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WHEN BY MY SOLITARY HEARTH I SIT,
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;
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CHAPTER I.

INTRODUCTION.

"y
HAVE so often been asked by

\J\ my friends to write a descrip-

tion of some of the "dreams" or

''imaginative brain-pictures" which

from my earliest days I have been

in the habit of experiencing, that,

at the risk of the cynical expressions

of
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of incredulity, and laughing com-

ments and criticisms of some of my

readers, I have at last consented to

commit to writing a true account

of one or two of the visions which,

there is no doubt I have the power

of "conjuring up" at my own desire

and will.

I am a hard-working business

man with little spare time at my

disposal, and the practical working

life, which it is my misfortune to

lead every day, would not therefore

be generally considered in any way

conducive to the production of the

moving pictures of the spirit-world,

which I can so easily summon be-

fore



fore my enchanted gaze whenever

I am influenced by what I describe

as my
u
visionary mood."

This creative power of the brain

is to me a valuable possession, a

wonderful gift, which I could not

now do without, so much has it

become a part of myself and my
life.

Being by necessity and force of

circumstances compelled to con-

centrate all my attention and in-

tellectual energies on work which

is entirely uncongenial to my natural

tastes, (which are essentially artistic),

I have unfortunately never had

leisure time enough to indulge the

passionate



passionate love I have always had

for music, poetry, and painting, in

all of which arts I feel that, with

proper cultivation and training, I

could have attained to a certain

proficiency. In these arts my soul

would have found a voice, a means

of expression.

As it is, with these faculties lying

dormant and undeveloped within

me, I experience at times, in the

very depths of my being, an inex-

pressible longing for speech and

expression. My real self feels a

sense of neglect, and my soul seems

forsaken and unexpressed.

An infinite sense of loneliness

takes
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takes possession of me, and there

sweeps over my spirit a terrible

longing for something I cannot de-

fine. It is at these times, and when

this dissatisfied mood is upon me,

that I feel myself most susceptible

to the influence of the spirits or

phantoms, either of my own imagi-

nation, or of what is generally

known as the
"
spiritual world."

An intense desire takes posses-

sion of me to lift the veil of the

unseen, and longing to escape from

the lingering thoughts connected

with the harassing details of my

day's work, I enter my study where

all is quiet, throw myself upon a

sofa
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sofa or into an arm-chair, and for a

few minutes concentrate my gaze

on any bright-looking object : a

glass with the reflection of the fire

playing upon it, a lamp, a diamond

on a ring, anything in fact which is

bright enough to attract the eye and

retain the attention of the sight.

And the process seems so sim-

ple. ... I wish to leave the

material world for a short time,

and indulge in a restful flight of

imagination. I look round the

room, choose the particular article

for my eyes to rest upon, and then,

as it appears to me, my sight as well

as my will seem to be gradually

drawn
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drawn and absorbed into the bright-

ness of the object on which I have

fixed my gaze. . . . The room, the

surrounding objects, become more

and more indistinct, finally invisible,

I experience a sort of "rippling sub-

dued murmuring
"

in my ears, like

the rush of a returning wave when

it has broken on a pebbly shore
;

I seem to be rising gradually, higher

and higher through a cool, still air,

my temples throb, and with a slight

effort I seem to throw off the

weight of my material being. A

feeling of lightness comes over me,

I inhale a deep breath, and ... I

am free, a spirit soaring in unknown

worlds,
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worlds, or, as a friend once cynic-

ally remarked to me,
" an apparently

aimless atom floating in space !

"

Sometimes I attain to this state

of the mind whilst out of doors, in

the garden, by steadfastly

fixing my gaze upon any

particular object.

These "
spirit-

manifestations" of-

ten come to me in the form of a

"vision," and sometimes when this

is the case, I am strangely enough

able to realize that I am sitting in

my own room with all its familiar

objects around me, and at the same

time witnessing the most curious

scenes



scenes belonging to the
"

spirit-

world." When these visions occur

I am usually only a spectator, never

moving among the figures of the

vision, although I am sometimes

able to hold conversations with

those spirits in the picture that are

nearest to me. . . . When, how-

ever, I am with the spirits in a

" dream
"

it is different. My will

is less under control, and my senses

are not alive to the impressions of

my material surroundings. I be-

come a moving figure in the midst

of a strange
"
dream-drama," and

am involved among many others in

taking an active part in what seems

to
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to be a "plotless tangle of incident."

I am, moreover, in my dream, so

far from being my own natural self,

that I seldom stop to consider how

absolutely incongruous and impos-

sible are the circumstances in which

I find myself.

Another " delusion" to which I

am subject takes the form of a con-

versation between myself and one

or more passing spirits who drop in

from space to have a chat, and with

whom I am only too interested to

have the opportunity of exchanging

ideas !*##***
I hope my kind readers will

view
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view the following pages with leni-

ency, remembering that I do not

hold myself in any way responsible

for anything that is said or implied

in these my
"
visionary flights." I

merely give a faithful record of all

that
" occurs

"
to me whilst I am

away among the spirits, and those

who may have had similar experi-

ences will not, I hope, treat with

contempt the account of some of

these strange journeys into the

" Land of Spirits."
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CHAPTER II.

THE T>REAM OF THE "QARDEN OF LIGHT."

THE MATTER OF WHICH DREAMS ARE MADE

NOT MORE ENDOWED WITH ACTUAL LIFE

THAN THIS PHANTASMAL PORTRAITURE

OF WANDERING HUMAN THOUGHT. Shelley.

NE evening, having left the

material world behind me, I

found myself standing in a beauti-

ful garden full of the most gorgeous

flowers of every description that

can possibly be imagined. There

were flowers everywhere, the gar-

den was one brilliant blaze of

colour,
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colour, and the whole atmosphere

seemed breathless with the over-

powering scent of these blossoms.

" Was it an enchanted spot? Where

was I ?
"

I asked myself. I could

not compare it to anything I had

ever seen before. My brain seemed

on fire, pierced by the brilliant

colours all around me, which were

so dazzling in their varied beauty,

that I could scarcely raise my eyes

to look at them. Nor had I the

power to lift a hand to shade my

sight from the intense brightness

of the light that was shining every-

where.

I longed to move forward and

explore
20



explore this wonderful place, but I

could not stir. I was as one par-

alysed, my will seemed to have lost

all control over my limbs, which

were heavy with the weariness that

comes after many hours ceaseless

travelling. I tried to call out, but

I was voiceless. I felt bewildered,

and wondered with a vague sense

of distress why I had been led to

this beauteous flower-garden and

left there all alone so helpless and

so weary. My throat was parched

with a great thirst, and I longed for

a draught of cold water to moisten

my burning lips. The wish had

scarcely passed through my brain

when
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when I realized that my voiceless

cry had been heard. A cool air

swept with a soft murmur over my
head and fanned my burning tem-

ples, and a voice in my ear whisp-

ered " Drink."

I raised my eyes and saw stand-

ing before me the form of a beauti-

ful spirit robed in white, holding

out to me a transparent crystal

bowl filled to the brim with some

clear sparkling fluid.

"Weary mortal," said the Spirit,

"
you have journeyed far. Drink

this, and you will soon revive. This

spiritual essence .will protect you

from being blinded in this realm of

light,
22







light, it will also make your steps

light as the air, and enable you to

know and understand many strange

things that do not belong to your

own world." ... As soon as I had

finished the contents of the crystal

bowl I felt a renewed vigour

springing up within me, and move-

ment was now no effort, for I

seemed to float rather than walk.

My senses were fully awake and

strangely sensitive to every sound

and sight and scent with which the

air was full.

Floating by the side of my

spirit -guide, I observed that the

garden was filled with thousands

of
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of bright -robed beings carrying

silver baskets, some of which were

full of flowers, whilst some were

empty. I noticed that those whose

baskets contained the beautiful

blossoms, gathered from the garden,

all winged their way in the direc-

tion of the boundary wall of this

bright spot. Beyond this wall,

which was made of gold inlaid with

precious stones, I lost sight of them,

for they seemed to disappear into

the darkness beyond. . . . Those

spirits carrying the empty baskets

seemed to be returning from that

"
beyond," wherever that might be,

and passing their flower-laden com-

panions,
26







panions, re-entered the garden to

fill their baskets once
. txf^9&rr>>$i

more, and vanish

again into the

outer darkness.

The flight of these 'f'

\ 7
beauteous spirits seemed 7*?

accompanied by a never-ceasing

subdued murmur of exquisite

music.

Never before had I heard such

rare and thrilling notes of soul-stir-

ring pathos. The whole atmos-

phere was quivering with waves of

beautiful harmony. Over and above

this marvellous music, my sense of

hearing seemed alive to a subtler

under-current
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under-current of melody, a hushed

harmony, a musical silence.

Was it a feeling in my own

heart? it certainly was not a sound,

and yet it was a sweet strange music.

How can I explain myself better

than by repeating these lines, which I

remember to have read somewhere.

