Picture-Books of Olden Days o January Out-of-Doors e A Rescued Starling

New Year’s Receptions & Recipes o An Imperial Winter Ball in St. Petersburg
Some Railway Encounters o A Walk Through London’s Seven Dials

Lore & History of Precious Stones o Fiction: “The Tax on Moustaches”

T 1'“- e o o R IFBNTR




Volume IV, No. 1
January 2017

Editor’s Greeting: To See the Future, by Moira Allen
Grandfather’s Picture Books (7he Strand, 1893)
January Out-of-Doors (CFM, 1875**)

New Years’ Receptions (Demorest, 1879)

Decorative Novelties (Demorest, 1879) X ;r
An Imperial Ball at the Winter Palace, St. Petersburg kf:u

by Major L. Ramel (Demorest, 1879)

New Year’s Receptions (recipes) (Demorest, 1880)
An Hour by Seven Dials (CFM, 1877)

A Few Samples Per Rail, by Ivor Merle (CFM, 1894)

Picture Feature: Boots and Shoes of All Ages (7he Strand, 1892) : 34
A Painted Silk or Satin Pianoforte Front, by Fred Miller "
(GOP, 1898%) W
Precious Stones: Their Homes, Histories & Influence, E,
Part I: The Pearl, by Emma Brewer (GOP, 1894) E’:
Things in Season, In Market and Kitchen (GOP, 1899) w};

Poor Josie: The Story of a Rescued Starling, by Arion
(Little Folks, 1883)

Poem: “The Battle of Ispahan,” by Ado Palmer Roberts .(
(Youth’s Companion, 1889) 4
American Women (Ingall’s Home Magazine, 1888) e

Fiction: “The Tax on Moustaches, by H.J.W. Dam
(The Strand/The Black Cat, 1899)
Household Hints (GOP, 1881)

Poem: “A Play in Three Acts,” by George Ogden (Century, 1886) p.28 S
Ve
New Year’s Day in the Vosges (Cassell’s Family Paper, 1860) ﬁ'*
‘31"'.;.“'- p
Odds and Ends (GOP, 1898) 5l
v/
A publication of VictorianVoices.net }‘j
Moira Allen, Editor - editors@victorianvoices.net 1y J
To subscribe to the free electronic edition, visit Q
www.victorianvoices.net/ VI/index.sheml B
Print editions available quarterly on Amazon! G508
P FE

Copyright © 2017 Moira Allen

S

* The Girl’s Own Paper **Cassell’s Family Magazine

=



To dee the Future

g s the old year gives way to the new, it’s our custom today to make “New Year’s Resolutions.” It’s an

interesting custom, when you think about it. It suggests that we feel we have some control over what the

New Year will bring. At the very least, we feel we can make positive changes to our own lives in the year to
come. This will be the year that we shed those extra pounds, write that novel, or declutter the garage. (At least,
those tend to be my resolutions!)

Victorians didn’t tend to make “resolutions.” Instead, many Victorians, as they approached the turn of the
year, were more interested in predictions and prognostications. Like Halloween, New Year’s Eve was a time for
divination. Would the coming year be lucky? Would you be lucky? It was considered wise to have money in
your pocket as the year turned, for if you didn’t, you could expect to be poor during the year to come. “First
footing” was a common custom in Victorian days; one’s luck for the year hinged upon the characteristics of the
first person to set foot across your threshold on the New Year. Red-haired people were unlucky, as were
(generally) women. Some people actually made a career (or at least a seasonal career) of traveling about to be the
“first foot” because they possessed certain “lucky” characteristics.

That suggests that Victorians didn’t feel that they had such a great deal of control over what was to come in
their lives. They hoped to get glimpses of what they could expect, but didn’t seem to feel that, in most cases, they
had a role in shaping their own futures. And perhaps, in a world where social status and condition were thought to
be assigned and virtually unchangeable (except in a downward direction), this makes sense.

But it occurs to me that as we gaze back at the Victorian world, we have a bit of an advantage: We can see
the future. Not ours, perhaps, but theirs. If we look at a growing controversy or a pending disaster, we know
what’s coming. Recently, for example, I tried valiantly to read a book on the Irish potato famine. | couldn’t
manage to get through it, but what came across clearly was the inability, or unwillingness, of a great many people
to see what lay ahead of them. Was this simply stubbornness, or foolishness, or arrogance? Quite probably the
disaster of that famine was the result of all three. But when | read such a book, | can see the “future”—I see
what’s coming a few chapters ahead. Those who were participants in this drama could not.

One of the things that | often find annoying about reading modern books about the past is that they often
handle time in large, easily labeled clumps. Just referring to “The Victorian Era” is itself an example of this. The
Victorian Era of 1843 was considerably different from that of 1883. If one stops to think about Victorians as
people, one suddenly realizes that anyone who was an adult (and perhaps a decision-maker and world-shaper) in
1843 was either very, very old in 1883, or more probably, dead. Conversely, anyone who was an adult in 1883
was a mere child in 1843. Adults in 1843 still thought of their queen as new, young, and a change from the past.
Adults in 1883 had never known anything else.

This got me thinking that an interesting way to look at history, if it could possibly be done, would be to gather
information about a single year, and look at that year as if you were living it. What if, for example, you could
look at everything there was to know about the year of 1874, as if you lived in that year—without knowing
anything about 1875? As we look at history now, in the traditional way, we can pick a bit of information from
1874 and another bit from 1875 and yet another from, say, 1895, and put them all together to form a certain type
of pattern. But would it be the same pattern that would be perceived by a Victorian who has to live in time,
moving from 1874 to 1875 and onwards without being able to see the world that lies ahead?

I’m not sure how it could be done, or even if it could be done. But it would be a fascinating way to view a
historical period. It would enable us to see the world through the eyes of those who lived it—through eyes that
might have hopes and dreams about the future, and from whose actions that future would emerge, but who could
never truly predict what that future would be.

It might also, perhaps, remind us that one of the roles of future generations is to judge the deeds and events of
those that have gone before. One day, someone will be editing a magazine about the quaint customs of their
ancestors back in the early 21 century. When they do, they’ll look at us with the benefits of 20/20 hindsight, and
pass judgment upon us accordingly. We can only hope that they will have the courtesy to at least try to look at
their past through the eyes of us folks who have not yet had the privilege of seeing our future!

—NMoira Allen, Editor
editors@victorianvoices.net




Grandfatier's

E@”‘. N considering the picture-books
7=0y| belonging to the grandfathers
S

""‘%@ of the young and old among
‘k“\-‘l us, we are much indebted to

:(' g 293
3 %‘ig Messrs. Field and Tuer for
== permission to reproduce a
numbcr of examples from their ‘1,000
Quaint Cuts from Books of Other Days."”
Here, to begin with, is a set of pictures
illustrating the marvellous history of
Tom Thumb. First there is a very re-
spectable cut representing that critical
moment of the hero's history when he
was taken up in a mouthful of grass by
a cow. Then we have him astride of his

THE COW EATS TOM THUMB.

faithful butterfly, sailing gaily over houses,
fields, and trees. Comparing the butterfly
with the adjacent tree, it would seem to be
about as big as a large crocodile, with wings
rather larger than a church door. Then
we have the furmety bowl accident. It is
pleasing to observe, in this picture, the
architecture of the period of King Arthur,

HE RIDES ON THE BUTTERFLY.

according to the artist. Rows of brick
houses, with severely rectangular doors and
windows, appear to have been in fashion,
while a magnified bedpost stood at the head

Prcture-Books.

of a flight of steps. In the fourth picture
we have the last sad adventure, when the
deadly breath of the wicked spider put an
end to the doughty deeds, the butterfly’ngs,
and the paste-wallowings of good Sir
Thomas. Observe the terrifying expression
of the spider’s face (he is a rare kind
of spider, by the bye, with a monkey's
head), and the extraordinary action whereby
he essays * cut one,” which Sir Thomas is
to receive on his shield. A spider who can
go through the broadsword exercise is as
great a wonder as Sir Thomas himself.
Next we have Jack the Giant Killer.
From the first cut grandfather gathered his

ideas as to how the first of Jack's famous
exploits—that with Cormoran—as accom-
plished. Observe the dark lantern in the
corner—quite up to date, you see, although
Jack was, like Sir Thomas, a contempor-
ary of King Arthur. Thenwe have Jack
tackling Blunderbore and his brother, stran-
gling them with a rope tied to his window

HE IS KILLED BY THE STIDER.

frame, trampling all over their heads and
shoulders and ¢utting off their heads like
anything, while they lean limply on their
clubs. The next two cuts tell us all about
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the Welsh Giant. First he is pounding
away (quite reckless of his own bed-linen)
at the supposed Jack, who is represented in
the story by a billet of wood, and in the

JACK KILLS CORMORAN.

picture by what looks likea school bell-tower,
or a patent chimney-pot. With so much
light in the room as the picture shows, how-
cver, the giant must have had a good deal
of cold tea for supper to mistake the chim-
ney-pot for Jack, or to fail to notice that
artful person standing in the lightest corner.

which the giant's nationality is suggested,
by a leek tastefully worn in the hair. In
the last two pictures Jack appears in his
invisible cloak, and everybody must admire

HE SHOWS THE GIANT A TRICK.

the boldness with which the artist has
grappled with the dithculty of representing
a man made invisible in a picture. The
recipe is a simple one—draw him rather
larger than usual, more clearly, and blacker ;
especially make the invisible cloak as black
and as visible as possible, and there you

HE STRAXGLES THE GIANTS.

Next the wicked Welsh Giant is commit-
ting involuntary suicide in his rash attempt
to play “ follow-my-leader " in the porridge-
bag trick. That long white thing hanging
out of the hole in the giant's waistcoat is
not his shirt, as might be supposed, but

HIS ARTFULNESS.

blood, which seems to have frozen into a

tall heap. Note, too, the delicate way in

THE GIANT AND HIS PRISONERS.

are. In the last of these pictures, Jack is
slashing off the nose of one of his cus-
tomers. It is a very fine and large nose, of
the sort that you buy for a penny at a fair.
The giant appears to be making a wild
attempt to catch it, although that would

HFE SLICES OFF THE GIANT'S NOSE.

seem scarcely wise, for he certainly looks a
deal handsomer without it,

Victorian Times
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Here is rather an earlier picture, from a
book of nursery rhymes. The legend runs
Oh dear ! what can the matter be?

Two little boys are up in the apple tree !
Which probably contains a great deal of
reason, since there is so little rhyme. It

‘“OH DEAR ! WHAT CAN THE MATTER BEY -

TWO LITTLE BOYS ARE UP IN THE APPLE TREE!
is a beautiful apple tree, and it would seem
very wrong to disturb all those symmetrical
apples, growing so regularly in order, each
in its. proper place. However, the grave
young gentlemen in tail-coats and knee-
breeches are careful to preserve the general
regularity of the scene by shaking off all
thedapp]es uniformly with the stalks up-
ward.

**IF RIDES A GOCK-HORSE,”

This picture, of a not very well fed gen-
tleman riding a not very well fed horse
past a sign-post with nothing on it, appears
over the famous couplet

Ride a cock-horse

To Banbury-cross.
We print it here chiefly as throwing
some light upon the interesting question as
to exactly what species of animal a * cock-
horse ” 1s. It may be as well to mention
that in the first of the Tom Thumb pictures,
already referred to, th¢ quadruped there
depicted is by many supposed to be a hen
cow.

The two little boys, who are represented
in another book as playing shuttlecock near
a precipice and a flower-pot, are delightful
specimens of the sort of boy familiar in the
pages of old goody-goody books, with frilled
collars, and puffy trousers buttoned on to
very short jackets. They haven't a great

SHUTTLE-COCK.

deal of room for their game, what with the
precipice and the flower-pot, and a bee-hive,
about the size of a decent cottage, close
against one player’s back. That boy is
really in a dangerous position. It would be
so easy accidentally to hit the hive, where-
upon there would probably ensue a sally of
infuriated bees about the size of pigeons
(judging from the hive), who would set upon,
murder, sting and devour boys, battle-
dores, flower-pot, precipice and all.
From another of grandfather's pic-
ture-books comes a series of spirited
pictures setting forth certain awful ex-
amples of children who meddled with
fire. There is a samencss about these
instructive catastrophes, as well as a
certain want of preliminary detail.
Boy with frilled collar and his trousers
on fire throws up his arms before fire-
place and shouts. Little girl with
dress on fire throws up her arms in
front of fireplace and shouts. An-
other little girl with ditto ditto, does
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ditto in front of ditto
and dittoes. Small
child (sex uncertain)
with a cheerful fire
in nightshirt shouts
in front of fireplace
and throws up arms.
The girls (assuming
it to be a boy in the
nightshirt) are the
more clearly distin-
guished by the addition
in each case of a
woman with white
apron, mcb cap,
and outstretched
arms, and a kettle
on the hob—em-
bellishmentsdenied
to the boys, who
have to take their
chance as best they
can with two fen-
ders, a set of fire-
irons, and a wooden
chair between
them. The simi-
larity of the two
girls’ adventures is
relieved slightly by
the introduction in
one case of a cat
with stiff legs,
galloping, with
much prudence,
away from the
disaster. But there |
is a complete and |
irredeemable uni-
formity about the
whole set in one
respect — there is
no suggested cause
for the accidents,
unless the boys and
girls have deliber-
ately shoved their
clothes into the fire,
in order to make
an instructive
warning for grand-
father's picture-
book. It is notice- '
able that the artist |
has had some diffi- {j;
culty in setting fire [
to the first boy's &
trousers with a
proper and natural

l|ﬂ|11il"m9%‘i}smm i
fl &

PLAYED WITH

effect, owing to thes
awkwardness of the
garments for the pur-
pose. The girls’ <kirts
are infinitely better
suited to the experi-
ment. The title to
the series of pictures
is spread out among
them, and ends with
the substitution of a
significant hieroglyphic
for the word * fire,”
consisting of cer-
tain very fierce
flames in a setting
of very solid smoke,
arising from the
combustion of
nothing whatever.

We have already
mentioned the
goody-goody books
of grandfather’s
time, with their
solemn pictures of
virtuous elders in
high coat - collars
and swallow - tails,
and more or less
virtuous youths in
concertina hats and
puffy white trou-
sers, The adven-
tures of Tommy
Merton, Harry
Sandford, and the
respectable Mr.
Barlowin the many
editions in whicgl
the book was print-
ed, were the occa-
sion of many such
pictures, and the
first half of this
century was greatly
distinguished by
the immense num-
ber of serious little
books issued with
cutswherein blame-
less and omniscient
tutors lectured
solemn little boys
on things in
general. Here isa
cut from one of
these, wherein the
worthy tutor,whose
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A RAINBOW,

thighbone extends down two-thirds of his
leg, points to a very solid-looking speckled
rainbow with one hand, and with the other
urges forward his pupil to make a closer
examination.

Then we have a picture of a scene on the
ice, whereon one boy has come a cropper.
Now, the identity of that boy is rather
doubtful. He can scarcely be the good boy
who wouldn't play truant to go and slide,
or he wouldn't have come a cropper, even

ON TIIE ICE,

had he been on the iccat all. On the other
hand, he can't be the bad boy who insisted
on doing these wicked things, or he would
have fallen clean through the ice and been
drowned. Perhaps he is a reformed bad
boy who came on the ice to warn the
others. This seems more likely, since he
appears to have only onc leg ; he probably
lost the other through climbing after birds’
nests on Sunday, or something of that sort,
and then reformed. One can’t get much
fun, you know, with only one leg left, so
may as well reform as not.

In the early days an artist often had to
draw a thing which he had never seen. We
have here the cflort
of one of these gen-
tlemen who evi-
dently had never
seen an elephant,
and built the face
up as well as he
could from a human
standpoint, with the
trunk on the chin. We won't be personal,

AN ELEPHANT,

but we believe we have seen a portrait very
like this in some of the papers.

We have, in the next picture, an oppor-
tunity of inspecting the interior of a boys’
school of the last century end. Note the
little three-cornered hats hung above the
scholars’ heads, and the portentous array
of heavy books over the head of the learned
master, in his wig and gown. He opens
his palm as though for the benefit of a small
boy's ears, but, as there is no small boy
sufficiently near it, perhaps he is only in-
dulging in the pleasures of anticipation.
The view from the window is particularly

A
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IN SCHOOL,

interesting. The three regular sugar-loat
trees, of the herring-bone species, growing
exactly to the same height, and each exactly
filling the width of one window-pane in the
vision, without encroaching upon the
others, offer a beautiful lesson in order and
harmony among neighbours.

A specimen of quite a different class is
seen in the representation of Polyphemus,
at the entrance to his cave, with cloak, staff,
and Pandean pipes. The bold, free draw-
ing of the King of the Cyclops is of the
school of Blake, but there are points in the
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POLYPHEMUS.

execution which diminish the probability ot
of its being Blake's actual work.

A contrast to this is seen in the queer
little cut in which a woman is either dry-
ing the tears of a little girl or punching her
in the eye. It is from one of the goody
books, and the absence of much of the right
side of the girl's face seems rather to point
to punching than tear drying.

Another queer little wood-cut is a mere
copy of an inn sign, which was rather
popular in old days—the * Bull and

Mouth.” TItis a very magnificent mouth,
at which the bull appears rather scared, as
well he may. He seems to be considering
the advisability of going in, but doesn't feel
quite safe in venturing. This is one of the
instances of the cor-
ruption of the title
of an older sign.
Originally it was the
‘* Boulogne Mouth,"”
and referred to the .
mouth of Boulogne
Harbour, being
adopted as an inn
sign in commemora-
tion of the taking of Boulogne in the reign
of Henry VIII. The “Goat and Com-
passes” (originally ‘“God Encompasses
Us ") is a similar case.

One woodcut from grandfather’s picture-
book (or was this from grandmother's?)
gives us some information about the inside
of a shop in the days when ladies wore
their waists just under their armpits. The
polite shopman, in a wig, shows a piece of
ribbon to the two ladies in big bonnets.
The transaction is a very similar one to

g

SR, =

BULL AND MOUTH.

|
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SHOTPING.

those of to-day, but we get a glimpse of the
old square-paned shop window ; and the
cut is rather crude and quaint.

There was a device in some of these
picture-books of dividing a space into little
squares, and filling each of these little
squares with a representation of somc
object, with its name printed over it. The
intention, of course, was instruction—the
little grandfather would become familiar
with the outline of the object while learn-
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ing to spell the name; a sort of early
kindergarten lesson, in fact. Here is a
block of a dozen such little squares, with
the illustrations all very clear and un-
mistakable, except the oyster, which looks
rather like a tortoise (but might be a
hedgehog), and Job, who might be Pontius
Pilate or Nebuchadnezzar. It is to be
observed that over Job's head a crown is
placed, so that something is done to com-
pensate him for his troubles, even in grand-
father’s picture-book. The temple 1s evi-
dently intended for Dr. Parker’s on the
Viaduct before the tower was built, and the
side spaces are filled in with trees in order
to avoid advertising the adjoining establish-
ments. Next door to the temple is a very

OYSTER

THTLFT

il

fine trumpet, with a hearthrug hanging on
it, and just below the trumpet is a hat, of
the fashion worn by grandfather's father.
A bow is generously thrown in with the
violin, although not in the specification,
and the relative proportions of the different
objects are striking. Thus the moth is a
great deal bigger than the temple, and the
oyster is as large as Job's head.

The “Cries of London” were favourite
subjects with the compilers of these books.
We reproduce a cut of a gingerbread
seller. Gingerbread, by the bye, seems to
have become quite a thing of the past, and
nothing remains to us of it but these pic-
tures, and the proverb about rubbing the
gilt off it. This particular cut is actually
a portrait—a portrait of the most famous

of all the ginger-
bread sellers,
“Tiddy-doll.” He
is represented in
Hogarth's print of
the execution of
the “ Idle Appren-
tice,” selling gin-
| gerbread to the
crowd. He was a
great character in
his way, and dress-
ed tremendously
in gold-laced
clothes of a very
fine sort ; so that,
being a handsome old fellow, and tall, he
attracted notice everywhere. Nobody knew

his name, and he had that of “ Tiddy-doll "

from the song-burden with which he inter-

spersed his patter, thus: *“Mary, Mary,

where are you now, Mary ? I live, when at

.

“ TIDDV-DOLI. —'rmt GINGER-
BREAD SELLER.

“cucuMBeRrs 7"

home, at the second house in Little Ball-
street, two stepsunderground, witha wiskum
riskum, and a why-not. My shop is on the

sccond floor back, with a brass knocker at

|

the door. Here's
your nice ginger-
bread, your spice
gingerbread, all
ready to melt in
your mouth like

a red-hot brick-
| bat. Ti-tiddy ti-
ti, ti-tiddy ti-ti, ti-
tiddy ti-ti, tiddy
doll-loll.” His

nickname has sur-
J vived to the pre-

sent day in the
proverbial expres-

KNIFE-GRINDER
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sion, “ You're quite tiddy-doll,” or “ Tiddy- however, to learn that a witch has to whip
fol-loll,” addressed to a brilliantly attired her broomstick to make it go; and one
person. wonders why a flying cat has any need for

The lady with cucumbers on
a barrow was invariably present
in these “cries.”” Here the
cucumbers might very well be
oysters, or sausages, or anything
else. The knife-grinder is even
more interesting. His machine
is of a kind quite unknown to
mortal eye nowadays. One
doesn’t quite see how the grind-
stone is driven, or, indeed, quite
where the grindstone is, but no
doubt it is all right, or the
worthy tradesman wouldn't look
so happy.

Anybody who is doubtful as
to the exact appearance of a hob-
goblin, a witch, or a fairy may
be satisfied by a glance at the next three swinging a great besom about in the air.
The moon is in eclipse, as is
proper at times of witchery, but
the stars are all right, and, if any-
thing, rather bigger than usual.
One often hears theatrical people
speak of a “thin house.”” The
house on the right-hand side of
the picture appears to be one of
these.

The fairies are rather better
dressed than one might expect.
Frock coats and breeches are
really quite respectable. The
ladies wear steeple-crowned hats
and laced bodices, which leads to
the supposition that they are
Welsh fairiecs. A convenient
door is neatly let into an adjoin.
blocks. When a hobgoblin wishes to attend ing mole-hill for the fairies to go in and out
to his correspondence, he doesn't : . d
sit before a table in the ordinary =
way, but has a hole made in the JE
table and hangs his legs through
it. This is simple and economi-
cal, although it would seem to
be a little awkward, particularly
with a table having only two
legs. Most of the hobgoblins
appear to be fitted out with
every convenience for personal
enjoyment, including wings, tails,
stings, &c., although one unfor-
tunate has to be content with a
very large head and a fowl'’s legs
and no trunk or arms.

The witches are quite conven-
tional. Itis a little surprising,

WITCIIES.

HOBGOBLINS,

g

twek L

NN

FAIRIES.
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of, and a toadstool stands handy for refresh-
The moon
seems, on the whole, rather astonished,

ments between the dances.

COWS AND CALVES.

which is really quite excusable in the cir-

cumstances.

We have found a delightful study
of animals—apparently cows and
calves in a shed. Observe their
piercing eyes, all turned upon the
astonished spectator. This may
mean fury, or it may mean blind-
ness, or something else, but it looks
most like hunger. The shed is built
upon the trunks of four trees which
have failed in their legitimate
business, after growing, with great
consideration, exactly at the four
corners of a rectangle. Only the
roof and two sides of the building
have been built (what of is doubt-
ful), in order that the stock may
stare at us from the other sides.

Of course, some of grandfather’s
picture-books were books of fables

HERCULES AND THE WAGGONER.

—Zsop's,and translations and abridgments
of La Fontaine's. We are able to find room
for two illustrations from one of these
books. First we have “ Hercules and
the Waggoner.” Three rather small
horses, driven tandem fashion, have
succeeded in fixing a very long, low-
tilted waggon in a ditch. The wag-
goner, who may possibly be completely
dressed, and wearing a smock, but
whose costume looks uncommonly
like a shirt and nothing else, calls on
Hercules to overcome the difficulty for
him ; although presumably there must
be people at hand in the very extra-
ordinary houses just over the bridge.
Hercules, who doesn't look quite so
weli as when we last saw him, and -is
reduced to a most insignificant club, appears

THE SHEPHERD AND THE WOLVES.

on one of those feather-bed clouds
usually employed on similar occa-
sions. Tospeak more exactly, he
appears to be slipping off; and
threatening serious damage to the
roof just below him. Hercules, it
will be obscrved, was a very large
person, as one might expect.
Then there is the shepherd boy
who cried “Wolf!"” There are
four animals in the picture, and
anybody can see at once which is
the wolf, because he is biting the
countenance of one of the others,
which lies on the ground ; other-
wise it would be difficult. The
shepherd seems to be rather en-
joying the fun, to judge by the
gratified look on his face, and the
gladsome expressions of his legs
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and arms as he hops cheerfully in the left-
hand corner. Baronial castles and moun-
tains, assorted, make an effective back-

ound.

