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England's G.O.1. has at last thirown
. (1P the sponge. With all due vespect for
the ancient warrior whose decds have
made him famious throughous the world,
we must admit that it was alinost time
that ha retired fromw aetive politieal life,
and we hope that his exniple will bo
followed by a fow of the Grand 0ld Men
in the Colenies.  Thore is a stage when a
man arrives ab the wenith of his popu-
larity, nnd afior that peint has Deen
reachoed he must retrogeade.  Ibis sad to
sce one's idols graduslly lLecome senilo
and pass theowgh tho inevitable stages of
nmontsl deeay that must come in time.
Detter they should retire while still DLril-
]1i5L11n and lenve a record that time cannot
dlim.

Hoard in the hot room of the Wellington
Turkish Batlis—Dude elad prineipally in
a Turkish towel and a  cigarcite to
musician e preris naturalibes strotehed
out on onc of the forms *“Ah! beg yer
purdon, Lub—aw—could you oblige me
with aw mateh, old chappie? * Musician :
“ Well—aw—no, but I ean sirike o note
for you."

Professor Robert White, the phrenelo-
gist, who has for seme weeks past been
‘contributing a series of dclineations to
* Fair Plny ' is ab present lecturing very
suceessfully at Blenheim.

The Nopier Marine Parade, when a
Iigh sen is ranning into Huwkes' Bay,
is one of the finest sights to be scen in
the colony, The new sen wall extends
for o mile ov two in front of the town to
protoct it from the sen, and against this

conereto ereetion the big rollers from the

Pacific dash themselves with tremendous
force and fury throwing their seething
whito foam in spouting columns high in
the air to the delight of the spectators
whao gather in erowds, yonug and old, to
witiess the grand sight.
waeves make o clean sweop over the wall,
and drench the onlookeis, and when n
ardent prohibitionist gets properly soaked
in this way the joy of the profane is un-
bounded, and they straightway repair to
MoCartney's or Roulston's to make merry
over tho event. Along the length of the
parndo on thelr respective verandahs
numerous Mrs, Dnrtingtons may be sern
with their brooms swecping the Pacilie
baok in the dircction of the American
ooest, and thus thwarting its insane at-
terupt to get inside nnd spoil thelr best
carpets.

Sometimes tho

Ko Tewiz Karu

He mea hoatu irunga i te arohni te 81
Honuere 1894, na te OTaxi,
Maor: Rerar Karary Kia H. M. Raxna,

Helereteri o te Werengitana Reili
Karapu.

Ko te ingoa o te tangata naanaiwhakairo
teael Kapua ko Paruwaxa TAUWEEE,
We publish above a fae simile of the

Cup presented te Mr. H. M. Lyon by

the Otaki Maori Bacing Club. The Cup

was prescated on February Tth, by Mr.

Ropata Te Do, who made a very kind

and eomplimentary speech, in which Le

bade a hearty welcome to Mr. Lyen, and
asked him to accept a relic, a work once
prized by the Maoris, but which was now
dying out as an at. The Cup, which
stands 24 inches in height, was a beauti-
ful ono of Maai wood, cnrved in Muori
fashion. Its artistie mierit reflects great
credit on  tho nrtist, Mr. Patuwaka

Tanwehe, whose handiwork was of an

cntirely original design.

Probably the coolest and most ealmly
collected victim of & big flood up to date
was Mr. John Algie, of Balelutha, Dur-
ing the big floed of 1378, when all but he
had fled from the house, John refused tfo
budge and said in effect he would see the
Clutha far enough before he would 1un
away from it. About midnight a bonting
party went to take him off nolens wolens,
and were considerably astonished in
Yogking through the window to see him,
by the light of n candle, lying in his bed
and ealmiy measuring the depth of water
in the room with a foot rule. As the
river was still slowly rising John relus-
toatly agrecd te flit,

A Taranaki paper says: “It's all
butter with us. We live on butter; we
pay owr debts with butter, and the wholo
place from beginning to end is ‘butter.
Why, even our breakiwator has to be paid
for out of butter.”

The Qaanarn Mail defends the editor
of the Buening Post against * Falr Play,’
and states * that every respecéable news-
paper man of any experience will hasten to
say that Le is a journalist whose whels
career has been above pettiness and
meanness.” We wonder if our contem-
porary has ever listened to or read Sir
William Fox.

Mrs. Ward, of Clive, Hawke's Bay,
had a trying experience during the big
flood in December last. She lived alone
in & cottage in the townghip, and, being &
new arvival, knew ncthing about floods
till she was startled from her sleep at
midnight with the roar of wabers. On
striking o light sho found several feet of
tho prohibition element in her house,
After trying in vain to save a few of her
belongings, and seeing the water rising
fast she climbed on a kitehen dresser, and
sat on -the highest shelf, keeping hevself
from falling by the aid of a handierchief
drawn through 2 hook in the ceiling, to
which she clung all night and for several
hoars next merning, tili rescued by one
of the boats which came to the help of
the distressed inhabitants of Clive. Mrs,
Ward is at present engaged selling the
little book of verse descriptive of the
flood, by Mr. A, Stuart, of Napier, entitled
¢ A Night of Terror,” recently noticed in
‘ Tair Play,’ aod has met with consider-
able suceess.

A remarkable feat is reported to have
been accomplished by o horse in South
Australin, He weighed 1100lb., and
drew a load weighing over soven and n
balf tons—the exact weight being given
as 17,025 1b. The horse not only started
the load from a standstill, but stopped
onee or twice to “Dblow oud,” and then

started again.

We olip the following from a Sydney
contemporary :—“ A very funay little
garme, olleged to have actually oceurred
at Lillie Bridge racecourse. Coming up
the straight, thera wereonly two left in if,
and there was not more than half a length
geprrating them. Tho jockey on the
second horse, thinking to relisve the
anxiety of the lending mon, suddenly
sang ous, * All right, Charlie! go on anq
win; I ain't a trying” ‘Ob! ain't you,
replied the other, * then 'ere’s orf,’ saying
witich he proceeded to fali off, as his
orders, too, had been of the milking des-
cription.”

A man at Rochester, Fngland, ﬁm?d
for pulling a handful of hair out of his
wife's hend, said—‘' That hair she is
showing you has been in the family for
generations. She brought it with her
when sho summoned me five years
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