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CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.

THE FLANEUR.

‘Victor Hugo has gtill one child left him, a daughter. She
is married 10 an Eoglish officer who s now acting as Licute-
pant Governor of Tasmania,

Rossini, one of the witticst of men, once said : ¢ Paris
is the devil. - Everybody speaks ill of it, rnd everybody goes
to it.” ' ; ,

The monkeys fn the Jardin des Plantes are now clad in
blouses to protect them from cold.

Politicians are welcome 1¢ all the comfort they can extract
from these lines of the poet: - '
To be suapected, thwarted and withstood,
Altbough he Inbours for the public good,
I'o win no praise when vell-wronght plans prevall,
And to be bardly censured if they fail.

A French night repast is alwayy a delight.  But the Christ-
mas réveillon is n prodigy.  Just fancy yoursgelf in presence of
such & display as this—devilled kidneys smothered in champa-
gne, pigs' fect truiled and defended with pickles, sausages as
various in colour ns in make up, with sour-krout to make all
digestible, and onion soup s o sabstitute for bitters 7 Yet
such is the banguet that Jadics and gentlemen rush to patro-
ni-e, wore in restanrants than in private houses, It ig cal.
culated that one hundred and fifty miles of black puddipg were
consumed on Christmas Eve,

Consolation for lovers :

Amanles, amentes,

Reeorder. You beliove also that the young man who sat
with you in the cab has stolen your watch,  What makes vou
think so?

Young girl.  He bent'eo over me.

Recorder, Why did you allow him?

Youny girl. O, I thought he only wanted to make love.

We cannot always be laughing. Spite of ug, we will some-
times sit alone and forgotten things will troop up iuty the
br.in, making the Jip to quiver, and the ¢ye 10 moisten and
the heart to swell until iv is alinost fit to bresk, 1 had this
fecling the other yight, as I penned the following lines:

Like a wail on the desolate seashore, that cold wild gust of December
Makes moan round the gable at midnight—the lust of the year—
Andlike tho grin of u ghost. tho light of the ruouldering ember

Fhits i my ewply fuos and mucks me with visions of cheeor.

Q, whero are the dreams that wo dreamed, and where thufnllc]irioue
olfles
We loved when the insects fluttered in the warmth and :hu(gr‘.;xrn;xco
of May ?
And where are the vows that we made—those ch:sto.r.x of fiery hollics
Brightest aud fuirest tu sco on the very eve of decay ?

The young hoy croonsat his work. the maiidon sings in the howor,
And the air palsates with the throbg of a counie, infinite love.
Butthe feet are cobtd that have wet in tho sunse’s gensuocus hour,
And tho red leaves cover the trysting seat in the grove.

The oll mnan cracses his hands, and deeopa his head in the shadows,
The vood wife stogps at her wheei, fur her sxvez are filiny aod dun;
But O, on rhefringe of the wood and euton tha billowy mead we
Taoe great gold Hght is foating 1o a celextial stream.,

The wbanr of lilaes still clings to the leaves of the family missal,

And the dato of vur bradal is there—1 remenber "tway !‘”.L in my
PICIY S

Ahwe! yet ‘tis only this moraing that I heard the bobolink’s whistie

Up i thesumach that shelers her grave and where thesyringa stood.

Yes, and tho rains of the autnmn fal c¢hill on the purple shipc whero

together
The bones of my babesare enlaced in the root of that faneral vee,
But aviit when [ louk out for them in the baoyant, ergstalline weather
Their sweet white faces arg radiant and gmite upon me,

And suchis the Jife of man—ashifting of scenez--with the ranges

¥ron oneextreme to the next—~the rize nod ebb of the sout

And what 1s our blissnid it ali?  Why, always to change with the
fehanges,

Thoagh our single purpose is fixed on the one immutable goal.

Thus ta-night I will chase my sorrow with that Inst witd gust of Decem-

: cer,
The g'oom where [ «it is gonc and the eleams f the morningappear,
Tha Paet shinh Lo buried anew inthe dust of the smouldering ember,
Yor the Future rizes befyre me, in the flush of the dawning year.

Thare Frenchmen!

Fome weeks ugo, the police of Paria arrested a man- who
attempted 1o bite off the nose of a wine merchant. He was
douitl s« attracted by its Bloom.  Aftsr much retiztance, he
rurremdered himeelt and, on being questioned, avswered that
he was a fisherman by dsy, but by night acied as secretary to
the Socicty of Nose Eaters!

