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COUSINS’ BADGES.

Cousins requiring badges are requested
to send an addressed envelope, when the

badge will be forwarded by return mail.

COUSINS’ CORRESPONDENCE.

Dear Cousin Kate,—It is more than

a month since I wrote to you, although
I always mean to send a letter regu-

larly—the time goes so fast that it is

hard to keep pace with the months,
However, you are in for a big dose now.

My brother and I have just returned

from a fortnight's holiday, which we

spent at French Hoek, a lovely little

Tillage 86 miles from Cape Town. It is

simply surrounded by range after range

of glorious blue mountains, and is noted

for its vineyards. The first Huguenots
settled in French Hoek, and one day

jVe drove over to see the oak which

they planted over two hundred years
ago. You may be sure we gathered a

few acorns from it. It is an enormous

tree—the sort that spreads all ways

and is low on the ground. We stayed
on Mrs Kreil’s farm, which is at the very

foot of the largest mountain. We

spent our time walking, climbing, ey-

jcling, and lying under some beautiful
pines below the orchard, but always
took grapes with us there to pass the

time eating them. At ten o’clock on

the moonlight nights four of us ran

down to the vineyard, and having eaten

as many grapes as possible we carried

some up for the other girls. The peo-
ple staying on the farm were fairly
jolly, and altogether we had lots of fun.
We often rode in farmers’ carts, and

ran wild generally, while we had the

chance. After walking a terrible dis-

tance to the Burg River (almost dry),
one day, we stopped at a small farm

where one solitary man was living, and

he invited us in and gave us a water-

melon, all of which he cut up and we

finished. The house was very funny—-
the Dutch style in the country where

■there isn’t a wife or sister to improve
it. It was quite bare, with floors made

of mud. We were very sorry when the

■time came to eome back to horrid old

town to work once more; it was grand

being outside all day. I enjoyed
“Veronique” immensely when I saw it

played last week. Ft is quite as pretty
.as ‘‘The Cingalee,” and of course quite
different. 1 suppose it is being played
in Auckland now, so you will see it.
Beyond that and a beautiful sacred con-

cert in the City Hall I have had no

excitement, so must fall back for- news

on other things. I was so glad to see

one of Henry Xewbolt’s poems in the

children’s page. I have learnt it now,
and love it. Don’t you think his poems
are all lovely? I have just finished

“Barbe of Grand Bayou,” by J. Oxen-
ham liked it exceedingly. It is rather

an uncommon story, and Barbe is one

of my favourite book-girls now. I had
a grand time with “Princess Priscilla’s
Fortnight,” the latest by the authoress

of “E. and Her German Garden.” There

is something so natural and dainty about

all those stories that they are favour-
ites with most people. It was some-

time until I read those two books since

I had allowed myself a story, so I en-

joyed them more than usual. I love

R. L. Stevenson’s books, and have just

bought myself “Memories and Por-

traits.” My brothers and I have had

our usual long Sunday cycle rides. Last

time we went to Coberg, and were

caught in a few showers. We had some

foggy days, when nothing could be seen,

and Sunday was fairly bad. We man-

aged to get about 28 miles in all, and

on the whole enjoyed the day. When

the weather is hot and cloudy- the sun-

sets are too glorious to imagine, un-

less you had seen- some. I can’t des-

cribe them. To-night great banks of

cloud turned pink, golden, and then as

the sun went down were left a marvel-

lous scarlet —quite a blood colour, mixed

with streaks of bright yellow'. The sea

is always tinted with the same colour

as the sky, so when the sunset is yel-
low, and the sea has been blue, the
latter turns an uncanny shade of pur-

ple. I have also seen sunrises lately,
as during the last week my sister and
I have slung two hammocks on the bal-

cony and slept there all night. It is

simply grand, and I shall hate having to

sleep inside the house again. We have

had letters from some jolly Irish girls
who lived in Auckland, and who are

now' travelling, and they are giving two

of their cousins from Switzerland letters

to us. They arrive in Cape Town in

about a month’s time, and are, the Irish

girls say, very nice. I hope they live

near to us, as I should like to have

tw’o more girl friends, especially when

they have travelled and will have plenty
to talk of. Cousin Winnie sent me a

grand long letter last mail, so I have

that on m-y mind whenever a boat goes

to New Zealand. She is a treasure as

regards correspondence, and gives me

all the news, and tells me of the latest

things in books she has met with. I

notice that our page is simply over-

crowded with letters from Dora. She

is fairly mean where writing is con-

cerned, and it is a good long time since
I last heard from her. From Cousin

Hilda’s description I think the Pigmies
must be in appearance very’ like the

Bushmen who live in caves in the bush

far back in Central Africa. They, too,
are tiny and very ugly, stunted people,
with no intellect apparently. They are

