
them to others; but there is no enter-

prise that so utterly sterilises all the

I letter instincts of the soul. I have
seen -it evidenced in countless eases in
New Zealand. The youngster who is

encouraged in that attitude of iron-
ical contemplation, that ghastly re-

pression of enthusiasm, that blind in-
difference to all that is best and high-
est, grows up a miserable type of

humanity; no real pleasure to himself
or anyone else. You meet them every
day, these men who have irretriev-

ably closed their ears and hardened

their hearts to the voice of wisdom;
petrified intelligences that can never

expand. And they seemed quick and

smart enough in their young days;
and perhaps in a kind of way they
have fulfilled that promise. But only
in a kind of way—a very poor kind
of way. They choose to cultivate the
meandr side of life, to make love to

indifference, to stifle the enthusiasms;
and they have their reward. ‘Criti-

cism become a habit, a fashion, and a

system,’ says Amiel, ‘means the de-

struction of moral energy, of faith,
and of all spiritual force.’ This kind

of temj>er is very dangerous among

us, for it flattens all the worst in-

stincts of men—indiscipline, irrever-

ence, selfish individualism—and it

ends in social atomism. Woe to the

society where negation rules, for life

is an affirmation; and a society, a

country, a nation, is a living whole

capable of death.’ These words have

a direct application to us; for, while

with most communities that temper
does not l>egin to make itself appar-
ent except among grown-up people,
our children"begin to cultivate that

barren pseudo-critical faculty almost

before they are out of long
clothes, and its malign, corroding in-

fluence spreads all through the social

body. For heaven’s sake, let us have
a little less of that sort of thing, and
a. little more general appreciation of

‘the things that are more excellent’
in life. Let the youngsters be taught
to believe, what is the case, that it

is infinitely cleverer, infinitely nobler

to understand the good than the ill,
and that for their own sakes and the

sake of the whole world it is better

to cultivate enthusiasm than indiffer-

ence. For the onesown in youth will

yield you a thousandfold harvest,
while if you cultivate indifference you
will reap nothing but thorns. ‘To be

an enthusiast,’ says Wieland, ‘is to

be the worthiest of affection, the nob-

lest, and the best that a mortal can

be.’ Here is a lengthy sermon into

which I have betrayed my readers,
but perhaps they will pardon me: and

they can always skip it.

THE BEAL LIVE DEMOCRATIC

MOVEMENT.

MR BEN TILLETT is something
like the unsaleable article at

the auction mart. He has been ‘going,
going, going’ from the colonies for

some time now, and is not ‘gone’ yet.
At least he was not eiway last week,

but was lecturing the Wellingtoniaus
on the general apathy of the working-

man in New Zealand and the other

colonies. 1 suspect this second visit

of Ben has been made in the hope
that New Zealand will, even at the

eleventh hour, listen to his voice and

live. In his own opinion he undoubt-
edly possesses the only true recipe
for life, and when he came to New

Zealand first he was certainly under

the impression that he would find a

people able and willing to obey his

precepts, and walk in the ways he in-

dicated. He preached to us a. mixture

of strong socialism and weak nihilism,

but all to no purpose. The New Zea-

landers apparently did not want his

gospel or him either. When he found

this out he took to abusing them, and

left for the other side. Now he has

come back to abuse them again, and to

tell us that we are not a whit better

off than other Australasian Colonies,

that we are not democratic in the real

sense at all, and that it is all our own

fault that we are as we are.

ably all that is true enough, but still

to be told it does not in the least re-

concile us to Mr Tillett’s way of look-

ing at things. Our democracy is good
enough for us, and we have. no parti-
cular hankering after Ben’s ‘real live

democratic movement’ which he failed

to discover in the whole of Austral-

asia. We can pretty well guess from

his utterances what sortcf a thing his

idea of ‘a. real live democratic move-

ment’ would be: something with dyna-

mite in it, perhaps; and we don't want

it here. It would seem that even the

London dockers did not want it either;

and probably Ben will have to inter-
view the anarchists liefore he finds
disciples to propagate the gosj>el he

came out to the colonies to preach.

ANSWERS TO

CORRESPONDENTS.

Notice toContributors.—Any letters or MSS.

received by the Editor of the “Now Zealand

Graphic" will bo immediately acknowledged,

iu this column.

‘M.T.,’ ‘E.D.,’ ‘Aurora,’ ‘Pegtop.’—
Declined with thanks.

‘Crest Collector.’—On making inquir-
ies I find that crests cannot be ob-

tained, in the manner you desire, in

Auckland, and most probably not in

the colony. Your best plan would be

t.o commission some bookseller to send
for what you want to London.

‘Penwiper.’—lt would not be at all

correct.

‘Ambulance.’—You can get an illus-

trated bandage from the St. John Am-

bulance Auckland Secretary.

‘Lily.’—You are very kind. Please

carry out your suggestion.
‘lnk.’—Not. necessary in the least.

‘V.R.’—Your best plan is to write to

the office.

‘Essie.’— Send your note to the per-

son in charge of the establishment.

