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o o THE FLANEUR,

Lo ) never cease. - A young. girl named Richard

‘v\'on“"ﬁ:}'l"of gt. Leonard, and aged thirteen, went nine

7 of tbe panths ‘without taking any food, nolid or lquid, except

: vbolem‘i’o“l sup of cold water, But within the past fow

‘l’w.cmngcd her mind, took to eating ko sny other

£ peeks 8 inded mortal, and hag at present attained n normal

3 Mle-ﬂ{”‘ Her paronts are particularly glad to see that she

”Mpal'lk;! gvery bedy elso. 1 think myself tho girl is de-

‘ ?’_;;‘;;;. mistaken. Itis so much nicor to be like nobody else.
i

Th
s wonderful how circumsatances alter cages. Some time
""emiu pottion of our progs was loud in its praiss of
.go‘liﬂh comments on the Pacific scandal, - Now that the Bri-
g;g! ers, after fuller information, modify their opinions

u-ry considersbly, they are ignored or abused by thelr former
L2

.onds bere. .

' m;?‘;;‘ngllshjourmln choose to change, why may not ours on-

i s dmilar privilege?

« pon't do that ngain, Johu. ~1am five years old to-day, anl
¢ pArSOD 58YS {t 18 not proper for younyg ladies to kiss on the
1

gath? And Minnle sailed out of the room wiping her lipa.

" Theto nEVEr WeTé 80 MIANY organ gril}dcrs in the city before.
uey sl belong to the same type, with a single exception.
Teat one 4 & young woman, uot unhandsome, whose instru-
gent 18 on wheels, and containg in nrecess, s cosy place whero
& infant quietly sleeps, as she grinds her screeching music.
gusing at this pretty sight some weeks ago, 1 felt softened,
sod fumbled in mv pocket for a penny. Just then two high-
3 dames passed, with o scow] and sneer on their faces.
TiThatd 8 bagguge,” said one, pointing to the poor wouman
sith ber parasol.

+The child fs not hers,” rejoined the other. ** She borrowed
110 impase upon honest people.”

11t go my penny, and diving to the bottom of my pocket,
nabled out my last five.cent pirce, which I handed to the
¥l .

Where bas the poor musician gone, now that the suow has
wae!

The glory of Jack Sheppard and Bill Edmonson has de-
.uted, Sharkey is the hero of the day. A gambler, Mack-
{.—:i“polilicz\l striker) and murderer, he was the terror and
sneestion of his fellow men, while his handsome face and
dsbing figare made himw the admiration of the sex.  Poor
daggie Jordan! e treated ber wore ahawefully than ever
@il Svkes did Nancy. And yet she loved him. Beautiful
Y¥aggie! Fit to be the lawful wife of 8 nobt,  Duwing Sharkey's
s, she sat constantly by his side. During his fmprison-
aeot, she was the ouly one who visited lim,  Little by little,
ihe brovght articles of female dress to his cell, until his dis-
ssise was complete, whien he quictly walked out of the Tombs,
fming the poor girl o face theenmysd Keopers.  Sharkey iz
wow free, thauks to Maggie Jordan, O fair, chaste Iadics, raise
wot ep your white hands in bholy deprecation, Love is stronger
ttan death, and such charity as Magzte's covereth a multitede
of sina,

Have you ever received a lotter which bore en the face, or
nther on the back of it, unmistakeable cvidence of being a
disgreenble letter—perhaps that of a dun or & poor relation?
Aud bave you wot caught yourself in the act of slipping that
iedter in your pocket, saying ¢ 1 will read it to-night or to-
morow.®  Now that is cowardice. ¢ But if ] read it, it will

. nake e augry of miserable.” 11 it makes youanyry or miscr-
stle, there 15 8 remedy,  Hend it over a secoud time, slowly,
celiberately, chewing every word,  Then you will feel better.
Homwopathy. )

A French student's view of the collapae of the Chmmbord
wstomtion is worth preserviug,  He rejuiced at the collapse,
Aeiwhy? Decanse if Chambond had reigned, it would bave
made the bistory of one more king to leara by heart

* Kige ine quiek apd go,™
Sald Salfy to hes lever;
Her cheek was xll aglow,
She wished the thing wus over.

“Riss me quick and g7
Said the Iover to the maid:
Iis spirits Buttered lovw,
And he ptoad ns one dismayed.

(o where 72" he gasped with pain.
Do you mean te drive ma off 7
She glaneed at him again,

And gave s little cough,

“Why, go to daddy’s quick,
And ask him for my haud:
Now mind you do it slick,—
I hojie you undersetand.”

