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122 THE COMPLAINT. eTc.

whate’er his Boaft, has told me, He’s 2 Knave.
His;Duzy ’tis, to love Himfelf zlone;

nor care tho’ Mankind periCh, if He finiles.
Who, thinks ere-long the Man fhall wholly die, .

is dead already; noughtbut Bruze furvives,

. %1:And are there fuch? = Such Candidates there are
for more than Death ; for utter Lofs of Being, '
Being, the Bafis of the DE1T v!

Afk you the Caufe? = The Caufe they will not tells
Nor.neez{ they: Oh, the Sorceries of Se:zﬁ' yi

They work this Transforniation on the Soul,
difmiourit her like the Serpent at the Fall,:

difmount her from Rer native'Wing (which foar'd
ere-while ethereal Héights), and throw her dc‘awn,

to lick the Duft, and cra#l, in fuch a TBought.

Is it in Words to paint you? O ye Fall’n!
FalPn:from the Wings of Reafon; and of Hope!
Ere&t in Stature, Prone in Appetite!

Patrons of Pleafure, pnﬁing into Pain!
Lovers of Argument, averfe to Senfe!
Boafters of Liberty, faft bound in Chains!

Lords of the wide Creation, and the Shame!
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