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‘““ THAT'S RIGHT ; SIT DOWN AND WASH YOUR FACE.”

DICK :

(Page 5.)



PREFACE.

TeE two little plays already issued in the series of “ Books for the
Bairns "’ having met with much favour among my readers in all parts of
the world, I am now following up the publication of ¢ Cinderella’ and
“The Sleeping Beauty ” with another play for Christmas based upon the
old and favourite nursery tale, Dick Whittington.

Some of you may wonder how much historical truth underlies the
story which is here presented in a new form. I cannot pretend that all
the story is absolutely true, but there certainly was a Lord Mayor of
London named Richard Whittington, although he was not a poor boy in
the sense indicated in the popular legends which have grown up around
his name.

As a matter of fact, he was related to people of position and of knightly
rank. His father was Sir William Whittington, who lived upon his own
estate in Pauntley, Gloucestershire. In those days, for we are talking
of a time 500 years ago, there were few openings for the younger
sons of the landed gentry of England; but at the death of his father
young Richard decided to seek his fortune in trade, and he set out at the
age of thirteen years for London, and became an apprentice in the house
of Sir John Fitzwarren, his cousin, who was a prosperous mercer in the
City. He subsequently married his master’s daughter, and was enrolled
a member of the Mercers’ Company in 1392. Five years later he was
made an Alderman and a Sheriff of the City, and in 1406 he became Lord
Mayor. Ten years later we find him sitting as a Member of Parliament
in the House of Commons, and in 1419 he was elected for the third time
as Lord Mayor, and was knighted by King Henry V. He scems to have
lived in & fine house in the parish of St. Michael’s, Paternogter Row. It
must have been a handsome residence, for here he entertained Henry of
Agincourt and Catherine, his bride, with a magnificence which even
astonished the King.

From these facts you will see that Richard Whittington must have been
diligent in his business and more than usually successful. Indeed, his
biographer has described him as “ the model merchant of the middle ages.”

How the story of the cat came to be associated with his name I cannot
say, but for centuries it has been persistently mentioned in connection
with Richard Whittington. The biographer referred to above accepts
the story of the sale of the cat by a friendly sailor to a Moorish King,
who was pestered with rats and mice. But the same story occurs in the
folk lore of several other countries in Europe.

Anyway, the tale has long been a favourite in the nursery, and will
doubtless continue to be so. It makes a very interesting play for school
or home performances. Mrs. Adams has written the book with her
usual skill, and Mr. Stephen Philpot has again kindly supplied the music
for the songs which are added for the sake of those who wish to make it
& musical play. They are not absolutely necessary, and when it is
impossible to get suitable voices, the songs may be omitted (with the
exception of “ Bow Bells are Ringing,” at the opening and close of the
performance), without spoiling the play. Still, the music will greatly add
to its interest. The piano score may be had of Egerton & Co., 10,
Berners Street, London, W., for one shilling post free.



STAGE DIRECTIONS.

NO raised stage is absolutely necessary ; the play may be acted
in any room, a portion of which is curtained off as a stage.

Tf there is no second door through which the performers can
make their exits and entrances, a screen placed at the left-hand
corner of the stage (as far back as possible) will answer the same
purpose.

The directions, ®., L., C., mean right, left, centre, as one stands
facing the stage.

The part of the Cat should be taken by a small boy. A suit-
able costume could be hired from any of the costumiers in the
neighbourhood of Covent Garden.

The signpost for Scene I. may be made of thin wood and card.
board, with the letters painted on it in black. It should be nailed
to a wooden box, which, covered with ivy, forms a seat under-
neath it. One or two plants and a few sprays of ivy on the floor
will help to convey the idea of an out-of-door scene.

For Scenes II., IIT., and IV. a small table and two, or three
chairs are required ; but in the King of Barbary’s palace, the table
should be covered by a pretty tablecloth, and the plants used in
Scene I. may be introduced again. These simple directions are
only given for the benefit of those who wish to ¢ get up ™ the play
with little or no expense; many others will find it easy to
elaborate the preparations, and by the exercise of their artistic
and dramatic talents add greatly to the effect with which “ Dick
Whittington ” is presented to their friends.

The rats can be made at home, of some brown material stuffed
with sawdust, to be drawn across the stage on a string. If any
of the children possess a mechanical toy in the shape of a rat, it
can be used with great advantage.



DICK WHITTINGTON,

SceENE 1.
ROAD NEAR LONDON.

A sign-post, ““ London one mile” r.c. Below it o
seat covered with wy. Enter DICK, shabbily dressed,
with a bundle on his shoulder, followed by the Car.

Dick.
Well, here we are, my friend !

Car (nodding his head).

Dick (pownting to the mile-post).

A mile away from London now |—
A mile from cruel blows, cross looks,
From pokers, frying pans, and cooks.
She was a vixen! More’s the pity
That you and T, in all this city,
Should tumble on so hard a place !

(Sits down under the sign-post. CAT sits next to him,
and begins to wash his face.)

That’s right. Sit down and wash your face,
While our position I review—( pauses)

And settle what we’re going to do.
First—was it wise to run away ?

Car (nodding his head).
Mieaw ! mieaw ! mieaw !
Dick,

I say
I'm not so sure about it yet—
We have no prospects-—don’t forget !



DICK WHITTINGTON.

No happy home, no father—mother—
Hardly a friend except each other—
And not a coin to call our own.
Can (shaking his head).
Mieaw ! mieaw !
Dicx.
I'm wiser grown
Than when I first heard wondrous stories
Of London’s wealth and London’s glories.
What would you think if you'd been told
That every street was paved with gold ?
Car (shaking his head vigorously).
Mieaw ! mieaw !
Drcxk.

And at his leisure

Each helped himself to shining treasure ?

Car (still shaking hus head).
Mieaw ! mieaw ! mieaw ! mieaw !

Dirck.
Of course I know much better now.
If you want money you must earn 1t—
It didn’t take me long to learn it, (rising amn
comang forward)

When from my visions vague and splendid
To washing dishes I descended,
And just for very hunger’s sake
A scullion’s place was glad to take
With Alderman Fitzwarren’s cook.
She very soon brought me to book !
More kicks than halfpence came my way ;
She boxed my ears and stopped my pay ;
Cuffed me for doing nothing—( pausing)—0O-oh !

I mean—doing nothing wrong, you know.
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DICK : ‘*SHE GAVE ME A CRACK ON THE HEAD.”
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DICK WHITTINGTON.

SONG.—«IF I HAPPENED TO MEET.”

