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FLOWERS FOR EASTER.

A SKETCH IN AN ENGLISH VILLAGE.



Topics of the Week.

SOCIETY’S SAYINGS AND DOINGS

HIS EXCELLENCY the Governor and the Countess

of Glasgow were warmly welcomed back to Auck-

land on Saturday. They arrived by the ss. Te

Auau from Napier, after rather a long passage. There was

noofficial welcome, but a good deal of quiet satisfaction

was expressed at their return—though only for a brief

period—to the bright northern city. Colonel Pat Boyle,
Lord Glasgow’s private secretary, with the Ladies Augusta,
Alice and Dorothy, and the Hons. John and Allen Boyle
were on the wharf to receive their Excellencies. Despite
the sea-voyage, Lady Glasgow, with the Governor and the

various other members of the Vice regal party including
the Countess of Hopetoun, drove out early in the afternoon

to Potter’s Paddock. Here they watched the sports which

concluded the polo tournament. The Countess presented
the victorious Christchurch team with the Savile Cham-

pionship Cup, which they had won at the last round on

Friday.

Sunday was quietly spent by the Government House

party. His Excellency and Lady Glasgow, with their

family and visitors, attended divine service at St. Mary’s
Church, Parnell in the morning. In the afternoon a stroll

in the beautifully wooded Domain was indulged in.

The Duchess of Buckingham was unexpectedly ableto be

present at the polo sports onSiturday afternoon, owing to

the little accident which delayed the mail-steamer’s de-

parture for some hours. Her Grace expressed herself as

delighted with the performances, and said she would not

have missed the amusement for a good deal. She took

away with her one of the needles used in the needle-and-
thread race as a momento. The Duchess and Miss Wolfe-

Murray, with Baron Luttwitz, left Auckland by the ’Frisco
boat. It may not be generally known that Her Grace is a

widow, and, having no children, the title of Buckingham
and Chandos will become extinct when she dies, or will

sink into oblivion if she re marries.

The Auckland Polo Club has been anxious to show all
possible courtesy to its Southern visitors for the tourna-

ment. The correct form of entertainment is supposed to be

a ball. Accordingly the members elected a committee, con-

sisting of Captain Hunter-Blair, Messrs W. K. Bloomfield,
J. Coates, A. E. Gilmore, E. Dennis O’Krrke, J. C. Hanna,
J. H. Philson, J. Noble, D H. Stewart, H. Wynyard, and
Drs. Lewis and Purchas, with Mr J. F. Dixon as secretary.
With such names the affair ought to have been an even

greater success than it was. There were no decorations, as

the committee gallantly concluded the distinguished visitors

and fair citizens would sufficiently ornament the hall without

the aid of natural flowers. The music was perfect, and was

supplied by Eady’s string band. A Polo Polka, specially
composed by Miss Forbes, was amongst the items. The floor,
unfortunately, was somewhat heavy, which was hard for

tho-ie who had been working at play all the afternoon.
The stage was tastefully arranged as a drawing-room,
whence the chaperones could comfortably watch their

charges. The night was rather warm, and the throwing
open of the corridors and gallery was a great relief. Per-

haps it was on account of the heat that some of the gentle-
men did not dance, or were they not introduced to partners?
Mrs (Colonel) Dawson received the distinguished visitors,
wearing a charming dress of ivory silk crepon made with a

train, chiffon trimmings and Watteau bow, diamond orna-

ments.

Her Grace the Duchess of Buckingham and Chandos was

much admired in a lovely shot grey silk dress with purple
velvet sleeve’, and a ruche on the skirt of the same. The

bodice was trimmed with old white lace. From her golden
hair, neatly plaited, hung a black lace veil fastened with dia-

mond stars. The Countess of Hopetoun looked exceedingly
handsome in a rich black striped moire trimmed with old

pink and gold brocade and white lace. Her raven black
hair was circled with cardinal ribbon and diamonds ; orna

merits, pearls, sapphires, and diamonds. Miss Wolfe-

Murray—a noted London belle—was charming in a lovely
white silk and satin striped dress, with pale green brocade
belt and sleeves. Miss Hallowes looked well in black net,
with a scarlet ribbon in her hair. Miss Holroyde, trained
bouton d'or silk trimmed with black lace.

The Duchess of Buckingham and Chandos, accompanied

by Miss Wolfe-Murray, Baron Luttwitz, and Colonel I’at

Boyle, accepted the courteous invitation of Mr Lawrence

Nathan to Whitford Park on Thursday afternoon, to see

the ostriches. The drive there and back was pleasant, and

the afternoon was altogether enjoyable.

The Countess of Hopetoun is staying at Government

House. After the Polo Tournament on Thursday, Colonel

Pat Boyle escorted Lady Hopetoun and Miss Wolfe-Murray
to visit the famous race horse. Sb. Hippo, at Ellerslie. The

trainer, Mr Wright, took particular pleasure in exhibiting

the horse on the race course to the ladies.

Slowly but surely, woman is elbowing her way to the

front, and so deftly, and withal in so lady-like and charm-

ing a fashion is it being done, that men are beguiled into

admiring and praising the new departure. Miss Shaw, the

lady journalist who has been touring the colonies, left
New Zealand by the Frisco boat on Saturday en route for

Canada. Tall, graceful and womanly, with a grand
intellect, and marvellous grasp of her subjects, it is
little to be wondered at that even the Lon lon Times
selected Miss Shaw to visit Australasia and contribute to

that paper her impressions and ideas on the political and

industrial position of the colonies. This lady speaks well
of New Zealand, and we trust we shall be favourably
mentioned in the influential London paper to which she be-

longs. Whilst in Auckland, Miss Shaw lunched at Govern-

ment House, meeting there the Duchess ofBuckingham and

Lady Hopetoun.

‘At Last,' song with violin obligato, words by Edith

Grace Levy, music by George Garry, published by J. H.

Kingsley, New Plymouth. This is a pretty little song

which should have a large degree of popularity in colonial

drawing-rooms. The melody has a decidedly distinctive and

catching sweetness, and the accompaniment is easy. It is

written in the key of D sharp and the voice compass is

from Fto G. The words are fairly musical, and breathe

the blameless if somewhat inane sentiment so characteristic

of this popular kind of drawing-room song.

Mrs Keesing gave a large afternoon tea at her pretty
residence, ‘ Akarana,’ offSymonds-street, Auckland, which

overlooks the gully and the Waitemata Harbour. During
the afternoon songs and pianoforte selections were rendered

by various ladies. Trifles, cakes, and fruits of every de-

scription were handed round.

Eminently dainty and artistic are the very pretty speci-
mens of hand-painted china now on view at Mr Gregory’s
studio, Queen street. Auckland has certainly taken the

lead in this respect, and the Countess of Glasgow, in de-

claring the exhibition open on Monday afternoon, made

some very complimentary remarks on the enterprise and

skilful conduct of such an undertaking. Mr and Mrs

Burcher are much to be congratulated on the really beauti-
ful work shown by the students. The painting is executed

in special mineral colours, and the firing is performed at

the studio in Parnell. Quite a smart crowd of well dressed

ladies were present, and Lady Glasgow’s pithy and capital
remarks were listened to with the greatest attention. The
New Zealand Graphic prize—‘The Early History of

New Zealand’—was won by Miss Lizzie Law for an excel-

lent view of Auckland Harbour.

IT has been amatter for general surprise among those who

attended Miss Burvett’s musical recitals that the audiences

were not larger. It could certainly not be that the public
were unawareof the lady’s talent, for the high encomiums

passed on her playing by the Home Press have found their

way into our newspapers; nor is it that we are in-
capable of appreciating good music. We are all more or

less fond of music, but we all love variety, and this is what
Miss Burvett has neglected to give us. A glance at her
programme will at once show that we do not refer to the
pieces she played, but to the instrument she played them on.

The piano has certainly been a boon to humanity—although
some have found it a curse—but it would require a

Paderewski to keep an ordinary audience without a

shade of weariness passing over them during a two

hours’ recital. Miss Burvett is an executant out. of

the common. She has a marvellous command of

the key board, displaying in the more difficult passages a

dexterity with her lingers that few can hope to attain. Bu *

she is more than a mere mechanical power. She has a very

clear appreciation of the beauties of the pieces she

chooses for recital, and has no little success in revealing
them to her audience. We should advise all to hear her,
but we should also advise Miss Burvett to vary her recitals

with vocal or other music besides that of the piano.

Unfortunately the Wellington Orchestral Society
were compelled, owing to a mistake, to hold their concert

at the Theatre Royal this time. Unfortunately, says my

correspondent, because the place is simply not fit for habi-

tation, and I do not think any amountof renovating will

ever make it so. The position is central, and I hope very-
soon to see the whole concern pulled down and rebuilt.

The members of the orchestra on this occasion looked very
cramped on the small stage, and altogether the conceit did

not seem to me to go off with the usual spirit, probably
owing to the dismal surroundings. Mr Alfred Hill was

conducting, and Mr Hotop leading the orchestra. ‘ The

Merry Wives of Windsor ’ was chosen as the overture, and

remaikably well it went. The Hungarian Dances were

alsoa great success, but the remainder of the programme was

hardly up to the mark. Mrs Miller, a new singer from
Australia, made her debut in the Empire City at the con-

cert, and first gave
‘ I Will Extol Thee,’ and afterwards a

pretty little composition of Mr A. Hill’s, called ‘ A Slumber

Song,' and on being encored gave
‘ Love is a Dream,’ this,

in my opinion, being her best effort. Her soprano voice is

very powerful, and her execution brilliant. Miss Medley
played a concerto and also a rondo with great success.

What is described as a ‘jolly little dance ’ is chronicled
from Napier. Miss Rees gave it, and enthusiastic party-

goers assert that it delightfully varied the monotony of

Lent. The two sexes were adjusted in sufficient propor-
tions to ensure that no wall-flowers bloomed or wilted for

lack of partners. There were no new gowns, as these
’tween season dances do not usually require any large ex-

penditure in the way of fresh frocks. Hence, they should

be popular with pipa.

From Dunedin very little news comes. My correspon-
dent says that a heavenly calm seems to have followed the

races, and the ladies are chiefly busy selecting their winter
clothes. The inference from the first sentence he who runs

may read—and, let us hope, profit by it. The theatre is

closed, but this has nothing to do with the celestial nature

of the calm, as many excellent divines are willing to admit

that properly-selected plays have an elevating tendency.
The Roman Catholics relieved the stagnation by a grand

concert in the Garrison Hall, the members of the Cathedral

choir assisting to make ita success, and the audience was a

very enthusiastic one.

Two pleasant little luncheon parties, however, were dis-

cussed by Dunedin Society. One was given by Mrs B. C.

Haggitt at Wychwood, Anderson’s Bay. The table was very

artistically decorated with large white lilies. Among the

guests were Mr and Mrs Tolmac, the Hon. Mr and Mrs

Oliver, Mrs Cutten, Mr and Mrs Michie, Professor and Mrs

Sale ; Mrs and Miss Millar (Sydney), Dr. and Mrs Hocken,
Mrs Perston, Mrs Wright and others.

That ‘great wits will jump’ was proved on Thursday
when so many Picton residents jumped to the conclusion
that the day was a perfect one for picnic parties, and went

out to have afternoon tea and enjoy the dolce far niente on

the beach, and inhale the ozone from the salty Sound

breezes. AU the little bays around were occupied by merry

parties, and boats dotted the harbour, some fishing, others

careering along under canvas, made up of the girls’ many-

coloured dresses held so as to catch the wind, and looking
like Chinese junks, and when the Torea came steaming
along with quite a procession of Sound boats in tow, the

scene was such a pretty one that most people were glad

they had been so liberally endowed with the wits which had

jumped to so pleasant a conclusion.

The Picton Presbyterian Sunday-school jete, held up

Esson’s Valley, would have been a great success but for that

bete noire of journalists and picnic parties—the weather.
The morning was a perfect though delusive one, and all
Picton as well as visitors from the country came out in

pretty summery clothing, and made a scene amongst the

manuka and birch trees for a painter to exult in, but a

change came over the spirit of the —ahem—scene, and a

misty cloud floated down from Esson’s Nightcap and en-

veloped the valley in its folds. Some fled to the shelter of
their homes, and the rest, with a lively remembrance of

former Presbyterian tea and cakes, took shelter under the

trees, and awaited the good time. Financially the affair

was a great success, and the children enjoyed themselves
later on when the clouds lifted and they could indulge in

games.

To be a Scotchman is to be in the fashion nowadays.
So evidently thought thecity father who smilingly addieased

Lord Glasgow during his recent visit to Picton. ‘ We’re
brither Scots,’ said that astute councillor, expecting a

warmer handshake on that account.
‘ Ah, yes 1’ replied

his Excellency, • there seem to be a good many of us knock-

ing about New Zealand.’
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THINGSFROM THEEMPIRECITY

BY THE AUTOCRATIC IDLER.

Tread softly and speak low for the old finan-
Death ofthe

Jf

cial year lies a-dying. In anticipation of this
Financial ,

sad event the Department I know most of,

which one need scarcely say is the Lunacy
Department, has been so busy that no time is left us to pre-

pare all our things, or do more than send a short wire to the

Graphicreaders as to the financial year’s departure. No one

seems to be really concerned about it. He came in, onthe

first of April like a fool, and goes out on the thirty first inst.

full of wisdom, and, therefore, of unhappiness. The latter is

caused also by the sad experiences of everybody who could

lay hands on what he vulgarly called his ‘ sugar,’ and ap-

propriated as much of it as he could get at, so that be leaves

the world to go. Wherever he went to, one of the first

persons to mark ninety-one, ninety-two, for his own, was the

Premier himself. Ballance has eased the old fellow of many

thousand pounds which go as a surplus tonext year’s credit.

This is an excellent stroke of business from a financial

point of view. Anyhow, it is a stroke no other Colonial

Treasurer can make ; and there is but one man

in New Zealand who could make it. Indeed, one

might go so far as to say that there is but one

man in the country, at present, that we know of, who

thoroughly understands and masters the abominably intri-

cate mazes of figures which any colonial treasurer

has to wade through. Sir George Dibbs has not

done so well for New South Wales as our invalided

Premier has done for these islands ; nor, for that matter,
has the noisy Dibbs done much for himself during the

twelve months, except to get knighted by the Queen, to

curse Chicago, if that was any benefit to him, and to ask

whereabouts in Sydney the insolvent court lay. It is a

curious thing to see the Premier of a great colony
making such an inquiry as this: however he is only

following the example of Sir Henry Parkes who
asked the way there once, and liked the locality so

much that he could hardly keep out of it ever after.

But how can anybody be surprised at the bankruptcy of
Dibbs? A man with fourteen grown-up daughters—and
slashing fine girls, too— must in the end go to the bank-

ruptcy court or to Bedlam. We don’t do these kind of

things in Wellington. For all that the close of the

financial year finds us plenty of difficult matter. For in-

stance, it is found the Lunacy Department owes quite a lot
at the end of the year, and one sees no way of recovering
the debt. Lands and survey find they have a claim on

the public works. They send it in. Public works finds
it has aclaim against lands and survey and sends it in. In
Canada they levy a duty of five cents per dozen on United
States eggs. In the United States they levy a duty of five

cents on Canadian eggs and sothings goon in a charmingly
reciprocal way, no one knowing, or, indeed, caring much

which has the advantage in the egg line. Now and
then, however, problems battling all solution are pre-

sented, such as an unemployed agitator in the streets

saying he can’t get employment. The labour bureau

came to his aid and says, ‘We can find work for

you.’ ‘ I haven’t got a cent to s»o to that place,’ says

the horny-handed son of toil. ‘ That’s all right,’ says the
Railway Commissioners, •we will provide you with a

ticket.’ ‘But I ain’t got no pick and shovel,’ says this dis-

tressful son of Adam. • Never fret about that,’ says
Public Works, ‘we will lend you the tools. ’ So the man

goes up there, and comes back again immediately. He
didn’t like the look of the work ; he never did like the look
of any work ; but whether he wanted work or didn’t,
there was the railway fare of four and elevenpence
10 Pay, all the same. The Railway Commissioners claim
the sum as part of the revenue of 91-92, and sent a bill into
Mr 1 regear for the amount. Tregear says the man was to
have four and elevenpence deducted from his first earnings :
but he hasn’t earned anything. Where this four and

elevenpence is, at the present moment, who really owns it,
or can least claim it; or where it is to come from so as to

bring it asan asset onreceipt into the year’s transactions,
is a question of the utmost gravity to ever so many parties
concerned. The unemployed one, however, is not one of

these. He is not in the least concerned; and is, I believe,
now trying to arrange an unemployed demonstration some-

where in Canterbury. Much time is not left to adjust this
matter. Everyone for his own.

* The nightis starry and cold, my friend,
The new financial year quite bold, my friend,

Comesup toclaim his own.'

A New Art

I h ave pleasure in informing the rising gener-

ation, and more especially the female portion
of it, that a new art which promises to provide occupation
of a remunerative and truly delightful kind for fair

fingers has been discovered. The modus operands can be

better explained when one has more leisure, but in the

meantime it may be said that a leaf or slab of kauri timber

is the new canvas, and fire supplies all the necessary and

requisite lights and shades from purest white to an eternal

blackness. The Venetians produced pictures by burning
into the wood these outlines and shades. By thenew process

the procedure is reversed. Having charred the kauri to

the depth required for the picture to be produced, the re-

presentation is evolved by the skill of the artist, who gets
his light shades and lighter shades by cutting deeper and
deeper with suitable graving tools into his kauri leaf.
This present writer has no hesitation in saying that
no more fashionable accomplishment has been invented

by the ingenuity of man for half a century. Kauri, it
may be remarked, appears to be the only wood en-

tirely suitable for this artistic kind of carving. It

is the only timber which gives all the desired shades
from black to white. I have seen some of these beautiful
pictures. In richness, in softness, and in mellowness,
nothing can surpass them. In another few years the

walls of great personages will be adorned with them,
and they will supersede pictures done in oil except
those done by the best painters. Mr Seddon showed
me an old monk executed by this process. The
old fellow looked as if he could walk out of the
picture and be up to his old tricks at any moment. The
Duchess of Buckingham wanted to secure this carving,
but our beautiful Countess was too many for her and

bought it before the former could make an offer. A pic-
ture of His Excellency as he appeared some ten years ago,
before he knew how many Legislative Councillors made
twelve, and many other excellent portraits found immediate
sale. There is a small bit of this carving representing a

black and white Newfoundland dog, gone to the Imperial
Institute. The dog, I venture to say, will be looked at

with much curiosity and admiration by thousands of men and
women less noble and less faithful than the poor brute was.

Lord Hopetoun greatly admired these new carvings and sat

with Mr Seddon in the Minister’s room talking about
them and other New Zealand productions, including the
labour bureau, for an hour. Lord Hopetoun had some diffi-

culty in getting access there. Richard John had left word
that no one was to be allowed to come in on any account ex-

cept onbusiness most urgent. Lord Hopetoun came along
looking for the Minister of Public Works. ‘ Engaged,’
said the Minister’s man.

‘ Engaged thirteen deep.’ ‘ Will
he be long’’ asked His Lordship. ‘All day, probably,’
said George. • Would you mind telling him a gentleman
desires to see him ?’ said the Governor of Victoria. ‘ It/s no

use,’ replied George, ‘ but I’ll try anyhow. What name?’
‘ Well,’ said His Excellency, ‘I, unfortunately, haven’t a

card.’ So George delivered his message and said, that a

gentleman with no card was anxious for an interview.

‘ Show him in,’ said the burly Richard, and in walked Lord

Hopetoun, and there he sat as pleasant, as homely, as

frank, and as manly a manas ever entered a chamber which

in its time has re-echoed the voices of all sorts and condi-

tions of men, some of whom will live in history and some of

whom will live in the cemetery. The kauri timber artist,

at present carving the beautiful works of art just referred

to, and who is teaching it to pupils, ought to be mentioned.

His address is W. H. Barrett, Palmerston North.

A
I am afraid lhe Graphic people will think
this is a rather long * short telegram,’ but I

Industry.
must say a word moie about kauri, which

appears destined to play a very important part in industry
as well as art. On Saturday I spent somehours with an in-
ventor who has been experimenting, quite unknown to any-

body, with kauri and other New Zealand timbers for

the last eighteen months. The result is that he has

patented and perfected a method by which New Zealand
timbers will take the place of carpets, linoleums, and oil-

cloths on all kinds of floors, as well as be substituted on walls

for papers and panellings. The process was shortly de
scribed a day or two ago in the Auckland .Star. I found
the patentee full of intelligence, full of New Zealand
timbers, and full of Seddon, to whom chance gave him a polite
introduction a few days before. Seddon, he said, grasped
the salient features of patent and its possibilities quicker
than he could have believed of any man in this country.
He went on extolling the capacity of Seddon and

kauri, and said he had had business relations with Lord

Clarendon, Her Majesty the Queen, the Duke of West-

minster, and Archbishop of Canterbury, and that Seddon,
in business aptitude, was quite equal to any of them. I

said I had known Seddon for ever so many years, but

always drew the line at the Archbishop of Canterbury, as

I did not think even that wily Minister could hold

a candle to that Archbishop, or any other archbishop,
when a good stroke of worldly business was to

be done. The most beautiful patterns of floor cover-

ings made from New Zealand timbers—none of which

were prettier than the old Greek patterns and borders—-
were shown me. In cleanliness, elegance, and tastefulness

nothing can be superior to this new invention, and the day
is not distant when poor Molly will no more lay a

mat on the dining ■ room carpet, nor beat the dust

and perhaps disease of twelve months out of the Brussels
that covers the drawing-room floor. This inventor deserves
also to be mentioned. I may remark that he is an edu-

cated man, a straight man, and a gent'eman. ‘ James Frey-

berg Percival, street, Wellington.’ That’s his card.

THE MARCH OF THE YEARS.

Do you hear the rhythmic beat
Of the firm and forward feet

Of the years ?

White with frost, and red with heat.
Charged with gifts to all they meet
On desolate world, in crowded street,

March the years.

You may watch them as they go
Through life’s stages, while they grow,

Into might.
First is Spring’s imperial glow.
Next the summer's flush and flow,
Lastly age and Winter’s snow,

And long night.

Steady, regular their pace,
Every movement full of grace,

March the years.
Yet he runs a breathless race,
And his forces he must brace,
Who keeps step by step through space

With these years.

They are charged with gifts for man.

Let him wrest the best he can

From the mass.

Shadow, substance, deed and plan,
Honour’s gold, dream’s talisman,
You may seize—but for a span —

As they pass.

They can heal your heart, or break.
They can mock your thirst, or slake ;

Smiles or tears

They can give and you must take ;

Yet they come for love’s own sake.
And true servants you may make

Of these years.

Of their marchings to and fro

The eternal God doth know ;
He is King.

Let them come and let them go,
God is in each one, and so

All is well. Come weal or woe,

God is King !

Mauianne Farningham

The greatest sum ever paid for telegraph tolls in one

week by a newspaper was the expenditure of the London

Times for cable service from Buenos Ayres during the revo-

lution in the Argentine Republic. The cost of cabling from

Buenos Ayies to London was 7s a word, and the limes paid
out £7OOO for one week’s dispatches.

BALL PROGRAMMES, ETC.

■JUST received, a beautiful assortment of Ball Pro-

grammes. also Cords and Pencils. Wedding, Invitation. Visiting

Concert and Menu Cards executed on the shortest notice.

NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC PRINTING WORKS,
SHORTLAND STREET. AUCKLAND.
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WAIFS AND STRAYS.

A <;oot> intention clothes itself with power.
A man never forgets how good he is to others.

Where there’s a will there's generally a fight.

Good intentions will not justify evil.
A man is frequently known by the company he keeps ont

of.

How much easier it is to sit by the fire and resolve to do
good than it is to go out in the cold and do it.

If you ever feel yourself getting conceited, just remem-

ber that the best people are all dead.

In these Jin de siecle times the handwriting on the wall is
generally the work of the street urchin.

By a * white lie ’ is meant the kind you see on tomb-
stones.

Be choice in your friendships. You can have but few,
and the number will dwindle as you grow older. Select
minds who are too strong and large to pretend a knowledge
and resources they do not really possess. They address
you sincerely.

The Newspaper ‘Ad.’—A neat illus-
tration of the value of sagacious advertis-

ing was given al the Portland Young
Men’s Christian Association meeting
recently, when General Secietary
McDonald stated that he had some

curiosity to know what method of adver-

tising reached the most people. He had

circulated thousands of little dodgers,
giving notice of the meeting, and he

asked those who had seen them and had
been moved to come through that means,
to rise. The hall was packed as full as
it could hold, and of the entire number
about fifteen arose. Then Mr McDonald
asked all who had read the notices in the

newspapers, and had been influenced by
them to rise, and the crowd rose in a

body.

How to Grow Old.—An essential to

longevity consists in regular and temperate
habits of living. In studying the habits
of persons who have reached advanced age
itis found that in the large majority of
cases great moderation in eating and

drinking has been the rule throughout
life. Gluttonyis anenemy to both health
and longevity, while as to alcoholism we

have the testimony of the president of one

of the oldest life insurance companies
that ‘ among persons selected with care

fm physical soundness and sobriety, the
death rate is more profoundly alfected by
the use of intoxicating drinks, than from

any other cause apart from heredity.
Another rule which is found to be almost
universal among very aged people is that

they have all their lives been in the habit
of going to bed and getting up early.
They have also avoided dissipation and
fast living in every form, as must every
one who covets longevity, for these burn

the candle at both ends, and cause it to
be quickly consumed. Another requisite
for reaching old age is healthful employ-
ment. Idleness is a greater foe to length
of days than overwork. That occupation
is to be preferred which gives exercise

to both body and mind under the in-

fluence of pure air and healthful surround-

ings, without being extremely severe or

involving too many hours of work. The

final necessity for him who would grow
old gracefully is a cheerful disposition and

the habit of looking on the bright side.
Passion strains the heart to its utmost,
melancholy freezes the biord, and worry
wears out the best years of a man’s life.
No one who habitually indulges these or

kindred emotions has half a chance of

reaching advanced life. Itwas the advice
of a man of ninety not to worry. ‘Don’t
worry about what you can’t help,’ he said,
1 for it will do no good. Don’t worry about what you can

help, but go to work and help it.’ Sound advice this for all

who aspire to become nonagenarians.
Atmospheric Electricity.—The upper layers of air

are more or less electrified, so as to have a potential differ-
ing from that of the earth ; but how their electrical con-

dition has been produced is not at present known. Con-
densation of water-vapour is known to produce electricity.
Itis found that there are greater differences of electrical

condition at different elevations under a clouded sky than
with a clear sky, and it is always clouded when there is a

display of lightning. Lamont considers the atmospheric
electiicity to be a consequence of the earth’s electiicity.
Close to the earth the air has little or no charge ; the

farther from theearth the greater the amount of electricity
in the air. Many experiments prove that there is a

difference of potential between the earth and points in the

air above. In fine weather potential is higher the higher
we go, increasing usually at the rate of twenty to forty
volts for each foot. It changes, however, very rapidly in
broken, windy, and rainy weather, andis even at times re-

versed, becoming for a time negative as regards the earth.
The plan adopted to test the potential at any point usually
consists in placing an insulated conductor at that point,
and allowing for the discharge of free electricity from it,
its electrical condition being tested by an electroscope or

electrometer. This discharge takes place when mateiial

particles are made to leave the conductor. Volta med a

small flame at the end of an exploring rod. Sir William
Thomson used an insulated water can, from which water

was allowed to drip, or an exploring rod with smouldering
touch paper at the end. He has also employed with success

a portable electrometer, on the same general principle as

the quadrant or divided ring electrometer. Peltier used an

insulated pith ball electrometer with a metal dome, and

means of connecting it for an instant with the earth.

BOOKS AND BOOK-MEN.

A PRINCE OF NEWSPAPER CORRESPONDENTS.

MDE BLOWITZ, tbe Paris correspondent of the
Times, occupies the premier place among tbe men

who from north, south, east and west, pour into

the columns of the great English daily, the doings and

sayings of mankind throughout the civilised, and some-

times uncivilised world. He has been everywhere
and has seen everything—at least that is the impres-
sion his brilliantly written pictures and criticisms on

European affairs conveys to his readers, who from him

derive most of their information regarding a host of subjects
which otherwise would never come within their ken. He
was born a newspaper correspondent,although he was forty-
three years of age before he had anopportunity of display-

ing his talent. His entrance into newspaper life, or, at any
rate, the*beginning of his connection with the * Thunderer’
occurred in this way. In 1871, M. de Blowitz, who
had, piior to that date, been schoolmastering
among other things, came to Paris with a petition
to present to M. Thiers. The Franco-Prussian war

was just then coming to a close, and Lawrence Oli-

phant, the then Paris correspondent for the Times, by
chance met the schoolmaster, who did tbe journalist a valu-
able service by accompanying him round the fortifications

of the French capital, and procuring him some very impor-
tant information. Oliphant, with his quick insight into

men, detected the born journalist in his new friend, and

gave the latter some work to do for the Times. Evidently
Blowitz did it well, for a short time afterwards we find him

acting as Paris correspondent for the paper.

