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TAKING THE PILOT ON BOARD.



THE RACE FOR THE CROWN.
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THE STORMY WEATHER OF OUR NEW ZEALAND COASTS:—SNAPSHOTS ON THE WESTPORT-GREYMOUTH RUN.

Heavily laden coastal steamer threshing through rough confused sea.

In a very high sea: Ahaura signalling to Rosamund to anchor.

Lightly laden steamer rolling violently.

Making heavy weather.

FLASHLIGHT PICTURE OF THE VAST AUDIENCE AT THE SMOKE CONCERT TENDERED TO THE AUCKLAND CITY FOOTBALL TEAM

IN SYDNEY TOWN HALL.
Norman, photo.
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The Heart of a Geisha

0
-TATSU-SAN was making her

toilet. Her “ kimono” was of

violet silk, and her
”

obi” was

stiff with threads of gold. The

little maid. Kiku-San had spent

many hours over lhe honourable hair,

and. at last satisfied with its gloss and

piled-up wonder, she stuck carefull \

therein her most precious
•• kanzashi of

jade and amber. She smoothed with a

drop of oil her high, narrow eyebrows,

and touched her full, drooping lids with

rose. She made the (herry-blo-soms at

her cheeks bloom a little more brightly,

now wa- addin" the In—t touch of

earmine to the centre of her mouth,

which she had been told had been “made

to kiss.”
She wished to look very pretty indeed,

for had not the honourable young Eng-
lish mister promised to be at the “ tea-

house of the Iris Gardens” that even

ing? And had In* not promised to

bring to her picture?, of his honourable

mother and his honourable brothers and

sisters, who lived in that far-off land of

which he so much talked'.'

She had seen many English ladies wh »
had stopped at the great hotel, and who

sometimes came to the teahouse. ’Truly,
their skins were white, like milk, ami

their garments very wonderful. Some-

times the hair of these honourable per-

sons was beautiful gold colour, but some

possessed red hair, like the dreadful
“oni” (devil) which terrified one at the

play. Also, she wondered win these

august ladies ehose to wear on their

heads the dead bodies of birds. whose

cruel, staring, yellow eyes seemed al-

ways to look fierce protest into her own

eyes! She had but that day observed

in the Street of Many Lanterns a tall

young woman with square shoulders
and honourably large feet, whose hair,

of the colour of sunset, bore on top a

•• hat.” on either side of which was

perched a fierce white bird of the sea.

while fastened to the edge of the hat

floated long strands of green, very thin

silk: so that the bird of the sea ap-

peared to be poised with outstretched,

longin'* wings over green waves of the

billows.

These thoughts ran idly through Tat-

su's head as she smoothed with dainty,

fluttering fingers the folds of her ” obi.

But it is time now to go to “O-Chaya”
I teahouse). Indeed, she is a little late.

She gets into the rickshaw. “Hi!

Hyaku!” she calls.
“ Hai. hai” (Yes.

ves) answers Totaro—and off they go

very quickly. They pass rickshaws

bearing geishas. and latsu greets
many, and acknowledges many greet-

ings.
As they approach O-Chaya. Tatsu sees

that nice young Englishman, who runs

quickly down the steps of the balcony
to meet her. He assists her to alight,
ami her soft “ arigato” (thank yon) is

sweet music to his ears, while the pro-

prietor of the teahouse. Ito Takeda,

smiles and makes many bows in the

background. Ito Takeda has a greedy
heart, but this he cleverly conceals tin

der a sleek, good-natured countenance.

Truly. O-Tatsu-San is his most valuable

geisha, and her time of service at the

teahouse has yet two years to run: yet.
if the honourable English sir desires to

make temporary marriage with her. he

will be bound to pay him well for so

great a loss to his business.
The room in which they sit opens on

a balcony overlooking the gardens, with

their stone lanterns, tiny lakes crossed

by scarlet bridges, and beds of iris
flowers dressed in purple and white, like
beautiful ladies and leaning slimlv

against supports of small, flat sticks.

When tea and sugared beans have been

brought by the Musume (little maid)

Tatsu-San makes a very low bow and

says:
“ Shibaraku o me ni kakaramashita”

(It is a long time since I have hung

upon your honourable eyelids!). She

always repeats these polite words, and

Mr. Hayward always laughs. But she
is not yet satisfied —is he not a very

illustrious person? Again she bows,

and exclaims sweetly:
“O shikei itashimashita” (Pray excuse

me for my rudeness the last time we

met!). Mr Philip Hayward catches

quickly at one of the small hands and

presses it to his lips. “Tatsu-San.” he

“It is a long time since I have hung upon your honourable eyelids.”

“The little maid, Kiku-San, had spent many hours over the honourable hair.”

“She tells him a tragic story, wherein love and jealousy are intermingled.
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exclaims, “you are the pink of politeness!
1 don’t believe you could lie ’honourably
rude,’ even if you tried. But, 1 say,
Tatsu, you look even more lovely than

usual to-night, little one. Those hair

things are stunning. Where did you get
them?”

“Arigato!” said Tatsu-San. “Vaery
nize ‘kanzashi’ (hairpin); you like him?”

“By Jove, they’re beautiful. But

(jealously) who gave them to you?”
“Truly, nize young man from big ship

wiving me that ’kanzashi.
"Well, I’ll be hanged. I like his

cheek!”

“So do I,” says Tatsu-San. “He has

honourably red cheeks; 1 like vaery

much! ”

Mr Philip Hayward laughs; but the

laugh has a note of irritation—or is it

anxiety—and he continues—

"Tatsu, surely you don't care anything
about that red-faced little cub! He’s

only a ’middy’—not old enough to know

his" own mind for two minutes at a

time.”

Women of every nation have instinct

of coquetry, and this little geisha is no

exception to that rule. A gay laugh
ripples'through her red lips, as she an-

swers
—

“Oyama! He is so nize young mans!

I like vaery much.”

A very peculiar pain, sharp and hot,

shot through the breast of Mr Philip

Hayward, and suddenly he realised that

he"loved this little Japanese girl; not

with passing madness of passion that

turns men’s blood to fire (as sometimes

he had "loved”), but tenderly,, truly.

Quickly—for he is a man of action, this

voting English gentleman—he makes up

his mind. He will arrange with Ito

Takeda for Tatsu-San's liberty. He

will marry her and take her to England.
He will secure for her best masters, and

in a little while she will not only satisfy

all his love, but he will be very proud
of her as well —his pretty, dainty lotus

Hower! But he does not at once speak

of all this. The meal is a very gay one.

for Tatsu. fearing she has made him

angry, makes use of all her prettiest
trick's. She tells him a tragic story

wherein love and jealousy are intermingl-

ed. and of the wonderful deeds of the

“Forty Ronins;” she sings, in a high,

sweet voice, to the twanging of her

samisen. a little song of love—-

“Hana-ka? Chocho-ka?
Chocho-ka? Hana-ka?

Don!

Don!”
(Flower is it?

Butterfly is it ?

Butterfly or flower?
Don!

Don!)

Rut when at last the musume had re-

moved the remnants of the feast—the

custard soup, the minced raw fish, the

snowy rice with "nori” (dried seaweed),
the fish boiled with lotus-roots and soy.

the pickled cabbage leaves, the beautiful

little cakes in the shape of maple leaves,
etc. (for he resolutely refused to take

away with him, in the dainty lacquered
boxes used for that pm pose, the "tid

bits” left from the meal, as is custom

ary), and he had finished his last cup of
“sake” (rice-wine)—he took O-Tatsu-
San’s hands in his own. and in a straight-
forward way, in a few tender words, he

told her he loved and wished to marry
her; that he would arrange it with Ito

Takeda. He will take her to England,
and his mother and sisters will be very
kind and good to her—first for his sake,
but very soon for her own. "For,” he

added, drawing her head down on his

shoulder, quite regardless of that won-

derful butterfly coiffure, "when they
know you, they cannot help but love you.

Tatsu-San!”
As for that little geisha, she fancied

she was not really awake. Could it be that

this splendid young English sir. whom

she was anxious to please, truly wished

to take her away to his own land?

So, since love is love, and is ever new,

the hours passed all too quickly. But

before escorting Tatsu to her 'rickshaw,
Mr Hayward attended to an important
matter. After making settlement for

the evening's entertainment, he informed

Ito that he wished to arrange tor Tat-

su's liberty; he intended to marry her.

Ito, thoroughly' familiar with such •’tem-

porary* marriages*’ (as he thought) smil

ed an oily smile.

Truly, the illustrious English sir had

excellent taste. Tatsu-San was con-

sidered the most beautiful ami accom-

plished geisha in all the city of Tokyo.

Oya! His augustly insignificant estab

lishment would sutler much by letting

her go—with much rubbing together ot

hands and hissing intaking of breath,

and many low bows. At length, after

evading the •hedging" until be had

gauged the Englishman's earnestness in

the matter, a number of “yen” was

named which, though really exorbitant,

was accepted promptly by Mr. Hayward
as the price paid for Tatsu's liberty.

The next day Philip, visiting Tatsu-

San at her own “shop,” drew from his

pocket a tiny box.

" Shut youi eyes. Tat>u. just for an

instant."

Site screwed up her c\es. in childish
fashion; then Philip. dipping a ling on

her finger, *aid:

“Now yon may look, sweetheart!’’

She opened her eyes and ga\e a de

lighted little shriek.
“A-i-a! Such priddy rings! He i.*

for ilk*. Pheedeep?” she inquiies. with

sparkling eye*. Indeed, it is a beautiful

“*olitaire" bought at a large price at

the English jeweller's and now gleam*
like a great drop of tire on the slendei
hand.

"Yes, little love,’’ says Philip. “It is

a token, as is the fashion of my coun-

try. that some day you will be my wife.

Ami. by -and-bye, w hen we are married,
you shall have another ring—a small

band of gold—to wear also.” Tears

sprang to Tatsu’s bright eyes, as sh«*
pres*-d Philip s hand against hei cheek.

..“Phee-ieep.” she said, with a little

catch in the‘cooing voice, “when you

marry w is’ me. away and
leave me. like American ’sii*v who. marry
wis’ O Hana-San?’’

“No. Tatsu.’’ he answered gravely;
“that small gold ring will be a sign
that you will be my honoured wife al

ways— till death do us part.”
Alas! How quickly clouds sometimes

overcast the blue of the summer sky!
Next day Philip Hayward received a

cablegram- -

‘’Your brother thrown while hunt-

ing; not expected to live; return at

once.”

He packed feverishly. He could just
catch the outgoing steamer, which as

it fortunately happened, sailed in a few

hours. But he must see Tatsu. In a

few words, for time was precious, he

explained what had happened. She did

no cry. but with trembling hands clung
to him a moment.

"I will pray Bentcn-Sama tek' care of

you. Pheedeep. so you vaery soon come

back to me. Oyama: Those poor lady
-—your honourable mother ami your lion

ourable sister! For them my heart

have great sorrow!”

‘‘Thank you. my darling. 1 will re-

turn as quickly as possible, and you will

hear from me very soon. Ami do not

go to the teahouse again. Tatsu. You

are vour own mistress now. you know ,
and I wish you to wait here till I come

back for you. Good-bye. my little love

good-bye!”

"Savona ra.” she whispered; ‘‘good-
bye. if it must be so!" and the soft lips
trembled under his long, last kiss. Then

the 'rickshaw was o’f again, and in an

"Tatsu-San gorgeous in a golden kimono."

"The Song of Falling Leaves.”

MISS FUJI-KO

(The Lady Wistaria), author of “The Heart of a Geisha.”
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HAWKE’S
BAY

KENNEL
CLUB’S
SHOW.

SOME

PRIZE-WINNERS.

],

Mr.

John

Jamieson’s
biteh.

Blowhard
Beeky,
winner
5

firsts
and
2

specials.
2,

Mr.
A.

Howe’s
cocker

spaniel,
Havelock
Ben,
Ist

and

special.
3,

Miss

Hunter’s
Scotch
terrier,

Bracken
Bob

Roy,

special-

4.Mr.
J.

G.

Parker’s
rough

coated
eollie
biteh.
Mosgiel
Queen,
Ist

puppy,
Ist

novice,
Ist

colonial
bred.
Ist

open,
and

winner
of

trophy
for

best
pup
in

the

show.
5,

Mrs.

O’Brien’s
Pomeranian
dog,

special.
6,

Mr.

John

Jamieson
s

Blowhard
Bunny,
Ist
and

special.
7,

Mr.

A.

C.

Howe’s
cocker
spaniel
Gainsboro

Coated,
Ist
and

special.
8,

Soler
Bros.’
English
setter,
Wanganui

Ranger,
Ist

and

special.
9,

Judging
collies.

Sorrell,
photo.
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SCENES
FROM
"THE
LADY

TYPIST.”

Ilii-

new

and

original
musical
comedy
has

been

written
and

composed
by

"Mr.

Humphries,”
an

Auckl
I

gentleman,
and
is

to

be

produced
in

Auckland
on

\ugust
13

at

His

Majesty's
Theatre

Act,

II.-The
Count

and

Claire.

Count:
Ze

birds
zey

sing
of

you.

Ze

sun

he

shines
of

you.
an’

ze

little
puppy
dogs

zey
bark
of

you.

Claire:
Ah!

Count,
you

flatter
me.

W.

H.

Bartlett.
photo.

Act
II.

—Lord
Leo:

“Tell
me,

and
tell

me

speedily,
do

yon

like

Besant
and

Rice,
or

Rice

without
Besant?"
Nellie:

“Well
now,
to

let

you

into
a

little

personal
secret.
I

never
take
any
of

those

new-fangled
dishes.
My

digestion
is

so

poor.”

Witson:
“Merciful

heavens!”

Lord
Leo
and
the

Gaiety
Girls.

-Lord

Leo:
"I

am

their
leader
wherever
they
go."
Gaiety
Girls.

“Yes,
he

is

a

man

about
town.”
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OPENING THE NEW RAILWAY STATION AT BLENHEIM.

THE NEW STATION FROM THE LINE.

THE NEW STATION FROM THE STREET.

THE HON. COLONEL PITT ADDRESSING THE CITIZENS.
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STUDENTS,
UNDERGRADUATES
AND

GRADUATES,
CANTERBURY
COLLEGE

DIPLOMA
DAY,

1906.

Clifford,
photo.,

Christchurch.
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THE PROGRESS OF NEWZEALANDRMOUSLY SUCCESSFUL TOURIST AGENCY.

NEW SYDNEY

1 progress of the New Z-aland Tourist Departni nt has been phenomenal, and the work it has accomplished
plate Sir Joseph Ward is shown on th - right and Mr. Donne on the left of the Departni.nt's new offices in Sydiie.
day's mail from America explains itself, and bears eloquent testimony to the extent to which resources of the l

hang,
The electri< "W

The New Zealand
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MERCURY BAY, THE SCENE OF THE RECENT SUPPOSITIOUS WRECK.

HIE HOLE IX THE WALL. IERURY* RAY. 2. ROCKY HEADLAND OPPOSITE WHITIANGA. MERCURY' BAY*

!. THE TIMBER MILLS, WHITIANGA

Harold Gordon, photo.
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BEAUTY
SPOTS
OF

THE

COLONY:
IN

THE

CLINTON
VALLEY,
SOUTH

ISLAND.
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VIEW OF THE FATALLY WRECKED SCHOONER AOTEA, BOTTOM UP, WAIPIRO BAY.

WRECKAGE OF MASTS AT NEAR WHERE THE BODIES OF THE

CAPTAIN AND HIS WIFE WERE WASHED ASHORE.

THE FAMOUS FRENCH SOPRANO, MME. BLANCHE ARRAL, WHO WILL

See "Drama." SHORTLY TOUR THE COLONY.

Hargreaves, photo., Waipiro Bay. STARTING TO CUT INTO THE MAIN CABIN IN SEARCH FOR BODIES.
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A Linguistic Parrot.

Au American naval officer on the re-

tired-list tells a story of the days when

Admiral Dewey was a lieutenant undvi

the command oi an eccentric captain.
It appears that, about the time the

vessel under the command of the cap-
lain mentioned put into the harbour of

Rio de Janeiro, the commander was

considerably worried concerning the

healtli of a pet parrot. Ik* had asked

the ship’s physician to prescrilie. and

the latter had expressed the opinion
that all the bird netded was an oppor-
tunity to climb a tree, chew the bark

thereof, and otherwise disport itself. So

the captain summoned his steward, and

ordered him to take the parrot ashore

and to give it some exercise.

In those days the captain’s steward

was a most important personage —more

so perhaps than he is now. This

steward was a comical old darky, who

had an absurd habit of aping the au-

thoritative ways of his master, and the

men of the vessel liked nothing better

than to play him some trick; so when

he now stepped to the port gangway
to get into the liberty-boat, with the

cage containing the bird, they saw their

opportunity. There was a sea running
in the harbour, making it difficult foi

the boat to keep alongside, and just as

the steward put out a foot toward th?

gunwale they purposely eased her oil.

with the result that the darky tumbled
into the sea. Of course, he was pulled
out in a minute, but the parrot and the

cage went to the bottom.

Naturally, the steward was much dis-

tressed. He dreaded punishment by the

captain, who had said that he would

hold the steward responsible for the
safety of the bird. Having shore-leave

for three days, he spent his time wan-

dering about the city and figuring to

himself how he would put in the bal-

ance of the voyage in the ship's brig
on bread and water, double-ironed, and
exposed to the derision of the crew.

At length a happy thought came to

him. Rio was full of parrots, and one

parrot is much like another, especially
green ones. He bought, for a trifling
sum. a green bird with a yellow head,

which seemed to him like the twin

brother of the one drowned. He was

also lucky enough to find a cage resent -
bling the lost one, and in it he took

his precious purchase back to the ship.
Oi course, the captain was delighted

to see his pet again, and especially
when he observed how much its plum-
age was improved, and how muth more

spirited it was than before. Bui his as-

tonishment may easily Ik* imagined
when, being asked whether he would like

a cracker, the wicked bird responded
with a string of Portugese oaths.

L’pon being fed. it further contributed

to the amazement of the captain by
expressing its satisfaction with a lot
of •‘swear-words" in Spanish. At this

juncture the captain fell that he must

share his feelings with some one. Lieu-

tenant Dewey, who had been walking
the quarter-deck, was summone I to the

cabin, and the parrot was persuaded to

swear some more for his benefit.

"Mr. Dewey.' exclaimed the command

ing officer excitedly, "don't you think

that is a most remarkable bird: Why.
he has been ashore only three days, and

in that lime he has picked up a

thorough working knowledge of the

Portugese and Spanish languages!”

THE LATE CAPTAIN H. F. AN-

DERSON, OF AUCKLAND.

THE TROUBLE IN ZULULAND, WAR SCENES FROM THE FRONT.

McKenzie had planned a
"

coup de guerre ” for the capture of Bambata.

The Transvaal Mounted Rifles were directed to hold the mouth of the gorge.
C Squadron, under Captain McFarlane, was discovered in position before day-
break. and the rebels, finding themselves in a cordon, made a desperate effort to

force an exit through the gorge. McFarlane sent a heavy volley, and was

almost immediately shot dead through the heart. The men stood their ground,
and the rebels fled in confusion, leaving 575 dead on the field.

THE DESPERATE ENGAGEMENT IN THE MOME GORGE.

