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OW that the great magazines at Home are leaving
Q us & little to oumelres again, we colonials may
turn round and glance askance at onr critica
They are certainly a pecaliar people, and had we the inclina-
tion, what columns of commeat might be written anent
their strange manrers and gusint caetoms! For the past
eight mouthes or so the good people at Home have been
hatting their eyea and openiog their mouths after the cld
nurrery custom to see what Morray, Adams and Co. would
give them. All they got they swallowed with aridity, and
like Oliver, asked for more. Certainly they obtained their
desire. Not only did gentlemen of Murray type record
theirimpressionson Australpeia, bat every young jackanapes
who had spent helfi & dozen days io the colony felt cos-
straiced to write & book on where he'd been and what he'd
seen. On the whole it has been amusing. The praiss, to
be sare, has been offensive in its patronage, but the humour
of the whole thing compensites. It may be our lot to send
a correspondent Home one day that he may record his im-
pressions of the English ; bot even seen throngh cur cables
columns they are as we have said a strange, a very amuasing
people, aad a deeply interesting etaidy.

Look, for instance, at this matter of Mrs Osborge.
People appear to have lost their senses most completely
over thecase. The jadge, in the first instance, makes him-
self ridiculous by declaring that the condact of the counsel
in the case has been *most noble.” Merciful powers, in
what respect? The cross-examination was brutal, and the
details were merely magnified into magniliceace by the posi-
tion occopied by the priocipal actors. The same story may
be heard heaven knows how many times a year at any Police
Conrt. Theone noble thingwas the conduct of the hasband,
and that was vnlgarised so far as chivalry can be valgar-
ised by the public and the press. The falsomeness of the
praise lavished on the oohappy Captain must have been
amoogst the bitterest of his trials, for after all he
only acted as mo officer and & gentleman shonld mect
Then came the derouement, the Hight, and the savage
cry for the apprehension of the goilty woman. The extra-
ordinary scenes which followed are, we fancy, scarcely
made clear by Home papers and correspondenta.  The
bungling seems to have been great, but Mrs Osborne did
not suffer more than anyone else in this respect.  The
laws' delays—even the criminal laws—are amongst the
preatest punishments of those who fall and are called
upon to mnawer for their crimes at the dock of an
English Court. Time after time remands are granted that
the police may work up the case. Tiwe after time prisoners,
who may be perfectly inoocent, are removed [rom court to
court, and it is the commonest experience for re-arrest to
follow acqaittal, or the dismissing of a case.

Mus OsRORNE thieved withoot any driving temptation.
She did her best to mocially rrin the woman she had
robed, and becaunre she looked interesting, way socially
well-koown, and because her hustand acted a1 a gentleman
the flood gates of sentiment were opened over as worthless a
woniad as sny whose name is insciibed on the Newgate
calendar. It was the same with Mrs Maybrick. The peti-
tions for the reprieve of that infamous murderesa were signed
by hundreds of thousands, and for precirely the same reason
that M Osborne bas been so pitied -simply becaase she

was ‘one T)i ua'—a lady. Tt is urged that to a sensitive
enltored mind prison must be so terrible. Most undonbtedly.
That the pnnishment is infinitely greater than it wounld be to
ope of the lower clacsen Tme! The social disgrace
conots for so much, they say. The disgrmee is—Pah.
Granted that the ponishment is greater for Mrs Osborne
than for Hhill Sykes' helpmeet, Naney; granted that
Nancy feels no social diegrace in *doing time,” where ia
the reason that Mrs Osbourne should oot be more severely
punished * She deserves severer panithment in that she
had the less temptation,

IT is mow proposed that thia fair prisoner and per-
jurer shonld bhe liberated a fortnight before her child
is borm. It is nrged that it will be so dreadfal for
her to have a child bom in the walls of a prison.
The wish to prevent the shame is kindl_\‘, bot surely
the good people who agitate for Mm Usborne’s re-
lease on this plea will not stop there. If Mm Osborne
is set at liberty before her acconchement, every woman
in gaol in A similar copdition mway cry out—and ery
vut justly—for open prison Joors. Their babes will auffer
every whit ga intensely as Mrs Osborne’s from the carses of
being born ¢ prison brats.” Nay more, the son or daughter
of Captain Ozhorne will be gaarded all its child life from the
knowledge of its mother’s guilt, but with the otber, will it
not always stand in their way, however hard they might
try to be honest, and in all probability altimately bring
them back to their birtk place *

ENGLISH people laogh at the French for their burats of
sentiment over their criminals, buy they would do well to
look at home. The law couris have becume places of
amnsement, and so that the social position of the actora ia
8 good one, the trial is boond to ‘ draw.' The English lady
goes to law over ber dressmaker's bills, and her lady friends
gather roond to lend their aid for or against her. The
judge gives hie friends places on the bench ; and jokes with
them anent the trial, and these are the people for whose
benefit we are examined and critised. The GRAPHIC special
will moon sail and send his impressions on England, and the
English will then chaoge the sabject.

In the =pring-time saith & poet "the yonng man's
fancy lightly taros to thoughta of love’ In the antnmn
soch of us as have attained years are prone to ponder
on the sadder and more melancholy side of life. Each aod
every seazop must exert its owa inflnence on mankind
The spring, its vigour and freshness, its clear air and
returping tHowers, mnst rejoice the saddest and the weariest
travelier. The exultation in the uote of nesting birds
and the thomsand charms of spring brighten the darkest
suffering, and op the yoaog nod lusty prodoce a perfect
abandon of wild exhilaration that is very infectiog. Ehen,
fugnces labuntur anni. How quickly, alas ! oar years Hy
by. Itis antumn after all that ia under consideration, and
we mAy spare our praises of spring.

