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The English Table

already noted, and the roll begins with a short pre-
amble indicating the object the compilers had in view
in its preparation, followed by a ““tabula” or list of
contents. Certain of the recipes might be written out
in modern English for use in our own kitchens, but
the names in Norman French of many of the dishes,
and the quaint early spelling, render it difficult in some
cases to follow the author’s meaning.

Here is a modernised specimen recipe for *‘Cream
of Almonds.” Take almonds blanched, grind them
and boil them up thick; set them over the fire and
boil them, set them down and sprinkle them with
sweet wine; cast them abroad upon a cloth and cast
gpin them sugar. When it is cold spread it on a

ish.

Pegge points out that the quantities to be used are
seldom specified in these recipes, as this was left to
the taste and judgment of the cook, and the dishes are
chiefly soups, potages, ragofits, hashes and the like,
entire joints being never served. This would seem to
show that the food was intended to be eaten with the
spoon or with the fingers; knives and forks were not
used until much later; the latter, in fact, not until the
reign of James I. One of our earliest printers, Wynkyn
de Worde, issued in 1508 a Book of F(eminge, so that
carving at table was the practice at any rate at the
beginning of the sixteentE century. Together with
the above work, Pegge prints a treatise on cookery,
written in 1381, which deals with much the same
subjects, and helps to throw light on many obscure
passages. One of the peculiarities of this second
manual is that in numerous cases the word “Nym”
is used at the beginning instead of ‘“Take”; hence
the recipes are spoken of as “nyms.”

King Richard 1I, hailed as the ‘“ Royalist vyander of
all Christian kings,” appears to have been the first of
our monarchs to have established any reputation as
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Dining under the Plantagenets

a gourmet, and we may imagine that his table was
very bountifully supplied.

It is said that Edward IV gave the most elaborate
and extravagantly profuse dinners of any early English
monarch, and he must certainly have gone far to outvie
Edward III, and Richard II. The tastes of these
earlier epicures seem to have run more in the direction
of quantity than quality, such mammoth dishes as
porpoises, a piéce de résistance at Henry V’s table, huge
venison Pasties, peacocks, &c., being their idea of a
dainty dish to set before a king.

While kings and great nobles might feast extrava-
gantly, the food range of the community was restricted,
and was chiefly carnivorous. Our ancestors ate prac-
tically everything that had wings, from a bustard to
a sparrow, and everything that swam, from a porpoise
to a minnow; but in the matter of fruit and vegetables,
they came off very badly. The game list was prodi-
gious, and included many birds, such as herons, egrets,
bitterns, etc., that have long passed out of use.

A curious enactment of the sixteenth century forbade
street fruiterers from selling plums and apples, because
the sight of them offered such temptations to appren-
tices and servants that they were led to steal their
employers’ money in order to gratify their longing. In
the face of contradictory statements, the fact that such
a law was ever found necessary appears conclusive
evidence that fruit was hard to rﬁe obtained by other
than the richest.

With the age of Elizabeth, that witnessed many
awakenings, a vegetable renaissance may be said to
have set in. The hygienic virtue of vegetable foods
was beginning to be well recognised, and though there
was much that was fanciful and a good deal that was
merely superstitious in some of the theories that found
currency, the writers on diet were, generally speaking,
on the right track.
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TueE ENcLISH TaBLE IN THE 12TH CENTURY.
From a Manuscript in the British Museum.
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A FirteentH CeENTURY FEAST.
With Music from the Musicians' Gallery.
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The Elizabethan Table

As Doctor Doran wrote: “The royal table of Eliza-
beth was a solemnity indeed. But it was all a majes-
tically stupendous sham. The attendants thrice bent
the knee as they approached to offer her the different
dishes; and when these ceremonies had been gone
through, the queen rose and retired to a private room,
where the meats were placed before her, and she was
left to dine as comfortably as the citizens and their
wives of Eastcheap and Aldersgate.”

“Among the numerous New Year’s gifts made to
Elizabeth, and by which she contrived to maintain
a splendid wardrobe, gifts of good things for her
table were not wanting. One of her physicians pre-
sented her with a box of foreign sweetmeats; another
doctor with a pot of green ginger; while her apothe-
caries gave her lozenges, ginger candy and other con-
serves.”” ‘““Mrs, Morgan gave a box of cherries and
one of apricots.”” The %ueen’s master cook, and
her serjeant of the pastry presented her with various
confectionery and preserves.

“Elizabeth and her maids both dined and break-
fasted upon very solid principles and materials. Beef
and beer were consumed at breakfast—'a repast for
a ploughman!’ it may be said. . . .”

he Queen’s fondness for roast goose created the
legend that she was dining on that bird on Michaelmas
Day when she received news of the destruction of the
Spanish Armada. The fact that the rout of the Spanish
fleet happened about two months earlier has not affected
the vitality of the legend, which still persists.

When Kings and Queens go a-visiting there are,
even in these democratic days, formalities to be observed,
of which, in the intercourse of humbler folk, nothing
is known, but whatever they be they are trifles com-
pared to the pother that was created by the royal pro-
gresses of three or four hundred years ago. Something
of what happened when Queen Elizabeth honoured
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A DisH oF Birbs.

A Moral Study from the late 15th Century, showing a profligate young man
feeding on rare singing birds.
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Archimagirus Anglo-Gallicus

Finally, you shall cover this pasty with rye-crust
at least a finger’s breadth thick, and you must make a
hole in the said lidd. Such a like pasty as this must
be at least twenty or four and twenty hours in the oven,
which said oven you must all the while keep shut, to
the end that it may yield a sufficient heat whereby the
said pasty may be thoroughly baked. Which said
pasty you must often take out of the said oven to
supply it with broath or gravie as often as it shall be
wanting.

To which purpose take the bones and the skin and
the sinewes which ye have cut away from the said
legg of mutton, bruise them indifferently and after-
wards boyl them together with the said skin and
sinewes for the space of one houre and a half in water
without salt, and when as the said liquor and broath
shall be concocted in such manner as that there shall
be but a pint left you shall make use of it in the following
manner, viz:

After your royal pasty shall have been about the
space of four hours in the oven, you must draw it, and
you must poure thereunto with a funnel about the
quantity of a quarter of a pint of the said liquor or
broath, being well heated, after which you shall again

ut your pasty in the oven and within two or three

oures you shall draw it, and you shall see whether
or no it doth want any sauce or liquor, in case whereof
you shall add more sauce unto it, and in this manner
you shall draw your pasty out several times till it hath
continued in the oven for the space of fifteen or sixteen
hours; whereas you shall again draw it forth of the
oven, and shall take off its lidd, for to embellish your
pasty with the yolks of eggs hard-boyled, cut in quar-
ters; you may also add thereunto muserons, the gills
and combs of cocks and other like sweetbreads; you
may also thereunto add a small clove of garlic and a
drop or two of vinegar for to make the sauce more
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THE Feast oF CHARLES 1 TO THE SPANISH AMBASSADOR.
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Country Housekeeping

six bones, being broken, and put them in cold water,
then take the yolks of three eggs beaten, and put the
marrow into it and Roll it up in the eggs, till it have
taken all up, and so lie it into your paste, then take
a quarter of a pound of dates and cut them, take out
the stones and put them in, then take sweet butter,
break it over all your dates and so stop it up, and after
it is baked take a penny pott of white wine, as much
of white wine vinegar, a quarter of a pound of melted
butter and a quarter of a pound of sugar, mix all these
_well together and pour into your pie and so serve.
In studying the collection as a whole it is impos-
sible to avoid being impressed with the mingled sense
and nonsense of our ancestors, the sometimes fantastic,
sometimes absolutely revolting nature of the remedies
recommended as infallible; here some simple rule
of health commends itself to the judgment, there one
is startled by some absolutely untenable superstitious
observance that could have never stood the test of
practical experience. Did Henry Cholmondely, for
example, ever really pull out a tooth by applying
Enwdered earthworms to it? Yet we have it under
is own hand that, if the worms be dried upon a hot
stone and then made powder of, or if you make a
paste of wheat flour and milk of spurge, and lay it in
the hollow of the tooth it will fall out, as he discreetly
says, ‘‘in a certain time.” It must have been a hard
time for the earthworm, who seems to have been the
sheet anchor of the domestic mediciner of the period.
There was a fine courage about the compilers of
many of these prescriptions. They were ready with
cures for consumption, and dropsy, to minister to a
mind diseased, even to cheat Death himself of his
prey.
““A most pretious water to recover one at the point
of death,” was compounded of spirit of wine four
times rectified, with oil of sulphur and of vitriol, and
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The English Table

can afford the virtuous veteran in gastronomy abundant
consolation for the loss of other powers.”

Distinguishing between “olera,” vegetables for the
pot, which should never be eaten raw, and “acetaria,”
vegetables which should never be boiled, Evelyn
declared that to cook a salad by heat or by any slow
process of pickling was to deprive it utterly of its
distinguishing attributes. He declined to regard fruits
as an ingredient in salads, though he admitted that
they might be occasionally employed as a curious
addition. One wonders what his opinion would have
been about the admissibility of the tomato,

As regards the dressing, he held that an “artful
mixture of mustard, oil and vinegar, with or without
the addition of hard-boiled yolks of new-laid eggs,
carefully rubbed into the dressing,” was all-sufficient.