THE NKANDHLA BUSH FIGHT. CAPTAIN CLARK'S PLUCKY STAND.
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PICTURESQUE COLUMBIA: THE BEAUTIFUL SISTER COLONY WHICH TOURISTS TO OR FROM NEW ZEALAND

MAY CONVENIENTLY VISIT EN ROUTE.

THE DOCKS, VANCOUVER, WHICH PROMISE, ACCORDING TO "THE WORLD’S WORK," TO DEVELOP INTO ANOTHER LIVERPOOL.

Photos, supplied by Vancouver Tourist Association. See "Letterpress."
BIG TREES IN STANLEY PARK. VANCOUVER, WHICH IS, SAYS SIR MICHEL HICKS BEACH. "THE FINEST PLEASURE GROUND I
HAVE EVER SEEN.”
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BANFF, CANADIAN NATIONAL PARK AND HOT SPRINGS, 561 MILES EAST OF VANCOUVER.

Altitude, 4521ft, situated in the midst of charming scenery.

Photos, supplied by Vancouver Tourist Association. See "Letterpress."
MOUNT CHE-AM. AT AGASSIZ STATION, 70 MILES EAST OF VANCOUVER, ON THE LINE OF THE CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY.

The famous Harrison HThe famous Harrison Hot Springs. five miles distant, are celebrated for their curative properties. The Government Experimental Farm is situated at this point.

PICTURESQUE COLUMBIA: THE BEAUTIFUL SISTER COLONY WHICH TOURISTS FO OR FROM NEW ZEALAND
MAY CONVENIENTLY VISIT EN ROUTE.
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Akemster, photo. THE WHARF, PICTON.

Jones and Coleman, Auckland. AUCKLAND HOCKEY REPRESENTATIVES, 1906, SOUTHERN TOUR.

Back row: W. A. Lepine, R. D Dineen. R. Anderson. S. Sarah. J. Jessup. W. Bloomfield, Second row: R. B. Young. F. R. Mason, V. C. Kavanagh, C. R. Crispe.
J. Doyle, Front: H. D. Hill, D. K. Parter, J. E. Lepine (captain).
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The

Dawn
of

Russian
Liberty

(See

Letterpress,
page

32-34.)

PRESIDENT
MUROMTSEV.

THE

BUILDING
IN

WHICH
THE

DUMA

ASSEMBLED.

THE

TSAR.
HIS

MOTHER,
AND
HIS
WIFE

ENTERING
ST.

GEORGE'S
HALL,

PRECEDED
BY

THE

CLERGY,

In

the

foreground
is

the

famous
ikon
that

belonged
to

Peter
the

Great.

CAUCUS
OF

THE

CONSTITUTIONAL
DEMOCRATIC
PARTY
HELD

PRIVATELY
THE

DAY

BEFORE
THE

OPENING
OF

THE

DUMA.
This

Party
is

running
the

Assembly.

THE

TSAR

READING
HIS

RESCRIPT
IN

THE

WINTER
PALACE.

In

the

right

foreground
are
the

members
of

the

Duma,
on

the

left

those
of

the

Council
of

the

Empire
or

Upper
House.
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-OtK STEWART DAWSON & CO,
( Jewellers, /

( 146 and 148 Queen Street. AUCKLAND. )

■' y^^/z ) Our variety make* suitable selectioneasy. 1

) Our Goods are Marked in I Our Illustrated Booklet is )
l Plain Figures at Cash Prices. sent Free to all. / **-111.jX.
) —— —— \ F7960—Silver Hair Brush, 91 in. long, the fashionable“ Watteau”

*"

. . n
_
ai<w ( Goods posted free to any address. / design, 15/6.

Silver-backed. |Haiid sHrn»r, . ewes »

Great variety ofothersat 18/6,22/6,25/-upwards.

i’£Z Other designs at25/-, 27/6,30,'- upwards.

®
a

Y eEf?Sfc\ 'W> sss i
Ir

and No.G174-Solid Silver andCut Glass
” Si^JtaTMTrtSkff^x/IS.®1

<MO3O-G«V.Silver BackedMmtary Bru.h
••

Aug.'

Comb in Velvet-linedMorocco Case, 16/6. ToiletBottles, tn2 sizes, 10/6and18/6 C OTJ ZUF Otherdesignsat21/-.22/6.27/6

i||| L J| WMlliiilliiiilhi > '
_ _

~“W

f : »l.mr"
G6031-S„Ud Silver and Cut Glaus

Guans Rlr ~,, ~ • PuffBox. 3} in.high,10/6. •ir"z5 e 11? i,Crocodile Skin Purse,
i F9799—Silver-backed “Watteau” design Clothes GsHs9—FineSeal Purse, Massne With Solid Silver Mounts and G.39s2—CutGlass and Solid Silver JewelBox, Two Sizes,

andHatBrushes7 in.long, 18/6each. Silver Mount, SilverLock, 18/6. Others,11/6,12/6,14/6,16/6upwards. Lock, 14/6. Sim. long 10/6; 6in. long 16/6

BjMEnipiiEESMBMB
Wllllllllllllll II I Illi 111 1111 l 11 ,M iA

~
* r

<flk Illllilllllllll Illi Illi 111 w 1
~

~
77 :: I

■

\ fl K H fl

./# M Bmb
\IK s<<v A b .■■■■lt
ilk?

m’'’’ *W’(■ IE || |g||l F?y
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UNTO SEVENTY

TIMES SEVEN

Or. THE FLOWER OF THE

PENINSULA

ALL "IGHTS RESERVED

By Lily Froude

CHAPTER XIV.

Xothinu w r Leaves.

PE
had gone, and she stood where

he had left her. the dead leaves

failing upon her anti around

her unheeded, as she watched

the trail of the boat- in the

water. From a house across the river

came the soft, sweet strains of "Robin

Adair,” and above her head, in the wil-

lows. Valerie, could hear the twittering

01 the birds. But site heeded them not,

nvr was she conscious that the sun was

shining, and that all Nature was glad

and joyous. Her own heart alone was

sad. and out of aeeord with all around

her.

"He might have kissed me,” she said,

“just once on my forehead, to show he

cared : it wouldn't have been a great sin

—at least, so far as I know it wouldn't.

But he knows best : he has sued: clear

judgment in these things, and he is so

honourable. I wonder if it was because

he is so honourable that he didn't kiss

l ie. or because he did not care to. He

didn't even ask me to write to him. After

all. I don’t suppose he ever loved me—

In- never told me so. anyway. What a

prudent lover he always was. One

w uld suppose that 1 was some adven-

turess, and that he was afraid of my

prosecuting him for breach of promise
of marriage, therefore never putting it

ii my power. Of course. I'm thinking

o> past- days, when he was considered

n>y lover by some people, his mother
included. Ah. well, to the pure, all is

pure. But why' did he never confess his

1 e. if he had any. for me: and he ex-

pected me to confide my troubles to him

before he had given me the right to do

so Well, I am going to try to forget
y ■ u. Lewis St. Mar.”

I’oor girl, she did not know how im-

P -sible she would find it in the long,
w trv struggle of the years to come, and

lv-.v. in her solitude, her thoughts would

revert more and more to her girlhood’s
1- e. Whether for weal or woe, Lewis

S'. Mar would possess her heart until it

Ci sed to beat.

‘ L-'pes. only dead hopes.
Torn from the heart bv the storms of

life:

Ecpes. only dead hopes.
Killed by sorrow and strife.

V ithereu and chilled by the cold world’s
frown,

< rushed and torn and trampled down

Lite forest leaves ’neath the winter’s

sky,
The hopes of our young life wither and

die.”

Valerie repeated these words to her-
s as she slowly turned away from the

r r towards her own gate. She hail
r • id the words somewhere, and thought
tL---y suited her own sad life. All her

h"j>es were dead, and she eould see no

v iy out of her misery, but just to suf-
fer on and liear her burden alone. Wl)en
S' reached the gate she found the faith-
ful companion of her many lonely walks
v. iting for her.

"Poor old Ponto! You love me. don’t
you. doggie!”

Ponto signified that he did by imme-

diately responding to her caress in a

vain endeavour to lick her bands and
•»■■■. and behaving in a generally riot-
•u- manner. Valerie let herself in with
■<« latch key, and went straight to a

little foods that was entirely her own.,

where site sewed and painted anti dream-

ed of the past. It was understood that

when in this room she was not to be

disturbed, and the servant was forbidden

to enter it. Valerie always cleaning it

out herself. So, tnrowing herself down

on a sofa, she quietly fainted away, and

there she lay until found by her hus-

band some twenty minutes later. He

was holding a glass of water to her lips
when she opened her eyes, and gave a

wan smile: then she sat up and took the

glass from his hand, and eagerly drank

a portion.
“What made you faint V’

“I—oh, it’s rather close, don’t you

think so? I suppose there is a nor’-wes-

ter coming up: they always unnerve me

80.”

“I thought the heat agreed with you;

you always said that it did. I saw St.

Mar on the river as I came home. Has

he teen here?*’

•‘Yes, I told you at breakfast that he

would l*e up this morning to take me

for a row. I waited for him on the

river in our boat: he did not come in;
I did not ask him.”

“Why?”
“Oh. 1 don’t know. Perhaps 1 felt he

would not come in if I had asked him.
He leaves Christchurch again in a couple
of days.”

“Does he? I suppose that was what

made you faint. Was the leave-taking
of a tender nature?”

“Quite the contrary.” said Valerie,
with dashing eyes. “Do you want to

know what passed? I will tell you if

you do.”

“Oh. you need not unless you like; I

never thought St. Mar a particularly
affectionate individual.”

“He may be affectionate to those who

belong to him. but he never was particu-
larly so to me.’’

Instead of answering. Mr. Day drew a

chair up to the fire, which had burnt
low. and planted his feet on the fender

rail. He had a habit of doing this, even

when there was no fire in the grate, and

when the weather was warm.

“Frank! ”

“Well!”

“I wish Lewis St. Mar had kissed me.”

“And didn’t he?”

“No, he is too honourable.”

“Too jolly void, you mean. I believe
if you lost your good looks he wouldn’t

care a fig for you.”
“I have lost them. He told me I was

thin, and he said when 1 frowned that I

looked tnirty-six.’’
“Didn’t 1 say so? That’s why he did

not ki"s you. and that’s the man you’ve
thrown your heart away upon. Women

are queer creatures. Fancy imputing to
honour every cold-blooded thing he does.

Can’t you see he does not love you. ami

never did?’’
“Of course I can see it. I never said

he loved me. and he never told me that

he did. That is the reason 1 married

you.”
“I know; ami if I were you I’d try

and cure myself of loving a man who

was indifferent to me. You never were

the sort nf girl to give your love un-

sought. What made you in this case?”

“He used to come after me. and we

used to go on the river and to dances

together, and I thought he eared for me;

I fancied a woman could tell, but I don’t

now; I am sure 1 was mistaken, especi-

ally as you say it was not honour pre-
vented him kissing me.”

“I feel sure of it. If a fellow wanted

to kiss a girl lie eared for he’d do it—-

honour lie hanged.”
“It wouldn’t prevent you. anyway. I

suppose, and naturally you judge by
yourself. I was thinking myself a while

ago that I was getting a little tired of

honour, my life is so barren of love, ami

I feel so lonely.”
“You had better ask St. Mar to elope

with you. ami then you won’t be lonely,

or are you too honourable ?’’

“How coarse you arc. and how I hate

you. I cannot help being a woman, and

having a woman’s nature. Men com-

plain of the 'New Woman.’ but

sfcm tu forget that lheir sneer* ofteA
turn a loving Iwart int<» that hideous

creation, a mannish woman. They art)

denied aifevtion by mvn. and are sco

at for imssessing it themselves. Civd

me about seven years to crush out my
feelings, and after that you won’t have
to complain that I am too aiTcvtioiiateu

Love wants to i*v fed. and as i am in n€

danger of a surfeit of that sort of food,
1 will bo as hard as nails in scveai

years.” and with a eeornful laugh Va-

lerie left the room. She was smarting
from his taunt, and felt very bitter to-

wards men in general. She had l>een in
the habit of discussing her feelings with
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her husband, and he had never before
shown himself so spiteful, knowing when
he married her that her heart was given
to another. She had told him every-

thing, but he was only too glad to marry
her on any terms, and she naturally .dt

his taunt to be unjust to herself. Va-
lerie had made many enemies because

she could never dissemble; her nature

was too straightforward, and if she dis-

liked any one they soon discovered the
fact from her inability to hide her feel-

ings. Not that she was ever rude. On

the contrary, she was scrupulously po-
lite, and to those she liked her manner

was free and confiding.

CHAPTER XV.

OS THE AvOX.

Three o'clock found Valerie walking
rapidly along the river bank, where pre-

sently she came to a clump of willows

that had been her trysting place in days
gone by. It was a lovely nook in a bend

of the river, and old associations be-

coming too strong for her, she allowed

vent to the bitterness and pain which
filled her heart.

‘'Perhaps I shall never see himagain,*’
she whispered to herself, “and if I do

there is the old agony to endure all over

again. Oh, Lewis, Lewis, why did you
do it? Will a woman ever love you as

I have loved you’—and, God help me,

as I do now, and ever shall. I have
nothing in my life to live for, and no-

body cares for me. If he had only told

me once, just once, that he loved me, I

could cheerfully have borne years of

pain, and it would have helped me so

in the battle of life, and would have
sweetened its bitterness; but he never

told me.”
A boat slowly gliding into the alcove

arrested Valerie's attention, causing her

to sit up and peep through the branches

to see if it were anyone sheknew, and she
immediately recognised the gentleman
and the girl with whose boat she had

collided that morning. She was wonder-

ing how- she could slip away without

them seeing her, when these words fell

on her ears:

“Oh, please let me go back to my

Granddad; I do want to sec him ever

so much, Bruce, an’ lie’ll lie so lonely-
now without me. I'm all he has, too,
'eept Dodger, an’ Mary Ann.” <

“Why-, my clear, 1 thought vou loved
me.”

“An’ I do: but 1 feel sick for Grand-

dad. There’s no one to get his meals

for him, an’ why can’t we go to him,
for we was married, you said. An* you
told me you’d take me back to Grand-

dad, an’—an’ ”

Here the girl’s voice broke, and tears

trembled on her lashes as she • looked

appealingly at her companion, who left

his seat opposite, and, sitting down be-

side her, placed his arm around her

waist and drew her head to his breast.

“Have patience, my little wife, and

try to content yourself awhile with me.

U hy, it is only a month since you told
me that you could not live without me.

just after we were married, you know.”

“I know, an’ it’s true; but I love

Granddad, too, an’ I want to show him

all my grand froeks what you gave me.”

“Aimee, I will tell you what 1 will do.
I will go to your grandfather and con-

fess, and then come back and tell you
all about it, and perhaps bring him back

with me. Will that do, little one?”
Aimee elapped her hands, and flung

her arms around the man’s neck as she

said:

“Oh, yes, yes; an’ I’ll tell Granddad
how good you are to me, an’ that you
haven’t a wife in England at all, an’

we’ll all be so happy again.”
A flush dyed the man's face as he

said:

“Are you not happy now, little one?

I thought you were.”

And Valerie, from her seat on the

bank, thought she had never beheld such

a guileless and beautiful countenance as

Aimee’s. The face was so childlike and
trustful, and she wondered who she and

her companion could be. “They must

be strangers,” thought Valerie, “for I

know every face almost in Christ-

church,” and a sigh of envy escaped her

as she rose to go. With a start the
man heard it, and glanced up, and saw

with surprise the same face that he had

seen at Sumner. He knew she must

have heard what he and Aimee had said,
and, if so, would be in a position to

give information were inquiries to reach
her ears regarding the girl. He -must

stdp her at all risks, and entreat her

silence: besides, he held her secret, and
he meant to use it, or threaten to do so,
if she did not promise silence.

-Aimee. 1 wish to speak to that lady
who was sitting up above there just
now. You won’t be frightened, little

one, will you? 1 won’t be long,” and,
springing on to the bank, Sir Branden
Langstone was soon at Valerie's side.

"Pardon me, madam, but will you
kindly tell me if you overheard a con-

versation in a laiat just now over yon-
der,” he said, pointing to the alcove.

Valerie was so surprised that for the

moment she remained silent, and the

man went on:

“I —that is, would you mind not men-

tioning having either seen the girl in

the boat, or what was said?”

"Certainly. But Ido not understand

you. Is there anything wrong in the
girl being with you? It would seem so,

judging from your manner.”

Instead of answering her questions,
Sir Branden .said:

“I might take this opportunity to tell

you that I have seen you before, and—-

pardon me—overheard your outbreak of

passionate scorn against your husband
at Sumner about a month ago. One of

your expressions was that you would

like to have killed him at the altar. Am

I correct ? IVe are evidently fated to

overhear each other’s confidences.” and
Sir Branden smiled, while Valerie's face

paled, and she felt sick and faint with

the shame that consumed her. What

did he know, what had she said, for she

felt instinctively that the man was bad

to the core. His polished manner and
handsome face did not deceive her as

they did poor little' Aimee. But then

she had lived in the world, and Aimee
had not. Valerie was quick to read

character, and invariably correct in her

judgment. She did not err on the pre-
sent occasion, and shivered a little as

she half turned from the man at her

side. Then she said, with an effort:

“You—you are not a gentleman, sir,
to have listened to a conversation not

intended for your ears.”
“You forget, madam, that I over-

heard in perhaps a less culpable manner

than you displayed just now. I was
asleep on the riot's,. and your voice
awoke me while you—were you also
asleep just now!"

“No,” said Valerie, honestly. .“I was

sitting there wheq your boat eaiue into
the alcove, and I stayed to look,, unseen,
at the lovely girl who was with you,
and. of course, 1 heard what vqu both
said.” - ; . .

"I have your promise, then, ..to keep
silence .as to what you have, sqen. and

heard this afternoon in the boat?”

Valerie bowed, little dreaming how
soon she would be called upon to break
her promise, and as she moved away
Sir Branden gracefully, raised his hat

and stood with the sun playing on his

bare head, until she turned a bend in

the river and was lost to sight. Then
he hurried back to Aimee.

CHAPTER XVI.

IX THE CnUKCnTABD.

Valerie Day was a passionate lover
of Nature, and nothing pleased her bet-

ter than to go to some seeluded spot
where she eould dream and think of the

past undisturbed by human sounds. On

the present occasion, when she came to

the lovely, picturesque little ehurch at

Avonside, with its ivy-covered walls ami

white tombstones dotted about on each

side of the long, straight path, she open-
ed the gate and walked in. Her foot-

steps fell silently on the wattle-barked
path as she made her way to the church
steps, where she sat down tired out with

her long walk. After the lapse of a

few minutes she noticed an old man

moving amongst the gravestones, follow-

ed by a dog. Presently he caught sight
of her, and came slowly towards her.

“Excuse me, lady, but maybe ye live

hereabouts,” he said, halting a few steps

away. s

“I live nearer New Brighton, but I

know every step about here. Can I help
you in any way ?”

