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THE GOVERNOR AND LADY ONSLOW’S FAREWELL
TO NEW ZEALAND.

a
-

yy? HE visits paid by Lord and Lady Onslow to the

principal cities in this colony for the purpose
of taking leave of the citizens, have, in each

jJVg; case, been marked by unusual festivities.
Our Auckland Society correspondent furnishes

the following letter containing an account

of the farewell proceedings in Auckland
and Russell :—

Of course the principal topic which I shall, with pen
and ink, discourse to you in this letter is the departure
of our late Governor, Lord Onslow, and his family. So

general was the interest and excitement, so elaborate
and beautiful the preparations to send off the representative
of Her Majesty in due style, that many citizensin their en-

joyment of tlie half holiday proclaimed on the afternoon

that the Mararoa left Auckland, forgot to infuse the correct

amount of regret in their tooenergetic speeding of the part-
ting guests. It is rather amusing that even the most demo-

cratic of our community were not above taking advantage
of the pleasure afforded by the spectacular display, which I

shall attempt to describe presently. But I must pull my-

self together and tell you of an event which I omitted

last week, when Lord and Lady Onslow honoured

Mr and Mrs T. Morrin with their presence at lunch.

Wellington Park, I was told, looked very pretty, and the

lunch was a very good one. But I cannot under-
take to give you a man’s account of what the ladies
wore. Really, their ideas of gowns are too ridiculous ! But
I can tell you some of those who were there. ‘lf you want

the horses,’ says my informant, ‘ I can tell you their names

and colours !’ Amongst the

guests then, were Mr and Mrs

Jas. Russell, the Hon. E. and
Mrs Mitchelson, Mr, Mrs, and

Miss Moss-Davis, Mrs S. Morrin,
Lieutenant Abdy, etc. In the

afternoon the whole party went

out to inspect the stud, Lady
Onslow being asked to be-

stow a name on a colt (one
of Frailty’s). It was to have

a fighting sort of a name with a

gun in it. But as the Countess

couldn’t invent one on the spot,
she had to promise to send it

along b_y post. Afternoon tea

was discussed about four o’clock
to enable the Vice-regal party to

return home early enough to at-

tend divine service at St. Paul’s

in theevening.
I have told you about the re-

ception held the next day at

Government House.
The following afternoon the

Countesses of Jersey and Gallo-

way came down by train from

Rotorua, very enthusiastic over

the beauties' of our Northern

Wonderland. Their visit had

caused quite an excitement in

the neighbourhood. Amongst
other visitors of note are Lady
Herbert and Miss Hudson, both

with their attendants.
The grand farewell luncheon

given by the mayor and citizens
of Auckland to the Earl and Countess of Onslow took

place in the Choral Hall on the day of their departure
from Auckland. It was held at two o’clock. The hall was

profusely decorated with flowers, and the effect was ex-

tremely good, the walls as well as the tables receiving due
floral attention. The latter were arranged d la horseshoe,
the guest of the hour, His Excellency the Governor, being
seated on the right of the Mayor (Mr Crowther), who occu-

pied the state chair at the centre of the shoe. The

Mayoress, in black silk, was placed on theother side of Lord
Onslow, the Hon. P. A.Buckley taking charge of theCountess
of Galloway in close proximity. To the leftof the Mayorour

smiling Countess of Onslow was seated, Captain Gertz, of
the Bussard, having the honour of sitting next; then the

Countess of Jersey, Mr T. Thompson (M. H.R.), and Mr C.
C. McMillan in his capacity as Chairman of the Harbour
Board. I must particularly mention the decorations of this

table, as they were wonderfully and beautifully executed.
One was anImperial crown of green, the jewels being repre-

sented by red and white flowers. In the centre of the

middle table was a magnificent shield of flowers represent-
ing the Onslow arms, with the well-known motto * Festina

lente ’ inscribed below. The red and yellow colours were

faithfully produced, the whole being a very handsome piece
of work, carried out by Miss Speight, who also made the

Prince of Wales’ feathers. The arrangements were perfect,
and we took our seats in comfort and contentment.

Though the three Countesses were, of course, in court half-

mourning, and various ladies present also wore dark and

appropriate dresses, the hall presented a sufficiently bright
and attractive, not to say brilliant, appearance. For

this we were largely indebted to the magnificent cos-

tumes and gold lace of the officers of the warships, especi-
ally of the German, and to the number of uniforms worn by
the volunteer officers. The caterer had done well in the

pretty arrangements of flowers, still better in his display of

plate and glass, and reached the superlative point in the very
excellent and sumptuous luncheon itself. The menu card,
bearing the Onslow arms and a snitable inscription, was

tasteful, and received much admiration. Hunter’s Band,
conducted by Mr Eady, played the National Anthem as,

precisely at two o’clock, the vice regal party entered. Some

pretty selections of music beguiled the monotony of eating.
I will give you all the names of those at the luncheon as far

as possible, but will reserve most of the dresses for the de-
scription of the afternoon tea on the s.s. Tauranga, which

was attended by many of the ladies. I can pretend to no

sort of precedence in my list, so let no one be offended
at their position in it. Mr and Mrs J. H. Upton (dark
costume), Colonel and Mrs Goring, Mr and Mrs H. Brett
(dark costume), Mrs Garrard (Christchurch). Mr and Mrs

D. B. Cruickshank (French Consul), Mr and Mrs T. W.

Leys, Mr L. D. Nathan, Mrs S. Nathan (handsome gown),
Mrs T. Hope Lewis, lovely heliotrope dress, hat en suite ;

Mr and Mrs T. Ching (pretty grey dress) ; Mr and Mrs W.
R. Bloomfield, the latter looking very charming in cream,
with a cream-trimmed sailor hat of the new shape ; Mr and

Mrs P. L. Dignan. whose red dress very much brightened
up the other ladies' sombre-hued costumes; Mr and Mrs
W. Cochrane, Mr and Mrs A. Devore, the lady wearing
a very handsome black dress lightened with gold and

black lace ; Mrs and Miss Kerr-Taylor, both in white, the
mother’s pretty hat and dress being relieved with black

velvet; the Very Rev. Mousignor McDonald, the Rev. C.

M. and Mrs Nelson, Mr and Mrs T. Peacocke, Mr G.

Peacocke, Mr G. L. Peacocke, Mr Jackson Palmer

(M. H.R.), Mr Laver and-Miss A. Laver, the Mayor of New-
market and Mrs Kent, Mr S. C. Brown (Mayor of Newton),
Mr and Mrs W. Berry (the latter wearing a pretty dark
dress), Mr Hugh and Miss Campbell, Dr. J. L. Campbell,
Mr John and Miss Savage, Mrs H. Walker, Miss Lananze,
Mr and Mrs John Grey, Mr and Mrs Wm. Johnston, Mrs
Ella W. Gamble. Mr and Mrs A. L. Edwards, Mr and Mrs
T. Cohen, Mrs J. Stanton, Mr and Mrs Charles Ranson,
Miss Prosser, Mr and Mrs J. J. Holland, Mr and Mrs E.

Mahoney, Mrs B. Holmwood, Miss Harris, Mrs J. H.

Smith, Mr John Briscoe, Mrs Briscoe, Mr H. Brown

(German Consul), and Mrs Brown, Miss <‘oates, and

the following gentlemen: — Captain Guthrie (A.D.C.
to Lord Onslow), Captain Rupert Leigh (A.D.C. to Lord

Jersey), Lieut. Abdy (H.M.S. Tauranga), Messrs Batger,
C. Arnold, J. E. and E. Yates, James Russell, A. S. Russell,
M. Niccol, Napier, W. Kelly (M.H.R.), F. Lawry (M.H.R),
J. Mowbray, W. McCullough, H. Eyre, Kenny, Johansen

(Danish Consul), E. W. Alison (Mayor of Devonport), C.

Atkin (Chairman of Hospital and Charitable Aid Board), T.
Buddle, A. S. Aldrich, J. H. Witheford, J. M. Sliera

(M.H.R.), James Hardie, R. K. Garlick, H. Rees George,
A. Clarke, J. D. Connolly (United States Consul), C. F.
Bourne, J. M. Brigham, J. Carroll (M.H.R.), M. A. Clarke,
P. A. Philips (Town Clerk), Arthur Masy (Belgian Consul),
C. F. Fearing, C. A. La Roche, W. J. Courtney, L. Ehren-

fried, T. Hodgson, W. Gorrie, F. W. Lawry, T. Garrard,
R. F. Luks, A. Porter (Chairman of Chamber ofCommerce),
R. Warnock, T. Hodson, Higgins, R. Struthers,
J. Trenwith, R. Udy, H. Worthington, W. S. Laurie,
Skeats, Paymaster Matthias (H.M.S. Tauranga), Mr W.

E. Hackett, Dr. Dawson, Colonel De Quincy, Dr. Walker,
Hon J. B Whyte, Lieutenant Stuart (H.M.S. Tauranga),
Dr. W. R. Erson, Dr. Bayntum, Captain H. F. Anderson,
Rev. Shirley W. Baker, Inspector- Broham. Yon will

see that we were well-supplied with medical men, in

case our feelings proved too much for us (ladies) or the
champagne, for the sterner sex. You don’t want a resume

of the speeches, do you
’ As soon as women manage these

things, I can assure you that the speeches will be decidedly
lighter and shorter than they areat present. But I must not

digress. I forgot to tell you that we presented atestimonial
—I mean a handsome illuminated address to the Governor,
which, unlike most illuminated addresses, possesses merits

as an intrinsic work of art. The designs, which are all ori-

ginal, have been cariied out with extreme care and fidelity.
The whole address is engrossed in colour on vellum, the

golden initials of the earl’sname being very handsomely and

boldly designed and illuminated in 15th century style.
After the luncheon was happily disposed of, the Vice regal
party made their way to Government House, which, with

the adjoining streets, was besieged by a crowd of loyal
sightseers. About half-past four a grand procession was
formed to proceed down to the wharf. Seventeen carriages,
followed by sixty of the Grammar School boys, made an

imposing spectacle, headed by the Garrison Band playing
some appropriate airs, the first being, ‘ Then You’ll Remem-
ber Me.’ The hundreds of spectators closed in behind the
school boys, until, when the wharf was reached, thousands

of people were gathered together, the cheering en route

being continuous. A strong guard of honour escorted the

carriages containing His Excellency, Lady Onslow, with
Lord Hnia on her knee, the Mayor and Mrs Crowther, and

Ladies Jersey and Galloway, Hon. I’. A. Buckley, Captain
Rupert Leigh, and the Ladies Gwendoline and Dorothy
Onslow in white dresses and hats, Captain Guthrie, the
Town Clerk, and the Under-Secretary, Mr G. S. Cooper, to

theS.S. Mararoa lying at the end of the wharf. A carpeted
gangway had been prepared, and the Mayor and Mrs
Crowther escorted the travellers on board. The cheering
was tremendous as the large steamer moved slowly away,
and Lord and Lady Onslow repeatedly bowed their acknow-

ledgements of the sincere compliments and good wishes
showered on them.

Let us now go on board the Tauranga, where a large and

fashionable crowd is assembled. I see Mrs Morrin, in black ;
Mrs Moss-Davis, looking charming in a handsome pink
lustre, black bonnet with pink roses ; Miss Moss-Davis,
simple white muslin, with a very becoming hat of white,
chiffon and grapes trimming it; Mrs T. Morrin, looking un-

usually well in white Liberty silk prettily garnished
with chiffon, black hat relieved with pink flowers;
Miss Fenton with her sister, Mrs Hope-Lewis, dressed in

navy serge with white spots; Miss Wilkie, in blue; Mr
and Mrs Bloomfield ; Mr and Mrs James Russell, the latter
in a handsome black silk dress trimmed with white, black

bonnet with white feathers ; Mr
and Mrs Dignan ; Mrs Allen
Kerr - Taylor and her eldest

daughter; Mr Aekland (Christ-
church) ; Mrs Earle, in black,
accompanied by her daughter ;

Miss Macdonald, who was

dressed in grey, with a pink
rose-bud covered bonnet ; Mrs
Lewis’ dress, I forgot to
tell you, had a deep cieam

lace flounce round the bodice ;
Messrs Clarke (who has just
returned from his holidays,
and looks more « la moilc than

ever), Aldriger, T. William-
son, Philson, etc., etc. We

greatly enjoyed the refreshing
lea so liberally provided, but
our first attention was due
to the departing Mararoa. 1
cannot tell you, how very
entrancing the spectacle was.

In the centre the noble
steamer moving, as conscious
of its restrained power, in un-

usual slowness ; on its upper
deck Lord and Lady Onslow,
holding up the little New-
Zealander, Lord lluia, to bid a

long faiewell to his native land ;
beside them two fair little

girls, intensely interested in the

salute of seventeen guns with
which the Tauranga notifiedour

little world that Lord Onslow

had finally left the Queen-street
wharf. Round the steamer the white-winged yachts
glided gracefully like cloudlets in the blue vault of

heaven, ninety of them accompanying the Mararoa to
the North Head, where they skilfully turned and

came back up the harbour. I cannot possibly tell

you how many rowing boats there were ; they were

marshalled in two lines each side of the steamer (the
yachts beyond them) and kept abreast of her to
the North Head. A dozen steamers filled with passengers
some of them being chartered by private parties, steamers

belonging to the Ferry Company, the Government torpedo
launch, with various other craft, formed a unique escort on

the quietly dancing) and smiling waters of our beautiful

Waitemata. It might have been a welcome instead of a

farewell, with the cheers, and bands, and guns, and general
enthusiasm. The weather was perfect, the Westering sun no

longer burning us with the heat of the middle of the day
and early afternoon. The breeze was just right, the crowds

on the wharves, Emily Place, and, indeed, on every coign of

vantage, happy and demonstrative, and our late Governor

and party very appreciative.
But I must tell you the last news of Lord Onslow's New-

Zealand farewell. This took place at Russell, our coaling
station, you know. The natives were all agog to also say-
good-bye to the Governor, who, as they declared, had taken

a greater personal interest in them than any other represen-
tative of the Queen. They took the party ashore, the
Countesses of Jersey and Galloway accompanying them.

A war dance was performed, ami very much approved of.
The Maori women were charmed with little Hum, and pre-
sented him with a handsome greenstone attached to a

ribbon, and a beautiful Maori mat. The chiefs sent many-
messages to the Queen by Lord Onslow. Won’t it be
fun when he goes home, and instead of kissing his

sovereign's hand as per usual, says, * Madam, allow me

to show you how we do it in Maoriland !' Then they will
rub noses ! Tableau. I have no doubt since sniitl taking
has gone out that the idea will be quickly followed all
round. The Vice regal party had lunch on the Ringarooma,
which is at Russell, andreturned tothe Mararoaquite asmuch
pleased with the black as with the white subjects' farewell.
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ERNEST HARRINGTON'S REWARD.

BY THOMAS COTTLE, REMUERA, AUCKLAND.

AUTHOR OF ‘FRANK MELTON’S LUCK.

CHAPTER V.

MAGGIE GIVES DICK A LESSON IN PARROT-SHOOTING—THE

SEARCH FOR THE MANIAC.

A
.T this juncture a hungry kaka flew into the

dense branches of the tree above them and
jllxg commenced its evening meal. A berry dropped

-y ?BssK|fy at Maggie’s feet. To seize her gun was the
work of a moment, then standing on the spot

VIX where the berry had fallen, her practised eye
pierced the interstices of the thick dark green
foliage, and descried the brown plumage and

busily-engaged beak of the bird as it pecked
at the ripe berries far overhead. Notwith-

standing thefact that her hand shook from her

late struggle with herself, the bird fell fluttering to the

ground, badly wounded and uttering piteous cries. She
didnot stoop to pick it up, nor did she attempt to put itout
of its pain, but quickly reloaded the empty barrel. Dick

ran forward to secure the bird.

* Let it lie,’ she exclaimed, ‘its cries will attract others.

■Get your gun ready. We shall have some sport now.’

She was right. From all quarters with swiftly swirling
Hight and angry grating shrieks came wheeling overhead
dozens of sympathising comrades, ready to light or die, if

need be, in its defence. And in truth death was thereward
meted out by a rattling hail of shot from the two guns to

many of them for their instinctive devotion. The screeches
of the dying only added to the furious disregard of danger
of the survivors. The bags were at length filled, and the

carnage ceased.

‘ There you see, Master Dick, if you had despatched that

bird we might have missed the chance of all these. Did

you never try that dodge before ?’

‘ < >h, yes, often, when we weie out prospecting, and it was

my week to be cook and provide for the camp, but I must
sav I always considered it cruel slaughter, not sport. It’s

all very well for pot-shooting. I hardly expected, I must

admit, to see one of your sex adopt it.’
* Ah, well, mine is all pot-shooting, as you call it. I

would never shoot for sport. Both brother and father are

very fond of kakas and pigeons, and I have so little time
for shooting, I cannot afford to lose such a splendid chance
of bountifully replenishing my larder. I supposeit is cruel
as you say, but one sees so much cruelty in Nature that
one gets hardened, and is apt to ask what does one little
bit more matter? Does not God allow thousands—nay,
myriads of the animals He has created, to die lingering
deaths of agony from wounds inflicted on one another in

fights? He does not trouble to cut short their fearful

sufferings by so much as one weary moment. Why, then,
need we care ? We are not allowed to shorten the life of
one of our suffering brothers or sisters, even when they beg
and implore us to do so, because every moment is a hell of
torture to them ! No ; that would be murder ! Why, then,
need we be so very particular to do so in the caseof animals
if it suits us for any reason to do otherwise? What have
they done to deserve such consideration—such an incalcul-
able advantage over us ?’

Dick did not know, nor did he care to inquire particularly
into the matter, so he quickly changed the subject into a

more agreeable channel, and spent a very pleasant after-
noon, even although he did not get the nap under the trees
that he proposed when he set forth. On his return to his
host’s hut the latter congratulated him on his well-filled
bag.

,* Yes, I have had good sport. Ido not know that I ever

enjoyed a day’s shooting more. This Gatlin’s River isn’t
half a bad spot after all. I’m not sure whether I won’t look
out for a farm here myself.’

* Do, old man. I should like nothing better than to see

you settle down near us. There are several places for sale
that might suit you.’

Dick did not reply. He did not feel quite comfortable.
Notwithstanding the arguments which he had advanced to
quiet .Maggie’s scruples, he felt that he had behaved very
scurvily to his old friend. The fact that many other men
would have done the same did not comfort him. He had
always prided himself on his nice sense of honour, and it
cut him to the quick when he reflected that he could do so
no longer.

*******

Three years passed by, and we find Dick married and
settled down on a large farm he had purchased in the dis-
trict. It was pointed out as a model. It is not difficult to
make a model farm if you have the means and the ability.
Dick had the former and his wife the latter. Her early
training stood her in good stead, and the farm owed much
to her careful supervision and suggestions. Dick knew
more about quartz reef and alluvial digging than crops and
cattle, but, unlike mankind in general, was very willing to
learn even from his wife.

Ernest was generally reported to have taken his loss much
better than could have been expected. But, after all, what
could report know about it? lie did not show much grief
or disappointment, but often the exertion of concealing a
trouble augments it tenfold. At first he made up his mind
to sell the farm and leave the district, but after due consi-
delation he abandoned the idea.

Maggie had been very humble before him when she ac
knowledged her defalcation. She laid great stress on the
point that she was deceived in her own sensations, other-
wise she would never have deceived him ; that she had not
won his affections for pastime, and then Hung them ruth-
essly from her as many do ; but that in her heart she

honestly believed at the time that it was real love she felt

tor him Her heartfelt pity for him somewhat eased the

blow, as being single minded and truthful himself, he be-
lieved every word she told him, and they parted friends.

To Dick he told ais mind in a few words, to which Dick
listened abashed, not attempting defence, seeing that he

was rather short of it. ‘ You might have left me to my
happiness, Dick,’he said, ‘and gone elsewhere—you who

could pick and choose where you pleased. It was cruel of

you, very cruel. I would to God it had been anyone but

my old mate who had dealt me this blow ! But it is done,
and I must bear it as best I may. Be kind to her, Dick,
and do your best to make her life as bright as she deserves
it should be. • You owe it to me to do that as well as to her.
If any harm should come to her through you, you will have

me to reckon with. But, pshaw ! what avail threats ’

You could not possibly ill-treat her loving her as you say

you do.’
‘ 111-treat her ! I’d sooner cut of!my right hand ! God

bless you, old man, for taking it all so kindly. Remember
always though that I used no artifices to draw her love

away from you. I did not stealher from you. I merely
took what she could not help giving. Still Ido not justify
myself overmuch. I acknowledge that I ought to have left
the district directlyI saw what might be, but I miscalcu-
lated my powers, and hers too, perhaps, till it was too late.’

‘ That will do, Dick. I’d rather dismiss the subject,’ said

poor Ernest, turning abruptly away.
He watched anxiously for a time to see if Maggie was

happy in her new life, and was compelled to admit to him-

self that she was. It was very evident that she loved her
husband more dearly than she could ever have loved him.

This consoled him somewhat; for if they could not both be
happy, it was surely well thatone should be, he reasoned,
thus vainly trying to reason away his ■ grief. But it
stubbornly refused to be so summarily dismissed. It oft
times came back forcibly to its old quarters, especially
when he happened to meet his old sweetheart with her hus-

band. Still, strange as it may appear, he preferred this
occasional renewal of his trouble to the obviously easy
escape from it by leaving the district and never setting eyes
on the fair lady again. He could not divest himself of a

curious presentiment that he might yet be of great service
to Maggie at somefuture time. In what manner he had not
the slightest idea.

There was also another reason for remaining where he
was. While paying his attentions to Maggie, he had with
his considerate, kindly manner greatly endeared himself to
the rest of her family. They liked him much better than
they did the careless, easy-going and somewhat selfish Dick,
and after his rejection they often allowed him to see that
they deeply regretted Maggie’s conduct, and wished
she had remained true to him. Although Dick pro-
vided his wife with the means to pay a man to work
on her father’s farm as Ernest had proposed doing,
Ernest undoubtedly did much more. His wise counsel
and ready assistance at any hour, day or night, either by
the bedside of the invalids or in the bush after cattle, were

always at their service. At odd hours he assisted greatly
in clearing and fencing a large paddock for the milking
cows, thereby saving infinite labour hunting them up night
and morning in the bush, and increasing materially their
milk-producing powers. It was he who kept the wages man

up to the mark ; it was his ingenuity that constructed a

handy go-cart, whereby Davie could cast aside for a time
his crutches and propel himself along the smoothest of the
roads in the vicinity. But it would take far too much space
to record all the advantages the Martins reaped from their
friendship with Ernest.

Andso time wore on. Hard work is an excellent specificfor trouble. It is ‘ the labour we delight in ’ which physics
pain. That sort of labour, however, is sometimes scarce.
With many of ns in truth very few descriptions of toil come
under that category, and those few are not always obtain-
able. Still, the other sort—that for which we have no in-
ordinate affection—is far better than none. Ernest was

lucky in this respect. There were any quantity of acres of
primeval forest on his section which required clearing, and
bushfelling was his delight. He went in, he would tell
you, for the science of the thing. See how carefully he
chooses his axe from the easeful at the store. Its weight
must be right to an ounce ; the handle must have exactly
the correct amount of swing in it. There are perhaps
two in the whole case which please him: the rest
he would hardly take at a gift. Fortunately, the store-
keeper has other customers who are not so particular
and could not discern a shade of difference in the
tools. As he enters the bush with his axe in his hand
to commence the new clearing which he has planned for the
season’s operations of himself and man, Ernest pausesawhile and reflects. Here before him stands a mighty forest
which has withstood for centuries the dread forces of nature
—the blinding storm, the blasting lightning, the raging
tempest. But to what avail ’ It is undeniably and majesti-
cally grand, but it cumbers the earth, and therefore it must
go. In a few short weeks with the keen little tool in his
hand he will level it to the ground where it will lie a
tangled mass of broken dead wood, hoary trunks, tender
saplings, and scrubby undergrowth mingled together in the
general destruction, till the time shall come when dried
and withered, he deems it fit for burning. A good breeze is
blowing. The match is struck ; a tiny tlame arises which
in a moment or two the wind fans into a raging and terrible
contlagration. Flames leap up amid showers of meteor-like sparks, till they are lost in the lurid pall of smoke
overhead. The roar and crackle, as they curl their scorching
tongues round the objects before them, are appalling. In
front is a wall of quivering, all devouring fire, behind will
shortly be the blackness of desolation, smouldering stumps
and charred trunks too massive for consumption, alone

showing where once stood the evergreen luxuriance and
cool shades of New Zealand bush. Some people doubtless
would greatly deplore this devastating ruin, but Ernest did

not. He laughed gleefully io himselfas lie contemplated it.
To him it was no mournful sight. In its blackened heaps
of ashes he saw but the w ell prepared seed bed for the grass
and clover seed he meant to sow broadcast, which would
presently burst forth and transform the ruin of the bush into
a luxuriant grass paddock, producing succulent herbage and
ample sustenance for increased flocks and herds.

And truly Ernest’s way of looking at it was the better
one. It is everbest to work for and look forward to what

may be the bright outcome of present destruction. It is
awful to contemplate the time which is lost in mourning
and whining over what we regard as ruin, whether of our

own working or that of others. Our hopes in life are per-
chance shattered, it may be unavoidably, but what boots
grieving overmuch. The time will be so much better em-

ployed in sowing good seeds on the ashes—seeds sifted clear
of evil weeds ; then when the harvest comes, as come it
assuredly must, we may regard the past desolation with as
little concern as Ernest did the destruction of the bush.
My simile does not seem exactly to fit, but the lesson I seek
to teach from it is nearly as hard to beat as to learn. ‘lt
is as old as the hills,’ says one. True, but age has not
rusted it, and when you have learnt, and, what is more to
the point, applied all the old lessons, my dear reader, we

will try and teach you something new. But that will not
be just yet.

I do not pretend to say that Ernest dreamt of likening his
trouble to the work he had in hand, or that he reflected
that there might yet be for him, as for it, a blossoming
forth of smiling, sweet-scented verdure which would hide for
ever the ugly, ash-strewn surface—one which, perchance, he
would not for worlds exchange even for the pristine beauty
of the native bush. Still, the possibility was before him ;
but there was a proviso, the right seed must be sown.’
Would he stretch forth his arm to sow it, or would he with-
hold his hand, saying, • There can be in the future no good
thing for me.’ We have yet to see. Be this as it may, it
is very certain that this pet work of his prevented him from
thinking too much over his loss.

It will be remembered he was slight of stature and but
poorly endowed with physical strength, but he was, never-

theless, a splendid axeman. He possessed the knack, the
perfect swing of his axe, compared to which mere brute
force is as nought. The merry ring of its keen edge against
the hard grained timber was music to him. The resonant

creaking groan and crashing thud as the heartstrings
of a hoary big-limbed birch gave way, and it quivered,
tottered, and fell exactly as he had intended, knocking
down with it, like a row of nine pins, several others which
he had previously cut half through, thus economising labour
made him laugh gleefully. The scent of the flying, fresh-
cut chips was sweet in his nostrils. Life even without
Maggie was really not to be utterly despised after all; yet
with her it would have been But of this it was best
not to think.

About this time he had occasion to visit Dunedin on busi-
ness. He was absent some weeks, and on his return hewas

surprised and deeply pained to hear it currently reported
that Dick Porter had lately shown signs of being a little
queer in his head. That was the way the neighbours ex-

pressed it. It appeared that about a fortnight previously
he had been thrown from his horse, but was judged at the
time to be little or nouethe worse for the fall. Now, how-
ever, it was stated that the accident had left seriousresults.
As yet it was not deemed necessary to put him under re-
straint. A complete change was what the doctor recom-
mended, together with constant care and supervision.
Maggie was only waiting till Ernest returned to ask
him to secure someone to look after the farm, so that
she could carry out this recommendation by taking
a. ri P the North Island. It was reported that he occa-

sionally talked of suicide, and that Maggie never allowed
him out of her sight if she couldavoid it. Aneighbour had
at first been engaged to assist in watching him, but this so
irritated him that it was discontinued. Ernest soon found
a man to act as overseer at the farm, and everything was in
order for their departure on the proposed journey, which
was to take place in two days’ time. But suddenly news

r?u . th® settlement one evening that poor Dick had
eluded his wife’s vigilance by some means, and had been
missing since the morning. A few of the nearest neigh-
bours had been hunting for him, but had not found him.
It was too late to organize a regular search party that
m ght, but at daylight next morning every able-bodied man
ana boy in the settlement turned out. The ladies, it is
said, acted evenmore promptly, for not one of them, from
theyoungest to the oldest, retired to rest on the night they
received the intelligence without searching ever conceivable
and inconceivable erink and cranny of their respective
homes, in no way forgetting the weird and ghostly spacesbeneath their beds, but Dick was under none of them.

When Ernest first heard the news he was human or
heartless enough—which you will, it matters little—to feel
some sort of a sensation of pleasure at it. It flashed
through his mind that if the man had destroyed himself
a“ d, ™!e chances would appear ten to one that he had—-
might henot, after a decent period ofmourning had elapsed,

'°rt the sweet young widow in a manner which made
the blood dance in his veins even to contemplate. The

1 . 1 ca" .h*n’ l,y his ordinary name, and leave
others to invest him fulsomely with the rank and title of
majesty—the devil, I say, is popularly credited with put-ting such ideas into men’s heads when they happen to be
piematurely entertained, as in the present case. That
makes all the difference. With reliable evidence of his
successful rival s decease before him, Ernest’s ardent desireto administerconsolation to the poor widow at the cost of
his own freedom could not but be regarded asmeritorious in
the extreme (save perhaps by a few single girls, whose
opinions being prejudicial do not count), and far, verv far
from being an emanation from the evil one; but he had not
that reliable evidence. I might here remark, bv
the way, that, if the generally conceived opinion
quoted above is correct, the devil is about the hardest
worked old fellow of his age about. Whoever put this

*nto Ernest’s head, he very soon drove it outat all events temporarily, and was the most untiring and
energetic of the search party. He went first to the house
to gather every particular which might aid them in their
labours. The sight of the woman he still loved in her dire
distress, with her little onecrowing on her arm, unconscious
alike of his mother s sorrow and his father’s peril, would
have made a far worse man than Ernest vow within himself
to do his utmost to save the life of the man who was so
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necessary to her happiness—if so be that he was not yet
past all saving—even although it would assuredly be to the
further annihilation of his own.

The search proceeded. The day was dark and lowering.
The scene was sad and sombre. Grim horror was depicted
more or less on every face as they crashed through the rank
tlax and rapu that lined the swampy creek, which wound
its dull, sluggish coursedown adark valley a few miles from

the homestead, and probed with extemporised drags its

slimy bottom. The ever present ghostly fear that at any
moment they might bring to surface the sudden, distorted
remains of what was so short a time since a man in the

prime of life, and more than that, their comrade and their
friend, haunted them. This fear was intensified a hundred-
fold when, as was often the case, their clumsy tools became
entangled in a straggling root or dead niggerhead*. To
find him alive was more than the most sanguine dared hope.

Evening drew near. The creek had been dragged and re-

dragged. Every inch of the tangled underscrub in the dark
recesses of the bush near at hand had been thoroughly
searched, but no trace of the missing man could be dis-
covered.

CHAPTER VI.

IN THE DEAD OF NIGHT —A FEARFUL STRUGGLE.

Darkness set in, and the weary searchers departed to their

various homes, arranging to meet again at daylight. At

the distracted wife’s special request Ernest entered the

house ere he returned to his farm. He tried his best to

comfort her by assurances that he would yet restore to her
her husband alive. But his tearful eyes and broken tones,
which strive as he would, he could not control, prevented
the poor woman from taking consolation from his words,
for she knew thateven as he spoke he had no shred of hope.
She pressed him to take some refreshment, tor he had par-

taken of nothing since his early breakfast. He tried to

swallow a few mouthfuls, but it was no good. It choked
him. A crumb had gone down the wrong way, he said,
but it was not the bread. Pressing his old love’s hand, he

hurried from the house, and when fairly out in the dark
gloom of night, he sobbed as he had not done since he left

his mother’s knee twenty long years before. Should he

go home? No, he felt that he could not. There was one

direction in which no sufficient search had yet been made.
He would at least ride along that road before he returned
to his farm. He had ridden three or four miles when the

clouds which had obscured the sky all day suddenly
cleared off. The moon, until now scarcely visible, had
risen in all her calm, still beauty. Her silvery rays rested

alike on the dense foliage of the mighty forest and the
verdant clearings, lighting them up with an almost un-

earthly loveliness. At any other time Ernest would have
enjoyed the scene intensely, but now he was not in the

mood, nor had he time.

What was that dark spot in the centre of the clearing
away to his right? A charred stump ? No, for it moved

rapidly towards the bush. It was human. At that time
of the night, who in their senseswould venture into that
densely-timbered swampy bush ? No one! The tall figure
before him could not but be poor demented Dick. In the
twinkling of an eye Ernest threw himself from his horse,
for on foot he could take the shorter cut. The dark deep
creek which skirted the road was too wide a leap for the
best horse ever foaled. It was in flood, but a slender
stemmed tree had fallen across from bank to bank. The
centre of this frail apology for a bridge swung low, and

over it dashed the swiftly flowing turbulent water. Ernest
heeded it not, but dashed across. In his hurry and excite-
ment he performed the feat without a false step. In his
calmer moment he would not have attempted it for worlds.
Was it possible for him to reach the further side of that

clearing before the dark figure entered the bush and became
lost to his sight? He would strive his utmost. He did,
and overtook him on the very verge of the sombre-shadowed

forest.
As he had anticipated, it was Dick, but how pitifully,

woefully changed since he had last beheld him. He was

hatless ; his hair stood up in a tangled mass ; his eyes were

bloodshot, and starting almost out of their sockets ; they
glittered like sparks of fire in the dim light under the trees ;

his cheeks were sadly white, worn, and shrunken. One
hand was pressed wildly to his forehead, while the other

swung aimlessly at his side, as he strode along utterly re-

gardless whither he went. His mouth and beard were be-

spattered with a foul mass of foam ; his teeth chattered as

he ceaselessly muttered meaningless words, and his usually
neat attire hung from him in rags, besmirched with mud

and mire.

Ernest’s sensations may be better imagined than described

as he beheld bis old comrade and successful rival in such a

plight. He paused for a moment to consider what steps to

take. He had not tasted food all day, and was not aware

that the maniac had fasted twice as long. He knew that

Dick was by far the most powerful man of the two at any

time, and was now endued with the strength and despera-
tion of a madman. It was the dead of night. Dick had

not yet seen him. What should he do ? He was sorely
tempted in this weak moment to refrain from this fearful
encounter, which would haidly fail to end disastrously to

him. Not a soul could ever knovz hehad seen the madman.
Once in that murky bush the poor fellow would assuredly
never come out again alive. Old bushmen in broad day-
light and in their sober senses found it most difficult to re-

trace their steps when once in its wild swampy entangle-
ments, if the sun their usual guide, was not shining. A

more dangerous piece of bush could hardly be conceived, for

were there not in its wild mysterious depths hideous pitfalls
even for the wary, bottomless swamps of soft yielding mud

cunningly concealed by the rank overhanging masses of

surrounding vegetation ?

For the moment, of a truth, Ernest was sorely tried.

The attempt to save the maniac’s life appeared so utterly
hopeless, the danger to his own so plainly palpable, and the

devil-prompted thought of what this man’s death might
eventually mean to him, so vividly, temptingly clear. Yes,
he would yield. He turned aside to do so, when suddenly,
like a flash of light, there appeared to him, as it were, the

vision of an angel. With woe-stricken face and blinding
tears there seemed to stand before him in spirit the poor

madman’s wife, his own lost love, and the promise he bad

made her was instantly recalled to bis mind. He gave one

big, gulping sob, which shook his whole frame. His indeci-
* A swamp plant, which from its thick, black, fibrous stem, sur-

mounted by atuft ofcoarse gruss, has received this name.

sion was gone. He determined to save her husband or die
in the attempt. He cared little which now. Two or three
swift bounds brought him to Dick’s side.

* Hold on, old man,' he cried cheerfully. ‘lt’s too dark

to venture into that bush to-night. Come along home with

me and have a rest and a yarn. I’ve got a lot to tell you
about my trip to Dunedin.'

With one tierce swing of bis powerful arm Dick cast his

would-be preserver from him with a force which sent him

reeling to the ground. He had not recognised Ernest, nor

understood his words, but tramped on muttering to himself.
In no way dismayed by this repulse, the brave little man

picked himself up, and again following Dick, grasped his

hand to try and detain him. Dick turned furiously round
and raised bis arm to strike with all his cruel force the man

who thus dared to arrest his steps. Suddenly a sense of
who Ernest was seemed to come to him, and again clasping
his brow with his upraised hand, as it were to clear his

waudering brain, he strove to speak as of old. ‘ Ernie, old
man !’ he commenced ; the rest was but raving. The slight
spark of returning reason was already quenched. Again
casting off his pursuer as one he knew not, hehurried on

through the dark gloom of the thick forest, through which
no smiling ray of kindly moonlight could by any means

pierce. Ernest followed through scrub and swamp, through
thicket and morass. Weary, faint with hunger, and well-
nigh exhausted as he was, he pressed manfully onward,
though he well knew the chances were a thousand to one

they would not get out that night, even supposing they ever

did. Repeatedly he strove, by one means and another, to

check the madman’s headlong career, but he might as well
have tried to fly. Again and again he was hurled ruthlessly
aside by the superior strength of his self-constituted foe.
Ever and anon as they blundered on, pursuer or pursued
tripped and fell over fallen logs or protruding roots, but
only to rise again and pursue their reckless terrible course.

