Nelson College.

In this issue we reproduce two pheto-
graphs of the prefecta and the senior
eleven of Nelson College. In all the
lurge secondary schools of the calony a
great deal of responsibility devalves
upon the prefects. Only in rare cases
is the power of corporal castigation con-
ceded to them; but their personal infln-
ence, and in many cases their physieal
prowess, enable them to exert a whole-
some influence over the litile corporate
body of their achool. “Those who irust
us. educate us,” says George Eliot, ana
there is no doubt that the confidence re-
posed in the college prefecis tends to
mature and develop their natures. Ti
is their duty to inculeate a spirit of
whole-souled patriotism in their school,
to set an example of high-minded alle-
riance to their alma mater, and general-
Iy to do all that lies in their power io
sweeten the moral atmosphere of iie
college. The senior eleven representeil
in the accompanying protograph had the
honour of worsting the Nelsom adult
elevens in the contest for the senior
ericket championship. The eleven hax
had the benefit of being coached by Mr.
C. H. Broad, a wellknown ex-Otagn
cricketer.
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tn one’s sympathies. One could no more
be vexed with him than with a favourite
bird.

But he forces wupon the mind the
nirzele of personality, and leaves omr
dumbfounded. He is entirely without
curiosity, Ile experiences not  the
smalieat desite in the world to acek out
the mysteries of existence. Durwin has
spoken the last word. ('reation is ex-
plained.  God has passed away forever
out of our cosmogony. We =shall dic.
but our children will igherit. Ours to
enjoy the beantiful world, to make it
better and ifreer for our childrem, and
never to think of ultimate mysteries.
Why should ws?

That a mind so extraordinarily «o-
dowed can  accept such a position—
which taetily impliex a finality in seience
—and ean rest his ardent soul in a ereed
s0 eomfortless, barren, amd untenable, is
# miracle which will surely strike the
future eritica of the peems, and interest
for long ages to come ihe careful student
of genius.  But the very miracle is the
key to the persomalily, Swinburne is a
boy, the eternal child of our labouring
days.  Nothing can make him blase, or
dull the edge of his appetite for pure en-

joyment. He lives every second of his
liflo—fully, rvesolutely, merrily, and
Bithely.

L Winkelmann, photo.

FRIENDLY RIVALS.

Mzjor Arthur Myers, on his way to the Faster volunteer manwuvres, huas a word
with Mr. John MeLeod ax to the prospects of the Mayoral eleetlen.

Swinbourne.
In the columns of the London “Daily
Mail,” Harold Bregbie writes tlus of

“the greatest living poet,”  Swinburne:

Swinburne Lias sung no singl: song to
the dawn of that wider science which is
destined to unleck the mystery of cun
sriousness and time. He haz uttereld
no word which tells us that he ix even
aware of this portentous tide in the af-
fuirs of seience, It is for him as though
“Humna Perconality” had not boen writ
tum.

The personality of the poet  acenunts
for this mystery. He lhas lividd for
nearly thirty years wmler the same rooi
ax, and in the daily companionship of hix
“west and dearest friend,” the man whoe
ustky call himself a4 picnea of
adern spivitval science; ond i
+ becn whully untouched by the
“renaseence of wonder.”  The traih i
that Swinburne, with all his briiliant in-
tellectuality, is nmot an originat thinker,
And he is not an original thinker broattse
Le is fulfilled im the most extraovdinary
manner, with the jovous and purely sen-
suous spirit of boyhood.  Flerein Ties
the miystery and the sceret,

T think he i= the lappiest cregiare
under  ITeaven. 1t is amazing to sit
with him and listen to Tim. e feels
lireathlesa under thel ceaseless paplure
of his contentment.  The tali forelead
is elear like . snmmer sky; the violot
eyes overflow  with twinkling Taughter:
the fips, visihle under wmoustach: and
lwnvd of  fading  gold,  buhble o
with banter and quick merrimeat.  TIe
interrupia for a jest  the reading of «
portn: e remembers in the midst  of
patitienl talk a swim in some mountain
focked lake, or the supper at ar inn nit r
n fammas wallk on a moonlit eonat. Tl
in quick with his wards. speaking in a
high and feminine voice. and he ia irre.
ristible in his sudden and cager nppeals

Hans Christian Andersen.

A hundred years ngo last month there
was horn the man who nore than any
othier bas given Dennurk glory in ihe
world of art. She has had great men. in
every wulk of life, buy the enly one
whaoze fume has reached the four corners
of the earth is Haus Christian Andersen.
the =tory-telling son of the poor cobbler
of (kdens His bundred and fifty fairvy
tales are forever, as human history
goes.  His relation to children in veal
life was really very slight, murh ns Je
has meant to millions of them. When o
senlptor represented Sim surrounded by
listening children, he objected that acy-
body wha knew him was aware that he
crild never have Told fales with a pack
of yvoung Copenliageners clumbering on
hix  kuces and  shoailders,  “Children
alvne can nnt represent me,” he exelaim-
o, Perlaps hiz most warm nnd ron-
slant love was for flowers. “If T woere
te =titk a pez inte the gronnd.” he
sitidd, "B believe it would grow.”  His
craze for the theatre was so intense
that when he was cight or ten years nlhil
he played truant {o see the druma. nnet
when he was (oo 0ld tn go he aat in hiv
chiair awl wmmrtmured. “Now  the cur-
tain is ahout to rise = love of life
lirs under what ondears him to i1lhe
world.  “0Ol” he exclaimed, old, half
unconscious. aml about {n die. “how
happy [ am. How beautiful is  the
worll”  And ordinary people talk wist.
fully of “kilting 1ime!™ -

Moderation in Diat,

The heavy work of the world (sngs
“Henlth™} is not done by men who eat
the greate«s| quantily, for noderntion
in dict recis to be the pre-requisite of
cndurance, The Roman soldiers, who

built such wonderful roads, and earried
a weight of armour and impedimenta
that wonld erush the average fnrm hani.
lived on course brown bread and seur
wine. they were temperate in diet. wmid
regular and. constant in exercise. ‘The
Rpunish peasant works every day and

3

dancen half the night, vet eats only hia
black bread, onion, and watermelon.
The Smyrna porter entr only & litthe
fruit and some olives, vet he walka nil
with his load of 800b. The Coolie, et
on tice, i more active, and can endure
more than the negro fed on fat meat,
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Connmzitter of the Taltie fleet, of whese cagagement with the vpemy aews is daily
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{he preity daughter of Mre. Hughes John-on, nee Miss Conatance Hatherly, the
well-knoswn lady harpial, Wangnnai.



