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Bad Victoriana

recently came across a little story pasted into a Victorian scrap album. The title is “Mind What

Mamma Says,” and it was apparently first published in Church and People and then reprinted in a

newspaper (from whence it was clipped for the aloum). It’s very short, just two half-columns.

The gist of the story is that 6-year-old May is bored—allegedly because her birthday is a whole
month away and she is impatient. She wants to visit her friend Ella, but her mother tells her no; Ella is
sick with scarlet fever. But (surprise, surprise) little May sneaks off to visit her friend. To make a short
story even shorter, May catches scarlet fever—and her little brother dies of it. The story concludes with
this paragraph: “And on her birthday May sat at the window and saw them take her dear brother away
in his coffin. What a day! May never forgot this lesson.”

Ya’ think? Today, May would probably have spent the next 20 years of her life in therapy, but
that’s not really my point. My point is—yes, there is a lot of truly bad Victoriana out there!

While | adore The Girl’s Own Paper, reading it is a constant reminder that it was published by the
Religious Tract Society—and so had a certain mandate to teach Christian principles and values. In its
early years, nearly every story and serial carried a moral message, and the magazine was packed with
poems advising girls on the importance of good, godly behavior. The remainder (and often in
combination) tend to have to do with death: Dead wives, husbands, sweethearts, siblings, and children.
Here, for example, is the first verse of an 1883 poem by Anne Beale titled “Easter Day”:

“In and out among the tombs / Fearless childhood glances; / Underneath in narrow rooms, / Dull
decay advances; / Sound on silence, swift on slow, / Life above and death below.”

Cheerful stuff, for an Easter poem! Of course, experts tell us that the reason for so many poems
about death, dying, and “going to a better place” is simply that Victorians dealt with a great deal more
untimely death than we do today. But... bad poetry is still bad poetry!

Stories and poems like these have contributed to the reputation that clings to Victorian literature
today—a reputation of being moralistic, melodramatic and maudlin’. And certainly a great deal of what
was published in Victorian times is all of that—often, all three at once.

Yet in a way that makes combing through the Victorian magazines all the more fun. It’s a hunt for
the pearls amidst the dross. If it were all pearls, there would be a thousand websites like
VictorianVoices.net. | suspect one reason that there are not is simply because people have come across
stories like “Mind What Mamma Says” and assumed that this is what all Victorian literature looks like.

Even if that were true, however, it says nothing about the Victorian period that could not be said
about our own. Today we have far more books and magazines than the Victorians—but | suspect the
ratio of pearls to dross is just about the same. Imagine, perhaps, the “EVoices.net” of the future, run by
an editor who combs through the literature of the early 21* century in search of those precious nuggets
that are worth preserving for future generations. “Just who are these Kardashians?” | can picture this
unhappy editor demanding, tearing at his or her hair in front of the data crystal reader.

Every era produces a mound of drivel. And every era produces its geniuses—we can also thank the
Victorians for Dickens, Stevenson, Carroll, the Brontes, and dozens more. But for me, the real delight
lies in between: The works and the writers that fall between the drivel and the genius, and are hence
most likely to be overlooked. They are what we might have called “midlist” writers today—yproducing
solid work that is still well worth reading.

That’s what makes my job so delightful: It’s like an endless Easter Egg hunt for those special pearls
of Victorian writing that are worth polishing up and presenting to the world once again. | plan to keep
digging—and | hope you’ll all keep reading!

—Moira Allen, Editor
editors@victorianvoices.net
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Easter Eggs.
By L. S. LEwis.

WT is more than thirty years
since Mr. Joseph Hartl, an
Austrian confectioner, re-intro-
duced into England Easter
eggs wrought in sweet-

meats; and although
our confectioners do not receive a

hundredth part
of the encour-
agement given to their confréres on the
Continent, yet they are absolutely second to
none in ingenuity of design and general
excellence ; this will be evidenced by the
photographs reproduced in this article.

The first photo. shows a corner of Messrs.
Buszard’s spacious show-rooms in Oxford
Street. One
assistant is put-
ting confectionery
into the eggs,
whilst his col-
league is inserting
various articles of
jewellery, which
have been ordered
at the jeweller’s
and then sent on
to Buszard’s to
be placed in
specially made

ezgs, and dis-
patched to all
parts of the
world. On the
counter is seen
between £ 3,000
and 4,000

worth of jewellery—watches, rings, brooches,
clocks, tuds, pins, etc.

Eggs in which such presents are placed
are mere papier-macké shells, covered with
hand-painted satin.
Frequently, how-
ever, a lady will
order a plain white
satin egg to be
painted upon by
herself, and then
returned for filling
and dispatching.
Returned travellers
will bring in ostrich
eggs to be painted
and filled ; and an
egg of the extinct
great auk has
passed through
Messrs. Buszard’s
hands—truly a pre-
sent for a prince,
empty or filled.

4ll sorts of pre-
sents, from gloves
and bonnets to
articles of furniture, are placed in Easter
eggs; for ours is a prictical age. The
record egg, in point of size and costli-
ness, was made at Buszard’s splendid estab-
lishment, and here it is. Seven men are
carrying it on a kind of bier. The shell
of this monster egg was entirely of chocolate,
nine feet high, and eighteen feet in circum-
ference at the widest part. It held about half

THE BIGGEST EASTER EGG EVER MADE.

Victorian Times o 3 o April 2015




MAN STANDING INSIDE THE GREAT EGG.

a ton of superfine confectionery, besides the
whole expensive trousseau of a South African
millionaire’s bride. A great number of the
wedding presents were also packed in the
egg. The sweetmeat part of the order,
including the elaborate external decoration,
cost £500. The packing of the filled egg
was a work of art, and the whole was
insured for many thousands of pounds before
being delivered on board a Castle liner at
Southampton Docks.

The next photo. gives an excellent notion
of the size of this wonderful egg. One of
Messrs. Buszard’s liveried servants is seen

standing in an unfinished half of the shell ; a
little table is before him, and on it are
placed some plain satin eggs of ordinary size.
Easter eggs worth £20,000 have been sent
out by this famous wedding-cake house ; but,
of course, the value lay chiefly in the precious
contents—perhaps a superb diamond necklace
composed of specimen stones.

The next photo. shows an amusing novelty.
It was made by Messrs. Buszard, and would

o S EEREE

cost two or three pounds. A very perky
pigeon, wearing a smart hat, is wheeling an
elegant little wheelbarrow, in which is a
beautifully decorated and painted egg, filled

probably with perfume or

sweets.

When I mention that
410 is quite a common
price to pay for an artistic
Easter novelty in the West-
end of London, some idea
may be gained of the extent
of the Easter trade in
New York and capitals of
Europe. The inhabitants
of St. Petersburg, rich and
poor, exchange more
Easter eggs than the people
of any other two of the
world’s great capitals. Paris
used to come next (Easter
novelties may still be seen
there, priced at 5,000

A PIGEON OF IMPORTANCE.

francs) ; but second place
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MOTHER OWL AND HER LITTLE OMNES.
must now be given to New York, in which
city, as everyone knows, things are conducted
on a magnificent scale. Mr. Tom Smith,
the “Cracker King,” told me of a superb
Easter egg which a New York railway magnate
presented to his little son. It was really a
miniature carriage, the body being in the form
of a huge egg, enamelled white, lined with
white quilted satin, and
drawn by a pair of mar-
vellously diminutive
ponies. London comes
last in this matter—a long
way after Edinburgh, Man-
chester, and Birmingham.

Here are two more taste-
ful and pretty novelties
from Buszard’s. Oneisa
little Swiss carrier who has
the inevitable egg in his
pannier; and the other is
an egg made in the shape
of a nest, mounted on a
rustic stand, and with a
doll clinging to the out-
side. This brings me to
Easter eggs for children.
At Hamley’s, in Regent
Street, you will be shown
a satin egg containing a
doll’s complete trousseau ;
an egg of plaited straw,
containing a miniature tea
or dinner - service, or,
perhaps, a regiment of
soldiers ; and huge expen-

JAPANESE EGG.

sive eggs filled with games and mechanical
toys of all kinds.

The next novelty shown here was made
by Messrs. A. J. Caley and Son, of Norwich,
the well-known confectioners. Here we see
a big, wise-looking owl with her family ; the
bodies of all consisting of a delicious
chocolate Easter egg. The big chocolate
egg lower down, engirdied with a regiment

GREAT MOTOR-CAR OF CHOCOLATE,
From a Photo. by Avenell & Co., Brighton.

of Japanese youngsters, is from the same
great East Anglian house.

Of course, to some extent topical events
affect the designs of Easter
novelties ; but the craze
must be something which
can be fashioned into the
shape of an egg. Thus, a
bicycle wouldn’t do. But
look at this ingenious little
motor-car, which was de-
signed and “ built” by
Maynards, Ltd., the well-
known retail confectioners.
The motor-car is one mass
of chocolate, weighing
18lb. This is a big egg,
but, in point of size—
though not in tastefulness
and ingenuity of design—
the Parisians eclipse us.
I have seen, in Paris,
Easter eggs as big as an
ordinary door. Not all
sweetstuff, however. One,
I remember, was merely a
huge shell of interlaced
cane or wicker, which was
to be filled with moss and
stuck all over with fresh
flowers — a costly and
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_“—'rmz HILLINER.'S_-;;PRENT;CE."
(A Little Chick.)

beautiful ornament for a lady’s boudoir. This
cost 1,500 francs.

The next photo. shows another of Mr.
Hartl’s designs—a real chick dressed up as a
milliner’s apprentice, and carrying in her
hand a box of eggs. The donor can, of
course, buy an expensive hat or bonnet and
place it in the box, to be delivered, as it were,
by the gay little chick.

Mr. Ponder, Her Majesty’s own con-
fectioner, usually prepares some Easter eggs
for the little Battenbergs and other Royal

children. These eggs are in the Continental
style—that is to say, real eggs boiled hard,
dyed various colours, and then inscribed
with names and mottoes. The Queen her-
self receives Easter eggs from some of her
numerous relatives, and also from foreign
monarchs,

The elaborate Easter egg next shown
is reposing in a kind of hansom cab, or
jinricksha, made of bamboo and drawn by a
team of four little storks. A fifth stork, of
commanding mien, is driving the whole
concern, post haste to the residence of the
lucky recipient.

But Easter novelties would be incomplete
without some representation of “the goose

“ THE GOOSE THAT LAID THE GOLDEN EGGS,

that laid the golden eggs”; and here is
that wonderful bird, attended by numerous
progeny. The designer may be a little weak
in his natural history (notice the relative
sizes of the eggs)—but it were churlish to
criticise such pretty things.
The larger goose is a me-
chanical bird—there being
a somewhat painful view of
clockwork at the place where
the neck joins the body.
That goose will nod com-
placently for hours, as
though it knew its eggs
contained (as many ulti-
mately do) a little pile of
twenty or fifty bright new
sovereigns.

Lastly we come to some
of the many novelties turned
out by Mr. Fuller, the
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MR. GLADSTONE.

famous American confectioner. In the first
place, then, there are rich American cakes
in the form of magnificent eggs, iced and
decorated in a most beautiful manner, and
bound at the
joining of the
halves with
pretty satin
ribbons. Then
there are blown
egg-shells filled
with chocolate
cream (poured
through the pin-
hole), and ulti-
mately heated in
a saucepan and
placed in one’s
egg-cup on
Easter morning.
Naturally, even the shrewdest suspect nothing,
but attack the egg in the usual way.

But Fuller's funniest and most original
things are reproduced here. They are of
American origin ; and here is ;
the manner of their making :
About a gross of hen’s eggs
are bought and blown by the
girls at Fuller’s works, natu-
ralists’ tools being used for
this purpose ; the contents of
the eggs, by the way, are sold
to the girls very cheaply, at so
much per quart. The blown
shells are next taken to the
drying-room and left there a
few days, before being weighted
or balanced. This is done by
pouring in through the hole a
little fine shot, on top of which
is poured melted wax. The
eggs are then stood on a per-

A CLOWN.

MR. CECIL RHODES.

THE STUPID PENGUIN.

DR. JAMESON,

fectly level surface and allowed to settle.
Then they are placed in the hands of an
artist, who judges from the shape of the egg
(and the shapes vary) what “ character ” shall

_ be imparted to
it by means of
oil paint. I have
chosen for re-
production the
following: Mr.
Gladstone, Mr.
Cecil, Rhodes,
Dr. Jameson, a
clown,a “dude,”
and a penguin.
Now, these eggs
are as funny as
they are novel.
Push Rhodes—
knock him down
as many times as you like—and he bobs up
again, protesting furiously. The masher rolls
about with a tremendous swagger; the clown,
with reckless abandon ; and the penguin, with
that comically stupid and help-
less air so notoriously charac-
teristic of the bird.

In very few of these eggs
are “properties” needed; I
mean legs, arms, and so on.
They depend solely for their
effect upon the weighting and
the painted likeness on the
bare shell. In the case of the
penguin, however, a head and
a pair of wings have to be stuck
on with gutta-percha. At first
these weighted eggs were called
“dancing eggs,” but that name
had to be altered, because
people were disappointed at
finding no clock-work inside !

A “DUDR."
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"WINTER is past—the little bee resumes
Hel:ashareofsun.and shade, and o'er the

7 __And wakes a sense of gratefulness in me:
The little daisy keeps its wonted place,
Ere March by April gets disarmed of
snow ;
A look of joy opes on its smiling face,
Tubri\ed to that Power that suffers it to
OW.

Ah, pleasant time! yet, ﬂeasing as you be,
One still more pleasing Hope reserves for

me,
Where suns unsetting one long summer
shine,
Flowers endless bloom where winter ne'er
destroys :
O may the good man’s righteous end be
mine,

1| That I may witness these unfading joys!
' BRYANT,
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EASTER TIDE
A PRAYER.

Lord, by the stripes which wounded Thee,
From deatk's dread sting Thy servants

' Jree,

. 7hat we may live and sing to Thee
Alleluial

tion, or recreation, there being
a tradition that the world was
created in the spring. In parls of

Russia people present eggs to one

another on Easter day, saying,

¢ Jesus Christ is risen,” being
answered, “ It is soof a truth,” or
¢Yes, He is risen.”” The Russians
also serve red eggs on that day,

symbolising at the same time the re-
surrection and the blood of the Saviour.
At the time of Edward the First the
eggs to be given to the members of the royal
household on Easter day formed an item in
the expenses. Over four bundred eggs, which
cost about one shilling and sixpence, were,
we leam, distributed on that day. Eggs used
to be blessed by the Pope for allotment
throughout the Christian world, and the ser-
vice of Pope Paul the Fifth contains the
following curious form of consecration :—

« Bless, Lord, we beseceh Thee, this Thy
creature of eggs that it may become a whole-
some sustenance to Thy fithful servants,
ealing it in thankfulness to Thee, on account
of the resurrection of our Lord.”

In some parts of the north of England,

rticularly parts of Cumberland, decorated

asch or Pace eggs are slill sent to children,
so that the present fancy for omamenting
eags is but the revival of a very old custom.
Some young readers of TRE GIRL'S OwN
PAPER may be dis!lnosed to try what they can
do in this way. I will, therefore, tell them
some of the methods employed ; but first let
me mention that all eggs to be decorated
must be perfectly clean, for the least spot of
grease where it Was not wanted would spoil
the effect aimed at; and they should be boiled

ERSTER
EGGS

ractice of

THE origin of the

connectin with our Eas- hard. _
ter festivaf ;;g'gi believe, lost _ To simrly colour the eggs they need only
in an be dip in water, then placed in a decoc-

iquily ; but they are said
to havﬂcc):l used by the Jews
at the Feast of Passover. In
some Eastern countries there is
a very old custom, which still pre-

vails, of presenting eggs at this
scason of tke year—some say be.
cause the egg is‘an emblem of crea-

tion of logweod for the various shades of
purple; of cochineal for red, or boiled with
onion peelings, or in an onien, for amber,
or coloured with spinach juice for green. Bat
superior to these simple colourings are Jud-
son’s dyes, which may be obtained of any
colour, and can be used as paints on the

z shells as
= well as dyes.
The eggs are
dipped in water before
being put in the dye,
to make them take the
colour evenly. 1If it is
desired to keep part of
the shell white—for in-
stance, to have a name
or motlo in white on
a red ground - proceed
thus: When theegg is
warm after boiling take
a small piece of mut-
ton suet, which, being
. hard, you car cut toa
point almost like a pencil. With
this draw or wrile what you wish
on the warm egg, which you can
then place in the dye. The part
Ereased will not take the colour,
ut when dry the fat is easily re-
moved, and the while design can be
left or filled in with another colour,
or with a little gold or silver paint.
A pretly way is to grease a delicate
piece of moss, a fne fern leaf, or
a skeleton leaf, to roll either round
a warm egg so as lo leave a greasy
print on it, and then put it in the
colour; but great care must be taken in band-
ling the work not to blur the design. An
egg s];otted with grease then put in a yellow
dye, the grease removed, and then a pale
blue dye used, produces an effect that would
puzzie a naturalist. Brown and blue dyes.
answer, used in the same way.

LEgps may be also simply treated by having
small leaves or little bits of moss bound on to
them with various coloured wools, or ribbons.
&ot fast-colourcd ones), before they are

iled, the wool or ribbons being removed
when they are dry again; the effect is often
very good, but there is great doubt about the
results in this way of colouring.

A neater and much better way than greas-
ing the design, for those who do not mind the
trouble, is to dye the egg all over, and then
to scratch out the motto, or whatever is
required white, with a penknife. This is, of
course, a much more difficult process, and
reci:::ires great care.

ggs dyed pale blue, and a little cloud and
sca with a tiny boat painted on them, or dyed
yellow and turned into a little sunset picture,
with a tree added, are very pretty. '.[‘Eey can
be done in oil or water colours.

I bave seen cupids and like subjects
painted on them, but they are quite unsuited
for Easter eggs, which are not, and should
not be used as, adjuncts of Valentine’s day.

For more elaborate work, the eggs, having
been boiled hard, can be painted over with
gold size, and then covered with gold, or any
metal leal, which may be again painted on with
oil paints, or by using a medium and body
colours, with water colours.

A gilt egg, with a white lily on it, era
silvered one with a daflodil, looks very pretty ;
violets and primroses, emblems of spring, are
also appropriate, while eggs with butterflies
or small birds bearing mottoes painted on.
them, are much appreciated by children,
‘When painted in water colours, the eggs can
easily varnished. On Easter day I once
saw the breakfast eggs which the cook had
boiled, some with red and some with blue dye
in the water, sent Lo table in a nest of green
moss lined with a little white wool ; the eggs.
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were only cooked the usual time, and were
greatly relished by the younger members of
the family.

I wou{d recommend the use of Easter
eggs to those girls who take Sunday-school
classes; they are very good mediums for
giving Precepts or words of advice; a
Jjudiciously chosen motto or text may often
do a great deal in helping a child or person
to correct a fault, and a motto is more
attractive on an ornamental egg than in a
book.

I remember a little German book called
* Ostereier ” (Easler ecggs), in which a
charming account is given of an Easter
festival, when motto eggs were distributed to
a number of children. Some of the rhymes

iven are very pretty ; they lose in translation,

ut are such as ¢ Goodness, not gold, wins
love and trust,” ¢ For meat and drink the
giver thaok,” “A pood conscience makes a
soft pillow.”

Such sentences as these do for quite
small children, but a short verse from a
hymn or a text can easily be written on an
-gg. They look very well coloured pale blue or
moltled green and blue, as directed above,
and the words written on after with red, or
blue ink of a darker colour, and a little
ornamentation round, For school-children
water colours should not be used in painting
the eggs, for the wann and often moist hands

of the recipients of these little gifts would
smear the paint.

We must now come to another kind of egg
I have found much appreciated, as it 1s
eatable, though imitation only. It is
prepared thus: Procure some half egg shells
which you can colour or not, as you please,
but you must cut the edges as smooth as you
can with a pair of small, sharp scissors; next
take one pound of ground almonds (they can
be bought ready prepared), mix with the
beaten whites of three, or if small, four eggs,
add a teaspoonful of orange flower water, or a
little more, if needed, make into a paste, and
stir in one pound of fine sifted loaf sugar, and
work with a wooden spoon into a smooth

aste ; next shake a little icing sugar into the

alf shells, and fll them with the almond

aste, scoop a piece out of the centre of each

alf, and as you put the two halves together
insert a rprcsened apricot (dried) without a
stone; if the apricots are too large use half
ones, but whether large or small they must be
pressed into suitable shapes before they are
used, as they have to represent the yolks of
the eggs.

When the parts are joined together, a strip
of tissue paper should be fastened round the
junction with white of egg, and then a ribbon
or ornamental paper put round and the shells
decorated with a livlle water colour paint, If
preferred, the shells can be used as moulds

only, and removed as soon as the paste is dry,
but if this is to be done the two edges of the
almond paste must be moistened with white
of egg before they are put together, or they
would come apart when the shells were
removed.

The almond eggs must be put in a warm,
dry place as soon as made; a very cool oven
will do to dry them.

If you remove the shells, cover the almond
paste with icing sugar that has been well
worked with a little white of egg and lemon
juice; this is not an easy operation, but if the
sugar is well worked before using, it will
cover the paste more neatly than if used

uickly ; if sufficient smoothness is altained
the sugar can be decorated afterwards with
some harmless colouring, such as saffron or
cochineal.

‘To make sugar eggs, mix one ounce of raw
arrowroot with one pound of icing sugar, add
the beaten whites of three or four eggs,
according to size, and a teaspoonful of lemon
juice; work the mixture well; use the egg
shells as moulds and proceed as with almond
paste, putting anything that is liked in the
centre, and joining the halves together with
white of egg; dry thoroughly, in some place
not warm enough to melt the sugar, before
you remove the shells. It is easier to take
the halves off if they are slightly oiled before
the sugar is sifted into them.

It is very interesting in the spring to watch
the gradual development of a frog from the
egg, through the tadpole stage of its existence,
till at last it assumes its final form.

The old frogs emerge from their winter
hiding places in the mud, early in the spring,
and during March their eggs may be found
floating on almost every stagnant pond. A
group of these eggs in their carly stages of de-
velopment looks like 2 mass of clear white
jelly, containing numbers of black specks,
cac{ of which is really the germ of the future
tadpole,

In order to watch the development, a
group of the eggs should be taken and put in
a shallow vessel of water, which, if kept in the
house, should have a bell-glass, or some other
covering over it, to keep out the dust.

The jelly-like mass which envelopes the
future tadpole is so clear that all its changes
can be casily watched. First the head ap-
pears, then a flat tail, and in course of time
the nostrils, mouth, and large eyes, till at
length the completed tadpole bursts open its
gelatinous covering, and apparently not in the
least embarrassed by its new surroundings, he-
gins swimming biiskly about, looking for
something to eat. lhe time occupied in
hatching varies in different countrics, according
to the climate, from four days to a month, In
England the tadpole does not often appear
till towards the end of April.

‘The following stages arc even more interest-
ing, especially for those who can take advan.
tage of the transparency of the parts to watch
the circulation o}uthc blood through a micro-

scope,

The body of the tadpole gradually gets
broader, while the tail gets thinner and thinner,
till it finally disappears altogether ; but before
that happens its place has been taken by two
hind legs, which first appear under the skin
and then gradually pusll;l their way through.
The fore Jegs next appear, and so on through
all the stages of dwcﬂ))l:mcnt, till in a longer
or shorter time, according to the amount of
warmth, light, and food it can obtain, the
complete frog appears.

But woc betide the unfortunate tadpole

NOTES FOR APRIL.

which, first of the shoal, attains to the dignity
of possessing limbs, for so ferocious arc the
later ones, and so jealous of their precocious
little brother, that they almost always fall
upon him, and, not content with killing, never
rest till every morsel of him is eaten. And
unless several of the tadpoles assume their
final change about the same time, this pro-
ceeding is repeated till their numbers are very
considerably  diminished, or, as sometimes
lnppens. t.Hl only one survivor is left, who,
having helped to cat all his brethren, instead
of meeting with his deserts, is allowed to live
on in peace, till some day in the course of his
walks abroad, he, in his turn, is snapped up as
a delicate morsel by some hungry snake or
waterfowl,

Insccts and flowers are much more closely
connected with onc another than we some-
times think.

Not only do many insects depend wupon
flowers for their foox?: but many flowers also
delwnd upon the visits of insects to carry their
pollen from one flower to another and so con-
tinue the life of their specics,

There are some flowers, however, whose
pollen is carried by the wind instead of by
Insects, and which are therefore an exception
to this gencral rule. These, not needing to
attract insects, are small and insignificant,
with neither scent nor honey, but with a very
large quantity of pollen, * They generally
flower early in spring, before the leaves are out,
as these would catch the pollen as it is blown
along by the wind, and prevent it reaching the
flowers for which it is intended. Notice, for
example, the flower of the oak, elm, ash, and
Scotch fir.

April is a busy monthin the garden. Auri-
culas and polyanthuses in bloom should be
watered often, and shaded if the sun is very
bright, and sheltered when the weather is
cold; tulips also must be sheltered from
severe cold, though they may safely be en-
couraged to grow now.