Our little collec-
tion would scarcely
be complete without
something represen-
tative of the legend
of Jackand the Bean-
stalk. One of the old
books yields us a very
instructive  picture,
wherein  we learn
many things. First,
that the beanstalk
was about ten feet
high at most; this
judging by the height
of Jack’s mother, who
is coming after him
with a broom and a
dog in a highly
vigorous and gym-
nastic manner, with-
out stopping to open
the garden-gate. The
castle at the top of
the stalk, too, would
seem to have been
about the size of a
fairly large mantel-
piece clock, and the

JACK AND THE BEANRSTALK.

head of the front door reaches to the
eaves, and is then none too high for the
passage of Jack's energetic parent. Still,

by cutting a picce
out of the thatch a
window is provided to
light an upper floor;
an upper floor about
a foot or so high,and
barely big enough, it
would seem, toaccom-
modate that insigni-
ficant giant of the
castle. If that large
black thing at the
foot of the stalk be
one of the five seeds,
one need wonder no
longer at the size of
the plant, but at the
ability of Jack to
carry the seeds home.

Finally, as a tail-

iece, we print

oah's Ark as it ap-
peared in grand-
father’s picture-book.
It appears, as nearly
as ascertainable from
the portholes, to have
been about a twenty-
eight-gun ship, exclu-
sive of bow and stern

giant—who could almost go into Jack's chasers, of which there are no clear in-
pocket—looks uncommonly like the little dications. The upper part, it will be ob-
weather-prophet who pops out of the old- served, consisted of a neat cricket pavilion.
fashioned barometer. All this, however, Grandfather's picture-book amused and
may be intended as an effort taught many good men in
to conform to the rules of their childhood. Perhaps

rspective ; but still, one the few fragments of it
would like to know a little which are here presented
more about the internal may not altogether fail in
arrangements of that cot- one of these objects to-
tage. Consider it. The day.

NOAH'S ARK.
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JANUARY OUT-OF-DOORS.

YHERE is unusual bustle in the
) rookery this morning. The birds
have returned again from the great
woods in which they have been
roosting since last spring. In 1874
we noticed them actively pairing in
their old trees and seemingly nest-
ing on January 2nd ; but they were
probably choosing sites and allot-
ting boughs to youngsters—* pro-
specting,” as the Americans say—
for the serious business of nest-
making does not begin till quite
late in the month in the earliest of
seasons (in 1863 we noticed it on
January 27th).

In the first field into which we turn (supposing us to
be rambling in the north or eastern shires), two or
three of the rook’s foreign brethren, the hooded crow,
are sure to be seen flapping up from some dainty
morsel into the nearest tree. 'With the strong contrast
of greys and blacks in their plumage, they are hand-
some birds ; but they are sly and mischievous to the
last degree, and, spite of their northern extraction,
seem to possess much of the cunning and rapacity of
the Indian crow, than which a bolder thief does not
exist. They come to our shores in October, and de-
part in April, and while here nothing appears to come
amiss to them—a dead horse or sheep is a welcome
windfall, and they whet their appectites on shell-fish
along the coast, as an epicure begins dinner with a
few oysters. Game preservers remorselessly shoot
them down. In many tracts of Scotland (where they
remain during the year), it is wonderful how any
grouse survive the depredations of these birds on their
eggs. Occasionally they vary their fare by sportively
picking out the eyes of young lambs.
the hooded crow, however, that he manages to laugh
to scorn guns, traps, and nux vomica alike. He is the
only bird which we rejoice to see made up in the
modern fashion into a hand-screen, and, remembering
his evil mode of life, it is with much pleasure that we
inform his enemies that he does make a magnificent
screen, with his strong jet-black bill and head, and his
beautiful grey back.

Extending our walk farther afield on the “fytties,”
or low meadows, say near Great Grimsby, we find our-
selves on ground beneath the level of the sea, Itis
restrained from breaking in by strong banks of earth
and masonry, which are diligently watched and kept
in good repair. As we skirt one of the curious “ blow-
wells "—ponds of circular outiine and great depth—
peculiar to this district, probably a little jack-snipe or
a teal springs up from the lip of rushes which sur-
rounds it, and is shot by our companion. These
meadows are very level, with few trees or bushes, and
generally swept by the keenest of winds in the winter
months. But they are very dry, being admirably

So cunning is

drained by broad deep “dykes,” which run out through
“cloughs” into the sea. There are no fens in this
district; they are to be sought in the south of
Lincolnshire, and at its junction with Cambridgeshire,
Northants, and Norfolk. Their aspect at present would
probably astonish those who only know them from the
chroniclers’ accounts of them in the times of our earlier
kings, from novel-writers, or from such a poct as
Drayton.

But there is the pleasant cry of golden plover, and
five or six of these birds, so highly esteemed by epi-
cures, fly up out of shot, and settle a quarter of a mile
off in the meadow. Itis quite worth an attempt to
get these, but they are so wild in the open weather
that some subtlety has to be called in. The sports-
man hides behind a gnarled hawthorn, or in a dyke,
while we take a long round and endeavour to drive
the plover over him, In vain: they fly too much to
the right. Another tedious circuit, and we have put
them up again, and they fly unsuspectingly over the
bush. Two little puffs of smoke, and down come a
brace, or perhaps three, of these much-prized dainties.

Or it may be a wild duck is secured, which has
strayed down from some inland pond. Another popu-
lar illusion may here be dispelled. Many connect
Lincolnshire mentally with decoys and multitudes of
ducks taken nightly during winter. In point of fact
there is only one decoy in North-east Lincolnshire, at
Ashby, near the Trent. Mr. Cordeaus, in his book on
the birds of this district, states that in thirty-five years
(from 1833 to 1868) carefully kept records at this
decoy showed that 48,664 wild ducks were thus cap-
tured. The greatest number taken in any one season
was 4,287 in 1834-5. In former days Pecnnant, how-
ever, speaks of 31,200 being taken in one season in
decoys in the neighbourhood of Wainflect. These
figures, compared with the few taken at present, show
the decline of wild fowl in the district, and that the
writers of past centuries were not so given to exaggera-
tion as we now rashly deem them.

Such are some of the incidents of this month in
the country. Let us turn back to the garden and the
neighbourhood of man, and see what songsters can be
found in the open weather of January. The robin,
“sacred to the household gods,” trills his best ditty
during any wet and open weather throughout winter.
On a post or rose-bush he defies rain ; it is frost that
cuts his song short. Then he

L 1] ]u‘,es
His shivering mates, and pays to trusted man
His annual visit.”

In the third week of the month the chaffinch may be
heard singing in the orchard ; or, sweeter indication
still of spring, the skylark brings back the sunshine ef
past years with his carolling overhead. The thrush,
however, is the songster usually associated in otir minds
with the opening year. The first spell of warm, soft
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weather, bids him sing from the ash-tree just outside
the garden, in which he intends to build later on in
the season. The blackbird, as a rule, is a fortnight
after him before he begins to whistle,

In an ordinary January, blackbirds and starlings
pair towards the end of the month, and it is the cares
of the nesting time which chiefly draw out the vocal
powers of birds. These latter birds may be heard in
pairs, or two or three pairs together, on the top of a
lime or elm, whispering their singularly monotonous
love-tale one to another,

The last week of January, 1874, was exceptionally
mild and sunny. Thrushes sang every morning in
Lincolnshire ; the buds of the pear were swelling, and
those of the quince already white, We even found
two scented violets by the roadside on the 29th, and
several others had been gathered before that date.
These foretastes of spring are singularly grateful.

In the garden a very fair nosegay of winter flowers
can be collected in January. Winter aconite, meze-
reon, hepaticas, blue and red, primroses, snowdrops,
and crocuses ought to be found in its sheltered spots.
In the wild or spring garden, under the trees, will be
gleaming one or two forward polyanthuses, and plenty
of periwinkle stars, Lichens and mosses will enhance
the beauty of these blossoms rescued, as it were, from
winter’s clutches ; for fine weather in January is as
deceitful as the proverbial one swallow.

Extending our scarch to the flowers of the lanes

-and common, the green hellebore, so called from its
greenish-yellow flowers, is one of the earliest blossoms
of the year. It is particularly attached to the neigh-
bourhood of old houses and abbeys ; it was in such
situations often cultivated, in old days, instead of the
true “ Greek hellebore ” ofthe herbals (&, officinalis),
and belongs to a family of plants of which the Christ-
mas rose is a familiar example. Several *weeds,”
Jhowever, as they are deemed, save by the botaniser in
January, are beforehand with it in blooming. Per-
haps the red dead-nettle is the very earliest bloom of
the year. In the dullest and coldest of weather, this
ought to be found in the first week of January. It is
followed, say a week later, by its congener, the white
decad-nettle ; and then, emboldened as it were, chick-
weed, groundsel, dandelion, and the whole battalion of
garden pests begin to put out flowers. Every broken
cliff, meanwhile, the edges of old quarries, the sides
of shady roads, &c., are brilliant with golden sheets of
furze, and it must be indeed a severe winter which
represses the daisy.

One of the best indications of approaching spring is
found in the common wild honeysuckle. Long before
Christmas, the pearl and emerald of its buds may be

seen peeping out. They take full advantage of every
sunny hour to swell and break into leaf, which takes
place from the last week in January to the last week in
March, according to weather and situation.

Besides the hare and rabbit, few of our common
quadrupeds are now visible in the fields. Torpid and
well concealed, they are waiting for settled fine weather.
The weasel, however, may be seen hunting at times,
With his long lithe body he can penetrate the runs of
rabbits amongst tangled hedge-rows, or the winding
retreats of the mole and field-mouse, with as much
facility as he can glide through the mazy passages
opened by mouse and rat in the wheat-stack, It will
cross a stream on a hand-rail, or with equal indifference
swim over it. Hunger now presses it severely. Woe
to the unfortunate rabbit upon whose track it once
doggedly fastens! Its quest is never satisfied till its
cruel jaws have pierced the poor rabbit’s brain. This
portion of the animal is invariably devoured first by a
weasel. One winter we rescued a sky-lark from one
which was evidently very hard pushed for a meal. The
creature followed us in the hedge-bottom, and on our
placing the lark as we thought in a place of safety,
before we had retired two yards the fell little assassin
emerged from the hedge, and at once made a rush at
the lark. Its first bite was fatal ; the poor bird soon
died ; but we took care that its foe did not dine off it.

Were rabbits the ordinary food of weasels, there
would be little doubt that the stock of rabbits, spite of
their prolific nature, would soon be greatly diminished,
so indefatigable a tracker of them is the weasel.

A familiar sight may often be seen in the flower-
garden on a mild sunny noon in January, like a prelude
of coming spring. This is a Peacock or Red-Admiral
butterfly tempted to a brief flight in the sunshine, from
its hibernation in a hollow tree or under the rafters of
an outhouse.

Beyond cleaning, pruning, &c., in mild weather, very
little work can be done in the garden this month, A
few early beans and peas may be sown in the second
week, and after them, in ten days, spinach, radishes,
and salad herbs. Any bulbs (tulips, narcissus, &c.)
that remain unplanted may be put in the ground
during the first open weather. Those which are show-
ing above the soil must be protected, if severe frost
sets in. All garden walks should be kept dry by
sweeping off the snow, and then a great deal of enjoy-
ment may be obtained from the conifers and evergreens,
whose dark foliage is never seen to such advantage as
when relieved against a background of snow. When
snow-laden these trees and shrubs often present beau-
tiful and fantastic forms, which can be studied to
advantage from a sheltered gravel walk.
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New Years Receptions,

8o many ladies have adopted the method of re-
celving one day in every weck, that it rather in-
terferes with the time-honored observance of the
first of January as a receptien day. 8till it ought
to be remembered that in these iuformal day re-
ceptions, ladies mostly participate, gentlemen not
having the time to take from their business for
matters 80 unimportunt. There {8 no reason,
therefore, why they should interfere with the day
set apart solely for the usc of gentlemen, nor is it
likely that anything Lut failure on their purt to
honor it with due formality, will cause its aban-
donment.

Regularly as the New Year comes round, an-
nouncements are made that the first of January
has ceased to be regarded a social festival, yet, no
sooner has the day actually arrived, than dwell-
ings are swept and garnished, ladies put on their
freshest toilettes, set tempting little tables, and
receive more callers than ever before.

8till the form has greatly changed within the
past twenty years. Tables are no longer elabo-
rately set with substantial viands, but with
light refrcshments of a simple character. Bowil-
lon, coffee, cake, sandwiches, pickled oysters,
and glazed fruits, have taken the place of the
boned turkeys, the hams, the pies, the chicken,
and the tongue of former years. Many la-
dies, Indced, reccive without offering refresh-
ments at all, but this is rather a cheerless way,
for, even though it has become guite common
for gentlemen to refuse to partake of any, re-
serving their appetites very sensibly for a regu-
lar lunch, or dinner, at the house of some inti-
mate friend, it is still desirable, or at least hospit-
able, to have something to offer, and serves as an
oceasional refection not unacceptable to the ladies
who are receiving, as they rarely have time for a
regular meal, if theircircle of acquaintance is large.

The most agreeable way of recciving on New
Years day, and one that is becoming very com-
mon, is for several ladies to meet together at the
house of one, and receive in company. The host-
ess has her house put in order, more or less deco-
rated with vines, plants, or flowers, and prepaifes
or orders beforehand the delicacies which are to
furnish the refreshment-table. A small table is
set the previous evening, if necessary—that is, if
there are not trained servants to attend to it early
in the morning—and upon this are placed plates,
spoons, dishes, napkins, and whatever will be re-
quired, except the eatables. Of course there are
many things which cannot be done until the
morning of New Years day; and it is, therefore,
necessary for those who have to depend upon
themsclves, to rise early enough to make their
sandwiches, cut and fill their baskets with cake,
arrange the fruit, and perform any other neces-
sary duties in addition to the regular breakfast
routine, and the important one of dressing for the
occasion. All this must be done, and the hostess
must be ready to receive her gucsts by half past
ten o'clock at the latest; though it often happens
that callers do not begin to put in an appearance
before eleven. If the lady visitors are bright, in-
telligent, and helpful, and especially if one or two
of them are musical, the day may pass delightfully,
both for the hostess and her guests.

In emall establishments, it is a very good way to
have a turkey cooked the day before, and this
with mince and pumpkin or apple pies, cranberry
sauce, celery, and mashed potato, makes a very
good dinner, to which a caller may be invited who
is sufficiently intimate, if he happens to come in
at the right time, and which can be prepared
without embarrassing the operations of the staff
of domestics, which is usually busily employed in
waiting upon the door, and performing other inci-
dental work.

Dress is more a matter of taste upon this vcea-
sion than upon almost any other that occurs dur
ing the year, Few ladies, however, wear evening
dress, and a low neck s in decidedly bad taste.
The toilette may be artistic, picturesque; and be-
coming as can beé invented, but it is considered
much better for it to present marks of originality
and individuality in the wearer, than to be merely
costly or elaborate, or pretentious, as a full even-
fug dress in the day time would appear.

Decorative Novelties.

Ax odd, and indeed a childish faney, it would
seem, is the placing glass balls—to which are at-
taclied silken strings—in the boudoir and draw-
ing-room or salle de reception. These balls which
are intended to imitate soap-bubbles—and are so
light that they float up or nearly up to the ceiling
—are, however, to some extent a source of amuse-
ment when a variation of the temperature of the
apartment causes them to descend, for, on floating
near, they are found to contain little flends—diables
—of paper, cork, or feather, and little dancing
figurvs dressed like Turks and like Russians. A
French fancy has improved upon the London idea,
which filled the floating glass ““ air-ball ”* with little
stars of metal and paper flowers.

A very pretty fancy is the imitation,in ware,
colored to look like fire-defaced iron, of the an-
tique models for vases, etc, The hue is not un-
like bronze, as to the main surface, on which run
colors, such as appear on iron when it begins to
cool after being exposed to the action of fire. The
sides of these vases are formed so as to look as
though indented by accident, and the whole affair
i8 a very taking imitation of the antique.

One could not exhaust in many pages the enu-
meration of the different ways in which the pres-
ent fancy uses animals, reptiles, and birds in
biscuit ware, china ware—so ealled—porcelain,
parian, majolica, and faience. Dolphins, frogs,
monkeys, cats, dogs, mice, rats, snakes, insects of
almost every description, but especially bectles,
and dragon-fiies, lions, tigers, elephants, leopards,
the tortoise, the alligator, and the lizard, ducks,
peacocks, swans, guinea-fowls, and pheasants ; all
‘these are used to serve in some way for what may
be called useful ornamentation. By this is meant
that each article has, apart from its beauty or
oddity, a use. Each animal, bird, or reptileserves
as a receptacle for cigarettes, perfumery, jowels, or
carde ; thenovelty being in the whimsicality of
the shape, the ludicrousness of such or such an
object being put to such orsuch a use, or, as when
& peacock is made a jewel-casc, a certain quaint
fitness in its adaptation to the purpose. The utter
absurdity of a swan harnessed with ribbon draw-
ing a boat full of cigars ; the preposterous notion
of a lion’s back as a place for depositing cigar
ashes; the inimitable nonsensicality of four upright
frogs cscorting a staggering monkey, whose
strength is supposed to desert him, especially as
to the knees, under the enormous weight of the
jewels in the case upon his back ; the risibility of
a solemn-faced toad under a palanquin, being
fanned by a white mouse, and drawn by four Mus-
covy ducks—the palanquin being so constructed
as to serve for a glove-box—all these define my
meaning.

But for beauty, exquisite beauty of design and
execution, and of the modern style, a pair of vases
lately imported leave far behind anything of like
kind that has been seen lately. The surface is gray,
and resembles satin in gloss ; the ware is exceed-
ingly fine glass—there are many superb novelties in
foreign glassware—and the design represents birds
of the most brilliant hues perched upon autumn
folinge, also of glowing color. But the peculiarity
which makes these vases a triumph of art is that,
owing to the rounded form of the vases themselves

and the management of the color, both birds and
boughs appear to be completely detached from
any under surface, and to stand off from the body
of the vase, thus giving an effect as to light and
positior of which deseription fails to convey an
idea. It is really startling. You see the design,
and then you see the groundwork, but neither ap-
peurs to be incorporate with the other. ZTouching
is believing.

8ome years ago, brass fenders, reaching up so
as to cover the whole grate or wood fire, and at-
tached to the sides of the mantel-plece—an excel-
lent precantion, both against children falling into
the flames and ladies’ dresses catching the same—
were introduced here, and, though expensive to
a degree, were adopted.

Foreign caprice now demands that the high
fender shall be gilt, and some of the very elegant
ones are ornamented with a design, fabric on
fabrie, as, for example, a silver-wire fender on
which is a silver-wire design reprezenting a sala-
mander. Another design has three small mirrors
set into the body of the fender, apparcntly to re-
flect the apartments and furniture. Amother, and
by far the handsomest, has a design of a vine laden
withflowers, and so placed that the fire in thegrate
seems to form the bright and fantastic blossoms
and leaves that creep to the very top. But, of these
fenders, the very plaincst is still a handsome ad-
dition to the furniture of the apartment,

Ege—

An Imperial Ball
at the Winter Palace,
St. Petershurg.

BY MAJOR L. RANEL.

Ex-Sub-Director of the Imperial Iron Mincs, Czarnechef,
Russia.

N

-'rwg HE first I 1 Ball of th
A (G rst Imperia of the
e ‘“)jlﬁ season is an event which cre-
e X ates considerable excitement
/ in the aristocratic circles of
'/ the Capital of the North, for it
Z2) is the signal of the opening of a
long series of private ones and soirées

vember, and is attended by the haute noblesse
in force. Tickets are sent by the Chamberlain
of the Emperor to the number of 4,500.

It was my good fortune to receive one a few
years ago, while on an official visit to the
capital, and I gladly availed myself of the
privilege of witnessing one of those famous
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réunions. All gentlemen not included in the
military or naval service are to wear a court

dress which is so similar to the English one'

which has been so often described that I will
pass it unnoticed. The ladies are also com-
pelled to wear a court dress, which consists of
what is called in France une robe d la Jostphine,
which is simply a very low-necked one which
exposes the shoulders, and portions of the
breasts almost to the nipples, the dress also
has no sleeves, and how the ladies manage to
prevent the corsage from falling and exposing
the whole of their charms has always been a
mystery to me, for the shoulder straps, if I
may be permitted to call them so, seem very
inadequate to the task ; however, be that as it
may they do not {all, and bachelors are cheated
out of the fairest portions of the feminine
charms. Barring this peculiar style of dress,
the ladies can indulge in all colors of silk or
satin, and wear jewels, flounces, laces, ete., ad
libitum, and I need not say that they make
good use of the privilege.

The ball had been fixed for Thursday, tho
25th of November, 1875. The winter had al-
ready set in in earnest, there being not less
than forty-five centimeters of snow on the
ground, and the thermometer indicated at four
o’clock in the afternoon (or rather evening,
for it was night already in this latitude), five
degrees below zero (centigrade). At seven I
entered a sledge, well wrapped up in a pile of
furs, and drove down the Nevski Perspckt, a
magnificent avenue, the finest in the world,
then turning to the right after passing the
grand and beautiful pile known as the Ftat
Major, following along the Admiralty Square
to thesoutheast corner of the Admiralty Palace,
you furn to the left and follow an avenue
which separates the Admiralty from the Win-
ter Palace, thence to the quay along the left
bank of the Neva. It may not be amiss before
conducting my readers into the interior of
this noble palace, to give a brief account of it.

The Winter Palace, the residence of the
emperor and his court during winter, stands
on the left bank of the Neva, on the site of a
house which in the reign of Peter the Great,
belonged to his High Admiral Count Apraxin,
who bequeathed it to Peter II. The Empress
Anne after being crowned at Moscow, took up
her residence in Apraxin’s house, but had it
pulled down in 1754, and rebuilt by Count
Rastrelli by whom it was completed in 1762,
in the reign of the Empress Catherine. A fire
which is sapposed to have originated from a
defective flue, consumed the whole interior of
the palace in 1837, notwithstanding the almost
superhuman efforts made to save it. But it
rose pheenix-like from its ashes more glorious
than ever, and in January, 1840, the first
groand ball was held in the present palace.

The huge pile is now some 470 feet long
and 850 wide, and is four stories high.

The principal entrance, or Perron des Am-
bassadeurs, is from the quay that lies be-
tween the palace and the Neva, while a noble
gateway in the center of the southern fagade
and directly in front of Alexander’s Column,
leads into the great court. Early as it was
when I reached the palace, the approaches
were already well filled with strings of sledges.
A regiment of the Guard was drawn up in

front of the palace and several squadrons of
dragoons occupied the Place de 1’Etat Major.
My isvoschiek having driven his sledge to the
main entrance, I alighted, and my servant led
the way to the vestibule, where the invited
guests present their cards of admission, and
are then conducted to a large cloak-room,
where the wrappers are taken off and checked.

That done, a servant in blue and gold livery
conducts you to the foot of the Grand Stairs, a
magnificent flight of marble steps that lead to
the state apartments; at the head of which
stands the famous Winter Garden, & magnifi-
cent conservatory, 120575 and 60 feet high ;
here are tall palms, and & host of exotic plants.
The whole is lighted by means of colored
lamps hung in the branches of the trees,
which gives the appearance of an enchanted
palace. The light is soft and subdued and
resembles a bright moonlight more than any-
thing else.

Here young cavaliers and coy maidens come
and rest among the charming nooks scattered
through the intricate mazes of this artificial
garden. Here and there one mects with
pretty little fountains whose basins are alive
with gold fishes.

