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The Lyceum Movement
will have a very Happy
Year.
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The LycezZn*Banner will
do its best to help on the
work.
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How do*yzu like our
first deed towards such a
result ?
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You will :era%ainly admit
it is better, brighter, and
larger than ever before.
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The size of the pages
will be continued during
the year.
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The present ¢ Double
Number” has been got out
under great difficulties.
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The imprgvements all
mean more work, increased
expenses, and greater fi-
nancial loss.
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When mother lights the lamp and draws the curtains
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&  goes down, down,
Oh! The Dustman comes a-creeping in from Shut-eye Oh! The Dustman comes a-creeping in from Shut-es= ..
Town. ¢ Town, n
And he throws dust in the eyes of all the babies tha And the babies think the Dustman is as mean @ &
he 1agets, can be,

No matter where he finds them, in the house or in
the streets.
Then the baby’s eyes grow heavy, and the lids drop

For he shuts their eyes at nightfall, just when 6u
want to see. g Oz

But their little limbs are weary,"’gr all they fret ar

down, frown, .
When the Dustman comes a-creeping in from Shut-eye When the Dustman comes a-creeping in from Shuf
Town. Town. .
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: “ticularly good,
woods this after-

good.”

4
. #0e being ’ticularly
%y hard 2”7
it 15 only keeping as
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< et % mouses Mamma.
, Seeaady N2
WS o YA these letters to

R rus o sy,  Did Pd
_sTun ¢ jay. Did FXidy
nd you to'wd? ” £%5

T e " 9
siamma, I thought dmys % Lom
+5 mended my dolly’s arm anu %4

«her a hat, and I wanted to do
hing: for them.” PS
Yt is right, now run and tell them.”
2 Bdie closed the door carefully,
owly climbed the stairs on tip-toe,
Sery door stood open, going in,
e closed it, and announced :
‘ Mamma says we can go into the
oods after dinner if we is good.”
emssrah 1 from Teddy.
w nice ! ” from Dora.
t we’s got to keep quiet .all the
g. Let’s play a quiet play.”
‘y’re no fun,” remarked Teddy.
iow. Let’s play the house is on fire
cescue Edie.”
»ut Bdie had a ctrong objection to this
ne “I don’t want to be rescued, you
va; s hurts me and makes me cry, and
,Qyt’-’ . ot being quiet. Let’s cut pictures
% cid books.”
al -dea was accepted as the best, a
s of old papers and two pair of scissors
e begged from the housemaid and
't reigned in the nursery for some

%IQLL\e};’s go infto the garden and talk to
N’ Teddy suggested at length.
™Mee! o barrow and give you
ide.
And three pair of eager feet
hree impatient little people with
.~ rush down stairs, out through
n door into the sunny garden.
hat be them yougsters after now ?”
:s the gardener to himself, as they
_come roshing towards him, ¢ some mis-
chief I'll be bound.”
“Please, Mr. Brown, let me wheel
that,” says Teddy in a polite. tcae, “ I
7on’t *pset it and I want to [give Dora
ad Edic a ride.” = _
“You can’t give ’em a ride ’til its
pty, Master Teddy, aud its too heavy
- a little chap like yci#’
“I’'m not very little, I'm nearly ten,”
ors Teddy, drawing himself to his
might, as though ten was quite
7, 80 with help from Brown, he

—_—

the placessr,.,. - The = :
£%0 littla iy 1 5
made #cm happ_ ., ;::“,Pbicug Dhc
“Qh! Mr, .L'.f‘f)wh;- . s e -
tha[ fl]_nny dog.,” PCE"I{;uxg ;JM:.\'(‘HHI.’,.
poodle frotfing along the rcad, vy the

“wside of a young lady, ¢ Why he’s only
gt half his hair, won't it grow ¢ *

NYT

leg, but them dogs always has it cut
like thats” § e

“T don’t*think he likes it. I wish he
could tell me _if he does, but he can’t
talk.” e

“I’ve heard tell, Miiss Dora, that if you
take a animal under a,‘baa.k tree, they can
talk for half an hour but 1 «don’t believe
it myself, when I was a lad 1° took the
old cow we had under a oak tree i1€or an
hour and she never spoke a word.”

“(Come children, dinner is ready,”

called Mamma from the window, “go
and wash your hands.”

“Has we been 'ticularly good Mamma ?”’

“Yes dears, unusually quiet.”

Dinner is over, preparations for the
journey completed and the three children
start on their half mile walk full of de-
light, for the wood is a favourite place
with them, with its cool shadows, bright
wild flowers and busy,chattering squirrels.
A pleasant place and safe, not large
enough to get lost in, and the tiny brook
babbling through is too shallow to be
dangerous.

“Do you think it is true, what Brown
said about animals talking ? ” says Dora.

“ Don’t know, don’t think so, if it was
that cow would have said something.”

“ P’r’aps she didn’t like him,” suggests
Edie.

“That was it, ’'m going to take first
animal I can to an oak and see if it can
talk.  Oh, Mr. Squirrel, can you talk?
This is an oak, and if you can, please do,”
says Dora, looking up at a little grey
head with bright eyes just visible through
the leaves.

“Of course I can,” answers a shrill
little voice, “If you had asked me before
I could have told you so, but that’s just
like the children, they never seem to
think anyone else can do anything.”

“0Oh,” gasped the children, too frighten-
ed to say anything else, so frightened
were they that all three suddenly sat
down on the grass, unable to stand.

“Now what is the matter with you all,
you ask me if T can talk and when I say
yes, you all sit down and stare. It's
very rude.”

“If you please, Mr. Squirrel,” began
Teddy.

“ P’m not Mr., ’'m Mrs. Squirrel.”

“Please Mrs. Squirrel,” said Teddy,
(adopting the correction meekly), “ We
don’t mean to be rude, but we only heard
this morning that you could talk and we
didn’t believe it and when you talked we
was so astonished, we couldn’t stand up.”

“An’ we is very sorry if we’se 'noyed
you and ’pollygise,” added Edie.

“Well, you are very polite children to

voice at ls=t
lad and the S & wuelin's speak.”

“If he was thas 9@ she couldr't.
because if you for ONEREL time,
after you are 12 wekan't answer”

“ Are there a lot Ohrules about talk-
ing to you, Mrs. Squirrg ?”

“Yes, but don’t ask mewhat they ave,
I never can remember things.”

“Will you tell us what you do, where
you live and how many babies you have,”
asked Dora.

“Yes, you seem to be mnice children
and if you promise not to take them away,
I will show you my family.”

“We wont touch them, only
10oa- ?

“Then £allaw me, but don’t expect me
to talk while I am leadlicg- “ha way, unless
T am on the branches of an oak. .
you ready ? 7’

The children watched her as she ran
along the branches, nimbly springing
from one tree to another until at last she
stopped on one of the lower branches of
a half dead oak, then they hurried after
her, eager, excited, wondering what®
strangc thing they would see or hear
next.

«It’s just like living in a fairy tale, I
wonder if we shall see Mrs. Squirrel
turn into a dear little Elf,” said Dora.

“ And take us away for years and
years and make us king and queen of the
Blves,” answered Teddy.

“ Now, children, if you look in there
you will see my family, but don’t touch
them.”

The three children crowded round to
peep into a hollow branch and saw a big
comfortable mnest in which were four
little gray furry balls, which, at their
delighted “ Oh,” moved quickly, proving
to be four little bright eyed squirrels, all
calling out * What that?”

« We won’t hurt you, little stwirrels,
we only wants to see you,” says Edie.

“ Do you stay there all the winter ? i
asked Teddy.

SN0

« Will you tell us what youdo?”

“ Yes, if you sit down.”

So they sat down on the soft earth,
taking care to keep under the branches
of the oak.

« Mrs Squirrel, won’t you come and
sit on my lap? I won’t hurt you. li
should like to stroke your nice coat,”
said Hdie.

The squirrel looked at her half doubt-
fully, then scrambled to the grounc}, and
jumped onto Edie’s knee. There,” she
said, as she settled down,  you are the
first child I have done that to, they are
too fond of teasing to be trusted, but you
seem nice children, in fact quite well be-
haved. What do youZwant me to tell
you?” ~

just
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“Your hist'ry,” said Teddy.

“I was born in a very nice comfort-
able nest,” began Mrs. Squirrel ¢ As
soon as I was old enough to understand,
I found the family consisted of father and
mother, two brothers, one sister and my-
self, and a very happy family we were
too, no quarrelling, no dis-obedience, it
was never necessary for owr mother to
scold or whip ws. One day while we
were still quite small, we were left alone
for a little while. I was sitting right
against the side of the nest almost hidden
by some of the twigs that we, in our
tumbling about, had loosened ; overhead
I could see the green leaves on the sway-
ing branches, with little bits of bright
blue sky and golden sunlight between.
Suddenly I felt our tree tremble, and
then a boy’s face appeared a little way
above me, then his arm and hand and
part of his body ; 1 crouched down terri-
fied. ‘I say, Dick,” he cried, ‘here’s a
squirrel’s nest and there’s some young
‘uns in it ‘Let ’em alone, they’re no
good to us,’ answered a voice. ¢ Yes
they are, Dick,” said the boy, “ I can sell
’em,” and he thrust his hand into our nest
and took out my brothers and sister, he
tried to feel if there were more, but I bit
- his finger so hard he was content to leave
me. My father and mother were very
much grieved when they returned, though
glad I had been left, and it was a long
time before they left me again. When
they did, I was almost half grown and
thought myself as wise as my mother.
¢ Now mind you don’t leave this tree and
get lost,” they said, but when they had
gone, I was determined to see what the
next tree was like, then I tried the next,
and the next, until at last when I started
to go back, I found I was lost.

“Oh! how frightened I was, no nice
warm nest, no nuts to eat, what should I
do? While I was wondering I saw the
boy who had stolen my brothers and
sister. I tried to run away, there was a
hole in a tree close by, I ran into it, but
the boy had seen me and in spite of my
biting and struggling he caught me, put
me in a basket and carried me home to
his house. I must say the boy (IMarry
they called him) was very kind to me, he
put me in a large cage, gave me plenty
of nuts and a comfortable bed to sleep on,
but I wanted freedom and for a long
time I bit him, or tried to, every time he
attemped to pet me. Then he tried
another way of what he called ¢taming’
me, if I tried to bite he kept me without
nuts for a little while, if I let him stroke
me, he gave more than my usual share.
When I found, no matter what I did, he
would not let me go, I allowed him to
make friends with me, and became quite
fond of him, he taught me to run round
a wheel and to take a nut without
snatching.

“One day I heard Harry talking to his
Mother. ¢ Mother, he said, ¢I’ve been
thinking about Freddy Maile, he doesn’t
have any fun now, you know, he fell and

hurt himself picking apples for Old
Gregson last autumn, he can’t even walk
across the room and I thought if I gave
him my squirrel it might amuse him.
May I?’ ¢Yes, my dear,” answered his
Mother. So Harry lifted up my cage
and carried me out into the lane. How
pleased I was to see the trees again, I
can’t tell you, so pleasea that I felt sorry
when Harry stopped at Freddy Maile’s
cottage, though it is really very uncom-
fortable to be carried along in a cage by
a boy who runs, and jumps over stones.
Harry carried me into the cottage and
placed my cage on a table by the side of
a big chair. In the chair was a boy,
such a different boy to Harry, a boy with
thin hands and a sad, pale face. His
eyes opened wide when he saw me, he
was so pleased, he could hardly thank
Harry, and then he began to talk to me.
How I used to wish he would take me
under an oak tree so that I could talk to
him, but he couldn’t, and I don’t suppose
he knew anything about it even if he had
been strong enough. I liked him better
than Harry, he was so kind and gentle.
His Mother was poor and had to leave
him alone a great deal, so he was very
glad of my company, he used to call me
¢ Frisk’ because she is so lively’, he
always explained. I grew so fond of
him that I used to sit on the arm of his
chair while I ate my nuts, it amused him
very much to see me sit up, holding the
nut in my paws.

“ It was nearly the end of winter when
Harry took me to Freddy, and I thought
it was the cold that made him so quiet
and pale, but as the weather grew warmer
he seemed to get thinner, weaker, and
more gentle every day, until one morn-
ing when I came out of my cage, I found
Freddy’s chair empty. I looked all
round the room—he was not there. Just
then Freddy’s mother came in, she picked
me up, carried me upstairs and placed me
on a long white thing (a bed I afterwards
heard it called) where Freddy was lying.
He was so pleased to see me that his
mother brought my cage up there and
for a good many days I lived in that
room with Freddy. I could not uader-
stand why the sunshine did not make him
strong ; it made me feel so happy, but
he grew quieter still, until one bright
sunny morning when I jumped onto his
bed, he did not look at me or move, but
just lay there, white and still and looking
so happy. I never saw him again, for I
was carried downstairs and for two days
no one even looked at me. I was getting
very hungry, all my food was gone, so 1
jumped out of the window onto a tree,
then hiding under bushes I made my way
to this wood where I have lived ever
since.”

“:The squirrel ceased speaking and sat
looking at the three children, with her
head on one side.

“ Are you satisfied ? ” she asked.

“Yeg, thank you ever so much,” an-
swered Dora and Teddy together.

“You'se 3."'51\,
Edie.

Well, T must g
and you must 2
you are polite ck
when you ask an :
won't be answere
under an oak.”

The three hurried
the wonderful thing
What animal shoul¢
know ” said Dora, ¢
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An Elephait « _wod Sease.

In India domes ;cated cleptanii are
usually given drink from large wooden
troughs filled wish well-water by means
of a pump, and it iscommonly an elephant;
that fills this trough. Every morning
he goes regularly to his task. . While

-

\

A

visiting a friend at his fine resid¥nce i
g 0

India, a correspondent of a paper saw a
large elephant engaged in pumping such
a trough of water. He continues :

¢ In passing, I noticed that one of the
two tree trunks which supported the
trough at either end had fallen from its

place, so that the trough, still elevated at

one extremity, would begin to empty as
soon as the water reached the level
of the top at the other end, which lay
on the ground. I stopped to see if the
animal would discover anything wrong.
Soon the water began to run off at the
end which had lost its support. The
animal showed signs of perplexity when
he saw this, but as the end nearest him
lacked much of being full, he continued
to pump. Finally, seeing that the water
continued to pass off, he left the pump
handle and began to consider the phe-
nomenon. He seemed to find it difficult
to explain. Three times he returned to
his pumping, and three times he examined
the trough.

“I was an absorbed locker-on, im-
patient to see what would be done. Soon
a lively flapping' of the ears indicated the
dawning of light. He went and smelled
of the tree trunk, which had rolled from
under the trough. I thought for a
moment that he was going to put it in its
place again. Buf it was not, as I soon
understood, the end that ran over that
disturbed him, but the end which he
found it impossible to fill. Raising the
trough, which he then allowed to rest
for an instant on one of his huge feet, he
rolled away, the second suppo ‘i log
with his truzk, and then set tL. irough
down, so thav it rested at both ends on
the ground. He 4 s _gturned to the
pump and complateietisk.”,

—e O

Barnes Tormer—¢“Why, sir, time and
again I have had the entire audience rise
as one man totheir feet, giving cheer after
cheer.” Roscius de Hamme,“Bound to get .
their ten cents’ worth in some way, eh?”

b |
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iynesia, which old
Bag Harbour told
Jhoreal habitations
ans.  ~When Starbird
“oath Sea trading schooner,
vitig under his uncle, Capt.
J sailgy’s last haven.

v OF severa!l 1ccessive years the Laura
beach on the south shore of the great
Geelvink Bay,in thenorth of New Guinea.
called the Rubi, lived & tribe that prac-
tised pearl-fishing. The native name of
name of tlie tribe, too. They took pearl
oysters from a bay inside a long, sandy

"‘gf the river.
As no other trader had visited these
. away elght or ten thousand dollars’ worth
of peasls every season in exchange for a
_trinkets. For this reason he wished to
keep the Arope “steady ” in their primi-
or firearms, lest they should become
embroiled with neighbouring tribes, with
in peace. The old captain’s policy was a
species of paternalism, wholly selfish at

This one-sided comirerce went on
pleasantly until one season when the

“and found that misfortune had befallen
the natives. Most of their grass huts
the good-natured brown folks—including
the old chief Bo¢’s three sons—had been
his bereavements, managed to make
Captain Titus understand that he and his
that lived a day’s journey up the river
Rubi.
graphic signs and gestures, while tears
flowed freely from his eyes. Never was
Titus Starbird. Indeed, he almost wept
when he learned that the invaded people
for him. Moreover, the outlook for the
future was bad. Old Boe¢ expected
soon come upon him again, and drive the
remnant of big people into the sea.
terrible fighters who shot unerring
arrows from powerful bows, and who
tried to explain the construction of

these huts, but the Americans could not

niniscences of his
> that incidentally
s tribe he was mate of the
ij',»!« who has long since sailed
Huall hed come to anchor off a certain
On this beach, near the mouth of a river
the beach was Arope, and that was the
_roint ich geparated it from the mouth
people, Captain Titus was able to carry
few bolts of cloths, knives and cheap
tive habits, and would not sell them rum
whom, as a rule, they were now living
bottom, yet benignant in its effects.
Laura Hall came to anchor off Arope,
had been burned, and more than half of
killed. Boe¢ himself, loudly lamenting
had been attacked by the Tarube, a tribe
Old Bo¢ described the  fighting by
anybody more sympathetic than Capt.
had found no time to fish up any pearls
nothing less than that the Tarube would
The chief depicted the Tarube as
lived in huts of a singular kind. Boe
understand what his signs and words

meant, though it was plain that they had
some reference to trees.

“Pearl trade’s completely busted,” said
Captain Titus to his mate and nephew,
Iilias.

“’Tis, unless we bust the Tarube and
set up the Arope again,” said Elias.

“1t’d be onchristian to make war on
’em,” said Captain Titus.

“It'd be unchristianer to let ’em come
and murder our friends.”

¢ Then there’s the pearls,” said Captain
Titus, cheering up.

¢ Certainly—we've got to protect
commerce,” said Elias.

The upshot of this talk was that the
Starbirds encouraged Old Boe to collect
his remaining brown fellows for war, and
on the following day a union expedition
set off up the Rubi in seven canoes. There
were Captain Titus himself, his mate Elias,
and four sailors from the Laura Hall in
company with Bo¢ and eighteen of his
tribesmen.

The canoes
weresodd
craft,each
hollowed ,out
from the trunk
| ofalarge tree.
Althoughthey
were soshaped
as to be any-
! thing but fast
- boats, yet the
~ brown, frizz-
headed Arope were able to paddle and
pole them at a good rate through the
water. By midafternoon they had almost
reached the Tarube village, without
having seen anything of the enemy.

At thot place the river bank, which
had hitherto looked like a continuous
jungle, had been cleared of underbrush
on the west side. Here stood a sparse
grove of large trees that had enormous
gray trunks three feet in diameter, and
rose forty or fifty feet, like pillars, be-
fore the first huge branches outgrew.
The broad tops formed a dense canopy
of green leaves that shaded the ground
beneath and gave a singularly sombre
aspect to the scene.

Opposite the grove several canoes
were drawn up at the waterside. As
soon as the invaders came in sight a great
tumult arose, and a mob of Tarube came
racing and yelling along the bank. The
dialects of the two tribes were not great-
ly dissimilar ; hence Boé replied in kind
to the shouts of the Tarube, and told
them that his friends and allies, the

. the birds.

powerful white shipmen, had come to kill
them all with thunder and lightning ?

These cheerful tidings were received
with how!s of incredulous defiance, and
the Tarube began hostilities, as Captain
Titus reckoned they would.

«Let ’em,” he said.  “ Puts us in the
right. Of course we've got to fight if
we're molested.”

The Tarube shot flights of arrows which
whizzed unpleasantly close, even at a
distance of a hundred yards, whereupon
Captain Titus discharged his piece, loaded
with swan-shot, at the Tarube chief,
Gustu. This gentleman seemed more
scared than hurt, for he fled vigorously
and howled dismally, together with most
of his men. No doubt some of the pel-
lets had pattered severely on his brown
hide.

The Americans then witnessed a droll
spectacle, for the Tarube men, women
and children ran to the trees, and began
climbing up the great trunks by means
of grass ropes and notches hacked in the
thick bark. The scratching noise made
by their bare toes was immensely divert-
ing to the sailors. Groups of six or eight,
at a dozen different trees, were clamber-
ing up at once with such agility that all
had gained the tree-tops in half a minute.

As the eyes of the spectators followed
the dusky climbers, they saw that each
tree-top had a hut in it, built of poles and
bark on platforms of cross poles which
were lashed athwart the great branches.
Each family had its tree and its hut of a
size sufficant to shelter ten persons or
more.  The huts seen from below re-
sembled enormous crows’ nests.

It is likely, indeed, that the Tarube had
derived their ideas of tree houses from
Perched in these airy habit-
ations, they were secure from the attacks
of other tribes ; for none of the natives
of New Guinea then possessed implements
capable of felling the great trees.

From the ground below the whites
opened fire on the huts with a small shot,
but as the natives kept out of sight, little
injury was inflicted. Naturally theTarube
soon became less afraid of the reports
and smoke of the firearms. From this
and that tree arrows began to be dis-
charged, and heavy round stones hurled
with great force. The huts were so high
and so well-sheltered that it was not
easy to shoot even swan-shot through
them, and Captain Titus was very re-
luctant to use bullets.

Findir 2 that they would not be able to
effect much with their shot-guns, Captain
Starbird fell back on hisYankee ingenuity.
A stratagem had occurred to him, but for
carrying it out he needed one of the
ship’s augers. So he withdrew his forces
to the other side of the Rubi River and
camped for the night.

Meantime two of the Arope were sent
back to the bay in a canoe, carrying with
them a message written on a smooth chip
of wood which they were bidden to take
to the schooner. The message ordered

—
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the carpenter to come up the river and
fetch his three-inch auger, draw-knife
and four pounds of gunpowder.

During the night a good mauy Tarube
descended from their huts and proved
somewhat noisy and aggressive, bawling
threats and defiance to the strangers.
Toward morning one of them ventured
so near that he was captured by the
Arope, who would have put him to tor-
ture but for the remonstrance of the
whites.

The two Arope canoeman made such
good time on the river that the carpenter
and his tools reached Captain Titus at a
little before noon next day, and he at
once proceeded to develop his Yankee
mode of attack. He and the carpenter with
six men advanced upon the foe. To pro-
tect themselves from the arrows and the
stones which the Tarube
would shower from the tree
tops, they carried one of the
large canoes bottom upwards
over their heads.

Under this shield Captain
Titus and his little party ap-
proached the foot of the very
largest tree which, the Arop»
declared, contained the house
of theTarube chief.The sailors
held the canoe slantwise
against the trunk so as to
shelter their bodies and the
carpenter began boring a hole
in the tree trunk, while the
Tarube, who had no idea of
the captain’s design, howled
derisively and hurled down
stones and offal.

The captain and the carpen-
ter continued to ply theauger (.
until they had made a hole
two or three feet in depth.
Into this they put a pound or
more of gunpowder, and then
a stout, long plug with a
groove cut in it to carry prim-
ing. A little fire of whittlings
from the plug was then light-
ed, so placed that it would, as
it burned, communicate fire
to the priming powder.

Then the attacking party beat a re-
treat with their canoe over their heads.
The priming failed for the time to ignite,
however, and they were obliged to return
with a larger stock of whittlings. Mean-
time the natives in a tree tops, who were
watching the apparently futile attempts
to burn down the big tree, hooted anew
with great scorn and laughter.

This time the priming ignited as the
party retreated. Instantly the tree trunk
was rent asunder in the middle with a
loud crash, and so shattered at the butt
that the tree toppled slowly over against
another, off which it gradually rolled
sidewise, and fell ponderously to the

round.

Its fall, Captain Starbird declares, was
an impressive spectacle ; for as the
mighty mass of branches rolled off the

"Defender

other tree, the tree house and platform
were shattered to pieces and fell out.
But the chief and his entire household
had contrived to save themselves by
climbing out of the falling tree into that
against which it had toppled.