And now by the changed nature of the rank undergrowth,
which Ernest felt rather than saw, he knew that a horrible,
fathomless morass lay right in front of them. A few more

fierce stridesand Dick mustplunge headlong into its hideous
depths. The thick overhanging growth of matted vegeta-
tion on its precipitous brink would not stop him. He would
all the more determinedly crash through it, as he had

hitherto done through every other obstacle.
Again was Ernest sorely tempted to give up this seem-

ingly superhuman task, and allow the poor maniac by his
own unconscious act to abruptly end an existence which at

best could scarce fail to be a living death, aprolonged agony.
Would it not be in reality kindest for all parties that he
should do so? Dazed and sick at heart as he was with the
hopeless struggle, he thought that it would. He turned aside

that he should not see. He pressed his hand wildly to his
ears that he should not hear the dull splash of the foul
black waters as they closed round his old comrade. In
doing so once more before his aching eyes flashed that bright
halo, and in it he beheld again the pale, imploring, woeful

face, surpassingly beautiful, it seemed to him, even in its
abandonment of grief ; the glorious eyes bedimmed with

bitter tears, the wealth of glossy raven hair, free from its

bonds, shrouding the fair figure to the waist. It was a

magnificent personification of heartrending sorrow, a sight
to make angels weep. One moment, and it had vanished
into the thick darkness.

Ernest was not an angel. It affected him differently.
He turned sharply round, concentrated all his remaining
strength, overtook poor Dick, and with the bound of a tiger
was on his shoulder. The suddenness of this unexpected
onslaught brought the madman down on his back in the
tangle of prickly bush lawyers on the very verge of the
chasm. Ernest was under him, and well content to be
there, holding on like grim death to his adversary’s collar,
regardless of ought else. Dick made frantic but futile
efforts to rise. His mad yells of furious rage at being thus

baffled were terrific. The startled night birds added their
shrill cries, and the bush, usually silent as death at this
hour, re-echoed with a hellish discord.

Ernest held bravely on. If he could but shift his grasp so

as to temporarily choke the maniac there might be
some hope, but his position was as yet too cramped. It
was a struggle of life and death, with the chances a

hundred, nay, a thousand to one on the latter. The

giant strength of poor Dick, augmented by his mania-

cal fury, would have made short work of the wiry
little fellow if he could but have got at him ; but

he was still underneath, and there he meant to stay if it
were but possible. The slightest move in one direction

would hurl them both into what must inevitably be a

watery grave. The overhanging, slimy banks of the abyss
precluded all hope of escape to anyone once engulfed in its
cold oozy slime. Ernest had seen the spot in broad daylight,
and his dread of it was well-founded. He never for a

moment now hoped to leave it alive ; but his presence of

mind did not desert him.

There was now another brief glimmer of reason and co-

herency in Dick’s fury. He wildly accused the man who

was risking bis life to save him, of a wicked desire to
murder him and marry his widow, and, as he did so, he gave
another frantic struggle to free himself which caused him to

hang right over the hellish hole. Another fierce tempta-
tion assailed the poor little fellow to let go his hold. In

any case he could but retain it for a very few moments.

The pain in the strained muscles of his arms was fast grow-

ing intolerable; his endurance was all but exhausted.

There was no hope of saving his old comrade now. It

was but to unclasp his hand to avoid being dragged
in also, and all would be over. Not a soul could

blame him. There was no help for it. But wait—-

what is that? Eor the third time that sweet, sad

face appeared, and for the third time our hero put forth

almost superhuman effort. The madman’s screams and

struggles simultaneously and suddenly ceased. Ernest had
attained his object. The man was half strangled and tem-

porarily senseless. He still lay on his preserver, but was

limp, and to all appearance lifeless. Ernest lost no time in

creeping from under him and rolling him to a safe distance

from the horrible hole. It was no light task for a man

thoroughly worn out, but it was achieved. Dick soon re-

covered consciousness, and now Ernest tried another plan.
By himself feigning madness, and by teasing the half-stupi-
tied, but wholly subdued man into pursuing him, he was

lucky enough to get him safely out oi the bush and back to

his home. It was sheer luck he afterwards atliimed. By
his own knowledge or skill no man could have extricated
himself from such a bush as that at dead of night, for by
this time the moon had set, therefore no guidance could be
obtained by securing a glimpse of her now and again.

As they neared the house Dick sank down from sheer ex-

haustion, and Ernest hastened on to secure aid and inform
the poor wife that he had kept the promise so rashly and

hopelessly given. He had brought back to her her husband
alive. They speedily had poor Dick safely housed. And
truly Ernest had his reward. To see the sorrow-stricken

expression on the face he had loved so well turn to one of

great joy and gratitude to the brave preserver of her hus-
band s life : to see her tears of bitter woe turn to those of
glad thankfulness ; and to hear her murmur amid them the

simple bnt fervent prayer, ‘God for ever bless you, my
noble fellow,’ was enough, Ernest felt, nay, more than
enough to compensate him for all he had undergone.

Dick was forthwith taken to the asylum at Dunedin,
where two eminent medical men, after careful examination,
due deliberation, and a lengthy consultation, pronounced
him to be insane. There was something about his case,
however, which evidently puzzled them. It was unparal-
leled in their experience. Yet they found words unpro-
nounceable enough to explain the peculiar nature of the
malady to one another’s satisfaction if not comprehension,
while the uninitiated, as Ernest afterwards said, had to
‘ stand off the grass.’
It could not have been much more than three months

after Dick was taken to Dunedin that two of the young
damsels whose gambols I described in an early chapter, but
with whom we have not since had to do, were standing
chatting together opposite the old wooden building which
bore the title of the Catlin’s River Hotel. After failing
utterly in their attempt on poor Ernest, they succeeded in
drawing two young men, who were engaged at the saw
mills not far from the township, out of their selfish shells of
bachelorhood, and on the night in question were vainly en-

deavouring to draw them out of the hotel. That one last
glass had yet tobe discussed, and everyone whoknows any-
thing at all about it is aware that it takes longer to dispose
of than a dozen ordinary ones. The girls had in noway im-

6roved in dress or appearance since their maiden days.
Lather the reverse in fact. They beguiled the weary hour

of waiting by talking over Mrs Porter’s trouble, after having
duly discussed their own, past, present, and to come, parti-
cularly- the latter.

‘ I always said there was something queer about Dick
Porter,’said one.

‘ There was a wild look about his eyes
that used to scare me. If Maggie hadn’t been such a hard-

working, stick-at-home little idiot, she’d never have been
taken by his Hash manner. I don’t envy her her fine match
that they all talked so much about. Though I detested the

girl, because she seemed to look down on us, I can't help
pitying her. It must be awful for a woman to be married
to a lunatic. They say he’s avery bad case, and that he’ll
never getout of the ’sylum. Brought on by drink, I heard
too. They say he used to soak at home. Not like our

men do, have a bust, and then have done with it.’
As a matter of fact she had never uttered a word regard-

ing any peculiarity in Dick, and would have given her ears
to have stood at the altar in Maggie’s place. Her com-

panion knew it, but having herself entertained a similar
ambition, and being also disposed to ignore it, she allowed
the statement to pass unchallenged. In fact, on Dick’s first

appearance this feeling became quite infectious amongst
the marriageable girls in the district, and notonly amongst
them, but two or three eligible widows were also afflicted.
Their sufferings, though considerable, were borne for the
most part in silence, but very few caring to own that they
were martyrs to the epidemic. But lam digressing. Let
us listen.

* I quite agree with you in all except about Dick’s drink-

ing ; that was only a wicked lie (as indeed it was). I pity
poor Maggie, though, more than I can say. But it was her
own fault. If she’d mixed up with us girls in those days
we’d have put her up to a thing or two, and taken care she
wasn’t a prey to the first handsome fellow that came along.
Ofcourse she’s well off, but what amount of money would
make up for being bound for life to a lunatic who’s mewed

up in a 'sylum’ What do you get married for if it isn’t to
have a man about when you want anything done. I’d just
like to know ? Men have all got their faults. Yours and
mine get on the booze sometimes, as you say, but then we

have the satisfaction of knowing they’re sane, ami of having
them with us ; while she only sees her precious Dick once
in a blue moon, and only through a grating at that. That
there divorce law ought to be altered so as a poor woman
could get married again if her man goes mad, same as it is
in Ameriker, I hear, for what use is a lunatic to a woman
I’d like to know? You’re tied to him and can’t get another,
if you want to ever so; not by good rights leastways. It
would have been tentimes better for her if he’d died right off.
She made a lot of fuss about Ernest’s bravery in saving him
that time, but that was all my eye. But what a ninny he
was to do it! Some men are such idiots ! Why if he’d had
the sense to let Dick drown himself, as they say he tried his
best to do, there’d have been the widow and that fine farm
right into his hands, for whatever she said, I always did be-
lieve she loved Ernest best, but married Dick for his money.
And this is a judgment on her, no doubt, poor thing !’

TO BE CONTINUED.

THE MAN IN THE MOON.

The Man in the Moon looked down, looked down.
As he went sailing over town,
And spied a snug retreat and dark.
Beneath a yew-tree in a park,

(>h, dear.
Why did he smile so broad and queer?
There was a bench beneath the tree.
And on it sat not one nor three.
And yet he peered the branches through
To be quite certain there were two.

Well, well,
Such tales the Man in the Moon could tell I

He sent a silver shaft of light
Straight through the vague and lying night :
It Hashed athwart two eyes upturned.
And two with love and youth that burned—

Alack,
And these were blue and those were black.

And then the Man in the Moon sailed paat
Across the heavens wild ami vast;
And though he smiled, he did not look

Again into that leafy nook,
< th, oh.

He sees so much that's queer, you know !
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A Trip to the South Seas.

BY BERTHA V. (HIRING.

(ILLUSTRATED BY MARY B. DOBIE.)

HE houses are often built on a bank faced with

stones in this way. The inside was very

beautifully finished with a great deal of ela-

borate work in ‘ sinnet ’ (plaited cocoa nut

fibre). We were alarmed at seeing sparks
Hying about its thatched roof one evening till
we found they were fire-flies. We went after

luncheon to see their majesties Thakombau,
.ttcs."8,

or "The Vunivalu ’ (the Root of War), and

his wife, Andi I.itia (Lydia). Here they are

with a favouritegrandchild, Andi Thakombau,
such a pretty, bright-eyed little thing. Her mother was a

Tongan. Her Majesty Andi Litia was enormously fat.
We were regaled with very delicious cocoa-nuts, a small

kind which are thought
a special delicacy for

drinking. Thakombau
expressed great in-

terest in us, and was

surprised at the inde-

pendent way in which

we two sisters tra-

velled about together.
Next morning we left
for Levuka before 8 in

the boat belonging to
Mr Langham, the

Wesleyan missionary.
He and his wife were

in Levuka, or we

should have gone to
them. We had break-

fast on board at 9—tea,
a loaf of bread, and a

tin of preserved meat.

As salt had been
forgotten we used sea - water, of which there was

certainly no lack. It was very hot in the middle of

the day, and we baled sea water over our heads to cool
them. Winds failed and were contrary, so that we didn’t

reach Waitovu (Mr Chalmers’ house) till 5 o’clock, by which
time we were famished, and had eaten half a tin of jam
alone, the only edible left in the boat after breakfast was

over. The last two hours were pleasant, as the sky was

overcast, and we were not very tired, although we had had

over nine hours in an

open boat. 1 forgot to

say that we also called
onThako m b au ’ s

daughter, Andi Kuila,
in Mban. She was

Mbeni's mother—a fine-

looking and very
pleasant woman.

We spent a week with
Mrs Chalmers, who pro-
vided all sorts of amuse-

ments for our benefit.

On < fctober 15th we re-

turned to Nasova, where

Sir Arthur Gordon was

re-established. Captain
Knollys, his A. D. C.,
and Mr Arthur Gor-

don, one of his secretaries, came for us in the Nasova
gig, a canoefollowing for our luggage, insteadof having, as

at Home, a brougham for oneself and a cab for one's portman-
teau. Not having yet been in a Fijian sailing canoe, we

were ambitions to do so, so sent our luggage by the brough-
am, getting into the cab ourselves. We had an exciting
sail, as the canoewas small, and the breeze abrisk one, and
two of the crew had to sit on the thama or outrigger to

keep us from upsetting. They talk of a one, two, or three

man breeze, according to the number it is necessary to put
on the 1 thama.’ Lady Gordon had not returned with the

Governor, so we were the

only women folk at Nasova,
though the home was full,
as Sir Arthur had brought a

number of young men out
with him to take different ap-
pointments. We had a very
pleasant an<l merry time of it,
with plenty of tennis ami

boating. (fne day we allwent
out to the reef in a canoe,
ami pottered about for ever so

long grubbing for strange
beasts and shells.

The day after ourarrival His
Excellt*no.v liimlp mi mLlrouu

uAvviii.uvy

iiiauc: till
to the Levuka people and a number of planters in the dining-
hall. M. and 1 sat in one of the galleries, hidden by the
tappa, but able to see and hear everything. For the big
dinner party we managed to smarten our white frocks with
scarves, etc, of the lace like tappathat had been tinted with
smoke from the refuse of sugar cane. The natives make it
very pretty in this way, shaded from pale gold to deep
brown, but it smells decidedly smoky.

On October 20th all assembled at an early breakfast and
saw us off* from the Nasova wharf for the armed Constabu-
lary camp in Viti Levu. Mr Le Hunte, Mr Marriott, M.
ami 1 formed the party. We had a smart little decked
cutter of 10 tons, called ‘ Na Vulori ’ (autjlice • The Flora’).

She belonged to the Roko of Mba, in Viti Levu, and had a

crew of eight Fijians, so with Mr Le Hunte’s two native

servants, Zekonia and Samuela, we numbered fourteen on

board. At first we thought the latter was a nickname, it
sounded so like ‘ Sam Weller,’ but found it was the Fijian

way of sounding Samuel. Like the Italians, all theirnames

end with a vowel. We coasted along the other side of the
island of Ovalau, which is very beautiful. Some of the

scenes were like a fine well-timbered park. We had lun-
cheon on board, and about 4.30 arrived off a small island

inhabited by Mr Leefe and his family, who took us in and

hospitably treated us. Before dinner we walked to the
top of a hill, where we had a fine view of the surrounding
islands, coral sands, belts of cocoa-palms, and anexquisite
sunset. The Leefe's had a piano in their house, and
we had a musical evening. Next morning we were

off again at eight o’clock, having a slight breakfast
of bread and fruit on the verandah before starting, and

a second one on board later. Even in an open boat
a Fijian will always give one a cup of hot tea. They
carry a box with some earth at the bottom, in which they
have their fire and boil the ‘billy.’ We coasted along
Viti Levu with fine views of itand distant islands, finally
reaching the Mba River, up which we slowly drifted. We

passed another cutter with Mr Chalmers and his son, and a

Mr Eastgate on board, so sent them an invitation to dinner,
which they accepted, and we had a merry meal on deck by
moonlight. We reached the town of Mba by nine o’clock,
it being some miles up the river of the same name, and

went to the Koko’s house, where we sat for some time drink-
ing yanggona. We were then taken to a fine Mbure, where
we were left for the night with a native woman to take care

of us. We were up early next day, as usual, and not hav-
ing had our morning tea or coffee became very impatient for
breakfast, and hailed Mr Marriott with joy when he came to
take us to have it with the Koko’s wife. It was a very
good as well as a novel one, being, with the exception of

coffee, biscuits, and marmalade, entirely Fijian. First we

had fish-soup,which we drank out ofcocoanutshells, and very
good itwas; then fish, yams, bread-fruit, crabs, and boiled
unripe bananas, finishing with loti, a dish composed of

mashed bananas, mami-apples (which grow on the screw-

pine), and grated cocoanut, mixed with milk squeezed from
the latter, all boiled together and served hot. We thought
it very delicious.

We spent the day in our big Mbure, which was the Court-
house, with Mr Marriott, having several visitors, amongst
others some Fijian damsels, who flirted with Samuela and
Zekonia when they brought our luncheon. Mr Le Hunte

and Mr Eastgate were busy all day over their magisterial
duties. Mr Eastgate’s district was on Vanua-levu (big
land), and he and Mr Le Hunte met here expecting a
number of men to be brought for trial from a group of
islands called the Yasawas, about forty miles off. We
dined at the Koko’s house. Awhole turtle lying on banana
leaves in a huge basket was placed before Mr Marriott.
His face of utter dismay thinking he was expected to carve
itwas perfectly delicious, but mercifully it was only meant

to be looked at, and was a gift to the party. A man after-
wards cutitup and thecrew of the cutter had it. An alder-
man would have fainted at the way it was hacked.

The Fijians make a rough and picturesque-lookingpottery.
Some is a jtorcelaine au feu, and they cook food in it.

They cook in the underground oven, according to my
former description, also in these pots, some being of great
size. They use them too for holding water, etc.

As the men from Yasawa didn’t turn np, it was decided

that we should goto look for them, andat the same time see
the lovely group of islands of that name, there being some

fine caves in one of them. Accordingly we embarked that

evening and dropped down the river so as to be ready to
start the first thing in the morning. It was a little em-

barrassing to meet the very men on our way down, but we

could not then disappoint ourselves so much as to turn back,
so held on our course, they being told to await our return.

We had a meal on deck under an awning, as it rained

slightly, after which M. and I were left in possession of the

Vulori for the night. Mr Eastgate had joined our party
and took Mr Le Hunte and Mr Marriott to his own cutter,
the Kathleen. We were up at 5.30 next morning, improvis-
ing a bath with buckets of water on deck behind a blanket
screen. Soon after we were dressed Mr Marriott boarded us

with the crew, and we hurl up the anchors and made a

start, coming up with the Kathleen and another cutter

which had come down during thenight, and then, alas I we

all stuck fast on a mudbank. Mr Eastgate and Mr Le

Hunte joined us, and then began an exciting scene. The
natives jumped overboard, and after much shoving, poling,
and great exertions on all sides the fleet got fairly under-
way, and we sailed merrily before a brisk breeze. We had
both breakfast and luncheon on board, and at 5 o’clock
anchored offalovely native town ononeof theYasawas. The
last part of the way bad been amongst many islands,
passing exquisite bays, the luxuriant vegetation coming
down to the golden coral sands which edged the shores and

the waters perfectly clear. A native magistrate had
landed onanother part of this island, and we found onehouse

ready for us, with fresh mats laid down, and another for
our three friends.

This gives a good idea of the places we visited in this

group of islands. Each day we anchored off a different one.

The two cutters are the Vulori and the Kathleen, and this

native town rejoiced in the name of Matathawalevu. In

one place we found a very primitive kind of lamp, simply
pieces of cocoanut set alight upona large stone. We carried

lamps, candles, beds, food, etc., etc., with us just as we did
when travelling with Mr Carew. Our own luggage con-

sisted, as usual

when travelling,
of the two
bundles done up
in waterproof
sheets and the
faithful black

bag, which you
will find is gener-
ally a conspicu-
ous object in any
sketches of our

belongings.

This is a morn-

ing scene, in
which Mr Mar-
riott has been

amusing him-
self, as he often
did, by jumping
off the cutter
and swimming
about it.

I have never,
I believe, men-

tioned theFijian
salutation,
namely, ‘Sa
andra,’ which

means
• You are

awake, ’ ‘Sa
mothe ’ being
used for good-
bye, and mean-

ing • You are

asleep. ’ ‘ Saka ’
does for either

‘ sir ’or ‘ma’am,’
and *Io Saka ’
called from a

distance
sounded not un-
like its English

equiv a lent,
Yes, sir,’ especially as the Fijians, like the Maoris,
have a way of almost dropping the last syllable. In

consequence of this, English people will speak of Viti
Lev, instead of Viti Leva, which is both unmusical and in-
correct. But to return to the Yasawas. This is the finest
island of that group, and is called Yasawa-i-lau. We called
it ‘ The Arthur’s Seat of the Pacific.’ It isuninhabited,
except by thousands of flying foxes, and full of marvellous
caves, some containing very wonderful and beautiful
stalactites and stalagmites. We sailed to it early one

morning, and while some of the men prepared breakfast on
the shore, went off to a cavern near. We approached it

through a dark narrow passage, after which the scene

that burst upon our view was the more amazing—-
a huge lofty cavern, indeed, we could see no top.
The light streamed from above, showing us the rocky
walls with beautiful arches in places, and bright green
water at the bottom, of great depth and quite clear,
so that when the men began swimming and diving in it

their every movement was visible. The scene was most
extraordinary, and the natives made a great yelling and
hallooing. They climbed up the rocky walls and took
headers (also * footers,’ for somewent feet foremost in pre-
ference) from high ledges and pinnacles. Our three friends
could not resist following them, and knowing they had dry
clothes at hand, were soon divingand swimming also. They
were able to penetrate into further caverns through pas-
sages under water, like that described in Byron’s ‘ The
Island,’ and we could hear the voices dying away in the
distance. We sat on a ledge of rock (vide the left-hand

corner of this sketch, which, however, gives little idea of
the beauty and marvels of the place), and felt much tanta-
lized, longing to explore further ourselves. We at last tore
ourselves away and went tobreakfast,and foundthat Mr East-
gate, with kind forethought, had arranged for some men to
come in acanoewith thenecessary ingredients and apparatus
for brewing a dish of loti, such as we had at Mba, and here
they are in their alfresco kitchen. It was cooked in a

*

go-
ashore.’ They stirred it with a stalk from the cocoa-palm,helped it with a ladle formed out of a cocoa-nut-shell fixed
on a bamboo, and served it in banana leaves on mats of

THAKOMBAU.

(Ex - King of Viti.)

ANDI LITIA.

ANDI THAKOMBAU.

(Favourite grandchild).

COURT HOUSE.

A GOOD SPECIMEN OF A FIJIAN.

ARTUUR'S SEAT OF THE PACIFIC.
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plaited cocoa-nut leaf. Amongst our crew was a man also

called Loti, who was a wag, and afforded us all immense

amusement. He attached himself in especial to Mr
Marriott.'

After breakfast we all started to climb to the top of the
island, 2,000 feet and t>> see the upper caves. In all these

islands, as in New Zealand, there areno snakes. No white

woman had ever been to these caves, and but one white
manbesides Mr Eastgate. Probably some day there will
be a railway and Cook’s excursions there, but it

is twelve years now since we went, and I have

not heard of anyone else seeing them, so think it

will be some time yet ere they are accessible to tourists.

We had a rough scramble over sharp jagged rocks

We found those pretty little red berries with a black spot
•on them thatone sees used for ornaments, growing in great
profusion. They are in clusters of small brown pods, which

burst open whenripe, disclosing the dainty rows of gleaming
red seeds. We got fearfully hot, and were delighted on

reaching a spacious cool cave in which to rest. This was

more beautiful than the first on account of the splendid
stalactites and stalagmites which filled it, of enormous size
and extraordinary shapes, all of a pure white like marbe.l

The place looked to us like a vast cathedral, and we could
make out all its adjuncts—pulpit, niches for statues, side

chapels, confessionals, mortuary chapels and tombs, arches,
and groined roofs, even a bell-rope, and gas and hot
water pipes—the former a long creeper swaying from
the roof, the latter the roots of the mbaka (a species
•of banyan) which ran in perfectly straight lines down

the walls and along the floor, some large, some small.

We wandered about, discovering fresh marvels at every

turn, and from itcrawled and scrambled through dark and

tortuous passages (in one place so narrow that had any of
us been fat, he or she must have remained behind), into a

still larger cave. In this one a brilliant stream of light
came through a rent in the roof, at a great height up, giving
theeffect of lime-light turned full on to one spot. Some of
the stalactite formations in this cavern were of delicate

green tints as well as of pure white as in the last. After
this we passed through more dark passages, but went into

no more caves. We peeped into one awful, apparently
bottomless one, out of which a refreshing cool blast of air

greeted us. We finally found ourselves at what lookedlike

the bottom of the insideof a high tower, with a patch of blue
sky shining above, up the steep and rocky sides of which we

had to climb. I should have been there now had it not

been for the ingenuity of the natives in helping us over and

round perilous places. In one part when we seemed hope-
lessly stuck a man crouched down making a stepping-stone

for us of his back. Luckily for him we had on tennis shoes,

instead of hob-nailed boots, as usual, the soft india-rubber
soles being more suited to the rough rock-climbing. At

last we attained the top and were back in the full light of

day. I did not attempt to climb to the very top of the
island, there being an awful precipice, but heard of the
wonders of the scene from the others. M. took this
sketch from the summit. They seemed to have been

specially struck with the shadows of the two palms in
the foreground—not thereflection, but the shadow, they said,
on the sand under water. They described the island as

having a razor like edge, the side not shown in the sketch

of the ‘ Arthur’s Seat’ of the Pacific being a sheer precipice.
The view was glorious, all the islands standing out from
the deep blue of the sea like emeralds set in their golden
rim of coral sands, the water so clear that the coral itself

was distinctly visible through it, and as far as the eye could

reach the oceanwas studded with islands. This with the
brilliant tropical colouring of sea, sky, and vegetation made
a truly wondrous whole. Some of the natives, with their
usual forethought, had carried drinking cocoanuts up with

them, so that we could have a refreshing draught whenever
we wished. This was fortunate, as we found no water.

We returned by a comparatively easy route to the shore,
where we rested and had luncheon before re-embarking.
Several of the men had collected a quantity of the little red

berries for us in a nautilus shell and cocoanut shells.
(TO HE CONTINUED.!

QUAGUARIOOLO. —CAVE IN YASAWA-I-LAU

MAKING LOTI AT YASAWA-I-LAU.

FASHIONABLE WEDDING AT DUNEDIN.

Our Dunedin correspondent, ‘ Maude,’sends the following
full account of the marriage festivisties, held in connection
with the marriage of Mr T. M. Welford and Miss Georgia
Constance M’Lean : —

The day following Miss Hales’ wedding. Miss Georgia
Constance, the second daughter of the Hon. George
M’Lean, M.L C., was married to Mr T. M. Welford, of

Wellington. The Knox Church was densely crowded quite
an hour before the ceremony, and so thronged werethe aisles
that it was a difficult matter for the bridal party to get
through the throng. The bride looked charming, leaning
on the arm of her father. Her gown was of Duchesse satin
and silver brocade, the petticoat of the silver cloth, and the
long Court train of I luchesse satin. The petticoatwas edged
with silver maidenhair fern on whitechiflbn ; the back of the
bodice was Duchesse satin, and the front of silver brocade,
with full sleeves of chiffon fastened with satin. The bridal
veil was fastened with aspray of diamonds and pearls, the gift
of Mrs and the Misses Buckley, of Christchurch. The bride
also wore a present from Lord Cranley, sentfrom Home—a
brooch in the form of a wishing bone, of gold and pearls,
and a gift from the bridegroom, a pearl and diamond
bracelet. There were four bridesmaids—Misses I. M’Lean,
K. Wilford (sister of the bridegroom), E. M’Lean, and K.
M’Lean. Their dresses were of a pale pink Indian cloth,
finished with pink ribbon velvet and lace. The skirts were

made plain and ruched round the bottom, and the
sleeves were puffed to the elbow. The hats of the
two chief bridesmaids were pink velvet with white
ostrich plumes, and the two younger of white diawn
chiffon trimmed with pink feathers. The bridesmaids all
carried large posies, and the bride a lovely white
bouquet. The best man was Mr W. H. Field, of Wel-
lington. The Rev. Dr. Stuart performed the ceremony,
Mr Barth presiding at the organ. Mrs McLean (mother of
the bride) wore a handsome dress of Irish poplin of a bluish

grey shade, beautifully trimmed with Irish point lace, the
petticoat flounced with lace, and made with a long train,
the bodice also being trimmed with the same lace, bonnet
to match Miss McLean wore a red silk and velvet trimmed
with Honiton lace, large white felt hat ; Miss Wilfred,
silver grey braided with silver, large white hat. The
church was prettily decorated with white flowers, and the
numerous company of wedding guests gave the large edifice

a very bright appearance. After t.he ceremony the guests
repaired to Hazelwood to an ‘ At Home,’ among whom were

Mr and Mrs J. White, Dr. and Mrs Colquhoun, Miss

Holmes, Miss C. Mackenzie, Mrs J. Davidson, Mr and Mrs
Ewing, Mr and Mrs J. Mills, Mr and Mrs Spence, Mr and
Mrs A. Pearce, Mr and Mrs E. C. Reynolds, Mr and Miss
Cargill, Miss Cumine, Dr. and "Mrs Batchelor, Mr

and Mrs P. C. Neil, Mr and Mrs H. Mackenzie, the
Hon. Mr and Mr W. H. Reynolds, Mr and Mrs
Mason, Mr and Mrs Hosking, Mr and Mrs J. Roberts,
Dr. and Mrs Shand, Mr and Mrs F. Chapman, Mr and Mrs

Houghton, Mr and Mrs Sinclair, Mr and Mrs T, Whitson,
Mr and Mrs Richie, Mr and Mrs Joachim, Mr and Mrs

Dymock, Mr and Mrs Ridings, Mrs Webster, Mr J. Blacke,
Mr Cran, Mr Leigh, Mr and Mrs A. P. Davidson, Mr and
Mrs Reid, Mr and Mrs Watson, Mr F. Perry, the Misses
A. and J. M’Lean, Mr and Mrs Rattray, Mr and Mrs

Spencer Brent, Dr. Scott, Dr. and Mrs Roberts, Mr and
Mrs J. Holms, Judge and Mrs Williams, Mr and Mrs Sise,
Miss K. Neill, Mrs Maitland, Mr Vigers, Mr J. Buckley,
Mr and Mrs Hodgkins, Mrs anti Miss Macassey, Mr ami
Mrs Driver, Mr Denniston, Mr and Mrs Rose, Mr W. C.

Smith, Mr D. Crawford, Mr and Mrs D. Reid, Captain and
Mrs Cameron, Mr A. Bell, Miss N. Driver, Mr D. Matson,
Mr and Mrs Sale, Captain Easther, Miss Bell, ami
Mr and Mrs Bodmine. After the usual congratula-
tory speeches, etc., the wedding group were photo-
graped upon the lawn by Mr F. L. Jones. It is im-
possible to give a full ‘and correct description of all

the guests’ dresses, but among those I remember were

Mrs Henry Mackenzie, gold brocaded cloth and black
striped velvet, with sailor hat to match ; Mrs Rose, pretty
grey and white costume ; Mrs Driver, grey flowered with

black ; Mrs T. Whitson, a costume of violet corded with
gold, very handsome cream lace Dorothy cape, and gold ami

purple bonnet; Mrs Michie, heliotrope ami salmon pink
silk ; Mrs Batchelor, black velvet with front of white silk

beaded with black ; Mrs E. C. Reynolds, fawn tweed trim-
med with brown velvet ; Mrs Coughtry, black lace with

heliotrope bonnet; Mrs Rattray, plum colour, and long
black lace mantle; Mrs Dymock, black; Mrs Joachim,
wallflower brocade, bonnet to match ; Mrs F. Chapman,
slate cashmere and velvet, bonnet trimmed with forget-me-
nots ; Mrs (Dr.) Roberts, brown, large hat trimmed with
brown ; Miss Macassey, the pink bridesmaid's
dress already described ; Mrs Williams, fawn and
pink ; Mrs Cameron, sage green silk ; Mrs Colquhoun,black dress, black bonnet trimmed with cornflowers;
Mrs Lardlaw, black serge and red silk trimmings, black hat

and red feathers, and bouquet of dark red flowers ; Mrs

John Roberts, silver-grey costume : Miss Neill, dresss of

peacock blue braided with silver, cream hat ; Mrs A.

Holmes, black dress, black and green bonnet; Mrs Pearce,
very stylish costume of pongee silk, vest of green silk,
lovely bouquet; Miss Bell, green serge braided with gold ;
Mrs Reid, black silk, panels of jet over heliotrope ; Mrs
Oliver, dress of biscuit colour, bonnet to match ; Miss

Gualter, black dress and bonnet ; Miss Gibson, fawn re-

lieved with red ; Mrs Shand, green nierveilleux with mig-
nonette bonnet. The bride’s going-away dress was of elec-
tric blue corduroy cloth with white silk waistcoat, hat to
match. The wedding dresses weremade at Herbert, Haynes'
by Mrs Campbell. After the ‘At Home’ the bride and

bridegroom left amid a shower of rice and rose leaves for

Wellington en route for the Lakes, where they will

spend their honeymoon. The presents were unusu-

ally numerous and handsome, being more than two

hundred in number. I will enumerate a few. The
Countess of Onslow’s present was a very handsome hall

clock; Lord Onslow, a massive silver toilet set; the little
Ladies Gwendoline and Dorothy, satin pincushions of their

own working ; Mr P. C. Neill, silver revolving breakfast
dish; Mr McLean’s cousin, silver tea service, Mrs Mc-

Lean, very handsome ivory and silver dressing bag ; Mrs J.

McLean (Napier), painted mirror; Mr and Mrs J.

Reid (Elderslie), Indian footstools ; Mr Hodgkins, a picture
painted by himself ; Miss Hodgkins, also a picture of her

own work ; Mrs Turton, silver-framed mirror ; Dr. and Mrs

Shand, ebony and silver-mounted tray ; Miss Potts (Christ-
church), handkerchief sachet; Miss N. Driver, also a hand-

some sachet; Miss Connie Richmond (Nelson), bags for

toilet; Mrs Matson, eighteen white and grey ostrich

feathers ; Mr and Mrs E. Spence, grey ostrich feather fan ;
Mrs Richardson (Wellington) table ornaments ; J. A.

Mason, ornaments ; Mrs Stephens (Christchurch), painted
mirror; J. R. Jones, silver kettle; Dr. and Mrs Truby-
King, Russian leather desk ; Mr and Mrs J. Roberts,
basket of silver saltcellers; Miss Hales, silver-mounted

toilet bottles in glass case; the Misses A. and L. Roberts,
gold and alabaster candlesticks; Mr and Mis Ridings,
afternoon tea spoons ; Mr and Mrs E. C. Reynolds, also
silver spoons; Mrs E. Grierson, silver cake basket; Mr

and Mrs A. W. Morris, silver kettle; Mr W. Cantrill,
silver cheese and butter stand; Mr and Mrs F. Chapman,
mother of pearl opera glasses ; Mr J. Douglas, moonstone
and pearl bangle ; Mr J. Buckley, diamond and pearl
bangle ; Captain Mclntosh, sapphire and pearl bangle ; Dr.

and Mrs Lindo Ferguson, gold bangle; Mr Pearce (Well-
ington), gold and pearl brooch ; Mr and Mrs Travers (Well-
ington), ruby and diamond ring ; Mr and Mrs J. McLeod
(Australia), handsome jewellry ; Mr J. McGuiness (trainer),
tea-set ; the Manager of Warrington, handsome vases;
Mr and Mrs David Mills (Melbourne), silver butter

dish and knife; Mr and Mrs Bell (Wantwood), Dresden
saltcellars ; Miss K. Neill, jam spoon and butter knife ; P.

C. Neill (jun.), two silver butter knives ; Mr G. G. Russell,
butter dish and two silver spoons ; Mr J. Blake, picture ;
Dr. and Mrs Roberts, clock ; Captain and Mrs Cameron,
travelling clock ; Mr and Mrs R. Oliver, handsome vases ;
Mrs J. Davidson, handsome vase; Mr and Mrs Joachim,
tall Japanese vase ; Mr and Mrs H. Le Cren, vases; Rev.

Dr. Stuart, Bible in four volumes ; Rev. Mr and Mrs

Davidson, Tennyson’s poems; Mr A. Bell, framed scenes;
Miss G. Neill, Honiton lace handkerchief ; Mr and Mrs J.

White, carpet ; Mr and Mrs J. Mills, pearl pendant ; Mr

and Mrs H. Mackenzie, miniature lamp and silver candle-

sticks ; Mr and Mrs Watson, beer jug, goblet, ano tray
(silver and gold) ; Mr and Mrs Calder (Melbourne), pair of
blue and silver lamps ; Mr and Mrs R. Ewing, silver-
mounted dessert dishes ; Mr and Mrs Ritchie, silver fish

knife and fork; Mr and Mrs B. C. Haggitt, dessert

knives, forks, and spoons, and nut-crackers. In the even-

ing a large dance was given at Hazelwood. The large
dining and drawing-rooms were devoted to the dancing,
and the rooms were beautifully decorated with white Howers
and maidenhair ferns. A marriage bell of white blossoms

hung between the doorway and the conservatory, a horse-
shoe and other mottos were hanging on the walls, ami the

conservatory was draped with the U.S.S. Company’s Hags,
and decorated with white Howers. Lounges were here ar-

ranged, and with the soft shaded lights had a remarkably
pretty effect. The hostess received her guests in a hand-
some green silk, relieved with ostrich feathers ; Miss M’Lean
wore white silk and net with white water lillies ; and Miss I.