rather like monkeys, and their short

hair (or wool!) grows quite close

round the face. They are below even

the Hottentots, who are quite horrible

enough. It is hard to believe the Easier

holidays are almost here. We haven’t

arranged anything, so they will be dead-

ly dull, I expect. They' are usually’
pretty bad, even when fine, but we

think they will be wet this time, as the

weather has broken up. -lust now no-

thing of interest is happening here;

everything is slow, and nearly every’
week some man commits suicide, which

facts, with cricket and Natal disturb-

ances, form the topics of conversation.

We have had few’ soutll-easters, so after

saying how' wonderful the weather is,

they fall back on the other three mat-

ters. I have none to fall back upon, so

must stop writing and making' this dull

letter still worse. With love to you,
dear Cousin Kate, and all the cousins,

I remain, your absent cousin, Alison.

Easter Monday: I have not posted this

letter, so shall add a little. We saw’

“The Prodigal Son” played on Thursday’
night; it was very good, and though
sad most interesting. I liked the book
better than the play’, but the scenery’
was so beautiful that it made up for

the omission of any thing which we

liked in the story itself. The holidays
were rather dull on the whole. We had

a sad service in the cathedral on Good

Friday, and the morning and evening
services on Sunday were beautiful. The

cathedral was full, and people stood in

the porches as well as outside. The

cathedral service is very High Church,
and on festival days lasts nearly an

hour longer than usual, as the proces-
sions take up a good deal of time. The

music was grand, with a full choir,
of course, and many anthems, etc. Low

Church people consider it wrong to have

candles, banners, processions, and so

forth, but it makes the service so im-

pressive and one which is not easily
forgotten. I do like it, don’t you. Cou-

sin Kate? I gardened diligently all

this morning, and went for a long walk

later on. The day was perfect till about

six at night, when the rain came down,
and the poor picnic people came home

by hundreds in carts of every descrip-
tion, and looked rather damp, not to

say depressed. When you see others

returning in the rain, while you are

safely home, you can afford to laugh;
otherwise the wet makes you feel

somewhat enraged on a holiday. I re-

ceived a post-card from Cousin Flor-

ence, but as I don’t collect 1 should like

xer, if she doesn't mind, to send them

to my sister, who will exchange. Her

correct address is Miss M. Salmon, Fair-

field, Green Point, Cape Town. The

post-card, addressed to “Green Lane,
5.A.,” was a few days finding me! Now,
dear Cousin Kate, you will be in despair
if I write much more, so I must say

good-bye once more. With love to you
and all the cousins.—From Cousin Ali-

son. Green Point.

[Dear Cousin Alison,—Is it really a

month since you wrote to me last? I

can hardly believe it, the time has gone

so quickly. We must both have been

enjoying life, 1 think, or we should have

found time going very much more slow-

ly. What a delightful holiday you
must have spent at French Hoek. It is

so nice to be able to run wild and do

just exactly what one likes, even if it

is only for a fortnight, but work seems

less inviting than usual after such a

holiday. I think. T haven’t seen “Ver-
onique” yet, but it is- t o be played here

by Williamson's Opera Company this

week, and 1 am going to see it if I can

manage it. We went. to “Utopia,
Limited,” last night, and were rather
disappointed in it. Have you seen it?

It is one of Gilbert and Sullivan's, but

not to be compared with any of their

other operas. We have been having
such musical treats here lately, and for

a long time we had nothing at all. Te

Rangi Pai (Airs Howie) gave two con-

certs last week, ami Andrew Black gives
three this xveek. It is always a pity. I
think, when they all come together like
that. 1 like to spread my treats out.

don't you? I haven’t come across

“Princess Priscilla's Fortnight* yet, but
I liked “Barbe of Grand Bayou” im-
mensely. Another book .1 read lately
that L thoroughly enjoyed was “The

Scarlet Pimpernal.” It is charming, so

if you see it be sure and read it, and

tell me what you think of it. 1 have

always heard that the South African

sunsets are wonderfully beautiful, but

ns you say it takes more than mere

words to describe them, so T must wait

until I see them for mvself. The ser-

vices in the cathedral must lw rather
dille.» ut to what we are accustomed
to at St. Mary's, but 1 think I prefer
the simpler serxiev, though the other

may be more impressive. Well. \lisont
I realty must stop now. or I shall never

answer my other letters. Cousin Kate.]