The season of falling leaves, of dying semmer beanty,
and decay eanoot fail to exert some intluence, great or
small, over minds that are not wholly corrapted by that
crassunimaginativeness and intellectaal stapor which are the
eharacteristics of those qnaint moartals whose fetish and
whose creed they themseivea blasphemonsly eall common-
sense. This dread guaiity is the armoured hide of the
Philistine. The blatant bullyiog cenncillor, so well known
in all corporations snd boroughs, the man whose obtozeness
waddens his fellows, the man whose adversenesa to all pro-
gress makes him & terror to the commuaity, is invariably in
his own and his supporters’opinion acommon sense man. The
proposition that each separate season, but especially apriog
and antomn, bave their own specisl influences on the homan
mind wonld appear a3 preposterons to him msy that there is
aught eievating in art or beanty, He would state his
opigion with that frankness and brutality which are the
attribates of common sense as lie nnderstands it, and wonld
laugh as londly and scornfully over this theory ss he does
when it i» propowed to spend mooey on any boilding that
ie not agly as well as usefnl.  Huech & man is but a lower
grade snimal, and can feel so little that bis case is scarcely
worth considering. And, an has been said, with bis excep-
tion every buman creatare is intinenced by the spell of the

SREODA,

Bpring ia the season of youth—poots have slways made it
mo—autumn of old age. Spring moans hope, adtomn in-
elines to melancholy. Who has not felt the chastening
air of the month when their feet rustle throogh the dead
and fallen leaves on the roadside—the very leaves that
socmed 8o brave and strong in their fresh, verdant youthfal-
hens 2o fow daye—or was it moothe-mgo. The mwial
brevity of it all, the drawing (o a close of snother year (for
even in New Zoaland the sutamn seems the beginning of
the end) is brought mo rividly before ua and points soch &
moral that it is impossible not to feel to & greater or lers ex-
tent naddened. It ail seems sa typical, sc uatirically typical of
lifa.  The simile of a piatitodinarian perbaps bat so human
as to preclade ite omission. The pitifal reanlt of all the
display aod green bravery is so obricus, the fatility of strug-
gling against invincible antagonista—time wnd death—so
clearly brought homa The rosult seems ridicolously
mean and paliry compared to the promise  Youth
wat »o glad —expericace is o grievoma How well—
h_ow far too well -moet of ua remember when onr
lives put forth the gentle buds of hope.  How radely
the froat’s early disappoitment nipt them o'nights, bat it
waa spring then, and the life and strength wers in os to
forget the troublen of the darkness in the glorions sunlight
of renewed morcing. Aud so we rejoiced and put out such
a profusion of the now broadening leaves of hope and
ambition that the most cynical ¢ould not bave found it in
his heart to tell as "twas but temporary. Bat there was no
need to tell  The brave days drew quickly to a ciose ;
there were longer and longer spells of clond between the
aunshine. At Jast hope's leaves began to fall, and even now
they lie dend and decaying st our feet, and rustle with
n;]oum;u] cadence as onr feet drag wearily through them to
the end.

S0 now in the antumn, weary with the garish glare of
sammer, saddened by failure, broken with work and con-
scions of the coming winter, in it strange that our minds tarn
towards ehadowland, and with lingering bat not altogether
nowilling steps, oar minds wander off into the gloaming of
welnocholy? The mista of doubt steal over and encomnpaes us,
and the sap seems gone forever. Happily it in seldom we get
vhus morbidly regretful, but blues will conie and the actoma
is their barvest time. How many have spent their youth
in endeavouring to prove true the great Cardinal's dictum
that there's no such word as fail! How many have spent
their lives finding oat that life is to most a perpetual failnre
or a succession of victories costlier than defeat ! But Riche-
lien was right. There is no such werd as fail—bou there
ia despair. To try and to fail, to deny the unauccess and
te plod on and on, battling not against hervic odds, that
wounld be inspiriting, but against the miserable pitifal
eneAmias of poverty and ill-health, alwaya hoping, always
believiog that to-morrow mnst be fairer, that joy will
come with the dawning, eternally to choke down the disap-
pointment and force ourselves to begin to hope again, such
ia the life of thousands  With infinite pnins to stroggle up
a couple of rungs of the ladder of success, only to be pushed
down again, and yet to scramble to our fees and MaKe an-
other effort, regardless of the cuts and bruises—anch is life
to most of us.  Assuredly men know not the word fail, elsa
who would eontinne in the strugglet

To tbe best and bravest there come times when it i=, in-
deed, bard not to cry that the strugele nanght availeth.
Home, love, and beanty, were we notwilling te work for them
to the Inst gasp t It seemed so ensy in the brave young
days We were to work mnd succeed, and surronnd those
we loved with all things that were fitting to the measnre of
our sffection. We were to see the glow of triumph over onr
mnccess reftocted in the faces of our wives and onr children.
* Versus inopes rerum,’ as Horace says.  Vain imaginings !
We have worked na well as we know, but the success is lung
delayed. The glad look of trinmph we eanuot see, only
th_ose of that trustinlness, that faithfalnesa which raise the
wives of astrupgling men to a position something higher
than the angels, and a deal more solidly comforting. Yet
after all
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God help the thoasands who see the beings they best love on
earth remembering the happier days of hope ! Heaven pity
the long nights of work and worry ! Antome avaunt! The
thoughte called up of life's autumn are too bard, too bitter,
and cannot long be endured.

Svsrictovs PRAsE.—* Mary,' snid Mrs Brown,' has M
Junes been over to borrow anything this afteinoon ** ¢ Ny,
mum.' "1 was afraid she bad been. I met her this morn-
ing aod ahe eaid that my Jimmy was the nicest littie boy in
the block, and wanted to koow if he cualdu'c come over to-
morrow aod play wich ker lictle girl.*
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