196 ~THE COMPLAINT. erc.
The private Path, the fecret Ats of Men,

if noble, far the nobleft of our Lives!"

How far above LORENZO’S qui"y ﬁtc

th’ illuftrious Mafter of a Name u;:;le’not‘vn;‘

Whofe Worth unrivall’d'!l~and unw.itAncfs’d, 4lovcs
Life’s facred Shades, where Gods converfe with Men}
And Peacejibeyond the World’s Conceptions finiles!

As Thou (now dark), before we part; {hale fee,

But thy Great Soul ithis [kulking Glory fcorns.’
LoRr Enz0%s fick, but-when LORE NZ0'S feens
and, when he fhrugs at public Bus'nefs, lyes,
Deny’d the plil.blic Eye, the public Véige; :
as if he liv’d on others Breath, he dies.

Fain would he make vthc World his Pedeftal;
Mankind the Gazers, the {ole Figure, He,
Knows he, that Mankiad praifc againft their Will,
and mix as much Détration as they can?

Knows ‘he, that faithlels Fame her Whifper has,
as well as Trumpet? That his Vanity

is fo much tickled from; not hearing A/} 2.

Knows this All-Knower, that from Itch of Praife,
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