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DRESS REFORM.

BY THE PHILOSOPHER IN SLIPPERS (J. F. NISBET).

Somewhere in the depths of thewoman’s movement there

is a project for the adoption of adifferent style of dress for

ladies from that now commonly worn. If gossip can be

trusted, innovators are engaged at the present moment in
contriving * something in the nature of a dual garment,’
other than the divided skirt, which, during all the years it

has been before the world—in the mind’s eye chiefly—does
not appear to have won even that limited amount of ap-

proval known as a succts d’estime. As lam anxious to help
the ladies in rationalising their dress (which has got a little
off the plumb of perfect propriety), perhaps they will allow

me to present them with a few elementary principles upon

which alone, as it seems to me, they can hope to build

securely.
FIRST, AS TO THE FAILURE OF THE DIVIDED SKIRT !
There was never a chance for that garment, because its

qualities, if ithad any, nay, its very existence, were known
only to the wearer ; and the true theory of costume, I take it,
is that it is designed with an eye, much less to the neces-

sities of the person wearing it, than to those of the looker-
on. If you doubt this, ladies, try and imagine how little
would remain for practical use of the boasted * creations ’ of
the Rue de la Paix if the human race were suddenly de-
prived of the single sense of sight.

The fundamental mistake made bv the dress-reformers is
that they assume considerations of health or comfort to
come first in the solution of the problem of costume. Far
before these I place the association of ideas in relation to
the sexual instinct. In other words, the costume thatmost

flatters and stimulates the idea of sex, or of the difference
between the sexes, is thatwhich is the most becoming, and,
the vagaries of fashion apart, the most likely to be popular
and enduring.

I do not claim any inherent fitness in this or that cut of

garment for one sex or the other. Tell me wßat, for any
reason, the ingrained custom or experience of a race has

been, and I will tell you how it must feel about dress.
Trousers or petticoats—it matters not which sex adopts
which ! The essential thing is that the dress for both sexes

should not be cut to the same pattern. Hence it is that in
the Orient, where women show some preference for the
trouser-shape (e.g., the Turkish trousers of the princess in

pantomime), the male garb tends to run intothe petticoat.
In the light of these considerations let us see how the

latest project of the Rational Dress Society appears, as-

suming that the * something in the nature of a dual gar-
ment ’ is,

PLAINLY SPEAKING, TROUSERS.

I am afraid the ladies who advocate what they arepleased
to call rational dress, work from their heads and not from
their hearts. They are actuated by some vague hope of
placing the sexes upon an equal footing, ot giving woman a

better chance in the battle of life, in which she is said to be
handicapped by her petticoats. They also argue, perhaps,
that in such a climate as ours, trousers may be a cleaner
article of outdoor wear than a skirt. They may insist
further that But why enumerate the score of reasons

why women should act as men, or men as women? Are
they not all set forth in the advanced feminine literature
of the period ’

Plausible as some of the reasons may be, they donot for
amoment weigh in the balance with that little principle of
mine—the sexual idea and its associations. For good or

evil Europe is committed to trousers as the characteristic
male garment, the symbol and badge of manhood ; and to
the petticoat as all that is sweetly and seductively feminine.
The positions might have been reversed. They may still
be reversed ; for if women insist upon wearing the male

garment par excellence, men in self-defence will be driven to
the petticoat.

Now, do the ladies of the Rational Dress Society realise

what a potent charm and attraction they are asking their
sex to renouncein

THE FAMILIAR PETTICOAT,

and what sentimental difficulties and drawbacks would be
created by an adoption of the proposed dual garment in its
place ? I cannot think they do realise these things, other-

wise this mischievous agitation in favour of men’s clothes
for women would never have been heard of.

That the race would ran any risk of becoming extinct

through the carrying out of the scheme, Ido not say. If

the only woman there was to love insisted upon wearing
trousers—well, we should have to love her and make the
best of it; and in due time a new set of associations would

grow up around this garment—no longer then * unmention-

able,’ but a source of inspiration, emulation, and high re-

solve; and women, to do them justice, with the aesthetic
sense of their sex, would, no doubt, slash it, and frill it,
and puff it, and embroider it, and make ita very presentable
garment indeed, as nnlike the original pattern as it could
well be. But the change would mean a revolution in senti-

ment and poetry, which it would take twenty years to

effect, and meanwhile a whole generation of women would

be jeopardising their chances of the Higher Love. Twenty
years do I say ’ Perhaps fifty !

What, then, is rational dress ? I should say that rational
dress was that which, without exposing or revealing too

much of the female figure, suggested it to the best advan-
tage. Stays there must be ; because these now participate
to a great extent in the poetic associations of the petticoat.
The pointed shoe has almost established itself. I am not

sure that the French heel, bad as it is on every common-

sense ground, is not gettng to be unassailable by dint of its

association with pretty feet and well-turned ankles, There
are many features of fashionable dress which, in the cold

light of reason, are not to be defended, but which hold their
own by association. Even the bishop sleeve will have its

chance of ‘catching on ’ if it stays long enough.— P.M.B.
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Topic's OF THE
Week

THE paragraphs in last week’s issue concerning the

value and danger of the new defence in mnrder cases,

that the deed was committed under hypnotic suggestion,
has drawn several letters from interested subscribers.

They deal mainly with the attempt to shoot an Auckland

solicitor, and cannot therefore be published at present.
That people may be hypnotised, and when under the in-

fluence of hypnotism commit terrible crimes must be ad-

mitted, and council for the defence of prisoners have

not been slow to take advantage of the new opening.

One of the letters I have received contains a most

ingenious defence of the young man who so nearly
pistolled Mr Campbell on Wednesday, and one cannot

help regretting not being able to publish it. A

Wellington gentleman, however, furnishes the most in-

teresting communication. He points out that a hypnotist
can not only compel a man or woman to domurder for him,

but can by hypnotic suggestion force an innocent man to

confess himself guilty of a crime which he—the hypnotist
—has committed. Not only could such a thing happen, bnt

itactually has happened. In proof of this my correspondent
sends an article of the greatest interest, bnt which the ex-

igencies of space have compelled me to cut down.

The story is, it appears, an old legal one, and concerns

two men of the name of Bourne, who werearrested and tried

for the murder of one Colvin against whom they had a

grudge. Colvin bad disappeared and the Bournes were

charged with his murder. There was nothing upon which

the officers of the law could proceed, because there was

absolutely no proof of the corpus delicti— the body of the

crime. That is to say, the accused could not be tried until

there was sufficient evidence at hand to show that a crime

had been committed. As it was there was nothing more

than suspicion. After some delay, however, it was an-

nounced by the Prosecuting Attorney that he was prepared
to go to trial; that he had obtained the confession of one if

not both of the prisoners. The story of the confession as it

came outwas that the brothers had been confined in separate
cells ; that they bad become worn out by the importunities
of those who urged them to confess, and that finally one of
the brothers admitted that he did the deed. When this fact

was made known to the other he stoutly insisted that it was

he and not his brother who perpetrated the crime.

Stephen Bourne, who was convicted and sentenced to

be hanged, confessed, so itwas said, that without the know-

ledge of his brother George he had murdered Colvin and

buried bis body beneath a heap of stones in a certain field.

It was shown on his trial that the bones were found just as

he described them and they were presumably produced in

court. On the day appointed for the execution of Stephen
Bourne, and just as they were about to adjust the noose to

his neck, Richard Colvin appeared on the scene, and the
hanging proceeded no further. Colvin explained that he
had wandered away from home in a fitof mental aberration,

but had recovered in time, and hearing by chance of the
arrest and conviction of Bourne, he had hastened home to

prevent the consummation of a legal crime.

Those who have had the most experience in dealing with
criminal law and that class of officers who devote their lives

to the conviction of criminals, not to say to the discovery of
crime, know how unsafe it is to rely upon the testimony of
such officers as to confessions made by prisoners. These
considerations led the higher courts of the land to lay down

a rule of criminal evidence, which is now universally recog-
nized, under which noconviction can be had without proof
of the corpus delicti beyond a reasonable doubt, entirely in-
dependent and irrespective of the confession of the accused.
It may be said that in the Bourne case there was proof of

the corpus delicti by the exhibition of the bones which

were brought from the stone heap in the field which

Stephen Bourne either did or did not describe. But when

it isremembered that when Colvin returned and exploded
the supposed confession of Stephen Bourne, a further ex-

amination of the bones disclosed the fact that they belonged
to a diseased mule (this is sober and petrified fact), it will
be seen how little the proof of the corpus delicti in that case

depended upon anything but the alleged confession.

In the literature of criminal trials and transactions there

are many cases hardly less remarkable than the one just
mentioned. There are some well-remembered instances

where accused persons have been tried, convicted and exe-

cuted for mnrder where there was no lack of proof of the

corpus delicti, but where there.was no evidence to connect

the accused with the crime, except alleged confessions—-

cases where, after execution, the real criminals were subse-

quently discovered. In other words, where innocent men

have been hung for crimes with which they had nothing to

do. Is it notpractically certain that some of these * confes-

sions ’
were obtained by interested parties by mesmeric in-

fluence, the object being, perhaps, to compass the death of

the innocent man who confesses.

ONE is getting heartily sick of the woman-eqnals-man
discussion, which has taken a new and vigorous, not

to say virulent, lease of life in the Synod at Nelson. The

whole question was discussed ad nauseamwhen the Female

Franchise Bill was yet nnpassed.and when once the womenof

the colony had been admitted to political equality most of us

heaved a sigh of satisfaction in the mistaken belief that the

arguments both pro and conwere done withat last. Vainhope.
The Church plodding heavily behind has re-opened the dis-

cussion, and thelaststateof the readersof newspapers isworse

than the first. Membersof Parliament arelongwindedenough
and prosy enough in all conscience, and the reports of their

sayings are dnll and dismal reading indeed; bnt the

synodsmen—so to call the prosing parsons—who have wasted

so much valuable time at Nelson are infinitely more dull,
infinitely more verbose, and the reports of their proceedings
a positive terror to the man who groans to find the best

columns in the paper absorbed by them. Few, one

imagines, read them for pleasure—madness would lie that

way—and there is little indeed to reward those nnhappy

beings whose duty obliges them to read or to listen to

the speeches. Still there was a pearl here and there. The

Graphic, of course, agrees that women should have avote

in vestry and church matters, but I could not help feeling
that Mr went out of his way to court a smart retort

when he alluded to the benefit public bodies would

derive from the presence of women, owing to the pacific
tendency and * sweet reasonableness of women.’ What

about Mrs Yates at Onehnnga ! Sweet reasonableness ! I
Ye gods ! 1 !

COLONIAL youth beware ! Avoid the moonlight picnic,
distrust the custom of sitting out. A new terror

threatens the engaged young man, therefore fight shy of

all that tends that way. Hitherto the dangers of en

gagement have been of so old established anorder that it

would be animpious and sacrilegious hand that should dare

to use a pen against them, but when a new terror is added
it is time to rebel. The tobacco-pouch of plush broidered

with the fingers of devotion we have come to look on with

equanimity, even with favour. It is fat and clumsy and

gaudy to a degree, but no man would dare to hint that it

was not a charming present. The splendidly floral braces

are, too, a legitimate offering, and one to be accepted by

the patient and well-behaved male with outward joy and

inward resignation. Slippers, of course, one regards as in-

evitable, and about a year ago in this colony knitted neck-

ties were added to the list. They were allowed to pass

without remark, and this perhaps accounts for the

fact that we are to have the new terror. Straw

plaiting is the latest craze, and it is the thing for a young

woman in smart society to give her fiance a straw hat—l

mean plaited by her own fingers. The Queen herself has

given an impetus to the new fad by positively making a hat

for * dear Bittenberg.’ When theeditor of theGraphic read

this announcement he trembled for New Zealand’s jeunesse

dorte, for what will not the loyal colonial girl do to

imitate royalty. But he still hoped till in a New Zealand

paper heread an advertisement announcing that lessonscould

be given and materials bought froma certain well-knownshop
not a thousand miles from Cathedral Square, Christchurch.

As someonehas truly said in lamenting the innovation, the

prospect is formidable indeed ; braces and pouches can be

hidden away, but a straw hat isalways obvious, and seems

likely now and then to be embarrassingly so. The imagin.
ative man will have nodifficulty in picturing to himself half

a dozen forms of home-made hats which will render suicide

not only justifiable bnt inevitable.

A MALEVOLENT and misguided female has, I ob-

serve, been advising women to go in for * house to

house’ open air photography for a living. As everyone
knows, the method of procedure is simple. You take your
camera to a suitable place, say a terrace containing twenty

or more houses, and secure one or more views of it. Then

you send copies to all the householders resident in the said
terrace—their names may be procured from the directory—-
and request that they will send a small sum, say a shilling
or eighteen pence, for the photograph yon have taken of their
residence, adding that further copies can be had if desired.

Probably ten or twenty will not respond at all, but if nine
of the rest send their shillings, and the tenth orders half-a-
dozen copies, you will not get a bad return for your ex-

penditure in the matter of plates, sensitised paper, and
postage stamps. This is obviously only an exten-

sion of the idea of the people who photograph the
* Hatch, Match, and Dispatch ’ columns in the daily papers,
and send copies to all the people who have had events in
their families. But it has evidently * canght on,’ for in
certain new neighbourhoods the speculative photographer
follows close upon the heels of the speculative builder, whose
new villas are often taken by the camera long before they
are taken by the tenants.

The woman who follows the plan in the foregoing para-
graph will probably cause

*

man, poor man ’ a vast amount

of misery. It was possible to swear at the men who
tried this game, but of course one will have to smile a

polite *No thank you, not to day,’ to women when
they begin. The Graphic would, by the way, suggest
that the plan may at slight risk be made very much more

remunerative. If all the family are enticed into the
verandah while the house is being taken, a handy accom-

plice—beg pardon, assistant—may profitably employ herself
clearing out the plate box and any valuables to be found in
the back rooms, entrance being made by the back door,
which isalmost sure to have been left open. No charge is

made for this idea, ft is given away with this number.

IT issurprising how year after year the same questions

crop up onthe same topics. Anexperienced journalist
can almost predict the month when certain familiar yet
strange questions will find their way into the query
columns. There is, for instance, that time-honoured and

really unanswerable demand—what becomes of all the pins?
England alone, it appears, turns out some fifty-four millions

daily, and Germany and the rest of the world must average
about another fifty millions. 100 millions of pins a day !
Surely these are not, cannot be all absolutely made away
with daily. As has been said by a contemporary onthis im-
portant matter, it is rather a difficult thing to lose a pin
absolutely. Washerwomen manage to lose a good many in
the recesses of one’s linen, but the wearer finds them every
time, and usually has some pungent remarks to make on

the discovery. The number arranged by thoughtless
nurses in the softer parts of babies’ anatomies is doubtless
large, but they usually come to light again, the baby, and

the equally wakeful father, know the reason why.

People are, indeed, most relnctant to let pins be lost.

They remember vaguely that a millionaire, when shey were

children, ascribed his fortune to picking up a pin, and they
are always cricking their backs and staring their eyes in
endeavour to follow his example. A great number of pins
find their way to the dust heaps, but the persons who over-

rake these nnsavoury accumulations doubtless return many
of them tocivilisation, only, however, to be lost again. The
only suggested explanation at all likely to be accurate, says

the Globe, is this: ‘That just as’there are absurd people
who imagine that by collecting a million used penny stamps
they may gain some great privilege, so there are other mis-

guided persons who believe that a million pins have a

special market value, and thus absorb the enormous pro-

duction.’

JUST now when we hear so much of England’s desire and
intention to establish ‘protectorates ’ in various regions

disturbed by the Asiatic war, it is amusing to read of the

fate that befell the British steamship Yarrowdale, within a

few hours’ steaming of the port of Suez, over which England
exercises a protectorate in the full significance of the word.

The Yarrowdale, a ship of 2,000 net tonnage ran on a reef
known as Aboo Nahas, situated at the entrance of the Gulf
of Suez, about one hundred and fifty miles south of the chief

port of the great canal. As soon as the news of her wreck
reached Suez the local agents sent down the Egyptian
steamer Hodeida, with pumps and other salvage material,

a European diver, and one hundred labourers, to try
and get her off; but the Hodeida was not power-
ful enough to tow the Yarrowdale off the reef and

therefore she returned to Suez. In the meanwhile

it seems that after jettisoning about 600 tons of

cargo, the vessel, when under steam, was got off the reef;
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whereupon the Arabs rushed on board and drove the whole

crew aft with their naked daggers and knives, and the

Yarrowale drifted side on to the shoal and finally settled

down headforemost. They then commenced to pillage her

and threatened the officers with their daggers unless they

gave up all the valuables about them, which the officers

were compelled to do, glad to escape with their lives from

the armed horde, which numbered about 350. The third

mate, Mr Simmonds, according to an eyewitness, was

seized by two Arabs, who threatened to disembowel him

with their knives if he did not make over at once a

silver watch and chain he was wearing, and on his

refusing, they tore the coat, watch, and all off his

back. After being stripped of everything, the master

and the rest of the ship’s company, numbering only

twenty-eight hands, succeeded in getting off to Shadwan,

whence they were taken on board the steamship Borderer

and brought toSuez. This free and-easy piracy withinready

reach of a port where English influence and authority are

really dominant, has aroused general European comment on

the efficacy of British protectorates. *lt seems almost in-

credible,’ observes one journal, * that such an act could be

committed with impunity, within a few hours’ steaming of

a crowded port like Suez and in full view of passing vessels,

for the spot where the Yarrowdale was wrecked was

on the highway between Suez and Aden.’ Nothing

has yet been done, either, to punish this extraordinarily

audacious piracy, and the British community at Suez

threatens to write to the London Times unless steps are

taken to repress the water rata that have taken to cavorting

about the Red Sea within gunshot of theBritish Residence.

A DISCUSSION is going on in England as to who is

the most blameless Duke in the Empire. General

opinion seems to accord the distinctive honour to the Duke

of Norfolk. One Conservative commentator styles him •
a

Duke with a spotlessreputation.’ His method of dispensing

charity favours expenditure rather than mere almsgiving.

Like Louis XV., His Grace has ‘the mania of building;’

nothing delights him so much as to devise a combination of

bricks and mortar wherewith to melt money. There is no

counting the churches he has built and there is no measur-

ing the magnitude of castles that he has restored. The

magnificence and size that Arundel Castle has taken on

since the present Duke came to rule the House of Howard

reminds one of the story of the Shah’s visit to the late Duke

of Sutherland atDunrobin. Upon his return to London the

ruler of the East hastened to the Prince of Wales and after

telling him with every show of agitation of the marvellous

display of wealth and power that he had himself just seen

on Sutherland’s estates, he implored the Prince for the

safety of the Royal House to have the Duke of Sutherland

immediately arrested and executed !

THE Rev. Dr. Joseph Parker, pastor of the London City

Temple, not only cuts a very ridiculous figure but a

very contemptible onein his crusade against reporters who

* take down ’ his sermons and sell them tonewspapers. The

holy man has gone so far as to denounces the poor devils

who have to sit and listen to his cant and hypocrisy as

thieves. For what but cant and hypocrisy are the preach-

ings of onewho behaves as Parker has done in this instance ?

1 Is it right,’ this precious expounder of the gospel whines,

* is it right to make a living out of another man’s brain

without compensating him ? The preacher earns his liveli-

hood by his sermons, etc. ’ No one seems to care to answer

these questions tor the annointed dominie—who doubtless

fancies he has been Called to preach the Word—but there

appears to be little doubt that in claiming copyright for his

inspired utterances Parker has utterly disgusted the ortho-

dox as well as the heterodox. Wherever Parker turns his

shrewd eyes he sees the finger of scorn pointed at him. It

is generally admitted that his usefulness in the pulpit for-

merely graced by Spurgeon is at an end. He is at this

moment the most sincerely despised man in England. If he

were capable of self respect, Parker would instantly lay
down the high office to which he has evidently appointed
himself for gain alone.

THE young women of a certain well-known and justly
famous colonial girls’ school have a genuine griev-

ance. It was reported to the head master that one of the

members of the college had been detected kissing a sweet-

heart—presumably her own—good-night. This is against
the rules, and themaster, summoning the forty students, pro-
ceeded to lecture them in terms more virulent eventhan those
with which Mary of first-reader fame was rebuked for bring-
ing a lamb to school. The girls were, naturally enough, in-

dignant. Each and every one of the forty set to work to

establish a decisive alibi for herself, and when these alibis
were finally corroborated by the confession of a pretty little
housemaid employed in the college who admitted that it
was she who had committed the osculatory infraction of the

regulations, the slandered innocents demanded anapology.
For some reason not at all clear to gallantry, the
master has declined to retract his unwarranted rebuke,
and now the forty young women threaten to leave the

college. To add to the worriments of the college officials,
the pretty little minx who was the primary cause of all the
trouble likewise threatens to * leave her place ’ unless the

college anthorities publicly acknowledge her right to kiss

her sweetheart as often and whenever she elects. Alto-

gether, the President of the College is in a most embarrass-

ing position, and it is a safe wager that in future he will
hesitate about exaggerating the significance of a little thing

like a kiss.

ALL generous men will rejoice to know that none of the

private correspondence of the Carlyles that was in-
trusted to the keeping of the historian Froude will ever

reach the public. The lately deceased man-of-letters

directed in his last testament that all the unprinted docu-

ments relating to the Carlyles which the mighty Thomas

had bequeathed to him should be destroyed. Thus the

world will be spared a renascence of the ugly gossip that
has so often occupied itself with the bickerings and

squabbles of the Carlyle household. No good to any man,

cause, or philosophy could come of a closer familiarity with

the domestic disturbances of the Chelsea sage, and in

ordering the destruction of the compromising letters Froude
has done much to atone for some previous indiscretions in
the treatment of the Carlyle legacy.

CONSUL,’ the West African chimpanzee, whose death
has recently saddened Manchester, is said to have

been the most remarkable monkey ever brought to Europe.

He would sit at dinner with human beings, use the im-

plements of the table correctly, and take his wine

with enjoyment. When he was handed a big bunch of

keys, he would at once select the right one, unlock his

cage with it, and let himself out. He delighted in rail-

way travelling, and had a seat to himself against the
carriage window. He died before his education was by any
meansfinished, and itwould be idle to guess how far he

might have gone. He seems, at any rate, to have gone
further than mere instinct—to have acquired, at least to

some extent, those qualities of reason and conscience that

are popularly supposed to distinguish man from the other
animals. Perhaps the missing link may yet be discovered.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

SOME SWIMMING PEOPLE.

TWO pictures are given on page 173 of some well-

known swimming folk. One is of the NewSouth

Wales representatives who came over here for the

Championship Meeting, and the otheris of the New Zealand

champion water polo team. Christchurch claims the

winners. The final game was characteristic of good feeling

between both teams, and of neat passing by the Christ,

church swimmers. From their play it was evident that the

Christchurch team had made a study of the rules, and every

man in the team played a fine game, passing to his man in

fine style. The Auckland team showed a want of practice

and combination, but in time should make a good team.

A picture is also given of the

ASSOCIATION MEDAL.

This was the design adopted at the Fourth Annual Meeting
asbeing most appropriate. The obverse displays as border

a life-buoy with four diagonal divisions(separated by bands,

each with a star thereon), containing the words * New Zea-

land AmateurSwimming Association.’ Inside thelife-buoy,
on a bath sill, are two swimmers, one European, one Maori,
supporting a shield onwhich are quartered the arms of (Ist)

England, (2nd) Scotland, (3rd) Ireland, (4ch) the badge of

Wales, divided by a So. Clair's cross, on which ap-

pears , the constellation of the Southern Cross; the

shield being surmounted by an Imperial crown. The
design is intended to be in part symbolical. The lifebuoy
and motto indicate the humane purpose ; the national arms

and imperial crown the imperial nature of the pastime ; the

St. Clair cross is commemorative of the founder of the in-

stitution ; while the Southern Cross identifies it with the
Southern Hemisphere; the water and bath platform the

scene of operations ; and the supporters the performers.
The reverse is left blank for inscribing the name of pre-

sentee, also date of and event for which awarded. The

clasp does not necessarily accompany the medal, which can

be used as an ornament but not as a decoration. The

ribbon is of Association colours, black and silver.

NEW BOARDING SCHOOL FOR BOYS AND

GIRLS—RAROTONGA.

The boarding school for boys and girls of the Cook’s

Group which has been erected by the London Missionary
Society was recently opened under very auspicious circum-

stances. A Rarotonga correspondent sends us the follow-
ing account: — The weather was favourable. The sky
was somewhat cloudy, but in this hot climate we. have

noobjection to occasional cloudy days. There are about

12 acres of good land surrounding the building, which

will be brought under cultivation. The school is 121

feet long by 44J feet broad including the verandahs, and

consists of four portions. These are the school room, the

dormitory, the teacher’s apartments, and the caretaker's

room. The building of the foundations was commenced on

the 28th of May, and the whole work was finally completed
on the 21st of December. The foundations cost £1068'66c.
The total cost of the building including the foundations

was £10260'20c. The total local contributions, including
those of the opening day were £1672 80e. The cost to the
London Missionary Society after deducting the local con-

tributions was £8587 40c.
In the early morning the people might be seen carrying

baskets, or driving carts laden with food towards the place
of meeting. At 9 a.m. the scene was quite animated as one

looked from the verandah of the school at the scattered

groups of gaily dressed people, and at the number o

buggies and horses on the ground, which are evidences

of a prosperous and a happy people. Soon after
10 a.m. the proceedings of the day commenced. The

missionary (Rev. J. J. K. Hutchin) read a programme
of the day’s proceedings, and stated that the school
was intended for the children of natives of the Cook’s

Group. Queen Makei had been chosen by the Parliament
as the head of the Federation, and he had thought it only
fit and. proper that she should be asked to open the school,
which she proceeded to do amidst the discharge of muskets
and the applause of the assembled natives.

A public meeting was then held under the presidency of

Mr Moss, the British resident, who has manifested much

sympathy with the undertaking. Mr Mose, the missionary,
Tepou o to Rangi, Chief Judge of the Islands, and three
Native pastors gave addresses. The boys now in the board-
ing school went creditably through the varied manoeuvring
of an action song under the superintendence of Miss Ardil).
After the public meeting the inevitable feast took place and

there was abundance of food for all the people.

‘MA MIE ROSETTE.’

The Comic Opera Company are steadily working their
way north. IVellington is now being delighted with the
catchy music, costly scenery, and lavish dressing of * Ma
Mie Rosette.’ This opera has bad a perfectly phenomenal
success in the colonies. The Sydney people simply went

wild over it, and the good folk of Christchurch, Dunedin,
and Wellington have now got the airs pretty well by heart.
The Company is doing splendid business in Wellington, as

itcertainly deserves to do. No better opera combination
ever visited New Zealand.

VULCAN ISLAND VOLCANO.

A picture is given on our front page of one of the largest
volcanoes in the Pacific, or for the matter of that in the
whole world. Vulcan volcano is off the coast of New
Guinea. Our picture is from a sketch by a German officer
on board the Samoa.

yyr ANGANUI GIRL S’ COLLEGE.

Parents wishing to enter their daughters as Boarders for this

year should make early application, as the vacancies are being

filled up.

Full Particulars may be obtained from

A. A. BROWNE,

Secretary.

Wanganui. 19th November, 1894.

W. G. THOMAS,

WHOLESALE and EXPORT PIANOFORTE MANUFACTURER

Steam Works: GOSPEL OAK GROVE,

KENTISH TOWN, London, N.W., England

A. PIANOFORTE SAME DESIGN AS CUT

FOR

25 GUINEAS, INSECT AND VERMIN PROOF

Packed in zinc-linedcase and shipped to any New Zealand
Port Free.

Specially Constructed for the Colonies.

7 OCTAVES, trichord treble, check action, pinned hammers
keys made and covered in one piece and screwed. Iron-frame
volume sound 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 or other Models, free by poet
onapplication.
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’CYCLING IN DUNEDIN.

THE OTAGO ’CYCLING CLUB.

OF the three ’cycling clubs in Dunedin the Otago

'Cycling Club has, so far, enjoyed the most success-

ful career—that is, in proportion to the length of

time in which it has been in existence. To recapitulate in

these columns the various circumstances that led to the
establishment of the Club under notice would be an un-

necessary labonr. Suffice it to say, that the principal
reason was that the arrangements made by the Dunedin

’Cycling Club in respect to a track led to dissatisfaction

being expressed at the annual meeting of the last-mentioned

Club by a number of members. Several of the dissatisfied

ones, at the instigation of Mr J. M’Donald, a gentleman
who has done yeoman’s service on behalf of the Otago Club,
decided to secede from the ranks of the Dunedin ’Cycling

Club and form anotherclub, the result being that in 1892

the Otago ’Cycling Club was formed. Satisfactory arrange-

ments were made with the Caledonian Society of Otago re-

gardinga racing track, and the Club secured the Caledonian

ground for its race meetings Although the club possessed
a membership of but 60 or 70 in 1892, such rapid progress

has been made, and the interest and sympathy of the public
have been enlisted to such an extent, that the present
membership exceeds 160.