"

’
“

“Aweel, maybe ye can. I’ve lost a

wee bit lassie, an’ I’ve, traced her this

far, sae a poor, wee bit lambie, as inner-

Pears
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gent — a babe. Maybe, mem, ye’ve seed

the like about here"
“I eould tell batter if you were to de-

scribe her to me,” said Valerie, as she

turned pale and cold with apprehension.
••Weel, she had on an auld Tam-o’-

shsnter cap and a tartan frock, an’ a

pair of bonnie shoes wi’ straps across;

an- her face is Sae fair, mem, wi* its

wee curls round it like a pictur. Aye,

Udv, but she’s a bonnie lass, and she’s

ganged fra the auld man the noo. Did

ye sec the like aboot here, lady!”
'

-I have not seen a girl in the dress

y.iu
describe. Did she leave you of her

own accord, or did she get lost?”

•1 dinna just ken. lady. She went ta

a school, and niver coomed back fra it.

Jlavlx- she were enticed away, or maybe
slie'jist wandered on and on.”

-I am so very sorry for you. How

long ago was it that she left you?”
■ About a month, but it is a year I'm

feel in’ it to be, sae lonely I feel wi’out

niv ain ewe lamb, fur that’s what she

were to me, mem: but it ain't a David

that's took ’er but a divil.”

A tear glittered iu the rugged cheek

of the old man, and he bent'forward on

his stick. The dog looked up at his

master, and Valerie thought that he,

too, had tears in his eyes; then he whined

piteously and crouched down again at

his feet.

•Aye. Dodger’s lonely, too, mem, an’

the auld man's no kempany fur him

noo.”
"Won’t you sit down?” and Valerie

niade room for him beside- her. “You

can then tell me all al>out your daugh-
ter.”

"She’s me granddaughter, lady,” he

said, as he sank down on the steps. The

dog came over, too, and sniffed at Va-
lerie's outstretched hand. Then, becom-

ing convinced that she was a desirable
acquaintance, he settled down at her

feet and tried to lick her hand.
Duncan Keith, for it was he, crossed

his hands on the top of his stick, and

leant his chin on them, as he fixed his

gaze far into the distance. His white

hair was longer than usual, and his

trousers were frayed, and the soles of

his boots were almost worn away. Va-

lerie's heart stirred with pity, as she

glanced at him, and her own sorrows

appeared insignificant beside his. She

was debating in her. own mind as to

whether she should tell this poor, lonely
man about the girl in the boat. She

felt tlisfV to withholdl the information
would be criminal, no matter what the

consequences might be. But there was

just a chance that his lost little girl
was not the one she had seen.

"Would you mind telling me your

granddaughter’s name?”
"

"Aimee, mem, Aimee Keith.”

"What a pretty name.” said Valerie,
a- she moved uneasily in the effort to

make up her mind, now that she was

sure she could give the required infor-

mation.

"Aye, folks always say that.”

"Might I inquire your name?”
"O’ course, lady ; Keith’s my name.”
"Mr. Keith, you said that a devil took

your little Aimee. What do you mean?

Has she been decoved awav, do vou

think?” J
"Aye, syro enough.” And, then.Du-

ncan told Valerie his history up to the

present. When he came to the selling
of his little home on the Peninsula, his

Voice broke and the tears fell fast, and

Dodger went over to him and licked his

withered hand.

"An' now me wee bit hame up coun-

try’s goin’ to ruin, "fur I canna’ rest

wi’out me little ain, an’ I blame mysel’,
ks I forbid her talkin’ bout Die—the—”

"Never mind, Mr. Keith. • -Do you
know, I think I ean help you to find

Aimee; in fact, this very afternoon I

saw a lovely girl in a boat with a gentle-
man. and I overheard what they were

saying, and they talked about their

marriage, so do not grieve any more, for

after all ’she' may be married—his wife

in England ’may have-died. The gentle--
man called, her, Aiinee,_and she asked

him to take her home to her grand-
father. and I heard him promise to go

,to him and confess. So you see, after

■ 11. I’ve been able to help you. How

strange, is it not?”
While she was speaking she had push-

ed back her hat, and for the first time

[her faee was fully revealed to view.
’ ‘ Aye,-is it-possible? Is it .possible!
■’Where'eair I see my bairn? Quick, tell

;hie, lady, and ha’ pity on an auld man

■fur merey’s sake.”
He had risen up, and now saw her

Without the shade of her hat. Then he

Reclaimed:

“."Why, mem, I’ve seen ye twice afore
to-day; aye, an' it wasna’ fur nothing
tither that we’ve met in God's Acre.
The 1-ord.sent me to comfort me

Wi’ tidings o’ my Ivairn. Maybe ye ha*

troubles o’ yer ain; ye're young, lady,
an’ I pray that ye will ha' yer heart's

desire- God bless, comfort, and keep ye

always. Now, come • an’ show me where
to find my lassie, please.”

"But, Mr. Keith, 1 do not know where
they are now. It was quite on hour ago
that I saw them, and they may lie miles

away by this time. 1 think they were

then on their way back to the sheds.

That was the second time to-day that I

saw them; the first time was about 11

this morning.”
“I must be goin’ mysel’, then, for I

canna’ waste precious time wi' gossip-
ing, an' me little ain waiting me. Good-
day ta ye, mem, and thank ye kindly fur

a’ yer goodness tame."

“I will eome with you to the boat

sheds and inquire; perhaps we may yet
be in time.”

So down the path they went as fast

as Duncan’s poor, tired feet would take

him. Arrived at the sheds, Valerie in-
quired of the man who let out the boats

whether Sir Branden and Aimee had re-

turned, and was told that a gentleman
and young lady answering to the de-

scription she gave had returned the

boat about twenty minutes ago. “And,”
added the man, "he was a proper sort
of a gentleman, judging by the tip he

gave me.”

“Do you know which way they went?”
“Well, I saw them get into a cab at

the foot-bridge there, but I don’t know

which road they took; anyway, they
didn’t come this side o’ the river. Fancy
the cab went straight down the Bell,
but couldn’t be sure.”

“Do you think five shilling would help
your memory? Please, try and think

which way they went; it is of vital im-

portance,” said Valerie in great distress

as she looked at Duncan’s staring eyes
and haggard, disappointed face. She

eould ill afford the money she had of-

fered the man, but she was nothing if

not generous, and she thought she eotthl

deny herself something to make up for

it. Poor Valerie had all her life laten
denying herself something, and she often
wondered if anybody would ever do the

same for her sake.

“Well, mem, perhaps my boy may

know; I’ll just ask him if you’ll please
to wait a minute. Willie, come here,”
he shouted to a small boy -who was sit-

ting on the rail of the bridge, and who

immediately came in answer to his
fa.tljer’s eall.

“Which way did that gentleman and

lady go that gave you sixpence?”
' "Down Chester-street, father” . said

the boy.
“Did you hear them say anything

about where they were going?"
“No, father; I didn't hear anything.”
“I’m afraid, mam, that’s all I ean do

for you.”
“Thank you,” said Valerie, as she

placed the money iu the man's hand and

turned away.
’

“Come, Mr. Keith, don’t be so down-
hearted, for you are sure to find them.

Indeed, they may now be on their way

to see you, and will not find you at

home.”

“The scoundrel will nae eoom tame,
lady, fur ye ken I told ye he was mar-

ried in England afore he cam’ oot, and

now,he’s stolen my bairn. Poor Wee

lamb as thinks she’s married.”

“Why do you not go at once to the

police, Mr. Keith? And what a pity
you did not go at first. Aimee might
then have been safe, and none the worse

if you had found her as soon as you

missed her.”

.
“Aye, I can see that now. But I was

on the track o’ them, an' thought I'd

not bring my little ain into any police
business. But now I’ll gang awa’, at

once an’ gie them a* information.”,
, “Mr. Keith, this is my address,”- said

Valerie, placing a card in his hand.
“ r

hope you will come and see me and “ll

me how you succeed. I also hope you
will ‘ bring -Aimee with you when you
come. And now. good-bye: I will .not

detain you any. longer, for I know you
are anxious to go.”

.The old man’s hard, rough hand

clasped the small, gloved one held out

to him, as he tried to speak, but no

words came; only two tears splashed
down on their hands, and then Valerie
hurried away for fear she should burst

hrto tears. Looking back, she saw the
old man slowly toiling along towards

the city, his white hair blowing about

his head, and his old overcoat flapping
in the wind.

CHAPTER XVII.

Worn Out.

A week later Valerie was writing let-

ters in her little den just off the kit-
chen, when site.heard a jimiu tap.at the
back door. Presently the servant came

to say that an okl man wished to #e>

her.

“He looks like a beggar, mem. Shall

I send him away?”
"No, no; ask him to come iu and sit

down. I will be there in a minute;
show him into the dining-room, Jane."

“Yes, mem, but do you think the sil-

ver will be safe?”
"Do as I tell you, Jane. The silver is

all right. The old man is houcst; 1 know

who lie is."

When she had sealed her letters, Va-

lerie went to the dining-room, and

found, as she expected, Duncan Keith.

"I’m so glad to see you. Mr. Keith;
but where is Aimee?” And as she ask-
ed the question she noticed how much

more pinched his,features were, and his

appearance was that of a man who had

tramped for many weary days in all

weathers. She noticed, too, that his

bare feet were showing through his

boots. He saw her look of compassion,
and tried to hide them under his chair.

Then Valerie flushed scarlet, ami pre-
tended she had not seen them, for tl e

old man was proud, and Valero: urs

terribly distressed at her apparent v.ant

of delicacy, for to hurt tin* feelings of

the poor she considered a crime. Hast-

ily trying to cover her confusion, she

went to the sideboard and poured out a

glass of whisky and water, which she
offered him.

"There, now. drink that Mr. Keith,

before you tell me anything. You’ve had

a long walk. I am sure.’’

“Aye, lang, indeed, mem. An’ thank
ye kindly. But ye asked me where

Aimee was. Well, mem, she's just mar-

ried, as ye said she might lie, an’ the
auld man’s got. ta put up wi’ tne lone-

someness; so I'm just goin’ back hame

the day. and cam’ ta let ye know all's

well wi' Aimee afore I start.”
“Oh, I am so glad for both your sakes.

.Ind so Aimee is a lady now, Mr. KeiUi,
is she? How nice! But where is she?”

“Ganged ta Sydney, mem, day afore

yesterday.”
“So you saw them, and wished them

good-bye, then?”
“Aye, o’ course, mem.”

“And did they go out to the Creek to

see you?”
“Na, na. I heard as they was stayin'

at a hotel down Ferry road way, an' 1

ganged oot ta see ’em.”

“And wasn’t Aimee glad to see you?
l.cau fancy the dear little face lighting
up with joy.”

“Aye, elane daft wi’ joy.”
“Did Sir Branden Langstone? tell you

his wife was dead?” -
“He did, mem.”
“Do you know, Mr. Keith, I think it

is wonderful that- Aimee has married a

baronet—‘Little Lady Langstone.’ Well,
she is lovely enough for anything or any-

body.” «

-■“Lovely as a' angel, an’ as pure,
lady.” .

Valerie thought that the old man's

manner was abstracted and peculiar
compared to what it. had been on her
.first meeting with him. He set the

glass on the table when he had drank

his whisky, and his eyes closed.

“Mr. Keith, I know you are tired, so

just come to my little den and lie down

for an hour, and then I will give you
some lunch before yon go.”

He did not appear to hear her, so

she went quietly out of the room and

closed the door.

“Poor old man,” she said to herself:
“I will leave him alone awhile; he is

terribly cut up at the loss of his grand-
child.”

Valerie had not been seated long at
her painting when she hear a noise in

the dining-room, and, running in, she

found Duncan on the floor, with his

mouth twisted to one side.

“Jane, come quickly,” she called. But

Jane had heard the noise, and was al-

ready liesidc her. . “Run and ask Mr.

Ash to come and help the old man on

to the sofa; tell him your master is out,
and only we two are. here.” .

. When Jane returned with Mr. Ash,
who was a giant of strength, being a

famous boating man, their united efforts

succeeded in placing the old man on the
sofa, where he lay unconscious until

the doctor came.

“If I were you, Mrs. Day, I would

send him at once to the hospital.”
.’“I" think I will nurse him' myself,

said Valerie softly.
“I am just going into the city with

the trap, and if you like I will bring
the doctor back with me, and I’ll send

the inrssns in to you. in case you want

assistance.” '• ■ -

“Oh, thank you so much; that will
lie .quicker than if Jane were to go. And
I will be glad if Mrs. Ash will come in,
as I may require assistance if the old

man comes to. ■ Jane i# not much help
in sickness.”

“Well, I'll hurry off; but where are

you going to put the man? You haven’t
too much room as it is."

“Oh, I’ll find a place; you know my
ingenuity in contriving ways and
means,” laughed Valerie.

When Mr. Ash was gone Valerie sat
down beside Duncan's inanimate form
and took his wrinkled old hand into
her young, warm ones, and chafed it

gently. Iter experience in nursing was

limited, and she hardly knew what to
do. She wanted to help him, for her

heart bled for his crushed and lonely
life. Someone tapped at the door, and
Valerie said, “Come in.”

"Please, mem, that there dog what
the old man brought is howling terrible
to get in, and scratching all the paint
off the door.”

"Let him in. Jane; I intend to keep
him until his poor old master is better,
if indeed he ever will la-. The dog's
name is Dodger."

“Wot a name: that means a pick*
pocket, don’t it, mem? 1 seen a play
once called somethin' like that. ’

“I suppose you mean the ‘Artful

Dodger' in ‘Oliver Twist.’ ”

“I don't know no ‘Oliver Twist;* was

’e playin’ at the Royal?
“Oh, don't worry me; go and let th#

dog in.” But still the girl lingered.
"Did you say, mein, the old man was

to sleep ’ere? There ain't no bed, Is

there ?”

“Yes. he will stay here for a while,
and you can sleep in the den. Mr.

Keith will have your room.”

“There ain’t no bed in the den.”
“But there is a sofa, and you can

make that comfortable for the present
"

“A sofy! I can’t sleep on no sofy; it

ain't wide enough.”
“Leave the room instantly, and let

the dog in.”

The girl went out, ami banged th#

door after her. Presently tne dog was

tearing up the mat at the door of the

dining-room, and when Valetie let him

in he flew to his master and whined

piteously. Then, as though he under-

stood how matters were, he lay down

beside the sofa to guard its precious
burden.

“Poor Dodger, come here," said Va-

lerie. “Poor doggie, how you miss

them.”

The dog looked at her in a friendly
way, but did not attempt to move.

“You poor thing, 1 don't believe you
have had any 'food to day, or your mas

ter either. His heart is broken, doggie,
and his ewe lamb is gone, never to re-

turn as he has known her—never again.”
She tried to entiee the dog to the .

kitchen to feed him, but he only whined, t

and lay with his eyes fixed on his mas-

ter, and so she left them while she went
to see about preparing the servant's
room for Dunean.

Meanwhile, in a shed at the back of

the house, Jane was pouring her sep- J
posed wrongs into her master's ears. ‘
He had returned earlier than usual, and

she had drawn him into the shed.

“Just fancy being turned out of my

room fur an old beggar like that. Per-

haps she'll put the dog in the. drawing-
room. I won't sleep in that den fur
nobody.”

“I’ll take jolly good care you don’t

get turned out of your room for any old

beggar your mistress chooses to bring
here. The idea! It’s preposterous?
Hush! I think she’s-—here, let me hide

—get into the house, girl, quick!”
Jane ran with n shovel of coal, and

just met- Valerie in time to stop her

going into the shed; and for the present
averted' an exposure.

“I thought I hear someone talking to '
you?" . - --

“Oh, no, mem; I was repeatin’ some

hymns to myself; amt I expect that’s

wot you ’card.”

went, in search of bis wife, whom he

After a while Mr Day came in, and

found in her bedroom ransacking his

clothes to find clean socks ana linen for
Dtincan.

“What the mischief are yoit doing,
Valerie, and who ' is that'old joker on

the dining-room sofa?”

She told him all she knew, and then

added:

“I suppose you don't mind letting me

give him a change of linen; he is very
poor?”

“Of course I mind. 1 haven't too

many clothes myself that I nnist chuck

them at every beggar who comes along.”-.\
“Frank, do let me give him these? ;

They are the very oldest I can find, and

the poor old man has no one in th# "

world now to care for his wants.” >.

Mr. Day looked r.ireffilly over thw .
clothes, and, finding them well worn and
well mended, grudgingly gave his 6Hn-

•ent.

“But, look here, Valerie, he’s not gd<
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frig to stop here: we can't have the place
tuned upside down for a beggar, and
a perfect stranger, too.”

“It won't turn the house upside down,
and he won’t trouble you at all; he will
have .lane's room, and ”

■••lane's room ? And then she will
leave, I suppose. ' It’s hard enough to

get a girl to live this distance out of
town without chasing her away when

ahe suits so well.”

' lane will not be any loss to me if

sh< does leave. She is too impertinent,
and I was thinking only half an hour

ago of giving her notice. ’
"Oh. take your own way, as usual,

ami suffer for it afterwards. But I am

determined that the man shall n<it stay
here. It’s ridiculous. I’ll go over and
ask Mr. Ash to lend me his trap to take

th, old fellow to the hospital, a job I

don't thank you for. either.”

"Don’t trouble: Air. Ash has gone to

tov n for a doctor; he went in the trap.”
"By Jove! And who’s to pay for

bringing a doctor all this distance from

town ?”

"1 certainly never thought of that.
It is awkward. Oh. well, 1 suppose he
hail better go to the hospital,” and
Valerie sighed as she thought of this
terrible want of money that was warp-
ing the best instincts of her nature.

CHAPTER XVIII.

Vai erie Leaves Christchurch.

It was not before autumn had nearly
merged into winter that Frank Day had

persuaded his Wife to pay her long-
promised visit to her sister in the

North Island. There was a Hush of ex-

eitement on her usually -pale cheeks as

she bent forward in the cab and waved

a last good-bye to the smiling old lady
who stood at the gate, and who was

already installed in the house to look

after things during Valerie’s absence.
She had made up her mind to have a

good time, to throw care to the winds,
and to try to forget her troubles if she

could.
"There, now, I think that is all the

luggage, isn’t it, VaiF’ said Frank, as

he erushed a dress basket under the
seat and tried to make room for himself
amidst portmanteaux, hat-boxes, ete.

"Yes, 1 think that is all. There's

room the other side: you’ll erush my
basket if you sit there, Frank.”

They drove down the New Brighton
Toad into Worcestet-street, and when

they reached the Stanmore road Valerie
could not help exclaiming at its beauty.
It looked so lovely with the sun glinting
through the trees on to the dead leaves

that lay thick on the ground, and the

pretty bridge in the distance made a

eharming picture. This road always
looked lovely at that time of year, and
Valerie caught a glimpse of it at its
best.

"Isn’t it lovely, Frank?” Valerie was

quite vivacious now.

"What do you mean? I don’t see any-

thing particularly lovely about here.”

"You are too late now; we’ve turned
into Hereford-street, so the scene is
lost to view.”

"You seem in high spirits to-day;
glad to be rid of me, 1 suppose.”

"Don’t be so sarcastic, please. There

is one thing. I never pretended to love

you as you did me. You know very well

you are very glad indeed to see the last
of me for some time. I, at least, am no

hypocrite, and feel sorry you should

start this sort of thing on my last day.
We may never meet again, you know.”

“Oh, all right. I didn’t mean to start
an argument. It’s grand weather for
your trip.”

"I think autumn the loveliest time of
all the year. .Spring isn’t to be com-

pared to it, in my opinion,” said Va-
lerie.