A point that he strongly insisted upon was the
material of the salad bowl. To pour acetous dressing
into a metal bowl, be it silver or pewter, was an out-
rage. The proper salad bowl would be of “porce-
laine or of the Holland Delft Ware.”

Giles Rose, the master cook of his time, published
his book School of Instruction for the Olfficers of the
Mouth, in 1682, but this being a translation from the
French, as Mr. Hazlitt wrote, “is of less interest for
us . . . and does not throw a direct light on our
own kitchens at this period.”

Robert May, whose Accomplished Cook was published
in 1685, delighted especially in devising dinner-table
novelties, and describes banquets at which pasteboard
castles were bombarded, when ladies threw egg shells
filled with rose water at each other, and there were
served pies which contained live birds and frogs:
“ . . . when lifting first the lid off the one pie,
out skip some frogs, which make the ladies to skip
and shreek: next after the other pye, when out come
the birds, who by natural instinct flying into the lights
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When Charles IT was King

will put out the candles, so that what with the flying
birds and the skipping frogs, the one above, the other
beneath, will cause much delight and pleasure to the
whole company. . . .”

As a contrast to these Town diversions, I
may fittingly conclude this chapter by quoting
from an interesting manuscript which, by one of
those lucky chances which sometimes happen, was
rescued from the hands of a grocer before he had
been able to use more than a few pages of it for
waste paper.

This is the account book of Sarah Fell, who was
one of the seven step-daughters of the famous Quaker,
George Fox, for whom she kept house at Swarthmoor
Hall, in the Furness district of Lancashire. The book
covers the period from 1673 to 1678 and a handsome,
well-edited reprint has been published by the Cam-
bridge University Press.

The scantiness of supplies that a small country
town could give is made evident. Shopping was done
at Ulverston and Dalton on weekly market days, but
much had to be brought from Lancaster, twenty miles
away, across treacherous river estuaries, and horsed
messengers were constantly being sent to Kendal and
Kirby Lonsdale. Brown sugar, oranges, and gloves
were received from London, and the great house had
direct business relations with many distant towns.
Purchases of beeswax for candlewick indicates how
the house was lighted. It was largely heated by local
peat. Cost of carriage made coal prohibitive; as
much as L1 2s. 5d. was paid for 3 qrs., and again
L1 8s. for 4 grs.—money having four or five times
its depreciated value of to-day. The Quaker house-
hold had wine brought from Kendal, and ale and
brandy, and medicinal aids purchased included cin-
namon waters, juniper berries, saffron, and “treacle,”
blooding leeches, and a ““jannes drink,” which needs
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From an old print.
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THE TrEA-TABLE.
An Eighteenth Century Print.
The significance of the allegorical figures in the background must not be missed.
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Sublime Society of Beefsteaks

said Ford, one of the patentees, as Garrick hurried
panting into the theatre, “considering the stake you
and I have in the house, you might pay more atten-
tion to its business.”

“True, my friend,” returned Garrick, “but I was
thinking of my steak in the other house.”

Bubb Dodington, Aaron Hill, Hoadley, author of
The Suspicious Husband, and Leonidas Glover, are a
few other names that occur in an early list of the
members. The Society was remarkably democratic in
its ways. Numbering among its members, from
time to time, princes, great nobles, authors, actors,
and artists, all distinctions of rank were ignored in
the club room. All were alike Brothers, and were
exposed indiscriminately to the practical joking that
was one of the most cherished privileges of the
Brethren.

Visitors were frequently misled by this absence of
all ceremony, and on one occasion a Liverpool mer-
chant who had been brought as a visitor by Lonsdale,
the painter, being at first rather impressed by finding
himself in the society of dukes and lords, soon came
to the conclusion that he was being hoaxed and that
the members were masquerading under false titles.
He whispered his discovery to his host, telling him
that the joke was a good one, but that he had seen
through it. Lonsdale passed the communication round
and the Brothers were not slow to avail themselves of
the opportunities offered by the humour of the situa-
tion. The Duke of Sussex abused Sir Matthew Wood
for the tough quality of the steaks he had supplied
on the previous Saturday, and Wood retaliated by
complaining bitterly of the bad fit of the stays that his
wife had bought at his Royal Brother’s shop the day
before. Then Sir Francis Burdett told Whitbread
that his last cask of beer was sour, to which the latter
slily retorted that it had been kept too long in the
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The English Table

but not with surprise. I have long observed the
lingering wish to go, and you have taken courage to
depart, like the Roman in the Capitol, that you may
adjust your mantle ere you fall. I had hoped that
as you and I had so long journeyed together we should
have travelled on till the final departure of one of us.
As to myself, I have somewhat of the gameson spirit
of the old Roman Antony—although the grey doth
somewhat mingle with my brown—and shall consider
the good old Steaks as my Cleopatra whose ‘custom
cannot stale her infinite variety,” and who still makes
hungry where most she satisfies. You have, accord-
ing to the light of your understanding, done what
you think to be right. I shall blunder yet a little
longer in my twilight, and shall always remember
with affectionate pleasure the many canty days
we have had with one another in our fraternal
intercourse.”

In a subsequent letter Lord Broughton ventured
the prediction that Stephenson’s loss to the Soci
wnu’EI be fatal. “It would not and will not survive

ou.

i This prophecy was justified by the event. Henry
Fredericﬂ tephenson died in 1858, and though the
Society lingered on for nine years longer, it was expiring
of senile decay all the time.

Stephenson had been elected a member in 1813,
on the introduction of the Duke of Norfolk, and
had been intimately associated with all the dis-
tinguished men who had made the history of the
Society in the latter half of its career. His member-
ship covered the long period of forty-five years,
but the record was equalled by the Duke of
Leinster, who remained faithful to the Steaks until
their final dissolution. The Duke and Lord Dalhousie
were the only old members left on the rota when
Stephenson died.
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The English Table

were fit at all to bring to table. Chaucer’s references
to wines invariably point to foreign vintages, as ““ clarrie
—or claret; vernage—a rough red wine of Tuscan
growth, etc. Dr. Andrew Borde, in his Dyetary o
Helthe, published in the reign of Edward VI, has this
significant passage: ““There be many wines in divers
regions that we have not in England, but this I do
say, that all the kingdoms of the world have not so
many sundry kinds of wines as be in England, and yet
there is nothing to make wine of.”

One might readily multiply passages from the
writers of three centuries to show what foreign wines
were commonly drunk, and, inferentially, to prove
that English wines in ordinary society were not drunk
at all. What, then, is the explanation? Dr. Henderson
somewhat weakly contends that vine-growing was a
fad of the rich, and that imported wine was probably
at all times better and cheaper than any which could
be grown at home. This is a conclusion altogether
unsound and unworthy of the logical mind of the
historian of wine. The monks of old were an eminently
practical race, in their husbandry at least, and not
given to indulgence in expensive fancies. If th
made wine, and made wine in large quantities, whic
it seems that they did, the inference is clear that th
made it cheaply, and that if it were not really good it
was at least good enough for the purposes for which
it was intended—for domestic use as verjuice (vinegar),
as a beverage for hinds and servitors, or to be given
away to the poor, as benevolent old country ladies
nowadays produce curious vintages of currant or
parsnip. Now and again a bishop might indulge the
costly idea of making wine good enough for a king’s
present; but of the bulk of the English wine made in
the Middle Ages it may undoubtedly be assumed that
it was nothing but the thinnest and most acid kind
of ligour, which bore no more relation to the popular
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The English Table

was unbounded, “It is good of a thousand kinds,”
he said, “ proper for the cure of many diseases, a kind
vehicle for any sanitive vegetable or other medical
ingredients. In a word we pronounce it the most
wholesome drink in Europe.”

The employment of cider in cookery has hitherto
but little engaged the attention of town cooks, although
it forms an important element in the Norman cuisine,
and has from time immemorial been employed with
advantage by old-fashioned Devonshire housewives in
the improvement of apple pies and other homely
dishes. Writing on this subject, Mr. Henry White-
way says: ‘It is a very old custom in many country
houses to add a little cider to aEple pies, especially
late in the year when the apple has lost some of its
briskness; and therefore it is certain that the addition
would be still more beneficial in the present day, when
the apples used for cooking are largely of the imported
varieties, which lack the juicy crispness of the best
kinds of English cooking apples. . . . Careful experi-
ments have gone to prove conclusively that a proper
cider, judiciously employed, will vastly improve such
dishes as apple pie, apple sauce, apple charlotte, apple
trifle, apple fool and apple giteau.’

Here are suggestions which offer to our cookery
expert readers hints for more extended experiments.

Ifn high-class cookery in Normandy cider fills an
important place in the ﬁ:re aration of sauces instead
of wine. M. Escoffier, w ﬂﬁ"-as so employed it, quoted
a recipe of historic interest which was prepared for
the first time in the Chateau de Navarre, during the
residence there of the Empress Josephine. The Chéteau
was founded in 1330 by Jeanne de Navarre, in whose
honour the recipe was entitled Caneton Jeanne de
Navarre. In this recipe, which M. Escoffier tried with
satisfactory result, a stuffing of apples, liberally mois-
tened with old cider, formed the chief feature in the
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The English Table

it be so strong: then boil it, till it be clearly and well
Skimmed. Then put in one good handful of Straw-
berry leaves, and half a handful of Violet leaves; and
half as much Sorrel, a dozen tops of Rosemary, four
or five tops of Balm leaves, a handful of Harts’ tongue,
and a handful of Liver wort, a little Thyme, and a
little Red Sage. Let it boil about an hour; then put
it into a Wooden Vessel, where let it stand, till it be
quite cold. Then put it into the Barrel. Then take
half an ounce of Cloves, as much Nutmeg, four or
five slices of Ginger, bruise it and put it into a fine
bag with a stone to make it sink, that it may hang below
the middle. Then stop it very close.