Of the office-bearers of the club—illustrations of the prin-
cipal of whom appear elsewhere—it may be said that all

work hard for the welfare of the Club, sinking all personal
feeling, and always endeavouring to advance the interests of

their Club. In addition to the office-bearers, of whom

illustrations are given, we may mention that the committee
consists of Messrs J. M’Donald, J. Munro, J. Osborne, J.

McPhee, F. Hart, L. Barclay, and J. Muir, while the new

treasurer, Mr E. Hewlison is an indefatigable worker.

At the third annual race meeting of the Club fifty-six com-

petitors were engaged, including such well-known riders as

Reynolds (the Auckland crack), Pither, Hayward, Simpson
(Christchurch), Whelan, C. Hall (Timaru), Stedman, Emer-

son, and McKenzie (Danedin). The clubs represented were

Auckland, Pioneer (Christchurch), Palmerston, Oamaru,
Rovers, Dunedin Amateur Athletic, Dunedin ’Cycling,
Otago, Timaru Tourists, Wellington, Tower Ramblers, and

Invercargill ’Cycling Clubs, so it will be seen that the
meeting was a thoroughly representative one. The racing
was decidedly interesting, and as the weather was propi-
tious, the attendance good, and the arrangements complete,
a most successful and enjoyable meeting resulted, a nett

profit of £36 being shown.

Of the individual competitors it may be said that Pither,
of Christchurch (who annexed the championship event, Hall
being second, and Simpson third) showed the best form ;
while Emerson, of Dunedin (who won the first-class
mile handicap), surprised many with his determined riding.
Reynolds, of Auckland, was not seenat his best, although
at times he came through his men in splendid style.
Stedman, the veteran cyclist of Dunedin, received quite an

ovation for his riding in the three-mile championship, but

although he made the pace a merry one, he has lost his dash,
and when the bell rang for the last lap he was left behind
by the younger and fresher riders. The meeting was a

thorough success, and gives evidence of the fact that the
Otago ’Cycling Club is a real live institution anxious to en-

courage athletics generally, and cycling in particular.
The illustrations are from photographs by Messrs W.

Esquilant, A. Marsden, W. R. Frost, H. J. Gill, Eden
George Company (Dunedin), D. A. DeMaus (Port Chalmers),
and W. Terrier (Timaru).

De Maus, photo.,Port Chalmers.

A. Thomson, Esq., President.

Ferrier, photo., Timaru.

H. B. Courtis, Esq., Vice-president.

Frost, photo Dunedin.

W. A. Sim, Esq., Vice-president.

Eden George & Co., photos., Dunedin

Mr W. Begg, Captain.

Gill, photo., Dunedin.

Mr R. Jay, Deputy-Captain.

Mr S. R. Stedman (O.C.C.). Dunedin’s Veteran ’Cyclist.

Marsden, photo., Dunedin.

Mr O. H. Moller, Hon. Secretary.

VANITY OF VANITIES.

He wrote his name

On the sands of fame
And dreamed ’twould perish never ;

But time's gray wave

These shores did lave,
And the name was gone forever

With tender smile
She bound awhile

Young love in a fetter of flowers ;
But e’en as she dreamed
He was true ashe seemed,

He had flown to rosier bowers.

Now youth and maid,
In the churchyard laid,

Know neither of love nor glory ;
But many a youth
And maid, in sooth,

Tell over and over the story.

TO MY BEEF TEA.

When the doctor’s stern decree
Rings the knell of liberty,

And dismisses from my sight
All the dishes that delight ;

When my temperature is high,
When to pastry and to pie

Duty bids me say farewell,
Then Ihail thy fragrant smell!

When the doctor shakes his bead,
Banning wine, or white or red.

And at all my well-loved joints
Disapproving finger points ;

When my poultry, too, he stops,
Then, reduced to taking slops,

J, for solace and relief,
Fly to thee, O Tea of Beef!

But, if simple truth I tell,
I can brook thee none too well •

Thy delights, O Bovine Tea,
’

Have no special charms for me I
Though thou comest piping hot,
Ob. believe, I love thee not 1

Weary of thy gentle reign,
Give me oysters and champagne !

Punch.
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AH GEE YUNG’S TRICK.

HOW A CORONER WAS FOOLED BY A CHINESE MURDERER.

There is an incident in the history of Fresno County, Cali-
fornia, which has never yet been published, but which de-

serves to be put in print, for it shows how the cunning of

Chinese outwitted the most vigilant watchfulness of law

officers, and saved from the gallows a condemned criminal.
The story ’eads like a romance, but its truthfulness can be
vouched for by many persons. The facts were not known

to a white man till very recently, when a Chinese detective

divulged them to a lawyer and a reporter.
On the morning of November 27th, 1889, a brutal murder

was committed in the Chinese quarter of Fresno. The
victim was a Chinese woman. The murderer, Ah Gee
Yung, was caught red-handed and covered with theblood
of the dead woman. The knife was still in his band, and,
after he had made the first dash to escape, when the officers
appeared, he resisted no more and did not deny that he had

committed the deed. His only excuse was that the woman

bad deserted him. The case was plain, the jury found him

guilty, and the penalty of death was pronounced. The
usual appeals to the Supreme Court were taken, but they
availed nothing. Powerful Chinese companies had stood
by Ah Gee Yung through all bis troubles, and they showed

no intention offdeserting him as long asthere was any hope,
and with them, so long as there was life there was hope.
First AhGee Yung attempted to escape. By what means

he secured the keys or where he concealed them from the

frequent search of the gaoler is not stated. Yet one day
he unlocked his cell door and was passing across the corri-

dor when he was discovered and taken back.

A few days afterwards at dusk, while the gaoler’s back
was turned for a moment. Ah Gee Yung unbolted two doors

and escaped from the gaol. Although he had not thirty
seconds the start of the gaoler, yet he had successfully dis-

appeared, and for some time nothing was beard of him.
But at length he was discovered in a closet near the gaol,

clinging like a bat to the wall back of the door. He was

returned to bis cel). A search more rigid than ever was

made for the key with which he unlocked the doors of the

gaol. The wardens and the officers about the building as-

sisted, and not a space within the cell as large as a grain of

wheat was left unsearched. His clothes were taken off and

his queue was unbraided, but nothing atall was discovered.
The second attempt to escape by unlocking the prison

doors was on October 22, 1890. The day of execution was

near at hand. The death watch, John Dennis, was placed
over him, just outside the door, where every movement

could be seen atonce. The condemned man lay onhis bed
and seemed to fall asleep. About 11.30that night the death
watch observed a prolonged silence in the cell, and becoming
suspicious, unlocked the door and went in. Ah Gee Yung
was apparently dead. The froth on his mouth showed that
he had taken poison. Dennis, the guard, shook him, but

the Chinaman gave nosign of life. The guard called on

the prison officials, and a messenger was sent for Dr. Lewis
Leach, the prison physician.

Dr. Leach soon arrived and, with the assistance of Sheriff

> Hensley, Janitor Smart, John Dennie, the death watch, and
Charles Bond, he tried to revive the Chinaman, for the
doctor said that life was not extinct. It was pronounced a

case of opium poisoning, and as a further proof of this a

horn vial was found between the blankets of the bed. It

would contain an ounce of opium, but was empty when
found. The odour showed that it had contained that drug.
All the known antidotes for opium poisoning were used.

Three times the doctors pumped the Chinaman’s stomach
full of water and pumped it emptyagain. Coffee was given
also. At 3 o’clock in the morning life was not extinct and
the doctors left him, and thought it possible that the poison
had been overcome and that bis life would be saved for the

gallows. But in an hour the Chinaman was pronounced
dead.

Soon after daylight that morning the body was put in a

box and sent to the coroner’s office. The Chinese were early
at the gaol with offers to bury the body as soon as it should
be turned over to them. As the burial would be anexpense
to the county if done by the undertaker, and as the Chinese
offered to do it for nothing, there was no objection, and they
were told the body would be turned over to them as soon as

a coroner’s jury had brought in a verdict of the cause of

death.
The inquest was held that morning. Dr. Leach said that

death was due to opium poisoning. The jury viewed the

body and signed a verdict that Ah Gee Yung came to hie
death from opium administered by himself. This done, the
body was placed in a rough box and turned over to the
Chinese, who were waiting at the door. The box was placed
in a waggon, and the long procession of the Chinese funeral

moved out of town to the Mongolian graveyard, two miles
distant. No white man accompanied the funeral, for no

one had any interest in the dead murderer. The graveyard
was reached, a box was buried, the ceremonies and usual

exercises were gone through with, food and papers were left
at the grave, as is the custom, and that evening the delega-

tionof tramps who had heard of the burial wandered out to
the yard to eat the food left there, and that was the end of
Ah Gee Yung, the murderer, it was thought. But it was

not so. Fifty people can be found in Fresno who will take
an oath that they saw Ah Gee Yung alive after thecoroner’s
jury pronounced him dead.

Finding that the last hope was gone, a Chinese druggist
prepared a potion which would stupefy and in a measure

suspend life. This was placed in the possession of AhGee
Yung, to be used as a last resort. After his second failure

to escape be drank the drug, and to still further simulate
death he blotched bis skin with a paint prepared for the
purpose, so as to give his face and neck a dark purple, like
that observed in a dead person from the blood settling near

the surface. As a still further deception an artificial froth

was prepared for the mouth like that- produced by poison.
All worked perfectly according to design.

The rough and poorly joined box in which the Chinamen
was hauled to the grave admitted enough air to keep him

from smothering. No time was lost in reaching the grave-
yard. No white people followed, but in case they had
followed a trick was prepared for the emergency. In the

long funeral train there was concealed a second box in
general appearance like the first. It was bidden in the

bottom of a waggon resembling the waggon in which Ah

Gee Yung was carried. In the march to the grave the
waggon with the empty box was driven to the front and the

other was kept in the background, well concealed beneath
drapery. The empty box was buried, and the ceremonies

were said about it as if it had contained the last remains of
the murderer. The waggon containing the body of Ah Gee
Yung was driven to a Chinese vegetable garden a few miles
in the country and was there opened. In couse of time the
man whom the physicians and the coroner’s jury had pro-
nounced dead was revived, and was none the worse for bis
narcotic sleep except that he was sick for a day or two, for
the experience bad been a strain on his nervous system.

He was kept in concealment a few days and was then dis-
guised and put on board the care for the north. AhGee
Yung reached Portland, Ore., and there took passage for
China, and landed safely in the Flowery Kingdom.

Christchurch Champion Polo Team.-See ‘Our Illustrations.

New South Wales Representatives.—See 'Our Illustrations.

J. H. Hellings. G. E. Farmer. A. Holmes. W. Gumbleton.

W. J. Gormly J. J. Moloney. A. B. Pyke. T. Meadham. J. Tooher.

C. Hellings. E. Tooher.

THE PHONAUTOGRAPH.

A REMARKABLE MACHINE INVENTED BY A CALIFORNIA

GENIUS.

A San Francisco man has invented a machine which will
do away with typewriters, both instruments and operators,
if he succeeds in perfecting his invention.

The new machine combines the phonograph and the type-
writer, and in looks bears considerable resemblance to a cash
register. On the front of the machine are small electric
buttons which you press before talking into the mouthpiece
projecting from the upper part. This mouthpiece is con-

nected with a revolving cylinder which receives impressions

in a way similar to the Edison phonograph. A travelling
needle regulates the position of the impressions on the

cylinder according to the size of the paper they are to be
reproduced on.

The filled cylinder is placed on rollers in the lower part of

the machine. Above the rollers is a supply of paper for re-

ceiving the written characters.

There are several mysteries about the working of the new

invention. No ink is used, the written characters being
produced in a bold, round hand by chemical action. It

spells entirely by sound and is unable asyet to cope with
the diphthong, the silent letter, the capital, the semi-colon,
nr figures, but it will receive the sounds of the human voice
in any language except Chinese and reproduce them in plain
English chirography.

Sat. February 23, 1895. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC 173



Personal Paragraphs.

A LARGE portrait of the Bishop of Auckland, the

newly-elected Primate of New Zealand, appears
with considerable appropriateness amongst oar

personal paragraphs this week. The Primate is the second

son of Mr Alexander Cowie. Aachterless, Aberdeen. He

was born in London in 1831, and educated at Trinity Hall,
Cambridge, of which college he was a scholar in 1852.

In 1852 4 he took the Latin and English Essay prizes, and

graduated First Class in Law 1854, being admitted to the
B.A. in 1855, to M.A. in 1865, and having the degree of
D. D. conferred upon him in 1869. Bishop Cowie was or-

dained deacon in 1854, and priest in 1855 by the Bishop of

Ely. In 1854 he was curate of St. Clement’s, Cambridge,
of Moulton, Suffolk, 18557, and was chaplain to Lord

Clyde’s army at Lucknow in 1858, and to Sir Neville
Chamberlain’s column against the Afghans in 1863 4. He

has the medal and clasps for Lucknow, and for the

frontier campaign in 1863, In 1863 he was appointed
chaplain to the Viceroy of India, and in 1864 to the Bishop
(Cotton) of Calcutta. In 1865 he was chaplain of Cashmere,
and in 1867 was appointed rector of Stafford. In 1869 he

was consecrated Bishop of Auckland in Westminster Abbey
by the Archbishjp (Tait) of Canterbury and Bishops
(Selwyn) of Lichfield and (Browne) of Ely. Bishop Cowie
is a governor of St. John’s College, Auckland, and on the

Senate of the New Zealand University (1880). He is the

author of * Notes on the Temples of Cashmere,’ * A Visit to

Norfolk Island,’ and • Uur Last Year in New Zealand,’
published in 1888.

The golden wedding of one of the oldest settlers in the

colony, Mr George Morley, was celebrated with great eclat

at Nelsonlast week. Mr and Mrs George Morley welcomed

about forty relations at the gathering given in honour of

She event. A stronger or heartier couple it would be hard

to find, yet Mr Morley is in his seventy-fifth year, and his

partner is only one or two years his junior. Both Mr and

Mrs Morley must have an eventful life to look back upon.

New Zealand was indeed a terra incognita when they arrived

in 1842, before the terrible Wairau massacre. Anxious

years with numberless troubles and endless vicissitudes
of fortune were theirs in the early days, but both are de-

scended from a good hard fighting stock not used to being

beaten. Mrs Morley comes from the County of Kent,

but is descended from a Norman French family, her

grandfather being a captain in the cavalry of the
Great Napoleon, who was killed in action. Mr Morley,
who hails from Sussex, was in the Royal Navy in the
days when the * wooden walls of England ’ had not

yet been relinquished for the iron tanks of modern naval
science. This was sixty good years ago, and of Mr Mor-

ley's friends and councillors was the late Admiral Sir

Provo William Parry Wallis, one of the greatest naval
heroes. Mr and Mrs Morley are both in the most excellent
health, and will doubtless pass many pleasant years in the
land they, and others like them, have helped to make so

fair and prosperous.

Sir W. Wasteneys advertises money to lend in a certain
Hawke’s Bay paper with the title boldly displayed in a nice

big type. In the same paper in which the Knight's title
and business are advertised there appeared last week the

following decidedly amusing letter:—

(EDITOR OF THE ‘EVENING NEWS.’)

Sir,—l notice in your advertising columns that a Sir Blank
Blank is advertising. This is as it should be. Many peopleare

against titles. I beiieve in them,and honour a Knignt. Irever-

ence a Baronet, adore an Earl, positively worship a Duke. The
onedropot bitterness in my cup is that in the caseof Sir Blank I
don'tknow what the 'Sir ’ means. Is he a Knight of the Garter,
or areal Baronet, out of Debrett or is it a Canadian title, or did he
simply like the sound of it and take it? I myself am so fondof
the harmless pageantry of Hingland that I shallindulge for once(I
always do it up here, buthaven’t done so in print yet) and sign
myself

W. F. Howlett.
Duke of Makaretu, Viscount Waipawa, Baron Tuki Tuki and

Ruabine. P.C. *

P.S.—God Save the Queen!

There must surely be another knight advertising whom this
refers to. Nobody would be so rude to a man—a nobleman
—with money to lend.

Another triumph for women I Eaeh day some fresh
advance is announced ; every week bringsnews of a further

ascent. This time itis literally so. Mrs Groggs and Mrs

Lily are the first ladies to scale the highest point in the Re-

markables. Messrs C. Shore and F. Brown were guides.
Are these colonial dames or globe-trotting Amazons! One

hopes, for their pluck and endurance sake, that they are

New Zealanders.

Manly and straightforward was the apology offered by
Mr M'Lachlan to his Ashburton constituents for appearing
at a public meeting in a state of intoxication. Speaking at

a recent banquet in Ashburton the penitent member said :
—* I am pleased to be amongst you this evening by invita-

tion. I am glad because it gives me an opportunity of

saying something about the unfortunate error or indiscre-

tion that I committed on a recent occasion. I have to

admit that I did on that occasion cast a slur upon the Ash-

burton constituency, but I can assure you that never again
will I be guilty of the same error, and I hope you will all

give me an opportunity of regaining your confidence, and

recovering not only my political status but my social stand-

ing.’ So frank a confession, and so evident a desire to

regain confidence, cannot fail toelicit a proper response from

any generous-spirited, or indeed rightly-minded man or

woman. It is easy to be sternly intolerant. Those who

have least reason to be so aregenerally most severe on the

errors of others. Your hypocrite and your whited

sepulchre are those who will never forgive sin or indiscre-
tion in others.

Mr H. R. Morton, who has arrived in Napier to take

up his duties at the Bank of New South Wales, will be a

decided gain to Hawke’s Bay society. In A mberley, where
he was some time bank-teller, Mr Morton was a universal
favourite. He has a perfect genius for getting upand carry-

ing to a successful termination entertainments and social
functions of all sorts and kinds.

SirBruce Bromside, arbitrator for the Midland Railway
Company, will, it is expected, have arrived in New Zealand

by the time the Graphic is in the reader’s hands.

They have apparently a pleasant custom in the railway
department. When a man is moved from one section to

another his friends always appear to give him a gold Albert.
Several of these presentations have been announced in

previous issues of the Graphic. This week it must be re-

corded that Mr Pilcher, late secretary to the commissioners,
has been presented with a gold Albert by his fellow officers,
and again, that a similar souvenir—a handsome gold chain
—was given, also by brother officers, to Mr Walter Norrell,
of the railway service at Daneviike.

While on the subject of gifts of gold chains it should be
set down that one day last week Mr Jacobi, now of Wel-
lington, was met by the employees of Messrs H. Williams
and Sons, who presented him with a gold Albert as a token
of the regard in which he was held.

The news of the death of Mr J. Valentine Smith, father
of Mr S. H. Smith, of Pahiatua, will be received with re-

gret by the many old colonials who knew and respected
him. The late Mr Valentine Smith lived at one time for
some years in Masterton on an estate now known as

Lansdown. The news of his death was received with feel-
ing in Masterton.

Distinguished visitors to New Zealand invariably pay
Nelson a call, as the Nelson Mail says complacently and
truthfully. The latest arrival is the Mayor of Melbourne,
Mr Snowden and wife, sister, and niece, who arrived over-

land from Canterbury. Mr Snowden put up at the Masonic
hotel. He was driven out by Mr Trask, the Mayor of

Nelson, who also took the party out to the waterworks one

morning, and drove them to Appleby in the afternoon. The
visitors were delighted with Nelson. The Mayor of Mel-
bourne is touring the colony, and visits Rotorua and Auck-
land.

Bishop Wordsworth, of Salisbury, has left for Aus
tralia.
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The Most Rev. William Garden Cowie. D.D.. Bishop of Auckland.

THE APPLE CURE.

Whoever is fortunate enough to have a connection, near
or remote, with an orchard has probably heard of the fame
of the apple cure. For the benefit of the outer heathen, it

may be stated that the cure consists mainly in going to an
attic—a rainy day is preferable for the purpose—where
there is a barrel of apples, and spending the after-
noon there, either singly, with a book for company, or
in a party, but, in auy case, giving close attention to
the apples. This process, repeated at short intervals, will
cause bodily ills to vanish and existence to reveal fresh
pleasures. The wonderful properties of the apple have re-

cently been celebrated by the London Hospital, which, in
a scientific way, takes it apart, analyses it, holds it up
to admiration, and concludes by saying: ‘Eat an apple
going to bed, the doctor then will beg his bread.* The
apple has more phospherous than any other fruit or vege-
table which repairs the hurts of the brain and spinal cord.
Scandanavian tradition represents the apple as the food of
the gods, with which they renewed their strength. The
apple is of inestimable value to body and brain of men of

sedentary habits. Apple poultice is a remedy for weak,
rheumatic or inflamed eyes. The wisdom of our ancestors
was shown in thehabit they inaugurated, of serving apple
sauce with roast pig, as the malic acid of the apple neutral-
izes the excess of chalky matter engendered by eating too
much meat. The apple, when taken ripe and without

sugar, diminishes acidity in the stomach rather than pro-
vokes it. These are only come of the virtues of the apple.
Unhappily, good apples are rare and far between just now.

LADIES’ VISITING CARDS—IOO best ivory Cards with
copperplate, Ws, or 60 for 7e 6d. Can be supplied same day

—Graphic Office. Shortland-street. Auckland.
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A HIDDEN TREASURE.

MANY HAVE SEARCHED FOB IT IN VAIN.

FROM the beginning of civilization, when people com-

menced to find that they bad a past and to sift their

legendary lore and decipher the crude records of

their barbaric forefathers, nothing has taken so strong a

hold npon the human race as the tales of hidden treasure

that have been handed down from generation to generation.

Doubtless the old Egyptians searched for the tombs and

records of forgotten peoples with as keen a zest as modern

explorers, under the cloak of science, pierce the Pyramids
and open the sarcophagi of the Upper Nile; and there is

little doubt that the races which come after us will be pos-
sessed of an ardour no less vigorous in defining the bound-
aries of our ruined cities and despoiling our tombs.

California is

RICH IN TALES OF BURIED TREASURE,

but they are mostly of a vague and unsatisfactory sort,
which will not stand investigation, and can usually be
traced to the bar-room utterances of some dissipated miner

or to the shameless fabrications of some unscrupulous
citizen. It seems tobe left for SantaBarbara, whichalready
has the best of everything in the way of climate, scenery,
products and people, to lay just claim to several of the most

enticing and authentic tales of hidden treasure that one

often hears.
I came across the first of these while exploring a canyon

some ten miles out from town, variously known as Gatos

(wildcat) and Lewis Canyon, and which contains, several
miles from the point where the waggon road terminates,
some interesting prehistoric traces in the shape of Indian
paintings on the faces of two sheer cliffs, through which

the tiny stream, moving with gigantic force during the
wintertorrents, has slowly through the ages carved its way.

There is a cave high up on the face of one of these cliffs,
and this cave, noless than the strange inscriptions, was one

of the objective points of ourparty.
*Perhaps you’ll find the old priest’s lost treasure,’ was the

quickening remark of a rancher who was gravely contribut-
ing directions for our guidance, and who evidently had
little respect for people who were led by no more dignified
motives than a desire to unravel the lost history of a pre-

historic race.
* They say it’s hidden in a cave somewhere

along this range,’ be added, tentatively.
This led to queries and explanations. His knowledge was

vague but beguiling. Some time during the early occupa-
tion of the mission there had been a great treasure con-

cealed, for the purpose ofsafety, in a cave in the mountains,
and the secret of itshiding-place had been lost.

We reached the cliffs, but not the cave, which was thirty-
five feet up in the air, in the face of a straightrock, having
no ladder and no means of constructing any save from
timbers too heavy for our exploring party to handle. If the

treasure is there it still awaits the discovery of some enter-

prising individual wbo has the courage to follow the wind-
ings of Lewis Creek nearly to the crest of the range, with

the aid of ropes, scaling several falls and slippery ledges
high in the air, and who then has sufficient courage and en-

terprise reserved to fell a couple of sycamores and construct

a ladder that will lifthim to this opening.
Again and again, sometimes from old Mexicans, whose

scant knowledge of English and my own scant store of
Spanish made conversation difficult; sometimes from prosaic
ranchmen, who regarded all energy as misapplied that is

directed outside of a barley field or a kitchen, vague refer-
ences to this fascinating tale again came to ns. It was not
until I came across a German, who has his home in San
Roqui Canyon, that the story was spread before me, full and
complete, to the last detail.

* Very early in this century,’ my German acquaintance
began, * about the year 1808, the Santa Barbara Mission, at
that time very wealthy, and with

GREAT STORES OF GOLD AND PRECIOUS JEWELS,

as well as church ornaments worth a pile, was endangered
by pirates, who at that time threatened the port. The
priests decided to move these treasures to a place of safe-
keeping. Now you can see for yourself that if they had
merely sent them off in somebody’s keeping they would have
been easily traced. So they determined to make believe
they had another purpose when they carried off the jewels.
They put up an adobe building here in the canyon, where

there were many Indiana I will show you the foundation

of this chapel by and bye. But they pretended it was a

dairy they were building, and they brought along all their
cattle and pastured them here. If the pirates had guessed
that they had the treasure here it was a good place to de-
fend it, you bet!’

We had been walking slowly up the canyon, and my in-
formant turned and with a significant wave of his hand
bade me take in the situation. He evidently was an

authority upon military matters, as well as upon all other
subjects. The place seemed fitted by nature for an im-

pregnable fortress, with its narrow, rocky walls and its

slight eminence, commanding the only approach from the
valley. He showed me the half-obliterated foundation of
the old chapel, or dairy as he would have me believe, which
was easily traced, indicating the former existence of a

quadrangular building, probably some sixty feet in width
and perhaps 150 feet in length.

* Here they had the treasure safely housed,’ he went on.

* But one night one of the very young fathers—not one of
the old ones, assome people say—one Father Pedro, be got
sick and they didn’t know it. You see, itwas one of those
kind of fevers that come on with a little twist in the brain.
And he got to worryingover the treasure, and fearing that
the pirates might find it there. And one night he got up

when theothers were asleep and he gathered itall together,
and he went out in the night somewhere up in the hillsand
he hid it away, and the next morning he was very sick,and
the very next night he died; died without telling one of
them where he had put the treasure.*

There was an impressive pause. The story, told in that
solitary place, amid the wild hills with their tangle of
chaparral, their stately oaks and their maze of rocky fast-

nesses, carried conviction with it.
* They hunted for it a long time.

OF COURSE THEY HUNTED FOR IT.

It was the wealth of the mission. Without it they were

poor,’ the Dutchman went on.
* They went all over and

over the hills. They dug up the ground in all directions.

They hunted in the rocks and caves. They hunted for
fifty years. They never found it.*

* And have they given up hunting now ?’
* I—wouldn’t say. Sometimes on moonlight nights I see

people with spades on their shoulders,’ in a voice of mystery.
* But you speak of it to the priests at the mission and not
one word will they say about it to admit or deny. If you
want to bear about it you go to the old Greasers—half-
Indians. They know all about it. I learn much from my
mother-in-law. She is half Mexican, half Indian. She is
old, and she remembers the talk about it when she was a

child and everybody knew about it. There is scarcely a

Spanish man in this town who has not dug for it. And

Americans —they come, too, all the time. I tell them, “Go

ahead.” You find any treasure you are welcome to it.
You can see the holes about here where they have been

digging.’
There were certainly a great many holes bearing the

marks of a spade or a shovel. Some of them, in our im-

mediate vicinity, looked as if they might have been opened
that morning. Yet the canyon was deserted, and in all the
times we have visited it we had never so far encountered a

soul besides the Dutchman. A sudden suspicion awoke.
* And you 1 Why don’t you try and find ityourself when

you have a little time to spare ? It would be a fine thing to

come across such wealth these hard times.’

This sympathetic enquiry encouraged him.
* Oh, me—l have dug a bole now and then, when I had

nothing else to do,’ he said, with affected indifference.
* And what is your theory ’ Do you think the treasure

is hidden in the ground, or in a cave, or in a tree ?’
* In the rocks,’ he said firmly and notwithstanding the

evidence of the freshly-turned sod.
* Yon see it stands to reason,’ he went on with warmth,

* that the sick priest could not have dug a hole deep enough
to hide the treasure that night. And if hehad, the chances
are they would have found the place as soon as they fonnd
that the treasure was gone. He couldn’t have gone very
far, and he couldn’t have done much work. If he had gone
all the way on the ground they could have followed his
steps. I believe he put it in the rocks.’