Sheets of bark, poles, boughs, all came
whirling down together. It is likely that
the fall from so great a height would
have killed most of the inhabitants had
they not escaped with agility. Now they
wept and wailed in this other tree. Indeed,
lamentation came from the entire grove,
while Boe and his Arope eagerly besought
Captain Titus to proceed with their novel
warfare. The captain and his carpenter
therefore moved forward under their
canoe, to bore and mine a second tree.
But now a most lugubrious outery, like
the howling of scores of whipped dogs,

‘Saved His New Born Offspring at the Fire.

j )ra

Looking up, the whites saw

descended.
the Tarube, men and women, extending
their hands imploringly down from the
margins of the platforms begging for

mercy. The fate of their chief and his
family had struck terror to their souls.

Of course the hearts of the Americans
were touched, and they were glad to
escape bloodshed.  But Bo¢ and his
fellows would have blasted down every
tree, and slaughtered the Tarube to the
last piccaninny.

% No,” said Captain Starbird, * we've
larned ’em enough for one time, I calki-
late.”

Then he bade Boe call out to the Tarube,
and say that if ever, in future, they should
presume to molest the Arope, the white
shipmen would return with “thunder” and
blow down every house treeof the village.

With this gentle admonition the whites
went away, lesving the Tarube still be-
wailing their punishment 4

The Youth's Companion.

St * e

Defender Saved  Tew Born
Offspring at. ___‘ire.

He is only a yellow dog, 0f most
obscure ancestry, yet he has aftamed an
eminence rare in the annals of dogalogy.
He is a self made dog, is Detender, once
the mascot of the famous Yankee yachi
that defeated the Valkyrie. Fafed by the
conduct of Lord Dunraven to refive from
a seafaring life ag a mascot, Defender has
overcome all the obstacles of prosaic en-
vironment, and is now once more in the
public eye.

After theinternational races
Oliver Iselin complimented
Commodore John McGinnis,
late of the American navy, by
presenting to him the yellow
dog Defender. It was on the
very day that MeGinnis
opened his Defender saloon at
205 Greenwich street, New
York. Soon after the Valky-
rie’s bo’s’n gave McGinnis a

ed after the English yacht.
She and the yellow mascot
became great friends, and
eventually she became Mrs.
Defender.

The Charles A. O’Connor
Club holds Raines law meet-
ings uear the Defendersaloon.
Its members were having a
jolly timeat 3 a.m. on Sunday,
October 4th, when Yellow
Defender set up such a bark-
ing that one of the members
was sent out to see what the
trouble was.

The saloon was on fire, and
the fire engines were sum-
moned. When the door was
opened Defender was barking
wildly in fre ¢ of a cabinet
that held Mrs. Defender and a litter of
tiny puppies. The mother and six puppies
were quickly removed to safety, but still
the dog remained in the thick smoke
barking.

“ We must have left a pup,” said one,
and so they had. When the seventh
small fellow was removed Defender ran
outside, too, with an air of duty well per-
formed.

The saloon and fifty tenan.s above
were saved, for the engines soon put out
the fire.

*

(reographical Examination—* Whai
changes do you observe in the map of
Europe during the last ten years?”

Pupil—¢ It has been twice newly var-
nished.”

lady dog, which was christen- -
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A Sleigh Ride in Fairyland.
£Y¥ DAVID H. WALKER.

GOLDILOCKS had the strangest sleigh
ride that eve®®*ook place—even in Fairy-
land. Weh uifted into Fairyland in
2 boat, thre* _river that runs under
Tamalpais in——Goldilocks and I.

We landed on a t plain that was
carpeted deep from end to end with white
clover blossoms. This plain reaches from
the Valley of Crippled Dolls to the Ice
CUream Glaciers among the Rainbow
Mountains,

The erippled dolls are those who have
been pulled to pieces by little girls and
have been taken by kind fairies into
Faityland. Some have no heads, some
no legs or arms, but they have a beauti-
ful French doll for a queen, and they
live on honey dew. The French doll has
taught them all to speak French, and a
Spanish cavalier doll taught them how to
walk Spanish.

Well, right before us, on the edge of
the white clover plain, with their runners
hidden in the blossoms, there were
sleighs and sleighs, fairly crammed full
of langhing, jolly fairies.

In one sleigh there was room for
Goldilocks, that being the sleigh of the
Fairy Queen, who is a little mite of a
~~thing;with eyes as blue ag the summer
sky. The Queen waved Ler hand and
called Goldilocks by name. While the
little girl was surprised that the Fairy
Queen knew her, she was not one hit
afraid, but ran up and sat by the Queen
and looked with wonder at what she saw.

For me they brought up a funny little

animal to ride, because I was altogether
too big for any fairy sleigh. Such a
“tinkle of merry laughter went up from
all the fairies when I mounted the queer
creature. It was not exactly a horse,
but it looked something like one. It
seemed to me to be covered with yarn,
and for eyes it had black shoe buttons.
Along its sides from its nose to its tail
were the figures, 1, 2, 8, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9,
10. When I was fairly settled on its
back and gave it a squeeze with my knees
it opened its mouth and said: ¢ Oh,
mamma.” Then even the reindeers that
were fastened to the sleighs laughed—
they ‘laughed until the tears trickled
down their pointed little noses. Sure
enough it was funny ; for it was not a
real animal at all, but a great toy which
Santa Claus had made on a rainy day,
and it went by clockwork.

You ought to have seen the reindeers.
There were ten to each sleigh, while the
Fairy Queen had fifty to hers. They
were not taller than fox terrier dogs, but
were perfectly formed and had snowy
white antlers. Each reindeer had on its
back a fairy rider or postillion, who was
dressed in white furs, and what a lot of
bells there were. Each reindeer had a
string of them across its chest and there
were bells on the fur caps and fur robes

of the postillions ; and all the bells were
tuned.

“We are ready to start,” said the
Fairy Queen.

She was mistaken, as even Fairy
Queens may be. The Chief Mechanic
had first to wind up with a big key the
animal that T was riding. Then the
Chief Musician tuned the feet of the
reindeer, tapping them from time to time
with a tuning fork and listening. Then
the Queen’s Enchanter chilled the air so
that the wind would whistle in the right
pitch. This was dore by the Enchanter
with a wand made of an icicle, pierced
with holes like a flute, that played a tune
by itself when the wind blew through it.
One wave of the Enchanter’s wand made
the air colder. Suddenly the Queen’s
nose grew blue.

“Blue,” groaned the Chief Chamber-
lain, ““ ho, there ! A muff for the Queen’s
blue nose.”

¢ Blue,” echoed the Queen’s Chief
Maid, “ ho, there ! A foot stove for the
Queen’s blue toes.”

But the Queen laughed just like a
good-natured and rosy-cheeked little
girl and said that she wanted neither
muff for her nose nor stove for her toes,
and that she liked the cold.

‘While this was going on I spied a boy
fairy, who had the biggest kite I have
laid eyes on. He held this kite in one
hand and a pair of scissors in the other.
Before I could stop him he had fastened
that kite to my animal’s knitted tail.

“We're off,” said the Fairy Queen.

Off I That bad boy fairy had hardly
time to climb back into his sleigh and to
point out the kite which was flying above
the upraised tail of my animal to the
other laughing boy faries when we were
off like the wind ; and with such wonder-
ful music! 1t was not much of a trick
of magic to make all the bells play tunes
for the songs which all the fairies and
the reindeers sang,

Yes, inc %ed ; all the animals in Fairy-
land sing and talk.  While the faries in
the sleighs song alto and contralto and
the reinde .1l sang bass, the postillions
sang tenc  rhe old woman ‘ with rings
on her fingers and bells on her toes”
never heard anything like it.

Pretty soon we reached the Ice Cream
Glacier of lemon and vanilla and straw-
berry and chocolate ice creams, all of
them frozen as hard as a floor, the sleigh
runners became like fiddle bows and the
glaciers gave out music as fine as fiddle
strings. The bells played like a band ;
the reindeers’ teet drummed out melody ;
the fairies sang it ; the reindeers sang it,
too, in a very rollicking way. Goldi-
locks shovted with glee and the wind
whistled like a big boy with his cheeks
puffed out and the song was: ¢ (Clear
the track for we are coming.”

The wind ! How it blew as we sped
along. I wondered how it was that the
kite did not hold my animal back. I
looked for the kite and was alarmed. Tt

was nowhere to be seen, but from the
tail of my animal a single string led up-
ward into the sky. At the other end of
that string was the kite and my animal
was raveling out to furnish kite string !
Its tail was just about gone. We were
going so fast that soon the hind legs
were bare of covering ; then the back
and sides of the animal raveled. Finally
I saw the raveling creeping along from
the figures 10 until it was two-thirds the
length of the horse toward the nose
(clear up to figure 4) and I could see the
bare joints of the animal, and began to
fear that they would pull apart and leave
me on the glacier. I was saved by the
machinery running down. The kite
pulled all the covering from the beast
and then flew away, to the moon I guess.

Then my animal slid like a toboggan
into the month of a dark cave that I had,
not noticed before. When he came out
at the other end—there was the boat in
which we had reached Fairyland, and
there, sure enough, was Goldilocks.

She told me that she had ended her
sleigh ride in the court yard of a palace
made of blocks of different colored ice
cream. They were a jolly party and
were having lots of fun, but they woke
up the fairy who shovels coal into the
sun and keeps the fire going.

“Burr ! ” he said, and shoveled so
much coal that the sun melted the ice
cream palace and the ice cream glacier
away. (oldilocks stooped to fasten her
shoe and when she looked up again all
the faries, all the sleighs and all the rein-
deers had disappeared, and only the
boat at the very spot where she landed
in Fairyland was in sight.

Just as she was wondering what to do
I arrived. We got into the boat and
sailed away. As we sailed, the river
dried up behind us until it was all gone
and when we stepped out of the boat it
turned into a white swan and flew away.

sk
The Fairy Sleep.

A little fairy lay asleep
Within a tiny shell.

A butterfly did o’er her keep
His vigils long and well.

He fanned her with his gauzy wing
Until she dreamed of heaven,
Where loving angels sweetly sing,

And light is freely given.

She was a pretty little thing,
Ali dimpled, sweet, and fair,
With spangles on her snowy wing
And sunlight in her hair.

She lay and dreamed of roses sweet,
Of spice and nectar too,

"Till morning came her eyes to greet
All wet with pearly due.

When she awoke, the butterfly
Bowed low his courtly head,
“T leave you now, with many a sigh,
Oh Fairy Queen,” he said.
Light of Truth.
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Goldilock’s Sunday Walk.

BY DAVID H. WALKER.

When Godilocks and I started out for
our Sunday walk we did'nt stop at the
front gate and make up our minds, as
usual, which path we would take. Instead
we avoided looking at each other and
talked about the weather, but all the time
we kept our noses pointed straight for
Mount Tamalpais.

Although we were careful not to
mention it to each other, we were both
thinking of the Fairyland under the
mountain and wishing and wishing we
could get a peep into it. All of a
sudden Goldilocks gave my finger a quick
squeeze and I took a tight grip of her
hand—for there right before us, where a
minute before was only a scraggy wood,
was the edge of Fairyland. Things in
Fairyland keep changing so rapidly that
you wonder if you're awake or dreaming.

Goldilocks and 1 were looking at a
waterfall of pure honey, with honeycomb
tumbling over it in big, sticky masses.
The next minute there was a high
mountain of glass at that place and no
waterfall. Then the mountain moved off
without noise, and in its place was a big
hole that seemed to be always tumbling
into itself.

The sides of the hole were all steep.
The east and south sides kept sliding
down with such force that all the dirt
and stones bounded across to the north
and west sides and filled the hole up level
to the ground on those sides. So the
hole, as it was always falling in on two
sides and filling up on the other two, was
really a great travelling hole.

“ Suppose the hole should turn inside
out,” whispered Goldilocks.

The hole went away from us and out
of sight. "We were glad that it did not
chase us, as the vegetable boa constrictor
had done. We rubbed our eyes a little
and then looked again. In the side of a
hill something glittered. A guidepost,
which we had not seen before that,
brought itself up so that we could look at
it and upon it were these words: ¢ To
the Queen’s Garden.”

Once more we looked back at the
lovely meadows and went on toward the
thing that glittered, which turned out to
be a gate of pure and solid gold.

“ Heads on or heads off ?”

Goldilocks and I both heard this
question, but could not see any speaker.
From a weeping willow tree a trumpet
vine was hanging. This vine was covered
with lovely blue and gold flowers,
the colors of the State University at
Berkeley. Goldilocks ran to pick these
flowers and again heard the question,
which seemed to be whispered to her by
a flower :

“ Heads on or heads off 7’

In fact the trumpet vine was used as a
telephone and the other end of it was in
a watch tower, just outside of the Gate

of the Fairy Queen’s palace. The voice
asking us whether we would have our
heads on or our heads off, came from
a Royal Guard, who wore a suit of spun
silver, and who stood in the watch-tower.
Of course we did not see him at the time,
but we found out afterward all about
him.

Goldilocks, just for fun, put one of the
trumpet flowers to her mouth and spoke
through it. ;

“ Hello!” she said.

“Ring the Queen’s telephone bell,”
came back the voice over the trumpet
vine.

Gioldilocks looked puzzled. IHer dress
brushed against a plant covered with
blossoms of the lily of the valley and
every blossom rang like a little silver bell.

At this the solid gate of gold began to
turn on it hinges, and as it moved it
played a tune, just like a big music box.
There was no one to open the gate that
we could see, so that it was all magic.
Goldilocks is always polite and she
thanked the voice at the other end of the
trumpet vine for opening the gate.

“The gate ? Oh, yes; who are you?
Oh, well, I recollect now ; you are the
two who are to come in with your heads
on.” ;

So it happened that we went into the
Queen’s Gardens with our heads on and
saw for the first time the Wonderful
Forest.

The trees in this forest grew so fast
that they pulled themselves up by the
roots and they kept a small army of fairy
gardners busy setting them back in the
ground. The noise made by the breaking
of the roots, as the trees pulled them-
selves up, furnished a sort of never-
ending Fourth of July celebration. It
was as if whole packs of “readhead ” fire
crackers were going off all the time.
The sap of the trees, no matter what kind
of trees were there, was all maple sugar.
Thig ran up and flowed all over the limbs
and down the trunks of the trees, so that
the gardeners were licking their fingers
half the time as they worked.

The Fairy Queen knew all about this
and kept twice as many gardeners busy
as she would have needed if the tree sap
had been vinegar, for instance, iistead of
maple sugar; for when one-half the
gardners were licking their "mgers the
other half were working.

Not all the overflowing iree sap ran
down upon the fingers of the gardeners.
Some of it spouted up from the trees in
little fountains and fell back, like showers
of sugar maple bonbons upon the fairies
as they toiled. Goldilocks was most
pleased to see some little baby fairies,
who were rolling and playing in the red
grass near one big tree that had grown
so old that it could not pull itself up.

But one could see this tree heave and
strain at its roots, and it really groaned,
like an old man trying to lift a heavy
weight. It moved its bark in creases,
like wrinkles on an old man’s face, and

as thers were two round knot holes close
together the moving of the bark back and
forth aver the holes made 1t seem that the
tree was opening and shutiing itseyes and
winking at Goldilocks

What made her laugh and clap her
hands most was a windmill fastened fto
the trunk of this old tree. The sap fell
upon the windmill and coated it with
maple sugar wher was still.
Then a gust of wind would come, the
wheel would start with a jerk and spin
dizzily and the maple sugar coafing
would be thrown off in rings, like the
rings of Saturn, and would fall among
the baby fairies in the grass. Oue baoy
fairy ate so much maple sugar that he
swelled, and the other babies fcok the
sugar rings as they fell and put them
over him, so that he was hooped like a
barrel, Really he was then a sweeter
baby than you have ever seen.

The gardeners did not have fo go far
to get their lunch. Just outside of the
‘Wonderful Forest were bread-fruit trees,
on which grew pancakes, already cooked
and buttered. These pancakes, served on
plantain leaves and covered with the
maple sugar, were better than any that
ever came out of any kitchen into any
breakfast-room in California. Every one
of the pancakes had this word on it in
large letters : INEXHAUSTIBLE,

This was to let every one in Fairyland
know that no matter how many pancakes
were picked from the bread-fruit trees
there would still be pancakes in Fairy-
land. ,

The fairy gardenersandthebaby fairies
sat in a circle around twelve flower beds
of many colors to eat their pancakes.

Those flower beds made the fairies’
clock. First there was a large circle of
blue flowers, and within this circle the
twelve beds of different colored flowers,
there being one bed for each hour. For
every hour a different bed wae in bloom,
while the flowers in all the other beds
slept. The gardener hurried up the 12-0’
clock or lunch-hour flower bed and made
it bloom earlier by having the biggest
glutton among them begin watering it
half an hour too early. And, oh! how
they did smack their lips when the lunch-
hour flowers opened their eyes.

Just as these lunch-hour flowers were
drooping off to sleep again and we felt
as if we could’'nt eat another pancake—
no, not another bite—there came such a
cracking and creaking and rumbling from
the Wonderful Forest that it seemed as
if all the trees were pulling themselves
up by the roots at once.

Goldilocks and I put our thumbs in our
ears. Hverything grew dark as midnight
for an instant, and when we opened our
eyes again we found ourselves sitting
side by side out in the scraggy wood,
where we first saw the Honey Waterfall.

“ Oh-h !” softly said Goldilocks.

“(Qh ho!” said I.

And we went home as fast as ever we
could.

the wheel
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School once over, they all come to play

.+ In the Luxembourg garden, the rest of the day.
All over, everywhere, out in the sun
The children are having the best of fun.

The baby who leans o'er the fountain’s rim
Is watching what seems like a boat to him,

“While here by this bench some girls and boys
;Arc engaged in purely domestic joys.

1 They carefully measure and mix and bake
‘I_nﬂt!_us model kitchen, every cake.

NI

L VIL

In the city of Paris one sees with surprise Just tor happiness, one would rather be

A girl like this, so merry and free,

Than one of the maidens we saw one day
In a decorous group on the Champs Elysees,
Who with their governess sat in the shade
And doubtless charming embroideries made,

Boys who are rather advanced in size
Being meekly led by the hand to school
By a bonne, who carries their books, as a rule.

V.
: VIIL
‘There's always the sand-pile, yellow and big,
Where the children love to shovel and dig. Where the children were held by the nurses

And those of an architectural mind .+ strange,
May houses build, if they feel inclined, | Whose caps from the tiniest things would range
. . To structures peculiar and odd in shape,

Stiffened with starch and secured by tape,

Denoting the land of the nurse’s home,

The great bow from Alsace, while many had
come

From parts of France, where the women still
wore

Caps like their grandmothers had, of yore.

VL

Little gitls play Sur le Pont d’Avignon

Each in'a net, with a straight black gown,
While the stately Queens of France look down
Fron: their pedestals high, all carved in stone.

/ But rich or poot, in the Champs Elysees
-L With a nurse in all her fine array,

| Or playing alone in the sand and sun,

The children in this were all at one:

When shat were the gates, and the hour had
come,

;‘% {Each

one was sotry 'twas time to go home.

«. CAROLINE S. KING.
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Mysterious Visitations from
the Unseen World.

CARL SEXTUS.

The royal family of Denmark is highly
interested in science, notonly the material,
but the spiritual ; they are fond of animals,
generous to the poor, and lovers of
Nature, ever looking for its greatness
and beauty. The powerful Russian (zar,
The late Alexander III, who was well-
knqwn for his clear brain, unshaken, calm
and sound judgment, was often seen in
the company of Prince Christian. This
proves to the world that the Prince is a
man of knowledge and distinguished in
more than one direction. The princes
Christian and Valdemar were especially
the favorites of the Czar. Prince
Valdemar is a captain in the Danish Navy,
and is a brother to the Danish crown
prince (the father of Christian and Carl),
who is, as previously mentioned, married
to the Swedish princess Louise, daughter
of Carl XVI.

The deceased Swedish King Carl XV
was an elder brother to the present
Swedish King Oscar IT, both are the sons
of Oscar I, who was a son of Bernadotte
(Prince of Ponte Corvo). Bernadotte
was, as is well-known, made King of
Sweden through the aid of Napoleon I,
and ascended the throne under name of
Carl Johan XTV.

The last representatives of the original
royal Swedish race, the Vasa race (before
the time of Bernadotte) were Gustaf I1I
who was succeeded by Gustaf Adolph IV,
which latter was dethroned and followed
by his uncle Carl XIII; after his reign,
a lawyer’s son Bernadotte, from Pau,
France, was pronounced king. I premise
‘these remarks that the reader may there-
from see that these so widely different
Swedish royal families, the present and the
past, have both beheld apparitions appar-
enly from the other world.

The mysterious visitations seen by the
members of the Bernadotte family appear
more remarkable as they are similar to
those which occurred in Sweden long
before their arrival and consequently
were nothing in which they could have
been interested, and do not refer to
mdividuals with whom they are related.
Periodically the strangest things may be
seen at the Swedish palace, either by
royal personages or plebeians,

Thus far nobody has been able to
banish the peculiar intruders. If we
were to believe the old adage, that “there
can be no smoke unless there is some fire,”
how are we to regard these spectres
which are seen, either by one or another,
seen by people of pronounced mtellect,
as well as by those in the extreme and
different spheres of life, and often by
several persons at the same time, which
precludes the idea of hallucination. Un-
doubtedly it looks to be reality and not
a freak of imagination.

The present ruler of Sweden, King
Oscar II. it is claimed, also believes in
communications from the invisible world,
and he is regarded in Europe and
throughout the universe as being a highly
intellectual man. The Bernadottes have
always heen fully awake to the realities
of this world and alert as to what passes
therein. The Queen of Sweden, Oscar’s
spouse, has always witnessed strange
sights.

The apparitions of last year have once
more recalled a number of these old
traditions. One of them ftreats of the
Queen of Carl V, a sister to the Danish
King, Clristian V, and occurred at Colberg
castle, which is now used as a military
academy. On 26th July, 1674, the spouse
of King Carl XI, Ulrika Eleonora, died
at Colberg castle. She was especially
attached toher governess, Marie Elizabeth
Stenbock, a sister to the Ambassador
John Gabriel Stenbock. It was seldom
that the Queen undertook anything of
importance without obtaining her advice,
and it was said that she loved and treated
the governess as a sister.

The greatest grievance to the Queen
during her last hours was, that her be-
loved governess, her most devoted friend,
could not be present at her bedside. The
Countess Stenbock was herself danger-
ously ill at Stockholm, and her brother
would under no circumstances allow her
removal to Colberg Castle, although the
King as well as the countess herself,
continually requested it to be done.
Every hour, pages and halberdiers were
riding between Colberg castle and the
Stenbock mansion, in Stockholm, and the
king himself almost every day visited the
governess and carried to the Queen
messages from her.  Meanwhile the
Queen would not be comforted, and just
before dying, it is said that she with a
loud voice exclaimed : ¢ Marie, come, I
must speak with you!” Her deceased
Royal Highness was lying in state in the
knight’s hall. As a result thereof, the
usual guard, while in those days was in
command of his Majesty King Carl XI’s
royal lifeguardsman and cornet in the
royal life-regiment, baron Axel Posse,
was reinforced with a detachment from
the royal guard under command of Cap-
tain Stormkrantz.

