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Although a soldier's life is not all

beer and skittles, 1 daresay the thou-

sands of cigarettes, the contributions

of preserved fruits, the lollies—“from

a Southland veteran"-—the opium pills,
the quinine, the music of the donated

piano, and the memory of that

tabooed bit of bunting, will (says a

writer in a Nelson paper) make mat-

ters lively over t*he dreary ten thou-

sand miles of ocean to Algoa Bay.
Then the presence of a choice three

hundred chargers will be welcome in

case of any accident to the propeller
shaft, for these noble animals can

then be quickly turned into that Paris-

ian favourite, “horse-beef.” Dr. Bake-

well used to delight to tell how .the
men of the Light Brigade at Balaclava,
knowing the forlorn character of their

ride, nonchalantly took out their to-
bacco pipes and smoked as they rode
across the valley towards the Russian
batteries. If our contingent wishes to
emulate those heroes, they must be
careful not to use up all the cigarettes
before they reach “Afric’s sunny
fountains,” otherwise yclept Port-

Elizabeth and the Transvaal.

+ 4> ♦

An old Hawkesbury settler was, ac-

cording to the “Bulletin,” up before

the Court t'other day, charged with

making too violent love to a woman;
and got off. The old man was 85; so

there’s hope for Australia yet. Case
recalls that of another old Hawkes-

bury identity—a chicken of 80 or so,

who drank his pint of rum daily (local
made), and throve on it. The ancient-

had noticed with pain some of his

neighbours being rammed into ready-
made coffins, and charged a big price
for them, too; and he thought he

could do better than that. He had a

nice bit of seasoned scantling in the

yard, so he got a carpenter to mea-

sure him up. and make a coffin which

should be a credit to the ’Oxberry.
When the jobwas half done, a thought
struck the old man, and he went out

and stopped the work. There was his

son, a lanky six-'fopter, had heart

disease, and might die' any moment.

The old man was only five-foot-fonr;
but he reckoned that, if the coffin was

made to fit the son, he could get into

it too, if his turn came first, and all

the contingencies would be provided
for. So they measured-up the son,

and made the coffin his size, with a

neat little sliding partition at the

bottom that the old man could rest his

feet against or the son could take out

altogether. Sure enough, three

months later, the son died, and they
took the partition out, and gave him

the right sort of funeral. Then the

old man reflected that there was a bit

of scantling left, and the carpenter set

to work at his size, and finished a.

very neat suit of dovetailing—which is

still waiting.

* * *

At the close of the late session,
whieh terminated the thirteenth Par-

liament of New Zealand, it is inter-

esting (says the “Post”) to note the

periods of service given by the leading

members of our Legislature. Sir

Maurice O'Korke has attended no few-

er than 40 sessions of Parliament. He

was first sworn in as a member on the

3rd June, 1861. Seven years later Mr

Bolleston came into the House, and he

has seen 28 sessions. Major Steward

has attended 27 sessions, and Captain
Russell 26. The other members who

have been longest in the House are:

Mr Seddon, 25 sessions; Mr J. W.
Thomson (Clutha), 24; Messrs W. C.

Buchanan, A.J. Cadman, and John Mc-

Kenzie, 22; Mr A. R. Guinness, 19;
Hon. Thos. Thompson and Mr T. Pa-

rata, IS; Messrs Scobie Mackenzie and

George Fisher, 16; Hon. Mr Carroll,

Messrs George Hutchison, John Joyce,

F. Lawry, J. G. Ward, Robert Thomp-

son (Marsden), 15; Hon. W. Hall-

Jones, 12; Messrs W. Carncross. A. W.

Hogg, R. M. Houston, J. W. Kelly, R.

Meredith, C. H. Mills, R. Moore, W. W.

Tanner, 11; Mr Felix M’Guire, 10. Mr

Rawlins is the only member who has

been present for only one session.

Mrs Goodwin, better known as “Bid-

dy of Buller,” died at Reefton last

Thursday of senile decay, aged 96

years. As far as can be ascertained
she was the only female miner in New

Zealand, having pursued that occupa-
tion up till about three years ago,

when failing health compelled her to

desist.