(D1ck.)
Doh is C. os
2 : ATl il : : : :
| \
M rmEsinin m : S m A B! M
happened to meet a friend in the | street,
was-n’t  a thing  she did not fling
could-n’t clean grate nor fen der nor | plate
1 S Rdb in E Tl
stopp’d to |say “Good |af ter- | noon,”
head when she felt in - | clined,
please her, how - |ever I | tried.
d' Epira e rf bl R I
gave me a |crack On the | head, or a | whack,
call'd me a |scamp, Andan|i dle tramp :
hit left and! right From |mormn - ing till ' night,
m '8 AT 'S d g b
whack  witha |bast - ing spoon !
said she was | far too kind !
gram - ble and|scold till I | cried!
s e e B 11 S e L 3
| pan, or |pot, or po . ker |hot
n :re Jxe |m 8 .87 I 5. \——
all ve - ry |well in its |way,
d' 5 ‘r i e g b '8 ‘n
not the thing whenyou{want to fling
(Pointing to head.)

n B Jrns (gt ¢ ' A l—
piece of ad - |vice this way.

Dick (to CAr).

Well, do you know I feel inclined
To take a nap—if you don’t mind,
Tl have it here before we go.

|
)
- }
e }
|
|
}

And

At my

To

She’d

3 Dy ¢
Butit’s

: 8
A
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10 DICK WHITTINGTON.

(Sleepaly, as he lies down with his head on the stone :)
Don’t let me sleep all morning, though !
(Falls asleep. Enter FAIRIES, to soft music.)
First FAIRY (wawing her wand over him).

Don’t wake him, please! How tired he seems !
We'll whisper to him in his dreams.

SEcoND FAIRY.

Cheer up! Cheer up, Dick Whittington !
Fortune and fame may yet be won.

| TaIRD FAIRY.
Wealth, honour, and a charming wife,

The long years of a happy life,
All shall be yours. But, Dick, we say

ArLL THE FAIRIES.
You must not, must not run away.

First FAIlry.

Such luck 1s not for those who shirk
Their daily woes or daily work.

SECOND FAIRY.

E’en cooks and basting spoons may be
The stepping stones to dignity.

TaIRD FAIRY.
Keep a brave heart, though skies are grey.
ALL THE FAIRIES.
But do not, do not run away !

Fairy CHORUS

(during which they and the Car dance round Dick
WHITTINGTON ; or they may svmply join hands



DICK WHITTINGTON. 11

and walk round DICK, singing the following
Chorus, wnto which the chiming of the bells 1s
wntroduced).

No. 2._BOW BELLS ARE RINGING.

Key G.

Siwbars for Im :d :L [t :r :s ‘m R :—:-—}
Piano only. |1 Bow Bells are|ringing, Hark ! | what do they |say ?

SR G R SRR U o s R SR DS R e }
For - tune is smi - ling on [some-one to- |day.

Vel R R i o R TR G B P AR b s }
Fair - ies have |whis - perd a word to the |bells;

o P kB VAR SRR T Y S T R B i e H
Hear the glad |fu - ture their/chim -ing fore [ tells 1

REFRAIN. % time.

gr T éi 5 S o e ls in }
“Turna - |gain, Dick (Whit - ting-|ton, Thrice Lord

d :m TR E ik it e d: in }
Mayor of Lon - don town ; Tarn a - [gain, Dick
R it T ) TR £ Ok R e R ”
Whit - ting - [ton, Lord |Mayor of Lon - don |town.”

May-birds and brownies
Have settled his doom ;
Fortune so frowning
Will smile on him soon.
Gold in his pocket,
A sword at his side ;
The finest of horses
Our Lord Mayor shall ride.

RerFraN.—* Turn again, Dick Whittington,” &e.

So cheer up, dear laddie,
Go home to that took ;
And bear uncomplaining
Each blow and cross look.
And when she starts scolding
Just think of the bells,
And all the grand future
Their chiming foretells.

ReFRAIN.—¢ Turn again, Dick Whittington,” &e.
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DICK WHITTINGTON. : 13

(D1ck rubs his eyes as the Farries dance off.)
Famy Crorus (of the stage).

Turn again, Dick Whittington,
Lord Mayor of London town.

Dick (rising and looking m the direction of the music).

Ah! who is singing? Can it be

Such great things are 1n store for me *

Lord Mayor! . . . . (bewildered)—1 don't quite
understand —

Surely I was in fairyland

Just now. I thought three fairies came—

I heard them call me by my name,

And say that fortune should be won

Some day by poor Dick Whittington.

FAIRIES (unseen).

Turn again, Dick Whittington,
Lord Mayor of London town.

Dick (listening).

Lord Mayor of London town! Lord Mayor!

Oh, Tl go back and gladly bear

The scolding that awaits me there.
(Shouldering his bundle.)

Come, Pussy! Well put up with blows,

Hard words, cross looks, for like a rose

The future blossoms out before us,

The sun shall yet shine brightly o'er us!

(Enter JACK and ALICE FirzwARREN, hurriedly.)

ALICE.

Oh, Dick, I am so glad we've caught you'!
Just look what Jack and I have brought you—
An apple pasty and a cake—



DICK WHITTINGTON.
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DICK WHITTINGTON. 15

JACK.
And here’s some money you must take.
ALICE.

How could that horrid cook ill-treat you,
And say you were a scamp, and beat you ?
You were quite right to run away.

Dick.
But—I am going back !
AvLICE.
No! No!
JACK.

Back to the pots and pans *—Hallo !
You are a silly duffer, too,—

Why, she will beat you Blsele anid blue.
Take my advice, old boy, and cut—

Dick.
Didn’t you hear the fairies ?
JACK (contemptuously).
Phut !
No, more did you! But why and how ?—
Dick (quietly rarsing has hand).
Listen, and you will hear them now.
(FAIRIES repeat first verse of chorus, with refrain.)
JACK.
Lord Mayor of London ? Dick, how jolly !
Drck.
Ah'! you agree it would be folly
To run from such a fate as thls ¢
JACK (astonished).

Rather! It’s not a thing to miss.
You'll be a tip-top city swell.



16 DICK WHITTINGTON.

ALICE ( pouting).
Then I sha'n’t like him half so well !

Dicxk (taking her hand).

My dearest Alice, don’t say that !
My honours will fall very flat
If with me you refuse to wear them.

JACK (aside)
He might ask me, I think, to share them !

Dick
You, too! I do not care a rap
For fame without you both, old chap !

SONG.—“ WHEN YOU’'RE A MILLIONAIRE, DICK.”
Dok is D. (JAck and Avick.)

