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Seddon, Master of Hounds (to F—H and E—nsh —w) :—
‘ Now if you don’t stop that snarling and yelping, you’ll not

only miss your feed—but get the whip. Look at the good dogs there what they’ve got.’



TOPICS OF THE WEEK.

A CRIMINAL Court of Appeal would really seem to

be a necessity. Certainly the hands of those in

favour of it have been greatly strengthened by the result

of the commission which ‘sat’ on the Dean case in

Sydney. Dean has been practically retried and

been acquitted, and probably ere this appears in

print that extremely injudicious judge, Mr Wind-

eyer, will have been requested to resign. At any

rate, it is to be hoped so. The manner in which he

charged the jury, and the manner in which he addressed

the prisoner in passing sentence were so exceedingly ill-

advised that there can be no doubt the position could be

filled to greater advantage. The objection to the

Court of Criminal Appeal is that every murder case

would be tried twice. This need not necessarily follow.

The power of deciding whether the prisoner shall be

allowed to appeal, like the granting of a reprieve, should

be vested in the Crown, the Governor, of course, being

advised through the ordinary channels. At the same

time it must be remembered that the jury have already

the power to grant an appeal by refusing to agree.

IE you should happen to have gained for yourself the

honour of a chief magistracy, it should be your

prayer that a son might be born to you during your term

of office, then, possibly, if you were as popular
as Mayor Parks, of Palmerston North, you might
have the pleasure and honour of being presented with

a silver cradle. The engraving herewith given, which

reproduces a photo of the silver cradle presented to the

Mayor of Palmerston North, shows what a desirable pos-
session such an article must be. That Mayor Park de-

served his good fortune is very amply shown by the

unanimous expression of feeling which prompted the

presentation. The cradle is a very handsome affair, and

is thus inscribed :—‘ Presented to his Worship the Mayor

of the Borough of Palmerston North. William Park,

Esq., by the members and officers of his Council on the

occasion of the birth of a son during the term of his

Mayoralty,’ the Council’s coat-of-arms, on a shield,

being placed below the inscription. The illuminated

address was the handiwork of Miss McLeod, and it re-

flected great credit on that lady’s taste and skill.

The gathering at the presentation function appears to

have been a most enthusiastic affair. There were

bumpers of champagne, pleasant speeches about every-

one, and in fact, general cordiality reigned supreme. The

address, which accompanied the cradle, read as follows :
—‘ His Worship the Mayor, W. Park, Esq., Palmerston

North. Dear Sir, —We the Councillors and the officers

of your Council, desire on the occasion of the birth of a

son during your term of office, to convey to you our

heartfelt congratulations, and at the same time to ex-

press our satisfaction at the manner in which you have

carried out the duties devolving on you as the elected
head of this community, and the kind and firm manner

in which you have ruled in the Council during your pro-
tracted term of office. We beg that you accept the

accompanying gift as a slight token of ouradmiration
of your actions as a citizen, a Councillor and a man.

Hoping that Mrs Park and yourself will long live to

enjoy the esteem in which you are held by your fellow-

townsmen. We beg to subscribe ourselves.’ Then, of

course, followed the names of the donors.

A public holiday will be doubly appreciated in com-

pany with Frossanl’s Cavour Cigars. All Tobacconists,
8 for is 3d. (Advt. I)

AN excellent story is going the rounds at the expense

of the Fire Brigade Salvage Corps at Charlestown.

A fire broke out in a building in the town, and accord-

ing to the local paper, there were in the cellars

two or three barrels of ale, the value being, of

course, considerably under a tenner. In the upper

story lay several bales of hops valued at some-

thing over Z5OO. When the fire started that

noble band of heroes never hesitated for a moment.

They worked like Trojans to roll up the barrels of beer

from the cellar and left that paltry five hundred pounds
worth of hops burn as it would. ‘ltis at such moments

as this,’ says the local scribe, ‘ that real genius showsup.’
It was remarked that an epidemic of swelled heads had

broken out in the ranks of the Salvage Corps next day.
It is, moreover, not considered safe to ask a Salvage
Corp man to ‘ have a beer ’ unless you are prepared to

risk a breach of the peace.

THE greatest pleasure in life : What is it ? I have

been reading an article on the subject, and confess

to have been enlightened as well as interested. The

writer observes truly that ‘ Thomas Moore, the poet of

the minor passions, has asserted in one of his best-known

and most popular lyrics that “ There’s nothing half so

sweet in life as love’s young dream,” and his dictum has

passed current among the sentimental contingent for

many years. Nevertheless Moore was mistaken. Love’s

young dream, which is a mild form of insanity, usually
harmless, may commend itself to Corydon and Phyllis,
to Jemmy and Jessamy, as the one thing desirable and

altogether lovely, especially with its usual accompani-
ments of blushes, tears and kisses, of moonlight strolls
and stolen interviews, of dreams of future bliss and

elysian happiness, but to those who have passed the

green and sallet age, and who look at pleasure in a more

material and reasonable light, there is something much

more pleasurable in life than love’s young dream.

‘ What is it ? It is the surcease from pain of body or

agony ofmind, and one isonly a correlative of the other.
Let anyone be candid with him or herself and the admis-
sion must be made that life’s greatest pleasure is founj

in the cessation of pain and agony,
bodily or mental, and the return to

that normal condition in which mind

and body perform their normal func-
tions automatically, and when the

human being, the ego, becomes again
practically unconscious of its en-

vironment, and has no thought or

care of what it shall eat or what it

shalldrink or wherewithal it shall be
clothed.

‘SuCH a pleasure as this, great and

overpowering as it is, is not memen-

tary or instantaneous, and is, there-
fore, so much the greater. Conva-

lescence, in proportion as it is con-

tinuous, is cumulative, and therefore

the joyis heightened and intensified,
until the invalid, gaining strength day
by day, and acquiring new interest
in life with each rising sun, comes to

believe that life is worth living and

that his past experience of sorrow

and suffering may well be forgotton
and put aside, as one shakes off the

remembrance of some horrible night-mare.

‘Why have we no treatises on the pleasures and de-
lights of convalescence ? The literature is full of the

cries of anguish of the sick and miserable, the groans of

the wounded, the wails of despair of the incurable, and

even the plaints and moans of the imaginary invalids
and hypochondriacs, but it does not seem to have oc-

curred to anyone to offset this lugubrious collection
with the joys of convalescence. We have been familiar
since the beginning of the world with those who,
following the Scripture, say in the morning, “ Would
God it were even,” and at even, “Would God it were

morning,” but those who awake each morning with a

sense and feeling of returning health and increasing
strength, and who lie down at night with a consciousness
of having made a day’s journey on the upward road,
have found no chronicler, either in prose or verse, no

historian or essayist to celebrate their victory over sick-

ness and disease and to sing hymns of joy upon their de-

liverance. ’

THE unwisdom of smoking a pipe with one’s head

over a bucket of gunpowder would, one would

have thought, have suggested itself to anyone, even the

philosophic wife of a Maori But apparently
the good lady of a well-known North Island chief thought
it the most natural thing in the world to stoop to ex-

amine a large bucketful of powder with a live pipe stick-
ing out of her mouth. The result was exactly what

might have been expected. The unfortunate woman’s

head was terribly blown about, and she is at this writing
still in a somewhat precarious condition. A gentleman
who was present writes to tell me that the victim was

greatly startled and surprised at the result of dropping
the spark into the bucket. That is just the point :
people always are surprised at the most obvious effect of

the carelessness which breeds accidents. Whenever you

read —and that is not very seldom, worse luck—of per-
sons killed by accidental discharge of fire arms, the

person responsible is always unfeignedly ‘ surprised ’ at

the result of their folly, though those results are as cer-

tain as that night follows day.

IT sounds incredible enough, but the writer oncehad

a friend who insisted on smoking while loading his

cartridges one day. It was in vain we remonstrated.
‘There was,’ he asserted, ‘no real danger. It was a

million to one against his dropping a spark into

a cartridge.’ But at last, of course, the inevitable

explosion took place, and with it half the imprudent
one’s eyebrows left hurriedly. Yet the man was undis-

guisedly disgusted and surprised. ‘ How could it have

happened ?’ were the first words he used when he could
speak.

I TNLESS Dame Rumour’s tongue tangles the truth
LJ up terribly, Queen Victoria’s son-in-law, Prince

Henry of Battenberg, is (according to an American ex-

change) inclined to forget at times the sage advice of

Claudian : Crete ratem ventis, animum ne crede puellis.

(Trust your barque to the gales, your heart don’t trust to

the girls). While the Prince was recently visiting Spain
he insisted on going to a fair in Seville with the frolic-

some Duke of Orleans. In one of the tents two Anda-

lusian belles danced native dances for the benefit of the

foreign princes, and the fun grew fast and furious.

Finally Prince Henry remarked that to crown his de-

light he only needed a sight of one of those broncas,

or duels with knives, for which fair Seville, or Seville

fairs, may be said to be famous. His wish was

gratified, but in a way not pleasant to royalty. In

the early part of the day the madcap Duke of

Orleans had snatched a kiss from one of the flirting
rustic beauties frequenting the fair. The girl didn’t

resent this, but her lover instantly tried to insert a knife
between the royal ribs. Orleans was spirited out of the

way by the police, but later the angry lover happened to

catch a glimpse of him in one of the tents, and began
shouting most frightful socialisticabuse at him. At first

the Andalusian peasant’s picturesque flow of profuse
profanity was ignored by the noble party, but it became

so violent that finally the Marquis de la Mina struck

the man with his cane. Instantly a Seville bronca
broke forth, and the dukes and princes had a

hard time defending themselves against the raging
peasants aud the Andalusian beauties, till the

police came again to their rescue. It is officially an-

nounced in Europe that the Duke of Orleans is in bed

from a hurt received while out hunting with the Duke

d’Alba, etc., and Prince Henry of Battenberg is suffering
from a severe official cold. But it is safe to say he has
learned one fact on which he will keep discreetly silent
when next he entertains his mother-in-law with an

account of his travels. That fact has two facets. A

Seville bronca is worse than a Mexican broncho and a

Spanish beauty is sometimes a snare Andalusian.

Silver Cradle, Presented to Mayor Park, of

Palmerston North.

Horses, Sheep and Cattle Ailments

VETERINARY BOOK free with every InAUo. containing lull instructionsfor the
treatnn>..t and cure of builennguimiiiulm. liuiat on having CONDY 8 FLUID.

C'oudy A Mitchell, of London,Kugiand,are the sole manufacturers.
Uuudy s Fluid is sold by all Chemists.

Speedily Cured by “ Condy’s Fluid.”

Overheard at a Dance at Havelock. —’Arry (running
up to the belle of the ball): ‘ Hanybody got yer?’
’Arriet: ‘No.’ ’Arry: ‘’Ave me ?’ ’Arriet: ‘Yes.’

The young people’s social in connection with All

Saints’ Church, Auckland, went off with (sprit.
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THE * theatre hat ’ question seems as far off settle-
ment as ever. A lady who takes great interest in

its decision sends me some correspondence which has

taken place in an American society paper on the subject.
‘ My appeal, a week or so ago (says the lady editor of

that periodical), for any woman who had really a good
reason to offer in favour of wearing hats to the play to

write it to me, brought me quite a mail. I failed to find

any argument contained in any of the effusions, how-

ever, that could be considered as being based on a

goal reason. For instance, “ Irene Perry Weber,”

who insists upon addressing me as “Dear Sir!”
believes that women cling to their hats at the play
because “

women look infinitely better with hats than

without.” “Because”—she goes on to say—“so few

women have nice hair, or know how to arrange it.”

Then she pooh-poohs my suggestion of the economy

their abolishment would be, by informing me that
“ when a woman knows a thing is becoming, she is

bound to have it, even if she goes without shoes to get

it!” She concludes by reminding me that “girls are

pretty nice things and I’d better not try to improve on

them !” I would like to observe, en passant, that,

though I have been a girl quite some little time now, I

am convinced there remains much room which could be

most happilydevoted to their general improvement!

‘ Think of what slovenliness the lady accusesher sex

of when she admits that because they do not take the

time or trouble to be bien-coiffie they must hide their

deficiencies with a head-covering of one kind or another.

I wonder what such women are supposed to do when

they go to balls or the opera. Surely “ Irene Perry

Weber ” would not condemn them to eternally wearing
hats. If women can make their tresses appear attractive

for one occasion, why not for another ? Why, indeed,
should a woman ever be anything but well groomed ?

What dreadful untidiness does one confess one’s self

intimate with when one clings to a hat as a covering
for an unattractively-arranged coiffure! Then what a

horrid idea that—going without shoes, which are not

seen, to get something becoming to wear which is

seen ! What becomes of the well-groomed woman's

feelings of bien-etre under such a regime as
“ Irene

Perry Weber” and her arguments in favourof the theatre

hat would establish ? No—no. I must have some more

conclusive reasoning than such as this, before I relin-

quish my animosity toward a custom which is selfish,
senseless, and extravagant.’

SESSION AND SOCIETY.

CHIT-CHAT FROM THE CAPITAL.

(our parliamentary FLANEUR.)

THE Wellington Club is proverbially unlucky in the

matter of weather. I can scarcely remember a

ball there w’hich has not had the elements against
it. So it wasnot surprising that on Tuesday night we

should have had a raging southerly gale blowing, with

the accompaniments of squally rain and bitter cold.

Still, if these things did in any way cut down the number

of guests, they were not an unmixed evil, for the throng
which filled the hall and rooms of theClubwas just about as

large as even that spacious building could reasonably con-

tain. There can be no doubt that either Welllington is

growing larger, or that people are determined in an extra

degreetoenjoythemselvesthiswinter, forihave neverseen

such musters here as at the social functions of the last
month. What makes it the more noticeable is that there

are not so many strangers here just now. Of cou-se the

session has brought its quota, but then most of our

politicians are in too deadly earnest to trouble society
much. Mr and Mrs Wilfred Lawson, son and daughter-
in-law of the great English temperance advocate, are

staying here ; Miss Russell is down from Napier with

Captain Russell; Miss Studholme and Missßolleston are

up from Canterbury ; Judge Kettle has looked in on his

way from Wanganui ;'Government House contributes no

less than four aides-de-camp or secretaries—all of them

dancing men, and of course the naval officers are in
evidence. But nineteen-twentieths of those who make

up our social gatherings are Wellingtonians, either native

or newly-settled, so one must come to the conclusion that

Wellington is growing. One thing is certain, if it goes

on at this pace either the houses will have to be enlarged
or hospitable people willhave to give two dances instead
of one, or else begin to attempt the awful process of

sifting and selecting amongst those to whom they now

send invitations.

To come back to the Club ball, the dancing was

spirited, the ladies looked charming, and the guests of

the evening—Lord and Lady Glasgow—looked radiant,

as well they might, surrounded by so friendly a con-

course. Possibly the cable message of the morning

announcing the resignation of the English Liberal
Cabinet and the return to power of Lord Salisbury had

not exactly depressed His Excellency, who may scarcely
be expected quite to weep at the exit of Lord Ripon from

the Colonial Office. But the two most striking features
of the ball were the good taste of the decorations and

the splendour of the supper. The rooms of the Welling-
ton Club are loftier than usual, and without any lavish

display the hosts had managed to make them look ex-

tremely effective. This is not a season of flowers.
Nevertheless, combinations of wattle blossom and
camellias mingled with fern and lycopodium softened

and brightened walls and corners, and with the help of

palms and the usual aids of screens and drapings did
wonders. The electric light, too, is a marvellous aid to

ball-room decorations, and every one who has an eye for
colour ought to thank it. On the whole the ball was

pleasant in every way, and may be classed with the

birthday ball at Government House among the distinct

successes of the winter season.

Dr. and Mrs Grace are not new-comers in Wellington,
but quite the reverse. They are so well-known and so hos-

pitable that a change ofresidence in their case becomes

a social event. So I make no apology for chronicling
their move from Charlotte-street to Hawkestone-street.
In the latter place they are now established in what was

Mr Nathan’s house. Good as it was, its new owners

have made it better, and its drawing-room in particular
is now one of the most cheerful and tasteful looking
rooms in Wellington, besides being larger than of yore.

Its holding capacity was tried to the utmost on Wednes-

day, when Mrs Grace’s afternoon tea became the means

of assembling most of the best known society people in

Wellington. Mr Prouse, whose fine voice will be all the

more prized here now that Mr Gee has said ‘ good-bye,’
helped to make the afternoon pleasant by singing several

songs, amongst them ‘ The River of Years,’ which you
will permit me to recommend to those of your readers

who have not heard it.

Parliament isonce more met together—that is to say

about half the Upper House and most of the Lower

gathered last Thursday and business was* started on

Friday. I cannot say that the doings of the first day or

two were exhilarating—to the mere onlooker at any rate.

To me, the House of Representatives without Sir Maurice
O’Rorke resembles Washington Irving’s spectre horse-

man, who, as you will remember, was wont to take his

midnight rides headless. Mr Guinness is doubtless a

most estimable Chairman of Committees, but seated

in the Speaker’s chair, he is not Sir Maurice. To

begin with, he can wear no robes, and a Speaker
without robes is like a judge without a wig. Then,
too, Sir Maurice was not the only absentee. To
say nothing of Sir George Grey (whom some new

members have never even seen), Mr Mitchelson,
and something like half the Auckland contingent
were battling with foul winds off the Taranaki coast, in-

stead of lolling comfortably on the benches of the House.

Absent, too, were the Hibernian McGuire, valuable for

the delicious richness of his brogue, and MrBuick, de-
tained at home by the unhappy illness of his wife. The
venerable, or, at any rate, aged Hutchison, appeared in-
deed at the opening, but he has since disappeared, and
is understood to be on the sick list. The genial member
of the Executive, known to Maoris as Timi Kara, and to

the pakeha as the Hon. James Carroll, is also athome re-

posing after the fatigues of an arduous, albeit bloodless,
campaign in the Urewera country. Nodoubtthese vacan-

cies will fill up steadily—nay, some of them have already
done so, but for the present the House of Representatives
seems a maimed and incomplete body. Whether it be

for this reason, or on account of the abominable weather

of the last week, certain it is that the strangers’ galleries
have been but scantily filled, and, worse still, the ladies’

gallery has been at times almost empty.

The Speech from the Throne indicated anew Minister.

Who is to be the lucky man ? Pirani, Pinkerton, Lar-
nach, McGowan Tanner, * Riccarton ’ Russell, all are

talked of. Many are the speculations, numerous the

nods and winks. Most honourable members who are in
the running seem to think the addition to the Cabinet

likely to be a national benefit. They talk sympathetic-
ally of the cruelty of continuing to overload an

already overburdened Ministry, and protest against the
inhumanity of working willing horses to death. On the
other hand, several other honourable members are

equally clear and unflinchingly distinct against the pro-
posed change. They declare that if Ministers are over-

worked, it is because they are for ever doing what they
need not do and ought not to do. The sympathies of
these incorruptible patriots are bestowed rather upon

the overburdened taxpayers, who will be called upon to

pay tor the new portfolio. I need scarcely tell you that
these stern and relentless critics are one and all gentle-
men who are scarcely likely to be asked to join the

Seddon Ministry. But then, as the wise American ob-

served, * There is a great deal of human nature in this
world.’

|| ERD'S POINT — TAKAHUE ROAD.

MANGANVIOWAE BRIDGE CONTRACT

(ONE SPAN OF 60 FEET, ONE OF 25 FEET, AND TWO OF 20 FEET).

Tenders willbe received at this office tillnoon of FRIDAY, the
26th July, for the constructionofa Bridge over the Mang wuiowae
River, near the Post-office, Manganuiowae. on the Herd’s Point.
Takahue Road, according toPlans. Specifications,and Conditions
to be seen at the office of Mr G. G. Menzies. Road inspector.
Rawene, and atthis office. Tenders to be addressed to the Chief

Surveyor, Auckland, and marked No. 251 Contract. The lowest
or any tendernot necessarily accepted.

GERHARD MUELLER,
w

_

ChiefSurveyor.
Lands and Survey Department,

Auckland, July Ist, 1895.

District Laud and Surrey Office,
Auckland. 25th June, 1895.

IT is hereby notified that the under-
mentioned Town and Suburban Landswill

be submitted for sale by Public Auciion at the

Land Office. Auckland on FRIDAY, the 9th

day of August, proximo, at 11 o'clock a.in.
Town uf Opua IBlock XXL.—Section 1. Ir.

total upset price £5: 2. Ir. £5: 3, Ir. £5; 4, Ir.
£5; 5. Ir. £5:6 Ir. £5: 7. Ir. £5.

Suburbsof Weymouth.-Section 5.5 a Ir 2p.
total up>et price £lO l(h ;7,6a 2r 39p. £l3 10s: 8.
7a 3r 3bp. £l5 18s 9d : 23. Ila Ir. £22 10s; 25. 8a Ir

20p. £l6 15s; 45. 3a, £6; 43, 4a 2r. £9.
VillageofOtau.—Lots 8. 15 Section 2.2r,

total upset price el 10s ; 11. Ir. 155.; 17. Ir. 15s;
25, Ir, 15s; 10. 10a, 11, 12. 13. Section 3,3 a Ir 17p,
£lO 2s 6d ; 3. Section 4. Ir. 15s.

Suburbsof Pokeno. — Lot 9. Section 1,8 a Or
30p, total upset price, £l6 17s 6d. subject to £35
for gr.is.-in/,etc.

Pari h Hautapu (Waikato).—Section 145,
24a 2r. total upset price £73 10-«, open land on
Waikato River,7 miles below Cambridge.

Thami’S County. Tiirua S.D.. Block 11.

(Suburban lots at Tairua).—Section 2,4a. total
upset price £8 subject t > £35 forhouse, fencing
and cultivations; 3,3 i 3r 29p. £7 17s 6d. subject
tj£6 for grassing, etc; 4. 7a Or 7p.£l4 2s : 5. la
Or 13p. £84s: 6,2 a 2r 22p, £5 5s 6d ; section 6,
subject to £l2 for house and cultivation;
section 7,2 a 2r. £5, subject to £6l for houses,
fencing and clearing; section 8. la 2r 35p. £3 8s

9d, subject to £22 for house, stable and grass-
ing ; section9. la 3r lOp, £3 12s 6d. subject to

£3O for houses, fencing and grassing; section

10. 9a, £lB. subject to £67 for housos, clearing,

fencing and grassing: sectio » 10a. 11 Ir 15p. £2
13s 9J. subject to £l5 for house and cultivation.

Terms of Sals.—O .c-fifth of the purchase
money on the fall of the hammer, and the
balance, wi h Crown Grant fee, within 30 days
her .after.

GERHARD MUELLER,
Commissioner Crown Lands.

District Land and Survey Office.

Auckland, June2jth. 1895.

IT is hereby notified that the undermen-

tioned TOWN and SUBURBAN LANDS

will be offeredfor Sale by public auctionat the

Land Office Tauranga, on WEDNESDAY, the
3 st day of July, 1895, at II a.iu.

Villageof Atuaroa (Museum Endowment
Block).—Lo s 1 to16 inclusive, Block XL., con

taming! acres. Total upset piice, £l2. Situated
at Te Puke.

Suburbs of Opotiki.—Lot 31a, containing
6a 3r 13p. Total upset price. £ll. Situated op-

posite Opotiki,

Terms of Sale.—One-fifth cash on fa’lof the
hammer, and balance within 30 days with
Crown grant fee.

GERHARD MUELLER.
Commissioner Crown Lands.

W. G. THOMAS,
WHOLESALE and EXPORT PIANOFORTE MANUFACTURER

Stbam Worksi GOSPEL OAK GROVE,

KENTISH TOWN, London, N.W.. England

A PIANOFORTE SAME DESIGN AS CUT

r

25 GUINEAS, INBICT AND VERKIN PROOF

Packed In zinc-lined caseand shipped toany New Zealand

Port Fhkk.

Specially Conbthvctkd tor thb Colonies.

7 OCTAVES, trichord treble, check action, pinned hammers
keys made and covered in onepiece 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.—lllustratedLists or othep Models. free by poet

on application.

Sat., July 6, 1895. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC. 3



CHAMPIONSHIP IREGATTA.

PICTON 1895.

Kinsey, photo. J. R. Miller, No. 3. A. H. Barnett, Bow. E. J. Jackson. Coach.
W. A. Wiggins, Stroke. C. W. Haselden, Cox. R. B. Pownall, No. 2.

WELLINGTON ROWING CLUB.

WINNERS OE JUNIOR OUTRIGGER FOURS, CHAMPION REGATTA, PICTON, 1895.

A. J. Bishop, Coach and Trainer. A. Sargeant No. 2. J. Swindley, rowed for Sargeant. Kinsey. photo.

J. R. Crawford, Bow. F. Wolff, No. 3.

F. James, Cox.

C. Poli., Stroke.

TAXES.

The house tax in Greece brings four hundred thousand
dollars a year.

Russia raises one million five hundred thousand dollars
a year by the sale ofpassports.

In the time of Queen Anne soap was taxed one hundred
and forty dollars a ton.

A tax on dogs was levied in Rome during the reign of
Nero.

The rate of taxation has nearly quadrupled in France
since 1830.

A hearth tax was formerly assessed in many of the

German States.

The soap duty in Holland brings seven hundred and

fifty thousand dollars a year to the Government.

Holland is the only country in Europe that admits
coffee free from duty.

In Portugal the tobacco tax brings four millions five
hundred thousand dollars ; the land tax three million
five hundred thousand.

Germany pays ten million dollars a year taxes on salt
and thirteen million dollars on sugar.

In parts of Peru taxes are paid in cocoa leaves and
Peruvian bark.

The Australians pay fifty million dollars in taxes to

support their government.
Until about forty years ago the Persian Government

levied a tax on cats.

The French people pay over ten million dollars a year
taxes on their windows.

The taxes of the people of America equal about ten

dollars to each inhabitant.

In the early days of Virginia and Carolina colonies

taxes were paid in tobacco.

The capi ation or poll tax is believed to have been the

earliest form of taxation.

During the fourteenth century in Italy a tax was levied
on every one who wore shoes.

Custom duties on imports were collected in England
by Kthelred 11., as early as 979.

The mention ot any sort of taxation in Greek history
is a tax levied by Solon, B c. 540.

The extraordinary enthusiasm to which a London
audience may be worked up is hardly conceivable to

anyone who has not been present, say, at a Rubinstein,

Sarasate, or a Paderewski recital. The last-named

pianist on one occasion cau ed such excitement by his
wonderful playing that he was was simply mobbed by a

cro.wd of ladies who invaded the platform. Punch took

advantage of this incident to produce a highly amusing
sketch representing Paderewski seated at the piano, pro-
tected from a possible onslaught by four typical English
policemen. When Rubinstein gave his last cycle of re-

citals in London some eight years ago, crowds of people
took possession of the steps of St. James’ Halland waited

patiently there some four or five hours before the doors

were opened.

WELLINGTON ROWING CLUB.

CHAMPION FOURS REPRESENTATIVES. PICTON 1895.

G. N. Goldie. Trainer. J. Swindley, Bow.

G. P. Coady, No. S. A. G. Bushy, Stroke. P. Graham, No. 2.

F. Jambs, Cox.
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THE CROWN MINE, KARANGAHAKE.

IN the present revival of mining the great gold dis-

trictof Karangahakeplaysan exceedingly important

part, andthe Crown mine, some pictures ofwhich are

here given, plays perhaps the most important part in

that district. The Graphic artist who went down to

sketch the district specially for this paper, thus briefly
describes what is to be seen :—

‘ Crossing the suspension bridge over the river which

runs through Karangahake, one comes to a veritable

labyrit-th of trucks and rails. It is a centre or junction
which connects with all the mines on one side of the
river. There are men turning tables, where the trucks
are turned and sent off to their respective batteries, some

going one way, some another. I was lucky enough to

get a lift on a train of empty trucks which were going

up to the Crown mine. The railway to this spot is

full of interesting views connected with the different

mines. It winds snake-like at the base of a narrow

gorge. About twenty feet below the railway is the
river, which is very picturesque, as it runs through the

gorge, broken here and there by rocks, which form

miniature rapids as the water eddies in and out through
the crevices. About half-a-mile from the starting point,
passing the Woodstock on the right, is reached the
Crown mine. The view depicted in the centre illus-
tration is characteristic of the exterior of the mine..
The general impression left on the mind is of solitude.
The men are at work in the mine, and the only signs of

life are the truckers who emerge from the mine with
trucks loaded with ore.’