M’Lean, her bridesmaid’s dress ; Miss Welford, black velvet
with white chiliontrimmings; Miss K. Welford alsowore her
bridesmaid’sdress. Theguestswere Mr H.S. Holmes, Messrs

Spence (2), Mr and Mrs White, Mr R. Cook, Mr W. Cantill,
Mr J. B. Reid, Miss Dick, Mr Mills, Mr Lawford, Mr

Sleigh, The Misses Reynolds (2), Mr McDonald, Misses W.
and A. Reynolds, Mr and Mrs A. Pearce, the Misses Car-

gill, Mr M. Cook, Mr and Mrs T. Reynolds, Mr ami Mrs
E. C. Reynolds, Mr C. Butterworth, Mr Sidney Cook, Mr

McGowan, Mr and Mrs F. Chapman, Mr and Mrs J. A.

Mason, Mr J. Blacke, the Misses McLaren, Miss McKinnon,
Miss A. Roberts, Dr. and Mrs Davies, Mr A. Gaulter, Dr.
and Mrs Ogston, the Misses Shand (2), Mr Henry, Mi-

Gibbons, Mr and Mrs H. Mackenzie, Miss Butterworth,
the Misses Webster (2), Mr R. Dymock, Messrs Webster
(2), the Misses Dymock (2), Professor Parker, Mi-
ami Mrs J. B. Ridings, Mr and Mrs Sintott, Dr.
and Mis Lindo Ferguson, Dr. and Mrs Batchelor, Mr
and Mrs Woodhouse, Mr and Mrs Michie, the Misses Stan-
ford (2), Miss Neill, the Misses Spence (2), Mr F. Berry,
Miss Bell, Mr A. Bell, Mr Vigers, Mr P. C. Neill (jun.), the

Misses Buckley (2), Mr Crosby-Morris, Misses Carr, Miss

Johnston, Mr Stokes, Mr <Rattray, Dr. Scott, Mr and
Mrs McMaster, the Misses Sise, Mr G. Sise, Dr. and Mrs
Roberts, the Misses Rattray, the Misses Williams, Mr B.

Williams, Miss N. Driver, Nir J. Buckley, Mr W. Black,
Mr and Mrs Petre, Mr C. Morris, Miss Macassey, the

Misses Cutten, Mr Spencer Cook, Mr and Mrs Ewing, the
Misses Hodgkins, Mr D. Crawford, Mr W. Hodgkins, Miss

Morris, Mr G. Morris, Captain A. Cameron, Mr It. Driver,
Mr and Mrs Fenwick, Mr P. R. Sargood, Mr 1). Matson,
Mr J. Kettle, and Mr 11. Kettle. The supper was laid in a

long room at the end of the hall, and the tables looked re-

markably pretty, decorated with red and white Howers.

The dance was in every way a success.

The following day Mrs White, of Anderson’s Bay, gave »

large garden party, to which all the wedding guests wert

invited.

Flag Brand Pickles.—Ask for them, the best in tl e
market. Havwakd Bros ChriHtchurch.—(AdvtJ
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1891.

THE YEAR WE’VE LEFT

BEHIND US.

TH E world does not think, with the poet*
diplomatist whose recent loss it is still de

ploring, that
° When time has flown, how it fled

It is better neither to ask nor to tell.**

The history of any year, however uneventful, is
worth looking back upon. Twelve months can-
not well go by without leaving some record of their

passage on the story of a race ; ami it is not alone
in paths of revolution and sensationalism thar

history makes itself.
To the Queen, the year,

if not eventful, has, at least,
been busy. The fifty-fourth
year of Her Majesty’s hap-
py and glorious reign has

been crowded with benevo-
lent activity. A month’s

holiday atGrasse was quickly
followed by the task of grac-
ing the early days of the

Na valExhibi t ion (which the

Queen inspected onMay 7th)
and the visit of Her Majes.
ty’s grandson, the German
Emperor at the beginning
of July. The Kaiser (who

banquetted at Windsor on

July 7th and in the Guild-

hall on the 10th, witnessing
a review at Wimbledon on

the 11th, and visiting the

Premier at Hatfield next

day) was quickly followed

by the Prince of Naples,
who received a Garter at

Windsor on August 4th.
Then came the festivities
of welcome to the French
Fleet under Admiral Ger-

vais,commencingonthel9th
andlasting more thana week.

The Prince of Wales celebrated his fiftieth

birthday on November 9th, alter being the subject
of considerable public attention in connection

with the ba.rarat scandal associated with the
name of Su: William Gordon Cumming, and
arising out of a visit of the Prince of Wales to
KI»• .....I

M.. A i

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Wil-

son at ’frauby Croft. In
the libel action unsuccess*

fully brought by the latter,
which concluded on Jun®

9th, the Prince appeared
in Court as a witness.

Silver weddings were cele.
brated by our own Princii
and Princess Christian
and by the Czar and Czar-
ina of Russia. The visit
of theEmpress Frederic to

the French capital was made
the occasion of an absurd
and somewhat brutal de-

monstration by the Chauvin-
ists of Paris. Other notable

events in the life of the
Royal Family of this conntry,
which must be passed over

with a bare mention, were
the. erection of a monument
tothe late DUKE OF ALBANY
at Cannes, the marriage of

Princess Louise to Prince

Ai:iher i , t he tireatSandring-
ham House, and the illness of
Prince George of Wai er,
now happily terminated in

his restoration to health and the betrothal of

the Duke of Clarence to

the charming and popular
Princess Victoria of

Teck. Death, which has

spared our own Royal
house, has been busy on the

Continent. Prince Bald-

win of Flanders died on

January 22, and Prince

Jerome Napoleonon March

17, the latter being “suc-

ceeded*’ in his claims to the

French throne by Prince

VICTOR N AI*ol.EON.

At the beginning of the

year Sir E. Guinness was

raised to what some call the

beerage, in the title of Lord

Iveagh. Mr. Lidderdale,
whose able management of

the Bank ofEngland during
the Baring crisis was univer-

sally commended, has become

a Privy Councillor ; Lord

Dufferin has succeeded the

late Right Hon. W. H.
Smith as Warden of the

Cinque Ports, Mrs. Smith

becoming Lady Hambledon
in her ownright. Deaths in

the Peerage have been un-

usually numerous, among
the most notable names

being Lord Granville, the

Earl of Albemarle, Lord

Clancarty, the Duke of

Bedford (by suicide), the

Duke of Cleveland, Lord

Cottesloe, Earl Beauchamp,
Lord Cheylesnrore, the Earl

of Clonmel!, the Earl of

Dartmouth, the Earl of

Portsmouth, Lord Tolle-

mache, the Earl of West-

moreland, and last, but per-
haps most regrettable loss of

all, the Earl of Lytton,
alike distinguished as apoet
and diplomatist. Two Arch-

hishops of York have died,
Dr. Thomson and Dr.

Magee, Dr. Maclagan,
Bishop ofLichfield, succeed-

ing the latter, while Canon

Legge has been translated
to the See of Lichfield. Dr.

Ma gee was followedatPeter-

borough by Canon Creighton, whose works on

English history are well known. Bishop Wil-

kinson, who retired, was succeeded by Dr. Gott.

The See of Carlisle is left vacant by the recent

very sudden death of Dr. Harvey Goodwin.

Dr. Liddell, Dean of Christ Church at Oxford

(the Liddell of “Liddell and Scott”) has also

resigned. Outside the Church of England, the

interestot the Romanhierar-

chy in labour questions has

been marked by an Ency
clicalthereon from the Pope

who, like the Emperor
William, has also issued a

rescript in condemnation of

duelling.
“ General

”

Booth has

won something more tan-

gible than “golden opinions
from all sorts of people ”

in the Colonies, but the

Salvation Army has fallen

on troublous times in Eastbourne. The Rev.

George Rogers, oldest Congregationalist minister

in Great Britain, is dead. Mr. Spurgeon, whose

condition during the summer excited great alarm,
is warned by his doctors that his disease is still

unconquered. On the death of Dr. Adler,
Chief Rabbi, his son. Dr. Herman Adler, the

distinguished scholar, succeeded to that office.
Mme. Blavatsky has thrown the mantle of the

Mahatmas, left vacant by her
own decease, on the shoulders

of Mrs. Besant. On March

30, a thrill of horror ran

through the nation at the
news of the Manipur mas-

sacre, in which Messrs.
Grimwood and Quinton,
English officials, had been

slaughtered, and a force oi

native troops cut to pieces
in trying to adjust a local

intrigue. Mrs. Grimwood,
whose heroic conduct and
hairbreadth escape have
been the talk of all Europe,

has published her reminis-

cencesoflifein Manipur. In
Canada Sir J. Macdonald,
who framed a charge of

treason against his political
opponents, triumphed at the
General Election in March,
and, dying on June 6, was

succeeded by the Hon. J. J.
C. Abbott. We have had

visits from Sir William
Wh iteway, whopleaded the

cause of the Newfoundland
fishermen at the Bar of Par-

liament, and from the Hon.

CfcilRhodes, Cape Premier
andpresidentoitheCliartcred
Company of South Africa,
whose troops had come into
conflict with the Portuguese
which Mr. Rhodes hastened
toDowning Street to justify.
Though tauchy on the
Egyptian question, France

has been friendly tous gener-
ally, and our welcome tothe

fleet, already mentioned,
created much cordial feeling.
Ex-President Gisfcvv, wlir.
died at the great age of

84 on September 9th, was

quickly followed to the

grave by Gen. Boulanger,
who, consistent to the

last, committed suicide
in the most approved style
of melodrama, on the grave
of Mme. deBonnemain at
Brussels. Theodore de

Banville, the great French

poet, M. Fortune du Bois-

gobey, novelist; Octave

Feuillet, novelist and

dramatist, have been lost to

the literary circle of Paris

during the year. On

April 24th, General
Von Moltke, the organiser

of German military ascen-

dancy, died of sheer old age,
loaded with honours and

universallylamented. Russia
has had her hands full, first
with a most anachronistic
persecution and expulsion of
the Jews, whom Baron
Hirsch hopes to save by
becoming the Moses ofa new

Exodus, and then with the
most appalling famine of
historic times, both inci-
dents strongly recalling th®

story ofanother landof bon-

dage : the arrest of Capt.
Younghusband, and the
Pamir incidentare stillfresh

in all minds. A strange
canardcirculated for specu-
lative reasons, on September
14th, affirmed that the
island of Mitylene had been

occupied by a British man-

of-war’s crew, anexaggeration
of a simple visit by marines
for exercising purposes, per-
mitted by the local authori-

ties.
China has been the

scene of adreadful insurrec-
tionandatrocities committed
on native and European
Christians, which commenced
with a riot at Wuhu in May
last. There have been earth-

quakes at San Salvador, San

Francisco, and, on an appal-
ling scale, in Japan, while a.

tornado at Martinique in

August produced 50 wrecks,
besides killing3oo people and

injuring upwards of a thou-
sand more. An upheaval
of another kind has taken

place in Chili, where a revo-

lution had commenced the

previous year. The Presi-

dent. General Balmaceda,
finally overthrown by the

Congressional forces, avoided

capture and probable 4fxecu-

tionby suicide. Dom Pedro,
the ex-Emperor of Brazil,
died in exile on Dppptyi-aied m exile on Decem-

ber 4th, just when disturbances in Brazil began
to look as though he might one day be recalled
to the throne.

Tn the Army and Navy no great events have
aken place. Bisley, the new’ Wimbledon, proved

very satisfactory shooting ground, and was the

scene of remarkable tri-

umphs by a lady marksman,
Miss Leale, of whom a

sketch is annexed.
Admiral Wallis, the

father of the Fleet, has
attained his hundredth year:
several large vessels have
been launched, some of them

by TheQueen in person, and

a Naval Exhibition in Lon-
don has been agreat success,

financially and popularly.
Probably no better recruit-

ing advertisement for the Fleet could have been
devised. The mimic operation shown in the lake,
at Chelsea, delighted all visitors.

In home polities 18»1 will be set down in his-
tory as the year of Free Education, which Act
was passed by the House of Commons in a little
more than a month, thanks to the skilful man
agement of the measure by Sin W. Hakt-Dyke.
Mr. Goschen’s Budget was satisfactory, if not

very brilliant, the surplus of nearly two millions
being divided between Free Education, as afore-
said, Barracks, and renewal of defectiva Gold

Coinage.
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For the rest the politics
of the year are chiefly
rendered memorable by the
number of important states-
men who have died, and
the official changes thus
necessitated. The death
roll includes such names as
Mr. Charles BbadlaugH
(Jan. 30th), Earl Gran*
ville (March 31st), Mr.
Parnell (whose death, on
Oct. 6th, so quickly fol-

lowed his marriage with
Mrs. O’Shea. Mr. Cecil

Raikes, Postmaster-General, the Rt. Hon. W. H.
Smith (Oct. 6th), Sir John Poi*k Hennessey,
Mr. Cavendish Bentinck, Mr. W. H. Glad-
stone, The O’Gorman Mahon, and Lord
Edward Cavendish. Mr. Arthur Balfour
(who is succeeded in the Irish Secretaryship by
Mr. Jackson) becomes Leader of the Commons,
and Sir J. Fergusson Postmaster-)-eneral. The
vacated Financial Secretaryship is given to Sn:
John Gorst, whose action on labour questions probably caused the appointment of the Labour Com
mission, over which Lord

Hartington still presides.
Sir John,like Mr.Balfour,
was once a member of the
defunct Fourth Party, whose
leader, Lord Randolph
Churchill, “bearded like
the paid,” has been playing
at Special Correspondent in
South Africa. The effort of
Sir Charles Dilke to re-

appear in public life has
excited much indignation in
some quarters. Mb. Glad-

stone, young as ever, has
naturally made many
speeches, and Lord Salis-

bury no fewer. The year
began with all eyes concen-

trated on Boulogne, where
Mr. Parnell was treating
with Mkssrs. O’Brien and

Dillon for the re-union of

divided ranks The latter

members, when Mil. Par-
null broke olf all negotia-
tions on February 11th,
returned to England, and

were arrested next day to

undergo their sentence of six
months imprisonment, from
which they were released on

July 30th. Early in tb«

year much distress occurred

in Ireland: Miss Balfour
and Lady Zetland made an

interestingtour in the famine
stricken districts, and open-
ed a subscription, which was

supplemented by Govern-

ment funds andrelief works.

Meantime, in politics, the

Pa rnellite split showed
no signs, as it shows n< ne

now, of closure, and even

over the grave of the Un-
crowned King the contend-

ing parties could not shake
hands. All progress, how-

ever, has been on the side

opposed to Mn. Parnell;
and Mb. John Redmond,
on whom his mantle fell,

failed to secure election even
in Cork.

The memory of John

Bright has been perpetu-
atcd by the erection of two

- statutes during the year, one at Manchester, and
the other at his native place, Rochdale, yet, as
Lord Derby said, in performing the unveiling, at

Manchester, “John Bright needed no statue to
keep him in the memory of his countrymen, for
he had written his name in large and durable
letters in the histnrv nF
mixers in tne history of

England.”
The Clitheroe case, in

which a Mr. Jackson had

forcibly “ abducted ” his

own wife, who declined
to live with him, was the
judicial sensation of the

year, a writ of habeas

corpus being granted, and
the principle established
that conjugal rights cannot

be enforced against theper-
son of an unwilling party.

The squalid details of the

Russell separation case,
ami the St. John case, will
be none too soon forgotten.
Lord President Inglis,
Justice-General forScotland,
diedon August 20th.

Punch celebrated its jubi-
lee, under the editorship of
Mr. F. C. Burnand, and in

the course of the year has
lost two of its most distin-
guished contributors, Gil-

bert Arthur a’Beckett
and Charles Keene. Mr.
JohnLatey,fifty years editor

of the IIJ/itstratcd London

News, died on January 6th,
and Mr. A. W. Kinglake,
author of “ Ebthen,”on Jan-

uary 2nd. Two diplomatists
who were also poets, have

passed away, each amid a

paean of praise and regret—
Mr. Jam esRusseliJLo well

late United States Minister

to this country, and Lord

Lytton, well remembered as
“ Owen Meredith,” the poet
of many beautiful lyrics,
British Ambassador in Paris.

Lord Tennyson, in his 83rd

year, ret :ined enough of his

youthful tire to write the
beautiful hymn “ Crossing
the Bar.” Mr. W. G. Wills,
the well-known dramatist,
and Mr. G. T. Bettany,
scientific lecturer andman of

letters, have diedin the clos-

ing month of the year. Dr.

Huggins, the great astrono-

mer, officiated as President
of the British Association at

Cardiff, and his address on August 19th contained a

remarkable revelation of the wonders of science.

A memorial to Christopher Marlowe was un-

veiled at Canterbury with a remarkable speech by
Mr. Henry Irving, and a bust of the late
Matthew Arnold, by Lord

Coleridge, in the Je-

rusalem Chamber at West-
minster Abbey, with a

thoroughly appropriate ad-

dress. The death of Mr.

Barry Sullivan, actor,
(May 3rd), with that of
Mr? Henry Farmer, mu-

sical composer (June 25th)
constituted the greatest
losses sustained by the drama

and music in this country.
Mr. Laurence Barrett, actor,
died in America on March

20th, and the great “moral”
showman and champion advertiser of the world,
Phineas T. Barnum, on April 7.

The published plays of Henrik Ibsen have
given rise to much controversy, usually of the

heated kind, and much ink lias been “ slung
”

in connection therewith. Messrs. A. W. Pinero

and H. A. Jones have likewise adopted the plan
of publishing theii plays. As a nine days’ won-

der jmust be mentioned the feats of “the Little

Georgia Magnet,” Mrs. Annie Abbott, who per-
forms mysterious feats of strength, “ which yet
unseen most would have thought impossible,” by
the alleged heir attain magnetic powers.

The foundations of a structure whi«*h is to rival
the Eiffel Tower have he»*” ’*»id near London, and
we give a sketch which will what the finished
structure will be like.

We give portraits of

Mdlle. Melba and the
Due d’Orleans, who have
become notoriously promi-
nent during the year. The

pianist of the year has un<

doubtedly been M. Radek,
ewski. Mil Sims Reeve*
has given his “last farewell

concert,” and Mme. Patti
has at length opened her

long-talked of private opera
theatre at Craig-y-nos.

Mr. T. A. Edison’s j hono-

graph has continued, in its

perfected form, to excite

great public interest, and in

combination with his kineto

graph, by which the actual
movements

can be recorded
and reproduced at will

through the intermediary of
a magic lantern, should pro-
duce startling results. Li-

quefied gas guns and dyna-
mite projectiles have been

exhibited in England and

America, and may in a few

years become indispensable
adjuncts to modern arma-

ments, which, as they are

exceedingly costly, is not

very good news for the tax-

payer. General Dyren-
forth claims to produce
rain at will, by the action of
high explosives in small
balloons.

Art has lost many distin-
guished exponents. J. E.
Meissonier, the great
French painter, died on the.
last day of January; Keeley

Halswelle, 1: a., on April
11th, andEdwin Long, r.a.,
on May 15th. The greatest

caricaturist since Leech,
Charles Keenf. (“C.K.”)
did not survive to see the

jubilee of Punch, having
passed away on January
4th. At the Royal Academy
the picture of the year was

generally considered to be

“The Doctor” by Luke

Fildes. Mr. Calderon’s

picture “ The Renunciation

of St. Elizabeth of Hun-

gary,” has been ill turn the

subject of controversy, both
of the historical kind and of

that other sort proverbially
inadvisible, an entertaining
speech by Lord Salisbury,
and a parody in a satirical

Christmas number.

Among what may be
terme 1 miscellaneous events
is Cart. Shaw’s retirement
from the direction of the
London Fire Brigade. He.

was not allowed togowithout
a determined effort being
ma le to induce him to with-

draw his resignation. The
Jubilee of Cook’s Tours lias

been celebrated with due

eclat, and that of the Tonic

Sol-fa with musical honours.

Sir J. W. I’.AZALGETTE,
Engineer of Ihe Thames

Embankment, has passed
away. The omnibus men of

London have struck, and the

conditions of their employ-
ment been readjusted, more

or less to their satisfaction,
while the Scotish Railway
strike, which last January
found in full progress, ter-

m noted unfavourably to the

strikers, despite the advocacy
of Mr. John Burns, who

se ms to be developing into

ch uupion-gcneral for all

dis itisfied l abour. May-day
was celebratedas the work-

man's festival, not without
bloodshed onthe Continent;
but the first Sunday in May,
here adopted as Labour-day
in it; stead, passed over in

peace, thanks to the English
plan of indulging the taste
for oratory which all work-

men inherit.

Strangely enough there

have passed away all in this

year, the last surviving
officers who fought atWater-
loo (General Wiuchcote
and Major Hewitt), and
Lady De Rom, who was

pi esent at the eventful ball,
described in Byron’s stirring
poem, which took place on
the eve ofj the great battle,
is also dead.

■fuming from work to

play, 1891 had a wet Hen-

ley—a more miserable exhibition of the typical
English climate has not been seenfor years. The

Leander crew, which was practically the Oxford
crew of the year, won the Grand Challenge Cup,
their first race with the Thames crew—a dead

heat—being a most exciting performance. The
four-oared races for the Goblets, in which the

crews of Oxford v. (’ambridge rowing con-

tended, were also unprecedentedly close in their
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finishes. There was also what may not

inappropriately Im- called, a

“Common” place Derby.
The dutfin of jockeys, J.

OsBOKNE has retired, and

a sadder retreat has Wen

sought by Nightingale,
the famous trainer, by Mb.

Henry Sampson’ (“Pen-
dragon,” of the Rrjerte),
ami Mi:. C. W. Blake

(“Augur,” of the Spotting
Life). An English rider,
Mu. G. P. Mills, beat all

France in ♦he great eyrie
rice from ’’aris to Bordeaux.

Sue* <s the old year. It has taken away many
that wc can ill spare, while it

has brought little on which

we can greatly congratulate
ourselves. But the nation is

happy which has no history,
ami progress, on which Mn.

Arthr R BalfouRdiscoursed

so eloquently the other day,
has been steady, peaceful,
ami beneficent. Disaster

has been mercifully with-
held. and, on the whole, wc

should be lacking in grati-
tude if we allowed the tears,
which have fallen on many
honoured graves, to obscure

our vision, or hide from us

the many which 1891 has left behind.

JOHN BURNS.

LUKE FILDES.

TENTING ON THE OLD CAMP GROUND.

We are tenting to-night onthe old camp ground,
(live us a song to cheer

Our weary hearts, a song of home

And friends we love so dear !

We've been tenting to-night on the old camp ground,
Thinking of days gone by ;

Of the loved ones at home that gave us the hand,
And the tear that said good-bye.

We are tired of war on the old camp ground ;
Many aredead and gone,

Of the brave and the true, wbo’ve left their homes :
Others have been wounded long.

We’ve been lighting to day on the old camp ground ;
Many are lying near,

Some aredead and some are dying,
Many are in tears !

Since twenty-six years have passed away,
Ami truest peace has come ;

Remember to night the dear ones gone,
Who re sleeping in the grave’s dark home.

CHOKES.

Many are the hearts full of soriow to night,
Thinking of the war’s dark days ;

Mourning o’er the brave dying for theright,
Who won Columbia praise.

Who re sleeping to-night, sleeping to-night,
Sleeping on their last camp ground.

They're sleeping to night, sleeping to-night,
They’re sleeping in their last camp ground.

THE DELIGHTS OF A TENNESSEEAN PICNIC.

I ii \i> been stayingwith a Tennessee mountaineer for three

or four days, while I waited for mail and to get my shoes

repaired, and was invited to go with the family down to a

farmers’ picnic. Before leaving home the old man took his

son Bill, who was a young man of twenty, asioe tor a talk,
ami I noticed that Bill looked thoughtful all the way down.

There were about 100 families gathered at the grove, and
it seemed to me as if I had never seen a more pleasant or

good-natured crowd. Lunch was overand everybody was
still enjoying himself, when the old man winked me out of

a knot of people, beckoned me into the bushes, and there
stopped to say :

‘ Kurnel, I want yo’ to go ami wrassle with Bill, right
away.’

‘ But I’m no wrestler,’ I protested.
‘ I dun doan’ mean fur yous to take hold of him, but to

argefy. fie won’t listen to me, but he’s sorter took to you,
and he’ll believe what you say.’

‘ What’s the matter with Bill?’

* Why, he’s dun bound to git up a jumpin’ match.’

‘ Weil, let him jump if he wants to.’

• Kurnel, yo’ doan’ consider the consideration. If Bill
gits up a jumpin' match, he’s bound to spread hisself and

jump nine feet. Thar's all the Hawkins boys yere, and
some of ’em ar' gwine to jump ten feet or bust. Thar’s all
the Bunbar crowd yere, and some of ’em ar’ gwine to make
it ten feet six or break both legs.'

‘ Well ?’

‘Well, do you reckon my Bill is gwine to stand that?

No, sah ! When he finds hisself knocked outon the jump-
in' bizness he’s gwine to pull that ole pistol o’ his and begin
to bang, and the next tiling yo* know yo’ll think another
war lias broke out! tio’n wrassle with him, kurnel, and
wrassle fur all yer wuth, fur thnr haint live minits between
us and the riproarist ole shootin' scrape yo’ ever heard of.*

I found Bill just as he had taken oil'his coat to jump. It
was tough ‘ wrasslin’ ’ to get him away and induce him to
give up his programme, but he finally consented. On the
way home he said to me :

‘ Kurnel, 1 reckon yon was right about that yere fussin’.’
‘ Yes, 1 think so.’

‘'Cause I dun looked at my pistol after I had promised,
ami what do you reckon ? Why, she hadn't a dinned cart-
ridge in her, and them Hawkins crowd would a made b’ar
meat o’ine afore I could et hollered twice !’

HOW HE WON THE SCHOOL TEACHER.

* Yes,’ said the young man, as he threw himself at the feet

of the pretty school teacher, • I love you and would go to the

world’s end for you.’
• You could not go to the world’s end for me, George.

The world, or earth, asit is called, is round, like a ball, and

slightly flattened at the poles. One of the first lessons in

elementary geography is devoted tothe shape of the globe.
You must have studied it when you were a boy ’’

• < If course I did, but ’
• And it is no longer a theory. Circumstances have es-

tablished the fact.’
• 1 know ; but what I meant was that I would do any-

thing to please you. Ah I Angelina, if you but knew the
aching void ’

‘There is no such a thing as a void, George. Nature

abhors a vacuum. But, admitting that there could be such

a thing, how could thevoid yon speak ofbe a voidif there was

an ache in it ?’
■ 1 meant to say that my life will be lonely without you ;

that you are my daily thought and nightly dream. 1 would

go anywhere to be with you. If you were in darkest Africa

or at the North Pole, I would fly to you. I ’
• Fly ! It will be another century before man can fly.

Even when the laws of gravitation are successfully over-

come there still remains, says a late scientific authority, the

difficulty of maintaining a balance ’
• Well, at all events,’ exclaimed the youth, ‘ I’ve a pretty

fair balance in the bank, and I want you to be my wife.

There!’ ,
• Well, George, since you put it in that light I— -

THE MUSICAL EAR.

The late Mr John Hullah said : I find, as a rule, that

students can either tell sounds played or sung to them

readily and certainly, or not at all. This might suggest the
conclusion that the power of doing so was a natural gift.
That it is largely dependent on race and family is certain,
simply, as I Relieve, because among certain races and in
certain families music has long been cultivated. Among
varieties even of the most musical races with whom this has

not been the case, musical aptitude will be found to dieout.

Thus the Celts of Wales, are, perhaps, the most musically
apt of any people in Great Britain ; on theother hand, those

of the Highlands of Scotland are the least so. I have never

met with a Welsh student with what is called adefective ear.

I have taken the utmost pains to get a Highland student to

imitate evenapproximately thesimplest succession ofmusical

sounds, quite unsuccessfully ; and this not in oneinstance

only, but in half a dozen consecutive instances. The cause

is not far to seek. Music is an imitative art. From time
immemorial the Welsh ear has been formed, consciously or

unconsciously, by the harp, an iustrument not merely re-

fined in its quality, but an instrument of harmony, and

therefore, of necessity tuned oh the system which, with

Europeans, use has made into a second nature. The High-
land ear has been formed on the coarsest variety of one of

the most imperfect even of monodic instruments, the bag-

pipe. Ido not give these as the only causes of the musical
inequality of these two varieties of the same race, but as

one of them, and that of itself a sufficient one.

FALSE DIAMONDS.

It is stated that artificially coloured Cape diamonds have
been sold lately in Belgium. Mr Guillot, a French chemist,
finds out that on being dipped in a weak aniline solution
the diamonds lose their yellowish tinge, and appear as pure
white as the Indian or Brazilian stone. The aniline can

neither be seen by a magnifying glass nor rubbed off’ with a

chamois leather ; so Mr Guillot thinks that the dye must

lodgein thesharp angle of the facet which remains unpolished
and so affect the light as it falls on the flat surface. A bath
of nitric acid will show the fraud, or a little alcohol, which

Mr Guillot recommends diamond merchants to use for test-

ing.

THE NEW WATERBURYS.

A WONDERFUL RECORD.

The average newspaper reader who has noticed our adver-

tisements from time to time often remarks, ‘ What a pile
of money those Waterbury fellows waste in advertising,,
and no doubt this is the view held by ninety-nine people
outof every hundred. The initiated, however, know what

a wonderful result these advertisements have brought about.
When thewriter came to New Zealand with the Waterbury
Watch in 1887, and made the usual trade calls, the whole-
sale dealers would have none of them ; one Dunedin firm

having about a hundred stowed away in a Dowling-street
cellar, quite, as they stated, unsaleable, because every one

considered it infra dig. to carry a nickel watch. Retail

jewellers were appealed to, but with no better result. The
public will never take to a nickel watch said they, and if

they did we could not sell them without lowering the status

of ourcraft. This position was illogical. They handled
nickel clocks, but could not be persuaded to handle nickel
watches. This result was general in New Zealand, and not
until the advertisements began to appear, and the public
started their eagerness to obtain these watches, could

any dealer be induced to purchase them. When a

show was made the sale grew by leaps and bounds.
Thousands were sold in each city in the colony, and
the country, stimulated by the ‘ weeklies,’ began to

pour in their orders. Shipment after shipment arrived,
and were at once absorbed, orders originally modest
were doubled and trebled by cable, and yet for more

than half the year we were without stock. Gradually our

circle of distributors extended, and many firms finding that

a regular ‘ nickel age,’ had set in, hunted the market of

Europe and America for substitutes. Each mail brought
small parcels of metal watches equally handsome in appear-

ance, which were offered to the trade as fully equal to the
Waterbury, and on which double the profit could be made.

They equalled the Waterbury in outward finish only, not as

timekeepers ; they, like the man who fell out of the bal-

loon, were not in it. Still the inducement of excessive

profits was potent, and many firms who ought to have

known better became parties to the deception, and backed

up with their influence the representations of tbe maker
abroad who had nothing to lose, and were not worth powder
and shot, did they imitate the Waterbury never soclosely.
In this manner, and aided by our shortness of supply, many
spurious imitations were foisted upon the public, and

gained a temporary footing. Onr boxes were at first imi-
tated, and Continental watches were cased, so that the out-

ward resemblance was great. Many purchasers were so de-
ceived, and have urged us several times to take pro-
ceedings against the parties to the fraud. Sufficient

legal evidence of sale and identity has never been

forthcoming, and all we could do was to watch our

‘suspects,’ and wait our opportunity. We place our

monogram W.W.C. on the face of every watch, and buyers
should see that it is there, otherwise they arebeing ‘ rooked. ’
Gradually the public became more wide awake. Our ad-

vertisements were too far-reaching, and having initially
created the demand, we were also able to minimise the
chance of deception. Store keepers in the first place not in

the trade, grauually began to consider the Waterburya first
staple. Jewellers saw that their original idea of the views

of the public had been refuted by results, and the larger
and more respectable who were most in touch with the
people overcame that early prejudice and resolved tosupply
what their customers required. Judges, Bankers, Mer-
chants, Cletgy, and the other components of our population
called for the Waterbury with nouncertain sound. History
repeats itself. In America, where the Waterbury sales
were originally confined toClothiers and Booksellers, nearly
40,000 Jewellers are now purchasing direct from the Com-
pany, and are selling no other ‘cheap watches.’ Their
Swiss and Home counterfeits have been sent toCoventry.
This is the Waterbury age.

In Great Britain the legitimate trade was equally
apathetic, and not until close on

ONE MILLION WATERBURYS

had been sold by the great railway booksellers, W. H. Smith
and Sons, and others, did they chip in.

However, to return to New Zealand, the reaction in favour
of the Waterburys was as decided as its former opposition
was spirited and determined. We have sold during the last
eight months of the current year more Waterburys than in

any previous year of our trade. Orders flowed in by tele-
graph and telephone, by mail and by messenger, and many
of the public who havebeen waiting months for their watches
as well as the trade are in a position to verify this state-
ment. So far as actual figures go, the total sales to date
are

84,790 WATCHES,
and the population of the colony at the last census was

626,359. This gives more than one Waterbury to every
eight nativesand settlers, young and old, malesand females,
in the colony, and is a result totally unprecedented. ‘Ah,
but how do we know it is true ’’

says a reader, and for pur-

poses of corroborationwe annex testimonials from four only
of the thirty-two firms who are at present acting as our dis-
tributing agents, who certify personally to the sale of over

34,500 watches.
11,952 WATCHES.

Wellington, 24th October, 1891.

I have examined the books, and find that EIGHTY-
THREE GROSS (equal to 11,952) Waterbury Watches
have been sent out of Messrs Kempthorne, Prosser and Co.’s

Wellington warehouse.

There have been very few complaints, and every satisfac-
tion is expressed that such reliable timekeepers can be pro-
cured at so small a cost.

All the last parcel of Gold Watches have been sold, and
there is quite a number of orders on hand for them in the
next shipment to arrive.

(Signed) Orlando Kempthorne,
Manager.

9,360 WATCHES.

Auckland, 25th September, 1891.

We have examined our books and find that we have sold

SIXTY-FIVE GROSS (or 9,360) Waterbury Watches. We
have had nocomplaint of any importance, and out customers

generally have expressed themselves in terms of unqualified
approval. — Yours faithfully,

E. Porter & Co.
4,320 WATCHES.

Christchurch, 29th September, 1891.

We have much pleasure in stating that our experience
with the Waterbury Watch has oeen most satisfactory.
We anticipated all sorts of trouble from purchasers treating
a watch as an ordinary article of trade, but our fears proved
groundless. Out of 360 DOZEN (or 4,320) sold by us, very
trifling complaint has been received. The almost unani-
mous opinion is, that for strength and correct timekeeping
the Waterbury is unsurpassed.—Yours faithfully,

Edward Reece & Sons.

9,000 WATCHES.
Dunedin, 10th November, 1891.

We have examined our books, and find we have sold
close on 9,000 Waterburys, and the demand for them still
keeps up.

We have much pleasure in testifying to the excellent

character which these watches have earned for themselves
as timekeepers, and considering tbe large numbers sold we

have remarkably few brought in for repairs.—Yours truly,
New Zealand Hardware Co., Ltd.

(Per T. Black, Manager.)
The remaining twenty-eight firms make up the balance of

sales. We attribute this large turnover to the undeniable
excellency of the Waterbury as a timekeeper, and its intel-
ligent appreciation by the public, who would never have
known of its existence but for the value of the press as an

advertising medium.
The new short-wind, solid silver, and gold-filled Water-

burys have arrived, and any person requiring the correct
time in an intrinsic setting can obtain the keyless Water-
bury, jewelled movements in either ladies’ or gentlemen’s
size, for from 22s 6d to 635. The nickel favourites, with im-
proved movements, remain at 22s 6d and 30s, and the long-
wind pioneer series is unaltered at 13s 6d. Call and see the
new watches before purchasing other Christmas and New
Year’s presents.
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THE THREE AGES.

(FROM THE FRENCH OF MARIE CONSTANTIN.)

Mv dears, when I was young like you—
O, days that long ago took wing ! —
I had your wit, your sweetness, too,

. And loved, like you, the spring.
Fondly do I remember still
How dear to me were fields and Howers ;
How dear the hearts in lighter hours

Made captive in the gay quadrille ;

A merry child like you, my dears,
And such was I at fifteen years.

Later, my heart, less wild and gay,
To one devout espousal moved ;

And wedded joys, how sweet are they,
To love and to be loved !
But sometimes, pensive and apart,
I prayed in secret sighs to heaven

That some dear angel might be given
To stir in me a mother’s heart ;
Wife and fond mother, too, my dears,
And such was I at thirty years.

O later ! Onward still and on

Time flies, like anadvancing wave,
And summer, autumn, both are gone,
With all the joys they gave !
Yet, while we droop with age and pain,
The heart that to our babes we give
In their sweet innocence may live,
And with their babes be young again ;

And such am I at length my dears,
With my full span of eighty years.

George Cotterell.

MAZZINI'S COURAGE.

