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THE

COMPLA‘I.NT.
: .N‘IGHTJTHE FIRST.

x
.é T ?IR’D Nature’s fiveet Reftorer, balmy Sleep!
et He, like the World, his ready Vifit pays

%ég where Fortune {miles; the Wretched he forfakes:
fwift on his downy Pinion flies from Woe,

and lights on Lids unfully’d with a Tear.

From fhott (as ufual) and difturb’d Repofe,
1 wake: How happy they , wlio wake no more!
Yet that were vain, if Dreams infeft the Grave.
T wake, emerging from a Sea of Dreams
tumultuous 3 where my wreck’d, defponding Thought
from Wave to Wave of fanfy’d Mifery,
at random drove, her Helm of Reafon loft.
Tho’ now reftor’d, ’tis only Change of Pain,
(a bitter Change!) feverer for fevere.

"The Duy too {hort for my Diftrefs! and Night,
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