The Herbs and Spices are in proportion for Six
Gallons.

Since my Lady Hungerford sent me this Receipt,
she sent me word, that she now useth (and liketh
better) to make the Decoction of Herbs before you put
the Honey to it. This proportion of Herbs is to make
Six Gallons of Decoction, so that you may take eight
or nine gallons of Water. When you have drawn out
into your water, all the vertue of the Herbs, throw
them away and take the clear Decoction (leaving the
settlings) and, when it is lukewarm dissolve your
proportion of Honey in it. After it is well dissolved
and laved with strong Arms or wooden Instruments
like Battle-doors or Scoops, boil it gently, till you have
taken away all the scum; then make an end of well
boyling it about an hour in all. Then pour it into
a wooden vessel, and let it stand till it be cold. Then
pour the clear through a sieve of hair, ceasing pouring
when you come to the foul, thick settling. Turn the
clear into your Vessel (without Barm) and stop it up
close, with the Spices in it, till you perceive by the
hissing that it begins to work. Then give it some
little vent, else the Barrel would break. When it is
at the end of the working stop it up close.
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PREPARING THE FEAST.

A 16th Century print showing the elaborate kitchen

with its latticed

game cupboard, roasting spit and many utensils.
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The Rise of the Brewer

The Merrie England of medizval times was pre-
eminently a land of ale and good cheer.

Festivals and holy days were all recognised occasions
for feasting and merriment, and none was complete
without the national beverage. Indeed, so popular
was ale that it gave its name to a number of social
gatherings held under ecclesiastical auspices, and
hence known as Church Ales, or briefly, Ales. Those
were the days before Pussyfoot had made an appear-
ance to frown on the people’s innocent recreations, to
assail their reasonable liberty, and to suggest that
there was impropriety in associating ale with the
Church.

In addition to Church Ales proper there were Chris-
tening and Bride Ales, or Bredales, family rejoicings
rather than parochial institutions. The Helpe Ale
was one at which contributions were made specially
to help some poor person in distress; sometimes it was
termed a Bid Ale, because of the general bidding
or invitation sent out. '

The “ Whitsun Ales” were derived from the Agapai,
or love-feasts of the early Christians, and were so
denominated from the churchwardens buying, and
laying in from presents also, a large quantity of malt,
which they brewed into beer, and sold out in the
Church or elsewhere. The profits, as well as those
from sundry games, there being no Poor Rates, were
given to the poor, for whom this was one mode of

rovision, according to the Christian rule that all
estivities should be rendered innocent by alms.
Aubrey thus describes a Whitsun Ale: “In every
parish was a church-house, to which belonged spits,
crocks, and other utensils for dressing provisions.
Here the house-keepers met. The young people were
there, too, and had dancing, bowling, shooting at
butts, etc., the ancients sitting gravely by, and look-
ing on.”
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The Science of Distilling

Mayerne was a man of high repute as one of
the most skilful physicians of his time, and had
been physician to Henry IV. of France before his
appointment to the English Court. His object in
founding the Distillers’ Company was to put the
whole art of distilling on a footing at once scientific
and sanitary, and in 1639, the year after the incor-
poration of the Company, he drew up an elaborate
series of instructions for its members, which was
printed and entitled “The Distiller of London,
Compiled and set forth by the Special Licence and
Command of the King’s most Excellent Majesty:
For the sole use of the Company of Distillers of
London. And by them to be duly observed and

ractised.” This tractate was reprinted with additions
in 1668.

In this book he gives many prescriptions for Pre-
paring, Composing, Distilling, Extracting and Making
of Rich Spirits, Strong Waters, Aqua Vite, &c. Some
of them are very elaborate, and seem to show that had
his examgle and precepts been followed in later times
the art of making what were formerly known as Cor-
dials and are now known as Liqueurs would not, as
their name implies, have deserted England for foreign
parts so largely as they have done. One of them
contains the fﬁlluwing ingredients: ‘‘Strong proof
spirit, Juniper berries, Enula Campana roots, Calamus

romaticus, Gallingall, Worm Wood, Speire Mint,
Red Mint, Caraway and Angelica seeds, gaﬂ"run root
with the bark, White Cynnamon, Nutmegs, Mace,
Ginger, Cloves, Red poppie flowers and Aniseedes.”
The proper qualities of these multifarious ingredients
are aﬂ given and the distiller is directed to “‘Bruise
them all, Distill them into proof spirit, and Dulcifie,
with white sugar.” If variety of flavour be the criterion
of a good cordial that would surely be a cordial fit to
set before a king.
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The English Table

cask maintains its place in most taverns, though only
a very small proportion of their customers take any
interest in its contents. True to her instincts, however,
the British housewife took the matter in hand, and
gave her friends many varieties, ranging from white
currant to pineapple shrub, all of which yielded to
later novelties as they arose. The latter was the
immediate forerunner of pineapple rum, the cordial
so agreeable to the taste of Mr. Stiggins, but which
even a reconstituted “Marquess of Granby” would
no longer provide.

But a greater art than of shrub-making was to be
brought to perfection in our old-fashioned country
houses. Readers of ““Rob Roy” may remember that
when Frank Osbaldiston and Owen, his father’s head
clerk, dined with Bailie Nicol Jarvie in Glasgow, the
latter, with many signs of complacency, compounded
a special bowl of punch. He was particular in explain-
ing that the limes came from his “own little farm
yonder awa’” (in the West Indies), and that he had
learned the art of composing the mixture from a cer-
tain Captain Coffinkey, who ‘“‘acquired it among the
buccaneers.” There is no reason to doubt its excel-
lence; but the great art of punch-making took yet
deeper root in the common household practice of
bottling it for keeping. As a matter of fact, much
of this fine old liquor used to lie years mellowing in
half-forgotten limbos, and only coming to light ang
after its maker was beyond the reach of its seductions.
The brand known as Norfolk Punch was an especial
favourite. It was made of the best French brandy,
grew better every year it was kept, and any old stock
of assured make was certain to command a high price.
“Verder,” or, to speak of it by its better-known name,
milk-Eunch, was another prime favourite, which may
now be said to live only on the memory of its past
praises. But in its day it was esteemed choicely
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The English Table

berries, &c., by which they made a compound known
as British gin; or else with spirits of nitre, prunes,
&c., with the aid of which they produced an imitation
of brandy and foreign liqueurs.

The rectifiers at that period practically controlled
the situation, until their monnlgnjr was broken down
by the action of the Earl of Ripon, then Chancellor
of the Exchequer. According to a contempo
writer: “He saw that were the distillers enabled to
make a good pure spirit, not only would there be a
direct supply to the consumer, but the liquor would
be unquestionably more palatable and wholesome in
the natural state than when compounded and impreg-
nated with such materials as have been described.
From this the most beneficial effects would ensue,
the trade would become prosperous, and an augmented
consumption increase the revenue; geneva and brandy
would decrease in proportion, smuggling would be
checked, foreigners no longer enrich themselves at our
expense, and an impetus be given to our agriculture.”
The subsequent state of the British whisky industry
supplies a more brilliant vindication of the policy of
Lord Ripon than has been granted to that of most
chancellors.

Next to, or possibly even before, the Earl of Ripun,
credit for pioneering the whisky trade must be given
to the smugglers of the past century. The passion
for smuggling is probably innate in the human breast,
and although the tt:nellptation to run an illicit still is
nowadays comparatively trifling, there are still people
who will do it, it is to be supposed, mainly for the
fun of the thing, for the product of the modern ¢ sma’
still” is not good.

Mr. Anderson Graham, who was privileged to make
acquaintance with one some time ago, says that potatoes
and even heather roots are used in the absence of
malt. Maturing the spirit is impossible, and the fiery

130

- A L
e i Bl el



The Science of Distilling

liquor produced is endurable only by the strongest
stomachs.

Things were different in the palmy days of smug-
gling. Then the popularity of the product of the
illicit still was to be sought in its vast superiority in
quality to the rectifier’s spirits. The smugglers made
whisky from malt, without adulteration, which found
ready favour with whisky-drinkers in all classes of
sc}cie?, so that, in spite of the efforts of the revenue,
they flourished by favour of the encouragement afforded
them by persons of the highest consideration and
social standing. They were, moreover, skilful and
fractical distillers, and the soundness of their know-
edge of the conditions necessary for the production
of good spirits is, to this day, verified in the fact that
many of the oldest of the existing distilleries are
established upon sites chosen by the smugglers of the
last century as places where the purest mountain
streams, flowing over moss and peat, could be used
to distill and produce spirits of the finest quality.
This is notably the case as regards one of the oldest
Irish distilleries, which has been worked in accord-
ance with the law for over a century, having been
recognised as a legitimate distillery as far back as 1784.
Long prior to that date, however, it i1s famous as the
resort of a band of smugglers, who managed systema-
tically to evade the law, and to carry on one of the
most daring, extensive, and successful illicit trades
that ever troubled the authorities.