It was very late in the night, one of
those light, charming summer evenings
in which that season of the year is so rich.
The two officers had been walking to and
fro in the castle court for a while when
Captain Stormkrantz said : “ A storm is
coming on, see how dark it turns, and
the clouds are gathering towards the
south.,” ¢ Yes, in fact” answered the
baron, “ I believe we will have a thunder
shower and heavy storm too, the sky is
rapidly becoming obscured.” It was
overcast with ominous black cloudsjand few
flashes of lightning on the southern hor-
izon seemed to verify Posse’s assumption.
“Itis growing exceedingly dark, let us
inspect the gaurd and walk up” the

9
Captaie said. A moment later both
gentlemen were in the officer’s room, and
as the captain had the puard, young
Posse threw himself on the sofa. Sud.

denly the entire room was illuminated
with a clear, glaring light, which did
not, like the lightning, disappear, hut on
the contrary, increased in orightness.
The guard was called to arms and as
Stormkrantz looked out through the
window he said hurriedly to Posse while
he grasped his cap: ©OQutriders with
torches......perhaps the King ”—where-
upon he hurried down the stairs followed
by the cornet. At the foot of the stair-
way a carriage stopped, and caplain
Stormkrantz arrived just in fime to
proffer the governess, Countess Marie
Elizabeth Stenbock, his hand in assisting'
her to alight, and offer his arm while
accompanying her up the steps. The
countess carried on the right arm her
little dog Camillo, to which every one
was attached, as being a great favorite
of the deceased queen. At a signal from
the governess the Captain led the guest,
who with a graceful bow saluted the
cornet and the guard, up to the Knight’s
hall. At a silent command from the
countess the captain opened the door for
her and closed it again, awaiting ' outside
her further orders.

When the strange visit had lasted
more than half an hour Captain Storm-
krantz came hurrying into the officer’s
room, where he, pale as a corpse, fell into
the arms of the horrified baron Posse.
“Great God, what is the matter?”
exclaimed the latter as his superior officer
sank upon the sofa, but the only reponse
was a violent hemorrhage. It was some
time before Stormkrantz was able to
answer his friend’s questions. At last
he explained, that he, after long waiting,
looked through the keyhole into the
hall, and to his horror had seen the
blessed queen and the countcss Stenbock
standing at the window, engaged in deep
conversation.  As he knew that the queen
had been dead more than eight days this
sight had shocked him so greatly that a
hemorrhage was the result, and only
with the utmost difficulty had he found
his way back to the guard-room. Baron
Posse wished to call a couple of men of
the guard, but the captain said “ No, let

et

LY

us rather walk down and look at her

driving away.”

Leaning upon the arm of the Baron ‘

the captain walked down the stairs which
were brilliantly lichted from the out-
riders’ torches, but as they reached the
lower steps the light vanished and they
found themselves in total darkness. A
lively murmur was heard from below,
they hurried on and found that it was e
quard who was eagerly discussing as to
where horses, carriage and outriders had
gone the very moment the officers came
out through the door.

After commanding the soldiers to retire
to the guard room, the captain said : “Tell
me my best baron, what do you think of
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this?” After a moment's silence the
baron said : “ Yes, it is not easy to deny

what one has seen with his own eyes,
and I believe that the captain as soon as
the day dawns, ought to ride to his

majesty and to him report this strange
oceurrence.” Atsixo’clock captain Storm-
krantz had mounted his black steed and
before long his arrival was announced to
King Carl XI. He was immediately
admitted, as the King was not a heavy
sleeper. Amazed and horrified, the King
listened to this strange occurrence, and
thén with a stern fixed look at Storm-
krantz, sharply said: ¢If that which
you here relate is not a dream, then
Caprain Stromkrantz dare you give your
oath thereto as a soldier and a nobleman?”
& Yes, your Grace, by God and my honor,”
« Baron Posse has also seen the guard
called to arms for a royal carriage with
torchbearers which arrived during the
night ? 7« Yes your Grace.”

Witha silver hammer the King sounded
abell. A halberdier and a page appeared.
« Order my horse and usual suite” the
King said to the halberdier, who turned
round and disappeared. “Brivg the master
of the horse my order, Count Niels, I
must speak with him.”  King Carl said to
the page who knew that the best answer
to the King’s instructions was to see them
quickly performed and therefore hurried
to do his bidding. A moment later
(Count Neils Gylleustjerna entered.
«Were any of the royal carriages out
with torchbearers last night ?” the King
asked. *“No, your Grace,” answered
(Count Niels. “Are you perfectly sure
thereof Count Niels ?” ¢ Yes your Grace,
perfectly.” The King nodded to the
count who thereupon retired with a bow.

The Kmng walked down the court-yard,

fiwhere his horse and two halberdiers
-é"—Were awaiting him. Carl threw himself
_into the saddle and rode escorted by the
captain and the two halberdiers, to
“(olberg. Here the King called before
him Barcn Posse and then one by one
the soldiers who were called into arms,
claiming to have seen the torch-bearers
accompanying the carriage, and cross-
examined them. Every one affirmed by
oath that he had seen the carriage, the
countess with her little pet dog and
the torch-bearers.

The King was evidently extremely
surprised, but recovering his self-
possession, rode rapidly to Stockholm
followed by his officers. He went directly
to the Stenbock mansion. The count
was greatly astonished at the visit, but
grew still more so, when the King asked
whether his sister had been out driving
on the previous night. DMy sister out
driving !” he exclaimed. ¢ Your Majesty
knows yourself that she is so feeble and
sick that she can hardly move in bed.”
I know it perfectly well, my good
Stenbock, answered the King, “but an
extremely remarkable case has made it
necessary to have it confirmed. You
are then perfectly certain that she has

not been out?” “As certain as I am
that I live, your Majesty ” answered the
count. The King shook his head and
went away. Three days later Captain
Stormkrantz died, and six weeks later
followed the Countess Maria Stenbock.
—Philosophical Journal.

sk
Angell Prize Contest Reci-
tations.

Mrs. Emma Rood Tuttle, of Berlin
Heights, Ohio, is the originator of a plan
of hayving in schools, Sunday-schools and
before general audiences prize contests
in speaking and recitations on Aumane
subjects, somewhat similar to the Demorest
medal contests in prize speaking and
recitations on the subject of temperance.

She has already tested her plan with
eminent success and has now published a
book of 192 pages giving a full descrip-
tion and 74 choice selections to be used in
such prize contests.

She has kindly named it ““ Angell Prize
Contest Recttations,” and we have received
400 copies.

Dear Lyceum Banner,—I clip from Mr.
Geo. T. Angell’s paper, Boston, Mass.,
the above notice of my book of recitations
for the use of the young, to promote
Humane Education, which is the corner
stone of ethical character building ; its
scope being so wide it includes all races
of beings, both human and dumb. It is
especially adapted to Lyceum work and
the Lyceum directors are quickest to re-
cognize the needs of the hour. In speak-
ing of them, Mr. George T. Angell, who
has a world-wide reputation, and is as
well known in England as in America,
says,—

“(Great and dangerous conflicts be-
tween capital and labour are threatened.
Crimes of violence and a spirit of lawless-
ness have grown alarmingly in the past
two decades.

“ The coming conflicts must be fought
in one of two ways: Either mercifully
with ballots or other humane measures,
or brutally with bullets, incendiary fires,
and all those destructive appliances which
modern science has put into the hands of
those who are being educated t0 use them.

“Those who are to fight these battles,
on one side or the other, are in our
schools to-day, and we are educating
them.

“ The quickest and most hopeful way
of reaching the masses and leading them
to settle political and social questions in
merciful ways, is through immediate and
widespread humane education.”

The Angell Prize Contests suit the
public taste, as there is great predilection
for competitive work, and the excitement
of witnessing the tournament, and the
award, is quite irresistible, always calling
out a large audience, ready to receive
the ideas advanced by the various speak-
ersfand, it is hoped, put them into practice
afterwards.

All churches, societies, Lyceums and
Sunday-schools must, if successful, fur-
nish work for the young people to do.
Then Angel Prize Contests are most en-
gaging, and beneficent in their results.
They are easily managed and exert a
lasting influence for good.

Knowing that your noble-souled Queen
has for sixty-five years been a patron of
the parent Humane Society of England,
and that her personal influence has ever
been to aid the dumb and the helpless, I
feel that I cannot do better than to call
the attention of English Lyceum children
to my plan of putting this work before
the general public I have found it to be,
not only a light-bringer but a money-
bringer, and no entertainments which I
have tried have awakened as lively an in-
terest or called as large audiences as
Angell Prize Contests.

We have new sterling silver medals,
of great beauty, to be awarded as prizes.
They are engraved especially for our use,
and are indeed a decoration to be worn
with pride and honour.

I mail to-day to Mr. Todd a copy of
the book for inspection, and trust every
English Lyceum will do me the honour
to hold one of these educational contests.
I can furnish books, medals, and marking
cards for judges if applied to.

With entire admiration for the compe-
tent enthusiasm with which the Lyceum
movement is pushed ahead by our En-
glish friends.—I am yours faithfully,

EyMMA RooDp TUTTLE,
Berlin Heights, Ohio, U.S.A.
[Our thanks are due to Mrs. Tuttle

for the book above referred to, we hope
to refer to the subject in another issue. ]

%

A PROPER MESSENGER.—M. Calino
recently sent a new servant girl on an
errand. Green to city ways she lost her
way and did everything wrong. “You’'ve
no sense at all ! ” M. Calino stormed,when
she returned. ¢ The next time I wan®
an idiot to do an errand for me I'll—I’L
go myself ! ”

NOW READY.

THE BOUND VOLUMES

THE LYGEUM BANNER

For 1896.
Price - 2/6

J. J. MORSE, 26 Osnaburgh Street,
OR, London, N.W,

THOMAS OLMAN TODD,

7 Winifred Terrace, Sunderland

A few Volumes for 1895 still on hand,
Price 2/6
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Madam Elvira.

Amongst the numerous friendships
created during the few months of our
management of the Banner, we are pleased
to enumerate the lady whose portrait we
take from the advertising page and insert
amongst our other lady co-workers.

It was a great pleasure, some few
weeks ago, to receive a visit from our
friend, and at our request, a number of
life-incidents were related, in order that
we might give our readers a brief sketch
of one whose name has become quite
familiar to them.

Childhood days are generally looked
back upon as being a time of bright and
happy memory, but in Madam Elvira’s
case it is not so, for at the age of seven
years she lost her best earthly friend—
her mother—and for several years
afterwards her days were clouded
with darkness. Her father, how-
ever, was of a kind disposition, but
very independent. His daughter
being a good reciter, his great
ambition was to see her gain the
first prize every year for reciting,
and his pains and patience in teach-
ing her seldom failed.

At twelve years of age she left
home to join a sister who had for
some time been a public lecturer,
and with whom she travelled about
for six years. During this time,
her sympathies were strongly en-
listed in favour of Temperance
work, and before she had reached
the age of eighteen, she had given
over three hundred lectures on her
favourite subject.

The broadening out of her mind
at this period, proved too strong to
restrict itself to the earlier training
she had received as a Baptist. She
had often heard of Spiritualism, but
not in such a way as to arouse any
enquiry.

Visiting Oldham to give a course
o' lectures, in 1883, she chanced to

take up her abode with Spiritualists, Who‘g

occasionally held seances. When oppor-
tunity afforded, she vizited these circles,
and soon became conscious that she pos-
sessed, and in a limited way had exercised,
mediumistic gifts of a very useful order.
To her, this was a solution of the problem
which had often come to her mind—
as well as to her friends—whence came
this wonderful fluency when speaking on
social and reformatory subjects.

From this time forward, no opportunity
was lost to attend circles and to develop
those gifts which would be most useful
in her work to humanity.

On her removal to Aberdeen, she
interested herself in a Mission School for
ragged children, not only on the Sunday,
but during her spare time through the
week.

She used to visit the rich homes and
beg for the poor. She was sometimes

repulsed, but generally received kindly,
and was always well paid for her trouble
by the pleasure experienced in clothing
the little naked shoulders of the poor
waifs and strays. She had to earn her
own living, but sometimes had the
pleasure of seeing 20 or 30 little hungry
faces round her table, and occasionally
had a pic-nic. At this time she was about
twenty-two, and had heard of Prof.
Morgan visiting the town. Being an in-
stinctive character reader and rather in-
quisitive, she was anxious to have his
opinion with regard to her talents.

Acting upon his advice she at once
commenced her studies in mental science ;
she loved the work, and in less than
two years had examined over a hundred
people, and in this way, by her abil-
ity to understand people’s temperaments
she found it much easier to do good,

a desire which is more than ever a
pleasure to her. IHer delineations in the
Banner, during the past year, have been
given without fee or charge to either the
Banner or its readers, and it is only
because we wish to do justice to Madam
Elvira that we add, that she insists upon
paying for her advertisement as though
we were under no obligation to her.

Many of our readers have expressed
their satisfaction at the vivid reality of
her brief delineations, many of these have
been given to our friends, and in every
case they have been most faithful.

With the Editor’s permission, Madam
Elvira will continue to give the delinea-
tions during the current year, and we
most respectfully ask our readers not to
take advantage of her good nature by
sending a photo. a second time.

Madam Elvira is not a stranger to our
Spiritual platforms, and wherever she

goes, satisfaction is expressed at her
abilities to deal with the special subjects
which interest Spiritualist audiences. We
trust that many years of active career:
are still in store for Madam Elvira.
T.0.T:

sk
A Donald Story.

I suppose you have all heard the wise
saying, “Do not try to kill two birds
with one stone.” A little boy named
Donald, whom most of you feel quite well
acquainted with, had his attention called
to it in some way a short time ago and
was quite anxious to understand its exact
meaning. His auntie very carefully ex-
plained it to him, and the cute little fel-
low, feeling very important, stored it
away in his memory-box for future use.

But alas! alas! the mischevous
Brownie who has charge of that
box plays sad pranks with its con=
tents sometimes and mixes things
up pretty badly, as he did in
Donald’s case.

A few evenings after the above
conversation, when it was fime for
wee hoys to go to Slumberland,
Donald’s mamma said to him,
“ Begin to undress now, dear, and
when mamma has your soft little
nest all readyshe’ll do the finishing-
up part.” '

“ All right,” answered the lad,
as he took his favourite picture-
book, opened it and placed it on his
mamma’s bed. Then he began
slowly to unbutton his coat, stand-
ing in front of the book, and looking:
at the pictures the while. Mamma
left the room on some errand with-
out glancing in Donald’s direction,
On her return she found him gazing
with delight at a picture of a
monkey pulling a dog’s taii, and
still slowly working away at the
first button !

“Oh, dear!” she cried, “when
shall I ever succeed in teaching my

_boy to do one thing at a time ! ”

“ But, mamma,” quickly answered
Donald, as he went to work with a will,
“don’t you see, I was killing one bird
with two stones ! ”

M.W.R.

*

Years ago a young woman told Barnum
the famous showman, that she had a
cherry-coloured cat. He fold her to bring
it and he would give ‘her a hundred
dollars for it.

The next day she appeared at the office
with a covered basket. Barnum lifted the
lid and found a black cat inside.

“ Where’s the cherry cat?” said he.

“ Why, that’s the one,” said the woman ;
“ a black cherry cat.”

Barnum, fairly caught, handed her the
hundred dollars, told her to leave, and
gave orders that she was never to be
admitted again. ‘
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Our Daisy Page

Edited by Daisy Dimple
e

3Y Duar Darsies,

When you get your
2% | New Year Banner,
Christmas, New Year, holidays,
dinners, tea parties and frolics
will be over and school-days and
work-days be only happy because
of the recollections of the past
and the hope of the future.

I really would like to know all
about Santa Claus, how he gets all
the toys, and how he can go to so
many homes in one night, it's a
good thing for Santa Claus that
our houses don’t have chimnies
like those we see at the factories
and mills, because he would never

be able to go down so many in
one night, and I think he would

want a balloon to get to the top
of some of them. Well! I like to
know all about everything, so
I thought I would sit up on
Christmas Eve until Santa Claus
came, and if he had a minute
or two to spare I would ask him
to tell me sométhing about him-
self which all little boys and girls
like myself want to know.

When we sat down to supper I
was not able to eat much, because
I was thinking so much about
seeing Santa Claus and having a
nice-talk with him, for I felt sure
he would tell me all I wanted to

know, if I told him I wanted it
for our “ Daisy Page.”

I asked Jessie what time Santa
Claus, would come, but she didn’t
seem to know ; she thought per-
haps eleven or twelve, or perhaps
one or two oclock, but she said
he certainly would not come until
everybody had gone to bed, and
the carol singers had been round.
So I thought if T wakened to hear
the carol singers I would stay
awake and see Santa Claus.
Jessie promised that when the
singers came into our street she
would waken me so as to let me
hear them, so I went to bed and
was soon asleep, and dreaming.
In my dream I was invited to a
grand banquet, where a great
number of ladies and gentlemen
were present. The beautiful and
lofty hall was most elegantly
decorated with flags, banners,
pictures, flowers, and plants. On
the tables were the richest fruits,
cakes and sweets that ever I had
seen, and on the platform at the
end was a splendid band to give
us music during the feast.

Just as the feast began the
band struck up some most en-
chanting musie, and 1 was just
being helped to tome Iuscious
fruits and creams when I felt
someone take hold of my hand
and pull me away from the table.
“ Come—wake up,” said Jessie,
“here’s the waits and carol sing-
ers—ain’t they just splendid ?”
Then everything in my dream
vanished. The music outside was
very nice, but not near so nice as
that I had been dreaming about.
but, oh ! I did feel hungry.

Jessie went to her own room,
and when the carols were finished
and all was quiet I rolled myself
in a quilt and crept quietly down
stairs. All was dark; I went
into the kitchen, felt the stockings,
but there was nothing in them ;

and I was so glad, because I could
now get a chance to talk to Santa
(Claus if he came.

1 went to the pantry and got a
big mince pie and a piece of
cheese, lit the gas, and sat in the
arm chair beside the warm fire to
wait for his coming. And I did
not have to wait very long, for
very soon he was standing in front
of me with a radiant smile on his
face. I knew it was him, for on
his broad shoulders was a great
number of toys and presents of
all kinds, his long white beard
was sparkling with the frost, and
his long coat and thick boots
seemed just right for keeping
him warm and comfortable.

I was so surprised and delight-
ed that I could scarce speak.

“No you want to talk to me,
Daisy ” said he.

“Oh, yes, I would like to, so
very much—so as to tell the
daises you know,” said I.

“But there are no daisies at
Christmas time” said Santa Claus.

But I mean the Lyceum daisies,
and [ can talk to them all in the
Lyceum Banner.

“All right,” said he, “you must
be quick because I have to go to
lots of placesyet. I want to take
a present to Mr. Morse, you know,
he was away from home last year.”

“And what will you take him ?”

“Oh, I'll take him only a
message—a message which I
found written on the hearts of all
the Liyceum boysand girlsinevery
town where I have been to-night.
It is only two words “ Welcome
Home.”

“Where else are you going ? ”

“To see Miss Florence Morse,
Uncle Harry, Aunt HEditha, and
Johnny, to give them a message
of kindest love and ask them to
write oftener to the Banner.”

“And will you take anything
to the Acting-Editor ?
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“Oh, certainly,” said Santa
Claus, “I am taking Mr. Todd
the best wishes of not only Mr.
Morse and all the writers for the
Banner but also all the readers, the
boys and girls, and all the fathers
and mothers ; and when he gets
the message,won’t he be proud ?”

“ Now, look here,” said Santa
Claus, “you have been so busy
asking about where I was going,
that you have forgotten to put
the questions about where I came
from and where I get the toys and
presents, but I will tell you that
another time. It is time for me
to be going, but there is another
present which Santa Claus has to
deliver, and that is “ Sweetest
love, and warmest kisses from all
the Lyceum boys and girls’”

“ What ! over five thousand of
them ? ”

“No,” said Santa Claus, laugh-
ing, “I have not time for that.
Just one for the lot.”

I stood up to let him give me
a kiss, and, as I was sitting down
again, my foot caught in the quilt
and I fell sideways off the chair
onto the floor. The stumble
caused me to waken up, and I
found I had been dreaming.
Someone had turned the gas out,
and I fancy I heard someone
laughing on the top of the stairs,
but I am not sure. Anyway I
got another match to light the
gas, and, when I looked in my
stocking, sure enough, Santa
Claus had been and left me a
pretty silver brooch and half-a-
crown, so that his visit was not
altogether a dream, but whether
I had talked to Santa Claus or
only dreamed about it I really
cannot tell, but I put the brooch
and money under my pillow and
was |soon again in the land of
dream life.

One of the letters I received at
Christmas was the following, and

with it a very pretty Christmas
Card as well as the story, which
is ‘mentioned in the letter. I
hope that my Stockport friend
will send the name and address.

DEAR DAISY,—This is the first time I
have written to you. I like your page
very much, and I liked Dewdrop’s story.
A short time ago my guides told me a
story and said I must send it to you, and
they will not Jet me rest till I do. When
they told me this story I wrote it down
on little bits of paper: so now I will
send it to you as I got it.

WHAT KIiND WORDS CAN DO.

In a small village near London there
lived a man named Thomas Lee, with his
wife and only child, named Rose. Never
dida man love his wife and child more
than he did, and never could you find a
happier home than theirs. But one day

‘his wife took ill, and in three days she had

gone to the spirit world. On her death-
bed she said to her hushand, ¢ Take care
of Rose, and be father and mother both.”
“ T will,” said Tom, *for she has no one
to care for her but me,” and she passed
away comforted. They had always at-
tended church,and therefore they thought
their loved one was far away above the
skies, singing praises, and playing a gold-
en harp, and would not see her till the
resurrection day, as they had been taught
by the clergyman. Rose was only nine
years old then, but she did her best to
make her father comfortable.

On the Saturday after his wife’s fune-
ral. Tom was walking home with a sad-
looking face, when an old friend stopped
him and persuaded him to go into a public
house close by. “We wont be many
minutes,” he said, and from that day Tom
was often persuaded to join his friends in
the public-house, staying longer every
time. He came home late in the evening
and sometimes it was nearly midnight
when he came. This went on for about
three years, and Rose was left almost
alone. One of her playmates, named Lily
Hill, had often noticed how sad Rose
looked, and one day said to her, “ Rose
dear, what makes you always look so sad,
you should always be happy like other
children.” ‘It is always late when father
comes home, and I have no kind mother
as you have,” replied Rose. “I will come
and stay with you as long as I can,” said
Lily, and together they walked to the
home of Rose Lee. It was winter time,
and they sat near the fire talking. Lily
wanted to cheer her up a little and said

to her, * Rose, will you come to school
with me in the worning,” (meaning the
Lyceum), for it was Saturday night, “it
is so nice, and we have marching and
calisthenies, or what you would call
drilling, and they tell us about angels.”
*“Yes, [ will come,” said Rose, “ father
will not miss me.” So Lily said she would
call for her at ten o’clock, so that they
would not be late. Morning came and
Rose Lee and™ Lily Hill went hand in
hand to the Lyceum. Rose was delighted,
she had never seen anything so nice he-
fore, and told Lily she would like to. go
every week, “ Come home with me,” said
Lily, “ and tell my mother how well you
like our school.” Mrs. Hill would not let
her go ftill she had had a good dinner,
which Rose seldom got. While at dinner
Mus. Hill’s guides told her that Thomas
Lee would go to the meeting at night if
Rose would ask him. So she told her to
ask him. When Rose went home, to her
surprise, she found her father sitting on
a chair near the fire. Running up to him,
she put her arms round his neck and said
to him, ** Father, I have been to school
with Lily Hill, and it is so nice, they told
us about angels, and said they were peo-
ple who had died, and that they watched
over us ar? guided us who tried to do
right. Do you think my mother is an
angel 7” Tears came into his eyes as he
thought of his promise to his dying wife.
“ Yes,” he said, “ she was an angel upon
earth. ” ¢ Then she sees all we do,”
said Rose, “and I will try to be a good
good girl, because I know she was good
and I want to be an angel like my
mother. Will you come to-night, father #
He went and enjoyed the service very
much, and he felt a different man. The
speaker who had come some twelve miles
described to him his wife, and the clothes
she used to wear, which proved to him
she was always near and watched over
him. So he determined to be a better
man, and made up his mind never to go
in a public-house again for his child’s
sake, Ile went often to the meetings and
always felt the better for it. Shortly
afterwards Mrs. Hill invited them to a
circle at her own home, and Rose was
found to be an excellent medium, and
soon she was developing her gifts. One
of her guides was her dear mother, to
whom Thomas Lee was never tired of
talking. Once more Lee’s home wasg
happy, knowing that the angels always
watched over them and helped them to
do right. Thomas Lee persuaded many
of his friends whom he had joined in the
public-house to join the Spiritualists’ So-
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ciety. . Phus Lily Hill's kind words

brought many souls tc the great light
and truth of Spiritualisni.
With love, from

A STOCKPORT FRIEND.

