386 THE COMPLAINT. ETc,
Thefe Demons burn Mankind; but moft poflefs

Lo rEN z0’s Bofom, and turn out the Skies.

Is it in Time to hide Eterniry?
And why not in an Atom on the Shore,
to cover Ocean? or a Mote, the Sun?
Glory and Wealtb.’ have They this blinding Pow'r?
What if to Them I prove LorEeENZ o blind?
 Would it furprife Thee? Be thouthen furpris’d;

Thou neithey know’ft: Their Nature learn from me,

Mark well, as foreign as Thefe Subjedts {cem,
what clofe Connesion ties them to my Theme,
Firft, what is Trze Ambition? The Purfuit
of Glory, nothing /efs than Man can {hare,
Were they -as vain, as gaudy-minded Man,
as flatulent with Fumes of Self-applaufe,
their Arts and Conquefts dnimals might boaft,
and claim their Lanrel Crowns, as well as We 13
but not Celeflial.  Here we ftand alone;
as in our Form, diftin&, pre-eminent.

If prone in, Thought, our Stature is our Shame;