Illicit distilling has always been a passion in Ireland.
In 1806 one third of the whisky production of the
country—3,800,000 gallons—was estimated as having
been furnished by the illicit stills. No fewer than
19,007 of these were put down by the revenue autho-
rities in the three years 1811, 1812, and 1813. In
later days the life has been taken out of the calling of
the illicit distiller; the working of our distilleries grew
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its golden face, being dressed as a artichook, it is
eaten as a daintie.”” He continues, “I once made
macaroons with the ripe blanched seeds but the
turpentine so domineered over all that it did not
answer expectation.” Buds of the clove and caper
are other obvious examples of flowers in constant
culinary use.

Saffron, the blossom of the crocus sativus, is a
remarkable example of a flower, to which an exag-
gerated and whnﬁy unjustified value was attached in
olden times. As perfume, as flavouring, as medicine,
it was held in equal esteem. Gerarde regarded it as
a preventive of the plague. As a colouring it pleased
the artistic sense of cook and epicure. No dish could
make its apgearance upon any table of pretention
without it. Broths, thick soups, hashes, stews, bread,
pastry, puddings were all yellowed up to lemon or
orange tint with the favourite dye. It haunted the
medieval family from its cradle to its grave; it was
essential alike in the diet of the expectant and the
nursing mother, it coloured the posset at the christen-
ing festivities, and gave a cheering complexion to the
cakes of the funeral feast.

Great, too, was the old time appreciation of the
humble elder to which we pay but too little regard.
I confess to a special admiration for this hardy
aboriginal, one of the oldest inhabitants of these our
islands of Great Britain, which grows where it lists,
and how it lists, independent of soil and cultivation.
No man was ever yet known to plant an elder tree,
and yet the elder tree is everywhere—regardless of
seasons, cold or warm, wet or dry, it always furnishes
its accustomed crop of blossom and fruit. There was
no part of the tree, buds, blossom, fruit, leaves, bark,
but served some useful purpose in old English cookery
or medicine. Evelyn went so far as to say that
were its valuable properties but fully known *‘there
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and wholesome and es;:emally it comforteth the heart
and inward parts.” ‘‘Plate” seems to have been a
recognised name for sugar confections. There is a
recipe for *‘Sugar Plate” in the Fairfax Household
Book, which includes such elements as amber-gris,
powder of violets, roses, marigoldes, etc.

In this, as in other old-world bnﬂks of recipes, rose
water is almost always prescribed in the making of

astry and sweets, in the place of plain water, Dr

ernie assumes, I think on insufficient grounds, that
this “water” was really good old brandy, or peach
or cherry brandy in which rose petals had HIP;'E‘HI:I}?
been macerated. Whether this were so or not, it is
clear that in every form the rose enjoyed extranrdlnary
vogue for both culinary and medicinal purposes. The
volumes of domestic medicine of the ll\-glddle Ages
abound in prescriptions for well-nigh every ill to which
flesh is liable, in which red rosebuds contend for
prominence with powdered precious stones or such
simple ingredients as dried toads or powdered earth-
worms.

Rose petals were at one time placed over cherries
in pies before the crust was laid on. Rose petal jam
is nowadays regarded as a Greek specialité, althﬁugh
I believe it is made in Paris, and it is certainly
common enough in old English recipe books. The
formula given to me by a Greek friend runs thus:
“Choose the dark pink roses that are used for per-
fumery. Carefully remove the small hard inner petals,
and cut off the yellowish ends that are near the centre.
Take one ounce of pure fresh petals and rub one
pound of sifted sugar into them, crushing them with-
out tearing them. Place these petals on a good fire
till a dro uf the syrup thrown into the saucer of cold
water w1ﬁ stand apart w:thnut mixing with the water.
Then the jam is made, but if it is wanted to keep, a
little lemon juice should be dropped into it before it
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is removed from the fire. Rose jam (rhodozachari)
is not only a most refined delicacy, but it makes a
useful refreshing beverage for invalids when mixed
with water.”

Allowing for some variation in proportions this
modern Greek recipe is essentially identical with
instructions for making “Conserves of red roses”
given in the Compleat Housewife and Adam’s Luxury
and Eve’s Cookery (1744).

Nasturtium blossoms make an attractive and fragrant
addition to a lettuce salad, prepared according to the
usual formula.

The almond-flavoured buds of the yellow broom were
at one time used for capers, and the spicy clove carna-
tion furnished a rich syrup used as a sauce for puddings.
““ Sops-in-wine,” a popular name for this flower, owed
its origin to the custom of throwing the blossoms into
casks of wine “to give a pleasant taste and gallant
color.” Drayton calls these flowers “Cloves of Para-
dise”” and says ‘““their use is much in ornament and
comforting the spirits by the sense of smelling,” but
Gerarde declares that a ““ conserve” of flowers of clove,
gillifloure and sage, * exceedingly above measure doth
comfort the heart being eaten now and then with
meate.”

The “maitrank” of the primitive Germans owed its
quality to the flowers of the fragrant woodruff. Another
beverage of early days was the famous ale made from
the purple heather bloom. It was a Pictish specialité,
the secret of compounding which was handed down
from generation to generation and so sacred was the
mystery that, so the legend goes, the last remnant of
the race refused to buy their lives at the price of its
revelation, so we shall never know what heather-ale was
like.

Orange blossom, sacred to the bridal wreath, serves
yet to find some place in the recherché cuisine. Mrs.
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ublisher, is suficiently good authority for crediting
?ﬂhﬂ; Hill with the authorship.

Edward Dilly was one of the brothers Dilly, who
were well-known booksellers in the Poultry; they were
men of character and probity, and were distinguished
by the particularly friendly regard of Dr. Johnson.
It was at a meeting, at which were present, besides
Boswell and Johnson, Mrs. Seward, Dr. Mayo and Mr.
Beresford, tutor to the Duke of Bedford, that Dilly
remarked: ‘““that Mrs. Glasse’s cookery, which is the
best, was written by Dr. Hill. Half the trade knows
this.”” The statement did not go entirely unchallenged,
for Dr. Johnson objected: “I doubt if the book be
written by Dr. Hill, for in Mrs. Glasse’s Cookery,
which I have looked into, salt petre, and sal prunella
are spoken of as different substances, whereas salt
petre is only sal prunella burned on charcoal, and Hill
could not be ignorant of this. However,” and he then
proceeded to qualify his objection, ““as the greater part
of such a book is made by transcription, the mistake
may have been carelessly adus;:ted.”

braham Hayward, in The Art of Dining, says
briefly that “Mrs. Glasse’s Cookery was written by
Dr. Hunter.” That, however, was but a hasty and
careless assertion for which there was never any war-
rant—Dr. Hunter of York was the author of Culina
Famulatrix Medecinee ; or Receipts in Modern Cookery,
a work which was humbly dedicated to: “ Those gentle-
men who freely give two guineas for a Turtle dinner
at the tavern when they might have a more whole-
some one at home for ten shillings,” but he was in no
way responsible for Mrs. Glasse.

It was in 1747 that there was published The Art of
Cookery Made Plain and Easy which far exceeds anything
yet published, by a Lady. It was printed for the author
and was sold at Mrs. Ashburn’s (or Ashburners—the
name is spelled differently in various editions), a china
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and glass shop in Fleet Street. It achieved an instant
success, a second edition was soon called for, as much
to the satisfaction of Mrs. Ashburn as of the unknown
author, for the former, while getting more than she
had anticipated from her percentage of the sales, saw
that the book was an attraction which filled her shop
with new customers.

On the appearance of the third edition, the name of
“Mrs. Glasse” appeared as the author, the plausible
suggestion being that the nom-de-plume was inspired
b}jlr the fact of the book being on sale in a glass
shop.

IIP;-. due course this last-named edition was followed
by the Complete Confectioner, or the whole Art of Con-
fectionery made Plain and Easy, by H. Glasse; author of
The Art of Cookery, sold at Mrs. Ashburner’s China
Shop, the corner of Fleet Ditch; at Yewd’s Hat ware-
house near Somerset House; at Kirk’s Toy shop in
St. Paul’s Churchyard and at Dend’s Toy Shop facing
Arlington Street, Piccadilly, London. Here it may
. be noticed that the initial ‘““H” first appears, and Mr.
Cordy Jeaffreson suggests that Hill was thus feeling
his way towards an acknowledgment of the authorship.
One may take this suggestion for what it is worth. In
subsequent editions the name ‘ Hannah Glasse ”
appeared, but this was eventually dropped, and in the
eighth edition (1763) now before me, the original
ascription “By a Lady” appears on the title page,
and the name 3jlasse is nowhere given.

Now assuming that such a person as Mrs. Hannah
Glasse ever existed, it seems incomprehensible that
there should be no facts on record concerning her
life and history. There was, it is said, a person named
Glasse who was “habit maker to the Royal family,”
and an advertisement of her goods is said to have been
printed in one edition of the Cookery Book, but with-
out any intimation that she was its author. Hill, if it
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was indeed his book, had always reasons of his own
for concealing his connection with it, and it might
well be that he inserted the habit maker’s announce-
ment as a blind, or he may even have invented her
for the occasion.

