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THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIU

WAIFS AND STRAYS.

-

(HVE attention and you will get knowledge.
A kindly feeling cannot fail to touch the heart.

A good memary is that which sdmits a discreet forget-
fulness.

Statiaties show that married men live longer than
barhelors.

The liar denpises those wha believe him, and bates those
who do nog,

= A million dollars won’t make a man happy, but most of
na would like to try it.

The word *Niagaia * meana ' thunder water.” The native
Indinn pronuneiation of it ie Niagara.

Beanty and ugliness disappear equally under the wrinkles
of age ; ove is lost in them, the other hidden.

More than 100,000 000 Chinese, it ia raid, are engaged
either directly or indirectly, in the tea indnatry.

However high the barriers of exclusiveness may be, the
rams of money will roon beat them complerely down.

The cynic in a blot on society, and is responsible for nat
a few of the wronga wlich distort and pervest it. Heiza
potent faeter in our life, but his intfluence is always for
evit.

When we think of the tendernesa, of the solicitude, of the
protection, of the grace, of the charm, of the happiness, or
ut least of the consclation that woman brings to tha life of
1nan, one is tempted to epeak to her only with uncovered
head and boweil knee.

(ivacian women are said to have learnt the art of improv-
ing their beanty from Helen of Tiey, who learned it from
Puris, who in his tura stole it from ane of YVenus's ladies’
maids. Spartan women, however, were not allowed to
Eminb. Lycurgns was too severe to allaw any soch soft art.

but cosmetics Hourished in Attica, where Leauty was adored
ns & thing divine, and women of every rank, from the
nighest to the lowest slave, used every means to be beauati-
ful at auy cost. Aspasia even wrote two books on the use
of eosieticn,

There is no doubt that an orange eaten early in the morn-
ing will eore dyspepsia sooner than anything else, Itisa
pity that people dou't make a practice of eating more fruit.
Apples are excellent in many cases of illness, and are far
better than salts, oils, and pills. All those of sedentary
babits should eat an apple daily. OFf vegetables, onions,
garlic, leeks, olives, and shalots all have a good eflect on
the digestion and blood. White onions eaten raw are said
to be a remedy for persistent insompia Lettuce aml
cucunibers cool the system, and do more good to the ¢com-
plexion than any face wash.

B0 FEEP.—The grmes of * hide and srek ’ and ' bo peep,’
which are great favouritea with children, are tn be regarded
aa survivals of savage habits. A very little child enjoys to
the full the * bo-peep” game. It loves to hide itself behind
wome abject, and to peer cautionsly round the corner thereof
with the view of detecting ita mnther or nurse as play-
fellow, and immediately conceals itself in pretended alarm
when discovered. If this iastinct be read aright, we are to
disecover in it a vestige of the same faculty which, fully de-
veloped in the savage of to-day, enablea him to *stalk’ his
ecemy, acd to shelter himaself from u hostile surprise. The
strong poiut of the argument here is the instinetive habit of
the infant. As often as not it takes tv * bo peep ' naturaily.
It ia pot taught it ; aad the *hide-and-seek’ game of older
children seems to survive throngh the operation of some
natural law or condition in the same way.

tioiNG To CERTAIN DEATIL. —Though warfare is now less
a matter of personal prowess than it was in ancient times,
the campaigns of the present age have produced many
instances of heroic saciitice ms remarkeble as nny of those
of antiquity. A recent occurrence of this sort is well worth
relating. The story of it is told very simply inan ‘order of
the day,’ issued by Ueneral Reste, connanding the French
finces in the Indies. A Jdetachnient of the Ninth Itegiment
of the Marine Corps had been sent to subdue and capture a
band of Chinese pirates which haid been operating on the
const of Tongnin,  The pirates took refugeina battlemented
pagoda. Here they were besieged by & party of the French,
under command of Lieutenant de Vathaire. Attacking the
pagode with axes and other implements, the French suc-
ceeded in effecting m narrow breach in its walls, but this
breach was sullicient to adn:it only one man at a time.
Within, the pirates awaited the nnset of the assailants.
Wheever went in first was sure to meet death at their hands,
hut if the remainder of the I'rench pressed in after him, the
E\imtes might be overcome. De Yathaire did not hesitate.