TPoor Parepa, why did shé evermarry?  From the fairyland
of opreatic triwmph, she steppsd down into the prosy arens of
wedlock and her brief career there ended ina-dismal tragedy.
She died after giving birth to a still-born child,

Willie Winter, dramatic critic of the New York Tribune, of
whom it may be said that he: bas revived in America the
method of o Chorley. and a Julex Janin, lately set the climax
to deticate, courteous word painting. . Speaking of Carlo ta
Leclere y, who appenced in the New Maydalen, und wishing to
insinuate 1o her as gently as possible, that being: fat and forty,
the was unsunited to the part of Merocy Merrict, he got ount of
the serape by kaying that the was #too massive aud mature.”
1 have seldom read anyithing more exquaisite.

This definition of 'a jockey is worthy of Douglus Jerrold :
The pair of pivcers with which sportsmen draw their chest-
nuts out of the fire, : RN ’

Itis remerkable that in almost all languages the word *dear?.
gignifies beloved and of high price. “Through the Latin carum,
the Italinng have caro, the ¥rench cher..  We have dear and
the Germans thewsr.  All with the donble meaning: :

A young fellow whohad L) pny one hundved doilars foradis-

pensation to marry his fiest cousin, -used {5 answer, whenever

" she told him (as women aiways do) that he could not possibly
love heras fondly ag sheloved him;

* O Mimi; you are dvubly dear to me.”

I have discovered a beauty for Hotten’s new cdition of
Curlous Sigu-boards, ' ‘

- In this very city, (I can give yon strect and number,
if-you like) th-re was a furniture dealer, who adde1 the basi-
ness of undertaker to his other cares, for one of his windows
wag filled ‘with coffing large and small,  Over. his front waa

- painted this cignin French :

H X e &, &c, Excovraoe Hour Mawvraorvpe!”

Robert Dale Owen says that he saw more pretty women, in
five wecks, in New York, than he did during a five years' stay
at Naples. This is one of those wild assertions which mean
nothing.. They are true under one -sole point of view and
false in every other. I may say with equal truth and equal
untruth that I saw more pretty faces,-in one day's atroll an
the Btrada Nuova, than 1 met in Broadway, during n week’s
promenade, . And yet what would it prove 7

ALMATIVA.

THE QUEEN OF OPERA BOUFFE,.

Olive Logan sends to the Spirit of the Times from Paris the
following spicy gossip about the great Schneider : # Until New
York has scen this artiste it can never traly say that it knows
anything about the possibilities of Offeabachian opera boufTe,
That vulgar creature, Tostee, got all the crenmn of the ¢ Grand
Luch+ss'In New York, The music was such a noveity that it
was bound to he a success anywhere ; but if you can imagine
Frank Evans getting hold of one of Lester Wallack's picces,
and going to Owmaha and playing it, you may have some idea
of the rapprochement between Schoeider in ¢+ La Grande Du-
chesse’ in Paris, with half the crowned heads of Enrope
elbowing each other for her smiles, and Tostee in New York,
gettiug tipsy on bad champrgoe with Gotham’s gamblers, and
croaking through the part on nights when she was not ‘iadis.
posed ! T'he extrrordinary charm of Schueider was her elegant
and dignified bearing ; she looked like a Grand Duchers, and
had the carriage aod manoers of one, It was only by occasional
flashes, searcely lasting a moment, that she gave you glimpees
of the wild deviltry of reckless fun which 11y beneath thas im-
prrious and high-bred demeansur which was her habitual man-
ner,  Add to this that instead of the plastered ma k—ono
recording map of hideousorgies —behind which Tostee grinned,
and through which her lascivious little eyes twink ed, Schnei.
der hag a delicate and intellectaal face, which, despite her life
of an undeniably unvestal-like character, bears no traces even
now of the ravages of dissipation. Her lif2 has been passed
among the finest flower of the nobility of Enrope—~of course I
mean among men of that stamp only—and they bave formed
her.” Such men may be dissipated, reckless, frivoloug; but
they are not conrse and vuluar, nor will they tolerate these
traits in any onc with whom they associate. Her first love
was the Duke de Grammoat.Caderonsse. Ile idolized her,
and used to walk arm-ig-arm wiih her 0a tha boulevard v in the
day time. Any body who wo d not Low to him with her un
his arm, he cut most remorsclessly afterwands,  He was a des-
cendant of the Cru-aders; and hat the r:d haic which the
cuazete roustes of the Grammants have flouti-hed for six hun-
dred years.  He died young, leaving Hortense a goo ! part of
hisy fortune. [ saw her ta a private box of the theutee of
the Délassements Comiques night bafore Iast, Tt was casy to
see that her poesence rendeced the actresses on the stige very
nervouy. She applavded ther eigiog once or twice, however,
She wanaccompanied by a very fswelfy ? man, nod was simply
but rieh!y dressed in black silk. ticeless biack pearls hu g
from her vars—gems fit for Cleopatra’s wear when dressed in
Sunday best.  Schueider owas one brooch,  a m mogram of the
Ietters H - nd 3, furmed of diamonds as big as hoese- hestauts,
there or thercabonts, It is gaid to Le worth the ransom of a
king—. vasne stutement a3 regards money value, for th-re
have been some kings 1 woulun't give a dollar-store breastpin
for.”

