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PEOPLE'S PALACE
Club, dine* an& (general (Boesip.
COMING EVENTS.
FRIDAY, September 18th.—Library open from ioa.m. to 5 p m.,
and from 6 to 10 p.m., free. Newspapers may be seen from 8
a.m. Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m.
SATURDAY, 19th.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.,
and from 6 to 10 p.m., free. Newspapers may be seen
from 8 a.m. Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p m
In the Queen's Hall, at 8 p.m., Concert, admission, 3d.
SUNDAY, 20th.—Library open from 3 to 10 p.m., free. Swim
ming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m. Organ Recitals at
4 p.m. and 8 p.m., free.
MONDAY, 21St.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m., and
from 6 to 10 p.m., free. Newspapers may be seen from 8
a.m. Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m. In the
Queen's Hall, at 8 p.m., Entertainment, "At Home"
Company, admission, 3d. and 6d.
TUESDAY, 22nd.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m., and
from 6 to 10 p.m., free. Newspapers may be seen from 8 a.m.
Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 9.45 p.m. (ladies only).
WEDNESDAY, 23rd.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.,
and from 6 to 10 p.m., free. Newspapers may be seen from
8 a.m.
Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m.
THURSDAY, 24th.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m., and
from 6 to 10 f>.m., free. Newspapers may be seen from 8
a.m. Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m. In
the Queen's Hall, at 8, Lecture, "Fighting the Indians:
Adventures of a War Correspondent," by Mr. Howard A.
Kennedy.
FRIDAY, 25th.—Library open from 10 a.m. to 5 p.m.,and from
6 to 10 p.m., free.
Newspapers may be seen from 8 a.m.
Swimming Bath open from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m.
THE Time Table and Illustrated Syllabus of the Evening
Classes for the Session commencing on the 28th inst. are now
ready, and may be obtained at the office. This little brochure
gives full particulars of all classes in science, art, technical and
general subjects to be held at the Palace during the coming winter,
and not the least interesting and useful features are the full page
plans of the building and the illustrations depicting the various
c.ass-rooms. The enumeration of the various subjects would
occupy at least a column of this journal ; and, in these circum
stances, I cannot do better than advise all interested to obtain a
copy of the Syllabus in question. In all respects it speaks for
itself, and demonstrates the enormous value, as far at least as
technical education is concerned, of the institution which not a
few in East London will doubtless remember in years to come
as their " alma mater."
PEOPLE'S PALACE RAMBLING CLUB. — We spent a
very pleasant afternoon, at Ilford, last Saturday, inspecting
iJr. Barnardo's Homes for Girls, a special report of which
appears in another column.
Saturday, September 19th, meet
at Coborn-road-station, at 3.50, and take return tickets to
Waltham Cross for ramble to Waltham Abbey and Theobald's
lark.
Saturday, September 26th, meet at Coborn-roadstation, at 3, for ramble to Loughton. Tea at Mrs. Guy's,
Huckhurst-hill.
A. MCKENZIE, Hon. Sec.
THE Old Boys Football Club commenced their season 011
Saturday last by meeting the St John's Excelsior F.C. 011 the
<itters ground at Poplar, result being a win for the home team
}y 7 goals to nil.
During the match, W. White distinguished

[ONE PENNY.

himself by his good play. Team—Baines (goal), Lawden
T
('havener, Myers, Beckett (half-backs), Langdon,
Uughton, I oyne, Atkinson, White (forwards).
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H- RAINES, Hon. Sec.
„
A LACE CRICKET CLUB.—President, Nathaniel

Pollen jj.sq.__in glorious weather last Saturday's match
was played on our ground, and resulted in a very even draw.
India Rubber Mills' Athletic Club :-H. Cox, o ; Nawby, 7 ;
Shepherd 26 ; Pollett, 1 ; McLellan, 8 ; Gudgin, 8; Dray, ,4 i
f2r^ntotal 84

PI

'°5

nt0n 2 ; Norton

(not

ou0,

o ; extras,

5 ; A. Bowman, 13 ; J.
Bruce, o; McDougall (not out),
wi \ r??1? (n2l °Ut)' 0' extras> 4 ; total (for 5 wickets), 44.
White, Dulake, Branton, J., Pugh, did not bat.
Bowling analysis :—Bowman, 16 overs, 6 maidens, 30 runs,
6 wickets ; Hunter, 13 overs, 4 maidens, 21 runs, 2 wickets;
*?PPa
overs, o maidens, 23 runs, 1 wicket.
Match to-morrow at Walthamstow, v. Ashley.
Team
selected from A. Bowman (captain), C. Bowman, R. Hones,
r\iv,vppard' F* ShePPard, J- Williams, W. Bruce, White,
J. Williamson, F. Hall, McDougall, and
F. A. HUNTER, Hon. Sec.
..yeoPl*s

r fe25

F. Hunter, J

C>C'

, ShePPard, 3;

PEOPLE'S PALACE CHORAL SOCIETY.—Conductor— Mr.
Orton Bradley, M.A.—We are now practising "Elijah" and
some of Mendelssohn's part songs. The date of the concert at
New Cross is not yet fixed, but we shall begin to practise the
music for it next Friday. The new quarter begins Sept. 29.
Voices wanted in all parts, especially altos and basses. Those
with good voices and who can read well from either notation are
requested to apply to Mr. Bradley on Friday evening, Sept. 25,
«e^e,n,7,,and.8 °'cl°ck- During next season we hope to give
Elijah, ' Acis and Galatea," " Les Cloches de Corneville," in
addition to our annual performances of the " Hymn of Praise"
" Samson," « Messiah," &c.
J. H. THOMAS, Librarian.
J. G. COCKBURN, Hon. Sec.
THE Palace Journal may now be obtained of the following
newsagents:—
Mr. Young, 250, Mile End Road.
Mr. Haines, 212, Mile End Road.
The Melbourne Cigar Stores, 178, Mile End Road.
Mr. Kerby, opposite London Hospital.
Mr. Moir, 57, Cambridge Road.
Mr. Abrahams, Post Office, Globe Road.
Mr. Roder, 163, Green Street.
Mayor and Sons, 212, Green Street.
Mr. Hanson, 111, Roman Road.
Mr. Sampson, 185, Roman Road.
Mr. Smith, 21, Burdett Road.
Berry and Holland, 1S0, Well Street, Hackney.
Mr. Connor, opposite South Hackney Church.
Mr. Roberts, 172, Victoria Park Road.
G. Hind, 295, Mile End Road.
A. Lamplugh, Harford Street.
Sullivan, 36S, Mile End Road.
Daniels, 13, Hackney Road.
Levy, J., 102, Whitehorse Lane.
Mr. Fox, Stationer, 123. Burdett Road.
Mr. Mead, Newsagent, 542, Mile End Road.
Mr. Poole, 24, Globe Road.
Mr. Inwards, 11, Well Street, Hackney.
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VISIT TO DR. BARNARDO'S HOMES.

{Reprinted from the EASTERN POST.)
SATURDAY of last week was one of the pleasantest days
which this most unpropitious season can boast of. After the
on'spell of rain and cold which have marred the pleasure of
numberless holiday makers, that unscrupulous clerk of the
weather has now condescended to supply the much-desired
change from lowering clouds and piercing winds to balmy a,rs
and skies resplendent with the radiance ot the sun.
On the afternoon of the particular day in question, the sun
lit up the beauty of the turf, and trees, and flowers that abound
in the neighbourhood of llford, to the delight of the pleasant
t e partv of twelve-ladies and gentlemen-belonging to the
People's Palace Rambling Club, who had been invited to visit
Dr. Barnardo's Homes for Orphan and Destitute Girls, which
have made the name of Ilford a household word throughout the
l ^Placing ourselves under the direction of Mr. A. Mckenzie,
the energetic secretary of the club, we soon found ourselves
within the children's village, chatting pleasantly to the governor
of the little community, Mr. J. W. Godfrey, to whose kindness
and courtesy we owe in a great part the success of the visit, and
who enlightened us on every point of interest in connection with

The forty-nine cottages for the girl-children, with the
other incidental buildings, form a village of the prettiest and
homliest kind one can find anywhere. Gardens, shrubberies,
and lawns stretch from one row of cottages to another, the
whole intertwined with prettily-laid out pathwavs. Standing in
delightful contrast to the huge, barrack-like buildings in which
charity children are usually housed these detached cottages,
many of them of two stories, after the Elizabethan style, with
picturesque eaves, and ivy clinging to the walls, are suggestive
of homeliness at its best and brightest. The most conspicuous
cottage of the whole is the "Cairns' Memorial Cottage," the
largest and most ornamental building in the village, and its clock
tower, which throws out musical chimes every quarter, is visible
from every one of the little households, and consequently
renders very valuable service in the village. 1 his cottage
was designed and erected in memory of the first President of
the Homes, the late Lord Chancellor Cairns, by whose death
the Homes lost a wise and powerful helper as well as a friend
and counsellor. Each cottage bears a name ; in some cases
that of the donor, and in others that of a flower. The latter
class preponderates, such names obtaining as \ iolet, Daisy,
Rose, Pink, Clover, May, Forget-me-not, Primrose, and Lily.
Beneath one of the windows of each building, a small memorial
stone has been let into the wall, bearing a record of the
circumstances attending its presentation to the Homes. These
Ilford Homes are perfect paradises to the little girls whose
former lives have been spent amid surroundings of distress and
demoralisation.
We learn from Mr. Godfrey that there is accommodation
for over 1,000 children, and that at present the number in the
Homes stands above 700. In the smaller cottages provision is
made for 16 girls, and 25 find a home in the larger buildings,
each family of girls being under the superintendence of a
" Mother," most of whom have given themselves voluntarily to
the service. Care is taken to prevent the cottages from being
occupied by children of a like age ; so every little home
possesses girls of all ages, thus making their lives as home-like
as possible, enabling them to live in family groups amid family
order.
Turning from the contemplation of the cottages to the little
cottageis themselves, whom we find playing to their hearts'
content in the large meadow lying on the west side of the
village, one cannot fail to notice the bright, affectionate faces of
the girls and their helpful loving ways to one another. What is
highly gratifying is to find that the children are not dressed in
an institution garb, nor obliged to wear their hair in one
unsightly position. While the dresses and hats are in striking
contrast to town finery, they are unmistakably neat and clean,
of great variety, and such as give the children a pretty and
homely appearance. In such pleasant weather tea is being
served out of doors, and family groups are scattered all over
the green, with tea-things in their midst, in evident enjoyment
of the open-air meal.
Mr. Godfrey conducts us over the large laundry where the
girls not only do the washing connected with their somewhat
extensive village, but also that of the Boys' Home in Stepney.
We are next taken over the large day schools where the whole of
the children attend, and receive a sound elementary education at
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the hands of a staff of certified teachers. The Government
Inspector pays annual visits here just as at other schools, and
the scholars arc in no way behind those who receive their
education under School Boards. Our conductor informs us the
schools arc used for gospel services on Sundays, but as the
largest room in the building cannot accommodate the several
hundreds who desire to attend, much inconvenience arises, and
all cannot be present in one room at the same time. I he need
of a more suitable place of worship has been long felt, and
Dr. Barnado has already got plans ready for erecting a church
in the village, and the only thing needful now is that his
supporters will come to his aid in enabling him to raise the
necessary funds, without which the work of erection cannot be
commenced. A hospital, too, is needed ; for at piesent thiee
of the cottages which were intended to be of the family kind
like the others have had to be converted into a temporary
hospital, not that sickness prevails much among the village
children, but that many girls arc admitted suffering from illhealth and disease.
We are taken to Pink Clover Cottage, one of the larger
buildings, occupied by twenty-five children, and arc introduced
to the " mother" of this establishment, Miss Campbell, a lady
from " bonnie Scotland," who, in the pleasantest and most in
teresting manner possible, conducts our party over her cottage.
On the ground floor is a comfortable little apartment known as
the " mother's sitting-room," and close to it the children have
their play-room or recreation-room, where each child has a
cupboard sacred to her own use, in which are carefully laid
cards, books, dolls, pictures, and numerous other treasures
precious to the youthful mind. There is also a large diningroom for the family meals, together with kitchen, scullery, bath
room, pantry, and store-room. Everything is spotlessly clean,
and as Miss Campbell conducts us upstairs, one of the party
remarks that it seems a shame to tread on such a clean staircase.
Five well-lighted and comfortable bedrooms form the first floor,
containing from four to eight beds, each child having one re
served for herself, and beyond all question they are the neatest,
cosiest little cots imaginable, with white coverlets inscribed with
the name of the cottage, Pink Clover. At the head of each bed
a small bag containing brush and comb hangs, and over the
washing basins is a row of flannels, one for every child, who
looks after her articles with great care, putting them away after
use with minute attention to their proper places.
The inspection over, we are led to the dining-room for tea.
Miss Campbell takes the head of the table, and is unceasing in
her efforts to make us all at home, and communicates many
interesting particulars about the homes. Her children are
taking tea in the meadow this afternoon. We learn that the
vounger members of her family go to bed immediately after
prayers at half-past six, and that all in the house are at rest by
half-past eight. They carry out the principle of retiring early
and rising early at the village. Some are up as early as halfpast five, and all are down in the dining-room by seven for
breakfast, which consists of porridge with milk and bread.
Half-an-hour later the simple morning service is conducted by
the " Mother," in which the children take part intelligently ; for
they are well instructed in Scripture, and their hymnsinging is very sweet. Before going to school the children,
all of whom have an allotted portion of house work to
perform according to age, set about their labours with
goodwill and cheerfulness. Miss Campbell further informs us
that they arc constantly receiving new comers, for the Homes
exist on the same principle as that adopted at Stepney—no
destitute child ever refused admission. The girls are trained
for domestic service at home and abroad, generally in the
colonies. Those who take situations in the native land leave
the Homes about the age of thirteen, but those who are
intended for other shores stay until they they are near
sixteen.
It was with pleasant recollections and deep convictions
of the beneficial influences of the llford Homes for re-moulding
the character and destining the positions of hundreds of girls,
who, but for such influences, would in all likelihood become
victims of impurity, that we made our way back to London
again.

