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*deareat love ' to wear thesa Puritan romes, * a0 Jike hernelf,"
the fancée wan decidedly stunned to receive the other parcel
with & questionable letter, and the contents of & decidedly
uncuonventionnl charncter. There was a tlare up and a part-
ing, and the bunnac Aintoire went the rounds of society, to ba
unsonsciously recounted to the dancer borself when mas-
1 ling to the delurion of the Aw«f fon,

THE EPSOM DERBY.

(358 ILLUSTHATION. AGES 108-9.)

WHAT New Zealand taifite is there that does not take more
or less interest in the great English ‘ classic * race—the
E'peom Derhr 2 The result is lovked forward to in all parta
of the worlil. Our illustration vn page — conveys some
little idea of the scene amoug the mass previous to the atart
fur the great three-year-old race. Human nature on the
racecourse is depicted by an arlist in its many forms, and
what eager louka are cast at the horses as they indulge
in the preliminary canter. 'The accounts of this year's
contest informs us that the Derby was rum in drenching
min.  {ommeon, the winner, in the property of Laor
Alington, and that noblewan aleo claims the honour of
having bred the colt. Lord Alington ie ons of the great
London ground landlords, and it is said on hia behali that
he is & mast excellent landlord, and & man of unblemished
honuur in all his dealings, Commen was got by the defunct
Isonomy {anon of Sterling) froan Thistle, by Scottish Chief
from The Flower Safety, by Wild Dayell from Nettle, by
Sweetnieat. The colt was preparedl by the famous trainer,
Jolin torter.

STAR ACTING OFF THE STAGE.

A JUDGE waa ritting in the Court one day and waa not in &
particularly good humour. He had good cause to feel some-
what exasperated, for almost every juryman that had been
sutumoned applied to him to be exeused. (Une had a sick
wife ; another was subject to fits and was liable to swoon
awsay and froth at the mouth any minute in the day; an-
other simulated deafnesx, and s0o vn to the end of the
chapter. -

When Henry Tonikins, the thirty-seventh reluctant juror,
appealed to the judge to be released, the latter remarked,
with unmistakable sarcasm.

*‘This seems to be a very ucbhealthy winter for jurymen.
tave you, toa, got an epidemic i your family ¥

Mr Tomkins’ breast heaved as Le turned his head aside
and brushed his eyes with the back of his hand. He awal-
lowed a big lump in his threat, abd with (uivering chin
tried to speak, but finally broke down. At last he stam-
wered :—

*Your Honour—thia—this morning I—I—lost my only
som.

The unfortunate man buried his face in his hands and
sobhed so that his whole frame shook.

There was a sead silence in the comrt 100m, The judge
who was a very humane man, was dieadfully shocked. He
was several inutes before he could speak, and when he re-
covered his voics it was husky with emation,

< Mr Tomkins, I beyr your pardon, and regret that your
feelinus have been lacerated Ly my thoughtlesrness. 1 did
not suppuse fui & moment that you were sutlering domestic
bereavetnent. You ara excused from jury duty in this
court for the rest of the term,’

The atllicted man pnt his handkerchief to his eyes and
Lurtied out of the court room, in which there was hardly a
dry eye.  Mr Brown, & warm, personal friend and near
neiphbour of Tomking, lhappened to ba in the court reom on
business, and he, too, was much affected by the bad news.
He followed Tomkinz and overtook the bereaved father in
the corridor, where he seized Tonkins' hand and said with
a deep sigh; —

‘ My dear friend, thia is a terrible blow, hut you must tiy
and brace up and bear it like & man. [’erhaps the little
boy is better off. My heart bleeds for you, for 1, toe, have
suffeved bereavement. It was onlty yvesterday the little
felluw was in my yard playing with my children, the picture
ol life and health. How did it happen ? Waslittle Tommy
Tun over by & car?

To Brown’s utter amazement Tomkins buist out laugh-
ing, which added to Brown's misery, as he was eutisfied that
Tonking' grief bad unsettled his miod.

*Tommy is all right,' eaid Tomkins, punching Brown

ously in the 1ibs with his reversed thumb.
Tommy all right " gasped Brown.

*Yes,” replied the escaped jurer. *You see, Brown,
there waa no other way for e to get out of that infernal
jury box.'

*But you tolil the judge that you had lest your only son.”

“%5o [have. I had a morning Niwe in my overcoat pocket
when I entered that coutt-room, and pow it is gone. I
Lelieve the courk ollicials or one of those rascally lawyers
picked ruy packet.’

* Tomkins, that was the Lest piece of emotional acting
ever saw in tmy lile. You miesed your vocation. You
should try your{uck on the stage.”

