348 THE COMPLAINT. krc.
And chafe we ftill the Phantom thro® the Fire,

o’er Bog, and Brake, and Precipice, till Death?

Aund toil we ftill for fublunary Pay?

defy the Dangers of the Field and Flood,
or, Spider-like, fpin out our precious All,
our miare than Vitals {pin (if no Regard

to great Futurity) in curious Webs

of fubtle Thought, and exquifite Defign ;
(fine Net-work of the Brain!) to catch a Fly!
the momentary Buz of vain Renown!

a Name! a mortal Immortality!

Or (meaner fill 1) inftead of grafping Air,
For f'ordid_Lum"e ptl'unge we in the Mire?
drudge, fiveat , thro’ ev’ry Shame, for e‘v’ry Gain,
for vile contaminating Tra(h; throw up
our Hope in Heav’n, our Dignity with Man!
and déify the Dirt, maturd to Gold?
Auwmibition, Av’rz'ct';v the two Demons thefe,
which goad thro’ ev’ry Slough our Human Herd,
hard - wravell'd fiom the Cradle to the Grave.

How low the Wretches ftoop ! How fteep they climb!
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