The cab drew up at the station, and

Frank got out and assisted his wife to

alight. lie directed a porter to take

the luggage to tire train, whilst he went
to the office for the tickets. The train
was packed, as it always is on Thurs-

days, that being the day on which the

1 Ilion Company's boats leave Lyttelton
for the North Island and Sydney. As
the train passed through Heathcoat,
Valerie thought she ha<l never .seen the

valley look so lovely and green. It was

an ideal autumn day, just tinged with

frost, and the many passengers who

were returning to Australia after spend-
ing the summer in New Zealand were

giving expression to their regret at

leaving so, perfect a climate.
"You wouldn't be so enchanted with

the climate of Auckland after spending
a winter there, mam,” remarked on old

gentleman to one of the Australian
party. - -w- ■ -

“Indeed! Why aof

**Oh. incessant rain and gales, the
wind is awful, especially the equinoc-
tial gales.”

“Dear me!” responded a stout lady
with a lisp. “How dreadful!”

“Yes,” continued the old gentleman,
‘T remember one Sunday morning when

I went to- church 1 found it lying on

its side.”

“Good gracious! But that surely isn’t
a usual occurrence.”

“Oh, yes, it is. Anyway, If the
churches don’t blow over now the houses
do—it's all the same. Why. man. didn’t

1 see a man in a sentry box in the early
days carried over half a mile in the air;
but that was in a whirlwind, and the

man wasn’t at all hurt. You see, he

was doubtless used to it. But here we

are entering the longest tunnel in the

colony, one and three-quarter miles,
mam.”

"Really! So we are! Well, lam

glad that we did not spend last winter
at Auckland, as we had intended doing.
After all. we are safer in Australia, al-

though it is so hot in summer; but no-

body ean deny that the winters are per-
fect.”

“Quite true, madam; I’ve been in

Sydney, and ”

“What do you think of our harbour?’.’
interrupted an unsophisticated young
lady who had taken her first trip abroad

under the wing of the stout lady. Every-
body who had been to Sydney had heard
that question before, and they smiled

with amusement as they awaited the

old gentleman’s reply.
“The harbour. Miss * Let me see—-

well. I don't think it's as pretty as the

Auckland Harbour, do you?”
"You don’t mean that, surely,” re-

turned the girl, indignantly. “Why,
next to Rio, it's the most beautiful in

the world—everybody says so.”
“In that ease my opinion can’t

amount to much, so I hope you will ex-

cuse my want of taste.”

"Shut up. Juliet: everybody is laugh-
ing at you,” said the girl's brother, as

he noticed the smiles of amusement on

the passengers’ faces.
His sister blushed, and turned to the

window to hide her confusion.
By this time the train had emerged

from the tunnel, and everybody began to

gather up their pareels, flowers, etc.,
preparatory to leaving the train, which

drew up close to the wharves. The
Tarawera, with her red funnel, was con-

spicuous not far off, and, after seeing
the luggage on to a trolley, Frank and
Valerie Day made their way over to her.
There was the usual bustle and crowd

of visitors seeing their friends off, but
no one whom the l?ays knew was

amongst them. After Frank had stow-

ed his wife’s luggage away under her
berth, they both returned to the deek.

"I hope somebody nice will occupy the

other berth in my cabin.” said Valerie.

“I was unfortunate in that respect when
I went to Dunedin.”

“It’s to be hoped so. They appear to
he a decent lot of passengers this trip:
hut then one ean never tell who will

get on at Wellington and the other

ports. Do you intend going ashore at

Napier and Gisborne?”

“It will depend on the weather, prin-
cipally.”

"Well, old girl, there’s only ten min-
utes left, so I’ll say good-bye and get on

to the wharf again. Shall I get your

rug for you first, or will you go to

your cabin now?”

■‘Oh. I’ll stop on deek as long as I

feel well. I will have too much of my
cabin soon. Well, good-bye, Frank, and

-—and I hope to see you soon again.”
"Good-bye, Vai, and a pleasant trip.”
The last bell had run, and all the

visitors were back on the wharf again,
and as the Tarawera moved slowly from

her moorings quite a battery of repartee
was exchanged la-tween those on shore

and those on the departing steamer.

And the last thing Frank Day saw was

the stout lady who had been a fellow

passenger in the train speaking to his

wife. When there was nothing more to

see. and the land was almost lost to

view. Valerie went to her eabin. and

found that the stout lady was already
in bed in the other berth.

\ alerie smiled as she sail!. “Are you
and I to be companions, madam ?”

“It looks like if, my dear. My name

is Mrs. Truebody. I saw yours on your
luggage. I always like to know who I

am travelling with.”
“You are quite right, although I am

afraid you would not learn much from

my luggage. I generally feel nervous

myself; oner I had a barmaid in my
cabin, and she was not always sober.”

“That’s bad. Did you go in to din-
ner? I did not; I had a bit here.”

“No, I stayed on deck and had a few
biscuits and a cup of hot water.”

“Ah, you are a bad sailor, I can see.”
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fftf, and we 80011 b* fr* the
Pfr.it«; it’s a horrid bit to cross.”

"Oh, you must not alarm me, for

this is my first trip on this eoast; I

Mine from Melbourne via the Bluff.”
"You are doing the round trip, then!

I hope you have enjoyed it.” .
"Oh, very mueh; and we have been

on Lake Wakatipu. Dear me, what a

country yours is, to be sure. I never

dreamed *of sueh wild and romantic

scenery; it is very awe inspiring. Have

you any idea when we will get into
AVellington, Mrs. Day?”

•‘lot me see, we should get in about

■even in the morning; it generally takes

from twelve to fourteen hours. Some
of the Company’s boats are quicker than

others, you know, and that is a con-

sideration when one is siek.”

A snore was the only answer, and
Valerie, feeling glad to escape further

conversation, crept into her berth, feel-

ing very siek as the vessel began to

pitch.

' CHAPTER XIX.

The Hermit.

The wind had risen within the last
hour, and during the night blew a hur-

ricane, and towards morning the passen-

gers had a bad time of It crossing Cook
Strait.

Valerie lay white and still, until she

heard somebody say in a weak voice:

“Oh, Mrs. Truebody, I am sure I am

dying.”
Raising herself on her elbow, she saw

by the passage light tcj same girl who

had spoken to the old gentleman in the

train about the Sydney Harour.

"Oh, don’t be afraid,” said Valerie,

kindly, “we will soon be in now. Lie
down on the couch over there; I think

your friend is asleep.”
“Asleep, in this awful sea!” Then

the girl fell on the cabin floor, too ill to

move, and Valerie was too ill to help
her, ami thought she was as well there

as anywhere while the ship was pitching
80.

At six o’clock the stewardess came

with the coffee, and the news that they
would be in port about half-past seven.

Nobody, however, wanted any coffee,
Mrs. Truebody being still asleep.

“Well,” said that lady, half an hour
later, how are you this' morning, Mrs.
Day? Not siek, I hope,’’ and as she
spoke she bent over her berth to look

out of the port hole. “Goodness, what
is that on the floor? Why, Juliet, my
love, now did you get there ?”

There was no answer from anybody,
and she climbed down from her berth to

investigate.
“My poor child, let me help you on

to the couch,” and with motherly tender-

ness she raised the girl a little, and,
Boeing she was too ill to move, placed a

cushion beneath her head, and covered
her with a rug.

Mrs. Truebody was one of those wo-

men who are indispensable on board

ehip. Never sick herself, she was ten-

derly solicitous for those who were.

Dressing quickly and panting with exer-

tion, whilst the vessel flung her from

one side of the cabin to the other, she

was soon ready io assist Valerie and
her young friend Juliet.

“You poor little woman, how white

you are! Do you think you will try
and get up? I really believe the vessel

is steadier than it was, and so it ought
to be, for there’s the land in sight.”

“I will not rise until we get to port.
I feel too light-headed, and will just lie
quiet, thank you.”

At 7.30 the ship was alongside the

wharf, and by 8.30 Valerie, Mrs. True-

body, and Juliet, were breakfasting at

the Empire Hotel. After reaching the

Empire City of New Zealand, the two

younger ladies soon recovered from their

sea-sickness, and were well enough to

drive round the city and out to Island

Bay to see the Hermit. Everybody’ said

that they must see the Hermit, so they
went, and found a pale, blue-eyed, red-
haired, inoffensive individual who lived

in a eave, and whom they’ found reading
a Bible. Afterwards they heard that

the landlord of a hotel not far off paid
the Hermit to live there, as a means of
increasing his business.

"My poor man,” observed Mrs. True-
body, “why do you choose to live here ?
Are you not afraid of getting rheuma-

tism in this damp cave?”

The mna rose and offered his visitors
the only seat the cave could boast of, a

box-turned on its end.
"I do get rheumafism, but as the

lonely life suits me I put up with 'it,
madam.”

After that he would only answer fn
monosyllables, and although quite cour-

teous. he gave the ladies to understand
that they were invading his home; -eo

they took the hint and left, after a few

general remarks.
"Do you believe he was crossed in

love, as that waiter told us this morn-

ing at breakfast?” asked Mrs. Truebody
of Valerie as they drove back to the

city.
“Well, he looks melancholy enough for

anything, and it’s as likely as not to

be true. Anyway, there’s more romance

in that view of the case, and there is
not much romance in life nowadays.”

“Why, my dear, you are young to talk

so. I am sure, now, you and your
young husband are dying to see each
other again, although it is not twenty-
four hours since you saw one another,
and if that is not romance, what is it?”

“I dare say you are right,” said Va-
lerie, trying to look as though she were

the happiest wife in New Zealand. In

reality, site was dreading the time when

she would have to return to her hus-

band.

“You can’t deceive me, my dear. I
was young myself, once, and I married
the one I loved. But he died years ago,
and although I have had offers in plenty
I still remain true to him. And I am

sure you would lie the same, although
it is to be hoped you will be long spared
to each other.”

“Thank you for your kind wishes,
Mrs. Truebody. Who would have
thought when I saw you and Miss Gore

in the train yesterday’ that we would be

driving about Wellington together to-

day. I seem to have known you both

for years; but where is your brother,
Miss Gore ?”

“He preferred walking about the town

with the rest of our party. Some of

them, I believe,- have friends to eall

upon, but Mrs. Truebody and I are not

so fortunate in that respect, or perhaps
I should say unfortunate, as we have
had sueh a pleasant time together ”

“Isn’t this the town where the wind
is always blowing. Mrs. Day? 1 don’t
think I like Wellington as well as Dun-

edin and Christchurch—l absolutely de-
tested Lyttelton. You must not mind

my criticisms, for I shall give you

plenty’ before we part. I think you said

you were going to Auckland?”

“Yes,” said Valerie, replying to Mrs.
Truebody’s last question, “and I intend

to stay there three months if all goes
well. Have you any friends there, if I

may ask?”

’ ‘’Well, I have a cousin who went to
Auckland when quite a boy, and if I
eould only find him I should like to

stay there a bit; but I have not the re-

motest idea whether he is alive or dead.
If living, he must lie quite an old man

now.”

The three ladies went back to the

steamer to sleep, although most of the

passengers spent the night on shore, and

joined the vessel again just before sail-

ing the next day.
The gangway was just about to be

drawn up when an old gentleman came

briskly down the quay and got on board

just in time to save himself from being
left behind.

“Why, that’s the same old gentleman
who snubbed Juliet in the train, and

told us those dreadful things about

Auckland. By the way, are tney true,

Mrs. Day?”
“In the main they are. My sister

often gives us accounts of a like nature.

That gentleman must have been a pas-
senger from Lyttelton; I did not notice
him onboard. Did you ?”

“No. He must have kept in his eabin

or the smoking-room.”
That evening at dinner Mrs. Truebody

found herself placed next to the old

gentleman.
“Ah, madam, here you are again. I

hope you are continuing to enjoy your-
self. And did you manage to keep your
head-gear on at Wellington yesterday?
It’s always blowing like that, you know,
or so I have always found it.”

“It was windy, certainly, but to-day
was not so bad. I don’t care for W<4-

lington, and am all impatience to see

your wonderful Auckland. I wonder,
now, if you ever hear of a Mr. Bourne?”

“I have, madam.”

“Dear me! But perhaps it is not my
Leslie Bourne. He would be about
sixty-eight now.”

“May I ask to whom I have the plea-
sure of speaking, madam?”

“Certainly. Mrs. Truebody is my
name.”

“And once Trixie Garth ?”
“Why. yes. But how did you know

my maiden name?”

“Because I am Leslie Bourne,”

“Good Heavens! Is it possible? How
extraordinary I But, come away up on

deck and talk it out. You my long lost
eoiisin! Well, well, fact certainly is

stranger than fiction after all.”

(Te be continued.)
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[COPYRIGHT STORY].

MISTRESS JUDITH

By Katharine S. MacQuoid

Author of “Patty,” “Appledore Farm,*

“His Heart's Desire,” etc.)

T* JT R WHITTON took snuff; if every

I movement betrays character, the

■ act of snuffing surely indicates

I B the presence of absence of per-

▼ sonal daintiness.

The tension of the doctor's slender

lingers as he pocketed his gold box, and

deftly dusted an imaginary grain from

his coat sleeve, matched with his refined

face.

“Yes,” he smiled genially. “The heir-

ess is a handsome creature; she’ll make

a devilish fine woman; thoroughly
healthy, too; to me there’s a suggestion
of storm about her, lightning might sud

-

denly flash from her bright, dark eyes.”
' Colonel Dakeyn frowned.
“Judith Barwick is a splendid girl,

wealthy and well connected; why try to

prejudice me—l*m bent on wedding her

to Jasper.” Dr. Whitton smiled.

“I may be mistaken,” he said; ‘‘my

chief objection is, your son does not love

the iady.”
The Colonel swore, and this quieted

him: he said gently:
“You can persuade Jasper if you

choose; he believes in you; so did his

poor mother. Ah! you jolly bachelors
don’t know how' hard life is for us sol-

dier fathers; we come home from India

and find a son,' who has grown up with

completely different opinions to one’s

Own.”
The Doctor shrugged his shoulders.

“In these days, Colonel, people do not

think alike; you have seen little of Jas-

per since he was a child.”
"No; that’s the curse of Indian ser-

vice. I meant, him, when he left Oxford,

to live here with his mother, and share
the pursuits suited to his-position; then
Mrs. Dakeyn died, and, as you know,
when Jaspar

.

wrote me.’Vhe had ac-

cepted a post ,in .London; he greatly

preferred sifijh a*life to ‘vegetating in

the provinces,’ as he termed it.”

“Well, he’s a crack shot, 1 may say a

good all round Sportsman; a cricketer,
too! A popular quality with the yokels;
he’ll be home for Christmas, eh?”

the allusion to cricket brought back

the Colonel’s frown.

“Jasper is here,” he said gravely.
“I’ve asked him to use his opportunities.
He’s riding over to Snettisham this

morning. Unless I greatly mistake the

girl’s willing enough.”
The Doctor rose, replaced a large silk

muffler, and buttoned his great coat up

to his chin.

"Well, we shall see; my belief is that

Jasper enjoys his freedom; maybe he’s
as old-fashioned as I am.”

“In what way?” said the Colonel, sus-

piciously.
'the Doctor laughed like a boy.
‘‘ He perhaps believes in true love.”
'There was scorn in the Colonel’s laugh.
•“True lover An old bachelor like

you, too! Thank Heaven, Jasper is too

practical for that nonsense.”

' The Doctor shrugged his shoulders,
and took leave.

“I wonder,” he thought, “why was

Jasper Dakeyn so set on being indepen-
dent of his father?'

IL

Nestled among the lofty hills near the

Teak, are now and again quaint old halls

and manor houses, surrounded by wild

scenery. Behind Netti.sham Grange a

brown heather-covered waste stretches

upwards to a frowning ridge. A narrow

high road, a mile away in front, leads

to the small town of Hope, and the stony
by-way to Snettisham was seldom tra-
versed except by broad wheeled wag-
gons; the ruts right and left in this

rainy weather resembled canals. Far-
ther on the by-road crosses a little
brown stream that goes sputtering over

stones into a wooded dell. A few gloomy
cottages and a tumble-down church made

the village of Snettisham; a quarter of
a mile lieyond it, one hill of the lofty
ridge projects a huge spur across its
neighbour; from the narrow gorge be-
tween come* a glimmer of blue smoke,
revealing the chimney stacks Of the
Grange.
,

A lattice in the upper storey opened.

and a pale young face, pinched with cold,
looked out on the sodden landscape.
.The atmosphere was still misty, but the

rain had ceased; the girl’s lips parted,
her eyes shone with joy, as her rich

young voice carolled:

“Angels ever bright and fair,
Take, oh take me to your care.”

The violent sound of a lattice, flung

open in the oriel below, silenced the

singer, her sweet brown eyes showed
alarm, till a bright smile chased it away;

rosy colour in the cheeks restored the

girl’s natural loveliness, a loveliness

created by expression, rather than by
regular beauty.

She quitted the window, locked a

trunk near her bed, and put the key in

the large pocket she wore beneath her

tucked-up skirt.

"Thank goodness! it's all done.” Her

smile was like sunshine as she took up
a cloak, fastened it under her chin, and

drew the hood over her head.
In the quaint old parlour below she

found her cousin, Judith Barwick. stand-

ing in the oriel. The rich blue and green

tapestry-, the; carved oak panels above

the hearth, glistened in the blaze from

the burning - logsy„ the richly-coloured
glass of the recessed lattice beyond luade
a background for_the brilliant beauty of

the heiress. Her clear, dark skin glowed
with colour, her full, round throat was

creamy white against the shining curl

that fell beside it from her stately head,

where blue-black masses of hair gathered
in a sort of coronet. Her dark eyes
fixed sternly on her cousin.

“I gave no consent, Lettiee. Go. put
off your wraps, child: you are to stay;
I said so.”

Lettiee threw back her head, mischief
curved her smiling lips. -

“ "Tis not lucky to change, Judith,”
she said merrily; “alt’s ready; Deborah-

will bid Tilbrook carry my trunk to

Castleton; Jane Morris expects me, and

Judith stiffened while her cousin talk-

ed in such easy fashion.
“Can you not be serious for a mo-

ment I” she interrupted.
Lettiee tried to look grave.
“ ’Tis better to laugh than to cry, coz.

But I am serious when I offer you best

thanks for your kind hospitality.”
Judith shook her well-placed head.
“Prove them by remaining here. I

like your singing. I. also like your com-

pany. Since Miss Knollys died, you are

under my eare, Lettiee. Miss Knollys

gave you advantages, took you to Paris
and London; then she died at sixty,
abroad, too, leaving naught behind her;
’twas a pity she adopted'you, when she

had no fortune.”

Judith spoke scornfully, a deep flush

rose on her cousin’s face.

“You mistake when you say Aunt
Knollys left me nothing: I cannot for-

get her kindness in the happy years I

spent with her: 1 owe her everything.
Ao,” she went on, “we will not discuss

her; she was good to me, and she is

dead.”

Judith was not used to contradiction,
or to hear praise of others. Whilei Let-
tiee spoke the heiress had lashed herself
into violent anger.

“I am mistress at Snettisham,” she
said, with the harsh exaggeration of ill-

temper, “I shall discuss any one I choose.
It is not seemly for a young gentlewoman
to go into the world to earn her living.
Pray, what can you do! Beggars^can-
not l>e choosers.”

Lettiee stopd very erept, whjje even

to the lips; she looked at her cousin.

“Beggars may choose to earn their
living”.