Having passed along the side alley of the
garden, you enter the White Hall, a magnifi-
cent room in white and gold ; next comes the
Gallery of the Ficld Marshals, hung with the
portraits of those who fought against the great
Napoleon, that of the Iron Duke occupying
the upper end; from thence you are conducted
to Saint George’s Hall, the largest and most
magnificent of the serics, some forty in num-
ber. It is 140x80 and 45 feet high. The
ceiling, which is divided into compartments
beautifully frescoed, is supported by a triple
row of magnificent white marble Corinthian
columns. Here I found a large crowd already
assembled, and a couple of friends who ini-
tiated me,

It being but little after eight, I had plenty of
time to look around before falling into line to
receive their majesties, This noble hall is
hung with paintings representing the most
important battles fought on land and sea, from
the battle of Poltawa, 1709, io that of Kersk,
1855 ; victories as well as defeats, for Inker-
man, Alma, and Balaklava stand side by side
with Leipzig and the passage of the Berezina;
but the most siriking feature of this enchant-
ing hall, is the bouquets of wax candles which
encircle the marble columns, for which pur-
pose over four thousand wax lights are used.
The art of illuminating at night is nowhere so
artistically done as in Russia, where candles
are still happily preferred to gas; which latter
every lady krows, does not produce that charm-
ing electric fire on jewels, or that lovely and
soft tint to the complexion.

The guests continued to pour in. It was a
fascinating scene to the stranger to see the
charming dresses of the ladies in every imag-
inable color flitting past yon with a musical
rustle. To see the beautiful forms, so lithe
and graceful, of the young ones, and the
stately and majestic airs of the matrons, and
the simperings of the dowagers.

“Who is that Juno?” we ask of our friend,
as a lovely girl with raven black hair and

sparkling eyes passes by us.

¢ That,” replied he, ‘‘is the Countess
Rumianzoff, and that young one yonder who is
talking with that young captain of engineers,
is the daughter of Count Paskevitch ; she is
worth two Rumianzoffs, Come, I will intro-
duce you.”

8o saying, we crossed over and I was duly
introduced. He had told the truth, for she was
a Venus. Tall, lithe, and graceful, there was
an innate nobility in the carriage of the girl's
head, an innate grandeur in the gaze of her
large black eyes, and in the lines of her finely
proportioned head, which was of the purest
Greek mold, that made her irresistibly strik-
ing and beautiful. She wore a Joséphine
dress of two shades of moss-green silk and
erépe ds chine, the skirt of the dress of light-
est shade, with drapery and corsage of crépe
de chine. The neck was cut in the orthodox
square shape, exposing her beautiful bosom to
the nipples of her breasts, trimmed with an
inner tucker of lace (point d’Angouléme).
Her train was about eighteen inches long, and
as she walked across the hall, swept with a
majestic curve.

*“I believe,” said she, “that I have seen
your portrait at Count Uruski’s. Do youknow
him ?”

I answered in the affirmative.

“Then I am right ; but, pray, is this your
first visit here ¥’ she asked.

¢ Yes, mademoiselle,” I answered.

 Then I will show you the rules which our
dear Tzarina Catherine laid down.”

So she made o movement to cross the hall,
and I, of course, offered her my arm. We
went into the hall of Peter the Great, which
contains a fine picture representing le Grand
Monarque attended by the Genius of Russia,
and thence into the Romanoff Gallery, which
is richly frescoed and which contains the por-
traits of the reigning house since Michael
Fedorowitch, and those of their consorts. At
the upper end on the right and alongside the
door which leads into the Neva Gallery is a
white Carrara marble tablet which contains the
following rules in letiers of gold, and in
French :

1, Leave your rank outside, as well as your
hat, especially your sword.

“2. Leave your right of precedence, your
pride, and any similar feeling outside the
door.

““8. Be gay, but do not spoil anything, do
not bhreak or gnaw anything.

“ 4, Bit, stand, dance or walk as you will,
without reference to anybody, not except-
ing the Tzarina,

5, Talk moderately and not very loud, so
as not to make the ears ache,

“@. Argue without anger and without ex-
citement.

¢ 1. Neither sigh nor yawn, nor make any-
body dull or heavy.

8. In all innocent games, whatever one
proposes, let all join.

9. Do not preach the gospel here, nor give
lectures on morality.

“10. Eat whatever is sweet and savory, but
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drink with moderation so that each may
find his or her legs on leaving.

“11. Tell no tales out of school, whatever
goes in at one ear must go out at the other
before leaving.

*12. Make love, dance and be merry, for to-
morrow we die.

“ A transgressor against these rules shall
on the testimony of two witnesses, for every
offence drink a glass of cold water not except-
ing the ladies, and further read a page of
the Telemachinde* aloud. Whoever breaks
any three of these rules during the same even-
ing shall commit six lines of the Telemachiade
to memory. And whoever offends against the
eleventh rule shall not again be admitted.”

“ What do you think of them ?” asked Made-
moiselle Paskevitch. I had no time to an-
swer when Prince Dalgouski, the son of the
late Minister of War, and the friend of Irving
tapped me on the shoulder, and said, * Allow
me my dear Major to congratulate you.”
“What for?” I asked. ““ Oh! hear him, Made-
moiselle,” said he with a smile, and then to
me, ““ Why, Major, for your good fortune in
making the conquest of Mademoiselle.”

““How do you know, Prince, that Major
Ramel has made a conquest of me?” said she
with an arch smile.

‘“ Never mind how I know it, but come, ma
chére demoiselle, what were you trying to do
with my friend ; give him a lesson of eti-
quette?”

““Yes, Prince,” I replied, ‘ Mademoiselle
was kind enough to do so0.”

““Well, I intended to do so myself, and was
hunting for you when I met you, but as I see
that you have found & more able and agreeable
teacher than I, I will leave you in her charge,”
By this time the band began to play a march and
Mademoiselle Paskevitch said that it was time
for us to fall in line to await the entrance of

their majesties. So we returned to St. George’s |

Hall and found a large and gay company al-
ready taking their respective places. *“I shall
leave you now, Major,” said my fair cicerone,
“‘as I have to take my place, but will be happy
and I know father will too, to see you again,
You can meet us in the Alexander Hall near
the battle of Eulm.” So kissing her proffered
hand, I left and started toward the quarters as-
signed to the officers of the Corps des Mines,
I bhad no difficulty in finding the place for
Prince Dalgouski had very kindly sent me the
Court-Manual together with my billet d’entrée.
- The guests generally form into a double line
two deep from the door leading into the grand
corridor which separates the private apart-
ments of their majesties from the state ones;
and reaches according to the number present
up to the Winter Garden and sometimes®far
into it. The first group nearest the door con-
sists (see plan) of the Diplomatic Corps, includ-
ing the ladies and foreign visitors, the Ambas-
sador of France occupying the post of honor,
that is the nearest the door on the right, while
directly opposite is the British Ambassador,
next the French are the Prussian, Italian, and
American ambassadors, and next the British,
the Austrian, Turkish, and so on. Then

* By Tretiakofeky, an unfortunate native poct whose
muse was thus reviled.

come the princes, and & host of them there
are ; then the army and navy officers, counts,
barons, and officers of the various depart-
ments, the officers and members of the Aca-
demy of Sciences, and others. One would
expect that such a crowd would be numan-
ageable, but, on the contrary, in fifteen minutes
each was in his appointed place. It- was a
grand and fascinating sight, this array of glit.
tering uniforms, rich dresses, beautiful forms,
and dazzling jewels. But hark | the imperial
band strikes up the national hymn, the empe-
ror is coming, every face is turned toward the
door, and presently it is opened with great
ceremony, and the Grand Master of the House-
hold enters, staff in hand, followed by a retinue,
then comes a pause, and the tall and majestic
form of the Autocrat of the North appears in
the doorway. He is dressed in the uniform of
a general of the Guard, and the solitary star
of St. Andrew shines on his broad chest. On
his arm leans a noble-looking lady of perhaps
forty (she looks only that, bui is, I believe,
forty-seven), dressed in & lovely white satin,
with drapery and waist of blue satin of the
lightest shade, the lower skirt trimmed with
lace ruffles, headed with a band of embroid-
ered satin, in gay colors, The overdress and
corsage is trimmed with a single rufile to cor-
respond. The neck is cut low, in the orthodox
fashion, but does not expose more than one-
third of the two breasts, and, at the apex of
the échancrure, between the breasts, she wears
& magnificent brooch of huge diamonds, in the
shape of a star. The dress is fastened in front
with diamond buttons, and the overdress is
looped up, on the left side, with a magnificent
diamond pin. Her hair was dressed in curls
and loose loops with flowers (roses and came-
lias) between, the whole surmounted with a
noble diadem. She looked every inch a queen,
and, as she made her appearance, a murmur
of applause greeted her. She and the empe-
ror bowed gracefully to the French Ambassa-
dor, and, saying a few words, repeated the
same to the others ; then they walked the en-
tire length of the double line, returning on the
other side of the hall, the band, in the mean-
time, playing national airs, This ceremony
ended, the Imperial Guard band struck up
Strauss’s beautiful piece, *“ L'Invitation & la
Valse,” and couples began to form, the empe-
ror taking for partner Lady Elphinstone, a
young and lovely countess, and a relation of
the British Ambassador. The sets being
formed the emperor opened the ball by dane-
ing with his fair partner ‘‘ La Varsovienne,”
followed by the empress with the French Am-
bassador, and the grand duke with Mademoi-
selle Von Manteufle, the daughter of Marshal
Count Von Manteufle, the hero of Amiens, and
the grand duchess with Count Grachioli.
Next followed Gounod’s *“ Marche Romaine,”
in E flat, and next Beethoven’s beautiful waltz,
* Le Réve de Gertrude,” in B flat, after which
groups began to form in the various halls.
Tables had been set in the Salon de Réserve,
where the elderly gentlemen sat down to a
game of whist or écarte, while the hall of Peter
the Great was reserved for the matrons and
dowagers, The young ones of both sexes who
did not choose to dance made for the Winter

Garden, and there, amidst the luxuriant exot-

ies and in the soft twilight, told to each other
the old, old story. There was no formality.
no pride or haughtiness—all were equal. The
young lieutenants of artillery elbowed amighty

| prince, and the daughter of the academician

the grand duchers herself. The emperor
went from group to group, and talked pleas-
antly to all, and joined in the hilarity,while the
lovely empress and the grand duchess flitted
from one hall to the other, talking, smiling,
and nodding to every one. What a contrast
with the stiff and formal balls at Buckingham
Palace or Windsor! There one must always
be on the look out not to turn his back to the
queen, for it would be an unpardonable sin to
do so, and no one dares to presume to address
that haughty personage, lest he might get
kicked out by some flunkey in red and gold.
But here, at the Winter Palace, the emperor
and empress, and the grand dukes, can be
addressed by any one, and they do not care or
notice whether one turns his back to them or
pot. After the opening waliz I went to
meet my fair friend and found her, and
she introduced me to her father, who was at
that moment talking to General Eauffman.
The count was very civil, and, in his turn,
introduced me to General Kauffman. * Oh,”
said he, I believe I have heard of you, Major.
Are you not the author of that monograph
on the geology of the Province of Daghistan?”
I told him I was. **Then,” said he, “I1 knew
your father. I served under him as lieutenant
when he built the bridge at Tulla. Iam happy
to meet you.” But the band was beginning
to sourd the invitation to ‘ Gertrude’s Dream,”
so I asked the honor of dancing it with Made-
moiselle Paskevitch, which she graciously
granted. As we went back to St. George’s
Hall, she asked me, ‘Do you see that old
gentleman near the sea fight at Revel? That
is Prince Demidoff, and that general who
speaks to him is General Ignatiefl.” *Who
is that lovely lady by the caryatide yonder?” I
asked. She smiled and said, **Oh, she is a
Jfriend of Edhem Pasha, a bearish looking
Turk.” We scon reached 8t. George’s Hall,
and were soon whirling around. The waltz
over, I conducted her to a seat, and we were
soon joined by a young nobleman, who came to
claim her for the next. ‘‘You must excuse
me, Major,” said she; ““but I promised to
dance the next with Count ; but I will
find you a partner.” So saying, she left me
with the Count, and then returned with a
friend of hers, Mademoiselle Orloff, to whom
she introduced me. We had just seated our-
selves, and were drinking & sherbet, when the
emperor passed, and stopped. ““Ahl Mesde-
moisclles,” said e, *“ you seem to be enjoying
yourselves.” And then turning to me, who
had risen, “ Pray sit down, sir. I see you are
a stranger here,” and pointing to the Cross of
the Legion of Honor on my breast, “and a
Frenchman, too.” ¢‘ Your majesty must for-
give me,” said my fair friend, * for neglect-
ing to present Major R. to you.” ¢ No apolo-
gies to me,” said his majesty ; “but you owe
one to the Major.”

He smiled and bowed, and went to the next
group. The next dance on the programme
was a polka mazurka, and I led my new part-
per on the floor. We danced as freely as in
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a private hall, and constantly elbowed somel

great gun. At twelve, supper was served in
St. Andrew’s and St. Michael's Halls. In the
former were laid out parterres of delightful
verdure, and exotics, and fruit trees, while a
double row of tables extended down the hall,
each overshadowed by & beautiful tree in full
leaf, under which the ladies and their dutiful
knights, in groups of eight, partook of an ele-
gant supper. The table services were of
sterling silver, and of the most exquisite de-
signs. At the upper end, raised on a dais,
stood the imperial table, which commanded
the whole view. Champagne and other wines
were served ad lilitum, and justice was done
to them by all. After supper the *“ Mazeppa
Galop” in E flat, by André Quidant, was
started, in which all joined, then Gottschalk’s
“ Rayon d’Azur Polka ”’ in F sharp, and next,
Wehli’s ** Marche Cosaque ” in B flat, after
which their majesties retired, and dancing
flagged for a while, the young ladies and cava-
liers preferring a ramble in the Winter Gar-
den, or a fée-d-téte in some window recess.
But toward three, it recommenced with vigor,
and was kept up till five.

It would requise a volume to do justice to
this charming soirée, and & dozen to describe
the various elegant toilets of the ladies. I
have seen balls at the Tuileries during the
empire ; balls at Buckingham Palace, in the
ealons of Prince Metternich, at Vienna, and in
Devonshire House, but the Grand Imperial
Ball of the Winter Palace beats them all, not
only in the richness and gorgeous appoint-
ments of the halls, but in the wonderful dis-
play of feminine beauty. Nowhere have I
seen such an immense number of lovely faces
and graceful forms assembled, and for rich-
nesg and beauty of dresses, and grand display
of noble jewels, it stands ne plus ulira. Dur-
ing the whole night, two regiments of the
Imperial Guards are on duty in the adjoining
halls, and their martial bearing and fine disci-
pline attract the attention and command the
admiration of all who are connoisseurs in mili-
tary affairs. By half-past four, pcople began
to leave, and long lines of sledges moved up
to the Perron des Ambassadeurs as their re-
spective numbers were called out by an impe-
rial crier. Having danced the last two polkas
with my fair young friends, 1 followed the
crowd, and went down stairs, escorting them
to the ladies’ dressing-room, from which they
soon emerged wrapped up in furs to the nose.
I would surely not have recognized them if
they had not called me, and we got into the
count’s huge sledge, and drove to his magnifi-
cent palace on the Nevski Perspekt, where
he insisted on my coming in to *warm up,” as
he said. This kind hospitality to strangers is
one of the admirable traits of all Russian noble
families. They seem to take delight to make
a stranger feel at home, and will suffer con-
siderable inconvenience and loss of time to
show him around. I have found the same
warm-hearted hospitality in all classes: the
middle, and even the poor and humble peas-
ant will put the best of his humble and scanty
fare on the table, and will give him the best
bed and best room, if he has it.

Thus ended the most fascinating and bril-
liant soirée that I ever attended.

PLAY oF BT. GEORGE's HaLL, WinTER PALACE. show-
ing the stations of the various Ambaxsadors, Nobles,
Military and Naval Officers and others, while in line
during the progress of their Majesties. From the
Tinperial Covrt Nanual.
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1 French Ambaszador, 21 Artillery Officers,
2 Britizh " 22 Infantey
8 Prussinn " E "
4 Austrian Lid 24 Cavalry =
5 Itnlian o 25 Engineer Corpe,
6 Turkish b 26 Naval Officers,
7 American * n - w
8 Spanish bl 2 Judgies of Imp. Courts,
9 Swedish e 29 Connts,
10 Portuguere ¢ 80 =
11 Dutch v no-
12 Belgian “ 52 Barons.
18 Danish " 33 Academy of Scienee.
14 S8wies Chargd d"Affaire. 34 **  of Belles Lettres.
15 Princes. 35 Corpe des Mines.
m o« 36 * deaPontet Chausies
17 Ministry of Forcign * 37 Ecole de Médecine,
8 *  “ War, 38 Imperial Univershty.
19 “ # the Kavy. 39 Members of the Bar.
20 @ Tnterior. 40 I'lebei and rag rI-
fins.
A Door by which the Emperor cnlers.
B * opening on Corridor.
€ % Dby which the Emperor leaves,
D ¢ « “ e re-cnters St. George's Hall.

New Years’ Receptions,
(Large 8pread.)

BANDWICHESR,
(Chicken, Ham, and Tongue.)
Bonewp Turkey. PicKLED OYSTERS,
BARDINES,

CHICKEN SALAD, LoBsTER 8ALAD,

Frueir.
(Apples, Oranges, Grapes, Figs, Nectarines.)

Ik CreaM. CHARLOTTE RUussE,
CAKE,
(Assorted.)
Morroes, CONFECTIONERY,
JELLIES,

NuTs AND Ruisine, CoFFEE AND CHUCOLATE,
LEnoxkADE,

NEW YEAR'S RECEPTION,

HANDWICHES,
{Tongue or Ham.)

SLICED MEATS,
CHICKEN S8ALAD,

BARDINES.
PickLED OYSTERS,

Frurr,

(Apples, Oranges, and white Grapes.)
MorTors, NuTs AND RAIsSINg,

CAKE.

CUNFECTIONERY, AssORTED CAKES,
COFFEE AXD LEMOKADE,

Salads are garnizhed with egg-rings, olives, and
celery hearts.
8liced meats with parsley.
Bardines with pargley and sliced lemon.
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S8MALL S8UPPER (for party.)
SANDWICHES.
PicELED OYSTERS.
CHRICEEN SALAD,

Ham, ToRGUE, AND- CHICKEN BLICED, for side
dishes.

BARDINES.

Ice CrEaM,

AusORTED CAKE. MOTTOES,
NuTs AND RaIsins: CONFECTIONERY.

CHARLOTTE RUSSE.

Fruit.
COFFEE. LEMONADE,
BUPPER (fur large party.)
OYSTERS.

(Raw, Pickled, Fried, and Stewed.)
CHICKEN SALAD. LoOBSTER BALAD.
SANDWICHES.

(Chicken, Ham, and Tongue.)
SARDINES. CiIcKEN CROQUETTRS.
Sricep Ham, ToNGUR, AND CHICKEN,
LuBsTER PATTIES, OYSTER PATTIES,

JELLLY.
UHARLOTTE Russe,
Ice Cream,
CompoTes oF FrRUIT.
Disit oF Fruir.
(Oranges and Grapes.)
NuTs AND CONFECTIONERY.
LEMONADE.

Cbicken Croguettes.—Miuce very fine some cold
chicken, put it in & pan with a little stock, a table-
spoonful of eream, a little salt and nutmeg, and
the right thickness of flour, Let it boil well, then
pour it in a deep dish, and put it aside to get cold.
Divide it into parts, form them into emall balls or
eylinders; roll each in fine bread crumbs, then
egg over with the yolk of cgg beaten. Roll again
inbread erumbs and fry not too brown. S8crve
ornamented with parsley.

Lobster Patties.—Line the patty pans with puff
pasete, and put into eucr & small piecce of bread.
Cover with paste, brush over with cgg, and bake
of a light color. .‘ake as much minced lobster
as fsrequired, £ 11 acd sixdrops of anchovy eauce,
lemon juice, an’, eayenne to taste. Btir it over the
fire for five minutes, remove the lida of the patty
cases, take out the bread, filll with the mixture,
sud replace the covers.

Oyster Patties.—Scald two dozen oysters in
their own liquor, beard them, and cut each one in
three pieces. Put two ounces of butter in a slew
pan, dredge in sufficient flour to dry it up. Add
the strained oyster liguor with the other ingredi-
ents. Put to the oysters, and let them-heat gradual-
1y but not boil. Malke the patty cases as directed
for lobster patties. Fill with the oyster mixture
and replace the covers.

Chicken 8alad.—Cut cold boiled chicken in bits
about the size of a shelled almond. Have twlice as
much celery as chicken, clean it thoroughly and
Jeave it in ice-water for an hour or more. On
taking it out, wipe, and cut it about as thin as cu-
cumbers are sliced. Mix it well with the chicken,
Cover with mayonnaise and garnish with lettuce
leaves, egg-rings, beet-stars ang olives.

Mayonnaise: One table-spoonful of dry mustard,
two even tea-spoons of salt, a small pinch of cay-
enne, half a gill of vinegar, half.-a pint of sweet
ofl, one raw egg. Mix the mustard, salt and pep-
per w.ch one and a half tea-spoonful of vinegar in
& large bowl, add the egg and beat well. Pour jn
the ofl, in & continuous thread-like stream, keep-
ing up a brisk beating. When well beaten and
like a thick batter, add a gill of vinegar slowly.

Lobster 8alad,~Pick the meat from the shell, ent
intonice square pleces, tut np some lettuce and mix
together. Make a dressing of four table-spoonfuls

Braxe ManGge.

WATER IcFs,

CoFres,

lot oll, two of vinegar, one of mustard, the yolks I the flour, lastly the vanilla. Use a thick custard
of two egwe, and cayenno and salt to taste. Rub ' beween the cakes and a white or chocolate icing
smooth together, forming a creamy-looking sauce, ; over the loaf.
and cover the lobster with it.  Garnish with sliced | Jelly Cake.—Make “ Drop-Cake " as follows :—
cucumber pickle, egg-rings, parsley und cold beet 1 Take one pound of flour, lacking threu even table-
cut in fancy shapes. : spoonfuls ; one pound of sugar, quarter of a pound
Piokled Oyaters.—Place the oysters In & sauce- | of butter, two gills of sweet wilk, one and a hulf
pan, let them simmer in their own liquor for about ; table-spoonfuls of baking powder, and five eggs.
ten minutes very gently. Take them out ome by  Mix the baking powder and flour thoroughly
oue, place them in a jar, cover them, and when ! together. Creamn the butter, and add the sugar
cold add a pickle made as follows: | with enough of the milk to make them mix casily.
Measure the oyster liquor. Add to it the samne | Add the yolks of the eggs, and beat well, then add,
quantity of vinegar, one blade of pounded mace, ' altemately, the milk, the beaten whiles of the cgys
one strip of lemon peel, and cloves, and boil five | and the flour. Butter the jelly-cake pan, drop the
minutes. When cold pour over the oysters and batter in one-fourth of av inch thick. Put them
tie them down very closely. i in the oven and watch closely. They should bake
Macaroons.—The whites of three eggs beaten to | in a very few minutes, Put jelly between the
a stiff froth, add half a pound of desiceated cocoa- : cakes, aud cover the top with plain icing.
nut, balf a pound of rolled and sifted crackers, ; Compote of Oranges.—Peel six oranges, remove
and an even tea-spoonful of extract of Litter al-!' a8 much of the white pith as possible, and divide
mond. Drop them upon a greased paper, in a I them futo swall picees, without bresking the thin

dripping pan, and bake a light brown.

Geneva Kisses.—Beat the whites of four cggs
until perfectly stiff, then stir in very gently nine
ounces of granulated sugar. Have ready a board
about an inch thick, and about the size of a drip-
ping-pan, cover the top with paper; then, with a
table-spoon, put on the board portions of the white
of ezg and sugar, the shape you desirc; place
them in a slightly heated oven, and when a light
brown cover them with paper. They require to be
in the oven an hour, or until quite hard to the
touch. Take them off with a knife, putting them

improvement.

‘Walnut Wafers,—~Half a pint of brown sugar,
half a pint of walnuts, taken from the shells, three
cven table-spoonfuls of flour, one third of a ten.
spooa of ealt, and two-eggs. Beat the eggs, add
the sugar, salt, and flour, then the walnats. Drop
the mixture on buttered paper, and bake till
brown.

New Year's Cake.~Three and a quarter pounds
of flour, one of butter, half a pound of sugar, one
pint of milk, two tea-spoous of cream of tarlur,
one of soda and caraway seeds.