This is a really nice story, and
I hope some of my {riends will
send me more.

Daisy is very much obliged to
all the kind friends who sent
Christmas and New Year Cards,
some of them were very pretty in-
deed, and all of them will be
treasured in remembrance of the
senders. Daisy only hopes that
she will be able to meet all her
friends at some time or other.

Good bye, and God bless us

every one.
Your loving friend,
Daisy Divpre.

— ke

A Life’s Experience.
By J. B. LONGSTAFF.

Stretched on a couch one evening I
seemed to forget for awhile the world a-
round me and revisit a well-remembered
incident of my life. In November, 1880,
I was out of work, and left my native
town, Richmond, Yorkshire, by the first
train at 6:30 a.m. for York, where I used
to work at that period of the year on
some special work when not otherwise
engaged. It wasa bitterly cold morning
and freezing hard, the floor of the railway
carriage that I entered was at least 2
inches thick of ice which made it very un-
comfortable to sit with your feet on this
bed of ice for a distance of 49 miles. To
keep warm one or two of the passengers
got up and danced but it was a failure.
We nexts changed trains at Dalton Junc-
tion on the main line of the North Bastern
Railway, and entered into one for York
with foot-warmers in the carriage, but
they were soon frozen also, and we had
to sit until after 9 a.m. before we arrived
in York. We got out as quickly as we
could with cold feet and cramped legs,
and I at once proceeded to the works,
which was situated not far from the sta-
tion. Isaw the Manager who informedme
that he was very sorry but thathe would
not be able to engage me for a fortnight.
I had a look round the town but failed
to. obtain employment. I next went on
to the river Ouse which was frozen over
and hundreds were enjoying themselves
in skating, sleighing, hockey, and other

games, but I wanted work and so I left
them and went and had some refreshment
at the house of some friends. I told them
that I intended to walk to Ripon, a dis-
tance of about 24 miles. They said it
would be impossible, as the snow had
drifted in some places 10 feet deep and I
should get lost. I thought if I started at
once I should get there before it was
quite dark. Bidding my friends good
morning I started at 11 o’clock, when it
was snowing heavily, in large flakes.
After walking a few miles I met the York
and Ainsty pack of foxhounds out exerci-
sing with the huntsmen, all looking beau-
tifully clean and healthy. When I reached
Gireen-Hammerton, about 8 miles from
York, the snow was so deep it had to be
cut through with a snow sleigh to allow
the mail cart to pass through, for a dis-
tance of about 300 yards it had drifted
level with the hedges on each side of the

road. Onleaving this village I travelled -

mile after mile without seeing a human
being and scarcely a house, and to mend
matters the stiffeners of my boots at the
heels worked loose with the snow, and I
travelled in pain at every step, the blood
from my feet coming through my lace
holes where it immediately became frozen.
I managed to crawl to Boroughbridge, 6
miles from Ripon, but did not stop as I
desired to get to Ripon before dark.
After a couple of miles I became very
much fatigued, but kept walking on until
I came to four cross roads,when I stopped.
Now which road shalll take? not a sound
could be heard, how beautiful and grand,
nothing to be seen but white, white snow.
I do feel so sleepy and should like to lie
down and rest my weary body,—what a
relief it would be to have a little rest.
Then I remembered persons having been
frozen to death, and I looked round, and
saw a large white post which I thought
perhaps might direct me which road to
turn, so I climbed up as well as my
cramped limbs would allow me and tried
to read what was on it, but I could not,
and I fell down exhausted to the bottom.
What shall I do? I thought of home
and my wife and child. If I lay here they
will perhaps never know what became of
me. Oh, what an easy death, five minutes
peaceful sleep and all is over. I thought
I heard “get up, get up,” but it was only
a bird. Yes, L must get up, I will not be
a coward and die without at least making
an attempt on one road right or wrong.
I staggered to my feet and listened and
thought I heard a slight noise in the dis-
tance to my left, this road I decided to
take, and thankful I am that I took it, be-
cause the opposite road would have led me
on to Marston Moor, where I should have
been lost entirely. I managed to crawl
on to Ripon about 7 p.m. where I obtained
work to start in the morning at the first
office I entered, and when I stated I had
walked from York they seemed astounded
as the roads were impassable, and that I
was lucky indeed that I had not been
frozen to death.

Poppy’s Mistake.

My poppy knows a yot of fings,
An’ genyally he det’s ’em wight—
How guns is made, an’ why is kings,
An’ why it isn’t dood to fight.

Why dollies all has yeller hair,

An’ what’s the bess name for a cat,
An’ nothin’s nicer dan a pear,

An’ yots of ovver fings yike dat.

But sometimes poppy makes mistakes,
An’ I’ve found out one jess to-day,

He said ’at I was sweeter’n cakes ;
He did jess as he went away.

An’ I’ve been suckin’ on my fumb,
For pretty nearly ever since,

An’ I don’t find no sweetness come—
Ain’t even sweet’s a pickled quince.

An’ when he comes up home to-night,
T’ll climb wight up upon his knee,
An’ show him dat he wasn’t wight,
Arn’ how cake’s sweeter far dan me.
Harper’s Bazar.

*

The children of one of our most talent-
ed and delightful actors, whose name I
have not asked permission to mention,
were overheard consulting together as to
a difficulty which had arisen in their
minds after a study of a picture of
Jacob’s dream, where the angels were
represented in the orthodox manner.
Flowing robes, magnificent wings, and all
the conventional accessories were care-
fully portrayed asinthe exquisite “Hansel
and Gretel ” tableaw, which, perchance,
the little ones may have seen; but the
infant mind was troubled and the smooth
brow puckered by a perplexed frown.
“They’s dot big wings ; why doesn’t they
fly ?” one of the small critics was heard
asking, “ Why does they walk upon the
ladder?” After amoment’s puzzledsilence,
the only possible (?) explanation flashed
across the mind of the elder child. “I
knows,” triumphantly. I expect they’s
moulting I”"—a perfectly rational inference
drawn from observing the phenomena of
natural life by which the little logician
was surrounded.

As an example of the same acute power
of reasoning may be quoted the remark
of a small son of mine. He had been
taken to the seaside, and was possibly a
little tired of being told how sunburnt he
was getting. Seeing a brown horse, he
said to his mother, ¢ Is that horse tanned
by the sun, mother, too?” ¢ No,” said
his mother, ¢ the horse was born brown,
just as you were born white.” The boy
reflected—then, ¢ I suppose God painted
my cheeks red afterwards,” he said, with
the air of one who has just hit upon an
obvious and undeniable truth.—Hearth
and Home.

“A charming book.”—Life
Spheres, 1/6 and 2/6.

in Two

=



The Lyceum Banner.

THE GOEPEN  -GROGE
CoNDUCTED BY AUNT EDITHA.

MOTTO :

KINDNESS TEMPERANCE P URITY.

MEMBERSHIP :

Membership in the Golden Group is open to all children and young people,
throughout the world, who are Spiritualists, whether belonging to a Children’s
Lyceum or not. All that is required is that they assent to its rules, and send their
names to Aunt Editha, care of the Editor of the Lycrum BANNER.

RULES :

All Members are required to promise: I. That they will endeavour to be kind
aud loving towards all, including their various pets, II. That they will try to be
temperate in all things, und try to abstain from using intoxicants and tobacco.
III. That they will not bet or use profane or vulgar language.

CERTIFICATES.

Lyery Member upon joining must apply for a Certificate of Membership. To
obtain this you must either send direct to Aunt Editha, or hand to your Secretary,
if you belong to a Lyceum, One Half-penny to cover the cost and carriage of certifi-
cate. Names are not published, or entered upon the Roll, until the above rule is
complied with. All names of Members will be published in the Lycrum BANNER

of yo

Grougr uB

every month.

SPECIAL NOTICES :

Aunt Editha will be glad to receive short letters from Members of the Golden
on anything they think would interest the Group. Please give the name
yceum, if you belong to one, and your number in the group.

AUNT EDITHA TO HER

REETINGS and good wishes to all
my young friends in all parts of
the world, and a happy new year
to you all. It was Auntie’s
intention to write you quite a

long letter this time, but just as she was
about doing so, a letter came from Mr.
Todd, our Acting-Editor, saying that
Mr. Morse had sent him so much material
for our New Year’s number that, if
Auntie would not mind, he would be very
glad if I would only send him a short
letter this month, otherwise he would be
compelled to leave ont some of the
pictures and stories that he had received
from our dear Editor.

Now,Auntie knows you all like pictures
and stories, therefore, so as not to deprive
you of the pleasures in store, she will be
very brief. Next month she will write at
greater length, and tell you some interest-
ing things, besides, there are some letters
too, that Auntie has received, but these
must wait until next month also. There
are some more names for our roll waiting
as well, and if you will send some more
this month, and a few more letters, she
will put them all in our February paper.

Auntie, like the rest of you, is very
glad to know that our dear Editor has
returned, safe and sound, from his work
in far-away California, after an absence
of nearly fourteen months. His interest-
ing letters have told us some of his
experiences while away from us.

[Auntie will be pleased to see what he
says this month about his visit to the
Lyceum in Boston, and his reception by
the Liverpool Lyceum.—Editor, L.B.7

Auntie joins you in wishing each of
our Hditors a happy and prosperous new
year, with every hope that they may be
long spared to work for us all.

Master Johnnie, who is at home again,
says he wants to wish the same. Te is
not able to write a letter this time, as he
18 in bed with a terrible cold. The young
man does not like mustard poultices,

bandages, and medicines, and says he
thinks it too bad he is wasting his
holidays in bed. But he will soon be out
and about again, for which we shall be
thankful. A lively boy who has to be
kept in bed, is no small joke in a family,
as many a parent will know.

Well, my dear ones, I must close now,
s0, with much love to you all, no more at
present.

AUNT EDITHA.

P.S.—The Editor has sent Auntie a
proof of the Bicycle story, and she has
read it to Master Johnnie, who thinks it
is first-rate !

K
Our Editor at the Boston

Spiritual Lyceum.

On Dec. 6, 1896, the large hall wherein
this Lyceum meets was crowded, no less
than seven hundred people meeting there
to do honour to the Editor of the
“ Lyceum Banner.” On this occasion we
extended, in the name of the Boston
Spiritual Lyceum, a warm and fraternal
greeting to our brother J. J. Morse, as a
worker in the grandest work in the ranks
of Spiritualists—that of the Children’s
Progressive Lyceums, and in teaching
the young lessons free from superstition,
bigotry, and error.

The time had come, and we had assem-
bled to do honour to one who had carried
the standard of our children’s cause, and
that having borne the cross we rejoiced
with him that he had done his work so
well and so effectually.

& We were glad of this event, so glad
that through all the years that he had
been sowing the truths of Spiritualism
and showing the necessity of Children’s
Lyceums, that he should live to this hour,
to see the movement alive and its workers
and well-wishers continuing their labours
therein. He and many others have been

NEPHEWS AND NEICES.

waiting and working these many years
for a recognition of the benefits which
must arise in the years to come if our
children are being taught the truths of
Spiritualism.  Spiritualists and Liberals
owe a debt of gratitude to those who
have laboured so hard and so long in the
Lyceum movement.

More than a score of years roll their
memories to this hour, when the old
workers in the Lyceum cause stepped
from Society circles to implant in the
minds of children, and weave into their
everyday life, the thoughts and truths
of Spiritualism and the teachings of pro-
gressive thought.

May this occasion have its meaning ;

‘may it strengthen our resolutions, expand

our love, cultivate our intellect, and give
our cause a long lease of usefulness, and
may all Lyceums be called the infant
saviours of the world. On their divine
labours rest the hope of Spiritualists.

We appeal to all to view the Lyceum
as the starting point of our children’s
education, as Children’s Lyceums are the
hope of Spiritualism, and should be the
pride of Spiritualists.

ALONZO DANFORTH.
Boston,
Dec. 9, 1896.

%

“ How did the crifics treat Jingoll’s
music?” “Um. Well, the kindest thing they
said about it was that it wasnot original.”

“ Papa, did yoa have a fadder when you
was a little boy ? ”

His father said ¢ Yes.”

“Did your fadder ever whip you when
you was a little boy ? ”

The father said : “Yes,when I wasbad.”

The boy said: “Did you love your
fadder when he whipped you ? ”

The father said he did not remember.

The boy asked : “Don’t you think your
fadder was a bad boy ?
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OUR MONTHLY CHAT.

Once more it is
the Editor’s privil-
ege to send you all
the customary greetings of the season,
and to wish all his friends and readers a
Happy New Year ! with the hope that in
all things—spiritual and temporal—it
may be one of progress, happiness, and
prosperity. A year ago these greetings
were sent you from the sunny land of
flowers, the far-famed ¢ Golden State,”
as California is fondly described by its
inhabitants. This time they come from
London; which, as these lines are written,
is enveloped in one of the choicest pro-
ductions in the way of fogs. The contrast
is as vivid as it is disagreeable, and causes
one to sigh for the sunny Paciiic slope.
But let us be philosophers enough to
ignore the fog outside, in realizing the
sunshine in our hearts. Let us try, as
well, to impart some of that sunshine to
the lives of others. Let us, by kind deeds
as well as kind words, do all we can to
make it a happy year for all who are in
sorrow, distress, sickness or trouble of
any kind, and, above all, let us each do
our best to spread abroad the knowledge
of that secret communion between the
two worlds, that not only comforts the
bereaved, but also gives the proof of that
immortality we have been taught to
believe in, but of which we hitherto had
so slight a foundation for accepting as a
proven fact.

A Happy New Year
to you all.

To y ou, the faith-
ful andindefatigable
army of devoted
workers for our children and young
people, heartiest greetings to you. Your
labours are the backbone, as well as the
foundation, of all the growth and success
of the Lyceum work. To your unselfish
efforts, all Spiritualists and Liberals, all
parents and guardians of children, owe a
debt of gratitude that can never be fully
repaid in this life. While thousands of
those who are children to-day will, when
they have become men and women,
literally “rise up and call men blessed,”
for the good done to them in the days of
their youth. May your labours for this
year be as abundantly blessed as in the
years that have passed. May the bonds
between you and the members of your
Lyceum grow closer and stronger each
month, and at the close of the year may
you all realise that it has been the happiest
year you have ever had. -

*
* *

To Lyceum Worlers
everywhere.

What do you
think of our new
arrangemants this
month ? First you will notice that the
pages are now larger. This will give
more room each month. Then you will
see that we do not print the Lesson Plan
in the paper any more. So that will give
you three more pages of reading each
month. The Plan is now printed separ-
ately, and copies are sent to the Conductor
only. If more are required for the use
of the Leaders, more will be sent if word
is forwarded to this office, free, of course.
We are now dispensing with the cover.
It was found to be largely a useless
expense, for the general advertisers will
not patronise the Spiritual papers. This
month we give you a double number, and
a quantity of illustrations as well. In
fact this issue of the Banner is the equal
of any previously published. In it will
be found something for old and young
alike. All the Editors ask in return is,
that you will all sell as many copies as
possible, 50 as to repay them for thesheavy
outlay the present issue has involved.

4 ; 'l.‘heilidltqrsdislike.

; ) o o indulge in grum-
W.Md O bling, but they must
raise a warning voice. As you all know,
the Banner has never yet paid its ex-
penses,as the circulation has never reached
the paying point. The Editors, during
the entire six years the paper has existed,
and the good-hearted ~Acting-Editor
during the past fourteen months, have
never received one penny for all their
labours.  Not that they desire it, but
when they have to put their hands into
their pockets as well, to pay the loss that
could easily be avoided if our friends
would all increase their orders by one-
half, it is time to say, that unless our
circulation is increased another 1,000
copies, the Editors will seriously consider

The
New Departure.

their position. If all Lyceums would
adopt the free distribution system, there
would be no difficulty in the matter at
all. Ina word, Lyceum officers, members,
parents, and Spiritualists, if you want the
only children’s paper in the world devoted
to teaching the young the truths of our
glorious philosophy, it lies in your hands.
While appreciating all the help received
in the past, we most earnestly ask each
and all to increase their efforts to help us,
or otherwise we shall conclude that this
journal is not wanted.

sk
The Need of the Age.

BY JOHN RUTHERFORD, ROKER-BY-THE-SEA.

1 now affirm of Nature and of Truth,

Whom I have served, that their Divinity

Revolts, offended at the ways of men.

Philosophers, who, though human soul

Be of a thousand faculties composed,

And twice ten thousand.interest, do yet prize

This soul, and the transcendent universe,

No more than as a mirror that reflects

To proud Self-love her own intelligence.
Wordsworth.

Thought in its proper nature is uncontrol-
able, unlimited. It is free to investigate
and to rise into lofty aspirations. And the
only hope for the amelioration of the world is
free thought and unrestricted inquiry. Any-
thing which opposes or tends to obstruct this
lofty principle is wrong.—A4. /. Davis.

We have entered upon a new year—a
year which we trust will be one of
prosperity to us all, and one which will
lead, in humanity at large, to an increase
of intelligence, a victory of purity, truth
and beauty. IHow much these qualities
cost! What a price €s set upon every-
thing really worth having! Upon
moderation, wisdom, temperance, self-
restraint. | IHow self-love wraps the
soul! The truly spiritual mind sees
that it is not self-gratification that gives
value to our days, but only the actual
work done for the progress of our race.
We eagerly hope for the time when
people will be masters of life; will
understand the conditions of right
living ; will measure and weigh the
ends and aims that are alone worthy a
human being’s existence.

IHow much value Providence attaches
to the best things, when it makes us pay
s0 heavily for them ! S many lives be-
fore men will learn to obey sanitary law ;
so many before they will learn the evils
of consuming alcoholic drinks ; and how
many before menand women will acquire
self-control over their nerves and not
become panic-stricken on any slight
alarm. We may ask what would it
avail to have our lives preserved for us ?
The qualities of wisdom, intelligence,
self-command, mnobleness, are human
qualities. ~They are not dried leaves
that the Supreme can attach to us; they
cannot be poured into us by ¢ spirits e
they are part of ourselves—they are
ourselves. There is but one way of
acquiring these great gifts—the way of
learning, of experience, of progress.
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Mental and moral faculties are built up
slowly. The aspiration for development
must originate from within. There must
be increasing efforts for advancement.
It is only by constant struggle that we
progress to loftier heights on the infinite
path of great possibilities.

It is established beyond a doubt that
the ascent of the soul is accelerated when
it has acquired freedom of thought.
Many people have been so long enslaved
by tradition and creedal churches that
they fear some evil will befall them if
they cast aside the old dogmas, open their
minds to new thought, and become afloat
in the great ocean of Truth. It is a
glorious thing to be a free and untram-
melled thinker, but it does not follow
that those who have discarded tradition
and adopted Secularism, or Spiritualism
or any other “ism” are free thinkers in
the true meaning of the term. I have
come in contact with many spiritists who
were not free thinkers in any sense, nay,
not thinkers at all. Their stupidity had
simply taken on a new phase. ~ But the
genuine free thinker is a truth lover ; he
believes that progress in knowledge is
unending, and is prepared to follow Truth
wherever it may lead.

It is the misson of unfettered thought
to advocate the claims of Reason, and
the “Inner Light” within the soul. The
Reformation was essentially a revolt
against Authority. It presented the
aspect of Reason and Humanity asserting
their right and protesting being any
longer held in unlawful bondage. ~ That
the first reformers should comprehend
the question of religious liberty in all its
length and breath was not to be ex-
pected. They had seen the spirit of
man crushed under the domination of a
pretended outward infallibility ; they had
seen the Church assuming the part of a
mediator between heaven and earth ; and
they had seen the devastation which was
thus made of the noblest energies of
mankind.

Theology is not religion, but the
theoretical system men erect over and
about religion. ¢ The aspiring song of
the spirit is one thing, the attempt to
write its score, define its nature and ex-
plain its methods and its significance,
quite another thing.” There are many
theologies, and each theology has many
dogmas.  Religion is an essence which
was before all, which gave to all their
original life, but remains identical with
none.  Neither is religion based on nor
bound up with any one book. The attempt
of the Roman Catholic Church to unite
mankind in one spiritual brotherhood,
failed, because, forgetting the individuality
of men, she set up one standard of
authorithy wherto al/l should bow.  All
Protestant attempts, all attempts what-
ever that do mnot fully recognise this
principle, have failed, or will fail, in like
manner.

The unanimity of the coming time must,
I believe, be no longer of Authority, but

of Conviction ; ‘not of Ignorance, but of
Knowledge ; not that of indifference or
pale mutual distrust, but that which is
warm and hearty with mutual confidence
and faith. 1t shall not be a blind assent
to a set of propositions laid down by
others, but an unanimity arrived at by
every individual striving in the same
spirit towards Truth. ¢« Though we
cannot know all, though we cannot know
anything perhaps with absolute certainty,
yet we can know something with strong
probability—probability equal to that
which men are satisfied in the realm of
science. Human intellect cannot, of
course, fathom to the bottom the depths
of spirit. It cannot comprehend all the
mysteries of the Divine. But it can drop
the plummet of thought deep enough to
know whether that which it is dealing

with is matter, such as we know, or:

something else. It can trace out a
section of the Infinite hyperbola sufficient
to show whether the curve runs by chance
or by law, whether its course is towards
the irrational or the rational, towards the
evil or the good, towards matter or
towards spirit.”—(J. 7. Bizby.)

The great need of the age then, I be-
lieve, is complete emancipation from all
thraldom. We must have the perfect
play and balance of all faculties; and
this will allow of the most perfect free-
dom of thought and expression.

K
Home Again !

After nearly eight thousand miles of
travel over land and sea, the Editor is
once more at home from his year’s work in
far away California. Once more he girds
on the armour and takes up his duties
connected with the “Banner” and here-
after will be at the service of the great
Lyceum work.

First let me wish you A Happy New
Year, adding thereto the hope that you
will all do«your best to make it so for
your fellows as well as yourselves. That
you will each feel it a duty and a pleasure
to do everything you can to promote the
success of your Lyceum during 1897.

Suppose now I give you a short account
of my journey home? It may interest
you a little. I left the city of San Fran-
cisco on Saturday, November 22nd, and
the following evening arrived at San
Diego, some 330 miles away. For several
days I was the guest of Dr. J. M. Peebles,
whom some of the older Lyceum workers
will quite well remember. He lives in a
very pretty house on the edge of the city,
and has of late years been devoting his
time to the practice of medicine, and most
successfully too. Shortly after my leaving
him he departed on his third tour around
the world, and in about eighteen months
we may expect to see him again in this
country. I was also the guest of Mr.
Thomas . Newman, the Editor of the
«Philosophical Journal,” spending a most

enjoyable “ Thanksgiving ” day with him
and his estimable family. The above-
mentioned day is very much like our
Christmas day, and is held on the third
Thursday in November in every year.
The final days of my stay I was enter-
tained by the Rev. Dr. N. F. Ravlin and
wife, having an exceedingly pleasant time
with them. The Dr. was formerly a
Presbyterian Divine in Chicago, Pastor of
a large and fashionable church there. Be-
coming convinced of the truth of Spirit-
ualism he resigned his position and is now
one of our most forcible and able
lecturers.

During my stay in San Diego the So-
ciety tendered me a reception, which was
well attended in spite of the terrific rain
storm that prevailed. We also had two
lectures, and excellent audiences assem-
bled each evening thereat. I quite reluct-
antly took my leave of the friends, who
had treated me with exceptional kindness,
and they were as sorry to part with me,
as I with them.

