
4 ,rGRIP*

(AtI Rights Resers'ed.)

ALAS, alas!
'Tis corne to pass-

That knowiedge, rneant for healing,
Has sorrow brought
For it bas taught

The legal art of stealing;-
Nor dees he pass
For but an as

Ordained t0 be defeated,
That can believe
He must deceive

And cheat or he'll bc cheated.

We vainly wink,
And try to blink

Arnd dodge the moral laws,
Howe'er immense,
Our want of sense

Effect shall follow cause-
B ut Love and Truth
In endless youth "

Upon Carth's tbrone are seated
Wbîle fear and doubt
Corne oniy out

Of cheat or ye'll be cheaced.

Not in the nigbt,
But in the Iight

Of Freedom's iovely ray
IIow soon ive guess
That rightcousness

NVilI neyer, neyer liy:
But fur the land
[¶ove'er so grand,

There's inany a s ,rrowv neted,
That builds its faitb
On what self saith

In cheat or ye'Il be cheated.

And let their crime
Be killing tirne,

Or Pilf'ring of the poor,
On it depend,
That in the end

Their punishment is sure-
Nor man nor state
Can c'er be great,

Already they're defeatedl
That put their trust
In aught unjust -

In cheat or ye'l be chcsted,

And if we would
Prefer the good,'And rather blers than ban,
Of ail things strive
To keep alive

Your faith in God and Mian.
Words never came
From souls aflame

That ev'ry heart bas grceted,
No heroes bled,
No hearts' blood shed

For cheat or ye'hl bc cheated.
ALEXANDER McLACHLAN.

LATEST PROM ROUE.
TRULY the ways af some newspaper men are past

finding out 1 A recent item, speaking af the Pope's pro-
bable disposition af bis jubilee gifts, says tbat he has
mnanaged ta get rid of ail except somne bnndreds af pairs
of slippers izhic/: are 1ikelýy to renmain on His IFoiineçs'
/tands, as they are such as only a Pope can wear. H-is
Holiness is cvidcntiy ingeniaus. How clever ta cail bis
bands into requisition when the work af wearing them
out was toa ardnous for bis feet 1

"lTHE Pope on Humnat Liberty » is it ? enquired Mr.
O' Rafferty, looking up front the Empire on Wednesday
last. IlFaix it's roight yes are 1 The aid varmint bas
been on human liberty front the noigbt be was borrun,-
sittin roight a-top av it, d'ye nioind 1 1'

THE O1FLANNIGAN FEUD.
FOR mnany years there bas been a bitter feud between

the O'Flannigan and the McMahon families. When
Mrs. -O'F. was interrogated cancerning it, she laughed,
but Mrs. McMabon, when spoken ta on the subject,
waxed unusually profane. Mrs. O'Flannigan baked ber
own bread. She always did. She didn't believe in
baker's bread. It was sour, fushionless stuif, with nary a
bit a' taste or substance in it. The only thing in tbe
worid Mrs. O'Fiannigan was always in trouble about was
-yeast. She had tried brewers' 'aste, hop 'aste, and sait
rising; lately she had been using the Vienna pressed
'aste, but ail were more or less faulty. So she told Mrs.
McMahon one marning. Mrs. McMabon had dropped
in just atter the two busbands had gone ta work, and
faund Mrs. O'Flannigan as usual up ta the eibows in
dougb.

IDid yez iver tbry the silf-raisin' flour, Mistbress
O'Fiannigan,» said ber neigbbor, folding ber arins majes-
tically across ber ample chest, and looking wise.

"Slf-raisin' flour? No, ma'am. D'yez mane flour
that'hI roise widout 'aste ?"'

IlOi do thin, Sure ai read ail about it in the papers.
Ai yez bave ta do is ta wet it wid watber, an' sure it'Ii
risc up like ta walk away ont av the very bouse.",

IlD'ye moind now 1 " said Mrs. O'F., ber eyes wide
witb admiratian.

"V is, ma'am, its meseif nivir baktes me own bread, or
its the silf-raisin' four I'd use ail the time."

IlBedadl I belave thin oi'1i be afther thrying it."
With Mrs, O'Flannigan, resoive meant action, and that

instant. That evening a bag af self-raising flour was
deposited an the lid af thse chest that stood bclow ber
kitchen window, and site retired ta sieep and dream of
creamy white loaves rising up puff on puif withaut ary a
bit o' 'aste. But the nigbt was ane af the bottest, Mir.
O'Flannigan snored, if anytbing louder tban usual, and at
day dawn Mrs. O'F.* was feign ta take a bed-quilt, and
folding it under ber, lie down in the sweet rest and silence
ai the cool kitchen floor. It was flot yet dawn, but in
the atmospbcre tbere lingered the ligbt wbicb illumes the
land of dreams, a ligbt wbich soothed Mrs. O'Flannigan's


