80 THE COMPLAINT. zre.

(Fate the loud Signal founding) headlong rufh
to zimelefs Night, and Chaos! Whence they rofe.
Why fpur the Speedy ? Why with Levities l
new-wing thy {hort, {hort Day’s too rapid Flight? ‘
Know’ft thou, or what thou doft, or whatis done? ‘
Man flies from Time, and Time from Man; too foon
in fad Divorce this double Flight muft end:

and then, where are we? where, LorE N z 0! then,
thy Sports? thy Pomps? — I grant thee, in a State
not Unambitious; in the 7zffled Shroud,

thy Parian Tomb’s ¢riumphant Arch beneath.

Has Death his Fopperies? Then well may Life

put on her Plume, and in her Rainbow fhine.

Ye well-arruy’d! Ye Lilies of our Land!
Ye Lilies Male! who neither toil, nor {pin,
(as Sifter Lilies might ) if not {o wife
as Solomon , more {umptuous to-the Sight!
Ye Delicate! who nothing can fupport,
yourfelves moft infupportable ! for whom
tpe winter Rofe muft blow, the Sun put on
a brighter Beam in"Leo 5 filky-foft
Favonius breathe {till {ofter, or be chid;
and other Worlds fend Odours, Sawce, and Song.
and Robes, and Notions, fram’d in foreign Looms!

Oye LoreEnzos of our Age! who deem