Each truck is run along and added to the train of those

waiting, and when a train has the requisite number of

trucks attached it is despatched to the battery, which is
nearly a mile from the town, being the other side of the

township.
Our first illustration shows an underhand slope in the

main drive, and the second shows the work in progress
stripping the reef. Number three is a view on the

river near the Crown mine. Number five is a small

sketch of the manager, who offered the Graphic

artist every facility in the sketching. Number four

has been already described as the centre picture.
The air compresser, by which means the rock dri’l is

worked, is shown in number six, and number seven

shows how trucking on an incline is managed by means

of a brake. A cable truck is shown in number eight,
and the last picture is number nine—a view of the bat-

tery from the river. This is, by the way, the biggest
battery in Karangahake.

Rumours persistently fly that Melba and the violinist

Adamowski are soon to be wed, says the New York

Morning Journal. There is no doubt ofone thing—Mme.
Melba is deeply in love with the violinist, and the prin-
cipal reason that moved her to sign a contract with Ellis,

the Boston manager of the Symphony Society, was the

fact that Adamowski urged her to do so, as he is a

member of the concernand could thus travel with her.

We do not in connection with marriage recall, however,
that Melba was ever finally divorced from her previous
husband, Mr Armstrong. There was a divorce suit in

which the name of the Duke of Orleans was prominently
mentioned, but the charges were never finally proven,
and if we recollect aright the suit was stopped without

any final conclusion. It is possible, however, that a

divorce may have been granted since then, and moie

privately.

Sat., July 6, 1895. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC 5



THE AWFUL TRUTH ABOUT THE WOMAN’S PAGE.

f MHERE are certain incongruities in life which are

quite unexplainable.

We are living in an advanced age, when newly-
born babits are raised in incubators ; when kissing is

denounced as a distributor of bacteria and hence a pro-
moter of disease ; when the ‘ new woman * (excuse me ;
it was quite unavoidable—l had to mention her, claims

that what is good for man is also good for woman.

At the same time, in this city of New York, where

we pride ourselves thatweare always ‘up to date,’in the

same newspapers wherein woman's interests are declared
synonymous with man's interests, flourishes that weird
and primitive incongruity known as The Woman’* Page !

On this remarkable sheet you will find nothing what

ever in the shape of news, except an occasional speech

by Susan B. Anthony, and a flowery report of the last
riddle which the ‘ Corner Woman ’ of Sorosis asked the
rest of the enigma-loving troupe. But who cares for a

little thing like when you may read a dainty little

prose poem on ‘ The Care of Veils,’ learn ‘ How to Buy
Three Seven-Course Dinners for a Dollar, ’ enjoy a re-

ligiously morbid poem on ‘Life’s Denials,’ signed by an

elegant hyphenated name (such as only poetesses on

woman’s pages have), absorb some interesting informa-
tion on face bleaching, get some free tuition on fortune-
telling and ‘ The Management of Hens,’ find out how

big Queen Victoria’s waist is, and the religious convic-
tions of Patti’s grand-aunt, develop an appetite over a

menu for a small family (which if carried out would be

enough for two dozen aidermen), revel in half-a-dozen
recipes for vegetables, and obtain the wonderful secret
of ‘ How to Clean Old Kid Gloves.’

All this remarkable range of versatility and informa-
tion goes to make up an average ‘ Woman’s Page.’

The women who contribute the material for this nine-
teenth century wonder are, for some occult reason,
known as literary women.

In other words, ifeverything else fails—if shop-tend-
ing is too declassce, office-work too irksome, and the

stage offers too many temptations, and a woman is con-

tent to live on about fifteen dollars a week and the satis-
faction of seeing her name in capitals—then let her go
ahead, and, exerting her vivid powers of imagination and

description, write essays on lamp trimming, or millinery,
or the arrangement of dinner-tables, and go down to

posterity proudly as ‘ a literary woman.’
In time she may then become the woman editor of a

woman’s page. This chance is open to every woman of

this country, just the same as the chance of becoming
President of the United States is open to every man.

I have never been able to grasp the full duties of a

woman editor. To see in all reports of functions that

the list of those present is complete and does not omit

any influential woman, seems the first one. Nothing
offends the club woman so much as to go to a meeting
and not to see her name in next day’s report. Some

flippant person has suggested that this is what they go
for.

Another is, to keep the page nicely balanced : not too
much Susan B Anthony, nor yet too many dead-baby
poems, nor again, not too much fashion. She must not

gorge her readers either with too many cookery recipes.
A badly-balanced woman's page sometimes is all orange

soufle and corn fritters, and makes you feel like you did
as a child after a Christmas dinner.

Another duty is, apparently, to cut out anything ap-
proaching humour.

If there were such a thing as an average woman editor,
I should remark that the literary methods of the average
woman editor are quaint. But there is no such thing as

an average woman editor. They are all ‘ remarkable

women of great attainments and intellect,’ as you will
find in the magazine articles that they write about each

other ; but the literary methods allied to those gigantic
intellects are quaint all the same.

The feminine blue pencil is rough on jokes. Woe
betide any alleged humorous article that falls into the

hands of the woman editor. Naturally, she does not

O.K. that which she cannot understand. Even the
‘ New Woman ’ is not developing a senseofhumour.

Sad and morbid poetry about funerals and dead babies’
little worn-out shoes and broken rattles, she is more

merciful to. She knows that there is a demand for this.
Happy and cheerful spinsters write these ; and any after-

noon, when you are in the newspaper neighbourhood,
you may see these flat-chested poetesses waiting hope-
fully around the woman’s department with their nurely
imaginary productions.

The woman’s page is always apt to betray the indivi-
duality of its editor. I have seen it under a change of

management alterrapidly from a sheet ofad vice tomothers,
to a so-called strong-minded-woman’s daily report.
There is an inability in the female mind to keep its own

personality out of its choice of matter. Among men, a
Democrat can manage a Republican sheet. This will
always be impossible to the woman.

The woman editor’s life is not all roses. She is often
for politic reasons amember ofSorosis. It must be hard
for a woman forty years old to have to fritter away the
precious hours of a short life over such a problem as,
•How would man acquit himself of woman’s duties ? —

t e., work for his living, perform domestic duties, and

bear the burden ofmaternity ?'*
She is responsible for all the hits made by the staff at

public people. For instance, if Tessie Toddlekins writes
a story denouncing face bleaching, proving that it is

productive of wrinkles, the woman editor may expect to
encounter six rabidly fierce face bleachers next day, who
will all accuse her of spoiling their business, and who—-
still worse—will take their advertisements out of the

paper.
To restrain her staff ' from hitting the advertisers ’ is

where she has to show real newspaper ability.
The American daily newspaper is acknowledged to be

merely an advertising sheet, in which incidentally a few
items of news and literary interest occur. That these

items should be pleasing and delectable in the eyes of
the advertisers who support it, is of course of the first
importance. The kind of literary tact that studies never

to offend the advertisers has yet to be learned by the
newspaper woman.

A woman editor gives a reporter and assignment in an

entirely different way to the stereotyped and business-
like manner in which a man editor does.

*Go and get an interview with Parkhurst,’ she says,
pinning some copy together with a hairpin, ‘he’s at

home around six o’clock ; and while you’re in that neigh-
bourhood go to Sterne’s and change these gloves—sixes
instead ofsix-and-a-quarter.

Here she produces from the archives of literature the
gloves. The reporter, being a woman, too, says :

‘ Say. what did you give for them ?’
‘ A dollar fifty—aren’t they sweet ?’ is the answer.

‘Well, for my part, I prefer white with black stitch-
ing.’

An interestingconversation on gloves, and incidentally
blouses, bonnets and sunshades, ensues, and suddenly
the reporter starts and says :

‘ Oh ! ifI don’t hurry I won’t catch Parkhurst.’

‘That’s so, and it’s a “must ” story for to-morrow ;
but say, change the gloves first—the store might be
closed, you know.’

The earnestness of the woman editor is an example to

men of the same profession. You will hear men editors
talking lightly about the style of au essay onspiritualism,
or joking about bi-metallis'm and degeneration. I have
seena woman editor gravely return a recipe for ‘ cleaning
brass doorknobs ’ to a young lady contributor, saying,
that she ‘ regretted to find no literary merit in it. ’

Deep study of the female corps of a woman's page has
convinced me that women have more fertile imaginations
than men. A man does not dare to write a yachting
article until he has at least been out in a catboat ; he

hesitates a little to write a sporting column when his

favourite sport is playing checkers with his sister. He

even goes to Washington to write a Washington column.
Not so the woman.

Most of the cooking recipes are composed by bright,
imaginative society girls, whose one trouble is the fear
that some day some enterprising and trusting person
will try and work out one of the recipes.

The society columns are evolved by meek young women

in the retirement of hall-bedrooms of the Y.M.C.A.

Articles on the right of women to vote are furnished

by the ivy and clinging order of women.

The popular girl bachelor style of stories are smartly
turned offby married women.

Young unmarried women give some very remarkable
information on the management of infants.

In short, if a woman has oncemade up her mind to be
literary, she will write whatever there is a demand for,
whether she knows anything about it or not. Men hesi-

tate for want ofknowledge, but womenare not going to
be deterred by a little thing like that.

Industry is another quality in which newspaper women

outshine newspaper men.

When they are not writing for newspapers, they are

writing eulogistic articles about each other. Thus is

established among them peace and unity ; and thus they
keep before the world names that a careless public might
otherwise forget.

A newspaper woman receives about once every month
a letter of the following kind :

Dear Madam,—Please send me a photograph of yourself with
particulars of your lifeand work. lam publishing an articleof
• Representative Newspaper Women in the Mornino Journal.

Yours, etc.

The enterprising newspaper woman hastens to pick
out a flattering photo taken some ten years before, writes
a florid description of her achievments and sends it to
the address given, always adding that it is against her
principles to seek notoriety, but that in this instance
she feels that evenmodesty cannotpersuade her to refuse
the compliment, etc.

Then she awaits developments.
About a week later a flowery and laudatory article ap-

pears, and, reading the descriptions of ‘ Representative
Newspaper Women,’ the casual observer wonders how if
is the world has not heard more of these intellectual
stars. The article is decorated with those harassed-
looking and uncompromising libels known as ‘cuts.’
So that there shall be no ill-feeling, it is stated under

" Thia question, in different words, was really discussed (In all
seriousnessl not long ago by this noted club.

THE EDITOR’S PARTING INJUNCTION: ‘DO CHANGE
THESE GLOVES FOR ME.”

THE LADY WHOSE NAME IS OMITTED.

THE WRITER OF FASHION ARTICLES.

THE ‘CORNER’ WOMAN OF SOROSIS. THE SEŔIOUS YOUNG PERSON WHO WRITES ON THE
OBLIGATIONS OF MATERNITY.
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each of these distortions of the human physiognomy
that ‘ the above is a young woman of great personal at-

tractions.’
When the article is printed, one of the women thus

eulogized hastens to gather together material for another
article. And yet there are people who assert that women

haven't the advertising instinct!
For some reason which I have not yet been able to

find, newspaper women revel in alliterative and kittenish
names. It seems an unwritten law among the sisternity
that newspaper women shall write above paper-dolly
pseudonyms.

The experienced and discriminating editor glances at

the signatures of the copy he receives. If the signature
ends in ‘ ie ’ he knows it is probably a photographic ac-

count ofhow some young woman went and did some-

thing that isn’t considered exactly respectable, so cs to

be able to tell about it in print. He hands this to the

‘ copy reader.’ If the signature is hypenated, he knows
that it is the work of a minor poetess trying her ’pren-
tice hand on prose. He gives this to the waste basket.
If the work is unsigned, he knows that It is not by a

woman.

Although the newspaper woman is seldom taken

seriously, she is expected to be a person of wide informa-
tion, infinite tact and finesse, and wide resource.

One young woman who failed to obtain an interview
with a well-known celebrity, was asked with surprise
why she did not pretend that she was a relation of his

suddenly returned from abroad. Here, you see, is one

of the advantages of the profession ; it prepares one also

for the stage !
Another was told to go and interview a man about his

race-horses. There are many men who would be
• phased ’ by this, and the woman was young in the pro-
fession and thrown into a violent state of perplexity.
All that she knew about horses was that they had
• hocks,’ and she didn’t know where they were situated.
Even in these days of ‘ freak journalism,’ her interview

was too remarkable a thing to be printed. The editor

keeps it reverently with his first ball programme, his
• last love letter, and his receipted bills—between the

leaves of his Family Bible.
I believe half the fascination in the profession lies in

the fact that you never know what is expected of you.
For my part, I should never be surprised to get a des-

patch at midnight (news paper despatchesalways come at

midnight ordering you to go—half-an-hour before you

get them—to some far-off and undesirable spot) saying :
Go to Heaven atonce: getinterview withSt. Peter aboutbase-

ball—twocolumns—to-night’s paper.
City Editor.

And ifI were to say that I didn’tknow anything about

baseball, and that St. Peter had the reputation of not

seeing reporters, the city editor would say : ‘ Well, can’t

you read up the baseball column as you go there ? and

say that you want to show him a new and superior kind

of key I ’
The other half of the fascination in this profession lies

in the fact that you never know what your income is—or
isn’t. People with a settled income are afraid to spend
because they know their limit so well. We, with un-

settled incomes, are never afraid, because we are always
expecting an unexpected windfall. It is true that gener-

ally we don’t get it, but then we have had the good time

that we bought with the money which we oughtn’t to
have spent. On this principle, you see, we get more

good times than the people with settled incomes.
Apart from her profession, the newspaper womanis the

ideal woman companion. In time, she is bound to be in

touch with the world and its doings. She is broad-

minded, extremely charitable in her estimate of other

women, generous with her money, and she is seldom a

snob. She is not troubled with the petty things of life.
She will eat a banana and wipe a pen on her hair, while
other women require dinners and penwipers ! Once get
her outside of the newspaper office, and the very training
that she has received there makes her a ‘ right down good
sort.’ I recommend it as a capital profession in which

to draw deductions from human nature, and an unsteady
income.

Jessie M. Wood.

NEWSPAPER PORTRAIT OF ‘A YOUNG LADY OF

GREAT PERSONAL ATTRACTIONS.’

BROCKWELL ON CRICKET.

IN the current number of the Windsor Magazine there

appears an extremely interesting article entitled

‘Cricket, Hints and Recollections,’ written by

Brockwell. The illustrations with which the article is

accompanied are profuse, and most instructive and in-

teresting. Young cricketers should, indeed, make a

point of reading what Mr Brockwell has to say. A few

of the pictures are here reproduced, but more cannot be

taken, and those who wish to see the rest must obtain

the Magazine.
‘So many men well qualified to give advice to young

cricketers have (says the author) written upon the game
that it isnow difficult to say anything both new and true.

There are many well-settled rules, stated upon indisput-
able authority, all of which must be followed before

success can be attained. But there is one thing needful

for these rules to be of any service, one essential pre-

liminary qualification, if the best advice is not to be use-

less. The beginner must have a love, an enthusiasm for

the game.

*lt is pleasant to see that this enthusiasm for cricket
is very general and widespread, but I do not remember

to have seen a more striking instance than onein the

fall of 1889, when I had an engagement in South Africa.

A match had been arranged for Douglas and Hopetown

against Barkley West; the players had driven many

miles from outlying districts to the Electric Ground at

Kimberley : Miles and I were to be the umpires.
‘ Unluckily the weather was most unkind. The match

had no sooner started than down came the rain. But

no one thought of stopping, and apparently no one

wanted to stop, save the umpires. The players weresoon

wet to the skin, but they played on. The ball wasso wet

that the bowlers couldnot get a gripof it. and to aid their
efforts they repeatedly wiped it against their shirts,

staining them red till they seemed drenched with gore.

Even then they kept bowling no-balls, for the puddles
round the wicket drove them outside the return crease.

It was only when the players had been inveigled into the

pavilion by the suggestion that they should take off and

wring their shirts that they recognised the impossibility
of proceeding.’

So much for recollections. Here is a specimen of the

‘ hints ’ :—• In driving the great thing is to keep the ball

down. To do this it must be met at the pitch, and the

hit be made well on top of the ball. Indeed, one should

never attempt a diive unless one is certain of meeting
the ball at the pitch or half-volley. It is a great advan-

tage to be able to score all round the wicket, a weakness

to have only one or two favourite strokes. Mr Stoddart

has as many strokes as anyone now playing first-class

cricket, and is especially good in front of the stumps.

‘ One caution may be added. The batsman should

above all things avoid making up his mind to attempt a

particular stroke before the ball is delivered. When it

fit delivered, quickness of perception and decision are

essential. Indeed the art of judging or
“ timing” the

ball is the secret of effective as well as pretty play ; but

to determine on the stroke before one sees the length

and pace of the ball, and what it is likely to do, is to

give oneself as a voluntary victim to the bowler.’

HIGH DELIVERY (RICHARDSON).

CUTTING (DR. W. G. GRACE).

BACK PLAY (SHREWSBURY).

NOTICE TO READERS.

THE
Graphic will next week be enlarged by eight

pages. The additional space will be devoted

mainly to thepublication of a good serial novel.

The main objection that many people have to a serial is

that the instalments are too short to carry on the

interest. This will be overcome in the Graphic

by the publication of really long substantial instal-

ments. At the request of many southern subscribers

interested in the mining revival a market list of shares

and stocks will be hereafter published in the Graphic.
It is to be hoped that the additions now being made will

still further increase the growing estimation in which
the Graphic is held all over the colony.

Bii.lv Caffyn, the once famous Surreycricketer, who

had for pupils Murdoch and Bannerman, and who, with
Stevenson, took the first team of English cricketers to

Australia has been discovered at Hertford, where the
old man, who is now seventy, earns a precarious living
by shaving chins at three-halfpence a time. It would be

a gracious act on his part if Mr Stoddart, returning full
of golden honours from the colonies which Caffyn
opened up for English cricket, were to organise a benefit
for * Terrible Billy,’ as the old man was once called.

A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION.

Apply Sulpholine Lotion. It drives away pimples,blotches,
roughness, redness, and all disfigurements. Solpholine de-

velops a lovely skin. Is bottles. Made in London—(Advt.)
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IN THE CYPRESS VIEW

NEIGHBOURHOOD.

(nv opie Read.)

[Opio Read is perhaps the best known ot western write: s, at

least ot western novelists. A giant in stature—he is six feet and

three or four inches in height—ho has become, in a measure,

so.nething of the same sort of figure in western literature. He

first became generally known to the world by founding the

Arkavsair Traveller, and later won amore thinking constituency

by his novels. Of these ‘ A Kentucky Colonel' is, perhaps, best

known, its sales having reached nearly 100000 copies. Mr Read

is very close to nature and 1113 human heart, and he knows the

West and South. Since theremoval of the Arkansaw Traveller

to Cbicago, hehas withdrawn from the publication, and has paid
more attentio i to the pulse ofcity life, and bis forthcoming novel,
•The Colossus,’ will, it issaid, be the westernmetropolis, what his

previous works have been to the great belt of Americanism just

toulh of Mason and Dixon's line. He lives thelife of the great

Mississippi valley, and is telling its story well.]

HE rusty piece of iron that hung in the hall-

. way, above a deer’s head, was, Tai Martin
declared, the fragmentofan ancient breast-

plate ; but anyone less romantic, and there-

fore of a soberer judgment, might have

seen that it was the mould-board of a

plough. Tai Martin was the recognised
leader in the political, and consequently
the social, arena ofCypress View He was

a tall man, with an arrogation of stateli-
ness in his bearing ; a natural product of the soil, and
with a temperament drawn from social conditions. His
education was shallow, and was therefore showy. As he

was the son of an extensive slave-owner, circumstances
had made him a conspicuous child; and, reared in the

feeble reflex of a fading though pretentious aristocracy,
he felt, in after years, the right to domineer. His

library consisted mainly of Waiter Scott, and a train of
puerile imitators, and his house was surmounted with
crenellations, castle-like, but cut in thin pine. He had
learned, with more or less grace, the lesson taught by
the war, and was strong enough—yea, noble enough, to

swear that nothing could weaken his intense American-

ism ; and this, let it be known, covers a multitude of
foibles.

Politics may have granted this man the frail tenure of

an evanescent name, but his community was not strong
enough to swing the congressional district. He did go
to the state legislature ; yes, and it took him three years
to recoverhis former standing.

In the neighbourhood of Cypress View lived a negro
named Sam Buck ; and among h's people he was a

leader—a powerful fellow physically, and, as more than
one man had direct cause to believe, as fearless as a

wolverine. Tai Martin and Sam Buck had known each
other from a time which to them was a dateless anti-

quity. Sam had belonged to Tai’s uncle ; and in
that close intimacy which existed between the proud
white boy aud the slave — an intimacy encouraged
by the aristocracy, in that it shut out the pre-
suming white trash from any recognition whatever —

they had played and wrestled with each other, and some-

times had so far loosened the clamps of caste as to fight.
In the later years, when the old conditions, which were

thought to be built of stone, but which really were built
of straw, were blown away by a regathering of those

mighty forces that swept Charles the First into eternity,
Tai and Sam stood opposed to each other as democrat
and republican. But in the lull-season, when there were

no candidates to be defended, and no shrewd political
tricks in contemplation, the two men often met, not, in-
deed to exchange social civilities, for that was now far

removed trout consideration, but to talk of the buoyant
days of youth, the hallowed long ago. On a sandy
knoll, the cemetery of the neighbourhood, were buried

two boys—a sou of the white man and a son of the

negro. These boys had played together—played soldiers,

with the purple bloom of the iron-weed stuck in their
hats ; played years ago. when the bass drum measured
its boom-bam-batn to the fife's startling scream of the

Bonnie Blue Flag. The fathers went away while the
boys were still playing, the white man as a colonel with

Hindman, and the negro with his arms outstretched to-

ward that vague something known to him as freedom,
fled north and drove a team for Rosecranz. Both nien

returned to witness a painful attempt at re-adjustment,
and, in time, stood as opposing protagonists in the
trearqerous play of politics.

Last autumnit was felt that trouble of a serious nature

was gathering in the Cypress View community. The

blacks, weary of waiting and sick of blindly following
an alien leader, demanded their ballot-box rights ; the
white men swore that the affairs of the country should
be administered by the tax-payers. An election was ap-

proaching.
One afternoon, Tai Martin, riding hoiseback toward

the county-seat, met Sam Buck walking in the road.

The negro carried an army gun. They were about to

pass, without taking particular notice ofeach other,
when Tai’s horse shied and began to prance.

* Look like he wanter fling you,’ Mr Martin,’ said Sam,
stopping.

* Yes, the scoundrel has been shut up in the stable
until he doesn’t know how to behave himself. Whoa,
here!’

The horse snorted and then stood still. The negro

spoke : ‘ It's de way, sah, wid animals ez wellez it is wid
folks. Da doan like ter be pinched up and denied de

rights whut da thinks Tongs ter ’em.’
‘ What’re you trying to get at now, Sam ? Trying to

make the horse a pretext for the airing of your own

fancied ills ?’

‘ I ain’t said nuthing ’bout my ills, Mr Martin, but it

’pear like da wuz on yo’ min.’ But dar ain’t no use in

tryin’ ter hide de fack,’ he added, shoving back his hat.

‘Who's trying to hide any facts, and what facts are

there to hide ?’ Tai asked.
The negro jolted himself with a grunting laugh. ‘ Ez

iur who’s tryin’ ter hide facks,’ said he, ‘ let dat be under-
stood ; but ez fur whut facts dar is ter hide, let me say

dis, an’ say it, too. in ricollection o’ de truth dat dar

ain’t no man dat I likes an’ honours mo’ den I does you.

Understan’, now, dat I doan’ want no pusson’l quar’l
wid you ; dat ’

* Go ahead, Sam. There’s no need of so much ex-

planation.’
‘ Allright sab.’

He grounded his gun, and for a time leaned on it, as if
in meditation ; then, looking up and shoving his hat
still further back on his head, he thus delivered him-

self :
‘ Whut is de use in a man callin’ hisse’f free, when de

main p’int o' freedom is hil’ back frum him ? Whut’s de
use in votin’, when you knows dat de man whut you vote

fur ain’t got no chance ? Now, I knows Mr Martin, an’

you knows, too, dat dar is mo’ ’publican votes in dis
county den dar is dimocrats, eben not countin’ de po’
niggers dat you kin buy ; but has de ’publicans—de
niggers, ef you please—got anything ter show fur all deze

votes ? No, sah ! All de officers is dimocrats, an’ has

been ever sense de reconstruction ; an’ now I want ter

ax you, an’ ax it p’intedly : is dat right ? Now—wait
er minit’—Tai had made a sign of impatience—‘ now, I

knows dat at heart you is er good man ; I knows dat be-

fo’ I got back home atter de war you kep’ my wife frum

starvin’ ; an’ I knows dat you iser brave man ; an’ so I

wanter ax you : is dis 'dition o’ erfairs right ? De

niggers is human bein’s—you must grant dat fack ; you
’knowledged dat when you uster Stan’ up fur us ergin
de white trash : but now you counts de votes o’ de white
trash, but you doau’ count mine. An’ now, ergain, Mr

Martin, let me ax you ; is dat right ?’

Tai was picking a fragment of bark from the tangled
mane of his horse.

‘ I axes you ef it is right, Mr Martin.’
‘ Sam ’

• Yas. sah,' the negro said, with eagerness.
‘ From one point of view you are right, but, fortunately

—I say fortunately, for, of course, I must speak in the

interest of the white man—there is another point from
which this question is to be viewed.’

• I doan* see how dar ken be, sah.’

• I presume not ; it requires a strong stretch of vision
for a man to see beyond bis own prejudices.

‘ Kin you see dat fur, sah ?’
* Yes ; for I can see my side of this question, and can

also see yours.’
‘ I didn’t know dat dar wuz but one side ter er ques-

tion o’ right.’
* There’s not, to an absolute question of right; but to

the question now before us there are two sides—a black
and a white side. But I haven’t time to argue the case

now. Come over tomy house.’
‘ Ternight ?’

‘ Yes, you may come to-night.’
The white man pursued his course toward the county-

seat, and the negro, shaking his head, as though yielding
to the counter-currents of troubled thought, strode in the

direction of his home.

The sun had set when Martin left the village. Far.
away, and high above the cypress trees, where the gold-
blush of twilight still lingered, a night-hawk screamed ;
and down on the sandy roadside, where the dew gathered
on a poisonous weed, the bayou snake seized thehelpless
toad. The hip-shot cow, gaunt with a promise of early
death from under-feeding and over-milking, rang her
sad thought-suggesting bell, as she wabbled in advance
of the negro boy who had come to drive her home.

Martin carried a new Winchester rifle across the
pommel of his saddle.

11.

The white man was sitting in his pretence of a library,
when he heard‘a heavy footfall on the verandah. He

stepped to the door, which was open, and, looking out,
said : * Come in, Sam.’

The negro, whose powerful tread shook the house,
entered the room, and stood for a moment, as ifawaiting
further instructions.

‘ Sit down.’

He ‘ wadded up ’ his cotton hat. dropped it on the
floor, and sat down. The lamp-light fell upon him, and

proclaimed him a monster.

‘ Have a cigar ?’

‘ I thankee, sah.’ He took a cigar, and lighted itwith
a match which the white man struck and held out to
him.

‘ What’ve you been doing to-day ?’
‘Oh, not much o’ nuthin’, sah; piddlin’ round er

little.’
‘ Cotton turning out pretty well ?’

‘Wall, sah, not ez well ez I hoped fur, but still I

kain’t complain. Hurrah grass got afoul o’ it, in one ur

two places, an’ come mighty nigh chokin’ de life outen

it, I tell you.’
‘Do you remember the origin of the Hurrah grass,

Sam ?’

‘ De whut, sah ?’
‘ The—do you know how itcame here ?’
‘Wall, no, sah ; I kain’t say I does.’
‘ You’ve heard of Congressman Flack, haven’t you ?’
‘ Who? dat befo’-de-war Flack ?’

‘ Yes.’

‘ Oh, I knowed him ; owes me er dime ter dis day.
Uster tote water ter his law-office, an’ he neber did squar
up de ercount. ’

‘ Well, he’s the man that introduced Hurrah grass.
He sent the seed from Washington, along with a letter
saying that the grass would grow on any sort of land.’

‘ An’ he tole de truth fur once, ’caze dat grass is strong
ernuff ter kill off ever’thing dat gits in its road. Who
planted it fust ?’

‘ It was tried first on the old Preston place ’
‘ Whar we uster go atter hoss-apples, when we wuz

boys,’ the negro broke in.
‘ Yes, that’s a fact ; and do you recollect when we got

into a row with the Pryor boys ?’
‘ Does I ricolleck it? Jes’like it wuz yistid’y—dat’s

how I ricollecks it. An’, say, doan’ you ’member dat
Gabe, de long legged one, wid de sorter ashy look, got
you down, an’ I snatched er rail off’n de fence an’ hit
him in dehead wid it ?’

‘ Yes,’ the white man laughed, ‘ and do you remember
Rufe, the one that was trying to stab you ?’—

‘ When you snapped dat olesingle-bar’l self-cocker in
his face ! Lawd bless yo’ life, I reckon I does.’

