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of ftrange Adventure, foreign-to the Sun,
where what now charms, perhaps, whate’er exifts,

old Time, and fair Creation, are forgot!

Is this extravagant? Of Man we form
extravagant Conception, to be juft:
Conception unconfin’d wants Wing to reach him:
bcyoﬁd its Reach, the Godhead only, more.
He, the great Father! kindled at one Flame
the World of Rationalsj one Spirit pour’d
from Spirit’s aweful Fountain ; pour’d Himfelf
thro’ all their Souls! but not in equal Stream,
profufe, or frugal, of th' infpiring God,
as his wife Plan demanded ; and when paft
their various Trials, in their various Spheres,
if they continue rational , as made,
reforbs them all into Himfelf again;

his Throne their Centre, and his Smile their Crown,

Wh); doubt we, then, the glorious Truth to fing, -
tho’ yet unfung, as deem’d perhaps too bold?
Angels-are Men of a fuperior Kind;

Angels are Men in lighter Habit clad,
high o’er celeftial Mountains wing’d in Flight;

and Men are Angels, loaded for an Hour,




