306 THE COMPLAINT. ztc,

as the Tide rulhing rafes what is wric

in yielding Sands, and finooths the letter’d Shore.

Lorexzo! haft thou ever weigh’d a Sigh?
or ftudy’d the Philofophy of Tears?
(A Science, yet, unleétur’d in our Schools! )
Haft thou defcended deep into the Breaft,
and feen their Source? . If not, defcend with me,

and trace thefe briny Riv'lets to their Springs.

Our Fun’ral Tears, from diff’rent Caufes, rife.
As if from fep’rate Cifterns in the Soul,
of various Kinds, they flow. From tender Hearts,
by foft Contagion call'd, fome burft at once,
and ftream obfequious to the leading Eye.

Seme alk ‘more Time, by curious Art diftill’d,

/

Some Hearts in feeret hard, unapt to melt,
ftruck by the Magic of the Public .Eyc,
like Mos = s’ fmitten Rock, gufh out amain.
Some weep to {hare the Fame of the Deceas’d,
- {o high in Merit, and to them fo dear.
They dwell on Praifes, which they think they {hare a
and thus, without a Blufh, commend Them{tlves.
Some mourn in Proof, that fomething they could love “
they weep not to relieve their Gricf, bur fhew,

Some




