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&be grabest Beast in tbe Ass: the qrabest Bird is the Gbol ;
The qravest fish is the Dpater ; the qrabest fan is the Fool.
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Aunstoers to Corvespondents.

QuiLr—Good : shall be glad to hear from you again.

J. SO F --Thanks ; call when convenient,

Our Book Review.

VENNOR'S WINTER ALMANAYX, '77—'78.  Montreal, Jouy DOUGALL
& Sox, 136 pp. 8 vo, paper.

At a time when so minch interest is taken in the Eastern War and the
settlement of the Fisheries Dispute, this work is exceedingly apropos.
This almanac is superior to that of Mr. J. BILLINGS in orthegraphy,
which is accomnted for by the fact that Mr. VENNOR males it a business
to look out for spells. It will also compare most favourably with the
standard work of Dr. AVER, although it doesn’t express itself so unresec-
vedly as to the merits of certain pills.  The subject matter of the book
is well set up and displays much learning and type. The book is filled
with valuable information, contributed by the advenising community,
and excellent weather predictions, from the pen of the famous Prophet
&e., are thrown in gratis.

Christinas Stanca.

Round and rounder still expanding,
See the Christmas pudding standing,
Cramimed with richest fruit and spice,
Woauing to a second slice—

Eggs aad suct, can they bring
Indigestion 2 No such thing,

Beef ; if inches four of fat is,
Mutton quite as good as that is—
Pie of pork from country sent—
Fish might grace a Bishop’s Lent—
- Best of sauces—can they call
Slight dyspepsjg\? Not at ali.

- .

T e
Wine.~10-Gay we must be metry—..
Brandy, whiskey, port and sherry,~- "= _
Christinas punch-Low] we must fill, it
Sweet, and strong, and hot, but stil),

Fevers, apuplexies—such

Could they canse?  Oh, no—not much.

X8

No. But still it needs explaining,
Can it be defects of draining ?

Is it something in the air?

Is that season sickly ?  Where

Is the cause that all next week
People will for doctors seek ?

A Cayital Thing.

*“ Capital punishment has been abolished in Italy.’~-Exchange. The
panishinent of Capital, unfortunately, still continues. Men who other-
wise might be happy are weighed down with gold aud the care of wealth.
How they linger in the weary dungeon of life, reading penances in
monstrous day-books and ledgers ! How their brains are racked by bank
accountsand loss and gain columns { Iiow the glittering piles in the
vaults, and phautoms of jimmies and crow-bars haunt their visions !
How they bow bencath the load and become silver white in the service
of mammon! And, finally, how they sigh and groan when the sands of
life are run, and they find that they cannot take even ashining silver dol-
lar with them to pay their railway fare in the dread beyond ! Nay, with
its great advantages over all this, poverty is a capital thing, a most de-
sirable thing, and Grir neadly feels tempted to exclaim *“give me
poverty or give me ceath.” But a lot of auxious heavy creditors in the
background will not allow it. *

Ye Den of Ye Bacholere.

Farabove ye citye noyses, storyes fyve above ye streete,

Iaes ye bachelere reposyny smoke while passe ye moments fleete ;
There ye mightye hookah bubbles ; there perfumes ye milde cigarre,
Never femayle mandayte fearinge, drivinge them to distance farre.

Never there ye sharpe faced ladye, wha ye hoarding mansionne keepes,
Layeth oute ye butter rancydde. or ye weak infusionne steepes

In ye tea-potte in ye morninge ; nor wyth deepe deceptive prayse,
Carveth up ye roosterre anciente nor ye beefestake toughe displayes.

There ye coffee hatlye steamethe, redolente of rich perfume;

There ye smelle of kidneys fryinge odorouslye filles ye roome;

There ye rolles ye bakerre Lringeth freshe or woe betydeth hym ;

There ye milkemanne filles ye pitcherre wyth ye mitke he dare not
skymme,

There ye Lulledogge in ye cornerre cropped of eare and round of eye,

There ye fatte Maltesianne felyne close besyde on rugge dothe lye.

There ye gunnes and roddes suspendedde in their glorye on ye walle,
‘elle of deedes of meritte wondrous which in huntynge dyd befalle.

‘There ye imunyte on ye sofa, heedynge notte how tyme doth goe,
Reads ve yellow covered pamphlette, tellinge tayles of dismalle woe—
How ve hero from ye Rockye Mountayne Injuns fercelye tooke

For hys bryde a jovelye ladye, which ye sayme dyd meane to cooke.

Howe he off in triumphe bare herre, strewing boadyes alle arounde,
\Wyth extremelye savayge nersonnes caveringe their natyve grounde.
Thencewarde down the Mississippye how theire path they dyd pursue,
Scoopynge halfe an alligatorre oute to furme a large cauoe.

Till hys onlye brother spyinge hym in passinge from ye shore,
Forms affectionne for ye ladye, halfe a mvle offe then or more.
Them decoying, hee dothe cooke there for the twaine a poysonned dyshe;
They partaking, hee hys brother straighte dothe throwe untoe the fysh.

Then untoe ye mayden saycth, ** Madamie, knowe you canuotte live,
But, if you with mee will marrye, I an antidote wylle give.”
Awfulle truly the conditionne of that payre of lovers deare,

! Muche enjoyed on ye sofa by ye readinge bachelere.

But ye poysonne hadlye workinge, being contracte arsenye,

He who murdered had Leen comethe madly wyth uplyfted stycke,
Fiercely savinge—but ye deeplye interestynge storye maye

Nowe be purchased at ye booke stores, if yousteppe in anye daye.

‘There at nighte ye merry storye passeth gleefullye arounde,

There acrosse ye roofe-toppes pourcth from the winidowes high the
sountle . '

Of the sunges uproarious lyfted by ye partyes theve withinne,

Other partyes with them adding noyse of laughter to the dinne,

There no wyfe ye inmayte scoldetlyif hee tarrye oute too layte.
Nor at-dinnerre childrenne worry hym to fylle snccessive playte,

. Free from billes and dunnes hee may bee, if he prudentlye dothe live.
Nor.nead Christmas anye feare of creditorres untoe hym give.

Sad to thinke, although ye squinrelie te ye toppe of tree may runne,

It mave happe to grounde c'nc droppeth, slaine by fowlerre’s ringing
guune.

Wace is mee, to highest atticke though ye bacheleres may go,

Everye daye they downwardes tumble, struck by Cupidde’s fatalle bowe.

An Innocent.

¢ Unsophisticated ™ writes : Yick up the Mail when I will, T find the
first thing in its ** City Matters” columm reads as follows : ** The Iounds
will meet at the kemnels at 3 o’clock sharp.” I have long heen trying
to hud out what this conld mean, but have at last concluded that it is a
call to a Tory meeting of some sort. for does not the great G, Brows
tell us that Tories are “*base hoonds?”  But why the Mail should con-
cur with him and adopt the name for its party 1 cannot fathom,  Wilt
thou enlighten me, most honoured GrIPF? *

The Difference.

The Mayor, the Mayor and the Aldermen,

They yearly demand to be put in again.

The people at that time make regular shout

To put tLe old Mayor and the Aldermen out,
Aund whether they're put out or whether they're not,
Nut u bit better pleased have the populace got.