It was not, however, till 1874 that the new journalist
showed what he was capable of, and leaped into fame at

once. About that time M. Thiers delivered a speech in the

French Chamber of Deputies. The occasion was an impor-
tant one, and the minister’s speech contained matter of

European inteiest. M. de Blowitz, ever on the alert to

serve his paper, concluded that the speech was one that

ought to be published in the Times with the least possible
delay. He, therefore, telegraphed the whole of it, from

memory, it is said, to headquarters. From that date the

great journalist has occupied the place of prince of Times
correspondents, and is accounted one of the most remark-

able of the plenipotentiaries of the press. The value placed
on his services may be gathered from the fact that the Times

pays him a salary of £2,000 a year, besides allowing him

£l.OOO for expenses, and providing him with a private
cariiage.

The opinion of M- de Blowitz on his own profession, and
especially on the future developments of journalism, are

perhaps the best we could get on the subject. He has con-

ceived the idea of revolutionising journalism, and, no doubt,
if any one man could perform such a task, the energetic
Frenchman is he. The manner in which he'proposes to ac-

complish this revolution is set forth in an article in a recent
number of the Contemporary, and is remarkably interest-

ing

‘ Part of his scheme,’ says a Home paper commenting on

the article, *is to catch a promising youth of eighteen, pos-
sessed ofa collegiate education and “ seriously grounded ” in
at least two languages besides his own. The aspirant will
have to serve an apprenticeship of five years ; and it might
be thought he would then be free to undertake the direction
of the public affairs of his country.

‘ But no. At the end of the five years he would be
handed over to professors, who would cram him with all
imaginable learning. He would be taught the history and
literature of the world. “He would be initiated into the
origin and tendencies of spirit of his most remarkable
contemporaries in every country. He would be given a

general idea of the political constitution, the ethnologic and
climatic conditions, the products, the
geographical situation, the meansof com-

munication, the armed forces, the budgets
and the public debts of every nation. He
would be given the documents necessary
for consultation. He would be taught to

draw both landscapes and human face.
He would learn to box, to ride on horse-
back, and to use a revolver.”

• Then he would be examined by some

prodigies greater than himself, and if he

failed, back he would go to his studies for
twelve months more. As a wind up there
would be three years of school or college
abroad. Then this Admirable Crichton
would be let loose upon a helpless world.
And the world (the Publisher's Circular re-

marks), with that sense of fitness which

distinguishes it, might not improbably put
him to report police court cases. But M.
de Blowitz’s young man will be very in-

teresting when he arrives.'

HENRY GEORGES ADOLPHE OPPER DE BLOWITZ.

SCIENTIFIC AND USEFUL

LATEST AN.ESTHETIC.

The newest anaesthetic is named ‘ pental,
discovered by Professor Von Mering in
Halle. It is a preparation of tertiary
amyl-alcohol, and is for small operations
only.

RAPID LETTER TRANSMITTED.

It is stated that a Spaniard, Senor Bar-

bozo.de Sousa, has invented an appliance
for the submarine transmission of letters
in pneumatic tubes of great length, by
which a letter deposited in the tube at Rio
de Janeiro would arrive in Europe during
the same day.

NERVOUS CENTRES.

At a recent meeting of the Paris
Academy of Sciences apaper was presented
by M. A. Chauveau, in which he gave
reasons for believing in the existence of

distinct nervous centres for the perception
of primary colours. Thus, if'the light
from the sky is allowed to shine on the
closed eyes of a sleeper, the coloured

object in the room will appear to him to
be illuminated by a bright green light at
the moment of waking from sleep. It is
concluded that the green centres are
those which first regain activity on the

sleeper recovering consciousness. The experiment must be

repeated many times with different persons before accepting
ihis statement as a fact; and the question may be asked—
Do not people perceive colours in dreams ? Green, however,
is the colour which would be supposed to be most actively
perceived, whether wide awake or only just recovering from
adream.

AN ELECTRICAL BICYCLE.

An English inventor has piojected an electrical bicycle
with batteries which will weigh forty pounds when filled,
the entire machine’s weight having been computed at 155
pounds.

KNOWING ANIMALS.

Bortase tells a very interesting story of how a lobster got
the better of an oyster. The lobster several times inserted
his claws in the half-opened shell, but the oyster always
closed in time to save himself. The lobster then seized a

stone, and inserted it quickly into the cautiously-opened
shell and devoured the oyster. Monkeys secure oysters by
the same trick ; but there is nothing so remarkable in that,
as their intelligence is well known. Kirby tells of the bees,
that after repeated raids of the ‘ death’s head ’ upon their
stores they build a sort of bulwark of wax about the hole of
entranceto keep him out. Dnges observed a spider which
bad seized a bee from behind, and thus hindered it from Hy-
ing. The stronger bee, however, had its legs free, and
walked off with the spider, which tried to drag her into his
den. The struggle lasted some time, when the spider
lowered itself with its prey by a thread. The bee’s legs
were useless in midair, and the spider clung to her until he
had accomplished his full purpose.
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PARLIAMENTARY SILHOUETTES.

THE existing Parliament contains no more venerable

figure than the subject of the present sketch—the

highly-esteemed member for Selwyn, Alfred Saun-

ders, Esq. —who, born in 1820, has reached the days when

roost men would prefer a snug armchair by the fireside to

the draughts and dissensions which prevail in the Legisla-

tive Chamber. Mr Saunders, however, is not made of the

stuff which shrinks from discomfort and pales at the

battle call. Accuston.ed to lough it in the early days of

colonization, the temperate habits and simple mode of living

which distiuguished him then have been maintained to the

present day, with the result that, though failing somewhat

physically, he is mentally as vigorous, and in will power as

strong, as in bis best days ; while hisdevotion to principle, his

unadulterated patiiotism, bis unwavering purpose to further

such measures as seemto him good, and to thwart those he

accounts evil, make him, if not indifferent, at least superior,
to discomfort, and, to a wonderful extent, regardless of

abuse and misrepresentation, of which, like most men of

marked individuality and decided opinion, he has in bis

time had a pretty considerable share.

Mr Saunders was born at Lavington, Wilts, and until his

fifteenth year was educated at Dr. Day’s Academy at

Biistol, after which he returned home, to follow, like his

father and grandfather before him, the occupation of a

farmer and miller. Saunders pire was the owner of a con-

siderable business connection in Bath and Bristol, and in his

warehouses his son obtained an insight into business

methods, while gaining at thesame time considerable ex-

perience of city life. Reared in habits of thrift, conscien-

tious industry and selfrestraint, Mr Saunders from very

early days manifested a pronounced repugnance to intoxi-

cants, which endures to the present day. At the age of

sixteen he helped to form, and became secretary to,
the Lavington Temperance Society, and so zealous

was he in his opposition to the drink traffic that in 1840,

when scarce twenty years of age, he was selected by

the Bath Temperance Society as one of its delegates at the

great conference held that year at Bridgewater, an appoint-
ment which raav be regarded not only as evidence of his

early zeal for reform, and of the confidence reposed in him,

but also as a proof of a decided penchant in the direction of

public work.

That he should so early have exhibited this inclination is

somewhat surprising, because of the plodding, industiious,

unambitious character of his parents, who, in their unevent-

ful retirement, could never have dreamt beforehand of the

varied public careers which awaited each one of their nine

children, all of whom in some way achieved distinction,
and no less than six of whom became well known as English
authors. Amongst these may be mentioned Mrs Bayley,
authoress of * Ragged Homes,’ etc., and William Saunders,

Esq., M.P. for Waltham, author of ‘Through the Light
Continent,’ and several other works, while the subject of
our sketch stands by no means the lowest in literary fame.

His woik on ‘The Horse,’ published in 1885, was alone

sufficient to establish his reputation as an author, as may
be judged from the encomiums of English critics. Says Bell's

Lije in London, ‘ ** Our Horses,” by Alfred Saunders, is in

many respects one of the most charming books on equine
matters, and all pertaining thereto, that we have perused for

many a day. It is so admirably constructed that w eexperi-
enced a feeling of regret when, after reading every fine,
we came to the conclusion of the twenty fourth and
final chapter.’ Of the same work the Field says
*Mr Saunders has achieved a far greater measure of

success than has fallen to the lot of others who have
trodden the same path,’ and the verdict of the Home and
Colonial is that the worK

‘ combines theoretical and prac-
tical knowledge to a marvellous degree.’ Two years pre-
vious to the publication of ‘ Our Horses,’ Mr Saunders pub-
lished * Our Domestic Birds,’ which also received high
eulogiums from the English and colonial press. In 1890
Mr Saunders was the only successful New Zealand writer
in Mr Cole’s, of Melbourne, essay competition. The sub-

ject was ‘lhe Federation of the World,’and the prizes
offered numbered ten. There were five hundred and thirty-
five competitors, and Mr Saunders had the gratification of

finding himself placed second, a distinction of which he is

justly proud.

As a settler Mr Saunders has borne a full share of the

burden and heat of the day, and, during a colonial experi-
ence extending over half a century, has participated in

many vicissitudes. Leaving England in the * Fifeshire.’ in

1841, he ailived in Nelson on the Ist of Februaiy, 1842,
and since the day of his landing his energies have always
been en evidence, and always devoted to the furtherance
of popular rights, and the public welfare. On the voyage
out he inaugurated a Temperance Society which continued
to flourish after arrival here, with, Mr Saunders contends,
very marked effects upon the early statistics of the

Nelson Province. No long time after bis landing
he was elected Secretary to the oiiginal Land Pur-
chase Society, and took an active part in endeavour-
ing to compel the New Zealand Company to carry out
the letter and spiiit of their promises to the settlers. But,
as the original land purchasers soon acquiied an undue
share of political power which he consideied to be too ex-

clusively used in the interests of their own class, Mr
Saunders eventually became their chief opponent, and a

leader in the advocacy of extended suffrage, and other

popular rights; for, as his years increased his views widened,

and his conviction that the many were not originally de-
signed to be the slaves of the few, grew in force. In his

character of champion ofextended popular i ights, he opposed
Mr Jolly, the land purchasers’ nominee, in his candidature
for the first superintendency of Nelson, strongly supporting
the successful candidate, Mr Edward Stafford. When Mr

Stafford became Premier of the colony another candidate
for the superintendency was nominated by the land pur-
chasers, viz

,
Dr. Monro, who came forward as the represen-

tative of the wealthy classes of Nelson, and who was also

the popular leader of the then Provincial Council. In

various political conflicts Mr Saunders came into

strong, though not personally unpleasant, opposition
to Dr. Monro, but the result in this instance was

one to be vividly remembered, for, having put up in

opposition a highly intelligent mechanic, by name John

Perry Robinson, he had the satisfaction of seeing him win

that contest, and afterwards hold his own against all future

opponents, ably discharging the duties of the superinten-
dency until some eight years later he lost his life in the

Buller river, after which sad event Mr Saunders was him-

self elected to that responsible office.

A very interesting episode of Mr Saunders' career which

occurred a short time prior to his election assuperintendent
brought into strong relief his intrepid character and uncom-

promising integrity. Persuaded in his own mind that

District Judge Travers had abused his official position
b.V gi v 'ng judgment in a case brought before him. utterly
at variance with the evidence, and bv furnishing the press
W’ith a garbled report of the same, Mr Saunders wrote to

the Nelson Examiner boldly charging the learned judge
with the offence. A criminal prosecution was immediately
instituted, and the daring exposer of abuses was tiied be-

fore Judge Johnston by a special jury composed exclusively
of his political opponents. He was found guilty, and
Judge Johnston punished his audacity by sentencing him

to six months' imprisonment, to the payment of a fine
of £l5O, and the removal of his name from the Commission

of the Peace. The transparent injustice and excessive

severity of the sentence roused the indignation of the

Nelson population, and a monster petition on hisbehalf was

immediately addressed to the Governor, with the result that

he was at once released from custody without reference to

the judge. As a natural consequence District Judge
Travers resigned his position and left the province, while,
as a further proof of the public confidence in Mr Saunders,
he was directly af.erwards returned to Parliament at the

head of the poll, previously to which his name had been re-

placed on the Justices’ roll. His brief sojourn within

prison bars was more like a continued fete than a period of

punishment, for his friends vied with each other in efforts to

make the hours speed pleasantly, and to this day the recol-

lection of his couise of action and its consequences is one of
unalloyed pleasure.

Mr Saunders first enteied the Nelson Provincial Council

in 1855, and it is a proof of the estimation in which he was

even then held in the political world that, soon after his

entranceinto the House of Repiesentatives, he was offered

by the Ministry of the day the portfolio of Colonial
Treasurer. He, however, declined the position.

His superintendency of the Nelson Province was nraiked

by prudence, foresight, and progress, and it was with deep
and mutual legiet that his connection with the Province

was severed in 1867, in which year he resigned office for the

purpose of visiting England. During his visit to the Old
Country he was brought prominently before the public
through a coriespondence in the Standard, in which he

stoutly defended the settlers of New Zealand from asper-
sions of ill-advised and hostile writers, who charged them

with injustice and cruelty to the Native people. Mr
Saunders also delivered lectuies, and published pamphlets,
on New Zealand with a view to disabusing the popular
mind of false impressions, and of disseminating reliable in-

formation regarding the colony.

On his return to thecolony, in 1872, he selected Canter-

bury as his place of residence, and a few years later was

elected to Parliament as member tor Cheviot, aconstituency
which he represented for some years. During the adminis-

tration of Sir George Grey he was in opposition, and in the
no-confidence debate which ended in the downfall of the

Grey Government he was selected by the leaders of his
party to make the speech in reply to the veteran orator, a

compliment which supplies the best possible proof of the

opinion then entertained of his oratorical abilities. Even

now, though the creeping years must have stolen something
of his eloquence, he is a clear convincing speaker. His
voice is wonderfully strong, his articulation distinct, and his

mannerso deliberate that noword is lost, while his arrange-

ment is so good that his argument is especially easy to
follow. He is concise, too, and thoroughly logical, rises

only when he has something to say, and never wastes his
own breath, or the time of the House in mere verbiage. In
debate he is an opponent to be dreaded by all with a crook

in their record, for he has an excellent memory for facts,
and is pitiless in their production when they can be used
with effect as political weapons. Needless to say that when

he speaks full benches attest the general recognition of his
skill in debate, as well as the high respect in which his
character is held.

In the House of Representatives Mr Saunders has ever
shown himself the sturdy advocate of Liberal measures and
economical government. ‘Live within your means’ liasbeen
his admonition as much to ministers as to private in-
dividuals To save the taxpayer, while at the same time
ensuring efficient administration, has been the piime object
of his poitical life. ‘The Great Economist of the House,’
he has been dubbed, and his longcontinued efforts in this
direction have brought him no slight share both of obloquy
and enmity. As far back as 1879, the Hall Government

put him on a commission to enquire into the workings of
the New Zealand Civil Service. As Chairman of that com-

mission he drew up a report which advised radical changes
and drastic economies, which, if carried out, would have re-

sulted in savings to the extent of half a million in the
annual expenditure. It goes without saying that such
action caused deep resentment in the Civil Service, while
the report, which he boldly and ably defended in the

House, was met by the most strenuous and systematic
opposition. Some of the recommendations were very
partially carried out by Sir John Hall, but on his forced
retirement through the pressure of ill health, bis col-

leagues abandoned all attempts at reform. The enmity
awakened by the report was, as it turnnd out, less
easily stifled, and for several years Mr Saunders paid
the penalty of his boldness by enforced absence from the
House, a result secured by the combined ami systematic
efforts of those to whose interests he had run counter.
Many a time since then has his uncrmpromising opposition
to everything approaching extravagance, or even freeness
of expenditure, brought upon his devoted head the jibes
and sneers of the more lavishly inclined, but to these Mr
Saunders is absolutely indifferent ; strong in his own recti-
tude, and steadfast in his purposes, he pursues his way un-
daunted by opposition, unmoved by abuse. Too forceful
of nature to be put down or ignored, he is a power which
those in authority have to reckon with, and though person-
ally unambitious of office, he fills a most useful part as an
efficient check upon extravagance, and a perpetual menace
to mis-government.

In his character of economist Mr Saunders stood alone in
the House of Representatives in 1863, in opposing the first
three millionloan. He is one of the few who never for one
instant subscribed to Sir Julius Vogel’s financial policy
which he regarded as unprincipled, and calculated to pro-
duce disaster. Contending always that every inducement
should be offered to industry, he has consistently opposed
all taxation likely to fetter the exercise of that virtue. In
the Country Roads Bill he struggled unsuccessfully for the
exemption of settlers’ improvements, and on many other oc-
casions did his utmost to equalise the burdens of taxation,
and relieve the classes least able to sustain its weight.

Independent in character, and decided in his opinions, M
Saunders holds himself free from the trammels of close
party ties. To any Government whose policy is progressive,
whose measures he esteems Liberal, and of whose good in-
tentions he is persuaded, he will accord support, but any’
deviation from what he considers the path of rectitude he
will unhesitatingly denounce. Thoroughly Liberal in his
views, all his energies are employed to further Liberal legis-
lation, thus to advance the cause and secure the well-
being of the people, and he cares not greatly by whose
agency these beneficial results aresecured. Included in the
Liberal party to day, he would, without compunction, turn
his back onit to-morrow were he convinced that the leaders
thereof contemplated subordinating the interests of the
people to their own.

In the cause of education Mr Saunders has always been
active. The records of the Nelson Provincial Council shew
that as far back as 1856 he proposed and carried many of
the most important and distinctive provisions of our present
Education Act. Free, secular, and universal education, com-

bined with lhe inculcation of a high code of morality,
lias had his warm advocacy, but any suggestion in the direc-
tion of applying public money to the furtherance of de-

nominational objects has met with his uncompromising
hostility. When in Nelson he was several times elected
Governor of the Nelson College ; he also served asa member
of the Nelson Education Boaid, and subsequently in the
same capacity in the North Canterbury Board. He was

also Governor of the Ashburton High School, and has
worked zealously on several Education Committees.

Mr Saunders is a staunch supporter of the movement to

enfranchise women. Every human being, he contends, has
an inherentright to a voice in framing the laws by which
he or she is governed, and therefoie as a matter of right,
women should be admitted to the political franchise, irre-

spective altogether of the consideration whether or not the
concession would result in any beneficial change in the

general machinery of government. So ardent is Mr

Saundeis in his advocacy of the measure that, like Sir John

Hall, he is prepared to accept it with no matter what re-

strictions and disabilities, and his disappointment, when, at
the close of last session, the Government refused to submit
to the inconvenient provisions designed by the Council to

render the law inoperative, was very openly displayed.

Mr Saunders is astrong supporter of the Hare system,
which he would like to see operating in all elections. He
is a pronounced opponent of compulsory vaccination which
he considers a fertile source of disease unjustified in a

country which is not, and is not likely to be affected by
small pox. He is also strongly opposed to the importation
of alcoholic liquors, contending that so long as their use is
permitted at all they should be manufactured within the

colony.

Wrigglesworth & Binns, photo., Wellington.

MR ALFRED SAUNDERS, M.H.R.

THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC. 293



The New Zealand Graphic
AND LADIES’ JOURNAL.

SATURDAY, APRIL 1, 1892.

ALL
Fools’ Day is far too important a date to be

passed by in silence. Surely, not even the wisest

of us can pretend that the anniversary is one in

which he has no concern, for all must confess to have played
the fool more than once in our lives. Then, welcome, hila-
rious season, consecrated from antiquity to folly ! We will
not be so arrogant as to think we have a right to forget
thee—we who have seen the first of many Aprils. In truth,
we cannot afford to forget thee, thou harbonrest such a host
of pleasing recollections. The innovating age would fain

banish thee with good Bishop Valentine’s Day to the limbo
of useless puerile anniversaries, but, while we continue to

tread the surface of the planet thou shall not want for
friends. It seems to us but yesterday that the first of

April was as remarkable a day as any in the calender, ex-

cept Christmas. Then, and then only, was licence
granted us to indulge a talent for practical joking,
which was marvellously sweet to exercise, but which

has since decayed for want of encouragement. Then,
and then only, were we permitted to laugh with im-

punity at the ridicule we had been the means of drawing
down on those older and wiser than ourselves. We cannot

do such things now, for we have little rehsh in these de-

generate times for recreations that used to delight our

ancestors it is said, on the plains of Shinar, and for many a

century afterwards tickled the fancy of their descendants.
But we can look with pleasure—yes, even though there is a

shade of envy mixed with it—on the young generation who

derive exquisite amusement from sending their friends on

bootless errands, while we ourselves speculate oh the origin
of this curious custom, which is not confined to Europe, but

is found, so we are told, in full force even among the
Hindoos.

Several theories as to how the observance arose have been
offered, but noneas yet have been satisfactory to our mind.

It would certainly not be very difficult to assume that, by
the celebration of this festival, our ancestors intended to

convey some reconditeallegory of life. We might then set

to work to find a hidden significance in customs which now

appear meaningless. Probably our ancestors, who were

shrewd folk in their way, originally attached some deeper
meaning to All Fools’ Day than we do now. Perhaps, for

instance, they intended to convey the lesson, which we all

learn as we get older, that to be wise all the year round is

not within the power of man, and that much of our lite is

passed in running fruitless errands. At least whether they
meant to teach such a lesson or not, no one will deny the

truth of it. Have we not all known some poor unfortunates
whose advent even into the world was an April errand?

Have we not met with scores in New Zealand whose jour-
ney to the colony deserved no other name? Often, in the
caseof the latter, it was the folly of well meaning friends

that sent these misguided ones on the fool's errand, from

which they can never return. The senders were not to

blame. They were not even guilty of a joke as April
senders are. They were only the victims of another of

those popular delusions which exist in the Old Country re-

garding the colonies.

We had one of these under our consideration last week.
Suppose we examine this one. The transportation of

British criminals to Australasian shores came to a very de-

sirable end some fifty years ago. No longer do rogues and

vagabonds figure, as it were, in the published imports of

New South Wales and Tasmania, and the few who manage

to smuggle themselves into these colonies are narrowly
watched as dangerous, if not contraband, by the law. Vet,
though the Home authorities have abandoned the con-

venient practice of shooting their moral refuse in remote

corners of the empire, there seems to exist among certain

classes of the enlightened British public, an idea that the

proper method of getting rid of the contents of the family

ash-bin is to empty it in the colonies. Curiously
enough, in conjunction with this idea, there would

almost seem to exist another — equally strong and

equally erroneous — to the effect that the colonies
exercise some reforming influence on the wicked, and some

strengthening influence on the mentally or mor illy weak.
For a long time the West Indies enjoyed this reputation al-

most alone. The good-for nothing Jack, who had been
plucked at his exams four times running, and Fred, who
had developed a cosmopolitan taste for liquor, were, in the

novels always, and in real life pretty often, sent to join Mr
Bob Allen and Mr Dick Swiveller on the salubrious shores
of Jamaica. But Jamaica afforded to Jack and Fred other

opportunities more in accordance with their tastes than
that of reformation. Unfortunately, that most innocent

article of consumption, sugar, is half-brother to rum : and

raw rum, so dangerous as an acquaintance, and especially
fatal in the tropics as a fiiend, proved too often the ruin of

Jack and his companion. The colonization of the Austra-

lias seems to have opened to the British paterfamilias a

new and large field for his scapegrace sons. Here,

thought the perplexed parent, lies a country, far enough
from his father’s house to make it impossible for the

prodigal to return thither, and yet holding out to

him a promise of something better than herding swine and
eating husks : a countiy, indeed, where, if he but reform,
he may live to make his relatives proud of him, and where,
should be continue his evil courses, he willbe too far off to

involve them in his disgrace. The fond British mother,
who wept on the suggestion of Tom being banished to the

swamps of South America, dries her tears when it is decided
that her unredeemed pledge shall depart for the genial
Britain of the South. With a lighter heart she prepares

the dear boy’s outfit, omitting nothing which her total in-
experience of colonial life can suggest. Dreams of Tom, a

new Tom, a Tom reformed through the action of somemys-
terious agency, which, poor soul, she would seem to believe
is inherent in Southern latitudes, are her constant solace.

She sees, with fond imagination, her boy working as he has
never worked before, and developing in full blossom those

qualities which she had always maintained, against the

world, he possessed.

Meanwhile Tom is infectedwith something of his mother’s

enthusiasm. He, too, has his dreams, and the prospect of

theirrealisation in some measure condoles him for the loss
of his present forbidden pleasures. Australasia looms be-
fore him a gigantic playground, a veritable Tom Tiddler’s
ground, where gold can be had for the picking up, where
work is almost a synonym for play, and where life is passed
under the easiest conditions. Tom, who is at bottom
really a good fellow, no doubt leaves his father’s roof fully
resolved to turn over a new leaf. Very probably he has
promised reformation more than once before, only to break
his word, but he feels that the vow is being taken under
new and more auspicious circumstances. He believes for

he has by no means lost faith in himself—that he has

reached the turning point in his career. Alas ! it would
require a stronger character than Tom has hitherto dis-

played to resist the temptations that assail him at the very
outset of his journey. All confident, he sets outon what
the future may prove to have been an April fool’s errand.

Let us, since we have followed Tom’s fortunes so far, follow
them a little further, for have we not chosen him to

exemplify the fool’s errantry on which somany a young lad
is sent from the Old Country to the new. Tom’s friends, if

they have never made a lengthy voyage on an Australian
liner, know nothing of the dangers that beset a friendless

young man there. But those who have travelled much be-
tween England and the South Pacific do. They know that
these oceanic steamers are very much the reverse of floating
Bethels, and that the companies who manage them are not

missionary syndicates, who are as careful for the moral as

for the material welfare of their passengers. The amiable
Tom is not long in making new friends. Very often these
are of a class that he would have done well to avoid. But
what can he do? He cannot repulse the fiiendly ad-

vances of such jovial fellows, and soon finds himself in-

extricably mixed up in their set. The enforced idle-
nesson the sea, suggests many way of passing the time that
are by no means the best a young man could resort to.
Tom weakly yields to allurements of doubtful character,
one after another, evenalthough his conscience pricks him
all the time he is doing so. The salutary restraint, which
the better partof his fellow passengers might exert is not ex-

ercised by them, and consequently Tom’s faltering will sufleis
from thewantof such avowed disapproval. Folks areleniently
inclined on ship-board, and the young mau is no son of

theirs. When our hero reaches his destination, he makes

one more effort we will suppose to shake himself free of bis

congenial companions, that is to say, if he has not altogether

forgotten the parting admonitions of hie anxious relatives.

This is no easy matter, however. Those friends whom be
made on the voyage are the only friends—if we can call
them such—that he has when he is landed in the colony.
Poor Tom, if he enters colonial life in their company, be

enters it very often under perilous auspices. Not that they
may not be decent enough fellows, though a little fast.
But they are dangerous companions for Tom, who, when in
their society, forgets his own weakness. They may have

strong heads and robust wills, both of which we aie suppos-
ing are lacking in Tom. To make a long story short, the

outcome too often is that our friend falls back into the grip
of old habits, and recklessly abandons himself to their

guidance. Then for the first time it dawns on him
with bitter clearness that the journey to the colonies has

been—for him, at least—an April errand. His little

capital is soon spent, and then he turns in search of work.
But work for such as Tom is not easily procurable, even in

the colonies. In the meantime he must live, and his outfit
is called into requisition. In a very short time that ward-

robe of his, so thoughtfully chosen and consecrated with a

mother’s tears, lies, a degraded parcel, in a niche of Mr

Levy’s shop. And his moral outfit! Where is it? The

quarterly remittance, which we will suppose has been for

warded to him, is in the hands of the rapacious money-

lender, and probably spent before itis received. All of a

sudden Tom disappears from the city, and his well-known

figure is absent from bis favourite haunts. He has gone
into the country ; perhapsin order to find work ; perhaps—-
for people of that class have many a bitter struggle—Tom’s
conscience has had one of its periodical awakenings, and
he again inhis heart vows reformation. But the public house

and the billiardroom are found in the country as well as in
the city. In every little township of a few houses, Tom is

pretty certain to find one of them a hotel. He is also pretty
certain to enter it, and once there, we can imagine how ail

his good resolutions fall to the ground like a house of cards.

Ten chances to one when Tom has progressed thus far on

the downward road he will never return. His career, from
that timeforth, might be stereotyped to serve for a similar

period in the caseof scores of others like Tom, who ‘ loaf 1
at street corners, earna scanty livelihood on the gumfields,
or haunt the bars of second-class hotels.

