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108 THE COMPLAINT. ETc,

what healing Hand can pour the Balm of Peace 2

and turn my Sight undaunted on the Tomb?

With‘]oy, — with Grief, that bealing Hand 1 fee;
Ah! too confpicuous! It is fix’d on high.
On bigh! — What means my Phren{y? I blafpheme 3
Alas! how low! how far beneath the Skies?
The Skies it formd; and now it bleeds for me —
But blecds the Balm T want — yet fHll it blécdx;
Draw tlic dire Steel — Ah no ! — the dreadful Blefling
what Heart or can fuftain, or dares forego ?
There hangs all human Hope: That Nail fupports

our faIIing Univerfe: That gone, we drop 3

Horror receiyes us, and the difimal Wilh
Creation had been fmother’d in her Birth =
Darknefs His Curtain, and His Bed the Duft;
when Stars and Sun are Duf beneath his Throne}
In Heav’n itfelf can fuch Indulgence dwell ?
O what 2 Groan was there? A Groan no¢ His,
He feiz’d our dreadful Right; the Load fuftain’d;
and heav’d the Mountain from a guilty World,

A thoufand Worlds, £ bought, were bought too dear.
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