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The Argument

Plate 2
Rintrah roars & shakes his fires in the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep
Once meek, and in a perilous path,
The just man kept his course along
The vale of death.
Roses are planted where thorns grow.
And on the barren heath
Sing the honey bees.
Then the perilous path was planted:
And a river, and a spring
On every cliff and tomb;
And on the bleached bones
Red clay brought forth. 
Till the villain left the paths of ease,
To walk in perilous paths, and drive
The just man into barren climes. 
Now the sneaking serpent walks
In mild humility.
And the just man rages in the wilds
Where lions roam. 
Rintrah roars & shakes his fires in the burden'd air;
Hungry clouds swag on the deep.

Plate 3
As a new heaven is begun, and it is now thirty-three years 
since its advent: the Eternal Hell revives. And lo! 
Swedenborg is the Angel sitting at the tomb; his writings 
are the linen clothes folded up. Now is the dominion of 
Edom, & the return of Adam into Paradise; see Isaiah 
XXXIV & XXXV Chap:
Without Contraries is no progression. Attraction and 
Repulsion, Reason and Energy, Love and Hate, are 
necessary to Human existence.
From these contraries spring what the religious call Good 
& Evil. Good is the passive that obeys Reason. Evil is the 
active springing from Energy.
Good is Heaven. Evil is Hell.

The Voice of the Devil

Plate 4
All Bibles or sacred codes have been the causes of the following Errors.
1. That Man has two real existing principles Viz: a Body & a Soul.
2. That Energy, call'd Evil, is alone from the Body, & that Reason, call'd Good, is alone from the Soul.
3. That God will torment Man in Eternity for following his Energies.
But the following Contraries to these are True

1. 1. Man has no Body distinct from his Soul for that call'd Body is a portion of Soul discern'd by the five 
Senses, the chief inlets of Soul in this age
2. Energy is the only life and is from the Body and Reason is the bound or outward circumference of 
Energy.
3 Energy is Eternal Delight

Plates 5-6
Those who restrain desire, do so because theirs is weak enough to be restrained; and the restrainer or reason usurps 
its place & governs the unwilling.
And being restrain'd it by degrees becomes passive till it is only the shadow of desire.
The history of this is written in Paradise Lost, & the Governor or Reason is call'd Messiah.
And the original Archangel or possessor of the command of the heavenly host, is call'd the Devil or Satan and his 
children are call'd Sin & Death.
But in the Book of Job Miltons Messiah is call'd Satan.
For this history has been adopted by both parties.
It indeed appear'd to Reason as if Desire was cast out, but the Devil's account is, that the Messiah fell, & formed a 
heaven of what he stole from the Abyss.
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This is shewn in the Gospel, where he prays to the Father to send the comforter or Desire that Reason may have 
Ideas to build on, the Jehovah of the Bible being no other than he who dwells in flaming fire.
Know that after Christs death, he became Jehovah.
But in Milton; the Father is Destiny, the Son, a Ratio of the five senses, & the Holy-ghost, Vacuum!
Note: The reason Milton wrote in fetters when he wrote of Angels & God, and at liberty when of Devils & Hell, is 
because he was a true Poet and of the Devils party without knowing it.

Proverbs of Hell

Plate 7
In seed time learn, in harvest teach, in winter enjoy.
Drive your cart and your plow over the bones of the dead.
The road of excess leads to the palace of wisdom.
Prudence is a rich ugly old maid courted by Incapacity.
He who desires but acts not, breeds pestilence.
The cut worm forgives the plow.
Dip him in the river who loves water.
A fool sees not the same tree that a wise man sees.
He whose face gives no light, shall never become a star.
Eternity is in love with the productions of time.
The busy bee has no time for sorrow.
The hours of folly are measur'd by the clock, but of 
wisdom: no clock can measure.
All wholsom food is caught without a net or a trap.
Bring out number weight & measure in a year of dearth.
No bird soars too high, if he soars with his own wings.
A dead body revenges not injuries.
The most sublime act is to set another before you.
If the fool would persist in his folly he would become 
wise.
Folly is the cloke of knavery.
Shame is Prides cloke.

