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(Written for the Canadian Illuairated Nce.]

T z1uGH JOINT COMMISSION.

À Ballad o! ye olden tyne.

Sir Anglo Saxon was a knighte
0f prowoss i and renowne,

And 'ore from eartho ho did him highte.
His sonnes to menne had growne.

His eoldest sonne, velypt John Bulle,
Is now an aged manne,

is sonnes and daughters scattered fulle
Through eartho its widest spanne.

Ye other Brother Jonathanne,
Eke Uncle Samtne yclypt,

Waxed fatte. and in bis writh did planne,
"Creation" should b whipt 1

Yo family of Samme did growe
In wealthe and pryde and power,

Te while yu angry passions' tiowe,
Brought fratricida.l warro.

John Bulle did have one favourite sonne,
Jean Cnuck he was highto

And Jean stood calmnly looking on
At Sanmme bis bloodie ighto.

In shippes to sail ye stormie maine.Though rich ns meni ecould wisho,
And eke of wayes to worke for gaine

In catching of ye fyshe,
Ye three felle out and quarrelled sore,

And as ye stryfeŽ grewe harder.
Pu'trescence entered-by ye doore-

Ye ngnlo--axon larder!

John Bulle did question-"What b thia-
e Alabama claime V"

San bis answer-NWa'n. I guess
You'd better take that same.'

This. John Bulle would not willinglie,
lie spake hini smoothe of worde,

For he a .nanne of peace would be,
And sparing of ye sworde.

But .s ye w arre of words waxed hotte,
Ye putrefaction rose,

And eke ye tilhie odour gotte
Into John Bulle his nose.

What tyme ye quarrel grew apace.
Ye pnîtrefaîtion sprende.Ad eatc hingo efs e-eDid puzzle Samme his heade.

Jean clairned ye fish'ries for bis owne.
Samtne did ye claimie repelle ;

But eke ye odour-upward gone-
Did stryke on Sammne bis smnelle.

In such sore plighte ye three resolred,
While wrangling for possession.

Ye knottie points tnizht all be solved
Through ye IIIGH JOINT Commission.

(Which we may retnark. parenthetieally, is still in session-on the lastpage of this number of the C. I. Yews.)
ALPJHA.Mom preal,1. Anl.

SWEET SIXTEEN.

Sixteen to-day:-
The world hath called iti" Sweet Sixteen,"

And oh! how sweet to me*
'Tis not rhat bright worlds àreaming

Whieh fills my heart with glee ;
But Thine own love, my Saviour,

That inakes my seul rejoice;
The sunshine of thy favour

And the musie of thy voice.
While all the gay and thoughtless throng

Bow low at pleasure's shrine.
A higher. holier. better ali,

Inlit be oever mine:
To glorily my rnater.

And lead soue soul afar,
From wandering in the darkness.

To look to -Betblehem's Star."
While others in life's rnorning

MJay to their bosom elasp.
The rilded glittering toys of earth

With an unyielding grasp;
31ay I but eling to Jesus,

In him ny treasure lies.
I want a namne. a lasting name.

Where glory never dies.

Ottawa, 13th Feb., 1sn.

[The foregoing lines, clipped from the Ottawa Times, display
such power of versification and purityi of sentiment as give
promise of a bright and useful future for the fair authoress,
who bas, we believe, written not from affected, but from real
feeling,and at the "sweet" period of life indicated.-ED.C.I.N.]

TKE .SECRET OF THE CAFÉ.

