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field's Su ’

1"Phe Marquis of Salisbury has been appoint-
ed leader of the English Couservative party.

Business and Culture.

Drar Mg, Grir,—I would like to know how it
is you are always so jolly and never seem bored,
1am always bored ; maybe you would be, too,if
you had to sell dry-goods to all kinds of cus-
tomers., Mercy on us ! how few there are to
whom it is not u trinl of paticnce to soll any-
thing, and who pay their moncy without
imagining they have been chested! And how
few cxpect n sulesman to be 2 human being, and
not & machine for smiling and displaying the
latest cut of clothing !  Then it ixsuch a dread-
ful bore to Le eternally dickering about odd
cents, What the detce does a man of culfure
care nbout odd cents ? My boss don't scem to
take much stock in culture; he says o pushing
sulesinan is what he wants, and that 1 have not
got enough push about me. Pushing salesmen
be blowed! Maybe o Jew pedler would snit
him better, they ure usually pushing enough,
One of them pushed « dollar aud a half out of
me & fow duys ago for ten o cent ring, Another
clover salesman (not & Jew this time,bul a Chris-
tian) 8old me a puir of number five boots und
made ma believe they would stretch. I would
like very much to streteh them on Lim. Our
head elerk, Mr. Fitznoodle, is & model silesman
of the pushing species; he has an enormous
moustache and can make the wost delightful
grimaces. I never could muke those thingy
very well, I wonder if they Lelong to culture
or not? If they do, baboons must have some
pretensions to culture, and Darwinism wny be
the correct thing. My moustache, too, is very
imperfectly developed, and it is a source of daily
mortification to me thak 1 shall never be uble to
raak with Fitznoodle in this respect, and he
knows it., Some pecople pride in wealth or
lineage, some in culture, and others in thesize
of their feet. Fitznoodle delights in the peor-
less magnificence of his moustache and tho tone
of lofty dignity it gives to his expression when
dobating a reduction of seven cents in five yards
of gingham to a paurticular customer, and the
possible effect of such reduction on the future
of the cotton trade or the success of the N, P.
1 am beginning to think that I never was cut
out for the dry-goods business, sud that pro-
bably poetry would snit me better, Povis arc
always cultured folks, und never have to do
anything but voll their eycs and spin out verses
that no fellow can understand, I would like
that sort of thing first rate, only it must be n
bore tolearn.  You sce they never have to push
auy sales, people always buy their books beeause
it is fashionuble, though they never enlenlate to
read them through suy more than one of Blake's
specches. I don't think mwuch about pushing
salesman, noyhow ; if they all had to pay 100
cents on tho dollar some of them wonld be

- badly pushed themnselves, and if there were
fewer stores there wonld be less need for push-
ing sules. A good deal of the pusling business
goos on this way:—A pushing wholesnle man
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gebs more goods on eredit in Lugland than he
ean puy for; he sends out drummers to push
them off to retnilers at long eredit too; they, in
turn, push them off to customers who don't
need them enongly to pay eash for themw; and
after a while all hands compromise at 50 many
cenbs on the dollur, and begin to gel ready for
another push.  Hoping you will expose this
business, I remain, yours truly,
Prrer Posmrss.

Our Montroal Commissioner.
(Froneour Specially Impertinent Reporter.)
Wimnn or Hores,

O Bov,—~@ was informed yestordny by the
Head Jorter of the Windsor, that few guests
of that palatial establislinent since the depar-
ture of the graceful and cver-to-be-regretted
Lord Duticrin have received so much attention
from the representative men of Montreal as I
have eujoyed during my stay lhere, I thought
I observed an admirving twinkle in his cyes as
he spoke, und immediately handed him a quar-
ter.  To the cusnal observation on my part,
that perbaps I owed these attentions to my
great ability as o writer, he replied, * Tor, sir,
yes; why I know’d you wur a great writer my-
self, fust time I seed yer hold yer pen.” Not
wishiug to encourage too great familiarity, [
allowed this yemark to close the conversution
and turned away. Somehow I didi’t like the
Hiavour of the rejoinder and hall regretted my
quarter—but who shall say?  The stirop mark
of geniug muy cven extend to the holding u pov,
and perhaps this wan was a keen observer. 1If
I did him a passing injustice I will be maguan-
imous and own it upon a fitting opportunity,

“Hund out your snaker, my boy—delighted to
see you agnin—had half an hour to spure this
morning and thought 1 would look you up.”
‘This was the breezy way in which my friend
George Washington broke inlo my rooms on
the day I mailed you my last roport. “T'he
‘““city watch dog ™ is by no moans shy or re.
served in manner, but kecu, netive, and cool;
cver ready with his quips and quirks, he is
quite an obscvvable fizure among the public
men of Montreal. If George has any failings,
cxtreme modesty is certainly not the most
prominent of them. Terhaps my own sensi-
tive and retiring disposition led me to notice
more purticulaely this tiait in his chacacter.
But even when st seif-assertive, the merry
imp in his eye sparkles so good-naturedly that
my breezy friend is quite populur with the citi-
zens. Why canuot 1 too be breezy? What proud
distinetion would be mine if I had but the
conrage to let mywself out.  Mem.—Must tako a
leaf fromn my friend’s book.