SHILLING "SHOCKERS."
The ever-captious, ever-lenient world
Ne'er seeks in vain in Literature's store,
For vast is the collection there unfurled ;
Especially piles of " highly-coloured " lore !
What little that there was when we were curled,
Our parents taught us always to abhor,
Such style of fiction then was thought a rash'un,
But nowadays it's quite the leading fashion.

*79
3 1 flDanfcoUnista.
{Concludedfrom page 166.)
Then, too, he had been working steadily and unrelentingly
all the winter at various things in his profession. All this had
told on his health, which at its best was not robust. At last he
was forced to succumb to what lie supposed was merely a
severe cold, and this was humiliating enough to a man of his
sensitive nature. He did not wish to think himself an invalid
and the doctor had told him he was one in a measure ; that his
lungs were in a very alarming condition, and that if he wished
to live he must be exceedingly careful. Now, Carlo was not
careful in regard to his health. I believe this to be characteristic
of those having consumptive tendencies. They are at once
hopeful and confident of life and reckless of living.
On the fifth day of his sickness Carlo had managed to
crawl down to his studio, and was just arranging some music
for his pupils when he heard a knock at the door. He opened
it to reveal the rosy, smiling face of Dorothy His heart gave
a quick bound. Her presence put new life into him. He
already felt stronger and happier. She was immediately struck
by his pallor and thinness. The short sickness had told on him
strangely.
" You have been ill," she cried, conscience-stricken. She
had been completely absorbed in her own affairs during the
past week.
" How selfish I am," she thought. « How forlorn it must
be for the poor signor, alone and without friends, in an unknown
country, while I, so rich in everything, give him but a passing
thought now and then."
She began to enliven his depressed spirits by telling him
some of her amusing experiences, and talking as only she knew
how of his beloved art.
Just before leaving she stood up before him. "Signor
Lagardi," she said, her eyes cast down in evident embarrassment,
" I wish to engage you to play at my house next month. It is
to be in the evening, and I want you to play all your loveliest
airs. It is to be my wedding night."
She raised her head, a lovely wave of colour passing over
her face. His dark, Italian eyes, full of pain, looked at her with
dumb pathos. Then he put out his hand.
" You are going to be married," he said, smiling sadly. " I
wish you joy, signorina."
He turned towards his mother's picture. It seemed to him
that all was over now.
Dorothy, after a few more words, and
the piomise from him that he would play on her wedding night
hastened away.
She was troubled and mystified by his
manner. The possibility of anything more serious than friend
ship existing between herself and Signor Lagardi had never
entered her mind. He was to her like some dear, gifted child
with his simple foreign ways and exquisite music—nothing
a
more.
And Carlo? Perhaps we cannot understand with what
depths of feeling Carlo loved Dorothy. All the great worship and
reverence which lie had given his mother had been in a measure
transferred to this girl. He thought her an angel. She had
been so good, so sweet to him, and now she was going to be
taken from him. She would be lost to him for ever, and lie felt
that he could not bear it. He hardly dared to think of Dorothy
as his wife. He held her too far above him for that, but while
she was free he felt her to be his own, and now someone else
claimed her, and she would be as if dead to him.
"Oh, madre ! madre !" he cried, turning again towards the
picture, sharp agony in his voice. " Come back to me, come
back to me."
He sank into a chair, a dreadful faintness stealing over
i m'i •
'ieart seemed to leap away from him in its wild
throbbing. At last he felt he could breathe no longer in the
close, hot room, and he rushed out into the street to get the
cool air. He walked on furiously, hardly knowing where lie
was going. A fierce fever raged in his veins, the very intensity
of which gave him a false strength and urged him on to
madness. He stayed out until it grew dark and the street
lamps were being lighted. He dreaded returning to his dreary
room. I he sound of music made him pause before a house,
ine windows were opened a little, and so he could hear.
. omc one was playing Mendelssohn's glorious Wedding
March.
Carlo leaned heavily against the fence. " Miscricordia,"
ie moaned, "her wedding night. They will play that 011 her
wedding night. Heaven help me !"
A violent chill shook his slight frame, and he turned his
footsteps towards home.
cloctor Pronounced Carlo a very sick man.
11 1/
He told
e landlady that in acute forms of pneumonia, like this, there
eie few chances for life. The landlady was very kind to
l0,
*>he had bccome attached to him in a distant way.

','e

s.°

1U,if and

courteous, and made so little trouble. She
H
and her daughter took turns in sitting up nights with him.
Carl°' The d°Cl0r
shook hUhheadwtndhye saw^ C"me
"He has not long to live," he said.
1 11 fining, however, the patient seemed to rally. His
face looked brighter, and he asked for his mandolin. His weak
forS
in,onHCrCd ?,VCr thc Strin«s'he tones gradually
WaS m°St const;intly in his mi»d, " Ah,
che la morte!" """
1'cr favourite," he said smiling sadly to himself.
« ISene
mio, bene mio, came from Ifts hps softly in a whisper
In his mind lie always called Dorothy that pretty endearine
name "Bene mio." Suddenly a string snapped with a dis
Sm'led again' ha!f
mournfully, half
Wuerty tWa"g'

longbeforc——"'th ^

he Said

"Madre' !t will not be

The words died on his lips. He sank back on the pillows,
the faintness of death coming upon him. The landlady bent
SUl1 f°rm' but there was nol,ling that she
coulTdoy °VCr
I he little mandolin player had gone to his eternal rest.
1 he next morning Dorothy happened to be down town and
she thought of the signor. She had been very busy preparing
for the wedding, and had almost forgotten the little musician
in the confusion preceding the festivity.
When she reached the studio it was closed. She inquired
at the shop beneath the reason of the signer's absence. They
told her that he had been very ill. She had her coachman
drive at once to his lodgings. The landlady came to the door.
• 1
Karc^ *
^y> didn't she know he had died last
night? No, Dorothy did not know. She was very sorry.
Was there anything she could do? The landlady thanked her.
No, everything had been arranged.
Dorothy turned away with tears in her bright eyes.
He was a good man," she said to her aunt afterwards,
and so young and full of talent. It is a pity, a great pity.'
And so we go on, living and dying on this little earth or
ours.
I he connecting links which bind one soul to another,
a
frail s spun glass, snap at the first slight touch of the hand of
fate. A life may come and go—perhaps one that was destined
to hold the world at its feet—and we smile on or weep on, as
our manner is.
On a clear, beautiful night a young girl and her lover
walked together, arm in arm. They were looking with rapt
gaze up into the heavens, and, as they looked, a bright star fell.
I he girl clapped her hands and cried, laughingly, " We should
have wished for something, and repeated it three times while
the star was falling, and then it would all come true."
Her lover gave her an admiring glance. He thought her a
dear mixture of foolishness and wisdom. " I have heard," he
said, to humour her fancy, " that when a star falls a soul passes
into another world."
It was then that Carlo went into immortality.
H-levcr fIDinb.
" CASTING all your care upon Him ; for He careth for
you."—Pet. v. 7.
What's the use of always fretting,
At the trials we shall find
Ever strewn along our pathway?
Travel on, and never mind.
Travel onward ; working, hoping,
Cast no lingering look behind
At the trials once encountered ;
Look ahead, and never mind.
What is past is past forever ;
Let all thc fretting be resigned ;
It will never help the matter,
Do your best, and never mind.
And if those who might befriend you,
Whom the ties of nature bind,
Should refuse to do their duty,
Look to heaven, and never mind.
Friendly words are often spoken
When the feelings are unkind ;
Take them for their real value,
Pass them on, and never mind.
Fate may threaten, clouds may lower,
Enemies may be combined :
If your trust in God is steadfast,
He will help you, never mind.

The Palace Journal.
SSacft from our iboU&aps.*
« When thou hast eaten and art full, then thou shall bless the Lord thy God."-

DEUT.viii.,10.

1 * 1

I SUPPOSE most of 11s this summer have been for some kincl
of 1 holiday, long or short, indeed, the faces of a good many bear
witness to'the effects of sea air and bright sunshine. It has
occurred to me, therefore, that we could not do better this after
noon San have a quiet talk together as to what effect upon us
holidays and other joyful experiences ought to have. Let us,
then extend somewhat the original meaning of the text, and
take "eating" and "being full" to mean having a good time
cither in body, mind, or spirit. I clo not mean to speak much of
the text itself, but before we finally dismiss it it may be well to
spend a few minutes in considering the circumstances under
N\\wds Cform

