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Where Maro and Mufzus fit
Liftening to Milton’s loftier fong,
With facred filent wonder fmit ; :
While, monarch of the tuneful thrﬁng! J
Homer in raptare throws his trumpet down, .-
And to the Briton gives his amaranthine crown,
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Thou bad’ft grim Moloch’s frowning prieft
gpatch fereaming infants from the breag,
Regardlc(s of the frantic mother’s woes
Thou led'ft the ruthlefs fons of Spain
To wondering India’s golden plain,
From deluges of blood where tenfold harvefts rofe.

But lo ! how fwiftly art thou fled,
When Reafon lifts his radiant head ;
When his refounding, awful voice they hear,

Blind Ignoranee, thy doating fire,
Thy daughter, trembling Fear, retire ;
And all thy ghattly train of terrors difappear.

80 by the Magi hail’d from far,
When Pheebus mounts his TS0k |
The fhricking ghotts to their dark charnels flock;
The fu]l,gofg‘d wolves retreat, no more
The prowling lionefies roar, |
But haften with their,prt_é_y' to fdme'd_ccp-cavem’d rock.

Hail then, ye friends of Reafon hail,
Ye foes to Myftery's odious veil,
To Truth's high temple guide my feps aright,
‘ Where Clarke and Wallafton refide, :
_With Locke and Newton by their fide,
hile Plato fits above enthuon'd in endlefs light.
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