Plum Cake.—Take two cups of sugur, one of
butter, one cup of milk, oné tea-spoonful of salera-

cfent flour to make a stiff batter. Beat this well
together, add half a pound of chopped and stoned
raisins, half & pound of currants, washed and dried
Dby the fire, and one quarter of citron, and bake in
a brisk oven.

Hickory Nut Cake.—One pound of flour, one
pound of sugar, three quarters of a pound of but-
ter, six eggs, two tea-spoonfuls of eream of tartur,
one of soda, and half a cupful of sweet milk.
Beat the cake thoroughly, and then stir in a small
measure of hickory nut kernels, bake in a steady
oven.

together in pairs. A little vanilla fluvoring is an

tus, & tea-spoonful of essence of lemon, and suffi-

{ skin with which they are surrounded. Make &
| syrup as follows : to every pound of sugar allow
a pint and s lwlf of water. Boil the sugar and
water together with the rind of au orange cut into
thin strips. Carefully remove the scum asit risea,
When the syrup has been well skimmed, and is
quite clear, put in the pieces of orange, and sim-
mer them for five minutes. Take them out care-
fully with a spoon, without breaking them, and
arrange them on & glass dish. Reduce the syrup
by boiling it quickly until thick. Let it cool alit-
tle, pour it over the oranges and when cold it will
be ready for table.
. Charlotte Russe,—Cover an ounce of jeinglass
i with cold water, place a welght upon it to prevent
| its floating, and soak two hours. Line molds
. with thin strips of sponge cake, sticking the edges
! together with white of egg. Scald one pint of
! milk over bolling water, beat the yolks of four
eggs, and add six ounces of sugar, pour the hot
milk on them ; take the isinglass from the water,
lay it fir the hot custard, then stir the whole over
the boiling water until a little thickened, and put
aside to cool. Whip one quart of cream in a deep
+ bowl and lay the froth on the shallow side of the
sieve. Relurn to the bowl the cream that has
drained through the sieve and whip as much of it
as possible. What cannot be whipped may be
added to the custard.

‘When the custard is cool and quite thick, beat
it very thoroughly with the whipped cream, then
pour it in molds and place on the ice.

Boned Turkey.— After the turkey has been
drawn and singed, wipe it inside and out with a
clean cloth, but do not wash it. Take off the
head, cut through the ekin all around the firet
joint of the legs and pull them from the fowl to
draw out the large tendons. Raise the flesh first
from the lower part of the backbone, and a little
also from the end of the breast bone, if necessary.
Work the knife gradually into the socket of the

White Cake.—Four ounces of hutter, three gills | thigh. With the point of the knife detach the
of milk, one and a half pints flour, one pint of | joint from it, take the end of the bone firmly in
sugar, one and half tea-spoonsful of eream of tar- the fingers and cut the flesh clean from it dovn to
tar, three quarters of a tea-spoonful of sods, two{ the next joint, round which pass the point of the
eggs, the whites whisked to a stiff froth, bitter ' knife carefully, and when the ekin is loosened
almonds to the taste. Beat the butter aud stigar | from it in every part cut round the next boue,
together, add the yolks and beat until very light, | keeping the edge of the knife close to it, until the
then stir in the ‘milk, in which the soda s dis-| whole of the leg is done. Remove the bones of
solved, the flour with wheh the cream of tartar i ° the other leg in the same manmner. Then dvtach
sifted and the whites of the eggs, alternately. . the flesh from the back and breast bome sufficient-
Add the almonds and bake in paper-lined pans. | Iy to enable you to reach the upper joints of the

Mountain Cake.—Fourounces of butter, one gill i wings, Proceed with thesc as with the legs, but
of corn-stanch, oue gill of sweet milk, three gills' be careful mot to plerce the skin of the second
of fine sugar, three gills of flour, one tea-spoonful ! Joint. The merry thought and neck bones may
of cream of tartar, sifted with the flour, half a tea- ' now be cut away, the back and slde bones taken
spoonful of soda dissolved in the milk, one tea- | out without being divided, and the breast bone
spoonful of vanilla, and the whites of five eggs. ! carefully separated from the flesh. After the one

Cream the butter, add the sugar, milk, and com-in:ma!ning bone is removed turn the fowl right
starch, and the whites, beaten stiff, alterately with ' side outwards and fill with forcemeat.
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The Strand, 1892

A VESTRY MEETING.
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AN HOUR BY SEVEN DIALS.

EVEN DIALS has
almost achieved a
respectability of

squalor. For so long
past has its name been
associated in our
minds with all the
worst vices of lower
London life—~with over-
crowding, dirt, disease,
drunkenness, poverty,
and crime—that it
¥#\ scems to be entitled
£5) to a feeling of vene-
' ‘1,‘ ration on account of
i;,i, its extremely long ser-

vice in the cause of
pauperism. Itis such
a very hoary-headed
sinner. Most Londoners know its grimy main
thoroughfare well, and country visitors shun it, or
pass through it with ill-concealed trepidation. Rural
clergymen steering southward from Oxford Street
to the Strand find themselves wandering in its un-
savoury ramifications, and then, seeking the assist-
ance of the law—as represented on the spot, in a
blue coat and a helmet—escape from the neighbour-
hood, and are inclined to regard themselves as some-
what of adventurers: as, indeed, they are to some
extent ; for “ The Dials,” as its population term it,
eontains some highly irregular characters. Ever since
the reign of King William IV. it has been inhabited
by the dregs of the London population—the lawless,
the drunken, and the immoral.

But they are not always fighting. Therehas been a
disposition amongst some writers on this and similar
neighbourhoods to keep up an idea that the inhabitants
are always tearing one another to pieces, and a treatise
on Seven Dials has never been complete without its
pair of viragoes, with clenched fists and streaming hair.
We think the public have been rather overdosed with
these illustrations of the bellicose nature of the Seven-
Diallers. It cannot be denied, indeed, that they have
a habit of carrying their domestic differences into the
streets for settlement, and that logic is less relied on
than bad language. But the police are never very far
off, and, abandoned and reckless as some ladies of the

Dials may be, they do not relish a night in the police-
station. Fights are, on the whole, exceptional, and
arise from public-house influence, and a disinclination
to confine domestic troubles to the family circle—a
difficult thing when that circle is restricted to the
use of one room. When persons who quarrel cannot
get away from one another—cannot go and sulk in
different parts of .the house—it is very apt, indeed, to
lead to consequences we deplore.

The chief articles of commerce dealt in by “The
Dials”? are ballads and birds. For the first-named it
has been famous for many a long year. Here were
manufactured the “last dying speeches and confes-
sions” of all the unfortunate criminals whose names
swell the annals of the Newgate Calendar. Look at
this dirty little sh.op, with its mud-spattered window
full of roughly-printed old-fashioned ballads of “ The
Farmer’s Boy” and “The Bailiff’s Daughter,” topical
catchpenny songs upon great lawsuits or social scan-
dals, dismal accounts of great disasters at sea, which
are readily bought and then howled dismally in the
streets, as you, my London reader, have doubtless
heard them, and wondered where and how the rhymes
were strung together. Listen to this account of him-
self by one of the local poets: * The little knowledge
that I have, I have picked up bit by bit, so that I hardly
know how I have come by it. I certainly knew myletters
before 1 left home, and I have got the rest off the dead
walls and out of the ballads and papers I have been
sclling. I write most of the Newgate ballads now for
the printers in ‘The Dials,’ and, indeed, anything
that turns up. I get a shilling for a copy of verses
written by the wretched culprit the night before his
execution. I wrote Courvoisiér’s sorrowful lamenta-
tion. I called it ‘A Woice from the Gaol’ I did
the JZelegy, too, on Rush’s execution; it was supposed,
like the rest, to be written by the culprit himself, and
was particularly penitent. I didn’t write that to order,
but I knew they would want a copy of verses from
the culprit. A man read it over and said, ¢ That’s
the thing for the street public.’ I only got a shilling
for Rush. Indeed, they are all the same price, no
matter how popular they may be. I wrote ¢ The Life
of Manning,’ in verse. Besides these, I have written
¢The Lament “of Calcraft, the Hangman, on the De-
cline of his Trade,’ and many political songs.”

Although the trade in birds hardly seems so exten.
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sive as it used to be, ene has only to walk through the
central thoroughfare and look to the right and left, to see
what a number of feathered songsters are imprisoned
in this grimy neighbourhood. It is one of the remain-
ing scandals to the metropolis that such a large trade
on Sunday morning is done here. Any Sabbath day,
about eleven or twelve o’clock, the streets are as full
as if a fair was going on. Crowds of mechanics,
costermongers, labourers, and “roughs® loiter and
lounge about the pavement, while vendors of penny
ices, penny tarts, penny combs, penny watch-chains,
penny toys, and many other articles which that puis-
sant coin the penny commands, endeavour to cultivate
a trade in the roadway. Amongst other odd things, a
brisk trade is being done in penny glasses of sarsapa-
rilla, working men in numbers swallowing the frothy
black mixture as an enterprising herbalist draws it from
an engine in his shop. The bird-shops are all open
and in full swing. Above the noise of footsteps and
voices, the constant “click-click-click-click ” of the un-
fortunate little prisoners of the cage is heard, as they
hop unceasingly from perch to floor, and from floor to
perch. “Sixpence a cock lark,” cry the dealers, “nine-
pence a cock linnet, and a shillin’ a cock goldfinch !”
while pigeons, cockatoos, parrots, and poultry appeal
in turn to the taste of the intending purchaser.

But where do all the little birds come from? You
doubtless have met, reader, in one of your suburban
walks, a couple, or perhaps a bevy, of somewhat ill-
conditioned fellows clad in inconsistent garments, and
carrying in their hands little square parcels, tied up in
perhaps an old check pocket-handkerchief. You may
have caught sight, too, of a stuffed goldfinch or linnet
protruding from the pocket or parcel of one of the
party. The behaviour of these persons is (unless
they are very drunk or very tired) rather “rowdy,”
and their conversation, if you should chance unfortu-
nately to overhear any, is anything but select., These
are the merchants who supply Seven Dials with its
staple article of commerce ; these are the bird-catchers
by whose devices the little warblers of our woods and
gardens are captured and transported from freedom
and their native home to captivity and St. Giles’: for
which we cannot help thinking the public, which keeps
up the demand for these little prisoners, is in some
measure responsible; for if no one bought them
there would be no inducement to the populace of
Seven Dials to leave their beds and sally forth on a
Sunday morning to ensnare their feathered victims,
and bring them to this grimy neighbourhood—fit only
for human beings to breathe. But we are getting
sentimental. Ahem! “Sixpence a cock lark, nine-
pence a cock linnet, and a shillin’ a cock goldfinch 1”?

And this place was once a village near London—
St. Gilesin-the-Fields is its parish church called to
this day. There was a time, in its very earliest days—
that is, nearly 200 years ago—when Seven Dials had a
decidedly respectable character, but it possessed, un-
fortunately, a sort of halfway house between Newgate
and Tyburn Tree, and here the wretched felons con-
demned to public execution used to stop and be pre-
sented with a bowl of ale. This custom was the

beginning of the fall of St. Giles’, for it gave the
neighbourhood a stigma and a taint from which it
may date the decline of its respectability. Previously,
the stern Puritans of Cromwell's time had looked
most strictly to the morals of the place, and inflicted
fines—and got them, too, as the parish register testifies
—for offences, which if paid for now in the same way,
would go far to relieve the anxieties of the Chancellor
of the Exchequer. Look on this picture of the times :

“1641. Received of the Vintner at the Cattin Queene
Street, for permitting of tippling on the Lord’s Day,
41 10s.

“1645. Received of John Seagood, Constable, which
he had of a Frenchman for swearing three oathes, 3s.

“1645. Received of Mrs. Thunder, by the hands of
Francis Potter, for her being drunk and swearing
seven oathes, 12s.

“1646. Received of four men, travelling on a fast-
day, 1s.

“ 1646. Received ot Mr. Wetherill, head-borough,
which be had of one for an oathe, 3s. 4d.

“1652. Received of Mr. Huxley and Mr. Morris, who
were riding out of town in sermon-time on a fast-day,
118.”

The “Vintners” nowadays, who * permit tippling on
the Lord’s Day,” are in much less danger, we are
afraid, than in 1641. Mr. John Seagood’s toll of a
shilling an oath if now enforced would fill the parish
coffers to overflowing, while as to Mr. Wetherill’s
penalty of 3s. 4d. for the same peccadillo, it would
necessitate the largest and most reliable security for
Mr. W. as collector. And what shall we say of the
two gentlemen who were caught riding out of town on
a fast-day ? There were no excursion-trains in those
days, or what harvests of fines would have been
gathered !

In spite of these vigorous efforts to reform Seven
Dials, it kept its head obstinately turned in the direc-
tion of gin and squalor. The Doric ¢olumn with the
dial-stone, from which the district took its name, was
set up in 1694, and is thus spoken of by Gay—

“ Where famed St. Giles’ ancient limits spread,
An inrailed column rears its lofty head,
Here to seven streets seven dials count their day,
And from each other catch the circling ray ;
Here oft the peasant, with inquiring face,
Bewildered, trudges on from place to place,
He dwells on every sign with stupid gaze,
Enters the narrow alley’s doubtful maze,
Tries every winding court and street in vain,
And doubles o'er his weary steps again.”

A very good authority, however, declares that there
never were seven dials at all, but only six, as two of
the streets faced into one angle. The column kept its
position about eighty years, and then there got into cir-
culation a report that beneath its base was concealed
a treasure. Great curiosity and excitement thrilled
through “The Dials,” and the pillar was pulled
down., Whoever would have been the owner of any
treasure-trove was grievously disappointed, for nothing
was found ; and no one seems to have had the courage
or spirit to replace thecolumn. It was afterwards taken
to Weybridge Green, and, surmounted with a ducal
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coronet, served for a memorial to the Duchess of
York.

And “ The Dials ” sank lower and lower in respect-
ability. It became an assembly of the idle, the

drunken, fugitives from justice, political refugees, &c.,
and atheism held there its headquarters as of right.
It may be imagined what condition of public morality
existed, when it is stated that in those days, before the
existence of licensing Acts, nearly every house sold gin.

But sulky and Bohemian as Seven Dials tried to be,
it could not resist the touch of nineteenth century

civilisation, and the influence of true Christian philan-
thropy. The Rookery, which was a mass of vile
courts, alleys, and houses, has been entirely de-
molished, and a large set of new industrial dwellings
erected in its stead—while a ragged-school, Sunday
schools, and missions work profitably in the district.
As we have before hinted, some of the worst features
of the Sunday trading are dying out, in deference to
the slow but resistless power of public opinion; and
it is certain that, even for Seven Dials, there is a
good time coming. A. H.

A FEW SAMPLES PER RAIL.

——

N old gardener of our ac-
quaintance was sent up to
town in charge of a horse.
He received many direc-
tions from his master as
to his route; his mistress
went with himtothestation,
and bought for him a re-
turn ticket. The distance
from London was only
twenty miles, and William
returned in safety in the
evening.

The next morning, when
accounts were being in-

spected, an item for
“My train” attracted
attention,

“What is this ?” inquired the mistress.

% That be for my journey home, missus.”

“But I gave you a ‘return.’ Did you lose it?
Half of your ticket should have been given you in
London.”

“Lor-a-mussy, mum ! be this it?” quoth William,
pulling from his pocket the missing half. “I did
wonder at he for giving of it back to 1.”

There are not many so untravelled nowadays as
that William. A different company pass us by as we
stand for a few minutes on the platform at Charing
Cross or Victoria, at about five o’clock in the after-
noon, to watch a few trains go out, laden with their
human freight. By far the largest number of passen-
gers are men. “ Paterfamilias” may be labelled at
once, from his habit of carrying to the nest some
morsels for the fledglings, or for the mother bird—a
basket of fish, some blue-enveloped fruit or dainty
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vegetable, a long brown paper parcel from the
draper’s, a very bulky toy, and the like. Newspapers
and books too, he invariably purveys. Young men in

** PATERFAMILIAS.”

a violent hurry are numerous ; they scrambled in the
morning to catch the train, they rushed through their
work all day, and now they dash along the platform
as the guard holds the whistle in his hand. The slow
ones are not missing ; they have spotless shirts and
collars, unspotted gaiters, and glossy hats. They are
never in a hurry—it is “ bad form ” ; and though they
may be annoying to their quicker brethren, it is not
certain that they fail
to get through a fair
amount of work in the
twenty-four hours,
There are some youths
(usually wearing spec-
tacles) who carry par-
cels of books, and read
all the way home,
others who gossip in- Ji=x%;
cessantly, but most {{fuf"!
who smoke—
and think. The
ladies form a
largecontin-
gent : they have
been shopping,
or lunching out,
or servant-hunt-
ing, and are
occasionally as
fractious as children, with fatigue and the rush of the
hours in town ; generally however, they greet their
Adolphus or Henry with a smiling face, having bought
“Dbargains” or met pleasant friends, and go to the

‘“\WHO READ ALL TIHE WAY §
HOME.™

suburban home with him, pouring their happy experi-
ences into his attentive (?) ear.

“ A day in town” is a more important part of life in
the outskirts than most of us recognise, How anxi-
ously materfamilias inquires about trains and distance
from stations, before she will consent to look at the
house in the suburbs pater declares to be the “ very
thing.” Can she get up to her favourite shop? Will
she be able to pay her calls on town friends? Can she
go to the picture galleries? If not, it is uscless to talk
to her ; a Paradise would not suit the mater.

But the travellers whose ways are most engaging
are those bound on long journeys, and who take their
places in club trains or Pullman express. One man
will lounge carelessly down the platform to find his
traps well placed by the porter who knows his ways,
and before the engine has cleared the station he is
ensconced with the latest paper well in hand, the

““HE HAS LOST HIS TICKET.”

rug disposed comfortably, and “a few hours’ quiet”
the uppermost thought in his mind. Another will
have a hundred questions to ask at the moment of
starting ; he wishes to show his ticket—he has lost
it ; he hunts in every pocket, his eye-glass falls on the
window.-rim and smashes, his cap tumbles off between
the carriage and the platform, and as the train goes
the final glimpse the porters have is of a bareheaded
person wildly waving something in his hand, as the
engine slows round the curve.

“My lady” is interesting to watch. John Thomas
and Perkins have been on the platform some time,
having come down in a cab with the luggage. Perkins
will not quit her hold of the dressing-case until she
can place it beneath the feet of her mistress; she for-
gets that her evident anxiety about the square leather-
covered package labels it as containing valuables. My
lady comes, with a tall daughter, perhaps, and takes
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her place in the comfortable arm-chair: for her, tra-
velling brings no annoyance, and very little fatigue.
She has only to take her place, to quit it, to go into

*THE MUCH-TRAVELLED LADY.”?

rooms at delightful hotels, to find all her accustomed
knick-knacks in their usual places about her, to see the
sights,admire the views, and come home againrefreshed.

The young lady who is travelling on business starts
in quite another fashion. She is dressed in a quiet
ulster, with a hat to match ; she looks rather sad and
harassed ; the friend who comes to see her off
plagues her with inappropriate questions, perhaps;
and the society of John Thomas and Perkins will not
much amuse her. We wish her don voyage, and a happy
home in whatever situation she is going to undertake.

Then there is the much-travelled lady, who has
patent contrivances for all kinds of * usefuls.” Not
content with a “hold-all” like a mammoth bolster,
she has a bottle of eucalyptus, another of eau-de-
Cologne, a compressible bonnet, a writing-desk five
inches square, a stylographic pen, a small case of
homeeopathic medicines, a filter, an enamelled tum-
bler, cases for scissors, needles, cottons, pincers,
tweezers, tickets, stamps, passport and letter of
credit, a candle in a silver tube, a luncheon basket,
and a box of matches. These odds and ends she
strings about her person or disposes in the carriage
netting, to be “handy.” Small wonder is it that, when
wanted, a special article is not to be found.

There is the talkative traveller, who, whether man
or woman, is usually- a woeful bore. To sec his
fellow-passengers is at once to make him long to know
all about them; whence they came, whither they are
bound, whether they have a family, and many other
things, actually seem to interest this voyager. He
tells his companions the name of every station, the
history of every place of note within ten miles of either

side of the line, and his talk is generally in large capi-
tals, interspersed with notes of admiration.

The silent traveller is another variety. The man
who will go from London to Edinburgh without once
letting his voice be heard is, perhaps, an extreme
example, but there are many whose motto seems to be,
“ Be check’d for silence, but never taxed for speech.”

Then there are those as to whom one wonders why
they travel. Nothing amuses or interests them. They
gaze with vacant stare on renowned rivers, historic
castles, glorious woods, town and country, as they pass
by. They never know whereabouts they are, and the
only thing of which they are sure is the name of the
home they left. We once sat next a lady at a Zfable
d’iite, of whom we asked * whether she had been at
Bologna ?”

“ Oh no,” was the answer.

Her husband remarked, in an audible whisper—

“That is where we came from yesterday.”

“] forgot,” she amended ; “ we were there yester-
day, and we are going to Turin to-morrow.”

This stopped the conversation, as we were in Turin
at the moment !

We came up from Scotland one year with three
ladies, who had joined company for * mutual help and
comfort.” One of these was wearing a handsome silk
dress, and a velvet mantle that was positively magnifi-
cent. Will she lean back? we thought, as Carlisle
was passed, and she sat upright—immovable. At
Lancaster the ladies descended in search of tea, and
she of the gorgeous raiment was the last to return.

“Do you see how uprightly she sits ? ” inquired one

‘*WILL SHE LEAN BACK?”

of her friends of the other. “It makes one ache to
see her. Why does she do it ?”
“My dear,” was the reply, “can’t you see she is
afraid of spoiling that mantle ?”
Ivor MERLE.
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A PAINTED SILK OR SATIN PIANOFORTE
FRONT.

THE want of designs among amateur artists is so often felt that this one, which
would do admirably for a pianoforte front, may be helpful to some readers of
THE GIRL'S OWN PAPER.

There are two ways you can enlarge it if you do not wish to do so merely
by the eye. The first is by the ¢ pentagraph,” which can be purchased fora
few shillings. This is entirely a mechanical method, and as the design is a long
one, you would have to enlarge it in sections.

Another plan is to divide the design uﬁ into say ome quarter or one third of
an inch squares by drawing lines lengthways these distances apart and then
crossways. If you want to enlarge it to say three or four times the size of the
original, you have only to make corresponding squares on fine paper three or
four times the size of those dividing the design and then fill thess in with the
corresponding portions in the original design. This method of *squaring "
guides you in getting your proportions correct, but you must go over it after-
wards, trusting more or less to your eye if you would avoid the *wooden"
appearance the enlargement will have if you merely fill in the various squares
purely mechanicagclly. . Lo

Having obtained a drawing the size you wish to paint it, you must transfer
it to the silk or satin, and as we propose to paint on a very delicate colour,
this must be done carefully, The ordi carbon paper would do provided
you do not press your hand on it as you follow the design over with a hard

int. A piece of tissue-paper rubbed over with a little ordinary stove black-
ead, which must be well rubbed in so that no loose black-lead remains on the
surface of the paper, would do almost better, as you only want a delicate
outline just to guide J:u in the painting. .

The first thing to do now is to outline the design, and I think diluted Indian
ink is the best thing to use, as it is easily applied and is indelible. But it must
not be used too strong, as on white silk or satin your painting should be
delicate. It should be thinned down to a grey. Use a fine sable rigger for
outlining, following the design with feeling and with a certain freedom, as the
merit of your work will not lie in a slavish adherence to the original, but in a
spirited and spontaneous rendering which is much more to be considered than
painstaking accuracy. N

The Japanese paint silk in a delightful way, and if my readers could refer to
some Japanese paintings it might give them some valuable hints very helpful
in their own efforts.

Water-colours are the best for silk painting, as they are more easily handled
and are more delicate than oil. Advantage should be taken of the transparency
of water-colours, so as to obtain the maximum of fair effect with transparent
washes : in fact, treat water-colours as though they were dyes. The for
white flowers could be obtained by cobalt blue and yellow ochre Eut on highly
diluted, leaving the silk untouched in the lights, which can be heightened if
desired with a little Chinese white. The flowers of the may might be very pale
rose madder, with deeper rose madder for stamens, The yellows of the polyanthus
narcissus should be aureolin for the petals, and Indian yellow for the centres.
This_colour would also do for centres of ox-eye daisies, The wild anemones
should have pinkish stems and pinkish buds.