*uttiog himself at the head of a lice of his men, he bade
then fullow him, and forced his way into the breach in the
pagada, shouting * Vive la France ! He was shot down,
and died on the sput, Bat the atinck succeeded, and she
pirates were captured,

CAs Map s oA HATTER —Solomon Sanbotr, of the town
of Medford, in the poodly State uf Mussachusetts, a hatter
by traile, was no doubt an * mad as & hatter,” when he made
hits will, a1 least.  His hody he left to the late Profeasor
Apasiz and Dr. Oliver Wendel Holinen, the genial poet, to
Le by them prepared in the most skilfa]l and seientilic
manner known to anatemical art, and placed io the Museum
ot Anatumy of [larvard College. Twu dronmhenda were to
be wmmle of hia skin,  17pun ene was ta Le inseribed Alex-
ander Vupe'a * L niversal Prayer ;' aod on the other the De-
claratiun of Iviependence, and then they were to be pre-
senterd to hia distingnished friend and patriotie citizen, the
drammer of Cohassett, a nephiew of aniel Simpson, the
famed drommer of the Apvient and Honourable Artillery
Cinnpany,  This presentation was conditional that upna
the 17th of June, at suorise, every yenr, Simpeon sheuld
hent, or ¢anse to be beaten, npon the drnmhends, st the
foot of the muntiment at Bnnker's Hill, the apirit-stirring
wtrains of * Yankee Doodle.’  Those portions of his remains
which were of nn uan to the anatonlsers wers to be ‘com-
postanl’ into 8 fectiliver 1ar the Eurpm\e of nonrishing the
growth nf an American elin, to be met out in some public
tharoughfare, that the weary man might rest, sl eportive
chililren night gambal, beneath the ~hadow of the luxuriast
branches,

LORD TENNYSON.

HE production "of Lord Tennyson's play, ' The
T Foresters,’ has brought the great poet’s bame very
prominently before the world jost of late. Taken
a8 a whole, the eriticisime are not very faveurable. The
eritics appear to have decided that it would be impertinent
courtesy to treat any of Lord Tennyson's prodactions with
exceptional indulgence on account of advanced age. They
aver—inoat of them - that he has the power of writing
poetical plays, but that this one is not altogether worthy of
the genius that has given the world *The Idylls of the
King,’ “Enoch Arden,” *In Memoriam,’ ‘ Harold® and
‘Qoeen! Mary.” A enpital review of the peet's dramatic
work appears in a Home paper. Most people will agree
that Tennyson is essentially more of a dramatic poet than
Mr Browning :—

* Trose who hold the contrary opinion forget, as it seems
to us, that drama implies not merely the rhetorical analysis,
hut the representation in action of emotional states and
proceases. There are in ‘‘ Queen Mary’' and ¢ Harold ™
scenes and passages of great dramatie power, and it would
need no very radical reconstruction to adapt either of these
plays to the stage, One of them, we shall be told, has
been tried and found wanting ; but was it the play that
was wanting, or the actress? The part of Queen Mary would
certainly require, but it would as certainly reward, an
actress of genius.

'Tue Leroine of Lord Tenuyson's new play, ' The
Foresters " has found an actress of genius for her interpre-
ter, and has thus, we fear, been fortunate bheyond her
deserts, The most one can eay for Maid Marian is that
hercharacter ia marked by n certain racy unconventionality.
She is no sentimental Book-of Beauty heroioe. There is
pleaty of sunshine and fresh airabout her ; but, alas | there
ia very little else, The daughter of Sir Richard Lea, who
has mortgaged his estaste in order to pay the ranson of his
sou, a prisoner among the Saracens, she loves from the ond-
set Robin, Earl of Huntingdon, and, being a frank and
libetal damsel, she is at no pains to conceal her affection.
She has made & vow not to marry until her godfather, King
Hichard, shal!l have returned from Palestine ; but she suffers
Rubin to place a betrothal ring on her linger, and replies as
follows (in his heariog) to her father's suggestion that she
way forred him :—

* Forget him—-never—by this Holy Crose
{}'lll‘hl-lllgnml King Richard gave e when a child —
Rt while the swntlow ekims along the ground.
And whiie the lark tiex up and totuches henven !
Not while the smoks Honts from the cottage roaf,
Andd the whitoclond is roll'd along tho sky !

Not while the rlvu'et babbles by the door,

And the greal breaker beuls upon the bench !

Never—

Till Nnture, highand low and great and =mall,
Forgets herself, and all her loves and hates
Hink agalu intuchaos,’

* AvTER Prince John hias outlawed the gallant Earl, as a
noted partisan of the nbsent Richa:d, Maid Marian, jonrney-
ing through Sherwood Forest in wale attire, enconnters her
lover, pow known ma Kobin Hood, who takes her for her
brother and aecuses the supposed youth of having stolen his
sister'a ring., }e is soon undeceived, and the hieroine, with
Lier old father, takes up her abode among the outlaws.
I’rince Juhncnstawantoneysaupon her, and the Sheritf of Not.
tinglinm wouhl fain buy her of her father by paying off tha
mortgage cn his estate. Both these dangers, hawsver, she
eludes withont ditticulty ; King Kichard oppottunely arrives
on the scens to bave hin traditional boat of faticutfs with
Friar Tuek ; Prince John in discomfited ; and Maid Mariun
ia ** piven away" by her royal godfather to the reinstated

Eirl of Huntingdon. Thia {a practically tba whole action
of the play and the othar characters are all as slight and
ahadowy as the heroine.