But why should we make the suppositious Tom the

scapegoat of all this misery ? Surely, in our own experi-
ence, we have met these Ishmaels of society ? I can easily
call to mind a dozen such. There was poor H . What

was mortal of him lies within sound of the Kaipara’s
thunder. I recollect him when, in all the glory of maslier-

dom, he first came to Auckland. He lies forgotten
by all now, even by his tailor. I think I see him still,
high-seated behind his tandem, proud as Phaethon, whirl-

ing out to Newmarket; and in many other scenes, down to
that which ended his strange eventful history, I have seen

him play his part. Long alter he had withdrawn from the

town, I have stumbled on him in the hotel of some small
country town. He had ceased by that time to play a

leading role and was not above being grateful for
a glass of beer. He had ceased, too, you might say,
to be a remittance man. The hotelkeepers usually drew

bis money. But he still retained all nis old amiability
and could crack a joke at his own expense. The last time
I saw him—curiously enough it was the first of April, and
that, perhaps, accounts for his fate being my theme at this
particular season—was at Helensville. Never, never, shall
I forget that scene. The dimly-lighted parlour of the hotel,
smelling of stale beer, tobacco, and keiosene ; James, the
billiard marker and oddman, accompanying on a rattletrap
of a piano, and poor H ,in character, trolling out to a

well-known air in ‘Patience’ doggerel that, as far as I
can remember, ran something like this :

When I go up to town
My lawyer pays me down

My weekly remittance,
A beggarly pittance.

Exactly nalf-a-crown.
1 try tospin it out,
Andnever hang about

< lie public-nouse door
With adozen more—

Except they' mean toshout.

A poor remittance man;
A beggarly pittance man ;

ii'ho has wornout thepatience
Offriendsandrelations.

And lives asbest he can.

l)t course you'll seeit's clear.
One can’t standpints of beer

On a limited screw

Amounting to

Just six pounds tena year.
One can't affect the swell.
For peopleknow, too well,

A belltopper played out.;
And trousers, when frayed out.

Are things which always tell.

By fossickinground the shops
I got these paten t-tops;

These togs which embellish
My limbs look quite swellish

But hush ! They're only slops.
My watch I cannot get.
Itwent tosquare adebt;

My ring must stop
Where it is—in pop—

1 can’t redeem it yet.

and bo on through half a dozen verses. Poor H ! thou
hadst made too great a fool of thyself before for me to

wonder to see thee on a first of April singing comic songs
for the delectation of drunken loafers in an up-countr
hotel.
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ATHLETICS.

LAST Saturday was one of the most pleasant days

cricketers have experienced this season—bright and

sunny, though not too warm, while the wickets

after a dry week were in first-rate order. A considerable

number of spectators were present, and play was watched

with much interest.

Chief in importance was the senior match between

United and Gordon. The former won the toss, and of course

decided to take advantage of the good wicket. A very in-

auspicious start was made, the first 6 wickets falling for 22

runs. MacCormick and D. Hay, however, doubled thescore

for the next wicket, but the total was only 55 when W. E.

Harvie, the last man joined Carlton Hay. These two played

up boldly, and added no less that 35 runs before Hay was

caught, the innings closing for 90, a very small total on such

a good wicket, but more than was expected after thecollapse
of all the best batsmen. Gordon made a much better start

and had scored 49 for 1 wicket when time was called, so

that the match looks a good thing for them.

C. Hay was top scorer for United with 24, made by

capital cricket, when runs were badly wanted. Both his

driving and cutting were first rate.

MacCormick played his usual fearless game, and his 16

included several brilliant strokes. He was thefirst batsman

to play the bowling with any confidence, and his being run

out when thoroughly set was a great misfortune to hie side.

W. E. Harvie came out of his shell at the right time,

and was] not out with 16 to his credit, obtained by very

vigorous hitting.

McPherson started nicely, and bad put together 10 when

he was smartly stumped off Kelly.

Kallendar proved the most successful bowler for

Gordon, taking 4 wickets for 31 runs. His pace was too

much for the batsmen at first, but he seemed to tire very

Kelly, though not quite so destructive as usual, dis-

missed 3 batsmen for 27 runs, while Moresby and Kender-

dine were responsible for 1 each.

Fowke was in capital form behind the wickets, catching

one and stumping two men, while he also very smartly ran

MacCormick out. Just before the close of the innings

Fowke received a very nasty blow on the leg, and was com-

pelled to retire from the field. He will, it is thought, be

able to bat next Saturday.

Norman Williams played a free and dashing innings

of 30 not out for Gordon, but it was marred by at least two

easy chances, C. Harvie in particular dropping a very soft

one.

Ansenne batted in his usual patient style for 12, before

being bowled by D. Hay.

The other senior match between Parnell and Onslow did

not attract much attention, but it produced some very good

cricket. Onslow won the toss and batted most of the after-

noon for 118, while Parnell had lost 1 wicket for 8 runs

when the bell rang.

Grierson was the chief contributor to Onslow’s total, his

score being 44. He hit very freely, and made some very

big diives and leg hits, one of the latter pitching over 100

yards from the wicket.

J. Whelan also scored very fast, and his total of 22 was

obtained by good free batting.

Rice (17) and M. Foley (15) both batted steadily and well

for their runs, the former making some pretty cuts.

Gordon 11. promise to have an easy victory over Wan-
derers in the final match of the supplementary round for
first junior teams. Wandeiers batted first for 56, there

being nodouble figure scorers, while Gordon have 100 with

2 wickets down, so that it seems pretty certain that Wan-

derers’ will experience their first defeat of the seasonin this

match.

C. Kissling and W. Howard were responsible for Wan-
derers’ small total, the former taking 5 wickets for 26, and

the latter 5 for 29.

Ball scored 33 in good form for Gordon, and Kissling,
Williamson, and Dr. Egan were each responsible for double

figures.

Koller Millsand Belmont 11. started to play off their

tie for the Second Junior Championship. Messrs Hesketh

and Lank ham (appointed by the Association) acted as um-

pires. Roller Mills batted first, but could only score 34,

the bowling of Spurway and Gillespie proving too much for

their batsmen.

Belmont responded with 67 for the loss of 7 wickets.

B. Tolman played a capital innings of 27 for Belmont,

and be was well seconded by Molloy (13 not out.).

Blewden was the most successful bowler for Roller

Mills.

A cricket match which excited someinterest amongeven

the ladies was played last Saturday afternoon at Hobson-

street, Wellington, between the boys of Mr Gardiner’s

school and a team got up by Mr W. Turnbull,
which consisted of gentlemen who had not played for

a number of years, the result being a win for the

boys. Afternoon tea was provided by Messrs Gardiner and

Woolridge, assisted by Miss Gardiner, of Hawke’s Bay,
who is visiting her brother, and among those present were

Mesdames Barron, Adams, Johnston, and Higginson, and
Misses Barclay, Johnston, Henry, Harding, Izard, Pynsent,
Cooper, Fairchild, L. Williams, and Grace.

The ten mile foot-race at the North Shore, Auckland,
created a great deal of interest among running men. Nine

athletes started, but before the twenty-eighth lap of 400

yards only Spraggon and Saunders were left to contest the

race. Spraggon put on splendid speed for the last 200

yards, and reached the winning post a littleover a lap in

advance of his opponent. His time was Ihr. 6min. 38 sec.

The winner will receive the gold medal and clasp, and also a

gold medal to become his own property. Next year the

race will be extended to all clubs at the North Shore.

POLO SPORTS AND RACES.

The polo players were singularly fortunate in their
weather. All the time the tournameut lasted bright skies

and fresh breezes were the order of the day. On Saturday,
the day set apart for the sports and races, the same favour-

able conditions prevailed, and large numbers of people
found their way to Potter’s Paddock. A large party from

Government House, including Lord and Lady Glasgow,
Lady Hopetoun, and the Duchess of Buckingham, were

among the spectators. Looking at it from every point of
view—except, perhaps, that of the points—the gathering

was a most interesting and amusing one. With the excep-
tion of two slight accidents, which befell Mr Stewart and

Mr Chapman, nothing occurred to mar the enjoyment of

the afternoon. The injuries of these two gentlemen—Mr
Stewart dislocated his shoulder, and Mr Chapman sprained
his ankle—were at once attended to by Dr. Purchas. One
of the most interesting events of the afternoon, although it

had no place on the programme, was the presentation by

Lady Glasgow of the Savile cup to the Christchurch team,
who have again won it. After receiving the trophy on be-

half of his club, Mr A. H. Rhodes responded in a suitable

manner.

A very long programme of sports had been prepared,
and in it were several novelties, the most picturesque of

which was the ribbon race. In this competition the liders

had to start with flowing ribbons, gallop round a post one

furlong distant back to the starting point; there dismount
and lead their ponies to their lady nominators who threaded

a needle with the ribbon, remount again, gallop round

another post a furlong distant, and thus home. The race,

which reminded one somewhat of circus riding, was won by
Mrs E. D. O’Rorke’s pony Gimbo in the first heat; by Miss

Kerr-Taylor’s Bamboo in the second; and by Lady Hope-
toun’sPunchin the third. In thefinal heat Bamboo carried

off the bracelet.

The Steeplechase was a splendid affair, the ponies clearing
the obstructions in grand style. The distance was about

one and a-half miles, and the order at the winning post was -.
—Mr J. G. Wilson’s The Lion, first; Mr Harrison’s Maori

Girl, second ; Mr Watson’s Scroggins, third.

In the Hurdles Maori Girl took the first place, and in the

Polo ]Ball race, Mr R. H. Rhodes’ Blazes carried off the

trophy. (A prize of £5 was given by Colonel Dawson, the

President of the Polo Club, to the winner of this race.)

Bamboo, who was the winner of the Ladies’ Bracelet,

was equally successful in the Cup race. He was closely

followed by Featherstone (Mr H. Cameron), and Fairy
(Mr S. Williamson).

That amusing event, the Cigar and Umbrella Race at-

tracted many competitors. The result was as follows :—Mr
Riddiford’s Tam, first; Mr O’Rorke’s Gimbo, second ; Dr.

Purchas’ Black Draught, third.

The Tandem Race of four furlongs was won by Mr

Riddiford’s Tam and Ted, Mr R. H. Rhodes’ Jack O' Lan-

tern and Vitex coming second, and in the final heat of the

Bending Competition Captain Hunter-Blair’s Punch was

the successful pony.

TENNIS.

Only two matches were played on the Parnell lawn on

Saturday, and in both the home team were successful. lu

the first match, Misses Atkinson and E. Laishley (P.) met

and defeated Misses L. Ring and Picken of Auckland. in

the second match Mrs Blair and Mr Rich of Parnell joined
issue with Miss Ring and Mr Bagnall of Auckland, and

won. On the Auckland ground an exciting match was

•played between Mrs Chapman and Miss Nicholson of the

home club and Miss Mowbray and Miss Rookes of Parnell.

The ladies of the home team proved too strong for their

visitors, and won the game by 6to 2. In the second set

Parnell retrieved itself by scoring 9 to 7; but in the third

set the strangers were again overcome, the result of the set

being Auckland 6 ; Parnell 1. All the ladies play a re-

markably good game. After the ladies had finished, a stiff

contest was entered on by Messrs Gillies and Tempest (P.)
and Messrs Goldie and Scherff (A). In the end the Parnell

men were victorious. The scores were 6-1, 63, 6-8, 63.

ON the Elen and Epsom ground Misses Paton and Spiers
(E) beat Mrs Gentles and Miss Bastard (W.E ). Messrs

Elliott and Paton (E) beat Messrs Macky and Paterson
(W.E.), and Miss Hesketh and Mr Hooper (E) beat Miss

Pateison and Mr Haven (W.E.). On the West End lawn

Misses M. Paton and Hall (E) beat Misses Billington and

Eva Russell (W. E.). Messrs Sykes and Upfill (E) beat

Messrs Ballantyne and Cooke (W.E ), and Miss C. Hardie

and Mr Hall (E) beat Miss Russell and Mr Russell (W.E.).

The secretary of the Association was unable to supply us

with the scores in these matches. The following is the re-

sult of these two inter-club matches so far :—Eden and

Epsom : Won 13, lost 5 ; West End : Won 4, lost 14. The

next round will be played on April 8, as the Easter holi-

days intervene.

The Onehuuga gentlemen players tried their skill against

Newmarket onSaturday, sending in three doubles and one

single. Out of these Onehuuga won one double and the

single, and lost one double. The evening closed in before

the third double could be finished, so it was postponed till

next Saturday.

The West End Lawn was crowded on Saturday after-

noon, and a most lively interest was manifested by the

spectators in the three inter club sets. Ponsonby was again
doomed to misfortune, for the West End members suffered

defeat both on their own and the Eden and Epsom Lawn,

the match for Saturday being Eden and Epsom v. West

End. Still West End need not be discouraged by its

failures. The Club is a comparatively young one, and

though strong in two or three of its members, requires lime

to organise itself into a ‘ crack ’ body. If tea is as effectual

a consoler of life’s disappointments as the advertisements

affirm, Ponsonby will take its losses lightly, for the tea and

cakes provided by the Misses Henderson were unsurpassable
both as regards quality and quantity.

Lord Dunraven's letter, which accompanied his chal-

lenge for the American cup, appears to have stunned the

committee of the New York Yacht Club. The terms which

he lias asked of the club are not what we should have liked

proposed ; but no doubt they are sufficiently satisfactory to

meet theapproval of British yacht clubs. This awkward

denouement is, however, promised : Should Lord Dunraven

succeed in winning the cup (according to the Standard's

correspondent), some members of the New York Yacht
Club have determined to apply for an injunction to prevent
the cup being handed over, on the ground that the chal-

lenge has not been made in accordance with the terms of

the ‘ new deed of gift.’ This will be a very unpleasant
situation, but we heard some time ago that it is one which

is certain to occur if the terms of the deed are not complied
with. The way out of the difficulty is to burn that deed.
What we hope, however, is that Mr Carroll's cutter, which

Herreshort' is building, will win the gold cup of the Royal
Victoria Yacht Club. We will then be little troubled about

the American cup, that much discussed trophy will once

more sink into oblivion.
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The Waikomiti Poisoning Case.

THE trial of Alexander Scott is likely to rank as one of

the most celebrated criminal cases in the annals of

New Zealand Courts. The facts of the case are

pretty well known throughout New Zealand, or at least the

North Island, and have excited a great deal of interest.

In Auckland thepublic have heard somuch of it that they were

almost beginning to get tired of the seemingly interminable

recapitulation of evidence that was found necessary before

the prisoner was finally committed to take his trial at the

Supreme Court. When that stage in the proceedings had

been reached the excitement quite subsided, only, however,

to awake again at the opening of the criminal sittings

about a fortnight ago. Even then, however, the case did

not come so quickly to a termination as had been expected.
Owing to the illness of two of the jurymen, when the trial

had proceeded some distance, the juty had to be dis-

missed, and a new one empanelled. This

delay rather tended to augment the public
interest in the matter, and up to the time of

our going to press the accounts of the trial

which have been published in the daily papers

have been closely watched. The proceedings
have necessarily been very lengthy, a large

numberof witnesses having had to be examined.

In opening the case, the Crown prosecutor,
Mr Tole, put the facts clearly and succinctly
before the jury. He stated that it would be

shown that the deceased William Thompson
died from strychnine poisoning, and that

it would be proved that the prisoner

was in attendance on the deceased, and had also purchased

poisons at various establishments. Mr Tole then said that

the question for the jury to decide was whether Thompson

died from poison administered by himself, or whether it was

administered to him by Alexander Scott.

The evidence of the various witnesses examined, most of

which was made public some months ago, proves, beyond
doubt, that Scott was a constant attendant on Thompson
during the latter’s illness ; that, at that time, he purchased
poisons from various shops, and that he was the only

person with the deceased when the latter died. Clear evi-

dence was also adduced of strong familiarity between the

prisoner and Mrs Thompson, and letters that had passed be-

tween them were read in court.

Throughout all the proceedings the prisoner has appeared
perfectly self-possessed. He is well-dressed, and answered
‘Not guilty, your Honour’ in a firm voice when he heard

the charge of which he stood accused. He looks in better

health than he did at tbe time of the inquest. The incar-

ceration be has lately undergone and the terrible anxiety
that he must have suffered seemingly have had no'bad
effect on him. Every day during the proceedings a large
number of persons have occupied that part of the court re-

served for the public, and the ladies' gallery has had occu-

pants on several occasions. The details of evidence have an

attraction for a not inconsiderable class of persons, but the

Auckland public, as a whole, have not, on this occasion,

displayed any morbid appetite for sensational disclosures.
It would be out of place here to make any comment on

this celebrated case before the jury has returned its verdict.
Throughout the trial the prisoner has been ably represented
by his counsel, and he can have no complaint against the

just manner the casefor the prosecution has been conducted.
Whatever opinion may be entertained regaiding his guilt or

innocence by the outsidepublic, we know thathe will have full

justice in so far as it is in the power of man to give him it.

As the case, whatever the verdict may be, is likely to rank
as a cause celebre. in New Zealand, we give in this issue a

carefully executed picture of the court taken

during the trial. From this those of the
public who have an interest in the matter, but

have no desire to be spectators of the scene,will
be able to form a clear impression of the ap-

pearance of the court’s interior during the trial.
The picture of Scott, who is represented
sitting in the dock, is a very good likeness of

the man.

The photographs of the counsel for the

defence and prosecution were taken by Mr

Hanna specially for re production in the

Graphic. That of Mr Judge Conolly is from

a picture taken sometime ago by Mr Martin.

Hanna, photo, Auckland.

MR J. A. TOLE,

Crown Prosecutor.

Hanna, photo,, Auckland.

MU EDWIN HESKETH,

Counsel for the Prisoner.

Martin, photo., Auckland.

MR JUSTICE CONOLLY.

Hemus photo., Auckland.

ALEXANDER SCOTT.

The Accused.

Hanna, photo., Auckland,

MR THEO. COOPER,

For the Prosecution.

Hanna, photo., Auckland,

MR S. HESKETH,

Counsel for the Prisoner.
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DREAMS THAT DID NOT DECEIVE.

• Weare sueh stuffas dreams aremade of.

And our little life is roundedby a sleep.'

Abe dreame visitations from anunseen world, or meiely co-

incidences ? Considering what the Psychical Society would

fain have the world believe to day, is it surprising that in

all ages there has been a very considerable belief in the

reality of visions seen in sleep?
THE AMBASSADORS WARNING.

In 1553, Nicholas Wotton, our ambassador in Fiance,
dreamed two nights in succession that his nephew, Thomas

Wotton, then in England, was about to join in an enter-

prise which would result in the death and ruin of himself

and family. To prevent such a catastrophe he wrote to

Queen Mary, and begged her to send for his nephew, and
cause him to be examined by the Lords of the Council on

some frivolous pretence, and committed to the Tower. This
was done ; and on the Ambassador's return Thomas Wotton

confessed to him that, but for his committal to prison, he

would have joined the insurrection led by Sir Thomas

Wyatt. It is also recorded of the same Thomas Wotton

that he, being in Kent, dreamed one night that the Oxford

University Treasury had been robbed by five persons ; and as

he was writing to his son at the university the next day,
he mentioned his dream. Singular io relate, the letter
reached Sir Henry Wotton on the morning after therobbery
had been actually committed, and led to the discovery of

the perpetrators.
THE MOTHER'S DYING CALL.

M. Boismont, in a work on the subject of dreams, relates

that a young woman who was living with her uncle, and

whose mother was many miles distant, dreamed she saw her

looking deadly pale, and apparently dying, and that she

heard her ask for her daughter. The persons in the room,

thinking it was her granddaughter she wanted, who had the

same name, went to fetch her ; but the dying woman signi-
fied that it was not she, but her daughter in Paris whom she
wanted to see. She appeared deeply grieved at her absence,
and in a few minutes ceased to exist. It was afterwards

found that her mother did actually die on that night, and

that the circumstances attending her death were precisely
those her daughter had witnessed in her dream.

REVEALED BY A DREAM.

There is another instance which we remember to have

read, but we are unable at this moment to refer to the book

in which it was related. It is as follows : A man who was

employed in a brewery suddenly disappeared, and nothing

could be ascertained respecting him Years passed away

without tbe mystery being cleared up, until onenight one

of the workmen, who slept io the same room with another,
heard the latter muttering something in his sleep about the

missing man. The workman questioned him, and elicted

replies from him to the effect that he had put the man into

the furnace beneath the vat. He was apprehended on the

following day. He theu confessed that he had quarrelled
with the other, and that in the passion of the moment he

had killed him, and disposed of the body by putting it in the

furnace.
HOW THE SHIP WAS SAVED.

The author of ‘ Signs Before Death ’ tells of a certain

Captain John Rodgers, who commanded a vessel proceeding
to Virginin, that he one night left the deck and went to

bed, leaving the chiefmate in charge of the vessel. About

three hours afterwards he woke, and heard the second mate

asking the other officer how the vessel was going, and heard

the chief mate reply that the wind was fair, and the vessel
was sailing well. The captain then fell asleep again, and

dreamed that a man pulled him and told him to goondeck.
He woke, turned over, and went to sleep again, and again
dreamed the same thing, and this repeatedly, until he could

bear it nolonger, but dressed and went on deck. The night
was fair, and there was nothing apparent to excite alarm.

He questioned the mate, and received satisfactory answers,

whereupon he turned to go below ; but, as he did so, he
seemed to hear a voice close to him say,

‘ Heave the lead.’

He asked the mate when he last took soundings, and what

depth of water he had got. The latter answered, ‘ About
an hour ago, and found sixty fathoms.’ The captain ordered
him to heave the lead again. The soundings were eleven
fathoms, and at a second cast only seven fathoms. The
vessel was put about immediately, and, as she wore round,
she had only four fathoms and a half under her stern. The
next morning they found they were within sight of the

American coast, and that, had the vessel continued but one

cable’s length further on the course she was steering in the
night she would have gone ashore.

A SHADOWY VISITANT.

There is a singular dream, recorded in ‘ Warley’s Won-
ders of the Little World,’ of an Englishman residing in

Prague. He was lying iu his bed one morning, when he

dreamed that a shadow appeared to him, and told him thtt
his father was dead. He awoke in great alarm, and taking
his diary, made an entry of the circumstance, with the day
and hour when it took place. This book, with many other
things, he put into a barrel and sent to England. Coing
from Prague to Nuremberg, he met at the latter place a

merchant who had come from England, and who knew his

family well. This gentlemen told him that his father was

dead. Four years later be himself reached England ;
but before he would touch the barrel he had sent from

Prague, he procured the attendance of his sisters and some

friends, and iu their piesence opened the barrel, took out

the book, and called their attention to the entry. To the

astonishment of all present, the date was that of the date

on which his father died.

CURIOUS FULFILMENT.

Sir John Pringle relates the following curious fulfilment
of a dream. When a boy of fifteen he dreamt that he met

with a strange accident—that he had fallen, in fact, into the

crater of an active volcano, and was only rescued from his

perilous position by means of ropes, with (treat difficulty,
after many hours, it seemed, of durance. The dream was

so vivid and circumstantial that it made a great impression
on the boy’s mind, and he mentioned it to several people.
Years passed away, when Pringle chanced to be in Sicily,
and here he joined a party of young Englishmen in making
the ascent ot Mount Etna. They attempted too close an

examination of the crater. Pringle lost his footing, and

was precipitated into a cup like depression, from which it

was impossible for him to extricate himself. In this terrible

predicament the recollection of his dream Hashed upon him.

For years he bad never thought of it, but now the horrible

nightmare was reproduced iu all its fearful realism. After
a long and anxious delay he was rescued by means

of ropes, precisely as he had been in his dream. Sir

John Pringle was a man of undoubted veracity, ami, though
a Scotchman, was not addicted to a belief in second sight.

COMMON THINGS.

Give me, dear Lord, thy magic common tilings,
Which all can see, which all may share.

Sunlight and dewdrops, grass and stars and sea,
Nothing unique or new, and nothing rare.

Just daisies, knapweed, wind among the thorns ;

Some clouds to cross the blue old sky above ;
Rain, winter tires, a useful hand, a heart,

The common glory of a woman’s love.

Then, when my feet nolonger tread old paths
(Keep them from fouling sweet things anywhere),

Wiite one old epitaph in grace lit words :
‘Such things look fairer that he sojourned here ’

C. L. M.
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The Polo Tournament At Auckland.

IT
would be foolish to predict thatpolo was likely in the

future to contest the supremacy with cricket or foot-

ball among our colonial national eports. Many of its

ardent devotees may entertain some such high expectation
for it, and they have certainly more reason for their faith
than would he the case if this were England instead of New

Zealand. Here the one thing necessary for the game, the

pony, can be had at a very moderate sum, and kept for a

trifle, so that the number who may indulge in the sport is

very much larger,in proportion to thepopulation, than in the
old country. The ruling passion of Australasia—the love ot

horse flesh—is also very much in favour of the realisation of

the dreams of the enthusiastic polo player. But, with all

the advantages it possesses in these colonies over what it

has at home, it is most improbable that polo can ever take
the place of our two great field sports. Even here, it must

continue the game of a class only. It will be a considerable
class, no doubt, but small in comparison with that vast

army of athletes who own allegiance to the willow or the

leather. Among that class, however, and among all sport-
loving spectators, polo is certain to rise rapidly in favour.

The presence of the horses is a guarantee of that.

From a utilitarian point of view the game may not appear

at first sight so worthy of encouragement as some others of

our sports. Compared with yachting, for instance, it may

be less calculated to develop in the youth of a nation those

qualities of fearlessness, hardihood, and quickness of

resource which a life on the sea develops, and of course the

game does not afford the maritime training that yachting
does—a training which is of the utmost importance in a

country situated like New Zealand. But polo has advan-

tages of its own. To play it well requires a steady, fearless,

and accomplished rider, and a well-trained pony with no

mean powers of endurance. Perhaps to onlookers it might

appear that the pony does most of the work, and that the

rider has a rather easy time of it galloping over the field.

Polo-players, however, assure us that this is not the case.

It is hard work for the pony, they admit, but it is no child’s

play for the man. The game, when one comes to under-
stand it, which only a few in Auckland now do, is full of

capabilities, and calls for the possession of qualities in both

horse and rider that the casual spectator never would

imagine necessary. The propagandists of the game

claim that of all out door

sports it is the most

scientific. Cricketers will

hardly allow this claim to

pass unchallenged, and it

is very doubtful whether it

can be established. We

will not pause here to make

comparisons, which would

not be understood by most

of our readers whose ac-

quaintance with the new

game is not very old or very

close. The two games

stand on a different

footing. Polo is com-

paratively a new game

to Englishmen, whereas

cricket was probably

played on English
meadows before Wales

was conquered, before Ban-

nockburn was fought.

But in point of age our

great national game is in

its infancy compared with

polo, which can be traced

back to the year 600 n c.

In its home in the east

it was therefore played,
when the British Isles

were a terra incognita,
except to an occasional

ship from Phoenicia that

touched at their shores for

the sake of the tin.

This eastern origin gives
to the game an exotic

flavour, which has a

certain piquancy for both

players and on-lookers.

Most of us had heard of it

before its introduction into

England by the officers of

our Indian army. Even

though we were ignorant

of what Persia’s epic poet

or other of her bards had

said of the game, we all remember the references to the

sport in the enchanting pages of the * Arabian Nights.' That
vision of onr own which we had of polo, we have nodoubt

had to undo duiing the last week, but the impression left

with us of tbe game is decidedly a favourable one.

Auckland has certainly been afforded an ample oppor-
tunity of judging of its merits. For three days both riders
and ponies worked hard to gain the honours of the tourna-

ment before crowds of spectators. The contest is all over

now, and Christchurch, which from tbe beginning was the

favourite, will again return to the City of tbe Plains with

the Savile Cup still in its possession. No one will grudge
them the honour attaching to their victory. They have

won the fight fairly and well, besides giving us an oppor-

tunity of seeing some of the best littlebits of horseflesh in

the colony.
To give an account of t he various matches in full is hardly

necessary. The daily papers have already done that, but
a short account of each day’s proceedings may prove of in-

terest when accompanied by the pictures of the men and

ponies, which were specially taken for the Graphic.

The weather on Wednesday the opening day of the

tournament, was perfect, and a fashionable assembly were

gathered in Potter’s Paddock to witness the sport. Among
those present were theDuchessof Buckingham and Chandos,

Lady Hopetoun, Ladies Augusta, Alice, and Dorothy Boyle,
Misses Wolfe-Murray and Hallowes, Lord Northesk (A.D.C.
to Lord Hopetoun), Colonel Pat Boyle, Sir M. O’Rorke,
and Captain Hunter-Blair. Tbe event of the day was the

meeting of Christchurch and Auckland No. 1. The Christ-
church Club team included A. E. G. Rhodes, No. 1 ; R. H.

Rhodes, No. 2 ; W. F. M. Buckley, No. 3 ; and G. Palmer,
back. To these Auckland opposed Dr. A. C. Purchas, No.
1 ; E. O’Rorke, No 2 ; Captain Hunter-Blair, No 3 ;
A. R. Lockhart, back. The riders formed a picturesque
group as they took their places in the field on their glossy,
spirited little ponies. The freshness of the men and horses

gave a cautionscharacter to the play dnring the first spell,
but, in spite of strenuous efforts on tbe part of the local

men, when time was called Christchurch bad scored 2points
to Auckland’s nil. On the game resuming, by a more

dashing style of play Auckland managed to hold its own

better than it had done during the previous spell. Captain

Hnnter-Blair, supported by E. D. O’Rorke, dealt some ad-
mirable strokes, but fate seemed against tbe local men.

