414 THE COMPLAINT. zte,

Tmmortal? Ages palt, yet nothing gone!

Morn without Eve! a Race without a Goal!

unfhorten’d by Progreffion infinite!

Futurity for ever future! Life

beginning ftill, where Computation ends!
>Tis the Defcription of a Deizy!

*Tis the Defeription of the meaneft Slave :

The meaneft Slave dares then Lo r e Nz o fcorn?
The meaneft Slave thy fov’reign Glory {hares.
Proud Youth! faftidious of the lower World!

Man’s Jawful Pride includes Humility 3

ftoops to the Loweit; is too great to find

Inferiors; all Immortal! Brothers all!

Proprietors eternal of thy Love.

IMMOR TAL!What can flrike the Senfe fo {trong,
as this the Sox?? It thunders to the Thought 5
Reafon amazes 5 Gratitnde o’erwhelms.
Nomorewe f fumber on the Brink of Fate;
rous’d at the Sound, th’ exulting Soul afcends,
and breathes her native Air; an Air that feeds
Ambitions high, and fans ethereal Fires]

quick-kindles all that is divine within us;3

nor leaves one loitring Thought bencath the Stars




