136 THE COMPLAINT. rre.
And kind Thou wilt be; Kind on fuch a Theme!

a Theme {o like thee, a quite Lunar Theme,

{oft, modeft, melancholy, female, fair!

A Theme that rofe all-pale, and told my Soul,
‘twas Night ; on her fond Hopes perpetual Night:

a Night which ftruck a Damp, a deadlier Damp,

than that wich {mote me from Puir a N pE rs Tomb.

Narcissa follows, erc his Tomb is clog’d:
Woes clufter ; rare are folitary Woes;

they love a Train, they tread each other’s Heel;
Her Death invades His mournful Right, and claims
the Gricf that ftarted from my Lids for Him:
feizes the faithlefs, alienated Tear,

or fhares it, erc it falls. So frequent Death,
Sorrow, He more than caufes, He confounds;

for human Sighs his rival Strokes contend

and make Diftres, Diftra®tion. Oh Puiran DER!
What was thy Fate? A double Fate to me ;3

Portent, and Pain! a Menace, and a Blow !

Like the black Raven hov’ring o’er my Peace,

not lefs a Bird of Omen, than of Prey.

It calld Narcissa long before her Hour;

it call’'d her tender Soul , by Break of Blifs,

from the firft Bloffom, from the Buds of Joy;

thofe




