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TOPICS OF THE WEEK

WHICH IS WHICH?

CERTAIN persons, not the friends

of the present administration,
are endeavouring to make capital out

of the Governor’s trip North at the

expense of the Premier. It is de-

clared that throughout the North the

people are in a complete state of mys-
tification yet as to whose tour it was—-

the Governor’s or Mr Seddon's. The

great question which is represented
as agitating the district now is not the

roadless condition of the province, nor

the Austrian trouble, but the question
whether Mr Seddon came in Lord Ran-

furly’s train, or Lord Ranfurly came

in the Premier's. We, of course, who

know the circumstances of the visit

can settle the point at once; but the

people in the far North, not being so

fully advised as ourselves, may be

pardoned for entertaining doubts on

the matter. You see they were largely

'Yu.xde picture . Fi'not +tie governor.

at the mercy of superficial appear-

ances, and the Premier having the

advantage over His Excellency in the

magnitude of his displacement, he was

apt to catch the public eye first and
receive its first homage. In a crowd
the big man has always the best

chance of attracting notice, and Mr

Seddon was no exception to the rule.

Then, in additionto being a big man,
a certain big mannerhe has about him

tends to coiivey the impression that
he owns a mortgage over half the

colony at least. I can easily imagine
that there were occasions on that tour
when the spectators forgot which of
the two—the Governor or the Premier

—they had come to honour, and in

these instances their kowtows must
have often been paid to the wrong
party. Put I will not believe, as an

unkind rumour has declared, that Mr
Seddon encouraged the mistake and

endeavoured to run the whole show,
as if he were the lion and His Excel-

lency merely his agent.

ABOUT TESTIMONIALS, PETITIONS

AND REFERENCES.!

Ml, SOLOMON of the Dunedin City
Council reveals his relationship to

the weary King Ecclesiast by his wis-

dom as well as by his name. That re-

mark of his on the value of petitions
is as pregnant with truth as any of
his great ancestor’s proverbs. ‘I have

no doubt,’ said Mr Solomon, address-

ing his fellow councillors, ‘that you
would get plenty of people to make
Mr Wilson, our acting town clerk.
Emperor of Russia, provided the. per-
sons signing the petition had nothing
to pay.' It is one of the most remark-
able of everyday anomalies that peti-
tions which cost, so little to construct,
should seem to be. and lie too. such

potent instruments. Yet we each of
us are parties to the contradiction.
A man comes to you with a petition to
have. say. the street lamp removed

from opposite hisneighliour’s door and

placed so as to light the approach to

his domicile. The matter is one in

which you neither have nor feel the

least concern, but for peace’s or ]>olite-
ness' sake you put your signature to

the document. A few hundred others

do the same, who have as little inter-

est in or knowledge of the lamp ques-
tion as you. Then the petition as-

sumes a new importance in your eyes
when you see it, grimy with the touch

of a thousand dirty fingers it may be,
but rich in its endorsement of names.

Then you, who passed it by as of no

value, suddenly realise its potency,
and come under the spell of it. The

lamp question becomes a national

question, and your whole sense of jus-
tice rises in defence of the poor man

who prays that it may be removed

opposite his door. Testimonials and

references generally belong to much

the same category as these petitions.
For the most part they are manu-

factured under the shoddiest of con-

ditions, and we all know it. The man

with ‘the highest testimonials’ and the

maid with the ‘first-class references’

never prove the immaculate crea-

tures they are represented to be on

paper. And if you think a little how

these same references and testimon-

ials are obtained, you are not so sur-

prised. 1 take it that most of us who

have reached years of discretion have

been inveigled by our own good
nature or stupidity, or the cunning of

those who asked our good word, into

the indiscretion of signing testimon-

ials and giving references to those

who we were well aware did not de-

serve them. One would naturally sup-

pose that after bearing written testi-

mony to the competency of the clerk
whom we knew to be thoroughly in-

competent, and implying that the ser-

vant who smashed our best set of

china, stole the cold roast, and smelt

of pepperminted whiskey of an even-

ing, was a perfect treasure—one

would certainly have supposed that

after that we would look askance at

these documents. But Providence ap-

parently punishes us for our dishon-
esty bv ?naking us blind, and we be-

come the dupes of a system we have

helped to establish.

OUR TRIP TO PARIS.

IN all probability no New Zealander

who can command a hundred

pounds and a six months’ holiday need

deny himself the pleasure of seeing
the great Paris Exhibition. There is

talk of a syndicate here chartering a

large steamer, capable of accommoda-

ting 2,000 passengers, and taking them

all to the gay capital. The cost of the

trip will be about £75, and the time

occupied half a year. I’aris, of course,
will be the goal, but it is proposed
that the details of the voyage and the
places to be called at will be deter-
mined largely by the wishes of the

majority of the happy two thousand.

Such a trip presents a most delightful
prospect at a first glance, and the feel-

ing of most people who have the spare
time and cash is to send in their appli-
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cation for a berth at once. To wan-

der the wide world over with nineteen
hundred and ninety-nine compatriots,
with similar associations to one’s own,

to whom you can in your mother’s

tongue confide your impressions with

some certainty that they will be un-

derstood and sympathised with, is a

sort of thing one does not often get a

chance of. How comforting it will be

as you tread the bright boulevards, or

sip your wine under the cafe awning
to feel that there are in Paris at least

nineteen hundred and ninety-nine
persons to whom you can turn and re-

mark, ‘1 say, old man, isn’t this just
like Palmerston North?’ or ‘Doesn’t
this remind you of Auckland at Exhi-
bition time?’ or ‘We hail better whisky
at Dunedin.’ It is really surprising
how much the possibility of exchang-
ing such simple little confidences adds

to the enjoyment of travel. It seems a
small matter, no doubt; but unless

you have actually experienced it you
can’t imagine the awful sense of lone-
liness that comes over the voyager in
a strange city with not a soul to whom
he can turn and say, ‘lsn’t this nice?’
or ‘lsn’t that beautiful?’ If you are

one of the New Zealand contingent
you can’t possibly be lonely even in

Paris, that’s certain. Yon are sure to
be stumbling across one of the two

thousand wherever you go, and of hav-

ing the satisfaction of hearing a gen-
uine Australasian coey and your name

called aloud above the miserable poly-
glot murmur that surrounds you.
There is another side to the picture
which I have not touched on. The
scheme has its unpleasant possibilities.
We have assumed that the members of
the company are all to be on the best
terms with one another from the. be-

ginning to the end of the voyage; but
the experience of sea voyages gener-
ally does not altogether warrant that
beautiful prospect of brotherly amity.
Instead of every passenger ’ making
nineteen hundred and ninety-nine
friends, it is conceivable that he or
she contrives to make the same num-
ber of enemies, and then see what a

nice kettle of fish that ship would

present. As the proposal now stands,
the door is left wide open for dis-

putes by that arrangement which
leaves it to the passengers to decide
among themselves what ports they
shall call at. Now, can we expect
unanimity on the question of route?
Of course, some people will wish to
see the pyramids, but others with
Biblical tastes will prefer Jerusalem,
and still others with other objects will
wish the pyramids and Jerusalem
parties at Jericho. As the steamer
cannot be divided into parts so that

everyone
_

can pursue the route that
pleases his fancy, there are bound to
be disappointments and jealousies,
and quarrels, and it. would not sur-

prise me if when the party reached
I’aris no one was on speaking terms
with his neighbour, but passed him
with contemptuous sniff and upturned
nose even in the Place de la Concorde.

OUR BRAHMAN CASTE.

THE Railway Department has is-
sued a new regulation prohibit-

ing guards on trains from demanding
tickets from those travelling in Min-
isterial compartments. According to

one rumour this instruction has had
its origin in the disrespectful treat-
ment accorded to one of the Cabinet

by a conscientious guard who failed

to recognise the august gentleman.
None of the members of the Ministry,
other than Mr Seddon and Mr Mc-

Kenzie, possesses such a striking
personality that he would be known
wherever he goes; and a railway
guard who has much more important
matters to think of than politics and

politicians, and does not carry a men-

tal photograph of each Minister with

him, may be pardoned for not at once

discerning in some common-place in-
dividual the Minister for this or the
Minister for that. Especially if the

gentleman is travelling in some dis-
trict remote from his constituency
is it easily seen how he might pas's
unrecognised. It is the most natu-
ral thing in the world, and the guards
are surely not to blame. But, on the
other hand, it will readily be con-

ceded that to a Minister keenly alive

to his own importance it must be not

a little galling to be taken for a mere

common citizen, and asked to show
his ticket or vacate the carriage by a

beastly official. If, as the story goes,
something of this kind happened to
the Minister of Justice, and when he
was travelling with a number of

ladies, too, 1 don't wonder his indig-
nant soul revolted at the indignity he

was subjected to, and that he moved
the Department to issue the new

ediet. Quite apart from any exag-
gerated view he may naturally take
of the matter, I cannot but think the
precaution now adopted is justifiable.

The only SAFE AND SURE
REMEDY for HEADACHE is

BISHOP’S

CITRATE OHJAFFEINE.
A Bookieton HEADACHE will be went Free

on Application to our Australian depot. (S6.
O’CONNELL-ST., SYDNEY, N.S.W.
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NZ. GRAPHIC

STORY COMPETITION PRIZES

1899.

First Prize £7 10 0

Second Prize £5 0 0

Third Prize £3 0 0

Fourth Prize £2 0 0

Fifth Prize £1 0 o

The Stories MUST NOT be less than

4,000 nor more than 5,000 words in length,

and free from anything unsuitable for

all classes of readers. It will be seen by

Rule 5 that the broadest scope is allow-

ed. So that the scene of the story is

laid in New Zealand, the choice of sub-

ject is unlimited.

NOTICE IO AUTHORS.

1. A motto instead of the writer’s

name must be written under the title of
the story. The author’s real name must

dressed to the editor, and all such words
be enclosed in a separate envelope ad-

dressed to the editor, and all such en-

velopes must have the motto and words

Story Competition’ on the top left corner.
This envelope must not be placed in the

MS. packet, but MUST BE POSTED
SEPARATELY. It must also contain a

declaration that the work is original
and entirely the sender’s own.

2. Every MS. must be prepaid, and if

left open at both ends will be carried at

book rates. It must be addressed ‘Editor
NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC, Shortland-
str< rt,’ AND OUTSIDE THE WRAP-
PER. ABOVE THE ADDRESS. MUST
BE CLEARLY INSCRIBED THE MOT-

TO MENTIONED IN RULE 1.

3. Any competitor who may desire to
have his MS. returned in the event of it
not being successful must clearly state
his wish in a note attached to the above
declaration, and must also enclose
stamps for return postage. When such
a desire is not expressed, the MS. will
become the property of the GRAPHIC.

k All contributions must reach the
office before May 16, 1899.

5. Choice* of subjects rests with the
writer, BUT THE SCENE MUST BE

LAID IN NEW ZEALAND AND BB
DE SPECIAL INTEREST TO NEW
ZEALANDERS. It may deal with any
subject, natural, supernatural. love,
heroism, adventure, life on the gumtields,
goljJ mines, or country, search for trea-
sure, fighting, or peace; in fact, any-

thing bright and interesting, and free
from anything unsuitable for family
reading.

6. Write clearly on one side of the

paper only.

7. Writers who fail to comply with the

above simple rules and conditions will

be rigorously disqualified.
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We cannot afford to have the dignity
of the Cabinet trifled with; there’s

hardly enough of it for that. Some

arrangement was necessary in order

to prevent these painful mistakes

arising. But the Department must

be careful not to go too far in the

other direction. If the Ministerial

carriage in a train is to be regarded
as a sort of Holy of Holies, into which

no guard will dare to intrude, the

observance of such excessive privacy
must give rise, in this democratic

country, to suspicion and distrust.

We will naturally ask why this care-

ful hedging about with secrecy of

those who, after all, are only men

like ourselves? And these privileged
individuals themselves will not be

mortal if they do not wax in pride
and arrogance under such favoured

conditions, until they come at length

"

Itmajt be nofa little galling* to be taken

{or a. mere prolate citizen .

to regard themselves as a sort of

high-class Brahmans in our colony.
The faet that the edict apparently
applies to all travelling in Ministerial

compartments will only increase the
suspicion attaching to these carri-

ages. It will at once be inferred that

the Minister is smuggling any num-

ber of his friends and supporters
through from station to station, free,
gratis and for nothing; and if the

guard is not allowed to interfere that

is precisely what he will be able to

do. One can fancy, under these cir-

cumstances, what a strange appear-
ance these special vehicles may pre-
sent towards election times. I think

I see ‘the bird-cage’ filled like a sort

of human menagerie with all sorts

and conditions of voters, peering
through the lattice-work, and highly
delighted with their free ride.

ARMS AND THE WOMAN I SING.

THERE are many clear signs that

manliness among women, quite
other than the undesirable kind that

likes to see itself in male attire, or hear

itself inaggressive and assertive speech
is increasing. What might be called

a striking proof of this is the number

of women who have voluntarily taken

up rifle shooting of late. At the re-

cent meeting of the New Zealand

Rifle Association at Wanganui, and

later onSaturday last at the Auckland
Rifle Association’s Meeting, there was

a fair gathering of female shootists.
and they manipulated their weapons
with a business-like coolness and pre-
cision that many men might envy.

We have all been brought up in the

belief that there is no greater anti-

thesis than a woman and a gun. Has

not her alleged repugnance to tire

arms in any shape or form, formed the

foundation for a large part of the

world’s humour ever since guns and

gunpowder were known in Europe.
The almost universal belief has been

that, she did not know how to load

the weapon, how to hold it. or how to

fire it but especially how to fire it;
and the idea was until recently pretty

correct. But that remarkable fact of

modern times, the evolution of femin-

ine nerve, is quite altering the posi-

tion. See with what calmness the

woman of to-day takes up the deadly

tube from which her grandmother
would have shrunk as from a viper.
Mark the deft way in which she slips
Hie cartridge into its place, shuts the

breach and brings the arm up to her

shoulder. Look along the glistening
barrel now from the other end if you
have the nerve, and see the clear,

steady little, eye that meets you while

its companion is knowingly closed.
And when the little finger pulls the

trigger, if you care to remain where

you are, you will see that the little

open eye never winks, and the firm

little shoulder takes the kick of the

gun like a rock. When a woman- can

fire a gun like that—and scores of

them can do it—it is rather out of

date to speak pityingly of weak

nervous women. It’s about time

rather to speak of women soldiers, or

at. least women volunteers. Why, if

we have lady shootists at the Rifle
Association’s Meeting, can't we have a

corps of lady volunteers?

MR MCKENZIE'S RETURN.

IN these days of rampant Imperial-
ism every colonial ‘statesman’

looks forward to his visit to the Old

Country just as a successful Roman

general looked forward to his trium-

phal entry into the Eternal City:
Until he has enjoyed it, it glitters in

his mind's eye as the goal of his am-

bition. He thinks of it by day and

he dreams of it by night, and ever

and anon pictures himself the observ-

ed of all observers, and the hero of

the hour in London social and poli-
tical circles. The realisation of the

dream is of course pretty sure to be

something of a disappointment. No

colonial satesman was ever made so

much of when he got Home, as doubt-

less he implicitly believed he would

be. Even Mr Seddon did not take up
so much room in the world's metro-

polis as he probably expected to do.

But the colonial ‘statesman’ who has

not been Home is not in the least

likely to be discouraged or bereft of

confidence because of these facts.

Whatever may have been the experi-
ence of others, he cannot conceive

that his great gifts and services to

the Empire will not meet with the

recognition he believes they deserve.

Our Minister of Lands, who is about

to take a trip to the Old Country, is

a modest sort of man after a fashion,
but I warrant you if you could see

into his mind and behold the mar-

vellous pictures he has drawn and

painted of his return to his native

The MeK e*»*<e’ return "film nafiV* land.

land you would be fairly astonished

at his wealth of fancy and artistic

powers. 1 think I see that marvel-

lous diorama of the McKenzie’s royal
progress unrolling itself through his

brain to appropriate music. There,
ladies and gentlemen, you see the

familiar figure following in the foot-

steps of the great Seddonian triumph.
London and the provinces rise with

one accord to welcome the great man

and the discriminating multitude de-

clare that ‘a greater than Seddon is

here.’ It is when Mr McKenzie ap-
proaches his native place, however,

that the pictures wax in magnifi-
cence, and the calcium light is turned

on full. Forty years ago there left

that little Ross-sbire village the shep-
herd laddie, no doubt affectionately
styled ‘oor Jock,' who now returns

Minister of Lands of New Zealand,

lip to that point I think I can pretty
correctly give you an idea of Mr

McKenzie's mental diorama. But

there my imagination falters. In
what guise the hero means to re-en-

ter the home of his fathers, and what

will Ih> the reception he looks to re-

ceive, are matters on which my want

of local knowledge ami my ignorance
of the inner workings of that great
mind make it. impossible for me to

speak. Perhaps he will elect to roll

down the familiar high-street in n

coach-and-six, in all the glory of a

frock coat and silk hat. Or will he

regard these habiliments as inappro-
priate to the occasion, and dotting
them behind some convenient dyke
or furze bush reappear before the

eyes of his admiring crowd in kilt

tend plaidie. However he presents
himself, that will be the crowning
triumph of his career and no mistake.
Before that superlative moment all
other erises in his life will seem

small and trivial. You don't know

human nature if you think it could

be otherwise. Thoughout all the toil
and turmoil of these forty years he
has been here he has had that hour
in view. On it has been focussed all
his sincerest thoughts and most cher-
ished ambitions; and it may be doub-

ted whether he would rather have the

Crown of England, were it offered to

him, if in return he had to forego
that blessed consummation of his

waking and sleeping visions.

ANSWERS TO

CORRESPONDENTS.

Notice to Contributors.—Any letters or MSS.

received by the Editor of the “Now Zealand

Graphic” will be immediately acknowledged
in this column.

•Junior.’—l cannot find anywhere
an authoritative account of the exact

meaning and privileges attaching to

the ‘Presentation of the Freedom of

the City.’ It is of course an honour,

the highest honour which a munici-

pality can bestow. I remember read-

ing in a magazine some years ago
that the Freedom of the City of Lon-

don entitled the holder to enter the
Tower of London, the Mansion

House, and the Guild Hall at any
hour of the day or night. Whatever

privileges the ‘Freedom of the City’
may have bestowed in the middle

ages, it is safe to say they are now

obsolete, and the honour is an honour

pure and simple. The ‘Freedom’ is

conferred by means of a very ornate

document on vellum, and is always
enclosed in a very costly casket of

gold and silver of exquisite design.
You will perhaps have seen pictures
of these in the ‘London Illustrated
after a ‘presentation.’ It is a curious

faet that there is no information on

the point in the Encyclopedia Britan-

nica. I have told you all I know my-
self. Perhaps some erudite reader

can enlighten us both.

‘Statuette.’ —I am used to requests
for odd things, but never before have

1 been asked about skin coloured

tights. I doubt your getting them

locally, but you might write to 1 .
Dix, Auckland Amateur Opera Club.

They may have some in their ward-

robe. If not. you might apply by
letter to the costumier at the Prin-

cess Theatre, Melbourne, who will, 1

am sure, put you on the right track.

You will have to send measurements

in any case I presume.
‘Gaiety Girl.’—l. Yes; moles are

subject to other treatment in skilled

hands. 2. Fairy Bell belts are not

procurable here, but abdominal belts

to fit the figure may be had at leading
chemists, such as Aickin's, Queen-
street. 3. Hair Wash: the most re-

cent is Jaborandi Wash; Sir Erasmus

Wilson's, if made with Cantbarides,
is admirable.

‘Wanting Situations' (Dinkey). —

You and your sister ought to get ex-

cellent posts, one as parlourmaid, the

other as cook-housekeeper, in high-
class families. The best thing for

you to do is to advertise that two

ladies, thoroughly sensible, and so

forth, want such situations. You will

find the work quite light and agree-

able, and if you could get a friend to

go as housemaid and divide the work

between you three you might do very
well indeed. Try an advertisement

iu the daily papers.

‘Giver.’—Most people enclose a card

with a. present, writing on it, above
the mime, ‘With best wishes,' or some

such expression. It is not my pro-
vince to recommend shops. Person-
ally I like what is pretty and artis-

tic more than what is costly or simp-
ly fashionable. If I can I will write

you a private letter.

‘Shamrock.’—Yours is rather a diffi-

cult position. I should advise you to

have your name printed below your
mother’s on her visiting card in the

usual way, for everyday life. Then,

get some blank cards and write your

name and address on them, to use

when calling on those friends whom

your mother does not know. For a

girl to have her own visiting card en-

tirely separate from her mother's

gives the impression of a staid, mid-

dle-aged woman. One should reap
the advantage of being ‘sweet and

twenty.’

‘Gretchen.’—A hundred pounds is
rather too small a sum to allow for

the four rooms; perhaps if you add

another fifty your ideas of the fur-

nishing might lie carried out. A very

good plan is tb calculate what you
can afford for each room; as. for in-

stance, say fifty pounds for the draw-

ing-room (or monl of a sitting I
should think you would have it), then
forty pounds for the dining-room,
twenty for each of the two bedrooms,
leaving’ a margin of twenty pounds
for oddments, which always run

away with a round sum.

‘ ‘K. O’H. M.,— If the coster verses

are, as I understand from you, origi-
nal. and the work of a little Auck-

lander not eleven years of age, then

1 van conscientiously say you have

great reason to be very proud of your
little friend. Not only is the versi-

fication good, but the poetic sentiment

is admirable and admirably expressed.
I f you had sent me your address t
should have replied at greater length
in a note.

JUST A MINUTE PLEASE.

Tired men. whether suffering from

physical or mental fatigue, delicate

women, growing girls and little chil-

dren find Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa a

unique beverage of inestimable bene-

fit. The nauseous drugs and dis-

agreeable medicines associated with

ill-health are, in Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa.
replaced by something which is pleas-
ant and nice, with a distinctive fla-

vouring of its own which will appeal
to the fastidious and over-nice palate
of the invalid, and its soothing effect

renders it an ideal ‘Pick-me-up.’
Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa. by taking the

place of stimulants of an ardent na-

ture, has made happy many a home

which otherwise to-day would have

been wretched, and the ultimate

effects of which it is impossible to

foresee. For breakfast, dinner, sup-

per—indeed, at any hour of the

twenty-four — Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa

will be found light and refreshing; it

loads the way among all beverages,
and nothing can equal it.

The unique vitalising and restora-

tive powers of Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Cocoa

are being recognised to an extent

hitherto unknown in the history of

any preparation. Merit, and merit

alone, is what is claimed for Dr. Tib-

bles’ Vi-Coeoa, and the proprietors are

prepared to send to any reader who

names the ‘N.Z. Graphic’ (a p istcnrd
will do) a dainty sample tin of Dr.

Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa free and post-paid.
Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa, in BJd packets

and 1/1 and 2/2 tins, can be obtained

from all Chemists. Grocers and Stores,
or from Dr. Tibbles’ Vi-Coeoa. Limit-

ed. 269 George-street, Sydney.

HOW to PRESERVE the EYESIGHT.
We send this little bookon application.

It tills of a remedy with 300 YEARS

REPUTATION,
SINGLETON'S EYE OINTMENT

cures all eye disorders, and nothing better

can
be applied. Get a GenuinePot from any

Chemist, or wholesale of SHAKLANL)
& Co., Ld., Aucklandand Wellington.

OC»N QUEEN
pg. SERGES

OF PRINCIPAL DRAPERS.

'' “OOSAN QUEEN” STAMPED ON EVERY YARD.
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"Easter Tidings,"
All dewy-sweet a rose tree stood,

With roses sprinkled over;

And ip the meadow, by a wood,

Were daffodils and clover

And yonder by the ferny fells

. A happy lark was singing,
/nd far across the dewy dells

The Easter Bells were ringing.

And while alope I went my way,

By variant down and dingle,
I heard the bells on Easter Day,

Harmonious measures mingle.

Blest Easter Bells! ring sweet and clear,
Our melancholy stealing ;

Bripg tidipgs best of love and cheer

And gladness ip your pealing.

Bring joy serene to bless her way,

Afar your music flingipg ;
Bring peace to her this Easter Day

Melodiously ringing.
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An Easter Proposal;
Or, RATHER, TWO OF THEM.

She wasn't worth having, anyway!
Not worth having, anyway!’

That was the way I mused that
afternoon as I walked down the street
after seeing her, and that is still my
way of thinking.

(lad, but it’s a pretty good joke all
round.

About two days before that* day I

happened to drop in on poor Bifkins.
Poor, because he is possessed of such a

name as Bifkins; because he hasn’t
even the average stock of everyday
brains, and, furthermore, because he
is a good natured. cheerful sort of an

idiot all round. Easy to impose upon,
and gullible as the day is long.

When 1 found Bifkins he was in an

awful state, and as he welcomed me

there was almost tears of joy in his

‘Of all the men I know,’ was his un-

usually enthusiastic greeting, ‘there’s
not one I’m gladder to see.’

And with that he rolled his easiest
chair around for me, and, after mak-

ing me as comfortable as possible,
unfolded, with excitement ill sup-
pressed; the reason for his ungodly
joy at seeing me.

‘Say!’ said he, coming right to the

point, as all born idiots do, ‘I want to

propose to the loveliest girl—Oh. well,
1 don’t suppose you want to hear all
about her—but I want to propose to
her just the same, and I don’t dare

go and ask her outright, so I want to
do it by mail; and, by Jove, 1 don’t
know what to say. Say. isn’t writ-

ing a proposal blazes, eh? I’ve torn

up about two reams of paper already.

and I was just almut to give her up.
when you came in. You'll help me.

won't you?'
’By gad!' I chuckled softly to my-

self. Here was a chance for a lark.
Poor Bifkins was so confiding he’d do

almost anything a fellow sugges-
ted. and I knew he would.

I'd written a letter of proposal that
afternoon myself to Miss Helen (lold-

rox, and 1 knew the task was no easy
one; but then imagine poor Bifkins

wanting to do the same tiling to some

other fair maid.

‘Who is she, Bifkins?' 1 asked, cyn-
ically.

‘Well,’ said Bifkins. after thinking
a minute, ‘l’d rather not tell her name,

in ease she won't have me. But say.
old chap, that's no reason for you not
to help me with the letter, is it?" and

he looked at me pleadingly.
'Oh, not at all, not at all,' I replied.

cheerfully; in fact, on second thought,
I considered that I'd rather not know,

for it might be some nice girl I knew,

and that would deter me from helping
Bifkins write the kind of letter I had

in mind.

‘Thanks,’ was all he could say.
‘You don’t know how good you are.’

‘Oh, don’t I, though?' I replied; and

then thought to myself 1 might prove
too good.

‘All right then.' said he, ‘let’s get
right at it.’

I walked about with my hands in

my pockets for a few moments while

he watched me. when I said:

‘You'd better write as I dictate.’

‘Just the thing,' he replied, and sat

down all ready to go ahead.

‘You love her an awful lot, do you?’
I asked before going ahead.

‘Oh, heaps!' he replied.
‘And she—er—cares for you?’
‘I think so. Er—l’m quite sure of

it!" he replied.
‘All right, thought I to myself, this

will be the test of it. Then I began
thinking. My darling, thought 1; no

that would be too tame. My Dearest

Darling; yes that would be more like

it I thought, so I quietly chuckled to

myself, and began.
‘My Dearest Darling!'
‘Oh, say. isn't that putting it a

trifle strong for a proposal?' inquired
Bifkins turning round.

‘Oh, no." said 1, carelessly. ‘The

usual thing.'
‘Well, you ought to know, you’ve

proposed and been refused so often.’

he remarked, laughing loud at his

own conceit.

I said nothing, but if 1 had any

compunctions before, they were now

all removed, so I went on, and Bif-

kins wrote:

‘My Dearest Darling: —

‘Ever since 1 first beheld your sweet,

angelic face, your—(Blue eyes, Bif-
kins? 1 thought so) —your laughing,
sky blue eyes, and tresses golden
(Of course she has red hair Bifkins?
You say golden will do? Aha!) —

your tresses, golden as the sunlight
on a stunning' summer's day. I have

thought of nothing else, of nothing,
nothing else, but you.

‘Dearest darling. I feel for you the

tender, loving-, sacrificing passion that
Romeo felt for his own Juliet, ami
there is nothing I would not do to

have you let me call you my own

owniest darling.

•Believe me I wotdd even live in
Howick if you so desired it.—(‘Oh
yes,’ I here assured Bifkins, ‘that's all
right!')—So you will see. darling, that

my devotion knows no measure, but
is boundless as the rippling, heaving
summer sea where first 1 met you—-
(You say you didn't first meet her at
the seashore? No? Oh, well, that
doesn’t matter. It sounds nice, and

they never know!) —where first 1 met
you.

‘The Lord saith in Genesis, darling,
t is not good for man to be. alone,'
id He ought to know.

‘Darling, you don't know how it

makes my heart beat when I think of

your lovely azure orbs, resembling
the sunny skies of Italy whereof the

poets love to rhapsodise, but which

I have never seen; and of those silky,
waving, rippling tresses that form

your crowning glory; for never was

there woman wore such a crown as

t bine.

‘Let me call you mine, dearest dar-

ling: let me call you mine.

For know you, as Dante had his
Beatrice so have 1 you; you whom

I wish to cal! my very own.

‘Write soon; and believe me, dear-
est darling.

Yours forever and ever,
‘( H.OLMONDY BIFKINS’

When t had completed dictating
tins ludicrous, gushing' epistle. I
could hardly refrain from laughing
aloud, and naturally thought how dif-
ferent it was to the nice, sensible one

1 had despatch,u io Miss Helen (ioh!

rox that afternoon wherein 1 had po-
litely added that I would call for

my answer in a couple of days—on

the following Sunday in fact, Easter

Sunday.

Bifkins looked the whole thing over,
and then looking up at me dubiously,
asked:

‘Say, old fellow, do you think th s

is all right? Isn't it just—er just a

tri tie—er—st rung?'
It was all I could do to keep from

laughing' at him, poor chap, but I re-

strained myself, and said in an in-

jured tone.

‘That's the usual thanks a fellow

generally gtts for helping a friend
out.'

‘Oh. «ny, old chap. I didn't mean

that.' be said apologising profusely.
‘Of course, it's all right, if you say so’

this even more dubiously.
‘Of course it is," I answered gayly;

and tho.i 1 staved until I saw him

put it in an envelope and send it out

to be posted.
(lad, but it was a great lark, 1

thought as 1 strolled home afterward,
and what a joke it would be to tell
the other fellows when I next saw

them; for, to tell the truth, it was

too funny to keep.
I have to laugh as 1 think of it.

even now.

Somehow or other, however, I didn't

happen to fall in with any of the fel-
lows for the next couple of days, and

when Easter Sunday came 1 spruced
myself up to wait upon the sweet anil

wealthy Helen, to whom I thought,
after I had been accepted. 1 might
tell the farce, and. as she always ex

eeedingly enjoyed a. joke, after she
had playfully chided me for being so
cruel. I w-as quite sure to have"her
join me in a hearty laugh at poor Hit
kins' expense.

I made my way to the Goldrox man
sion, and being admitted, waited in
the parlour several minutes for Helen
to come down. Having to wait w.is

unquestionably a good sign, though.
I; girls always like to put a few
finishing touches on their toilette be
fore thej come do an to meet their
lutitre husbands, .md I was rather
glad she made me wait.

When she did come dow n she didn't
act just as I'd hoped she would: that
is. she didn't come nestling into mv
arms or anything of that sort. Bill
then, thought I. Helen always was a
sensible sort of girl, and wasn't verv

apt to do that sort ol thing. So we
just shook ha nils, amt I sat dow n on
the sofa, but instead of joining' m •
llelein.tyok a seat in one of the chairs
that stood quite near to the sofa, but
vet not near enough to be comfort
able.

I confess I was slightly embarrassed
lor a moment, but, recovering' mi

self-command, I softly whispered:
‘Helen ’"ve come in person to urge

what I asked in my letter of proposal,
and honestly, sincerely trust that you
care sui!i< lent ly for me to trust your
future happiness in my hands.'

I know this reads cold, but I said it

sincerely, fervently.
Helen didn't speak for nearly a.

minute, when, sinking her voice she
said: 'Believe me, Mr lliirdiip, I am

equally sincerely sorry, and I should
have written you. only I didn't know
how to put it, but the very next day
after your proposal. I received anotli
er. so passionate, so flattering, so—-

I’VE TORN UP ABOUT TWO REAMS OF PAPER ALREADY.

AN EASTER BELLE. “WHICH SHALL I TAKE?”
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oh. so beautiful!’—and gad but her

eyes lit up—“that, though I have al-

ways had a most friendly regard for

you, I could not resist the gentle-
man who wrote the other proposal's
passionate, beautiful pleading, and I
wrote him a letter accepting him by
the return mail. I l hope 1 haven't
hurt you. ami I'm awfully, awfully

sorry, but. then, there are any num-

lar of other really nice girls, and-

iind’ and then no doubt fearing she
might put her foot in it. Helen said

no more.

I sat half dazed hr a moment, and

t.ien 1 summoned up enough courage

to murmur. “May I ask the gentle-
man's name?'

•Y es.' she answered, timidly, ‘it’s

Mr Bifkins.’

I was almost teni| ted to burst on.

laughing; I thought it must be a

joke, lint instead I merely murmur-

ed. “And do you care so much for

lii m?'

•Well, candidly,' she replied. 'I

hadn't thought much about him be-

fore before I received his proposal,
but nlieii I read that, so fiery, so

kind, so full of burning admiration,

ms eyes seemed to open and read my

heart aright, and in the—the —en-

thusiasm and fervour of the moment

I sent him my reply.’
After that I didn't stay to hear

much more, and as I went down the

limit stairs I didn't know whether I
ought to laugh or feel sorry.

But as I went up the street, and

the recollection of that ludicrous let-

ter filled with the imbecile gush, and

fa ice comedy heroics that I had dic-

tated for Bifkins came back to me.

and I came to consider that Helen

(.< li’ircx had taken the Laura Jea.i

l.ibbyian sentiments as serious, and

in good part, 1 comd not help but

muse that, she wasn’t worth having

anyway. Nope! Not worth having,

anyway.
1 managi d to avoid Bifkins for a

time, but al last he found me out.

and insisted on wringing my hand and

calling me his benefactor, his best

friend, and a lot of other names, en-

joining me, as 1 hoped for a place in

heaven, never to mention the circum-

stance of my dictating the letter to

any one.

Needless to say 1 never have until

now.

1 derive no end of comfort from

looking over the comic papers at the

parallel pictures of tin, woes of the

man who won the girl, and the joys
>f him who had rejected, and remain-

ed a bachelor.

At all events it is still my firm con-

viction, that she wasn’t worth having,
anyway!

THE KORERO ON THE GOVERNMENT HOUSE LAWN. THE GOVERNOR’S PARTY.

THE PROBABLE CAUSE.
Husband: ‘Why are you so angry

at the doctor?’
Wife: ‘When 1 told him I had a ter-

rible tired feeling, he told me to show’

him my tongue.’

THE MOHAMMEDAN EASTER.

Bairam is the name of the Moham-

medan Easter. It follows Ramadan,

which corresponds to Lent, and lasts

three days. During this time visits

are exchanged and presents made in

inueh the same spirit as that which

characterises our Christmas. At Con-

stantinople the streets are thronged

and bands of music parade day and

night. The decorations of the boats

in the Bosphorus are striking and

beautiful. The Sultan celebrates the

day by worshipping in the mosque,

after which he gives an informal re-

ception to his friends in the palace
of Dolma-baktche. During this recep-

tion the Sultan occupies a throne of

great splendour placed in the midst

of the vast and beautifully decorated

audience hall.

MEETING OF KING MAHUTA AND THE GOVERNOR IN AUCKLAND.

THE GROUP AT GOVERNMENT HOUSE.
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THE KORERO ON THE GOVERNMENT HOUSE LAWN. THE KING’S PARTY.

OBSERVANCE OF EASTER.

THE DISCREPANCY IN COMPUT-
ING THE DATE.

‘The observance of Easter dates

back to about the year 68, at which

time there was much contention
among the Eastern and Western

churches as to what day the festival

should be observed. It was finally
ordained at the Council of Nice in

the year 325 that it must be observed

throughout the Christian world on

the same day. This decision, says
the ‘Ladies’ Home Journal,' settled

that Easter should be kept upon the

Sunday first after the fourteenth day
of the first Jewish month, but no

general conclusion was arrived at as

to the cycle by which the festival was

to be regulated, and some churches
adopted one rule and some another.

This diversity of usage was put an

end to, and the Roman ride making
Easter the first Sunday after the

fourteenth day of the calendar moon

was established in England in 669.
After nine centuries a discrepancy
in the keeping of Easter was caused

by the authorities of the English
church declining to adopt the reform-

ation of the Gregorian calendar in

1582. The difference was settled in

1752 by the adoption of the rule

which makes Easter day always the
first Sunday after the full moon

which appears on or next after the

21st of March. If the full moon hap-
pens upon a Sunday, Easter is the

Sunday after.’

AN EASTER SUPERSTITION.
It is curious, in view of the modern

view of Easter, to find the supersti-
tion still extant in East Yorkshire,
England, that it is very unlucky not

to wear new garments on that day.
In that district rooks will ruin your
other clothing if you fail to wear

some new thing.

EASTER'S VARIABLE DATE.

Easter may come as early as March

22, or as late as April 25. In 1818 it

fell on March 22, and in 1886 on April
2. It will not come again this cen-

tury or in the twentieth on Marell 22,
but in 1943 it will fall on April 25.

EASTER IN THE GREEK CHURCH.

Easter time in the Greek Church

is the season for blessing the holy
oils. This ceremony is performed
once in three years at Moscow or

Kief. The Metropolitan is the eons

secrator, and on Monday he enters.,

the sacristy of patriarchs, where he

kindles a fire, over which he hangup’
a vessel containing a gallon of niyrb.-
or chrism. The gospel for the day is

read while this is going on. For three

days and three nights the contents of

the vessel is stirred by relays of-

priests, clad in full robes. To the
chrism olive oil ami a tine Lisbon

white wine are. added, with certain
rare perfumes. When all is completed
the oil is placed in two caldrons set

upon a stove of tine porcelain, and
then it is stirred by six deacons robed
in silver and black vestments. After

this is done the mixture is poured
into a gorgeous receptacle, presented
to the church by the Empress Cathe-
rine 11. It is then blessed, and the

|H*ople by thousands march past and

dip bits of cotton into the consecrated
fluid. On Thursday the holy oil is
carried with great pomp to the cathe-

dral, where mass is said by the Metro-

politan in the presence of a multitude.

In the Catholie Church the oil is

blessed once a year, on Maundy
Thursday.
EASTER MONDAY AND THESDAY.

Easter Monday and Easter Tuesday
are both celebrated as holidays in

Englund. On Easter Tuesday the
scholars in Christ's Hospital. London,
march in a body to the Mansion

House. where they are re-
ceived by the Lord Mayor, who dis-
tributes to them ‘tips’ called ‘Easter
bobs.* These ‘bobs’ are selected from

bright new coins placed in piles on a

table before ithe Mayor. and they
range as high as a sovereign in value.
The lads also receive as a sort of
luncheon two Easter buns and a glass
of lemonade.

SPAIN’S EASTER KINO.
In Spain the advent of Easter

brings out a masquer who calls him-

self ‘Easter King.’ He is garbed in a

grotesque robe and wears a tin crown.

All wayfarers obey him. and the

story runs that, ignorant of the per-
sonage he was addressing, an Easter

King once hade Emperor Charles Y.
to do him homage by uncovering his

head. The Emperor complied with a

sigh, and addressing the paschal dig-
nitary said, ‘My good friend. I wish

you joy of your crown. son will
find the duties of a monarch sadly
troublesome, I fear.’

VIRTUE IN AN EASIER WIND.
If the wind is from the east on

Easter Sunday an obi wives' super-
stition bids one draw water and wash

well in it. If this is done till attacks
of cold ami rheumatism for the en

suing year will be avoided.

I’ASCHAL CANDLE'S 81Y MI It ILJS M.
The paschal candle is the name

given to the light which appears on

the gospel side of the altar during
mass stud ves|n-rs from Easter to

Whitsunday. It symbolizes the rising
from the grave of Christ, the 'Light
of the World.’ In the year 1457 it was

recorded that the candle used at Can-

terbury was of 30(1 pounds weight
There is also mentioned as a mat ter
of history that on one occasion the
Paschal candle in the church at Nor-

wich. England, was so tall that it
bad to bi- lighted through nil opening
in the roof over the choir.

EARLY CHRISTI ANS' EASTER.
Easier, as at first observed by the

early Christians was a thanksgiving
lusting eight days. This was at first
reduced to three days, afterwards to

two. and finally to the single day.
Easter Sunday.

TAUTORU NATIVE BAND.

TU ATA AND TE AHURIRI.NGEANGEA BRASS BAND. THE “KING’S OWN."

Saturday, April 1, 1899.
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Walrond, photo. WINKS AND HALL’S EXHIBIT AT THE LATE AUCKLAND EXHIBITION.

WINKS AND HALL'S EXHIBITION
EXHIBIT.

Al the late Exhibition the firm of

Messrs Winks and Hall, cabinet-

makers. Shortland-street, made a

splendid display of articles made from

New Zealand forest woods. The

workmanship was artistic anti good,
and the various articles had a sub-
stantial well-made look about them.

The exhibit was one of much interest.

‘YE ANCIENT GAME OF

BOWLS.’

A HISTORY OF THE SPORT.

Under the title of ‘Ye Ancient Game of

Bowls.’ Mr John Young, the president of
the New South Wales Bowling Associa-

tion, and of the Annandale Club, has pub-
lished-a-souvenir of the New South Wales
Bowling Association’s tour in Victoria,
on the occasion of the Z2nd intercolonial

contest against that colony* in November
of last year. Interesting comments on the

game by the various captains are includ-

ed, as also a brief history of the games,
and a record of intercolonial matches
played to date. The first intercolonial
bowling match between Victoria and New
South Wales, it is mentioned, was initiat-
ed and arranged by Mr Young going to

Melbourne, calling some of the bowlers

together, and inviting them to bring a
team to Sydney. Mr Mark Moss, Mr Pig-
den, and others entered into the matter
with enthusiasm, and the first match was
played on the Annandale green on April
20, 1880, resulting in a win for Melbourne.
At that time, Mr Young states, the New
South Wales players were comparatively
new to the games, with the exception of

Mr N. Payten and his brother, Mr A.

Payten, Mr Johnson, Mr C. J. Byrnes, and
Mr Cairnes, who were experienced play-
ers. The record of intercolonial matches
played to date gives Victoria 14 wins and
New South Wales 10.

In his notes on the history ofthe game
Mr Young says:—

‘The antiquity of the old English sport
of bowling is beyond dispute. I find on
good authority that its history in England
can he traced to the 12th century, for it
is stated that youngmen took exercise in

bowling stones. There are some enthus-
iasts, however, who aver that King Solo-
mon was a bowler, from the passage in

Ecclesiastes, where the “golden bowl” is
referred to; but while Solomon may have
ben the first Meister Mason, the bowling
fraternity can hardly claim him as the
originator of the game, however much
they would like to do so, as the bowl re-
ferred to is not the biassed bowl used in
the game of bowls. No doubt, however,
most bowlers will be content with a
period of 700 years to show the antiquity
of their favourite pastime, for from tha»
time to the present it has been one of
the most favourite games played in the
United Kingdom. I find that as early as

A.D. 1366 thegame was very popular, but
the king considered it use’ess and unpro-
fitable, and advised his subjects to aban-
don bowling and practice archery', and
in A.D. 1388 an Act was passed forbidding
servants, mechanics, or labourers playing
bowls, as the practice of archery was be-
coming lax. In A.D. 1409 Fitzstephens
states that the citizens went outside the

city wall into the suburbs to play the
game of bowls; but an Act was again
passed forbidding the game, which, how-

ever, does not appearto have been enforc-
ed. In a thirteenth century MS. in the
Royal Library is a picture of a game be-

ing played with a small cone at each end
of thegreen, showing the principle to be
the same then as played at present, viz.,
to see who could roll his bowl nearest to
the mark or jack at the ends. In Henry
VlH.’s time, A.D. 1512, the game of bowls

was deemed an illegal pursuit, but per-
sons were allowed to play the game in

their own gardens or orchards, but the
Act tried to restrict the practice of the
game, for all who had a bowling green
must be worth £lOO per annum. Charles I.

during his confinement at Holmby, Nor-
thamptonshire, frequently went over to
Lord Vaux. at Harrowden, and Earl
Spencer, at Althorpe, both of which

places possessed unrivalled bowling
greens, he . being fond of the game.
Charles I. laid out the bowling greens at

Hampton Court, and pictures are extant

representing him playing there with his
courtiers and ladies. Charles 11. also play-
ed upon the same bowling greens. The

memorable reply of Sir Francis Drake, 300

years ago, when he was informed that the

Spanish Armada was in sight, while he

was playing at bowls upon Plymouth
Hard, that ‘There is time to finish the

game of bowls, and beat the Spaniards
afterwards,’ is well known to all bowlers,
for he was as good as his word. Shakes-
peare was evidently a bowler, and under-
stood the game.’ The first regular bowl-

ing club, of which there exists any trace

is theWillow Bark Club, founded In Glas-
gow at the beginning of the century.

The ‘souvenir,’ which is nicely printed
and contains a number of illustrations, is

published by Batson and Co., Limited, of
York-street.

Feeney, photo OFFICIALS OF THE PORT NICHOLSON CYCLING CLUB’S SPORTS.

BACK ROW.-D. Barnett, W. Homer, A. E. G. Homer (Secretary), F. Sinclair, T. Wilford (President), T. Inglis (Vice-President), A.
Sutherland, G. Laurenson, J. Tucker.

MIDDLE ROW.- W. C. Smith. F. M. Lisle, F. B. Wilkins (Referee), E. J. Searle, T. McIntyre, B. J. Atkinson.
FRONT ROW.- H. Barnett, W. A. Thomson, C. E. Thompson, G. Harrison, R. McNab, C. Futter, G. Watson (Starter).
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A QUESTION
OF
QUALITY

By Mrs Effie A. Rowlands.

CHAPTER XXIII.

Though the hour was late when

they met, and the autumn twiligiH
eanie creeping on apace, Nancy made

no haste to bring their walk to a

close. All barriers were set aside ;

they spoke openly, and each looked

into the heart of the other for the

first and the last time.

He had told her in his simple, frank

way how things had happened with

him. His words gave her solace, for

though she had never doubted his love

for her, his marriage with Bettine had

come about so strangely and so quick-
ly she might have been forgiven if she

had doubted a little.

Of the two she was the calmest, the

most resigned. Kingsberry was

moody, bitter, self-reproachful; lie dill

not spare himself in condemnation.

Grannie called me a fool, and so 1
am ; the biggest, the ’

‘ Are you content then to call your-
self a- fool all your life, Nigel ?'

Nancy asked him softly.
He gave a broken laugh. ‘ Can the

Ethiopian change his skin?' he quoted.
■ A fool I was born, and a fool 1 shall

die.’
‘ You shall not say these things to

me,’ Nancy cried out hotly, almost as

though he had struck her. ‘ You shall

not dare to tell me you are willing—-
yes, willing to live on the wiki, un-

thinking life you now lead. Nigel,

you owe me something more than that.’

‘ 1 would give you my life itself if

you.asked me for it,’ he answered her

passionately; ‘ but you must not make

mistakes. You doubted me onec, you

know, not solong ago, Nance; you had

no better opinion of me than of any

of the rest. I could have been better,

dear, and you know it, but you did not

give me the chance.’

" But oh ! that is so weak, so

wicked. Can yon not see good for

yourself ? Must my hands alone be

the ones to lead you out of this miser-

able, degrading path you are now

treading ? Nigel, dear Nigel. I love

you, you are lost to me, but I love you

none the less, and by this love 1 im-

plore you to be generous.’
He stopped in the twilight and faced

her. ‘What is it you want of me?'

he asked her hoarsely. ‘ You have

just said 1 am lost to you ; do you
know the significance of those words?

They sum up things pretty clearly to

me.’

Nancy turned from him and went

and sat down on the rough bank on

the road-side. ‘Oh. if I only knew

how to set you right.’ she said, with

a heavy sigh. ‘ 1 don’t want to

preach to you to-night. Nigel, dear,
and yet all' these things pressing on

my heart sound like platitudes, empty
formulas, when I say them. You must

see—yes, you must see and know your

duty plainer and better than 1 can put
it to you.'

Kingsberry followed and stood with

one foot planted on the bank while he

leaned on his knee.

‘ Why is the world constituted as it

is ?' he said. ‘ Why should two hu-

man beings be kept everlastingly
apart just because of a poor silly mis

take ? Nancy, you belong to me; yo ;
know 1 belong to you. Now. can you

argue the right of either of i s in om

separated lives ?'

Naney looked up. ‘T could not

aigue. 'dear. I only know what is

right. Do you suppose we are the

only two creatures in the world who

have to lock away love and happiness
and face an empty life ?’

• 1 don't care a fig for other people.'
Kingslierry said bluntly ; ‘they don I
concern me.'

‘ Then lef us leave other people
alone,’ Nancy hurried to say with a

faint laugh. ‘ Nigel, will you give me

a promise ?’

' 1 have told you I will give you my
life if you ask for it,' was his dogged
reply.

‘ Then I do ask for it. 1 want you
to realise that your life is not quite

your own to do as you like with it.

Nigel, you—you will not be angry
with me for speaking so plainly—l
want you —1 want you,’ Naney said

with slow distinction, ‘to drink no-

thing but water for the future.’
‘Ah !’ said Kingsberry, moving his

position and walking to and fro a few

spaces, " you forget if I eease drinking
I shall probably live a few years long-
er, and this is hardly a condition that
will please my wife.’

Nancy caught her breath sharply.
• We are not here to discuss Bettine,’
she said, her tone almost cold; ‘we are

here speaking on the great, the litiii

question of our separate lives. 1 et-

haps I have not the right to speak so

plainly, but neither have you the light
to impute such odious thoughts to any
living person,’

Kingsberry turned towards her

with a laugh. ‘

7 don't want to say
harsh things of Bettine or of any one.

but in this instance I am only stating
facts, .lust as she will rejoice to know

that her father is safely out of her

way, so would she rejoice if she could

feel herself free of me for the remain-

der of her life.’

’ Bettine is a strange character —a

hard, a selfish nature—but such words

as these make her terrible, a creature

scarcely human,' said Nancy, still in

that cold tone.

■ Oh, she is human enough,' Kings-
berry answered, shortly. ‘ You see,

Nance, I have had the chance of see-

ing life ; whilst you can only imagine
it. or read about it. Humanity, my

dear, is pretty bad, take it all the way

round, and my wife is essentially hu-

man.’

He walked on in his sentinel fashion,
pacing to and fro in front of Naney.
and the girl sat very still and mar-

velled why she should be so still, and

why the pain in her heart did not

force the tears from her eyi s and

make her cry aloud in anguish.
Kingsberry was silent a long' time,

and then he spoke. ‘ I have been won-

dering, Nance,’ be said, "whether I
could manage to keep my word to you
on this if I gave it. and I feel sure all

rcund, dear, that J could not. You

could not understand God bless your

pure, sweet nature ! —what the drink

means to me. It gives me life, hope,
courage ; if you take it from me. I'd

rather not tell you what my end will

be.'

‘ And if you keep to it.’ said Naney,
as steadily as she could, ’shall 1 tell

you what your end will be? Nigel, you
hurt me; you—you ’ and then the

tears came, ami she wept unre-

strainedly, whilst the man stood

looking down on her. feeling
that each tear she shed broke from

her heart.

‘Dear Naney, don’t fret over me.

Look here; I can’t promise to do all

you want, but I’ll do my best. Will

that comfort you, dear?’

But it was long before Nancy could

answer him. She had never wept such

bitter tears before—never felt such

■keen sorrow, such hopeless pain—and
as she sat with her face buried in her

hands, and the man she loved and

mourned over stood looking down
at her. there came wheeling rapidly
towards them a large open bar-

ouche containing one man and three

women, and the sound of their

voices mingled in happy tones

together proclaimed to Nancy the'u

identity. Crouching back in the shade

of the night, she stood unseen, as the

carriage bearing Edward Loftus ami
his mother and sisters went rapidly
past; and when the stillness was re-

stored again. Nancy came forward,
her face tear-stained, but her grief
conquered.

•1 am afraid I must leave you now,

Nigel: 1 can get home this way, ami

mother will wonder where 1 am.'

"1 will walk with you,’ Kingsberry
said, and Nancy bent her head ii. as-

sent.

•Hut you want to reach the statuu,

Nigel, and it is getting late.'

‘I shall stay in Northchester to-

night. There are some things I want
to do for that poor fellow: things I

hope your father will let me do,
Nanee."