"Heard melodies are sweet, but

those unheard are sweeter."
"
It

is wonderful indeed," I murmured,

half aloud.

The Spirit at my side did not

speak, but led me on farther into

the garden.

I now found myself in one of

the numerous winding paths that

led
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led from the edge of the garden

into the centre, which consisted of

a great heart-shaped diamond, sup-

ported by countless white -robed

spirits, and surrounded by rare

blossoms of every form and colour.

The radiance that scintillated and

flashed from this colossal diamond,

diffusing itself in the most glorious

light over the surrounding flowers,

was bewildering to the gaze, but

thanks to the liquid given me by

the Spirit, I was able to brave its

brilliance and beauty, and marvel

at the sight.

Each of the paths leading up to

this central gem of light and radi-

ance,
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ance, was paved with gold and silver

tablets, on which were engraved, in

letters of diamonds, some of the

choicest verses from the best-loved

poets. Each poet chosen had a

walk devoted to his own particular

verses. Thus there was a "Tenny-

son walk," a "Shelley walk," a

"
Byron walk," and so on through

all the well-remembered poets.

Pausing awhile at the side of

one of these poetical paths, my

eyes were attracted to a verse of

Shelley's on a tablet just beneath

my feet, and which seemed to be

the written expression of my own

thoughts at that particular moment.

The
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The verse ran thus :

" Do I dream ? Is this new feeling

But a visioned ghost of slumber ?

If indeed I am a soul,

A free, a disembodied soul,

Speak again to me."

I glanced involuntarily at the phan-

tom beside me, and divining my

questioning thoughts, the Spirit re-

plied in a gentle voice :

" You are but a child of the

earth, and do not as yet belong to

our sphere, but your daring spirit,

winged by a strong desire to soar

in unknown worlds, is allowed for

a short space of time to leave its

mortal frame and wander wonder-

ing in a dream or vision."

While
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While the Spirit was speaking,

a brighter radiance than usual

flashed from the great central dia-

mond and illuminated, with a

greater light, the golden tablets

nearest to me, and on one of which

was written :

" Oh thou, who plumed with strong desire,

Would float above the earth, beware !

"

"
But," the Spirit went on, in a

gentle voice,
"
although all around

you now breathes of a glorious

beauty and brightness, you will see

presently" and my gaze was direc-

ted towards the boundary wall of
./

the garden
u what a limitless void

of darkness there is around and be-

yond
34



yond where we now are, bathed in

the light of beauty. Away from

here you must be prepared for

gloom and sorrow beyond expres-

sion, and which to you will seem

meaningless, infinite, and which

you will not understand."

The Spirit was silent for awhile,

and I thought within myself :

" How every pause is filled with

under-notes, clear, silver, icy, keen

awakening tones, which pierce the

sense, and live within the soul."

In a fascinated gaze I watched

the everchanging rays of light play-

ing and beaming among the flowers,

over which the bright spirits were

hovering
35



hovering in an incessant adoration,

seeming to float in the light of their

own beauteous radiance, while the

deep mysterious murmur of the

melodious music surrounding them,

and the subtle essence of the sweet

scent of countless blossoms, were

wafted to me over the garden by

an invisible breeze.

"You must know," continued

the voice of the Spirit,
" that this

radiant spot is the temporary rest-

ing-place for the souls of broken-

hearted mortals, who linger here for

a short time on their journey from

the earth to higher spheres, in order

to gather strength from the Angels

of
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of Hope and Consolation that dwell

here. So many souls are wafted to

us who have well-nigh perished on

earth for the want of love and sym-

pathy, blessings which alas !" sighed

the Spirit, "are not bestowed on all.

With us, however, they find ever a

glad welcome and a tender care.

Those spirits hovering yonder

among the blossoms, are the mes-

sengers sent to earth to whisper

words of comfort to these sorrow-

ing souls
; and, as you see, they

carry with them bright flowers of

Hope to guide them on their way.

Moreover," continued the Spirit,

"all the frozen, unshed tears, stored

up
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up in those many aching hearts,

melt in this bright atmosphere of

love and pity, and

are changed to

precious pearls,

which we collect,

and stringing them

into necklets, we

give them as gifts to

the departing souls as a charm

against Despair."

The voice of the Spirit had been

gradually becoming fainter and

fainter, and the word "
Despair

"

was uttered hardly above a whisper.

With a sighing sense of change, I

looked up, to find that the Spirit

had
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had fled, and without knowing why,

I discovered that the power to see

and hear all the wonderful things in

the garden was suddenly vanishing.

In some unaccountable way the

dream was changing, I felt myself

being hurried away towards the

golden wall, the light and the

flowers were fading before my eyes,

the colours were growing fainter,

there was a misty veil closing down

over everything, and I felt myself

leaving the bright garden far behind.

Without questioning, or feeling in

any way surprised at the sudden

transformation of my dream, I soon

found myself floating in an appar-

ently
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ently accustomed manner through

an immeasurable space of darkness.

. . . Straining my eyes I could

now see in the far distance the

fading brightness of the
" Garden

of my Vision," which resembled a

dying oasis of light in a desert of

limitless gloom.

Gradually the light seemed to

fade from my gaze, till it looked

like a tiny star

hanging as a

clouded jewel

in the immense

vault ofthe hea-

vens, and then finally disappeared

altogether in the engulphing gloom.

"Gone!
42



"Gone ! Gone for ever," I cried,

"the bright garden, the beauteous

flowers, the glorious white-robed

spirits, the golden paths of verse,

the Voice, the music !" I felt that

I had lost something, something

very precious that I should never

see again.
" What was it ?

" The

strings of my heart were quivering

with the vibration of some sudden

note of intense pain, which seemed

to have been struck deep down

in the very depths of my soul.

"Where was I?" I now asked my-

self. . . . With straining eyes I

pierced the darkness around me,

seeking eagerly in all directions for

some
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some break in the all -
pervading

veil of gloom.

But I could distinguish nothing,

for I was blinded with the tears

that rose to my eyes in answer to

the pain at my heart.

"Why should I weep?" I

thought, with an aching sense of

misery, and these lines floated

dreamily through my throbbing

brain :

'*

Tears, idle tears, I know not what

they mean,

Tears from the depth of some di-

vine despair

Rise in the heart and gather to

the eyes." ....

Becoming gradually accustomed

to

44



to the darkness, and dashing away

my tears, I looked with aching eyes

once more into the surrounding

gloom ;
and now I realized that

everywhere above, below, beyond,

and all around, as far as the sight

could penetrate the air was full of

pale silent shadows
; gliding, glid-

ing, gliding, in an endless rhythm

of motion
; on, on, on, through the

illimitable space. The death-like

silence that ruled over all was al-

most more than I could bear, and

my spirit felt oppressed as with the

knowledge of some impending un-

known sorrow.

An infinite sense of pity and

compassion
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compassion swept over my soul for

the silent flitting phantoms who

seemed for ever doomed to soar in

the cold greyness of a measureless

space. . . . "My God," I mur-

mured,
" how terrible ! If they

could but have one ray of light to

guide them on their weary way !

"

But my voice died away unan-

swered into the silence, and there

was no star .... no .... once

more I looked around me, and this

time surely I could see one small

bright gleam of light !

"At last!"

One bright star rose on the

horizon of gloom. A wild gleam

of
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of hope flashed across my brain,

that I might perchance be the

means of guiding these sad wander-

ing phantoms of the air to this one

star above, where the shadow of

their despair might melt in the radi-

ant light of Hope.
" If only there

were time!" I thought; my breath

came fast, I could hear the swift

beating of my heart, and I felt that

I was falling from a great height.

I waved my hand towards the

light, and I saw with joy that they

were obeying my wish, and one

after the other, in quick succession,

these grey phantoms were all fast

disappearing and becoming absorb-

ed
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ed into the now ever -increasing

brightness of the light of this

radiant ....
* * * * * *

Passing my hand slowly across

my eyes, I found myself leaning

back in my chair and staring in-

tently at the bright light of an

electric lamp standing on my writ-

ing
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ing table, which had just been

turned on by someone entering at

the door.

"
My dear Alan," said my sister,

bustling into the room, and re-

placing a burning log of wood that

had fallen from the fire,
" do you

know that it is
.
ever so late, and

you will never be ready for dinner

if you do not make haste ?"
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CHAPTER III.

^MUSICAL "FLIQHT OF FA^CY."

I PINE FOR THE MUSIC THAT IS DIVINE;
MY HEART IN ITS THIRST IS A WITHERED FLOWER.
POUR FORTH THK SOUND LIKE ENCHANTED WINE,
LOOSEN THE NOTES IN A SILVER SHOWER. Shelley.

IMAGINATION IS THE WINGS OF THE MIND; THE
UNDERSTANDING ITS FEET. WITH THESE IT MAY
CLIMB HIGH, BUT CAN NEVER SOAR INTO THAT
AMPLER ETHER AND DIVINER AIR WHENCE THE EYE
DOMINATES SO UNCONTROLLED A PROSPECT ON EVERY
HAND. THROUGH IMAGINATION ALONE IS SOMETHING
LIKE A CREATIVE POWER POSSIBLE TO MAN.

