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190 THE COMPLAINT. £tec.
Who talks of Thefe, to Mankind all at once

he talks; foi where the Saint from either free ?

Are thefe thy Refuge? — No; Thefe rufh tpon thee’s
thy Vitals feize, and, Vultur-like, devour:

V'l try, if Itan pluck thee from thy Rock,
PROMET HE us! from this barren Ball of Earths

If Reafon can unchain thee, thoucart free,

And, ﬁrﬁ, thy Cancafus , Ambition calls;
Mounta:m‘ 6f Tértﬁents! ﬁmine‘nce of Woeg!
Of courted Woes! and cou;-ted thro’ Miftake !
*T'is'not Ambition charais thee; ’tisa Cheas
will make thee fart, as H—==~=at his Mooss |
Doﬁ grafp at Greatneﬁ? Eiri‘r, kiow \;vhat it iss
Think'ft thou thy Greatnefs in Diffinction lies?
Not in the Feather , wav‘gr it eer fo high,
by Faftuv;; ﬁuék, to mark ﬁs frbm the Thfong{
i Glory lodg’d: *Tis lodg'd in the Reverfes
in that which joins, in that which équals, All,
the Monarch; and his Slave; ~ “A Deathlefs Soul),
“Unbounded Profpect, and Imtmortal Kii,

“a Father God, and Brothers in the Skies;;,

Elder, indeed, in Time; but lefs remote

n

") adh ber Gabel ein Gubn bes Japetits, fouede weil er dad G
voth Dimmel rautbte, auf Supiters Befehl an den Heeg KauFafus p

in Scytbien, gefeffelt,  Ein Udler fiof alie Tage feins ze:f:
A I