Secds of perennials and biennials for flower.
ing next year should be sown now, such as
wallflowers, carnations, and pinks. Heartsease
for autumn flowering should also be sown, and

cuttings taken from old plants, Hardy
annuals should be sown not later tham the
middle of April. Give them good soil, and do
not cover the sceds too deeply with earth (some
of the smallest kinds should only be sprinkled
on the top), and when they begin to shoot up
thin out the young plants vigorously ; amateur
gardeners almost always leave them too close
together, but the more room they have the
better and stronger they will grow.

If there is no greenhouse, or *heat,” half
hardy annuals ma{;ebe sown out in the open
garden towards the end of April, amr if
diligently cared for they will grow well and
thri\:.{.

Alfter a warm day, cvergreens are benefited
b]y syringing. 13[ that is wished to grow
close should be clipped all over; and grass
should be cut about once a week, and often
rolled. It should not be allowed to get long
before cutting the first time, or it will be
troublesome to get into order again,

April is the month in which we welcome
most of our spring bird visitors, The night-
ingale and cuckoo have already come and
begun their song; the swallow and house-
martin will arrive about the middle of the
month, and are soon busy making new nests,
or patching up old ones. The whitethroat
appears towards the end of the month,

During the April showers the whole air
scems full of song. Walking through woods
ringing with bird music, we are once more
reminded of the problem which so puzzled
Daines Barrington. * Do the birds all sing in
one key? And if not, why do the songs
harmonise instead of producing unpleasant
discords 2" Perhaps it is the distance which
lends enchantment and softens the discords.
No doubt if all the songsters were in one room,
the result would not be quite so ha PY-

Many eggs, larvae and cocoons of butterflies
and moths may be found this month among
heaps of dry leaves, on low bushes, or trunks
of trees. Grasses and rushes shelter several of
the early species, which are already flying
about, and some rare insects may be found
now which cannot be obtained later in the
scason.
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JACK: MY FOX TERRIER.
A TRUE RECORD.

By DANIEL DORMER, Author of “A Dream of Queens’ Gardens,” etc.

YESTERDAY was one of the very sad days of
my life, for yesterday my dear dog died.

gzven now, though I am sitting by his gl-;-a e
this hot morning, under the shade of a high
hedge of hawthorn, I cannot realise that Jack
is really dead.

There, just before me, at a corner of one of
the lawns of our country garden, is the un-
even turf which was taken up yesterday and
laid again over the deep earth which hides
the stiffened little white body. On the faded
disturbed grass stands a lovely %Ot of pale
pink roses, over which a white butterfly is
persistently hovering, and at its base lies a
cross of white flowers. Iwilltellzoupresently
why I had no hesitation in choosing that
sacred symbol of our sublime faith to mark the
spot, though it is only a humble little dog
who lies buried there.

Even now I keep. expecting to see the
daintily-modelled small white fellow, with his
E:.tt ears pricked, one white, one black, and

is loving brown eyes expectant, come
trotting down the path and over the twf to
lie down on the cool, shadowy grass beside
me. Even now—and yet my eyes are full of
tears, and my heart is heavy with the know-
ledge that I shall never see my dear daily
companion here again!

In the house, before I came here to sit be-
side his grave, I thought I heard the little
whisgering whine he used to make outside
the door of any room where I, his mistress,
was, I even got up mechanically to open the
door from long habit of responding to the
invariably welcome request for admittance ;
but before I touched the handle I remembered,
and with a pang sat down again.

The pages of the half-filled note-book in
which I am writing blows over with a welcome
breath of wind this sultry morning, and I see
sketch after sketch of my pet. All more or
less faulty, yet all too sadly recalling the
intent gaze of the big intelligent eyes, the
observant droop of the sensitive silky ears
which, }o my memory, need no reca]ligg.

*

It was on a dark rainy afternoon in winter,

four and a half years ago, that Jack
arrived—a little leggy, shivering puppy
in whom, I now remember with amaze-
ment, I felt but mild interest.

Tea was waiting on the basket-table
at one end of the room, and the leggy
puppy indicated his hunger and his en-
tire lack of embarrassment simultane-
ously by standing on his hind legs and

utting both fore-paws into a plate of
Eread and butter which stood on one
of the little side shelves of the table.
Thus was the ice broken between us,
and a valuable old china plate was
nearly broken with it! For the plate
flew up, and the thin slices scattered
far and wide over the carpet, while I
and my sister laughed and caught up
the small miscreant.

Then we gave him some food, and
afterwards he lay in my sister’s lap by
the fire—for he still shivered, fox-terriers
being specially sensitive to cold—while
we talked. Now and then the talk ran
on Jacko, I amusing ml\lrself as I fre-
quently did throughout his subsequént
life by making up conversation which I
Ialayl'ully attributed to him. He always

oved to curl himself up in one’s lap,
though he scorned the notion of being
a laE'dug. Only the day before yester-
day, when Le was growing mortally ill, with a
heavy effort he leapt on to my knee, and sank
down there breathing a deep sigh of content.
He had a remarkably soothing way of express-
ing his sense of comfort by these long-drawn
sighs of satisfaction.

Beyond the hedge and sloping ficld which
bounds our garden runs a busy railway line.
The birds—nightingale, thrush, blackbird,
and lark sing day and night in the tall elms
there, nothing afirighted by the rushing trains;
but the small fox-terrier was terribly alarmed
by the snorting iron monster at first, and
when, soon after his arrival, we began to wallk
or sit in the Iim’den, he would play gaily on
the grass with his sole canine companion,
Rusty, a Yorkshire terrier, until the approach
of a {rain, when he would scurry across to the
friendly shelter of our skirts, hiding under
them or making frantic efforts to scramble up
them on to our knees.

What a contrast Rustywas to Jacko! He,
poor fellow, was stolen from us a few months
after Jacko came ; but how he ll-treated Jack !
Many a time the latter had to be rescued
from his attack. The poor puppy was never
daunted, however. He was always willing to
play humbly and ha pﬂ{i. if a little boister-
ous{y, with ‘his friend, till such time as that
friend would suddenly give way to a fit of
temper and roll him over and bite him fiercely.

But Jack was soon left to be our sole pet.
And how completely he twined himself round
our hearts and into our lives! No lover of
animals ever saw him without falling in love
with him. His lovableness is the charac-
teristic which stands out most in many minds
to-day, not least certainly in those who knew
him best.

About six months afier he came, I had
a terrible illness. The wee man was away
here, down in the country, while I and the
rest of the family were in our London home.
I longed very much for the sweet air and quiet
of the country, but most of all I longed for
m& small white dog.

recovered, and reached this cottage in
safety. And every hour of each long day of

my slow convalescence I was hel ack.
He lay on my bed hour after hgucg go{hing
me with his quiet presence, while I stroked
his warm, silky ears and white coat. He ate
bits of my food ; not greedily, but willing to
eat anything I had brought up to me, though
he would not touch such kind downstairs—
even to drinking a cup of tea! simply, as
they told me, and I could not but believe, be-
cause he loved me so. When I was carried
out into the garden, he exhibited great delight,
carcering at my side and jumping up to me,
or still more often dragging at the train of
my loose pink gown as I went, tripping over
it, stumbling head over heels again and
again in his excitement, till once, later, when I
could walk, he carried my train to such good
purpose, tugging along, that he dragged me
off my weak feet! But neither then nor at
any other time did he do me one scrap of
harm ; only good.

He was very fond of my father—gave him a
most affectionate good-bye look yesterday—
but he loved his mistress more; and if the two
went for a walk together, and either turncd
back alone, Jack evinced a decided preference
to stick by me. His companionship was
pleasant to my father, though; and consc-
quently I declined to be escorted by Jack,
which  difference of will proved a fruit(ul
source of struggle between us for a while,
But the duty of obedience was insisted on,
and in that, as in all other points, Jack learnt
to yield and obey, so that he soon made no
attempt to follow me when we separated, but
went merrily forward, after just one wistful
glance. It was indeed this trait of cheerful-
ness in submission which is one of the raisons
d’étre of this little record,

Another trait was his lovable companion-
ableness. On one occasion when I was
very sad he looked up in my face and then
l:m e?i unbicildeujin{.(o my arms. If re

ug together Jack got up wagging his
stump of a tail vehemently. ItP we kglsseg one
another he rose and whined and jumped up

caressed

to us, till he too got dp:ltlecl and N
He bhad a eal of mischief in him.
He would e dashes after cows or horses

when we passed them in the fields, delighting
in the chase, utterly fearless of their dangerous
heels; though indeed he was so lithe and
agile that the danger to him was small. Now
and then he would “go for” a collie or re-
triever, much to the anxiety of the master or
mistress who happened to be with him at the
time. But he never in all his gentle life
attacked a small dog, or even one of his own
size, unless the latter set on him; then he re-
sponded heartily—though always with the
moderation of one acting in self-defence and
conscious of his great strength. For no better
developed, more athletic dog ever lived. All
connoisseurs praised his condition, and his
mistress was proud of the beautiful shal:»e]y
little creature. He was never spoilt at all, or
petted over-much ; but was well-behaved and
courteous, “What a gentleman Jack is!”
people exclaimed. He evenhunted “Tommy"’
the stable cat in a well-bred fashion! taking
the vicious claw-scratches with imperturbable
good-humour indicated by a \vaggit;ﬁ tail, and
making rushes at his antagonist with an open
mouth which was always gentle though the
blood trickled down the dear doggie’s nosc.
¢ Tommy! Tommy! Where's Tommy?"” I
said two days ago, seeking to rouse my pet.
He raised his head, and cocked his black ear;
but was alas! too weak to stir, His peace-
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ableness seemed to be recognised instinc-
tively amongst his own kind, At a furnished
house which we took last winter at St.
Leonards, Jack occupied a new kennel which
I bought for him; or rather I should say he
seldom occupied it. For the mistress of the
house owned a dog, which was kept by her
next-door neigglbour during her absence from
home; probably the dog resented Jack's
occupation of his abode, for he was rerpetually
inﬂgin our precincts, and usually slept in
Jack’s fine kennel! Yet Jack would turn him
out of doors in a twinkling if ordered to do so.

This hospitable tendency of his finally cost
him his life. For not mans{mnights ago he
harboured a starved puppy, sharing his bones
and water and bed with him. Inthe morning
our groom discovered and drove away the
small intruder, for he had distemper. But
alas! it was too late, the mischief was done;
Jack took the infection though he was so old
a dog for it, and it paved the way for the
fatIa{l u;lﬂs{ximma_tion. - "

e had a pretty way of his own of springin
along ona lgwntzr ilz the fields, bougd ag;lg
bound he went, scarcely touching the ground
between the leaps. It was charming to watch
him, reminding those who had seen them of
the graceful action of black buck.

He would have made an excellent sportin
dog; but was never required for sport, an
so remained untrained. He delighted how-
ever to “put up” pheasants and partridges,
and worked very cleverly for his own
amusement. I have seen him run after a
covey of Eoung partridges and push them
gently with his nose to make them rise,
without touching them further, though they
were too young and weak to benefit by the
very strong hint he gave them of their bounden
duiy towards sEortsmen.

never taught him any tricks. He learned
to beg from seeing Rusty do it. The funny
younﬁ thing would sit up behind his senior,
dangling his puppy legs before him in comical
g-iarody of the Yorkshire's finished performance.

e learned to pick up pennies because some
happened to be dropped near him one day,
and he joined in the scramble, as he always
joined in everything that looked like play.
He learned to put out lighted matches, be-
cause a vesta was dropped alight on the

et and one of us jumped up to put a foot
on it to extinguish it: next time it happened

ack was first in putting out the flame, pattin
1t with his paw, and being enormously please
and excited afterwards with the commenda-
tion the feat elicited for him.

Then another endearing little trick of his
own origination was to jump on to a sofa
which nearly touches the backs of the chairs of
those seated on one side of the dining-table in
our country cottage, and to put his fore-paws
round the neck or on either shoulder of any-
one sitting there. After he had once done
that, T encouraged its repetition, saying, “up !
up!” and patting my shoulder ; and he did it
again immediately, He needed no further
bidding; but whenever subsequently his
capital appetite prompted the coaxing sugges-
tion that bis meal-time approached he would
jump up and caress one in that way.

Every evening after dinner he had his one
daily meal, Throughout dinner-time he lay

uite still under the table. But when after
the family bad retired I began to prepare his
food, he came out. Then he wouf:l stand on
his hind legs, resting his paws on my knees
ug to the elbow—it always seemed like a
child resting its elbows there to me—and
watch operations with hungx('f eyes and a
wagging tail. Directly the food was ready he
thrust an eager handshake upon me, and forth-
with enjoyed his dinner heartily., Surely no
dog ever ate so fast before! Now and then I
used to pull him back from his dish for fun,
dragging him by his short snipped tail, when

he would pretend to bite my hand with the
strong teeth, from between which I never
feared even to take a bone, and resume his
dinner when released with much wagging,
saying, oh so plainly, that he understood the
pla;{ and liked it.
tiny Maltese terrier came occasionally to
visit us. Then, while the little guest was
ermitted to Eemm‘bulate the room begging
or scraps, Jack was required to lie quiet under
the table as usual till the meal came to an end.
And further, ]'oselph, the little visitor, was
given first choice of the dish of food they had
in common, Jack’s great hungry eyes looking
fathetically on. One day, and only one, Jack
ost his temper with his friend and fell upon
him. He was in eamnest that day; but he
was_forcibly taken off the wee fellow and
received instantancous chastiscment. Then
he collapsed, thoroughly ashamed, retiring to
hide behind his mistress’s skirts, leaving the
remainder of his food untouched, apparently
heart-broken at having been betrayed into
violence towards his small visitor. So sensi-
tive were his feelings that he would droop ears
and tail at one reproving word.

One peculiarity of his was that he would
never eat his food unless I were in the room
with him, Over and over again he left it and
whined at the door after me when I tried
leaving him alone to it. So I used to sit with
him. Asa rule, as I have said, I prepared his
simple meal at our own table after dinner.
But if friends were dining with us, this became
impracticable; so I gave orders for him to be
fed in the kitchen. Not a bit would he touch
there, however. Again and again I tried
him, but it was useless. So I used to go
down myself and do it; and once, when a
strange chef was In occupation below, and a
dinner-party of special dimensions was in
progress, I secured]i?:food for him, and while
the ladies chatted in the drawing-room, and
the gentlemen smoked in tbe dining-room, I
sat on the stairs beside my happy little dog
while he enjoyed his food. It was not digni-
fied perhaps; but I am glad I did it. And
he quite understood the fun of the situation
—kept on leaving off eating to look up in m
face wagging his tail vehemently; inwhic
pretty way in greater or less degree he always

rendered his thanks for all he had.
At one time, two years ago, he got into bad
company, and took to going off out alone.

He always came back on these occasions look-
ing guilty—whicl:(rarﬁcular expression in him
strongly resembled a rabbit. His ears were
laid flat, far back on his head; his eyes were
abnormally large and prominent, besides being
\'erie‘rinoumf’ul, and his tail, of course, was
tuc close in between his legs. Dear
doggie, what a buman creature he was! He
never seemed like the generality of dogs at
all ; his was such a distinct personality. One
day this playing truant reached a cnsis, and
came to an abrupt termination. We missed
him in the afternoon, and grew sufficiently
anxious towards evening, having searched in
field and road and failed to find him. Then
late at night we heard two long-drawn dismal
wails outside the house-door.

“What's that ?” we said. ¢ Can it be p—
yes it is, Jack!”

There he sat in a corner of the porch, a
dim, white, dejected little object. He was
conscious of the enormity of his fault, and
bad not dared to ask to be let in as he usually
did, with a little whining cry or scratch at
the door, so he had sat down and howled. No
human being ever knew right and wrong more
surely.

He had a rooted objection to postmen.
One of these usually harmless and useful in-
dividuals had thrown stones at the wistful
puppy, who, we were told, was always to be

rden on the look-out when

seen in the front
we were all from home. And from that foun-

dation grew a fear and detestation of postmen
asa genus. So that when we were spending
last winter in a furnished house on the south
coast, the innocent wearer of the condemned
uniform dare not enter the garden-gate, but
on more than one occasion hovered outside,
like a restless will-o’-the-wisp, kept at bay
by Master Jack (despite his lantern * opened to
fright the dog" as he announced), till one of
our servants saw him and went to his rescue.

Once, and once only, did he lay hold of a
man. My sister took him when she went to
be photographed.

“Is your dog dangerous ? "’ asked the pho-
togralg er.

“ Dangerous ? ’ was the amazed answer;
“he is the fntlest creature alive.” - And
ber hand sought Jack’s intelligent head, as he
sat close beside her in the nestling way in
which he always sat close to those he loved.

Presently the photographer approached his
sitter, and laid his hand on her shoulder to
move her in order to obtain a better position.
When lo! Jack had him by the leg in a
moment. He did no damage at all, but gave
such a serious warning, that the man rushed
off to a chemist frightened and much incensed,
though not at burt.  Apparently Jaclk
could not stand by and see his charge pulled
about by a strange man without remon-
strance,

. He did no great thing, just lived the brief
life his Creator gave him—only he lived it so
well. For, be sure, there are noble and ignoble
dogs, every whit as truly as there are noble
and ignoble men and women. .And so nobly
did Jack take any correction that he soon
needed none, and was the happiest dog
imaginable.

And so he lived—then drooped, and suf-
fered, and died.

_““How he watches you about, miss! just
like a child;” said a sympathetic servant,
whose heart had also been won by the little
favourite.

And the words were very true.

There he lay, stretched helpless on two
chairs, with quivering body, each breath draw-
mghea\nlithmugh the choked, inflamed lungs,
and watched me with his brown eyes. He
swallowed nauseous medicine and spoon-food
under pathetic protest of jaws locked together
with all his remaining strength : bore mustard-
poultices and other tortures at my hands, yet
the eyes gladdened unmistakably whenever
I went near, and etually followed my
every movement to and fro.

To try and make sleep come to him, I and
my sister both left him on that last sad mom-
ing of his life. It was oppressively hot, and
the door leading to the garden from the room
where he lay stood open. After a moment's
absence I crept noiselessly back to this door-
way. But I soon went right in, for my dear
dog was cr)nng, with the sobbing shadow of
the little cry he always made when he was
trying to get to me and could not,

Two hours after that, when his unexpected
end was very near, my sister was sitting with
him and I joined her. I knelt down beside
him to get my face on a level with him to
soothe and comfort him a little. (It was but
half-an-hour before his death, though we
little knew that.) I talked to him, and touched
his ears in the way he loved. Then he began
to sob, looking eagerly at me, so that my
sister begged me to go away,

“I wish you would leave him, dear,” she
said ; ¢ this cannot be good for him. He is
much worse when you are here; he does so
try to tell you how ill he is.”

For his sake, I went, sadly enough. But,
presently, finding him left alone for a few
moments I stole back once more. I could
not keep away. Inan instant I noticed that
a marked change had taken place in his
breathing. I stood over him,
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“He can’t last long il he breathes as quick
as that, miss, can he " asks the maid who
had crept in after me to see him too.

“No,” I replied anxiously, and laid my
hand on him.

He looked up right into my face with the
most loving looE I ever saw; the dear dumb
suffering eyes brimmed with devotion, and the
breathing quieted down.

“Why, it's different now; it's done him

to have your hand on him, miss, hasn’t
it # " said the girl in round-eyed wonder.

And it was unquestionably true. Then I
knelt down once more and touched his head
with my other hand also. Once more he
Jooked me full in the face and tried to lick my
hand. Then came a terrible convulsion, and
Jack fell down again, dead.

* He is dead —quite dead !” I heard myscll
sobbing, as thou_g‘}il it were another person who
spoke. For I am not ashamed to say I cried
like a child—or is it not childish, but only
womanly to weei: most real and bitter tears
over so dearly-loved and loving a fellow-
creature as Jack was?

I was broken down all that day, and all
night, till towards morning, when the birds
began to sing, better thoughts came. ¢ How
could I best preserve the memory of my good
dog 7" I wondered. ¢ A little drinking foun-
tain in a thirsty spot for dogs? A gift to the
Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to
Animals 7—Yes,” came to my mind in a
hesitating fashion. Then arose a vivid re-
membrance of him ; his perfect enjoyment of
the happinesses of his short life, his cheerfulness
in submitting to the many little disagreeables
in his path, his patience in suffering and death
—for the utter absence in him of anything like
complaining or rebellion had impressed itsell
so strongly on my mind that I fclt reproved
for my great misery in his loss. Could I not
learn” something from his example? I asked
mysell. Would not some good habit formed
in my own daily life in remembrance of my
little dog best preserve his memory? And
would any others join me in this, I wonder?
If I wrote a little record of the innocent life
just ended to the “girls” to whom I wrote
once before, would any among them help me

to honour God through God's humble little
creature’s life and dc;ati ?

Is theidea strained and far-fetched ? Surely
not. Is it not true that he excelled most of
us in many points? In his obvious grate-
fulness for all that was done for him, notwith-
standing the discomfort it inflicted ; as well as
in the delighted appreciation of the good
which fell to his lot ; in his complete and un-
hesitating obedience to those in authority over
him, though doubtless one was whimsical and
irritable in the exercise of it occasionally as far
as he could know; above all in the daily Jovable-
ness and faithful affection by which be bright-
cned and gladdened the lives of those with
whom he lived, I see very deep and valuable
lessons which I, at least, ?a\'c but half learnt.

So I resolved to try; and here and now I
ask you, beloved Girl-reader, will you remember
Jack’s unconscious example ? Recall him and
renew the effort time you sce a fox-
terrier, if you will, Tn that way Jack will need
no other—could have no better—memorial.
He will live on thus in the best possible way ;
even if there be no other life reserved for dogs.

RAILWAY TRAVELLING IN COMFORT AND SAFETY.

BY

OME years ago a discussion took
place, chiefly in the medical jour.
nals, as to the effects of railway
travelling on the health. At this
date 1 do not remember the con-
clusions generally arrived at. It is
little matter, for even if I did, I
should form my own independent
g opinion. Travelling by train may be
productive of much pleasure, and the health may be
benefited by it when judiciously and comfortably gone
about. On the other hand, our railway system is
accountable for a good deal of chronic illness, quite
apart from those accidents to life and limb against
which there can be no real protection.
It certainly is not my intention, however, in this
paper to put forward railway travel as a new cure, or

A FAMILY DOCTOR.

even to recommend it as a curative agent of any kind,
but merely to offer a few hints and suggestions, coupled
with a word or two of good advice and warning, which
may be found useful to those in health as well as to
the invalid.

There is a large class of travellers in this country
whose duties take them every day to the City, or to
cities, and whose homes are in the country or suburbs.
They spend, in point of fact, a considerable portion of
their lives in railway carriages ; and there are many
others, notably commercial travellers, who do the same.
Now, those belonging to either of these classes may
be excused if they sometimes ask themselves the
question, “ Does constant railway travelling injure the
health in any way, and tend to shorten life ?”

The answer to this would, I think, be: “It all
depends on how one travels.” I happen to have
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among my acquaintances quite a large number of
railvay guards, several of whom have been in the
company’s service for thirty years, and some for a
much longer period, and all of these, as far as I can at
present recollect, are hale, healthy men, whether old
or young, pleasant and good-natured and calm-msnded,
as a rule, amid all the roar and bustle incidental to
their occupation.

This, the reader may naturally reply, proves nothing.
The sick and infirm, those whom their calling has used
up, drop off the line, and are therefore out of count.
True ; but I also happen to know that most of those
who do leave, do so either to better themselves or
because they are getting up in years,

I know the case of an old gentleman (he is well-
nigh seventy) whose profession—a rather singular one
—compels him to live almost constantly in railway
carriages, with only intervals of a few hours’ toilsome
work at the places he visits. He has been leading the
same strange life for, I believe, twelve or fifteen years.
He eats and sleeps in the train, and abjures Pullman.
He takes breakfast one morning at, say, Aberdeen,
sups next evening perhaps in Exeter, and next pro-
bably at Newecastle, or it may be Glasgow or Perth.
Well, I do not know where I could find a healthier
man, nor a harder, nor hardier. His secret is this—
and it is the secret also of the surprising health which
railway guards enjoy—he does his work and travelling
systematically : he times himself : he never hurries.

There is as much difference between the method of
travelling adopted by these people, and that of most
commercial men, as there is between the flight of a
hive bee and that of a blue-bottle fly.

Those people who have business in the City, but
who go home every night to the country to dine and
to sleep, have only themselves to blame if they do not
derive more benefit from that mode of life than from
staying constantly in town. To one not accustomed
to railway journeys, the noise, the rattle, and dust are
very fatiguing, but your constant traveller soon gets
over this,

“When I have to make a journey of fifty miles by
railway,” said a well-known author to me the other
day, “I always go first-class for cheapness’ sake.”
The explanation is this: did this gentleman travel
third-class, he would be incapacitated for clear,
steady brain-work next day, and would thus be out of
pocket far more than the difference between the two
fares. The jolting of a railway carriage over the
smoothest line tends to concuss the brain, to stupefy,
to stultify it, and a period of rest must ensue before it
is again fit for brilliant mental labour. Brain-workers
like my friend the author, not much used to travelling,
would naturally be more cognisant of this than others.
And invalids would feel it too; therefore I say that the
latter cannot travel over-carefully as regards their
comforts, when they travel at all,

It is often, if not always, a matter of moment for the
invalid to get over the journey as quickly as possible,
Fast trains, however, are certainly the most fatiguing,
so if time can be spared, the invalid should adopt the
slower method of progression.

