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IMMOLATION.

MR. J3ROWNSTOE-" \Vhy, good gwvacious, De Hass, you'Il
be sunstwuick Iying there. \Vhy don.t you get in the shade?"

M\R. DE HAss--" Oh, no, thanks; 1 wvather like it, don't you
knov."

(Thr 1aet iis. o>f course. t/uit Dc Hass ozIv Iad ticlo dasl
à1fusk:,kî:, ani feIt Lo:ndi to sacrificc hiensdj soPi5Cc'ILat 1 . 0order to
rehirn t< ta;,:j 7ith a fortnk',ht's ta,:.)

TYRANNY AT OTTAWA.

D' EAR (GRIP.-I féel sure thrit, froni your known hu-
ima'nianty, you mîust intcnsely symipathise îvith those poor

opi)ressed siaves-the junior officials in the Civil Service.
WVhat do you tlîink thev have done in our office, w'hich
used to be such a nice, respectable, sleepy old place-you
know it-the Office for Confùsing the Public Accounts?
You will hardly belicve it; but sonie horrible newv blood,
as they c.Al it, has beeni at work upsetting our old consti-
tution. and we juniors arc actually oblge tn ke asr
of diary or journal showving how we eniploy eî'ery hour
fromi temî t four! Did you ever hear anythîng so infam-
ous *?

I send you a copy ofnîv first daty's journal,%which our chief4
a rnost ciantankerous old fellow (in fact, niy mind is quite
soured by bis disappointniento, absolutely calis highly un-
sitisfiictory. I have serions thoughts of prosecuting hlmr
for libel. I appeal to, you îvhether it does flot evince, as

anaccurate accouint of my day's work, an intelligent and
liberal inind

1.-2 5.-Got to the officc-took, my coat off. Why
donet they let us corne wlien we like ? Brushed my hair.

10.45.-I .ooked out of window ; think it a great shanie
we don't have leave of absence every fine day.

i i. oo.-W T a.shed my bands ; took the ./fait fromr Thomn
son. Thomîson is always readîng the .A•tail.

th 1.15.Noneîvs in the A4fail; nover is. Why don't
ie C;overiîment provide news? I'm sure they rnght.

Conibed mny moustache.
i 1.3.-%Vondered whether it ivas twelve o'clock, yet.

Answered Lady Caron's invite to dlinner. Can't go-it's
too hot.

i i.45.-Wondered w~hat tliere ivas for luncheon: took
nîy new boots off; I knew they would be tight; shan't
pay for thien.

I 2.oo.-Asked old Priggins what the tirne was. W~hy
does Priggins Wear gaiters ? I3rushed my whiskers.
M'onder where ail the dust cornes froni; shahl complain
about it. Dust interfères with one's work so.

12. 15. Got out miy work. Why don't they engage a
supernumierary staff to do ail thîs drudgery ?

I 2.30. -Could flot find my pen-took Prîggins' favor-
ite hard-nibbed one. «Wisb Priggins would not bite his
pens.

I 2.4o.-PRIÇG'INS can't find his pen. WTonder
how niany timecs 9 goes into 43 ; asked Priggîns-he
don't know. (Priggins is an ass. WVhy don't they su-
perannuate hini ?)

I 2.45.-Wenft out to luncheon.
1.0.- How niany times docs 9 go intO 43 ? Sat down

to lunchicon.
1.î 5.-I knew the potatoes would not be done propor-

ly. Why, don't they get a new cook ?
i.30 -lack to office. Went out to gret somo ice. Can't

do auiy work without ice this weather.
2.00-CamelI back îvith the ice. Rung the bell for a

spoon. N.B.-They uîever ivili answer the bell herc.
2. 1 S.-Got the spoon. Asked Prîggins if hoe had got

a lemon-of course hie hiadn't. It's my opinion that Prig-
gins is very incap>able, and horribly idle. I can't niake
out why tliey promnoted such a fellow.

2. 25 .- Asked Thomson whether he'd have any sherry
cobbler. T1homnson is not a bad fcllov-if lie was tiot so
la7y.

2,3 0.-W'ondered whether it was four o'clock yct.
1'ourid it was not; resumed work. How~ many times does
19 go into -No, that's wrong.Z

2.35. - Overpowered l)y the heat and liard w-ork, I went
teo sleep.

3.1 5 -Trhat brute Priggins awokôe me because lie
wanted me to copy a minute. I caîl this tyranny. 1
think a mnan who works as hard as I do might be allowed
a siestaz this hot weather.

3.3.-Began to copy the minute. Told J'rigguîs
hce must flot expeot mce to do it in a second. He did not
laugh. Priggins is a fool. I'ni sure I don't know wlîat
use lie is.

3 .40.-Good gracious, it's time to dress. Shaîl finish
the minute to.rnorrow.

There iîîy dear GRI', don't you think that reflects great
credit on niy industry ?-to say notlîing of the inimense
fund of information and valuable hints contained in it.
However, nîy brain really îvon't stand ail this labor every
day.

1 fear I shall have to resign-and then Heaven know5
îvhat ill become of the country. We neyer know the
value of a jewel tll we have lost it.-Viours exhausted.

OTTAWA, Aug. io. .R. DILLY-DALLV.

THE TALKLESS POOR.
IT is scarcelycredible, but it is nevertheless the fact, that

i n this opulent intellectual centre tiiere exists an un-
happy and iniserable class of Cratures who are unable to,
support thenîseîves in the mierest necessaries of conversa-
tion. They hang about our clubs and infest the Island
and parks in rags of wit and tatters of old anecdotes,
which are a disgrace to our social police, îvhen we con-
sider that tlîey have no audible means of existence.

Effortr, have been made to, provide them with work, but
even reputation picking bas been found too bard for thenm.

Great conîplaints have been nmade of these ragged crea-
tures by the respecrable young shop girls who are engaged
in the endeavor to carn an honest livelihood. It ap-
pears that they hang about the various dry goods stores
ostensibly for the purpose of lending a hand to, put up the
shutters, but really iii order to beg food and drink.

For the Most part these %vretched beings have no means
of existence beyond what they derive froni charity, eked
out by what tbey can get frorn such benevolent institu-
tions as the weather. One of theni is known to have
lived on a crumbcloth, with a hiole in it, seasoned with


