206 THE COMPLAINT. tte,

Is it, that Zime fteals on with downy Feet, °
nor wakes Indulgence from her golden Dream ?
To-day is fo like Fefferday, it cheats;

we take the lying Sifter for the fame.

Life glides away , LOREN z 0! like a Brook ;
for ever changing, unperceiv’d the Change.

In the fame Brook none ever bath’d him twice :
to the fame Life none ever twice awoke.

We call the Brook the fame; the fame we think
our Life, tho’ fill more rapid in its Flow;
nor mark the Much irrevacably laps’d,

and mingled with the Sea. O {hall we fay
(retaining ftill the Brook to bear us on)

that Life is like a Veffel “on the Stream ?

In Life embarl’d, we ﬁnoorhly down the Tide
of Time defcend, but not on. Time intent ;
amus’d, unconfcious of the gliding Wave;

till on a fudden we perceive a Shock;

we f{tart, awake, look out; what fte we there?

Our brittle Bark is burlt on Charon’s Shore.

Is this the Caufe Dearh flics all human Thought,

or is it Fudgment by the Will {truck blind,
that domineering Miftre(s of the Soul!
Like him {o firong by Dalilah the faix?

or is it Fear turns ftartled Reafun back,

from looking down a Precipice {0 fteep?