All ot a sndden Palmer charged up the field with the ball.
His comrades saw their opportunity, and dashing to bis
support the Southerners carried the ball right up to Auck-
land’s goal posts Here fortune favoured their bravery, for

the running ball, striking a pony’s hoof, glanced off, and

found its way between the goal posts of the local men.

After this disappointment Auckland worked hard, but

with no winning result. A slight casualty occurred
during this part of the afternoon Mr R H. Rhodes,
after doing some hard bitting, was dismounted in a collision
with Mr Lockhart. Neither the rider nor his horse were

injured. This part of the game proved most interesting,
although neither side scored. At first Auckland managed
to keep the ball on the enemy’s ground, till some hard
hits from R. H. Rhodes foiced the local team. The latter,
however, quickly recovering itself, swept with the ball before
them right up to within an easy distance of the Canterbury
goal post. Here they managed to bold their position for a

time, and O’Rorke, by some clever manoeuvring almost

succeeded in making a goal. But the visitors turned the
tide and were within an aceof scoring when Hnnter-Blair
came to the rescue and drove the ball back. Only for a

moment, however, for Palmer quickly met the little white
sphere, and returned it to Auckland ground. Captain
Hunter-Blair again earned the thanks of his comrades by
peremptorily evicting the missile and following it into
Cbristchuich teiritory. At this point time was sounded.

The third spell saw some brilliant play on the part of the
Aucklanders. With O’Rorke at their head they just missed
scoring a goal before they had been very long in the field.
But the visitors were obdurate, and after a little the local
team had to retreat before them and do its utmost to pre-

serve its goal against Palmer’s fine play. Alter a little
Auckland began to play a less defensive game, and the ball

was kept in a more central position. But the home team

were fighting as it were for their hearths and homes, and

soon showed that they were determined not to retire from
the field without a single point in view of all their fellow
citizens. Great brilliancy characterised their play, though
perhaps their efforts were too individual. They
were successful, however, Captain Hunter-Blair caught
the ball about half - way down the field and
skied it towards tbe enemy’s goal. The stroke was an

excellent one, and when the missile fell, Dr. Purchas, who

had followed up, guided it between the goal posts. Im-
mense applause broke forth from the spectators congregated
on the stand or outside the limits of tbe arena. Auckland
had made its first score. But Christchurch was still two

ahead, and, although O’Rorke, and Hunter-Blair did all

NEW ZEALAND POLO TEAMS AT THE THE AUCKLAND TOURNAMENT.

Hanna, photo, Auckland.

FIRST ROW.—A. EVANS, S. WILLIAMSON, K. KEILLER. C. WHEWELL. SECOND ROW.—J. BARKER, J. O. WILSON, W. F. M. BUCKLEY, D. G. RIDDIFORD,
H. WATSON. A. MCDONALD, T. CAMERON. THIRD ROW.—G. PALMER, A. C. PURCHAS. K. D. O'RORKE, R. HUNTER-BLAIR. B. LANK. W. CHAPMAN,

H. P. HARRISON. FOURTH ROW.—H. CAMERON, U. H. TUCKER, J. F. DIXON, J. COLEGROVE, W. WYNYARD, T. FERGUSON, W. A. KEILLER.
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they could to lessen the difference between the two scores,

they managed to effect nothing when time was called.

Daring this spell Dr. Purchas came a cropper, but fortun-

ately neither he nor bis mount were hurt. The fourth spell
was characterised by some stiff play on both sides, but no

scores were made for some time. At length, after a good
deal of loose play, the ball got behind Auckland's posts,
and almost immediately after it had emerged into the open
field, it was struck by Buckley through his opponents’ up-
rights. When the match ended the scores read :

Christchurch ... ... 4

Auckland
... 1

During the same afternoon the Rangitikei and Warren-

gate teams joined issue, with the result that the match
ended with Rangitikei first for 3, and Warrengate close be-

hind with a score of 2.

On Thursday afternoon beautiful weather again favoured

the players and the spectators, among whom the Govern-

ment House party were again conspicuous. Two matches

were played,'and in both the contestants were more equally
matched than on the previous day, when Christchurch de-

feated Auckland. The first conflict was between Auck-

land 11. and Gisborne, and in it the local team

to some extent retrieved the honour of the northern

city. At first, indeed, the local team seemed to have

it all their own way, but later on the strangers fought
their way most manfully till its score was equal with that

of the local team, which recorded three points. The latter,
however, by the skilful play of Whewell and Wynyard
managed to secure another goal before the final whistle
sounded, thus securing a win by one point. The personnel
of the two teams is as follows :—Gisborne : H. N. Watson

(No. 1), G. Williamson (No. 2), W. H. Tucker (No. 3), and
H. Evans (back). Auckland No. 11. :H. Wynyard (No.

1), J. F. Dixon (No. 2), C. Whewell (No. 3), and J. Cole-

grove (back).

The next match was that between Christchurch and

Rsngitikei. The latter was composed of J. Bourke (No. 1),
D. G. Riddiford (No. 2), J. G. Wilson (No. 3), and A.

Keiller (back). Notwithstanding clever play on the part of

Riddiford, Christchurch went ahead in splendid style, and

had scored three when the Rangitikei had not made a point.
The fortune of the Canterbury team then began to turn,
and their opponents managed to have two points to their

name when the match closed.

On Friday the contest that decided to which of the New

Zealand Polo teams the Savile Cup should belong for the

next twelve months, took place. From the first it was

more than suspected that Auckland 11. would be defeated,
still that did not prevent a large concourse from finding
their way in the afternoon to Potter’s Paddock. The re-

sult proved that the skill of theChristchurch men had not

been overrated. Auckland was beaten, and beaten most

thoroughly. But the local men, although they played a

losing game, played it in excellent style. Colegrove dis-

tinguished himself particularly, and he was well aided by
his companions. But it was all to no purpose. The
Christchurch team, flushed with previous victory, and con-

fident of success, carried all before them, and when the

match closed had scored 5 goals, while their opponents were

nothing.

MARK TWAIN ON WOMEN.

At a public dinner Mark Twain was selected to return

thanks for the toast of ‘ The Ladies.’ Said he, * Let us con-

sider woman’s-ways. Her first is dress. In this there are

two marked antipodal types—the savage and the culti-

vated daughter of high modern civilization. Among
the Fans, a great negro tribe, a woman, when dressed for

home, shopping, or for calling, wears nothing, but—her
complexion. It is the legitimate costume, and its material

is of the darkest. It has often been mistaken for mourn-

ing. It wears well, and it does not show the dirt; you
need not send it to the wash to have itcharged for, torn,
or exchanged for other people’s things. It always fitswell,
and is always done up. When you visit one of those Fan

ladies and send up your card, her maid never says,
“ Please

take a seat, sir, my mistress is dressing, and will be down
in three-quarters of an hour or more.” No, she is always
dressed and ready for company. The Fan ladies don’t go
to church to see what bonnets other ladies have got on,
and, on their return home, describe and criticise them.
On state occasions, though, they are more dressy—wear
bracelets, earrings, and a belt, also stockings, but,
with true feminine fondness of display, upon their
arms. At funerals they put on a jacket of tar and

ashes; and at their weddings the bride significantly slips
into trousers. There the daik child of savagery and the

fair one of civilisation meet upon common ground. “ One
touch of nature makes the whole world kin.” Now, we

will consider the dress of the other type. A large part of

the daughter of civilisation is her dress. Some women

would lose half their charm without dress, and some would
lose the whole of it. The daughter of modern civilisation,
dressed at her utmost, is a marvel of exquisite and beauti-
ful art and—expense. All lands, climes, and art are laid
under tributeto furnish her forth.’ (Here the witty satirist
went into details as to where her different articles of toilet
come from.) Then he continued : ‘Her hair—from—from
— from—l do not know where her hair comes from. I never

could find out—that is, her Sunday hair ; I do not mean

the hair she goes to bed with ; it is that hair she twists and

coils round her head, and harpoons with a hairpin. Well,
you see what the daughter of civilisation is when she is

dressed, and what the daughter of savagery is when she

hn’t. Such is woman as to her costume I

MAINLY ABOUT PEOPLE.

Mr andMrs P. Cunningham and family, and Mr and

Mrs W. D. Wood have booked passages for London per
Tainui, leaving on the 22nd instant.

Sir John Thurston, Governor of Fiji and High Com-

missioner for the Westein Pacific, and Lady Thurston leave

for Sydney on the Ist of April. His Excellency, it is

understood, proceeds there for the purpose of conferring

with the Admiral prior to his projected cruise among the

Gilbert and other island groups, which have been recently

annexed bv Great Britain and laced under his jurisdic-
tion. His Excellency will return to Auckland before his

departure for the Gilbert Islands. Lady Thurston and

family will remain here until his return from the cruise.

Hastings seems sorry to lose the popular Sergeant Pick-

ering, who has gone to reside at Te Ante. Before his de-

parture he was the recipient of a very gratifying mark of

esteem from the citizens of Hastings, the present taking
the form of a well filled purse. The Mayor made the pre-

sentation in a very happy speech, which was feelingly re-

plied to by Sergeant Pickering. Mr C. A. Loughnan made

a neat speech on behalf of the Bar, of whom there were

several representatives. Mr A. L. D. Fraser also made a

very nice speech. After all the speeches were finished the

party adjourned to Mr Caulton’s to drink the recipient’s
health.

A number of applications were received for the post of

organist at the Napier Cathedral church. The selection

finally fell upon Mr J. Morgan Barnett, at present organist
of St. David’s Cathedral, Hobart. This gentleman came to

the colonies about three years ago on account of his health,

and brought with him the testimony of some of the best

judges of music that, • there are very few in England who

equal Mr Barnett as a pianist and organist.’ The Dean of

Hobart writes of him : ‘We have never had his equal in

Tasmania.’ Hastings may therefore be congratulated upon

having secured the services of such a capable musician.

Mrs Sise (Dunedin) entertained at lunch a small party
in honour of Mrs Randall McDonald, who is at present on a

visit from Christchurch to her sister, Mrs Sinclair Thom-

son.

Mr Salisbury, of Ngakuta, Picton, is a passenger by
the Rimutaka for Home. It is forty years since Mr Salis-

bury left England, and he is taking a holiday and sea-

voyage partly to recruit his health, and partly to see his

only remaining relative—a sister

HEART’S BLOSSOMS.

My heart is like a red rose tiee,
Restarted with countless Howers of love,

That freshly bud and bioom for thee,
Whom I adore all things above.

And every day I strip my tree

Of every rose that redly blows,
To offer all my wealth to thee,

Till there is left no single rose.

But lo ! fresh blossoms bud and break

On that poor tree that I stripped bare,
New iioAeisof love for thy dear sake,

Bloom on my heart's tree everywhere !
So do I love thee more and more,

And every day fresh roses start,
In reddest fragrance o'er and o’er

Upon the rose-tree of my heart !
Ethel M. De Fonblanqhe.

“GRATEFUL RESULTS”

Mrs. Lydia M. Tarbox, of Altoona,

Pennyslvania, U. S. A.

A Life of Suffering and Misery, without

Sleep, without Appetite, with Bowels al-

ways Out of Order.

Restored to Health by the use of

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
“

Last Sprinz. I was grievously afflicted
with Biliousness and Liver Complaint. My
mouth was in a terrible condition every morn-

ing, my tongue thickly coated, my b eath was
offensive ; food distr* ssed me, I suffered much

from headache, my sk n was sallow, and my

bowels weri always out of order. Sleep did

not refresh me, no* did the many remedies,
recommended do me any good. At last I com-
menced using Ayer’4 Sarsap irilla, and my im-

provement began almost from the first dose It

relieved the distress about my liver, regulated
my bowels, caused food to*etwell onmy ston ach,
cured mv headache, improved my complexion,
and re-tore i my appetite. Those unlocked for,
but grateful, results were accomplished by only
*wnami a half I ottles of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.”—
Mrs. Lydia M. Ta..box, Altoona, Pa., U. S. A.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
Made by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co, Lowell, Mass., U.S. A.

Mc.c cured ethers, will cure you,

From Dunedin we hear that quite a numberof people are leav-

ing for Home. Mr and Mrs Michie and family depart for England

by the P. and O. steamer about the middle of April, and a party of

friends leave by the Morayshire, including Miss Walker, who has

been ona visit to her nephew, Mr G. Denniston. Miss Butter-
worth is also going. News has come that Dr. and Mrs Maunsell.
who went Homea long time ago. intend staying there indefinitely.
Miss Neill has gone to Melbourne, and Miss K. Stephenson to

Sydney for a stay of some weeks, and Mr and Mrs James Mills
have also goneto Sydney. Mrs Robert Neill gave an afternoon

as a farewell to her friends prior toleaving for Melbourne, so that,
in addition to thosewho have alreadygone aw*aythere will be
quite a loss in social circles.

E W EAL A N D RAILWAYS.
AUCKLAND SECTION.

EASTER HOLIDAYS, 1893.

FAKES AND TRAIN ARRANGEMENTS.

FARES.

Ordinary Return Tickets, for distances under 21 miles issued
March 29th to April 4th (both datesinclusive), will be available
for return upto and including April 18th.

Excursion Tickets at the following fares, availableby any train,
will be issued at Auckland, Newmarket, Onehunga, and Otahuhu
to the undermentioned stations, and at the undermentioned
stations (except Okoroire and Oxford) to Auckland, from Wednes-
day, March 29th, to Tuesday, April4th (both datesinclusive), and

will be available for return up to and including Tuesday, April
18th.

RETURN FARES.
Ist Class 2nd Class

Ngaruawahia |
Hamilton West) 18s 12s

Ohaupo 20s 13s

Te Awamutu )
Cambridge f • • 21s 14s
Morrrinsville )
Te Aroha 22s 15s

Okoroire I
Oxford j 26s 19s

Holders of these tickets may break the journey (which must be

commenced on the day of issue) at any stopping station after
travelling twenty miles from the original starting station.

These tickets may
beextended fora further period ofa fortnight

on application being made to the stationto which the ticket was

issued before the date of expirj, on payment of the dilluicncu oc-

tween an ordinary single ticket and half the excursion fare.

RACE TICKETS.

Auckland, Newmarket, and Onehunga toRacecourse Platform,
on April Ist and 3rd, single or return, irrespective ofclass (includ-

ing admission to Course), 2s 6d ; rail only. Is fcd ; Racecourse to

Auckland, Is. Ticketsavailable for dayof issue only.

TRAIN ARRANGEMENTS.

THURSDAY, MARCH 30th—TRAINS POSTPONED : The
usual 3.50 p.m. train Auckland to Penrose, will leave Auckland
at 4.15 p.m.and will run through to Onehunga. The usual 4.15
p.m. train Auckland to Mercer will leave Auckland at 5.40 p.111.,

and will run correspondingly later throughout. The usual 4.40

p.m. train Auckland to Helensville will leave Auckland at 6.20
p.m., and will runcorrespondingly later throughout.

GOOD FRIDAY, MARCH 31st.

The ordinary train service will be suspended. Trains will run
between Auckland and Onehunga as onSundays.

For Excursion to To Aroha, Cambridge, and Lichfield, see

special posters.

EASTER SATURDAY AND MONDAY

On APRIL Ist a train will leave Helensville for Kaukapakapa
immediately after the arrival at Helensville of the evening train

from Auckland (postponed), 1eturning Kaukapakapa to neiens-

ville atonce ; thes.o p.m. train Auckland to Penrose and Ota tmhu,
and the 5.40p.m. (postponed) train Auckland to Mercer will have

connection with Onehunga, reaching Onehunga at 5.40 p.m. and

6.25p.m. respectively.
Ou APRIL3rd. the 520a.m. tr.iin Helensville to Kaukapakapa,

and the 5.48 a.m. train Kaukapakapa to Helensville, will rimas
on Fridays and Saturdays; the 5.0 p.m. train Auckland to Pen-

rose ai.d Otahuhu, and the5.40p.m. (postponed! train Auckland
to A.erccr will have connection with Onehunga, reaching
Onehunga at 5.40 p.m. and 6.25 p.m. respectively. A train will

leave Helensville for Kaukapakapa and back alter

arrival at Helensvilleof the (postponed) evening train from Atick

land; Ihe 11.40p.m. train Auckland to Onehunga will runas on

Saturdays.
'IKAINS CANCELLED-On AprilIst, 10 55 a.m. Auckland to

Helensville. the 11.55 a.m. Helensville to Auckland, and the5.20

p.m. and 6.20 p.m. Auckland toOnehunga will not run. On April
3rd, the 10.0 a.m. Helensville to Kaukapakapa. the 11.1 > a.m.

Kaukapakapa toHelensville, the 10.55 a.m. Auckland to llelens-
ville, the 11.55 a.m. Helensville to Auckland, the 5.20 p.m. Auck-

land to Onehunga, and the 6.20 p.m. Aucklandto Onehunga and

Otahuhu will not run
TRAINS POSTPONED On April Ist and 3rd. as on March

30th. with this addition, thaton April Ist the usual 7.40 p.m. train

Helensville to Kaukapakapa andback willrun onehour and forty
minutes later than usual throughout.

AUCKLAND RACES, APRIL Ist AND 3rd.

Trains will run to the Race-course Platform as follows: From

Auckland at 10.45 a.m., 11.30, 12 noon. 1.10, and 2 10 p.m., return

ing at 4.5 and 5.0 p.m., and at intervals up toa quarter of an hour
after thelast race.

From Onehunga at 11.5 a.m., 12.10 and 1.15 p.m., returning at

4.35. 5.20 and 6.0.p.m.
The 5.40p.m. (postponed) Auckland to Mercer train will stop at

the Race Course at 6.0to pick up passengers.
The Auckland goods sheds will be closed on March 31st and

April 3rd. They willbe openonSaturday, April Ist up to 11.0a.m.

only.
BY ORDER.
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BY DEATH BELEAGUERED.

BY ALICE KENNY

CHAPTER 111.

And death and destruction were left wherever their feet went by.
And the smoke from ruined homesteads darkened the summer

sky.

He felt the breath of the morning breeze
Blowing over the m» adows brown.
And one was safe and asleep in his bed
Who would that day be lying dead.

Alfred walked home that night in a state of exalted and

indescribable bliss, and the burden of his thoughts was ‘she
loves me.’ When he reached home he found a note from liis

partner saying that he was spending the night at so-and-

so’s. He laughed as he read it. ‘ Tom’s gone after his

girl,’ he said, ‘ Well, I wish him luck like mine.’

He was wakeful that night, and having no disposition to

go to bed, he sat down by his open window and looked out

into the night—the peaceful, fragrant night. The wind

stole softly in at the window and flickered the candle where

it stood. Alfred laid his arm on the sill, and leaned his
head upon it, ‘ This is a first-rate attitude to think in,’ he

said, and proved it by falling asleep where he sat. The

candle leaped up and then sank low, burned blue for a

moment and thenexpired.
What was that? Alfred was sitting upright in his chair,

wideawake. He was in utter darkness. What was that

found which had awakened him so suddenly? Without
knowing why he was convinced that it was a shot-con-
vinced beyond a doubt. He sprang up and leaned outof the

window. To his astonishment he found that the night was

nearly gone. A faint streak of light gleamed in the eastern

sky, the stars were growing pale, and everything without

looked grey and unfamiliar in the uncanny dawn light, and
the air that rustled softly through the trees had a sweet

damp smell. Though he listened several minutes every-
thing was silent and still. ‘I am certain it was a shot,’ he

said to himself, and his thoughts Hew instantly to the
Hauhaus, but he laughed at his own fears and murmured
‘ Impossible.’

Nevertheless he felt uneasy, and kept returning to the
thought : ‘ Supposing by any chance they did come swoop-
ing down on the settlement, just in the grey light like this,
what chance would the surprised, half armed settlers stand

for life? None at all.’ And then bethought of Damaris,
and it seemed to dawn upon him suddenly how ill-defended
they were, and how rashly the settlers were trusting to it

being an idle threat that Te Kooti would come for util

when the crops were in.

‘ It can do no harm to go and have a look round,’ he said

to himself, and he put on his hat and took down his gun
from its place above the bed Whistling softly to himself,
he stepped out into the grey dawn, and closing the gate
behind him, walked briskly down towards the river. He

looked back once at the little homestead standing so peace-

fully among its trees, little guessing that when next he
crossed the threshold it would be with the sky overhead

and charred ruins for walls and floor.

As he leached the river bank he heard again the sound of
a musket, clear and sharp, followed after a moment’s pause

by another and another. He stood listening. ' That’s over

at Matawheio,’ he said. ‘ 1 wonder what’s up.’
He did not wonder long, for as he stood undecided a

figure came running towards him, indistinct in the half

light. In another moment he saw that it was a lad.

• Hullo, there !’ he shouted, and at his voice the boy
uttered a cry and ran to him.

‘ What’s the matter?’ cried Alfred, catching him by the

arm.

The boy, whom he recognised as a little fellow employed
by one of the settlers, clung to him with both hands, trem-

bling and gasping for bieath.

‘What’s wrong? What on earth is the matter?’ cried
Alfred, alarmed.

‘ The Hauhaus ! the Hauhaus !’ gasped the boy.
‘The Hauhaus ! Where?’ cried Alfred.

‘Up there! At the Major’s! They’ve killed ’em all,’
sobbed the boy. ‘ I ran away and they didn’t see me.

They’ve killed the Major ! Oh ! don’t let them get me.’

‘Up there? Killed Major Biggs? Oh! it can’t be

true !’
• It is,’ cried the terrified boy, ‘ they’ve killed Mrs Biggs

too They’re killing all the people Hark! Oh! listen.’

Terribly distinct the sound of filing came to their ears,
and above the trees a dark wreath of smoke was mounting,
mounting into the pale grey sky, as though it would tell of

the fearful deeds that night bad seen.

Alfred turned towards the boy and caught his hand.

‘Come with me,’ he said, and dashed up towards Mr

Luttrell’s house. It was not far distant, but the few yards
I etween it and the river seemed trebly lengthened then.

How he ran, and ah ! how changed that still grey dawning
was already. The waking breeze that fanned his face
brought a faint odour of smoke to him, and still that fatal

Citing went on. He threw open the gaiden gate and sped
up the path to the house. The door was locked. He flung
himself against it, and kicked and hammered with all his

might.
•Mr Luttrell! Harry !’he shouted. ‘Oh, for Heaven’s

sake, wake !’

In another moment a light flashed in the house, and

heavy footsteps came down the passage, echoing strangely
at that si'ent hour. He heard the key grate in the lock,
and the door was opened lather cautiously.

‘ It's only me,' cried Alfred, and as he spoke Mr Luttrell
appeared on the threshold with a revolver in his hand.
Hairy stood immediately behind him, similarly armed, anil

holding a candle. Neither were fully dressed, and both

looked considerably alarmed.

• What on eaith is the matter?' ciied Mr Luttiell.
‘The Hauhaus—’ cried Alfied, drawing his breath in

with a gasp— • the Hauhaus have come 1’

‘ What ! what !’ exclaimed Harry grasping him by the
arm, ‘ Alfred, it’s impossible.’

•It’s impossible,’ echoed his brother.
‘ It’s the truth—the truth,’ cried Alfred in an agonised

voice. ‘ There is not a moment to spare. Get them all out

as fast as you can. They are murdeiing all the settlers,
and burning Look there ! My mate’s over there.

Oh ! poor old Tom. He went to see his sweetheart.’

After the first shock Mr Luttrell was very cool and quiet.
‘The children, Harry. For God’s sake hurry. Bring

them all out here.’
‘ Hugh, what is it?’ cried his wife in a frightened voice,

and he hurried off to her.
Damaris was awakened by the loud voices, and hurriedly

dressing she peeped into the passage with flushed cheeks
and dishevelled hair. She heard Hugh speaking rapidly,
and somewhere one of the children crying. The front door
was open, and as she stepped into the passage to her sur-

prise she saw Alfred standing in it with his musket in bis

hand. He did not hear her light step, and started as she

laid her hand upon his arm.

• Alfred,’ she said, quickly, • is anything the matter?’

He threw his arm around her as though to protect her,
and answered, ‘ Dearest, the worst that can happen is the

matter. Hark ! and look where the smoke is rising. God
help them over there !’

Damaris understood in a moment. She gave a startled

cry and her face grew as pale as death, but in a second the
colour rushed back.

‘ The Maoris !’ she cried, ‘ then, oh, why is this delay ?

We must escape ; and, oh, the poor people ; can’t we help
them ?’

She flew into the house calling on every one to wake.

She roused the servant gii 1, and ran to Kobin’s room. The
boy was sleeping heavily, but she caught him by the
shoulders and shook him, crying, ‘ Kobin ! Kobin, dear,
wake up.’

Kobin sprang up. ‘ What, is it time to get up, aunt ?’ he
asked quietly.

‘ Yes, Kobin, make baste ! The Hauhaus have come.

Oh, Kobin, make haste, dear !’ she cried, wringing her
hands.

Harry’s was a haider task, to wake those poor little inno-
cent sleepers and to wake them to such a scene of confusion
and terror. He ctffried and led three sobbing, murmuring
little things out to the verandah. They were all there save
Mr Luttrell and his wifeand the baby, watching the smoke
with terror-stricken eyes and clinging to one another. In a

moment the others joined them, Mrs Luttrell dinging to
her husband, and the baby wailing piteously.

‘ Are all here ?’ he asked, looking round, and Harry
answered, ‘ Yes !’

Mr Luttrell took the baby in his arms, and said, ‘ Keep
up your courage all and come.’

They carried the children between them and hastened
across the garden and through the gate that faced the river,
Harry leading the way with little Jessie in his arms, her
hot hands clasped about his neck. Her head lay on his

shoulder, and she was sleeping. After the first startled
waking she had no fear, for were not Uncle Harry’s arms

around her. The servant girl was sobbing and crying with
terror even asthey fled, and the baby moaned and shivered
in its father’sarms and every sob went to his heart.

‘God help me to save them ail !’ he prayed, as he looked
at his wife, whose eyes were wide with dumb terror.

They went down the river to the lower ford, which was
nearer the Wairoa track, and fled away, urged forward by
the shots that still continued behind them—the death knell
of the unhappy settlers, who but a few hours before had
been sleeping, unconscious of the impending danger and
death.

They crossed the ford, but had not gone far, when Alfred
stopped suddenly, and cried : ‘ God forgive us ! We have
left the others to be murdered in their beds. We must warn
them ; it’s not too late. God forgive us ! they have wives
and children too.'

He turned back as he spoke, and Damaris sprang to his
side. ‘ Alfred,’ she said, with quivering lips.

He caught her in his arms and kissed her. ‘My darling,
I must, ’ he said, and releasing her he ran back to the ford.

When Harry saw him he turned back too, and put Jessie
into Damaris’s arms. ‘ I will gotoo,’ he said, with quiet
determination, ‘ Push on to Te Wairoa, Hugh, Good-
bye.’

He was gone, swiftly after Alfred, and Jessie stretched
her little hands to his retreating figure, crying, ‘Come
back, Uncle Harry, come back to me.’

In a few strides he caught up to Alfred. ‘Go back,’
said Alfred, without pausing, but Harry seized him by the
arm. ‘No you must go back,’ he said. •Go back Alfred !
Go back. Hugh needs help ; it’s no use both of us risking
our lives. ’

‘ No, no, I’m resolved to go on.’
‘Soam I. This is my duty.’
‘No, mine, Hariy.’
‘ You’re life’s more precious than mine now, Alfred. You

will break her heart.’ He groaned, and Harry said

quickly, ‘Go back ; for her sake you ought.’
‘ No,’ said Alfred, firmly, ‘ I can’t. We will go together,

Harry, and do what we can.’

And so they went back to warn their neighbours, who>
forgotten in their terrified flight, had been left to the awful

fate which had already overtaken so many. A few moments’
brisk running brought them back to the houses, and they
went from door to door sounding an alarm.

Jack Deeble’s house was the most distant, and thither

Harry ran.

‘Jack ! Jack !’he cried, and struck on the door.

Instantly, before he vould get bis breath to shout again,
the little window above his head was thrown open, and the
muzzle of a gun appeared.

Who’s that?’ said Jack with an oath.

* It’s I, Harry Luttrell. The settlers are being murdered
all round. If yon want to save your wife and children,
man, you must make haste.’

The musket disappeared, and in another minute Jack
stood at the door, fully dressed, and chewing tobacco as

usual.
‘ The Hauhaus !’ cried Harry. ■ Fetch your wife and

children. Jack.'
‘ The Hauhaus !’ echoed Jack, glancing sharply round.
* Yes ; my brother and all of them are off to Wairoa.

Jack, there’sno time to lose. All of the others aregoing
over the ford, but I fear Major Biggs and all up that way
are past help.’

*My God ! my God !* said Jack Deeble, and he dashed
into the house again.

In a little while he reappeared with his wife and two
children.

* Come Jack,’ said Harry, ‘ this way, the Toanga ford.’
When they reached it, they found all the people crowding

across it in terrified haste. Alfred was standing there
musket in hand.

‘Old fellow,’ said Harry, going up to him, ‘are you
going with them ? I can’t bear to go away without doing
something to save some of them. Will anyone come with

me and try to save some of the people inland ?'