"I am sure he will be glad to share

with you in all there is to do.’
They walked on more briskly now,

and were silent for a long while, their

thoughts so many and of such impor-
ts nee that speech was not easy.

•What a brute I am!’ Kingsberry
said, all at once; ‘I have made you
cry, Nance. I wonder you can care

even a little for me.’

‘Tears are a merciful privilege we

women can always claim.’ Nancy ans-

wered. ‘and my tears have done me

good; I feel as if they had washed my
brain and my heart. Nigel, tell me all

that is passing with you. I want to

know everything. Grannie seemed a

little doubtful as to whether you
would continue living at Kingsberry
Court.'

■Everything about us is doubtful.
How we have gone as far as we Lave

gone is something of a miracle. You
see. 1 am such a pauper, and what
in. ney I had to spend this year was

all borrowed from Callard.’

Nancy gave a little exclamation

'Mr Callard is your friend, is he not,
Nige:?’

Kingsberry shruggged his sliouiders
He cal’shimself friend, but heeharge-s

high interest for his money, and I am

sure he does not trust me further than

he can help. He is a clever man,’
Kingsberry added thoughtfully; ‘and
somehow I never feel he is single-
minded in anything he does, except
perhaps in his admiration for you;
he admires you. Nancy, immensely.'

Nancy made no reply to this. ‘Would
it not be possible for you ami Bettine

to live in Ireland,' she queried, ‘in-
stead?'

‘Dear little girl.’ the man answered
her, ‘all things that are wise and good
are possible, but not for me, not for
us. We have got our lives into a

tangle, and we must go on winding
round and round till suddenly by some

lucky chance we find ourselves free.

I am so tired of it all, Nance, so tired.

I want a long rest; 1 should like to go
to sleep for a year.’

‘Nigel, why should you not take this
rest? Why not do as you hoped to
have done with poor Uncle James?
Go abroad and let fresh scenes clear

your brain. Duty' in its strictest,
narrowest meaning ties you to be with

Bettine, but you have another dutv,
the duty to yourself. 1 see all your
difficulties here, and I know you must
be tired. Take this rest. You will
come back all the fresher to face
things, and perhaps ’

‘Don t go on,’ Kingsberry said,
agitatedly. I know' all you want

to say', and I believe you are

right. Any how. I’ll try it, Nance. Your
words give me a kind of new hope*.
I'll start next week and sec- a little of
tile world outside the lite I have led
these many years. It must do me

good; it shall do me good. .You’ll
think of me, I know, and you’ll re-
member me in your prayers, and ami
—-now' we’ll say good - bye, Nance,
goodbye.' he said, hoarsely, clinging
more closely to the hands he held.

‘Good-bye, Nance. Ah. God! It is too
hard to say!'

‘Good-bye, clear Nigel, my love mv

dear one. Good-bye, and God be with

you. 1 will think of you and pray
for you. and you will write to me

when you have time? It is growing
late, Nigel: I must go.' Nancv said,

tremblingly, ns she wrenched her
hands from his. ‘You will go back to
Northehester, mid I will go home. Life,
yon see. must go on. just ns it always
goes, though our hearts are broken.'

‘Ntinee! Nance, my darling!" Kings-
berry cried, but Nancy had gone.

She had run fleetly from him. and
the mist of the night hud clos'd over

het mid shut her from his sig'll!, tin
and on she ran till her foot stumbled,

and she reeled and fell into some

rough turf. There she lay mid wept
out the passion of her grief. Hence-

forward she* would be* the sweet,

simple, gentle Nancy of the past; but
this one wild hour saw what a marvel
of force such things would be brought
to pass, saw what mighty repression
of self and youth, and youth’s de-

mand's, such a life would mean. I’or
had Anne Baillie" yielded to the" almost

unconquerable impulse of her heart
this night, she would have run back

along that rough country road, and
linking her hand with his.'have turned
and faced life with tin* man sin- loved.
But she" did not yield; she" lay and

fought aside her longing till exhaust-
ed nature" demanded a cessation of the

struggle, and rising at last to her feet,
she wended her way slowly — very,
eery slowly, through’ the- dark starless
night to her father's house, there" to
take up the" duties of her simple life,
and learn how best she could the
meaning of a perpetual farewell.

Callard had no opportunity of see-

ing Lord Kingsberry again lieforr he
left England. He knew of the young
man’s departure only the day 'before
Kingsberry sailed. The information
was given him by Kingsberry himself
in a letter. ‘1 am off for a few months.
Il 1 stay here 1 shall only drink invself
into my grave a little quicker than I
med go. J have squared my bank <is

you suggested, and things will he all
right for my wife till I return. I shall
tell her then that the Court is too

much for us, and take steps to shut it,

up, but she can do as she likes till I
get back. 1 don’t think I shall do
anything with the Irish property,
either, for the moment. You see. I
must consider my mother . . Cal
lard frowned as he read this letter.

lie happened at this moment to he

staying at a smart house party, which
included Lady Kingsberry among its
attractions. Bettine, he* was sure,
knew nothing of her husband’s move-
ments. There wen* theatricals going
on, and she was in the thick of the
arrangements, surrounded. of course,

by a crowd of men young ami old.
The last week or so she had taken it
into her head to treat Callard with her
old rudeness; she snubbed him on

every occasion, and he chafed con-

siderably under such treatment. On
more than one occasion he had tried
to annoy, to sting her; only the day
before* this letter from Kingsberry
reached him. then* had been a litth*

•spar' between them in which Bettine
had come off best.

It being universally conceded thar

La<iy Kingsberry showed great talent,
both as an actress and as an organ-
iser. Callard seized this opport unity
of upsetting her.

•Your acquaintance with stage craft
is not so marvellous, all things con-

sidered. is it. Lady Kingsberry?’ he

had queried liefore a whole room of

people.
Bettine had measured hint with her

ryes. "No. I suppose it is hervditaiy,
in a sense, though I believe my poor
father was. as a matter of fact, a very
indifferent actor.' she had replied,
calmly. ‘His early training was not

of sufficient value, and most certainly,
though hr toured everywhrn* as a

“star" with his own company, he fail-

ed signally to make the fortune some

actors do. Perhaps if he had utilised

his friendship with you sii lliciently.
Mi Callard. hr would have developed a

keener commercial instinct.'

Peter had laughed with the rest,

but hr knew he was beaten.

She said it- to him a little later her-

self. ‘ton ought to know me better.

Mi Callard.' was her remark, ‘and,

moreover, you ought to know the

world better. Do you suppose if I had

tried to hush up my connection with

my father, it would have made any

difference with my success? I can

hold my own, and I can obtain as I
told you a long time ago all I want

to obtain. You have made a mistake,
but mistakes are pardonable* in a par-
venu.' Bettine finished, contempt uous-

Iv. ‘Please let us understand the sit-

uation. You are prepared to do all

you ran to upset me if you ran. and

I am quite as prepared that you will,
and may. do your worst.'

‘You an* foolish to quarrel with

me.' Callard said, with pale lips.
‘Am I? Why? 1 suppose you mean

because you have been lending money

to Nigel. Of course. I guessed this;

your mission is to lend money, is it

not? ami those unfortunate people
who cannot repay you immediately,
have to support your presence in their

houses perpetually. It is your pleas-
ure just now to try and spoil my suc-

cess. Take rare I don't spoil yours;

I am getting mon* powerful each day.'
Callard adopted her tone, and swal-

lowed his feelings.
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•1 don’t think I am much afraid of

you. Lady Kingsberry,’ he said, coldly;
•parvt mi, as you call me. I, too, have

my power. No matter by what means

I have reached my present position, be

sure I shall guard it pretty surely now

that I have reached it.’

Bettine shrugged her shoulders, but

as he was moving away she caught a

glimpse of his face, and something—-
her natural shrewdness, perhaps,
warned her sharply that she was more

than passing foolish in insulting and

quarrelling with this man. She call-

ed him back in a languid way.

’Well, since we thoroughly under-

stand we are enemies, suppose we fly

the flag of truce for awhile? As a

matter of fact, I want you to do some-

thing for me. You are going to town,

I heard you say. Will you interview

Nigel, and—-—’
Callard had come back at her com-

mand. and was looking at her in a way

that would be difficult to describe,

but which Bettine secretly resented.

•Is it possible that you do not know

that Kingsberry is gone?’ he said.

Bettine’s languor disappeared,
•(lone!’ she echoed, sharply. "(lone

« here?’

( allard shrugged his shoulders. ’I

< xpect he hardly knows where himself.

He is just drifting away because he is

tired out with things as they are here.

It was a brilliantly clever idea of

yours to marry Kingsberry. but you

should have invented some device to

hold him. Bettine. You don’t want

bun personally. I know that very well,

but he has his uses nevertheless, if

only to take on his shoulders all the

bitline when you happen to meet with

some small accident and bruise your

fair skin.’
Bettine ignored his sneer. mil you

please tell me what you mean when

von say Nigel has gone abroad?’

•There is nothing to explain. Kings-

berrv is tired of you and your tricks;

In litis gone for a little holiday: he may

come back soon, or he may never eonie

back. He is an odd sort of chap is

Kiiwsberry—not the fool you think

him? bv any means. At least he is

living evidence of his wisdom now.
"

Bettine bit lier lip. and her colour

c-mie vividly for tin instant, then she

looked into Callard’s eyes, and smiled

ti prettv, wistful sort of smile.

Don’t be so disagreeable,’ she said.

If what von tell me is true, 1 am most

annoved.' Nigel has behaved abomin-

ably.' 1 wrote to him yesterday and

have been expecting a letter all to-

day 1 want some money, she fin-

ished, frankly; and Peter smiled at

II

-You will not want long. Kings-

berrv lias, 1 happen to know, arranged

everything for your comfort during

the next few months.’
Bettine looked at him doubtfully.

■You seem to know a great deal about

Nigel’s affairs,’ she said, slowly.

■\Vell 1 ought to do so,’ Callard an-

swered’ quite frankly, ‘seeing that

every penny he has been spending ot

late has been provided by me’

Bettine caught her breath. He had

always intended to hurt her- and I mt

her hard when the time a.-, ripe, bn”

he littleknew how hard the hurt was.

•1 think von have done a very bad

stroke of business, Mr Callard. Why,

we are just a pair of w >rt people

with nothing of any value that you

can seize!’
Peter hesitated, bhoi’ld he strike

the final blow, or wait still a little

longer? Bettine’s next words decided

him.
~ .

‘But all this business talk is annoy-

ing. I have other things to think of.

and vour news about Nigel has upset

me dreadfully. Mr Callard, do you

know where I can send a telegram to

him? He can go now if he likes, but

he must be at Kingsberry Court in

December. I have just heard i.om

Lady Beesborough that she has almost

arranged that the Prince and Princess

will consent to stay with us at Kings-

berrv Court when they go to York-

shire to open that new hospital. Nigel

must be with me. he must, absolutely

he must! Won’t you fix this up for

mi’. Mr Callard?’
•I should be delighted to do any-

thing for von. Lady Kingsberry, any-
thing that’ was feasible, but here yon

set me a task beyond me. Nigel is

gone. and. as 1 said just now. will

return who knows when? You will

have to look forward to a royal visit

another year.’
Bettine remained silent a long while.

It was her first really bitter moment

since social success had come to he”,
and she hardly knew how to deal with

it. Callard stood watching her quietly
for a moment. It was a satisfaction

to see her so moody, so overcast, and

the temptation eame to strike further.

He brought up the subject of her

father’s death, of Kingsberry’s visits

to Northchester, and of his meeting
with Nancy. ‘lt is this that has

driven him away,’ he said; ‘you took

him from her, but you eould not

change his heart. He loves her now

far—far better than he ever did.’

Callard jKiused here, and then he

spoke again: ‘And I envy him because

he has her love in return,' was what

he said after that pause, and with

that he passed away and left Bettine

to her reflections, which were unpleas-
ant enough to satisfy evenhis desire.

CHAPTER XXIV.

Immediately following on Kings-
berry’s departure Nancy received a

peremptory command from her

grandmother to go to London.
‘1 am desolate and really ill, and I

have need of you,’ the old lady wrote;

ami for once Lady Alicia seemed

touched by her mother’s letter.

‘You must, of course, go,’ she told

Nancy, ‘and if you can persuade your

grandmother to come here for the win-

ter, I hope you will do so. She is get-
ting old now, and I think she ought to
be looked after by some of us.’

‘And if grannie prefers to have me

stay with her in town, mother?’

Lady Alicia paused imperceptibly.
‘Oh! you will do as your grandmother
wishes,’ she said, a trifle impatient-
ly, a tone which Nancy translated to
denote a preference that she should,

if possible, be home again before long.
Nancy did not seek to know why

her mother should have this prefer-
ence. but the outcry her friends at
Clinton Cote made when they heard

she was going away gave Naney some

new food for thought and hastened

her own desire to be with her grand-
mother: for there was nothing subtle

or indefinite in the minds of Mrs Lof-

tus and her two daughters. They had

‘darling Eddie’ home again, and that

was a tremendous thing; but they
wanted more than this, they wanted

Edward to form some tie to keep him

from wandering afar again, and they
eagerly desired to see him happy;
and Naney, they said confidently
among themselves, was the one crea-

ture in the world who eould give him
this happiness.

‘They would have been married

long ago if that horrid girl had never

come into their lives,’ Mrs Loftus said

to herself and to her daughters at

least once a day. and she firmly be-

lieved it was the truth she was re-

peating. for everything tended to sup-

port her in the thought, Nancy’s
changed look and sobered manner dur-

ing the past year having been attri-
buted by the Loftus family entirely
to the fact of Edward’s engagement in
the first instance and his absence in

the second; and, therefore, when Ed-

ward was once more established in his

home, it seemed to them a most re-

grettable and strange circumstance

that Nancy should elect to go away on

a visit for an indefinite period. Had
she entertained any objection to obey-
ing her grandmother’s will, this sud-

denly-revealed attitude on the part of

her friends would have speedily chang-
ed these objections, but, as may easily
be guessed, the girl turned to the

thought of passing some time with the

quaint old woman whom both she and

Nigel loved so truly, as one might
turn to the thought of a cheery fire-
side after a chill and depressing win-
ter journey. The mere idea that Ed-
ward should find his consolation in
her affronted Nancy.

•And they will blunder so," she said
to herself, in dismay. ‘They are such

dear, good souls, hut they don’t under-
stand things as clearly as most people.
It must be at their suggestion that
Edward has been here already three

times, for surely he cannot care to
meet mother so intimately just yet
awhile. I am indeed glad to go, very,
very glad.’

She did not dare confess to herself

that one of the strongest desires urg-
ing her to be with old Lady Kingsberry
was connected with the hope that

from time to time she might snatch

some news of that absent one whom

she prayed she might never see again,
yet she was fully aware that it was

the bond of their deep love for Nigel
that made the old lady crave so eager-
ly for her presence.

She duly repeated her mother’s sug-

gestion to her grandmother about

spending the winter at Summer Lodge,
but old Lady Kingsberry dismissed it
with a laugh.

‘I am much obliged to my daughter,
but till the same 1 do not intend to kill

myself with “ennui” draughts even to

further her scheme of arranging
your future.’

‘What do you mean, grannie?’
Naney asked, quietly. She had al-

ways been soft-spoken, with a gentle-
ness that was pretty and demure, but

now she spoke and moved ami lived in

one dull, quiet note, which robbed her

of half her former charms, at least to

most people. To others, to her grand-
mother, for instance, she was doubly
sweet, from the fact of that pathetic
tranquillity which covered her like a

veil.

Lady Kingsberry, seated in a huge
padded armchair by her bedroom fire-

side, and clad in a most fantastic

dressing-gown, with a quaint lace cap
tied about her head, looked at her

grandchild sharply.
•Do you mean to say you don’t fol-

low your mother in her latest moves?
My dear, it is all as simple as A B C.
Your mother, having made a tremen-

dous blunder with Bettine, intends to

recover herself through you; in other

words, she intends you to be Edward
Loftus’ wife.’

Nancy was silent, she was engaged
in combing and brushing the wet hair

of Billy, the Irish terrier, who, to-

gether with the two fox terriers, ruled
her grandmother’s household. Nancy's
hand was more gentle than any maid’s
would be; therefore Billy was given
over to her care to have his toilet
attended to after his bath.

Old Lady Kingsberry pointed her
satin slipper out from beneath the
hem of her gown, and poked the girl
sharply.

‘Why don’t you speak?’ she queried.
Nancy looked upwards. ‘ls there

anything to say?’ she queried in re-

turn; her voice, light as it was, had

a touch of hauteur, and of some

deeper feeling also.

‘Now. Anne,’ cried the old lady, for-
cibly, ‘don't play any mysteries with
me. We have always cultivated the
habit ofplain speaking, you and I, and
I want you to tell me simply and

frankly what attitude you intend to
take in these new manoeuvres.’

Nancy looked round and smiled
faintly, but she did not speak; never-
theless the old woman was answered
by the quivering lip, the tear-stained
eyes. She sat very quietly watching
the girl’s hands fulfil their allotted
task, and her sharpness went from her
at once.

•It’s a big sacrifice,’ she said, after
a long pause, ‘and, in a sense, a mon-

strous one. God knows I love him;
had 1 not loved him and seen the good
in him. should I have hoped the hopes
that died last year? But you are only
a child. Naney, the whole of a long,
healthy life stretches before you. It
is not right—no, not right,' Her voice
sank off into a whisper.

•Grannie, dear, do you mind if we do
not talk of these things—at least, not
just yet? They are very hurtful, and
they cannot be set right by mere
words.’

’ I want to see you happy,’ was the
old woman’s answer.

Nancy smiled again. ‘And I am

happy, Grannie, dear. One does not
require one’s life to be laid out on the

approved conventional lines to know
what happiness means. I think if you
eould see into my heart you would be
content.’

"Come and kiss me,’ said old Lady
Kingsberry. And Nancy knelt beside
her and buried her face for an instant
in the fragrant-scented folds of the
wonderful dressing gown, and then
she went back to Billy and finished
him off, and the conversation became
general, conducted in that sparkling
fashion peculiar to old Lady Kings-
berry.

‘But if I am silent others will speak,’
the old lady said to herself many
times afterwards, ‘and her heart will
be probed each time. It is all very
crooked and very sad, and I really
don’t think I can be blamed for think-

ing some bitter thoughts against that

young baggage. Not that my hard

thoughts or anyone else’s seem to
affect her ladyship. After all, Bet-
tine's is the proper constitution for
this world, for if she knows no real

beauty, no real happiness, she certain-

ly escapes the sorrow and the diffi-
culty that upset most of us.’

There was very little direct com-

munication between the young and

the old Lady Kingsberry in the weeks
that followed. Bcttine had heard of

Nancy’s visit to her grandmother
through Hubert Baillie, and this kept
her from approaching the old lady, for

she had no intention or desire of meet-

ing Nancy if it could be avoided. Para-

doxical as it may seem, considering
to what a point she had carried her

will, Bettine never could rid her mind

of the feeling that her cousin Anne

was her conqueror, and this was a

feeling that had been greatly intensi-
fied after that conversation with Cal-

lard, when he announced to her her
husband's departure, and put before
her the reason for that departure in

sueh frank, uncompromising words.

It was not the conduct of the man she

had married, or his love for Nancy,
that hurt Bettine most; it was this

curious sort of quiet sovereignty that

the other girl had over all those who

knew her well. Bettine had chafed at

this in the days of the Loftus engage-

ment, and more so still in her life with

Kingsberry, and that one sentence of

envy Callard had spoken vexed her
almost more than all the rest, for in

Callard there were elements lacking in
the other two men, and though she

professed to and did despise him, Bet-

tine's mind would always hark back

to that old time when he had deliber-

ately tried to ruin her life. And this
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they sell. See that your grocer does not

substitute some other make. Many articles
are now offered as Corn Flour, usually
without the maker’s name, and sometimes
bearing the name of the dealer instead,
which can only bring discredit on the good
name of Corn Flour.

ROWLAND'S
MACASSAR OIL

is the only article which really possesses nutritious
virtues for the hair, and closely resembles the

natural oil in tho skin which nature provides for

nourishing and stimulating its growth, without

which it becomes dry, thin and brittle; it preserves
andbeautifiesthe hair, prevents baldness, eradicates
scurf, and is also sold in a Golden Colour for fair

angolden-haired ladies and children.

ROWLAND’S KALYDOR

beautifies thecomplexion, removes freckles, tan, son-

barn, cares all cutaneouseruptions, and produces
soft, fair, delicate skin : ask Chemistsand Storesfor

articles, of Hatton Garden, London.
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was just where the pinch was, for she

fell into the trick of putting Nancy
into the position she had held in those

days, ano, look at it which way she

luight, she could not but know that

1 anard would never have wronged
Nancy in the way he had tried to

wrong her, which fact argued further

that the' opinion he held of her was

very little Higher than the opinion she

held of him. Bettine did not care to

realise this. Therefore she avoided all

ehance of meeting Nancy, and much

as she would have enjoyed going to

see old Lady Kingsberry and girding
at her over Kingsberry’s shortcomings,
Bettine did not venture near the

house. Life with her was not so ex-

ceedingly pleasant as it had been dur-

ing these first weeks of her husband's

absence. Callard’s prophecy had been

fulfilled in a degree. Nigel sent her

neither news of his welfare nor of his

return, and, in consequence, the pro-

ject of entertaining the illustrious

guests, as she so ardently desired to

do, fell through. This was a bitter

blow to Bettine.

She had gone up in the social world

at so swift a rate; she had grown ac-

customed to the position, being full of

confidence in her powers to hold this

place as long as she liked. With

Kingsberry’s departure there came a

faint,averyfaint atmosphere of change
in and about her life. Bettine could

hardly have told where and how this

began, but she was acutely sensible of

it, and duly irritated by it. Had the

royal visit been brought to an issue,
things would have been altogether
different, and it may be well imag-
ined that Bettine had no soft thoughts
for her absent husband. She found,
as Callard had told her, that Kings-
berry had made certain arrangements,
all in her favour, during the time he

should be away; but Bettine was prac-

tical, and she was not long before she

saw that things would not be at all

pleasant for her should Nigel extend
his tour and stay away indefinitely.
She would not of course, count on evil

days till they came in sight; but she

was not comfortable. Her chief con-

fidences were made at this time to

Hubert Baillie.

Nancy's brother was, as a matter of

fact, very much obliged to Bettine.
Just when things were again begin-
ning to look black on the horizon of
his future Bettine stepped in and ar-

ranged a marriage between him and a

wealthy Californian, a woman many
years his senior, who took a fancy to

the young man and was glad to be-

come a member of an aristocratic

family. Hubert, therefore. swore

stronger allegiance than ever to his
beautiful cousin, and his well-empha-
sised dislike and disapproval of

Kingsberry made him an acceptable
companion for the moment. From
Hubert it was that Bettine learnt
all there was to learn about those

things that interested her. She heard

of Callard’s unspoken intention of

marrying Nancy, and of Nancy’s
quiet, but thorough, rejection of the

idea, and she heard of Lady Alicia’s
return to her first matrimonial
scheme for her daughter.

‘The mater seems determined to

paieh up things with Loftus. She al-

ways wanted him for Nancy, you
know, and T expect you upset her

considerably when yon broke in on

that plan. Now Loftus is home

again, as. of course, be must marry
somebody. T daresay he will fix him-

self up with Nancy.’
‘Why must he marry somebody?’

queried Bettine, a little impatiently.
Of late she had been thinking a good
deal about Edward Loftus. After all.
she had obtained very little by her

marriage with Kingsberry. There

had been the sensation, but that had

worn away a long time ago, and there

was always the knowledge that she

had robbed Nancy of her happiness,
but the satisfaction in this had

waned considerably since it had been

made so patent to her than Nancy
could hold her own kingdom even

under adverse circumstances. Now,

had she married Edward Loftus, she

would certainly not have started with

a title, but her position would have

been infinitely surer; moreover, in

her hands, things might have been

moulded so well. With their wealth

and her beauty and wit. anything

might have happened: a title would

certainly have followed in due course

of time, matters being property man-

ipulated. It angered Bettine to hear

that Edward would, in all probability,
marry Nancy. Had he really loved

her? she would ask herself petulantly,
or had his infatuation been a sham?

Looking backwards, it did not seem

to her that the devotion Loftus had
lavished on her could ever pass into

forgetfulness; at any rate, she felt

it would be amusing to come in con-

tact with this man again, and see for

herself how matters were. She sure-

ly would be able, at all events, to

count on him as a friend, one to

whom she might turn, and 'not turn

in vain, should an awkward crisis oc-

cur. as it threatened to do. She kept
all this well hidden in her mind, and

Hubert Baillie never imagined that

he was being ransacked by his cous-

in for all sorts of information, when

he introduced the subject of Edward

Loftus. The more Bettine heard of

the eagerness with which the Loftus

family desired the marriage with

Nancy, the more the determination

came upon her to step in at once

again and stand in Nancy's path. Not

that she for an instant imagined that

Nancy was willing to take the place
she would have filled, for Bettine did

not deceive herself about Nancy’s
character, but she saw that circum-

stances might be used to force the

marriage on the girl, unless other

circumstances occurred to intervene,
and little by little Bettine found her-

self framing plans to embody such

counter circumstances in her own

lovely self. Gradually it grew upon

her that she would have need of such

a man as Edward Loftus, a senti-

mentalist endowed with an exceeding-
ly enviable fortune, and as the

thought took firmer hold of her sin-

set herself the task of finding the

best way of drawing- Loftus into her

life again, and while she sought the

way, fate, either by trick or purpose,

brought this thing suddenly to pass.

It was in the early days of the new

year that Kingsberry w-rote home his

first letter to his grandmother. It

was written in his old affectionate

style; but it had something- callous

in it nevertheless, since it stated
clearly and decisively the writer’s

intention of staying abroad for a very

much longer period.
‘As the song says, “It may be for

years and it may be for ever,’’ Gran,

deal-,’ was how he stated it himself,
and such news sent to an old and not

very strong woman who loved him

was not without cruelty.

Lady Kingsberry took it brightly
enough, but Nancy was not deceived

by- this cheery spirit. There was

more in this letter of a hurtful na-

ture, only a few words at the end

written in a scrawly hand.

‘Tell Nancy I have broken my pro-
mise. I tried to keep it, but nature

is too strong for me. I am very-

sorry; but, after all, since there must

come an end to all of us, it is as well

this way as any other.’

‘1 suppose,’ the old lady said in her

most cynical way, ‘I suppose you tried

to extract some quixotic pledge out

of the boy before he went, didn't

vou?’

‘I tried, I hoped,' Nancy- said, in

the curious numb way she met most

things nowadays. ‘I wanted, Gran-

nie, to make him a good friend to

himself.' Old Lady Kingsberry
grunted. ‘Oh, you good woman,

what a vast amount of harm you do.

You have power put right into your

hands, and then you turn away from

it: and then, when it is too late, and

you see the mess you have made, you

tiy to get things back again by-

preaching platitudes and sighing for

a revolution to be worked instantly
as if we were still in the age of mir-

acles.’

Nancy said nothing. she only
smiled. No one had seen the futility
of her experiment so well as herself,

and yet this letter was a sorrowful

disappointment. They ceased to talk

of Nigel after this, and Lady Kings-
berry fell into the trick of calling
heiself an invalid, and talking in-

stead of all her ailments. She aged
wonderfully in these days. and

Nancy's life with her was no sinecure.

In fact, the girl many times sighed
under the bondage of the old wo-

man's irritability, ami would have

yielded to her father's wish that she

should go home, had she not been

really attached to her grandmother
and very, very sorry for her. Besides

her home offered but little prospect of

peace, for not even the business of

Hubert’s approaching marriage could

set. aside the Loftus question with
Lady Alicia.

The matter had been openly

broached between mother and daugh-
ter in a letter from Lady Alicia to

Nancy. It was not a very tactful

ietter, and it was answered very cold-

ly by Nancy, and after this it seemed

impossible for the girl to think of

going home. She preferred the at-

mosphere of stinging words and sad-

ness that characterised her grand-
mother’s house to the difficulties and

s’nnoyances that awaited her at Sum-

mer Lodge; and she had also the con-

solation of knowing that, irritable as

the old lady was, she would be most

unhappy were Nancy to leave her

alone. It was. no wonder the girl
grew pale and drawn-looking, a very

gir-st of her once merry self.

Bettint caught sight of her one day
when she was in London, and she

found much satisfaction in Nancy’s
changed looks. She herself was not

so brilliantas she had been, for Kings-
berry hao sent her a similar message

to the one his grandmother had re-

ceived. and the position was one that

taxed the resourceful spirit of Bet-

tine to the uttermost. The crisis she

had feared had come with a ven-

geance. and she literally did not know

which way to turn for money. Kings-

L-crrv had told her quite curtly the

position as far as Callard was con-

cerned.

‘He can foreclose the mortgage,
though he can’t sell the Court, as

it isn’t saleable; but, of course, he can

make himself deuced disagreeable if

he chooses, and drain the Irish estates

of every penny they produce till he

is paid in full. ’ I advise you to see him

yourself—you are so clever, it is pos-

sible you may see a way of escape

out of all this. In any case you

will always be able to make a home

with my mother, if nothing pleasanter

opens out to you. As for myself, you

may regard me as dead to all intents

and purposes, for I could not trouble

vou less if I were really a corpse.’
Bettine had bitten her lip sharply

as she read this through several times.

She knew Kingsberry was in earnest

when he told her he should never re-

turn; and what a position this was

in which she was placed. Would that

he were indeed the corpse he

spoke of, her white, angry lips mur-

mured to themselves; then she put
aside anger and turned to action. She

took Kingsberry’s adviee and wrote

to Callard.

T know just how we stand, and I

wish to speak with you on the position
in. general,’ was what she wrote to

him. ‘I shall be in London to-morrow,

at the Bristol, please fix an appoint-
ment with me.’

She wrote another letter at the

same time. ‘I am in sore trouble,’
was what this epistle contained, ‘and

1 am friendless. I need your help,
your counsel; do you hate me too

much to give me this? I cannot

blame you if you do; still I know your

good, generous heart, and I believe,
even if you do not forgive me, you

will not fail me. If you answer me,
write to me in London. 1 shall be

there to-morrow;’ and she added the
address as she had given to Callard.

She was on her way to the city to

keep her appointment with Peter,

when she had caught sight of Nancy
walking with her grandmother's dogs,
and Bettine had smiled a little smile

of content. In her pocket there lay
a telegram with a prepaid answer, and

this telegram had been sent from

Northchester that morning. t
‘Will you permit me to call on you

to-day at five?' was what Edward Lof-

tus had written in the telegram, and
the smile Bettine had sent after

Nancy was one that had its rise in
this pleasant evidence of her restored

power to work good for herself at the

expense of others.

(To be Continued.)

BOOKS AND BOOKMEN.

THE GOSPEL WRIT IN STEEL.

Here w ( . have a book written in a

forcible, homely style, full of excel-
lencies of various kinds and sugges-
tively inculcating a wholesome phil-
osophy throughout its length and in the
character of John Burletson. stimula-
tive lessons of noble unselfishness. Mr
Paterson writes interestingly very in-

terestingly and never fails to imbue
the homeliest of his characters with a

personality defined and well-eoloured.
He can draw pictures of war. which,
while strongly breathing sentiments

of courage and patriotism, show us
those sides of l>oth victory ami defeat

which novel-writers, as a rule, are

inclined to gloss over. There are plen-
ty of stirring incidents to be met wi’th
in -The Gospel Writ in Steel,’ and they
are handled with a skill and know-

ledge of the subject that impresses
them on the reader’s mind. Mr Pater-
son clearly has a strong belief in the
better side of human nature, and he
makes the various types of character
he deals with happily and naturally
justify his belief.

BISMILLAH.
The scenes and people we are intro-

duced to in ‘Bismillah’ present a strik-

ing contrast to those we. met with in
the preceding- novel. The scenes are
laid in Morocco, ‘the country of blood,
sunshine and apathetically endured

tyranny,’ and the scenes and tin* wavs
of thinking and living of the folks
who people the scenes have, for the
most part, the charm of novelty for
the general reader. The story would

certainly have been improved by some

judicious cutting down, as it is rather

overgrown in length and moves slowly
and a trifle heavily at times, but. on

the whole, it is well and interestingly
written by one who knows intimately,
not only the Morocco of Tangier, but
districts of the country which come
little within the ken of the ordinarv

English traveller.

THE ADVENTURES OF FRANCOIS.
A very readable book this. That, it

should not lack plenty of stirring in-
terest may be readily guessed by an

enumeration of the roles the hero fill-
ed during the terrible, exciting times
of the great. French Revolution —for

Francois, the foundling, saw life then
as thief, juggler, and fencing master.
But though, through some queer twist
in his mind, Francois could never un-

derstand the sacredness of a man’s

right to his own personal property
the poor thief’s kind heart, large mind-
edness, nimble, wit, and never-failing
mirth, make what would render an-

other man abhorrent to honest folks,
a merely adventitious blot on his
otherwise lovable character. The tale
of Francois’ adventures is told graph
ieally and crisply, and clearly outlin-
ed: vividly-painted little pictures of

life, as it went on in Paris and France,
during the nation's attack of frenzied

convulsions, are thrown in, as it were,

by the way. here and there through-
out the book with capital effect. For

instance, a few casual words suffice to

bring before us the. picture of Marie
Antoinette sitting in the cart on her

way to the guillotine as Francois saw

her. but the picture leaves an indel-
ible impression on one’s mind.

TWO MEN O’ MENI>ll’.
A simple rustie folk, speaking the

Somersetshire dialect and leading a

simple rustie life, chequered with the

homeliest of joys and sorrows it is

among these that this story leads the

reader, and the latter would scarcely
expect to find, running- through a

story in such a setting, a strain of
blood and passion that ends in a

tragedy of the deepest pathos. Mr

Raymond has the power of making- his
characters interesting. We admire

and like proud, sturdy, simple John

Winterhead, and regretfully see his

lapse from his own standard of right-
doing with the eonseqlienees that fol-
low Io himself and others. The love

story of ill-fated little Patty Winter-
head and her unhappy lover, Giles

Slanderwick, is told from beginning- to

end with a delicacy and skill that en-

lists our closest sympathy with both

the unfortunate young people, even

I hough we know the dark secret that
Giles holds in his breast. The culmin-

ating tragedy is related swiftly and

quietly. The author lays a restraining
hand on his pen and intensifies the
elements of tragic pathos which en-

velop the close of the story by not

11. F. Kn""t- DEKTIBT

(Irately from America.)

SHORTLAND STREET. AUCKLAND.

Opposite Auckland Club.

Specialty : Crown and Bridge Work. Painless
Extractions. Fees Strictly Moderate.

Telephone 1.113K.
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dwelling- upon them. It is wise some-

times to put confidence in the reader's

powers of imagination and sympathy.

IN lIIS STEPS.

This is a work that deserves a

thcsipl.tful leading. It is ealled a

sermon storx, and begins by telling
how the chief men and women of a

certain church. headed by their

clergyman, bind themselves for a

year to do, in all their private and

business relations, what they think

Jesus Christ would do were he in

their places. It then goes on to show

how t’rs touchstone of conduct acts

witii each of them—how vividly it re-

veals to them their sins of omission

and commission, shows them duties
undreamed of before, brings them

face to face with difficulties hard to

overcome. The reader follows with
strong interest the recital of their

difficulties, discouragements, consola-

tions, eneoi.iagements. and successes.

The book is written ably and earnest-

ly, ami, if eaicfully read, is not likely

to let itself in laid aside without in-

ducing much profitable reflection on

the part of the careful reader sis to

how far it might be possible, even in

this complex modern world of our-,

to make the rules and the example
which Christ gave us the real and not

the merely nominal guide of conduct

among the Christian peoples.

To the ‘Pall Mall Magazine’ of Feb-

ruary Sir Clmries Dilke contributes a

paper on N- w foundland, which should

help to clarity the British public's
views on the question of the difficul-

ties which have arisen between France

and Great Biitain in Newfoundland.
Sir Hugh Gough gives us some more

of his stirring reminiscences, ami an

illustrated article on European mili-

tary balloonig is likely to prove in-

teresting to a large number of read-

ers. Messrs Marriott-Watson, Clark

Russell, ami S. IL Crocket continue

their respective serial contributions;
and there ate two or three short stor-

ies, the best of which is ‘The Wooing
of \minta. The illustrations are up

to the ‘Pali Mall's' usual high mark

of excellence in this department.

I have received from Macmillan and

Co. Part :•() of F. Ratzel's carefully

written and bountifully illustrated

‘History of Mankind.’ The two large
coloured piates contained in this num-

ber are beautifully executed.

I have received from G. Ricordi and

Co., 2G5, Regent-street, London, a new

song by Napoleone Zardo with charm-

ing- words by Percy Pinkerton. The

song, whirl/ is entiled ‘The Star of

Hope,' has a delicate melody, and

presents few difficulties of execution

to either singer or accompanist. It is

published in three keys—in A flat, in

F, and in E Hat.

1 am glad to see that a song, pub-

lished by J. 11. Kingsley, of New Ply-

mouth, which was favourably review-

ed in the ‘Graphic’ some time ago,

now appears in its second edition.

It is called ‘At Last,’ and is a pretty
little thing that deserves the success

it has ail a i ltd. The music is by Geo.

Garry, ami the words by Edith Grace

Levy. It is published, with violin ob-

ligato, in the key of 1).

Mr Kingsley also sends me a copy

of Mr Garry's arrangement for the

pianoforte of the well-known and

popular American schottisehe ‘I want

yer, ma honey.' It is the only one

published in the colony.

The Gospel Writ in Steel,’ ny Atlhur
Paterson: Macmillan and Co.—Chainpta-

loup and Cooper.

•Hi'smillah,’ by A. J. Dawson: Macmillan

an<l <'o.—Champtaloup and Cooper.

■The Adventures of Francois,' by S.

Weir Mitchell, M.D.: Macmillan and Co.—

Champtaloup and Cooper.

■Two men o'Mendlp,’ by Walter Hay-
mond: Longmans, Green and Co.

■ln His Steps,' by Chas. M. Sheldon:
Ward. Lock and Co.—R. Spreckley.

EASTER EGGS IN RUSSIA.

The Easter egg is used in the Rus-

sian Church as a symbol of kindly
feeling between the clergyman and his

flock. At the conclusion of the ser-

vices the members of the congrega-

tion ‘click eggs' with the priest much

as glasses are clinked when healths

are drunk at bnnquets.

'CYCLING.

If the claims made for the latest

aid to plating metals are borne out

by trial, both the makers and the

riders of cycles will have cause to

rejoice at its advent. The substance

in question is the new chloro-cyanide
sail, stated to be the cheapest and

best for electrical depositing pur-

poses.

By the use of this salt greater
facilities will be given to the trade

to decorate and vary the styles, be-

sides imparting a better finish and

more attractive appearance to the

machines. Iron, steel, and other me-

tals can be plated with gold, silver,
copper, zine. etc., very expeditiously
and cheaply by the aid of chloro-

cyanide. Gold plating can be used

on many of the parts of cycles with

good effect. Hubs, for instance, plat-
ed with gold cost very little to pro-

duce. and are easily kept clean, as

the gold does not tarnish. All that

is necessary is to lightly dust the

parts, or. in the event of their being
muddy, to wash them. A very thin

coating of gold wears a long time,
for no polishing is required, ns in the

ease of nickel.

In addition to its property of enab-

ling plating to be done more offer-

tively and cheaply than by the pre-
sent process, it will be found of great
value in electro-gilding, or copper-
depositing upon iron, as the solutions
in the plating vat can be used cold,
thus to a great extent avoiding the
fumes of cyanogen. Further, gold
and silver can be deposited from

chloro-cyanide solutions containing
very small quantities of these metals,

in this way minimising the first cost
of making up solutions.

For the information of makers, it

may be stated that the chloro-cyanide
will shortly be put on the market by
the Chloro-Cyanide Manufacturing
and Gold Extraction Syndicate at

prices which will compare favourably
with the potassium cyanide at pre-
sent in use; and the advantage of be-

ing able to deposit from cold alka-

line solutions without liberating the

fumes of cyanogen will be evident to

those engaged in the plating trade.

The chloro-cyanide salt will be sold
at a shilling a pound.

A new lyre has been invented which

is almost entirely built up of cork

with a thin rubber casing, and its

inventor claims that it is just as light
and just as fast as an air tyre, though
Ihis remains to be proved. We are

told. also, that the ideal road of the

future will be of cork. The bricks

out of which such a road wouldbe con-

structed are composed chiefly of bitu-

men and cork, which, mixed with

certain other materials and subjected
to great pressure, make an elastic
and non-slippery road material.

Paris is the home of the rational

cycling garb, but lately reports have

been circulated that the divided cos-

tume had been discarded by most

Parisian wheelwomen. A cycling
writer who has just returned from the

French capital says he did not notice

that it had been discarded to any

extent, but it is evident that it has

lost caste, and is losing its becoming-
ness also, for the costumes now worn

in Paris are altogether unsightly and

graceless. He says, too, that the fe-

male road-racing costumes this year

have been outrageous, even to Paris-

ian eyes.

According to the ‘Electrical Re-

view,’ M. Felix Dubois will shortly

start for the Soudan, the object of

his trip being to ascertain to what

extent the country is adapted to the

use of electric motor cars.

A recent French paper tells of a

bicycle funeral which was got up in

the United States. The dead man had

been an enthusiastic wheelman, and

his friends saw to it that his funeral

should not suffer for want of the

sacred ceremonies of the wheelman's
life. The paper goes on to say that

at present nine funerals out of ten

are held on wheels in the United

States, because nine out of every ten

inhabitants ride bicycles; that there

is an especially constructed ‘wheel

hearse,’ the coffin being so mounted

that the undertaker can sit on the

coffin and work the pedals on the

front wheel.

Since the advent of the cycle the

work in the Patent Office must have

increased tenfold. Every day we are

hearing of more or less insane and

useless patents being invented to be

used in connection with the bicycle.
A full description of the latest of

these fads appeared recently in the

‘Times.’ It is an instrument, so we

are told, ‘by which it is easy to record

automatically not only the distance

travelled by a bicycle or other vehicle,
but also the various directions follow-

ed during the journey and the hills*

ascended or descended. The record of

directions is obtained by means of a

compass. The needle is suspended at

the top of the pathometer, ns the in-
strument has been named, directly
above the tape on which the records

are taken.'

One has not the slightest spark of

love for the cycle sneak thief, and

would gladly welcome some device

which would effectually put a stop to

his nefarious practices. But. in the

interests of humanity it is hoped
the latest proposal in this direction

will not be largely adopted. It is the

invention of a Frenchman, and con-

sists of the attachment of a moveable

spike to the saddle pillar which can

be so manipulated that on the ma-

chine l>eing left it sticks un through
the aperture of the saddle. Fancy
taking a running jump on to a cycle
so fitted!

BOWLING.

AUCKLAND CLUB.

At the Grafton Green on Saturday last

the following games were played:—
No. 1 Rink: Hosking, Pirie, Mahoney,

McCallum (skip) 12 v. Coleman, Moritz-
sen, Shackelford, Hegman (skip) IS.

No. 2 Rink: Scott, Kayll, Prime, Led-
ingham (skip) 24 v. Spreekley, Jones.
Crawford, Haslett (skip) 6.

No. 3 Rink: Ross, Plummer, Crawford,
James (skip) 8 v. J. 1. Phillips, Spreckiey,
Mahoney, Culpan (skip) 24.
A team of first year’s players also play-

ed a similar team belonging to the De-
venport Bowling Club, the visitors win-
ning by a substantial majority, the re-

sult being:—
No. 4 Rink: Devonport v. Auckland

(Grafton)—Larner, Phipps, Mitcheil, H.
Niccol (skip) 31 v. Schischka, Ingall L.

Myers, Rankin (skip) 17.

PONSONBY CLUB.
Seven rinks from the Remuera Club

visited the Ponsonby Club’s green co play
a friendly return match. On the seventh

head the scores stood: Ponsonby 45, Rem-

uera 61. The 14th head showed tha: Pon-
sonby had pulled up a little, the scores

standing Ponsonby 93, Reinuera 103. On
the last seven heads Ponsonby made a
determined eftort to make a win, which

was done by the bare majority of one
point, the scores standing Ponsonoy 147,
Remuera 146. The following arc the
scores:—

PONSONBY V. REMUERA.
No. 2 Rink: D. Stewart, J. C. Robinson,

A. Sutherland, A. Stewart (skip) 23 v P.
A. Vaile, Colonel Dowell, W. Wright, D.

Dingweli (skip) 22.
No. 3 Rink: A J. Hurndall, C. Westp-

fall, A. Coutts, J. Newell (skip) 20 v. R.
A. Bodie, E. B. Vaile, F. W. Court, « M.
Geddis (skip) 22.

No. 4 Rink: J. Edmiston, H. Hudson, C.

Blomfield, T. Peacock (skip) 25 v. Q. B.

Hutton, E O. Haigh, R. Hull, A. Holden

(skip) 14.

No. S Rink: E. T. Hart, R. Galioway,
\\ . J. Rees, A. S. Russell (skip) u v. J.
M. Lennox, H. King, G. Bruce, W. S.
Ruddock (skip) 26.

No. 9 Rink; J. Hutchinson, M. McLean,
T. Raison, J. Stichbury (skip) 25 ». Rev.
G. B. Munro, F. Hull, J. Brown, I‘. E.
Clerk (skip) 13.

No. 10 Rink: J. Warren, S. H. Matthews,
J. Buchanan, A. Littler (skip) 12 v. \V.
Sibbald, C. Ranson, H. Maxwell, G. Court

(skip) 29.
No. 11 Rink: D. J. Wright, R. Tude-

hope, W. McCutcheon, J. Kirker (skip) 23

v. Moore-Jones, W. Gamble, G. Heron, J.

M. Laxon (skip) 20.

Grand totals: Ponsonby 147; Remuera
146.

Other games:—

No. 5 Rink: M. Todd, S. D. Hanna, J.

Becroft (skip) 21 v. J. Paterson, A. Bart-

lett. T. Ussher (skip) 20.

MOUNT ALBERT CLUB.

The following game was played and re-
sulted in a draw:—

No. 1 Rink: Hodgson, Wilkins, Bouskill
Ashton (skip) 20 v. Barber, Harrison.
Tichbon. James (skip) 20.

MOUNT EDEN CLUB.

There was a good attendance of
bers. Mrs A. M. Newman provided after-

noon tea. The following games were

played:—
No. 1 Rink: C. W. Spooner, D. Fergu-

son, H. Flaw, C. Hudson (skip) 15 v. D.

Darrach, W. Eady, H. O. Brown, S. G.
Burns (skip) 32.

No.fl 2 Rink: A. M. Newman, J. Pooley,
J. S. Kilgour. G. B. Thwaites (skip) 20 v.
J. James, D. B. Miller, H. N. Garland, A.
Holmes (skip) 17.

No. 3 Rink: J. Murdock, J. Cahill. L.

Andrews, A. F. Hooper (skip) 17 v. S.

Gray F. Frost, J. Till, R. R. Ross (skip)
25.

No. 4 Rink: L. G. Owen, J. M. Morran
(skip) 16 v. T. Jones, A. Robins (skip) 24.

DEVONPORT CLUB.
The following games were played:—
No. 1 Rink: Best, Taylor, Harvey,

Cameron (skip) 21 v. Brokes, Jones, Ste-
wart. M. Niccol (skip) 18.

No. 2 Rink: Glenister 21 v. Warren 25.

AUCKLAND BOWLING ASSOCIATION.
The first draw of the Champion of

Champions’ Match was played off on the

Newmarket Green on Saturday afternoon
last. The green was rather heavy, caused

by the rain. No. 1 rink was occupied by
Mr Ballantyne (champion of the Ponson-
by Club) and the Rev. Scott West (cham-
pion of the Auckland Club. On the 10th
head Ballantyne was b, the Rev. Scott-
West 12; on the 20th head Ballantyne was
16, the Rev. Scott-West 19; and on the 31st

head Ballantyne 26 ,the Rev. Scott-West
28, the Auckland representative thus win-
ning by two points. On No. 2 rink the
Rev. Beatty (Remuera’s champion) and
C. G. Brookes (the Mount Eden Club's

champion) were doing battle. The 10th
head showed the Rev. Beatty to 1 e 3,
whi’e Brookes was 16; on the 20th head
the Remuera champion was 9, while the
Mount Eden man had increased it to 27.
The game eventually ended by Brookes
gett'ng home by 18 points. No 3 rink was
occupied by H. C. Haselden (Parnell’s
champion/ and J. Harrison (Devonport’s).
On the 10th head Haselden was 4, Harris-
on 9; on the 20th head Haselden 11, Har-

rison 19; and on the 31st head Haselden 19,
Harrison 30. The following are the

scores:—
No. 1 Rink: R. Ballantyne 26 v. Rev.

Scott-West 28.
No. 2 Rink: Rev. Beatty 18 v. C. G.

Brookes 36.

No. 3 Rink: 11. C. Haselden 19 v. J
Harrison 30.

H W. Brookes (Newmarket) a bye.
The second draw took place immedia-

tely afterwards, on the Auckland and
Remuera Greens. Messrs H. W. Brookes

(Newmarket's champion) and C. (1.
Brookes .Mount Eden’s) meeting on the
Auckland Green, while the Rev. Scoit-
West and J. Harrison met on the itemu-
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era Green. In the match between the
Newmarket champion and the Mount

Eden, on the 10th head Newmarket was

8, Mount Eden 6; the 20th head showed
Newmarket 20, Mount Eden 10; and the
31st head Newmarket 28, Mount Eden 23.
Scores:—H. W. Brookes 28 v. C. G.

Brookes 23.
In the match between the Rev. Scott-

West and J. Harrison, on the Remuera

Green, the 10th head showed the Auckland
man to be 7, and Devonport 11; on the

20th head Auckland 17 and Devonport 18;
while the 31st head proved the Devonport

man to be too good, winning by 8 points.
Scores:—Rev. Scott-West 24 v. J. Harri-

son 32. ~

The final, between Messrs H. W.

Brookes and J. Harrison, will be played
off later on.

LAWN TENNIS.

TENNIS.
On’ Friday, March 17th, a match

was played at Napier at the Hawke's

Bay Tennis Club's Courts, Napier, be-

tween members chosen from that

Club and from the Waipawa Tennis

Chib. Those who came from Waipawa

were;
_j Misses Baker and Godfrey,

and Messrs Graham, Beddard, Lough-

nan. Witherow, Parry, and Hr. Reed.

The Napier Club was represented by

the Misses Spencer, Messrs Anderson,

Maefarlane, Dinwiddie, Burke. Parker

and Hartley. The following is the

score, by which it will lie seen that

Napier was the most successful: —

Ladies Singles. —Miss Spencer beat

Miss Godfrey. 3—6, 6—4, 6—3. Miss

E. Spencer beat Miss Baker. 6—3, 6—l.

Ladies? Doubles.—Misses Spencer

beat Misses Baker and Godfrey. 6—5,
C>—4.

Combined Doubles.—Miss Spencer
and Anderson beat Miss Godfrey and

Reed. C>—2. 6—4. Miss E. Spencer and

Maefarlane beat Miss Baker and Gra-

ham, 6—4, 6—3.

Men’s Singles.—Anderson beat Gra-

ham. 6—4. o—2.0—2. Dinwiddie beat Bed-

dard. 4—o. 6—2, 6—5. Hartley beat

Witherow, 6—4. 6—5. Maefarlane beat

Reed. 6—o, 6—4. Burke beat Lough-

nan, fi—4, ft—3. Parker beat Parry,

6— 4, o—2.

Men's Doubles. —Hartley and Parker

beat Parry and Witherow. 6—5, 6—l.

Anderson and Maefarlane beat Reed

and Graham, 5—6, ft—1. 6—5- Dinwid-

die and Burke beat Loughnan and

Beddard. 6—3, 6—5.

Is it generally known, the "Outlook

asks, that the charge of the 21st Lan-

cers before Omdurman was quite a

private entertainment? No order was

given to charge; it was, in fact, a

thoroughly bad piece of tactics; yet.

every private felt at the moment as

by an instantaneous impulse that it

had to lie, and so it was. The Sirdar

himself must have been astounded,

at the moment keenly annoyed, iet

when all was over, and success had

crowned the disregard of authority,

it was he who publicly commended

the Lancers upon their conspicuous

gallantry, with never a word of blame.

MINING NEWS.

SHAREMARKET.

Although latterly business lias lieen

somewhat quiet on the Stock

Exchange there are signs already of

an improvement. The renewal of

pumping operations by the Thames-'

Hauraki Company has made things
more hopeful in that district, and
transactions took place in May
Queens up to 5/2. with further buyers
at the same price. A syndicate has

also been formed to develop what ap-

pears to be a permanent cinnibar mine

about two miles from the Thames, and

some fine samples of ore have been on

view in town during the week. En-

quiry was made this week for Marae
toto shares owing to a message being
sent by the manager of that mine t<jt

the effect that he had struck gold in

the Payrock reef. Talisman shares

advanced during the week, sales being
made at 14/4 and 14/6. with buyers left

at the former figure. Ohinemuri Syn-
dicate shares had steady demand at

from 2/3 to 2/4, but no sales resulted.