Russell Lowell.

"y PUT down my fiddle and bow

(^/_^
with a sigh of regret, and

turned wearily from the piano,

despising my inability to produce

on either instrument an adequate

expression of the music that had

been with me all day and was now

longing
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longing for a voice. I passed

through the open window of my

study into the verandah outside,

and looked out on the peaceful

quiet of the warm summer night,

contrasting its calm still repose

with the dissatisfied, turbulent un-

rest that was fretting within me.

The beauty and quiet of the scene

before me soothed me to a certain

extent, and the fact of being abso-

lutely alone was at least something

to be thankful for, besides which

I said to myself, "were not these

musical whisperings divine messen-

gers from the unseen world, whose

portal I might even now pass

through
54







through if I so chose, and forget all

else for a time in a mystic atmos-

phere of dreamy enchantment?"

I looked out beyond the shadows

cast by the verandah, away over the

garden, and my attention was drawn

to a bed of white narcissus flowers

bathed in dew, and glistening in the

soft bright light of the moon. I

gazed intently at the shimmering

whiteness of the blossoms, and as I

looked they united and merged into

one bright luminous mass, which,

fashioned perhaps out of my fancy,

or from my intense desire for

spiritual intercourse, took to itself

a misty ethereal form.

The
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The moon paled, and the flowers

were left in darkness, but the spirit

arose, seeming to move at my com-

mand, and floated towards me, a

luminous Being all brightness and

beauty, born of the moonlight and

the flowers.

" Creations of the mind ? the mind can

make

Substance, and people planets of its own

With beings brighter than have been,

and give

A breath to forms which can outlive

all flesh.

I would recall a vision which I dream 'd

Perchance in sleep ; for in itself a

thought,

A slumbering thought, is capable of

years,

And curdles a long life into one hour.''

i
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I gazed in a dream of wonder

at the bright Being before me, but

I neither moved nor uttered a word,

for fear the charm should be broken

and the vision fade away. Pre-

sently the voice of the Spirit broke

the silence.

" Child of the Earth," it began,

in low clear tones,
"
I am with you,

and I see that your soul to-night is

full of a divine unspoken melody,

and your spirit is weary and op-

pressed with an intense longing to

interpret the beautiful music that

has been sent to you from above.

" Do not be disheartened, for

the power of your spirit is above

that
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that usually assigned to mortals,

and with my help your soul shall

be filled with the inspiration of di-

vine sound, and lighted with the

reflected glory of the
' Music of

the Spheres.'
'

The Spirit ceased speaking, and

pointed in the direction of the open

window. Instinctively I re-entered

the study, and going to the piano

took up my fiddle and bow, which

but a short while ago I had dis-

carded, in despair at my feeble

efforts to produce the music that

was floating in my brain.

Stepping once more into the

verandah, I found that the form of

the
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the Spirit had disappeared, but all

the brightness of its presence was

left to me, and wrapt me round as

it were on all sides with a dazzling

cloak of radiant light, which for the

time-being obliterated all surround-

ing material objects from my sight.

I could distinguish nothing be-

yond the encircling halo of bright-

ness in which I was standing, and

waiting motionless, instrument in

hand, my nerves strung to the

highest tension of expectancy, I

listened, breathless with anticipa-

tion of what was to follow.

I seemed to be breathing in a

golden dream of coming glory, and

I
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I felt that the dawn of song and

hope was rising in my heart.

I listened and waited.

A nightingale in a distant wood

was pouring out in thrilling notes

her passionate song of joy to the

listening night, when suddenly, in

some unaccountable manner, the

beautiful eager song changed into

a melancholy plaintive wail of dis-

tress, the notes became fainter and

fainter, and then gradually ceased

altogether.

Still I waited and listened.

A low breeze murmured softly

through the garden, coming nearer

and nearer, wafting to me the fresh,

fragrant







fragrant breath of the sleeping

flowers over which it had just

passed with a lingering caress.

For a little while I could feel

the cool, soft air playing about me,

and gently lifting the hair from my
forehead and temples, then with a

low whisper the breeze left me to

die away with a sigh among some

willow trees that grew near. How
still it was ! Not a leaf stirred, not

a sound disturbed the enchanting

mystery of the silent night.

I seemed to be inhaling a purer

atmosphere, and absorbing into my

being a new and wonderful power

of understanding. A sensation of

exhilaration



exhilaration and boundless capabil-

ity took possession of me, and the

glorious feeling of limitless strength

and untiring energy of spirits that

comes to one in the rarefied air of

some high mountain range, swept

over me. I felt that I had climbed

to a great height, and was pausing,

suspended as it were, between

heaven and earth, and thinking of

many things. Beautiful strange

thoughts came to me at that time,

which even now dwell wonderingly

in my memory. Star-like thoughts,

so bright and evanescent in their

subtle suggestion, that they seemed

to belong to some enchanted world

of
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of fancy, of which I was but dimly

conscious, and which I felt to be

unapproachable, owing to the baffl-

ing and blinding radiance of the

intellectual atmosphere that guard-

ed it on all sides from the percep-

tion and understanding of mortals

like myself. . . . These wonderful

thoughts, whose delicate meaning I

could but slightly grasp, but never

actually retain even in my visionary

state of mind, I find impossible now

to express in words. The thoughts

are with me still, but I cannot in-

terpret them into any form of sound

or writing. They came to me as

bright fleeting rays from some

luminous



luminous world of wonderful in-

telligence, flashing across my brain

with the rapidity of lightning, as

quickly come and as quickly gone,

vanishing at the slightest touch of

my will and endeavour, to form of

them some permanent idea, and

leaving but the remembered mo-

mentary daze of vivid brightness,

to show that they had ever ap-

proached even to the edge of my

understanding. These ethereal

fancies and ideas now vanished

from my power of thought, and in

my imagination I watched them

float from me in tiny waves of

transparent colour, in shape like

the



the petal of a rose, to lose them-

selves in a vast circle of light which

revolved before me in a rapid whirl

of dazzling white radiance.

As I gazed at this white "wheel

of fancy," I noticed that its speed

grew less and less, and was gradu-

ally taking to itself all the colours

of a beautiful rainbow, which at

first seemed to resemble those so

often seen from earth
;
but which,

on watching more closely, I saw

was composed not only of all the

well-known colours, but was har-

moniously interwoven with new

tones and shades of indescribable

delicacy. These wonderful tints
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asserted themselves just at the sub-

tle vanishing point where the rays

of two distinct colours seem to

melt into each other, delicately

blending and at the same time ab-

sorbing the dying beauty of the

fading colour on either side.

" How came it ?
"

I thought,
"
that the knowledge of so many

strange wonders, silently entering

into my understanding, had been so

long withheld ?" I supposed that

the exalted and rarefied state of the

surrounding atmosphere acted on

my sight like the powerful lens of

a microscope ; and, like the latter,

whose magnifying powers reveal so

many
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many hidden mysteries, which to

the naked eye are undiscernible, so

the ether-laden air, through which

I was looking, enabled me to dis-

tinguish the hitherto unseen colours

that the ordinary veil of the earth's

atmosphere shrouds from our sight.

. . . The revolution of the rainbow

circle had been gradually getting

slower and slower, till with an in-

tense blaze of brilliant colouring it

became absolutely still.

I closed my eyes for a moment

to rest them from the strain of

gazing so long at the dazzling radi-

ance, and on opening them once

more the vision of the wonderful

wheel
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wheel had disappeared. ... I was

still standing waiting in a golden

dream under the verandah
; and,

listening, I could hear, softly at

first, and gradually increasing in

tone and strength, sweet and ex-

quisite notes breathing and sighing

in rhythmical motion around me.

Clearer and clearer grew the

music, till the sounds floated to-

wards me in circling strains of

harmony, breaking over me wave

after wave in a rippling tide of

melody, till my senses were bathed

in .a swelling sea of sweet and

soothing sound
;
and all the music

in my soul arose and went forth in

joyful
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joyful response, and finding a voice

at last, I began to play.

What a wondrous power was

within me ! I played on and on,

enchanting my own senses with the

exquisite melodies that rose and

fell, now loudly, now softly, in

obedience to the touch of my
bow.

The music was trembling in

every fibre of my being. It came

surging in continuous waves of in-

spiration through my brain, which

was on fire with the fever of a

burning activity.

I could feel the coming magic

of the fast-flowing notes tingling in

my
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my finger-tips, even before they

touched the answering vibration of

the strings. For a time the notes

rose in exulting strains of triumph

and joy, but presently an indefin-

able sense of loneliness and in-

definite yearning stole through my

being, and my eyes became misty

with the stinging up-springing tears

that I could not stay.

It seemed as if my spirit, to-

gether with the strange music that

I was interpreting, went out from

me in waves of melancholy har-

mony, to lose themselves in the

silence of the night. Plaintive

quivering notes of telling pathos

and
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and wild longing were wrung

from me.

