224,

How voide

THE COMPLAINT. £rc,

d his vaft Diftance from the Skies!

How near he prefles on the Seraph’s Wing!

Which is t
How This
of Guilt an
The double

he Seraph ? Which the Bern of Clay?
demonftrates, thro’ the thickeft Cloud
d Clay condentt, the Son of Heav'n!

Son; the Made, and the Re- made!

And {hall Heav’n’s double Property be loft?
Man’s double Madnefs only can deftroy.
To Man the bleeding Crofs has promis’d All;

the bleeding Crofs has fivorn eternal Grace;

Who gave his Life, what Grace {hall He deny?

O ye! who, from this Roek of Ages, leap,

difdainful,

plunging headlong in the Decp !

what cordial Joy, what Confolation ftrong,

what ever Winds arife, or Billows roll,

our Int’reft in the Mafter of the Storm!

Cling there,

and in wreck’d Nature’s Rains finile ;

while vile Apoftates zremble in a Calm.

Man! Know thyfelf. All Wifdom centres there:

To none Man feems ignoble, but to Man ;

Angels’ that

Grandeur, Men o’erlook, admire:

How long {hall Human Nature be The/» Book,

degen’rate Mortal! and #mread by Thee?