The leaves of the narcissus in both cases should be glaucous or grey-green,
made with cobalt green toned with yellow ochre, and even a little pure cobalt
made very thin might be used in the lights. The flower-stems themselves should
be dark green, viridian, and Indian yellow. The pansy and anemone leaves
should be a cold green, say Prussian b¥ue and raw sienna, while the grass should
be varied, washes of yellow ochre, gamboge, cobalt green, blended or glazed
one over another, gradually getting ﬁghter and greyer in the distance, so as not
to interfere with the positive ns of the foreground. The greens in the
hawthorn and ox-eye daisies should be juicy, gamboge and Prussian blue,
viridian and aureolin, cobalt green and Indian yellow affording good tones
which can be varied infinitely.

The colours should be applied with camel-hair brushes, and should be
Roated on, as it were—i.e., the brush should always be fully,charged with
colour ; but, of course, be very careful not to drop colour where it is not wanted,
for nothing will take the stain out of the silk.

The birds are bullfinches, and it would be as well to refer to some stuffed
specimens if ible (if live ones are not to be seen) for the colouring. Many
amateurs make the mistake in getting birds too gaudy in colour. They arc
sufficiently emphatic in the design as not to need having attention called to
themselves by garish colour. Warm browns made of burnt sienna and black
with yellowish grey for the under side of wings should be the tone aimed at ;
but do not get them too heavy in colour. Keep the whole scheme light and
delicate rather than strong.

Cobalt used very thinly might be painted on the plain portions of the design
instead of leaving it white; but this would require to be ggne very carefully, as
it should be perfectly even and show no brush-marks. It would perhaps be
advisable to slightly damp the silk with perfectly clean water where this blue is
to go. Then have plenty of the tint, which must be light, in a saucer,
and put it on evenly with a largish camel-hair brush, If this were done, then
there would be no necessity to use Chinese white for the lights in the white
flowers, The leaves might be touched up in the light parts with a little
opaque colour made by adding Chinese white.

Il a dark silk, such as dark indigo blue or black, be used, then the colours
must all be mixed with Chinese white to make them opaque; but even then it
would be well to glaze over the solid colour with transparent washes of colour.
Only so much white should be used as will make the colours solid.
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PRECIOUS STONES; THEIR HOMES, HISTORIES,

INTRODUCTION.

“ Dumb jewels often in their silent kind
More than quick words do move a woman's
mind.”—T%wo Gentlemen of Verona.

OF the many exquisite things nature turns out
from her laboratories, precious stones camry
away the palm both for beauty and fascination.

e mystery of their origin, the peculiarities
of their mative homes, their special charac-
teristics, their medicinal qualities, their rarity
and great value, the romances and tragedies in
whicﬁrethey have played oonsgicuous parts,
together with their marked influence on the
lives of individuals and nations intensify our
interest in them and sharpen our curiosity
concerning them.

Beautiful and wonderful specimens as they
are of nature’s handiwork, they do not as a
rule shine in all their splendour until they have
passed through the bands of man; but this
we shall see for ourselves as we follow each
gem from its ancient home until, in its perfec-
tion, it adds fresh grace and beauty to the
persons of the rich and the great.

All through the ages the method adopted
by nature to form and perfect these has
been enveloped in mystery, and, notwithstand-
ing the intellect and knowledge which have
been brought to bear upon this subject by suc-
cessive gencrations, nature still manages to
baffle us, and she has evidently no intention of
gratifying our curiosity as to her process of
manufacture.

One or two facts, however, the genius of

By EMMA BREWER.

man has wrested from her, for example, that
she carries on her work in a particular class of
rock and mountain, and that the materials
she uses are quite of a common kind such as
carbon, alumina, clay, and silica, with which
we are all acquainted. A French scientist,
Mons. Babinet, noting this fact, says, *It
would seem as though the mighty creative and
organising Power had chosen to manifest its
omnipotence by 'L)roducing the most valuable
substances from the most ordinary elements.”

But, when we come to the detail of nature’s
work, we are brought to a standstill, for she
has not yet informed us how she brought
together the elements of the stones, nor how
she solidified the liquid or vaporous matters,
for they could not have amalgamated in a solid
state, nor even in a powdered form. Scientific
men believe that she employed one of three
means—volcanic heat and pressure, the aid of
foreign material to dissolve the solution, or the
slow decomposition of vegetable matter, but
which they cannot decide. Nor do we know
how long she takes to form and complete
these gems.

One thing, however, is quite evident, viz.,
that no workshop on the earth’s surface has
ever produced such treasures as the laboratories
beneath it.

Pliny said *that in gems we have all the
majesty of nature gathered in a small compass,
ami that in no other of her works has nature
produced anything so admirable.” Yet con-
sidering her boundless wealth of material and
working power, it is surprising how small a
number of precious stones have found their
way into the world. Of course there may be
many waiting and in readiness to be discovered,
either by the skill of man, or by the [reaks of
their “B{other Nature,” for her method of deal-
ing with them is often curious. She produces
them with the utmost care, sparing neither
skill nor time to render them the most perfect
of her treasures, and, when at length there is
nothing more to desire, she wraps them round
with quite common garments, which hide from
view their exquisite form and colour, and with
scant courtesy starts them on their career.

Not till the hand of man has touched them,
and with skill removed their coverings do they
stand forth in the light pure, transparent,
splendid, fit emblems of all heavenly graces.

The object in writing these articles on pre-
cious stones is to introduce the rcaders of THE
GirL'S OwN PAPER to their ¢ habitats” or
native homes, whether in mountain, rock, sea,
or river, and to Dbring before them their

AND INFLUENCE.

characteristics and influence, and lastly to
gather up their histories, which are often
stranger than fiction.

The study is one of fascinating interest, and
could we trace the individual career of some

s we should understand many an enigma
in the history of nations, and gain a deeper
insight into the mysteries of the human heart.

Not only have precious stones been favourites
of wealth and fashion, but they have been
studied with passionate devotion by men of
science, and Mons. Babinet says that ¢ the
study of gems, which may seem frivolous when
looked upon as mere ornaments, appears in
another light when considered with regard to
important questions of trade, and as connected
with the two sciences of minerals and optics.”

It would be of great interest if we were only
to study under what conditions of soil, climate,
and labour nature forms them; indeed, those
who bestow upon precious stones the attention
they deserve will %e gradually led to acquire
some knowledge of the geography, mineralogy,
physics (natural objects) and chemistry of the
countries which produce them.

It seems to us that everything that brings
before us the treasures ;? Nature and the
exercise of the genius of man upon them must
be a healthy and interesting study, and one
which lifts the mind above the petty cares of
daily life.

In the study of precious stones, our thoughts
go at once to the diamond as the king of them
all, and as the most valuable; and yet this is
not exactly correct, for the ruby has ten times
the intrinsic worth of the diamond. But I do
not pu to commence with cither of these,
but rather choose the pearl as being specially
the ornament of unmarried girls, for it is of all
gems the most fitted to represent purity, grace
of form, and exceeding worth.

CHAPTER 1.
THE PEARL.
“As the rain from the sky

‘Which turns into pearl as it falls in the

sea.” —Zhomas Moore,

“QOcean’s gem the purest of nature’s

work."—Dryden.,

PEARLS are the only gems that derive
nothing from art, and any attemrpt to improve
them or increase their worth often turns out
a complete failure.

Unlike other members of the aristocratic
family of gems and lErecious stones, they are,
as a rule, perfect in their native condition both
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as to form, colour, and purity. Their home or
habitat is altogether peculiar to them, for
while other gems are formed and brought up
within the mine, pearls are born and bred be-
neath the water. Their origin is surrounded
with mystery and has afforded matter for the
imagination and poetic fancy in all ages of the
world, for as we all know from experience,
whenever a thing is incomprehensible it gives
occasion to the wildest conjectures.

An idea very widely accepted was that
pearls were the tears of angels captured by the
oyster ; while another er&run]ly pular was
that they were formed of drops of rain falling
into the open shell. This last is expressed in
a quaint Oriental fable which runs thus: “ A
drop of water fell one day from a cloud into
the sea; ashamed and confounded on finding
itself in such an immensity of water it ex-
claimed, * What am I in comparison with this
vast ocean ? My existence is less than nothing
in this boundless abyss.” While it thus dis-
coursed of itself, a pearl shell received it into
its bosom, and fortune so favoured it that it
became a magnificent and precious Pea.rl
worthy of adorning the diadem of kings.

An ancient writer expresses this same
thought in the following words : * On the 16th
day of the month Nizan, the oysters rise to
receive the rain-drops, which are afterwards
made into pearls.” Again, ¢ Columbus must
have been astonished when he and his mari-
ners, being in the Gulf of Paria, found oysters
clinging to the branches of trees, their shells
gaping open to receive the dew which was
afterward to be transformed into pearls.”

All these ideas are quaint and pretty, but
alas! not at all like the real facts.

‘We feel almost angry when we hear natura-
lists describe these most costly of products as
mere deformities, and yet there is truth in the
statement, for there is no doubt that pearls are
formed by the oyster for the purpose of
rendering harmless to itself the intrusion of
any irritating substance, by coating it with suc-
cessive layers of matter, like to that with which
it lines its shell, or it may be an effort of the
oyster to mend its shell from within after some
injury done to it.

A interesting example of this may be
seen in L-yhe following incident related by Mr.
Streeter.

“ A shell was lately left at a jeweller’s con-
taining a fine pearl valued at £200. The
owner thinking it would be more valuable if
removed from the shell, gave the order for this
to be done, and a piece of rotten oak was found
at its base.”

Two scientific French gentlemen being very
curious as to the origin of the pearl, opened
several of them and invariably found in the
interior some foreign body like a small grain of
sand, and were satisfied that this accounted
for the formation, though not of course for its
size, shape or beauty.

Linneus believed l{at the pearl had its origin
in a hurt received by the oyster, and it was this
belief suggested to him the idea of creating the
disease in the fresh-water mussel of Sweden,
and thus manufacture pearls at will, but the
attempt failed,

The Chinese, however, have been success-
ful up to a certain point ; for instance, they in-
sert tiny leaden images of their deities within
the pearl-bearing oysters which gradually cover
them with nacre.

But for whatever reason or pu pearls
are formed there is no doubt that they excel in
value and surpass in beauty the choicestefem
of rock or watercourse. ey were valu
the Persians more highly than. gold or any
other article of adornment, and the Egyptians
have always regarded them as the most
cious gift of the ocean in which they have their
origin, and worthy of the honour of decorating
their deities.

Among the Romans they were regarded as

symbols of beauty, purity and nobility, and as
emblematic of marriage. There is a celebrated
engraving on a sardonyx in Rome representing
the marriage of Cupid and Psyche, who are
joined together by a string of pearls, the ends
of which are in the hand of the god Hymen.

The passion for pearls and other gems was
carried to such an extravagant height in Rome
that even Julius Czesar thought it time to curb
it, He issued an edict prohibiting the use of
pearls to all persons who were not of a certain
rank, and unmarried women were forbidden to
wear precious stones or pearls, The conse.
quence of this was that marriages increased
considerably throughout the empire, for on no
account would they be deprived of their orna-
ments.

Pierre de Rosnel, writing in the seventeenth
century, shows how highly pearls were appre-
ciated even then by the Romans. ¢ The
pearl,” he says, “is a jewel so perfect, that its
excellent beauty demands the love and esteem
of the whole universe.”

Among all Eastern nations they are sup-
posed to be possessed of the power of pre-
serving the viriue of their owners, and as an
emblem of maiden purity, it is the custom still
at weddings in India to present a pearl to the
brid

e.

It is believed that pearls were among the
earliest substances ever employed as orna-
ments, and as far back as we can look into
antiquity they occupied the highest rank
among them, but by what nation or indi-
viduals they were first worn cannot be defi-
nitely stated, though every circumstance points
to India and the Hindoos. It is to the East
we invariably turn for every rare and beautiful
production of nature, whose office it is to charm
the sense of man or gratify his vanity. An old
historian says, ¢ The beds of the rivers of India
are of gold, and the waters flow calmly as
though unwilling to disturb their rich sands ;
the sea also casts up on its margin an abun-
dance of pearls and precious stones, and herein
consists the greatest wealth of the inhabi-
tants.”

In the Hindoo mythology gems play an
important part. Vishnu is represented in the
forin of a handsome youth blazing with light ;
in one of his four hands he has a shell, in
another a lotus flower, in a third a club, and in
the fourth aring—a sudarsim—which, with the
precious stone on his breast, sends forth a light
that illumines the whole of the Divine
abode.

The high honour in which precious stones
and pearls have always been held is shown in
the Bible, where we find them used to denote
the highest degree of excellence and perfection.
For example, the new Jerusalem was rcvealed
to St. John under the figure of an edifice
whose foundations were of precious stones,
its walls of jasper, and each of its twelve doors
formed by a single pearl.

The parable of the ¢ Pearl of great price,”
and the pbrase “casting pearls before swine,”
show that in our Saviour’s time it was recog-
nised as costly.

The pearl, with its unpretending and quiet
lustre, 1ts chaste loveliness and elegant sim-
El;cit}' of form has been a greater favourite with

sterns than even the diamond. It has,”
says an old writer, “a fairness which so well
befits and adorns the ladies who wear them
that it would seem as though nature had
made it on purpose for them.” It has been
said that there is only one object in nature
more beautiful thana ], and that is a beau-
tiful woman. The Talmud illustr;llites téis by
the following story: ¢ On a ching Egypt,
Abraham lo%ked?lp Sarah Eip;mbox that none
might behold her dangerous beaut{. But
when he was come to the place of payin
custom, the collectors said, ¢ Pay us the cus-
tom,” and he said, ‘I will pay the custom.’
They said to him, * Thou carriest clothes?’

and he said, ‘I will ﬁmy for clothes.” Then
they said to him, ¢ Thou carriest gold ? ’ and
he said, ‘I will pay for my gold.” On this
they further said to him, ¢ Surely thou hast the
finest silk ? * He replied, ¢I will pay custom
for the finest silk.’ Then said they, ¢ Surely
it must be pearls that thou takest with thee ?*
and he only answered, ‘I will pay for pearls.’
Seeing that they could name nothing of value
for which the patriarch was not willing to pay
custom, they said, ‘It cannot be but thou
open the box and let us see what is within ?’
So they opened the box and the whole land of
Egypt was illumined by the lustre of Sarah’s
beauty far exceeding even that of pearls.”

Beautiful and marvellous as these works of
nature are, I think the most wonderful thin
about them is the common material of whic
they are formed. Twenty-three parts of their
composition are carbonate of lime and water,
and one part of some gelatinous matter which
serves o bind the whole together. As arule
these are the same materials of which the
shell of the pearl oyster is formed, only that
in the latter there is a little more vegetable
matter. Althouﬁh there is so great a resem=
blance between the pearl itself and the shell of
the creature producing it, yet while the former
is of s ing value, the mother-of-pearl
shell only fetches from £100 to to £200 per
ton.

So although we cannot fully and accurately
answer the fool’s question in King Lear,
¢ Can’st tell how an oyster makes his shell ?*
we are able to say of what it is made, and Mr.
Streeter, who has bad a pearling fleet for
many years in the eastern seas, with scientific
men on board, says that it is absolutely certain
that the shell grows from within and not from
the outside, and he gives the following as a
proof. * There was found by our fleet in 1884
a shell that at a certain period of its growth
had been broken, probably by a turtle, but the
oyster had su ed in secreting fresh layers
of nacre within before harm came to it, and
the old accident was only dectected by the
fracture at the back of the shell.”

The oyster, although making use of the
same materials for the forming of pearl and
shell does not build them in the same way, In
the first the layers, which are very thin, are
concentric, that is having a common centre
like an onion ;- while mother-of-pearl has its
layers more or less parallel, so that the latter
can never have the same optical effects as the
former. The outer layer of the pearl is friable ;
the second is full of little cells in which the
colouring-matter is deposited, and the inner
ones are of a more foliated character. The

eculiar lustre of the pearl is not derived
rom the substance of which it is formed, but
by the varied reflection of light from the soft
and gentle unevenness of its surface. I asked
one of the greatest authorities on pearls what
caused the variety of colour in the pearl, and I
give you his answer. ¢The pearl, when
taken [rom a healthy oyster, is everything one
can wish ; if, however, the oyster goes out fre-
quently to dinner and gets bilious, its pearl
becomes yellow, and if it has fever its pearl is
blackish.,” Many shells in sea and river pro-
duce pearls, but the finest called Onent
arls are found in a peculiar oyster, the
t of which are known as the Meleagrina
Margaritifera.

This high class pearl-bearing oyster differs
greatly from the common oyster in that its two
valves are equal, also that it has the power of
spinning a kind of web which it can cast off
and re-form at pleasure, enabling it to attach
itself to bank, stone, or any other object; it
has also in a small way a power of locomotion,
none of which characteristics are to be seen in
the common kind. The Meleagrina, like all
other oysters and mussels, produce a very large
quantity of spawn, but so much is swallowed
by its enmemies that only a small portion
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succeeds in settling in its submarine habitat
which is generally at a depth of from 36 to
48 feet, The pearl is generally found in the
soft part of the oyster or attached looscly to
the shell, and to Le in really good condition
the oyster should beat least three or four
years old.

The pearl-bearing oyster is very much
tormented by a little creature called the Zonea,
which is very fond of feeding on it, and makes
an entrance for itsclf by piercing the shell,
The oyster resents this and rolls the pearl up
out of the way of mischief, and uses against the
intruder a little bag of acid which it carries in
its beard, in the meantime making for itsclf a
fortification with the over-flow of milk. And
now it is time to enquire in what parts of the
world we are to look for the habitats or homes
of pearls, and by what process they are con-
veyed to ours.

n ancient times the principal fisheries or
homes of pearls were in the Persian Gulf, the
Indian Ocean, the Red Sea and Ceylon.
These are still flourishing, but we have now
additional ones in North-West Australia and
America all well inhabited. As the methods
of fishing are, in the main, the same, we will
look into the pearl’s home at Ceylon, because
it was not only well known to the Pheenicians
who traded here for pearls, but is even now
one of the most prolific owing to the great
care with which the fishery is conducted.

The special habitat of the pearl-bearing
oyster isin the sand-banks off the west coast of
the island in the Bay of Manaar about twenty
miles long. These banks are favourites because
they are sandy and inters, with small
ratches of madrepore—a submarine substance
ike coral—to which the pearl-oyster attaches
itselfl. They are arranged in seven lots which
are worked in succession one every year.
Should a portion of the bank be left longer
than seven years it is thought that the pearls
would so inconvenience the oysters that they
would void them.

Early in the sixteenth century people of all
classes collected here to the number of fifty or
sixty thousand all intent on obtaining pearls, or
at all events interested in the pearl harvest.
In the seventeenth century the Dutch made
this a very popular fishery by allowing the
divers twenty alternate days to fish for them-
selves, and as many as two hundred thousand
people assembled here at the fishing-time.

In the eighteenth century, owing to some
quarrel between the Dutch and the Rajah, the
beds were left untouched for thirty-six years,
from 1760 to 1796, at which time the English
gained Ceylon and reaped the benefit of the
rest, which resulted in 1798 in a net profit of
£140,000.

The fishing commences in February and con-
tinues until the middle of April, and great are
the preparations made for it. The flcet con-
sists of a hundred and fifty boats, each being
from eight to fifteen tons burden, without
decks, and with a stage on each side from
which the divers descend.

The crew of each boat includes a master or
head pilot, ten divers and ten other men who
manage the boat and look after the divers, and
last, not least, a shark-charmer, without whom
the men will not stir. The distance between
the shore and the baunks is about twelve miles,
and the time of departure is ten o’clock at
night, the signal being the firing of a cannon.

The obtaining of pearls is a very difficult and
dangerous operation, and those whose occupa-
tion it is submit themselves to long and sevcre
training ; they are restricted to a particular
dict, and for some time previous to the fish-
ir,lg scason their limbs are rubbed daily with
oil.

When the day arrives for the fishing to
commence, the divers meet on the shore and
offer up their devotions, fee the shark charmers,
and on reaching the banks strip themselves of

their dress, except a cloth round their loins,
stop their cars with cotton wool, compress
their nostrils by means of an instrument made
of horn, and bind over their mouths a sponge
soaked in oil which resists the water for a
certain time. A net is fastened round their
bodies, a heavy stone of reddish granite and of
certain shape, weighing from twenty to twenty-
five pounds, is hung on their feet for the pur-

of hastening their descent, and in their
right hand a knife. So furnished the divers
throw themselves down the pearl bank, five at
the time. .As soon as they are down they cast
off the stone from the [feet, and with the knife
loosen the oysters from the bank and collect
them in the net; the average time of remain-
ing under water is a minute or a minute and a
half, in which eight or ten oysters are obtained.
A signal is given and the men are at once
drawn up, and while they gain breathing-time
the other five divers go down. Native divers
will descend forty or fifty times in the day,
but the effect of this constant submersion and
the strain on the nerves is seen in the faintness
and bleeding from ears, nose and mouth of the
men at the end of the season. The enem
most dreaded by them is the shark, and if
alarmed at the near approach of one a diver
signals to be drawn up to the surface, none of
the others will go down on the same day. Few
of the men engaged as pearl seekers live to old
age, but while they can work they receive good
and fixed wages. I hear that the majority of
the divers in Ceylon are Roman Catholics and
Hindoos. A peculiarity of the divers, and one
that often stands them in good stead, is the
dexterity and skill with which they use their
feet; they can Eicl: up the smallest thing from
the ground with their toes just as easily as we
can with our fingers.

On the return of the boats, they are un-
loaded and deposited in heaps as they are
brought ashore, and left until they become
putrid, when the pearls are easily removed
from the tough matter surrounding them.
The heaps are sold, as a rule, unopened, and
their contents being unknown to both buyer
and seller, the transaction is not so much one
of commerce as a lottery. Many oysters con-
tain no pearl, while others may produce one
worth £200 or £300. Greatcare and vigilance
are exercised during the washing which takes
place for the secparation of the pearls; but,
notwithstanding, pilfering goes on more or
less, the pilferers generally choosing the best

rls. These tl:ez often swallow for safety,
ut if suspected, the delinquent is placed in
solitary confinement, and drenched with
emetics.

Shells having pearls attached are handed to
clippers, whose business it is to disengage
the Kearis by means of forceps. The part
which adheres to the shell is polished by a
powder made of pearls. In the year 1825
Captain Stewart related having seen ten pearls
and some crushed oyster shells taken from the
stomach of a fish called chartree.

The modem pearling fleet which fishes in
the Indian seas, and off the weslern coast of
Australia, uses the diving dress most success-
fully, and during its twenty years of exist

to its shell by the force of the currents swaying
it to and fro, causing a constant wear and tear
of its shelly home, which admits of no delay
in mending.

‘When quite at its ease, and in good form,
it opens its valves to survey its surroundings,
and lays its beard wide open in perfect enjoy-
ment; and wonderful to relate, it extends
nearly a yard, and is of the most exquisite
magenta colour.

Again, it is not generally known that each
oyster keeps a general servant or scavenger,
but so it is. In the Torres Straits the oysters
em];{oy lobsters to do their dirty work, while
in g aeburn, Western Australia, they employ
Crabs.

There have been very good pearls found in
our own rivers, especially in the Conway in
North Wales, and 1n the rivers of Cumberland
and Scotland ; but the pearls of the Canadian
rivers excel ours.

The number of famous pearls which have
helped to make history is not large—seventeen
or eighteen would include them all. Among
these stand the ¢ Cleopatra Pearls,” one of
which the Queen of Egypt dissolved in acid,
and drank ata feast which she gave in honour
of Antony. The second fell into the hands
of the Roman Emperor, and was subsequently
sawn asunder, and made into earings by
Agriﬁpa for the statue of Venus in the
Pantheon.

Then about the same period, B.C. 44, there
was the ¢ Servilia Pearl,” valued at £35,600
of our present money. It came to Julius
Camsar as part of the spoils of war in the East,
and was given by him to Servilia, the mother
of Brutus, A.D. 50.

The ¢ Lolia-Paulina Pearls.”” This lady
was the wife of Caligula, and possessed pearls
and emeralds to the value of £400,000. These
she inherited from her grandfather, * who,”
said Pliny, * became essed of them by
robbing and spoiling whole provinces.” She
appeared in public literally hung about with
pearls.

