make ex­periment, and dying you perfect­ly know the truth on't.
To what end then can ſtead you your preſent felicities, ſince at preſent you ſcarce enjoy them [Page]at all? for even at this veric inſt [...] another, which is but newly up­on paſſe, robs you of part of them, and even thus giving you hi [...] of the coſenage of his compani­ons, cheates you too, as well as they; and thus they do altoge­ther to your lives, as well as your contentments; in raviſhing theſe, they intrain the others: then what remonſtrance can you ex­hibit of eſteeming your ſel [...]es happy for paſt felicities, and which you have not enjoyed but in way of depart? And if this condition be agreeable unto you, ſtill there is a neceſſitie of ſetting up your reſt at the end of the carreere, and there it is, where I attend to contribute to your vain way­lings, as manie reſentments o [...] Pitie.How much bet­ter it is to be ſo hap­py in fiſh­ing, as to angle for grace, in the tears of peni­tence? Take we another track without loſing our ſelves.
How ingenious was that fa­mous Queen of Egypt, to deceive with good grace her Lover. S [...] cauſed underhand dead fiſhes to be enſnared to the hook of An­tonie, as often as the toy took his [Page]to go a fiſhing, to the end to make him ſome ſport by thoſe pleaſant deceits. May we not ſay that Ambition doth the ſame? for when we caſt our hooks into this vaſt Ocean of the vanities, of the world, we fiſh but Dead things without ſoul, whoſe acquirement countervailes not a moment of the Time, wch we employ to attain it.
Had I all the goodlieſt fardles of the world laded on my back; I mean, had I acquir'd all the ho­nours, wherewith fortune can tickle an ambitious ſoul, ſhould I thence become greater of body? my growing time is paſt,'Tis to no purpoſe to be paſſio­rate for ſuch goods as a man may looſe, and the world can give no better. would my Spirit thence become more excellent? theſe objects are too weak to ennoble her Powers. Should I thence become more vertuous? Vertue looks for no ſa­  [...]isfaction out of it ſelf. Should I thence be more eſteemed of the world? This is but the glorie of a wind, which doth but paſſe a­way. What happineſſe what contentment, or what utilitie, would remain me then, that I [Page]might be at reſt? A Man muſt not ſuffer himſelf thus to be fool'd All honours can be but a burden to an innocent ſoul, for ſo much as they are continuall objects o [...] vanitie, which ſtir up the paſſion and onely ſerve but for nouriſh­ment to them in their violences to hurrie them into all ſorts o [...] extremities. And after all, the neceſſitie of dying, which makes an inſeparable accident in our condition, gloomes the glittering of all this vain glorie, which envi­rons us. In the anguiſhes o [...] Death, a man dreams not of the grandeurs of his life,'Tis an irksſome remem­brance of past hap­pineſſe & being eve [...] and anon upon point to depart finds himſelf often afflicted m [...] with thoſe good things which  [...] poſſeſſeth, meaſuring alreadie the depth of the fall by the height  [...] the place whither he is exalted.
Galba. He which found Fortune at  [...] gate, found no naile to ſtay he wheele: But if Shee on the one  [...] takes a pleaſure to ruine Empire to deſtroy realmes, and to preci­pitate her favourites: Death on  [...] [Page] other ſide pardons no body, alters the temperament of all ſorts of humours, perverts the order of every kind of habitude, and not content yet to beat down all theſe great Coloſſes of Vanity, which would be taken for the worlds wonders, calls to the ſharing of their ruine the elements, thus to bury their materials in their firſt abyſſes, where ſhe hath deſigned the place of their entombment.
What can a Mau then find con­ſtant in the world,Al things paſſe a­way, and by their way tell us that we muſt do ſo too. where conſtan­cy doth no where reſide? Time, Fortune, Death, our paſſions, and a thouſand other ſtumbling blocks ſhall never ſpeak oher language to us but of our miſeries, and yet we will ſuffer our ſelves like A­LEXANDER to be voyc'd  [...]mmortall. Our proſperities, our grandeurs, our very delights them­ſelves, ſhall tell us, as they paſſe, a word in our ear, that we ought not to truſt them, and yet for all this, we will never ſigh but after them. Be it then at laſt for very regreet, to have vented to the wind [Page]ſo many vain ſighs, for Chimeras of ſweets, whereof the remem­brance cannot be but full of bit­terneſſe.
Vain honours of the world, No ſecu­rity of pleaſure, to enjoy ſuch things as may every moment be loſt. tempt me no more: your allurements are powerfull, but too weak to van­quiſh me. I deride your wreaths of Laurell, there growes more on' [...] in my garden then you can give me. If you offer me eſteem, and reputation among men, what ſhould I doe with your preſents? Time devoures every day the like of them; and yet more precious. I undervalue all ſuch Good-things, as it can take away again from me.
Deceit full greatneſſes of the Earth, ceaſe to purſue me, you ſhall never catch me, your charms have given ſome hits to my heart, Worldly Greatne­ſſes are but like Masking [...] cloathes, which ſerve him and the other but for that time. but not to my ſoule, your ſweets have touch my ſenſes, but not my ſpirit; what have you to offer me, which can ſatisfie me? Time and Fortune lend you all the Scepters and Crownes which you borrow, and as you are not the owners, they take them [Page]away again when they will, and not when it pleaſeth you. So then, I will have no Scepters for an hour nor no Crownes for a day. If I have deſire to raigne, 'tis beyond Time; that I may thus be under ſhelter from the inconſtancy of Ages. Trouble not your ſelves to follow me. This world is a maſſe of mire, upon which a man may make im­preſſe of all ſorts of Characters, but not hinder Time to deface the draught at any time. Ambitious Spirits, fair leave have you to draw the Stell of your deſignes upon this ready prim'd cloth: Some few yeares wipe out all. Some ages carry away all, and the remembrance of your follies is onely immortall in your ſoules, by the eternall regreet which re­maines you of them.
SCIPIO made deſign to con­quer Carthage, and after he had caſt the project thereof upon mould, he afterwards took the body of this ſhadow, and ſaw the effect of his deſires: But may not one ſay, that the Trophies of his [Page]valour have been caſt in rubbidg within that maſſe of dirt, whereof the world is compoſed, ſince all the marks thereof are effaced? Carthage it felfe though it never had life, could not avoid its death. Time hath buried it ſo deep under its own ruines, that we ſeek in vain the place of its Tomb. I leave you to ruminate, if its ſubduer were himſelf able to reſiſt the aſſaults of this Tyrannie.
If ALEXANDER had ſent his thoughts into heaven, there to ſeek a new world, as well as his deſires on earth there to find one, he had not loſt his time; but as he did amuze himſelf to engrave the hiſtory of his ambition and tri­umphs upon the ſame maſſe of clay,There is more glo­ry to de­spiſe the world, than to conquer it: for after its conqueſt, a man knower not what to doe with it. which he had conquered; he writ upon water, and all the characters on't are defaced. The Realms which he ſubdued, have loſt ſome of them their names, & of this Triumpher there remaines us but the Idea as of a dream, ſince men are ready to require Security even of his Memory, for the won­ders [Page]which it preacheth to us of him
May we not then again juſtly a­vow, that of all the conditions, to which a man may be advanced without the aid of vertue, either by Nature or Fortune, there is none more infortunate, then to be to theſe a favorite, norany more miſerable than to a Great-one? All thoſe who en­gage themſelvs to the ſervice of fortune, are ill paid; and of this, every day gives us experience. This inconſtant goddeſs hath a thouſand favours to lend, but to give, none but haltars poyſons, pomards and precipices. 'Tis a fine thing to ſee Hannibal begging his bread even in view of Scipio, after he had called in queſtion the price of the worlds Empire-dome. Is it not an object worthy of compaſſion, to conſider Nicias upon his knees before Gil­lippus, to beg his own and the A­thenians lives, after he had in a manner commanded the winds at Sea, and Fortune aſhore, in a government ſoveraignly abſolute, who will not have the ſame reſen­tments of pity, reading the hiſto­ry of Craſſus, then when by exceſſe of diſaſter he ſurviv'd both his glory and reputation, conſtrained [Page]to aſſiſt at the funerals of his owne renowne,All thoſe who hound af­ter for­tune, are well plea­ſed to be deceived, ſince her deceits are ſo wel knowne. and undergoe the hard conditions of his enemies, atten­ding death to free him from ſervi­tude? Will you have no regreet, to ſee enſlaved under the tyranny of the Kings of Egypt, the great Ageſilaus, whoſe valour was the onely wonder of his Time? What will you ſay to the deplorable Fate of Cumenes, to whom Fortune ha­ving offered ſo often Empires, gives him nothing in the end, but chaines, ſo to die in capti­vitie?
You ſee at what price Men have bought the favours of this Goddeſſe, when manie times the ſeverity of a happy life produceth the ſtorm of an unfortunate Death. You may judge alſo at the ſame time, of what Nature are theſe heights of honour, when of­ten the Greateſt at Sun-riſe, finds themſelves at the end of the Day, the moſt miſerable. And ſuppoſe Fortune meddle not with them, to what extremity of miſery think you is a man reduc't at the [Page]hour of his departure? All his Grandeurs, though yet preſent, are but as paſt felicities, he en­joys no more the goods which he poſſeſſes, greeſs onely appertain to him in proper, and of what magnificence ſo'ere he is envi­roned,I wonder not if rich men be afraid of death, ſince to them it is more dreadfull then to any. this object ſhows him but the image of a funerall pomp, his bed already Emblemes the Se­pulcher, the Sheets his winding linnen, wherein he muſt be in­veloped. So that if he yet conceit himſelf Great, 'tis onely in miſe­ry. Since all that he ſee [...], heares, touches, ſmells, and taſts, ſenſi­bly perſwades him nothing elſe.
Give Reſurrection in your thoughts, to great Alexander, and then again conceive him at laſt gaſpe, and now conſider in this deplorable eſtate,Fortune ſells eve­ry day the gtory of the world to any that will, but none but fools are her chap­men. wherein he finds himſelf involv'd upon his funerall couch, to what can ſtead him all the grandeurs of his life paſt, they being alſo paſt with it. I grant that all the Earth be his: yet you ſee how the little load of that of his body weighs ſo [Page]heavy on his ſoul, that it is upon point to fall groveling under the burden. I grant that all the glo­rie of the world belongs to him in proper, he enjoys nothing but his miſeries. I yeeld moreover, that all Mankinde may be his ſubjects: yet this abſolute ſove­raignty, is not exempt from the ſervitude of pain. Be it, that with the onely thunder of his voice he makes the Earth to tremble: yet he himſelf cannot hold from ſhaking at the noiſe of his own ſighs. I grant in fine, that all the Kings of the world render him homage: yet he is ſtill the tribu­tary of Death.
O grandeurs! ſince you flie away without ceaſe, what are you but a little wind? and ſhould I be an Idolater of a little toſſed Ayre, Omnis motus tendit ad quietem. and which onely moves but to vaniſh to its repoſe?
O greatneſſe! ſince you do but paſſe away, what name ſhould I give you but that of a dream? A­las, why ſhould I paſſe my life in your purſuite, ſtill dreaming after you?
[Page]
O worldly greatneſſes, ſince you bid Adieu to all the world with­out being able to ſtay your ſelves one onely moment; Adieu then, your allurements have none for me, your ſweets are bitter to my taſte, and your pleaſures afford me none. I cannot run after that which flies: I can have no love for things which paſſe away;worldly Greatne­ſſes are but chil­drens tri­fles, every wiſe man despiſes them. and fince the world hath nothing elſe, 'tis a long while that I have bidden adieu to it. It had promi­ſed me much, and though it had given me nothing, yet cannot I reproach it, finding my ſelf yet too rich by reaſon of its hardneſſe. But I return to the point.
Men of the World would per­ſwade us, that it is impoſſible to find any quiet in it, to ſay,The onely means to be content is to ſettle the con­ſcience in peace. a firm ſetling of Spirit, wherein a man may be content in his condition, without ever wiſhing any other thing. And for my part, I judge nothing to be more eaſie, if we leave to reaſon its abſolute power. What impoſſibility can there be, to regulate a mans will to Gods? [Page]And what contradiction in't, to live upon earth of the pure bene­dictions of heaven? What greater riches can a man wiſh then this, to be able to undergo the De­crees of his Fate, without mur­muring and complaint? If Riches conſiſted onely in Gold, Dia­monds, Pearls, or ſuch like things of like raritie, thoſe which have not of them, might count them­ſelves miſerable. But every man carries his treaſure in his conſci­ence. He which lives without juſt ſcandall, lives happily; and and who can complain of a hap­py life?
But if to have the hap of theſe felicities of this life,Riches are of uſe to human life, but not of ne­ceſſity, for with­out them a man may live content. a man judge preſently, that he ought of ne­ceceſſity to have a great number of riches: This is to enſlave him­ſelf to his own opinion, abound­ing in his proper ſenſe, and condemning reaſon: for being of the contrary part. I know well that a man is naturally ſwayed to love himſelf more then all things of the world, and that this [Page]love proceeds from the paſſion of our intereſt, ſeeking with much care and pain, all that may con­tribute to our contentments; and whereas Riches ſeem to be Nur­ſes of them, this conſequence is incident to be drawn, that with­out them is no contented living. But at firſt daſh,When Reaſon reigns, the paſſions obey. it is neceſſary to diſtinguiſh this love into Natu­rall and Brutall, and believe, that with the illumination of reaſon, we may purifie the reliſhes of the firſt, even to the point of rendring them innocent, without depart­ing from our intereſts, and conſe­quently the enjoyment of our pleaſures, giving them for object, the eſtabliſhment of our ſetled content, in miſpriſion of all thoſe things of the world, which may deſtroy it.
As for this brutiſh Love, which eſtranging us from God, ſepa­rates us alſo from our ſelves; the paſſion of it becomes ſo ſtrong by our weakneſſe, that without a ſpeciall grace we grow old in this malady of Spirit of contenting [Page]our Senſes, rather then obeying our Reaſon, making a new God of the Treaſures of the Earth. But in concluſion, theſe Gods abandon our bodies to the Worms, and our ſouls to the De­vils. And for all their riches, the greateſt Great ones can onely purchaſe a glorious Sepulture. Is not this a great advantage, and a goodly conſolation?
Maintain we boldly,He whoſe will ſub­mits to Gods will, lives ever content. that a man may find quietnes of life in all ſorts of conditions, with the onely rich­neſſe of a tractable Soul, reſign'd to take the time as it comes, & as God ſends it, without ever argu­ing with his providence. There is no affliction, whereto our Soul can­not give us aſſwage.The Spi­rit of a Man will bear his infirmity. There is no ill whereto it ſelf is not capable to furniſh us a remedy. A man, how miſerable ſomever, may find his contentment amidſt his miſeries, if he lives for his ſoul more then for his bodies behalf. God makes us to be born where he will, and of what Parents he pleaſes: if the poorneſs of our birth [Page]accompany us even to death, he hath ſo ordained it; what can elſe do but let him ſo do? Can he be accounted miſerable, that obey's with good grace his ſo­veraigns decrees?
O,'Tis a greater danger to be very rich, then viry poor: for riches often makes men loſe their way, but po­verty keeps 'em in the straight path. how is it far more eaſie to undergo the burthen of much poverty then of great riches! For a man extreamly poor, is troubled with no thoughts more impor­tant, then onely how to find means to paſſe his life in the au­ſterities whereto he is already habituated, without repining af­ter other fortune, as being e­ſtranged equally both from his knowledge and reach; in which reſpects, he may well be ſtil'd happy. But a man very rich, dreams of nothing but to eter­nize the continuance of his days (although his fancy be in vain) inſtead of letting them quietly ſlide away; inſomuch, that being poſſeſt with no paſſion more then love of life, he thinks alwaies to live, and never to die. But Death comes ere he thinks on't, and [Page]taking from him all to his very ſhirt,Death cannot be ſaid to deceive any body, for it is infallible, and yet the world complaint of it. conſtrains him to confeſſe, that riches are onely profitable by miſpriſion, ſince by the contempt a man makes of them, he may become the richeſt of the world.
O what a ſenſible pleaſure 'tis to be Rich, ſay worldly men al­waies! but I would fain know, in what conſiſts this content­ment? what ſatisfaction can there be had to poſſeſſe much treaſure, knowing what an infinite num­ber of our companions are re­duc'd to the laſt point of pover­ty? Some in Hoſpitals, where they he in ſtraw, over whelmed with a thouſand freſh griefs. O­thers at the corner of a ſtreet, where a piece of a Dung-hill ſerves them at once, both for bed and board. Some again in Dungeons, where horrour and afright, hunger and deſpair tyrannize equally over their un­fortunate ſpirits. And others in ſome Deſert, to which ill fate has confined them, to make their ills remedileſſe, as being far re­moved [Page]from all ſorts of ſuccours. How with the knowledge of theſe truths,There is no empti­neſſe in nature, for miſe­ries fill al a man ſhall be able to reliſh greedily the vain ſweets of worldly riches, it muſt needs be for want of reaſon or pity, and conſequently to be altogether bru­tiſh or inſenſible. I ſhall have (ſuppoſe) a hundred thouſand crownes in rents, and all this re­venue ſhall ſerve but to nouriſh my body and its pleaſures, with­out conſidering, that a hundred thouſand poor ſoules ſigh under the heavy burden of their miſe­ries every Day: and yet men ſhall eſteem me happy in being rich in this fate. O how dangerous are the treaſures, which produce theſe feli­cities!
Is it poſſible,It is a brave ge­neroſitie, to be ſen­ſible of othermens miſeries. that the Great-ones of the world doe not thinke at all in the middle of their Feaſts, of the extream poverty of an infinite number of perſons, and that in themſelves they do not reaſon ſe­cretly in this ſort. What? in this inſtant that we ſatiate the appe­tite of our ſenſes, with all that na­ture [Page]hath produced moſt delicious for their entertain; a million and many more poor ſoules, are redu­ced to this extremitie, as not to have one onely crumb of bread. And in this ſerious thought what reliſh can they find in their beſt­cook'd cates, and in their ſweeteſt condiment? does not this impor­tant conſideration, mingle a little bitterneſſe? But if their ſpirits eſtrange themſelves from theſe meditations, and faſten to objects more agreeable. O how hard of di­geſtion is the ſecond ſervice of their collation! He which cannot love his neighbour, hath no love for himſelfe.
To ſpeak ingenuouſly, every time when I conſider in that condition exempt from want, wherein God hath given me birth, and where­in his goodneſſe (which is no o­ther than himſelfe) keeps me ſtill alive. I ſay, when I conſider the miſery to which the greateſt part of the world is reduced, I cannot be weary of bleſſing this adorable Providence, which grants me to ſee from the haven, the tempeſts [Page]wherein ſo many ſpirits are toſſed which grace to me alone (me thinks) is all extraordinary to ſee my ſelfe under ſhelter,All in God is a­dorable, and all incom­prehenſi­ble; we muſt then adore, & be ſilent. from ſo many evils, wherewith ſo many perſons are afflicted. By what meanes could I deſerve, before the Creation of all things, that this ſoveraigne Creator ſhould deſigne me from the Abyſſes of nothing, to give me Being, and a being moreover of grace, making me to be born in a Golden age, in a Chri­ſtian Kingdome, and in a City of the Catholike Faith, for to be in­ſtructed and brought up as I have been in the onely Religion, wherein a man may find his Sal­vation? and with all theſe bene­fits, moreover, to elevate me a­bove the temptations of poverty & miſery.
Are not theſe moſt pure favours which would require of this Eter­nall ONE, (who hath beſtowed them me) the tearm of an Eter­nity, that I might be able to ar­rive to ſome ſmall condigne ac­knowledgment of them? The [Page]moſt miſerable wretch of the world, wherein did he differ from me in way of merit of ſome por­tion of theſe favours, which he poſſeſſeth not; ſince that before time was; he and I were nothing at all, and yet from all eternitie God hath beſtowed theſe things on me in precedencie, rather than on him? At leaſt (ſay I) it did behoove me, that ſince the firſt moment, I was capable of reaſon; I had employed all thoſe of my life paſt in the continuall meditati­on of ſo many, and ſo great bene­fits, whereof to reach the reaſon 'twere to find the bottoms of the Abyſſes of this infinite mercy, to which I remain infinitely indebt­ed? And comming to the point, ought not I in this preheminence of mine contribute all my power to the ſuccour of him, who enjoy­eth not my happineſſe, to the end, thus to deſerve in a manner,The nea­rest way from Earth to He aven is by Cha­ritie. ſome partie of them under the favour of merits from this great God, who onely gives reward to thoſe good actions, which he makes me do. [Page]Can I refuſe to be charitable to him, who onely begs ſome good of me, but to render me worthy of that, which I have received from heaven? I ſhall have al things to my wiſh amidſt my pleaſures, when Death it ſelfe is deaſe to his plaints, in extremitie of his paines And ſhall not I give him ſome ſort of conſolation, either in good office, or in pity, being thereunto obliged by yet more powerfull reaſons?
Great-ones of the World,Earthly greatneſſe it the leaſt gift of Heaven. you are more miſerable then theſe miſerable ones, even in the mid'ſt of your felicities, if the recite of their evils give you not ſome touch. You have riches more then they, but God hath given you theſe, but to cheer their poverty. As well alſo, though they now are yours, ſhall they take leave of you, at the Even of your depart, and if of them you carry any thing away, it ſhall be onely the intereſts of that which you have lent theſe Poor-ones.
Great worldly-ones, how is your [Page]ſate worthy of compaſſion rather then Envy, if you have no other Paradiſe then your riches?
Grandees of the World, how ſoon will the ſource of your contentments dry up, if onely your treaſures give it ſpring-head?
Great worldly-ones! He whoſe hopes are onely on the world, muſt needs at last de­ſpair. of how ſhort endurance ſhall be your proſpe­rities, though an Age ſhould be limit to their courſe, ſince at the end of that tearm you muſt die eternally, and die in a pain al­waies living. Suggeſt to your ſelves often theſe importancies. Viſit and turn over the leaf to read more of them.
When I conſider the great number of Emperours, Kings, Princes, and Lords, which have governed the World, and the Battels which they have given for its conqueſts, ſince the mo­ment of its creation, I remain all amaz'd not able to find bound [...] nor meaſure in this amuzement. How many ſeverall Maſters may a man imagine then, that the [Page]World hath had?Hours, Days, Years, and Ages may well be diffe­rent, but the world is ſtill the ſame. and how ma­ny times conquered, dividing it into divers Empires, Kingdoms, and Lordſhips? Well, yet the World hath ſtill remained the ſame, and in the ſame place ſtill: but its Emperours, Kings, Prin­ces, and Lords, are vaniſhed a­way, one at the heels of other, and all their conqueſts have ſer­ved them onely as matter of Paſſe-time, ſince all their com­bats & battels, have had no other price of Victory, but upon the ſame earth, where their glory and bodies remain together enterred.
O goodly childiſh ſport, to amuze themſelves about conquer­ing ſome little point within the limits, wherewith the Univerſe is bounded! Ask but Alexander what he hath done with the booties of his Conqueſt. When he had taken away all, he had yet nothing, and of himſelf now remains there nothing at all. Ambition, behold the reverſe of thy Medall.
LORD, Preſerve to me al­waies, [Page](if it pleaſe) this humour wherein I now find my ſelf,Why ſhould any love the world, which de­ceives all that truſt in it? to miſprize all the things of the world, and It too with paſſion. Give me a heart wavering and inconſtant, to this end, that it may unceſſantly change from all worldly Love, till it be ſubjected to the ſweet Empire of thy Love. Render, render evermore my ſpirit unquiet, untill that it hath found its repoſe in thee alone, the foundations of ſuch a reſt are unremoveable. I will give for nothing all my pretentions on earth, for thereto pretend I no­thing at all. Heaven onely is my mark and aim. Now you ſhall ſee ſoon the end of the Chapter.
How was it poſſible that the glory of thoſe brave Romans of ſormer time,Theſe wiſe worldly ones have had no other re­compence of their folly, but ſuch a blaſt of Fames Trump. could any way ar­rive to that point (though they aimd at it) whereto the renown of Rome it ſelf could never attain? What a folly was it, that they ſought immortality amid'ſt this inconſtancy of Ages, where Death onely was in his Kingdom, for [Page]they aſſiſted every day, at the funerall of their renowned com­panions, and after they had ſeen their bodies reduced into aſhes, they might with the ſame eye, more over, contemplate their ſhadows, I mean their ſtatues, metamorphoſed into duſt, and all their reputation ſerved but as a wind to bear them away into an infinity of Abyſſes, ſince as a Wind, being nothing elſe, it flies away with theſe heaps of ruin, ſo far both from the eye, and all memory, that in the end, there is no more thought on't.
In effect, all theſe great men of the World did ſee buried every moment the hope of this vain glory, whereof their ambition was alwaies labouring to make acquiſt; and yet not one of them for all this, flipt back; as if they took a pride in their vanities, and the folly of them were heredita­ry.Ambiti­on never elevates, but to give a greater fall. CAESAR had ſeen the death of Pompey, and with him all the glory of his renown, and Pompey, had ſeen buried in the tomb of [Page] Time, and Oblivion, the renown of that great Scipio, whoſe valour more redoubted then the thunder had made the Eearth tremble ſo oft. Scipio in his turn might have read the Epitaph, which deſpair, ſhame, and diſaſter had graven in letters of Gold upon the Se­pulture of Hannibal, and Han­nibal might have learn't to know by the unconſtancy of the Age, wherein he liv'd, before he made experiment of them, the miſ­fortunes, and miſeries, which are inſeparable to our condition. And yet notwithſtanding, all of them ſtumbled one after other, upon one and the ſame Stumbling­ſtone.
I am not come into Perſia, The rich­eſt of the world at last is found as poor as the poor­est com­panion. for the conqueſt of treaſures, ſaid Alexander to Parmenio: take thou all the riches, and leave me all the glory: but after good calcu­lation, neither of them both had any thing at all. Theſe riches remained in the world ſtill, to which they properly appertain­ed, and this vain-glory ſaw its [Page]lover die, without it ſelf being ſeen. Inſomuch that after ſo great conqueſts, the worms have con­quered this great Monarch, and as the dunghill of his aſhes ha's no ſort of correſpondence with this ſo ſamous name of A­lexander, which otherwhile he bore, tis not to be ſaid, what he hath been, ſeeing what he is now, I mean his preſent wretched­neſſes efface every day the me­mory of his paſt greatneſſes.
Ambitious ſpirits, though you ſhould conquer a thouſand worlds, as he did this one, you ſhould not be a whit richer for all theſe conqueſts. The Earth is ſtill as it was, it never changes nature. All her honours are not worth one tear of repentance: all its glory is not to be prized with one ſigh of contrition. I grant that the noiſe of your renown may reſound through the four corners of the Univerſe: That of SALADINE which went round it all, could not exempt him from the miſhaps of life, nor [Page]miſeries of Death. After he had encoffered all the riches of the Eaſt, yet finds he himſelf ſo poor for all that, hardly can he take along with him ſo much as a Shirt.
Embalm then the Air which you breath, with a thouſand Odours, be Served in Plate of Gold, Lie in Ivory, Swim in Honours, and laſtly, let all your actions glitter with magnificence;'Tis the greateſt horror of death, to render account of all the moments of life. the laſt mo­ment of your life ſhall be judge of all thoſe, which have preceded it: then ſhall you be able at your Death, to tell me the worth of this vain glory, whereof you have been Idolaters, and after your Death, you ſhall reſent the pains of an eternall regreet, having now no more opportunity to re­pent you to any effect.
Believe me, all is but Vanity, Honours, Glory, Riches, Praiſe, E­ſteem, Reputation, All this is but ſmoak during Life, and after Death, nothing at all. The Grands of the world have made a little more noyſe then others by the [Page]way. But this Noyſe is ceas'd, their light is extinguiſh't, their memory buried. And if men ſpeak of them ſometimes, the an­ſwer is returned with a ſhake of the head, intimating no more words of them, ſince ſuch a Law of ſilence, Time hath impoſed hereon. Seek your glory in God, and your Honour in the contempt of this earthy Honour, if you will enternize your renown, in the perpesuity of Ages. I have no more to ſay to you, after theſe truths.

