
512 THE CIVILIAN

nt "Zbtrt,£ Love lRettre.

In a recent issue of the Evening Journal a writer holding a self-a1ý1ottte0aell,
brie£ to generously subscribe hi.mself "Civil Servant, advocated the "cOýe4l
pulsory retirement" of women ln the Service at thirty years of age. " Thi9ý%ý,
he gallantly remarked, " would rid the Service of the old maids. " Retired
thirty, women "would marry before it is too late, and become motherns
house-keepers, ", instead of " consecrating themselves to the service of M
mon. " . . . . .. When a lady clerk passes a certain age," confessed,
ingenuously human gentleman, ',sometimes her male associates at lent do n
care for her to be around, and would be glad if she would make r om for s
sweet sixteen. "E-ven the Chief, old and grey, muýcýhýpîroerîerdý-
pretty, young, rosy-cheeked stenographer to an elderly erust with nerves
cranky ways, and, most of all, her faded looks. " This angular-minided idea
with apparently quite uneonscious humor,. naively de(qared that "the Ci
Service is no place for men of vim and ambition 1 Well, à. bon èhat, bon r

The Answer.

Sol EreJ turn this awkward corner," Thirty,
Jnto a street where Life at last beging,-
Where, if I'm coy, eoquettishly alert, 1
May meet, my Fate, té bear him "-heavenly twins,
I'R say good-bye to Laura, Belle andGertie,
Whose " twenties, " ehiefest of lofficial siÊs,
Will stay the hand of " Fate " a few Y:ears later,
Thanks to joint Father Time and each girl mater.

lIer'e, at my matebless Katishavian elbow,
sits winnie Wînter, pallid, proud and plain.
Ten years or 80 a

aÉone Death struck, ' fell blow
O'ér 'Winnie's hèart, but never died the pain..
Iler father, who liad never had a hén show-
A "civil" servant of the'Kmg in vain-
Slipped offthis Morial eoil-Death's deal high-handed-
And left Y,' WinÉie and hér mother stranded.

Béie atmy is Poetiè Bcènse
Fýr in m3F modést sine '.'third-,floôr back ýj
1 > labourmg, -rhyme, cheered by acup a i[ýýOn
Liký or. unlike, some reportýÉý hack.

1 lî0t.]naýd tea-total'(in né s1y sense)
Mv Muse might bear the wit my wits.must lack.
Itad I Lord Byrôn "a gin-l've stole hi% danýa-
My end (tis Truth) might end extravaganza.


