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'ME born aloft and leave the Croud,
I fail upon a- Morning-Cloud

Skirted with dawning Gold :

1705.

Mine Eyes beneath thétopening Day
Command the Globe with wide {urvey,
Where Ants in bufie Millions play
And tug and heave the Mould. ;
11 _;
« Are Thefe the things, my Paflion cry’d, |
“ That we call Men ? Are Thefe ally’d

“ To the fair Worlds of Light 2
“ They
z
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“ They have ras'd out their Maker’s Name
¢ Grav'n on their Minds with pointed Flame
“ In Strokes Divinely bright.
| , 111 |
““ Wretches, they hate their Native Skies ¢
“ If an Ethereal Thought arife
% Or Spark of Vertue fhine,
“ With cruel Forcethey damp its Plumes,
¢ Choke the Young Fire with fenfual Fumes,
“ And Chain their Souls to Sin.
1V.
“ Lo, how they throng with panting Breath
~ “ The broad defcending Road
¢ That leads unerring down to Death,
‘¢ Nor mifs the Dark Abode.
‘Thus while Idrop a Tear or two
On the wild Herd, a Noble Few
Dare to ftray upward, and purfue
' T'h’ unbeaten Way to God.
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I meet their Spirits mounting high,
SHALLET 1f{aw, and HU NT was there,
They break thro’ loads of Pondrous Care, -
With Morning Incenfe up they Fly L
Perfuming all the Air.
Charm’d with the Pleafure of the Sight
My Soul adores and Sings:
“ Bleft be the Power that aids their Flight,
¢ That ftreaks their Path with heavenly Light,
“ And gives them Zeal for Wings.
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