Ho kizand hor quick and scooted,
In a3ify hie was back:

He imped about and huoted,
Aud gave his gal & unuei.

Quoth Sally, with astare,
S What did the old man say 1™
* Why, hio said be didn't enre =
"{ wight kixe you stow and stay.”

* Welligo nhead then, Mister,
And take your time,” snid she.
He took his time and kissed her,
Frowm twelvoe v'clock till threo.

Do you know how to cook a mutton chop? There are few
rons who do. . In ¢ Shirley,” the big Irish Vicar has this
Wit o hig favour and this only, that he did know how to
ok u choup. T confess my ignorance, but I will give you s
Tecelpt from a friend who, like Dumns, combines the talents of
S writer and a caterer,  Place your gridiron—the frying-panis
:“b‘"",lnnllon-over a clear fire, and keep it there till it ig
f:r?rdho‘;~ Then take your chop-—one of good thickness pre-
oo 'ud“‘lld 8ot it over the bars, taruing it over every thirty
o ﬂir;ct 8t it 18 done.. 'Po kuow when it is done requires in-

" decuy .A“ good cooks have instincts, But, in the name of
done c){‘.d" ot dab your fork into it to ascertain whetherit is
don't l:xut' take u dessert spoonful” of Tarragon vinegar—
in dms , At 18 only twenty-five cents a b‘ottlu—-u‘nd pour it

T e,l"‘ i both sidus of the ¢hop, after which put itou a hot

miv}l’ebpur and anlt it, and set the plate in « very hot oven
. kg Ot a minute,  Eat the chop thuy prepared and let me
- % how you Tike it b R

o Néw York papers {nform us that Tweed is much worn,

“dark Styx

=1 always iecbgnlzo an American by hi;; delicate well-aha‘ ed
boot. - An Englishman is always badly shod, . P
On the othor hand, John Bull is distinguished for his ‘cle- .
gz:lxthhtcad-plece, while, as a rule, Jonathan wears a shocking -
ot ,

Who can tell me why & bandy-legged man always looks vul-

_gar?

Why is it that drinking claret while smoking a cigar gen-
erally induces headache ?

A case of conscience,

Supposing a street car conductor forgets to agk you for your
fare, are yon bound to remind him of it ? - I have heard people

relate, as o tremendous joke, that they had a free ride on the
cars, ‘

Opposite the room where I write these melancholy lines
there s a house. In that house there are two windows. In
those windows thery are curtaing. That is all simple enough,
you will'say,  “Yes, but the mischief of it is that of those two
curtajns one I8 always down and tho other always looped up.
Now, why are they not both drawn down or both looped up?
Some people are very provoking,

ALNAVIVA,

{For the Cunadian Nlustrated News.)

THE GOURMAND.,

BY
4

I have heard some reckless mortals exclaim that they didn't
care what they eat. Just something to satisfy hunger, they
didn’t care what and they were content, Mu foi, to eat only to
appease the pangi of hunger is animal; but the gourmund is
an artist. 1 have no patience with people who have no relish
for good things. T tell you, sir and madame, there is a poety
in eating a8 well as {n every thiog else that i3 natural, There
arc¢ thoge who hurry through the world in an express train and
they never look at the landscape. Mont Blanc at sunrise,
the vast stretch of the ocean, the cultivated plains undulating
in varied shade, the stream purling between flower-clad banks,
the sun, like some grand old monarch, wrapping his purple
and gold drapery sbout him in death, the moon, in melancholy
grandeur, followed by her vassal stars, are all unheeded
because the unfortunates have no poetry in their souls. We
pity them. T tell you the poor mortal ig to be more greatly
pitiecd who hurries through life, taking breakfast; dinner
and supper, day after day, without a special gotr, who eats
what is placed before him, without regard to the savory flavors
of delicately cooked dishes. Why should a man refuse to
receive pleasure from his palate, tickled with a carefully pre-
pared rmeny aoy more than from his ears charmed with music
or his cyes plesnsed with painting and sculpture. The man
who derives no more pleasure from Strasbourg pd fs de foie gras
or thy delicious trufles than from a dry crast and a tough beef-
sieak, who can gwallow his small beer with &s much relish as
his Moct or old crusted port, is & miserable for whose unfortn-
nate condition prayers ought to be offered up weekly in the
churches!