My next point of call was Los Angeles,
a lovely little city of 100,000 inhabitants,
and as full of life and business as could
be. The First Society of Spiritualists
were anxious I should fill their platform
before I left California, so on Sunday,
November 29th, I shared it with Mrs. R.
S. Lillie, afternoon and evening. The
audiences were excellent on each occasion,
and eventually the controls thoroughly
pleased them. I had the good fortune to
be the guest of Dr. E. A. Clarke, a leading
Homeeopathic practitioner, who, in con-
junction with his excellent wife made my
brief visit a pleasure all through. At 8-30
the next morning I really commenced my
journey homewards, by starting for New
York, via New Orleans. For nearly three
and a half days the train travelled across
a continuous desert. The level surface
was on y broken by here and there a few
low lying hills, and the only vegetation
was the interminable “sage brush,” as
uninteresting a kind of vegetation as can
be imagined. We traversed the States
of California, Arizona, New Mexico, Texas,
Alabama and Louisana, in which latter is
New Orleans. Some idea of the size of
some of these States may be obtained
when. I say it took us one and a half days
to cross Texas ! Missing our connecting
train compelled me to wait in New Orleans
for twelve hours, consequently I had a
capital opportunity for seeing one of the
most interesting cities in the United
States, with its American, French and
Colored population. I also crossed the
Mississippi river, ana took photographs of
a river steamboat, as well as various
public buildings, ete.

On Saturday, December 5th, I reached
New York, and from there went on to
Boston, arriving at 9 p.m., being the guest
of Mrs. Carrie P. Pratt, who paid a visit
to this country some two years since.
The following afternoon the Boston Spirit-
ualist Liyceum, connected with the Berk-
eley Hall Spiritual Temperance Society,
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gave me a public reception. The large
and handsome hall was completely filled,
as were the annex hall, and both galleries,
there being some seven hundred persons
present, adults and Lyceum members in-
cluded. The platform was occupied by
most of the Past Conductors of Boston
Lyceums, the entire Board of Directors
of the Temple Society, and the usual
officers of the Lyceum. Mr. J. B. Hatch,
senr., the oldest Conductor in Boston,who
was one of those to welcome me on my
first visit to the Lyceum twenty-one years
ago, was on the platform, while his son
is now the present Conductor; Mrs.
Tlatch, junr., being the Guardian. I can-
not begin to give you an account of the
proceedings of that memorable afternoon,
which from first to last was a truly mag-
nific2nt affair.  The entire Lyceum and
ths 7ast company, all rose to their feet
waz1 I was introduced, and the cheering
was simply deafening. So many kind
things were said about our Liyceum work-
ers, our Union, the ¢ Banner” and its
Editors, and myself, that I was quite
overcome, and felt entirely unequal to
respond in the manner such generous ex-
pressions of esteem and affection as were
so freely lavished upon us all called for.
It was, in no mere words, the proudest
moment of my life, in my labours for our
Lyceum work.

At night I shared the platform with
Professor Lockwood, of Chicago, and
judging from the chorus of congratula-
tions at the close of the meeting, the re-
sults were very satisfactory.

On the Wednesday evening, the “Help-
ing Hand” Society,—a branch of the
Temple Society,—gave me another public
Reception in their hall. A very large
attendance was present, and a number of
complimentary, not to say flattering,
speeches were made over the visitor. The
American and British Flags were draped
side by side on the platform, and the hall
itself was most tastefully decorated. On
rising to respond to the welcome the
audience cheered again and again, and
finally expended its cordiality in a regular
British, ¢three times three, and a
‘tiger’”! Indeed my visit to Boston
was literally a series of fetes and ovations,
public and private. At the close of the
above named reception I left on the mid-
night train for New York, where, after a
sound night's, sleep, I duly arrived the
next morning, making my way to my last
resting place in the States, the hospitable
home of the "Hon. Judge Dailey, at
Brooklyn.

But even here the flattering expressions
of affection and good will that had come
to me elsewhere were fated to be repeat-
ed! For the Judge had, he said, “invited
a few people in to say good-bye” to me.
On entering the spacious drawing-rooms
I found that the ‘few’ people numbered
over sixty ! Among them was Mr. Grim-
shaw, of Burnley, and the leading officers
of the Society he was lecturing for that
month. Once again we had a most happy

time, and many most kind things were
said of me, far more, I fear than I deserve.

The next morning the judge drove me
to the Steamer in his carriage, and after
a tender adieu he returned to the busy
city, and I awaited the time of the steam-
er’s departure. The time was beguiled by
the presence of Bros. Grimshaw, Moorey
and Freedman, who came to “ see me off ”
and to introduce me to two of the ship’s
officers who are Spiritualists. At 11-20
a.m. we started on the homeward ftrip,
and after a particularly calm and pleasant
voyage, save for one incident.—i.e., that
of nearly running into an iceberg,—we
arrived in Liverpool at 2 pam. of the
following Saturday. On the Landing-
stage were ever faithful and good John
Lamont, Miss Hodge and Mr. George
Wharmby, but as the Umbria arrived
three quarters of an hour before the Lon-
don train, the other, and better half, was
deprived of the pleasure of meeting the
steamer, but under the safe pilotage of
our dear friend, Mr. S. S. Chiswell, the
two met once more, after the long separ-
ation. Shortly after the re-united ones
came to rest at the Chiswellian Mansion,
and it is with unbounded pleasure I here
record our thanks for the limitless hospi-
tality accorded me and mine during the
time we remained at Merseyopolis. The
receptions in Manchester and Liverpool
are matters of history now, so nothing
needs be said more about them. This,
then, readers and friends of the “Lyceum
Banner,” is a brief chronicle of the Editor’s
home-coming, and some of the incidents
associated therewith. He is more than
glad to be with you all again, and trusts
we may all have many more pleasant
times together as Editor and readers, or,
better still, as friends and co-workers,
for the welfare of the children of to-day,
who will become the men and women of
the future.

sk
Lyceum Notes and Comments
BY ALFRED KITSON.

A Lyceum has been opened by the
Pendle Street Spiritualists’ Society,
Nelson. They are also contemplating:
joining the B.S.Li Union. We extend the
hand of fellowship to them.

* *

The Northampton *Spiritualists’ Society,
has finally decided to open a Children’s
Progressive Liyceum, on the first Sunday
in January.

* *

The Halifax and Huddersfield District:
Council has been successfully formed,
and will commence operation with the
New Year.

***

Bacup Lyceum celebrated its 11th
Anniversary on December 13th. Very
strong counter attractions in the town
somewhat militated against its success.
‘We hope to hear of them gaining member-
ship during the New Year.

A Reformer’s Approval of the Lyceum
System.—Mr.  Brian Hodgson  of
Birmingham in a letter says: I have
just returned from a lecturing visit to
Derby, where I have had the pleasure of
witnessing the evolutions of a Lyceum
under your system. I have already started
what I for certain reasons called an
Experimental School at the Odd-fellows
Hall, Bloomsbury, upon lines of my own.
I like yours so much, however, that I
want to adopt it in a great measure, and
as far as I could tell by a rapid perusual
of the Lyceum Manual, can accept your
constitution consistently with the working
of my own plan.” I find that Mr.
Hodgson’s plan is on the same lines we
were working over twenty years ago at
Gawthorpe and Ossett, and from it the
present system evolved. It is pleasing
to learn that Mr. Hodgson has ordered a
supply of Lyceum Manuals, we wish him
every success in his enterprise.

*

Last month I veferred with pleasure to
the interest that is being awakened in the
Lyceum cause in America, I now wish to
add that the Philosophical Journal for
October 17th. 1896, has a stirring
leaderette on the subject in which
reference is made to the 1895 Convention,
in which the evil habit of Spiritualists
sending their children to the orthodox
Sunday School because it is respectable,
and in the hope no evil results will follow,
is strongly and forcibly put in the follow-
ing case. A young man who had been
permitted by his parents to grow up in
the influence of the Sunday School was
heard to say, ‘I would rather see my
father and mother in their graves, than
to have them disgrace me by going upon
the Spiritualistic platform.”” Spiritualists
who act similarly and cherish the delusive
hope that their children will not fall a
victim to orthodox bigotry and intoller-
ance, should take warning from theabove.

“ As we sow, so we reap.”

*

*

President Barrett made some pertinent
remarks which are well worth quoting,
“Inall my travels,” he said, “ during
the past year I have not found a dozen
(.P. Lyceums. From the most reliable
sources I can only learn of less than
thirty of them in the United States.
This deplorable condition of things should
be carefully considered by your honour-
able body. Promptaction should be taken
by this Convention, and the equipment of
a Lyceum Organizer at once authorized,
and means provided to set him at work.
Sinews of war are necessary, and some-
thing must be done for the children. It
is a standing disgrace to find so many
children from Spiritualistic families in the
Orthodox and Unitarian Sunday Schools.
I referred to this question in strong terms
in my report last year. I cannot but feel
a deep regret that so little has been
accomplished in the way of reform.
Several of our most prominent workers are
educating their children jfor the ministry in
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some church, upon money earned by their
parents upon our platforms, and contributed
by Spiritualists. This isone of thestrongest
arguments in favour of schools of our own
that can be advanced, and cannot be con-
tradicted.”—Banner of Light, Nov. 28th,
1896. All true Spiritualists will deplore
such a state of things as is here revealed,
and will unite in wishing the efforts of
the late Convention to remedy it every
success.
#**

I am very pleased to see the able paper
on the status of Lyceum work in England
by our esteemed Editor, Mr. J. J. Morse,
inserted in the Philosophical Journal for
November 14th, 1896, which is prefaced
with three and a half columns of matter
pertinent to the cause in America, from
which I quote the following interesting
facts :—* As contrasting the present and
the past in this land and in Great Britain,
it may be noted, so far as America is con-
cerned that in a paper issued in Chicago
in 1868, there is given a list of 58
Lyceums then existing. I give a list of
the States with the number of Lyceums
in each: Connecticut, 3; Illinios, 5 ;
Towa, 2 ; Indiana, 4 ; Massachusetts, 11 ;
Maine, 3 ; Michigan. 5; New York, 6 ;
Ohio, 6 ; Wisconsin, 6 ; Pennsylvania, 2 ;
New Jersey, 2; Rhode Island, 1 ; Miss-
ouri, 1; Washington D.C., 1; New York
City, 1.” We hope to see the cause in
a more flourishing condition in 1898 than
it was in 1868. Wishing all a Happy
and Prosperous New Year.

%

|0
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Drawn by Mabel Wolfe.

NECESSITY IS THE MOTHER OF
INVENTION.

Lyceum Reports.

MoORLEY.—Our Lyceum is as vigorous
as ever, and likely to continue so, for we
have an excellent staff of officers, includ-
six conductors. Everybody connected
with our Lyceum shows great interest in
the work, and we hope to be able to send
glowing but faithful reports during 1897.

MIDDLESBRO'— Our Lyceum Annivers-
ary was held Sunday, 13th Dec., and a
pleasant day was spent by all. The
recitations and singing were appreciated
by all who heard them, and we had a
good assemblage. Thirty prizes were
given tothe scholars; also a tea, at
which the children enjoyed themselves.

BrADFORD.—Re-opening of St. James’
Spiritual Church Progressive Lyceum, on
Sunday, January 10th, 1897, to be opened
by Mr. Alfred Kitson, of Batley. Other
old Lyceumists will take part; Mr. Kit-
son will also give Addresses Afternoon
and Evening, at 2:30 and 6 p.m.,a hearty
invitation given to all.

SToCKPORT.—The Charming Operetta
“ Bold Robin Hood,” was produced on
December 25th & 26th, some 50 Lyceum-
ists taking part. The sparkling music
was well rendered, the scenery appropri-
ate, the costumes rich and tasteful in
colour, the fairy dances pretty, the group-
ing striking, the burlesque and general
acting well sustained,the Magnesium light
throwing a brilliant effect on the stage at
intervals, daintly dressed boys and maid-
ens did the “ Lancers” nicely under Mr.
J. Hurdsfield, large audiences, hearty
applause, financial result good. Messrs.
Halsall & Wych, Musical Directors, did
their part most creditably.

LANCASHIRE LYCEUM DEMONSTRA-
TION.—The next meeting of Delegates
will take place at the Spiritual Hall,
Church Street, Ashton-under-Lyne, on
Saturday, January 23rd, 1897. Tea at
4-30 ; Meeting afterwards. It was de-
cided at the last meeting that the demon-
stration should take place at Ashton in
July next; a large attendance of dele-
gates expected. Lyceums desirous of
taking part are requested to send
the names of two delegates they wish to
represent them. Concert will also be
given by the Ashton Lyceum. Admission,
Adults, 2d; Children, 1d.

NORTH-EAST LANCASHIRE LYCEUM
DistricT CoUNCIL.—The Quarterly
Council Meeting was held at Blackpool,
on Nov. 28th. Mr. M. Brindle, President,
ably occupied the chair. A full muster
of delegates attended. Amongst other
business, it was decided to hold a United
Demonstration at Blackburn, about J une
nextyear. A sub-committee was appointed
to selectisome form of exercises, so that
all the Lyceums could join in them with

uniformity. It was also decided to re-
commend to the various Lyceums in the
district, the desirability of the visitor
being also a delegate to the Council. It
was unanimously decided to accept the
hearty invitation of Blackburn Lyceum
for next Council Meeting. After business,
a very enjoyable tea and social followed,
which was well attended. The Council
rendered a hearty vote of thanks to all
Blackpool friends for their 'kindness in
entertaining the delegates.

OPENSHAW.—The Lyceum Open Ses-
sions were held on Sunday, December
13th. Miss A. Barrow, of Salford, gave
good Clairvoyance, and Mr. J Duffy, late
of Birkenhead, gave a good Address, and
they also assisted through the day. In
the Afternoon, the whole Lyceum (110)
rendered a short Song Service ¢ Spirit
Return,” written by Miss L. A. Griffin, of
Burnley. The Reader was Miss J. A.
Owen, a Lyceumist. Mus. Dir., Harry
Booth.  Afterwards a dozen Lyceum
Children recited, several under the age of
seven, thus showing the keen interest
with even the children. At 6-30, an
augumented Choir rendered a Service of
Song entitled, ¢ For Ever True,” written
by Walter Booth, member of the above
Society and Lyceum.  Reader, Mrs.
Booth, a Lyceumist, who did her work
well.  Congratulations crowded in from
all sides to the Author on his admirable
work, it being a true Spiritualist

- story.

BRITISH
SPIRITUALISTS LYCEUM  UNION.

List of Contributions due for 1896-7.
which remain unpaid

8. d.
Accrington, The Temple ... 6 2
Armley 6 11
Barrow-in-Furness... no returns
Batley Sk
Blackburn veal ()

Bradford, Rebecca-street ...
Bradford, Temperance Hall
Burnley, North-street
Cardiff, Swiss Hall...
Cleckheaton ... 2
Darwen
Dewsbury
Elland
Heckmondwike ...
Heaton and Byker ...
Heywood
Hollinwood ...
Huddersfield, Brook-street
Liverpool ...
Liversedge ...
Manchester, Temperance Hall ...
Manchester, Psychological Hall...
Manchester, West Gorton
Millom
Nelson
Oldham, Bartlem-place
Patricroft b
Pendleton
Rawtenstall ...
Rochdale, Bailey-street
Royton
Sheffield
Walsall il
Yeadon .... no returns

ALFRED KITSON. GeN. Skc.
2 Royd-strect, Bromley-road,

Hanging Heaton, near Dewsbury.

[
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Our Playtime Page.

CONDUCTED BY ‘ UNCLE HARRY.”

My DEAR YOUNG FRIENDS,

After such a long absence I must be
like the clown at the pantomime and say
“ Here we are again.”

And I think you will all be glad to have
Uncle Harry fill a page of The Banner
once agan. Well! the Acting-Editor
said “just a page, mind you,” so if I want
to use the page to the best advantage I
must give you plenty of amusement and
very little talk.

Boys are very fond of doing tricks
which are puzzling or mysterious, and
any of the following can be easily done
because they cost nothing for apparatus.

No OxE CourLp Do IT.

A few years ago, whilst in company
with a few friends, a discussion arose
about the difficulties experienced in doing
things apparently very simple, when one
of the party offered to wager that he
would placea glass of water on the table
in such a position that no one could re-
move it without upsetting it.

He won.

What he did was as follows: Fill a
glass with water, and lay over it a piece
of paper, which covers the water and
the edges of the glass, place the palm of
the hand on the paper, and, with the
other hand, turn it upside down very
quickly, and place it on a perfectly flat
part of the table. Gently withdraw the
paper—the water in the glass will re-
main in it, since the air cannot enter—
and'no one can move it without letting
the air in, and consequently spilling the
water.

It is easily done. The glass must be
full to the brim. - When turned upside
down, you can remove the hand on the
paper. It will hold on.

WoULD BAFFLE A WIND BAG.

Take a small piece of cardboard, about
an inch or an inch and half square, put a
pin through its centre ; then place it with
the pin through the hole in an ordinary
cotton reel.

On blowing through the other end of
the reel one naturally expects the card-
board to fall off; but, provided the
blowing is tairly vigorous, it stays on,
and the harder the blowing the more
tightly does it cling to the end, and will
even support very light articles in this
position. ;

THE MARVELLOUS PIP.

Place a raisin-pip in a glass of cham-
pagne or soda water.

The pip will sink, but the bubbles which
form upon it will float it again to the
surface, where the bubbles break, and the
pip again sinks ; and then the pip altern-
ately rises and sinks.

WuEeRE Dors IT GET To?

Fill a glass with sawdust (don’t press

it down), measure a pint of water, and

slowly pour about half into the centre of
the sawdust. Let that soak for a few
seconds, then pour in half remainder,
allowing same amount of time for that to
soak, and so on, pressing the sawdust
down occasionally with something flat.
When it is finished after standing for
some minutes, you will find you still have
room for more water.
TesT YoUur LuNgs WirH THIS.

Place an empty and perfectly dry
bottle on the edge of the table (an empty
soda water bottle will do). Now place a
small piece of cork, about the size of a
pea, just inside the mouth of the hottle.
Stand with your mouth level with the
mouth of the bottle. Now blow. Oh,
yes ! you may blow hard or blow gently ;
but you will not get that piece of cork
inside the bottle with all your blowing.

THEY PUFF, BUuT DON’'T SUCCEED.

Get an empty matchbox without a
case, and cut one end of it off, leaving
the two sides and other end on. Place it
on a table (away from the edge) bottom
upwards, with the end that’s off towards
you, and try to turn it right over, so
that the inside is up, without touching it.

People trying this generally blow
under it ; and it’s amusing to see the box
moving all over the table, but not turn-
ing over.

The way to do it is to clap your hands
in front and near the end that’s off the
tox, keeping the little finger of each hand
touching the table while clapping. If
done properly you will never miss.

EATING AND DRINKING RACE.

Take an ordinary half-pint glass of
water, and ask a friend to eat a penny
sponge cake while you are sipping the
half-pint of water with a teaspoon.

You can drink the water spoonful by
spoonful quicker than he can eat the
sponge cake.

When [ first told this to my nephews,
one of the youngest replied ¢ I’d rather
eat the sponge cake and let the other
chap drink the water.”

WHRRE HAS IT GONE To?

The following curious puzzle beats the
celebrated ‘- 13-15-14 " enigma of a few
years ago, and is well worthinvestigation.

Take a strip of cardboard or paper 13in.
long and 5in. wide, thus giving a surface
of 65 square inches. Now cut this strip
diagonally, as true as you can, the result
being, two pieces in shape of triangles.
Now measure exactly 5in. from the
larger end of each strip, and cut each in
two pieces.

Take your four pieces and put them in
the shape of an exact square, and it will
appear to be just 8in. each way, or
64 square inches—a loss of 1 square inch
of superficial measurement—with no
diminution of surface.

The question is, what becomes of that
inch ?

For those who like puzzles, which are
good for young folks, because they help

to sharpen the perceptions, Uncle Harry
gives the following :—

No. 1.
My first is J.
My second is May,
My third is K.
On the whole you will say,
«“ Well, come !
That’s rum.”

No. 2.
Why, if a man a canvas frame
Should rent for farthings four,
Would house and he be both the same,
Should he his act deplore,
And grudge the money he had spent ?
And therefore be a 5 ; :

No. 3.
If you your hair,—just for a change—
Should with a kitten’s claws arrange,
Why is kit like a place at Rome ?

Because it is a : -

No. 4.
My first’s a recess in the land,
My next is nothing, understand,
My third will bring the fish to land,
My wholeis fixed by word of command

Here is a round game which caused
Uncle Harry a lot of fun when he first
heard it. It shows the wonderful capacity
of the memory to retain even difficult
sentences. At first sight this game will
appear ridiculous, but it will afford much
merriment. It can be played with or
without forfeits.

ONE TO TEN.

You are sitting in a circle, or around a
table, the leader gives out the first line
of nonsense.

“ ONE old ox opening oysters.”

The next person on the left repeats
this line until all in the circle have re-
peated it.

The leader then gives out the second
line and adds the first one to it.

“Two tigers taking tea together,”

One old ox opening oysters.

After all have repeated the two lines
he gives out the third line and adds
number two and number one to it, thus:—

“ THREE toads, totally tired trying to

trot to Tutbury,”

Two tigers taking tea together,

One old ox opening oyster.

A new line is added every time that it
comes round to the turn of the leader.
The whole of the lines are these :—

TEN tipsy tongue tied tailors twisting

three-fold twine,

NINE nimble noblemen nibbling' nice

new nuts,

Ercar Euvopean elephants elegantly
equipped.

SEVEN Syrian salmon swallowing salty
shrimps.

SIX  Sicillian sailors  singing  silly
songs.

Five famished friars fishing for fifty
flukes.

Four flipperty-flapperty Frenchmen
feasting on fat fed frogs.
THREE toads, &ec. &c.
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Mrs. S. S. Chiswell.

The accompanying picture is an ex-
cellent portrait of one of the most inde-
fatigable workers connected with the
Lyceum movement in Great DBritain.
Aimable, cultured and naturally talented,
Mrs. Chiswell has been a tower of
strength to the Liverpool Lyceum, and
the singing on Sundays, and the various
musical entertainments given by the
children, largely owe their sterling
success to her careful training and watch-
ful supervision. In everything that
serves the interest and welfare of the
Lyceum Mrs. Chiswell is ever a foremost
worker, and her genial disposition and

kindly manner have deeply endeared her
to all the members of the Liverpool
Liyceum, and, in conjunction with her ex-
cellent husband, Mr. S. S. Chiswell, has
brought the above Lyceum to a point of
excellence equalled by few and excelled
by none in the United Kingdom.

>k

Miss Florence Morse.

Miss FlorenceMorse is quite well known
to the readers of 7%e Lycewm Banner, and,
without doubt, they will be pleased to
see the latest and best portrait of one who
has so often amused them by the work
of her pen, as she has served the Lyceum

work in other directions, She has taken
an active and practical interest in this
paper from its commencement, has con-
tributed articles upon Lyceum work and
other subjects to wvarious English and
American journals, besides numerous
other articles and stories. She also took
active part in the Institution of the
Liverpool Lyceum. The portrait is now
printed in response to the wishes of her
many friends on both sidesof the Atlantic.

—
Mrs. Kate Taylor-Robinson.

A personal reminiscence and brief sketch.

When the writer of these lines was
lecturing to an assembly ina small West

MRs. CHISWELL.

Miss MORSE.

of England town, on the subject of
“ Poetry and Spiritualism,” his attention
was constantly being drawn to a lady
who was deeply interested in his com-
ments, and whose appreciation of the
speaker’s efforts was strongly envinced
by her constant pencilling into a small
note book. To his mind the lady evidently
appreciated poetry as well as Spiritual-
ism, and his curiosity was constantly
forcing its way to the front of his ideas.
At the close of the lecture, and to the ex-
treme delicht of the speaker, the lady
introduced herself as Mrs. Kate Taylor-
Robinson, the subject of our present
sketch and accompanying portrait.

To say to our readers that Mrs. Taylor-
Robinson is looked upon as the Poetess

of our movement would appear super-
fluous, but we must readily admit that
amongst the manifold effusions of poetic
inspiration, which are constantly being
put before us, there are none which can
compare with those which come from her
pen, whether it be to increase the joys
which already abound or to throw a
gleam of sunshine where the clouds of
darkness have gathered.

Like many of our most noted workers
and writers, she was cradled in dissent,
her ancestors being amongst the first pro-
testant dissenters in Manchester. Her
father, the late Rev. James Taylor, was
a Unitarian Minister, for 15 years he
served the Rivington Church, and for 17
years the Dob Lane Chapel, Failsworth.