A PROLUSIVE Ʋpon the EMBLEM of the third Chapter.
[Page]
A Funerall Herſe with wreaths of Cy­pres creſted,
A Skeleton with Robes imperiall veſted,
Dead march, ſad looks, no glorious cir­cumſtance
Of high Achievements, and victorious Chance,
Are theſe fit Trophy's for a Conquerous?
Theſe are the Triumphs of the Emperour
ADRIAN, who choſe this Sable Heraldry
Before the popular guilded Pegeantry,
'Stead of Triumphall Atches he doth rear
The Marble Columns of his Sepulcher. Moles Adriani nune Ca­ſtrum S. Angeli.

No publick honours wave his ſtrict in­tent,
To ſhrine his Triumph in his Morument.
The Conſcript Fathers and Quirites all
Intend his welcome to the Capitoll.
The vaſt expence one day's work would have coſt,
He wiſer far (ſince t'ther had been loſt)
To build a Mauſolaeum doth beſtow,
Which now at Rome is call'd Saint Pont Aeliu.
 An­gelo;

[Page]
ADRIAN Emperour of Rome Celebrates himselfe his Funeralls, and cauſes his Coffin to be carried in Triumph before him.

[Page]
[Page]
Where to this Day, from Aelius Adrian's Name,
The Aelian, Bridge doth ſtill revive his fame.
Now was the peoples expectation high,
For wonted pompe and glitt'ring Che­valry:
But lo their Emp'rour doth invite 'em all,
Not to a Shew, but to his Funerall.
They look for Gew-Gaw-fancies; his wiſe ſcorn
Contemns thoſe Vanities, leaves their hope forlorn.
For ſince all's ſmother'd in the Funerall Pile,
He will not dally with 'em for a while.
This was ſelf-Victory, and deſerveth more
Then all the Conqueſts he had won be­fore.
What can Death do to ſuch a man, or Fate,
Whoſe Reſolutions them anticipate?
For ſince the Grave muſt be the latter end,
Let our preventing thoughts firſt thither tend.
Bravely reſolv'd it is, knowing the worſt
What muſt be done at laſt, as good at firſt.