He threw back his head and laughed, with a roar that

echoed throughout the house. The lamp-light fell upon
him, aud proclaimed him not a monster, but the genial
remembrancer of a mellow past. The wonted strength

‘HE GROUNDED HIS GUN, AND FOR A TIME LEANED ON IT.’ 'HOW HARD DAT WHITE MAN COULD HIT.’
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of purpose, the grim adherence to preconceived notions,
which a moment ago were emphasized by his heavy
features and lowering sullenness of countenance, were

gone now, as a darkness that had faded at the approach
of light.

* Laws er massy (holding one hand near his face and
swaying his body with measured slowness). Laws er

massy, dem ole days ! An’ lemme tell you,’ he added,

turning about and straightening up, * things doah’ taste

now like da did den. Huh ! uster ter climb up in er

cherry-tree, an’ fill myse’f up, an’ fall out, an’ hit de

ground, and bounce like er ball ; but I’d git up an’

walk on off like nuthin’ done happened ert all. You

kain't start out now an’ find no sich hoss-apples ez dem
wuz— now, hoi’ on, Tai; I know you gwine say dat de
age o’er pusson makes er good deal o’ diffunce, an’ dat
be ain’t got de same appertite dat he uster hab ; but I

knows better, ’caze I’se got er appertite fur dem ole

Preston place hoss-apples right dis minit. Laws er

massy I Ricolleck dat time when me an’you an’ ole

Unk Laz’s boy Tom—de one de steers run in de creek

wid an’ drounded—wuz in er switnmin’. and Job Walker
an’ dem triflin’ Bradley boys come er long ? An’ doan’

you ricolleck —er-haw-haw ! —ricolleck dat, ever’ time
you’d come out, old Job would grab up er han’ful o’
mud an’ dab it on you, ter make you go in an’ wash off
ergin, so you could put on yo’ close; an’ doan’ you
know dat one time he waited till you dun put on yo’
shirt, an’ den he fling mud at you, an’ you ducked yo’
head, an’ it hit you wider spat on de back o’ de naik ?
Ricolleck all dat, Tai ?’

*Do I ? Well, I couldn’t forgetit if I tried ; and don’t
you remember, that, shortly afterwards, we came on

him in swimming, and I tied a knot in the sleeve of his
shirt, and rubbed mud on it, so he couldn’t, or rather
wouldn’t, untie it with his teeth ’?

‘ Laws er massy yas ; an’ he fit you, too, he did—fit

you so hard dat I Towed he gwine whup you ; but you

got de turn on him atter ’while, an’ bless my life ef I

didn't think you gwine kill him right dar. I wuz think-
in’ yist :d’y ’bout de time when—oh, I doan’ know how
long 'go it has been—when we went ter er baptizin’, an’

come home, an’ cotch er ole rooster, an’ tuck him down
on de branch an’ played baptizin’ wid him.’

‘ And we got whipped for it, too. Don’t you recollect
that Un _-le John whaled both ofus ?’

* Ain’t furgot dat, I tells you. ’Members dat de fust
thing he comeercrosswuz er plough-line, an’—uh I huhl
—how hard dat white man could hit ! Laws er massy,
dem ole days !’

The white man threw hiscigar into the fire place. The

scenery of the negro’s countenance was shifted, and he

threw his cigar into the fire-place—into the ashes of the
past.

‘ Sam !’
‘ MrMartin.’
‘ You remember our conversation to-day ?’
‘ I does ; an’ dat’s de reason I’se yere, sah.’
Asilence followed, and then the white man spoke :
* I acknowledged, that, from one point of view, you

were right, but that from anotherpoint you were wrong.
Now, I don’t want to engage into a long discussion ; but

let me say this to you : the Anglo-Saxon is a dominant

race, and always will be. The white people of this
neighbourhood—and of every neighbourhood in the
South, for that matter—have been brought up with one

principle predominating all others ; the principle of

local self-government; and now, ifwe should suffer our

affairs to be administered by your people, where would

that principle be ? The negro, you must understand, is

not a creature of self-government, but is generally the

creature of some rascally white man. Of course, the

negro does not realize this ; if he did, he would correct

it. We own the land, and we pay the taxes. We select
men made capable by experience or by present adapt-
ability, to manage our affairs ; your party, whose seat of

general interest is far removed from here, would foist
upon us men of no experience and of no principle, we

fear. To your people, office-holding is a new thing ; and
you should know that it takes a financier to handle the
funds of a county. And you have no such timber to

offer. There may come a time ’
* Hol’ on right dar, Mr Martin.’ The negro stood up.

* How is er man ter learn widout the opportunity? Er

man may hab er thousand books, yit he never kin read
Tess somebody shows him how. Whut's de use in
waitin’, when we doan’ git no closer den we wuz befo’ ?
You say dat we isruled by bad white men. Dat has been
de case ; but er nigger is at de head o’ de present up-

risin’, sah—er nigger dat ain’t erfreed ter say whut his

rights is, an’ ter stan* by ’em. “ Dar may come er time ”

is de tune de cow died'on. An’ aldo’ it has been sung

time an’ time ergin ter de niggers o’ dis neighbourhood
—sung till da’s sick o’ it—I’m gwine ter make it my
biz’ness ter see dat da doan’ die on it. Whut you say
erbout our ignunce is true ; but dis guberment, de con-

stertution, sah, whut doan’ take no notice o’er pusson's
ignunce, has grantedus er sartin right, an’ now we gwine
take it. De sheriff o’ dis county has bragged, when he

wuz drunk—an’ dat’s de sort o’ Pnanceer you’s talkin’
erbout—dat he had hil’ office ten year an’ never wuz

erlected er single time. You nee’n’ter say dat he didn’t
brag erbout dis, fur I yered him myse’f. Now, whut
hope has we got, in de face o’ sich a fack ez dis? De

hope o’ dat atter ’while you spoke erbout ? No, sah !
We’s got de hope o’ de present, an’ we ain't gwine ter

wait no longer on er atter ’while. We is stronger den de

white folks, an’ we gwine ter hab our rights ; an’ I want

ter tell you right now, dat unless you asho’ me,in writin’,
dat de men whut gits de mos’ votes shall hab de offices,
dar’s gwine ter be trouble—an’ red trouble, at dat. De

niggers iswaitin’ fur de word from me ; da’s got guns.
What must I tell ’em ?’

‘ I think you’d better tell them that the white people
are going to rule this country.’

* Anything else, sah ?’
* Yes—you might tell them that one white man can

whip three negroes.’
‘ Dat mout be true, sah ; but dis time he’ll ha'ter whip

five. Anything else ?’

* Nothing else. ’
* The negro stepped toward the door, softening his

monstrous tread, but turned, stood for a moment, and
then asked :

* Ain’t you sorry dat dis bad state o’ erfairs has come

erbout ? Ain’t you sorry dat men who lib so close ter-

gedder, an’ who’s got putty much de same intrusts at

stake, ha’ ter rise up ergin one ’nudder ?’
‘ Yes, I am sorry ; but there doesn’t seem to be any

way to avoid it. Our manhood would be lowered by
yielding to your demand.’

‘ Ah, an’ den we ain’t got no freedom ert all !’
* Argument is useless That’s all. Good-night !’

‘ One word mo’, Mr Martin, so you kain’t say we tuck

de vantage o’ you. We’se gwine ter take charge o’ dem
polls. Good-night!’

*«••»««

All work was abandoned. The cross-roads stores were

closed, and no song came from the fields now white with
cotton. A large body of negroes had gathered at the

church on the bayou—simple-minded people to take
their trouble to their place of worship—and squads of
mounted white men galloped through the woods. A

tremulous quiet bad settled everywhere ; there seemed
to be an eager listening to catch the report of the first
gun—the keynote of a red recital—and each side, it was

known, was loth to take upon itself this grave responsi-
bility.

‘ Don’t any of you boys shoot first,’ Tai Martin had

said. ‘ They’ll try to taunt you into it, but hold off.
They’ll shoot after a while. The longer a negro holds a

gun the bigger fool he is. Remember that the highest
tribunal in the land may pass upon this business. We’ll

camp over yonder in the cypress woods to-night We

don’t want to go armed to the polls, for that would hurt

usat the next presidential election. The negroes will

march early to-morrow morning, and when we see that

they are about to take possession of the polls, we’ll open
the ball.’

The two forces were encamped within half-a-mile of
each other. The weather was hot and no fires were

kindled.
*

In the morning we’ll fight,’ said an old fellow who

had followed Lee. * Seems sorter natural, boys, to be

wallering around this way.’
‘ Do you reckon those fellows will fight much ?’ asked

a young fellow, whose only military service had been
seenwhen, sashed and beglittered, he had taken a silent
and stiff-kneed part at the unveiling ofa monument.

‘ Do I reckon so ?’—the old fellow was biting off a

mouthful of long-green tobacco—‘ Well, yes, I do reckon

so. They fought during the war ; I'll tell you that.’
‘ Can they shoot pretty well ?’
* Look here, young feller, where were you raised ?

Haven’t you seenniggers shoot squirrels outof the tops
of trees ? Let me tell you one thing ; anybody that can

pull a trigger is devilish dangerous with a gun ; it don't
make much difference whether he knows how to aim it
or not, for if he don’t hit one man he’s mighty apt to
hit another, and it’s just as bad for the man that's hit as

if he had been aimed at.’
Tai Martin rarely spoke ; he was suppressed with sad-

ness and not silent with fear. Sadness is often a com-

plexion of bravery, while levity is sometimes the plume
ofthe coward.

‘ To-morrow morning and we have it,’ the leader of
the white men mused. ’l'm sorry, but it can’t be
helped.’

He dozed off to sleep, end when he awoke, a whip-
poor-will, in a tree near by, was trying the tone of his

melancholy pipe. It was still dark ; a warm wind was

blowing, and the tops of the cypress trees weremoaning.
Tai got up and looked about him. The men were

asleep ; he could hear them snore. Lee’s old soldier
was muttering in his slumber, and Tai caught these

words: • Reckon my boy is about grown by this time.
Soon be five years since I seen him.’ The boy had been
dead twenty years. The old soldier, asleep on the

ground, was back again in the Wilderness, following a

ragged flag. The light footstepsof the sentinels could be

heard. The wholeaffair was a serious play at soldiering.
The old graveyard was on ahill to the right, not far away ;
and the white man felt a strong yearning to stand

once more on the sacred spot. He passed the sentinels
without attracting attention and carefully picked his

way toward the hill. He stood amidst the tombstones
of his people ; he sat down on an old grave, and the
mellow years came floating back ; and he saw two boys
playing, with the purple bloom of the iron-weed stuck

in their hats. The night was slowly passing away from
thehill and was frowning darker down in the woods. A

sudden noise startled the musing man, and looking up,
he saw some one standing near.

‘ Who’s there ?’ Martin cried, catching up a rifle that
lay beside him.

‘ Me, sah,’ a voice answered.
‘ What, you, Sam ?’
* Yas, sah.’
‘ What are you doing over here ?’

‘ I mout ax de same o’ you, sah.’
*1 have come,’ said the white man, ‘to visit my

people. ’
* An’ I has come ter visit my boy whut de white folks

let me bury yere. ’
* Yes, he is buried here,’ the white man replied, get-

ting upand slowly approaching the negro.
‘ Yas, sah, an’ right dar is whar yo’ boy lies. Da

played tergeder years er go, an’ da’s er sleep tergeder
now.’

‘ And their fathers are here ready to kill each other,'
the white man replied.

‘ I wouldn’t kill you, Mr Martin.’
‘And I wouldn’t kill you, Sam ; but there'll be killing

enough here to-day. It’s almost daylight now and I
must get back. Good-bye, Sam.’

The negro not replying, dropped on his knees beside
the grave ofhis boy ; the white man turned quickly and
knelt beside the stone that marked the eternal bed of
his son. And then, with one impulse the two men

reached over and shook hands. The negro spoke :
* Tai, kain’t we fix up dis trouble ?’

‘ I hope so, Sam. Suppose we make a just division of
the offices, making it as nearly equal as we can ; let
honesty count first, and then capability. What did you
say, Sam ?’

‘ I said, thank God.’
‘ And so do I. Come, old friend, it is time to go. You

call off your men and I’llcall off mine.’

‘ Tai, we’se played tergeder yere an’ we may sleep ter-
geder yere, an’ blessed be de name o’ de Lawd.’

DE SHRRRIFF o’ DIS COUNTY HAS BRAGGED.

THE WEATHER, SUDDEN CHANGES. ALCOHOLIC
DRINKS, WANT OF EXERCISE, etc., frequently produce
biliousness, headache, etc. A gentleman writes:— I have used
ENO'S “FRUIT SALT ’’ for six years, and 1 willingly endorse the
statement that ENO'S "FRUIT SALT” is imperatively neces-

sary to the enjoymentof perfect health. By its use many kinds
of food will agree which otherwise would produce wretchedness.
Caution.—Examine each bottle and see the Capsule is marked
■ENO’S FRUIT SALT.’ Without it you have been imposed upon
by a worthless iiniiation.

Sold by all Chemists and Stores. 15

..THE RIGHT BLENDS..

E do a large business.

We have achieved phenomenal success.

Three distinct factors have ensured it: -

1. A thorough knowledge and ample means for pur-
chasing to the best advantage io the Tea Markets.

2. An accurate and scientific intimacy with all the

principles connected with the delicate operation
of Blending.

3. An accurate knowledge of local taste and require
meats, by which we are enabled to place

..THE RIGHT BLENDS..

in the hands of the retailers, who in turn hand
them to the consumer,

AND SATISFACTION
....

.... REIGNS SUPREME

D >n’t forget the brands, and see that our Registered
Trade Mark, * EMPIRE TEA CO., is on every package.

Dragon
... ... ... ... 3/-

Houdah
... ... ... ... 3/-

Kangra Vallby
... ... ... 2/10

Elephant
... .. ...

2/3
Crbscknt .. ... .. 2/6
Buffalo

.. ... .. ... 2/4
Empire

... .. .. „. 2/2
Mikado

... ... ... ... 2/-
Ceylon, in lead (red and gold label) 2/-

Empire Tea Company.
W. & G. TURNBULL & CO,

PROPRIETORS,

WELLINGTON
.
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JABEZ BALFOUR'S TARDY RETURN.

IT was through the publication of the photograph of

Mr Jabez Spencer Balfour in '1he Penny Illustrated

Paper that Mr Ronald Bridgett, Her Majesty’s
Consul at Buenos Ayres, was enabled to identify and to

arrest the fugitive in far-awav Salta. This is how Punch

good-naturedly comments on the signal triumph on the

part of English journalism—

Something in the Wav of ‘Great Expectations.’—When

Jabez3. Balfour arrive?, no doubt hie first visit will be to the

editor of TVir f’rziw// II! untrated Paper, in which paper appeared
the portrait of him as ’Mayor of Croydon.'wearing his chainof

office—alas, thechain I—that led directly to his identification and

arrest. The photograph was taken first and Jabez was taken

afterwards. Will Jabez S. Balfour call in at the office of the

P.1.P., and say with Joe Gargery, ‘ Ever thebest of friends, ain't

us. P.l.P.f Not quite likely.—Punch, May 4.

No—‘ not quite likely !’ Mr Punch. So the paper sent

one of its übiquitous artists to board the fine new steam-

ship of the ‘ Prince ’ line, the Tartar Prince, whose gal-

lant captain and smart officers courteously gave him the

special information which enabled him to sketch the

cabin of Jabez and Balfour’s descent down the gangway

to the runaway launch that gave the Press tender the

slip in Southampton Water. The Editor also dispatched"
another lightning limner of his staff to Sir John Bridge’s
Extradition Court at Bow-street to portray Mr Jabez
Balfour in the dock.

BALFOUR’S VOYAGH HOME.

Once safely on board the Tartar Prince at Buenos

Ayres, in custody of Inspector Froest, Jabez found anun-

flinching, firm, but urbane custodian in the able com-

mander of this brand-new ‘ Prince ’ Liner, to the pro-
prietorof which, Mr James Knott, of Newcastle-on-Tyne,
as well as to the London agents of which we are much

obliged for their courtesy. It will be remembered that

before the Tartar Prince could leave Buenos Ax res the

criminal judge at Salta made a final attempt to keep
Balfour in the Argentine Republic. Two of his agents

on April Bth went on Board the Tartar Prince with a

written order to take Balfour back with them. Captain
Hesketh, however, refused to surrender him, and at once

communicated with the Hon. F. Pakenham, the British

Minister, wherepon the Minister for Foreign Affairs gave

orders that a detachment of soldiers should be sent to

render, if necessary, any assistance the captain of the

Tartar Prince might require to prevent Balfour from

being again landed. So Captain Hesketh put to sea

with hisprisoner on April loth.

BALFOUR’S CABIN.

Mr Jabez Balfour was confined in a two-berthed cabin

amidships on the main deck belonging to the third

officer. Peep-holes were cut between this and Inspector
Froest’s cabin next door and the gangway, where a

watchman was always stationed. The door was secured

by a heavy iron bar and padlock. Balfour took his

meals alone, but was never allowed a knife, fork, or even

a corkscrew. In fact, every precaution was taken to

prevent an attempt at suicide. Balfour, who is very

fond of chess, amused himself by playing a good deal
with the passengers during the voyage. Whenever he

was allowed on deck he was closely followed by Inspector
Froest and another person specially detailed for the work.

Balfour appeared quite cheerful up to Las Palmas, but

on one occasion completely broke down and wept. The

P.I.P. artist saw a whisky bottle in his cabin. Before

leaving the Tartar Prince Mr Balfour wrote a warm letter

of thanks to Captain Hesketh for his marked courtesy,
and added a postscript in recognition of the kindness of

Mr Evans, the first officer.

THE LANDING OF BALFOUR

at Southampton only last Monday morning was con-

ducted with totally unnecessary secrecy and mystery by
the police officials—and with a discourtesy to the re-

presentatives of the Press which was the more inexplic-
able as Mr Ronald Bridgett has testified it was directly
through a London newspaper that Jabez came to be

identified and captured. Au artist, however, had special
facilities kindly granted to him, and is thus enabled to

present us with a drawing of Balfour’s descent from the

Tartar Prince to the Customs launch Solent, which

eluded the * Press ’ tender, and

put the prisoner ashore at an un-

seen point, whence he was taken
by an early London and South-

Western train to Vauxhall, and

therefrom in a cab to Bow-street.

BALFOUR LOOKED OLDER

when placed in the dock at Bow-

street on Monday. But his ap-

pearance is sufficiently indicated

in our sketch portrait. His beard

was short and white. Inspector
Froest stated that on April 3rd
last he saw the prisoner at Salta.

He informed the prisoner who he

was, and said he should arrest

him on charges of fraud and con-

spiracy. He made no reply. The

witness then conveyed Balfour to

Buenos Ayres. On the Tartar Prince

he also read certified copies of the
warrants issued at Bow-street, but

the prisoner still made no reply.

The witness conveyed him to Bow-street, where the

charges were read over to him, but he still made no

answer.

Mr John O’Connor, who appeared to defend Mr Bal-

four, submitted that thewarrants were insufficient under
the Extradition Act, and that there was nothing to show

they tallied with the charges made in Salta. But Sir
John Bridge remanded the prisoner all the same.

The information on which the warrants were granted
was then read by the clerk. From this it appeared it

was alleged against the prisoner that he applied to his

own use the sums of and Z’2,645, and other sums,

amounting to /20,000, from the House and Land Invest-

ment Trust. It was alleged that Balfour had conspired
with Henry Granville Wright, James William Hobbs,
and with other persons, to cheat and defraud in this

way. The prisoner was also charged with obtaining
sums amounting to /'30,000 and applying them to his

own use. He was taken to Holloway Prison.

A VERY plump and prominent Adelaide society dame

(says an Australian paper) is just now wishing she had

never been born. She went to *ln Town,’ and her

dress, which was ofbottle-green crepon with cream gui-
pure and puffed sleeves, or something like that, was the

envy of the circle. All went well until some one made
an extra funny gag. The lady leaned forward and
laughed consumedly, and just there the bottle-green
dress split down the front and—exit.

From 'P.I.P.'

In his leisure moments, when not contriving for the public benefit, Mr Jabez Bal-

four generally retreated to his residence at Croydon. Especially was this thecase

when he was occupying the Mayor's office of that flourishing town. But when
requiring complete rest from his arduous duties, he made trips to his house in the
country, beautifully situated near Abingdon. The ‘skipper’ was always fond of
comfort and the best of everything; and both the choice and fittings of these
houses, which in themselves are fine, well-built residences, reflected redit on his
taste and judgment. A smaller and less sumptuously furnished, apartment is
occupying bis attentionnow at Holloway Castle.

AT CROYDON.

MR JABEZ BALFOUR’S

NEAR ABINGDON.

FORMER RESIDENCES.

JABEZ SPENCER BALFOUR IN THE DOCK AT BOW STREET.
From 'Englis Graphic.'
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BOOKS and AUTHORS.

A LITERARY CAUSERIE for COLONIAL

BOOKBUYERS and BORROWERS.

BOOKS marked thus (*) haue arrived in the colony, and could at the

time of writing be purchased in the principal colonial bookshops,
andborrowed at the libraries.

For the convenience of country cousins who find difficulty in pro-

curing the latest books and new editions, the ‘BOOKMAN ’ will send to

any New Zealand address any book which can be obtained. No notice

will, of course, be taken of requests unaccompanied by remittance to

cover postage as well as published price of book.

It is requested that only those who find it impossible to procure

books through the ordinary channels, should take advantage of this

offer.

The labour involved will be heavy and entirely unremunerative, no

*ees or commission being taken.

Queries and Correspondence on Literary Matters Invited.

All Communications and Commissions must be addressed

•THE BOOKMAN,’ Graphic Office, Auckland.

A spirited tale of hidden treasure, of
* The dewel of

hair-breadth escapes, of fearful fights, of
Ynys Galon. blood-thirsty pirates, of stirring deeds

by land and sea, The Jewel of Ynys Galon will delight all

lovers of the literature of adventure, amongst whom I

am proud to subscribe myself. There are, I believe,

some people who regard ‘The Treasure Island,’ ‘King

Soloman’s Mine,’ and other famous books of the same

class as unworthy of the attention of grown men and

women. These good people will not appreciate The

Jewel of Ynys Galon, or enthuse over its author, Owen

Rhoscomyl, but that greater section of fiction readers—-

that vast majority, who enjoy such books as those

mentioned as much as do the younger generation for

whom they were written, these will extend a warm

welcome to both book and author.

The name of the author is not as yet a familiar one to

colonial book-buyers, but unless I am much mistaken,
it will be so ere long. The Jewel of Ynys Galon is by no

means an epoch-making book. I doubt if it would be

described as a book of the week, or even of the day, but

one thing it assuredly is—and that is mightily exciting.
Told in crisp, nervous, if occasionally somewhat loose

English, the book, despite occasional faults, is an

eminently enjoyable, and it is perhaps well to add, a

perfectly wholesome one. Few of us perhaps desire to

fight nowadays, and ifwe did we shouldn’t be able to do

so, but the old fighting spirit, the delight of combat,

lives somewhere in most of us and betrays itself in the

keenness with which we enjoy tales of fighting and
bloodshed.

And, in TheJewel of Ynys Galon we have plenty ofboth.
The hero tells his own story, and from the first chapter
to the last page either he himself, or his foster brother is

engaged in fighting the piratical rivals for Ynys Galon.

To give an outline of the plot would not merely be an

extremely lengthy business, but would rob the story of

much of its interest. It must suffice to say that the

ownership of acertain Island, acertain jewel and a certain

treasure is debated between the hero’s foster-brother and

one Meyric Ddu Ap Morgan (cousin of the said foster-

brother. )
There is aprodigiousamountof fighting and bloodshed

over the affair, which is, however, finally settled by a

duel, which is finely described in the closing pages.

Better books of the class I have read. Mr Owen Rhos-

comyl has still much to learn from Stevenson, whose

disciple he manifestly is. There are many points which
show how strong has been the Stevensonian influence,

the influence of the ‘ Treasure Island ’ more especially,
but as a whole the author is strikingly original, and as I

believe I have already said, gives promise of evenbetter

things in the future. From a book of this sort no very

satisfactory extract can be taken, but the following gives
some idea of the story the author tells, and of the style
in which he tells it. It describes one of the earliest
brushes with the pirates, in which the hero, Ivor, is en-

gaged.

Behind that point of rock, and not two hundred yards away,

the pirate boat must be lying, My Angers itched upon the

trigger.
And now we were abreast of it and old Morris shifted the

tiller once more, keeping so close under that I could cer-

tainly have touched the cliffs with a boat-hook had I tried.

Then another slight shift and we were bearing straight for

the flapping sail of the boat which yawed and washed before

us. Its crew did not notice us at first, and we had time to

note them well. There was no mistaking the figure amidships;
it was the loser of the Jewel, and with him fifteen or twenty of

the most hardbitten ruffians that ever dried in chains.

Several of themwere busy with the brass gun forward, the cap-

tain directing, and it was one of these who, straightening upto

mophisbrow, first sawus and yelled tothe rest.

■ Steady! steady, Ivor,’ spoke oldMorris cooly. ‘Stand by with

the musket, but don’t lift it tillwe are wellin range. Then aim

aft.and I’llgive the word.’

We were by this time within fifty yards, and csuld see plain'y
the uproar amongst them. One or two hastily seized and put out

oars. The helmsman, standing, gesticulated wildly. One flew to
the sheets. Some snatch* d up muskets and hurriedly blazed

awayat us. Zip! zip! hummed theballs, too wildly aimed tohit

us—and still the skiff rushed on, straight as death, in answer

tothat grim old sea-wolf at her helm. Then I lifted the musket to

my shoulder and heard the deep growl of oldLas.
• Now 1’

Glancing along the sights as ccolly as ever I did, all my fears

forgotten, I took deliberate aim and Bred full into where they
clustered on the after-thwarts. That double charge told home,

and never shall I forget theroar of howls and curses which burst

forth at the flash. The boat yawed off again, the steerman's arm

going round like a windmill where it was broken close up, and

there was a writhing knot of maddened pirates falling all over

him. 1 saw their captain coolly leap over them and seize the

helm, and at the same momentmy companion put the skiff round

and we stood over as if for Trwynhir, while in a fog-horn of a

voice he roared :

‘ Lay back your main tops'le.
And your foresheet let go.

For the plank and the plunge
To the sharks down below.’

Above the horrible words of that song, however, I could hear
stillmore horrible curses from the other boat, and, louder yet, the
voice of their captain to those with the oars.

‘ Round with her! Round with her! Bring her round for the

gun to bear.’

I was hurriedly ramming home a ball into my musket, and

though we were hauling away as swiftas a swallow, yet I deter-
mined to try a long shotat the gunneras helaid his gun. There

was short lime for aim, and therefore my pride got a shock, for I

missed my mark. But perhaps I did better, forI hit the fellow

standing beside him with the port fire, breaking his wrist and

causing him todrop his light overboard.

That was another half a minute gained, precious indeed, for

the tangle of blood and blasphemy had now straightened itself

out, and their sails were drawing like ox ropes. Then the dread-
ful song broke off in the m'ddleof a word: my companion shut
his jaws like a steel trap, as he brought the skiff up and laid a

new course, broadside on to that grinning brass muzzle. We

could see their captain squint along the gun as he bent to lay a

spunk of fire to it.

•Lie low. Ivor,' snapped old Las, shifting his helm, and in-

stantly as I obeyed I could yet discern the flash, while at the
same time I feltthe skiff whirl round stern on toit, and heard the

whizz and splash as the shot struck a full length away upon the

starboard bow.

‘A rire gunner,that captain,’ muttered old Morris. ‘l'll lay
he's captured many a ship with a Long Tom alone We've got to

look slippy It we get clean oft.'

It was a wonder to us both to note how well and smartly the
pirate boat sailed, in spiteof her seeming clumsiness. Though the
skiff was rushing along like a gull, yet our lead increased but

slowly. They were busy reloading their gun.and I could seethat
old Morris was grimly anxious about the next shot. ‘lf only

they miss with this next I’ll put them high and dry, and do it so

ship-shape it'll maze them to think ofit.’ said he

I didn't fully appreciate his last words just then: I was busy
wondering if we should be pooped or what. I saw their terrible
captain lean forward once morewith his sparkle of light. I caught
the flash and my heart stopped suddenly beating as I realised

that the smoke made the background to a pictureof theball strik-

ing the waterhalf a dozen lengths in
rear, but in

a dead line for

our stern. I was acutely conscious of a hissing rush. 1 felt a

shower of spray in my face, and then thatsame old chorus burst

outafresh in triumph. Half-way through, however, it stopped old
Las toexp'ain to me :

• The shot took the side of a little wave and glanced off to port.
'Twasclose enough, though, to have smashed our oars had we

bean rowing. But whatof that!amiss is a miss and makes no

odds anyway.

