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HEAVEN m PROSPECT.

T?fT ^" ^''e. gone into a world of lightAnd I alone sit lingering here ;
^ *

llieir very memory is fair and brightAnd luy sad thoughts doth clean '

I see them walking in the air of glorv.Whose light doth trample on my da?9 •My days which are at test but dull and hoarvMere glimmerings and decays. ^'

O holy hope and high humility.
High as the heavens above

»

Ssi:^^i^r' ^" '^^« «^'-'^ *^- -,

Dear, beauteous Death, the jewel of the iu^tS^.in,ng no where but in the -dark,
"^ '*

What mysteries do lie beyond thy dust •

Could man outlook that mark !

'

He t^h^a^tjiath found some fledged bird's nest, may
At first sight if the bird be flown,

And into glory peep.