THE MIRROUR WHICH FLATTERS NOT.
CHAP. III.
[Page]
O How glorious is the Tri­umph over Death? O how brave is the Vistory over a Mans life! You ſee how this greatAdri­an. Monarch triumphs to day over that proud Trium­pher Death, after the happy van­quiſhment of his paſſions. He enters into his Empire by the Port of his Tomb, thus to raign du­ring his life, like a man that dies every moment; he celebrates himſelf his own Funerals, and is led in Triumph to his Sepul­cher to learn to die generouſly. What a glory's this to over-awe That, which commands the whole [Page]world? what Courage is this, to aſſail and combate That, which none could ever yet reſiſt? and what a power is it to tame That which never yet yielded? Echo her ſelf hath not rebounds enow to reſound aloud the wonders of this Victory.
This is not the Triumph of Alexander, when he made his entry into Babylon, mounted up­on a Chariot as rich as the Indies, and more gliſtering then the Sun.
In this we ſee no other riches, but the rich contempt, which ought to be made of them; no other luſtre, but of Vertue.
This is not the Triumph of Caeſar then, when be was drawn unto the Capitoll by forty Ele­phants, after he had won twenty four battels. In this we ſee nought elſe but a funerall pomp, but yet ſo glorious, that Death her ſelf ſerves for a Trophy to it.
This is not the Triumph of Epaminondas, where the glorious luſtre of the magnificence ſham'd the ſplendour of the day, which [Page]yet lent its light to it. The mar­vels which appear'd in this here, ſeem'd as celebrating in black the Exequies of all the other braveries of the world, ſince nothing can be ſeen more admi­rable then this.
This is not the Triumph of Aurelian where all the graces are led captive with Zenobia. To tri­umph o­ver vice, is the no­blest Trophie. In this are to be ſeen no other captives but the world, and all its vanities, and their defeat is the richeſt Crown of the Victor.
This is not the Triumph of that pompous Queen of Egypt entring into Cilicia, where ſhe rayſ'd admiration to her ſelf in a Galley of unutrerable value, but in this we contemplate the more then human induſtry of a Pilote, who from the mid'ſt of the ſtorms and tempeſt of the world, recovers happily to the Port, the ſhip of his life, though yet but in the way to approach to it.
In fine, this is not the Triumph of Seſoſtris, whoſe ſtately Cha­riot [Page]four Kings drew. Paſſions are the onely ſlaves of this, and Death being here vanquiſht, this honour remains immortall, and the name of the Triumpher.
Say we then once again,All the glory of men van­iſheth a­way with them. O how glorious a Triumph is this, over Death! O how brave is the vi­ctory over our ſelves! and the onely means thus to vanquiſh a mans­ſelf, is to bury his ambition before his body be enſepulchred, prepa­ring nevertheleſſe the tomb of both; to the end, that the con­tinuall remembrances of Death, may ſerve for temperament and moderation to the delights of life.
We read of Paulus Aemilius, that returning to Rome laden with wreaths of Laurell, after the fa­mous victory over the Perſians; he made his entrance of triumph with ſo great pomp and magni­ficence, that the Sun ſeemed to rouz it ſelf many times, as if upon deſign to contemplate theſe won­ders.
Pompy deſirous to expoſe to the [Page]view of day, all the magnificent preſents, which Fortune had gi­ven him in his laſt conqueſts, en­tred now the third time in Tri­umph into the City of Rome, where the noiſe of his valour made as many Idolaters, as ad­mirers, gaining hearts, and now conquering ſoules, as well as be­fore Realms and Provinces: But it ſeems, that the glory, which ac­companied him in this action had this defect, not to be ſufficiently worthily known, even of thoſe that were witneſles of it, as ſur­paſſing by much, all that they could poſſibly expreſſe of it.
There was ſeen advanced be­fore his charriot,Vanitie! is a dan­gerous e­nemy, it flatters, onely to ſurprize. in oſtentation, a Checker-worke compoſed of two ſorts of precious ſtones, whoſe beauty ſet them beyond all price: But yet (me thinks) their ſpark­ling might have in good time been a light to him, if by a feeling of fore-ſight, touching the incon­ſtancie of his fortune, he had cau­ſed to have been graven thereon the hiſtory of his miſhaps. There [Page]was admired in ſequell; a Statue of the Moon, all of Gold, in form of a Creſcent, and I am aſtoniſht, that this Image of change and Viciſſitude, made him not foreſee the deturning of the Wheele, I mean the ſtorme, that was to ſuc­ceed the calme of his happineſſe. He cauſed moreover to be carri­ed before him a great number of Veſſels of Gold, never thinking that Death might ſoon repleniſh ſome part of them with his aſhes. There was ſeen to follow a moun­tain all of Gold, upon which were all ſorts of animals, and many Trees of the ſame matter, and this mountaine was enrounded with a Vine, whoſe golden glit­tering dazled the eies of all that conſidered its wonders. This proud Triumpher was the Orpheus which to the Lyrick ſound of his renown,Ambiti­on is an incurable diſeaſe of the ſoule, if in good time it be nor lookt too. attracted this mountaine, theſe Animals, theſe Trees, this Vine. But as Orpheus, ſo him alſo, For­tune deſtinated a Prey to the fury of Bacchinals, I mean the Eunuchs which put him to Death. Three [Page]Statues of gold, firſt Jupiters, then Mars, and then of Pallas, came after. Theſe were his Gods and his Goddeſſe: what ſuccours could he expect from theſe Deities, which had no ſubſiſtence, but in ſtatue, and the copy of whoſe por­traict had no principall? There was had in admiration moreover, thirty garlands all of gold,A man had need to have an excel­lent me­morie, not to forget himſelfe among his ho­nours. and Pearles: but theſe Crownes were too weighty for his head, from whence it came to paſſe, that he tell under the burden. A golden Chappell followed after, dedica­ted to the Muſes, upon which was a great Horologe of the ſame ma­terials. And as the Index ſtill tur­ned, ought not he to have conſi­dered, that the houre of his tri­umphing began to paſſe away, and that of his overthrow would preſently ſound, being ſequell to the Lawes of that viciſſitude, to which Face hath ſubjected all things? His ſtatue of gold enricht with diamonds, and pearls where­of nor he himſelfe, nor he that enwrought them, knew the value [Page]followed in its courſe, and in fine, this his ſhadow, was more happy than the true body, as having never been ſcuffled with, but by time, and the other was vanquiſht with miſerie. Then appeared the great Pompey, ſeated upon a throne where he and Fortune ſeemed to give lawes to the whole world,  [...]or his triumphall Charriot was  [...]o richly glorious, ſo magnificent  [...]n rarities, ſo ſplendide in new, and ne're-before-ſeen wonders, that a raviſhment ſurprized mens  [...]pirits, elevating them at once  [...]rom admiration to extaſie, not giving them leaſure to make re­lection upon the preſent realties.Be it our conſtant meditati­on, of the incon­ſtancie to which all worldly things are ſubjected. But this Triumphall Charriot ſtill  [...]owled about, and though the Triumpher remained ſeated in his place, yet his Fortune turned about likewiſe. Inſomuch that in going to the Capitoll, he ap­proacht by little and little to the  [...]ank, where his life and happineſſe were equally interred.
In fine, for the fulneſſe of glory, Theſe proper names of the con­queſts, [Page]which he had made, were read in golden Characters:See Pli­ny's Nat. Hiſtorie, 7 Book, 26 Chap­ter. Pride is the paſſi­on of fooles: for what a ſenſe-leſſeneſſe is it, to be proud, ha­ving ſo many mi­ſeries a­bout us, which are incident to mortal man. The Kingdome of Pontus, Armenia Cappadocia, Paphlagonia, Medea Colchis, the Hiberians, the Alba­nians, Syria, Cilicia, Meſopotamia, Phoenicia, Paleſtina, Judea, Arabia, and the Rovers of all the Seas. Who can be comparable to this proud Conquerour? and yet (I ſay it) having conquered and ſub­jugated the greateſt part of the Earth, Fate permits him not ſo much, as to expire upon it, and the Sea yet more treacherous, prepares him ſhipwrack in mid'ſt of the Port.
What reſemblance, and what correſpondence can there be now between this Triumph ſo ſumptu­ous, ſo ſtately, and magnificent and that, whoſe preſentation ſhow you,How poor is the va­nity of man, ha­ving no other grounds but hu­mane frailtie? where lowlineſſe, hum­lity and miſery hold the firſt rank and poſſeſſe the higheſt places. Aſſuredly the difference is grea [...] but yet this inequalitie here is glo­rious, ſince it brings along with it the price of that vertue, where [Page]of Pompey deſpiſed the conqueſt. He in his Triumph, raiſed won­der to the beauty of thoſe two great precious ſtones. But the Sepulchrall Marbles, which ap­peared in this of ADRIAN, were of another eſtimate, becauſe pru­dence values them above all price, putting them to that employment, to which ſhe had deſtinated them. Again, if he expoſe to view in veſſels of gold, Mountaines, Ani­mals, Trees, Vines, Statues of the ſame matter; This Herſe covered with black, which ſerves for orna­ment to this Funerall Pomp, con­taines yet much more treaſure, ſince the contempt of all together  [...] graven therein. He makes oſten­tation of his ſtatue of gold, enricht with Pearles: but our Monarch  [...]akes as much glory without  [...]hem, ſhewing in his own bare Pourtraict, the originall of his  [...]iſeries.Except the crown of vertue all other are ſub­ject to change. That proud conquerour  [...]ad a thouſand Garlands and  [...]olden Coronets, as a novell Trophy: But ours here crownes himſelfe with Cypreſſe during his [Page]carreere of life, to merit thoſe palmes which await him in the end. In fine, Pompey is the Idoll of heatts, and ſoules, and his Tri­umphall Chariot ſerves as an Al­tar, where he receives the vower and Sacrifices: But this-Prince, in­ſtead of cauſing Idolaters, during the ſway of his Majeſtie, immo­lates himſelfe up to the view of Heaven, and Earth, dying alrea­dy in his own Funerals, and ſuffe­ring himſelfe to be as it were bu­ried by the continuall object which dwels with him of Death and his Tombe. But if Pompey laſtly boaſt himſelfe to have conquered an infinite number of Realmes, of all the world together:Adrian. Th [...] Man having never had worſe ene­mies than his paſſions, hath ſought no other glory but to overcome them, and in their defeat, a Ma [...] may well be ſtil'd the conquerour of Conquerours; for the Coro [...] wreaths of this Triumph, fear [...] not the Suns extremity, nor th [...] Ages inconſtancie. We muſt paſſer farther.
[Page]
Iſidore, All the objests of Vanity are ſo many en­emies, against which we ought to be always in arms. and Tranquillus, do aſ­ſure us, that to carry away the glory of a Triumph, it was ne­ceſſarily required to vanquiſh five thouſand enemies, or gain five victories, as it is reported of Caeſar. The conſent of the Senate was alſo to be had. And the Con­querour was to be clothed in Purple, and Crowned with Lau­rell, holding a Scepter in his hand, and in this ſort he was conducted to the Capitoll of Ju­piter, where ſome famous Orator made a Panegyricke of his prow­eſſe.
What better Allegory can we draw from theſe prophane truths,  [...]hen this of the Victory, which we  [...]ught to have of our five Senſes as of five thouſand enemies) whoſe defeat is neceſſary to our riumph. Theſe are the five Vi­  [...]tories, which he muſt gain, that would acquire ſuch Trophies,Still to wage war againſt our paſſi­ons, is the way to live in peace. whoſe glory is taken away, nei­ther by time nor Death.
This conſent of the Senate is the Authority of our reaſon, which [Page]alone gives value and eſteem to our actions, and 'tis of her that we may learn the means in obey­ing her to command over ou [...] paſſions, and by the conqueſt o [...] of this ſway, triumph over our ſelves, which is the braveſt Vi­ctory of the World.
Theſe Scepters and Crownes are ſo many marks of Soveraign­ty, which remain us in propriety after ſubjection of ſo many fierce enemies, Heaven is the Capitoll, whither our good works conduct us in triumph, and where the voice of Angels ſerves for Ora­tours to publiſh the glory of our deeds, whoſe renown remains eternall.
Theſe great Roman Captains which made love to vertue though without perfect know­ledge of it,'Tis not all, to love Virtue, 'Tis the practice have ſought for honour and glory in the overthrow of their enemies, but they could ne­ver find the ſhadows of ſolid Ho­nour, which thus they ſought; from whence it came to paſſe, that they have faſhioned to them­ſelves [Page]diverſe Chimera's, for to repaſt their fancy too greedy of theſe cheating objects. Nor that there is no glory in a Conqueſt: but 'twas their ambition led them along in Triumph, amidſt their own Triumphing.
What honour had Caeſar born away, if he had joyned to his Trophies the ſlavery of Cleopatra? he had expoſed to view a Ca­ptive Queen, who otherwhile had ſubjected him to her Love­dominion.He tri­umphs with an ill grace,  [...]'rewhom his vice triumph. But if the fortune of the war had delivered him this Princeſſe, the fate of Love would have given, even himſelf into her hands. Inſomuch, that the Death of Cleopatra immortalliz'd the renown of Caeſar.
Aſdrubal, according to Iuſtin, triumphed four times in Carthage,  [...]ut this famous Theater of honour where glory it ſelf had appeared  [...]o often upon its Throne, ſerves  [...]n concluſion for a Trophy to  [...] Conquerour, inſomuch, that it  [...]uried at once the renown, and  [...]emory, even of thoſe that had [Page]preſented themſelves triumphant perſonages.
To day Memphis is all-Trium­phant, and on the morrow this proud City is reduced to ſlavery. To day the report of its glory makes the world ſhake, and on the morrow Travellers ſeek for it upon its own ſite, but finde it not. O goodly triumph! O fearfull overthrow! What continuall re­volution of the wheel! Marcellus ſhews himſelf at point of day up­on a magnificent Chariot of Tri­umph, and at Sun-ſet his glory and his life finiſh equally their car­reere. I mean, in the twinckling of an eye, Fortune takes away from him all thoſe Laurel-wreaths which ſhe had given him, and leaves him nothing at his death, It may be ſome con­ſolation in all our miſeries, to ſee all elſe have their changes, as well as we. hut the regreet of having liv'd too-long.
Marius triump hed diverſe times, but with what tempeſts was the Ship of his fortune entertained? Behold him now elevated upon the higheſt Throne of Honour but if you turn but your head [Page]you ſhall ſee him all naked in his ſhirt, half-buried under the mire of a common Sink, where the light of the day troubles him, not being able to endure the Sun, a witneſſe of his misfortunes. Be­hold him firſt, I ſay, in all abun­dance of Greatneſſe, and Sove­raignty, whereof the ſplendour dazles the world; but ſtay a little, and you ſhall hear pronounc'd the ſentence of his death, being abandoned even of himſelf, ha­ving no more hope of ſafety.
How pompeous and celebrious was the Triumph of Lucullus? In which, he rais'd admiration to the magnificence of an hundred Gallies all-armed in the Prow; a thouſand Chariots charged with Pikes, Halberts [...], and Corſelets, whoſe ſhocking rumbles ſounded ſo high, it frighted the admirers, though they celebrated the Fe­tivall of the Victorie. The number of Veſſels of Gold, and other Ornaments of the Triumph, was without number. The Statue of Mithridates alſo of Gold, ſix [Page]foot high, with the Target all covered with precious Stones, ſerv'd anew to the Triumph. And of this Glory all the world together was an adorer; for the renown of the Conquerour had diverſe times ſurrounded the Uni­verſe.
But, what ſhame after ſo much glory! Great Men cannot commit little faults. What infamy after ſo great honour! Lucullus, victorious over ſo many Empires, is found in fine ſubjected under the domi­nion of his pleaſures: his valour ha's made may ſlaves every, where, and yet his ſottiſhneſſe ren­ders hm in the end ſlave to his own paſſions. Inſomuch, that af­ter he had exalted the ſplendour of Rome's beauty, by his brave actions, worthy-admiration, he again blouzeth it's luſtre by his exceſſive deboſhes, all black with vice. And now 'tis in vain to ſeek for Lucullus triumphant, ſince he is onely to be found over­thrown in reputation, in which he ſurvives; thus rendring him­ſelf doubly miſerable.
[Page]
We read of Epaminondas, Plutar­chu, in Apoph­theg. Reg. & Imp. Tr [...]lis ſollicitus­  (que) circum ivit ur­bem. that returning victorious from the Louctrians, he received with re­greet the Preſent of the honour of Triumph, which the Senate had prepared him, apprehending e­vermore the deturne of the Wheele: ſo that the next morrow after the Feſtivall, he took on him mour­ning habit, to prepare himſelfe betimes to ſuffer the change of his fortune.
It is remark't in the hiſtory of Demetrius that entring in Triumph into Athens, the people caſt flow­ers, and an infinite number of golden Globes up and down the  [...]treets, for a ſign of a ſumptuous  [...]ongratulation. But what ſigne of Viciſſitude and frailty,We are but as ſo many flowers planted by Nature in the garden of the Earth, & onely Death ga­thers us. could there  [...]e more apparent, than this, which theſe flowers repreſented,  [...]nce there is nothing more fraile a Nature than they? And theſe  [...]alles ſhewed alſo by their round,  [...]nd ſtill rouling figure, that the Glory whereof they were the  [...]mbole, and Hieroglyphick, could  [...]ot be firm, and ſtable according [Page]as Truth it ſelfe ſoon after pub­liſhed by a ſudden change, which rendred the fate of this Vi­ctor deplorable.
Conſider a little upon the ſame ſubject, what revolutions hath the Ball of Empire made ſince the firſt Monarch, In like reſpect alſo we are as Bowles, for still we rowle along to the grave. let it fall at his Death is it not credible, that it hath  [...]u [...] over diverſe times the circuit of the Univerſe, and its figure in­ſtructs us, that in the inconſtancy which is proper to all created things, it will ſtill rowle inceſſant­ly from one to another; without ever ſtaying, ſince its Center is n [...] where at all? For ſo long as the world ſhall endure, a continual viciſſitude will be its foundation And what meanes can there be  [...] find a ſeat upon the earth, which may be ſheltered from inconſtan­cy which reigns ſoveraignly an [...] neceſſarily, as eſſentiall to a [...] whatſomever ſubſiſts here below I have not been far, behold me up [...] returne.
Tertullian aſſures us, that in t [...] Triumphs of the Romans, the  [...] [Page]was a man waged to cry aloud to the Triumpher,
Remember thou art a Man.
Plinie paſſeth farther yet,Worldly honours are ſo many temptati­om, to make us idelatrize ou [...] ſelvs. and tells us, that they were accuſto­med to put an iron ring upon the Conquerours finger, in ſign of ſer­vitude, as if ſilently to intimate unto him, that he was beſides him­ſelfe, by an exceſſe of vanity in this amplitude of honour, wherein he ſaw himſelfe elevated above his companions. And upon the ſame ſubject, a great number of Hiſtorians do adde, that about the Charriot of the Triumpher, there were two men aſſigned, the one carrying a Deaths-head, the other the Image of a Peacock, and both continually crying,Vanitie is a dan­gerous enemie, ſince it betraies us while it ſeemes to oblige us, by the compla­ceace which it gives us, REMEMBER THAT THOU ART A MAN.
Certainly, vanity makes great Prize of us, then when we are ele­vated to ſome eminent degree of honour. And though our heads be but as of dead-mens, for we are dying unceſſantly, and our miſe­ries reſemble us to thoſe Images of [Page] Peacocks, which cannot bear uptrain but upon ugly Feet: Yet our blind­neſſe is ſo great, and this Selfe-love ſo extream, that men are dazled with too much ſplendour and ama [...] becomes ſlave to himſelfe by lo­ving himſelf with too much paſſion Greatneſs and proſperity never let themſelves bepoſſeſt, but to take grea­ter poſſeſſion of us. And as they have allurements to charme us, and ſweets to raviſh us; a Man had need implore the ſuccour of Divine grace, if he would eſcape their pleaſing tyrannie, and not thing but flight from them, or contempt, can give us weapons to reſiſt them. Let us ſtill return to the point.
We read of Judas Macchabens, that returning victorious from Ga­lilee, the people conducted him to the Temple, by a way all tapiſtred with flowers. Abraham after he had vanquiſhed five Kings, was received in Triumph into Salem, now called Hieruſalem.
Iudith received the honour of Triumph by the deſtruction of [Page] Holofernes, and all the people of Bethulia laden with Palme, to make her triumphall wreaths, cried out in her favour, Behold the glory of Hieruſalem, and the joy of all her Nation.
Joſeph ſhews himſelf in Triumph alſo upon the Chariot of Pharaoh, Gen. 41.41, 42. &c. who puts his royall Ring upon his finger, gives him his chain of gold and makes him publickly, to be acknowledged for the ſecond per­ſon of Egypt.
David triumphs over Goliah, with a magnificence worthy of his victory, and the Virgins chant to his glory, Saul hath killed his thouſands and David his ten thou­ſands. 1. Sam. 18.7.
Mordecai alſo had his turne of Triumph, mounted upon the horſe of Ahaſuerus, and had his praiſes Heraldized by Haman, in theſe termes: Thus ſhall it be done to the man, Eſther 6.1 [...]. whom the King will ho­nour
All theſe triumphs are worthy of admiration, I avouch it: but the Triumph over our ſelves, is worthy [Page]aſtoniſhment, as having to com­bate our paſſions, and conſe quent­ly the winning'ſt enemies of the world, I ſay, the winning'st, or the pleaſing'ſt, ſince they guard them­ſelves onely with ſuch kind of weapons, whoſe hurtings make us often ſigh rather for joy than grief.
Certainly, the Victory of reaſon over all the revolten faculties of our ſoules, merits alone the ho­nour of a Triumph; and what advantage ſoever a man hath over his enemies, he himſelfe is yet ſtill vanquiſht, if his vices be not ſubdued. I purſue my deſigne.
They which have enthronized Vertue in their breaſts, have laid their foundations upon the ruines of their paſſions, to teſtifie to us, that a Man cannot be vertuous with their predominancy. And after eſſay of diverſe meanes upon deſigne to vanquiſh them, I have found none more powerfull, than this, The Meditation of Death, but if any doubt this, the tryall on it will be profitable for him.
[Page]
How is it poſſible that a Man ſhould let himſelfe be maſtered with the paſſion of Revenge, if he but muze of that Vengeance, which his ſins may draw downe every moment upon his head, as being every houre in eſtate to dic? He ſhall hear rumble in his eares the thunder of Divine Juſtice, by the continuall murmur of his ſighs, which advertize him of the approaches of Death. What cou­rage can he have to avenge him­ſelfe, being upon point himſelfe to ſuffer the torment of eternall ven­geance?
Thou that art Vindicative, wilt thou then quench the ardour of thy Choller, feele thine own pulſe, and conſider that this pety ſlow feaver, wherewith thou art ſtor­med, leads thee by little and little into the grave.
Who can be Ambitious, It is more honour for a man to avenge himſelfe [...] of his choler, than of his enemie. if mu­ſing of Death, ſince he muſt quit all with his life? Let us ponder a while the fate of thoſe arrogant ſpirits, which have muſed them­ſelves to conquer the vain great­neſſes [Page]of the Earth. What hath been in fine their ſhare at the end of the carriere? They have had nothing but unprofitable regreets to have ſo ill emploied their time, finding themſelves ſo poor with all their treaſure, as if they had been born the wretched'ſt of the world. Thou Ambitious-one, wilt thou be cured of the diſeaſe of thy Paſſion, think each houre of the day, that that which thou now heareſt ſtrike, may be thy Laſt.
Who would ſigh for prophane love, Mortall frailtie brings blemiſh to the faireſt viſages, and mightily takes from their opi­nion be­ing well conſide­red. after theſe objects of duſt, and aſhes, if he often conſidered, that he himſelfe is made of nothing elſe, and that this noyſome and corruptive matter ſeeks nothing more, than abyſſes of the grave, there to hide within its loath ſom­neſſe, in effect who would give his fleſh a prey to pleaſures, if he would conſider that the wormes do in expectation, make their fees thereof already. The meditation of Death, ſerves for temperament to all ſorts of delights. And if a Man be [Page]capable of love in this muze, it cannot be other than of his Salva­tion, ſince this object is eternall, but all others of the world periſh­able. Infortunate Lovers ſearch the ſolace of your immodeſt pa­ſſions in the Anatomy of the ſubject whereof you are Idolarers. Be aſſiſtant at that dead view. Thinke of your own Death. Behold you are cured.
What wretched rich man would be ſo much in love with his trea­ſures,He which conſiders of that wretchedneſſe which is adjunct to Death, eaſily miſpriſeth the riches of this life. if he would conſider, that Death robs him from them every day, making him die continually, and that at the end of the term of his life, he carries along with him but the good, or the evill which he hath done, to be either recompenc'd or puniſh'd, but with a glory or a puniſhment, whereof Eternitie a­lone muſt terminate the continu­ance? Covetous Miſers, the onely meanes for you to be ſo no more, is to celebrate your own funerals, by your Meditations, and often to conſider the Account, not of your riches, but that which you muſt [Page]render one day of their fruition, ſince your Salvation depends thereon.
Who, in fine, would make a God of his Belly, ſeeking with paſſion all the delights, which may tickle the ſenſe of Taſte, it he repreſented to himſelf the mi­ſeries of the body, which he takes ſo much pains to nouriſh, and the rigour of thoſe inviolable decrees, which deſtinate him a prey to the worms, and the re­mains of their leavings to rot­tenneſſe? This conſideration would be capable to make him looſe both appetite, and deſire, at the ſame time, to nouriſh ſo delicate­ly his carkaſſe, O ſouls all of fleſh, repaſting your ſelves with no­thing elſe, there is no invention to make you change nature, but this, to Hear your ſelves dye by the noiſe of your ſighs, to See your ſelves dye by the wrinkles which furrow every day upon your vi­ſages, and to Feele your ſelves dye by the beatings of your pulſe, which indexeth this your hectic [Page]feaver, wherewith you are mor­tally attainted. This is a Proba­tum-remedy, the experience there­of is not dangerous.
May not a man then maintain with much reaſon,If a man ſhould forget all things elſe but the miſe­ries of his condition, this laſt were enough to exerciſe the vaſt­eſt me­mory. that the thought of Death alone is capable to cure our ſouls of the diſeaſe of their paſſions in doſeing them both the means, and the Vertue to triumph over them. But if of this you deſire an example, call to minde that, which I have pro­poſed you in the beginning of the Chapter. How marvellous is it that a great Mornarch, who is able to maintain all manner of pleaſure in his heart, with all the delights which acompany it; cele­brates himſelfe his Funeralls in midſt of his carriere of life, be­ginning to raign at the end of his raign, ſince that laſt object is al­ways preſent before his eyes. His Paſſions do aſſail him, but he vanquiſheth them, they give him combate, but he leads them in triumph, and buryes them alto­gether in the Tomb, which he [Page]prepares himſelf. Conſider a lit­tle the glory which is relucent in this action.
We read of the Kings of Ara­bia, that they triumphed upon Dromidaries, the Kings of Perſia upon Elephants, of Croatia upon Bulls, the Romans upon horſes, and yet 'tis remarkt of Nero, that be made himſelf be drawn in Triumph by four Hermaphro­dite Mares. Camillus by four white Horſes. Mark Antony by four Lions, Aurelian by four Harts, Caeſar by forty Elephants Heliogabulus by four Doggs.
Moreover, the Poets do aſſure us, that the triumphant Charriot of Baccus was drawn by Tygers, Neptunes by Fiſhes, of Thetis by Dolphins, Diana's, This Va­nity is a moſt con­tagious malady, and the onely pre­ſervative, is the re­mem­brance of Death. by Harts, of Venus by Doves, Iuno's by Pea­cocks.
All theſe objects of pomp, and magnificence, whereof hi­ſtories, and Fables would enter­nize the vanity, have for all that done nothing but paſſe away, and though a little remembrance [Page]of them ſtay with us; 'tis but the memoriall of a Chimera, and of a fantaſme, ſince it preaches no­thing elſe to us, but the ruin, and non-entity, of that which hath been otherwhile. O how glorious a Triumph is it,Theſe things rumina­ted on, will make us wiſe. when we our ſelves are encharioted over our paſſions now enſlaved and ſub­jected under the Empire of Reaſon? There is nothing ſo glo­rious, there 'is nothing ſo mag­nificent: For theſe Dromidaries, theſe Elephants, theſe Bulis, theſe Horſes, theſe Hermaphrodite Mares, theſe Lyons, Stags, and Tygres afore-mentioned, are but brute beaſts, which draw along in traine after them others as as bruitiſh as themſelves, as ſuf­fering themſelves to be tranſpor­ted with vanity, which onely reduceth them to this beaſtly­ſemblant vanity. Let us turn our face unto another ſide.
SA [...]LLIC [...]S in his EN­NEADS, actively peſwades us to believe, that the Chriſtians of Aethiopia do carry in their pro­ceſſions, [Page]great veſſels full of aſhes,Let the fire of Divine Love glow up­on our aſhes. to emblematize apparently the frailty of our nature. But may not we ſay upon too much reaſon, that we are earthen veſſels full of aſhes; and what object more ſenſibly can be preſented before our eyes, to ſhew us the truth of our miſeries, then this of our ſelves? From Earth is our pro­duction, and the ſame ſerves us with nouriſhment, and for ſe­pulture alſo, as if aſhamed the Sun ſhould afford his light to out wretchedneſſe.