e
part of that long, last charge of Moses to
his countrymen, occupying by far the greater part of the con
tents of Deuteronomy. It is almost pathetic to see how the
old man scarcely knows where to begin, or where to leave oft,
is he recapitulates, now some of his wilderness experiences,
:,nd now some word of earnest warning as it comes into his
mind The great and terrible wilderness lay behind him, the
lon<r educational process had been completed, and the slave race
which the great Leader had led out of Egypt had been trans
formed into a more or less orderly array, able to hold its own
with the Nomad tribes of the desert, and divided into some
thing like regiments or tribes. It may be that, as he stood near
the confines of the Promised Land his mind went back to that
occasion when, nearly forty years before, he had offered to lead
them into possession of their inheritance, but they would not. It
maybe that,knowing howprone they had been to fall in the wilder
ness he feared the effect of comparative wealth and ease upon them
when there was no Amalekite to vex, and no Moabite to oppose
them. And then, realizing, perhaps, far better than his audience
did, the invigorating effects of conflict and poverty, he gives
them again and again the warning conveyed in the text.
Moses thus feared the effect of happiness—of having a
good time—on the children of Israel, and yet I suppose
the most casual reader of the Bible can hardly fail to have
observed that God's will toward man is that, we should be filled
and satisfied, though our inability to make good use of our
blessings is scarcelv made less manifest. When God made man
He put him in Paradise ; when He made the angels He put
them near His own throne : yet both of them fell ; and if you
turn from the beginning to the end of all things, and read the
vision which the last of the Apostles had of the good land
which the Lord has prepared for His children, you will find
there the record of a home where "there shall be neither
sorrow nor crying, neither any more pain
and where " God
shall wipe away all tears from the eyes." Again, if turning from
John you ask Paul for his testimony, he tells you that, when
caught up into the far-off home of the soul, he saw things
so good that he could not utter them, and that eye had
not seen nor ear heard, neither had it entered into the heart of
man to conceive the good things that God had prepared for
them that love Him. Fulness such as our wildest dreams can
never picture nor our brightest earthly inspirations realise, is
the will of God to all of us, a fulness such as will come to the
soul only when it is filled with the presence of its Maker.
It surely, however, should not be any surprise to
us that untrained human nature cannot as yet endure
such prosperity, and needs to pass through the stern
school of adversity before it is in a fit state to receive
or make use of the brighter gifts of God. The Bible
is full of such teaching, and man's experience tells the
same story. " Before I was afflicted," says the Psalmist, "I went
astray, but now have I kept Thy word" (Psalm cxix. 67) ; and
another singer says, " The blessing of the Lord, it maketh rich,
and He addeth no sorrow therewith." So Christ, too, talks of
the " deceitfulness of riches," of the good seed being
"choked by tares," and of its being hard for a rich man,
or as it is explained in another place, a man trusting in riches
to enter into the kingdom of God. An American who spends
much of his time over here, Andrew Carnegie, and who wrote an
article in the Nineteenth Century a year or two ago, said that
the worse trade any man could be brought up to was that of
being a rich man's son ; meaning, of course, not that riches were
in themselves a bad thing, but that scarcely any young man had
the wisdom requisite to deal wisely and justly with wealth that
he had never earned. You may perhaps wonder somewhat
at my talking on such a subject to you, for not many of us
in this hall are burdened with a superfluity of wealth. That
•Sunday afternoon. September 13th. No claim Is made for originality or literary
merit
merit IN
in these
UI«W 11
notes.
WW. ^ In preparing "Y
myaddre»ses IVI
fordelivery
U«IIYCI^R I1 III.IKC
make use
u*c of
ui any
any books
r
know of
of on
r° this 14
I know
on the subject in hand, anil
and as
Mag i/ine is intended lor
our own
members, I prefer retaining, even in print, the colloquial style of an extempore
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is true enough if we confine the word wealth to money,
but not only is wealth a relative term so that what would
be riches to one man would be poverty to another, but
nearly all of you in this hall have riches of a kind which I fancy
many of the wealthy men in London would give all they possess
in exchange for. You possess youth, friends, an unstained
record, a capacity for enjoyment unblunted by sin, unwastcd
live" May it not be said of you that you are ' full of these
things, and that the very fulness of youthful enjoyment,
the very brightness of youthful life, may produce in you that
state which Moses feared for his countrymen, namely, that 111 it
you may forget God ?
.
. ,
Take for a moment the past holiday time. Has it brought
you nearer to God, or has it taken you farther from Him
It
may well have done the former, for in many ways a hoh.
day in the country may bless a man intellectually and spiritually
as well as physically. Whether, in your holiday time, you were
cruising in and out of the Norwegian fiords, or walking over
the forest-clad hills of the Ardennes, or crossing the sea to
Madeira, or visiting some of our own watering places, the
heavens were declaring to you the glory of God, and
the firmament showing His handiwork," and the everlasting
hills witnessing of Him who made them, until there need
have been no corner of your heart where the recoul of Gods
beautiful creation was not present.
I praised the earth in beauty seen,
With garlands gay of various green ;
I praised the sea, whose ample field
Shone glorious as a silver shield,
And earth and ocean seemed to say,
Our glories are but for a day.
I praised the sun, whose chariot rolled
On wheels of amber and of gold :
I praised the moon, whose softer eye
Shone sweetly through the summer sky :
And sun and moon in answer said,
" Our days of light are numbered."
O God, O good beyond compare,
If thus my meaner works are fair,
If thus Thy glories gild the span
Of ruined earth and sinful man,
How glorious must that mansion be,
Where Thy redeemed shall dwell with Thee !
This then is one way in which the fulness of your holiday
lime may have made you better men. Or, again, in the midst
of your own happiness and enjoyment, your hearts may have
crone back to those for whom nothing war. prepared, to homes
where the breadwinner lay sick, and where there was no
money to send the ailing child to the seaside for the change
he so sorely needed ; or to the mother whose boy was out
of work and whose scanty pittance barely sufficed
for the daily bread, and to whom such a holiday
such as some of you have had would seem an impossible
dream. I like to think that many of our boys did have such
generous emotions. During the five trips to Norway our
fellows subscribed amongst them over £\io for the benefit of
those who, but for their assistance, could have had no holiday.
That is one very precious way of "blessing the Lord your
God " when you are full of pleasure and health yourself. It is
better still, however, not merely to give money to send another,
but to take that other one with you yourself that you may
have the infinite pleasure of sharing the joy which you have
been the means of giving, and of having your heart made the
better by the sympathy and the loving kindness which springs
from a holiday shared with another.
For indeed a mere gift
is but a poor thing compared with personal service. You have
been reading in the papers lately of the death of an eminent
American who was once the representative of his country in
London—I mean Mr. James Russell Lowell. One of his poems
puts this beautifully enough.
There was an old legend of the Holy Grail as it was
called, which told that the cup which Christ used at the last
supper was hidden away somewhere, and could only be revealed
to a knight who should have attained more or less perfectly the
nature of Him whose name he bore. Ancient stories are full of
legends of such knights as those of " King Arthur's Round
Table," who went out to win a glimpse of the Holy Grail, and
one of these returning home after years of wandering was made
the subject of the poem to which I have referred. The knight
was, as I have said, bending his steps homewards. His wallet
contained but a scanty supply of coarse food, and his heart was
weary with a sense of failure to win the prize for which he
had set out. To him, in such a mood, drew near a leprous
old man who begged him for Christ's sake to give him
some food. " I have but a crust of bread left," said the knight,
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" but if you will sit down by the wayside with me we will share
it together." While they did so the appearance of the leper
was changed, and the knight saw that the Saviour sat beside
him, and said—
" In many climes, and without avail,
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grail;
Behold it is here—this cup which thou
Didst fill at the streamlet for Me but now ;
This crust is My body broken for thee,
This water His blood that died on the'tree ;
The Holy Supper is kept, indeed,
In whatso we share with another's need ;
Not what we give, but what we share—
For the gift without the giver is bare ;
Who gives himself with his alms feeds three—
Himself, his hungering neighbour, and Me."
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brinKhtt«tn]>°'Warmafer[0rfch wiT theVealth
It is this matter of personal service, of giving ourselves Unfile
instead of sending others, where it seems to me so many of us
-the
fail. When we have eaten and are filled, we are ready per
haps, like Dives to let the needy Lazarus pick up the crumbs
that fall from our table, or perchance to allow others, it may be
Saviour, when your sin is put away, and perfect love his dll
the very dumb beasts around us, to show the sympathy of which
we exhibit no token. That is not the service which Christ has out fear, then, " when thon hast eaten" at the Father's table
and are filled, thou shalt bless the Lord thy God."
'
given us. He came Himself, He sought us Himself, His own
feet trod the earth where we are weary, His own head knew no
shelter, and if, won by His life, this afternoon our hearts go up
in earnest prayer pleading that we may know His healing touch
Xife for Xifc.
and be blessed by His strengthening presence, it is He
.^HE town of Vardoe in Norway is situated 011 in islnnrl
Himself, and not an angel who will answer us, and like
within the Polar Circle, where there is wfnter duringnine
the disciples of old we shall go away from this hall « glad be
months of the year and chilly weather during the remaining
cause we have seen the Lord."
I want you to notice, too, that Moses was not so much afraid three. Still, Jetinund fangen had no quarrel with Fate fo*
having deposited him in such a fierce and barren corner of the
of his countrymen failing in the fights which were waiting them
received the cold gust from the Pole full in the
on the other side of Jordan, but rather that they would fail f-frl .1
when the battle had been won and peace assured. Sometimes face, the moment he was born ; and he went through life, as it
it needs more faith to remain a Christian than it does to be were, facing it in the same uncompromising manner. He had
braced himself for the figlu ; and he stood like a rock. Nature
come one. I find in the Old Book that ten lepers had faith to
had meant him for a kindly man, no doubt; but the cold, some
come and be healed, but only one of them had grace to go back
how, shut him up, and made him stern and silent. Only
and say "Thank you." It was only " this stranger," as Christ toward his son Pau did he exhibit his gentler side. For Paul
calls him, who returned to give thanks to God when the leprosy
was a miserable little weakling, whose feeble life flickered like a
had been cleansed from his blood, and the curse had been
flame that was about to go out. He sat in his bed, propped up
rolled away from him. You may depend upon it that if you
in pillows, sometimes reading, sometimes dreamily razine- at
desire to bless God the only way of doing it is to be a bless
pictures cut from cigar boxes or advertisements of groceries
ing to your brother. " If a man love not his brother whom
I he sovereigns of Europe, drinking with ecstatic expressions a
lie hath seen, how shall he love God whom he hath not seen ?"
certain brand of chocolate, or the black-eyed Cuban senoritas
Will you not, therefore, this afternoon, as you run over the with their arch smiles and beau-catchers, kindled his imagination
memories of a happy holiday and recount the blessings you
with visions of beauty and splendour. He wandered through palmhave had, which others not less worthy than you have gone with
groves in sweet converse with these fascinating damsels, and
out, let the fulness of your joy be another voice to tell you of a reposed with them upon green hills overlooking the dimpling
brother's need, and make you consecrate your life, in a sense summer seas. Now it was the dancing La Tarantella who re
you have never done as yet, to the service of God and man. joiced in his favour (for Paul did not doubt that the names were
have dwelt so far mainly on physical enjoyments, physi- .authentic); then came, the next week, Donna Casilda and cut
u k'?0' > Phys,cal g'fts; but, if I have done so, it is not that
her out; and a week later it might be Flor de Habana to whom
that they are the only, or even the chief, ones which you can
he awarded the palm of loveliness. She had, as her sweet
enjoy or bestow. What shall we say of intellectual gifts? If serious eyes showed, a nobler character than the coquettish
you have eaten and are full of the tree of knowledge ; if your
Donna Casilda; and as for La Tarantella, Paul felt quite
hand has gamed skill and your brain has gained quickness by ashamed to think that he had allowed himself to be taken in by
intellectual opportunities or technical instruction which others her coarse and superficial charms.
are without, to what purpose do you think God has given you
Thus passed the days and nights of the invalid's life. For
these things? Is it that this light should fall upon your path he waked and slept as Nature prompted, and kept no account
alone, or is it not rather that the illumination granted to your of time. The dim lamp burned always on the table before his
own mind may be shared by others, and that those who are bed ; and outside the storm and the darkness reigned. The
stumbling in the dark paths of ignorance may find through house creaked in all its joints, like a ship in a gale ; or, on still
your instrumentality that a great light has sprung up ?
days, the walls cracked and snapped from the cold ; but Paul and
. Once more, and chiefest of all, comes the fulness of his lovely senoritas revelled in glorious sunshine and played
spiritual blessing. What shall we say of the man who, knowing ball with golden oranges, while the groves resounded with
in his own soul the story of God's great love, keeps the enjoy their laughter. Only when his father or his brother Narve came
ment of that love to himself instead of spreading it abroad ? from the store to trim the lamp for him and to give him a little
clont know what evidence you can have of your own
pat 011 the head was he reminded of the grim reality. For Jet
conversion if it has implanted in your heart no desire mund always left behind him an atmosphere of tarred ropes,
° go out as a labourer into the fields where your Master plug tobacco, and salted cod, which put the senoritas to flight!
oiled, and to enter into some of His labours. It cannot be that
Narvc's visits were less unwelcome; because he smelled merely
,'.ou think that there is no need. You know well enough how of fish, and he brought, at least once or twice a week, a new"ves are being wasted, and young fellows are being ruined, and picture. Sometimes it was a stout gentleman who had gone
souls are being lost for want of Christian workers, and yet in the mad with delight over a piece of soap (though lie seemed to
assumed fulness of your own soul can you stand by idly without
have no spccial need of it), or a middle-aged lady who had
one lovmg word from your heart of the Saviour who loved you discovered that the secret of happiness consisted in the posses
and gave Himself for you. I think if it were possible for you sion of a bottle of quack medicine. These were welcome, by
0 see, as God sees, the sense of need in the hearts of those we way of variety, when the supply of sefnritas ran short, for they
00k upon as hardened and evil, your whole soul would go out
suggested all manner of speculations as to the character and
n pity towards them. It was when the prodigal had come to
previous history of people who could go into rapture at so
ant that the thought came into his heart that he would arise singular a provocation.
and go to his father.
When the brief summer blazed up on the horizon and the
snn i1. have bcen ta,kin& 10 those who are full, may I
whole island was Covered with innumerable wild flowers there
a
I'
. . word to those who are empty ? As you have came a change in Paul's life. He was then every Sunday
sitting before me you have bcen hungering perhaps wrapped up carefully and carried in his brother's mighty arms
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and fascinating names kept him company, he a lowedI no ot c
earthly concern to disturb h.m. Only when «inter came and
Ins poor emaciated body was wrenched wilth pa n dlid1 h<e IOTC ba
patience and become fretful and exacting.
' j nimht
-iwav dav bv day and week by week ; and, strive as lie might,
he could not chase away the thought
eyes should be closed forever, then he wouMberreetoneh^mM
life and start in ouest of his own happ.ncss. B
m the nex
moment he woulA remember his promise: to1 s f.ith r to carefo
him • his love for his brother would awake with lenewea warmin