Judith was pacing up and down; she

stopped.
“You are unforgiving, obstinate, too;

you go because you are angered with my
words—” Sudden red suffused both

tnroat and forehead. “When I spoke
of marriage with Mr. Jasper Dakeyn,
you presumed to answer, ‘He cannot

love you,’ while 1, Heaven help me!

know that he will ask me to be his wife.”

“You have been good to me, and I
thank you, Judith. Now, farewell; I go
to Castleton, remember, and I shall get
there by daylight, if I set off at once.”

The door opened.
"Madam,” said the white-haired but-

ler, “Mr. Jasper Dakeyn asks leave to

see you.”
Triumph shone in Judith’s eyes.

"Show the gentleman in.” She turned

mockingly to her cousin.
Lettiee pulled her hood over her head;

she wrapped her cloak round her as if

she meditated departure.
“You cannot leave me in such haste,”

Judith exclaimed. “Sit you down in
yon corner. This is fortunate,” she was

walking up and down, her cheeks glow-
ing with excitement. “You denied that

Jasper Dakeyn. could think of paying
his court to me.”

Footsteps sounded, near to the door.

Jasper Dakeyn came in; fairly good
looking and well set up, as sun-burned

as though he spent much time out of

doors; a deeply thoughtful expression in

eyes and forehead indicated a student.

Judith curtsied, then held out her
hand. Her manner was stiff, compared
with her visitor’s charming courtesy.

Taking the seat. she offered, he ex-

plained that he brought a message from

n.s father. “The hounds meet in front
01 our house on Tuesday, at eight
o’clock the young fellow said. “My
father asks you, madam, to honour the

Manor-house by dining and sleeping on

Monday to save the fatigue of a ride

beforehand.”

Judith blushed and smiled.
“Alack, sir, I do not hunt, but I am

much beholden to your father’s kindness

in inviting me.” She waited, so that

he might press his request, but he only
expressed regret. “Stay, sir,” she said,
“I, too, regret to disappoint your fa-

ther.” She looked down, thereby show-
ing her long, fringing eyelashes. “To

please Colonel Dakeyn, I will accept his

hospitality, although I cannot

Jasper bowed.
“My father will be. greatly honoured

by your visit, madam.” He rose, bow-

ing he added, “I will tell my father he

may expect the pleasure of seeing you

on Monday.”
Before she could speak, he said:
“I had no notion your tapestry was

so fine, madam. Do you know its date!”
He looked towards the' corner where

Lettiee still sat. Her hood muffled her

face, but the girl felt his approach, and
trembled. Why, she asked herself, had

she not slipped away by the door behind

the tapestry.
“I am not clever at dates,” said

Judith. She had promised to keep Let-

t ice’s stay with her a secret, even from
Dr. Whitton. In her excited mood; the

promise was forgotten. As she pointed
out the finest piece of tapestry, she said,
“I must introduce to you my cousin,
Miss Wynstone.”

Lettiee rose and curtsied; she did not
throw off her hood.

Jasper exclaimed, “Thank God! at
last I have found you,” and clasped her

hand in his.

Judith stood pale and quivering with

surprise. “Miss Wynstone is my old
friend,” he said eagerly. “Will you not

bring her with you, madam, to the
Manor House!’’ - •

Judith recovered herself; she forced*
smile to her pale lips as she stood be-

tween Jasper and the shrouded girl.' “I
beg a thousand pardons, sir, but I am

extremely careless; I should have re-

membered at once; unfortunately, I am

engaged on Monday, and I leave Snet-

tisham the day after. I beg, sir, you
will offer my excuses to Colonel

Dakeyn.”
She shook hands with Jasper; then

he looked wistfully at Lettiee. The girl
gave no answering sign. He said fare-

well, and quitted the parlour with a fire

in his eyes, which had not previously
sparkled there.

For many minutes there was silence.
At last the sound of Jasper’s horse’s
trot died away.

Then Judith turned; she shook her
clenched hand in her cousin’s face:

“Liar! hypocrite!” she eried. “Go out

of my sight; go instantly, lest 1 strike
you.”

111.

Lettiee took a short way over the

springy heather. She now gazed rue-

fully before her, at the long, dank path,
bordered by deep and sodden grass. She
hesitated.

“Am I wise to leave Judith in sueh

haste ?”

The memory of her cousin’s fact again
sent her hurrying on. •

She soon found eare needful, deep
holes showed in the road, the ruts be-

side them overflowed with yellow water;
the rain fell heavily, and she could

hardly make way against the driving
wind. But she was too full of thought
to heed the storm.

“Judith has some right to be angry.”
she thought. “I ought to have said I

knew Jasper, and that he loved me. I

did not speak of him till the day of our

quarrel. I could not then explain how

much we had been to one another. I
could not say I was hiding from him,
because I. was poor, and he must have

thought I was as rich as Aunt Knollys
seemed to be.”

She burst into sudden tears. As she

dashed them away she felt that her

cloak, soaked through ■with rain, clung
heavily against her knees. Could she,
she wondered, reach Castleton through
this furious storm? She set her teeth

hard, and plodded on against it. She
told herself she must not complain; how

could she? She had seen in Jasper’#
eyes that he loved her.

She at last reached the road, morelike

a river, so madly was the stream of rain

driven along it by the blustering wind.
A hope came to Lettiee that some cart

or waggon might overtake her. She
looked up and down the high road; no-

thing was to be seen. It seemed to the
girl, panting with exhaustion, that it

would be best to wait for the chance of

help.
Presently she saw something looming

through the rain; she drew a breath
of relief. •

The horse came rapidly along. Very
soon she made out a high phaeton; the

hood hid its driver.

Lettiee stood on the edge of the road;
she called out “Help!” but feared her

ery would l>e quenched in the bluster of

the storm.

Yes! the phaeton stopped; a cheery
voice cried: ,

“In with you, mistress. You must

climb: I cannot help you, my horse is

scared.”

Dr. Whitton stretched out a hand.
Springing forward, Lettiee elimbed to

the perched-up step, and was soon seated
beside him.

He looked compassionately at ilia

slender, dripping figure.
“I cannot take you farther than

Castleton, mistress, while the storm
lasts.” .

A blue fork of lightning shot from tha
dark clouds, the horse reared, then plung-
ed on at .a mad gallop.

IV.

Yesterday’s storm had cleared the air.
Birds chirped and twittered j blades of
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mas beside the road glittered. Dr.

Whitton could not help enjoying his

early ride; he was bound for Snettisham

Grange.
He had not ridden far, when he heard

a clatter of hoofs behind him, and his

name loudly called.

Jasper Dakejn rode up to hinj, breath-

less with hasfe, and mud-splashed from

head to foot.J
“I say, Doctor, you must stop and

speak to me, or I shall go erazy. Your

man sent me after you.”
“I’m on my way to Snettisham.” The

Doctor looked at Jasper. “Where have

you been, my boy, to get in such a

plight?”
“I've been to the Grange already,”

Jasper said sullenly, “and was told Miss

Barwick could not see visitors.”

“No, because she’s engaged to me;
sent for me an hour ago.”

Jasper groaned. The devil she did.

You must hear my story before you lis-
ten to Miss Barwick,” he cried passion-
ately, and poured out his, love for Let-

tiee Wynstone. How, on his return from

meeting hisj father in Paris, he had

called on Miss Knollys, and learnedthat

she had died suddenly in Rome. “I

could not find out what had become of

Miss Wynstone. All these months I

have l>een striving to find her, when I

met her yesterday she hid her face.”

They were riding side by side! but at

this Jasper rode on furiously for a few

minutes, then came back to his friend.

"You’re a pretty fellow' to think of
taking a wife. Can’t you be quiet for

five minutes?”

Jasper was silent.

"Hum!” said the Doctor, “after all,
you’re a faint heart. Can’t you guess
why that poor girl hid herself? Keep
quiet and listen to me. You said that
Mistress Lettiee told you she could not

wed you against your father’s wish. I

believe everyone was surprised that Miss

Wynstone- was left penniless. I know’

little about young ladies, but 1 think a

nice girl might shrink from holding a

man to his promise, more especially if

gossip told her his father wanted him to
wed an heiress.”

Jasper looked distracted. •
“Good heavens, what a fool I’ve been!”

he gasped out. ..

..“Granted,” said his friend. “Now’,
you’ve got to ride hack to Castleton; tell

Downs you have come to wait for me.

Wait in-.the dining-room, mind. -You’ll

find a good fire there. 1 don’t want you
in my study.”

The two men nodded, then Dr. Whit-

ton rode on quickly to Snettisham,
chuckling as he went.

“

’Tis a long lane that has no turn-

ing,” the Doctor thought, as he followed

tneold servant across the hall. Judith
rose when she saw her visitor : her eyes
were red and swollen with crying. She

pulled forward, an. easy’ chair for him.
"How good of you to come so quickly;

but, indeed, I sorely need your counsel,
Doctor.”

"Not much amiss, eh ?” he smiled.
She choked back a sob, and shook her

head.
"I'm in trouble, and you’ve known me

bo long. You did not know Lettiee Wyn-
stone was here, did you? She wanted

to hide from everyone, and we quarrelled,
and slip" ran away.”

She broke down, then dashed away her

tears, and angrily told her pitiful story.
“Lettiee behaved like a fool,” she said,

but she did not spare herself. She did

not speak of her own love, but she, poor
soul, knew that he read her thoroughly.

Leaning baek in her chair, Judith cov-

ered her face with her hands.

"What can 1 do for you. my dear

Judith?” Dr. Whitton said kindly.
"Fin.iJ Lettiee,”' she cried passionately.

“Bring her back to me, that will stifle
scandal.”

Her hands dropped from her face;
there was the old fierceness in her eyes;
she must force him to help her.

"Will you do it?” she cried, her hands
working nervously.

He looked graye.
"T will not try to bring her baek. un-

less you force yourself to be patient.”
Judith started, up.
"God help me!” slie cried, and walked

rapidly up and down the parlour!
She stopped abruptly.
“You are kind, but oh! calm people

like you aiid Lettiee can never under-
stand the torments I suffer. That pale
little fool thinks she can love! She!”

lips curled with scorn.

He was silent; he pointed to the chair
from which shei had risen.

"Sit down. In this business you are

called on to stifle’two items of scandal.
One is, the statement that you drove
your orphan cousin from your house;
the other,Colonel Dakeyn's assertion that
you wish to marry his son. You must
at once show him 1 he- is- mistaken.

Judith writhed; the Doctor sat wait-

ing her answer.
- .

“Give me time, I pray you; give me

time. Once more she covered her face
with her hands. .;

He broke the silence. “I can bring
your cousin here when you wish.” Then,
abruptly, ‘.‘Can they not marry soon

after Christmas? That would silence all

scandal.” .

Judith started up, her face white and

wan.

“Yes, yes,” she cried. “You must not

bring her here tillthe eve of the wedding
—I myself will give away the bride.”

Jasper had meanwhile ridden back to

Castleton. He entirely forgot the Doc-

tor's caution, and was shown into the

study, where the fire had burned out. A

door, panelled like the rest of the quaint
room, stood half open, and Jasper re-

called the Doctor’s parting words. He

rose, and pushed the door wide open.
Lettiee Wynstone was sitting by the

fireside. Jasper hurried forward and

grasped her hand tightly in his. “Run

away,” he exclaimed, made prisoner of

the other band, and pressed both to his

lips. “1 have a mind to keep you safe

now I have found you.” Bending over

her, be said, tenderly, “What have- you
to say for yourself?”

tie pressed her to his heart. She
smiled up at him, sweetly, roguishly, and

whispered:
. “Suppose I don’t say anything? ‘Least

said, soonest mended.’ ”

Judith bravely kept her word.
But when the married pair drove away

from the church, she turned to Dr. Whit-

ton, who had also witnessed the cere-

mony, and asked him to take her home.

“Ohl friend,” she said, as they neared
the house, “we will part here, but you
must make me a promise.” He was

startled by the strange gleam in her

eyes.

"They must never return to Snettis-
ham, I so hate them!” Iler voice‘rang
with passion. “It might not be safe. Nay,
I will not be thwarted; keep them away,

or you will be answerable for what fol-

lows.”
She stopped and held out her hand.
“Leave me,” she sa id imperiously: then

she stood waiting till he had passed out

of sight.
Judith died young and unmarried. To

this day people in the Valley talk of the

wild heiress of Snettisham Grange.

Dinners Consisted Only of

Books.

With the exception ot minerals it is

dillicult for one to find on the earth's

surface substances that do not tempt the

appetite of some sort, of animal. The list

of queer articles of diet includes the

earth, which is munched with satisfac-
tion by the clay-eater, and the walrus

hide, which the Eskimo relishes as much

as does John Bull his joint of beef.

It is not generally known, however,
that men, as well as mice and book-

worms, have eaten dinners that have

consisted only of books. This tendency’
has been described as “bibliophagia.”
though the word has not yet gained
scholarly approval. An interesting ac-

count of some of these extraordinary
meals appeared in a recent issue of the

“Scientific American,” and is as fol-

lows:—

In 1370 Barnabo Visconti compelled
two Papal delegates to eat the bull of ex-

communication which they had brought
him. together with its silken cords and

leaden seal. As the bull was written on

parchment, not paper, it was all the

more dillicult to digest.
A similar anecdote was related by Oel-

rieh, in his “Dissertatio de Bibliothe-

carum et Librorum Fa tis” (1756), of an

Austrian general, who had signed a note

for two thousand florins, and when it

fell due compelled his creditors to eat
it. The Tartars, when hooks fall into

their possession, cat them, that they
may acquire the knowledge contained in

them.

A Scandinavian writer, the author of

a political book, was compelled to choose

between being beheaded or eating his

manuscript luriled. in broth.

Isaac Volmap, who. , wrote some spicy
satires against Bernard, Duke of Saxony,
was not allowed the courtesy of the
kitchen, but was forced to swallow them

uncooked.
Still worse was the fate of Philip Old-

enhurger, a jurist of great renown,, who

was condemned not only to eat ai pam-

phlet .of his writing; but also -to be

flogged during his repast, with orders

that the flogging should not cease until
he had swallowed -the last crumb.

If you like no other Cocoa

you will like

vanflouten’s
kt is unique among cocoas; a pure soluble eoeoa

which will please you by its delicious natural

flavour, and revive you by its nourishing and

invigorating properties.

“Phis and unmixed.
■

Really cheaper to use.'—The Lanett.

"Perfect in flavour, pure and well prepared.”—
British Medical Journal.
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Now that winter is near at hand, fair women who possesstender skins are made most
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preparation that allays all irritation, soreness, and roughness caused by wind and
weather. It is a pure herbal skin-food, goes straight to the spot and works its wav into
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blackheads, the ravages of time, illness, or weather, every blemish, disfigurement, or
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winter. It is also amost exquisite preparation for chapped lips and hands. Used hv
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physiciansand surgeons use Valazr is proof of its soothing after shaving properties.
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Charlecote's Chance

The Story of a Diamond Robbery

By Blanch L. Macdonolt

IT
was no especial wisdom of my

own, but only a fortunate chance,

I freely admit that fact, yet it

made every difference in the tenor

of my life.

This good fortune came just at a mo-

ment when I was yielding to despair.
I am naturally sanguine, and the de-

pression of the buoyant temperament
constitutes the blankest, blackest abyss
of gloom. I was a briefless barrister,

with no private means, and no particu-

lar prospects, and saddest of all I was

desperately, hopelessly in love with

Dora Bretherton.

I had passed triumphantly through
college, and with the easy confidence
of inexperience supposed I had only
to show myself as an advocate in order

to find myself besieged by hosts of

clients. It did not take me long to

find out my mistake. Those whom I

had despised as dunces, but who were

pushed by influential connections, pass-

ed me easily in the race. Professional

etiquette prevented me from pushing
my own claims. Shall I ever forget
those hours of anxious waiting, when

my heart was consumed by bitterness?
Then I met Dora; life became full of

meaning, and later, when I found that

she really deigned to care a little for

me. my satisfaction swelled to sweetest

rhythmic harmony. Mr Bretherton’s

determined opposition soon introduced

an element of gloomy uncertainty into

tiie situation. A practical, clear-head-

ed man of business, he spoke to me on

the subject quite frankly.

“I have no personal objection to you;
on the contrary, I have rather taken a

fancy to you, but in justice to Dora I

cannot allow this folly to go on. I

have lived like a rich man, but I am not

one in reality; I have spent more than

I ever saved; I have no fortune to leave

to my only child. You have no as-

sured income, no particular prospects.
Dora has been brought up in luxury:
she has no idea of seif-denial; I hate to

contradiet her inclinations, but I have

no intention of aXowing my girl to be

made miserable. Oh, yes. I know you
would plead that love will supply all

deficiencies. Well, perhaps, occasion-

ally it may. but what guarantee have I

that in this particular case it will do

so? No. no. 1 have gone through the

world with my eyes open, and I have

acquired a knowledge of good and evil.

If ever you are in a position to support
my daughter in the style I consider

necessary, we will discuss the matter.”

“ Do you forbid us to meet ?” I in-

quired.
“Certainly not. I have no desire to

play the domestic tyrant. I am quite
willing to allow your intercourse to be

regulated by your own honour and

Dora's sense of right. 1 have every con-

fidence in you both.”
His decision had al! the calm logic of

fact. Though the arrow quivered in

the quick. I could say nothing in refu-

tation of his argument.
“ I ean never go against father's

wishes, but I can promise never to marry

any man hut you. And if necessary I
will wait for yon a hundred years,”
Dora assured me earnestly.

I did not know how to bear the wist-

ful enthusiasm of her eyes. One dark

fact loomed against the pictured bright-
ness of the future—a hundred years is

a very long time, and there was a pos-
sibility of disappointment at the end.

My heart sank fathoms deep, and all

Dora's sweetness could not console me.

Mr. Bretherton had a summer place
at Cliffdene, on the St. Lawrence, and

when this momentous decision was

reached I had been up spending the
week’s end there. I decided to return

to Montreal by- boat, and took passage

on the Richelieu Company’s steamer

Algerian. As usual at that time of

year it was very much crowded by tour-

ists, and not happening to see any ac-

quaintances among them. I placed my-

self in a secluded corner, and yielded

myself up to my own gloomy reflections.

After a time my attention was at-

tracted to a man dressed as a priest,
who was sitting near me. There was

a fine, pictorial quality about him which

interested me. He was a man about

forty, with a slight, agile figure. What

I noticed first was the curious discre-

pancy between his orthodox clerical cos-

tume and the character of his face,
which was essentially of the bird of prey-

type. The features were aquiline and

expressive of audacity; the perceptive
faculties showed strong development;
the eyes were hawklike in their swift

keenness, a tinge of subtlety lingered
about the thin lips.

“If power counts for anything, that,
man will mount high in the church. He

is not the stuff of which saints are made,
either.” I concluded.

At this juncture the priest turned to

me with a courteous remark, and when

Ianswered his question we fell into quite
an animated discussion. His manners

were suave, Bis fine voice wooing and
harmonioits: he had rare descriptive
powers. His experiences of life had

evidently been wide, and I eould not

help thinking of a rather odd description
for an ecclesiastic. He spoke English
fluently, but with a slight- foreign ac-

cent. I found myself well entertained.
My new acquaintance appeared to be

intelligently interested in the country,
and asked innumerable questions about

Montreal.
” This is. then, your first visit to

Canada?” I asked.

