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Leading • 
Liverpool Caf6s: 

The Palatine 
59 Lord Street. 

The King's 
34-36 Church Street. 

The Edinburih 
9 l-95 Lord Street. 

The Gainsborough 

LUNOIEONS 
SNACKS 
AFTERNOON TEAS 

OUT-DOOR CATEPI 

65 Dale Street. 

F B ER DE IPTI 

LTD. 
DUD ITRDT 

6, UPPER DUKE STREET 
(Opposite St. Mark's Church). 

WORKSHOPS: St. Mark's Schools, Roscoe Street. 

]amts m. Smitb ~ sont 
Beg to announce that they are prepared to execute all kinds of 

Ecclesiastical and Domestic 
D ECO RA TIN G -

PAINTING, GILDING, PAPERHANGING, PLUMBING, 
AND GENERAL REPAIRS TO PROPERTY. 

Newest Designs in Wallpapers. 
Gas and Electric Lighting. Telephone No. 2811 Royal. 

W. BROOKS & CO., 
THE OLDEST AND MOST RELIABLE 

Highest Quality 

Moderate Price 

family 6roctrs and 
Provision mtrcbants 

Frequent Deliveries to all parts of . Liverpool and Suburbs within a radius 
of Fifteen Miles, and orders collected by Representatives. 

1 & 3, Elliot Street, Liverpool 
85 & 89, MYRTLE STREET, (Top corner of Clayton Square) 

1 1 1, UPPER HILL STREET, 
1, THE VILLAGE, WEST DERBY. 



PHILIP SON e NEPHEW, Lro. 
DEPOT FOR 

Artistst Materials & Drawing Instruments 
20 CHURCH STREET, and CHURCH ALLEY 

TELEPHONE 4134 ROYAL, 

Demonstrations 
by our own Expert 

in 

Pen Painting 
Chip Carving 
Poker Work 

Marquetery. 

FOLDING STOOL, 

2/3 and 3/-

LIVERPOOL. 

•I • 

. . . . 

1 . 
I 

THE HATHERLEY EASEL 
in Three sizes. 

(A) 8/6, (B) 7/6, (c) 6/6. 

Drawing Instruments 

Best Qyality 

English & Continental 
Patterns 

AT SPECIAL PRICES. 

Our Student's Case 
of Drawing Instruments 

at I o/6 
is Exceptional Value, 

containing 

s ½-in. Electrum Compass, 
Double Knee-jointed Dividers, 

Lengthening Bar, Pen Leg, 
2 Spring Bows, Ruling Pen, 

Leads, and Key. 

\Vinsor & Newton 's Artist's quality Water Colour 
Boxes, fitted with own selection of colours. Winsor & Newton's Oil Colour Box, 

21/- complete. 

TELEPHONE 243 ANFIELD. 

Specialities : 

PICTURES 
AND-" 
PICTURE
FRAMING 

HANDLEY BROTHERS 

GENERAL PRINTERS~ 

&c., 146 BRECK ROAD 

EVERTON, LIVERPOOL 

fiugo Cang $/ £0. 
~ Jlrt Rtpository ~ 

Established 187 4. 

Specialities ' 

ARTISTS 
COLOURS 

-" AND 
MATERIALS 

WE HAVE ESTABLISHED A REPUTATION FOR ARTISTIC 
PICTURE FRAMING, AND GUARANTEE SOUND WORK-

MANSHIP AT STRICTLY MODERATE PRICES. 

GIVE US A TRIAL ORDER. 

KINDLY NOTE CHANGED ADDRESS: 

50, Lord Street, Liverpool. 
24, Great W estem Arcade, BIRMINGHAM, 
And at The Cross and Eastgate Row, CHESTER. 



The Liverpool Booksellers' Co. 
1 

LTD. 

70, LORD STREET. 
BooksellePs. PublishePs. BookbindePs. 

H AVE always a large and carefully selected stock of Books, and every 
facility is offered to those w_ho wish to purchase Books for the Study, 
the Library, or for Presentation. 

THEY stock the newest and best editions of Books on Art and Kindred 
Works, etc. 

IMPORTANT NEW BOOKS stocked as soon as published. Inspection 
cordially invited. 

E nquirers and purchasers welcomed with equal cordiality. 

Telephone 
3420 Bank 

E. A. BRYANT, Manager. 
B. P. BURROUGHS, Secretary. 

HAROLD• E 
DECORATOR 

• CUBLEY 
IX & XI HARDMAN 
STREET LIVERPOOL 

• ••• • 

FURNITURE • FA 
BRICS • CARPETS 
WALL HANGINGS 
ELECTRIC LIGHTING 

• ••• • 
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AT DAWN. 

T H E warrior sun, the mists of morning 
cleaving, 

Flaunts the bright banner over the 
the eastern height, 

And faint with vigil, the pale stars are 
leaving 

Their watchtowers on the battlements 
of night. 