Hurry to or from trains should in all cases be
avoided. It is dangerous to the healthy habitual
traveller as well as the invalid. Many a one has
suffered permanent dilatation of the heart in hurrying
to catch a train ; many a one has dropped down dead
from the same cause.

Hurry in catching trains tends to weakness of the
nervous system, to indigestion, and to heart disease,
to say nothing of the risk of catching cold from sitting
down in the carriage heated, in cases where the
person has to walk quickly instead of riding.

For a large number of different kinds of complaints
change of air and scene is prescribed for patients, and
long journeys have to be made in railway carriages ; it
behoves the invalid, therefore, to look well after his
comforts in travelling, and not to neglect the slightest
precaution to make the journey easy.

Let him not—or, rather, I should say let /e not;
for ladies are more apt to err in this way than gentle-
men—let her not, then, fidget and worry herself a week
beforehand, thinking of the dangers of the journey,
the perils of the road, including the fatigue. Once on
board and started, invalids never fail to be quite
astonished at the strength they possess, and at “how
well they bear the journey.” This is very pleasant,
but I am sorry to tell them that their strength, in nine
cases out of ten, is more apparent than real, and is due
to the concussing action on the brain of which I have
already spoken. For railway travelling has a numbing,
I had almost said a narcotising, effect upon the senses.
From this semi-lethargy the patient awakes next day,
but it is very agreeable while it does last.

Long journeys should, if possible, be taken by night.
And the patient will do well in this case to be at the
station of departure in good time, and to make friends
with the guard, or to place herself under the manage-
ment of the station-master, who will see her into 2
good compartment,

It is a great mistake to take more luggage into the
carriage with one than is actually necessary. There is
a van for personal property, and no one has any
business to travel who cannot so pack his or her
luggage, so label and address it, as to insure safety.
People who come lumbering and floundering and
fussing into carriages with leather hat-boxes, great
portmanteaus, or commercial tin-cases, I look upon as
both selfish and disagreeable.

But rugs are essential to comfort, and so also, to the
invalid travelling by night, is an india-rubber air-
cushion. This is so easily carried, so easily inflated,
and seo comfortable. Here is a hint, by the way, to
some makers of india.rubber goods. While travelling
by day in, say, a second-class carriage, tired people
often find it a great relief to be able to occupy even
one-half of the seat: they can thus get their legs up.
Well, in this position there is no other pillow for the
head except the hard window-frame ; would it not be
possible, my dear manufacturer, to have a tiny air-
cushion to fit this little window-sill ?

The invalid will have a basket of edible provisions:
this she would hardly forget. No strong meats, nor
ham, nor beef, nor new bread should find a place
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herein. Everything should be light and digestible and
tasty, but pastry and sweet-stuff should be avoided;
while of fruit, grapes and oranges are the best. A
bottle of cold tea and a bottle of water should not be
omitted. Tea is the best of all stimulants for railway
travellers. A cup to drink from should not be for-
gotten. Spirits in any shape never fail to congest the
brain of a travelling invalid, although they appear to

give relief at the time.

Well, then, with her rugs, her air-cushion, and lap-
basket, a lady invalid will travel with comfort, providing
she does not forget books, and a reading-lamp to
The price charged
for these candle-lamps at railway stations is pre-
posterous, while very often, owing to a badly-acting

attach to the cushion beside her.

PART IV.
IN THE DARK.

A owcan I write
of it, sitting
here in the
shifting
shade of the
lime-
trees,
, with the
sunny
daisied
grass stretching
away to the bor-
der where the hollyhocks
and lilies and columbines
are, my ears filled with
the soft swish-swish of
the gardener’s scythe at the other
end of the lawn, and the merry
little voices of the children away
in the meadow ?

Only by shutting my eyes and ears to the
sweet sounds and sights of summer and the
sun can I recall at all for you the dead
silences, the frozen terrors of the long, dark
nights when I was little, and lonely, and very
very much afraid.

he first thing I remember that frightened
me was running into my father’s dressing-room
and finding him playing at wild beasts with
my brothers. He wore his great fur travel-
ling coat inside out, and his roars were com-
pletely convincing. I was borne away scream-
g, and dreamed of wild beasts for many a
long night afterwards.

Then came some nursery charades. I was
the high-born orphan, whom gipsies were to
steal, and my part was to lie in a cradle, and,
at the proper moment, to be carried awa
shrieking. I understood my part perfectly—
was about three, I suppose—and had rehearsed
it more than once. :geing carried off in the
arms of the gipsy (my favourite sister) was
nothing to scream at, I thought, but she told
me to scream, and I did it. Unfortunately,
however, there had been no dress rehearsals,
and when, on the night of the performance
the high-born orphan found itself close to a
big black bonnet and a hideous mask, it did
scream to some purpose, and A)resently screams
ing itself into some sort of fit or swoon, was
put to bed, and stayed there for many days
which passed dreamlike. But that old woman
haunted my dreams for years—haunts them
still indeed. I tell you I come across her in

spring, or a too thick or too thin candle, the thing
proves a failure after all.

Invalids in London should avoid travelling by the
Underground as long as the present system of ven-
tilation, or rather non-ventilation, is practised. The
spectacle presented to the eye of an intelligent
foreigner of an underground carriage, full of perspir-
ing, yawning, semi-comatose people on a summer’s

day must seem pitiable in the extreme. And so

it is.

MY SCHOOL-DAYS.
Bv E. NESBIT.

my dreams to this day. She bends over me
and puts her face close to mine, and I wake
with a spasm of agonised terror; only now it
is not horrible to me to waken * in the dark.”
I draw a few long breaths and as soon as my
heart beats a little less wildly I fall aslecp
again. But a child who wakes from an ugly
dream does not fall asleep so quickly. For
to a child who is frightened, the darkness and
the silence of its lonely room are only a shade
less terrible than the wild horrors of dreamland.
One used to lie awake in the silence, listening,
listening to the pad-pad of one’s heart, strain-
ing one’s ears to make sure that it was not
the pad-pad of something else, something un-
speakable creeping towards one out of the
horrible dense dark. One used to lie quite,
uvite still, I remember, listening, listening,
lnd when my nurse came to bed and tucked
me up, she used to find my pillow wet, and
say to the under-nurse— .

“Weakness, you know. The precious

poppet doesn’t seem to get any stronger.”

ut my pillow was not wet with tears of
weakness. These were the dews of agonyand
terror.

My nurse—ah, how good she was to me—
never went downstairs to supper after she
found out my terrors, which she very quickl
did. She used to sit in the day nursery wit
the door open *a tiny crack,” and that light
was company, because I knew I had only to
call out, and someone who loved me would
come and banish fear. But a light without
human companionship was worse than dark-
ness, especially a little light. Night-lights,
deepening the shadows with their horrid pos-
sibilities are a mere refinement of cruelty, and
some friends who thought to do me a kindness
by leaving the gas burning low gave me one
ogthe most awful nights I ever had.

It was a strange house in Sutherland Gar-
dens—a house with large rooms and heavy
hangings—with massive wardrobes and deep
ottoman boxes. The immense four-post beds
stood out about a yard from the wall, for some
¢ convenience of sweeping ”’ reason, I believe.
Consider the horror of having behind you, as
you lay trembling in the chill linen of a strange
i)ed, a dark space, no comforting solid wall
that you could put ¥0ur hand up to and touch,
but a dark space, from which, even now, in
the black silence sometbing might be stealthily
crecping—something which would presently
lean over you, in the dark—whose touch you
would feel, not knowing whether it were the
old woman in the mask or some new terror.

Neither in winter nor in summer should people
while travelling by train shut up the windows and
ventilators of their compartments.
comes vile and vitiated, and, I need not add, most
debilitating and unwholesome.

The air soon be-

That was the torture of the first night
The next I begged that the ﬁas might be left
“full on.” It was, and I fe asle:f) in com-
parative security. But while I slept, came
some thrifty soul, and finding the gas  burning
to waste ” turned it down. Not out—down.

Iawoke in a faint light, and presently sat
up in bed to see where it came from, and this
is what I saw. A corpse laid out under white
draperies, and at its foot a skeleton with
luminous skull and outstretched bony arm.,

I knew, somewhere far away and deep
down, my reason knew that the dead body
was a white dress laid on a long ottoman,
that the skull was the opal globe of the gas
and the arm the pipe of the gas-bracket, but
that was not reason’s hour., Imagination held
sway, and her poor little victim, who was ten
I;ears old then, and ought to have known

etter, sat up in bed, hour after hour, with
the shadowy void behind her. The dark cur-
tains on each side, and in front that horror.

Next day I went home, which was perhaps
a good thing for my brain.

hen my father was alive we lived in a big
house in Kennington Lane, where he taught
ung men agriculture and chemistry. My
ather had a big meadow and garden, and had
a sort of small farm there. Fancy a farm in
Kennington !

Among the increase that blessed his shed
was a two-headed calf. The head and
shoulders of this were stuffed, and inspired
me with a terror which my brothers increased
by pursuing me with the terrible object. But
one of my father’s pupils to whom I owe that
and many other kindnesses, one day seized me
under one arm and the two-headed horror
under the other, and thus equipped we pursued
my brothers, They fled shrieking, and I never
feared it again.

In a dank, stone-flagged room where the
boots were blacked, and the more unwieldy
chemicals housed, there was nailed on the
wall the black skin of an emu. That skin,
with its wir{ black feathers that fluttered
dismally in the draught, was no mere bird’s
skin to me. It bhated me, it wished me ill.
It was always lurking for me in the dark,
ready to rush out at me. It was waiting for
me at the top of the fight, while the old
woman with the mask stretched skinny hands
out to grasp my little legs as I went up the
nursery stairs. I never passed the skin with-
out covering my eyes with my hands. From
this terror that walked by night I was de-
livered by Mr. Kearns, now public analyst for
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Shefficld. He took me on his shoulder, where
I felt quite safe, reluctant but not resisting, to
within a couple of yards of the emu.

“ Now,” Be said, * will you do what I tell

oup”

You Not any nearer,” I said evasively.

“ Now you know I won’t let it hurt you.”

“ Yeg?

¢ Then will you stroke it, if I do first "

I didn’t want to.

“ To please me.”

That argument was conclusive, for I loved
him,

Then we approached the black feathers, I
clinging desperately to his neck, and sobbing
convulsively.

¢ No—no—no—not any nearer ! "

But he was kind and wise, and insisted.
His big hand smoothed down the feathers.

“Now, Daisy. You know you promised.
Give me your hand.”

I shut my eyes tight, and let him draw my
hand down the dusty feathers. Then I opened
my eyes a little bit,

“Now you stroke it. Stroke the poor
e‘l.'l'l'll-"

I did so.

¢ Are you afraid now ?*

Curiously enough I wasn’t, Poor Mr.
Kearns paid dearly for his kindness. For
several weeks I gave him no peace, but in-
sisted on being taken, at all hours of the day

and night to * stroke the poor emu.” So
proud is one of a new courage,

After we left Kennington, I seem to have
had a period of more ordinary terrors—of
dreams from which to awaken was mere
reliel; not a horror scarcely less than that of
the dream itself. I dreamed of cows and dogs,
of falling houses, and crumbling precipices.
It was not till that night at Rouen that the
old horror of the dark came back, deepened
by superstitious dread.

But all this time I have not told you about
the mummies at Bordeaux. And now there
is no room for them here. They must go
into the next chapter,

(70 be continued.)

HOW I GOT MY TELEPHONE FOR NOTHING: AN EXPERIENCE.

i HINGS are

was damp, dripping, and clammy.

How nice, I

not looking
very lively,

Louisa,” said my
husband to me
one morning after
breakfast. “There
seems a little con-
spiracy against
my sketches of
Canadian scenery
—dealers won’t
bid !”?

% Oh, Charlie !
and they are so
beautiful,” I
cried.

“Who, dear?”
said Charlie;
“the dealers or
the pictures?

- “The pictures,
of course, you silly fellow,” I replied affectionately,
for I am fond of Charlie—* still, what can you do?”

“That is just the point, my dear girl. But I must
run off and write a fewletters. It is a bore, this letter-
writing. You are off shopping, I suppose?”

“Yes ; I wish I had not to go,” I answered ; “there
are such a number of things to attend to at home.
Why can’t one give orders without going out, as we
did in America—by telephone ?”

“My word, Louisa, you've hit it!” cried Charlie
excitedly. “You've hit it this time. My dear girl,
you are an angel. 'We'll have a telephone ! ”

“And pay twenty pounds for it, Charlie? Non-
sense ! Where are we to get the money ? Travelling
with the British Association was very cheap, and yet
we spent a good deal of money. We positively can-
not afford it | ”

“We i/l afford it, because I think I see my way to
getting it for nothing,” replied my husband. “I have
an idea, honestly my own, and I will use it.”

“Well, meantime, I must go and order the things.
What a dreadfully dreary day it is!” I exclaimed.

It was one of those drizzling, foggy mornings, for
which the British climate is remarkable. Everything

thought, to sit quietly in my little boudoir, and—as I
used to do in America—telephone to my tradesmen,
or the cab-office, in fact make all my arrangements
comfortably, without any trouble at all !

“Charlie,” I said, “if you can manage the tele-
phone you will be a public benefactor.”

“ Certainly,” replied Charlie; “the company will
find a way ; I must find the means, and J will /”

Just as I was going out Charlie appeared again.

‘“ Are you going round to the tradespeople, Loo ?”
he asked. “You look dressed up for a polar ex-
pedition.”

“It's so chilly and damp. I wish you would go
instead,” I said tentatively.

“I will,” he answered, greatly to my astonishment.
“I will purchase your mutton, I will order your beet-
sugar, or your Normandy dripping. What do you
want?”?

“Here is a list. Now run away, and come back as
soon as you can.”

So Charlie went off, and, as I afterwards heard, he
interviewed all the tradespeople, sounded them, and
proceeded to business. His manner of proceeding
was simple. He first spoke to the butcher.

“Mr. Bullin,” he said, “I want your assistance.
‘Will you come to a meeting at the hotel on Thurs-
day?”

Bullin, scenting a possible feast, agreed. So all
the tradespeople—the baker, the chemist, the coal-
merchant, the fishmonger, the greengrocer, the sta-
tioner, and linendraper—came; and all branches of
business in our neighbourhood were represented. All
these men were, as usual, totally opposed to dealings
with the various “ stores,” a fact which my husband
well knew when he selected the members.

“Gentlemen,” began Charlie—this is what he said
according to his report after—'‘Gentlemen, I have
ventured to ask you to meet me this evening as repre-
sentatives of the trading community. Those present,
I perceive, supply, generally, the entire district here,
and do, presumably, well.”

“Not so well as we might,” remarked one shock-
headed man—* sugar’s a drug.”

“ Not in my shop,” tittered the little chemist.

*“ Well,” continued Charlie, “1 want to benefit you
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all, and, I may add, benefit myself too. You would
not, perhaps, believe me were I to say I am purely
philanthropic. I am philanthropic after I see five
per cent. for my money, or say seven and a half in
some cases ; but it will be your interest.”

“To gay the interest do you mean, sir?*

“ Indirectly. You will use a sprat, Mr. Fisher, to
catch a salmon. In other words, you will benefit me
and other residents, and keep all our custom in the
neighbourhood, on certain conditions to be subscribed
to by both parties.”

 Let’s hear ’em, sir,” said the baker.

“]1 propose to reduce your working expenses, to
insure you custom so long as you will undertake to
provide the goods we require according to quality, and
as ordered ; to save you time and trouble, and save
your customers money. My idea is this: you charge
high prices because you have to keep up stock and
send round for orders; then you have to send the
goods afterwards. I propose to save at least half
this expense—perhaps even more.”

“ All very well, sir; but how ? ” said Bullin.

“By THE TELEPHONE !” said Charlie trinmph-
antly ; and then he explained his plan. His enthu-
siasm was infectious, and he wound up by saying—

“There are ten of you present. Let each of you
put down two pounds—my discount for one year, ten
per cent. on twenty pounds. Or you can divide the
sums, some less than others. I want the twenty
pounds for my TELEPHONE.”

“What good will it do #s?#” inquired the fish-
monger. “I don’t care for new-fangled things.”

“Ah! you will. Listen. Firstly, if I have the
telephone in my house I can converse with you if you
are on the system. This will save you a great deal of
money. You will be able to dispense with the daily
sending all round for orders, which means a cart and
horse and boy the less. This alone will more than
pay your connection with the telephone centre. You
will #nsure a regular custom if you fulfil orders
honestly. We shall gain in time and money. Look
at me. I spend five hundred a year, at least ; of that,
three hundred pounds will surely come into your
pockets for household necessaries. You can afford
me seven and a half per cent. discount for ready
money ; that will pay for my tetephone.”

“Yes, but not our own telephone,” said the butcher.

“You are unreasonable, Bullin. The saving to you,
particularly, will be immense. Your whole expenses
annually in the matter will be trifling when compared
with your savings. Will vou try it?”

There was some consultation, and they said they
would think over it. Two days afterwards Mr. Bullin
called to see my husband, and said as we had always
dealt with him he would try the telephone. “It can’t
hurt much,” he said. “If it pays with me the others
will unite; meanwhile, they are willing to give you
percentage, ma’am.”

So it was arranged. All our tradespeople deducted
seven and a half per cent. from our books weekly for
ready money ; and Charlie, delighted at the prospect,
worked so well that he sold four pictures. Then we

went to the Telephone Company, who treated us very
fairly indeed ; and for the “agency,” which Charlie
was “‘sharp ” enough to claim, he managed to geta
discount from the company. So he netted a little
there, too. The telephone was put up, and worked
well,

One morning a neighbour, Mrs. Elmore, came in
hurriedly, and begged to see me.

“ My dear Louisa, what do you think? Just now I
was at Bullin’s shop, and bargaining with him, when
a little bell rang, and he said, ¢ Excuse me, ma’am ; I
must attend to Mrs. Farrant. 1 was perfectly as-
tonished when he went to a little instrument, and
talked to some one through a dice-box-looking mouth-
piece. So I asked him, when he had finished, what it
was. He said, ‘The telephone,” and had got your
orders for dinner. Now, #s #iis possible? My dear,
what a tremendous saving this would be! Why, I
have to come out to see this man, and here you are,
S0 cosy, at home! How 4o you do it??

Here was an opportunity. I took Mrs. Elmore
into my boudoir, where, locked in a case for fear of
servants, was my telephone.

“ Now, Annie,” I said, “ tell Mr. Bullin you have
altered your mind, and will have a leg of mutton
instead of the ribs of beef.”

“ Nonsense, Lovisa. How can the man hear me all
this way without telegraphing first 7?

“Shall I doit?” I asked.

“ Please—if you can,” she added.

In a moment the case was unlocked and I rang
my bell. The answer came directly.

“ Put me on Number 5,016, I said. Mr. Bullin was
5,016.

“Right,” came the answer. Then I told Mr. Bullin
to change the joints, and he promised he would.

“The ribs have not gone yet,” he added.

“ Now, Mrs. Elmore, will you tell him you are here ?
Ask him something.”

“1 will tell him to send change for a note,” she
said. Then she called to him ; he replied, and she
told him. To her astonishment, when she returned
home, she found the mutton and tke five pounds
in gold, which trusting Mr. Bullin had forwarded.

“I will have a telephone, Thomas,” said Mrs.
Elmore to her husband. It is only twenty pounds,
and I can get seven and a half per cent. off orders.”

“ Have it, by all means,” said Thomas Elmore ; “it
will save me, too, a great deal of trouble, for I can
have my office letters read to me when I am laid up.”

So he had. T7kat is a fact! By degrees all the
tradesmen came in, and the telephone in our district
became an institution. The other evening we went
out to dinner, and the carriage was ordered at half-
past ten. But an “at home” succeeded. Our friends
insisted on our remaining ; so Charlie walked down to
Mrs. Elmore’s, a few yards away, and telephoned
home to tell Andrews, the flyman, to send the carriage
at one o’clock instead of half-past ten. The livery
stable keeper thanked us afterwards for not keeping
his man and horse waiting, and got himself attached
to the telephone at once, for he was enabled to use
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our carriage meantime, and saved sending out an-
other.

Thus we made the telephone quite a success ; and
Charlie, who has considerable business acumen (for
an artist), made something out of his idea. We
obtained our telephone for virtually *less than no-
thing,” as we more than gained in the percent-
ages. But the greatest triumph was to come,

We had been out one evening, and it was past
twelve when Charlie came up-stairs. He generally
looks out of the window when he comes into my room,
and on this occasion he called out—

“Hallo! Loo, here’s a fire, I believe.”

“Where ?” I cried, rushing to the casement.

“Up the road. It's at Adams's. The house will
burn rapidly; the timber-yard will ignite the whole
place. My goodness! this will be serious, and no
call nearer than a mile!”

“Dear, dear!” I exclaimed.
phone ?”

“ Of course ; well thought of, Louisa !

In a minute Charlie was in my boudoir, and was
ringing to the Central Exchange. I looked in the
book ; the fire number was something—1I forget what,

“Put Southwark and outlying stations in connec-
tion. Fire in Hamer Road, Kensington. Serious !”

“ Thanks,” came back in three minutes. In twenty
minutes, and before the police had sounded the call in
the street, an engine came up. Then four more in
quick succession. In an hour and a half all danger
was over, and Charlie came back.

Next day a gentleman called. He sent in a card
from an insurance company.

“ We have to thank you, I understand,” he said, “for
your promptness and presence of mind in an emer-
gency. We do not suspect—at least, we do not wish
to suspect—anything criminal, but that timber-yard is
very heavily insured. Hem! in faot, insured far
beyond its present value; so, sir, you did us a real
service. The first half-hour is generally the worst for
us—fires gain a hold so rapidly.”

“I am very glad,” said Charlie,

“ But can’t we tele-

“T am on the

telephone, so 1 was enabled to give the alarm at
once.”

“Yes, sir; I wish all our clients were. We are not
so anxious concerning the nwumber of fires ; in fact—
yes—hem ”

“In fact,” said Charlie, *‘fires do you good ; they
make people insure ; but disastrous fires have an
unpleasant effect on dividends !”

“Well, you know, I cannot admit that,” said the
gentleman. “ Will you come and see our directors on
Wednesday ?”

 Certainly,” said Charlie. He did, and the Board
of Directors passed him a vote of thanks. They
liberally reduced our fire premium to a merely nominal
sum, for Charlie, having so many pictures, is rather
heavily insured.

So Charlie’s idea, and mine, has prospered. We
have had our telephone eight months, and have saved,
or gained in time, postage, cab-fares, underground
tickets, and worries, ten times our expense in putting
itup! We can call on all our tradesmen, book our
places at the various entertainments, transact bank
business, and all kinds of other business, by tele-
phone. I keep it locked up, so no one can tamper
with it ; and if Charlie dines out unexpectedly it saves
a telegram.

In conclusion, I would strongly advise all heads of
families to be connected with the telephone. Trades
men will find it an immense saving, as our people
have done. They have formed a little “ Association,”
and thus all orders to them by telephone have pre-
cedence. They take off the discount on these trans-
actions, and reap a perfect harvest in the saving
of labour, and sending backwards and forwards to
the houses. Charlie and I have no longer fears
for the future, as he has received orders—owing to
his being “on the telephone,” and ready to act—to
proceed to Scotland to make some sketches for an
illustrated paper. Had he not been on the telephone,
the editor says, he would have sent a cab for Mr.
M . But time pressed; Charlie starts to-night,
and now I must rush and pack up, for I am to go too.

SOME FOREIGN SAUCES.

[ N the Continent sauces are in much
ﬁ'reater. demand than in England.
'here is scarcely a single dish, be
it fish, joint, vegetable or sweet, that
has not its accompanying sauce; in
fact, a good cook on the Continent
is more judged by his efficacy in
sauce-making than by anything else.
The plain roast beef and boiled
; potatoes, so beloved by the English,
] would be considered insipid to the
ordinary foreign palate. I never remember to have seen
it served either in France, Italy, or Germany, unless
specially ordered. :

Some sauces, as, for instance, the Italian dolce-forte
made of chocolate and vinegar, or a certain Swiss mixture
composed of herrings and stewed plums, would be scarcely
an addition to our English cuisine, but some others are
so good that I venture to send in a few which may perhaps
prove not unacceptable.

| TR

HORSERADISH SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Horseradish, a quarter of a pound of
bqhtter, one teaspoonful of flour, a small lump of sugar,
milk.

Mix the flour into the warmed butter in the pan, add the
sugar and the ground horseradish, and enough milk to
make the sauce an ordinary thickness. Let the mixture
bqiﬁ{ once, and serve. Bouillon may be used instead of
milk.

N.B.—The horseradish must not be gared, but ground
on the same utensil as is used for grinding down cheese
for soups, etc.

HORSERADISH WITH CREAM.

Ingredients.—Horseradish, vinegar, two tablespoonfuls
of cream, two ounces of sugar.

Mix the ground horseradish with two tablespoonfuls of
vinegar and the same quantity of cream, sprinkle over two
ounces of sugar.

This sauce is good with fish, such as carp, hake, etc.
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ORANGE SAUCE.

Ingredients.—One orange, three tablespoonfuls of broth,
two ounces of butter, flour.

