466 THE COMPLAINT. &tc.
Is This the PiGure of a Rational?
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This Horrid Image, fhall it be moft Juft?2

LoreNzo! Na¢ /Xt cannot; == {hall not be,

if there is Torce in Reafon; or, in Sounds
3 " , ?

chanted beneath the Glimpfes of the Moon,

a Magic, at,this planetary Hour, .

when Slumber locks the gen'ral Lip, and Dreams

thro’ fenfelefs Mazes bunt Souls wn-infpir’d.
Attend — The facred Myﬁ‘e‘ries begin —

My folemn Night-born. Adjuration hears
Hear; and Pllraife thy Spirit from the Duft;

While the Szass gaze on this Inchantment new 3

Inchantment, not Infernal, but Divine! °

“2y Silence, DEATH's peculiar Attribute s
35y Darknefs, GuiLt's inevitable Doom ;
2y Darknefs, and by Silence, Sifters dread!
»that draw the Curtain round N1GHT’S ebon Throne,
mand raife Ideas, folemn as the Scene;

»2y NIGHT, and all of Aweful, Night prefents

»to Thought, or Senfe (of Aweful much, to Both,

»the Goddefs brings)! 23y Thefe her trembling Fires,
»like VESTA’S, ever-burning; and, like bess,

»iacred to Thoughts immaculate, and pure!
»2y thele bright Orators,  that prove, and praife,
- oand prefs thee to revere, the DEITY;
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