This famous Italian exile was once forewarned that his as-

sassination had been planned, and that men had been dis-
patched to London for the purpose, but he made no attempt
to exclude them from his house. One day the conspirators
entered his room and found him listlessly smoking. • Take
cigars, gentlemen,’ was his instant invitation. Waiting and

hesitation on their part followed. ‘ But you do not proceed
to business, gentlemen,’ said Mazzini. ‘ I believe your in-
tention is to kill me.’ The astonished miscreants fell on

their knees and at length departed with the generous par-
don accorded them, while a longer puff of smoke than

usual was the only malediction sent after them.
Mazzini once, when he was staying with his friends in an

Italian city, where his head was forfeited, saw guards ap-

Sreaching the bouse to arrest him. On their way up to the
oor—the chateau stood on an eminence—they met a per

son sauntering down toward them smoking a cigar. He

gave them the salutation of the morning, which the Cap-
tain returned. On arriving at the chateau, Mazzini was

demanded. •We well know he is here,’ said the chief

officer. • Certainly,’ said the host, who knew it was in vain

to profess ignorance ; ‘he was, but is not. It is he whom

you met. I saw him salnte you.’
They had been completely thrown off their guard by the

coolness of the smoking stranger. Once out of their sight
they knew it was vain to expect to lay hands on that übi-
quitous smoker, whom no man ever betrayed.

PETERS THE PLOTTER.

An old seaman named Peters, stationed ona cruiser in the

North Atlantic squadron, was a man of rough exterior but
of a warm heart. Its warmest corner was reserved for a

certain young lieutenant on board the same ship, whom

Peters worshipped with unswerving constancy.
One day it happened that an unpractised landsman, while

attending to some duty in the rigging, lost his footing and

fell into the water. As he was unable to swim he would
probably have been drowned had not an officer sprang after
him ana gallantly held him up until assistance came. A

letter from the Secretary of the Navy, commending in high
terms this heroic action, was sent to the brave rescuer and

read before the assembled ship’s company. Old Peters
viewed the whole proceeding with a feeling of jealousy,and

after brooding the matter for some days, he relieved him-
self in the following manner:—

• Mr Bradley,’ said he, gliding up to the object of his

devotion, ‘ that there letter what the Secretary wrote, that’s
a fine thing for a young man to have. You ought to have

one,Mr Bradley.’
‘ Why, yes, Peters,’ said young Bradley, with his plea-

sant smile, ‘ That letter is undoubtedly a thing for any
fellow to be proud of ; but I’m afraid I don’t quite see my
way to getting onelike it.’

‘ Mr Bradly,’ answered Peters, in a hoarse tone, inviting
confidence, ‘ ter-morrow night, sir, I’ll be in the main
chains, fusein’ with somethin’ or nother. P’raps I’ll axiden

tally fall into the water. Such things have happened, as

yer know yeiself, sir. Then, Mr Bradley, what’s to hinder
ye from jumpin’after me, like your messmate there? I

guess ye’d have as good a chance as him for one o’ them

letters from the Secretary.’
‘ There’s only one difficulty about the plan, Peters,’ said

Bradley, preserving a grave countenance, but inwardly
much amused, ‘ unfortunately, you see, I don’t know how

to swim.’
‘ Sho—is that all, sir?’ returned Peters, undismayed

That ain’t nothin.’ I’ll hold you up till the boat comes !’

THE NEW RELIGION.

The socialistic idea manifests itself in various ways ami

under diverse forms. It shows itself stronger in the ten

dencies of municipal and national politics. It calls to its

cause many of thepurest and most cultured men and women

of England. It is making itself felt in the land question.
Perhaps the most remarkable thing in connection with this

agitation is that comparatively few voices are raised in any-
thing like active and complete opposition. In all this work

of reform an important part is borne by the university
settlements. The scholars of Oxford and Cambridge have

left their academic shades and taken up their quarters in
the slums of London to aid in the elevation of the masses.

Women from Girton and Newnham, as well as University
men take part in the movement. University and college
missions have been organized.

The celebrated Toynbee Hall is, perhaps, the most typi-
cal of these establishments. Arnold Toynbee was an Oxford

student who seemed to gather up in himself all the new

inHuences rising at that university. He spent his vacations
in Whitechapel and like neighbourhoods lecturing to popu-
lar assemblages. He died in the harness in 1883. His
friends at Oxford resolved to commemorate his name and
work in some permanent way. Toynbee Hall is the result.
At first it was oneroom in the East End of London. Now
it is a large building arranged university fashion, around a

quadrangle. It provides accommodation for a numerous

body of regular residents, and for a few occasional, who
come from Oxford to see what is going on and lend a hand.

There is also a large body of associates of both sexes who

come at intervals to take care of classes and chibs. Each

resident has his special work. One looks after charities,
others, severally, make specialities of labour organisations,
children’s holiday funds, etc.

A great deal is done in local politics. During the out-
break of crime in 1888, Toynbee Hall organized a Vigilance
Committee and patrolled Whitechapel. Some residents
manage schools ; others supply dinners to ill fed children.

There is a great deal of social life at Toynbee Hall in the

way of dinners, receptions, entertainments, lectures, dis-
cussions, etc. The evenings are taken up with regular
class studies, in which political economy is a prominent
feature. Space is lacking to even mention the many other

ways in which Toynbee Hall acts as an educational and

elevating centre. Oxford House, Bethnal Green, does

somewhat in a religious way what Toynbee Hall does in

a secular way for the people. Numerous other similar es-

tablishments testify to the activity of the cultured and well-

to-do classes in behalf of the masses.

The New High Arm Davis Vertical Feedis acknowledged
by experts to be the most perfect Sewing Machine the world has
yet seen.—Advt.
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z Specially prepared for the Delicate Skin of Ladies, J K*

' 4 Children, and others sensitive to the weather, winter

" or summer. Impartsand maintains a soft, velvety

~ condition of the Skin, tn I

/' Prevents Redness, Roughness, and Chapping.

DR. REDWOOD, ph.D., f.c.s, f.i.c.—“ I have never come across another Toilet

Soap which so closely realises my ideal of perfection. Its purity is such that it may be used with

perfect confidence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin even that of a new born babe.”
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THE VICE-REGAL TOUR

OVER THE ALPS WITH THE GOVERNOR

FROM CHRISTCHURCH TO THE WEST COAST.

(BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST.—SEE ILLUSTRATIONS PAGES 252 253.)

LAKE WAKATIPU.

/ E did not leave Pembroke till twelve

\'A\uo’clock, when we started for Queens-
. town, being driven by the well-known

coach proprietor, Mr Craig. Shortly
after leaving we entered the Cardrona

—Valley, down which the Cardrona

, River runs to join the waters of the

, Clutha near Pembroke. A pleasant
I / drive up the valley which has been
'l/ highly auriferous and is still so, judg-

ing by the number of alluvial mines to

be seen at work, brings us to thesaddle near the Crown Mount.

The road is 3,500 feet above sea level, and the view from
the summit looking towards Lake Wakatipu is of a most

panoramic description. lhe waters of the lake at the

Frankton arm environed with huge mountains sparkled
most brilliantly in the sunlight. Away in the distance rise
the Walter Peak and Hector Mountains, while nearer are

the serrated peaks of the Remarkables. Below, on the rich

alluvial flat, could be discerned the lovely homesteads and
fields of ripe and ripening wheat, forming altogether a most

pleasing and effective picture.
We now start the descent, and soon come in sight of

Arrowtown, a prettily-situated mining township on the
Arrow river. A nice craggy drive winding round the
mountain brings us into the town, where a deputation of
the Miners’ Association have an interview with the Hon. K.
Seddon on some important mining matters. The interview

being over, we start on for Queenstown, and after a pretty

drive round Lake Hayes, a charming sheet of water, we are

soon on the shores of Wakatipu. Skirting round the
shores for some distance we arrive at Eichardt’s Hotel,
where we stay for the night.

Next morning it was decided to remain all day at Queens-
town so as to have an easy day after the rapid rough
travelling we had lately undergone, thus giving time for a

quiet ramble round Queenstown and the Shotover Gorge,
where so much gold was obtained in the early days, and

hopes are now entertained that by dredging the bed of the
Shotover river, untold wealth still remains to be extracted

trom amongthe shingly bottom of the river.
A stroll through the pretty Domain at Queenstown on a

summer evening is a real treat. Selecting a niee grassy
patch you can lie down just about sunset and watch the
marvellous sunset glow on the Renrarkables, whose rugged
summits seem at times to be bathed in a most exquisite
colouring of pink, violet, ami purple, which gradually fade

away with the setting sun till the whole scene is wrapped
in a sombre grey. Another peculiarity is also the
lovely twilight which exists in these southern climes.
It is quite easy to read a newspaper at 9 o’clock at

night. Well, after watching such a lovely scene fade
away, it is time to return to tl.e hotel. p

Next morning we started tor the head of the Lake, Sp
taking passage by the smart p.s. Mountaineer. We
were soon cutting the placid surface of the lake, on
whose bosom are reflected with striking distinctness tj
all the peaks and glaciers which surround the shores. fl
Steaming along the Northern Shore, pretty little
strands here and there come into view, backed up Ig
with all kinds of native shrubs, the huge bracken-
covered slopes of Ben Lomond mountain forming H
a sombre background. Away across the lake rise I
Mount Cecil (6,417 ft ), the Walter Peak (5,956 ft.),
Afton Peak, Mount Nicholas, and other towering ■
masses of rock, their summits clothed with snow. J
Isjill ploughing our way along the shore we pass the I
hivemile and Wilsons Bay, then come to a pretty ■
little bay called Bobs Cove, a favourite resort for I
Queenstown holiday-makers. A short distance I
further on, we round White’s Point and steam
across the lake to a sheep station, where we take on
board a quantity of wool for shipment to Lake
Kingston by rail.

While the steamer remains here it gives one
time to look up the head of the lake, and what E
a grand imposing scene we contemplate! The flake was as smooth as glass (rutiled slightly by tire

U

thin line of wake the steamer made when crossing

from White’s Point). Away in the distance could be

seen the fantastic shaped Cosmos Peaks, over 8,000 feet
high, clothed with eternal snow and glaciers. Nearer on

the right hand was the majestic giant Mount Earnslaw,
towering 9,200 feet high, its huge glacier sparkling with
dazzling purity in the morning sun, whilst on the left are

the Humbolt Mountains, with the giant Mount Bonpland
(8,100 feet) keeping sentry over them, as it were, with its

glacier-crowned peaks rising almost sheer up from the little
village of Kinloch, Following the Humbolt Range round

the left, we come to the Tooth Peaks, a peculiar rugged
formation running down into the valley of the Greenstone
River. Glancing away to our right towers the Richardson
Mountains, culminating in Stone Peak (7,224 feet high),
whose summit of mica schist and snow shines with dazzling
brilliancy, while to complete the picture the lovely Pigeon
Island, Long Island, and Rabbit Island lie reflecting their

respective forms on the placid lake.
The wool being all aboard, we start off again up the lake,

admiring the whole time the wondrous scene before us, till
at length a break between the ranges reveals another giant
mountain, called Mount Aspiring, rising in a lovely cone to

nearly 10,000 feet high, its summit, like that of Earnslaw,
as yet untrodden by man. Passing along the wooded slopes
of the Humbolts for a considerable distance, we come in

sight of the pretty villages of Kinloch and Glenorchy, and

soon arrive at Kinloch, where we disembark and stay at

Bryant’s Glacier Hotel, where accommodation is remarkably
good, and attention all that can be desired.

Kinloch is the starting point for Lake Harris Saddle,

Sylvan Lake, Reie Lake, the Valley of the Dart, and the
Routeburn Valley, and in Mr Harry Bryant we found a

conversant and reliable guide. The * Bryant Glacier ’ is

situated just behind the hotel and is easy of access, a splen-
did track having been cut through the bush by Mr Bryant.
Having decided to visit the Lake Harris Saddle, we started
early next morning in company with Mr H. Bryant as guide.

The distance to theSaddle isabout eighteen miles, through
a most charming valley, where someof the grandest scenery
in New Zealand is to be found. Following the old tram
line and Martin's Bay track we come on tothe Dart river,
which, being pretty low, we were able to ride along the bed

of it, and what magnificent grandeur we witnessed I Pass-

ing by Mounts Alfred and Bonpland, we arrive at the Route-
burn crossing, after passing through lovely birch forests

which come right down to the banks of the Dart. About
six miles from Kinloch we pass the lovely little homestead

of Mr Ludemann, which forms a pleasing change to the sur-

rounding country. The waving corn, ripe and ripening,
sheep, cattle, and horses, with no end of luxuriant English
grasses, stand out in lovely prominence against the grim

towering walls of Earnslaw and the other Cosmos Peaks.
One thing noticeable was the predominance of bunny in
these parts. As we galloped along the grassy paddocks of

Mr Ludemann rabbits were rushing to and fro in hundreds,
showing that they have a distinct loving for the English
grasses in lieu of the native tussock.

Soon after leaving the pretty station we emerge into the
lovely Routeburn Valley, and what a grand sight! In the

foreground was a beautiful oasis of native grasses, fringed
by lovely Veronica, above which towered the graceful
foliage of the birch forest. Away behind the forest, in

among the perpendicular heights, a huge waterfall was de-
scending in two leaps, altogether about 700 feet, high, whilst

to back up the enchanting scene the glaciers shone on the
summitsof the massive mountains.

We pass on, crossing and recrossing the Routeburn River,
until we come to a steep bit, where we lead the horses up ;

in parts the slippery slate makes the foothold for the horses

rather insecure. The river here now forms a series of lovely
cascades, the deep blue shading of the deeper pools looking
a most exquisite tone. To our left above the cascades rose

a sheer precipice of about 1,500 feet, overhanging near the
top and forming a grim weird wall of solid rock. The track

leads now through lovely birch forest, and soon through
lovely grass patches near the river bed, till at length we

reach the splendid grass Hat near where the dilapidated hut

stands, which has been erected for the accommodation of

visitors, but now wrecked through a mountain torrent
washing out the sides.

Leaving our horses grazing on the Hat we start the ascent
of the saddle, and a good track leads to near the top, where
a huge mass of rock has to be scaled : then we come to a

grassy flat and soon reach the summit, nearly 5,000 feet
high, where a wondrous weird landscape can be gazed upon
Below is Lake Harris, a small sheet of water environed
with beetling cliffs, almost devoid of any vegetation, but I
may mention that the Alpine flora is most abundant here,
the lovely Mount Cook lily growing in profusion. We look
away to the westward at the rugged country between here
and Milford Sound, which is only about ten or eleven miles
away, at present not thoroughly’ explored on account of the
frightful rough state of the country. Nearly opposite us

lies Mount Christiana (8,500 feet high), and other equally
grand peaks all covered with glaciers. In the deep abyss
below winds the Hollyford River, like a silver thread wend-
ing its way to the blue Pacific, which can be seen breaking
on the sands beyond Martin’s Bay and Lake McKerrow.
Everywhere you look there is nothing but grandeur and
glaciers, especially along the line of the Darran mountains
and Mount Aspiring Range. It is with regret that we have
to wend our way to the flat again to our horses, so as to get
back early, for as a rule a stay of two days is necessary to

do this trip thoroughly, but it can be accomplished by good
horsemen and climbers in one day from Kinloch without

the necessity of camping out. The great charm about the
head of the lake is to see the sunset effect on the lofty
mountains and glaciers, which sight alone is worth all the
trouble and expense.

On our arrival from the Harris Saddle, which, by the
way, was pretty early, we were surprised to find that Lady
Onslow and the remainder of our party (Lady Gwendoline,
Captain Guthrie, Mr and Mrs Rutherford), who bad left in

the morning to visit the lovely Rere lake by boat, had not
as yet returned, and as evening wore on and nosigns of the
boat on the lake, we were getting anxious on account of the
high wind blowing on the lake. Horses were got ready so

as to go around the shores of the lake and bring the party
back should the wind still continue to blow so strongly.
Anyhow, after anxiously waiting till about 9p.m., the boat
and its occupants safely arrived after a lovely trip to the
Rere Lake. The cause of the detention was the high sea

which was raised on the lake, and progress by pulling was

somewhat tedious.

Rere Lake is situated about eighteen miles from
fc Kinloch, and is reached by boat down Lake Wakatipu
■ (eight miles) to Elfin Bay, and from there a lovely
J- track inland of about two miles brings you to Rere
Bl Lake, which is the most beautiful of all the small
J, lakes around Wakatipu. The following day witnessed
K| our departure from the lovely scenery around the

t’| head of the Lake, so embarking on board the s.s.

* Ben Lomond, after a very pleasant steam down the
» Lake we again reached Queenstown, where we stayed
jf for the night. In the morning we were again under-

ft way on board the Ben Lomond bound for Kingston,
p the railway terminus. The trip from Queenstown to

Kingston is not nearly so interesting as the trip to

| the head of the Lake. A lovely view is obtainable

g of Queenstown from the steamer shortly after leaving
B with Ben Lomond, 5,747 feet, rising just behind the
S town. On our right as we go down the lake the
gi huge beetling mass of Mount Cecil (6,417 ft.) rises
" almost perpendicularly from the lake, and away across

the lake the Hector Mountains or Remarkables
E stretch towards Kingston, the jagged double cone of
g

the Remarkables (7,688 ft.) being a conspicuous
g object. The day being beautifully calm, we soon

S reached Kingston, where the train was in readiness
|S to take us on as far as Lumsden.

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

RIVER REES AND MOUNT FORBES, LAKE WAKATIPU. VIEW FROM QUEENSTOWN.

KINGSTON.
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Society Gossip.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, February 19.

I hardly know where to begin this week, for

there is so much fashionable news that I fear you will tireof

it before you have heard all. Everything, of course, was

given as a ‘farewell’to bis Excellency the Governor and
Lady Onslow, who must have been <)uite tired of shaking
hands and bidding good-bye by the time itwas all over, for,

as you already know, they have left us. First of all came

the banquet given by our Mayor (Mr H. D. Bell), and Mrs

Bell, and this perhaps was the most brilliant affair of all.

It took place at Bellamy’s, which was beautifully decorated
for the occasion. Mr Bell received in the hall at half-

past seven o’clock, dinner being announced about eight,
and was not over until nearly midnight, there were so many

speeches and toasts to be got through. His Excellency
made a particularly happy speech, as also did Mr Bell.
Mr Bell" took Lady Onslow in to dinner, taking the
head of the table,' with the Earl and Mrs Bell at

the opposite end ; then the Chief Justice, Sir Janies Pren-
dergast, took Mrs Ballance; the Premier (Mr Ballance),
Mrs Grace ; Mr Justice Richmond, Mrs Charles Johnston ;
Captain Bourke, of the Ringarooma, Lady Hector; Mr
Pearce and Madame de Bachone; the Hon. J. McKenzie

and Mrs Robert Hart ; Mr Fitzgerald (Controller General)
and Mrs Richmond. Others present were the Hon. A. J.

Cadman, the Hon. J. G. Ward, the Hon. W. P. Reeves and

Mrs Reeves, the Hon J. R. Seddon, the Hon. Dr. Grace,
the Hon. Charles Johnston, the Hon. R. Hart, Dr. and Mrs

Newman, Mr G. Hutchinson, Mr W. McLean, Mr and Mrs

Castendyk, Mr and Mrs G. Fisher, Dr. de Bachone, Sir

James Hector, Mr J. Duncan, Mr and Mrs Cooper, Mr W.

Reid, Mr and Mis G. Beetham, Mr W. Booth, Mr

and Mrs Travers, Captain Guthrie, besides most of the

city councillors and leading citizens. King’s band was

stationed in the lobby, and played at intervals during the

evening, and a guard of honour was formed by the Per-

manent Artillery, under Major Messenger, as the Governor
and Lady Onslow, accompanied by Capt. Guthrie, entered.

His Excellency wore his vice regal uniform, and the other

uniforms, including the naval, military, and Consular,

greatly added to the brilliantscene. The menu was most

highly spoken of, and also the wines, which were especially
procured by the steward at Bellamy’s. The menu may

prove interesting Hors d’oeuvres, Saumon de Norvege
and Caviare ; Potages, Tortue and Printaniere ; Poissons,
Turbot, Sauce homard, and Morne Anglaise aux Concom-

bres; Entrees, Supreme de Volaille a la Toulouse and

Cailles a la Financiere ; Releves, Selle d’agneau a la
Duchesse and Dinde Truffce a la Perigeux ; Gibier, Canard
Sauvage ; Entremets, Gelee de Peches au Noyau, Kang-
lauffe au Sabazon, and Salade de Fruits ; Releves d’entre-

mets, Canapes a la Prince de Galles, and Petits Ranra-

quins en Caisses ; Glaces, Fraises and Ananas.

The following night the Governor was entertained at a

farewell dinner at the Wellington Club, Mr Ed. Pearce,
the President, being in the chair, the guest of the evening
being on his right and Sir James Prendergast on his left.

Captain Guthrie was also present, and the Hon. W. P.

Reeves, the Hon. P. Buckley, Captain Bourke, of the Rin-

garooma, Mr Wythes, of the yacht St. George, and Sir A.

Stepney—about sixty altogether.
The next night the vice-regal party was entertained at

supper by Dr. and Mrs Newman, but this was not a very

large affair. The Ladies Gwendoline and Dorothy stayed
with Mrs Newman on their arrival at Wellington, His Ex-

cellency and Lady Onslow staying with the Hon. Charles

and Mrs Johnston until they finally left Wellington.
The following afternoon the Earl and Countess held a

farewell reception at Government House. There were not

a large number of guests, but it was very pleasant, except,
1 might add, that there lurked a tinge of regret throughout
the assemblage. Lady Onslow received in adark grey gown
softened with white chiffon ruffles down the front, and a

small jet bonnet, and carried an exquisite bouquet of hot-

house flowers. I believe they are in mourning for the Duke
of Clarence. Captain Guthrie was helping to entertain.
Afternoon tea and all sorts of good things were served in

the dining-room. Amongst those present were Mr and Mrs

Travers, the latter in fawn and brown silk, and brown tulle
bonnet with yellow roses ; Mr and Mrs G. Beetham, the

latter wearing a very quaint, new-looking gown, the skirt

of fawn with a very broad edging of brown stripes, and a

long bodice of brown figured satin, under which was a vest

of striped brown, and a tiny buttercup bonnet. I noticed

buttercups and cornflowers on every side ; they are evidently
the prevailing flowers. Miss Johnston was in black silk,
the long tabs edged with jet ; Mrs Grace wore blue figured
foulard, and bonnet of cornflowers ; Mrs Newman also

wore blue ; Mrs Reeves, white and black, and large white

chiffon tie spotted with black, flat black hat with white

flowers ; the Misses Grace, grey ; Mrs Collins, a pretty
combination of grey and white silk, large white hat; Miss
Gibson, a visitor to Mrs Collins from Dunedin, a very hand-

some dress, the prevailing colour being pink, which was

trimmed with brown and gold ; Mrs Williams, a veiy pretty
cream chiffon bonnet; the Misses Williams, grey; Mrs

Cooper, Miss Cooper, white delaine figured with black,

black hat with grey feathers ; Mrs I’arhtt, cornflower blue,
trimmed with gold braid ; Mrs Gore, Miss M. Gore, brown

silk, and transparent cieatn hat with Howers ; Mrs Medley,
Miss K. Hadfield. M. and Madame de Bachone, Mrs Man-
tell, grey ; Miss Dranstield, fawn ; Miss L. Izard, cream ;
Mrs Gillon, a pretty black dress, and bonnet embroidered

with steel ; Miss Quick, crushed strawberry silk with

Bounces of black lace ; Miss Morrah, the Misses Haise,
Trimnell, Fairchild, Allan, Barclay, Canon Howell (of
Dunedin), and many others. The Ladies Gwendoline and

Dorothy Onslow were present, being dressed completely in

white, and Lord Huia, who was also taking leave of his

many friends, being in his nurse’s arms.

The evening of the same day Mrs Charles Johnston gave
a dinner party, and afterwards an * at home,’ as the last
farewell to the Earl and Countess. It was a delightful
affair, the guests of the evening apparently thoroughly en-

joying everything. Mr and Mrs Johnston received in the
hall, from whence everyone passed on into the drawing-
room and shook hands with Lord and Lady <lnslow. Dancing
was kept up until nearly two o’clock, when all assembled
and said good-bye to the host and hostess and the Earl and

Countess. Mrs Johnston wore a very handsome dress of

palest pink brocaded satin, made in the new redingote style
over a petticoat and long train of pink crepon, the lining
being of turquoise blue satin : puffed sleeves and a high
collar, and a lovely bouquet of pink tiger lilies and maiden
hair fern, completed an elegant costume ; Lady Onslow was

in black satin and lace, made with a very long train, and
brightened only by quantities of diamonds on the low cor-

sage and -hair, and carried a huge bouquet of white tiger
lilies and maiden hair tied with streamers of broad white

ribbon. The Bishop of Christchurcli and Mrs J ulius were

there, and Lady and Miss Hector, M. and Madame de

Bachone, Mr and Mrs Tolhurst, the Hon. I’, and Mrs

Buckley, Mr and Mr Werry, Mrs Richmond, the Hon. Dr.
and Mrs Grace (the latter in white silk striped with
black velvet, and diamonds), Dr. and Mrs Newman,
the Hon. VV. I’, and Mrs Reeves, Mrs Williams. Mr

and Mrs Travers, Dr. and Mrs Collins, Miss John-

ston, sister of the host, who wore pale blue gauze stud-

ded with turquoise beads and turquoise buckles ; Miss

Williams, in pale blue scattered with buttercups ; Miss H.

Williams, wearing avery pretty pink satin brocaded with true

lover’s knots ; Miss Alice Grace (the only debutante), wore

a lovely gown, the white satin train and bodice worn over a

petticoat of lace, and carried a beautiful bouquet ; Miss
M. Grace, pale green with heliotrope chiffon sleeves; Miss

Izard, white ; Miss Gore, pale blue silk and pink crepon :
and her sister, white silk with trails of white roses ; Miss
Richardson, white silk ; the Misses Barron, pretty cream

and pink chiffon gowns ; the Misses Cooper, white ; Miss
Medley, cream with bronze passementerie ; Miss Gibson, a

pretty pale blue crepon gown, trained, the basque effectively
trimmed with jewelled embroidery ; Miss Menzies, blue
silk ; and her sister, old gold. Amongst the gentlemen
were Captain Guthrie, Captain Bourke, of H.M.S. Ringa-
rooma.andseveralof hisofficers; severalofficersfromthesteam
yacht St. George,and Messrs Baker, Cooper, Richmond, Turn-

bull (2), Tripp, Brown St. Hill, etc., etc. The whole house

wasmostbeautifullydecorated,chiefly with quantities of sun-

flowers. A delicious champagne supper was served shortly
befoie midnight, and the strains of * John Peel ' brought a

most enjoyable dance to a close.

On Wednesday Lord and Lady Onslow and suite left by
a special train at eleven a.m., and the railway station was

thronged with people wishing to say good bye. They
drove down with Mr and Mrs Johnston, and Lord Huia
wore an imitation Huia bird in his hat as he said farewell
to the town of his birth. Lady Onslow was dressed in a

dark travelling dress and black bonnet, and took affection-
ate farewell of Mrs Johnston and other of her intimate
friends before leaving. Captain Guthrie, the Hon. P. Buck-
ley, and Mr G. S. Cooper travelled with them part of the

way.
A quiet though very interesting wedding was celebrated

a few days ago—that of Mrs Rawson, daughter of Mrs Bor-
lase, and Mr Walter Pearson.

I must say a word about the Star Boating Club Swim-
ming Sports before closing. They were held in the presence
of about four hundred guests at theStar Sheds, and very
interesting they were for those looking on who knew all the
competitors. Afternoon tea was dispensed by the ladies,
and proved most acceptable. I noticed Dr. and Mrs Adams,
Mrs W. Ferguson, Miss Moorhouse, Mr and Mrs Ogle, Mrs

Wardrop, Dr. and Mrs Rawson, Mr and Mrs Mantel), Mrs

and the Misses Cooper, the Misses Grace, the Misses Gore,
MissL. Izard, the Misses Harding, and many others.

Ah, something else too—we have been gay. An ‘At

Home ’ was given on board the private steam yacht St.
George by the owner, Mr Wythes, who has been visiting
Wellington for a few weeks. The weather was lovely, and

a very pleasant afternoon was spent, our numerous hosts

proving most hospitable. I have not space to go into

details, but you shall hear a few of the guests. The Hon.

P. and Mrs Buckley, the Hon. J. McKenzie, the Hon. It.

Seddon, Mr and Mrs W. P. Reeves, Mrs and the Misses
Cooper, the Misses Williams, Mrs and the Misses Grace,
Dr. and Mrs Collins, Mrs and the Misses Gore, and a great
many of the Star Boating Club.

Amongst our distinguished visitors this week have been

Lady Jersey, Lady Galloway, the Hon. Rupert Leigh, Sir
A. Stepney, the Countess of Meath, and Mr Wythes.

Except that it was given in honour of Bishop and Mrs
Julius, I will not be able to tell you anything about the

Rev. Mr Water’s large garden party, for 1 am afraid I have

already overstepped my amount of space. Ruby.

Dear Bee, Febkuaki 2b.

Bentley is the talk of the town, and deservedly
so, for he is a splendid actor, and merits all the praise

showered upon him. He played * Hamlet 'on his opening
night, and then gave * David Garrick,' and in this latter 1

think 1 liked him the better, the character apparently suit

ing him to perfection. I believe the fact of the matter is

that his company are not good enough for Shakesperian
works—at least they do not appear to help him out with

his difficult parts, which must be a great drawback. One

good actor is a great deal, but he cannot do everything, and
it struck me again and again that he was not well
supported in ‘ Hamlet.’ Up to the present he has had
crowded houses every night, and they are likely to

remain so considering the enthusiasm with which Bentley
is nightly received, until the end of his season.

Altogether I did not eh joy * Hamlet ’ nearly as well as I
did • David Garrick,’ the latter apparently being better
staged, and more within the compass of the performers.
The drunken scene by Bentley was an exceedingly clever
piece of acting, and evoked roars of laughter, and the horror
of Ada (Miss Hansen) was also very realistic. The com-

pany assembled at Mr Ingot’s dinner-table was very amus-

ing, and one of the best things was the quarrel between Ada
and her would be lover. The dresses worn by Bentley as

David Garrick were very handsome. I liked him best in a

handsome bluish-green plush eoat braided with sparkling
silver, white satin waistcoat braided with silver, white satin

breeches, white silk stockings, and lace rutiles studded with

diamond brooches . but in all his costumes he looked a tine

handsome fellow. Miss Hansen, the heroine had an tin

grateful part, but made the most of it, and brought tears to
the eyes of many with her sobs when she was renounced by
her father. First she wore a very pretty pale blue brocade
with a Watteau train falling from the shoulders, and then
afterward at the dinner party she was dressed in cream

satin, made also with a Watteau train and cascades of lace.
Ariminta, the authoress (Miss May Thorne), was splendid
and was capitally got up, and so also was the stutterer, but
Mrs Brown (Miss Deorwyn) I thought rather overdid her

part. In • Cramond Brig ’ Bentley, as Jock, the Scotch

Farmer, was so good, and was quite unrecognisable
from the courtly David Garrick. Surely he must
be a Scotchman : his accent was perfect. Miss Han

sen had a small part only in this, but did it well,
and looked quite the Scotch lassie. The king (Mr Aider-
son), acted remarkably well in this, but Bentley was simply
inimitable. He is so natural and seems to thoroughly
enter into his parts. The dinner scene where Jock uncon-

sciously entertains the king is most amusing : indeed, the

farce altogether is worth seeing if only to have a good
hearty laugh. Amongst the audience on both nights were

Dr. and Mrs Grace, Mr and Mis Hislop, Mr and Mrs Fitz-
gerald, Miss Fitzgerald, Mr, Mrs, and the Misses Tolhurst,
Mrs Buckley, Mr and Mrs Loughnan, the Hon. Mr Seddon
and Mrs Seddon, the Hon. J. McKenzie, Mrs Edward

Richardson, Miss Johnston, the Misses Grace, Mrs Collins,
Miss Gibson (Dnnedin), Mrs Leckie, Mr and MrsJellicoe,
Mrs and the Misses Gore, Mirand Mrs W. Moorhouse, Miss

H. Moorhouse, Miss Izard, the Misses Cooper, Dr. and Mrs

Gillon, Mrs (Dr.) Pollen, Miss Williams (Gisborne), Mr

Tanner and Mrs Gordon (Hastings), Mr and the Misses
Burnett, and many others. We are to have ‘The Bells'

next, and then several more Shakespearian pieces.
The FlowerShow is now open at the ColumbiaRink, and

is an excellent display. The weather was kind, and allowed
the Howers to be picked quite perfect the day before. I
think the dahlias are the finest ever exhibited, but the hot-
house Howeis are very beautiful. There is one table en-

tirely covered with exhibits from Government House, chiefly
remarkable for the exquisite maiden-hair ferns. The bou-

quets are one andall so very old-fashioned —tightly tied, and

with so little greenery. Nothing could be more beautiful
and natural than the new large, loosely-arranged bouquets,
arranged with just Nature’s green leaves and grasses,
and yet one never sees them at a flower show. One
epergne filled with rata and variegated grasses was ex-

quisite, and the roses and lilies were lovely. I have never

seen such a magnificent display of vegetables. The col-
lections of flowering begonias exhibited by Mrs Burne, Mi

McKay, and Mr Charles Izard (junr.) are wonderful.
Amongst theprize- takers are Mrs Burne, Mrs McNab, Mrs
H. D. Bell, Mr Eberle, Mr Wilkinson, Mr W. Moorhouse,
Mr C. J. Hill, Mr C. H. Izard, Mrs Stuart, and for bouquets
in various classes the prize-winners are Miss McNab, Miss

Cooper, D. N. Wilkinson, Miss Crease, Miss Salmon, T. H.
Sewell, Mrs Wills, ami W. H. Taylor.

Lady Hector is giving a garden party at Petone very
soon, and there is to be a conversazione at the Museum in
honour of the University Senate which is sitting in Wei-
lington now. Ruby.

CHRISTCHURCH.

Dear Bee, February 15.
Mrs Philip Hamner, of Femlalton, gave a large garden-

party one afternoon. Among the invites were Mr and Mrs

Michael Campbell; Miss Bessie Campbell, in a lovely gown
of white crepe, pink and white striped yoke of same

material ; Mrs Wilding looked very handsome in a dark

green dress trimmed with rich old lace ; Mrs Hamer wore

dark blue with white embroidery ; Mrs P. Hamner, in a

grey spotted gown ; Mrs Banks had a tasteful dress of

myrtle green silk, with black lace flounce around bodiee
and skirt looped up with jet ; Mrs F. Miles was in white :
Miss Willis in grey white braided gown, white and grey
hat ; Mrs Wigram, in dark blue, white shirt and sailor

hat; Mrs Forbes looked well in a handsome black silk,
white flowers in bonnet. Others were Mr and Mrs Charle-
wood, Mr and Mrs George Hamner, Mr and Miss Clarke,
Mr and Mrs Harrison, Mrs and Miss Gilman, Mr, Mrs, and
Miss Neave, Mrs and Miss Gerard, the Misses Bowen, and
the Misses Nedwill.

Professor and Mrs Cook entertained a party of English
friends to luncheon one day last week.

Kowalski, the celebrated pianist, gave the musical public
a treat last week at four excellent concerts. I’nfortunately
however, Christchurch cannot support more than one good
public amusement ata time. Walter Bentley continued to
draw large houses, but 1 am afraid fond as people here pro-
fess to be of good music, the musical artists were not so well

patronised. 1 like Kowalski best in his own music. His
pupil, Miss Beatrice Grilliths, is also a brilliant pianiste.
Miss Rossow's singing is always delightful in execution and

refinement, and I think her voice has gained in mellowness
of tone.
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OVER THE ALPS WITH THE GOVERNOR.

LAKE WANAKA FROM NEAR PEMBROKE.

BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST.

HEAD OF LAKE WAKATIPU.

BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST.
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CROSSING THE WATAROA RIVER.
BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST.

LAKE PARING A, WEST COAST.
BY OUR SPECIAL ARTIST.
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The theatre, as I have already said, has been full every

night. I have seen Bentley as Claude Melnotte, and as

John Mildmay, in * Still Waters Run Deep ’ and in Shakes-

peare. In all he is a finished actor, and makes the most of

each part, but it is the general opinion that he is best in

those fine pieces and stage situations in which his genius
can have full play, rather than in mild, modern comedy
roles, such as John Mildmay. Let me entreat you not to

miss achance of going to see him. We have never had a

better actor onour shores, connoisseurs say. The company,

too, is a strong one on the whole, so you will be altogether

pleased.

Dear Bee, February 23.

I feel almost too heart-broken to write to you

to-day. Bentley has gone. He gave a farewell perform-
ance of ‘ David Garrick ’ and * The Taming of the Shrew,

and made us quite a touching little speech at theend. The

only thing that will console us for his loss is the knowledge

that we shall probably have him with us again next year,

but with a different company. One thing is certain, if we

had had him here much longer we should all have become

bankrupt, for no one who bad once heard him could resist
going to the theatre again and again. Indeed, I know of

some people who went to see him in every piece that was put
on the stage. His Shakespearian renderings, particularly
that of ‘ Hamlet,’ are very line ; but I confess to an

uneducated liking for the lighter dramas myself, and

Bentley pleases me most in * Money ’ and ‘ David Garrick. ’
The former play was undoubtedly the most enjoyable of

any given by this talented company. Miss Hansen, the

leading lady, acts gracefully and naturally. Do notice

some of her gowns ; they are models of elegance. Apropos-,
I cannot resist mentioning Miss Deorwyn’s dress in * The

Taming of the Shrew.’ It is of handsome red brocade, fit-

ting closely, and with a long train ; bodice cut square in

front ; high sleeves, with a tiny cape of satin over each

shoulder. On her head she wore a dainty toque to match,
turned up becomingly on one side with feathers, it would

make a splendid fancy dress for a dark girl.
While I am telling you about public amusements, I

should like to describe a ballad concert given by Mr Weir.

