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WELL-KNOWN LADY AUTHORS.

MRS ARTHUR STANNARD (*JOHN STRANGE
WINTER".

Nthe south side of "a spacions sqoare
of bandsome brick honses in Earl's
Court, a ruddy gleam of firelight
throogh the red window-blinda
marks the residence of the popular

anther, John Strange Winter.
Presing through the onter and
inper entraoce doors, with

mounted sntlers and Swise carvings
bung between them, you reach the
long, narrow hall, whare the tesse-
lated black-and-white paving is
covered for the most part with
heavy Wilton carpets; the rich,
deep-red walls are profusely decorated with guaint old
priots, whose sombreness is Telieved by Nankin and Spode
china. A later inspection showe these to include some
chuvice engravinge by Morland, a few miniatures, and e

up of family silbouettes. (* Had we any more black re.
ations ' Mre Stapoard., when 8 child, once asked her mother
on being told which members of her fanily they portrayed.)

Eatering the dining-reom on the right, your hostess ia
discovered, deeply engaged in dressiog dolls for an approach-
ing juvenile festivity, when each little guestis to recejive
some gift. Cloada of filmy muslin, embroidery, lace, and
silk lie before her, and several of those already attired re-

in & row on the sofa. She extends a firm, strong band
1n cordial ting, and as there is only one mote doll tu
complete the set, yon settle down beside her to watch the
process, and potice the deft and mimble fingers, as they
awittly run up A Hounce or adjust a tiny trimming. Sheis
dressed in & black and grey tea-gown, which looks like fine
tapestry, with grey satin sleeves, panels, and front.

Mre Arthur Stunnard is a tall, kandsome young woman,
She haa fine dark brown eyes, which sparkle with intellect
and hurmour, level eyebrows, and dark bair curling over her
low foreliead and well-shaped head ; she bas n pretty but
firr= little mouth, snd clear-cut chin, indicative of strengzth
of will. Her face bad settled somewbat into gravity aa
she pursues her occupation, for she has pat ioto this ap-

arently trivial matter, just as she does in greater things,
Eer very best efforts with that thoronghness which charae-
terises her ; but as she suddenly looks up, and catches you
intently watching her, she smiles a sweet, bright smile,
and laughs a low, rippling laugh, aa she seema to guess
exactly what are your thoughts. *It ia for the children,’
she says zoftly, and in those few words she betrays at once
the sympathy of her niture, that sympatby with these
little ‘ones which has caused the children of her pen to iive
30 vividly in the hearte ol her readers.

It is & large, lofty room, pale green in colour, with earved
oakdado. Abright,clear fire blazing in the wide, tiled hearth
makes the heary, polished brass fender and ‘dogs’ glisten
like gold. On the high, black, carved !chimney chelf,’ a8
Mrs Stannard calls it, stand three valaable old blue jars,
and the low, broad overmantel is composed of genuine
Dutch tiles, three hundred years in age, framed in wood.
Uver this is grouped a collection of ancient blue Delft ; the
walle are hung with a few good proof engravings ; at night
the room is mmply lighted by the bhuge hanging, erirsron-
shaded lamp, which casta a soft, becomning glow over every
coruer ; the fleor 18 covered with a thick Axminster carpet
of subdued colouring, and with the exception of & handsome
old carved oak dower-chest and prandfather elock, with loud
sod soporows strike, which both date back into the last
ceptary, the rest of the furniture is mahogany ; pieces
picked up here and there, restored, modernised, and chosen
with an eye to effect an well as to comfort.