“ (e, my boy, you must have an aceident—
break your arm—or—or supposc you dislocute
your jaw—shan’t be able to keep you here
much longer unless something happens.” ¢ Not
neeessury George,” I replied meekly, ** not ne-
cessary, I am a great sullerer.” * None of that,
you blovming young reprobate, or I'll murder
you—but I say, hu! ha! the editor must be o
great sufferer too or he wouldn’t suffer you to
stay hero so long,—uot even asked for a medi-
eal certificate, has he? " “Don't! George, don't!
1 bey of you—can't stand the discussion of
these delicate topics in the shattered state of
my nerves—ean’t really.” “Poor boy!™ wy
friend ejuculated in # tone of exaggerated sym-
pathy. ¢ Poor boy, poor boy-been-to-the-the-a-
tre-lately?” ** Y-¢-e-s.” *'I'bought so;find the
glitter of the Academy soothing to your shat.
tered nerves, eh? “Y_¢-e-s, George.” “Thought
s0~—go to the Jast performance ut the City Bewr
Garden?” ¢ No-0, George; felt really too ill to
venture out, besides you were not one of the
performers.” *“ Bosh! Grippy, bosh! you're u
smart fellow, but what a jolly young humbug
you are, hoodwinking the kditor with your ‘one
ride in & close carringe,” and you running all
over town us lively as a bee in a olover field,
Wrong my boy, wrong; betterhave un necident,

Saruwpay, T4 May, 1881,

' I tell yow.” L'l think ithout it, George. Which

arm Juud 1 hetter break 2+ Both, yon wicked
younyg sinuner,- butl say, Grir.my boy, ' go-
g to cul up didos in that Bear  Gardon.
Mean to teach thay seavamouche old Beandry
what's what —offered to take Ius place for two
hndred a year and do the work well,—always
do 1y work well, and he gets two thousand for
wulling it. Most likely run for Mayor myself
next yeir, and gel clected too. People know
me, old boy, and they like me. got the bruc Yan.
kee cleanr Grib in my consti-too-tion you know;
alwnys down on jobs—lots of tin myseli and
can't see what people want with jobs—1"
- Stop ! George,”” T interrupted, * stop, you're
running yowrself out of brenth.” * Shut up,
you miserable young scribbler, 1've not got. my
name for nothing I tell you : one George Wash.-
ington was the father of his country, and an-
other, ws smart & wan as he ever was, means to
be the father of the city.,” * Undoubtedly,
George; but excuse me, when you were a littl: boy
did you have u hatchet, and had your [ather a
chorry tree?”  “ Twots of them, can’t fonl
me on that line, heard thut story belore,
Lut don’t you interrupt me aguin or I'll
move the previous question.” ¢ Certainly
not, by no euns, bui suppose old Beau-
dry bturned out aund you installed -— «pres
G. W, apres?™ < Oh! then I mean Lo prance
ronnd as George Washington Stevens, M. 1.,
member for Montreal Centre, aud no mistake—-
rayther an improvement on the present mem-
ber, cli, Grippy ? ™ ** Y.c.s, George, I think so,
and «apres when youw're Premicr—if 1 shonid
hanker after a private seeretaryship,would you,
George, ch, would you?" “No, I wouldn’t, my
deur---not a bit of it-—you’d be getting sick and
takivg o drive in o close carriag: just when you
were most  par-ticu-larly wanted—make you
clerk of the pen and paper department if you
like--that's more in your line. you pen-scraping
little humbug.” “DBut. George, you see I'm
curious; surely with yonr great abilitics yon've
done some first-rate literury work yourself?*
“* Guess so, Grippy, lots of it; want v man to
run your paper? 1'm there: ain’t mmany things
1 can’t run, from a hotel down to & hwnorous
weekly, ['m all alive you sce, and up to spuff
promiscuously ; thut's why ; but time's np, 1—
“ Stop, George, don't go, just onc question
wore: have you never you know—never—just
lisped in numbers cos the numbers came---
never fignred as a full-blown poet in the corner
of a country newspaper ?” ¢ Never, old doggerel
grinder.”  ** What! never?” * Bosh ! none ot
that; but I'm up to it if that's what you
mean.—want something spiey for next week's
Guir?  Just give me about live minutes
and you shall have it.”  Take your time,
George dear, and put plenty of spice in—1'l1
publish it.”  In less than five minutes George
}.umded e the following :—
atch-dog, and well 1
1 blufl the Counc emes and block ¢
' adl alive and kicking,
And show it up, believe me, before yon can say * Liob.”
1 watch the city railway as w cat woukd wieh 2 monse,
And when b ospeak o Conneil, then [ brins down the
wuse.
For economy [ 3 retrenchment s what nea ?
And I save the city yearly quite a degent little pot.
Aud T mean 1o be the Mayor and kick old Eeaundry eat,
Lot Dess you 1 can do ity sure pop, beyond o doubt.

“ Bravo! George,”’ 1 exelainted. after reading
the above, ** bravo ! old doggerel grinder, your-
self.  You descrve a leather medal for the ele-
gance and foree of your composition. Do sonie
more, Georgie, 10.” “No! no! must be off,
some of dad’s sove-headed tenants to look alter,
Tat ta! mind what L say. yoa have an uneci
dent right off.  That's the ticket for yon. By-
bye.” Execunt George.

Well, Old Boy, what do you think of (¢, W, ?
Don't you pay any atiention to that flight about
n bee in a clover field. or to all his nonsense
about an uecident.  George wust have his joke,
everybody knows that. Yours,

S.Lu.

I'm called the city arn the pame,
s itdde game.,
1 ferret out i job,
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