At Te Aroha what appears to lie an

important discovery has been made in

the Loyalty Extended claim, stone

from a two-foot reef having assayed
at the rate of over £l5 per ton. At

the Premier mine, which adjoins the

new battery is just about to commence

operations. Considerable attention has

been paid this week to the Bunker's

Hill mine at Coromandel. A return of

£417 6/ was obtained from 1231 b of
specimens, and since the crushing an-

other 331 b were obtained,which should

be worth about £lOO. Although the

leader now being worked is small, it is

evidently very rich, and as the ground
is next the famous Hauraki mine it is
quite reasonable to expect that an im-

portant discovery may yet be made.

A meeting of shareholders was held

this week for the purpose of increas-

ing the capital of the company. It

was decided to authorise the issue of

20,000 shares at 3/ each, provided that

nothing was done for a month, so as

to see if the money could be got our

of the ground instead of shareholders.

In the meanwhile shares advanced

from 2/3 to 3/ in one day. and have

still an upward tendency. Four-in-

Hand shares also had steady buyers
during the week at 2/8. On the aver-

age. there was less enquiry for the

higher-priced shares in Ohinemuri

companies.

MARATOTO.
The manager telegraphed late yes-

terday afternoon: "Good gold at No. 1

level in the Payrock reef, which is four

feet wide.’

TOKATEA CONSOLS RETURN.

A parcel of ten tons of ore treated

by the Tokatea Consols Company at

Coromandel returned 270 z of melted

gold, which should be worth about

£7B.

PROGRESS CASTLE ROCK.

At N0.4 level the reef averages about

4ft in thickness and is a well-defined

body of highly mineralised quartz. The
hangingwall part looks the best, and,
by testing’ the sone shows colours of

gold. This is very encouraging, rs it

proves that the gold is going down in

the hard country.

THAMES HAURAKI COMPANY.

Mr Dunlop, manager of the Thames

Hauraki, received instructions this

week to immediately start pumping
operations on the Company's Itehalf.

which was accordingly done.

HAURAKI ASSOCIATED.

Good ore continues to be won

from the stopes over No. 2 level,

and there does not appear to have

l>een any work done at No. 1 level,
over where the richest ore is now

being won. A rise is therefore being
put up to prove the extent of solid

ground overhead.

PREMIER MINE.
The development of the Premier

mine at Waiorougomai is steadily
proceeding, under the supervision of

Mr E. 11. Hardy. At the battery site

ten head of stampers are now ip posi-
tion, and a stone-breaker and con-

centrator have been added to the

plant.

JOKER.

The Ashville Syndicate is carrying

on operations in the Joker Special
Claim, Puriri, with encouraging re-

sults. Three reefs have been dis-

covered, whieh are stated to lie of

a payable nature. A water-right,
flume ami race complete, has lieen

secured, providing more than suffi-

cient |Miwer to drive the battery of

eight heads, whieh is already on the

ground and ready for work, so that

crushing should shortly commence.

BARRIER REEFS.

The manager reports that the east

drive is now in 315 feet from the main

adit, and the west one284 feet. There

are 12 inches of quartz in the east

face, and three feet in the west, some

of whieh ore shows ruby silver. The

waggon road is nearly completed. A

contract has lieen let for the connec-

tion of one and a-half miles of water

race.

LOYALTY EXTENDED.

An important discovery has been

made by Mr Thomas Gavin on the

Loyalty Extended property at Te

Aroha. which adjoins the Premier

mine. A reef two feet thick has been

discovered, and assay tests show its

value to be .£ 15 6/7 per ton.

CINNABAR FIND.

At Mr R. R. Hunt's office. Shortland-

sireet, may be seen a number of sam-

ples of cinnabar ore taken from a 4-

fcot lode on the Hauraki Cinnabar

Mineral Lease at the Thames. This is

really the discovery made some

months ago by those well-known pros-

pectors, Messrs Lowrie Brothers. The

ground consists of 34 acres, situated
about two miles from Shortland as

the crow Hies. Enough work has now

been done to show that a lode from

3 to 4 feet in thickness exists on the

property; in fact, those are the di-

mensions reported by the Government

Geologist, Mr McKay. At Mr Hunt s

office are blocks of cinnabar ore, some

weighing up to half a. cwt. Some of

the samples are very rich, but assay

tests have ranged from 0.3 to 27.5 per
eent. of mercury, although some of

the samples on view would certainly
yield from 50 to 60 per cent. Mr Hunt

has also a small bottle of mercury in

its marketable form as separated from

the ore at the Thames School of Mines.

At present in Auckland mercury is

worth a little over 2/6 per th whole-

sale, and it is known that 1 per cent,

in the ore will pay, so that this should

prove a payable property. Unlike the

deposit at Ohaewai. this place has been

cool for ages. Some of the stone con-

tains dark cinnabar, whieh is consider-
ed an evidence of a permanent deposit.

BUNKER’S HILL RETURN.

The picked stone and specimens won

from the Bunker’s Hill mine, Coro-

mandel, have been treated, ami the

result is highly satisfactory. Alto-

gether 1231bs of stone were erushed

for the return of 1390 z 2dwt of bullion,

worth £417 6s.

The manager telegraphed early in

the week. ‘Blb of picked stone from No.

2 stope. Good gold showing.’ Later

on another 251 b of specimens were ob-

tained.
The manager reported that work on

the four inch leader had been con-

fined to the No. 2 stope, and rising

above the same where leaders junction
or separate. From there the specimens
were obtained during the week with

good gold left showing in the back of

the rise. It has been decided to con-

tinue rising on the junction with one

shift, so long as the chute of gold

lasts, which it has every appearance
of doing.

MEETING OF SHAREHOLDERS.

An extraordinary meeting of share-

holders in the above company was

held this week in the Chamber of

Mines, whieh was very largely at-

tended. Mr Arthur Heather, Chair-

man of Directors, presided. The min

manager reported that during the

past five months picked stone and

specimens had been obtained which

yielded bullion worth £783 1/. The

prospects for the future were, he con-

sidered, highly satisfactory, as there

were 350 feet of backs available, with

250 feet yet to drive on the line of reef,

'rhe manager recommended that ener-

getic. operations be carried out on the

four-inch leader.

The chairman said the shareholders

had been called together to approve

the proposal to increase the capital
of the company. The proposal would

give £ 1000 cash to go on wit h and leave
£2OOO to be called up for future de-

velopment. He moved that the capital
of the company lie increased to £ 18,-
000 by the creation of 20.000 shares at

3/ each.

Dr. Wilkins seconded rhe resolution,

whieh was ultimately adopted,
with the addition of the proviso
that the new shares be not issued for

one month.

N.Z. TALISMAN COMPANY.

AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT.

A good deal has been said lately
about the increasing of the capital of

the N.Z. Talisman Company and sale

of the Talisman Extended Company’s
property. The following authoritative

staten ent as to the true position of

tiffairs will no doubt be read with in-

terest by local shareholders in both

companies:
In reference to a paragraph in

the ‘N.Z. Herald' as to this Company,
we beg to inform you that no negotia-
tion for the acquisition by this Com-

pany of the Talisman Extended
Claims, machine site, ami water rights
has yet been concluded. Recent

cabled information is to the effect that

the London ami New Zealand Explora-
tion Company has made an offer to

this Company of the property in ques-

tion. together with £25,000 cash for

an allotment of 50,000 shares to be

created for this purpose. Yours

faithfully (Signed) Bewick. Moreing
and Co.'

IRISH NOBLEMAN’S SUPERSTITION

Like all true sons of Erin, the young

Marquis of Waterford, head of the

great Irish house of Beresford, is dis-

posed to be superstitious. He gave

a rather amusing illustration of this

peculiarity the other day on the oc-

casion of the birth of his son and heir,

says ‘Mainly About People.’ lie owns

a fine house in ('avendish Square,
which, unfortunately, bears the num-

ber of ‘thirteen.’ and so alarmed was

he lest this unlucky number should

cast a blighting influence on the so-

called happy event, that he actually
leased for a couple of months another

furnished house in the same square
where the birth took place. Young
Lord Waterford, who is a nephew of

Admiral Lord Charles Beresford, mar-

ried a year ago the pretty daughter of

the Marquis of Lansdowne, now Secre-

tary of State for War.

Curraghmore, county Waterford,
his country seat, is a most pictur-
esque place, and is haunted by a fam-

ous and most authentic banshee. The
latter is said to have made its last ap-

pearance on the eve of the suicide

of the late Marquis, who was prompt-
ed by the intense suffering result-

ing from an accident in the hunting
field to take his own life.

With her usual outspoken frankness

and certainty of verdict. ‘Madame’
Sarah Grand advises ‘The Young Wo-

man’ as to the choice of a husband.

The poor girl of to-day. it appears.
Las far less chance of getting a good
husband than of securing a good
mount in the park, for ‘external ap-

pearance is some guide’ in horses,
sav s our omniscient prophetess. Her

chief caution to the ingenue is to

watch a man's manners towards the

aged, and to beware of the gay de-

ceiver who descants on the attrac-
tions of mere beauty. ‘That kind of

man is a mere animal, who will dis-

gust you in a month and tire of you
in a year—if you can stand him so

long.’ Nor does this courageous

lady leave ‘The Young Man' without

the benefit of her counsel. ‘The man.'
she asserts, ‘is too self-confident: he

says there is no understanding a wo-

man. yet he believes he “knows a

thing or two," and the women keep
their countenances and let. him be-

lieve.’ This is valuable* evidence* from
what may be called the* Opposition.
Bill this is not all; for ‘Like* attracts

like,' we* read, ami ‘the* man who is

worthy has an infallible* guide* in his

own grace of nature* to determine his

choice.’ After all of which we* leave

off pretty much as we* were befor»*.

The Queen of Holland, when visit-

ing Switzerland lately, receive*d by
parcel post a herring from one of her

loyal subjects. A note* explained that

it was the first herring of the season's

catch and was tin* gift of some* Dutch

fisherman. Iler Majesty promptly
had it cooked and ate it.
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Through the Auckland Province

With the Governor.

THE NATIVE MEETING AT

WAITANGI.
At the outset I will ask permission

to digress somewhat from the subject
defined in the heading* to this article
to tell a story. It is in connection

with the Maoris, and indirectly with

the native meeting* at Waitangi, and is

illustrative of the manner in which

ancient superstitions still possess the

older members of the race under cer-

tain circumstances. On board the
Tutanekai on her trip round the North

was an old and influential chief bound

for the gathering. Whether it was

that his limited knowledge of English
made his position a somewhat isolated

one, and thus induced low spirits, or

whether some other cause was prim-
arily responsible, I do not know, but

the fact remains that after a day or

two he appeared but little at meals,

and seemed to be very deep down in

the dumps indeed. His condition

eventually gave rise to uneasiness on

board, and the climax was reached

when he claimed to hear the voices of

ids ancestors calling him in the splash
of the waves and the noise of the

machinery. He developed a passion

for remaining on deck, and while ly-
ing at Whangaroa his ill-health be-

came really serious. His ancestors,
through tin' medium of the creaking
id' the boat against the wharf, and an

explosive like snore wafted through a

port-hull' below, were very persistent
in their calls that he should join them

across the Iteinga. In spite of not

feeling well, our friend was evidently
not anxious to respond to the calls,
and. with a view to satisfying their

demands, he decided on making them

an offering. A nice white shirt, the

property of a person not altogether
unconnected with the ministry, was

the article that came most readily to

hand, and so overboard it went, much

to the subsequent sorrow of its owner

when he became acquainted with its

sad fall'. One shirt, however, was

evidently no adequate offertory for the

spirits and their persistent demands

lor the presence of their descendant

continued unabated. The chief hur-

riedly made another eoncession.emp-
ing the contents of his pockets into

BY OUR SPECIAL CORRHSPONDKNT

the sea, and was discovered just too

late to prevent his eoat, of which lie

had divested himself, following the

tilings that had gone before. This

latter article was, however, rescued by
the timely discovery of its fate, and

its owner seemed rather pleased than

otherwise to get it back. The suppo-
sition that it was this old native’s un-

avoidable isolation that brought about

his superstitious fancies in the light
of later facts seems probable, for once

at Waitangi he regained almost his

normal cheerfulness, and his ancestors

eeased their clamouring that he

should cross the Reinga.
This story, true in substance and

details, is a striking commentary on

the fact that inbred superstition is

not easily eradicated, and yet the

younger generation are in some re-

spects ultra-progressive. A great
amount of evidence of this latter fact

was available for even the most casual
observer at Waitangi. The meeting
was run on the most strictly business
principles, the details of the arrange-

ments being in the hands of a com-

mittee and secretary. This committee

sold all sorts of privileges. For per-

mission to run a refreshment stall the

fee was. I believe, £1; rights to set up
various games were conceded for 10/;
photographers were mulcted to the

tune of half a guinea; and the privi-
lege of cleaning boots cost the natives

who obtained it a pound. An amusing
provision of this latter concession was

that the stipulation was inserted that

the poor unfortunate must clean the

boots of the members of the com-

mittee once each day free. Half a

dozen of such portmanteaux as some

of the natives wear would take the

gilt off the bootblack's gingerbred, 1

fear: and in this instance the com-

mittee without question obtained from

their point of view a most satisfactory

arrangement. The committee them-

selves set up a billiard table as a spec
the Maoris are great adepts with the

cue ami the result of inviting tenders

for flour and sugar was that the re-

quirements of the meeting were sup-

plied at prices that left little margin
of profit to the tradesman. Such ar-

rangements as this committee made

showed a business acumen in one

sense highly creditable to the natives.

In another direction the talents of the

younger generation not only show a

tendency against which the older

chiefs are strenuously fighting, but

which the European who has the true

inteiest of the native race at heart
must equally condemn. At Waitangi
the assertion was made that the

younger men are all in favour of sell-

ing the land. They wish to handle

ready money, and with no regard to

thos<i.who are to follow them, or even

for their later life, would appear to

advocate the conversion of their lands

into an interchangeable currency. On

the other hand, the older chiefs pro-
fess to desire the conservation of their

lands to themselves and their children

after them. Such is a main, and it

will be admitted, deplorable difference

between the Europeanised natives and
those older men, who, in many re-

spects. are very like what the natives

were in the earliest days of colonisa-

tion.

The Waitangi meeting provided,
among other things, unmistakable

evidence that the day of the big
korero is over. An attendance of over

two thousand was confidently antici-

pated; under five hundred assembled.

The pride of oratory, and the interest

in speech making is also dwindling;
and the circle to consider business

matters was restricted. The younger
men present at Waitangi made but

little show of attending the discus-

sions, finding amusement ’in other

parts of the cam]) more to their tastes,
while the attention of a fair percent-
age of those who either professed or

felt an interest was too unstable to

stand lengthened concentration. The

prevalence of a jaw dislocating yawn,
and the attention which any small dis-

tracting element received were alike

evidence of the trend of inclination.

The Governor’s reception on the

Tuesday was both cordial and loyal,
but the natives of the North would

appear to be either ashamed of their

ancient dances, or to neglect the

practice which alone insures eftii-

eiency, for the hakas were neither

well done nor lengthy. The Maoris

are still lovers of a soldier’s dress,

and Captains Alexander and Welles-

ley, of His Excellency’s suite, and

Colonel Pole-Penton attending His

Excellency in their uniforms were

to them a source of no inconsiderable

pleasure. Yet another evidence of

the changed character of the Maoris
was to be seen in their simply extend-
ing to the Governor a welcome as

hail been arranged, and not worrying
him with their many grievances,
real and otherwise. Certainly such

was the programme announced, but

it nevertheless bespeaks no inconsi-
derable change, or else a marvellous

control over the natives by the head

of affairs. Hone Heke, that such old

chiefs as Penetani, Rawierawharerau,
Taneharatua, Rituhaua, Hori Kara-

katawiti, Mititakau. Taoho, and Kuao,
who were among those present,
should not have entered on an ac-

count of their troubles.
Outside the announcement by Lord

Ranfurly of his exercise of his pero-
gative of mercy in the liberation of

the Waima offenders, five in number,
from gaol, the most important fea-

ture of His Excellency’s remarks was

the advice he tendered to the natives

to make their meetings (which he

considered it highly desirable should

be regularly held) a place for the dis-
cussion of matters directly affecting
the people, instead of going over and

over old grievances which could not,

be rectified.
On the second day of the meeting,

when the Premier went across to

Waitangi, as Native Minister, to lis-

ten to and reply to grievances, an

amusing disinclination was shown by
the natives to give any very full in-

formation as to their troubles. This

was prompted either by a desire to

get the Premier to show his hand,
without their committing themselves,
or was due to their not having arrived

at any very decided opinion among
themselves. There were not w’anting
those at Waitangi not unacquainted
with the cleverness of the Maoris as

tacticians, who confidently put the

former construction on the attitude

taken up. It is quite possible that
the Premier was personally of this

way of thinking, for with some lab-

our he wormed out of them a pretty
complete resume of their opinions on

the various subjects about which they
perennially grumble, before commit-

ting himself to a speech. Both the

meeting of His Excellency, accom-

panied by his suite, Colonel Pole-

Penton. the Premier, and the Hon.

Jas. Carroll, and the Premier’s sub-

sequent business confab, may be re-

garded as very satisfactory. Wai-

tangi should mark another, though
minor, epoch in the relationship of

the two races, as a result of the meet-

ing.
The sights about the camp were

much what one can see at any native
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meeting. There are only a few

natives residing at Waitangi, ami for

that reason there was not much of

an air of permanency about the

settlement. A number of brush huts

were erected to supplement the few

already on the ground, and for the

rest the natives found shelterin tents.

The time of a large section of the

women was almost exclusively devot-

ed to that important element of a

Maori meeting, the cuisine. Piles of

potatoes, a quantity of dried shark,
tethered quadrupeds bearing some re-

semblance to the European pig', smo-

king fires, and immense coppers of

boiling water, bore evidence to ma-

terial for the chattering cooks. When

on the second day a true Maori meal

was given the Premier, we had an

opportunity of testing the pleasantly
smoke flavoured results of the

Maoris’ cooking. At night the camp

presented great activity. Various

games of chance, run by the licensed

showmen, attracted little knots of

eager natives, while passing to and

fro were youths and girls exchanging
somewhat broad banter, the whole

forming an altogether very noisy but

perfectly sober throng. In the quiet-
er precincts of the hall some of the

graver members devoted their time

to discussion, which never seemed to

get much ’forrader.’ Fairly early the

lights dwindled down, the discussion,
laughter and games gradually dis-

appeared, and the Maoris retired, to

get up early next morning and go
through the routine again. So on

for a week or so. when every one

disperses, little the wiser, financially
the poorer. A somewhat novel ele-

ment was brought into this Waitangi
gathering, of which a number of

snapshots appear this week, by the

arrival and formal welcome of the

liberated Hone Tola and his follow-

ers; but beyond this, the historic spot
on which it was held, and the pre-
sence of the Governor, it was much
like other native meetings, only—as
a present day American humorist

would put it—perhaps a trifle more so.

RUSSELL. WHANGAREL GIS-

BORNE. HICKS’ BAY, ANO WHITE

ISLAND.

Russell, or Kororareka as the roll-
ing Maori name has it. is a sleepy
little township. It gives the casual

visitor the impression that its dimly
remembered historic past still over-

shadows it; that its recovery from

the blow of the transient passing of
the honour of being the capital of
this colony has never been complete.
The whaling industry of the pre and
early colonisation days has also de-

parted, leaving behind it no adequate
substitute to lift the place from com-

mercial stagnation. Of late years it
has been the centre of the Auckland
oyster supply, but the beds are now

depleted, have been closed for a sea-

son, and will remain so for some
little time longer. Quickly drawn
conclusions are often at fault, but
the conclusion 1 arrived at (hastily
enough. 1 must admit), that the peo-
ple are well contented with thy pre-
sent state of affairs, is, I believe, well

founded. The situation is pleasant,
a living with a moderate share of the

good things of country life not very
difficult of attainment, and life gene-
rally more or less ideal, according
to the temperament of the indivi-
dual. But little ready money is ne-

cessary. most of the inhabitants be-

ing tradespeople.and although money
passes as the convenient form of ex-

change, what A supplies is very
generally counterbalanced by what It
sells A; while the the few country
settlers and gumdiggers, whose mar-

ket Russell is, provide the necessary
money which goes to purchase the

commodities which the people not
directly, but in fact, barter amongst
themselves. To go to Russell with

money making as a main object
would be the height of folly, but to

settle there with a view to leading a

hum-drum, but pleasant enough ex-

istence, might without difficulty be
defended as a wise move.

The people of the Bay of Islands
are at the present time greatly exer-

cised on the question of the closing
of the Kawakawa-Opua railway. This

line would appear to have never been

justified by the nature, of the coun-

try or the settlement, and not only
has it failed to pay interest on the
initial cost of £90.00(1. but has show n

for some years a debit balance on

the working account of little less
than £l.OOO. The Government pro-

pose tn hand the railway over to the

County Council, but that body would

appear to have no aspiration in the
direction of controlling a railroad.
Neither does a proposal that the line
should pass into private hands meet

with the favour of the residents, and

as the Government decline to go on
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running the line at a considerable
loss the deadlock arrived at is com-

plete. Opua. a small settlement some

three miles from Russell, at the head

of the arm of the bay on which the

latter is situated, depends very large-
ly on the railway for its existence;
while Kawakawa’s prosperity in no

small degree is also wrapt up in the

railway question. Kawakawa is al-
most the direct antithesis of Russell.

It has the advantage of being the

concentrating point of most of the

main roads of the far North, and
it gives every indication of being an

important place in the future. Just
at present it is suffering from the
substantial disadvantage of having a

good share of its principal buildings
burnt down, and His Excellency the
Governor hardly saw it under its

most favourable aspects on the 16th.
The country round the Bay of Islands
is for the most part poor land, but
there is no reason to doubt its being
eventually put to good use, for gorse
has now had a long and eminently
satisfactory trial as a fodder plant
in the district, and between Kaeo and

\Vai|tapa, at the northern end of the

Imy. also, in other parts, there are

extensive areas of a grass which ap-

pears to be commonly called Mexican

grass. The proper name, 1 believe,
is Arnostis Brownii, but however

that may be, the fact remains that

it is producing a large quantity of

not innutritions fodder on land

which failed formerly to give the

slightest return with English or na-

tive grasses. As a summer resort, it
is somewhat strange that Russell is
not in vogue with Aucklanders. The

beaches are excellent, the fishing
good,and all the essentials for a quiet
holiday for materfamilias and the
children during school vacation are

already there. One of the pleasant-
est excursions of the tour was that

which the Vice-regal party made on

the Ida, after paying a visit to Kawa-
kawa on the second day. The islands
from which the bay takes its decid-

edly appropriate name are not to be
seen from Russell, but they are there
all the same, and the beauty of that

part of the bay, where they are dotted
as thickly as currants in a plum pud-

ding, is in its way unique; at least,
so I believe, the party on the Ida

thought.

The Premier, who from Mangonui
to Russell travelled overland, obtain-
ed a very good notion of what the

roads are like in the North. I believe
that he set out from Kaeo to meet
a boat at Waipapa, which was to con-

vey him up to Russell, with the assur-

ance of the residents that the road
was excellent, and very likely so it
was—for the North. ' A celebrated

whip in .Mr Penney was handling the

ribbons, and the way in which he
took that four-in-hand over the six-
teen miles, in about two hours, while
it provoked the enthusiasm of Messrs.

Seddon,Houston and Crowe —afterthe

event—left them at the time but little
leisure to spare from their strenuous
efforts to maintain their places in
the vehicle as it swung along and cut

perilously round- the curves of that
natural road.

Should this account appear some-

what disjointed, explanation may be
found in that it is written while the.

leathery lungs of a gentleman close
to the window are driving his voice
ut high pressure in a cheerful dis-
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course to a gathering of Salvation

Army , persuasion on how, at some

time in. the remote past, he used to

actually—oh! the horror of it!—

drink whisky, and even beer. The

band, which breaks in at intervals
with "Old Folks at Home’ and ‘On the

Ball,’ must also be classed as a dis-
tracting element.

Travelling at sea by night has its

advantages, the chief of which is

perhaps - that once asleep the worst

victim ot seasickness is rarely awak-

ened possessed of a mad desire to

take off bis boots by bringing them

up his throat, but the sea was so

calm on the night of the 16th that

it was somewhat a matter for regret
that the Tutanekai passed along the

coast from Russell to Whangarei be-

tween the hours of 10 p.m. and dawn

on the jlth. St. Patrick’s Day is ob-

served by the good people of Whan-

garei as a close holiday, so that when

His Excellency and party, the Pre-

mier ano the Colonial Secretary ar-

rived at Whangarei station by the

train from Opau, alongside the wharf

t.djai ent to which the tide permitted
of the Tutanekai berthing at nine

o’clock, there was a large crowd as-

sembled. The school children were

marshalled on the platform, and with

their piping little voices sang heartily
‘God Save the Queen’ on His Excel-

lency alighting from the railway
carriage. The usual address of wel-

come, in this case most handsomely
lettered and ornamented bj’ the

County Chairman, who has an artistic
bent, was presented, and afterwards

the party drove to the orange orch-

ards o.‘ Air Dobbie. A drive to Poroti
—the accent is on the ti—was the

projTimme for the day. The drive is

pronahly sixteen miles, but the aggre-

gate distance of all the holes which

the traps had to tumble in and out of

possibly added another mile at least.

It was darkly hinted that the excur-

sion was partly planned with a view

to showing the Premier something
of the road—even the people of other

parts of Whangarei admit that it is

the worst in the county-—but the
Right Hon. Seddon at the last minute

decided that a trip to Hikurangi
would suit him better; so, if there

was any such intention it proved abor-

tive. In the vicinity of Whangarei
the roads are excellent—but dusty.
Local residents who were of the

party mentioned this before a start

was made, but the wildest endeavours
of undirected imagination must have

failed to have guessed quite how

dusty. A little way out of Whanga-
rei the carriages were engulfed in

clouds of dust from which they at

intervals emerged. It was something
like one imagined a duststorm must
le like in the heart of the Sahara

desert. Sometimes the dust was of

a grey tinge, anon, as its source was

a different class of soil, it would be

brown or again of a reddish hue.

Practically there was no wind, and

in this lay the greatest source of the

trouble,.icr had there been a breeze

to cear away the clouds the horses

and vehicles created matters would
not hav<- been so bad. For the first

part the road lies through good fer-

tile land, but some miles out the

poorest of gum hills are passed over.

Men are still digging here in consider-
able numbers, and adjacent to the

road are several camps with their

small canvas or sack tents and great
chimneys of sods of earth. It was

the first that the vice-regal party had
seen at close quarters of the primary
stages of the great gum digging in-

dustry, and for that reason His Ex-

cellency, who would appear to be an

enthusiast in seeing everything for

himself connected with the country’s
prosperity, undoubtedly was better

pleased than had they taken him

some less arduous excursion where a

sight of gum digging was not to be

had. The best of good things has an

end, and the road to Poroti was no

exception that Friday morning, but
the end came none too soon. There

are a fair number of natives in the

vicinity of Poroti, and they have evi-

dently not forgotten their ancient

dances as anyone who visited Wai-

tangi would be almost inclined to

think that the natives had done. A

score of them gave a haka in real

good style, and adorned as they were

simply m loin cloths their distortions
and hideous grimaces were fearsome

enough in all conscience, one hairy
bodied old man in particular excelling
the others in the manner in which he

rolled his eyes and protruded his

tongue. His grimaces and antics in

fact wtie such as to convey the im-

pression that he was more or less con-

nected with that humourously play-
ful animal the chimpanzee. Coming
along the road the remark was made
that the drive would prove as effi-
cacious for anyone suffering from
that complaint known as ‘having a

liver’ as consulting a doctor. How-

ever that may have been it was un-

doubtedly a fact that most of
the members of the party
were extremely hungry, and I

have little doubt but that many
silent benedictions were given Mr and
Mrs Rawnsley, who gave a first-rate

lunch in the school house as veal and

ham pie, chickens, turkeys, trifles, and

fruit were assisted on their way to
appease a strong sense of hunger
with English bottled beer and Aus-
tralian and Continental wines. The
original intention included a visit to
Wairua falls, but His Excellency de-
cided that three miles more of such
road as had been traversed would not

only be a trial on the horses but
those in the vehicles, and the project
was abandoned. In this we have an

example of the irony of fate, for the
three miles of road between Poroti
and the falls had had a certain
amount of work put upon it in antici-
pation of the Governor’s visit, while
the road that was driven over was

left untouched. Once back in Whan-
garei short visits were paid the resi-
dence of the Mayor (Mr Killen), the
orchard of the local member (Mr R.
Thompson), and Colonel Goring, af-
ter which a special train conveyed
Lord Ranfurly and his suite down to

the Tutanekai at Opau.
It is one of the standing grievances

of the Whangareite this unfortunate
three miles between Whangarei town-
ship and the wharf. At Opau the
train service is irregular; but what is
much worse, there is no road connec-

tion, and he who makes use of the
roughly-ballasted line as a footpath
with a view to avoid a tiresome wait
at a dreary station renders himself
liable to substantial fines. Beyond
this Whangarei is a place with com-

paratively few grievances to ventilate

—a circumstance attested by the fact
that only one deputation waited on

the Premier in Whangarei itself, and
that in reference to a reasonable re-

quest for assistance towards the estab-
lishment of a very necessary hospital.
The township gives the impression of

enjoying more than average prosper-
ity. Several really fine residences
have recently gone up, brick buildings
in the town are in course of erection,
and a gas-works is nearly completed.
Prices point to there being very little
short of a land boom nt present. As
much as £2O a foot has been refused
for the shallow building allotments
where the recent fire was, and £36 a

foot has been paid for a small front-

age on Bank-street. A little way out
of the town, at the rate of £ 500 an

acre has been recently given for build-

ing allotments. Such prices would
point to something very nearly ap-
proaching a land boom in Whangarei.
Of course this undoubted prosperity
has not its origin somuch in the town

itself as in the improving state of

things to be found in most parts of

the country. The extension of the rail-

way north, the enlarging- of the coal

output, and the extensive operations
in kauri a.t Whakapara all contribute
their quota; but more important is

the steady taking up of land. There is
a large area of very good land in the

county, much of which has not as yet
been broken in or is still in the hands
of the natives. An important item in
the promotion of this settlement will

be the opening of the Whatitiri Block

of 20,000 acres recently purchased by
the Government from the natives. The

land is, for the most part, compara-

tively flat; all but a small area is bush-

clad, and it is estimated that fully
14,000 acres are good land. A road

is being pushed through the block, and

is was pleasing to learn when driving
to Poroti that this new road will effect
the substitution of 3 miles of flat for

5 miles of extremely stiff-graded hills.

One of the smaller recent factors in
the cheerful state of affairs at Whan-

garei is the recently opened creamery,

which, situated almost in the town,
gives every indication of ensuring that

support which should guarantee its

success. Before leaving the subject of

Whangarei some reference should un-

doubtedly be made to the oranges and

lemons which have done a considerable

amount in gaining the district a name.

In oranges the local residents are

coming to the conclusion that they
cannot compete with the fruit from

the Islands; but good returns are ob-

tained, and the growers believe will

continue to be obtained from the lem-
on plantations, which are pretty uni-
versal in the district. The lemon,
naturally a good bearer, gives prolific
crops in most parts of the county, and

there are now a good number of or-

chards giving good returns.

From Whangarei to Gisborne is a

far cry without a break, and the run is

also unusual, so much so, in fact, that

I question whether a steamer has

ever made it. However that may be in

the original programme mapped out

for His Excellency’s tour, it was pro-
posed that the steamer should proceed
from Whangarei to Gisborne direct.

Eventually this arrangement was mod-

ified, partly with a view to the recep-
tion of Mahuta, the Maori King, and a

number of Waikato chiefs on the Sat-

urday morning at Government House,
Auckland, and partly to allow of the

Governor dealing with official corres-

pondence for the outgoing ’Frisco
mail on March 20. Leaving Auckland at
4 p.m. on the 18th, a really remarkably
calm passage was experienced to Gis-

borne, where the steamer arrived on

the Sunday afternoon, having made a

twenty-four hours’ run. H.M.s. Mil-

dura, which had arrived on the Satur-
day from the South, was anchored in

the roadstead, and the marines lined

up on the forecastle head saluted the

Tutanekai as she passed to take up a

position somewhat nearer the break-

water. It being a Sunday, there was,

of course, no official reception, but the

Mayor (Mr J. Townley) and the Chair-

man of the County Council (Mr J.

Maefarlane), as well as a number of

other gentlemen, came off in the ten-

der Waihi. which was flying a large
amount of bunting. Assembled on the

wharf was a fair proportion of the
inhabitants of the borough. The opin-
ion of Gisborne seemed to be divided

as to whether the crowd was, or was

not, larger than on the occasion of

the landing of the survivors of the ill-

fated Tasmania, close on two years
before. The City Band, attired in new

uniforms, supplied by an Auckland
outfitter, were prominent on the

wharf, as were the firemen, who main-

tained a clear space for His Excellency
to walk to the carriages. Lord Ran-

furly, Capt. Alexander, and the Hon.

C. Hill Trevor were the guests of the

Mayor for two days’ stay, while the

remainder of the party put up at the

Masonic, which is a first-rate hotel.

A great meed of praise is due the

people of Gisborne for the admirable
arrangements they had made, and, al-

though His Excellency had little spare

time, he saw as much of the district

and its people as was possible. Mon-

day morning" was taken up with a run

round the town, during the course of

which the hospital and the diminutive
cottage close by, which glories in the

name of an old men’s home, were visit-

ed. Later the vice-regal party, accom-

panied by Capt. Leah and the officers

of the Mildura, drove out to Te Arai.
It took three landaus and one trap to

accommodate everybody, and each

vehicle being horsed with teams of

four, the whole made a brave show.

And those ponies could go. too. so that

the drives, both on the first and second

days, would have been pleasant simply
as drives, for let it not be forgotten,
Gisborne has in its vicinity the best

stretches of road to be found in this

province. In any one direction the

roads do not extend more than twenty
miles, but twenty miles of perfectly
flat road, kept in a manner that re-

flects the greatest credit on the Com-
ty Council are not to be elsewhere met

with, in Auckland Province, anyway.
It is a. country in which the grumbling
cyclist should meet with no encour-

agement, and I should advise the oft-

times misguided individuals, who, in

parts that shall be nameless, have the

management of roads in their hands to

serve an apprenticeship in the Poverty
Bay district. The drive on the first

day was along to Te Arai, some twelve

miles out. The road lies through Ma-

karaka and Matawhero, and crosses a

largish river in the Waipoa. At Te

Arai is a native church, which,
though its outside presents an almost

ultra-modern appearance, has an in-

terior panelled with some of the finest

Maori carvings extant. The work is

that of the old masters, elaborately
intricate, now extinct, and confined

even in the olden times to the natives
of a restricted portion of the East
Coast. The key to the figures has
also been lost, and the interpretation
of the allegorical scenes which seem

to be represented in this carving is lost
for all time. The natives at Te Arai

gave very good evidence that they have
not given up the practice of their
ancient dances. It is said, and it may
be presumed with truth, that the two

hakas they danced in welcoming His

Excellency, were specially prepared.
One was supposed to depict the de-

cadence of the native race, the passing
of their lands from them, and the

squabble over the proceeds; the other

was a skit on the Government, the

translation of which was that the Gov-

ernor and Ministers, law-makers for

the Maori people, made for them noth-

ing. The native house at Te Arai is,
despite its objectionable modern

points—it has, if I remember rightly,
an unsightly galvanised iron roof—an

exceptionally fine one. The Maori

people also are a really fine lot, and

the cold lunch they gave the vice-

regal party would not have disgraced
any hotel. Later in the afternoon His
Excellency had an opportunity of

judging" what it is to be a big" run-

holder in Poverty Bay, having accept-
ed an invitation to a garden party
given in his honour by Mr and Mrs
Percival Barker. Mr Barker is what a

local resident described as one of the

plutocrats of the district; he is, say.
worth £ 100,000 —possibly a great deal

more. That he spends the money he

makes one may be justified in con-

cluding from his fine residence, which

is an imposing edifice, with a tower in

the centre, from the neat manner in

which the grounds and spacious lawns

are kept, and more than all these,
from the fact his family exceeds in

numbers a baker’s dozen. Assembled
on the lawns were the elite of Gis-

borne and its neighbourhood. A visi-

tor would be inclined to conclude that
in the matter of fashions in dress.
Poverty Bay folk would be tailing-
some distance in the rear, but such a

gathering as this garden party would

serve to very effectively dispel any
such conclusion; in fact, a good per-

centage of the ladies were dressed as

fashionably as those who pride them-

selves on their up-to-datedness in a

place like Christchurch.

I mentioned before that Gisborne

permitted the Governor very little

time for contemplative rest, and on

returning from Mr Barker’s there was

only an interval of a couple of hours

before it was necessary to dress for

the principal function of the Gisborne

reception—the banquet. It is beyond
my province to attempt a relation of

what was said, and happily it is so,

for, after all, after dinner speeches
viewed in cold blooded print are fre-

quently not very effective. A few
things, however, struck me about the

banquet. The tables, which accommo-

dated about 150, were very nicely laid,
the menu was commonplace, but the

wines unexceptionable, and a spirit of

patriotism which 1 have rarely seen

so pronounced in the colony pervaded
the gathering. Lord Ranfurly is one

of the few Governors we have had

who thoroughly recognises the im-

portance of inculcating in and out of

season every phase of patriotism and

loyalty we should entertain as a unit

of the Empire which the sons of Great

Britain have laboriously built. This

never ceasing endeavour of His Excel-

lency to keep prominently in the fore-

ground the bond of sympathy and in-

terest which unites us to the country
from which we have sprung bore fruit

on the occasion of this banquet. A

number of the officers of the Mildura,
here and there conspicuous at the

various tables by reason of their epau-
lets of gold fringe, accentuated the

feelings which moved those present;
and when Captain Leah sat down after

responding" to the toast of the Army
ami Navy, on behalf of the former, al-

though he had said nothing calculated
to arouse enthusiasm beyond a few

honest words to the effect that the

navy would always do its duty, there
was an almost spontaneous striking
up of ‘Rule Britannia' by the company.

Nine o’clock is almost an unseemly
hour to have to start out after a ban-

quet the previous night, but such was

Hie time fixed for setting out on the
morning of Tuesday, the 21st, for

Karaka. As on the previous day, the

spanking four-in-hands were brought
into requisition. A party was present
from tin- Mildura, and the day proving
fine after the sky had been unpleas-
antly overcast in the morning, an en-
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joyable outing resulted. Those ex-

cellent Gisborne roads again came in

for their share of praise, and although
the drive was all told altout 40 miles,
it did not prove over fatiguing.
Karaka had erected a triumphal arch

that in neatness quite put that across

Gladstone road, Gisborne, in the shade,
the Maoris extended the loyal welcome

which has throughout the province
proved characteristic of them, and

everything went enjoyably and

smoothly. School sports were visited
both on the road back and on arrival

at Gisborne. The latter were those of
the Gisborne District High School, and

a feature was the manner in which
the girls of the various classes and the

boys of the school had been instructed

in physical exercises. The precision
with which the various groups went

through these exercises earned for
them deserved and unstinted applause.
In the evening His Excellency and
suite were present at a concert given
by the Gisborne Orchestral Society,
which in its way was excellent and

also had the recommendation of brev-

ity. By 11 p.m. the Tutanekai was

under weigh and steaming north. The
visit to Poverty Bay was of sufficient
duration to show what a large area of

excellent land there is in the vicinity
■of the town, so excellent indeed that

the assurance of residents that the

best sheep stations are for the most

part over the encircling belt of hills,
principally towards the north, is hard
of belief. The two large freezing
works are substantial proof of the

■extensive nature of sheep farming in

Poverty Bay. A creamery has also

been recently opened in the vicinity of

Gisborne, and is doing well, while it

is pleasing to learn that after several

bad years there has this season been

a good grass seed crop. In Gisborne
itself it is said that trade in almost all
lines is too much ent to be over profit-
able. What is really wanted to send

the place ahead is the opening of con-

siderable tracks ofat present unutilised

back country, while light railway con-

nection with eitherAuckland or Napier
for which the people are persistently—-
and they trust successfully—agitating
would be no small factor in improving
a state of affairs which even at pre-
sent leaves little grounds for grumb-
ling.

Hick’s Bay, off which the Tutanekai

anchored early on the morning of

Wednesday, is an open roadstead with

•a smallish settlement, in which the
native element largely preponderates.
Kawakawa, as the place is called, has
in fact but a few white settlers. It is
one of the centres of the Ngatiporau
tribe, and is inhabited by a really fine
class of native. His Excellency re-

marked on the large number of native

children, and they certainly formed

a big percentage of those present,
some of whom had come from outly-
ing settlements, whereas the children
were those of Kawakawa only. Hou-

kamau, who is virtually successor to

Major Ropata, over whose death the
last of the lamentations have not, it
would appear, yet been heard on the
East Coast, is a really fine type—a
courtly old Maori with a face which,
if blackened, would make him in fea-
ture an ideal ‘Unele Tom.’ There is a

handsome carved Maori house at
Hick’s Bay, but unfortunately some-

what disfigured by a tin roof and
some attempts at Maori painting in

ornamentation, which are. to say the

least, very modern and exceedingly
crude. The country surrounding the

Bay is precipitous and bush-clad, but

up the valley, it appears that there is
some excellent land soil, and the dis-
trict produces a large amount of maize,
from which the natives, as well as

whites, derive a comfortable living.
The Maoris here proffered a request
that the Governor should get an im-
mense flag presented the tribe by the

Queen repaired, and this flag was

brought on by the Tutanekai. His
Excellency impressed on the people
their duty in preserving the flag be-
cause of its historical interest, and

promised to obtain for them another
for common use. In returning to the
steamer the party had quite an ex-

citing adventure. A landing through
the surf had been effected with no
further discomfort than that of being

•carried on shore, and for re-embarking
the boat had been got into a little
river running out on the beach. Every-
one was easily stowed on board, and
the boat dragged over the shallows,
at the mouth with some trouble by
the crew. Once everyone was aboard
and the boat properly in the surf, how-
ever. three rollers, immense consider-
ing the comparative calmness of the
•day, struck the boat in quick sue-

cession. As she had no headway, mat-
ters looked grave, but Captain I'ost, at
the steer-oar, managed to keep the
head dead on to the seas, and instead of

being rolled out on the beach, as

would have been the fate of every-
body had the boat broaehed-to in the

slightest, the party eseaped with no-

thing worse than a slight wetting
from the water which came on board.

Towards dusk a landing was effected
at White Island. A fair sea was run-

ning and a fresh wind blowing, but

beyond considerable difficulty in pass-
ing to and from the bobbing' boat and
the steamer, no trouble was experi-
enced. the landing being in compara-
tively sheltered water. At present,
what with torn up rails and the de-
serted huts of the sulphur diggers, the
island presents a desolate appearance,
enhanced at the time of His Excel-

lency's visit by a lowering sky and

approaching darkness. The crater
was exceedingly quiet, and the bluish
water tinged with yellow by which
it is filled gave no indication of being
near boiling point. The place, with
its precipitous and roughly marked
red cliffs, is picturesque from the sea;
and when encircled by these towering
cliffs the visitor finds a tinge of weird-
ness is imported to the scene by the
sulphury smell and rising steam from
the far end of the crater. Half an
hour’s stay on the island appeased the
appetite, I fancy, of without exception
every member of the party, and a re-
turn to the ship was' welcomed.
Viewed from the deck of the Tutane-
kai. extensive white patches, due to
the presence of thousands of gannets,
were a feature to attract attention.’
On the Tuesday night the steamer lav"
under Whale Island, and Wednesday
morning saw her off Opotiki bar.

OUR ILLUSTRATIONS.

ANTARCTIC EXPLORATION.
Our picture of the steamer Southern

Cross, which conveyed Mr E. C. Borch-
grevinek and his party to the South

Polar regions, shows the vessel when
lying in dock at Port Chalmers. She
arrived at the latter place on the 16th
inst. from South Victoria Land, where
the members of the exploring party—-
ten in number—were landed at Cape
Adaire. Captain Jensen, who is in
command of tfie vessel, has been very
reticent as to the movements of the
exploring party or their experiences,
and it is understood his attitude is the
result of the arrangement entered into
with Sir George Newnes, who finances
the expedition, and who has exclusive
right to the narrative of the explor-

ers.

THE KING AND THE GOVERNOR.
The recent meeting between Ma-

huta, Maori King of the Waikato, and
hisExcellency Lord Ranfurly at'Govern-
ment House. Auckland, was an inter-

esting occasion, reminding one of the
time when such gatherings were more

frequent and had a great deal more
importance associated with them. As
our pictures show, the meeting took
place in the open air on
the lawn of Government House.
The king was attended by a number
of rangatiras, including his brother,
Te Wherowhero, the chiefs Mita Ka-
■aka, Te Aka Wharakura, Tihirahi,
Te Arai, Ngeangea, Parukau, Te Rui-
hana, Ngatete Karaka. Hori
Kukutahi, Tampo, Tohi Kuri
and others. Lord Ranfurly hav-
ing welcomed the king the latter
replied in a loyal speech. Speeches
bv the Premier, His Excellency and
others followed, after which the lead-
imr chiefs were entertained with bis-
cuits and champagne by the Governor
in the residence. During the after-
noon a conference took place between
the Premier and Mahuta on questions
affecting the 'Maoris.

In order to prevent the spread of
disease by means of library books, a

sterilizing apparatus has lieen brought
out in New York. It consists of a

double-walled box of iron, in which
are shelves for the reception of the
books.

English capitalists are already pre-
paring to buy the railroad which Sir
Herbert Kitchener has built in the
wake of his army practically as far
as Omdurman. The gauge is the
same ns that of the line from Cape
Town to Bulawayo, which before long
will lie extended to Lake Tanganyika.

Notes and Notions.
Let me commend to the attention

of the railway authorities, some ad-

mirable ‘small reforms’ suggested in

the Taranaki ‘Herald’ last week. The

suggestions made by the editor of

that journal must have often occurred

tous all, but I’ve not seen them neatly
grouped, and shortly stated before.
It is another case of Taranaki to the
fore. In speaking of the reforms
the editor observes: ‘Some of them
perhaps are small matters, but in this
world it is often the small troubles
that worry most. One of the moit

frequent and noticeable, and at the
same time most easily remedied nui-
sances is that of luggage in the car-

riages. There is a notice in every car

to the effect that luggage which can-

not be placed under the seats or in
the racks must not be taken into the

carriage, but must be placed in the van

provided for the purpose. Yet one

can hardly go a journey, however

short, without seeing this regulation
broken, and the seats occupied with

portmanteaux, bonnet boxes, or other

bulky luggage, frequently to the dis-
comfort of passengers, who have diffi-

culty to find room to sit down. The

insistence on the part of those in

charge of trains on the strict obser-
vance of the regulation would do

away with this nuisance; luggage
would be just as safe in the van, and
much less trouble to the owner. An-
other source of annoyance, and of

danger too, is found in persons under

the influence of liquor being permitted
to travel on the trains. Not only are

such people a nuisance to those who
have to occupy the same compart-
ment, but they are a constant menace

to their own safety, and an anxiety
to their fellow travellers. To avoid

this, stationmasters and guards should
have the power, if they do not already
possess it, to refuse to permit any
person who is incapable of taking pro-
per care of himself to board a train.

Another great annoyance which

might, we should think, with a little

management be reduced to a mini-
mum is that of carrying sheep by
passenger trains. The unpleasant
odour from these animals permeates
the passenger cars, frequently mak-

ing the closing of all windows and a

consequent stuffy atmosphere the les-
ser of two evils. Another cause for

discomfort is found in defective coup-
lings, and this, we are sure, can be

remedied, for in some carriages it is

not noticeable, while in others the ex-

cessive jarring every time the train

starts is most annoying as well as dis-

tressing to invalids. The frequent
and sometimes seemingly unnecessar-

ily, long waits at stations constitute a

discomfort which may not perhaps
come under the same heading. Yet

we are convinced that these waits
might l>e reduced and the time tables
revised so as to effect a great saving of
time.’

Everyone in New Zealand will re-

member Tennyson Smith, the long-
haired temperance advocate, who,
some years ago, toured and lectured
the colony about its drinking propen-
sities. Always energetic, Tennyson
has broken a record, f< r. according to

a Home paper, he recently went into
the parlours of twenty-six public
houses in Lye tn seventeen minutes, to
vindicate a st :i» ■meat lie had previ-

ously made to -lie effect that he had
in Southampton visited fifty public
houses in fifty minutes.

Needless to say. Mr Smith did not

‘refresh,’ but even as it is the picture
presented is more humorous tb.m t.ny-
thing I have read of for some time.

Imagine the well known advocate’s ap-
pearance tearing violently from one

‘pub’ to another, his locks streaming
in the wind, and the indignant land-

lords staring down the street after

him.

In these days, when to be fashion-
able you must have somecomplaint or

a grievance which the poor Guv’ment
ought to have set right, some atten-
tion should, 1 think, be paid to the
other side of the matter, and a compli-
ment or two bestowed. Very little

credit has been given to the really use-

ful efforts of the poultry expert to
provide all and sundry with good
fowls. Yet the subject is of wide-

spread interest, and the benefits con-

ferred are considerable. Good fowls,
as it has often been asserted, cost no

more to feed than bad ones, but if
you have to buy them from dealers
the capital value is so outrageous that
the average person who keeps half a

dozen fowls or so ‘to eat the scraps’ de-
clines to go in for pure-bred birds,
and asserts that barn-door fowls are
the best for laying. Of course they
are not, and he is perfectly aware of
the fact, but (and small blame to him)
he is not going to pay fancy prices for
birds. By setting eggs procured from
the poultry expert (Department of
Agriculture) it is possible to have

pure-bred fowls at the cost of the
commonest of common of mongrels.
The Houdans—l speak from experi-
ence—seem to do remarkably well in
the colony. If more people knew they
could get the eggs from the expert at
so moderate a cost, I believe New Zea-
land would soon be stocked with the
finest poultry out of France.

According to the ‘Prohibitionist,’
the recent excursion to Ashburton
which terminated so distressfully at
Rakaia was somewhat lively in char-
acter. That paper says: ‘The excur-
sion was responsible for inflicting on

Ashburton scenes of drunken disorder
which would have disgraced a mining
camp, and which are a disgrace to the

Railway Department, the police force,
and the colony. It had been adver-
tised that assorted drinks to suit all
would be provided. When the train
reached Ashburton, many were al-
ready drunk. Women had been im-
bibing apparently neat spirits from
bottles. At half-past eleven a.m.

fighting was being indulged in in the
Ashburton Arcade, which was crowded
with picnickers. One youth of 15 or
16 was stretched out on cornsacks in a
store to sleep off his drunkenness. A
crowd of people thronged the plat-
form as the train moved off. A party
of women in one compartment were

disturbed by drunken men suddenly
bursting through a partition and
fighting in their midst. A fight oc-
curred on the Rakaia platform after
the accident, and in the presence of
death. Worst of all, this is not the
first scene of the kind. The Ashbur-
ton ‘Guardian’ of the 13th writes:
Several excursion trains to Ashburton
have had persons on them the worse
tor liquor;’ and makes the proposal
seriously, “that a horse-box be at-
tached to each excursion train, into
which every person found drunk on a
train should be promptlv thrust, and
so relieve the guard, and also protect
the tipsy individual from accident.” ’

* * *

In Nelson, according to the ‘Mail,’
there is joy in the hearts of all those
whose duty calls them out o’ nights
for there will soon be no more vagar-
ies of the lady moon on strike. On
those occasions when neither moon
nor gas lamp relieved the darkness of
Kelson streets, there was much more

mischief in the hidden moon than
l.yron gave her credit for. The new

arrangement, by which the street
lumps are to be kept lit from sunset
to midnight regardless of the phases
of Luna, will deprive the newspaper
man of a great deal of ‘copv,’ but
otherwise it will give very genera]
satisfaction. What may happen after
midnight is another matter—but then,
no one who is out in ‘the wee short
hour nyont the twal’ ’ is ever able to
give a perfectly incontrovertible ac-
count and vindication of his reasons,
so he is likely to grope his way home
as best he can. and say nothing about
it.

District Land and Survey Office,
Auckland, March 8, 1899.

