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The Hon, John McIntyre, Minister of
Lands, Victoris, har lately visited Welling-
ton. I koew Mr Mcelntyre at Bendigo
iwenty years ago. He was gold bayer for the Bank of
Victoria, and *0 popular that for several years all the buli
of the Beodigo gold pasted through his handa So I called
to see him in his prieate secretary’s apartment [ found
the earpet litarully covered wish piles of New Zealand papers,
and statistical returns—echaritable aid, land, indostries,
and every phase of New Zealand life was represented by a
separate pile of books and pap=ra.  The Secretary said he
bad jast seen the Hyn Mr Seddon, who was awfolly kind
in foreishing joformation. The Premier he said, reminded
him very much in appearance of Tom Bent {Speaker of the
Victorian House of Assembly) I =aid, * Seddon i consider-
ably a bigzer man than Baot, also & better man' ‘XNo,
I'm if he ia,” said the Secretary ; " Tom Bent can't be
bettered &3 a good fellow.’

A Distinguished
Wisitor,

When Mr Mclotyre came in, I saw that
twenty years bad not made a very grest dif-
ference in him : he waa atill the same clean-
cat, spare, wiry, active and sprightly man that bought gold
in 72 His wellknown voice I recognised again in &
moment. I mentioned several men, leading citizens of
Bendigo in thowe distant days  They were gone—
gone every blesced ome of them.  He menticged =
gumber, tno, and 1old me that they also bad pasmed away.
‘I'm afraid, ' | said, *all the peopls we koew in those
days are dead.' *Well,’ raid be, ' i’'m ot dead,” and you
s2em guite alite.  We are the sole survivors, and peither of
us are at all old yet.” Mr Mcintyre is a great sadmirer of
our Richard John He sayr Seddon's very ronghpess and
Taywedness are an immense advaatage to him: and 1 told
him bow our Premier hewed his way from boiler to boreaz
altogether without supertine aid or polish. Johnny dc-
Intyre will retorn to Victoria moch impressed with ounr
capabilities, progress, and prosperity. *I obeerve,’ I said
to him, * that yon are going in for a big study of ourlaws,
sad are taking back with you countless volzmes of our
statiatics ; bat fail not to take, also, back with you, a per-
fect eartload of our advaneed demoeratic ideas—that is, if
you really mean business, and making your people a trifle
les= miserable than they are.’

Twenty Golden

Years,

For the past jortmight, a tnm litile schooner,
painted white, with two rakish-looking masts,
and altogether novel in appearance, has been
Jying at the Yueren's Wharf, Wellington, She resembies
somewhat a yacht that the builder bad improperly rigged.
Her net tonnage wonid be,l shou!d say,something about 100.
The scropuloea neatness, tidiness, and cleanliness of her
small bonks and cabins strike ome at ooce; but her
pen-going gqualities are not =0 observable, tor she ilums
somewhat delicate and light, and even frail. Never-
theless, she has accomplished lonz voyages, aud has
ridden (like a Mother Carey's chicken) through many
a storm. The albatross hae awooped and skimmed
abont her in Bonthern Seas: the stnpid peoguin has re-
mained mute and motionless an she has scudded past h}!
lonely reck ; and the booby bird bas come down from his
lona isle in the sea, to hover over her masthead, before re-
totning with the latest pews (of the strange white ereature
on the ocean) to his comrade boobies om shore! When I
also add that this smars tiny vessel cost £35,000 to build ;
that the coppers and small change of little children almost
altogether uade np the smount ; thet sbe was conatracted
in Californin for the purpose of doing bnsiness—of & sori—
in ocean molitudes in these South Sea laritudes; that h_er
crew conmista of eight men, and that her Dame is the Fit-
cairg, I thiok I have told you as much B8 in Decessary, aa
to her build, capabilities and genersl appeatance.

The Bchooner
Pitcalrn.

I said nothing st all about the bymn-books,
Bitic Echocs, Signs of the Times, nod other
publications vf the same Dot very warldly
oature, ip overy cabin: strewing also the table of the

A Missianary

Bhip.

