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their prefent Province, and their future Prize;
divinely darting upward ev’ry Wifh,

sarm on the Wing, in glorious 4b/énce loft,

Doubt you this Truth ? Why labouts your Belief?
If Earth’s whole Orb , by fome due-diftanc’d Eye
were feen at once, her tow’ring Afps would iink,
and level'd A¢las leave an even Sphere.
Thus Earth, and all that earthly Minds adimire,
is fwallow’d in Eternity’s vaft Round.
To that ftupendous View, when Souls awake,

{o large of late, {fo mountainous to Man,

Time's Toys fubfide; and egual All below.

Enthufiaftic, This? Then all are weak,
but rank Enthufiafts. To this godlike Height
Jfome Souls have foard; or Martyrs ne’er had bled,
And all may do, what has by Mezs been done.
Who, ‘bcaten by thefe fublunary Storms,
| boundlefs, interminable joys can weigh,
unraptur’d, unexalted, uninflam’d?
What Slave #zbleff, who from To morrow’s Dawix
eﬁpe&s an Empire ? He forgets his Chain,

and, thron’d in Thought, his abfens Scepue waves.

And