IT IS HEREBY NOTIFIED THAT the
undermentioned TOWN AND SU-

BURBAN LANDS will be submitted
for Sale by Public Auction at this Omce
on FRIDAY, the sth day of May, 1899,
at 11 a.m.:—

TOWN OF OPUA—Block X., Lot 1, 1

rood; upset price £5. Block XVI.,
Lot 2, 1 rood, upset price £5. Block
XI., Lot 5, 1 rood 3 perches, upset
price £5 7/6. Lots 12, 13, 14, 15, each

1 rood; upset price £5 per lot.
SUBURBS OF MOLESWORTH,

matea County—Lot 84, containing 3i
acres, total upset price £62. Fronts

the Mangawai Harbour.

TERMS OF SALE—One fifth cash on
fall of the hammer, and the balance,
with £1 Crown Grant Fee, within 30
days thereafter.

GERHARD MUELLER,
Commissioner of Crown Lands.
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‘There is somebody smoking a bad

cigar in the building. Turn him out.’
peremptorily exclaimed Mr Coroner

Reethani whilst the railway inquest
was proceeding in the S.M. Court,
Christchurch. That someone was

smoking a cigar was evident to all

in the courthouse. That it was also

a common or garden variety of so-

called cigar was also most palpable.
But where was it? After the odour

had floated round the. room for a few

seconds - a lynx-qyed policeman ex-

claimed, ‘The witness has been smok-

ing it. It is burning in the box, your

Worship.’ Whereupon the stump of

a particularly evil-smelling cigar,
which the witness, unwilling to re-

linquish, had brought into the room,

was cast forth ignominiously into the

passage. For some little time after-

wards His Worship and the counsel

who wei'e in the vicinity of the wit-

ness box sniffed ominously.
I give the above ‘as ’twas told to

me.’ By way of comment, however,
what would Mr Beetham have said if

the cigar l had been a choice Havana?

It was evidently the bad cigar that

offended him.

♦ 4-4-

Speaking of smoking in forbidden

places reminds me that a correspond-
ent sends me a complaint of smoking
at doors of theatres in the colony.
The habit is certainly very danger-
ous and is very prevalent. Moreover,

in Auckland, smoking goes on inter-

ruptedly in the pit during the inter-

vals! There have been several com-

plaints in the press, but nothing is

done. However, as regards the par

from my correspondent. It com-

mences with regard to the matinee

hat (good old matinee hat; what

would editors do without it). That

old bone of contention—the matinee

hat—has again been unearthed, and

is causing discontent among play-

goers. Almost everything has been

said on the subject that it is possible
to say. Managers have persuaded,

men have jeered, and inventors have

tried to meet the difficulty by devis-

ing a special headgear, but itis all in

vain, and man feels himself very much

aggrieved. But. while he inveighs
against the nodding plumes and mam-

noth bows that shut out his view of

the stage, he wholly overlooks the

faet that he constitutes himself not

only a nuisance but a positive source

of danger to women when he lights
his cigarette in the crowded foyer of

a theatre. Two blacks do not make

a white, one is well aware, and the

retention of a monster hat in a olace

of entertainment is wholly indefen-

sible. At the same time, when accu-

sations of selfishness are flying about

it is as well they should not all be

affixed in one place. And surely the

conduct of men within and without

theatres can only be described as

grossly selfish. That some alarming
accident will result from the repre-

hensible habit of lighting cigarettes
in a crow'd of ladies in evening dress

is inevitable. The only wonder is

that some terrible calamity has not

already occurred. The practice is

even more dangerous now that

feathers and tulle are being used for

ladies coiffures, for the end of a

glowing cigarette might so easily

come in contact with these flimsy
articles and a horrible catastrophe
would result in a minute. The chief

danger of the habit, however, lies in

the careless flinging down of mat :hes

in such assemblies. The smoker

blows out the match he uses, it is

true, but wax matches and vestas

retain heat which a gust of wind may

fan again into flame, and cigarette
ends are even more liable to be re-

lighted in this fashion. A lady pass-

ing to her carriage may catch one

of these matches or cigarettes in her

lace flounces, or it may fall in the

folds of her cloak. At best the prac-

tice of smoking in or near the en-

trance to a theatre is dangerous, and

ought to be severely discouraged.

So Christchurch is to have a Roman

Catholic Cathedral at a cost which

may be £20,000 or £40,000, ‘accord-

ing,’ as Bishop Grimes says, ‘to the

financial outlook.’ But what is the

financial outlook in matters connect-

ed with the church? The deeper a

church is in debt the better they like

it, it seems to me. And really, per-
haps not without treason. The in-

centive of having something to pay

off, and get up bazaars and enter-

tainments for keeps congregations to-

gether wonderfully. No, all things
considered, parsons—-Anglican. Catho-

lic, and Dissenters—show wisdom in
the old policy of keeping comfort-

ably in debt.

The Bishop Suter art gallery at
Nelson has been presented with a

beautiful model of Lord Nelson's flag-
ship in the Baltic, the St. Georg?.
This wonderful model was made by
some French sailors, prisoners of war

on board the St. George during the

Bonapartist wars out of the bones
which they got in their rations qf
meat. It is one of numerous others

similarly made, and shows a skill

little short of marvellous. The model
is complete from truck to keelson,
from bowsprit to stern, with ribs to
which the planking of bone is riveted

with brass joints, with three tiers of
miniature guns grimly peering from
each side, with masts brass-bound,
her stern carved with a minuteness

rivalling that of the Chinese, and said
to surpass the latter’s work in finish,
her cordage of silken lines running
freely through minutely carved blocks
of bone, her decks bone-planked. Her

figure-head—shades of Nelson!—is ap-
parently' a Frenchman with a Revolu-
tionist cap, and the whole is a beauti-
ful intricate mass of work which

must have taken the patience of a
Job to complete, to say nothing- of
the skill and time also required. The

presentation is made by Mr Strong,
of Hope. Mr Strong's father served

on the St. George for a time, having
run away from his home to do so.

A little before the battle of Trafalgar
he was discovered and brought back

by his lelatives.

4- 4* 4-

In Wellington a determined effort
is being made to put down the Sun-

day evening secular concerts. At
the time of writing I am not in pos-
session of sufficient information us to
the character of these concerts to

give an opinion on them. Speaking
generally, music—good music—can do

nothing but elevate, and personally a

first rate ballad concert by' capable
singers would seem as allowable on

a Sunday as any other evening of the

week. The danger is of course of al-

lowing the concerts to develop into

the ‘variety entertainment,’ which is

given openly in Melbourne on Sun-

days. It is called a ‘Sunday Concert,’
but except for dancing the fare pro-
vided seemed to me exactly' the same

as usual on a week day. If things
are tending towards this state
in Wellington one sympathises
entirely with those wishing to crush
it in its nception.

+ 4> 4>

The cry is still they come; rabbits,
that is. According to the ‘Southland

Times’ poisoning is a complete failure.

But on the other hand ‘bunny'’ as a

source c.f profit is going ahead mar-

vellously. At the Woodlands Meat
Preserving Works alone—as stated in
a recent issue—the daily receipts of
rabbits have risen to the enormous

number of 12,000, of which about half

go to the ‘freezer’ and the other to
the Company’s ‘cannery.’ So busy,
we arc told, have the hands been

kept in the latter branch that it has
been found necessary' to suspend the

preserving of beef and mutton. Nor
does there appear to be any danger
of a diminshed demand for them as

and article of food at Home. Despite
the fact that careless handling and
unscientific packing last season led to

considerable losses and low-ered the
retail value of the earcases that were

still til for consumption, there is,
judging by' the activity of collecting
agencies, no falling off in the demand.
With tie experience gained, it may be
taken as certain that the exports of

the current season from this quarter
will arrive in such condition as to

secure a higher place in market quo-
tations than ever before.

4> 4* 4

How many fires in this colony are

caused by the common habit of de-

corating- halls and drawing booms

with toi toi. It is very- beautiful and

graceful, but so frightfully inflam-

mable that insurance officers should

forbid it. The above remarks are

called forth by a narrow escape from
a fire caused in a curious fashion
which occurred in Christchurch last

week. A resident struck a wax match

in the ball of his domicile in order to

light his bedroom candle, and the

match-head flew off. alighting on a

bunch of dry toi-toi grass fastened to

the wall some six feet distant. In an

instant the grass was in a blaze, but
the flames were soon smothered by
the piompt application of the door-

mat.

It is to be hoped that no ditticultv
will be met with by the Wellington
South Girls’ Institute in raising the
money they require for furnishing
their new building. Subscriptions are

being invited to that end, and the In-
stitute is so well meaning anendeavour
and does some such really valuable
work that it deserves to be generouslv
supported. It was started about
twelve months ago. or thereabouts,
for the purpose of providing healthy
recreation, amusement and instruction
for young women engaged in factories
and workrooms during- the day. It is
a pity- that there are not more such
institutes in our larger cities, and I
sincerely trust I shall not be mis-un-
derstood when I say that it is also a

pity, a very great pity, that
such as do exist are started
and managed by religious and temper-
ance bodies. It is not that we of ’the
world outside’ do not admire bodies
like the Women’s Christian Temper-
ance Union, who conduct the Girls’a
Institute in Wellington, for doing
what we are too selfish to do our-

selves; it is not that vve fail to admit

they do their work admirably
up to a certain point, but that,
as I contend, the work would be
thrice as valuable and thrice as far

reaching- if undertaken and carried

out on purely- secular lines. And,
though these ‘institutions’ must neces-

sarily be conducted on teetotal prin-
ciples, there the matter of ‘temper-
ance’ should end. There should be
no effort at lecturing or preaching
prohibition, and, above all, no attempt
at reform and no patronage. It would
be well to eall such places clubs. In

the ease of both sexes there are hun-

dreds who would gladly- patronise •»

club who fight very- shy of an ‘insti-

tute’ and still more so of a ‘home.’ It
is just one of those cases where there

is everything- in a name. Furnish two

buildings with exactly the same at-

tractions, conduct them on precisely
the same lines, call one the ‘Evening
Club’ and the other the ‘Christian In-

stitute’ and you will have tens of

habitues for the Club for- units for the

Institute. There is a deep distrust—-

and often all too well founded—that

if one becomes a member of one of

these institutions one may have to

put up with a certain amount of ag-

gravating- patronage and somewhat

impertinent preaching. Sailors’ homes

are often neglected for this reason,

and in many- eases justifiably. It is

quite impossible to over-rate the value

to the community of such institutes

or- clubs, if only patrons feel quite
secure from preaching or patronage,

or, worse still, from that prying curi-

osity which is so distinguishing a fea-

ture of too many- of those who ‘visit’

such places at present. The foregoing
remarks are, 1 would strongly empha-
sise, purely' general and in no way re-

flect on the Wellington South Girls’

Institute, which, as I intimated, is

particularly- well managed and does a

very useful work.

THE MERRY EASTER SUN.

The sun was believed to ‘dance on

Easter.’ In 1708 this bit of doggerel

appeared in the British Apollo:—

Question:—Old wives, Phoebus, say

That on Easter Day

To the music of the spheres you do caper.

If the fact, sir, be true,

Pray let s thecause shew

When you've any room in your paper.

Answer:—The old wives get merry

With spiced ale and sherry
On Easter, which makes them romance:

And whilst in a rout

Their brains whirl about

They fancy "I caper and dance.

It bus long been known that for

advertising purposes the pulpit is even

superior to the press, even in Eng-
land. In Montrose a few weeks ago
three ministers out of fifteen protested
against 'the public desecration of the

Lord's day by a musical band playing
on the links.' though the programmes
always included several hymn tunes.
The result of the protest was that
instead of fifty listeners the band had

nn audience of 30(10 at its next con-

cert.

MUSICand Drama.

The ‘Sign of the Cross' Company,
which concluded their Auckland sea-

son on Saturday last, played ‘The
Lady of Lyons' on Friday, anti on

Saturday gave 'Pygmalion and Gala-

tea' and "A White Stocking." The

house was well filled on both nights,
and the company have to record a

very successful season.

In the course of her summer season

in London, Mme. Bernhardt proposes

to play Hamlet. Many actresses have

been seen in Hamlet, Romeo, and even,

strange as it may seem, in Falstaff.

Harmston's circus, which performed
in Auckland on Friday and Saturday
evenings last week, has left for Bris-

bane.

Mr Hodges, the baritone of the Mc-
Adoo Original Jubilee Singers, has
left the company and returned to

Sydney, where it is possible he may
settle. Mrs Hodges (Miss Robinson),
the operatic soprano of the combina-

tion, remains with the singers for

some months.

The Auckland City Hall, which for

the past year has been used by the

Direct Supply Company, pending the
erection of their new premises—to
such uses may we return, Horatio—-
will be re-opened as a place of amuse-

ment on Saturday evening next, when
the attraction will be a variety com-

pany. the leading lights of which are

Lucifer, an athlete and heavy w’eight-
lifter; Louise Lucifer, artiste and

dancer; Daisy Chard, a serio- comic;
and Prince Godfrey, a comedian.

The Broughs leave Melbourne on the
Oth inst., and are due at the Royal,

Sydney, for Easter. .Mr Brough ap-
pears to have made his best hit in the

Victorian capital with ‘The Briatou
Burglary,’ the most amusing farce

thev say that has been placed since

•Dr. Bill.’

.Mr Hall Caine holds that ir is the

dramatist who should be starred. ‘I

think,' says the author of ‘The Chris-

tian," T see a time not far in the

future, when the dramatist will be the

master of the theatre, just as he was

in the best days of the drama, both in

England and in France. The drama-
tist will be the rallying point of public
interest, as actors and actresses now

are. When he has once established his

right to be heard, he will be engaged
by business men for terms of years to
write plays for a particular theatre,
and the theatre itself will be called by
his name.’

This is how the ‘Pall Mall Gazette'

refers to the new play. 'Grierson's

Way,’ and the part Mr George S. Tith-

eradge played in it:—‘However remote
—on the whole—from the sobriety of
nature. ‘Grierson's Way' gives oppor-
tunities to the actor, which yesterday
afternoon were seized to the full. The
chief honours, in our judgment, were

undoubtedly won by Mr George S.
'1 itheradge, who, as James Grierson,

gave a portrait of singular sweetness,
delicacy, and truth. Mr Titheradge is,
we believe, an actor new to the Lon-
don stage, to which he may be warmly
welcomed: his James Grierson showed

many of the elements of great acting.
The part is not an easy one; it is al-
most that of the mari complaisant,
yet for the unhappy husband's dis-
abilities Mr Titheradge managed to

find charm, to strike a note, among-
miieh that was discordant and absurd,
of the deepest, truest pathos.'

The takings of the year 1898 at
twenty-eight places of entertainment
in Palis were £874,500 10/, as against
£ 1.203. STS in 1897. Seventeen theatres
fell considerably below the previous
years receipts, whilst eleven were in
advance, amongst these latter being-
the Porte St.'Martin, with an increase
of £00,823 over Cyrano de Berg-eras,
the Chatelet with £ 10,000 more, ami
the Folies Dramatiqnes with nn in-
crease of £10.729. The Renaissance,
on the other hand, owing to Mme.
Sarah Bernhardt's many failures, fell
off to the tune of £20,820. The Opera
took about £B.OOO less, the Comedie
Franenise £5,714. ami the Opera Com-
ique £9.522
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OBITUARY.

MRS GODFREY.

Most people who were in the way of

visiting- ‘Okukuri’ and receiving hospi-
tality at Mrs Godfrey’s house, will re-

gret to hear of her demise at the age
of 79. Mrs Godfrey has been an in-

valid for some time past, but always
bright and cheerful. Several Picton

friends, including her daughter-in-law,
Mrs Hubert Godfrey, and the Rev.

A. H. Sedgwick, went down the Sound

to see her on Thursday. They were

only just in time, as she died on

Thursday night. The remains were

interred at ‘Okukuri’ on Sunday.

PERSONAL PARAGRAPHS

The Countess of Ranfurly, Lady

-Constance Knox, and the Hon. Chas.

Hill-Trevor, also General Booth of the

Salvation Army, with his staff, will be

pasengers from Auckland to Sydney

by the Westralia, leaving Auckland

Easter Monday, the 3rd April.

News has been received from

Mr J. H. Riddell, who went

Home for a trip a short time

back, that he is on his way baek to

New Zealand. Friends at ‘Tyntes-
fleld’and Picton—especially the crick-

eters—will be glad to see him once

more.

Miss Turner, ‘Ravenscliffe,’ Queen

Charlotte Sound, is in Picton, staying
with Mrs Scott.

The Rev. John Bart, Reefton. West
Coast, is in Picton, called thither by
the serious illness of his mother, Mrs
Dart, of Waikawa road.

Miss Elsie Hall and her mother

spent several days in Nelson last week

and left for South on Friday. AAhilst

in Nelson they made many friends,
and were so delighted with the beau-

tiful scenery and climate that they
have promised to return at no very

distant date, when Miss Hall will give
a series of recitals. All hope the re-

turn will be speedy.

Miss M. Day, of England, arrived by

the Papanui last week on a visit to

New Zealand friends. At present she

is the guest of Mrs Legg-att, Nelson.

Mrs and Miss Richmond returned to

Nelson last week after a. pleasant trip
to Dunedin.

Mr Lindo Levien, who has been

studying dentistry in England for sev-

eral months, returned to Nelson last

Monday, accompanied by his mother,
Mrs Levien, who went as far as Syd-

ney to meet him. Mr Levien will prac-
tise his profession in Nelson.

Before Mr and Mrs C. N. Raine left

Nelson for Manaia they were pre-

sented. by friends and well-wishers,
with an address and presents, consist-

ing of silver-mounted bread platter
and knife, silver claret jug. and gold
chain.

Mrs Sommerville. of Sydney, and her

little boy are at present in Nelson,

where they are the guests of Miss

Huddleston, ‘MaitaiHouse.’

Miss Trimnell left Nelson for Wel-

lington last week to prepare for her

marriage to Mr Lewis, which takes

place shortly.

Mrs W. Atkinson, of Fiji, is at pres-

ent in Nelson staying with her mother-

in-law, Mrs William Atkinson.

Mr J. Duthie. M.H.R.. was in Nel-
son last week and delivered an address

on political questions on Thursday
evening, when the Theatre was crowd-

ed with an enthusiastic audience.

Mr F. Pogson. a distinguished pupil
of the Nelson College, has joined the

Auckland University, where his many
Nelson friends hope he will be equally
successful.

A Literary and Debating Society has

been formed in Nelson, with Mr F. G.

Gibbs as President.

Miss Duff has returned to Nelson

from England, where she has been

studying music for the last two years
under Herr Ernst and Mr Barclay
Jones (Principal of the Guildhall
School of Music, London). Miss Duff,
who holds the diploma of Licentiate

of the Royal Academy of Music, has

been appointed to succeed Miss Fell
as a pianoforte teacher at the Nelson

School of Music.

On Saturday last Archbishop Red-

wood celebrated the 25th year of his

ordination, and was the recipient of a

very large number of presents and

congratulory letters and telegrams
from all parts of New Zealand.

The championship of the Ponsonby
Tennis Lawn was won by Miss Edith
Whitelaw after some well contested
games last Saturday afternoon. This

young lady therefore wins the lovely
gold brooch presented by Mr J.

Kirker, the President of the Club.

Mr Charles Wilson, H.H.R. for the

Wellington suburbs, is to address his

constituents at the Oddfellows’ Hall,
Petone, this week, and a very lively
meeting is anticipated.

Mrs Parker of Napier has returned

home from a visit to her son in Gis-

borne.

Miss M. Locking of Napier has re-

turned from Australia.

Mrs Charles Izard, Wellington, ac-

companied by her little son, leaves

Wellington on a visit to England this

month, travelling via Vancouver.

Miss Maud Kennedy of Napier has

returned home from Gisborne.

Dr. Cleghorn of Blenheim is staying
in Hawke’s Bay.

Miss Bell, Nelson, who has been

staying with Mrs Travers at the Hutt,
Wellington, returned to Nelson on

Tuesday.

Mrs and the Misses Gard, who have

left Picton and intend to live in Blen-

heim .near Mrs J. Mowat and Mrs J.

Conolly, have made the move, but are

waiting until the house, which has
just been vacated by the tenant, is

put ready for their reception.

Mrs Moore, Hawera, is the guest of

Mrs Blackett, in Wellington.

Miss Bourne, England, is staying
with Mrs A. P. Green, in Blenheim.

Mr James Mills, Dunedin, manager
of the Union Steam Shipping Co., and

Mrs Mills passed through Wellington
last week, en route for Dunedin, on

their return from attending the
launching of the Mapourika at Grey-
mouth.

Mrs T. C. Williams and her daughter,
Mrs Arthur Russell, and family, re-

turned to Wellington on Sunday
last from their trip to Canterbury.

Captain and Miss Anderson, of

Christchurch, father and sister of

Dr. Anderson, are visiting him in

Blenheim.

Mr Keith Bethune returned to Nase-

by on Friday last from a three weeks’

visit to his relatives in Wellington,
and will probably remain another win-
ter there for the benfit of his health.

Mrs Jenkins has returned to Blen-

heim from a few mouths’ visit to
Nelson.

Mrs Cranston, who has been stay-
ing in Blenheim with her mother,
Mrs Mullen, for several months, took

her departure for Auckland last

week.

Miss Elsie Hall, the Australian
pianiste, returned to Wellington from

her concert trip to Nelson last week,
and leaves Wellington on Monday next

for Christchurch, where she is to give
a concert on the 27th.

Mr and Mrs Edwards, Patea, ar-

rived in Blenheim last week, where

they intend to make their home, and

have taken a house in Grove Road.

It is understood that both will be

great acquisition to the musical so-

ciety here.

Mr and Mrs Pinkney, family and
Mrs Bacon left Auckland last Monday
for Wellington, en route for England,
where they intend to reside.

Lady Ranfurly, before her departure
from Wellington, purchased two of
the paintings of water colours by Mr

Albert Hanson, which are being ex-

hibited at Mr McGregor Wright and
Co.’s there, and which are attracting
great attention among all lovers of
art.

Mr Escourt Parsons and Miss Par-

sons, of Kaikoura, were in Blenheim

last week, on their way to Welling-
ton, whence they intend to start on

a bicycle tour up the North Island.

Miss Mathieson, of Ponsonby, Auck-

land, left on Monday for England, via

Sydney. Her sister accompanied her
to the latter place.

At Coutt’s Island Schoolhouse the
other evening, a large gathering as-

sembled to ‘farewell’ the Rev. W. and

Mrs Grigg. During a pleasant even-

ing, the rev. gentleman and his wife

were the pleased recipients of a hand-

some presentation subscribed for by
residents in the district. The popular
pastor received a massive marble

clock, and his amiable spouse a very

pretty cheese dish.

Mr J. G. Smith, M.H.R. for Christ-

church, is paying a short visit to Wel-

lington on private business.

Mr and Mrs Cacia Birch, of ‘Erero-

how,’ Hawke's Bay, are paying a visit
to Wellington to see Mr and Mrs W.
Birch, who recently returned to New
Zealand from England, and are stay-
ing at Miss Malcolm’s lodgings on the

Terrace.

Prior to his departure from Christ-
church Mr Maleolmson, who is to take
up a position at the Fairfield Freezing
Works, was presented with a travel-

ling bag, a silver flask, and a pair of
silver salt cellars. A purse and card-
case combined was presented to Mrs
Maleolmson.

At Mangaweka the Rev. Mr Deven-
ish preached last week an eloquent
farewell sermon.

Miss Hyde, ‘The Grove,’ Queen
Charlotte’s Sound, has been spending
a week in Blenheim, where she was

staying at the Criterion Hotel.

At Ohingaiti the Rev. Mr Deven-
ish was presented with a hand-
some walnut and cut glass ink
stand. Mr Devenish, in accepting the

present, said he did so feeling that it
was given with the highest and best

motive, that he appreciated this ex-

pression all the more knowing how
the people in the district had to strug-
gle not onlj' to keep the church to-
gether but in some cases to keep body
and soul together. He would always
look back to many happy and pleasant
times spent with his flock at Ohinga-
iti, and whenever he cast eyes on the
beautiful present before

‘

him his
memory would revert to those he was
about to leave.

Mrs C. W. and Miss Adams left
Blenheim last Monday afternoon,
with the intention of going to Wel-

lington, to spend a fortnight there.

Mr Robert Govett leaves Wellington
for England about the middle of
March, in order to take up his per-
manent residence abroad for the bene-
fit of his health, and will probably
spend next winter in Algiers.

Miss Toothill arrived in Blenheim
last week from Havelock, and is now

staying with her uncle, the Rev.
Ernest Ensor, at Spring Creek.

Editor N. Andrew has retired from

the ‘ehair’ of the Rangitikei Advocate.’
Mr W. H. Smith, a journalist of abil-

ity, takes the reins.

Mrs W. Clifford, who has been visit-

ing Wellington, was in Blenheim on

Thursday, on her way to ‘Flax-

bourne,’ and was accompanied by
Mrs .laggard, the wife of Captain
Jaggard, of the Ruahine.

DeMaus, photo. ANTARTIC EXPEDITION. ‘ SOUTHERN CROSS' IN DOCK, PORT CHALMERS. [See 'Illustrations.’
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Mrs Lewis Jackson, having paid a

brief visit to Mrs Croker in Blenheim,
returned to her home in the North

Island last week.

The Rev. Dr. Waters, Rector of St.

Patrick’s College, Wellington, left

Wellington on Saturday last for Aus-

tralia, enroute to America.

Mr and Mrs Black returned to Blen-

heim on Thursday from an enjoyable
trip to Greymouth.

Mr R. Lowdon, of the Hillside Rail-

way Workshops, was the recipient of

a handsome gold Maltese cross last

week. The presentation was made by
Mr T. Leyland, Chairman of the Com-

mittee, on behalf of his fellow-employ-
ees.

Mrs , Collins, Blenheim, has been

staying with Mrs E. Ensor, at Spring
Creek, but is now the guest of Mrs

Chaytor, at ‘Marshlands.’

The many friends of Mr J. H. Mc-

Alister, of the Premier’s staff, will be

glad to learn that he has sufficiently
recovered from his recent illness to

take open-air exercise, and that the

operation which he underwent in the

Hospital at Wellington has proved
completely successful.

At Woolston last week the Druids

met in force and presented a P.D.P.
collar to P.D.P. Bro. F. Newton. The

presentation was made by Bro. D.G.

President Bro. T. Smith.

The world-famed picture of Napo-
leon on board the Bellerophon, the
engraving of which was done by Mr
Louis Steele, undoubtedly the finest

artist resident in these colonies, has

been copied into the sumptuous
‘edition de Luxe’ of the new life of

Napoleon now being issued. Shabbily
enough, no mention is made of the

engraver, though it is an unquestioned
fact that in this picture—as in many

others—the engraving is finer than the

original. Mr Steele’s reputation as an

engraver will live while Orchardson’s
and Biton Riviere’s pictures live, but

all the same the honour should have
been done him on this occasion.

Miss Seymour and Miss Fell, of Pic-

ton, bicycled to Blenheim on Satur-

day, with the intention of spending
a. few days.

Mr Tegetmeier, general manager of
the Bank of New Zealand, who has
been inspecting: the North Island

branches and agencies of the bank,
returned to Wellington last week.

Miss Maud Russell, Christchurch,
is staying with Mrs Ashcroft, in Wel-

lington.

The Misses Nairn, of Napier, in-

tend leaving for England next month

by the Kaikoura.

Miss .Tones, of Nelson, has been

staying in Napier.

Amongst the visitors to Cambridge
at the time of the polo tournament

and sports. I noticed Mrs B. Hewitt

and the Misses MacMillan.

Mrs Ranson, of Remuera, gives a

large At Home at her pretty resi-

dence in Remuera on Wednesday, sth

April.

Miss Curtis, of Wellington, is on a

visit to her sister, Mrs Oswin, of New

Plymouth.

Mrs Robinson, of Nelson, is staying
in Napier, bavins' come here to see

her brother. Mr Mathias, who is dan-

gerously ill of typhoid fever in the

Napier Hospital.

Mrs Seddon, who has been staying
at Dannevirke for several days, has

now gone to New Plymouth.

Dr. Leahy, of the Napier Hospital,
left on Monday for Wellington, en

route for England.

Mrs H. Thompson, of ‘Okareta,’
Symomls-street, has left Auckland for

England, and expects to be away for

eighteen months. Mrs H. Thompson
is accompanied by her four daugh-
ters. The talented Miss Kathleen

Thompson will make music her study
in England.

Mr and Mrs Russell, of Auckland
have been staying in Napier.

Miss Grace Paul has returned to
her home in New Plymouth, after

her most enjoyable visit to Auckland,
where most of her time was spent
either at Archdeacon Dudley’s or

Rev. Canon MacMurray’s

Mrs A. Mclntosh and child, after
a pleasant trip to her home in Christ-

church, have returned to New Ply-
mouth.

Mr Murdoch, of Hastings, narrowly
escaped a serious accident last week.
He was driving in the township, when
his horse took fright and he was

thrown out and considerably shaken.

Mr and Mrs Cheeseman, of ‘Ma-

runui,’ Remuera. are going for two

months’ trip to Raratonga. ,

The Premier visited Cambridge on

Tuesday, the 21st inst. He was the

guest of Mr W. Rout, and gave a

most interesting address in the Pub-
lic Hall, to a crowded house, in the
evening.

The Misses Bayley, New Plymouth,
are at present staying with their
aunt, Mrs Sare, Hamilton.

At a social held in St. Andrew’s

Hall on March 21, Mrs C. White was

presented with an illuminated ad-

dress, framed in oak, and Miss White,
who was shortly to be married, with

a marble clock, bearing the follow-

ing inscription: ‘Presented to Miss

White by the session committee,
choir, and Sunday School teachers of

St. Andrew’s Church, New Plymouth.
21/3/99.’ The Rev. S. S. Osborne

made the presentation

Miss Rattray, who has been stay-
ing with Mrs Izard, in Wellington,
has returned to her home in Dune-
din.

Miss E. Heywood, who has been to

Christchurch for a visit, has return-

ed to Wellington.

Miss Metcalf and Miss I. Sheath,
Ponsonby, are on a visit to Mrs Cus-

sen, Hamilton.

Mrs Coombes, Auckland, is spend-
ing a time with her daughter, Mrs

W. A. Graham, Waikato.

Miss H. McKenzie has returned

from Auckland to New Plymouth,
after having had an enjoyable time

at her aunt’s, Mrs Holland.

Mrs Von Stunner, Hamilton, is

staying at the North Shore at pre-
sent with her daughter, Mrs Malcolm
Niccol.

Miss Boor, who is staying with her

sister, Mrs Burnett, of Woodville, has

been paying a short visit to Mrs

Turnbull, of Napier.

Mrs T. C. Williams, who has been

visiting friends in Christchurch, has

returned to Wellington. Miss Una

Williams is staying with relations in

Hawke’s Bay.

Mrs A. D. Gray, of New Plymouth,
has gone to visit her mother, Mrs

Faulder, of Auckland.

Miss Maud Buckland is staying at

‘Gwynnelands,’ Cambridge, with Mrs

Joseph Banks.

The Hon. the Premier and Mrs Sed-
don will be the guests of Mr and Mrs

Cock during their stay in New Ply-
mouth.

Mr Commissioner Tunbridge, of the
N.Z. police force, visited New Ply-
mouth on March 22.

Miss Heywood leaves Wellington
this week for a trip to England.

Mrs and Miss Fitzherbert. of the
Hutt, propose leaving shortly for a

trip to the Old Country.

Miss Tobins, of Auckland, is pay-

ing a visit to her sister, Mrs Harry
Goldwater, of New Plymouth.

Mrs Archie Clark, of Remuera,
Auckland, gave a large At Home on

Friday afternoon to the lady mem-

bers of the Golf Club.

Professor Wall, who has taken up
his duties at Canterbury College, is
much liked by the students—so we

shall hope to see Canterbury students
head the list in English literature.

Mrs Charles Cook gave a farewell

party to the Misses Winter, who short-

ly leave Christchurch to join their
father in Adelaide.

Mr and Mrs Henry Cotterill have re-

turned to Christchurch after a pleas-
ant holiday to South Malvern.

Dr. Irving, of Christchurch, has gone
to Napier to take charge of the Hos-
pital, while Dr. Leaehy takes a trip to

England.

Mr and Mrs Otterson, Christchurch,
left for England by the Papanui.

Canon Harper, of Christchurch, and
his daughters also left for England on

Saturday. Mr Northcote will carry on

Canon Harper s duties at the Cathe-
dral during his absence.

Miss Ada Julius has returned home
after an enjoyable visit to Government

House.

Miss Susie Henderson is visiting Mrs

Hankins, in Palmerston North.

Yet another of our prominent musi-

cians is leaving Christchurch shortly,
for I hear Mrs Westmacott soon leaves

us, and will be a great loss, both musi-

cally and socially.

General Fulton, Christchurch, is on

a visit to Dunedin.
Miss Sams, Christchurch, is the

guest of Mrs Peacock.

Miss Brett is staying with Miss Kin-

sey, of Christchurch.

Sir Walter Buller is on a visit to

Nelson.

The Rev. Paul George Davys, M.A.,
of St. John’s College, Cambridge, has

accepted the assistant curacy of St.
Peter’s Church. Wellington, and will
come into residence about the end of

May. From 1891 until 1896 Mr Davys
was assistant curate at St. Mary’s,
York, and since he came to New Zea-
land has had charge of the Ongo-
Apiti district, in the parish of Feild-

ing, where he was exceedingly popu-
lar among the parishioners.

The priests of the Acrhdiocese cele-
brated the Silver Jubilee of Arch-
bishop Redwood’s episcopal elevation

by giving him a banquet at St. Pat-

rick’s Hall, Bouleott-street, Welling-
ton. Among- the thirty-three priests
present were Bishop Grimes, of

Christchurch, and the Very Rev.

Father Carew, of Greymouth. The

Very Rev. Father Devoy, V.G., presid-
ed. and opened the proceedings by a

very happy speech, after which
Father Lewis read an illuminated ad-
dress from the priests of the Arch-
diocese, and the chairman, on behalf
of the priests, also presented Arch-
bishop Redwood with a purse contain-

ing 300 sovereigns. Congratulatory
telegrams to the Archbishop were

sent from all parts of Australasia, one

of them being from Cardinal Moran.

Du-ring the evening speeches were

made by Bishop Grimes and many

others, and feelingly responded to by
the Archbishop, who announced his
intention of exercising the privileges
conferred upon him by bestowing well
merited titles of honour upon some

of the priests under his charge.

Dr. and Mrs Cleghorn. Blenheim,
who have been paying a short visit to

Wellington. returned home by the

Rotorua on Tuesday.

Miss Pitt. Nelson, is the guest of

Mrs Pearson in Wellington.

Dr. and Mrs Ewart, of the Welling-
ton Hospital, are paying a holiday
visit to Nelson.

During his stay in Wellington next,

week General Booth will be the guest
of Sir Robert and Lady Stout.

Dr. Temple Perkins is in charge of

the Wellington Hospital during the

absence of Dr. Ewart on a well earned

holiday visit to Nelson.

A farewell concert to MrsWestmacott
is to be given shortly. Some of the

very best musical talent in Christ-

church has been secured for the pro-

gramme. and we all sincerelj' hope a

bumper house will be the result.

Engagements

In Hawke’s Bay the engagement of
Miss Annie St. Hill, second daughter
of Canon St. Hill, Havelock, to Dr.

Martin, England, is announced.

The wedding of Miss Queenie Camp-
bell and Mr Arthur Harper takes place
in Christchurch on the sth April, at

Papanui.

ORANGE BLOSSOMS

HEWITT—HOOPER.

An exceedingly pretty wedding
took place on March 15, at 2.30 p.m.,
at St. Paul’s, when Mr Arthur Wol-
leston Pym Hewitt, son of Vincent
B. Hewitt, Esq., of Blenheim, was

united in the holy bonds to Catherine
Mary (Katie), daughter of Dr. ,1. H.

Hooper.

The ceremony was performed by
Rev. Canon Nelson, M.A.

The bride, who was given away by
her father, was attended by four

bridesmaids, Misses Cooper, Morrow,
Millar, and Mair, two in pale green
lustre trimmed with white ribbons
and lace, black velvet hats trimmed
to match dresses, and carried white

and gold bouquets; the two little

maids in cream lustre trimmed with

laee, large Leghorn hats with chiffon
and lace, carried baskets of pink
and white roses Each wore a gold
brooch, the gift of the bridegroom.

The bride's mother wore mauve

and black silk, bonnet to match, and
carried a bouquet of roses. Mrs

Hitchcock, sister of the bride, wore

white worked muslin over gold slip,
and large velvet picture hat with os-

trich feathers, and carried a white
and red bouquet.

The bridegroom was attended by
Mr H. Jourdain as best man, J. R.

Hooper, Athole Hitchcock, and Alfred
Morrow.

Mr Towsey officiated with his usual

skill at the organ, playing the. ‘Bridal

March' as the bride entered, and on

leaving Mendelssohn’s ‘Wedding
March.’

The bride was attired in a beautiful

gown of ivory white surah, trimmed
with chiffon lace and orange blos-
soms. She wore a most becoming
Gainsborough hat, handsomely trim-
med with chiffon and ostrich fea-

thers, and carried a lovely shower

bouquet presented by the bride-

groom, who also gave her a hand-

some gold necklace set with ame-

thysts and pearls.

After the ceremony there was a

reception at the residence of the
bride's parents, where the happy pair
received the congratulations of the
numerous guests.

The presents to the bride were

numerous and handsome. Late in the
afternoon Mr and Mrs Hewitt left for

Orewa, the bride’s going-awny dress

being royal blue coat and skirt, hand-

somely braided in black silk, vest of
white silk, black velvet hat with navy
feathers, trimmed with naw and pale
blue.

Amongst the guests T noticed Mi-

ami Mrs A. F. Hooper (dentist). Mr

Miller, nation and Mrs Nelson, and
others.

The largest library in the world is
that of Paris. It contains upward of

2,000.000 printed books and 160.000
manuscripts. The British Museum

contains about 1.500,000 volumes ami
the Imperial Library at St. Peters-

burg about the same number. These

are the largest libraries in the world.
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NEW STORY.
Opening Chapters in Next Weeks

Issue. '

‘A WOMAN’S

There will be commenced in next
week’s ’Graphic' a new serial story
by that popular writer "Mrs A. D.

Rowlands. The scene of the tale is

the Old Country, and the narrative

is throughout of absorbing interest.
An excellent plot with strong situ-

ations, good character study and a

bright powerful literary style are

among the features of the tale. The

story is one of feminine stead-

fastness and heroism, which even-

tually carry their possessor safe

through many trials and tribulations

to happiness and success. Our rea-

ders we are certain- will derive great
pleasure from the tale.

A WOMAN’S HEART

SEE NEXT ISSUE.

MAGGIE MOORE - ROBERTS
COMPANY.

The Maggie Moore-cum-Roberts
Company opened the Auckland season

auspiciously with the ever-green
‘Struck Oil.' A large house greeted
the old favourite, and the well-known

songs and telling situations were

greeted, as old friends should be, with

vigorous applause. It would perhaps
be indiscreet to recall how long it is

since we first saw Miss Moore in her

‘pet’ part of Lizzie Stofel, but it may
safely be asserted that her perform-
ance is as brilliant and as sparkling
as ever. As of yore she did what she

willed with her audience, making
them laugh or drawing tears as she

desired and the play demanded. Just

as Miss Geniveve had no equal in ‘For-

get-me-not,’ and just as no one could

play ‘Jo' like Jenny Lee, so there is no

actress who can approach Miss Moore

as Lizzie Stofel. It is an incompar-
able bit of character acting-, and is

mainly responsible for the popularity
of ‘Struck Oil’ in these colonies. Mr

Roberts’ John Stofel was distinguish-
ed by more delicate acting- than one

usually associates with the part. Some

of his points were exceedingly fine, as,
for instance, his silent acting when

listening to Lizzie’s farewell song.
More pathos could scarcely have been

expressed. It was full of thoughtful,
tender touches and delicate details,
and deserves the highest praise.

The piec® is well staged, but the

support accorded the principals is

rather weak.

A policeman in Vienna must be able

to swim, row a boat and understand

telegraphy.

SOCIETY

For the future all correspondents are

requested to address Society News, etc.,
to the editor.

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, March 38.

Mrs Hardie gave a very large gar-
den party last Wednesday afternoon

at her beautiful residence in Remuera.

The weather, though threatening and

windy, kept fine. On account of the
wind the band was stationed in the
house at a bow window overlooking
the garden. The afternoon refresh-

ments, which were set in the dining-
room, dere exceptionally dainty and

tasty, and the table was decorated

with red cactus dahlia and fine maid-

en hair fern. Mrs Hardie received

her guests in the garden in her usual

warm manner, and was wearing a

very handsome black broche with
white muslin, V shape let in at the

neck, violet toque; Miss Hardie, white

muslin, violet straw hat; and her

sister, Mrs Clayton (Sydney), pretty
white muslin with cream insertion;
and our hostess's niece, Mrs Camp-
bell (nee Miss Johnson), looked very
pretty in pink trimmed with ecru

lace; Mrs Brett, a stylish black foul-

ard spotted with white, white silk

vest and revers veiled in black

Spanish lace, black < sequin bonnet

with wreath of pink unmounted
roses; Mrs W. Rainger, black crepon
skirt, silver grey brocaded bodice
with pink vest and lappels veiled in
white net and bands of lace, black

hat; Mrs Williams, black; Mrs j.ons-

dale Pritt, black crepon gown, black
bonnet with touches of violet; Mrs

Reed, Grafton Road, navy tailor made

gown, white vest: Mrs John Reed.
Remuera. black costume, with V

shape let in front of neck of white

silk, black hat: Mrs Coleman, black;
Miss Coleman, purple silk veiled in

black net; and her sister wore a

striped batiste; Mrs Bodie, purple
and white striped gown; Mrs Nelson

Gamble, black crepon skirt, butter-

cup silk blouse finished with bands of
black, velvet; Mrs James Reade, Kohi-
marama, black costume; Mrs Isidor

Alexander, black silk; Miss Stella

Alexander, beige; Mrs Kingswell,
black skirt, black and white striped
blouse; Mrs John Chambers, black;
Mrs J. M. Chambers, pale oyster grey
mirror silk: Mrs Richmond, black

skirt, grey striped silk bodice with

passementerie, black hat with plumes;
Mrs A. Carrick, dark skirt, black and

white striped blouse; Mrs Murray,

Sydney, black; Miss Murray, royal
blue skirt, darker shaded jacket with

white revers and vest; Miss Mildred

Purchas, maize silk veiled in white

muslin; Miss Fierce, canary costume

veiled in white muslin; Miss Parsons,
white muslin with pink floral design;
Miss Paton, absinthe green costume;
Miss Towsey, blue French muslin

flecked with brown, silver belt, white
hat with spotted black tulle, white

wings, and pale pink roses under the

brim; Mrs Kempthorne, black grena-
dine striped with violet, yellow rib-

bons and orange bonnet trimmings;
Miss Kempthorne. white China silk

with ecru lace, black hat with sea-

green shot silk and blue quills; Miss

(Thomas) Morrin. black riding habit;
Mrs J. M. Dargaville, black mourn-

ing costume: Mrs R. Dargaville, black

silk skirt, grey muslin blouse, black

toque; Mrs (Dr.) Lindsay, black silk,

with revers and vest of white satin;
Mrs (Dr.) Parkes, grey alpaca with

rucked ribbon trimming’, white feath-

er boa, white hat; Miss Wright,
white muslin, cream hat with butter-

cup coloured roses; Mrs Johnson,
black mourning costume; Mrs Henry
Johnson, dark green eoat and skirt;
Miss Hesketh, black mourning cos-

tume; Miss Bush, Thames, white; Mrs

J. B. Whyte; Mrs Jones, cherry col-

oured silk veiled in black lace; Miss

Lizzie Gorrie, white serge coat and

skirt; Mrs Gorrie, black; Mrs Upton,
black silk,; Mrs A. P. Wilson, white

skirt, black satin jacket, blue vest;

Mrs Lucky, white skirt, black satin
blouse with fawn lace; Miss Golds-
bro, pink; Miss Richmond, salmon

pink fancy silk trimmed with white

rucked bebe ribbon, white sailor hat;
and her sister wore white; Miss Mac-

kellar Kissling, silver grey alpaca;
Mrs Ware, brig’ht navy coat and skirt,
pink vest; Miss Ware; Mrs Jackson,
Burbank plum coloured muslin with

brown trimmings, cream hat en

suite; Mrs Roberts, emerald green
veiled in black net; Miss Shuttle-
worth. French muslin; Miss Minnie

Clerk, pink muslin; Miss Seegner,
purple and black costume; Mrs Tews-

ley, black and white striped silk;
Mrs and Miss Bleazard Brown;
Mrs Wigmore, green silk; Mrs Archer,
a combination of black and white;
Mrs Bamford, green coat and skirt;
Mrs Beatty, blue flecked cloth; Mrs

li. C. Carr, grey coat and skirt; Miss

Carr, fawn; Miss McMillan, brown;

Mrs Cheeseman, grey and white

striped costume; Mrs Duncan Clerk,
white skirt, blue silk blouse; Miss

Dargaville, blue veiled in white em-

broidery muslin: Mrs A. B. Donald,

green figured silk; Mrs Goldie, stylish
black and white striped costume

trimmed with white lace and pink
chiffon, toque to correspond; Mrs Hey-
wood, black; Miss Heywood, white

skirt, green blouse veiled in white em-

broidered and tucked blouse; Miss

Frodsham, dark coat and skirt; Mrs

Alfred Buckland; Miss Phoebe Buck-

land; Mrs Seccombe; Mrs Lennox,
black silk; Miss Lennox, pink French

muslin; Miss Kitty Lennox, white;
Mrs Speneer Lawry, black with white
satin trimmings; Mrs (Dr.) King,
black silk skirt, green silk blouse

trimmed with iridescent beads; Mis

E. I’. Edmiston, black and white fig-
ured gown, black hat; Mrs (Dr.) Mc-

Arthur, black skirt, electrique blue

figured silk blouse; Miss Cooper (Eng-
land), cream serge; Mrs Thorpe,
black; Miss Thorpe, buttercup striped
muslin; Mrs (Professor) Segar, white

skirt, pink striped silk blouse, white

fluted chiffon hat with ostrich fea-

thers; Mrs McDonald, black; Mrs

S. Kissling, black silk, blaek bonnet

with white ribbons and red berries;
Miss Kissling, white skirt, grey and

white striped muslin blouse; and her

sister wore pink; Mrs John Smith,
black silk; Miss Smith, pink muslin;
Miss Hume, dark skirt, pink French
muslin blouse; Mrs Hume; Mrs R. A.

Carr, navy delaine; Mrs (Professor)
Thomas, white skirt, flowered French
muslin blouse, white picture hat; Mrs

Peel, fawn coat and skirt; Mrs S.

Morrin, black costume finished with

mignonette green; Mrs Sidney Nathan,
pink silk gown finished with black;
Mrs E. W. Payton. mauve French mus-

lin; Mrs Tilly, dark blue; Miss Tilly,
dark green coat and skirt, pink vest;
Mrs Worsp, sage green plaid silk; Miss

Daisy Worsp, white skirt, green
blouse; Mrs H. Noakes, fawn skirt

and reefer jacket; Mrs Jackson (Wan-
ganui), white muslin with pink floral
design, white picture hat; Mrs Whit-
ney, green, finished with pink; Mrs
John Roach, green costume; Mrs
Petrie, black silk; Mrs Baume, golden
brown silk with raised design of black

chenille; Mrs Bassett; Mrs Herrold,
black; Miss Herrold, lavender cam-

bric; and her sister a grey and white

striped gown; Miss Gorrie, dark skirt,
canary silk blouse with black lace;
Mrs Whitson, fawn; Miss Whitson,
white skirt, blue plaid blouse; Mrs

Hamlin, black; Miss Little; Mrs Alfred

White; Misses Myers, biscuit coloured

fancy silks trimmed with pink, hats
trimmed with pink en suite; Mrs De-

vore, electrique grey veiled in black

embroidered net, toque with magenta
roses; Mrs Heather, pink heliotrope
silk covered with silk barred grena-
dine, black tulle bonnet surrounded
with sunset roses peeping from under
black lace; Mrs Kerr-Taylor; Miss
Kerr-Taylor; Miss Allie Buddle, blaek
broche skirt, lilac silk blouse; Mrs
J. M. Shera, canary muslin with floral

design; Miss McLachlan, black mourn-

ing costume; Mrs Laishley, purple
figured silk; Miss Laishley, white;
Mrs Bernard, white pique, black velvet
hat: Mrs Sylvester Brigham, white
muslin flowered in black; Mrs Pea-
cocke: Miss Peacock (Ponsonby); Mrs
I’rown, flowered French muslin; Mrs

Cochrane, black silk: Miss Cochrane,
white; Mrs Dacre, black; Miss Dacre,
pink plaid costume made with a

flounced skirt, finished with black

velvet; Miss Pickmere, white pique;
Miss Laura Shirley Baker, white skirt,
plaid blouse; and her sister wore

white skirt with lilac blouse; Mrs

Harry Tonks, dark skirt, light blouse;
Mrs Ireland, black; Miss Ireland,
white; Messrs Hutchison, Paton, Rev.
Mr Major, ete.

Mrs D. W. Duthie’s At Home, at her
pretty residence, ‘Wharua Ponga,’
St. George’s Bay Road, Parnell, was

a great success. It was undoubtedly

QUEEN.STREET, [REDALE, DRAPER.

INDIVIDUALISM VERSUS CO- INDIVIDUALISM, So far, so good. The movement spread CHEAPER GOODS THAN THE CO-
OPERATION seems rather a big order. and it i s a world-accepted axiom that the with lightning rapidity in the North of OPERATORS,

doesn't it? More fit for a bulky treatise most successful men are those who have England, and to-day even the smallest evenafter allowingfor their helnvoa dtvt
than for a small space in a newspaper; climbed the ladder from its lowest rung. village has its Co-operative Store, and dends- and h is a

f?ra
tnbut

*. .*,
, When a man has only himself to consi.le?, the Wholesale Co-operative Society, with although a lot of the wnnk■ stni nhSJ

IREDALE PROMISED and is not hampered by directors and its huge headquarters in Manchester, its
the big dividends

P ple st,ii chase

his readers last week an object lesson, shareholders, and when he is devoting all own Bank. Fleet of Steamers, and Mills. TNnrvmruT
and this may serve as well as any other his energies and special knowledge to the end Manufactories for the production of

crvwc V* ENTERPRISE

as a peg on which to hang a few pertinent management of his business, it must be every class of commodity, is undoubtedly, & rfiwrw ici*

' cverjr
remarks clearly apparent that he is able to work I think, one of the largest, if not the abso S.a??

TT ~£T£ENTION AND

BEARING ON THE RAG TRADE his business cheaper, to work for u lutely the largest, concerns in the coun- -.“““ J""® CO-OPERATION.
... * * * * * *. smaller profit, and consequently to give try. This sounds all very nice, but what ? conclude this necessarily short com-
that may sooner or later, let us hope, be

(he ~übljc better value for their money about the other side of the picture? The Parison of the two systems, the following
of some benefit to

than a company that has to pay for idea, at its inception, was a grand one, rough examples may prove useful to a
INDIVIDUALIST RAGMEN IN management, directors’ fees, interest on but, as usual, nd:_

„ .

GENERAL and capital to shareholders, bonuses to pur- mfn civfrrfAram thfmsiu
e=h->rn>fni,£.onPein ° fferin S per

IREDALE IN PARTICULAR. chasers etc. etc.
MEN OVERREACHED THEMSELVES. cent, on shareholders capital and 5 per

—

<sr> Mt’CM’tn qwnpT mp They said, at first: ‘We will sell cheap cent, tonus on all snareholders’ pur-

ify ‘lndividualism’ one means of course TNnrvinTT*r IMM
IOR to each other, and divide the profits chases On the Board of Directorate

a PRIVATE FIRM composed of one or * , *,

INDIVIDUALISM, equally at the end of each quarter, after there sit five gentlemen, not one of whom

more principals" who bv their own
And now for a word or two on allowing for working expenses, and re-

knows anything about the business he is

mierav
p'rsever.nJe bird work and CO-OPERATION; serve fund.’ This division of profits directing. Under this board there works

thorough and peculiar knowledge of the or. as we know it in Auckland, a sort of Quickly became known as
a oj^'thf^othet^hand 11

Like
trade in which they are engaged, begin cross between a Limited and a Co- ’DIVI,’ ment a

pXatt perstn
or firm inami continue to work their businesses on operative Company, with ten shilling *,,,,* •ru*,e .o* same trade

1
compare the

evnen=?i !!!,.
certain linesf each man's policy generally shares, guaranteed to appeal to the sus- a- ‘a lem-’ant

hnt

D l ‘hadmilter ami idace and 'above all make’™ fmrornd
differs more or less from his partner's or ceptlbilitlesof even thepoorest pocket.

tes;„ lbe
comparison of the ’prices

6

neighbour’s), and generally with the The idea of Co-operation first took root. Sr. ldends became so strong, J 1 prices charged for
smallest margin of profit compatible with I believe, in a town in Lancashire named

tne number or B
The result will be nniv ton nhvim.o

their expenses. Rochdale, among a small band of hard- HIGHLY PAID OFFICIALS
Tbe result be only to° obvious.

