212 THE COMPLAINT, et
“bleft, and chaftiz’d, a flagrant Rebel ftil] ! |
¢ A Rebel,’midft the Thunders of his Throne !
$Nor I alone! a Rebel Univerfe!

“My Species up in Arms! not One exempt!,

“Yet for the Fouleft of the Foul, He dies,

“moft joy'd, for the Redeem’d firom deepelt Guilt!,
“As if our Race was held of highef(t Rank ;

“and Godhead dearer, as more kind to Man!,,

Bound, ev’rty Heart! and, evry Bofom, burn!
Oh what a Scale of Miracles is h.ere,'
Its loweft Round, high-planted on the Skies;
its tow’ring Summit loft beyond the Thought
of Man or Angel! Oh that I could climb
the wonderful Afeent, with equal Praife!
Praife ! flow for ever, (if Aftonifhment
will give thee Leave) my Praife! for ever flow;
Praife Ardent, Cordial, Conftant, to High Heav'n
more fragrant, than Arabis facrificd;

and all her fpicy Mountains in a'Flame.

So dear, fo due to Heav’n, fhall Praife defeend
with her {oft Plume, (from planfive Angels Wing
firft pluck’d by Man)) to tickle mortal Ears,

thus diviug in the Pockets of the Great ?
Is