“

For the plank and the plunge
To the sharks down below."

Aroo! Ivor, but that chap is a rare gunner—l should like to sail

along with him once for a treat.’

Of how this fight ended, and the fate of the pirate
boat, space forbids me here to tell. My advice is buy
the book. It is a good book, and one which can be left
about. Those who feel an interest in the question must

buy or borrow the book. The illustrations, eight in
number, are of quite exceptional excellence, as may be

seen from the one now reproduced. The volume is

indeed one of the best yet secured by Longman’s for

their colonial library.

‘The Windsor

Magazine ’ for

May.

From every point of view the May num-

ber of the Windsor Magazine must be re-

garded as a distinct success. The article

on Windsor Castle and Home is ad-

mirably illustrated by Herbert Railton, and is very
readable into the bargain. It may, moreover, be re-

lied upon as being absolutely correct, the proofs having
(so we are told) been revised by the Queen’s librarian.

Perhaps the most interesting article is one by Cricketer
Brockwell on ‘ Cricketing Hints and Recollections.’
This has been dealt with elsewhere in this issue. But I

should like it understood that only one or two of the

many illustrations re-appear in the Graphic. The
article is well worth reading in extenso, and all the pic-
tures are worth prolonged study. That prince of

hunters, Percy Selous, the Allan Quatermain of real

life, contributes an absorbingly interesting article, ‘ My
Bay of Lions.’ Tt is illustrated by Will Aldin, who

has a reputation for this class of work. ‘How Shell

Fish Are Caught ’ is an instructive paper, and the veri-

table sheaf of illustrations which accompany it are

pretty and suggestive of the author’s meaning—a com-

bination somewhat more rare than many people
think. Martin Hewitt continues to the delight of
his admirers, and the serials by Guy Boothby and
Seton Merriman are, if anything, increasing in interest.

Amongst half-a-dozen other excellent illustrated articles
there is one concerning ‘ Common Mistakes About
Babies,’ by a barrister-at-law. I read it with consider-
able interest, and marvelled that a man of law should
know so much of babies, but it appears the author is a

doctor as well as a barrister. I did not know much

about babies before I read that paper. My knowledge
on the point was, in fact, nil. Now, however, I shall

feel justified in committing matrimony if the fit so

seizes me. Whatever the consequences are I shall not

be ignorant ofhow to meet them.

A swindle to one’s own pockets is not to try a packet
of Cavour Cigars, 8 for is 3d. (Advt. 1)

THE

NEW jjiBEST
YOST

T V I* e- jjggjggj
WRITER fl

THE WORLD’S FAVOURITE.

THE PIONEER OF NEW IDEAS.

The Bothersome Shift. Keys, the Foul and Expenwive Ink Kibbcn,
the VexaHoufl Double Index, and the Crasy Alignment—Al L
DONE AWAY WITH. For Simplicity. Durability, Strength,
Beauty of Work, and all that makes a Machine Valuable, it is
PEEKLESS. Callupon or write,*

Gko. M. Ykhkx, National Mutual Buildings, Wellington
John Chamhkiihant Sons. Auckland.
J. M. Hkywood and Co. The Square, Christchurch
J. Wilkikand Co. Dunedin.
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TO WHAT END?

Tub heat of the day and the hurry are o'er ;
The labour is finished, the hands let go ;

The thing we have done, we may do no more,

To-morrow, forever ; incapable, slow,
Inert and enfeebled, we halt to a seat

In the warmth of the sun, there to maunder and prate,
Re-repeating old tales ; unashamed of defeat,

Quite content with mere food and mere warmth ;—
though the weight

Of the grasshopper wearies ; we drowse and we nod,
Sinking slowto the depths of our graves. MightyGod !

Just for this—from beginningless safety, the bliss
Ofdeep peace, hast Thou haled us and held us —for this ?

Shall we slip from our holdings unhurt, when the flesh,
11l entreated, abandoned, forlorn shall return,

Unattended, to dust ? Shall we break through the mesh

Of our follies and fears ? Shall we learn to unlearn

Our old lessons of error, when, clear as the glow
Of high noon in fair skies, conies the knowledge that

life

Liveth, loveth, rejoiceth, abideth ? And oh !
Shall the silence he stirred, shall the wide air be rife

With the music of welcomes, old songs that shall move

Us to tears and to laughter? Thou infinitelove !
Up to this—out of loss and the dreary abyss

Of the grave, dost thou liftus and lead us—to this ?

Verona Coe Holmes.

THE SENSATION OF DROWNING.

A woman, who was among those saved in the accident

in Morecambe Bay, is reported in the papers to have
said that she remembered sinking twice, and thinking
she had ‘ only to go down once more and all would be

over.’

There areseveral similar records of such experiences.
One of the most interesting is that of AdmiralBeaufort,
as described by himself in a letter to Dr. Wollaston.

When a youngster he fell overboard in Portsmouth Har-

bour, and before relief reached him had sunk below the

surface. All hope had fled, all exertion ceased. and he

felt that he was drowning. Two minutes did not elapse
before he was hauled up, and he found the return to life
much less pleasant than drowning. Admiial Beaufort
adds that he had heard from two or three persons who

had a similar experience, that their sensationshad closely
resembled his own.

Sir Benjamin Brodie relates the case of a sailor who
had been snatched from the wavesand laid for some time
on the deck of his ship insensible, who on his recovery

declared that he had been in heaven, and complained ot

his restoration to life as a hardship.
In a well-known passage of the * Confessions of an

English Opium Eater,’ De Quincy relates that he was

once told by a near relative that ‘ having in her child-
hood (aged nine) fallen into a river, and being on the

very verge of death but for the assistance which reached

her at the last critical moment, she saw in a moment her

whole life, clothed in its forgotten incidents, arrayed
before her as in a mirror, not successively, but simul-
taneously, and she had a faculty developed as suddenly
for comprehending the whole and every part.’

An American gentleman, Mr C. A. Hartley, has re-

cently given an interesting account of his sensations
when drowning. He lay at the bottom of a river in a

state of semi-consciousness, in which he sawhis relatives
and friends all about him with their eyes full of tears.
All the events of his life from infancy upward, passed
slowly before his mental vision ; he felt that he was

drowning, and he remembers thinking that it was not

painful to drown.

SEA SICKNESS CATERING.

Catering for and during sea sickness is of the utmost

moment to all who travel by water, it being much more

desirable to be able to coax oneself back to normal
activity without having to rely on the attention of
stewards or stewardesses, friends or acquaintances, each
with his own special advice and experience. Arrowroot

biscuits, dry toast, and oatmeal porridge are the diets

most easily retained or capable of being taken in the

smallest possible quantities on a tender and empty
stomach. Haid boiled eggs and tea will straighten out

the limp sufferer on top of these, and carry him on deck
to get accustomed to sea surroundings.

In drinkables, ship surgeons and captains recommend
champagne, or ginger ale or ginger beer for more

moderate purses. For short passages undoubtedly it is
possible to ride out a tempestuous voyage with compla-
cency by getting half-seas over on champagne whileeffer-
vescing drinks are currently regarded as good things to

take at the commencement of a long trip.
In extreme cases, where the doctor has to be called in,

the first restorative applied is usually chopped ice. Dr.

Chapman, of London, strongly advocates wearing or

lying upon an india-rubber bag filled with ice. Brandy
and water is also given to brace the patient up to a food-
eating pitch of resolution. Cocaine tabloids, one-sixth
of a grain, are sometimes ordered, but should not be

tried on one’s own account. Other medical remedies,
which, according to the Societe de Biologie, Paris, have

at one time or other been given as specifics are morphia,
nitrite ofamyl, ingluvin, pilocarpine, stychnine,atropine.

caffein, capsicum, bismuth, chloroform,"chloral, and the
bromides of sodium, potassium, and ammonia.

A curious mal der mer fact is quoted by Darwin in his

autobiography, raisins being the solitary nourishment
his stomach would accept when sick.—‘W.J.W.’ in The
Hoel.

’Arriet ; ‘My ! ain’t she nice ?’

’Lizer : ‘Yes, and they s’y shea’s an earl’s daughter
who’s tyken to the boards to see if she can’t catch a

lord or a dock.'— Sketch.

‘ANOTHER' LORD HAS CHOSEN A WIFE
FROM THE STAGE.’—Vide Press.

Eczema, Sunburn, all Skin Affections,
Stiff Joints, Twinges in the Back, Toothache, Lumbago, Strain d Muscles,

Rheumatism of years standing can be got rid of at once with

jJSLhomocea
- The thing that cures. WHY ?

It Instantly touches

X the SPOT afflicted.

Homocea—as a pain-relieving curative lubricant—has no rival in the world of healing remedies
for Piles, Cuts, Burns> Bruises, &c. It will stop a severe Influenza Cold like magic.

TESTIMONIAL FROM BISHOP TAYLOR. “

HOMOCEA
”

CURES EVERYTHING. TESTIMONIAL FROM H. M. STANLEY. HiIPPACEA
„ , H,g V,BJk! ,NF

;
T- , LORD CARRICK saysHomocea cured him of

Whitehall, London.

nrMy dear old Friend, I bleedinK piles, when all else failed ; that he
gave F . \ ■ Dear S,r ’ ~ X oul THE VETERINARY PREPARATION OF,

aistnbuted a variety of 17 V.
some to a labourer who was lamed by a stone ZIL l„l ointment, called HOMOCEA.

your remedies among AJ ft falling upon him, whom it cured. A woman had -iUj Homocea. was found

among mi’Xnaries “'in K
a pain in the elbow and could not bend it for a # and'efficacious USED IN THE ROYAL KENNELS,

among missionaries in y- year, and lt curecj her, and another used it for XfcX n)
anu emcacious unguent

Sierra Leone, Liberia, scurvy on her leg, and it was doing her good - one
that I could possibly

letter closes from him with the words, “It is the /V
o

a7 °' ?,y For Stable. Kennel or Farm. Endorsed

South of Congo. ' I‘have’ "'V most wonderfulstuff that I ever came across." .srfPV// retain longer than'any by many Leading English and Continental
used Homocka and have i 7. r>/l \S / \

* olher> lhat oleaginous- Trainers and the Leading Veterinary
proved its healing virtue . fl LADY VINCENT, 8, Ebury Street, London, // y // / ncss so requisite for authorities.
both for severe bruisesand \ r, ’

says: “Homocea is such an incomparable appi- j */ ( [/ perfect and efficient This soothing Ointment is Non-Irritant,

!mh tYOUn<- S’ and
r

alsotO ' cation for Rheumatic Neuralgia, that she wishes , f r [
he fault i?f never Blisters. Checks Inflammation, and

kill the virus of mos- 1 , ** ’ / f I _
embrocations generally . • i /- .u r n • • u

nuitoes and chiggoes
• to have two more tins sent. | I \.9 is that they harden and ln duces Rapid Growth of Hair on injured

(jiggers).—.. i / / I ‘ requirewarmth.whereas parts.
rs very ruiy, LORD COM BERMERE says Homocea did yours, besides being particularly aromatic, is as Wounds dressed with HIPPACEA leave

(Bishop) Wm. Taylor. him more good than anyembrocation he had ever
soft a * oil ’ an.d a,most instantly mollifying in the

no Scar
American MetMut Episcofa! Mhrien. used forrheumatism. case ° “you™ fait'hfuiiy,°Henry M. Stanley." SOLD IN TINS.

Homocea is a remedy that should always be in the hou te. People will get burnt, bruised, and hurt in various ways ; a cold in the head will come on
without warning. Homocea used as a snuff will check it. Remember I Homocea allays irritation, and subdues inflammation at once.

SOLD BY' ALL STOREKEEPERS, GENERAL DEALERS, AND CHEMISTS.
Wholesale Agents foi New Zealand. Kempthorne, Prosser & Co.; The New Zealand Dru« Co., Auckland. Wellington, Christchurch andDunedin.
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A NEW ZEALAND CIVIL SERVANT-'JACK OF

OURS.'

WELL, Jack, this is serious. What are yon going
to do about it ?’
• Nothing.’

• Why ?’
‘What can I do? lam clean bust. No coin, no

credit, and the money lenders know me too well.’
• Well, its all your own fault,’ said the first speaker to

Jack Shiftwind, of the Rum and Turn Department.
• You have been in the service close onsixteen years, and

your ‘ screw ’ to-day, I see by the estimates, is /"zoo per
annum, and in sixteen years you should have a little to

go and come on—not much, I admit, but a little, you
know.’

• Yes, but I don’t know. Anyhow, what can you know

about the expenditure of a town life ? You have only
just come down from the country to fill in a winter at 10s

a day, like Fird de Morgan is doing in the Codlin Moth
Department. When you have been in the service for

sixteen years, beginning as I had to do at /"go per
annum, and at the end of two years my ‘screw’

amounted to ZBo, and my debt to /'go, perhaps then

you can imagine what I would owe at the end of

sixteen years. If you cannot imagine it, send it down
to our only actuary and he will work it out for you,

for I’m blowed if I know what I owe. You talk about

saving, and well you might. A pair of boots and mole-

skins is about all you want when in the country, but
mark yon. it’s quite another thing if you have tolive in
town. Why, bless me, it would take more than two

sheets of 0.P.5.0. foolscap to put down the various

items required for town life, and then your paper would
not contain half of them. Just as well, too, for if you

should have to go bung as I will, your anxious creditors
would know which were the expensive items on which
their money went; so you see it would be just as well to

cut them out of the little list.’
‘ Well, talking isno good, Jack. What are you going

to do about it?’
‘ Call a private meeting of your creditors, Jack, and

offer them something—a trifle, don’t you know, in the

pound.’
‘No go, Billy. They are clean off C.S. private meet-

ings. Why, if you were in this woo’den box long enough,
you would have remembered when Fred Longsleeve
went buug. They (the creditors) are still waiting for
Fred’s little trifle, as you call it, and Fred himself is

boots in a pub in Canada. Fat show for me with that

before them—and, by the way, Remnent was one of his
largest creditors too. I never thought of that, No, no,

Billy, it’s too thin, and they would soon tell me so if I

had a
‘ private ’ and offered them a trifle.’

Knock at the door.
‘ Comein,’ said Billy, without thinking it might be a

creditor.

In stepped Remnent the tailor. ‘ls Mr Shiftwind in ?’

Billy looked round out of the corner of one eye and

could only see the heels of Jack’s tanned boots sticking
out from under his table.

‘Well, you can see for yourself, Remnent,’ this with a

smile and a wave of his hand

‘ Well. Mr Hardup, I don’t mind tellin’ you that I’m

about sick o’ this year jobof ’untin’ that their Shiftwind.
Why, sir, if you believes me, it’s a matter of thirty quid
’s into me fur. But I’m sick of it, I tells yer, and after
hisa-promisin’ and a-promisin’ for a matter of two year
now that he’d pay to-day and then to-morrow, and so on,

and so on. I only gave him credit the last time on the

strength of a copy o’ somebody’s ole will as ’e showed
me. I will place this ’ere matter in the hands o’ Mr

Pluck, the bailiff, and we will see what a pretty figure
that young

“ toff” will cut when he isafore Mr Martin-

gale in the morning. You may tell him from me that
Pluck will hand him his blue ribbon—paper I mean—in
the morning.’ saying this Remnent slammed the office
door after him and left.

‘ What in the name of thunder did you ask the fellow
in for, you juggins ?’ said Jack, as he crawled from under
the table. ‘ Did you want ‘ Figures,’ the chief, to hear

him going for me ?’

With a laugh at the indignant look on Jack’s face,
Billy said that he should have remembered what kind of
visitors Jack usually had calling upon him.

‘ I say, Jack, it has just struck me by the way your
friends are swarming in on the stairs outside, that you
are going to have as bad a time of it as a bob-tailed bull
in fly time.’

‘ Yes, and just as annoying too, Billy, I can assure

you.’
‘ Come along. The fellows are all waiting in No. 12,

and it’s ten past five now.’

‘lt’s no good, Billy. The fellows are all “bricks,”
and it’s very kind of them to see if they can help me

out. However, you can do this for me. I would do it
myself, only it would look rather bad. You go down
and take the copy of the “old girl’s” will with you.
You will see by this letter that she cannot last much

longer, as she will be eighty-nine next month. Just
listen to this bit, “And, dearest John” (that’s me,

Billy), “the family doctor assures me that I cannot get
through this winter. I know, my dear boy, how sorry

you will be to hear this.” You will take the will down
to No. 12, chuck them “ tracts ” into the basket—tracts
are about all she ever sent me, and what good are they
to fellows like Remnent ? By that will I am to get
something like /’g.ooo. Who knows, Billy, she may be

dead by this time ? You need not look astonished. I

never saw her, and she is the cause of all my misfor-

tunes, for if she had not sent letter after letter telling
me that all she had was to be mine some day I might
have been able to live upon my

“ screw.” ’
‘ All right, Jack. You remain where you are and I

will come back and let you know the result.’

Billy Hardup took his departure for No 12, and a few

moments after another rap came to the door. Jack was

behind the green baize screen in one noiseless bound.
The rap was repeated. No answer ! yet another rap.
This time the nob of the door was rattling, and a voice from
the outside of the door said, ‘ I think all the gintiemen
is gone, miss, but I’ll see.’ With that the door opened,
and in walked the speaker. Matt Cashup, the messenger.
Matt’s appearance brought relief to Jack, who promptly
stepped from his hiding glace.

* Well, what is it Matt ? The books are all put away
in the safe ? What do you want f’

Without answering Matt stepped once more into the

lobby, and the gap left by the open door was suddenly
filledby the slender form of a rather pretty girl.

‘ That’s the gintieman himself, miss,’ said Matt, as he

shut the door behind him.

‘ What in the name of red paint brought you up here,
“ Trixey ?” I thought I was to see you at five o’clock.’

‘ Yes, Jack, but you see it’s half-past, and—and—-
‘ Well, I have been told all about your trouble. Never

mind how, or who told me or anything of that kind. If

you will but let me I can help you. I suppose you did

not know that I could help you, did you ?’

By this time Jack was looking open-mouthed at the

girl he was engaged to, but whom hehad as much chance
of marrying—well—as a hack in the Paste and Calico
Department would have. He was struggling with him-
self to say something or other in reply to her query when
Billy rushed in with a telegram in his hand.

‘ This is for you, Jack, and the fellows want you to
come down at once. They think they can fix you up.’
‘Oh, how-do-you-do, Miss Boodle ? I did notsee you.’

Jack took no notice as Billy rattled on, but as he

glanced over the wire his face brightened up. and with a

yell that made Miss Boodle jump, he said in a breath
She’s gone, Bill. The “old girl’s” pegged out at last’
You wait here a minute, Trix. Come on Billy to No. 12. >

‘ It’s all right, you fellows. The dear old lady is gone ’
(this in a sad tone of voice). ‘ Here is a cable from
Parchment and Redinker, her solicitors, stating that I

have got the blooming lot ; also a box of“ tracts.” ’
Frank Dodger started to whistle ‘ The Man that Broke

the Bank at Monte Carlo,’ but was promptly shut up.
‘ I thank all you fellows for what you have done for

me, but as I have a very pressing engagement onjust at
this moment, I will leave my affairs in the hands of good
old Billy here and Dick Paywell to settle while I raise
enough on this security to get square with the gentlemen
outside.’

Upstairs he ran and lifted ‘Trixey ’ in his arms as he
said— The door was shut then, but it can easily be
imagined what the result was. ‘ Trixey ’ and Jack were

made one (not under the P’actories Act), Billy being best
man. The fellows are sure that they will be happy, for
Jack backs no more ‘ stiffuns,’ and only plays the new

game of cards called ‘Tongs,’at which he cannot win
much.
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Footlight Flashes.
Bv the Prompter.

THE
Auckland Orchestral Union announce their

second concert of the season for Thursday, July

nth. This Association does not appear to be

quite sufficiently appreciated in Auckland. It should be

remembered by the citizens that the concerts hitherto

given by the Union have been of exceptional excellence,

giving opportunities of realising what the glory of that

highest reach of musical aspiration—the great orchestra

—really is. A pianoforte concerto by the poetic Mendel-

ssohn, interpreted by such an accomplished artist as Mr

Towsey, and with full orchestral accompaniment, can

only rarely be heard in these latitudes, and patrons are

to have in addition several most notable items by Keler

Bela, Svendsen and others, besides some delightful
manner gesange by the Auckland Liedertafel, an associa-

tion which has arrived at extraordinary efficiency under

Mr Towsey's guidance. The Orchestral Union has

proved itself well worthy of the heartiest encouragement
of the Auckland people.

The portraits which appear in this issue are of three

of the principals in the amateur performances of ‘Mari-

tana ’ taking place during this week at the Auckland

Opera House. Critical notice of the opera is deferred to

next week, when the two distinct casts of principals
taking part can be dealt with together.

George Darrell, with ‘The Double Event’ and

‘Hearts of Oak,’ has done a good week in Dunedin.

By the way, George told an interviewer that stage
managers never swore at rehearsal nowadays. Ahem !
Pass the salt please.

The second of Mr Maughan Barnett’s second series of

chamber concerts was eminently successful. Mr Hill's
and Mr Barnett's performances were thoroughly good,
and the concert throughout of the high standard of ex-

cellence which Mr Barnett has taught Wellington to ex-

pect from him.

The number of concerts and recitals which musical
Londoners have the opportunity of attending during the

season is simply astounding. In addition to well-estab-
lished series, such as the Philharmonic, the Richter, the

Crystal Palace, and the Monday and Saturday ‘pops,’
there are the numerous piano or violin recitals, given
both by virtuosi, who have already become celebrities,

and also by a perfect crowd of ‘ new aspirants to fame.’

O 1 these latter, only a very few have any great success.

The majority, after making one or two public appear-
ances, and getting severely handled by the critics,

generally return to the places from which they came,

sadder, wiser, and probably poorer men. The artist,

however, who can create a sensation, is certainly to be

envied, for he can earn by a single performance what

many a man would consider a good year’s income, and,
in addition, he becomes the rage for the time being, and

commands in Society as much homage and attention as

would fall to the lot of many a ‘ Royalty.’

The Gourlay-Stokespeople with * Revels,’ ‘ That Awful
Girl,’ ‘Turn Him Out,’ etc., were in Wanganui by last
advices.

The two men who lately have aroused most interest
in the London musical worldare Emil Sauer, the pianist,
and Willy Burmeister, the violinist. From what may be

gatheredfrom the latest musical papers.it was, with each

of these players, as far as the audiences were concerned,
a matter of ‘ I came, I played, I conquered !’ With
regard to Emil Sauer, the critics are not unanimous in

their opinions, but all unite in acknowledging that

Burmeister is the possessor of a most marvelloustechique
and the finest player of Paganini’s music who has ap-

peared since the death of the ‘ Wizard of the Violin.’

Jennie- Lee and her company are drawing big houses

at the Queen’s Theatre, Kimberley.

Mr A. H. Gee had the largest audience ever seen in
the City Hall, Auckland, for his farewell concert. So

great was the crush and the enthusiasm that a second

farewell was decided upon, and took place on Monday,
before another packed audience. Ere this appears in

print Mr Gee will have sailed from Auckland. Un-

less I am very mnch mistaken Gee will make a really
great success in England ; that is, provided he takes
care of himself. At his benefit concert Mr Gee acted as

his own usher, piano mover, and general rouseabout.
The consequence was he was dead tired before the con-

cert commenced, and the fact betrayed itself in his
voice. For a singer of Mr Gee’s class to abuse his

voice by doing work usually entrusted to a business

manager and ‘ hall hands ’ at 5s a night is absolutely
suicidal. No voice in the world will stand such treat-

ment, and the fact that Mr Gee’s will not was amply

proved on this occasion. Mr Gee will have a good rest

011 the voyage, and if he puts himself into the hands of

a good man when he arrives, and attends solely and

absolutely to his voice, we shall without doubt hear big
things of him, but if he insists onbeing his ownmanager,
advance agent, and bottle washer, he will materially
lessen his chances.

Paderewski, during his last English provincial tour,
was advertised to play at Torquay. On arriving there,
he found that the local agent had charged only five

shillings for reserved seats instead of the half-guinea
which had been the price in all the other towns visited.

Paderewski refused to play, despite the fact that a large
crowd had braved the elements, which on that occasion
had taken the form of a terrific snowstorm. A certain

composer contributed to the Musical limes the following
lines apropos of the incident :—

The people of Torquay.
Oh my goodness ! do you see

Paderewski's shortly coming down from town

With his pianistic feats.
And the prices ofthe teats

Seem just, like the greatperformer, coming down.

Madame Sapio, who last year toured New Zealand

with Camilla Urso, is now in England, and has been

singing at many of the very best concerts given in

London, including, amongst others, the Philharmonic,

the Crystal Palace, the Henschel, and the popular con-

certs.

Genial Frank Fillis and his excellent circus are doing
record business at Durban, Natal. He has met with

great success where he has gone, for he is a big favourite
in South Africa.

AT a recent performance of * La Mascotte ’ in America
there was a decidedly amusing but unrehearsed incident.

In the first act of the opera La Mascotte is, aseveryone
remembers, pursued by Rocco’s farm hands, who are bent

onkissing her, and that she evades them to the best ofher

ability. The/>r»»iac/owwaon thisoccasion was MissRandall,
a pretty and very popular American soprano. Miss Ran-

dall did not like the way the scene alluded to went off.

She thought the men did not put enoughactivity into it.

They did not try hard enough to kiss her. They were

mostly ‘ Supers ’ and chorus men who had the kissing
parts, and she called them togetherone day and told them
that when men wanted to kiss a pretty girl like her they
went at it with a rush. ‘ Youmen run out as ifyou were

hunting a bill collector,’ she said. • You want to come

out like a cyclone and rush up to me as if you intended
to kiss me or die. Now I want this scene done better,
and I’ll give every man who kisses me a shilling for every
time he kisses me. Now try it to-night.’ The result was

oneof the finest pieces of stage realism that has ever been

on the Atlanta stage. When the kissing scene came on

the ‘ supers’ swarmed on like madmen. They rushed at

Miss Randall with the fury of a football team. One big
fellow, who wore glasses, headed the mob. He was first

to reach her, and turning, she made several desperate dabs

with her fingers. She struck his glasses and sent them

spinning across the stage. Not a bit deterred he

rushed at her again and gave her a sounding smack.

The story goes that he kissed her about /T 10sworth in

about thirty-two seconds. Furious with the result of

the scene, she rushed into the wings. A bucket of water

was in its usual place close at hand, and gathering it up

she poured the entire contents upon the luckless chorus

man, streams of it flooding the stage. ‘ There,’ she said,

‘ take that for your impudence. ’ The audience ap-

plauded wildly what they thought was the finest bit of

acting seen during the entire season.

Miss Elizabeth Stirling, who died recently at the

age of 76, was perhaps the most distinguished lady
organist of her day. It is said that she was one of the

first, if not absolutely the first, to introduceBach’s pedal
fugues to the metropolis. She was a pupil of Edward
Holmes, and in the first year of the Queen’s reign her

great ability was recognised by George Cooper of St.

Paul’s. She was for nineteen years organist of All

Saints’, Poplar, and her celebrity in the East End

was at that time very great. She was afterward for

twenty-two years organist of St. Andrew-under-Shaft, in

Leadenhall-street, only retiring from the post in 1880,

owing to the approach of old age. As recently as last

year she gave a private recital before a party of friends,
and it is said her execution was almost as good as ever.

Miss Stirling was probably the first lady who passed for

the degree of doctor of music of Oxford. Her exercise
was approved by the university authorities, but she, of

course, never took the degree—which was denied to

women.

Bruton Bros, photo-, Dunedin.

Mr V. Richardson, ‘Don Jose.’

Burton Bro, photo, Dunedin.

Miss Beatrice Richardson, 'Maritana.’

Jones, photo., Dunedin.

J. Blenkinsopp, ‘Don Cæsar.’
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Young Dorrington, who comes to New Zealand

shortly with Brough and Boucicault, ought, says the
Bulletin, to have talent for the stage—son of the

Kendals, and nephew of Tom Robertson. His appear-
anceand mannerisms are reminiscent of his handsome

father, so his brains probably come from the maternal

side.

The famous French actress, Rejane, commands a

higher price for. her talents than even a famous prima

donna. According to excellent Paris authority she re-

ceives /'350 for every performance, and in addition her

manager pays her expenses, and provides her with a

maid and dressmaker. Rejane plays about four times a

week for ten months in the year.

Charlie Saunders, the finest tenor I ever heard in

New Zealand, was at latest advices doing great business

atMaritzburg, South Africa.