There was a large audience, chiefly of ladies however, as

men iind it difficult to get away from work for matinee per-

formances. The lady vocalists were Miss Ada Taylor,
Miss Fairhurst, Miss Bonnington, and Miss Bell, and Mrs
Wilson. The latter lady, as you know, has a full, rich

contralto voice, and sang very effectively. Misslayloris
a finished artist, and the remaining three ladies have each

very pleasant soprano voices. Mr Weir was at his best.

He possesses a light tenor of good quality, and sings with

infinite taste and sweetness. Mr Millar, also in capital
voice, Mr Hugh Reeves, Mrs Edgar, and Mr Lund were the
other performers. Among the listeners I noticed Mrs
Russell, Mrs Gard’ner, Mrs Bell, Mrs G. Roberts, Mrs

Stringer, Miss Rollands, (Sydney), Mrs and Miss Meares,
Mrs Louisson, Miss M. Tabart, Miss Thomson, Mrs
Ollivier, and Mrs Graham.

When the Lake Forsyth Annual Regatta was held the
day was beautifully line, and a public holiday, so thousands

of people flocked out of town. There were several picnic
parties organised to Lake Forsyth. Mrs Cunningham had
a party there. I also heard of one given by Messrs New-

man and Day.
One evening Miss Spenseley gave a river picnic. Another

was given by Mr Alpers, of which the chief feature was

some real punting. I hear a pouring rain surprised this and
other river parties during the evening. You see I cannot

write you a letter without mentioning the weather, our

summer has been too disappointing.
Mrs Leonard Harper gave a ladies’ luncheon, at which

Mrs Cook, Mrs Westmacott, and Mrs Forbes were some of

the guests. Mr Harper is already en route again for New

Zealand, having taken his return passage with Mr .1. Gould.

In the afternoon Mrs Clark, of Colombo Road, gave an-

other very enjoyable garden party. She has lovely lawns,
and besides tennis, one can enjoy punting up and down the

pretty little Heathcote which Hows through the grounds. I

cannot tell you of many new gowns, it is toolate in the

season, but the following are the names of some of the
guests. Mrs Howard, Miss Bullock, Mrs and the Misses

Cowlishaw, Mrs and the Misses Wynn-Williams, Mrs
Robison, and her daughter, Mrs Campbell, Miss Helmore,
Mrs Parberry, Mrs A. Wilson, Mrs and Miss Lily Kimbell,
Mrs and the Misses Rhodes, Mrs and Miss Greenwood,
the latter of whom we are glad to see looking very well

after her recent trip to Napier ; Mr and Miss Michell Clark,
Messrs Hall, Mathias, Rolleston, Fenwick, Harman,
Harris, etc.

In the evening there was a musical ‘ at home ’ at ‘ Til-
ford.’ Mrs and Miss Loughnan were exceedingly attentive

to their numerous guests, all of whom passed a pleasant
evening. Miss Beatrice Loughnan sang very well to her
guitar accompaniment : Miss Burns played some brilliant

piano solos. Mrs Burns was present, and disappointed us

all very much by not singing. Mr Izaid, as usual, charmed

everyone with his sympathetic rendering of ballads.
Mrs Cook, of Cranmer Square, entertained about fifty

little children from 3 to 7 p.m.

Mrs Bullock, of ‘ Ferndale,’ Avonside, is giving a large
‘at home ’at her residence. Dancing is to be the pro-
gramme, and I hear nearly one hundred guests are invited.

Preparations for the ladies’ concert are in full swing. It

is to come off before this reaches you, ami all the perform-
ers arebusy with rehearsalsand ticket selling. Tickets are

going rapidly, they say.

The last direct boat homeward bound took Mr and Mrs

Clifford, and Mr W. Cowlishaw ; and Messrs W. and .1.

Edwards are once more among us.

I shall have pleasant news to tell you next week—thatot
two weddings. Till then adieu.

Dolly Vale.

DUNEDIN.

Dear Bee, February 25.

Mrs T. Whitson gave alarge farewell afternoon tea

to Mr Whitson (sen.), her husband’s brother, who has been

staying on a lengthy visit, and who is now leaving for good.
There were about fifty ladies present, and as several among
them sang very well, there was some capital music, Mrs

Hislop, Mrs Whitson, and Miss K. Grant contributing, and

a most enjoyable afternoon was passed.
This is Cup Day, and a tine morning, and the town is all

astir. Next week I shall have the dresses to tell you of,

and must conclude now as it is time I was away.

Wirth’s Circus is pitched, and is drawing splendidly, the

three rings being really too great a task to watch at one

and the same time.
Maude.

TIMARU.

Dear Bee, February 23.

What fearful weather we have been having
lately, especially down this way. We not only have had

so much rain here, but such a fearful sea for about a week.

One day in particular the sight was so magnificent that it

drew crowds of spectators to the shore all day. The sea

dashed over the whole length of the breakwater, carrying
with it great quantities of shingle, most of which it deposited
on the breakwater and wharf. The waves were a tremen-

dous height before they broke, and huge white breakers
were rolling into Caroline Bay for more than two miles out

with a noise like thunder. Oh ! it was a glorious sight!
Many thought the sea rougher than on the memor-

able fourteenth of May. Of course, bathing was im-

possible for some days, but I am quite sure the
visitors to Timaru must have felt quite repaid for this

loss by witnessing such a grand sight. There have been

such fearful floods, too, down South of here. lam afraid

many poor farmers have suffered severely. Some of them

in Otago had their sheaves washed bodily away, for of

course, the grain was all, or nearly all, standing in stook,

very few, unfortunately, having begun to stack. It has all

sprouted, though in some places not so much as was feared.
It will be disastrous to farmers everywhere. However, the

weather looks more settled now, and one may hear in all

directions the monotonoushum of the threshing machine.

Many, indeed, have been threshing from stook.

I expect you have heard all about Mr A. E. G. Rhodes’
wedding, but in case you have not I will give you a brief

account. The bride was Miss Rose Moorhouse, of Waimate,
and the wedding took place in St. Augustine’s Church,
Waimate. The ceremony was performed by Bishop Harper,
assisted by the local clergyman, Rev. J. Totham, and Rev.
C. Coates', of Lyttleton. Mr Barton, of Wellington, was

best man, and the six bridesmaids were Miss Mabel Stud-

holme, Miss Ruth Studholme, and Miss Alice Moorhouse

(cousins of the bride), Miss Amy Rhodes (cousin of the

bridegroom), and thetwo little Misses Laing-Meason. Miss
M. Studholme worea pink dress trimmed prettily with pale

grey chiffon; Miss R. Studholme, Miss Moorhouse, and

Miss Rhodes wore pretty grey gowns trimmed with pink
silk ; The Misses Laing-Meason, nieces of the bride, looked

very pretty in pink silk frocks picked outwith pale grey,
bronze shoes and stockings. Each bridesmaid wore a beau-
tiful gold bracelet set with pearls, the gift of the bride-

groom. Miss Moorhouse was married from the house of
her aunt, Mrs Michael Studholme. A great many guests
were assembled in response to the liberal invitations of Mrs

Studholme. Among them were Mrs G. Rhodes (Welling-
ton), Mrs R. Rhodes (of Elmwood, Christchurch), and her'
daughters—the Misses Amy and Emily Rhodes. Mrs B. M.

Moorhouse (Christchurch) and her sons, Dr. Moorhouse, and
Mr F. Moorhouse, Mr and Mrs G. Laing-Meason (of Timaru),
and their daughters, Mrs Buchanan (Timaru), Mr W. Moor-

house (Wellington), Mr I*. Studholme, Mr and Mrs J. M.

Barker, Mrs A. Boyle and her daughter, Mr G. H. Rhodes
(Claremont), Mr Frank Perry, Miss Alice Moorhouse, Rev.
C. Coates and Mrs Coates, Mr H. Beswick (Christchurch),
Mrs Blakiston, Mr Robert H. Rhodes, Mr and Mrs A.

Clark, Mr E. T. Rhodes (Hadlow), Mr, Mrs, and Miss

Hassel, Mr and Mrs Parker, Mr and Mrs Smithson (Timaru),
Messrs J. Thierens, H. Tripp, E. H. Cameron, G. McLean,
and C. Perry. Mr and Mrs Cecil Perry, Mr and Mrs

G. E. Rhodes, Mr A. Perry and his sons, and Miss
Turnbull would also havebeen present but for the sad death
of Mr H. Bristol, which occurred last week. Mr Bristol

was a cousin of the bridegroom, and his death has cast a

gloom over the whole community. He was a keen sports-
man and a noted cricketer, and his loss will be much felt in
Timaru, where he has spent the whole of his short life
(twenty-four years). The bride’s dress was of beautiful
white Duchesse satin with long train, and trimmings of

white chiffon and ostrich tips. Orange blossoms were

fastened on the left side of the train and in thehair, sur-

rounded by a profusion of tulle, which composed the veil.

The dress fitted to perfection, and was the admiration of

all who saw it. The travelling dress was also extremely
pretty, being of soft grey with vest of silver and white

brocade. The happy pair left by south express en route for
Australia and Tasmania.

This week we have the Rev. W. J. Mayer here. We
have all looked forward with great interest to his visit. It

is such a good idea, I think, to send him out here, for Dr.

Barnado could never stir up the same amount of interest in
his splendid institution by any other means. He is a most

wonderful man, and I am sure his representative, .Mr Mayer,
will be well received everywhere he goes. I do not think
he will return home empty-handed (or pocketed). At all

events the theatre was crowded the other night when the

Company gave an entertainment here. Every available
corner was filled, numbers standing in all parts, and the
stage being packed. Rev. Mr Mayer’s description of the

Homes was extremely interesting, and his cause evidently
met with sympathy, for a very large sum was collected

during the evening.
The Bycicle Clubs held their annual sports last week, but

they were decidedly ‘ damped ’by the weather. Of course,

very few ladies were present, but on the whole, although
the track was rather heavy, the sports were very good.

A large complimentary banquet was given the other even-

ing to Mr Moss Jonas. A great many guests met inr

the Assembly rooms, all of whom were old friends of Mr

Jonas. Some very good speeches were made, and a pleasant
evening was spent.

The cold weather is creeping upon us once more. Many
of the shops are exhibiting winter goods. It seems as if the

summer was only just beginning. Now, dear Bee, Imust

leave off.
Estelle.

MARLBOROUGH.

Deak Bee, February 25.

If I were an artist I should portray with a few

pencil strokes a great deal of the scenery through which we

processionists passed on our way to and from the Nelson
Jubilee, but not being endowed with that most charming
attribute, I must leave all descriptions—to which I could
not possibly do justice—to your imagination. The Kai

Valley is indescribably beautiful, and for miles you drive
through a natural and perfect avenueof all sorts of beauti-

ful shrubs, creepers, trees, and rare ferns, the majestic
Pelorus River flowing peaceably along, whilst the tremend-
ous rocks in its bed show only too plainly what it is capable
of in flood time. Plantations of tree ferns grow along its

banks, and here and there a gully spreading out, in which
the nikau-palm grows plentifully and unmolested in all its

native glory. I should show you the road winding up the
Kai and Wangamoa saddles, and the deep gullies full of

supple jacks, brambles, mighty rocks, apparently tumbled
one upon the other by nature’s unsparing band, and the
rushing water which looked like silver specks here and

there down in the ‘ Unfathomable Depths,’ as one particu-
lar gully is named. But, alas ! I can only write, and

space is valuable evenif I could do justice to the theme.
For days the exodus from Blenheim and the surrounding

district had been going on, the travellers’ faces allset in the

direction of Nelson. We went in all manner of vehicles,
coaches, vans, sulkeys, buggies, expresses, some went by
steamer, and some followed John Gilpin’s illustrious ex-

ample, and went ‘on horseback after we,’ till there were

between four hundred and five hundred Marlborough people
at the Nelson Jubilee, and I think we all heartily enjoyed
ourselves. I can speak for myself at any rate.

Our particular buggy was warranted to hold three, our

horses warranted to go, and our Jehu one of the whips in
Marlborough, a statement which was proved by our beating
the record and doing the distance—about ninety miles—in •
eight hours, not counting stoppages, of course. No wonder
a poetical looking individual came out and quoted Scripture
to us at one of the four half-way houses on the road. ‘ I
knew who it was,’ he said, ‘for the driving is like the
driving of Jehu, the son of Minohi.’

In Nelson I saw Mr and Mrs C. Watts, Mr and Mrs F.
Richmond, Mr and Mrs Macalister and Mrs Allen, Mr and

Mrs Richardson, Mr and Mrs C. H. Mills (of Havelock), Mr
and Mrs A. P. Seymour, Mr and Mrs Jackson, Mr and Mrs
Hanna, Mr and Mrs Clouston, Mrs Mowatt (of the Awatere)
Mr and Mrs G. F. Watts, Mrs and Miss Mullen, Mrs and

Miss Farmer, Mr and Mrs J. Bell, Mrs Griffiths, Mrs and
the Misses Gillespie, Mrs Draper, Miss Duncan, Miss Hay,
Miss Clare, and so many others, that we were meeting,
smiling at, and shaking hands with Marlborough people
wherever we went. I believe we are all returned now.

The Ringarooma paid a visit to our pretty harbour after
assisting at the Jubilee, and Picton was en fete for the

occasion. Many of our inland towners went down by
train, making Picton look as festive as on New Year’s
Day. Two dinners were got up in Blenheim, one

for the officers and one for the men, but alas ! the

liberal spirit which has actuated the lords of creation

at the Nelson Jubilee, and later still in Wellington on the
occasion of a farewell banquet to Lord Onslow—to admit

ladies—has not yet found its way to benighted Blenheim.
There was no dance got up, and we were debarred, as

having no rights, from the little dinners. When, I wonder,
will the lieht shine ? On board the Ringarooma were Mr
and Mrs James Hodson, Mr and Mrs Hanna, Mr and Mrs

Fell, Mr and Mrs A. P. Seymour, Mrs Mellish, Mrs Allen,
Mrs Douglas Dobson, Mr and Mrs H. C. Seymour, Mrs
Philpotts, Mrs Duncan, Mrs Smith, Mrs Speed, Mrs Beau-
champ, and the Misses Dobson, Farmar, Speed, Mellish,
Seymour (A. P.), Seymour, Scott, Allen, Gilbert, Hay,
Beauchamp, Falconer, Kenny, Gordon, Mullen, White,
Philpotts, and Western. The captain and officers were

very kind in showing their ship and all the objects of in-
terest on board, but I think an old man-o’-war like the
Challenger, or the French L’lnferno, much more interest-
ing. They seemed to have picked up so many curios in
their travels, which have so many quaint histories attached
to them and the men seem to have so much more to talk to
their visitors about.

A cricket match was the only excitement the Pictonians
were able to get up for the visitors, and that the Ringa-
rooma people won. Afterwards Mrs Speed rewarded the

combatants and others with afternoon tea.

One day was spent by the visitors in Blenheim rabbit-

shooting, and another game of cricket, which they won too,
and at which Mrs A. P. Lucas and Mrs Snodgrass dispensed
afternoon tea. The weather was showery, and there were

not many ladies on the ground, and apparently very little
interest taken in the game. The day was finished off with

the two dinners before mentioned, atwhich Captain Bourke

complimented New Zealanders generally on the purity of
their English, and one of the diners then and there distin-

guished himself by calling out ‘ ’ear, ’ear,’ and wondered
what everybody was laughing at.

There was a garden party at ‘ Marshlands,’ the residence
of Mr and Mrs Chaytor, in aid of St. Luke’s Church. Mrs
Chaytor always manages to make a success of anything
she takes in hand, and the garden party was no exception
to the rule. Mrs Reynolds, Mrs Hiley, the Misses Chaytor
and others were assisting at the various magnets on the
grounds.

The children belonging to tbe church of England Sunday-
school had an enjoyable picnic up Esson’s Valley. Plenty
of visitors, young and ‘ grown ups,’ joined in to assist in

making the affair a success, which it undoubtedly was,
though strangers expressed their unbounded surprise at

there being no clergyman present. However, everybody
enjoyed themselves, and the verdict was that this was the
best picnic ever held by the English Sunday-school.

Grattan Riggs’ Company have been performing here to

moderately good houses, both in Picton and Blenheim.
Many pleasure-going folks had not returned from the

Photographer : ‘ Will you take something to drink
Sitter: • With pleasure. (The photo was taken, ami the

sitter said) * But what about that little invitation ’’

Photographer : • <)h, sir, that is just a trade ruse of mine,
to give a natural and interested exptession to the face."

The New High Arm Davis Vertical Feed proved the
World's Champion at the Paris Exhibition. 1889.—Aovt.
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■Jubilee, and others had had so much pleasure that they
could not feel very enthusiastic over it, but it was worth

going to, and Grattan Rigg himself is very good.
At present we have Professor Artemus Colledge, the

phreno-physiognomist, with us. He is very highly spoken
of, and I hope to hear and see him before he leaves Blen-
heim.

We have invented quite an elegant bad-language code
here, and coming home from the Jubilee, whenever the

horses thought it was time for a rest, we could hear the

gentlemen swearing at them in a most unconcerned way,
flattering themselves all the time that we knew nothing at

all about.it. But of course we knew quite well that, ‘Oh !
you hymenophllyum. javaincum asplenium bulbejerum,
pteris aqulina,’ and so on, had no reference whatever to

ferns, especially when accompanied by the whip application
and a few interjections relating to an old cow or a pig. We

knew our driver had to be cruel to be kind, especially when
the horses thought seriously of taking up their abode for

the night in the middle of a rather bad river, and we forgave
the driver and pretended ignorance of its purport.

Jean.

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, March 1.

To return to some Auckland amusements. We seem

tohave lived in a whirl of gaiety this week. Dr. and Mrs
Honeyman have gone to Sydney for two or three months,
when they return here again before their trip to England.
Before she left, Mrs Honeyman had an impromptu dance,
and it was most enjoyable. The floor was very good, like-
wise the music. The supper table looked quite a picture,
being draped with yellow silk and silk net, and sunflowers,
so you can imagine what a pretty effect it gave. About

thirty guests were present, the ladies all looking very nice.
Our hostess wore a beautifully-fitting gownof apricot-yellow
silk, shoes and gloves to match, and a bouquet of pale
yellow roses pinned in the bodice ; Mrs Haines looked her
best in a soft black dress ; her sister, Miss Isaacs, also in

black ; Mrs Bloomfield wore white satin trimmed with net,
and garlands of green poppies and white marguerites, white
ostrich feather fan ; you know, Bee, how pretty she is ; Mrs

Moss-Davis, in poppy red ; and her daughter, in blue-grey
silk; Mrs (Dr.) Lindsay, in white; Mrs Walker, black;
Miss Firth wore white trimmed with gold ; and her sister,
salmon pink silk and black lace ; Miss Anderson, cream ;
the Misses Hay, black lace dresses ; Miss C. Walker, pretty
dress of mauve trimmed with violets. Amongst the gentle-
men were Messrs Sharland, Clark, Kettlewell, Stewart,
Pelley, etc. There were plenty of gentlemen, and a very
delicious supper, so you can imagine every one enjoyed
themselves.

We went to see the tennis match between Mr Morrison

and Mr Hooper, which the latter won rather easily.
Amongst those on the lawn (there was a great crowd) I
noticed Mesdames Ruck, Ware, Morrison, Carr, Bridgeman,
Mr and Mrs Bull, Mr and Mrs Heather, besides hosts of

girls. After the match, which was over at 4 30, we went

on to polo, and had a cup of tea there. Poor Colonel Daw-
son had rather an accident. Somebody whirled his stick

round very fiercely, and evidently mistook the Colonel’s
head for the ball. The result was a nasty cut, which Dr.

Forbes dressed as well as he could under the circumstances.

The interest in polo, judging by the numbers pre-

sent, doesn’t seem to be dying out. Amongst those on

wheels I noticed Mrs Walker driving Mrs (Colonel) Daw-
son ; Miss Gordon driving her sister ; Mrs Craig, who is up

from Christchurch for a short time; Mrs Bilborough and

Mrs Buddle ; and Miss Firth in her phaeton. On horse-
back were Mr and Mrs Bloomfield, Misses Firth, Dixon,
and Sellers, and several gentlemen. I noticed on the
grandstand Mrs Dargaville, Misses Wilkins, Jervis, Fenton,
Rees, Berry, etc.

Mrs Allan Kerr-Taylor, Alberton, assisted by her son and

daughters, gavea very successful impromptu young people’s
dance. About fifty couples glided round their spacious
ball room, the officers of H.M.S. Tauranga and the

German ship Bussard making quite a brilliant scene with

their gold lace amongst the many beautiful dresses worn by
the ladies. The hostess wore black grenadine, while her
two daughters wore pink sateenedged with net and silver
flowers. Amongst those present were Miss Burchell, who

looked extremely well in blue tarlatan and white rosebuds ;
Miss Firth, cream ; Miss M. Firth, grey sateen ; Miss C.

Firth, heliotrope ; Miss Devore wore a very stylish and be-

coming costume of white muslin trimmed with black velvet

bows ; Miss Kilgour, a pretty dress of pink ; while her

sister wore pale blue, both of them carrying large bou-

quets of flowers; Miss Rees, white ; Miss Stevenson (Pon-
sonby), black lace ; Miss Nashelski, a becoming white

dress; Miss Upton, white; Miss Masefield, in a peculiar
shade of pink ; Miss Evans, white ; Miss Beale looked very
interesting in black tulle ; Miss Brigham, in a pretty cream

Indian silk ; Miss Birch, in grey shot and blue satin ;
Miss L. Baker, dark shade of pink ; Miss E. Baker,
in white, Miss Bursill in blue ; Miss McDonald looked

remarkably pretty in a handsome costume of cream

and gold ; Miss Williamson, in white silk ; Miss

Hesketb, in pale blue; Miss Buckland in white ;
Miss Rookes, pretty white muslin ; Miss Percival, pink ;
and her sister, cream ; Miss Keesing, elegant pale yellow
silk ; Miss N. Scherff looked very pretty in white; Miss E.
Scherff, white muslin, handsome red cloak ; Miss Jervus,
red tulle; Miss Gordon, black lace; Miss Sellers, pink ;
Miss Dixon looked very well in black with white sash ;

Miss Larkins, blue with gold ; Miss O’Brian, in white

cashmere; Miss G. Walker, red cashmere; Miss Elliot,
pink ; Miss Kempthorne, dark shade of yellow. I cannot re-

member any other young ladies at present, nor can I decide
who looked the best, as they all looked so remarkably well.

Miss McDonald (Parnell) had a charming afternoon tea

at St. Helier’s Bay. Some of the otlicers of the Tauranga
were present,

A large number of spectators of both sexes were present
at the Auckland Swimming Club's Summer Carnival in the
Graving Dock, and a very pleasant afternoon was spent in

watching the various events, which were, on the whole,
closely contested. The weather was beautifully fine, a

pleasant breeze tempering the heat of the sun. The Club
had provided ample seating accommodation, so that we

could sit in comfort and watch theraces, while the Artillery

Band on the ground enlivened the time with selections of
music at short intervals. I noticed a number of very pretty
dresses. Amongst those whom 1 remember were Mrs D. B.

Cruickshank, wearing a dainty and stylish white muslin

gown embroidered with pale grey, pretty hat trimmed
with white ribbon, and wreath of tiny white tloweis, white

silk parasol; her little daughter also wore a pretty white

frock and hat; Miss Grey, pretty pale pink gown, black
lace hat with pink flowers; Mrs Cossar, black gown, black
and gold bonnet; one daughter looked well in black, with

tan-coloured vest and hat to correspond, and the other in
fawn tweed with brown crossbars, and pretty little hat to

match ; Miss Porter looked uncommonly well in a corn-

flower blue gown, large hat trimmed with scarlet poppies
and scarf of white chiffon ; Miss Dickey wore astylish white

dress trimmed with einbroidery, white hat; her sisters wore

fawn and grey, respectively, and pretty whitehats trimmed
with ostrich tips and ribbon ; Miss Nellie Edmiston, sty-
lish and very becoming cornflower blue dress trimmed with
ribbon velvet, openwork straw hat trimmed with corn-

flowers and ribbon ; Mrs Upton, dark blue flowered sateen

gown, black lace bonnet with wreath of cream roses ; Miss

Upton also wore a dark blue gown and fawn hat; Miss
Maggie Stevenson, pretty white dress and hat; Miss Owen,
grey skirt, white blouse bodice, and pretty little gold and
cream hat ; her sister wore a pretty cream dress, and hat

trimmed with feathers; MissDunnett, stylish greygown,and
pretty black and gold hat; Miss Oldham also wore grey, and

black lace hat; Mrs Myers, handsome black gown, black

bonnet with white tips : Mrs Goldie, fawn gown, black and
yellow bonnet; Miss Lewis, light biscuit coloured dress,
white hat trimmed with ostrich feathers; Mrs Baume,
handsome black costume, bonnet trimmed with old gold
feathers ; Miss Stewart, blue cambric gown, sailor hat

banded with blue ribbon ; Mrs Coutts, dark gown, silk and
lace mantle, and bonnet trimmed with flowers ; Mrs Burns,
black silk dress, and mantle richly trimmed with jet, black

bonnet; Mrs Fountain, pretty white flowered muslin dress,
cream hat.

The Auckland Society of Arts hold theirannual exhibi-

tion this week in the Choral Hall. A large number of pic-
tures have been received for exhibition, and the Hanging
Committee have been kept busily engaged during the last
few days preparing for the opening conversazione and
private view of members and friends.

The members of the Auckland Choral Society are engaged
at their weekly practise in the rehearsal of Mendelssohn’s
‘ St. Paul ’ for the next concert, which takes place about

the end of the present month. The soloistsare Miss Harper
(soprano), Mrs Burgess (alto), Mr Ferriday (tenor), and Mr

Percy Dufaur (bass).

The North Shore Lawn Tennis Club entertained the

Auckland Lawn Tennis Club on their ground upon the

holiday afternoon. The lawns were looking both fresh and

green after the recent rains, and presented a gay and

bright appearance with the many light and dainty cos-

tumes worn by the ladies, and the light tennis suits of their
masculine friends. With members, visitors, and friends

there must have been quite one hundred and fifty present,
and the afternoon was most enjoyably spent in watching
the games and conversing with friends. Some really ex-

cellent games were played during the afternoon, the con-

tests at times between the rival clubs being most exciting.
The North Shore ladies provided a splendid tea, and I
can assure you we all enjoyed the delicious cakes,
fruit, etc., which were present in such abundance. The
members of the Club, both ladies and gentlemen, were in-
defatigible in looking after and attending to the wants and
comfort of their visitors. Amongst the North Shore ladies

were Mrs Frater, who looked well in a pretty cream cos-

tume ; Miss Hill looked exceedingly nice in pale blue skirt,
white blouse, and large white hat; Mrs Niccol wore an all
white dress, and pale green hat trimmed with red ; Miss
Patterson, navy blue skirt and small sailor hat ; Miss
Annie Scott, pretty pale blue and whitecostume, white hat;
Misses Harvey looked nice in all white costumes; Miss
Sibben,stylish mourning; Miss N. Buddle also wore a pretty
mourning costume; Miss Russell, dainty cream tennis

dress; Mrs Keals, all white; Mrs Allport, Mrs Scardon, Miss

Murchie, Miss Mason, and numerous others. Amongst the
visitors from the Auckland Club were Mrs Chapman, Misses
Atkinson (3), Misses Gorrie (2), Miss Pierce, Miss Woolier,
Misses Greatbach (2), Misses Nicholson (2), Miss E. Scherff.
The majority of the ladies wore their club colours (red and

gold), Miss Gorrie’s costume being perhaps the most admired.

It was composed of soft cream material, with belt, collar,
and cuff's of red and gold, and small cream hat. Amongst
the lady visitors were Mrs Logan, Mrs Philcox, Mrs E.

Queree, Miss Buddle, Miss Bates, Misses Cameron, Miss

Cook, Miss Chapman, Mrs Duder, Miss Cave, and many
others whose names I did not know.

The marriage of Miss Ada Hills, daughter of Councillor

Hills, of Onehunga, to Mr W. T. Court, eldest son of Mr F.
W. Court, was solemnized at St. Peter’s Church, Onehunga,
by the Rev. W. Mulgan. Although the wedding took place
at the early hour of 8 a.m., the sacred building was well

filled with the many friends of the young couple, who are

both well known in the district. The church looked very
pretty, the harvest festival having taken place the day
previous, and the decorations had not been removed. The
bride was given away by her father, and wore a trained

gown of white cashmere prettily trimmed with lace, ribbon,
and sprays of orange blossoms, wreath of orange blossoms
and long tulle veil, and carried a lovely bouquet of white
blossoms and maiden hair ferns. The bridesmaids were the
Misses Flora Hills and Court (cousin of the bridegroom).
Their dresses were exceedingly pretty—of shrimp pink
cashmere, the skirts finished with a ruche (shell pattern),
the same trimming also finishing the bodice and sleeves.
Their hair was tied with shrimp pink ribbon, and each
carried a pretty bouquet to correspond with their gowns.
Mr Butler Hills acted as best man. A large number of

guests were entertained at a splendid wedding breakfast by
the parents of the bride. The newly-wedded couple left by
the morning train for Rotorua and Okoroire, where the
honeymoon will be spent. The bride’s travelling dress was

of French grey cashmere trimmed with white silk,and white
hat with ostrich tips. The bride’s mother wore a black silk

gown veiled with black silk lace ; Mrs F. W. Court wore a

rich black silk gown trimmed with jet; Mrs Mulgan, also

wore a handsome gown of black silk ; Mrs Chappell, black

satin gown trimmed with jet ; Mrs Gilmour, fawn silk cos-

tume ; Mrs Stych, black satin costume ; Mrs W. Hills,
crushed strawberry gown trimmed with brocade; Mrs Hut-
chinson, black silk costume. Amongst the wedding pre-

sents, which were numerous and handsome, was a beauti-

fully-bound Bible, presented to the bride by the Rev W.

Mulgan.
Muriel.

NAPIER.

Dear Bee, February 23.

I think I told you in my last that a boating
picnic was on the tapis, but as the weather proved so un-

favourable, it was decided to give a dance instead. Miss

Lascelles and Mrs Heath managed the allair between them,
and the result was a grand success. The dance was held
in Mrs Heath's schoolroom, and refreshments were served
in the dining-room. The door was most delightful. Messrs
Von Stunner, Ross, and others worked like Trojans to

bring about the desired result. Most of the Napier gills
were invited, but some were not able to be present, as they
were up the country. This was a slight drawback, as there
were more men than girls, but this is a fault on the right
side. Miss Lascelles looked so nice in a bright pink gown ;
Miss Flo I’eacock looked charming in a handsome black
gown ; Miss Locke looked extremely well ; Miss Hamlin

was much missed ; she was notable to go,as her mother was

laid up with the influenza. lam glad Mrs Hamlin is better

again, and has been able to get out.
The Misses Rhodes gave a progressive euchre party, which

was great fun. I don't know whether you have ever heard

about these euchre parties, Bee ; they are quite a new insti-
tution. You have four tables. One is called the * Booby’s
table,’ and you play for prizes. Punctually at eight the
bell rings and you start, and woe betide any player who is
late ! But to be serious, it is a terrible crime io be late,
and it is worse to accept an invitation to oneof these euchre

parties and then not to turn up. You put the whole busi-

ness out, so, ladies and gentlemen, say ‘ yes’ or
*
no ’ when

you are invited, and keep to it. Mr Von Stunner has been

very fortunate so far, and has won some really useful little
prizes.

Mrs Hamlin gave a progressive euchre party, and every-
one enjoyed the evening immensely. Amongst those pre-
sent were Misses Lascelles (Clive), Rhodes, Locke, Cotterill,
Hitchings (3), Mrs Logan, Miss Taylor, and Mr and Mrs

Mclntyre, Messrs Dacent, Von Stunner, Ross, A. Kennedy,
J. Parker, and other gentlemen were present also.

Mr Von Sturmer has left the Bank of New South Wales,
and will shortly be leaving Napier for good. He will carry
away the good wishes of everybody. We shall all be so

sorry to lose him.

Miss Milly Rhodes evidently finds the air of the Ruatani-

wha Plains very salubrious, as she is still staying with her

sister-in-law, Mrs Joseph Rhodes. I believe a dance is to

come off shortly at Ashcott, which ought to be great fun

for the people on the plains. It was to have been last
week, but was unavoidably postponed for a month.

A cricket match was played on the Recreation Ground—
Christ’s College v. English Public Schools—and was great
fun. The English Public Schools won, although the other

side played up well. Messrs Ludbrooke and Willie Stud-
holme really batted splendidly. Mr Logan surprised all
of us by his remarkably good style, and Messrs Peacock
and Ernest Tanner made some very good catches. A great
number of people assembled on the ground in spite of the

threatening appearance of the weather, and a number of
ladies rolled up,some of whom most kindly dispensed after-

noontea, which was much appreciated. I was very busy
watching the game but I managed to notice a few who were

there, amongst them being .Misses Bella, Kate, Hilda, and
Una Hitchings, Bower, Iness, Hughes, Locke, Weber,
Rhodes, Taylor, Cotteril, Lascelles, Heath, Hamlin, and

Mesdames Logan, Williams, Hamlin, Hoadley, Gore, Kearn,
and Miss Nelson (Hastings), and several others. We are

looking forward to seeing a match played shortly between

Napier and Pahiatua. 1 believe a return match is to be
played at Farndon soon between Christ’s College and Eng-
lish Public Schools.

Miss Lascelles (Clive) is staying with Mrs Peacock at

present.
Mr and Mrs Marcet (England) have been in Napier on a

short visit. They expressed themselves as delighted with
our very pretty town.

Mr and Mrs Douglas McLean are staying at present at
their country residence at Marekakaho.

I noticed Mrs Hamlin in town, looking as nice as usual

in a pretty navy blue gown with white spots, black hat with
yellow flowers ; Miss Lascelles I also saw one day, in a

pretty cream gown, sailor hat; Miss I na Hitchings looks
very stylish in a white gown, white Tom-tug hat; Mrs

Vickerman (Hastings), a pretty cool-looking pale pink
gingham, stylish little hat. Although navy figured
materials are having their day, I must say I like the pretty
pale blues and pinks and charming heliotropes. I hear they
are very much worn in Melbourne in turns with the darker
colours.

Gladys.

Dear Bee, February 22.

Looking round Napier at the present time one

would think it spring time instead of the end of summer, so

beautifully green are the hills, and the foliage round about
looks its best. Sheep farmers are rejoicing over the
abundant rain which has fallen, while farmers with crops
have lost a great deal.

Mr and Mrs J. W. Carlile have left for England. Mr

Carter, who is married to Mrs Carlile's sister, has been pro-
moted to the Customs in Dunedin after a residence of many
years. He is a most energetic oflicer, and his familiar

figure will be missed, being, one might say, quite a land-
mark.

Mr Patten, Collector of Customs, has retired on a pension
after a service of thirty years. This new Government give
nothing but changes. Let ns hope it is for the better !

Mr J. H. Hempton got such short notice of his removal to

the Customs in Wellington that it prevented his friends here
from making him a presentation before he left. A handsome

gold sovereign case, suitably inscribed, lias now been pro-
cured, which has been despatched to Mr Ilempton, at Wel-
lington, accompanied by an illuminated address. The

latter expresses regret at the champion athlete's departure
from Hawke's Bay, where he had madenumerous friends, and
wishes him every success in the future.

In my next I hope to have more news.

Jack.
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NELSON.

Dear Bee, February 22.

As I went to Nelson for the Jubilee, perhaps my

impressions may interest you. The Jubilee really began on

Sunday, with special services in all the churches. \\ e did

not arrive in time to hear Bishop Julius, of ( hristchurch,

preach his Jubilee sermon in the pretty little cathedral on

Church Hill, but we were fortunately in time for the even-

ing service in All Saints. After hearing Bishop Julius 1

have no further desire to go to church, lest I should chance

to bear a less eloquent man. His quaint appearance, and

quaint, though forcible and eloquent sermon, will linger in

my memory for some time to come. All thesame 1 thought

of our own Bishop, and the part he would have taken in our

Jubilee had he not been stricken down by illness.

We all had to be up very early on Monday morning, and

at eight o’clock a royal salute was tired off from a hill close

to town. Then the crowd began to assemble on and about

the Church Hill, an idea of which you will get I hope, from

the various photographs which Mr Tyree has promised
to forward to you. A Thanksgiving Service was held from

the Steps, and after right loyally singing * God Save the

Queen, the procession formed and proceeded to theBotanical

Gardens, where somemost eloquent speeches were delivered.

