(t)

.

WIS H

POEM

ATHENIA NS.

WOu’d fome kind Vifion reprefentto me
How bright thy Streets, Celeftial Sa/em ! be,

I’d trace thy fhining pearly Faths,and tell

How blefs’d are thofe that in thy Temple dwell :

How much more bright than®’re proud Pheebus fhed
Are thofe vaft Rays the Eternal Sun does [pread !
Coud I the chiefeft of ten thoufands view,

Wou’d Angels me their Admiration fhew,
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2 Poems on feveral Occafions.
I’d tell the Virgns, tell 'em o’reagen

How fair he lookt to the black Sons of men:
Might I, but ah, while clogg'd with finful Flefh,
In vain I breath out the impatient Wifh!

But have a glimpfe of thofe fair Fields of BLfs,
Where dre[°d in Beams, the [bining Saints do move
More gay then all the fancy'd fbades of Love:

Where ftill from pure exhauftlefs fountains, to
Bright Silver ftreams the Chryftal Waters flow ;
Where the true Son of Glory ne're declines,

But with unclouded Vigouralways fhines.
Where endlefs Smiles cceleftial Faces wear,

No Eye eclips’d witha sebellious Tear,

For Greif is an unheard of Stranger there.

Say then, if ought of that blefs'd place you know,
Defcribe its Blifs, its dazling Glories fhow !
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