Plate 8
Prisons are built with stones of Law, Brothels with bricks 
of Religion.
The pride of the peacock is the glory of God.
The lust of the goat is the bounty of God.
The wrath of the lion is the wisdom of God.
The nakedness of woman is the work of God.
Excess of sorrow laughs. Excess of joy weeps.
The roaring of lions, the howling of wolves, the raging of 
the stormy sea, and the destructive sword, are portions of 
eternity too great for the eye of man.
The fox condemns the trap, not himself.
Joys impregnate. Sorrows bring forth.
Let man wear the fell of the lion. woman the fleece of the 
sheep.
The bird a nest, the spider a web, man friendship.
The selfish smiling fool, & the sullen frowning fool shall 
be both thought wise, that they may be a rod.
What is now proved was once only imagin'd.
The rat, the mouse, the fox, the rabbet; watch the roots; 
the lion, the tyger, the horse, the elephant, watch the 
fruits.
The cistern contains: the fountain overflows.
One thought fills immensity.
Always be ready to speak your mind, and a base man will 
avoid you.
Every thing possible to be believ'd is an image of truth.
The eagle never lost so much time, as when he submitted 
to learn of the crow.

Plate 10
The head Sublime, the heart Pathos, the genitals Beauty, 
the hands & feet Proportion.
As the air to a bird or the sea to a fish, so is contempt to 
the contemptible.
The crow wish'd every thing was black, the owl, that 
every thing was white.
Exuberance is Beauty.
If the lion was advised by the fox. he would be cunning.
Improvement makes strait roads, but the crooked roads 
without Improvement, are roads of Genius.
Sooner murder an infant in its cradle than nurse unacted 
desires.
Where man is not, nature is barren.
Truth can never be told so as to be understood, and not be 
believ'd.
Enough! or Too much.



A Song of Liberty (plates 25-27)

1. The Eternal Female groan'd! it was heard over all the Earth:
2. Albion's coast is sick silent; the American meadows faint!
3 Shadows of Prophecy shiver along by the lakes and the rivers and mutter across the ocean: France, rend down thy 
dungeon;
4. Golden Spain, burst the barriers of old Rome;
5. Cast thy keys, O Rome, into the deep down falling, even to eternity down falling,
6. And weep!
7. In her trembling hands she took the new born terror howling;
8. On those infinite mountains of light, now barr'd out by the atlantic sea, the new born fire stood before the starry 
king!
9. Flag'd with grey brow'd snows and thunderous visages, the jealous wings wav'd over the deep.
10. The speary hand burned aloft, unbuckled was the shield; forth went the hand of jealousy among the flaming hair, 
and hurl'd the new born wonder thro' the starry night.
11. The fire, the fire, is falling!
12. Look up! look up! O citizen of London, enlarge thy countenance: O Jew, leave counting gold! return to thy oil 
and wine. O African! black African! (go, winged thought widen his forehead.)
13. The fiery limbs, the flaming hair, shot like the sinking sun into the western sea.
14. Wak'd from his eternal sleep, the hoary element roaring fled away:
15. Down rush'd, beating his wings in vain, the jealous king; his grey brow'd councellors, thunderous warriors, curl'd 
veterans, among helms, and shields, and chariots horses, elephants: banners, castles, slings and rocks,
16. Falling, rushing, ruining! buried in the ruins, on Urthona's dens;
17. All night beneath the ruins, then, their sullen flames faded, emerge round the gloomy King.
18. With thunder and fire: leading his starry hosts thro' the waste wilderness, he promulgates his ten commands, 
glancing his beamy eyelids over the deep in dark dismay,
19. Where the son of fire in his eastern cloud, while the morning plumes her golden breast,
20. Spurning the clouds written with curses, stamps the stony law to dust, loosing the eternal horses from the dens of 
night, crying:
Empire is no more! and now the lion & wolf shall cease.