Make we then every day Fu­nerall proceſſions, or at leaſt viſit in meditation every hour our Tomb, as the place where our bodies muſt take ſo long abode. Celebrate we our ſelves our own Funerals, The thought of our end is a ſoveraign remedy againſt our paſ­ſions. and invite to our exe­quies Ambition, Avarice, Pride, Choller, Luxury, Gluttony, and all the other Paſſions, where with we may be attainted, to the end to be Conquerours, even by our own proper defeat: For when a Man yeelds to the Meditation of [Page] Death, then reaſon commands ſenſe; All obey to this apprehen­ſion of frailty, and feebleneſſe. Pleaſures by little and little a­bandon us, the ſweets of life ſeem ſowr, and we can find no other quiet, but in the hope of that, which Truth it ſelf hath promiſed us, after ſo much trou­ble.
Proud Spirits: be ye Spectators of this Funeral Pomp, which this great Monarch celebrates to day: He in­vites the Heaven and the Earth to his Exequies, ſince in their view he accompanies his pourtray­ed Skeleton unto the Tomb: his Body conducts thither its ſhadow, the originall the painted figure in attendance, till a Metamorphoſis be made both of one and t'other. O glorious action! where the Li­ving takes a pride to appear Dead, as dying already by his own choice, as well as neceſſity. O glorious action! where the Trium­pher takes a glory in the appear­ance of his overthrow. O glorious action! where all the honour [Page]depends upon the contempt of the worlds honour. O glorious action! where Garlands of Cypreſſe diſpute the preheminence with Laurell and Palme. O glorious action! where the Conquerour under-going the Laws of Nature, elevates himſelf above it, making his puiſſance to be admired, in his voluntary weakneſſe. But I engage my ſelf too far in't.
Herodotus remarks, that the Queen Semiramis made her Se­pulcher be erected upon the en­trances of the principall Gate of theBaby­lon. City, to the end, that this ſad object of wretchedneſſe might ſerve for a Schoole-maſter to paſ­ſengers, to teach them the Art, to know themſelves. O bleſſed Leſſon is that, which the Tombs can af­foord us. O gracions Science is that, which they inſtruct us!
Strabo teſtifies,No better Schoole then the Church­yard. that the Per­ſians made Pipes of dead-mens bones, which they uſed at Fe­ſtivals; to the end, that the ſad harmony which iſſued thence, might temper the exceſſe of joy. [Page]But may not we ſay our Lungs to be to us ſuch kind of Whiſtles, and that our dolorus ſighs, which produce thence the harmony, are capable to moderate the violence of our contentments? A ſtrange thing it is, that all the animated objects, which are affected by our ſenſes, bear the image of Death, and yet we never think but of Life. Let our eyes but fair­ly turn their regards on all ſides, All that lives, they may ſee dies; and what ha's no life, paſſes away before 'em. Our eares are tick­led with the ſweet harmony of Voices, or Inſtruments, or Ta­bors, or Trumpets: But theſe ſonnds are but Organs ſpirited with blaſts, whoſe borrowed wind is loſt, when the motion ceaſeth; and there behold the Faile of their life. And for Inſtruments, The ob­jest of our no­thingneſſe ha's a grace and allure­ment ca­pable to raviſh the beſt ſpirits.'tis true they warble delightfully, yet their melody is often dolefull to the mind, when it conſiders that it proceeds from certain guts of dead beaſts, which Art hath ſo contrived. Tabors being [Page]of the ſame nature, muſt alſo neceſſary produce the ſame ef­fects and Trumpets alſo do but ſob in our ears, ſince their clangor is forced onely by the violence of a blaſt of ſighs: Our Taſte cannot ſatiate the hunger of its appetite, but with dead and breathleſſe things: and all our other ſenſes are ſubject to the ſame neceſſity. Inſomuch,Death is ever pre­ſent, and at hand, to our heart, but ſtill ab­ſent from our: me­mory. that Death environs us on all ſides, though we be al­ways her own, and yet we never think on't, but in extremities: as if we were onely to learn at the laſt inſtant, that we are Mortall, and the hard experience which we make on't, were the onely Leſſon, which by Nature is given us.
LORD render me capable, if it pleaſe thee, of this Science, which may effectually teach me the Art, to know my ſelf; to the end, that this knowledge may repreſent to me alwayes the reality of my wretchedneſſe. Make me that I may ſee my ſelf, may underſtand and feel my ſelf to die every mo­ment: but ſo, that I may ſee it with [Page]the eyes of my heart, perceive it with the eyes of my ſoul, and feel it, by the ſenſe of my conſcience, therein to find my repoſe and ſafety. I know well, that Nature mourns unceſſantly the death of its works, which are devoured every hourby time; and though no where thus can I ſee but Sadneſſe it ſelf, yet ne'retheleſſe remain I inſenſible of the horrour of theſe objects; and though they be terrible, my ſpi­rit not is afrighted. Render me therefore, if it pleaſe thee, render me fearfull, and make me even to tremble in thinking of it, ſince the thought of it is ſo important, ſuffer me not to live a kind of Death, without meditating of that life which is exempt from Death, and whereof Eternity is the Limit. All my votes do termi­nate at this, and all my wiſhes, which I addreſſe to thy bounty, that I may one day ſee the ef­fects of my hopes. Let us ad­vance on our firſt propoſition.
O how celebrious, and glorious is the Triumph over our ſelves! Let [Page]us leave the Laurels,A Mnn hath no greater enemy than him­ſelfe, and Palmes to thoſe famous Conquerours of Sea and Land. Their Crownes are now metamorphoſed into duſt, their renowne into wind, them­ſelves into corruption, and for a ſurpluſage of miſhap after the con­queſt of the whole World, they die in the miſeries, whereunto they were born.
Cyrus could not bound his am­bition leſſe, than to the vaſt ex­tention of the Univerſe; and yet aTomyris ſimple woman onely preſcrib'd him an allay, and placed his head in the range of his owne Trophies, Arthomides plaies Iupiter upon Earth, his pourtraict is the onely Idoll of his ſubjects:There is nothing more vain, than Vaine­glory: tis a body without ſoule or life, ha­ving no ſubſiſt­ance, but in imagi­nation. and yet one turne of the wheele caſts him a ſacrifice upon the ſame altar, which he had erected to his glory his life gliſtering with triumphs, but his death in ſuch a ruine, clou­ded even the memory of his name All thoſe ſtately Triumphers, of whom Antiquity trumpets-out wonders, have had no other re­compence of their labours, but [Page]this vain conceipt, that one day men would talke of them. But what felicity is it to be praiſed in this world, to which they are dead, and tormented in the other, wher­in they live even yet, and ever. I care very little, that men ſhould talke of me after my Death, the eſteem of men is of ſo ſmall importance, that I would not buy it ſo deare, as with a wiſh onely. It behooves to ſearch reputation in the puritie of the conſcience, if a man would have the glory of it laſt for ever. The renown of a good man is much greater, than that of Caeſar or A­lexander; for this hath no other foundation, than the ſoyle where it was ſowed, and where the goodlieſt things diſplay them­ſelves like flowers, and like flow­ers alſo have but a morning-flouriſh: But the other having for a firme ſtay Eternitie, The re­nown of a good man one­ly lasts alwaies. this object enno­bleth it to perfection, and thus deſiring nothing elſe but heaven, it remaines to us at the end for recompence.
Blondus in his Treatiſe of Rome, [Page]in its triumphant glory, reckons up three hundred and twenty tri­umphs, all remarkable: but where are now theſe pompes, theſe mag­nificences, this infinite number of Trophies, and a thouſand other ornaments, which ratled out their glory. Where are I ſay theſe con­querours? where are their ſlaves? their Idolaters, their admirers? Theſe pomps have but flaſh't like lightning, and ſo paſſed away with the day, that accompanied their luſtre. Theſe mngnificences have been but ſeen;It is ſome comfort yet to a wiſe man though himſelfe fade away, to ſee that all things elſe do ſo too. and ſo took their paſſage in flight. Theſe trophies being onely bravadoes of the time, times inconſtancy made them va­niſh in an inſtant, and all thoſe o­ther ornaments made but oſtenta­tion of their continuall viciſſitude, as being an inſeparable accident of their nature. Theſe vanquiſhers onely had the name on't, ſince Death led them away alſo in tri­umph, for all their triumphings. Their captives were rather ſlaves of the miſeries whereunto they were born, than ſo by the abſolute [Page]power of him who captived them. Their idolaters have been im­molated to the fury of years, which ſpare none; and their ad­mirerers have incurred the ſame fate with the ſubject, which they admired: Inſomuch, that of all together, remains nothing but a faint remembrance, which as it waxeth old, is effac't by little and little out of memory, and ſcarcely will it ſubſiſt ſo much in the imagination, as to be in the end buried among fables.Since Eternity onely tri­umphs over Time, we ſhould only ſtrive to attain that. Behold here the Anatomy of the glory of the world, ſee the true portraict of its falſe Image. Con­template, meditate, you will avouch with me, that All is full of va­nity.
O how ſtately and magnifi­cent is the Triumph of Ages! what trophies may a man ſee at their ever-rowling Chariot! what Conquerours are not in the num­ber of their ſubjection? what ſoveraign power can reſiſt their violence? what newer Triumph  [...]en this of years? Who can give [Page]in account the number of their victories, and leſſe the captives which Death ſerves in for their trophies? What newer triumph again evermore then of moneths, of days, of hours, & moments? For conſider to your ſelf, how many Kings, Princes, and Lords, die in one age in all the places of the world. All theſe vanquiſhers are vanquiſht, and led in triumph to the grave. Every Year makes its conqueſt apart, gives battell, and carries away the victory over ſo many,A righte­ous man onely ſtands exempt  [...] from the terror of death. and ſo many men, that hardly can one conceive ſo la­mentable a truth; Months, Days, Hours, and Moments, triumph in their courſes; who can num­ber all thoſe who died yeſterday out-right, or are dead to day? Nay more, how many die at this hour, and at this very inſtant, that I entertain you with this diſ­courſe. And all theſe defeats of mortality mark out to us the Tri­umphs, whereof time onely bears away the glory: But let us not pretend to ſhare in't, 'tis not wor­thy [Page]our Ambition. Let Ages, A good conſci­ence is ever un­der ſhelter from all the in­conſtant tempests of Age. Years, Moneths, Days, Hours, and Moments, triumph over us: Ver­tue always limits their puiſſance, and with it we may preſcribe a bound to all theſe Triumphants. Fair leave may they take to rui­nate out-ward beauty, but that of innocence is of proof 'gainſt all their ſtrokes. Well may they impair outward graces; but thoſe of heaven contemn their aſſaults. No doubt they may change the viſage of all the marvels of Art, and miracles of Nature: Our Reſolution is a rock in midſt of all their ſtorms, and may remain alwayes it ſelf without under­going other rules then its own. So that thus we may lead Time it ſelf along in triumph, if we live for nothing more then for Eternity.
I ſcorn the Tyranny of Ages,He which lives for eiernity, dreads no death. my aim is beyond 'em all. I deſpiſe the power of years, my Ambition raigns already out of their reach. Let Months, Days, Hours, and Moments, entrail all things a­long [Page]with them; I for my part, franchiſe their carreere, ſince my ſcope is much more farther yet. Let them triumph fully, my very defeat ſhall lead them in tri­umph at the end of their term, for the eternity whither I aſpire, al­ready aſſigns out their tomb. Let us ſtay no longer in ſo cragged a way.
The Emperour Trajan cauſed his Sepulcher to be enfram'd in the midſt of Rome's greateſt place, as upon a ſtately Theater, on which his ſucceſſors were to act their parts. Every man dies for himſelf;Serius aut citius metam propera­mus ad u­nam. ſooner or later we muſt arrive to the place, to which un­ceſſantly we walk. Be it to morrow, or to day, at the end of the term all is equall. Nor old nor yong can mark the difference in their courſe, being arrived to the end of their carreere, for a hundred Ages when paſt, and one inſtant make but the ſame thing. 'Tis onely neceſſary to muze of our laſt giſt in the grave, ſince thither we run till we are out of breath, from moment to moment.
[Page]
The Trojans would have the burying-places of their Princes to be in the moſt remarkable places of the City,Places of buriall are ſad Theaters, where every day are acted none but Tragedies to the end, that this ſad object might ſerve as a fixt Memento to remembrance them, that the Tragedy, which had been acted by theſe yeſterday, might again be repreſented by ſome other to day.
The Philoſophers know that objects move the faculties, and that according to the quality of their impreſſions, they work upon the ſpirits, which contemplate them. Let us ſay now, that of all the direfull objects, which are preſented to our eyes, there is none more powerfull over our apprehenſions, then this of the Meditation of Death, and the hor­rour of the grave. The moſt couragious yeeld themſelves to theſe aſſaults, the moſt valiant reſiſt not their violences. All droop at approach of an enemy ſo redoubtable. But our defeat, it rightly carried, is more glori­ous then our Triumph. What [Page]ſucceſſe is this, by being over­come, to bear away the crown of victory? ſuch ſubmiſſion is a mark of Soveraignty.
Petrus Gregorius tells us of the Emperour Charls the fifth,If the meditati­on of death make not a ſinner change his life, nothing will do it. that he cauſed his winding head-kercher to be carried before him for a ſtandard in all his Armies, ſix years before he died, to the end, that the continuall object of his greatneſſe, might not be too powerfull to tempt him to miſ­conceive himſelf.
We do the ſame every day, without thinking on it, for our ſhirts are in a manner as ſo many winding ſheets, which we carry always with us in all places where we go: But if this ſad object be not enough to moderate our am­bition, and rebate our vanity, this voluntary is inſeparable from pain, we muſt needs undergo the Law,'Tis beſt to let Death be welcome. to us, ſince 'tis inevitable which we impoſe upon our ſelves.
LORD ſuffer me not, if it pleaſe thee, ſo far to miſtake my ſelf, as never to come to the point [Page]of meditating of this bleſſed De­cree, which thou haſt impoſed on me, to die one day. But illu­minate my ſpirit with the light of thy grace, which may ſtead me as a Pharos, to ſhew me the haven of the grave, where the ſhip of my life muſt put aſhore. Make me alſo, if it pleaſe thee, to be ignorant of all things elſe, but the knowledge to live well, that I may alſo dye ſo; and thus, let the miſeries which accompa­ny me, the miſhaps that follow me, and all the other afflictions which thy goodneſſe hath ſub­jected me to, be the ordinay ob­jects of my thoughts, to the end, that I ſtray not from the way of my ſalvation. And now have I no other paſſion, but to ſee the effects of theſe prayers. Let us go to the end.
Thoſe that have averred, that the world is to us an hoſtile Ar­my, compoſed of ſo many Soul­diers as there are objects in na­ture, capable to agitate the power of our paſſions, had very [Page]good reaſons to defend the truth of their Theſis. Theſe objects of it make war againſt us conti­nually, with all the aſſaults, in­ventions, and ſtratagems of a cruel enemy. Beauty, that aſſaults our ſouls, by the way of our eyes, with as much cunning as force; for at firſt view, it amuſeth the Sence with admiration, by a ſlight of complacence, to which its ſweets and allurements inſenſibly engage it. Afterwards the Sen­ſus Communis, receiving the fair Species of the Idea of this fair ene­my, preſents them to the Fancy, the Fancy to the Ʋnderſtanding, which after it hath examined them according to its capacity, offers them to the Will, which by a natural apprehenſion finds it ſelf obliged to love the ſubject from whence theſe amiables do pro­ceed. And now then it is the Cue of Reaſon, either to con­demn or authorize this love; but moſt often that becomes charm­ed it ſelf, and we vanquiſh't. Not that Reaſon is not ſufficient­ly [Page]ſtrong and powerful,Our paſ­ſions are the flat­teringest enemies of the world, for they aſſault us with thoſe ſemblant ſatisfa­ctions to us, as may ſeem moſt a­greeable; and thus they are most  [...]o be feared. but whereas its force and vertue de­pends meerly upon grace, the contempt which ordinarily it makes of this, renders both alike unprofitable. This is that which obliges us in all theſe conflicts, to implore the help of heaven, ra­ther then to truſt upon our ſtrengths, and evermore to have a jealous eye to this our ſubtile enemy, which yet can never get other advantage upon us, then that which our wretchleſneſs ſuf­fers it to acquire.
The very faireſt objects of the world,We can­not juſtly complain of our de­feat, ſince it is vo­luntary. may well inforce admi­ration, but not love, ſince love cannot be formed in our hearts, but by a powerful reflexion of the amiable qualities which are found in the ſubject, and in this it is neceſſary, that the underſtand­ing do operate, and the will con­ſent. And this cannot be done without a free deliberation, which we abſolutely authorize. Inſomuch, that we cannot be o­vercome, if we ruſh not into it [Page]with deſire of our own over­throw. And this not ſo neither, as if there were no trouble in the reſiſtance; but rather it is a way to acquire much more glory in the victory over beateous objects, by the power of reaſon. which is more troubleſome and difficult, then that which one gets over an enemy by force of armes. But the honour alſo ſurpaſſeth always the difficulty,The re­wards which God hath prepared after all our trou­bles, do infinitely ſurpaſs our de­ſerts. and what pain ſoever a man can poſſibly take, the prize and crown at laſt can admit of no compariſon.
We muſt then bravely com­bate thoſe proud beauties, which make publick profeſſion to en­chain our hearts in irons, and put our ſouls upon the rack, and let them ſee, to their confuſion, that the natural Magick of their charmes is to us a new Art of Lo­gick, which informes us to make Arguments, both to give for granted their power, and yet deſtroy their force. Fair leave have they to expoſe to view their blandiſhments, and graces: the [Page]light of Reaſon produceth a live­lyer Day, whoſe luſter duskes the midday-ſplendour; for by the aid of this light a man may ſee, that all their quaintneſſes are but dawbings, their delicacies but ar­tifice, and their attractives but onely compoſed by diſtillatories. And how can one Idolatrize them then, after meditational preſentment of theſe verities? Behold the onely means to pre­ſcribe a rule over theſe Sove­raigns, who would impoſe it on the whole world.He com­mands beſt, that can obey reaſon. Not that this kind of combate requires force of courage, but rather of prudence, after firſt a miſpriſe of them to fly away, and not to put the vi­ctory into hazard.
There are yet other enemies, which render themſelves as re­doutable as the former, ſuch are Ambition, riches, &c. what means is there to reſiſt them, or to ſpeak better, to vanquiſh them? they have no leſs allurements, and ſweets, then the beauties afore­ſpoken of, and though the force [Page]of them be different, they ceaſe not nevertheleſs, to excite and move the paſſions with all ſort of violence.
Ambition ha's its particular de­licacies, and charmes, to raviſh mens hearts, and ſoveraignize, over their ſouls; and I beleeve, that its Empire extends it ſelf far beyond that of Love: for all the world is not capable of this latter paſſion, but of the other every man has a ſmatch from that de­fect, from our original, where with a man is tainted.Vanity is bred and born with us, but it is in our choiſe, whether to let it ever keep us com­pany. And this paſ­ſion is ſo much the more to be ſeared, as it is natural, and grow­ing up with us in meaſure as we grow our ſelves. The means to vanquiſh it, is to ſtudy to know ones-ſelf, and thus plainly to ſee the frailty of our foundation.
What Ambition can a man have, that knowes the number of the greateſt part of the miſeries and miſhaps which accompany his life! To what can he pre­tend, being not able to diſpoſe of one onely moment? Nay, [Page]what can he wiſh for beyond himſelf, ſince for any long time together,It is the beſt My­ſtery of all hu­mane Trade, to learn to die daily, and in this Vo­cation they that are a­ctive ap­prentiſes, are Ma­ſters. he has not ſtrength e­nough to look down to his own feet? What high aim can he give his deſigns, ſince all his thoughts, his deſires, and hopes, have their limited ſcope beyond his power, as depending upon the Future, whereof he cannot diſ­poſe. All lyes then in this, to know our ſelves, that is, to con­ſider the certainties thus ſenſible, both of our defects & infirmities.
The Paſſion for Riches is al­wayes extreme, allowing no mo­derations in our hearts. It is a kind of hydropick malady, wherein thirſt increaſeth the more one drinks. A rich man of ten thouſand pounds a year, wiſheth thirty thouſand, and if perhaps he ſee the effects of his deſires, he ſoon conceives new ones, being never able to find con­tent in the enjoiment of the goods which he already poſſeſſeth.
That temperament of ſpirit, which Philoſophy teacheth us to [Page]live content in,The true knowledg of Vertae, would ſoon inſi­nuate its love. whatſomever con­dition a man is in, is a vertue ſo chaſt, that it ſuffers it ſelf to be poſſeſt by no body in this age, wherein we are; not that a man cannot enjoy it, but it is to be ſought in the purity of the con­ſcience, rather then in the world, where it is unknown but onely barely in name.
This greedy paſſion of heap­ing treaſure upon treaſure, is ſo proper to our criminal and cor­rupt nature, that a man cannot guard himſelf from it, without a ſpecial help from Heaven. Since that robbery, which our firſt Pa­rents made in the terreſtrial Para­diſe, all our thoughts and hopes are ſo thieviſh, that they would rob the future of thoſe goods, which we wiſh for then, making no eſteem of thoſe which wee already poſſeſs; our hearts ſigh unceſſantly with impatience, in at­tendance of a new acquiſt. What remedy now is there to cure ſo contagious a malady, whoſe in­ſenſible dolour makes us often [Page]contemn a remedy?Poverty of ſpirit is the greatest riches. what means I ſay, to triumph over a paſſion ſo ſtrong and puiſſant, and to which our nature it ſelf lends a hand? It is certainly an action of ſtudy, where reaſon with time muſt get the advantage. It is neceſſary to conſider every time that this deſire to amaſs riches, doth preſs and force us; what ſhall we do with all theſe trea­ſures, after we have heapt them up? To leave them to our heirs, it is to make them rich with our own loſs, which they too perhaps will laugh at, in the poſſeſſion. It is, I ſay, to damn our ſelves for others profit, as if we had never lived for our ſelves. To carry them into the grave with us, is to have laboured for formes; what ſhall then become on them? We muſt of neceſſity leave 'embehind.It is the beſt pro­vidence in this world, to lay up treaſures for the other. O cruel neceſſity! but yet moſt ſweet and pleaſing in its continual meditation, ſince it teaches us to under-value all that may be loſt.
There are a great number of other Paſſions, which may maſter [Page]us with the ſame violence, accor­ding to the diſpoſition of the pre­dominating humour which poſ­ſeſſeth us; ſuch are Choler, Envy, Detraction, &c. but with the on­ly force of Reaſon, aſſiſted with the uſual grace, which concurs in all good actions, we may eaſi­ly be able to triumph over them.
We read of Pyrander King of Egypt, that being one day in choler againſt one of his ſlaves, he heard a clap of thunder ſo ter­rible, that he became ſuddenly quite appeaſed; as if he had had this thought, that the gods were angry with his fury, ſince they cla­moured louder then he. Let us have often the ſame thoughts, but with more truth and illumi­nation, every time that this blind paſſion would exerciſe over us its tyranny. My meaning is, that in the violenteſt heat of our cho­ler, we lend an ear of imagina­tion to the noiſe of the thunder of divine Juſtice, that thus we may be appeaſed at the ſame [Page]time,It is a good me­thed, first to fear God, then to love him. for what ground have we to be armed with fury, againſt our neighbours, when heaven is anima­ted with juſt vengeance againſt our ſelves?
The Paſſion of Envy as black as hell, and the moſt criminal of all together proceeds from an in­venomed miſchievouſneſs, to which nature contributes nothing at all. It is a devilliſh paſſion,Envious men are moſt their own enemies, and rob them­ſelves of their own quiet. whoſe fury and rage keeps the ſoul in fetters, and whoſe thieviſh jealouſy robs away the goods of others in a hounding after them, and yet poſſeſſes none of them. What means is there then to vanquiſh this untameable vice? No other but this, to conſider the Juſtice of that adorable Providence which imparts never its favours and graces, but with weight and meaſure. God cannot do but juſtly, ſince his Juſtice is no other then himſelf. Then if this man have 10000 pounds a year, and I but a 100, whereof can I complain? ſhall I doubt the reaſon from Reaſon it ſelf? ſhall I accuſe [Page]Juſtice of injuſtice? To take for granted that the Soveraign of all does what he will, and the Al­mighty what he pleaſeth, I will alwayes relye to that ballance which God bears in his hand, and by which himſelf weigheth his actions to the poize of his will, and conſequently to the meaſure of his Juſtice. What objection can be made againſt this truth?
Envious Maligner, The en­vious man is nover is health, tortured with the Hectick Feaver of this ever­burning paſsion. adore that, which thou canſt not comprehend, and then inſtead of pining for the good, which thou enjoieſt not; give thanks to Heaven for thoſe which thou poſſeſſeſt, and how ſmall ſoever they be, they are ever great enough to amuze thee all thy life-long to the ſtudy of thankful acknowledgment.
The Paſſion of Detraction is eaſily overcome by a freſh conſi­deration of our own proper de­fects, for of all the Vices whereof we accuſe one another, our hearts may convince us. If I call a man thief, am not I a greater thief then he, ſince againſt the Lawes of [Page]charity, I rob him of his honour by this injury? Suppoſe he be a falſe villain, yet in calling him by this name, I betray the ſe­cret, which his fault ſhould in cha­rity impoſe upon me. But if he be nothing ſo;It is more impor­tant to learn to bold ones peace, then to hold up the talk. loe I my ſelf am now a Traytor both at once of his reputation, and mine own conſcience. There is no fault more unpardonable, then this of Obloquie, and in regard that for a juſt expiation of the crime, it is fitting that the tongue which did the hurt, ſhould give the re­medy.
Thou Detractour, if thou canſt not moderate thy paſſion, ſpeak ill onely of thy ſelf, Study thine own vices, Meditate thine own faults, and Accuſe thy ſelf of them before Heaven, which is already witneſs of thy crimes; and by this way of reproching, thou ſhalt obtain one day to be praiſed eternally. Behold me now at the end of the Chapter.
After all theſe particular reme­dies with which a man may learn [Page]eaſily to reſiſt the tyranny of the Paſſions,He that often mu­zes of Death, will eve­ry day learn to live well. there is none more ſo­veraign then this of the Medita­tion of Death. All the reſt abbut at this onely, as the moſt autho­rized, by daily experience.
Great Kings, ſuffer your ſelves to be led in triumph by your own thoughts to the grave, and by the way conſider how your greatneſſes, your riches, your delights, and all the magnifi­cence of your Court, follow you ſtep by ſtep, being brought a­long by the ſame fate, whoſe ab­ſolute Tyranny ſpares none. And ſince you may dye every hour, think at the leaſt ſometimes of this truth, to the end that that hour of your lifes dyall ſurprize you not. Much good do it you to nouriſh up your ſelves deliciouſ­ly, yet all theſe Viands where with you repaſt your ſelves are empoiſo­ned, as containing in them theCalidi­tas, Frigidi­tas, Humidi­tas, Siccitas. four contrary qualities, whoſe diſcord puts into skirmiſh your humours, and this battel is an in­fallible preſage of your over­throw: [Page]well may you chaſe a­way Melancholy, by vertue of freſh pleaſures, theſe very content­ments cheat away your life, for though you think of nothing but how to paſs away the time, it paſſes ere you think on it, and Death comes before you have for­ſeen his arrival. Well may you cocker up your bodies, content your ſenſes, and ſatiate the appe­tite of your deſires:Pleaſures make us grow old as well is griefs. the Taper of your life has its limited courſe, as well as that of the day. Every man purſues his carreere, accor­ding to the inviolable Lawes of Heaven, which hath aſſigned them out at once, both the way,Fata vo­lentem ducunt, nolen­tem tra­hunt. and the bounds. Suffer Time to lead you by the hand to the Tomb, for fear he hale you thither. But in dying muze at leaſt of that Life, which never ſhall have end. All the felicities which you have poſſeſt, are vaniſhed with the flower of your age, and all thoſe which you will yet enjoy, will flye away with the reſt. What will remain with you then, at [Page]the laſt inſtant of your life,Thoſe pleaſures cost very dear, which are worth nothing but re­pentance. but an irkſome remembrance, to have taſted a thouſand pleaſures, which are paſt, and to have loſt ſo many means of having had others which would have laſted eter­nally. Disinveſt your ſelves then, for one hour every day, of all your greatneſs, and in the pre­ſence of your own ſelves, mean­ing in review of all your miſeries, and miſhaps, which are proper to you, confeſs the truth of your nullity, and of your corruption; by this ſearch you ſhall recover your ſelves, and by this confeſſion thus ſhall you Triumph over your ſelves.