BY TB€ RUTOGRATIC IDLER.

modest saloon, and present, besides—mont enusual to say !
in the sailor's criba and the captain’s room. To tell you
the trath, I didn’s like to say, or want to sy, straight oat,
that the Pitcairn was a misajonary ship. My idea was to
break the fact gently, and with some circamloention apd
preparstior.  We don't, I think, eare to hear abnat mis-
sionary shipa  We don't eare to read about them. Tracts
—who on the face of this earth reads tracts® We are quite
aware—ecerybody ia- thas tracts are printed by the ton.
Rat nobody resds them. I bave had, I daremay. as many
tracta presented to me as most people. I bave, indeed, had
& tract presented to me when the thing I wanted waa the
grasp of the hand of a friend, with & homan beart, and
bowels of compasrion! I rever read & tract right
throogh in my life- what is wore, 1 have méver yet
fallen atross soybody who did s I have seen, in
public libraries in varicns parts of New Zealand and
Auvztralia, the Bilde Erko. Thinking it bors some re-
semblance to the geoeral run of such literatore, I pever
took the tronble even to glance throngh it It is one of the
sumerons prints of this remarkable sect —the Seventh Day
Adventista The same people own and rua the Pitcairn.
When T became interested in the Pitcwirn, T thoaghs, also,
I might sean over the Bibdr Echo. [ found that newspaper
very interesting after a't. There were weill-wyitten travels
in its pages, and rome reaily capital deseriptions of
places. Mo that it is quite evident that the Seventh Day
Adrventists hare a method in their religion which is alto-
gether different to other methods ; and 1 am not sore that
they bad not some desigh totally nnconnected with =ailing
gaalities when they gave their misvicnary schoover those
mking and rakish masts, and that airy, bappy-go-lucky
ontline ! Evidently, they koow their way abont. They
are ‘cate in many worldly things. Their snsefshnesa, their
earnestness ix still mare palpable ; and I really beiieve they
are thnrvaghly sincere.  Now sincerity is just the quality
we want—especially in & palpit, in & religions puoblication,
or on board & missiocnary ship.

Before these lines are printed the little
schooner will be on ber way ooce more to
Piteairn Island, The Adventists, it appears,
have converted the wkole of the inbabitants of that isle
from the Anglican to the Adventist faith, and the min
sionary ship is taking another mirsionary there to convert
them from the Apglican faith, still more eo, if possible. It
is probably uopecessary to remind you of the geographical
positinn and romantie history of this famons ocean solitale *
The island lies at the Sonth-FEastern cotner of the great
Palyoesian Archipelago, in Iat. 25° 3 67 S.; and long
130° 6 W, {ts Jength is about twoe and m-balf
miles. It is remarkable for fertility of soil, is of
volcanie origin, And, uolike other Pacific islands, it bas go
coral reefs, It is but a mere speck in the vast ocean and
wan discovered in 1767 by Carteret of the British marine.
Twenty years later the British ship Bounty was engsyed
in conveyiog bread-fruit trees from Tahiti to the Weng
indies, under the command of Bligh. Leaviog Tahiti in
April 1789, a muotiny broke oot on the 28th of that
month, and Bligh and eighteen men were set adrife
in an open boat—23 sailors—zemaining (ueder the
leadership of Fletcher Chbristian) on the Boanty. The
motineers at first retnrmed to Tahiti, arrivipg there in
September 1789, and sixteen of them were pat mahore at
their own desire. I the meantime Bligh had sarceeded in
reathing England, and the ship Fandors, was despatebed to
captore lhe muotineers, Fonrtéen were apprehended, and
three of 1hese were execnted  The hine mulineers naoder
Fietcher Christian sailed for Piteairn. mfter the others
had been arrested, wnd, haring arrived there they set
fire to the Boonty. Almost all of them died riclent
deatks. The sorrivors were Adams wod Young. The
former was the founder of & race onique in the his-
tory of the world. In 185 close oo 20G Pitcairo Islanders
were renuoved to Norfolk Island, s their own isle
was too #inall for them ; bat some of these subsegnently
retarned. Sianiey, | thibk, poiots oot the fascination
that fertite solitndes in Africa have for travellers. It was
irupossibie to get some of bia people to leare, nr tear them
selven away from, the country in the vicinity of the

The Pitcaim

Istand People,

mouhtaine of the moon.  Piteairn exercises the wame spell
over its inbabitanta. Ayain and agsio have the Fitcairger
sighed for ite repose, and sought again its silent, peacefal
shoree. AT the present moment there are 142 persons livicg
oo the iale. They are all, sa already staced, Seventh Day
Adr The mi ¥y from Pitcairn (whom I mes
on the schoooer) informed me that the Pitcairners
had ideas more in harmony with the Bible than
the people of may other religion. Piteairn is an isle
of perpetoal summer. Tropical froits Hoarish there, acd
all fruits and vegetables of the temperate rones as well—
limes, oranges, lemons, bananas, coffee and arrowroot grow
together with the appie snd the cuolifower. The inhabi-
tants drink no tea, bot brew & beverage in place of tea from
orange bods The cocomnnt supplies milk. I & risitor
lands he docsn’s goes to an hotel. He simply go to the Grst
house be arrives at—and stays jonst ms long as he likea!
Everyooe culuvates his own plot of ground and grows the
bulk of his own food. Uomts, sheep and fowls farmish tha
meas supply—there are no herses or catile. There is Do
money in cirenlation. Hencs the happiness of the simple
people of this Areadis of the Pacific