Peel the orange very finely, and cook the peel soft in
boiling water. Take another pan, put the butter into it,
and make a light sauce with one teasgoonful of flour,
three tablespoonfuls of broth, and the inside of the orange.
Pass through a cloth, add the boiled peel, and serve.

This sauce is very agreeable to eat with rich dishes, such
as goose or duck.

SAUCE TARTARE.

Tugredients.—Mustard, salt, olive oil, Tarragon vinegar,
pepper, yolks of two eggs, gherkins or pickled onions.

Break the yolks of the eggs in a basin, and add by
degrees the oil and vinegar until the sauce is of the right
thickness ; double the quantity of oil must be used to that
of vinegar. Add a teaspoonful of mustard, salt and pepper
to taste, and a small quantity of chopped gherkins. Pickled
onions, shalots, or even plain onions may be used if
gherkins are not at hand.

BRETONNE SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Three or four onions, two ounces of
butter, salt and pepper, half a pint of stock or gravy.

Pare the onions very finely, and fry a nice brown in the
butter. Pour over them the vy or stock, Add pepper
and salt to taste, and let the whole simmer gently for about
half an hour. Pass through a sieve, and serve.

N.B.—In all these recipes where stock or gravy should
not be at hand water, with a little meat essence added to
it, can be used instead.

SAUCE RAVIGOTE.
Zugredients.—Spinach (a handful), two yolks of eggs,
one tablespoonful of vinegar, two of oil, pepper and salt.
Chop the spinach, and press it out in a fine cloth. Mix
the green water which comes out with the yolks of the
eggs well beaten and the other ingredients.
The sauce should be green and piquant.

OLIVE SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Olives, two ounces of butter, one table-
spoonful of flour, salt.

Take about a quarter of a pound of olives, stone them,
and let them simmer in salted water until tender. Strain
them, and lay them by. Take the butter, warm it, add the
flour, stir well, and then by degrees add enough salted
water until the sauce has the consistency of cream. Add
the olives, and, if liked, a flavouring of mace or lemon
uice.

] CHIVE SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Two ounces of butter or dripping, a
handful of chopped-up chives, a cupful of either milk or
bouillon, flour.

Warm the butter, and stir in a tablespoonful of flour,
add the chives, finely chopped, and then by degrces the
milk, or, if preferred, water with meat extract therein.
Let the sauce simmer for about five minutes, and serve
it up with beef-steak or joint.

GARLIC SAUCE.

Ingredients.—One garlic, three large tomatoes, two
ounces of butter, pepper and salt.

Cut up the tomatoes, and cook for a minute in the
butter ; add the garlic, which must be peeled and divided,
but not chopped. After five minutes’ cooking add pepper,
salt, and a cupful of water or gravy, and strain Dbefore
serving. .

This sauce is very gcod with potatoes, rice, macaroni.
or any sort of meat.

VINAIGRETTES.

Ingredients.—One Spanish onion, parsley, oil, vinegar,
mustard, and the yolk of an egg, pepper and salt.

Chop a medium-sized Spanish onion very fine, and add a
handful of finely-chopped parsley. Take the yolk of the
egg, stir into it salt and pepper, and, by degrees, the
mustard, vinegar and oil. Add the chopped parsley and
onion, and serve.

TOMATO SAUCE.

Tngredients.—One pound of tomatoes, one Spanish
onion, a quarter of a pound of butter, pepper, salt, and
water.

Cut the tomatoes into small pieces, and shred the onios.
Fry the onion in the butter until it is of a light-brown
colour, and then add the tomato. Cook all together for
a few minutes, and then add by degrees a breakfastcupful
of water or broth. Add salt and pepper to taste. Pass
through a sieve, and serve.

This sauce is cheap and excellent. It can be eaten with
any sort of meat or stew, rice, macaroni, polenta, etc., etc.

ITALIAN SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Four shalots, parsley, half a pound of
mushrooms, two ounces of butter, a glass of Madeira, one
cugful of gravy.

hred up the parsley, and put it with the chopped shalots,
mushrooms, angzt)utter in a pan. Cover with slightly salted
water, and cook slowly for a quarter of an hour. Add the
ﬁ'ravy and Madeira, and cook again for a quarter of an
our.
This sauce can be served with any kind of meat or fish.

HERRING SAUCE.

Ingredients.—One fresh herring, onc Spanish onion,
two ounces of butter, one spoonful of flour, the juice of
half a lemon, pepper and salt, broth.

Take a fresh herring. Clean and bone it, and cut it up
finely. Cut up also the Spanish onion. Fry brown in the
butter, add a tablespoonful of flour, a cupful of broth,
pepper and salt to taste. Cook altogether for five minutes,
pass through a sieve, and serve hot.  This sauce is equally
good with meat or fish.

MUSTARD SAUCE.

Ingredients.—Two tablespoonfuls of dry mustard, one
of flour, one of vinegar, one teacupful of water, two ounces
of butter, and salt to taste.

Dissolve the butter, and add the yolks of the eggs well
beaten, and all the other ingredients, to the pan. Stir
well until the mixture boils. It should be as thick as
cream.

This sauce is excellent with fresh herrings, or, in fact,
any kind of fish.

SAUCE ROBERT.

Ingredienfs.—One Spanish onion, two ounces of butter,
a cupful of gravy, lemon juice and anchovies, one table-
spoonful of flour.,

Shred up the onion, and fry it pale-brown in the butter.
Stir in the flour. Add the cupful of gravy, and stir con-
tinually until the mixture boils. Add the juice of half
a lemon and three or four anchovies passed through a
sleve,

This sauce is very good with roast beef.

SAUCE D'HUXELLES.

Ingredients.—Three shalots, three tablespoonfuls of olive
oil, a handful of mushrooms, one glass of white wine, &
cupful of broth, parsley, pepper and salt.

Chop up finely the mushrooms and shalots. Fry them
light-brown in the olive oil, add the white wine, broth,
Pepper and salt. Couk gently for about a quarter of an
our, and serve with chopped parsley.

This sauce can be kept. It is good with any sort of fish
or meat.

LEMON SAUCE

Tugredients.—Two ounces of butter, one tablespoonful
of flour, one lemon and the yolks of two eggs, wine and
water,

Fry the flour in the butter until it is light-brown, add,
by degrees, a cupful of white wine and water and the juice
of a lemon, taking care to remove the pips. Sweeten the
sauce with four or five lumps of sugar. Add the beaten-up
yolks of two eggs, and serve.

This sauce is good with fresh ox-tongue and young ducks
or chickens.
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AID Mr. Redbreast to his love,
‘Do come and take a ride!
I have the prettiest little nag
In all the country-side.

““I’1l sit in front and hold the whip,
And you shall sit behind.”
¢ Perrup peree,” Miss Robin said,
‘Which means, ¢ You’re very kind.”

‘ Good-bye, Mamma! good-bye, Papa !
If I’'m not back to tea,
Don’t be alarmed, 1’1l be quite safe
In Redbreast’s care,” said she.

And so in gallant Redbreast’s care
To Farmer White’s she flew,
Where on the stable-roof there pranced
A charger full in view.

Then Redbreast took his seat in front,
Miss Robin perched behind,
¢ Perrup peree,” Miss Robin said,
“I’m sure you ’re very kind.”

The swallows skimmed about their heads,
The oriole and jay
Sailed singing round the happy pair,
‘“ How fast we go!” said they.

‘¢ A last spring’s nest,” fond Redbreast trilled,
““I’ve taken for this year.
The slight repairing that it needs
Won’t make the rent too dear.

¢ A shaving here, some horse-hair there,
And now and then a twig,
Together with a little mud,
Will make it neat and trig.

“It’s half-way up a cedar-tree ;
No pussy lives near by,
A cherry-orchard’s close at hand.
Can you make cherry-pie ?

¢ And, best of all, this pretty nag
Is just across the way.
I need a little housekeeper.
Miss Robin —don’t say nay!”

-

raeR B TIFFANY %

Victorian Times o 20 o April 2015




You should have seen bold Redbreast then, and how he cocked his head,
And how his manly bosom swelled beneath his waistcoat red.

You should have heard Miss Robin then. ‘ Perec perrup,” said she,
““Perce perro,” which means, ‘“ With joy I'll share your cedar-tree ! ”

But when some sunny weeks were past, you would have scen, indced,
Four chubby little robins perched upon the prancing steed.

Near by were Redbreast Ma and Pa,— Mamma with anxious mind.
“Cling tight, my little dears,” she warned, ““and don’t fall off behind.

“[’ve always heard from Dr. Wren, and he is wondrous wisc,
There ’s nothing better for the young than horschack exercise.”

Piped up thelittle Robins then, upon the prancing steed,
“We quite agree with Dr. Wren, he's very wise indced !

=l hqnﬂpnl ’;
one day.was aske 1‘
whelher i %ﬁéﬂ

She o make eliable [/ i
weather, -4 afl t“ ;

She laughed lill she cried,' " )
And sald ‘Sless you e mczd =\,
ut the things wall get i ~ Sy .‘ "

mixed up together \a\{f < P
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HINTS ON AN

SUPPOSE
that there
> is nothing
iin the
world
that en-
tails so
much
thought
and trou-
ble as a
wedding.

It gs
«~ just the
- iamc in

B

humble, or however
exalted, just asmarriage
is the wunconscious
mainspring of every-
one’s existence, the
ideal after which so
many hearts yearn,
and to which so com-
paratively few attain,
so is it absolutely
certain that it brin
in its train incalcul-
able worry and planning.

If the family is a rich one,
there is the intense desire
that the daughter’s trousseau
shall be, above all things, original, and unlike
the trousseau of anyone else who has ever
existed ! If poor, then every nerve must be
strained, every permi saved, to enable the girl
to go to her new home neatly and prettily
clothed and appointed.

It is not by any means the richest girl who
may have the prettiest or the smartest trous-
seau. For true taste exists, not in the amount
of sovereigns that can be expended on a gown,
butin the fashioning, andaccompanyingappoint-
ments of it. It does not follow that because a

wn is purchased at a Regent Street shop
that it shall be any more striking in its fout
ensemble than the simple frock produced by
the country dressmaker or the clever sewing-
maid. The Regent Street gown may be worn
with a Regent Street hat that is quite the
wrong ‘ motif "’ for the dress. Thus a smart,
tailor-made frock, only wanting stiff collar and
cuffs and a close hat and veil to be in lperl'ect
style, is ruined by being edged with frilling,
and surmounted by a rustic flower-trimmed
hat that would have been exquisite with a
cotton gown.

There is more art in being well dressed than
most people are aware of, and the natural
taste, so conspicuous even among the ve

r the other side of the English Channel,
1s often conspicuous by its absence among
t].la\ed upper ten thousand of our own mnative

nd.

I, Margaret Erskine, the * Aunt Margaret "
of these pages, am an old maid, whose life
would be a lonely one were it not for my
nieces, who live in the same village, in the
wilds of Lincolnshire. I write for an artistic
paper, and am considered rather an authorit
on subjects connected with dress, although 1t
is sometimes difficult to kecp up with the
prevailing fashions among green  woods
and meadows. But as my professional
duties call me occasionally to ILondon, I
make it my habit to. personally study shops
and fabrics.

This is how it came to pass that my young
niece, a pretty, fair-haired girl of eighteen,
came to me, one early spring day, witha

By AUNT MARGARET.

wrinkle of lexity on her white forehead,
to throw her burden of trousseau difficulties
at my feet. She was going to marry, in the

following July, a young doctor, who had a
rising practice in a provincial town in the
North of England.

Her difficulties were great, for with a
large family to provide for and educate, her
mother and father felt that they could spare
very little money with which to give their
daughter a pretty trousseau; and poor
Queenie was so fond of J:retty clothes,
that her fondness amounted almost to a
passion. But she was a very good, unselfish
girl, and as she sat there trying to keep the
tears from her eyes, and telling me, in a
would-be cheerful tone, how important it was
for Walter’s position that she should be well-
dressed, and how anxious she was to go to
her new home with clothes enough to last her
for a long time to come, so that she might be
independent of her husband’s slender purse,
I felt great sympathy with her.

« Mother said she was afraid I could only
have twenty-five pounds for my trousseau
because of Tom’s going to school this term ;
but, auntie dear, how can I get everything for
twenty-five pounds, and I know even that
small sum represents pinching and saving for
the whole family for a long time to come ?
And you know there is all the expense of the
wedding itself, and mother is so anxious to
have everything as nice as possible, because
Walter’s zther and mother are very particular
people.”

« Very well, my dear,”” I said cheerfully,
rising and going to my desk. “ We must do
what we can with a little. I have been
arranging several trousseaux lately—one for a
girl who is going to spend /500 on her
clothes, and one for a clergyman’s daughter,
who can afford very little more than you can.
So let us put our two wise heads together, and
see what we can manage. To begin with, let
me tell you that my present to you is £5,
which may just as well go towards your
trousseau,” and so saying I put the bank-
note into her hands. * That raises the sum we
have to spend to £30.” The poor child was
most grateful to me, and that extra £5 brought
the colour back to her cheeks, and the light of
happiness to her eyes again; and Queenie
Mordaunt was for the time being so success-
fully restored to joy and hope that I felt that
my monecy had becn well expended. ¢ To
begin with, my dear,” I said, assuming a
business manner, and consulting my notes
with great earnestness, “ we must consider the
subject of underclothing, which is the most
important one of all. You know, of course,
that will have to make every single thing,
and that you must be contented with having a
smaller number of each article than is contained
in most trousseaux."

« Oh, yes, I quite understand that; and you
know I am a very good needlewoman,” she
said bﬁghtli.e

“ Let us begin with nightgowns, of which I
think you may find nine enough for your needs,
the same number of calico combinations, and
half a dozen camisoles for summer wear. You
had better get 30 yards of calico at 63d., 18 at
7d., and 8 at gd.. 24 yards of Valenciennes
lace at 1s. 1d. the dozen, and 50 yards of em-
broidery at 3d.a yard. These will be all the
materials you need for your underlinen, as far
as nightdresses, combinations, and camisoles
go. Twelve yards of flannel—6 of white at
11d. a yard, and 6 of red at 7d.—will make
you four flannel petticoats, which will look
very smart if you embroider them with flossine.
Then you must have two white petticoats at

INEXPENSIVE TROUSSEAU.

4s. 6d. each; a summer underskirt at 3s. 11d.;
and a winter petticoat at 7s. 6d. At the same
time get one pair of white ¢ bridal " corsets,
at 8s. 6d., and one pair of black at 7s. 6d. ;
an embroidered French twill toilet jacket at
6s. 6d.; and a very pretty, useful dressing-
gown of marl beige, which you can get for the
moderate sum of 12s. 11d. So here we have
your list of underclothing :—

£ s d.
56 yards calico . . « I 9 5}
24 ,, Valencienneslace . o 2 2
50 ,, embroidery . . 012 6
30 ,, diaper,atgd. . . 112 6
12 ,, flannel ., . . 09 o0
3 skeins flossine , " . 00 3
2 white petticoats . . 09O
I summer ,, . " . 0 311
1 winter . N . 0 7 6
Toilet jacket . : . 0°6 6
Two pairs corsets . i . 016 0
Dressing-gown . « 01211
Slippers . . i « 0 2 6

£7 4 2%

¢ Those are very few things to possess, but
they mean a Freat deal of work,” said Queenie,
rather ruefully; “and they have made a very
big hole in m{ £30.”

“I think that we are getting on very well
indeed, my dear,” I said. *And when your
husband becomes a millionaire you can add
all the many pretty things that are almost
necessaries to this bare outline of strict
necessaries. You know that Rome was not
built in a day, and whenever you have a little
money to spare, you can always spend it
judiciously oul: youryt?nderclothes, J:::d pewﬁde
what I have not allowed you. Now for your
gloves and stockings.

£ s d.

4 pairs of black spun silk
stockings, at 2s. 6d. . . 010 O
4 pairs of Lisle thread, a
1s. 11d. . . . .
8 pairs of black cashmere, at
2s.6d. . . . .
2 pairs eight-button-length
tan gloves for evening wear,
at 3s. 6d.. . . %
4 pairs tan Sugde gloves at
1s. 113d. - . . 0
1 pair Nantwich gauntlets . o
3 pairs of Nantwich tan, at
2s. 6d. . . . . ©

o7 8

I o0

o7 0

7 10

111}
7 6

£3 111}
¢« Always remember,” I continued, * that
black stockings are the most economical wear ;
and that gloves, although they may not be
of the finest c(llu.'tlity, always look smart if they

are fresh and clean. I am afraid I cannot
{:ive you as many boots and shoes as I should
ike on the small margin we have left.
£ s d
I pair strong walking boots . 015 9
1 pair strong shoes ¥ . 012 6
1 pair of tan shoes . . . 0 g 11
1 pair of tan evening shoes . 0 o
1 pair patent court shoes . 030
1 pair of black house shoes . © 7 6
4214 8

Queenie was delighted with the list and
illustrations of boots and shoes I showed her,
and bad dccided hankerings after a pair of
exquisitely-embroidered soft leather shoes with
flaps, which cost the very moderate sum of
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10s. 6d., but any such impossible desires had
to be sternly repressed.

“ And now, Queenie, we arrive at the most
interesting subject of all—your gowns, and
especially your wedding dress, which I am
cletenniueq! shall be white, as you are so
oung ; or rather cream, which is more becom-
ing to the complexion. I am quite tired of
Liberty silk dresses, and I want your wedding
gown, though simple, to be something out of
the common; and as of course you can afford
to :Eive very little for it, it will require a good
deal of thought. I have rather set my heart
on a cream-coloured Indian muslin made with
a plain skirt, edged at the bottom with three
rows of narrow satin ribbon worked over in
silver thread in this manner—a row of silver
crosses webbed over the ribbon. The
bodice made with a full waistcoat of silver
embroidery or cream and silver gauze, and
a line of the silver on the cuffs. Your hat
must be made of the cream muslin, a Vandyke
shape, with a bunch of silver wheatears and
Eale blue cornflowers, and your bouquet must

e tied with blue and silver ribbons. You

must wear tan gloves and shoes, and I rather
think you will please Walter's fastidious taste
in this rather fetching * get up.’”

¢ It sounds lovely ! cried Queenie, clasping
her hands ecstatically.

“You must have the whole idea carried
out by a good shop, or it will look nothing.
You ought, I think, to be able to get the dress

AN

HAVE just been
reading the very ex-
cellent article in the
GIRL'S OWN PAPER
forNovember—*An
Inexpensive Trous-
seau for £30"—and
havebeenwondering
whether it were pos-
sible to give a few
more dresses, in-
cluding a real wedding dress and veil, for the
same amount. I know that all girls like to feel
they are as beautifully dressed as possible for
this, one of the greatest events of their life.
The following lists will show my way of
dividing the money:—Half-a-dozen of each
article of underclothing would last a girl, with
ordinary care, two years. I know that in the
original article she nine of everything ; but
then no vest, cloak, cuffs and collars, and only
one stuff dress, which seems rather too few.
I have taken for ted that some of the
dresses are made at home. Most girls of the
present day can make a dress and trim a hat,

and hat for about £4 4s., if you embroider
the skirt yoursell with the silver thread, which
is quite easy to do, and they will of course be
your wear for smart occasions for the rest of
the summer. I should also get one of the
charming boating gowns of navy serge, which
look so well on cold summer days, and which
cost two and a half guineas, and have a straw
sailor hat to match, which will cost about 3s. 6d.
I should get your village dressmaker—who
I know is a capable woman if you keep a
strict watch over her—to make you a wieux
rose zephyr dress, a colour which looks so cool,
and yet which bas the advantage of keepin
clean for a long time. The whole dress wi
cost you 28s. including the making. Then,
as to evening gowns. You cannot afford to
wear light ones, and must content yourself
with a pretty black Russian net skirt, with
materials for bodice, at £1 15s. 9d., and your
little dressmaker will make you the bodice for
2s., so that it will not be an expensive gown.
I should also Eet a perfectly plain lizard-green
velveteen, without a morsel of trimming, cut
low back and front, which you can have well
made for £3.

* As you must have another hat of some
sort, you had better buy a wire-shape, and
cover it with pale flowers, perhaps roses ; the

floral toques are very easy to make, and yours
will cost you 10s.

. “You can get a very smart black serge
jacket for £1 12s.; and by all means avoid a

coloured jacket, as they so soon look shabby,
and black ones are far more worn this year.

“You can get a good umbrella for 8s., and
a neat parasol for gs., which brings our total
up to £28 19s. 7d.

“ There are many other things that are
really necessaries which you will have to
forego; but as I know that you have a water-
proof cloak in fairly good condition, and an
ulster which you can do up for the winter
with fur collar and cuffs, I don’t think you
are so much to be pitied, and I shall end your
lists with a dozen fine cambric handkerchiefs
at 12s., which will leave you with a margin of
nine shillings for odds and ends, and tiny ex-
penses that are sure to crop up.

“This is not by any means a perfect trous-
seau, mind, Queenie ; but it is only an outline
on which you can improve, and which is only
meant to give you some idea as to the best
way of dividing the sum of £30, and giving

u a fairly complete trousseau.”

¢ Oh, thank you, Aunt Margaret. Iam so
much happier now, with some definite notion
of my arrangements!” said my grateful niece,
kissing me a warm farewell. She went back
to her happy home, and blissful dreams of the
future; and I stayed behind, at my own
solitary hearth, thinking of the past, and
finally rousing myself to jot down these ideas
on paper, in the hopes that they may perhaps
help some tant bride whose ways and
means are as limited as those of my niece.

'\/{i

INEXPENSIVE TROUSSEAU,

or if they cannot, there is sure to be some
friend only too pleased to helE. It may seem
that more than £ is too much for the wedding
costume in gmportion to the whole: but
Bengaline will wear a long time as an evening
dress, and both clean and dye well ; and the
veil can be turned to good account by cutting
it up afterwards to trim the body. Many of
my prices are taken from the Store lists, where
things are sure to be good, and the lowest
prices have not been selected.

LINEXN.

™ w
f

Twenty-four yards calico at 63d. .
Twelve yards calico at 7d. .
Twenty-four yards calico at 5d. .
Twenty-four yards diaper at 8d. .
Twelve yards flannel (six yards at

11d. and six yards at 7d.) .
One winter skirt (material) .
One summer skirt (material) .
Twenty-seven yards embroidery

at 3d. . . . .

-
000

ocoo ©cooo0 N
(=31 TRV RY=] O~

&

=00

o
o

£s d

Twenty-four yards Valenciennes
at 1s. 1d. per dozen . . 0 2 2
Four vests at 2s. 2d. each . . o 8 8
Two white skirts (ready-made) . o 9 o

Two pairs corsets at 8s. 6d. and
7s.6d. . i P . 016 o

Ten yards flannelette for dressing-
gown o . N . 0 3 z

One pair slippers . . . 0 2
£511 4
Boorts.

£ s d
One pair thick boots . . 015 6
One pair thin boots . i . 012 6
One pair walking shoes . . om0 6
One pair eveningshoes . . 0o 6 6
Two pairs day shoes . . . 090
One pair white kid shoes . . 036
£217 6
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GLOVES, ETC.
A s d
Two pairs spun silk stockings
(bljack and white) . .« 050
Four pairs Lisle thread stockings

at1s. 11d. . . . . o7 8
Eight pairs black cashmere stock-

ings at 2s. 6d. . . . I 0O
Four pairs Nantwich tan gloves

at zs. 6d. . . o010 O

Two pairs evening gloves .{whit::
and tan) at 3s. 6d. . . 07 0
Four pairs Suéde tan gloves a

1s. 114d. . 5 . . O jI0
One pair gauntlets at 1s. 114d. . 0 I 11}
£2 19 sk

DRESSES.

Extras . . .
Trimmings and making .

£
Fifteen yards blue sergeat 1s. . O 1I
i o

1
Embroidered zephyr . . . ©

£ s d.

Nine yards beige (double width)
at 1s. 6d. . i . . o013 6

Blaclljolczllce skirt with material for
. . ' . . 1.9 6
Ma‘king{mdy . . . . 0 2 6
Sixteen yards nun’s veilingat 10d. o0 13 g

Making and extras . . . 012

£6 6 10

‘WEDDING COSTUME.
£ s d

Twenty yards of Bengaline at
3s. 11d. . . . . 318 4
Making and extras . . . 110 0

‘Wedding veil—three yards tulle,
108 inches wide,at 2s.9d. . o 8 3
£516 7

ET-CETERAS.

s. d.
{:\:ltet . v . . . 112 0
eed waterproof cloak . . I IO

4 s d.

Untrimmed hat, and materials
for trimming ., . . o 8o
Sailor hat " i . . 0 2 6
Best hat (trimmed) , 2 . 012 6
En tout cas . i N - O 1t
Umbrella . o 3 o

Two dozen hem-stitched p'cx:ket'-

handkerchiefs . ] . 01z ©O
Cuffs and collars . . . 09 O
£5 9 1I-
TotaL

s. d.

Linen . . » . )gll

Boots . » . " . 217
Gloves, etc. ) . . 219 s}
Dresses . « » ’ . 6 610
Wedding costume . . ., 5§16 7
Et-cateras . . . . §5 911
£29 1 7%

In hand, 18s. 43d.

DOMESTIC CHANGES OF THE LAST FIFTY YEARS.