NEW BOOKS.

A poem of some thousand or twelve hundred linss i8 under
any circums:ances & semewhat wnbitious uodertsking, But
what rhatl we ray of a young Luly of sixteen who baldly plunges
into an ocean of versy, and undeterred by the fiint praise or
the ridicule of the critics fearlessly places her production
b fore “a discriminating public’ While we admire hir
pluck, we caunot but con.ider the author of < Constauee ”* as
unwise in supaosing that the jublic wiill leek with the rame
favourable eyo as her own fricnds upon th » elaborate and some-
what stilted production she has put forth upou the world.
While we do not deny that within the thousand odd lines that
form the book before us there are rome that possess a merit of
their own, we cnunot but congratulate the writer upoun her

prudence in withholding her name from an offort of which. in

the future she may have reason to beashamed. As the producs
tion of n young lady in her teens © Constauce ™ is not without its
good points. - A3 a book that the pul’ic are'supposed to read
and prouocunce u;on, we fear that iv wiil fall flac. As ¢y the
typogmphical work, the book is a muvel of the bizarre put
together with the leust possivle amount of tiste,

MAGAZINE LITERATURE,

Old and New for February i a sprightly and cntertuiuing

number, on the principle of being a popular and useful mag-
‘aziny, instend of ‘being usetul, and taking the chance of being

popular.  Mr. Trollope’s novel grows readible and interest-
ing. ~Mr. Perkin's novel contains some curious matters illus-
trating the interior of the book-agents © dreadful trade; " and
the Washington’ novelotte fills the second of its three parts,
Bishop Ferrette of the Syrian Church —a man of much curfous
Oricntal learning, and ‘who can read the “ Arabian Nights”
at sight, into good Euglish, from the Arabic — contributes a
fauciful legend, which might well be ad ted to the famous Kast-
ern story-buok. - Mr. Harlew’s sketeh,  The Lost Child,” is a
sad but interesting legend of Wachusset Mouatain, which the

nutbior says,  {s well ‘known in all that regiou to be eatirely

* Constanco. A Layof theo Oldon” Time.

xeal John Lovell.

By Maple Leaf. Mont-

trun - Mr. Hale gives us a capital practical paper on ¢ Exer.
cise,” a spirited introduction full of ‘patriotic memories of -the
Revolutionary War aod alikely introduction to the Examiner,
with suggestive thoughts about poetry, and magazine poetry
too. In the **Record of Progress' there is a bitter epigram on

< Carlpk, and some seasonable information on money matters

and. on the American Sucial Science Association. There are
two poems,—* Sea Tangle,” by G.T. A.; and « Mistaken”
by Clara F. Guerngey. Aad there is a fervent and forcible
article by one of the Old Guard of Kentucky Republicans, Mr,
Fairchild of Beren, in favour of having all public schools open
equally te black and white children. Aud Mr. Qaincy, whose
articles on the proper wuy of exempting public institutions
from taxation bhave attracted a great deal of attention, has an-.
other pungent paper on the subject.,

The February number, the seccond of the new volume of
Lippincott's Magazine, sparkles with interesting and attractive
articles. In thig number Mr. George MacDonald's long-prom-
ised serial story, Malcolm, really beging. It is brimful of fine
Bcotch humour. Its characters arve clearly and skilfully drawn,
It is altogether a moat stirring and captivating story., The
continuation of the ** New Hyperion ” maintaiusg the universal
interest alrendy created,— an interest which is coustantly
surprised and intensifizd by the siugularly original and sug-
gessive illustrations of Doré. ¢ Josephine and Malmuison,”
itlustrated, is, its paddiag notwithstanding, an interesting
sketch of Napoleon's life at Malmaison and of his relations
with Josephine, by Marie Howland. ¢ A Western Seeress,” by
Will Wallace Harney, is a graphic and curions piece, descript-
fve of adventures illustrative of the faculty of sccond sight.
“ Two Marquises,” by Reginald Wynford, containg a sketch of
the Marquis of Hertford, who was the orizinal of Thackeray's
famous character. ¢ The Marquis of Steyae # How wo
Met,” is a charming story, by the author of ¥ Blindpits)”
“ Kismet,” an Eastern poem, by George H. Boker, will com.
mand universal attention. * Amony the Alligators™ i3 a
lively Florida huniinz sketch, by §. Q. Clark:. *'Tne Ro-
mance of & Tin Box,” by Louis A. Roberts, is, as its title in-
dicates, a very amusing story. “ Modern Freach Fiction,” by
Francis Asheton, is an able critical article on a subj ct of
constantly increasing interest. This number also coataing
A Queen's Adventure,” a very sprightly paper, by R.Duvey;
and “A Famiue in th: Eist)” by Fanny R Feulge. #Our
Monthly Gossip,”’ in the February number is equal in style
and varjety lo any of its predecessors, and to say that is to
commmend the Magazine to all readers of refined tasts and
good judgment,

Rachefort 1s writing an autablographical novel in the Rappel.