“Yes. I am a Californian, but of

French descent. I have never been out

of my own country before,” he answered

readily.
I would have thought that only one

who had travelled extensively eould

have gathered so wonderful an experi-
ence of men and things, but I was only-
peeking the amusement of an idle mo-

ment, and was not particularly interest-
ed.

As we talked. 1 noticed another man

hanging about its as though striving to
catch snatches of our conversation. This

last had a sly. crafty, in fact a most

villainous type of countenance. I re-

marked to my companion:
“ I may lie entirely mistaken, but if

I have any skill in physiognomy, that
man is the lowest kind of crook.”

“Oh! iny son.” remonstrated the

priest, with a note of lofty rebuke in his
voice. "It is such the church desires
to gather within her fold.”

Leaving me he immediately sought the

very unattractive subject of our re-

marks.

More than once I noticed these two

apparently dissftriilar characters con-

versing eagerly together; apparentlv
they must have found something in
common. Once again, finding my-
self in the priest’s vicinity. I had suffi-
cient curiosity to inquire if he had

been able to make any impression.
"It is the sheep lost in the wilderness

of sin that the shepherd is bidden to
seek. Exercise, then, a little charity, my
son.” he answered, calmlv.

I must acknowledge that I felt hearti-
ly ashamed of myself.

When we arrived at Montreal. I re-

marked that the priest and his new pro-
tege went away together, and concluded

that his persuasions must have produc-
ed more effect than I could have believ-

ed possible.

The next day I happened to call in

the most fashionable jewellery establish-

ment in Montreal—Messrs Besum and

Blank. I had left my watch there t»

be repaired. The obliging clerk told tn®

it was not quite ready, but assured ma

that if I eould wait I should have it in

a few minutes. I sat down, and was

glancing around carelessly when accents

which seemed strangely familiar greeted

my ear. Turning. I perceived a priest
talking to one of the shopmen. Surely
I knew that face, which bore a strange,
elusive likeness to my acquaintance of

the Algerian; the features were precisely
the same, but startlingly and incredib-

ly metamorphosed—this man’s expres-
sion. instead of being intensely keen*
was obtuse, bordering on stupidity. Ha

spoke slowly, hesitatingly, in very brok-

en English. There was no trace of the

Californian’s clear, crisp intonation, but

even the voices were alike.

“I must tell you," he was saying. “I

am Assistant Cure at St. Retronelle de

Cumberland, a very remote country dis-

trict in the lumbering district up th®

Gatineau, of which you city people may

never have heard. However, 1 am stay-
ing at the palaee of Monseigneur, the

Archbishop, who has graciously permit-
ted me to refer to him.”

“T am sure it is all right,” answered
the clerk, civilly.

"For your own sake it behooves you
to be careful. They tell me this is an

evil world, though I myself have seen

little of its temptations,” with meek

propitiatory fervour. “My superior, th®

Rev. Father Rare, a most holy man. be-

loved by the whole countryside, has had

some money left b:us —just a little, little

legacy—and. has ;!>e i ;ea of inv -ting it

in diamonds. As f was coming to the

city to consult the ai e'<M*'"op <-n parrr-

chial affairs, he ii»sist--d upon distrust-

ing the negotiations to i-e. though I

was careful to explain that 1 know

absolutely nothing of gems, therefore my
judgment is altogether worthless. He

insisted that in dealing with gentlemen
of Messrs Besom and Blank's well-known

probity and experience I should lie per-
tecti;. -afe. and jreed entertain no mis-

givings.”
• You would like to see some dia-

monds; If you would, kindly step into

this inner room; Mr Besum wiil see you
himself.”

I’resently I heard Mr Besum’s cheer-
ful tones.

“Oh, yes. I have known Father Rar®
for many years, and have had many
transactions with him—a reverend

gentleman who is greatly respected. I

will show you what we have in the way
of diamonds.”

Ab the door of the inner room stood

open and there was no attempt at privacy
1 had not the slightest hesitation about

drawing near, where I eould watch the

scene. The chamber was small: there

were strong cupboards built into the

walls: a massive safe stood at one side.

Happening to catch my eye. Mr Besum,
to whom I was w’ell known, called out:

“How d’ye do, Mr Charlecote! I

know you have a taste for precious
stones; Should you care to see these

which I am showing to tide gentleman?”
The* priest turned his head quickly. A

glance, keen ami swift as cold steel,
flashed over me. I was smitten by a

conviction that this assuredly was the

Californian. In another instant the dull,
heavy face was staring at me depreciat-
ingly. and I was plunged into the depths
of uncertainty. I listened with increas-

ing perplexiity. concluding that my
trouble must lie shattering my nerves.

“Father Giroux, assistant cure at St.

Petronille de Cumberland,’ fee Mid
humbly. /
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-Teo laee is perfectly faxriliar t* me.

mther Gtronx. 1 »»’’ have met you

*
uot had that pleasure. iuo«

sieur. I «» ot ~je country. and : rarely

stray beyond the precincts of my own

parish, where, indeed. 1 was born and

brought Up: it w-as only through the

g.sxiness of Father Bare that I received

any education and was enabled to enter

the church. for my own people are of

the poorest amt most humble.’’

The frankness of this admission im-

mediately conciliated my esteem. I ~aid

hastily:

-I travelled down on the Algerian
vesterday with a clerical gentleman from

t alifornia. whom you greatly resemble.”

"I had a brother in California, but it is

years since we have heard from him. We

f.-arcil he must be dead."

This must be the solution of the mys-

tery. The wide awake Californian might

be a brother of the gentle country cure,

satisfied for the moment, I turned my

attention to the subject in hand.

Mr. Restim brought several drawers

from one of the cupboards: from these

he took .small, carefully folded packages,
which on being opened proved to con-

tain sparkling gems. 1 have always

been keenly interested in precious
stones, and really know something about

them. An animated discussion arose be-

tween the jeweller and myself, to which

the cure listened passively.
-For Father Rare's purpose. I decided-

ly recommend these.” Mr. Besnm ad-

dressed him. "What stun did you say

he wished to invest?'
-Seven thousand dollars. As I liave

never seen a genuine diamond before, I

must remain entirely in your hands. My

superior assured me that 1 should be

j<erfectly -safe in doing so,” with a smile

that was transparent in its guileless
simplicity.

“That is all very well, and I highly ap-

preciate the compliment. I have told

vou honestly what I think, but in a.

large transaction of this sort you should

certainly have an expert opinion for your

own side of the bargain.”
"Another opinion.” looking around

with a bewildered - air. "And where

should I seek it ? I, who know nobody in

the city." Then, after a doubtful, trou-

bled pause: "An idea comes to me. Mon-

scigneur. the Archbishop is himself a

connoisseur in getns. 1 have heard.”

"There is none better in Montreal.”

"For the last few days he has l>een

confined to his rooms by a slight attack

of la grippe, but in his kindness he will

not refuse me the favour. I can certainly

depend upon his condescension. I will

make my request, and should Monseig-
neur agree. I will telephone at what hour

it will suit him to examine the dia-

monds.”

"I could send my confidential clerk up

to the palace with them,” Mr. Besum

agreed, readily.
"Then, if Monseignenr approves of the

stones I could pay your bearer by
ibe-ne. I leave for st. Petronille by
t’l- live o'clock train.”

"A genuine specimen of a country

cure," remarked Mr. Besuni. when the

priest l<a<l left his office. "Imagine a

man attempting to buy diamonds with-

out knowing about them."
That same afternoon I had occasion

to visit the Bonaventure Station, and on

the way to it passed through Cathedral-

Ibis street skirts the lower portion of

Dominion Square, running beside large
buildings, the St. James’ Cathedral,
which. facing Dorchester-street, runs

h:ok along Cathedral, the Archbishop's
Church, and the Episcopal Palace, whose

principal entrance is on Palace-street.
As most pedestrians prefer passing
through the Square. this thoroughfare
i- decidedly lonely. Acres- the Square
I could see people passing to and fro,
but on Cathedral street only one mau

appeared in sight. He was slowly stroll-
ing to and fro before the stops which de-

scended from the side entrance of the

palace, a) though awaiting someone.

Something in his stealthy movements
arrested by attention, and as I ap-
proached 1 perceived that it was the in-

dividual whose villainous countenance
had impressed me on the “Algerian.”

At that instant a man dressed as a

priest lushed out of the side door, the
other received from his hand a small

package, like a l>ox wrapped in white

paper, then the two separated, one flying
in one direction, the other in the oppo-
site one. Surely that was the Califor-
nian priest. Instinctively 1 dashed after

the man who carried the package. As
I ran a new light, like an intuition,
flashed across my mind; suspicion blos-

•omed into concrete action. Certainly

the shrewd CaliioiHua had been mas-

querading as the unsophisticated coun-

try cure. With what object? I retnem-

l>ered that the diamonds were to lw sent

to the palace. Were these t—o confed-

erates in a scheme of fraud?

He flew down Windsor-street. Re-

gardless of curious glances 1 followed in

hot pursuit. Once he entered the nar-

row streets in the vicinity of the sta-

tion the chase became more difficult:

but 1 held on doggedly, as though my

one object in life was to entrap him. My

training as a college athlete stood me in

good stead. Just as he was darting into

the side door of the station I grabbed
him.

"This man has assaulted me. I give
him in charge." quite cool and com-

posed, he turned to the tall policeman
on duty. "I fancy he must be an es-

caped lunatic, as I am a stranger and

never saw him before.”
With a sudden chill 1 realised that I

had absolutely no proof against this

man. My rashness might place me

in a very unpleasant, predicament.
There was no help for it now. I must

brave it out. With satisfaction I recog-

nised thepoliceman as a man w ho had

once been in my father's employ. Inspired
by a desperate determination. I cried:

"Masters, he is a thief. He has dia-

monds belonging to Besnm and Blank

in his possession.”
I saw by the poor wretch's fate that

the chance shot had told. Even then

he tried to make a dash for liberty,
but Masters was too quick for him.

Then he tried to throw away the dia-

monds. but when he dropped them. 1

secured the prize.
When Masters had carried off his

pri-oner. I carried the jewels back to

their owners.

"Mr Besum is in his private office. I

do not think he will be able to see

you, sir,” one of the clerks assured me.

"Please tell him I have important
business and very good news or I

should not disturb him.” I urged.
As I was ushered into the inner of-

tfiee, I heard the firm's confidential
elerk crying wildly:

"I don't know how I can face you.
Mr Besum. I feel as though 1 must

go down to the St. Lawrence and drown

myself.”
"I do not know that you are per-

sonally to blame. Nelson. I have every

confidence in your integrity. It seem-

ed that we had taken every precau-
tion. but it is a heavy loss.”

"But the lost is found.” I cried, lay-
ing the little package on the table.

I do not exactly know what happen-
ed after that, we were all so excited.

Nelsan laughed. I am not certain that

he did not cry as well. I believe he

tried to embrace me. Mr Besum near-

ly wrung my hand off. I was the hero

of the hour.

The thieves' plan had been bold in

ijs utter simplicity. When Nelson ar-

rived at the palace, he found the sup-
posed Father Giroux awaiting him.

They went into a large public ante-

chamber. where there were a number

of people passing to and fro, appar-

ently intent on their own affairs, and

no one paid any particular attention

to him. Giroux had said that as the

Archbishop was not strong enough to

see strangers, and had promised to give
an opinion on the jewels, he would like

to take them to Monseigneur's private
rooms. Nelson demurred, saying that

he had been told not to allow the dia-

monds out of his possession. Giroux

immediately proposer! leaving a cheque
covering the value of the gems in Nel-

son’s hands. As the seven thousand
dollar cheque was on the Bank of Mon-

teral, and appeared to be perfectly cor-

rect, the clerk felt no misgivings in
acceding to this request.

The thief must have run out of the

side door, given the diamonds to his

companion and escaped. Nelson wait-
ed until he began to get impatient, then

inquired for Father Giroux and was

told that no such person had been

staying at the palace. In his despera-
tion he begged to see the Archbishop,
who was perfectly well, and assured

him that the only Father Giroux in

his diocese was an aged man who had

not been able to leave his parish for

Wild with terror, the unfortunate
man rushed to the bank, only to find

thiit there were no funds there to

meet tire cheque.
We found that the bogus priest was

an exceedingly clever Parisian crook,

who, finding the Old World too hot for

him, wa- trying his fortune in the New.

He was never caught, but his less for-

innate rxrnfttk’iatv a lung term in

the penitentiary.
Mr Resum's gratitude constituted

good fortune. He employed me in a

lawsuit in which I was able to give
•him satisfaction. His brother-in-law.
a large manufacturer. wa-» able to
throw a good deal of profitable employ-
ment in my way. and when, through
his influence. I was appointed xoliriior

to a wealthy corporation. I felt that

my fortune w’is secure. Six months
after the affair of the Besum and Blank

jewels. I was engaged to Dora Brc-
therton. and at the end of that year
we were married with her father's full

appndtation.

Cloud Signs.

Soft looking or delicat • clouds fore-

tell lino weather, with moderate or

light "Geezes; had redged. oily-looking
clouds, wind. A dark, gloomy blue sky
is windy, but a bright blue sky indi-

cates fine weather.

Small, inky looking clouds foretell

rain. Light scud clouds, driving across

heavy masses, show wind and rain;
hut if alone may indicate wind only.

High npper clouds crossing the >un.

moon, or stars, in a direction different

front that of the lower clouds. <»r the

wind then felt below, foretell a change
of wind toward their direction.

After fine, clear weather, the first

signs in the sky of a coming change
are usually light streaks, curls, wisps,
or mottled patches of white, distant

clouds, whi h increase, and are followed

by a murky vajieur that grows into

cloudiness. This appearance, more or

less oily or watery, as wind or rain
will prevail. i> an infallible sign.

I siially. the higher and more distant
such clouds seem to be. the nn»re gra-
dual but general the coming change of

weather will prove.

Light, delicate, quiet tints, or colours,
with soft, undefined forms of clouds, in-

dicate and accompany line weather: but
unusual or gaudy hues, with Lard, defi-

nitely outlined clouds, foretell rain and

probably strong wind

Mi-ty clouds forming or hanging on

heights show wind and rain coming, if

they remain, increase, or descend. If

they ri-e or disperse, the weather will

improve or become fine.

BABY'S SENSITIVE SKIN.

Zam-Buk is Invaluable in the

Nursery-

A baby's soft, delicate -kin «>ft-n l»e-
-comes very sensitive, burning, irritating,
and inflamed, as shown by chafing, erup-
tions. soreness, and itching. This con-

dition causes not only agony to the

little one. but brings on a hit of an-

noyance and worry for its mother and

nurse. Powder and puff will not more

than temporarily allay the pain: and

as a consequence, when ibis resort is

ado ted the itching condition is aggra-
vated and all the more diiliult to con-

trol. Evidence that this is -o. will be

found in the >tatcments of Air < Ira hain

Weatherley. Svuk- Artist. of 1.-i -
hardt. Sydney. This gentleman writer;

—"My wife has derived great lienefit

from your Zam-Buk Balm in eases of

chapped hand- and face, and has prove I
it invaluable in the vase of our little

daughter, aged eighteen months, who

was very chafed in the limbs. other

treatments had been previously trie-1,
but as the child had an extremely sen-

sitive -kin. these caused her much pain,
bur Zam-Buk has a wonlerfully sooth-

ing influence, ami completely heals the
affected parts." Zam-Buk. the great
healer, is a speed; cure for Piles,
Eczema. Boils. Running Sores. Sore

Legs, Ringworm. Itarcao. etc. As an

embrocation foi Strained Mus
Tendons. Zam-Buk. rubbed well into the

parts affected. i< unequalled. As a

Household Balm for Cuts. Burn-,
Bruises, Pimples. Bia kheads. ( <dd

Sure?. Raw. (hipped Bands. Chil-
blains, and < best ( old, Zam l> i\ is in-
valuable. Erom all medicine vendors.

] if. or 3 G family size (routinin'* nearly
four times the quantity!, or from The
Zam-Buk ( <».. 39. Pitt street. Sydney.

Shall h.K-king rough my rest destroy.
Anu alt my pleasure here alloy .'

Arc pains lb.it cut me like a knife
To make a misery <f life'*
Shall bronchial troubles wear in« out?
No—never, all are put t*» rent

By best of medicines simple, purr.

W. E. Woods' Breat l'< pi»eruuul Cure.

-

Losing your bair? Do you bring
out a eombful each morning.’ Has

it lost its natural ls it

beginning to look faded and dead?
Do youlike this condition of things?

Certainly not. Then stop this falling-
of tbe bair at once. Stop it before

your hair is thin, short, and lifeless.'

Buy a bottle of

flyer’s
Rair Vigor
and make your bair beautiful, glossy,
silky, abundant.

If your hair is gray, and you don't
eare to look at thirty as if you were

sixty, then you should use Ayer's
Hair Vigor. It always restores color

to gray hair, all the deep, rich, beauti-

ful colorit bad when you were young.
Do notbe deceived by cheap imita-

tions whichwill only disappoint you.
Be sure you gst AYER’SHair Vigor.

Dr. J.C. AyerSC...L.weil. Mau.. U.S. A.

SAVED BABY
LYON’S LIFE

Untold Suffering and Constant

Misery — Awful Sight From that

Dreadful Complaint, Infantile Ec-

zema— Commenced at Top ofhis

Head and Covered Entire Body.

MOTHER PRAISES
CUTICURA REMEDIES

“Our baby had that dreadful com-

plaint, Infantile Eczema, which afflicted
him for several months, commencing at

the top of his head, and at last covering
his whole body. His sufferings were

untold and constant misery, in fact,
there was nothing we would not have
done to have given him relief. The
family doctor seemed to be wholly
incapable of coping with the case, and
after various experiments of his, which

resulted in no benefit to the child, we

sent to Mazon. 111., to a druggist and got
a full set of the Outieura Remedies and

applied as per directions, and he began
to improve immediately, ami in about
three or four days Ixgan to show a

brighter spirit and really laughed, for

the first time ina year. In about ninety
days lie was fully recovered, with the
exception of a rough skin, which is
graduaUy disappearing, and eventually
w ill be replaced bv abealthy one. Praise
for the Cuticura Remedies has alwaye
been our pleasure, and there is nothing
too good that we could say in their
favor, for they certainly saved our

baby’s life, for he was the most awful
sight that I ever beheld. Mrs. M:>« b.llp
Lyon, Parsons, Kan., July 18, 1905.”

The ••rifina < t the •b<>v* tr<)trif cn fi e in tka
off-, e t r Itrug . • .at -rp. -s' • ti.

JtefererK-t. ILTv-mk i •», >vdne? ,N.3.W <

A SET OFTEN CURES
Complete external and internal treat-

ment for every humour, from pimples
to scrofula, consists of Cuticura Soap,
Ointment, and Resolvent Fills. A single
setis often sufficient to cure the most
torturing, disfiguring, itching, burning,’
and scaly humours, eczemas, rashes,1
and irritations, from infancy to age,
when all < Ise fails.

Cutjenr* Oil tmerit. tn I Hr*>’ven» Pi”» tr» tntd
t».; ughuut the world. ! ttcr i>r t..:n. ( ..rp., Sal*
Prop*-. .n,I'. S. A. •<“ ScuG for

•' 1 toe G:e<t tokiS
Book. ’ Acid.CM, R. lowra £. Cm., sydnrv, J,. S. W.