N this jubilee
0l ueen
ictoria the
air is filled
with reports
of manifold
changes and
improve-
ments, The
Archbishop
of Canter-
bury, in a
speech at the
Mansion
House, said, “If there
was one word character-
istic of the reign of our
gracious guee'n, it was the word
¢« Progress.” ” There has been political
progress, and social progress, and pro-
gress in science, art, religion, education, inven-
tion, and in all departments of public life. But
there has been little said as yet about the
changes that have been witnessed in domestic
life. Let it be our more modest task to refer
to a few of the changes in this respect.
Wherein do things differ now in our houses
and homes from what they were in the days
of our mothers and grandmothers ?

In some of the most important points of
home life, in household relations and arrange-
ments, there is little of change to record;
furniture, dress, service, cookery, and other
domestic affairs are very much now as they
were in other reignsand times, In fact, there
has been in some of these things the reverse
of progress. I do not think, for example,
that servants are now better than in olden
times; dress may be cheaper, but certainly is
not better in substance than in times before
stuffs and **shoddics *’ came in, It is the same
with furniture ; the old things were more solid
and substantial than in this age of veneer and
French polish. Still, there are sundry novel-
ties and inventions of recent times that have

i’

\

_."

brought additional comfort and pleasure to
our homes.

For example, what an immensity of time
and toil is saved by the sewing machine, an
instrument unknown a few years ago ! Other
American inventions as ingenious, if not so im-

ortant, are of recent introduction. In the

outh Kensington Exhibition, popularly known
as “ The Inventories,” there was quite a multi-
tude of machines and contrivances of varied
use quite unknown in former days. A whole
host of useful things are produced from caout-
chouc, or indiarubber, from ¢ mackintosh™
cloaks and sheets to the substitutes for ancient
“clogs,” familiarl?' called by our American
cousins, *‘ rubbers.” Even in so small a mat-
ter as striking a light, what a contrast in the
safety match to the old tinderbox or phos-
phorus bottle of fifty years ago!

Letter-writing is one of our common home
occupations. ]hat nndad\'a.n:le we have seen
in every epistolary an tal arrangement !
The use of rﬂlelalag:ns, whether steel or gold,
is a great improvement over the old goose-
quill pens, the frequent mending of which by
a penknife must have been a great nuisance
and waste of time. Paper is cheaper and
better, with envelopes of every sort. E’ostage
is wstll:{ cheaper, and the conveyance of
letters cheaper and safer, both by home and
foreign mails. Do you know that no steamer
had ever crossed the Atlantic to America
until Victoria came to the throne ? Railroads
had only began to run. The postage to Scot-
land was more than a shilling, and the time
twice what it is now. There were no cheap
newspapers in those days, and the so-called
“ taxes on knowledge ” made books and ad-
vertisements, as well as newspapers, dear.

Photographs, with all their family and social
pleasures, were unheard of in the early years
of Victoria’s reign. The new art of sun-
printing was just beginning to be spoken
about among scientific men ; but it took years
of juvention and experiment before the now

universal photograph, whether in portrait or
in landscape, became ular.

In the department oﬁﬁe kitchen and larder
there is not much change to mention, except
it be the introduction of gas cooking-stoves
and register grates. The enormous supply of
all sorts of provisions in tinned cases—meats,
soups, vegetables, fruits, and even milk—is
the chief novelty in the store-room.

In bedrooms the old wooden beds are v
generally superseded by iron and brass bed-
steads. The huge four-poster beds, with
their heavy drapery, have disappeared from all
but old-fashioned state rooms. We are told
by Burton, and J. K. Lord, and other
travellers, that not a few of the British four-

osters have found their way to the houses
and tents of Arab sheiks, and there do duty
as the raised dais, on which the chief sits in
ceremonial dignity smokin% his pipe.

With regard to general changes in our
houses, the last fifty years have seen improved
drains, water supply, baths, and other sanitary
arrangements. In the homes of the rich there
are also various conveniences in the matter of
lifts, speaking tubes, electric bells, and other
comforts unknown in earlier years of the reign.

Last, not least, let us be grateful for what our

arlours and libraries show of improvements in
ks and magazines. Take the illustrations
alone, The art of wood-cutting has made im-
mense advance since the dae's of the Penny
Magazine, the first volume of which was con-
temporaneous with her Majesty’s accession.
Compare the pictures in that once popular
periodical with those in similar works of our own
day, the Leisure Hour, for instance, and the
advance in illustrated literature is striking.
Most conspicuous is this improvement in every
branch of youthful literature. To go no further
than the publication now in the hand of the
reader, the earlier years of the Queen’s reign
could not have witnessed the production of a
periodical known throughout Her Majesty’s
empire as THE GIRL’S OWN PAPER,
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SPRING SOUPS, SALADS, AND VEGETABLE

Potage Printanier (Spring Soup).—Take
a pint of freshly-shelled peas, a lettuce cut
into shreds, some cress, parsley, a few leaves
of sorrel or spinach, any sweet herbs, and two
or three onions; cook these in a small quan-
tity of fresh butter until thoroughly tender.
Then rub them through a colander, add a pint
and a half of clear stock, let it boil again,
then put in the green part of a few heads of
cooked asparagus, season the soup well, and
just before serving stir in the beaten yolks of
two eggs, as these will enrich and thicken it.
If the soup is “off the boil” there is no
danger of curdling the eggs.

©

Watercress Soup.—The foundation for this
may be cither a purde of white haricots or
green split peas—whichever preferred. A

int of either will be required, and they must
boiled until they will rub through a colander,
make up to a quart with boiling water. In a
separate stewpan place an ounce of fresh
butter, add two bunches of picked watercress
finely minced, two or three spring-onions, and
any green herbs available. t these cook a
few minutes, stirring them frequently. Then
dredge with a little flour to absorb the butter,
and add gradually the contents of the stewpan
to the purle ; season well with pepper and
salt, and when the soup has well boiled, stir
in the beaten yolk of an egg, and pour at once

into the tureen.

Sorvel Soup.—Pick and wash three or four
good handfuls of young sorrel, chop it small
and stew it with a little butter, an onion and
savoury herbs. In a separate vessel have a
guart of boiling water, and to that put a thick

ice of white bread cut into dice. 'When the
sorrel is cooked stir it into this, season well,
and let it boil gently for a few minutes. When
ready to serve take the pan off the fire, and
stir in gradually the beaten yolks of two eggs
and a pennyworth of cream. The eggs thicken
the soup and correct the acidity of the sorrel.

©

Tomato Soup.—Dissolve an ounce of clari-
fied beef-dripping in a stewpan, slice into it
one or two small onions and a carrot cut
small. 'When these have frizzled pour into
them half a tin of canned tomatoes, or half a
pound of ripe fresh ones. Let these cook
gently for twenty minutes, then rub through a
colander until nothing is left. Dissolve an
ounce of butter and stir into it a tablespoonful
of flour, add seasoning, then the tomato purde
and boiling milk or stock from bones, and boil
up for another minute or two, then pour over

fried croutons.

For Cucumber Soup the required quantity
of clear stock made from bones will be
needed. Strain this, season it well, and let
one or two spring-onions (finely minced) be
added to it at the same time as a cucumber,
which has been pared and sliced tolerably
thin. When this has boiled slowly long
enough to cook the cucumber, remove it from
the fire and stirin a small teacupful of thick-
ened cream already hot. Serve at once with
croutons of fried bread.

RECIPES FOR APRIL.

Carrot Salad.—An accompaniment to cold
salt beef. Slice thinly some carrots, which
have been boiled whole and allowed to become
cold. Lay them separately on a flat dish, and
season with pepper, salt, and a drop of oil on
each ; squeeze some lemon-juice over them.
Carefully lay the slices of carrot over some
ready-dressed lettuce or endive, and sprinkle
with scraped horseradish.

)

Watercress Salad.—Well wash the cress
and swing it in a wire basket until dry, pick it
into sprigs and dress simply (and at the
moment it is required only) with pepper, salt,
vinegar, and oil, tossing it very lightly in the
bowl. One of the most delicious and whole-
some of our salads, but it very quickly loses its
crispness. The same remark applies also to—

©

Corn Salad, the dainty coguille which the
French gourmet loves. This must be very
freshly-picked, well-washed, well-dried, and
very lightly dressed, although it requires
rather more oil than watercress does, being of
a somewhat rough nature. No onion or con-
diments, other than the simple dressing men-
tioned, should be used with these two, or

with—

Dandelion Salad.—Unfortunately blanched
dandelion is not so easy to obtain in our
country as it is abroad, but we may blanch
the leaves by uprooting them and invertin
them in the soil, or by covering the roots wit
flower-pots turned upside down. Green, un-
blanched dandelion is too rank and bitter to
the taste, but after this process it is pleasantly
stimulating, and an excellent digestive tonic.
Well wash and dry the leaves, pick but do
not cut them, and dress as before directed.

Those who like the taste of spring-onions will
be wise to add them to all lettuce salads ; they
add piquancy and flavour, and aid digestion.

Sardine Salad.—Prepare some lettuce for a
salad, breaking the leaves into rather large
pieces. Drain three or four pickled sardines
from their oil, cut them across in small pieces,
removing the heads and tails; mix lightly in
with the lettuce, add a hard-boiled egg shred
small, and dress with the usual condiments.

©

Boiled Cucumber with Sauce Poulette.~
Pare the cucumbers thinly, cut lengthwise into
four, then across into pieces about two inches.
long. Throw into a saucepan containing
boiling salted water, boil for ten minutes, then
lift the pieces out and drain on a clean napkin.

Melt an ounce of butter, stir into it a table-
spoonful of flour, when smooth dilute with
balf a pint of lukewarm water, boil until it
thickens; then add a pinch of pepper, halfa
teaspoonful of salt, a squeeze of lemon-juice,
and the beaten yolks of two eggs. Stir over
the fire a few minutes longer, then put in the
cucumber to heat through, and serve hot,
with roast or boiled meat or poultry. Thisis
a most delicate vegetable dish.

DISHES.

Ham Salad.—Mlix together and putintoa
dredger a small quantity each of celery, salt,
cayenne and black pepper, white sugar and
allspice. Shave the lean of some cold boiled
smoked ham, squeeze lemon-juice over each
piece, and dredge lightly with the above season-
m%. Shave thinly one or two white onions and
a head of white celery, put them in a salad-
bowl with two or three lettuce-hearts or a few
sprigs of endive, or some chicory. Add the
ham next, then pour three or four spoonfuls
of oil over, and serve at once.

©)

Cream Cheese Salads.—Prepare first a little
dressing by mincing together a small shalot,
some sprigs of chervil, thyme, parsley, and
tarragon; add to them a pinch of salt and
pepper, a tablespoonful of lemon-juice and
three of salad oil, then mix well together.

Scparate the leaves of a crisp well-hearted
lettuce, in the hollow of each leaf place a little
rockgv lump of cream cheese, pour a spoonful
of the dressing over and arrarg: the leaves
simply on a glass dish, garnishing with scarlet

radishes.

Potato Salad.—Slice very evenly some cold
boiled potatoes, sprinkle " them “with some.
finely-minced parsley and shalots, and strew
a little thinly-sliced lemon-peel among them
(fresh). Mix a teaspoonful of grated horse-
radish with an egg-salad dressing, and pour it
over, Decorate with sliced beetroot and
sprigs of watercress.

Asparagus on Toast.—Boil the asparagus
until quite tender, drain it, cut off the hard
white stalk, arrange neatly on a slice of crisp
toast or fried bread.

lfi)issctl\l'lfsi_“s.tl st::nal]:l lump of butter, stir in a
tablespoonful of choj arsley, add a pinch
of salt and l:epper alﬁﬁa £op o vinegar,pthen
pour quickly over the asparagus, and serve

immediately.

New Potatoes, Sautds.—Scrape, and boil
them until just tender; then split them down
if they are large, if small leave them whole.
Place them in a small pan with a little butter,
some chopped parsley, and a sprinkling of

epper and salt, Let them frizzle, but not to

rown, stirring them about continuously and

often.

Stuffed Cucumbers.—Prepare a mince from
the remains of cold meat, poultry, or fish,
season rather highly, and moisten with a little
good gravy. . .

Pare a short, thick cucumber; with a corer
remove all the seedy interior, and press the
stuffing into its place. Melt a good lump of
butter in a stewpan, place the cucumber in it,
ut with it an onion and a bunch of sweet
erbs, and cover to stew gently for an hour or
so. Remove to a dish, take out the onion
and herbs, thicken the butter with a little
flour, season it, add a spoonful of minced
parsley and a few drops of vinegar, let it boil,
then pour over the cucumber and serve,
Lucy H. YATES.
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HOW TO EMBROIDER
IN CREWELS.
R\

Parr II. \
\\

HAVING in my last paper described W
the different stitches used in crewel
work, and explained the manner of
making them, I hoge all my readers
will have mastered these preliminaries,
4 and are now prepared to act upon some
of the hints I shall give them for the
beautifying of their rooms and for their own
personal adornment. And the first important
step is to get suitable designs. Fora beginner,
all the minute details of the pattern must be
distinctly traced, or the unhappy worker will
find herself in Lopeless {:ﬁ?knt{mﬂs to whether
certain lines represent a or a bud, or are only
an eccentric twist of the stalk. Some of the best
workers I know do not trace the details of their
! designs at all, but only make a pencil mark here and
/ -},;Eif there to give them a general idea of the direction in

which the pattern should go and the limits to which it

may extend ; but, of course, this requires a considerable
knowledge of art, and even with that can only be done
after a great deal of practice. I strongly recommend every &
one to make their own designs. This may sound rather

formidable to those who have had but little experience in
drawing, but with perseverance and care the necessary skill
can soon be acquired, and the effect will probably be much more
free and %’:cef than if it had been laboriously copied from a
pattern. Before beginning, it is best, if possible, to get a spray
of the leaves or flowers to be represented, and carefully study the
shape and principal characteristics of each. Then boldly set to work,
nnclp thougg the first attempt may be a failure, the second or third

will very likely be a brilliant success.

It may naturally be asked by the uninitiated, ¢ What is meant by
the ¢ conventional designs’ so much talked about nowadays?’ This
is rather a difficult term to explain, but as it is an important one, I
will try to make it clear to my readers. There is a story told of two
Greek “artists who attempted to out-do each other in life-like
picture painting. The day of decision arrived, and the two pictures
were exhibitedg before a large assembly. One of them represented a
bunch of grapes, which were so true to life that the birds came
flying to pluck the fruit. ~The other artist had painted simply a

curtain, but so closely had he copied the reality that his rival said,
“Come, draw aside that curtain that we may see your picture.”

Now, although nature may be imitated in painting so exact% as
to appear almost like the reality, this is impossible in needle-
work ; we cannot reproduce either the natural colours or the
forms and curves found in a simple wild flower; and the
most servile imitation in needlework ap clumsy in form
and gaudy in hue when compared with its living original.
This being so, it is thought advisable by the best de-
signers to copj' nature only sufficiently to suggest the reality
to the mind, modifying both form and colour, and
attempting to bring both within reach of our powers
of imitation. This is \Eha_t is meant by *conventional

esign,

For those who cannot be persuaded to try their skill,
and prefer copying from paper patterns, some instruction
will be useful as to the methods of transferring the

desi%il to the work.
One plan is to pick holes round the outline of the
pattern, pin it on to the material, and rub powdered
charcoal well over it; when done, remove the paper
and the design will be found clearly marked through.
= Before shaking it trace over the lines marked by the

2 charcoal with white oil paint, ink, or coloured chalk

= peneils, the former bein =Ifoerh:lps; the best, as it does not
rub off easily; but it should not be used for any hairy material. | paper (which can be bought at most stationers) between the pattem
When this is finished, beat or flap it at the back to shake off the | and the work; trace over every line of the design with a knitting-
charcoal, but it must on no account be rubbed. needle, or any blunt instrument, and on removing the paper a clear

Another plan is to place a picce of black or coloured carbolic | impression of the outline will be found on the cloth. It should
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then be inked or painted over in one of
the methods described. In case of a false
line being made with the oil-paint, the only
way of removing it is to apply a little tur-
pentine as quickly as possible.

The favourite piece of work for beginners

broider each of these with a tiny spray or
bunch of flowers, such as forget-me-nots or
daisies, This fashion of drawing the threads
improves linen and crash very much, giving it
a light and lacey appearance. It may be
ied to many other articles, such as
d’oylevs and mats of all kinds.
ving heard that a great many

FlG. 1.

is an antimacassar. They can be done on any
material, and a very simglle design is quite
sufficient for them. I have lately seen a
charming one, a young girl's first attempt
both at designing and working. It was a
straight piece of soft, coarse linen, hemmed
at both sides, and fringed at each end. The
pattern consisted of a spray of wild roses.
which is one of the easiest things that can
be chosen; there were two or three full.
blown blossoms, one or two half open, and
some buds and leaves, with a small, thorny
piece of brown stem from which the spray
sprang.

The illustration ‘(ﬁg. 1) represents a branch
of peach blossoms for working on a chair seat
or a cushion. The stems should be dark
brown, the leaves light green, and the Aowers

FI1G. 1II.

sal i ting lighter at the edge of
hm-r-*,gﬂ g lig g

the petals, and yellow centres.

Another new and very pretty style for chair
backs is to draw the lI.:'%n't:ads of a piece of
coarse linen so as to form squares, and em-

readers of THE GIRL'S OwN PAPER
intend competing for the prize offered
for a worked bed-pocket, an illus-
tration of which was given in the
number for January
17th, Ipropose giving
some suggestions on
the best way of treat-
ing it.

The designs would
look very well on
dark or pea-
cock-blue, but should
linen be used, it will
have the additional
advantage of being
washable. Ifthecom-
petitor does not feel
able to copy the
flowers straight on
to her material, she
should make use of
one of the methods
for transferring I have
described. First cut
out the peckets and
back piece; the
smaller pocket is a
straight piece, the larger
one is wider at the top
than the bottom. The de-
sign will, of course, have to
be considerably enlarged
from the illustration. It
will be very easily trans-
ferred to the lower pocket,
but the peach blossoms will

have to be very carefully done. Lay the
small pocket on the back piece in the exact
position it is to occupy, having previously

turned in the edges, then put the design on,
using either the charcoal or carbolic paper.
Both pockets must, of course, be worked

before fastening on to the back.
The poppies requiretwo or threeshadesof red
and black Ip

or the centres. The daisies are white
with
centres
of a
medium
yellow
shade.
T h e
each
lossoms
may be
worked
in satin
stitch,
that is,
sewing
each pet-
al over
a n d

brown, and the calyx light green.
When the flowers are done, the small
pocket can be button-holed all round and

stitched into its place. The top edge of the
large pocket must be button-holed, and the

border of leaves worked round the other
three sides and also round the back of the
satchel. Then tack it in its place and button-
hole it round, continuing along the edges of
the back. The colour of the border lcaves
and the button-holing must depend on the
material. If it is worked on crash or linen,
use different shades of china blue; if en dark
maﬁerial, gold silk instead of blue would look
well.

Now that Afternoon Teas are so fashion-
able, it is necessary to give some atten’ion

FI1G. II.

to the arrangement of the tea-table; and
much thought and ingenuity are expended in
the choice of pretty and suitable designs [or
the tablecloth and tea- , which, of course,
are made to correspond. e material gene-
rally used for both is either white or un-
bleached coarse linen, and where practicable
a design should be chosen in which the
colours will harmonise with the tea-set. For
instance, at a kettle-drum the other day,
where the hostess prided herself on her good
taste, I noticed' that the crockery was Japa-
nese, with stiff red flowers on an ivory
ground, and the tablecloth and cosy wete
worked with sprays of red japonica. If there
is nothing specially characteristic in the
china, any design of fruit or flowers can be
used. Figure 2 shows one comner of a table-
cloth worked with blackberries. The full-
blown flowers are white with yellow centres,
the buds a pinkish white. The berries should
be done in French knot, and of different
colours, as though in varying stages of ripeness.
Sometimes two threads of different colours
are used together—for instance, black and red
—which gives the effect of unripe fruit very
well. Some of the leaves should be daik
green and some shaded with warm reds ang
browns. The natural autumn tints of black-
berry leaves are among the most beautiful we
ever see, and reds and yellow-browns may be
freely used in the imitation of them, of course
supposing that the shades are well chosen.
The latest fashion for tablecloths is to em-
broider them simply in outline, but of this
we shall treat in another paper. The sub-
ject of tablecloths, however, would not be
complete without mentioning the handsome
oncs which can be made of thick materials
for ordinary use. One of the prettiest I
have seen was in a lady’s boudoir, the hang.
ings of which were all peacock-blue. The
cloth, of a rather dark shade of that colour,
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was worked in each corner with a group of
yellow daffodils and moon-daisies, and the
centre was occupied by an elegant monogram
in yellow silk. For hard wear, table-covers are
best made of thick serge or cloth, which is very
pleasant to work upon and wears well.

The room altogether was so prettily arranged
that I think I cannotdo better than describe
some of the other charming things I sawthere,
A glass door, which led from the roominto a
conservatory, was half hidden by heavy cur-
tains. The upper part of the curtains was

uite plain, but they were held back, about
tLree eet from the ground, by broad bands of
the material, with an outline arabesque pat-
tern worked in yellow upon them. Below
the bands were tall, very conventional sun-
flowers, the work being continued quite to the
bottom of the curtains, which, of course, only
just touched the carpet, so that it gave the
idea of the plants growing out of the ground.

The mantel-board was worked on velvet,
with little bunches of primrose leaves and
flowers, the bunches being about six inches
apart, and the velvet curtains which fell from
E::gser it had each a yellow iris with leaves and

The covers of the couch and chairs were also
embroidered, and had a good effect.
Space will not allow me to describe all the
other beautiful things I saw there; but I left

house fired with fresh enthusiasm for this
stmf decoration, which could transform an
ot ise plain and unpretentious room into
8o charming and tasteful an abode.

A few words of caution may be neces-
sary to those who think of decorating their
rooms on a large scale and composing their
own pattern.

For any large piece of work, such as a
couch or a curtain, do mot attempt to
design it spread on a table. It is astonish-

ing how different things look in different
places; and you may be quite satisfied
with yeur design while on the table, but

when put into its proper place it will probabl
look s]:nall and insigniﬁol:)aut. For g cm’tai!{
choose as heavy a material as possible, to insure
its hanging well ; and having cut it to the size
you ire, if possible hang it ugewhere you
mtend it to be when done, before beginning to
draw on it. If you cannot manaEe this, hang
it over a door or screen and sketch in the
design roughly with white chalk. You can
then seea:ﬂthe ect, and,l:s the c::lnlk shakes off
v ily, you can make any alterations
tl;.iug'k nyyo . 'I‘hentneitdmgm
gently so as not to shake off the chalk, an
copy it over with ink or white paint, according
to the colour of the work.

The picture at the head of this article is a
desii for a pair of curtains, valance, and
ban They may be made of any nice, soft
fabric, the colour being either dark olive,
green-brown, or peacock-blue. The carrying
out of this design will involve a good deal of
work, and therefore, to take less time, the
flying wild ducks on the valance might be
appliquéd on; this kind of work has not been
mentioned yet, but will be fully described in
a future paper. The upper part of the curtain
is embroidered with altemate rows of con-
ventional narcissus and chrysanthemum. The
top row is narcissus, the flowers of which are
creamy white, with yellow centres. Some of
the chrysanthemums may be light yellow, the
petals tipped with red; others should be of
a darker yellow colour; in fact, almost any
combination of 3'elluw and red may be em-
ployed with advantage. The sunflowers,
occupyin[i the lower portion of the curtain,
are a rich, dark yellow, the petals getting
rather lighter towards the tips; the centres
are brown, and give a fine opportunity for the
practice of French knot. e small designs
on the curtain-bands, and on the border at
the bottom, may be of gold-coloured crewel,

or of any colour harmonizing well with the
rest and with the material, and the same
should be used for the lines separating the
rows of flowers on the 13: r part of the
curtain. The valance sho Ee be edged with
handsome fringe, in which the chi
emxloyed in the work are blended.

novel and pretty style for a sofais to have
it covered with embroidered cloth or serge.
Figure 3 is an illustration of one worked on
dark green art serge. The back has a design
of grasses growing in water, with a couple of
kingfishers. Along the front edge of the
sofa water is reﬁpresented by blue lines, with
gold and silver fish swimming along it.

If this is considered too fantastic, a very
pretty design can be made of oranges or
pomegranates. Trace a long branch of flowers
and fruit on the seat, and either a smaller spray
of the same or a bird on the head. If flowers
are used for the head, a swallow or some
other small bird can be worked on the back.
Oranges require some care in working to
make the shape look natural, Begin them in
rounds, starting from the point where the
stalk joins the fruit. Having worked straight
round two or three times, and come back
nearly to _the stalk, slip the needle under the
work to the other side of the fruit, and con-
tinue up that side, nearly to the top. Then
slicr the needle under again to the opposite
side, in the same way as at the stalk end, and
so on till the rows of stitches form a sort of
oval; and, by the um:'%cllu get to the middle
of the fruit, the rows be straight up and
down. A little practice will soon enable the
worker to judge when she has worked suffi-
cient rounds, and having once decided that
point, she will find them very easy and
pleasant to work. It is better not to attempt
shading oranges unless you have a painting
to copy from.