Gaorge Sand i3 writlng a new wpovelette in the Tempr—
L'Orgue de Titan.

Charley Kingsley was (o have salled from Liverpaol for Naw
York on Tuursday.

~An account of the Chinesa war will be abortly published by
the Comte de Patikao,

Outin ts about to publish a shart atery, in one volume, entitled
* The Wooden Shoes,” which will be lilustrated by berself,

Tt fx staied that the anthor of Ging's Baby 1s going to wrlte a
book with the siranyge title of Luchmee and Ditio. Tue scane of
the stary i3 to bein the West Indiess What uew grievancs 1s
Me Jinkins aboot W submit?

M, Ercimann-Caatrian are now writing a new serial story,
which wiil shortly appear in Cussell's Miguziae. Tt Will be en-
titled T~ Colege Lefeof Madire NabionL" anl will be based on
the advewvtures of i yoang culleghin during the Louis Pailipps
ers.

A book which will create considlarable interest on Iis appear-
ance next month wiil be the Life and Letters of Lod Minto,
edited by the Countess of Mimto, [t contains a maitita la of pris
viate letters referring to all the priacipal personages and eventa
of the (irst years of this ceatury,

Shellon & Co. announce a work which will ba received with
great fnterest »verywhere, It 13 an intertor history of the Lin-
coln Administration by ex-Secretary Weiles, who was connegctad
with it from the start, was in most of Lis secrats, wud bag a vast -
amount of accurate data to draw from,

Notice of action for iibal hiag baen s2nt (says the T'imes) to the
pubrisher of Once a Week by the so'icitors of nneof 1+ Liverpool
shiipowners, on aceoupt of certain stalema2nts made by Mr.
Piimsoll in his appendix w ¢ sShip Aho " the Carlatmas annual
of Oneza Week. The shipowuner referced o s, the Liverpool
Daity Post suys, Mr, W, J. Feraie, :

They bava got an epidamic of crittelsm at Minncapolls,. Ata
recent inqnest over the works of Tenayson ooe speiuker pro-
nounced nm a thirdecluss poat, and < very smadl piatiern of 8
man, who felt in love at the age of fifieen and s continuad so
ever since.” Aclergyman sard tha «Thas Princass” saiways
remivde L iim of the rag-tag el bob-tatl thougihits of a man of
talent in adetiviom” Itis apt to o hard witir p2opls at thae
first, but they will recover in time if they live long ennaga,

The members of tha Prussian Ordor Pawr le Mot win ars
entitled to vote have proposed to the Emdoror the great Eagilsh
historian, Me Taomas Carlyle, as o member of the ¢ivil division
of the Or:ler. tny place of the Inte Signor Manz nic TL was no easy
task to flad a suceessor | to the eviehrated  ltallan poet, as, for -
reasons easity understond; there cotld be ho question abaat the
vlection of M. Victor {Iaxo, who utader other eircamstances would
undoubtediy have oblained the greatest distinelion for merit in
art and science which is at the disposil of the Sovereizr of
Prussia. .

The following is the text of C. A, Bristead’s (Ban! Banson) last
lettert I am stillalive.  For twelve days [ hnwve satfered such
agonies ns canaat be described or tiagine L, - M oalay, the 12th,
1 waus ensier.. 1 took tha saeramend, and hoped 'th dis quteuly,
but [ am reservel for mure sullering. My umily and friends
have shown me the greatest Kindaess, 1 think {+ ought 1o ba
made legal to Kl such fnvalids as myself. 1 sav tais as aCurls.
tian. ) CHARLES AST)HR BXISTED.

. S.—My servants have been like ansels to m  Were L t0
live I should write a palinode on the Irish, o

The Publishers' Circular-informs us that 3,183 diffarent books
and pamphiets bave been publlshed In the Ualted Kingdom in
the year 1873, the highest nuumber veached in any other cottotry
belng 659, Some of these are Awmertean “bportatinns, but ‘the
number excludes all new edittons, The pamphlets are axtremaly

fow, only 179, aml the works of fiction stand fore.nost, 831, .

Nuxt comes theology, with 778 works; and next, to our surprise,
538 books of art, or books s flastrated as to be baoks of art
After these follow histories, books of poetry, and 283 works of
travel, geography, or geographleal rosearch,




