226 THE COMPLAINT. :re.
The Beam dim Reafon {heds {hews Wonders There;
what high Contents! Illuftrious Faculties!

But the grand Commenz, which difplays at Full
our human Height fcarce {ever'd from Divine,

by Heav'n compos’d, was publi{h'd on the Crofs;

Who 1ooks onThat, and fees not in himflf
an awecful Stranger, a Terreftrial God ?
a glorious Partner with the Deity
in that high Attribute, immortal Life?
If a God bleeds, he bleeds not for a Worm
I gaze, and as | gaze , my mounting Soul
catches ftrange Fire, Eternity! at Thee;
and drops the World — or rather, more enjoys :
How chang’d the Face of Nature! how “improv’d}
What feem’d a Chaos, {hines a glorious World,
or, what a World, an Zdex; heighten’d all!
1t is another Scene! another S¢lf!
And ftill another, as Time rolls along;
and that a Self far more illuftrious @i,
Beyond long Ages, yet roll’d up in Shades
unpiere’d by bold Conje@ture’s keeneft Ray,
what Evolutions of furprifing Fate!
How Nature opens, and receives my Soul
in boundle(s Walks of raptur’d Thought! Where Gods

encounter, and embrace me! What new Births

of