Chill with night dews, the pallid lily 
rises, 

Stretching her pale hands to the glowing 
morn, 

And stealing through the trees, a gleam 
surprises 

fhe shadow bathing in the mists of 
dawn. 

Across the silver sky a bird comes winging 
Out of the west, with silent heayyflight, 

While, in the shadows' train, hy dreams 
flee clinging 

With trembling hands about the skirts 
of night. 

DAVID. 

* * * 
TALES FRO 1 THE CELTIC. 

BY LEIGH HENRY. 

I. THE INCOMING DAY. 

T H E light from my candles flickered 
restles ly as the wind filtered th rough 
the loo e panes in the old leaded 

casement. I put my book from me ; my 
eyes wearied of the intertwining dance of 
dim lights and shadows on the yellow 
pages. 

I put my chair back from the table and 
looked vaguely about me. 

Before me, through the misty panes of 
the window, the p1le lights of the town 
shone like a nebulous dream. 

Behind me, in the room, the hadows 
stood solid and menacing, as though filled 
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with evil, silent life. As I looked at them, 
grotesque shapes seemed to flit among them 
like dancers reflected in a dark mirror. It 
seemed that at times I could see myself, 
all the evil in me peering out from the 
darkness. There was something sinister 
in that room. I would have gone out, only 
the town, with its chill lights and grey 
stones, was even more appalling. So I 
sat and gazed through the window. Seen 
from a distance all the evil was purged 
from the light of the street lamps : they 
shone with an almost audible light, like 
the sound of silver harps. Theirdimgleam
ing lulled me ; almost I slept, and seemed 
to drift out of the world. 

But suddenly a soft knocking at the door 
of the room rent the curtainlike silence. 

I sprang dazedly to my feet, and went 
to answer the summons. 

As I opened the door I became aware 
of a faint subtle scent, which seemed to 
bear with it some dim, half-forgotten mem
ory. 

A tall woman stood in the passage, just 
on the threshold of my room. 

She was veiled in a long, filmy blue 
mantle, which covered her hair over, and 
fell to her feet, hiding her face. 

But although I could discern no outline 
of her form or features, yet I had a strange 
sense of having seen and known her in
timately at some time. 

I held outmyhandandsaid, "You wished 
to see me? I am sorry that I forget your 
name, but I seem to know you from a 
memory of some distant times." 

" It is po ible that you dream," she 
answered. He voice was slow and rich, 
albeit somewhat wea ry, and although I 
could not see her face, I could feel that she 
smiled sadly. 

" I am surely right," I said, " Will you 
not come into my room ? " 

11 It is not yet time," she said, with a 
strange note in her voice, and at her words 
a vague unrest came over me. 

I gazed at the veil through which her eyes 
shone. '' You are a strange woman," I 
said, 11 By what name do men call you? " 
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A distant clock sounded the first stroke 
of midnight. 

She put back the veil from her face, " I 
am named To-morrow." 

But as the light fell on her pale, sad 
features, a udden knowledge came to me. 
"Surely you mistake," I said," Is not your 
name 'Yesterday?'" 

" Pob dydd sydd yr un rhai edrychant 
am tragnyddol. II WELSH PROVERB. 

('' All days are the same to h£m who seeks 
the Infin£te. 11

) 

I I. 

THE COMING OF TALIESIN. 

T HE night came down blackly over 
the little mining town in the valley 
between the high hills. 

Yellow lights glimmered from the cot
tages where the men rested after the weary 
day. 

From the open door of the Red Dragon 
Inn a sound of blended singing floated into 
the narrow street, mingled with laughter 
and the sound ot high-pitched voices raised 
in hot argument. In the little town, this 
night was no different to any other in its 
aspect. But in the distance, above the 
peaks of the dim mountains, a dull, faint 
glow rested like the drooped wings of a 
great luminous bird. One would have 
thought it was the last gleaming of sun
set, only that the hour was too late. 

At a corner of the market-place a lonely 
boy leaned, his hands thrust deep into the 
pockets of his ragged knickers, his hatless, 
untidy head sunk on his chest, his eyes on 
the ground. 

Avaon \\!ynne was the scapegoat of the 
town, a permanent example to reproving 
parents, and an outcast from all the youth 
of the town, who feared the disgrace of 
being seen in his company, and hated his 
abstract, brooding moods. 

His father was a widower, a deacon and 
prominent member of the community of 
Zion,-the Methodist Chapel where most 
of the townsfolk went. 

Avaon was the source of a continual grie
vance to him, for the boy was a dreamer, 
with no inclination for practical things, and 
with a deep hatred of the drear, white
washed edifice whereto he was driven with 
a merciless strap each di ma! Sabbath. 
For Dean Wynne was a firm believer in 
the utterance of Solomon, and his Phari
saical pride rebelled again t his son's be
haviour. 

