Extract from Alexander Pope on the limits of knowledge and the inchoate:
From the Epistle to Cobham (1734):

   There’s some Peculiar in each leaf and grain,

Some unmark’d fibre, or some varying vein:

Shall only Man be taken in the gross?

Grant but as many sorts of Mind as Moss. (15-18)

….

Our depths who fathoms, or our shallows finds,

Quick whirls, and shifting eddies, of our minds?

Life’s stream for Observation will not stay,

It hurries all too fast to mark their way.

In vain sedate reflections we would make,

When half our knowledge we must snatch, not take.

On human actions reason tho’ you can,

It may be reason, but it is not man:

His Principle of action once explore,

That instant ’tis his Principle no more.

Like following life through creatures you dissect,

You lose it in the moment you detect.

   Oft in the Passions’ wild rotation tost,

Our spring of action to ourselves is lost:

Tir’d, not determined, to the last we yield,

And what comes then is master of the field.

As the last image of that troubled heap,

When Sense subsides, and Fancy sports in sleep,

(Tho’ past the recollection of the thought)

Becomes the stuff of which our dream is wrought:

Something as dim to our internal view,

Is thus, perhaps, the cause of most we do.

                                                                     (29-50)