The childhood years of her life were
spent in stirring times.  Her father’s
home being a “Welcome Hall ” to all
the leaders of liberty of mind and
action, she was frequently brought into
the company of maiy of the foremost
men of Radical tendencies in both
political and religious circles.

No doubt these early environments
had much to do with the early unfolding
of the mind in the manner which was
soon to manifest itself. The love of
liberty, let alone the presence of love and
of liberty, are essential qualifications in
the subject of true inspiration, and in this
lady they were found in their strongest
form. Her love of home—Manchester—
found expression in the lines 4 .
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Delighting in their bloom
And exquisite perfume.

Mrs. Robinson published a
hook of her poems in May,
1880, which was very well
received, and we are only
expressing a general desire
when we say that a second
volume is awaited by her
numerous friends.

The space at our command
forbids further comment at
present, suffice it to say that
our cause has in Mrs. Taylor-
Robinson a warm hearted
worker and friend, and that
amongst  her  numerous
duties, not the least pleasant
to her is that of reading the
Banner to her son, her only
child living, her daughter
having passed away to Spirit
life, a few years ago.

We trust that many years
yet remain for our friend to
continue to charm her readers
with those gems of poefry

MRS. KATE TAYLOR ROBINSON.
the following from our friend :—

GOOD WISHES FOR THE NEW YEAR

Keep all you boasted charms, Paris and
Rome,
Give me dear Manchester for that is home.

The book of nature was a constant
source of inspiration, and the lessons of
the garden ever received the most
patient attention of their student. Every
flower became an identity as real as that
of any living friend.

We see the golden daffodils each spring
in the same place ;

We know each nook in which to seek
each flower’s beloved face :

Methinks this gives our garden most its
quaint old-fashioned grace.

The revelation of Spiritualism came as
a great surprise but as welcome news to
Mrs. Taylor-Robinson, and, as in many
other cases, shed a new light on her
surroundings, and created for her a
wider channel for the flow of poetic
imagery.

Before her knowledge of Spiritualism
came, a friend passed away who had spent
many hours of sweet friendship with Mrs.
Taylor-Robinson in :the latter lady’s
garden, her grief at the loss of her friend
was great, and her absence from the
garden was expressed in the verse.

In May, when dainty Lilies of the Vale,
Unfold theirscented bells, serene and pale,
Tears ’dew their beauty fair—
Thou art no longer there.

This was but the expression of a
sentiment, Spiritualism brought the know-
ledge of a fact, hence we find her writing
the following verse amongst others.

I know that when Vale Lilies blossom
fair,
Often thy gentle presence lingers there,

which are always acceptable.
Just as we conclude this
article the postman brings

T0 EDNOR.
I wish you dear,
This glad New Year
A future bright and pleasant ;
I wish you health,
I wish you wealth,
To beautify your present.

May sweet hope cheer
This glad New Year—
May Spiritfriends be near you
To guide and bless
With tenderness
And evermore to cheer you.
May all griefs cease
And dove-eyed peace
Fold her white wings around
you,
And spirit guides
Whate’er betides
With guardian care surround
you.
May all things good,
‘Well understood,
Brighten each cloud above

you;
And faithful friends,
Until life ends,
Be near to bless and love you.

“Did you notice what a lot
of applause I got ?” asked the
young orator, proudly. I
did,” answered the old stager.
“And did you notice that the
applause only came in when
you quoted Lincoln or Jeffer-
son, or some of the rest of
them ?

Mrs. Ellen Green.

One of the most amiable and gentle-
natured of our public workers, is Mrs.
Ellen Green, whose genial features look
at you from the excellent portrait.
Her sympathies are ever warm towards
the children, and her interests are always
in sympathy with our Lyceum workers
and their work. She is ever ready to
assist in the Liyceum, and whenever she
visits one, a hearty welcome is always
accorded her. Indeed, her name is a
“household word” in all parts of the
country, and hundreds of Lyceum mem-
bers and officers will hail with delight the
appearance of her portrait in this issue of
the Banner.

[The Editors are obliged to Mr. E. D.
Rogers for the loan of portrait block of
Mrs. Green, and to Mr. E. W. Wallis for
that of Mrs. Chiswell. ]

o SR

Mrs. Greenwood.
(Sowerby Bridge).

The Ladies’ number of the Banner
would certainly be incomplete without a
portrait and brief sketch of Mrs. Green-
wood, the able and most amiable leader
of one of the best Lyceums in our Union,
namely, Sowerby Bridge. Cradled in
Wesleyanism at her home in Lincolnshire,
she was in early life brought into those
conditions of life which tend to create a
deep and lasting respect for spiritual
things.

MRS. ELLEN GREEN.

ok,
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MRS. GREENWOOD.

The teachings of orthodoxy, however,
were never so satisfactory to her own
mind as they appeared to be to her teach-
ers and friends, and it was not until after
her marriage and removal to Sowerby
Bridge, that, some twelve years ago,
when brought into contact with the
philosophy of Spiritualism, that she
discovered the elements of truth for
which she had long sought. Like all true
students, she was soon anxious to impart
her knowledge to others, and therefore
entered heartily into the work of the
local Liyceum and Society.

Her training as an elementary school
teacher, especially fitted her fo r Lyceum
work, in which capacity she found the
widest scope for the exercise of her
powers. Some people wonder how she
makes her work bear so much success, for
all is done so quietly and so gently that
there seems scarce an effort put forth,
but this, we believe, is the true secret of
the success. An engineer will tell you
that good oil makes no noise, but on the
contrary, reduces all friction and destroys
the cause of the noise. So itis in the case
under consideration, for Mrs. Greenwood’s
excellent manner of conducting Lyceum
work is certainly most agreeable to all
concerned.

In the recent formation of the ¢ Halifax
and Huddersfield District Council,” she
took an active part, and has been elected
as its first Secretary, her anxiety for its
success being apparent from the thorough-
ness, ability, and never-failing energy
which is infused into the duties of the
office.

At our request, Madam Elvira sends
the following brief delineation from a
photo. kindly lent us by a friend for the

purpose. Madam Elvira has never seen
Mrs. Greenwood, and those who know the
latter lady as well as the writer does,
will admit that the delineation is a token
of the examiner’s ability.

¢ Is impressionable and intense in feel-
ing, very lenient and merciful, your heart
will beat instinctively with the interests
of humanity. You are imbubed with sin-
cere adoration of the Supreme and will
always delight to converse on the immor-
tality of the Soul, and have a strong
desire to work in the cause of Spiritual
enlightenment, having strong psychic
powers will be impressed by approaching
scenes and occurrences ; will be social in
selected company and try to be impartial,
but in this respect your sympathy will
lead you astray ; have persistent deter-
mination but not sufficient vitality to last
long without leaving serious effects upon
the constitution ; you have a natural love
for transparency of character, you cannot
appreciate those who are ambiguous,
would value honour and distinction, and
interest yourself in the welfare of the
young and the progression of any work
that would benefit their future state in
life.”

Mrs. Greenwood’s presence at the
Annual Lyceum Conferences, betokens in
another way how far her sympathies
extend towards our movement, and in
recognition of her own work in the cause,
as well as to recognise the status of the
ladies in our Councils, she has several
times been appointed on its Committees,
and at the present time is a member of
the Publishing Committee.

%k
Mr. Thomas G. Newman.

Mr. Thomas G Newman is the Editor
of the Philosophical Journal, published at
San Diego, California. Ile is an English-
man, a devoted Spiritualist, a higch Free-
mason, and an able and cultivated
gentleman. He is greatly interested in
Lyceum work, and is trying to awaken
interest therein by devoting space in his
paper to lessons for our young folks. He
is also anxious to start a Children’s paper,
somewhat on the lines of our Banner, but
finds it difficult to arouse the interest and
support needful. The Editor was his
guest when visiting the above-named
city. The portrait which was intended to
accompany this paragraph, having hap-
pened an accident, the printer has had to
remove it.

—_— ke

A NEW SERVICE OF SoNG—We are
obliged to Mr. Walter Booth for a copy
of his new Service of Song : * For Ever
True.” It is a capital story based on
Spiritualism, whilst the music, selected
from the ¢ Spiritual Songster,” and other
well-known music books, is of a popular
character and easy to render.

Marching Song.

Respectfully dedicated by the author
to Mr. Morse and our Lyceum workers in
dear Old England. Hoping they will
adopt it and use itin their BannerMarches,
and thus may a grand union of song from
all the Lyceums on both sides of the
Atlantic be raised to the spirit world.

CHILDREN OF THE LYCEUM.

Tune—* Onward Christian Soldiers.”

Words by J. Southcote Mansergh,
Music Air by Frederic H. Watson.

(hildren of the Lyceum,
Marching proudly on,

‘With our Banner waving,
Held by every one.

Emblem of our freedom,
Starry Banner bright,

With thee, marching onward,
In the cause of right.

Chorus—
Ever marching onward,
Let our watchwords be—
Education, knowledge,
Truth and liberty.

Like a mighty army,
Moves the spirit band,
Brothers, we are marching
In a holy land.
We are not divided,
Knowledge ours, not faith,
The grave has lost its victory,
There is nosting in death.—Chorus

Dear old union waving
O’er your children’s head,
For whose glorious colors,
Our forefathers bled.
Lead us on to victory,
For our cause unfurled,
We, who combat ignorance,
For the spirit world.—Chorus.

—_k

A Little Birdie on the Wing.

A little birdie on the wing
Sang sweet a pretty song.

I heard the little songster sing
Just as he flew along.

His wings were white as spotless snow
And flecked with specks of gold.

He soared to heaven from earth below,
Away from storm and cold.

I heard him sing his pretty song
As far away he flew,—

Far from the curious, eager throng
Up to the heavenly blue.

He soared away, far out of sight,
And then was lost to view.

His song fell like a gleam of light
Down from the heavenly blue.
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A Piute Papoose.

If all the strange things that the differ-
ent races of the earth—the black, the
white, the brown and the yellow, the big
and the little—do to their babies were
put in a book, it would read more won-
derful than a fairy tale.

Now, here is little Sam Johns, for
example.

He lives near Reno, Nevada, and is a
roly-poly Piute papoose.

Very different are his baby days to

“those of your little brothers and sisters
and of your own.

He has to stand up to sleep, is kept
fastened tight in a basket, like a pencil in
its case, and travels on his mother’s back
instead of in her arms.

And his name ? That funny
name of his—Sam Johns. Do you

his wardrobe, and that is usually one a
more fortunate baby has cast off. No
soft lace-trimmed, beribbed cradle, no
cushioned springy perambulator are his.
Until he can toddle about and take care
of himself a basket is his home. It is
made of wicker, with a narrow, little
foot rest and a sort of hood. To the
wicker sides are fastened pieces of buck-
skin, and when Mr. Papoose is laid in the
basket the buckskin is so tightly laced
together with thongs that it is as much
as he can do to even wriggle his toes.
Sam doesn’t like his straight-jacket
cradle one bif, and kicks and struggles
with all his little might to get free some-
times, yelling like' the little Indian he is.
But that does no good. His patient
mother lets him yell till he gets tired.
If she wants to pnt him to sleep she

of his basket to amuse him when his
mother takes a long tramp.

Now and then he is taken out of his
basket for air and to stretch his chubby
legs.

When he gets older he will have pet
cats and dogs, every Indian has a dog,
and later on he is given a pony. When
he can he plays with white boys at their
games, and learns all their naughty ways
as well as his own, and can swear and
smoke cigarettes as well as the worst of
them. Ile makes a fierce little fighter,
and can hold his own with much bigger
boys when they tease him and make him
angry.

If he lives on a reservation he goes to
the reservation school for Indians and
sometimes takes great delight in his
lessons. If he lives near a town and his

father and mother want him to get
a little education, or he has white

know how he gotit? Not by being
christened, wearing a pretty frock,
with a godfather and godmother
standing by, and having a silver
mug presented to him afterwards.
Indians don’t do things that way.
He was named pretty much in the
same fashion as you name your pet
pup or kitten.

Indian papas and mammas never
tell to white people what name they
give a baby, because they think it
will bring bad luck to the baby, but
they let white folks name them -
what they please.

When Sam Johns was three or
four days old his mother laced him
into his basket, put the strap over
her head and trotted off with him
on her back to show him to a lady
who had been kind to her.

Sam Johns was a funny looking
little object then, with a broad, fat
face about the colour of coffee, and
black fuzz growing on it that looked
as if he wouldn’t need to wait till
he was grown up for whiskers.

But he will have to just the same,

friends to help him, he is some-
times allowed to go to the public
school with civilized boys and girls.

>k

Honour the Dear 0ld
Mother.

Honour the dear old mother.
Time has scattered snowy flakes on
her brow, ploughed deep furrows
on her cheeks, but is she not sweet
and beautiful now ? The lips are
thin and shrunken ; but those are
the lips which have kissed many a
hot tear from the childish cheeks,
and they are the sweetest lips in
the world. The eye is dim, yet it
glows with the soft radiance that
can never fade. Ah! yes, she is a
dear old mother. The sands of
life are nearly run out, but, feeble
as she is, she will go further and
reach down lower for you than any
other upon earth. You cannot
enter a prison whose bars can keep

her out ; you cannot mount a scaff-

for the fuzz rubbed off when he
had been in the world a few weeks.

The lady admired him as much
as she could, and asked: ¢ Well, Susan,
what are you going to call the baby ?”
©«We don’t know,” said Susan ; * hain’t

ot no name yit. You name it.”

The white friend said, ¢ Call him Sam.”
So Sam he is, and because his father, who
is a big solemn-looking Indian, with
coarse black hair like a horse’s tail, is
called John hy the white folks, he is
called Sam Johns to distinguish him from
the Sams of other families.

In this way some queer names are
given to papooses—names of the great
and well-known people of the country,
and very often names of the wicked and
criminals.

Sam doesn’t have much in the way of
clothes—no soft flannels, embroidered
petticoats and dainty lace-trimmed little
dresses. One little garment makes up

Papoose Sam John's. ‘
From a phctograph’ by Samuel ‘B, Doten, Reng, Nev, .

doesn’t leave off her work and sit down
to rock him. Instead she takes him up,
basket. and all, puts the strap on her fore-
head and lets him hang down her back.
Then she goes on with her work—wash-
ing for white folks. ~ Rub, rub, rub, she
goes, and basket, baby and all bob up and
down over the tub, keeping time with
the rubbing. Baby squalls and squalls,
and gets tired, tired, tired, and pretty
soon drops off to sleep in spite of himself.

Then Susan props him up in any handy
place, as you see him in the picture, to
let him have his nap out.

When he wakes up some older brother
or sister plays with him. His playthings
are any old thing that can be picked up
—sometimes he is given a rag baby made
with a stick for a body. Very often some
of his playthings are fastened to the hood

old too high for her to reach that
she may kiss and bless you in evi-
dence of her deathless love. When
the world shall despise and forsake you ;
when it leaves you by the wayside to
perish unnoticed, the dear old mother
will gather you in her arms and tell you
all your virtues, until you almost forget
that your soul is disfigured with vices.
Love her tenderly, and cheer her declin-
ing years with holy devotion.

*
Light !

The night has a thousand eyes,
And the day but one ;

Yet the light of the bright world dies
With the dying sun.

The mind has a thousand eyes,
And the heart but one ;

Yet the light of a whole life dies
When love is done.
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How a Six-shooter Won the

Race.
BY EDMOND R. NOBLE.

As far back as T can remember there
has always been a great rivalry existing
between Montana’s two leading cities,
Butte and Helena, and at the present
time this rivalry had manifested itself
amongst the wheelmen of the two ecities
in question. Helena had unquestionably
proved her superiority in the cycling line
and all due to the speedy qualities of one
man, Harry HEvans, the Ielena cracka-
jack.  We DButteites were forced to
admit, very reluctantly, however, that
there was no one in the entire state who
could bold a candle to Evans, not even
our crack, Charlie Williams. The latter
we had considered invincible until Evans
had shown him the way over the tape in
the several match races, the last one of
which had just been held, and as a con-
sequence Butte had to occupy second
position to her hated rival.

At the time this story opens quite a
crowd of us were congregated at the
club house, lamenting over Evans last
and decisive victory, and wondering by
what means we could offset the great
prestige Helena had acquired. We were
plainly out of it in the racing line ; some
suggested giving a mammoth smoker,
others, a bicycle parade, centuries, hill-
climbing contests, bloomer balls, but
apparently not one of the suggestions
made could overcome the great disgrace
we had just met with on the track.

When apparently at our wits end, in
rushed Fairchilds, our energetic Captain.
His very appearance told us that some-
thing was up, and we all crowded around
to hear what he had to say. Fairchilds
was always springing sensations upon us,
consequently we expected something of
the sort and were not in the least dis-
appointed. < Fellows,” said he, as soon
as recovering his breath, “I have found
him”  ©“Who?” we all asked, breath-
lessly. ¢ Why, the man who can fairly
wipe the earth with Evans. THe’s a
phenom, that’s what he is; a jim dandy,
I am telling' you, has more speed to the
square inch than any man I ever set my
two eyes upon. Why, Evans might just
as well try to beat Bald or Cooper as to
get away with this fellow.”

“ Well, for goodness sake, who is your
newly discovered world beater ¥ ” inquir-
ed Hawkes, the President of the club.
‘ Are you running in a Zimmerman upon
us unawares ? ”’

“ Nothing of the kind, although he’s
fast enough to win back our lost laurels
and that is all we want just at present.
He is the new bookkeeper at the Jones
and Travis Mills, and seems like a pretty
white sort of a fellow. I have met him
occasionally since his arrival here, and
we have done considerable riding to-
gether. Yesterday was the first time we

met since the last match race and of
course we naturally discussed that event.
He asked me what was Evans’ fastest
time and when I told him, he didn’t seem
to think so much of it at all, said it was
dead easy, could beat that time himself
with a little training. We stopped right
there and didn’t go a step farther until I
had found out all about him, with the
result that I agreed to go out to the
track to-night and time him for a mile.
Well, I have just come from there and I
tell you, fellows, he’s a wonder. With-
out any training whatever he rode the
prettiest of anyone 1 have ever seen,
didn’t seem to make any effort whatever ;
after he finished and when I glanced at
the watch, you could have knocked me
down with a feather, so dumbfounded
was [ at the figures before me, 2:32 for
the mile, and the hest that Evans ever
did was 2-39, that with pacing. What
do you think of that, did you ever hear
the like before 7  Well, the best part of
the whole thing is, he’s going to join the
club, have his application and entrance
fee in my pocket, and I'm to issue a
challenge to Evans.”  As Fairchilds
finished, pandemonium reigned supreme
and it was away into the wee small hours
that any of us reached our downy couches
that night.

Some way or another, the whole busi-
came out in the morning papers the next
day, and by noon it was the talk of the
entire town. That a man had been found
who could beat Evans caused more ex-
citement in Butte that day than if the
President of the United States had arrived
or that free silver had won the day.
Merchants talked it over with their cus-
tomers ; it was discussed on the street
corners ; those who were personally
acquainted with or knew Griflin by sight
took much pleasure in pointing him out
to their less fortunate friends as he passed
along the street, so that all in all, Griffin
was about the most distingunished man in
the whole town that day. It was noised
about that he would make another trial
that night at the track, and when the
time finally arrived, apparently half the
population had collected to witness the
performance.  Griffin was undoubtedly
very much pleased at the attention shown
him, for he rode that night like a veritable
demon. He told the boys he would like
to make a fast showing if possible ; you
see he wasn’t a bit conceited and said he
really thought they expected too much
from him and would be disappointed. At
his request several of us agreed to pace
him for the mile, each one taking him a
quarter of a mile. Harris took him the
first quarter with a flying start, and al-
though it was a regular sprint the whole
quarter, Griffin was right there when the
change was made, and was, in fact, too
quick for the second man entirely. In
consequence of this he had to ride the
second quarter unpaced, but much to
everyone's surprise, it didn’t seem to
make a particle of difference, the speed

never diminished for an instant. A neat
pick-up was made on the third quarter,
and on they came with another sprint,
sweeping around the turn into the home
stretch, where Williams was in waiting.
The latter was already in motion and
when Griffin swung onto his rear wheel,
the two struck out like a steam engine.
Half way down the stretch Griffin thought
things were too easy; he jumped out
into the centre of the track, and sailed by
Butte’s crackajack, as if the latter were
standing still.  People were simply para-
lyzed at such a display of speed, and
when the time was announced, 2:12 for
the mile, they were still more so. There
was great rejoicing that night among the
Butteites over the prospect of Ielena’s
speedy downfall.

There was one individual, in particular,
who manifested more than a passing
interest in Griffin’'s performance, who
watched every move in that ride like a
vulture watches his prey ; timed every
eighth and quarter, and even the last
hundred yards. It was Sol Smith, a
noted saloon keeper and gambler of Butte,
who was pretty well fixed in the way of
this earth’s possessions. IHe had one of
the best paying places in town, and also
possessed considerable real estate, but
not an over-abundance of ready -cash.
After the conclusion of the ride, Smith
called Fairchilds to one side and said he
wished to have a little talk with him.
The latter told us about it later that
night, to the effect that Smith had sized
Griffin up as a world beater and wished
to act as his backer ; that he had decided
to put up every cent he could rake and
scrape together, on Griffin, if Evans
accepted the challenge, but if he took
this responsibility he desired to be allowed
to look after Griffin, to furnish him with
a trainer and keep a watchful eye over
him until after the race should have taken
place. We all thought this was a pretty
good thing, and Griffin being there, we
submitted the proposition to him for his
decision. IHe agreed to it immediately
and seemed mightily tickled to have the
chance. Smith was likewise tickled and
everything was working like a charm.

Ilelena accepted that challenge with
an alacrity that surprised us, and as -
Hawkins said, ¢ they must have bega
looking for the chance.” Following the
acceptance came Evang’ backer, and the
details were soon fixed, Smith putting up
the money for our side. According to
the agreement, the race was to take place
three weeks later, upon our mile horse
track, the race was to be of one mile, the
winner to take everything, each side
putting up 500 dollars.

Griffin, under the watchful eye of
Smith, trained hard and faithfully, an
experienced trainer was brought out from
Chicago, and between the two a new
born babe could not have been more
tenderly cared for. Even old Travis,
Griffin’s employer, took an interest in the
affair, the first time he had manifested
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such inclinations for anything outside of
his mill, since the town had known him.
He told Griffin he could have a three
weeks’ vacation until after the race was
over and that his pay would go on just
the same, so the boy had nothing to do
but train. At the end of two weeks, he
was riding like a streak, doing unpaced
miles in 2:25, sprinfing quarters in thirty-
one, thirty-two and thereabouts. IHe
was certainly a phenomenal rider and all
Butte was backing him to a man.

During the last week, Helena money
came pouring in, only

side. Something was evidently in the
wind.  Griffin after being in bed night
after night at nine o’clock for three
weeks, wasn’t up on this most particular
night at one o’clock and in a crowd of
our rivals, for nothing. Looking at it
from this point, we naturally came to the
conclusion that a job was being put up on
the race. There was but one thing to
do and that was to find Smith, so we all
chased up to his house, only to meet with
a still greater surprise. Smith told us
he knew all about it, was well aware

We moved down the street just out of
sicht of the house and patiently took up
our vigil. An hour, it seemed like seve-
ral, and we were rewarded by the re-
appearance of the captain. In the dim
light we could see that he was pale, and,
in a voice which trembled from the result
of his agitation, he said : * Boys, we have
been thrown down, that man Griffin is a
fraud, and came here with the express
purpose of doing us up. He is one of
the Helena crowd, which accounts for
you seeing him with them to-night. We

have positive informa-

to be covered immedi-
ately upon its arrival,
every man, woman and
child, apparently, who

' ’e@@@ﬁ%

tion that he is to throw
the race ; he has beaten
Fvans several times be-
fore, but never in Mon-

could lay hands on a
dollar or so, were bett-
ing on the race, so that
if Griffin shouldn’t win,
the town would have to
sell itself out to pay its
debts. Sol Smith was
in it up to his eyes, he
mortgaged his saloon,
all of his real estate,
and in fact, put up
everything’ he had in
the world on the race.
It was a case of life or
death with him, and to
lose that race meant
ruin completely. There
was scarcely a minute
in the day but what he
was with Griffin, from
early morning until he
saw him safely in bed
at nine o’clock every
night, he was watching
over him.