A PROLUSION Ʋpon the EMBLEM of the laſt Chapter.
[Page]
VIewing the Ranges of a Librarie
Of Dead men's bones pil'd in a Coemitarie
Great Alexander finds Diogenes,
And thus they Dialogue.

Alex.Cynick, among theſe
Ruines of frail Mortality, what do'ſt look?

Diog.For that wherein I fear to he miſ­took,
I ſeek thy Father Philip's Scull among
This pell-mell undiſtinguiſhable Throng.

Alex.Let's ſee, which is it? ſhew me.

(Diog.)Sure 'tis that,
Whoſe noſe is bridge-faln.

Alex.Dead men's all are flat.

Diog.Why then 'tis that where ſhrowds per­petual night,
Cav'd in thoſe hollow eye-holes, void of ſight.

Alex.Still all are ſo,

Diog.Why 'tis yon' skinleſs brow,
Chap-faln, lip ſunk, with teeth-diſ­ranked row,
[Page]Yond' peeled ſcalp

Alex.Thus ſtill are all alike.

Diog.So ſhall both You and I. and let this ſtrike.
Thy knowledge Alexander, and Thy ſence,
'Twixt King and ſlave once Dead's no difference.

L'envoy.THere is no diff'rence,Mors ſceptra ligoni­bus ae­quat. Her.
 Death hath made
Equall the Scepter, and the Spade.
No dreader Majeſty is now
I'th' Royal Scalp, then Ruſtick brow.
Fair NEREƲS has no beateous grace,
More then Therſites' ugly face,
Now both are dead, odds there is none
Betwixt the fair'ſt, and fowleſt One.
Tell me among'ſt the hudled pile
Of Dead mens bones, which was ere while
The ſubtil'ſt Lawyer's, or the Dull
And Ignoramian Empty Skull?
Was yond' ſome valourous Samſons arm?
Or one that ne'er drew ſword for harm.
Or wink and tell me, which is which,
Irus the poor, or Croeſus, rich?
What are they now, who ſo much ſtood
On Riches, Honours, and high Blood?
Ther's now no Diff'rence, with the Dead
Diſtinctions all are buried,
Onely the Soul as Ill, or Well,
Is Differenc't or in Heaven, or Hell.

[Page]
Alexander, and Diogenes discourſing among th [...] Sepulchers of the Dead, the Cynick tells the Ki [...] That in the Graue, Monarchs and Meaner M [...] are all alike.


