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Palam prostare nudam in nepula linea. Pusrivs Symivs.
Nought but a linen clou? her naked beauty hides.
Lot Appius reddens a$ each word you speak,

nd stares tremendous with a threatening eye,

ike some fierce tyrant in old tapestry. Porel

Currit ad Indos

Pauperiem fugiens.

Nay e’en to distant Canada he goes
ther than stay at home and eat kail-brose.

of! shall, as in laft number, commence witha few
the favours of my correspondents. And first,
Chy Poet in ordinary, who, by the bye, isan idle
P> and will never do anﬁ thing but when the
§.Bgot bites, having just brought me his ver-
o X of my narrativealluded to in No. 55, I am
“abled to fulfill my promise to Mr. Tinker,

M‘I“ MaccuLrLon, )
t, ' sending you this precious morceau, I am led

t supp.ose that some of your fair re{xders, with
fe:l Curiosity natural to their sex, will probably
lg an inclination to know who its author is.—
O not hesitate to disclose my name ; but, by
fe\;Plng them in the dark as to my residence, 2
e of them may possibly set out upon dreaming
fesS“rs!ons; and as in these days we have pro-
X ®d interpreters of dreams, visions, etc.* the
wrounding of them may afford no small fund of
SJsement, ‘
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