I paused a moment and listened.

It sounded like the passionate cry

of a breaking heart that, echoing

through the vast silence unan-

swered, seemed to be losing itself

in the hopeless distance of an unat-

tainable land of love and sympathy.

My imprisoned heart was throb-

bing in wild beats of agony. "Where

was I ?
"

I felt that I was losing my

identity and power of self-control,

and was helplessly drifting into

some all-absorbing shadowy mys-

tery. By a supreme effort of will

I was able to obtain the mastery

over
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over my vanishing spirit, which was

going from me in such a wandering

unrest. Calling it back to me in

subdued strains of consoling mel-

ody, I was able to re-kindle the

lamp of hope, whose flame had so

nearly expired in the storm of

doubt and despair that had swept

over my soul. The notes that fol-

lowed told of an "unknown peace"

that seemed to belong to another

world
;

oh ! how far away in the

limitless distance seemed the pos-

sibility of such a state of rest
;
and

yet I could feel in my heart the

glow and reflection from the light

of the divine content, which now

expressed
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expressed itself, floating from me

in soothing tones of perfect joy.

The sweet strains of music poured

down their refreshing streams of

subtle sound into the dark and

dreary waters of my soul, stirring

its inmost depths, and flooding with

a new hope its untouched springs

of joy. My spirit rose, uplifted in

a welling tide of nameless longing

and dreamy half-guessed happiness.

The radiant circle of light in which

I was playing grew in intensity.

Could the enchantment last much

longer ? The swelling notes seemed

to be nearing the limit of their mar-

vellous powers. One more wild

burst
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burst of throbbing, triumphant

sound, one more low plaintive

murmur of soul-appealing pathos,

and I knew that the power to pro-

duce the wonderful melodies would

cease.

It was only too true. Gradually

and slowly the inventive faculties

of my brain were leaving me
;
the

force and fire of power that had

been given me was burning itself

away. My fingers no longer flew

with such ease and rapidity over

the strings, and the touch of my
bow became more and more con-

strained and wavering. . . . The

circle of light in which I had been

wrapped
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wrapped was falling from me like

a golden mist, and melting into the

ordinary shadows of the night.

With a lingering wailing chord

the music ceased. I looked up,

and with a feeling of weariness and

past joy I saw the garden lying

calm and cold in the moonlight

. . . the weird cry and noiseless

flight of an owl struck upon my

ear, .and crossed my hitherto en-

tranced vision. I watched the

night-bird soaring majestically

across the garden towards the cool

green fields beyond, lying in their

glistening robes of pearly dew, over

which the moon was shining in a

soft
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soft silver glow. There was a feel-

within me of something begun but

not completed. A definite purpose

of action was suggesting itself in

my brain, the matter of which I

could not rightly grasp. Something

outside myself, but very near, was

compelling me to action, but I do

not knqw to this day whether it

was I myself, of my own free will

and power, who wrote down so

accurately the intricate arrange-

ment of notes on the papers (that

I found on my writing table when

my dream was over), or whether

the music was written by the power

of the Spirits, using my hand merely

as
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as the mechanical means of guiding

the pencil to carry out the work.

All I can tell you is, that after

the few minutes that elapsed when

the 'light of inspiration left me, I

seemed to pass through a period of

darkness and trance, and although

apparently unconscious for the time,

I must, as I afterwards discovered,

have been fully occupied for at least

two hours, in writing down all that

I could recollect of che music that

came to me whilst playing in the

verandah. . . . The next thing

that I remember was the sharp

vibrating sound caused by the

breaking of one ofmy fiddle strings.

I
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I roused myself with a start, and

going over to the window I saw

that the night had passed, and the

first faint blush of dawn was glow-

ing in the east, and

"Morn,
Waked by the circling hours with

rosy hand

Unbarred the gates of light."
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CHAPTER IV.

THE VISION OF THE "CITY OF MELODY."

AT SUCH A NIGHT S NOON,
I WATCHED THE STARS AND MOON
TILL THEY AND I ALONE DID SEEM TO BE

TILL IN THAT SILVER THRONG
SORELY MY SOUL DID LONG
TO ROVE AT WILL AND MANY WONDERS SEE.

Edwin A mold.

LOOK FROM THY DULL EARTH, SLUMBER-BOUND
MY MOONLIKE FLIGHT THOU THEN MAY'ST MARK,
ON HIGH FAR AWAY. Shelley.

HERE are times (of which

doubtless some are aware)

when one feels completely
" out of

touch," as it were, with one's com-

panions, however charming they

may
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may be
;
and the mere fact of mix-

ing with other people, to say noth-

ing of conversing with them, is an

effort. Is it that the yearning soul

or mind, at that particular moment,

is striving to attain to a subtler and

higher sphere of thought than is

supplied by the usual routine of

every-day life, and that the power

of the brain is thus unconsciously

raised above the ordinary level of

ideas ?

I think it is, for in these mo-

ments one longs for, and seeks

solitude. To be alone ! that is the

one prevailing idea for the time

being. To escape from all contact

with
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with one's fellow creatures. To

those who are not of an imagina-

tive turn of mind, how can I best

describe the feeling that I and

some few others experience in this

particular mood or phase of the

brain ?

It is not exactly a sense of

superiority over others, and yet

one cannot help acknowledging

the presence of some higher in-

fluence and power at work within

oneself, suggesting and goading

one on to strive after a something

undefined, but above the ordinary

course of events. One feels for

the time, in some inexplicable man-

ner
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ner "help up" and strengthened to

a state of mind beyond the usual

standard of reasoning and thought.

This condition or state of the

brain may last a short or a long

time, according to the surrounding

circumstances, but there is no doubt

whatever that during this period of

unsociability, (which at times is

most inconvenient) the only solace

is absolute solitude and complete

isolation of thought.

Till this can be attained, and if

by force of circumstances one is

thrown among a number of uncon-

genial people, no one, who has not

experienced it, can realize the tor-

ture
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ture involved, in being forced to

appear bright and "all there" when

one's spirit is far away and silently

crying out for seclusion and rest.

It was after one of these solitary

musings, in which I had fortunately

been able to indulge to my heart's

content, that I found myself, one

summer night, sitting out in the

garden enjoying the cool fragrant

freshness of the air after the intense

heat of the day, gazing at the star-

lit heavens, and losing myself in a

dreamy contemplation of the

beauty of the surrounding scene.

A cloud passed across the moon,

veiling for a few minutes the bright

radiance
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radiance of her beams. I lowered

my gaze from the sky above, to

watch the dark shadows sweeping

over the garden, which vanished

silently and swiftly, as the wind-

chased cloud was driven away from

before the face of the moon, leaving

the momentarily over -shadowed

flowers smiling once more in a soft

glow of light.

A sigh escaped me, I know not

why, and with it the wish and long-

ing to be away where my imprisoned

soul could be free from the touch

of earth, and soar into the region

of the unknown.

I chanced to look towards some

dark







dark cedar trees at the further end

of the garden, over which a strange

white mist was rising wing-like and

mysterious. Vaguely wondering at

its appearance on so clear a night,

I kept my eyes concentrated on the

curious transparent haze till I lost

sight of all intervening objects.

The trees, the grass, the flowers all

melted into nothing, and I became

aware of something calling to me

from out the midst of the mvste-
j

rious cloud, and which I knew to

be the voice of a spirit bidding me

forth into the spiritual world. With

the will and desire to obey the

welcome summons, I found myself

floating
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floating nearer and nearer towards

the cedars, till I felt my spirit pass-

ing out of me and being drawn into

the white luminous cloud, the soft

intangible folds of which enclosed

me round and bore me gently away,

rising higher and higher through

the balmy air, upward and onward

through the silent space, leaving

the night-shrouded earth asleep far

below.

How exquisite it was !

I was absolutely alone with my

thoughts and the beautiful summer

night, floating in a vague dream of

delight towards the star-lit heavens

above.

Once
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Once beyond the atmosphere of

the earth, an intense brightness

diffused itself on all sides, and I

was wafted by the cloud through

the lambent light of a limitless

ether, glowing and glittering with

the sparkling radiance of millions

of stars extending in an endless and

glorious array into the incalculable

space of the surrounding heavens.

Gazing in a wondering ecstasy,

I thought of these lines :

"Look now toward heaven and

tell the stars, if thou be able to

number them."

And I realized how impossible

it was to attempt to understand the

vastness
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vastness of the space they filled
;

but sailing ever onward through

the wonderful sea of light-diffused

ether, I still rose higher and higher,

uplifted and guided by the unseen

spirit that was with me, and awed

by the marvellous beauty of the

glowing heavens, I gazed around

me in a wrapt dream of wonder.

I was leaving countless tracts of

brightness behind me, and yet the

glory and number of those spark-

ling gems, seemed glistening and

appearing in ever-increasing num-

bers and intensity, as I was borne

through their midst.