It i &t thia season of the year that the trace
of = benignant smile playa around the hard
countenance of the sordid man ; at this time,
too, it is, that the poor are more compassjonate than ever !
Uf either clase—it is plemsant to say —we hase bot a great
many in this country. Theintermediate people—the people
not very rich, bat still tolersbly well wo do—enjoy them-
selves, and are still more bappy in seeing the multitade do
80.  Unes a year, aayhow, in all Christian ecuntries, the
human voice speaks in one langusge, and prays ooe prayer
—*Peace on earth, goodwill towards men? The very
animals seem to be aware of the fact that Christmas has
come roupd again. It isin the month of Deceruber that
we open the window, in the Old Country, to let in poor
robin from the cold and the snow, to pick op the crumbe an
the breakfasy table  Well [ remember how his bronzs back
glistened, and his red waistecat swelied oat with grati-
tude, a2 he hopped, confidently, over the tableeloth. He
hopped o ta the window sill punctoaily at eight o'cioek va
Christmas morniny—on every Christmas marning, a9 long as
Tknew him. That, of coutse, was ever so long mgo. The
snow, [ daresay, and theicicles, and the rownof bareand naked
trees, looking asif noniiracle evea could burst thew into Ereen
folinge ngain, are there, oa Christmas moraiog, still. The
robin may be there too, and may hop, for all I know, on the
same identical window-sill that the robin I knew used 1o
bop on. Perbaps a warm and cheerfal fire still glows in the
same grate; perhaps a bright copper urn #1ill steanis at the
bead of the table. The old pople, however, that used o
be there are mot thers ouw; the young people have loang
grewn up and scatiered themselves to the remotest parts
of the earth, Ooe little girl that loved the robin, and
fed bim, and talked to him, and laughed st his arch
impudence, grew to be a lithe creature just barsting iate
womanhood, Then she went down into the swfgl sottex,
with the *London.” So straightforward, so guiieless was
she, that the very sailors of the 1ll-fated ship led her 1o the
side, and implored her to save herself by a spring inta the
boat, dancing on the moooiain swell beneath her, Rat
when she looked down on the terrible tumalt of the waves,
and saw the terror-atricken visages of the seamen in the boat,
and measured with her eye the yawning distance between,
the bulwaria where she atood, agd the trocgh of the sea on
which the boat danced and reeled likea drunken thing—slie
shrank back. 'Uh no! I eanpot do that,’ she said—and
went back to her cabin. (}uietly she lies now, in the rest-
less deep, st the bottom of the Hay of Biseay. The bones
of other youny friends of the robin are crembling in India
and China ; and cne waa loat in the dreary parched Aus-
traliap desert. I shonld not wish you, oh geatle render, 10
fook back on so many of the Christmases that are gone,
Far rather shonld I hope and expect that you have not
even by a long way nambered so many Christmases as I now
look back wpon ; that you are still ever so Young, aand have
the most, &nd the best yeaza of yoar life before yoo. It is
Dot so with me, whea I think of that loveable, cheeky,
eheery Christmas robin! Ard what can I do bat wish—oh
vaia wish ! thac I coold live all those past yearn over againo ;
that I coald be sa I was, and that we all could be as we
were at the beginping of those years that bave rulled away
—those times when the pert, trustful, friendly, all oo
familiar Christmas robip nsed to come into the break{ast.
room and leok roond, from one wo mnother, with a erry
twinkie in his eye, as mach as to say, ' [ wish you all, good
people, young and old, & merry Christmas, aod I'il belp my-
self to a right good breakiast, thank ¥ou, all the same

A Christmag
Robin,

And now—if the kindly azd no doubt weary

To all R
. . editor will allow me—1I will conclude this
Graphic festive week's * Erching * by wishing the
Peopla,

countlesa readers of the GRAPItlc newepaper,
ita enterprisiog proprietor, its eJitor, cartoonist {a man of
upcommon and most incorrigible wbility ., statl, and all
connected with its bandsone weekly appearnace,

'A MERRY CHRISTMAS'