THE MIRROUR WHICH FLATTERS NOT.
CHAP. IV.
[Page]
[Page]
WHat a horrid ſpectacle is this? what a fright­ful object? See you not this great number of Dead Mens ſculls, which heaped one upon another, make a mountain of horrour, and affright, whoſe baleful, and contagious umbrage, inſenſibly invites our bodies on to the grave. What a victory is this over theſe? but what an in­humanity? what a defeat? but what a butchery? May we not ſay, that ſury and rage, have aſ­ſaſſinated, even Natures-ſelf, and that we now alone remain in the world, to celebrate its funerals by [Page]our lamentations, and regreets. Fathers, Mothers, Children, No­bles, Death is a ſevere Iudge, and par­dons none. and Plebeians, Kings, and their ſubjects are all pell-mell in this ſtacke of rotten wood, which Time like a covert, but burning fire conſumes by little and little, not able to ſuffer, that aſhes ſhould be exalted above duſt.
Proud Spirits, behold here the dreadful reverſe of the medall. All theſe ſad objects of mortality, and yet actively animated, with horrour and affright, by their own ſilence enjoin the ſame to you thus to amuze your Spirits in the contemplation of their deplorable ruines. If you be rich, See here thoſe, who have poſſeſſed the greateſt treaſures of the world, are not now worth the marrow of their own bones, whereof the worms have already ſhared the ſpoil. If you be happy; The greateſt ſavourities of for­tune, are reduced to the ſame noiſomneſs as you ſee the filth that enrounds them. If you be va­liant, Hector, and Achilles, are [Page]thus here overcome, behold the ſhamefull marks of their over­throw. If you be men of Science, Here lyes the moſt learned of the world. 'Tis the Epitaph on their tomb, Read it.
I grant more-over,Death may be contemn­ed, but not a­voided. you may be the greateſt Princes of the earth. An infinite number of your companions are buried un­der theſe corrupted ruins. Sup­poſe in fine, that your Sove­raignty did extend it ſelf over all the Empire of the world; A thou­ſand and a thouſand too of your ſemblables, have now nothing more their own, then that cor­ruption, which devours, even to the very bones.
Ambitious Heart, ſee here a Mirrour which flatters not, ſince it repreſents to the life the realty of thy miſeries. Well maiſt thou perhaps pretend the conqueſt of the Univerſe; even thoſe, who have born away that univerſall Crown, are now crowned, but with duſt, and aſhes.
Covetous wretch, behold the [Page]book of thy accounts,'Tis no wonder the Miſer ne're thinks of Death, his thoughts are onely taken up for this Life. calculate all that is due to thee, after pay­ment of thy debts: learn yet after all this, that thy ſoul is already morgaged to devils, thy body to worms, and thus, notwithſtand­ing all thy treaſures, there will not abide with thee one hair up­on thy head, one tooth in thy chops, nor one drop of blood in thy veynes, nor ne're ſo little marrow in thy bones, nay the very memory of thy being, would be extinguiſh't if thy crimes did not render it eternall, both here, and in the torments of hell.
Proud arrogant man, meaſure with thy briſtled brows,Pride is but like the noone­flouriſh of a flows or, which at Sunſet periſheth. the di­latation of the earth, Brave with thy menacing regards the hea­vens, and the ſtars. Theſe mole­hills of rottenneſſe, whereof thy carkaſſe is ſhap't, prepare toward the tomb of thy vanity.Seneca Epiſt. Quotidie morimur, quotidie enim de­mitur aliqua par, vitae. Theſe are the ſhades of Death inſepa­rable from thy body, ſince it dies every hour. If thou elevate thy ſelf to day, even to the clouds; to morrow thou ſhalt be debaſed [Page]to nothing. But if thou doubt of this truth, behold here a thou­ſand witneſſes which have made experience of it.
Luxurious Wanton, give thy body a prey to voluptuouſneſſe; deny nothing to thy pleaſures, but yet conſider the horrour, and dreadfuneſſe of that Metamorpho­ſis, when thy fleſh ſhall be turned to filth, and even that to worms, and thoſe ſtill to freſh ones, which ſhall devour even thy coffin, and ſo efface the very laſt marks of thy Sepulture.
How remarkable is the anſwer of Diogenes to Alexander? What art thou muſing on, Cynicke, ſays this Monarch to him one day, having found him in a Charnell­yard, I amuze my ſelf here (an­ſwers he) in ſearch of thy father Philips bones among this great number, which thou ſee'ſt; but my labour is in vain, for one dif­fers not from another.
Great Kings, the diſcuſſe of this anſwer, may ſerve you now as a freſh inſtruction, to inſinuate [Page]to you the knowledge of your ſelves. You walk in triumph to the Tomb, followed with all the train of your ordinary magnifi­cences: but by being arrived at this Port, blown thither with the continuall gale of your ſighs, your pomp vaniſheth away, your Royall Majeſty abandons you, your greatneſſe gives you the laſt A­dieu, and this your mortall fall equalls you now, to all that were below you. The dunghill of your body, hath no preeminence above others, unleſſe it be in a worſe degree of rottenneſſe, of being of a matter more diſpoſed to corruption: But if you doubt of this truth,Corrup­rio opti­mi peſ­ſima behold and contemplate the de­plorable eſtate, to which are re­duced your ſemblables. Their bald ſcalps have now no other Crown, then the circle of horrour, which environs them; their diſ­incarnated hands hold now no o­ther Scepter but a pile of worms, and all theſe wretchedneſſes to­gether, give them to ſee a ſtrange change, from what they were in [Page]all the glories of their Court. The ſeri­out medi­tation of his miſe­rable con­dition, 'tis capable to make any man wiſe. Theſe palpable and ſenſible ob­jects, are witneſſes not to be ex­cepted againſt. Let then your ſouls ſubmit to the experiment of your ſenſes.
But what a Prodigy of wonders here! do I not ſee, the great Army of Xerxes, reduced and metamorphoſed into a hand full of duſt? All that world of men in thoſe days, which with its um­bragious body, covered a great part of the earth, ſhades not ſo much as a foot on't with its pre­ſence. Be never weary of thinking of theſe important truths.
Seneca in the Tragedy of Her­cules brings in Alcmena, In Her­cule Oetaeo. Ecce, vix totam Hercules Comple­vit ur­nam, quam leve eſt pondus mihi, C [...] ­totus aether pondus incubuit leve? with grievous lamentation, bearing in an urn, the aſhes of that great Monſter-Tamer; And to this eſ­fect makes her ſpeak; Behold, how eaſily I carry him in my hand, who bore the Heavens upon his ſhoulders. The ſenſe of theſe words, ought to engage our ſpirits to a deep meditation upon the vanity of things, which ſeem to us moſt [Page]durable. All thoſe great Mo­narchs who ſought an immortali­ty in their victories and triumphs, have miſt that, and found Death at laſt, the enjoyment of their Crownes and ſplendours, being buried in the ſame Tomb with their bodies. See here then a new ſubject of aſtoniſhment.
The Mathematicians give this Axiome,The warld is a Game at Cheſse, where every of the Set ha [...]s his particular Name and Place de­ſigned: but the Game done, all the pieces are pellmel­l [...]d into the Bagg: and even ſo are all mortals into the grave. All lines drawn from the Center to the Circumference are equall, Kings and Princes, abate your haughtineſſe, your ſubjects march fellow-like with you to the Center of the grave. If life gave you preheminence; Death gives them now equality. There is now no place of affecta­tion, or range to be diſputed: the heap of your aſhes, and their duſt, make together but one hil­lock of mould whoſe infection is a horrour to me. I am now of hu­mour not to flatter you a whit.
We read of the Ethiopians, that they buried their Kings in a kind of Leſtall: and I conceive there­of no other reaſon, then accord­ing [Page]to the nature of the ſubject, they joyned by this actiotion, the ſhadow and the ſubſtance, the effect with the cauſe, the ſtream with its ſource; for what other thing are we then a maſſe of mire, dried and bak'd by the fire of life; but ſcattered again and diſ­ſolv'd by the Winter of Death; and in that laſt putrefaction, to which Death reduceth us, the filth of our bodies falls to the dirt of the earth, as to its center, for ſo being conceived incor­ruption, let us not think ſtrange to be buried in rottenneſſe.
Earth, duſt, and aſhes, 'Tis well men hide them­ſelves af­ter death in the Earth, or the enclo­ſure of Tombs, their ſulth and noy­ſomneſſe would elſe be too diſcovert. remain ſtill the ſame, be it in a veſſell of gold, or in a coffin of wood, or in a Mauſolean Tomb of marble. Great Kings, well may you cover your wretchedneſſe, with a magnifi­cent Sepulcher, they will for all this not altar condition, the noy­ſomeneſſe of your bones is never without the abhorment, and pu­trefaction proper to them. And if (ſuppoſe) their maſſe be re­duced into duſt, and the wind [Page]carry it away, the very wings of the wind are laden with rotten­neſſe, and can ſcatter nothing elſe in a thouſand places, where ere they fall. I will a little ſtrag­gle out of the way without looſing my aim.
Fabius Paulus reports, that upon the Tomb of Iſocrates, there was a Syren ſeated upon a Ram, and holding a Harp in her hand. And this gave to underſtand, This famons Orator charmed mens ſouls through their ears, by the ſound of his admirable eloquence. But whereas no me­lodious air was heard from the mute Harp of this Syren, it was required of the Spectators, How un­ſufferable is the va­nity of men, who even upon their Tombs, will have the diſ­play of their vain­glory. to take for granted in imagination, the harmony of her ſweet touches, as embleme of the ſweetneſſe of this great Orators voice: But Death impoſeth ſilence on both, and thus remained they a ſad ſight, both in object, and myſteries con­tained under; ſince now of theſe paſſages remains no more but a weak remembrance, and whereof [Page]Time by little and little, effaceth even the Ideas.
Johannes Baptiſta Fontanus relates that upon the Sepulcher of Q. Mar­tius there was 'graven a Ram ſup­ported upon the two fore-feet, & a Hare dead by its ſide. The Ram repreſented the generoſity of this great Captain in all combats, and the dead Hare, his vanquiſht ene­mies: But what honour now re­mains him after their defeat? This vanquiſher of an infinite number of miſerable wretches, is at the laſt overcome with his own mi­ſeries. Though Triumphant in a thouſand combats, one marble ſtone now contains all his trophies. and glory. O deplorable fate! to have but ſeven foot-earth, after conqueſt of the greateſt part of the earth.
Plutarch aſſures us, that upon the Tomb of Alexander, there was repreſented in Emblem Aſia, and Europe, appearing vanquiſht, and in the chains of their capti­vity, with this mot, which ſerved as a freſh Trophy, The victory of [Page]Alexander. O poor victory O ſorry triumph! for where are now its Laurels, and Palms? This great Monarch conquered the whole world, but being never able to conquer his ambition, This in the end, hath taken away all the glory, which it made him acquire. Great Princes, advance then on to the conqueſt of the Univerſe, The miſ­priſe of the world is more glorious then all its ho­nour but I advertiſe you one thing, All thoſe that are return­ed from the ſame action, have much repented themſelvs, to have taken ſo great pains for ſo ſmall a matter.Le jeu ne vant pas la chandelle The Game's not worth the Candle, as the Proverb. But if you love to Conquer, and triumph; your paſſions will fur­niſh you with ſuch ſubjects every hour. Let's once ſee the end of our carriere.
We read of Cyrus, that he cauſed to be engraven theſe words upon the ſtone of his Mo­nument, HERE LYES THE CONQƲEROƲR OF THE PERSIANS: But what exceſſe of miſhap could [Page]have reduced ſo great a Mo­narch to ſuch an exceſſe of wretchedneſſe, muſt it be ſaid? Here Lyes, of one that lately ſtood ſo triumphant? Would he have men admire his paſt glory in view of that vault, where he was enterred? would he have men adore the magnificences of his Life upon the ſame Altar, where Death exhibits him as a victim? Is not this a vanity more worthy of compaſſion, than envy?
The Hiſtory of the life of The­miſtocles was to be read upon the marble of his Sepulcher, but 'twas forgotten, there to depaint alſo the ſtory of his Death. Be­hold the high deeds of Themiſtocles, 'Tis but a poor ſa­tisfaction to have for re­compence of ſo much pains, but the eſten­tation of a glorious Sepul­cher. this was the inſcription. But to us it may be of importance to conſider, that although the wonders, which he had done, were onely graven upon the port of his Monument, yet for all that, they alſo made their entry into it, and followed the fate of their authour: ſo that now reſts no­thing of Themiſtocles, but Name, [Page]for of all that he hath done, the wind hath carried away the glo­ry, and the ſmall remembrance on't, which ſticks by us, is but a pourtraict of vanity.
There was repreſented upon the Tomb of Joſhua, the Sun with this inſcription. Sun ſtand thou ſtill upon Gibeon. Joſh. 10.12. True it is, the Sun ſtood ſtill in the mid'ſt of his carreere, to give full Tri­umph to this great Captain over his enemies: But after they were overthrown, this Planet jealous of his glory conducts him alſo to his grave, as not enduring to ſee any thing upon earth, as durable as it ſelf.There is no courſe ſwiſter, then that of Life to Death. So true it is, that all things here flit away, with the ſwiftneſs of a Torrent; though their flight to us ſeem much more ſlow.
The Epitaph, which ſomeSit fides penes Autho­rem. writings report us of Adam, has not ſo much ſplendour and magnificence, as the others. He is Dead, ſayes his Epitaph, ſpeaking onely of him. O ex­cellent Epitaph! Men ſhall ſay [Page]no more of you one day, Great Kings. Well may you with Q. Martius come off victorious from all combats, and enter in triumph into Cities with Alexander. Well may you cauſe to be inſculp't the Hiſtory of your Acts, upon the marble of your Sepulchers, like as Themiſtocles; & well may you Sub­poena the Sun for a witneſs of the reality of your triumphs, like Joſhuah: Yet for all this, men ſhall ſay no more of you, then was ſaid of ADAM, HE IS DEAD. They are dead, and there is all.
The Epitaph of David compo­ſed by ſome, from conſequence of Scripture, is worthy remark: Here lyes the invincible Monarch, who in his child-hood overcame Bears, in his adoleſcency Lions, in his youth Gyants, and in his age him­ſelf. Travellour envy not his repoſe, for thou art in the way to it thy ſelf. Theſe words are expreſs in a neer regard to the ſenſe of thoſe, which are couched in Scripture upon this ſubject, and I [Page]thereto can add no more then this diſcourſe of my aſtoniſhment, and rapture.
What! ſo great a Prince as David, favoured by heaven, and redoubted upon earth, and ſo endowed by Nature, ſhall he glympſe out a little but like a flaſh of lightning, and paſs away like a puffe of wind? where then ſhall a man find conſtancy and aſſurance?Incon­ſtancy is the onely founda­tion of created things. What can be the ſite and foundation of all theſe our new wonders of the world, whoſe beauty ſeems to conteſt for luſter with the very Sun? O LORD, to me it is a moſt agreeable conſolation, to ſee in my race to the tomb, how all things follow me. I am well apayd, that there is nothing here below durable, but thy Word alone, ſince this makes me hope for an Eter­nity, which ſhall never be ſubject to the inconſtancy of times. Let all things LORD change with me, and thus I love this change for in rowling along, from time to time toward the grave, I ſtill [Page]approach towards thee, and conſe­quently to my ſoveraign repoſe, and laſt ſelicity. Let us follow our firſt traces.
The firſt Epitaph which was was put upon Tombes, was that of the fair Rachel, as is partly remark't from Scripture, and Borchardus aſſures us it was a Py­ramide, which Jacob erected,Gen. 35.20. ſuſtained upon a dozen precious ſtones, with this inſcrip­tion, HERE LYES BEAƲTY AND LOVE.
Ladies, let your ſweetneſs and blandiſhments now change lan­guage, and let them tell us no more that you are fair, ſince Beauty is buried in the Tomb of the fair Rachel: But if you make bravado of your criſped hairs, whoſe gliſtering charms dazle the eyes, and captivate mens ſouls at once: Her bright locks diſ­perſed into a thouſand golden wreaths, had the power to en­chain mens hearts, and yet her [Page]vertue was to deſpiſe this power. But for all this,Ladies, if you be fair to day, there is a to­morrow when you ſhall not. notwithſtanding Nature was never able to exempt from rottenneſs this M [...]ſtris, or Maſter-piece of the works of her hands. Suppoſe that Majeſty it ſelf, has no better Mirrour then from the cleer reflections of your ivory fore-heads: Rachels was ſo perfect, that it is in vain to ſeek terms to expreſs its, accurate­neſs, and yet now it is nothing but aſhes, if ſo much.
Let your Eyes (ſuppoſe) be more cleer and beatiful then the Sun, able to make a rape upon mens liberties, and enamourate the ſterneſt hearts; thoſe of Rachel were ſo admirable and bewitching, that ſhe her ſelf re­doubted their force and power. Looking her ſelf in a Mirrour,All the tenures of bodily perfe­ctions are held of time, whoſe in­conſtancy ſteals a­way with them eve­ry mo­ment. her own eyes enflamed her, and of this pleaſing heat, ſhe appre­hended the influence, being her ſelf even tempted to deſire it: But for all this, thoſe two ſpark­ling wonders, quickned with Natures ſweeteſt, and moſt a­miable [Page]graces, are now no­thing but rottenneſs and corrup­tion.
Be your Cheeks half Lilyes, half Roſes, your lips Carnation-Gilly-flowers, your teeth Orient Pearl, your boſome pureſt Ala­baſter, and all theſe lovely parts enlivened with a ſpirit divine: fair Rachel poſſeſt all theſe perfe­ctions ſoveraignly, and more then ever you ſaw, or wiſht, as elevated above your know­ledg. But (O miſhap) ſhe herſelf, in whom all theſe rare beauties were united, and aſſembled, is now no more ought at all;Every thing fades ſooner in us, then vanity and ſin. or if ſhe be ſomewhat, it can be but a little duſt, and earth, and aſhes, which the worms keep poſſeſſion of in depoſite. O fearful metamorphoſis.
Ladies, will you yet preſume your ſelves fair, after you have thus now aſſiſted in imagina­tion and thought, to the fune­rals of Beauty it ſelf after you have read, I ſay, the Epitaph, which Truth it ſelf hath written [Page]upon her Sepulture. I grant you have a thouſand ſweets, and graces: yet now at leaſt confeſs ye, that theſe blandiſh­ments are but of ſo thin aerial worths, that the wind carries them away, as if they were compoſed of nought elſe; for ſcarcely have they birth, but you ſee them decay, and then the miſpriſe, that each one makes of them, renders them more capable to produce pitty then love.
It is remarked in the life of the happy Francis Borgia, of the Society of the Jeſuites, that being engaged in the world to ſeek a fortune, although the greatneſs of his birth, and me­rits, were of very great con­ſideration; the Emperour Charles the fifth committed to his charge the dead body of his dear Spouſe, to be conducted and carried to the Sepulcher of her anceſtouts, which he undertook, holding for an exceſs of ho­nour the commandement which [Page]he had received, and the par­ticular choiſe which his Ma­jeſty had made of his perſon. But then, when being arrived to the place, where were to be performed the laſt Exequies of this Princeſs, they were de­ſirous to viſit the corps, ac­cording to the ordinary for­malities accuſtomed to be pra­ctiſed in an action ſo impor­tant. Never was ſeen ſo much horrour, and diſmay,There is no object more af­frightful then mor­tal miſe­ry, but the daily habit of our ſad experien­ces, takes away the horrour. But O the worm of con­ſcience is to weak ſoules much more dreadful, then thoſe which de­vour the body. as upon overture of the Coffin, on the countenances of the Spectators. They look for the body of this Princeſs in his preſence, and it is not to be found, for none can know it; her viſage here­tofore full of blandiſhments, and all the graces, both of Ma­jeſty, and ſweetneſſe is now but a heap of filth, whereof the worm [...] in ſwarms, and ſtill encreafing, keep the Court of guard upon the putrefaction. And the reſt of her body is ſtill a freſh ſtock for theſe ver­mine, who have now already [Page]reaſonably welll ſatisfied their hunger with this prey.
Even thoſe that enwrapped this Princeſs in her winding lin­nen, dare not maintain 'twas ſhe, and he to whoſe care the body was depoſited, knowes not what to ſay, finding him­ſelf ſo confounded, and asto­niſhed with ſo ſuddain and af­frightful a Metamorphoſis, that he ſtreight reſolved at that in­ſtant, to quit the world, and deveſt himſelf of all his great­neſſes, ſince they are not able to exempt the body from cor­ruption.