As far as the eye could reach,

as
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as far as the understanding could

go, beyond the most vivid imagina-

tion even, and again past the limit

of the wildest flight of fancy, there

arose the baffling bewildering idea

of a never -
ending distance of

brightness limitless, and immea-

sureable strewn with these count-

less ever-glowing worlds of light,

whose glorious beauty seemed al-

most past the comprehension of

human understanding.

I felt bewildered and over-

powered by the dazzling brilliance

of light that was shining every-

where
;

and the Spirit, knowing

this, bid me close my eyes for

awhile
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awhile and rest from the intensity

of the mingled brightness of the

stars, with which I was becoming

almost blinded.

It seemed as if a dark veil had

been drawn down before me to

shield my gaze ; for, after a few

minutes, when I opened my eyes

once more, I could see nothing, for

the total darkness that was brood-

ing all around, but still I journeyed

onwards, resting on the bosom of

the enchanted cloud, and wrapt in

a deep tranquility and silent rest-

fulness.

How long I remained thus I

cannot tell, but presently I became

conscious
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conscious of many and various

sounds that were filling the hither-

to silent air around me, and rising

to my feet I stood beside the

spiritual Presence, which for the

first time since our flight from earth

now became visible to me, taking

to itself the beautiful form of an

angel, and shining in the luminous

light of its own spirituality, for all

around was still enveloped in an

impenetrable gloom.

The air was full of a strange

music, some of the melodies of

which were broken, detached and

inconsecutive, seeming like songs

begun but not completed.

"Surely,"
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"Surely," I thought to myself,
"
these are human voices that I

hear mingling among this strange

aerial music," for among the varied

tones that filled the air, I could

distinguish most clearly many of

the musical sounds belonging to

our earth. Sometimes I could hear

the happy laugh of a child ringing

through the air, and suggesting in

its joyous freedom, the blessed un-

consciousness of pain and sorrow.

Anon the whispered prayer of a

maiden for her absent lover would

float dreamily by in a sweet sooth-

ing melody. Then again, in a

pitying shudder, there broke upon

the
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the air the deep aching heart-

rending sob of a strong man in

distress, dying away in lonely bursts

of grief, to be followed, perhaps, by

the sweet united worship of many

voices singing in some religious

chant. These, and many other

sounds not human, but belonging

to nature alone, were all about me.

I could hear the sweet singing of

birds, the happy purling of streams,

the mysterious roar of the ocean,

the
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the strange wailing of sea birds, the

rapid rushing of waterfalls, and the

thousands of minor notes that all

in their appointed time and place,

make our world so full of beautv
j

and wonder.

" These melodies," said the

Spirit, in answer to my wondering

thoughts, "belong to the earth, and

are ever rising heavenwards to join

the music of the spheres which be-

longs to, and is part of, the
'

Eternal

Harp of sound,' which is even now

close at hand, and which I will pre-

sently reveal to you.

"All the sounds of poetry and

music that are of the earth are

with
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with these other human notes of

prayer, distress and joy, set floating

in this sea of pure ether, and flow-

ing on and on inharmonious motion,

they blend with the Divine music

of the spheres, breaking wave by

wave in a continuous tide of mixed

melody against the ' Eternal Harp,'

which is the centre of the Imper-

ishable City of the
l Music of the

Universe.'

" Besides the secret voices of

the heart, which are seldom known

to man, the moving music of the air

contains all the loved and treasured

songs of earth which have been

unheeded and neglected, but which

all
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all help to build up the everlasting

edifice of
'

the Eternal Citv of
j

sound,' whose echoing vibrations

reach us even now, and which for

a brief space of time you may now

behold." As the Spirit said these

words the whole surrounding at-

mosphere seemed to quiver and

vibrate \vith the beauty and force

of the mysterious music that was

borne upon the air.

"And all the while harmonious airs were

heard

Of chiming strings or charming pipes."

For a few brief moments I was

allowed a glimpse of this marvellous

aerial city. Out of the complete

gloom
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gloom surrounding us, the heavens

seemed all at once to divide as by

a flash of vivid lightning, and

through the opening of the dark-

ness which rolled back on either

side in dark purple clouds, I beheld

the vision of a city of light, in the

centre of which was a Golden Harp

hanging, as it were, midway in the

vault ofthe heavens, and surrounded

and guarded on all sides by myriads

of bright-robed spirits hovering and

calling in an incessant adoration of

song across its thrilling strings.

Other spirits I could see winging

their musical flight backwards and

forwards over the harmoniously

fashioned
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fashioned city, and building up,

note by note, an everlasting edifice

of Divine melody, with the con-

tinuous waves of the on-coming

tide of sound from the music of the

earth, the sea, and the sky.

During the brief glimpse that

I had of this wonderful city, I real-

ized that all the delicate etherealitv
j

of its beauty was actually made up

of the separate notes or sounds that

I could hear floating past me in

such varied tones.

These tone-waves, on emerging

from the darkness without, and en-

tering within the radius of the soft

brilliance of the vision, then actu-

ally
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ally became visible to me, and I

watched them drawn and absorbed

into the glory of the musical city,

in the shape of flowers of every

kind of beauty and form.

Wafted towards the Golden

Harp, and descending in showering

notes of blossoming melody, the

strings were thus kept in constant

touch with these fair flowers of

song, and were for ever quivering

and filling the air with harmonious

circles of sound. The notes echo-

ing back over the city in millions

of bright blossoms were caught by

the spirits to be used in building

up, in lasting tones, the " Eternal

Edifice
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Edifice of the Music of the

Spheres."

* * * * * *

The glowing beauty of the City

with the Golden Harp faded all too

soon, and as I watched the darkness

gradually gather and close over

the \vonders of the vision, an over-

whelming sense of loneliness came

over my spirit, and crying out, I

heard my own voice go forth into

the gloom in a mournful song that

seemed to be wrung from the depths

of my soul. It was as if I myself

were that voice floating onwards,

and mingling with the rolling music

around me, seeking with a yearning

prayer
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prayer of hope to be admitted and

become part of the vanished city

of melody, now so entirely hidden

away beyond an impenetrable wall

of darkness.

" Would my voice be heard ?
"

I asked myself.
" And would my

humble song blossom into one of

those beauteous flowers I had seen,

and find its way to the Golden

Harp whose ever vibrating strings

would thrill in sweet tones of ac-

knowledgement of the gift I fain

would bestow ?
"

I turned anxiously towards the

spirit in a questioning gaze.

" In very truth," said the Voice

beside
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beside me, "yours was a song so

full of divine expression and soulful

prayer that it will surely be heard.

See," continued the Spirit,
"
the

____^ ___^ notes are even

% now changing

I
into a blossom

of exquisite de-

vice, a flower of

Bs^ the earth, which

is made from the passionate plead-

ing voice of a human soul striving

to attain to the Divine."

I looked, and saw that the

"fabric of my song" was a beautiful

white rose, and I watched it float

away from me into the distant

gloom,
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gloom, bright and star-like, and I

knew that it would pass through

the veil of darkness that hid the

enchanted city from my sight, and

entering there, would perhaps nestle

at the base of the great Golden

Harp itself, where thousands of

other blossoms were already rest-

ing in tuneful repose.******
I tried in vain to recall once

more the picture of the visionary

city, but I knew that it could not

be, for the Spirit had vanished, and

the voices and the music of the air

were dying away into silence, and

I could hear instead the low sonor-

ous
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ous sound of rolling thunder. The

serene calm that had possessed me

whilst with the Spirit, now left me,

and I became distressed and ill at

ease, and longing to escape from

the intense darkness and oppression

that accompanied the now inces-

sant roll of thunder, I hailed with

delight the bright vivid gleam of

a flash of lightning such as had

heralded the appearance of the

"Vision"; but instead of the radi-

ant glory of the Golden City, I

opened my eyes to a stormy sky,

hanging overhead in dark purple

clouds, and I heard the trees in the

garden sighing and swaying in a

restless
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restless movement, as the wind

moaned fitfully through their trem-

bling branches in anticipation of

the coining storm.

''

These, and far more than these.

The Poet sees !

He can behold

Things manifold

That have not yet been wholly told.
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gold and silver), Sporting and Coaching Scenes, 6-c., 6-c. By ANDREW
W. TUER. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-
street, B.C.

Large Paper copies, crown 4to, with earliest impressions of the
plates ; 250 only, signed and numbered, at Three Guineas.
(Nearly out of print.)

Demy 8vo copies at Twenty-five Shillings. (Out of print.)

SECOND EDITION :

CORRECTED AND REVISED, WITH ADDITIONAL MATTER.

By Command Dedicated to rfSTfjSV Her Majesty the Queen.

BARTOLOZZI AND HIS WORKS. By ANDREW W. TUER.
A biographical and descriptive account of the Life and Caresr of Fran-
cesco Bartolozzi, R.A. With some observations on the present Demand
for and Value of his Prints

;
the way to detect Modern Impressions

from Worn-out Plates and to recognise Falsely-tinted Impressions;
Deceptions attempted with Prints; Print Collecting, Judging, Hand-
ling, &-c. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-
street, B.C.