A little contrivance that promises
to confer a boon on the ladies ami

bring a handsome fortune to the ow-

ners has just lieen patented in New

Zealand and Australia—a spiral hair-

pin. the invention of Mr E. R. God-

ward, of Invereargill. It operates sim-

ply, cannot fall out, and from its con-

struction one half of the ordinary
number of pins will suffice to hold the
hair securely even in a gale of wind.
Arrangements are now under way to

obtain the patent rights in America
and Europe. An inspection of the pin
and its application to the hair war-

rants the belief that it will come into
firm favour and completely oust the
one now in use, anil whieh is provoca-
tive of no end of annoyance to the fait
sex.

A contributor to “To-Day” re-tells
a story which went the rounds a few
years ago. A man was going by tho

night mail to Carlyle. Before starting
he called the guard, tipped him heav-

ily. and said. “I am going to sleep, and
am a heavy sleeper, but I must get out
at Carlisle. Get me out at- all hazards.
Probably I shall swear and light, but
never mind that. Roll me out on the

platform if you can’t get me out any
other way.” The guard promised, the
train started, the man went to sleep,
and when he woke up he found him-
self at Glasgow? He called the guard,
and expressed his views in very power-
ful language. The guard listened with
a sort of admiring expression, but
when the aggrieved passenger paused
for breath, he said, “Eh. mon, ye have
a fine gift o’ swearin’, but ye eannx

hand a eannle to the ither mon whom
I rolled out on the platform at Car-
lisle.”

That the contingent for the Trans-
val was splendidly equipped becomes

strikingly manifest on looking down
the long list of articles provided by
the authorities, says the “Times.”

In addition to all the necessary horse
gear, arms a-nd uniforms, the men

were provided with cholera belts,
great coats, holdalls complete with

brush and comb, knife, fork, spoon
and housewife, several different, kinds
of shirts and even blacking and shoe
brushes were not forgotten. Those in

charge, evidently spared neither money
nor trouble in fitting out the troop.

Apropos of this and of the collection
of raisins, tobacco, cigarettes, etc.,
etc., for the men during the Waiwera's

voyage, one old soldier, who has seen

much roughing-, called on a Southland

editor with a suggestion that some

philanthropist should invite tenders
for a supply “of lollipops packed in

water proof paper, seeking bottles,
and preserved milk” for the N.Z. eon

tingent. He thinks that these would

be fitting accompaniments of the ciga-
rettes, quinine pills, etc., showered

on our embryo soldiers by the bene-

ficent Wellington public. He also sug-

gests as a piano has been presented
them, that an accompanist should also

have been provided to enable them, to

thoroughly enjoy the trip.

A Sabbath School teacher in Auck-

land who had been telling the story of

David ended with: “And all this hap-
pened over three thousand years ago.”
A little listener, her blue eyes., opening
wide with wonder, said, after a mo-

ment’s thought, “Oh, dear! what a me-

mory you have got!”

There is a very smart gang of pick-
pockets at Wellington just at present.
At the Wellington Opera House last

week two Wairarapa men were pick-
ed upon as fit subjects, and one had

his hip pocket cut out and relieved of

his money. The other nearly lost his

watch, but felt it being slipped from

his pocket, and caught hold of it. He

failed, however, to see the would-be

pickpocket. Several other cases are

reported.

The latest cricket yarn is by no

means a bad one. The occasion was

a match of some moment, when an

“All England” team were playing
against a score and two of local lumin-

aries in the South of England. Among
the “All England” representatives
were Abel and Lohmann, from whom

great things were evidently expect-
ed by those who had engaged them

for the match, A provincial fair was

being celebrated on a part of the

field where the play was proceeding,
and attached to these festivities were

the übiquitous eoeoanut shies. Nearly
all through the contest the play had

gone distinctly in favour of the local

team, am' when their final bat-man
was sent in they appeared to have an

excellent chai ee of winning. Pre-

sently. one of the batsmen sent a

splendid Mill clean over to the cocoa-

nut .stand, where Lohmann was watch-

ing his chance. The aitfl.l fielder saw

the ball .-oil in among the cocoanuts,
where- it was very >oon lost to sight.
Resolved, however, to lose .10 time,
he seized a sni. ll eoeoanutami hurled
it over to Abel, who was wicket-keep-
ing. Abel at once got his man out. and.
slipping the nut into his pocket, kept
his own counsel, until Lohmann ad-

roitly returned the real article. And
to this day the local twenty-two know
not how the professionals won that
match.

