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112 THE COMPLAINT. ®T1c,

His the fole Stake ; His!Fate the Trumpet founds,
whikh kindles: War Immoxtal: - How [t biirris!
Tumultuous Swarms of Deities ini Arms!:

Foree Force oppofing, till the Waves rusi:high;
and tempeft Nature’s univerfal Sphere,

Such Qppofites Eternal ; Stedfaft; Stern, |
fuch Foes Implacabie, ate Good , and, Ill;

Yet Man, vain Man, would mediate Peace between them, |

Thinknot this Fition, “Therewas Way in Heaven. ,,

From Heav’n’s high cryftal Mountain, where It hung,

th’ ALM1G H T Y'S aut firetcht Arm took dows his Bow:
and fhot His Indignation at. the Deep ;
re-thunder’d Hell, and darted all her Fires, —

And feems the Stake of little. Moment #ill? I
And flumbers Man, who fingly caus’d the :Storm ?
He flceps, — And art Thou fhocke at Myferiesz
The Greateft, Thou, . How dreadful to refled,
what Ardor, Care, and Counfel, Morzals caule

in Breafts Divine! How little in their own!

Where-e’er I turn, hew new Proofs poorupenme |

How happily This wond’rous View {upports

my Former Argument! How ftrongly flrikes

Brnortal Life's full Demonfiration, Here !
“Why |