^r^nHs^^JSs.'ds
Ess «p-"s^s£gr,S
^SSSSS
j:
The older brother, on such occasions, was iecei\ed

liberty, his eyes fell upon the

^ ^7e°tled at his

hear t'ashe^thouglu that n ei th e r he nor his Lifer, with all their
love for Paul, had consulted a physician in regard to his a.h ent.
They had looked upon it rather as a heaven-sent calamitysomething that was meant to be, and, as such, beyond the reach
0feaAn1ovenvhelming

sense of tenderness for the invalid took

possession o^ ^ ^ in the world but me, you poor boy,"he
said, as he let his large, cool hand glideover Paul s hot fore
head and cheeks. "I will be faithful, faithful, faithful, he
added, in a whisper, to himself, " faithful unto the end.
The next day, rather to pacify his conscience than because
he hoped for any result, he called upon the iesiclent physician
and begged him to visit his brother. I aul submitted fretfully to
being tapped on the back and having the various functions of
his body tested by scientific appliances. When the examination
was at an end, Narve stood waiting outside with an anxious

to cherish a deep-seated grudge against him. By some obscure
nrocess of reasoning he seemed to hold the older brother re
sponsible for the younger's feebleness. He, coming first, had
appropriated more than his share of strength, leaving nothing for
the poor little fellow who came after him. Jetmund never uttered
these sentiments in words, but, absurd as they were, theynejerthcless coloured his whole relation to Narve, and the boy, who had
stoically accepted this relationas something mevitable, expended,
jike the father himself, whatever love there was in his heart upon
the invalid brother. He never smelt Jetmund s composite
odour from afar without making haste to vanish As he grew
" He needs the one thing which you cannot give him," said
to manhood, however, he began to feel ashamed of his dislike the doctor,—" a temperate climate. He has no constitution to
of his father's society, and compelled himself to stand when he
<>rapple with the perpetual winter of the North 1 ole.
would have liked to run. He even consented to take his place * "And will he then die?" cried Narve, in an agony of
behind the counter in the store in order to save the hire of a
emotions.
clerk, which Jetmund could ill afford to pay. Hut it seemed to conflicting
" He may survive another winter. He will not survive
him a miserable life ; he chafed under it like a polar bear shut
two."
^j
UP in a cage ; for Narve was essentially an out-of-door charac
ter He was of large frame, powerfully built, and weatherTHE great blue burnished shield of the Polar Sea, the
beaten like a whaler. From his earliest years he had known
flaming sheen of the midnight sun, the shrieking storm of
no restraint upon his liberty, but had ranged freely over land sea-birds whirling about the lonely crags, the huge whales
and sea as his fancy prompted. He felt at home in the icy blowing and spouting against the sky, the great fishing fleet
blast ; amid the screaming host of sea-birds that swept in the with expanded sails flying
northward, and returning
wake of the fishing fleet ; among seal and walrus upon the laden to the rim—this is the North, the beloved North ! So
drifting ice-floes. He was a polar type. Generations of life it presented itself, at least, to Narve's mind, as he regretfully
within the Arctic zone had made him what he was—every thought of the possibility of leaving it. It was to him the
phase of his mental and physical being adapted to grapple with
most favoured, the most beautiful land under the sun. But it
the hard conditions of Arctic existence. Imagine, then, what a had not a temperate climate. At least, he inferred from the
martyrdom the daily confinement in a little low-ceiled and
doctor's words that it had not. He wrestled mightily with
malodorous store must have been to such a nature. And yet it
the Lord in prayer, begging for light and guidance, and
was fortunate that he accepted the yoke, heavy though it was.
Kor one dav, without a moment's warning, his father was stricken hoping that some escape might be found from the cruel duty.
down by apoplexy, in the sea-booth, and fell in a heap of fish, But each time the duty seemed plainer, more inexorable. His
brother's life was in his hand. Should he refuse to save it.
Had he not promised his father to shield and protect it i
dym«Take care—of the little one, Narv e," he gasped,"with his
Could he ever hope for peace upon the earth, if he
expiring breath ; "take care—of the—little one."
had to step over Paul's dead body to reach his liberty.
Paul, strange to say, took his father's death quite calmly,—
perhaps because he had not vitality enough to feel anything Could he buy happiness by his brother's death? These
keenly,—while Narve wept as if his heart would break. I he importunate questions haunted Narve by day and by night.
He could no longer, as of old, shirk the answer by saying that
fact that his relations with his father had not been of the best
seemed to make his loss only the harder to bear. In the half- if it was the Lord's will that Paul should live, He would save
stunned condition in which the calamity had left him, the him wherever he was. He had a tender conscience, this great
discovery which he soon made, that his father had died bankrupt, blue-eyed giant, and its wakeful voice kept whispering in the
had scarcely the power to impress him at all. His first thought dark, through the long vigils of the night. When at last the
was that he might now escape from the irksome routine of the fateful resolution was taken, Narve braced himself to lift his
store. The wide world stretched out before him, and he might burden, and wavered no longer. He would bend all his
now at last follow his inclinations and roam to his heart's energies now to gathering money enough to take Paul to a
temperate climate. The eight dollars a month, which lie
content. He knew the haunts of the whale better than any
man in Vardoc ; and he had also made an invention—a gun for received for his services in the store, were all expended to
firing harpoons at long range—from which he expected in time provide the invalid with the necessaries of life ; and some
to realize a fortune. The only thing needed to perfect the !1 extra source of income had, therefore, to be provided. Happily
details was practical experiment. This a voyage in a whaler Narve had some knowledge of taxidermy, and, as English
would easily afford him ; and then the road to prosperity and tourists paid good prices for stuffed specimens of Arctic birds
happiness was plain sailing. There was but one drawback to and beasts, he hoped within a year to save a hundred dollars
this beautiful plan. He could not take Paul with him on a which would be needed for the journey. Long before the
whaling expedition ; nor had he the heart to leave him behind. break of dawn, he was seen roaming, with his gun on his
He thought and he thought, until his brow was a network of shoulder, over the lonely cliffs or visiting the islands where
wrinkles ; but all expedients that suggested themselves seemed the birds were wont to brood ; and every time he returned
cruel. And so the end of it was that, with a heavy heart, he laden with booty. It did not occur to Paul, who watched with
resumed his place behind the counter as clerk to his father's languid interest his brother's midnight toil, flaying eider-ducks
successor, Mr. A. Grundt, and the beautiful dream vanished and auks and cormorants, that it was his own life which was
at stake in these operations. But from Narve's mind this
in smoke.
reflection was never absent. It sustained him when he was
Paul was far from suspecting the sacrifice which his brother
had made for him. He lived in a world of his own imagining ; discouraged, gave him strength when he was weary, kept his
and as long as he was free from pain and new senoritas with new drooping eyes open when they were heavy with sleep. Dollar
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was added to dollar, and slowly the little hoard grew, until,
by the end of a year, it counted fifty-six. But that was fortyfour less than was required. And, in the meanwhile, the second
winter would be coming on, which the doctor had said Paul
could not survive. For the first time he gained no strength
during the summer ; and with the first cold days in September
he failed so rapidly that it seemed sometimes a question of
hours when he would breathe his last.
Narve, to whom his task had become dearer, the nearer
it seemed to success, was in despair. He tried to borrow the
sum he needed from his employer, but met with a gruff
refusal. He invented a dozen ingenious plans, but they all
required time, and had therefore to be abandoned. Every
time he could find a pretext for leaving the store, he rushed
over to his brother's room, and stood wringing his hands in
helpless grief, while gazing at the sallow and withered
features, in which a spark of life seemed scarcely to be
lingering.
He walked about as in a trance, attending
mechanically to his duties, but hardly knowing what he did
always pursued by the dread that, when he returned, he might
find his brother dead.
It so happened, that after a day spent in a torture of
apprehension Narve was sent by his employer on board an
English schooner which was buying fresh salmon to be taken
to London in refrigerators. There was much commotion on
board because one of the sailors had just been killed by a
fall ;from the rigging. The captain was anxious to sail, but
did not dare to put to sea with less than the legal number of
men. Observing Narve's sailor-like appearance, he offered
him on the spur of the moment two pounds and free passage
home again, if he would go with him.
"I sha'n't want the passage back," said Narve; "but if
you'll allow me, instead, to take my brother along, who is ill,
I am your man."
"All right," said the captain.
And so it was settled. Narve felt as if his body were an
imponderable quantity, as he tumbled down into the boat,
rowed ashore, and with feverish anxiety hastened to Paul's
room. Ah, there he lay, his mouth pinched, as if in death,
his checks hollow, his eyes listlessly closed. Narve stood for
a moment paralyzed with dread. He bounded across the floor
and grasped his brother's hand. God be praised, there was
yet life in it.
" Brother," he cried, exultingly, "we arc going."
There came a spark of consciousness into the invalid's
half-quenched eyes, as he murmured, "Yes—I am Lroin»-—
b
0
brother—to God."
" No, child, 110 ! Not to God, but to America."
Three days later a blond giant, carrying in his arms a limp
and apparently lifeless form, made a sensation in the streets of
London, and three weeks later he repeated the sensation in the
streets of New York.
III.
AFTER a month of futile inquiry, NarveTangen got a position
as clerk with Mr. Tulstrup, a Norwegian merchant who dealt in
fish-products which he imported from Norway. Long experience
had made Narve a connoisseur in cod-liver and whale oils, and
enabled him to detect the slightest adulteration. He thus made
himself valuable to his employer and gained a comfortable liveli
hood. But for all that he was not happy. He felt limp and
depressed, and all his former energy seemed to have deserted
him.^ It was only by a violent effort, and by the thought of
Paul's dependence upon him, that he could arouse himself to
attend to his duties. The terrible uproar of Broadway be
wildered and oppressed him, and he yearned with a passionate
regret for the silence of the great Arctic solitudes. The dear
familiar sights amid which he had grown up haunted his thoughts
and made him pine like a child to return to them. But his
homeward way seemed for ever to be cut off, and lie
would be obliged to spend his whole life in this strange and
bewildering land, amid these alien sights and sounds.
Ihese was but one consolation in these sorrows : Paul was
gaining strength. With every day his pleasure in life revived ;
he began in a cautious way to study English, and Mr. Tulstrup's
daughter, Miss Ida, who had become interested in the strange
career of the brothers, came every morning and talked with
nun for a couple of hours. Paul, who in spite of his eighteen
years was yet a child in mind, identified her immediately with
the noble and lovely Flor de Habana, his favourite among his
cigar-box heroines. The jewelled rings on her fingers, the laces
and bright ribbons on her dress, the ostrich feathers on her
nat, filled him with wonder and delight. She appeared to him
(though she was in 110 wise extravagantly apparelled) like a
figure out of the "Arabian Nights"—like a heaven-sent realiza
tion of the dreams he had dreamed during his long solitude and
misery. In Vardoc he had only seen women dressed in wadma] and coarse homespun ; and this exquisite creature, with

her s,'lken hair' an<1 her soft
tnr,, f ,
seemed
SEF .^long to the same species. If he could only have
Z NMJI . RR TL-LR0U,G.H THE PALM"Kr°ves with which his fancy
C,ty h,s CUP of happiness would have been
f,,n -n
nil. flic gorgeous roses she brought him grew, for aught he
knew, on palm-trees ; and he pictured to himself the magnifi-

abte with'colour"'gr°VCS' red°'ent with perfume and
srr Showing i
( leir arrival in New York bccamc
tetuf in the lives of the two brothers. While the heat, which
was often intense, brought a daily increase of strength to Paul,
it tortured Narve like purgatorial flames.
While Paul, assisted
, y , ,a> wa5 taking tentative steps across the floor (for the two
had entered into a friendly conspiracy to surprise Narve), the
elder brother sat at his desk, mopping the prespiration which
(lnpped in a steady shower from his brow, and feeling dizzy and
undone, as if he were wilted and withered in his innermost
being. Several times he was on the point of fainting, and only
saved himself by grabbing a piece of ice from the water-cooler
and pressing it against his temples. It appeared to him that
the torture was less unendurable when he moved than when he
sat still ; and on a Sunday afternoon in July he found himself
strolling through Central Park and pausing idly before the openair cages of the menagerie. His glance fell upon a polar bear
who was swaying from one side to another in a demented
fashion, and pawing incessantly the floor of his cage, in which
his claws had worn deep grooves. The tears blinded Narve's
eyes, as he saw his forlorn compatriot, his comrade in misery.
"You and I are in the same box, old chap," he said,
stretching his hand towards the caged beast. "You have'
gone mad, and, unless God sends help, I shall soon follow
suit."
This fancy took sudden root in his mind, and rose up like
a threatening spectre.
"I shall go mad, I shall go mad," he murmured, as he
walked ; and he saw himself struggling in insane fury with a
dozen men who were trying to bind him. He doubled his
speed, as if to outrun the frightful thought. But the goblin
had come to stay, it sat down on his shoulder and whispered
shuddering things in his ear. Breathlessly Narve hurried along,
heedless of the blazing sun ; people stopped and stared at him,
some imagining that he was running from the police, others that
he had gone mad. Dizzy, exhausted, and drenched with per
spiration, he reached the door of his boarding-house. The
horror was yet in his mind, his blood was surging in his ears
and beating with hammer-blows in his temples. And yet the
thought of Paul —the dread lest his condition might shock his
brother—enabled him to gain control of his whirling fancies ;
lie smoothed his hair awkwardly, and strove to put his features
into their accustomed folds. Then with unsteady steps he
stalked up the stairs, and opened the door. Merciful
God! He was mad indeed ! There stood Paul in the
middle of the room, beaming with happiness, and stretched
out his arms to him. Narve tottered forward ; terror again
seized him.
" Paul," he cried, despairingly, " Paul—my brother!" and
fell prostrate at his feet.
IV-