‘ I will,’ said Alfred unhesitatingly, and Jack Deeble
said • Wait a minute.’

He took his wife and children across the river, and leav-
ing them in the charge of one of the other fugitives, came

back.
‘ I’m cornin’ with you,’ he said briefly, ‘and if you will

follow me I’ll take you a shorter and safer cut to Smith’s

and Jones's farms, and McConnell’s. Them’s the nearest.’

‘ Come on,’ said Harry, and Jack led them back past his

house, and through some ti-tree by a narrow beaten path,
all damp and edged with moss.

‘ This is the way 1 always goes to Smith’s,’ said Jack, and

they followed him silently and watchfully across a narrow

swamp edged with tall flax, and over severe! paddocks,
some cultivated and some overgrown with fein and ti-tree
scrub, and presently came in sight of the three houses,
standing in the midst of cleared land, and young orchards
all in blossom. There was not a sign or sound of life about
them.

Harry was the foremost, and calling to his companions,
‘ Go on to Smith’s and McConnell’s, I'll look here,’ he ran

through the gate of the nearest house, and up the path
that led to the door. The front door was wide open, and

he stepped back with a ciy of horror.
‘ Too late !’ There was a dark red stain upon the step,

and just within lay a woman and a child, face lownwaid,
and terribly mutilated.

He staggered back and put his hands over his face, sick and
faint for a moment with the horror of it, but he didnot for-

getwhat be had come todo, and turningawayfrom that awful
sight, heran round to the back, shuddering at what be might
seethere. The back door, too, was open, and stepping inside,
hecried, at first in a hoarse whisper, and then louder : ‘ls
there anyone here? We’ve come to help you ! Is anyone
here ?’ His voice came back to him with a faint echo, but

there was no other answer. Pushing open an inner door,
he saw the unfortunateowner of the house lying tomahawked

onthe floor. He turned away with a groan, right glad to
leave that house of death, and met Alfred and Jack just
returning from Smith’s and McConnell’s. The face of the

former was deadly pale. He seized Harry’s arm and said

huskily, ‘ Oh, Harry, it’s awful—awful ! To think that we

could sleep while this devil’s work was going on ! They are

all dead—all dead ! Harry, it was piteous to see her, Mc-

Connell’s wife, lying with her hands spread over her baby,
as if to save it, both dead and cold.’

‘We can’t do much more,’ said Jack Deeble. ‘ They
must have passed here first, and then gone on to Mata-
whero, meaning to take us by the river there last. There
are a couple of chaps living away over there just out of

sight, but there ain’t much chance of them having escaped.’
‘ Let us go at any rate,' said Harry. •We ought not to

lose a chance.’
They raced across the rough ground together.
‘ They have been here,’ said Jack, for as they came in

sight they saw that one of the two cottages was burning,
and as they reached them he cried, ‘ There’s been a regular
fight for it. The noise they made at Smith’s must have
woke these fellows. Look !’

It was evident that the two men had made a hard fight
for their lives. A dead Maori, still grasping a bloodstained
tomahawk, lay in front of one shanty, and the door had

been literally smashed in. Forcing back the ruins Jack

stepped inside. Amongst his thrown-down barricade lay a

young man hacked and mutilated by a dozen tomahawks.

The body of the other man had been dragged some distance
from his burning home.

‘ Oh !’ said Harry, ‘ if we only had a score of good, well-
armed fellows here.’

‘ Well, we haven’t,’ saidJack, ‘ they’re doing their devil’s
work at Matawhero now. We’ve done all we can, and
we’d better get back if we want to save our h’own lives.’

‘ God help them !’ said Harry, glancing back. ‘Oh ! if

only we could have come sooner !’
Over paddock and swamp they retraced their steps as

swiftly as they had come, awestruck and silent with the
horrors of thenight, and plunged into the tall ti-tree again.
As they emerged once more behind Jack’s house they saw

that the sky was covered with a rosy light to herald the

rising sun, and a soft breeze laden with the sweet odour of
thecabbage tree flowers came blowing over the river.

Alfred was the first, and as he reached the open he gave
anexclamation of terror ; and well he might, for the Hau-
haus were before them. They had finished their cruel work
at Matawhero, and, on foot and horseback, had come down
to Patutahi, murdering and plundering ontheir way, hoping
to find the ford settlers still sleeping.

‘ Get back !’ he gasped, but it was too late. They were

seen, and with a fierce shout the Hauhaus came running
towards them, first sending a shower of bullets.

‘ The water, into the water,’ cried Alfred, and set the
example by plunging in. He was a splendid swimmer, and

tuining on his side swam with onearm only, with the other
holding his musket out of water. In a few moments he
reached the other side, and giving one backward glance to

see that his comrades were following, be plunged into the

friendly shelter of the bush that grew thick and close not a
hundred yards back from the liver.

When Jack saw the Hauhaus advancing on them he
turned and fired with good ellect, for the foremost went
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down, and then threw his musket in the river liefore him.
* I can’t take itover,’ he said, and drawing his ‘ pig sticker ’
from its sheath, he took it between his teeth and plnnged
into thewater, followed by Harry, who made an attempt to
carry his giln as Alfred had done, but finding himself un-

able, was obliged to let it go to the bottom and give all his

strength to reaching the other side.

They had barely passed the middle of the river when the
Hauhaus came up to the bank behind them, yelling like
fiends and began firing on them as they swam, while a few

ran up to the ford to cross and run down and meet them

with their tomahawks as they landed.
Jack reached the other side first, unharmed by the bullets

that splashed aronnd him, and grasping a flax blade above
him, he swung himself all diipping up the bank, when

Harry who was still some yards out, gave a sharp cry.
Jack heard him. and he heard the Hauhaus give a savage
shout of triumph. He looked back. Harry was swimming
with short hurried strokes, and making but slow progress,
for he was hit in the shoulder and the blood was flowing
fast.

Jack glanced at the bush where laycomparative safety,
and he glanced at the Maoris crossing the ford. How long
would it take them to reach the spot where he stood ? and
he looked at the muskets across the river, and then at

Harry’s white face above the water.
‘ Hold up ! he cried and dropped back into the water.

With a few strong strokes he reached his young comrade’s
side. ‘Catch ’old o’ me !’ he said, and Harry obeyed with

a gasp, and a look in his eyes that said far more than
words.

They reached the shore, and Jack dragged him up the
bank. Oh ! for a moment more, to reach the bush where
there was somechance for hiding, or escape, but the Hau-
haus were upon them.

‘Run !’ Jack shouted, as a dozen savage, half-dresssed
fellows dashed through the bushes.

The two young men sprang forward, but it was too late.
Harry fell, mortally wounded. Desperate and heartsick,
Jack closed with the foremost Hatthau. With set teeth

and his knife grasped in his hand, he uttered an oath asthe

other savage assailed him ; and then a brief, fierce fight
began. With foot and hand he strove beside poor Harry,
but he was only one against a number, and in less time
than it takes to tell he lay full length, with his face pressed
to the earth.

The murderers left them there, and went back to join the
others at the ford, having pressing business on hand to pur-
sue and overtake the settlers who had escaped them.

The two brave men lay still and silent side by side, with

their life blood staining the young grass, but as the Hau-
haus, voices grew more distant, Harry moved and then
raised himself slowly to his knees supported by one hand.

His face was ghastly pale ; he drew his hand tremulously
across his eyes. In the distance, through the bushes he

saw the Maoris crossing and collecting about the ford, and

he saw another party come riding down from the direction
of Matawhero, and he recognised Te Kooti in the chief at
their head. He watched with strained eager eyes and saw

them ride away inland. Inland ! then Hugh and Damaris
and all were saved.

‘Thank God!’ he muttered, and sank down again with

his face on his arm. He turned his eyes towards his com-

rade. ‘ Jack,’ be whispered, faintly, and stretched out one

hand and touched him. ‘Jack!’ but Jack would never

speak or move again on earth. When Harry realised that,
he laid his face down on his arms and spoke no more.

And then the long day began, and the great world of

nature went on just as it did before. The sun shone, and the

soft wind sighed through the open doors of silent desolated
homes, and a blue river smiled back at a bluer sky, just as

though earth's children had not risen up, one against the

other, like Cain and Abel of old. And the buds of yester
day blossomed forth, and the sparrows Hew from roof to

roof, wondering, perhaps, that no voices or footsteps echoed
below them.

And night came down—down on the river, bush, and sea,
and down upon the ruined settlement and smouldering
houses, and the murdered settlers, who but yesterday
laughed and talked, and rejoiced in all the sights and sounds
of spring. Night came down and the windows wont to

shine so brightly were black and blank, and the ashes of last
night’s fire lay chill in the grate.

It was quite dark when a little creature came slowly over

the ford—a little black and tan dog. He put his nose to

the ground and began wandering up and down, to and fro

seeking for his master. His search was rewarded for he

found two prostiate forms lying on the grass already damp
with the evening dew. That was not his master’s, that

pale cold face, with the open glassy eyes turned up to the

heavens. He turned toward the other form, and laid his

nose on that ice-cold hand - that loved hand which would

never again strike or caress him. His seaich w’as ended,
and he laid himself down with a little appealing whine, and

began his long, long watch beside the dead.

It was twilight, that quiet, dreamy hour before the lamps
were lighted, and Damaris sat by an open window with her

chin in her hand, looking out across the bay. She sighed as

she gazed, and thought of those days that seemed so long ago
already, those quiet happy days before that terrible haunt-

ing night alarm, and the wild terror stricken Hight in the

grey of morning. And she thought of that day when she

stood amongst the bereaved and weeping women and

children on the deck of the schooner that had brought them

all to Napier, and waved her hand to one on the shore, one

who was fighting now perhaps up there where their happy
homes had been.

‘ Aunt Damaris,’ said a little voice, and Jessie came softly
into the room and mounting her aunt’s knee, she leaned
upon her shoulder and followed her eyes across the grey
dreary sky and sea.

‘ Aunt Damaris !’
• Yes, dearie.’
‘ Why doesn’t Uncle Harry come home !’said the little

girl, with a sigh. ‘ I want him somuch, so much.’

‘ Never mind, dearest,’ said Aunt Damaris, gravely.
‘ Perhaps papa will be home soon, and Mr North.’

‘ I don’t want papa much. I like Uncle Harry better.

Auntie, when doyou think he’ll come?’

‘ I don’t know, dear,’ was all Damaris could say.
‘ When I ask mamma she says

“ to-morrow,” and every

night I come in here and have a long, long look over the

sea, and some day I’ll see him coming in a boat, and I’ll
run down to meet him, and he’ll carry me upon his shoul-
ders, and oh ! we’ll be so happy.’

Alas, for hope! Damaris turned away her head and

looked across the sea. She knew when the boat of Jessie’s
hopes would come; when her ‘to-morrow’ would dawn,
and as she looked, she saw through her tears a last red

gleam from the sinking sun, brighten for a moment the

leaden sea and sky. It seemed like, and it was, a true

emblem of the brighter days coming, when peace was re-

stored and the grass was growing over the giaves.

Alice Kenny.

‘JACK CLOSED WITH THE FOREMOST HAUHAU.’

THE SIZE OF THE UNIVERSE.

To us, puny dwellers thereon, the earth is a mighty object.
Yet few have any really adequate idea of its size. The
greatest travellers, whose lives have been spent in wander-
ing to and fro over the earth, have seen only a very small
part of its surface. Climb a lofty church steeple, and look

at the landscape visible from it, and note that to seethe

whole earth 900,000 such landscapes must be viewed.
But 500 earths like ours, placed side by side, could be en-

closed by Saturn's outermost ring, and it would take 1200
globes of the size of the earth, rolled into one, to form a

single globe as large as J upiter. The sun itself, if hollow,
would hold 300,000 earth-globes, and to view its surface an

eye capable of taking in hourly 10,000 square miles would

requite 55,000 years.
It is easy to say that the sun’s distance from the earth is,

in round numbers, 92,000,000 miles, but it is quite another

matter to have even the roughest notion of what such a dis-

tance means. Illustration has been piled on illustration to

make it a little more comprehensible. The oddest is that

used by Professor Mendenhall, who says if we could imagine
an infant with an arm long enough to reach the sun, and

burn himself, he would die of old age ere he could feel the

pain, as, according to Helmholtz and others, a nervous

shock is communicated only at the rate of about 100 feet a

second, or 1637 miles a day, and would need more than 150

years for the journey.
Neptune, the outermost member of the solar system yet

known, is 30 times farther from the sun than the earth is,
or 2,780,000,000 miles, and the tremendous line of his orbit,
which circumscribes our small group of heavenly bodies, is

so long that, though journeying at the rate of three miles a

second, it takes him 165 years to complete one circuit.
Passing beyond the bounds of the solar system, the

members and dimensions of which are known with some

approach to exactness, its size sinks into insignificance—-
—its entire extentbecomes a mere atom in comparison with

the immensity of star studded space. Exact measurements

fail us; approximations, often rough and uncertain, must

take their place ; but, with a wide margin for error, enough
is known to stagger the imagination.

It is a tremendous leap from the outermost bounds of the

solar system to the nearest fixed star, which is 200,000
times remoter than the sun, or 20,000,000,000,000 miles.

Light itself, flashing with the inconceivable velocity of

about 185,000 miles a second, takes three years to come to

us thence. But most of the stars visible to the naked

eye on a clear night send us their light from distances
we cannot yet measure.

Billions of miles and light-years are but meaningless
words. It is, however, possible to bring star distances

roughly within our grasp by reducing them to scale with a

sufficiently small unit. Taking the distance from the earth

to the sun as the unit, and supposing it reduced to one inch,
then, on this scale, the stupendous distance which light
traverses in a year will be represented by one mile, and the

distance of the nearest fixed star by three miles ; and so

with other known star distances a mile to a light-year.
The brightest stars are not always the nearest, else the

problem would be much simplified. Sirius is one million

times as far from us as the sun, and yet the sun, which is to

us as bright as 20,000,000,000 stars each equal to Sirius, if

removed to the distance of that magnificent star, would

send us only about one-fiftieth part of the light Sirius now

sends us. There are stars visible to us so inconceivably re-

mote that the light by which we now see them left there a

thousand years ago.
On a clear night 3,000 stars may

be seen in England without a teles-

cope. Argelander chartered 324,188
stars in the northern hemisphere, all

visible in a telescope of 3in. aperture.
Each increase in the power of the

telescope multiplies the numbers

visible, while the sensitive photo-
graphic plate shows the existence of

stars that are probably beyond the
reach of the most powerful telescope
that can be made.

There are in the Milky Way at

least 20 000,000 stars. Each is

probably attended by 50 planets—a
thousand million heavenly bodies in
this one cluster, of which we are sup-
posed to occupy an insignificant cor-

ner. But there are, beyond this,
known to us some 3,000 star clusters,
each representing a Milky Way like
our own. If 2,000 of these are as

large as our Milky Way, the number
of stars mounts up to 40,000,000,000
or, 2,000,000,000,000 heavenly bodies.
To view these at the rate of one a

minute would require 3,840,000 years.

WHAT WAR COSTS.

A cheat amountof money is neces-

sary in order to kill in proper ir.ann r,

for each man slain costs about £’l4oo.

The continually increasing and

multiplying taxes of all nations are

never sufficient to pay for the butch-

ery of human troops. Eveiy year
Europespends moreltian £200,000,000
in shedding her children's b o id ; and
iu France alone £BO,OOO is spent
every day. The war iu America did
not cost less than £800,000,000.
Since the Crimean war down to that
of 1870-71 the civilised nations of

Europe and America spent in de-
stroying one another £2.000,000,000
of the ordinary budget and more

than £2,000,000,000 raised expiessly
for the put pose, making a total of

£4,000,000,000. The wars of the
last 100 years have cost the sum of

£28,000,000,000, without counting
the sorrow, the loss of men, and other

deplorable results.
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THE VICE-REGAL VISIT TO HAWKE’S BAY

AFTER a good ileal of bad weather—rain, and cold

winds having it all theirown way in Hastings—the
skies cleared,and a sniilingsun greeted theGovernor

and Lady Glasgow when the Wellington express brought
them into Hastings at five o’clock. They were welcomed

most heartily by a very large concourse of people, who had

assembled outside the railway station, where a platformhad

been improvised, which was a very smart bit of handiwork.

Captain Russell met the Earl and Countess of Glasgow and

presented the Mc.yor to them, who in his turn introduced

the members of the Town Council to their Excellencies.

The Governor and Lady Glasgow stepped upon the plat
form, accompanied by Mr E. F. Clayton (aide-de camp) and

Miss Wauchope, the band struck up
‘ God Save the Queen,’

and the Volunteers, under Captain Lewis, presented arms.

The Town Clerk, Mr Collinge, read the address.

IN REPLYING,

His Excellency thanked them for the hearty welcome

which they had extended to Lady Glasgow and himself on

behalf of the inhabitants of the town in the address which

hail just been received, and for the cordial expressions
which they had used towards them. His Excellency re-

gretted to see Hastings had suffered from such a disastrous

fire, but it would, he had no doubt, rise from its ashes and

regain its former appearance through that energy and

vigour which was so maiked a feature in this colony. Cap-
tain Russell then introduced

HENARE TOMOANA AND CAPTAIN BLAKE

to Loid Glasgow, and the Maori address was read :
To His Excellency the Earl of Glassrow. Governor of New Zea-

land.—Welcome! Welcome!! Welcome!!! As reoresentative of
Her Most Gracious Majesty, Queen Victoria, overher subjects of
the two races, we, the members of theNgati Kahungunu, of Here-

taunga, welcome vour Excellency and Lady Glasgow. Though

we regret that in the past there hasbeen cause for complaint in
legislation affecting us. the Maoris of Aotearoand Te Waipou-

marnu. now that you are appointed ourGovernor, and have been

advised ar to the laws affecting the Maori people, we praythat

the Great Adviser may guide you in the future for our welfare
and the goodof ourselves and our European brothers. We have
from the commencementof Her Majesty's Sovereignty over us en-

deavoured tocomply and act uptothelaws framedfor ourguidance,
and we take this opportunity ofpledging ourcontinuedallegiance
to Her Majesty and her Representatives. Welcome, welcome,
welcome to your Excellency and Lady Glasgow, and our earnest

prayer is that your sojourn in our Islands may be marked by
prosperity and happiness to yourselves and the colony. This is
all. Long life to you and yours!

This was signed by Henare Tomoana and other natives

The Governor said it had always been a pleasure to Lady

Glasgow and himself to meet the Maoris. It would be his

aim always to do all in his power to take care that the ne-

gotiations between the Maoris and the Government had

every consideration.

Captain Lewis was then introduced to His Excellency,

who, after inspecting the volunteers drawn up in a line,

entered Captain Russell’s carriage, and the Vice-regal party,

accompanied by Captain Russell, drove off amid hearty
cheers to Flaxmere.

The Countess wore a very neat grey travelling gown,

black cloak, small bonnet; Miss Wauchope, dark skirt, blue

blouse with frills, jacket, and sailor hat. Nearly all

Hastings turned out to witness the arrivals.

The reception of His Excellency the Governor in Napier,
was, of course, the great event of the week. The weather

was tolerably fine, and the ladies of that city donned their

prettiest garb for the occasion. There was a liberal display
of bunting in the neighbourhood of the Town Hall. Special
chairs were arranged on the platform in the Council

Chamber, which room looked very nice indeed with its

decorations of foliage, etc. Inspector Emerson and Sei jeant
Cullen were on duty to prevent unnecessary crowding
around the platform. The volunteers and Garrison Band

paraded shortly after twelve o’clock on the Marine Parade,
the F. Battery of artillery with their two guns. Captain
McCartney was in charge of the battery. The Rifles, under
Captain Chicken, with side arms only, were drawn upacross

Tennyson street, for the purpose of keeping the space clear
in front of the Town Hall. The navals, with Captain Smith
in command, provided the guard of honor for the occasion.
As the train with the Vice-regal party entered the
sration a salute of seventeen guns was fired. The

Governor and party were met by the Mavor, Mr
G. H. Swan, M.H.R., who was accompanied by Mrs

Swan. Sir Patrick Buckley was on the station plat-
form and a number of citizens, also Mr Morgan, the head-

master of the district school, and a good many female pupils
in smart frocks. Some of the district school children sang

the National Anthem, and Miss Swan presented a lovely
bouquet to Lady Glasgow, who kissed the tiny giver. The
Earl and Countess of Glasgow, accompanied by Mr and Mrs
Swan, drove off, followed by Miss Wauchope and Mr

Clayton, A.D C., who were in their turn followed by Cap-
tain, Mrs, and Miss Russell, Sir Patrick Buckley, and

others. As His Excellency mounted the dais upon the

platform, the Garrison Band played the National Anthem.

Crowds of people thronged the streets and looked out from

every window near. Mr Swan formally welcomed Lord
and Lady Glasgow to Napier, and he called on the Town

Clerk, Captain Bower, to present an address from the bur-

gesses of the town The address is too long to write, but it

was extremely well worded. The design was most artistic,
being illuminated upon vellum backed with crimson silk,
with tassels of the same, and mounted on rollers. His Ex-

cellency suitably responded. An address was then handed
from the Caledonians, and was piesented by Mr Douglas
McLean. Lord Glasgow replied in a most excellent speech,
after which the Mayor presented a number of ladies and
gentlemen to Lord Glasgow, among them being the Bishop
of Waiapu and party, all the heads of public departments
in Napier and their wives, councillors and their wives, and

other citizens. After the National Anthem had been sung,

the Vice regal party were driven off and shown the break-
water and other show places. They were accompanied by

the Mayor. Mr Carr explained all about the breakwater,
the monoliths, etc. The Bishop of Waiapu conducted the
party through the Cathedial, and the Earl and Countess ex-

pressed astonishment at finding such a tine structure in

Napier, and especially such beautiful stained glass win*

dows.

At two o’clock the

MAYOR AND MRS SWAN ENTERTAINED A LARGE PARTY

FOR LUNCH

at the Criterion Hotel, Mr Gorman again surpassing him-

self. The Mayor occupied the chair, and Mr J. W. Neal
the vice ehair. There were present His Excellency and

Lady Glasgow, Lady Whitmore, Sir Patrick Buckley,
M.L.C., Captain Clayton, A.DC., Captain Russell,
M.H.R., Mrs and Miss Russell, Captain Bower, Mr W. L.

Rees, M.H. R , and Mrs Rees, Miss Wauchope, Major and

Mrs Wood, Mr and Mrs Sainsbury, Mr and Mrs Carr, Mr
and Mrs Cohen, Mr and Mrs Cranby, Mr and Mrs McVay,
Mr and Mrs Faulk nor, and Messrs G. Ellis, F. Smith, G.
S. Weisman, R. Price, and R. T. Walker. The reception
will be described next week.

THE RACKS.

The races are now things of the past. Never have there
been such races in Hawke’s Bay, and the gowns were very
lovely. The days were both gloriously fine ; indeed, Friday
was simply Queen’s weather, and most appropriate, as Lord

and Lady Glasgow honoured the ground with their presence.
On Thursday

HIS EXCELLENCY THE GOVERNOR AND PARTY

arrived on the courseabout 12 15 o’clock, and were received
by the officers of the club. The Club’s President, Captain
Russell, M.H R., presented His Excellency to the stewards,
who cordially welcomed the Vice-regal party, and hoped
they would enjoy the races. The Governor, with Mrs

Russell, led the way to the Grand-stand, Captain Russell
and Lady Glasgow following. Lord Glasgow expressed an

opinion that the course and its appointments were among
the best he had seen in New Zealand. The times for the

various events were slow, owing to the course being soft and

heavy. The city band was in attendance, and the time
passed most delightfully—all too quickly for most people—-
who could very well have put in another day, the weather
was so perfect and the outing so enjoyable. Luncheon was

provided by Mr G. Glassford, who surpassed himself this
time by providing a truly delicious spread. Delicacies of

every description and fruits of the choicest were to be found

on the tables, and later on most refreshing tea. A special
table was provided by the stewards for the Vice regal
party. The selection of wines was truly excellent. This

department was in charge of Mr P. Gorman. The stewards

entertained the Governor at lunch. There were also pre-
sent Mesdames Russell, Williams, Birch, Nelson, and the
Misses Russell, Williams and a few others. The

RACING WAS CAPITAL

throughout. Very close finishes were the order of the day.
Seldom have so many ladies been seen at any race meeting
in Hawke’s Bay.

THE GOWNS.

First, and foremost comes the Countess. Very handsome she
looked, gowned in a dream—a perfect dream of a gown. It was
the daintiestshell pink silk, theskirt was all of pink silk with a
narrow ruching of turquoise blue silk round the bottom of the
hem, the zouave was composed of pink silk (fitting perfectly),
which was opened all down the back, narrow at the neck, and
gradually widening towards the waist disclosing the exquisite
blue silk under bodice, sleeves of pink silk. Round the edge of
the zouavewas a tiny ruching ofpale blue silk. A lovely bonnet
composed entirely of pale pink, and pale blue flowers com-

pleted one of the prettiest costumes ever seen on a

Hastings race-course: Mrs J. N. Williams’ gown was
also a triumph of art. It consisted of a most beauti-
ful silk, the ground black with rose pink wavy scrolls all
over, the sleeves being covered with the flnest black lace, black

lace alsoappeared on the body, and formeda sort of V back and
front, the skirt made with very long train, lovely black bonnet
covered with rose pink tips, which was immensely becoming ;
Mrs Russell wore a very handsome black gown, lovely black
mantle, and very stylishsmall black bonnet; Mrs Fitzroy, stone

blue gown with large white spots, small black bonnet with large
bluebutterfly; Mrs Fred Nelson wore avery strikingEnglish gown
of fawncloth, richly embroidered, vandyked up oneside, and open-

ing over adarker fawn underskirt, very stylish gold bonnet; Mrs
W. Birch, very pretty pale blue crepon gown, black hat; Mrs
Ormond, handsomeblack gown, mantle,and small black bonnet;
Mrs Lowry, very handsome striped black watered silk gown,
black mantle, black bonnet; Mrs (Dr.) Newman wore one of the

prettiest and also oneof the most striking costumes seen on the

race-course. It consisted of a veryrich-looking grey corded cloth,
the skirt and bodice were of grey, the sleeves, which were very
full, were of a rich blue cloth, a trill of the same appeared round

the yoke. The gown fitted perfectly, and showed to advantage
Mrs Newman’s pretty figure, a very stylish hat to match was

worn with this elegant costume, also an underskirt of rich blue
silk with tiny frills: Mrs Donnoliy looked her own charming
self ina very handsome black corded silk gown, the yoke of deep
amber silk with covering of black lace, very becoming black
bonnetwith deep amber pompons; Mrs Loughnan, terra-cotta
cashmere gown fitting nicely, small black hat with yellow
flowers; Mrs Gordon looked very nice in a cream gown, eream
zouave, pink silk sleeves and pink under-bodice, Empire belt,
large cream hat with cream feathers; Mrs Moore,rich green cloth
costume, handsome’ybraided, and fitting as Redfern’s gowns do

fit, small black hat with tiny pink flowers; Mrs Vickerman’s was
a very striking costume, and suited her piquante style perfectly,
the skirt and zouave were of navy shot serge, the under-bodice
and Empire beltwere of deep amber silk, the bodice fitted ex

quisitely, stylish navy felt hat with deep amber wings and navy
bows ofribbon ; Mrs Sainsbury wore one oftheloveliestgowns on
the course, it was a rich shadeof amethyst brocaded silk made d
la pr incense. with a short train, small black jet bonnet, a most

elegant costumeand suited the wearer toperfection ; Mrs Hoadley
looked neat, as she always docs, in a grey tailor-made gown, white
figured vest, very stylish black hat with black feathers ; Mrs

James Carlile, who has recently arrived from England, wore a
charming gown, claret and cream striped beige richly trimmed
with claret velvet, very smart Englishbonnet; Mrs WillieCarlile

looked well in a fawn coarse lace gown picked out with
blue, pretty hat to match; Mrs Giblin, deep red silk
gown, yoke and sleeves of guipure lace, cream hat; Mrs
Henry Mason, grey gown, black jacket, small white hat;
Mrs Montgomery (Woburn) looked very handsome in a lovely
English grey tailor-madetweed gown,jewelled waistcoat, stylish
black straw hat; Mrs Bowen looked oneof the best there; she
wore a rich cream Liberty silk gown, made with slight train,
yoke and cults were of green silk covered with exquisite guipure
lace, with this charming costume was worn a large and most be-
coming cream straw hat trimmed with cream tips; Mrs Roberts
(Dunedin), very handsome biack watered silk gown, witha border
of green velvet round bottom of hem. mantle, black bonnet ; Mrs
Fred Thompson (Christchurch), looked as well as anyone; she
wore a bright green silk gown, made ala princeuse, covered with
black silk grenadine, which had a very striking effect, small
black bonnet; Mrs Turnbull, shrimp pink tweed gown, stylishly
made with large sleeves, bonnet to match ; Mrs Morris, very

effective looking bright blue silk gown, trimmed with white
guipure lace, small white bonnet; Mrs Crawford (Waipukuruau),
grey gown trimmed with blue, large grey hat with blue feathers ;
Mrs Crosse, heliotrope striped gown, large white hat; Mrs (Dr.)
Reed (Waipukurau), very rich bronze silk gown with long train,
full waistcoatof pale blue silk, small gold bonnet: Mrs Gilbert-
son (Waipukurau), wore avery elegant gown, grey figured cloth

caught upon the left side, and disclosing arich green silk under-

skirt; the bodice had folds of the same green silk, large grey
hat with green tips; Mrs Waterhouse, grey gown, black
jacket, small bonnet; Mrs H. Donnoliy, stylish grey cloth
costume, bodice made with deep frill round yoke, stylish
Bond-street hat; Mrs Von Dadelzen looked very nice in a
crushed strawberry gown, sleeves a* d yoke of rich silk, larse
black hat with tips; Mrs Dixon looked well in black; Lady Whit-
more wore an exceedingly rich black silk striped gown, madewith
very long train, smallblack bonnet: Mrs Gore wore astylish and
becoming gown, it was a black cashmere made in the Princess

style with a small train, cuffs and yoke of white silk covered with
coarse black lace, the sleeves were very pretty, being quite tight
half-way up the arm, when they ended in a very large puff, with
this elegant costume was worn a black straw hat with black
feathers : Mrs Taylor w’ore a striped heliotropegown,black cloth
Eton jacket with brocaded cuffs and revers, small black bonnet

with violets ; Mrs Herman, looking exceedingly well, wore a

pretty gown ofcream cashmere made in the Princess style with
train, fitting well, sleeves very large, very deep corselet belt,
large black hat with beautiful black feathers; Mrs A. L. D.
Fraser alsolooked extremely well in a charming black silk gown,
frill of deep heliotrope silk round yoke, large black hat with helio-
trope tips.