Octavo edition in one volume. [Twelve-and-Sixpence.
Collectors' edition (4 vols. 4to) and the 2 vol. 410 edition are out of print.

A BOOK FOR CHRISTMAS.

A RIGHTE MERRIE CHRISTMASSE ! ! ! THE STORY
OF CHRIST-TIDE. By JOHN ASHTON. Copper-plate Etching of " The
Wassail Song," by ARTHUR C. BEHREND. LONDON: The Leaden-
hall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall Street, B.C. [Twenty-five Shillings.

Special copies, limited in number, with the etching in proof state,

handsomely bound in full antique gold-lettered vellum by
ZAEHNSDORF. [Three Guineas.

PARODIES AND SATIRES. By ALERE FLAMMAM. LON-
DON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.

[Two-and-Sixpence.

FUNNYNYM SERIES No. i.

RUSTLING REEDS. Stirred by GOOSESTEP. Author of
"
Splay-Feet Splashings in Divers Places " and " Bric-a-Brac Ballads."

LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.
[One Shilling.

ILLUSTRATED.

BORDERLAND FANCIES. By EVA BOULTON. With
twenty-three Illustrations by the author. LONDON : The Leadenhall

Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two-and-Sixpence.

NEW EDITION OF
MRS. GREETS STORY OF THE GOLDEN OWL. With

twenty-four whole-page Illustrations by AMBROSE DUDLEY. LON-
DON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.

[Three-and-Sixpence.
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MRS. DORA GREET'S STORY OF THE GOLDEN OWL.
With twenty-four whole-page illustrations by AMBROSE DUDLEY.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall Street, E.G.

[Six Shillings.
Printed on brown paper throughout. A most remarkable book

both in matter and manner.

ENGLISH COUNTY SONGS. (Words and Music.) Col-
lected and Edited by LUCY E. BROADWOOD and J. A. FULLER MAIT-
LAND, M.A., F.S.A. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Lead-
enhall-street, E.G. [Six Shillings.

IN JEST AND EARNEST: A BOOK OF GOSSIP. By
JOSEPH HATTON, author of "The Reminiscences of J. L. Toole,
"
Henry Irving's Impressions ol America,"

"
Clytie,"

"
By Order of the

Czar,"
" The Princess Mazaroff," &c. With a Prefatory Address to

his friend, J. L. Toole. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50,
Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two-and-Sixpence.

PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED.
Mr. GRANTALLEN'SNEWSTORY: MICHAEL'S CRAG

With nearly four hundred marginal illustrations in silhouette, by
FRANCIS C. GOULD. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50,

Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Three-and-Sixpence.

THE BUSINESSES OF A BUSY MAN. By R. S.
WARREN BELL. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leaden-
hall-street, E.G. [Three-and-Sixpence.

DOCTOR CjUODLIBET : A STUDY IN ETHICS, by the
Author of "Chronicles of Westerly," "John Orlebar," "Cuhnshire
Folk," &c. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-

street, E.G. [Three-and-Sixpence.

SONGS SUNG AND UNSUNG. By HAROLD BOULTON.
LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Five Shillings.

ILLUSTRATED.

A PROFESSIONAL PUGILIST. By HARRY A. JAMES.
Illustrated by KENNETH M. SKEAPING. LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

ENGLISH FARMING AND WHY I TURNED IT UP.
By ERNEST BRAMAH. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50,

Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two-and-Sixpence.

EIGHTEEN OF THEM SINGULAR STORIES. By
WARWICK SIMPSON. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50,

Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Three-and-Sixpence.

ILLUSTRATED.

HUMOURS 6- ODDITIES OF THE LONDON POLICE
COURTS, FROM THE OPENING OF THIS CENTURY TO THE PRESENT
TIME. Illustrated and edited by

" DOGBERRY." LONDON : The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Two-and-Sixpence.
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"HAVE YE READ IT?" LOOK SHARP! By Mrs. R.
W. WOODS, Authoress of "

Gatherings." LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two Guineas.

SOCIALISM OR PROTECTION ? WHICH is IT TO BE ?

A Question for the Classes and the Masses. By M. H. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street B.C.
[One Shilling.

STRAY MINUTES : Being some account of the Proceedings
of the Literary Club at St. Mungo-by-the-Sea. By E. H. LACON
WATSON, Author oi "Ephemera," 6-c. LONDON: The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

NOTIONS OF A NOBODY. By T. THEODORE DAHLE.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Two-and-Sixpence.

NEW EDITION, PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED.

A LIFE'S REMINISCENCES OF SCOTLAND YARD.
By Detective ANDREW LANSDOWNE, late of the Criminal Investigation
Department. With one-hundred and ninety-one suggestive illustra-

tions by AMBROSE DUDLEY. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd :

50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

A LIFE'S REMINISCENCES OF SCOTLAND YARD.
By Detective ANDREW LANSDOWNE, late of the Criminal Investiga-
tion Department. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leaden-
hall-street, E.G. [Half-a-Crown.

NEW SHILLING EDITION, ILLUSTRATED, OF
THE CONFESSIONS OF A POACHER. Edited by JOHN

WATSON, F.L.S., author of " Nature and Woodcraft,"
"
Sylvan Folk,"

&-C., <S-c. Illustrated by JAMES WEST. LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

A most captivating book.

THE CONFESSIONS OF A POACHER. Edited by JOHN
WATSON, F.L.S., author of " Nature and Woodcraft,"

"
Sylvan Folk,"

&c, &-c Illustrated by JAMES WEST. LONDON: The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall Street, E.G. [Two-and-Sixpence.

A HANDSOME QUARTO.
ECHOES : A MUSICAL BIRTHDAY BOOK. By the HON.

MRS. BRETT. Frontispiece by EVERARD HOPKINS. LONDON : The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Twelve-and-Sixpence.
A covetable present.

MUSIC QUARTO SIZE.

SEVEN SONGS TO SING (Music and Words) By Alfred
T. Caldicott

;
Cotsford Dick

;
L. Denza

;
Malcolm Lawson ; Theo-

Marzials ; J. L. Roeckel, and Lord Henry Somerset. Edited by
HAROLD BOULTON. Frontispiece by AMBROSE DUDLEY. LONDON:
The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Six Shillings,
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PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED.

A HISTORY OF ENGLISH LOTTERIES, NOW FOR THE
FIRST TIME WRITTEN. By JOHN ASHTON. Illustrated with
numerous reproductions of humorous lottery bills, 6-c., 6-c. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.
[Twelve-and-Sixpence .

THE REMINISCENCES OF CHIEF INSPECTOR
LITTLECHILD. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50,
Leadenhall Street, E.G. [Two-and-sixpence.

ILLUSTRATED.

NOVEL NOTES. By JEROME K. JEROME, author of
" The Idle

Thoughts of an Idle Fellow,"
" On the Stage and Off/'&c. LONDON:

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.
[Three-and-Sixpence.

NEW EDITION, ILLUSTRATED.

ON THE STAGE AND OFF. The brief career of a would-
be actor. By JEROME K.JEROME. With One Hundred Illustrations

by KENNETH M. SKEAPING LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd:
50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Haifa-Crown.

ON THE STAGE AND OFF. The brief career of a would-be
actor. Sixteenth Edition. By JEROME K. JEROME. LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

THE IDLE THOUGHTS OF AN IDLE FELLOW : A
BOOK FOR AN IDLE HOLIDAY. One-hundred-and-forty-third
Edition. ByJEROME K. JEROME, Author of" On the Stage and Off."

LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Half-a-Crown.

" The Idle Thoughts by JEROME, with his special private views,
Is a book all busy people should undoubtedly peruse." Punch.

THE BEST BOOK OF ALPHABETS PUBLISHED.

A NEW SHILLING BOOK OF ALPHABETS, PLAIN
AND ORNAMENTAL, ANCIENT AND MODERN. For the use of Archi-

tects, Clergymen, Decorators, Designers, Draughtsmen, Teachers, <&c.

With a curiously interesting Alphabet (capitals and small letters) in
facsimile from an original MS. written by Charles I. .together with his

writing-master's "copy." LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd:
50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

Dedicated by Special Permission to H.R.H. Princess Louise

(Marchioness of Lome).

TWELVE NEW SONGS. (Music and Words.) By SOME
OF THE BEST-KNOWN BRITISH COMPOSERS: Joseph Barnby ; Alfred

Cellier; F. Corder; Frederick Cowen
;

Charles H. Lloyd; Hamisb
MacCunn; A. C. Mackenzie; C. Hubert H. Parry ;

Arthur Somervell
;

C. V. Stanford; A. Goring Thomas; Charles Wood. Edited by
HAROLD BOULTON : Poems by the Editor. A beautiful copper-plate
frontispiece by FRANK DICKSEE, R.A., entitled "The Harpsichord."
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Twelve Shillings.
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The ten whole-page Illustrations, from the ORIGINAL copper-plates (since
destroyed), are delicately hand-coloured in Rowlandson's style, and
include the diligence or mail coach changing horses on a road paved
with rough cobble stones ; fashionable persons, male and female, in

quaint costumes of the period; cabriolet or vehicle apparently the pre-
cursor of the modern hansom cab ; a conjuror and his assistant ; female

quack medicine vendor, Src., Src.