Wirth’s Circus is also at Maritzburg.

Misleading the public with Frossard’s Cavour Cigars is

impossible; they are sold in original packets, 8 for is

3d. (Advt. 1)

AUCKLAND UNIVERSITY COLLEGE DRAMATIC

CLUB.

‘ CYRIL’S SUCCESS.’

I AM not quite sure that in selecting ‘ Cyril’s Success ’for their second performance at the Opera House

the Auckland University College Dramatic Club
showed the best possible judgment, and this not on ac-

count of any defects in the play itself, but by reason of

certain probable shortcomings in the audience. I do
not think it can be alleged against the people of Auck-

land that they area literary community, and probably to

the greater portion of those present at the performances
of ‘ Cyril’s Success ’ much of the dialogue which relates

to the inwardness of things literary and dramatic was

either incomprehensible or too remote from their experi-
ence to prove interesting. The play is not without its
defects. The plot is weak, and is only saved from

tumbling to pieces by the intervention of a deux ex

machina in the shape of the Club smoking-room scene.

Artistically, of course, this is all wrong, but on the other

hand the interpolatedsceneis one of the most admirable
in the play.

When these faults have been found there remains

nothing to do but to praise the comedy, which for wit
and sustained brilliancy compares favourably with the
best of modern drama. Alas, poor Byron ! Tuns with

him had become very nearly a mental condition. He

desired to show the world he was not merely a punster,
and at the most serious moment of the play in which he

makes the effort, his reformed villain rejoices that,
having lost the use of his right arm, he has come to the
possession ofhis right senses.

The University students are to be congratulated on a

very creditable performance. The play was nrobably
new to all of them, and none knows so well as the

amateur the difference between taking a part from the

lips of an experienced actor, and forming it anew from
his own conceptions. As the heroine, Miss Blanche

Peacocke looked the part to perfection. Her acting was

in the main excellent, and had her voice been more

subtly modulated to the sense of her words, she would

have left little to be desired. Miss Gerkins as Miss

Grannett, the elderly school mistress, in spite of a ten-

dency to snip off the ends of her speeches, and to speak
too rapidly, did remarkably well ; her acting throughout
was spirited and appreciative. Miss HildaKeane as Mrs

Singleton Blissgave aneffectiverendering ofher part. She

was particularly good in thelast scene when tearfully pro-

testing her ignorance of the identity of the ‘ gentleman
in the dressing-gown.’ Two minor female parts were

capably taken by Miss Claire Smith and Miss Olivia
Lusk. The part of Cyril Cuthbert was entrusted to Mr

G. B. Wither, who, despite a tendency to lapse into
melodrama, acquitted himself successfully. He was at

his best in the smoking-room scene, where, half intoxi-
cated and wholly miserable he calls for brandy and soda

and drifts into a quarrel with Major Treherne. Mr E.
S. Withers, as the conventional military villain in a

frock-coat, gave an admirable rendering of thepart, es-

pecially in the scene after the opera with Mrs Cuth-

bert, where his tone and manner left nothing to be

desired. His acting, however, was somewhat marred
by fast speaking. By the way, why must a villain wear

a frock coat ? It is hard on a large number of excellent

potential villains, the state of whose finances compel
them to go about in short jackets. The Hon. Frederick
Titeboy (Mr W. A. Prowse) was one of the successes of
the peformance. Barring occasional exaggeration,
which his book.no doubt made it difficult for him
to avoid, his was the most consistent piece of act-

ing on the cast. Matthew Fincher (Mr F. E. Baume)
and Jonas Grimley (Mr P. A. Harron) were both

extremely well rendered. Mr Baume was a little

uneven, especially on the second night, but at

his best, and making all allowance for the ‘ fat-
ness ’ of his part, his playing suggested possibilities
rather beyond the reach of the ordinary amateur. Mr

S. Mays made a stiff and amusing butler, and Mr E. W.
G. Rathbone, whose leisurely speaking might have been

imitated by some of the more important characters, did
Viscount Glycerine. Mr Bagnall as Fitz-Pelham needed

more life. Mr W. R. C. Walker looked a good Colonel
Rawker, but he spoke in such a rancorous voice that it

was impossible tohear what he said.

On the whole, the University students have every
reason to congratulate themselves on the merits of their
performance. Much of the acting was excellent ; none

could be called absolutely bad. The chief fault was a

tendency on the part of a few to speak too swiftly, and a

general tendency on the part of all the characters to run

on from speech to speech without those occasional re-

flective or dramatic pauses which give effectiveness by
suggesting reality.

As this is the second appearance of the University
Dramatic Club, probably it is intended to make the

affair an annual one. I should like, therefore to offer a

suggestion as to the future choice of plays. The position
of the amateur actor I take to be this : He is, or should
be, the medium through which the public becomes

acquainted with plays which otherwise it would be very
unlikely to see. If this view be accepted, theamateur is

atonce raised to a status of importance which he can

never attain so long as he enters into competition with
the professional actor. It is unnecessary to point out

to the University Club the fact that our literature
is a perfect treasury of dramatic jewels, ninety
per cent, of them unset ; that these dramas of all

sorts, tragedies, comedies, burlesques, are most of

them gems of absolute genius as brilliant to-day as when

they were first wrought. I should suggest, therefore,
that in future the Club select its play from the

extinct dramas (extinct in the sense that they are

no longer acted) of the great English dramatists —

Shakespeare, Marlowe, Ford, Congreve, Farquahar,
Wycherly, etc. Owing to a difference in public taste,
Many of these could not be presented entirely, but

that is an objection a judicious use of a pair
of scissors would easily overcome, while as for
scenery and costumes, they are difficulties which
a little well-directed enthusiasm would soon surmount.
For my part there are many old plays I would cheer-
fully travel a hundred miles to see performed, if it were

only for the pleasure of noting the astonishment of the

audience when it discovered that a comic idea four

hundred years old might still be excruciatingly funny,
and that the lapse of centuries only showed human

nature in status quo.
s.c.w.
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CHILDERLAND SKETCHES.

‘ Are children dying out ?’ is a question which is being
asked.

Surely no.

There are full as many children in the world as there

ever were. They are everywhere ; they are even in the

high schools. The thought of a person in a short frock,

who learns Euclid and algebra, and Latin and German,

is a little alarming. One fancies that she can scarcely
be a child ; but this is a mistake. A high-school child,

the other day, was asked to tell a story and told one of a

queen. Now, it is oniy a child who, when a story is

called for, at once tells one of a queen. In the course of

the story she said, • Then the queen went into the garden

behind her palace.' This was a child of London. The

palace of her queen had a hall door on the street.

There are children even in London, and most quaint

fancies some of them have.

Children dying out, indeed ; not they.
Let no one imagine, either, that they are growing too

learned. One of them writes on the chapter of nouns:
‘ Nouns are of two kinds, proper and improper.’
As long as a child retains this sort of idea, and records

it for men and angels to smile at, let no one croak. An-

other defines prose fiction as ‘ newspapers ’ —a thing, this,
which one ponders in one’s heart. They are studying
Shakespeare in the high schools. With what result ?

With this in the case of one child. It being required of

her to ‘ write what is known of Shakespeare,’ she sends
in a large foolscap page in the centre of which is penned
tlie epigram :

• Shakespeare was a poet, who wrote plays for the

stage.’
Particularly neat that, in a century in which so many

poets have written plays for the boudoir. It is more

than neat, it isbrilliant—none the less so that it is un-

conscious. And so it would appear that even the bril-

liant child has not become a thing of the past, in spite
of a system of education which is said to suppress origin-
ality. The dear blockhead has likewisenot ceased to be.

She writes in iBqo ; ‘The feminine of dog is cat,’ ‘ The
female of monk is monkey,’ ‘ The plural of potato is
cabbage.’ True, those dreadful beings, precocious little
children also exist, children who seem to have no touch

of nature in them, who like their tea without sugar,

preferplain bread and butter to cake, who think evening

parties ' tiahsome,’ and life a burden, and themselves
misunderstood. They exist ; but they have always ex-

isted.

INTERIOR OF THE HOUSE OF REPRESENTATIVES.

WHERE THE MEMBERS SIT.

ON the opposite page there appears a very interest-

ing plan of the interior of the House of Repre-
sentatives. The object of the drawing is to shew

the places occupied by the various members. These may
be picked out from the following table of members. The
numbers at the left hand side correspond with those on

the plan.

.10 Allen.JBruce

37 Bell. F. H. D. Oily ofWellington
28 Buchanan, W.CWairarapa
56 Bunno.DKaiapoi
61 Buick, T.L.Wairau

33 Button, C. E. City of Auckland

10 Cadman. Hon. A. J. .. Waikato

47 Carncross, W. C. F. . Taieri

19 Carnell. 5... Napier
9 Carroll. Hon. JWaiapu

12 Collins. W.WCityof Christchurch

69 Crowther, WCityof Auckland

42 Duncan. TOamaru

26 Duthie,JCity of Wellington
53 Earnshaw. WCityofDunedin

72 Flatman. F. RPareora

31 Fraser, W Wakatipu

6 Graham, J. . City of Nelson

38 Green, J Waikouaiti

Grey, RightHon. Sir G., K.C.B. City of Auckland

Guinness. A.R Grey

16 Hall.CWaipawa
73 Hall Jones, W Timaru

7 Harris, BFranklin

49 Here, H. Northern Maori

15 Hogg. A.W Masteiton

48 Houston, R.MBay of islands

62 Hutchison, G Patea

7 Hutchison,WCityofDunedin

75 Joyce, J. Lyttleton
41 Kelly, J. Wlnvercargill
69 Kelly.WBayof Plenty
"0 Lang, F.WWaipa
5 Larnach. Hon. W. J.M., C M.G. Tuapeka

14 Lawry. FParnell

25 Mackenzie, T Clutba
59 Mackintosh, J Wallace

71 Maslin, W. S. Rangitata

34 Massky. W. FWaitemala

60 McGowan. JThames
36 McGuire, F.Egmont

4 McKenzie. Hon. J. Waihcmo
44 McKenzie, R. Buller
64 McLachlan.JAshburton

17 McNab, R Ma'aura
65 Meredith, R. Ashley
51 Millar. J.A. Chalmers

8 Mills.C. HWaimeaSounds.

24 Mitchelson, Hon. E Eden
18 Montgomery, W. H Ellesmere

13 Morrison, A. Caversham

22 Newman,A.KWellington Suburbs
39 O’Regan, P. J. Inangahua

O’Rorke. Hon. Sir G. M, Kt .. Manukau

50 Parata.TSouthern Maori
57 Pere, W.

..

Eastern Maori

11 Pinkerton, DCityof Dunedin

40 Pirani. FPalmerston

1 Reeves. Hon. W. PCityof Christchurch
46 Russell, G. W Riccarton

23 Russell, W. RHawke’s Bay
20 Saunders, A. Selwyn
3 Seddon. Hon. R. J. Westland

43 Smith. E.M.NewPlymouth
55 Smith, G.JCityof Christchurch

52 Stevens. J Rangirikei

75 Steward, Hon. W. J Waitaki
54 Stout, Hon. Sir R., K.C.M.G. City of Wellington
45 Tanner. W. W Avon

58 TeAo, R. Western Maori

66 Thompson. R Marsden

2 Ward. Hon. J. GAwarua

67 Willis, A. D. . Wanganui
21 Wilson, J. G. Otaki

Sappho-Smith reports that Miss * Heather Waltz’
Fitz-Stubbs has arrived Home after anagreeable trip in

the Ophir. Miss Fitz-Stubbs was, of course, elected
final authority of the musical programme for the voyage,

and arranged several tip-top concerts, also minstrel
shows, with victorious-cricketer Stoddart as bones and
Brockwell as tambo. On arrival at Tilbury Docks a

purse of sovereigns was presented to Miss Fitz-Stubbs in
token of the gratitude of the passengers for being so

entertained en route, and the voyage, I am glad to say,

generally wound up with three cheers for the clever
Australian composer.

THE WONDER OF THE AGE.

. . .
ROTORUA

. . .

Patent Kerosene Bath and Water Heater
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WALKEB & CO., Sole Agents, Queen Street, AUCKLAND.
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| Ayer’s Cherry Pectorals
TT g A a

HAS No EQUAL j
LI uU | Colds, Coughs |

g INFLUENZA, gi

o’ll i SORE ™ROAT - 1
||< QTADO o It will relieve the most o|

LIIIIXLiIiIIIIII 2 distressing’ cough, soothe the °=

K/HLaM vvllv ®
<= inflamed membrane, loosen the

o : Iffl
" phlegm, and induce refreshing oj

o M sleep. For the cure of Croup, °5

o V.W'WSB Whooping-Cough, and all the gs
o

x pulmonary troubles to which o=

! /fY| o WSF 11 the young are so liable, there ©f
I ] ® is no other remedy so effective as ®|

DOdUa 8 Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral, si
1 o HIGHEST AWARDS AT THE CHICAGO WORLD’S FAIR, 1893. o|

o Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass., U. S. A. oj
g Beware of cheap imitations. The name—Ayer’s Cherry Pec-

O toral—is prominent onthewrapper, and is blown in the glass of each bottle, o:
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"W7 "TT • • VINOLIA IS A REFINED SOAP.

I keeps the Complexion Fresh

%/ 1 Ilf 11 ■ Cl and Cleap
-

Wr ■ ■ IS / B No other Soap has received such
v -BL JL -B_ Wa'W highlawards as Vlnolla Soap

■
DON’T USE BOILED SOAPS

FOR THE TOILET.

DON’T ECONOMISE AT THE i I 1 I ■
EXPENSE OF YOUR
COMPLEXION. |

7* * *1 e
FOR ITCHING,Vinolia

The Editor “Baby
"

reports—" For acnespots on the face and particularly for
eczema, it is undoubtedly efficacious, frequently healingeruptions and removing
pimples in a few days. Itrelieves itching at once.”

VlnollaSoapa (all prices) VlnollaShaving Stick and Cake,
and VlnollaPowder (for the Complexion.)
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SocietyGossip.

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, July 1.

We are all growling about the wet weather, which

considerably interferes with ournot toonumerous dissipations.

Quite one of the events of the week hasbeen the production of

‘cyril’s success,’

at the Opera House, and 1 will give youabrief outlineofthe lovely
frocks worn on the stage. One of the first requisites to the suc-

cess of the University Dramatic Club in their presentation of

Byron’s popularplay was, of course, a suitablewardrobe—thatis

to say, that the dresses should not only be rich and handsome,
but also that they should be characteristic and suitable. I am

glad to be able to say that their management of this important
item left nothing to be desired. Was it Napoleon who said that
trifles make success, and success is no trifle? The sentimentis

undeniable, whoever first gave it expression, and our amateurs

have evidently learnt it by heart. The taste and skill displayed
in the various costumes deserve the highest commendation, and
indeed many of the ladies’ dresses compare very favourably with
anythingIhave seen worn by the great‘ stars ’ of the metropolitan
theatres. For the benefit of my lady readers I give the details
of Mrs Cuthbert’s dresses, the first of which was a really lovely
white silk evening robe, with long train, trimmed with
old gold plush and maltese lace, the other being a handsome
garden party dressof pale blue, with terracotta velvet trimmings.
Mrs Singleton Bliss wore a grey tweed travelling robe with cape

i rimmed withgrey silk velvetto match, and itwould be hard to
imagine anything of the natureof a tailor-made gown more truly
sumptuous: while another costume, a teagown of olive green

plush with white silk front and trimming, is a really artistic con-
ception of style and colour. Miss Grannett, I confidently expect,
will cause a revolution inmatters educational. Her neat, plain,
workmanlike dress, calculated toinspire respect, and soeminently
suited for its purposes, will doubtless inspire our Board with a de-
termination to put all teachers into something similar. We do
not think they could do better than take Miss Grannett as their
model. The dresses are creditable toall concerned, to the ama-

i.eurs. as a proof of their artistic selection, and to the makers, as

showing what can be done locally, for I am pleased to say that
the whole of the ladies’ dresses, as well as the gentlemen’s suits,
are the work ofour painstaking local firm, the D.S.C.

Mrs T. Peacock gave an

AFTERNOON TEA

at ‘ Fairview.' Ponsonby, to meet Miss Leslie from Sydney.
The day being dull and depressing, the blinds were drawn down

and gas lit, makingthe room bright and cheery. This is a capital
idea which I commendfor adoption on those dark wintry after-
noons which act so unfavourably upon the spirits and cast an air

of gloom over even the most animated gatherings. Mrs Peacock

wore a handsome green costume; Mrs Kirker. tweed costume,
hat with brown feathers; Miss Peacock, black skirt, lemon silk

blouse; Miss M. Peacock, electric blue dress; Miss Leslie (Sydney),
pretty light coloured skirt, pale blue silk blouse; Miss Taylor
(Sydney), dark costume; Miss M. Taylor (Sydney), pretty brown

dress; Miss Anderson, brown dress, hat tomatch ; Miss J. Ander-

son,black jacket and skirt, terracotta silk blouse; Miss Devore,
brown dress, pretty toque with violets; Miss B. Devore, blue and
black dress, black hat with white feather; Miss Brett, stylish
brown costume; Miss E. Brett, brown dress, pretty small hat;
Miss Stewart, grey and black costume; Miss Gorrie, handsome
brown velvet dress; Miss Vaile,black and goldcostume ; Miss B.

Vaile, dark skirt and jacket, velvet hat; Miss B. Gittos, navy

serge, black velvet hat; Miss M. Macindoe, serge skirt and cape,

heliotrope blouse, gem hat; etc., etc.
On the evening of Miss George’s wedding day, the bride's

mother gave a

SMALL DANCE

at her residence. St. Stephen’s Avenue. Mrs George’s house is an

excellent onefor a dance. The large verandihsat the back as

well as the front were covered in, and seemed much appreciated.
The supper table was most tastefully decoratedwith tall vases of
white flowers tied with white ribbons, and silver candlesticks

with dull red shades. Mrs George wore a handsome gown of
black silk and lace ; the Misses George wore their bridesmaids’

dresses; Mrs J. L N Bloomfield,black lace trimmed with pale
greenribbons ; Mrs B air,blac k velvet; Mrs Robison, deep red

velvet with white lace fichu; Miss Firth wore blue; Miss Nora

Hull looked charming in white silk, sleeves of pink velvet;
Miss Ware, white silk; Miss Hild* Worsp looked charming in

white shimmering silk profusely trimmed with chiffon ; Miss
Bessie Macfarlane wore adebutante dress of'white crepon; Miss
Churton looked well in eau-de-nil crepon.and her sister looked

pretty in yellowsilk and chitfon ; Miss Claire Smith wore her de-

butante's dress of white crepon; Miss Sybil Moss-Davis, pink
nun’s veiling; Miss Bush, white: Miss Whistler looked very

handsome in red velvet: Miss Schwartz Kissling. Gobelin blue
silk, and her sisters both wore white: Miss Fairchild wore a

lovely yellow embossed silk gown. Amongst the gentlemen pre-

sent were Messrs Anderson, Gillies, Leckie, Laing, Hodson,
Noakes, Bloomfield, Churton, Gordon, and Jackson.

THE PAKURANGA HOUNDS

metlast Saturday at Otahuhu. Our huntsmanwas unable tobe
with us. owing to apainful accident which had happened tohim.
A dead horse kicked him. One can joke about such things,but
•truth is stranger than fiction.’ While our huntsmanwas skin-

ning a lifeless steed, its foot collapsed and knocked him heavily
on the forehead, throwing him against a sharp knife, which

severely cut his leg and severed an artery. His young son.our

whipper-in. undertook the onerous duties of managing the
hounds. The day was wet and showery, but, notwith-

standing, there was a large attendance of hunters. Hares
were numerous, and one little puss was caught and devoured
One painful accidentoccurred. One of the lady riders was jump-
ing a fencewith a ditch on the off side. The horse slipped and

fell, throwing thefair rider, but unfortunately thenext follower,
not und rstanding the catastrophe, jumped upon the prostrate
figure, striking her about the head. Amongst those

Rresent driving were Mrs G. Bloomfield. Mrs Bul.ock W’ebater.
Irs B'air and friend. Miss Ida Thorne-George. Mrs Greenway,*

Miss Firth, Mrs McLaughlin. Riding were Misses Dunnett, Mc-

Laughlan. Thoma*. Rookes, Percival. Roberts, Mrs Tonks, Mrs

Bilborough, Mrs Bloomfield, Colonel Dawson. Messrs Crowe, B.
Webster, Bloomfield, Nolan, Russell, McLaughlan (two). Gorrie,

O’Rorke, Tonks. Wynyard, Otway and many others. Next Satur-

day the Pakuranga hounds meet at MountAlbert.
Strikinggowns worn by various ladies

SHOPPING AND CALLING.

Mrs Arthur Taylor, sty’ish slate grey tweed gown flecked with
electric blue, and also trimmed with velvet of the same hue, toque
to correspond; Mrs Greenwood, black moir6, fawn cape, fawn
bonnet; Mrs Williams, mode grey gown with triple cape, felt hat
with feathers en suite; Miss Minnie Sinclair, brown tweed
gown with cape, brown velvet hat with upstanding ostrich
feathers: Mrs Edminston, black cashmere gown; Mrs Baume,
brown gown, black cape and bonnet; Mrs Walker (Ellerslie),
black silk, black bonnet: Mrs Harrop, black mourning
gown; Mrs Leathern, brown cashmere, brown felt hat, navy
macintosh : Mrs Napier, navy natte serge, navy cape with black
military braid, small felt hat ; Miss Sereta McLaughlan, slate
grey fancy cloth with browrn velvet trimmings, cape of the same
material; Miss Brown, navy serge, black feathered hat; Miss
Warren, neat fitting serge with black fur toque; Miss Jowd,
quaker-made black ribbed gown with becoming toque of black
velvet and violet flowers; Miss Pierce, tailor-made gown ofblack
serge, cream hat; Miss Dunnett, exquisitely fitting gownofbrown
ribbed cloth with edgings of fox fur, large black velvet hat with
feathers.

Miss Kilgour and Miss Williamsonhad a large attendancelast
Saturday night attheir

WEEKLY DANCE

held in the Victoria Hall. The floor and music were perfect.
Though the nightwas excessively warm the youngpeople danced
unceasingly. Mrs Williamson wore mode grey plaid; Miss

Kilgour looked well ina dark skirt, lilac satin blouse ; Miss Wil-
liamson. black skirt, cardinal blouse ; Mrs Tanner, black ; Mrs
Sellers, black silk ; Miss Sellers, grey check; Misses Florrie
and Maud wore dark dresses : Miss Dawson, brown ; Miss Tanner
was much admired in a dark skirt, electrique blue blouse hand-
somely finished with lace and ribbons: Miss Percival, brown ;
Miss Trevithick, dark skirt, white blouss. and her sister, a dark

grenadine with deep hanging white lace; Miss Laura Baker, dark
skirt, terre blouse; Miss Ella Baker, dark skirt, red blouse, and
another sister wore grey check ; Miss Garlick, black gown with
green ribbons; Miss Wright, dark skirt, sky blue blouse; Miss
Ethel Dixon, dark skirt, white blouse, Miss Sloman. Miss Leila
Wilks, and many other ladies whom I didnot know. There were

plenty of gentlemen.
Phyllis Broune.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, June 27.

I will begin at once with

THE BALL

given by the members of the Wellington Club to their Excellencies
Lord and Lady Glasgow. It was held at the Club House on
Tuesday night, and was, as usual, amost brilliant success The
Vice-Regal guests and party were met at the doorby a Highland
piper, who escorted them to the hall at the head of the stairs,
where they were received by the President, Mr Edward Pearce,
and Miss Pearce. A most important feature of the evening was
the splendid supper which was laid in the billiard room, and was
a perfect work ofart. A ram’s head with his twisted horns kept
guard over the end of one of the large tables, whilst a roast

peacock decorated with his own head and feathers on the
other table looked almost too imposing to attack with an
ordinary carving knife. Some of the many smaller tables
were decorated with violets, and others with golden
wattle. The large smoking-room was furnished as a draw-
ing-room. and beautifully decorated with pot plants, nikau
palms, ferns and flowers. Itlooked so cosy with its comfortable
arm chairs and lounges. The verandah was covered in, and
made anothercosynook for sitters-out. Altogether I think that

the whole management could not be improved upon, and the
Clubmen may congratulate themselves upon having such asecre-

tary as Mr Werry at the head of affairs. The music was supplied
by King’s String Band. In the first setof lancers the Earl of

Glasgow danced with Mrs H. D. Bell (wife of the Vice-President),
the Countess of Glasgow with Mr E. Pearce. During the even-
ing areal was danced to the music of the bagpipes.
I mustnow start with

THE DRESSES,

some of which were very handsome, especially Lady Glasgow's,
which was of white satin, trained, and trimmed with forget-me-
nots and blue velvet. The bodice was of the satin with broad
revers of black velvet spangled with silver: she also wore
her lovely diamonds and carried a beautiful bouquet of
violets and maiden hair fern ; Lady Alice Boyle wore a
pretty pale pink gauze gown trimmed with pink roses and
chiffon frills ; Miss Holroyde, black silk, the bodice trimmed
with chiffon; Mrs Goring(Auckland), black brocade with bertha
of lovely old lace; Miss Crace (Australia), pretty white t-ilk
trimmed with bands of insertion andlace flounces; Miss Pearce,
lovely black silk gown, with deep frills of white lace; Mrs
Wallis, pretty yellow silk gown trimmed with lace; Lady
Buckley, black figured silk gown trimmed with chrysan-
themums, she wore the same flowers in her hair; Mrs C.
Johnston, blue brocade trimmed with silver embroidery
and flounces of white lace; Mrs R. Pharazyn, black silk
trimmed with jet and lace; Mrs T. C Williams, brown brocade
gown trained, and trimmed with lovely silk lace; Miss Hilda
Williamswore a very pretty gown of grey corded silk withpink
chiffon bodice trimmed with ecru lace: Mrs Lawson (Aus-
tralia), black thick silk trimmed with white lace; Mrs
Walter Johnston, very handsome black and white bro-
caded gown trimmed with jet and lace: Miss Johnston, white
satin trimmed with brown fur and ecru lace; Miss 8. Johnston,

yellow silk trimmed withgauze; Miss E. Johnston, white silk
trimmed with white lace flounces; Mrs H. D. Bell, sea green
corded silk trimmed with jewelled embroidery and chiffon frills;
Mrs (Colonel> Fox. bluebrocade trimmed with cerise velvet and
lace ; Miss Russell (Hawke’s Bay), lemon silk gown with chiffon
bodice, empire belt and bows of broad white ribbon ; Mrs Izard,
handsome black silk and jet gown ; Miss Izard, very pretty
blue silk gown with pink silk bodice: her sister wore a similar

gown ; Miss Coooer, pink silk trimmed with chiffon frills ; Miss I.
Cooper, white silk gown with huge sleeves of gauze: Mrs Cooke-
Daniells. black silk; Mrs Grace, oeautiful gown of grey brocade
triinmed with silk embroidery; Miss Grace whitesilk trimmedwith
cluster of violetsand ribbon to match ; Mrs (Dr.) Newman, grey
satin gown, prettily made with fo ded bodice and trimmed with

lace; Miss Buller, oldrose-coloured silk gown with chiffon bodice
(this was a very pretty gown); Mrs Duncan, black striped silk

with bertha of white lace; Miss Duncan, heliotrope satin with
shoulder straps of violets and trimmed with lace; Mrs (Dr.)
Whitehead,pale blue satin gown trimmed with white lace; Mrs

Menteath wore a very lovely gown of oyster coloured brocade

trimmed with white lace ; Mrs A. Brandon,lovely cream brocade
with white lace; Mrs (Dr.) Purdy, blue satin trimmed with

pearl embroidery and white lace: Miss Gore, yellow satin

prettily trimmed with chiffon; Miss A. Gore, white brocade

tri.iimed with lace and tiny feathers; Mrs Rose, black silk
trimmed with pale blue velvet embroidered with jet ; Miss
Rose idebu/ante), pretty whitesilk gown with long chiffonfrills ;
Miss G. Rose was also a debutante, and wore the same: Miss
Bennett (Bulls), pile grey brocade with bodice of white chiffon ;
Mrs A. Pearce, very striking gown of black silk trimmed with
white satin and steel embroidery : Mrs Beard, black silk with

bodice of black and white striped chiffon; Mrs Baldwin, black
velvet gown with bodice of rich white satin trimmed with ecru

lace; Mrs W. Barton, white satin with blue velvet sleeves and
trimmed with pink roses; Miss Isaacs (Auckland), white silk

trimmed with clusters of pink roses and jet embroidery; Mrs H.