Ladies, ſuffer your ſelves to be no more ſurpriſed by vanity, you ſee to what extremity of horrour and miſery, are re­duceable your allurements and charmes.All beauties but of vertue are ſtill changing. The greateſt Prin­ceſs of the world, and one of the faireſt as hath been, being now fallen from her Imperial Throne into the grave, not one of her attendants can retain any knowledge of her in ſo ſhort a [Page]ſpace. The worms having effa­ced the lineaments of her re­ſemblance, have inveloped it ſo deep into corruption, that no where is it to be found elſe being but Rottenneſs. Reader, render up thy ſelf to the hits of a Truth ſa ſenſible.
It is reported of Semiramis, that ſhe cauſed to be put upon her Tomb this Inſcription. The King that ſhall have need of mo­ney, ſhall find within this Se­pulcher as much as he would have in it. And ſometime after, King Darius tranſported with a violent paſſion of Avarice, cau­ſed this Sepulcher to be opened; but found within no other riches,  [...]hen of ſo much gold as was neceſſarily employed, in the engraving of theſe words. Co­vetous wretch, It is an inſolence to the priviled­ges of na­ture, to trouble the repoſe of the Dead. which comeſt to diſturbe the repoſe of the dead, ſatiate thy greedy paſſion upon the treaſure of my miſeries, ſince this object is powerful enough to make thee undervalue all the riches of the world.
[Page]
You that are Covetous, Enter often, at leaſt in Meditation, into Tombes; viſit to ſuch effect the Church-yards, and you ſhall find therein more riches then you wiſh for, conſidering the horrour of that rorten earth, wherein your ſemblables are enterred, you will reaſon without doubt thus;
To what purpoſe at laſt will ſtead me all the treaſures, which I amaſs up in my coffers, if the very richeſt of the world be but earth, and aſhes before my eyes? What ſhall I do at the hour of my death, with all the goods which I now poſſeſſe, if even my body be a prey deſtinated to worms and rottenneſſe?
LORD, I aime at nothing of this world, but that glory alone, which a man may acquire by the contempt of it, but as it is a glory, whereof the acquiſition depends of thy grace,All our hopes de­pend from grace, nothing from our ſelves more then my force; give me the Courage, if it peaſe thee, to ſurmount all the tempta­tions, which ſhall oppoſe them­ſelves againſt my deſign of Vi­ctory, [Page]to the end, that my vows may be heard, and my pains re­compenſed. I return to my ſelf.
When I conſider, that all the world together, is but as it were a Caemitary or Church-yard, wherein every hour of the day, ſome wretchedneſſe, or other, brings to the grave thoſe whom ſuch their miſerable condition hath deſtroyed, I have no more paſſionate deſire of life, ſince evils and troubles are proprieta­ries of it rather then we.He which meditates of ano­thers mans death, puts him­ſelf in mind of his own, ſince we are all ſlaves to to the ſame fate Who can keep account of the number of per­ſons, that expire at this very mo­ment, that I am now ſpeaking to you, or the different deaths, which terminate the courſe of their carreere? All is univerſally dreadfull, and yet we quake not, either in horrour, or aſtoniſh­ment.
A Walke into Church-yards, & Charnels, though it be ſad and melancholly, by reaſon of the dolefull objects there obvious, hath yet nevertheleſſe ſomething in it agreeable to content good [Page]ſouls, In many of the Church­yards of France, are thou­ſands of dead mens skuls and bones, pi­led up, as at S. In­nocents at Paris, S. Croix at Orle­ans, &c. Medita­tion upon the vani­ties of life is a piece of ſerious felicitie before death. in the contemplation of thoſe very objects, which they there finde. How often have I taken pleaſure to conſider a great number of Deadmens ſculls ar­ranged one in pile upon another with this conceit of the vanity, and arrogance, wherewith other­while they have been filled? Some have had no other care but of their Hair, employing the greateſt part of their time, either to frizle or to empouder them; and repreſent un­to your ſelves by the way, what recompence now betides them for all their pains. Others all full of ambition, had no other aims but at Coronall wreaths, conſider a little in this their miſery, the inju­ſtice of their pretentions.
I ha' remark't in ſequell how a little worm did gnaw the arm of ſome late Samſon, reducing thus all his force to an object of com­paſſion, and wretchedneſſe, ſince that arm heretofore ſo ſtrong, and dreadfull, had not now force enough to reſiſt a little worm. Reader muze often of theſe truths, [Page]and thou ſhalt finde therein more joy then ſadneſſe.
Typotius reports of Iohn Duke of Cleveland, that to teſtifie the frailty of our nature and the mi­ſeries of our condition, he had taken the Emblem of a Lilly, with this device.
Hodie hoc, cras nihil. Hodie Lilium, Cras Ni­hilum. It flour­iſhes to day, to morrow 'tis no­thing.
Great Kings, Even thoſe things which ſeem moſt durable, have in effest but a morn­ing prime like flowers. your life is like this Lily, it appears like this flower, at Sunriſe with glittering and pomp, but at noon its vivacity and luſtre begin to fade, and at the end of the day it vaniſheth away with it, and ſcarce its be­ing is remembred.
We read in Apianus of Pompy, that after he had triumphed o­ver three parts of the world, he carried nothing away with him to the grave, but theſe words, Hic ſitus eſt magnus Pompeius, Pompey is here buried with all his pomp.
O World, how poor art thou, ſince thou haſt but ſuch a thing [Page]of nought to give? O Fortune, how miſerable art thou, when thy favorites are expoſed to pub­lick view, as objects of compaſſi­on? Let him truſt in them who will, a man ſhall never be able to eſcape their tromperies, but by deſpiting their favours.
Here lyes Hannibal: Behold all the honour, which poſterity ren­dred to the memory of ſo great a Captain.Time is as inexio­nable. as Death, and nei­ther of them ſpare any. And Time, even jea­lous of the glory of his name, though not able to bury it in the Abyſſes of Oblivion, hath yet devoured the very marble of his Sepulcher. Are not theſe things truths worthy to raiſe aſtoniſh­ment?
'Tis remark't in Suetonius, of one of the Roman Emperours, that being now at laſt gaſpe, and as it were at a bay with Death, he cryed out in exceſſe of aſto­niſhment; Fui omnia, ſed ni­hil expedit: I have been all in all, but now it nothing helpeth me. I have taſted all the pleaſures of all the greatneſſe of the world, [Page]but the ſweetes are changed into ſowres, and onely their bitter diſguſt ſtayes with me.
Experiment all the delights of the Earth, Great Kings, the diſtaſt will ever at laſt onely remain to your mouths, and ſorrowes to your hearts, and if theſe do no good on you, a thouſand eternall puniſhments will poſſeſſe your ſouls. Repreſent to your ſelves, that all the felicities of Life, are of the ſame nature as that is, That decaies every moment, and they flit away without ceaſe.Content­ments. cauſe in their pri­vation as extreme diſcon­tents. The contentments which men receive here below, are like the pleaſures of the Chace, which are onely relliſh't running. I draw to an end.
Belon in his Monuments of the Kings of Egypt, ſayes, that they were enterred with ſuch a ſplen­dour of pomp and magnificence, that even thoſe who had diverſe times before been admirers of it, were for all that often in doubt, whether the people went to place the corps in the Throne again, [Page]rather then in their Sepulcher. O how ill to the eyes is the luſtre of this ſad kind of honour! For if vanity be inſupportable barely of it ſelf, theſe exceſſes of it, put the ſpirits upon the rack.
Diodorus Siculus, ſpeaking of the Tomb which Alexander cauſ­ed to be erected, for his favorite Epheſtion, aſſures that the mag­nificences, which were there to be admired, were beyond as well all value, as example, Marble, Braſſe, Gold, and Pearl, were pro­fuſely offered to moſt cunning Artiſans, to frame thereof ſuch works wherein ſadneſſe and com­paſſion, might be ſo naturally re­preſented, that they might affect the whole world with the like. Diamonds, Rubies, and all other precious ſtones, were there em­ployed, under the Image of a Sun, A Man ſhould never be angry with his hard' fates the de­crees on [...]t are invio­lable. Moon, and Stars. It ſeems this Monarch blinded with Love, thought to hold the Planets cap­tive in the glorious enchainments of thoſe fair Maſter-pieces, as if he would revenge himſelf of [Page] them for their maligne influences, which they had powred upon the head of his dear Epheſtion. But this conceit was vain, for the ſame ſtars, whoſe captivity he oſtented upon this Tomb, con­ducted him alſo by little and little to his grave.
The Romans tranſported with paſſion, to honour the memory of the Dictator Sylla, cauſed his ſtatue to be framed of a prodigious height, all compoſed of perfumes, and caſt it into the funerall pile, where his body, whereof this was alſo but a ſhadow, was to be burnt to aſhes: Being deſirous by this action, to give to underſtand, that as the odour of his ſtatue diſ­perſt it ſelf through all the City of Rome, the much more odori­ferous ſavour of his peculiar ver­tues would ſpred it ſelf through all the world. But to go to the rigour of the litterall ſenſe, it is credible, they had not caſt in this aromaticall ſtatue into the ſtack, but onely to temper the exceſſe of the ſtench of the body, [Page]which was to be conſumed with it. And I proceed to imagine beſide, that the odour of this ſtatue, the cinders of his body, and all the glory of the actions of Sylla, had all the ſame fate, ſince the winde triumph't over them altogether. Behold the reverſe of the Medall of Vanity,
'Tis remark't in the life of the Emperour Severus, by the report of DION, that he made to be ſet at the gate of his Palace an Ʋrne of marble, and as oſt as he went in or out, he was accuſtom­ed to ſay, laying his hand on it; Behold the Caſe that ſhall encloſe him, whom all the world could not contain.
Great Kings, have often the ſame thoughts in your ſouls, if you have not the like diſcourſes in your mouths, the ſmalleſt veſ­ſel of earth is too great for the aſhes of your bodies, which ſhall remain of them, after the worms have well fed on them: for the wretch­edneſſe of your human condition, reduceth you at laſt to ſo ſmall a [Page]thing, that you are nothing at all. But if I muſt give a name to thoſe grains of corrupted duſt, which are made of your deplorable re­mains,Man onely is conſidera­ble in reſpest of his noble actions. I ſhall call them the Idea's of a dream, ſince the memory of your being can paſſe for no other together with the time. Behold a freſh ſubject of entertain.
Some of our Ethnick Hiſtori­ans report to us, that the Troglo­dites buried their kindred and friends, with the tone of joyfull cries, and acclamations of mirth.
The Lothophagi caſt them into the Sea, chooſing rather to have them eaten of fiſhes in the water, then of worms in the earth.
The Scythians did cat the bo­dies of their friends, in ſign of amity, inſomuch that the living were the Sepulcher of the dead. The Hircanians caſt the bodies of of their kindred to the Dogges. The Maſſagetes expoſed them as a prey to all manner of ravenous beaſts.
The Lydians dryed them in the Sun, and after reduced them to [Page]powders, to the end the wind might carry them away.
Amongſt all the cuſtomes, which were practiſed amongſt theſe ſtrange Nations, I finde none more commendable then the firſt, of the Troglodites looking for no hell, they had good reaſon to celebrate the funerall of their friends and kindred, with laugh­ter and acclamations of cheer­fulneſſe, rather then with tears, and lamentations.
For though that Life be grant­ed us by divine favour,There is more con­tentment to die then to live, if we conſider the end, for which man was created. yet we enjoy it but as a puniſhment, ſince it is no other then a continuall correction of our continuall offences. Beſides the ſad accidents which accompany it inſeparably, even to the grave are ſo numerous, that a man may juſtly be very glad at the end of his journey,The body of Man being made of earth is ſubject to earth; but the ſoul holds one­ly of its ſoveraign Creator. to ſee himſelf diſcharged of ſo pon­derons a burthen. Not that I here condemn the tears, which we are accuſtomed to ſhed, at the death of our neareſt friends, for theſe are reſſentments of grief, [Page]whereof Nature authorizeth the firſt violences. But neither do I blame the vertue of thoſe ſpirits, who never diſcover alteration up­on any rencounter of the miſhaps, and miſeries of the world, how extreme ſoever they be.The li­ving are more to be bemo­ned then the dead, they be­ing ſtill ith' mid­d'ſt of this lifes tempeſt, but theſe are alrea­dy arri­ved to their Port. And what diſaſter is it to ſee dye, either our kindred or friends, ſince all the world together, and Nature it ſelf, can do nothing elſe. What reaſon then can a man have to call himſelf miſerable, for being deſtinated to celebrate the funerals of thoſe, whom he loves beſt, ſince the divine Providence, hath ſoveraignly eſtabliſhed this order, & ſince moreover in this carreere of Death, to which all the world ſpeeds, the Preſent on't, being not diſtinguiſh't but by Time, it will appear when all is come to the upſhot, that one hath lived as long as another, ſince all ages though different during their continuance, are equall then when they are paſt. Change we the diſcourſe
I advow once again, There is no remedy more ſoveraign to cure [Page]the paſſion of arrogance, then this of the conſideration of Caemitaries, and Tombs. The moſt vain­glorious and ambitious are forced to yield themſelves at the aſ­ſaults of theſe ſad objects. For a ſpirit never ſo brave and valou­rous,To what purpoſe is Courage against thoſe perils, which connot be avoided cannot but be aſtoniſh't, when he ſees at his feet the bones and duſt of an infinite number of perſons, who were as valiant as he, what thoughts can he have but of ſubmiſſion, and humility, conſidering that one part of him­ſelf is already reduced into duſt and filth? I ſay a part of himſelf, ſince he himſelf is but a piece of the ſame matter, which now ſerves him for object, and to the ſame laſt point will be extended one day the line of his life.
When Virgil tells us of the fate of Priam, Aencid. lib. 2. Jacet in­gens li­tore truncus Avulſum que humeris caput, & ſine nomine corpus. he brings in Aeneas aſtoniſh'c at it, that ſo great a Monarch ſhould leave to poſteri­ty no other Monument of his greatneſſe, but a Tronck of fleſh, a head ſeparated from the ſhoul­ders and a carkaſſe, without name: or ſhape.
[Page]
Great Kings, He which makes himſelf rightly ſenſible of his miſeries is partly in way to be exem­pted from their ty­ranny. This truth is a Mirrour which flatters not. Gaze here often in theſe meditations, and you will ſurely at length conſider, that All is full of vanity, and that this glory of the world, whereof you are ſo ſtrongly I do­laters, is but a Phantaſie, and Chimera, to which your imagi­nations give that beauty, which charms you, and that delicacy, which raviſhes you. What think you is it, to be the greateſt of the world? 'Tis an honour, whereof miſery and inconſtancy are the foundations, for all the felicities which can arrive us, are of the ſame nature as we are, and con­ſequently, as miſerable as our condition, and as changing. This Earth whereon you live, is the lodging of the dead, what eternity believe you to find in it? Eternity of honours, riches, and content­ments? there was never any but in imagination, and this Idea, which we have of them, is but a reflection from the lightning of Truth, wherewith heaven illu­minates [Page] noble ſouls, There is nothing eternall in this world but this ſcope of truth thus to guide them to the ſearch of the true ſource of all, by the aide of theſe ſmall rivolets. It is time to finiſh this work.
I have made appear to you in the firſt Chapter, the particular ſtudy which a man ought to take, Seneca. to come to theHoc jubet illa Pythicis oraculis adſcripta vox. Noſce Te. Knowledge of himſelf, wherein lyes the accom­pliſhment of perfection. And herein the precept is, The Conſi­deration of the miſeries, which are deſtinated to our Nature, as be­ing ſo many objects capable enough, to force up the power of our reaſon, to give credence to the reſentments of frailty, which are proper to us. But this is not all to be meerely ſenſible of our wretchedneſſe. Serious Conſide­ration muſt often renew the Ideas of them in our ſouls, more then the hard experience of them. And this to the end, that vanity, to which we are too incident,He that ſearches into him­ſelf ſhall not looſe his labour may not ſurprize us, during the inter­vals of a meditation, ſo impor­tant. We muſt often dive into [Page]our ſelves, and ſeek in the truth of our nothingneſſe, ſome light to make us thus to know our ſelves. Afterwards making a riſe a little higher, it is neceſſary to conſider the End, for which we were crea­ated, and in this conſideration to employ all the powers of the ſe­verall faculties of our ſouls, to the generous deſign of getting poſ­ſeſſion of that glory. Behold the Corollary of my firſt Argument, or Chapter.
The ſecond inſtructs us a new means, to reſiſt powerfully the hits of the vanities of the world, from the example of the wretch­ednes ofSala­diae. of one of the greateſt Mo­narchs of the world. Fortune had refuſed him nothing, becauſe ſhe meant to take all from him,Poverty and Riches depend upon opi­nion, and a noble ſoul is above his fortune in what condition ſoever he be. for in the height of his glory he finds himſelf reduced to the poorneſſe of his ſhirt onely, which is all he carries with him into the grave. And this makes us ſenſibly per­ceive that the greatneſſes of the earth are Goods, as good as e­ſtranged from human nature, [Page]ſince in this mortall and periſhing condition we can onely poſſeſſe their uſance, and the term of this poſſeſſion is of ſo ſhort endurance that we ſee as ſoon the end as the beginning. Reader repreſent unto thy ſelf, how thou ſhalt be dealt with at thy death, both by Fortune and the world, Et quae veneraris, & quae deſpicis unus ex­aequabit cinis. Sen. ſince the Minion of this blind Goddeſſe, and the greateſt of the Univerſe is expoſed all naked in his ſhirt in ſight of all his ſubjects to be given in prey to the worms, as well as the moſt mi­ſerable of the Earth.
The Third Chapter, where Life leads Death in Triumph teaches us the Art to vanquiſh this untamable, The hor­rour of Death, is purely in the we ak­neſſe of imagina­tion. by conſidering its weakneſſe: for in effect, if Death be but a privation, 'tis to be de­prived of reaſon and judgement, to give it a being, ſince it cannot ſubſiſt but in our impaired ima­ginations. The fantaſme of an Idea is it, whoſe very form is immateriall, as having no other ſubſiſtence, I ſay but that which the weakneſſe of our ſpirit gives [Page]it. And again, to come to the moſt important point; Let this be the cloſe of the recapitulation, Sen. that you may have means not to ſtand in fear on't;Incer­tum eſt, quo te loco mors expectet: itaque tu illam om i loco ex­pecta. Muze on it alwayes, looke for it in all places, and over­coming your ſelves, you ſhall triumph over it. Never did an un­blemiſht life fear Death.
The laſt Chapter, where the ob­ject of Caemiteries, and Sepulchers, is laid before your eyes, may now again ſerve for the lact touch, ſince it is a Theater, where you muſt play the Tragedy of your lives. All this great number of Actors, Hodie mihi Cras tibi. Think on that, Rea­der, it may be thy turn to mor­row. whoſe bones and aſhes you ſee there, have every one plaid their part, and it may be, that the hour will ſoon Knell, that you muſt act yours. Reader, live ever in this providence, a Man cannot too ſoon reſolve to do that well, which howſoever muſt be done of ne­ceſſity. God Grant, that theſe laſt lines may once again reproach thee, the bad eſtate of thy Con­ſcience; delay not too long this Check to thy ſelf, leaſt too late the [Page] regreets be then in vain.Momen­tum eſt unde pendet aeternitas Thy ſal­vation is faſtened to an inſtant, conſider the infinite number of them, which are already ſlip't a­way, when perhaps at that mo­ment, thou wert in eſtate (if dying) to incurre the puniſhment of a ſecond Death, and that eternall. If thou truſt to thy youth, put thy head out of the window, and thou ſhalt ſee carried to the grave ſome not ſo old as thy ſelf. If thou relye upon the health, which thou now enjoyeſt,Saepe optimus ſtatus corporis periculo­ſiſſimus. Hip. Sera ni­mis vita eſt cra­ſtina, vive hodie. 'tis but a falſe-going dyall. The calm of a perfect health, hath oftentimes uſhured the Tempeſt of a ſuddain Death. What hop'ſt thou for? hope is deceitfull; what ſtayeſt thou for. A wiſe man ought never to defer till to morrow, what ſhould he done to day. Laſtly, what deſireſt thou? The peace of conſci­ence is the only deſirable good. Go on then right ſorward, thou canſt not miſſe the way which I have chalk't thee.
FINIS.