Among those with a history is the ¢ Sassa-
nian Pearl,” A.D. 500. It was considered a
miracle of pature, The Sassanian monarch
ruled Persia from A.D. 226 to 641, and the

rtraits of these kings always represent a

uge pearl in the right ear. It secms thata
daring diver obtained it by the sacrifice of his
life from the custodyof a s{mrk. King Perozes
lost it while fighting with the Huns, He
was lured by the encmy into a pitfall, and,
seeing his position, he tore the pearl from his
ear and cast it before him. It was never
found, although a large reward was offered

for it.

The *Gresham Pearl.” Sir Thomas had
often refused £15,000 for it, but in order to
prove to the Spanish Ambassador that his
Queen and country were richer than the King
of S]!;:;ian and his subjects he foolishly ground
this beautiful pearl to powder and drank it in
a glass of wine to the health of Queen
Elizabeth.

Another interesting pearl was “La Pere-
grina,” A.D. 1579. It was pear-shaped, and

the fleet has not lost a man to the sharks.
The peculiar dress used by the divers has a
little pocket at the side, easily reached by the
man. \When he notes the approach of a
shark, he presses the bag, and out comes a
certain acid, which, coming into contact with
the salt water, illumines it, and frightens the
shark, who is only too glad to escape.

The scientific men on board have made some
interesting discoveries about the daily life of
the oyster as lived in its submarine home.
Some of these I am allowed to mention
hhrough the kindness of the owner of the

cet.

In order to keep a roof over its head it has
to work incessantly to repair the mischief done

pro ed to be beyond price. It came from
the Panama fisheries, and the oyster from
which it was taken was very mnearly thrown
away. The shell was so small that the fisher-
men considered it of no value, and were about
to cast it back into the sea, when second
thoughts prevailed, and on opening it, to
everyone’s surprise this magnificent pearl was
discovered.

Another large pearl was brought from India
and sold to Philip IV, of Spain for a sum
equal to £18,000. It is pear-shaped, and
believed to be in the possession at the present
time of the Russian Princess Youssoupoff.

The * Shah Pearls.” One of these was
bought from an Arab at a cost of £56,000.
Its shape was an almost perfect heart, which
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would detract from its value at the present
time,

The “ Hope Pearl,” 1839. The late Mr.
Henry Hope, of Piccadilly and Betchworth,
took great pleasure in collecti%g pearls. 'l‘ht;-_
largest was a baroque, a very fine specimen of
angOrienlal pearl of an irregular Pm-shape
measuring two inches in length, four inches and
a half in circumference, and weighing three
ounces or 1800 grains, It was detached from
the shell, but it was deemed necessary to leave
a small portion of the shell adhering to it, but
which is of so fine an orient and so well polished
that it is not distinctly perceived to be of the
pature of shell. This mass of pearl must
su in size the fish which formed it.

he ¢ Russian Pearl " has a peculiar sto
attached to it related by the traveller J. C.
Kohl, and which occurred about fifty years
ago. He says, * There died in a convent,
whither he had retreated after the manner of
the wealthy E[:icam: ones of his nation, a rich
merchant, Feeling the approach of age he
had by degrees given up the toils of business
to his sons. His wife was dead, and the only
beloved object which even in the cloister was
not divided from him was one large beautiful
Oricntal pearl. It had been purchased for
him at a high price, and so enchanted was he
by its water, magnificent size and colour, its
perfect shape and lustre, he would never part

with it however. large a sum was offered for it.
He fairly worshipﬁed the costly globule.
‘While he himself inhabited an ordinary cell in
the convent, this object of his love was bedded
onsilk in a golden casket. It required very
powerful recommendations to obtain a sight
ofit. No one ever dared touch this pearl of

Is. During the last illness of the old man
E:ml':ever let his pearl out of his band, and
after death it was with difficulty removed from
his stiffened fingers. It found its way after-
wards to the Imperial Treasury.

The “Southern Cross Pearl " is perhaps the
most remarkable production of its kind that
nature has ever produced, and it is by Mr.
Streeter's kindness I am able to give an
account of it. It consists of a group of nine
Eearls; seven compose the shaft, one and a

alf inch long, and the two arms of the cross
are formed by one pearl on each side. The
pearls are of fine orient, and would be of
ﬁwd shape if they had not become slightrlly
attened at the back. This cross of pearls
was discovered by a man named Clark while
earl-fishing at Raeburn in Western Australia.

e owner of the boat was a Roman Catholic,
and both owner and finder were struck with
awe and amazement, looking upon it as a
heaven-wrought miracle, and with super-
stitious dread they buried it, for how long it
is not known. It was discovered in 1874,

since which date it has changed hands muny
times, and was exhibited in the Western
Australian Court of the Indian Exhibition of
1886. It is valued at £10,000.

No one has been able satisfactorily to
explain the regular grouping of these pearls;
but it has been suggested by Dr. MacSarty
that a fragment of serrated seaweed may have
gained access to the shell, and that the
succession of teeth along the margin of the
frond may have determined the deposits of
nacre at regular intervals so as to form a
string of pearls running in a straight line. As
this cruciform gTO‘I.li of pearls was found in the
Southern Hemisphere it has received the
name of the southern cross, from the famous
constellation so called.

The necklace of the Empress Eugénie con-
tains a row of matchless black pearls.

P re v;'asr in the malrket tely a round
earl of surpassing lustre weighing sixty-

sevenpgrains;‘ the value of tlu'E baE- begn

increased by finding another exactly like it.

It is computed that out of twenty million
oysters four million or one-fifth  contain
pearls.

The medicinal qualities of pearls will be
shown later,

* Over twenty grains the pearl is equal to the
diamond in value.

THINGS 1IN

THi1s is one of the coldest, if not the coldest,
months of the year; the time when we most
need to put on our thinking-cap in order to
provide such things as will best supply that
extra consumption of fuel that goes on in the
human engine. Some star hy foods we must
have and a goodly proportion of fats and oils—
more than at any other time of the year.
Now we find both these elements i grains
and * pulse,” peas, beans, lentils, etc., and
we can su|ilpl|y the neccessary amount of fats
by good wholesome puddings that contain a
little suet, and home-made cakes, also in
eating a fair amount of nuts.

For breakfast morning we might begin
with a plateful of ker oats, *“ H. O0.,” or
any other kind ; these are splendid food, and
however small the portion, everyhody would
be the better for having some. Some people
like sugar with their porridge, but it is a fact
that sugar does not help the digestion of oaten
food—rather retards it in fact.

Coffee is better for breakfast on winter
momings than tea, for all who can take it:
not because it is more nourishing, but because
it possesses staying qualities, and so is more

mtisfying‘;am

Eggs, n, fish, or a well-cooked sausage
should be ready to tempt the appetite of the
older members of the family, but a little
stewed fruit and brown bread and butter
would be better than these for children. Say
stewed Peras, figs, or prunes, and a cupful of
milk or coffee.

Cheese is a good and nourishing food for
cold weather, perhaps because it contains so
much of that essential oil that we need.
Toasted cheese should never be given to
anyone of weak digestion, however, for it is
one of the most difficult of all things to deal
with. As an experiment in the line of
¢ gavouries,” I would recommend the trial of
grated cheese with a plate of oats; it is by no
means to be despised.

SEASON,
JANUARY.

By LE MENAGERE.

A typical menu for January would be the
following—
Chestnut Soup.
Fried Lemon Soles.
Ragout of Mutton.
Creamed Potatoes and Jerusalem Artichokes.
Roast Snipe on Toast.
Chelsea Pudding.
Cheese. Butter. Biscuits. Coffee.

Chestnut Soup.—Boil a pound of chestnuts
until they seem tender, peel off the shell and
brown skin ; return the white part to the stew-
pan and cover with water, add a finely-minced
onion, an ounce of butter, pepper and salt.
Let this simmer for an hour or more, then rub
all carefully through a sieve, add a pint or
rather more of boiling milk and a dessert-
spoonful of cornflour previously mixed smooth
with cold water, and stir this again over the
fire until it boils. Serve fried croutons with
this soup.

Lemon Soles should be filleted before frying
them, and they should be dipped in beaten
egg and fresh crumbs of bread and sprinkled
with seasoning. Fry them to a golden brown
in boiling lard or beel dripping, squeeze a
little lemon juice over them and serve garnished
with fried parsley.

Ragout of Alutton.—A picce of the middle
neck, or the shank half of the shoulder, the
meat taken from the bones and trimmed into
neat pieces, is the best for this. Flour each
piece lightly, ]:‘IY in a stewpan with thinly-
sliced onions, sliced turnip, a few sprigs of
savoury herbs and seasoning. Pour over all a
teacupful of water and cover tightly. Let
this simmer in a corner of the oven for about
two hours, and then arrange the meat on a
dish, add a spoonful of mushroom ketchup to
the gravy, with more water if it seems too
thick, and pour over the meat.

Mash the potatoes and beat them up with
milk till like thick cream; pile this up in

IN MARKET AND KITCHEN.

a buttered pie-dish, and put the dish into
a quick oven to brown the surface.

Mash the artichokes also and press them
into a shallow dish, sprinkling breadcrumbs
over the top and a bit of butter, and brown
these also.

Snipe require a very quick hot oven for
their roasting, and about fifteen minutes is
long enough to allow. Place them on a strip
of crisp toast, and some tiny frizzles of bacon
with them, and sprinkle fried crumbs over.
No sauce will be needed.

Chelsea Pudding.—Shred and chop very
finely two ounces of suet, add to four ounces
of flour into which a teaspoonful of baking
powder has been rubbed, also a pinch of salt
and two ounces of castor sugar, the grated
rind of a fresh lemon or a pinch of spice, mix
well, and make into a soft dough with a
beaten egg and a teacupful of milk. Grease a
shaped pudding-basin and sprinkle the inside
with brown sugar, in the pudding-
mixture and bake until it has risen well and is
of a rich brown colour.

The sauce for this pudding is made by
placing half-a-pound pot of plum or currant
jam in a saucepan, with a few lumps of sugar
and an equal amount of water. Let this boil
for a little while, then strain it through a
tamis and pour over and around the pudding
when that has been turned out.

Suitable dishes for the dinner-table in cold
weather are the following : Beefsteak pudding,
Irish stew, stewed steak, sea pie, camp pie,
haricot mutton, liver and bacon, etc.—very
home:i: dishes, it is true, but good and
nourishing for all that.

Avoid having large joints that would leave
much cold meat on hand in cold weather.
Not many families care much about cold meat
when the thermometer is near freezing point,
and twice-cooked meat is not nearly so
nourishing as fresh, however savoury it may
be made.
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POOR ]JOSIE:
THE STORY OF A RESCUED STARLING.

¢ 2 NCLE {XLFR-ED’S home was in the country. | were trained. There was a summer-house, too, with
{15 N.Iy little sisters and I lived with our | creepers trailing over it ; so that upon the whole we
parents, in the very heart of a great, busy, bustling | might have becn worse off. It was very pleasantin

“THERE WAS AN UNUSUAL UPROAR AMONG TIHE STARLINGS"

manufacturing city. Our house was a very nice one, | spring-time to find the crocuses and snowdrops
it is true, and although a narrow strip of garden with | peeping up through the brown earth, and the trees
a strong iron fence was all that separated it from the all bedecked with blossom and leaves, that for
street in front, behind was quite a large lawn, with | weeks to come the smoke and the grime of the city
shrubs, and trees, and flowers, and a high brick wall | did not scem to soil.  Dut notwithstanding all this,
round it, against which apple, pear, and plum-trces | we thought about the country as a kind of far-off
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fairy land, and our annual summer visit to Uncle
Alfred’s great farm was something to look forward
to months before the time came round, and to talk
and drcam about months after it was past and
gone,

Uncle Alfred was a bachelor, but he dearly loved
children, and was so good-natured, and plcasant,
and nice, that we used to fight for places on his
knee, and those of us who couldn’t get up hung
around his easy-chair, or squatted on his footstool
beside him. It was so delightful to hear him telling
storics about all our country friends and favourites—
of course I mean the live stock about the farm, not
human friends. We never failed to inquire about
each and all of them every time he came up, and
used to ply him with questions that few save Uncle
Alfred would have taken the trouble to answer.

“Oh yes!” he would tell us; *“old Dobbin the
mare was as motherly-looking as ever, and would
be delighted to carry four of us on her back when
we came down again ; and the filly, oh! it was
growing, to be sure, though as yet it looked nought
but legs; and Jemmy the donkey seemed to be
getting wiser-like every day; and the brown cow
that cropped the lawn still licked the milkmaid’s
hair, and it was the cow that had sent us the cream
and the sweet butter, to show she hadn’t forgotten
us ; and the game-cock was more impudent and in-
dependent than ever ; and the big sow, that always
said ‘Yes,’ when spoken to, and threw herself downto
be scratched, wasn’t a bit altered ; and DBruce, the
Highland sheep-dog, cocked his head and barked
whenever any of our names were mentioned.” And
so on,

But one winter I fell ill of whooping-cough, and
did not seem to get easily over it.

“Send him down to the country,” said Uncle
Alfred, who paid us a visit one fine day in spring’;
% that’ll make him all right in a month or two.”

So it was arranged that I should go with uncle.

Oh, didn’t my brothers and sisters envy me ! they
thought it quite hard that they hadn’t had the
whooping-cough as badly as I.

I promised to bring them something nice when
I returned, but at the time I had no idea what it
would be.

Now, it is no part of my intention to tell you how
I enjoyed myself in the country, at dear old uncle’s
farm. Suffice it to say 1 did enjoy myself, as only
a town boy could have done, and 1 seemed to get
better every day, and in less than a month could
boast of a pair of rosy cheecks and a sunburnt brow,
that said well for the way I fared. There was not
an animal about all the place I did not make
friends with, and even the wild birds that built in the
tree-tops and hedgerows never seemed the lecast

bit in the world afraid of me. It is somewhat
strange, though I am very glad, that it never
occurred to me to get a young bird, and try to rear
it. It was great fun to watch the lovely creatures,
however, and listen to their songs.

1 was an early riser, and one of my chief delights
uscd to be watching the starlings. There was a
cottage on the farm in which, I dare say, somebody
at some time or other had dwelt, but which was now
given up to therats. Not that these busybodies occu-
pied the whole of the cottage, for the starlings had
taken possession of its chimneys: there they built
their nests and brought forth their young, and there
on sunshiny mornings they were in the habit of hold-
ing high carnival.

I used to laugh as I looked up at them, for
although they made plenty of noise, and were
evidently impressed with the idea that they were
singing most melodiously, there was no more music
in it than you could get out of the frying-pan by
scraping it with a knife,

One day there was an unusual uproar among the
starlings. One of their young ones had fallen down
the chimney, and I believe I entered only just
in time to prevent it from being devoured by
the rats.

What a beautiful, funny little innocent it was, to
besure! Not a bit like the old ones, with a broad
yellow mouth, which it gaped when I went to pick
it up, and no tail at all worth mentioning. If I
could have done so, I should have placed it back in
the nest to which it belonged; but this I knew I could
not do, as I did not know from which one it had
fallen.

So I thought, “Oh, if I could only keep it, and
tame and rear it, what a nice present to take home
to my brothers and sisters |”

I was more successful than I could have dreamed
of being.

I placed it in a tiny wire cage in my bedroom
window all day, and, strange to say, its parents came
and fedit. Itookit in all night, and it scrcamed
so early in the morning that I had to get up, and
feed it with peas-pudding and worms, that I
had gathered the night before, and then go back
to bed again.

I have kept many strange pets since poor Josie
died, but never one whose whole life and history
formed a better example of the power of kindness,
and to this day I have a soft heart towards star-
lings.

My Josie never had any fear. He was the
:oildest, not to say the most impudent, bird ever I

ad.

Why did I call him Josie? 7 did not name him
so. He himself fancied the name, and took to it.
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There was at my uncle’s a horse called Josie, and
when I hung the bird’s cage on a nail outside the
window, which I did every morning at four o’clock,
for peace sake, he used to listen to all the sounds
about the farm, and soon learned them.

In less than four months Josie not only could
pipe a simple tune, but he could talk, and did talk
constantly all day, except when doing mischief: then
he was so very quict that some one always went to
see what he was about.

He was never confined to his cage, but slept
there, and could retire whenever he wished. He
used to follow me about the garden, and if he did
not know the ins and outs of every shrub and
flower in it, it was not for the want of examining
them, and in about six months he was a very good
linguist.

He was very fond of the old horse called Josie,
whose name he had adopted. He would sit
between his ears, and call out, “ Gee up, gec up,
Josie ! ” most clearly.

Then he would whistle on the dog, then crow
like the game-cock, or mew like the cat, then
pipe a bit of a tune, and finish off by pecking
the horse’s brow, and crying, “ Gee up, Josie, gee
up!”

My uncle was delighted with him, and after one
of Josie’s little performances would nearly always
say to me—

“Well, well, isn’t it funny ?”

Josie soon learned this, and though he never
laughed himself, whenever any of us laughed Josie
would cock his eye, and inquire with such a know-
ing air, “ Isn’t it funny ?”

I could not attempt to describe the ‘delight and
wonder of my little sisters and brothers when they
became acquainted with Josie, on my return to
town.,

They had read of birds that talked, but had
never seen one before, and were at first a little
afraid of him.

As soon as Josie got out of his cage, he flew
straight to the fender, very much to the surprise
and alarm of pussy. DBut Joe perched there,
turning his back on her, and spreading out his wings
to the kindly blaze.

Pussy eyed the bird with her ears back, but when
he coolly remarked, “ Joe’s cold, poor Josie’s co—co
—cold. That's it, co—old. Isn't it funny?” then
pussy flew out of the room, and we did not see her
again for a week.

But pussy and he got good friends at last, and it
was highly awmusing to sce them both eating out of
the same dish.

Sometimes he used to peck at her in mere
wantonness ; then pussy would hit at him with a

gloved hand, on which Josie would back a step
or two, and say—

“Oh! you rascal ! you ra—ra—rascal ! Me-aw—
me-aw. Come on, come on. Poor Josie. Isn't
it funny ?”

Whenever Josie got a little excited he suffered
from a nervous impediment in his speech. But at
all times his speeches were about the most
ridiculously amusing pieces of oratory ever anyone
listened to. Simply a jumble of nonsense. Here
is one, so you can judge for yourself. It began
with whistling, and the words that followed were
brought out with surprising rapidity :

“ Whew, whew, whew. Me-aw—meaw, call the
cat, call the cat ; pretty, pretty, pretty cold, call the
cock, call the cold, gee up, poor Jo-Jo-Jo—Josic,
whew, whew, whew, isn't it funny?”

Josie soon became perfectly at home in town;
he used to fly about the garden with us children,
often perched upon our heads, more often on a bush,
or even on the wall. Sometimes he used to fly up
to the house-top, and have a little conversation
with the sparrows, but suddenly he would startle
them all with a wild “me-aw !” and thinking the
cat was after them, off they would fly. Then Josie
would look all round in astonishment, and finding
himself alone down he would come again, and
settle with us perhaps, saying to himself, “Poor
Jo, Jo, Josie, isn’t it funny?”

Poor Josie indeed! I cannot tell you how very
much we all loved him; even the servants were fond
of him, although he was constantly doing mischief of
some kind in the kitchen. He was so inquisitive, he
must see into everything. His beak did duty for a
chisel and hammer both. He opened or bored
through every little parcel that came in ; he was
never tired of examining the servants’ straw bon-
nets, ribbons, and hats, and that did not at all
improve them.

When any of my sisters got a new doll, Josie was
never content until he had seen the sawdust ; and
all the satisfaction my sisters got from Jo was this
remark, “Isn’t it fu—fu—funny ?”

Alas for our pet! a strange cat one day laid his
back open with her claws.

We bore him in, and laid him tenderly by the
fire. But he never rightly rallied.

And about the third day he staggered on to the
fender.

“ Poor Jo,” he said; “ Jo is co-co-cold. Isn'tit

He never spoke more. We buried him under an
apple-trce on which many a song he had sung,
many the laugh he had given us. Then we placed
him in a cigar-box. - And in the bark of the tree I
cut the letters—~POOR JOSIE. ARION.
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AMERICAN WOMEN.

BY AN ENGLISHWOMAN.

BOTI-I in England and in America there are
numbers of women who have had no
systematic training in youth, have never
learned a single thing thoroughly, who have,
perhaps, small mental power, yet who,
through adverse circumstances, are thrown
on their own resources, and have to maintain
themselves. Such women are to be pitied,
and their parents are to be blamed. Riches,
even the greatest fortunes, do sometimes
make for themselves wings, but that middle-
class girls may some time in the course of
their lives have to earn their own bread is an
idca that scldom scems to enter the head of
middle-class parents. DBut the American
woman has not the double misery to contend
against that her English sister has. 'Wealth
is as powerful, and as much sought after, in
the States as in the United Kingdom ; but one
erroncous, baneful opinion concerning it does
not exist to the same extent. So long as the
opinion exists in England that the only stand-
ard by which men and women are to be ad-
judged worthy is the standard of wealth, so
Igng will English women in reduced circum-
stances have a harder lot than American
women similarly situated. This baneful
opinion does exist in England as it exists
nowhere else in the world, one result of the
enormous and rapid development of wealth
and mistaken teachings of parents, especially
some of those belonging to the middle-class.

Before saying anything about the avenues
of employment open to educated women in
America, it may not be amiss to compare the
position of English and American women,
All over America women enjoy an amount of
consideration which strikes everyone, and
which they do not enjoy to the same extent
in England. This is especially true of the

lower and lower-middle classes. How often
the English workman looks upon his wife as
a sort of slave; how rarely the American
workman does so. How often the English
workman answers for his sin in this respect
before a magistrate; how exceptional is a
similar case in America. It was John Stuart
Mill who gave it as his opinion that ¢ the
subordination of one sex to the other was
wrong in itself, and now one of the chief
hindrances to human improvement, and that
it ought to be replaced by a principle of per-
fect equality, admitting no power or privi-
lege on the one side or disability on the
other.” Time has shown that John Stuart
Mill was right. The tendency in England,
so far as women are concerned, is admitted
to be a ‘“levelling-up ” tendency, but Eng-
lishmen are far behind their American breth-
ren in this respect. Both socially and legally
women occupy a higher position in both the
United States and Canada than they do in
England. Those among them who are cor-
pelled to earn their own livelihood, those who
have met with adverse fortune, and from
leaders in society have become dependents
upon it, have not the same buffets to contend
against or the same coldness shown them as
their sisters in similar circumstances have in
England. The writer is well aware that the
conditions of society in the New World are
different to what they are in the Old, but this
is po adequate reason for the greater respect
shown to women in the one place than in the
other. In the western portions of the Ameri-
can continent women are comparatively few;
in some communities, such as Salem and
Lowell, Massachusetts, they outnumber the
men by five or six to one, and yet their great
preponderance in the New England States
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does not lessen the respect and consideration
shown them by men. Perhaps the greater
respect shown to women in America and
Canada is due to the women themselves.
They are certainly not more ladylike than
English girls, but the writer believes they are
more inflexibly obstinate, and look for and
demand a homage which would be abhorrent
to an English girl. The average girl in the
new world knows perfectly well how to take
care of herself, and rather prides herself on
the possession of a stiff neck instead of a
manageable spine. If her moral courage is
not greater than that of her English sister,
her independent will certainly is, and, having
made up her mind and put her foot down, it
is no trifle will make her budge. The phrase
“Dbread and butter miss,” which one hears in
England, is never heard in America. There
may be nothing very grand in this female
tenacity — nothing heroic—and men may
prefer that gentle pliability and timidity
which they expect to find in women; but in
the battle of life — the battle for existence —
it is the bending, weak, and supple who go
to the wall.

The education of women in America is far
more utilitarian in character than is the edu-
cation of women in England. It is surpris-
ing that this should be the case when it is
borne in mind that one of the results of Eng-
lish modern forms of life is, that there are
far more marriageable women than men, and
‘that, polygamy being out of the question,
many women will never attain their ideal,
and will consequently have to labor and earn
their daily bread. What appears to be the
aim and end of a girl’s boarding-school edu-
cation in England? Simply marriage, and
how to become most attractive with a view
to promote marriage.