D. Crawford, yellow’ corded silk trimmed with red velvet; Mrs

Alec. Crawford, pale mauve silk trimmed with silver braid; Mrs
Samuells, handsome yellow brocade; Mrs Barron, black velvet

trimmed with white silk and lace: Miss Barron, pink silk gown

veiled with black lace : Miss E. Barron, blue satin; Mrs Butt,

yellow brocade trimmed with white lace and yellow roses; Mrs
(Dr.) Henry, white corded silk gown trimmed with lace; Miss
Richardson, yellow velvet gown with chiffon bodice and folded

sleeves tothe wrist; Miss Brandon, blue silk trimmed with white
lace frills; Miss Menzies, blue silk gown with flounce of deep
cream lace, yellow chiffon bodice; Mrs Castendyke. pompadour
silk gown trimmed with white feather; Mrs Eberle, black silk

and jet gown; Mrs Fitzherbert, yellow silk gown veiled with
black lace ; Miss Fitzherbert, paleblue silk gownprettily trimmed

with violets; Mrs Chatfield, black silk trimmed with white lace;
Miss Chatfield, white silk with bertha of white lace : Miss Brans-
field, white watered silk gownwithpale green velvet sleeves; Miss ]
Dyer, white brocade trimmed with pearls ; MissQ • Elliott,white
silk gown trimmed with ribbon rosettes and lace; Miss Fairchild,

yellow silk with chiffon frills: Mrs Friend, black watered silk
gown trimmed with black lace and jet; Mrs Glasgow, pretty
mauve silk trimmed with pearls; Miss Griffiths, soft white silk
gowntrimmed with baby ribbon and jet; Mrs Gibson, black silk

and jetted gown; Miss B. Gibson, red velvet with frill of white
lace*; Mrs Hales, heliotrope silk gown trimmed with jet; Mrs L.

Haise, blacknet; Mrs G. Hutchison, pink silk gown trimmedwith
white lace: Miss Harding, pink silk with black lace flounces

edged with jet; Miss H. Harding, pale yellow silk with

yellow’ velvet sleeves; Mrs Kight, pretty black and white silk

gown; Miss Kcbbell, white satin trimmed with jet embroidery ;
Mrs Maxwell, black silk ; Mrs W. Nathan, cream satin trimmed
with black velvet bands; Mrs Nathan, white silk trimmed
with pearls and lovely old lace ; Miss N unnerley,black silk gown

trimmed with chiffon ; Miss Newall. soft whitesilk and lace; Mrs
E. J. Reid, black silk, with panel of white veiled with jetted net,
revers of the same ; Mrs Rhind. very pretty yellow satin gown,

the bodice veiled with fine black lace; Miss Skerritt, white satin
trimmed with steel embroidery and black velvet; Miss J. Sker-
ritt, white brocade with pearls and white snowdrops; Miss Tol- ;
hurst, white satin prettily trimmed with silver; Miss Trimnell, '
sage green silk gown trimmed with accordion frills of the same; ,■
MissL. Wilford, white silk gown trimmed with silver braid and j
lace; Miss Welford. white silk; Mrs Simpson, black silk gown

trimmed withlace; MissSimpson (debutante), verypretty soft white

silk gownwith shoulder straps of flowers ; Mrs Jackson (Petone),
blue gown trimmed with black velvet bands, and revers of the
same: Miss Jackson, yellow silk trimmed with brown velvet;
Miss Johnson,yellow corded silk gowntrimmed with silver; Miss
— Johnson, white gown trimmed with mauveribbon bows and
swansdown ; Miss Seddon. whitesilk trimmed with lace ; Miss —

Seddon, pink silkgown with bands of gold braid ; Mrs J. Ross,
black velvet trimmed with old lace; Miss Ross, pretty black
gown trimmed with yellow ; Miss Rug, pretty white silk gown
with lace frills; Miss Stewart, whitesilk. Amongthe gentlemen
present I noticedMr E. Pearce, Mr H. D. Bell, Bishop Wallis, Sir
Walter Buller. Mr N. W. Werry. Mr C. Johnston Mr R.
Pharazyn, Captain Russell, Colonel Fox, Drs. Purdy, Whitehead,
Cahill, Harding, Grace, Young, and Captains Preston, Gathorne-

Hardy, Clayton, Messrs Turner, Daniells, Pearce,. Gore. Grace,
Williams, Turnbull. Pharazyn. Duncan. Higginson, Jackson,

Tripp, and several officers from the warships. n
Mrs (Dr.) Grace gave an

AFTERNOON ‘AT HOME’

yesterday at her new housein Hawkeston-street. The splendid
large rooms were well filled. Mrs Grace received in ahandsome
black velvet gown trimmed with white watered silk . Miss Grace
wore a black skirt, pretty black and white striped silk blouse.
Among the guests I saw Mrs Wallis, whowore a blackbrocade
gown, handsome black velvet cape trimmed with fur, black

bonnet with pale bluerosettes; Mrs Foster Goring (Auckland),
black costume, black and white bonnet; Mrs G. Johnston,
brown crepon, small ecru lace bonnet trimmed with scarlet

berries; Mrs Williams, black gown,black velvet mantle trimmed
with feathers, black bonnetwith majenta roses; Miss H. Williams,
black gown trimmed with black brocade, red hat trimmed with
black feathers; Mrs Newman, black crepon. black hat with tips
and violets; Mrs Baldwin, cream crepon with large sleeves of
brocade, black velvet bonnet with ecru lace and majenta roses;
Miss Johnston, black crepontrimmed with ecru lace, small velvet
toque with fur and violets; Mrs Fox, peacock blue gownwith
panels of white silk under a lattice work of blue ribbon, burnt
straw bonnet trimmed with bunches of blue and white tulle, and

black flowers ; Mrs W. Johnston, black silk gown trimmed with
white panels veiled with black chiffonandfur, black bonnetwith
white aigrette; Mrs Daniells, dark green gown, large black hat
trimmed with feathers; Mrs Pynsent, black silk gown, black
velvet cape embroidered with gold, small black and gold bonnet:
Mrs B. Goring, brown costume, small brown toque trimmed vith
wings; Mrs Duncan, black silk gown and mantle, small black
bonnet trimmed with violets; Miss Duncan, light brown tailor-
made costume, small velvet bonnet trimmed with tips: Miss 8.
Johnston, tabac brown tailor-made jacket and skirt, check waist-

coat, black toreador hat trimmed withwings ; Miss Buller, light
brown jacket and skirt, small felt hat with wing; Mrs W.
Barton, brown gown with front of blue chiffon, brown felt hat

trimmed with wings; Mrs Butler, mauve gown trimmed with
silk of the same shade,brown jacket, small toque tomatch; Miss
Gore, blue serge costume, red waistcoat, small red felt hatwith
black quills and rosettes; Mrs Friend, dark green gown
trimmed with watered silk, large black hat with feathers;
Miss Friend, brown gown, feather boa, black velvet hat
trimmed with black feathers: Mrs Barron, dark grey jacket
and skirt, feather boa. small ecru lace bonnet with jet;
Miss Barron, dark green gown, toque to match; Mrs (Dr.)
Purdy, black jacket and skirt, brown check waistcoat, black hat
with feathers ; Mrs Biss, brown gown and cape trimmed with
fur, small toque with fur and violets; Miss Bennett (Bulls), black
crepon, with blouse of black and white striped silk, black velvet
toque with violets ; Mrs (Dr.) Whitehead, brown tweed trimmed
with green velvet, bonnetof the same coloured velvet; Mrs H. D.
Crawford, dark brown costume with folded vest of yellow silk,
pretty brownhat trimmed w’ithyellow ; Miss Pearce, black gown,
brown fur boa, black bonnet trimmed with fur; Mrs A. Pearce,
black tailor-made costume, black velvet hat with feathers; Mrs
H. D. Bell, brown costume; Miss Turnbull, red gown trimmed
with black silk, small biack hat with upstanding bows of black
and white ribbon; Miss Coleridge, brown gown trimmed with
velvet,brown hatwithwings andblue velvet; Mrs Izard, black silk
gown, black and gold mantle; Miss Izard, brown jacket and skirt,
toreador hat with black quills andred velvet: Miss L. Izard, grey

fleckled tweed gown trimmed with black silk, small toque with
violetsand tips; Miss Kebbell,smoke grey gown trimmed with
lace insertion, burnt straw hat with pink roses and black tips ;
Mrs Watson, brown costume, small jet and red velvet bonnet;
Miss Millar, dark green gown, black velvet hat trimmed with
feathers and steel buckle; Miss Harding, brown tweed trimmed
with black watered silk, black velvet nat edged with jet and
trimmed with feathers; Miss Russell, black crepon trimmed with
ecru lace, burnt straw hat with roses and wings; Lady Stout,
black crepon with black brocade sleeves, small jet bonnet;
Mrs Joseph, black silk trimmed with jet, small jet bonnet with
white osprey; Miss Joseph, black tailor-made costume; Mrs
Seddon. black jacket and skirt, black and white bonnet;
Miss Seddon, fawn tweed, fur boa, black hat with feathers;
Mrs Kight, black gown, black hat with white wings; and
many others, including Captain Adams (H.M.S. Pylades) Captain
Russell, Bishop Wallis, Messrs Daniells, Rolleston. Turner, Gore,
Minnett, Duncan, Pearce. Butler,Captain Preston andGathorne-

Hardy, and several officers off the H.M.S. Ringarooma and
Pylades.

MR MAUGHAN BARNETT’S SECOND CONCERT

of this series was held in the Art Gallery this evening. He was

assisted by Mr Alfred Hill(violinist). The stage was as at his pre-
vious concerts, prettily decorated with palms. A party from
Government House, consisting of Lord Glasgow, the Ladies
Alice and Dorothy Boyle, Mrs Goring. Miss Holroyde, accom-

panied by Captain Preston. Major Elliott, and Captain Clayton,
were present. Lady Alice Boyle wore a pretty white gown
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trimmed with lace, white cloak ; Dorothy, white muslin
trimmed withinsertion andlace, red cloak: MrsGoring (Auckland)
black silk gown, red cloak; Miss Holroyde also wore black silk,
brown figured cloak. Others present were Lady Stout, who wore

a black silk and jet gown,black velvet cape trimmed with black
feathers: Mrs Gee, white cloak trimmed with fur: Mrs Levin,
black silk, black cloak trimmed with black and white feather

trimming : Mrs Empson (Wanganui), black silk, white cloak with
white fur; Mrs Pynsent. paleheliotrone gown with white chiffon
frills: Mrs Lawson (Australia), white crepon gown trimmed with
lace frills, brown cape trimmed with beaver: Miss Buller, black
silk, white cloak with white fur collar: Miss Kolleston (Christ-
church). black skirt, pale blue silk blouse, feather boa: Mrs
Turnbull, black silk gown, black cape trimmed with jet and
feather trimming; Miss Turnbull, black skirt, pink silk blouse,
black cape trimmed with fur; the Misses Izard, pretty shot silk
blouses withfolded velvet collars: MrsE. J. Heid,pretty heliotrope
cloak trimmed with 6cru lace and beaver : Mrs Rhii.d. black silk
with sleeves of pink silk : Mrs L. Wilson, black and white gown,

white cloak; Mrs Daniells. Mrs (Dr.) Whitehead, the Misses
Gore, the Misses Campbell, Miss Menzies, Miss Millar. Mrs and
Miss Stowe. Mrs and Miss Ritchey, Mrs Prouse Madame Merz,
Mrs Castendyke, the Misses Seed. Mrs Kirkcaldie and others.

Mrs Friend has issued invitations for the 9th of July. Her
dance is to be given in the Masonic Hall.

Miss Russell (Hawke’s Bay) is staying with her sister, Mrs

(Colonel) Fox.
Miss E. Johnston has returned from her visit to her brother,

Mr Goring Johnston, at Castle Point. Miss H. Johnston intends
to pay him avisit shortly.

Ophelia.

Dear Bee, June 28

We have reached our twentieth day of rain during
this month, which effectually puts a stop to all out door amuse*

ments, consequently the gaiety has been chiefly confined to

evening parties.
There are several danc°s and balls looming in the near future.

I hear the Star Boating Club gives theirs in abouta month : the

Kaka Minstrels have one on the 10th July, and Mrs Friend has a
small danceon the 9th July.

Last Friday evening the Post and Telegraph Union had a very

PLEASANT SOCIAL

in Thomas’Hall. The first part of the programme consisted of
musical items, songs being given by MrWaters, Miss Col Miss
Brock, Mr Jones, and others. Then the hall was cleared and
dancing began, and was continued till the sma’ hours. Among
those present I noticed Mrs Logan, in a handsome black dress

richly trimmed with lace ; Miss Logan in a very’ becoming gown
of green velvet, and her sister in black lace with white in-
sertion; Mrs Wylie, in her wedding dress of soft white silk with
pearl embroidery" ; Miss Seed, in black lace with pale blue
ribbons vandyked on the skirt and bows on the bodice; Miss
Collier, in a pretty cream dress with lace; Miss Harris, a soft
yellow dress edged with swan«down: Miss Firth, in a golden
brown dress with yellow trimmings, which suited heradmirably ;
Miss Kenny, cream nun’s veiling: Miss Ida Kenny, a sweetpale
blue dress ; Miss Fisher, rich yelloweilk with bunches of flowers
on her shoulders; Miss Brock wore a brown broche silk relieved
with touches of bright pink: Miss Luckie. crushed strawberry
velvet finished with lace: Miss Pettit, pretty cream dress; Miss
Kirker. pale yellow skirt with a blue brocaded blouse; Miss

Callaghan, black and yellow.
I hear that there will probably be another social in connection

with this department, to take the form of a welcome to the Hon.
the Postmaster General, who is expected here abo"t the Bth of

July, the social taking place a few days later also at Thomas Hall,
which undoubtedlyis the most convenient hall in town for such
functions.

JOTTINGS.

Sir Arthur Douglas, who has been appointed Under-Secretary
for Defence, is in town looking for a house, as his own has been
takenby Mr Travers for some years. Lady Douglas’ many friends
will be pleased to see herback againamongst us.

There have been numeroussmall dinners withinthe last week,
and the members are much in request, also the officers from the
men-o’-war inharbour. Among the hostesses have been Mrs (Dr.)
Anson, Mrs Walter Johnston, Mrs Maxwell, Mrs Izard, and one
or two at Government House.

Miss Bennett,of Rangiteikei, is paying a visit toMiss Pearce.
Miss Studholmeis staying withMrs Dr. Adams, Miss Rolleston

Mrs Richmond, and Miss Thompson with Mrs !Hales. iMr
'and Mrs Barton. Mr and Mrs Lawson, and Mrs Cunningham
(Australia) are also among our visitors.
I hear that Miss W. Johnston has resumed her Friday" afternoon

‘ AtHomes,’ while Mrs Robert Pharazyn and Mrs Charles John-
ston take Saturday as their reception day. These free and easy

gatherings become most popular during the winter months, where
oneis always sure ofmeeting ones friends, andbeing cheered and
refreshed by lively conversation and often music and dancing.

ME YE.

NAPIER.

Dear Bee, June 24.

THE MEET OF THE HOUNDS

on Wednesday tookplace at Flaxmere, theresidence of the Hon.

Captain Russell, and there were numerous followers, the glorious
weather enticing many. Mr M. Nelson and Mr Neayle were

badly thrown, and at first it was thought their injuries might be
serious, but they are recovering, I

am glad tosay. Mrs Sunder-
land and Miss Gilpin, and Messrs Guy Russell. J Douglas, J.
Dexter. W. Edwards. Harold Russell, Jackson, D. Hill, Bennett.
M. Nelson, etc., joined in the day’s sport. An excellent spread
was provided by the host.

Mr Sydney Hoben’s pupils, assisted by the newly-formed Lieder-
kranchen, gave

A CONCERT

in the Athenaeum Hall on Friday evening. Little Miss Gladys
Somerville, a mite of about ten years, astonished her listeners by
rendering Chopin’s Grand Waltz. Miss Carrie Watson, as usual,

played with excellent taste, and Miss Maude Fitzroy was accorded
an encore for her pianoforte playing. Messrs Maginnity and

Absolom in their respective vocal efforts pleased the audience.
Mr Horace Cato, a popularmember of the local rowing, cricket,

and foolbail clubs, has beentransferrei to the Woodville branch
of the Bankof New Zealand. He was given acordial send off by
his many friends, who wish himevery success in the future.

The Athemeun Building was crowded to excess on the occasion
of the first

SUBSCRIPTION DANCE,

andif the rest of the series are as enjoyable as the one heldon

Wednesday evening, then the committee will be rewarded.

They must have worked very hard, for every detail was so

well carried out, and the decorations were a theme of admira-
tion. The bare walls were hung with bright-coloured flags,
and settees, soft carpets, lounges, and fairy lamps, made a most

imposing array. The ladies were equal to the occasion, and
new frocks were the rule, and the extra chandeliers
added for this dance were greatly instrumental in show-
ing the ladies’ dresses to perfection. Three debutantes,
dressed in the orthodox white, were much admired. Mrs J.
N. Williams wore silver grey and black, handsome evening
wrap; her daughter wore an elegant gown of cream satin ana

black velvet; a strikingly handsome costume was worn by Mrs
Fenwicke; it consisted of white satin all embroidered in gold

passementerie and beetles’ wings, diamond ornamentsin the hair;Mrs J. H. Coleman, rich black silk : the Misses Watt, white silk
with pearl embroidery; Mrs G. Morris, blue silk; her sisters,
the Misses Dymock, were daintily dressed, one in pale green

satin, and another in rich cream satin with chiffon; Miss
Ella Hall, white satin; Miss Twigg, white silk with scarlet
poppies ; Miss Kennedy, white silk : Mrs Gore, wine-coloured
silk, and diamond necklet; Mrs Morton, eau de nil silk and
velvet; Mrs Dixon, white silk; Mrs Wenley. black; Mrs Kettle,
blue: Miss McGowan, white: Miss Cottcrill, pale pink crepon:
Mrs J. McLean, white silk; the Misses Hitchings, black corded
silk and jet; Mrs Gordon, pink; Mrs J. Carlisle, deep maize;
Miss Ringwood, cream surah; Miss Sutton, white silk ; Miss Mac
farlane, white satin with chiffon ; Miss Locking, claret broche.

There were many more present. An excellent supper, laid out
tastefully in the large library room, was done full justice to.

Dancing was kept up till a late hour.

Everyone is looking forward to the Steeplechase ball, which
eventuates cnTuesday. A special train is being put onfrom town

for the occasion.

Gladys.

PICTON.

Dear Bee, June 24.

The departure of Mr and Mrs Fenwick is a necessity
deplored alike by them and us. Duringtheir short stay (seven
months) here they have so identified themselves with the place
andpeople that their loss w ill be severely felt,and their departure
has been so sudden that we have had no timeto make any demon-
strations ofregret socially. Mr Fenwick is transferred toFeather-
stone. where ousiness is more brisk and a smart youngofficer
more neededthan in Pieton.

ODDMENTS.

Mr Wytchel of the Blenheim branch of theBank of New Zea-
land is in temporary charge here till Mr Fenwick's successor ar-
rives.

Miss (A.P.) Seymour has gone to Richmond Brook to stay for
some time with her sister. Mrs Richmond.

Miss Scott has gone toMarton for the winter to stay with Mrs
Welford.

Miss Sophie Philpotts has gone to Wellington for a few weeks
to enjoy someofthe Sessional frivolities. She is staying withMrs
McTavish.

Mrs H. J. Howard has come in from Tua Marina tospend afew
weeks with her father and sisters at Brooklyn. Mr Howard joins
her at the end of the week.

Influenza has bsen aboutagain, and several of ourpeople have
had it rather badly, amongst them Mrs Speed and Mrs McNab
have been laid up for sometime, but arc now recovering.

Mr W. Goodall, of Kaikoura, is staying with Mrs Duncan at
The Knolls, recruiting from the effects of being lost in the snow
on one of the stations in Kaikoura. His experience was rather
exciting, but ended in safety.

Mr Millington,brother of Dr. Millington, of Wellington-street,
is experiencing along spell of sickness. He arrived from Australia
about a month ago, feeling unwell, and has been ill ever since
with rheumatic fever.

The Borough schools have closed for the winter holidays, and
the teachers areall off for their holiday trip. Mr, Mrs. and Miss
Howard go toNelson to spend a fortnight, with Miss Crump, while
Miss Hay and Miss Thompson go to Auckland to see the lions of
that city. There are many

of us who think that teachers have a

good timeof it.
Jean.

BLENHEIM.

Dear Be?, June 25.
We have enjoyed a regular week’s dissipation, be-

ginning with a very jolly

PROGRESSIVE EUCHRE PARTY

at Mrs John Conolly’s residence at Springlands. The party was

given expressly forMiss Daisy Conolly (Auckland), who is visiting
her brother here, and much fun was caused by the fact that the
gentleman surpassed the ladies in numbers, and oneof them had
toplay as a lady.

Next there was a meeting of

MUSICAL PEOPLE

to discuss the questionof lifeor death tothe Choral Society. For-
tunatelyfor the place, it was resolved to keep the Society alive,
so that those pleasant gatherings which everybody enjoys are still
to be something tolook forward to.

THE GARRISON BAND SOCIAL.

was fairly well attended,and an excellent supper was provided by
the ladies committee. Vannini’s orchestra provided the music,
and theaffair was kept going merrily till 230 a.m. There wasnot

much grist left for the band, that hungry monster, ‘expenses.’
having devoured most ofit. The smallamountwas supplemented
next day by a ‘benefit ’ to both bands generously given by the

MERRY-GO-ROUN D

proprietors, who are assisting all local charities in this way. £2O

was the result of the benefit.
The members of Lodge Kilarney gave a

GRAND SOCIAL

onThursday evening,the Masonicregalia quite putting theladies’
dresses in the shade, and the flashing of jewels and gold lace in-
termixedwith all the lovely shades of colour made up quite a

fairy-like scene. The decorations were charming, and the supper

provided by Mesdames Thompson. Watson, Fuller, Browne,
Ryan, Dick, Penney, Tait, assisted by Misses Clayton
(two), Emeny, Girling, Draper, etc., etc., was as usual
a delicious spread. The supper dance - a set of lancers—-
was danced, as it usually is here, by the ladies wearing their
partners’ Masonic finery—aprons, scarves, jewels, etc. There was
alsoa very jolly set of ‘ ladies’ lancers ’ danced while thegentle-
men were refreshing ihe inner man with the fragments. Among
those present I noticed Mr and Mrs Mclntosh, Mr and Mrs Snod-

Srass, Mr and Mrs Howard, Mrs Carey. Mr and Mrs Richmond,
•r. and Mrs Cleghorn,Mr and Mrs C. Earp, Mrs Mclntyre, Mr

and Mrs John Conolly, Mr and Mrs John Mowat, Mr and Mrs
Crawshaw, Mr and Mrs Greenfield, Mrs Ferguson, Mr and Mrs
Orr. Mr and Mrs G. Robinson,Mr and Mrs Powell, Mr and Mrs

Rogers, Mr and Mrs H. T. Thompson. Mr and Mrs Clouston. Mr
and Mrs Hillman, Mr and Mrs Ryan. Mr and Mrs Tait, Mr and Mrs
T. Watson. Mr and Mrs Salmon. Mr and Mrs Hamilton, Mr and
Mrs Elbeck. Mr and Mrs Cawte, Mr and Mrs Browne, Mr and Mrs

J. Penny, Mr and Mrs Fuller. Mr and Mrs Clarkson. Mr and Mrs
Simmonds, Mr and Mrs Dick, Mr and Mrs A. Raynor, Mr and

Mrs Gillespie, Mr and Mrs Pritchard, Mr and Miss L. Homes, Mr
and Mrs Cameron, the Misses Farmar (two). Neville (two). Horton
(two), Simson,Carey (two), Macey (two . Harley (Nelson), Ferguson.
Dick, Beauchamp. Conolly (Auckland). Knight,Gillespie, Horne,
Pike. Girling.E. Ball,Muir. Cullen, Draper (two), Rayner, Elbeck,
Fell (Picton), Seymour (Picton), Gordon, etc., etc. A few of the
single gentlemen whom 1 remember were Messrs Hodson,
Griffiths. Pasley, Carey, Conolly. Bunting, Penny. Ririe, etc., but

there were so manyit is rather difficult to remember, so I hope
thosewho are leftout will put it down to my bad memory. The
whole affair was agreat success, and the Masons received no end
of congratulations from everybody.

Mabel.

CHRISTCHURCH.

Dear Bee, June 27.

The weather, which plays such an important factor

in ourdaily life, is greatly responsible for a very dull week, and
the gloom cast by the very sad death of Mr Annesley Harman,
which I just mentioned last week. Mr II irman was so well
known andliked bothin athletic and social circles that the deep
grief of his own family is widely sympathised with both in and

outof Christchurch. Mr Annesley Harman was the third son of
Mr R. J.S. Harman, Windmill Road, and his funeral, which took

filace on Thursday afternoon, was very largely attended, includ-

ng most of the leading citizens and anumber or cricketers, giving
anotherproof of the esteem and respect in which he was held

A great many people areoutof town, too,a fact which consider-
ably adds to the general depression.

On Tuesday Miss Izard gave

AN AFTERNOON TEA

to her girl friends, but unfortunately owing to the terrible
weather not many guests braved the elements. Among those who
did were Mistes Cowlishaw, Haslam. Guy, Turrell, Wynn-

Williams. Henry, Ned will. and a few others. Te.» and music

whiled away the time very p’easintly for the h.irdy one* who
ventured.

In the eveninga

DRAMATIC ENTERT MXMEXT

took place in the Oddfellows' Hall in aid of the Sixpenny Clothing
Club, which was a great success, but had a limited audience to

what on a line night would have greeted them. The parts in

‘The Snowoall ’ were well taken by Mrs Alan Scott. Miss Temple.
Mr and Mrs Wilder. Mr and Mrs Boyle, and Mr Guise Brittan.
A capital string band gave sonic excellent musk* in the intervals,

adding greatly to the success of the entvrt linmeut. Among the
audience I noticed Mrs Lane and Mrs George Gould. Mrs and
Miss Garrick. Mrs and Misses Cunningham. Mr and Miss Roberts
and Mr W. Buckley. Mr and Mrs Itobi-on. Mrs Mathias and her

son. Mrs and Miss Helmore, Mrs and Miss Cowlishaw, Judge and
Mrs Denniston, the Rev. C. J. and Mrs Merton, and Mrs I. Gibbs
and some others.

AT THE ‘ MEET ’

onSaturday the run was from the Bush Inn, Sockburn, to the left
of Hornsby ami on to Mr and Mrs Bassett’s residence, where

their well-known hospitality was as freely dispensed as usual. I

saw some charming driving coats out. Mrs J. D. Hall wore a
dark buff three-quarter coat with over-cape evidently detach
able, andhuge sleeves; Mrs H. Cott erill wore ablack capeedged
with fur; Miss K. Ned will, a warm looking buff-coloured coat

with brown velvet collar and large sleeves: Mrs Henry Wood
worea long full length cloak of electric blue lined with squirrel
fur and edged with beaver. Misses E. Helmore. K. Gerard, and
D. Roberts were on horseback, and Messrs J. D. Hall. Cowlishaw.
Neave, Buckley, and Mr A. Lyon, who only returned from Eng-
land the preceding day. and whom all huntsmen were glad to

welcomeback.
GOLF AND TENNIS

are pretty much at a standstill. Ata men’s match of the former
Dr. Lomax-Smith. Messrs Cuff, Wood, Pitman, Wilder. Wilson.
B. Burns, etc., were playing on Saturday in spite of rather damp
ground. At the Cranmer Square courts on Friday Mrs Hill gave

afternoon tea, and among the girls I noticed Misses Davey.
Russell, Bullock, Van Ash. Aikin, Turton, Black, etc.

MUSIC.

Mrs Macdonald, of Gloucester-street, has issued invitations for

a large musical on the sth. and we are looking forward to the
next Liederkriinzchen ‘At Home’next week. Tae •Gcmischtcr
Abend’ of the Liedertafel takes place to-nignt. and the skies are

weeping copiously still, so there is every prospect of having to

wade there if we want togo.

THE MUSICAL AFTERNOON

of Mrs Burns’ Fortnightly Club took place on Wednesday at the
ColonialBank, over twenty members turning up. some excellent
music was discoursed, among those present being Mesdames
Wilding. Vernon, Wcstmacott, Scott. Haslam. Denniston, Boyle,
MissesLingard.Guy, Wynn Williams,Campbell, etc. During the
intervals delicious teaand cakes were dispensed.

Mrs Tripe, of Wellington, isstaying with Mrs Downes, Papanui
Road.

Dolly Vale

DANEVIRKE.

Dear Bee, June 27.

We are experiencing very coldand squally weather,
but I supposefor this timeof the year it is not unusual.

