
distrust. Barrel-organs and other forms of street music are

taxed or licensed in some countries, and the idea isa good

one, and worth commending to our Colonial Treasurer, who

might also add a tax on infants howling in places of amuse-

ments, railway trains, trams, ’buses, churches, and in the

public streets.

Amongst other pleasures which summer brings in its

train is the annual church meeting. Compared with the

lively interest—we might almost say excitement, which

these old-time institutions are at present creating in social

circles throughout Auckland, the stage and sinful appen-

dages thereto, aresimply *

not in it.* Perhaps the soothing

monotony of columns of facts and figures bearing on a sub-

ject distinctly connected with his soul’s welfare, is more

congenial to the average colonial than applauding a ballet

in temperature 90 something in the shade. We do not ven-

ture to suggest that the lemonade, raspberry syrup (more
effective than Mother Siegel) and bananas, dispensed like

the teaspoonful of jam after castor-oil, are any attraction,

but, whatever the reason, church meetings have of late at-

tained theeminence of an importantsocial function.

Whether the yearly tending of not too flourishing
financial and other reports in a congregation are conducive

to heavier collection plates and renewed effort on the part
of parishioners, or effectual in extinguishing the last ray of

hope and promoting universal collapse amidst zealous

church-goers, it is of course impossible to say. Judging
from a meeting held recently in an Auckland district, the

ceremony of reading the annual balance sheet is not always
attended with that amiable Christian good feeling which

one would expect. The gentleman upon whom bad been
conferred the privilege of displaying the pounds, shillings
and pence outlook cf this paiticular community, (i e., the
secretary) refused to do so because of an insult be and other
officers bad been subjected to by some pet lambs in the

fleck. The insult was a prayer offered on behaff of * the
cold-hearted, luke-waim officers of this church the pet
lambs weie some Christian Endeavourers, endeavouring to

attend to every business but their own. Now the afore-
mentioned ballet undeniably makes money skip, whether
from the pockets of people who would otherwise place it in

the collection plate or not is another matter. There is de-

plorably too little in any of our churches to make the pre-
paring and reading of an annual balance-sheet a particularly
elevating occupation at any time, and those who have the

courage to cheerfully perform such tasks from a sense of
duty, arein themselves a noble contradiction of the unjust
and untrue aspersions cast upon them by members as use-

less probably, as they are disagreeable.

The recent suggestion of Dr. Youl, the City Coroner of
Melbourne, that a witness would do well to tell a lie
even on oath to save the reputation of a woman, has, of

course, caused a great deal of comment in Wellington as

elsewhere. Many superficially good people areexcessively
shocked at it. Nevertheless (says our Wellington corres-

pondent), it ought to be the fortieth article of the English
and some one article or other of every other Christian
church. There is not in Australasia, nor perhaps in all

England, a man with a vaster range of human experience
than Dr. Youl. He has held inquests on people whom he
afterwards met in the street, and in onesingle year he has held
enquiries concerning the deaths of one hundred and twenty-
seven unfortunates fished up out of the muddy Yarra. He

must be gettingpretty old, and tolerablytired of thedismal and

dreary and eternal story of human frailty and misery by
this time. I knew Dr. Youl many years ago, and he was

not young then. He always struck me as being a remark-
able man, eccentric in some ways and things, but possessed
of an immense fund of downright common sense. There

was nothing of the ‘namby pamby doctor ’ about him. He
was indeed that somewhat rara avis, an M. D. with

character marked distinctly in everything he said or did.
A lady went to him once and said, • Oh, doctor, I'm afraid

there’s something fearfully wrong with my stomach.’ ‘Oh

no,’ said Dr. Youl, ‘nothing at all wrong, madam, with

your stomach. God made your stomach; He knows how to

make ’em. You have put something into your stomach
which has disagreed with you.’

For a man who has been writing depositions all his life
his aversion to the pen is strange, but he never puts any-

thing down on paper that he can possibly avoid. ‘ One
never knows what even a scratch of the pen may do,’ he

says ; and even his signature he abbreviates, writing ‘ Ric.
You.’ (for Richard Youl) in such fashion that no one could

possibly tell what or whose the name was. But he talks
freely enough, and if anything he says gets into print and
causes unpleasant comment, he says even the press is not

infallible, and reporteis occasionally get hold of the wrong

end of the stick.