In this arm of the San Roqni, which is locally known as

Tebbett’s Canyon, named after an old newspaper man who

once had his residence there, the rocks and boulders and

ledges belong for the most part to what might be called a

cave formation, and which is traceable in every gulch and

canyon of the Santa Yuez range. It is a soft sandstone,
which seems to have been interspersed in its formation by

natnre with soft nodules, which wear away, leaving fre-
quent hollows and cells. Sometimes whole ledges aie

honeycombed in this peculiar fashion, and where the soft

spots are exposed to the weather or the wash of water
caverns from eight to thirty feet result. Aside from this
ledges in this vicinity have enormous fissures.

CAVES WHERE THE TREASURE MAY BE.

There were probably a thousand caves and fissures in
which a man or banc of men might have found shelter,
within a quarter of a mile of the foundations of the old mis-
sion building. There are a hundred thousand where a
small treasure might be securely hidden from sight. Some
of these holes and caverns are in places inaccessible, unless
a man chose to risk his lifein the climb and descent; yet
there is a possibility that onein the delirium of fever might
have reached them and found his way down again without
injury.

But my informant’s confidence was at full tide, and had
reached a momentum where not all his prudent resolves of
secrecy could interrupt it.

* Do you think that treasure was ever bidden without
some sign to find it again ?’ he demanded, earnestly. * I
tell you, wherever that was hidden, there are marks to
find it by. I’ve been hunting for those marks. They may
be on trees or on rocks. Come with me and I will show

you what I found I’

He led the way a hundred yards or more up the beautiful
canyon, twice crossing a crystal brook as it came tumbling
down from the heights above. He finally stopped in a glade
of live oaks, under a noble tree.

* Look there I’ he said.
Deeply marked in the gnarled trunk at a height of some

six feet was a large cross with a square base, the whole
some four feet high and three or more feet across.

* And look here, again !'
On a tree some twenty feet away was

THE RUDE OUTLINE OF A TOMAHAWK,
almost obliterated by time and growth.

• Now, it may be,’ said the Dutchman, • that if one would
dig beneath these trees in a direct line between them he
would come upon that treasure. I dug a little, as you see,but maybe I didn’t dig deep enough. And, perhaps, if one
should cut down this tree,’ indicating the tree with the
cross,

• they’d find it was hollow at one time, but the bark
closed around the hole, and something may be inside of it;
or perhaps it is high up, where that big limb joined the
trunk. What I think is this : Somewhere else there was a

third sign : perhaps it is on a rock, and is washed, so it
doesn’t show plain after all these years ; perhaps it was on

another tree, that was burned down when fires swept this
gulch. If anybody can find that third sign, and draws a

line between the three, the place where those lines intersect
they may dig, and they will find the treasure.’

He said this with great conviction, and one could notbut
wonder how many weary hours or days he had spent in
hunting for this third sign. But there was that about the
cross on the tree that made it well worth regarding ; so

deep had it been cut in the gnarled trunk, so many years
had the bark grown and striven to cover the ugly wound.

* One might think it had been
PUT THERE TWO OR THREE HUNDRED YEARS AGO,’

said our guide, eyeing the tree with cool interest. • I my-
self can scarcely see how it had time to grow so much since
1808. lam only a tenant here, and I can’t cut down a tree
unless it is dead. If I could cut that down we could count
the layers of bark and tell to a year just when that was

made.’
He said this with an air of triumph in his scientific lore

and a little impatience that it should be necessary to take
such a painstaking step to perfect his stores of exact know-
ledge. But more important thought was taking shape in
another mind. Was it possible that this man, in his search
for a treasure of gold and jewels, had stumbled across an-

other and much more important discovery ? The scar, as

he had rightly said, bore theevidence of centuries of growth
above it. Can it be that here, in a Santa Barbara canyon,
we have a new and indisputable evidence of the existence of
the prehistoric cross, antedating the introduction of the
Christian religion, which discovered in Mexico half a cen-

tury ago, caused such a wrangle among theologians 1

THE OBJECT IS CERTAINLY WELL WORTH INVESTIGATION.

Before another fire, such as has raged all around it the past
summer, shall have swept this ancient landmark from the
face of the earth, this tree shonld certainly be felled, and a

cross-section made through the deeply graven cross, with a

view to ascertaining the' exact number of layers of bark
above it. That it has been made by the hand of man, its
exact lines and elaborate delineation place beyond a ques-
tion of a doubt.

In this same canyon, not many rods away, there is an-

other arboreal curiosity that may well claim theconsidera-
tion of thoughtful minds. This is a great oak which has
one enormous limb, apparently of a different species, grow-
ing out of it at a height of some ten feet from the ground,
and which has plainly been grafted by artificial means, the
line of the cutting and the swell beyond it being distinctly
visible. This, too, would seem, byits prodigious growth, to
have been the work of a century or more ago. What could
be the object of such elaborate task, performed on this hard-
wood tree in this lonely and uninhabited canyon ?

Floha Haines Loughkad.
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See 'Our Illustrations.'

TOMATOES PICKLED.

In choosing green tomatoes for pickling, reject all which
have a tinge of ripeness, as they soften too easily in the
cooking. Slice them very thin and as even as possible. To
half a bushel of tomatoes take a dozen large onions, also

sliced very thin. As they are cut, place in jars, and strew
over them two small teacups of salt. Let them stand over

night. Then drain well and cook until tender in one

gallon of weak vinegar. Drain well again, and
pack them loosely in the jars or bottles in which
they are to be kept. Scald now six quarts of
fresh vinegar and add two pounds of brown sugar, two
ounces each of ground cinnamon and allspice, one ounceof

ground cloves, quarter ounce of white mustard seed, two
ounces of gronnd mustard, and a tablespoonful each of
cayenne and celery seed. Tie the ground spices loosely in
a bag, add the celery seed and ground mustard to the scald-
ing vinegar. A little horse-radish cut upfine helps to keep
thevinegar. Pour the vinegar hot over the pickles, and at
once cover closely.
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WAIFS AND STRAYS.

The bright side is not always the right side.
An onnce of mother is worth a pound of clergy.—Spanish

Proverb

One clars of men must have their faith hammered in, like
a nail, by authority. Another class mnst have it worked
in, like a screw, by argument.—Holmes.

The experience of humanity in life is very like men in a

crowd. Some elbow their way to the front, others are

pushed to the front,and others again are forced to the rear.

Every human being is individualised by a new arrange-
ment of elements. His mind is a safe with a lock to which
only certain letters are the key. His ideas follow in an

order of their own.—Emerson.

The habit of committing onr thoughts to writing is a

powerful means of expanding the mind and producing a

logical and systematic arrangement of our views and
opinir ns. It is this which gives the writer a vast superiority
as to the accuracy and extent of his conceptions over the
mere talker. No one can ever hope to know the principles
of any art or science thoroughly who does not write as well
asread npod the subject.—Blakey.

A Diving Cat.—An extraordinary cat story reaches us
from Birmingham (says the Stock keeper). According to an

evening contemporary of that city, a gentleman living there

possesses a cat which frequently accompanies him ona short
walk. The other Sunday, whilst strolling along the banks
of the river, the cat followed him, and was ordered home,
but instead of obeying the order, as it usually did, it raced
along the river bank, sniffing the whole way. The owner

watched it with considerable interest, and saw it suddenly
dive right under the water, and return with a rat in its
mouth. It is the first instance we know of, a cat diving
under water to fetch ont a rat.

Carnivorous Plants.—That carnivorous plants exist is
a very well-known fact. Insects which alight on these plants
are immediately canght in a net of sticky tentacles, and
are soon reduced to a pulp and digested. Yes ; digested is

the exact expression, although it sounds peculiar. There
is some reason for this. It is the plant’s way of procuring
a supply of nitrogen. But a learned botanist tells us that
in Canada he has found a certain kind of asclepias, or

swallow-wort, whichkills insects not for food, but apparently
oat of sheer cruelty. It is a climbing plant, which people
train over arbours and similar places. It begins to bloom

in August, and its perfume attracts crowds of insects of the
most varied species. No sooner have they plunged their
proboscisiinto the sweet-scented corolla than they are seized
by the. hard-toothed stamens of the plant, and held in a

vice-like grip until they are dead. A few of the larger
insects manageto escape in asomewhat mutilated condition,
bnt the more feeble insects invariably succumb. There is

apparently no reason for this conduct. Evolutionists tell
us that the scent of flowers is generally to attract insects in
order to insure fertilisation, and this makes the plant’s
action all the more difficult of explanation.

Value of Royal Crowns —One of the most costly
crowns in existence is that of the King of Portugal. The
jewels which ornament it are valued at £1,600,000. The
crown which the Czar of Russia wears on special occasions
is also one of the most precious in the world. The cross
which surmounts the crownis composed of five magnificent
diamonds resting on a large uncut bnt polished ruby. The
small crown of theCzarina contains, according toauthorities,
the finest stones ever strung. The crown of the Queen of

England, which is valued at £36.000, contains a great ruby,
a large sapphire, sixteen small sapphires, eight emeralds,
four small rubies, 1,360 brilliants, 1,273 rose diamonds, four
pear-formed pearls, and 269 of other shapes. In his state
clothes, including the crown, the Sultan of Johore wears

diamonds worth £2,400,000. His collar, his epaulets, his

girdle, and his cuffs sparkle with the precious stones. His
racelets are of massive gold, and his fingers are covered

with rings which are almost priceless. The handle and the
blade of his sword are covered with precious stones. The
most costly insignia of princely dignity, however, are those
of the Sultan o- Maharajah of Baroda, in India. The ch’ef
ornament is a necklace of five strings containing 500 d a

monds, some of which are as large as hazel nuts. The upper
and lower rows consist of emeralds of the same size.

Moslem Peculiarities at the Table.—The Moslem
customs of eating are entirely different from those of

Western life. A white cloth is spread upon the floor,
whereon the dishes are placed. Before beginning the meal
the guests are invited to wash their bands, mouth, and
nose. The host then raises his hand and supplicates the
blessing of the Almighty by saying— * Bismillah ’(‘ in the
name of God ’). The guests then dip their fingers into the
same dish with the host, but they must not eat with
more than three fingers, nor open their months wide,
nor take large mouthfuls, nor swallow hastily. If the
guest has occasion to drink in the course of the meal he
must do sosoftly. When the repast is over, the host again
raises his hands, and exclaims, * Praise be to God.’ The
staple dish of all Mahometan dimers is a plain meat cooked
in a large quantity of rice. The dish is usually placed in

the centre, and curries, preserved fruits, and other
toothsome flavours are added at discretion. In the
economy of the household it is very necessary that the

Moslem wife should be able to cook, for she is held
responsible for the entertainment of the guests. Where
there is more than one wife the cooking is taken by turns,,
one week at a time. Although among the poorer classes
the women are not veiled it is usual for those of good family
to goforth covered with what is called in Asia a bourka, or

in Egypt a habarah. The concealment of the face of a

woman was strictly ordered by the prophet, and Mahomet
must be held responsible for the exceedingly ugly covering
which is used by the Moslem won en who tiavel abroad. In

Moslem households thi 2 molhe aid not the wife is the her d
of the hsrem, and the is looked up to with respect by the
wives. In the event of her death the mother of thee'deit
son claims the rule of the household. It is not Mahomet
whom we must blame for the degradation of women in the
East, for it would not be difficult to show that bis ideas
about women were somewhat in advance of his contem-

poraries. He used -to sav, • Woman was made from a

crooked rib, and if you try to bend it straight it will break ;
therefore, treat your wives kindly.'

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL
EDISON’S DISCOVERY OF THE PHONOGRAPH.

The axiom which tells us that ‘great events from little
causesspring ’ rarely received a more striking exemplifica-
tion than in the case of the invention of the phonograph,
which resulted from the accidental prick of a finger. True,
the finger pricked belonged to Edison :—

* I discovered the
principle by tbe merest accident,’ states Mr Edison. * I
was singing to the mouthpiece of a telephone, when the
vibrations of the voice sent the fine steel point into my
finger. That set me to thinking. If I could record the
actions of the point and send the point over the same sur-

face afterward, I saw no reason why the thing wonld not
talk. I tried the experiment first on a strip of telegraph
paper, and fonnd that the point made an alphabet. I
shouted tbe words “ Halloo ! Halloo I” into the mouthpiece,
ran the paper back over the steel noint, and heard a faint
“ Halloo! Halloo 1” in return. I determined to make a

machine that would work accurately, and gave my as-

sistants instructions, telling them what I had discovered.
They laughed at me. That’s the whole story. The phono-
graph is the result of the pricking of a finger.’

SHARK OIL.

Shark oil is exported in large quantities from Iceland to
Germany. It is of a fine colour, never becomes thick, and
is said to possess similar medicinal virtues to cod-liver oil ;
and no doubt it is often sold in the name of the latter pro-
duct. Afleet of 100 boats is engaged in the industry every
year, from January to August. Theyare schooners of from
thirty to fifty tons, with a crew of from eight to ten men.
The sharks are captured about twenty miles from the coast

in winter, and in the summer about a hundred miles away,
in deeper water. Every two or three weeks the boats re-
turn to port, with from 100 to 120 barrels of liver, which
is boiled in dirty and evil-smelling hovels. The sharks
captured by the Icelanders reach 20 feet in length and
5 feet in thickness. A liver yields up to five gallons
of oil. The neighbonrhood of a shark-oil refinery is not to
be mistaken, as the odour arising therefrom is far from
pleasant. The fisherman earn about 35s per month, with a

premium of 6d on each barrel of liver. The ciptain gets
2s 3d per barrel for the first hnndred, and 3 s 4d per barrel
for all in excess. Sickness seems to be very rife among
sharks, judging from the small quantity of healthy
belongingto a healthy fish, compared with the greenish ones
from the fish suffering from disease, and the red livers from
the thin, ill-conditioned fish. The Icelanders only take the
livers from the fish, and neglect the fins, skin, and teeth ;
but that is not so in the Tasmanian fisheries, as in Sydney
fins fetch £2B per ton. They are also saved in the
Hawaiian, the Arabian Gulf, and the China fisheries ; in
fact, in China tbe fins of sharks are considered a delicacy.
The Iceland shark isnot such a difficult fish to tackle as
the tiger shark, the terrible ‘ bluepointer ’ of Anstralian
waters, which, althongh smaller, is swifter, more ferocious,
and furnished with a more massive jaw than his congeners
however, a large number of fishermen fall victims to his
voracity and violence. One of the chief sites of the shark-
liver industry is Slamsand, but when the oil leaves there it
is not fit for use, but is sent on to Christiania, where it is
refined and freed from sanguineous globules and stearin
filtered through paper, and packed ready for the market.—
Oil, Paint and Drug Reporter.

GOLD IN THE SEA.

In seeking to account for the origin of gold Professor
Lobley, in Knowledge, observes Since the sea is the
great receptacle for all solutions itwas safe to conclude that
it contained the soluble saltsof gold, but the fact is not now
a matter of mere deduction, but of actual knowledge.
Sonstadt found, from careful experiments on the sea water
of Ramsay Bay, Isle of Man, that seawater contains a little
under a grain of gold per ton. Estimating the whole of the
gold production of the world to the present time at
£8,500,000,000 sterling, and taking the weight of the sea
water of the globe at 560,000,000,000,000,000 tons as was

estimated by Professor Wurtz, of New York, we find that
the present seas of the globe contain upwards of 5,000 000
times as much gold as has ever been extracted f’rom the
rocks; and consequently we mnst conclude that the seasof the globe in the past have been fully able to stock
its mineral deposits with all the gold they contain. From
these considerations it seems probable that gold was origin-
ally dissolved in the waters of the ocean, from which it wasdeposited, as the result of the decomposition of soluble salts
of gold, by the action of organic matter, and that it was
then eliminated from sedimentary rocks by segregation to
other metallic matter, with which it remained associated
until thermal conditions—caused by deep-seated position
or not far distant igneous action—induced a chemical
reaction, and likewise heated sufficiently the subterranean
water of the rocks to make it an effective solvent of the
auriferous compound. So the gold of the massive rocks
was carried with silica by percolating water into the
accumulating “ vein stuff” of rock fissures, where on cooler
conditions supervening the anriferous compound was de-
posited in a solid condition, and the gold itself subsequently
separated, by the segregation of the silica to the vein
quartz, and left disseminated through the vein stuff as
metallic gold in the forms in which it is now found.*
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AT THE

CZAR’S REQUEST.
Eschricht's Novel, * Parson Streeeius,* Recently Suppressed

by Emperor William at the Behest of Alexander HL

Translated from the German and condensed by Countess

Cora Slocomb di Brazza-Savorgnan.

»HEsky, with the dnnea and chalk cliffs of the
Island of Oesel, had been washed by a violent
thunderstorm. Sunlit raindrops sparkled on

every spray of heather and little, gurgling
streams ran from among their roots seaward.
In other countries it was already evening,
bnt here, so near the Arctic zone, the sun stul
stood high in the heavens, the sand birds
twittered and the swallows sang.

Parson Streeeius felt as peaceful as the
world around him. Dark, mysterious currents swept
through the Baltic past his island parish and rendered its

approach dangerous, just as the fateful streams of destiny
surround the lives of men, driving them whither they will
not. He, too, had battled with them when yonng. An epi-
demic had devastated his large German parish and swept
away his wife, his only child and all that were most dear,
leaving him stranded with two little orphan nieces as sole
survivors of his family. He would have at onceabandoned
the desolate scene of his wrecked happiness had not duty
compelled him to remain and earn the wherewithal to pro-
vide for his helpless wards until a fresh field offered ; and
it was with intense relief that he accepted a call to the in-
significant Protestant community on Oesel. Here, time
and new associations softened his sorrow, years of faithful
service caused him to berespected by the orthodox Russians
and beloved by his parishioners, and his benignity enabled
him to eschew all political and religious friction, sothat the
future seemed to stretch before him serene asthe expanse
of bine waters that girdled the horizon.

How powerful he still looked as he strode across the
dunes, pausing from time to time to add a blossom
to the delicate heath flowers he never failed tocull on his
rambles for his pretty niece, Carloecha, who managed the
parsonage and its dependencies like an experienced matron,
and assisted him in nis work among the sick and destitute,
so that she had notime to wander afield. Julinka wasmore

often his companion. She bad developed into an artist,
brilliant in mind and in person, the very spirit of joy, with
all the graces of her playmates.

* How the girls love this portion of the island,* bethought,
as he approached a strip of yellow beach, bounded at either
end by chalk cliffs. Suddenly he stopped. His eye had
been caught by a large, dark object amid the flotsam and

jetsam that strewed the shore. He recognized in it the
body of a drowned man. and dragged it to where the sand
was driest. Taking off hie coat he worked with the

dexterity born of long experience, until a spark of con-

sciousness came into the Clark eyes and a sigh escaped the
blue lips that sounded like * lesabel.’ Again the stranger
swooned, but encouraged by this evidence that life was not

extinct, Streeeius felt that he should transport him to the
parsonage, where the proper restoratives could be adminis-
tered.

As though responding to his thought, a faint sound of
calling came to him across the dunes in the unmistakable
voice of Jappe Tolki. This man was by birth a Finn and
wrecker, by profession a horse breeder and dealer, overfree
in the use of the branding-iron which had gotten him into
trouble more than once. His every action was inspired by
self-interest or low cunning, and his thoughts had left their
stamp upon his features.

No love was lost between him and the parson, for Strec-.
cius had many a time saved a poor parishioner from his
usurious dutches. Tolki wasout with his grooms in pur-
suit of some stray colts, and after a parley consented to

lend the parson a horse on which, with the assistance of its
groom, he succeeded in binding the inanimate form and

carrying it safely across the dnnes to the parsonage.
The foundling was put to bed in a thoroughly heated

room and under the action of powerful restoratives pre-
sently opened his eyes and moved his head from side to side,
observing the strange surroundings and unfamiliar faces
with the uncertainty of dawning consciousness, murmuring
the while, ‘lesabel, lesabel.*

At last, with an effort he aroused himself and seemed to

grasp the situation. Striving to rise, he cried : *My God,
my God 1 Where amIT Who are yon ? Where is lesa-
bel ? We sprang into the water together !’

At asign from their uncle, the girls, who had been assist-
ing him, left the room, and the youth then told the parson
his story.

By name Axel Wendland, he had been a theological
student in a city of Poland, where he had fallen in love with
a yonng girl of the aristocracy. He said her parents had
had nothing against him, save that he was poor, and be had
studied long and faithfully in the hope of obtaining his
degree and their approval. The time of waiting seemed
endless to both, and one day the girl had come for him and
together they had fled to the coast and sailed in a little
sloop for Gothland, where they had proposed to be married
by a pastor who was lesabel’s relative. A storm struck
them and drove them from their course. lesabel had been
overcome by fear,.and they had decided to jump together
from the boat ere it was demolished. He had sunk with
her in hie arms. Where was she ?

The parson answered with a considerate reserve which,
however, indicated his fears of a fatal eventuality ; and the
sick man abandoned himself to grief, vociferating that he
would not live unless his lost love were restored to him, and
weeping pitifully because he was not strong enough to rise
and search for her himself.

When the calm of exhaustion superseded the violent out-

burst in the sick room, the parson started in pursuit of
lesabel. On the beach, not far from where he bad found
Wendland, the girl and the boat bad been washed ashore ;
but all his efforts to reanimate her proved futile. He hid
the body, therefore, among the drifts, beneath a light cover-

ing of sand ; itwas richly clothed, and if Jappe Tolki or hie
men passed that way they would be tempted to steal the
garments while he was away fetching Julinka and a cart.

When the parson and his niece reached the fateful strand
they sawthat Tolki bad in truth been there. The boat and
all that it contained was gone, bnt the hiding place of the
beautiful corpse was undisturbed. They disposed it re-

verentlyamid the green heather, and Julinka seating her-
self near, portrayed the girl's sweet, tender face as it lay
appaiently asleep upon the dune. She had often executed
similarwork for the parson, that the relatives who sought
news of a drowned traveller might see his face again; but
neverbefore had she been so deeply moved.

The task accomplished, they laid lesabel on the eart and
bore her to the church, whither all the islanders were

.summoned. No onecould identify the remains; the parson
read the service for the dead, and they were consigned to

the earth in the strangers* corner of the graveyard.
Axel Wendland slowly improved, how slowly only those

know who have nursed one possessed by a desi e to di*-.
Julinka was almost as attentive to bis needs as Carloscba.

She had long planned a flight into the world; life on the
tiny island, with its tiny aims, oppressed her. * Unde,’she
said one day. * it is time for meto gc. Taat stranger isan

enchanter. Little Carloscba, the wise, is half in love with
him already, and Julinka, the foolish, must fly away or she
will be ensnared by his sad eyes and dark enrls. He is
fascinating despite his lack of animation. I must go to the
great cities where women who have talent are appreciated.
I will soon send you lots of money, and meanwhile you

must give me the wherewithal to atari in life.* The oldman

shook his head. * I know, I Know I Yon never have any-

thing, but Carloscba, the thrifty, has savings hidden in

every corner of the house. Bid her bring them and empty
them into my pockets.*

It was always thus: Carloscba did the work and Julinka
enjoyed the results. While the preparations proceeded,
the parson found an advertisement in a newspaper referring
to lesabel, and as the Polish address given would not be
far off the route to St. Petersburg, be considered it best
that Julinka shonld herself carry the picture to the lost
girl’s home.

lesabel’s family lived in a princely castle surrounded by
the homes of rich relatives. Julinka told them of the
storm, the b->at and the corpse. She did not find occasion
to mention Wendland’s part in the tragedy, and a romantie
and totallyunreal tale presently grew ont of the meagre in-
formation she had vouchsafed the parents.

lesabel was dead. Julinka had saved her features from
oblivion, and, in gratitude Julinka should be treated as

her substitute. The hospitable Poles would not hear of
her leaving them until they should themselves take her to

St. Petersburg ; and meanwhile they loaded her with pre-
sents, invitations, and, best of all, otders for portraits. .

.

Axel Wendland was well at last, and the time had come

for him to leave the island. The evening before hie depar-
ture he walked with Carloscba across the dunes to the spot
where he bad been washed ashore, and seating himself upon
the sand his memory carried him back to the loss of bls
love, while hot tears rolled down his cheeks Carloscba
laid her hand upon his shoulder. Sweet, pretty Carloecha,
who had nursed him so faithfully 1 As she looked at him
what a tenderness was in her soft eyes I

With a sensation of intense triumph he jumped up and
eaught her in his arms, kissing her passionately. A strange
glow rushed through the girl’s veins at his touch. She
threw herself upon his breast and clasped her arms about bis
neck. Was it possible? An instant before he was crying
for another I How beautiful the other face had been I She
remembered it as it lay in the chapel. The Polish girl 1 ai
clnng around his neck with her warm, loving arms, too, as

they sank into the waves—the waves in which she had died
for love of him I

Carloscba opened her eyes and looking seaward saw the
same face with an expression of menace upon its white
features rise slowly above the water and float towards her I
Too late, lesabel 1 Baek into thy grave, lesabel I Thou
hast been conquered by the living I

Sweet were the moments that followed. Much was said
and many lovers* vows exchanged, so that the hour was

late even for Oesel when Wendland took Carloscba in his
arms for the last time and pleaded : ‘ Promise me one

thing. Tell no one, not even the parson, of our vows.

After my sad mishap let methis time earn enough to sup-
port my wife ere I claim her. To-morrow we part, let our

sweet secret remain between us.’
* It makes no difference. I have you, and that is the best.*

The weight of the great happiness which bad come to Carl-
oscha had made her thoughtless for once, bnt Wendland
had hardly left the island when her conscience told her that
it would be dishonourable to keep her engagement secret
from her fatherly guardian. The news perturbed him ;he
had no confidence in the character of the man he had saved.
* Carloscba,’ he said, *

my Carloecha, th< n dear, true child 1*
God give it that thou has promised thyhand to a good man,
to aman who will know thee at thy full worth, else later
thou will have unhappiness. And God give him strength
to work as a true servant of His, else thou wilt hope and
wait in vain.’

She answered vehemently, * Iwill love him. No matter
how destiny tries me it will find me strong and true, for I
have his love in my heart. He has given me boundless
happiness 1 Now may misfortune come 1’ And it came—-

came as though she bad called for it.
Jappe Tolki knocked at the door and entered with a sly

grin, intended for a genial-smile. Yean before he had been
found guilty of fraud and horse-stealing and condemned to
banishment in Siberia ; bnt for some unaccountable reason
be had been exculpated. Many said it was because he and
his family had joined the Greek Church, the Government
religion; but as it all occurred on the mainland, nothing
positive was known save that for a time after his return he
had avoided alike his neighbours and the places of worship
of the rival religions.

With much cordiality and many details he explained to
the parson that the object of his visit was to prepare for the
marriage of his eldest son and alich Protestant from Ahrens-
burg, who with her relatives would soonarrive at the Tolki
farm.

'SHE DEFTLY PORTRAYED THE GIRL’S FACE.’

SHE THREW HERSELF UPON HIS BREAST AND

CLASPED HER ARMS ABOUT HIS NECK.
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Streccius grew grave, although the paper® that the Finn
handed him seemed right enough. Tolki's eldest son was a

small official in St. Petersburg, who oiled the Government
wheels in the interest of the inhabitants of Ahrensburg,
whither he was frequently called on business. It was years
since he had visited the island ; many asserted that he was

a zealous proselyte of the Greek Church. And even if this

were mere gossip why did Tolki ask Streccius to solemnize

the marriage when his second son was a Protestant divine
and it would be only natural that he should officiate at his
brother’s wedding? The bride's family was one of the best

in Ahrensburg. Tolki was fond of display, and it was pre-

posterous that he should prefer the little church wedding on

the island to an imposing ceremony and feast in the city.
Tolki plausibly explained away every objection, and itonly
remained for the parson to publish the banns and trust that

some objecting voice would be raised or some incriminating
evidence reach him from the mainland, if all was not as it
should be. The Greek Pope, with whom he consulted,
shared his doubts and they sent for the religious records of
the Tolki family; but ere these reached Oesel the bridal

party came to the parsonage begging Streccius to per-
form the ceiemony, as old Tolki was desperately ill and
nothing would procure him comfort save the knowledge that

his son’s marriage had been happily consummated. As,

apparently, every regulation had been complied with and

the wedding had been fixed for the morrow, Streccius per-
force consented.