EvEEYBoDv-tiat is, everybody that is anybody-knows the
Café Talleyrand in Regent Street, how good it is~to dine there,
and how nuch better to dine there, if it be possible, at some-
body else's expense. Most of us-for we all belong to the
Upper Ten Thouîsand, I hope-have drearny pleasant recol-
lections of that Temple of the Palate, very much as Mr. Alfred
Tennyson entertained of the Arabian Niyhts,

Wheu the breeze of a joyful dawn biew frec
In the sails of our minority,

and drove us into heavenly barbours for eating and drinking;
before the cares of Paterfamilias overshadowed us, and what
we had for dinner was decided with no reference to what
would hash up for the children next day. It is not given, in-
deed, to overy one to be a poet, and far less a poet-laureate,
but we have most of us some poetry in our souls; wei nay not
alil b men of Genius, but ve are all, more or less, people of
Taste. We know the trail of a woodcock served on toast from
marrow, I suppose.

O pleasant ante-chamber through which wo used to tread to
the Salle d'Heliogabalus, -with thy thousand tapering bottles
and double-headed pâtés for those who were content to stand
and eat, how unlike any pastry-cook's shop wert thon I What
Houris were those who stood behind thy counters, and dis-
couarsed in broken English, better by far than the integral
tongue as minced veca] surpasses tho fillet I How cool in> Juiy
days were thy golden>-footed marble tables--to a gross fancy,
not dissimilar to petr'ified Oxford braswn-with~ their heapied-

up ices, and il wafers" moro delicate than the thistle-dow i
How wiarn in vinter were thy brazen stoves i thy soups fron
the beginning to the end-of the Giraffe's brain and Bison's
tail-how comforting and bonevolence-inspiring I Shall vo
ever again escape frot mutton-broth and wchai they call brown
gravy, we wonder, and once more expurience those - But
this is weakness, and unworthy of ourselves.

Wer renember, then, those little roons upon the left, tho
purgatories where those wlo were too proud to ent at the coln-
ter but yet only came for luncheon-bah ! how nany an ex-
collent dinner lias that foolish interuediate institution thrown
awny !-were vont to look forth with pride upon the rest; and
thon the passage with the aloe-trees in tubs on either side,
and at the end, the Statue and the Fountain ; the former vas
se out of all proportion to the latter that we used t liken it
to somne old gentleman w-ho had been dining in the Salle
rather too freely, and had come out thither, in undress, with
his finger-glass in his hband, with the intention of bathing in
it. But the Salle itself-the sanctum of the Café Talleyrand-
O " give me a golden pen and hîeaped-u.p flowers upon which
to ean," or else I daro not paint it! It is no task for even a
Magnum Bonum to describe that glitterinig hall (of eighty feet
by forty), those blissful bowers (adapted for any numb r of
guests), the ring of peaceful steel, the silvery clash of trans-
verse fork aud spoon, the clink. of crystal, and that velvet
tread of the innumerable Ganyiedes pervading all as sleep
pervades a drenm. What hunan voices one did hear there
for the most part swelled the harmony-their " More MoseIle,"
or, " Yes, soune Curacoa," had a certain nusic ia them--but,
now and thon, a gentleman who loved good eating and (par.
ticulairly) good drinking " not wisely but too well," would
have to b 'i reioved "-thiat is to say, requested to leave the
apartiment.

Il The next time vou want a dinner, sir," our head-waiter
wouild ou such occasions remtark to the offending person, " you
will find it at the Cat and Punpkin round the corner, sir ; but
not bore, sir--not here." If that gentlemnan could possibly
have been anythingci else than what ho was, ho would, I ai
confident, have been a bishop. There is a beautiful legend
extant respecting this dignitary, who has been at the Cafr
Tallevrand for three generations or so, whieh I vill take the
libertv to repent, althuttigh it lias been current for yvars, and
applied falsely to chiefs of other establishments. A gtntle-
nan. still young, and only mnelancholy in expression so far as
it is fashionable to be to, once st-epped 1into the Salle dHlo
gabalus, and ordered a Dinner; not a mere collection of good
dishes, b it understood, but that judicious assortment of tlen
whichi alone is worthy of that title. le was dressed to ad-
miration ; his hair and moustache were miracles of the art of
the coiTreur; and his bands were whiter even than the waiters',
though he was attended upon by two of the miost gentle-
manlv of them, as a man of his distinguuished taste deserved
to be.