All Zion Chapel held Avaon before him 
as a continual reproach, which gross in
justice caused him to take unceasing pains 
to lead the boy with a firm hand into the 
path of righteousness. 

But this night there was a men's prayer
meeting to which the deacon had gone, 
leaving the boy alone in the house, from 
which he had escaped as soon as his father 
turned the street corner. 

And now he was out in the night air 
which he loved, and free for a few hours 
from the stifling odour of sanctity which 
oppressed all his days at home. 

It was getting late, but he still lingered, 
knowing thac the strap awaited him in any 
event, and determined, therefore, to make 
the most of his short space of liberty. 

So he loitered in the darkest corner of 
the empty market-place, and dreamed. 

And as he dreamed, the red glow over 
the mountain-tops widened, and grew in 
intensity. 

And then, suddenly, a sound of distant 
singing came faintly down from the hillside, 
and crept through the quiet streets. 

Very faint it was at first, but wonderfully 
clear through the night air : a solitary 
voice, singing a strange song which seemed 
to have been made in some place beyond 
the world. 

And as Avaon heard it, his eyes rose to 
the hills, and he saw the strange glow, 
which had commenced to take on a golden 
hue. 

Others had also seen the light and heard 
the strange singing, which every moment 
drew nearer, as though the singer was 
coming towards the town. 

The streets began to fill with people, all 
excitedly discussing the unusual happening. 

But Avaon stood motionless against the 
wall, Ii tening tensely, for it was borne in 
upon him that the hour of his dreams was 
come. 

In the streets and the now crowded 
market place. the clatter of hurrying feet 
and clamour of excited voices grew every 
moment. 

And upon the mountains the glow broad
ened and grew brighter, till the town was 
flooded with more than noonday light. 

And the people began to cry out in terror• 
and many fell upon their knees and began 
to pray loudly, while others ran about, 
wringing their hands. 

But Avaon stood like one in a trance, 
watching the road which led from the mar
ket-place, past a deep ravine, to the moun
tains. 

Someone began to laugh hysterically, 
and a woman shrieked out for help in an 
agonized voice. 

But the voice of Pastor Hughes of Zion 
broke through the clamour, crying, "Pray 
ye now to the Lord, for the coming of the 
Messiah is at hand." 

Then did the trance fall from Avaon, and 
he sprang out before the cowering crowd, 
a boy in years, but in soul a man grown 
mighty with a sudden wonderful know
ledge. 

And he called out in a loud voice which 
pealed above the babel of voices, saying : 

" Listen ! All of you, Ii ten ! 
Do you not hear the singing? 
I tell you this is no Messiah I 

This is Taliesin the Bard come again to 
waken the Cymri. 

Let us go out, all of us, to welcome him." 

And because of the glory of his eyes, the 
people rose and followed him silently down 
the street toward the singing, which now 
sounded close at hand. As they reached 
the end of the street where the town ended, 
and the open road began, a figure came in 
sight in the dist~nce, round the turn of the 
road, singing. 
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And Avaon bowed his head in his hands 
and waited, and all the people with him 
did likewise. 

So they stood and waited, and the sing
ing drew near, and the sound of the foot
steps was heard. 

Then the singing ceased, and the foot
steps stopped, a few feet away from the 
crowd, and a gentle voice spoke, the words 
sounding strangely clear in the great hush 
that hung over the waiting crowd. 

" Why do the Cymri hide their faces 
from me II said the voice, and the people 
looked up. 

A few feet away stood an aged man, 
clad in very ragged clothes, leaning on a 
stick, and regarding them with a won
drou ly gentle smile. 

And Avaon fell upon his knees and cried 
out "0, you have come at last, Taliesin ! 
You have come at last ! " 

· But a threatening murmur swelled up 
in the crowd and angry voice broke out 
in abuse and threats. A howling pande
monium seemed suddenly broken loose, 
denouncing the old man as a beggar and 
imposter. And as the stranger heard their 
words, the smile went from his face, and 
he turned and fled swiftly down the road 
away from them. The whole crowd, save 
only Avaon, gave chase immediately, but 
the stranger ran at a pace marvellous in 
one so aged. 

Every step he gained on them until the 
turn of the road hid him from their view• 

They followed hotfoot after him, but 
when they rounded the turn he had disap
peared entirely, and the light suddenly died 
down to a dim glow behind the mountains. 
A sudden panic seized them, and they 
rushed back along the road to the town. 

Of the stranger, some said after that he 
must have fallen into the ravine by the 
road, and been washed away by the torrent 
which flowed beneath. 

But no one can say for certain. 
As for Avaon, he got the strap, to teach 

him the error of his heathen blasphemies. 

•• 



LITTLE MISS LIVERPOOL AND MADAM MUNICIPAL 
PATRONAGE. 

LITTLE MISS LIVERPOOL AND MADAM 
MUNICIPAL PATRONAGE. 