250 Copies only, each one numbered and signed.
Copper-plates destroyed.

MANNERS AND CUSTOMS OF THE FRENCH (fac-
simile of the scarce 1815 edition), with ten whole-page amusing and
prettily tinted Illustrations. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd :

50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Sixteen Shillings.

THE VISIBLE TO-BE : A STORY OF HAND-READING.
LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Three-and-Sixpence.

COUNSEL TO LADIES AND EASY-GOING MEN ON
THEIR BUSINESS INVESTMENTS, and cautions against the lures of

Wily Financiers and Unprincipled promoters. LONDON : The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall Street, London, E.G.

[Three-and-Sixpence.
" The price of the book is 35. 6d., and is in itself an excellent

investment." Sala's Journal.

THE CHILD SET IN THE MIDST : By MODERN POETS

("And He took a little child and set him in the midst of them.")

Edited by WILFRID MEYNELL. With a facsimile of the MS. of " The
Toys," by COVENTRY PATMORE. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press,
Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Six Shillings.

THE BOOK OF DELIGHTFUL AND STRANGE
DESIGNS BEING ONE HUNDRED FACSIMILE ILLUSTRA-
TIONS OF THE ART OF THE JAPANESE STENCIL-CUTTER
to which the Gentle Reader is Introduced by one ANDREW W. TUER,
F.S.A. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-

street, E.G. [Six Shillings.
"
Quaint, beautiful, and unique." Daily Telegraph.

FROM THE BULL'S POINT OF VIEW: THE TRUE STORY
OF A BULL FIGHT. By R. ST. JOHN CORBET.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Sixpence.

SPLAY-FEET SPLASHINGS IN DIVERS PLACES. By
GOOSESTEP. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-

street, E.G. [Three-and-Sixpence.

BRIC-A-BRAC BALLADS. By GOOSESTEP, author of
"
Splay-Feet Splashings in Divers Places." LONDON : The Leaden-

hall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

JOE MILLER IN MOTLEY, BEING THE CREAM OF JOE'S

JESTS. Compiled by W. CAREW HAZLITT. LONDON : The Lead-

enhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two Shillings.
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"
I have got a new - born sister ;

I was nigh the first that kiss'd her."

(CHARLES AND MARY LAMB.)
POETRY FOR CHILDREN, entirely original, by the Author

of "Mrs. Leicester's School." In two volumes. A facsimile, including
both frontispieces specially engraved on copper, of the extremely scarce

original 1809 edition. In a pretty contemporary binding by Zaehns-
dorf. The copies are limited to 100, each numbered and signed.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[i los. the two volumes, nett.

ENGLISH CAROLS OF THE FIFTEENTH CENTURY:
from a M S. Roll in the Library of Trinity College, Cambridge.
Edited by I. A. FULLER MAITLAND, M.A., F.S.A., with added Vocal
Parts by W. S. ROCKSTRO. Frontispiece: facsimile in colours of the
"
Agincourt Song," No. VII. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press.Ltd :

50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Ten Shillings.

SECOND EDITION.

TRICKS AND TRICKSTERS. Tales founded on fact from
a Lawyer's Note-Book. By JOSEPH FORSTER, author of " Some French
and Spanish Men of Genius," "Four great Teachers: Carlyle, Ruskin,
Emerson, and Browning," "Duty Wins," 6-c. LONDON : The Lead-
enhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

THE DOLLS' GARDEN PARTY. By JAMES M. LOWRY.
Author of " The Keys at Home," &c., &c. Illustrated by J. B. CLARK.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall Street, E,C.

[Half-a-Crown.

A STORY OF STOPS. By Mrs. DAVIDSON, of Tulloch,
author of " Kitten's Goblins." Prettily Illustrated by the authoress.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.

[Five Shillings.

KITTEN'S GOBLINS. By MRS. DAVIDSON, of Tulloch. With
a dozen whole-page illustrations by the authoress.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.

[Five Shillings

THROUGH ENGLAND ON A SIDE-SADDLE IN THE
TIME OF WILLIAM & MARY; being the diary of CELIA FIENNES.
With an explanatory Introduction by The Hon. Mrs. GRIFFITHS.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C.

[Twelve-and-Sixpence.

"THOSE FOREIGN DEVILS!" A CELESTIAL ON
ENGLAND AND ENGLISHMEN, Edited by W. H. WILKINSON, H.M.
Consular Service, China. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd:

50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two-and-Sixpence.

THE STAGE IN THE DRAWING-ROO : SHORT ONE-
ACT SKETCHES FOR Two AND THREE PLAYERS By MILLIE SELOUS.
LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Half-a-Crown.
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JOHN BULL JUNIOR : or FRENCH AS SHE is TRADUCED. En-
larged from " Drat the Boys !

"
By MAX O'RELL, author of "

John
Bull and his Island," 6-c. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50,
Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

JOHN BULL AND HIS ISLAND. (Cheap Edition.) Translated
from the French by the Author, MAX O'RELL. LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

Upwards of two hundred thousand copies have been disposed of.

DRAT THE BOYS! or, RECOLLECTIONS OF AN EX-FRENCH
MASTER IN ENGLAND. By MAX O'RELL, author of "John Bull and
his Island," &c., <^c. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50,

Leadenhall-street, EC. [Two Shillings.

"THE GRASSHOPPER," being some account of the Bank-
ing House at 68, Lombard Street. By JOHN BIDUULPH MARTIN,
M.A., F.S.S. Illustrated. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd:

50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Guinea.

THE DAINTIEST OF DAINTY BOOKS.

BYGONE BEAUTIES PAINTED BY HOPPNER : ten

delicately engraved portraits of beautiful women of a bygone
period. Introduction by ANDREW W. TUER, F.S.A. LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [Two Shillings.

76th THOUSAND.
OLD LONDON STREET CRIES AND THE CRIES OF

TO-DAY, with heaps of Quaint Cuts, including hand-coloured frontis-

piece. By ANDREW W. TUER, F.S.A., author of " Bartolozzi and
his Works," &c. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leaden-

hall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

"
Very amusing. Charmingly pretty. A wonderful shilling's-

worth." Globe.

NEW AND ENLARGED EDITION.

HANDBOOK pF LONDON BANKERS, with Some
Account of their Predecessors the Early Goldsmiths, together with
List of Bankers from 1670, 6-c., <S-c. By F. G. HILTON PRICE, F.S.A.
LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Fifteen Shillings.

HOW TO FAIL IN LITERATURE. A Lecture.

By ANDREW LANG. Revised, corrected and augmented. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.
[One Shilling.

JOHN OLDCASTLE'S GUIDE FOR LITERARY
BEGINNERS. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leaden-
hall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

"
Is the only practical and common sense book on the subject

we know of."
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Dedicated by Permission to Admiral H.R.H. The Duke of Edinburgh, K.G.

REAL SAILOR -SONGS (Two-hundred Illustrations) Col-
lected and edited by JOHN ASHTON, author of " A Century of Ballads,"
"Romances of Chivalry," <S-c., &c. LONDON: The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Guinea.

A magnificent volume profusely illustrated with the quaintest
old woodcuts imaginable. Many of these songs originally sold

in the streets are reprinted in their pristine narrow form, being
separately mounted on brown paper slips or guards. The book
is a monument of research and a triumph of the typographic
art. Datlv Telegraph.

THE GRIEVANCES BETWEEN AUTHORS AND
PUBLISHERS, being the Report of the Conferences of the Incor-

porated Society of Authors held in Willis's Rooms in March, 1887,
with Additional Matter and Summary. LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50 Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

CHEAP EDITION.
MODERN MEN. By A MODERN MAID. CONTENTS: The Deeay

of Courtesy, Our Partners, Our Fellow Boarders, Husbands and
Brothers, The Vanity of Men, Men and Money Matters, Objectionable
Lovers, <S-c., 6-c. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50,

Leadenhall-street, E.C. [One Shilling.

A book in which modern men are amusingly abused.

"CORNERED." By NORMAN PORRITT. LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Two-and-Sixpence.

AS THE WIND BLOWS. By J. PERCY KING.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Five Shillings.

CURIOUS OLD COOKERY RECEIPTS, including Simples
for Simple Ailments. Printed from a Manuscript now dropping to

pieces through much thumbing. Frontispiece, an old inscribed

pewter platter dated 1679. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50,

Leadenhall-street. E.C. I
One Shilling.

THE AUSTRALIAN AT HOME. Notes and Anecdotes
of Life at the Antipodes, including Useful Hints to those intending to
Settle in Australia. By EDWARD KINGLAKE. LONDON : The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Two-and-Sixpence.