George Augustus Sala was a firm believer in the
existence of a real Mrs. Glasse, and some thirty-five
{Eﬂrs ago a lively discussion was carried on in the

ondon Press between him and Mr. W. F. Waller on
the subject. Sala was, as the cabman said of Jacob
Omnium, “a harbitrary gent,” and when he formed an
opinion was very tenacious in upholding it, and poured
the vials of his contempt on any who ventured to dis-
agree with him. It is fair to say that Sala’s opinion
is maintained by Mr. Russell Barker, the writer of the
article on Hill in the Dictionary of National Biography,
but with such exceptions, I believe, that the generality
of writers in gastronomic literature incline to sup-
port Hill’s claim to authorship, and even the Dictionary
of National Biography is not always impeccable.

John Hill is rather an interesting example of a suc-
cessful literary adventurer, counting success in a worldly
point of view. He had much ability, more impudence
and no principle. He began life as an apothecary in
a small shop in Westminster; then he studied botany,
in which branch of knowledge he appears to have been

roficient. Ingratiating himself with the Duke of

ichmond and Lord Petre, he was employed by them
in the arrangement of their gardens and collections of
dried plants. Making little money in his business, he
turned actor and promptly failed. Afterwards he
returned to his apothecary business and took a shop in
Covent Garden. Here he dropped into journalism
and became an industrious bookseller’s hack, his out-

ut of books and pamphlets upon all kinds of subjects

eing enormous. It was at this time that he is supposed
to have conceived the idea of making a compilation of
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cookery recipes from a number of old books, and work-
ing them up with a little new material into a cookery
book, the copyright of which he would keep in his own
hands, selling the book, not through the ordinary trade
channels, but in shops frequented by women. This
was just such a departure from ordinary custom as
might suggest itself to a clever adventurer of Hill’s
type. As he could not be supposed to be an expert
in cookery, it would be obviously inexpedient for glm
to put his own name on the title page, but to say the
book was “By a Lady” was sufficient to inspire confi-
dence in it.

There was no lack of material whence Hill might
make his selections. Ready access might be had to
such works as Sarah Jackson’s Cook’s Director; La
Chapelle’s Modern Cook; Kidder’s Receipts; Har-
rison’s Family Cook ; Adam’s Luxury and Eve’s Cookery;
The Accomplished Housewife ; Lemery on Food; Alarm
to all Persons touching their Health and Lives; Smith’s
Cookery ; Hall’s Royal Cookery and many others.

Hill’s prosperity seems to have been coincident with
the successful sale of the cookery book. The earnings
of a bookseller’s hack of the period could not be great,
whatever his industry, but Hill is said to have been
making an income of [1,500 a year at this period. In
1746 The British Magazine appeared under his editor-
ship, and some {ears later a daily letter called The
Inspector which Isaac D’Israeli declared as “a light
scandalous chronicle all the week with a sermon for
Sundays.” The success of the cookery book might,
one supposes, have been good ground for Hill to acknow-
ledge his offspring, but he had then obtained a diploma
in medicine from the University of St. Andrews, and
blossomed forth as Dr. Hill, and, aspiring to the repu-
tation of a man of science, he tried hard to become a
Fellow of the Royal Society, and probably considered
that the acknowledged authorship of a popular cookery
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lished a treatise on “Singing” and an edition of
Charles Dibdin’s sea songs with an original memoir,
as well as other works on a variety of subjects. But
with all these claims to remembrance, Kitchiner lives
in the memory of most people only as the author of
the much-talked-of-but-nowadays-seldom-read cookery
book, which under the title of Aspicius Redivivus or
the Cook’s Oracle was first published in the year 1817.
This was something quite new in cookery books and
achieved an instant popularity. The title page told
that the book contained *Six Hundred Recipes, the
results of actual experiments instituted in the kitchen
of a physician, comprising a culinary code for the
Rational Epicure.” With the third edition the Latin
title was dropped, the book appearing simply as the
Cook’s Oracle. Six editions were called E:}r in the
course of five years, fifteen thousand copies having
been sold in that interval.

The Cook’s Oracle was followed in 1822 by The Art
of Invigorating and Prolonging Life by Food, Clothes,
Air, Exercise, Wine, Sleep, etc., a work which never
appears to have met with the same success as its

redecessor although four editions were called for.

The latter, apart from its practical value, is an
extremely interesting book; its notes, drawn from a
variety of sources, are exhaustive and illuminating,
and the author’s l{)ﬂrsunalit}r is impressed upon one
throughout. Kitchiner approached his subject in a
spirit entirely alien to that of his predecessors in
cookery-book production, who were for the most part
mere compilers, sometimes practical, sometimes the
reverse. is aim was to associate the science of
nutrition with the refinements of the art of cookery
and the amenities of the table, always with some regard
for the economics of the home. That health depended
upon the careful preparation of food was a fundamental
article of his belief. He maintained that the art of
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Henry Osborne, who was cook to Sir Joseph Banks,
then President of the Royal Society. He became in
effect, a really accomplished cook, and the boast made
in the introduction to his book was no idle one. “The
following receipts,” he says, ‘“are no marrowless
collection of shreds and patches, cuttings and pastings,
but a bona fide register of Practical Facts; moreover
the author has submitted to a labor no preceding
cookery bookmaker, perhaps, ever attempted to en-
counter, having eaten each receipt before he set it
down in his book.”

Dr. Kitchiner had very much in common with a
distinguished epicure of our own period, the late
famous surgeon, Sir Henry Thompson. They both
combined a scientific knowledge of the principles of
dietetics, with an intimate acquaintance with the
minutizz of the cook’s art; appreciative of the higher
refinements of la haute cuisine, they were both epicures
in the true sense of the word, being studiously moderate
in their personal habits, and they both delighted in
the practice of a hospitality, to share in which was in
itself, a mark of distinction. Sir Henry Thompson’s
dinners—*“Octaves” he called them, the party being
always limited to eight—were gastronomic treats,
invitations to which were greatly coveted. In their
time, Dr. Kitchiner’s luncheons and dinners were
no less famous or exclusive; to the former only a
few intimates were bidden, Charles Kemble and Dr.
Haslam being among the more frequent guests. The
dinners were conducted with much ceremony. The
dinner party was understood to represent a Committee
of Taste whose function it was to pass a critical judg-
ment upon the dishes prepared in the Doctor’s kitchen,
and as, in his cookery directions, Kitchiner made it
an essential condition that each course should be so
prepared, with an exact regard to time of cooking,
that it should be brought to table at the moment that
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it was just in right point for serving, so he would
tolerate no irregularity of attendance on the part of
his visitors. Nobody was allowed to be late for dinner.
As the clock struck, he took his seat, the door was shut
and the late arrival might clamour in vain for ad-
mittance.

Not always, however, were those who were asked
to dine with Dr. Kitchiner regaled with unaccustomed
dainties. There is a story told of Pope the actor,
who having received a dinner invitation from the
doctor, expected an unusual experience, and was
proportionately disgusted when he was set down to
a leg of mutton and a dish of potatoes. To the end
of his days he never ceased to denounce Kitchiner
as a confounded humbug; yet even a leg of mutton,
selected and cooked with the meticulous care enjoined
by Kitchiner in his notable chapter on “ Roasting,”
and basted with a mixture of cgnpped sweet herbs,
butter and claret, may have had a character all its
own to distinguish it from the ordinary leg of mutton
from the kitchen of less pretension.

At the present time, when most cookery books
which carry any real weight of authority are the work
of practical authors, who have had experience in the
schools, the necessity of explicit directions as regards
quantities and prnfpﬂrtinns of ingredients is too well
recognised to call for any remark. It is a point, how-
ever, upon which the amateur compilers of recipes
are lamentably lax, and the pre-Kitchiner cookery-
book authors were notorious sinners in this respect.
The rule of thumb methods of the uncultured cook,
who by dint of practice, develops something like a
sixth sense in this respect, may make her individually
independent of the aid of weights and measures, but
her ways afford no guidance to the novice, as may be
read in the story of a lady who sought the recipe for
a certain cake from an Irish cook and received it in
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modern cook almost as the exposition of the technique
of a lost art. To tell her that sEe should be as anxiously
attentive to the appearance and colour of her roasts,
as a Court beauty 1s to her complexion at a birthday
ball is, it may be feared, unliﬁel}f to awaken any
responsive thrill in her bosom. Kitchiner was of one
mind with the brilliant Frenchman who wrote, “On
devient Cuisinier, rétisseur est né.” ‘““Though roast-
ing,” he said, “is one of the most common and is
generally considered one of the most easy and simple
processes of cookery, it requires more unremitting
attention to perform it properly than it does to make
most made dishes.” He would admit of no compromise,
roasting was roasting only when it was done by the
radiant heat of a glowing fire, otherwise it is baking,
and although he did justice to Count Rumford’s
theories for the slow cooking of boiled foods by
retained heat, he would none of the Count’s so-called
roasters.

It is interesting to note how often Kitchiner antic-
ipated Brillat-Savarin, or how often Brillat-Savarin
gﬂnwed Kitchiner, whichever way one likes to put
it. The Physiologie du Gofit was published eight
years after the Cook’s Oracle, with which latter work
there is no doubt but that Brillat-Savarin was well
acquainted, and of the ideas in which he did not
scruple to make use. There are similarities of phrase
that are too close to be merely accidental. As an
example, Kitchiner writes in his introduction *‘The
Pleasures of the Table have been highly appreciated
and carefully cultivated in all countries and in all ages
—and in spite of all the Stoics, everyone will allow
they are the first and last we enjoy, and those we
taste the oftenest—above a thousand times a year
every year of our lives.” Compare with this Savarin’s
aphorism: “The pleasure of the table is of all ages,
conditions, countries and times; it can be associated
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season. I do not mean those early days that luxury
in the buyers, and avarice in the sellers, force the
various vegetables; but that time of the year in which
b%r nature and common culture, and the mere operation
of the sun and climate, they are in most plenty and
perfection.”