+ + +

A curious thing about ladies’ fash-
ions is that we no sooner get accus-

tomed to onestyle than the dear crea-

tures are off ir. hot pursuit of another.

Take, for instance, the fashion bi hair.
We had lately got to like the fringe,
which was a vast improvement on the

waterfall; but the fringe, among cer-
tain of the fair sex, is being supplant-
ed by what may be called the whis-

kers—that style of arranging her tres-
ses which makes Belinda look as if
she bad borrowed those side adorn-
ments from her brother. It is dread-

fully ugly, this latest fashion. If it
should “catch on,” it will only be be-
cause Belinda desires more and more

to lessen the distinction between the
sexes. Having appropriated her bro-
ther's hat. collar, front, waistcoat, and
—other things, why shouldn't she seek
to get as near as may be to his hirsute
attachments? And if whiskers, why
not beards and moustaches? In that

case, depilatories and processes for the
removal of superfluous hair will be no

longer in demand. But the new’ fash-
ion may take a turn in the direction
of the old chignon—a horrid and dirtv

arrangement that was in full swing
thirty years ago. The chignon was

accompanied by pads — resembling
plummets or polonies in shape and

size—which were hung on each side
of our darlings' heads. These pads
were concealed of course under the
hair, except sff night, when they were

hung—like -Kilkenny cats on a clothes
line—over the -back of a . chair. It
must be admitted that the chignon,
encased in- a chenille net! bad its uses
when Belinda happened to have a.back
fall on the ice. But no use that any-
body ever knew could be ascribed to

the polonies. Nevertheless, there are

many things much more unlikely than
the development of the present side-
whisker style into the old polonial
fashion.

Coincidence reached its long arm

out after a Victorian family a few-
weeks ago. The father and two sons

were camped near timber on a windy
night. A tree came down over the

tent, killing the father, and pinning
one son under the ruins. Son No. 2

in the endeavour to extricate his
brother upset a hilly of boiling water
over his foot, scalding himself badly.
Assistance was obtained and the two

sufferers removed for medical aid. a
third brother being wired for. He ar-

rived the following evening, and
when dismounting from his horse,
got a kick from the faithful steed
which laid him on his back beside the
other two. with a badly dam-aged leg.
Tw’o sisters were also summoned, and
in driving down were upset from a

gfg, and added to the list. Dp to date

the remaining unhurt member of the

family has been able to successfully
dodge misfortune.

A figure robed in white suddenly
presenting itself in a lonely sj>ot on a

dark night is calculated to disturb the

equanimity of the least susceptible,
and it is not surprising that several
young ladies, returning from church

service at Woodlands on a recent Sun-

day became almost prostrate with fear

when an apparition of this description
suddenly hove in sight. Inquiries were

instituted and revealed the identity of

the practical jokers, who appeared be-

fore Mi- Boynton, Stipendiary Magis-
trate, in due course. They were

lads named Joseph Mathieson and

John Berry, who were charged with

threatening behaviour and admitted

the offence, one of them- stating that

when going home he took a sheet off

the clothes line, and, throwing it over

him, proceeded to enjoy himself at the

expense of passers-by. They were also

charged with removing gates and

again pleaded guilty, though they de-

nied the insinuation that they had

been connected with recent acts ot

larrikinism whieh had been commit-

ted at Woodlands. Each was fined 10/
with costs 3/6.

