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Uaderground Theology-
IN THREE ACTS.—ACT 30,

SCeNE.—lnatncr tascment, rol guite as vave as th
others, the residence of an ametens taby farmer, (on
a linted scale,) to snt, Mrs. Spence, r ckes out a
lesiing by selitng candics and bread estensibiy, also a
dhrap of the unlicensed crayther (sub resa). ” Mrs, S,
hasjust given her four-months-old laly enongh sohis-
ey and paregorac o quict it for the next four hours at
least, and hus wme sat down to have a guict bit of
symipathelic gossip over a pint of beer, a tete-astete
swith old Mrs Jore, her neighbous vver the woay.

Muis, Jonw, takoyy the shazol o' e v head and aliusting
herself comfortably—

‘“1do declare, Missis Spence, ' owas just a-ayin’ 1o
Mariar,

As ) was a-sinin’ a-toastin® my poor old 1oes by the live:

Says 1, there's Missis Spence now, no furder than over
the way,

Might Le dead an’ buried for all we know, haint seen ber
since yesterday,

So L throws my shawl over iny head, an’ hero € be,

issis Speace.

Cutue a-purpuse to see how you are.

beew ustuy you since? ™

How's the world

Mus. SerNce, in a hoarse, Bibernian woie

“ Arrah! dou't yex be aftherfaxin’, sure its ruined meself
will be,

Wid their prachin® an their convartin’, an’ fixin’ folks up
widtea, .

Thedivil a dhirap of liguor 1've sowld all this blissid day,

An' that gurl accomin’ L-morsow 1o carry her brataway.

Mus. Joun, shaking her kead solemnly—
** Yes, maam, the times is bad, an’ growin' every day

WUSS,

You can't turn an honest penny, withont people makin®
a Juss,

You know them there three oys 1 vented my cellar to
sleep in,

Aw' only charged ‘em ten cents?  Well, ma'am, didn't
they go a-weepin'

To them big bugs as gets up the breakfast, Sunday
moruin's at Tempeiance "All,

An’they've been an’ gune an’ took ‘em for gaod, the one
with cancamption an’all. -

In coora:l: they wan'tuo profit, bue still a few cents cum
andy,

To buy e a pint o' beer, or ahorn to coax old Sand:

To do me 2 bit o' pawnin', or hook a lvose hcard off the
cnce

To kindle the fire of & mornin’. Put whisper now,
Missis Spence,

Don't you trink, between us private,”the world's turnin’
upside down?

With all them queer on-goin's of them big bugs there up
tewn,

Lor bless ye ! when I was young, they'd go avound givin’
us tracks,

Them dressed up in silks aud velvets, and hus not a dud
to our backs,

Much we cared for their preachin® and prayin’, hus,
starvin' of hunger and cold,

But now-a-days things are changed or else it's me-gettin

old,

1t do seem strange now, dun'tit ? to see all the trouble
they're at,

A-feedin’, an' clothin’, an’ schoolin® somme poor, dirty,
motherless brat,

(An' mighty small thavks theyllgetforit) Thatieetotal
cubbler next door

Got drunk, arnd was seat up for somethink, but tha's
over three years an’ more,

His wife, she took on so, she dicd, an® the way she was
laid out with flowers

Would W7 metied the heart of a sione.
young Polly Powers,

Well, uii;ler she had her babby, 1hey kept her till she was
well,

An’ they got her a sitivation ; ye'll never believe what 1

An’ then theres

tell,

‘The family is all so fend of her, she's doin’ 50 extra well.

An' they do say that even them givls, they'll watch them
A-passin’ by.

An' they ll coax them, ma‘am, so kindly, that really sone-
times they'll ery ;

An’ I was told a greatsecret, that weddin' the other day,

Was one of them self-same girls, breught back after
goin’ astmr.

It's really wonderful, ma'am, the goin's on now-a-days,

An’ the queerest thing o! all they wont take to their-
selves no praise.

My little granddaughter, she tells me, them are folks as
love the Lord, .

An’ they do it for love of their Master, an” if I can believe
her word,

He was once as poor as hus, an’ went hungry many a day,

An’ was 50 hard up for a home, he went up a hill-side to

pray, R
Nor hadn’ta hole to Sleep in, no more than one of them

¥s

As skept all the time in my cellar, with the rats kickin® up
such a noise. "

I declareto ye, Missis Spence, 1 feltlike as T could pray,

When she said that 774 wias the One, was to judge us
all one day.

T usccd to be 5o scared when 'd think of the awful Lord,

A-venting His wrath on poor sinners, as was allus a-break-
' his word,

Butlaws ! it do look so different to think of a kindly man

Upin heaven, ascomin® to judge us, an’ doin’for us all

he can,

(An’ he necdn’t unless he likes, seein’ he's God all the
satne as toan.) ;

I'd give up this rough way of livin’, if I thought they'd
give mc a home,

Fornow I am old and tired, but I know 1 could help

‘em some.

When John he Jay a-dyin', (ny John he was allug
queer,

Says he, with his hand on his heart,
as cells me here

Your eyes will b opened yet, an then you will ndey.

‘Theres somtthing

stan

What | mean when [ telt you, Mary,
better land. ,

Yes, really, it do make a differ,
people pray,

And another to see them a-actin® as though they believeg
what they say,

A-comin’ down here right among us, as if we were one of
theirsell’s,

Instead 0" cockin’ their noses at the sights, an’ the din
an’ the smells. . !

1 tell you what now, Missis Spence, religion like thay |
believe in,,

But I(}u: times is awful changed since the times 1 used 1o
ive in.

Lor bless ye, they'd preach an’ they’d pray,
care a sight more for a dog,

An’ the way they would look down upon you, ya'd
think a poor man was a freg.

Yes, thank God ! the times are a-changin’, an’ we are
a-changin®, to0,

When ey offer ye love an® kindness, what ean a poor
bady do,

Now, what do you think, Missis Spence 7

Mus, Svexce, lifting the beey to her lips—,

Faix, it's little 1'm chinkin' about it,

‘Lhe praste he can fix all that, an® I'd niver pretend 1o

ouht it,
But itdon't do me any good, the folks afther turning tee-

I'm going to the

it’s one thing 1o heyy

but they'd

total,
So here’s Juck to us both, Mrs, Jore, its meself thar'll
shtick to the bottle. (Drinks.

(Laeunt.)
Jav Kavine,

DR. COCHRANE, OF BRANTFORD.

“DiscirLiNiNG” THE CONGREGATIONAL BELL.

He seized the brazen clangiug tongue,
And all his weight upon it (lung,
And shouted, as lie held it tight,
“ My people shall not~must not be
Kept late for church by hearing thee—
Curfew shall #0¢ ring to-night !*

Mrs. Pinel's boarder, who has been veading
the anti-cram editorials in the Globe : *1se
they are trying to do away with this rystem of
cramming students so much.” Mrs, Pinch
brightening up suddenly,—** Really now, is that
really 50 2 I'm mighty glad, I tcll you. Vie-
tuals is 80 high, and these young growin’ boys
do cram so,” Exit boarder,

What is wanted is not so much & burglar-
proof safe, as & cashior-proof safe.—* Well,
T’ll be blowed,” as the factory whistle said when
twelve o'clock struck.—Somerville Journal,