PRACTICALLY ALL THE BIG, SUC- headed factory hands, who disgusted at grew as the idea grew, and the now IREDALE
C'F.SSFUL BUSINESSES TO-DAY IN the exorbitant profits charged by the alarmed retail shopkeeper, seeing the IS SELLING LADIES’ COATS ANn

EUROPE, ASIA. AFRICA. AMERICA, retail tradesmen determined to band ground likely to disappear from under SKIRTS at 25/
AND AUSTRALASIA. IN EVERY POS- themselves together and supply each his feet, promptly abandoned his big pro- They are made In London in the verv

SIBLE TRADE, ARE THE RESULT OF other with the necessaries of life. fits, and was able to offer latest Styles ’ ' ery
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well done. A band was present, and

took up its position on the centre

landing of the staircase, being un-

seen,- whence they enlivened the pro-
ceedings with "concourse of sweet

sounds,’ notably selections of the

newest and most popular airs. Cro-

quet was indulged in by the many

energetic players. Round the lawn

were irregular ranks of chairs for

those who were interested in the

game, or wished to stay in the open
air. Mrs W. D. Duthie received her

many guests in the hall, from where

they strolled ad lib through the two

reception rooms, which were gaily
decorated with sunflowers, or around

the garden walks. Mrs Duthie was

looking exceedingly well in a black
moire skirt, black bodice with steel

passementerie blue ribbon collarette.

The decoration of the afternoon tea

table,- which was literally weighed
down with dainties, was much ad-

mired—vases of miniature sunflowers

and yellow cactus dahlias, finished
with yellow ribbon.

Mrs Ansenne, white French muslin

with roses design, white picture hat;
Mrs Bachelder. very striking com-

bination of mauve plaid pongee and

cream silk, white hat with flowers
and mauve tulle; Mrs Richmond,
blaek silk skirt, black and white

striped silk blouse trimmed with

passementerie; Mrs A. V. McDonald,
black silk with tabs of white satin

veiled in ecru lace; Mrs H. Gorrie,
black; Mrs Reed, Grafton Road,
white; Mrs /Arthur Nathan, white silk

figured with dark green crescent de-

signs; Mrs S. Morrin, lilac; Mrs Tilly,
grey; Mrs R. A. Carr, white costume
with gold bebe ribbons, violet floral

toque; Mrs H. Brett, a handsome

black foulard with white spots, white

satin vest and revers, veiled in black

Spanish lace, black sequin bonnet

with wreath of pink unmounted

roses; Mrs W. Rainger, black crepon
skirt, silver grey brocaded bodice

pink vest veiled in white net
with bands of white lace, black pic-
ture hat with erect black plumes and

pink roses; Mrs John Reed, Remuera,
black costume; Mrs Blair, black silk

skirt, pink plaid blouse, black hat

with plumes; Mrs Fraser, black; Mrs

Gill, black; Miss Horne, lilac cam-

bric, purple straw hat with lilac

chiffon; Mrs Goodhue, black; Mrs

Humphrey Haines, stylish pale pink
satin cloth yachting costume; Mrs

Charles Haines, rose pink silk veiled

in fawn net; Mrs Moss Davis, white

satin veiled in black lace, lilac floral

toque; Miss Moss Davis, white; Mrs

Dillingham (American Consul's wife),
wore a dark skirt, mignonette green
silk blouse; Mrs McConnell, very

stylish cream costume with spring
green ribbons and bead passemen-
terie and fringe; Mrs Reid Bloom-

field, black silk; Mrs Harry Bloom-

field, very striking violet with

gold braid; Mrs Ernest Bloom-

field. bright rose pink silk with

black llama braid, white feather boa;
Mrs W. R. Holmes, white pique; Mrs

Tewsley, blaek and white striped silk;
Miss Mulvaney, green striped muslin:

Miss Reay, slate grey; Mrs Bankart,

black; Mrs J. Chambers, black; Mrs J.

M. Chambers, very pretty green silk,

veiled in cream canvas and trimmed

with lace insertion; Mrs Witchell,
black; Mrs (Major) Nelson George,

very handsome grey check silk, trim-

med with passementerie; Miss Sutton

(Dunedin), white muslin, with silk

sash; Mrs Whitney, sea green silk,
trimmed with pink, hat with pink
decoration; Mrs and Miss Kerr-Taylor;
Mrs Hugh Campbell, fawn brocaded

silk; Mrs Gordon; Miss Gordon; Miss

Hull; Mrs Markham, white pique skirt

and reefer jacket, lilac floral hat; Mrs

Whitson, biscuit-coloured costume;
Miss Whitson, white pique; Miss Hes-

keth. black mourning costume; Mrs

Talbot Tubbs; Mrs Hope Lewis, black

silk; violet toque; Mrs Ashley Hunter,
black skirt, striped blouse; Mrs W.

Niehol, canary costume: Mrs Preston
Stevenson, lilac French muslin; Miss

Maud Wilkins, white muslin, with let-

tuce green chiffon scarf and sash,

blaek picture hat; Miss Wilkins, white

book muslin, with band of cream laee

insertion over white satin, white hat,
profusely trimmed with white ostrich

feathers; Mrs Upfill, white pique cos-

tume, black hat, with scarlet roses;

Mrs Theo. Kissling, dark green (Lin-
coln) costume, with white vest, braid-

ed in black; Mrs 8. Kissling, black

silk; Miss Kissling, white skirt, grey

striped muslin blouse; Mrs J. Mow-

bray, grey; Miss Mowbray, beige;
Mrs AlacAlurray. grey silk, with bhu-k

design; Mrs E. C. Smith, white, veiled

in black canvas; Mrs Isiishley, violet

French delaine; Miss Laishley, white;
Mrs Thorpe, black silk; Miss Thorpe,
canary striped muslin; Miss Rooke,

grey silk, finished with chemisette of

pink rucked pongee; Miss Gillies, pale
pink and white French muslin, pro-

fusely trimmed with frills and Valen-

ciennes lace, pink sash, hat composed
of pink chiffon and long white ostrich

feathers; Mrs Dignan. white costume,

with pink ribbon insertion; Mrs Mit-

chelson, handsome electrique blue ben-

galine, trimmed with golden brown

satin, on skirt and bodice, bright blue

silk full vest, veiled in brown net, and
edged with cream lace, black sequin
bonnet, with apricot and pink plumes,
white osprey; Mrs Rich, dark skirt,

grey blouse; Miss Winnie Rich, black

and white striped batiste; Mrs Lud-

low Rich, cream summer muslin; Mrs

Louis Myers, grey silk: Mrs Leo My-

ers, a combination of black and white,

relieved with maize; Mrs R. O. Young,
black costume, white vest; Mrs Street,
black; Mrs Gillies, black silk, hand-
somely trimmed with moonlight pas-

sementerie; Mrs W. B. Colbeck. canary

Japanese silk, with black stripe and

floral design; Mrs Thorne George,
black and white figured silk ; Miss

Thorne George, white; Mrs R. Darga-
ville, dark skirt, grey blouse; Mrs J.
M. Dargaville, black; Mrs Arthur Bull,
black silk, black bonnet, with pink
flowers; Miss Beatrice Bull, blue al-

paca, white felt hat; Miss Horton,

very pretty blue silk, with cream lace;
Miss Julia Nathan, slate grey silk;
Mrs Cuff, black skirt, black

and white striped silk blouse;
Miss Cuff, white muslin skirt,

green blouse, veiled in white spotted
muslin, black hat; Mrs Ruck, grey
striped silk, with passementerie; Miss

Alexander, white serge, with ruby vel-

vet trimmings; her sister wore black;
Mrs Pitt, black silk, with bonnet en

suite; Mrs Ward, fawn plaid tweed
coat and skirt; Mrs Dewes, black skirt,
biack French delaine blouse, showered
with white spots.

Mrs Kempthorne, of Remuera, gave
two large afternoon teas, one on Mon-

day, the other on Thursday, as

farewells to her sister, Mrs J.

B. White, who has been staying
with her during the last year.
Mrs J. B. Whyte leaves Auckland on

Monday, en route for England, where

she joins her husband and daughter.
Mrs J. B. Whyte gave an afternoon tea

on Tuesday last as a farewell to her

intimate lady friends. Amongst those
present on Thursday were Mrs Jones.

Mrs Reid Bloomfield, Miss Raey, Mrs

H. Ireland, Aliss Ettye Ireland, Mrs

Kilgour, Miss Nessie Kilgour, Mrs

Bankart, Mrs E. Baume, Mrs Lionel

Benjamin, Miss Kohn, Mrs Cheeseman,
Mrs Whitney, Mrs A. Myers, Miss My-
ers, Mrs Louis Myers, Mrs W. Cole-

man, Mrs Coleman, Miss Coleman, Miss

C. Smith, Mrs R. C. Carr, Mrs Motion,
Mrs Hutchison, Mrs Clayton (Sydney),
Miss Hardie, Mrs Walker, Mrs Wig-
more, Mrs J. Roach, Mrs and Miss Hol-

land, Mrs Mitehelson, Miss Claire

Smith.

OPERA HOUSE.

Endless nnd varied as the sources of

fashion are, the stage is one of the

most potent. Dress there, whether

the period t.e past or present, grave

or gay, has become an all important
art? 'Under the Red Robe’ of the

17th century in France, and ‘The

Prisoner of Zenda,’ which were staged
at the Opera House last week, have

afforded a wide and luxurious scope.

Miss Ada Ferrar as Renee de Coche-
foret in ‘Under the Red Robe’ is

charmingly gowned in a grey shim-

mering brocade with large quaint
collar and cuffs, and looks lovely in

the third act in a white brocade with

gold velvet vest and insertions in

sleeves, forester greein cloak lined

with apricot, and large green velvet

hat with white ostrich feathers.

Miss Linda Raymond’s gowns in the

role of Madame de Coeheforet arc

very handrcine. Her first gown was

of white satin with painted design of

flowers, rose velvet front panel on

skirt and bodice; and her second was

mauve satin with white and pink bro-

caded petticoat. The dresses worn

in ‘The Prisoner of Zenda" are indeed

lovely creations. Miss Ada Ferrar

makes an ideal Princess Flavin, and

her coronation gown is a mass of

creamy white and silver, the silver

lavishly disposed upon the front of

skirt and bodice, long court train of

brocade; a crown of silver nnd jewels
is worn on the head, nnd behind wave

three plumes, from which falls n white

veil. Another dress was of dove

grey, very gracefully cut and arrang-
ed, with a full soft front of chiffon,
with turquoise blue velvet caught in

centre with steel buckle, white cloth

loose jacket with a scroll design of
small sequins, and edged with narrow-

beaver fur. Miss Raymond's grey

gown with white satin bodice trim-

med horizontally with steel sequin
trimming was much admired. In the

prologue Miss Harrie Ireland wore a

pink brocaded gown with laee and

roses. Miss Marie D’Alton wore a

black court gown veiled with spangled
net and clusters of scarlet flowers.

The other court dresses were very
handsome and much admired.

The performance on Saturday night
was attended by Lady Raiifurly,
whose evening dress was covered by
a rich sable opera cloak. Amongthe
audience during the week I noted:—

Mrs Dargaville in blaek evening gown;
Miss Dargaville, blue chiffon theatre

blouse, cluster of forget-me- nots on

shoulder: Mrs Talbot-Tubbs looked
pretty in a pink and cream striped
crepe de chine evening gown; Miss

J. Runciman, green evening dress;
Mrs Thorne George, black satin,
white bodice veiled with black chif-

fon; Miss Ida George, black satin,
long black chiffon sleeves: Mrs Col-
beck, rose pink silk evening blouse,
trimmed with lace, black satin skirt;
Miss Ferguson, grey with cream full
vest; Mrs Watt, white and black

striped silk, white silk V; Miss Alice

Ferguson, apple green, low neck

finished with pink chiffon ruches;
Miss Lennox, yellow silk trimmed
with while lace; Miss Hardie, yellow
silk; Mrs Clayton (Sydney), pink
silk veiled with w-hite chiffon; Miss

Winnie Leys, white lustre evening
dress with tinsel gauze over sleeves,
large collar of white lace: Mrs Al-

fred Nathan, white silk; Mrs Arthur

Nathan, white silk; Miss Julia

Nathan, emerald green silk: Mrs

Donald, yellow silk theatre blouse,
black satin skirt; Miss Donald, white

satin evening dress; Miss Rita Ed-

miston, white chiffon bodice, cerise

silk skirt; Mrs Geddis, white; Miss

Sloan, white silk blouse, dark skirt;
Mrs Hope Lewis, black, white lace on

low corsage; Mrs McArthur, blue

silk; Miss Whitelaw (Scotland), pink
figured shot silk blouse trimmed with

pink accordion pleated chiffon strap-
ped with green velvet bebe ribbon,
black skirt; Miss AL Sommerville,
blue chine silk blouse-bodice, black

skirt; Mrs (Dr.) Sharman. black-

evening gown; Mrs Morrin, blaek;
Mrs Mitehelson, shot grey trimmed

with pink silk; Mrs Bloomfield,

pretty res? pink silk evening gown;
Mrs Hansen, yellow silk; Miss Scherff,

grey satin veiled with pink chif-

fon; Mrs J. J. Craig, white satin; Mrs

Napier, black evening gown: Miss

Carr, blue chine silk; Miss Sloan,

grey blouse, dark skirt; Miss Dudley
looked pretty in a cerise silk evening
gown; Miss Kennedy, white silk; Mrs

J. Ralph, blaek; Mrs J. M. Geddes,
white evenig bodice, dark skirt; Miss

Parsons, rose pink gown; Miss E.

Whitelaw, tussore silk blouse, dark

skirt; Mrs W. Douglas, amethyst silk

blouse, black skirt.

PHYLLIS BROUN

CAMBRIDGE.

Dear Bee,
A polo match.

CAMBRIDGE AGAINST WAINGARO,
was played in one of Mr J. Taylor’s
paddocks. ‘Bardowie,’ Cambridge, on

Tuesday last. There was a fair at-

tendance. the Premier (who arrived

that afternoon for the purpose of ad-
dressing the farmers in the evening)
and his party being present part of
the time. This l>eing the Cambridge
players' first season, the match was

very well contested. The teams were

four points each, and then the Wain-
garo team won by a point. After-

noon tea was provided by the ladies
under the management of Mrs James

Hally. Most of the young ladies pre-
sent assisted in distributing the dain-
ties provided for the onlookers and

players. I noticed from Waingaro,
Mrs 15. Hewitt, the Misses Macmillan,
Miss Seavill. and several others whose

names I do not know. Amongst
those present also were Mrs James

Taylor. Mrs Buckland, Mrs Perceval,
Mrs Martyn, Mrs Einpson. Mrs Cave,
Mrs Chambers, Mrs Brooks. Mrs Bouil-

lon. Mrs Mahoney (Auckland). Mrs T.

Walker. Mrs Ward (Devonport). Mrs

Furby, Mrs Dr. Murdoch, Mrs Thorn-

ton. Mrs Carr. Mrs Couper, Mrs Jno.

Hally. Airs McCullough, Airs Richard-

son, Mrs Gordon, Alisses Gwynneth,
Banks (2), Buckland, Haselden, Cave

(2) Einpson, Willis (2). Hunt, Wells,
Souter. Brooks, McCulloch, and sev-

eral others.

POLO SPORTS.

On Wednesday, the sports in connec-

tion with the Polo Club, were held at

’Bardowie.’ in the same paddock.
Amongst those present I noticed Airs

Afartyn in a. white pique coat and

skirt costume: Airs Buckland, grey;
Airs Richardson, light brown coat and
skirt; Airs Cooke, blaek and white;
Airs Wynne Brown, dark green cos-

tume; Airs Thornton, navy riding
habit: Airs Couper. riding habit; Airs

Taylor, stylish green costume; Airs

Ward. pretty green muslin: Airs

Furby: Mrs J. Fisher; Airs Perceval,
white pique costume; Airs (Dr.) Alur-

doch, pretty costume of white muslin

over yellow, yellow sash; Airs Doug-
las, grey tweed: Airs Hally, green cos-

tume: Airs McCullough. blaek; Aliss

Gwynneth. pretty muslin dress: Aliss

O’Halloran; Aliss Hunt: Aliss Jolly;
Aliss Willis, pink; Aliss C. Willis, pink
and white stripe: Aliss Al. Brown, blue

blouse, dark skirt; Miss Wells, pretty
green silk dress: Aliss Einpson, white;
Aliss Buckland, white blouse; Aliss

Banks, dark fawn tailor-made cos-

tume: Aliss B. Banks, light fawn
cloth coat and skirt; Aliss Al. Buck-

land. black ami white; Miss Ander-
son; Miss Ward, and several others.
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From Waingaro Mrs Hewitt, brown

eloth. eape to match; Miss Macmillan,
white: Miss — Macmillan, blue; Miss

Seavill, blouse and skirt. There were

a few other visitors whose names I

do not know.

On Thursday a

SECOND POLO MATCH

was played. resulting' this time

in a. win for Cambridge. The

assembly this day was much the same

as on the previous days. Mrs Martyn
and Mrs Richardson attending to the

afternoon tea, assisted by several of

the girls present. During the evening

POLO BALL

was held in the Oddfellows’ Hall.

The supper was kindly managed by-
Mrs J. Taylor, Mrs Wells, and Mrs .T,

Hally. It was a delicious supper, and

the table was very prettily decorated.

Several of the visitors from Terata

and Wainaro were present, but the

greater number had left Cambridge
by the morning train. I noticed

amongst the Cambridge ladies present,
Mrs Taylor, in a heliotrope silk

blouse, dark skirt; Mrs Wells, hand-

some grey satin; Mrs Jno. Hally-,
black: Mrs Brooks, black; Mrs Mar-

tyn, black velvet; Mrs Empson, black

silk; Mrs Buckland, grey- lustre; Mrs
Jas. Hally, black satin; Mrs Souter,
black: Mrs (Dr.) Scanlan, figured
green satin bodice, dark skirt; Mrs

Cooke, black and white silk blouse,

black skirt: Mrs Payze. white silk

blouse, dark skirt. Miss Gwynneth,
pink blouse, black skirt; Miss

M. Selby, very pretty canary silk
blouse trimmed with very nar-

row black velvet; Miss K. Selby,
handsome grey satin trimmed with

pink; Miss Mal>el Selby, pink and

white striped cashmere; Miss Buck-

land. white nun’sveiling trimmed

with pearls; Miss Maude Buckland,
white cashmere; Miss Brooks (de-

butante), pretty- white figured cash-

mere with silk ruching; Miss Emp-
son, pretty white silk with ruchings
of chiffon; Miss Banks, black satin;
Miss B. Banks, white muslin; Miss

Mandeno, heliotrope cashmere; Miss

Keary, white and blue; Miss Nicol,
white cashmere; Miss Wells, pretty-
bright pink silk with white lace

trimmings; Miss Souter, white cash-

mere; Miss Hewitt, white cashmere;
Miss Schroff, yellow satin; Miss Car-

ley- pink; Miss Andersen, heliotrope
silk blouse; Miss Fisher, white net

over pink: Miss Wilson (Terata),
white with blue silk sash; Miss

Brown, white cashmere: Miss Hunt,
white net over dark gold, and sev-

eral others whom I cannot just now

remember. The music was pro-

vided by several members of the

orchestra.

GISBORNE.

Dear Bee, March 25.

The garden party given here this

week by Mr and Mrs Percival Barker

in honour of His Excellency- the Gov-

ernor was one of the most delightful
functions we have had here for some

time. The beautiful house ami

grounds of our host looked at their
best, and the gathering was a par-
ticularly- brilliant one. Among those

present were: —Governor and party,
Col. Pole-Penton. Hon. Jas. Carroll,
Captain Leah, Staff-Engineer Gibbs,
Lieutenants Kiddle, Wilson, and Coop-

er, Engineer Morrshead, Dr. Miller,
and Paymaster Johnson of H.M.s.

Mildura; Messieurs and Mesdames

Townley, Pyke. Willock, Murphy, W.

L. Rees, A. Rues, Gray, Crawford,

Morgan, Kempthorne, White, Beller-

by, 11. Kenway, Martin, W. Dodds,
Ackroyd. Parker. A. R. Muir. Barton,
Maefarlane. De Lautour, Maunsell,
Jex-Blake, Bright, Cargill, Simeon,

W. Sherratt, Palairet, Finn, Shelton,
Mann, Porter, A. Wethered. Parker,
Bennett, Graham, Dr. and Mrs Craig,
Dr. and Mrs Hughes. Canon and Mrs

Fox. Canon and Mrs Webb, Mesdames

Donner. Innes. Hughes. Bourke,
Scott. Butt, Maunsell, Dodds, Brooke.

Taylor. Parris, McLean (Palmerston),
Misses Hees. Booth (2), Tucker (2),
Pavitt. Hughes. Campbell. Lysnar.
De Lautour. Bennett. Maefarlane (2),
Butt, Maunsell., Johnstone,Williamson

(2), Webb. Crawford. Brcoke, Taylor,
Smith. Sherratt. Palairet, Nolan,

Campbell-Thomson, Adair, Staite,

Reynold, and Scott (2), Messrs Cham-

bers, Finley (Wellington). Dewing,
■well. Austin, Scott, Rees, Watson,

Dobbie. Oldfield, Roberts, Matthews,
Campbell, Thompson, Stevenson,

Stopford, Hutchinson, Bent, Allan,
Neilson, and Bennett; Mrs Barker,
black merveilleux, lavender silk and

jet trimmings, bonnet to match;
Miss Barker, pale green, white trim-

mings, white felt hat with green

wings, white velvet bows; Miss M.

Rees, dainty white and blue muslin,
white picture hat with white ribbon

and blue flowers; Miss Hughes,
brown costume, picture hat with

scarlet flower; Miss Bennett, pale
primrose dress, yellow silk front

hat to match; Miss N. Crawford, dark

blue costume, pink silk vest, picture
hat: Miss Reynolds, blue striped
blouse, black skirt; Miss De Lautour,
sea-green silk blouse, black silk

skirt; Miss Maefarlane, white pique
dress; Miss .Tonhstone, white dress,
heliotrope trimmings; Miss Webb,
check silk blouse, black skirt; Miss
B. Barker, blue and white dress,
white picture hat; Miss Smith, dark
green, pale gren silk trimmings;
Miss Lysnar, black dress, black pic-
ture hat; Miss M. Barker, olive green
with baby- ribbon and white silk

trimmings; Miss Adair, fawn costume

dress, picture hat; Misses A. and F.

Barker, white dresses, green silk
trimmings, picture hats; Miss Camp-
bell, heliotrope blouse, sequin chiffon
trimmings, black, skirt; Miss E. Wil-

liamson. pink muslin, hat to match;
Miss M. Williamson, blue muslin, pic-
ture hat; Miss L. Barker, cream dress,
hat to match; Miss Palairet, white

pique dress; Miss J. Scott, blue cos-

tume, white silk vest; Miss Pavitt,
fawn dress, cream hat, with roses;
Miss Tucker, white pique dress; Miss
M. and M. Tucker, white pique
dresses; Miss Staite, heliotrope and
white dress, picture hat; Miss Sher-

ratt, pink and white muslin, pink
silk trimmings; Miss May- Barker,
white dress, turquoise blue sash, pic-
ture hat: Miss Butt, white dress, old
gold silk trimmings; Miss Maunsell,
pink muslin, silk trimmings; Miss

Nolan, heliotrope and white dress,
lace trimmings; Mrs Townley, helio-

trope stamped silk; Mrs Maefarlane,
dark blue costume, fawn waistcoat,
I lack bonnet with scarlet roses; Mrs

Butt, grey costume, white silk vest,
bonnet to match; Mrs de Lautour,
black silk dress, black, and heliotrope
bonnet; Mrs McLean (Palmerston),
fawn costume, black picture
hr.t: Mrs Willcock, grey- costume,
rose silk vest; Mrs Murphy, black

stamped brocade, black and silver

trimmings; Mrs Pyke, black and

white costume; Mrs Donner, fawn

costume, check waistcoat; Mrs Walter

Barker, rose silk, trimmed with black

lace and narrow velvet ribbon; Mrs

Palairet, black silk, black bonnet,
pink roses; Mrs Hughes, black mer-

veilleux, with crepe trimmings; Mrs
W. Sherratt, white dress, white pic-
ture hat with shot blue trimmings;
Mrs Rees, black satin, lace bonnet to

match; Mrs Kempthorne, black

corded silk, black mantle, and bon-

net to match; Mrs White, shot silk

dress, bonnet to match; Mrs Mann,
rose pink dress, white and pink bon-

net; Mrs Muir, black silk, white cord-

ed silk trimmings; Mrs G. Wethered,
yellow muslin, white lace trimmings;
Mrs Innes, fawn costume, picture hat;
Mrs Craw-ford, black dress, black bon-

net to match; Mrs L. T. Hughes,
cream Chinese silk; Mrs A. Rees,

black dress, black picture hat. scarlet

flowers; Mrs Morgan, white silk

blouse, black skirt.

NAPIER.

Dear Bee, March 18.

The representatives of the Wai-

pawa Tennis Club came from Waipawa
by the early train yesterday morning
to play against some of the members

of the Hawke’s Bay Tennis Club, and

a most enjoyable day's play was the

result. The visitors were entertained

at lunch by the Napier team at the

residence of Mrs Margoliouth, kindly
lent for the occasion, and afternoon

tea at the courts was provided both

for players and onlookers by the

Misses Sutton. Some interesting
games were played in which the home

team were very successful. It was

a fine, bright day, there were numbers

of visitors and some very pretty
dresses were to be seen. Some of
those present were:—Mrs Margo-
liouth, in a brown dress trimmed with

black lace, and a black and white bon-

net; Miss Margoliouth wore cream-

spotted muslin and Ince, and white

chip hat and feathers; Miss Godfrey

wore pale blue zephvr, with a sailor

hat; Miss Wilson wore a skirt of black

grenadine, with pink silk bodice cov-

ered with white muslin, a black hat

trimmed with pink roses; Mrs Antill,
with a black gown, wore a large black

hat with feathers; Miss Antill was

also in black; Mrs R. B. Smith was in

a pretty white silk blouse, and a black
skirt, a black hat trimmed with helio-
trope; Mrs Nantes, pale green silk
trimmed with black velvet and coffee-

coloured lace, black hat with pale
green ribbons; Mrs Bowen wore a

black and white blouse and black

skirt, and black hat with blue flow-

ers; Miss Wood, entirely in white,
with Leghorn hat trimmed with white
chiffon and forget-me-nots; Mrs Ty-
lee, in a black coat and skirt, with

white vest and black and white hat;
Mrs Todd, black silk, the bodice

trimmed with white and green; Miss

Todd, a pale cream gown with green
silk belt, and large straw hat with

feathers; Miss Kate Hitchings, pret-
tily figured red and white muslin, and
white hat; Miss Una Hitchings, blue
and white fancy muslin, blue cloak,
and Leghorn hat relieved with black
velvet and cream roses; Mrs Bullock
looked well in a light green blouse
with black skirt, and hat of cream

straw trimmed with black ribbon and

feathers; Miss Matthews, black silk
trimmed with black lace, and large
black hat; Mrs Hartley wore a

light blouse and dark skirt; the
Misses Spencer were also in
blouses and skirts; Mrs Arthur

Kennedy was in black and white with
a sailor hat; Miss Kennedy- wore a

mauve dress and a white hat trimmed
with mauve; Miss Loughnan, brown,
and Miss Maefarlane white muslin;
Miss Locking, pink muslin blouse and
dark skirt; Miss Begg, a neat coat
and skirt in grey and black check,
white vest; Miss Sutton wore white,
and a large black lace hat trimmed

with blue; Miss Maccabe, grey, trim-
med with black velvet; Miss Lowe

was in white muslin, with a sailor

hat; Miss Gleeson looked well in pale
blue muslin blouse, a black skirt and

a black hat trimmed with blue chif-

fon; Miss Morecroft, black and white

striped costume; Miss Dinwiddie

wore white, and Miss Mary- Din-

widdie a stylish green blouse and

light skirt; Miss Chapman wore a

mauve blouse, and Miss Baker was in

black and white.

An enjoy-able little euchre party
was given by the Misses Baker, of
the Barrack Hill, last week, for their
brother from the country- who has

been paying them a short visit.

The golf season has now begun, and
no doubt this year the game will
prove as popular as ever. The mem-

bers of this club are fortunate in hav-

ing some of the best links in New
Zealand.

Dear Bee, March 24.

The Napier Park Racing Club held
their

AUTUMN MEETING

on Wednesday- and Thursday- of this
week. They- were favoured by fine
weather on the first day, but it was

rather windy- and unpleasant on the
second. Among those present were

Mrs T. H. Lowry, in light grey poplin,
the bodice trimmed with steel passe-

menterie; her large grey- felt hat had

a plume of grey ostrich feathers at

one side; her sister, Miss Florence
Watt, was in white pique, with a white

hat; Mrs R. B. Smith looked well in a

lovely shade of blue, and a large Leg-
horn hat, trimmed with blue forget-
me-nots and ribbon; Mrs Donnelly-
wore dark blue; her daughter, Miss

Maud Donnelly, was in navy blue

cloth, made with an Eton jacket, a

scarlet vest, and a neat red felt hat;
Mrs Thomson was also in a navy blue

costume; Mrs Gore, in black and

white, with a white hat; Miss Burke

wore a. pale pink dress; Mrs Lines

wore a brown coat and skirt, with

waistcoat, revers and collar of petunia
colour, and a black lace hat, trimmed

with chiffon and poppies, the brim

being raised at one side; Mrs Russell

Duncan wore one of the prettiest
dresses—a biscuit - coloured canvas,
with collar and vest of pale blue chif-

fon, and a hat to match, trimmed with

pale blue flowers; Mrs Wenley, in pale

green, with a white muslin slip; Mrs

Vigor Brown, in black and a white

hat; Miss Brenda Wilson was in white

muslin over green, and wore a large
picture hat; Mrs Davidson, cream mus-

lin over heliotrope silk; Miss Hall also

wore a deep cream costume, and a

large Leghorn hat, with pink roses.

A great many of the ladies wore tailor-
made dresses, mostly of light tweed
and cloth.

The Pollard Opera Company has
been performing here during this

week, and has attracted a fairly large
audience every night. Some of those

present were Mesdames Donnelly,
Tanner, Wilson, Duncan, Wood, Smith,
Misses Balfour, Daniells, Watt, Don-

nelly, Burke, etc.

BOWLING.
The bowling match was terminated

yesterday on the Napier Green, and at
the conclusion of the game the silk
penant was presented to the Bluff Hill
club by Mr P. Dinwiddie. The presen-
tation was made to Mr D. A. Baxter,
the secretary of that club, who, in re-

turning thanks, said that the club
felt very proud of the distinction, and
that they hoped to retain possession
of it in forthcoming years.

MARJORIE.

NEW PLYMOUTH.

Dear Bee, March —

Another pleasant

MATCH
was played on the Bowling - Green on

Thursday afternoon, and tea. was pro-
vided by Mesdames Goldwater, Allen
and Marks. Among- those present
were Mrs W. Newman, black; Mrs G.

Newman, white, trimmed with black

ribbon; Mrs Goldwater, black silk;
Mrs H. Goldwater, handsome black

satin, yellow front, black picture hat,
with feathers; Miss Tobias, pretty
fawn and pink costume, white hat,
with ostrich plumes; Mrs Jackson,
black; Miss L. Jackson, white blouse,
fawn skirt, sailor hat; Mrs Hall,
black skirt, white blouse; Mrs Holford,
green coat and skirt, black hat, with
pink flowers; Miss S. Cunningham,
pale blue costume, white hat, with

wings; Mrs Avery, black; Miss A.

Avery, pale blue blouse, dark skirt;
Mrs Marks,grey; white silk front; Mrs

Allen; Mrs Stohr, grey; Mrs Fookes,
grey; Mrs W. Fookes, black costume,
with black lace cape; Mrs Collis; Miss
A. Jackson, grey; Miss G. Goldwater,
white; Miss Hart, Holland costume;
Mrs Snowball, black; Mrs Collins,
brown braided costume; etc.

The CATHOLIC SOCIAL

was held in the Theatre Boyal on Fri-

day evening to celebrate St. Patrick’s
day, and was very successful. The

supper-table was tastefully decorated
with flowers, etc., and the floor was

in good order. Great credit is due
to the Committee (Messrs Bennett,
Fischer, Ryan and Roche, and Misses

Dennehey, O’Brien and Sullivan, and

Mesdames Roche, Fiseher, Bennett and
Ryan) for the way in which every-
thing was ably managed. Between
the dances songs w'ere sung by' Miss-
es O’Donnell (2), Loveridge, Dickenson

and Mr Paterson. Mr Garry and Mas-
ter Jack Garry supplied the music,
and Mr E. Humphries acted as M.C.

Among the dancers I noticed Mrs

Champion, looking extremely well in

heliotrope; Miss Dennehey, a pretty
green satin blouse, black skirt; Miss

Ryan, cream; Miss O’Brien, dark blue

velvet, with chiffon trimmings; Mrs

Kilner, pale green; Mrs Grey, cream;
Miss Oliver looked striking in pink and

green; Misses O’Donnell (2), white,
with yellow' sashes; Miss Hill, white;
Miss Bennett, cream; Miss Hart, cream

and yellow; Miss Douglas, cream

blouse, black skirt; Miss Stanley' look-

ed pretty in yellow; Misses Pearce (2).
white; Miss Edgcumb looked charm-

ing in cream; Miss Arnold, pink and

white blouse, dark skirt; Miss M.

Grey, cream, with green sash; Mrs

Ryan, black satin; Miss Loveridge,
white and red sash; Mrs Roche, black;
Mrs Bennett, black and amber; Miss
Treeby', yellow silk blouse, black skirt;
Miss Sullivan, black and green; Miss

H. Grey looked nice in cream; Miss
Batten, pretty' pale blue satin blouse,
dark skirt; Airs Fischer, black and

green; Miss L. Ry'an looked well in

cream; Miss Jones, pale pink; Miss

Moverly, cream; Miss Jury, pink; Miss
Carthew, cream and green; Miss Pow-

er, green blouse, dark skirt ; Miss

Treeby, pink blouse, white skirt; Miss

Ruby' Bennett looked pretty in white;
and Messrs Mclntyre, Cock (2), T.

Duffin, Thomas (2), Smythe, Farrah,
Neil, McDirff, Skully", Taylor, Edgcumb,
Jones, Fiseher, Kilner, Ward (2), Car-
thew. Bennett (2), Woodhouse, G.

Ryan. Champion, Petty, Hawkins,
Roche, and others. NANCY LEE.
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BLENHEIM.

Dear Bee, March 18.

If the' weather had been specially
ordered for the occasion it could not
have been better than what was al-

lotted to us for St. Patrick’s Day.
Brilliant sunshine, the gentlest of

zephyrs from the east, and a large
grassy field, free from dust, in which
the annual sports were held, inclined
all who were present to amiability
and enjoyment; added to which was

the excellent management, the pro-

gramme being completed before six

o’clock; and the lively music played
by the Hibernian Band in its usual
tasteful manner. There was a large
number of officials, and Mr P. Meehan

was judge, and Mr A. McAllister an

admirable clerk of the course. The

strictness of the latter in enforcing
the rule that men should not crowd

into the ring added to the enjoyment
of the feminine portion of the spec-

tators, as hitherto these chivalrous
lords of the creation would stand in

front of the ropes and intercept all

view of some of the competitions,
quite oblivious of requests to move

away or sit on the ground. A. B.
Melford, of Masterton, won all the
heats of St. Patrick’s Handicap, and

the hurdle race, also the maiden

race. A capital luncheon was pro-
vided by the Catholic ladies, in a tent

on the ground. Very few of the

spectators were known to me, but I

noticed Mrs J. Wragge, who wore a

handsome black dress and becoming
heliotrope toque. Many white dresses

were worn, though some in delicate

shades of blue, pink, and heliotrope
were to be seen. The day was finish-

ed by a concert, got up by the Hiber-

nian Band, and most of the songs

partook of national character. Miss

Clare sang ‘The dear little shamrock,’
Mrs F. Hale, ‘Kate O’Shane’; and

Miss A. Morrison. ‘Kathleen Mavour-

neen,’ very pleasingly indeed; but

‘Dove’s Request.’ sung by Mrs Marks,
and ‘Killarney’ in response to an en-

core. were delightful, especially the

latter. Time seems to have little

effect on this lady's voice, which is

hardly impaired, in spite of many

years’ singing. As may be supposed,
after a holiday comic songs were

more appreciated than those of a

sentimental kind, and rapturous ap-

plause greeted Mr Gerald Otterson,
who was encored twice. Mr S. Co-

nolly, Mr R. Hay, Mr Watson, and

Mr Edwards received their meed of

approbation in the shape of encores

for their songs, and the last named

gentleman, who has only recently-
arrived here, possesses a fine voice,
and will no doubt be in great demand

for future concerts. An exhibition of

club swinging was given by Mr A.

Jackson, and was very clever and
interesting. The comedietta ‘Box and

Cox’ filled the second half of the pro-

gramme. Mr S. Conolly being Cox,
Mr J. Fitzgerald Box, and Mr H.

Mears made a capital Mrs Bouncer.

Friday being Mrs Conolly’s after-

noon for tennis, a number assembled

in her pleasant grounds, amongst
whom were Mesdames Gard, Green-

field. Black, Stace. Stoney, Horton,
G. Robinson, P. Douslin, G. W. Mcln-

tosh, Currie, Hubbard. J. Mowat,
Griffiths, the Misses Conolly (Auck-
land). Mirams (Nelson), Stace, A.
Horton, Mabin, Hubbard (Nelson),
Ferguson. Waddy; and Messrs.

Stubbs. L. Griffiths. Mirams. Black.
Stace. Stoney, Greenfield, D. Chaytor.
Harris. Bunting, Fish. C. Hodson, etc.

The visitors were arranged in a group
and photographed by Mr G. W. Mcln-

tosh. whose photograph of the visi-

tors to the Golf Links, a week ago.
was a remarkably good one. Miss

Gard is suffering from a slight at-

tack of pleurisy, so neither she nor

her sister were present at Mrs Co-

nolly’s. They- are staying with Mrs

.1. Mowat for a short time, till they
can move into their own house.

FRIDA.

ROBIN HOOD BAY.

Dear Bee, March 22.

On Tuesday, 28th February, the an-

nual sehopl sjxjrts were held at Robin

Hood Bay. The competitors and most

of the guests were early on the field,

and the latter were delighted to find

erected for their convenience a small

pavilion, the roof and sides of which

were composed of nikau palm leaves,
and in which were placed- comfortable
chairs, and also a supply of delicious

pears, which served as a light refresh-
ment for guests and competitors dur-

ing the afternoon. 11. J. Stace, sen.,
acted as judge of the races; E. V.
Stace, time-keeper; J. Haughey, start-

er; H. J. Stace, jun., assistant starter.

The races were won as follows:—

R.H.B. Handicap: Frank Chaytor, Nel-

son, 1; David Mackenzie. Balclutha,
2; Cusack Mackenzie, Balclutha. 3.

Jump Handicap: Lewis Cloustou,
Blenheim. 220 yds. Hurdles: Francis

Clouston, Blenheim. 100 yds Handi-

cap (Miss Stace’s Prize, Scott's ‘lvan-

hoe’): Lewis Clouston, Blenheim.

Spectators’ and Officials’ Race: T. H.

Clouston, Blenheim, 1; J. Haughey,
Robin Hood, 2. Blindfold Race: David
Mackenzie, Balclutha. Consolation
Race: Cusack Mackenzie, Balclutha.
About 3.30 p.m. a delicious tea was

served in the bush near at hand, and,
needless to say, everyone did full jus-
tice to the dainties set before them.

Great credit and thanks are due to

Mrs Stace and the Misses A. and B.

Stace for the delicious tea provided,
and also for all their kind assistance
in helping to further the comfort and

enjoyment of everyone present. Mrs

Stace wore a pretty pink blouse, dark
skirt, and sailor hat; Miss Stace

green skirt, pink blouse, large white

picture hat trimmed with white- chif-

fon and bow-s of pretty green and

pink shot ribbon; Miss Bertha Stace,

white blouse, dark skirt, sailor hat.

I noticed from the colours worn that

there were on the field old pupils
from three of our finest scholastic in-

stitutions, viz.: Nelson Girls’ College,
Wellington Boys' College. Christ's
College, Christchurch; and I admired
the spirit which prompted these

young people to wear upon this gala
day the silent yet sure signs of the

pride felt for their respective old

colleges. Contrasting prettily with

these colours were the- black and

orange of the ‘Robin Hood' boys. Be-

fore I close I would like to say that

Kenneth Mackenzie, who has played
so important a part in previous
sports held at Robin Hood Bay, has

gone Home to England to finish his

education there, and is winning
laurels for himself at the large school

he attends in London. We all join
in wishing him every success, and

trust he will do as well in ‘running
the race of life’ as he did in running
the races held at the Robin Hood

School, and that he will carry off all

the best prizes due to the man who

lives a good and honest, upright man-

ly life.—Yours, etc..
MAORI CHIEF.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, March 23.

There is great lack of gaiety- of all

description in Wellington just now.

but it is always so at this time of

the year. It seems particularly so

now, owing I suppose to the absence

of Lord and Lady Ranfurly and party
from Wellington. However, the ses-

sion will be coming on soon, and then
we will make up for lost time.

There were a lot of people at golf
last Saturday, when the Miramar

Golf Club opened their season. Among
those present were: —Mrs H. I). Bell.

Mrs A. Pearce, Mrs Lees, Mrs Todd,
Mrs Turnbull, Mrs Adams, the -Misses

Bell (2). Izard, Calder (Australia),
Cooper, Duncan. Dransfield, Williams.
Johnston, Hutchison. Rattray (Dune-
din), and the Messrs Todd, Tripp.
Pearce, Duncan, Lees, Kirkby, Gore.

Higginson, Turnbull, Hadfield, Chap-

man, etc.
The members of the Thorndon Ten-

nis Club seem to be particularly keen

this year. A.great many club tourna-

ments have been played and are still

going on 1 hear that a team of four

gentlemen from Christchurch are

coming up at Easter time, and invi-

tations have been issued from the

members of the Thorndon Tennis
Club to witness the matches between

the visitors and some of the chosen
members of this club.

The Wellington Golf Club opened
the golf season at the Miramar Links

on Saturday last, a very large attend-

ance of goifers being present, includ-
ing the members of the Hutt Club.

Dr. and Mrs Martin entertained all the

visitors and players on the links at

afternoon tea, and much interest was

taken in the foursomes contest for

prizes presented by Mrs Arthur

Pearce, who eventually won with

Mr Todd with the good score of 93.

handicap 2. net 91. but waived her

right to the prize to Miss Morrah.

who was second with Mr lan Duncan.

The highest scores were:—Mr Todd
and Mrs A. Pearce, score 93, handicap
2. net 91; Mr lan Duncan and Miss

Morrah, 110, 18, 92; Mr Jackson and
Miss Rattray. 107, 13, 94; Mr K. Dun-

can and Miss Bell. 105, 11, 94; Mr Lees

and Mrs Collins. 97. 1, 96; Mr Pryde
and Mrs Turnbull, 98, scratch, 98.

OPHELIA-CLARISSE.

NELSON.

Dear Bee. March 20.

The
MISSIONARY SALE AND GARDEN

PARTY.
which was held on Wednesday after-

noon in the grounds of ‘Wainui.’ the

residence of Mr and Mrs Lightband,
was in every way a success. The wea-

ther was |>erfeet and the attendance
was good, so all the stall-holders had
a very busy- time, and towards the

end of the afternoon nearly all their

pretty wares were sold. Stalls were

held by the following: Curios, Mrs

Lightband. Mrs and Miss Filleul; fancy-
work, the Misses Humphries and

Kempthorne; cakes and sweets, the
Misses Heaps and Trix Atkinson; pro-
duce, Mrs Mirams and Miss E. Mules;
missionary literature and carving. Miss

Holloway; afternoon tea. Mrs Mirams
and a number of assistants.

Amongst those present were the
Bishop and Mrs Mules; Miss Mules,
white pique, with red ribbons; Miss

E. Mules also wore white; Rev. J. P.

and Mrs Kempthorne; Rev. F. and Mrs

Chatterton, the latter wearing a green
coat and skirt, straw hat; Mrs Filleul.
handsome black costume; Miss Filleul,
Holland dress, sailor hat; Mrs Light-
band, black, with jet trimmings: Mrs
Humphries; Miss Humphries, pretty-
heliotrope cambric, with white la"e

fichu, sailor hat; Miss Kempthorne.
cream muslin; the Misses Heaps and

Atkinson wore white; Mrs Mirams.
white pique, black hat; Mrs Blundell.
Mrs Holloway; Miss Holloway, white;
Mrs Sealy, black; Miss Sealy, white

pique, white chip hat, with pink roses

beneath the brim; Mrs Renwick, black

costume, smart bonnet, with helio-

trope flowers; Mrs Robertson; Miss
Marsden (Stoke), black mourning cos-

tume; Mrs De Castro, grass lawn, with
white vest, small black hat, with red

roses; Miss Browning; Mrs Hudson,
pretty combination of black and

white; Mrs Vining, green flowered

muslin, sailor hat; her little daughter
was much admired in white; Mrs

Gibbs; Mrs and Miss Pogson; the

Misses Burnett (2) wore costumes of

cream cashmere, hats to match: Miss

Leggatt, white muslin aud lace, white

ehip hat, with pink roses above and
beneath the brim; Miss V. Leggatt.
green and white striped cambrie: Miss

M. Day. who has just arrived from

England, wore a well-cut coat and

skirt of grey- cloth, becoming black

hat, trimmer] with violets; Miss Ray-
ner, fawn cambric, black hat. with red

roses; Miss Saxton, light muslin: Mrs

Fell, green silk blouse, blaek skirt,
bonnet to match; Mrs Bunny, navy

costume, with front of cream chiffon:
Miss M. Bunny, red and white striped
cambric; Mrs Gascoyne, handsome

blaek satin; the Misses Gascoyne (2):
Miss Tomlinson, white muslin blouse.

I'lack skirt, sailor hat; Miss Poole,
white and black muslin, hat en suite;
Mrs Lewis; Mrs Rochfort; Miss

Pearce; Miss Lightfoot, white, with

red belt and band on her hat; Miss
Paaka, dark green coat and skirt, red

and white striped blouse, sailor hat;

Miss Pasley (Gisborne), light blue

cambric, white chip hat; and many
others.

On Tuesday evening, at the Theatre

Royal, Miss Elsie Hal] gave a

PIANO RECITAL,
when her exquisite playing charmed
all her hearers. Miss Hall wore a

simple gown of white silk. Amongst
the audience were noticed Mesdaines

Fell, Cock. Atkinson (2). Houlker.
Humphries, Blackett. Melhuish. Moore,

the Misses Honlker. Gibbs (3). Grib-

hen. Trix Atkinson, Gibson, Hayter.
Webb-Bowen, Fell (4). Humphries.
Sealy (2). Kempthorne, Cuthbert-

son. Lightfoot (2). I). Itett.
Ledger (2), Melhuish. Leggatt.
Robertson, Stephens, Pearce, Moor?

(3), Judge Denniston. Messrs (kick.
Wing, Denniston, Handke. Fell. Mules.
Kempthorne, Wrwtt, King, Duncan

Mackay, Atkinson, Webb - ■ Bofven,
Moore. Dr. Talbot. Dr. Gibbs, and

many others.

PHYLLIS.

PICTON.

Dear Bee. March 20.

All epidemic of tea fights and

cricket matches have been our only-
dissipations lately, and you will agree
with me in thinking that these affairs
are very mild. The Kenepuru and
Munaroii settlers had a pitched battle
with bat, ball and wickets at Kene-

puru. which resulted in favour of the
Manaroa men; and on Wednesday the
Pieton cricketers went down the

Sound to Tory Channel and played a

match with the settlers round* and
about Te Awnite—the whaling station.
The match was played on Mr Temple’s
land, and resulted in a win for the
Pieton men. who agree that of all the

jolly outings they ever had ‘this

capped everything.’ They did not in-
vite their lady friends to accompany
thein. so the ladies feel hurt about it.
naturally.

On Wednesday the teachers of Holy
Trinity (Anglican) Church Sunday
School held their

ANNUAL TREAT

up Esson's Valley. The weather was

perfect, and a goodly crowd assembled
to do justice to the good things pro-
vided and enjoy an afternoon out in
the fresh air, and see their children
enjoying themselves.

On St. Patrick's Day a party came

into town from the country and hired
the s.s. Elsie to go off down the Sound
picnicking and fishing, where they
spent a jolly day.

Mr Aylmer Kenny, owner of the

ketch Lizzie, found some wreckage at.

Tory Channel Heads on Tuesday last,
which he supposes was caused by the

gale of Saturday and Sunday
’

last.
The gale was only equalled by
the celebrated gale which blew
down the sheds and broke up
the skiffs at the Pieton Champion-
ship Regatta meeting some few years
back, so that it is only to be expected
that we shall bear of marine disasters
somewhere.

Mosquitoes are very numerous in
Picton this season, almost as numer-
ous as they were in the very old days
when mosquito curtains were a neces-

sary part of the furnishing of a house.
JEAN.

HASTINGS.

Dear Bee, March is.

The pretty racecourse at Hastings
was the scene of a gay gathering on
last Wednesday and Friday, when the
Hawke's Bay Jockey Club held their
Autumn Meeting. After the recent
rains the grounds were at their best.
The grass was beautifully green and
the willows gave a pleasant shade
near the hike. The pretty dresses of
the ladies added colour to the scene.

Mrs Fenwick wore a dainty dress of
soft cream silk, relieved with blaek
velvet, and a big cream hat trimmed
with white feathers and chiffon; Mrs

Donnelly was in black: Mrs Wenley
wore black chiffon over pink silk, anil
a stylish black aud pink hat with

feathers; Mrs Coleman was in green
silk covered with black tulle, and a
black bonnet; Miss Florence Watt was
in bright blue, and her vest was white
satin, white chip hat trimmed with

violets; Her sister (Mrs T. H. Lowry )
was in mauve; Miss Beamish wore a

tailor gown; Mrs Laurence was in
black, with a lace mantle and a be-

coming black bonnet with cream

flowers. Some others present were

Mesdanies Luckie, Fitzroy. Rathbone,
(Jordon, (fore. Smith, ete.

We are nil sorry to lose Mr and Mrs

I'hilson. of the Bank of New Zealand,
who are leaving here on account of
the Hastings branch of that bank
having l»cen closed. They are very
nopnlar and will Im- much missed in
Hastings.

Miss Russell has returned from Eng-
land by the s.s I’apanui, and Captain
Russell has gone to Wellington to
meet her. His sons, who have been ill
with typhoid fever, are. fortunately,
recovering, but Miss Winnie Simcox,
daughter of the Rev. S. Simcox. of

Waipnkuran, is at present suffering
from an attack, and is in the Wnl-

piikiiran Hospital.
DOROTHY.

CHRISTCHURCH

Dear Bee, March 18.
The great event we have all longed

and harked forward to Ims taken place
and it is almost with regret I write to
tell you about it; for one and all wish
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Mr John Peacock could come of age

twice over. The birthday ball was

the greatest success given by Mrs Pea-

cock at ‘Hawkesbury,’ Papanui Road,
on Wednesday evening last. No ex-

pense or trouble had been spared, the

whole of the beautiful house was

thrown open to the guests, the lovely
garden, dimly lighted with lamps here

and there, ferneries, summer houses,
all added greatly to the enjoyment of

the dancers, and when I tell you it

was 4 n.m. before we broke up, it

leaves you to imagine what a. great
success it was. The drawing-room
hall and dining-room made one large
ball-room, conservatories leading off
the ball-room, most beautifully ar-

ranged with choice pot plants and

ferns, luxurious lounges, fairy lamps,
etc. Supper was served in a large
room, and a right merry one it was,

toasts responded to with eheers fill-

ing the house with merriment. Mrs

Peacock received her guests in a hand-

some black brocade with heliotrope
chiffon and white lace; Miss McLean

(Gisborne), who opened the ball with

Mr John Peacock, looked well in a

pretty pale blue bengaline trimmed
with bunches of white feathers; Mrs

Stead, a lovely gown of black with

exquisite diamonds; Mrs Common,
palest shade of lavender with spang-
led net, very handsome; Mrs Howard,
a rich yellow silk; Mrs Henry Wood,
white satin with gold sequin trim-

mings; Mrs Walcot Wood, a beautiful

rose pink satin, with black velvet

trimmings; Mrs McDougall, a hand-

some green satin; Mrs Dight (Sydney),
a rich white satin; Mrs Kinsey, black

satin; Mrs G. Fisher, a handsome

white brocade; Miss Sams (Sydney),
a pretty yellow silk with white lace on

the bodice; Miss K. Wood (debutante),
white satin; Miss Bullock, black satin,
with red trimmings, long red sash,
and carried a beautiful bouquet of red

flowers; Miss Cook, white silk; Miss

M. Tavart, a cinnamon brown dress

with bright green chiffon; Miss Mary
Tavart, white; Miss Kinsey, a lovely
heliotrope brocade; Miss E. Newton,
white satin, her sister in yellow satin;
Miss Lean, a pale shade of pink silk;
Miss Matson, white; Miss Dixon (Syd-
ney), yellow silk; Miss Graham, sal-

mon pink; Miss Way, a pretty green

silk; Miss Ella Harley, white satin;
Miss McClathie, white; Miss Louisson.

white; Messrs Graham. Reid, Hender-

son, Batchelor, Corbett, Torlesse. Cox,
Williams. Adams, Day, Wood (3),
Fisher, Orbell, Matson, Sams, Harley,
Dr. Jennings. Common, etc., etc.