The following day was Sunday, and the bride, her hus-

band, and their respective families attended the Lutheran
Church accompanied by old Tolki, who had been miracu-

lously restored to health—a few hours after blessing the

union. The parson had prepared a sermon from the text,
■ Give to Csesar the things that are Ctesar’s,’ with the ob-

ject of awakening the patriotism of the islanders, who were

loudly grumbling over a fresh tax. He explained at length
how Christ had tanghtcheerful obedience, and how he had
especially bidden the Jews who came to him agitated by
what was an usurious impost, to be submissive to the will
of their superiors. Protection of life and property and

many other good things came from the Government in re-

turn for the money it required, and he had finished by say-
ing : * How much more are these words applicable to you,
as yon have on the tax money tne picture of your own Em-

peror ?’
The people had seemed deeply moved by his eloquent

words, so that while changing his robes in the sacristy, the

good man felt consoled—almost forgot the news he bad
received on entering the old church that had caused bis

anger to rise as he observed Tolki in the congregation.
He found the wedding party waiting for him m the
porch, and Tolki greeted him with an invitation to the

banquet. The parson declined sharply and then exclaimed :
* How darest thou appear here before God ?—thou who hast

lied to Him in the person of His priest 1 I asked thee,
Jappe Tolki, in my official capacity, hadst thon become of
the Emperor’s faith viram jpuolesta? and thou didst swear.

Doubly hast thou lied, perjured thy selfand sinned against
thy God in Heaven ! Away from me, and may thy unclean
foot never cross this threshold again I’

Rage deformed the face of the Finn as the parson ex-

plained to the bride’s family how he had just received
proofs that the old man, his wife, and the bridegroom had

been for years Greek Catholics. The strict Protestant
father was heart-broken at the cruel deception which had
been practised to steal his daughter, from him and secretly
registered a vow to punish the Finn and eave the parson
from the persecution to which he had unwittingly exposed
himself by blessing a mixed union. At present, however,
there was nothing to be done but leave for home. So he
begged his daughter to leave her husband and join him and
her relatives. But the girl refused ; she had been fascinated
by the clever man ; and Tolki’s sneer,

* A wedding is a

wedding,’ expressed her views.

Jappe Tolki was not of the kind to brook interference
with his plans. All the village had witnessed the scene at
the church door and he determined to doubly punish Strec-
cius for the scandal his words had awakened. He had long
wished to see his second son, Parson Tolki, established on

the island ; and his first move caused the summoning of
Streccius by the Synod, to answer for the mixed marriage,
and the sending or this young clergyman to fill the vacant

pulpit.
Carloscha could not help associating the estimable

young divine with his crafty father, and oonduded that he
had had a hand in her uncle's undoing, whereas in reality he
had welcomed the call as a summons to protect her during
the elder parson’s absence. He had secretly loved her for
years, and hoped that some day he could earn her affection.
He had thoughtfullyarranged that his bright young sister
Thilo should accompany him to the parsonage, trusting that
her companionship would relieve the anxiety of Carloscha;
but to her his presence was a desecration of her uncle’s
parish which she would not condone. She left the parsonage
for the isolated cottage of a devoted old German shepherd,
which was little more than a hovel; and neither the plead-
ings of her friend Thilo, nor the offer of parson Tolki to
leave the island, would induce her to return to her former
home.

Nobody on the island but sly old Tolki knew that the
worthy clergyman would never return, for he lay already
in one of the noisome dungeons of an impregnable fortress
Prl son, having been arrested in Ahrensburg, spirited away
and_ locked up without a trial, on the grave charge of
having called the Czar, his benefactor, •

a Tiberias,’ in a
sermonpreached to the islanders already disaffected by the
new taxes. This was more than enough to condemn the
righteous man to perpetual imprisonment and death by
inches, and Tolki had known it when he bad travelled to
themainland and in conjunction with a bcught confederate
"fought accusation against the worthy divine.

Th® winter advanced and no news came to Carloscha
either from her uncle or her sister Julinka. Jusb before
her uncle s summons to the Synod, Julinka had written and
announced the arrival of Axel Wendland at the Polish
castie, saying that be was studying again at the theological
seminary in the neighbourhood and was a constant and
welcome guest in the house, from which he and Julinka
Knew that he had robbed the greatest ornament. Carlos-

? ’ aß we“ M her uncle, bad been shocked at the news ;
either could understand how those they loved could parti-

cipate in such a breach of hospitality, and for weeks her
sole consolation came from the fact that Julinka and the

oles had started for St. Petersburg and left Wendland

M
e-I° PBrene h«» studies.

Mail seldom arrived at icebound Oesel in winter, but at la t

hiJ.U,,ier came on Government business and brought with
m a letter from Julinka to Carloscha and one for Parson

Tolki announcing the secret incarceration of Streccius.
The young man immediately rode over to the cottage and
broke the bad news to Carloscha, telling her some enemy of

her uncle bad been at work and he intended to leave the

island at once, seek out the good man’s friends in Ahren-

burg, and arrange, if possible, for his escape. Flight, they
knew, was the only road to freedom left, for no cry could
pierce the fortress walls or rise from their humble homes to

that quarter from which alone an honorable liberation could

come.

Julinka’s letter to Carloscha was full of her joyful life in
St. Petersburg. She wrote that she was sought after by
the highest in the land, money poured in, and success

crowned her every effort. She filled pages with news of
Axel. He had followed her to St. Petersburg: and she con-

fessed that weak, miserable, and vacillating as she knew
him to be, she loved him with her whole heart.

Poor Carloscha knew, too, that Axel was weak, and
realized that he could not long resist the eharms of her
brilliant sister. She seized the opportunity of the return-

ing courier and wrote telling him of her misfortunes, and
that, worst of all, Julinka loved him. She begged that be

would explain to her about their betrothal, and help the poor

sister to quell this unfortunate passion. Then followed
tender expressions of unalterable devotion, passionate love

and longing, the outpouring of which brought her in some

sort of solace.
Alas, Julinka’s letter had been long in reaching Carloscha,

and ere the answer was written, her influence had secured
for Alex Wendland an honorable and remunerative Govern-

ment position, and their approaching marriage had been
publicly announced.

The cry from the lonely girl’s heart reached Wendland on

the morning of his wedding-day. He found it on his break-

fast tray. * How horrible I* he mused ;
* how crnel at this

time of all others 1’ He was about to burn it, unopened,
then decided to read it. As he did so he grew livid. He
could not stand the upbraidings of his ownconscience. He
must confess all. Two or three times he started towards the
door, then turned to walk up and down the room, groaning
as one in pain. Presently his features became calm; he
had for oncearrived at a decision. His smile returned as

he lit a candle and watched the flames slowly consume the
letter until nothing was left but a little grey ash which he

indifferently blew off the sleeve of his immaculate wedding
garment.

Julinka, too, was depressed onthe nuptial morning. She
had received a letter from Carloscha telling of her anxiety
over her uncle’s protracted absence, and the Lutheran

clergyman she had summoned to perform the ceremony had
sent in news of the parson’s incarceration for treason, so

that anxiety oppressed her. How could sherejoice when her
dear ones weresuffering ?—her uncle in a vile dungeon and
her sister in a solitary shepherd’s hut 1

* What happiness I Axel and I have a home to offer
Carloscha 1’ What consolation there was in the thought
that she had influence now, much influence, and would be
able tohelp her uncle. Meantime her poor little sister was

suffering privation; she must join them at once, and
Julinka sent off to her a telegram announcing her marriage
to Wendland and begging Carloscha to come to St. Peters-
burg. . . .

Streccius’ existence tn the fortress was one of extreme

misery. He was exposed to no actual physical torture, but
bis cold and dark cell was alive with vermin, his food con-

tained maggots, and the foul water which was sparsely
doled out to him emitted a stench. His only consolation
was his righteous conscience and the fellowship of an

estimable officer who had been in prison for years without
knowing why, whose philosophical, cheerful disposition and
acquaintance with the possibilities and impossibilities of
Russian justiceproved of invaluable assistance to the simple-
minded man. It was he who acted as interpreter of the
signs of liberation, and it was he who guided the wreck of
the once vigorous clergyman when, on a certain winter's
night, they round the doors of tbeir prison open and creep-
ing out of the fortress entered a sleigh which stood waiting
in the road. Young Tolki was the driver and carried them
swiftly to the distant home of a friendly parson, where the
poor man sought in vain torecuperate from his terrible ordeal

ere he was carried to the island, whence Parson Tolki hoped
he could arrange for bis escape across the frontier.

Streccius at oncewrote a letter to Julinka, telling her of
Axel’s engagement to Carloscha He had been made
anxious ere bis departure for the Synod by the artist's letter
about Axel’s constant visits to the family he had wronged,
and he determined to write her of his secret engagement to

her sister; but the sudden incarceration had effectually
silenced him. ...

It was the evening after the wedding. Julinka lay upon
her sofa in the bright lamplight dreaming lazily of her own

happiness and planning for tne relief of her dear ones. The
bell rang and a letter was brought it. She seized it with
anexclamation of joy; she had recognised her uncle’s hand-
writing, and this meant that he was free. She began to

read with avidity, but horror froze her blood when she
reached the part about Axel and Carloscha. She was forced

to go over the lines several times ere she could grasp their

Krtent. Terrible pictures of the future unrolled themselves
fore her. There was not an instant to lose. She rose,

rang, and ordered a carriage. She dressed hurriedly for
travelling, while a maid packed a trunk. She enclosed her
uncle’s letter in a fresh envelope it, sealed it, addressed
itto her husband and laid it where he would observe it on

his return. She had not added one word. Why should
she? It explained everything.

Scourged by her remorse at having wronged her sister,
though unwittingly, Julinka travelled night and day to

reach the island. The telegram could not be stopped, but

in the winter news was often delayed for weeks. She might
arrive before it, and in any case she would be there to share
Carloscba’s agony and help her nurse their uncle.

Fate was not sokind. A Government sledge started from

the mainland just as the dispatch arrived and bore it to the

village. Thilo Tolka didnot delay an instant, but mounted
and carried it on a full gallop to the hut. She was in her
brother’s confidence and was sure it contained news of the
old parson’s escape.

_ Carloscha tore open the envelope in brightest anticipa-
tion, while Thilo and the shepherd were caring for the
horse, and when she had read it she stepped back into the
hut. As they entered they found her sitting before the
open door of the stove gazing stolidly at the flames ; and in
answer to their inquiries she explained in a low, hoarse
voice that the _ telegram contained only a greeting from
Julinka, in which she expressed the hope of being able to
aid their uncle.

The others concluded that the deferring of her hopes had

unstrung Carloscha, already weakened and broken by the
long months of anxiety and privation ; so Thilo penitently
excused herself and rode home, as dejected as if her friend’s
disappointment had been due to her.

The shepherd pressed Carloscha to eatsomething and she
struggled to swallow a cup of tea before retiring to her
room. Here she listened until the stillness of the cottage
told her that the old man had laid himself to rest upon the
stove, as is the custom of the humble in Russia. She rose,
opened her window noiselessly and stood looking out into
the darkness, her hand caressing its rongh frame. How de-
liciously cool the night air felt upon her aching brow I It
tempted her forth. She clambered through the little case-

ment and started across the moors in the direction of the
sea. It was snowing hard, and the farther she went the
more difficult the way became. After what seemed an

eternity she reached the dunes. She felt them beneath her

feet. The snow in places was so deep she could barely
struggle through, and in others the ground was firm ana

hard where the wind bsd swept it clean. She stumbled and

fell often, but dragged herself upagain and still pressed for-
ward.

* Oh, it must I e near ! Yes, here it was I At last I’ and
with a little cry from her breaking heart she sank down
upon the ice-bound beach between the chalk cliffs.

It was a soft, low cry, and yet it rang into the heart of

eternity and reached the throne of the Most Pitifnl. On
black wings the angel of Death fliw downwards. He
divided the hurrying snowflakes and carried in bis unspotted
hands her pure soul to God, where itwas soon to be joined
by that of her martyred uncle.

'SHE SANK DOWN UPON THE BEACH.’
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SKETCHES IN TIM A R U HARBOUR.
1. The Norman McLeod being towed out. 2. The Railway Station. 3. “H.M.S. Ringarooma.”
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GOOD AND BAD LUCK.

THEY MAY BE DETERMINED BY THE LAW OF

PROBABILITIES.

A great deal of sophistry has been wasted in vain attempts

to prove that there is no snch thing as luck, good or bad ;

that nothing happens by chance, all results coming from

some definite cause. Even though the latter sentiment

conld be proved or should be admitted, it would not pre*
clnde the existence of luck to the individual.

That which occurs, favourable or nnfavourable to him,
from any causebeyond his control, is good luck or bad luck
so far as he is concerned, and there is no doubt that luck

plays some part in the history of everyone, but it is of much

less importance than the idle or indifferent suppose. The
individual may or may not take advantage of the fortuitous
circumstances or luck which he meets. That depends on

himself, his abilities, his industry, his boldness, bis charac-
ter—a thousand qualities of mind or person. Moreover, as

one cannot control luck, the importantthing in life is to

prepare one's self to meet it and turn it to some account.

Those who lay too much stress upon luck seldom deserve

good fortune. They are indolent, without enterprise or

zeal, and spend their time in complaining of their own hard
luck or in envious consideration of the good luck of others.

Lowell in one of his essays says that * Luck may and

often does have some share in ephemeral successes as in a

gambler’s winnings spent as soon as got, but not in any
lasting triumph over time. It is, ot course, conceivable

that an ephemeral success, arising from luck, might lay the

foundation for lasting success due to hard labour and de-

serving, but the rule is that unearned advantages cannot be

held ; the winner is not fitted by training and habits to

hold fast to that which he has gained. Cobden pictures the

subject truly, so far as young men are concerned, when he

says that * Luck is always waiting for something to turn

np. Labour, with keen eyes and strong will, will turn up
something.’ The last sentence is one of great significance
to the young.

Much that is called luck is not really such, but follows
deserving. Real luck is a mere matterof chance upon which
we can no more depend for a living or for advancement than

upon the turn of a card. He who would command good
fortune must depend upon his own industry and character.
He may meet with hard fortune, it is true, but industry,
zeal, honesty, will surely lift him out of it in the long run,
and, if not, his fortune cannot be altogether bad when he

retains to the end his honour and independence. The

?ronng may properlyrecognize that there is such a thing as

uck, but they should place no dependence on it, but think
only of fitting themselves to make good use of it if it should

come their way. The chances which may come to everyone,
and which are wholly beyond one’s control, are innumerable,
but he who speculates upon them will lose as surely as the

gambler, or, whenhe wins, show a gambler’s recklessness in

getting rid of his winnings.
There is a German proverb that ■ luck seeks those who

flee and flees those who seek it.’ The wise man will, there-
fore, not seek it, but moving through the world as though
nosuch think as luck existed, will depend upon his own in-

telligence, his own industry, his own good purposes to com-

mand fortune. Thus, self-reliant, he will be ready on the

instant to take advantage of any fortuitous circumstances
to further his designs, or be equally ready to avoid_or over-

come the • hard luck ’ that would overwhelm one who was

not thus fortified.

DE PROFUNDIS.

One word to the East from the West,
As a gull flies over the sea;

One word to the woman that I love best,
That shall tell the soul of me.

Weakness and doubt and wrong,
And this was the soul of a man.

Sin, and sorrow, and song,

And hopes that died and began,
For they died and began and died.

As a star flickers out in the night
And shines again—so he tried,

And now light, and darkness, and light.
Then awoman came—awind that blows

When the weedy boat lies still,
A wind that blows till the dark sea flows.

And the dark sails flap and fill.
Then a woman came—a sun that shines,

When the old world dotes half dead,
A sun that shines, till the gray snows divine,

And the gold flowers riot instead.
She came, this woman—the man knelt down

With his face in her knees and said :
• The grass that was green in youth went brown,

And hopes that were high went dead.

You came and a star shone out of the night
To the shepherd that watched—you came.

And the wind blew out of God’s mouth ; a light
Made the darkness reel with flame ;

And a dove flew out of the glowing air
To a blasted tree ; and the dove

Sang, as the wind to the trees that are bare—
Sang love, and hope, and love.’

She came—and together the twain of them trod,
And hand in hand the world was well.

For she was a woman who came from God,
And he was a man from hell.

A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION.
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Things From EmpireCity

BY TK6 RUTOGRRTIG IDGGR-

The Seamy

Side of Stage

Life.

The recent revelations of how theatrical com-

panies are conducted have, unfortunately for

the profession, attracted considerable atten-

tion. 11isuseless for mentoattempt toraise the
standard of the stage bystirringlecturesandeloquent speeches
when all the world is made awareof the laxity of morals

in business matters. Mr Bantley has many friends, and the
reports of the trials were almost as unpleasant reading for
them as they must have been for Mr Bsntley himself.
And this is saying a good deal, for the actor has announced
his intention of giving up the stage and devoting himself

entirely to lecturing. And in this Mr Bentley is certainly
very successful. His monologue on

• Our Best Friends ’is

really as good as anything of Charles Clark’s. As a

lecturer he indeed ought—if he can secure a good manager

—to rival Charles Clark.

•Our Best

Friends.’

But our best friends, who are they really?
Shakespeare and Milton, Robert Burns, even

the New Zealand Times are all well enough

in their way, but none of these will stand firmly by a man

in the hour of trouble and adversity—and that is precisely
the hour during which man wants the warm grasp of the

hand of a fellow-creature. If one is in good position, in

prosperous circumstances, and has plenty of money, it will

take him some time to enumerate all the friends he has, or

can have. But he only finds out who * the best ’of these

are when some shipwreck strands him on the desolate beach

of this world, and when he looks round for these friends

then, he may perhaps find one or two of them ; the probabi-

lity is that he won’t see a solitary soul about him except,

maybe, his wife, who doesn’t at all count—being
part of himself; and perhaps some little children,

who don’t know, and can’t understand, what cala-

mity is. In the course of some thirty years of colonial
life I have more than once looked round for my 'best
friend,’ but I couldn't discover him nohow. Shakes-

peare wasn’t a penn’orth of use when one hadn’t half-a-

crown in one’s pocket, and was 600 miles in the interior of

Australia. The best friend, and the most reliable in the

time of need, is one’s purse—if there be anything in it. If

there be little or nothing in it, the case is often a very hope-

less one. Still it is not always so; and I can think with

warm emotion of countless kindnesses which I have known
extended to people who were bent down like a sapling in a

storm, under wreckage of fortune, or under scandal (which

is worse than any wreckage), or under grief of various kinds

—of which there is plenty in the world. And isn’t it a

somewhat curious thing that our 'best friends’ in such cases,

often turn out to be persons in no way allied to us in kin-

ship—in no way related to us at all ? I remember a Rev.

James Taylor, minister of the Baptist Church in Collins-

street, Melbourne. He was a most eloquent man; quite
sixty years of age and grey—and yet neither his cloth, nor

bis eloquence, nor his years, prevented him from getting
into some trouble about a woman. I forget now, exactly,
the facts—if I remembered them I would not state them.

But there was, of course, an awful howl : the scandal

mills of Melbourne were set grinding ; and they ground the

Rev. James Taylor and the lady, until nothing of either,

not a shred worth picking up was left I The lady died—-

probably that was about the wisest thing she could have

done. But the Reverend gentleman didn’t die. He grew

from grey to white—and shrank upand turned yellow like

a withered leaf. Often and often have I seen him, doubled

up ; sitting in a corner of a scantily furnished room—his

eloquence was quite gone now ; he hadn't a word to throw

to a dog ! What he felt most of all was the desertion from
him, in his trouble, of his * best friends.’ One or two men,

but not a single woman, remained of all those countless

people who for decades of Sundays had hung upon

his words I Sir Charles Dilke was another prominent
man who got into trouble—also about a woman :
it seems to me that there isn't any trouble worth call-

ing trouble at all, unless a woman is in it. Well, there

was Sir Charles Dilke in the House of Commons : He sat on

a bench white as a ghost, and qnite as lonely—his best
friends gave him a wide berth immediately. I always
thought a great deal of the Hon. Joseph Chamberlain for
the courageous and kindly and humane way in which he
walked up to Dilke, sat down beside him, and carried on a

friendly conversation with him for half an hour in the face
of the whole House of Commons. There was true bravery
in that generous action—and Chamberlain didn’t in the

smallest way identify himself with wrong, or at all com-

promise himself by sticking to his friend, just at the
moment when he ought to stick by him. Women, however,
fare even worse than men do, when they get into scrapes.
They haven’t trot any best friends, they haven’t got any
friends at all, then. The most merciless critics women have
are women ; the best friends men have, when disaster over-

takes them, are generally women.

A Pleasant

Public

Service

Picnic.

A number of Civil servants chartered the s.s.

Duco on Saturday for a Lowry Bay picnic.
The vessel was crowded with a very nice lot
of people. I don’t remember enjoying a

picnic so much for a long time; and this

perhaps was because I had an idea that it was almost hope-
less to expect the Civil servant—who always, almost, is at

freezing point—to thaw. I went to the picnic as a matter

of social duty; and fully expected rigidity and frigidity.
However, there wasn’t either the one or the other. Every-
body was quite affable and agreeable ; and as the day was

also delightful, and the vessel a smart and a swift one, with
a most obliging captain and crew, we spent a very pleasant
afternoon. There were people aboard from quite distant
places. I had myself some Sydney children with
me : there were ladies from Napier, from Auckland, from
the South Island, and Civil servants from every flat of

the huge edifice known as the Government Buildings.
Lowry Bay is an exceedingly pretty spot: we had the use

of the grounds surrounding the house of Mr H. D. Bell,
M.H.R., and close by is the residence which some of the
Governor’s family at present occupy. The trip home in the
moonlight was especially enjoyable. One could sincerely
wish that these reunions, and reunions such as these, were

more frequent. There are gentlemen in the Government
Buildings, who, I believe, have been going up and down the
same staircases together for ten and even twenty years.
And yet they hardly know each other—don’t often speak to
each other. A trip or two in the Duco, and a picnic now

and then, would make all these people better known to

each other; and I think the better and the more people are

really known, the more we think of them—and justly so.

Human nature isn’t a bad sort of thing on the whole, at all,
even when it gets tied up with red tape; and there is no

reason at all why a man who is always calling himself
•

your most obedient servant ’ should, on that account,
either give himself airs, or suppose he was some poor in-
significant being.

Wellington

City.

A good many Wellington citizens do not like

Wellington. Some of the main streets are

narrow, and, in wet weather muddy—so
muddy that one wonders where the great quantity of mud
comes from. The residences, in many cases, are difficult of

access; I myself climb about 150 steep steps, sometimes ten

times a day to reach my abode. Rents are high, and the
city itself has some other disadvantages. But the harbonr
is pretty and the harbour arrangements of the Harbour
Board are really excellent; while the country round abont
Wellington is often picturesque and generally pleasant.
The climate is healthy but disagreeable. Wind, dust, and

rain are frequent troubles, and fine weather for a whole
consecutive week is an infrequent occurrence. Despite all
disparagements and some disadvantage, the Empire City
can hold its own with any other New Zealand town, and is,
on the whole, more prosperous than any one other of them.
The people are orderly ; there is very little larrikinism, and
almost an entire absence of rudeness or coarseness at large
public assemblies, such as theatres and election meetings.
If it be right to speak of a place as one finds it, then it is
right to say that Wellington isn’t a bad place at all to re-

side in.

Wellington

People.

To speak of a man as one finds him is an old
injunction—but this isn’t so simple a motto

as it looks on the face of it—highly proper
although it may be. For a man isn’t always the same

man. Reverse of fortune, drink, and a variety of other
calamities alter men’s natures totally—and this, frequently,
in a very short space of time. A community also, as well
as a place, changes its nature utterly in the course, even,

of a few years. At one time the best people perhaps
on the face of this globe were to be found at Bal-
larat. They arn’t there now. Somewhere in the year
1872 I was at Bendigo. Going home from (newspaper)
work at midnight Ihappened tomeet a poor woman coming
into the city with a string of ragged children after her. She
and theyhad tramped many long miles without a shilling.
I forget her exact story now ; but at all events it wasso

pitiful, or so desperate, that I went back to the office and
drew attention to her case—stating where the people were

to be found—in a short paragraph. Next morning there
was a regular procession of Bendigo ladies carrying baskets
with ample supplies for the destitute family ; at that time
no one would tolerate poverty, even one case of poverty in
Bendigo. I am afraid there are many poor and very poor
Bendigodians now ! The very pick of the population of

these islands, I think, was to be found on the WestCoastsome
years ago. Bad times, changes in circumstances for theworse,
have completely altered the character of many and many a

good West Coast man since I Who can be open-heartedand
generous when the world seems determined to go against
one, and even to rain one? And jnst as there are Welling-
ton citizens who donot like Wellington, so there are Wel-
lington citizens who do not like Wellington people. They
say they are unsocial—and this is, to some extent, true.

But the unsociability is simply a habit, and does not rise
from any moroseness or want of kindness. If one were to

speak of the Wellington people as one found them, there
could really—speaking generally, of coarse—be little said

except in their favour. In the musical world of Wellington
there may be two or three cads—there are such cads in all
the musical firmaments. But the citizens are really kind
people ; and I know of no place in which the public institu-
tions, the charitable institutions especially, are so numerons

and so well managed.

AID TO THE DROWNING.

HOW TO EFFECT A RESCUE WITHOUT DANGER TO EITHER
PARTY.

How is it possible torescue adrowning man without danger
toeither party concerned ’ It is essential that the man in
the water should be reached asspeedily as possible. There-
fore a rapid plunge into the water nearest him would be the

proper thing to do. It is better to run along the shore of a
river to a point above where the man is in order to have the
assistance of the current in rescuing him, thus saving your
strength, which will be needed later. Be sure to approach
him from behind, grabbing him in such a manner that

your left hand, which passes under his left arm, may
grasp his right wrist firmly, and press him firmly toward
you. Then swim toward the shore upon your back, being
careful to make use of the current all you can. The right
hand is kept entirelyfree and canbe used in swimming. Only
the faces of the two will be visible above the water, and both
bodies will be carried more by the water (according to the
specific weight) the rescuer having the task of moving for-
ward. The rescuer cannot be grasped by the onerescued,
as the latter cannot turn to the right, because his wrist is
firmly held, nor can he tnrn to the left, because then the
rescuer would pull the left shoulder closer to his
own. If the first attempt to catch the drowning man

be not successful, try it again. The objection that if
a drowning man grasp you it is impossible to shake
him off, is groundless. The man drowning will always try
to keep his head above water. Therefore all the rescuer

has to do is to dive under the water, and the man

will immediately let go. The method is advocated by the
leading swimming societies everywhere, and it has been
stated that, except in extraordinary circumstances, one

cannot drown so long as he retains his presence of mind and
is occupied with one person only. Let everybody remember
to save a fellow being from drowning depends in every case

not so much on the rescuer’s skill as a swimmer as on bis
cool-headedness and quickness of action.

Horses, Sheep and Cattle Ailments
VETERINARY BOOK free with every lx-tile, containinglull iuHtructionv for the
treatment and cure ofbuffering anunain. Insist on having CONDYB FLUID.

( ondy d; Mitchell, of London,England,are the bole manufacturer!*.
Couuy m Fluid Is sold by all Chemists.

Speedily Cured by “ Condy’s Fluid.”
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THE SEVEN DEADLY SINS OF AMERICA.

THE SIN OF FALSE CHIVALRY.

AMERICA
is the land where women demand and

receive more from men and give lees in exchange

than anywhere else on theplanet. They first tnrn

the bulk of the male popnlation into money-slave* for their

especial benefit and then despise them for being slaves.

Generations of men with strangely perverted ideas of

chivalry have been at great pains to teach the women here

that their proper role is to stand on pedestals and smilingly
receive men’s homage ; and it must be admitted that the
women have learned the lesson well. European women

study to be pleasing ; American women only try to shine.
In Europe a bride is proud to bring her husband as dower a

substantial sum that enables him to bear the added bnrden
and gives him material aid at the timein his career when

he most needs it; in America a busband is content to take

bis life partner with no adornmentsave her personal charms,
and take her, too, despite a trio of defects so common as to

be almost national characteristics. These are :

1. Her inability or unwillingness to help her busband.
2. Her sense of superiority over her husband.
3. Her geneial discontent with existing conditions.

It should be said that theabove is mainly true of women

who live in cities ; the choicest flowers of American woman-

hood being hidden away in the country towns.