1 tell you eating is the primum mobile of a vast array of
events, Deprive a people of wholesome food and your aris-

‘tocracy become Sans-culottes and your rabble break out iuto

open rebellion. I maintain that the communist and the
priroleuse of Paris arose out of famine by as sure a law as
myrinds of disgusting animalenlm will grow out of putrid
water. 1t is your lean cadaverous looking men, who sustch
hasty and unwholesome meals, who become radicals and ob.
structionists, Your well fed men are conservative to the last,
Look at the honoured bench of bishops of the Epdscopal Church,
‘They are tolerant and easy and comfortable. They don't start
new religious theories to disturb mankind. They don’t rush
red handed agninst dissenters. [ourguoi? Brcause they are
good livers, They know the virtue of port wine and grow
paunchies beneath their silk aprons. Dy.pepsia, mes amies,
is the great {oe to order,

Did I hear the voice of some pale faced little belle, with a
waist that [ could span, exclaim that I am deifying gluttony ?
Ce n'est pas vrai. 1 am clevating gastronomy into a science.
Come here, ma belle, and I will tell you asecret that I learned
long ago from perhiaps the best Polonius that ever graced the
British stage. Have you a lover and do you want to charm
his heart—the avenue, my. dear, is through his stomach—or
an obdurate husbhand who refuses the cash for a new dress 7 1
will tell you my secrct. I will give you a receipt for thc.prin-
ceps obsonforum that will charm him into loving compliance,
Take lnmb's kidney. $plitit open, my charmer, and place in the
inside a piece of butter the size of a filbert nut, a little cayenne
pepper, the squeeze of a lemon, a pluch of salt, & soupgon of
mustard and ndrop or two of Worcestershire sauce, Briog the
gnping lips together. TaKe a Spanish onion, split it in two
and from the centre remove suflicient fo enable you to iutro-
duce the kidoey. Close the onien, tie it round and suspend it
before the fire nnd cook till the kidney is done to its heart of
hearts.  Ciel ! what a morsel | What a combination of lavors.
The spices from the inside of the kidney and the delicate
juices of the oniou from without permeate that morsel of meat
till it tastes liki' the food ot the gods. The trembling lover
falls captive at your foet, the obdurate husband yields up his
purse. . o _

1 said 1 received the information that I am giving you, mamie,
from an sctor. 1 can recall his manuer as hio took me by the
shoulder, standing behind the scenes of the Theatre Royal,
Dublin, and leading me into his private room, recounted with
watering teeth and a peculiar inhalation of the breath as though
hie were breatbing the fragrance of the dish, how to cook a
kidney.  Helas, hélas? - 1 was youngoer then,  Itis some lustra
since that night and . have you, otd friend, passed beyond the
‘ 7 You have-bhad ere this, I warrant me, many. &
chat with Shakespeare himself and he has given you an ap-
proving smile.  Aclors are all’ great eaters. I had almost
committed myself to an nputhegm—ttlmt all great men are
great enters. - Not measured by quantity, madame, but hcm:ty
enters; men who relish their food, whose mouths water over
delicats morsels, calling forth nature's junices to aid in the
wouderful process of digestion. 1I'1 seon student, ot & news-
paper writer, ora medical. man or a lawyer passing by savory
dishies for o dry ¢rust or pitchforking his fuood into his mouth,
with mind inteut on other matters, I prophecy  no good con.
cerning his career, .

1 said actors are good livers. I have known something about -
that class in iy day. I have geen them pandered and plushed
on the stage and I have scen them in threadbare coats and
faded dresses in shabby little rocoms. I have sat down to'n
feast with them, where the champagne bottles made a can-
nonade accompaniment ant I have partaken of a little stewed
tripe and onions, washed down with hot gin and water and,
my little dears, T have enjoyed myself, There ig a heartincas
about them. You are welcomed to their board, whetherit has”
silver plate on it or only iron forks, with & right good will.
They mean to enjoy themselves and they mean that you shall
enjoy yourself. There is no fuss and lummery, Polly puts the
kettle on with a grace and if she partakes of a little of the
steaming punch after, it tastes none -the less sweet to you for
her company.

1 see u vision, a gaunt, dyspeptic, lantern-jawed vision. I
am reproved for preaching animalism and sensuality, Tinez,
moneieur. I look upon you as the sinner to pass by the good
things of life. You might be plump and mellow and, | declare,
good looking, instead of being a scarecrow aud a fright, had
yon enjoyed life. Bah, I have no patience with asceticism.
Why shonld T drink vinegar and set my teeth on edge, when
1 can hayve nectar? I despise a glutton as heartily as you,
8ir, but a gourmand, I repeat, is an artist, -

Politicians in this country don’t know enough of the eff-:cts
of good eating in keeping their friends together and winning
over deserters. They would be the better for recollecting the
celebrated instructions of Napoleon to the Abbe de Pradt, when
despatched to gein over Poland to his cause: Tener bonne
table et 3uignez les femmes,

Vive la bonne table. James, I will have a devilled bone for
supper and a little brandy and water after,

NEW BOOKS. .

