a7a THE COMPLAINT. etc.
Let Indians , and the Gay, like Indians, fond

of feather’d Fopperies, the Sun adore :

Darknefs has more Divinity for me;

it ftrikes Thought inward; it drives back the Soul
to fettle on Herfelf, our Point fupreme!

There lies our Theatre; there fits our Judge.
Darknefs the Curtain drops o’er Life’s dull Scene;
is the kind Hand of ‘Providence ftretcht out

*twixt Man and Vanity ; ’tis Reafon’s Reign,

and Virtue's too; thefe Thutelary Shades

are Man’s Afylum from the tainted Throng.
Night is the good Man’s Friend, and Guardian too ;

it no lefs refeues Virtue, than infpires.

Vireue for ever Frail, as Fair, below,
her tender Nature {uffers in the Croud,
nor touches on the World, without g Stain:
The World’s infe&tious; few bring back at Eve,
. immaculate, the Manners of the Morn.
Something we #hought, is blotted; we refolv’d,
is Thaken; we remounc’d, returns again.

Each Saluzation may flide in a Sin
unthought before, or fix a former Flaw.
Nor is it flrange = Light, Mosion, Conconrfe, Noife,

all,