YOUNG LADIES’ FROCKS.

The Napier girls certainly surpassed all their previous efforts at

this race meeting. Miss Wauchope looked thoroughly English in
a pale gi ey checked silk made plainly with train, large black hat,
hair inlarge bunch with net overit; Miss Russell looked so hand-
some in a heliotrope gown, black hat with black feathers; Miss
Cara Russell, as usual, looked most bewitching in white flowered
silk with heliotrope Empire belt, large white hat with white
fea’hers and pink roses; Miss Gertrude Russell wore a grey
gown,black hat; Miss Griffiths, elegantgrey gownwith pale blue
trimmings, grey straw hat with pale blue tips; Miss Wil.lams
looked very nice in white silk gown, a lovely costume, the high-
puffed sleeves being covered with exquisite crinkled whitesilk,
white chip flat hat with flowers; Miss Gertrude Williamswore a
most elegant gown ; it was of heliotrope silk underskirt and
underbodice, top skirt ofpaie heliotrope muslin, overbodice of the
same, white chip hat, with white lace bowsand pale pink flowers ;
Miss Elsie Williams looked very nice indeed in a rich blue
spotted shot silk made with train, white flat chip hat withbright
pink roses, and white stiff butterfly of lace bows standing upin
front; Miss Mildred Nelson also looked nice in a cream costume,
cream sailor hat; Miss Lascelles was well suited in agrey checked
tailor made gown, large black hat with lovely black
feathers, and narrow black velvet strings; Miss Beamish very

elegant dark blue silk gown, sleeves of dark blue velvet

very stylish hat (by the bye, the sleeves were very large
on most of the gowns, such being the order of the day at

present, and very picturesque they are); Miss Gleeson
looked well in cream touched up with brown velvet,
cream hat with brown tips; Miss Johns pale grey costume

becoming black flat hat with pale pink roses; Miss Ormond,
looked well in cream flowered silk, c/U’c belt of heliotrope and
greenribbon, cream hat with heliotrope tips; Miss Fraser, pretty
grey gown, neat black hat; Miss Spencer, tailor-made grey
checked gown, small black hat; Miss Hawke, paleblueEton cos-

tume, large cream hat; Miss Shaw, very stylish grey checked
costume, small hat; Miss M. Shaw, brown cashmere costume
made Eton style, underbodice of bright pink silk covered with
fine brown lace, small sailor hat; Misses Cotterill,bine flowered

gingham, white hatwith blue flowers ; Miss Taylor, bright pink

Sown with yoke and sleeves of guipure lace, small hat; Miss
taker looked immensely well in navyblue shot serge gown made

with zouave,old gold vest, stylish hat; Miss Barker, grey cloth
sown, jacket made three-quarter length, white sailor hat: Miss
Dury (Wanganui), grey costume, small hat; Miss Fulton (Christ-
church), blue flowered silk gown, large cream hat; Miss Lowry,
stylish grey costume, large Tuscan hat (white) with jam-poc
crown trimmed with white feathers; Miss Hewson

wore a

similar costume; Miss Seale looked very neat in a navy
blue cloth costume, white blouse, Eton jacket, white sailor

hat; Miss Pattison was attractive in a black gown, large
black openwork straw hat with black ribbon trimmings ;
Miss — Pattison wore a black gown, and black hat also;
Miss Hitchings looked very well indeed in a pretty grey small
checked tweed gown, bordered round bottom ofhem with rich
grey fur. With this thoroughly English costume was worn a

bright yellow waistcoat, and grey straw hat with pale pink roses ;
Miss Hilda Hitchings wore a pretty heliotropegown, and small
cream hat trimmed with yellow ribbon; Mrs Beilby looked nice
at theraces in grey spotted gown, and bonnet; and Mrs R. Well-
wood I liked in navy figured delaine,with large black hat, and
blackfeathers; Mrs C. Lewis also looked well in greycostume

andblack hat with feathers. I must not forget to tell you that
Miss Maude Williams(Wellington), looked exceedingly sweet at

theraces in alovely cream corduroy silk gown, most quaintlyand

fa-hionably made, with huge sleeves, and long three-quarter
jacket, belt fastened with largebutton. Very pretty cream straw’

hat with white marguerites round outside of the brim. The
second day’s dresses will appearnext week.

Dolly.

Looking
CLASS.

rIN Napier: Mrs King is on a visit toMiss Hitehings at

the ‘ Oaks.’ Sheis looking exceedingly well. Mrs King
> resides in Wellington, and finds Napier climate very

< * agreeable after windy Wellington. Miss White (Mrs
* Wenley’s sister) is out from England, and is staying

in Napier. She is wearing a very wide skirt with

stiff lining round the bottom of hem. (Girls, don’t
let the crinoline come in; this is the forerunner.)

Mrs Willie Carlile is staying in Napier with Mrs
James Carlile. Miss Fulton (Dunedin) looks well in
a flowered blue gown, creamhat. Miss Maker wears

a stylish navy gown trimmed with old gold silk, hat to match.
At Miss Rees’ dance there were present: — Misses Lascelles.

Balhany. Chapman, Hamlin, Wilson, Shaw. Rhodes, and a few
others. The gowns worn werenot new’. It is rather early in the
season for new gowns,but Miss Hamlinlookedvery nice in cream
with yellow trimmings, and Miss Lascelles looked nice in black.
Duringtheeveningsongs were givenwhich were much appreciated.

—***—lnHastings : Mr and Mrs W. Birch arc downfrom Pateaand
are staying atFrunley. Mrs Haighis laid upwith afeverish attack,
but by latest accounts she is progressing favourably. Mr Joe
Williamsis laid up with a crippled knee, which threatens to be
tiresome; it is tobe hoped it will notlay him up for long, as it is

so very w'earying for an energetic man like Mr Joe Williamsto be
confined tothe house. Mr Allan Williams is a good deal better.
Miss Williams (Wellington)is on a visit toFrimley. Mr and Mrs
William Nelson, Miss Nelson, and Miss E. Nelson, leave shortly
for England, and intend being awayabouta year. Happy people!
The Misses Russell (three) have returned from the South. Mrs
Tipping is wearing a very

neat dark
green gown, light green

waistcoat. Bond-street hat; Mrs F. Nelson wears a very stylish
grey costume (English!, black hat with black feathers ;
Mrs King wears a black gown, white hat with strings.
On the arrival of the Governor, amongst the people assembled
round the station were Mesdames J. N. Williams,F. Nelson. Mc-
Hardy, McLean, and the Misses Williams, Beamish, McHardy,
Edwards. Lascelles, and lots more. Mr and Miss Beamish met
Dr. and Mrs New man, who aregoing to remain as their guests
until after the races. Miss Beamish looked well inacream gown,
haten suite.
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SOCIETY GOSSIP.
AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, March 28.

Where am 1 to begin with all ourgaieties of the past
week ? • Perchance the

FROCKS AT THE POLO BALL

claim the prominent place. Certainly ourfair dames and demoi-
selles rose to the occasion and looked exceedingly well. Mrs

Wilson (Rangitikei) wore a black flowered gown; Mrs Keiller
looked charming in white; Miss Stevenson, white; Miss Ethel

Bull, white silk: Mrs O’Rorke, lovely gown of white silk : Mrs

Wills, cream silk trimmed with apricot velvet and embroidery:
Mrs Bloomfield looked very beautiful in brocaded bouton d’or
silk: as did Mrs Dignan, in canarycoloured silk: Miss Tilley,

heavy white satin trimmed with yellow lace: Miss Upton, white:
Mrs (Dr.) Lawry, white silk ruched on neck and edge of skirt;

Miss Bursell. black satin edged with cornflower blue ; Mrs Bews,

pretty yelloW gown; Mrs (Dr.) Bews, very handsome canary silk

trimmed with white lace : Mrs Morrin. rich white silk with dia-

mondbrooches; Mrs Buddle,simple white silk: Mrs Worsp. spuice
gown covered with black lace ; Miss Worsp, cream flowered

gown: Miss H. Worsp looked lovely in plain white silk ; Mrs

Kerr-Taylor looked remarkably well in pale pink Liberty silk;
Misses Kerr-Taylor, simple white gowns, I think of crOpon.
Several people remarked that Miss Kerr-Taylor was quite the

belle of the ball. Miss Devereux, white crepon with crushed
strawberry lace: Mrs Ware, beautiful pink and blue brocaded

silk with large hanging sleeves of bright velvet: Mrs Jackson

(Katoomba), white silk with a rainbow stripe: Mrs Nashelski,

dark brown silk ; her daughter, simple white muslin;
Mrs Fenwick, handsome black velvet wilh silk sleeves

and white Empire belt; Miss Wilkins, green Liberty silk,
and her sister grey trimmed with pink ; Mrs A. Taylor, slate

and grey; Miss Von Sturmer, tomatored with gold stripe; Miss

Rookes, terracotta silk with brown velvet; Miss Whewell,pretty

whitegown ; Miss Moss, old gold with black lace overall; Miss J.

Robertson, white satin covered with black lace ; Mrs Mos-? Davis,

rose shot silk covered with black net; Miss Moss Davis, combina-

tion of white and yellow; Mrs Murray, black shot silk; Miss
Fenton, black velvet; Miss Chambers-Taylor, stylish black re-

lieved with white lace ; Miss L. Taylor, pretty pale pink dress;

Mrs Cunningham, black velvet with white lace: Mrs Cotter,

striking gamboge trimmed with black lace and dark gamboge
velvet sleeves; Miss Hardie, white; Miss Thomas looked remark-

ably lovely in white silk and net; Mrs Rich, black lace; the

Misses Rich, cream satin trimmed with net and artificial flowers;
Miss Elliot, white: Miss Walker, yellow; Miss Kilgour, pale blue

and pink stripe trimmed profusely with white lace; her sister in

yellow with narrow stripes of black velvet; Mrs Ireland, brown

satin: her daughter in white; Mrs H. Jackson, rich rose.pink
silk;Miss Schertf looked wellin a becoming gownof pink crepon,
and her sister pretty in a white China silk; Mrs Bilborough,

handsome cream silk: Miss Hay, white; Miss Heywood, white

satin and white fur; Miss Johnson, pretty Nil green; Mrs Mc-

Laughlin, rich ruby silk, pink silk vest; Miss McLaughlin, pretty
cream gown trimmed with bronze moyen velvet; Mrs Hope
Lewis, stylish black net; Misses Banks, p etty white muslins;.

Miss Forbes, becoming gown of green electrique ; Misses Thorpe,
w’hite Liberty silk: Miss Firth, white, with passementerie
trimmings; Miss Mary Firth, greenelectrique with bright pink
velvet sleeves; Miss Clara Firth, simple white gown; Miss

Reeves, vieux silk; Miss White, deep grey; Miss Meldrum,

white ; Mrs Alfred Nathan, terre silk dress ; Mrs Arthur Nathan,

bright rose pink. Miss Evans, blue satin; Mrs Masefield, black ;
Miss Percival, fawn ; Miss Dunnett, Ardoise grey trimmed with

Nihiliste red; Miss Davis, bright pink silk; Mrs Hanna, deep
grey silk; Mrs D. Borsey Cruickshank, handsome white brocaded

silk; Miss Gould, black lace with bouton d’or; Miss Buckland,

Gaulois grey trimmed with net: Miss Power, black with bouton

d’or grey; Mrs Upton,black; Mrs Reid, white silk : Miss Dickey,

scarlet tarlatan ; Miss Atkinson, white lace dress trimmed with

coquelicot red ribbons; her sister in pale pink flowered silk ;
Mrs Keesing, lovely cream silk trimmed with pearl beading;
Miss Phillips, cream; Miss Chapman, black lace trimmed with

heliotropeflowers ; Mrs Isidor Alexander, blue striped satin with
Watteau back; Mrs Morgan (Sydney), simple white gown; Mrs

Edmiston, i ale blue silk trimmed with pale silk flowers; Miss

Ansley, white catvbric; Miss Buddle, black net; Mi-s Brigham,

white silk; Miss Wylde - Browne, white nun’s veiling; Miss

Bankhardt, cream silk; Miss Baker, cream China silk: Miss
Ella Baker, white; Miss Brab izon, white; Miss Chambers, hand-

some white silk with passementerie trimmings; Miss Gorrie,

grey silk, cream front trimmed with black lace: Mrs Gordon,

black lace; Miss Gordon, pretty white gown; Mrs — Gordon,

deep bouton d’or Liberty silk; Miss Rosa Bull, pink silk gown;
Miss Glynn, white made in Grecian style: Miss Halyday. black
net with scarlet trimmings; Miss Howard, rose pink nun’s veil-

ing ; Misses Kilgour, white and gold ; Miss Lyell, pretty yellow
gown with white lace ; Miss McDonald,white : Mrs Napier, black

silk and lace ; Miss Purchas, white ; Mrs ChallinorPurchas, deep

blue silk ; Miss Pirie, simple white ; Miss Rice, green electrique;
Mrs Younghusband, white trimmed with pink; Miss Von

Sturmer. white with bouton d’or trimmings; Miss Walnut,bright
rose pink; Miss Tonge, coquelicot red muslin; Miss — Tonge,
white and canarycolouredtrimmings: Miss Stevenson (Remuera),

dark yellow with brown trimmings; Mrs (Dr.) Scott, pretty dress,

but I do notrecollect the colour. ■
We hada nice ‘ five o’clock ’in Symond-street. I was not there,

but I think I can giveyou the

DRESSES AT MRS KEESING’S AFTERNOON TEA.

Our hostess wore a charming black delainewith white flowers :
Miss Keesing wore a pretty grey lustre; while her sister worea

stylish absinthe green delaine, white silk vest and trimmings;
Mrs Cheeseman, black lace relieved with white; Mrs Shirley-
Baker, spuice, with passementerie trimmings: Miss L.Baker, grey

plaid skirt, red shot with blue silk bodice: Mrs Cohenne, pinkey
grey cashmere; Mrs Niccol. canary colouredgown trimmed pro-

fusely with black velvet and lace : Miss Phillips, white muslin ;
Mrs Schertf looked well in navy ; Miss Schertf. grey, andwhite

vest, and a pretty white hat trimmed with blue forget-me-nots

and tulle ; Miss Coates,black ; Mrs Nelson, black; Mrs and Misses

Kerr-Taylor, grey; Mrs Walker, navy, with plaid vest and trim-

mings: Mrs and Miss Snell: Mrs R. Keesiug. handsome black

silk with bead trimmings; Mrs Devore, trained black; Miss

Devore, black re ieved w’ith white and yellow flowers; Miss

Evans, fawn with white silk yoke, sash and cuffs pretty hat with

pink rosebuds; Mrs Masefield, handsome trained black gown ;
Mrs Nashelski, grey; and her daughter, pretty art muslin ; Miss

Rich, black handsomely trimmed with crape; Mrs Kenderdine.

crushed strawberry cashmere; Mrs Colegrove, handsome moae

grey with whitevest.

There have beensome very

STYLISH DRESSES WORN DURING THE POLO TOURNAMENT.

On the first day Mrs Dignan was prettily clad in fawn with white

silk vest; Miss Colbec, cream : Mrs Colbec, black, with orange

flower in her bonnet; Mrs Bilborough, handsome cream silk;

Miss Girdler, white, with biscuit-coloured gem hat; Miss Nathan,

navydelaine,gem hat: Mrs (Dr.) Erson, black grenadine, white

cloak, and white hat with feathers; Miss Bankart, celery green

trimined with dark green ribbons, black toque with red poppies ;
Miss Wilkins, white and grey, black hat with pink roses ; and her

sister white, white hatwith ostrich feathers ; Mrs Wilkins,black

with orangeflowers in herbonnet; Mrs Fenwick, Nilgreen with

pa'-sementeric trimmings ; Mrs W. Lawry. navy and white ; Miss

Ireland white ; Mrs Kilgour, bronze d’art silk, with velvet

zouavejacket, black lace bonnet, and parasol; Miss Kilgour.

simple white gown, cream sailor hat trimmed with blue;

Mrs Ching, grev skirt, jacket; Misses Thorpe, simple
white gowns : Miss Rich, black ; Miss McLaughlin, navy, white

blouse, hatwith ostrich feathers ; Miss Chapman,black cashmere

with bouton d’or trimmings and black lace hat en suite: Miss

Thomson, white ribbed dress ; Mrs H. Lewis, black : Miss Lewis,

pale blue gown,black hat trimmed with blue: Mrs Bloomfield,

lovely cream gown ; Mrs Glynn, fawn, and herdaughterin white;
Miss Spiers, navy ; Mrs Mahoney, slate grey ; Mrs Glynn, navy,

and her daughter in white.

THE GOVERNMENT HOUSE PARTY

on Wednesday includedHer Grace the Duchess of Buckingham
and Chandos, who was wearing a black cloak embroidered in

gold, with an Elizabethan collar, large black hat relieved by a

trimming of white lace round the brim, black feathers ana

velvet: theCountess of Hopetoun was gowned in a white duck

suit, with black tulle hatand velvet strings ; the Ladies Augusta.
Alice, and Dorothy Boyle wore white frocks, sailor hats banded

with red. white,and blue ; Miss Holroyde was attired in a similar

hat,narrow stripedblouse, dark skirt; Miss Wolfe-Murray, cream

dress trimmed with black velvet, black hat with velvet strings; I

did not see Miss Hallowes; Mrs Goring wore grey, with becoming

black chapeautinted with yellow ; Mrs (Col.) Dawson, blue spotted
chemisette, blue corselet skirt, small hat banded with Auckland

colours. Am »ngst the other visitors were Mrs Morrin, Mrs

Purchas, black, lace mantle,black bonnet with old gold ribbon ;
Miss L. Purchas, flowered delaine, cream hat; Mrs Chamnor

Purchas, stylishly dressed in pink with ribbons: Mrs W. Bloom-

field, a fascinatinglove-in-the-mist gown with boutondor floral

pattern, and guipure lace trimming, black hat with bouton d or

relief: Mrs Cruickshank, tailor-made gown of the new rough
raised material,black hat blended with salmon ribbon ; Mrs Gray,
delaine costume, with berthe, black lace bonnet with tomato red

velvet; Mrs J.Shera. flowered delaine with red andgreenribbons ;
Mrs Hardie, shot blue-gray Bordeaux silk, guipure lace trimmings,

bonnet with flowers to match ; Mrs Rattray, handsome black silk

with gimp and velvet broche trimming, lace mantle, black

feathered bonnet; Miss Rattray, navy surahsilk, becoming black

lace capote covered with gloirede dijon roses and buds; Mrs W.

Rattray, pale Egypt costume with grenat surah, hat to

match: Mrs Ware, pretty grey, black bonnet; Mrs Scott (One-

hunga), pale coral with black lace, pretty bonnet; Miss Johnston,

pale blue striped costume; the Misses Pierce, mourningdresses.

ON THURSDAY

the Ladies Augusta. Alice, and Dorothy Boyle wore pretty elec-

tric slate dresses trimmed with velvet of a darker shade, gem

hats with crushed strawberry ribbons; Lady Hopetoun, stylish

white gown ; Miss Wolfe-Murray, navy and white stripe; Mrs

O’Rorke. cream dress, with Gobelin blue vest; Miss O Brien,
fawn ; Mrs Nashelski, grey ; her daughter, navy ; Mrs Colgroye,
grey and white: Miss Fenton, black; Miss Lewis, fawn, with

green ribbons: Mrs McLaughlin, black silk, gigot sleeves, hat

with navy; Miss Hay, navy, and white vest: Miss Heywood,

navy, with pink bodice and navy zouave jacket; Mrs Graham,

black silk with orangesleevesand vest, bonnet with green birds ;
Miss Banks, white; Miss Hookes, fawn tuss »re silk, white vest,

bonnet with red forget-me-nots: Miss Forbes, navy, and white

vest; Miss Jackson, grey, with black velvet sleeves ana velvet

let down front andback of bodice; Miss Whewell, emeraldgreen

with black velvet; Miss Dunnett. grey; Miss Girdler, navy;
Mrs Bloomfield wasriding Rary.

DRESSES AT THE POLO RACES.

The Countess of Glasgow, whom we were glad to see amongst

us again, looked stylish in steel grey silk trimmed with black

velvet and lace, black hat with steel grey ostrich lips ; theLadies

Augusta, Alice r.nd Dorothy Boyle wore pretty vieux rose striped

skirts, white blouses, vieux rose hats en suite; the Duchess of

Buckingham, elegant cream ribbed merino, black hat with

feathers; Lady Hopetoun was charming in buis gown trimmed
with gendarme green, black velvet hat with black and green

feather tips; Miss Wolfe-Murray, lovely mode grey, white silk

vest, navy sailor hat; Miss Halloweslooked extremelypretty in a

simple whitegown and hat with feathers ; Miss Holroyde, white ;
Mrs Rhodes, navy with Cambridge blue ve-t, white sailor hat

trimmedwith navy : Mrs (Col.) Dawson, cream silk, hat ensuite;

Miss Elliot, white ribbed dress; Mrs O’Rorke, cream serge with

bands of black velvet, black velvet hat; Mrs Wills, cream with

gold vest and sleeves, cream hat with gold trimmings; Mrs W.

Bloomfield, extremely diatinguee in a stylish gown of

ardoise grey Idalia, of pure Vicuna wool with a yellow

camel’s hair figure raised on its surface, the bodice was

covered with Mechlin lace, and sleeves with deep hanging lace,

lovely grey hatwith yellowroses; Mrs Wilson (Ringitikei) navy ;
black velvet sleeves ; Mrs Challiuor Purchas, apricot gown with

white lace; Mrs McLaughlin, black; Mrs Kerr Taylor, grey, and

her daughters, stvlish combination of navyand cream ; Miss Mc-

Laughlin pink; Misses Banks, white, and Nile; Mrs Younghus-

band, black and grey; Mrs H. Gould, beige gown with grey

velvet- Miss Lewis, spuice with black lace, haG with flowers;

Mrs McMillan, grey; and her daughters, in white, rose pink, and

white and blue respectively ; Mrs Richmond, grey ; Mrs Bil-

borough cream; Mrs (Dr. Bews, pale blue striped trimmed with

navy- Miss Stevenson, fawn and brown ribbons; the Misses

Bu -kiand, navy ; Miss Ethel Bull,brown ; and her sister, in navy;
Misses Pierce, black cashmere, trimmed withblack velvet; Miss

Brown cream; Mrs Worsp, pale heliotrope brocaded in darker

shade •’ Miss Worsp, green electric and white; and her sister in

white-’ Mrs Harry Jackson, black lace, black velvetsleeves, black

hat trimmed withbuttercup ribbons : Mrs Bourne, black brocaded

silk white vest; Miss Rice, grey; Mrs Buddle, grey spotted gown,

withblack velvet gigot sleeves; Miss Wilkins, white; Mrs hen-

wick navy; Miss Maud Wilkins, Nile green and white; Mrs

Ching black silk gownwith white corselet bodice, black silk hat

trimmed with shot ribbons, and her daughter pale blue striped
delaine white feather hat; Miss Ireland, white; Miss Thomson

(Rocklandsi grey ; Mrs H. P. Norton, black striped cashmere,

white silk vest, white hat; Miss Lyell, cream flowered delaine,

withred ribbons, red sailor hat; Mrs Morgan (Sydney), dark navy

serge; Miss Courtaine, navy; Miss Forbes, grey, white vest,

sailor hat• Miss Hesketh, cream flowered delaine; MissDevereux,

black skirt, white blouse; Mrs Aitken Carri. k. grey; Mrs Aitken,

black; Mrs Richmond, grey; Miss Rich, black; Mrs Dignan.
fawn, white vest; Miss Scherif, grey, hat edged with ciel; Miss

N Scherif grey, and white vest; Miss E. bchertf, pale blue

st’riped. black hat; Mrs Gordon grey, with black velvet;

Miss Gordon, brown plaid with brown silk; Mrs Ire-

land, combination of grey and black ; Mrs Morrin, cream

flowered silk, black velvet hat with feathers; Mrs Angus

Gordon grey flowered delaine ; Miss Evans, fawn with white

silk yoke cuffs and sash ; Miss Chambers, grey, and white hat;
Miss Chambers Taylor, navy, white hat with feathers; Miss

Hardie beige trimmed with brown: Miss Upton, black ; Miss

Crowther, fawn; Mrs Mahoney, Nile green with narrow black

velvet bands; Mrs Cotter, and her daughter in wh.te; Mrs

Grahame bright peacock blue; Miss Sinclair, black and white;
Miss Dunnet. fawn; Miss Percival, pink ; Miss Hey wood in

cream ; Miss Hay, stylish gown of black and gold ; Mi«

W F Buckland, pale green ; Miss Johnston, grey ; Mrs

Edwards, Mrs Johnstone, black ; Miss Kensington, cream:
Miss Power, simple white edged with green ; Mrs Pierce,

apricot plaid ; Miss Bailey, white muslin ; Mrs Roach,

black • Mrs Robertson (Melbourne), white; Miss Ander-

son grey- Mrs Jackson (H.M.S. Katoomba), white with

narrow red ribbons; Miss Phillips, white ; Mrs Armitage,
Mrs Reid, pale heliotrope: Mrs Bright, cream ; Miss Dickey, Mrs

O’Neill grey; Miss Earle, grey ; Mrs McArthur, grey, and black
lace hat with green ribbons; Miss Bursil. cornflower blue: Miss

Brett grey vieux rose sleeves, cream hat. with Breen ribbons;
Mrs Walcot Wood (nee Brett) looked remarkably well in melon

cashmere with white lace, white hat with feathers; Mrs (Dr.)
Scott coral pink with black lace; Mrs Napier,buis serge trimmed

with brown ribbons: Miss Gorrie, grey; Miss Howard, spuice

flowered gown ; Miss Thorpe, pale pink ; and her sister, white ;
Miss Nashelski, Miss G. Purchas. cream delaine; Miss Mair

looked welt on horseback ; Miss Kempthorne, pale green ; Mrs D.

Cruickshank, Miss Tonga, paie blue; Mrs I'ewsiey, black.

DRESSES ON FOURTH HAY OK TOURNAMENT.

Duchess of Buckingham. I think, wore cream : Lady Hopetoun

looked pretty in white, large sailor hat witli band of red : Miss

Hallowes white gown, charming flat sailor hat: Miss Holroyde.
gtev • Mrs O'Rorke. brown ; Mrs Wills wore pretty cream Folke-

stone’serge witli black velvet bands round the edge of skirt, the

bodice was covered with Mechlin lace: Mrs Younghusband,
stylish black trimmedwith grey silk, and large hat trimmed with

two lovely long ostrich feathers; Mrs Wilson(Rangitikei). terra

cotta delaine; Mrs Challinor Purchas. navy with white passe-

menterie vest; Mrs Holgate, black silk trimmed with laee ; Mrs

Dignan grey and white vest: Mrs Bloomtit-ld, cream; Mrs

McLaughlin, black; and her daughter, pink and white;

Miss Thomson, grey ; Mrs Mahoney, black grenadine, velvet

zouave jacket, hat with orange flowers; Mrs 1,. I). Nathan, Mrs

Alfred Nathan. Mrs T. Morrin. white with gigot sleeves: Mrs

(Dr ) Lindsay, fawn : Mrs Moss Davis, spruce:and her daughter,

pink - Mrs Lewis and Miss Fenton, black : Miss la* vis. a pretty
blue crinkley delaine with black ribbons; Mrs Murray, navy;

Mrs Jackson, white; Mrs Gordon, pink; Miss Banks, grey; her

Bister. Chartreuse green; Mrs A. Clarke, grey ; Miss Stevenson;

Misses Rookes and Forbes; Mrs Hall, black floweret! delaine,

black velvet corselet bodice, bonnet en suite : Miss Chambers,

grey: Miss Phi Ison, navy ; Miss Sellers, beige skirt, white blouse,
hat with red; Miss Upton, navy: Miss Devereux, black skirl,

white blouse, hat with red poppies ; Miss Dunnet, Mrs Dargaville.
Mrs Goodhue, black delaine: Mrs Ware was riding.