NARVE'S illness was long and dangerous. For a week he
alternated between a heavy stupor and the wildest delirium. He
talked incessantly .about the Polar bear in the Park, and imagined
himself now walking ami and arm with him on the Fifth
Avenue, now travelling with him back to his beloved North,
now sharing his cage with him in the Park, swaying from side
to side and pawing his bed in the same frantic fashion. When
Ida Tulstrup came to offer her services, and brought a
gorgeous bouquet, Narve hurled her Jacqueminot roses against
the wall.
"Take them away—the leprous things!" he shouted:
" they smell like a corpse ! But kelp—kelp—0I1 for a bouquet
of sea-weed and kelp, with the briny smell of the sea ! Give me
big black-backs, black-backs rising out of the water,—walrus
and whale gambollingamong the ice-bergs! See how they spout!
Hurrah! We have got 'em! My harpoon-gun—where is it?
There is a fortune in it, old Thore IIcring-Luck said, ten
fortunes ! Halloo ! That's a bouncer ! Give it to him ! Fire !
Turn the swivel! Fire, I say ! Good ! He got it that time !
Next time he comes up we'll give him another 'how do ye do '
that'll be the end of him."
In this strain lie would rave by the hour. All the suppressed
hopes and longings which, out of loyalty to his brother, he had
imprisoned in his bosom, now that the bars had been removed,
broke loose and rioted. If Paul, as he sat at the bedside, had
been less self-absorbed and more lovingly observant, he might
have read a heart-rending story in these wild fancies and excla
mations. But the heaviest penalty of Paul's life-long invalidism
was, perhaps, a certain inability to return love for love and care
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Thus
it came to pass that Narve's illness made no deep n 1 "US.11 cau"»
H
rejyarded it as a misfortune, but
never'dreamed of attributing to himself any responsibility for it
It seemed to him, at times, almost a blessing in dlsg™?>
.
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wonders enough to compensate him for their loss. He soon
ittire • and in an astonishingly short time he acquired the gait
and manner of the native dandy.
Narve watched this
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Paul looked up from his book and knocked the ashes from
his cigarette with his little finger.
It is life to me, he replied,
and
paCe the floor with long strides. Beads
of perspiration trickled down over his Urge, pale face and
hi,no- in his tawny beard. After a few minutes l.e stopped
before the sofa where Paul lay. "What would you do, Paulhe asked, solemnly, "if I were dead?
"Ah my dear brother," rejoined Paul, impatiently (for his
novel was absorbingly interesting), "what is the good of talking
of such absurd things? When you are dead, it will be time
enough to discuss that."
. ,
»
" I am not joking, Paul. I am in deadly earnest.
"Well, that is just your failing, brother. You are always
tormenting yourself with some such unpleasant topic.
" I beg of you, do not joke. I feel death in my heart; and
I am much troubled to think what is to become of you. I do
not like to remind you that once I saved your life. Now it is
vour turn to save mine."
.
.
Paul dropped his novel and rose into a half-sitting posture.
A sudden pallor overspread his countenance ; his lips

You you—want to take me back—to the North Pole !"
he cried, with sudden terror.
" No, not to the Pole, child," answered Narve, soothingly.
i f ither watches the harmless follies of his child. Hie question
of Paul's future weighed heavily upon him, now that he had " Mr. Tulstrup has offered me a place in England, where both
discovered that his own strength had its limit. He offered to you and I can live without danger to health. I want you to
. .
.
,.
give him lessons in writing, arithmetic, and book-keeping come with me."
Paul listened intently, with fear and suspicion depicted in
freading had so far been Paul's only accomplishment), but was
his
features.
,
.
.
always met with the cheerful rejoinder that there was no
" Ah, that is a foxy plan of yours," he exclaimed, jumping
PartiitwSwas half gone before Narve was able to resume
up and darting across the floor : " don't you suppose I know
his position in the office. But even then he was so weak that how you are pining for your delightful whale-hunts and eiderhe had to limit himself, at first, to a few hours work. By his ducks and fish-smell ? If you get me so far, you will soon get
accurate knowledge of the conditions in the extreme North, me back into the very grip of Death, from which, as you say,
and by his unerring interpretation of every commercial symptom, you saved me. But I am not such a child as you think. 1
he had been ot incalculable service to Mr. Tulstrup and enabled have friends here, and I have found health and life here, and I
him largely to increase his fortune. The merchant was there am not going away to accommodate anybody."
fore disposed to be very liberal in his dealings with him ; but
He had worked himself up into such a passion that he
Narve's uncompromising self-respect scented beforehand every could not keep the tears back ; and, being ashamed of his
plan for making him a beneficiary, and Mr. Tulstrup s benevo weakness, he sauntered into the sleeping-room, flung himself
lence met with many discouraging rebuffs. Paul, who was on his bed, and buried his face in the pillows. Narve, cut to
informed by Ida of his brother's " ungracious behaviour, was the quick by his suspicion, stood long listening to his halfquite at a loss to understand him. But he understood him still choked sobs. All the tenderness which he had felt for him
less after having endeavoured to call him to account.
from his earliest years welled up from the depth of his heart;
The winter was unusually cold, with two months of alter and, full of repentance for the grief he had caused him, he
nating snow and frost, and Narve, revelling in the sharp north sat down on the bed, and patiently endured the pettish rebuffs
easters, felt his health and spirits reviving. The goblin which
with which his caresses and overtures for peace were received.
dwelt in the secret chamber of his soul held its peace, and but
He reproached himself for having so bluntly stated his pro
rarely showed its hideous countenance. But with the first warm position, instead of gradually preparing his brother for it; and
days of spring the ferment of his blood returned. He began he resolved in future to use more discretion.
But his
again to be haunted by the thought of the polar bear, and, much recollection of his brother's tears and terror made him reluctant
as he dreaded it, felt irresistibly driven to pay it a visit. It was to return to the subject again. It seemed a cowardly thing
a warm Sunday in May that he summoned courage for this reso for him as the stronger (he could never quite realise the thought
lution. He purposely kept his glance averted until he was that he was now the weaker) to inflict pain upon one who, in
right before the cage. Then with a jerk lie turned his head. his father's dying hour, had been commended to his care.
The cage was empty. Narve started back with a half-suppressed
And so the days went by, summer advanced, and the opportune
exclamation. He felt like a man who, calling upon his friend, moment for re-opening the subject never came. The Tulstrups
finds crape on the bell-handle. A mysterious tie seemed to have went to the country earlier than usual, and left Paul in
bound him to this animal, and a half-superstitious feeling that desolation. And in required no great acuteness, on Narve's
the same fate would overtake both. He scarcely needed to ask part, to discover that Miss Ida constituted to him the most
the keeper, who came along presently with a trough full of salubrious element in the American climate. This observation
meat, what had become of the bear. He knew that he was made it seem doubly cruel to insist upon the sacrifice.
It was about the middle of June. The heat had come
On his homeward way the Norseman felt as if Death had
locked his arm in his and were walking at his side.
He with a rush and scattered fashionable New York toward all
shuddered again and again at the blood-curdling fancies which the points of the compass. That part which remained on
rose from the depth of his soul and with pale and grinning Manhattan Island was decidedly uncomfortable. Only a few
faces pursued him. His goblin was again awake and had tropical characters luxuriated in the burning sun. Paul
summoned a host of relatives to keep it company. Narve knew Tangen, airily and daintily clad, was sauntering down
Broadway, smoking a cigarette. He was in good spirits,
that these wild phantoms were but symptoms of disease ; and
he knew, too, that the disorder of his brain was due to his unfit because he had recently discovered a new novelist who
ness to cope with the climate. If he could but leave his brother, pleased him and a new brand of cigarettes which did not
the remedy would be simple enough. But Paul was, even with give him a headache. In that concentrated bit of New York
his health regained, ignorant and helpless, and utterly between Union and Madison Squares there were crowds of
unequipped to grapple with the perplexities of life. There was people and traffic, as usual, in spite of the heat. Paul felt
but one way out of the dilemma; and that was to accept a exhilarated at the sight of it, and allowed himself to be
proposition, previously made by Mr. Tulstrup, to become his carried along by the current. He found himself presently
agent and the head of a branch of his business which he standing in a dense throng of people before a druggist's
intended to establish in London. The moist and even climate window, and he obeyed the general impulse in craning his
neck to see what was going on inside.
of the British Isles, with no extremes of heat and cold, would
" What is it ?" he asked his neighbour in the crowd.
preserve the lives of both brothers, and absolve the one from
" Nothing but a sunstroke," was the reply.
the necessity of sacrificing himself for the other. With this
" A sunstroke I"
resolution fixed in his mind, Narve returned home, and found
Paul began to feel vaguely uneasy, and elbowed his way
his brother stretched out upon the sofa, reading a novel.
to the front. Then, as someone moved aside, he caught a
" Paul," he said, with a quiver in his voice, "this climate is
glimpse of a large blond head, with closed eyes, upon the
death to me."
metamorphosis with the

melancholy amusement with which

trC1"
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marble floor. With a cry he sprang forward and flung himself
upon his brother's breast.
"Narve, my brother !—oh, my brother!" he wailed
piteously.
Narve half opened his eyes. There was a strange, remote
look in them, then a fleeting gleam as of joy.

'85

in M"1 t0°k Caii? ofT~llle little one—father," he munruud
in Norwegian—" took—care—of—the little one."
yvhr, 1 *jonvuls,v? sh,vcr Shook his great frame. The doctor
heart beat.0'"6
ambulance stooped and listened to his
" Nothing to be done," he said ; " he is dead."

PROGRAMME OF LECTURE BY MR. HOWARD A. KENNEDY, ENIITLED :

"FIGHTING

T H E

INDIANS:"

ADVENTURES OF A WAR CORRESPONDENT,
To be given in the Queen's Hall, on THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER
The Chairman's opening remarks.
SONG

Time goes on, and the happy years are dead,
And one by one the merry hearts are fled ;
Silent now is the wild and lonely glen,
Where the bright glad laugh will echo ne'er again !
Only dreaming of days gone by,
In my heart I hear,
Loving voices of old companions,
Stealing out of the past once more,
And the sound of the dear old music,
Soft and sweet as in days of yore :
When the boys began to gather,
In the glen of a summer night,
And the Kerry piper's tuning,
Made us long with wild delight!
O to think of it! etc.
"FIGHTING THE INDIANS:"
Adventures of a War Correspondent in the far North-West
of Canada, told by Mr. Howard A. Kennedy, late City
Lditor of the Montreal Daily Witness, with Magic Lantern
Illustrations.
SYNOPSIS.
How there came to be a war; the fearful march across
the ice of Lake Superior; forced march across the desert to
relieve the town of Battleford, besieged by Chief Poundmaker's savages; a moonlight flitting;
the Redskins sur
prised ; the troops surrounded; the battle of Cutknife Hill;
how the Volunteers fought; humours of the situation ; the
c ase after Chief " Big Bear;" through morasses and
forests into the northern wilds; " Big Bear's" white
prisoners; brave Scottish girls; " Big Bear " in hiding ;
now the war ended.
During an intermission Miss WHELAN will sing
" The girl I left behind me."
I'm lonesome since I crossed the hills,
And o'er the moorland sedgy,—
Such heaviness my bosom fills,
Since parting with my Betsy.

1891, at 8 o'clock.

I seek for one as fair and gay,
But find none to remind me
How blest the hours passed away
With the girl I left behind me.
The hour I remember well
When first she owned she loved me ;
A pain within my breast doth tell
How constant I have proved me.
But now I'm bound for Brighton Camp,
Kind heaven, then, pray guide me,
And send me home, safe back again,
To the girl I left behind me!
My mind her image must retain,
Asleep or sadly waking ;
I long to see my love again,
For her my heart is breaking.
Whene'er my steps return that way,
Still faithful shall she find me,
And never more again I'll stray
From the girl I've left behind me !