He began with aF.ainthe. and concluded with a glass of eau-
de-vie; and throughout the ueal, took the riglit vine in the
rigit place, and pletty of it. T'Ihe head-waiter was so im-
pressed with his judgment that he actually came out of bis
bower, and took the last disi away with lis own superlative
filgers, and the dined person necknowledged the attention viith
a graceful bow-. It w-as evident, however, that this excellent
judge of what was good for him had but an indifferent diges-
tion-with such apparent itconsisitencv arc the gifts of for-
tune distributed!-for he sigied heavily when lie had con-
cluded his repast,, and while he vas inbibing the bottle of
claret. Presently lie touched the little silver bell-or the
bell that looks like silver--whici pertains to every table in
the Salle d'llliogtbalus, and the% waiter was at his elbov be-
fore it had ceased to tinkle. Tiere was now a mournful in-
decision in the diiied person's countenance, which, in a meaner
man, would have signified something like intoxication, but it
presently disappeared. I lBring another bottle of claret," said
he, "<and bc sure that it comes from the saine bin ;" and the
waiter brought it.

The gentleman had been four hours dining and drinking,
when he was heard once more to sigh deeply and to tinkle
the silver bell again.

" Waiter," said lie, languidly, but with that politeness to
his social inferiors that never deserts a real bon-vivant, though
gluttons possess it not-" waiter, b so good as to' fetch a
policeman."

"A policeman, sirl" replied Ganymede. "l Most certainly,
sir." And off he hurried to the head-waiter to know what the
strange wine was, of which hie would not have had the guest
suppose him ignorant for worlds. The head-waiter understood
the difficulty at once. He procured the gentleman's bill-it
was £3 17s. Gd., as far as I remember, exclusive of attendance
-paid it himself, and got it receipted.

"If I understand your last orderaright," observed le, in his
musical whisper, 'lyou have no money about you ?"

The gentleman nodded blandly.
"You have probably left your purse at home ?"
"Alas I no; I have no home; I am a ruined man, in fact.

but I have been accustomed to dine vell, and was determined
to do so once again before I was locked. up for good ; that is
all."

" Sir," replied our head-waiter with emotion, 'I sym-
pathise with you-you are a man who deserves a good din-
ner; and you must permit me to be your creditor upon this
occasion."

Whether this best of Samaritans ever got reimbursed for
that act of charity I cannot tell ; but if the esteema of all who
know himcani repay a man for a pecuniary sacrifice, I am sure
that our lead-waiter has been paid in full.

If the gentleman had taken the eau-de-vie firat, and the
absinthe last, it would, of course, havu been a different
matter.

But the circumstances which used to awaken our young
astonishnent most respecting the Cafô Tallcyrand was this.
Once, twvice, thrice, ay, half-a-dozen times at least, v ob-
served an elderly female dinintg by herself in the Salle d'lelio-
gabalus, whose appearance would have -ýrtainly led people to
imagine that she vould have found herself infinitely more at
home at the Cat and Purnpkin. She certily diid not belong
to the Upper 'l'en Thousand, ntor the Upper lundred Thousand
either. It was no use calling lier plump, for sie was down-
right fat; nor short, for she was unmistakably I stumpy ;"
while if you ad said lier hair was auburn, you would have
told a fib. She wore under her bonnet, but yet hlaily visible,
a broadi fluet cf velvet, with a broocht in it aimost as big as
the cups which juggiers wear on their foeheads te catch halls
in. She had a loud voice too--for the Salie d'Heliogabalus-
and asked for thie dishes she wanted in te moest exeerablo