Generally speaking, fruit of any kind is the
most difficult design to choose; as in nuts
and cherries, &c., there is the same necessity
for making the fruit a natural shape, and the
same difficulty-in doing so, asin the orange.
The worker, therefore, who has little experi-
ence to guide, and no friendly advice to direct
her work, will do better to keep to the simpler
and equally effective floral desigms, until she
has acquired sufficient confidence to enable
her to undertake more ambitious work.

(70 de continued.)
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USEFUL HINTS.

STEWED FRENCH PLUMS OR PRUNES.—
Soak them in cold water over night, and
cook them in the water in which they have
been soaking ; to a 1Fumnd of prunes put one
pint of water and halt a pint of clarel; sweeten
with sugar to taste, and simmer gently for
about two hours. This makes a nice dish
for dessert.

BAkED APPLES.—Cut out the cores of a
dozen good-sized apples, and fill up with
sugar and one or two cloves in each; poura
little water in the tin, and bake in a quick
oven until tender.

KEeep a bag for odd pieces of tape and
string ; lheg will come in useful; also a bag or
box for old buttons, so that you may know
where to go when you want one,

Ir the tops of lettuces are cut off when they
are becoming too old for use, they will growu
again fresh and tender, and may thus be kept
good through the summer.

HERrss should be gathered while in blossom.
If left till they have gone to seed, the strength
will be lost.

LexMoN AND oTHER CREAMS.—To one
E:i“t of cream add four tablespoonfuls of sifted

al sugar, one ounce of isinglass, previously
soaked in a little milk, and the 1l of a
lemon ; simmer gently until the isinglass is
dissolved, let it cool a little, and then add the
yolks of two eggs well beaten, Strain it into
a jug, and place the jug in a saucepan of cold
water; then over a slow fire stir the cream
until it thickens, but do not let it boil. When
nearly cold put in the juice of a lemon, pour-
ing the cream backwards and forwards until
the juice is well mixed. Dip your mould in
cold water before pouring the cream into it,
and then putit in a cool place to set. The
colour of your creams may be varied by
simmering a little beetroot in some milk for
a pink cream, and ?inach for green; these
are both harmless and tasteless, therefore may
be used with safety. Fruits may also be
dropped into the moulds, setting it with a
litele of the cream first.

PANCAKES AND FRITTERS.—Mix eight
ounces of the finest flour very smoothly with
a pint of milk. In order to keep the batter
smooth, mix the flour with the milk into a
stiff paste at first, and gradually add the re-
mainder of the liquid, beating thoroughly.
Beat up the yolks of three :5gs lightly, then
add them, with a pinch of salt, to the batter.
‘When ready to fry, stir in the whites of the
eggs beaten to a strong froth. Put a dessert-
spoonful of dissolved butter or lard into an
eight-inch frying-pan, and when it is hot pour
in quickly four tablespoonfuls of the batter,
previously measured into a cup; let it run
over the pan, which hold over a brisk fire,
and shake gently until the under side is brown
and the upper set. Toss it, and let the other
side brown. Tumn the pancake on to a hot
dish, sliding one half out of the pan and turn-
ing the other on toit, so as to make it into
an oval shape. Plain fritters are made with
water, oil, or dissolved butter, instead of milk,
and fried like pancakes. Mix smoothly a
quarter of a pound of finest flour with a pinch
of salt and half a pint of water, stir in one
tablespoonful of oil or of dissolved butter, and
the yolks of three eggs. When ready to fry,
add the whites of the eggs beaten to
strongest froth, and finish like pancakes.

IN all cakes where butter or eggs are used
the butter should be well rubbed into the
flour, and the eggs whipped to a foam, before
the ingredients are mi
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MAXIMS FOR PARENTS.

1, BroIn to train your children from the cradle.
From their earliest infancy inculeate the necessity of
Obedience—instant, unhesitating obedience. QObedience is

very soon understood, even by an infant.

2. Unite firmness with gentleness. Let your children
understand that you mean exactly what you say.

3. Never give them anything because they cry for it.

oi;i. Seldom threaten ; and be always careful to keep your
w

5. Never promise them anything, unless you are quite
sure you can give them what you promise.

6. Always punish your children for wilfully disobeying
you, but never punish in a passion. Be calm, yet decisive.

7. Do not be always correcting your children ; and never
use violent or terrifying punishments, Angry words and
violent blows will produce no effect.

8. On no account allow them to do at one time what you
have forbidden, under the same circumstances, at another.

9. Teach them early to speak the truth on all occasions.
If you allow them to shuffle and deceive in small matters,
they will soon do it in greater, till all reverence for truth
is lost.

10. Be very careful what company your children keep.
¢ He that walketh with wise men shall be wise ; but a com-
panion of fools shall be destroyed.’

11. Make your children useful as soon as they are able,
and find employment for them as far as pdssible,

12. Teach your children not to waste anything; to be
clean and tidy; to sit down quietly and in good order to
their meals; to take care of, and mend their clothes; to
have ‘a place for everything, and everything in its place.’

13. Never suffer yourself to be amused by an immodest
action ; mor, by a smile, encourage those seeds of evil
which, unless destroyed, will bring forth the fruits of vice
and misery.

14, Encourage your children to do well; show them you
are pleased when they do well.

15. Teach your children to pray, by praying with and for
them yourself,

16. Impress upon their minds that Eternity is before
them, and that those only are truly wise who secure eternal
blessings.

17. Above all, let parents be themselves what they
would wish their children to be.
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HE spiritual and
physical are so
affected one by
the other, so
dependent one
on the other,
and one so much
the outcome of
the influence on
it of the other,
that our daily
surroundings
should demand
a much deeper
study than they
receive.

Given dirty
and degraded
surroundings
and we expect and do find dirty
v and degraded minds.

4 Given monotonous and badly-
cooked food and the resulc proclaims itself in
loud voice, defective digestion, diminished
nerve and brain power, irritable temper, cruel
words, cruel deeds, and the many miseries that
invariably spring from it. )

When there is an everlasting sameness in
our cooking, the same things or the very
limited round of things served up with ever-
lastingly the same flavour, and invariably the
same appearance, after a little time we get
sick to death of its soulless repetition and long
to taste some fresh flavour, we long to view a
dish with some different appearance,

And then we get desperate, an_d rush_ to
restaurants, cook-shops, and confectioners, just
for the sake of change so mecessary for good
health and bouyant spirits.

And all because the women who are the
heads of houses, and who consequently have
the welfare of many dependent on them, have
undertaken that responsible position without
any adequate practical knowledge, or perhaps
do not care to take the trouble of thinking
out some fresh ideas or of placing them nicely
and artistically on the table.

In thinking over these things it came into
my head that, for an exhibition that was to be
held in the west part of England, I could
illustrate some well-known books by some
dishes, the recipes for which, as well as the
dishes, would be something new and novel.

These recipes, of course, are for high-class
cookery, but simple and inexpensive cooking
can be original and pretty in appearance if we
only take the trouble to think.

A BOOK-EMBLEM SUPPER.

Perbaps in a future article I shall show
this.

Our supper will be all cold with the excep-
tion of a hot consommé, so it can easily be
Erepared beforehand, and the following will

€ our menu —

# Plain Tales from the Hills.”
* Sea Urchins.”
“ A Winning Hazard.”
A Recoiling Vengeance.”
“ When Leaves were Green."”
# A House of Hidden Treasure.”
“ Ships that Pass in the Night.”

«PLAIN TALES FROM THE HiLrs.”

Ingrmi_:'mts.—()ne;x—ta}!, two and a half
uarts o avy stock, a few 'COTnS, a
guuch of hg:bsv.y il

Method—~Hang the ox-tail for a day or
two. Cut into pieces, and cook gently in the
stock for three or four hours. "'When cooked
strain off the stock and allow to get cold;
this is better prepared the day before. Then
remove any fat, strain through a clean towel
and clarify. Strain again, and add a lump of
sugar. The sugar will give it brilliance and
make it sparkle. Garnish with green custard
cut in trefoil leaves.

Custard for garnish.—To every three
tablespoonfuls of cream or milk take two
whole eggs, add a pinch of salt and white
pepper and a few drops of Marshall's sap-
green colouring. Beat up and strain through
a pointed strainer. Pour into a buttered tin
and poach in hot water on the side of the
stove till firm, being careful that the water
does not boil or the custard will be honey-
combed. Turn out, cut into thin slices, and
stamp out trefoil leaves with a small trefoil
cutter. Add at once to the consommé and
serve immediately.

¢ SEA URCHINS,”

Ingredients.—One hen lobster, a quarter of a
pint of good mayonnaise sauce, one pint of
aspic jelly, two tomatoes, one head of celery,
one endive, one lettuce.

Method.—Line a basket-shaped tin with
aspic jelly about a quarter of an inch thick,
decorate this with sprigs of endive and celery
cut into small stars and crescents. Set the
decorations with a little more aspic.

Cut up the lobster into neat pieces, reserv-
ing the claws; break into small pieces some
of the celery and lettuce, reserving the best
pieces for garnishing. "Whisk the mayonnaise
sauce and aspic (which should be liquid but
nearly cold) together, then stir in the lobster,

BOOK TITLES IN SUMMER DISHES.

celery, and lettuce ; fill the prepared tin with
the mixture and put it on ice to set.

‘When firm, dip it for a moment in warm
water and turn it out.

Decorate the sides with lobster coral, and
pile up the top with chopped aspic, tomato,
the lobster claws, and sprigs of endive,

Make a handle to the basket with two thin
Eieces of celery twisted together, which may

curled by putting them into cold water for
about an hour before using.

Dish up the jelly on a green salad, with
little clusters of chopped aspic amongst it.

“ A RECOILING VENGEANCE.”

Line thinly a bomb-shaped mould with
aspic jelly, then prepare a purée of hare as
follows. Take ten ounces of cooked hare,
chop it finely and pound in a mortar, add to it
a quarter of a pint of good brown sauce, and
half a pint of game jelly. Pass all through a
wire sieve, and fill the mould. Put it on ice
to set. When quite firm dip in warm water
and turn out.

Our illustration shows it decorated with
tricolour ribbon and a small flag.

Game jelly for purée.—Cut up one eschalot
in small pieces, fry in one ounce of butter, add
one bay-leaf and a sprig of thyme, chop up
the game bones and put on the top, and fry
all about fifteen minutes. Cover with three-
quarters of a pint of good stock, and cook
gently for one hour.

Remove the fat, and strain. Add half an
ounce of glaze, and, just before using, dissolve
in it three-quarters of an ounce of Marshall's
gelatine.

“ A WixNING HAZARD.”

Ingredients.—Pound one pound of chicken
with a quarter of a pint of velonte sauce and
three-quarters of a pint of liquid aspic jelly;
then pass through a fine wire sieve. When it
is thickening, add three-quarters of a pint
of stiffly-whipped cream, a f)inch of cayenne
pepper and a pinch of salt. Line some
small card-moulds with r];ale clear aspic
jelly, and decorate them like playing-cards,
with hearts, diamonds, spades, and clubs,
cutting the spades and clubs out of truffle
and the hearts and diamonds out of tomato.
Set these decorations with a little more
jelly. Then nearly fill the little card-moulds
with the prepared mixture of chicken, making
it quite smooth; fill up the moulds with
a little more jelly, and put on ice to set.
Now take a shaped mould to hold about a
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pint and a half, and line it thinly with aspic
jelly. When this is set, turn out the little
cards and slip them into the ]arg; mould,
alternating black and red round the sides;
now take three-quarters of a pint of spinach
purée and add to it a quarter of a (pint of
stiffly-whipped cream and half a pint of liquid
aspic jelly. Line the large mould about one
inch thick with this purée, and let this set;
take the rest of the purée of chicken and add
to il a small tin of pdé de foie gras cut u
into small pieces; fill up the mould with the
mixture; pour a little more aspic on the top,
and place on ice to set. 'When cold, turn
out. Have one playing-card more than you
require for the inside of the mould ; turn this
out, and lay on the top also some small dice,
made in square moulds and decorated with
truffle. Garnish round the base with a little
chopped aspic.

“ WHEN LEAVES WERE GREEN.”

Ingredients,—One sponge-cake baked in
a border mould, three ounces of pistachio
puts finely chopped, two ounces of angelica
cut in very thin strips, two tablespoonfuls of
aﬁrioot jam, one tablespoonful of grated
chocolate.

AMethod.—We mean to represent this title
by a bird's nest full of eggs, so we must try
to make it as natural-looking as possible.

First, then, pare off the mould and cut the
parings into thin strips to represent twigs and
straws ; put them into a warm oven to become
brown and crisp. Brush over the cake with a
little warm apricot jamand roll itin the chopped

istachio nut till it has the appearance of moss.

ill up the bottom of the cake with any

ieces over, and scatter grated chocolate over
it inside. This makes it look like the lining
of the nest. And now arrange on the twi
and straws of cake and angelica as naturally
as lpossible, making them stick with jam, and
rolling some of them in pistachio nut until
your mest is quite rough and covered with
twigs and grasses.

And now take three or four bantam’s eggs,
make a hole at each end, and blow them;
stand the shells in sawdust, and fill them from
the hole at one end with the following
mixture. (Standing the eggs in sawdust or
bran prevents the mixture running out at the
other end.)

Filling ‘_’far eggs for nest.—Take two yolks
of eggs, half a pint of cream, one ounce of
loafl sugar, half an ounce of gelatine, one

tablespoonful of curacoa. Dissolve the gela-
tine in a quarter of a pint of milk; add the
sugar. Make a custard with the yolks and
cream ; add the gelatine, and strain. Lastly,
stir in the curacoa, and a few drops of
Marshall’s sap green colouring. Fill the
e%g-shel]:ﬂuite full with the custard, by means
of a small funnel, and allow them to set.
‘When they are quite firm, break off the shell ;
take a little moist chocolate and just fleck the
epgs with tiny specks of chocolate. Just
before sending to table, pour a wineglassful
of sherry over the nest. Put the eggs in the
nest, and send to table.

“ A Housg ofF HIDDEN TREASURE.”

Make some Genoese pastry thus:—Take
six ounces of flour, six ounces of butter, eight
ounces of castor sugar, and seven eggs. Melt
the butter, and brush over a clean baking-tin ;
line the tin with paper, and brush over the
paper also. Break the eggs into a basin;
add the sugar, and whisk for twenty minutes
till you have a frothy cream. ‘When sufficient]
beaten, stir in the flour and butter melted’:
very lightly; pour the mixture into the

repared tin, and bake till a golden colour.

hen take the pastry, lay it flat on the table,
and cut into pieces thus: two oblong pieces
for the side-walls of your house, two rather
larger oblong pieces for the roof, and two
gable ends, and you will require a much larger
piece for the floor of your house, as it must
come about one inch beyond the walls all
round. Cul out three or four windows in
each side, and windows and a door at the
end. Be very careful that each of your pairs
match exactly in size, and that they are quite
flat, Then return them to rather a hot oven
for a few minutes to get quite crisp; take
them out, and allow to get cold, being careful
to keep them quite flat.

Then begin to build the little house. Take
some Royal icing and cover the floor with it
about a quarter of an inch thick; then put
some on the ends of the walls, and flace them
together. "When all the four walls are up,
allow the icing to get firm. Next cover the
walls outside with white Royal icing by means
of a plain forcer and bag. Make little
balconies with thin strips of angelica, and
stick these firmly into the sugar. Make green
shutters for the windows, and a door in the
same manner. Now spread some warm

apricot jam on the ground round the house,
and over it sprinkle finely-chopped pistachio

nut and burnt almonds, also finely-chopped,
to represent grass and gravel, And now put
on half of the roof, and cover it thickly with
Royal icing. This must be made a pale straw-
colour to represent thatch, Rough it after
having put it on with a forcer. Then put on
some sugared almonds rubbed in chocolate to
represent the large stones on the thatch. Do
the other side of your roof in the same manner,
but do not fix it on, and your house is ready ;
and we will give the ingredients for tﬁe
¢ treasure ” hidden inside.

For this, take three apricots, two pears,
two ounces of cherries, two ounces of straw-
berries, two bananas, one wineglassful of
curacoa, one pint of whip cream, one
tablespoonful of sugar. Cut up the larger
fruit, with a silver knife, into small pieces,
removin%‘ the core; stone the stoned fruit;
now make all into a macédoine, and add the
curacoa. Now fill the little house with
alternate layers of the macédoine and the
whipped cream, and put on the other side of
the roof.

The side of the roof is removed for serving.
In winter, crystallised fruits may be used, when
they must be first cooked in a syrup and
allowed to get cold.

¢ SHIPS THAT PAss IN THE NIGHT.”

Take some small boat-shaped moulds and
line them with cheese pastry made thus:—
Two ounces of butter, two ounces of flour, two
ounces of grated Parmesan cheese, yolk of
one egg, salt and cayenne. Mix well
together into a stiff dough; roll out very
thinly, Make some small triangular pieces
of pastry as thin as note-paper, for sails.
Also cut some small strips for masts. Place
all these in a cool oven until they are a pale
brown. Remove carefully from the moulds
and allow to get cold.

For the filling of the boats we shall require :—
One olive to each boat, a small tin of foie gras,
a quarter of a pint of stiffly-whipped cream, a
pinch of cayenne pepper. Stone the olives
carefully, and force them with fode )
Place a little foie gras in the bottom of the
boats; stand up the olive at the bow of the
boat, and the sail and mast in the middle.
Flavour the whipped cream with cayenne
pepper, put into a small bag with a rose forcer,
and fill the boat with little roses of cream over
the foie gras to represent bales of cotton.
Garnc:sh with a little pale-green jelly chopped
round.

CHRONICLES OF AN ANGLO-CALIFORNIAN RANCH.

CHAPTER V.
OUR FIRST DAYS IN THE BARN.

THE route we had chosen, a drive of ahout
eighteen miles, was supposed to be the least
steep in its ups and downs; an important
consideration, with our heavy load. When
we creﬁt round the last turning and could see
our hill, with its little patch of brown earth
turned up, and the barn which looked like
a small wooden box, we felt that our difficulties
for the day were conquered. At that moment
we were passing a ranch which was just being
enclosed with a fence made of narrow laths
wired together; these were lying in large
bundles at intervals all along the road for a
distance of about a quarter of a mile. To our
dismay, when Dan rcached the first of these
bundles, he put back his ears and gave a

By MARGARET INNES,

sudden and most violent shy, almost lurching
the su over, and then stood trembling,
his legs planted apart in an obstinate manner,
and absolutely refused to move an inch
further.

‘We tried coaxing, then whipping, till Dan
showed us his heels in a series of most vicious
kicks, higher and higher, till we feared he
would break some part of the harness, or the
surrey itself.

Eventually he did allow himself to be slowly
coaxed past, I making myself as broad as
possible to try and screen that side of the
road, and leading him, and my husband
checking his evident desire to bolt after each
separate bundle was left behind. By this time
it was grey twilight, and when we reached
our haven, we had to be satisfied with the
simplest arrangements possible for the night,

. AAs we were occupying the rooms which by
rights belonged to the horses, they had to be
staked out on the open hillside, and during
the night Joe managed to get loose and went
careering off, up and down and round the bamn,
so that we were awakened by the clattering of
his hoofs. It was a brilliant starlit night, per-
fectly still and mild, and all the family turned
out in their night gear to help to catch him and
fasten him up again. It was a curious sensa-
tion to be so absolutely alone, and free, with
nothing but the great ranges of big bare moun-~
tains lying spread out into the far distance.

The absolute stillness was very weird ; the
smallest sound from miles around reached us
in the calm quiet. The plaintive call of the
little brown owls had a sad uneasy ring in it,
and the coyote’s mocking yelp seemed most
uncomfortably near.
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The mountain ranges looked so calm and
stately and unreachable in the cold clear moon-
light, and we felt horribly lonely.

There was one cafion some four miles away,
across the Silvero Valley, called Mexican
Cafnion, and we wcu:ldr:recir uneasily whether
Indians and Mexicans lived there; for we
seemed to be on the very borders of civilisa-
tion. When we got to know the neighbour-
hood better, we found nothing but peaceable
ra]r;ches, and more ranches far back into the
hills,

Returning to the barn we were rather glad
to roll the big door to, and close it fast.
We crept into our makeshift beds and were
asleep before long, But we were awakened
with a disagreeable start, hearing right inside
the barn a strange cry, which, in our sleepiness
and ignorance, might well bave been the call
of a Red Indian, straight from the Mexican
Cafion, intent on securing the scalps of us
“tenderfeet.” The cry was repeated, as we
sat up listening eagerly, and then we all
laughed to see a little squatty figure sittin
on one of the open windows, and recognise
a harmless little brown owl.

In the morning we made some kind of order
and comfort around us, The one large room
in the barn (viz., the hayloft) we had divided
into two with a temporary screen, one half for
our bedroom, the other for sitting- and dining-
room. A small shanty had been added
outside for kitchen, and a shed which was
to receive the cow, when we had one, served
meanwhile as bedroom for our * coloured
lady.” There was a Jower floor which was
divided into stalls for the horses, and which
was entered by a lower road, as the barn stood
ona steeﬁ) slope.

The filty cases of furniture, which had been
stored at San Francisco till we sent for them,
were strewn all about the hill top on which

the barn stood, and our first task was to open
most of these, take a few things out, and
pack away all the rest safely before the rains
came,

For days and days we worked away busily
at this, my husband and I, and our boys,
standing out in that hot glaring Californian
sun, with the dry dust of the soil getting into
our shoes and stockings and soaking all our
clothes, Our ranchman was busy with the
trees, and the coloured lady looked on when
she was not cooking; looked on with a
disdainful air, showing by many signs a great
contempt for people who could be so foolish
as to carry about such quantities of * stuff,”
as she called it.

To English eyes many Californian houses
look very empty, and no doubt our possessions
did seem ndiculously unnecessary to this

darky, who thought only of the bother they
would be to keep clean.

As we packed away case after case into
every available cormer, stringing up chairs
and sofas, and all manner of things on to the
rafters, we began to wonder where we our-
selves were to be housed. 'We bave always
since considered that it was a proof positive of
great sweetness of temper that we got through
a time of such terribly close quarters without
doing any violence to each other.

But with all our contriving there were a
number of cases for which we could find no
room, and these we covered with bits of
oil-cloth, and left them out of doors. They led
us a dreadful life, those seven cases; our
ranchman was for ever predicting rain, which
did not come, but kept us anxiously on the
watch. Finally, when it did come, it was
uncxpected, and we had to rush out one night
to see i the high wind, which had risen with
the rain, had dislodged the oil-cloth. That
was a lively night, for the rain came running
down the inside walls of our barn in little
streams on the windward side, and pictures
and other things hung there for safety had to
be burriedly removed.

It was the first night, too, that a large,
handsome kangaroo rat paid us a visit, ranning
about like an acrobat among the chairs on the
rafiers, and when I carried a candle quite near
to him, to see what he was like, he looked
down at me with the greatest coolness and
impudence, with his brilliant black eyes. The
place seemed to suit him, for he became a
constant visitor. Another intimate guest was
a particularly large lizard, who darted in and
out under the big door.

We were a little uneasy lest some less
harmless visitors should invite themselves,
We knew that there were scorpions and
tarantulas; the men who had built our barn
had unwittingly pitched their tent the first
night just over a nest of tarantulas, and had
discovered them in the early evening, and
spent the rest of the night in searching for and
killing them with their hammers.

Ugly, wicked-iooking things they are, with
their enormous hairy legs and body and cruel
nippers; they are very aggressive, too, and
would much rather fight than run away.

But most of all we dreaded the rattlesnakes.
Our ranchman had killed thirty on the adjoin-
ing land, and several had already been found
on ours. Everyone told us they were very
easy to kill, but that did not reassure us.

Our first introduction to snakes was more
alarming than dangerous. 'We had put all
our umbrellas and sticks into a corner of the
barn behind a large corner scat. One day
whilst we were quietly resting after dinner,

our youngest boy, Gip, aslcep on his couch,
my husband chanced to be looking at these
umbrellas, thinking sleepily that he did not
recognise one of the handles, which seemed
to stand out from the rest, when he was
suddenly made wide awake by seeing it move
quietly round, first to one side then to the
other, and knew that it was a snake. He
reached out his hand quietly for something to
strike it with, but it darted out of sight at
once behind the couch, and though we
searched long for it, we did not find it. We
found, however, a large notch hole through
which it bad probably crept in, and we lost
no time in closing this securely. It wasnota
rattlesnake, however, and was probably quite
harmless, as numbers of the snakes are, some
of them being considered valuable as destroyers
of vermin.

Some of these try to pass themselves off as
rattlers, however, and we often wondered
how they knew that the faint sound of the
rattle is so strangely horrible and frightening,
that they should try to imitate it as a means of
defence,

Another fright which we had, while still in
the barn, was very thrilling. It was in the
night, and we had been fast asleep, when all
at once we became wide awake, straining our
ears for the repetition of a horrible sound that
we seemed to have heard in our sleep. It is
impossible to describe the cold horror and fear
which that curious dry rattle gives one.

Here was the thing we had so dreaded—a
rattlesnake in the room. As we sat up in the
dark the sound was repeated, seemingly from
the middle of the room. Somecne whispered,
¢ Do you hear,” and we answered, ¢ Do not
move.” “We reached cautiously for matches
and candle, and of course these poor, wretched
Californian matches—the worst surely in the
world—did nothing but break off or go
out. For some minutes the sound continued
with an angry crescendo, till we began to
wonder if the dreadful thing had got itself
wedged in somewhere between the piles of
furniture.