" The Kerry Dance " Miss WHELAN (contralto)
O the days of the Kerry dancing,
O the ring of the piper's tune !
O for one of those hours of gladness,
Gone, alas, like our youth, too soon !
When the boys began to gather,
In the glen, of a summer night,
And the Kerry piper's tuning,
Made us long with wild delight:
O to think of it, O to dream of it,
Fills my heart with tears !
O the days, etc.
Was there ever a sweeter colleen,
In the dance than Eily More ?
Or a prouder lad than Thady,
As he boldly took the floor!
" Lads and lasses, to your places,
Up the middle and down again !"
Ah, the merry-hearted laughter,
Ringing through the happy glen!
O to think of it! etc.

24th,

The second part of the lecture will be followed by views of
Canadian Scenery.
" Where's Hugo "
Miss WHELAN
Who has here, far or near,
Seen Hugo ?
Since the dawn he's been gone,
That Hugo!
Not to chase the buck or doe,
For he's left his spear and bow
And his bugle in a row,
Sly Hugo ! False Hugo !
If he's gone to hunt, I fear
I can guess what kind of deer,
Yet, has anybody here,
Seen Hugo?
In the night, long ere light,
Rose Hugo !
Sprucely dressed, in his best,
Vain Hugo!
In a silver-buttoned hood,
In his hat a new plume stood,
For a yeoman far too good !
Vain Hugo ! vain Hugo !
Did you e'er so smart appear,
For the maid you call your dear ?
Still, has anybody here
Seen Hugo ?
So at last—not so fast,
Friend Hugo !
Not a kiss—eh, what's this?—
O Hugo !
When I thought you on the wing,
You had gone to buy a ring,
You're a darling and a king,
My Hugo ! Dear Hugo !
I've just come to meet you here,
For I knew you'd soon appear,
Was there ever such a dear,
As Hugo, my dear Hugo?
Acccompanist—MR. ARNOLD KENNEDY, A.R.A.M.

SoNti
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PROGRAMME OF ORGAN RECITALS AND SACRED CONCERT
To be Given on SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 20th, 1891.

HYMN* " Praise, my soul, the King of Heaven

2.

Praise, my soul, the King of Heaven !
To His feet thy tribute bring :
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,
Who like thee His praise should sing ?
Praise Him ! Praise Him !
Praise the Everlasting King !

One the strain that lips of thousands
Lift as from the heart of one ;
One the conflict, one the peril,
One the march in God begun.

4.

One the gladness of rejoicing
On the far eternal shore,
Where the One Almighty Father
Reigns in love for evermore.
Onward, therefore, pilgrim brothers,
Onward with the Cross our aid !
Bear its shame, and fight its battle,
Till we rest beneath its shade.

Sterndale Bennett

3. BARCAROLLE

...{{gross}

V.CAL *»»

5. FUGUE IN D MAJOR ...

..

...

Soon shall come the great awaking,
Soon the rending of the tomb ;
Then the scattering of all shadows,
And the end of toil and gloom.

Bach

•••

6. HYMN " Through the night of doubt and sorrow "

Clark

7. CHORUS OF ANGELS

Through the night of doubt and sorrow,
Onward goes the pilgrim band,
Singing songs of expectation,
Marching to the Promised Land.

8. VOCAL SOLO " Cujus Animam " (Stabat Mater) Rossini
9. MARCHE TRIOMPHALE

...

...

Lemmens

...

AT 8 P.M.
1. FANTASIA AND FUGUE IN E 11 NOR
2. MINUET AND TRIO

...

3. ANDANTE PASTORALE
4. FINALE IN E FLAT

...

...

Silas

Sterndale Bennett
Sullivan
... G nilinant

5. SELECTION

...from the "Elijah"...

6. INTERMEZZO
7. OFFERTOIRE

The Audience is cordially invited to stand and join in singing the Hymns.

ADMISSION

FREE.

Miss CLEMENTINE

C9TH,

1891, AT 8 O'CLOCK.

WARD, Miss

ANNIE

LAYTON

MR

TOHNT

SOLO CONCERTINA—Miss CLEMENTINE WARD.

PART

One the object of our journey,
One the faith which never tires,
One the earnest looking forward,
One the hope our God inspires.

Angels in the height, adore Him!
Ye behold Him face to face:
Saints triumphant, bow before Him,
Gathered in from every race !
Praise Him ! Praise Him !
Praise with us the God of Grace !

CONCERT

Musical Director to the People's Palace—MR. ORTON BRADLEY, M.A.

One the light of God's own Presence
O'er His ransomed people shed,
Chasing far the gloom and terror,
Brightening all the path we tread.

Praise Him for His grace and favour
To our fathers in distress ;
Praise Him still the same for ever,
Slow to chide, and swift to bless:
Praise Him ! Praise Him !
Glorious in His faithfulness !

DOWLE,

BAR I LETT, MR. A. J. LAYTON.

Clear before us through the darkness
Gleams and burns the guiding Light;
Brother clasps the hand of brother,
Stepping fearless through the night.

^alome

OF

Ig

(2nd Concert, 5th Series)

VOCALISTS-MISS CLARA

AT 4 P.M.—VOCALIST, MR. F. W. CHEESEMAN.
1. ALLEGRO RISOLUTO (Sonata NO. I)

PROGRAMME

To BE GIVEN ON SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER

Mr. B. JACKSON, F.C.O. (Organist to t/ie People's Palace).

0rganist
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Mendelssohn
Rhcinbergcr
'..

Wely

I.

J. DUET ... ^ ...
"No, Sir
...
... Marzials
• I hung upon her latest word :
Miss ANNIE LAYTON AND MR. A. J. LAYTON.
My very joys were fears;
Tell me one thing, tell me truly,
And fluttered, timid as a bird
Tell me why you scorn me so,
When sunshine first appears.
Tell me why when asked a question
I never thought my heart could rove;
You will always answer no?
Life then had no alloy—
No, Sir, etc.
With such a truth I seemed to love
My father was a Spanish merchant,
My sweetheart when a boy.
And before he went to sea,
And
yet the dream has passed away,
He told me to be sure and answer
Though like it lived it passed;
No! to all you said to me.
Each moment was too bright to stay,
No, Sir, etc.
But sparkled to the last.
If, when walking in the garden
There on my heart the beams remain,
Plucking flowers all wet with dew,
With gay unclouded joy,
Tell me, will you be offended
When I remember her again—
If I walk and talk with you ?
My sweetheart when a boy.
No, Sir, etc.
5. SONG ...
" The Three Fishers"
...
Hullah
If, when walking in the garden
Miss ANNIE LAYTON.
I should ask you to be mine,
And should tell you that I love you
Three fishers went sailing out into the west,
Would you then my heart decline ?
Out into the west as the sun went down •
No, Sir, etc.
Each thought of the woman who loved him the best,
And children stood watching them out of the town.
2. CONCERTINA SOLO "Scotch airs and variations" Birch
I* or men must work, and women must weep,
Miss CLEMENTINE WARD.
And there's little to earn and many to keep ;
3. SONG
...
" The Prima Donna"
...
Roeckel
Though the harbour bar be moaning.
Miss CLARA DOWLE.
Three wives sat up in the lighthouse tower,
Viva! Paquita ! Hark ! she comes.
And they trimmed the lamps as the sun went down,
The lights are gleaming sweet and fair,
They looked at the squall and they looked at the shower,
Upon the stage she stands,
And the night rack came rolling up ragged and brown !
Her dark eyes bright with magic light,
But men must work, and women must weep,
Red roses in her hands ;
Though storms be sudden and waters deep,
Her sweet voice pealing up above,
And the harbour bar be moaning.
On music's golden wings,
What is Paquita dreaming of,
Three corpses lay out on the shining sands,
As there she stands and sings ?
In the morning gleam as the tide went down ;
Love is a dream, so they say,
And the women are weeping and wringing their hands,
Only a rose of a day ;
For those who will never come back to the town ;
Love is but woe, let it be so.
For men must work, and women must weep,
But ah ! give me love alway.
And the sooner it's over the sooner to sleep,
And good-bye to the bar and its moaning.
The curtain falls. Good night! Good bye !
You see her dark eyes gleam.
—C. Kingsley.
Viva ! Paquita ! still you cry,
6. SONG
...
... "La Serenata"
Braga
But who can read her dreams?
(with Concertina accompaniment).
Viva ! Viva ! 'tis ever so,
Miss CLEMENTINE WARD.
Your brighter garlands bring;
The heart may break, the tears may flow,
English Words.
But still the lips must sing !
Oh ! what sweet sounds are waking me,
Love is a dream, etc.
Songs in the night wind sighing ?
4. SONG " My Sweetheart when a Boy " IVilford Morgan
Is it an angel's voice I hear,
MR. JOHN BARTLETT.
Heavenward gently flying ?
Though many gentle hearts I've known,
Oh ! go and see, sweet mother dear,
And many a pretty face,
And say what are these sounds I hear.
Where love sat gaily on his throne
Nothing, my child, lie back and sleep,
In beauty and in grace;
Only the night wind dreaming,
Yet never was my heart enthralled
Only the whispering willow tree,
With such enchanted joy,
Only the moonlight beaming.
As by the darling whom I called,
Lie back and rest, thy mother dear
My sweetheart when a boy.
Is watching; do not fear.

The Palace Journal.

September 18, 1891.

The Palace Journal.

iSS

September 18, 1891.

Bring me a hundred reeds of decent growth,
To make a pipe for my capatious mouth ;
In soft enchanting accents let me breathe,
Sweet Galatea's beauty and my love.

Oh, no ! it is no human voice,
I hear it gently nearing;
No ! 'tis the angels call to me,
With golden harps appearing,
They hover round, their watch to keep,
0 mother mine, good-night, I fall to sleep.
/ " O ruddier than "1
Handel
RLCIT. AND AIR <
J
the cherry"
MR. A. J. LAYTON.

O ruddier than the cherry !
O sweeter than the berry,
O n>mph, more bright than moonshine night,
Like kidlings blithe and merry.
Ripe as the melting cluster,
No lily had such lustre ;
Yet hard to tame as raging flame,
And fierce as storms that bluster.

1 rage ! I melt! I burn !
The feeble god hath stabb'd me to the heart.
Thou trusty pine !
,
Prop of my god-like steps, I lay thee by .
A SHORT INTERVAL.

PART
cnN(.

Hark ! the beggars are coming to town.
Tattered and torn, ragged and brown,
Look how motley a crew are they,
Tramping along on the broad highway.
Old and young, and children fair,
Some of all countries you'll find are there,
Sneer my fine lady, look proudly down,
Hark ! the beggars are coming to town.

1

Noble monarch the king of the land,
Beggars are men pray understand,
Hearts are beating 'neath tatters and rags,
Noble as yours while the great world wags.
Haughty mother of children fair,
Look in that crowd, there are mothers there,
Tender and loving as you may be,
All true hearts are the same you see.
Hark ! hark ! etc.
Laughter, shouting and weeping you hear,
The music of life as you draw near,
All of us living beggars are we,
Nearing the town of Eternity !
Tramping along on the road of life,
Meeting with sorrow, joy, and strife,
Asking an alms as Old Time looks down,
Hark ! the beggars are coming to town.
Hark ! hark ! etc.
SONG

..."The Golden Bar"
MR. ]OHN BARTLETT.

F Bevan

1 see the tall white lighthouse tower,
Across the meadows grey,
The ghostly poplars bend and moan,
The ships move on their way ;
As we launch our boat and set the sail,
And drift away, away.
Floating, floating, floating,
Love is our guiding star,
And the tide, the tide is dancing,
Over the golden bar.
We watch the twinkling harbour lights,
We watch the fading shore,
Our souls are wrapt in one sweet dream,
We drift and speak no more.
For all the glory of that hour,
We ne'er had known before.
Floating, etc.

Moore

10. SONG

• • • " Harvest Time "...
Miss ANNIE LAYTON.

There is no lady in the land
That's half so sweet as Sally,
She is the darling of my heart,
And lives in our alley.

Tis the last rose of summer, left blooming alone,
All her lovely companions are faded and gone;
No flower of her kindred, no ros bud is nigh,
To reflect back her blushes, or give sigh for sigh.

Of all the days within the week
I dearly love but one day,
And that's the day that comes between
I he Saturday and Monday ;
1<or then I'm dressed in all my best
To walk abroad with Sally,
She is the darling of my heart,
And lives in our alley.