Mrs Langtry's new 28-vear-old hus-
band comes of very wealthy people,
but his own future is believed to con-
sist mostly of expectations. Mrs L. is
said to have lost large sums on the
turf, and to be under the necessity of
retrieving matters. “The Degene-
rates. the new llnvmarket piece in
Whieh she plays heroine. was written
for her. and apparently round her
own very mottled career. Writes
Emily Soldene to Sydney “E. News":
‘•The piece is nndnc : otis to a degree,
inasmuch as it portrays the career of
Mrs Langtry with wonderful fidelity
ami how well she plays it! She is a
comedian and polislnd woman of tin
world, par excellence—not a melodra-
matie-rnking-tlie - stage - stand-iu-the
limelight woman, but a delightful wo-
man. who has lived her life, ami

owns up. ‘l'm what I am.’ says she
with a charming inoue. ‘not what I
ought to be.’ I wish 1 could tell yon
half the clever things she has to say,
and the clever way she says them.
She likes a gallop in the morning
with the ‘Liver brigade’—‘beeauxb it's
mostly men.' She is a divorcee, and
her lute husband ‘.suffered dreadfully
from decree nisi.' and died—of ‘rule
absolute. She races, she gambles
(there's a roulette table in the draw-
ing room). She owns horses. She's

good for nothing, but such a fascina-
tor. 'Well. Bobby.' says she to the
Duke of Orme, ‘you used to go the

pace with me.' ‘Only for a few fur-
longs.' says Bobby, cuddling his knee:

‘you're such a stayer!’ Talk about a

stayer! Mrs Langtry played at the

Haymarket Monday evening, was in
the selling paddock. Doncaster. Tues-

day morning, and played at the Hay-
market Tuesday evening. Now. about
Mrs Langtry's looks. She absolutely
looks justabout as old as she is. nei-
ther more nor less: a little thin in the
face. The once beautiful ivory com-

plexion. soft and white, has gone.
She has the appearance of a Teal

hunting woman—cross-country rider,
flying her fences like a bird, her face

tanned, figure slender, exquisite,
shoulders square, head well up, the
blue eyes.-once upon a time.soft and

wondering, are now bright, shining
and bluer—much bluer. They rival

the wonderful diamonds and tur-

quoises she wears on arms. neck,
round the waist, on her diamond

dusted bodice. Iler expression is

eharming—sueh good temper, sueh

a dare-devil, such a good heart—when

you get at it (she doesn't wear it on

her sleeve). No wonder the men fall

in love. I myself am full of admira-

tion for her and her special and

highly entertaining gifts. But she is

not an object of reverence to all per-

sons. Dining up the river the other

day a peripatetic nigger put his head

in theopen French window. 'Gif bus er

job. Mister. Hi can sing. Hi sung ter

th’ Prince down hat Cowes; an". Hi’ve

sung ter Mrs Langtry an’hall’er’us-
bands—dead an’ halive.’ ”

It is reported to the Nelson “Mail”

that certain agents are travelling
around the orchards treating fruit

trees with a blight specific for whieh

they say a patent has been applied for.

The charge made is 1/ a tree for treat-

ment and 17/6 a gallon for the specific,
and it is alleged that the agents
claim to be working under the sanc-

tion and approval of the Department
of Agriculture, and “doing trees for

the Government.” An orcha-rdist of

the district recently made inquiries
of the Department of Agriculture, and

the appended telegram has been re-

ceived: "Wellington. Have never re-

commended any patent blight specific.
l,ns no authority to use my or

any other Government officers’ name.

He has not applied to Registrar for

patent. Letter follows. (Signed) Kirk,
Government Biologist.”

And now, say the authorities, the

game which ousted croquet is itself

fallen upon evil days, and croquet
seems likely once more to enjoy a

measure of 'what was her own. “The

spread of golf has done for tennis

what tennis did for croquet.” but,
curiously enough, the introduction

of golf has rehabilitated the less im-

posing game. There is no longer
need to be apologetic or deprecatory
in confessing yourself a croquet-
lover. It is now a strong, scientific

pastime, recognised as requiring
thought and skill, and grown only

the more interesting from its re-

markable series of vicissitudes.

Saturday, November 4, 1899. THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC 815