At last a feeble, uncertain light and four
pairs of strained eyes searched the dim room.
And there, sitting nicely balanced on his hind
legs, with his sharp black eyes shining brightly,
was a small field mouse with a Jong rattle
between his teeth, shaking it about vigorously
every few minutes, then running a few paces
and rattling it again.

We had cut of a number of rattles from the
snakes killed on our ranch to keep them as
curiosities, and this was one of them which
the mouse had got hold of and seemed to find
such a good plaything.

(20 be continued.)

TRIVIAL sube
ject! In con-
trast with the
relationships
of daughter
and sister-
hood, dis-
cussed in my
previous
articles, ;
temporary an
ac cpiad er{ tal
=2 relatim:;)sihi[}
like this may a not worth the trouble o
writing or rZadI?E;a:\bout. Yet the virtue of
hospitality is of most ancient dignity, and the
privileges of the guest are bound up with the
very dawn of history, as you will soon discover
if your tastes lead you to explore in classic
ficlds.

GIRLS AS VISITORS.

Hospitality, as it is described in the
Od]:se)f, for instance, is a very sac_red'and
serious thing, entailing solemn obligations,
and in the beautiful play of Alestis by
Euripides, which you may read translated in
Bualaustion’s Adventure Browning, you
will see how a guest repaid his host in the
hour of loss and bereavement.

It might be wished that the modern exercise
of hospitality were attended with rather more of
old-fashioned loyalty. ¢ It's dreadfully trouble-
some, but I must ask Miss A., I suppose!”
“Oh, here’s an invitation from Mrs. B.!
How wretched ! Must I really go? I suppose
I must.” One has often heard remarks of
this kind, and the reflections they suggest
as to the artificial state of society are rather
too commonplace to set down. On the other
hand, perbaps, hospitality appears at its best
in relation to girls who have not had time to

become bdlasdes. Schoolgirls, at any rate,
thoroughly enjoy visiting one another, and
the pleasure of giving and receiving such
visits is alike genuine. Then who can de-
scribe the joy in childhood of exchanging
one’s home for the home of a friend ? I shall
never forget the bliss of such visits in my
own childhood: the departure for what
seemed an indefinite period of joy; the home
that received me, with the friend of my heart,
imaginative and eager; her brother and sister,
ready with ecstatic welcome; the mother,
embodiment of all womanly charm and
tenderness ; the realm of imagination which
opens most readily to children who are not
akin, entered by means of many a quaint
childish device, and last, not least, by wan-
derings in a beautiful wood that crept up
to the very garden—fit kingdom of romance !
All this formed a paradise, a fairyland for the
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child of seven, and as I look back the memory is
still radiant with a light not of the common day.

It was an exceptional home, it is true. But
for the child who finds herself visitor in such
a family the experience may make a difference
to the whole of her after life, giving the
brightness that sweetens the nature, just as
the sunshine of summer days is stored up in
the ripened fruit. As a contrast, the misery
of a child-visitor who finds herself ill at ease
is admirably sketched in the early part of
Mrs. Gaskell's HWives and Daughters.

My subject, however, is hardly the child
as visitor, but the girl who has emerged from
the schoolroom and exchanges her own home
temporarily for the home of others. Perhaps
these visits are not so frequent an element
in the lives of middle-class girls, now that
women are disposed to take up an individual
career which they cannot interrupt for the
constant going and coming that used to inter-
vene between the schoolroom and marriage.
Bat, at any rate, * the girl as visitor ” is quite
a frequent enough character for my purpose,
and she alppenrs in many varied types.

First of all there is the girl (usually a country
girl) who hates to leave home. ghe settles
herself into a certain routine which becomes
part of her life—she is bound to it, at all
points of her nature, by a thousand invisible
tiny links. She * grows there,” as a familiar
expression has it, and if she is wrenched out
of her environment, she suffers dreadfully at
the severing of these ties. She cannot express
herself, or {ve a coherent reason for her
dismay at the prospect of a wvisit; so her
parents, thinking it “so good for her,”
Joyfully arrange for her to go and stay
with relations or acquaintance at a distance,
The news comes upon her like a thunderclap
of misfortune, but she cannot protest; she
knows she is absurd, and can only suffer in
dumb anticipation of the hour that steals
swiftly nearer and nearer. Then she finds
hersell borne away by inexorable necessity,
and has to endure the torture of home-
sickness—that misery of the young so little
understood, so terrible to bear. She is
usually so far alive to the unreason of her
suffering as to keep it to herself; but her hosts
think her a ““ most uninteresting girl.” If she
stays long enough, they perhaps change their
opinion, for her nature may strike root afresh
and put forth little timid buds and leaves,
but in the interval neither she mnor her
entertainers are much the better for her
visit. Poor child! I think parents and
guardians should be very merciful over this
malady of shyness and homesickness. The
tendency to its attacks does not usually
increase with age, and gentle remedies are
the best whenever possible.

As a visitor among strangers the shy and
homesick girl is not a success. She cannot
appear at her best, or do herself justice in any
way, and unless there is very strong reason for
uprooting her, it seems best to let her flourish
happily where she grows.

Of a very different type is the haphazard
girl-visitor. She is not embarrassed by shy-
ness in the very least; she delights to come
and stay with you, and generally lets you
know the fact beforehand, mforming you that
she has a round of visits to pay and will come
and see you “some time ' during the series.
‘When exactly she will arrive it is difficult to
ascertain. You are obliged, at risk of painin
and surprising her, to give her a gene
joyful invitation, unless, indeed, you can

edge yourself round with definite engage-
ments, and tell her, * This, and this only,
is my free time,” [Even if you do this,
she a knack of frustrating you. ¢ She
knows you will not mind her coming a week
earlier (or later) than arranged; it does not in
the least matter what room she has, you will
make no difference for her,” etc., etc. ; or she

enters, with the uncomfortable freedom born
of old friendship, into your plans, and points
out that she will not in any way interfere with
them by her presence. You have, of course,
to give in, for hospitality is an exacting virtue :
one might almost say of it ¢ Noblesse oblige.”
Then you begin to expect her. A vague and
affectionate scrawl at the last instant mentions
some train, snatched at random from a last
year’s time-table, and probably quite wrong;
or she gives an approximate hour for coming,
or gives no hour at all. Or a wire, wrongly
addressed, turns up, with vast sums to pay for
porterage, after the carriage has started for
the station, several miles away, to meet her,
and you hear that for some trivial reason she
is not coming till to-morrow. She drives the
team of her own impulse and convenience
serenely over your ordered garden of domestic
routine, and never suspects that the process is
devastating. * Oh, we are such old friends!
You would make no difference for me, I know,
darling |

Perhaps you are a newly-married woman,
with not avery large house, or staff of servants,
and when your erratic friend does arrive,
beaming, it is with a box of such colossal
dimensions that it nearly fills up the hall, and
can only, with the utmost difficulty and damage
to your fresh staircase decorations, be hauled
up to her bedroom by some hired minion from
without. All the time she stays, you are
haunted by the depressing thought that it has
to be brought down again! Your visitor
never has any postage stamps, and is apt to
be late for meals, while if you propose any
excursion, you are obliged to practise guile as
to the hour it is necessary to be ready. She
is equa!liy_' haphazard as to any attention she
requires from your maids, wanting you to send
out telegrams and letters at inconvenient hours,
and in domestic parlance * making work,” but
she is very -natured, and would atone for
it all by liberal *tips” at the moment of
departure, if she had not forgotten to get
change in time.

You may indeed think yourself lucky if you
get rid of her at the end of her proposed stay.
The next visit she is to pay is probably vague,
and if she is happy with you, she will not
move on, until some new freak seizes her, when
her exit is extremely sudden. She does not
depart empty-handed, for, like Autolycus, she
is *“a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.”
She borrows a favourite novel to read on her
journey and forgets to return it; while silver
thimbles, scissors, pocket handkerchiefs, have
a knack of vanishing with her, not from any
desire for petty larceny, but by reason of the
happy vagueness of her discernment between
meum and Zuum.

A very different type of visitor is she who
depends upon being amused, to a formal and
troublesome extent. She will never be found
guilty of the haphazard entry of the girl we
have been describing. On the contrary, her
arrival is planned long beforehand, to the
hour ; long enough, she considers, for you to
have made abundant provision for her enter-
tainment. When there is question of a visit
from this girl, you are instantly absorbed in
anxious thought as to the planning out of the
time in the diversions suitable to town or
country, wherever you may live. She has a
way of silently making you feel that she vigi-
lantly exacts from you the utmost dues of hospi-
tality in this way ; which, to do her justice, she
is willing to return to the uttermost mite when
you visit her, She brings dresses suitable for
every sort of function, and you feel guilty if
she has not o‘:portunities of wearing tﬁem all.
She is too well-bred openly to demand dances,
concerts, private views, hunting, riding,
tennis—the small gaieties of local society, or
the larger functions of town; but all the same
you are conscious that she considers it as her
prerogative to be féted and ¢ taken abont,” and

quietly regards her visit as a failure if this is
not done. I think many newly-married girls,
who have not had time to settle down in
their fresh neighbourhood, have been made to
feel a little at a loss by the visit, so eagerly
anticipated, of their dearest home friend, just
because she is a visitor of this exacting type.
She has an extremely high ideal of the
qualities of a good hostess, and as she is
prepared to strive after that ideal in her own
person, she expects it from you. She is often
exceedingly charming; but none the less is
she fatiguing, and a visit from her is a serious
matter,

A *missionary spirit” (I do not wish to
use the term flippantly) in a visitor is a thing
to be dreaded. There are girls who are
always bumini to set you right, and their
entry into another home—especially if it is the
bome of a friend about their own age—affords
them unlimited opportunities in this way.
They remind one in their own person of the
irritating articles on ‘““home decoration” in
which the local carpenter is to transform your
home into a thing of beauty for eighteenpence.
Your ncighbourhood, your garden, your
furpiture, your dress, even your table, if you
are intimate enough, all aflord opportunities
for criticism, gently insinuated, Whatever
gou or your mother may achieve in the rd%e of

ouse-mistress, your friend always knows of
something better, and tells you indirectly how
it can be done; she casuaﬁy mentions what
she has seen in other houses, taking care, of
course, to preserve her remarks from absolute
rudeness, You may be fond of her, but she
manages always to leave an uncomfortable
impression behind.

have purpesely chosen types of visitors
that may figure rather as a warning than an
example, for everyone can picture the ideal
visitor : the girl whose coming brightens up
the house, who instantly makes hersell at one
with the family life, who lets you feel that she
can enjoy anything that is going on and needs
no special **entertaining.” If illness should
occur during her visit, she is invaluable as a
helper instead of an interloper whom you
immediately wish to get nd of. She is
welcomed with joy, and allowed to depart
with grief and reluctance. And the reason is
that she has learnt the secret of unselfishness:
she is like Mrs. Browning’s “ My Kate.”

“T1 doubt if she said to you much that

could act

As a thought or suggestion: she did not
attract

In the sense of the brillant or wise; I
infer

'Twas her thinking of others made you
think of her.”

Such a visitor is specially delightful in the
homes of old and lonely people. Age needs
the presence of youth to Erighten and to
cheer, and when there are no children to take
up this natural duty, the blank in the later
years of life is often very painful. Yet old
people cannot bear to be made to feel that
their visitor has come as a sort of blessed
martyr to their needs, or requires entertain-
ment they cannot give; they would rather be
dull and lonely. Girls, remember this! and
if you can forget yourselves in making an old
and solitary hostess cheerful, never mind the
quiet house, and the uneventful routine. You
will in return [thoulgh this is no motive to
urge) probably learn lessons of life that may be
of value unspeakable in afler years.

The beautiful old saying has a significance
which should be laid to heart by the girl-
visitor as well as by those who practise
hospitality in these latter days.

“Be not forgetful to entertain strangers:
for thereby some bhave entertained angels
unawares.”

LiLy Warson.
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APRIL,=ANGLIITE,

Afool!a coll—Imata ooli'thioro.'eat.

A motle
Aslcol

fool! a miserable world
by food, I met a fuol.

*Good morrow, fool,” quoth L—SIIAKSPEARE.

WiaT merry *“quirks and crapks” have we scen played on April-fool Day!
What gushes of langhter have rung out, as one after another was beguiled by
this harmlcss foolery ! Who ever forgot the old shoemaker’s shop by the road-
side, where we sent some witling for a pennyworth nf atirrup-oil and who Inva-
riably got thrashcd by the old cobbler’s stirrup ? At any hour we can
picture the sheepish Jook of the boy—see him 1 holding out his saucer, while a
twinkling of merriment gathered about the wrinkled corners of the old man's
grey eyes, as he unloosed the strap from his foot and knee; and, although the
hardest blow he struck wou'd searcely have killed a fly, yet what roars of hearty
langhter we sent forth as we saw the little simpleton scamper off, and beheld the
merry shoemaker shaking his strap as he stood at his shop-door, in the sunshine
of an April morning. Then there was pigeon-milk to be sent for at the milk.
house; and here, perhaps, the tables were turned upon us, for the ycuth we
sent, although he pretended ignorance, took the mug and the penny, and going
in at once, asked for a halfpennyworth of milk, put the other halfpenny in his
pocket, then came out boldly, and said, * Here it is;” while we looked at each
other, and confessed that he had made April fools of us. Then what shoes we
said were untied—handkerchiefs dropped—hats crushed—black spots on the face,

which we sent them to the glass {o look at—where they only got lavghed at for
their pains.

Wieked and not always harmmless errands did we also send others npon. Mr.
Somebody wanted to borrow the large brewing tub, and the Jender went toiling
with it in & barrow : the Joad wasalmost more than he conld wheel; and when he
arrived at his journey’s end, the pretended borrower only called him anApril fool.
He had his joke, and we our laugh ; but never againhad he the loan of the brewing |
tub. We scnt the doctor post-haste ta some one who was hesrty ard well, and |
probably busied in his garden. We had the fire-cngine breught a mile or two ;
then langhed at the old man as we pointed out the leaden pump for him to play |
upon. Pigs had fallen into imaginary wells ; Lor:«es and donkeys we pounded,
then langhed at the owncrs, who never for a moment thought of looking into|
their own fields or stalles until they returned. Yet very rarely did thess tricks |
proveke any anger ; all was considered fair on April-fool Day, for every ore was |
disposed to be merry ; and very often the langh was &3 loud on {} e part of the
deceived as the deccivers, and emall sympathy did he obtain who list his mmper |
on the first of April.

Even grave sober matrons unbent their staid brows at our jokes ; they reca]l(-cl
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the days when they also were young, and had their jukes—when they got their
lovers to hunt for a needle they had never dropped, or to stoop for a cotton-ball
which was safely deposited in their laps. Such tricks seem to sit lightly, evenon
the conscience of old age; they bring uo regrets. Though we have known a swain
sent ten miles to sec his sweetheart, by an urgent letter; yet the laugh they en-
Jjnyed together seemed, somehow, to sweeten the long and unnecessary journey.
April-fool Dy was & merry time with our forefathers, who appear never to have
lost a chiance of making themselves happy whenever they could.

Spring-time stirred the blood of the great father of English » Chancer.
Ho could not lie in bed when the daisies were opening. Ie tells us that he then
fuund no delight in his books ; that when he heard the birds sing, and saw the
flowers beginning to blow, he bade farewell to his study ; that he loved the daisies
dbove all the flowers that grew ; that scarcely & morning dawned in spring but
what he rose early. As he himself says :—
=1 am op and walking in tho mead, And ever I love it, and ever alike new,

To sco this flower against the sun spread. And ever I shall, till that mine heart dle.
When it u th, early on the morrow, There loveth no one hotter in his life,

That blissful sight softoneth all my sorrow. | And whon that it is evo I run blithe,

So glad am I, when that I have presence As soon as over the sun sinketh west,

Of it, to do it all reverencs, ‘To soo this flower how it will go to rost,

As sho that is of all flowers the flower, For foar of night—so hatoth she da: kncsa.
Fulfilled of all virtue and honour, Ter choer is plainly spread in the brightocss
And ever alike fair, and fresh of huo. Of the sun—for there it will unclose.

Thero has been a great ontery of late amongst many good and well-meaning
people against the capturing and rearing of young birds. They have pronounced
it barbarous and crucl in the extreme, however kindly they may be reared. Now
this is a strange contradiction. Kindness cannot be crueliy, even if misapplied.
Youth of both sexes who rear up birds do their utmost generally to keep them
alive ; and wo have no hesitation In asserting that an attendance upon the wants
of these little chirrupers cultivates kind aud affectionate feelings, softens the
heart, and contributes towards the making of better men and women than they
would otherwise have grown into, had it not have been for these necessary atten-
tions. A girl will weep, and a kind-hearted boy be sorry, for the death of a fa-
vourite bird. And while such things help to refine the feelings, and are unac-
companied by crnelty, it is surely better that a half-fledged nestiing should pe-
rish, now and then, through oxcess of kindness, than such virtuous emo-
tions Le stified. Wo dare not put the number of young birds that are carried off,
and devoured by hawks, wensels, &c., against the few that die through over-
nursing ; although a good argument might be twisted out of such matter.

But, whatever may be said about birds, no such charge can be brought
against flowers; and as tho following passage, which we wrote some years ago
in praise of these * bowing adorers of the gale,” has appeared in several pub-
lications without the acknowledgment of our name, we think it but justice to
claim our own :—

“Who would wish to live without flowers? Where wonld the poet find his
images of beauty, If they were to perish ? Ave they not the emblems of love-
liness and innocence, and the living types of all that is pleasiog and graceful ?
Wo compare young llps to the rose, and the white brow to the radiunt lily;
the winuing eye is blue as the violet, and the sweet voice like & broeze kiss-
ing its way through the flowers. We hang delicate blossoms on the silken
ringlets of the young bride, and strew her path with fiagrant flowers as she
leaves the church. Wo place them around the marble face of the dead In the
narrow coftin, and they become emblems of our atfections—of pleasures re-
membuered and hopes faded—wislies vanished, and scenes cherished in memory,
all the more, because they can never return. We look to the far-off spring in other
vallies--to the eternal snmmer beyond the grave, where flowers that mever
fude bloom In those starry flelds, which no chilly winter ever bloew over.
ey come upon us in spring like the remembrance of & pleasant droam—a
vizion that huvered above us in slcep, peopled with shadowy beauties and sim-
vle delights, embroidered with the richost hues of fancy. Sweot flowers !—
that Wing Lack agnin the sccoes of childhood—{aces remembered in youth—
the love that knew not it was love !” Even in our rooms they conjure mp
imnages of the mossy bank by the wayside, where we 50 often gazed upou the
early j1imroses. They recal the shelierod glen, darkly green, filled with the
perfume of violets, that showed like another sky amid the sceme. The sweet
song of the village maiden again rings npon our ears while we gaze on them,
and we remember those modest eyes * that ever loved the ground,” and the time
we first Luhield them—

Fix'd as a pilgrim's—"wilder'd in his way,

‘Who dare not stir by night, for fear to stiay,

But stauds with awful cyes to watch tho dawn of doy,—DRYDEN.

What a mystery scems to hang about an old wood when the trees are covered
with leaves, and the underwood is thick and impassable. We know not what
flowers are growing in those untrodd:n solitudes; wo cannot tell what birds
bnild and hide in those hidden coverts ; what badgers, weasels, polecats, mar-
‘ens, and snakes burrow, hide, elimb, and bask, under ground and in thy hollows
of trees, about the great mossy branches, and on the unexplored bauks, which
accurnulated leaves, and natural water-courses, and huge fullen trees have
furmed. It §s this very difﬁcuitr of seeing Leyond the few feet around us, that
makes & wo:dso solemn. A hill or a moorlsnd may be lonely, but there the
view i8 apen, whareas in the heart of an old wood all around us is d in. shadowy,
green, and mysterions. Many of the trecs are large and aged; and we feel that
we are in the presence of strange thirgs, that have grown old in light and dsrk-
ness for centuries ; that they have outlived all other living things, and around
them there hangs & kind of reverential awe, such s makes us marvel not that
in the carly ages, when England was first peopled, they wero worshipped Ly the
Duuids and their followers. Then we come upon deep dells, over which the
gnarled and withered stem leans, and the folinge darkens, and we marvel how
these great hollows were first formed, for nowhere do they bear a trace of the
hand of man. We know that the ancient Britons kept their corn in subterra-
neous places, which have slept undistnrbed through the silerce of many centuries.
All traces of the work of these early excavations s buried beneath the accumu-
lated gatberingsof a thousand autumns and winters, which have cast down and
rotted their leaves.

Horo quivering aspens bow before the gale,
And hawthorns blossom hid in sunloas shate;
The mouroful ring-dove coos her tender ta'o,
The holly’s shining leaves are here display’d,
‘While silver Lirches overhang the glad-;
The toworlng elm stolters tho dusky rock,
Tho hazel in green Leauty is nrmLed,
The alder hangeth o'er tho crisped brook
In which the wildwood flowers in :ilvnce ever look.
Aud In snch a spot the sudden starting of a large pheasant from out the deep
underwood, as it goes with a loud * whur-r-r” high np amid the fullage, canses the
lonely wanderer to spring back unconsciously, though hesmiles the next moment
ut this needless alurin,

As Angling has already commenrced, wo shall glance at a few of the finny in-
habitants of our streams and rivers; first beglnning with the stickleback, with

its three spincs, which can either be raised or lowered at will, and which seems

fit for nothing but food for other fishes and the amusement of baya. “I know
not,” says quaint old Izaak Walton, * where he dwells in winter, nor what be §s
good for in summer.” e i3, however, a great ornament to a glass globe ; his
colours are splendid ; and by & constant changing of the waler every two or three
days, he has lived in his glass house for two or three years. The minnow, which
first appears in March, although o small, has a flavour equal to many of our
more celebrated fish, especially when fried with the flawers of primroses and
cowslips, and the yolks of eggs and butter—a dish delicats enough for the most
imaginative of poets, though it was at one time very common. In Summer they
are full of spawn, and not 50 good as in spring. Eveiybody knows that a smail
red worm is a sufficient bait, that three or four hooks may be used at onco, and
sometimes as many fish be drawn out at a time, for they always bite eagerly,

The bull-head, or miller’s-thumb, with its immense head, large mouth, and
spiny teeth, though anything but pleasant to look upon, forms an excellent
dish, aud those who have never tasted it will be agreeably surprised when
they partake of one, and regret that they are mot to be met with oftener at
the fishmonger’s. He is very fond of hiding under a stone, beside which,if a
worm be dropped down gently, he will dart upon it in an instant, for he never
stopa to consider &8 moment about the matter if the hook Is well concealed.—
The loche we have often caught in the river Trent; it is a long fish, without
elther scales or teeth, bearded like a barbel. It is often used as a bait, erp-
cially foreels. Next in succession comes the gudgeon, which, though ** little, is
good ;" it is well known to tho London angler, being plentiful in the Lea river
—that river of old historical associations, where English Alfred drew off the
water and left the fleot of Hastings, the celebrated Sea-king, high and dry
aground. Itisrather a handsome-looking flah, broad in the middle, with n beau-
tifully marked tail and back fin, and may be caught either with worm, gentle, or
paste. The bait must touch the ground. It is for:d of a gravelly situation.
The bleak, or whiting, is & well-known fish, always on the move; is about six
inches long, with large eyes, a small head, aud silvery gills: the back is of a beau~
tiful green colour. They are famous fly-catchers, and, from their rapid motions,
are called water-swallows. Two or three hooks may be nsed, as in minnow fisli-
iug, and the same baits as for gudgeons. The flavour s very indifferent.

The dace, dart, shallow, dare, or by whatever name it is called, is a fast breeder,
and during the summer months, very partial to Flaying about on the sunny
snrface of the water. Itls found in many of our rivers, and appears to prefer
such spots as are in constant motion, through the rolling of rapid currents and
eddies. In cold weather it prefers a quiet hole, or the sheltered part of a stream
overhung by the tall water-flags or tufted rushes. Its body is rather long, the
back of palish green, varied with dusky marks, while the belly has a silvery ap-
pearance, and the fins a pale red tinge. It will almost take any bait in spring;
neither worimns, larvee of beetles, grubs, caterplllars, or even water-snails, come
amiss to it. They are sharp quick biters, requiring to be struck suddenly;
and, as they are not to be drawn out without a good struggle, it is necessary to
use strong tackle. Blaine makes mention of a ple made of dace and roach, which
seems to have been

A dainly dish to sot before & King;
For whon tho pie was opon the guosts bogan to slng.
And, according to his account, they wonld willingly havo dined off such a pie,
once a week, at least, as long as they lived. Roach-fishing so nearly resembles
that of dace, that we shall not pause to describe it. The beautiful gold-colonred
cirele of the eye and the rich red fins are familiar to those who have seen the roach
in good condition ; nor is it to be mistaken, on account of its great breadth when
laid on its side. 1t affords excellent sport to the angler, and has been caught
from a pound to two, or more, in weight. We pass the rudd, a fish which
has led to much discussion, some considering it a spccies of dace, and others of
carp, and come to the bream, with its high arched back, forked tail, and large
eyes. When in fine condition and a good size, the bream has a rich golden colour,
in place of the silvery hue it before wore. Thay are a cautious race, and the
angler ought not to throw his shadow upon the water, but keep himself as much
out of sight as possible. A warm, cloudy day is consldered the mo:t favour-
able for biting, and a red worm the best of baits. e is a fish rather
too fond of sucking the bait, but this can be easily dctected by watching the fiat ;
for our part, we never struck in too great a hurry when we detected this half-
nibbling ; the better plan, we think, is to let him get well lhold, or go if he
chooses, though 1t is necessary to examine the bait after his departure. We
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SOCIAL LECTURES.