The “judicious epicure” is the person to whom the
Cook’s drade was specially designed to appeal. It
was, in fact, a manual of instruction for the family,
that, sensible of the refinements of the table, could
aspire to a comfortable and fairly luxurious style of
living. Without disregarding the practice of a judicious
economy, which was, without doubt, as urgent a
consideration in English households of the Waterloo
period as it is in our families in this present year of
grace.

To this end equal pains were taken to impress upon
the mistress the principles of gnnd housewifery and
upon the maid the attributes of good service. ‘““The
art of providing for a family is displayed so plainly
and particularly, that a young lady may learn the
delectable Arcana of Domestic Affairs, in as little
time as is usually devoted to directing the position
of her hands on a pianoforte or of her feet in a
quadrille. This will enable her to make the Cage of
Matrimony as comfortable as the Net of Courtship
was charming.”

Friendly advice to cooks and other servants is
couched in plainer and less flowery terms, but is

erhaps more hopelessly out-of-date, for the domestic

elp that fulfilled only half of the conditions laid down
by our author would in these days be a rara awis, for
whom every lady in the land would compete. Perhaps
Kitchiner was only suggesting counsels of perfection,
and knew that such continuity of perfect service as
he recommended was a thing to be hoped for but seldom
realised, for he quotes a lady’s account of the progress
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that which she chose to provide for him was instantly
ejected with that answer which Erasmus tells us
silenced all complaints in the German inns of his
time, Quere aliud hospitium, or, as Meg expressed it,
“Troop aff wi’ ye to another public.” Nature had
formed honest Meg for such encounters, and as her
noble soul delighted in them, so her outward properties
were in what Tony Lumpkin calls a concatenation
accordingly. She had hair of brindled colour, betwixt
black and grey, which was apt to escape in elf locks
from under her mutch when she was thrown into
violent agitation; long skinny hands, terminated by
stout talons; grey eyes, thin lips, a robust person,
a broad though flat chest; capital wind and a voice
that could match a choir of fish-women. She was
accustomed to say of herself in her more gentle moods
that her bark was worse than her bite; but what teeth
could have matched a tongue, which, when in full
career, is vouched to have been heard ¢ from the Kirk
to the Castle of St. Ronan’s.”

No very attractive portrait, truly, but there were
redeeming virtues in this good-hearted virago which
reconciled the discerning to her peculiarities. Her
cellar was stocked with excellent wines and her
kitchen was her pride and glory; she looked to the
dressing of every dish herself, and there was some
with which she suffered no one to interfere; such
were the cock-a-leekie and the savoury minced collops.

Meg Dods having secured a permanent place among
the notable characters of fiction, it happened that
Mrs. Christian Isabel Johnstone, who published The
Cook and Housewife’'s Manual in 1827, was inspired,
happily for her own and her book’s Mpmsperit}r, to
adopt the nom-de-plume of Mistress Margaret Dods
of the Cleikum Inn, St. Ronan’s,

In all, save an enthusiasm in the noble art of cookery,
Mrs. Johnstone would seem to have been the antithesis
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twinge of incipient gout, one would have thought he
had taken his lesson in the pastry shop of Bedreddin
Hassan and was ready to renew the scene of the
unhappy cream tart, which was compounded without
pepper. Every now and then he started some new
doctrine in culinary matters, which Mrs. Dods deemed
a heresy, and then the house rang with their disputes
. . . He never denied himself the gratification of the
slightest whim, whatever expense he might himself
incur, or whatever trouble he might give to those about
him, and all was done under protestation that the
matter in question was the most indifferent thing to
him in the world. ‘What the devil did he care for
Burgess’ sauces, he that had eaten his Kouscousou,
spiced with nothing but the sand of the desert? Only
it was a shame for Mrs. Dods to be without what every

decent house above the rank of an alehouse, ought
to be largely provided with.””

With the advent of Dr. Redgill, celebrated English
gourmand and divine, the idea of the Culinary Club
takes shape in the Nabob’s mind. “The Cleikum
Club, myself president, must keep order among them;
Redgill, vice; Winterblossom, an old coxcomb, but
deep in the mystery; Jekyl, a conceited fop, but has
his uses; Meg for the executive, Meg with great
practical skill and knowledge, the paragon of economy
and cleanliness.” .

The Nabob, with characteristic vanity, proposes to
make a beginning by the delivery of a series of lectures
on the history of food and cookery from the days of
the hairy man of the woods, digging roots with claws,
downwards. ‘“If,” he says, “a Dr. King, a Sir John
Hill, a Dr. Hunter, a Dr. John Sinclair, and a Count
Rumford have devoted their time and talents to the
service (this reference to Hill is evidence that Sir
Walter Scott believed him to be the author of Glasse’s
Cookery Book) of their species in this important depart-
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ment, why should not plain Peregrine Touchwood?
No man cares less about what he himself eats than
I do, gentlemen. A man who has shared horseflesh
with the Tartar, and banqueted on dog’s flesh with
tht]:; Ehinaman, is not likely to be dainty of his own
g:aThﬁ syllabus of the lectures, which is all that the
book affords us, is certainly admirable in its com-
prehensiveness, but the delivery of the Nabob’s initial
remarks was marred by the interruptions of the more
ractical members of the Club. “What a style o’
anguage,’”’ whispered Mistress Dods; “but for a’ that
it’s me maun look after the scouring o’ the kettles.”

“Ay,” said Dr. Redgill, ““ that will suffice for a general
view of the subject, let us now get to the practical
part of the science—arrange the dinners—the proof of
the pudding is the eating.”

he Club’s discussions which are scattered through
the book, in the form of occasional marginal notes,
supply commentaries upon the text, each member
giving his opinion upon this or that method of treat-
ment of a dish, Meg usually enjoying the woman’s
Erivilege of the last word. As examples of these may
e quoted Redgill’s and Touchwood’s dispute about
alternative methods of stuffing a turkey, and Touch-
wood’s admirable dissertation upon beefsteak. Sir
Walter’s hand is still plainly traceable in these notes,
though it is probable that Mrs. Johnstone had her
share in them.

While this collaboration of the author of Wawverley
has undoubtedly added much to the vogue of Mrs.
Johnstone’s book, its intrinsic merits are of the highest
order. Hers was no case of a clever journalist reading
up a subject and dressing it up in attractive style.
Sﬁe had evidently a sound practical knowledge of
the art of cookery, and as an authority upon old standard
English and Scottish dishes she is supreme. So it
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happens that although the manual is not far short of
a century old, it is never out-of-date, but still remains
a standard.

In such matters as the cookery of salmon, grouse,
venison, her authority remains unchallenged, and in
the cookery sections of the Fur, Feather and Fin series
books, Mr., Alexander Innes Shand freely owns his
obligations to her, Colonel Kenney-Herbert said:
“Mrs. Johnstone wrote very sensibly upon both
Scottish and English cookery and introduced moreover
a special section on French cuisine, which showed
that she had worked the subject up from reliable
sources. No better book than hers could be taken up
to-day by anybody in search of information about
the standard national dishes of England and Scotland,
and in many respects the authoress exhibits an appre-
ciation of a finer development of the art than l:l’mt:l
been shown by any of her English predecessors in
the ranks of culinary literature.”

This is high praise from a discriminating critic, and
well deserved withal. But it is in these mysteries of
the Scots cuisine, those distinctively national dishes
that rarely cross the Tweed border, and upon the
composition of which no Southron dare offer criticism
that Meg is beyond criticism.

Here are her directions upon Robbie Burns’ ““ Great
Chieftain of the Pudding Race,” “the Scotch Haggis.”
““ Clean a fat sheep’s pluck thoroughly. Make incisions
in the heart and liver to allow the blood to flow out
and parboil the whole, letting the windpipe lie over
the side of the pot, to permit the phlegm and blood
to disgorge from the lungs; the water may be changed
after ten minutes’ boiling for fresh water. The lights
cannot be over-boiled. A half hour's boiling will
be sufficient for the rest; but throw back the half
of the liver to boil till, when cold, it will grate easily.
Take the heart, the half of the liver and part of the
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lights, trimming away all skins and black looking
parts, and mince them together finely, mince also a
pound of good beef suet. Grate the other half of
the liver. Have four mild large onions peeled, scalded
and minced to mix with the haggis-mince. Have
also ready some finely ground oatmeal, toasted slowly
before the fire till it is of a light brown colour, and
Eerfactlj,r nutty and dry; or high toasted oatcake may

e crumbled down. A large teacupful of meal will
do for this quantity of meat. Spread the mince on
a board and strew the meal lightly over it, with a high
seasoning of black pepper, salt, and a little red pepper,
first well mixed. Have a haggis-bag (i.e. a sheep’s
paunch) perfectly clean, and see that there be no thin

art in it, else your whole labour will be lost by its

ursting. Some cooks use two bags or a cloth as an
outer case. Put in the meat with half a pint of good
beef gravy or as much strong stock. Be careful not
to fill the bag too full, but allow the meat and meal
room to swell. Add the juice of a lemon or a little
good vinegar; press out the air, and sew up the bag;
prick it with a long needle when it first swells in the

ot to fprevent bursting; let it boil slowly for three

ours if large. Obs. This is a genuine Scotch haggis;
the lemon and cayenne may be omitted and instead of
beef gravy a little of the broth in which the pluck is

arboiled may be taken, more suet may be given. A
gner haggis may be made by parboiling and skinning
sheeps’ tongues and kidneys and substituting these,
minced, for the most of the lights, and soaked bread
or crisped crumbs for the toasted meal. There are,
moreover, sundry modern refinements on the above
receipt, such as eggs, milk, pounded biscuit, etc., but
these, by good judges, are not deemed improvements.
A haggis boiled for two hours may be kept for a week
or two, and when cold, gets so firm that haggises are
often sent from Scotland to distant places and countries.
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himself, through the medium of which he miil:t
communicate his views to the world at large. This
publication, to which he gave the obviously appropriate
name of The Original, appeared at somewhat irregular
dates from the 2oth of May to the 2nd of December,
1835. Sometimes a fortnight elapsed between the
appearance of the numbers, occasionally as much as
six weeks, but, short as was the magazine’s career,
the author made it the medium for the publication of
many thoughtful papers upon many subjects of social
and political interest, such as Principles of Govern-
ment, Poverty and Pauperism, Poor Law and Prison
Reform, Christian Socialism, Industrial Economies,
National Workshops, Charity, True and False; Religion,
Morals and Manners, The Arts of Travel, Dining,
Attainment of Health, etc.