Qfp ITXCH nix mentis in iris a =r-a-

tie glow, and pirns.r»t!y cxhllar*

ates with Its delicious flow.
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Instant, had tamed the corner- nd the

heart of Tat-u San grcv ’c*»M as

snow on Fujiyama’s cone.

the weary wrcl.s went by. and no mes-

sage, no letter came; i-till she waited

patiently. Philip Hayward had left

money with her. -<» she was not in want

as yet. thoi _h every day now her pretty
rilk puTM* grew lighter. Also, the un-

welcome attention- of Oki Mayeda. the
rich silk m« r ant. through the “nakado”
(mat« b-makci • troubled her greatly. If

only the honourable letter would come!

Again and ag; in -he sent her little makl

Kiku t<» th. teahouse make inquiry;
but. alas, alway- the little maid returned
W hands.

One evening -he decided to go to the

teahouse her>« lf and make inquiries. Ito

Takeda received her with smiles, think-
ing she bad at last grown weary of lone-

ly waiting, and longed once more for the
laughter, the lights, ami the excitement

of the teahoti-e. How different were her

feelings! Her soul sickened at the sound

of the ringing and the loud laughter. Ito

begged her to remain: the English mister

would never return: it was always so.

Why waste more time waiting for one

who had forgotten? Having gained no

satisfaction ami no comfort, still she re-

fused to go Rick to the teahouse, ami
returned sadly to her own “shoji.” As

for Ito. he was like nothing -o much as

a spider patiently awaiting the poor fly.
He rubbed his hands gleefully together
at his < u verne-s in having intercepted
all the Englishman’s communications,

from the first cable to the last anxious

letter, received only a few days ago.
“Ova!” he said. “the English mister will

think her unfaithful, and will forget
her. and she will in time be forced to

return to me. for to live one must have

food.’’
A few more weeks dragged slowly by.

ami the pretty’ silk purse was almost

empty. One day, after kneeling a long
time at jhe shrine «»f Benten-Sama. god-
dess of mercy, she arose at last with
quiet determination shining in her soft

ryes. She w«»uld go to that •'England*’
of which “Phee-leep” used to talk. But

she had not sufficient gold to pay her

way on tlie great boat. OyamaL There
wa- the l»eaj;tiful ring which”her lover

had given her. Ay. yes. but he had said
it was a sign that some day she would

l»e wife. No. she must not sell that

ring. A-i-a! She would conceal herself

behind-the big boxe- which >he had no-

ticed on one occasion while visiting the

l»ig ship, ami -o by-and-byc. she would

see “Phee-leep.”
Having settled her small affairs, she

packed her choicest “kanza-hi” (hair-

nniament-- and her favourite “oh* in

a liitle lacquered l»ox. Sh had long ago

’dismissed the maid. Kiku. and that even-

ing. as the twilight fell, she left her

‘•shoji.” In the gathering dusk she man-

aged to 011 board unnoticed, and.

with hear- Uating so loadly she feared

it w«»’ild be heard at a great distance,
coiivrah-d herself behind s< me bales of

silk.

When a "stowaway** in the form of a

•7apanr—e *»irl was discovered on l»oard

the Emprt— of Japan there was great
excitement. There she >too<L in the

centre of a cir«-lr of amazed -pectaton
a -lender, pathetic figure, her hands,
wrapped in her long sleeves, pressed

to h< r breast- She was ques-
tioned by the captain and by the first

c.fli.er. but. like that talking bird called

the parrot, to al’ que-tion- she made
the >ame r; plv:—

he go to ]
.

I—l go

length a young won.au. with -un-et-c •!-

rmred hair yet -he was veiy lieiutiful)

stepped up and gent I v placed her arm

about the - ■ aiders of Tatsu-San. Turn-

ing to the captain sh said: —

“Ah. captain, dear. leave her to me.

You great i-rvatiirv- will frighten the

life out of the poor little darling, ('ome

with um*. a< u-hlu.” slip said, and Tat.-11.

■with one fleeting look into those bright
blue eyes. now brighter still with unshed
tears of sympathy, Hung to her new-

found friend and. amid the applause of

the assembled passengers. Miss Sybil
Slaney led th*' ” stowaway” to her own

cabin.
That evening Mis- Clancy had a prb

▼ale talk with the captain.
•'Sure, captain. dcay.” >aid, >1 will

livery pleased to pay her passage home.
I if at tbe halls
and * I don’t* thmk Pve' Jler done Srny•

thing worth while with it before—l’ve

always just bought pretty clothes anti

enjoyed nieself. Anti that's just what

l"m doing now—it’s like having a.new
dtdl to play with!” -

'

»'•» ’

"My dear young lady,” replied the tap-

tain. “you shall do nothing of the sort.

Since you are so good as to have taken

her into your own cabin, -he shall be

treated as your guest, already paid for;
and—with his hand laid gallantly upon
his heart—God bless you for a noble

girl! By Jove.’’ he continued, admiringly,
“if I hadn't already a wife and two kid-
dies. I’d <lo mi best to get vou to give up

the halls.” . .
’

Miss Clancy laughed merrily. “Ah.

captain dear.’’ -he said, “you’d be too

late. I’m thinking! Still.” with a coy

glance, “a woman always has the privi-
lege of clianging her mind, aml if it were

not tor that wife and the ’kiddies’

The voyage was pleasant, varied by the

usual entertainments, concerts, at which

Miss Clancy was always the “hit'* of the

evening, games on deck. etc. At last,

however. Tatsu’s dream was a reality,

ami she was in England.
Miss Sybil Clancy was known

throughout two continents for her

clever impersonations. Her trip to the

‘•Land of the Lotus.*’ indeed, was to

study the “genus geisha:” but. as she

laughingly eonfesed. “after seeing the

quaint little dears on their native

heath. I have quite abandoned that am-

bition. I don’t believe in half doing a

thing, and to properly impersonate a

geisha, with her marvellous pantomi-
mic dancing, etc., would require several

year-* hard work—and life is too short!

So I must l*e satisfied to imitate the

'Divine Sarah.* the great and only Tree,

Sir Charles, etc.’’

estba bier are r Clancy n*i rdx v-o

This young woman’s London home

was a small but artistic “flat at the

top of a tall business building near the

Strand. To Tat.-u-San if was like a

dream: she lived in a stra: ge world of

shadows, seen through London fog. and,

in spite of her new friend’s kindness,

she had but one’ thought— find

“Phee-kep.’’
Miss Clancy was getting ready to go

to the West End music hall where she

was to open her London s< a<«n. Kiss-

ing Tatsu good-bye. she exclaimed: “My
dear. I wish you had some ]»ro|»er
clothes, and I’d take you with mo to-

night. but you’d attract too much at-

tention that way. You are such a mite,

we couldn’t find anything at the shops
to fit you. I’ll send for Mrs Carroll,

my dres-nj.ker, to-morrow. Now,
dearie, if you want anything while I’m

away, just ring this bell, ami Norah

will get it for you. won’t you. Norah?”

Norah, who was deftly carrying away
the china from the dinner-table, replied

heartily: “Sure, that 1 will. miss!*’

Then added sotto voce, as she retired to

the kitchen—

“The banted look in the two eyes of

the |»oor crayture fair goes to the heart

o’ me! Bedad. it’s amazin’ that a

haythen-Chinay loike that (evidently
Norah*.- know ledge of m tiouaJity is

somewhat deficient* could be da-ent and

so sx.ate! An’ when she spake.s in

that gibberidge o’ hers it ’mind- me b’

a little brook murmurin’ along through
the green meadows of *Oul<l Oireland’!
Miss Sybil tould me she i- after try in’

to find her English young man. Bad

*«e-s tn him. the >palpeen. for desavin’

the j»ore dear!”

Having thus relieved her feeling-.
Norah begin- was’ning up the dinars, and

-inging. in a rich natural contralto

which many stage ladies might envy,
“The Wearin’ o’ the Green.’’ As for

Tatsu. when -he hears Norah.*- singing,
ami realises that she i- ar last alone,

she quickly slips <»ut on the landing, and

l>egins to descend the many flights of
white -tone steps which lead to the

street below. As -he reaches the bot-
tom of the last flight, her courage lie-

gin- to fail. but. making a great effort,

she passes out into the street, and flut-

ters up t • an old, white-haired man.

who. hi- eyes seeming to bulge through
his gold-rimmed glasses with astonish-
ment, stands staring at her.

“Please, illustrious one. you telling
me where I find Mr Phee-lei'p Hay-
ward

The old gefitleiuan mores, as if in a
trance. He moisten- his lip's, clears his

throat, then, impressively pointing one

podgy forefinger at her. remarks: —

“lint—m —in? This is nio«t extraor-

dinary! Young woman, who are you. and
where de you conic from?”

“My name O Tatsu San. I romr- from
Teahouse of Iris Gardens. Pkn-e you

W- - I •
NETTOYAGE A SEC

mteabove illustration represents a part ofourAppliances for French Dry Cleaning )
.**•****• 013 now have their most elaborate Costumes, Fancy Dresses, Capes. Blouses.

ura Eons done by this process. No part of the linings, trimmings, or ornaments needb<
’emoved : the goods are not shrunk or altered in shape; the lustre and finish are preserved
tnd the most dedicate colours arc not injured.

Gentlemen’s Dress ClothesandSummer Suits aremade equal tosew by thisprocess.

D. & A. BROWN, Highest-Class Cleaners and Dyers
SHORTLAND STREET, AUCKLAND.

Works: GRAFTON TERRACE. Telephone 18S1. Established 18M.

A Cheap Metal Farm Gate and Fence Dropper.

THE N GATE—RIGID AS A GIRDER. The cheapest and most

10 x 4, with 5 wires, hinges, and spring catch, 255.: effective Dropper in the

11 x4, 275. 6d.; 12 x4, 30s. Extra wires, Is. each.
mw-ket. Aperfectstay

_ . and Dost saver.
We have several other styles.

Send for our Illustrated Catalogue. Send for sample.

CYCLONE FENCE & GATE CO., t 0

II" • -■
~

Fashionable Tea Rooms

OPPOSITE GOODSON’S

Superior Appointments, Smart Prompt Attention, >

By Appointment to

HM. The King and H RH. The Prince of Wa’es.

SALT 44

A pinch of Salt gives flavour, but a pinch of CEREBOS Salt glvM

Strength and Health as well: because it contains thebran phosphates
which make the difference between WhiteBread and Whole Meal Bread.

Ajtentj—L. Dl Nthan €>., Ltd-, AncHmd.
***

30

The Heart of a Geisha.

Continued from Page 5.
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telling me where I find Mr. Phee leep

Hayward?’’- -

-"i ni —um—inn! Upon my soul, this is

In the mcaatrare, the street was be-

eouiing congested from the ever-gather-
ing crowd of curious ones, and the old

gentleman, fearing trouble, managed to

Tonvey to Tatsu that neither he nor anj -
..ne else could just then tell where Mr.
Philip Hayward was to be found; but if

-he would show him where she lived, he
would try and find out. Fortunately,
Tatsu had proceeded a very few steps
isi’orc her appearauce had attracted the

rowd. and now. pacified by his promise,,
-he willingly turned with him. and a few

seconds’ walk brought them again to the

big building, the entrance to which she

Jerkily remembered, as she knew neither

the street nor the number.

W hen. Miss Clancy returned. Norah
j ire her a highly-coloured description

f Tatsu’s adventure. After the first

.clerical burst of la-ighter. that young
woman sat down on tlie sofa in her little

swing-room, and. calling Tatsu to her.

drew the foolish little head down to her

own broad, warm heart.

"Poor innocent!" she said. Then she
-b.wly and carefully explained to Tatsu

that -he would leave no stone unturned

to find her lover; but that she must not
!••■ t« o much disappointed if she failed;
:n a great city it was sometimes very
itii.ult to find people. He might not

’«• there at all.

And she kept her word, making inquir-
:••- ami telling the pathetic little story

: all directions: but no trace of Philip
Hayward was found—a quite natural re-

si it. since •'Hayward’’ was Philip’s mid-
dle name, and he was now Sir Philip Dar-

ras. of Harrascourt, Surrey.
- - ♦ -

♦

so three months slipped sway, and
th- roses of Tatsu’s cheeks had become

palest of pink, instead of glowing bright-
ly. as in the old days.

Miss Clancy must soon sail for New

i • •rk. where she was booked as a special
a ; traction at one of the big "vaudeville

I,She had grown so fond of the

tittle Japanese girl, however, that she

did not dream of leaving her behind.
Tat-u. on her part, was never tired of

trying to please her friend. She could
s. iv very nicely, and delighted to make

. ’L' trifles. Sybil picked up for her

day. at an old curiosity shop, a

■ -amisen” (Japanese banjo), and hour

■ j :-r hour she would sit oa her pillow
‘ - I sing, to its twanging, the songs of

l.e: native land; those strange, haunt -

in- little melodies, yet as misty and in-

fl- -finite, with their soft tradings front

key to key, as dreams that float across

a -anniier night.
Listening to her thus singing one af-

: moon, through the twilight of a thick

London fog. a thought struck Sybil,—
liy would not Tatsu-San be a success

: the music-hall or ’’variety” stage?
■ managers of such are always looking

' ■novelties.” She would take her to

X-w York, as she had intended, but, in-
• :-ad of keeping her at home as a pretty
'or. she would take her to a friend of

r own there—a certain "hustling” man-

ner—who would, if heliked Tatsu’s »er-

••rniance, exploit her aS "the real thing
i>; Geishas.’’ as he doubtless would have

• \pressed it. The glamour, the excite-

• nt of the life, would perhaps be very

1 neficia! to her little friend. It would

give her onee more an object in life, and

help her to forget her unfortunate love

affair. Acting on this thought, the week

after Sybil reached New York, she gave a

s all and very select Sunday "At Home”

in the handsome suite at the hotel on

Broadway where site stopped, and intro-

duced our little Geisha.

Tatsu-San. gorgeous in a golden ki-

ll ■ io embroidered with lotus-blossoms,

ialtered in. fluttering her purple, fan,
b e sank gracefully on a pillow and
-aug in her high, soft voice, which yet
held a certain wild note of longing that

i •mlied the heart, a song of
Falling Leaves.” She told, in quaint,

broken English, little stories and legends
'•f "Ohl Japan." And. last of all. she

danced. She had taught her friend the

melody, and Sybil, who was a good
musician, had arranged it for the piano.

she floated down’ the room, with tiny
bauds outspread, and fluttering like
syhite butterflies in the cherry-drchard,
Fhe unfurled a fan, and a whirring of
"ings. as of sO me giant moth, was

heard. She took from the folds of her

‘ obi’’ a second fan—and there were two

gorgeous butterflies of purple and gold,
t'he heard the beating of their wings;
t»he smelted the perfume of the blossoms
from which they sipped; one felt the

ioyousness of the early summer day.
<P and down they flit, these butterflies.

darting there, circling here, chasing each
other merrily, madly. Down. dewnAKey
wheel—and the purple-black elOtld of

hair touches the floor. Then up again
they flutter, wafted-on a breeze s»f-mel-
ody. while the long, flowing, wing-like
sleeves sway and float like the waves

of a satn ocean! At last, as she sinks
again on the pillow, they flutter gently
down, as if a weary, and are still!

"Great!” cried the manager. “Great!

”I’ll hack you. all right, little-lady.
She’ll make a sensation,” he said, turn-

ing to his neighbour.
A few weeks thereafter. O-Tatsu-San

was billed to appear as "A Real Oriental

Attraction" at wonderful

city by the esea. where the houses that
stretch along the top of the-famous

“Cliff Walk” are all palaces, and the

illustrious lords and ladies who live in

them have so much money, the endless,

weary search for pleasure, for “some-

thing new’’—mtist be very hard to bear.

All day long she had sat alone in her

little room at the hotel. Now. again it

was evening, and she must go on and

do her "turn.” Separated from her

friend Sybil, she was almost overcome

with nostalgia for her own dear land,

and with a despairing longing tor "Phec-
leep.” But, when one is billed as "of

licwitehiug Oriental beauty”—by ail pro-
nounced the personification of the

“poetry of motion”—Oyama! it is neces-

sary to present an appearance of happy
gaiet y.

Tiie pretty summer theatre was crowd-

ed. The management was compliment e l

by "the press” on having the "best bill
of the season.” All the boxes had been

engaged by the illustrious ones, who

came to chat, to laugh, to throw at each
other meaning glances, to flaunt the
evidences of their riches—in many cases

so newly acquired! And the people from

the houses in the town came to gaze

upon the illustrious ones who lived in

the palaces. The lords from the palaces
leaned over the beautiful ladies, who

displayed, on bosoms and arms as white

as the blossoms of the nine-tree, strings
of jewels that gleamed like eoiled ser-

pents of living fire—the lovely ladies

Who stirred men’s blood to flame!

Yes, undoubtedly the little Jap. was

quite a success. She was really "a nov-

elty.” with her funny waddle, her piled-
up hair, her weird music, her wonderful

dancing, and her foolish little white-clad

Tatsu-San had finished her first num-

ber—a song—to generous applause wliich
sounded like the booming of great guns
to her unaccustomed ears. Now she pat-
tered on the stage again, and began her

dance. She certainly was extremely
amusing, especially to one Lovely Lady.
ki»jwn as a

" society queen" throughout
two continents, and who. evidently hav-

ing dined "

not wisely, but too well.”

now pointed a jewelled finger at Tatsu.

and quite audibly remarked to her neigh-
bour—

" I say, Harry! Do look at the

creature’s feet! Let’s get a pair of

those ridiculous things she wears from

her as a pattern, and then you ean come

as a ’ geisha’ to my fancy-dress ball.”

Then, amid gusts of tinkling laughter,
lorgnettes and opera-glasses were

levelled at the small feet, clad in native
" tabi"—short, white, “ digitated stock-

ings." as someone has described them.

And Tatsu? As she fluttered through
the dance a painful lump grew and grew
in the slender young throat. (tyama!
If only she were now at the "Teahouse

of Irish Gardens,” dancing to music of
•’ saiiiiisen” and

"

koto." before a pleased
audience who understood and petted her.

instead of being in this painful place,
with its sea of cruel white faces! The

faces leered at her. and wavered up and
down in uncertain’ lines. The music

sounded now very loud an I terrifying,
now soft and far away.

There is a stir. A young man who

has just arrived enters the box' of the

Lovely Lady.
“ Ah! My dear Sir Phillip!” she cries,

with outstretched hand, you are just in

time to see the most amusing creature—-

a real geisha, with such airsurd feet.
Harry'is going to copy them for my ball,
and come as a geisha!”