I eamateur photographers increase and multiply at present
rates they will soon need special members of Parliament to

represent their interest. Seriously, the number of Kodak
and detective cameras one sees about is surprising. In
Wellington the Camera Club has done excellent work in

drawing the best and most enthusiastic spirits into com-

munion and good fellowship. The recent conversazione
and exhibition of lantern slides at the Academy of

Arts showed that our good amateurs are little, if at

all, behind the professional. A photograph by a really
good amateuris indeed usually better than one of thesame

subject by a good professional. The amateur's production
has generally a more artistic and original air.

The Brough and Boucicauit Comedy Company are now

creating a boom in Wellington. The comedies enacted by
them are almost entirely new to Wellington audiences.

Something which we may call instinct for want of a better
term enables the public to have knowledge of real dramatic
excellence even before they have seen it, and hence the

Opera House had not an unoccupied seat in any part of the
building onFriday evening last, when theCompany, having
arrived in the city bnt a few hours before, made their first

acquaintance with the somewhat critical frequenters of

certainly the finest and largest theatre in New Zealand.

Saturday night again, most singular to say, the house
was packed from floor to ceiling, for as a rule, Saturday
night is an off night in Wellington.

‘The Village Priest,’ with which Brough and Boucicauit
opened, isone of * The Profligate ’ order of plays, that is to

say, it has a purpose in view all along—that of showing
that the effects of crime are eternal, involving for ever and
ever theinnocent and the guilty alike in inevitable catas-

trophe. It has been called a most improbable story. I

see no improbability in it. Anyhow, we care not much

whether the stage story is real or unreal, so long
as the men and women on the boards are real
human beings holding a real mirror up to real human
nature. This is what the Brough and Boucicauit

Company do. The Abbe Dubois may not be a very
real Catholic priest, but he is a real man. It may

appear very unlikely that Jean Torquenie, an innocent,
should serve nineteen years in a convict cell, but such

things have happened, and a more consummate representa-
tion of such a thing than Mr Brough presents us with has

never been witnessed on any stage This play made its

great impression in Wellington not, I think, owing to the
marked ability of any one actor or actress, but to the
general perfection of the whole company.

A well known firm of colonial bankers in London have

just made a profitable investment. Some time ago a man

who had defrauded them of a large sum of money was taken
into custody, convicted, and sentenced to a long term of

penal servitude. As may be imagined, the prison fare did
not agree with one who had lived on the fat of the land.
The change affected him in many ways, but he com-

plained more particularly of the injury the food caused
to his teeth. They were neither numerous nor in
good condition when he was sentenced, and as they
rapidly become worse he applied to the governor of the

prison for a new set. Being told that the Government did
not supply prisoners with artificial teeth, at the first oppor-

tunity he wrote to the banking firm in question, offering,if
they would send him a new set, to tell them something
to their advantage. Thereupon the bankers, thinking the
offer might be a genuine one, sent the governor of the
prison a cheque for £5, and asked him to provide the con-

vict with a set of artificial teeth. In due course the
convict kept his promise, and sent the bankers certain in-

formation by means of which they were enabled to recover

no less than £1,500 of which they had been defrauded.

They naturally regarded this as the best investment they
had evermade, but it has proved evenbetter than antici-

pated, for they have just received from the prison authori-

ties a remittance for £l, the teeth having'cost only £4.

It is a good many years since drinking as a gentlemanly
recreation went out of fashion, and theie is little if any doubt
that the shearer, lumberer, and gumdigger are also by slow

degreesgivingdrinkingbursts best. Ofcourseoneoccasionally
comes across a series of pretty hard cases, but diinking as a

pleasure is losing its hold on the middle and lower classes

as it has done on the ‘hupper suckles.’ Nevertheless, a

man died in Christchurch from over-drinking, and the

coroner pointed as a moral that homes for inebriates are re-

quired. The whole difficulty appears in deciding who shall

pay for such homes. We pay for prisons in self-defence.
One never knows whomay be robbed next, but the drunkard

onlyrobs himself and his family, and though the world agrees

that in theory he ought to be prevented from doing so, yet
in practice it declares itself against it. If the habitual

drunkard can be made self-supporting and useful, the sooner

he is locked up the better for himself and the community
at large. But this, it seems, is practically impossible. No

woman, however badly she had suffered, would allow her
husband to be imprisoned with labour, not hard, perhaps,
but labour, for that iswhat a visit to the homewould mean.

He who does not think too much of himself is more es-

teemed than he imagines.