S LANG is a very bad thing; it has
: a thievish twang, and tends to
corrupt the English language.
Yet if a fact has only one name,
and that a slang one, what is a
speaker or a writer, who desires
to allude to that fact, todo? Now
A\ § the word “swell” is possibly of
N\ most disreputable origin, coined
\» perchance by the Artful Dodger
S of some Fagin den, and for a
long time the sole property of
plckpockets and dishonest beggars. But it bas pushed
a way up in the world, and now occupies the place
formerly filled by the equally slang terms, “blood,”
fop, dandy, with which it is by no means synonymous ;
for a swell is—a swell, and there is no other name
by which you can designate him. Some men are
born swells ; to these the few remarks I am about
to offer will perhaps be of little practical value;
but there are others who would achieve swelldom,
and it is to them that I more particularly address
myself on the present occasion. For as I have
observed that there arec many young men possessed of
regular features, symmetrical figures, and respectable
incomes, who gaze with an awful admiration, not
unmixed with envy, at the gorgeoys beings who flash
upon them from the Row and the club steps—who
dazzle them at the opera, and abash them in the ball-
room—and as many of these eligible youths are fired by
a noble ambition to emulate such paragons, but do not
rightly know how to set about it, it has occurred to me
that a few hints for their instruction and guidance may
spare them many false starts and humiliating failures,
and so save some from giving up the attempt in des-
pair, and falling back among the ordinary crowd who
secem to consider life as a mere arena for contest and
for struggle ; who admit responsibilities, acknowledge
duties, practise self-denial, and absurdly pursue such
chimeras as love, friendship, and ambition. Let the
neophyte take courage, for though a swell resembles a
poet in this, that he is born, and does not issue, as
some ignorant persons have imagined, from a band-
box, like Hope, he differs from the paltry scribbler in
the more important fact that he can be made. He can
be made, and as the persons who have most to do
with his manufacture are those artists who devote
their talents to adornment of the person, the novice
must begin by getting himself as well dressed as his
present ignorance and uncultivated taste will permit,
taking care to avoid bright colours and elaborate

ON SWELLS.

articles of jewellery, until further study under the best
masters shall enable him to indulge in such luxuries
with safety ; for if he neglects this advice, he will run
the risk of splitting on that rock of would-be swells—
vulgarity, and his hopes will be wrecked for ever. It
is no easy matter for an unknown man to get a really
first-class tailor to pay him proper attention ; the only
method of procedure is to give a large order in the first
instance—say half a dozen coats, eight or nine waist-
coats, and as many pairs of trousers—to try cach
article on at every possible stage of its manufacture,
and to give as much trouble as possible. I dare say
that you may have observed how badly for the most
part statesmen and persons engaged in scientific
pursuits are dressed, even though their social positions
may be high, their fortunes large, the tradesmen they
employ of fashionable reputation. Why is this? It
is because they take no pains about the fit of their
own clothes, but trust entirely to those tradesmen ;
and it is an idiosyncrasy of the hatter, the bootmaker,
and especially of the tailor, that he feels no respect for
the man who does not worry him to the verge of dis-
traction. Now, without respect for the customer who
is to be fitted no true artist can put forth his highest
powers. And here I may remark that there is a grand
old proverb, the true deep mecaning of which lies
hidden for the most part from those who utter it. I
allude to the aphorism “ Nine tailors make a man,”
which is used by shallow witlings in depreciation of
that great art which principally distinguishes the
civilised man from the savage; as if the wisdom of
ages, condensed by the wit of a genius, would establish
any such flippant nonsense as that the artificer who
works up the raw material of nature into a thing of
beauty was in any way inferior in the scale of creation !
No, the true sense of the saw is that it requircs the
united talents of nine tailors to make a man, the ideal
man, a swell Guided by this light the judicious
aspirant should, as he gains confidence, extend his
patronage. One tailor may have a particular talent
for riding-trousers, another for walking-trouscrs, a
third for coats, and so forth.

But when he has once found a bootmaker, he should
be constant to him. The wearer of boots, like the
cobbler himself, should stick to his last, his owx last.
That is the best of boots, when the foot is once
perfectly fitted the model can be fixed for ever in hard
enduring waod, future copies may be relied upon as
actual reproductions of the original, and the customer
is no longer dependent upon the fluctuating skill of
the craftsman. For that his powers do vary was
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owned by a master in the art, who once exhibited so
beautiful a boot in his shop-window, that an amateur
wantéd to buy it. But it was not for sale, and the
proprietor refused to part with it at any price.

“Well,” said the amateur, “can you make me
another exactly like it ??

“Make another, sir1” exclaimed the artificer, “1
did not make that boot ; I struck it off in a moment
of inspiration.”

To obtain a shirt that will sit close to the breast in
all movements of the body is no light task, and though
the necktie is no longer such a stumbling-block in the
path of him who would be well dressed as it was in
the days of Beau Brummel, its perfect disposal will be
found a considerable difficulty, which, however, with
practice, fair natural abilities, and a careful study of
the best models, is to be overcome,

Having attired himself in suitable clothing, including
gloves which really fit him, and a hat that will cling
gracefully to his head though the wind blow and his
horse plunge, the incipient swell should now exert all
his endeavours to form an acquaintance with some
acknowledged model, with a title if possible, whom he
may study at his leisure. This is often achieved by
men starting under great disadvantages, who have
devoted all their energies to that one object. It is
strange if the noble ambition we treat of should
inspire the breast of one who cannot, through family
connections, or some old school or college acquaint-
anceship, get an introduction, if not to the great swell
himself, at least to one of the satellites moving in his
orbit, through whose means he may insinuate himself
into speaking and bowing terms with him ; and when
he has once reached that point, there are many ways
of worming himself into his intimacy. If the great
man is in pecuniary difficulties, which is not impro-
bable, he may buy a horse of him, or lose money to him
at écarté; if he has a master-vice (and most men
have), let him be companionable, and assume it ; and
as swells, like ordinary mortals, are subject to vanity,
he must delicately flatter him.

Prior to or concomitant with this swell-stalking, the
aspirant should strain every nerve to get into a good
club. Many young men who are fitted by position,
jortune, and inclination for swells, join second or
third-rate clubs in the interim, hoping to gain admis-
sion into the more select ones at some future time,
What is the consequence? Why, they get into a bad
set ; they are seen associating with ill-dressed men,
who are quite outside the pale of fashion ; they are
marked as vulgarians ; and when their names are put
up at the clubs into which they desire admission, their
chance is hopeless. The prospects of an utterly un-
known candidate are infinitely better, so that the neo-
phyte should get himself proposed for the very best
club he can in the first instance. An insignificant
candidate, especially if he is proposed and seconded
by insignificant members, is far less often black-balled
than one whose own or whose friends’ merits and
popularity have wounded the vanity or stirred the
jealousy of the voters. It is the taller heads that are
most likely to be lopped off. But should he meet

with repulse, let him remain clubless rather than seek
refuge in an inferior establishment. His perseverance
will be rewarded in time.

It may be, however, that there is some young man
amongst my hearers who is endowed with money,
beauty, tranquillity, a due regard for his personal
appearance, and other qualities essential to success,
but who is positively without any acquaintance of the
most distant kind who can place him even on the
margin of polite society. Let him then enter him-
self as a fellow-commoner at one of the colleges
of either university, or, better still, get a commis-
sion in a cavalry regiment., It is true that there is
considerable difficulty about this latter operation in
these degenerate days ; he will have to pass an exami-
nation in the first place, and then to undergo the
ordeal of drill. The discipline of the riding-school,
watering parades, early stables, are very trying indeed
to the higher nature which aspires to complete calm ;
there is also the risk of his regiment being ordered
abroad. But he will probably be able to get into the
Rag or the Junior, and that will give him the first step
which he requires, That accomplished, he can retire
from the service as soon as he likes.

But this is a digression ; we suppose our neophyte
launched, free from distracting cares and occupations,
a member of a good club, living in chambers which he
need not be ashamed of, and possessed of a sufficiency
either of money or of credit, and we resume.

His hair must be dressed daily by a first-rate artist,
to whom he should entrust the entire control over his
head.

He must not often dance, though he should privately
acquire the utmost proficiency in the art; sothat when
he is positively obliged to practise it in public, he may
accomplish the task gracefully, and with as little exer-
tion to himself as possible.

He should take no exercise on foot, but pay the
greatest attention to his riding, and never mount a
screw. The horse is so noble an animal that it is im-
possible for a good rider to look insignificant, plebeian,
or undignified upon his back; so that the swell may
ride at a pace which induces perspiration, if it is
necessary for his health ; he may even hunt, provided
he carefully avoids those meets where cockneys and
other vulgarians mostly congregate. All this, of
course, is incongruous, abnormal ; one conceives the
perfect swell as merely lounging on foot, or ambling
gently on horseback where people of fashion take the
air, but engaging in no pursuit which might rumple or
soil him. Butthere are months when he cannot be seen
in London, and the time may hang heavily on his hands
unless he engages in country pursuits and pastimes.
He may therefore shoot, provided always he can do
so without violent exertion. Cover-shooting, for ex-
ample, may generally be taken very easily, there being
plenty of sportsmen who are not swells ready to com-
pete eagerly for the warm corners; and the practice
of driving game seems to have been established ex-
pressly in his behoof, Shooting pigeons out of a trap
is still less objectionable, provided the company be
extremely select; hut, in truth, the firing of a gun,

Victorian Times o 38 o April 2015




accompanied as it is with noise, smoke, recoil, and soil-
ing of the gloves, is unsuited to him, and, like hunting,
is only permitted as a concession to human weakness.
The same remark applies to most other amusements :
billiards is chalky, cards apt to excite, and the swell
should never be excited. In short, I know of no
pastime exactly fitted for him except croquet.

It may be that the neophyte has certain quondam
acquaintances whose dress and style are compromis-
ing. If these are difficult to shake off in the ordinary
way, the object may always be attained either by lend-
ing them money, borrowing it of them, or, best of all,
asking them to back bills for him whenever they
address him. If he is not short-sighted—in which
case it would be impolitic to draw attention to a
personal infirmity—he should wear an eyeglass, which
will enable him nof fo see undesirable people without
obviously cutting them. Rudely to cut any one is bad
form, and only practised in these days at the universi-
ties. But an eye-glass in the hands of a dexterous
swell will be found as useful as a parasol or a fan in

‘While the ambitious youth is qualifying himself in
other respects, he must not neglect the moral and
mental training, without which no amount of personal
decoration can give him that high-bred air which is
the peculiar characteristic of the real swell. He must
never be angry or merry, or happy or unhappy, or
frightened or amused or astonished; or should he
unhappily experience one of those vulgar emotions,
let him at any rate guard against the expression of it.
He must learn 1o regard love as romantic folly, and
friendship as a poetic myth. He may find more
difficulty than at first he apprehends in cooling him-
self down to the proper degree of apathy and indiffer-
ence, but dissipation, self-cultivation, and tobacco will
aid him greatly. Let him consider to what a degree

of perfection those Asiatics have attained, who spend
their whole lives—as they trust to spend eternity—
sitting or standing in one position, absorbed in listless
contemplation of Buddha ; and shall a civilised Eng-
lishman fail where a heathen barbarian has succeeded?
Never !

The true swell is his own Buddha.

those of a lady.

LEwIs HOUGH.

Read ﬂ“"—f.‘
G.O. I

A Goop GRIDDLE CAKE.—The Scotch are
q_uite famous for their excellent griddle cakes.
he griddle is a similar pan to our frying-pan,

with this difference—there is a handle over the
top and the bottom is slightly thicker. For
the cake the materials required are quite a
pint ot sour milk, two breakfastcupfuls of
sifted flour, one teas oo:;_ful of carbotl'late Dc{
S0 two te: onfuls of green treacle, an
haldt?’a tea o?)saﬁ'?:l of salt. ngf the treacle is
rather thick it can be made more liquid by
putting it in a cup and standing it on the
stove for two or three minutes; then mix it
with the milk. Put the salt and flour in a
baking bowland mix them well. Make a hole
in the middle and stir in the milk carefully, so
there shall be no lumps. Beat it for five
minutes afid then add the soda dissolved in
boiling water. Turn into the greased griddle
and bake for about a quarter of an hour.

SopAa CAKEs.—Sift a teaspoonful of car-
bonate of soda into a pound of flour, put in a
pinch of salt, and make it into a stiff dough
with sour milk; divide into three portions,
roll out and make each into a round cake an
inch thick. Bake in a fairly hot oven, giving
them ten minutes to rise, and bake one side,
and then turn them over. When baked split
cach one, put on plenty of butter, and let them
be eaten at once, These cakes suit dyspeptic
persons who cannot eat a hot cake made with
shortening. The following cakes are suitable
for either breakfast or tea, and may be baked
on a gas ring when the kitchen fire has been
let out on a sultry day. If intended for
breakfast it is a saving of time to mix up the
batter over night, adding the soda in the
morning.

CreAM CAKES are also baked on a griddle,
but instead of being baked in one large cake
the batter is baked a cupful at a time. The
materials required arc—a pint of slightly sour
milk and same quantity of cream; four eggs,
yolks and whites whipped separately; a tea-
spoonful of soda, a saltspoonful of salt, and
sufficient flour to make a good hatter.

Put about two cups of flour in a bowl, and

mix it smoothly with the cream and milk
(mixed together) into a batter, of course
adding more flour if the batter is not thick
enough; then stir in the eggs, and lastly the
salt and soda, the latter dissolved in just
sufficient hot water to cover it. Beat all well
up three or four minutes before baking. As
they are baked lay them in the folds of a
clean cloth to keep hot; they are best then.
There are many other recipes I might
enumerate, but will close with the German
dish that does not require much preparation.
Let the milk stand in the jug or bowl until it
is quite stiff and resembles a blancmas[ire,
then put it in rather a deep dish and let
powdered sugar be eaten with it. This is
delicious, if liked; but the taste for it is
mostly an acquired one.

PIGEONS DE BORDEAUX A LA BOURGEOISE.
—Procure as many Bordeaux pigeons as you
require, and cut each one into four ; have read
a saucepan with as much butter as vou thin
necessary to brown them. When they are
nicely browned lift them out gently, and fry
one dozen small quenelles, which are very nice
made of forcemeat and shaped with two tea-
spoons ; when these are brown, take them out
carefully so as not to break them, then rub into
the butter one good heaped-up tablespoonful
of flour, and let this fry till brown, then add
not quite a pint of thin stock, or water will do,
with the addition of a small quantity of
Liebig’s Extract. Stir till it boils, then add
one wineglassful of or sherry, and pepper
and salt to taste. Now put in your p:%eons,
quenelles, and one dozen mushrooms and eight
French olives which have been lprevinusiy
stoned, and let all stew gently for three-
quarters of an hour. In a separate saucepan
hoil one dozen of carrots and turnips cut as
near the shape of quenelles as possible, and
serve the pigeons in the centre and the
quenelles, mushrooms, carrots, turnips and
olives placed alternately round with one dozen
fried croiitons cut kite shape.
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THE LEISURE HOUR.

“ WOW JOCUND DID THEY DRIVE THEIR TEAM A-FIRi ! Yray's © Elegy,!

EEMICHO LS

— e -

The Leisure Hour, 1860
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AN experiment has been made in the
United States of making stockings and gloves
from paper. It has proved the greatest suc-
cess. LThe texture is given solidity and
durability by being placed in a bath consisting
of a mixture of tallow and potato starch, and
when finished its appearance is said to closely
resemble the articles made from wool and
cotton.

THERE are six hundred cards of admission
issue. for readers at the library of the British
Muscum, and of these two hundred and
eighty are used by women, It has been
ascertained that they are used much more
regularly than those of the men, and also that
few of the women are occupied with subjects
supposed to be interesting to their sex, The-
ology, political economy, and science chielly
claim their attention, and one of the women
readers has been working at the history of
philanthropy in England for several months.
These figures show that the studious facully
of womankind will assert itsell when given
the opportunity.

QUEEN VICTORIA’S household consists of
nearly one thousand persons. Many of the
posts have no duties attached to them, such
as those of the bargemaster and a waterman,
who ecach draw £400 a year for directing
pageants on the Thames—now things of the
past. Of the curious services rendered are
those of the Qucen’s ratcatcher, who is
especially attached to Buckingham Palace at
a salary of £15 a year. Then there are four
table-deckers, whose only duty is to lay the
dinner-cloth and to see that the plates, dishes,
and cutlery are in their proper places; a wax-
fitter, who sces that the candles are properly
placed ; a first and second lamplighter, who
receive £100 a year; and the Keeper of the
Swans, who for £‘310 a year looks after the
stately birds upon the Royal waters.

THE oldest cathedral in England is probably
that of Winchester. It is supposed to have
been built by the newly-converted British King
Lucas in A.D. 177, on the site of a great pagan
temple. There are portions of the present
building which date back to the century before
the Conquest.

RECENT excavations in Greece are bringing
to light a most interesting number of antiqui-
ties. In Athens, mear the Areopagus, a
cluster of buildings has been discovered, whilst
outside the boundaries of the city the ancient
Treasury of Athens has been uncovered, show-
ing a number of inscriptions, mostly official
documents relating to Athenian matters. A
large statue of Apollo in Naxian marble dug
up at this spot, and bearing the signature of
an Argive artist, is likely to alter the prevalent
theories of early Greek art. Another * Hymn
to Apollo,” with music, has been found, and
as many as forty inscriptions have been seen
in one day. Nor is the discovery of these
treasures of antiquity confined to Athens,
“the cye of Greece, mother of arts and
eloquence,” for at Argor and Eretria large
temples have been laid bare, as well as at
classic Delos.

I Japan there are a large number of women
who provide amusement for wealthy members
of their sex by telling stories, reciting, singing
songs, or playing musical instruments. They
make a comfortable livelihood by this occu-
pation.

O and Ends,

FoRr a recent competition the Royal Geo-
graphical Society offered twenty prizes; and
although the scholarly successes of women are
now becoming a commonplace, the fact that
eighteen ont of the twenty fell to women is
worthy of being placed upon record. Twenty
certilicates were also awarded at the same
examination, which was in geography, and
of these ninetcen were also carried off by
women.

Mgs. J. W, BAIRD has been called the
¢ Qucen of Chess.” She was born at Hareston,
in Devonshire, in a house which has belonged
to ber family since the reign of Ldward 1II.,
and was taught to play chess at a very early
age, although it was only recently that she
began to compose the chess problems which
have made her name so well known to all
1>lnz'ers. Mrs. Baird also paints and writes,
and takes exercise in that old-fashioned but
delightful amusement—archery, She is a firm
believer in the possibilitics of woman, and takes
the keenest interest in all matters appertaining
to their real advancement ; but she frowns upon
the female prosccution of *sport,” and has
consistently refused to take Imrt in any of
those amusements which entail suffering upon
animals,

THE new railway up the Jungfrau is to have
seven stations, all except the lirst being bored
in the solid rock. Each station will contain
dining-rooms and small bedrooms, like those
of a stale-room on board a steamer, to enable
passengers to pass the night, should they so
desire, at various altitudes. From each station
exits are arranged leading to pathways by
which those who wish may continue the ascent
of the mountain on foot. The lift by which
the summit is reached rises to a height of
216 fect, and there will be a spiral staircase
for those who care to use it. The railway is
one of the most marvellous engineering under-
takings of the century,

« KEEP clear of }nmonn]iti&s in general con-
versation. Lalk of things, subjects, thoughts.
The smallest minds occupy themselves with
personalities.”

THE system in vogue in France whereby
the Government retain the monopoly of the
sale of tobacco is worthy of imitation in
England. The right to sell is granted to
people who have served the State in some
way or other, and is found especi:tlly useful as
a method for providing for the widows and
daughters of retired public servants. If a
single woman or a widow acting in this capacity
desires to marry or re-marry, an authorisation
from the prefect of the department or town
must be first obtained. n receiving the
application a commission is nominated, which
makes an inquiry as to the expediency of the
prospective bride continuing to keep her
tobacco-shop. As a rule matrimony is a dis-
ability, but if the husband has any special
claims, or is in a position to assure the per-
manence of the houschold, permission is
granted for its retention. By this system
a sure mecans of livelihood is provided for
helpless women, and some similar plan
might be seriously considered for adoption in
England.

¢ LET humour bedew duty. Let gaiety take
charge of dulness. So employ these qualities
that they shall be to life what carbonic acid is
to liquid, making it foam and sparkle.”

OxE of the most famous yacht designers in
the world, Mr. John B. Herreshofl, an
American, is blind, and has been so afllicted
since he was sixteen years old. He goes to
his works every morning at nine o’clock, and
without one moment’s hesitation walks straight

to his desk, takes out a bunch of keys, sclects
the right one, and opens the desk. Its pigeon-
holes are filled with pa and designs, yet

he picks out any particular document that he
may want, entirely by memory and his sense
of touch, which has been deve in a most
extraordinary degree. He works out great
problems in mathematics in his head, and
crol\'fs \\'c:Jnderrful devices in mechanics with-
out the aid of a secretary, or pen or T,
A small model of the )"‘::Lt, shopiing I.hiem][))ltm
upon which it is to be constructed is made,
and the blind man, sometimes sitting before
it for days, runs his hands lightly over its
lines, thus getting a perfect picture of the
shape of the boat in his head. Many changes
suggest themsclves to him, and he works
them out with mathematical precision to test
their corrcctness, A few inches more of
depth at a certain point may mean the added
power of several hundred square feet of canvas,
or the alteration of an angle may increase the
speed of the craft without injuring its heavy-
weather capacitics, and all this Mr. Herreshoff
plans with the greatest certainty. His is one
of the most noticeable cases of indomitable
will overcoming physical restrictions.

¢ Croose well, and you will find life very
good, and very well worth living.”

¢ He of all others fittest is to write
That intermingleth profit with delight.”
Horace.

It was said of old that men are divided
into three orders. The first, those who see by
themselves and find out what is good in every
subject. These are the most excellent and
able men. The second, those who see not b
themsclves, who need teaching, and submit
to that which is good when others have found
it. This is the second degree of ability and
wisdom. The third, those who can neither
see by themselves nor will submit to others.
These are called unprofitable to all.

TurkisH CATECHISM.

Q. How dost thou expect to find favour of
the Almighty or reward His goodness ?

A. By promoting his religion and a charit-
able p}_?' of ml{ fellow-creatures.

Q.? ow will you extend the charity enjoined
rou
’ A. By erccting public inns for entertaining
poor benighted pilgrims, by giving frecly to
the poor as much as I can spare, redeeming
slaves and looking upon the beasts which serve
our uses with a mild compassion.

Q. How are you to pity beasts or birds
which serve you ?

A. When an ox, ass, horse, dog, mule or
camel has for many years been truly service-
able, I must let him graze in peace about my
grounds and live the rest of his disabled life
entirely free from toil or drudgery as a reward
for all his former labours,

%. What else are you required to do to
such poor animals ?

A. I am obliged to load my camels and all
other beasts of burden favourably and with
pity ; buy the birds that pine in cages for
their abscnt mates, and let them fly away to
seek lost liberty.
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APRIL.

TaE finches are singing,
The brown bees are humming,
The grasses are springing,
The Summer is coming,
For Aprilis here,
With sunshine and shadow,
Refreshing and cheering,
How green is the meadow !
Where daisies appearing,
As stars, shine out clear.

The tree-tops are swaying,
‘With nests on their branches;
The rabbits a-playing,
Or sit on their haunches,
As striving to hear
The church bells’ far pealing,
Now swelling, now sinking,
Through the wood the stream stealing,
Seems joyously thinking
Glad Summer is near!

;../'1, “d
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Give the Gift of Victorian Times..
in Print!

Every three months, we issue Victorian Times Quarterly, the
print edition of Victorian Times. These beautiful, collectible
volumes put every charming article, delicious recipe and
gorgeous illustration at your fingertips - the perfect reference
collection that you’ll be able to turn to again and again. Plus,
they make the ideal gift for anyone who loves the Victorian
era as much as you do!

Find out more, including issue contents, ordering links and
annual indices at;

http:/fwww.VictorianVoices.net/VT/VTQ/index.shtml
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e May Queens
e Soups

e Lives of Professional Girls, in Their Own Words
o The Queen’s “Tobacco Pipe”

o Curious Cases of Mistaken Identity

o Crewel Embroidery (cont’d)

o An Englishman’s Look at American Women

e Country Customs: May-Day Games

e Dried Fruits

e Postmen of the World, Part 1

e Another Fox Terrier Named Jack

o E. Nesbit’s School Days (cont’d)

e Chronicles of an Anglo-Californian Ranch (cont’d)

uan's View of Awerican Women « Our Fox Tervier
Postruen of the World o E. Neshiz's Schoof Days o Table Decorations

Download it today at VictorianVoices.net/VT/issues/VT-1505.sheml
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