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minds dispersed the lover's selfish prayer.
The

Per me quod eritque, fuit que,
— . . p-y tne concordant carmina nervis»
Estque patet. . noftra tamen un a sagitUt
Certa quidem nostra, « ,cron? frcii. Ovie
Certior, in vacuo 7«« «“Zn^ra
What was what is, what will be, here appears, 
An“ is cut with critic shears;
Disputes, replies, retorts, and
And Satire’s 1

je i coif . v
thro’ Folly’s breast.

—S+

dialogue.
a-. i. Why Luke, why did n’t you put ■“

bout Colonel Drummondvdle. and majo

«V M.-1 don’t know what you mean

tounication about them. flisappoi
, , • o 1 mean their uisapjf

Somebodyv d oflt.
way-lodge; you must "

L. L. M.—l heard ofrt.i 
cnlars. If you know them, give 

Somebody.-Well tb.s «
pou. McKill.‘way?Y_the preaent Lord High Commissioner

-, into No* 

an. I bad bo corii- 

iatment at McKilla*

Niglof

the parti-. but had n’t 
me the whole story.

Plausible Pom-You know Sir

»
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