First, I maintain, there is a lamentable lack of disposition
among American city women to make good helpmates for
their husbands. It is not that they are unwilling to exert

themselves or that they lack capacity, for both in body and

mind they arethe most richly endowed women in the world ;
but their whole early training has been wrong. It has been

impressed upon them from childhood that a husband is a

glorious institution created solely for loving, honouring and

protecting them.it being well understood that the little
word • to obey ’ has long since become obsolete in the mar-

riage ceremony. As young ladies they have been told so

often that they are clever, pretty, vivacious, tactful, accom-

plished, coquettish or
* cunning,’ told this year after year by

well-meaning but misguided men, that they have finally
come to regaid man’s normal and natural position in rela-
tion to themselves as one of suppliant posture and adoration.
And themen, victims of their own unwisdom, donothing to

disabuse the women’s minds of these unwholesome notions

until some fine day the marital ship runs hard onone of the

inevitable rocks or quicksands, and then, alas, there comes

a rude awakening !
To be perfectly honest now, ladies, what doyou do to help

your husbands in the struggle for existence that is at all
proportionate to what they do for yon ? Remember, I am

speaking of the women who live in cities, their number

forming probably one-half of our entire population. There
are thousands and thousands of you who live comfortably
in boarding-houses, at least quite as comfortably as your

busbands, and do practically nothing toward lifting the

common burden beyond occasional repairs in clothing. In
the main you lead idle lives, don’t you ? There are many
other thousands of you who live in flats or private houses,

where your cares are limited to * overseeing ’ things and

managing the servants. Your husbands every day do twice

as much as this befoie their lunch ! I do not forget the

children and the care in their bringing up that devolves

upon the mother, but modern educational science has done
much to lessen this responsibility, so that to-day there are

thousands of city homes where the children are brought up,

one may say, almost without mothers, the real bard work

being done by bottles, nurses, kindergartens, governesses,
schools, and colleges. You know perfectly well that this is

so, and your husbands who pay the bills know it also !
Even were the wife’s duties as arduous as her busband’s
their burdens would still be unequal, since he must be

familiar with all that transpires in her sphere, from the

baby’s new tooth up to the discharging of the cook, while
she remains in darkest Africa as regards his business.

Who ever heard of an American city woman being in-

formed about her husband’s business except as to the ap-

Kroximate number of dollars it brings in annually ? Tbe
usband slaves six days a week at bis cffice, comes home

worried and worn, harassed by the killing strain to ‘ keep
up appearances,’ and although it is largely to satisfy his

wife’s desires and ambitions that he goes thia pace, it never

occurs either to him or to her to take counsel together
touching hie prospects or perplexities. It is not even

thought fitting she should have any precise ideas or know-
ledge about his daily toil. She knows he is a doctor,
a writer, or a bishop ; that he trades in stocks, flour, or

ribbons ; she can tell you the location of his office and
whether his typewriter is pretty, and that is all she cares to

know about the mystery of his down-town life.
What a contrast here with the attitude of European

women toward their husbands ! Nothing is more common

among middle-class people in Paris than for the wife, be-

sides attending to her home and children, nut only to ad-
vise with her husband in every detail of bis business, often
showing herself the guiding spirit, but to go daily to the
shop when he goes, to stand at the counteror desk as he
stands, and to share hour by hour tbe work he does.
American womenare fully contentto share the profits ! It
is fair to say that American men, through these same false

ideas of chivalry and social pride, would, however hard
pressed, be the first to protest against their wives assisting
them in any such practical way, and are for the most part
distinctly averse to them engaging in teaching, type-writing,
dressmaking or any honourable employment. It might,
forsooth, give sneering neighbours a chance to whisper:
‘Mrs So and-So has to work.’ And what of it, I say?
Why, in the name of common sense, should Mrs So and-So
not work ? Sooner, however, than have that happen, tbe
average American husband would fail in business—or do

worse !
* I don’t mind working in single harness, but I won’t work

in double—not for any man living.’ That was a remark I

heard a young lady make who holds a position in a New
York office, where she has shown herself possessed of fine
business abilities. As long as she remains unmarried she
will do as much work every day as the average man and
show herself nonethe worse for it. But as soon as she be-
comes the wife of some devoted American, then her hands
will drop listlessly at her sides and he must take the oars for
both and row away as best he can. Poor fellow, he may
break his back, but he will never murmur I Thousands of
unmarried American women have this idea and regard their
daily tasks as an unpleasant necessity which must bridge
over the time until they shall have found a busband to work
for them. If American men were as clever as is said, they
would utilize in their own schemes some of the fine business

brain lying idle in their wives’ heads !

My second point is that a wide tendency exists among

American women to consider themselves superior to tbe

men, this being especially true in the better middle class.
And the humiliating part of it is that in a large number of

instances this opinion is justified—they are the men’s
superiors I Take New York women, for instance ; look at

them streamingalong Twenty-third street in the shopping
hours or strolling on Fifth Avenue. Are theynot splen-
did creatures physically—clear-eyed, strong-limbed, well-

groomed ? True, oneremarks an extia development of tbe

bust, and an undue widening of the hips ; but that is largely
their own fault, being the result of idleness and over-feed-
ing. Compared with them, American men make a poor

showing indeed, being for the most part round-shouldered,
big-waisied, sharp featuied, piematutely bent and bald,
slovenly in dress and bearing, plainly a dyspeptic and apo-

plectic lot. No wonder the women hold their beads high as

they sweep past proudly I
Nor are the American women of the upper and upper

middle classes less superior to tbe men in refinement and
polite acquirements than in physical perfections. * The
finest modern advantages ’ have been showered upon them,
and they have been * polished ’ and * educated ’ far beyond
the poor attainments of the masculines, who read only the
newspapers, know nothing but tbe dry details of their busi-
ness, have no ideals beyond the making of money, are abso-
lutely deficient in the arts of conversation, have no esprit
save what they get from smoking car ‘drummers’ or comic

journals; in short, are absolutely unfitted to be the com-

panions of these goddess women, whom they nevertheless

marry. And that is the worst of it! That is the chief
reason why American women are so widely discontented I
They look down upon their husbands ; they are the victims

of too much culture ; they have been given loftyand beau-
tiful ideals which they cannot realise; they are like the

poor South Sea Islanders, who, having heard the praises of

Delmonico dinners sung until their mouths water, are left
to fill their stomachs with raw turtle.

In this painful comparison the raw turtle stands for the
hustling, money-grubbing, woman-ridden American hus-
band I It also stands for many other illusions tenderly
nourished in the American maiden’s breast only to be dis-
pelled with advancing years. It is no kindness, but sheer
cruelty to give our girls a keen appreciation of tbe beauti-
ful, the artistic, and then make them live in selfish and
unlovely surroundings. Why tell them that American
women are created to stand on pedestals when it is false ?

Why fill their minds with visions of soulful, high-minded
men, when they are fated to pass their lives with money-
grubbers? This is false chivalry, unworthy of American
men I Pity the unfortunate daughters who come back
from study abroad, having breathed deeply the glorious art-

laden atmosphere of Paris and Rome, only to
‘ settle down ’

in a mean little Harlem flat, whose walls are decorated
with newspaper chromos. Pity the women in whom have
been developed spiritual and poetic natures stranded sud-
denly, starving in the midst of a desert of commonplace
surroundings, with no hope or chance of satisfying the

yearnings that consume them ! Almost better never to

have emancipated them from tbe condition where they were

happy chewing gumin Chicago and on state occasions sing-
ing. ‘ Oh, Fair Dove ! Oh, Fond Dove !’

What wonder, then, if American women are discontented,
for to them come frequently such sad contrasts between tbe

pictures of life drawn to them as girls, and the pitiful
realization known by them as women. What wonder if

they often grow embittered, resentful, reckless, or if some

fiercer natures, feeling they have not had their deseits,
burst into warring discontent and let ambition drive them
on with noheed to the means.

It is this restless, dissatisfied spirit that is driving
American women to-day to usurp men’s functions in all

lines, from rnnningthe government down to the wearing of
starched shirts. And this they do rather from restlessness
and fretfulness than for any real desire for further ‘ rights.’
Do they not know in their hearts that they have long ago
secured from men all their rights and more, taking with

shrewd discrimination the privileges and pleasures of their

husbands’ or fathers' stations in life while shirking the
responsibilities? Why are women al) over the country
cultivating a taste for that most unwomanly game of poker,
except to show the men that they, too, can play the bluff.
Why are women in our nice restaurants calling daily for

cocktails and whiskies, served in teacups, if you please, and
in quantities to shame their grandmothers ? Surely they do

notlike the stuff I Why are they betting on the races, pro-
fessing deep interest in sports they never understand,
affecting a slangy style of talk, smoking cigarettes, strut-

ting about in mannish clothes, and pushing themselves for-

ward in such unfeminine pursuits as newspaper work and
reforming the slums ? They are doing these things as fads,
because they have nothing else to do, and because they
know there are sound reasons against their doing them.

Iknow a wealthy girl who, almost alone in a crowd of men,

followed the lectures and quizzes at the law school and
finally took her degree simply beeanse someone told her she

couldn’t understand so dry a subject.
‘ I’ll show yon if I can’t,’ said she, and that reply voices

the end-of-the-century attitude of numberless women in

American cities.
‘ Please take me through Chinatown,’ said a lovely woman

of my acquiantance.
I explained to her that Chinatown was a vile place, with

nothing to recommend it but commonplace vice and un-

common odours.

* I don’t care,’ she persisted, * I want to see Chinatown,
and if you don’t take me, I’ll go anyhow.’
I said she was a lovely woman, so it ended in my taking

her, and she made brave pretence of enjoying it, as she
fished slimy mysteries out of a bowl with chopsticks and
swallowed them, and then sat in a reeking room with black
bugs crawling over tbe board walls and watched a poor
white girl named Annie smoking herself to death with

opium. Annie was tbe wife of a moated Chinaman.
What but sheer perversity, growing out of this wide-

spread discontent, can tempt women when travelling to

insist on entering the smoking car? Yes, and smoking there,
for I have it on tbe authority of a New York Central con-

ductor that this is not an unheard-of occurrence on their
most respectable line.

* The other day,’ he said, *
a well-dressed, nice-looking

girl went forward to the smoker and proceeded to light a

cigarette. I asked her to leave the car—she refused.
What could I do? Nothing; and the girl had her way,
while the men stared. Another case, not very long before,
was that of an elderly woman who also claimed her right to

sit in the smoking car and puff away at a pipe. But the
most remarkable case in my experience happened on the
midnight train coming down from Albany, when a young
woman on being remonstrated with by a gentleman for

smoking, rose to her feet, threw down her cigarette, and

squaring off in tbe attitude of a boxer, landed a good left-
hander on the side of the gentleman's head. This she fol-

lowed—l give you my word of honour she did—by lifting
her skirt very slightly and shooting out a rapid kick that

caught the man squarely in the stomach and sent him
sprawling. Having asserted herself thus, the lady took out
her cigarette case, lighted a second cigarette and was left
unmolested, you may be sure, for tbe rest of her journey.*
I admit that these are extreme cases, but a few years ago

they would have been impossible cases. These smokitig

The Wife Orders her Little Lunches at Some

Swell Cafe.

While the Husband Gobbles a Buffet Lunch.

Physical Superiority of the American Woman

to the American Man.

184 THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC Sat., February 23, 1895.



car women are marching in the vanguard of the female army
of discontent I

This discontent among city womentaints all classes, from

thelowest to the highest. In the absence of consecrated
social leaders such as Europe possesses, each woman here

considers herself as good as each other woman, and feels
that fate has been unjust in giving to others more than she
has received. The whole servant girl problem grows outof

this inherent dissatisfaction. The girls who find themselves
doing what is called * menial ’ labour are jealous of the

women whom they serve. See how quick they are, oncethe

day’s work is finished, to leave the house of servitude and
flaunt themselves about the city in gowns and cloaks, in
ribbons and jewellery, which, if lacking in the real quality
of those worn by their mistresses, are at least the very best

imitations their scant means can procure. There is a simi-
lar struggle going on in the breasts of type writers, shop-
girls, chorus girls, and all who earn their daily bread.

They aregenerally discontented 1
What is thus true of city women in the working classes

is true of those most highly placed. It is true of all who

come between. In this country there is no respect for

classes, our glorious republican principles making every
woman feel herself a potential Mrs Vanderbilt. The social

history of our cities is so full of sudden changes, where

people have jumped from nothing to everything, that there

is no woman so poor but feels that she may some day have

her palace on Fifth avenue. Mrs Maloney, reflecting on all

this in her parlour in Shantytown, realizes vaguely that it is

incumbent upon her in her present lowly surroundings to

prepare herself for possible glory to come. She looks long-
ingly through her parlour windows, sees the goat chewing
the leaves of the geianinms and never moves, for itis not

fitting that a prospective lady should be seen rushing out of

the house in a calico wrapper to drive a goat off the front

piazza. Perish a thousand geraniums rather than let Mrs
Maloney violate a rule of etiquette !

As already hinted, one of the most serious effects of this
general discontent on the part of women is their frequent
attitude of condescension towards their husbands. The
men of America worship the women, which is a fatal mis-

take, and are in return not infrequently despised by the
women, which is manifestly unjust. Let us suppose that a

woman of culture has married a man without culture for
the sake of the money he can bring her. To begin with,

she should despise herself for having been a party to such a

sordid bargain. Furthermore, if the man hates Wagner
and mediaeval cathedrals and likes • My Pearl is a Bowery
Girl,’ the fault is largely hers. For it must be borne in
mind that if American men are lacking in culture, it is be-
cause they have no time or strength for acquiring it, their

lives and energies being exhausted in procuring culture for

their wives and daughters. The courses in art, the trips
abroad, the aesthetic homes, the music, the languages, the
whole modish combination of unpractical things that tend
to make our best women shine at the expense of the men—-

who furnish these ? who slave to pay for these? who but
the unenlightened husbands and brothers? By what principle
of justice do the women of a land thus presume to turn
the men into pack horses ? Even if false ideas of chivalry
make the men content to play such servile roles, do not the
women themselves see that this disparity in the attain-
ments of the two sexes can result in nothing but mutual
wretchedness ? The husbands areoutclassed in culture by
their wives the wives are too good for their husbands, and
what then ? Shall marriage be abolished, and if not, how
bridge the breach thatis thus widening in many households ?

These causes are producing untold evil in our national
life. They are inducing hundreds of wealthy women
to show their discontent by abandoning their country
entirely and living abroad, where men cultivate the
arts and graces and see something else worth while in
life than the piling of gold upon gold. They are re-

sponsible for that strange and unpatriotic tendency so

widely noted now in this land, and never noted in any
other, which drives not a few American women to prefer
foreigners for husbands rather than men of tbeirowncountry,
lhey are leading large numbers of discontented wives

a^er some shadowy ideal—women who are idle in
their lives, over-fed and bored to death—into carrying their
reckless pursuit of the unattainable even to the point of in-
d ulging in chance flirtations or worse. The revolting evi-

dence of the divorce courts, as blazoned forth day after day
in our unclean newspapers, leaves no doubt on this point.
The testimony of thatsewer of iniquity, the personal column
in the New York Herald, shows a condition of wide demora-
liz ition.

I myself, on one occasion, as an experiment growing out

of a wager, inserted a personal in this curious column,
stating in accordance with the prescribed formula,that * a

prosperous bachelor of thirty desired to make the acquain-
tance of a charming lady a few years younger—object
matrimony.’ I received within three days no less than

fifty answers to this modest request, many of them, as I
took pains to verify, coming from women who have every
right to call themselves respectable, and are so considered.
Of the fifty there were certainly ten of this class, in this
number being included two young ladies living in good
homes, three married women, one school teacher, onewidow,
one literary woman and, strangest of all, a mother and her
daughter, who both answered the advertisement each with-

out the knowledge of the other. Having eliminated the
forty applicants whose motives were apparent and who there-
fore became uninteresting, I spent some time in studying
the respectable ten, trying to discover what had led them

into so strange an indiscretion. In every case there was the
same story—an idle life, a discontented mind and a longing
after something away from the commonplace, something
having in it a dash of romance and ideality. And these
unfortunate women could find no better way of pursuing
their chimera than by risking their good names in the hands
of an entire stranger.

This craving for admiration among women, this deep con-

viction that men’s homage is their just due, this superficial
culture and feeling of superiority is making it more and
more difficult every year for youngmen to marry city girls.
Such girls are too exacting, too indifferent to the value
of money, too little disposed to content themselves with
simple pleasures. A European girl of the middle class will
be as happy as a child if her sweetheart sends her a little
bunch of violets for which he spent perhaps a franc. It
is the kind thought she thinks of, not the price. Here
a girl of the same class, if she has flowers at all,
must have the best—roses at several dollars a dozen,
something that gives plain evidence of having cost money.
When an American girl accepts aninvitation for the even-

ing she expects to be taken to the theatre, to have the

most expensive seats, and afterwards to be offered a supper
served in good style at a place of maximum charges. There
is no romancing about this, but sober, serious reality, as

hundreds of hard-working young men have learned to their
cost. The girls do not care so much for the things them-
selves, as for the evidence of devotion which, in their minds,
must be accompanied by the spending of money. How

different in Paris, where an evening’s pleasure is within

reach of the most slender purse. A stroll along the boule-
vards, an hour in front of a caf6 watching the throng, some

bocks to drink, some little cakes at a patisserie, a ride in a

carriage for two francs—and the girl is so grateful, so free
from that odious pedestal posing !

And the young women themselves of our cities, from the
very training they have received and their knowledge of the

world, are in many instances left undecided what course

they shall pursue in regard to marriage. They know from

the experience of others and from their ownobservation that

without money their married lives will be full of aggrava-
tion and disappointment. On the other band, their womanly
instincts bid them heed the voice of real disinterested love.
They would fain have love and have money also ; but the
combination is a difficult one to make. A most beautiful

and accomplished young woman from the West, whom I
know intimately, made frank confessions to me once of her

embarrassments in this matter.

* I love a young artist,’ she said, • with all my heart, and

he loves me. But he has no money. An old broker down
town, worth two or three millions, is infatuated with me,
but I abominate him. Both men want me to marry them.
If I marry the broker I shall be wretched because I despise
him ; if I marry the artist I shall be wretched because I

despise being poor ; so as far as I can see, I am sure to be
wretched either way. On the other hand, I cannot go back
to the humdrum life of my family, for that would kill me

with its monotony. I crave the free existence of a great
city, and yet staying here I must find some way to live.

My tastes are extravagant, far beyond what I could earn ;
and yet without lovely things about me I should rather die.

So what can I do ? How can I decide ? I am miserable
with worrying, I am discontented, unhappy. Marriage
seems impossible, home life is impossible, honest work is

impossible, and what is there left ?'
An everyday example of the craving for admiration en-

gendered in our city women by the pedestal habit is to be

found in their loud and extravagant dress on the street.
One cannot walk through the fashionable thoroughfares of

a pleasant afternoon without seeing numbers of women

apparelled in such a flaunting of colours and unseemly dis-

play of silks and velvets as would make a European gentle-
man doubt their being respectable women, which they
nevertheless are. Hundreds of them may be seen any day

on Twenty-third Street wearing white gloves, diamond ear-

rings, a load of ribbons and feathers on the hats showing
three or four glaring colours, with cloaks and skirts of rich
brocades or velvets which should never be seen outside the
carriage or the drawing-room, and in general presenting
themselves in snch garish costumes as European ladies
would scarcely dare to wear in the evening and certainly
never in broad daylight.

The great reason why French women are infinitely better
dressed than women of America is because each one makes
it her business to study her own advantages and defects and

dresses with a view to bringing out the one and concealing
the other. She knows what is becoming to her individually
and adopts it regardless of prevailing fashions, which
American women follow slavishly. On the street the French
woman dresses quietly, simply, with few colours and those

of deep tints, the only women in Paris who appear in the
streets as American ladies do being the fashionable eccen-

triques or demimondaines. This is not complimentary to.
New York women, but it is theplain truth. The fashions

imported from Paris by New York women arenot fashions
of French women of the comme il faut class, but exaggera-
tions of these, garish creations for the foreign market.

The rampant spirit of discontent also leads American city
women into extravagant habits. This is seen in the way
they let their handsome gowns trail along the sidewalks,
although the habit is ruinous to their skirts as well as most

uncleanly. They donot care ; when the bottoms are frayed
they will send them to the dressmaker and their husbands
will pay the bills. The same spirit is discovered when one

watches them lunching in swarms at expensive restaurants,

where they spend a dollar and a half or two dollars of their
husbands’ money for a comfortable meal, while these same
husbands meantime are perched on some high stool down
town bolting a piece of pie and a glass of milk which cost
perhaps a quarter.

One may sum up the whole question by saying that
American women ought to be the finest women in the
world, tor they have the choicest natural endowment and
the most splendid opportunities. But they have suffered
sorely through this unfortunate determination of the men
to glorify them, and been harmed by the sin of false
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chivalry. They have been made unhappy and have made

the men nnhappy.
For years now. gentle ladies, yon have stood on yonr

pedestals, and found them only breeding spots for discon-
tent. We foolish men pnt yon there, but we cannot take

you down. So why not save the situation yourselves ?

Why not come down, trip down gracefully, smilingly, of
yonr own accord ’ It would be better for you, better for
us. better for the nation. Take a few lessons from good
old Europe and everything will be lovely I

What I have put down here is said in earnestness and
with conviction, though portions may sound strangely to

those who have not given the subject careful thought—-
which suggests the remark that it might be well for this
country if more people in it did serious thinking now and
then I

Cleveland Moffett.

A CHINESE LEGEND ABOUT MUSIC.

HOW THE DIVINE ART WAS REDUCED TO A SYSTEM.

* The legend tells us that Lyng-Lun wandered, deep in

thought, to the land of Lijoimig, where the bamboos grow.

He took one, cut a piece of it between two of the knots,

and having pushed out the pith, blew into the hollow,

whereby he produced a beantiful tone, like the sound of his

own voice. At this moment, the river Hoang-bo, which ran

boiling along a few paces off, roared with its waves, and the

noise it made was also in unison with the sound of Lyng-
Lun’s beautiful voice, and the sound of the bamboo.

‘“Behold them,” cried Lyng-Lun, “the fundamental
sonnd of nature I” And as he was musing on this wonder-
ful coincidence, the magic bird Foung-hoang and his mate

came flying along. They perched on a tree, and began to

sing. Imagine the delight of our musician when he found
that their song was also in nnison with the sounds of the
river, the bamboo and his own voice. Then all the winds
were hushed, and all the birds of the air were silent, as they
listened to the song of the magic bird and his mate.

* As they sang, Lyng-Lun, who had found his opportunity
and, like a wise man,meant touseit, kept cutting bamboos,
and tuning them to the notes of the birds, six to the notes of
the male and six to the notes of the female. When they had

finished singing, Lyng-lun had twelve bamboos cut and
tuned, which he bound together and took to the king, and

they gave forth the twelve notes of our modern chromatic
scale.

• The odd notes, F, G, A, B, C sharp, D sharp were the
mate notes, and the even notes F sharp, G sharp, A sharp,
C, D, E, were the female, and with that partiality for the
masculine sex which is not peculiar to the Chinese, they
pronounced the six odd or male notes perfect, and called

them “Yang,” and the six even or female notes they pro-

nounced imperfect, and called them “Yu.” *
The writer thinks that, with anorigin sopoetic, wemight

certainly have expected music to develop into something
which would justify its being called in China, as with us,
* the Divine Art,’ but, according to her account, a Chinese
orchestra is the most atrocious, ear-splitting performance
one could possibly listen to. Still, as she remarks, there are

two sides to every question, and the Ch’-»se and Japanere
trained musicians listen to the efforts of W< - *ern artists with

a toleranceborn of a sense of lofty superiority. The gourd,
or ching, is said by the writer to be the most pleasing
of Chinese instruments, and she tells us, apparently with-
out the slightest attempt at humour, that ‘it seems to be
something akin to the Scotch bagpipes.’ Another instru-

ment, the ou, is a very poetic conception. It is described
as in the form of a crouching tiger, with twenty-seven teeth

on its back, like the teeth of a saw, and is played by
scraping these with a stick.

Society

Gossip.

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, February 18.

There seemed nothing much doing last week except

TENNIS.

The final match for the Ladies’ Championship Cup took place last

Wednesday afternoon on the Mount Eden and Epsom Lawn be-
tween Miss Mowbray (Parnell), the holderof the Cup, and Miss
A. Nicholson (Auckland). After a hard struggle the last-named
won for the present year. Miss Mowbray wore navy skirt and

white blouse, while her opponent was simply gowned in white
muslin. Amongst the spectators I noticed Mrs Ruck, in grey
check finished withblack ; Mrs Goodhue, black flowered delaine;
Mrs Chambers, black silk; Miss Horne (who has just returned
with her sister from a lengthy stay in England), navy delaine
finished withcream lace ; the Misses Hesketh (two), were charm-

ingly gowned inwhite, and another sister in black skirt, canary-
coloured crinkley blouse; Mrs Haines, brown figured silk; Mrs
Te wesley,pretty pinkcrepon finishedwithMechlin lace; Mrs Beale,
navy serge,pink blouse; Mrs G. Bloomfield,white drill finished
with black, becoming black bonnet; Miss Nicholson (Sydney),
absinthe green relieved with cream lace; Miss Jessie Savage,
navy skirt, celery green blouse; Miss Sinclair, fawn cashmere
with hatensuite; Miss Ledingham, pretty combination of green

and cream ; and her sister wore a brown holland ; Mrs Arch. Clark,
lovely cream gown with electrique spots veiled in cream lace
and finished with electrique silk bows, black lace hat with
floral decoration; Mrs Scherff. black gown with violet
ribbons; Misses Nellie and Eva ScherfP were similarly gowned
in white muslins, black lace hats with flowers ; Miss Dolly
ScherfP,pretty pink cambric ; Mrs Segar mee Miss ScherfP) looked

remarkably well in a white muslin with a violet border, gold
butterfly bonnet, white tulleveil; Miss Greenwood, stylish lilac

gown with ribbons, large picture hat with floral decorations;
Miss McQuestion, white cambric; Miss Garland, navy skirt,
white blouse; Miss Batger, brown holland; Mrs Sterricker, black:
Mrs Lyons and her sister were similarly attired in black and
white; Miss Stevenson, pink crinkley check ; Miss Fenton, brown
holland, and her sister wore a lilac costume; Mrs Bush, white
drill, pink vest; Miss Bush looked verypretty in awhite muslin ;

Mrs Smith, grey; Mrs Aitkin Carrick, mode grey tweed; Miss
Gorrie. white; and her sister, grey; Mrs (Colonel) Dawson,
serpent green finished with cream ; Miss Elliot, fawn holland;
Mr< Hugh Campbell, brown hollandfinished withbands ofblack ;

Miss Barstow, dark green ; Miss Laishley, dainty white muslin,
shoes, parasol, and haten suite ; her sister was similarly attired,
butwearinga white drill; Mrs Walker,white drill; Miss Paton,
black, and her sister spotted delaine; Miss Spiers looked chic in

white, andher sister, navy skirt, pale grey blouse ; Mrs Mahoney,
white cambric,red belt: Miss Beatrice Bull, white cambric; Mrs
Arthur Taylor, grey cashmere finished with green velvet bows ;
Miss Von Siurmer, buttercup coloured gown, large picture hat
trimmed profusely with yellow ostrich feathers; Miss L. Von
S'urmer. white muslin; Mrs Atkinson, black flowered silk;
Miss Atkinson, tuscan coloured gown; and one sister wore a

Chnrtreuse green with pink bodice veiled in £cru lace; another
Airier wore an Italie coloured gown; Miss Thomson, pale pink

zpphyr; Mrs Gilmore, brown holland finished with white; Miss
Rich, absinihe greenskirt,white blouse; Miss EttieIreland,white;
Miss Kerr-Taylor. white; Miss Birch, navy skirt, white blouse;
Miss Holmes, lilac cambric; Miss Davy, brown holland. and her
sister white cambric, becoming black lace hat with yellow
flowers; Mrs Blair, black; Mrs Pollan, grey cashmere finished
with black: Mrs Younghusband, grey;.Miss Jones, navy skirt,
white blouse: Miss Kempthorne. fawn holland, and her sister
white; Miss M. Sellers, brown ; Miss Howard, navy skirt, white
blouse: Miss Bankhardt, black and white; Mrs Snell, brown
holland: Miss Snell, white muslin; Miss Brown, striped gown;

Miss Anna Clarke, fawn tussore silk: Mrs Heather, black ; Mrs
Heather (jun.). dark skirt, light blouse; Mrs Chapman, brown
check tweed; Miss Heywood, bright pink, and her sister brown
striped gown; Miss C. Hardie, navy skirt, white blouse ; Mrs
Harrison, brown silk skirt, pink blouse; Miss F. Johnstone,
brown holland: Mrs McCormick, brown holland; Mrs Upton,
grey; Misses Frost (two), navy serges, white vests; Mrs

Keesing. pink cambric; Miss Robison, grey check with black
bands ; Miss Upflll. pink cambric ; Mrs Coates, Mrs Cunningham,
greygown finished with silver passementerie, etc. I have only
been able to remember about half the people who were present,
as each side of the lawn waslined with spectators, and my mind’s
eye refused to retain so many beautiful visions at once.

