420 THE COMPLAINYT. ETC.

And what a Sceptre waits us! whata Throne!
Her own immen{e Appointments to compute,
or comprehend her high Prerogatives,
in this her dark Minority, how toils,
how vamly pants, the human Soul divine?
Too great the Bounty feems for earthly Joy;

What Heart but zrembles at {o firange a Blifs?

In {pite of all the Truths the Mufe has fung,
ne’er to be priz’d enough! enough revolv'd!
are there who wrap the World {o clofe about them,
they fee no farther than the Clouds; and dance
on heedlefs Vanity’s phantaftic Toe,

till, ftumbling at a Straw, in their Career,

headlong they plunge, where end both Dance andSong?

Are there, LorE Nz 0? Is it poffible ?

are there on Earth (let me not call them Men)

who lodge a Soul immostal in their Breafts;
unconfcious as the Mountain of its Ore;

or Rock; of its iﬁeﬁimahle Gem ¢

When Rocks fhall melt, and Mountains vani(h, Thefe

fhall know their Treafure ; Treafure, then, no more,

Are there ({till more amazing!) who refift

the rifing Thought? Who fmother, in its Bixth,

the
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