Invitations had been issued by Mrs

Boyle for a dance to be held in the

Art Gallery on Saturday evening for

children under 14, but unfortunately,
her little daughter. Phyllis, awakened

in the morning with measles, so it had

be to be postponed, however all her

little friends are glad to hear she is

already better.

The tennis tournament was con-

tinued at Laneaster Park on Saturday
afternoon. It was a perfect after-

noon, and a pleasant time was spent.
Most of the finals were reached, and

the results proved that the Cranmer

Square Chib have the stronger players.
In the ladies’ doubles, Miss Gordon

and Miss Harman won the trophy,
—

beating Mrs Barlow and Miss Cla.i i-

son (Linwood) in the final 2—6. 6— 2,
t>—4. Men's doubles, Cox and Collins

owe 30, 3-—6, l»eat Barlow and McLeod

(Linwood), 6—4, 5—7, 6—3, thus win-

ning the match. In the singles, han-

dicap, first grade, Laurie beat Franks.
7—5, 6—2; second grade, Quill (Lin-
wood). beat Reid (Cranmer). M2
Wilding presented the prizes, and con-

gratulated the winners. Mrs E. .1.

Ross and Mrs Laurie provided after-

noon tea. assisted by the Misses Cox.

Aitken, Meares, and Allen. In the

■'hampion singles. Mr C. Cox meets

Mr Laurie in the final, and Miss Van

Asch meets Miss M. Simpson. These

matches will be played on Saturday
next, and will end a most successful
tournament. The committee are to be

congratulated.
Mrs Stead's luncheon party on Tues-

day at Strowan was a great success.

Among those invited were Mrs Bab-

bington. Mrs and Miss Cowlishaw. Mr:

and Miss Palmer. Mrs and Miss Reeves

Mrs G. Lee. Mrs George Gould.

Miss Connie Hargreaves gave an

afternoon tea last week as an adieu to
the Misses Winter, nnd a very jolly
afternoon was spent; music nnd tea
were the chief amusement. I noticed
the Misses Winter (3), Graham.
Ifeainer. Cunningham. Thomas, etc.

On dit that five weddings are com-

ing off in Easter week.

DOLLY VALE.

TWO WHISTLES AND A
RAP.

A RUN FOR LIBERTY AND

HONOUR.

Il was about two a.m. when Tom

Thomason first heard the noise.

Digby and Brookes, who occupied
the same bedroom as himself at Ex-

celsior College, were sleeping audibly.
Tom Thomason was on the elert in

an instant. A gale was blowing out-

side. He could hear the continuous

cannonading of the waves as they
were flung upon the shingle, and the

trees of the little orchard which sur-

rounded three sides of the house were

rustling violently, but he could also

distinctly hear the crunch, crunch of

a man’s footsteps upon the gravel
path.

He walked to the window and open-

ed it with little noise. The cold night
breeze swept into the room, and Dig-
by and Brookes disappeared as if by
elockwork beneath the clothes.

A man was walking stealthily
round the wall of the house.

‘What’s his little game?’ thought
Tom. ‘Nothing good, I’ll be bound.

Snakes! Why, he’s coming up! Ah,
a rope ladder—and tied to the pater’s
window! What’s he doing in there?

I’ll give the alarm! This is robbery,
or worse! ’

At that moment the man who had

effected so strange an entrance into
the adjoining room coughed slightly,
and Tom recognised his father’s
voice. He heard the rope thrown

upon the floor and the closing of the

window.

Tom was silent. Happily for him-

self, and for another, he did not awa-

ken his two companions, or alarm

the house. Though he did not know
it then, such a, proceeding could only
have been followed by shame and

remorse.

He got back into bed, lost in amaze-

ment, wondering what mysterious
business could have occupied his fa-
ther (who was mathematical master
at Excelsior College) during his noc-

turnal ramble. And why the rope
ladder?

‘I give it up,’ he muttered, thump-
ing his pillow into shape; ‘but I’ll
ask him in the morning.’

In the morning, therefore, happen-
ing to encounter his father alone,
Tom thus accosted him:

‘Hope you enjoyed your walk last

night, Dad.’

‘What are you talking about,’ re-

plied Mr Thomason, sharply.
‘1 heard someone walking in the

orchard, and I thought I recognised
von.’

‘Me. Tom? Why, I hope I have not
been at my somnambulistic tricks

again. I was under the impression
that I was quite cured of that com-

plaint. Are you quite sure it was I?’
‘Pretty sure, Dad but the funny

part of it was that you seemed to

climb up to your room by a rope

ladder.’
At these words Mr Thomason turn-

ed deadly pale, and, though naturally
a mild-tempered man, his eyes glit-
tered with anger,

'What were you doing up at that

time?’ he began fiercely. But, check-

ing himself almost instantly, he went

on: ‘Why, you young donkey, that

proves I was not sleep-walking! You

must have been dreaming. Whoever

heard of a somnambulist carrying a

rope ladder about with him? There,
be off. and refrain from eating pastry
o' nights.’

After this, Tom dismissed the inci-

dent from his mind, and so he never

thought of it in connection with that
great burglary at Whitby’s, the

jeweller’s, which created a profound
sensation in the town. And if he had

—what then? Was not Mr Thomason

one of the most popular masters in

Excelsior College, and loved not only
by his son but by the whole school?

Yet only too true it was that none

who knew him ever dreamed that the

fair exterior of a hearty, generous
manner concealed the troubled and

complex thoughts of the gambler.

IT.

‘Are you game for a midnight esca-

pade?’ said Digby, addressing Tom

in a whisper. ‘Brookes is in it. I

tell you it’s something out of tne

common, and requires pluck.’
'Then.’ said Tom grandiloquently.

'l’m your man.’

‘Good. Be off, Simpson, you pry-

ing- beggar, and don’t spy into the

intrigues of gentlemen. Come round

here. Tom; what I have to say must,

be kept strictly secret.’
‘Go ahead.’

‘You heard of the robbery at Whit-

by’s ?’

‘Rather.’

‘And that theres a reward of a

hundred pounds offered?’

‘Wish T could nobble it.’

‘Well, Brookes and I have hit on a

clue—a right-down red-hot clue.’

‘That’s good; and so you want to

consult a master mind?’
‘Shut up. and listen. Brookes

found this in the orchard this morn-

ing.’
As he spoke, Digby unfolded a

small piece of paper and read aloud:

‘ “T—p—n goes to bed at ten. Mon-

day. Climb gate and be at side door

at 12. Two whistles and a rap.—J.”
‘There are also a few figures under-

neath in pencil in another writing.
What they mean we haven’t yet been

able to fathom. This is the conclu-

sion we have come to. T—p—n, we

take it. signifies Toddlepen — mark

you. another jeweller. As you know,
there’s a little blind court by the side
of his shop, the gate of which is al-

ways closed and locked at night.
That is evidently the gate in question.
The note is signed “J..” and we hap-
pen to know that one of Toddlepen’s
men is named .Takes—he seems to be

in the swim. Of course, we don’t yet

know the name of his accomplice;
but,’ and Digby swelled with impor-
tance, ‘it is evident that at least two
men have entered into nefarious part-
nership with a view to entering Mr

Toddlepen's shop on Monday night at
twelve o’clock with burglarious in-
tent.’

'Give me the note,’ said Tom.
‘Perhaps I can recognise the fist of
the man who added the figures,’ and
he glanced at the document.

'By Jingo!’ exclaimed Digby. ‘1
lielieve you do know it.’

Thomason was staring fixedly at
the paper, the blood ebbing from
his face, a look of unutterable horror

dawning in his eyes. His hand
shook as he returned the missive.

‘No,’ said he. ‘I thought at first
that I did; but I must be be mis-
taken. What do you propose to do?’

‘I say, old chap,’ said the other,
‘you mustn't lose heart like that, you
know. Why, man, you’re as white
as a ghost. I hope you will show
more pluck if it comes to tackling
the beggars single-handed. Let me
tell you, in the first place, that when
we discovered this note we were on

the jmint of handing it over to the
Head; but on second thoughts, not

earing to lose our chance of the re-

ward, we hit upon a better plan. We

suggest that the three of us drop
from the window at about half-past
eleven to-night, walk to Toddlepen's,
which is not far, and there await

developments. When we are sure
that the rogues are in the house, we

will give the alarm and have them

neatly trapped. I don't suppose the
Head will be best pleased when he

hears, as he is bound to do, of our

moonlight trip; but, hang it all—a
hundred pounds!’

'But how- do you know that they
are the same men who are wanted
for the Whitby robbery?’

‘Almost bound to be the same. My
detective instinct shrewdly tells me
that they are members of' an organ-
ised gang.’

'Yes,’ said Tom, absently. ‘I ex-

pect they are the same. All right,
to-night I will join you.’

With these words they parted. Tom
wandered off to give way to the most
bitter reflections. He had recognised
the handwriting of the figures as his
father’s. He remembered, too. that
the note had been discovered in the
orchard, where it had probably fallen
from his father’s pocket as he climb-
ed the ladder. The horrible suspi-
cion which had seized upon him was
not to be shaken off. If it was true
and he could not believe that it was
—his father would be apprehended
that night. He must be warned, yet
how could he approach him on such
a subject? It was with a feeling of
relief that he learned that Mr Thoma-
son had absented himself during the

half-holiday and would not return un-

til closing time.

All he could do, therefore, was to

accompany his two companions, and
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if his surmise should prove to be the

truth, theu at all costs he must pre-
vent capture, and what was almost

as ball—recognition.

ni.
■Follow quickly, and don’t make a

noise, you fellows,’ said Digby, as he

scrambled to the ground by the aid

of the tough, intertwining ivy which

overhung the wall.

The others followed immediately.
•My word!’ exclaimed Brookes,

glancing up at the mathematical

master’s room. ‘Old Tommy likes

fresh air. Why, his window is wide

open!*
•Come along and don’t talk,’ said

Digby, angrily, and they crept
through the grounds and were soon

clear of the house.

The • fresh moonlit night and the
novelty of the situation were incent-

ives to good spirits. Digby and

Brookes were sanguine of success.

Tom, following in the rear, an un-

suspected traitor, determined to frus-

trate their plans.
Toddlepen occupied a double-front-

ed shop in the market place of the

town. The three boys took up their

station under cover on the opposite
side of the square.

‘The quarry’s in sight,’ whispered
Brookes, after ten minutes of wait-

ing.
A man was steathily creeping along

in the shadow on the right side of
the market place. Unfortunately for
him the object of his designs lay in

the full moonlight. He hesitated for

a moment, then ran nimbly out across

the angle of the square, carrying what

appeared to be a rope under his arm,
reached the eourt by the side of the

jeweller’s establishment and vaulted

over. It was a daring venture and

performed with remarkable silence

and quickness.
‘Jakes opens the side door in three

minutes,’ whispered Brookes. ‘Let us

wait till they’re fairly at it, then,
Brobkes, do you scoot through that

turning and yell for all you’re worth

for assistance, while Tom. and I

waken old Toddlepen and keep the

door.’

Tom assented hoarsely. He had
seen what, the others had not—that

the man whom they had observed was

in very truth his father.

‘Go!’ exclaimed Digby, almost di-

rectly after the two whistles and a

rap were heard, and Brookes ran from

the square, yelling frantically. ‘Help!
Bobbery! Help!’

The two others beat upon the jewel-
ler’s door.

They began to feel then, as they
were assured of afterwards, that the

plan of capture which they had de-

vised was not the best. They had

acted on a first impulse and with a

desire to be the principal factors in

the arrest of the two men.

The man Jakes suddenly sprang
over the gate, dashed Digby to the

ground and sprinted across the

square. At the same moment the
alarmed jeweller flung open his bed-

room window and let fly with a re-

volver, the balls striking and glanc-
ing from the pavement in all direc-

tions. Jakes was hit and badly, too,
though he fought desperately with the

constable who rushed upon the scene,

accompanied by Brookes. In the

struggle they did not notice a man

carrying a rope, who darted from the

front door of the shop, turned the

corner, and ran like a rabbit down

the High-street.
But Tom saw him, and Digby, too.

and they were at oncein hot pursuit—-
the one bent on capturing him, and

the other equally determined to aid
his escape.

Tom succeeded in outpacing his

friend, and drew near to the flying
man. The latter turned in despera-
tion.

‘Father!’

‘Tom! ’

Only two words, but full of a world

of reproach and shame.

‘Be quick!’ gasped the boy. ‘I will

stop pursuit.’
Digby came running close up, when

suddenly Tom appeared to stumble
over something and fell heavily
against him. The two boys rolled

upon the ground.
‘Let go, you clown!’ screamed Dig-

by-
They scrambled to their feet, but

the slight check had sufficed. The

mathematical master had disappeared.
‘You donkey! You jaeknapes!*

roared Digby. ‘What did you do that

for? We should have had him as sure

as nails. I believe I've seen him

before. He seemed to me to be like—-

like— ’

•Out with it.’
‘Oh, hang it! I forget now.’

Nor did he ever remember.

Mr Thomason resigned his post at

Excelsior College, and left England,
accompanied by his son, for oneof the

colonies. Soon after news of his

tragic end reached the school. It was

stated he was one of the victims of

a native rising, that after bis son had

been knocked senseless he stood over

him and defended him with extra-

ordinary valour until help arrived,
when he fell himself, his face to the

foe, covered with blood and wounds.

Once Sun and Wind in Fairyland
An egg discovered on the sand.

‘Behold!’ they said, ‘this wondrous sight,
Tis strangely marked and standsupright!’

Aboutit then the South Wind played,
The Sun some curious shadows made.

And then the Wind more gayly blew.
The sun increased his antics, too.

Till dainty form and features fair

Began at last to blossom there.
And thus did Sun and Wind unfurl
Our radiant little Easter girl.

IT DOESN’T HURT THE

SURGEON

WHEN THE KNIFE IS USED IT’S THE

PATIENT WHO SUFFERS.

A London surgeon connectedwith one of

the medical schools of that city was one

day on the point of lancing a felon forone

of the students. The patient paled at

sight of the knife. ‘lt won’t hurt,’ obser-

ved the surgeon with a sympathetic smile.

‘I sometimes think,’ he added, ‘that it is
well for a surgeon to feel the point of

the knife at least once in his life.
‘I saw my first hospital service in this

city with Dr. S,’ he went on, ‘and no bet-

ter surgeon was then to be found in Ame-
rica. He had a large dispensary clinic
and rarely a day passed that one or more

cases of felon did not appear.

■ “It won’t hurt.” was always his com-

forting assurance to the patient.
. ‘The old doctor was very irritable if a

patient made an outcry or bother over

the lancing of a felon. “Put your finger
down there.” indicating the edge of the

table, “and keep still,” he command-

ed, and truth to tell patients as a rule

made little fuss.

’Time passed on, and in the mutations
of life Dr. S. had a felon on his left fore-
finger. and it was a bad one. He poul-
ticed it and fussed with it for about a

week, and walked the floor with pain at

night. At last it became unendurable,
and he went to his assistant surgeon and
said nervously:

‘ “I say, doctor, will you take a look at

my finger?”
’The assistant surgeon looked and re-

marked gravely,“That ought to have been
lanced before.”

‘ “Possibly—but
”

said Dr. S., and
then, “Perhaps you’d better lance it now.”

‘ “Certainly," said the assistant sur-
geon. "Put your finger on the table. ”

‘Dr. S. complied, and with a face as
white as paper watched the knife. “Be
gentle,” he cautioned, “that’s an awful

sore finger.”
‘ “It won’t hurt.” remarked the assist-

ant surgeon, and the sharp steel de-

scended.
‘There was a howl of agony from Dr.

S., and with his finger in his other hand
he danced about the room crying. "Oh.
oh, oh.”

‘ “Why.” remarked the assistant sur-
geon, “I have heard you tell patients hun-
dreds of times that it didn’t hurt to lance
a felon.”

‘ “No doubt, no doubt you have,” groan-
ed Dr. S. "But that depends on which
end of the knife a man is at.” ’

THE UNEXPECTED

IT HAPPENED IN THE FOLLOW-

ING RECENT AND MYSTERIOUS
CASES.

It transpired at an inquest in Lon-

don the other day that a man who had
shot himself died from natural causes,
and this remarkable circumstance re-

calls some almost incredible incidents
of the kind which have happened of

late. Only a few weeks ago a man

junqied from London Bridge into the

river, and though he was picked out

of the water quite dead the doctor de-

clared that he was not drowned, but

died from heart disease, and the jury
returned a verdict to that effect.

Though the fact went almost unno-

ticed at the time, Baron Rothschild ex-

pired on his birthday, hardly an hour

after reading a batch of congratula-
tory epistles wishing him ‘many happy
returns,’ and the late Mr T. B. Porter,
founder of the Cobden Club, died on

the very same day of the year and in
the same hour as his wife, whom he

survived 12 years. When the Fashoda
crisis was at its height two Congre-
gational ministers, bearing the un-

usual names France and French. died
in the same week.

A curious fact leaked out at a recent

inquest in Bermondsey. The victims

were two babies, who had been acci-

dentally suffocated, and the evidence

showed that all the parents retired to
rest in the same hour on the same

morning, and that both mothers found
their children dead at the same time.

The superstitious will find food for
reflection in the fate of a passenger
by the unfortunate ship Mohegan,
which was recently wrecked on the
Cornish coast. The passenger wrote

just before the departure of the ves-

sel:—‘lf there is any ill-luck
ABOUT THE NUMBER 1.3

I ought to get it, for I have taken No.

1.3 cabin and paid £1.3 for it.’ His

friends found his body the thirteenth

in the line of dead.

The Margate surf boat, Friend of
All Nations, was wrecked recently on

the first anniversary of the terrible

disaster which befel her in 1897. when
nine of her crew were drowned in a

storm, and another sea, coincidence
was noted at the. time of the death of

Dr. F. R. Lees, the veteran temper-
ance reformer. A fishing smack had
been named after Dr. Lees, and about
the same hour that the doctor passed
away the little vessel was totally
wrecked off the coast of Holland.

Not very long ago a miner named
John Holden was killed by a fall of
roof in a Lancashire pit, and at almost
the same moment his stepson was de-
capitated in another part of the mine.
Almost at the same hour on Boxing
Day, a death and birth took place on

the Semmering Mountains.

Many readers will have noticed a

painful coincidence which occurred
nearer home in connection with the

murder of a popular actor. An inti-
mate friend was with the aetor at the
time he met his death, and on the re-

eent anniversary of the tragedy the
same friend was at the graveside of his

daughter, also an actress, who had
committed suicide.

Not so long ago a case occurred of
a woman who feU dead as she was

leaving a house. A passer-by ran for
the doctor, and rang the bell at the

surgery door, but before he could de-
liver his message he fell dead at the

doctor’s feet. The other day, too. a

woman living at Chadwell Heath vis-
ited her son in West Ham Hospital,
he having been

RUN OVER BY A TRAIN,
and after hurrying back to catch her
train at Stratford the mother fell
down on the platform, dead.

A Liverpool solicitor, travelling in
the Manchester express, put his head
out of the window as the train ap-
proached the station, and came in con-

tact with the guard’s van of another
train. He was killed, and the acci-
dent happened on the first anlversarv
of the day on which his father had
met. with a similar accident on the
same line.

An incident of quite a different kind,
but equally remarkable, occurred in
Manchester. A lady in that city lost
a gold ring, and was overjoyed a few
days afterwards to find it outside a
jeweller’s shop. Imagining that she
had dropped it. there, and that it had
lain in the street unseen, she went
into the shop to inform the jeweller
of the circumstance, and it. then trans-
pired that n gentleman had found the
ring a day or two before, and had gone
to the jeweller to value it just before
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the lady entered. On feeling in his

pocket for the ring, however, he de-

clared he had lost it. So that the ring
had been twice lost and twice found,
and had. by a remarkable coincidence,
returned into the possession of its

rightful owner.

AMERICA'S QUEEN.

SHE Ts LAVINIA BY NAME, AND

HER CROWN COST £6,(100.

One of the most pronounced charac-

teristics of the average American is

his fondness for titles. Having no

aristocracy of their own. Americans

have taken to adopting military and

naval titles, oftentimes upon the flim-

siest pretext.
Of course none of the American wo-

men can adopt the titles; consequently
they are now forming themselves into

more or less curious organisations,
which are supposed to raise them
above the multitude. There are in

America ‘Colonial Dames,’ ‘Daughters
of the Revolution,' ‘Descendants of the

Signers,' and ‘Daughters of Virginia.’
But an American woman has now

gone one better, and created herself a

full-fledged queen. She has a crown

and sceptre, knights and powdered
pages, official robes, and a costly
throne.

Tile descendants of the old Dutch

settlers in New Amsterdam do not
lack for wealth, and when Lavinia

Dempsey was ehosen queen

HER CORONATION

in tlie Waldorf-Astoria Hotel was one

that any properly State-recognised
queen might have en.vied.

Lavinia's crown, it is said, cost

£6,O(K), and her coronation robes were

quite in keeping with her head-piece.
The other day 'Queen Lavinia’ an-

nounced through her 'Lord Chamber-
lain’ that she would attend a Sunday
Kindergarten Association in one of the

poorer districts of New York. She
called the function a ‘Twelfth Night
Party ' and the members of the
'Court' were commanded to attend.

Of course they did so. and the wortc-
a-day people of New York have not

yet finished talking about it. The

royal procession started from a fash-
ionable Fifth Avenue hotel. Six car-

riages were required to convey the

queen and her attendants to the party.
The populace followed in street cars
and on bicycles. Four splendid horses
drew the so-called royal equipage.

The chief of police detailed Detec-
tive Strausky, a special escort, to ride
with ‘ller Majesty." ‘Queen Ravinia’
knighted him at once, and told him
his title would hereafter be ‘Head of
the Military Household.’

WHITE SLAVES IN HUNGARY.

LOW CONDITION OF PEASANTS—-
THEY ARE HARNESSED TO THE
PLOUGH LIKE BEASTS OF BUR-
DEN.

Stephen Varkonyi, the leader of the

peasants' revolution, which convulsed

Hungary during the early months of
this year, has just been sentenced to
one year's imprisonment for high
t reason.

The movement whieh was inaugur-
ated by Varkonyi was a revolt against
the remnants of serfdom whieh still

exist in some parts of Hungary. In

these districts each peasant is com-

pelled to work fifty days in the year
for the land owner without pay.

These fifty days of compulsory la-

bour are not successive, or at fixed

intervals, but when the land owner

has work to be done he sends a drum-

mer through the village, and every
male inhabitant is obliged to respond
to the summons.

Thereu|am so many men are se-

lected as are required. The land ow

tier almost invariably exacts this la-

bour in the summer, when the peas-
ant's time is most valuable to him.

In midsummer the peasant can

earn as much as oneshilling in a day;
in winter not more than fourpenee or

sixpence. In winter the peasants are

compelled to act as beaters in the

magnates' hunts for a wage of two-

pence a day. The occupation is a

dangerous one, and the time is not

counted in the annual fifty days'
compulsory labour.

The wives of the peasants are re-

quired to sweep and scrub the local

manor house once a week without

pay. Finally, many land owners use

the peasants as beasts of burden, har-

nessing four men to the plough in-

stead of two oxen.

Stephen Varkonyi, who instigated
the revolt, against these degrading
conditions of labour, is a sort of Hun-

garian Wat Tyler. He is the son" of

l>oor peasants, was educated in the
farm yard, and graduated in the

fields.
He is quite a typical horny-handed

son of toil, is physically tall, stoutly
built, with plenty of character in his

shaggy head, and small eyes with

their suggestion of the Mongolian
slit, and has that rough kind of na-

tural humour that appeals to the

simple peasant mind.

Varkonyi, whose power over the

agricultural population of his country
is unbounded, is one of the most in-

teresting figures in modern Hungar-
ian life.—‘London Mail.’

RINGING THE CHANGES ON 1899.

COMBINATIONS OF THE FIGURES
OF THE PRESENT YEAR AND

SOME OF THE ODD RESULTS
OBTAINED.

If we add together the figures con-

tained in 1899 we find they make 27,
and these added give us 9. Subtract
the first two figures, 18, from 99, and

we have 81, which added make 9, and
the letters comprising the words

eighty-one are nine. Add the first

two figures, 18, to 99, and we have

117; these figures, when added, again
give us 9. If we add all the principal
numbers thus far mentioned—viz.:

1899, 18, 81, 117, and 27, the sum is

2,142, and these figures added give us

9. If we subtract 27 from 117 we

have 90, which divideil by 10 again
give us 9. By subtracting 117 from

1899 the remainder is 1782; these fig-
ures, when added, give us 18, and

these two when added give us 9. If

we add 90 and 1782, principal num-

bers, not ineluded in first addition, to

2142, obtained above, we have 4014,
and these figures, when added, again

produce 9. Now, if we add the figures
1899 to the last sum we have 5913,
and these added produce 18, which

again being added the result is 9.

The combinations obtained above

are remarkable, but carrying them

still further, with stranger results,
we find that by adding 1899 to the

sums thus far obtained, viz., 4014 and

5913, the sum is 11,826, and by adding
these figures we have 18, which added

produce 9. Further, if we add the

first figure of the above sum to the
last two, viz., 118 to 26, we have 144,

and these figures added give us 9.

We have now tried the results of

addition and of subtraction on these

mystic figures, and will now see what

multiplication will do. If we multi-
ply 18 by 99 the product is 1782; these

figures when added give us 18, and

carefully adding the numerals used

in this multiplication we will find the

additionto be 63. and by adding these

we have 9. Now, we w'ill multiply
the first three figures of the year by
the last, viz., 189 by 9. we find 1701,
and by adding.these figures we have

9, or if w'e add the numerals used in

this calculation we find they amount
to 36. and these added again pro-

duce 9. We will multiply the two

products obtained above, viz., 1782 by
1701, and we have 3,031,182; these

figures added produce 18 and these

added give us 9.

Innumerable changes could be rung

on these mystic figures, but the most

remarkable part is that the letters

comprising the words eighteen
ninety-nine are 18, and these two,

when added, produce the inevitable
9.—‘Detroit Free Press.’

The longest courtship on record

was that of Robert Taylor, Post-

master at Scarva, Ireland. He court-

ed his lady love for 50 years and mar-

ried her in 1872, when his age was

108. He recently died in his one

hundred and thirty-fourth year.

It has been my experience that peo-
ple—women especially—(says a well-

known actor), are very quick to no-

tice a slovenly man. and they are

pretty sure to avoid him whenever

it is possible. If does not cost any

more to lie well groomed than it does

to appear like a slouch. I have al-

ways held that to make yourself as

presentable as possible is a duty you

ewe to society.

FORTUNE MADE IN A

DAY.

AT AFRICAN DIAMOND FIELDS.

The first diamond discovered in

South Africa was purchased in 1867

by a trader named John O’Reilly.
While returning from the interior

with his cattle he stayed for

a few days, in order to

recuperate at a large farm

on the banks of the Orange River

owned by a Boer named Schalk van

Niekerk. A peculiar stone had been

picked up some time previously by
a Bushman boy. O'Reilly bought it
for a trifle out of curiosity, not know-

ing himself what it was. and took it

with him to a town called Colesberg,
and handed it to the resident Civil

Commissioner, who in turn forward-
ed to Dr. Atherstone in Graham’s

Town, Cape Colony. This gentleman,
after careful examination, pronounc-
ed it a. veritable diamond 21} carats
in weight .and worth £5OO. It was

subsequently purchased for this

price by the Governor of the Colony,
Sir P. Wodehouse. When the find

became known a search for diamonds

was instituted throughout the Hope
Town district, but it was not till

1869 that the existence of diamonds

in paying quantities was proved be-

yond a doubt. Then a great rush
of diggers from all parts of the globe
was made to the Orange River and
its vicinity. In the latter part of

1870 a lot of miners who had gained
valuable experience in California and

Australia discovered a mine about

100 miles due north of Hope Town,

nearly 1.000 miles from Cape Town,
which they named after the then
British Colonial Secretary, the Earl
of Kimberley. The yield of diamonds
from this big excavation since the

opening of the mine in 1871 probably
exceeds eight tons weight of precious
stones, in value about £45,000.000.
The finest diamond ever found in

South Africa was the famous Porter

Rhodes, discovered near the centre

of Kimberley mine, on February 12,
1880. It is a pure white octahedron,
weighing 150 carats, and valued at

£60,000. A splendid yellow octa-

hedron was found on March 27, 1884.
at the east end of the mine. It

weighed 302 carats. The largest dia-

mond ever found in this mine was

discovered near the west end of the

mine on September 29, 1885. It was

a large irregular octahedron, slightly
spotted, of yellow colour, and weigh-
ed 404 carats, or nearly three ounces.

In the month of February previous
a similar stone of 352 carats was

found near the east end of the mine.

The former of these stones is pro-

bably the largest diamond the world

has yet produced, excepting a very

imperfect stone of some 500 carats

found in Jagersfontein, Orange Free

State, in 1881. About twenty miles
to the westward of Kimberley the

Vaal River is met. Diamond mining
is in active progress on its banks.

These mines are generally termed the

poor man’s diggings, because any
man with a little capital can go there

and stake off an unoccupied claim,

pay his monthly license fee of 30/ to

the Government mining commission-
er and go to work. The only mining

implements necessary for his under-

taking are a pick and a shovel, a

large gravel sieve and a smaller hand

sieve, two tubs, generally obtained

by sawing an ale barrel in half, and

a provisional table to sort on. as well

as a large pail in order to carry the

water for washing the sand from the

gravel in the tubs. Asa rule one

of these prospectors, according to his

means, hires two or three Kaffir la-

bourers at about £ 1 a week and keep,
the rations being regulated by law.

These men perform the more laborious

work in the sun, the prospector gen-
erally limiting himself to the actual

washing and sorting. The digging is

purely surface, as at a depth of about

two feet a sold rock is met. Men have

expended their last copper, endured all

kinds of hardships, and never found

anything. On the other hand. men.

after a few weeks' work, found stones

to the value of £4OOO. A man went
to the river to try his luck. He em-

ployed several natives and took out a

license for three claims. He workeil

unceasingly for about two months,
without ever finding a single stone.
Then he abandoned his claims and re-

turned broke to Kimberley. A week
or two after his departure a Scotch-

man named Cameron staked off one

claim in the centre of where the for-

mer three had been, hired one Kaffir

and started to work. On the fourth

day, when he was washing up, he

found a pure white octahedron of 1474

carats, whieh he sold to a visiting
broker on the spot for £6OOO. All

commodities of life are very expen-
sive. owing to the great difficulty of

transportation. For a can of con-

densed milk. 4/; for a loaf of bread.

2/6; for a pound of sugar. 1/; and for
a glass of whisky, 3/. The only food
which is cheap is goat’s meat, which
must lie consumed a few hours after

slaughter, owing to the hot African
sun and the utter absence of ice. This
meat can be purchased as live stock
from the constantly travelling Kaffir
herds for about IJd a pound. The cli-
mate is fairly healthy for Europeans,
and especially beneficial for pulmo-
nary weaknesses. Female society is

out of the question, as far as white
women are concerned. From the dis-

covery of diamonds in South Africa
until the present day one great ob-
stacle the diggers have had always to
contend with has been the enormous
loss annually of rough diamonds
stolen by the native Kaffir labourers
while at work in the claims or on the
depositing floors. These thefts reach-
ed such enormous proportions, and the

diamonds found such ready market
among the unscrupulous element of
the white population, that it became
necessary to enact special laws to
cope with the evil. Upon conviction
the maximum sentence, for a Kaffir,
the thief, was 50 lashes upon the bare
back with the cat-of-nine-tails and to
undergo imprisonment with hard
labour for a term not exceeding ten
years. The receiver or illicit diamond
buyer upon conviction received as a
maximum sentence 15 years* imprison-
ment at hard labour, the first one-
fifth of the term to be spent in isola-
tion and in chains, and he was also
liable to a fine not exceeding 3000
dollars, as well as confiscation of all
real and personal property which he
held at the time of his arrest within
the diamond mining area. The pris-
oner was herded with about fifty
others, consisting of Kaffirs and Busli-
men, in a large dormitory cell about
100 feet long by 15 feet wide, was

obliged to work twelve hours a day in
the hot sun in a stone quarry, and had
chains weighing from seven to eigh
teen pounds riveted on his leg-s. This
law checked to a certain extent illicit
diamond buying, but it must be re-
membered that the inducement to
commit the crime was enormous. Many
fortunes have been made in this traf-
fic. and the buyers have slipped from
the colony in the nick of time on the
eve of being’ trapped.

If you want a wife, don’t ask for
one-—-in the advertising columns of
the daily papers. The recent applica-
tion to the High Wycombe Board of
Guardians by a working- man for a
partner to share the joys and sorrows
of life has led to a curious develop-
ment. The clerk made a selection of
the voluminous correspondence, and
sent some of the letters to the origi-
nal applicant and some also to the
•' oung man whose pathetic description
of the loneliness of life in lodgings in
the Metropolis was a feature of the
correspondence. The Wycombe ap-
plicant has, so far as we know, not
found his fate. But the lonely voun<>
man in lodgings has had a far from
agreeable experience. He has written
to the clerk of the Guardians to sav
that never in his most sanguine mo-
ments did he anticipate the results
whieh have ensued. About twenty
young women, some of them accom-

panied by their mothers, made per-sonal application to his lodgings. Be-
ing repulsed by the landlady, thev.
or rather some of their mothers, grew
insulting in their behaviour, with the
result that he has had notice, to leave
his lodgings. But this is not all.
Some of his shopmates have heard of
Im- advertisement for a wife, and his
life has been made a misery. How-
ever, although he hopes his fate will
!><■ a warning, he is corresponding
with one of his fair applicants who
sent a photo.

There is no doubt of the fact that
Hie athletic school girl has come to
stay. And it is so. not so much lie-
cause we schoolmistresses wish it to
be so. but because parents will have
it so; one of the first questions a
mother asks is: ‘Have you a field?'
er ‘Do your girls play hockey?' or
some other game, and your school
gees down pretty much in their eves
if you have to say no.
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TOD SLOAN.

Tod ’Sloan, the famous American

jockey, who is the lion of the day in

England, is a miniature man. His

height is five feet. He weighs ninety
pounds, and is 30 years old. There is

no deformity about him. He is just
naturally small. His arms and legs
appear long in proportion to his body,
but he is well rounded out and is

graceful. His hands are soft and
white and well formed. Moreover,

they are well taken care of, and the
nails are manicured. That these hands

are strong is shown by the grip he

gives in a handshake, and he is appar-
ently unconscious of the power he

puts into it. Sloan’s face is small and

round. Perhaps it appears more

nearly round because of the manner

in which he wears his hair. It is very

black, longer than is ordinarily worn

by men, parted exactly in the middle,
and brushed down over the side of his

head until it glistens. The part is

wide and reveals an unusually white

scalp. Sloan is always closely shaven.

His skin is dark, and a little rough.
His face is more wrinkled than most
men’s are at his age. There are deep
lines around his mouth and eyes. His

lips are thin, but not compressed. His

eyes are brown and look squarely at
the person he is addressing. When the

great little jockey is conversing with

anybody he plants his feet about

twelve inches apart, keeps his hands

behind his back, and does not gesti-
culate. He has a habit of rising to
the points of his toes and setting hack

on his heels.

Speaking to an interviewer recently,
Sloan decJared that he was perfectly
satisfied with his calling and had no

ambition to become anything else.

‘I expect to ride as long as my health

remains good,’ he said, ‘and as I am

never sick I expect that to be a good
many years yet. When 1 do give up
riding it will be because of mental

exhaustion and not of my body, for

physically I am as strong as the best

of them. But 1 am of a nervous tem-

perament, and after a race 1 am ex-

hausted.

‘When I- was a hoy I began riding
because that was the best opening I

saw, and there was good money to be

made at it. 1 do not know that 1 had

any particular ambition at first. As 1

grew older 1 fell in love with my pro-
fession and I determined to excel at it.

1 can’t say that 1 ever thought 1

should be reckoned as the most suc-

cessful rider in the world, but I was

determined to rise and I've done it.

.Naturally 1 am proud of my success.

Who wouldn’t be?
‘I do not train for races, and I take

no particular exercise. 1 do not diet

myself, and eat what I choose and

drink anything 1 want, sleep just like

anybody else. 1 am always in condi-

tion. but the better care 1 take of

niyself the better condition 1 am in.

‘I can go for weeks without touch-

ing a horse, and then 1 can go out ami

gallop horses all day long without

becoming the least bit sore. But one

race exhausts me for the time being.
That’s because I ride with my head.

When 1 am in a race I think of noth-

ing else but winning, and that wears

me out. If a race is particularly
close and I lose by a narrow margin
the strain is much more than in ease I
win easily or am badly beaten. It is

the uncertainty and thinking how to

get more speed out of my mount that

tells.

‘I think my success is due to the

study 1 give my business. I don't pre-
tend to know all the horses 1 ride.

Some of the best races I ever rode

were on horses that I had never seen

until I got on them. I study the horse

just like a man who deals with people
studies human nature. I study the

horse as a race and not as an individu-

al as soon as I see him. But after I

get on him ami we start 1 don't quit
studying him. As long as the race

lasts I am studying how to gain some

advantage. And that is the only way
I ever did study to become a success-

ful rider.

‘During the racing season I never

take any exercise and I never gallop
horses. I do not see the horses I am

to ride until 1 am ready’ to ride. Then,
after I dismount, T am done until the

next race. I can ride every day for

two or three weeks, or possibly long-
er. Then I break down. It is not a

physical break down, but my mind

feels the strain and I must rest. lam

exceedingly nervous. Three or four

days' rest always fixes me up in tip-
top shape.

‘Unquestionably my physique is one

of the prime factors in my making the

success I have. But that is not the

main thing. It is the fact that I have
had ten years’ experience and have

made racing the study of my life. I
have never tried to do anything else,
and all I have learned I have remem-

bered. I don’t think any man alive

knows better just how to take advan-

tage of every point of a race and to
estimate the powers of his horse than

I do.

‘1 think I am doing better riding
now than I ever did. T know more

altout riding races than 1 did when

I used to ride over in East St. Louis,
and I make use of that knowledge
and experience.

‘I can’t say just what lines 1 studied
to perf<>ct niyself in the calling. 1

know that f never rode a race but that

I was always looking out for some

new triek. and I never forgot the old

ones.

"I don't pretend to lie regular in iny
habits. I never Mas. I live Mell and

have just whatever I want to eat or

drink and I sleep as mueh as 1 need
or less when I have not time to take

it. I did not get to sleep in our car

last night and felt like sleeping to-day.
I have slept seven hours since S
o’clock this morning.

‘I am going to ride next season prin-
cipally for Lord Beresford. The Prince

ol Wales has only second call on my
sv i vices.'

TOD SLOAN.

BICYCLES AT THE PARIS
EXPOSITION.

Bicyclists throughout the world will

be glad to learn that the wheel will

occupy an honoured place at the Paris

Exposition. Nowhere in the world

are there more enthusiastic wheelmen

than the members of the famous Tour-

ing Club de Eranee, and they have not

lieen slow to avail themselves of this

opportunity to draw the attention of

the civilised world to the modern

wheel with all its latest improvements.
A committee was appointed some

time ago to see about the construction
of a building in which the wheels
could be exhibited, and about the se-

lection of asuitable site, and now the
news conies that an admirable site

has been granted by the authorities

in charge of the Exposition, and that

on it a stately building will be erected

within a very short time.

The site is near the Eiffel Tower,
and close to the entrance of the
Champ de Mars. Anyone who knows
Paris will see that no better site could

have been selected. All the visitors to

the Exposition, whether they are in-

terested in bicycling or not, will la*

sure to pass by this spot*, and cannot

help being attracted by the artistic

editice that is to be reared in honour

of the übiquitous wheel.

’l'he building has been designed by
M. Gustave Rives, and it is described

by those who have seen his plans as

a marvel of beauty. No pains will

certainly be spared so far as orna-

mentation and other decorations are

concerned. Contracts for this and all

other necessary work will soon be

awarded, and it is expected that the

building will be completed at an early
date.
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The Silence of

Simeon Sayles.

’1 wish to goodness, Simeon Sayles,
that you would shut up and keep
shut up!' said Myra Sayles, in a

weary tone, and speaking as if the

words were forced from her against
her will.

‘You do, hey?’ replied her brother

Simeon, sharply and irritably.
lie had been scolding’ about some

trifling matter for nearly half an

hour, and his sister Myra had listen-

ed in patient silence. Now she spoke
because he had said something pecu-
liarly annoying, and when he had re-

plied so sharply, she said:

‘Yes. I mean it, Simeon Sayles. I
get so siek and tired of your eternal

scolding and blaming that I just wish

sometimes you’d shut your mouth

and never open it again while you
live.’

‘You do. hey?’
‘Yes, I do.’

There was sullen silence in the

room for three or four minutes; the

wrinkles on Simeon’s brow deepened
and his lips were pressed more and

more tightly together. Suddenly he

opened them with a snap and a de-

fiant toss of his head.

‘Very well. Myra Sayles. T will

“shut, up.” and I’ll stay “shut up,”
and you'll see how you like it.’

‘l'll have some peace then,’ replied
Myra, shortly. Yet she looked at her

brother curiously.
The Sayleses were noted in the

country round about for rigidly ad-

hering to every resolution they made.

The thought now came into Myra’s
mind, ‘Will he do it?’ She had not

meant him to take her remark lite-

rally. Simeon was as iron-willed as

any of the family, and yet Myra felt

that he could not keep such a vow

long. It was necessary for him to

talk. So she said:

‘I guess you’ll be gabbling away
fast enough before night. There’s no

such good luck as your keeping still

very long.’
Simeon made no reply, but took his

old straw hat from a nail behind the

door and went out into the barn-yard,
walking very erect, but with little

jerks, indicating that the Sayles tem-

per was high in him.
‘Now he’ll go out to the barn and

patch around there a while, and may-
be putch all evening in the house,

and then talk a blue streak all day
to-morrow to make up for the time
he’s lost keeping still. 1 declare, if

the men-folks can’t be the tryingest!"
She stitched away steadily on the

sheet she was turning until the clock

struck six. when she jumped up

hastily.
‘Mercy,’ she exclaimed, ‘l’d no idea

it was so late! I hope to goodness
the fire hasn't gone out. I must get
the kettle on and supper ready. I

did intend making some of the flannel

cakes Simeon likes so much, to put
him in a good humour, but I don’t

believe I shall have time now.’

Nevertheless, there was a plate of

steaming hot. 'flannel-cakes’ and a

bowl of maple syrup before Simeon’s

plate when he came in to supper
half an hour later.

lie ate the cakes in stubborn si-
lence.

‘Are you going over to Seth Bad-

ger’s after supper.’ Myra asked, ‘to

see him about helping you cut that

grass to-morrow ?’

After waiting in vain for an ans-

wer. Myra said:
‘1 want to know if you do go, be-

cause I want to send Mrs Badger a

waist pattern of hers I borrowed last
week.’

No reply from Simeon. His sister

gave her head an impatient toss, and

they finished the meal in silence.
When it was done Simeon went to

a little table in a corner of the room,

pulled out the drawer, and took from
it a scrap of blank paper and the
stub of a lead-pencil.

Myra took the supper dishes into
the kitchen; when she came into the
room again Simeon handed her the

scrap of paper. On it was written:

‘l’m a-going over to Badger’s now.’

Myra dropped the bit of paper to
the floor and stared hard at her bro-

ther.
‘Well. Simeon Sayles!’ she said at

last. ‘I call this carrying matters

pretty far. Before I’d make myself
so ridiculous, I’d—What you going to
do when you get over to Badger’s?
You'll look smart writing out what

you've got to say over there, now

won't you? You’ll make yourself the
laughing-stock of the country if you
go around writing out what you've
got to say. when you’ve got as good
a tongue in your head as anybody.’

Simeon made no reply, but picked
up the bit of pencil and wrote on

another scrap of paper:

‘VVhare is the patera?’
‘I think you'd better learn to spell

before you go to conversing in writ-

ing—spelling “where” with an “a.”
and “pattern”with only one “t”! If

you don't get siek and tired of this

sort of tom-foolery before two days.
1 miss my guess. Simeon Sayles!’

Whether he grew tired of it or not,

Simeon Sayles said all he had to say
in writing from that time forth. His

only reply to his sister's ridicule and

remonstrances was written in these
words:

‘You sed you wisht I’d shut up my
mouth and keep it shut, and I’m

a-going to do it.’

He bought a .little blank book, in

which he kept a pencil, and all his

communications to the world and to

individuals were made through the

medium of this book and pencil.
The neighbours said that ‘the

Sayleses always were a queer lot,
anyhow;’ that some of Simeon’s an-

cestors had been rather eccentric, and

that Simeon himself had never seem-

ed quite like other men. No matter
how true this may have been, his

sister Myra was a thoroughly well-
balanced woman, with a large fund of

strong common-sense, and her bro-

ther’s freak caused her great secret

mortification and distress, although
she had declared at the beginning of
it: ‘lt will be an actual rest to me to

get rid of your eternal scolding!’
But Simeon had not scolded ‘eter-

nally,’ as Myra felt obliged to confess

to herself in her reflective moments.

He was. indeed, somewhat infirm of

temper, and sometimes gave himself

up to prolonged fits of petulance, but

there had been days and even weeks

at a time when Simeon had been as

serene of mind and as companion-
able as any man.

He and his sister Myra had sat

side by side on the little porch over

the front door of their old red farm-

house throughout many a peaceful
summer evening, quietly talking over

the past and the future. The long
winter evenings had often been filled
with a quiet happiness and peace for

them both, as they sat at the same

hearth-stone at which their parents
had sat, Myra with her knitting and

Simeon reading aloud or smoking his

pipe in peace. They had nearly al-

ways eaten their meals in harmony;
and now, as they sat at the table

facing each other in hard, cold si-

lence, there were times when, al-

though neither would have confessed
it to the other, their food almost,

choked them.

‘This freak of his is harder to put up
with at the table than at any other

place or time.’ his sister confessed to
a sympathetic neighbour. ‘Sometimes
it just seems as if I’d fly. There he
sits as mum as a grindstone. Some-

times I try to rattle away just as if

nothing was the matter, but I can

never keep it up very long. I’ve tried all

sorts of litle tricks to catch him un-

awares and make him speak once, but
he won’t be caught. On? day, just
when he’d come in from the field, I
smelt something burning so strong
that I said, “I do believe the house is

on fire,” and he opened his mouth as

if to speak, and then clapped it shut

again and whipped out that abomin-
able little book and wrote, “Whare?”

‘I was so put out that I flung the

book clear out into the gooseberry
bushes. I really doubt if he ever

does speak again in this world; and

the prospect is pleasant for me, isn’t

it?’

s*'-6
°V

'—Auckland Exhibition.

Having purchased the whole of the KAIAPO! EXHIBIT, value .£3,000 (at a heavy discount), comprising Blankets, Rugs
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This being extra to our ordinary stock, every article will be sold at such reductions from current rates as must speedily effect a
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TEXTILE FABRICS (Sole Judge, fir James Lillico).
In his Report on the Woollen Exhibits, Mr Lillico says :—“ I have had the opportunity of visiting the Melbourne and all the other

Colonial Exhibitions, and consider that this is the finest and most attractive display of Woollen and Worsted Goods ever made at any
Colonial Exhibition. 1 wish to draw attention to the Kaiapoi’s really fine display of their goods, which is one of the most attractive in

) the Exhibition.”

! Kaiapoi Woollen Manufacturing Co., Ltd., Kaiapoi.
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The two lived alone in the old red
farmhouse in which they had been
born fifty years before. They were

without kith or kin in the world, with

the exception of a much younger sis-

ter named Hope, who had married a

prosperous young farmer and had
gone out West to live. It had been a

time of great sorrow to them when

this pretty, young sister had married

Henry Norton and gone from the old

house. They rejoiced in her happi-
ness, of course, and were quite sure

that Hope had ‘done well,’ but it was

none the less hard to give her up.

She was only twenty-one years old

at the time, and so much younger than
her brother and sister that their affec-
tion for her was much like that of

a father and mother for an only child.

They had lavished the tenderest love

of their liv.es on Hope, and their affec-
tion had not lessened by her absence.

In the years since they had seen

Hojie’s pretty face and heard her

cheery voice, they often talked of her.

Myra had always stood as a strong
wall between Hope and harm or

trouble of any kind, and this loving
thoughtfulness had kept her from

writing a word to her sister about

their, brother’s strange silence.
’1 wouldn’t have Hope know it for

anything,’ Myra had said; ‘it would

worry the child so. And there’s no

danger of Simeon writing it. He’d be

ashamed to.’

During all of the fall and through
one whole long, wretched winter the

iron-willed Simeon kept his resolve
not to speak, and a decided shake of
his head or a written ‘No’ was his

reply to Myra’s often repeated ques-
tion, ‘Don’t you ever intend to speak
again?’

One day in May a neighbour, coming
from the town, brought. Myra a tet-
ter that gave to her troubled heart the
wildest thrill of joy it had known for

many a day. Hope was coming home!
She had written to say that she would
arrive on Wednesday of the following
week with her little girl of three

years, and that they would spend the
entire summer in the old home.

Catching up her sun-bonnet, Myra
ran all the way to the distant field
in which Simeon was at work, holding
the letter out as she ran and calling
out before she reached him:

‘O Simeon! Simeon! A letter from

Hope! She’s coming home! She’ll be

here next week with her little Grace,

that we’ve never seen! Only think of

it, Hope's coining home!’

Simeon was ploughing. He reined
up his horses with a jerk, and opened
anti shut his mouth three or four

times; but no sound came from his

lips. His face wore a half-wild, half-

frightened look, and his hand trem-
bled as he held it out for the letter.

‘Simeon! Simeon!’ cried Myra, with
quivering voice and tearful eyes, ‘sure-

ly you’ll have to speak now?'

He shook his head slowly and sadly
as he sat down on the plough to read
the letter. He handed it back in si-

lence and turned away his head when

he saw the tears streaming down

Myra’s cheeks, and he bit his lip until

it almost bled when he heard her
sob as she turned to go back to the
house.

When he came to dinner he read the
letter again, but he and Myra ate in
silence.

Hope came a week from that day.
Myra went to the railroad station
three miles distant to meet her.
‘lt’ll be better for me to meet her

than for yon. if you are bound and
determined to keep up this nonsense

while she’s here.’ said Myra. ‘She
doesn't know a thing about it; you
may be sure I haven’t written a word
of it to the poor child, and I dread to
tell her of it now. It’s a shame, a

burning shame, Simeon Sayles, for

you to spoil Hope’s first visit home,
just to carry out a silly vow that it
was wicked for you ever to make in
the first place. It’s a piece of wicked-

ness right straight through!’
A visible pallor had come into Sim-

eon's face at the mention of Hope’s
little girl. No one knew how much
and how tenderly this little girl whom
he had never seen had been in his

thoughts. He was fond of children,
and no child in the world could be as

dear to him as this little girl of

Hope’s. He and Myra had looked for-
ward so eagerly to the time when

Hope should bring her to them, and

they had rend so proudly of all her
infantile charms and accomplishments
as set forth in Hope’s letters!

He stole softly into the seldom-

opened parlour when Myra was gone.
The door stood open now. and all the

shades were up, while the room had
been made spotless and dustless, and

bright and sweet with Hope’s favour-

ite flowers in the old-fashioned vases

on the mantel.
Several photographs of Hope’s little

girl, taken at different, stages of her
infantile career, were in the album on

the parlour table. Simeon took up
this album and gazed at these photo-
graphs one by one, with unhappy
eyes.

