222 THE COMPLAINT. &rc.

view Man, to fee the Glory of your God!

Could Angels envy, they had envy’d hese;

and fome did envy 3 and the reft, tho’ Gods

yet {till Gods anredeen’d (there triumphs Man,
tempted to weigh the Duft againft the Skies)

they le(s would fee/, tho’.more adorn , my Theme.
They fung Creation; (for in that they {har'd);
How rofe in Melody, the Child of Leve!
Creation’s gx'cat Superior, Man! is Wiune;

thine is Redemption ; They juft gave the Key:

’tis Thine to raife, and eternize, the Song; ;
tho’ human, yet divine; for fhould not zhis

raife Man o’er Man, and kindle Seraphs bere 2
Redemption! ’twas Creation more {ublime}
Redemption ! ’twas the Labour of the Skies}

far more than Labour — It was Deazh in Heav’n,
A Truth'fo firange ! "twere bold to think it true;
if not far bolder ftill, to difbelieve.

Here paufe, and ponder: Was there Death in Heav'n?
What then oﬁ Earth? On Earth, which ftruck the Blow?
Who ftruck it? Who ! = O how is Man inlarg’d,
feen thro’ this Medium ! How the Pygmy tow’rs!

How counterpois’d his Origin from Duft!

How counterpois'd ; t0 Duft his fad Return!




