300 THE COMPLAINT. ttec,

methinks I fee, as thrown from her high Sphere,

the glorious Fragments of a Soul immortal,
with Rubbifh mixt, and glittring in the Duft,
Struck at the {plendid melncholy Sight,.

at once Compaffion {oft, and Envy, rife —
But wherefore Envy ? Talents Angel-bright,
if wanting Worth, are { hining Inftruments

in falfe Ambition’s Hand , to finith Faults

illuftrious, and give Infamy Renown.

Great 1/l is an Atchicvement of great Pop’ss.
Plain Senfé bu-t rarely leads us far aftray,
Reafon the Means, Affe@ions chufe our End;
Means have no Merit, if our End amifs.
1f wrong our Hearts, our Heads are right in vain;
Whatisa PEr mam’s Head, to PE 1 u a M’s Heart?

Hearts are Proprictors of all Applaufe.

Right Ends, and Means, make Wifdom: Worldly-wife
is but balf-witted, at its higheft Praife.

Let Genins then defpair to make thee great;

Nor flatter Szarion: What is Station high?

°Tis a proud Mendicant ; it boafts, and begss