Many of the opinions Mr. Walker expressed, revolu-
tionary as they seemed then, have, in later days, been
accepted as commonplaces. He was a warm advocate
of fresh air and exercise at a time when consumptive
patients were kept closely secluded in hot and ill-
ventilated rooms, from every breath of Heaven; he
kept his bedroom windows open when night air was
esteemed so deadly that persons in health shuttered
their windows and stuffed beds up their chimneys to
prevent draughts; and as regards his theories of dining,
he was the first and only advocate of a refined simplicity,
which has secured appreciation in later days.

Thomas Walker’s acquaintance with the social life
of London began in the earlier years of the nineteenth
century, and extended up to two years before the
accession of Queen Victoria.

To a community brought up in the traditions of the
early nineteenth century it is probable that the theories
of a man like Thomas Walker must have appeared
“startling absurd and impossible,” when he quoted as
a perfect example of a Christmas dinner, one that he
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enjoyed with a couple of friends. It consisted simply
of crimped cod, woodcocks and plum pudding. *Just
as mucﬁ of each as we wanted and accompanied by
champagne.” “The ordinary course,” he goes on to
say, ‘““would have been to have preceded the woodcocks
by some substantial dish, thereby taking away from
their relish. Delicacies are scarcely ever brought to
table till they are quite superfluous, which is un-
satisfactory if they are not eaten, and pernicious if
they are.”

Hayward’s objection to this dinner is that it might
not satisfy all appetites, and he cites the case of a
Lord Lieutenant of a western county, who was said
to eat a covey of partridges for breakfast every day
in the season.

The introduction of high-class French cookery into
the higher English circles brought with it no counsels
of moderation, but rather the reverse, for the menus
of great banquets were appalling in their extravagance.
I have before me one of a dinner served by Francatelli
to Queen Victoria in an early year of her reign. It
included four soups, four fish, four hors d’ceuvres,
four releves, sixteen entrées. There were three joints
on the sideboard, including a haunch of venison, and
the second service comprised six roasts, six reléves,
two flancs, four countreflancs, sixteen entremets—a
grand total of seventy dishes, the names of which in
detail would fill a page of this book.

It is difficult to imagine what sort of appeal such
dinners must have made to the young Queen, whose
gastronomic tastes in her later years were rather of the
boiled mutton and rice pudding order.

But to return to Mr. Walker:

““ According to the lexicons,” he says in his intro-
duction, “the Greek for dinner is Ariston, and, there-
fore, for the convenience of terms, and without enter-
ing into any inquiry, critical or antiquarian, I call the
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which is, after all, the most indispensable item in
the orthodox English Christmas dinner.

The flamboyant style of decorating dishes beloved
to Continental cooks, of which we have so many awful
examples at cookery exhibitions, excited his unsparing
contempt.

Garnish and flowers, stuck on dishes to impede
carving and helping, “is the true barbarian principle
of ornament in no way distinguishable from the un-
tutored Indians’ fondness for feathers and shells.
To my mind good meat, well cooked, the plainer it
looks the better it looks.”

“There are,” he says, “two kinds of dinners—one
simple consisting of few dishes; the other embracin
a variety., Both kinds are good in their way an
both deserving attention.”

The true principle of epicurism is laid down in the
following passage: ‘“ When the materials and the cook-
ing are both of the best, and the dinner is served
according to the most approved rules of comfort,
the plainest, cheapest food has attractions which are
seldlom to be found in the most labored attempts.
Herrings and hashed mutton, to those who like them,
are capable of affording as much enjoyment when
skilfully dressed as rare and costly dishes.”

“Further,” he remarks, “it is the mode of dinner
that I wish to recommend, not any particular dishes
or wines. Common soup made at home, fish of
little cost—any joint, the cheapest vegetables, some
happy and inexpensive introduction and a pudding,
provided everything is good in quality and the dishes
are well dressed, and served hot and in succession,
with their adjuncts, will ensure a quantity of enjoy-
ment which no one need be afraid to offer.”

Here are a few more of his words of wisdom:

“The productions of the different seasons and of
different climates point out to us unerringly that it is

178



Thomas Walker’s “Aristology”

proper for us to vary our food; and one good general
rule I take to be, to select those things which are most
in season and to abandon them as soon as they deteri-
orate in quality.”

“I think, in general, there is far too little attention
paid to varying the mode of dining according to the
temperature of the seasons. Summer dinners are for
the most part as heavy and as hot as those in winter,
and the consequence is they are frequently very oppres-
sive, both in themselves and from their effect in the
l.'ﬂﬂm,,”

“One of the greatest luxuries in dining is to be able
to command plenty of good vegetables well served
up. But this is a luxury vainly hoped for at set parties.

he vegetables are made to figure in a very secondary
way, except, indeed, whilst they are considered as
great delicacies, which is generally before they are at
their best—excellent potatoes, smoking hot and accom-
panied by melted butter of the first quality would
alone stamp merit on any dinner.”

If by “melted butter” Walker means the white
sauce we dignify by that name, the combination would
hardly be grateful to most tastes, but I am disposed
to believe that the words should be taken in their
literal sense—butter melted.

The whole dinner philosophy of Thomas Walker -
may be summed up in the aphorism that the distinc-
tion between luxury and simplicity is a vain thing.
A haunch of venison is as simple as a leg of mutton
and the leg of mutton may, in its way, if that be a

erfect way, be as luxurious as the haunch of venison.

Although his literary style is diffuse and its literary
manner too much in the “Sir Oracle” vein, the com-
mon sense and sound judgment displayed in his
Aristology cannot fail to impress themselves upon the
modern reader, who must equally realise how entirely
out of tune Thomas Walker must have been with the
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Mr. Smalley, although, and, perhaps, because, an
enthusiastic admirer of Hayward, is not the most
reliable of authorities, as came home to me about
thirty years ago, when, having quoted him as to Hay-
ward’s alleged Jewish origin, and his having made
his way in the world with no aid of birth or family
connections, I fell into the ill-graces of surviving
members of the Hayward family. Miss Hayward, the
essayist’s sister, then a lady of advanced years, in-
formed me that the Haywards, although not a wealthy
family, had been landowners in Wiltshire for man
generations, and that the Abrahams, his mother’s
family, were one of the oldest families in Devonshire,
and, as a reference to Debrett would show, have
married into the peerage on various occasions.

It seems incontrovertible that Hayward had a very
Semitic type of face, which became more marked in
the later years of his life, and he possibly “threw
back” to some remote Jewish strain which had been
forgotten. He was, at any rate, well born and well
educated and began life with the ordinary advantages
enjoyed by a young man destined for a learned pro-
fession, although he entered neither University.

He was born on the 22nd of November, 1801, and
was sent to his first school at the age of seven. This
was at Bath and was kept by Mrs. Francis Twiss, the
loveliest of Mrs, Siddons’ sisters., Horace Twiss, her
son, who became a distinguished member of Parlia-
ment, and his wife were Hayward’s first and most
useful friends when he came to London; it is to the
same early connection that he owed his long and
intimate friendship with Fanny and Adelaide Kemble,
the nieces of Mrs. Twiss,

He came to London and entered himself as a student
at the Inner Temple in 1824. Four years later he
became editor of the Law Magazine, a position he
retained until 1844. The magazine acquired a good
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Six months later the Quarterly published a second
article, a review of Thomas Walker’s Original contain-
ing his paper on ‘‘Aristology, the Art of Dining.”
Fi%tean years later Hayward combined the two articles,
re-edited them carefully with material additions and
alterations and they were published in volume form
by John Murray in 1851 under the title of The Art
u}' Dining.

During the interval Hayward’s experiences as a

popular diner-out has assured him a more practical
acquaintance with his subject, which he, no doubt,
took further pains to study, accepting with com-
laisance the réle of gastronomic authority that was
orced upon him. At the same time, in the prepara-
tion of his volume, he was careful to admit his obli-
gation for assistance and advice to many people in
society, who were noted as hosts and bon wivants.
Among those thus mentioned were Count d’Orsay,
Lord Marcus Hill, Colonel Damer, the Hon. William
Stuart of the British Embassy in Paris, Sir Alexander
Grant, Sir Hugh Hume Campbell, Richard Ford, the
author of The Handbook of Spain, John Gibson
Lockhart, and last, but not least, the Hon. Mrs.
Norton.

