40 THE COMPLAINT! ere.

Without Misfortune, what Calamities 2
and what Hoftilities, without a Foe?

nor are Foes wanting to the beft on Earth.
But endlefs is the Lift of human Ills,

and Sighs might {ooner fail, than Caufe to figh.

A Part how fmall of the terraqueous Globe
is tenanted by Man! the Relt a Wa/le,
Rocks, Defarts, frozen Seas, and burning Sands:
wild Haunts of Monfters, Poifons, Stings, and Decath.
Such is Earth’s melancholy Map ! Bur, far
more fad! this Earth is a true Map of Man.
So bounded are its haughty Lord’s Delights
to Woe’s wide Empire; where deep Tronbles tofs
loud Sorzows howl invenom’d Peaffivns bite,

Rav’nous Calamities our Vitals {eize,

and threat’ning Faze, wide opens to devour.

What then am 1, who forrow for myfelf?
In Age, in Infancy, from others Aid
is all our Hope to teach us to be kind,
That, Nature’s firff, laft Leffon to Mankind;
the felfih Heart deferves the Pain it fecls,
More gen’rous Sorrow , while it finks, exalts;

and confcious Virtue mitigates the Pang.
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