I heard they wete eloquent and judged them to be so by
the actions of the speakers as seen from a distance. Like

many others who would like to have heard the speeches, I

was debarred from hearing, or approaching the platform by
crowds of school-children, who were marshalled by their

teachers into the only place where it was possible to hear

anything, ami stood in compact lines two or three

dozen deep all around, to their own misery and other

people’s annoyance. After trying in vain to get through,

and bringing down a few blessings on our devoted heads

from an irate teacher, we gave up all hopes of hearing any-

thing, and wandered back to the Government Buildings,
where we tried to see the gold and silver lish disporting
themselves in some muddy ponds in the grounds, and

made the acquaintance of Princess Julia, Nelson’s Grace

Darling, who made herself famous some years ago rescuing
people from the wrecked ship Delaware. She had received

a special invitation to the ‘ old settlers’ ’ dinner, and I am

glad to say that in the speeches her name was not forgotten,
and her health was drunk, with that of other heroes and
heroines. The Committee foundus good seats at the dinner
where we could hear and see everything, next door, as it

were, to the illustrious personages who occupied the across

tableat the top of the Hall. The Mayor (Mr Trask) was

supported on his right by the Hon. Mr Seddon, Bishop
Julius, Archdeacon Mules, Lieut. Col. Pitt, and the member
for Nelson (Mr Harkness), and on his left by Captain
Bourke, of the Ringarooma, Archbishop Redwood, Rev.

Mr Kempthorne, and others. I cannot say much for the
taste displayed in laying the tables, a pot-plant here and

there being the only decorations. In a place like Nelson,
where flowers grow in abundant profusion, one would
think a few might be spared to gladden the hearts

of the poor old pioneers, some of whom had to

be supported into the hall. A few flowers would

have idled up the many vacant places on the table. That
dinner—the first public one I ever attended—occupied four

solid hours. Of course, a great deal of time was taken up
with speeches, and fortunately there were noschool-children

present, so we could hear everything. Some of the speeches
were worth listening to, notably, Mr Henry Redwood’s,
also Mr Harkness’, both of whom condemned other speakers
for bringing politics on to the scene. Of course, we had to
take the bad with the good and listen to common sense,
brilliant flashes of wit, sentimental pathos, and political
twaddle, just as if we liked it all and everything. Many
old celebritieswere present— ‘ Old Ben Crisp,' the children’s
friend ; 1 Heavy Weather,’ Mr Barnet ; Mr Baigent, of

Waimea, the hero of ‘ The Royal Charter Julia, the
Maori heroine, and many others. Four hours seem long to
think of, yet there was so much to interest one, that time

seemed to have flown when we stood up to sing ‘ Auld Lang
Syne ’ and * God Save the Queen.’

During the afternoon sports were held in Trafalgar Park,
and an Art Exhibition opened in Bridge-street, both largely
patronised. In the evening there were fireworks, to see

which the visitors paid one shilling for admission into Tra-
falgar Park, and another shilling if they wished to sit

down, which most people did want to do after all they had

accomplished during the day. I noticed that the crowd

was chiefly composed of strangers, and that Nelsonians

were conspicuous by their absence. I found out afterwards

that they saved their shillings, and had a better view by
sitting comfortably on the Port Hills. The fireworks I
must say, were no better than those we enjoy for nothing
on the Picton wharf on New Year’s Eve.

On Tuesday a regatta was held. Regattas to my mind,
are always slow things, but we saw one or two pretty
races, and a splendid explosion of gun cotton by Captain
Falconer, of the Wellington Torpedo Corps, when the old

boat upon winch he operated was simply blown into atoms,
and all we could see were specks of something black in a

mountain of white froth which rose from the sea like a

geyser.

The same evening there was the Jubilee Ball, but though
a member of the Committee offered me a list of the ladies’

dresses, they did not send me a ticket, and there were so

many other attractions I did not care to spend 7s 6d to go
to the ball, which, nevertheless, I heard was very successful,
and of which no doubt your correspondent ‘Phyllis’ will

give you a good account. We tried instead to get into the
Theatre Royal, where Grattan Riggs’ Company were per-
forming, but being ‘ new chums,' we didnot understand
tire way of the world in Nelson, and were simply amazed at

theway the folks were lighting at the ticket box. We gave
it best, our escort not caring to have their holiday attire
torn oil ther backs. 1 heard the company took six hun-
dred pounds a night whilst in Nelson, someof thefront seat
ticket holders having to sit on the stage—too near to be

pleasant, and yet not near enough to assist in the pieces
going on behind the scenes.

1’ rom the Jubilee Ball to a barrel-organ and monkey seems

a long way, yet that was what we came to, and the crowd
in the street’s affections seemed to waver between the barrel-
organ and a visit to Tyree’s Photograph Exhibition by lime-
light.

The children's fete in the Botanical < iardens cameoff also
on Tuesday. We saw the procession of schools from the

window of the hotel ere we left to see the regatta, the Toi-

toi Valley children carrying appropriate bunches of toi-toi.

Three thousand mugs had been provided for the children’s

tea, but after seeing the procession I doubted if that number
would be sufficient.

On Wednesday and Thursday the Jubilee Races were

held at Richmond. Wednesday was gloriously tine, and
the ladies were ableto walk about and display their Jubilee

attire, but on Thursday the rain came down in torrents.

The rain, however, did not put any damper on the fashion-

able crowd which filled the grand-stand, amongst whom I
saw many familiar faces from Blenheim. Most of the

ladies were indulging in shilling sweeps, and occasionally
hazarding something, through the medium of gentlemen
friends, on the totalizator. The Cup and two other races

were won by Awarua Rose, a horse belonging to Mr Henry
Redwood, of the Wairau.

On Wednesday evening we went to hear * Samson ’ per-

formed by the Harmonic Society in the Provincial Hall.

Here again we were at a disadvantage, not knowing from

hour to hour to which of the many attractions held forth by
the Nelson people our fate or fancy would lead us. We got
tickets at the door for front seats, thinking it infra dig to

sit in back seats in a new country, and in spite of a strong
protest on my part, we were planted on a hard and uncom-

fortable form right under the orchestra. Some people like

noise, but Ido not. It has a somnolent effect upon me. I
could hear nothing but the blare of brass instruments,
mingled with other noises toomuch jumbled up in my ears

to mean music, and I began to fancy there was a thunder-
storm going on, especially when escaping gas caused a little

scare around me. Once or twice I caught myself napping
when according to Nelsonions, I ought to have been in

raptures over Mrs Percy Adams’ singing. The voices I
liked best of all—what I could hear of them—were Mr

Chatterton’s and Mr Kempthorne’s. The oratorio was one

of the few things 1 did not enjoy in Nelson. We heartily
wished we had paid less and had a better seat.

On Thursday, after the races, we thought a little rest

would be good for us, so we drove out to Mrs Neville’s
homestead at Wakapuaki, where we had a lovely time till

Saturday morning, when a large party of us drove into

town again, and spent the greater part of the day ‘ doing
the lions,’ and making short calls on friends. The Cathedral
we had seen during an ‘off’ half-hour, thanks to Mrs

Kempthorne’s kindness in trusting us with the key. The

tradespeople too, we found, were only too glad to allow us

to range over their domain at will without any expectation
from us as purchasers. We would like to have spent, but

travelling overland is a restriction in that respect, so we

admired and complimented the tradespeople on their

Jubilee show instead.

Wealso went to see the Nelson bowling green in Selwyn
Place, which is really a ‘ thing of beauty and a joy for ever,’
and the pride of every member’sheart lam sure. It is one

of the most beautiful spots in beautiful Nelson, is a perfect
work of art and whoever was possessed with the happy
thought to make the Bowling Green just what it is must

have all the instincts of a true artist. Quite a large and

fashionable crowd were present to witness a match between
Wellington and Nelson players, and all were regaled with

afternoon tea, provided by Mrs Langley Adams.
Other amusements were going on in addition to those I

have named during Jubilee week. There were several
dances, a Military and Naval Review, in which the officers

and men of the Ringarooma took part, a Fire Brigade De-
monstration and torchlight procession, a garden party at

Mrs Richmond’s, a eopcert by the Nelson Orchestral Society,
at which a Jubilee national song composed by Mr A. A.

Grace, was sung to music composed by Herr Zimmerman ;
a promenade concert at the Art Exhibition, a lawn tennis

tournament between Blenheim and Nelson, and so many
other items all crammed into one little week, that even the
immense crowd collected in Nelson must have been quite
full up of it, and the Nelson people must have reaped quite
a little harvest out of it.

I have said very little of how beautiful Nelson looked in

her gala attire, almost every house in the city and suburbs
displaying a flag. Where they could not raise a flag-staff
the chimney did duty for one, and many a flag hung forth
from that original stand-point. Flags hung out of windows
everywhere, and whole strings of themhere and there across

the streets. All the processionists carried banners and at

night the town was illuminated, and a large illuminated
Jubilee litup the Church Hill, and another Trafalgar Park.

I saw hundreds of pretty dresses everywhere in the streets,
at the Provincial Hall, even amongst the old settlers, on

the lawn and grand-stand at the races, at the regatta, and

at the bowling green. I saw pretty hats and pretty jackets,
pretty capes and opera cloaks, but I saw no prettier girls
than those we left behind in Marlborough.

A Visitor to Nelson.

Dear Bee, February 25.

One would think after our gay week that we

would all settle down to our usual quietness, but this has

been by no means the case, for picnics and dances are still

the order of the day. One of these latter was given by Mrs

Mackay. It was quite an impromptu one, so conse-

quently there were very few present. Among them were

Misses Sealy (2), Curtis, Preshaw, Fell, Oldham, Worsp
(Auckland), Broad (Wanganui), Williams (Blenheim), Dun-

can (Picton), and Messrs Oldham (2), Harden, Colt, Andrew,
Wither (3), Kennedy, and Griffiths. Although only such a

limited number were present, we had great fun, and pro-
nounced it an awfully jolly little dance.

The day after we all went to a most enjoyable picnic given
by Mr Duncan, our destination being • Macky’s Bluff,’ about

eight miles from town. Some of the party drove and some

rode. Altogether we had great fun. The party consisted

of Mesdames Preshaw and Pitt, and Misses Pitt (2), Levien,
Preshaw, Duncan, Fell, Knight (Christchurch), Hosking
(Sydney), Johnson (Wellington), and Catley, Messrs

Duncan, Harden, McLean, Symons, Joynt, Northcote

(Christchurch), Cooke, Wither, and Garret.

On dit, the latest engagement is that of Miss Watson,
the second teacher of the Girls’ College here, to Mr W.
Atkinson.

We were all glad to see our old friend, Mr Kissling, again,
although lam afraid itis only for a short time. He has

been in Australia for the last three years, but has now re-

turned permanently to New Zealand, I believe, but unfor-

tunately not to Nelson.

Phyllis.

We had such a jolly dance, Bee, given hy Mrs Hudson.

Her brother, Mr P. Andrew, leaves for England next week,
where he is going to study medicine, and the dance was

given in his honour, and great fun we bad too, especially at

the end, when we all sang
‘ Auld Lang Syne,’ and * For

He’s aJolly Good Fellow,’ Mr Andrew replying briefly. The
room was not overcrowded, and for the middle of summer it
was a particularly cold evening, so the fates were in our

favour. Mrs Hudson looked well wearing a black nierveil-
leux with silver ; Mrs Andrew (Masterton), wine-coloured
satin with biscuit-coloured lace ; Miss Preshaw, soft green

silk with chiffon frills, gold band in her hair ; Miss Wood,,
black lace relieved with yellow ; Miss Kissling (Auck-
land). soft white silk and chiffon ; Miss Sealy, black
net and silk, with primrose-coloured bows ; Miss F.
Sealy, pure white net and silk ; Miss Mackay, helio-
trope gown with chenille spots, gold bands in her hair
Miss Pitt looked well in green net, her hair becomingly ar-

ranged ; Miss G. Pitt, soft white nun’s veiling deeply em-

broidered in gold ; Miss Hosking (Sydney), very chic robe of
bright yellow silk, with black lace draped becomingly on

the corsage; Miss B. Atkinson, black net and silk ; Miss
L. Fell, soft white cashmere, the corsage braided with gold
Miss Broad, black silk and net relieved with gold ; Miss

Catley, pretty blue cashmere ; Miss Worsp (Auckland),
blue and white striped silk ; Miss Holmes, black lace
trimmed with black jet; Mrs Thornton, pure white silk and

chiffon ; Mrs L. Adams, soft white silk, with deep flounces
of lace ; Miss Greenfield, red spotted net. The gentlemen
were Messrs Thornton, Holmes, Oldham (2), Broad, Wither
(2), Harden, Andrew, Cooke, L. Adams, Symons, Harri-
son, Colt, and Pitt.

The Brook Club again challenged the Nelson Lawn.

Tennis Club. The match was played at the Brook Club

courts, and very nice courts they are too, far greener than

ours, and they can boast of three, while we have only two
at theNelson Club. The play of the members of the Brook

Club has wonderfully improved. They were only beaten
by eight games, and I would not be at all surprised if by
the end of the season we find ourselves properlyrouted by
them. There were a good many people present, who all
enjoyed the delicious afternoon tea dispensed by the Misses
Green and Sadd. The players for Nelson were Messrs
Broad, Fernie, Macquarrie, Williams, Holmes, and Dun-

can ; and for the opposing Club Messrs Green, Levien,
Broad (2), Mabin, and Gibbs. The ladies moved

about a great deal, so I had a splendid opportunity
of viewing their costumes, which you may be sure

I availed myself of. Mrs A. Glasgow was wearing
a very stylish robe of heliotrope, with velvet vest and gold
trimming, small black bonnet with very palest pink heath

Mrs J. Sharp, white robe, the skirt deeply worked with
gold leaves, small whiteand gold bonnet; Mrs Broad, black
soft muslin robe, black and gold bonnet; Mrs Bunny, black
spotted gown, large black and silver hat: Mrs R. Kingdon,
dark green cashmere, white felt hat with white feathers ;
Mrs Levien, fawn costume, with small bonnet of pink heath,
Mrs Holmes, soft white silk, large white straw hat with
ostrich feathers ; Mrs Thornton, pink and white striped
cambric, with lace yoke, smallhat with spray of pink flowers;
Mrs Williams, soft white silk, large white straw hat; Miss
Monro (Wanganui), white flowered delaine, white and green
hat; Miss Jones, heliotrope robe, black lace hat; Miss Broad,
soft white silk, large hat; Miss Holmes, blue spotted
zephyr, cream hat with cream feathers ; Miss Sealy, white

striped muslin, smallsailor hat with grey ribbon; Miss Worsp
(Auckland), white pique, large white hat with feathers
Miss L. Fell, red skirt, white shirt, large straw hat trimmed

with red ; Miss Green, cream flowered delaine, sailor hat;
Miss Sadd, flowered zephyr, large hat; Miss Mabin, cream

cashmere, cream hat ; Miss Robinson, blue flowered zephyr.
Mr Elliot, who is leaving Nelson, being promoted to the

Collectorship of Customs at Wanganui, was entertained by
the members of the Nelson Club at a supper, when a jovial
evening was spent, all joining heartily in the singing of
* Auld Lang Syne ’at thefinale. We all wish him every
success in his new sphere of duties.

The season for deer-stalking has opened and one gentle-
man has already been successful in obtaining a good-sized
stag.

Next week there are to be more festivities in the shape
of a dance, atennis party, and someafternoon teas, so inmy
next I shall have still more news for you.

The weather has been most unseasonable lately for

February, such cold days—in fact, some people were quite
glad to have fires, and the rainfall has been unheard of for
this time of year. However, I seeby the papers that it has

been the same everywhere, so we must not complain.

[The Hastings letter has been unavoidably held over.]

Woman’s Nature.—Lady Hiborne: ‘And you have

really been on the stage and worn short skirts. Miss Honey-
drop?’ The Newest Beauty: ‘Oh! yes.’ Chorus of
Ladies : ‘ How shocking ! how frightfully dreadful ! (Men-
tally : * How delightful ! how glorious ! How I would like
to do the same !')

HOT SPRINGS—TE AROH A.

Visitors will find it to their advantageto stay

AT THE

PALACE HOTEL
The Largest, Best Appointed, Most Comfortable,

and Most Reasonable.

SAMUEL T. SMARDON,
Proprietor.

COKERS FAMILY HOTEL,
CHRISTCHURCH, NEW ZEALAND.

Patronised by His Excellency Lord Onslow.

Five minutes from Rail and Post.

The most moderate first-class Hotel in Australasia,
’nclusive tariff per day

~ ioB s<j.
Ditto perweek £3 3s Od*

THOMAS POPHAM.
(Late Commander U.S.S.CoJ Proprietor.
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For The Ladies

THE TRUTH ABOUT PALMISTRY.

BY MRS JOHN WHITE.

AVithor of ‘ Shall I Tell You Y’our Fortune, My Pretty Maid!'

HAT is Palmistry ? is a question that is often
asked, and replied to with one word—‘ Hum-

bug!’ If you ask, ‘ Why ?’ the response is

YwtnrliKtßr not infrequently like this : ‘ It must be all
“stuff.” Fancy telling the fortune,
character, and probable future from the

jffii’n lines of the hand, just like the gipsies do.

How can you find facts and ideas in lines ?’
‘ Just so, gentle reader ; but why do you say

- /j •’
on first seeing a person,

‘ I like him,’ or
‘ I

like him not ?’ as the case may be. ‘ From

the expression,’you reply. ‘From the lines of the face,’ I

say. Certain lines about the mouth areproduced by certain
traits of character, and these indices to the soul show on the

face. You know and admit that persons with dropped
corners in their mouths are of a melancholy disposition.
With raised corners they are merry and so on ; you don’t

dispute that. Now, have you ever watched the play of the
hands that accompanies speech? The clasped, prayerful
hands, the beckoning finger, the angry, clenched" fist, the
horrified, frightened, stretched-out hand ? Did it never

occur to you that these ‘ emotions,’ and hundreds of other

emotions might leave their traces on the hands as passions
do on the faces ? If you open your hand and look in the

palm you will seethe lines form a sort of written capital M.
The nearer perfection this letter is, the more perfect the

moral tendencies. Supposing the M is a little broken, do

not despair, or suppose that the owner of the hand is a thief

or a murderer. Nothing of the sort; it may be but a

curious twist in the character, that may make all‘ tarradid-
dles ’ appear very venial. Should it be a serious break,
however, it means great want of morality in life. The top
line of all, stretching from under first finger across the hand
to under little finger, is the Heart Line.

If this is deep it means an affectionate, impulsive nature,
fond of home, of near relatives, a loving, kind disposition.
If not deep it denotes a love of travelling, fresh faces, and

new scenes. If chained at the end it shows flirtation and a

certain amount of insincerity; should the line run round

the back of the hand jealousy is denoted. Little troubles
are shown by small strokes across the line. Death of those
we love by little tiny ‘ pits ’ on the line (about the size of a

pin’s point); capability for making few but dearest friend-
ships is shown by the tributary linesrunning from the heart

line to below. Very many and short tributary lines show

numerous acquaintances but few friends.
Just above the heart line and under the little finger is

sometimes (but very rarely) seen a line above, and sloping
down towards the middle of the heart line ; this denotes in-

fluence over others. As oneis brought into contact with

the world and influence increases, this line actually grows.
I have seen this line come in the hands ofa man in the space
of two years, when circumstances have brought him into

contact with a large number of people, and his influence was

felt. No doubt very many public men have this line ; if

not used it fades away and influence goes. The next line is

immediately below and parallel with the heart line ; it is

called the head line. If long, deep, and straight it denotes
great brain power. If broken in the middle, an accident to

the brain or head is shown. If curved slightly, originality
is shown. If curved rather more acutely, eccentricity is

denoted. Should it run up to the heart line, the possessor
of such a line is not infrequently a candidate for Colney
Hatch. Sometimesyon will observe the heart line terminate

in a fork ; this is always a good sign, as the upperprong de-

notes common sense, the lower one impulse These lines

(the fork)in proper proportion form a lovable, good character.

Without the common senseprong there is toomuch impulse,
and we all know into what awkward positions an impul-
sive character may get. On the other hand, if there is only
the higher prong (common sense), it produces a cold, calcu-

lating, unattractive character—good, but uninteresting.
The line of Fate. —The line generally starts from the

wrist, and runs more or less clearly (according to the life)

up to between the first and second finger. Should it slant
from the ‘south-east’ corner of the hand, it denotes

singular circumstances at the birth of the subject, possibly
wealth gained or lost, the death of the mother, or being in

a place other than the home of the parents. If it rises

deep and straight about one inch, it shows nothing

particular has occurred for the first fourteen years of

life. Breaks after that (before reaching the head line)

signify influences brought to bear on the life of the

individual, and various events happening. Should the line
then continue without break in a male hand, through head

and heart line, up to the division between the first and

middle finger, it shows a profession or occupation chosen
with the full consent of the judgment and the liking at-

tended with success. Such lines in a female hand show a

happy, successful marriage, where judgment and liking are

combined. Supposing there are three distinct lines (small)
running up to the line of head, but not crossing it, such

linesshow in a male hand that an ideaof two other professions
other than the one chosen, has been in the mind of the

friends of the subject ; possibly the subject has even tried
two callings or professions before settling down to the pre-
sent one. These three small lines (continuation of fate line)
in the hand of a woman, show she has had three dear
friendships (possibly with the other sex), these ‘ friendships ’
(at least two of them) have ended as abruptly as the lines
have, but terminating on the head line shows the offers or

opportunities have been good, in a worldly sense. After
the fate line has crossed the head line, it may break on the
line of heart; this means in a male hand dislike of profes-
sion ; should it have two little lines at the side of the fate

line, terminating abruptly on the heart line, this means

dislike to two previous professions other than the one now

engaged in.
If these breaks on the heart line occur in a female hand

it denotes (according to the number) disappointments in

the affections. If a line continues up to the division be-
tween first and second finger, it denotes a happy marriage,
if the line is faint— to come, if deep, already made.

The Line of Fortune or Professional Line.—\seivteen the
third and fourth finger you will find generally a deep line,
about three-quarters of an inch, running downward to the
heart line ; this I call the talent indication. We are all

born with a talent, however small; ifwe bury it, our talent
diesout, if we use it, it deepens, growsdown into the fate line;
should the bottom part of the professional line be broken,
it shows talents cultivated by fits and starts ; if the line is

crossed by small lines, it shows many difficulties to be over-

come ; if it has little pits in it, it denotes that the death of

some dear friend has very much hindered the talent being
used as much as it should. Supposing the line at the top
of the talent line has two accompanying lines, and ar-

ranged like a plough share, it denotes success. In a male
hand success in business, or profession and attendant fame;
in a woman it shows success attending the right use of her

talents, whatever it may be. I think the indications of

these lines are about the most encouraging in the whole of

the hand, for by that we can judge the amountof our suc-

cess in life.

The Life Line comes next: it starts between the finger
and thumb, running round the base of the thumb. If
broken and charred at the commencement—i.e., the top—it
means many childish diseases. After this, a break in any

part denotes disease and illness at a certain age (according
to the part where the break occurs) ; should it run right
round the thumb, great age is denoted, and according to

where the line leaves off, so we can judge of the duration
of life. Should this line be deep, robust health is shown ;
if thin, health is poor.

The Temper Line. This runs from under the little

finger down to the wrist. If ‘scratchy,’ a scratchy tempera-
ment is denoted ; if long and even, an even good temper ; if
wide and broken, a brutal character. A certain amount of
temper line is necessary to give the required amount of

courage to assert one’s self, and to say ‘ No ’ at proper
times.

Business Capacity.—This is shown by the puffiness under
the little finger. By business capacity I mean capacity for

managing one’s own affairs, whatever shape they may take,
well. If you send some people for change of a sovereign,
they will come back with nineteen and elevenpence—that
is not business capacity. Others may come back with a

little more—that is not capacity, it is sharpness ; the in-

dividual who comes back with the right change shows busi-
ness capacity of the right kind.

Social Capacity.— This is shownby the amountof puffiness
under the first finger. Some people show a lot of flabbiness
there ; this denotes love of society, but no opportunities.
We can also judge of the amount of love for ordinary
society or if there is anunusual craving for gaiety. Possibly
the puffiness may be altogether absent; if this should be
the case we should put down the subject as a society hater.

The Ball of the Thumb.— On this there are often an un-
usual number of lines, those running parallel with the line
of life denote long journeys ; small lines crossing the jour-
ney lines denote short trips. By the length of the thumb

we can also tell if the subject is obstinate, persevering, or

weak as water. The thumb of a persevering man should
reach exactly half way between the root of first finger anti

joint of the same ; if it should reach to first joint it denotes

obstinacy, and should be guarded against ; if the thumb is

so short as only to reach to root of first finger great weak-
ness of character is denoted, and conscientious perseverance
should be cultivated in order to counteract a natural and

deplorable defect.

The Magic Bracelet.— You will probably find these lines
running round the wrist. The first line, if unbroken, deep,
and even, denotes agood constitution ; the second, with the
same qualification, denotes wealth. Very often this line
commences in the middle of the wrist, and runs to the part
of the wrist under the little finger ; this shows wealth ac-

quired in middle life and kept. The third line denotes

happiness : if broken, uncertain happiness ; if composed of
many small strokes—happiness drawn from many sources.

On the male hand, a perfect line of happiness is an indica-
tion of a very happy marriage.

Light between the Fingers.— Should this he seen very
slightly when held up to the light, susceptibility to cold is
shown ; if light is shown through large spaces, it shows

lung disease.

I have been often asked : ‘ How do you know all this ?'

My reply is : ‘By observation.’ If you examine the hands

of your most intimate friends who are unfortunately pos-
sessed of a temper, you will find in each case the tempei
line identical. Supposing you number amongst the mem-

bers of your family several warm-hearted, affectionate

people, you will find in all cases the heart line is deep and

long in this way, i.e., by examining the hands of those whose

characters are well-known to you, you will be able to satisfy
yourself as to the truth or falsity of the indications of

Palmistry. Having thus satisfied yourself, you should

take every opportunity of studying the hands of strangers.
After telling them what you see in their hands relative to
their lives, ask them to say if the reading is correct. I

venture to predict that in many of these cases you will be,
like myself, astonished at the exactitude of Palmistry.
The whole science is so simple, interesting, and useful as an

indication of what we are and may be, also as to the amount

of happiness and prosperity we may reach, that it seems

ten thousand pities it should be surrounded by so much

absurdity, falsity, and guesswork, such ‘ attributes ’ making
it appear, in the eyes of many intellectual and really good
people, positively ridiculous, instead of being what it is

an unerring and intelligible guide to the future, fame, and

character of all.—Gentlewoman.

HOW TO DO IT.

Would you win the heart of woman,

Not an angel (they are rare),
But *

a woman,’ useful, human.
Fit your little life to share ?

Treat her gently, chastely, kindly,
Let her welfare be your own.

Neither judge nor love her blindly.
Breathe her little faults to none.

Stint not praise, but never flatter.
Let your converse be sincere,

Should you differ on a matter

Crush her not by frown nor sneer.

Never Hirt with other girls—
Such a slight may not be borne.

Flirts like mashers, knaves, and churls
Merit honest women’s scorn.

Should you win her, guide her, guard her,
With a husband’s love and care,

Heaven only may reward her—
Woman’s worth is known np there.

Jas. Dickson.

THE QUEEN'S COLLECTION OF PHOTOGRAPHS.

Her Majesty the Queen (we are reminded by the Photo-

graphic News) is supposed to have the largest collection ex-

tantof photographic portraits of notabilities of her time,
from the portraits of kings, queens, emperors and empresses
downwards. They commence in the early dawn of the
art of making sun-pictures—in the days of those daguerro-
types on metallic surfaces which generally required you to
hold them sideways before you could get a view of their

rather pale and feeble traits. Hence they embrace the

whole history of the art, and are thoroughly representative
of the progress of photography. Our contemporary sug-

gests thatif reproduction of all in some permanent process
be impossible, a selection might be made which would be

well worth preserving for the information of future genera-
tions. Unfortunately, time is no respector of photographs,
Royal or otherwise, and many of the most interesting must

show signs of fading. The collection would, our contem-

porary thinks, justify the appointment of a Royal photo-
grapher, one of whose duties it would be to watch the col-

lection, and copy these which are considered worthy of

preservation before they fade.

PAINFUL SCENE IN A CHURCH.

At a fashionable Presbyterian church in Geelong a scene

took place when the minister, in the most affecting manner,
began to speak of Christ as a visible presence, and to ad-
dress the Divinity in terms of endearment, as if in ecstacy.
Then he assured nis hearers that God was standing beside

him in the pulpit ; and after referring to the supernatural
power with which he felt himself imbued, announced his

intention of there and then amputating his right arm as a

proof of his lasting fidelity to his Master. The name of a

well-known Geelong doctor was mentioned by the preacher
as one who could perform theoperation satisfactorily, but

as the medical man referred to was laid upat the time with

influenza, he assured the congregation that he would get a

carving knife sharp enough for the purpose, and enforce the

scriptural injunction without assistance. This naturally
created a sensation, and several ladies of the congregation
had to be assisted out of the church, while others swooned

away in their seats. The leading members of the congrega-
tion induced the preacher toclose his discourse, and assisted
him to his residence, where it was found he was seriously
indisposed. Medical assistance was procured, and a com-

plete rest and change of air were ordered for the patient.

THE LATE LITTLE LORD FAUNTLEROY.

Miss Hodgson Burnett's memorial to her much-loved and
loving little son, Lionel, the Little Lord Fauntleroy, whose

early death was such a blow to the populai authoress, will

be of great practical use, which is not always the case in

commemoration of the loved and lost. The newsboys'
home, which is to be called ‘ Lionel's Home,' in Drury Lane,
will be a boon in that truly wietched neighbourhood, to

give comfort and warmth to the wan and unnaturally pre-
cocious and wild gamin, who, to our distraction, shout

themselves hoarse, poor unfortunate neglected little crea-

tures with speshull dishun !

.

*
LOCAL INDUSTRY v. IMPORTATIONS.—
Competent judges assert that the Ixizenges, Jujubes

and Sweets manufactured by AI'tSKBIIOOK CL Co. are

unequalled.—(AdvtJ
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AT HOME WITH THE LADY EDITOR.

DKAK Laky Ekitok.— Will you kindly give me space
for a few words about girls to young men 1 So many people
now-a-days give their opinion about girls, why should not 1.
especially as I flatter myself that I know them well enough

to be able to give some sound advice to young men concern-

ing them. But stay, what is thedefinition ofa girlVV ell,

in New Zealand they are called girls up to thirty years of

age, so let this definition be assumed by me also before pro-

ceeding. A girl, in my humble opinion, is not fit to marry

before twenty dive years of age, at which period she has got

over the excitement of her * coming out frivolities, and it

ever to be sensible will be sensible then. If she is accom-

plished, or rather means to be, she will need all that time

to develop her faculties, and she will have had tune to look

into the household management, and ought then to be

sensible enough to acknowledge the advisability of looking

thoroughly into these matters. Beware of the girl who

shuns housework and scorns to make everything around tier

comfortable and beautiful ! If it is her misfortune (.)—

I consider the best wives are those chosen from a ‘ not very
well-off family ’ ; I think you will understand what I mean

—to be poor, let her not think it undignified to work for

those she loves. There is nothing menial in labouring to

make happy our dear ones, and if it is God’s wish, and it un-

doubtedly is if she is poor, let herbe glad to bear her burden

cheerfully and brightly, and for goodness sake do not ‘ put on

side,’ as the schoolboys say, for there is no more painful

sight than the poverty-stricken trying to appear grand in

the sight of their neighbours. Remember, girls, for although

this is written especially for the sterner sex, I daresay some

fair head will bend over and read it with a smile, that

whatever you do, let it be done thoroughly. When gentle-

folks are poor, they are almost always proud. They can-

not help it, 1 know, for I have felt it myself, but for a

sensitive heart to have to contend with this is extremely

trying, and her rich friends unthinkingly deal her many a

blow. A girl, whether she be rich or poor, bravely doing
her duty, will command respect from any man whose

opinion one values. .
Beware of girls who speak slightingly of their fathers and

mothers, or of any member of their family, or if they ]auS“

behind their backs. A dangerous girl is she who wickedly

makes fun of her relatives. A worthy girl will make the

best even of their faults to outsiders. Beware of the girl
who wears a shirt and tie, and perhaps carries a silver-

topped cane, and also of she who dresses extravagantly, and

in theextreme of fashion. Anything exaggerated is vulgar,
and ‘mannishness’ in a woman of ail things is to be abhorred.

Bather, oh, far rather, choose for your ‘ companion through
weal or woe ’ one who is modest, quiet in voice and manner,

and who is beloved in the family circle, and one who makes

you feel welcome when visiting at her home. Rather choose

she who pays particular attention to a stranger, or to some

one who is rather shy in society, for a beautiful nature will

always assert itself in this way, and will do her best to

make everyone feel ‘at home. An unselfish girl is so rare

a thing nowadays, I grieve to say, but when one does alight
upon one, is she not a treasure, and how well she compares

with her selfish sisters? Then again, she must be thought-
ful ; she must not forget her promises, however small they
be, for is it not in small things rather than in great ones

that one’s character is revealed. I remember once thinking
how well a young lady’s modest character was shown when

she was sending a present which had cost her agood deal of

time am! trouble, and to which she didnot even attach her

name. She was willing to make the recipient happy in the

possession of some little present which she knew would be

appreciated, and yet never for a moment wished for the

credit of having given such pleasure.
There are a great many indefinable evidences of a relined

and beautiful mind, but here are a few—a young lady
paying great attention to having always neat collar and

cull's, gloves, shoes, and a dainty handkerchief. You may

laugh, young men, but there is a great deal of character

displayed in a lady’s handkerchief, for no matterhow badly
off she is, she will generally manage to have a good hand-

kerchief, and also one that has been freshly laundried, if the

latter has to be performed by her own fair lingers. Then,
if you ever have occasion to receive a note from her, you
will find that she uses dainty note paper. There is a great
deal to be learnt of anyone in a letter ; it is part of them-

selves, as indeeed are all the actions, which, if springing
from a pure mind, are sure to be beautiful.

Lastly, beware of the dancing girl. By this I mean she

who devotes her whole life and thoughts to dancing, and
will in a momentscratch out the name of an insignificant
partner and substitutethat of a more favoured and perhaps
richer one. How often this is done, and what an unlovely
nature it betrays. The dancing girl is very amusing, and

will find plenty of partners at a ball, but if you take the

t rouble to look into the matter, you will find that she is an

empty-headed little flirt, not to be compared to her less

fortunate (?) sister, who perhaps will be found sitting out
unnoticed. Beneath a quiet, unselfish disposition you will
be almost certain of finding a strong sympathetic
nature, such as will be a comfort and help to any man.

Man needs sympathy and comfort, but he is very loth to
believe it, and that it can only be satisfactorily given by
women. Just think of the time when you were ill, and
when Mary was the only one who would do when you called
for help. Who was it but Mary who smoothed your pillow,
ami kept you comfortable, and bent over you, and seemed
to soothe all the pain outof your fevered brow with her
cool hand ? Ami think of the days when you return from

your office, tired and worn our, on a dreary winter day.
Why, your whole dreary aspect of life changes the moment
you get home and find a cheerful fire and a hot meal, and,
above all, Mary waiting for you with her bright, fresh face,
ready for a chat, or if you do not feel so disposed, quite as

ready to leave you alone to rest. A woman’sever-ready
tact can tell whether you are in a mood for talk or rest.
Her tact is a gift just as also is that instinctive power which
enables her to tell whether or not she likes a man at first

sight. In nine eases out of ten you will find her right in
the end. She shrinks from anything rough and cruel, and

looks for gentleness andcourtesy in a man just asmuch as she
admires his manliness. The one without the other will not
satisfy het. Young man, do notscoffat love, for to her ‘ Love
is theincense which doth sweetenearth,’ and it is upon those
who laugh at it that it generally falls deepest. If it has
not already come to you it will surely do so in time, and

you will then be glad to agree with Ouseley. It is only

natural, although so many look upon it as a weakness. <.
The so-called love, which might better be termed ambition, s
that one sees in the fashionable world at a ball, for instance, 1
where it so closely resembles jealousy, envy, hatred, malice, i
and all uncharitableness, I admit, is repulsive, but surely c
it is the very reverse in the truest sense, for does it not

bring out all that is beautiful in life, and add a rosy tint to t
all that is unlovely in creation. _ 8

Try and get the idea that aZf girls are scheming to marry t
you out of your head. It is equally unwholesome and un-

true. There may be some with that thought, but you may 1
rest assured that it is only those who are utterly devoid of

pride, therefore it is only those to whom a true gentleman s
would not give a second thought. I hope, in being frank, <
that 1 have not Seen unkind in giving both sides of the <
question of ‘ Love, that mystery.’—E.L.F.

Dear Lady Editor.—Having been struck by some re- i
marks in this column on the subject of loyalty and rever- :
ence as practised in the colonies,permit me, as a ‘new chum, i
to say a few words thereon. The remark I particularly i
allude to is one from which I gather that you were inex- <
pressibly shocked because a theatrical audience failed to re-

main in their seats until Royalty, as represented by the

Earl and Count-ess of Onslow, had taken its departure.
Of course, I am not aware what period of time has elapsed

since you left the old country, but most assuredly at the

present day no London audience would dream of remaining
in their seats until Royalty (by whomsoever represented) had

passed out. I have been present at several theatrical and

opeiatic performances which were attended by members of

the Royal Family, and in noinstance have I ever seen the

audience wait to see them out. Of course, I am not now

speaking of occasions like thatof the German Emperor s

visit to Covent Garden, though even then I fancy the

people are too much engrossed by the thoughts of their
several ’busses and trains to study ceremony. Only last

spring I saw the Princess of Wales, her daughter, and

Prince George at the conclusion of an afternoon concert at

St. James’ Hall walking out among the crowd just thesame

asanyoneelse, the only difference beingthat upontheir arrival

at the door the officials at once stopped the other carriages

until theRoyal lady with her bairns had been safely packed
off. If the door-keepers at Wellington did not act in a like

manner for the Governor, you will excuse me for saying
that the fault and ignorance was theirs only, and not that
of the audience

One other thing I should like to askin mysimplicity, I am

notaworshipperoreven an admirerof Royalty in theaustiact,

though perhaps it is rank heresy in your eyes to say so,

but like everyone who knows what sorrow is, I sympathised
deeply with the Princess of Wales in her late trouble as I

should with any mother in a like case. Therefore, it is in

no carping spirit, but merely as a matter of inquiry that I

ask where and by whom was the practice of standing during
the recital of the ‘ Dead March ’ initiated ? To me itseems

all wrong. According to the ritual of the Church of Eng-
land we kneel to pray, sit while the Word of God is being
read, and stand up to praise and glorify Him, as in the

Psalms, hymns, and while the Gospel is being read. There

could have been no question of the latter during the play-
ing of the * Dead March ’ under the circumstances, hence

my inquiry. I have no doubt I am wrong, and am entirely
open to conviction on the subject.

