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196 THE COMPLAINT. c1c,
whofe all- prolific Beam late call’d me forth
from Darknef(s, teeming Darknefs, where 1 lay
the Worm’s Inferior, and, in Rank, beneath
the Duft I tread on, high to bear my Brow,

to drink the Spivit of the golden Day,

and triumph in Exiftence 5 and couldft know
no Motive, but my Blifs ; and haft ordain’d

a Rife in Blefling! with the Pasriarch’s Joy,

thy Call I follow to the Land unknown ;

I truft in Thee, and know in whom 1 truft :

or Life, or Death, is equal ; neither weighs:

all Weight in this — O let me live to Thee!

Tho’ Nature's Terrors, thus may be repreft;
fill frowns grim Death; Guilt points the Tyrant’s Spear,
And whence all human Guilt? from Death forgot,
Ah me! too long I fer at nought the Swarm
of friendly Warnings, which around me flew ;
and {mil’d, unfmitten: Small my Caufe to fmile !
Death’s Admonitions, like Shafts upwards {hot,
more dreadful by Delay, the longer ere

they firike our Hearts, the deeper is their Wound.

O think how decp, Lo RENZ 0! Jore it ftings:

who can appeafe irs Anguifh? How it burms!

What Hand the barb’d, invenom'd, Thought can draw,

what




