382 THE COMPLAINT. trc.
divide the Cryft:il Waves of Ether pure,

in endlefs Voyage, without Port ? The /leaf?

of thefe diffeminated Orbs, how great !

Great as they are, what Numbers Thefe furpafs,
huge, as Leviathan, to that {mall Race,

thofe twinkling Multitudes of little Life,

he fwallows unperceiv'd ! Stupendous Thefe !
Yet what are thefe ftupendous to the Whole?

as Particles, as Atoms ill perceiv’d;

as circulating Globules in our Veins';

So vaft the Plan! Fecundity Divine!

Exub’rant Source! perhaps, I wrong thee fill.

If Admiration is a Source of Joy,
what Tranfport hence! Yet this the Leaft in Heaven.
What This to that illuftrious Robe He wears,
who toft this Mafs' of Wonders from his Hand,
a Specimen, an Earneﬂ; of his Power ?
’Tis,ato that Glory, whence all Glory flows,
as the Mead’s meaneft Flow’ret to the Sun,

which gave it Birth. But what, this Sun of Heaven ?
this Blifs fupreme of the fupremely Bleft?

Death, only Death, the Queftion can refolve.

By Death, cheap-bought th’ Ideas of our Joy ;

the bare Ideas! Solid Happinefs

{o diftant from its Shadow chas’d below.

And