Mre Stannard is the only daughter of the late Rev. Henry
Vaoghau I’almer, rector of St. Margaret's, York, For
some time Mr Palmer had been an otticer in the Hoyal Artil-
lery before his comvictions led him to Jay down his aword
and enter the church militant; he had come of several
renermionu of soldiers, nod to the last day of bis life found

hie greateat pleasure in the society of military men; this

1haps accounts for Mrs Stannard’s almest instinctive
E:uw edge of srmy men and army ways. Un asking her
if, when a child, she loved bLooks, and g]mre promise of har
brilliapt gift, she says, suiling, * Well, as regards my
lessons, moat eniphatically no ! wBs B restless, impatient
sort of child, who tired of everything bLefore it was half
done. J think, like all veri euthusisatic people, that I was
never as happy a8 with books, that ia to nay, novels. I was

just eleven when 1 went to my Erat school, but [ had read
hackeray, Dickens, Charlea Heade, and Whyte Melville up
to date, besides many others, and I wan never restricted in
my reading; [ never rememher in my life my father or
mother telling me not to read any particnlar {»ouk. and,’
speaking very imprassively, ' I am all the better for it.
Yeara afterwarda, when my father died—I was tweanty-cne
then—1I felt that the iew stories I had written and sold op
to that time were bat child’s play. Then I began to work
in real earnest, stodying certain authors that I might elearly
realise the difference of their method and atyle.' But the
thought at once arises, that the touching and simple pathos
of her style ia entirely oriﬁinnl, and born of no modal.

And then, as oft-times happens when two women are uit-
ting together in friendly converse, a word is dropped about
her married life. Ah! here, thongh much coul(rbe said, in
deference to your hustess’ wishes the pen must be stayed.
All who konow Mr and Mrs Stannard know bow complete
and perfect is their unjon, Mr Stannard is & civil engineer,
and at one time served under the late General {ijorden. He
ia very pardonably prond of his clever wife, and eticiently
transacts all ber business arrangemients, the two—so per-
fect in ohe—working, as it were, hand in hand.

Her nom de guerre, ' Jobn Strange Winter,’ was adopted
by the advice of the publishers of her frst books, because
they thonght it wiser that workes se military as *Cavalry
Life' and ' Regimental Legends' shouid be assnmed by
the world to be written by & man, and that the
wounld stand a better chance of mercy at the hands
of the crities than if they went forth aa the ackunow-
ledged work of & woman, and for a time it was o
assumed, but when ¢ Bootles’ Baby ' made such & success,
and people wanted to know who the anthor was, and where
he lived, it soon became kmown that *he” was & woman,
although, as she did not add her name to the title-page, it
was a good while before it was generally believed. It niay
here be remarked that Mrs Stannard holds very strongly
the opinion that there shonld be ' no sex in art,’ and whilet
never desiring to conceal her identity, deprecates the idea
of reneiving indulgence or blame on the ground of ber work
being that of & weman as both unjust and absurd. In
private life she carries out ber ideas on this point so effee-
tually that few a.cguaiumnces would gather from her con-
versation (unless it were necessary to ‘talk shop’) that
she was a literary woman at all, ae except toa fellow-worker
she would rather talk on any subject under the sun than
literature. .

“The author to whom,” aecording to Ruskin, ' we owe
the most finished and faithful rendering ever yet given of
the charaeter of the British soldier” can portray, too, in a
wonderful depgree the beauty of child-life. 'Of modern

creptions there can be none better known to the public, or
wlﬁch h?ve excitad more sympatby, than ** Migoon *’ and
** Houp-ki."

Correct in detail, as those can prove who were in India
at the tinie o1 the terrible mutiny of 1857, she might have
written * A Niege (Baby ' on the spot, had it not been that
she was only born on Jannary 13th in the previous year, and
at that time was an infant inarme, Fertile in imagioation,
acute in observation, a})righnly and wholesome in style,
there is a freshoess and life in her booke which charm alike
old and young, rich and poor, at hewe and abroad, and thet
her popalarity is fully maintained is testified by the grati-
f‘{ing act that a late story, * He went for a Solilier,’ one of
the alightest of ker efforts, had a latger sale during the firer
month after publication than any previous work fram her
pen io the same period. One practical result of this book
must be mentioned. The scene is laid at Dovercontt, a foew
miles from Mr and Mrs Stanoard’s pretty summer house at
Wix. She had been greatly distressed, when visiting that
seaside place, by the aight of the over-lvaded backoey-
carringes, with their poor brokea-down horses, Immediately
after her indignant comments on this fact in ber story, bys-
laws were paseed, bringing these vehicles under effective
police supervisioa,