T HE Dame unto the Damsel said, 
"The Autumn Show enthralls," 

Invited works from Londoners, from Ger-
mans and from Gauls, 

And two late Modern Master's oils adorn 
our classic walls I " 

"O, let the Dead cremate their dead,-I 
speak not to deride-

But I propose," the Maiden said, " That 
Living Art be tried." 

"It wouldn't bring the 'jimmies' in, the 
knowing Dame replied. 

" Besides, a quarter of the space I freely 
give to you " 

(The staircases, a cellar, and perhaps a 
screen or two). 

'' Your kindness, ma'am, "the Flapper cried, 
" Is just a bit too-too ! " 

" A ticket for the Raffle? " here she 
gave a little screech, · 

"The Union's doing very well despite the 
prudes who preach. 

One book, my little lady ? Take a dozen, 
I beseech ! 

'' You never know your luck, my pet. The 
prizes must be won. 

By artful games like these we gain the Best 
Place in the Sun,-

ltwon't enrich the Scotsmen. No. They're 

doing it for fun I " 
GRINGOIRE 

* * * 
EVE. 

In the beginning Allah took a Rose, a 
Lily, a Dove, a little Honey, a Dead Sea 
Apple and a handful of clay. When he 
looked at the amalgam it was Woman. 
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Suggested Poster for the Autumn Exhibition : 

PICTURES TO BURN ! WHERE? 
AT THB 

Liverpool Premier Picture Store 
(near RWlhworth's) 

Over Fifteen Hundred Pictures for One 
Shilling, 

Reduced to Sixpence on \V edneadays, 

A FEAST OF ART 
THE PAINT WET, 

NO OBSOLETE OLD MASTERS, 

GO AND SEE 

The Luscious Leighton. No. 82. 
(" What pigmies we modems are." VitkDail.,, Pat>e,-,) 

The Tumultous Tadema. No. 1037. 
(" Tadema's marbles are the best." TaiJo,. and Ct.tier.) 

The Frolicsome Fuchs. No. 355. 
(" Fuchs, m. fox ; bay horse; sly per on." 

German Dirtiqttary,) 

Ths Hall-marked Hall Neale. No. 929. 
(" The Velvet is o real, you could stroke it I" 

Remark maM hy intellige,,t spectatqr,) 

THOUSANDS OF SQUARE FEET 
COVERED WITH ART. 

SPECIAL ATTRACTION: AtaforthcomiogSoiree, 
George i\loore's celebrated article from ,Vodn-,, Painting 
entitled "THE ALDERMAN 1s ART," ,·ersified and et to 
music by l\lr, E. R. Dibdin. will be sung with great effect by 
Me,. rs. Jom, LIL\ and F. J. Li;:su~. Accompanist.,: the 
"Art" critics of the Li,·erpool Daily Cqurier, Pou a,id 
.Merrnry, Tympani t: the critic of The Ptn'C'Ui>i11e, 

POETS AT BAY. 
BY C. L, GRAVES AND E, V, LUCAS. 

A PAMPHLET by Mr. Edmund Gosse, 
C.B, on '' The Future of Engli h 
Poetry," has cau ed so much dis

turbance in the be t poetic circles that a 
mass meeting wa recently called to debate 
the great critic's conclu ions. Objection 
was principally taken to his contention that 
the poets of the future will di dain the 
ordinary forms of speech and will refrain 
from celebrating natural objects on the 
ground that everything that can be said 
about their obvion beauty has been said. 
"Future poets," says the gifted Librarian 
of the Hou e of Lord , will seek to analyze 
the redness of the ro e [ not " nose." as in 
an unfortunate misprint], and will scout, 
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as a fallacious observation, the statement 
that the violet i blue. All schemes of art 
become mechanical and insipid, and even 
their nafvetes lose their savour. Verse of 
excellent quality, in this primitive manner, 
can now be written to order by any smart 
little boy in a grammar-school." 

The meeting was held over the Poetry 
Shop in Devonshire Street, W .C., where 
the modern bard may be found, of an 
afternoon, declaiming his latest effusions 
to admiring audiences ; and the chair was 
taken by Mr. Eddie Mar~h (by kind per
mission of Mr. Winston Churchill). There 
were present a number of distinguished 
poets, some looking- strangely like ordinary 
persons, a large contingent of ladies, and, 
at the back, two rows of smart little 
grammar-school boys. 

A phonograph on the table was, it was 
understood, intended to convey a report 
of the meeting to Mr. Gosse, who was 
week-ending with one of his peers. 