Thedresses at the Exhibitionof Chinapaintingwillbedeacribetl
next week.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, March 23.

Fortunately it turned out a lovely day for the

GARDEN FETE

on Saturday afternoon. The fete was Riven by Mrs Arthur
Pearce in her pretty grounds, in Abel-Smith-street, in aid of the

Building fundof the Fine Art Society, and I believe a consider

able sum was realized for that object, i'he Society is anxiousto

pay off the debt on their new building, and for that purpose held

the Loan exhibition a few’ weeks ago, andby that got nearly £5O.

Then Mrs Pearce offered to give the fOte, and Miss Holmes
offered toget up aGift Bazaar Both kind offers were gratefully
accepted, and theCommittee hope thatby the time the Bazaar is

over (it opens on the 20th or next month) that they will beentirely
free from debt. Well, to return to the fdte—it opened at 3 o’clock
and continued until 6 o’clock, and during thattimethere wasacon-
tinualstreamof visitors, fully two hundredpeoplebeing present. A

small charge was made foradmission, andthere were various ways

of spending one’s money in the shapeofamusements—for instance

there were ponies for the children to ride uponunder theguidance
of Messrs Arthur Pearce and Arthur Cooper. Tnen there were

bran-tubs, shootinggalleries, ice cream stalls,afternoonteastalls,

confectionery stalls, lawn tennis parties, and so on. for each of

which one paid a small fee. Those assisting were Mrs Collins,
Miss Holmes, and the Misses Johnston, Cooper, ('alder. Wonless,
etc., and of course Mrs Pearce, who was kept very busy all the

afternoon.Mrs Pearce wore a pretty gownofcream delainefigured
with grey flowers and trimmed with cream lace and black velvet

streamers, and a large black hat with white tips and strings.
Mrs H. Crawford, of Miramar, black and white delainetrimmed
with black velvet and small bonnetto match; Mrs Collins, blue

serge, white shirt and hat and majenta tie; Miss Holmes, grey

flowered print with wnite lace sleeves, large biack hat
with feathers; Mrs Pynsent. in a lovely violet snot silk, trained,

trimmed with black lace, small bonnet to match; xVfiss Pynsent,

pink, and large cream hat with flowers; Mrs W. Johnston, a
handsome black Watteau costume; Miss Johnston(Fitzueroert
Terrace), black, and small pink and blue bonnet; Mrs Menteath,

grey, with black moire sash, black hat; Mrs Grace, a handsome

black silk with panels of brocade, and long Watteau how in front;
Miss A. Grace, a pretty pale grey costume with white brocaded
vest, and hat to match; Mrs Tanner, a very new-looking gown of
dull claret cloth, with puffs of velvet let into the sleeves, and

trimmed with sparkling passementerie; Mrs I’. Wilford (of the

Hutt), black serge, and large black hat with lovely shaded
feathers ; Mrs and Miss Turnbull, the latter in a pretty pale blue
gown,much trimmed with black ribbon and lace ; Miss Menzies,
in cream and mauve delaine; Miss Brown, in fawn tweed,
trimmed with blue and brown; Miss Wrigby, in grey; Miss

Tuckey, in tobacco brown trimmed with shot silk: Dr. and Mrs
Adams; Mr, and Mrs G. Beetnam, the latter in grey and pink,
andblack velvet hat; Dr. Collins, Misses Grace, Misses (Walter)
Johnston, Misses Cooper. Miss Hadfield, Mrs and the Misses

Williams, Miss Kebbell, Misses Gore, the Misses Brandon. Miss

Bethune.Misses Harding, xVlrs and Miss McGregor, Mrs Didsbury,
Mr and Mrs Barraud, Mrs Gavin, Mr and Mrs Patterson, Miss
Best, Mr and Miss Koch, Misses Izard, Miss Lucy Williams

(Hawke s Bay), Miss Moore (Sydney), Misses Fairchild, and Messrs

N. Young, Todd, Stuart,Still, Baldwin, Buller, etc. Itwas a very

pleasant gathering,and the funds will be most acceptable.
THE ORCHESTRAL CONCERT

took place a few nights ago, and here are a few of the pretty
gowns worn, Mrs Miller, who sang, was dressed in cream soft

stuffmade with a long Watteau train; xVlrs Queree, who played,
was inblack lace trimmed with white lace; xVlrs Holt, who also

played, was in black and mauve; Miss Medley accompanied, and

also gave a piece, and wore a black evening gown. In the

orchestra were Miss Pilcher, in cream with red sash ; xVliss Dug-
dale, black and cream; Miss Henry, white; Miss Holt, white;
Miss Hirstberg, black; and xVliss Kennedy, black. There was a
very large audience, including Mrs Leckie, Mr and Mrs
Habens, xVlrs Morrah, in black; Miss Morrah, in tomato silk
trimmed with black lace; Miss Roberts, white with pale
blue sleeves; Mrs Levin, in a handsome pink silk gown;

Mr and Mrs Tolhurst, the latter in a black jetted gown;
the Misses Tolhurst. Mr and Mrs Castendyke, Miss Toxward.
Miss Campbell, in a red cloak ; Mr and Airs G. Beetham, Dr. and
theMisses Henry. Mr and Mrs and the Misses Barron, theMisses
Gore, Mr and Mrs Reid, xMiss Richardson, Mr and Mrs Wardrop,
Miss Duthie, Miss McKellar, in pink trimmed with cream lace ;
Miss Elliott, in blue Liberty silk; Mrs Quick, in black; Miss
Quick, a cream embroidered cloak ; Mr andMrs Biss, who have

just returned from their honeymoon; Aiiss O’Connor, in white;
the Misses Graham, the Misses Seed, Mrs and the Misses Burnett

Misses Nathan, Miss Cohen, Miss Grant, the Misses Dean, Mrs
and Miss Douglas, Mrs and the Misses Stowe, xMiss Jolly, Mrs

Eberle, the Misses Johnston, Miss Patterson, the Misses W iddop.
the Missej Allan. Mr and Mrs Kiley, Misses Hammeiton, Misses
Hill, Mrs Tripe, etc.

Ophelia.

Stop Drinking.—lf you want to quit the liquor or opium
habit; if you want to quit smoking, take No 1 K T. Booth’s
Golden Remedy, it absolutely destroys the craving and
all desire for stimulants and narcotics. Read the startling
testimonials of cures in New Zealand. At all chemists.—

(Advt.) 1

DRESSMAKING ROOMS, WELLINGTON.

MRS WINIFRED MALE,
(LATE DRESSMAKER AT THE D.1.C., WELLINGTON),

Having secured rooms in the ATKEN2BUM BUILDIHGS,
li/IMBIOB QUAY, is now prepared to execute orders in the
latest Style, at Reasonable Charges, and solicits tne

patronage or her former customers and the general public.
AJcbKBaMAKIxfG oIaASSES have also been started. Ladies

can join at any time.

QUK yy ELLINGTON

NOTICE OF REMOVAL.

THE OFFICE OF THE

UK LAND

ZEALAND Q.KAPHIC
AND

JM-EW 25EALAND JpARMER.
IS NOW REMOVED TO

CUSTOM-HOUSE QUAY.
(BETWEEN G.P.0., AND HANK OF AUSTRALASIA.

Where Hlch canbe referred to, buck nuinberaobtained, and Hub

criptions and advertisementa will be received by

J. I LOTT,

Manager for the Wellington DiHtrict
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A MYSTERY SOLVED.

AN HASTEN STONY.

HEN papa made you refuse young
James Madder because he was only a

poor artist, he never thought yon’d
have to decorate pincushionsand hair-
brush boxes for a living yourself, did

lie, Stella’’ inquired volatile Jennie
l*iice, whom no trouble could make
grave and silent. * Don’t you wish
now that you had married the
banker, or baker, or butcher, or

whatever he was, instead ’’

• Good heavens, no I’ ejaculated Stella, * not if we had
come to worse than this little room and a kerosene stove. I

belong to myself, at least, and—but you were really a baby
at the time, and have no idea what love means even yet.
Jennie, to be married to any one I hated as I did Mr

Kimberly Knatchball, would drive one to suicide.’
* Well, poor, dear papa probably knew that he was going

to tail then,’ said Jennie, ‘ and tried to do the best by you,
and Mr Knatchball was very easily rebutted. I guess he
got an idea of it. (th, Stella, when I was at school in
Wellington we girls used to talk over our yet unknown
“ futures," and all of them declared that noblemen must be
nicest, except Lizzie Dost; she wanted a highwayman, like
one in a novel. As for me, I didn’t want any one. I

don’t, I just hate the idea. Who would you have if you
could ’’

Poor Stella, she turned away to hide her tears from her

little sister.

There was but one man in the world to her, and she was

parted from him forever ; he must think her false and cold,
and mercenary.

She had never been able to explain her conduct to him.
*No matter about all that, Jennie,’ she said, with a

break in her voice. *Do try and suggest something about
these pincushions and boxes. They are all returned on my
hands, with the criticism “won’t do.” Now, why don’t
they do? Madame Touchup “ finished ”

me in water colours,
and Signor Dabble in oils. Can’t I paint roses and Cupids
tor toilet-boxes after that, I wonder? There is something
wrong with them, but what is it? Criticise them, dear, I
must please Messrs Pinch and Penny, or we shall starve.

They give me little enough for my work as it is.’
• Well,’ said Jennie, placing her head on one side and re-

garding the squares of silk before her solemnly ; * some are

fady and some are cloudy. The edges of the Howers look
like tin. The Cupids arecrooked and have bad complexions
— and—’

* You needn’t go on,’ said Stella, ‘ I suspected as much

myself. I must try something else. Let us go the bed—’
and extinguishing the gas she left the little room, on the
door of which the word ‘ Studio’ appeared, and led the way
to the upper Hoot, where a small hall-bedroom afforded the
daughters of the late millionairea resting-place.

Came to the colony with a shilling in his pocket, made a

great fortune, failed and shot himself, was his record No
uncommon one—and his girls were left alone to support
themselves on boarding - school accomplishments if they
could.

Crying one’s self to sleep at night is apt to lead to heavy
morning slumbers. Therefore, Stella started awake in a

desperate fright, to remember that the two Misses Plum
came for their lessons at nine, and leaving her sister still in

bed, hurried down to the studio after a hasty cup of coffee,
to find them already there and examining the squares of de-
corated silk upon the table with admiration.

‘ I declare. Miss Price, they are too lovely for anything,’
Miss Meta Plum cried ;

• these cupids, now !’

‘ And these lilies,’ echoed Fanny Plum, ‘so soft ’
‘Do you think so?’ echoed Stella, doubtfully. Then she

gave a little cry.
The flowers, which last night certainly were hard, now

lay soft as real lilies across the white silk. The arch little
Cupids appeared ready to Hy, the birds and butterflies were

charming.
In the night a transformation had occurred—her designs

were unaltered, but they seemed to have finished them-
selves exquisitely.

Bewildered, excited, she could think of nothing else
throughout the whole of the Mieses Plums’ lesson, and when
those excellent giris had, with their usual exasperating de-
liberation, folded their painting aprons, packed their boxes,
set each other’s hats straight, and uttered their adieux, she

instantly summoned Jennie to her presence.
‘ Are you a genius—did you do this?’ she asked. ‘ These

things aie finished up, and I never saw anything prettier.’
‘ Why, Stella, so they are !’ Jennie cried. ‘ And I assure

you that if I tried I could not do them as well as they were

last night. You must have done them in your sleep. I've
read nt such things. You know there are nofairies now.’

‘ There are angels, and I fancy they must have done it.

But Pinch and Penny’s people shall see them in their
altered form !’ cried Stella, hastily packing the squares of
silk in a box. ‘They may take on their old, original ugli-
ness if I delay. If lam a somnambulist, I may go on doing
this in my s eep, but surely I never can in my waking
moments.’

The critic at the office of Messrs Pinch and Penny was

much pleased with the new woik. ‘lf you can give us

that sort of thing,’said he, graciously, ‘we’ll throw plenty
into your hands, and we might advance the price, a little,
too. We want some lovely designs for Easter cardsand
souveniers. Now, if you will bring us a few by next week
and they sell well, we shall be glad to give you regular em-

ployment on our staff.

Stella returned home, full of agrand enthusiasm. She
would do something in the way of an Easter card which
should eclipse any previous effort of any artist. Visions
of angels holding shattered crosses in their hands, of lilies

of all shapes, instinct with life, of early dawn creeping over

a sleeping city, flitted before her mind, all exquisitely
worked out on satin for these beautiful Easter cards.

So Stella set to work in joy and hope on a large parcel of

silk. But, alas ! the old defects were still plainly to be
seen, and she retired with a heavy heart, but again in the
morning, her work, retouched and improved, lay upon the
table.

This went on for a month or more, and the first astonish-
ment being over, the sisters accepted the somnambulistic

theory as the only possible one, and thanked Heaven in
their prayers that it had been vouchsafed to Stella to do

better work in her sleep than she could in her waking
moments.

In facr, they had come to expect the miracle to happen
as certainly as they did that the sun would rise—when sud-

denly it did not. Stella’s designs remained in the morning
exactly what they were at night, and the firm of Pinch and

Penny sent their critic to bring back the last installment of
work.

‘ You see there is no use deceiving me,' he said, sternly.
‘ You’ve had a superior hand helping you. Get her back
and we’ll take you on again, not else.’

‘ He wouldn’t have believed us if we had told him,’ said

Stella, as he left. ‘ What shall we do now, Jennie?*
At this moment there was a knock at the door. Both

the girls started, and Stella hid the defective decorations
under some blotting paper, while Jennie answered the rap.

A gentleman stood without, a tall, bearded man, who
bowed profoundly.

‘ Pardon my intrusion,’ he began. •My name is Madder.
I occupy the adjoining studio and am a painter. I ’
There he paused. For Jennie, always impulsive, uttered a

cry.

‘ Madder—and an artist ! Why, yon must be the gentle-
man who came to see us long ago. I’ve grown so much

larger that you’d never know me. But Stella ’ There
she paused. Her sister and their guest stood facing each

other.
The man advanced, their hands met.

‘ Is it possible?’ the man cried.
‘ Mr Madder !’ cried Stella.
‘ Your old sweetheart !’ cried Jennie, delighted at the

romance lying open before her. ‘Oh ! Mr Madder, it

wasn’t Jennie’s fault ; you must forgive her. It was all

poor papa’s doing. Then he failed and died—’ Jennie
paused a moment, and added dramatically, ‘ and here we

are !’
‘ Thank Heaven, I have my explanation,’ said the young

man. ‘ Now for the art I came to offer, little guessing
whom I should meet. My studio is in the room adjoining,
though it opens on a different corridor and we use a differ-
ent stairway. From my room Ican often hear all that you
say, and one evening I beard two girls—strangers as I sup-
posed — talking over work that seemed to be defective.

When they left the room for the night, I made use of a dis-

covery of mine, namely, that there is in this partition a sort
of sliding door. Long ago some one had hired both of these

studios, perhaps, or friends who wished to speak to each

other occupied them, but there itwas. I had fastened this

door, and now I pushed it back. The decorated silk lay
upon a table under it, and I saw just what the work needed,
only a few touches here and there, for the design was good.
I spent an hour or.so over them, and restored them to their
place.

‘ The next day the discussion amused me, and I continued

my retouching, until one night I found the aperture closed,
something was against it.’

‘ I pushed the old book-case there,’ said Jennie.

‘ And so my work was stopped,’ proceeded Mr Madder.
‘But I could still bear what was said, and knowing that
some young ladies were in trouble, I resolved to call, con-

fess, and offer my slight services, little guessing whom I

should meet, for I fancied you a rich woman, Stella, prob-
ably the wife of a rich man by this time, and that you had

forgotten our old friendship. I was abroad, no doubt, when

your troubles occurred, for I lived in Europe several years,
and heard nothing of all that happened.

‘ Strange that I did not recognize your voice. Your name

I did not hear—Jennie always calls you
“ Sister.” ’

‘ Ah, my voice is sadder than it used to be,’ Stella said.

‘ But youwill be happy again,’ the young man whispered.
‘ Let it be my task to make you so.’

‘ I don’t believe I am wanted just now,’Jennie said to

herself as she slipped away.

Really she was not; but that Easter she made a very

pretty bridesmaid at Stella’s wedding. Happy Stella ! she
now looks with particular favour on Easter cards, and has
learnt to adapt the lovely autumn New Zealand flowers
and berries to their decoration.

CATARRH,
HAY FEVER, CATARRHAL DEAFNESS.

A NEW HOME TREATMENT,

Sufferers are not generally aware that these diseases are con-
tagious, or that they are due to thepresenceoi livingparasites in
the liningmembrane ofthe nose and eustachian tubes.

Microscopic research, however, hasproved this tobe afact, and

the result is that a simple remedy has been formulated wherebv
these distressing diseases are rapidly and permanently cured by a
few simple applications made at homeby the patient once in two
weeks.

A pamphlet explaining this new treatment is senton receipt of
2Ad stamp by

A. HUTTON DIXON,
43 & 45 EAST BLOOR STREET,

TORONTO CATTADA-

Scientifie American.
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Mrs. S. A. Allen’s
World’s

Hair Restorer

Quickly changes gray or

faded hair to its natural

colour. A perfect hair dress-

ing, delicately perfumed.

It is not a dye.

COKER’S FAMILY HOTEL,
CHRISTCHURCH, NEW ZEALAND

Patronised by Hib Excellency Lord Onslow.

Five minutes from Rail and Post.

The most moderate first-class Hotel in Australasia.
Inclusive tariffperday 10s 6d

Ditto per week ’ £3 3s

THOMAS POPHAM,
Late Commander U.S.S. Co.lProprietor
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KILA I LXG. Sold in I ins only.

“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS.”
KEATING’S WORM TABLETS ”

“ KEATING’S W ORM TABLETS ”

“KEATING’S WORM TABLETS ”

A PUBELY VEGETABLE SWEETMEAT, both in appear-
f r .M,9h1l| £ a nw^ 5tagreeable method of admini s-

wrnuvfti certain remedy for IN I ESTINAL or THKEAI)
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a,‘d ,11,,d preparation, and ieespecially adapted for Children. Sold in Tins by all Druggists.
Proprietor. THOMAS KEATING. London.

QUALITY AND VALUE.

r£THIS IS THE MAGNET THAT DRAWS OUR TRADE—-

ALWAYS UNIFORM,

ALWAYS GOOD QUALITY,

A LWAS GOOD VALUE.

SUCH ARE

EMPIRE TEA CO.’S

STZTZE’ZEZEtTOZR

BLENDED TEAS.
o

IS IT ANY WONDER PEOPLE BUY THEM?

o

EMPIRE TEA COMPANY.,

W. & G. TURNBULL & CO.,

PROPRIETORS, WELLINGTON.
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LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS.

It is a curious fact, says a writer, that the Empire style
still exists in'the Island of Martinique. The coloured belles
still wear the costume much as it must have been in the

days of Josephine, though whether the beautiful Creole

carried with her the fashion of her native isle when she

went to grace the Imperial throne, or whether her com-

patriots adopted it in compliment to her, I cannot say.
A word on bonnets. The capote seems really the only

original creation of the century. On looking back through
times gone by, never has there been a head gear so in-

finitesimal, such an airy nothing, and it diminishes daily '.
A hat called the ‘ Katinka ’ is most picturesque, rather in

the Francois I. style, made in dark crimson velvet, and long
flowing plumes most gracefully poised, fastened with a

jewelled agrafe. A smaller one is the chapeau ‘ Marquis ’
in felt, a little in the Henri 11. form, the edge fluted and

bent about; it is ornamented with two velvet choux ; from
the centre of each rise anaigrette—of course, these can be

made in black or any colour—but for full visiting dress and

day ceremonials the capote holds its own, and is considered
best taste to wear.

The first illustration represents a green velvet hatcovered
with black guipure, and trimmed with violet velvet rosettes

and violet and green ospreys. Black velvet strings.

No. 1.

The second illustration is a tailor-made gown in fancy
knickerbocker tweed. Skirt to clear the ground at the
back. The collar and panel of canary-coloured cloth
matches the silk knots in the material and stitched edges.

I recently saw a lovely dress, which I admired much,
made by a French firm—of dark blue velvet, trimmed with
sable. The skirt was cut in the same way as the above,
but had three narrow rows of sable round, about an inch

wide. The sleeves were also similar, but had a row of fur

between each puff and round the wrists. In the front of the
bodice a short fulled plastron of Indian yellow crepon was

introduced, which gave just the touch of colour required to

relieve what otherwise might have been rather a sombre

effect, for the sable was of the darkest shade of brown.

The Empire belt was edged with fur. Sleeves seem the

prominent feature in dresses for the moment; they are

wide and bouffant, and generally of another material and

shade than the dress.

Out door winter garments are : Collets, straight cloaks,
large kind of redingotes, with Watteau pleat at the back
and loose in front ; velvet pelerines, with sable collars ;
also graceful Talmas (very long and full capes) in various
shades of cloth, lined with ermine, and bordered with sable.
In tact, fur is to be much used this winter, and sable is

most in vogue. Those ladies who are fortunate enough to

possess these furs are sending them to be rearranged and
made up in different forms. The etole or stole will be a

favourite shape ; it is something like a short cape at the
back, with very long flat ends in front continued from the
cape.

EASTER NOVELTIES.

Easter time is coming, and I will give to all our readers a

beautiful illustration for a home-made Easter cross. The
natural Easter cross is in imitation of rough granite.

The cross should, if possible, he quite large, from eighteen
to twenty one inches high. Fasten it to a solid block of
wood ; then arrange stones around it, in imitation of a

natural wayside cross. The wood is then painte’d with
three coats of granite-coloured paint, varnished and heavily
sanded, and cut in imitation of irregular stones. The
stones around the base are dipped in melted wax of the

same colour as the cross. The next step is to form theice

and snow. Take a quantity of pure wax, and melt it to

the consistency of thick cream ; then, with a small ladle,
take up some of the wax, and proceed to imitate the ice,
which has frozen upon the cross, and dripped down in long
pendent icicles. This is done by pouring the wax over the

arms and allowing it to drip slowly, one coat upon another,
until the proper length and thickness are given to each

icicle.

The wax must not become too cool, or it will form into

lumps, though in some places the rippled appearance
natural to ice looks well. A portion is also poured upon

the top, and a little upon the stones. When cold, the wax

portion is varnished with a very thin coat of dammar, and,
before this is dry, is thickly sprinkled with diamond

powder The flowers suitable for this cross are two clumps
of violets, a few snowdrops ; and the ever lovely trailing
arbutus, with its gorgeous leaves and delicate blossoms,
forms the chief adornment, and is at ranged to cluster

thickly around the base, peeping out from thesnow and ice

about the stones, and fastened up around the body with

long spravs, falling over the arms in long, graceful garlands.
All these flowers should be made from wax, and if rightly
made are beautiful.

Anon,

THE FOLLY AND WICKEDNESS OF TIGHT-
LACING.—II.

Under the heading of ‘The Sin and Scandal of Tight-
Lacing,’ the writer says :—Those women who have not been

guilty of the folly and iniquity of tight-lacing, or, being
free from it personally, have given no thought to the sub-
ject, will stand aghast at the widespread wickedness that is
practised by girls and women who are addicted to this per-
nicious habit. By the time our readers have read, in

the articles I am about to publish in this column, of the in-

human doings, even of parents and guardians, and the self-
inflicted crimes, born of ignorance and folly, of which grow-
ing girls are guilty, they will be ready to side with us, and

by every influence they possess help our crusade against
this speciesof modern madness. I have been led to take
this step because the hundreds of letters which have reached
me from the young asking advice how to achieve a narrow

waist, and from older foolish ones giving their experiences
and describing their sufferings, all proved, what I had not

previously imagined, that the tight-lacing habit had become

A SIN AND A SCANDAL.

I have been receiving these and similar letters for some

time past, and even at the cost of being charged with be-

traying confidences, 1 give some of them in this first article

(names and addresses omitted), because, did I not do so,

my readers would probably imagine that I was romancing.
A corset is a perfectly innocent and useful feminine re-

quirement when not applied with that tension which

strangulates. Women may continue to wear them and ex-

hibit a waist, although when this desire first began to exert

itself is hidden in the mist of antiquity. That she recog-
nised the possibilities in the days of the Greeks is certain,
for did she not encircle herself round the middle with

golden zones’ And this became a practice which one need

not reprehend, for there was no harm therein, but it was a

beginning of more serious things. Still, we have to come

down to the time when Gaul became Romanised to find the

introduction of thecorset, in the form of ‘ acorselet of thick
stuff* which moulded the form, rather than an instrument of

torture which distorted its lines.’ So says M. Robida in

his ‘ Ten Centuries of Toilette.’ We do not propose here

to trace the various stages of folly through which the corset

has been made to pass, to the detriment of woman’s off-
spring. It would be a long tale, not without interest, cer-

tainly, but beyond the scope of these articles, which are de-

signed to show the unquestionable evils attendant upon

tight lacing.’
We have only space for one or two of these foolish letters.

NO. I.

‘ I want to ask your advice about the easiest way to re-

duce the size of my waist. Ilive with a relative who insists

that I must reduce my waist to 17 inches, as she says,
“ No

man will marry a girl unless she looks smart.” What

would be the best sort of corsets, or would it be a good
thing to wear a leather belt strapped on underneath them ;
or would it be better to sleep in a corset, and tighten it

gradually day by day ?’
NO. 11.

‘ Will you be so kind as to te 1 me, when you have space
in your interesting paper, if you have ever heard of anyone

beginning tight lacing as early as this ’ A friend of mine

has a wonderfully slender figure, which she says is the re-

sult of her mother putting a flannel band round her, when

she was only a year old, to mould her soft bones. At six

she wore a corded corset with whalebones, and at thirteen

her mother had her tightly laced, making her waist only 15

inches.’
NO. til.

‘ My cousin wrote to you this week, but forgot to ask

your opinion of this rigime for a family of girls—the eldest

nineteen, the youngest thirteen. She has a great desire for
them all to have slim, pretty figures, and has a fixed idea

that girls eat too much, so they are made to take an im-

mense amount of exercise. They get up at 7 ; at 8 they
have breakfast of milk, toast, and eggs, but no butter; at

1 they have a small helping of meat, toast, and no vege-

tables ; and a good meal at 7 of soup, fish, and meat, but

they have small appetites at night. As soon as they get up

they are closely laced in beautifully-fitting stays that fit
them like gloves, and for no consideration are they ever

laced more loosely. At about 4.30 the three elder girls of

seventeen, eighteen, and nineteen have to go upstairs to

have their corsets tightened for the evening, which means

that they come down in about half-an-hour with the trim-

mest and tinest of waists confined in evening corsets laced

with no sparing hand. All three have quite taken to

lacing, ard donot object to sleeping in well-laced corsets,
about an inch larger than their day ones.’

•Is the following sensation usual amongst very tightly
and continuously laced women 1 I feel very hungry before

meal times, but at meals latterly I hardly care to swallow

even the smallest quantity, as for hours after I have a

horrid, bitter taste in my mouth, and sometimes even feel

sick, unless laced in a very long, tight-fitting corset.’ —The

Gentlewoman.

ALL ABOUT THE HOUSE.

PUTTING CORKS IN BOTTLES.

There are few things that puzzle the average woman more

than properly corking bottles. The corks never fit, and

there is no end of bother about them.
When bottled goods are to be put up, select any corks

which areof approximate size, throw them into a kettle of

water, place the kettle on the stove and let the water boil

for ten or fifteen minutes, frequently stirring it, and press-
ing the corks under water, although if tightly covered, this

may not be necessary.
Then take out the corks and wash them thoroughly, linse

out the kettle and put them back in more hot water. After

standing a few minutes they are ready for use. A cork

two or three sizes larger than the bottle may easily be put

No. 2.

in by pressing the lower end with the fingers. Then insert

in the neck of the bottle, putting in beside it a large-sized
pin. Press it in a little way, then taking the bottle in the

hands, crowd the cork against the door or casing or any
solid object, turning the bottle round and round until the

cork is pressed into place. Then, with a pair of small

pincers or the edge of a dull knife, catch hold of the head

of the pin and draw it out. After this, press the cork in

again.
If the bottle is to be sealed, continue the pressing in until

the cork is even with the top of the bottle; then dip in
melted wax or other sealing material, and wipe off what

runs down. Take a bit of partly cool wax, and with the

thumb press it closely over the top of the cork. By fre-

quently wetting the thumb the wax will not stick.
If the bottles are hot, it is necessary to wait until partly

or altogether cool before finally sealing them ; then dip
them into the wax two or three times, allowing them to
cool between times. In this way a coating of the substance
sufficiently thick to exclude ail air will ire formed. Great

care is neceesary in sealing, as oftentimes the tiniest air-

hole or bubble causes the contents of the bottle to ferment.
Corks may be obtained of dealersin bottlers’ supplies, or,

what is much more accessible and convenient, they may be

engaged beforehand from wine-rooms or restaurants where

bottles of wine are frequently opened. Champagne corks

are desirable, as they are almost always of very line quality.
Once familiar with the steaming process, no difficulty

will be experienced in putting up bottles of goodies of all
sorts.
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QUERIES.