: . . . ,d d -,tl:d 9
. When|you’re a million-

1
2, A | velvet cloak and
3. Whenlyou're a million-

d 18 sl ehndilom il il BT P R

aire, Dick,what| fun  we three will| share ! Youwll| have asword and
shoes, Dick, with| buck - les made of | gold, A |feast whene'er you
aire, Dick, and| fair - y chimescome| true, f lcourse we'll share and
CHORUS.

m X Bk ey el svac amigl e dte IaTARS
spurs, Dick, And| gold - en chains to| wear. ‘

choose, Dick, And| no cross cook to | scold. For| this is com-mon
share, Dick,And| set up house with| you.

t o i v SR S s

sense, Dick,That|life hasma - ny

S R PaE A AR L ‘l}
ills, And |poundsandshillingsand

gills. : l l

S i W |r Sl i
pence, Dick, Arelhan - dy lit - tle

CURTAIN.
Draw the curtain back to show the following
Tableau, which should be accompanied by soft music :—
TABLEAU : JACK stands on the seat, R.c., wawing

has cap; Avice, Dick, and CAT, c., hand in hand,
CAT n the maddle.




'DICK WHITTINGTON. 17

=

& {
AN {LONDON ONEMILE

TABLEAU WITH WHICH SCENE I. ENDS.



18 DICK WHITTINGTON.

Scene 11
KITCHEN IN FITZWARREN'S HOUSE.

(Table L., Cook making pastry, HOUSEMAID cleaning
szlver Dick serubbing the floor.)

SONG.—“THE COOK.”

Doh is C.
Sl TGl i T et e R e R 2
3 1. Oh, who would | be a cook I
4 The fishmust| al - ways be just )
3 And when the| lunch  must ear- ly
Key G.
TR S e o Tk e L D R S B R L }
say, And work and | slave the live-long| day ; Make all the
S0, And joint done | to a turn, you| know ; And tho’ of )
be, That'’s just the | time, as you will | see, When butcher
8= ad by dvalmi s — e ol el g ok e
pies and bread and | cake, And roast and | boil and brew and
gra - Vy you'vea | store, Some folksare |al -  ways wanting
boys stop half the | day To talk with| Ma - 1y over the
Key C. CroORUS.
| DA e A1 e ad! e
bake.
more. And al - | though she gets good
way.
{t PSS L PR R S AN st s 'l }
mon - ey, Her |life is Inot
{1 of e ey SHIE G anGr USRI :f }
hon - ey, As lev - ry |cook will
{1 Pt dde e gl e e }
tell you |to her [sor - - - -

{n Sl o l— SRR RGN B 1 T e il T }
row ! What |if to - |day be
{1 o , seg vl ot raats s gl D aata }
good, She must |think of next day 8
{ d' 2 it gl sl dly s afe ] ae=is }
food, And the |meals that|she must, give you

{d':——:n I et T e e
all to - [mor - - - - row ”
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20 DICK WHITTINGTON.

Cook (boxing Dick’s ears).
You lazy lad! An hour or more
You've been about this blessed floor !

(The Cat seizes a piece of fish from a plate, and runs
off with 1t.)
HousemAID (flying after him).

Just look at that, the horrid thief!
Last night it was the cold roast beef.

(Huts CAT with o brush.)

Coox (throwing a wooden spoon at him).
And all the cream I saved to make
The master’s favourite kind of cake.
I'll not put up with it '—I won't !

Dick (putting his arm round the Car).
Don’t punish him—please, Patty, don’t !

Coox (angrily).
Please, Patty, don’t | —Please, Patty do!
T'll thrash the precious pair of you !
(Hits Dick with the rolling pin.)

To leave your work and run away

On Saturday, my busiest day !
Drcxk.

Coox.
That’s not going to save you !
Where is the pie Miss Alice gave you ?
(Shaking ham.)
All eaten, 1s1t? I'm to broil,

And bake, and stew, and slave, and toil
To make my apple-tarts for you !

’



' (Enter AvLICE,

DICK WHITTINGTON.

SAILAWAY.)

JACK.
Cook, what is all this hullabaloo ?
Is it a fight ?
Coox (indignantly).
Now, Master Jack !

JACK.
'Cos if you fight, you'll get the sack !

AvLIcE.
Yes! Please be quiet.

CooK.

: Sol am!
As peaceable as any lamb.
My fault is that T'm far too mild—

But sometimes, Miss, Dick drives me wild.

JACK.
And then you lose your temper, eh ¢
Dick (aside).
Tt happens twenty times a day.
Coox.
And then—I whack him, I must own.

JACK.

Well, just leave the poor lad alone *
For half an hour—give us a hearing,

And we will tell you something cheering.

21

followed by Jack and CAPTAIN
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(Bringing CAPTAIN SAILAWAY forward.)
You have not met before, I fancy,
The captain of the good ship ¢ Nancy”

(Cook and HoOUSEMAID curisy, while the CAPTAIN
makes & low bow).

CAPTAIN.
Your service, ladies—

HousemaID (asz'de to cook).

Do you hear ?
What do you think of that, my dear ?

CAPTAIN.
The “ Nancy ” sails to-day, and we—

JACK (dancing about).
Are off with her to Barbary!

DUET.—«“THE GOOD SHIP NANCY.”
(CapraIN and Jack, with CHORUS.)

Dok s D.
Sl AN I T S l : 158
g 1. Ohthe
2. Oh the
| 3. So
ki o s kAR LR s Nt T M B e |
good ship Nan - ¢y |sails the sea, And a
Sal i ior v dad loves the| pret - ty girls, With
off we  go on the |bound - ing main, Where
gl RehsAy. codear im. 1—. adisdslts =gt
smart lit-tle, trim lit - tle |craft is  she; And the
sun - ny smiles and with/gold - en curls, With
fame and for - tune we | hope to gain; Now
g Tl d s e B B | SRR S T SRR
life a - board her’s | brave and free, So
bright blue eyes and | laugh of glee, So
fare you well till we | meet a - gain, And
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SO e e e e ) e e g
heave-ho, my lads, witha | three times three, With a
heave-ho, my lads, witha | three times three, With a
heave-ho, my lads, witha ! three times three, With a
rall. : . ; : CHORUS,
et T e L B e o sl ORE
three times three. So
three times three. So
three times three. So
di s e ot s 8 il O
heave - ho, my lads, with a shout for the sea ; The
heave - ho, my lads, with a shout for the sea ; The
off we go on the [bound - ing main, Where
e R I R S O e e T e }
sail - or’s life is the| life - for me, Whilethe
sail - or’s bride is the| bride for me, While the )
fame and for tune we' hope to  gain; Then
qht e U ek ceon b s sl A G |
good ship Nan cy sails the sea; So
good ship Nan cy sails the sea; So
fare you well till we | meet a - gain, And
cs Al O RS T T R el e s L Wl
heave - ho,my lads, with a | three times three.
heave - ho,my lads, with a three times three.
heave - ho,my lads, Wwith might and main,

CAPTAIN.

We're off to Barbary, to bring
A cargo fit for any king.
With gold and jewels we can fill
Our hold twice over if we will.