TALES OF THE "WILD AND WOOLLY WEST." By
ADAIR WELCKER, of Berkeley, California. LONDON: The Leaden-
hall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-stieet, E.C. [One Shilling.



PRINCE DORUS. By CHARLES LAMB. A reproduction 01 the first

edition of 1811, including all the beautiful coloured plates. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Seven-and-Sixpence.

Five hundred copies only printed, each being separately numbered & signed.

A copy of this scarce and amusing book for children was

recently sold by auction

" This bright little volume will have a place in every collec-

tion of modern literary curiosities." Notes and Queries.

CHEAP EDITION.

PRINCE DORUS. By CHARLES LAMB. A reproduction of
the scarce and pretty first edition of 1811, including all the coloured
plates. With Introduction by ANDREW W. TUER, F.S.A. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, EC. [One Shilling

BEAUTY AND THE BEAST. By CHARLES LAMB. With an
Introduction by ANDREW LANG. Illustrated with eight beautiful steel

plates engraved in facsimile from the original edition. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Three-and-Sixpence.

A charming book of equal interest to children and their elders.

One hundred signed copies only, containing a set of earliest open
letter proofs of the eight illustrations in red, and a duplicate set in

brown. [Ten-and-Sixpence : now raised to Two Guineas.

GRAY'S ELEGY : with Sixteen beautiful Illustrations by NORMAN
PRESCOTT DAVIES, facsimiled from his original drawings in the posses-
sion, and published by the gracious permission of H. R. H. The
PRINCESS OF WALES. Bound in gold lettered vellum, with broad
silken bands and strings. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50
Leadenhall-street, E.C. [One Guinea

" A work of very great beauty. Leeds Mercury

THE BANTAMS OF SHEFFIELD, a Novel. By GUY
BALGUY, author of "The Maids of Dulverton," 6-c. LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C. [Half-a-Crown.

DAME WIGGINS OF LEE. Hand-coloured Illustrations

LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[One Shilling.

A Reprint of a picture book illustrated from the original

blocks, hand-coloured used by our grandmothers when young.
DAME WIGGINS OF LEE has met with the strong approval of

Mr. Ruskin.

THE A. B. C. MARINERS' GUIDE, containing Complete
Information relating to the Mercantile and Maritime Laws and

Customs, including a useful set of Tables, 6-c., compiled by CAPTAIN
R. T. STEVENS. (Second Edition.) LONDON: The Leadenhall

Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C. [Seven-and-Sixpence.
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TABLE OF DISTANCES TO AND FROM THE
Principal Commercial Seaports of the World, shewing the distances
in nautical miles both via the Capes and the Suez Canal, including a
Table of Distances in the Sea of Marmora, the Black Sea and the Sea
of Azof. Compiled and arranged by CAPTAIN R. T. STEVENS.

This Table shews at a glance the distance from anchorage to anchorage between the
ports of London, Liverpool. Newcastle, Cardiff and the principal commercial
ports of the world, as also the distance of the latter ports from each other. The
distances given are the shortest pjssible in safe water.

Price 3os. ; or mounted on linen 353. ; mounted on linen, rollers

and varnished 405.

LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

A TABLE OF DISTANCES IN NAUTICAL MILES
between the principal ports of the United Kingdom, and ports in the
North Sea, Kattegat, Baltic Sea and Gulfs of Finland and Bothnia.

Compiled by CAPTAIN R. T. STEVENS. LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, B.C. [Two Shillings

RUS IN URBE: or FLOWERS THAT THRIVE IN LONDON
GARDENS AND SMOKY TOWNS. By M. E. HAWEIS. Illustrated.

LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[One Shilling.

" Full of encouragement for the patient townsman who desires

a garden or something green to make cheerful his surroundings.
Saturday Review.

THIRD EDITION, REVISED.

THE PERFECT WAY
; or, THE FINDING OF CHRIST. By

ANNA KINOSFORD, M.D. (Paris), and EDWARD MAITLAND, B.A.
(Cantab). LONDON: The Leadenhall Press Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-
street, E.G. [Seven-and-Sixpence.

POLICE ! By CHARLES TEMPEST CLARKSON, thirty-three years an
Officer of Police; and J. HALL RICHARDSON, Journalist on one of the
London Dailies. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leaden-
hall-street, E.G. [Six Shillings.

Whole page illustrations of Prisoners being photographed for

"The Rogues' Gallery"; Burglar's Kit; and Metropolitan
Police Constable.

THE ROGUES' GALLERY. Portraits from Life, of Burglars,
Receivers, Forgers, Cracksmen, Smashers, Bank Sneaks, House
Thieves, Swell Mobsmen, Pickpockets, Swindlers, and Tricksters.

By the Authors of" POLICE!" C. T. CLARKSON andj. H. RICHARD-
SON. Illustrated by HARRY PARKES. LONDON : The Leadenhall
Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G. [One Shilling.

PRIZE SPECIMENS OF HANDWRITING, LADIES' AND
GENTLEMEN'S. Contains many specimens, in facsimile, of the best

handwriting for which prizes were recently awarded.
LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Sixpence.
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A SEASON IN EGYPT. By W. M. FLINDERS PETRIE. Illustrated.

LONDON : The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.G.

[Twelve Shillings.

THE AGE OF MARIE ANTOINETTE. A sketch of the

period of European revival, which claims amongst its representatives
Goethe, Prudhon, Gainsborough, and Mozart. By CHARLES NEWTON
SCOTT, author of " The Foregleams ot Christianity," S-c. LONDON :

The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C [Two Shillings

HOUSEKEEPING MADE KASY. By a Lady. A simplified
method of keeping accounts, arranged to commence from any date.

LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[One Shilling.

RESCUED ESSAYS OF THOMAS CARLYLE. Edited
with an Introduction and Notes by PERCY NEWBERRY. LONDON
The Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50 Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Two Shillings

A PEARL OF ENGLISH RHETORIC.

THOMAS CARLYLE ON THE REPEAL OF THE UNION.
LONDON : The Leadenhall Press. Ltd: 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C.

[Sixpence.

ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKE: OR A JEST IN SOBER
EARNEST: Ninth Edition. LONDON: The Leadenhall Press, Ltd :

50, Leadenhall-street, E.C. [One Shilling.

A manual by means of which the Portuguese author, who has

struggled with the difficulties of the English language by aid of

dictionary and phrase-book, proposes to teach its complexities to

his fellow countrymen. The solemn good faith of the writer

crowns the unapproachable grotesqueness of his composition.
"
Excruciatingly funny." The World.

ENGLISH AS SHE IS SPOKE: OR A JEST IN SOBER
EARNEST. " HER SECONDS PART." (new matter.) LONDON: The
Leadenhall Press, Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C. [One Shilling.

An unlimited mine of salt for diners-out.
"
Deliciously humorous." Detroit Free Press.

I ,OOO QUAINT CUTS FROM BOOKS OF OTHER DAYS,
including Amusing Illustrations from Children's Story Books, Fables,
Chap-books, &c., &c.

;
a Selection of Pictorial Initial Letters and

Curious Designs and Ornaments from Original Wooden Blocks be-

longing to The Leadenhall Press. LONDON : The Leadenhall Press,
Ltd : 50, Leadenhall-street, E.C. [Sixteen-pence

A limited number printed on one side of the paper only at

Two-and-Eightpence.
" A wonderful collection of entertaining old wood engravings

.... any one of these delights is worth the one-and-fourpence."
Saturday Review.
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(Punch is responsible for this transposition!)

THE

HAIRLESS /AUTHOR'S

PAPER PAD.

" With bad paper, one's best is impossible."

The Author's Hairless Paper-Pad (issued by The

Leadeuhall Press, Ltd :) Contains, in block form, fifty sheets of strong
hairless paper, over which being of unusual but not painful smooth-
ness the pen slips with perfect freedom. Easily detachable, the size

of the sheets is about 7$ x 8J in., and the price is only that charged for

common scribbling paper. THE AUTHOR'S HAIRLESS PAPER-PAD may
be comfortably used, whether at the desk, held in the hand, or resting on

the knee. As being most convenient tor both author and compositor,
the paper is ruled the narrow way, and of course on one side only.

Sixpence each : s/- per dozen, ruled or plain.*

The Author's Hairless Paper-Pad Holder-
8u

lSry
d

busy few who write when travelling, and to stay-at-homes who dislike

the restraint of desk or table. It is intended that the wooden rim at the

side of the AUTHOR'S HAIRLESS PAPER-PAD HOLDER should be grasped

by the left hand, the right being free to travel over the whole surface

of the paper from top to bottom The height of Pad and Holder will

be kept uniform if each written sheet is placed as torn off underneath

the Pad, the base of which is now thick blotting paper instead of the

old and useless cardboard. The ordinary sloped position when in use

keeps Pad and Holder together. One Shilling each.*

*
// to be forwarded by post, send zd. extra lor postage of single Pud

and is. for postage of one dozen Pads. The postage on one Pad-
Holder is ad., and one Pad-Holder and one Pad together $d.
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