348 THE COMPLAINT. rre.

and lodg’d in Bofoms that ne’er dream’d of Gain.
“To fome it fticks (o clofe, that, when, torn off,
torn is the Man, and mortal is the Wound.
Sonze, o'er-enamour’d of their Bags, run mad,
groan under Gold, yet weep for want of Bread.
Together fome (unhappy Rivals!) feize,

and rend Abundance into Poverty.

Loud croaks the Raven of the Law, and {miles:
{miles too the Goddefs; but fmiles moft at thofe,
(Juft Vi€ims of exorbitant Defire!)

who perifh at their own Requeft, and, whelm’d
beneath her Load of lavifh Grants, expire.
Fortune is famous for her Numbers {lain.

The Number fmall, which Happinefs can bear.
Tho’ varions for a while their Fates; at laft

one Curfe involves them All: At Death’s Approach,
all read their Riches backward into Lofs,

and mourn, in juft Proportion to their Store,

And Death’s Approach (if orthodox my Song)
is haften’d by the Lure of Forzune’s Smiles.
And art thou ftill a Glutton of bright Gold2
And art thou flill rapacious of thy Ruin?
Death loves a fhining Mark, a fignal Blow s
a Blow, which, while it executes, alarms;

and ftartles Thoufands with a fingle FalL
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