Mr. Marsh, in his opening remarks, said 
that he was, he supposed, peculiarly quali
fied to take the chair since he was the editor 
of The Book of Georgian Verse. (Loud 
applause.) It was called Georgian, he said 
because all the poets in it were born in the 
reign of Victoria and educated in the reign 
of Edward VII., and most of the poetry 
was written before George V. came to the 
throne. None the less, Georgian was a 
good title, especially as the word had no 
eighteenth-century connotation. (Re
newed cheers.) He had made a close study 
of modern verse, he continued, and was 
satisfied that a return to simplicity might 
occur at any moment, and that when it 
did, smart little grammar-school boys 
would have no hand in it (riot on the back 
benches.) Rather would it be an affair to 
be managed by certain long-haired friends 
of his own. (Tremendous excitement.) 

The chairman then proceeded to read a 
letter from Dr. Robert Bridges, the Poet 
Laureate, whose name was received with 
supernatural delight. "Mr. Gosse," said 
the writer, "is clearly wrong in his sug
gestion that one poet can be checked in 
his raptures by the fact that another poet 
has anticipated him. Any little grammar-

school boy, smart or otherwise, could 
have told him that it is p;irt of the nature 
of the poet to admit no predecessor and to 
believe his discoveries original." ( Hear ! 
Hear!) 

A letter from Mr. Thomas Hardy fol
lowed. " Mr. Gosse," he said," is always 
industrious and often ingenious, but not 
even Commanders of the Bath are in
variably right. Mr. Gosse has decided 
that, ' the natural uses of Engli h and the 
obvious forms of our speech will be driven 
from our national poetry'. That may be 
so ; but for my part I believe that upon 
the arrival of a great poet great and simple 
poetry will follow, and that the combina
tion of old-fashioned words is no more 
exhausted than the combination of the 
notes of the piano. ( Loud enthusiasm.) 
lo my opinion," the letter concluded, "there 
are few less profitable tasks than the 
attempt to forecast the trend of the arts, 
since a genius may at any moment appear, 
to blow conjecture sky high." (Renewed 
applause, and not a little self-concious 
enthusiasm among the younger men.) 

Mr. John Masefield, who wore a sou'
wester and was imperfectly heard owing 
to a large quid in his starboard cheek, 
said that he-well, agreed with everything
that Mr. Gosse had said. There was no 
doubt whatever that mere-pettiness had 
had its day. What the poet of the future 
needed was a hard-bitten vocabulary drawn 
from experience of rough-and-ready life, 
no matter how squalid. Realism was the 
thing. "Give your readers--,"was his 
advice to the young. (Sensation.) 

Mr. Rupert Brooke said he was one of 
the young guard. His particular line was 
emotion. He had in fact written a volume 
chiefly of love poems, but he was bound 
to confess that his interest in love was 
principally the conviction that it was 
certain to end. He defied any little boy 
in a grammar-school to write anything
that would naturally fall into place in his, 
the speaker's, volume. (Cheers.) 

A slight hitch now occurred, brought 
about by a little misunderstanding as to 
whether Mr. Ezra Pound or Mr. Lascelles 
Abercrombie should speak first, which was 

settled by Mr. Pound, who comes from 
Arkansas, in the ready manner of his 
country. Mr. Abercrombie's body having 
been removed, Mr. Pound remarked that 
obviously Mr. Gosse was right, since he, 
the speaker, had already begun to employ 
a jargon of his own and to avoid the 
obvious. No one should ever be able to 
lay a " Psalm of Life " to his conscience. 
{Applause.) 

No doubt other speakers would have 
risen but for the circumstance that the 
chairman at this point received a cable
gram from his chief, r~questing his !m
mediate presence at Kiel. The meetmg 
thus terminated without anything very 
definite having been arrived at except re
newed respect for the genius of the Sainte
Beuve of the House ot Lords. 

From " Punch,'' September rotli, r9r3. 

* * * 
MODERNITY. 

A SESTINA. 

T HIS for a song, 0 Modern Times and 
Ways, 

A song to hail your glory and your 
might, 

To chant your tumult and your strenuous 
days. 

Your clamorous toil and nervous fierce 
delight, 

l bring this prean of homage and of praise 
To feed your flame against the Past's 

dark night. 

Sleepless and all unwearied, day and night 
Through spanless space and labyrin

thine ways, 
Hour upon hour, with stem resistless 

might, 
You wring new knowledge from the 

conquered days, 
Enshrining Man in god-like sheer delight 

Beyond the waste of superstitious praise. 

Each moment builds new monuments to 
praise 
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The Sun of Science that dispersed the 
night 

Of medireval darkness, and black ways 

When gloom and death bereft all joy of 
night. 

Year after year, above the glaring days, 
Life climbs to potency and new delight. 

0 thunder out your chorus of delight 
With steel and steam ! What voice 

shall sing the praise 
Of progress tireless through the day and 

night? 

The wonder of the first untrodden ways 
Urges us on. Time reels before the might 

Of strength that wearies not through 
countless days. 

Climb on ! Climb higher over heaped-up 
days 

0 Human Knowledge! Life gains io 
delight 

New discords and new harmonies to praise 

In fiery psalms the shatterer of night. 
Climb on, 0 Conqueror of hampering ways 

Eternity grows radiant with your might. 