‘It’s too late for
matter with our trying our luck at the bar?
in drinking a toast to Tommy’s health 7'

ue to think of that, but what's tha
Will you join

A Fickue Wosman.——Miss Clare Mitchell, tha belle of a
villaga in Indiane County, [’enneylvania, mourns the
loas of two lovers because she coulid not choose between
therm. Une Sundny she was too have married J. B. Reed,
bLut just before the time for vhe ceremony James (iibson
drove up aad anked to see Miss Clara for & minute. Clara
walked to the pate with him iu her bridal robe and then, to
the astonishiment of the company, followed him to his con-
veyance, ank they diove away. liced inwisted that the
wedding feast should go on, aml presided over it.  Defore
the guestn had dispersed llladymmg woman retuined, and
astoumidel the company by declmiing that she could not
clivuse between Reed and (ilson, and would ool marry at
all. Bhe then relented and promised to marry leed, bat
aain changed her mind before the knot could be tied. Both
Iteed and Gibwon pow declars that they will not marry her.

A MUSICAL SYMPOSIUM. -

2 AM wenry,’ sajd the scedy man. *I fain wonld
rest,” and be sank into & chair, tipped hin
battered bat over his nose and the gentls
snore trembled through the rim as throogh an

3 audiphore.  He was allowed to rest until bis
resting male everybody restless. Then the
waiter woke him up. !

¢ Certainly, with pleasnrh, With whom, did yon say?

There waa no response.

* I beg your pa:
disturb me?

* You were pnoring®’

tNo. That was but an echo of the ronveraation.”

* Whav conversation ¥

*1 have befure alluded to the fact that T am gilted with
mediumistic puwers, [ believe. 1 wan not asleep. [ was in
a traoce.  Vhat did I talk about *

' You talked so throuyli your nose that it was quite unin-
telligible.’

‘It was Wagner, I euppose. He and Roesini and Doni-
zetti aud & whole lot of them were quarreling over opera.’

‘What are you quarreling ahont ¥ asked Halfe. * Don't
you Italian duffers know that Mapleson lost £50,000 trying
te put you ¢n in London coce ¥

here was a silence. !

‘I late to talk abont myself,” went on Balfe, * but nobody
ever loat money on * The Bohemian Gl ’

*They eouldu’t,” eaid Donizetti. *It does oot need any
voices or orchestra.’

Balfe pulled out hia shillelagh, but Gluck interposad.

¢ Ah ! that good Mrs Thurber,” eaid Gluck. * She was in-
deed & paragon of aitistic taste. She played my * Orpheas
and Eurydice,””

*And **bust up,” * said Balle.

* Gentlemen,’ said Beethoven, *when my ofein has been
given—' .

¢ It hasn't paid the gas,” said Mendelssohn.

‘Ah,gou opera composers,’ spoke up Chopin, *you make
a mistake. Iy mueic.”

*Three concerts in a season.”

“ Well,’ they pay,” anid Chopin,

*The piano man,’ eaid Balfe.

* Take my “ Huguenots,”’ burst ont Meyerbeer. * There's
a work that is played oftener than any other.’

* And Inses more money.’

<Al gaid Hossini, ‘tﬁingﬂ are not as they ured to be
when (.ye waa in his prime.’

* No,’ zaid Donizetti ; * when he used to play my ** Lucia
and ** La Favorita” and * Linda.” "

‘ They'd all be dead row if Patti did nut sing them,’
muttered Halfe.

‘I believe,’ ramarked Bellini, * I believe there is an opera
called ** La Soonambula *' that is popular.’

N \L'Vi,th debutantes,’ said Rossini. * They ean't sing my
music.

*What about Plon Giovnnni ¥ asked Mozart,

¢Can never get a cast for it,’ said Balfe.
confoundedly absurd.”

*That's it,’ eaid Wagner. *“That's the trouble.
tootle-ti-tootle is absmd. My music is not absmd.

¢No, it's unintelligible,’ sald Mozart.

*My dear sir, music should be an expression of unutter-
able emotivns.’

! Indescribable emotions, you mean, don’'t you ?' sneered
Halfe. *Now I -I would iike to know what has mme
pathos and grief in it than ** The Heart Bowed Down.”’

! Sing it,’ said Hossini. Balfe sang it.

*What 1= the matter wilh the man who sings it in the
opera? Indigestiun 7 asked Mozart.

! T'm vorry I conldn’t remember the words,’ said Balie,
¢ but he's lost his child, or something.’

* The words may mean that, but Lﬁe mueic is dyspeptic.”

* You just sing something yourself,' said Bulie to Roasini.
Fossini sang something from * Semiraniide.’

*What's that about? I ULelieve * Semiramide”
tragedy, isn't is ¥ snid Wagner. *Now listen tothis’
Wagner gave a bit of * Die Walkyrie.”