Coox (eagerly).
What! Do they give such things away *

CAPTAIN.
Well, very nearly, one may say,
The King a sack of gold exchanges
For anything that new and strange 1S.
A piece of ribbon—
Coox.
I've got that!
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CAPTAIN.
A thimble—
HoUSEMAID.
Do take mine!

DICK.
A cat?

CAPTAIN.

I dare say he’d be pleased with that !
A clever talking cat might sell
For something handsome—who can tell ?

Take my advice and let him go—
He'll kill our rats on board.

Dick (hugging CAT).
No! No!
JACK.
And make your fortune, Dick, you'll see.

(Car sits up before CAPTAIN, begging to be taken.
Then runs to the door L., and looks back, as if
asking him to start at once.)

He'’s asking, plainly as can be,
To go with us.
Car (running back to CAPTAIN).
Mieaw ! mieaw !

Coox (Mutting him).
Will you stop making such a row?
Here's my new ribbon—(giving it to the CAPTAIN)
—apple-green—
Take 1t and sell it to the Queen.
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HouseMAID (giving hvm o thimble).
And here’s my thimble, please exchange 1t
For something better—

CAPTAIN.

I'll arrange it.
Now, Dick, my lad, what will you send ?

Be wise—give me your furry friend.

Dick (to Car).
Puss, do you really want to go ?

CAT (nodding hus head).

Mieaw ! mieaw !

ALICE.

That’s ¢ yes,” you know.
He says if you're to be Lord Mayor,
He'll have to make your fmtune there.

(Pleadingly.)
And they won't let me marry you
Unless the fairies’ words come true.
Dick (rsing and bowing).

That settles it ! Tl gladly send him.
And may the best of luck attend him !

DUET.—« WE'RE OFF, MY FRIENDS.”

(CaprAIN and JAack.)

Key C.

Yo 2ATeR e IR BN iRl | e
1. Were |off, my friends,

Two bars for
Piano only.

sl

S0

2. There areisacks of gold and
S me Gl B IR D G R e
wish us Juck As we |[sail a - cross the
shin - ing silk, And a fair Prin - cess for

%
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Lo B S R G T B
sea, To the |sun - ny land with ;

? Jack And none of you shall

e R S e L R A M
gold . en sand, The |land of Bar - ba - }

? | fare the worse When the |[south wind blows us

Key G.

] ity =2 tetite doe dera Vsl o s G gt e

) ree? Where the |ro - ses bloom in

{ |back. For al - {tho’ the broad seas
VR bR R Oy TR SR G S S | S I

g win - ter time And the |[state . ly palm trees §
roll be - tween We shall|think of you the
ot R N D o T RS o e W R |

; grow. A |[cheer for our good }
more. Fair | gifts there’ll be for

B R Rl TR s R e RSl B

3 skip - per, lads, And a hand be - fore we %
each and all Whena - [gain we step on

CHorus (in which Avice, Cook, and HOUSEMAID join)

Key C.

e S R R AR R T LU LT 1

go. % Oh, the [land of Bar

shore 5
{ bir e e I’ goinetg 11 :— :t

iree, Its. a  Iland of  mil and
{ g S Eo T B 1 O e R |s :fe :s }

’ hon - ey— With [beau- ti - ful dress-es and|love - ly prin-

{Il sz S b R oY Nl LY i l

cess - es, and|pock - ets full of Imon - ey,

CURTAIN.

TABLEAU : DIck c¢., kneeling on one knee, in
the act of kissing ALICE Frizwarrex's hand. Jack
R., with CAT on his shoulder. CAPTAIN L., with CooK
and HOUSEMAID on each arm. Lively music.
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SceNe III.
KING OF BARBARY'S PALACE.
(Table r. QUEEN sits by it threading beads. Enter Kine.)

QUEEN.
What is the news, dear ?

KiNg (gloomily).

Worse and worse !
Gold, as you know, in every purse,
But not a loaf in all the town.

QUEEN.
What ! not a loat'? (Kina shakes his head).
i My love, sit down
And tell me everything.

KiNg (tragically).
To-day

Thousands of rats have gnawed their way
Through to the royal granary floor.
Our store of corn exists no more.
Of meal or meat we haven't a bite,
They’ve stolen all our fowls by night,
Eaten our clothes, devoured our shoes— |
They come and go just as they choose.

(Some rats cross the floor. Kine and QUEEN shriek
and jump on the chairs.)

Oh! Ah! They want to eat us too!
Kine.

I haven’t a single doubt they do !

(Enter PRINCESS SILVERSWEET, who shrieks and jumps
on the table.)
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KING: ‘‘AH! THEY WANT TO EAT US TOO !”
(Page 31.)
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PrINCEss.
I am so hungry !

Kinag.
So are we

And all the folks in Barbary.,

PriNcESs.
Isn’t there just one piece of bread ?

Kine.

No, no, my darling! Not a shred
For anybody but a rat—
Why, I could almost eat my hat!

PRrINCESS.

If some kind fairy came along

I hope it wouldn’t be very wrong
To ask her if we couldn’t be
Three rats instead of royalty.

QUEEN (shuddering).
Three rats ? Oh, what a dreadful thought !

(Enter CAPTAIN SAILAWAY and Jack. King, QUEEN,

and PRINCESS jump down, while the visitors make
a low bow.)

CapTAIN.
Your Majesty, my ship’s in port—
The ¢ Nancy.” You recall her name ?.
Princess (to King).

It’s Captain Saillaway. He came,
Don’t you remember ? in the spring—
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PRINCESS : ‘“IT'S CAPTAIN SAILAWAY!”
( Page 33,)
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CapraiN (bowing again).

And had the honour then to bring
Some trifles, sir, which took your fancy.

PriNcEss (smuling and looking at JAck).

Is this a trifle from the Na,ncy Y
Your latest English fashion ?

CaprraiN (laughing).
Yes.
'Tis Jack Fitzwarren, fair Princess ;
A very gallant gentleman,
Who'll try to serve you, if he can.

PRINCESS.

If he could serve me with some beef
He would oblige me past belief.

QUEEN.

We're starving, Captain. Though you come
So far to'see us, not a crumb

Have we, dear friend, to offer you—

The rats take everything.

CAPTAIN (astonished).

They do ?
Why don't you kill them? (Pushing Jack
toward the door.) Hallo, Jack !
Off to the ship! Fetch the cat back,
And lots of beef, and bread and things.
My stars! to think of starving Kings !
(70 QUEEN.) |

We'll bring an animal on shore
Who'll kill your rats, ma’am, by the score.

(Hxit JACK.)
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SONG.—*“THE CLEVER CAT.”

