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DIEU ET MON DROIT!1

TF H E lion is not rnated
Witb the subtie, 'vily snake,

The one llghts in the open',
And the ether hid in brake.

The ene is preud and kingly,
Ami niagnanimnous te foc,

Thie ether. lurking, strikies unseen
The unespacted blew.

The serpent, xvhipped frein covert
By the rage of other lands,

Froni the lion now seeks shelter
AndI bis clernency demands.

ln this quarry if it fsileth
Thon the fateful dia is; cast,

Ami a yawning. deep eblivion
May receive its ferrni at Iast,

It knowa the point of v'nntngo.
AndI the lien's easy meed.

Theugbi the lieness and wvhelps rnny cry
As in pai threugh lack- of foodi;

But the lioin's cares are many,
And his heart is like a ]test.

And ha brooks net te be treuhloed
About-trilles-at thîe meest.

AndI the crnfty, ctînning crecature
'M\onig the Nvbielps woul sport andI play,

AndI would taint thoir blood 'vitb poison
Till their srrength sheuld ebb nway;

Till shore of loft), ceurage.
And the brew of fennlecs miglît,

They tee sheuld crawl accursed
Threugh the mire, andI through flic night-

Then must wû face the issue,
AndI the question of the heur,

Or leave it for a score ef years
Tilt the fangs have get their power?

Leave it te ou r littie ones,
Wbe stand about our kneas,

AndI let themn figlît the hydra
AndI its infamous decrees?

Sharno. shamo, if coer such baleful thouglit
Has glanced yeur besema through.

The eld-time bleed needs cleansing lires
If l1ee sucb blood. ie ye.-

iNe ahame be ours. the guns are manned.
The eld flng flutters stili,

AxuI TRUJCILrRS TO ANJ ALiEN l'OWik,

SIIALL LT•ARN TlREI'OLI' W ILL.

THE BEST-PAYlNG CROP.
QOME timie age a Caniadiari gentleman wvas visiting
b Seuth California, and thought lie weuld invest ina
lttle ]and. A Yankee Iand-speculater showed hiini a lot
ef hungry, barren, werthless soit, and asked hlm an ener-
meus prîce for the saine. The Canadiani leeked at the
land in astenishmnent, and at Ia exclaîmced, wvitlî a geod
deal eof emiphasis, "WThat on earth ceuld a muan ever
maise hiere ? »"« Raise t " replied the Yankee ; " ise t
Why, yen cati raise the price."

THErRE are few subjeets whiclî lie closer te the heart
than the human shirt.

POPULAR newspaiperhleading: "Tie Glass et'Fashieni"
-a chanîpagne glass.

RECENT events ge te show that the Torento basebali
team cari occasienalty hit sonie sphere besides the atnes-
phere. This is officiaI.

A WNNPE Icelander btew eut his bramas eue day
Iast week because a girl refused te niarry himi. The
yeung lady is te be cengratulated on lier geed sense.

OH, the Nue of Neumare
Knowa what Josuits are,

Fer as bas be'n there.

PHIPPS TO THE RESCUE.

flic I-ig/t Park grove)- Here, idiot, takçe this Report of mine andI
rend it, andI loamn sernethingef the principlesef Forastry."

A STONE'S THROW.

T HL very sinalest thîngs poess
HitI meaninga e! their ov'n,

I sing the trivial circumstance
0f meetingwxitlî a stene,

WVhile plougliing in a clayey fieltI,
As cetîntrymen are prene.

it means a streng and straining teamn
le tlîeir full vige;r stepped,

Thîe pîleugh bacenies a tîîîng of lite,
Oct of the ground bas boppetl,

Wieon thec earth as ho wero dlentI
The pleughrnan lias been Ilopped.

It miens a list of berrid enths
Let loose upon Ilie air,

XVhich it %veuild neyer de te c1 tîte
Or epenly daclare,

For sorrowful it is to h1ear
Such shaken sinners swear.

Aeîeeg the genemal repaira
Thet pleugh will got its sbare,

A new oine, for the ancient ene
la burt beyond Irepair;

'l'lie clown te sel! it fer olcI junli
Detti gatlier it wîth care.

Ail thia recuIts frem ene amali atone
Thie size of a deor knob,

Scarce bigg-er tlîan the bunsp it taised,
(Xvhich long witlî pain wvill throb)

Upen tha ploughmianas aides, Nvhaen lirst
It niada the bandios bob.

MY NEIGHBOR'S CURTAIN.
(AFrRs ALFRED DE MUSSE.>

T FIE curtain of riy neighber fair
la raised a little, slewly;

Perbapa she cornes te taIse the air
Awvbile," I inurmur, lewly.

The wvindowv la bal! opening,
My\ heart is palpitating ;

Perbapa she now is wvondering
If I fer bier arn waiting.

Alack.a-day! Tîhe drearn is e'er,
She loves a leut, that's certain;

And 'tic the 'vint tbat lifts-(ne more)-
The cerner of lier curtain.