Amongst the few small dissipations was an

AFTERNOON TEA AT ‘ BLOCKLY,’

the residence of Mr C. James, Avondale. The weather was

threatening, and there were not many ladies present. The tea-

table was most sumptuously laden, and the guests enjoyed the

noted grapes frem the hostess’ splendid vineries. Mrs C. James
received her visitors in an elegant tea-gown of flowered lilac

trimmed with 6cru lace; her sisters, the Misses Maxwell, who

took much of the trouble of handing cake, etc., off Mrs James’
hands, were gowned, the elder, in light brown spotted skirt,
pretty crinkley pink bodice with a touch of black velvet; the
other in cream delaine flowered with heliotrope, cream silk
sleeves ; Mrs John Reid was well dressed in black trimmed with

jet beads and sequins, smalljet bonnetwith coloured passemen-

terie ; Mrs Burton, black skirt, pale lilac grey blouse with bands
of white lace insertion: Mrs Seccombe. olack costume with a

touch of whitein gloves and vest; Mrs Mclntyre, allblack ; Miss
Greenwood,black velvet with tie and undervest ofpale blue silk,
white chip hat with upstanding bows ; the Misses Taylor, white

dresses, the elder wore a white toque with coquilot rosette, the
youngerafloral hat: Miss Burcher, black and white check, white

piqu£ waistcoat, white chip hat; there was another younglady in
black whose name I did not catch.

The most important event of the seasonasfaras tennis players
are concerned was the

FINAL MATCH FOR THE CHAMPION CUP,

which came off last Saturday afternoon on the Parnell lawn.
There was not half the attendance of spectators asat the ladies’

finale on Wednesday. Amongst the ladies I noticed Mrs Ruck,
grey check finished with black; Mrs Leathern, fawn crinkley
skirt with slate-coloured silk bodice and trimmings; the most

striking dress on thelawn was worn by Mrs Tewsley- grey check
tweed finished with borders of pink, cream bonnet with pink;
the Misses Ireland (two) were similarly gowned in white;
Mrs (Colonel) Dawson, white gown; Miss Elliot, pink; Mrs
Robison, heliotrope; Mrs G. Bloomfield, white skirt, pink

blouse, large fawn hat; Miss Nicholson (Sydney), white drill:
&ay ’ EFey ®teck; Mrs Blair, white; Mrs Walker, navydnii;Miss Kempthorne. brown holland; Miss G. Kempthorne.blue cambric finished with white lace; Mrs Lyons, and her sister.Miss Aubrey, were similarly attired in white with black ribbons;Jf»88i?8 iP aJy ffy°L ,lßvy BkirtB‘ white blouses; Miss Ella Hall,black white blouse ; Mrs Holmes, very striking and stylish

g>wn of dark heliotrope, hat withostrich tips tocorrespond ; Miss
Holmes, lilac zephyr: Mrs Mahoney, brown; Miss Laishley.Mrs Thorne-George, black silk; Miss Thorne-George,
white spotted batiste gown; Mrs Pollen, charming costume of

£!fh can.ary-coloured bands ; Mrs Rathbone, dark green
veiled in Italie coloured lace, white hat withostrich

feathers: Miss Mowbray, fawn holland; Miss Colebrook, cream

X 1 MCB ardil^l hands; her sisters wore whiteand bluerespectively;
the Misses Frost (two), navy serges; Miss Kilgour looked chic in

t?11*8 Heywood, black; Miss Iley wood, pink cam-Hey wood, navy serge ; Miss Snell, simply gowned
m white; Mrs Beale, grey check finished with nil green braid;

pins; Miss Von Sturmer. canary-coloured drill; Miss
a2?i G-

w“ tussore silk, and her sister, lilac; Miss Gorrie, white
drill. Miss Upton, grey; Mrs Harrison, navy skirt with pink

Johnstone, stylish fawn gown with green silk
trimmings. Mrs M. Stevenson. striking lizard green with blacksleeves ; Miss Flossie Whyte, blue delaine; Mrs Goodhue, black
delaine; Miss Devereux, grey check with black silk sash, and hersister, heliotrope striped gown ; Miss Baber, black skirt, white
blouse; Miss Skeates. dark grey dress trimmedwith black ; MrsMunroe, plain greytweed.

POLO.

Mrs Greenaway gave the afternoon tea last Saturday at polo,
which was held in Potter’s Paddock. The attendance was not
very large, owing no doubt to the many counter-attractions.
Many finished their afternoon there after the tennis match.
Amongst those present were Mrs O’Rorke, Mrs Buddle, Mrs
Greenaway. Miss Shepherd, the Misses Wilkins (two), Mrs A. E.Gilmore, Mrs (Colonel) Dawson, Mrs Mahoney, Miss Minnitt.
Misses Moss-Davis (two). Mrs Jackson, Miss Firth. Mrs Worsp.
n 1

ii

S S-lott‘ Mrs Little, Mre Boach. Miss Carey, Miss Otway, MissB

Apleasant
bhirley Baker (twoh Mrs Thomas Morrinand nieces.

SOCIAL GATHERING

towelcome back the vicar (the Rev. F. Larkins) and his daughterafter their visit to England was held on Thursday evening at
Mount Albert. Some very good music, vocal and instrumental,
was rendered and applauded. The tableaux, under the able
management of Mrs VV ilks and Miss Larkins, were much ap-
preciated. as were also the liberal refreshments. The audience
was a very large one, the hall being quite full. Amongst the per-
formers and assistants were Miss Dixon, the Misses Wilks, theMisses Hill,Pickmere. Barnes. Smith, etc., and Messrs Wilks,
Wnght, Kerr-Taylor, Motion, etc.. Masters Sellers, Rattray.Barnes, etc. A quartette from Kingsland contributed a pretty

were made by the Rev. F. Larkins and Mr Rat-tray (Treasurer and Church Warden).

Society news seems tobe at a discount justnow throughout the
wholecolony. Were it not that the comparison sounds disrespect-ful(more especially as it would apply to the delightfulspecies of
entertainers and entertained, who furnish the poor newspaper
angler with so many ‘pars’ for his famished quill), we would
liken the above to oysters in their ‘ close ’ season. In Ponsonby it
is very ‘close indeed; metaphorically asregards newsandliterally
as regards weather. Tennis is pursued industriously on private
and Club lawns, but whatis there to report in anumber of males
in ordinary masculine attire, minus acoat, andtwice that number
of females in coloured blouses and serge skirts knocking a ball
oyer a net. I ask asympathising public if these eventsare worthy
of note. J

Saturday being a

• BACHELORS’ DAY ’ AT THE WEST END

Tennis Lawn—that is, afternoon tea was provided and preparedsolely by the bachelors of the Club—a larger number of lady
visitors were present than is usual on ordinary Saturday after-
noons. At the

BOWLING GREEN

also there was a good attendance of the fair sex towitness thematch between theAucklandand WestEnd Bowling Clubs, and
as most of theladies dividedtheir time between the two lawns, I
will givesome of the prettiest costumes collectively. Mrs Mac-
Arthur wore a stylish gown of heliotrope with deeper shaded silk
trimming, small lace bonnet; Mrs J. Kirker, becoming holland
costume, dainty bonnet to match; Mrs Russell, black lace bonnet
and mantle; Miss Russell looked nice in a costume of pearl greycashmere with a large featheredhat to match: Mrs Parkinson, I
think, wore a gown of cardinal; Mrs Housten. all black; Mrs
Littler looked wel! in Gobelin blue trimmed with black moire,
black hat; Miss Macindoe, heliotrope and black; Miss Coe
wore a pretty white muslin blouse, navy skirt; Miss C.
Dyson worea becoming dress of Hateblue trimmed with slate-blue velvet, cream hat; Miss Lena Butters looked wellin a pink
blouse with black serge skirt and sash of black moire silk, sailor
hat; Miss Edenborough, pale pink flowered delaine, whitehat;Misses Edwards looked well in white blouses, navy serge skirts;
Miss Caldwell, pink and dark brown; Mrs Newell wore a neat
blackand white spotted blouse with a black skirt and black sailor
hat; Miss Ethel Andrews, pretty white muslin blouse trimmed
with soft falls of white lace, grey cashmere skirt and cape,and
white sailor hat; and many others whose dresses I cannot re-member.

A picnic on a large scale was to have taken place on
Saturday to Northcote, initiated by Miss Knight, Mrs Bloom-
field, Miss Leighton, and other Ponsonby people. It did
take place, but as the rain also took place, our large-scale
picnic ended, as large ideas have a habit of doing, in somethingmuch smaller. It wasnone the less enjoyable though. Some of
Dieyoungladies present were the Misses Leighton(two), Andrews,
Ethel Atkinson, Preece, Kennedy. Hart, F. and M. George, etc.,
and Messrs Owen, Peacock, Bloomfield, Geo. Leighton, etc. etc.

Phyllis Broune.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, February 12.
We still lack for societynews. With the exception

ofa few tennis parties there is nothing going on. Of course I
must not forget the

ROYAL COMIC OPERA COMPANY,

who opened their season here on Monday night to a crowded
house. They played ‘Ma Mie Rosette.’ Miss NellieStewart is a
charming actress, and her dresses are lovely. She has also a
sweetly sympathetic voice. There is no need to say that she is
already a great favourite with the audiences. Mr J.Tapley has a
very fine voice, and has frequently to repeat his songs. ‘Paul
Jones ’is thenext piece to be staged. Ihear it is very good.

AUthe

CX ENTLEMEN’S VISITING CARDS—IOO best ivory
IT Cards with copper plate for 10s, cr 50 fo 7s 6d.—Graf rc

Office, Shortland-street, Auckland.

TENDERS are nvited for the under-,
mentioned Supplv of Grass Seed, to be

deliveredat Opanaki , via Dargaville, tow; rds
the latter end of M: roll, cost of frei ht tobe
includedin tender:—

Cocksfoot .. .. 10,4001bs
Perennialrye (secon I or subsequent

year's seed) .. 7.2001bs
Timothy .. .. .. 2.4001bs

Alsyke ..
8001bs

Cow Grass 1.6001bs
Ited Clover ..

..
.. BColbs

White Clover .. .. ... .. I.AtOlbs

Total .. 24,8001bs

To be well mixed in the presenceof a Govern-
ment Inspector, and to be made up inparcels
of 621 b weight in each parcel.

Also, in separate parcels, the following
seeds:—

Cocksfoot ..50bushels
Perennial Rye 201 bs

Red Clover
..

.. 301bs

White Clover
..

25lbs

Cow Grass .. 501be
Couch Grass (poa pretintis) 251bs

Timothy .. ..
501bs

Poa Trivialis .. 151hs
Sheep Fescues .. .. 15lbs

Chewing's Fescue . 151bs

Conditions. —All seed to be sound, clean and

clear of foreign matter, and to beapproved by
a

GovernmentInspector before packing. Tend-
erers togive a scheduleof prices with tender:
cocksfoot and rye at so much per bushel of

20lbs. and all other seeds at so much per lb.
Tenders to be addressed tothe Commissioner

of Crown Lands. Lands and Survey Office.
Auckland, and to bo marked "Tenders for
Grass Seed." and to be returned on or before
the 28th February. 1895.

Lowest or any tender not necessarily ac-

cepted.
GERHARD MUELLER.

Commissionerof Crown Lande.
Lande and Survey Office.

Auckland. February 15, 1895.
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TENNIS COURTS

ue in full swing just now. as the weather is getting cooler.

Among theladies who have been entertainingin this way are Mrs
Brandon. Mrs W. R. E. Brown. Mrs Tolhurst, Mrs Grace, Mrs
Johnston, and many others. The Thorndon courts are always
crowded, they are in splendid conditionnow.

OUR PEOPLE.

Miss Lucy Williams (Hawke’s Bay) is on a visit to Mrs T. C.
Williams, also Miss Hadfield. Miss Pitt (Nelson) is also here for

a short stay. Mies Williams has gone to the country for a tew
days.

MissC. Elliott (Auckland), is staying with Mrs H. Elliott.(her
aunt).

Mr and Mrs H. D. Bell have returned from their trip south.
Miss Eastwood, who was in Wellington some little time ago,

and was a guest of Lady Glasgow, has again come to New Zea-
land, this time forherhealth, and is just now staying with MrsL.
Stowe.

(BY TELEGRAPH.)

Amongst the
AUDIENCE AT THE OPERA HOUSE

during the week were Mesdames W. D. Crawford. A. Crawford,
G. Mantell. Friend, W. Johnston. Barron. N. Reid. Baldwin, A.

Pearce, Joseph. G. Phillips. Kohn. Travers, Barclav, Parfitt,
Gore, Morison, Drs. Collins, Rawson, Grace, Messrs MacKenzie.

Findlay, Henry, Purdy, the Misses Pearce, Grace, Gore, Russell
(Hawke’s Bay), Friend, Babbington (Christchurch), Harding,
Barron. Izard, Johnston, Barclay, Reid,Quick. Ling, Pike, Camp-
bell. Burns, Gillon, Luckie, Toxward, Elliott,Heywood. Trimnell,
Muir, Wilford, etc.

Ophelia.

PICTON.

Dear Bee February 12.
One of the most exciting

CRICKET MATCHES

ever played in Picton was played on Saturday between Picton
and the redoubtable Koromiko Club, The match was played on
Nelson Square, and during the morning was notable only for the
misfortunes of the Picton men, who all went out for twenty-six
runs. Koromiko wentin and ran up a scoreof Iseventy-five, with
every chance of placing another laurel in their crown of glory,
when

*

the mothers and the cousins and the sisters and theaunts’
of Picton appeared onthescene. Then the Picton men resolved
to do or die. They braced themselves together for the coming
contest, and the feats of agility and prowess they performed
evolvedrounds ofapplause from every spectator. After making
about one hundred runs with six men out, they declared
their second innings closed, and the Koromiko men went

in for their second innings, with the object of either
topping the score or spinning out the time. Top the
score! They would if they could, and their best players
wentin and slogged the ball in all directions, making a big hole
in the count. The faces of the ‘ mothers, and the cousins and the
sisters and the aunts,’ lengthened visibly, but Jack Esson, our

champion bowler, was equal to the occasion. Down went the
wickets and out walked the batsmen oneafter another, till time
was almost up. the scores were almost even and the last man
stood before the wickets. ‘ One more miuute to time,’ called out

the scorer. Jack took a steady look at thepitch, took ashort run.
round went his arm, away went the ball, and down went all the
wickets. For onebrief moment there was dead silence on the
field, then a mighty shout arose. The Koromiko men congratu-
lated their opponents, and declaredit was thebest match they had
ever played.

PERSONAL.

Miss Clayton and her brother, cousins of Mrs A. P. Seymour,
have just arrived from England on a visit to their relations here.
They seem to be enjoying the fun and freedomof coloniallife.

The Education Board have recommended the appointment of
Mr H. Howard to the Tua Marina School. Mr and Mrs Howard’s
friends in Marlborough hope to hear that the appointment has
been confirmed by the committee. They will both be warmly
welcomed back by their numerousfriends andrelations.

Mrs Felland family,who have been camping outdown theSound
for the last month, returned home last week. They enjoyed
themselves immensely, yet consider a month quite long enough
to be away from civilisation. Mrs Fenwick and Miss Livingstone
joined them for aweek.

Mr Jack Curtis, of Spreen Creek, has returned from England
looking as well and jolly as ever, though he returns minus his
right arm, which was taken out of the socket in aZ London hos-
pital. A few years ago Mr Curtis sustained an injury to his
collarbonefrom the simple kick of a gun. Operation after opera-
tion was performed, his collarbone was dispensed with, and he
was ultimately advised to go Home, some of his relationsbeing
high m the medical profession. Jack worked his way Home,
writing with his left hand, found his rich relations, through
whose influence he obtained admission to a good hospital where
he was further mutilated, cured, and advised to return to New
Zealand on account of the climate. He worked his way out as
purser, being far too independent to ask his relations for any
pecuniaryassistance, and now he is working for a livelihood—a
noble specimenof thecolonial go-head-young man. On Saturdaylast he was presented with a purse of sovereigns subscribed by
his brother Druids from allparts of the colony as a kindly token
ofsympathy for him. The presentation was made inBlenheim.

Jean.

DUNEDIN.

[BY TELEGRAPH ]
Dear Bee, February 15.

This (Friday) afternoon, a small, but very
ENJOYABLE GARDEN PARTY

was given by Mrs Fisher (St. Clair). Being a warm afternoon,
the teatables were temptingly arranged onthe lawn, therefresh-
ments being most acceptable. Some very exciting games of
croquet and tennis were played during the afternoon. Amongst
E?®. lasies1

_

Preß e“t were Mesdames Lintott. Fraser. Branson,motheringham, Webb, Spring. Kaye (Christchurch), Palmer.
Stronach. Shand. Ziele. the Misses Fisher. Fotheringham. Bro-
n»rJsk’ §Sron

J
acA’ Ch»lmers. Cargill. Ziele.Bran son,Fraser,

cordon. EdithShand. Denny. Barron, Lucy Barron, etc., etc.
Un thesame day, Mrs Morris gave

A SMALL LUNCHEON PARTY

for Mrs Graham. The table was prettily decorated with red
geraniums which contrasted well with the white china asters and

feK’
„

ThoseJ remember as present were Mesdames

Wie MiTseTMOTri9 DriVe ’ Tolmie’ Ha«Bett. Ridings, Webster, and

On Saturday afternoon, a large and most

DELIGHTFUL GARDEN PARTY

en Mr
j
nd 4,™Sargood (Romanoff), in honour of Mrs

,'En?>and). The Engineers’ Band played
unde?L~- d

u J 1?? <
af ,t®rnoon/ The teatables were laidwlt? th,eir, welcome shade. The floral arrange-ESS? Xsre composed principally of yellow dahlias. French marl

t an< J, ,ern8* v®r7 welcome fruit and ices were kept going

tables
Ot£®r deA!£acieß wero Placed on the little

sham nf»fetata
tb ?,£ ard®“* rber,® waßrather a new idea in the

numeroim £ ki* 4**° baa ‘n filled with soapy water, also

_

for lowinf.Boap bubbl®B placed on one of the

hiehest bnS.wa « the excitement as to who could blow the
danced

b
™

bl?h» te%thr®S or four sets of Lancers wereneed on the lawn. The band rendered music, which

was most delightful to dance to. Mrs Sargood. who

received her guests on the lawn looked charming in
pale heliotrope delaine with trimmings of heliotrope surah
silk, large black lace hat with heliotrope flowers. A few of the
guests were Mrs Alexander (England), in sage green corduroy
cloth with trimmings of black insertion and white lace;
Mrs McLean wore navy blue cloth trimmed with blue satin ;

Mrs Morris wore black corded silk; Mrs Jack Wright
wore peacock blue cloth with trimmings of passementerie,
and satin, large black lace hat; Mrs Jowitt. fawn corduroy cloth
trimmed with sage green; Mrs Roberts, black and gold; Mrs
Richardson, fawn skirt, blue blouse, black lace hat; Mrs Eardley
Reynolds, black crepon, heliotrope silk waistcoat,black and helio-
trope hat: Mrs Bartieman. black silkcrepon, black bengaline silk

sleeves; Mrs Stephenson, black striped clothwith jet trimming,
pink chip bonnet; Mrs Ulrich, in black, lace mantle, small gold
bonnet; Mrs Royse, black costume; Mrs (Dr.) Roberts,black serge

costume; also Mesdames Shand, Farquhar, Wright, Rattray,
Neill. Hocker. Graham, Ogston, Ridings, Neville; Miss Alexander
(England), whiteduck costume, small sailor hat; Miss MacLean.
white crepon, black lace hat; Miss Bartieman, brown crepon;
Missj S. Bartieman, grey crepon. white hat; Miss Royse, white

muslin, blue flower, Diack lace hat with pink roses; Miss K.
Royse, white spotted muslin with pink and green flowers, long
streamers of pink and green ribbons, pink chip hat with green

ribbons; Miss Gilkison, pink duck with black silk trimmings;
Miss E. Gilkison, fawn duck andblack silk plush ; Miss Johnson
(Christchurch), black costume; Miss Farquhar, pink striped ging-
ham ; Miss B. Farquhar, blue sailorcostume; Miss Graham, grey

shot tweed; Miss Henry, black striped silk with waistcoat; Miss
Mcßeynolds, stylish white duck; Miss Moffet (Invercargill),
greencreponblouse, whitefelt hat; Miss Perston (Timaru), white
duck dress, black bonnet; Miss Webster, green corduroy cloth
with fawn trimmings, fawn toque; Miss Ulrich, pink print, sty-
lish black hat with green feathers ; Miss Lily Roberts, black with
pink trimming; Miss Wright, black crepon, yoke and trimmings
of turquoise silk; Miss Morris, holland, white hat; Miss J. Rat-
tray, fawn costume; Miss Sise, blue cloth; etc. Amongst the
gentlemen were Messrs Sargood Fraser (Melbourne), Pascoe,
Wright. Williams, Bell (Wantwood), Henry, Tapley, Menlove,
Gully, Richardson, Reynolds, Wright Roberts, Rev. Diggins,
Messrs Perston, Perston (junr.), Mason, Black, Reynolds, Williams,
etc.

Aileen.

CHRISTCHURCH.

Dear Bee, February 14.

As I write the date it occurs to me what day it is,
andI wonder is the postman as eagerly a looked-for person as he
was ten or fifteen years ago, and I think not, but all of us are so
clean swept outat Christmas time, we have not had time to re-
cover, so good old St. Valentine and his sentimentality are for-

gotten. And perhaps it is a sign of the times, too. What would
the New Woman feel like posting such a frivolity as a valentine
when she has perhaps to speak at several meetings and inspect
an institution or two before her work is done for the day I Heigh,
ho!

We thought the sign of the times was not felt during the Opera
season, but in the way ofentertaining itmost certainly is, asthere
is very little being done. Then a waveof mortality seemsto have
rolled over us and taken a great many with it, leaving only
mourning and sorrow behind, and added to that the weather
never was more capricious. I don’t think much of the locum
tenens in Wellington. It has been much worse since Captain
Edwin left, and our tempers arebecoming ruined.

On Wednesday Mrs C. Clark gavea

GARDEN PARTY AT ‘ THORRINGTON,’

their charming home in Colombo-streetSouth, when everything,
as usual, was most thoughtfully and beautifully arranged—-
tea and refreshments of various kinds in the summer-houses
and inviting nooks. The weather behaved perfectly until all
the guests had arrived, when the electric button must have
been touched, so quickly was a southerly storm upon us
compelliinginstant removal of everything portable and ourselves
to the house and verandah, which fortunately is very capacious.
But what a disappointment to hostess and guests to be treatedin
such a hasty way, and all tennis and outdoor games had to be
abandoned, the grass being too wet after the first shower. This
is enoughto make people hesitate over issuing cards fora garden
party, but it was a very pleasant gathering in spite of all. Mrs
Clark was gowned in a handsome black silk, and velvet mantle
trimmed with jet, small black and yellow bonnet; Mrs Cunning-
ham. sage green and vieux rose figured dress, vieux rose silk
trimming the bodice, small floral bonnet tomatch ; Miss Cunning-
ham. pale blue costume and white lace insertion, picture hat;
the Hon. Mrs Parker, pretty costume ofpale fawn and pink; Mrs
P. Campbell, black dress andbonnetrelieved with yellow; Miss G.
Cowlishaw, pale green and white striped crepon, lace fichu, black
hatand feathers ; Mrs J. Hall, paleblue crepondaintily trimmed
with lace and pale blue ribbons finished withpink rosettes, black
natwith spray ofpink roses; Mrs McPherson, a spotted petunia
silk with lace epaulettes, small black hat; Mrs Otterson, white
serge gown with full pink silk vest; Mrs R. McDonald, brown
crepon trimmed with black moire; Mrs Gould, rich black bro-
cade; Mrs G. Mannering looked very pretty in fawn, the bodice
daintily trimmed withpink silk and cream lace ; Mrs G. Harper,
black dress with vest of heliotrope, bonnet to match; Miss L.
Harper, white costume; Mrs A. Reeves, dark green cashmere,
vest and sleeves of black moire; Mrs Palmer, in black •
Miss Palmer, green velvet skirt and dainty white bodice;
Mrs Westmacott, tweed gown, electric blue vest; Miss
N. Reeves, white piqu6 costume; Miss Lean, cream
veiling striped with heliotrope, black hat; Mesdames Wynn
Williams, Tabart, Lane, Lomax-Smith. Reeves, Turrell, Wilding
W. Reeves. H. Murray-Aynsley, Rhind. Mears. Buller. A. M’
Ollivier, Misses Russell. Greenwood, Wynn-Williams, Murray-
Aynsley, Hutton, and others were among the numerous guests.

The

AFTERNOON TEA

given by Mrs Stud holme on Monday afternoon was only very
small in comparison tosome of the large functions there, but in

reality there is much more sociability than at a large one. Mrs
Stead, Mrs R. Macdonald, the Misses Reeves, and one or two
others were there.

DEPARTURES.

Mr and Mrs Chynoweth and children leave for England by the
next’Frisco mail, and during their stay of five years in the colony
Mrs Chynoweth has mademany friends and been a very active
member of Merivaleparish, where she will be much missed. On
Monday last Mrs F. Way mouth gave anafternoon tea that a few
friends might meet her and say good-bye,amongst whom were
Mrs Hare, Mrs and Miss Mcßeth. Mrs Cowper. Mrs C. H. Coxton,
Mrs Martin, Miss Smith, Mrs Gordon, and several more.

On Tuesday Mrs H. R. Webb gave a luncheon party for Mrs
Chynoweth, and afew more good-byes were said.

The
MERIVALE PARISH GATHERING

this yeartook the form of agarden party in the lovely garden and
grounds at Elmwood, permission being kindly given by Mr R. H.
Rhodes, and which proved an immense success, the day being all
that could be desired. Afternoon tea was provided in charge of
Mr Jas. Freeman, a band stationed on the lawn gave the festive
sound, and two lawns for croquet and two for tennis gave ample
amusement, with the delight of roaming through an exquisite
fernery and greenhouse. Most of the parishioners attended, and
those who did not may be sorry for a whole year, with the hope it
may be repeatednext.

THE CRICKET MATCH,

Christchurch verttus Fiji, was very poorly attended, the adver-
tised native costumenot being so great an attraction as really
good cricket. The visitors were very easily disposed of, thougn
someare remarkably fine-looking men.

The • New Bov ’ arrives this week, and he must be very good
indeed to take Miss Nash’s and Lauri’s place, for the sounds of
their mirth-provoking nonsenseis still ringing in my head.

Dolly Vale.

NELSON.

Dkab Bkb, Fkbruary 13.
A very enjoyable timewas spent last Saturday after-

noon at

‘THE CLIFFS,’

when Mrs Richmond and Mr and Mrs Sclanders entertained their
friends and the numerous visitors who are here for the Synod at a

garden party. ’ The Clitts ’is an ideal place for
a garden party,

and people enjoyed themselves wandering about the extensive
grounds and talking to their friends. A great attraction was
the Garrison Bantu which discoursed sweet music during
the afternoon. Tea and other delicacies were handed
round. The small tables looked very appetising with their
dainty loads. Mrs Richmond and Mrs Sclanders received their

guests on the verandah, the former looking extremely well in
lack striped grenadine, pretty bonnet with touch of yellow.

Among the guests were Mesdames Mules, Mackay, Levien.
Broad, Tomlinson. Percy Adams, R. Kingdon, Pitt. Cachmailte.
Grace, L. Adams,and Thornton. Mrs Glasgow wore abeautiful
gown of black accordion pleated grenadineover silk, becoming
littlejet bonnet; Mrs Macquarie, black silk, pretty little stylish
bonnet of black jet over white straw; Mrs A. Glasgow, prettybrown cloth gown, gold bonnet; Mrs Robinson, Mrs Fell. Mrs
Bell.Miss Pitt. Misses Fell (two); Miss Browning wore a becoming
brown and white holland gown, with dainty sailor hat trimmed
with quills and rosettes; Miss McCulloch, pretty white gown, large
whitehat with wreath of red roses; Miss Hunter-Brown, white
muslin,picture hat: Miss B. Atkinson. Miss Broad. Miss Grlbben.
blue drill, sailor hat; Miss Levien looked extremely well in white
muslin trimmed with chiffon, large black hat; Miss Gibson. Miss
Catley, Miss Huddleston. Miss Duff, Miss Cressey. Miss Cock.
Miss Trask wore a handsome black and pink brocacded gown*
Miss Atkinson. Bishop Cowie (the Primate). Bishop Neville.
Bishop Wallis, Bishop Julius. Bishop Wilson, Bishop of Waiapu,
besides numerous other distinguished dignitaries.

Great interest has been taken in the doings of the

GENERAL SYNOD.

by all the fair sex inNelson lately. The subject underdiscussion
has been Women’s Franchise, that is. sir John Hall brought in a
Bill toallow women to vote atparish meetings. However, after
a long and animated debate, the second reading of the Bill was
lost, nearly all the Bishops and clergy voting against it. while
most of the laity were in favour of it. The Gallery was filled by
numbers of the fair sex,who watched theproceedings with great
interest.