The eventful day
drew slowly near and
finally the last night
before the race arrived.
With it came the Hele-

na contingent, strong 2
in numbers and with an
air of confidence, that 3
was simply galling to
us. They had the bear-

ing of conquerors from
the moment they set
foot in town, but we
consoled ourselves with
the belief that our
Helena friends would
feel somewhat different
after the race. That night, a crowd of
i us while returning from the club, received
a shock which nearly proved fatal. In
one of the down town resorts where we
stepped in to take a night-cap, who
should we find, surrounded by a lot of
the Helena fellows, but Griffin, the man
upon whom Butte had staked every dollar
she could raise. Up at this time of the
night when nearly every one was asleep
and the night before the big race. As
Griffin hadn’t seen us we beat a hasty
retreat to consult upon the matter out-
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where Griffin was and whom he was with,
but for us to keep it dark, not to say a
word to any one about it, and trust to
him. He evidently knew more than we
did, and so we waited for results. As
we turned to go, Fairchilds came rushing
up the steps and was hastily admitted by
Smith. Here was more mystery. Fair-
childs was perhaps more interested in the
result of that race than any one in the
town, with the exception of Smith, and in
view of this, we determined to walt for
him and find out what was up.
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Buld a Truly gailor blter be?

for his being able to
work himself into our
good graces without
disclosing his real iden-
tity. Butte has always
been a good thing for
Helena, and, with the
final defeat of Williams,
they knew there was no
one else here whom we
would put up against
Evans, so what do they
do but send for Griffin,
and bring him over from
Portland.  The next
thing they did was to
get him a position with
Jones and Travis here,
and left the rest for
him. He was to sur-
prise us with his speed,
which unfortunately he
did. They were to
back Evans heavily
against him, with the
understanding - that the
latter is to win at all
odds.  They worked
their game well, and
we are the dupes, but
old Smith will spoil
their little time yet.
Say, fellows, please
keep this to yourselves,
as we want everything
to go on as if we hadn’t
discovered a thing.”
With this Fairchilds
bade us good night and
strode away in the
darkness, while we pur-
sued the other direction, deciding to
spend the balance of the night at the
club house, as sleep was now entirely
out of the question. Our natural impulse
was to find Griffin, and tie him up to the
nearest telegraph pole, but calmer judge-
ment prevailed and his life was spared.
Morning finally arrived, and with it
more Ilelena people and more money.
To us it was really pitiable to see the
Butteites made further dupes of, but we
were powerless to do anything, save to
keep out of it ourselves. 0Old Smith

' \'\\{(//
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appeared to be the jolliest man in the
whole town, when we met him after
breakfast, and had Griffin in tow sticking
to him closer than a brother. Not for a
single instant was the latter out of his
sight until after the race.

‘Noon came, and people commenced to
migrate trackward, every mode of con-
veyance in town being pressed into ser-
vice. Long before the time for the race
to be called every available point of
observation was filled with excited hu-
manity, hundreds overflowed on to the
track ; in fact, never had such a crowd
been known in Butte before. In the
meantime, Smith, Griffin and the trainer
had been driven up to the training
quarters. Griffin was soon stretched out
on one of the cots undergoing his final
rub down. This finished, he put on his
racing suit, and everything was in readi-
ness for the call to the track. At this
point, Smith, who had been watching
these preparations in calm silence, now
arose and went over to where Griffin
was reclining. “ Griffin,” said he, ¢ since
we have been associating together in
this race scheme I have grown to think
a great deal of you; have always placed
the greatest confidence in you as a man,
and in your ability as a rider. Every-
thing I have in the world has been put
upon you to win this race. Now, before
you go on to the track, I would like to
find out a few things. You have ridden
against this man Evans before, haven’t
you ? ”

“Yes,” responded Griffin, evidently
taken very much by surprise.

“ You have ridden against him several
times, and defeated him in every instance,
haven’t you?”

“Yes,” came the answer,
surprise increasing.

“The difference has always been so
great between the two, you don’t think
he could have improved to such an extent
as to be able to defeat you to-day ? ”

ENo

“You, yourself, are now in better con-
dition than at any time you have ridden
against him, are you not ?

“Yes,” thank you, I feel easier now,”
and Smith braced himself for the final
effort.

“ Now, young man, I have discovered
a few more things about you, and Il tell
you right now, before we proceed any
further, your game is up. The mere
fact that you were with the Helena
crowd last night after midnight, is enough
to tell me that everything is not right.
This race means life or death to me, and
there is to be no trifling. I am desperate
and you must win. You have just
acknowledged that you can, and I am
determined that you will.” At this
juncture, the old man pulled an ugly-
looking six shooter from his pocket, and
continuing, said, “If you lose, I am
going to kill you. Now, understand this
is no idle threat. I will be on the tape
when you finish, and if Evans wins, I'll

Griffin’s

shoot you on the spot, and then shoot
myself. If you lose, I lose every single
thing' I possess, and at my age, it will be
no use trying to make another start;
therefore life wouldn’t be worth living.
Remember, boy, if youre last in this
race, it will be your last time on earth.”
Griffin was plainly scared, and when old
Sol ceased speaking, the cold beads of
perspiration stood out all over his fore-
head. The summons came, and the little
group marched out to the track, as if to
a hanging. At the sight of Griffin, the
immense crowd broke loose into a regular
ovation, all of which was apparently un-
noticed by the recipient. Evans followed
immediately, and was enthusiastically
greeted by the Helena contingent. The
toss for position resulted in giving the
Bute man the pole, and the men were
ordered to mount. All this time, Smith
prevented all possibility of Griffin com-
municating in any way with the Helena
fellows on the track and allowed no one
to speak a word to him. The starter
asked if all was ready and everyone step-
ped back to leave a clear place for the
start. Smith was standing at the edge
of the pole, directly in front of Griffin.
As everything was in readiness, he again
drew forth his six-shooter and laid it
across his arm in plain view of the latter,
at the same time remarking significantly,
“ Remember, boy, I’ll be right here when
you finish.”

“Starters ready! Timers ready!”
Bang went the starter’s gun, and Griffin
jumped out like a shot from a cannon.
The memory of that six-shooter, the final
words of his backer, were still ringing in
his ears and he went along like a fright-
ened deer. At every jump, he increased
his speed, much to the delight of Butte
and to the horror of Helena. Something
was evidently wrong, and the leaders of
the Helena contingent were aghast. The
half-mile was passed, and Evans was only
too plainly out of it. Griffin was pedaling
still more desperately as he rounded the
last turn into the home stretch, and never
stopping to ascertain whether his rival
was near or not, he started the final sprint
as if his life depended upon it, and he
knew only too well that it did. As he
neared the tape, the crowd was yelling
like mad, and in a frenzied excitement
seemed determined to tear down the
grand stand. And well they might, for
wasn't Butte winning the greatest race
that had ever been known in this state?
Were not all the good, hard-earned dol-
lars, lost in the past, being won back
from Helena and many more in addition.
As Griffin flashed by the tape, the Helena
man had just rounded into the stretch,
everlastingly beaten and disgraced. No
cheers greeted him as he came up to the
stand ; there was too much depression
among the visitors from Helena to think
of cheering anyone. It was revenge they
wanted, and witk this thought uppermost
they started to find out the cause of their
misfortune. But Griffin had disappeared,

as completely as if the earth had opened
up and swallowed him. Not only was
the search of our rivals fruitless, but not
a single one of us ever saw or heard of
him, after he crossed the tape in that
memorable ride.

Old Smith was perhaps the only excep-
tion, he apparently knew more about
Griffin’s whereabouts than he cared to
tell, but the only thing he would say was
that Griffin was safe from all harm so far
as the Helena people were concerned.
To this day I firmly believe that the
latter is now one of the eracks of the
country, but riding under an assumed
name.—7he Olympic, San Francisco.
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The Boy Who Wasn’t Afraid.

I ain’t afeard uv snakes, or toads, or
bugs or worms, or mice,

An’ things at girls are skeered uv I think
are awful nice!

I'm pretty brave, I guess, an’ yet I hate
to go to bed,

For, when I am tucked up snug and
warm, an’ when my prayer are said,

Mother tells me ¢ Happy dreams!” an’
takes away the light,

An’ leaves me lyin’ all alone an’ seein’
things at night

Sometimes they’re in the corner, some-
times they’re by the door,

Sometimes they’re all a-standin’ in the
middle uv the floor ;

Sometimes they are a-sittin’ down, some-
times they’re walkin’ round

So softly an’ creepy-like they never make
a sound ;

Sometimes they are black as ink, an’
other times they’re white—

But the color ain’t no difference when
you see things at night.

Once, when I licked a fellar ’at had just
moved on our street,

An’ father sent me up to bed without a
bite to eat,

I woke upin the dark an’ saw things
standin’ in a row,

A-lookin’ at me cross-eyed an’ p’intin’ at
me—so ! :

Oh, my ! I wuz so skeered that time I
never slept a mite—

It’s almost alluz when I'm bad I see
things in the night.

Lucky thing I ain’t a girl, or I'd be
skeered to death !

Bein’ I'm a boy, I duck my head an’ hold
my breath ;

An, I am, oh, so sorry I’'m a naughty
boy, an’ then

I promise to be better an’ I say my
prayers again.

Gran’ma tells me that’s the only way to
make it right

‘When a feller has been wicked and sees
things in the night !
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HOTEL.

SPIRITUALISTS
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" A Home From Home.
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Full Tariff Sent Post Free.
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The Most Complete, the Prettiest, Most
Healthy and Safest set of Turkish Baths
in London.
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Baths,

VENTILATION & DRAINAGE PERFECT.
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appeared to be the jolliest man in the
whole town, when we met him after
breakfast, and had Griffin in tow sticking
to him closer than a brother. Not for a
single instant was the latter out of his
sight until after the race.

‘Noon came, and people commenced to
migrate trackward, every mode of con-
veyance in town being pressed into ser-
vice. Long before the time for the race
to be called every available point of
observation was filled with excited hu-
manity, hundreds overflowed on to the
track ; in fact, never had such a crowd
been known in Butte before. In the
meantime, Smith, Griffin and the trainer
had been driven up to the training
quarters. Griffin was soon stretched out
on one of the cots undergoing his final
rub down. This finished, he put on his
racing suit, and everything was in readi-
ness for the call to the track. At this
point, Smith, who had been watching
these preparations in calm silence, now
arose and went over to where Griffin
was reclining. ¢ Griffin,” said he, ¢ since
we have been associating together in
this race scheme I have grown to think
a great deal of you; have always placed
the greatest confidence in you as a man,
and in your ability as a rider. Every-
thing I have in the world has been put
upon you to win this race. Now, before
you go on to the track, I would like to
find out a few things. You have ridden
against this man Evans before, haven’t
you ? ”

“Yes,” responded Griffin, evidently
taken very much by surprise.

“ You have ridden against him several
times, and defeated him in every instance,
haven't you?”

“Yes,” came the
surprise increasing.

“The difference has always been so
great between the two, you don’t think
he could have improved to such an extent
as to be able to defeat you to-day ? ”

ENoe.?

“You, yourself, are now in better con-
dition than at any time you have ridden
against him, are you not ? ”

“Yes,” thank you, I feel easier now,”
and Smith braced himself for the final
effort.

“ Now, young man, I have discovered
a few more things about you, and I’/ tell
you right now, before we proceed any
further, your game is up. The mere
fact that you were with the Helena
crowd last night after midnight, is enough
to tell me that everything is not right.
This race means life or death to me, and
there is to be no trifling. I am desperate
and you must win. You have just
acknowledged that you can, and I am
determined that you will.” At this
juncture, the old man pulled an ugly-
looking six shooter from his pocket, and
continuing, said, “If you lose, I am
going to kill you. Now, understand this
is no idle threat. I will be on the tape
when you finish, and if Hvans wins, I’ll

Griffin’s

answer,

shoot you on the spot, and then shoot
myself. If you lose, I lose every single
thing I possess, and at my age, it will be
no use trying to make another start;
therefore life wouldn’t be worth living.
Remember, boy, if you're last in this
race, it will be your last time on earth.”
Griffin was plainly scared, and when old
Sol ceased speaking, the cold beads of
perspiration stood out all over his fore-
head. The summons came, and the little
group marched out to the track, as if to
a hanging. At the sight of Griffin, the
immense crowd broke loose into a regular
ovation, all of which was apparently un-
noticed by the recipient. Evans followed
immediately, and was enthusiastically
greeted by the Helena contingent. The
toss for position resulted in giving the
Bute man the pole, and the men were
ordered to mount. All this time, Smith
prevented all possibility of Griffin com-
municating in any way with the Helena
fellows on the track and allowed no one
to speak a word to him. The starter
asked if all was ready and everyone step-
ped back to leave a clear place for the
start. Smith was standing at the edge
of the pole, directly in front of Griffin.
As everything was in readiness, he again
drew forth his six-shooter and laid it
across his arm in plain view of the latter,
at the same time remarking significantly,
“ Remember, boy, I'll be right here when
you finish.”

“Starters ready! Timers ready!”
Bang went the starter’s gun, and Griffin
jumped out like a shot from a cannon.
The memory of that six-shooter, the final
words of his backer, were still ringing in
his ears and he went along like a fright-
ened deer. At every jump, he increased
his speed, much to the delight of Butte
and to the horror of Helena. Something
was evidently wrong, and the leaders of
the Helena contingent were aghast. The
half-mile was passed, and Evans was only
too plainly out of it. Griffin was pedaling
still more desperately as he rounded the
last turn into the home stretch, and never
stopping to ascertain whether his rival
was near or not, he started the final sprint
as if his life depended upon it, and he
knew only too well that it did. As he
neared the tape, the crowd was yelling
like mad, and in a frenzied excitement
seemed determined to tear down the
grand stand. And well they might, for
wasn’t Butte winning the greatest race
that had ever been known in this state?
‘Were not all the good, hard-earned dol-
lars, lost in the past, being won back
from Helena and many more in addition.
As Griffin flashed by the tape, the Helena
man had just rounded into the stretch,
everlastingly beaten and disgraced. No
cheers greeted him as he came up to the
stand ; there was too much depression
among the visitors from Helena to think
of cheering anyone. It was revenge they
wanted, and with this thought uppermost
they started to find out the cause of their
misfortune. But Griffin had disappeared,

as completely as if the earth had opened
up and swallowed him. Not only was
the search of our rivals fruitless, but not
a single one of us ever saw or heard of
him, after he crossed the tape in that
memorable ride.

0ld Smith was perhaps the only excep-
tion, he apparently knew more about
Griffin’s whereabouts than he cared to
tell, but the only thing he would say was
that Griffin was safe from all harm so far |
as the Helena people were concerned.
To this day I firmly believe that the
latter is now one of the cracks of the
country, but riding under an assumed
name.—7he Olympic, San Francisco.
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The Boy Who Wasn’t Afraid.

I ain’t afeard uv snakes, or toads, or
bugs or worms, or mice,

An’ things at girls are skeered uv I think
are awful nice!

I'm pretty brave, I guess, an’ yet I hate
to go to bed,

For, when I am tucked up snug and
warm, an’ when my prayer are said,

Mother tells me ¢ Happy dreams!” an’
takes away the light,

An’ leaves me lyin’ all alone an’ seein’
things at night

Sometimes they’re in the corner, some-
times they’re by the door,

Sometimes they’re all a-standin’ in the
middle uv the floor ;

Sometimes they are a-sittin’ down, some-
times they’re walkin’ round

So softly an’ creepy-like they never make
a sound ;

Sometimes they are black as ink, an’
other times they’re white—

But the color ain’t no difference when
you see things at night.

Once, when I licked a fellar ’at had just
moved on our street,

An’ father sent me up to bed without a
bite to eat,

I woke up in the dark an’ saw things
standin’ in a row,

A-lookin’ at me cross-eyed an’ p'intin’ at
me—so ! :

Oh, my ! I wuz so skeered that time I
never slept a mite—

It’s almost alluz when I'm bad I see
things in the night.

Lucky thing I ain’t a girl, or I’'d be
skeered to death ! 4

Bein’ I'm a boy, I duck my head an’ hold
my breath ;

An, I am, oh, so sorry I’'m a naughty
boy, an’ then

I promise to be better an’ I say my
prayers again.

(Giran’ma tells me that’s the only way to
make it right

‘When a feller has been wicked and sees
things in the night !
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mentally, and financially.

MADAME ELVIRA stands at the head of her profession.
stand at the head, consult the head, thousands of people have thought them-

selves well paid for doing so.
would do well to consult an expert’ as to the occupation most suitable to their
children’s nature, talents, and assured success in life.

MADAME ELVIRA has made a searching study of Anatomy and Pabho%-
nomy, and thoroughly understands all diseases peculiar to the fema
organization, from whatever cause arising.

Ladies would do well to write for confidential advice on health, marriage,
business, music, choice of pursuits, and all affairs of life.
Fees : Synopsis of Character, 1/-; Advice on Health, Marriage, &c., 2/6.
Thorough Statement on any of the above subjects, 5/-, from Photo or Handwriting.

MADAME ELVIRA, Trance and
Inspiration Speaker,
Open for Engagements during Winter Months,

Address—3, WINIFRED STREET, BLACKPOOL.

Madame Elvira,

THE DISTINGUISHED

Phirenologist, Graphologist, and Palmist.

Having made mental and physical science her special study for many years, has
thereby acquired that deep and profound knowledge of human nature,which
has enabled her to assist thousands of persons to elevate themselvesmorally,

If you would

Parents whose responsibility is a grave one,

Readers of the Banner can have deline-
ation of character and gifts, by sending
photo and stamped envelope for its return
toMadame Elvira, as above. No questions
answered through the post, except on
terms as per advertisement.

WILL.—An original and comprehensive
mind, can perceive and grasp causes with
ability to repeat and tell what you know,
but sensitive in doing so in the company
of strangers ; have a memory for gene-
ral news, and a desire to work by rule.
Reverential, and inclined to be liberal in
your views. You are not extravagant
in your speculations, although you are
very sanguine ; your caution is a good
guide.  Bland and agreeable, with a
variety of talent in literature and art.

W. MEDCALF, Stockport.—This child
is both mentally and physically weak ;
and it depends very much upon care and
training in future as to what direction he
will take. I am afraid you will find some
“difficulty in making a scholar of him; he
will not naturally take to school. He
has plenty of language, and will always
find something to talk about, and his con-
versation will be based on what he has
seen, is kind hearted, too open minded, is
reverential and very morally inclined. I
should advise you to study his health very
particularly.

K.L.W.—A gentle confiding dis-
position, inclined to be a little despond-
ent; - clear mental judgment, but not
sufficent confidence and combativness
to hold your own. Prudent and guarded,
fond of variety and persuasive in your
manners, would be an affectionate and
jealous wife, and an indulgent mother.

B. MEDCALF.—Is very sanguine and
cheerful and too fond of society. Friend-
ship is liable to lead her astray unless
firmness of purpose is rapidly cultivated,
is sympathetic and a little too free with
her money, will be a good scholar, and
shew a distinct desire to investigate into
spiritual condition as she gets older. A
very good character reader, but has no
faith in her own judgment, and therefore
does not assert herself ; has a rather
delicate constitution that will, to a great
extent, impede her progress.

FREELANCE.—Have a very energetic
nature, full of life and anxious to be up-
to-date and to the front in all things. A
little more patience in carrying out your
plans, with your clear keen comprehens-
ion would enable you to give more
satisfaction in what you take in hand,
you act too impulsively from theory
rather than from observation. Have
good taste, but you are not always par-
ticular in your arrangements. pretty
clever in expressing yourself, an excit-
able temper, and a desire to acquire and
conceal.

W.D.T.—The brain is of very fine
quality, you are, therefore, naturally sus-
ceptible to external objects, and intense
in your feeling ; a keen observer of men
and things, with good judgment of the
same ; a strong desire to investigate into
the wonderful and spiritual, and to medi-
tate on the marvellous. Love of per-
fection and beauty in all things, with
good moral principles and integrity. A
desire to be popular without egotism ;
will be firm in what you consider right,
but likely to be a little too lenient where
friendship or parental love is concerned.

There is a desire to provide’for the future
more for those who are dependent upon
you than for self. Love for exploration,
which is strongly held in subjection by
inhabitiveness. As a minister you would
certainly be appreciated.

NANCE.—Isinfluenced a little too much
by other people, and gets rather excited
at times; is thoughtful generally, but
lack application; susceptible to poetic
sentiment, refinement, and gentility, and
very systematic in her arrangements ;
strong sense of morality and spiritual
guidance, with aspirations towards the
sacred. Would take an interest in
trying to improve and reform others. Is
easily repulsed and could not readily for-
get ; a very faithful wife and good man-
ager of home.

BARBARA.—Shows more depth than
her sister. Will always be on the alert
and look-out after number one, self-
preservation will be her first considera-
tion ; is easily stimulated by praise, and
cannot bear censure. If properly trained
will be clever and will excel in practical
work ; good verbal memory and will sel-
dom forget a face. Plenty of language
and a great entertainer, with strong social
ties, love of home especially.

OLIVE.—Has got very good reasoning
powers, but is a natural imitator ; there
is little that she would observe and not
be able to copy. Very mirthful and fond
of being petted, rather stubborn at times
but it would not be of long duration as
her better nature will assert itself ; is
sympathetic and will distribute her be-
nevolence with fairly good judgment.
Very good moral principles, and promises
to be very useful member of society.
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Instituted at Oldham, May, 1890.

OFFICERS, 1896-97.

President—Mgr. W. MASON, 33 MERTON STREET, BURNLEY.
Treasurer—Mgz. J. SUTCLIFFE, 18 SOWERBY STREET, SOWERBY BRIDGE.
Hon. Seec.—Mgz. A. KITSON, Royp StrREET, BRoMLEY RoaD, HaNGING HEATON, NEAR DEWSBURY.

The objects of this Lyceum Union are to promote the welfare of the Lycecum Movement, by (A) An Annual Movable Conference ; (1) District Assemblages, when and where
necessary ; (¢) Extending the work in new directions ; (p) Bringing Lyceums into closer sympathy, and promoting greater uniformity in the manner of working them ; () En-

couraging the publication of suitable literature ; () Such other methods as may be found desirable.

List of Lyceums and Lyceum Secretaries in the British Spiritualists’ Lyceum Union.

ACCRINGTON—China street, at 10°30.
Oswaldtwistle.

ACCRINGTON—Whalley road, 10 & 2:30. Miss A. Williams, 45 Pendle st.

ACCRINGTON—The Temple, 10-30 &2:30. Mis3 Barnes, 17 Fredrick street

ARMLEY—Mistress lane. (No advice)

BAQUP—Meeting Room, Princess st. Miss Hurst, 16 Pembroke street

BARROW-IN-FURNESS—Lycecum Hall, Mr.Jas. Holden, 12 Dalkeith st

BATLEY CARR—Town street, 10 and 2. Miss M Carver, co Mrs Kitson,
Bromley road, Hanging Heaton, near Dewsbury

BATLEY—Wellington street, at 10 and 1'45. Mr. Jos. Collbeck
Wood street.

BELPER—Jubilee Hall, at 10 and 2. Mr. Alfr.d Bodell, Brook Coitage

BIRMINGHAM—Smethwick, Central Hall, 3 p.m., Mr. C. H. Smith,
Greenfield House, Thimblemill lane, Smethwick

BLACKBURN—Spiritualists’ Hall, Freckleton Street. at 930, Mr. J. W.
Moss, 288 South view, Wensley street

BLACKPOOL—Liberal Club, Church street, 9:30 a.m. Mr. Thomas Rigby,
43 Cookson street

BOLTON—Bradford Street, 10 a.m. Fred. Jackson, 4 Waldecks street.

