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ANACREON. Opr I

Tranflated by the Same.

N the dead of the night, when with labour opprefs’d
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 {leep thus deftroys ?

“ Youneed not be frighten’d, he anfwered mild,

¢ Tet me in 3 I’m a little unfortunate child;

# Tis 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,

T open’d the door; when a boy ftood in fight,

Whohad wings on hisfhoulders : therainfrom him dripp’d,
With a bow and with atrows too he was equipp’d,

I ftir’d up my fire, and clofe by its fide

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

I chaf’d him all over, kept out the cold air,

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

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

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

“ We will try it ; Iwould by experiment know

€ If the wet hath not damag’d the firing of my bow.
Forthwith
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