¢Ir in rather difficult to classify such & play as this. It
is certainly not & Nragedy, and it in too incoherent to take
rank aa & comedy. The Germans wounld probably eall it &
Volksstiick, and in that charseter, if preitily monnted and
brightly acted, it might possibly attain a certain snccess on
the etape. But the trathis that Lord Tennyson has in this
iustance been content with an altogether too facile impro-
visation. He bas prodaced a play without eharacter,
without passion, without struetnve, .with no ingennity of
incident, with bat little homonr either of dialogne or of
sitnation.’

THis ia nevere criticiam, but it is written by one of the
fineat and fairest of all the great London literary and
dramatic eritics, A wop ia given by the admissien that, the
lyries, fortunately, ave numerous, and of true Tennysonian
quality. Here, for inatance, is the song which Marian is
humming to herself at her firat entrance : —

* Love flaw in at the window

As Wealth walked in at the door, P
“ ¥ou have come far you saw Wealth coming, uaid L.
Hut he Anttered his wings with a sweet littice eey,

14l cleavs to you rich or poor.”

Wenlth drept out of the window,
Paverty erept thro' the door.
" Well now you would fain follow Wenlth,” said I,
But he fottar'd his winga as he gave me the lie,
I eling to you all the more.”

' THE fo'lowing drinking-song, sung by the Earl of Hun-
tingdon’s retainers, may seems at first sight the simplest
thing in the world ; but we ara much mistaken if Sir Arthur
Sullivan will not bear us out in the assertion that it is one
of thase things which, in their very simplicity, reveal most
eertainly the master hand. Tt is only a jingle and alile;
but the ability to invent a jingle and a lilt ia precisely what
distingnishes your true lyrist from poets who, even with
great gifts in other directions, have been denied the lyric

faculty :—
* Long live Richard, Who knowas whither?
Hobin and lichard! God's good Angel

5
Help him back hither.

And down with John !
Long live Rohin,

Kaobin and Kichard!
Long live Hobin,

And down with Jehn '

1cng live Richara!
Down wita John !
Drink to the Lion-heart
Every one!
Pledge tha Plantagenet,
im that is gone.

OLD GLOTHES,

EvERY one knows that there is more comfort in an old than
in a mew garment. A old coat makes you feel lively and
active, while 8 new cne makee you sit up straight and con-
duct yourself with digoity. |

Amn ancient felt hat is so comfortable that you wear it as
long as possible.  You wear it tishing and ahootiog, after it
becomes too dilapidated to appear in oo the street. You
always wear this hat at tennis, or anythiog else that savours
of fun. Your prim, dignpified high hat you wear to church
and funerals, :

An old vest is also a blessing in itself. You are mot
afraid of spiiling prease on it; yon doan’t eare whether the
buttons come ott or net ; you Know that it is easier than
when it was new, and that you can get mure happiness out of
it in a minute than you can out of your white duck vest in
ayear. Ii youhappen to be eatiny eggs or drinking tomato-
sounp, you would decorate your wuite vest untii it became
red and golden. In your old vest, you will never spill a
drop.

T‘Le only old garment that is leas comfortable than & new
one is the ancient collar, with button-twles large enough to
stick your head through, and an edge ovn it like a buzz saw,
that works up and down the back uf your head unptil it
shaves your neck as amooth as the stury of an advertisiog-
agent.

ON THE WAY TO WORK.

Tunere's the dapper man, whose overcoat fits just a shade
too tightly,
And the foreigner who scales good eighteen stone,
And the jovial-looking barrieter, who bears his burdens
lightly,
And the girl who walks alone.

The girl whose bair in braided oils is twisted up soneatly—
I have marvelled every morning how it's done—

Who coe day when 1 jostled her smiled pardon, U sesweetly,
Did shat giri who walks alone.

For & yeatr we've passed each other on our daily datien
wendiog,
Till to greet her with & word I'm almost prone,
But 1 would not for a moment ran the risk of half offendine
That young gicl who walks alone,

I have wondered who her people are, and where her habita-

ion
And wh]lr ahe's Rlway's dressed in sober tone;
I've a fancy—purely [ancy—ouoce she boasted higher station,
With no need tv walk alooe.

We each have little worlds of thought, of actien, and
opinion,
Of scenes within & cirenmscribing zone,
And every morn they almost touch—my realm and the
deminion
OF the girl who walks nlooe.

With her face of pallid worrow, aod her eyes of hidden
mystery,
Conjecture holds me pensive when she’s gnae,
All the others slightly bore me, but I wish I koew the
history
Of that girl who walke alone.