I should like also to tell you how deeply disappointed I
was upon coming to what I expected to find a democratic
country, to find your sex in particular striving and struggling
their very hardest to ape the effete old inanities and non

sensical ceremonies of the old country-. Everyone can

understand how Lady Clara Vere de Vere, the ‘daughter
of a hundred earls,’ toadied to and worshipped from her
cradle, has come to look upon herself and her class as

beings of an entirely different order and calibre to the
masses round about her. This was the natural result of
her bringing up ; but no one with the average amount of

common sense can understand how anyone outhere in this

newly-made country, where there is no aristocracy except
the very doubtful one of ‘ oof,’ can set themselves up as a

class and talk about the masses and ‘ Society ’ as though
born and bred in the purple, while in many cases their

parents, if not themselves, came out in an emigrant ship.
I am sorry, as I have a great admiration for the sex which

is akin to the angels, to see that they are the worst sinners

in this respect, the men, as a rule, striking me as being
much more free and easy and sensible in their notions.

Now, my dear lady editor, if I have not already bored you
to death, I should like to relate just one little incident

which will perhaps illustrate better than I have been able
to the loyalty of the average Briton, and where it ends. It

occurred at the Victoria Hall, South London, formerly-
known as the ‘ Vic,’ the home of drama of the most san-

guinary type, now transformed by the generosity of the late

Samuel Morleyinto the South London Polytechnic. Thurs-

day night in every week are devoted to ballad concerts, pre-

sumably for the poor, whocan usually heara verygood selection

of music at prices ranging from threepence ‘ up in the gods ’
to a stage box for fiveor ten shillings according tosize. The

artists, I must explain, give their services free, someof the

best musicians in London occasionally contributing ; also

for the sake of drawing a good house and so adding to the

fund, Royalty is sometimes induced to put in an appear-
ance. I' pon" the evening of which I write the Prince and

Princess of Wales had been humbly petitioned, and their
Royal Mightinesses had graciously consented to grace the

concert with their presence. Heirs apparent being rather an

unknown quantity in Lambeth, the house was crammed to

suffocation, an unusually good programme having also been

put forward. At the hour appointed to commence, the ex-

pected visitors not having arrived, the opening was delayed
until the audience got impatient, and anindividual stood

up in the pit saying, ‘ Get on with the bloomin’ concert,
can’t you ? We don’t want to stop here all night waiting
for “Teddy Wales.’’’ A few more remonstrances of

the same sort were passed, and at last the concert

commenced. It had not proceeded far, however, when
with a terrilic fuss and bustle, their Mightinesses entered,
while a gentleman (Mr Redfern Hollins, the well-known
tenor) was singing. The toadies behind immediately called
him off (in the middle of a song) to allow the band to play

s ‘ God Save the Queen.’ Then, my dear lady editor, a scene

ensued that would have destroyed your belief forever in the

■ loyalty of the British working-man. The crowded audience
! rose to their feet en masse, demanding the song to be

i finished at once, and a struggle between loyalty ami cour-

tesy began—true courtesy to the man who was exerting
himself singing for them as against loyalty to the lady and

gentleman who sat there and allowed themselves to b

stared at. lam thankful to say that, to the honour of the
British workingman, courtesygained theday. After immens

uproar, stamping, and shouting, ‘ The Minstrel Boy ’ was

concluded, and narrowly escaped anencore, after which the
• National Anthem ’ was quietly permitted. It is only fair

to say that H.R.H. applauded the singer as vigorously as

anyone else, and appeared, if one might judge from his face,
to think the people were perfectly right.

Apologising for the length of my letter, I am, dear

madam, yours,—New Chum.
I can assure you, ‘ New Chum,’ that you have my sincere

sympathy in your deep disappointment that a democratic
colony should ape the nonsensical ceremonies of the old

country. 1 donot quite follow your meaning as regards the

‘ effete old inanities.’ Surely your dreams of this liberal

land did include having the chimney sweep early in the
morning to operate on your smoke-conductors, and then

asking him to sit down to your spotlessly clothed table and

eat with you and your feminine belongings’ I am, grieved,
indeed, that society in New Zealand has not en masse—and

class—opened its arms so wide to you that the petty distinc-
tions which human nature in its grovelling mammon-wor-

ship invariably makes, should—in your case at least —have

been obliterated. I think, my dear * New Chum,’ that my
correspondent, when speaking about the rush made at a

theatrical performance, intended to imply that as this was

—so I understand—the first time the Governor and Lady
< Inslow bad appeared in the Opera House, a few polite
people in the dress circle might have allowed those of con-

fessedly higher position—looking at them purely from a

political point of view—to pass out first. Of course, were

Royalty or their Representatives frequent visitors, this
would not be done. Do you not remember that Mark

Twain makes one of his characters—a regular new chum

from England-—express astonishment that in a democratic

country like America some females should be called
‘ ladies,’ while some were not? He fancied they must be

all women. In this, as in other democratic colonies, wealth,
not birth, entitles its feminine possessor to be styled lady.
With regard to your second objection tomy correspondent’s
words, I must say that I see no harm at all in standing
while the ‘ Dead .March ’is being played. It is, to my

mind, a token of respect for the dead—you have no right to

judge how far they, personally, are worthy of it—and a

mark of sympathy for the living. Why do men raise their

hats at a grave, whilst the funeral service is proceeding ?

Why, when they meet a funeral procession, do so many

pause, men lifting their hats ? 1 think itis an instinctive

feeling of reverence for that wonderful thing, Death, whose

awful summons no man or woman, child or infant, has the

power todisobey or to delay for even an hour.

LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.

(FROM OUR OWN CORRESPONDENT.)

(SEE FASHION PLATE, PAGE 261.)

There were so many stylish gowns worn at the autumn
Dublin Horse Show, that I am sending you a few sketches
from which you can gain some ideas for your own autumn
frocks, mantles, and hats.

Her Excellency the Countess of Zetland wore a gown of

vivid pea-green Irish poplin, with a deep festooned flounce,
lined and turned back with white satin, and caught up with

green and white bows ; a long * bell-pull ’ sash at the side,
soft white silk vest, and bands of handsome silver embroi-

dery trimming the bodice, and carried around the hem of

the skirt. Long mousquetaire cuffs of white satin, embroi-
dered handsomely with silver, and bonnet composed en-

tirely of lily-of-the-valley, mingled with grass and foliage.
She wore, on arriving, a most becoming mantle of fawn

camel’s-hair cloth, made with a yoke, stylishly braided in

gold stiipes, and trimmed down the fronts with lynx fur.
Her Excellency’s daughter, Lady Hilda Dundas, dis-

played a costume of navy-blue cloth, with diagonal revers,
caught across the waist with a buckle, over a pretty pale
pink vest. Her hat was the large, Hat-crowned, crush-leaf
shape which the Duchess of Leinster affects, and was set

far back from her forehead, and ornamented with ostrich
plumes.

The Lady Mayoress: Heliotrope crepon dress; skirt
lifted at one side, overa jupon of plain heliotrope cloth ;
bodice ‘ built up ’ with soft folds of silk about the waist;
sleeves much puffed and rolled ; short puffing of material

around the outer edge of the waist-line ; handsome em-

broidery on collar, cuffs, and skirt hem ; black chip hat,
raised high at one side, with mauve and feather trimmings ;
collarette of soft grey and white ostrich, worn close around

the throat.
Mrs Loftus Steele, extremely stylish gown of vieux rose

crepon, with Hounce of deep French lace, beaded with mitred
jet; bodice crossed with lace, outlinedwith jet passemen-
terie ; long falls of lace from the shoulders, and full blouse
of same in front; deep fringe of cut jet falling from the

waist-point, met at hips by long bodice-tabs, bordered with

jet ; bonnet of black crinoline, trimmed vieux rose velvet
and jet. Mrs < (’Carroll, dark hussar-blue crepe cloth, orna-

mented very handsomely with cut jet and lace, cuirass and
collar of rich jet-work, hat to correspond ; Miss Edith
Wynne, lovely dress of ivory-white Indian silk, trimmed
with silk lace and ribbons, flounce of lace around skirt and

basque, black chiffon hat, with pale pink roses ; Lady Eva

Fitzgerald, black cloth costume, with stylish tabbed skirtand

double-breasted bodice, braided handsomely with grey cord ;
Hon. Mrs Dewhurst, gown of gendarme- blue cloth, with

double-breasted Eton jacket, made with tails at the back ;
white cloth waistcoat, and hat en suite ; Miss Morris Reade,
white crepon toilette, outlined with silver cord, deep jacket
revers of white silk, white felt hat to correspond ; Mrs

O’Neill, navy blue costume, with vest of pale azure silk ;

Miss Kennedy (Glen-na-Geragh), ivory serge-cloth costume,
with ruby-velvet enrichments, jacket in ‘cavalier’ style,
with ruby silk cordings, and cavalier hat; Miss O’Brien, an

exceedingly pretty dress of very narrow striped silk—black,
or dark grey, and white, with a graduated pleated fall
of the material at one side of the skirt, bordered with
narrow black blonde ; a pleated flounce, similarly edged,
and a deep depending neck-kilting to correspond. The
back of the bodice was crossed with black watered ribbons,
which were carried also around the pointed waist, and tied
in a long bow in front.
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QUERIES.

Any queries, domestic or otherwise, will be inserted free oj

charge. Correspondents replying to queries are requested to

give the date of the question they are Kind enough to answer,

and address their reply to ‘ TheLady Editor, New Zealand

Graphic, Auckland,' and in the top left-hand corner oj
the envelope ‘ Answer’or ‘ Query,' as the case may be. The

RULESfor correspondents are few and simple, but readers
oj the New Zealand Graphic are requested to comply with
them.

Queries and Answers to Queries are always inserted as

soon as possible after they are received, though, owing to

pressure on this column, it may be a week or two before they
appear.—Ed.

Rules.

No. I.—All communicationsmust be written onone side oj
thepaper only.

No. 2.—A1l letters (not left by hand) must be prepaid, or

they will receive no attention.

No.’ 3.—The editor cannot undertake to reply except

through the columns ofthis paper.

ANSWERS TO QUERIES.

‘May L.’—How would this recipe for tomato sauce do

I have not seen it except some time ago in an English
cookery column. —Two onions, two carrots, a turnip, one or

two bay-leaves, a leek, a sprig of parsley, and anout a dozen

peppercorns. The vegetables should be cut up in dice

shapes, and the peppercorns should be crushed. All these

vegetables, with four large tomatoes cut in slices must be

put into a pan with some butter or dripping, and all should

be fried together for about a quarter of an hour, then add a

couple of teaspoonfuls of vinegar, rather more than a pint
of thick brown sauce, and a little carmine. To make the

sauce a good colour all the ingredients must be cooked

quietly until the vegetables are quite tender, then run

through a fine hair sieve. This is an excellent sauce to

serve with cutlets, and when tinned tomatoes are used the

other vegetables should be fried first of all, and the toma-

toes added afterwards.
‘ Madame B.’—l have one recipe for cooking salmon in

croquettes. I hope it willbe what you want. Tinned salmon
drained, beaten up with eggs, fine breadcrumbs, chopped
parsley, pepper and salt, make excellent croquettes.

RECIPES.

French Pancakes for Lent.—Mix two ounces of Hour

with a tablespoonful of castor sugar, a little grated lemon

rind, and a short pint of milk, keeping the mixture very

smooth and free from lumps ; then stir in the beaten yolks
of four eggs, and their whites whisked to a stiff froth. Put

a tiny lump of butter in each of five or six saucers, melt,
and run the butter well over each saucer, pour some of the

mixture into each, and bake. When they are done, spread
some jam over them, and either double over, omelet fashion,

or serve them piled on each other.

DAINTY DISHES FOR AN INVALID.

By Anna Alexander Cameron.

Woe to the invalid who is fretted and disappointed by the

recurrence of ill-prepared food! His recovery is by that

much retarded, for there is wear and tear of mind as well

as body. The food given to a patient is often of more im-

portance in his treatment than the medicines, and yet it

frequently happens that careful thoughtis not given to it.

There is, for instance, nothing more unappetizing, both in

appearance and flavour, than some of the editions of chicken

soup imposed upon unfortunate invalids. There is only one

way to make it properly, but a legion of ways to make im-

properly. The chicken should be nice and fat. If that be

the case itmatters not whether it be the great-grandmother
or a young pullet. My own preference is always for the

pullet; but thatis a question of taste, and the grandmother,
when in proper condition, serves a very good purpose, and

makes more soup, one-half of such a fowl being sufficient to

make a pint of very nice soup.

The chicken should be carefully cleaned, and thoroughly
washed. Divide it in half, allowing to each half a giblef
Cut up all of the joints of the half you are going to use,

and break all of the bones.

Put it on in three pints of water and let it boil steadily
until it is reduced to one pint. From time to time after it

begins to boil, skim it carefully so that no atom of scum is

left onit. About ten minutes before removing it from the

fire, throw into it a small sprig of thyme and one or two

sprigs of parsley, and season to taste with salt. Unless

herbs are objected to, they make the soup much nicer.
When removed from the saucepan skim off all of the grease,

and strain out the meat and herbs and serve the soup clear.

If admissible and preferred one tablespoonful of raw rice

may be added to the soup when first put on to boil. The

rice should be thoroughly done, and when the soup is done,

lemove the meat and herbs, but do not strain out the rice.

If bread is allowed serve with this soup tiny squares of

toast. Cut from a loaf of white bread a slice three-quarters
ofan inch thick, trim off the crust and cut the bread into

half-inch squares. Set them in the stove for a few minutes

until crisp and a pale brown. These are very tempting
little devices to have on a flagging appetite which would

disappear at the thought of bread in any other form.

When meat is permitted, chicken steak is very appetizing
and nice. Here one must insist on the pullet; the grand-
mother will not do at all. The breast of a fat, tender pul
et will make two steaks. One is sufficient for an invalid

who is just beginning to eat solid food, but both canbe very

readily dispatched by one whose appetite is returning in

‘seven-league boots.’’ After separating it from the body

divide the breast lengthwise and cut out the bone. Beat

it slightly with a steak hammer to flatten it, and lay it on

a well greased gridiron, over bright coals. Turn from side

to side until nicely browned and quite done, though not at

all burned. Remove to a hot plate and put on it a piece of

fresh butter the size of a walnut: butter both sides well,
sprinkle on a little salt and pepper, if it isallowed, and it is

ready for the eater.

If sweet things are not objected to, rusk sliced about
half an-inch thick and toasted a pale brown, will sometimes
be found a pleasing and light supper, taken with a cup of

teaor cocoa. There are such nice and delicate preparations
of the latter on the market now.

Very tempting crackers are made as follows : Into half a

pint of Hour rub thoroughly a piece of lard the size of a

guinea’s egg, mix to a rather stiff dough with cold water or

sweet milk ; knead smooth, break off in small pieces the
size of a nutmeg, and roll into a round cracker that is no

thicker than letter paper. Prick all over with a fork and

bake in a quick oven a light brown. They must be care-

fully watched while cooking as they burn very readily, and

are worthless when scorched. They are identical with the

• wafer ’ of olden times, only this new addition of it is
cooked in a pan, while the others were cooked in ‘ wafer-

irons.’ Persons troubled with indigestion can eat these

crackers when all other forms of bread seem indigestible.
For an invalid there is nothing nicer than tender loin

steak, if it is properly made. Cut the steak three-quarters
of an inch thick. Have ready some brightcoals, and when

the broiler is hot, grease it with pure lard and lay on the

steak. Turn from side to side as it cooks. Warm a plate,
and when the steak is sufficiently done—by which I mean

it is as rare as the invalid will eat it—lay it on the plate,
sprinkle with salt and put on both sides a piece of nice

fresh butter the size of a walnut. The plate must not be

really hot, or the butter will get oily. Chop the steak with

the knife while putting on the butter, and in that way it

will absorb it. This steak is very nutritious and delightful.
Batter cakes make a very pleasant variety if properly

made and cooked. Made according to the following receipt
they are delicious : Take one gill of grated biscuit crumbs

and put to soak in one gillof sweet cream. When perfectly
soft, add one gill of sifted flour, salt to taste, and one table-
spoonful of melted butter. Beat a fresh egg very light,
white and yolk separately, and stir into the butter which
should be as thin as buttermilk. If more cream or sweet

milk is needed stir in enough to thin it properly.
Have ready a hot griddle, grease it slightly with sweet,

pure lard, or rub over it lightly a bit of fat pork. Put one

large spoonful down for each batter cake and cook a pretty
brown on both sides. Watch closely and turn just in time,
or they will scorch.

Serve immediately on a hot plate, and butter with fresh

butter. Never let there be any grease standing on the

griddle, but put on only enough to prevent the cakes stick-
ing, thus you avoid the very objectionable taste of fried

grease.

A CHAT WITH MOTHERS ABOUT THEIR LITTLE
ONE’S DRESSES.

/S HAT are you going to make your little girl for

an autumn dress? A pretty and comfortable

■ \ V.- frock is made of some soft thin serge, camel’s

hair cloth, or other material. The skirt,
which reaches just oelow the knees, is

gathered and smocked, so that the fulness is drawn

in for quite a distance below the waist-line. The

bodice is a round, full one,

smocked to form a guimpe, and

having for its neck iinish a prim

little stock of pink ribbon.
About the waist is a soft sash

of Liberty silk or of the

material, that has its edges
hemmed, and which is tied in

bows and ends at the back.

The sleeves are full, and allow
the arms plenty of room, but are

gathered in at the wrists, and
smocked to form the cuffs. The

hat is a felt of a shade to har-

monise, trimmed with folded

silk or ribbon. The stockings
are black, and the low shoes are

of black patent-leather; the

gloves worn are of tan undressed
kid with a little stitching onthe

back.

Somebody says, ‘ prim ?’ Not

a bit of it; but you want to

teach your little woman that she

is tobe gentle rather than rough
in her manners, and I know of

nothing that will do this so well

as making her understand the

true value of a proper personal
appearance. 1 once heard a

bright woman tell that as achild
she disdained her clothes until

she was presented with a pair of

kid gloves, and from that time
on she had a great desire to live

up to them.

FOR LARGER GIRLS.

IJIGH NECKED bodices of cashmere frocks are laid in

L very fine pleats to the depth of a yoke, and then

shirred at the top, leaving the waist full over the front

above the gathers at the belt. The collar, cuffs and girdle
from the side seams are of silk, edged with silk, gilt or

silver braid. Sashes, guimpes, and a rutile for the edge of

the skirt are of plaid silk on cashmeie dresses. Round low-

necks worn over a guiinpe are edged with a turn-over frill

of the dress material, or a finish of passementerie. The

always girlish plaid frocks have a gathered skirt, madeup on

the bias, and a high waist shined across the front like a

square yroke, and at the centre of the waist-line. 1 his is

bias, as’are the full topped sleeves ; and the girdle, collar

and cuffs are of piece velvet, or rows of velvet ribbon. \ ery

full bodices for large and small girls, are gathered on coids

in several rows round the neck, waistline and at the top of

the sleeves. Shirt front plastrons of black silk are on

misses’ gownsof brightly coloured cashmere. Blaek China

silk, figured with yellow, has a yoke and sleeves of yellow
chifl’onor silk.

A COMFORTABLE HAT.

ALTHOUGH you are grown-up, you know exactly how

uncomfortable a hat may be. You know how it may

give you the headache by being too tight, keep you in

a continual state of nervousness by coming over your eyes,
or threatening to blow oft’ of your head, and so in buying the
hats for the littlewomen think of comfortas well as beauty.
Although they area little warmer, if a hat will not stay on

the head without something to holdit, ties arerecommended
in preference to rubber. The rubber band must, to be of

any use, be rather tight and usually cuts a red line in the

tender skin. Then some injudicious mothers put the

rubber behind the ears, which results in forcing them for-

ward, making them an ugly shape and ruining their natural

beauty, for a beautiful ear is something to be prized and

yet it is so seldom possessed.

PARTY FROCKS.

OF course some pretty dresses will be needed when the
little ones go out to parties. The illustration gives
two, suitable either for a large garden party, if long,

puffed sleeves be added, but still more for an evening with

young friends in the house. The first is a pretty combin-

ation ofwhite silk tulle and dark brown foulard, with a

sash of brown and white surah, and a brown and white
checked skirt, dark brown stockings, chamois shoes and

gloves. The second is a dainty little frock of white satin

and dark grey silk tulle, pale grey silk stockings, white shoes
and pale grey gloves. These are French dresses, but could

be reproduced in materials which I should call much more

suitable for children’s wear, say nun’s veiling, with blue

Liberty silk, and sateen and washing silk, or pretty woollens

and plaids.
Heloisg.

WHAT IS LIFE?

Lite’s a jingle, life’s a dance.
See the mummers everywhere
Hopping, tossing bells in air—

How the hobby-horses prance !
I advance.

Somewhat sick, the round to share.

Life’s a yearning, life’s a keen
Sense of moments and emotions,
Art and song and tone devotions.
Moods Intense and joy and teen ;

I have been

Through the whole of such like notions.

Life’s a sad sepulchral song,

< hanting of an unseenchoir,
Rising, falling, ever higher
Striving up through clouds of wrong :

Life’s a long
De Profunefis from the mire.

Life's a jumble ami a maze

Where we trip ami blunder ever,
Halt performance, high endeavour,
Panting strife and withered bays :

Pass the days—
Kest at last from fret ami fever.

Kenneth Grahame.

TWO LITTLE GIRLS.

Artificial Flowers, Plants AND Ferns for the draw-

ing-room, dining-room, and hall. Mns I’oi-e has a splendid as

sortment. Art Needlework and Fancy Repository. Mortens

Buildings. CiiittsTt nt kcii. -Adv r.

XFOR Invalids and Delicate Children, Aulse-
bkook’h Arkowkoot and Tea Bisccits are unsur-

passed.—(A dvtJ
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Ladies’ STORY Column.
FLOSSIE’S BRAVERY.

BY MRS E. BURKE COLLINS.

SNE
cannot help admiring bravery-a truly

brave and fearless nature. If 1 ever marry,
“ the not impossible she”

must be a brave

lady. None of your silly, affected, bread-

and-butter misses for me. I could not love

a cowardly nature, but one that is strong,
bright, and brave—an—’

• Anomaly, Herbert Wylie, you are a dreamer. Women

are not prone to be brave and al) therest of it, and heroines

such as you describe are not found every day. Give it up,

my dear boy. If you wait for this very
“

impossible she ”

you will doom yourself to a lonely old bachelor’s existence.

That’s my opinion.’ .
And Arthur Way proceeded to light a cigar, while his

friend, Herbert Wylie, unfolded the morning paper, and

began’to glance indifferently over the freshly-printed pages.
Two strikingly handsome young men were they- boon

companions and warm friends for years. Herbert was dark

and grave of feature, while his friend was fair, with golden-

brown hair and moustache. Herbert had just arrived upon

a visit at the Way farm—a large and valuable stock farm.
It was Herbert’s first visit since his boyhood, and the two

friends were anticipating, all sorts of pleasures in each

other’s society. The farm' lay on the outskirts of quite a

flourishing town—a small city, in fact, and there was no

lack of amusement. The Way household consisted of

Arthur Way and an only sister.

• I can’t help your opinions, my dear Art, observed Wylie,
glancing up from the paper all at once. ‘ I am in real,

sober earnest, though you do not seem to believe me. lam
tired of these namby pamby girls who scream at the sight
of a spider, and go into spasms over an unfortunate little

mouse. I want a wife with a stronger mind ; but noneof

your woman’s rights, blue stockings, spectacles, and short

hair for me. In fact, I suppose 1 shall never realize my

dreams, or meet my imaginary divinity.’
And he sighed dolorously. Arthur Way laughed aloud.

‘ Then, I suppose you wouldn’t care a stiaw for Flossie?’

he observed. ‘ She is a perfect little blue ’
A terrific crash in the adjoining room startled the young

men and put an end to the conversation. Arthur hastily
entered the apartment, where he remained an unconscion-

able time ; then he returned to where Herbert sat com-

posedly reading and smoking. If there was a mischievous
twinkle in Arthur’s blue eyes, his friend didnot observe it ;
and how was he to know that there had been a plot laid

during Arthur’s absence.
‘ Cats '.’ was Arthur’s laconic explanation of the tumult

which had called him away. He seated himself once more

and turned the conversation immediately back in its old

channel. ‘So you want to marry a strong-minded woman,

eh, my boy ? Well, I prophesy that you will marry the very

reverse.’
1 I will never do it,’ warmly. ‘I do not mean that I pre-

fer a strong-minded woman in the usual sense of the term,

tine thing sure, I will never fall in love with a “clinging
vine ”

—a silly, sentimental school-girl. Arthur, who is

that glancing as he spoke from theopen window at his

side into the tool, flagrant grounds, wlieie a giacelui figure
had just come in sight—a beautiful young woman attired

in a soft white gown with a basket of roses on her arm.

She was gathering flowers and singing softly to herself as

she went. Arthur Way’s eyes twinkled once more.

‘ She ? Oh, that is my sister Flossie ; but you will never

fall in love with her, Herbert, much as 1 should like to have

you for a brother-in-law.’

‘Why?’ eagerly, excitedly, the cigar which he had just
lighted tossed into the empty grate as he spoke.

• Because she will not till your bill; she is anything but

strong minded. I have known her to shriek like a Com-

anche chief in bis war paint at a spider ; and one day com-

ing into the kitchen, 1 found her actually perched on top
of the table, holding her breath in unfeigned honor because

she had seen a small mouse capering across the kitchen
floor. “ Had seen,” 1 say, for the poor little wretch was

half a mile off, I suppose, before Flossie could be induced

to come down from her perch on the table. Ob, no 1 Flossie
will never do for you ; and 1 must say, Bert, 1 have dreamed
lots of nice, romantic dreams about you and Floss falling in

love with each other. What in the world are you staling
at ?’

For all during this harangue Herbert Wylie’s eyes had
been fastened upon that graceful figure in the white gown

and big sun-hat, with the roses all about her.
• Are you never going to present me?’ hecried.
Stifling a laugh, Arthur led the way through the long

window out into the grounds.
Two minutes later Mr Herbert Wylie had been presented

to Miss Flossie Way, and the mischief was done. She was

the loveliest little creature whom Herbert had ever met—a

perfect blonde, with a crinkling mass of golden hair, and

pansy-blue eyes — almost black beneath the shadow of the

longgolden brown lashes. Graceful as well asbeautiful, there
was a nameless charm about her that made the young
man's heart thrill in his breast whenever her beautiful eyes
met his own. Yet remembering Arthur’s remark in regard
to Miss Elossie's lack of wisdom as well as heroism, the

young man studiously avoided all reference to abtruse
topics, scarcely ventured to discuss books and authors, and
only then did he touch upon the very lightest of novels—-
mere froth.

Miss Flossie said little, but there wasademnre look upon
her face all the time, and Herbert never dreamed that there
was a conspiracy against him.

Ihe very first day of their acquaintance Herbert was
treated toa succession of proofs which ought to have satisfied
any man that the young lady was not different from the
rest of her sex as represented by the silly school-girls al-
ready frowned down by Mr Herbert Wylie. Flossie was

really and unfeignedly frightened half outof her wits by a
toad which ran across her foot while standing in the garden
walk with Mr Wylie, and a spider discovered upon the
filmy white skirt of her evening dress that evening, when
they all sat out in the porch watching the moon rise,

created great havoc, Mies Flossie shrieking wildly and

executing a war-dance until the unfortunate insect was

safely removed.
Every night of her life it was Flossie’s custom, as house-

keeper, to make a regular tour of the house, to see that

every door and window was secured and several times

during Herbert's visit she aroused the household with a

false alarm of burglars.
In short, Flossie Way was a perfect little coward ; it did

not require much penetration to arrive at that conclusion.

Yet, an awful thing had happened to Herbert Wylie. He
awoke one day to the terrible truth —he was desperately in

love with Flossie ; his heart gone forever into her keeping
—this silly, shrieking school-girl, who was afraid of her

own shadow ! H*. smiled grimly at the thought.
• I should be ashamed of such a silly little wife !’ he de-

cided, sternly ; ‘ and yet, oh, heavens ! how bewitching she
is! Of all the ladies of myacquaintance —and their name

is legion—there is noneto begin to compare with her !’

And at last the end came. He was out riding one day
with Flossie. She, with her characteristic timidity, rode a

gentle, slow old horse, while Herbert had mounted the most

fiery steed in the Way stable. Something frightened the
animal, and it started off like a mad creature, dashed into a

belt of woodland, and threw its rider upon a pile of stones

which lay at the roadside. When Flossie, urging her own

horse into its fastest pace, arrived at the scene, he lay there
pale and insensible.

Dismounting from her horse without aword, the girl bent
over the prostrate form. Her lips trembled ; she was pale
as death.

• I must help him !’ she murmured, wildly. ‘ Poor Her-
bert ! he thinks me a cowardly little fool. Now is the time
to prove thetruth ’

A swift examination, such as a practised physician might
have made, revealed the fact that his right arm was badly
fractured. With swift, deft fingers she tore up her own

handkerchief and his, and speedily bandaged the arm, doing
all that could be done without help. Then she bathed his
brow and restored him to consciousness.

Fancy Herbert’s astonishment to find hie injuries attended

to by the cowardly little creature who was moving about
him now like a real physician. But Herbert had more

wonderful truths yet to learn.

Flossie had found a conveyance in which to carry him

back to her brother’s house, and he was soon placed in bed

and the old family physician summoned.

To Herbert’s intense surprise, Miss Flossie proved an ex-

pert assistant.
‘ Oh, yes !’ cried old Doctor Holden, smiling at the young

man’s astonish ment,
* Flossie Wayis a medical student. She

has studied under me for a year or two now, and is asplendid
surgeon for a beginner. A trifle nervousby nature ; but
when there is work—real work like this —before her, she

becomes as cool as anicicle, and never breaks down.’
‘ But,’ interposed Herbert, ‘ she is so young !’
• True; she is not much over twenty-two ; but she is a

brave little woman, and has already done much good out
here in the country, nursing the sick and assisting me. She
will soon be ready for a diploma. She has also contributed

several very able articles to a medical journal. She is going
to be one of the intellectual lights of the day.’

• I never dreamed of such a thing,’ murmured Herbert.
* I thought her just like other women.’

The good old doctor laughed aloud.
• Well, to be sure she is. And, I tell you, Wylie, if I

were young and eould win her, Flossie Way is the girl who
would be my wife.’

And before Herbet Wylie had recovered from his injury
—nursed all the time by Flossie, in conjunction with the

old housekeeper—he had asked a certain question, to which

the girl whom he had found to be so self-reliant and brave,
with the truest kind of bravery, blushingly answered yes.

MARIE ANTOINETTE’S LOVE OF JEWELLERY.

«ARIE ANTOINETTE, a bride, young and

beautiful, was naturally very fond of dress.
Cardinal Rohan, a profligate, luxurious dig-
nitary of the church, by enormous extrava-

gance had become inextricably involved in
debt. He hadlost favour at court, and loi-

tered around the salons at Versailles, watching for an op-
portunity to regain it. At the same time there was at Ver-
sailles a very and beautiful fascinating, though thoroughly
unprincipled woman, the Countess Lanrotte.

The jewellery of the Queen was quite ample. She had
brought from Vienna a large number of pearls and dia-
monds. As Queen of Erance she inherited all the crown

jewels of the kingdom. In addition to these her royal hus-
band, Louis XVI., had presented her with a set of rubies
and diamonds and a pair of bracelets, which cost £B,OOO.
Still the Queen’s thirst for gems was not satiated. Boeh-
mer, the crown jeweller, had collected six pear-formed dia-
monds of prodigious size. He offered them, set as earrings,
to the Queen for £16,000. The Queen could not resist the

temptation, though, asa matter of special economy, she re-

moved two of the gems and replaced them by two of her
own, engaging to pay for the jewels, thus arranged,
£12,500, in equal installments, for five years, from her pri-
vatepurse. Boehmer now busied himself in collecting the
most magnificent necklace of diamonds in the world.
Wherever he conld hear of a large and beautiful gem, he
negotiated for it.

At length the magnificent string of the costliest diamonds
to be purchased in Europe was complete. The glittering
bauble, which became famous as ‘ The Diamond Necklace,’
was exhibited to the Queen, and offered to her for £50,000.
The king, a man of no common sense, and at that time ex-

ceedingly attached to his wife, was anxious that she should
possess the ornament, and yet the treasury was so bankrupt
that he could not put his hands upon the money. The ris-

ings of the storms of the French Revolution were also then
beginning to be felt, and the whole nation was clamouiing
against theextravagance of the court. The Queen, having
far more vigour of mind than her husband, felt that the
purchase would expose her to measureless censure, and re-

luctantly declined the offer, stating, for public effect :
* We have more need of ships than of diamonds.'
Boehmer was in consternation. He was ruined if he

could not find a purchaser, and nonebut those possessing
regal wealth could be expected to indulge in such a luxury.

The queen was interested in the unfortunate man’s

troubles, and, through Madame Campan, inquired what dis-
position he had made of the necklace. He said that the
grand sultan of Constantinople had purchased it for the
favourite sultana. The queen expressed much gratification
that Boehmer had been extricated from his troubles. Soon
after this, Marie Antoinette’s infant son was baptized.
The king purchased of Boehmer, as a baptismal present for
the child, a diamond epaulette and buckles. As the crown

jeweller delivered them to the queen, he slipped into her
hands a petition, containing the following sentence :

* I am

happy to see your majesty in possession of the finest dia-
monds in Europe ; and I entreat your majesty not to forget
me.’

‘ What does the man mean’’ said the queen, as she read

this note. *He must be insane.’
A few days after, Boehmer called upon Madame Campan,

and anxiously inquired if she had no commission for him
from the queen, adding :

* To whom must I apply for an answer to the letter I pre-
sented her ’’

*To no one,’ Madame Campan replied ; ‘ Her Majesty
could not comprehend its meaning.’

* That is impossible,’ said the man trembling; ‘ the
Queen knows that she owes me £50,000 for the necklace.’

‘ Man, you are crazy,’ said Madame Campan ; * did you
not tell me yourself that you had sold it at Constantinople.’

‘ The Queen requested me,’ he replied, * to state that to
all who inquired upon the subject, as she did not wish to
have it known that she had made the purchase. Cardinal
Rohan took the necklace in her name. I have all the pro-
missory notes signed by the Queen. ’

* It is a detestable plot,’ said Madame Campan.
The poor man, delirious with fright, hastened to the car-

dinal. Rohan seemed much embarassed, and was disposed
to say nothing. He then hastened to the Queen, who was

at the Little Trianon. She was very much alarmed, and

told the story to the King. He immediately sent for the
cardinal. Rohan said, trembling in every nerve, that the
Countess Lamotte had broughthim aletter from the Queen,
requesting him to purchase the diamonds for her, and that
he had done so, supposing that he was being of service to
the Queen.

‘ How could you suppose,’ said the Queen, ‘ that I should
have selected you for such a purpose, or that I could have
employed such acharacter as the Countess Lamotte ?’

* I see that I have been duped,’ he said, and drew from his
pocket a letter directed to the Countess Lamotte, and

signed in the name of the Queen.
Still there were circumstances which exposed the cardinal

very strongly to the suspicion of having been anaccomplice
in the fraud. He was arrested, and his trial, through
various interruptions, continued more than a year. The
enemies of the queen took the ground that he was innocent,
and that the queen, with the infamous Lamotte as her ac-

complice, had duped him. All France was agitated with
the contest. The cardinal appeared at his trial in the
utmost pomp of ecclesiastical robes, and was treated with
the most marked respect. He was finally acquitted by a

majority of three votes. This was regarded as a virtual de-
claration that the queen was guilty. A friend who called
upon the queen immediately after the decision found her

weeping bitterly.
The Countess Lamotte was brought to trial. It was

popularly understood that the Queen was tried in her per-
son. The dissipated beauty appeared before her judges in
the most costly robes. It was clearly proved that she had

received the necklace, and that she had sold the separate
diamonds here and there for large sums of money. The
populace were taught to believe that the Queen was her ac-

complice in this infamous deed, sharing with her the money.
The Countess was found guilty, and was doomed, with
horrid barbarity, to be whipped on the bare back in the
court-yard of the prison, to have the letter ‘ V’ branded on
each shoulder with a hot iron, and to be imprisoned for life.

