‘GRIP-

SATURDAY, 26T JULY, 1884,

MISS PERNICKILY ON THE WEEK'S
YOUNG MAN,

Oh dear me, my poor head! What does he
moan ? Pray Mr. Grir, help me, you arec so
clever and so good-natured that I am sure you
will never see a woman in distress, even if she
be neither so young nor so pretty as she once
was, without assisting her.

And really Tam in distress for 1 have been
trying to understand what the gentleman who
fills the editorlal chair of The 1/ cck means in
the following sentences from his utterances on
our Yublic Library. He says ‘*Experience
seems to havo fully justified the opibions of
those whowould havedissunaded us from spend-
ing money on a circulating library, recom-
mending us to confinc ourselves to the estab-
lishment of a library of reference, with a first
class librarian to guide study, and of public
reading rooms.” = How many ‘‘opinions”
¢ those who ”” ete., may hold at onc time on
one subject is a question I amn willing to lcave
for future enquiry, but I'm very anxious to
know as soon as you find it possible to tell me,
what T am to understand by *“the establish-
ment of a library of reference, with a first.
class librarian to guide study, and of public
reading-rcoms.” What has “‘a library of
reference” to do with *“a first-class librarian
to guide study”? Does one have to undergo
a preliminary examination before being al-
lowed access to the library of reference, and
does the first-clags librarian have to con-
duct the examination so that he may know
how much I know about the ¢¢Teachings of
the Twelve,” or the Physical Geography of
the Soudan in order that he muy be able to as-
sure the Librury Board that it 1s for no other
or less scholastic reason that 1 have desired
the privilege of being allowed to enter the
library of reference, (towards the cstablish-
ment of which I assure you, Mr. Griv, I have
paid my share, being as I am, that privileged
person a feme sole—.) And how does the
librarian ** guide study ?* Does he tell one
how many books per day it is fit and proper
for one to read, and which are the orthodex
authors? And does he keep the unorthodox
ones under lock and key? for really, Mr.
Grip, 1 don’t mind telling you, that if the
‘““guide’ were to turn his back only a minute
I would certainly take that opportunity of
finding out on what ground he forbade
me the use of the orthodox books. I would
indeed.

But what am I to do with ““and of public
reading-rooms’? I really dare not go over
that again, it bas alrcady brought on a kind
twirliness of the braiu from the efforts 1 have
made to connect those fatal (almost to me, 1
assure you) wordsg with the preceding part of
the sentence. ““And of public reading-rooms!”
What does it mean? Pray, dear Mr. Grir,
let me know in your next issue or I cannot
teoll what the result may be.

ANGRLINA PERNICKILY.

GRIP ESQUIRE,

Sir,—What in thunder has novel-reading
to do with the expenditure of public money
and the people thatthat Weckmansays ‘‘broken
down with labor, are being sent to gaoi to
save thom from starving”? ~ I my wife and
girls want novels to read and choose to get
them out of our Public Library, they're going
to have them and don’t you forget it} ““The pub-
lic money” is my money and your monoy and
overy other tax-paying citizen’s money, and
if we say it shall be expended in a Public Lib-
rary that shall farnish us and ours with the
books we want to read it skall so furnish us.
If anybody is being sent to gaol to save him
from starving it ain't because my wife or I
read a novel when we choose—for I read
novels, too, and like ’em—but becaunse some
of my public money is mot being expended
wigely. .

.

It strikes me, Sic, that if the man that
wrote that ‘topic’ on the Public Library,
werc to try to write a novel he’d find himself
in a box ; for beyond talking rot, and malign-
ing the ladies—which I notice he is much
given to—-he utterly fails to make any mean-
ing clear in his twenty-line paragraph.

Yours,
Crvis Toroxto Som.

SCOTTY AIRLIE,

Toronto, July 14th, 1884.

DzAR WuLLIE,--Ye ree I haena gotten awa
yet, I think 1I'll bide a wee an’ sce some mair
o' tbis most extraordinar toon. No haein’
very muckle tae dae this mornin’ 1 gaed daun-
erin’ dvon amang the noospaper folk. They’re
awfu’ sociable sort o' chaps, an’ | never was
sae dumbfooner’ in a’ my born days as when 1
saw them a' crackin' quits freenly to ane
apither. Gudesake! the way they black-
guard ane anither i’ the papers, wad gar ye
think they wadnpa’ come within a ten-nere
patk o' ane anither, and here'they are just like
hrithers. Maybe they dinva attach the same
importance to a bit lec or twa—as we dc
owcr the water, Thore’s o great through-the-
gaun.on the noo about come cheil they call
Mowat, that's gane hame to J.ondon to fin’
oot ahoot the boondery line between Ontary
an’ Manitoby. Noo what the man gaed home
tae England for tae fin’ that oot, clean dings
my comprehension. If they canna mak. oot
their ain booudery line here richt on the spoft,
hoo on airth do they think folk living twa-’rec
thousan’ mile awa are gaun tae tell them. An'l
wad like tac ken what business they hae to be
fleein’ away ower the water wi'every little fykey
thing, just as gin they hadne’ emough gump-
tion to manage their ain affairs. Noo, if .they
hiad come to e wi this sma maitter, I cud hae
tellt them that onybody wi half an ei cud see
plainly that if Ontary’s on a'c side, of coorse
Manitoby maun be on the ithe, and if they
canna fin’ the boondary line, canna they tak a
bit o' string and measure the hale thing, an’ then
stick a post richt atveen the twa, There could
be naething fairer nor that, but nae ! nacthing
'1] dae but ower the water to get nae end o’
lawyers olish-ma-clever about it a’. Aye,’deed
aye, an’ come back just as wise as-thoy gaed
awa.,

