100 THE COMPLAINT. erc.

On This, or Similar, Pairanpzer! Thou
whofe Mind was moral, as the Preacher’s Tongue!

and ftrong, to weild all Science, worth the Name:

how often we talk’d down the Summer’s Sun,
and cool’d our Paffions by the breezy Stream !
How often thaw’d, and fherten’d Winter’s Eve,
by Confli&t kind, that ftruck out latent Truth,
beft found, fo fought; to the Reclufe moreCoy !
Thoughts difentangle paffing o’er the Lip ;

clean runs the Thfead 3 if not, ’tis thrown away,
or kept to tie up Nonfenfe for a Song;

Song, falhionably fruitlefs! fuch as ftains

the Fai)cy, and unhallow’d Pa/fion fives;

chiming her Saints to Cytherea’s Fane.

Know’ft thou, Lo R E N z o! what a Friend contains ?

As Bees mixt Netfar draw from frangrant Flowr’s,

fo Men from FrR1E NDS® 12, Wifdom and Delighs;

Twins ty’d by Nature, if they part, they die.

Haft thou no Friend to fet thy Mind abroach?

and {poil, like Bales unopen’d to the Sun.

Good Senfe will ftagnate. Thoughts {hut up, want Air,

Had Thought been All, fveer Speech had been deny’d ;

Speech,