Scream in your triumph, riot in your might, 
Clang iron and steel and deafen all the 

days. 
Roll, rumbling whee1s, and with your rude 

delight 
Seethe steam and shriek aloud your 

sound of praise 
As each achievement, rending through 

the night 
Streams floodc; of light upon the un

known ways. 

Till past dim ways, spurred on with 
restless night, 

Io strong delight Man reigns above his 
days, 

Glorious past praise or blame-where is no 
night. 

L.H. 
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THE ORIENTAL DANCE. 

THE Sandon has excelled itself, and 
general opinion will probably 

pronounce the dance of November 7th 
the most successful of many success
ful entertainments which have roused 
the echoes of the old Bluecoat School. 
More attention than usual was paid to 
the scheme of dress suggested, and 
most of the dancers were garbed in 
harmony with the oriental setting of 
the festivities. Mr. Harris painted a 
most effective scene which was hung 
at one end of the room, and he 
arranged a really wonderful starlight 
effect by means of electric lights concealed 
behind the canvas. When the ordinary 
lights of the room were put out, the gay 
throng appeared to be dancing in the 
open square of some mysterious eastern 
city. Shadowy mosques and cupolas rose 
to right and left, strange pathway trees 
peered trom tne shadows over great 
garden walls, and above all was spread 
the canopy of a deep blue eastern night 
pierced here and there by the orange glow 
of starlight. Fumes of incense curled 
their way out of little clay censers and 
made the air heavy with mystery. 

Saracens, Egyptians, Turks, Infidels and 
Christian Martyrs mingled without signs 
of hostility, and a cordial welcome was 

afforded even to some grotesque appari
tions who had obviously escaped from 

the nightmare bag of the Genie of the 
Lamp. Mrs. J. Macleay and Mr. Budden 
won the prizes, the former being a most 
fascinating Turkish lady and the latter 

a wonderful representation of a Priest of 

Isis. Under the awe inspiring exterior of 

Sennacherib, Professor Adshead was, 
we believe, concealed. Mrs. Frimston 
was a picturesque representative of 
Turkey io Paris, and both Mr. Aber
c rom bi e's Priest of Fo and Mr. 

Lipczinsky's Persian knight were striking 
features in the scene. Miss Emmett and 
Miss Mona Smith were charming Egyptian 
girls, and one of the mo t beautiful 

dresses at the dance was worn by Miss 
Brayton who was a Kismet " creation." 
Mr. Rawdon Smith defied identity as a 
Chinaman and conspicious among the 
"cunning drapers of shawls" were Miss 
Ziegler and Miss Kearns. 

Shortly after the dance began the spirits 
of the company were raised by the entrance 
of an obstreperous young elephant, whose 
gambols were directed by Mr. Henry Carr 
in the capacity of "Mahout." It may 

seem out of place to descend to anatomical 
details, but one cannot refrain from con
gratulating Messrs. Herbert Smith and 
Kenneth Burrell on their efficiency in their 
respective roles of fore and hind quarters. 

Brown's Band won general approval, 
and the appearance of two Tangos on the 
programme justified the claim of the club 
to support or at least tolerate any fresh 
departure in the domains of Art. The 
reactionary element of the gathering was 
pacified by a strenuous set of lancers 
shortly after midnight. 

The illusion of the magic city must have 
been doubly strong for anyone who 
chanced to see, during Friday afternoon, 
the desolate confusion of rags, tin tacks and 

other oddments that littered the unadorned 

ball-room. The thanks of the many are 
again due to the few, whose unfailing 
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energy and labour raised from this most 
unpromising material, a veritable pleasure 

dome of Kubla Khan. 

* -It * 
THE CONTEMPORARY ART 

SOCIETY. 

It is our intention, during the month of 

February, 1914, to held an Exhibition of 
works lent by the above named Society. 
Many beautiful examples of John, Lamb, 
Sargent, Orpen, Lavery, Rothenstein and 
other outstanding painters of the day will 

be seen in Liverpool for the first time. 

Speaking about the array of rrilliant 

artists of the present " The New States
man" (Nov. 8th) says: "There is really 
cause for the cheerful feeling that the 
Contemporory Art Society have got plenty 

of material to work upon, and that the 
Chaotrey Trustees don't really so very 
much matter. British Art may be ceasing 
to be British, as the term is understood in 

wealthier suburbs, but it is beginning to 

be Art. The " City Gent " will before 
long be buying in other than Academical 
markets, and the back stairs of many a 
well ordered mansion in the Home 

Counties will be enriched with the 
"massive oil paintings" that now adorn 

the reception rooms and billiard saloon, 
so as to give place to what is more in 

keeping with a reputation for knowing 
what is the right thing. lo the fastne ses 
of the smaller and more remote Municipal 

Galleries the old order will be longer in 
giving place to the new, but when-or at 
least, if ever-it becomes known upon the 

Slugby Borough Council that Soailford is 
attracting more visitors by virtue of its 

unheard of expenditure on the latest and 
and most startling efforts of the younger 
painters, the town band and the Royal 
Academician will possibly be left to console 
each other in a less conspicious position 

than they occupy at present. The inter
ment of Sir Lawrence Alma Tadema 
alongside Reynolds and Nelson may 
possess an entirely different significance 
from that which is attached to it in the 
popular mind, as with the pompous 
closing of one epoch in painting we may 
be able to recognise the auspicious open

ing of another." 