(CAPTAIN.)
Doh is BH. <
i e e Tl F e & TR R
6 Three bars 1. He |is a’ . elevi =iiler
8 Jor Piano. 2. He |is a clev - er )
: 3. He |is a clev - er
QiR SRS B L S U | Ty R | )
cat ; He’s | sleek and fur-ry and
cat, And | when "he  kills a
cat, A mor - al he can
R 7 Senienimy s des s =n amy e Miepia s o py \)
fat, With a | haugh ty scormn Of
rat, Or | chases a mouse All 5
teach ; He | never steals cream— If it’s
Brlie—niiemio ) [fajes ani g i R ) R
things low - born— A tru - ly pa - tri cian
over the house, A most en - er - get s RIC
out of his reach— An w - ful - ly  hon est
Cuorvus (Kixg, QUEEN, and PRINCESS).
SR T R e P R e R SRR T TR ) )
cat.
cat.} Oh, |yes! he’s ve =« ry §
cat.
{ e ey CEIERE U SERSSRE S GRS R U LG g }
clev er, And [it is  his en -
{ st IR U T e RS (R }
deav our To I[be tip - top
R e el N S e T MR (Rl T }
ope ra  star With |sweet voice ring - ing
{ TR R AT SR i ) ST G e ) Y 1 }
loud and far; And [tho’ some-times hell
{ S - L s = 2]y Si e L s :- }
help, ‘tween whiles, At |[mid night con - certs
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8t :— L Isi :- 8 Jm - :f I8 - :d |m - :r }
cheer - ful

{

on the tiles, Yet [by the fire - light’s
D.S.
{Id s sl gl s afs Infiedy o0 e b H
glow He !sings his sweet - est [dit - ty—

(Enter JAck with CAr, and o basket of provisions.
The rats cross the stage again.  The CAT pounces
on them wn turn, shakes, and drops them. QUEEN
and PRINCESS jump on the chairs, shrieking.
Lwvely music.) ‘

King (clapping has hands).
Ha! Ha! Bravo, brave beast! Bravo!

(QQUEEN.

I feel so frightened! (CAT pounces on a rat
under her char.)

@ o RO bk O S
PriNcESs (shwvering).
Ah! what a monster !

JACK (wndegnantly).

Monster—he ?
As nice a cat as you could see !

®

(CAT rubs against him and he strokes his head.)

KinNG (rapturously).

Tell me the price of such a treasure—
I'll give you what you ask, with pleasure.

JACK (wn a solemn tone).

Your Majesty, no man on earth
Could rightly estimate his worth !
For that, of course, I will not press,

Seeing you in such dire distress.
We'll say—a hundred sacks of gold.
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- Kixa.
Done with you, sir !

JACK (setzing the CAT and throwing him to the CAPTAIN).
Here—mark him “Sold ” !

PRINCESS (getting down from chaur).
Has he killed all the rats ?

JACK.
. Yes, yes;
So please make friends with him, Princess.
PriNcEss.

Puss—puss—, come here—poor puss—

(CAr comes up to her, and rubs his head against her
dress, purring softly.)

JACK (encouragingly).
That's right !

CAPTAIN (Dowing).

If royalty permits, we might
At once proceed to lay the cloth.

(Takes tablecloth out of the basket, and sets the table
with beef, biscuits, cake, dc.)

Kinec.

Well, Captain, I am nothing loth.
To tell the honest truth, I’é3 feel
The better for a good square meal.
What have you got ? Roast beef—a pie—
A plum cake? Here is luxury ! :

(Places chavrs for QUEEN and PRINCESS.)
Come, come, my dears! No more rat stew,
Rat soup, rat fricassée for you !
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We'll dine as doth befit our station,
And bid good-bye to sheer starvation.

TRIO.—“WE ARE A ROYAL PARTY.”
(Kive, QUEEN, and PRINCESS.)

Doh i3 F.
l : soam (8 Eamir o |dos - se
%_ | 1. We |are a  roy-al par - ty, And of%
l 2. We [foundit ve-ry |pain-ful
‘ Liibiiem xe Al i e DUDRIE GRERS SRS TR ;
course it is our |way To have roast lamb and
z eat those rats as |[stew; Nor did we like rat
r 8 st L oY edhy Si
{ chick-en, And (i ces ev-’ry |day; The
cur - ry, Nei - ther, my friends, would | you. They
< S I, I el B R TR P P S
% clear-est gold-en  [jel - Iy With |can - died fuut in - }
gave us rats for |din - ner, They |gave us rats for
Key C.
m st e lXebl gaius e g s Sl
% side, Or oy ster soupand [tur bot, And ;
tea, And if we ask for |sup - per, ’'Twas
Key F.
(|8 £nir 8 |d I
pan - cakes nice-ly  |fried. But |now we ask what’
2 rats a - gain, you |see. And [so we ask what’s }
CHORUS.
R PR f IR d el R T S
10 g, name, If |all the dish-es taste the same?}F ;
in a name, If |all the dish-es taste the same?
{ et B B U e B 8l TR M LR )
be they hot or |be theycold, Be theyyoungor |be theyold ;
L0 R RS T R PR R B “
( |Be they ten-der, |be theytoucrh Of irats wefind we’ve had e - nough

(QueeN, KiNe, and PriNcess should dance during
the chorus.)

CURTAIN.
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Scene 1IV. _
KITCHEN IN FITZWARREN'S HOUSE.

(Cook and HOUSEMAID wroning.  DICK polishing boots.)
ALICE (entering hurriedly).
Cook ! Guess the jolly news I've bought !
Coox (crossly)
I can't!
ALICE.
The ¢ Nancy ” 1s 1n port.
Dick (snatching up his cap).
The “Nancy”! Iam off! Hurrah!
Cook (seizing ham).
You jackanapes, stop where you are !
(Dick rushes away.)
There! Did you ever see such work ?
Anything for a chance to shirk !
The least excuse, and off he goes—
Who'll clean the boots, do you suppose ?
ALICE.
You mustn’t think of work to-day-
I wonder what they’ll have to say.
HousEMAID.
I wonder, Miss, what they will bring.
ALICE. :
Jack promised me a diamond ring.
They may, of course, bring back the cat.
Coox.
Goodness ! I hope they won’t do that!
One of the pair is quite enough. |
ALICE.
Poor Dick! It does seem rather rough
To take the truest friend he had.
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SONG.—WON'T THERE BE JOLLITY.

(ALICE.)
Dok is C. ‘

3 {l . 1 Shats ‘ i S BRI S BN }

4 1. Oh, |won’t there be

{ SRR E T R A R R G W S }
jol - li - ty, |[fun and friv-jol - ity If Ipus - sy our

{d' e A ESE I M TS SR T Bl e }
for - tune has |made; ! When|Jack has got

{ S PR B PR B R A IR B e Y LA }
rich - es, He'lllstop wash-ing 'dish -es, And mar-ry a

{ fe it il E gL ‘—- A 1,
true Eng - lish [maid. Ob, .|
CHorus (Cook and HousEMAID as well as ALICE).