Besides those slready named, amongst some two or three
and twenty novels, which are all 20 well kpown as oot to
need deecriptiou—tor are they not to be found in every
library snd on every railway bookstall in the Unitel
Kingdom ?*—* Beautiful Jim,” * Harvest,” ! [}igna Forger,’
and a most pathetic story called * My Poor Lick,’ remnin
tixed vn the memory. This laat is, perhaps, the suthor's
own favourite, * Boutle's Baby,' sa all the ay-going world
koows, was drawatised and brought out three FEALS Ao at
the Globe Theatre in Loodon. It has been on tonr ever
since, and there seems no inteation of terminatiog its long
ron, dates having been booked far into the year. Her
latest story, entitled *The (ther Man’s Wife,” bas been
running in a_eevial in various newspapers, and is now
issued hr F. ¥. White and Co, in two.volume form, Uine

rest elenient of the anthor's success and world-wide
iterary reputntion is undoubtedly to be found in ler crea-
tions of the children of her military heroes, nlike mmong the
ofticers’ quarters and those 'on the strength.,' She hea the
bappy koack of depicting them at ouee sitiple, natural, and
lovable.

* 1 never begin 8 novel,’ snys Mra Ntannard, * until 1 have
got & certain scene in my mind, I caonot write auy kimd
of story without having ope dramatic scene clearly befove
wme : when 1 have got it, [ work up to that ; then tle Btory
arranges itself. But this is ooly Lhe germ, the firet concep-
tion of the tale. As I write voe thresd after another spins
itself ont, to be taken np afterwards bo fort o consecutive,
concise whole. Sometimes | lose my original story alto-
gether, but never noy dramatic mituation towsrds which [
aru working, and the end is often quite different to what |
bad intended. When this happens I very seldom uiy to
tight against late. 1 think that all stories onght mure or
lean to write themselves, and it seems to nie that this inust
make & tale more like resl life than if it were all carefully

nmapped out beforahand, and then simply padded up ta some
ulalte leogth.”
"‘lt, thia time the last dull is finished and added to the row
on the sufa.  They ull look anif they had been turned out
of a first clans milliner’s establishment. Mrs Stannard sug
gests a move to her wtudy, and lewds the way up the wide
staircase, the hand-rail of which is surmounted by & broad
and heavy brass guard, put there fur the sake of the little
childven of the liouse, broad settee on the wide conserva-
tory lanling invites you to rest awhile sud luok at all the
od(f; and ends which your hosteas eaye are so precivue to
ber. Here are twa handsome Chippendale chair picked op
in Fssex, many photographs of the house at Wix, a dozea
pieces oi Lane Delft porcelain, made specially as & wedding
resent. for Mrs Stannarl’s grandmether in 1810, sume Staf
ordahire hunting jugs, atd some guaint little Bgures, *all
rubbish,' she says, ;iiling, ' but precions to me.’  Thete is,
however, & Spode dinoer service in bloe which is emphati-
eally not riabbish, and a set of Oviental dishee, Llue and
red, which are very eftective. The landing ie richly car-
peted ; the windows and the doors of the conservatory are
all of stained glass, while above babgs an old Empire lvnmp
of beautiful design, tilled in with catliedral glass, The first
doorontheleft laads yonintotheasnthor'astudy, ltisacharm-
ing roow, amsall butlefty, with pale blue walls huag with many
little pictares, plates, old looking-glasses, and chenille cur-
tains of terra corta and pale blue softly blended, A pretiy
inlaid bookcase filled with a faw well selected books standa
opposite the window. The horreshoe hanging yonder was
caat in the iialakiava charge. she has indeed & goodly ¢ol-
lection of these, and owne 1o & weaknesa for then, declaring
that her first great auccess was achieved on the daythat she
icked one up at Harrogate. Thers must be pany hun-
reds of photoyraphs scattered sbout in this room, and it
wonld a day's occupation to look through them ull;
bat each hme its own interest for her, and moat of them
are of people well-known in the literary, seientifie, artistic,
and fashionable worlds. ‘1 never ait here,” she says, *1t
is my work-room, pure and simple. Sometimes my husbaod
comes o, aud then [ read to him all my vewly-written
stift, bat this I do every day.

