§  THE COMPLAINT. irc
and tho’ Succels difgufts; 'yet ftill, LORENZO!

in vain we ftrive to'pluck ‘it from our Hearts;

by Natiire ‘plantéd for the nobleft Ends.

Abfiird the fam’d Advice to PYRRHUS giviy,
more prais’d than ponder’d; fpecious; but unfound;
Soonet that Hero’s Sword the World had quell'd,
than Reafon, his Awbition. Man muft foar,
Aii‘obftindte Activity ‘withifs; 3

an' infuppreflive Spring, will tofs hitn up

in fpite of Fustune's Load. Not Kings alones

each Villager has his "Ambition too;

No Sultan proudet than his fetter’d Slave :

Slaves build their: little Babylons' of 'Straw,

echb' the prond Affyrian, in their Hearts,

and cry, —“Behold the Wonders of my Might!;
And why?"Becavife immortal as their Lord;

and Souls'immortal muft for'ever heave

at fomething Greaty the Glitter, orthe ‘Gold s

the Praife of Mortals, ‘or. the ‘Praife of Heaven.

‘Nor abfolutely vain is Human Praife;
whep Human is fupported by Divine,
ri mtroduce LORENZO to mefelf

leﬁn'c and-[’ridé’(bhd Maﬁers!) {hare 'our Hearts,”

) As
Y igyp Crebutabiesay auf er Ssniglidien Burg . abel gieng
« bub er an, und fprach; «Dag ift die grofie Vabel, mc ld) e.rbauet
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