{n sreom . gt dises bl P gl }

( [won’t there be |jol - li - ty, lfun and friv- |ol ity, If

{n P i D R L L (MG 0 e e e T }
pus - sy our [for - tune has |made; Yhen

{ ) SR W o8 W AR B R WD R e B }
Jack has got Irich - es, Helllstop wash-ing |dish -es, And

{t vlo bl rdb b atg T sies i Wiles | et g }
mar - ry a |true Eng-lish [maid. There’sa

{ teh o G S Rl BN LIRS Rl R £
Kai- ser in |Prus-sia, An ;Emp’ -ror in |Rus -sia, And

{m o ¢ TR D R R I R S el }
lots of grand-lees in  the |West; But

{d' stanediin A ad e s e age il i) e g g }
fear - less young|lad - die And |bon - nie youngilas - sie In
rall.

}(1 R N T B S el ARe t e S e e

( |Eng - land you'lljsure -ly  find |best. i

Are there maidens more pretty,

More

If through the wide world he should roam

clever or witty,

.

2
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Or any to tend him,
o love him and mend him,
Like some little maidens at home ?

Crorus.—Oh, won’t there be jollity, &e.

When from the commotion
Of old Father Ocean

Our travellers two have returned,
We’ll heed not the winter rain,
Dread not grey skies again,

If they our fortune have earned.

Crorus.—Oh, won’t there be jollity, &e.
You’'d better stop smacking,
And scolding and whacking—
The day has gone by for all that.
When Dick’s our Lord Mayor, some day

You and the rest will pay
Honour to him and his cat.

Crorus.—Oh, won’t there be jollity, &c.

Cook (rawsing her voice).
That Dick’s a good-for-nothing lad !
There’s nothing for him but the stick.

(Enter Jack, CAPTAIN, DIck, and PRINCESS, the three
former carrying sacks of gold.)

JACK.
Hallo! We left you slanging Dick,

Have you been at it ever since ?

Be careful ! (They set down the sacks.) He's
become a Prince—

A man of means—a millionaire !

Not to be hustled here and there

By any humbug of a cook.

Cooxk (wndignantly).
A humbug, Master Jack ?
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JACK SHOWING THE GOLD,
(Page 49.)
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JACK (waving his hand).

Just look —
In Barbary his cat was sold.

CooxK.
Well ?

JACK (tmpresswely).
For a hundred sacks of gold.

SONG.—NOW DICK'S A MILLIONAIRE.

(Jack.)
Dok 7s D.
6 { Jo N e ke ! st ctn Fatl o 2 ‘ gRsigl g e g }
8 1. Now
et dbangtie) Top T GO pdl e e g }
Dick’s a mil - = lion-|aire, Some
e e e 'd e T z
facts I wish |men - tion :
s IR SR M SRt I LB G e }
hope you'll all take |care TO
R T I R A Y LR T e SR (e o ‘
pay him due at - [ten - tion,

{
{
{
{
{
{
{
{

Cuoorvus (all but the Cook).

raelg s diildioreg e

s:f:mlm:r:d}

Your|words will be  hon - ey, Now|Dick has got mon-ey, To
e 450 AR e B | el ER i o et o o }
scold him you nev - er will |dare; ) The

R, N IR S IR R Y SR R S | }
cross -est  of  cooks will ‘al - ter Ler looks, And
gtennl. i Vo S s TR U Sl O b “

smile on a mil - lion - |aire.
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With hat in hand (taking his own off), inquire
How can you meet his wishes;

No more he’ll light the fire
Or wash the supper dishes.

Crorus.—Your words will be honey, &e.

It’s on the cards he’ll choose

At once to leave off working—
Of course you won’t accuse

A millionaire of shirking.

Crorus.—Your words will be honey, &e.

For what he does is right,

And all his words are honey ;
We can’t be too polite

To chaps with so much money.

Crorus.—Your words will be honey, &ec.
(Throwing up his cap.)
Whittington and his cat for ever !

Coox.
Dick a rich man! Bless me, I never!
(70 CAPTAIN.)
Where's my green ribbon ?
CAPTAIN (wawving has hand towards the sea).
Over there.

I changed it for this necklace rare,
The finest gems in Barbary (holdvngup a necklace)—
A pretty price ‘twill fetch, you'll see.

(Grves 1t to the Cook, who shows 1t to HOUSEMAID.
Both look delighted.)

HousemAID.
And my brass thimble—is 1t sold ?

CAPTAIN (qeving her a ring).
Aye, for a ring of worth untold.
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HouseMAID (putting @t on).
Oh, what a love !

(Zf Cook and HOUSEMAID are also taking the FAIRIES

parts, they go out here.)

A1ICE.
Jack, where’s my ring ?

J ACK.
Why, that I quite forgot to bring.

But—(leading PrINCESS forward)—here’sa greater

treasure. Guess
Who this is, Alice ?

Avrice (doubtfully).
A Princess ? (d4sude.)

I wonder what Papa will say—
It's rather early in the day

For Jack to think of marrying—
Even the daughter of a King!

Dick.

And that’s what he will say, precisely !
Let’s hope he'll tell the Princess nicely.

Avice (ruefully).
He'll send her straight to school—and Jack—
Perhaps, he'll send us all three back !
We'll have to wait—(sighing)—Ah ! many a year
Before our wedding-day, I fear!
(Taking PRINCESS'S hand.)

B_ut when you marry Jack, we'll be
Sisters-in-law—(slowly and distinctly)—Princess,
you see ?
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JACK : ‘‘GUESS WHO THIS 1S, ALICE ?”
(Page 52.)
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PrincEss (kissing her).
Sisters-in-love sounds better still.

ArICE.
We'll be that too—of course we will !

CAPTAIN.

And thus our little story ends
With happy meeting of old friends.

PRINCESS.

With fairy fortunes, long foretold,
Turned into bags of solid gold.

ALICE.

And greater things may happen yet—
(Making Dick a curtsy.)
Lord Mayor of London ! Don't forget !

JACK (patting DICK on the shoulder).

Long life to you, old man, success,

And every kind of happiness !

DUET.
(D1ick and Avice.)
Doh is F. AvicE,
l . : l : : g fote
1. Right manful-
l : : | : : l
1 R | Ry 8y =1 [ \
ily you did your | task. Dick.
s an s 11 e RSN B
' And thisis' the re . ward I




DICK WHITTINGTON.