‘Mater.’—Why not line your little

boy’s autumn suit with flannel? He
could then wear it out now.

‘E.C.’—Not of the slightest moment.

‘T.F..’—Kindly call at the office.

‘S.M.,’ ‘Polly,’ ‘Mephisto.’—Will pub-
lish shortly.

‘A. S.M.’—Many thanks. Regret
cannot accept your offer.
‘Teddy.’—You must, not call until the

family appears in church.
‘R.F.’ —Wear flannel next your skin.

‘No. 17.’—You always walk on the

outside of the path with a lady.

‘Mrs S.’—Furnish your room in

brown and gold. The curtains of

thick brown art serge can have a zig-

zag border of gold, or you can have

brown silk lined with gold silk.

‘Estelle.’—Drape your stalls in red

and white art muslin. Loop up with

bunches of poppy.
‘Euterpe.’ —The name is immaterial.

‘Elsie.’—Write a polite note of

‘thanks for kind inquiry,’ or have

cards printed and send round.

‘Jean.’—l am sorry that I am unable

to give you the recipe you ask for, but

perhaps you might be able to get a

hint from some confectioner as to the

mode of the composition of the deli-

cious lollie. With regard to your sec-

ond query about ‘Living Whist,,’ I be-

lieve Living Whist partakes almost

more of the nature of a fancy dress

pageant than that of a. game. It re-

quires fifty-two people dressed so as to

represent the kings, queens, knaves,
and common cards of the four suits of

a pack. These first promenade as se-

parate suits, then they mix together
and are assigned to four players fol-
lowing the rules of dealing a pack of

cards for whist. The game is played
as with ordinary cards, each living
card stepping into the centre of the
room as its name is called. The four

living cards making the trick perforin
some graceful evolutions in the centre

of the room before they step to the

side of the winner of the trick. And

so the game goes on until two of the

players have made the requisite num-

ber of tricks constituting the game.
As may lie easily inferred, ‘Living
Whist’ makes a very pretty and inte-

resting spectacle, and the closer the

dresses are approximated to the ap-

pearance of playing cards the more

effective does the pageant become.

‘A.T.’ —Invite relations only, and

send each n little note explaining
that the ceremony is perfectly private.

‘D.E.D.’—A small remembrance like

a pipe, or cigar-holder, would do.

‘Effie.’—Kindly write on one side of

the paper only, and use ink instead of

water.

‘Ant.’ —Your letter is very far from

courteous. Send stamps for reply.
‘Eunice.’—With pleasure. Will reply

by post to your pretty compliments.
‘Tom.’—Your story is incomplete.

You left one man alive in it.

‘Ruby.*—Declined with thanks. As
a rule, ‘fat old ladies who waddle to

church’ to see n brand new curate are

not interesting people.
‘B.F.*—Have n large supply on hand

at present. Write later on.

Clarke's B 11 Pills are warranted to euro

Gravel. Pains In the back, and all kindred

complaints. Five from Mercury. Established

upwards of30 vonrs. In boxes Is isi each, of all
Chemists and Patent Medicine Vendors

throughout tho World. Proprietors, Tho Lincoln
and Midland Counties Drug Company. Lincoln.

England.

A VISIT TO THE CHINESE

EMPEROR.

A Berlin journal publishes (says the
‘Globe’) the following account, from

the pen of a well-known German

traveller, of an audience granted by
the Emperor of China to the foreign

Ambassadors at Peking. The writer

was the only noil-diplomatic person

present:—
Headed by the highest dignitaries

of the Celestial Empire, our procession
moved on between rows of Privy
Councillors of the first class, body-

guards armed with bows and arrows,

civic authorities holding valuable old

swords under their arms, and unarmed

soldiers of the Palace. We passed by

the black tents with the little peeping
windows, in which the Ambassadors

foregathered in former years before

they were received by the Emperor.
Silently and pompously we passed over

the dark carpet woven out of black

camels’ hair, and ascended some steps
leading to the widely-opened folding
doors of a building, from the front

wall of which the outside had peeled
off, leaving the casing and timbers
exposed to view, mouldy and worm-

eaten. Thus we reached the audience-
chamber, and were within three paces
of the ‘Son of Heaven,’ Kouang Sau,
the ‘Ruler of the Middle Kingdom.’
He was seated upon a raised platform,
approached by five steps and three

gangways, while from the right and
left two narrow paths also gave access

to the dais. The latter and the balus-

trade were covered with red cloth,
and trimmed with yellow. On either

side of the Emperor stood one of the

Manchurian Princes, upright, motion-

less, and with a stony stare, as though
he were keeping watch over a bier.

In this hall, the ‘Hall of the Flowers

of Literature,’ the ‘Son of Heaven’ sat
before a table on the platform, so that

only the upper portion of his body
was visible.

