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What wretched Repetition cloys us bere!
what periodic Potions for the Sick !
diftemper’d Bodies! and diftemper’d Minds!
In an Eternity, what Scenes {hall ftrike!
Adventures thicken! Novelties furprife!
What Webs of Wonder (hall unravel, zhere !
What full Day pour on all the Paths of Heaven,
and light the Almighty’s Footfteps in the Deep!
How fhall the bleffed Day of our Difcharge
unwind, at once, the Labyrinths of Fate,

and firaiten its inextricable Maze!

If inextinguifhable Thirft in Man
to know; how rich, how full, our Banquet There?
There, not the Moral World alone l1nFolas;
the World Material, lately {een in Shades,
and, in thof¢ Shades, by Fragments only feen,
and {cen thofe Fragments by the lab'ving Eye,
unbroken, then, illuftrious, and intire,
its ample Sphere, its univerfal Frame,
in full Dimenfions, {wells to the Surveys
and enters, at one Glance, the raviCht Sight,
From fome fuperior Point (where, who can tell? |
Suffice it, ’tis a Point where Gods refide)
how fhall the franger Man’s illumin’d Eye,
in the vaft Ocean of unbounded Space,

behold an Infinite of floating Worlds

divide