PERLECTORI, The TRANSLATOURS COROLLARIE.
[Page]
SO, Now 'tis done, although it be no Taske,
That did much Brains, or toyleſome Study aske:
The meaning I 'vouch good, but Merit ſmall,
In rendring Engliſh, the French Principall:
It is but a Tranſlation I confeſſe
And yet the Rubs of Death in't neretheleſſe
May trippe ſome capering Fancies of the Time,
That Domineere, and Swagger it in Rime,
That Charge upon the Reader, and give Fire,
On all, that do not (as they do) admire,
Either their rugged Satyrs cruell vein,
Or puffe-paſte Notes 'bove Ela in high ſtrain:
Then in prevention quarrell like a curſt,
Scold, who being guilty, yet will call Whore firſt.
When any dyes whoſe Muſe was rich in Verſe,
They claim Succeſſion, and prophane his Herſe,
They onely are Heirs of his Brain-eſtate,
Others, are baſe, and illegitimate.
All but their own Abettors they defie,
And Lord it in their Wit Supremacy.
Others they ſay but Sculke, as lye i th‘ lurch,
As we hold Schismaticks from the true Church,
So hold they all that, do decline their way,
[Page]
Nor ſwear by Heaven, Al‘s excellent they ſay,
Twere well they‘d ſee the fing‘ring on theſe frets,
Can neither ſave their Souls, nor pay their Debts
Or would they think of Death as they ſhould do,
They would live better, and more honourd too.
Tis baſe to do baſe deeds, yet for falſe fame,
To Keep a ſtir, and buſtle into Name:
Whilſt each applauds his own contemns anoth [...]rs,
Becons his own deſerts, but his he ſmothers,
They fear Fame's out of breath, and therefore they,
Trumpet their own praiſes in their own way.
Or joyn in Trick of State Confederacy.
Call Quid pro Quo, Claw me, and Ile Claw thee.
Marry, at others (Tooth and Naile) they flye,
That do not tread their Path, but would go by.
Farewell to theſe, my ayme not here inſiſts,
Leave we theſe wranglers unto equall liſts.
To Nobler Natures I my breſt expoſe,
The Good I bow to in an humble Cloze:
To ſuch as knowing how vain this Life is,
Exalt their thoughts to one better then This.
'Tis the beſt Method to be out of Love;
With things below, and thence to ſoare above.
To which effect my ſouls integrity,
In L'envoy thus ſalutes each courteous eye.


Lenvoy.
[Page]
INgenuous Reader, thou do'ſt crown
The Morall active courſe layd down,
By De. la  [...]erre, what is pen'd,
If thy Actions tecommend.


Relating to the first. EMBLEME.
WHen haughty thoughts impuff thee, than
Dictate thy ſelf, Thou art but Man,
A fabrick of commixed Duſt,
Thats all the prop of humane truſt.
How dares a Clod of mouldring Clay
Be Proud, decaying every day?
And yet there is a way beſide,
Wherein may be a lawfull Pride.
When ſly Tempatations ſtirre thee, Than,
Again the World, Thou art a Man.
Rouze up thy Spirits, do not yeeld,
A brave reſiſtance wins the Field:
Shall a ſoul of Heavenly breath,
Grovell ſo tarre, its worth beneath:
Fouly to be pollute with ſlime,
Of any baſe an  [...] ſhamefull crime?
Thou art a Ma [...], for Heaven born,
Reflect on Earth disdainfull ſcorn,
Be not abus'd, ſince Life is ſhort,
[Page]
Squander it not away in ſport:
Nor hazzard heavens eternall Joyes,
For a ſmall ſpurt of worldly Toyes.
Do Something ere do thou bequeath;
To Worms thy fleſh to Air thy breath;
Something, that may, when thou art dead,
With honour of thy name be read.
Something that may, when thou art cold,
Thaw frozen Spirits, when ‘tis told,
Something that may, the grave controule,
And ſhew thou hadſt a noble Soul.
Do ſomething to advance thy bliſſe
Both in the other World, and This.


Relating to the ſecond EMBLEME.
WEre both the Indies treaſures Thine,
And thou Lord of every Mine;
Or hadſt thou all the golden Ore,
On Tagus or Pactolus Shore,
And were thy Cabinet the Shrine,
Where thouſand Pearls, and Diamonds ſhine,
All muſt be left, and thou allowd,
A little linnen for thy Shrowd.
Or if 'twere ſo thy Teſtament,
Perhaps a goodly Monument.
What better is a golden Chaſe,
Or Marble, then a Charnel place?
Charon hence no advantage makes,
A half penny a ſoul he takes,
Thy heirs will leave thee but a Shirt,
Enough to hide thy rotten Dirt.
[Page]
Then be not Greedy of much pelfe,
He that gets all, may loſe himſelf.
And Riches are of this Dilemne,
Or they leave us, or we muſt them.
Death brings to Miſers double Wo,
They loſe their Caſh, and their ſouls too.
Change then thy ſcope to heavenly gains,
That wealth eternally remains.


Relatory to the third EMBLEME.
BE not curious, to amaze
With glitt'ring pomp the Vulgar gaze,
Strive not to chear with vain delight,
Thoſe that are catcht with each brave ſight.
How ſoon will any gawdy ſhow,
Make their low Spirits overflow,
Whoſe Souls are ready to run-ore
At any Toy nere ſeen before.
Rather thy better thought apply,
For to addreſſe thy ſelf to dye.
Be ne're ſo glorious, after all
Thy lateſt pompe's thy Funerall.
Shall a dreſſe of Tyrian Dye,
Or Venice-gold Embroydery,
Or new-faſh'on-varied Veſt,
Tympanize thy out-ſtrutting breſt,
There's none of theſe will hold thee tack.
But thy laſt colour ſhall be Black.
Be not deceiv'd There comes a Day,
Will ſweep thy Glories all away.
Mean while, the thought on't may abate
[Page]
Th' Exceſſes of thy preſent 'ſtate.
Death never can that Man ſurprize
That watches for't with wary Eyes.
Do So, And thou ſhalt make thereby
A Vertue of neceſſity;
And, when thy Dying-day is come,
Go like a Man that's walking home.
Heav'n Guard thee with Angelick pow‘r
To be prepared for that hour,
When ev'ry Soul ſhal feel what 'Tis
To have liv'd Well, or done Amiſſe.


Relating to the fourth EMBLEME.
LEt not the Splendour of high Birth
Be all thy Gloſſe without true worth,
Let neither honour, nor vaſt wealth
Beauty, nor Valour, nor firm health
Make thee bear up too high thy head,
All men alike are buried.
Stare not with Supercilious brow,
Poor folks are Duſt, and ſo art Thou.
Triumph not in thy worldy Odds,
They dye like men whom we count Gods,
And in the Grave it is all one,
Who enjoy‘d all, or who had none.
Death cuts off all ſuperfluous,
And makes the proudeſt One of us,
Nor ſhall there differ‘ence then between,
The duſt of Lords, or ſlaves be ſeen.
Together under ground they lye
Without diſtinctive Heraldry;
[Page]
Unleſſe it be that ſome brave Tombe,
Do grace the Great-ones in Earths womb.
But better ‘tis that Heaven's dore,
ls oft‘neſt open to the poor;
When thoſe, whoſe backs and ſides with ſin,
Are bunch't and ſwoln, cannot get in.
Beware the Bulk of thy Eſtate,
Shock thee from entrance at that Gate.
Give Earth to Earth: but give thy Minde
To Heaven, where it's ſeat's as ſign'd,
If, as it came from that bright Sphere;
Thither thou tend, not fix it here.
Live, that thy Soul may White return,
Leaving it‘s Partuer in the Urne,
Till a Bleſt Day ſhall reunite,
And beam them with Eternal Light.
Ainſi Souhaite Voſtre treshumble Serviteur Thomas Cary.
 Tower-Hill, Antepenultim â Auguſti. 1638.



To my endeared Friend, the Tranſlatour, Mr. Thomas Cary.
[Page]
1.'TIs Morall Magick; and Wis Chymiſtry,
Out of Deaths Uglineſſe
T‘extract ſo trim a Dreſſe:
And to a Conſtellated Cryſtalt tie
Such an imperious ſpell,
As who looks on it well,
By ſprighty Apparitions to the the Eye
Shall See he muſt, and yet not fear to dye.

2.No brittle toy, but a tough monument
(Above ſteele, marble, Braſſe)
Of Malleable Glaſſe:
Which alſo will (while Wiſdom is not ſpent)
Out-price th‘ adored wedge,
And blunt Times Sickle‘s edge:
Uſher‘d with gracious ſafety in its vent,
For, to disfeaver Spirits fairly lent.

3.Friend, here remoulded by thy Engliſh hand,
(To ſpeak it, is no fear)
Is now as ſlick and clear.
Nay, when Thy own Minerva now doth ſtand
On a Compoſing ſtate;
‘Twas curt‘ſie, to Tranſlate.
But moſt thy Choice doth my applauſe command;
Firſt for thy Self, then for this crazie Land H. L.



LECTURO.
[Page]
COnſpice, quod vani undat tectoria Factus:
Et penetrabundi concipe vera Libri,
O falſis animoſe bon is: Sirenane rerum
Deductus, vitreas exue delicias.
Interpres Genium, quo vivax Author, ha­bebit:
Nec tantiem Archetypi clauſtra decora ſoni.
Tam bene Cinname â ping it feralia cannâ,
Phoenicis miro quae quaſi rapta rogo.
E gemitu ſolatiolum, è paedore venuſtas,
Eque cadavereo vita reculta ſitu.
Alter in arcanis ſapiat ſubtile docendis
Sublimique ſuus ſtet ratione liber:
Alter amet flores, bibuli mulcedo popelli;
Sur deſcens tandem plauſibus ipſe ſuis.
Praeſentem Libitina librum ſibi vendicat illa;
Corripens artem Rhotoris, illa Sophi.
H. I.
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Advertiſement au Lecteur.
[Page]
Generous READER,

'TWas upon occaſion of the Summer's ſad effects generally over all England, and ſome reſſentments of mine own; when the Reading and Copying Engliſh this Au­thour's French Originall, ſeaſonably en­gaged my thoughts, and Pen. I think al's not forgotten yet: But in longer intervall, and indeed alwayes, there ought ſtill to be a deep apprehenſion of our Mortality. This our Author inculcates to us in Notions quick and pertinent, though in ſome hiſto­ricall alluſions he may a little o're-truſt his Memory.
Valebis. Thomas Cary.

— Laudatus abundè
 Non faſtiditus —
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Lingua Vernacula, SA. BAKER.
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