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The Athenians Anfwer.

H ! Bright Unknown ' you know not what you ask
~ X dngels wou’d bend beneath the unequal Task.
Werethat blefs'd World difclos'd, twou'd feem fofair,
Who wou’d not leap L fes Barriers to be there ?

Yet fee a Glimpfe, all, Heav'n permits to fee,
And learn the reft from Faith and Extafie.

The Paradife of God, thofe happy feats which coft
Far morethan that fair Eden we have loft ;
Exceeds /uxuriant Fancies richeft drefs,
And Ber'ggers Rhime and Numbers {elft’ exprefs.
—— No, were we loft in that primzval Grove
W here Father Adam with his New-born Bride
Walkt carelefs, walkt and lov’d, nor Want, nor Sin,
Nor jealous Rage, nor curft tormenting Hopes
Their Sacred Verge approaching cou’d we pierce
As the blind Bard, with intelleCtual fight
Thro? thole firft happy Mortals Sylvan (hade,
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Thro’cluft ring Vines whofe {fwelling Purple Grape®
With generous Juice invited the blefs'd Pair

To tafte, nor fear to dye; were all the Springs

That from {fome eafie Mountains mofly fide

Or hoary Rock ran gently murmuring,

A thoufand Flour’s upon the bending Banks,

A thoufand Birds upon the fragrant Trees,

And Ewve her {elf all {miling joyn'd the Quire,

With blifsful Hymns of chaft and holy Love

Werethefe and more united to compofe

A Poets Heaven to the true Heaven 'twou’d be

- A Barren Wildernefs, nay worfe, a World.
Nat Reafons {elf,a Ray of the divine

Off-{pring, and Friend of God, when manacled

In finful mortal mold, althor it trace,

No Sifter Truth thro’ each Dedilean maze,

And builds on Senfe with well poiz'd Argumeng

Not that cantellus what we there {hall fee,

Or haveor know, or do, or ever be.

Nay tho’ with nobler Fa t'is more perfeét Glafs,

We



Poems on _feveral Occafions.
We look beyond the Chriftal ftarry Worlds,
We know but part, funk inour darkfom {elves,
And from Life's dungeon wifh the glim'ring Lights
Coafters of Heav’n we beat along the fbore, ~ (more.
Some Crecks and L.andmarks found, but know no
The Inland Country’s undifcover d ftill,
Theglorious City of th’ eternal King,
Yet of ceeleftial Growth webear away,
Some rich immortal Fruit, Joy,Peace and Love,
Knowledge and Praife, Vifionand pure Delight,
Riversof Blifs, ay-dwelling from the Throne
Of the moft high, exhauftlefs Fund of Light.
There, there is Heav'n, 'tis he who makes it o,
The Soul canhold no more, for God s all,
He only equalls its capacious Grafp,
He only o'refills to fpaces infinite,
Ah! who can follow ?—That fhall only thofe
Who with intrepid Breajts the Worldoppofe.
Tear out theglitt ring Snake,tho’ ne're{o clofe it #mine,
And part with mortal Joys for Joys Divine,
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