I’m just clean red wud at the way folk impose
on mo here in my boordin’hoose. 1 have to sleep
i’ the room with anither fellow, a no-that.ill
kin o’ a chiel, but has & maist abominable trick
o' sleepin’ wi' the window wide open a2’ nieht
through. Lastnicht 1 rowed up ma watch, an’
‘gaed awa to ma bed just at nine o’clock. Ye
may be sure I tuk gude carc to steek Laith
the door an’ the window. The ither chap, he
had been oot &t a pairty, an' nae doot it was u
bonnie-like timo o' nicht when he cam in.
ITooever, whon he did come, he bangs tho bed-
room door wide open, an’ I hcars hiwm say:
“ Good heavens ! (he’s a great swearer) Phew1”
an’ wi' that he maks straught for the window
and throws 't up clean to the top. ¢ What’s

the maitter ? 7 says T, “is the hoose a fire?”
“ Fire,” snys he,  nae danger o’ that, nae fire
would burn here.” ‘¢ Sae mueckle the better,”
says I, ¢ but if I was you I wudn’a swear just
when I was gaun to my bed like that, hoo d’ye
ken ye'll cver see the licht o’ anither day ?”
¢ Not much chance with that window shut,”
says he. Well then I just haud my tongue,
its nae use wastin’ ma breath on onybudy that’s
sae fu' 0’ sclf-conceit.

They're great folk for partics here. OQor
Jandlady invected me tac a pairty i’ the hoose
herc last week, an’ as shure's death, T hacna
gotten the better o't yet. They had twa-rec
fiddles an’ a pianny, an’ they danced a' nicht.
But T pever ance had a chance to get on the
flure. They never ance played a reel, or ony-
thing that cud pit mettle ina body’s licels, nae-
thing but thatsing-sang, dronin’bum-bec musie,
aye the same hech-how ower again, an' what
they ca’ davcin’ is a way they huve o’ euddlin’
anc anither an’ whirlin® roon an’ voon till it
maks ye dizzy to luck at them. 1 declare tae
ye, when 1 saw them cuddlin’ ane anitber like
that ajore folk, 1 did’na ken whaur tae luck, 1
never was sac scandaleezed in a’ my born days.
That limmer o’ a landlady’s dochter cam up,
just as I was sittin’ thero wi’ a face as ved asa
nor-wast mune, an’ kad the impidence to speer
gin wud’na Jike bae a wallz.  ** God forbid,”
says I, ‘“hae yo nne shame in yc?” an’ wi’
that af she flew. Then a very civil spoken
kimmer cam up an’ speered “ wud 1 take some
o’ this ice eream,” and she hands me a bit
glass sancer. ““‘Gin ye'll bring me a plateful
an’ a tablespune, 1'll sunc let ye see hoo LlL
mak awa wit. She glowered at me for a
minit an’ then afl she ran, an’ in auither minit
she cam back wi’' twa mair Jassics, langbin’
like to split their sides, She hrocht me a
great big broth plate fou’ o’ ice-cream an’ a
muckle table spunc to sup it wi’. Weel, 1
thoucht I wud just let them see T cud sup it
for a’ their laugin’, so 1 yoked tac an’ began to
ladle in the icc-cream, though it did taste ter-
rible cauld. Y ken it's awin’ hot at a pairty,
sae the first twa-ree spungfu’s did'na affect
me sae muekle, but afore T got half through—
Gude forgie me ! 1 lut the plate fiee tac the
ither end o' the room, an’ was loupin' an’
skirlin’, an’ tearin® ma bair oot by the roots
like a veritable madman. Oh, Wullie! Wullie !
1 thocht the vera eroon o' ma head was gettin’
pried aff wi’ a crow bar—it was ma auld enemy
the tuth achc. I stamped and roared like a
bull, T got doon on the flure an’ hammered
ma head on the petition .till the vera plaister
came rattlin’ doon, an’' the landlady, puir
body, was near daft wi’ fear, She never saw
a Scotchmam wi’ the tuthache in a’ her life
afore, but she vot a bottle o’ whusky an’ she
just keepit poorin’t richt in tac me, till T got
thot drank that 1 was roarin’ au’ grectin’ an’
laughin’, and singin’ »’ at ance, an' neist
morain’ they tellt me that I fell aslecp singin’
* Auld Lang Syne.” That's what I got for
sleepin’ wi’ open windows, an’ eatin’ ice-ercam,
when it’s hot, at a pairty.

Yer brither, Hvuen Ainunik,

“ Ah! and had ye a goot funcral?” asked
the old man in Gleneig, when his sons returncd
from the ccremony. ¢ And had ye plenty to
eab and drink 7’ **Yes plenty.” ““And had
ye o good fight?” ¢‘No, no, thero was no
fighting.” ** Ah,” sighed the veteran, *there
are no men nowadays,”—Blackwood’s Maga-
zne,

“Carrie,” said one Somerville girl to
another yesterday, ‘‘arc you going to the
picnic to-morrow 2 “T am; are you ?” Of
course.,” “What do you intond to wear?”
‘¢ My white muslin, of course. What do you
intend to wear ?” ‘I will wear a waterproof
cloak. T've been at picnics before.”—Somer-
ville Journal.