‘18 vha crazy when she sings that ¥’ seked Balfe,

tNo; that 13 godlike rage. OF conrse you must hear the
trombones and the korns and the drums.’

*You can’t cany an orchesira about with you ¥ mildly
suypested Domizetti. Then Donizetti gave an example of
his wark.

‘I that the soprano or the tenor ¥ asked Meyerbeer.

* Na, that’s the baritone.’

* What's the matter with him ?
budy’s throat.’

. §0 ; he’s telling the primn donne be loves her.”

*1 hope she understands that clearly before he begins,'
said Balfe.

A man in the corner wlo had taken little part in this con.
versation suddenly began to sing * Annie Rooney.”

*What's that? they all asked at once.

*That's the music of the present,” said the fellow who
would not give hia name,

* Yen,” 2aid Wagner, * that’s the kind of lhing that viliates
public taste and roins the advance of idealizatien in music.’

* Yes,' said Hossini, * we can’t expect anything of an age
that produces that kind of thing. What's the song ¥

* Anvie Rooney,'

“Hah! No wonder Mapleson loses £50,000 trying to
play my operas.  Such miserable trash—** Aonie Rooney,”
did youeay

¢ ¥Ves, * Annia Roogey.”’

“Aht sighed Mozart, * and all my beautiful compositions
—forgotten—for this—what did you say | ** Annie Rooney,’
How does it go ?'

* Such simple, musical nonsense, said Bellini. * Theidea !
* he'a my sweetheart, I'm Ler beau,” and he began to sing
it

oD, g-el:(tlemen. ‘Why, oh, why did yon

¢ Besides it's

’All this

is a
And

Ia he going to cut some-

*That’s not it," said Meyerbeer. This is how it goes:
1“ $he’s my aweetheart, I'm her bean.” What's the next
ine ?

t She's my Annie, I'm her Joe.'

' Nu, no,” said Heethoven, * that's all wreng.
Ego that way at all,” and he gave his iden of it.

! Ridicutous I' »nid Wagner. * What childishnees to ming
such rubbish, * She's my aweetheart I'm her beaw.”*

' That isn't a bit like it, Wagner,” enid BEalie, *This i
the way that it ought to be enng.” -

‘Sappose,’ said Mendelsaohn, turniog to the minstrel,
*auppose you sing it again for ue.’

It does not

And the fellow # the corner mang it through in,
while they all kept time. Then thag all . .i:g;:g:
* She’s my swestheart, I'm her bean ; she's my Aupnie, I'm
her Joe.” They were singing it for the wixth time and
Chopin was playing it on the piano when I woke up.
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induees the management to again
entertain the ilea of repeating so satisfactory
The object of evoking a body of

contributions bearing, in their incidents and associ-

an experiment.

ations, upon the peculiarities of colonial life was in
a great measure realised, and indicated that the
mission of the GRAFHIC in enconrsging local talent is
being fulfilled.
of the
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that ample time and oppertunity should be afforded

It being the desire, of the projectors

to intending competitors this year; and, taking
into consiceration the fact that an early delivery is
absolutely necessary for the purposes of illustration,
the announcement. of the second

CHRISTMAS STORY COMPETITION

for THREE PRrizES is now made to the readers of this.
paper, and subjoined thereto are the conditions hy
which the contest will be regulated.

The three selected tales will be awarded prizes in
the following order : —

FIRST PRIZE ... £35.
SECOND PRIZE... £3.
THIRD PRIZE ... £3,

The GrAPHIC, however, is to enjoy the privilege
of publishing any others gent in, if they should be
considered suitable.

In writing, these conditions are to be observed :—

1. The matter must not extend over more than feur columns
of space exclusive of illustrations, This means 6,000 wordy
or Jess, .

2. The incidents and features of the story must relate in B great
measure to New Zealand, 1ta history, moroe especially
war incidents and adventures, ita scenery, ita climatic
aspects, i1s old ideniities, ita aoclal and sporting yatheringy,
ete. Seanes may, however. be cast In other places, though
& preponderancs of that which posseases a local Havour will
turn the acale in casen where the contributions are other-
wise of equal merit.

3. Each riptmust be add. toithe Editor, Shoriland-
rirgot, Auckland, and have a motto ionscribed at the head
without the writer'y name, Accompanying it must be a
letter also addresmsed to the Editor. and ot the back of it
the worda ‘ Chilstmas Story. Motto “such and such,”’ re-
peaiing the motto In the manuscript. Inside of thlathe
name of the writor should appear.

4, All contributions must reach the office before the 20th of
September next ensuing. The resull will be declured in .
the Chrisiimas numbor.

6, Writing to be on one side of the paper only,