He wandered round the house and

yard until the time drew near for

Myra’s return with Hope and little

Grace. Then he went down the. road

to meet them. He had gone perhaps
a quarter of a mile when he sat down

by the wayside to wait until they
should drive around a turn in the road

a hundred yards or more distant.

He had waited not more than five

minutes when he heard the sound of

wheels and voices round the curve in

the road. He heard the sudden, sweet

laugh of a child, and was on his feet

in an instant.

At that same instant a man on a

bicycle dashed past him. Bicycles
were still an almost unheard of thing
in that part of the country. Simeon

had never seen but three, or four of

them, and the appearance of this one

whirling along at such a speed start-

led him.

Its rider sent it flying on down the

load, and it whirled around the curve,

to the surprise of Miss Myra and to
the terror of old Hector, the horse

she was driving. The reins were lying
loosely in Myra's hands, and before
she could gather them up old Hector
jumped aside, rearing and plunging,
ami the next instant he was racing
madly down the road with the reins

dragging the ground on either side of

him. while Hope elung to little Grace,

and screamed.

‘Whoa! Whoa, Hector!’ cried Myra,
in a voice so awful with terror that

it frightened old Hector the more.

'Whoa. Hector. whoa!’

This time old Hector pricked up his

ears, for the voice that spoke was a

firm, commanding one. and the next

moment a strong hand grasped his

bridle while the voice repented:
‘Whoa! Whoa!’

It was a harsh, stern voice, but it

sounded like the sweetest music in

Myra’s ears. It was Simeon's: and

Simeon was holding to the bit. He

held it until old Hector came to a halt,
and then he turned and said, calmly:

'Don’t be scared. Ho[>e, child; you're
all right now. Give me the little

one.’

He held out his arms, and Ho|*e
put the little girl into them, saying
as she did so:

‘lt’s your Uncle Simmy, dear! Put

your arms around his neck and give
him a kiss, and let him hear how well

you can say "Uncle Simmy.” ’
A pair of soft little arms stole around

Simeon’s sunburned neck; a soft little

cheek was laid on his rough, bearded

one, and when she had kissed him

twice she said:

‘Dee Nuncle Thimmy!’
‘The blessed little creetur!’ he said,

winking his eyes and hugging her

close to his heart.
And when she and her mother were

asleep in Hope’s old room that night.
Simeon came into the kitchen where

Myra was-setting some bread to rise
and softly humming a gospel hymn
of praise out of the joy of her heart,
and Simeon said:

‘Well, Myra—
’

‘Well, Simeon?’

‘Well—er—well, what did Hope say,

anyhow, when yon told her?’

‘When I told her what? Oh, about

your—your —la. Simeon, the minute 1

clapped eyes on that blessed child I

knew there wasn’t any use in telling
Hope anything about it. 1 knew

you’d just have to speak to that baby!
So I never lisped a syllable about it

to Hope, and she never shall know a

word about it if I can help it. I wish

you’d fetch me in a basket of nice,
dry chips. The moon shines so bright
you can see to pick them up. T want

a quick tire in the morning, so I can

have hot biscuit for Hope's breakfast.

She always was so fond of them.'

And Simeon took the chip-basket
ami went out into the moonlight, his

long-silent lips softly humming the

same song of praise Myra had l>een

singing.
J. L. HARBOUR.

THEN IT WENT ON ALL
RIGHT.

The writer of the letter which I am

going to copy for you in a moment
has a complaint to make. Rather,
perhaps, a complaint to place on re-

cord, as the reason for it is passed
away for the present and she hopes—-
and we hope with her—that it may
not return. The complaint does not

reier to any relative, friend, or foe,
but to her own heart. It did not
work well. It was weak, and for a

long time she was unable to find

means to make it do better. Which

was a serious matter, inasmuch as

the vigour of the circulation of the

blood always depends upon the force

wherewith the heart drives it.

Still, it seems to me we ought to be
a bit indulgent towards the heart in

view of the labour it has to perform.
Remember that it never takes a full

minute’s rest at one time, night or

day, from the instant it begins at

your birth until, like a muffled drum,
it stops for good and all—life’s fun-

eral march to the grave being over.

During all this while, ten years or a

hundred, the heart has got to keep
on numping blood through your body
at the rate of from 130 strokes a

minute in childhood to 50 or i’»o

in old age If you happen
to have a mechanical turn of

mind, it may interest you to

figure out how much this stands for

in units of horse-power for a given
case and time. If not, you can take

my word for it that, merely as a

machine, the heart deserves your re-

spect. So long as it goes ahead

steadily, up hill and down dale, ham-

mering away softly but strongly, you

haven’t a word to say for or against
it: but when it begins to get weak,
maybe skipping a stitch now and
then, you call in the. doctor, who puts
Hie tip of his finger just below the

base of your left thumb, looks wise
and solemn (ns befits the occasion),
and says, ‘Ah, yes, yes: I see. I see.’

I bit what does he see? He doesn’t

tell you that; he leaves medicine, nnd
mentions when he will look in again.

But as to the letter I spoke of. ‘For

many years.’ the lady says, ‘I suffered

from indigestion and weak heart.

Very little exertion made me feel

weary and tired. Cold, clammy sweats

broke over inc. I had a poor appe-

tite, and after meals an aching pain

nt the chest and a miserable sinking
feeling at the stomach. I had also

much pain at the left side, and my
heart would flutter so as to frighten
me. At length I became so weak I
was barely able to get about, being
no longer able to do my housework.

‘Owing to the trouble at my heart
I obtained no proper rest at night,
ami often walked about my bedroom

at night. Many times these attacks

were so bad I thought 1 was dying.
During the day a sense of suffocation
sometimes eame upon me and I was

obliged to go to the door for fresh

air.

‘Year after year 1 suffered like this;
now a little better, now as bad as I
could be. In November, 1887, while

on a visit to Croydon, my son-in-law

persuaded me to try Mother Seigel’s
Syrup. He got me a bottle, and after

taking it I experienced great relief.

The pain at my heart was easier, and

I felt better as a whole. I could eat

well and the food agreed with me.

‘I now felt encouraged to continue
using this remedy. Soon I was in bet-

ter health than for years, the heart
trouble having disappeared altogeth-
er. Since that time when 1 feel any-

thing ailing me a few doses of Mother

Seigel’s Syrup never fail to give the

desired relief. I have told many per-
sons of the benefit I have derived

from it, and hereby consent to your

publishing this statement should you
wish to do so.’-—(Signed) (Mrs) Wil-

liam Harrington, near Wickford Hill.

Clare, Suffolk, November 12th. 1897.

Now what ailed Mrs Harrington’s
heart? Why, precisely the same

things that ailed her lungs, her nerves

and her muscles—weakness. There-

in she is rigiit. It was a weak heart,
1.-ut not a diseased heart. The heart

is a muscle, and (seeing the prodigi-
ous lot of work it has to do) neces-

sarily a strong active muscle. But

it will not work without pay any

move than you or I will. With all

the rest of the body it has got to be

sustained and strengthened by food.

Here we have the point, then. The

ladv was afflicted with chronic indi-

gestion. Foi- this reason her whole

body grew weak—the heart, of course,

witli other parts of the engine.
Hence all the symptoms she names.

Her immense all-round weakness and

I uller-down is that same old dyspep-
sia. When Mother Seigel’s Syrup
made the digestion of plenty of food

possible, the heart went on all right,
like a newly wound clock.

THE NATIONAL MUTUAL LIFE
ASSOCIATION OF AUSTRALASIA.

LIMITED.

ninth TBIENNIAb MEETING.

The report submitted by the directors

shows theaccumulated funds of the As-

sociation (after providing for everyknown

liability and eliminating the Investment

Fluctuation Reserve) amounted to

£2,765,571 5/4 on 30th September last, ami

at that date the present value of the net

liabilities under policies amounted to

£2.545,718 4/6. The surplus was therefore

£219,853 0/10. Of this amount the directors
have decided to divide among the mem-

bers £169,853 0/10, and to reserve from di-

vision a sum of £50,000 as part provision
for a possible alteration in the rate of in-

terest upon which future valuations of
policies will be made. It is estimated that

this amount of £50,000, with an addition
from thesurplus of the currenttriennium.
will provide for making future valuations
on the basis of 3$ per cent, per annum (if
it be found prudent to do so) without ap-

preciably disturbing the continuity and

regularity of the bonus additions to poli-
cies.

The amount to be divided, £169.853, will

provide reversionary bonuses exceeding
£300,000.

The directors are satisfied that full and

ample provision has been made for every

contingency, and they congratulate the

members upon the results of the investi-
gation.

impure Blood
Suffered for three years

Mr. F. Westall of Mitcham. So. Austinli .
sends us his portrait which shows a smooth

and healthy condition of the skin. But lie

has had the following experience :

“ For the past three years I have .teen suf-

fering from an eruption of the body. I had
medical attendanceand had medicineto take
and a lotion foroutwardapplication,but,they
did not do me the slightest good. In fact I
triedall sorts of medicineand nothingseemed
to relieve me. My lifewas a burden. I had
no appetite and I could not sleep. I was
strongly advised to try

DR. AVER’S

Sarsaparilla
by a friend who had received great benefit
from it. I did so, and after taking only two
botlles the itching leftme and I feltbetter in

every way. 1 continued taking the Bars .-

parilia and altogether took six bottles. lam
now free from the eruptionandean eatanl
sleep as well as I everdid in n y life. Itis
now abouteight months since I was cured, so
I am sure I can say the cure is apermanent
one.”

For constipation take br Ayer’s Pills. They
promptly relievo and snrely cure. Take them
with I>r. Ayer's Sarsaparilla: oneaids the other.

Tl(’X\ ADI JANOS.’ This favourite
Natural Water, in h:ibitu:i| use

throughout the world, has established
itself ius a customary Aperient in all
climates. Remarkably ami exception-
ally uniform in composition; free from
defects incidental to others. ‘Brit.

Med. Journal.' Annual sale, six mil-
lion bottles.—(Advt.)
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QUEEN VICTORIA’S NEW

YACHT.

IT WILL BE THE LAKGEHT PLEA-

SI'BE VBSSEL AFLOAT.

Queen Victoria may soon enjoy the

pleasure of a cruise on her new yaeht,
the largest ever built. The new royal
yaeht. the name for which has not

yet been definitely chosen, but whieh

probably will be called the Prince Al-
bert, is now so far advanced that it

is expected it will be launched next

-March. The first keel plate was laid

on December 23rd, 1897, at the Go-

vernment dock yard at Pembroke, by

Mrs Watson, the wife of Captain Bur-

gess Watson, the superintendent of

the dock yard.

The British Government has a re-

markably well developed faculty of

keeping its business to itself. The

gates of the Government doek yards
rarely open, even to British citizens,
and almost never to foreigners. Conse-

quently, although all Englishmen in

general and yachtsmen and naval arc-

hitects have been curious to know

what Queen Victoria's new yacht will

be like, ever since Prliament appro-

priated money to build the boat, noth-

ing is known except the meagre de-
tails the Admiralty has seen fit to give
out.

English curiosity became so clam-

orous a short time ago that the Admir-

alty decided to depart from its de-

clared policy of maintaining secrecy
about the royal yacht so far as to

give out some of the principal dimen-

sions of the vessel. The new yacht
is to be 380 feet long and 50 feet beam.

Its draught is to be 18 feet, and its

displacement is to be 4,000 tons. This

will be by far the biggest yacht ever

built. William K. Vanderbilt's

yaeht Valiant, which has passed mus-

ter for a pretty good sized yacht,
is small by comparison with Queen
Victoria's new pleasure craft The

Valiant is only 332 feet long, 30 feet

beam, and 16 feet draught. Its gross

tonnage is 1,823. Howard Gould’s

Niagara is still smaller, being 272 feet

in length, 35 feet beam, and 16 feet
draught.

The new royal yaeht is as large as

the cruiser Baltimore, larger than the

New Orleans, and much larger than

the German Emperor's yacht. Tlohen-
zollern. The Hohenzollern is nothing
more than a protected cruiser, arma-

ment, protective deck, and all. with

quarters fitted up for the Emperor.
The British royal yacht, on the other

hand, will have none of the qualities
of a cruiser, but. will be a yacht pure
and simple.

The hull is to be of steel, sheathed
with wood, and covered with copper.
It will be provided with double bot-
toms. It will have three funnels and

two masts. Speed is to be an import-
ant consideration. The Admiralty has

deigned to inform British taxpayers
that the yaeht is to have two sets’ of

triple-expansion four-cylinder en-

gines, driving twin screws, and having
an indicated horse-power of 11,000.
The high-pressure cylinder of each en-

gine is to be 261 inches in diameter,
the intermediate cylinder 444 inches
in diameter, and the two low-pressure
cylinders 53 inches in diameter, all

having a stroke of 39 inches. Steam

will be supplied by eighteen Belleville

boilers, working at a pressure of 300

pounds, which will be reduced at the

engines to 250 pounds. The grate
area under the boilers will be 840 feet

and the heating surface will be 26,000

square feet. This machinery is ex-

pected to drive the vessel through
the water at a speed of twenty knots

an hour, with the engines making 140
revolutions a minute.

Kccently progress on the yaeht was

delayed by strikes, but men are now

working overtime to make up for it.

Only the best artizans to be found in

the I’nited Kingdom are employed.
The vessel will have orlop, lower,

main, upper, and forecastle (leeks. It

is estimated that by the time the royal
vaeht is in the water it will have cost
.£ 237.533.

Although no information concerning
the arrangement. Utting, and furnish-

ing of the interior has been given out.

it mav reasonably be surmised that

Iler Ma jesty will be fairly comfortable

on board, since it is estimated that the

tilushed yaeht will cost £300,000.

BEAUTY LOST AND REGAINED.

A FOUK-CHAPTER GIRL'S STORY.

CHAPTER I.

‘Beauty Lost.’

To-day, g-irls at an age when they
should be very beautiful, have face

sores, sallow skins, lustreless eyes,
and a general tired-out, ‘don’t care’

sort of expression on their faces.

CHAPTER 11.

‘Reason.’

The various conditions contained in

the foregoing are the result of bad

blood. Bad blood caused by defective
digestion and sluggish liver action.

Bad blood that could be made pure by
that great specific, Bile Beans for

Biliousness.

CHAPTER 111.

‘Remedy.
This great specific, that has so

often and aptly been described and

eulogised by the Press of this country,
from North to South, and from East

to West, as ‘the people’s popular-
priced preparation,’ is compounded in

one of the finest and best-eq nipped
laboratories in America. They have

everything that is good and possible
as regards formula and manufacture
to retain their position as the best

pharmaceutical remedy in the world.

The ingredients are right, as is proved
by the fact that for various ailments
about 20 MILLION DOSES WERE
TAKEN LAST YEAR in Australasia
alone, illustrating what the thinking
nopidation of an intelligent eommun-

itv think of the three B’s. and especi-
ally so the female portion.

CHAPTER TV.

‘Restoration.’

After a course of Bile Beans is taken

the skin becomes clear, blotches,
pi in pies, and face sores disappear, the

eyes become bright, the brain keen

and active, and that tired, weary, in-

dolent, insipid expression that mars

the appearance of so many women

and girls is replaced by a healthy,
happy look that denotes good diges-
tion and liver action. You may not
take the above to yourself, but if it

should apply, you know the key to

unlock the door of health. The cost
is but 1A per box, and surely
the effort is possible. Obtainable
from all chemists, or direct from the

manufacturer’s depot, 39, Pitt-street,
Sydney, on receipt of price in stamps.

AT WHAT AGE SHOULD GIRLS

MARRY.

Madame Sarah Grand, in an article

entitled ‘At what age should girls marry?’

in ‘The Young Woman’ for February,
says: ‘The whole tendency of the modern

system of education for girls is to pro-

long their girlhood. The ghastly doctrine

that this is necessarily a wicked world in

which misery must be our portion no

longer finds general acceptance. It is a

favourite axiom with us nowadays that

every age has its pleasures—or should

have, with a fair chance—childhood, girl-
hood, womanhood; and the consequence
is a growing effort to preserve the bal-

ance between them, and to get the full

value out of each. Our intelligent girls
begin to have ideas of their own on the
subject of the disposition of their lives—-
prompted, no doubt, by mothers of a new
order. They do not care to be put off with
half an education, and hustled into matri-
mony while they should still be doing
their college course. They like to enjoy
as they go along. They combinerecreation
with study, and delight in everything;
and it is not until they have had the
foundation of a good general education
that they begin to be serious on the sub-

ject of matrimony. “Serious” is quite the

right word for their attitude. The mean-

ing of life has begun to interest them,
and they pause to inquire.’

The modern girl (continues Sarah
Grand) ‘decidedly objects to marry an

extinguisher, who would tell her that her

proper place is in nursery and kitchen,
with an inflection on the words which
conveys his opinion that nursery and
kitchenare more worthily regulated with-
out mental attainments, and the care of

them necessarily precludes any further
degree of cultivation. To such a suitor the
modern girl replies, “Not for me my
good man. 1 am a versatile being, in

whom are infinite possibilities, and i mean
to make the most of myself. By so doing

I make themost of you too, and of every-

one with whom I come in contact.” My
own experience as to the age at which a

girl should marry is that a well educated
self reliant modern maid does well to

marry as soon as she finds the right man.
A good husband will help even a very

young girl to make a success of marriage.
But I think that a girl of the old-
fashioned type runs a great risk of mak-
ing a mistake both in her choice of a

husband and in the matter of marrying
at all If she marries before five and

twenty.’

MARVELS OF THE BODY.

STRANGE PHYSICAL FACTS NOT

GENERALLY KNOWN.

Human beings are of all sizes, but

the tall man is less common than the

short; only oneman in every 208, says

the ‘London Mail,’ exceeds the height
of six feet. For every foot of stature
a man should weigh from 26 to 28

pounds, a proportion that is not the
lot of all in these hurrying, scurrying
days.

An average-sized man weighs 140

pounds, a woman 125 pounds. Cur-

iously enough, the mean height and

weight of lunatics are below those of

sane people. Another unexpected
thing in this respect is that a negro’s
skeleton weighs more than that of an

Englishman.
The vitalising power is the blood,

a drop of which takes but twenty-two
seconds to go the round of the body.
There passes through the heart once

in every three minutes an amount of
this precious fluid equal to all that is

contained in the body.
The mileage of the blood circulation

reveals some astonishing and undream-
ed of truths. It is estimated that, as-

suming the average speed of the heart
to be sixty-nine beats a minute, the
blood travels 207 yards in sixty sec-

onds; in other words, seven miles an

hour, 168 a day, or 61,320 per year.
If a man of 84 could have onesingle

blood corpuscle floating in his blood
all his life, it would have traversed in
that period no less than 5,150,880
miles.

The average weight of the brain of
the adult male is three pounds eight
ounces; of a female, two pounds four
ounces. The woman’s brain begins to
decline in weight after the age of
thirty, anti man’s not till ten years
later. According to high authorities,
the nerves, with their branches and
minute ramifications connecting with
the brain, exceed 10,000,000 in num-

ber.
The palms of the hand and soles of

the feet are composed of cushions of
fat. in order that sudden jolts and
violent blows may be successfully re-

sisted, and no injury done to the

muscles and bones underneath.
The teaching of experience indi-

cates that accidents are far more like-
ly to occur to the right leg and arm
than to the left. Further evidence of
this fact is supplied by the makers of

artificial limbs; they dispose of many
more appendages to the right side of
the body than to the other. Statistics
show that in fifty-four eases out of a
hundred the left leg is stronger than
the right.

_ If a man could move his legs propor-
tionally as fast as an ant, he would
travel not far short of 800 miles an
hour.

Nerve, blood,*»•
SKIN DISEASES

pilMAlimi npin.

HERR RAS3MUSSEN,
The Celebrated Danish Herbalist and Gold

Medalist, of •!, XeunMon Quay, Wel-
linfton, and 547, Gsosex Stbsby, Sydsst,
is world-renowned for the

Thousands of Cures
which have been effected by his

Alfalfas Herbal Remedies
Thousands of Testimonials

speak for themselves as to the immense
virtues ofthese Herbal Remedies.

Alfaline Vitality Pilis
Are a Certain Cure for Weak Nerves, De-

pressed Spirits, Debility, andWeakness of
theSpine, Brainand Nerves. Special Power-
ful Course, 43a. 6d.; Ordinary Course, 235.

6d. Smaller Boxes, 12s. and 65., posted.
Send for free pamphlet.

Alfaline Blood Pills
Are unsurpassed as a Blood Purifier and
Blood Tonic, and will eradicate the most

obstinateBlood and SkinAffections. Price,
s-uneas Vitality Pil's.

His Alfaline Universal Pills for Female
Complaints, Rheumatic Pills. Asthma and
CoughPills, Fat ReducingPowders, Varico-
cele Powders, Gargle Powders, FleshPro
ducingPowders, Worm Cakes, BathTablets,
Eucalyptus Oil andJujubes, Hair Restorer
andComplexion Beautifier, Liver and Kid-
neyPills, and Instant Headache Cure, an
all simply wonderful.

Send for his Free Book, which con
tains all particulars, many useful hints and

numerous testimonials.
AIX COBRBSPOBDKBCB STRICTLY PBITATB.

Writewithout delay, and address

Serr Rassmussen,
>l,l—btea Quay, Wellington, N.Z.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor
What docs

it do?

It causes the oil glands
'n the skin tobecome more

active, making the hair

Ull ***T'*’»« soft and glossy, precisely
aS} as nature intended.

MESS; gjgjj It cleanses the scalp
from dandruffand thus re-

moves one of the great
causes of baldness.

Tt makes a better cir-
Ufacss*” culation in the scalp and

stops the hair from coming out.

ir pretests a»<

It carts balOcss.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor will surely make hair

grow on bald heads, provided only there is

any life remaining in the hair bulbs.

It restores color to gray or white hair. It

does not do this ina moment, as will ahair

dye; but in a short time the gray color of

age gradually disappears and the darker color
of youth takes its place.

PREPARED BV

Dr- 3. C. Ayer &, Co., Lowell, Maas., V. S. A.

MUCH BETTER.
‘I wonder why a man never pays his

wife any compliments after they’re
married ?’

‘He does better, my dear—he pavs
her bills.’

TTTK -

NATIONAL MUTUAL LIFE
ASSOCIATION OF AUSTRALASIA (Ltd.).

A WORLD-WIDE INSTITUTION.
THE NON FORFEITURE OFFICE.

Invested Funds and Reserves excead £2,765,571
Annual Income exceeds £474,000.

di(\”eSr” tve«°thX tov«!I
rs

A’ln,r^L >aDd
s
are Tllree Important Principles Introducedunmui cveiy uirce years in cases where bv thiaclaims ar® made, or endowments terminate

y association.

betweenthe triennialperiods, policies will have L Ng policy allowed to lapse on accountof
theexact proportion of bonuses to date added non-payment of a premium so long as there is
fo them, thus giving policy-holders the very a Surrender Value sufficient to pay the pre-
rullest advantage that could accrue from an mium overdue.
annua onus. 2. No member compelled to pay a higher pre-

Taw -
*mium then that set opposite his age on theKites Low. Bonuses Large. Conditions published table ofrates.

ral. Security Absolute. 3. The agc of members taken atthe nearest

Arrangements as to Surrender, Non-Eorfeit-
b»Hhday,

ure, Isians on Policies, Immediate Payments of Copy of New Prospectus, forms of Proposal
1 lamis. Free Residence, etc., are specially and every information supplied on application’,
uioerai. Send for Prospectus,

HEAD OFFICE FOR NEW ZEALAND:

NATIONAL MUTUAL BUILDINGS, WELLINGTON.
ORTON BTEVENB, ResidentSecretary.
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The Old Order Changeth.
(By T. H. M. Howe.)

1.

1 saw Dick Vandeleur into his han-

som at the door of the "Bag,’ and then

started afoot for my hotel. 1 felt mis-

anthropic ami despondent.
‘Confound 'em, is everybody dead or

married?' I ejaculated, for one old

friend after another seemed to have

met with the same fate.

I had returned to England after

twelve years abroad, quite unpre-

pared for the inevitable changes at the

hands of the ruthless Timekeeper. As

often happens with people, I had

stepped ashore with my recollections

of the old scenes and old comrades

still fresh upon me, and a vague, unde-

fined idea of finding things much as 1

had left them.

Sly life had been an active one. In

a crack I ndian fighting corps 1 had

seen almost continual service both in

Burmah and on the ever-restless In-

dian frontier. The years had sped
swiftly, unmarked save by the mile-

stones of promotion, or defections,
caused by retirement and death, from

the ranks of those around me. A

soldier preserves his youth longer
than other men, and we don'tgrow old

so quickly over seas as they do in

prosaic, business-like Old England.
When, therefore, I began to beat up

some of the old haunts, to find only
new faces in place of those 1 sought,
and one old association after another

vanished and gone, I began to get
down-hearted, and to feel something
like a modern Rip Van Winkle. Then,

one day. in the "Rag," I stumbled

across Vandeleur, one of the boys,
once as careless and devil-may-care a

fellow as could have been found in a

long day’s march.

The first shock 1 received was from

his failure to recognise me until I ex-

plained my identity. And then, when

we had lunched jovially together, and

I was congratulating myself on the

recovery of a boon companion at last,
he administered a second. For, upon
my suggesting plans for the evening,
he excused himself under the neces-

sity of leaving town for the country
that night. In fact, he blurted out,

rather shamefacedly, he was now a

married man. and his ‘missus.’ as he

called her. was expecting him without

fail. He hurriedly gave me his ad-

dress, and did hope T’d run down and

look them up; had got a nice bit of

shooting, and all that.

He must have seen the pity in my

eyes, for he hurried away soon after

tliat. Poor beggar, poor Van, 1
thought. It's often the way with

these wild bloods. They get broken

in by some pretty girl, and become as

meek as Moses afterwards. So I found

it with one after another, till, in little

more than a week, I was in a gallop-
ing state of cynicism and despond-
ency, and wondered if it were not time

for me to fly back to the dear old

corps at Peshawar. It was then that

1 got a letter from Jimmy Fitzgerald.
It was short, and ran as follows:—

‘My dear old Jack,—So you are back

from “furren” parts at last. Whyever
haven't you written? I came across

Dick Vandeleur the other day, who

said he had met you in town by your-

self, looking very disconsolate. Come

down to us at once bag and baggage.
The governor and mater are still go-

ing strong, and will take no denial.

So glad you are still a rigid celibate,
and haven't fallen a victim like poor
old Van. He seemed to think you were

very disgusted with him. However,

you will find the old lot here the same

as ever. Name your day by return

post.—So long, yours always. J. Fitz-

gerald.’
My spirits went up once more. Had

Jim told me he was married, I think

my' disgust would have sent me back

to India by the next boat. I rejoiced,
therefore, to find his letter breathing
the same fine independent spirit as of
vore.

Hence it was in great contentment

of soul, compared with my late de-

spondency, that one afternoon to-

wards the middle of December I took

train at Charing Cross for Daring, a

lovely spot, as f remembered it, in the

heart of the Kentish hop lands.

Daring Park was the Fitzgeralds’
place, and had lx>en so for centuries.

Jimmy, the eldest son. and I had been

great ehums at Harrow, and Oxford

afterwards. In fact, we had been

more like brothers, and 1 had fre-

quently made the Park my home be-

fore the commencement of my service

over seas. Jim and I had correspond-
ed for a year or so perhaps, but as

time passed and I never came back, it

dropped off in the usual way of such

things. My parents were both dead.

My regiment thus eame to be the only
home I knew, and old England, with

all it once contained for me, became

little more than a pleasant memory.
My present return, quite unforeseen,
was solely occasioned by business
matters connected with the death of

my mother’s brother, who had made

me his heir to a small estate, but good
income, in the West of England.

It was four o’clock when my train

ran into the little station at Daring,
where some half a dozen people were

standing about. Jim had promised to

meet me. and I was keeping- a look

out when my carriage was carried

elose past a tall, brown-faced fellow

in check -tweeds, who immediately
gave a view holloa and sprang after

me. Tn another moment dear old Jim

and I were gripping one another by
the hand.

‘Pon my word. Jaek,’ he rattled on.

‘you’re as black as my boots, and

actually grown good-looking-, too. 1
declare. This soldiering has done any
amount for you. Now. where’s your
traps? They’ll go with the carrier.

I’ve the cart outside, and promised
to trundle you back in time for tea.
so we'll stump along.’

Tn a few minutes we were outside
the station, where Tom’s cart awaited
us with Hall, his man. in attendance

It was the same old Hall of bygone
days, if just a trifle rounder, who
touched his cap with a smile of re-

cognition. but was delighted to take

Mister Jack’s hand when it was offer-
ed to him. We got into our seats.
Tom Hall jumped up behind and off

we bowled.

‘1 don’t think you look a day older.

Jim.’ I said, ‘and Tom behind there is

the same as ever, except for a bit

round the waistband, perhaps.’
‘Ah. I'm sorry to say.’ returned Jim.

‘that comes from Tom being a de-

serter from the ranks of celibacy.
You remember little Phyllis Grey at

the lodge gate. Well, she caught,
him. T warned him she was setting
her cap at him—you know T did, Tom

—but, Lord bless you, it wasn't a bit
of good. She’s been Mrs Hall for five

vears. and there are three little Halls

besides. The worst of it is he don’t

seem a bit ashamed of himself. Are

you. Tom?’

‘No. sir.’ replied the victim of matri-

mony l>ehind. I’ve seed no cause for

that as yet, sir.’

‘At anyrate, Jim.’ T said. ‘l'm glad
to find you still belong to yourself, old

boy. 'Everyone else seems to ha |e
gone the same wav.’

‘Yes,’ cut in Jim. ‘it’s just like the

pestilence walking in the noonday,
isn’t it? You never know who's going
off next. What can induce a free man

to tie a log round his leg for life beats
me. What’s Tom laughing at behind,
there?’ he added, as a slight and sup-
pressed chuckle reached our ears.

We passed through the little village
of Daring, and another ten minutes

brought us to the top of the hill where

the big iron gates gave entrance to the

park. From this point the twisted

chimney stacks of the old house were

visible above the trees half a mile

below, and a wide stretch of familiar

landscape, woodland, hill, and vale,
over which the winter’s sun was sink-

ing.
‘How it all comes back. Jim.' I said,

looking about me as we sped down

the avenue. ‘Nothing changes but

human nature after all. There’s old

Hilly Trueman's cottage still, and the

orchard, where T used to swing little
Babs and toss her up for apples.
Good heavens. T suppose Babs herself
has grown a bit now!’

‘Just a little bit.’ laughed Jim.
‘At any rate, we've thought it best to

put her into long frocks ami call her

Kit However, there's nothing to pre-
vent you calling her Bubs, if yon like.

I shan’t mind’— and he gave vent to
another burst of laughter, while Tom

Hall once more betrayed an unseemly
tendency to be amused upon the

slightest provocation. Five minutes
later, when I had disembarked and
was being warmly welcomed by two
ladies hi the hall. I understood things
lietter.

Perhaps one of the most singular of
our ex|>eriences. after a long absence
from familiar scenes, is the hearty
affectionate greeting we receive from
those whom years have metamor-

phosed into almost entire strangers.
Mrs Fitzgerald, whom I remembered
as a dark-haired handsome woman,

looked as stately a-s ever, but her hair
was silverwhite, and her fine high-bred
face had now lost its old unwrinkled
smoothness. But it was in Miss Fitz-
gerald that most of the strangeness
showed itself. Could the well-devel-

oped young beauty at my hostess'
side be the little twelve-year-old girl
of the old orchard days? Could T

ever have called her Babs? T prayed
for Jim's discretion.

One is always prone to take up and

apply one’s lost recollections of old

friends, and sometimes they abash
one strangely. Mine did now. Whe-
ther she thought me changed from
her boyish comrade of earlier days I
could not guess; but as she scanned
me with eyes whose smiling softness
acted as a gentle foil to the firmer
curves of her mouth and chin. I was

conscious of a new sense of pleasure,
almost akin to pride, at my right to
the friendship of so glorious a young
being.

TI.

But if Miss Fitzgerald's beauty of face
and form had struck me at our first

meeting, the effect was considerably
increased as 1 entered the drawing-
room that night dressed for dinner.
She was there alone, and was reclin-

ing in a low ample chair before a

bright wood fire. Reinforeed by a

display of charms denied to the garish
light of day, she appeared to my daz-
zled vision like a young Diana and
Venus rolled into one.

Upon the Indian frontier we don't
encounter many specimens of the soft

superior sex, and it had never fallen

io my lot to meet with any like the

young goddess who had been evolved

out of my little girl chum of earlier

days. Old memories, therefore, were

hardly potent enough, for the mo-

ment. to subdue the little diffidence I

felt about using our former familiar

mode of address. So. feeling rather

weak and helpless, I onee more took

refuge in her family name, as I had
done earlier. But now she broke into

a little laugh, as 1 dropped into a

vacant seat hard by. and. with a

pretty piece of woman's generalship,
settled once and for all the terms of

our friendship.
'I am afraid. Mister Willoughby.'

she retorted, 'you are finding us all

terribly changed, aren't you?'
'Very charmingly so.' I replied, with

a vague idea of being gallant, and feel-

ing all the time she would think me a

fool for my pains.
'Oh. I do hope you are not going

to drop into |>olite formalities. You

didn't, you know, when you used to

be here before. You startled me this

afternoon, so I determined to have it
out with you l>efore it became a con-

firmed habit. I suppose 1 have grown
a wee bit.’ she went on.with a charm-

ing little mockery of penitence; 'I

am really awfully sorry, but I can't

help it. can I? As far as memory

goes it all might have l>een yesterday,
and I don't see why a few stupid
years should make old friends so hor-

ribly stiff with one another. Did

you ever in your life call me Miss

Fitzgerald before?"

I laughed. 'No; it was something
much shorter, wasn't it? And then

you didn't call me Mister Willoughby.'
'Well, you began it. Any way. is it

a bargain?' she said, leaning forward

in her ehair and getting the range of

me with those beautiful eyes of hers.

'We are going to begin again where

we left off. 1 believe 1 was howling
at the time of your going away, so we

shall have to leave something out.
But the terms are that I’m to eall you
Jack as before. And you can eall me

what you like—it will be so much
more comfortable. Is that agreed?’

And so we shook hands upon it,
which in itself was so pleasant a pro-
cess that 1 suppose pure mischief
tempted me to add as 1 did so that
there was danger in stirring memory
too deeply, or it might remind us that
handshaking lietween us was a for-
mality which had no precedent to go
Upon. Vaguely as 1 turned the sen-

tence, Kit’s conscience was sufficiently
awake to send a little blush to her

cheek, but she only said she thought
old memories very sweet, which I
thought additionally eharming of her.

Never before had 1 passed so pleas-
ant an evening. The old people, full
of kindly memories of my former

visits, treated me as a long' lost son.

Jim and Kit both tried to spoil me.

while they dragged from me by de-

grees a history of my doings since we

parted, and made me talk of Indian
frontier tights, when 1 would willingly
have forgotten them in the midst of
so much happiness. It was late, there-

fore. when the ladies retired to rest,
and Jim and 1 went for a final peg ere

we followed their example.
For this we retreated to Jim's own

particular den. a comfortable little

snuggery adjoining his bedroom.
Here were stored all his pet posses-
sions. pictures from his rooms at
Christ Church, trophies of athletic

prowess in the shape of numerous

silver mugs. portrait groups and
photos of many old chums of earlier
days, who had been known to us both.

Mingled with these I noticed three
or four of the dangerous sex. There
were two charming ones of Kit, and.
which caused me much less satisfac-
tion. as many as three of another very
pretty lady, a stranger to me. but of
whom I had already remarked other

representations about the house.
First and foremost was a painting
hanging in the dining-room among
the older portraits, and 1 recollected
a large photo by Mendleson on an

easel in the drawing-room. The dis-

covery had a disquieting effect.

'Now then, what are you prying
after, you confounded old ferret?’ ex-

claimed Jim. placing a box of manillas
on the table. ‘Come and sit down and
talk. If you stand glaring at Kit any
longer in that savage way. I’ll tell her
in the morning—see if I don't.’

’Look here. Jim.’ 1 retorted, with
some severity, 'it’s all very well for

you to chaff, but I should like to know
what, you wiant with three photo-
graphs of the same lady in your quar-
ters. Single portraits may lx- safe

enough, but duplicates are danger-
ous. What does it mean, sir?—out

with it.’

Jim. who was lighting a cigar, burst

into a loud laugh. Sinking into a

chair close by, he continued to roar.

Nevertheless. I didn't like the ring* of

it. There was a false note some-

where which jarred upon me. Then,
suddenly ceasing his laughter, he

cried, with an attempt to appear in-

tensely tickled—-

’Why. you silly old juggins, that's

my aunt. Whatever are you thinking*
about ?'

"I hope it is.' I observed. 'J

was not aware you possessed an aunt,

of such youth and beauty. She. was

rather a shock.'

’She'd Is’ sorry to hear that,' he

laughed. But. of course, yon couldn't

be expected to know everything.'
I began to feel that I did not.
’Now. to begin the family history

with the illustrations,' hi’ continued,
throwing* across a photograph of a

fantastically grou|x*d picnic party.
'Thereby hangs another tale you have

not yet been told. See that fellow

with his cap on one side of his hixid.

holding Kitty by the hand on the left

of the group?'
Neither the look of the man in

question nor the familiarity of his

attitude struck me very favourable.
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‘Looks u harmless lunatic,’ I comment-

ed disapprovingly.
‘Oh, he's not a bad sort in his way,

is the Hon. Bertie Wimpole. Perhaps
that's why he’s so keen about becom-

ing my brother-in-law. We've known

him some time now, and his gov. Lord

Corbury, has a fine place about six
miles from here. By most people he

is regarded as a great parti.’
How could 1 guess that Wimpole

was a red herring drawn across an-

other trail? I was only conscious of

a rising resentment against one more

of these matrimonial conspirators
against my happiness, This time of

the male sex, to be sure. But then

Kit was as dear an old chum as any,
and if she went—well, I felt I’d go
and be a fakir in the Himalayas, or

something equally blaze. However,
after [musing to glare somewhat
glumly into the fire, all 1 remarked
was,

‘And Mistress Kit, how does she re-

gard the matter?’ I don’t know if

Jim imagined he was doing a little

thought reading, but as I looked up
he was regarding me from the depths
of his armchair with n sort of intro-

spective glance about his screwed up
eyes, a slight smile radiating to the

corners of his mouth from the eigar
between his teeth in the centre.

‘Oh. I fancy she likes him,’ he re-

plied. ‘She would have all a girl
could want from a w-orldly point of
view, and, of course, we must remem-

ber that marriage is much more the

natural corollary of a woman’s exist-

ance than of a man’s—like you or me,
for instance.’

‘Bother it, yes,’ I responded reck-

lessly. ‘For me, however, it has been

a sort of abyss, that has swallowed

up nearly every old association I ever

had, and I bear it no goodwill.’
‘Now, Jack,’ returned Jim in more

serious tones, ‘l’m afraid you’ve got a

bit of a dog in the manger. You’d

made all your pals old maids and

bachelors if you had your way. They
may, no doubt, all love you very
much; but just think, it’s rather

hard on the girls, for instance. You

won't, marry ’em yourself, and you’d
like to stop every other fellow doing
so. You know I believe celibacy to be

a great and grand thing, but it should

help .you to contemplate with phil-
osophy the prospect of splendid isola-

tion at last. I fear discontent or re-

pining would look too much like a

disbelief in your creed. Kit is a dear
oldgirl, and I’ll be awfully sorry when

she goes, and go she’s bound to some

day. But, there, eheer up, old man.

when all is lost you'll always have

lue to fall back on.’

It was all very ■well.

111.

A fortnight sped delightfully and

brought us within two days of Christ-

mas. The frost had stopped the

hounds, so Jim and I took to our

guns, and Kit, who could stand any
amount of exertion, generally came

with ns. But latterly Jim began to

have a terrible lot of business about

the estate, ami couldn’t often turn
out. Accordingly, Kit and I made ex-

peditions alone.
1 couldn’t expect him to neglect his

work, of course, but it was entirely
his fault, if I began to miss him less
than I felt I should his sister if she
were carried off by that ass Wimpole,
or some other interloper. Separated
or not. Jim and I had always stuck

together in the old days, but he ought
to have realised that Kit's companion-
ship hud grown since her short petti-
coat days into a serious rivalry if he

still expected the same devotion from
me.

Of course this was all part of u

delusion and a snare, from which in
due time there was to be an awaken-

ing. but which, when it came, was

to leave me not discontented. Mean-

while. I didn’t swing Kit any more,

as the ro|>es had long since come down
from the old tree; neither did 1 throw
her up to catch apples in the orchard,
lint to have this sym-
metrically young piece of
womanhood for my daily companion,
to hear my name fall familiarly from
such pretty lips, was more than com-

pensation for the lost joys of child-
hood.

The only note of discord was the

growing thought that it would all

soon Im* over. That 1 could not enjoy
such a monopoly for ever; that when

my lease ended I must say good-bye.
Jim might or not stick to celibacy;

but, as he stud, Kit would doubtless
marry, and our happy triad would
come to an end for evermore. I be-

gan to hate the man who was to work

all this mischief, and Mr Bertie Wim-

pole, whose visits were persistent
about this time, did not find he made

inueh progress in my good graces.
In fact, there is no doubt, I was

guilty of a little irritation just now,
for the interloper rode over twice

and had an innings with Babs, when

I particularly wanted her.

One night, I am conscious, I was

unusually surly. We had been for a

long bike ride, and while Wimpole
had paired off with Kit Jim kept me

behind with him the whole of the

afternoon. Tn proportion as I grew
less companionable the more Jim’s

spirits seemed to rise, and it looked

to me uncommonly like a conspiracy
in favour of the Hon. Bertie.

‘Of course, you know your own

affairs best,' I said, ‘but it seems to

me a beastly shame to let such a chap
as that clear off with a splendid girl
like Kitty. Hang me, if it isn’t.’

‘Well, old man, there’s one way to

get rid of him for good and all,’
laughed Jimmy, as he left me for the

night.
‘Let's have it then, for goodness

sake,’ 1 demanded eagerly, sitting up
in bed.

‘Cut him out!’ with which parting
shot he bolted and left me to my own

reflections.

TV.

My heart gave a jump into my
month as I sat up gazing blankly at
the door by which my friend had dis-

appeared. Whatever did Jim mean?
Was he actually serious in suggesting
a measure so much at variance with all
our joint professions? For some time

1 lay awake and watched the play of

the firelight on the walls and ceiling,
while all the time Jim’s parting jest
acquired a more sober appearance
from the undoubted seriousness of

the situation.
The more I reflected the more I be-

gen to realise how circumstances
might alter cases. Even the wind
howling- over the bleak country with-

out, and the snow drifting against
the window panes, seemed to add

strength to the idea through a sense

of isolation from the world which

they created. Tt was an isolation I
was well contented with, but now the
world was threatening to invade our

little circle and steal away all of its

magic charm.

And then I fell asleep, and dreamed
that it was Christmas Day, and that
we were all walking across the fields

to the little church at Daring. Where-

upon things seemed to resolve them-
selves into a wedding service, in which

Wimpole suddenly appeared dragging
Kitty towards the altar, while Jim.
who marched behind, made a grimace
at me, and said. ‘There’s a chance for

you yet. you old juggins. Look sharp,
or you’ll be too late.’

I hen I thought I stepped forward
and touched Kit on the shoulder, and
in a trice we were out in the park
without anyone seeming to notice it.
Away we went over a sort of half
English, half Indian landscape, our

steed, an enormous elephant, seeming
to fly every obstacle, while endless

laughter sounded from behind. Some-
how my late scruples had completely
vanished. Joy! Kit was going to

marry me instead of that fool Wim-
pole. And when Jim all at once came

past us in a tikka garry with his beau-
tiful aunt, who I knew was Mrs
Jack all the time, I laughed out in his
face.

Upon that everything faded away,
and I opened my eyes to find a frost v
sun was shining through the window's
and that someone was knocking at
my door.

It was not an ordinary matutinal
knock, such as might herald the ar-

rival of the man with our hot water,
but a continued tapping- which never

left off. while for a moment I strove
to realise the normal condition of
things. At my answering shout the
door at once came open, and, to my
great surprise, a little curly-headed
fellow in tiny pink pyjamas trotted

up to my bedside, and solemnly in-

spected me. This was not all. for he
was immediately followed by a dim-
inutive maiden in similarly coloured
night gear, who shouldered a big doll,
and seemed a little less confident of
her reception.

‘Holloa, old man.' I exclaimed with

a laugh, ‘who are you. and what’s

your name?’ I had never heard of

any children at Daring-, and much

wondered who these two lovely little

atoms could be.

“My name is Jacky, and this is

Mandy, and please will 'oo forgive
papa?' petitioned the curly-headed
mite, looking up at me with his big
blue eyes.

‘Ess, will 'oo forgive papa?' shyly
echoed the little maid, holding on to
her brother's waistband behind.

I am very fond of youngsters, and

these were specially charming, yet I

was mystified.
‘But 1 don't know who your papa is,

iny darlings,’ 1 replied, 'and has he

been very naughty?’

‘Vewy naughty I fink,’ nodded the

little spokesman with serious wide

open eyes. ‘Cos, cos, when we saw

‘oo wiv Aunty Kit ’esterday papa said
'oo would be vewy cross wiv him if

’oo saw me and Maudy. But ’oo won’t

lie cross, will ’oo? Papa says he

touldn’t help it,’ pleaded Jacky, and

encouraged by my smiling face, he

boldly clambered up on to my bed,

ami putting his arms round my neck
clinched the matter at once with a

little kiss upon my nose.

1 laughed outright, and little Maud,
evidently thinking I was no longer
dangerous, at once struggled to reach

the same point of vantage as her bro-
ther.
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In a moment I saw it all, and oh,
what an arrant traitor Jim had been,
1 thought, as 1 looked smilingly down

at the two jolly little evidences of his

treachery on either side of me, who

l>oth regarded the whole thing with
the utmost satisfaction.

Strange to say, I felt none of that

savage resentment such a discovery
would have occasioned a few weeks

before. It may have been the linger-
ing influence of my dream, for at

times they exert a curious after-effect

upon the mind. But in that moment

1 thought 1 recognised a new mean-

ing in much of .Tim’s behaviour for the

last fortnight. His constant abandon-
ment of Kit and me to our own de-

vices, on the plea of business, culmin-

ating in his laughing suggestion last

night, now appeared in the light of an

attempt to trip me into acquiescence
through, my own weakness, and yet,
although I thought of all this, with

an arm round each of the cosy little

bodies on either side of me, I felt

strongly inclined to laugh with the

plotters. It was curious.

‘Where is your papa now, Jacky?’ 1

inquired in a low voice.
‘Papa,’ he whispered, pointing to the

door with a roguish smile of betrayal,
‘is out dare.’

‘Come in you old renegade,’ I shout-

ed. ‘A nice apostle of celibacy you

are,’ I continued, while the two evi-

dences for the prosecution laughed
and clapped their hands as their

guilty parent burst into the room

with a penitential sort of grin on his

face.

‘Oh, Jim, Jim! I suppose your
“aunt” is partly responsible for this,

you old villain?’

‘Yes, Jack; I confess everything.
She came back with the nippers yes-

terday, while we were all away. It

was her idea to get them to plead for

us, and she’ll be awfully glad to hear

you’ve taken it like a brick, for, to tell

you the truth, we were all a bit fright-
ened of you, you old bear.’

■The old order changeth, and giveth
place to the new,’ I murmured, look-
ing down at the tiny mites by my side.

‘But surely, Jack,’ broke in Jim,
eagerly, ‘you won’t say the new is so

very bad after all, old chap, with these

two little bits to play with; and a

darling girl, who belongs to you and

to nobody else, will you? It is a pleas-
anter stage, 1 can promise you, on

the road to the end of all things than

your splendid isolation, and, as Tom

Hall says, I’ve “seed no reason to be

sorry for it.” ’

How could I gainsay him—even had

I felt so inclined—with my two little

vanquishers on either side of me?

Accordingly I resolved to make a vir-

tue of necessity, and to accept all the

credit 1 could get for extreme amia-

bility under stress of great provoca-

tion, which, strange to say, I felt ab-

solutely nothing of. On the contrary,
I experienced a sort of elasticity of

spirit at this last desertion of my very
oldest friend. But no sooner had Jim

conveyed his two ‘bits,’ as he called

them, from the room, which they only
left after the stoutest resistance, than

my mind reverted gaily to the abso-

lute necessity of spoiling Mr Bertie

Wimpole’s little game without delay.
Of course, it all depended on Babs*

view of the matter, a contingency of

which the reader may think I have

been too little regardful. But the

truth is, as I saw more clearly after-

wards, that the changing demeanour
of my little girl, as the time slipped

away, was as active an influence as

any in the process of my conversion.

During the days we had passed to-

gether there had been little betrayals
of eye and tongue, which told again
would seem too trivial, but which

taught me to recognise in her the

dawning of a sweet apprehension, ami

now emboldened me to think well of

my chances.

That morning I found a letter from

India on the breakfast table, which

helped me tohurry matters to a crisis.

V.

‘I say, Jack. I believe it’s going to

snow hard. Do you think such an

Indian as you ought to venture?’

laughed Kitty.

‘A blizzard is not going to stop me

this morning, Kit,’ t responded very
quietly, helping to fasten one of the
gloves she held out to me.

1 was conscious she flashed a little

glance at my face as I busied myself
with her hand.

There was a glint of sunshine in

spite of the dun clouds as we

started for the village church. Kit
had to put a few finishing touches
to the decorations and attend a choir

practice, into which 1 had also been

impressed for the occasion.

Several things combined to make

me serious that morning. I knew

what Wimpole was up to, that one

more step was impending towards the

completion of my isolation. Kit, as

she walked by my side, was looking
as seductive as such a pretty piece of

womanhood possibly could, with her
fur collar half way up her cheeks,
which were slightly flushed by the

wintry air. And there in the pocket
of my Norfolk jacket was the Indian

letter containing an intimation that
an important staff billet which I had
been seeking could be mine if 1 re-

turned without delay to the East. A

little while back this would have been

welcome news, but now it oppressed
me like a heavy weight.

From one point of view it would be

an excellent city of refuge for the
deserted bachelor. From another, it

meant an almost immediate abandon-

ment of all the pleasant old associa-
tions which had regathered themselves
around me, and, although they had
taken new form, were, it seemed, en-

deavouring to draw me after them.

1 determined to ask Kitty's advice as

we walked home.

So we finished the holly and ivy
decorations and the choir practice.

Big white flakes were falling from

the wintry sky as we started on out-

homeward way. For some few mo-

ments we walked in silence, while I

thought how on earth I should lead
off. Then T plunged and told her of

the Indian letter, which summoned me

to return to I’eshawur.
Iler eyes bore an anxious expression

as she looked quickly into my face.
"You don’t mean it, Jack, do you?’
she asked with just a little tremble
in her tones. ’Must you really go?
Are you tired of us already, or can’t

you, after all, make up your mind to
forgive poor Jim for being married?
You see, Jack, it can’t be as though
we were kiddies always,’ she added,
gazing meditatively ahead.

’Well, Kitty, suppose 1 say I refuse
this appointment, and stay on, 1 want
to know what there is left here for

me,’ I replied, bending forward to look
into her face, which at once began to
blush very prettily.

“I—I think that depends on your-
self. Jack,’ murmured Kit, lowering
her head, partly to escape the snow,
which was now driving in our faces,
and partly perhaps to hide hers from

me, for, in the words of her pretty
confession afterwards, "She knew it
was coming, and felt bashful.’

"Well, look here, Kitty,’ I said, slip-
ping my arm through hers, ‘it is like

this, dear. It shall rest with yon
whether 1 take this billet or no. Jim

vowed he’d always stand by me, but
he has gone his own way, and of
course doesn’t deserve any further
consideration. Y’ou are the only com-

rade I have left, and I simply can’t
stand the idea of losing you. old girl,
in the same way. You don’t know how
fond I am of you, Kit, and if I am to

stay I shall want you to say you’ll be
Mrs Jack Willoughby. If 1 go now

it must be for good and all. Which is
it to be dear?’ I had got it out some-

how, and as we readied the gate lead-
ing into the park I stopped short. A
veil of snow was sweeping down over

the desolate landscape, and it might
not have been an ideal place for a

proposal, but Babs didn’t keep me

long.
"Don’t go away, Jack, don't go away

any more,’ she said, placing both her
little hands in mine. ‘lf you leave us

now I—T don't know what I should
do.’

There was a faint smile on her lips,
but strange to say. in her eyes tears
were glistening.

The ONLY GOLD MEDAL
ever awar ded at any International Exhibition in the

world for Toilet Soap was obtained by

SOAP MAKERS

Reduced Facsimile of eW By Special Appointment
GOLD MEDAL

_

awarded by the Jurors TO HER MA JE STY

The Queen,
/

rI Jf and his royal highness the

Prince of Wales.
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"What’s the matter, Balts darling! I
believe you're crying,’ I said, as I put
my arms around her.