There is no disputing the value and interest of
Hayward’s Art of Dining, or the justice of its recog-
nition as a standard work. His literary style is delight-
ful; he has wit, humour, judgment and discrimination,
a happy facility for quotation, and apposite anecdote.
He is rarely detected in an inaccuracy. His statement
that Dr. Hunter of York wrote Mrs. Glasse’s Cookery,
for which there was no shadow of foundation, is the
only example of carelessness that readily occurs to
one; he had in supreme degree the editorial skill in
selection, condensation and Presentatiun; he was no

hilosopher like Brillat-Savarin; no propagandist like
BValker, but he skimmed some of the cream of the
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ceased to exist. The Café de Paris was even then
declining. Hardy and Riche were condemned to a
critical kind of notoriety by a pun: “ Pour diner chez
Hardy, il faut éire riche; et pour diner chez Riche, il
faut étre hardi”” A similar pun was perpetrated in
England on the production of Gay’s Beggar’s Opera
by Rich, the first harlequin, as its success was said
to have made Gay rich, and Rich gay.

To those whose acquaintance with Brillat-Savarin’s
work is limited, the pages devoted to it by Hayward
supply a want in giving a general impression of its
scope and aim. The following paragraph of Hayward’s
is decidedly amusing:

““It may not be deemed beside the purpose to state
that M. Brillat-Savarin was of a sober, moderate, easily
satisfied disposition—so much so, indeed, that many
have been misled into the supposition that his enthu-
siasm is unreal, and his bno][{) a piece of badinage,
written to amuse his leisure hours. The writer of
these pages has been frequently exposed to depre-
ciating remarks of the same tendency, but has con-
trived to bear up against the calumny.’

“To dine alone,” says Hayward, ““is neither whole-
some nor agreeable,” and, to do him justice, he seems
to have been but rarely forced to try the experiment.
He is in the right when he says that a busy man who
values his health should sedulously eschew anxious
topics of all kinds at the hour of dinner, and the anec-
dote he gives in point, as he delights to do, is quite
convincing. * When M. de Suffrein was commandin
for the French in the East, he was one day waite
upon by a deputation of natives, who requested an
audience just as he was sitting down to dinner. He
desired an aide-de-camp to inform them that it was
a precept of the Christian religion from which no
earthly consideration would induce him to depart,
never to attend to business at dinner time; and the
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audience departed, lost in admiration at the piety of
the commandant.”

A good story is that of the Frenchman who com-
bined the offices of landlord and chef of the Hétel de
France at Dresden. He had been eighteen years in
Germany and knew not a word of any language but
his own. ““What is the good,” he asked, “of learning
the language of a people who have no cuisine?”

There is a brief but amusing sketch of Ude, “the
veritable Gil Blas of the kitchen,” but it is in the
latter portion of the book, ostensibly concerned with
a review of Thomas Walker, that one finds a good
deal of sound information and sensible observations
about English fare and English cookery. Whether his
information were self-acquired or whether some items
of it were the contribution of the friends to whom he
owned himself indebted, one knows not, but certainly
a great deal of industry was exercised in collecting
information about local dainties, thus: ‘“Salmon at
Killarney, broiled, toasted or roasted on arbutus
skewers is a thing apart and unfortunately inimitable’ ;
““the Dublin haddock is another delicacy peculiar to
the sister island but we will venture to place the fresh
herring of Loch Fyne alongside it”; “ Hampshire trout
enjoys a prescriptive celebrity, but we incline to give
the Colne and Carshalton river the preference” E}ne
would be troubled to find trout there now); ““Thames
perch are best water souchéd or fried in butter as
they used to be at Staines’; “pike is capitally dressed
at The White Hart at Salisbury,” etc., etc. One
might multiply such quotations by the page.

he gastronomic weaknesses of great men are amus-
ingly described—there was a Duke of Portland who
used to visit Weymouth every summer solely with a
view to red mullet which used to be plentiful there.
The price for a large mullet was threepence or four-
pence, but for one weighing a pound and a half with
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a prospect of an exceptionally large liver, His Grace
had been known to give two guineas. The eccentric
Earl of Dudley could not dine comfortably without an
apple pie. Dining when Foreign Secretary, at a grand
dinner at Prince Esterhazy’s, he was terribly put out
on finding that his favourite delicacy was wanting, and
kept on murmuring audibly in his absent way, “God
bless my soul! No apple pie!”

It was this Earl of Dudley who declared that “ a
good soup, a small turbot, a neck of venison, ducklings
with green peas or chicken with asparagus and an
sll_fricnt tart is a dinner for an Emperor.” “And,” says

ayward, “such a dinner could be better served in
England than in any other country in the world.” The
first Duke of Cambridge’s weakness was roast pig and
apple dumpling, and the Duke of Norfolk was wont
to declare that there was * as much difference between
beefsteaks as between faces; and that a man of taste
would find as much variety in a dinner at the Beef-
steaks Society, where he never missed a meeting, as
at the most plentifully served table in town.”

Here is a passage to provoke reflection:

“It may encourage many a would-be Amphitryon to
learn by what simple expedients the prosperity of a
dinner may be ensured, provided only it possess the
interest |:1+ty novelty. We have seen Painter’s turtle
prepare the way for a success which was crowned by
a lark pudding. We have seen a kidney dumpling per-
form wonders; and a noble-looking shield of Canter-
bury brawn diffuse a sensation of unmitigated delight.
One of Morel’s Montanche hams or a wood-cock pie
from Baviers of Bologne would be a sure card; but a
home-made partridge pie would be more likely to come
upon your company by surprise, provided a beefsteak
be put over as well as under the birds and the birds be
placed with their breasts downwards in the dish.
Game or wild-fowl is never better than broiled; and a
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entertaining member, gradually deteriorated by society’s
toleration, and he grew addicted to rather aggressive
noisiness, more especially after a copious dinner, such
as his soul (to particularise no particular organ) greatl
loved. One of his most irritating habits was a tri
of constant misquotation in French, believing himself
to be a master of the language and remaining sublimel;f
unconscious of the errors into which he had blundered.”
This unquestionably spiteful attack was a woman’s
way of paying off old scores, and the interpretation is
not dificult. Lady Dorothy was a close friend of
Disraeli’s for many years. Hayward had been a
Peelite and hated “ Dizzy” cordially and never in his
life missed an opportunity of attacking him. A more
sympathetic sketcﬁ is that of Mr. Smalley from whom
I have already quoted.

In his middle age Hayward had seldom dined at
home. As the infirmities of years grew upon him, he
rarely went out to dinner. Five days out of six he was
seated at the table in the north-eastern corner of the
Athenzum dining-room. Years before he had with-
drawn from the Carlton, chiefly because he had been
changing his politics, but, also, as he once said, feelingé{,
because he preferred the Athenzum cuisine. He
remarks that the reputation of clubs and restaurants
are forever fluctuating with the changes in their
kitchens. Refined as he was in his culinary taste,
he was also dainty as to his company. Latterly, the
chief members of the select coterie, over which he

resided, were Kinglake and Bunbury, Chenery of the

imes and Sir William Gregory, when in town, with
some stray statesman, ambassador or colonial governor
who had just turned up on furlough. He had out-
lived any laxity of indulgence, his repast for the most
part was simple, though he was fastidious as to the
dressing and serving. But it was a standing, although
a generally silent, grievance that one of his best friends
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into a wineglass and drink the juice. *Fancy,” he
said, ““a whole dinner-party squeezing their oranges
into wineglasses! Dr. Johnson always suffered hi
next neighbour to squeeze the China oranges into his
wineglass after dinner, which else, perchance, had
gone aside and trickled into his, for the good man
had neither straight sight nor steady nerves.”
Among the data which Sir Walter collected for
guidance for his projected dinner was the account of
a polite dinner-table conversation, all too short, sug-
gestive of 1810. The party consisted of the host and
hostess: Lord Vacant, who can only understand horses;
a man of fashion; a guardsman; a captain in a line
regiment; Miss Waltz, a young lady of haut ton, and
Miss Bolster, the daughter of the host’s upholsterer,
invited on account of certain money obligations.

The dinner hour is seven. hen dinner 1s an-

nounced, the party, “after the usual compliments,”
descend to the dining-room. What were the usual
compliments? It is explained that a ‘“‘water glass”
stands for each guest, with the wineglasses reversed;
that there are silver forks laid for each plate, and nap-
kins, beautifully white and ““ mangled,’’ for each person.

The detail of the silver fork for each person requires
explanation. It was before the mention of plated forks
and spoons. In middle-class houses the forks were of
steel, two-pronged. A silver spoon was generally
presented to each child by his godfather, but not a
silver fork; the silver fork used for muffins, tea-cake
and so forth, was a small delicately shaped thing; the
master of the house and his wife migEt have silver
forks, but the children, no. If there were any, the
guests might have them. As for napkins they were
used at great feasts, but not as a rule in private houses.

The first course consisted of ‘ matelotte d’anguille et
des carpes’”’ and of “saumon en caisse” with ‘“ pommes

de terres 4 la maitre d’hétel.” The host distributes
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