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IV.
In vain alas, ’tis all in vain,
Toftruggle with my fate,
Pm fure Ine’re fhall ceafeto love,
How much lefs can I hate !

V.
Againit relentlefs deftiny,
Hopelefs to overcome,
Not Sifiphus more fadly ftrives
W ith his Eternal Doom.

STREPHON.

O me his fighs, to me are all his vows,

_ But there’s my hell the depth of all my woes,
We burn alike, butoh the diftant blifs,

A view of that my greateft torment is;

Accurft
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Accurft ambition, groveling intereft,

Such heated crimes as yet did never reft

Within my Soul, muft now unjuftly keep

Me from my Heaven would they may fink as deep,
Asthat black Chaos whence they {prung, and leave |
Thofe mortals wretched which they now deceive.

Paraphrafeon Malachy 3. 14.

N vain ye Murmur, we have ferv’d the Lord,

As vainly liftned to his flattering word,
He has forgot, or fpake not as he meant ;
Elfe why are wethus Idly penitent ?
Yecall the haughty bleft, ere&ing thofe
That dure my Judgements impiouily oppofe,
And own, pay, dl&xqﬂ boaft them|elves my ﬁﬂfﬁ‘,
W' hofe crimes would (were I not a God) command
The fearlet bolts frmﬁ my unwilling hand ;
Then they that fear’d my great and awful name,
The only few that dar’d oppofe the ftream,

Unmov’d