= = -

ALICE: ‘“ AND GREATER THINGS MAY HAPPEN YET.”
(Page 54.)
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DICK WHITTINGTON.

g fenilidel po sl sl e e i
hold all  thro’ his |life, His Al-ice
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hold all  thro’ my |life, My Al-ice
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And now that
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sauce pans fly no | more, Great happ'-
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DICK WHITTINGTON.

R R : PR ‘ ALY B
all N ow this ad-
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A word be-' fore the cur - tain’s | fall. Now this ad-
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tree, Fromduty'do mnot run a - 'way, For duty
(indicatvng z/w audience with a sweep of the hand.)
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mar-ried, then, I ' trow, Will ring a - | gain the Bells of | Bow.
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(Hxrt CAPTAIN.
the music.
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DICK WHITTINGTON.

Enter FAIRIES to the opemang bars of
They dance round DICK and ALICE,
and after the first verse of thewr song JACK and

the PRINCESS join them in the dance.)

No. 12.—FAIRY CHORUS.
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CurtAIN falls while the last bars of the music are being

Key G.
Siz ba,.sfm.i BT MR el G o B T L (e |
. |1.Bow Bells are ring - ing, And | what do the
P ly. 27 y
e 2.Hear the  glad | mes - sage, Of each sil - ver s
T s R R s R r MG
say ? Sun - shine is break - ing through
bell, lList while  the fair - ies his
el el il =0 A msed. Ml
clouds that  were | grey. For - tune may
fu ture  fore - | tell. (Then) | on ward.  Dick,
;g e Sy miseisd : 1 , IR Lo b ey
tar Iy, But | smi - ling ab last, §
on - ward, Your | part brave - ly play ;
s B ey b R B i T T IR
Makesev’' - ry | trou-ble a ! thing of the | past.
Bow Bells are | ring-ing, and |that’s what they say— |
REFRAIN. 2 time.
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“Turna - | gain, Dick | Whit-ting - |ton, Thrice Lord | Mayor of
r 5 Si PO m d n
Lon - don town ; I Turn & gain, Dick
) Rl i S I8 I | PRI d :— I -
Whit-ting -iton, Lord | Mayor of Lon - don | town.”
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ADVERTISEMENTS.

INFANT FEEDING on

m‘ . . MODERN LINES ..
: =

A Pamphlet on
Feeding and
Management

(48 pp.) sent free.

ALLEN & HANBURYS, Ltd.

Plough Court,
Lombard Street, LOI\dOh.

HAVYE USED IT for my two older
Children WITH GREAT SUCCESS,
and have known

The most eminent Physicians
recommend and prescribe

Hubbard’s Scotch

As a YALUABLE REMEDY FOR more

than THIRTY YEARS. (Glasgow.)
Mz. R. J. HALL, School House, East Markham. RHSkS- .
Cash Prices, 94d., 1/-, 2/6. In Tins, 1/6, 3/-, & 5/6 each,

For Whooping Gough,
Group, Asthma,
Influenza, Goughs,
Colds.

; :7 to use CRESOLENE
> Don’t f&l/ for the distressing
and often fatal affections for which it is recommended. For more than twenty
years we have had the most conclusive assurances that there is nothing better.
The sleeping room quickly becomes permeated with the germ destroying

vapour which is inhaled with every breath of the sleeping patient, CRESOLENE
is a safeguard for those with a temdency to consumption or bronchitis.

OF ALL CHEMISTS.
Descriptive Pamphlet free from

ALLEN & BANBURYS, Ltd., Lombard Street, London.




ADVERTISEMENTS,

IN FURNISHING THE SCHOOL CLASS ROOM

remember to get a Set of

PORTRAITS OF POPULAR POETS.

The following portraits of poets may be had, either singly or in a
series of 24, complete, from the Office of the * Review of Reviews” :—

SHAKESPEARE. RUSSELL LOWELL. BYRON.

MILTON. WHITTIER. SCOTT.
SPENSER. MRS. BROWNING. BURNS.
WORDSWORTH. WM. MORRIS. CAMPBELL.
COLERIDGE. TENNYSON. MOORE.
MACAULAY. BROWNING. COWPER.
LONGFELLOW. SHELLEY. MRS. HEMANS.
KEATS. POPE. WALT WHITMAN.

These pictures are artistically executed in tints, and suitable for
mounting or framing. The whole series will be sent, post free, for g,

“REVIEW OF REVIEWS” OFFICE, MowsrAY Housk, NorroLk St., Loxpox, W.C.

FAMOUS NATIONAL SONGS

FOR THE

SCHOOL AND THE HOME.

WORDS AND MUSIC (Tonic Sol-Fa).
Edited by R. S. WOOD,

Author of Macmillan’s ** Word-Structure and Composztwn,’ and Lditor of
‘¢ Poems for the Schoolroom and the Scholar.”

FORTY-EIGHT PAGES OF MUSIC FOR A PENNY, IN COLOURED COVER.

A WELCOME SEQUEL TO

“Poems for the Schoolroom and the Scholar,”

(Nos, 49, 54, 56, and 60 of ‘‘The Penny Poets.”)

“ Famous National Songs” may be had through any Newsagent, or the book will
be supplied to Schools at 6s. per 100 (7s. carriage paid), on application to the
Manager, ‘‘Review of Reviews” Office, Mowbray House, Norfolk Street, London, W.C.
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PENNY POETS ror SCHOOLS

8ixty-six Numbers Including :—

1.—Macaulay’s “Lays of Ancient
Rome,” and other Poems.

2.—Scott’s ‘“ Marmion.”

4,—Lowell’s Poems., Selections,
5.—Burns’s Poems. Selections,
6.—Shakespeare’s “Romeo and Juliet.”
7.—Longfellow’s ‘ Evangeline,” &c.

8.—Selections from Mrs. Elizabeth
Barrett Browning’s Poems.

9.—Selections from Thomas Campbell.

13.—Whittier, the Quaker Poet. 1

14.—Tales from Chaucer, in Prose and
Verse.

16.—Moore’s Irish Melodies.

18,—St. George and the Dragon. From
Spenser’s ‘‘Faerie Queens.”

