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202  THE COMPLAINT. g1

Thou, rather than thy Fuftice fhould be ftain’d,
didft ftain the Crofs; and, Work of Wonders, far
the greateft, that thy Deareft far might bleed.

Bold Thought! Shall I dare fpeak it? or reprefs?
Should Man more execrate, or boaft, the Guilt
which rous’d fuch Vengeance 2 which fuch Love inflam’d ?
O’er Guilt (how mountainous! ) with outftretcht Arms,
ftern Fuftice, and foft-fmiling Love , -embrace,
fupporting, in full Majefty , thy Throne,
when feem’d its Majefty to need Suppert,
or That, or Man , inevitably loft.
What, but the Fathomlefs of Thought divine,
could labour {uch Expedient from Defpair,
and refcue both? Both refeue! Both exalt !
O how are both exalted by the Deed?
The wond’rous Deed! Or (hall I call it more?
A Wonder in Omnipotence itfelf!

A Myftery, no lefs to Gods than. Men!

Not, zhus, our Infidels th® Eternal draw,
aGod all o’er, confummate, abfolute :
full-orb’d, in his whole Round of Rays complete :
They fetat Odds Heavn’s jarring  Attributes !
and, with one Excellence, another wound 5

maim Heavn’s Perfe@ion, break its equal Beams,




