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THE WINNER.

TH-E following Poemn bas been awarded the First PrizeT in the Humnor Competition, which closed on ac

LUCKVY JIM.
YjFs, Lucky Jim's the naine 1 git, 'bout ten tilDes out uv fine,
It ain't sa very roocherchay, ner utherwisely fine;
But stili, tbey say it bits the mark,.and seemis, indecd, to be
A sort uv realistik touch when fastened onto me.

Some years ago I hed a fricnd thet was an injineer,
His name was jack -he wvent away an' won't corne brick, 1 fest.
A fsiry uv two hundred pounds lied Johnny fer a %vile.-
An' fine sweet olive branches corne ta dekerate ther life;
She wus a bilyus-ternpcred jade, a feniale that 'ud swear
An' smash the deif, when thiings wvent wrong, and pull the youing

uns' hair;
Sa, with pervidin' fer the rime, an. payin' fer repairs
About the house, thet Biri cssd ack's crop uv grayish hairs
lVus doin' well; besides, he was a-standiri' trcquent b>'
Anuther crop, whcrc tavern-wardl e harvcsted the rye.

Wal, one day jack was at the milI a-pilin' in the woocl,
An' ez the steam wus slow to rise hie wusn't fcelin' good;
He hung a lciggin'-chain an' wrcnch, an' hefty sort uv rock
Onto the bloomin' saféty-valve, when, with a thunderin' shoclc,
The biler hust, an' Jack's remaîns in divers ways did fly
Tbrough portions uv the atmospheer thet jincd the starry sky;
A piece uv Ieg, a bunch uv hair reposin' an the ground,
Also a fingernail er two, was ail uv hlm we found;
An' ez I was s bussum fricnd, ere Ife the air line went,
I, with them samples in a box, to bis laie home %vus sent.

I walked into the steainsmit bouse a-feclin' some'at blue,
An' placed the box onta a cheer, an' ivipedl away the jcw
Thct stud upon mn> kiassie brow, an' then 1 scd, IlDear marin,
I'd like tu bey. a word with you, not wishin' enny harm
To toIler ez a konsekence, ner enny takin's on
More than is proper fer the tinie-yer lovin' husband's gone
Wher storms uv a domestik kind are not supposed to brew,
Wher scr 'aps an' things %vill nul no mort occur 'twixt him and you.

"What, gone! " sez she, ez tvildly fer lier han'kecher she groped,
"Oh, goodness gracious 1 hez hie gonc an' with sonie gai eloped?"
"Wal, no, dcar mrtrm, thet ain't jisi it," a-soatbin' like I sed,
"You see, yer hubby ain't eloped, hekaus he hez gone dead."
"Oh, do flot sa> thet hae is dead, me John, me <larlin' Jsck

It's some mistake, some awful joke, me Jobnny will corna back ."
Il Val, marni, we bac a few rcnains within a bemlock urfi,
But most uv hlm, 1 reely fear, ain't likel>' ta return;
You sec, lie bung a loggin"-chain, an' one ci two big rocks
0mbo the valve, an'.-wal, what's found is restin' in tbis box."
With thet she fetcbed a fearful yell, an' pulled tbe kiver off,
An' took one look, ain'.yelled agen, then giv' a sort uv cough,
H-ysterik like, an' swooned away-but shortly corne araun'-
« Vber le the resi uv hlm?"» shc cried. 1 sed, IlIt sin't corne

dowri;
10;n soarin' long the milky way with steddly-risin' soar,
WVe've buntcd with a tellyscope, but couldn't flnd no more."
Agen towards the box sha wvent, witb ankabtîs searchin* look,
Then cried, most dcsprit felin' like, IlHe's lost bis pocket-book 1"
Et last 1 sort uv soothed the dame, an' stopped the gushin' tear,
By softi>' whisperin' in lier car, IlDon't weep so, Birdie dear. "

Wal, time slid by-a trick lime liez uv p1ayin', now an' then-
'Twas months sence jack 1a isn U lvoe us workin' men;
His relik, wusn't pinin' now ez mach lez heretofore,
The widdered heart, sa. sadly tomn, was tearin' now no more,
Bekaus, in faci, she'd tackled me in court-she hced indeed-
Fer Breach uv Promise thet took place tbe day thet I agrced
Ta talce tbem few remnains uv John, an' break ta her the news.
An' I bied spent a heap fer coats, an' was about ta ]ose,
But beadin' off the law a bit, anc summer mornin' fine,
I marsicd, with s quakin' heart, old Bîrdie en' ber mine.

* * * lé

IVal, thct's tbe story I've to tell, an' thet's jist how it came
Thet folkes tackcd "lLucky "onto me, befare my> uther namne.

JOHN WEST.

Yes; I've experienced my share of the ups and
downs of life," said the aid veteran who runs our
elevator.

AN «"ACTING MANAGER."
MANAR-" Sa you want ta go before the foot-Iights ?"

AMNn[rbaus Vaîn'H-"Yas, sir."
MANAGeaF-" Well, you'd better get a mayae on, then; I'm pretby

livel>' with my foot,."

GRIP ABROAD.
ERZERO)Uàl, TtRKEY, Febrieary 13, 18 92.

E DITOR 0F GRIP-DiAR SiR,-l want toan,you for tehelp and cheer we haereceived tram
the weekly visits Of GRIP during the first year of our lite
in this foreign land. It bas kept us en iqftpor/, too, with
the leading events of' Caniadian life-things wbich we
bave no desire te, forge, though absent froni our native
land. I have alrnost becomne a convert to the single-tax
theory, thaugh formerly apposed ta it. * * *Accept the
assurance of our gratitude as sincere, and believe me

Verytruly yours, F. W. MACALLUM.

IT IS VERY BRESZY.

SUBSCIBER -thename saun-dssomewhat fami.-

and stating that ta hinm '-your journal cornes like a pure
and wholesorne breeze fromn hiliside, làke and forest."
The comparison is an apt onie. Th'le Emipire always did
a goad deal of blowing. Ai'ter a bye-election in wvhich
the Grits have been knocked out it's a good deal mare
like a cyclone than a breeze.

ROUGH ON THE AUDIENCE.

T HE Wor/d encomiates Annie Ward Tiffany, who bas
beetn playing at the Academy, in the folloiving

fashian. Rcferring ta ber rôle ot IlPeggy Logan," it
says : "She is Irish ta the care, and truc-heartcd, faithful,
and always turning up at the right tilDe ta checkmnate
villainy, she captures the audience betore the>' scarcely
know ber." The writer does flot explain what villainy
the audience had been gujit>' of, but it is satisfactory ta
know that it %vas Sa efrectually nipped ini the bud