I'll not leave thee, thou lone one, to pine 011 the stem,
Since the lovely are sleeping, go sleep thou with them';
Thus kindly I scatter thy leaves o'er the bed,
Where thy mates of th 3 garden lie scentless and dead.
So soon may I follow when friendships decay,
And from love's shining circle the gems drop away ;
When true hearts lie withered and fond ones are flown,
Oh ! who would inhabit this bleak world alone ?
SONG
" Sally in our Alley "
Old English
MR. JOHN BARTLETT.
Of all the girls that are so smart,
There's none like pretty Sally,
She is the darling of my heart,
And lives in our alley.

My master and the neighbours all
Make game of me and Sally,
And but for her I'd rather be
A. slave and row a galley.
But when my seven long years are o'er
Oh, then I'll marry Sally,
And then how happy we shall be,
But not in our alley.

Ernest Birch

Sow while the seeds are lying
In the warm earth's bosom deep,
And your warm tears fall upon it—
They will stir in their quiet sleep;
And the green blades rise the quicker,
Perchance, for the tears you weep.

CONCERTINA f a. Romance No. 1 Rigondi
SOLOS
\b. Old French Dance (1683)
Miss CLEMENTINE WARD.
" In Sheltered Vale" ...
MR. A. J. LAYTON.

In sheltered vale the miH-wheel
Still sings its busy lay ;
My darling once did dwell there,
She now is far away.
A ring in pledge she gave me.
While vows of love she spoke ;
Those vows were soon forgotten,
My ring asunder broke.
I fain would be a minstrel,
And wander far away,
In every house be welcome,
And sing the live-long day.
But while I hear that mill-wheel
My grief will never cease ;
1 would the grave would hide me,
For there alone is peace.

PROGRAMME OF THE CELEBRATED "AT HOME" COMPANY'S

UNIQUE DRAWING ROOM ENTERTAINMENT,
To BE GIVEN ON MONDAY, SEPTEMBER

2.sr,

Old German

AT 8 O'CLOCK.

ACCOMPANIST—MR. ASHLEY RICHARDS.

PART I.

Krakamp
Ratneau

i8yi, TO COMMENCE

VOCALISTS-MISS F. PERFITT, MISS L. AUGARDE, MR. J. M. GORDON, MR. T. C. WRAY.

1

"THE GARDEN PARTY."

Sow ; and look onward, upward,
Where the starry light appears ;
Where, in spite of a coward's doubting,
Or your own heart's trembling fears,
You shall reap in joy the harvest
You have sown to-day in tears.

...

song or piece oj music.

ADMISSION—THREEPENCE.

Sow with a gen'rous hand,
Pause not for toil or pain,
Weary not through the heat of summer,
Weary not through the cold spring rain ;
But wait till the autumn comes,
For the sheaves of golden grain.

12 SONG
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The audience are particularly requested not to walk about the room or talk during the performance of any

Floating, floating, floating,
What of thy light, O star,
And the harbour bar is moaning,
Over the golden bar.—F E. Wet herley.

Hark ! hark ! the dogs do bark !
The beggars are coming to town,
Some in rags, and some in tags,
And some in silken gown.

"The List Rose of Summer"
Miss CLARA DOWLE.

II.
Ah ! sad my heart, we do but dream,
The winds blow chill and cold,
I do not hear thy voice my love,
Or feel thy arms enfold.
The dream is fled, my heart is dead,
And the sweet, sweet days of old.

« Hark ! hark ! the Dogs do Bark "
Miss CLARA DOWLE.

13. SONG...

PART II.

The Charming Musical Sketch, entitled :
1. OVERTURE
" Poet and Peasant"
...
Suppe
2. GLEE
"Sweet and Low"...
...
Barnby
"MOCK TURTLES"
MISS F. PERFITT, Miss L. AUGARDE, AND MR 1
M. GORDON.
(by Desprez).
3. SONG ...
"The Minstrel Boy"
...
Moore 1
MISS LOUISE AUGARDE.
Mr. Wranglebury
Mr. J
m
Gordon.
4. DUET ...
"The Singing Lesson "
...Fioravan>'i
Mrs.
Wranglebury
Miss
FANNY
PERFITT
MISS F. PERFITT AND MR. J. M. GORDON.
Mrs. Boucher
MLSS I.0UISK AUGARDE
5. VIOLIN SOLO...
Selected
(Mother-in-law to Mr. Wranglebury.)
MR. ASHLEY RICHARDS.
(Servant)
MR. 'I'. C. VVRAV
6. PLANTATION SONG "But it is so" ...
A. Scott Gatty J°hn
THE COMPANY.
Scene—Breakfast-room in Mr. Wranglebury's house.
7. SONG ...
" Tell me, my heart "
...
Bishop
MISS F. PERFITT.
8. SONG ..." The Toreador's Song" (Carman)
Bizet
MR. J. M. GORDON.
To conclude with the Laughable Sketch, entitled:
9. DUET... " Over the Hawthorn Hedge" ...
Glover
Miss F.PERFITT AND MISS L. AUGARDE.
"THERE'S NOTHING LIKE NATUR"
10. SONG...
" The Showman's Song "
...
Z7//3
Mr. Craftyman ...
MR. T. C. WRAY.
MR. J. M. GORDON
}
Mrs.
Craftyman ...
n. PLANTATION SONG "Good Night"
A. Scott Gatt\
... MISS LOUISE AUGARDE
THE COMPANY.
i Je»y
MISS FANNY PERFITT
An Interval of Ten minutes.
i Tom
MR. T. C. WRAV

DOORS OPEN AT 7.

ADMISSION—THREEPENCE.

RESERVED SEATS-T-SIXPENCE.

PEOPLE'S

PALACE TECHNICAL SCHOOLS,

TIME

TABLEJ

The Classes with some exceptions
should book their names as sooniup
10 which they will be admitted V RL
each week during the summer month:,
„A„ER,

ST,OESTS

MILE^ END

GEORGE HUNT'S

,

©ID Establisbeb IbfQb Class Herbal Medicine Store,
PROVISION WAREHOUSE,
Q-REEBT STREET

iqopc FOR SESSION 1891
EVENING^ C L A S S E S J O ^ S ^ ^^^^

r,au

„sc ot 01UUC„

PRI

WHOLESALE & RETAIL,

which will be open

LAVATORIES AND CI.OAK

Monday and Thursday, evenings.
RCOMS—For the convenience of Students, there

nitted to the Science. Art, ami Irade Classes at hall oes. r
to
' of age will be admitted
of Lone"
London Institute, a, the end of April,
£f«
j (Juilds of
Classes the Session
a.icru.c c*-'Vtmeiu in April
(SSTthe
Session ends
ends immediately afterin
April and May. i189a. Evening Students may enter
atcly after
v
immediately
after the
the examinations
examinations of the Science ana .vn
by post id., may now be obtained on application to the Secretary.
' * 'to
Ret their tic*—"
and
advised
to get
•
amt SyUaius o/tUc Ev„mS Class«,
The 11hut rat,

(Opposite tho London Hospital.)

SUBJECTS.

KEES.

Friday
Mr. A Grenville| Tuesday

r

Tuesday

... 7.IS-8.IS

8.15-IO.O
7.15-8.15
8.15-XO.O
8.15-IO.O

Monday

M., Tu., Fri. 7.O-XO.O

I

Mr. D. A.

8.0-10.0
8.0-10.0

Friday

Mr. D. S. Macnair, I
Assi-tant—
\
Mr. F. G. Pope

Ambulance (First Aid)... Dr. R. Milne..
Arithmetic—Advanced ... Mr. A.Sarll ..
,,
Commercial
„
Elementary
Book-keeping — Elemen
tary
„
Intermediate
,,
Beginners...
„
Elementary
Mr.G.J. Michell, ...
• CIVIL SERVICE
Shorthand (Pitman's)
Begin. Messrs. Horton and
Wilson
„
„
Advan.
„
Inter.
•1
|i
Report.
Mons. E. Pointin...
French—Beginners
„
Elementary ...
,,
Intermediate B
,,
Intermediate A
,,
Advanced_A ...
,,
Conversational
„
Advanced B ...
Herr Dittel
German—Advanced
„
Beginners
„
Intermediate ...
Mr. S. L. Hasluck
Elocution (Class 1^
(Class 2)
Mr. T. Drew
Writing

4 0
4 O
5 0
4 0
10 0
4
10 ?
0
7 6
15 0
*4 0
*4 0

Thursday ... 9.0*10.0

Mon. & Th, 8.0*9.0
Low
|
9.O-IO.O

Mr. D. A. Low (
4 0
8.C 10.0
raw., )
Mach. Construct. & Draw
assisted by
J Tuesday
S.o-io.o 4 0
ilem. > Mr. F. C. Forth j
Elem
Adv. ) and Mr. F.G.Castle \
*4 0
Mr. J. W. Martin, Tues. & Th. 8.0-9.0
Mathematics, Stage I. ...
9.0-10.0 *4 0
„
,, II. ...
t4 O
8.0-9.0
Friday...
ie
...
Mr. F. G.' Castle
„
Practical...
U 0
8.0-9.0
Monday
Mr. W. Slingo,
Magnetism and Elect. Elem
9.0*10.0 $4 0
and
0 0
»
£dv
Tues. & Fri. 8.0-10.0
Mr. A. Brooker
Prac
»»
7.30-9.3° 4 O
Monday
Mr. F. C. Forth
Sound, Light and Heat;.. #
4 0
8.0-9.0
Thursday
Mr.
F.
G.
Castle,
Steam and the Steam Engine
9.0-10.0
4 0
Mr. E. J. Burrell.. Friday
Theoretical Mechanics...

;T

Per Session (ending immediately after the Examinations of the Science and Art

Art,°fjra(i-

any other Science,
class
r
Half Fee to Members of any other Science, Art, or Trade Class.
,
% Only Members of these Classes can join the Electric Laboratory and Workshop

t

Apprentices under 20 years of aee will be admitted to the
Bcience, Art, and Trado Classes at half fees.

ftrabc Classes.
SUBJECTS.

FEES.

HOURS.

DAYS.

O
XO O

<25

5 0

,

5

0

bS

6

6 0

6 0
7

6

5 0

• Per Session (ending immediately after the Examinations of the City and
Guilds Institute in May, 1892).
t Per Term.
\ Per Course.
a Free to those taking the Workshop Classes in the same subject. l> 12s. td.for
both, but only Members of the Lecture Class will be allowed to join the Workshop
Class in Plumbing. To persons joining the Trade Classes who are not actually
engaged in the trade to which the subjects refer, double fees are charged. No one can
be admitted to the Plumbing Classes unless he is engaged in the Plumbing Trade.
A special course of lectures on Grade subjects will be given during the session,
for particulars see syllabus or hand-bills.
_ _
_
„

The above fees for "Workshop instruction include the use of
all necessary tools and materials.

SUBJECTS.

TEACHERS.

Dr. R. Milne
Ambulance
Dressmaking—
, Intermediate ... Mrs. Scrivener
„ Beginners
„ Advanced (Out
door Jackets,&c.)
>1
„ Beginners
,, Intermediate ...
Millinery
Miss Newell
Cookery—
„ Demonstration"! Mrs. Shannon
„

High - Class "l
Practical
J
„ Practical Plain...
Reading, _ Writing, \
Arithmetic, etc. ... j

„

„

Mrs. Thomas

DAYS.

HOURS.

M. 4 Jan. 1892 8-9.30

PEEsJ

•l

0

4.0-5.30
6.0-7.30

7
7

6
6

Thursday ... 6.0-7.30
£ riday
5.0-6.30

10

0

Monday
it

•••

Tuesday
... Monday

7.0-8.30
... 7.30-9-0

... 8.30-9.30

7
7

6
6

5

0

z

Thursday ... 6.30-8.0

|X°

0

8.0-9.30

s

0

11

Friday

• Per Course.

J 8.0-9.30

la

6
6

Cs

C\
O
4>

A
tn
c
T3

V
H
0
fa

Friday
||

•••

•••

Monday
Tuesday
Friday

Thursday
Tuesday

6
6

4
4
4

0

0
V
U
0 JZ
0 C\
O

6.30-8.45

8.0-9.0
9.0-10.0
9.0-10.0
9.0-10.0
7.0-8.0
8.0-9.0
9.0-10.0
7.30-8.30
8.30-10.0
7.30-8.30
8.30-10.0
7.0-8.0
9.0-10.0
8.0-9.0
6.0-7.30
8.0-10.0
8.0 10.0

4
4
4

5 0 cU)
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4
4

0
0
0
0
0
0

C
V
S

0
0
0
0

THE

©

Sanitary Xaunbrp,

H

131,

0
UI

MILE END EOAD.

5 0
5 0
a 6

ROCEjRS' "NURSERY
HAIR LOTION.