On Tuesday next ourCinderella dances commence. On Friday
evening Dr. McCallan gave

A DELIGHTFUL DANCE

at his new and large residence. The verandah being coveredin

and decorated with ferns and Chinese lanterns, gave a very
pretty effect, and here and there were cosy little nooks. Dr.

MoCallan with Mrs W. F. Knight (who acted as chapcrone), re-
ceived the guests at the entrance hall. Mrs Knight looked ex-

ceedingly nice in pink crepon. ruby sleeves; Mrs W. G. Hunter,
cream ; Mrs Walker, cream and cardinal; Mrs Bramald, black silk
and pale blue; Mrs Robertshaw, black and pink; Mrs Paul
looked charming in her wedding dress of white silk; Miss Frie
berg, cream; Miss Guy. salmon and white lace; Miss Tansley.
black and scarlet; Miss Lizzie Guy, white: Miss Mary Guy, pale
blue ; Miss Young, lavender satin ; Miss Flo Tansley, pink and
jet; Miss Hettie Tansley, cream and pale blue silk; Miss Cowper,
cream ; Mrs Cowper, black and yellow silk ; Mrs W. H. Hunter,
black. Several were unable to be present. Amongst the gentle
men were Dr. McCallan. Messrs Coath (Wellington). Rowley.
Pau,l. Hunter, Knight, Robertshaw, Weirenham, Allam. Chad

wick, Westall. Fannin and others. The supper tablewas laden

with dishes of delicious cakes, confectionery, fruit, jellies, etc.

On Monday evening Miss Flo Tansley gave a

EUCHRE PARTY

to a few friends. The players .were Misses Guy. Misses Tansley.
Messrs Allen, Stubbs. Lloyd, Fannin. Dr. McCallen. etc. The
prizes fell to Miss Guy and Mr Lloyd, and the boobies to Miss
Lizzie Guy and Mr Hitchings.

JOTTINGS.

The public school is closed formidwinter holidays.
We ate pleased to hear Mr Bramaid has" arrived safely in

London, where he has gone for a few months’ holiday. We hope
to see him return benefited in health.

Mr and Mrs R. Roake arrived last week andhave takenup their
residence here. We wish them prosperity and happiness.

Mr L F. Allen (Bank of New Zealand) has been away in Napier
fora few days. Mr Coath (Wellington) has been here relieving
during Mr Allen's absence.

Mr Fannin, sen. (Napier), has been staying a few days with his
son. Mr R. S. Fannin.

We are pleased to sec Miss Tansley home again, looking much

better for herholiday.
Miss Batt is on a visit to Mrs A. McKay.

Britann1 v

DUNEDIN.

Dear Bee, June 29.

The weather is stillcontinuing as bad as ever, and I
do notsee much chance of its clearing up for some time.

On Monday afternoon Mrs (Captain) Fraser gavea

SMALL AFTERNOON TEA

at her rooms in the City Hotel for Mrs Russell (Sydney). Delicious
tea and coffee was kept going allafternoon,which was thoroughly
appreciated by everyone, as the cold was intense. A few 1 recol

lect present were Mrs Fraser. Mrs John Fraser, Mrs Ivan Fraser,
Mrs Gibson Smith (Balclutha), Mrs Russell, Mrs Ziele, Miss

Ireland (Auckland-, Mrs Sise, Mrs C. Reid (Clifton), Mrs Perston.
Mrs Campbell (Christchurch), Mrs Shand, Miss Gibson Smith
(Balclutha). and Miss Ulrich.

On the evening of the same day

THE LADIES’ SAVAGE CLUB

held their weekly meeting at Mrs Sinclair Thomson’s. Willow
Bank. Being a visitors' evening there was a larger attendance
than usual. A very pretty progiammc was painted by Miss

Hodgkins: and the items for the evening were a song by Misa
Elhel MacLtren ; short sketch of thelife of Mrs Francis Burney,
by Miss Cargill, a brilliant pianoforte solo by Mias Gwen
Roberta; song by’ Mrs Dowling, with violin obligato by
Miss Maitland: sketch of the ‘Working Societies,’ among
the London poor, by Mias Browning, who has herself b<*

longed to one of thtm and a short dialogue entitled ‘The
Revolt of the Mothers’ by Miss Kate Rattray, Miss Lily Mac
Laren, and Miss Ethel completed iho programme.
Some present were Mendum* s Sinclair Thomson, Cunningham.
Smith (Invercargill), Mrllai.d, Nicholls (Oamaru , Poatlothwaiti*.
Dowling, Denniston, Donald (Rivcrsdale), Woodhouse, Og’-ton.
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Sale, and the Mi<wes Rattray. Font (TimariO. Haggitt. Nicholls,
Tolniic, Smith (Balclutha!, Ma< rae (Otautau), Webster, Farquhar.

Reynolds. Ulrich. GitlcLon. Cargill. Slse. MacLaren, Roberts.

Graham. Bathgate.Stanford. DeSalamos. and others.
On Friday afternoon Mrs Jas. Allen C Arawa') gave a

LARGE MUSIC ALE

ather home. The weather was simply dreadful, but nevertheless
al>out one hundred guests turnedup. The house looked exceed

ingly cosy with large tires in every room, and decorations of palms

and maidenhair fern seemed everywhere, brightened by very

pretty draperies of Indian sashes. Programmes were also placed
everywhere with the musicalitems onthem, which was an excel-

lent idea. The table adornments consisted of crinkled paperand

pink sashes extended from corner to corner, with sprays of ivy
trailing elegantly all over, it produced a very artistic effect.
There were delicious sweets of all kinds on every available

spot. Altogether the *at home’ proved a great success. Mrs
Allen, who received her guests at the door of the drawing-
room, was beautifully gowned in terra-cotta corded silk; Mrs
Richard, black silk, dainty lace cap; Miss Alien, dainty lace
cloth frock. A few stylish dresses I noticed present were those of

Mrs Chapman, a smart tailor-made tweed, brown plush mantle,
brown velvet bonnet trimmed with pale blue velvet and fur;
Mrs Ivan Fraser, black crepon. stylish cape, small bonnet;
Mrs Campbell (Christchurch!, black and white checked tweed,

with a large collarette of otter and trimmings of black
watered silk, small black velvet toque; Mrs Rattray, black
silk mantle, blue bonnet with fur tails; Mrs Boyd, black
watered silk, smart pink velvet bonnet; Mrs. Woodhouse,

biown tweed, electric blue velvet waistcoat; Mrs Hastings,
large red cloth cape edged withblack fur, bonnet to match ; Mrs
Ogston, dove coloured cashmere, black watered silk cape lined

with pink silk; Mrs Donald (Ri versdale), handsome sealskin jacket
rich black cape edged with fur, small gold bonnet with black
roses ; Mrs Bell (Shag Valley!, brown cloth jacket and skirt, large
brown felt hat with ostrich feathers ; Mrs Webster, long as

trachan cloak, black velvetblouse, bonnet tomatch ; Mrs Fraser,
black corded silk cape.straw and black lace bonnet; Mrs Fitchett,

black costume; Mrs Richard, blue serge jacket, blue velvet
bonnet; Mrs Haggitt. black corded silk, dive green velvet

bonnet; Mrs Nicholls, handsomegrey dress, black brocaded cloak,
small black bonnet with grey tips ; Mrs Tolmi, black corded silk,
black and white bonnet; Mrs Sargood, black silk, white waist-
coat,Goblin blue velvet toque trimmed with jet. Others present
were the Misses Busk, Nicno’.l, Roberts, Reynolds, Rattray, Sise,
Smith (Balclutha), Webster, Shand. Branson, Fraser, Roc.
Ulrich, MacLaren, Martin, Lucas (Waikouaiti>, McLean, Graham,
Bartieman, McCassey, De Salamos. and many strangers, also

Mesdames Hamilton, Sale, Bartieman. Hocken, Sise, Postle-

thwaite, Melland, Branson, Fenwick, Chapman, Scott, Jeffcoat,
Ferguson, etc. Some of those who contributed the musical items
were Mesdames Ferguson. Sargood, and the Misses Dunlop,
Roberts. Lucas, Shand. S. Shand iwho sang a song), theMisses
Allenand Martin, pianoforte solos. Miss Lficas, who has a rich
contralto voice accompanied herself very tastefully on the guitar.

I’heevening of the same day, Mrs Ramsay, Royal Terrace, gave

a large
MUSICAL I’ARTY

for Messrs Taylor and Mackenzie,who are at present staying with
her. Someof the musical items were contributed by the Misses
Dunlop and Md ean. Messrs Hogg. Pascoe, and Ramsay. In one

room were cards, and other amusements in another room. Mrs

Ramsay worea hmisome gownop black satin with turned down

collar and cuffs of goblin blue silk ; Miss Ramsay, pink silk veiled
in net: Miss C. A. Ramsay, cream

china silk and brilliant
buckles ; Miss May Ramsay, simple pink crepon with white lace;
Miss Smith (Balclutha). stylish blue velvet with jet trimmings;
Miss Shand,black velvet skirt, yellow corded silk blouse banded
with .jet: Miss Scott, white satin with trimmingsof chiffon and
passementerie; Miss Rose, black velvet blouse and lace; Miss S.

Graham, dark skirt, blue silk blouse trimmed with red velvet
ribbon : Miss G. Webster, heliotrope crepon trimmed with chiffon
and green ribbon, brilliantbuckles; Miss Macassey. black silk
and jet : Miss Morris, cream corded silk; Miss McLean, white
silk; Miss Dunlop, red silk covered with black lace. Amongst
the gentlemen were Messrs Sleigh. Pascoe. Mackenzie, Taylor,

Henry. Ziele. Cameron, Webster, and Roberts.
AILEEN.

WHEN MABEL SMILES.

When Mabel smiles my heart beats high,
A softer azure tints the sky,
And zephyrs sweet flit laughing by,

With strains unheard before,
While 1 look in her peerless eyes,
And envy not the rich and wise,
Nor heavenward gaze with wistful sighs,

For heaven can yield no more.

When Mabel frowns the world is drear,
Each trembling dewdrop seems a tear,
The roses droop in grief and fear,

And cease to breathe perfume.
Alas, for me, a mournful swain.
The dismal moments drag in pain,
For who could bear to meet disdain

From lips so full of bloom I

When Mabel smiles my heart is proud.
When Mabel frowns my heart is flowed ;
Hut be she dark or sunny-browed

She reigns my bosom’s queen ;
And well she knows who rules in state.

That joy and pain must alternate ;
And so fair Mabel hides my fate,

A smile and frown between.

Samuel Minturn Peck

ORANGE BLOSSOMS.

MR W. COLBECK TO MISS GEORGE.

ON Wednesday last at St. Mary’s Church, Parnell,

Miss Julia Thorne-George, daughter of Mr

Seymour Thorne-George, of Parnell, and niece

of SirGeorge Grey, was married to Mr Wilfrid Colbeck,

youngest son of Captain Colbeck, of Epsom.

After steady rain for three weeks Miss George was

gifted with a most lovely day—surely a good omen. St.
Mary’s Church was crowded to excess with spectators,
chiefly comprised of ladies, as is usual at weddings.
The church hadbeen most tastefully decoratedby several

of the bride’s girl friends, the screen being one mass of

bamboo and arum lilies, etc.

The bride arrived punctually at half-past two, ac-

companied by her father, who gave her away, and
by three bridesmaids—her younger sister, Miss Zoe

George, Miss Ida George, and Miss Ada Colbeck
(sister of the bridegroom). The bride’s dress was an

exceedingly handsome one, being of pure white silk.

The bodice and point of the skirt were most beautifully
embroidered in pearls. The train was from three to four
yards long, and was square. Large bows of white satin
ribbon and clusters of orange blossoms were at the

corners. The veil was a very beautiful one. I hear it
was worn by the bride’s mother at her wedding. As the
bride came out of the church she had it thrown back,
which is a much more becoming way of wearing a

v il. Her bouquet was composed of snowdrops, daphne,
etc., and was tied with huge bows ofwhite ribbon.

The first bridesmaid was Miss Zoe George, who looked
most lovely in white silk with a fichu of accordion
pleated chiffon, large white felt hat with feathers and
chiffon, white mittens, and white silk shoes and stock-
ings. She carried a high white crook with a bunch of

white snowdrops tied on with white ribbon. The two
other bridesmaids wore very handsome dresses of yellow
bengaline silk trimmed with lace, huge hats which

seemed to be composed entirely of violets, and most

beautiful shower bouquets of violets and autumn leaves

of perfect tints. These bouquets were quite a work of

art. All the bridesmaids wore sapphire and moonstone

brooches, the bridegroom’s presents.

Mrs George, the mother of the bride, wore a very

striking dress of black silk shot with blue, charming
bonnet of blue and black, large shower bouquet of

yellow ; Mrs Colbeck wore black ; Mrs Hay (sister of the

bridegroom), wore dark green, and a black bonnet; her

little daughter, white and heliotrope.

Mrs Stbebt wore black silk ; Miss Rooke. fawn and black,
large shower bouquet; Mrs Nelson, black silk, black and pink
bonnet; Miss Priceiux. black; Mrs Blair, handsome dress of
dark green cloth trimmed with fur, bonnet to match; Mrs J. L.
R. Bloomfield, dullgreen cloth trimmed with black, large velvet
hat; Mrs James Macfarlane, dark green inerveilleuxhandsomely
trimmed with velvet and jot. small black bonnet; Mrs Mac-
Millan,black satin ; Mrs A. Coates, dark green tweed ; Mrs D.
W. Duthie looked charming in a beautiful shade of soft green
bengaline silk trimmed with pink silk and beaver, bonnet

of pink and green, pink shower bouquet; Mrs Leathani
looked very handsome io black crepon trimmed with slate-
coloured chiffon and jet, black bonnet, and shower bouquet
of pink and white flowers; Mrs Thomas Morrin, black mer-
veilleux with bodice of figured petunia silk; Mrs Ware, black
and crimson; Mis Haines, handsome dress of black silk striped
with green and gold, green silk sleeves veiled in black chiffon,
black bonnet; Mrs Robison, black crepon. black and pink bonnet:
Mrs Hull, black ; Miss Nora Hull lookel very pretty in fawn
tweed trimmed with blue: Miss Laishley, petunia cloth, large
black velvet hat with feathers; Miss Elsie Laishley, blue cloth
costume with large picture hat; Miss Churton, brown cloth with
green velvet, large brown hat with violet flowers; Miss Mabel
Churton, becoming blue cloth trimmed with fur, large black
velvet hatwith majenta rosea, and lull black veil; Mrs Ruck,
dark blue cloth, black jetbonnet: Mrs Fairburn, black silk; Mrs

Seegner. dark red cloth, sealskin jacket: Mrs Sch wartz Kiasling,
black silk ; her daughter, stylishbine andblack cloth, largeblack
hat. shower bouquet; Mrs Browning, black; Miss Roskruge.
handsome tweed costume. Amongst the gentlemen I noticed
Messrs Morrin, MacMillan, Blair, Bloomfield, Horton. Denniston,
and Duthie.

The best man was Mr C. E. S. Gillies, partner of the

bridegroom — the other groomsman was Mr Edward
Anderson. The Rev. Mr Mac Murray was the officiating
clergyman, assisted by the Rev. W. Beatty.

After the ceremony Mrs George held a reception at

her residence in St. Stephen’s Avenue. The presents
were both numerous and costly, amongst them being
several handsome cheques. Mrs George presented her

daughter with a charming house in St. Stephen’s
Avenue. Amongst others were acharming pearl bangle,
several pictures, set of fish knives, a diamond ring, silver
candlesticks, clock, silver cream jug and sugar basin,
etc.

Shortly before four o’clock Mr and Mrs Colbeck left
for the Waikato amidst showers of rose leaves. The

bride’s travelling dress was of darkblue serge vzith revers

ofwhite cloth embroidered in blue, black velvet toque to

match.

A MILLIONAIRE’S WATCH DOCS.

James Dobson, the millionaire carpet manufacturer, is

a lover of fine dogs, and has probably a dozen prowling
about his mansion overlooking the great plant operated
by the Dobsons at the Falls of Schuylkill. Among them

are a fine bloodhound and a handsome St. Bernard.
The latter has taken possession of the coach-house and
surroundings, while the bloodhound prowls as master

around the house.

Each watches his respective district during the day-
time, and when one dog trespasses upon the territory of

the other a bitter struggle, sometimes accompanied by
bloodshed, is suie to occur. But as soon as darkness
sets in the two dogs hob-nob together in the most

friendly manner, travelling over the premises at will.

The cause of the day-time enmity and the after-dark
friendship cannot be accounted for by their owner.

Society on dits.

HAT the three Napier debutantes,.
Misses Whyte, Balfour, and K.
Williams, weremuch admired at

the subscription dance.

That the delicious supper at

the Auckland Polo Ball was

very much due toMrs O’Rorke’s
excellent cook.

That the fourth of July will be celebrated in Welling-
ton by a dance at Government House.

That all through the colony the free sermonsof the
Rev. R. H. Haweis were far better attended than his paid
lectures.

That there have never been so many tea-consuming
parties in Invercargill as this winter.

That Miss George’s wedding cake was one of the

largest ever seen in Auckland, and was made by the
bride herself.

That very much sympathy is felt for the popular lady
member of the Pakuranga Hunt Club who met with an

accident at the meet on Saturday.
That in Dunedin it is very cold, the snow lying thickly,

on the surrounding hills.

That great sympathy is felt in Danevirke for the young
widow and little child of Mr iimil Weisart, whose death'
(from typhoid fever) is much deplored.

That when Mr and Mrs Hamer return to Christchurch,
their address will be 5, Cranmer Square. At present
they are visiting in Dunedin.

That the extra exhibition of the Christchurch Palette
Club in aid of the winter work fund, was not very well
attended, owing to the heavy rain.

That the same cause operated considerably against the
success of Miss Gwen Davies, the fascinating mimetic
sketcher.

That Miss Mary Davies, the well-known London ballad
singer, is a sister of the Miss Gwen Davies now in this
colony.

A new union—mildness, quality, cheapness combined
in Frossard’s Cavour Cigars, 8 for is 3d. (Advt. 1)

HYPNOTIC SINGING.

THE MOST DISPUTED INCIDENT OF ‘TRILBY’ SUP-

PORTED BY FACT.

Among the many items apropos of Du Maurier’s master-

piece not the least interesting is thecloseness with which
he has stuck to the facts. One’s first impression upon
reading how Svengali taught Trilby to sing—how he
hypnotized her and commanded her to imitate the
sounds he made on his flexible flageolet—was, no doubt,
that this, at least, was a flight of poetic license. It

seems, however, to be well within the possibilities.
A case which in all essentials covers it was reported as

long ago as 1850 by James Braid, the first of the succes-

sors of Mesmer to approach the hypnotic sleep from the
side of science rather than of charlatanism After speak-
ing of the heightened senseof hearing under mesmerism
and of the increase of muscular precision, they make, he

says, ‘ feats of phonic imitation ’ possible which are

truly astounding.
‘ Many patients will thus repeat accurately what is

spoken in any language, and they may be also able to

sing correctly and simultaneously both words and music
of songs in any language which they had never heard
before—i.e , they catch the words as well as music so in-
stantaneously as to accompany the other singer as ifboth

had been previously equally familiar with both words
and music. In this manner a patient of mine who, when

awake, knew not even the grammar of even her own

language, and who had very little knowledge of music,
was enabled to follow Mlle. Jenny Lind correctly in
songs in different languages, giving both words and
music so correctly and so simultaneously with Jennv
Lind that two parties in the room could not for some

time imagine that there were two voices, so perfectly
did they accord, both in musical tone and vocal pronun-
ciation of Swiss, German and Italian songs. She was

equally successful in accompanying Mlle. Lind in one of

her extemporaneous effusions, which was long and ex-

tremely difficult, elaborate chromatic exercises, which
the celebrated cantatrice tried by way of taxing the
powers of the somnabulist to the utmost. When awake
the girl durst not even attempt to do anything of the
sort ; and after all, wonderful as it was, it was only
phonic imitation, for she did not understand the meaning
of a single word of the foreign language which she had

uttered so correctly. ’
This is exactly Trilby’s case (only more so), except

that there is nothing to indicate in the report that ‘ the
patient’ remembered Jenny Lind’s songs and could re-

produce them afterwards, but the formation of a trance-
state memory isa sufficiently frequent phenomenon.

f The engage-

J & ment is an-

-2L\>X/w) nounced of

(j/ Miss Burcell, of Parnell,
Auckland, to Mr Vernon

Coney, son of Mr Coney, touch

esteemed Postmaster of the

Thames.

Miss Woods, of Remuera, to Mr George Rudd, of the

local Postal Department, late of Christchurch.

The engagement is announced of Miss Minnie Matson,
eldest daughter of the late Mr J. T. Matson, of Spring-
field, Canterbury, to Mr W. F. Watson.

We make a Specialty • • •

Of Finely Engraved

CARDS, CRESTS,
. . .

MONOGRAMS and

'
WEDDING INVITATIONS

H. BRETT, Graphic Office, Shortland Street, Auckland.
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LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.

DRESSES AT A RECENT LONDON WEDDING-

HE smartest, or oneof the smartest.
' ate weddings in London revealed

’llJ! such pretty ideas in frocks that

H
.

I am sending you sketches
.Jv"' thereof.

S The first sketch is a bonnet
/'„< . worn by a distinguished guest.

Many of the capotes on thia oc

—ffll casi°n were trimmed with a par-
Zzy ticularly delightful mirror velvet,

ffTieWl J 'JIjJ \ shading from crimson to sapphire
‘ blue, a blend highly becoming to

'

the majority of faces. This
bonnet—a daintily draped arrangement—is made of this
especial shade of velours, edged and intermixed with jet
motives. A narrow velvet ribbon is tied under the chin,
and finishes off on one side with a sweet little rosette. For

the most part the latest bonnets have bows at the back,
the six-looped front coques being generally confined to

hats.

The spacious and handsome building was filled with
spectators, no one being admitted without invitation or

ticket. The arches of the chancel screen were outlined

with white flowers, chiefly lilies, lilac, and chrysanthemums,
intermixed with delicate foliage, and the choir stalls and
Communion table were adorned with white exotics, a

number of tall flowering bamboos also being arranged about
the chancel. The seats between the transepts and the
chancel were reserved for the bridal party, who began to

assemble at half-past one o’clock. The church bells rang
for some time before the ceremony, and while awaiting the
bride’s coming a beautiful anthem was sung, the solo being
taken by a clear soprano voice. The bride’s dress was of

rich white satin, with a trail of orange blossoms and myrtle
round the hem, a girdle and chatelaine of the same flowers,
and collar of antique point de gaze ; the bodice was full,
and had a folded sash, and the sleeves were long; a full
wreath of orange blossoms was covered by a tulle veil, and
her only ornament was the necklace of two rows of pearls.

The bridesmaids’ dresses were of white satin, trimmed

with parma violets. They wore hats of violet velvet, with
ostrich feathers of the colour, and violets, and carried enor-

mous bouquets of the same flowers. The pages, who looked
most picturesque, wore costumes of white satin, slashed
with mauve satin, and trimmed with silver bullion, with
white satin cloaks lined with mauve, and white felt hats
and feathers.

The bride’s mother wore a lovely dress of green silk
trimmed with applique green velvet onwhite satin,'edged

with beaver, tcque and muff with pansies to match. The
bride’s travelling dress was blue faced cloth with blue velvet
and silver fox fur trimmings, muff and bat to match.

HELOISE.

LA CAPOTE.

BRIDESMAIDS' DRESS.

TRAVELLING DRESS.

DRISS WORN BY BRIDE’S MOTHER

A. WOOLLAMS &CO•’ M, 147 OUEEN*8T
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f M PORT YOUR BULBS DIRECT.

We. PETER VAN VELSEN AND SONS, Bulbgrowers

Ha u-lem, Holland,beg to intimatethat Illustrated Catalogues can

be had onapplication, post free, from onr agents,

MESSRS A. MILLAR AND CO..

Auckland.

IWaXAV&S
Okwilds

BUY MILWARDS ONLY.

Te Aro House

FOR THE WINTER SEASON

there lias been received a Beautiful Selection of

Evening » Dress * Materials

These lovely FABRICS have been marked at exceeding-
ly Low Prices, and an additional advantage is offered to

CUSTOMERS AT A DISTANCE

in that any length will be sent FREB BY POST, if the

order is accompanied by cash for the amount.

AMONG THE MATERIALS ARE—

EVENING CREPONS, 42 inches wide, in Maize, Coral
Chartreuse, Skv, Black, Gas Green, etc., at
is. 3d. and is. lid. per yd. Any length post free.

MOIRE SILKS, 22 inches wide, in Cream, Black

Cardinal, Lemon, Old Rose, etc., at from 2s. 6d.

per yd. Any length post free.

NEW BROCHE SILKS, 20 inches wide, in Sea Foam

Eau de Nil, Cream, Maize, Skv, etc., at 2s. nd.

per. yd. Any length post free.

NEW SHADED SILKS, 23 inches wide, in Cardinal,
Lemon, Sky, Vieux Rose, Heliotrope, etc., at

3s. nd. per yd. Any length post free.

NEW SPOT SILKS, 25 inches wide, in Chartreuse.
Gold. Coral, Black, Primrose, etc., at |s. 6d.
per yd. Any length post free.

....PATTERN'S ....

ofany of the above materials will be sent, post free, on

application to—

CT-A. _ML ZE S SLMLLLTLHL

TE ARO HOUSE. WELLINGTON.
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QUERIES.

Any queries, domestic or otherwise, will be inserted free oj

charge. Correspondentsreplying to queries are requested to

give the date of the question they are Kind enough to answer,
and address their reply to ‘ The Lady Editor, New Zealand

Graphic, Auckland, and on the top left-hand corner of the
envelope, 'Answer’ or ‘ Query,’ as the case may be. The
RULES for correspondents 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 thispaper.

RECIPES.

A Good Soup. —lt is called puree a la soubise, and is

made thus : Peel three good-sized onions and mince them

roughly ; put 2oz of good clarified dripping into a stewpan,
and when it is quite melted throw in the onion, cover the
pan closely, and let the onions cook steadily for an hour.

Then lay in with the onion any pieces of bread you may
have by you (this bread be cut in small, slanting
slices, or it will not succeed), and pour on to it all about a

quart of boiling weak or second stock, seasonto taste with
pepper and salt, add a few rinds of bacon (cut from the
morning’s rashers), cover the pot again, and let it all sim-

mer together for a full hour, then rub it through a sieve,
crushing it all with a wooden spoon ; then if too thin let it
boil fast for a few minutes to reduce it ; if too thick, thin
it with a little milk, and serve with fried croutons banded
round. This makes a most delicious soup, and few persons

could tell you off band of what it was made. There are

two other forms of this, both excellent. The first is puree
a la soubise blanche, and is made in exactly the same way
except that two thirds milk and one-third white stock (or
even milk alone) is used instead of the brown stock ; butter
is substituted for the dripping, only the ernmb and none of
the crust of the bread is used, and the onions are not
allowed to colour. The third way is to make it by the first
recipe exactly, only using the hot water in which you have

boiled a cauliflower or French beans (of course premising
that no soda has been used by your cook *to improve the
colour ’ of the vegetable), and adding no salt, as the liquor
will be already sufficiently salted. If made properly, clear

soup is neither difficult nor troublesome to make, and for

* company ’ purposes is at present far more used than thick
soup.

An Entree. —Ris de Veau a la Bechamel is sweetbread
blanched and boiled till tender, then cut in slices and

served with Bechamel sauce over. For the sauce, melt one

ounceof butter over the fire, add a tiny onion, a blade of
mace, a little pepper, salt and grated nutmeg, stir in a

tablespoonful of fine flour, then add gradually, still stirring,
about a quarter of a pint of veal stock ; when smooth and

thick, remove the onion and mace and add off the fire a

tablespoonful of cream.

Bread Made With Yeast, and With Potatoes.—
Dilutevery carefully and thoroughly loz. of German yeast
in about a quart of lukewarm milk or milk and water,
being careful to get it quite smooth’or the dough will not be
even, but full of large hollows ; mix the whole mass firmly
together, and knead it up at once, then let itrise for about
an hour; again knead it well and let it rise once more for
three quarters of an hour this time, then divide it, work it

up into loaves and bake at once. The proportion of flour
for this amount of yeast would be a quartern. For potato
bread, steam or boil very dry lib. of good mealy potatoes,
then rnb them while quite hot through a coarse sieve into
21b. of Hour, and mix it all well together. Stir in the
yeast directly after mixing in the potatoes. This bread

will keep moist much longer than wheaten bread, and if

loz. of butter, an egg, and a little new milk are added to it,
it makes delicious breakfast rolls.

