200 THE COMPLAINT, ETC,

Senfations wew in Angels Bofoms rife;

{ufpend their Song; and make a Paufe in Blifs.

O for their Song to reach my lofty Theme!
Infpire me, Night ! with all thy tuneful Spheres!
* much rather Thou! who doft thofe Spheres infpirey
whilft T with Seraphs {hare feraphic Themes,
and {hew to Men the Dignity of Man;
left I blafpheme my Subjet with my Song.
Shall Pagay Pages glow celeftial Flame,
and Chziftian languifh? On ourHearts, not Heads,
falls the foul Infamy ; My Heart! awake,
What can awake thee, unawak’d by this,
“Expended Deity on human Weal ?,,
Feel the grear Truths, which built the tenfold Night
of Heathen Error, with a golden Flood
of endlefs Day: To feel, is to be fird;

and to believe, LorE Nz 0! is to feel,

Thou moft illdl!]gellt, moft tremendous Power!
Still more tremendous s for thy wond’rous Love!
That arms, with Awe more awful, thy Commands
and foul Tran(greflion dips in fev'nfold Night.
How our Hearts tremble at thy Love immenfe!
In Love immen(e, inviolably Juft!
Thou,

* Diefer Vers ift-it den letsten Ausgaben weagetiichen.