A cricket match which has excited a great deal ofinterest was
played in the Park yesterday and to-day between

NELSON V. FIJI,

the local cricketers being beaten, much to our disappointment,
the onlyone to distinguish himselfbeing Broad, who made 17 and
80 by sterling good cricket. A number of people witnessed thematch yesterday. In the evening the visiting team were enter-
tained by his Worship the Mayor and Mrs Trask, and spent apleasant time. Anumberof the local cricketers wore also present.

OUR PEOPLE.

Mr and Mrs Burnes leave to-day forDunedin for a three weeks’
trip.

Miss Meddings returns to Christchurch to-day, having had a
good timein Nelson.

Mrs Wallis, the wife of the new Bishop of Wellington, left
Nelson last week for a short trip to the West Coast. She was ac-
companied by Dr. Wordsworth, the Bishop of Salisbury. They
both return again this week. Bishop and Mrs Julius are the
guests of Mr and Mrs Sclanders. the Primate and Bishop Wallis
being at Bishopdale, and Bishop Neville at Judge Robinson's.

Phyllis.

Engagements
The engagement

is announced of
Miss Kate

ui»rKe, daughter of Mr

T. P. Clarke, Onehunga
and Hui®, to Mr Percy Thompson, of
the Equitable Life Insurance Com-

pany, Auckland.

Miss Kemp, eldest daughter of Dr. Kemp (who for many
years had a large practice in Wellington, but is now resid-
ingnear London), is engaged to Professor MacPherson, one
of the Professors of the Royal Academy of Music, London.

A Christchurch engagement just announced is that of
Miss Hutton and Mr Lance Lane.

ORANGE BLOSSOMS.

MR A. E. KIGHT TO MISS EDITH BROWN.

THE wedding of Miss Eiith Brown, daughter of Mr W.

R. E. Brown, of Wellington, to Mr A. E. Kight,
followed closely upon the announcementof their

engagement. Owing to the bridegroom being removed

from New Zealand and having to leave on Friday morning,
the marriage was quietly celebrated the previous afternoon
in St. Paul’s Church, at two o'clock, only the family being
present.

The bride was dressed in a bluish grey gown with cream

broidered waistcoat, cream tie, and bat with upstanding
bows. Mrs Brown was in black silk, jet and lace mantle,
floral bonnet.

A small reception from 8 to 10 p.m. was held as a fare-
well to the bride, whose health was proposed by Count
d’Albans (French consul), at supper. The happy pair drove
away at ten o’clock midst showers of rice, etc. They travel
overland to Auckland, thence to China. Among those pre-
sent were Mesdames E. Brown, Williams, Izard, Heaphy,
Goring, the Misses Medley, Izard, Campbell, Dudley,
Malcolm, etc.
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Delayed Letters.
(The followingletters were too late to appearin our last issue.)

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, February 6.

Sad to relate. I have very little news for you this
week. This teemsto be the general outcryjust now—the dullness
of times. I supposeat this time of the year we can hardly expect
any gaiety.

Williamsonand Musgrove's Comic Opera Company open their
season here on Monday night, so that will help to liven us up a
little.

It is really a pleasure to see the interest Lady Glasgow takes in
anysociety she has to do with,

THE MOTHERS' UNION

especially, of which she was the originator, and the members of
which have now increased to nearly four hundred in Wellington
alone. Lady Glasgow was pleased toinvite all the members of the
Union to an entertaiment which took place at Government
House last Tuesday afternoon, and which was a great success,
fully three hundred mothers being pr« sent. The first part of
the afternoon was spent in the garden, where refreshments were
to be had in a large tent on the lawn. Afterwards an ad-

journment was made to the ballroom, which was filled with
chairs. Lady Glaegow then gave a short address. The Bishop of
Salisbury also spoke, after which a very excellent little pro-
gramme of music was gone through, those taking part in it
being the LadiesBoyle, who played an instrumental trio, Madame
Mertz, Miss Williams, and Mr w. A. Day, and a recitation was

cleverly given by Mr A. S. Patterson.
Sir Robert and Stout and family have arrived in Welling-

ton from Dunedin. They intend taking up their residence here.
Lady Stout has many friends who will be glad to welcome her
back again.

LADY GLASGOW AND PARTY

leftby the early train on Saturday for their trip up North. Times
will be duller than ever now they have gone, for Lady Glasgow
was always very good in entertaining in a small way as well as
on a larger scale. The Government House party will be quite
missed from the Polo grounds on Saturdays now. we have got so
used toseeing them there taking a greatinterest in the game.

One of the cottagesat Lowry Bay has been taken for the Hons.
Jack and Allen Boyle and their servants.

Mrs Godfrey Knight is paying a visit from Sydney. She is at
present aguest ofher aunt, Lady Prendergast.

Ophelia.

NELSON.

Dear Bee, February 6.

The chief item of this week is the delightful
GARDEN PARTY

given by the Bishop ofNelson and Mrs Mules, at Bishopdale, last
Saturday afternoon. Being oneof our real Nelson summer days,
every one who could do so wended their way up to Bishopdale,
and by four o’clock a pretty and brilliant scenewas to be noted
on the wide terrace and about the grounds. A great number of
smart gowns were worn, andevery oneseemedtobe havingan en-
joyabletime. Bishop and Mrs Mules didallin their powertoenter-
tain their guests, and were ably assisted by Miss and Master Mules.
Appetising littletea tableswerelaidin different parts ofthe garden,
and were presided over by theMisses Fellitwo), Oldham, Cressey,
Mules, Hunter-Brown, etc. During the afternoon the lads from
the Melanesian yacht sang some choruses. Some of the more

energetic of the guests played tennis. Those present were the
Bishop of Wellington and Mrs Wallis, the latter wearing a be-
coming gown of blue flowered silk, chic burnt straw hat; Bishop
Salisbury, the Bishops of Dunedin, Waiapu. Christchurch, and
Auckland, besides numerous clergymen. Amongst the ladies
were Mrs Glasgow, in a handsome black silk gown, stylish
bonnet; Mrs Bell, black silk, pretty gold and green bonnet; Mrs
Robinson, black silk grenadine, jet bonnet; Mrs Pitt, steel
greysatin, jet bonnet; Mrs Percy Adams, pretty greyand black

striped silk, large black hat; Mrs R. Kingdon.green gown, pink
waistcoat, jet bonnet; Mrs L. Adams, white costume, large white
picture hat; Mrs Fell, grey surah with passementerie trimming,
chic little bonnet; Mrs Richmond, rich grey surah, grey and pink
bonnet; Mrs Littlejohn, a becoming gownof tweed, made plainly,
and trimmed with black moir6 and jet; Mrs Broad, pretty black
and white tweed trimmed with black moir6, black bonnet with
touchof yellow ; Mrs Scaife, black gownwith yoke of heliotrope
veiled with black lace, large black hat; Mrs Cook, pretty
flowered delaine, forget-me-not bonnet; Miss Cressey, checked
tweed gown, white hat; Misses Fell (two), in becoming
blue erfipon gowns with white insertion trimming, forget-
me-not bonnets ; Miss Browning, white duck coat and
skirt, rose pink waistcoat, large black hat ; Miss Heaps, pale
yellow’ crApon coat and skirt, white blouse, pretty white hat;
Miss B. Atkinson, yellow crApon with brown waistcoat, brown
hat; Miss M. Atkinson, grey and blue tweed trimmed with
electric blue silk, pretty black hat; Miss A. Bell, stylish gown of
palest grey crApon, with black moirA and jet. chic little hat with
row of rosebuds under the brim ; Miss F. Kissling (Auckland)
looked exceedingly well in pale grey alpaca with white surah

fullsleeves andunderskirt, burnt straw’ hat; Miss Hunter-Brown,
brightpink crepon,large hat: Miss W. Hunter-Brown, faw*n tweed,
large black hat; Miss Marsden, tweed gown, gold bonnet; Miss
Gibson looked charming in butter muslin trimmed with black
moirA, black hat; Miss McCulloch looked pretty in white spotted
muslin, large white hat; Miss Jones, black skirt, heliotrope silk
blouse, large black hat: Miss Huddlestone, black and white

muslin, black hat; Miss Catley, fawn drill costume, sailor hat;
Miss Ledger, grey and black gown, pretty boat-shaped hat; her

sister wore a pretty black and white muslin ; Miss G. Pitt, soft
white silk, becoming hat trimmed with buttercups; Miss Glas-

Bow. soft black and white silk, pretty and stylish hat; Miss
*avidson. bright yellow’ crApon trimmed with black insertion ;

Miss Mcßae (Richmond), checked tweed gown, white hat; Miss
R. Saxton (Stoke), bright pink crApon, white hat; Miss Mules
wore white silk, red sash, and a white hat. Mrs Mules received
her guests on the terrace, and wore a black flowered gown, lace
mantle, and jet bonnet.

On Sunday, ourdistinguished visitor

DR. WORDSWORTH,

Bishop of Salisbury, preached an eloquent sermon to a crowded
congregation in the Cathedral in the morning, andin the evening
the Bishop of Christchurch again filled the Cathedral.

THE THEATRE

is occupied for three nights by the Pollard Liliputian Opera Com-
pany. They have had very fair houses so far, but the General
Synod which is sitting in Nelson now, somewhat interferes with
the attendanceat the theatre.

Ol’R PEOPLE.

All the wanderers are home again once more. Miss Gibson,
Miss Gribben, and Miss Watt all came back this week, and all
seem to have thoroughlyenjoyed their holidays.

Mr Robison, the new assistant master at the boys’ College, has
also arrived, and already seems tobe very popular with theboys.

Mrs Watts returned from Blenheim yesterday. Her son, Mr G.
Watts, came with her, and is staying at •Melrose.’

The Bishop of Nelson and Mrs Mules entertainedthe members
ofthe General Synod at a garden party last Saturday, and Mrs
Richmond and Mr and Mrs Sclanders entertain them ina like
manner next Saturday at the * Cliffs,’and wehear rumours of a
third garden party for the week after next, so we are quite gay.

Phyllis.

HINTS ON HAIR.

Falling of the hair is one of the most common troubles.
The hair comes out sometimes in spots, but usually there is
a general thinning out all over the head, the hair becoming
dry and brittle, breaking off and splitting at the ends.
This annoying ailment is almost always indicative of one or
two things : either a lack of nourishment or else a hot,
feverish condition of the scalp. The treatment then must
depend on the general condition of your health. If you are

in a weak, debilitated state, or if you are suffering from
long-continued or severe nervous mental strain you must
overcome these conditions before you can expect any im-
provement in your hair. Or, on the other hand, if you are

in a plethoric state, full blooded, with feverish symptoms,
with a sensation of heat in the head, dry, hot skin, etc.,
you must likewise correct this tendency before you can

have healthy growing hair. In either case tone the system
by tonics, good food and plenty of rest and sleep ; avoid
hair restoratives, hair tonics, etc., and take flowers of

sulphur in small doses (say a quarter of a teaspoonful twice
a day in a little milk). Stimulate the roots of the hair by
frequent and long-continued use of a soft brush ; clip off
the split ends, and kept the scalp clean. There is nothing
better for washing the head than tepid water and Castile
soap, to which has been added a tablespoonful of alcohol,
cologne or bay rum.

In nearly every instance, thoroughbrushing will keep the
hair soft, tractable and glossy, but if it is very stubborn and

you think you must have a dressing I advise the use of
either of the following as safe—the last one especially is
clean and cool, and free from greasiness, being rSally a fluid
neutral soap. It is the very best dressing for children’s hair
thatcan be used. Remember that any hair dressing should
be used sparingly and well brushed in. Take of castor oil
four fluid ounces, alcohol two fluid ounces, add any perfume
you like and shake well; or bay rum eight fluid ounces,
glycerine two fluid ounces; or pure sweet oilsix fluid ounces

and lime-water two fluid ounces. Shake well every time it
is used.

FRUIT STAINS.

SOME THAT will come out and others that cannot

BE REMOVED.

As the fruit season waxes it becomes burdensome to keep
napery spotless. Who has not beheld with dismay one’s
favourite damask hopelessly discoloured with peach, cherry
and berry stains ’ Some suggestions may be of assistance
in remedying the mishap. In the first place do not wash
the linen before applying other remedies. To do so sets
the stain almost indelibly, and it then has to pass through
all stages until time and the laundry leave but a pale
yellow reminder, which consummation does not follow
usually until the fabric is threadbare. For berry
stains have some one hold the cloth so that it sags
a little and pour absolutely boiling water through the

spot; rub well. If this fails, light a bit of sulphur
and hold under the wet spot—a lighted match will answer ;
the sulphurous gas usually does the work, the stain gradually
disappearing. But there are some that will not ‘ out ’—
peach stains, for example. Then you must have recourse

to salts of lemon, which is good, but apt to leave a hole in
lieu of the stain. By extreme carefulness in its use, how-
ever, it will not do such dire damage. Take a sunny day
for the task ; first moisten the spot and then rub on a very
little of the salts of lemon ; lay the linen in the sun for two
or three minutes and then wash thoroughly with soap and
warm water. Success nearly always follows. Other stains,
like iron rust, are more easily removed. After washing the
article squeeze lemon juice on the spots and then cover

thickly with salt. Lay in the sun all day, wash, and if the
rust is not entirely removed repeat theapplication. This is
equally good for ink stains.

AN INFANT PRODIGY.

A WONDERFUL child is at present onview in Berlin ; though
scarcely two years old this mite can read fluently, not
merely printed matter, but manuscript, and that whether
the Gothic or the Latin character be employed. This small

prodigy began to exhibit a taste for literature towards the

end of his first year, without being in the least pushed or

incited thereto by bis parents, who are ordinary illiterate
folk. He commenced by asking the meaning of the inscrip-
tions beneath pictures, and proceeded thence to the titles of

books exposed in shop windows. When a number of

movable letters are given him he arranges them into words,
and even sentences, and will then pronounce the result in a

tone of voice in ’no way differing from that of any other

infantof thesame age, a circumstance which adds immensely
to the quaint effect produced by the spectacle of such im-

mature eruditiou.

Rowland's
Macassar

Oil
Is the best preserver and beautiner of the hair of
children andadults ; prevents it falling off or turning
grey, eradicates scurf, and is the best brilliantine,and
as a little

goes a very long way it really is most eco-

nomical for general use ; is also sold in a golden colour
for fair-haired ladies and children; it contains no lead
or mineral ingredients, and asit has a most delightful
perfume, it is the most luxurious dressing for thehair.
Bottles, 3s 6d, 7s, lOs 6d.

ROWLAND’S KALYDOR
■"

A soothing, heaiing, and emollient milk for the

face and hands, and is most cooling and refreshing to
the skin in hot climates; it removes freckles, tan,
sunburn, roughness and redness of the skin, pimples,
cutaneous eruptions, &c., soothes and heals prickly
heat, stings of insects, eczema, burns, and all cutaneous
irritation more effectually than any other preparation,
and produces soft fair skin, and a lovely delicatecom-

plexion ; it is warranted harmless, and free from any
lead or poisonous ingredients. Bottles, 2/3 and 4/6.

ROWLAND’S ODONTO
■

" is a pure, flagrant, non-gritty tooth powder, and
warranted free fr-.m acids or other ingredients which

destroy the enamel; it whitens the teelh, prevents and

arrestsdecay, strengthens the gums,andgives a pleasing
fragrance tothebreath. Soldby Druggistsand Chemists

IMPORTANT CAUTION.—Be sureto ask for Row
land’s Macassar Oil, Kalydorand Odonto, of20, Hatton

Garden, London, and see that each article bears their
signature in red ink ; all others are worthless and
poisonous imitations; 100 years prove thatRowland's
are the > estand only genuine.

A. WOOLLAMS & CO., BL 147 oueen-st.

LADIES’ TAILORS. vV AUCKLAND.
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THE WORLD’S FAVOURITE.
THE PIONEER OF NEW IDEAS.

The Bothersome ShiftKeys, the Foul and Expensive Ink Ribbon,
the Vexatious Double Index, and the Crazy Alignment—ALL
DONE AWAY WITH. For Simplicity, Durability, Strength,
Beauty ofWork, and all that makes a Machine Valuable, it is
PEERLESS. Call uponor write,

Geo. M. Yerex, National Mutual Buildings, Wellington
John Chambers and Sons. Auckland.
J. M. Heywood and Co. The Square, Christchurch.
J. Wilkie and Co. Dunedin.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor ?
RESTORES

S| Color, Fullness, and Beauty |
Rl TO HAIR =

Which has become Wiry, Thin, or Gray.
Iguf'' 11 curea Itching Humors, and keeps the scalp cool,

P* moist, healthy, and

FRb£ FROM dandruff.

Ayer’sHair Vigor is an elegant toilet article,—a <
K -sa favorite with ladies and gentlemen, alike. '

1*" imparts to the hair, beard, and mous- .
tache a beautiful silkiness, and a delicate f

■ and iastbig fragrance.

“i- -<3i Ayer’s Hair Vigor
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass., U. S. A.

All Druggists and Perfumers. (
ry Beware of cheap imitations. The name — Ayer—■ is prominent on the (

wrapper,and is blown in the glass at the bottomof each bottle
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LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.

a
ODES for the autumn seasonare

'••s still occupying all our attention.
- There are some novelties in de-

tails, but fashions are still the

same as regards the general cut
of corsage and skirt. Again the
crinoline topic is sur le tapis, and

some of the Parisian dress-
makers who have already been
obliged to make their fair clients

■' wear either many beflounced
starched nainsook petticoats, or

' *• three narrow steels inserted in

the foundation of tbeir draped skirts predict that in the

winter a kind of modified crinoline, with all the artistic im-
provements of which Dame Fashion is capable, will be de

mode among the Parisiennes. If our anti crinolinites do

not gain the day, we shall probably take to the crinoline
about springtime.

Large shapes, twisted in very becoming curves, and

trimmed mostly either with ruddy berries, seasonable wild

flowers, not to mention the large gauze ribbon bows

that in some light glace shades remind us of dragon-

fly’s wings have been generally affected at the recent

southern race meetings. Not half so flattering to

the mignon faces thus crowned, but very dainty in their

way, were some of the * doll’s plate ’ toques worn at

Lewes. Round the tiny plateau, which fullv deserves its

nickname, were flowers or tulle in profusion, virtually
making the hat. To return to our larger and more

artistic chapeaux. This * holiday ’ hat could be sported
equally as well at provincial races, the seaside, along the

river, or at cricket matches, where a large shape is essen-

tially welcome, when the Roi Soleil is in full splendour.
Corn-coloured Panama straw manipulated into a form de-

cidedly complimentary to the wearer’s features, be they
either of the ‘ Marguerite ’ or

‘ Carmen ’ cast, is ornamented

with crimson velvet ribbon and ripe berries intermixed with
their own rich green foliage. Falling from under the brim is
an additional bunch of fruit resting onthe hair. In somehats
I have seen these pendants droop over each ear. They
are very French, and give a certain style to a large confec-

tion. Among favourite flowers we many count the various

coloured convolvoli, that with their trailing grace are even

displacing clover.

One ordinary three-quarter open coat, that especially in
drills and serges, is now monopolized by * ’igh life down-

stairs,' will, in the eyes of foreigners, soon be as Britishly
roverbial as the plain tromers and straw hatjassociated

with the regulation * John Bull.’ We can jnst tolerate the
* Eton ’ and * Bolero,’ but are thankful when we come across

a coat constructed on entirely novel lines. Quite as smart

and newer than any double-breasted garment, is to-day's
suggestion for an appropriate early autumn jacket.
White cloth and military blue serge are the fabrics brought
into service, and very well they look, the dark material

forming the principal portion of the coat, while the light
coloured tissue constitutes the very originally-planned
revers and sailor collar. Round the throat, at the pockets,
and on the cuffs, the white cloth is further employed in the

shape of broad piping. Blue bone buttons, matching the

shade of the serge, are introduced on the lapels that in-

visibly hook together in the centre.

The pretty evening frock sketch for my third illustration
is in pale blue China silk with fancy silver braid edgings
round the frilled sleeves and collar. The becoming arrange-
ment of the neck fora young girl who is not fully developed

should be noted. A tiny silver thread runs round the sash
ends and skirt. This looks well in muslin worn over a
washed last year’s white silk dress.

Fur and velvet are much worn this wintar, the former
being introduced on white satin bridal gowns.

I noted some charming toilettes worn during the Canter-

bury cricketing week. A popular Kent beauty, who had a
brother in the native team, was greatly admired in an eaw-

de-Nil surah blouse, with a cream serge, skirt. But ‘ blouse ’
seems far too work-a day a term for the beautifully-draped

corsage with its cream point d'esprit collarand liehen velvet

shoulder rosettes with narrow ends meeting to foim a V at

the throat. The drapery of the jupe and upper portion of

the sleeves, earned outas nearly as possible the folds of the

bodice. I also noted a good many grey doe-skin .hoes and

jet corselets built in graduated peaks.
Hei.oise.

THE MOREL HAT.

A NEW AUTUMN COAT.

YOUNG LADY'S EVENING DRESS.

A SMART CANTERBURY GOWN.

A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION.

Apply Sulpholine Lotion. It drives away pimples,blotches,
roughness, redness, and all disfigurements. Sulpholine de-
velops a lovely skin. Is bottles. Made in London— (Advt.)

I GUARANTEE TO CURE
THE NERVES and THE BLOOD

Says HERR RASSMUSSEN,
The Celebrated Danish Herbalist

And Parisian Gold Medallist of 547 George-Street. Sydney
and 91 Lambton Quay, Wellington. N.Z.: and no greater truth
has ever been uttered, judging from the thousandsof testi-
monialssent tohim by grateful cured Blood and Nerve Suf-
ferers. whom his world-renowned HERBAL ALKALINE
VITALITY REMEDIES have restored to Permanent Health

For example, his Celebrated ALKALINE VITALITY PILLS
are a Certain Cure for Weak Nerves, Depressed SpiritsDebility, and Weakness of the Spine. Brain, and Nerves’
Special Powerful Course. 43s 6d; Ordinary Course, 23s 6d : Smaller
Boxes, 12s and 6s ; posted.

His Purely Herbal ALFALINE BLOOD PILLS are unsur-
passed as a Blood Purifier and Blood Tonic, and will not

permit a particle of any Blood Disease to remain in the system.
Price, same as Vitality Pills.

His ALFALINE UNIVERSAL PILLSare unexcelled as aper-
manentcure for Complaints Peculiar to Ladies. Price, same
a* \ itahty Pills.

His Liver and Kidney Pills, Rheumatic Pills. Asthma and
Cough Pills. Pile Powders, Flesh-Producing Powders. Gargle
Powders. Varicocele Powders. Fat-Reducing Powders. Hair
Restorers, and Complexion Beautifiers are simply wonderful, and
arewell worth giving a trial.

Call on him or send tohim at Wellington for his valuablefree
book,which contains valuablehints, all particulars,andnumerous
testimonials. All Correspondence Private and Confiden-
tial. Write without delay, and address—

HERR RASSMUSSEN,
91 LAMBTON QUAY. WELLINGTON. NEW ZEALAND.

LADLESI LADIES I LADIES I

DR. FRIKART, M.D.
FOUNDER OF THE FRIKART MEDICAL ALLIANCE).

14, BRANDON STREET, WELLINGTON.

Ladies can now obtain Post Free the following CELEBRATED
SPECIFICS bearing her name.

FRIKART FEMALE CORRECTIVE PILL

Guaranteedtoremoveallirregularitiee.nomatterfrom what cause

arising. LARGE BOX, 215.; SMALL BOX, 10s. 6d.

GYNOTINE.—For restoring the Natural Functions to their
normal tone. 10s.6d. and £1 Is. Invaluable for delicate women.

SUPERFLUOUS HAIR.—Hairs permanently removed
from any part of the face, neck,hands or arms, by an entirely new

process, without personal inconvenience or the slightest dis-

colouration ofthe skin. LARGE BOX, 215.; SMALLBuX, 10s. 6d.

FRIKART MEDICAL ALLIANCE,
14, BRANDON STREET. WELLINGTON.

Te Aro House,

special arrangements made with country

AND RESIDENT PUPILS.

" TE ARO HOUSE, WELLINGTON
there is now being opened up the most charming variety of

SPRING and SUMMER

DRESS * MATERIALS.
These comprise the LATEST NOVELTIES and NEWEST

SHADES in both Woollen and Cotton Goods, all imported

directly from the LONDON and PARIS MARKETS, and

the selection is not to be equalled throughout the length and

breadth ofNew Zealand.

The DRESSMAKING DEPARTMENT

is now entirely under the direction of

MADAME De VERNEY

the well-known ARTISTE from Worth’s, of Paris. M ADAME
De VERNEY’Sreputation as a designer of artistic and fashion
able costumesis not confined tothis colony, and the Proprietor of

TE ARO HOUSE has every confidence in recommending her

services to ladies desiring a

Stylish and Perfectly Fitting Dress.

Patterns of all Materials Forwarded (post free) on

Application.

f-y Charts for Self-Measurement sent to any Address.

Orders from any part of New Zealand executed with the
utmost promptitude and exactnessat--

TE ARO HOUSE, Wellington.
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QUERIES.

Any queries, domestic or otherwise, will be inserted free oj
charge. Correspondents replying to queriesare requested to

give the date oj the question they are kind enough to answer,
andaddress theirreply to ‘ The Lady Editor, New Zealand

Graphic, Auckland,’ and on the top left-hand corner oj the

envelope, ‘Answer’ or ‘ Query,’ as the case may be. The
RULESfor corresponden ts are few and simple, but readers
of the New Zealand Graphic are requested to comply
with them.

Queries and Answers to Queries are always inserted as

soon as possible after they are received, though owing to

pressure on this column, it may be a week or two before they
appear.— Ed.

Rules.

No. I.—All communications must be written on one side

of the paper only.
No. 2.—A1l letters (not left by hand) must be prepaid, or

they will receive no attention.
No. 3. — The editor cannot undertake to reply except

through the columns of this paper.

IN A PARIS HAIRDRESSER’S SALOON.

MADAME THE HAIRDRESSER INTERVIEWED.

‘AND the parting in the hair, madame, will it continue in

favour ?’
' Yes ; to attain a good white parting one should comb

the hair from the crown of the head down over the eyes.

The comb should be levelled from the tip of the nose

straight up through the hair. This insures a straight part-
ing. Then, with a finer comb, each hair should be care-

fully picked out to either side, for what an amateur con-

siders a straight parting an expert finds faulty.
* A little tonic rubbed on the parting once a day and

then the hair rapidly and vigorously brushed away from it

on either side produces gloss that is becoming.’
I noticed that all the women in the room were having

their hair arranged with the fashionable parting in the
centre. Undoubtedly no coiffure for summer will be con-

sidered correct unless that white line shows somewhere

above the forehead.
Women with slender faces, so my informant went on to

say, should never allow the parting to be too pronounced.
A short, soft fluff of hair should be worn across the eye-
brows to relieve the severity. This should be especially
observed with high foreheads. It the forehead is low and

the face slender, then the fluff in front may be omitted, but
the hair coming from the sides of the parting should be cut
short and curled that it may hang about the temples.
These locks should be slightly confined by invisible hair-

pins, for nothing is untidier than half-curled hair dangling
about the face ; only the most youthful face can stand it.

Madame told me that some women, who make a fad of

this parting, have one or two lines of hair pulled out from

either side to produce a broader space, and that each day
the parting is thoroughly rubbed with a weak solution of

peroxide of hydrogen and warm water by a stiff nail-brush.
This removes any dust that may settle there.

The result of the ‘ side bangs,’ worn some three years ago,
is a parting that is most objectionable. It curvesaround

the head from ear to ear. It is the despair of two-thirds of
the women, for these same ‘side bangs’ have not grown

enough to cover it.

A cure, says madame, is not to crimp so tightly. Wear
the bangs straight as often as possible, brushed back and

pinned to the other hair. When they must be curled,
slightly wave them over a large iron and be careful to catch

them back to the firmer hair. The hairpins may not be

artistic in the side of the hair, but of the two evils they are

the lesser. Again, the hair grows back quickly with this

treatment.

WHY WOMEN GROW OLD.

There are follies and follies in this world, but among the
most senseless of these is the idea that because a woman has

seen a certain number of years she must be relegated to

some cosy corner and fill the position of the old lady of the

family, leaving the gaieties and pleasures of life to the
youngsters. This is much less common in this country than

in England.
There is much to be said in favour of the idea that people

areno older than they feel. There are individuals, indeed
we all know them, who are far in advance of the calendar,
and at thirty or thirty-five are older than many others at

double their years. It is not at all worth while to grow old
faster than one’s health and labour demand. Once parted
with, youth never comes back again. Any effort to return

to its pleasures is looked upon with the utmost disfavour

by society. < )ne can stay young and is all right, but having
given upyouthful enthusiasm, the world seems to frown on

any effort to revive it, and the criticisms indulged in by
friends and relatives arefrequently so cutting that the first
attempt is the last one.