There are many situations in life which
unmarried women can usefully fill, yet how
little they have been educated to fill them.
Adverse fortune comes, the unforseen and
the unexpected happen, the most rigid econ-
omy has to be exercised, and the girls in the
family find themselves compelled, without
any previous training or experience, to shift
for themselves. The American young lady
is not handicapped in a similar manner. Her
tastes and her habits may in many cases be
such as could be dispensed with, but, com-
pared with her English cousin, she is far

better adapted by experience and education
to fight her own battles. She may dress more
¢loudly ” than the English lady, may have a
liking for chewing gum, and may be fond of
pickles between meals; she may address
young men by their Christian names before
she has known them a week ; but with all her
eccentricities, sent to the public schools of
America at an early age, where she meets all
sorts and conditions of young people, she
acquires a practical knowledge unknown to
girls of her own station of life in England.
Precociousness may not be a thing to admire,
and a little of it satisfies. Many American
girls would be more lovable if they possessed
less of it, but when stern necessity drives and
a young woman has to do what she never ex-
pected to do, and has to face a cold, harsh
world, precociousness is better than timidity.

Both in England and America there are
two kinds of young ladies to meet in society.
There is the girl born with a gift for sys-
tem and administration, unselfish, indus-
trious, quick to learn, or, as they say in
America, ‘“smart.” There is the other girl
who is sometimes slangy, generally careless,
frivolous, and dressy. It is the former of
these two types of young lady who feels the
altered circumstances of life the more keenly.
The latter may or may not lose her womanly
refinement and attributes amid lowered sur-
roundings. The former never will. No
matter how bitter the task, how coarse her
companions, how hard her toil, she will
bravely struggle on, retaining as brightly as
ever all that makes woman lovable. Surely
such women are too good to be cast upon the
world totally unprepared to meet what may
possibly be the experience of all. Previous
training can do much to ameliorate a condi-
tion which, unhappily, is the lot of many, but
which training is greatly neglected in Eng-
land. And this is the more surprising when
the fact is remembered that a very large
number of women scem to have roused them-
selves, and are willing to apply themselves
heart and soul to all studies that may be set
before them, and are open to them. In
Amcrica, as well as in England, a great
movement is going on among women for the
amelioration of the condition of women. It
is to be hoped that it will continue in ever-
widening circles until all women are brought
under its influence.
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BY H.J.wW.DAnM

[ The Black Cat,” a
magasine published at
Boston, in the United
States, recently offered
prizes Jor the
Stories sent in. The
first prize, of the value
of L300, was won by
the following story,
whichk we have plea-
sure in bringing to the
notice of readers on this
side of the Atlantic.]

~W|HE rivalry between Vincent
and Halladay was Dbitter
enough before Miss Belmayne
appeared. It then assumed
an aspect almost Corsican.

Vincent was the Rome
correspondent of the London Z/underer.
Halladay was the Roman representative of
the London MNational. Vincent was an
Oxford man ; Halladay’s intellectual creden-
tials were dated at Cambridge. Vincent
was of middle height, dark, lithe, and
athleticc. He had an electric energy, and
quick, penetrating brown eyes, with a merry
light in them that was attractive; also a
brown moustache that approached the femi-
nine ideal. Halladay was of stouter and
flabbier build, with a blonde, sharp-pointed
beard, and a face like Lord Salisbury’s. Lord
Salisbury was, in fact, secretly his model.
He was the cousin of a peer, but notwith-
standing this drawback had managed to
develop a value of his own, which shows his
great force and determination. He was also
five years older than Vincent, who was only
thirty-one ; and in the game of life, if not of
love, years have a distinct value of their own.
Both men drew lavish salaries, moved in the
highest society of Rome, and were polished
carpet cavaliers and very popular. Both, too,
had weaknesses which revealed their tempera-
ments and are correlated forces in this
narrative.

ILLUSTRATED BY |

Short.

JASSEF SULLI VAN.

Vincent’s weakness was a small sloop
yacht which he kept at Naples for vacation
cruises. Not having time, in the pressure of
events, to love a woman, he loved his yacht.
Whenever social, diplomatic, or international
affairs did not command his attention, he
and his pipe and the yacht bad charming
hours of mental communion together in his
apartment. Whenever leave of absence per-
mitted, the three did Capri, Sorrento, Ischia,
and the adjacent Turner paintings of the
Bay of Naples in congenial company. On
stretching seas, in the calm and gorgeous
afterglow, he dreamed of a possible fair one
in the nebulous future. This showed his
temperament to be romantic.

Halladay’s weakness was “ T'he War Cloud
in the Balkans.” Whenever other news failed
he would knit his editorial brow and use his
portentous ink and see ominous signs of
trouble in Servia, Bulgaria, and the Balkan
Provinces. One can always see ominous
signs of trouble in Servia, Bulgaria, and the
Balkan Provinces, and they make an excel-
lent frame on which to hang long and sweep-
ing periods dealing with possible international
complications. From which it will be seen
that Halladay was ambitious. He always
used the most majestic polysyllables that
fitted, and these won him the reputation of
a powerful and far-seeing correspondent,
which reputation he confidently believed that
he deserved.

These diverse temperaments caused the
two men to secretly scorn each other, and
this feeling was not diminished by their
alternating newspaper triumphs, important
bits of news from the Quirinal or the Minis-
tries, which fell now to one and now to the
other, and caused the usual variations of
anger and delight.

Thus it was when Miss Belmayne and her
parents arrived at the Grand Hotel for the
winter. Parents are, of course, of no import-
ance, but it may be mentioned that Mr.
Belmayne had made stoves, and incidentally
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accumulated two millions, on the shore of
Lake Michigan. Miss Belmayne was one of
those girls who, without effort, bowl over
unprepared Englishmen like ten-pins. She
had style, Paris style, and this, when the
dressmaker is driven with an intelligent
curb, is very fascinating. She was fairly
tall, blonde, had ideas, dark-blue eyes, and
a frank, sympathetic nature. All these exer-
cised a novel and powerful influence on the
two men. They met her on the same even-
ing at a diplomatic reception. The charms
mentioned were quite enough for Vincent.
He went home, lighted his pipe, put on his
slippers, looked at the fire,
and said, “By Jove!” He "
said nothing more to the fire .
or anything else for two mortal l
hours. Then he said “By [
Jove!” again and went to i
bed. The same charms
sufficed to stagger Halladay,
but to them he added the
two millions. He was older
and more practical. He
wrote his cousin the
peer and told him to
be sure to come to
Rome that winter.
Then he mentally
watered his genea-
logical tree, resolved
to lay siege to the
beautiful Vicksburg
with the firm patience
of a Grant, and
absently took a cold
bath. This chilled him,
at midnight, but did
not check his ardour.
Miss Belmayne took
Rome and the Forum
and the Coliseum very
seriously.  This was
a novelty to Vincent
and Halladay, so they awoke to its
grandeur, and took it very seriously in-
deed. They sent her books, and bronzes,
and prehistoric pavements, and fragments
of ancient palaces by the cartload. Papa
Belmayne, who was indulgent, said he
didn’t particularly care for a macadamized
drawing-room, and engaged another room to
hold the ancient architecture. The attentions
of the two men soon became constant and
very marked. And through archzological
mornings and afternoon drives, on the blocks
of the Forum and the steps of the Coliseum,
on the Pincian Hill and the roof of St.

MISS BELMAYNE,

Peter’s, they fell deeper and deeper in love,
but kept their own counsel. The dear girl
was as yet unconscious of it, but they hated
each other with the hate of the 1850-60
dramas. It was anything—all—to win the
adorable beauty and sentence the other fellow
to life-long despair.

The primal cause of all the subsequent
trouble was Vincent’s yacht. He had, on
various occasions, shown Miss Belmayne the
high responsibility of his position as cor-
respondent of the Z/underer. Now and
then he wrote his despatches at her hotel,
after dinner, and two days later would read

her the powerful, ponderous
Thunderer editorials, which,
I{ telegraphed all over Europe,
{ were based upon the

despatches sent by
him. This interested
her tremendously.

Like every true
American girl of now--
adays — in her ante-
matrimonial, ante-
babies - of - her - own
period — she secretly
longed to sway nations.
To write despatches
which set Europe and
America in a ferment,
which caused Salisbury,
the German Emperor,
and the Czar to in-
stantly buckle on their
skates, as it were, and
dash off to do some-
thing final, seemed to
her the only occupa-
tion worthy of woman
or of man. She found
nothing so delightful as helping him, and he
knew nothing so delightful as her help, not-
withstanding that the hotel note-paper was
scarcely the proper stationery to bear this
freight of heavy thought. When the ZVun-
derer arrived she would read the despatches
with a thrill of interest born of her indirect
connection with the great newspaper. Finally
she wanted to write a despatch — just a
little one—all by herself. He, reserving
rights of correction and revision, consented.
It was a safe contribution, not at all sen-
sational, about the returns of the olive crop.
She wrote it. She also read it, word for word,
in print two days later. That experience was
a crisis in her life. Destiny opened out its
arms to her as a woman of might and power.
Halladay lost ground visibly after that, and
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had emotional neuralgia of the most torturing
kind.

The cause of the trouble, as before stated,
was the yacht. A dirty steam trader from
Marseilles, while coming to anchor, had taken
off the bowsprit
of Vincent’s
secondary idol,
together with a
large slice of her
peerless nose. It
was like an acci-
dent to a highly
esteemed female cousin.
The best medical attention
was instantly necessary.
Vincent knew the Italians.
He knew that, if he did
not personally arrange the
contract for repairs at Naples,
the contractor who did them
would afterwards own the
yacht, bring suit against his
personal fortune, and hold
his family responsible for the
balance of the money. In short,
he had to go to Naples for two
days. Miss Belmayne, strange to
say, received the news with joy.

“T’ll look after things. I’ll send
anything that’s necessary to the
Thunderer,” she said.

He stared at her in astonishment.

“Oh, dolet me! DPleasedo! I want to
show you the breadth of my mind.”

Events were very dull, journalistically.
And when a beautiful girl wants to show
you the breadth of her mind it is not only
dangerous to say “No,” but wise to say
“Yes,” that is, if you are as much in love as
he was. He finally consented aid she
radiated enthusiasm.  “ Just read the papers
if you do send anything, and be guided by
them,” said he. “ But don’t—er—don’t
send Ze much, and nothing that isn’t im-
portant.” Then he went away to single
combat with the contractor. She couldn’t
do him any harm. If what she sent was
bad it wouldn’t be printed. And his con-
sent to the proposal would certainly do him
infinite good in connection with another
proposal.  Thus he mused, in love, and in
the train to Naples.

Now, it is doubtless fully understood by
all adult persons that when an American girl
desires to show the breadth of her mind she
is destined to show it at all hazards. The
responsibility of her position weighed heavily
upon Miss Belmayne. She came down to

‘“SHE WOULD READ THE DESPATCHES.”

breakfast next morning with a far-away look
in her eyes and two brown prima-donna hair-
curlers still nestling in the soft silken hair
above her forehead. Papa Belmayne at first
assumed that this was a
new style in breakfast
toilets, and said nothing.
He could never keep
quite abreast of the
fashions, and he had
made mistakes before.

Then he conceived
that it might possibly
be an evidence of
strong, disturbing
emotion, and ven-
tured to inquire.
She gravely re-
moved the hair-
curlers, and after
striking her hair
three skilful taps
put them in her
pocket. Then
she cautiously
whispered to him
the news. She,
SHE, was the
Acting Rome
Correspondent of
the  Zlhunderer /
Papa was startled.
It flashed in-
stantly upon his practical Chicago mind
that with a wire like that something might be
done in wheat. But, no—on second thought
—that wouldn’t do. Still, he was proud, very
proud, of his daughter. He proceeded to
like Vincent amazingly.

“\We'll give the old Zhunderer a lift, my
dear, if anything happens. Tl furnish the
statesmanship and you look out for. the
spelling and punctuation,” said he. Halla-
day he had never liked. That gentleman’s
family tree and its luxuriant foliage had been
exhibited several times in his presence, and it
annoyed him. Not having dealt largely in
trees in his career, he didn’t believe in them.
So Vincent stock rose clear above the
hundred mark in the Belmayne family,

and Halladays fell steadily to zero, with

no offers.

Halladay knew this and fumed in secret.
He also guessed at once from Miss
Belmayne’s words and questions the foolish
thing that Vincent had done. He saw in
it not only a clever move of his rival, but also
an opportunity to spoil Vincent’s chances and
win Miss Belmayne with a single safe play.

Victorian Times o 41 o January 2017




He was devoted but thoughtful all that after-
noon. Then he went away and meditated.

At ten that evening he entered the Bel-
mayne drawing-room, sharp-pointed, immacu-
late, and smiling with a visible air of conscious
triumph.

“Ha, ha, ha!
he’s away,” he said.

“Oh, what has happened? I've read all
the evening papers,” said the Acting Corre-
spondent.

¢“ Can’t say, you know. Must keep a good
thing to myself when I
get it.”

“Is it a very good
thing ?”

(1] Ver},-”

“Is it a d&ig thing??”
This with fear and
trembling.

“ Biggest in months. May
cause a rebellion in Italy.
You know these Italians.
Hair-trigger sort of people
when anything happens that
they don’t quite like.”

““Oh, Mr. Halladay,
please tell me!”

He proceeded not to tell
her, for the next half-hour,
in the cleverest way pos-
sible. He dangled the bait
before her and cruelly
enjoyed her attempts to
seize it. He saw with con-
cealed fury, however, that
her anxiety was the tender
anxiety that he most greatly
feared. This armed him
in his resolve, and having
excited her curiosity till
it was painful, he went downstairs.

“ What is it, my dear ?” said Belmayne.

Miss Belmayne was dumb with disappoint-
ment. She loved Vincent—she knew it in
that moment—and he would be dreadfully
beaten, without excuse, and perhaps lose his
position. Because of their compact he had
even failed to notify the ZZ%underer of his
absence.

“I’ve missed the greatest news of the year,”
she said, sharply. “Do go down to the
smoking-room. They’re sure to be talking
about it. Follow Halladay, and see to whom
he speaks. We must get something about
it.”

Papa Belmayne was stout, vigorous, fifty-
five, and came from Chicago. His hair was
curly and showed only a few white lines.

Sorry for Vincent. Pity

HALLADAY.

Spurred by parental love and a desire for
something to do that was slowly undermining
his constitution, he followed Halladay like
the species of hound which is called sleuth.
His eyes twinkled and his blood was up.
He had always known that anybody can be
a newspaper correspondent, and he enjoyed
trying it. He quickly found Halladay in the
smoking-room and kept his eye on him.
Halladay observed this and was deeply glad.
It was as he had hoped. Belmayne had
fallen heels over head into his trap.

Halladay was in earnest,
low-toned conversation with
Sir George Perleybore, a
tall, thin, white-haired, per-
fectly groomed baronet, of
any age above sixty-five,
the kind of lay figure met
everywhere in the best
hotels of the south of
Europe during winter. Sir
George was astonished.
Papa Belmayne saw this
plainly, and lay low like
Brer Rabbit. Halladay
finally went away. Papa
then greeted Sir George
carelessly and proposed a
whisky - and - soda.  Also
cigars. Sir George said:
“ Most extraordinary ! Wouldn't
have believed it. What'll these
beggars do next?”  Papa
swelled with repressed eagerness.
Then it all came out. He got
it — every word of it— and
chuckled at his own diplomacy.
Then he flew to the elevator.

“Now I know what I'm talking
about, my dear,” he said, when her
burst of joy was over. “I understand
these things and you don’t. I haven’t been
a State senator two terms for nothing.
You sit down and take your pen and Il
dictate.”

Papa expanded like a balloon, walked the
floor, and dictated. He measured every word
by cubic measurement. He dictated the
short despatch four times and half of another
time in all. She wrote and scratched out and
turned the dictionary pages feverishly, and
thought how clearly Edward would see the
breadth of her mind.

And neither Edward nov the Zlmnderer
knew the doom that was impending.

When the despatch was finally completed
she knew that she could have expressed it
much more elegantly, but papa was inexorable.
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He'd tell the story in America, by jiminy, and
he wanted to read his own despatch in the
London ZJunderer. So she copied it in a
bold, round hand, signed Vincent’s cipher,
gave it to Vincent’s commissionaire, who

‘ PAPA EXPANDED LIKE A BALLOON.”

called at eleven, and both she and papa went
to bed feeling very well indeed.

At ten o’clock the next morning—Roman
time—the face of Europe wore a fearful
geographical frown. Consternation, per-
plexity, and uncertainty ruled in five empires.
From Downing Street the news went under
the Channel to the Paris Elysée and overland
to the winter palaces of Berlin, Vienna, and
St. Petersburg. In her honest attempt to
sway nations, the dear girl had succeeded.
The Thrones sent messengers to the Foreign
Offices ; the Foreign Offices wired the Ambas-
sadors, and neither wire nor cable could
work half fast enough to please the respective
senders. When the Stock Exchanges opened,
Italian Rentes fell six points, and their allies
weakened in proportion. The smash had
come. Italy was bankrupt and the Triple
Alliance would fall to pieces. It all arose
from a despatch and a leading article in the
columns of the London ZVunderer, those

columns which were held to be as infallible
as the multiplication table itself. This was
the despatch :—
ITALY.
[(Zrome our own Correspondent.)

I saw Signor Crespo this evening, and learned
from him that the new and important item in
the Budget, the new source of revenue which
has been promised and upon which great hopes
have been based, will take the form of a national
tax upon moustaches. In his Bill, which he
will introduce in the Chamber to-morrow, it
will be provided that every citizen of Italy wear-
ing a moustache shall pay a sumptuary tax
thereupon of one lira yearly. In
the ordinary course this tax will
yield the twenty million lire
per annum which are so
greatly needed and whose
source up to now it has been
impossible to discover. Of
course a certain amount of
opposition from the Left
is confidently to be expected.
The tax on moustaches will
undoubtedly afford an oppor-
funity to the Socialists to
champion individual rights
and protest against inter-
ference therewith ; but on
the other hand, the Clerical
wing are certain to view the
innovation with favour. The
popular acceptation of the
measure is, however, difficult
to forecast.

This was probably
the most nonsensical
despatch that has ever
appeared in any news-
paper, great or small
The editor had looked

at it, incredulous. The
leader writer said, “H’m, it’s neck or
nothing with Crespo.” Only Vincent’s

cipher and the condition of Italy made
belief possible ; but it was believed. This
was the leader :(—

The extraordinary course which has been adopted
by the Prime Minister of Italy in order to replenish
the national treasury is so radical an extension of the
general principle of taxation that neither its wisdom
nor its result can yet be declared with any degree of
certainty. Statislics do not, unfortunately, furnish
us with the number of Italian citizens who at the
period of the last census were wearing moustaches.
It is a well-known fact, however, that the custom of
cultivating hair in an ornamental form upon the
upper lip is, perhaps, more firmly eslablished as a
national habit in Italy than in any other country of
the world at the present time. The first lesson of
this proposed legislation is its certain indication of
the extreme, if not hopeless, financial straits into
which the monarchy has fallen. The second is the
very doubtful character of the tax itself as a reliable
source of revenue, when viewed from the standpoints
of expediency and of successful enforcement. It will
be necessary for legislation to establish with perfect
clearness not only what a moustache legally is, but
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also at what age, both of the wearer and of the
moustache itself, it becomes taxable; and in these
two directions, to say nothing of the popular accept-
ance or rejection of the measure, the visible difficulties
are both many and great, etc., etc.

On that very afternoon a man in a yachting
suit went over the side of a yacht at Naples
and was rowed to the pier. He was happy
and buoyant with the buoyant happiness of
the man who loves and is loved. Upon
reaching the pier he bought the second
edition of the Corriére di Napoli, and
glanced at the telegraph columns. The
Thunderer despatch had been cabled back
to Naples, and under sensational headlines
was the first to meet his eye.

His first thought was that he was losing
his mind and inventing the telegram. Then
something flashed upon him, and his heart
seemed to stop beating. He staggered to
the curb of the pier, sat down, and shut his
eyes. He was never sure afterwards whether
he fainted or not. For five minutes he knew
only the silent whirl of agonized thoughts.
He grasped at once what had happened. It
was Halladay’s work, and Halladay had
ruined him. The Zlunderer was the laugh-
ing-stock of Europe, and he, as the respon-
sible sender of that despatch, was journalistic-
ally done for. Ambition spoke first, and the
pain was of the bitterest.
Love spoke next, but with
all his rage and despair he
could not find the power to
be harsh to Miss Belmayne.
“The dear girl!” he said.
“She did her best, and that
scoundrel fooled her com-
pletely. Obh, oh, oh!” And
he squeezed his head with
his hands as if to shut out
the thought of his position

and the inevitable con-
sequences that he must
face.

A little knot of loungers
had gathered, his evident
pain exciting their sym-
pathy. This recalled him
to himself, and he took a
cab and drove away. Little knots of
men stood in front of all the cafés,
excitedly discussing the new tax. Half
of them were clean-shaven for the
first time in their lives, and the rest
were about to be. There was a run
on every hairdresser’s shop in Naples.

The Italian is poor, the taxes are killing, and
the art of dodging them is the first thing
taught to children. Vincent still held the

paper, and now read its comments on the
tax. They combined a scream of sarcastic
laughter with a howl of furious rage. Italy
had been touched on the spot that was
tenderest. But—and here was a gleam of
hope—the reputation of the ZJunderer was
so high that the despatch had been taken
seriously. The ‘““sell ” had not yet been ex-
posed. If only Crespo would save him-—
but, no ! Crespo’s position, already imperilled
by a crisis, was worse than his own. Crespo
would want to shoot him on the spot.

He caught the 2.40 train and rode to
Rome in a state of numbness. What he
would do to Halladay he did not dare to
think. He was a man in a rage, a hungry,
thirsty rage, that threatened to overpower
him. Nor did he dare to go to his apart-
ment. There lay the telegram dismissing
him in derision and contempt. In his sor-
row his heart turned to love for consolation.
Arrived at Rome he drove to the hotel,
entered Miss Belmayne’s drawing-room with
a white, sad face, and sat in the shadow.

The Acting Correspondent came in radiant,
beaming with pride and pleasure over her
shrewdness and success.

“Have you seen it?
papers. You didn’t get beaten.

It’s in the Roman
Oh, I was

‘“ A LITTLE KNOT OF LOUNGERS HAD GATHERED.”
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so worried, and so happy when I knew you
were safe ! ”

She stopped, mystified at his silence.
Then she saw his pallor and his expression.

“Are you ill? What is it? What’s the
matter?”

He tried to spare her; tried to pass the
matter over lightly. But the moment she
knew that the despatch had caused his
trouble all subterfuges were useless. Her
face, too, grew white, and she kept on asking
him question after question, till she fully
understood the effect of what she had done.
His ruin was certain, but his replies were
gentle, quiet, and full of sympathy. Then
the society girl known as Miss Belmayne dis-
appeared, and the woman in her came out.
His career was ended, and through his love
for her. The big, beautiful girl stood up,
tried to say she was sorry, but couldn’t.
Her lips only quivered and wouldn’t work.
Then she sat down, bolt upright on the sofa,
and the tears came first creeping and then
tumbling down from her eye-lashes as she
cried, broken-hearted, without a word or a

handkerchief. He tried to soothe her, to say
it was nothing. “Oh, Edward !” was all she
said.

In spite of his grief he observed the
word “ Edward.”

Upon this interesting and unconven-
tional social tableau bustled in Papa
Belmayne, of Chicago, millionaire
and newspaper correspondent. He
saw a white young man and a
young person bathed in tears.

“Wha—what’s the matter?” said
he, starting and peering over his
eye-glasses.

“I’'m done for, but it’s
all my own fault,” said the
young man.

Papa inquired and was
told. Hesat down suddenly
in a state of collapse.

“If that sneak comes
here again, I’ll cowhide
him,” he said, exploding.
“TI'll thrash him anyhow.
Anyhow !” he roared, with
the rage of an honest man who has been
beaten at his own game.

Then several minutes of sad, solemn silence
ensued, each trying to find a ray of light in
the gloom.

“Why don’t you see Crespo? He's a
friend of yours, isn’t he ?” said Belmayne.

“ He has been.”

“Then come on. Laura, you come with

us. We did it. We're responsible, and we’ll
take the blame. Crespo is the only man
that can save you. Here! Order me a
carriage ! ” he shouted to the maid.

