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and (hews the Res/ Eftimate of Things;

which no Man, unaffli&ed, ever faw;

pulis off the Veil from Virtues rifing Charms;;
detets Temptation in a thoufand Lyes.

Truth bid‘s me look on Men, as Autumn Leaves,
and all they bleed for, as the Summer’s Duft,
driv’n by the Whirlwind: Lighted by her Beams,

I widen my Horizon, gain new Powers,
fee Things invifible, fecl Things rémofc,
am prefent with Futurities; think nought
to Man fo foreign, as the Joys poffeft;

nought fo much his, as thofe beyond the Grave.

No Folly keeps its Colour in ber Sight;
pale worldly Wifdom lofes all her Charms;
in pompous Promife from her Schemes profound,
if future Fate {he plans, *tis all in Leaves,
like Sybil, unfubftantial , fleeting Blifs!
At the firft Blaft it vaniChes in Air,
Not fo, Celeftial: Wouldft thou know, Lorz x z 0l

how differ worldly Wifdom, and Divine?

Juit as the waning, and the waxing Moon,
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