-It * * 
THE DEATH OF AUTUMN. 

T H E wild winds are moaning, 
The bare branches groaning ; 

All await Autumn's death 

In the chill icy breath 
And they shudder " Pass by." 

The starved leaves are falling, 
The sea mews are calling 

"Come away, come away; 
Ere the dawn of the day 
The fierce storm will be high 
And will mock at our cry." 

The dead leaves are sc11.ttered, 

The bare rocks are battered 
By waves, 'mid whose roar 
On the wreckage strewn shore 

Sounds a deep warning bell 

From the reef, like a kn~ll. 

OBITUARY. 

DAVID. 

On October 28th, at his residence Ba ii 
Grange, West Derby, in his 84th year, 
James Lister, J.P. (formerly of Belfield, 
Windermere) passed away. 



NOVEMBER, DECEMBER, 1913, 

JANUARY, 1914. 

The attention of Members is called to 
the fact that the club will be open until 
11 o'clock on alternate Monday evenings, 
Nov. 17th, Dec. 1st, and 15th, Jan. 5th 
and 11th. 

It is hoped that certain ladies and 
gentlemen may offer to provide some 
informal entertainment, as has hitherto 
been the case-in which event they should 
kindly notify the Secretary-or failing 
this that members who are present will 
get up some impromptu form of amuse
ment. 

Dress : Either morning and evening. 
Refreshments at the usual prices. 

N. B.-No further intimation as to these 
evenings will be given, except that if any 
Members should kindly offer their services, 
a notice to this effect will be posted on 
the board in the Club. 

It is hoped that the attendance at these 
open Club Evenings will be as large as 
possible. 

* * * 

NEW MEMBERS. 

*BBSWICK, Miss Jessie, 68 Watergate St., 
Chester. 

BRIGHT, Miss Edith, Windy Gap, Formby. 

" Miss M.L., 
" 

,, 
" 

COHAN, Miss May, Wynnstay, Aig-burth 
Drive, Sefton Park. 

DICKINSON, Fryer, 25 Lord Street 

Doo, H. A., 24 Liverpool Road, Birkdale. 

HENDERSON, Miss H. G., 27 Prince Alfred 
Road, Wavertree. 
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*HILES, Miss Barbara, Blakeway, Sunning
dale Road, New Brighton. 

HowRovo, Mrs. R., White Cottage, 
Helsby. 

*MACLAREN, Donald G., 71 Canning St. 

PowELL, Miss Phrebe, M. D., The 
Vicarage, Knotty Ash. 

SHUTT, Cecil, Halewood House, Gateacre. 
WYATT, Miss D., Beechlawn, Waterloo. 

* Studio Afembers, 

* * * 

T HE following ladies and gentlemen 
are in charge of various departmen ts 
and maybe addressed at the Sandon 

Studios Society, Liberty Buildings, School 
Lane, Liverpool. 

Hon. Sec. General Committee, Mrs. Calder 
Hon. Treasurer ......... Mr. Sewell Bacon 
Hon. Sec. Executive Com mittee, 

Miss Lilian Allen 
Hon. Sec. Entertainments Com mittee, 

Mr. E. Rawdon S mith 
Hon. Sec. Artists and Exhibition Com-

mittee ............... Mr. Noel Irving 
Hon. Sec. House Committee, 

Mrs. Abraham 
Life Class Stewards ......... Miss Page and 

Mr. Henry Ca rr 
Enamellers' Steward ... ... Mr. Shepheard 

Extra copies of THB BULLETIN {price 
threepence each) may be had from the 
Housekeeper, Sandon .Studios Society, 
Liberty Buildings, Liverpool. 

Pictures, prints, and publications by 
members, may always be obtained through 
the Society. 

Printed for the Sandon Studios Society by 

HANDLEY BROTHER ·, 146, Breck Road, Everton, 
Liverpool, November, 1913. 

PRIZES! PRIZES ! PRIZES ! 
Why should the W alker u1rt Gallery, with its u1rt Union 

Raffle, have it al/ its own way? 
JOI N 

Our'' Limerick" Competition 
a nd wi n one of the fo llowing VAL UABLE AWAR DS, 

1st Prize Season T icket for O ne Month to N ew Brighton, 
2 nd A L unch on the Promenade. 