The next door opens into the drawing-room, where there
is a rich harmony in the detailsa of the decoration and furpi-
ture, which sufge:qtu the presence of good and cuitivated
taste, combined with a general sense of luxury and comfort.
The entite colouring ia blended, from old gold to terra-
cotta, fromn [ndian red to golden brown. Un the left standa
& cabinet crowded with choicest bita of chiza, in the
middle of which is placed the bouquet, carefully preserved,
presented to the author by Mr Iiuskin on ber birthday.
A lovely Dutch marqueterie table containe s goodly collec-
tion of antique silver, and among the pictures on tie wallx
are & painting by Lawrence Phillips, Ratley’s etching of
Irving and Ellen Terry, also one f Mrs Stannard, and a
series of all the original and clever pen-and-ink eketcles in
‘Bootles’ Children,’ by Bernard Partridge, drawn as illus-
trations to the story in the Lady's Pivtorial.

Mrs Stannard is, above all things, a thoroughly domestic
woman.  Popular in society, constantly entertaining with
great howpitality, she yet contrives to attend to every
detail of her inrge bousehold, which conseguently goea like
clockwork, She writes for about two hours every morainy,
and keeps n neat record book, in which she duly eaters the
number of pages written each day,

Presently Mr Stannazd comes in, and soon suggests an
adjournment to his study downstairs, & spug, business.like
rouni, halt lilled with dezpateh-boxes, booke, snd M35, Un
& table atanda a large folio-like volume, which is Mrs Stan-
pard’s visiting book, containiog wany huodreds of names.
She Jooks ruefully at a clip contaibing scrue sixty un-
answered letters, and eandidly confesses thatb she finds eon-
siderable ditticulty with her privata correspondence and her
calls, both of which accuinulate faster thun she can responid
to them ; though, as she says, her many friends are very
indulgent to her on those scores, and &re ' yuite willing te
make allowance for a poor woman who has the bulk of her
literary work cut out for s year or two in advance, three
little children, mad a liousefall of servants to manage: but,
happily,’ she adus, 'goud servants. I bave been vo lucky
in that way.’'

Just now, indeed, she claiws especial iniulgence with re-
apect to social observances, for, as though so busy n life were
not enouyh to exhaust ber energies, she haa adied to ber
burden the anxieties of owniug and editing a new weekly
penuy magacsine, which under the euphonious title of tivfden
fratey, has juat begun iis career. Lie success of the Lirst
aumbera Las been sutticient to surprise and delight the ven-
turesome novelist, and has cansed her to determine upun &n
early enlargement of ite modest dimensions, thal 1t may
justify and retain the grest favour with which it bas been
receivell.

But with all this accuinalation of Lusiness, these doniestic
cares, and sceial claims, sumehow Mra Stasnard never seems
in & hurry. The kind and hoapitable couple are aiways
teady to do an aclL uf kindness, and to welcome with he P
#od counsel & uew uspirant to fame in the thorny paths of
literature. Swuiall wonder that they are so miuch sought
after in society, and so heartily welcumed wherever they go
'—ap‘; one in selilum seen without the other, — Ladicx P'ie-

e,

A CURE FOR NEURALGIA AND TOOTHACME.

TAKE three wine glasses of pure pin and put in & botele ;
then take & pirce vi garlic about the size of & walnut, cut up
tine, and put in the bottle with the kin; cotk anil veal per-
fectly ait tight, and put by for three days, ['se: twotea.
apounaful three tines & dny.  Alse cut up s swiall (uantity
of pazlic very tine and mix inte & 8l paste, whicl put he-
hind the ears will allord inmediate reliel.
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