!l 190 THE COMPLAINT. k7,
i , Philofophy’s Reverfe! and Health’s Decay!

Were Ias plump, as ftall’'d Theology,

Wifhing would wafte me to this Shade again.

Wete Ias wealthy as a Souzh-Sea Dream,
Wifhing is an Expedient to be poor.
Wifhing , that conftant Hedic of a Fool;
caught at a Court; purg’d off by purer Air,

and fimpler Diet; Gifts of rural Life!

Bleft be that Hand divine, which gently laid
my Heart at Reft, beneath this humble Shed.
The World’s a ftately Bark, on dang’rous Seas,
with Pleafure feen, but boarded at our Peril
Here, on a fingle Plank, thrown fafe aChore,

T hear the Tumult of the diftant Throng,
as that of Seas remote, or dying Storms ;

and meditate on Scenes, more filent {Hll ;

purfue my Theme, and fight the Fear of Death,
Here, like a Shepherd gazing from his Hut,

touching his Reed, or leaning on his Staff;
eager Ambition’s fiery Chace I fee;

1 fee the circling Hunt, of noify Men,

burft Law’s Inclofure, leap the Mounds of Right ,

purfuing,
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