" 3rd ,, A Bucket and Spade, 

All you have to do is to fill in satisfactorily the last line of the following 
" L imerick." 

A g reat business man named A * * * * * * * * 
Who ought to desist, but who doth not, 

Inspired by Van Goch, 
Paints pictures that shock, 

··· ········· ·········································· 
A knowledge of Prosody is not required. Even professional poets are as ignorant o~ the 
Iambus, the Trochee, the Dactyl, the Ambibrach, and. ~he Anapre t, .as ~rofess1onal 
artists are of perspective and sciagraphy. The supersensitive ear may tw1tc~ ~n agony at 
the rhyming of" Goch" ~ith "shock." We don 't appe.al to the supersens1t1v~, but.we 
do to the loyal and patriotic (and there are four hundred 10 the Club) who can smg with
out the tremor of an eyelash : 

" Happy and glon·ous, ,, 
Long to reign over us 

T he adjudicators will not object to faulty scan ion. Your line may be measured by a 
foot rule or a ten-yard pole. It may sound like turnips rolling over a barn floor. Don't 
be deterred. Send it in. 

EXAMPLE I. 

Beautiful tall-dancing Bill 
Has a heart that's not easy to fill, 

His flirting is torrid, 
His method i horrid: 

Of course, he's a bachelor still. 

EXAMPLE II. 

T hat eminent suffragist J . . . . . 
H ad an exces of madness and folly, 

In an overwrought state 
She broke Werner's best plate 

W ith a poker (it wasn't a "brolly "). 

EXAMPLE III. 

That elegant architect, B 
Was commissioned to plan out a tower, 

He said '' I've a failing, 
I've got to go sailing," 

So he rushed the dam thing in an hour. 

EXAMPLE IV. 
Th~re was a young lady named K ..... 
\Vho spend all the money she earns 

On learning the Tango, 
Cachucha, Fandango, 

And other quaint nonsense by turns. 



RUSHWORTH O DAEAP ER 

rJITISTIC PIAJVU 
BECHSTEIN , l\lusicians of every nationality acclaim ~e Bechstein to be the 
one Piano that meets all demands. Grands from £¢,. U pnghts from £56. 
ERARD. Great Pianists from Mendelssohn to Padere,.•s lci have preferred the 
Erard. Grands from £105- New scale uprights from£§>. 
CHAPPELL. TheforemostEnglishPiaoo. Graodsfrom£8o. Uprightafrom£40 
ROGER& The brilliant-toned Piano. Grands from £75- Upright. from £35-
ANQELUS, BRIMSMEAD and ORPHEU S Player Pianos from £52. 
Gradual Pa)'t~tts. Exclusive Agents Libera l Exchanges 

[~~ RUSHWORTH & DREAPER r---=~I 

11· 17 ISLINGTON LIVERPOOL LTD. ~-=~~~ 
T-o doo,.s .ahov• ~J,• H/•/k~,- A,-~ Cal/.-,-Jt' 

RUSHWORTH 

& DREAPER'S 

Entertainment 
and Concert 
Bureau 

SUPPLIES 

MUSIC AND 
ENTERTAINMENTS 

For every possible 
occasion. 

mrs. m. d~ [. Bodill, Member I.S.M., T eacher of 
Pianoforte and Theory. Pupil and Certificated Teacher of 
the late HERR KRAUSSE (founder) of the German Institute 
of Music, Liverpool ; and later with the present D irector, 
OsBoRNE EDAIONDSON, Dip. Leip. Con. 

12, BARNARD ROAD, OXTON, 
BIRKENHEAD. Pupils prepared for Examinations. 

El~anor 6. Pag~, JI.R.D.S., 
ABLETT STUDIO, LIBERTY BUILDI N GS. 

Classes daily for Drawing and Painting . 
OUT-DOOR_SKETCHING CLASSES from April to O ctober. 

THE ABLETT SYSTEM THOROUGHLY TAUGHT 
(A common-sense method of teaching children). 

'' 
D awin9 

Size 2.l.½ x 31. 
U ed by many of the t 

--.i.~ .. ~wn . 
A for samples of all 6nishes. 



· TnE · COMPLETE · ART · 5TQRE5 · 

RJACKS2N ~ sex5, 
t· ~~i UVEJU>eeL. 

BRANCH- SI, 
M~RflELDS 

ART fRAM[S 
ASPUIAUlY 
fRANES fORMRY 
KIND Of PICTORf 
mu1rs NADf 
Tl AlmSTS" 
OWNDfSl6NS 

fRAH~D PICTDRES f OR PRESf MlSJ~ 
Af PilCf.S TO SOIT AU PORSfS 

TKt HOST COMPlffi SfOCK Of ltRTISTS MITTIRIAlS 1H L!VrRPOOL . 
M2Y REQUISITE- ro~ PROFESSIONALS 6 AMRTWRS. 
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