French we ouver listened to. Sho aise called the vaitors illads"
and mado thein look alivo" whenever she considered theLn
to be dilatory. Site was the only pterson that our heatd-walter
-to whon sIe always courtesied when sIte left the roomt-
could iever iake out, and, indieed, he vent in tuch imysteriotis
fer of ier. The retumrkable thing about her vas, thaït she
kntew iow te dine ns well as anybody, and absolutely sent
away Boite pottto-fritters upon one occasion is beitng insuffi,
ciently crisp. She preferred, too, sonewiat outlnlisi and
unusual dishes-Soupe à l'gile andi Côfeldtees de 1a Licorne-
over whuich sihe would snaci lier lilpjs viti a rather obtrusivo
nppreciiation. Site never ate of the. samt(e delicacy t.wice;
and iaving discovered that her quotatiots fron the carte
excit.xd Lthe publie mrriment, shte confinettd ierself to laying
a dumînpy tinger tpl)ot the required disi, and saying :' "Now
I want somett of that, lid, andi mind it's dotte juicy, and te n

On the first occasion of lier visiting the Cafô Talleyrand,
shie excited an immenise sensation by taking varmu ale with
lier dinntter ; and wouldl afterwards have Ihad at giass of gin tand
waier, if such a saerilege could have been permitted to lier in
such ua place. "é You're dear, sir," observed slh te the lead-
waiter as she loeft the Salle-having pahid, bv lie by, nc less
thtn a shli iintg's worth of ler hbill in the coippîer coinasîge of the
reim -" ylo're utncommon dear, that's certain ; but. there's
no ienyi'ing you are good." Thtere vas ut great crowd of diners
there the next lay, to sec tbis wonderful woinan, but she did
tot apptear again for a wveek or so ;and, indecd, a contsider-
able interval aways elapised between lir visits. This secret
of the Café gave the Salle d'ileliogabalius ant additional charmn
to uts for years, nd vas only tdisclosed te us the other day in
the Most accidental mnanner.

We have a godfather--an emiinently spiritcd person, vohnvei o doubt, but net detmtonstratively so; ie was chosen
by Our parets, we faney, us mtil because lie was contirned
in bachelor iabits, and hasd a nli ce little propertv of hies own
as for an otter reasons. This gentlenat dowered us with a
silver mut g at outr batisi, and a iilver fork, and spoon, and
kni fe, as soton1 as we got old euuîtgih to use such thitings ; and
his beneivo-lenuce tovartds uts eVenl Iow evinces itelf inui a simtui-
lar fasiion. le does not present is vitit sch viti lie uten-
sils, inideed, miy longer, but he gives tus the cating and tirink-
ing for whtich tthey were but the ctonvcniences:; he siuiOIp)lies us
vith lithe eid inisteiad of te mnseait (nd I lo)e lie will su ppiy
us vith the "1 mieas"' some day) ; et asks Ils inm and thein, in
short, to partake of a thîoroughlv good dinner. He doein't
invite our wife, because lie says that fetuaes doi undiertstani
such things-; and , inuideed, "we bel ieve site is quite as iaplpuy
(detar love 1) with lier four daring hildren ut homte and thu
cold mauttoun, as site vouldt be witht hi% tive courrses, aud rtather
unreliable tumpe-r. Tiere is uno shiowu-. no ptarade about our
godfilter's hdiners vhatever. Il- e om:-<ook, nor even
a mani-servant ; indeed, his ineoume is not large, only, since it
is spîent entrely lupozn goodi u.living, it of course doe:s consider-
able things in that direction. Ail those storie-s oif lhis having
liarte-d with the ,umn-totil of his ptrIorty to secuîre a mgiti fi-
cent table as long as lie liveci, are nonsens, ad never st iutch
as spoiled our appetite at any time. 11 s-eldomu s-ndis uts a
written invitaton- bseing that s auci a cor .4se i not fair to
those who cannot give Iim dinters in retusrn-but hvimen hoi
mcets us accidentliy, in the street or els e he is altuost