SCOTTISH

children's heads,
and immediately
allays the imta-

Speciality
Shirt and Collar Dressing.

1 Per Course.

FOR YOUNG MEN.

.

Prepared only by W. ROGERS,
Chemist, Ben Jonson Road, Step,
ney, E. Bottles 7d. and is. Of all
Chemists and Perfumers.
Special
Bottles, post free from observation,
15 stamps.

Highest awards obtained at Palace Exhibition for Design, Tone,
Touch and General Excellence of Workmanship. A Seven
Years' Guarantee with every instrument.

TUESDAY, WEDNESDAY, AND FRIDAV.—6.30 nil 8, Free Practice, 8 till 9,
Musical Drill, Dumb-bells, Bar-bells, and Indian Clubs, I hysical Exercises, Single
sticks ; o till 10, Gymnastics. Fees, 2 6 per teun. including looker.
TUESDAY & FRIDAY.—70 till 8.0, Fencing with Foil sand Sticks. Fee, 5/- per term.
A Boxing Club is formed anions the members of the Gymnasium, who arrange

thefees.

FQR

yqxjnq

STEAM WORKS AND FACTORY:—

TRIANGLE ROAD,

WOMEN.

MONDAY AND THURSDAY.—6.30till 8, Free Practice; 8.0till 10.0, Dumb-bells,

Bar-bells, Indian Clubs, Physical Exercises, Gymnastics and Running Maze, fees, a/0
per term, including locker. 7 till 8, Fencing, free, 5/- per term.
JUNIOR SECTION.
BOYS, Wednesday, 6.30 till 9.30. GIRLS, Thurtday, 6.30 till 9.30. Sixpence per
month, which includes attendance at two Educational Classes.

Cycle Manufacturer,

School of Hit.

2, St. Stephen's Road.
BOW, E.

TEACHERS.

•Freehand & Model Draw.
•Perspective Drawing ...
•Drawing from th' Antique
• I Jecorauve^ Designing
•Modelling in Cl.iy, etc.
tDrawing from Liie
11Wood Caiving
..
fArt Metal Wk. & Engraving
Painting in Oil& Water Colo
from Copies, Still Life, etc

DAYS.

HOURS.

FEES.

( Monday \
Mr. Arthur I.egge ) Tuesday I
10 6
and
] Thursday f 7-30-9-30
Mr. II. J. Bateman V. & Friday )
Mr. T. J. Perrin
Mr. Dancls ...
Mr. Arthur Lcggc

Friday ... ... 7.30-9.30
Mon & Friday. 8.0-10.0
Tucs.&Thur. 8.0-10.0
Saturday

10 6

... 2.0-4.30

6/- the Half Session ending 6th February; or 10/6 the Session commencing
Sept. 15th and ending July 2, 1892. t Per Term ending 19th Dec. J Students or

the Wood Carving Class are expected to attend a Drawing Class in the Art School
one evening per week free of charge.

Qhnm

ROOMS

•

HOURS.

\ Mr. Orton Brad-\ ("Tuesday
\ ley
/ \ Friday

7.30-10.0 \
8.0-10.0/

FEES.

x

6

Singing/ Mr. W. Harding! Thursday
6.30-7-45
Class i. Sch. Teachers (. Bonner.
3 6
J
x 6
8.0-9.0
,, 2. Elementary
2 0
9.0-10.0
„ 3. Intermediate
alSl'
Tu.
&
Th.
..
Miss
Delves-Yates
6.0-9.30
JSolo Singing
1 Mon. Tu. )
(Mr. Hamilton &
J Th. and / 4.0-10.0
9 0
^Pianoforte
"l Mrs. Spencer
( Friday )
f Mr. Orton BradThursday
..
15
0
7.0-X0.0
„
(Advanced) .. l ley
2 0
8.0-10.0
Mr.W.R. Cave . Tu.and Fri.
Orchestral Society
) Under the direct
5 0 |H
Monday
6.0-10.0
ion of Mr.
Violin
Wednesday.. 6.0-10.0 I 5 0
\ W. R. Cave,
assisted by Mr.
Monday
6.0-10.0
7 6
Viola and Violoncello ..
J G. Mcllish.
8.30-10.0 2 O
Military Band (Old Boys') Mr. A. Robinson ...I Thursday
P. P. T. S.
a Half this fee to Members oj the Choral Society.
b In these subjects the Students are taught individually, each lesson being */
twenty minutes' duration.

One dooi from Moorgate Street, E.C.

Any make of Machine supplied

at a large discount for Casn, or
on easy payment system. Repairs
of every description executed
Promptly and Cheaply. All the
latest pattern Mach ines let onhire.

Second-hand Machines
Bought, Sold, or Exchanged.
Fittings supplied and Repairs
done for the Trade.
2, ST. STEPHEN'S ROAD,
BOW, E.

FAMILY

I

(Nearly opposite the Palace.)

L 401, MARE ST., HACKNEY, N.E.

Pianos Repaired or taken in Exchange.

firmsical Classes.

SUBJECTS.

C LONDON WALL t

HACKNEY.

*n0W J 308, MILE END ROAD, E.

(Under the direction of Mr. Orton Bradley, M.A.).

Choral Society... .

Classes for Women onty.

Mon. & Th....

o\
CO
0 *
0 •O
0 S

2
2
4

UNCLER the direction of MR. H. H. BURDETT, assisted by MR. C. WRICHT.
Pianist for Musical Drill
...
Miss F. A. HICKS.

SUBJECTS.

b5 0

ti O

7.0-8.0
8.0-9.0
9.0-10.0

h or particulars see syllabus or h «nd-bill.

6 0

10 0

Thursday

8.0-9.30
7.0-8.0
8.0-9.0
9.0-10.0
6.0-7.0

PEOPLE'S PALACE OYIS/ETsTA-SITJ^VL-

6 0
<14 0

Mon. a Nov.

0 0 0

8.0-9.30
•Carpentry & Joinery Lec.... Mr. W. Graves ... Friday
Mon.&Thurs. 8.0-10.0
„
Workshop
n
Mr. A. Grenville )
'Brickwork and Masonry) 8c Mr. R. Chaston, > Monday
7.0-10.0
Lecture and Workshop j foreman bricklyr. J
Mr. W. Slingo,
Thursday ... 8.0-X0.0
•Electrical Engin., Lecture,)
and Mr. A.
Tues. & Fri. 8.0-10.0
1. ' -ratory fit Workshop I
Brooker
•Mccli. Engineering, Lec. S Mr. D. A. Low, Mr. Monday
7.30-8.0 \
(Pre.) (
7.30-8.30 j
D. Miller, & Mr. Friday
„
n „
(Adv.) f
Mon. & Fri. 8.0-10.0
G. Draycott
„
„ Workshop'
Mr. C. W. Gamble Thursday ... 8.0-10.0
•Photography
Tuesday
... 9.0-10.0
•Plumbing Lecture, Hons. ... Mr. G. Taylor
j 8.0-9.0
Ord. ...
1 8 .<J- 10.0
Monday
,j
Workshop,
Tuesday
|
8.0-9.30
Mr.
E.
R.
Alexander
•Printing (Letterpress)
Thursday ...| 8.30-10.0
Mr. A. Umbach
fTailor's Cutting
Monday
1 8.30-10 0
,.
,, Workshop Class
Friday
1 8.30-10.0
fSign Writing & Graining ... Mr. J. Sinclair

PEES.

SUBJECTS.

of,h.Scic«, and Art D.tartm.»U

HOURS.

Applied Mechanics... ... —
Building Construction and 1
Drawing, Elemen. >
„ Adv. & Hons. J
Chem., Inorg. Theo., ElePrac., „
,, Theo., Adv.
,,
Prac.j ,,
Org., Practical ... j
,, Inorg.& Org., Hons. |
and Special Lab. Wk.J J
Prac. Plane & Solid Geo.,")
Elem. >
Adv.)

Eyesight Tested and Glasses to suit the sight from 5£d.
Good and Cheap Line in Febbles.

Commercial an& (Beneral Classes,

Scicncc Classes.
Mr. F. G. Castle

'

Herbal Medicines at Small Cost—Test Them.

108 & 109, WKITECHAPEL RD„ E.

ohtiined at the l>ookstall in the grouna noor currtuu.. yrt--_ _.

Socially m fnfaratienfir Oi

Near Globe Road Station, G.E.Ry.

BAKER,

Cooft ( l Confectioner*
622,

MILE END RD.

Removals by our own Vans.

UNDERTAKER,

Complete Foneral Furnisher,
Car & Carriage Proprietor,

31, CAMPBELL ROAD,
BOW,

ALAN RAPER

15, HIGH STREET,
BROMLEY,

ENTIRELY NEW STOCK

HIGH

WATCHES, CLOCKS,
JEWELLERY,

doors from Board School.

DIAMOND AND GEM RINGS,
WEDDING RINGS, KEEPERS, &c., &c.
The largest selection in the East of London
at Manufacturers' Prices.

STREET,

STRATFORD.

W.

WRIGHT,

IPbotoorapbcr.

MONEY LIBERALLY ADVANCED UPON EVERY

o
Wedding Cakes, Luncheon
and other Cakes.
Biscuits of
superior quality. Milk Scones.
Contractor for Wedding and
Evening Parties.
Public or
Private Tea Meetings.

DESCRIPTION OF VALUABLE PROPERTY.

NEW STUDIOS

6IOa, M I L E E N D R O A D
Facing Tredegar Square.
PRESI.ANB

SON'S,

Manufacturers of INVALID CHAIRS on STEEL SPRINGS, with Cushion, from 30/BASSINETTES WITH REVERSIBLE HOODS, from 21/-;

And Mail Carts on Steel Springs, to carry Two Children, from 10/6.
Weekly Payments Taken.

No Hire System.

Estd. over 30 years.

PRESLAND & SONS, 493 AND 495, HACKNEY ROAD

Opposite People's Palace.

Micas KM.
Respectfully announce the dates
of their old established

periodical Sales

BEACHCROFT ROAD,

LEYTONSTONE, E
FIRST-CLASS REPAIRER
by appointment to the C.T.C.
Agont for all Loading Manufacturers.

HIGH-CLASS MACHINES ON HIRE AND SALE.
Those about to purchase a machine should
inspect the newly designed " Lamonl "
Cycles before deciding.

' ' W A N T E D . "
ONE AND ALL TO SEND I'OR
THEIR NICKEL SILVER AUTO1 MAT1C PRINTING PRESS, with
NAME AND ADDRESS STAMP.. Com
plete. 1-. can be carried in the waistcoat
pocket, and is the most useful article ever
invented, or for your

ICKEL SILVER PEN & PENCIL

N

CASE, with your NAME in RUBBER.
Complete, 7id.

GIVEN AWAY.
VOUR
NAME
OR
MONOGRAM
I RUBBER STAMP, for Marking Linen
or Stamping Paper, 34d.

HORNIMAN'S TEA is recommended

ALL ABOVE POST FREE.

because it is the

From CRYSTAL PALACE JOHN
BOND'S GOLD MEDAL MARKING INK
WORKS, 75, Southgate Road, London, N.

STRONGEST AND BEST ON EARTH.

GEORGE A. KENDALL,

IF YOU WANT TO KNOW

Aucti.on.00r, Valuor, and Estate Agont,

The best and cheapest house for Watches, Clocks, Jewellery, and
Spectacles, where you get full value and a written warranty, also
every description of Repairs, Gilding, Engraving, Enamelling, etc.,
where best materials are used, and the lowest prices charged, go to

170, EAST INDIA ROAD, POPLAR.
Sales by Auction of House Property, Furniture, Trade and Farm Stocks,
at moderate and fixed charges.
Rents Collected and the Entire Management of Estates undertaken.
Mortgages negotiated. Valuations made for all purposes.
Life, Fire, Plate Glass, and Accident Insurances effected in any of th<
leading offices.
Certificated Bailiff. Monthly Property Register post free on application.

J. TOBINS, 382, Mile End Road, E
(.Almost opposite the People's Palace).

Sole Makers and Inventors of the " MARVEL " and " DARNLEY " CYCLES

(" Marvel," No. 1,
("Rational.")
("Marvel," No. 2.)
" DARNLEY" SAFETY, wonderful value at £8 lOs., and 12 Months' Guarantee given.
Lists Free.
BICYCLES, TRICYCLES, AND SAFETIES ON

HIRE.

Marvel Cycle Works—LYME GROVE, MARE STREET, HACKNEY, N.E.
Printed for the TRUSTEES OF THE BEAUMONT TRUST, People's Palace, Mile End, E., by HARRISON AND SONS, Printers in Ordinary to Her Majesty,
St. Martin's Lane, London.

