402 THE COMPLAINT, kT,

by Toys entangled, or in Guilt bemir'd,

it turns a Curfe; it is our Chain , and Scourge,
in this dark Dungeon, where confin’d we lie,
clofe-grated by the fordid Bars of Senfe;

all Profpedt of Eternity {hut out;

and, but for Execution, ne'er {et fice.

With Error in Ambition juftly charg’d,
find we Lor ENzo wifer in his Wealth?
What if thy Reatal I reform? and draw
an Inventory zew to fet thee right?

Where, thy z#se Treafure? Gold fays, “Not in fne.”
and, “Not inme,” theDmond. Gold is poor;
India’s infolvent: Seek it in Thyfelf,

feel in thy naked Self, and find it There;

in Being {o defcended, form’d, endow’d;

{ky-botn, fky-guided, fky-returning Race!
Ete@, Immortal, Rational, Divine!

In Senfes, which inherit Earth , and Heav'ns ;
enjoy the various Riches Nature yields;

far nobler; give the Riches they enjoy;
give Tafte to Fruits; and Harmony to Groves;

their radiant Beams to Gold, and Gold’s bright Sire;