+ 4* +

Dear Cousin Kate. 1 was very pleased
to see my letter in the ••Graphic.'' and

1 hope I will continue writing to you. I

think that "Betty of the Wilderness” is

a very interesting story, an I I I ke it

very much. Buster Brown i> a very

funny little box he is always up to

mischief, is he not, Cousin Kate? I will

give you the answer to my riddle, which

is a very simple one. This is the answer:

F A S 11 I <) N. I will put anothe. one

at the end of my letter. I had a very
delightful lime at Easter. I did not go
out anywlicir. but enjoyed my*elf very
much at home. I went out for long
walks. Have you ever been to Wai*

wera? It is such a pretty place. A little

while before Easter mother and father,
two of my brothers, ami myself went

over to Waiwera in the boat. It is

about 15 miles from our home. The day
was lovely when wc started, and the

water was as calm as could be. We were

going to come home again that night,
but it started to blow, and so we could

not return for about three days, and on

the third day we started, and it. was

rough. We are having very cold and

wet weather down here at present. I

wonder what sort of weather you are

having up there? I think I must close

now. so with love t<; all the other cous-

ins. I remain, vour loving cousin,
QI EENT E (A\ ark worth).

P.S. This is the riddle: Why is the

letter E like London?

| Dear Cousin Queenie,—I am glad you

like "Betty of the Wilderness’’- it is a

charming story. I wonder how Betty
would have managed if she had had

Buster Brown to look after? 1 guessed
your last riddle, but am afraid I cannot
see any likeness b-twe n the letter E

and London, so will have to wait for the

answer until you write next time. Yes,
L have been to W’aiwera. We stayed
there for a. week last year, and enjoyed
ourselves immensely. I loved the baths,
didn't you? But I think a week is quite
long enough to stay there, as there

really is not very much to do, unless one

is a vejry keen fisherman, and I am not

fond of boating at all. We are having

very much the same sort of weather as

you are, 1 fancy, it is raining bard this

morning, and is latterly cold. 1 am just

wondering what I can do to keep my-

self warm. I don’t care for winter wea-

ther at all, do you? Cousin Kate.]

ECZEMA FOR YEARS.

Zam-Buk Cures where many

Treatments fail.

Eczema is more prevalent in winter

than at any other season. In tho

severest cases Zam-Buk has afforded

a complete and lasting cure. "I have

suffered for years with Eczema on both

my legs,” says Mr J. <’. Duncan, of Bel-

more-strert, Yarrawonga. Vic., "and

during that extended period have tried

all sorts of so-called remedies, but could

gain no relief whatever. I always found

it worse during the wool and grain sea-

son, in which two products I am inter-

ested. 1 can't say whether the dose air

of the wool and grain shells had an

aggravating effect on the Eczema, hut

tlic complaint was always most severe

then. Last season while superintending
the loading of a cargo of wheat at Wil-

liamstown a friend of mine, hearing that

I was alllicted xvith Eczema, r<‘<-ommend-

ed Zam-Buk. 1 followed his advice, hap-
pily. for the lir-t two or three applica-
tions satisfied me that I have secured

the right remedy at last. I continued

the treatment, and in a verx short time

the Eczema xvas thoroughly cured. I

have also found Zam-Buk inxaluable for

(balings, which troubled me somewhat

during the >ummer months, tine appli-
cation of tin' Balm in such ca>es always
brings relief.” Zam Buk is inxaluable

for Eczema. Ulcers. Kingxvorm. P.M»rasis,
Bad Legs, Inflammation. Erup-
tions. Pimples, Sores, Scabs, Scales. Pains,
Swellings, Chapped Hands, Sore I'aees,

( old Sores, Chilblains. I hills. Cohl in the

Head, Cuts, Burns, Festerings, Gather-

ings, Poisoned Wounds, etc. Of all

Chemists, or post free from the Zanrßuk

(d.. 39 Pitt-st net. Sydney, price I 6, or

3/6 family size (containing nearly four

times the quantity).
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