
THE PULLEY GEORGE HERBERT ESSAY

The Pulley by George Herbert is a religious, metaphysical poem which centers on the â€˜pulleyâ€™ as a prime conceit
in the poem. Herbert wants to unveil the truth that why human beings are so restless and unsatisfying despite having all
the things he wants. After God made this universe.

We are told that God "made a stay," that is, He kept "Rest in the bottome. God, being omniscient and
prescient, knows that there is the possibility that even the wicked might not turn to Him, but He knows that
eventually mortal man is prone to lethargy; his lassitude, then, would be the leverage He needed to toss man to
His breast. For if I should said he Bestow this jewell also on my creature, He would adore my gifts in stead of
me, And rest in Nature, not the God of Nature. What is distinctly metaphysical about the poem is that a
religious notion is conveyed through a secular, scientific image that requires the reader's acquaintance with,
and understanding of, some basic laws of physics. Is the yeare onely lost to me? God stops at letting the pulley
rest on earth lest man forget the donor of the gifts, fail to express gratitude, or lose his relationship with God.
He briefly served in Parliament in  The title is a metaphor drawn from mechanical engineering. Considering
the pulley, as the other side keep pushing downward the other side would definitely goes up. He wanted man
to discover the real rest only in Him. The importance of rest -and, by association, sleep- is an idea that was
certainly uppermost in the minds of Renaissance writers. No flowers, no garlands gay? We get one losing the
other. Herbert's Pulley, then, does not present a new concept. Analysis of the poem. The relationship of man
and god is compared with the metaphorical pulley. However, as in Pandora's box, one element remained. This
poem portrays the relationship betweem man and god and also explains the method by which god recieves the
respect from man by keeping the information of his eternal rest. Yet let him keep the rest, But keep them with
repining restlessnesse: Let him be rich and wearie, that at last, If goodnesse leade him not, yet wearinesse May
tosse him to my breast. Blessed with a loving mother, St. George Herbert The World Love built a stately
house, where Fortune came, And spinning fancies, she was heard to say That her fine cobwebs did support the
frame, Whereas they were supported by the same; But Wisdom quickly swept them all away. So strength first
made a way; Then beauty flowed, then wisdom, honour, pleasure: When almost all was out, God made a stay,
Perceiving that alone of all His treasure Rest in the bottom lay. Then Sin combined with death in a firm band,
To raze the building to the very floor; Which they effected,--none could them withstand; But Love and Grace
took Glory by the hand, And built a braver palace than before. Then entered Sin, and with that sycamore
Whose leaves first sheltered man from drought and dew, Working and winding slily evermore, The inward
walls and summers cleft and tore; But Grace shored these, and cut that as it grew. Call in thy deaths head
there: tie up thy fears. As the poem continues, I think it portrays the relationship between man and God Posted
on by a guest. We should not be surprised at the use of a pulley as a central conceit since the domain of
physics and imagery from that discipline would have felt quite comfortable to most of the metaphysical poets
This poem portrays the relationship betweem man and god and also explains the method by which god
recieves the respect from man by keeping the information of his eternal rest. As time progresses and ageing
follows, these original pleasures do not provide the deep satisfaction or spiritual joy that offers the rest or
peace the heart seeks. On the other hand, when rest is given, people will lose strength, honor, wisdom and
beauty and all other human capacities. Applied to man in this poem, we can say that the withholding of Rest
by God is the leverage that will hoist or draw mankind towards God when other means would make that task
difficult. Recover all thy sigh-blown age On double pleasures: leave thy cold dispute Of what is fit and not.
We think now we are complete because we have everything, but the moment we feel so, another moment we
feel empty and become restless. Progress and the rest never come together. It has echoes of the story of
creation in the opening of the Bible, the first chapter of the Book of Genesis.


