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jurists and students of Constitutional
History will tind Mr. Doutre's wurk of
extreme valuie. The %% ork is published
by Messrs. John Love11 & Son, Mon-
treal.

,lie literaturo of travel bias just liad
a delighitftl addition to its attractive
treasuires in the IRev W. H. Withrow's
'A Canadiai iii Euirope.' Thle work
consists of an itiuerary of the scholarly
editor of Tie ('aitad1ia Methodist ila-
gazine while on a sinniiier tour in Eui.
rope, and hias been made iUp froin his

note books and magn,,zine articles, with
illustrations of thezhistoric siglits en-
vouintered en route. Mr. W'ithrow is a
keeni observer, a Zgraphic writer and
withal a genial coinpanion. Few will
set out iii his conupany to visit these
shrines of the Old Lanîd who will not
accept his clvipero>uige throtighout. The
volumie is handsomiely produced by the
IRose-Belford Pnblishing Co., and will
niake a suitable present at the approach-
ing holiday season.
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THE BALLAD>E OF ALICE.

A THIB-NAIIL SKETCH IN TORONTO.

Dark eyeq, full of
,%irtx and malice,

Keen l'righit face and
Tixîi' fi.-tîe,
SýtrengICth and lightness,
Grace and vigour,

This ie like lher,-
Tlhis is Atice!

Ileairt tbat in itg
lRed g dchalice,

Holds stiîixg wvile of
I>aii aidi l'leaslure,
Eitlwr, hi'awd in

Arn jpe mieastre,--
Auid with each
Alike she dalties,

Aýs lier 1500(1 is
Fadr MisEs Alice

Li1 sý thatt polit witli
1'ertest sle

il led] %vitlî films, and
Frali-ht withi iialice--

v(oî eau ls)tl 4,
'ý;Nwc#t amx1 ite

hidiesi helîper-
IL1-dIst Ilitter,
1Rivh uor pour,

flot or palace,
.Tîît, the saine-

1 naltered Alice.
e. P. M.

'Ais,' said a deaf man who had a
scolding wife, ' man want3 but littie
heur below '

Foui weedl
1 would that I couh give thee o'er,

Tliy rank l)erfitine
Pollntes iuiy ruoru:

And yet there je in thee a spell,
Thy v-ot*rie-s underst4and toi) well,
XVhich bids nie tun to thee once more
WVhen 1 should hurl thee front the door.

W'here hast thon been
Fell Nicotine,

To learn sucb arts as thus ensiave?
What charni is in thy lacken'il buwl
Wliat is it tho(n rlost -ive, or save,
Wliceh op,e the portais of the coul,
And litids thee frieiids in every chinue,
In evýry rank. who ail combine
'lo honoué- thus thy sooty shriîie?
.Nor cease they witb the lapse of tinue.

No food thy puisonunes leaf supplies,
And yet. it is ijut whultY vile:
A sonmething hiddJeu in tht-e lies,
%Vhichi dues ur waywarît thunghts l'i.
A solace aye, the eecret's ripe,
A solaci' theil. I titi My puipe.

A writer whio lately dcclared that tlie
tetiperasîce i)arty was going to rise like

a giant refresbed %with wine,' was ratiier
unfortuinate in his choice of a sixuiile..

If 1 have ever used any unkind
words, Hanniah,' said Mr. Sniiley to iMrq.
'Sriley, reflectively, 'I1 take thé-ni al
back .' 'Yes I suppose you want to iise
thern over agalin,' was the not ver,-
soothing reply.
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