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Paraphrafe om Revel. chap. 1.from v.13.tov.18.

L

WHO could, and yetout-livethe Amafing fight!
Oh, whn cnuld {tand the ftrefs of fo much

Light!
Amidft the Golden Lamps the Vifion ftood,
Form’d like a Man, with all theawe and luftre ofa
God.
IT.
A Kingly Veftre cloath’d him to the ground,
And Radiant Gold his facred breafts furround ;

But all too thin the Deity to throw’d ; ( Cloud-
For heavenly Raysexprefly fhone throughthe unable
1II.

His head, his awful head was grac’d with hair,

As {oft as fnow, as melted filver fair;

And from his eys fuch a&tive Glories flow.

The confcious Seraphs well may veiltheir dimmer

facestoo. :
Bb 2 IY. His
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- His Feet were firong and dreadful, as his Port
~Worthy the Godlike Form they did {fupport ;
" His Voice refembled the Majeftick Fall N
Of mighty ‘Waves va as awful, great, dwme;and
folemn all. q
Vs
His powerful hand a Starry Scepter hcld
Hls mouth a tlueatmnﬂ two-edg'd fwmd did

wmld ,
H:s facc fo wondrous, fo divinely fair,
Asallthe glorious Lights above had been contracted
there. Y
_ ) VI
. And fow my fainting {pirits ftrove in vain
" The uncorreed {plendor to fuftain,
Unable longer fuch bright Rays to meet,
Idyd’ beneath the Pouderous Load,atthe great

Vifion’s Feet,

VIL Till
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VIL.

- T1ll he that doth the {prings of Life contain,
Breath’d back my foul, and bid me live again;;
And thusbegan ( but Oh with fuchan Atr,

That nothing but a power divine had made me live
to hear.)
VIII.
From an unviewable Eternity
I'was, I am,and muft Foreverbe:
I have been dead, but live for ever now.
Amen——And have in Triumph led the Kings of

* (Darknefs toc. -
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