The combative financier, who had faced
and won a hundred battles that were real
battles, was not to be daunted by a Prime
Minister and a newspaper and a little thing
like this. His courage, of course, infected
his daughter. With father at the helm every-
thing would, of course, be all right. It must
be all right. So she hoped once more, and
darted away for hat-pins. While waiting for
her and the hat-pins at the elevator another
thing occurred. Belmayne put his hand
in a friendly way on Vincent’s shoulder
and said: “Young man, don’t you worry.
If you have to give up journalism, you may
possibly do much better than that. I know
you, and I like you” Vincent nodded
quietly. The implied promise was well
meant, but it did not appeal to him just
then. They drove to the Quirinal Hill in
silence. The Acting Correspondent merely

asked her father if her hat was on straight.
She secretly proposed to take the Prime
Minister by storm.

‘“ ‘o1, EDWARD !" WAS ALL SHE SAID,"

Now, during all these woful occurrences
Chance, which, as everybody knows, is the
prime minister of Providence, was playing
tricks upon another Prime Minister, the
temporary ruler of Italy. Signor Crespo
was at his wits’ end over the new tax
measures. In order to pass them he had
to yield to the demands of the Socialist-
Anarchist wing of his party, and if he failed
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to pass them he fell from power. One
alternative was as distasteful as the other,
and he was rapidly growing grey in his
efforts to find a way out of the dilemma.
When the Z/underer despatch was brought
him he jumped to his feet in amazement.
Then he scratched his head and said,
“Ah!” Then he smiled a smile of joy.
He foresaw something.

Two minutes afterwards the double doors
of his private room were burst open and a
portly marquis, one of his enemies in the
Cabinet, rushed in and said: “Crespo—for
Heaven'’s sake ”

The Prime Minister said nothing.

Other high politicians of his party, rivals
and enemies, rushed in and cried : “Crespo
—for Heaven’s sake——"

Signor Crespo said nothing.

The King sent a noble duke hot-footed to
say : * Crespo—for Heaven’s sake——"

The Prime Minister still said nothing, but
in different words.

In half an hour they were all on their
knees, all the opposing elements he had
spent months in trying to combine. They
accepted the tax on moustaches as a fact,
and saw that, in revenge on them, he was
going to ruin the party. They begged him
not to propose it. He consented—on con-
ditions. They agreed abjectly to his terms,
told him to count on their votes, and, when
the Chamber met, passed his Budget, which
they had previously agreed to defeat, by a
huge majority.

This is why the Prime Minister, who had
made inquiries, was also eager to see the
Acting Correspondent who had sent that
despatch. Being a devout man, however, he
looked upon the real sender as Providence.

The carriage party entered the Ministry.
To Vincent it seemed to be wrapped in
accusing gloom. It was his farewell to the
Prime Minister, both as friend and corre-
spondent. Nevertheless, he wrote on his
card: “With Mr. and Miss Belmayne to
explain that despatch.”

They were silently ushered in and stood
in the great man’s presence, three drooping
figures, guilty and downcast. Belmayne was
not happy. He was not used to cringing

before anybody. Laura’s eyes were full of
new tears. She would sway no more nations,
whatever the temptation. Vincent was pale
and grave.

For some reason the Prime Minister began
to laugh. He had not felt like laughing for
three months, and he enjoyed the feeling.
He laughed till the tears came into his eyes.

Vincent was angry.

“Does it strike you as comical ? ” said he.

“Comical? It’s providential. See here,”
said Signor Crespo, pointing to a pile of at
least a hundred telegrams. “All Europe
wants information about your despatch. I
mean Miss Belmayne’s despatch,” he said,
bowing gracefully.

“Then you-—you understand
happened ? ”

“Yes.”

“ And, of course, you—you’ve exposed it ?”

“Oh, no. They thought I meant it. It
has saved the situation.”

“What ?” said Vincent, thunderstruck.

“And in return, my friend, I have saved
you. The Zhunderer, unable to get an
answer from you, telegraphed me for indorse-
ment. I sent this:—

““The 7hunderer, Tondon.
¢ In consquence of concessions from opposing ele-

ments I shall not present my proposed tax on
moustaches. - ““ CREsPO.”

“BY JOVE!” said Vincent.

“EDWARD !” screamed somebody.

“ Hurrah ! ” said Belmayne.

And Edward’s arms were filled with sudden
millinery, and two hearts were filled with
deepest joy.

"I'wo events of different kinds succeeded.

Halladay was abused by the National for
missing the most important news of the year.
When he gave a true explanation of the
matter he was scoffed at. It was visibly
false. He then proceeded to turn to a pale
but not unbecoming green colour. The
doctors said liver ; the cause was unrequited
love.

The other event was a social function of a
happy, even hilarious, character, at the
Grand Hotel. This is not of importance,

how it

however, in a country where orange-blossoms
are indigenous.
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USEFUL HINTS.

Two reciges given for removing spots of

mould on fabrics—one by first rubbing them
over with butter, and afterwards applying
potassa moistened with a little water, an

then rubbing the spot, when all traces of it
will disappear. The other method directs
that the mark be first wet with yellow sul-
phide of ammonia, by which it will imme-
diately blackened. er allawinF it a minute
or two to penetrate, the excess of sulphide is
to be washed out, and the black spot treated
with cold diluted chlorohydric acid, by which
it is at once removed. Finally, wash well
with water. This method is said to avoid
the serious objection of weakening and rotting
the fibre.

CorvING INSCRIPTIONS FROM Monu-
MENTAL STONES.—The copying of monu-
mental stones is a pleasant and interesting
amusement. Lay cartridge paper on the
stone you wish to copy and rub it with heel-
ball, which is to be got at any shoemaker’s,
The most perfect impression of any stone will
thus be obtained. Fn a few instances, where
there is a good deal of incised carving, such
as coats-of-arms, floriated work, &c., or where
the stone is much jagged and broken, substi-
tute thin, white, glazed calico for the paper,
the latter being liable to be torn by the
rubbing.

How 1o IKerr BOUQUETS BRIGHT AND
BEAUTIFUL.—There are many ways of pre-
servini bouquets, some being pretty success-
ful in keeping the flowers for a long time in all
their beauty. Here is a new method we have
recently met with: perhaps those of an ex-

erimental turn of mind will give it a trial.

prinkle the bouquet lightly with fresh water
and put it in a vase containing soap-suds.
Each morning take the bouquet out of the
suds and lay it sideways in clean water; keep
it there a minute or two, then take it out and
sprinkle the flower lightly by the hand with
water. Replace it in the suds, and it will
remain as fresh as when first gathered.
Change the suds every three or four days.
This method, it is said, will keep a bouquet
bright and beautiful for at least a month.

For Grvine A FINE GLOSS TO LINEN
Currs, CorLars, &c.—Add a teaspoonful
of salt and onc of fincly-scraped white soap to
a pint of starch.

To CLEAN Brack Rispon.—Boil an old
black kid glove in a pint of water, and let it
cool sufficiently to be held in the hand with-
out burning it. Ifthe ribbon is very dirty rinse
it two or t%n‘ee times in clean water, then use
the glove as a sponge, well washing the ribbon
with the liquor in which the glove was boiled.
Iron the ribbon when partly dry, placing paper

over it instead of a cloth.

A kind reader sends us the following; the
result, he says, of fifteen years’ experience :—
RECIPE For “MEDIUM” FOR PAINTING
oN CHI¥A.—An cxcellent substitute for
oil of turpentine, and answers equally well;

the only difficulty with it is that it takes
longer to dry, which, in my opinion, is an
advantage, as it enables the colours to be
blended into one another more easily, and for
a longer time. Dry the painting slowly before
the fire, or in a cool oven, as soon as finished.
By so doing the colours arc less liable to
attract lint or dust. By using this mediumit
is possible to do much more work, by painting
the second time if the first painting be dried
very slowly, so as not to burn the nature out
of the colour. Half an ounce balsam of co-
aiba, twenty drops of oil of lavender; keep
reealfrom dust. Mix your colours same as
usual,

LEMON MARMALADE.—Peel and quarter
the lemons; soak the pecl in water, with a
Filmh of salt, twelve hours; boil the same
our to six hours, till quite soft ; take out the
peel and drain; scoop out the white, and cut
rind into thin threads; divide the fruit, take
out pips and white, and soak both the latter
in the hot water in which the peel was soaked
previously; then strain. Weigh the fruit and
the peel; add an equal quantity of sugar to
them; and to every 3 lbs. of fruit, peel, and
sugar (all together), put } pint or (if you like
it liquid) £ pint of the strained water in which
the peel and pips were soaked. Boil the
whole together one hour, gently stirring and
skimming. The above is also a good recipe
for orange marmalade.

REecirE To CLEAN SILKS, SATINS, AND
Riepons,—Take of honey quarter of a pound,
soft soap quarter of a pound, soft water quarter
of a pint, mix thoroughly. Apply it “to the
material to be cleaned as it lies on a table,
and well brush it, more especially in the soiled
places, with a nail-brush ; rinse it then by dip-
ping it in cold water, having provided two or
three basons for the purpose, and dipping in
each one after the other so as to cleanse it
thoroughly ; then hang it on a line to drain.
As soon as the dripping has ceased, iron it on
the wrong side. ter this treatment it will
not be found to look greasy or become stiff
after the ironing.

FurNITURE PoLisH.—Equal parts of oil
and vinegar mixed. It cleans, in addition to
giving a polish

STAINS ON GOLD LACE.— Remove the
lace from the uniform and boil it (the lace) in
hydrochloric acid slightly diluted. The acid
will dissolve and remove the verdigris and
leave the gold uninjured.

JouxNy CAKE.—Take of Indian meal,
three cupfuls; flour, two cupfuls; sugar, one
cupful ; carbonate of soda, one tcaspoonful;
mix all with buttermilk and bake.

RAT EXTERMINATOR.—The latest expe-
dient for ridding a house of rats is furnished
by a writer in the Scientific American, who
sayc :—* We clear our premises ot these de-
testable vermin by making whitewash yellow
with copperas, and covering the stones and
rafters in the cellar with a thick coat of it. In
every crevice where a rat might tread we put
the crystals of the copperas, and scalter the
same in the corners of the floor.  The result
was a perfect stampede of rats and mice. Since
that time not a squeak of either rats or mice
has been heard about the house. Every spring
a coat of the same yellow wash is given to the
cellar as a purifier as well as a rat extermina-
tor, and ro typhoid, dysentery, or fever attacks
the family.”

THE BEST PounDp CAKE.—DBeat one pound
of butter to a cream, onc pound of eggs—
weighed before broken—beaten till they froth
for about twenty minutes; one pound of
raisons (if desired), and one pound of sugar.
When well mixed, add half a teaspoonful ot
milk, and work that in before pulting it in
the oven.

A Play in Three Acts,
ACT I.
A HOTEL at the seaside,
Some music, and a ball,

A partner for the lanciers,
A smile, and “ Come and call.”

ACT 1I.

A row upon the harbor,
A stroll a-down the pier,

A “Call on me next fall in town;
Now won’t you, that's a dear ?

ACT I1I1.

A lofty brown-stone mansion,
A richly furnished room,

A servant-girl who comes anon
And tells you, “ Not at home.”

George William Ogden.

NEW YEAR'S DAY IN THE VOSGES.

Arv over the world New Year's Day is a scason of
rejoicing; but in these prosaic times of ours there is
not the same complete yielding up of families and
nations to festivity as prevailed in a former age.
Many good old customs have been left far behind in
these locomotive, progressive, go-ahead days of ours,
We give partics, and trust to creature comforts for
the remainder of the entertainment. We have a
little quiet dancing—not in the least like old-fashioned
dancingf; a little singing, perhaps with a conver-
sational accompaniment by everybody in the place; a
little charade acting. This is not the way our ances-
tors welcomed the new year; they were hearty and
carnest, and meant to be merry, and not particularly
“genteel.” “Why are you mnot out a dancing with
your mates? " said Jonas Hanway to a little chimney-
sweeper, one fine B‘Iﬂ{ morning. The child of soof
looked upon him with pity, and answered, *“’Cause
master says it ain't genteel!” The eyes of other
people rninus.  What will Mrs, Grundy say ? Over
the way and next door are looking on; we must pre-
serve the conventional forms of our order; we must
not do as we like—we must do as our friends like.

Therefore is it many good old customs have been
given over, and you only find them obszerved in
out of the way places, where they have lingered for a
while, but from which they will be finally swept
away. Down in the country, at some old farmhouse,

ou have made merry at Christmas and New Year
n a manner_totally incompatible with the received
notions of Gulliver Square and Lilliput Crescent.
You know you have! "Just because there were no
prying eyes to watch you, and nobody to cry “ Fie!”
tis precisely the same with our friends on the
other side of the Chanuel. It is only in country
]Eurls that good old French customs are preserved.
n the Vosges, for instance, the old and new year are
still celebrated very much in_the same way as they
were centuries ago, when the Maid of Orleans fought
with the sword of Deborah, and that “dove-feathered
raven,” Lounis XL, plotted wickedness with his
iniquitous barber.

"Towards the closc of the old year in the Vosges,
specially in the festival of Saint Sylvester, troops of
children parade the villages, singing an old song with
the well-known burthen, “ du gui Pan newfs The
expressions in this song are varied, but the theme is
invariably the same, indicating a common origin
modified by the provineial dialect.

On New Year's Day all the children are accuslomed
Lo offer their congratulations to their parents, usually
presented in the traditional mode, rmmcl{, wishing
them long life and happiness in this world and the
next. The youngest child is generally the mouth-
picce of the rest. After the oration uil the children
embrace their parents and each other, and litlle
cakes, called veeks, are distribnted amongst them.

The grown-up folks, dressed in their Sunday clothes,
aud brave in ribbons, then march off to pay their
respects to one another, or to take their children to
visit their godfathers and godmothers, to whom they
address similar compliments and good wishes to
those which they have already ofiered to their natural
parents. Each'child receives a cake, called a cour-
rien, aud generally a picce of money, varying in
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CELEBRATION OF NEW YEAR'S DAY IN THE VOSGES MOUNTAINS.

amount according to the wealth or generosity of the
giver,

The out-door féte, which is the most interesting

feature of the occasion, is usually celebrated near a
fountain.
_ Partof thenight preceding the dawn of the new year
is devoted by the girls to preparing a sort of Maypole,
or, rather, a gigantic Christmas tree. Theﬁ duce
for this purpose a young tgine, or a young o?lm tree
full of scarlet berries; this they dzcorate with rib-
bons, coloured eggs, little figures representing an
amorous shepherd with a bouquet in his hand; a bad
husband thrashing his wife; a trooper of ferocious
aspect; or a village coquette in gala costume. Thus
decorated, the tree is R!anted near the fountain, and
the girls emulate each other in their efforts to make
it as beautiful as possible.

During the day the villagers come to present their

homage to the tree, which is to occupy the same
p]aca?’or the whole year, and is regarded as a symbol
of Heaven’s protecting care over all those who shall
gossip under its branches, or fetch water from the
fountain.

When the evening sets in, the snow is carefully
swept away from the roots of the tree, and the girls,
forming a circle, sing and dance round it, the youn
fellows looking on, but not allowed, without specia
permission, to join in the amusement.

As the children’s songs—to which allusion has
already been made—differ in different parts, and at
different times, but still bear marks of a common
origin, so the girls’ songs of the new year's tree are
not always exactly the same, but are invariably of the
same description. A verse or two of one of these
Christmas songs most popular in the Vosges may bo
thus freely translated i—

We have planted the new year's tree,
Its boughs are gaily dressed;
But here no flower will blossom—
No bird will build its nest.
‘We love the tree as a sister,
Our love is not in vain;
The tree we'll guard all through the year
Till Christmas comes again.
La! 1al the new year's tree wo raiss,
And dance & measure in its praise.

‘We have planted the new year's tree,
Exerting all our powers,
That it may bless us through the year,
And prosper us and ours.
For this tree is our sister
So tender and so dear;
As we go dancing round her now
We clisten the new year.
La! 1l the new year's tres we raise,
And dance a measure in 1ts praise.
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STILL another occupation for women ; and
to Miss Campbell, sister of Sir Guy Campbell,
belongs the honour of its discovery. This is
the selection of wedding and birthday presents.
Pesple who live in the country sometimes find
it very difficult to run up to London, or to
their nearest large town 1n search of presents,
and it is for these people, and for those who
would rather delegate the bewildering work of
choosing presents to another’s taste, that the
ladies who take up this new occupation will
work. A certain amount of knowledge and
taste are required.

¢ ARE you aware that life is like a railway ?
One gets into deep cuttings and long dark
turmefse, where one sees nothing, and hears
twice as much noise as usual; and one can’t
read, one shuts up the window, and waits, and
then it all comes clear again. Only in life it
sometimes feels as if one had to dig the tunnel
as one poes along, all new for oneself. Go
straight on, however, and one is sure to come
out into a new country, on the other side of
the hills, sunny and bright.”

o

A GLOUCESTERSHIRE gentleman is the
owner of a watch of great historic value, It
is one hundred and seventeen years old, and
was carried by members of his family at the
battles of Waterloo and Trafalgar, as well as
tbrough the principal battles of the Peninsular
War. It also indicated the time to later
descendants at Chillianwallah, and during the
whole of the Indian Mutiny. Its owner gene-
rally wears it at the present time, and it is
still in excellent preservation.

%

THE following is a little bewildering at first
sight, but its truth is self-evident.

“ He who knows not, and knows not that
he knows not, is a fool—hear him.”

“He who knows not and knows that he
knows not, is a child—teach him.”

¢ He who knows, and knows that he knows,
is a king—follow him.

%

A LITTLE time ago the governor of an
English county prison was much perturbed by
the discovery that the female criminals man-
aged, by some means that he could not
fathom, to ascertain the presence of every
individual male prisoner sitting on the other
side of the high wooden barrier that separated
the two sexes in the prison chapel. One day
one of the women made an exclamation,
showing that she had suddenly become aware
that her husband was in the prison, although,
according to all established rules, his presence
should have been utterly unknown to her.
This incident caused considerable dismay
amongst the officials, who were quite at a
loss to account for the means by which the
recognition had been made., Then a most
careful examination of the chapel was made,
and the mystery was solved. Although the
men and women sat apart, and were divided
by the high wooden barrier over which it was
impossible for them to see, they all faced the
communion-table, above which was a large
brass omament. This was so highly polished
that it formed a mirror, and consequently the
women saw the reflection of every man’s face
as he passed to his seat. Needless to say the
omiment was at once removed.

Odds and Ends.

“ GOOD-NATURE gives a certain air to the
countenance which is more amiable than
beauty, It shows beauty in its fairest light,
takes off in some measure the deformity of
vice, and makes even folly and impertinence
supportable —Addison.

%

CRUDEN, the maker of the famous Con-
cordance to the Bible that bears his name,
spent nineteen years in this gigantic under-
taking, and so great was the strain that upon
its publhication he was removed to a lunmatic
asylum suffering from a mental disease from
which he never entirely recovered,

%

CLEAN linen seems to be one of the
difficulties of life, both at Cape Town and
Johannesburg. Some time ago a laundry firm
in Cape Town imported a number of laundry-
maids, and their handiwork was at once ge
joy and pleasure of the inhabitants. Johannes-
burg, however, suffered acutely from the lack
of good washing, and the laundry-maids,
attracted by the ﬁigh wages offered them in
the citi':‘of gold, have departed to the Trans-
vaal. English girls, anxious to go to the Cape,
and equally anxious to work, might do worse
than take up laundry-work.

o%

APPLES are amongst the most health-giving
of fruits, since they contain more phosphorus
than any other, or than any vegetable. An
apple should always be eaten before going to
bed at night, as it induces a more quiet sleep
than either chloral or opium. The fruit also
gives relief in cases of neuralgia and muscular
rheumatism.

%

A MOVEMENT is on foot to cultivate tea in
Brazil. Experiments have been made on a
very large scale in that country, and it has
been found that both the soil and the condi-
tions of labour are peculiarly favourable to
the cultivation of the plant, three of the pro-
vinces producing tea equal in quality to that
of Ceylon,

S

“IWE should not preach so much to
rcople: we should give them an interest in
ife, something to love, something to live for;
we should, if possible, make them happy, or
put them on the way to happiness, then they
would unquestionably become good.”

0%

“T AM convinced, both by faith and ex-
perience, that to maintain one's self on this
earth is not a ha.rdshir, but a pastime, il we
live simply and wisely; as the pursuits of
the simpler nations are still the sports of the
more artificial.””— Tkoreau.

o

“ SELF is the point from which all our

wer must be drawn; but its effects are
g:yond our sight or ken, reaching to family
and friends, to all those who profit by our
abilities and labours, to those wl?om we influ-
ence consciously or unconsciously, both near
and far away.”

It is very satisfactory to learn that the
number of seals slaughtered last season is
considerably less than it has ever been before.
The cruelty and brutality of the sealers in
obtaining the skins upon which so many
people set a high value as an article of dress
are being tually exposed, and it would
seem that the efforts of those who wish to put
an end to this barbarism are taking effect,
It is a matter for marvel that any woman,
kuowing the real facts of the capture, should
be willing to clothe hersell in a cloak or
Jjacket that is made up of the skins of harmless
animals that have been ruthlessly butchered.
This decrease is a good sign, and it is earnestly
to be hoped that it will continue until it is no
longer worth while for ships to ply this trade.

%

MRs. MARGARET HoBas, who died recently
at the age of 103 years, married a Captain of
the g92nd Highlanders, by whom she bad
fourteen children. Following in their father's
footsteps, many of these became soldiers, and
at the present time five of her sons are still
serving the Queen, Mrs. Hobbs had forty-
four grandchildren, four of whom are officers
in the army, and two others are preparing to
join it. And it is more than probable, seeing
the military bent of the family, that out of the
thirty-two great-grandchildren and the two
Freat-great-gmndchi]dren that the old lady
eft behind, some, at least, will enter the
service, and so maintain this curious family
history.

S

IT is not generally known that Queen
Victorin escaped absolute financial ruin 1
the merest chance some rs ago.
Scotchman dying, left some shares in a great
banking concern to the Queen, and the matter
was brought before Her Majesty’s advisers,
who, after considering the question for a long
time, decided that it was incompatible with
her dignity for the Queen to hold shares in a
commercial undertaking. Very shortly after-
wards the bank, which was of unlimited
liability, failed for a sum of between six and
seven millions of money. This unlimited
liability meant hopeless ruin for every share-
bolder, as each one was liable to be called
upon for money until the entire debts of the
bank were paid off. The first call swept
away the smaller shareholders; then came
those slightly richer, and finally the great
capitalists and millionaires holding shares
were left penniless. It is impossible to
imagine what would have happened had the
Queen’s advisers counselled her to accept the
legacy of the loyal Scotchman,

B

SPEAKING of age, an ingenious person has
invented a2 means ﬁ which elderly pcople and
invalids can be saved the fatigue of climbing
stairs where therc is mo lift. It is really an
electric stair-climber, consisting of a’ car
running on two rails fixed at the top and
bottom of the balustrade of the starcase and
a box upon which the person stands. The
car is moved by an electric windlass through
a steel cable which is guided by rollers, and
only occupies about twelve inches of the
breadth of the steps. It is controlled by the
person standing upon the box by means of
a lever, going cither up or down as may be
desired, and stopping automatically at each
fioor; but it glides on again dircctly the
lever is moved,
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VEN in January there are days of sudden relenting, when the
frost’s icy grasp upon nature seems to relax. Days that

% rightfully belong to Spring drop down upon us with birds that have
maarg. come before their time. But such days may end in a northeast
snow-storm and the birds perish. E. P, Roe.

;3&;# n-s E

Belford’s Chatterbox, 1885
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Give the Gift of Victorian Times...
in Print! S e e

Y \[‘ctorlan Tlmes '
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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:/lwww.VictorianVoices.net/VT/index.shtml
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Goming in February 2017... I Victorian Times
o Curious Bank Notes from the Bank of England | VoIV, Mo.2 | 4 February 2017
e Rescuing Some Storm-Bound Sparrows |
e Victorian Valentines
o Walks in February: Preludes of Spring
e How to Make American Bread
o Impressions of Some Victorian “Types”

o The Pageantry of London’s Lord Mayors” Shows

o A Look at Japanese Fans

e Precious Stones, Part 2: Diamonds

o Candies to Make at Home

e What Is “Crazy China” and How Do You Make I¢?
o Fiction: “Edwin’s Razor”

e And, of course, recipes, household hints, and more...

Download this issue in early February at: VictorianVoices.net/VT/issues/VT-1702.shtml
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