certain tuuctuously t. vhisper somsething like the following:
1 Charley, my boy, I hae got soein Aylesbùr clucks to-day
at, 6:30, and a bit If Severn sainmon, Cltarle '; i wllYeu comte?''
At whic, of course, u-e reply : "I lThank youu, mty good sir;"
and privately lainent i luat ve iaîve takent brekfast 'The last
tine this occurred, he was lookirng very miserable. It vas a
wret day, laite in ithe auttuin, and hie was uftitilied up to the
chin in capns nd shaws had goloshus ou, and carried an
lutmbrella of imetise extent, under which l i stilggered like a
ship vith too mnuch canvas ; and yet it seImIlli he was Iin want
of a cab. " A cab, Charley," groaned hle as w met imin, inour dreadnought overcoat; " get me a cab, umuy bov ; you don't
know what cepends on it." NevertheIeis, ve: dit' kniow- vhtat
dependedutitpon Ot pleasing our godfather very weil, iowever
so, leaving lhim tunder shelter of a doorway, we ran off, nnd
brought hlm back a Fansom, inito vhielh hie bade us step, andcarried us te his house.

" O Charley," moaned lie, and we fancied ve saw tears steal
down i huis aged ccek as lie did so, " there's a braçe of grouse
dropping to pieces in my larder Ithat muiîsst b eaten to-Iay.and dash nmy buttons, sir" (lie used a much stronger expres-sion thanî thal, wever), "if 1 have not got sumch a cold that I
cani't taste !"

It was really quite affectinig to sec the despair nnd agony ofour respected gotifatier at this misfortune. "&It is mny opinion,"
continuued he, lthait ail doctors are nost tunitigated hun-
bugs ; ny muedical attendant, to whom I hav just been for
his advice, lias informed mc that nothing can be done, sir,absolutely nothing in a case like minte ; I unst have paotince
and a mustard plaster, le says, and in a day or two, forsooth,
I shall get the use of my pialate as before. IleaveIs I as if
those grouse wotuld keepu a day or two I I tell you, thcy feullfron their legs, Sarah informs ue, this very norning--always
keep grouse ianging by their legs, young nuuti, anti wiien they
drop, it i highL time te eat 'emi ; and the sanie vith peches-
it's a terrible blow, of course; but I m niio log il the Manger.
You shall taste then, my boy, and I will try net to hate you
for it."

We sent home to tell our wife wu wert, engaged out, and
were shewn into a betdroom to wash our hands, Prsentliy, incaie our godfather inl is shirt-sieeves, and withi a radiant
cotuntenance.i" Upon my honour, Charley, there is hope still.
Itasted the oap-not conpiltely, insdeed, bt outght te kncw
what i tL was. Wherc's !/our soatp? No. Cone agatin, or Ier-
liaps ny soup bas n stronger flavour. WVhy don't I mell inteadt
Why, because my olfactory nerves are in 8sucht a stato that I
could't tell a Ipolecat fromu attar of roses."

Se, hoveilng uîpon the botrclcr-lnd of hOe, cur venerable
friend etane down to the dining-roomn. iCan't taste the sounp,"cried ho angrily-and lie huad got sucl a cold that he called it
sou, poor fuilow!-'can'L tasfeis the soub on bit.: bake> imy
ph ta-ay, Eliza, instantiy. Whait soutb is it, Charley ? lVlhite.su/ of course, it's white soubh; I hsave got my eyes left,
thouigh everythincg clse is gone ; wiat sort of white soub,manî?
Palceine / 'The deuco V" I toutglht uy godfatlier would have
welt, for Paleatine vas his favourite potage. 'lie fish was dis-
missedl in a liko uunsatisfactory manneur. ".By Job 1" (ho meant
Jove) cried Uhe old getlemanin luan ecstasy, "I can smtell
thse grouse 1" (Anud, trutht te say, hin must have 1usd a very
bsd cold, inideedi, if hue couldni't.) "tWhat fluîctuating thinug's
these delicate organs of ours are i Now~-Eliza, shut that door

MARCH 1 71CANADIAN ILLUSTRATED NEWS.


