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Love’s Element! true Joy’s illuftrious Home!

from Earth’s fad Contraft (now deplor’d) more fair?
What exquifite Viciflitude of Fate!

Bleft Abfolution ofour blackeft Hour!

LoRrEexNzo, thefe are Tl1ought§ ﬁ]at make Man Man,
the Wife illumine, agorandize the Great.
How Great (while yet we tread the kindred Clod, -
and ev’ry Moment fear to fink beneath
the Clod we tread; foon trodden by our Sons)
How Great, in the wild Whitl of Zjme’s Purfuits
to ftop, and paule, involy'd in iligh Prefage,
thro’ the long Vifto of a thoufand Years,
to {tand contemplating our diffant Sclves,
as in a magnifying Mirver f(cen,
enlarg’d, ennobled, elevate, Di\'i‘uc!
To prophefy our own Futurities !
To gaze in Thought on what all Thought tranfends !
To talk, with Fellow- Candidates, of Joys
as far beyond Conception, as Defert,

ourfelves th’ aftonifl’d Talkers, and ti-xc Tale!

Lo rE N z o, fwells thy Bofom at the Thought?
The Swell becomes thee: *Tis an honeft Pride.
Revere thyfelf; — and yet thyfelf defpife.
' His