There is a proper and becoming enjoyment of the good
things of this world that should never be allowed to die out

on account of the years or circumstances of the individual.
There are so many interesting things in life, and one can

lie so companionable and necessary in one’s circle that it is

the sheerest folly to give up and grow until actual
feebleness makes it imperative. Even then, one may retain

much of the brightness of youth and acceptably fill one’s

place in the world and society.
People grow old more frequently from inertness than for

any other reason. It is hard work to stay young, and those
who find it too much trouble to do so, drop very rapidly into

the limp and careless condition of old age. Human nature

has to be kept up as ninch as any of our other possessions,
and when one is satisfied to let it go hap hazard and fall

into slipshod ways, age takes advantage of the circumstance
to increase his inroads and put his seal upon m.

Of all things in the world keep young and bright and
cheerful and upto date. For, of all forlorn things, the most

forlorn is the person who is spoken of and looked upon as * a

back number.’

NECESSARY REST FOR WOMEN.

Women nowadays find it noeasy matter to take that rest
which they should have, which, after all, is one of the most
frequent causes of indigestion, consequent headache, and

general irritability, the latter ailment usually being de-
scribed in the family as common or garden bad temper.
The ordinary woman does not sit down and realise these

matters, she goes on day by day gradually losing her sweet-
ness of disposition and lessening her physical strength. A
thoroughly selfish woman goes off to the doctor, and after
trying tonics and nerve stimulants lapses, nine times out of
ten, into a state of semi-invalidism which, if not trying to

herself, is infinitely fatiguing to all who have to answer

her m >re or lees fanciful demands. Now, if the necessity for
rest had been properly realised, a great deal of this state of

affairs might be prevented. Busy women say that they can-

not afford it, and others with a ridiculous senseof superiority
exclaim, ' I neverlie down unless lam in bed.’ What a busy
women might manage occasionally is this—after a fatiguing
day even twenty minutes’ absolute rest taken in a horizontal
position will enable her toeat a better dinner, and, what is
of still greater importance, digest it. The effect of sitting
down to meals when ovr tired is that our digestive organs
cannot deal with nourisnment as they should, even sup-
posing that exhaustion produces a kind of fitful hunger.
Then there is another point where the individnal will comes

into the matter. Do not fret over small matters. lam
quite aware that nine people out of ten will tell you that
you cannot help it if it is natural. I beg leave to differ ; it
is nothing in the world but a matter of habit, which you find
grows upon you in proportion to your cultivation of it. One
more word of advice, and I have done with this matter for

the moment, and that is, take more of your sleep during the
first part of the night than is usually the case. There is no

doubt in my mind that sleep taken then is infinitely more

reviving in every sense of the word, hence I suppose it used
to be called ‘ beauty sleep.’

SICK HEADACHE.

The best physicians agree that treatment between the at-
tacks is most likely to cut short their number and lessen
their intensity. The cause should be discovered if possible,
the overwork stopped, the mental anxiety or distress re-

moved, the errors in diet corrected, or the late hours ex-

changed for early ones. Then a simple laxative may be
needed to prepare the system to benefit by a tonic : cod-
liver oil, iron, gentian, quassia, or whatever the doctor

recommends as best suited to the particular case. The
diet should be abundant and nourishing, avoiding rich made
dishes, pastry, or anything liable to disorder the digestion.
Exercise in the open air, stopped before there is any feeling
of fatigue, is important. When the first unpleasant
symptoms arefelt lie down with the head low, and take a

teaspoonful of aromatic spirits of ammonia in a littlewater.
If there, is chilliness put a hot water bag to the feet and
cover warmly with a blanket. If there is nervousness and

depression take half a teaspoonful of tincture of valerianate

of ammonia instead of the aromatic spirits of ammonia, and

repeat the dose in fifteen minutes. Have the room darkened,
keep perfectly quiet and endeavour to sleep.

Should these remedies not avert the attack, and the pain
and nausea begin to manifest themselves, take a table-
spoonful of strong tea or coffee, without milk if possible,
very hot, or very cold, and repeat every fifteen minutes for

four doses. If the nausea continues the sufferer usually
imagines that it will be relieved by the act of vomiting and
is anxious to have an emetic. This may be the case if the

headache has come on immediately after eating, when the

stomach contains a mass of undigested food, otherwise it is
better to try to soothe the gastric disturbance and check
the desire to vomit. Effervescing citrate of magnesia, iced
vichy or soda water will often produce this result.

When the pain issevere a piece af linen may be dipped in

alcohol and water, and a single fold bound on the forehead,
wetting it as soon asit becomes dry. Sometimes a flannel
wrung out of boiling water and applied as hot as it can be
borne will give more relief.

If the feet are cold they can be immersed in hot water

containing one or two tablespoonfuls of mustard. This is
not impossible even if tbe sufferer cannot sit up. Lying on

the back with the knees bent the feet can be put in a foot-
tub of water placed on the bed tfith little or nodisturbance.

After the nausea has disappeared some easily-digested
food should be given.

There is no royal road to the cure of sick headache nor

any specific that will always relieve it. The cause must be
sought for, and, if possible, removed, and the earliest symp-

toms of an attack watched for, and, if possible, combatted.

TO DARKEN GREY HAIR

Lockyer’s Sulphur Hair Restorer, quickest, safest, best;

restores the natural colour. Lockyer's, the real English
Hair Restorer. Large bottles, Is 6d, everywhere.—(Advt.)

ANNOUNCEMENT!

NODINE & CO.,
TAILORS & IMPORTERS

Have

COMMENCED BUSINESS
—AT—-

-163, LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON.

CHOICE GOODS and STYLES.

HUNT’S RIDING MATERIALS.

REAL HARRIS TWEEDS.

EVENING AND WEDDING SUITS A SPECIALITY.

“KEATING’S POWDER.”
“KEATING’S POWDER.”
“KEATING’S POWDER.’
“KEATING’S POWDER.”

This Powder, so celebrated, is utterly unrival-
led in destroying BUGS, FLEAS, MOTHS,
BEETLES, and all Insects (whilst perfectly
harmless to all animal life). All woollens and
furs should be well sprinkled with the Powder
before placing away. It is invaluable to take to
to the Seaside. To avoid disappointment insist
upon having “Keating’s Powder.” No other
powder is effectual.

[ BUGS,
FLEAS,

KILLS ’ MOTHS,
I BEETLES.
| MOSQUITOES,

Unrivalled in destroying FLEAS, BUGS,
COCKROACHES, BEETLES, MOTHS in
FURS, and every other species of Insect.
Sportsmen willfindthis invaluable for destroying
fleas in dogs, as alsoladies for their pet dogs.

The PUBLIC are CAUTIONED that every
package of the genuine powder bears the
autograph of THOMAS KEATING, without
this any article offered is a fraud. Sold in Tins
only.

“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.”
“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.”
“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.”

A PURELY VEGETABLE SWEETMEAT, both in appear-
anceand taste, furnishing amost agreeable methodof administ-
ering the only certain remedy for INTESTINAL or THREAD
WORMS. It is a perfectly safe and mild preparation, and is
specially adapted for Children. Sold in Tins by allDruggists.

Proprietor. THOMAS KEATING, London.

lip to lip it spreads.

Everybody has heard it.
Men in the trade have known it for years.

Men out of the trade—
Well,
Our friends knew !
Others were incredulous.
Others did’nt enquire.
Others did’nt care to know.
But now

EVERYBODY KNOWS
THAT THE

EMPIRE TEA COMPANY
BEATS THE WORLD 1

The facts arethese :
We sent for “ Samples ”

from the
Two largest, wealthiest, and

Most Skilful Tea Blending Firms in London
To compare with our own.

And the Result is

EMPIRE TEAS
Actually show Retter Value to

The consumer.

Our opinion is therefore confirmed
That

WE DO THE TEA TRADE

As well as it can be done anyhow, by anyone, anywhere
in the world.

Empire Tea Company.

W. & G. TURNBULL & CO.
PROPRIETORS,

WELLINGTON.

ANNOUNCEMENT!

NODINE & CO.,
TAILORS & IMPORTERS MELBOURNE),

Have

SPECIAL GOODS

AND

MEN vok LADIES’ HABITS & LADIES’ GARMENTS.

HABIT FRONTS, HATS, AND LONDON HAND-MADE RIDING

BOOTS KEPT IN STOCK.

Mr Nodine has held the Leading Position in Australia for
many years.

SPECIALITY IN LADIES’ WAISTCOATS
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THE YOUTH'S PAGE

CHILDREN'S CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

Any boy or girl who likes to become a cousin can doso,

and write letters to ‘ COUSIN Kate, care of the Lady
Editor, Graphic Office, Auckland.'

Write on one side of the paper only.

Allpurely correspondence letters with envelope ends turned
in are carried through the Post office as follows : —Not
exceeding ioz, id; not exceeding 4oz, Id; for every addi-
tional 2oz or fractional part thereof, id. It is well for
correspondence to be marked ‘ Commercial papers only. ’

Dear Cousin Kate.—l was awfully interested in this
week’s Graphic about cousin Lou’s trip toRussell, asI my-

self was there about four years ago and know some of the
places shementioned. I stayed there six weeks sohad plenty
of time to see all its beanties, and was wondering whether
she went toa lovely little place downthe harbour called Tiki-
Tiki-Oara. It is not quite so far as Opua, and you approach
it by a tidal river. It is rather a hard place to get at, as

you have to wait for high tide, and then paddle your boat

up between tall mango trees. Tiki-Tiki Oara is a

mountain, and is far higher than Flagstaff Hill
< Russell), and there is a most lovely view from it.

Travellers from all over the world say that it is one of the

most glorious sights they have ever seen, there being
dozens of little islands dotted all over the blue sea. We
stayed there the whole afternoon, and had afternoon

tea, and when we came down from the mountain we

had to hurry very much because we thought the tide
had turned, and in that case we would have had to

stay there all the night, but it had not, so we

packed up the remains of our picnic, and sailed home
at dusk. There is also a very small island at Russell,
called Mill Island, and from this island we got the largest
oysters I have ever seen. The old church at Russell is one

of the most historical in New Zealand, as the Europeans
took refuge from the Maoris in it, and all its sides aremarked
with bullet holes. In the graveyard there is a splendid
monument erected by our Queen to the memory of that

grand old ghief Tamata Walker Nene, who fought so

bravely for the Europeans. As this is my first letter to you,
I am sure you will think it is quite a long enough one.

Hoping you will have noobjection to my becoming a cousin
—I remain, your affectionate cousin, Clover. Auckland.

P.S.—I went by your receipt for cream candy, but after
boiling it for a whole hour it was no thicker than when I

commenced. Can you tell me why ?

[I am so sorry your candy was nota success. I must make
some with careful measurements and see where you could

have come togrief. I have several others, especially onefor

chocolate creams, which all read as if they would be excel-
lent eating, but I must try them, and then I will put them
in. To tell the truth, I did not personally try the candy
recipe, but I was certain I could rely on my authority for
it. Did you use crystallised sugar, and did you let a little
bit drop into water to see if it was cooked ! Allmy other

recipes say, *Do not stir after the sugar has melted.’ Did
you stir yours? Your letter is a very interesting one.

Have you a sketch or photograph of that quaint old Russell
Church ? I feel quite proud of my cousins’ correspondence.
What do you think of the puzzle column prize suggestion.
If the cousins like the idea, I will oiler a prize as Cousin
Laura suggests.—Cousin Kate.]

Dear Cousin Kate.—lt is a good while since I last
wrote to you. I made a mistake when I last wrote. I
mean I should like to see all of the cousins. Thank you
for the badge ; I received itsafely. No ; I have never tried
to make jam, but my mother makes very good jam, and it
is so nice. lam very glad that school has started again,
are you? Do you goto school, Cousin Kate ? I do. How
old are you, Cousin Kate, if you do not mind telling me?
I have written small this time. We had our Sunday-school
picnic on the 29th of January, and it was so nice, and I en-

joyed myself very much. Do you have to always wear the
badge?—Your loving cousin, Jessie. Tuakau.

[No, you need only wear the badge when you like, but
whether you have it on or not, I hope you and all the
cousins are kind to animals always. One of the cousins
asks me how many members of the Humane Society there
are ? Not nearly so many as I want to have. In order to
get the badges done as cheaply as possible so as to be able
to sell them at sd—postage Id—l had to get one hundred,
and there are not more than a quarter taken upyet. How-
ever, I am hoping that when the cousins have recovered
from the Christmas presents they will all buy badges. My
lessons are all done at home and in the Graphic Office
now, Jessie. They are not quite the same as yours.—
•Cousin Kate.

Dear Cousin Kate.—l am ashamed of myself for
allowing so many months to elapse betweeu this and my
last letter, but ‘ Better late than never,’ I suppose. When
we returned from Opua, we found our gardens full of weeds,
but have managed to get most of them out now. I have a

small vegetable and Hower garden of my own and, during
our absence, our fine little calf Strawberry was let in. She

spoilt all my marrows and tomatoes. The Howers I have
blooming now are pincushions, crocuses, dahlias, German

asters, sweet Williams, and pansies. My father bought me

a little saddle about Christmas time, and my little brother
always rides on it too. Lou’s pony is fat now and I can

nevercatch her. The Kawa Kawa races were held yesterday,
and there were such crowds of Maoris about. Such beautiful
horses were raced, and only one jockey was thrown, but

escaped uninjured. Isn’t the fruit ripening quickly now?

We have received such quantities of peaches, though we

have none growing ourselves, but our grapes will be ripe in

March, I expect. Hoping it is not too late to wish you a

Happy New Year, goodbye for the present.—Stanley.

[ls it not strange that weeds grow so much faster than

flowers ? I think it is a good year for peaches. Quite
young trees of ours had some. You aremore fortunate than
lin the way of flowers. I have nonejust now, except two

great trees of white flowers. How nice for you to have a

saddle. You all seem to have a very fair time in this world !
A Happy New Year to you.—Cousin Kate.]

Dear Cousin Kate.—Thanks very much for putting my
letter in the Graphic. I am glad yon think I wrote a

good letter. Will you kindly allow me to join the ‘ New
Zealand Graphic Humane Society?’ I am sending six

stamps for a badge and also my address. In my last letter
I said I was going to write a story for the Evening Post
Christmas Competition. Well 1 I didand I got second prize,
which was five shillings. Are you going to have any more

competitions, Cousin Kate? It would be a grand plan to

have a doll competition and see who could dress a doll the
best. Don’t you think it would. I would like to make
another suggestion if you won’t mind. It would be nice if

you could give first, second, and third prizes to the cousins

who answered the most puzzles at the end of each quarter.
You could make a rule that all puzzles sent in must be
original, and that all competitors must give their real names,

ages, and addresses, so they can be printed at the end of

the quarter in case they won a prize. You would have to
name a certain day that the answers to the puzzles must be
in by, and if they arrived later than the appointed day the

competitors would not be credited with answers. I went to

an opera called • The Forty Thieves ’ last Saturday. The
wardrobe and scenery were very pretty, but the singing
was not very good. I also went to hear Cyril Tyler. I
don’t think very much of his singing- He can scream and

that is all. Mrs Oldham’s singing is simply lovely. The
Maritana lost in the yacht races that I told you about. It
was only through an accident too. The bobstay broke when

they were off Somes’ Island. I dressed a doll to give to a

little friend of mine for a Christmas box. Father gave me

a pound and two books called ‘ Atalanta and * A Sweet
Girl Graduate ’ for a Christmas box. On Christmas and

Boxing Days I went to seethe cricket match between the

Christchurch and Wellington Midland Clubs, which was

held in the Basin Reserve. I did not like it very much, it

was too slow. I think it resulted in a draw. It rained all
New Year’s Day and two days after. I have got such a lot

of books to read now. Thenames are ‘To Right the Wrong,’
‘Moondyne,’ ‘ Dead Man’s Rock,’ ‘Nellie’s Memories,’
‘ Lover or Friend,’ ‘Three Feathers,’ ‘ White Heather ’ and
about ten others. How many cousins have joined the ‘ New

Zealand Graphic Humane Society’ Consin Kate? I am

enclosing a few puzzles. In the Lady's Pictorial they have

a children’s page, and if the contributors like, they can send
their photos to the editor, and he prints one every week. I

forgot to say that perhaps the cousins would like to sub-

scribe towards the puzzle column prize fund. They could
send you, say sixpence each. Jill has got two puppies.
One is fawn like herself, and the other black and tan. I
hope you enjoyed yourself out camping. The regatta is to

take place on 22nd of January,and yachts from Christchurch.
Napier, and Auckland are going to take part in the races.

I must now close my letter, as I will be taking up too much

of your valuable space. Do you or any of the cousins know
of any place in England where you can send old N.Z. stamps
and get foreign ones in exchange. I collect stamps and
have got 139. I remain, your affectionate cousin, Laura.

[The stamps did not arrive. Are you sure you enclosed

them. I hope all the cousins will fasten one corner of them

to their letters in future. I would have sent you your

badge, but you forgot to give me your surname. You gave
me your address and Christian name, but I am afraid
to send the badge without a surname. Your puzzle
suggestion is a good one; 1 willthink it over. I have not

room this week for the puzzle and story, but will put them

in next time with thanks.—Cousin Kate.]

Dear Cousin Kate.—l have come home from Onehunga.
I enjoyed myself very much. I left here in the midday
train last Thursday fortnight and arrived at my aunt’s
place about 4 pm. The first night I was there
Mr Pegler (senr.) and myself went fishing for eels, but
we only canght one, and as that was a big one, it was

quite enough for our dinner next day. The next night we

took it into our heads to gfb after fiat-fish, so I got the
blacksmith to make me a spear, while Mr Pegler
made a lantern. About 7 p.m we started on our way
towards the place, where we saw the lanterns of some

other people lit up the night before. It was a long

tramp, but we soon got there and put on our shoes.

When we went out into the water we sank almost

to our knees in the mud, so we had to get out of it as fast
as we could, and walk along the beach till we came to a

place where the ground was more firm. After walking
quietly about in the water for a long time without even

seeing one flat fish, Mr Pegler said we had better give it up
and go home and go to bed, but just then I happened to see

two. which I speared, and then we turned for home. The
next day I noticed that the boys would run after the

'bus and catch hold of the handle of the door and stand on

the steps, and so have a cheap ride for nothing to the place
they wanted to go. That same day I was going to fish on

the wharf, so getting my lines and my bag strapped over my
shoulder, I waited for the next 'bus. I had not long towait,
however, for the 'bus soon came rattling along, and just as

it got opposite me I ran out and sprang on to the steps
where another boy was standing, and had a fine ride nearly
down to where the ’buses stop. 1 bad made up my mind
to get off before it stopped, so letting go the handle I tried

to jump, but my foot slipped, and I fell to the ground face
downwards. I was soon up again, for I did not want any-

one to see me. When I got to the wharf I found the Taka-
puna was just about going to leave there. There were a

lot of passengers on board. But I passed on and went
to the end of the wharf, where I pulled out my lines, but
then I found I had no bait, so I had to go nearly all the way

back to get some, and with that I caught five schnappers.
The next day was Sunday, and in the afternoon I went to
the park, and to church in the evening. I did not go to
theiron works, because it was not being worked while I

was there. I had a lesson on photography from my uncle,
Mr Pegler, the reproductions of whose photos often appear
in the Graphic. I suppose you read an account of the fire
at Onehunga, Cousin Kate. If not, I will tell you allabout

it, for I was one of the onlookers. It was the first fire I
had ever seen. We had all gone to bed and werefast asleep
when I was awakened by bearing a strange sound. I

looked towards the door and saw my uncle going
out of bis room in a great burry and then run

downstairs and say something about going out at the

front door. I then thought there was a burglar in
the house. In the room that I slept in there was nowindow

in the wall, but one on the roof. My eyes happened to

move towards it, and then I knew there was a fire. I

seemed to think it was our house on fire, so I sprang to the
floor and slipped on my clothes, and ran into my aunt’s
room. Aunty was getting dressed. I went to the

window and looked down on the street and saw crowds

of people, who seemed to be looking in the direction
of our house, but they were looking at something a little
higher up the street. We then went downstairs and opened
the front door and went across the other side of the street.

There were three houses on fire, and there were only
two houses between ours and the fire. It was a pretty sight
to see the firemen in their uniforms, working away as bard

as they could, and the flames bursting out of thewindows

of Mr Robb’s house. I stopped till it was all over. On the
Saturday following I came home after enjoying myself very
much. lam now going to school, which is about 1] miles
from home. I hope my letter will not he too long, Cousin
Kate. I could say a lot more, but I must leave it till an-

other time. 1 hope to see mv letter in the Graphic soon.

—From WillieOldham. Tuakau.

P.S. —Please excuse my mistakes.

[I hope you will never get on a 'bus step again. It is
really very dangerous. I used to travel eight miles by ’bus
every day nearly, now I do notcome into town so frequently.
The small boys often jump on the steps, and the drivers
whip them off for fear of accidents. I have seen several
boys get very severe falls. lam glad you so much enjoyed
your visit, though on the whole you do not seem to have

caught many fish, though you had all the fun of fishing for

them. I hope you will like your school and get on very
well there.—Cousin Kate.

PUZZLE COLUMN.

ENIGMA.

(1.) Thefirst and the chiefest in riches I'm seen.

Although I in poverty always have been;
Andalthough I'm in rags I am yet on athrone.
Andwithout me a monarch could ne'er own acrown.

(2-> The beginning ofeternity, the end of time and space.
Thebeginning ofevery end, and the end ofevery place,

CHARADE.

(3.) My first advancing, overspreads the plain.
And brings my gloomysecond in her train,
But of my total—readers—ah ! beware !
For deadly poison is the fruit I bear.—Lavra,

ANSWERS.

(1) Charade: Turnstile. (2) Cross.
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POINTS ABOUT PINS.

Thorns were originally used in fastening garments to-

gether. Pins did not immediately succeed thorns as

fasteners, but different appliances were used, such as hooks,
buckles and laces. It was the latter half of the fifteenth
century before pins were used in Great Britain. When first

manufactured in England the iron wire, of the proper length,
was filed to a point, and the other extremity twisted
into a bead. This was a slow process, and four or five

hundred pins was a good day's work for an expert hand.

The United States has the credit of inventing the first

machine for making pins. This was in 1824. The inventor

was one Lemuel Wellman Wright. Many remarkable im-

provements have followed, and the machines of the present
day send off, as if by magic, whole streams of pins, and

these fall so nicely adjusted for the papers pricked for them

that two small girls can put up several thousand papers in
a day.
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The Graphic's
WIT
Funny Leaf

'THE WOMAN WITH A PAST.’

Not a ‘ par ' appeared, not a single note.
To reveal where the lady was banished,

Not a Prude has gloated a single gloat
To confirm that she really has vanished.

We look for her vainly, ’tis true, by night,
Our opera glasses turning.

As we scan the puppets from left to right
And the footlights dimly burning.

Long, so long, were the parts she would spout,
And she harrowed our souls with sorrow.

But the playwright will mourn her if really played out.
And he’ll bitterly think of the morrow.

He’ll think as he lies in his wakeful bed.
And worries his bump of invention,

That a different type must be boomed in her stead
To capture the public attention.

Scarcely they’ll think of the lady that’s gone—

The changeable slaves to sensation—

But little she’ll reck, if they let her go on

In the way she has done since Creation.

Slowly and sadly the ‘ Fourth Estate,’
W

T

hen their intimate discourse is ‘ shoppy,’
Will come to admit that she’s quite out of date,

And they’ll leave her alone in their * copy.’
D.M.

A SMART ANSWER.

A certain worthy colonialbishop, who shall be nameless,
once had a confab with a rabid Baptist pulpit-ponnder, who

insisted that there were several places in the Bible where

immersion was unquestionably referred to.
* Yes,' replied the bishop, ‘ I recall two such instances,

where there can be no doubt as to the mode : oneis where

Pharaoh and his host got lost, and the other where the

Gadarene pigs tried to learn swimming !’

STERN NECESSITY

• We should be thankful for small mercies,’ said the board-
ing house mistress.

* We have to be,’ replied the star-boarder, as he gazed at

the diminutive turkey.

CAN THIS BE TRUE?

There had been a meeting of the Synod or something, and
the platform of the railway station was afterwards thronged
with parsons who were returning to their vicarages.

‘And some on ’em used very bad language, too,’ observed
a porter to a poor curate, who had to travel by a later train.

• No, no, my good man,’ replied the curate, ‘

you must be

mistaken, what you heard was probably some expression in

Latin, or Greek, or Hebrew, that you did not understand.’

‘Well,’ said the porter, ‘all I can say is I don’t under-
stand no Latin ; I don't understand no Hebrew ; and I don’t

understand no Greek ; but he couldn’t open the door of the

carriage, and what he said was
“ damn,” and I understand

that.’

DEAR FRIENDS.

Ethel: 'I wonder if he loves me as he says? He has

known me only a week.’
Clarissa: *He may, if that’s all the time he lias known

you.*

MAN’S RIGHTS.

He: ‘Do my eyes deceive me? No, it is true. One year

ago, on this very seat, in this very park, you promised to

become my wife.*
She * Did I? Well, never mind ; you shall have the

privilege of imagining that I kept the promise.’
He : ‘ May I ?’
She : Yes, indeed. The nurse will be along soon, and

you may hold the baby until my husband comes.’

A NEAR APPROACH.

Mamma : *My darling child, did you ever dream of being
in heaven?’

Little Maude : ‘No ; not exactly; but I dreamt once

that I was right in the middle of a big apple dumpling.’

FRIENDSHIP.

‘You horrid, mean, detestable old thing,’ said a young
woman in brown, stepping up behind a young woman in

grey, who was enjoying a solitary ice cream at a confec-
tioner’s. ‘ You’re a perfect pig.’

The young woman in grey turned an astonished face to-
wards the speaker, and the speaker was covered with con-

fusion and blushes.
‘ Oh !’ she exclaimed, ‘ I beg your pardon ! I thought you

were a friend of mine 1’

‘ Of course, I knew you did, from the way you spoke.'
Which is commentary on friendship.

TAKEN LITERALLY.

He : * As to modes, I think modern dress reveals the vanity
of the human heart.’

She : ‘ Oh, I never saw one cut solow as that!’

COMING EVENTS.

Now all the college boys bestow

Upon their hair and muscle

Consummate care, because they know
In football they must hustle.

AN EPITAPH.

* That man Ardup,’ said the man in the mackintosh, *
was

as good-hearted a fellow as ever lived, but he was always in
debt and always hounded by creditors. Poor fellow !be

deserves a better epitaph than an unfeeling posterity will

engrave on bis tombstone.’ *

* Well dunned, good and faithful servant,’ suggested the
man who had his feet on the table; and a deep silence fell
upon the group.

ONE WORD TOO MANY.

Old Gent (proposing health of happy pair at the wedding
breakfast): * And as for the bridegroom, I canspeak with
still more confidence of him, for I was present at his
christening, I was present at the banquet given in honour
of his coming of age, I am present here to-day, and I trust I
may be spared to be present at his funeral !’ (Sensation).

HER FATHER’S SAY.

He : • What do you think your father would say if we
were to run away and get married ?’

She : ‘ Really, I don’t know ; but I imagine he would sayI was a bigger fool than he thought I was.’

A GREAT COMPLIMENT.

She had rejected him and it made him sore, and he was

kicking.
• Why,’ she said, ‘ you couldn’t have paid me a higher

compliment than by asking me to marry yon.’
He picked up his hat to go.
‘ And you could not have done me a greater favour than

to refuse me,’ he replied with scorn.

Three months later they were married.

A PESSIMIST.
• I wondbr why Jones is so grievous a pessimist ?’

‘ Well, he was married to the girl 6f his choice about
three years ago ’

•Yes.’
‘ They had been married only two days ’
‘ And she died ?’
‘ No; but he got the influenza, and it lasted right

through the honeymoon. Do you wonder that he feels as

if he had been robbed, and has a grudge against the
universe ?’

EMOTIONAL PERSEVERANCE.

They tell us we can love but once;
Perhaps they’re right; but then,

How many who have tried it once.
Will never try again ?

GOOD REASON.

Country Rector : ‘ There was a stranger in church this
morning.’

Wife : ‘ What did he look like ?’

Rector : ‘ I did not see him ’
Wife : ‘ Then how did you know there was a stranger in

the congregation ?’
Rector: ‘ I found a five-pound note in the collection.’

READY FOR THE FRAY.

‘ So yon are going to meet that charming Miss Dashleigh.’
‘ I expect to have that pleasure.’
‘ Suppose she should strike your fancy ?’
* I shall strike back again.’

He who loves and loves in vain

Thinks he will not love again ;
Rails at woman and her wiles

And loves the next time woman smiles

She (to one who has been making love in the most approved
fashion) : * But, really, Harry, areyou serious?'

He: ‘Serious? Yoh don’t suppose I'm doing this thing
for the fun of it, doyou ?’
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