‘Oh. I don't know. Jack; I'm very

happy, that's all.’

So the old order was altogether done

away, and I who haal been its latest

ehatnpiota look back at it still with

many aa kindly memory of all the jolly
alays of youth and elose comrade-

ship. Bait, alas! they endure too short

a whale, ami if a man is wise he will
be carefall to exchange them, while

there is yet time, for that dearer and
more abiding fellowship which shall

outlast to the end of time the dust

and ashes of all slighter joys.

A PHYSICIAN'S PRESCRIPTION

FOR LADIES.

INTERESTING NOTE KROM DR.

BOI'RUIIIEli. M.D.. I’.S.Sc., (LOND.)

Late Government Medical Officer.
N.S.W.

Nothing is more interesting than to

notice what prescriptions physicians
are in the habit of issuing to ladles.

In this direction Dr. Bourchier, M.D..

I’.S.Se.. of London, but now located

ait 127, Real fern-street, Sydney, makes

an indisputably strong recommenda-

tion when ho writes:—‘Eor some time

I have been in the habit of recom-

mending Dr. Williams' Pink Pills for

Pale People to my patients with ex-

cellent results. As a tonic their

effect is most satisfactory ami per-
manent. In anaemia, chlorosis, and

allied diseases I have found them

very valuable, and in irregularities
of the menstrual period they are un-

equalled. (Signed) J. G. Bourchier,
M.D., E.S.Sc. (Loud.). .1.1’., late Gov-

ernment Medical Officer. N.S.W., 127,
Redfern-street, Sydney. N.S.W.’

There is no flourish of trumpets in

this letter: it is a simple statement,

written in dignified but plain lan-

guage. All weak, tired, unstrung
men and women find renewed

strength and vigour in a course of

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, which are

compounded from the prescription
of one of the most eminent Edin-

burgh physicians, Dr. Williams. Their

effects are always lasting, as thou-

sands upon thousands of cured suffer-

ers testify.

Miss Tabithka Kay, of 8 Napier-st..
Eitzroy. Victoria, had been a very

healthy lady until about two years

ago, when she contracted fever in

Western Australia. This degenerated
into anaemia, and she became weak-

er and weaker. Upon her arrival in

Victoria she was so ill that she had

to be carried from the steamer to
the Federal Coffee Palace. Several

physicians prescribed for her, but she

received no permanent benefit. Het-

case seemed hopeless. At last she

tried Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, and

had not finished the first box before

she noticed an improvement. She

continued them, and is now complete-
ly cured, in perfect health, and as

strong as ever.

Dr. Williams’ Pink, Pills are the

great modern healer of disease.
Thousands upon thousands of hope-
less incurables in all parts of the

globe have been miraculously cured
by them. They will cure you, too.

They never fail. They build up the

constitution and strengthen the sys-
tem in such a way as to prevent any
ill effects occurring after fevers,

measles, influenza, colds, etc. They
are also a certain cure for loss of

physical strength, neuralgia, anae-

mia, all female irregularities, insom-

nia, debility, indigestion, sick head-

ache. paralysis, gravel, chest, lung,
and heart, troubles, consumption, St.

Vitus’ dance, jaundice, eczema, loco-

motor ataxia, etc., etc. Ask your
dealers for Dr. Williams' Pink Pills

for Pale People, and refuse all imita-

tions and substitutes. Dr. Williams'

Medicine Company, Wellington, N.Z..

will forward, on receipt of stamps or

post order, one box for three shil-

lings; or half-adozen for sixteen ami
six.

Be sure you ask for Dr. Williams’

Pink Pills; it is only Dr. Williams'

Pink Pills which have performed the
thousands of wonderful cures as ad-

vertised.

THE DAILY LIKE OF THE

EMPRESS EUGENIE

The English home of the Empress

Eugenie is the loadstone that attracts the

eagerattention of thousands of people all

the world over. The chequered career of

the fallen sovereign is a source of never-

failing interest, and there are few who

will grudge her the peace which has fal-

len on her closing years in the shelter of

her quiet English home.

I went down from London to Farn-

borough last summer (writes a correspon-
dent of ‘M.A.P.’) to see the place where
the exiled Emperor and ill-fated Prince

Imperial are sleeping.

Farnborough Station is a small place.
There is a lodge at the gate, and a smil-

ing Scottish lassie, in a clean frock, gives

me a gentle curtsey as she leads the way

up the gravel walk, through rows of ma-

jestic yew trees, to the top of the hill,
and I come into full view of the church,
and also the house where live the white
robed and white capped monks who guard
the place.
While I

am looking and wondering there

appears a stout monk, who respectfully
bows and bids me follow. He does not ask

my business, for he had many visitors. ]

follow him down a small flight of stone

steps to the rear of the church. Ivy and

rich wisteria have twined themselves

lovingly together, and are gently creeping

up the sides of the sacred edifice. All

around the church have been planted

flowers; butalways and everywhere I see

shy violets rearing their heads. They are

Eugene’s favourite flower, and the monks
have planted them there for her sake.

The door leading to the mausoleum

swings back at a touch from the monk,
and we two are soon standing on a tiled
floor that is scrupulously clean. There are

a
few chairs, and a handsome altar,

where the monks say mass, and where
the only other person ever present on

such occasions is the ex-Empress. It is in

fact a private chapel. To the right of the

altar is the granite sarcophagus contain-

ing the remains of the Emperor.
As I looked from the church to the

house I saw the dark robed figure of the

ex-Empress picking her way along, lean-

ing upon her cane. A private path leads
from the house to the church, and to

make it more convenient a small foot-
bridge has been constructed over the

railway track. Slowly, and oh! so pain-
fully, she mounted the steps and crossed

into the churchyard. She was alone. Her
eyes were fixed upon the ground. One of
the monks hurried to meet her, and

re-
ceived from her hands a bunch of violets.
The ex-Empress greeted him cordially.

Following at a respectful distance, he left
her at the door of the tomb. I loitered
aroundthe ground for quite an hour, and

then she appeared.
I had

an excellent opportunity to get a
good look at her as she slowly moved
about. When she straightened her form
she seemed to be tall. Her figure is quite
full; her waist has lost its graceful curv-
ed lines; her hair is silvery grey; her
cheeks are wrinkled; and there is no lon-

ger beauty in the face that all the world
at one time was willing to concede was
the freshest, fairest, and loveliest of all

faces. Her black cashmere cloak, trim-
med with crape, her widow’s bonnet with
its long veil hanging over her shoulders,
and her black gloves, made her a striking
figure as she walked in the sunshine. Her
face was ashy pale, and never a smile

passed over it.

Leaving her I walked
over to her man-

sion, Farnborough Hall, across the rail-
road track. It is no flimsy, inconsistent
structure, but a substantial and admir-
able specimen of early English, thelower
part of red brick, with dressings and mul-
lioned windows of stone, and the upper
aslo of brick, picturesquely relieved by
columns in teak. The whole building has
a comfortable, home like look, and the

eye rests with content on the beautifully
wooded and park like grounds surround-
ing it.

It is in such a house as this that Euge-
nie lives and mourns. Her days are long
and tedious. She is an early riser—a vic-
tim to insomnia, and sometimes she never
closes her eyes in sleep for three nights.
She has two tried women friends who are

with her, take care of the house, and do
what they can to make cheerful her
days. A force of ten servants complete
her household.

Breakfast is served early, and after this
meal there are letters to be read and

answered, newspapers from London and
France, and perhaps a visit to be made
to someonein the village who is ill. Then,
before luncheon, comes the dally visit to
the mausoleum, and after this, luncheon
and

a walk through the beautiful
grounds. Dinner is served at seven o’clock
and after this more writing, reading and

perhaps some simple game until bed-
time.

The wealth to keep up this quasi-royal
state must be considerable, but the Em-

press is credited with having plenty, and

something to spare. Sometimes the ex-

Empress goes to London for a brief visit.

When she does four servants accompany

her. She goes to Paris, too, quite often,

but few care for her in the gay city,

where her most constant follow’ers now-

adays are the police agents told off for

her protection.

IN SOCIETY.

Hostess: ‘I suppose there is no use

in asking- you to stay to dinner?’

Caller: ‘Well, no, not in that way.*

Clarke’s B 41 Pills are warranted to euro

Gravel, Pains In tho back, and all kindrod

complaints. Free from Mercury. Established

upwards of 311 years. In boxes Is tkl each, of all
Chemists and Patent Medicine Vendors

throughout the World. Proprietors, The Lincoln
and Midland CountiesDrug Company. Lincoln.
England.

Clarke’s World-Famed Blood Mixture.—‘The
most searching Blood Cleanser that science and
medical skillhave brought to light* Sufferers
from Scrofula, Scurvy, Eczema, Bad Legs, Skin
and BloodDiseases, Pimples and Sores of any

kind are solicited to give it a trial to test its
value. Thousands of wonderful cures have
been effected by it. Bot'lcs 2s 9d each, sold

everywhere. Beware of worthless imitations
and substitutes.
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MELLIN’S FOOD when prepared is similar

to Breast Milk and is adapted for all climates.

THE BEST CHOCOLATE.\
When placing on the market the new product I

Van Houten’s Chocolate (for eating), some months 1
ago. the manufacturers had before them the object of 1

offering buyers a nutritive and digestible Chocolate fl
of irreproachable composition, while at the same time K
more delicious in flavor than any of the already fl

existing kinds ; in other words, a Chocolate which, fl
both from the point of view as to health as well as to ■

flavor, should satisfy the most exacting demands. ■

The universal good opinion concerning Van Houten’s 1
Chocolate, seems to prove that this object has been fl
attained ; and it is recognised as being as superior to fl

| other Chocolates, as Van Houten’s Cocoa is superior fl
to other cocoas. When travelling, picnieking, or ’
bicycling, it proves of great service.

Sold in Tins of Croquettes and Tins of Drops. !
L Also in Square Tablets and Small Bars. t
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The World of Fashion.
By MARGUERITE.

Autumn Costumes.—While there are

many fabrics that are quite as ap-
propriate to one season as another, it

has been the custom to ignore the

division of the year between summer

and autumn, and to wear summer cos-

tumes until colder weather compels
the adoption of warmer garments for
winter. It may be questioned wheth-

er this is strictly in accord with the

highest ideas of fashion. For autumn
costumes, trimmed skirts and over-

-kiits are quite the accepted styles,
and the old-time polonaise, or .-etiii.-

gote, is, as one fashionable wontttu

expressed it, ‘singing in the wind.'
Xo style was ever more becoming to

a tine figure. Now that sales of s tin-

nier stock are coming to an end. anti
tin awful sacrifices’ of surplus goods-,
have cleared somewhat the shelves

and windows of our dress emporiums,
the new winter goods will shortly lie

making their appearance. Already
some days have been cold enough to

make light blouses and muslins un-

comfortable, and tailoring and dress-

making establishments are now busy
with tweeds, cloths, and other tailor-

made costumes.

We have sketched a Trelawny shape
with strings. This is a pearl-grey felt

trimmed with grey chiffon drapings
and strings and claret-coloured os-

trich feathers. A fascinating chapeau
this for a clear eomplexioned >ruu-

ette.

The turned-back hat is still in ii-

<imce. rather painfully so at lititei;
for it is a shape that demands a il:--

tinctly refined face and style, or the

effect is what Mrs (lamp called ‘bra-

gen.’ There is nothing to be defined

as to coming pros or eons in millinery,
and the straw which shows which

way the wind blows has not yet tip-

pea red.

Into what fascinating garments
have pinafores developed of late years
for little girls'? Even boys have im-

proved in their overalls upon the pil
low or bolster-ease with a string
round the neck with which heir

much-tried frocks or suits were wont

to be covered in school or play hours,
and they' now look quite nice in the

Holland smocks, with collar, cuffs, at.d

scarlet braid bindings. The girls'
pinafores now are—excepting. of

course, for quite rough wear—so ex-

tremely pretty anil dainty, that they
are frequently more attractive than

the frock they are employed to pro-

Uct. The designs are endless; but, out

<>t many we have been recently al-

miring, that sketched here was per-
haps as novel as any. besides being
easy to carry out at home. It was of

mull muslin and embroidery, and

made smock fashion into a square-
cut yoke of insertion. A strap if ♦he

mine passed down the centre; th,*

whole being edged with a flouncing
of the mubroidery. Under this edg-
ing (over the shoulders) was also an

epaulette of the flouncing. The* bot-

tom of the pinafore was finished by a

flouncing, insertion, and three small

tucks; and from the* point of the

centre strap of insertion fell a bow

and long ends of pale blue ribbon.

The sequin and other trimmings of

the ‘glit. glit. glitter’ ilk still hold us

firmly under their glamour, ami for

evening wear especially are in evi-

dence here, there, and everywhere. A

hodice that particularly fascinated us

al a well-known modiste's the other

day was of black chiffon, with an ap-

plique of glittering steel sequins in

yoke form over the shoulders, point-
ing down hi the centre* of bust, and

from the distinct yoke fell slender

threads of much smaller sequins drop-
ping at intervals to the* waist amongst
the* folds, which, of course, ultimately
pouched at the* waist. This would

make a most effective bodice for an

informal dinner or theatre, as we*

lliink will be* seen from our note cl it

in this figure*, and might be* success-

fully realised by our readers of taste

and ready fingers.

In this figure we have the represen-
tative* evening cape of the moment,

from a model just sketched at one

of our great modistes'. This is fash-

ioned in ‘Fleur eh* Velours,’ the ex-

quisite new (‘veiling fabric, and is of

a water-lily green, which is much

affected just now, and is very uel»-

cate ami lovely for such purpose :»s

evening wear. The surrounding
flounce is lieade*d by white fear|i**r

trimming, continuing round the high
collar. The cape is further adorned

by an embroidery of tiny gold ar.d
silver spangles, and is line*d with
white satin. Our ingenious readers

will sen* numerous possibilities in such

a design as this for utilisng their own

materials and resources.

A TRELAWNY WITH STRINGS.

A PRETTY PINAFORE.

A PRETTY BODICE IN BLACK
CHIFFON AND STEEL.

A DAINTY EVENING CAPE.

TAILOR-

MAD E

GOWNS

The Countess of Ranfurly savs‘l like very

much the dresses youhave made for me.’

The Countess of Glasgow, Auckland, writes :
--‘The dresses arrived yesterday, and fit very

well, wonderful considering they were not

ried on. Make me a rough black serge same

as green one sent, assoon as possible.’

Lady Stout
‘My dress is perfect in every

respect.’

Mrs T. C. Williams, Wellington: — ‘My

dresses that you have made and my daughters

dresses are very nice.

Mrs Walter Johnston, Bulls ‘1 am very

much pleased with my dress and habit, just
received.’

Mrs Enipson, Wanganui :—‘ My dress is a

great success.’

Mrs D. G. Riddiford, Halcomoe:—‘The habit

you have made for me is most satisfactory.’

Mrs A. F. Roberts, Akaroa
‘ My habit is a

splendid fit.‘

Mrs Greenway, Auckland The dress you

have made ine
is most satisfactory.’

Mrs Percy Baldwin, Wellington :— ‘ I am

very much pleased with the dresses. They fit

perfectly.’

Mrs Newman, Wellington:—‘Mv dress fits

perfectly and I am very much pleased with
it.

Mrs C. Johnston, We ington :—‘l am very

pleased with my dress,’

Mrs Alick Crawford, Kilbirnie‘ My dress is

a great success.’

Mrs Shields, Dunedin:—‘Mrs Shieldsreceived
her gown to-day and is pleased with it.’

Mrs V. T. Hitchings, Levin ‘ The habit
came tohand and lam very pleased with it. It

fits perfectly.’
Miss Tanner, Napier:—‘ I received the habi

and it fits perfectly.’
Miss McMaster, Martiuboro’:—‘The habit

arrived safely and gives thorough satisfaction.’

Mrs W ilkie, Otakeho‘ Gown arrived safely
and gives satisfaction.’

Mrs Hole, Wanganui:—‘ My dress came last
week and is perfect. 1 am very pleased with
it.’

Miss Herrick, Onga Onga:—‘ I am very

pleased with my
coatand skirt.’

Mrs Hay, Annandale:—‘Mrs Hay received
thegown Nodineand Co. made for her, and is
much pleased with it.’

Mrs F. Riddiford, Hawera :—‘My dress came
in time, and fits very nicely. lam very pleased

with it.’
Mrs Sargiant, Wanganui:—‘l have just

received the costume and am quite satisfied

with it.’

Mrs Macßae, Masterton :—‘ My dress and

habitarevery nice.’
Mrs H. N. Watson, Patutahi ‘ My dress is

very satisfactory.’
Miss Ormond, Wallingford, H.8.: — I am

very pleased with the dress you have justsent

me/

Mrs C. J. Monro, Palmerston North:- ‘ The
costume arrived andis a perfect fit.’

The above TESTIMONIALS are taken

from HUNDREDS received in the usual

course of our business, and refer mostly to

garments made without fitting.

Government House,

Wellington, N.Z.,

October 28th, 1898.

Sir,—I am directed by His Excellency

to inform you that he was very pleased

with the way in which you made his

dress and those of the staff for the Fan-

cy Dress Ball on the 27th inst.

He considers that the fancy dresses

were most faithfully copied from the

small photograph which was given you

for your model.

Yours faithfully,
DUDLEY ALEXANDER,

Private Secretary.
Mr Nodine.

NODINE & CO.
LADIES* TAILORS,

WELLINGTON, N.Z.

TAILOR-MADE GOWNS.

yy°oLL A M 8 & po.
Thk Styles of the Season Now Ready.
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THE ABOVE DESIGN

IN SERGE From 5 Guineas.

IN TWEED & CLOTH 6

IN COVERT COATING. ~ 7

RIDING-HABITS FROM 5 GUINEAS.

Ladiescan Furnish their own Designs, which
will bereproduced exact and perfect. Pat tern

picturesand Seif-Measurement forms forwanted

by returns of post.

A WOOLLAMS & 0° ’
LADIES TAILORS,

QUEEN-STREET. AUCKLAND.

Good news for ladies—

SpecialtoDressmakers, Young
Ladies. Mothers, Etc.

MAGIc GARMENT CUTTEK -
New American Tailor System.

Cuts every Garment for Ladies,
Gentlemen, or Children.

ENSURES PERFECT FIT—ANY STYLE.

Sole Agent for N.Z., Miss M. T.King G.F.S

Lodge, WeI’ington, 1’ington,for terms and particulars.

BEAUTIFUL HAIR.
Without adoubtnice hair adds greatly tothe

charm of a woman, but unfortunately nature

doesnotalways supply it, therefore the ingenu-
ity of artmust be applied to. To meet this de-
mand I have imported hair of every shade, so

am prepared to supply hair-work of every
description,includingFringes. Plaits, Chignons,

Partings, Toupees and complete wigs. Comb-

ings madeup. Write for catalogue. Orders by
post promptly attended to.

A. H. HENDY Ladies’ Hairdresser, Dunedin.

KEATING’S POWDER KILLS
KEATING’S POWDER KILLS
KEATING’S POWDER KILLS
KEATING’S POWDER KILLS

BUGS,
FLEAS,
MOTHS,
BEETLES.
MOSQUITOES.

HARMLESS TO ANIMALS,
HARMLESS TO ANIMALS,
HARMLESS TO ANIMALS,
HARMLESS TO ANIMALS,

butin unrivalled in destroying FLEAS
BUGS, COCKROACHES, BEETLES,
MOTHS IN FURS, and every oilier
species of insect. Sportsmen will fled

this Invaluable for destroying fleas in
their dogs, as also ladies for their pet

°rhs PUBLIC are CAUTIONED that
packages of the genuine powder bear
the autograph ofTHOMAS KEATING.
Soldin 'L'ius only.

KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.
KEATING’S WORM TABLEIS.
KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.
KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.

A PURELY VEGETABLE SWEETMEAT,
both in appearance and taste, furnishing a
most agreeable method of administering th.
only certain remedy for INTESTINAL or
THREAD WORMS. Itis a perfectly safe and

mild preparation, and is especially adapted for

Children. Sold in Tins, by all Druggists.

Pr.pri.ter, THOMAS KEATING, UulM.
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The plaid or tartan skirt is a power
in the land of fashion just now, and
is specially smart in conjunction
with a little ‘mess’ jacket of dark

velvet. In this figure we have a very

modish and attractive toilette built

on these lilies. The skirt is of tartan,

in subdued greens and blues, very
tight anil close-fitting half-way from

waist downwards, and very full be-

low. The waist is encircled by a fold-

ed belt of shot blue, and green silk.

Thy jacket is of black velvet, cut in

four points above the waist, edged
with very narrow dark sable, and fas-

tened on the left side bv three small

glass buttons. A smarter, or more

np-to-monient autumn toilette could

scarcely be found.

There is a eraze just now for glass
buttons. Some call them crystal, but

rliis is a forced politeness, for they
really do not rise to the dignity of

crystal, but are, in plain fact, glass
and nothing but glass. It is difficult

to discover the fascination of these

buttons; they seem to us so very
meretricious on good and handsome
materials, but fashion fancies are

difficult to account for more than oc-

casiona 11 v.

CHARMING AND UP TO DATE.

WORK COLUMN.

WATER-LILY SERVIETTE AND

DIAGRAM FOR FOLDING.

To Fold the Water-Lily.—Take a

serviette—one that is square, or as

nearly square as possible, is best for

this design. Open the serviette, and

place it smoothly on the table, turn

the four corners over to meet in the

centre, as shown in diagram No. 1;

press the. folds very smoothly; now

fold the four corners again to the

centre. The dotted lines in No. 1 in-

dicate where the second folds are to

be; this forms diagram No. 2. Fold

again to the dotted lines in No. 2, and

you thus form diagram No. 3. Turn

the folded serviette quite over—that

is, bring the part that was before ly-
ing on the table to the top-fold the

corners again to the dotted lines in

No. 3. and you form diagram No. 4,
which is the hist fold. Take a tum-

bler. and set it with the top down-

wards into the centre of the square

over the four points; take hold of the

top of the tumbler with the left hand,

press it firmly down, draw up the four

corners which lie underneath, one by
one. and turn them towards the tum-

bler. then turn up each of the four

corners one at a time, which you will

find lying underneath at the sides:

and last, the four points lying just be-

low the four corners you first pulled

up. These must be drawn up tightly,
as they will tighten the other points,
and make the lily firm and of a nice
shape. Remove the tumbler, and the

water-lily is finished.

HOUSEWIVES' HELPS.

RECIPES.

Dish-cloths should be hung in the

open air over night.
If shoe-brushes are washed periodi-

cally they will last twice as long.

Pour water down the oven Hues once

a week. It effectually clears the soot

away from every part.

Brass stair-rods should be eleaned

with oil and whiting ami polished with

a dry linen rag.

Straw and hay, w'hen used in pack-
ing glass or china, should be damped
before using, which prevents all slip-
ping.

China, when very dirty, can be

cleaned with finely-powdered fuller's

earth dissolved in warm water, and

rinsed well in clean cold water.

Coffee and tea should not be kept
near each other, unless closely covered

in tin canisters, as they are easily im-

pregnated, and the flavour of each in-

jured.

Pieces of old velveteen should be

washed, and used for polishing. They
are an excellent substitute for cham-

ois leather, and may be washed as

easily as an ordinary duster.

Stains on marble may be removed

by wetting the spots with oil of vitriol,
lemon juice, or oxalic acid diluted in

spirits of wine. Leave the spot for

fifteen minutes, then rub dry with a

soft linen cloth.

The very nicest pink lawns and the

most delicate blue ones can be done

up by soaking in salt and water over

night. Let the laundress wash them

in the morning in the first water, and

hang in the shade until they are dry.
A pink lawn can be carried through
two summers in this way without
once losing a trace of colour.

SOME MORE WAYS OF USING TO-

MATOES.
The phenomenal supply of tomatoes

still keeps up pretty well all over the
colony, and as this fruit is so univers-

ally eaten by New Zealanders, I think

1 cannot do better this week than give
some further recipes for cooking
them.

SCRAMBLED TOMATOES.

Two cups of ripe tomatoes, one cup
of fine bread crumbs, one large table-

spoonful of butter, salt, pepper and

sugar to taste. Put all together in a

bowl. Place an iron spider upon the

stove and let it get as hot as possible.
Turn in the mixture (when the pan is

hot) and stir for ten minutes. They
can be put in a baking dish with

crackers and a thin layer of cheese

on top and baked.

TOMATO PIE.

One peek of tomatoes. Pour boiling
water over them to remove the skin.

One dozen lemons sliced. Boil to-

gether one hour, add ten pounds of

sugar and then boil together for an

hour and a half. After boiling to-

gether for an hour and a half put it

in quart cans and seal tight for a

week or two; then it is ready for use.

This makes delicious pies.

SPICED TOMATOES.

Twenty ripe tomatoes, scalded and

peeled, two quarts vinegar, eight
pounds sugar, four tablespoonfuls
each of cinnamon, cloves and allspice.
Boil until thick, stirring often.

PICKLED TOMATOES.

Always use those that are thorough-
ly ripe. The small round ones are

the best. Let them lie in brine three

or four days, then put down the layers
in jars, mixing with small onions and

pieces of horseradish. Then pour on

vinegar (cold) which has been spiced.
Put a spice bag in each pot. Cover

carefully and set by in a cool place
full month before using.

PUTTING UP TOMATOES.
So many inquiries have come on the

subject of tomatoes that, although
some of them have been already an-

swered, it seems best to give a few-

additional points on preserving for

winter use this delicious and almost

indispensable vegetable. Many fami-

lies are specially fond of tomato soup
and are in the habit of using a quart
can of tomatoes as the basis for a

most delicious soup, adding to it
whatever stock may be at hand and
the necessary vegetables and season-

ings. To buy this is, in the long run,
quite expensive, and this fact often
restrains them from indulging in such

dishes as frequently as they might
otherwise desire. Wheite tomatoes
are abundant it has come to be the
custom in some households to pre-
pare tomatoes with a view to their
use in this way. The tomatoes are

dipped in boiling water, peeled in the
usual way, cut in half, put into a

large preserving kettle and placed on

the back of the range, covered with

n cheese doth to exclude the dust,
and allowed to cook slowly for many
hours. The only rule followed is to
cook them until the water is nearly
all gone out of them. It is surprising
how many may be put into one kettle.

One experiment showed that half a

bushel of tomatoes were put in six

quart jars. It is well, unless the

family is very large, to put the fruit
up in pint jars. One jar contains the

substance of several quarts of to-

matoes, and it is estimated that half

a pint of this concentrated vegetable
will be sufficient for a soup for a large
family. There is also this advantage
in putting up tomatoes in this way.
Very few' jars are required, and this

is an important item to persons of

small means. Sometimes the evapora-
tion- is carried on until there remains
only a thick pasty mass, which is put
into small pots and sealed like other
canned fruit. -A large spoonful of

this preserve will season a stew or n

small dish of soup, and is excellent
with macaroni and dishes made with

rice. It. is lacking, however, in the
delicate flavour of the fresh fruit.

AS SEEN THROUGH

Woman’s Eyes

THE CARE OF SPONGES.

To clean old sponges, boil them for

three or four hours in W'ater enough
to cover them, containing a couple of

tablespoonfuls of carbonate of soda, or

in water mixed with a couple of hand-

fuls of wood ash, this to remove all

the greasy matter the sponges may
contain; then rinse them thoroughly,
squeezing them well in several lots of

clean cold water. After this prelimi-
nary operation soak the sponges in

chloride acid mixed with four times

the quantity of water, suiting the

whole amount to the size of the

sponge, but keeping the same propor-

tions. After twenty-four hours let

the tap run on to the sponge for some

time, then rinse with the hands until
all smell of the acid has disappeared.
Hang the sponges up to dry over a

hot stove, and, when this has been sat-

isfactorily accomplished, the sponge
will be almost as good as new.

Salt is a most useful substance for

the household; for instance, it is the

best cleanser of silver and metal

spoons, etc., which have been badly
stained with eggs.

Carpets strewn with coarse salt be-

fore sweeping give out but a minimum

of dust.

OILS FOR TOILET USE.

The men and women of ancient

Greece and the famous beauties of

every clime always understood the use

of oil in the toilet, says an authority,
which gives the following hint: When

animaloil is used it clogs up the pores
and renders the skin coarse, but vege-
table oils, such as the Greeks used,
feed the skin. There are many skins

that do not need lubrication after a

bath, but there are many others which

are benefited by the use of fine vege-
table oil, such as almond cream,

which furnishes food to the skin and

is a powerful aid in the fight against
wrinkles.

MONOGRAMMED CUSHIONS.

The fancy for embroidering col-

lege seals and other insignia on sofa

pillows has led to putting personal
monograms or erests on cushions for

boudoir use. A lovely pillow received

by a bride recently was of white satin,
with her maiden monogram embroid-

ered in silver. A spray of orange
blossoms at one corner completed the

bridal effect. A heavy white silk cord

finished the pillow and tassels of

white silk and silver were fastened

at the corners. Many pillows equally
delicate and elaborate are shown in

the shops, their beauty being some-

what detracted from by the realization

of the difficulty with which they can

be kept uusoiled. Occasionally one

enters a parlour where the pillows
are so extremely costly and dainty
that a sort of slip of sheer bolting
doth is made to put over them. The

artistic effect is at once lost. A sofa
cushion should not be above its use.

When a pillow reaches the veiled stage
it might better be of denim.

A BANK OF BRIDES.

Simla, the summer capital of the

Indian empire, is a pretty pine-treed
place well up in the foothills of the

Himalayas. A feature of Simla life is

the annual fair held by the native hills

people, an attractive item of which,
says ‘Woman’s Home Companion,’ is a

‘Bank of Brides’ in an amphitheatre,
where sit numbers of young women

who thus calmly announce that they
are candidates for hymeneal honours.

Some of these aspirants to matrimony
so patiently awaiting a choosing are

quite pretty, and have intelligent
faces; but those of Mongol caste must
needs linger long for a partner, if per-
sonal beauty enters into the equa-
tion.

For ironing purposes, deep ruffles
for the neck should be made upon
little bands. The bands are tacked in

the neck of silk waists. When the
ruffles are soiled the bands can be

ripped out, and the ruffle can be done

up. This applies to all the very fine,
showy, white embroidered neck
pieces, which you see so plentifully
in silk waists.

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 (id, every-
where.—(Advt.)
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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 ‘ Coisin Kate,
care of the Lady Editor, • Graphic Office,
Auckland.

Write on oneside of thepaper only.
All purely correspondence letters with en-

elope ends turned in arecarried through the
Post Office as follows:—Not exceeding soz. id ;
notexceeding 4oz, Id ; for every additional2oz

or fractionalpart thereof, id. It is well for
correspondence tobe marked ‘ Press Manuscript
only.’

Please note, dear cousins, that allletters ad-
dressed to Cousin Kate must now bear the
words ‘Press Manuscript only. If so marked,
andthe flap turned in, and notoverweight, they
willcome for a Ail stamp in Auckland, but a Id
from every other place.

THE ‘GRAPHIC COUSINS
COT FUND.

This fund is for the purpose of maintain
ing a poor, sick child ia the Auckland
Hospital, and is contributed to by the

‘ Graphic ’ cousins—readers of thechildren’s
page. The cot has been already bought by
their kind collection of money, and now

£25 a year isneeded to pay for the nursing,
food and medical attendance of the child

in it. Any contributions will be gladly
received by Cousin Kate, care of the Lady
Editor, ‘ New Zealand Graphic,'Shortland
street, or collecting cards will be senton

application.

WALTER’S FIGHT WITH

INDIANS.

(Continued.)
‘Cover’’ said Sally. ‘We’ll be better

otf in the open if it eomes to shooting.
They’ll crawl up to you through the
cover—that is, if it’s more than just
a bush or two,’ for, you see, Sally
hadn’t been born on the plains with-
out learning a good deal about Indian

fighting.
‘Well, that’s a fact,’ Walter cried

out. ‘But—Hello! What’s that?’ and

Sally stood up and clutched hold of

him, and they both stared while the

old horses raced onward.

‘lt’s water; it’s no mirage,’ said

Walter.

‘Yes, it’s real water,’ said Sally.
‘There’s a hollow there and the thun-

der storm’s filled it.’
‘.Must be pretty shallow,’ said Wal-

ter, an idea jumping into his head.

He didn’t ask Sally’s opinion this

time, but, man fashion, he took his

chances.

‘Sit down and hold on tight, Sally,’
was all he said.

With that he turned out of the

road, whipped the horses into their
best gallop and drove straight for the

water, which was a< shallow pond
about three hundred yards wide and

four or five times as long.
Maybe it was the sight of the water

that encouraged the ranch-horses:
anyway, they kept the pace so well

that the Indians were still more, than
half a-mile behind when the horses

splashed into the pond and were

brought to a walk. Walter drove
them straight forward until water be-

gan coming into the waggon-box.
Then he turned the waggon broadside
to the Indians.

Sally and the boy were now about
a third of the way across the pond,
and they had entered it about midway
between its ends. This suited Wal-

ter’s plan exactly; he set the brake

hard so that his horses couldn’t move

the waggon against his will, hung
his cartridge-belt about his neck,
jumped into the. water. hel[>ed Sally
down beside him, pulled her little

trunk over so that it concealed and

protected her, and then took his rifle
and stood ready.

If you will think, you will see that
he had a pretty good fortification.
The waggon-box was lietween him

and the. Indians; the enemy could

neither ride fast nor run on foot fast

out to where the boy and girl stood
more than waist-deep; they were half

under water, and their heads and

chests were well defended by the

waggon-box and the trunk; there
were only five Indians, and these

eould not get near enough to shoot

without offering a far better mark

themselves.

The plain afforded no cover for the
redskins—nothing but some scattered
bunches of grass and a soapweed here
and there. Sally understood the situ-
ation at a glance.

‘Well, you’ve got an Indian-fighter’s
head on you, Walter,’ she said, ap-
provingly.

‘I guess we’ve got them where we

want them,’ said Walter, for a boy
that could knock over a coyote five
times in seven couldn’t expect to
miss Indians.

‘I think so,’ says Sally. ‘They can’t
get within shooting distance at either
end of this pond; they can’t come in

where we did without your hitting
them; and if they wade across out of

range and try to take us at the back,
all we’ve got to do is to cross to the
other side of the waggon, and then

they’re in more danger than they were

before.’

‘I think it’s all right-,’ said Walter.
Ou came the Indians, almost up to

the edge of the pool. Walter was in-

tending to disable the foremost one

the moment his pony’s hoofs splashed,
when the whole five suddenly swerved
to their right. Then, as if'with one

motion, every Indian vanished behind
the body of his pony, apparently leav-

ing nothing for Walter to shoot at ex-

cept the soles of five left feet. Hut
the boy was not unnerved by this
manoeuvre. He fired, and down went

the foremost pony.
The instant the rider was on his

feet, Walter covered him with his

Winchester; but Walter was anxious

not to shoot any Indians, for he knew
that he could defend Sally without

doing so, as he now saw something
moving on the plain—something of
which the Indians were not one bit
aware.

‘Look toward the west,’ said Walter
to Sally.

‘I see,’ said Sally, and her eyes bri-

ghtened. ‘Guess what I was afraid of.
Walter. I was afraid the Indians

would just wait and watch us till we

would have to leave this cold water.
Now they’ll have no time to wait until

we’re frozen out.’

Meantime the second Indian had

come up, taken the unhorsed man be-

hind him, and galloped out of range
with the others. Walter let them go
unharmed. For the aspect- of affairs

had changed—a good deal more, too,
than the Indians knew.

The redskins held a brief consulta-

tion at a safe distance; then one rode

off toward one end of the pool, and

another toward the other end, while

the remaining three began crawling
from bunch to bunch of grass toward

the waggon. This did not look so

dangerous to the besieged as the In-

dians probably supposed.
‘That’s all very fine,’ said Walter,

when he noted this manoeuvre, ‘but

they haven’t got half enough time to

get us surrounded. However. I’ll

have to attend to the crawling ones.

Sally, will you just keep your eye
on the two on horseback, and tell me

to look when they stop.’
So Sally walked out a. few yards,

stooping us she waded, so that the

water was over her shoulders, until
the waggon and horses no longer in-

tercepted her view. There she crou-

ched, with just her head out. and

watched the proceedings, ami grew
exultant and confident as she saw

what the Indians didn’t even suspect.
While she was keeping her lookout,

Walter was making the crawling In-

dians very uncomfortable by dropping
bullets close to them. He wasn’t try-
ing to hit them; his hope was to keep
them crawling or lying, so that they
wmdd not rise and see what was

coming. There they lay very flat,

and moving with extreme caution un-

til Sally cried out: ‘Walter, they’ve
turned back! No. they’re gidloping
away! They know now!’

"Oh. see them run!’ cried Walter,

as at that moment the three crawling'
Indians sprang to their feet, made a

dash for their ponies, and rode off
helter-shelter.

They had reason. Three angry,
well-armed white men were within

half-a-mile of them, anil riding on

like mail. We had arrived in time.

’O father,’ said Sally to me, as 1

lifted her up out of the water and

kissed her, ’O father. I’m so glad you
came in time! Walter would have

had to shoot those Indians, and I

don’t believe I should ever have felt

happv again if he had.’
SIDEORD E. HAMP.

A BOY’S FIGHT WITH
SNAKES.

THRILLING ADVENTURE GE JACK

FAY IK THE LOUISIANA
BACKWOODS.

Jaek Fay was spending his winter

vacation in the backwoods of Louisi-

ana. His father had recently pur-
chased a sawmill and a lumber pro-

perty in that district, and Jack

thought it a capital idea that he

should accompany Mr Casey, the en-

gineer, who had undertaken to open
the business, writes Mr C. F. Fraser
in the ‘Wide World Magazine.’

Mr Casey divided his men into gangs
and sent them out to familiarise them-

selves with the woods and to report on

timber lands. With Jack's assistance

he felt equal to the task of getting up
steam. Scarcely had the water begun
to bubble when one of the men le-

t -irned to ask Mr Casey to examine

some fine timber close at hand and

the engineer left the mill. At the

movt he would not be gone more than

twenty minutes, and he had eveij jjn-

fidence in Jack, who had been about

machine shops ever since his infancy.
The steam had generated with unex-

pected rapidity, and the quivering'
gauge showed a pressure of 110

pounds. He remembered having
heard Mr Casey say that the boiler’s

test was 100 pounds, and he knew that

the result of the present state of

affairs was a probable explosion. He

made a frantic dive for the open door,

but as he jumped he slipped iu his

great rubber boots and fell sprawling
on the floor. His outstretched hand

gave the door a rap, and, to his hor-

ror, he heard the sharp click of the

spring lock that declared him a pris-
oner.

His one chance was to open the

safety valve. He approached the roar-

ing boiler and looked for the valve.

He saw where the trouble lay. The

valve was fastened down with rust
which the cleaners had overlooked. He
felt sure that he could wrench the
valve open, but as he was about to

grasp the supply pipe to hoist himself

to the proper level a fearful spectacle
caught his eye.

Coiled about the pipe was an enor-

mous rattlesnake.
With a frightened scream Jack

jumped backward to the floor, only to
find that he had stepped on a. soft,

writhing mass. Then it all flashed

upon him. The snakes had crawled
into the walls of the disused mill in

search of winter (planters. The heat

had awakened them from the leth-

argy in which they commonly passed
the colder months, and they had come

out of their hiding places hungry and
vicious.

Lying on the shadowy floor, not a

yard from him. a wicked looking black

head was lifted threateningly, and a

pair of green eyes glittered in the
dark. Instinctively he reached out his
hand, and to his delight it touched an

iron bar leaning against the wall. He
shuddered as he grasped it. for the

boiler seemed to be making frantic

lunges in his direction, so great was

the vibration. Yet in a moment he

mastered himself. The snakes were

his present foes, and their arose with-
in him a wild desire to encompass
their destruction. The upraised bar
came down with great force on the

head of the snake that had attacked
him. He felt its body yield and break
with the blow, and he burst into a

savage laugh. A second stroke

brought death to the creature he had
trod upon.

Yet all the time he knew that the

real fight would eoine between him

and the reptile that had coiled about
the supply pipe. The creature was be-

coming infuriated at the jarring of it.--
place of rest, and was prepared to vent
its venom on Jack.

As he approached the creature un-

wound a couple of coils and darted its

head out at him threateningly. The
wily snake would not allow him to

come within arm’s length, ami he
could get no opportunity to aim a

blow.

Jaek saw that the intense heat was

compelling the reptile to leave the

supply pipe. It might be possible jet
to open the valve and avert the explo-
sion. The gauge was showing 120

pounds.
He began to play fast and loose with

the snake, tormenting it daringly with
his iron bar, and apparently throwing
himself in its way. His wiles had the

desired effect. The great creature,

aggravated past bearing, dropped
heavily to the floor, and began to coil
for the fatal spring.

The bar came down with a flail-like
sound, and the snake lay dead among
its kindred, while Jack at last reached
t he supply pipe, and with one mighty
blow knocked off the safety valve, and
let the cloud of vapour rise skyward.

Mr Casey saw the volume of steam
as he returned from the timber strip.
Fearing that something had gone
wrong, he ran to the boiler-room and
burst open the door, only to find his

young friend lying on the floor along
with the bodies of three great rattle-
snakes.

A HOUSE ON A TREE-TOP.

This singular dwelling, a photo-
graph of which is reproduced here,
is built at a height of forty feet above
the ground. It is situated among the

jungles of Eastern Nicaragua, and is
the abode of one Samuel Wilderson,
a native of Louisiana. He came to
the country several years ago, and

built his house with lumber brought
from the United States. The struc-
ture cost him some £7OO. He lives

in his impregnable home alone, with

the exception of his negro cook, and

never meets his neighbours. There

are many curious stories told
about the hermit in the neigh-
bourhood, though little is known
of him. The house is three

storeys in height. It is built

around a giant ebo tree, which passes

through the middle to the roof. The

tree is four feet in diameter, and fur-

nishes a stable foundation. The lum-
ber used in building it is planed and

painted white. The lower storey is
used as a kitchen and storehouse.
Above this are the parlour and bed-

room, which have ten windows and
Iwo doors. The upper storey is a bath
room, with a. window on each side.
The bath is supplied with water

caught, from the roof in barrels. The

tropical rains are so frequent and
heavy that there is always an abun-
dant water supply. The house is
reached by means of a lift. A ear is
attached to a rope which passes
through a pulley in the kitchen.
When any one enters the cage, his

weight being about equal to that of
the iron weight, makes it mi easy
matter to pull the elevator to the

top. When the proprietor has once
hauled himself up and shut the

door, he can be sure there will be
no unwelcome visitors. The furni-
ture is simple. There are only a few
articles such as a table, a few chairs,
and a bed, and no carpets. The tree
house is probably the most healthful
abode in the district. Its height, far
above the swamps, keeps out wild
beasts as well as fever-laden air
which rises from the swamps.
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The

Graphic's
Funny Leaf

DANGEROUS GROUND.
lie: ‘Jolly conservatory, Miss Mat-

ehems, isn't it?’

She : ‘Yes; quite renowned for the

number of proposals that have been
made here ’

He: ‘H’m—yes. By-the-bye, they're
beginning the waltz.’

She: ‘lt was here that Charlie Gud-

geon proposed to Miss Pike. They
were sitting here, just as we are now,
and he said quite abruptly, just as you

might say to me, “Will you be mine?”

and she said, just as 1 might say to

yon ’
He: ‘Ah, yes—quite so; but hadn't

we better have a spin round?’

MADE TO ORDER.

•I say,' asked the Cheerful Idiot,
"was it Poe, Tennyson, or Longfellow
who wrote that ode to the laundry
girls?’

‘Perhaps you are alluding to Hood's

"Song of the Shirt,” ’ said the Literary
Man.

•No,' said the Cheerful Idiot, ‘I mean

that one about “Wring Out, Wild

Belles.” ’

A CHEAP TRIMMING.
Wife: ‘I Khali alter this hat. With

what shall I trim it?’

Husband: ‘Bank-notes. It would be

cheaper for me in the long run!’

PUT DOWN.
Smart Youth (to rustic old party on

opposite side of the railway carriage):
•You seem to be looking at me pretty
closely. Do I remind you of some-

body you used to know?’
Rustic Old Party: ‘Yes; you remind

me of an aunt of mine in Whitechapel,
only she's got a little more moustache

than you have.’

TRUE CLEVERNESS.

She: 'You are not clever; yon only

manage to make people think so.

lie: 'And don’t you call that clever-

THE LAZIEST BOY.

I’arent: ‘Who is the laziest boy in

your class, Bobby?’
Bobby: ‘I dunno.’

Parent: ‘I should think you would

know. When all the others'are indus-

triously writing or studying their les-

sons, who is it sits idly in his seat

and watches the rest, instead of work-

ing himself?’
Bobby: ‘The teacher!’

Polly Elderplum: The way that fel-

low follows me about is positively
disgust ing!

Marie: That's what everybody says.

They think he must l>e out of his

mind.

UNCERTAINTY.
'There is nothing more uncertain

than a horse race,' exclaimed the man

with a tendency to talk aloud. And

the melancholy friend responded, ‘You

never worked in a weather bureau, did

you ?'

ALAS! THAT DAY.
‘What do you consider the saddest

day of your life?’ ‘The day 1 consent-
ed to let my wife do her own eooking-.’

CURIOUS.

•Did you know that the scientists
have come to the conclusion that a de-

capitated head can think, although it

cannot speak?’ ‘That’s queer, when it
is so much easier to talk than to

think.’

ART OF CONVERSATION.

He: ‘Yaas—was at a pahty lawst

night.'
She : ‘Meet Miss Gwilliams?’

He: ‘Yaas. Chahming g’yurl.'
She: ‘Going anywhere ’s’evening?’
He ‘Yaas. Got to give a recita-ation

—promised I would, y’knaw.’
She: ‘Going to give a recita-ation?’
He: ‘Aw—yaas.’
She: ‘How perfectly lovely! To give

a recita-ation!’

He: ‘Yaas.’

THE SWEET THINGS.

Maud: When I get engaged I don’t

intend to have any mystery al>out it.

Marie: 1 don’t see how you ean help
it. dear. Everyone will regard it as a

mystery.

BETTER THAN LAW.
Housekeeper (excitedly): ‘I am in a

terrible way about a servant girl I

can't get rid of. 1 have discharged
her. but she won’t go. She is a per-
fect giantess, and has a most horrible

temper. What would you advise me

to do?'
Great Lawyer (calmly): ‘Keep the

kerosene can full and the wood wet.'

THE FIRST FROST.

‘Well, Scrymser, how did your com-

edy go off?’

‘lt wasn't a comedy—it was a trac-
ed v, only eleven people in the benches,

ches.’

NO CHANCE THERE.

Mistress: ‘Mary, I saw the baker

kiss you to-day. I think I shall g*o
down and take the bread in future.’

Mary: ‘ *Twouldn't be no use,

ma’am; he wouldn’t kiss you, 'cos he

promised he'd never kiss anybody else

but me.’

AT A LONDON BOARD SCHOOL.

'l'eaeher: 'How is it that you are late

this morning?’
Johnny: ‘Please, in’ni. a burglar’s

been caught in the East End, and

mother sent me round to the police
station to see if it was father.’

A WRINKLE.

Mrs Holmes: ‘What has changed
George Golightly so? He used to

neglect his wife scandalously, but

now he's devoted to her.’
Mr Holmes: 'Yes. She hud her por-

trait placed on the dial of his watch,
ami his friends, who think he's sin-

gle. have been asking to be intro-

duced to her?"

WE CAN SYMPATHISE.

‘Shockingly unprincipled lot, those
waiters. One of them passed a bad

five-shilling piece on me the other

day, confound him! And 1 haven’t
been able to get rid of it yet.’

THE ONLY CHANCE.

Belle: ‘I am surprised that you
fathers should be so strict with your
boys.’ Braton: ‘lt’ we weren't what

ehanee should we have with the

■firls?’

SUGGESTIVE.

Rudyard Kipling has written a new

poem about a bear that walks like a

man.’

‘I wonder if he ever met my hus-

band.’

A PARDONABLE DECEPTION.

‘Does your baby give you much

trouble at night?’ ‘No. We’ve de-

ceived it by having an electric light
put up in front of our house.’

VERY SELECT.
English Stranger: ‘ls your society

here very select?’

Arizona Al: ‘See them graves over

thar? They was all filled by fellers

who came to our dances without

invitashuns.’

NOT WHAT HE MEANT.

The Young Rector (in evident em-

barrassment): ‘My dear Miss Clara, I’

—trying to leave his chair—‘I believe
I have formed an—attachment, and—’

Miss Clara (blushing furiously):
’Oh, Arthur—I mean Mr Greene—-

this is so unexpected. I must—’
The Young Rector (frantically):

■Beg pardon. Miss Clara; but I was

about to say I have formed an at-

tachment for this chair, due to the

presence of a bit of cobbler’s wax

placed here by that unregenerate
brother of yours. (Intense delight of

the small boy in ambush.)

NOT AN ORDINARY ONE.

A showman recently wanted a

dwarf. He got one—that is, he got
what he called a dwarf. As a matter

of fact, the new ‘freak of Nature’ was

as big- or nearly as big as a giant.
A countryman entered the show

and looked at the dwarf.

‘Pooh!’ he said; ‘that ain’t no curi-

osity.’
‘lt ain’t no curiosity, eh?" said the

showman. ‘Why, that,’ he went on

proudly, ‘that’s the biggest dwarf in

the world.’

CLOSE SHAVING.

‘Speaking’ of shaving, 1 should

think that a pair of handsome eyes

would be the best mirror to shave

by.’
‘Yes, many a poor fellow has been

shaved by them.’

MERELY A LEASE.

•It seems we are all mistaken about

old Croesus and his pretty young
wife. 'How so?’ ‘Why, every one

said he bought her, you know." ‘And

didn't he?’ ‘Apparently not. It

seems to have been a lease. They're
in the divorce court already.’

POOR DOG.

Pedestrian: ‘As I was walking by
your gate your dog ran out and bit

me.* Householder: ‘l’m awfully sorry.
'l’he faet is, that dog has always had

his meat eooked. I hope the sudden

change won’t hurt him. 1 think the

world of that dog.'

HER EXPERIENCE.
A charming instance of logical

topsy-turvydoin was related by Mr

I*. A. Barnett in his lecture at the

College of Preceptors' winter meet-

ing*. A friend of his was once remon-

strating with a labourer's wife for

attempting Io feed an eight months

old baby with some form of herring.
‘Do you think I don't know how to

bring* up children?' replied the indig-
nant mother, ‘why I've buried ten.’

WIFELY DEVOTION.
‘Miranda, dear,’ the young husband

said, in a shaking voice, ‘I must say

good-bye now for four long weeks.

Keep up a good heart, my own. 1

shall write to you every day. Re-

member 1 am thinking of you, dear-
est, every second, and the time will
not pass so drearily. When you feel

lonely sit down and write me a good
long letter. I shall not be gone a

moment longer than my business de-

tains me, and I will send a telegram
the instant I start for home. Be

brave, dearest. The separation will

be no harder for you than it is for

me!’

■Ralph, dear.' said the young wife,
holding him by a button of his coat,
and looking up into his face with

swimming eyes, ‘have you paid all

your life insurance assessments up
to date?'

BEFORE AND AFTER.

Singleton: Before she married you
your wife was always very pensive?

Benedick (sadly): Yes; but she's ex-

pensive now.

UP IN THE TREE TOP.
Rivers was unconvinced.

‘You may talk about evolution all

you please. Brooks,’ he said, ‘but you
can’t change my opinion. My remo-

test ancestry, of course, is an un-

known quantity, but there’s no ape
X at the top of my family tree.’

WHY HE BREAKS HIS WORD.
Hoax: ‘Jigley is thinking of setting

his son up in business.’
Joax: ‘He’ll never do; he’s for ever

breaking his word.’
‘So?’

‘Yes; he stutters frightfully.’

A HOT SPORT.

‘How does Jack like Waiwera?’

‘O, says it’s hot.’

‘Well, I’m not surprised at that; he

generally makes things pretty warm

wherever he is.’

THE NEW STYLE.

Father: ‘I told you a year ago that

you could not marry my daughter.’
Suitor: ‘Yes. sir. But I thought in

the intervening period prosperity
might have brought a change for the
better in your affairs.'

ARCADIAN SIMPLICITY.

•Dress optional’ was the announce-

ment made in placards, that a cer-

tain swimming club would shortly
hold their annual ball. It caused not

a little amusement.

WILLING TO ASSIST.

■Muy I ask you to contribute to the
work for the conversion of the hea-
then?■

•(), yes! Bring in a heathen or two
and I'll do whut I can to convert

I hem!'
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