Any queries, domestic or otherwise, willbe insertedfreeoj

charge. Correspondentsreplying 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 of
the envelope ' Answer ’or ‘ Query,' as the case may be. The
BULESfor correspondents are few and simple, but readers

of 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 onthis column, it may be a week or two before they

appear.—Ed.
Rules.

No. I.—All communicationsmust be written on one side of
the paper 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 of this paper.

EASTER DISHES.

An ancient writer explains the use of the egg at Easter as

anemblem of the Resurrection as follows : * An emblem of
the rising up out of the grave, in the same manner as the
chick, entombed as it were, in the egg, is in due time

brought to life.’

There is scarcely an article of food which can be converted
into so great a variety of delicious dishesas the egg. Some

French cooks claim that eggs may be cooked in over five
hundred appetizing ways.

The following recipes may prove new to some house-

keepers.
Egg Soup.—Cut into bits an onion, a head of celery, and

two potatoes ; place in a saucepan, with a teaspoonful of

Hout and a tablespoonful of butter. Stir occasionally until

a yellowish brown ; then add two quarts of water, two tea-

spoonfuls salt and a sprinkling of pepper. Boil gently until

the vegetables are well done. Have six eggs well beaten.

Remove the soupfrom the fire for a minute or so ; mix a

cup of it with theeggs ; then add this mixture to the soup ;
return it to the stove or stir until it begins to thicken, but

it mnst not boil or eggs willcurdle.

Baked Eggs.—Break as many eggs as desired into a

well-buttered dish. Sprinkle with pepper, salt, and bits of

butter. Add half a tablespoonful of cream for each egg.

Bake in the oven until sufficiently hardened. Serve hot.

Omelet.—Six eggs, with yolks and whites beaten separ-
ately ; one tumblerful of new milk, reserving one-fourth,
into which stir one tablespoonful of Hour until perfectly
smooth. When themilk boils add the thickening, also salt,

pepper, and a tablespoonful of butter. Put aside to cool.
Then stir in the yolks and lastly the whites. Pour into a

hot, well-greased skillet, and cook in the oven.

RECIPES.

A TENNIS TEA.

A TENNIS tea is a novel entertainment, and one that com-

mends itself to the young hostess who wishes to entertain
a few friends. Its arrangements arevery simple, none of the
dinner or luncheon decorations, not even souvenirs, being
considered a necessary feature of the occasion. A tennis

tea lately given will serve for an example, and can be im-

proved to suit the giver’s fancy..
Invitation cards, decorated with a racket and ball, can be

sent out, but this hostess invited her guests orally. She
also told them the games would begin at four o’clock, with

teaat six.
The host and hostess received on the lawn near the courts

and, as the guests arrived almost simultaneously, the games

were begun atonce.

Only two courts had been prepared, but, as the losing side
in each game gave way to other players, these weresutticent
for the sixteen players. Near by was a stand holding
rackets and balls, but this was not a necessity, as each

player brought his own racket.

Hammocks were swungin all convenient places. Groups
of easy chairs dotted the lawn, and rugs and gay-covered
cushions were thrown down here and there, making a

variety of comfortable resting places for players and on-

lookers.

Tea was served on small tables, covered with pretty tea-

cloths, arranged on the lawn near the house. The very

simple menu, coming within the possibilities and meansof

nearly every person, was chicken salad ; thin, buttered

slices of brown and white bread ; chocolate ; peach float;
white and sponge cake, baked in shallow pans, iced and cut

in squares.
The refreshments were placed on a large, cloth-covered

table on the verandah. The salad, garnished with lettuce
leaves, with its plates and forks occupying one end ; while
the chocolate, with its cups, spoons, and pitcher of rich

cream, claimed the opposite end. The foreground was

taken by the d’oyley covered bread trays ; and the back-

ground, by thesaucers for the float. Over the centre trailed

asparagus vines and sweet peas, making an oblong bed

upon which rested the shallow dish filled with float. At
each end of this centre-piece were the cake trays, one

wreathed with delicate pink and white sweet peas, the

other with nasturtiums, and, altogether, the table presented
a very attractive and tempting array. The host and hostess
served the refreshment, assisted by the litttle lads who had
been in attendance at the courts, to return balls, etc.

After tea the games wereresumed and kept up with much

merriment, until the deepening twilight gavewarning that
another day was nearly done. Lemonade and wafers were

then passed, and, to quote one of the guests again, ‘this

most delightful day, like everything else, is a memory of

the past.’

Another good menu for a lawn tea, that comes within the

reach of almost any person, is cold tongue, either pickled
or served with sliced lemons, or stuffed tomatoes and sand-
wiches ; bread or wafers ; ice cream ; cake ; tea, coffee, or

chocolate.

Peach Float.—Add one cupful ot white sugar to one

quart of cold water, and let it come to a boil ; thicken with

four even tablespoonfuls of cornstarch, made into a paste
with a little water. When cold pour over twelve large,

juicy peaches, pared and cut in cubes. Cover with a

meringue made from the beaten whites of three eggs and

four tablespoonfuls of white sugar. Set on the ice, or in a

cool place, for two or three hours before serving Four

peeled oranges and the juice and pulp of two lemons can be
used in place of the peaches, and make a very toothsome

dish.

Stuffed Tomatoes.—Select firm, not overripe, tomatoes,

pare and set on the ice for two or three hours. Then cut

off the stem end and take out the seeds, being careful not

to break the tomato. Stuff with finely-shred lettuce, mixed
with bits of cress and minced chicken, lamb or veal, and
moistened with mayonnaise dressing. Pour a little of the

mayonnaise dressing over each tomato, and serve on a

lettuce leaf. Dama B. Stevens.

Tomato Soup.—Put the tomatoes (six or eight) in a

saucepan with a sliced onion, a bouquet ot herbs, and a

little butter ; simmer till done, then rub them through a

sieve, add to the pulp sufficient stock to make a thick con-

sistency, stir over the fire till hot, then stir in off the fire
the yolk of anegg beaten up with a little milk or a gill of

cream. If canned tomatoes are used, they will not require
cooking.

EASTER EGGS.

The eggs are prepared by making a pin hole in each end,

placing one end at the mouth and blowing with sufficient
force to eject the contents through the opposite aperture.
Of course this performance requires great care in order to

avoid breaking the egg, and when the shell is empty, it is
then ready for decoration. With the pen and brush they
may be made to represent faces of varying expressions,
from the trusting sweetness of babyhood to the serenity and
calm of old age.

A piece of tarlatan or sheer muslin ispasted on the shell,

covering the portion that is to be the back of the head.
This makes a good foundation for fastening on the cap or

fancy hat that usually ornaments the head. For one

having the face of a young girl, make the cap of the palest
of blue surah, shirred far enough in from the edge to form

a full cascade-like frill about the face and a deep cape at

the neck. The edges are bordered all round with fine lace,
and the ties of ribbon are arranged in a stiffbow under the

chin.

One with the face of an old lady may have a cap of white
surah, with a full cascade of lace falling carelessly about the

face, the edges of the cap being gathered all round. A full

bow of lavender ribbon is placed directly on top, and a simi-
lar bow appears to tie the cap under the chin. A Marie

Stuart collar of deep lace forms a soft and dainty rest for
each head, and under it may be fastened a circular-shaped
jewel case, a pen-wiper, or any other suitable article. Some

exceedingly funny faces may be depicted on the shells, and

a clown’s cap, a nightcap, or any odd-shaped hat may be

glued on.

Another way is to paste a small gilt star over each hole
in the shell; then sketch with pen and ink, or paint with
oil or water colouis, small landscapes, butterflies, birds,
flowers, a squirrel eating anacorn or whatever one wishes

on them. If one does not wish to take timeto paint a de-

sign, use transfer pictures.
Children generally prefer the eggs coloured ; if nopoison-

ous dyes are used, the eggs may be boiled hard and eaten.

Saffron will colour yellow, beet juice red, and the water

that the outside layers of onions have been boiled in a

yellow bronze. Anyone handy with pencil or brush might
make a little pin-money by preparing eggs in different ways

and showing them to dealers in such goods in their own

towns a few weeks before Easter.
Anothei odd ‘ Easter egg ’ is made by painting a face (a

child’s is prettiest for this) on a shell, and set it in the
heart of a full-blown rose. The rose may be made of silk,
muslin, or. paper ; itis surrounded by leaves, and above it

’ rises a soft pretty bud, the stems of which are tied together
by ribbon the colour of the rose. The shell is emptied of

its contents, and all of it may be used or only a part of the

shell will do. If a paper rose is used the petals may be
pasted carefully on the shell.

Are You
,

Your health j S "B ft J
” ‘

is a citadel. |> AfllfIflA/l I
“r onmea i
the coming enemy. You know that this enemy will sit down for five long
months outside this citadel, and do its best to break in and destroy. Is this

citadel garrisoned and provisioned? The garrison is your constitution. Is it

vigorous or depleted? How long can it fight without help? Have you made

provision for the garrison by furnishing a supply of SCOTT’S EMULSION
of pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites of Lime and Soda ?

It restores the flagging energies, increases the resisting powers against disease;

cures Consumption, Scrofula, General Debility, and all Ancemic and Wasting
Diseases (especially in Children), keeps coughs and colds out, and so enables

the constitution to hold the fort of health. Palatable a.S Milk«

SPECIAL.—Scott's Emulsion it: non-sccret, and Is prescribed by theMed. | CAUTlON.—Scott’s Emulsion is put up in salmon-coloured wrappers,
ical Profession all over the world, Ixscausc its ingredients are scientifically Be sure and get the genuine. Prepared only by Scott & Limited,
combined in such »ma -.nee as to greatly increase their remedial value. | 47 Farringdon Street, London, E.C. Sold by all Chemists

310 THE NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC



THE YOUTH'S PAGE

THE BUTTERFLY’S EASTER MORNING.

The chrysalis lay in a cushioned box

Through the dark, cold, wintry weather,
And Bennietouched it with gentle hand,

And we talked of it much together.

We longed for the day when the living thing
Should burst its bars asunder,

Till at last it came, and the butterfly
We gazed at with joy and wonder.

As it rose on its bright and beautiful wings,
Which were fit for a fay’s adorning,

Sweet Bennie cried, with his eyes a-shine :
‘ ’Tis the butterfly’sEaster morning !’

Emma C. Dowd.

A LITTLE PRINCE OF SWEDEN.

EW countries are more interesting than
the land of the Vikings, that region
in the north whence set sail, centuries
ago, men who landed on our own

shores, and whose landmarks are to

be traced to-day.
Not so very long ago Sweden was

allied to Denmark. Now she is an

independent country, and it is of the
little boy destined, if the course of

natural events runs smoothly, to be

her future King that I wish to tell you.

He is known as the Duke of Scania—in Swedish, Herti-
gen Af Skane —and he is burdened by the following list of

baptismal names : Oscar Frederik Vilhelm Olaf Gustaf

Adolf, according to a custom popular among all royal
families, the only reason for which is that a compliment is

paid to those after whom the child is thus named. His
father is the Crown-Prince of Sweden, and his mother,
known popularly throughout the whole country as the
‘ Sweet Princess,’ owing to her boundless charity and good-
willtowards all the people, is the granddaughter of the old
EmperorWilhelm I. of Germany. At the age of nineteen,
in 1881, the Princess Victoria, who had another sobriquet—-
‘ the Rose of Germany’ —was married to the Crown-Prince,
and all the quaintest and at the same time splendid cus-

toms of the Swedish country into which she journeyed were

revived to do honour to s marriage pleasing on all sides.
The little Duke of Scania was born in 1882, and is con-

sequently now eleven years old ; but, like most of the young
royalties, his mental and physical development is quite
ahead of his years, since from the time he left his nurse’s

arms he has been trained with a view to the responsible
position he must one day occupy. He is, as the picture
shows you, a sturdy, fine-looking lad, with more of the
Swedish cast of countenance than the German, but he has
his mother’s softness of expression in his eyes, and also a

touch of her gay light heartedness, which, close student and

scholar that he is, his father encourages thoroughly, believ-
ing that wholesome good spirits and buoyancy are more

necessary in his rank of life than in any other, especially if

they be combined with a well-disciplined character.
The life of the little Duke is divided between the palace

at Stockholm and the summer home at Drottningholm,
seven miles from the capital. There are beautiful grounds,
lawns, orchards, and wide grass-sown fields, where he and

his younger brother enjoy themselves thoroughly. Strangers
are chiefly impressed by the extreme simplicity of the lives
of these Royal boys ; but this is due to their mother’s

theory on the subject. While they are taught to maintain

their dignity as princes, their daily lives are conducted on

the simplest possible method. They meet their parents at

breakfast in the morning, which is as informal a meal as

possible, and the Princess herself conducts them to the
school-room, conversing with their tutor for a time, looking
over the lessons of the day, and hearing the report of the
day previous. The military exercises are given during the
morning, and again in the afternoon, and the recreation

they like best is the drive with their mother later in the
day, or horseback exercise with their father.

The old custom of employing chimney-sweeps is still
maintained in Stockholm, and one morning while the Duke
chanced to be left alone for a few moments in his dressing-
room, the sound familiar to all those who have heard the
little sweep at work came from the chimney near which he
stood, and suddenly there appeared, in scrambling fashion,
the soot-covered figure of the boy, who, as it turned out,
had started on the wrong chimney. Naturally he was over-

come with fright on finding himself in the young Duke's
apartments; but with the natural feeling of kinship all
small boys, whatever their rank, seem to have for each
other, these two were presently on the best of terms. But
the Duke insisted upon being shown how the sweep climbed
the chimney, and when his attendant returned, he beheld
to his horror the two boys laughing wildly as they scrambled

up the aperture, the Duke’s dark blue trousers all blackened
and his fair head and rosy young face almost as sorry a

sight as the sweep himself. Of course a severe reprimand
was given to the poor little lad of the chimney,but the Duke
insisted that he should not be punished for what he had
done, and, in fact, would givehis mother no rest until they
sought the bo.y in his humble home, and not only assured
him he wasforgiven, but placed his family in more comfort-
able circumstances.

The little Duke’s tastes lie strongly in the direction of
art, fostered by his mother, who is exceedingly talented,
and has done some fine modelling and sculpture. Her
studio in the Stockholm palace is a beautiful room, where
she is fond of entertaining her especial friends, and itis the
little Duke’s delight to watch her at her work and to at-

tempt something of the same kind himself. He enjoys
nothing better than being present when his mother has a

semi-informal reception, on which occasion heconducts him-

self with all the dignity of a young gentleman, yet with a

sweet boyishness that makes his childhood so attractive to

those about him.
Like his mother, he has the greatest consideration for

the feelings of those about him, and will try to remem-

ber every face and every name. On one occasion two

American boys were brought to see him by a gentle-
man in the diplomatic service. They remained but
a short time, but were invited to renew the visit
on their return from Denmark. Some months later they
availed themselves of this invitation, and it so chanced
that they met the Duke and his tutor in the grounds of the

summer palace on their way thither. The little prince
looked at them smilingly for an instant, but with a certain
hesitation in his manner. In fact, he had forgotten their

names, and the meeting was so accidental that no formal in-
troduction passed. His instinctive tact, however, came to
his rescue, for, holding out his hand, he said, cordially :

‘ Oh, you are American ! I know you are American.
That isenough.’

An old diplomat could hardly have managed the situation
better.

When Charles Augustus, King of Sweden, died suddenly
in 1809, Napoleon, whose word was law with the Swedes,
was appealed tofor a successor to the throne, and he chose

his Marshal General Bernadotte. The great kindness this
officer had shown all Swedish prisoners during the Pome-

ranian war inclined the people to welcome him, and he
reigned successfully as Charles John XIV., leaving the
crown tohis son Oscar, who married the granddaughter of

the Empress Josephine.
The King is passionately fond of art, poetry, and music,

and the talent displayed by his little grandson delights him.
A frequent occurrenceis the assembling of the family in the
studio of the Crown-Princess, when the King, with one of

her boys on his knee and the others near him—there are

three lads now—will read aloud or recite some stirring
verses, or he will accompany
the Princes with his violin to
her piano, the little Duke of
Scania also performing quite
creditably on an instrument
presented to him—one of the
few genuine Stradivari ex-

tant. Not long ago a society
in Stockholm offered a prize
for the best poem, to be sub-
mitted anonymously. Hun-
dreds were sentin, and after
due deliberation, the choice
was made ; but fancy the sur-

prise on all sides when the
beautiful and classic verses

were found to have been

written by King Oscar ! In

this happy home life, well
cared for, loved, tutored, and

disciplined, the little great-
grandson of Bernadotte bids
fair to become a wise and

gentle ruler for the people
who Jove him dearly now.

THE LITTLE ONES.

A little boy was recently
promoted to the head of his
class bv the teacher for his

originality in spelling the
word cat—q-u-a-t-te.

A little girl in school said
dessert was ‘ what you eat

when you’ve got all done eat-

ing,’ and an older pupil spoke
of a skeleton as ‘ a man that
ain’t got any meat on.’

* Eugene,’ said one little
fellow to the other, ‘ you hit
me hard with your whip, then
I’ll cry as loud as I can.

Mamma will give me a cake
to make me stop, and then I’ll
share the cake with you. Go

It is computed that at pre-
sent there are at least 18

millions of girls in India of a

school-going age.

CHILDREN'S CORRESPONDENCE COLUMN.

Dear Cousin Kate.—l am wondering whatever has

become of all the little cousins who were so fond of writing
to the ‘ Children’s Column ?' Everyone of them seemed to

give up writing at once. I think it too bad, so am going to

show a good example, hoping it will be followed. I know

I have been very remiss in not having written before, and I

hope cousin Kate will forgive me. I think the little letters
from the cousins gave the children’s column such aninterest

each week. It is so long since I wrote my little story about
• Duckie ’ that I think I had better not try to make you
remember him. Now isn’t that a funnv way I have written

the last line ? but never mind. I will tell you about our

pretty pussy we have now. She is such a lovely creature ;

we have called her Pretty,and she knows her name sowell.
She is so gentle as well aspretty it is quite a pleasure to have

her, and so full of nice ways as she is. I wish you could
see her of a morning trotting backwards and forwards after
us until the milk comes, and then of course she has her

milk. After she has drunk her milk she starts to wash

herself, of course finding the very sunniest place to do so,
which is right in the way where everybody can speak to

her. As the boys pass her they stop and say,
• Hulloa, you

Pretty,’ and if they stop to stroke her she gives them two

or three gentle pats, which is her way of telling them she

likes to be noticed and spoken to. We have not got a

doggie yet, but a friend has promised us one,and his name

is to be ‘ Jack.’ Ido hope heagrees with ‘ Pretty,’ or won’t

it be sad. Now, dear unknown cousins, Ido not wish to be
the only cousin to send letters to this column, for if there
is anything I donot like it is to be lonely, and that would
be being very lonely. I hope you will all begin and write
again.—l am your loving cousin, Ivy.

A SURPRISE.

Stanley Ober stood at the window looking across the
meadow at the small evergreens that skirted the wood be-

yond, and wishing it were Christmas time again—for the
tree had been such a delight ; but itwas nearly Easter, and
there would be Easter eggs and Easter cards, and a small
party, when all the cousins would be there.

• Mamma !’ he cried, suddenly.
* Well ’’ asked mamma.

Stanley went nearer, and talked earnestly for several
minutes ; then mamma’s face wore a smile, and Stanley was

beaming and mysterious.
The party came off on Easter Monday, and all the

cousins were there. A merry time they had of it with all
sorts of Easter games, and then came tea, with pretty sand-

wiches and cakes and ices and fruit, and then a door was

opened into another room, where stood a tree hung with

the most charming of Easter tokens ! Dainty baskets of
flowers, one for each guest, painted eggs suspended by gay

ribbons, beautiful cards and home-made trifles, and at the

top of the tree were sprays of lovely Easter lilies that

looked so pure and white against their background of dark

green.

The Easter tree was a great success, and the cousins voted
Stanley’s Easter party to be the most delightful they had
ever known.

Geokgie : ‘ Miss Jessie, do you want me to come over to

your house ?’
Miss Jessie : ‘Yes; you can come over any time you

wish to.’
Georgie : ‘ Yes ; but please ask me to come, ’cause

mamma said she’d whip me if I came over without your

asking jue.’

A LITTLE PRINCE OF SWETEN.
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Funny Leaf

THE GENEROUS ADVERTISER.

I haveread no end of papers, and I more than ever find
That the modern advertiser is exceptionally kind ;

He will lend you half a fortune on a simple note of hand ;
And will treat you for a trifle to a plot of lovely land.

He is willing to assist you in the most good-natured way
To a supplemental income of, at least, a pound a day ;
And a house that cost him hundreds he will even sacrifice
For the paltry sum of eighty to the very first that buys.

He will send you information for a single penny stamp
Of the way to banish bunions, and the quickest cure for

cramp ;
For a very meagre payment he will introduction give
To themost enchanting heiress that was ever known to live ;
And for half its normal value, just to prove it’s not a fraud,
He will sell a splendid business which he leaves to go

abroad ;
While the multifarious bargains in pianos, old and new,

Are enough to make you fancy that there never lived a

Jew.

With a kindness unexampled in this very grasping age,

He will introduce a novice, for a premium, to the stage ;
And supposing you are married, but suspect your wife of

wrong,

With detectives, male and female, he’ll supply you for a

song ;
While for eighteenpence in postals you may have a chance

to win

In an easy competition quite a pocketful of ‘ tin ’ ;
If you only read the papers you will very quickly find

That the modern advertiser is exceptionally kind.

SERVED HER RIGHT.

Athlete’s Wife (fishing for a compliment): ‘ Which of

the many prizes you have won, Fred, did you feel the most

pride in winning ?’
Fred : ‘ I don’t know, Maria ; but I should think, by the

way I have remembered it, that the penknife I won in my
first school race seemed to bring me the most glory.’

Wife (a little disappointed) : * Well, after that?’

Fred: ‘ After that, my first championship.’
Wife (desperate) : ‘ How about when you won me, Fred ?’

Fred : ‘ Oh, a fellow never thinks so much of a prize that
is won in a

“ walk over.” ’

THE TEST OF REAL SUFFERING.

First Patient (in the hospital): *We was warming the

dynamite on the fire and that was the last thing I knew

until some one asked me if I could pick my arms out of the

pile. It’s tough to go through the world without arms.

Second Patient : ‘ I left my legs about four miles from

Squeedonk in a railroad wreck. I laid there four hours be-

fore the doctor came. Third Patient (feebly) : ‘ Have

either of yon gentlemen ever had the grip ?’

Discerning Child (who has heard some remarks by papa) :
‘ Are you our new nurse?’

Nurse : ‘Yes, dear.’
Child : * Well, then. I am one of those boys who can only

be managed by kindness ; so you had better get some

sponge cake and oranges at once.'

MADE HIM UNDERSTAND.

He entered the barber shop, and glancing about, stepped
up to the nearest vacant chair. Before seating himself he

addressed the barber in thefollowing words :
• My dear sir, before submitting myself to your profes-

sional care I desire to call your attention to a few facts of
considerable interest. lam fully aware that lam a victim
to the dandruff' habit and that it is rapidly sapping my
reason, but singularly enough, I have come here with the

fixed determination not to buy a bottle of your celebrated
Dandruff Destroyer, and it will therefore be useless to con-

tinue the subject.
• I realise that my hair is rapidly becoming thin. It has

been falling out in handfuls for twenty-five years, and
there’s just as much there as there ever was. And yet I

am foolishly prepared to reject any proposition looking to

the purchase of a case of your far famed hair restorer.
* I know that my moustache is thin and faded, and yet

nothing can overcome a superstituous prejudice I have

against investing in a box of your widely-known moustache
invigorator.

* I have long nursed a shoeful of corns but no living man

can make me consent to destroy them by means of your
singularly efficacious Eradicator.

‘ I have long needed a bath but I have decided to put it
off until next summer.

‘ In fact, my sole object in visiting you this morning is to

get a plain haircut, shave and shampoo at your lowest

prices. Do you apprehend ’’

But the barber was dead.

HIS MARK.

PollingClerk : * You make a cross against the candidate
you wish to vote for.’

Intelligent Voter : ‘ No, I don’t. I was edicated, I was,
an’ I can write my name with anyone of ’em.’

THE REFINEMENT OF IRONY.

Magistrate : ‘ What is your name, prisoner ?’

Prisoner: ‘ John De-jones.’
Magistrate: ‘John D. Jones? H’m ! What does the D

stand for ?’

Prisoner : ‘ I beg your worship’s pardon. I would have

you to know lam not one of the common Joneses. I come

of very refined antecedents, and our family nameis De-jones
—spelled with a D e and a hyphen.’

Magistrate : ‘ I see. Have you ever been here before ?’
Prisoner : ‘ Yes, once. I was fined forty shillings through

a mistake on the part of the police.’
Magistrate: ‘Just so. Well, taking into account your

antecedents, and seeing that you come of a refined family,
you may now consider yourself re fined—spelled with anr-e

and a hyphen.’

BREAKING IT GENTLY.

Foreman oe Quarry Gang : • It’s sad news Oi hev far
yez, Mrs McGaharraghty. Y’y husband’s new watch is

broken. It wuz, a foine watch, an’ it’s smashed all to

pieces. ’
Mrs McGaharraghty: ‘Dearie me? How did that

happen?’
Foreman : ‘A 10-ton rock fell on ’im.’

WHAT’S TRUMPS ?

‘ What are trumps in the game of life ’’

I asked of all in the busy strife.
* Hearts,’ said the maiden, shy and sweet,
With happy eyes and blushes Meet.
The society belle smiled scornfully :
‘ Hearts for you, but diamonds for me.’
* Clubs,’drawled theblasd man of the world,
Drifting down stream with bis sails all furled.
The grave-digger laughed, as he plied his trade :
* Spades are the final trumps,’ he said.

Mrs Oldboy : ‘ Oh, you needn't talk, John. You were

bound to have me. You can’t say that I ever ran after

you.’
Oldboy : ‘ Very true, Maria, and the trap never runs

after the mouse, but it gathers him in all the same.’

TRY TO SMILE.

When you get a pretty girl on one side of thenet and a

good looking young man on the other, tennis ‘singles’ are

apt to be ‘ doubles ’ before you know where you are.

Country parson (to bereaved widow of a doctor): ‘ I can-

not tell you how pained I was to hear that your husband

had gone to heaven. We were bosom friends, but now we
shall never meet again.’

The great problem of the age is how to make a sailing
vessel gowhen there is no wind. We have seen sail-boats
go beautifully without any wind. They were put up at

auction, and went for a mere song.

THE INVINCIBLE HOWLING SUCCESSOR.

Aman may stop afoaming horse tearing downthe street.
May stop anenemy’s advance amid the battle's heat:
In fact, stop almost anything in situations trying ;
But not asingle man alive can stop a baby crying.

Another Kind.—She : ‘ Why, Charlie, what a pile of
letters. Billets doux, I suppose.’ He: ‘Not at my time
of life, my dear. Billets overdue.

Through Without Change —‘Well, well,’sighed the
wife as she finished exploring her sleeping husband’s
pockets without having discovered a cent, ‘ this is like one
of those railway journeys, “going through without change.’

Mrs Flapjack : ‘You have been flirting with my
daughter, and last night you even wentso far as to kiss her.
Now I want to know what are your intentions?’ Boarder :

‘ My intentions are never to do so again.’

She : ‘ Darling, am I the first girl you ever kissed ?’ He :

‘No, dearest, but you’re the last‘one.’ ‘Oh, you don’t
know how happy it makes me to know that.’

A GRATUITOUS LESSON.

De Bluffins : ‘ I am sure it is a great mystery to some of
us, Professor, that a man of intellect can devote so much
valuable time to a lot of horrid little insects.’

The Entomological Professor (blandly) : ‘Ah ! perhaps it
is ; yet, if you care to know, the truth is that some of us
find the study of the habits of insects infinitely more in-
teresting than those of the “ parasites ”of society. There is
one thing, moreover, that we always find, which is, that
whenever we examine the “ horrid little insects,” as you
describe them, they are always very busily engaged in mind-
ing their own business.’

THE SHEERFORCE OF HABIT.

Clergyman : * What name shall I ghe this child ?’
Cabby (who is having his child christened): ‘Oh, I’ll

leave that to you, sir.’
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