20.—Scott’'s ““ Lady of the Lake.”
21,—Whittier’s Poems. Part 2.
22.—Shakespeare’s ‘“Julius Cassar.”
24.—Tom Hood’s Poems.
25.—Coleridge’s “ Ancient Mariner.”
80.—Some Ingoldsby Legends.
8l.—Scott’s ‘““ Lay of the
Minstrel.”
82.—Poems of Wordsworth, Part 1.
33.—Poems of Cowper.
37.—Wordsworth’s Poems. Part 2.
38.—Poems of Mrs. Hemans and Eliza
Cook.
40.—Poems of Gray and Goldsmith.
41.—Irish Ballads.
42.—Shakespeare’s ‘* As You Like It.”
46.—Longfellow’s Poems. Part2.
48,—Spenser’s “Faerie Queene.” Part 2.
49,—Poems for the Schoolroom and the
Scholar. Part 1.
52.—Poems by Robert Browning.
54.—Poems for the Schoolroom and the
Scholar., Part 2.
85.—Longfellow’s ‘‘ Hiawatha.”
§6.—Poems for the Schoolroom. Part 3.
60.—Poems for the Schoolroom and the
Scholar. Part 4.
63.—Lamb’s Tales from Shakespears.
64.—The Merchant of Venice.
65.—National Songs (with Music—Tonic
Sol-fa).
86.—Tennyson’s ‘“In Memoriam,” and
other Poems.
Single Numbers for Three-Halfpence, post free,
The above are supplied (in large quantities) to
Bchools from the Office of “ Review of Reviews,”
at 68. per 100 (prepaid), or 78, Carriage Paid,
Address: E. H. STOUT, Mowbray House,
Norfolk 8treet, London, W.C,

Last

LITTLE PLAYS ror LITTLE
PLAYERS.

No. 1.—Cinderella.
No. 2.—-The Sleeping Beauty.
No. 3.—Dick Whittington.

Specially arranged for Children’s
Performance.

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS AND ORIGINAL
SONGS AND DANGES.

(MUSIC SIZE, IN OLD NOTATION.)
One Shilling each (post free).

Mi1ss ELLALINE TERRISS wrote as follows
on receiving a copy of * Cinderella” :—“I
think it is excellent; just what is wanted. I
have a little girl, and I am thinking of letting
her play it at Christmas. I am sure it would
be delightful.”

Miss Ly HANBURY wrote :—** Your little
edition of ¢Cinderella’ I consider charming
for children’s parties, &c., and I also think all
your remarks and suggestions in the preface
are excellent.”

Miss VIOLET VANBRUGH wrote :(—‘‘I have
read your little play *Cinderella’ with plea-
sure. I think that it is charming and just
the thing for children, and I also think your
object, as set forth in the preface, a most
excellent one.”

EGERTON & CO., 10, Berners Street,

LONDON, W.

Cheap Editions of the words of the
same Plays are published as Nos. 69,
46, and 81 of ‘* BOOKS FOR THE BAIRNS.”

Price 1d. By Post, 1id each.
Office: Mowbray House, Norfolk 8t., W.C.
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Beautiful Soap,transparent brown,
Praised by alf; Of World renown,
Who for the luxury does not hope ?
Awash in the morning, with beautiful Soap!
A wash in the morning, with beautiful Soap!
Beau—oofitul So —oap!
Beau—ootiful So—oap!
| So—oap of the mor-or-ning
Beautiful, beautiful Soap!
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. Beautiful Soap, who cares for Paint,
=3 Pomade,or any other taint,
== Skins like Peaches. obtained by Pears
B> Soap, with which no other compares,
Soap,with which no other compares
eau—ootiful So— oap!
Beau—ootiful So— oap!

So—oap of the e—e—evenin
s st 7o Beautiful, beautiful SORRI”

Henderson & Spalding, Printers, 1, 3 & 5, Marylebone Lane, London, W.
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THE FACT THAT

youn ATTENTION As an Effectual General Fami’y
IS GALLED TO == Medicine without Mezcury

DR. SCOTT'S PILLS

ARE UNEQUALLED,

Being conmiposed of the finest Drugs that can be obtained, are as Mild and Tonic in their action
as they are certain in their curative effects of the following Ailments in both Sexes or Children ;

BILIOUS & LIVER COMPLAINTS, | DYSPEPSIA, HEARTBURN,
INDIGESTION, WIND, LOWNESS OF SPIRITS,
SPASMS, FOUL BREATH, GIDDINESS,
NERVOUS DEPRESSION, DIZZINESS OF THE EYES,
IRRITABILITY, LASSITUDE, HABITUAL COSTIVENESS,
LOSS OF APPETITE, PILES.
And all those other Symptoms which none but a Sufferer can describe.

They can be taken at any time, without restraint from business or pleasure—hence they are
a most valuable’ Domestic Medicine: .Heads of households should always have a box of these
Pills by them, to resort to on any slight occasion of ailing on the part of those under- their
charge, as by paying attention to the regular action of the Stomach, Liver, and Bowels, many a
severe illness is avoided or mitigated.

PREPARED ONLY BY

W. LAMBERT, 173, SEYMOUR PLAGE, LONDON, W.

Do not be persuaded by any one to buy any other Medicine instead, but insist upon having the
right thing, which is wrapped in a square green package. By post for 13 or 33 stamps.

DON QUIXOTE.

120 Pages, with Pictures all the
way through.

Printed on Nice Paper and
Bound in Limp Cloth.

PRICE EIGHTPENCE ( post free ).

PUBLISHED AT THE OFFICE OF

“BOOKS FOR THE BAIRNS,”

MowBRrRAY HOUSE, NORFOLK 81., LoNDON, W.C,

To all suffering from
severe paroxysms of

ASTHMA.

and of thie most beneficial service in Whoopin s
Cough, Bronchitis, &ec.

POTTER’S DATURA
ASTHMA CURE

One of the greatest boons in all cases of
Disease of the Respiratory Organs. Of in-
estimable valuein relievingalmost immediately

JooNT coucH - |
KEATING'S LOZENCES §

the terrible paroxysms -of Asthina, and a
wonderful benefit and help in Hay Fever,
Bronchitis, Whooping Cough. It is sold by
all Chemists and Herbalists, at a price to 'suit
zll, in Tins, 1/- each,

Write at once for a free sample to

Potter &Clarke, Artillery Lane, London, E.

EASILY CURE

THE WORST COUCH.

One gives relief. . An increasing sale
of over 8o years is a certain test of their

value. Sold in 134d. tins everywhere.

Sole Advertisement Agents . —JOHN HADDON & CO., Bouverie House, Salisbury Square, London, E.C.
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( ADBURYs
Coecon

Absolutely Pure, therefore Best.

Refreshing, Nourishing, Invigorating.

SP909900000000Y *®

GADBURY’S Cocoa is entirely free
from all admixtures, such as Kola, |
Malt, Hops, Alkali, &c.

“‘Cocoa is in itself a perfect food, and requires
no addition of drugs whatever.”’—DR. ANDREW
WILSON IN THE ‘“ILLUSTRATED LONDON NEWS.”

When asking for Cocoa, insist on having CADBURY'’S
—sold only in Packets and Tins—as other Cocoas are
often substituted for the sake of extra profit.

Printed for the Proprietor by HENDEESON & SPALDING, 1, 3, & 5, Marylebone Lane, Iiondon, W,, and
published by W. T. STEAD, at Mowbray House, Norfolk Street, Strand, London, W.C.