Plain Lunch Cake. —Rub 2ozs of butter or clarified

dripping into lib of flour, then mix into it thoroughly Joz of
carraway seeds and allspice (mixed), 4ozs castor sugar, and

Alb of well washed and dried currants. Make half a pint of
milk rather more than lukewarm, and stir into it about

one and a half tablespoonfuls of fresh yeast. Now mix the
flour, etc., into a light dough with this liquid, knead it

well together, and, after lining the cake tin with strips of

buttered paper (which should project quite six inches above
the top of the tin), put in the dough. Let it stand in a

warm place to rise for half an hour, then bake in a well-
heated oven for one and a-half hours to two hours.

FIJI DRINKS.

The national beverage in Fiji is yagona or kava. This is a

small tree (Macropiper methysticum), the root of which is

chewed, and then dissolved in water, after a little straining,
to remove the root dregs, the mixture is fit for drinking.
It is an intoxicant, and if the root happen to be old, it has
a powerful effect. The effect of a yagona • drink ’ is most

peculiar. While the head of the subject remains clear
enough to discuss the toughest political question, the legs
totally refuse to do their accustomed work. A drunken
man is literally compelled ‘to hold on to the grass’ for

support. The young girls are invariably employed in the
work of ‘ grog-chewing ’ when acompany sits down to drink.
But when you see a young woman chewing grog single-
handed for a solitary young man, you know that that

couple are making it right to ‘hitch.’ It is one of the
best signs that a young woman will make a suitable wife
for a youth when she can chew bis grog to the proper
strength. There are, of course, many differences of taste—-
some like it ‘over-proof,’ and others prefer it ‘under.’
Like the men, the Fijian women comb their hair straight
upwards. It stands up stiff like the top of a well-trimmed

hedge, and when flowers are to hand they are profusely
planted on top-making the woman to appear as if she
carried a miniature flower garden on the top of her head.
A lock of hair on the right temple is preserved, however,
for a downward course, and this is carefully plaited and
allowed to hang down the side of the cheek. When the
girl is married this lock is shorn and never allowed to

appear again. Hence the experienced eye can quickly dis-
cern the married from the single when a village is entered.

FLOWER VASES.

THERE anything moreexas-

Jf perating than to bny long-
stemmed flowers ana have
them sink into the insigni-
ficance of a short-stemmed
bunch, which, as we all

know, can be purchased for
at least one-third less than

their more stately sisters.
We may prop them up as

we will, we may half fill
the pot with moss which
will smell disgustingly in a

day, we may fondly ima-
gine we have succeeded in

lodging the end of the stalks
against the side of the jar,

bnt in process of time they will, like most other things, find
their own level. For aconsiderable time the flower arrange-
ments of a certain friend of mine were at once a mystery
and cause of envy, how they stuck up there and held them-
selves in such graceful and dignified attitudes I could never

find ont. My friend was of

that species of woman who,
having found out a superior
way of doing anything, in-
evitably keeps the prescrip-
tion to herself, and poses as

if the result were entirely
due to her skilful arrange-
ments. However, one day.
when her baby cried, and
she ran out to the aid of her

offspring, I rose slowly with

the stern purpose of finding
out to what my friend’s
flowers owed their exceed-
ing rectitude, it was quite
simple, and not being prone
to keep good things to my-
self, I give here a sketch of

the wire arrangements
through which the flowers
were thrust. It really con-

sists of a little circle of wire
with other pieces stretched *•“ 'w-

across it after the fashion

here indicated ; this is put over the neck of the vase and

enables the flowers to stand out separately, instead of

crowding together and crushing each other.

HE INVESTED ONLY 7S 6D.

There is a man who has spent the past twenty-five years
of his life exploring for gold and other minerals in Queens-
land, New South Wales, Victoria, Tasmania, and New
Zealand. He has no doubt picked up some money, yet he
says that the investment of 7s 61 brought him in bigger
returns than any other he ever made.

Yet, hold on a minute. Don’t let us jump to the con-

clusion that we can ail get rich out of the proceeds of 7s 6i
till we hear further from this financier. He has a humorous

way of putting a serious thing, for which we shonld like
him all the more. Some folk have no idea that sound sense

and genuine fun are twin brothers, but they are all the
same.

Our friend’s name is William Bromfield Peck, and he
lives at Russell, New Zealand, a long way off. He says it
is a lovely country and intends to stay in it the balance of
his days. As he landed in Australia, from England, in

1866, he has been there long enough to know what he is

talking about. He advises persons of limited means who
would like to become small landholders to emigrate to New
Zealand.

Still, he reminds ns that in the end we must pay for what
we get. • The calling of a prospector, for instance,’ said
Mr Peck, * is full of hard work. Besides, it entails rough
living, such as salt junk, soddened damper, with tea in
bucketfuls. One must have the digestive capacity of an

ostrich or an anaconda to stand that diet for long. It must
therefore be taken as proof of the good machinery inside of
my system, when I mention that I actually stood it for

nearly twenty-five years.
* My punishment was delayed, yon see, but it didn’t fail.

At last the climax came, and I was prostrated with agonis-
ing pain in the stomach and all the other symptoms of a

profound derangement ofall the digestive organs. I had to

knock off work and cease all exertion. I was imbued with
disgust with all things mundane. I believe that dyspepsia
is responsible for a largeportion of the world's suicidesr

Mr Peck’s conjecture is exactly parallel with the fact as

set forth in the official statistics of all civilised countries.
No other disease so demoralises and depresses human
nature. It attacks the secret strongholds of the reason and
drives people insane ; it stupefies the sensibilities; it turns
men and women into selfish, useless, nuisances ; it impels
them to commit crime. All this in addition to their own

desolation and suffering. Yes, Mr Peck is quite right.
But to get back to what he says about himself. *At the

advice of a friend—Mr W. Williams of this place—l began
to take the far-famed Mother Seigel’s Curative Syrup.
What result didit have ? I’ll tell you : 'lt has transformed
me from a prematurely old man into one quite regenerated.

* I am a rapid eater and can’t break myselt of the bad
habit. Hence I make it a point to keep a bottle by me

always and an occasional dose when necessary to set me

right.
* I can safely assert that the investment of 7s 6d in Mother

Seigel’s Curative Syrup was the best I ever made in all my
chequered career. You may depend that I prescribe this
medicine to ail and sundry people I come in contact with.

Prior to using it I spent pounds at different times, but only
got partial relief. The Syrup seems to make straight for
the seat of the trouble. I pen these lines just to show other
sufferers the way out. There areany numberof respectable
persons here who can attest the truth of what I have written.
—Respectfully (Signed) Wm. Bromfield Peck, Russell,
Bay of Islands, New Zealand, July 2nd, 1892.’

We don’t call for witnesses. Mr Peck’s tale is frankness
and truth itself. We hold out our hand in greeting across

the sea. Dyspepsia is a living death, and Mother Seigel
gives new life. Millions sing that chorus. But he had
better eat slower. Write again and tell us you are doing
so, Friend Peck.

ANNOUNCEMENT!

NODINE & CO.,
TAILORS & IMPORTERS

Have

COMMENCED BUSINESS

163, LAMBTON QUAY, WELLINGTON.

CHOICE GOODS and STYLES.

HUNT’S RIDING MATERIALS.

REAL HARRIS TWEEDS.

EVENING AMD WEDDING SUITS A SPECIALITY.

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.)

ROWLANDS’

ODONTO
The Best and Purest Dentifrice one can use; it
whitens the teeth, prevents decay, strengthens the

gums and sweetens tde breath.

ROWLANDS’ KALYDOR
A soothing, healing and emollientmilk forbeauti

tying the skin : removes Freckles, Tan, Sunburn,
Redness, Roughness, etc., andis warrantedharmless.

ROWLANDS’ ESSENCE of TYRE
Dyes the hair a natural ana permanentBrown or
Black. Ask Druggists and Stores for Rowlands'
articles of20, Hatton Garden, London,England, and

avoid cheap poisonous imitations.

I GUARANTEE TO CURE
THE NERVES and THE BLOOD

Says HERR RASSM U SS EN,
The Celebrated Danish Herbalist

Parisian Gold Medallist of 54" George-Street, Sydney.and91 Lambton Quay, Wellington. N.Z.; andno greater truth
has ever been uttered, judging from the thousandsof testi-
monialssent to him bygrateful cured Blood and Nerve Suf-

E
.
R

T
a
v™

hSls.Ai?,TX? r J d‘ renowned herbal alfaline
VIIALITY REMEDIES have restored to Permanent Health.For example, his Celebrated ALFALINE VITALITY PILLS
are a Certain Cure for Weak Nerves, Depressed Spirits,
Debility,and Weakness of the Spine, Brain, and Nerves.
Special PowerfulCourse, 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, sameas Vitality Pills.

His ALFALINE UNIVERSALPILLSare unexcelledas a per-
manentcure for ComplaintsPeculiar to Ladies. Price, same
as Vitality Pills.

His Liver and Kidney Pills. Rheumatic Pills. Asthma andCough Pills. Pile Powders. Flesh-Producing Powders, Gargle
Powders. Varicocele Powders, Fat-Reducing Powders, Hair
Restorers, and Complexion Beautiflersare simply wonderful, and
are wellworth giving atrial.

Call on him or send to him at Wellington for his valuable free
book,which contains valuablehints, allparticulars,andnumerous
testimonials. All Correspondence Private and Confiden-
tial. Write without delay, and address—

HERR RASSMUSSEN,
91 LAMBTON QUAY. WELLINGTON. NEW ZEALAND.

ANNOUNCEMENTI

NODINE & CO.,
TAILORS & IMPORTERS 1 MELBOURNB).

Have

SPECIAL GOODS
AND

MEN FOB LADIES’ HABITS & LADIES’ GARMENTS.

HABIT FRONTS, HATS, AND LONDON HAND-MADB Ml DIMS

BOOTS KEPT IN STOCK.

Mr Nodine has held ths Lbadinb Position tn Australia tav
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 do so,
and write letters to ‘ COUSIN Kate, care of the Lady
Editor, Graphic Office, Auckland.'

Write on one side of the paper only.

All purely correspondence letters with envelope ends turned
tn 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 am going to let you know how I
am getting on. It has been raining off and on for about a

week. lam sending some puzzles for thecousins to answer.

There are not so many letters now as there were. The
puzzle column is pretty bare generally. I hope the cousins
will rally around the Graphic and send more letters
than ever they did before. I will try to write oncea fort-
night in future. I saw that the last time I wrote you

asked me which competition I liked best. I vote for a

wood-carving competition. Igo to the Free Library in my
dinner-hour, and read such books as * Grimm’s Fairy Tales,’
• Esop’s Fables,' • Gulliver’s Travels,’ etc. I will now close,
con amore.—COUSIN CHARLIE. Newton.

P.S.—Excuse poor writing and mistakes.

[I am very glad to hear from you again, and like your
idea of writing once a fortnight. Well, yes, the puzzle
column has been rather bare lately. Bat if you have read

my answers to many of the cousins, you will see that I am

keeping some of the best puzzles for the puzzle competition,
which will come off after the story competition is decided.
I hope you will try for the latter. There are some excellent
books at the Free Library, are there not ? I think it has
been raining *on and off’ for a month 1 Can you swim ?—

Cousin Kate ?

Dear Cousin Kate —I am very glad to see that the

cousins are again stirring up and beginning to write. I

have just finished a map of the German Empire, and as I

never know now how long it will be before I have a little
spare time, I take the opportunity of writing to you. You
must think yourself very lucky when you receive this letter,
because after finishing my home lessons, 1 was strongly
tempted to go onreading the interesting book which I left
off reading before I started my home lessons. However, I

overcame the temptation, and when this letter appears in

the Graphic, I am sure that I will feel glad that I did so.

To-day is the coldest day we have had this winter, and

everyone has been complaining of the cold. A great deal of

snow has on the mountains and hills surrounding
Nelson, and to-day, after the mists had removed from them,
they looked perfectly beautiful. Ido wish you could see

them, Cousin Kate, in the morning, just when the sun

is beginning to rise, because they look a pale, delicate
pink, and when the sun rise; high they look just as beauti-
ful, glistening and shining, and presenting a sight worth
seeing. Have you ever seen snow close enough to examine

and touch it, Cousin Kate ? I have not, but people in
Nelson are able to get it by going up the Dun Mountain
or Fringe Hillswhen it is cold, because snow does fall there.

A little while ago I went to some waxworks that were here,
and took my little brother. He didnot like itat all, as some

of the wax figures were rather ugly, so I had to take him out.

After that we went to the Botanical Reserve to see the
volunteers inspected by Colonel Fox. I do not think the

rain came too late here, as the grass is most beautifully
green, and I have heard nocomplaints about food for the
cattle by the farmers here. I think it is time I brought
this letter to an end. soI will say good-bye, with love to the
cousins and yourself.—Cousin Maude. Nelson.

[I fully appreciate and thank you for your self-denial in
writing to me instead of reading a nice story book, for I am

very fond of reading too. Yes, Cousin Maude, I have
touched snow, and bad lumps of snow put down my back
too, where they melted of course, and were horribly uncom-

fortable. I made a big snow man one winter, as tall as my-

self. Everyone who came to the door thought my brothers
had made it, but they were too lazy or too cold, I forget
which. I can quite imagine your brother thinking Colonel
Fox and our brave defenders better worth looking at than
waxworks, though the latter are very amusing if well done,
and volunteers are never amusing, only intensely interest-
ing ! I—Cousin Kate ]

PUZZLE COLUMN.

(1) Why are conundrums like monkeys! (2) When is an

umbrella like suet ? (3) Why does a donkey prefer thistles

to corn? (4) Why do young ladies prefer tall to short
men?—Cousin Charlie. Newton.

VOTING COMPETITION.

I vote for a story and essay competition.—Cousin Henga.
P.S.—I will write to you next week.

[Shall be glad to hear from yon again.—Cousin Kate.]

SQUARING WORDS.

You have doubtless all spent many happy moments over

the word-squares found in the puzzle-boxes of your
magazines ; but did you ever think to square words as a

game? This is how it can be done: Cut out as many

squares of pasteboard as there are letters in our alphabet,
and either paint or paste on these the letters. It will be
necessary to make several sets of these letters. Or if this

takes too much time you can simply cut the letters from

newspapers, choosing the largest type you can find. To
square a word, spell it across by placing your bits of paste-
board in their proper order. Then, using the same initial
letter, spell the same word down, forming a right angle.
Now choose a word commencing with the second letter of
your word, and so on until the letters have all become the

initial of some word. Here is a word square :

PEA
EAT

ATE

SNOW INDOORS

The same causes which produce a fall of snow in the open
air — namely, a subjection of a moist atmosphere to a

temperature cold enough to crystallise the drops of moisture
which are formed—may, of course, take place under arti-
ficial conditions.

La Nature, a French journal of science, relates that a

gentleman who was walking rapidly along the street on a

cold, fair day, and had, by violent exercise, brought himself
into a condition of profuse perspiration, took off his tall hat
in saluting a friend.

As he did so, he was astonished to feel what was appar-
ently a slight fall of snow upon his head. Upon passing his
hand over his head, he found several unmistakable flakes of
snow there.

It is supposed that the freezing outer air condensed the

moist warm air within the gentleman’s tall hat so suddenly
that a veritable snowstorm, of miniature proportions, was

produced upon bis head.
A similar incident is related bv the same journal. Dar-

ing the past winter, on a very cold, clear night, an evening
party was given in a salon in Stockholm, Sweden. Many
people were gathered together in a single room, and it be-
came so warm, in the course of the evening, that several
ladies complained of feeling ill.

An attempt was then made to raise a window, but the
sashes bad been frozen in their place, and it was impossible
to move them.

In this situation, as it was absolutely necessary that air

should be admitted, a pane of glass was smashed out. A
cold current at once rushed in, and at the same instant
flakes of snow were seen to fall to the floor in all parts of
the room.

The entrance of a frosty current into an atmosphere
which was saturated with moisture had produced a snow-
fall indoors.

SOME STRANGE TRUE STORIES ABOUT BIRDS.

A GREAT many years ago there was blown down, in a severe
storm in England, an elm-tree that bad stood on one side
of anavenue leading up to an old house. In the fall of
the elm several young jackdaws that had been nesting
in the hollow of the tree were killed, one only of
the small brood escaping. This feathered baba was
at once adopted and cared for by the children
living in the house, and became in time very much
attached to them. The bird as it grew older learned to do
a great many things, but it seemed to be particularly in-
terested in the habit of the owner of the house of riding
out daily. After the master’s departure, the jackdaw
would perch .himself upon the gate of the stable-
yard, from which he could get a good view down
the avenue, and there he would wait for the rider’s
return. At the moment he caught sight off him coming upthe road he would fly off in search of the groom, and by
means of the extraordinary noise he would make, inform
him of his master’s approach. If the groom appeared in-
different, and failed immediately to attend to his cries, the
bird would peck at the man’s legs, and nip his stockings,and pull with all his might until he started to meet the re-

turning master of the house. With all bis intelligence, the
ill-fated daw had not the sense to avoid fire, tor his
biographer states that, like most pets, he came to an un-

timely end, alighting amongst some hot ashes, and being
burned to death.

A resident of Cornwall living on the north coast threw out
a piece of bread one morning to a sea gull that had strayed
in to the shore, which the bird devoured in short order,
and flew away. Ihe next morning the gull appeared
again upon the scene, was fed, and departed. After this
he returned daily for a period of eighteen years, appearing
punctually every morning at breakfast hour, stalking upand down until fed, and then, like the well-ordered indue
trious bird that bo was, going about his business.

LUCY'S DISCOVERY.

Lucy :
* Mamma, the kettle just boiled over and put the

kitchen fire out.’

Mamma : ‘Well, what of that?’
Lucy : * Why, I never knew that hot water would put a

fire out before.’

A LITTLE MIXED.

• Goodness me, Wallace,’ ciied his uncle, ‘ you are getting
to be a big fellow. Nearly eight now, aren’t you ?’

* Guess so,’said Wallace; * papa says I’m worse than a
dozen. ’

CURIOSITY.

It is a very excellent thing to be ftiendly and sympathetic,
but unwise to be obtrusively and impertinently so. A*
lady, getting upon a train early one morning, took a teat
near a woman who began to eye her cnriously.

The first lady was naturally very pale in complexion, and
had sometimes been annoyed by sympathetic interest in this

peculiarity.
Presently the second lady addressed her,
* Poor creetur’!’ she exclaimed. * How pale you be.’
The lady simply raised her eyelids a trifle.
* Now there must be something the matter with you,’ the

other went on. ‘Do tell me what you’ve been a-doing.’
* I have been totally unconscious for eight hours,’ the first

lady remarked.
* Gracious ! How did that happen ?’
* I was asleep !’

Gained in Strength
READ WHAT

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
did for theInvalid Daughter of a Prom-

inent Lowell Tradesman.

• My daughter had for a long time been
troubled with violent headaches ami slceji-
lessness. She was pale, had no appetite,
and was losing flesh rapidly. She took
various remedies for her trouble, but re-
ceived no benefit until she commenced using

■ 'X- T

A.ver s Sarsaparilla. After taking half a
bottle, she began to feel better. By a con-
tinued use oi this medicine, her appetite re-
turned, her cheeks began Io till out ami show
color, she gained in strength, her headaches
disappeared, she slept better, and now savs
she feels like a new person.”—F. I’ Coggis-
ii all.6 Lyon St.. Lowell.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
Has Cured Others, Will Cure You

Made by Dr.J.C. Ayer* Co., Lowell, Mass..U.S.A.

A TERRIBLE COUGH.
A TERRIBLE COUGH.
A TERRIBLE COUGH.

94, Commercial Road. Peckham. July 12.
“

DearSir.—l am a poor hand at expressing my feelings,
but I should like to thank you. Your lozenges have done
wonders in relieving my terrible cough. Since 1 had the

operation of •Tracheotomy* (the same as the late Emperor
or* Germany, and unlike him. thank God. 1 am still alive!
performed at St. Bartholomew's Hospital, no one could
possibly have had a more violent cough ; it was so bad at
times that it quite exhausted me. The mucous, which was

very copious and hard, has been softened,and I have been
able toget rid of it withoutdifficulty.—l am, sir. yours truly,

J. HILL.”

A DOCTOR’S TESTIMONY.
A DOCTOR’S TESTIMONY.

Routh Park. Cardiff. South Wales. Sept. 28. 1893.
“

I have, indeed, great pleasure in adding my testimony to

your excellent preparation of Cough Ixizenges. and I have
prescribed it now forthe last eight years in my hospitals and

private practice, and found it of great benefit. I often
suffer from Chronic Bronchitis; your Lozenges is the only
remedy which gives me»immediate case. Therefore I cer-

tainly and most strongly recommend your Ixizenges to the
public who may suffer from Catarrh. Bronchitis. Winter
Cough, or any kind of Pulmonary Irritation.—Yours truly,

A. GABRIEL. M.D., L.R.C.P. and L.M. Edinburgh.
L.R C.B. and L.M. Edinburgh.

USE KEATING’S LOZENGES.
USE KEATING’S LOZENGES.
USE KEATING’S LOZENGES.

“It is 75 ykakh ago” since KEATING'S COUGH
LOZENGES were first made, and the sale is larger than

ever, because they are unrivalled in the relief and cureof

Winter Cough, Asthma, and Bronchitis; one alone gives
relief.

UTTERLY UNRIVALLED.
UTTERLY UNRIVALLED.

Keating's Cough Ixircnges. the unrivalled remedy for
COUGHS, HOARSENESS. and TH BOAT TROUBLES,
are Hold in Tins by. all Chemialx.
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The
Graphic's
Funny Leaf

IN PRAISE OF KNICKERS.

‘Julia's tempestuous petticoat' appealed to the exquisite
sparkling muse of a Herrick, and was found worthy ofa

place in his fairyland of roses and riolets. dew and am

bergris. But where is the modem Herrick bold enough to

sing of Julia's display of kniekerbocker ?—WOMAN.

Here am I bound with my heart and my hand
To do my sweet lady the service

Of tilling each cornerof sea and of land

With praise of her virtue or her vice.

What matters it what are the garments we praise,
So our love be according to Cocker ;

I could rhyme of her boots, and her stockings, and stays—
Why not of her tweed kniekerbocker ?

Bob Herrick has sung of her white petticoat,
And found * wantonness,’ too, in her shoe-tie,

And every old part has fitted his note

To the praise of each feature of beauty.
Ashby Sterry has chanted the frilled pantalette,

And stockings were lauded by Locker ;
To me it has fallen in verses to set

The praise of her tweed kniekerbocker.

Each thing that she does, each thing that she says,
All things that she wears well become her ;

There is beauty in youth, in the fullness of days,
There is beauty in winter and summer.

The hand rules the nation by rocking the cut,
But what of the feet on the rocker?

If there’s beauty in shapely-turned ankles, why not

When displayed in the tweed kuickerbocker ?

My lady has lips that are rounded and red,
My lady has eyes of the bluest,

Aud delicate hands, and a small golden head,
And a heart that is truer than truest;

And my lady’s white arms are unshrouded in bags,
Yet nobody therefore does mock her,

Then why should she furnish a subject for wags,
When clad in her tweed kniekerbocker?

Her feet they aresmaller and whiter than mine.
Her instep is arched like a Spaniard,

Her open-work stockings are silken and fine,
Her shoes are the pride of the tan-yard ;

Her ankles are fine as a thoroughbred fawn,
Her calves are quite up to the knocker.

And she would delight even Cardinal Vaughan,
When dressed in her tweed kniekerbocker.

So when she rides forth on her bike let us rise,
And with glasses in hand let us hoch her '.

The new Lady Godiva is lovely and wise

When she puts on her tweed knickertocker.
Lc Passant.

DIFFERENT.

I HEAR you’re engaged. Congratnlate you, old chap !’
• Gh, didn’t you know. I’m married.*

• Then, excuse me, my boy.’

NO QUESTION ABOUT THAT.

WELL, I’euheck, how ’a your little boy, is he strong and
healthy ?’

‘Strong, I should think he was; he raises the whole
house, lodgers and all.*

COLD AND CALCULATING.

She : * Mr DeCad has such a cold and calculating look.*
He: ‘And no wonder. His landlady has quit giving

him a fire, and he is calculating how he can get his trunk out
of the house without paying his board bill.’

A TEST CASE.

It wasn’t late when the Pitcher-street man came home, and
notwithstanding he walked in with a smile, and sat down

on the other side of the lamp stand from his wife, and
picked up a newspaper, as men do when they come home,
she, for some unaccountable reason, suspected him. She
looked up over her work at him two or three times, and

finally spoke ;—
* By the way, John,’ she said, • will you do me a favour ?’
* Certainly, my dear ; what is it ?’ said John.
* I want you to say this for me : “ Gaze on the gay gray

brigade,”’
* Graze on the gray gay bigrade,’ replied John, triumph-

antly.
‘Lovely,’ she exclaimed. ‘Now try this one: “Give

Grimes Jim’s gilt gig whip.”
* Grive Jimes Gim’s gig jilt whip,’ responded John, as

glibly as you please.
* Excellent, excellent,’ she cried. * Now this one :

“Sarah in a shawl shoveled soft snow softly.” ’
He shivered a little, but never let it on.

* Sarah in a sawl soveled soft snow softly,’ he said, with
oratorical effect.

‘ Ob, you dear old thing,' she laughed. * Now one more,

and then I won’t trouble you again.’
‘No trouble, I assure you, my dear,’ said John. ‘Go

ahead.’
* Well, say this : “ Say, should such a shapely sash such

shabby stitches show.”’

John gave a great gulp to his Adam’s apple, which oscil-
lated in his throat.

‘ My dear,’ he said, slowly, ‘ I begin to shuspect that you

shuspicion me ; but you are mistaken—entirely mistaken,
and I postively decline to pose farther as a pronouncing
dictionary. You have observed that I have made a

shucshess as far as I have gone, but there is a limit, and the
next thing I know youwill be asking me to say

“ The scene

was truly rural,” a thing I never could say without getting
my twongue tisted, and you will think your shuspicions
are well grounded, when you ought to know they’re not,’
and John buried himself in his newspaper, and utterly re-

fused to hear any further appeals from the other side of the
table.

AMBIGUOUS.

* I’ve come to seethe tank, mum !’

‘ The tank oh— well it’s gone ont and won’t come

home till three in the morning.’

FISHING TACKLE.

The daughter was going over her father’s fishing tackle,
straightening it up for him to be ready for the spring
campaign, when she came across a corkscrew.

* Why, mamma,’ she exclaimed, * what’s this for ?’
• Um,’ sniffed mamma, *1 gness that’s a* hook to catch

bait with.’

STARTLING INFORMATION.

Daisy :
‘ According to this French paper, Parisian ladies

are not going to wear dresses any longer.’
Mrs Parsons : ‘Great Heavens, why not?’

Daisy : * Because they are long enough already.’

TWO KINDS OF WIVES.

Diggs (whose wife assists him in his store): ‘My wife pots
in about two-thirds of her time in my store, and I don’t like
her to do it.’

Higgs : • You ought to be thankful that she stays in one

place. My wife puts in about three-fourths of her time in
all the stores in town.’

COMPARISONS.
* On, yer, of courseshe’s pretty, but she knows it so well !’

* Well, that’s better than being ugly and not knowing it,
you know.’

SWEET EIGHTEEN —STONE.

How fat she was no one did know ;
Till one unlucky day

She stepped upon the slot machine.
And gave herself a weigh.

THAT DID IT.

She : * It was quite a surprise to me that the book sold at

all, it was sobad.’

He : ‘ Yes, but what a delightful cover.’

HE HAD TRIED THEM.

• Will you be mine ?’ he faltered.
She looked upon him with disdain,
‘ I thought you knew better,’ she sneered.
His bead sank upon his breast.
‘ I do,’ he answered, in a hollow voice, ‘ but they have all

refused me.’

LUCKY JIM.

i.

Jim was my friend, till one unlucky day.
The usual cause, a pretty girl came in our way,
And though 1 tried each art and winning wile,
’Twas not to me she gave her sweetest smile.

Until, to my despair, one day she married Jim
Ah. lucky Jim
How 1 envied him.

IL

Three years had passed, long years they seemed to me,
And then Jim died : once more then she was free.
Before me rose the fond hopes of the past,
I wooed, I sued, 1 married her at last :

And when I think of Jim, though underground,
Enjoying peace and quiet most profound,

Ah, lucky Jim,
How 1 envy him !

TRIMMINGS.

Woman Who Wants to Vote: ‘1 don’t see why we

shouldn’t get along in politics.’
Man Who Sneers : • Who ever heard of millinery in

politics ?’
She (promptly) : ‘ I have. Nearly every politician I

know of has a partisan bias and a rutiled temper.’

AFTER THE BALL.

SciVFFBY : • Confound this cigw ! Why won’t it light?'
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