Tus Woxan 1x Wmrte. By Wilkie Collina. 12mo. Cloth.
Ilustrated. pp. 543. Price $1.50. New York : Harper
& Bros. Montreal: Dawson Bros.

Poor Miss Finca. By Wilkie Collins. 1?mo. Cloth. Illus-
trated. pp. 454. Price $1.50. New York: Harper &
Bros. Montreal: Dawson Bros,

Among the living Eonglish novelists of the present day
Wilkie Collins stands fucile princeps. He possesses a wonder-
ful aptitude for constructing a story, investing it with iotense
interest, and completely carrying bis readers along with him.
Perhaps there is no living author of his class whose works are
in such wide and continued demand. Messrs, Harper & Bro-
thers have gracefully commemorated Mr. Collins' visit to this
continent by the publication of a neat library edition of his
works, of which the books before us are the first two volumes.
They are ele;antly and substantially bound in green cloth—
matching the well known Harper's Library Edition of
novelists—handsomely printed on good paper, and illustrated
by English an’ Aineceican artists.  Some of the illustrations
have becn drawn especially for this edition, the first volume
of which bears in a facsimile of the author's handwriting the
dedication, to the American People. One voluwme, it is an-
nounced, will be issued each month uutil the completion of
the serics. There can be no doubt that the edition will prove
a complete success, and will be met with a very large deraand
from the reading public of the Unit-d States and Canada.
Mopery Magic. By Mr. Schele de Vere, Cloth, 12mo. pp.

466, Price, 31.50. New York : G. P. Putnam’s Suns.
Montreal © Dawson Bros.

Alr. de Yere's book has proved a disappointment in every
way. Inthe drst place the title is delusive; it gives a very
false idea of the nature of the contents, and appears to have
been selected more with an eve to profitable sales than pre.
ciscuess, The information given is of the most meagre de-
scription-—a careful compilation from Collin de Planey’s Dic-
tionnaire Infernal would be more comprehensive and by no
weans less readable—whilethe object of theauthor as express-
ed in the Preface has been entirely lost sight of. *“ The aiw of
this little work,” he writes, #¥is limited to the gathering of such
facts and phenomena as may serve to throw light upon the
pature of the magic powers with which man is undoubtedly
endowed, Its end will be attained if it succeeds in showing
that heactually does possess powers which are not subjucted
to the yeneral laws of nature, but more or less independent of
space or time, and which yet make themselves known partly
by appeals to the ordinary seuses and partly by peculiar phe-
nomena, the result of their activity.” In reaching this aim
the writer has been anything but successful, The subject he
has chosen is oue of such infinite and varied scope, that thouzh
it would bedifficult te do it justice it wounid be & comparati-
vely easy task to construct thercof a readable work, in which
amusement and instruction would be combined. * Asitis, Mr,
de Vere's subject has entirely run away with him, and though
there is an amount of cheap learning displayed in the book,
it is impossible to overlook itsshallowness.

CORRESPONDENCE.

A MAN OF PRINCIPLE.
To the Kditor of the CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NSWS ;

Sir,—1In this age of compromise, when the highest political
science is an adroit yielding to ¢ inevitable necessity ” (neces-
sity which we contribute to create and then style inevitable)
it {s some consolation to find a man of kingly rank ready to
gay at all hazards—¢ Personally I am nothing, the principle 1
rebresent is everything” The materialists,” whose short.
sighted wisdom extends no further than an immediate advan-
tage, cannot understand the gravity of concessions, They
marvel that the Comie de (‘hambord should attach importance
to n rag,—It is thus they talk of a pational flag. They forget
that the tricolor is the emblem of the revolution, .and that
the establishment of Hensi Cirig on the throne of France means”
the end of revolution, or it has no significance ‘whatever,
Personally he is nothing, and if he i3 to be only the representa.
tive of revolation he has no greater claims to respect thaun the
Imperial Charlatan whom he follows, . Perhaps less; for he
may want skifl in the art- which has rendered the vawme of
Barnum -illustrious, To us the letter to Mr. de Chesnclong
marks one of the most instructive passages of history. In it
we trace the spirit of o true king. He may not succeed accord-
ing to the valgar measure of success ; but his words will not
purish—his self denial will never be forgotten, . The triumphs
of virtue are certain aud imperishable. - The grosser successes
dwindle and are lost. ~The memory of Dives only lives to glo-
rify Lasarus. L ' CMOL




