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AN AR TR N Opr  IiL

Tranflated by the Same.

N the dead of the night, when with labour opprefs’d
E All mortals enjoy the calm blefling of reft,
Cupid knock’d at my door, I awoke with the noife,
And ¢¢ who is it (I call’d) that my fleep thus deftroys 2

«« You need not be frighten’d, he anfwered mild,

¢« Let mein; I’m a little unfortunate child ;

¢« *T'1s a dark rainy night ; and I’m wet to the fkin;
¢ And my way I have loft ; and do, pray, let me in.”

I was mov’d with compaflion; and ftriking a light,

I open’d the door; when a boy ftood in fight,

Who had wings on his fhoulders : the rain from him dripp’d,

With a bow and with arrows too he was equipp’d.

[ ftirr’d up my fire, and clofe by 1its fide

I fet him down by me : with napkins I dried,

I chaf’d himall over, keptout thecold air,

And I wrung with my hands the wet out of his hair,

He from wet and {rom cold was no fooner at eafe,

But taking his bow up, he faid, ¢ If you pleafe

s¢ We will try it ; I would by experiment know

¢ If the wet hath not damag’d the ftring of my bow.”
Forthwith
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Forthwith from his quiver an arrow he drew,

To the ftring he apply’d it, and twang went the yew;
The arrow was gone ; in my bofom it center’d :
No fting of a hornet more fharp ever enter’d.

Away fkipp’d the urchin, as brifk as a bee,

And laughing, ¢ I wifh you much joy friend, quoth he:
¢« My bow is undamag’d, for true went the dart;

«« But you will have trouble enough with your heart.”

An Imitation of Horace, Ode II. Book III.
Anguftam ainice, &c.
By Mr. TiTLEY, to Dr. BEnrrey.

E that would great in {cience grow,
H By whom bright Virtue 1s ador’d,
At firft muft be content to know

An humble roof, an homely board.

With want, and rigid college laws
Let him inur’d betimes, comply 3
Firm to religion’s {facred caufe,
The learned combat let him try;
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