186 THE COMPLAINT ETec.
But This, how rare! the public Path of Life
is dirty : == Yet, allow that Dirt ifs Due,
it‘ ma'kcs. tﬁe Noble Mind more noble ftill:
The World’s no Ncu,t_cc; it will wound, or faves
our Virtué quench, or Indignation fire,
? Y;Ju fay; the World, well known, will make a Man: =
The Warld,well-known, will give our Hearts to Heaven,

or make us Demons, long before we Die,

To fhew how fair the World, by Miftrefs, fhines;
take  cizher Part, fure Ills attend the Choices
Sure, .tho.‘ not' equal, Detriment enfues, '

Not Virtne-felf is Deify’d on Earth; Q

Viytue bas her Relagfes , Conflidts, Foes:
Foes; th;: ne’er fail to make her feel their Hatg,
Virene has her peculiar Set of Pains,

‘True; Eriends to Virtue, laff, and leaf}, complain’;
But if They S$igh, can Others hope to Smile?
If Wifdom has her Miferies to mowrn,

how can poor Folly lead a happy Life2

And if Both fuffer, what has Eacth to boaft,
where he mbﬁ Happy, who the leaft Laments?

where much; much Patience, the moft envy’d State,
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