BRADFORD—Rebecca street, 10 a.m. Mr. Fred Naylor, 83 Preston street,
Listerhills roads

BRADFORD—Otley road, at10. J. E. M. Cochrane, 50 Chatham-st., Otley rd

BRADFORD—Boynton street, at 10. (No advice) L

BRAODIFORDE-Temperauce Hall, 10 a.m. Mr. Ashworth, 11 Ripon street,

tley roa

BRADFORD—-Walton street, all lane, 9°45.
terrace, Halling lane

BRIGHOUSE—Martin st., at10. Mr George Crowther, 45 Rogerson square,
‘Waring Green .

BURNLEY—Hammerton street, at 9:30. Mr. W. Mason, 33 Merton street

BURNLEY—Spiritual Hall, North street, 9'30. Mr. J. Banks, 12 Bush st.

BURY— At 10 a.m. Mr. P. Birkett, 93 Walshaw road, Elton, Bury

CLECKHEATON—Walker street, Northgate, at 9-45. Mr. Ernest Nuttall,
2 Alfred street, Moor End

CLITHEROE—TLiberal Club, Wellgate, 9:30. Mr. G.W. Alder, 81 Peel street

COLNE—Cloth Hall, at 10. Mr. Herbert Fitton, 10 Midgley strect.

DARWEN —Church Bank st.,at9:30. Mr, Jas. Harwood, 28 Hindle street

DEWSBURY—Bond street, at 10 and 1'45. Mr R. Wimpenny, 6 Staple-
ton buildings, Vulcan road

ELLAND—10 a.m. M. Fred Smith, 28 Oatherine street

HALIFAX—Winding road. Mr. F. Townsend, 27 Heywood place

HECKMONDWIKE—Assembly Room, Thomas street, at 10. Mr. Sam
Crowther, Norristhorpe, Liversedge :

HEATON AND BYKER—Progressive Lyceum, 3 Addison road, at 2:30.
Mr. J. E. Smith, 19 Fourth avenue, Heaton, near Newcastle-on-Tyne

HEYWO0OD—Moss Fold, at 10, Mr. J. Entwistle, 34 Bedford street

HOLLINGWOOD—A®t 1015 a.m. Muy. Alex. Porteous, 35 Drury lane

HUDDERSFIELD—Brook street. Mr. H. L. Westerby, 7 Manchester road

HUDDERSFIELD—Peter street.  Mr. Arthur Fernley, 93 Lockwood road

HYDE—Mount street, 10 a.m. Miss Lydia Meakin, 17 Church street

KEIGHLEY—Heber street Spiritual Temple,,at 10 and 1-30. M. Shackle-
ton, 11 Acre street, Knowle Park

LEEDS—Psychological Hall, 10 a.m. Mr. Alex. McDonald, ¢ Newton court,
Reuben street.

LIVERPOOL—Daulby Hall, Daulby street, London road, at 11. Mr.
E, A. Xeeling, 7 Wesley street, A

LIVERSEDGE—10 a.m. Mr. R. Hodgson, 3 Birkett street, Cleckheaton

Mr. W. Fish, 7 Lodge terrace,

Mr J. Seaton, 34 Holling

LONDON—35 Station road, S.E., at 3. Mr. W. T. Coleman, 81 Talfourd
road, Peckham, S.E.

MACCLESFIELD—Cumberland street, at 10 and 2:30.
43 Peel street

MANCHESTER—Temperance Hall, Tipping street, Ardwick, at 10-30. Mr.
J. Simkins, 46 Chancery lane, Ardwick, Manchester

MANCHESTER—Psychological Hall, Collyhurst road, at 10-30. Mr. T.
Taylor, 13 Belper street

MANCHESTER—West Gorton, Labour Hall, 24 Grey street, Longsight,
10:30 a.m. {No advice)

MIDDLESBORO—Newport road. C. I. Roeder, 51 Russel street

MILLOM—A$ 10 and 2. Mr. R. Tyson, 1 Moor end

MORLEY—Church street, at 10 and 1'45. Miss Emma Taylor, 65 Clarance
street,Albert road.

NELSON—Bradley Fold. at 10 a.m. Mr. J. Worswick, 55, Regent street.

NELSON—Pendle street, at 10230 Mr L.J. Dawson, 48 Holme terrace,
Longshaye

NEWCASTLE—Good Templars’ Hall, Clayton street, 2-30.
Martin, 205 High Clara street, New Benwell

NORMANTON—Queen strect, at 10. Miss L. A. Holmes

NOTTINGHAM—Morley House, Shakespeare street, at 2:30. Mr, L. Shipley
45 Hunger Hill road

OLDHAM—Bartlam place, Horsedge street, at 10 a.m. Mr. Charles Shaw,
64 Hanson street, Green Acres

OSSETT GREEN—I10 a.m., Miss Emma Oliffe, The Green, Ossett

PARKGATE—Spiritual Temple, Ashwood road, 10 aan. Mr. John Drower,
21 Loyd street, Parkgate, near Rotherham

PATRICROFT—New lane, Winton, 10 a.m. and 1:30 p.m.
17 Hampson street, Winton

PENDLETON—Hall of Progress. Cobden street, at 10:30 and 1:30. Mr.
James Jackson, 6 Devonshire street

PRESTON—945 a.m. iss M. J. Sherwood, 132 Brackenbury street

RAWTENSTALL. 12 Back lane, 10-30. Mr. Charless Ed. Riding, 73 Cawl
terrace, Cloughfold

ROCHDALE—Bailey street, at 10 Mr. R. Lawson, 8 Meanwood road

ROCHDALE---Penn street, 10. Mz, A, E. Platt, 6 Swan place.

ROYTON—10 a.m. Mr. Wm. Chisnall, 15 Crossley street, Longsight,

Mr G. Challinor,

Mr Gerald

Mr. Edwards,

B

Royton

SHEF]?IELD—HOI]is Hall, Bridge st. Mrs. H, E.Wright, 78 Andover street

SHIPLEY—10 a.m. Mr. Luther Tillotson, 28 Fair Bank,Cragg rd. Windhill

SLAITH WAITE—Laith Lane, at 1015, Mr. Thos. Hy. Bassindale, 17
‘Waterside, Slaithwaite, near Hudd ersfield

SOWERBY BRIDGE—Hollins lane, at 1030 and 2+15. Miss E. J.Sutcliffe,
18 Sowerby street

STOCKPORT—Spiritualist Hall, Wellington road. Mr. W. G. Fieldsend,
Athen street, Hall street

SUNDERLAND—27 Ann street, 11 a.m. Mr.T. O. Todd, 7 Winifredterrace

WALSALT.—Central Hall, 10:30 & 2:30. Mr.W. H.Brecknell, 128 Victoria st.

WEST VALE—Green lane, at 10. Mr. F. C. Ingram, Green lane, West
Vale, near Halifax

WHITWORTH—Market street, 10 a.m.
Underbank, Facit, near Rochdale X

WISBECH—Lecture Room, Public Hall, 2:15. Mr:
31 Albert street.

YEADON—Town Side, 9:30.
don, Rawdon, near Leeds

Miss Maria Hays, 4 Elm street,

‘Wm. Hill, junr.,
Mr. J. Green. Lombard street, Little Lon-

H OMMEENER

Mr. H. Elliot,

ASHINGTON COLLIERY, Northumberland—At 10:30.
60 Fourth Row, Ashington, Morpeth, Northumberland

BEDWORTH—10 a.m. Mr. J. T. Taylor, Grove villa, Hoblane, Bedworth,
near Nuneaton Ny

BISHOP AUCKLAND—10 a.m. Mr. Borlace, 98 Gurney Villa

GLASGOW—4 Carlton place, at 5 pm. Sec., Mr. Jas. MeIvor, c/o Mrs.
Johnson. 370 North Woodside road, Glasgow.

LONDON—Beech Hall, Hyde lane, Edmonton.
cottages, Town road, Lower Edmonton.

Mys. Durant, 6 Carolina

IYCEUMS. -

MANCHESTER—Gorton I.L.P. Rooms, Ainsworth street, Clowes street,

MANCHESTER-—Oldham road, 2:15. (No advice)

MIDDLESBOROUGH—77 Grange road West, 10:30 and 230, Mr Naylor,
77 Grange road West

MORTHAMPTON—St. Michael Road, at.2 p.m. Mr A.Ward, 42 St.Giles st.

OPENSHAW—Granville Hall, at2 Miss J. A. Owen, 15 Whitworth street,
Openshaw

ROCHDALE—Regent Hall,at 9'45 Mr. Fred. Knott, 1 Albert Royds st.

Single Copies 1/3, postage 3d. extra. Price to Liyc

per doz.

SO TR, NG S © s B R T TR AL TP AR IMIE 2

Specially designed for use in the C.P.L.

To those in the B.S.L.U., 16/~ per doz.
Published by the BRITISH SPIRITU

Printed on good paper ; strongly bound in cloth ; full index

Carriage extra in all cases. TRrRMS—CASH WITH ALL ORDERS.

eums in the Union, 10/- per doz. ; to all others, 12/-. A superior edition, suitable for presents ; bevelled and gilt edges, 2/- each, 20/~

Not less than 6 copies supplied at the above rates.
ALISTS’ LYCEUM UNION, and sold for the same by Avrrep Krrsox, Hon. Secretary,
2 Boyd Street, Hanging Heaton, near Dewsbury.



30

The Lyceum Banner.

ORIGINALLY ESTABLISHED, 1883.

Mrs. §. §. Norse’s

HOTEL.

SPIRITUALISTS

HEADQUARTER.

FLORENCE HOUSE,

26, Osnaburgh Street, Euston Road,

London, N.W

" A Home From Home.

Letters and Telegrams promptly
attended to.
Full Tariff Sent Post Free.

The only Spiritualists Hotel in London.

BOARD PROVIDED IF DESIRED.

THE ROYAL

Estahlished 1820.

Rebuilt 1884.

The Most Complete, the Prettiest, Most

Healthy and Safest set of Turkish Baths
in London.

The Medical Profession especially commend these

Baths.

VENTILATION & DRAINAGE PERFECT.

Patin’s Electric Baths.

only genuine Patent in England. Pleasant

and without danger of shock.

“The Sparkling Tonic Baths,”

¢ As on the Continent.

54, YORK TERRACE,

OpposITE THE MARYLEBONE CHURCH, N. W.

Quite a new patent.

A New Collection of Spiritual and
Progressive Songs.

Spiritual
Songster

A choice and unique collection of Song and

Melody, in both notations, for use in Spiritual-

isb Lyceums, Sunday Services, Anniversaries,

Flower Services, and Home Circles. Includes

all necessary Tunes for the Popular Excrisa
Lyvceum MANUAL.

Contains 176 Songs with Music, and Sol-fa
Voz @ Score.

The whole Collected and Arranged from some
of the most Sparkling Gems of

INSPIRATIONAL
SONG.

Crown 4to. Cloth. Price 4/6, Postage 44d.

S.S.” Hymn books (words only), Stout Paper
Covers, 3d. ; Limp Cloth, 43d. ; Cloth Boards,
gilt lettered, 8d. Postage 1d. in each case,

8 Special Cheap Terms for Quantities to
Lyceums and Societies, for which apply to
the publisher.

The lively, sparkling music and the noble

poetry of this collection, stamp it as the

BRIGHTEST AND BEST yet published for
Spiritualists.

H. A. KERSEY, 4, ESLINGTON
TERRACE,
NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE.

Fourra CHILDREN’S EDITION.
CrOWN 8v0. BOARDS.
Price 1s., Postace 2id.
Issued under the approval of the Lyceum Union,
endorsed by A. J. Davis, of the Lyceum
Movement.

The LYGEUM MANUAL

A Compendium of Physical, Moral,and Spiritual

Exercises, for the use of Progressive Lyceums

connected with British Spiritualists’ Societies,

compiled from the best sources, by Emma

Hardinge Britten, Alfred Kitson, and H. A.
Kersey.

REVISED AND GREATLY ENLARGED.

Specially adapted for Practical Use by all in
the Lyceum,

SPECIAL CHEAP TERMS to Lyceums
Jor quantities.

The ““LYCEUM MANUAL,” bound in Blue
Morocco Leather, Gold Lettersd, and Gilt
Edges, a most handsome book for prizes and
presentations, 2/6, post free 2/9.

H. A. KERSEY, 4 ESLINGTON TERRACE,
NEwcasTLE-ON-TYNE,

Re-issue of

The
Magnetic and Botanic
Family Physician.
By D. YOUNGER.

The publishers of this invaluable work
speedily ran through the first edition,
and for some time past customers have
applied for copies in vain. Mr. Younger
is now re-issuing it in Monthly Parts at
3d. each, post free 81d.

The work is enlarged and greatly
improved. The system of Lactopathy—
the milk cure—and a section on well-
known domestic remedies and other
features added.

Address :—
20 NEW OXFORD STREET,
LONDON, W.
E. W. ALLAN, 4 AVE MARIA LANE,
Wholesale Agent.

NOW READY.

The English Edition, revised by the
Author, of

LIFE IN
TWO SPHERES,

By Hudson Tuttle.

A charming book, full of Spiritual teachings,
facts and philosophy, blended in the form of
most interesting narratives of earth-life and
spirit-life.

Post free 1/6,
splendidly bound 2/6.

THoMAS OLMAN TODD,
Publisher,
7 Winifred Terrace, Sunderland.
OR,

J. J. MORSE, 26 Osnaburgh Street,
London. N.W.

MR. J. J. VANGO,

Clairvoyant, Magnetic Healer, etc., ete-

At Home Daily from 10 till 5,
or by appointment.

43 Cambridge Gardens,

North Kensington, London, W.
(Close to Notting Hill Station).
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“FOR EVER TRUE,

A Grand New Spiritualistic

SERVICE OF SONG,

Written and arranged by Wanrer Boori.

The Story is sound and interesting

¢ Many
of the incidents are taken from life.

* The Hymns are well chosen, and it will no
doubt meet a want.”—7wo Worlds.

Send for Sample Copy. Special terms for
quantities. To be had from the Author,

New Addressieas 16 GREY STREET

Higher Openshaw, Manchester.

DR. MACK’S

BENZOINE EMULSION.

Cures CecucHs, CoLDS, BRONCHITIS,
and all difficulties of the Respiratory
Organs, not only of Adults, but also
Children and Infants.

It combines soothing, balsamic expectorant,
and healing properties. To be obtained from
Messrs, Barclay and Sons, Farringdon Street,
E.C., and all Chemists, or post free from the
Proprietor.

Price per bottle, 1/1%.

Prepared by J. M. GEARY,
10 Preston Street, Brighton.

MASLOTH,

The old Astrologer, reads your character to the
very life; forecasts events, gives advice on
questions relating to property, legacies, part-
nerships, business ventures, inventions, pro-
fession, employment, journeys, friends, enemies
ete.

For an abridged delineation, covering about
four written pages of letter paper, with forecast
for ensuing two years, One Dollar.

For explicit answers to, from one to three
questions, in regard to any business or personal
affair whatever, One Dollar.

For a more full description of nativity, with
forecast for ensuing four years. Two Dollars.

For a full and detailed delineation, with both
retrospect and forecast of all the important
periods in life, comprising from fifteen to
twenty closely written pages, Five Dollars.

Each and every Reading will be accompanied
with a Horoscope, or Figure of nativity, show-
ing the planetary positions at date of birth.

Send the day and year of birth, and the hour
as nearly as possible ; also the latitude and
longitude, or place of birth.

ADDRESS—

MASLOTH,
3121, K. Street, San Diedo,
CALIFORNIA, U.S.A.

LYCEUM PRIZE BOOKS.

W. H. ROBINSON, Book Market,

NEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE,
Desires to inform Committees that he is
prepared to supply Selections of

PRIZE BOOKS for the
Children of Spiritualists,
AT LOW RATES.

Carriage paid to any town in Great Britain.
References permitted to H. A. Kersey,
Newcastle Lyceum.

Works by P. D. Randolph,

Eulis: The Third Revelation of Soul and
Sex.—A work containing many secret and
inner doctrines of the Rosicrucians. In it
and by it both man and woman Have not
merely the road to enormous power, mental
and individual, but the grand energy of
effecting wished-for changein others, prolong-
ation of life, and rendering existence a road
to perpetual Joy. Price 10/6

Love, Woman, Marriage.—A work devoted
to the study of Magnetic Attraction. The
Mystery of Mysteries. 10,6

Seership, Guide to Soul Sight.—Clairvoy-
ance, or Somnambulic Vision, its art and
culture, with rules for its attainment.
Price 9/-

After Death : or Disembodiment of Man.
10/6

Soul World.—The Homes of the Dead. 10/6

Pre-Adamite Man.—Showing the existence
of the Human Race upon this earth 100,000
years ago. Price 8/6

Address: Kare C. Raxvorpu, M D, 210, Bancroft Street,
Toledo Ohio, TUSA ; or to order by her English Agent,
J.J. MorsE, 26 Osnaburgh Street, Euston Road London,

.

Spiritualists ean recognise

EACH OTHER BY MEANS OF

THE SYMBOL

Now being widely adopted ; and

LYCEUM MEMBERS

Should send for the Illustrated Circular, for
full particulars, to

Mrs M. H. Wallis, 18 Corporation St.,
Manchester.

The SYMBOLS are made in Solid Silver,
Hall Marked; Brooch, 3/6; Scarf Pin,2/-;
Badge, for Lady or Gentleman, 2/-;
Pendants 2/9. Postage extra. Gold
Symbols to order.

loURNAD

[Established in 1865]
Devoted to the Philosophy and Phenomena of
Modern Spiritualism. Sample Copy Free.

Weekly—16 pages—$1. a year.
THOMAS G. NEWMAN, Publisher,
SAN DIEGO, CALIFORNIA.
Subscription to Great Britain, 6/6 per year

Subscriptions taken at this office

-

THE

Palmist & Chirological
Review

The Journal of

The @hivological Hociefp.

Edited by
Mrs. KATHARINE St. HILL and
Mr. CHARLES F. RIDEAL.

Monthly Sixpenece, Subseription 6/6 per
annum, post free.

Published by the Roxburghe Press,
15 Victoria Street, Westminster.

May be ordered through any Newsagent
or Bookstall.

The Trade supplied by

Messrs. Simpkin, Marshall Hamilton,
Kent & Co., Limited.

Charm
FORBells

Galisthenic  Movements,

These Bells have been adopted
in several Liyceums, and are highly
appreciated by the Children. They
give a most musical effect to the
Calisthenics, and enable much
better time to be kept.

Price—Carriage Paid—

ONE SHILLING and TWOPENGE per

doz. Bands.
(EACH BAND HAS TWO BELLS).

Thomas 0Olman Todd,

7, Winifred Terrace,
SUNDERLAND.

v
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Morses Library and Reading Rooms

AND SPIRITUALISTS HEADQUARTERS.

FLOBENCE HOUSE,

Mr: J. J. MORSE, Proprictor,

26 Osnaburgh Street, Regents Park, London, N.-W., (adjoining Portland Road Railway Station)

TERMS FOR LONDON SUBSCRIBERS :

One Volume at the time, to be changed as often
as desired.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION 10s. 6d.
HALF-YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION  5s. 6d.
3s. Od.

QUARTERLY SUBSCRIPTION ...

TERMS FOR COUNTRY SUBSCRIBERS :

Two Volumes at the time, to be changed as often
as desired.  Subscriber pays carriage both ways.

ANNUAL SUBSCRIPTION 10s. 6d.
HALF-YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION  &s. 6d.

Open every week day from 3 to 10 p.m.

Morse’s Library and Reading Rooms.

ADVANTAGES OF MEMBERSHIP.

THE LENDING LIBRARY.—AIl members
have the right of taking out books for home
reading, as per rules. The Library contains
nearly 800 volumes of Spiritual, Reformatory
and Progressive literature. Lighter tastes
are catered for in a considerable department
devoted to FictionZand Poetry. New books
added as soon as published.

THE READING ROOM.—The Reading Room
is open to free members every week day from
3 to 10 p.m. The reading table is provided
with a full supply of English,. American,
Australian and other Spiritual and Progress-
ive Periodicals. Writing materials provided
gratis for the use of members. Light refresh-
ments can be obtained atall times. Members
can use the Library address for correspond-
ence when desired. Members may introduce

one visitor per week to the reading room, buf’
the same visitor must not be introduced more
than twice in three months.

THE ANNUAL CONVERSAZIONE.—The
proprietor will arrange an Annual Conver-
sazione, which will be free to all members.
Bach member will receive a complimentary
ticket for one friend. Particulars of these
meetings will be announced in due course
each year.

PERIODICAL SOCIAL MEETINGS.—Peri-
odical Social Meetings will be held during
Winter Seasons, free to members and friends
by invitation only.

ADVICE AND ENQUIRY.—The proprietor
will at all times afford, free of charge, any
advice or assistance in the study of Spiritual-
ism that members may desire. His extensive
experience of over a quarter of a century
makes this arrangement of considerable
importance.

The Progressive Literature Agency,

ESTABLISHED 1878,

FLORENCE HOUSE,
26 OSNABURGH STREET, EUSTON ROAD, LONDON, N.W,

PROSPECTUS. . )
The Progressive Literature Agency was csilab_h_s}'md in
1878, for the purpose of affording; increased facilities for
the Distribution of works upon ualism and cognate
subjects. It is one of the oldest wcies devoted entirely
to ;such literature. The P.L.A. has continually enlarged
in scope, as a consequence of the favour uccm'(llvd it, and to
facilitate its purposes it is divided under the following
DEPARTMENTS.
American Department.—The P.L.A. deals
in all the American periodicals and books
upon Spiritual and Progressive subjects. It
is the appointed European Depot of CoLpy
AND Ricw, Banner of Light Publishing House,
Boston. The largest and oldest publishing
house for Spiritual Literature in the world.

" Australian Department.—The P.L.A. is the
English Agency of W. H. TERRY, Harbinger
of Light Publishing House, Melbourne,
Australia. .

Book Department.—The P.L.A. supplies all
the latest publications upon Spiritual science
and Psychic research, etc., issued at home or
abroad. Customers can be supplied in all
cases through the post.

Leeture Department.—MR. MoRsE answers

‘calls for Inspirational-Trance Lectures on

Spiritualism, ete., on Sundays or week-days,
in all parts of the United Kingdom. Confer-
ences, Social Meetings, Marriages, Funerals,
and Namings attended.

Postal Department.—The P.L. A. makes the
supplying of books by Post and Parcels Post
a distinctive feature of its trade. Customers
atb a distance are thus placed upon the same
footing as personal purchasers, as, in nearly
all cases, parcels are sent post paid.

Printing and Publishing.—The P.L.A.
undertakes the Printing and Publishing of
large and small tracts, pamphlets, etc., upon
advantageous terms to authors and others.
Manuscripts edited and prepared for the
press. General Printing for Psychological
and other societies at reasonable rates.

Subseription Department.—The P.L.A.
receives subscriptions for the various peri-
odicals connected with Spiritualism at home
and abroad, in which it does a large and
recognised business.

Order Department.—All orders to be
accompanied with a remittance. Stamps
received for accounts under One Shilling
—half-penny stamps preferred. Postal Notes

are recommended for remittances. All
communications needing a reply must contain
& stamp for return postage. Books not in
stock procured to order without extra charge.

Subseription Library.—A most important
deparvment is the Subscription Lending
Library, which contains a large collection of
all the best works on the subject of Spirit-
ualism, etc. Special terms to country sub-
scribers.  Full particulars on application.

Hotel and Spiritualists’ Headgquarters.—
Under the management of Mgs. J. J. MogsE,
an Hotel has been established for the purpose
of providing Spiritualists and their friends a
* Home from Home * when visiting London,
either on business or pleasure. Fariff sent
post free.

The Proprietor will at all times do his best
to accommodate the requirements of customers,
and prompt and strict attention will be
bestowed upon all commissions entrusted to
his care. The P.L.A. having gained the
confidence of the public in all parts of the

world, it has become a recognised medin
for the distribution of the litgmture in whi(gll
it deals. J. J. MORSE.



