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MISCELLANEOUS VERSES.

A LOOKING-GLASS.

COUNTERFEIT all bodies, yet have none;
Bodies give fhadows, fhadows give me one.
Lov’d for another’s fake, that perfon yet
Is my chief enemy whene'er we meet;
Thinks me too old, though bleft with endlefs youth
And, like a monarch, hates my {peaking truth.

A—S U N=D L& L,

HOUGH made by art, ’tis nature gives me voice.
I anfwer all, yet never fpeak by choice.

One only language I can talk, yet fhould

In every country be underftood.

Unlefs peculiarly infpir'd—I'm dumb,

Yet know not what is paft, or what's to come.

‘What 1 faid yefterday, to-day is new,

And will be fo to-morrow, yet be true.
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404 MISCELLANEOUS VERSES.

On the TransLaTION of ANACREON.

N gay Anacreon’s joy-infpiring line

Pour’d all his juice the glowing pod of wine,
But in the poet’s bowl his tame tranflator
Has mix'd fuch fuffocating draughts of water,
That yawn to yawn and nod to nod fucceeds,
And Drunkennefs grows fober as fhe reads.

HEN Thefeus from the fair he ruin’d fled,
The nymph accepted Bacchus in his ftead,
The allegory, to my humble thinking,
Means, that delerted.ladies take to drinking,

TO-D AY.

EFORE my birth I had a name,
But foon as barn I chang’d the fame;
And when I'm laid within the tomb,
I fhall my father’s name aflume.
I change my name three days together,
Yet live but one in any weather,
o

A LOOKING-
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