His Majesty looks older than he

really is. With sunken head and yel-
low face, he looked shyly at the as-

sembled diplomats, and his heavy eyes
were lit up for the occasion by opium
or morphia. A sorrowful, weary, and

rather childish smile played about his

mouth. When his lips are parted, his

long, irregular yellow teeth appear,
and there are great hollows in either

cheek. His face is not entirely want-

ing in sympathy, but rather betokens

indifference, and from its features

nothing of interest can be read; in

fact, the Emperor impressed me as

being self-restrained, cold, apathetic,
wanting in capacity, worn out, and as

though half-dead. I felt that what-

ever passed before his eyes had not the

slightest interest for him, and that it

mattered not in the least to him

whether he understood the meaning of

the ceremony.
After a deathly silence of some min-

utes, the Doyen of the Diplomatic
Corps, Colonel Denby, Minister of the
United States, read an address in Eng-
lish. Prince Kung had previously
been made acquainted with the text

of this address; he mounted with

difficulty the smaller staircase on the

right, bowed very low, knelt before

the Emperor on the left, touched the

floor with his forehead, and translated
the address into the Manchurian

tongue. The ‘Son of Heaven’ lisped
in Manchurian a few words that could

scarcely be heard; Prince Kung then

interpreted these Imperial remarks to

the audience in Chinese, and finally
the Dragoman of the Russian Em-

bassy gave them out in very faulty
French. Prince Kung then shuffled
backwards down the steps of the

throne. We drew back three paces,

and, keeping our faces towards the

Emperor, passed backwards in his

presence through the front door, and
thus quitted the ‘Hall of Flowers

of Literature.’ It may here be re-

marked that hitherto Ambassadors
had been obliged to leave this hall by
a side door.

The Emperor remained seated upon

his throne. To have turned one’s back
upon him would have meant punish-
ment by death.

THE NEW ZEALAND

JJ AG E Y JNSTITIJTE
LIMITED.

For the

RESOLUTE & JJERMANENT

CURE

OF

&

For further particulars apply to the

Secretary.

Pitt Street, Auckland.

CK LANDE RS

BE UP TO DATE.

GET YOUR BUSINESS AND DRESS

SU ITS MADE TO MEASURE AT LOWEST

CASH PRICES AT

J gTBW A RT & gO N,
*

The’ TAILORS,

101 Karangahape Road.

Ladies will do well to inspect our winter
material. Style an 1 Eit guaranteed.

-JpREE.
What words are these ?

B*A*T*F*L M ‘ O • I L * * D.

We will present to every person solving the
above Puzzle one of our Splendid SILVER
WATCHES, Lady’s or Gent’s having Solid
Silver Cases, Jewelled Movements, and are
ReliableTimekeepers. List Price, 50s.

Send your answer at once, with a stamped
addressed envelope, to know if you have won

the Prize. Ifso.and you purchase one of our

SOLID SILVER CHAINS to wear with the
Prize Watch, they will besent, securely packed,
free by registered post. Address the Manager,
THE GLOBE WATCH COMPANY, LTD.,
105, Pitt Street, Sydney.

SOME TESTIMONIALS.

Newlands, Waiuku, N.Z., Mar. 26th, 1898.

Dear Sir.—l received Watch and Chain in

good condition,and am obliged. The watchis

working splendidly.—Yours truly, L. N. West.
The Globe WatchCo.. 105, PittSt., Sydney.

Kent Farm, Port Albert, Auckland, N.Z.
March 9th, 1898.

Sirs,—I received the Gent’s Silver Watch and
Chain quite safe. My son is delighted with it.
I enclose remittance for Lady’s Gold Watch
and Chain ; if it gives as much satisfaction as

the silver one, we shall be very pleased to re-
commend yourfirm.—Yours respectfuly, Mary

H. Booth.
The Globe WatchCo., 105, Pitt St. Sydney.

JOSEPH TYNDALL

DENTIST,

Kstab irihed in Auck- Q X Pitt Cfnout
land 30years and in 11LL Oil Uul

London 5 years. Opposite Vincent-stroet

Good Vulcanite Upper or Lower Sets
of Teeth £1 15 0

Stopping 0 2 6

„
Gold Amalgam 0 5 0

Extraction* 0 10

NO PRETENCE NO PRETENCE!

A Single Tooth, ss.

Other Dcnlists* Work Refitted and Repaired.

TEN PUDDINGS
be made out of ONE pound of good Corn

Flour. THE BEST CORN FLOUR—-

BROWN & POLSON’S
PATENT BRAND—

Is a trifle dearer than ordinary Corn Flour,
but the difference in price cannotlie noticed
when divided over ten puddings. The

superiority in flavour and quality can l>e
distinguished at once. Brown & Polson
have l>een making aspecialty of Corn Flour
for nearly 40 years. They guarantee what
they sell. See that your grocer does not
substitute some other make. Many articles
are now offered ns Corn Flour, usually
without the maker’s name, and sometimes
liearing the name of the dealer instead,
which can only bring discredit on the good
name of Corn Flour.

A BEAUTIFUL COMPLEXION.

Apply Sulpholinc Lotion. It drives
away pimples, blotches, roughness, redness,
and all disfigurements. Sulpholinc dev-
elops a lovely skin. Is liottlcs. Mode in
Lcn lon. —Advt.
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