As the terrible sentence was pronounced rage and despair
overwhelmed the wretched woman, and a scene of horror
ensued unimaginable. She threw herself upon the floor

with piercing screams. The executioner seized her and
dragged her, struggling and shrieking, into the courtyard,
her garments were torn from her back, and the lash cuts its

way mercilessly into the quivering nerves. The hot irons
simmered upon her recoiling flesh. Then, mangled and

half dead, she was conveyed to the prison hospital. After
nine months of captivity she was permitted to escape, and
she died in England.

No one now doubts that Marie Antoinette was entirely
innocent. Whether the cardinal was an accomplice is a

question which can never be decided. But the occurrence
threw reproach upon the unhappy Queen, which hastened
the over-throw of the throne of the Burbons and conducted
her to the guillotine.

THE GREAT SLAUGHTER OF SEALS.

The Standard says :—Mr Tingle, the Revenue and Marine
agent, reports that the Alaskan seal poachers have this
season taken sixty thousand seals, including forty-three
thousand five hundred taken by forty-eight British boats,
and eight thousand five hundred and eighty-five by twenty-
three American boats. It is reported that the BritishCom-
missioners estimate the number of the herd in the Pribilof
rookeries at five hundred thousand, which is a decrease
from 1890. Apropos of the British protest against exceed-
ing the stipulated number of seven thousand, five hundred
to be killed, Mr Williams, the Treasury agent, reports that
the total authorised slaughter has been ninety thousand in-
cluding only four thousand since the date of the modus
vivendi. Mr Williams estimates that the poachers killed
seven seals for every skin that was saved.

The only • Vertical Feed ’ Sewing Machine in the world
is the Now High Arm Davis. Head Office in New Zealand
Hudson and Co., Christchurch.—Advt.

Flag Brand Sauce.—Try it the best in the market.
Hayward Bros,. Christchurch.—Advt.

X LADIES, for Afternoon Tea, use Aulsebrook’s
Oswkoo Biscuits and Cakes, a perfect delicacy.—
Advt.)
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LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.—See page 258.
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THE FAIRIES’ COBBLER.

I SAT at work ’neath the lintel low,
And the white-walled street was still,

Save for the sound of my neighbour’s loom,
• Plik-a-plek-plek,’ through the twilight gloom,

And a curlew crying shrill.

The curlew cried, and I raised my head,
For I felt the good folk near ;

Slim little shapes in the fading light,
Dusk and dim, but their eyes gleamed bright,

And they hailed me thin and clear.

In they swept with a rustling sound.
Like dead leaves blown together ;

Bade me fashion their dainty shoon,
* O the morrow’s e’en the Feast o’ the Moon,

And we dance on the wan white heather.'

So I took their gay stuffs, woven well,
As never a mortal weaves ;

Fashioned daintily, fashioned fair,
Little red shoon that the Pixies wear,

Of the blood-red autumn leaves.

They stood at my knees, they crowded near,
And shrilled a piping tune,

Their great eyes glowed, and they whispered, ‘ Quick !
And my work went merrily, ‘ tic tac-tic,’

By the light of the yellow moon.

‘ Thanks and thanks for thy labour done,
And aye when the summer’s o’er,

And reapers carry the last brown sheaf,
We ll send our sign of a yellow leaf,

A leaf blown in at the door.

‘ So shall ye know that the time hath come,
And merry at heart shall rise—

Rise and go where we Hit and fleet,
Follow the track of twinkling feet

And the glow of our golden eyes. ’

They reeled away through the starlight air,
And cried ‘ On our crystal shore,

O friend, you shall ’scape the winter’s grief,
Follow the sign of the golden leaf,

The leaf blown in at the door.’

So shall 1 know when the time hath come,
And merry at heart shall rise—

Rise and gowhere they Hit and Heet.

The little red shoon on the twinkling feet,
And the glow of the golden eyes.

Winter will come with snow-stilled skies,
And the neighbours’ hearths aglow ;

But the owls will drowse on my cold hearth-stone,
For I shall be gone where the birds are flown

And the great moon daisies blow,

I sit at work ’neath the lintel low,
And thewhite-walled street is still ;

The twilight deepens dim and grey,
To morrow it may be—not to-day—

And I wait the Pixies’ will.

TWO SIMPLE CONJURING TRICKS.

A Wonderful Knot.-—For this you require a sheep
bone, which you must offer to tie in a knot. How is it
done ? By soaking the bone in astrong acid until it is pli-
able. On the same principle you can put an egg into a
bottle. Soak it in vinegar until the shell is quite soft ;
then squeeze it through the mouth of the bottle. To one
who does not know the secret, the egg in the bottle seems a
marvellous thing. Acid aets in the alkaline lime of the
bone and the egg shell.

A MATHEMATICIAN.

St nhav school Teacher (to infant class): * Who can tell
what is meant by forefathers''’

Sage of Eight (promptly) : ‘One less than five fathers.’

FIGHTING A BOA-CONSTRICTOR.

AN ADVENTURE IN BRAZIL.

BY DAVID KER.

>T much shooting here now,’ said my kind

Brazilian host, Dom Joam de Sanchez, as

yj we sat after dinner on the spacious piazza
Jli of his country house, watching the red sun

sink overthe endless mass of tree-tops that
S); flanked one of the great tributaries of the
—' Amazon.

‘ls there not ?’ cried I. ‘ Why, I should

have thought that such a spot as this would be just the

very place for it. ’
‘ So it was a few years ago,’ replied Sanchez ; * and then

it wouldn’t have surprised me in the least to have seen a

panther creep in through the window, or a big snake poke
his head out from under my bed just as I was going to get
into it. But now, what with so many people settling here,
and thethickets being cut away, and the officers from the
towns coming up here to hunt and shoot every year, the
game is being thinned off at a great rate. Even the alliga-
tors aregetting shy, and the only sport that we have which
is worth speaking of is when a boa-constrictor comes upnow

and then out of the great swamp yonder, into which no man

can penetrate.’
‘ A boa-constrictor !’ I exclaimed. ‘ That must be rather

awkward for your cattle, whose pastures lies right along the

edge of the swamp thatproduces these bad neighbours.’

‘ True enough,’ said Dom Joam ; ‘we have lost several
beasts that way, and assoon as Ican spare the money, I’m
going to bnild a spiked fence all along the edge of the pas-
ture that the snakes won’t be able to get over.’

Just at that moment there came an unexpected commen-

tary upon our talk, in the form of anIndian servant at-
tached to my host’s household, who had come up to report
that a monstrous python (boa), larger by far than any yet
known in the district, had been seen that evening among
the reeds of the great swamp, just on the edge of the
estate.

‘ Then the sooner we make an end of him the better, be-
fore he has time to do any harm,’ cried Dom Joam, starting
up excitedly, for he was very proud of his fine cattle, and
had no mind to see another of them snapped up by these
troublesome snakes. ‘ To-morrow morning I’ll go on and see

if I can find him : and if you, senhor, care to see the sport,
I shall be very glad to have your company.’

1 agreed at once, and early the next morning Dom Joam
and 1 sallied forth in quest of the boa, along with our
Indian retainer, I and my host carrying double-barrelled
rilles, and the Indian armed with a long and very heavy
club.

Our way led right through the cattle pasture, and Dom

Joam pointed out to me with no small pride the fine show
of live-stock that he possessed. In fact, it would have
been hard to imagine a prettier picture than the long, low,
old-fashioned looking house with its trim little garden in
front, and the smooth green pasture meadows all around it,
dotted with grazing cattle.

But aswe drew nearer to the edge of the estate, and came

in sight of the dismal swamp of which my host had spoken,
this charming landscape underwent a sudden and ghastly
change. Contrasted with therich and grassy meadows that
looked so green and beautiful in the bright morning sun-

shine, the black dreariness of the festering swamp beyond
them seemed doubly hideous. The rank, unwholesome
green of the long wiry grass, the sluggish pools of black
slimy water half hidden beneath it, the glistening banks of
foul, half-liquid mud and spongy turf, into which were

fastened the claw-like roots of dark, leathery bushes, were
all wild and desolate to the last degree ; and the horror of
this evil place was increased by the gloomy shadow cast

over it from the huge trees that grew along its border. In.

truth, it would have been hard to imagine a fitter spot for
the abode of serpents and alligators and destroyingmonsters
of every kind.

• What a horrid place !’ cried I. * They talk of the
swamps of Floridaand Louisiana, and I’ve seen somepretty
bad ones myself in Sumatra and Siam, to say nothing of the
Sunderbnnds below Calcutta ; but, upon my word, I think

this one would take the prize from any of them.’
‘ I wish it were possible to drain it,’ replied my host, ‘ or

at least to drain the part of it that borders my land. But

one might just as well try to drain the sea ; for every time
the river overflows (which happens here every few months),
the whole swamp is flooded over again from one end to the

other. ’
While we were talking thus, our Indian guide's keen eyes

had been glancing round onevery side in quest of the snake
of which we were in search ; for it was not far from this
spot (so he gave us to understand) that the monster had

been seen the evening before. But look as he might, there
was no trace of it to be seen.

By my host’s instruction I climbed into one of the low

branches of a tree and sat there holding my gun ready for

action.
* That’s a venturesome little beast of yours over there,

Senhor Dom Joam,’ said I, pointing to a small white calf
thatwas browsing carelessly beneath the ghostly shadowof
the huge trees that stood along the very brink of the hideous
morass. If it knew what was good for it, it wouldn't feed

quite so near the edge of a swamp that swarms with big
snakes.’

‘ My daughter’s pet calf !’ cried my host, with a start.
* This will never do ; if it goes straying as near to the
swamp as that, it may get snapped up at any moment.’

‘So its mamma seems to think,’ said I, glancing at a

white cow on the other side of the meadow, which had just
looked up from her pasture, and seeing whither the calf
had strayed, lifted her head, sniffed the air uneasily for a

moment, and then began lowing excitedly, as if to call back
the truant from its perilous wanderings.

‘ Manoel,’called out Dom Joam to his Indian follower,
‘go quick and drive that calf back again.’

But ere the Indian had time to obey, there occurred a

sudden and startling interruption.
As we had neared the border of the swamp, I had noticed

once or twice, among the higher boughs of one of the tall
trees along its edge (under which the unwary calf was feed-
ing), a strange many-coloured glistening, somewhat re-

sembling—though onan immensely large scale—the peculiar
light cast by the sun upon a wet cobweb.

I was just wondering
what this singular rainbow
could be, when all at once

there came a flash of green
and gold through the dark

leaves, my ‘ rainbow ’ shot
downward with bewildering
swiftness, a shrill cry of
mortal terror and agony
was heard, and in an in-
stant I saw the poor little
pet calf writhing in the coils
of a monstrous boa, no

doubt the very one of which

we were in quest.
My host uttered a cry

of rage, and his gun was at

his shoulder in a moment:
but ere he could fire, a

hoarse bellow made the air

ring, and the white cow,
dashing wildly to the spot,
flew at the destroyer of its
young, pushing and goring
with its horns at the en-

tangled monster with a

headlong fury terrible to-
see.

W i Dom Joam and I looked
on in silent amazement; for
so great, as a rule, is the-
terror of cattle for any

. large snake that no amount
of lashing and goading can force them topass near a spot
where one of these monsters lies hid. But in this case the
beast’s instinctive fear of its natural enemy appeared to be
wholly gone, with nothing left but a mad eagerness to
rescue or revenge its entrapped young.

Meanwhile my host and I, not daring to fire atthe mixed
a"« struggling group, stood silently watching this unheard-
of battle, in which, for a time, it really seemed asif the cow
were going to get the best of it.

In fact the boa, with more than half its length coiledi
round the tree and the body of the calf, was in no condition
to make a vigorous defence against its new foe, every plunge
of whose long sharp horns made a fearful wound in the
monster’s scaly body. The snake began to uncoil itself, in.
order to sieze and crush the cow in its turn ; but ere it
could do so(for the slowness and heaviness of its movements
showed how badly hurt it must be), the assailant’s horn
was driven right through the serpent’s neck, almost pinning
it to the ground ! re

With a mighty effort, however, the boa wrenched itself
free, and m a moment more all would have been over with
the brave beast—for the snake, though bleeding and sorelywounded, had at length got free for action those terrible
coils, which could have crushed the bones of the largest
buttalo to splinters with one squeeze—but just then Doni
Joam who was one of the best shots in the whole province,
sent a ball into the monster’s uplifted head, and then,.
CO?rtr gi?p Sfc ar“ n»despatched itoutright witha second shot.

Well, Im glad we’ve got rid of that rascal,’said the
planter, eyeing with hunter-like admiration the vast bulk
of the conquered foe : * but I’ve paid more for him than he’s
worth—he has cost me a cow and a calf.’

A cow- ! eehoed I> in surprise. ‘ What do you mean.
1 he cow is not hurt a bit!’

‘ She won t live, though, poor thing !’ said my host, with
a pitying air ; ‘ she’ll never get over the loss of her calf.’

His words proved only too true. From that day forth the
poor mother began to pine away, and died within a very few
weeks after her strange exploit.

FIGHTING A BOA-CONSTRICTOR.

The New High Arm Davis Vertical Feed is acknowledged
•>)’ exports to bo the mom perfect Sowing Machinethe World ha-
j etsoon.—Advt.

Flag Brand Pickles.—Ask for them, the best in the
market. Hayward Bros Christchurch.—(Anvr.t Elag Brand Pickles and Sauce cannot be equalled

Hayward Bros., Manufacturers. Christchurch.— (Advt.)
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ARE THE RED SUNSETS RETURNING?

There have been reports recently of the appearance of

brilliant red sunsets resembling those that ornamented the
evening skies for many months after the tremendous erup-
tion of the volcano of Krakatoa, in the East Indies, in 1883.
The fine dust thrown into the higher regions of the atmos-

phere on that occasion was distributed by ivrial currents all
over the earth, and had the effect of producing strangely
beautiful sunrise and sunset effects, thephenomenon assum-

ing, in our latitudes, the appearance of a fiery glare like the
reflection of a distant conflagration.

There has certainly been no general return of such skyey
spectacles this year, and yet reports from various sources

seem to indicate that some increase in the redness of the
sunset colours may have taken place. If so, the explana-
tion remains to be found.

When the splendid sunsets that followed the Krakatoa
eruption began to make theii appearance in this country
and Europe, it was at first suggested that they might be the

result of an encounter between the earth and a cloud of
cosmical dust. There was, perhaps, nothing essentially im-

possible in that idea, but it was quickly abandoned when

the evidence began to accumulate that the strange dust came

from Krakatoa.
If now a new series of red sunsets should make their ap-

pearance, without being preceded by any extraordinary
volcanic explosion, it is probable that the cosmical dust

theory and other perhaps equally interesting theories would

again be put forth to account for it.

But the first thing to be done is to make certain that the

■sunsets are really any redder than usual: and anybody who

chooses to look can help to settle that question, while at

the same time making his eyes familiar with some of the

most attractive phenomena in the reach of human vision.

THEY FOLLOWED COPY.

In the days when merchant vessels came home redolent of

■spices and loaded to the brim with silksand china, a certain

family, described by Miss Leslie in her ‘ Pencil Sketches,’
determined to send beyond seas for a dinner service which

should outshinein beauty everything thus far seen on this

side of the Atlantic. Original designs of fruit and flowers,
arranged in the form of a wreath, had been made for it by
a skilful artist, and the sea-captain who undertook the com-

mission was charged to spare no money or pains in having
it properly carried out.

Spring returned, and there was much watching of the

vanes by this particular family, and the ship-news furnished
the most interesting column of the daily papers. At length
the long-expected vessel arrived, and when she had cast

anchor, the ladies of the family could scarcely refrain from
walking down to the wharf to see the ship that held the box

that held the china.
Invitations were at once sent out for a long-projected

dinner-party, atwhich the new porcelain could be displayed.
The box was landed, and conveyed to the house. The

whole family were present at the opening, which was per-

formed by Mr A himself, while the servants peeped in
at the door.

As soon as a part of the lid was split off, and a handful of

straw removed, a pile of plates appeared wrapped carefully
in paper. Each of the family snatched up a plate, and

hastily tore off the covering. There were the flowers,
glowing in beautiful colours, the gold star and golden A,
admirably executed. But under the gold star, on every
plate, dish and tureen, were the words, * This in the middle !’

The literal and exact Chinese workmen had copied this

■direction minutely from a very crooked line which Mr A—-

had hastily scrawled on the pattern with a very bad pen,
of course, without the slightest thought of finding itinserted

verbatim beneath the central ornament.

Mr A laughed, his wife cried, the servants giggled,
and the daughter cried first and laughed afterward.

The only silver lining to the cloud was the fact that

thereafter Mr A—— always had something amusing to tell

■his guests at a dinner party.

DIGESTION AND SLEEP.

It is a somewhat general opinion that sleep suspends gastric
activity, much as it suspends the action of the intellectual
faculties. Hence the common objection to meals at late
hours. This opinion is adopted by some medical writers.
Says one writer :

‘ During sleep the medullary centres relax their activity,
digestive fluids arenot secreted, and the movements of the
stomach and intestines are slow and almost if not entirely

■cease. ’
The Boston Medical and Surgical Journal takes the

opposite view. It says that the stomach and intestines
continue their functions during sleep, though with lessened
activity ; that the secretions arenot suspended ; that all

the essential iunctions continue to be exercised ; that while
there is a diminished activity of the secreting glands, yet
in healthful persons these organs are still adequate to their

work, as is proved by the fact that many persons can eat a

full meal on going to bed, sleep soundly, and be ready for

another meal on waking.
It is true, at the same time, that many persons who take

late meals suffer from restlessness and wakefulness.
This result, however, may not be due entirely to the eat-

ing of a late supper, but to the fact that the digestive system
has already been overtaxed, perhaps habitually, by eating
too much or too rapidly, by eating food naturally difficult
of digestion, or food that has been made so by bad cooking,
or by eating when harassed by care, or with overtaxed
brains, that were drawing to themselves the nervous energy
needed by the stomach. Persons who have offended against
nature in such ways had better forego the supper entirely,
and give brain, stomach and intestines a chance to recuper-
ate their nervousenergy.

So, too, if one cannot get the muscular exercise so essen-

tial to vigorous digestion, it might be well to take only a

simple lunch at noon, and a full but not excessive meal at
night.

As to men whose habits in life secure them a vigorous,
normal digestion, they need take no particular care about
their food. Some persons, as the above quoted journal
says, need food that ‘ stands by ’ one, such as baked beans

and pork, boiled beef and cabbage, and mincepie. Such

.persons sleep well despite their hearty fare.

THE

Children' s Page.
LITTLE JAKE'S BUMPS.

COME here, little Hop o’ my Thumb,
Let me tell the bumps on your head.

We’ll see if a magistrate you'll become,
Or a lobster-man instead.

Heigho ! Shall I ever find one,
Down here among the curls ’

The curliest curls !—they remind one,
For all the world, of a girl’s.

Yes, here’s one peeping from under,
And there’s another oneyet.

The wee, weebump is Remember ;
And the big one’s the bump Forget.

Oh, bless me I this head is a boy’s,
Hide it in curls, if you will,

For I’ve found such a big bump of Noise,
But where is the bump of Still'

And I think he’ll be a magistrate,
At any rate, he’ll be aman,

See ! there’s never a bit of bump Cannot,
But a generous bump of Can.

But look here, little Hop o’ my Thumb,
Here’s a bump asbig as two ;

And I’m all at sea to name it—
Bless me ! it’s black and blue ! ’

‘ Oh, that one? I know it, gramma !’

Cried its little owner, Jake.
• I bumped it myself on the hammer ;
I guess you can name it Ache.'

Annie Hamilton Donnell.

ELSIE’S SURPRISE.

A TRUE STORY.

Elsie looked out of the window one morning, and laughed
to see the bright sunshine.

It had rained for five days, and she was so tired of look-

ing at the grey clouds and the muddy street that now she
was ready to dance for joy at the sight of the clear blue
sky.

* O mamma,’ she cried, ‘ let’s do something nice to-day
because it’s so pleasant !’

Mamma smiled, and asked her what she wanted to do.
‘I don’t know,’ said Elsie, as she laughed again. ‘ You

think of something nice, mamma, and s’prise me.’

Mamma looked very wise as she said, ‘ Well, put on

your hat and coat, and we’ll take a walk to begin with.’
As they started out Rover came bounding after them,

and mamma told him he might go and be surprised, too.
He splashed through the puddles till Elsie said :

‘ Look ont, or you’ll be sent home, and that will s’prise
you the wrong way.’

By and bye they came to a little shop with pictures in the
window, and mamma said, ‘ We’ll go in here. Yes, Rover
may come, too,’ she added, as she looked back and saw him
wagging his tail as if promising good behaviour.

A man came forward, and Elsie heard her say, ‘ Can you
take a tintype of my little girl and the dog this' morning ?’

And then he replied, ‘ Certainly, madam. Walk intothe

next room, and I’ll attend to it at onee.’
‘O mamma,'she whispered, ‘how you have s’prised me,

and it’s awful nice !’

She took off her hat and coat, and called Rover to her

side. The man moved her head this way, and her shoulders
that way, and told her to drop her chin, and to wink as

often as she wanted to, and I don’t know how many other

things.
Finally he said, ‘ Now you have a good position, don’t

move.’
But Rover didn’t approve of all this and thought it was

time to express his opinion. He walked back and forth

barking and growling, and making himself so disagreeable
that he had to be scolded.

Even then he didn’t behave well, and at last mamma went
to the door with him and made him goout, saying as she did

so,
‘ You are a bad dog ! You are spoiling Elsie’s picture.

Go home at once !’

After he was gone and it was quiet Elsie had her picture
taken alone, but it was a disappointment not to have
Rover’s, too.

When theywent home he was nowhere to be seen. Dinner-
time came, but no Rover.

* Why, mamma, where do you suppose Rover can be ?’

Elsie kept saying.
Just at dusk she saw him come trotting along with a

package tied to his collar. She ran to the door and opened
it, and in he came wagging his tail as if trying to say, * I
am sorry I was naughty, I’ll be good now.’

Elsie undid the package, and her eyes grew big as she
looked atit.

‘ O mamma !’ she cried, * this is the s’prisingest of all.’
And sure enough it was, for there was Rover’s picture.
He had gone back, and teased the man (who must have

understood dog language) till his picture was taken, and
then he lay down, and waited till it was tied around his
neck.

The man told mamma this the next day when she went

to inquire about it, and he said as she paid him for the
work :

* The dog knew he had done wrong, and wanted to make
amends for it.’

* Just as if he had been a little girl,’ said Elsie, thought-
fully, after mamma explained it to her. * That is s’prising
I'm sure.’

Anna M. Pratt.

A KITTEN LOVES A DUCK.

A CURIOUS FRIENDSHIP ON AN ENGLISH FARM.

SOME time ago, when spending my summer holiday at a

farm house in Surrey, I was much amused by seeing a little
kitten and a large white duck apparently on the most

friendly terms with one another, says an English writer.
The duck was most attentive to the kitten, ami the kitten

returned the duck’s affection by walking about with her,
and gently purring and rubbing itself against the old white

duck. Every now and again the thick would nibbleor run

its bill all over the fur of the kitten, which performance
Kitty enjoyed. It would stand upon its hind legs and clasp
the duck around the neck, as though fondly embracing the

bird.

There were other ducks and fowls about thepoultry yard,
but Kitty never condescended to pay such marked prefer-
ence for them, but always remained true to its old favourite.

One wonders what first gave rise to such an odd friend-

ship, and it would have been interesting toknow whether it
was maintained after little Pussy grew up to years of dis-
cretion.

SHE HAD HEARD SO.

What numbers of facts are still unrecorded in any book I
A teacher was hearing her class in natural history recite,

and asked a bright-looking little girl :
‘ What is a ruminating animal?’

‘ One that chews her cubs,’ was the innocent reply.

THE SNOW PRINCESS.

A FAIRY TALE.

‘ Snowdrop was the beautiful daughter of the great and
good Snow King Snowball the First, who reigned over

Snowland, a country lying so far north thateven its people
were made of snow. Snowdrop was so beautiful that every
Prince coming from any adjoining snow country fell des-

perately in love with her. She had so many suitors that

she was really at a loss to know whom to accept, and, as a

matter of course, was very vain. Besides the Princes of the

neighbouring countries, there was the son of a poor bellows-
mender who loved the Princess so devotedly that when he

sat down toan oil dinner—which was about the only kind
the poorer people of Snowland knew—lie fancied he was

eating nightingales’ tongues stuffed with rose leaves.
Being only a poor bellows-mender’s son, he was afraid to de-

clare his passion.
‘ Finally, seeing that Snowdrop was pining away, the

King said he would give her to the man who would produce
the orange-blossom wreath for the wedding, provided he was

not an ass. Now there was not an orange-blossom in all

Snowland, aud never had been, but when the King’s offer

became known, all the young snow men for miles around

started for the land of the olive and the rose for the blossoms
for the coveted wreath. Poor Snowdrop was sad at heart,
because she was afraid she might have to marry some one

for whom she cared naught. But the snow men who
started southward—some on great birds, some in boats, and

in every other way they could think of to get there andback

first—after a few days’ journey came in contact with warm

weather, and melted away. The Snow King learned this

from a snow-bird.

‘ Then the sou of the bellows-mender pushed his plate of
oil aside, stopped feasting on imaginary nightingales’
tongues stuffed with rose leaves, presented himself to Snow-

ball the First, and demand the hand of Snowdrop.
‘ “ Where’s your orange wreath ?” asked the King.
‘“ I have none,” replied the bellows-mender’s son.

“ I
went in quest of none.”

* “ Why did you not?”
•“For the same reason that I now claim Snowdrops

hand.”
‘ “ And what is that, pray ?”
‘ “ That I am not an ass I”
‘ The King at oneappreciated the wisdom and philosophy

of the poor bellows-mender’s son, who shortly after was

wedded to the lovely Snow Princess, with whom be led a

long anil happy life, the sunshine of which was unmarred

by a single sullen cloud.’

WHAT THE LITTLE ONES SAY.

This comes from Palmerston. *ln the courseof my travels

1 hear some original sayings of children. 1 give you two
or three :—

‘Little boy after tea and bun feast: “ Oh, mother, put
me to bed, but be sure you don't bend me.”

‘ Squatter and men shearing (enter on scene two little

girls of five and seven yeais) : “Oh, papa, papa, do come

and look at two bald sheep, almost as bald as our parson.”
‘ “ Johnny, you should not cry so late in the day.” “ • >h,

father, I think mother does not care for me as she used to.

She washed me for tea and never rubbed the soap in my

eyes that she might kiss my tears away.” ’

HER OWN FAULT.

How true it is that noneof us ever foresee all the results of

our slightest action.
Mrs Suburb was in trouble with her washerwoman.

‘ Why can’t you come ami work for me to-morrow, as usual ?’

she inquired.
‘ ’Cause I’ve got ter stay at home an’ mend the childers

clothes—that’s why. And it’s your own fault too.’

• My fault ! How can that be ?’
• Well, what business had ye to goan' put a barbed-wire

fence round your apple orchard, I should like to know ?'

AN AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHER.

Teacher (to grammar class): • Chai lie, what do two rega-
tives together make?’

Charlie (promptly): ‘ A composite.’
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IT WAS FAMILIAR.

BY THE DEACON.

My memory is very good,
That sermon I have heard before,

But then it’s new to all the rest,

So I'll doze oft without a snore.

BY THE TRUSTEE.

That sermon I have got by heart,
I heard it first in sixty-seven,

But then it’s fresh to other folks,
And would be were itpreached in heaven.

BY THE ELDER.

I’ve heard that sermon many times,

Expect to hear it tentimes more,
But it’s a comfort that his bar’l

Won’t last to reach the other shore.

BY THE PASTOR.

This week my children have been sick,
It seemed at times that I must fall,

So in place of the sermonI have read
An epistle from St. Paul.

MATHEMATICS.

Teacher : ‘ If your mother had twenty-five yards of stuff
and madea dress requiring but eighteen yards, how much

would she have left ?’

Little Girl: ‘ Mamma can’t make her own dresses. She

has tried often, and they are always either too ’
Teacher : ‘ Suppose she sent it to a dressmaker, how much

would the dressmaker send back.’
Little Girl: ‘ Depends on which dressmaker she sent it

to. Some wouldn’t send back any.’
Teacher (impatiently): ‘ Suppose she sent it to an honest

one.’

Little Girl : ‘ Some of the honestest ones cut things to

waste so that there is never anything left, no matter how

much you send ’em.’

EASY TO FIND.

A rather fresh-looking man entered a drug store and said
to the druggist ■

‘ See if you can find me the address of Mr Theopholis
Thompson.’

After looking through the directory for some time the

druggist gave it up, remarking :
* I can’t find him at all.’

‘ Nonsense. Why, you can’t help finding him. He is a

little fat man with a bald head and alittle black moustache,
waxed at the ends. He is the easiest man in the world to

find, Gimme that book.’

• How stylishly you shake hands, Mr Softleigh.’
‘ Ya-as, I got it from the Prince of Wales.’
‘ Why, have you been presented to him !’

‘ No: but Cholly Davis saw him meet a friend in the
street one day.’

A NATURAL INQUIRY.

A Texas clergyman, who was a reformed gambler, was

absorbed in thought one Sunday morning just before divine

service began, when he was approached by the organist, who

asked, referring to the opening hymn :—
‘ What shall I play ?’
• What kind of a hand have you got ?’ responded the ab-

sent minded clergyman.

DECREE ENTERED.

Lawyer : ‘So you want to get a divorce from your hus-

band ? What is the cause of your disagreement ?’

Despairing Wife : * I just simply can’t stand it any more.

He makes home a perfect hell. He wants the marrow out

of the soup bone every day, and so do I. ’

HAPPY WITH GOOD REASON.

Quickly : * Did any man ever kiss you before ?’
Miss Gettingon : ‘ Never, Mr Quickly, in my whole life, I

assureyou.’
Quickly : ‘ Then lam positively the first ?’
Miss Gettingon : ‘ You are, indeed, you happy man.’
Quickly: ‘Happy? Well I should say I am ; I’m ten in

on Jenkins.*

Parson : ‘ Now, Pincher, my good man, don’t you think it
would pay you a great deal better to keep a pig instead of
those useless dogs ?’

Pincher (notorious poacher) : ‘ Whoy, mebbe, parson ;
mebbe ’twould, but what a fool ah should luk to goa
rabbitin’ wi’ a pig.’

NOT QUITE FINISHED.

Caller : ‘ Your daughter is at home now, is she not ? I

heard she had graduated at the Artistic Literary and
Scientific University.’

Hostess : ‘ She is not at home. She has gone to a finish-

ing school. ’
Caller : ‘ Why, what for ?’

Hostess : ‘ Oh, to learn how co enter a room, and to sit

down, and hold a fan, and blush, you know.’

PATERNAL PROFANITY.

Miss Gush : ‘ And Ethel, dear, what is thebaby’s name?’

Mrs Newmother : ‘ I’ve named him Ethelbert Algernon.’
Miss Gush : * But I always thought the father named the

boys ’’

Mrs Newmother : ‘lf you could hear what his father
calls him when he is walking the floor with him in the early
dawn you wouldn’t wonder I took matters in my own

bands.’

BORROWED HUMOUR.

Examiner : ‘ I am surprised that you all made mistakes in
answering the question, “.Where was the Magna Charta
signed?” Think it over—canno one tell me ?’

Little Boy : • I can, sir.’

Examiner : * Well ?’

Little Boy : ‘ At the bottom of the page. ’

* Please, ma, mayn’t I have a lock of papa’s hair? Iwant
it so bad.’ • Yes, my child. Just see there, George, what
an affectionate little fellow he is. That child has more

heart than any child of his age I ever saw. He wants to
keep a loek of your hair as a keepsake !’ * What do you
want the hair for, Johnny ?’ asked Mr Peterby. * I want
to tie it on the tail of my hobby-horse ; his tail is so thin,’
replied the affectionate little creature.

There is a story that some children had a discussion con-

cerning the services in one of the fashionable temples. One

youngster who had reached the mature age of seven, said :
* I’d just like to know what preaching is for.’ *Oh, don’t
you know ?’ inquired his five-year-old sister. * It’s to give
the singers a rest, of course.'

MISCELLANEOUS.

Mbs Breezy (with hammer): * There, I’ve hit the nail on

the head at last.’ Mr Breezy: ‘ Why do you put your

finger in your mouth ?’ Mrs Breezy : ‘ That was the nail I

hit.’
Mother : ‘Arthur, this hurts me more than it does you.’

Arthur : ‘ Yes, mamma, but not in the same place.’
‘ Well, congratulate me, old fellow. lam a father !’

‘ Good ! Boy or girl ?’ •By Jove ! So excited I forgot to

ask.’
A woman loves to talk. Anybody can tell when a

woman’s dead, but it takes an expert to tell when a man’s

dead. A woman is never dead until she stops talking.
Jutjge (to a very homely old maid) : * Miss, in what year

were- you born?’ Witness: ‘ln the year 1866.’ Judge:
• Before or after Christ ?’

Jones: ‘Red herring, blue fish, white fish, green peas,

green corn and yellow label.’ Artist : ‘ Jove, old fellow,

you ought to belong to the Palette Club.’
Judge : ‘ Well, officer, who is this person, and what is she

charged with ?’ Officer : ‘ Sure, it’s the “ magnetic girl,” yer
honor, and she’s charged with electricity. ’

Bunker :
‘ Bloomer is looking pretty well lately. Has he

had any luck ?’ Hill : ‘ Why, haven’t you heard ? He
married a Harlem widow, and her- former husband’s clothes

just fit him.’
Stranger (to Bridget, scrubbing the front steps) : ‘ While

you’re on your knees, Biddy, pray for me.’ Bridget : ‘O
Lord, make this fellow a gintlemon !’

Evolution of a Proposal.—Act I.—The belle poses.
Act ll.—The beau proposes. Act 111.—The father disposes.
Act IV.—The wife imposes. Act V.—The mother-in-law
interposes. Act Vl.—The husband opposes. Act VII.—
The divorce court exposes. (Curtain).

Young Football Player : ‘ Say, if you hit me, papa, I’ll
have you ruled off for slugging !’ Father : ‘ Who’ll do it ?’
* Mamma. She’s the referee, and what she says goes.
See?’

Smythe : ‘ I dropped a cent in front of a blind beggar to-

day to see if he’d pick it up.’ Thomson : ‘ Well, did he ?’

Smythe : ‘ No; he said, “ Make it a half-a-crown boss,
and I’ll forget myself.” ’

Enthusiastic Professor of Physics (discussing the organic
and inorganic kingdoms): ‘ Now if I should shut my eyes—-
so—and drop my bead—so—and should notmove you would
say I was a clod. But I move, I leap, I run, I hop—then
what do you call me ?’ Voice from the rear : ‘ A clod-hop-
per.’ Class is dismissed.

‘ Why, Jimmy,’ said one professional beggar to another,
‘
areyou going to knock offalready ? It’s only two o’clock.’

‘ No, you mutton head,’ responded the other, who was en-

gaged in unbuckling his wooden leg , * I’m only going to-

put it on the other knee. You don’t suppose a fellow can

beg all day on the same leg, do you ?’

The Tramp’s Revenge.—Sour-faced Woman : ‘ You get
right out of here or I’ll call my husband.’ Tramp : ‘ Y’r
husband ain’t at home.’ Sour-faced woman : ‘How do you
know he ain’t ?’ Tramp : ‘ I’ve alters noticed, mum, that
w’en a man is married to a woman wot looks like you he
neveris at home except at meal time.’

Aunt Jessie : * Wish Mr Happiman good morning, dear.

You know he will soon be your uncle.’ The fiance : ‘ Good
morning, little sweetness ! Did you have pleasant dreams ?’
Florrie : ‘ No, sir. I dreamed there was a big locomotive
shrieking by the side of me. An’ then I woked up, and it
was nothin’ but Aunt Jessie snoring.’

‘Buckle my shoe, Egbert,’ said a belle to her near-sighted
fiance. Egbert went down on his knees like a true knight,
but, as he had lost his eyeglass, his vision was a little un-

certain. ‘ls this your foot, darling ?’he inquired. ‘Yes.’
‘ Aw, pawdon—l—thought it was the lounge.’ Egbert is
now disengaged.

Candidate (in chemist’s shop (of prohibition town)
‘ Come, gentleman, walk right up to the prescription
counter. One and all, gents ; it’s my treat. Here, Mr

Drug Clerk, plenty of patients for ye. Now, gentlemen,
name y’r diseases and the clerk will mix y’r medicine.’

POESY.

Oh,Minnie! You’re aripper,
You’re awild and woolly skipper.
You're the girlto kick your slipper

Up Into the very skies.
You have captured the persimmon.
Youhave squeezed the yaller lemmon.

You’re a waving of your penon
Atthe gateof Paradise.

Mr de Seiner (on being introduced to Adored One’s
Mother) : ‘ Pardon me, madam, but have we not met be-

fore? Your face seems strangely familiar.’ Adored One’s
Mother : ‘ Yes ; I am the woman who stood up before you
for fourteen blocks in a street car the other day, while you
satreading a paper.’

The Judge : ‘ How can you swear the handkerchief is
yours ?’

Plaintiff: ‘By the colour.’

The Judge : ‘ But I have one exactly like it.’

Plaintiff: • That does not astonish me ; I had several
stolen.’
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