UNFORTUNATE POETS.

f'T'lHE lives of the poets is not a pleasant volume. Of

all those spirits who have worked for the pleasure
and profit of their fellow-creatures, the poets have

ever been the worst paid, and the most unfortunate.
Keats, Shelley, Poe, Burns, Chatterton, Byron, Cowper,
Madox Brown, Heine, Alfred de Musset—all these names

suggest as much of the mouinful in life as of the splendid
in literature. Does not Ben Jonson record of the divine

Spenser that *he died for want of bread in King
street?' When the statue of Burns was unveiled in

Scotland amidst an adoring populace, some sceptical
person remarked : *He asked you for bread and ye

gave him a stone.' The ‘stone' too often has been the

fioet’s sole reward. The fault, however, does not always
ie with the world, but is as often as not a consequence of

the poetic temperament. Exaggerated sensitiveness, physi-
cal disease, temporary hallucination, madness, suicidal
tendency, these more especially during the last hundred

years have been the accompaniments of the divine afflatus;
and we may well ask with Taine if there be a man living
who could withstand the storm of passions and visions
which swept over Shakespeare and end like him as a

sensible citizen and landed proprietor in his small county.
In a recent number of the Spectator appears a poem by

William Watson, the yonnepoet who, it will be remembered,
received a bounty of £2OO for a greatly admired poem in
The Illustrated London News on the death of the late Poet
Laureate. It was thought by many that this gift would
shortly be followed by a greater honour, but whatever may
have been intended, an incident which occurred almost im-
mediately afterwards, and led to the painful necessity of

placing the young poet under restraint, effectually for the
time being dispelled his chance of the Laureatesbip.

The following lines, pathetic in their import, strong in

their sanity and rightness of feeling, and exquisite, almost
Miltonic in fervour of execution, are the first utterance of
the restored spirit :

VITA NUOVA.

Long hath she slept, forgetful of delight;
Atlast, at last the enchanted princess earth
Claimedwith akiss by spring the adventurer.
In slumber knows the destinedlips, and thrilled
Through all the deeps ofher unageing heart
Withpassionate necessity ofjoy.
Wakens and yieldsher loveliness to love.

O ancient streams, O far-descended woods
Full of the fluttering of melodioussouls ;
O hills and valleys that adorn yourselves
In solemnjubilation ; winds and clouds.
Oceanandland in stormy nuptials clasped.
And all exuberant creatures thatacclaim
The earth’s Divinerenewal; 10, I too

Withyours would mingle somewhat ofglad song.
I too have come through wintry terrors—yea

Through tempest and through cataclysm of soul
Have come and am delivered. Me the Spring,
Me also, dimly with new life hathtouched.
And with regenerate hope, the salt of life;
And I would dedicate these thankful tears

To whatsoever Power beneficent.
Veiled though his countenance, undivulged his thought.
Hath led me from the haunted darkness forth
Into the gracious airand vernal morn.

And suffers me to know my spirit a note

Of this great chorus, one with bird and stream
And voiceful mountain—nay, astring, how jarred
And all but broken I of that lyre of life
Whereon himself, the masterharp-player.
Resolving allits mortal dissonance
To oneimmortaland most perfect strain
Harps without pause, building with song the world.

William Watson.

Lands and Survey Office.
Auckland. February 1, 1894.

IT is hereby notilied that Lota 656 and 670. Town of
Ngaruawahia, advertised for Sale by Public Auction, at this

office, onthe 21st inst., are WITHDRAWN from such Sale.
GERHARD MUELLER,

Commissioner Crown Lands.

W. G. THOMAS,
WHOLESALE and EXPORT PIANOFORTE MANUFACTURER.

Steam Works: GOSPEL OAK GROVE,

KENTISH TOWN, London, N.W., England
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A PIANOFORTE SAME DESIGN AS CUT

for

221 GUINEAS, INSECT and VERMIN PROOF

Packed in zinc lined caseand shipped toany New Zealand
Port Free.

Specially Constructed for the Colonies.
7 OCTAVES. trichord treble, check action, pinned hammers,
keys made and covered in onepiece and screwed. Iron-frame,
volume hound board and celeste pedal. Hundreds of these
perfect Pianos have now been sent to all parts of the World.
Terms— Half cash with order, balance on production of shipping
documents.—lllustrated Lists ofother Modkia, free by j>oHt
on application.
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