Suddenly, a troubled wave passes over

the audience. The tinkling laughter
dies in the throats of the amused ones;

The' music sounds harsh and strained,
and the wailing of the oboe is like that

of a thing in pain. Clad in her white

satin kimono, embroidered with dreamy
flowers, the Japanese girl is swaying un-

steadily, like a wind-shaken lily. She

looks at the man who has come into the

box. The folds of her long sleeves fall

in drooping line*, like the wings of •

wontided moth, as she stretch?* forth

her arms, with a gesture iufiuively
pathetic—-

‘‘Phee-leep!” she cries. “Mice leep!**
The curtain is hastily rung down.
•‘Great God!” cries the man who ha<

entered the box. “it is Tatsu-San!*’ He

glances with an expression v.Lich it is
not good to see at the Lovely be-

side him. and makes hasty adteux

A few weeks later a Lovely L«.dy who

spends the summer months in !»?r palace
by the sea. and who has angh.l indus-

triously to catch a certain ric*. English
nobleman for her daughter, read in that

herald of fashion, the “Nev York

Chronicle.” the picturesque details of the

marriage of Sir Philip Da mis. of Darras-

court, Surrey. England, to Mi-s Tat«su

Ikeda, better known as O-Tatsu-San. of

Tokyo. Japan. That day Felice, the

maid, acted disgracefully, and pulled my

lady’s hair so hard she was promptly
dismissed. Also Miff-muff, the Japanese
poodle, who ate off a golden plate and

wore jewelled bangles on his slender
limbs, misbehaved scandalously, and te-

ceived a severe slapping from the Lovely
Ladv’s own white hands.

The Metric System Criticised.

Writing in the “Scientific American.”

Mr Alfred Lang, of Pittsburg h-.u some

thing to say against ihe metris system,

which he maintains is not suited to

everyday life. lie says:—“Come with

me to a French market. The first stall

is the dairyman’s. “How much is the

butter?” you ask. “Thirty-eight sous

a pound.” is the answer: not “Three

francs sixty a kilo.*’ If you ask the

vendor to give you 125 grammes, he

will take you for a foreigner, and wilt

bill it as “un quart.” Eggs will be

thirty sous a dozen: nothing is sold by
tens. Potatoes you buy by the bushel
(boisseau). wliich is not metri . and a

barrique of wine holds 227 liters. You

buy cloth by the meter, half-meter, and

quarter-meter, and the salesman would

lilt his eyebrows if you asked for (50

or 70 centimetres of ribbon.

The centime is too small, an I every-

thing therefore goes by five centimes,

commonly known a-- a sou. The cen-

time does not harmonize with tjie coins

in use.

The millimeter for engineering pur-
poses is very inconvenient. I spvak
from experience. The natural divisions
of the inch into halves, quarters, and

eighths do not give us over throe de-

cimals; and if into sixteenths --whi h• is

a better working size than the millime-

ter and not very much longer— four de-

cimals. the last being in all cases a five.

For very fine measurements the one-

thousandth of an inch is in every way
as satisfactory as the one-hundredth of

a millimeter—l have found it more so—■

an.l all natural divisions down to thirty-
seconds can be read in thousandths and

halves or quarters of thousandths. We

are. therefore, getting the benefits of

both the natural and decimal divisions,

and there s<«ems to be no reason what-

ever for adopting a different standard
unit which is as arbitrary as ours, when

we. Anglo-Saxoiw. hold the con* roiling
interest in the markets of the world.

When it comes to the laboratoiy. mat-

ters are very different, and I will agree
that the inter relations of the gramme,
the cubic centimeter, and the centiliter

are of the greatest utility. For analy-
sis. the milligramme and the centiliter

are vastly superior to the English mea-

sures: but the quantitative work done

in the laboratory in no way influences

the weights and measures of the works

to which these laboratories are attach-

ed.

Let us have the metric system by all

means for the laboratory' work, but not

for the vastly greater amount of work

which does not require delicate instru-

ments and intricate calculations. We

cannot use a microscope on the stars or

a telescope on bacteria, nor can we use

a reading glass for either. A system
which will suit both science and in-

dustry ha* not vet been devised.”

“I wish the company would discharge
that conductor, lie’s the most uncivil

man I ever saw.”

“That may be, but he can crowd more

passengers into a car than any conductor
on the pay roll.”
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THE DAWN OF RUSSIAN LIBERTY

By Vance Thompson, in “ Everybody’s Magazine ” for July

Last week saw •‘the death of the

Duma." It is hoped universally by
lovers of liberty that it will be re-

born greater and more useful than

ever; but there is only too much
reason to far that ere t!. :? there must

be bloodshed unparalleled in the

annals of revolutions, lie this as it

may, the present article will be read
wi'.h absorbing interest by al! who
take, an Interest in their fellow

orcalures in Russia. It is the best
ami the last word uttered on the ter-

rible question we are to see solved.
The article is duly acknowledged to
‘Everybody's Magazine,’’’ a capital
publication.

THE
last autocrat in the white

world summoned his people to

confirm the title which once he

held from God!

The date will get itself cut

deep in the granite of history—May 10,
or, according to the old calendar, April
26, 1906. This day the little Czar, bent

tinder the weight of his omnipotence,
laid ]>art of his burden down; and for

the first time his vague millions—the Red

Russians and the White, Poles, and Tar-

tars and Calimjeks. Armenians and Jews

and Circassians, Georgians, Letts, Es-

thonians, all the far-flung races of tho
land—found articulate national voice.

It was a pageant and an experiment—•
the loosing of unknown forces.

You may see in it, if you will, the

dawn coining up over Russia; and there

Is a haunting coincidence in the fact that

on another day in May, France—it was

long ago—hailed such a dawn. Over the
Latin world liberty broke vehement and

red. Well, often history is written twice

ever.

I.

AT THE TOMB OF HIS ANCESTORS.

“Have your own way,"’ said Maria

Feodorovna, “but I do not wish to be

Marie Antoinette.”

A hard old woman, this Mother-Em-
press. it was against her will that Nicho-

las summoned, like the French king, his

States General; but when it was all ar-

ranged in spite of her, and the little Czar
—who, ever since January, 1905, memor-

able for massacre, had hid in his country
palaces—decided to visit his Imperial

l ity. she went first to test the situation.
Since Grand Duke Sergius was ’•removed”
this grim old woman has had the distinc-
tion of being the worst-hated member of

the royal family. So where she might
pass safely even the tzar had little to

fear. Two weeks before the opening ot

the Duma, then, she went to St. Peters-

burg. Without a guard she drove

through the streets, flaunting the royal
crimson uniforms. Openly she visited

the Cathedral of Kazan and prayed there

among the women. She walked back to

her carriage through a silent crowd. S,nee

she came and went in safety, it was de-

cided the Czar might venture into his

capital city; but precautions were taken.
Oh, nothing was left to chance that 10th

ofMay. At daybreak—it was two o'clock,
and already the short Arctic night was

over—mysteriously down the wide

streets and across the bridges the troops
began to move. They traversed the empty
city in all directions. Over all the 12

wards they wove a military network, so

meticulously fine that through the inter-
stices hardly the leanest Anarch could

have slipped! Cavalry, infantry, gendar-
merie—and everywhere the police.

Everywhere the watch was set. My
hotel in the Bolchaia Morskaia had not
been overlooked. When I went down, the
halls were thronged with officers, gal-
Joomd and cloaked and plumed; with
Karie lords from far away government*.

with grand-ducal folk, whose crimson

servants hung about the door; and

among them, disguised as gentlemen, the

frock-coated spies of the Third Section

stepped softly, so that there was no one,

from the Tartar servants to the old his-

torian Leroy-Beaulieu, who was not

shrewdly studied. Out of doors the

troops were drawn across the street,

shutting off the approach to the Dvort-

sovy Place and the ’Vinter Palace. In

the Nevski Prospekt the shops were

closed and barred with shutters of iron

and wood. And the people idled and

strolled in the sunlight. It was a curi-

ous crowd: working men; students in

uniform; mechanics, their hands black-

ened from ironwork: women in summer-

frocks; and black-coated shopkeepers, fat

and indifferent. And few- wonts were

said. Ou toward the Neva I was stopped
everywhere—at almost every street—by

the cordons of soldiers or gendarmes.
The bridges were all guarded. The quays
in front of the Winter Palace were swept
naked of people; but on the far side of
the river black crowds were gathered—

mile-long crowds, shepherded along the

quays by gendarmes. And from one side

to the other none might cross. Jhe eity

was cut in twain —here an imperial de-

sert: yonder swarming, anonymous de-

mocracy. Empty, to, was the rivei, save

for a few slim police-boats, darting here

and there like water-flies. AU the boats

and barges had been removed to the right
bank: thev lay there, moored to the

qua vs and packed with police. The

<-reat waterwav was ready for the

coming of the Czar. It shone like steel

in the radiant morning. lor day hau

come veilow and hot. Not in one hun-

dred years, they told you. had so fierce

a sun beat down upon the city.

days come now and then in August in

New York. No air stirred. Ido not

quite know whether I have called up the

scene for vO"l—the naked, metallic river,

the black crowds herded on the far side,

the sunlight and the silence; then far

down the stream three light-coloured
launches crept into sight : slowly they

came im-stream; slowly they passed a

melancholy little procession, unheralded,

unhailed. ’ So the Little Father came

to give his children liberty. He landed

at the grim old fortress of St. Peter and

St. Paul. You could see him step

ashore first of all—short of leg, long-
bodied, a square-stepping man in a white
military eoat. Two women followed,

his wife and his mother. Opening their

parasols they went up the red-carpeted
stairs and disappeared in a cloud of

soldiery and police. At that moment

(it was ten o’clock) everywhere over

Petersburg the bells began to clamour—-

from gilded domes and gilded belfries

and gilded spires: and in all the cathe-

drals and churches and temples—here
and all over thirty degrees of latitude—-

aTe Deum was celebrated. The Little

Father prayed. There among the white-
marbled tombs of the Romanovs-—by the

bones of the great Peter and Catherine

and the dead Alexanders—the Little

Father prayed, prostrate before the

golden iconostasis.

Tn the streets of the Admiralty quar-
ter the crowds—the fatted shopkeepers,
the shrill women in white, the idle me-

chanics, and the students in uniform-

strolled indolently past the empty
churches; they smoked little <-igaret*cs
nnd ehatted. Even the Cathedral of St.

Isaac was deserted; no one prayed be-

fore the thirty-three saints of enamel

and gold. Midway in the Nevski Pros-

pekt is a little shrine open to the street.

There a moujik had thrown himself

down, with outspread arms, before the

altar. Humbly he prayed, the Eternal

Peasant; and his prayer was mystic and

sad as that of the Little Father praying
among the tombs.

11.

THE SPEECH FROM THE THRONE.

A triple cordon cf troops is drawn

around the Winter Palace and its quays
and the gardens— there where the mas-

sacre took place in January a year ago.

The great square behind is held by hus-

sars and lancers. And every approach
to the big low palace is barred. it lies

in a zone of silence and isolation. A

monstrous, rectangular building, squat
and absurd. Its colour is a dirty
yellowish-brown. It has neither dignity
nor age; it lies like a discoloured fungus
beside the splendid river.

Along the quay in front of the palace
the populace—as a stage-manager would

say—has been marshalled: at each ex-

tremity a little group of men and wo-

men. three or four hundred in all. They
have been costumed for the roles they
have to play. Dressed like “

men of
the people,” “

women of the people,”
they are to clamour their loyalty to the

Tsar who comes with gifts. The Go-

vernment has left nothing to chance.
In the square behind the palace the car-

riages begin to arrive. Almost all,
they are drawn by black stallions; all

are driven by bearded coachmen, fat and

monstrously padded. Goremykin passes,
the Prime Minister, a sleepy man with

mutton-chop whiskers; Stissinski passes.
Minister cf Agriculture—the old pupil of

Ploehwe, a painted, smiling, dangerous
man, the heart of the reaction; Ignatiev
passes, his hat over his eyes. And al-

ways from the carriages white-cloaked
women descend, their coronets catching
the sunlight. Very wonderful is the

great square at this moment, with its

barbaric riot of colours—the troops in

orange, in blue, in white, plumed and

plastered with gold; troopers splendid
and dirty; and their chargers, weighted
with trappings, dancing in disorder:
farther on, the military bands; and al-

ways in the foreground the stream of

carriages and automobiles, bringing f.ris-

tocraey to witness the grim triumph of

democracy.

Your permit has carried you through
the three cordons, past the guard at the

little side door: scarlet flunkies guide

you through halls and corridors and up
the stairs leading to the little gallery
which looks down on the throne room.

Officers and soldiers at every step. You

pass through lanes of bayonets and

sabres. It is as though you had en-

tered a fortress, held against a danger-
ous enemy. (In a little while he will
come—the enemy—a bearded, visionary
man in blouse and dirty boots, and stare

about him.) The great hall of St.
George, upon which you look down, is

almost empty. At one side the musi-

cians have already taken their places;
a few private gentlemen in evening
dress whisper together; a few gold-
braided officers come and go. For all
its cold splendour—the white Corin-
thian pillars, the gilt chandeliers, the
gold armorials—the throne room has a

little the look of a stage before the cur-

tain rises. There stands the empty
throne, an arm-chair over which the
stage manager has thrown, with <ua

effect of carelessness, the Imperia)
mantle of purple and ermine; in front
of it a table covered with cloth of gold
serves as an improvised altar. Upon it
stands a black ikon—it was the ikon
of Peter the Great and has been brought
hither from his chape! of the Isles. A
servant gives a final touch to the table-

cloth; then he takes a rag from his

pocket and wipes the black ikon.
Tlie hour s t for the ceremony -one

o'clock—has gone by; little by little the

guests and functionaries begin to arrive,
a welter of gold uniforms; and the choir
comes-—a swarm of little boys in wine-

coloured gowns, like the children of the
choir at Rome. At the door leading
from the Nicholas Hall there is a- mo-

ment's confusion. Then a tall ciianir
berlain, splashed aud ribboned with goldl ,
steps to one side and a deputy of the
Duma enters. He is a stocky man with
a ragged beard; ho wears a brown

jacket, dusty black trousers, and yellow
shoes; a labour deputy from what fac-
tory town I know not. He glances
about v.iih a dazed air, at the empty
throne, at the little wine-coloured boys,
at the. functionaries enirassed, from

shoulder to thigh, in gold. After him
a fat and smiling prelate, trailing violet

robes, and on his face a look of fatuous
pride—the Catholic Bishop of Wilna.
A moujik, in a blouse of faded rose,
crosses himself before the altar. Depu-
ties from the cities, overfed lawvers, old

professors, in shapeless froek coats or

evening eoat; working men in jackets,
blue, brown, gray; peasants in rough
cloaks; Poles in tight-fitting trousers
and boots; Tartars with oblique eyes
and almost beardless faces, wearing
sleeveless coats and fumbling their <rrev

bonnets; long-haired popes in black—-

the new Parliament huddles together at
one end of the hall and is fenced in by
golden officialdom. Simultaneously the
senators have come from the hall of Her-

mitage Pavilion. Old men of dignity,
they wear red senatorial robes or the
uniforms of their rank. Among them
waddles in enormous general in a dis-
tended blue tunic—a Cossack member
of ihe lo'perial Council.' Lhe Prime
Minister. Goremykin, promenades his
skepticism to s' id fro; for a moment he
has word with the ( otmi Lajnsdorf—a
slim, white haired, dainty man. And.

yonder is V> itte, a great lumbering
figure in ill-fiitirg uniform; no one

speaks to him and few greet him; the
cloud is over him, and gloomy and soli-

tary he bides his time. (Did net Nee-
ker come again?)

Massed far back at either end of the

throne room the people wait; nearly
two-thirds of the hall is reserved for
royalty. It is almost tvo o'clock when
the clergy enter in procession, old
bishops so swathed in cloth of gold and

brocade they can hardly move along to-
ward the door opposite the throne.
There they range themselves, awaiting
the coming of the Tsar. One of them

bears the aspersorium, a little rod of
green twigs, upon a metal plate. A

priest lights the six candles on the little

table in front of Peter’s black ikon.

Somewhere someone raps softly with a
wooden baton; that was like the trois
coups that announce the rising of the.
curtain in a French playhouse. Fnr off

a band plays the “ Boje Tsara Krani.y
The deputies—this mass of moujiks, me-

chanics, and word-mongers herded to th 4
left of tlie throne-—surge forward a little
and crane their necks toward the closed
door. It opens slowly from witboufa
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pompous courtiers enter bearing on vel-

vet cushions the Imperial emblems, the

eagle, the Beeptre, the sword, the

seal, the diamond crown; and lastly
there comes one who uplifts the Imperial
standard, heavy with silver and gold.
Then abruptly" the Tsar enters, fol-

lowed by the two empresses, and ad-

vances, aeperged by holy water, to the

little altar. Nicholas If. wears ins

colonel's uniform of the Preobrajenski
regiment; on the greenish tunic the red

ribbon of St. Alexander shows like a

splash of blood. So calm a little man!

There is no meaning to be read into

that still, bearded face. At his right
hand the Empress Mother takes her

place; Maria peodcrovna wears a Rus-

sian tiara and an immense court mantle

of white satin, edge." with fur; the Em-

press, standing ut the Czar's left hand.
is dressed in cream-coloured robes, sewn

with gold and pearls; they are stately
women, towering alxve the little green-
clad, bearded man l>etween them. They
stand there immobile, unreal, among

the liturgic figures, hieratic and Byzan-
tine, of the old priests. Far to the
rear is a little group of grand dukes;
they bow low and make vague signs of

the cross. The grand duehestes and
ladies of the court sweep over to th?

right of the throne and eoil their long
trains in front of them; what you se,:
is row upon row of gleaming tiaras and

naked shoulders and breasts. The wine-

coloured choir boys chant softly, as the
service proceeds the Czar crosses him-

self again and again. At last the priests
make an end. The empresses pass to

the side of the throne and stand in

front of their women. The clergy with-
draws.

The little Czar is left alone. For a

moment he does not move. An im-

mense space has been made round him.

In the" silence a little boy runs cut from

the grand-ducal party and starts to-

ward the Czar, smiling and important.
It is the Grand Duke Dimitry Pavlo-

vitch; parental authority reaches out

and captures him. Then with an effort,
it seems, the Czar begins his long, soli-
tary march, the length of the hall, to-

ward the throne. He bows slightly to

right and left—the gilded dignitaries
abase themselves; the deputies stare at
him with eyes troubled, sceptical, be-

wildered. And who would not stare at

this little green figure, strutting with

short-legged dignity, through splendour
so barbaric, to the theatrical throne? A

sombre little man! With care not to

disarrange the purple mantle he sits

down upon the throne. A chamberlain
hands him a paper. He glances it over

and rises; and in a steady, metallic
voice he reads the speech from the

throne. Now and then the even flow
of wbrds is broken by a stress of

emphasis; but he makes no gestures.
Aery calmly, without visible emotion,
he recites the words which, though he

knows it not, strip him of autocracy,
and fiee the one hundred and forty mil-

lions of men he has held in the hollow

of his hand.

"I salute in you.” and he glances at

the black mass of the people's deputies,
“the chosen best men, whom I com-

manded my subjects to elect. Difficult

and complicated dkties await you. I

am convinced that love of your native

land and a true desire to be useful to
it will dictate your acts. I, on my part,
will protect, without wavering, the in-

stitutions which I have granted, for I
am firmly convinced that you will do
all in your power to serve the father-

land with devotion: to give satisfaction
to the needs of the peasants, so dear

to my heart: to force the education of

the people and the development of their

prosperity, always remembering that

for a state to be really prosperous it
does not only need liberty,, but also

order, based on the principles of the

constitution. May my ardent wish to

see my people happy bs realized, and

may I leave as an inheritance to my
son a solid, well-organized, and highly
civilized state. May God bless the task
which is before me in collaboration with
the Council of the Empire and the
Duma, and may this day of rejuvena-
tion for Russia, from the moral point
of view, mark the renaissance of new

forces. Go to the task for which I have
convoked yon, and may you fully justi-
fy the confidence of the Czar and of

the Russian people. May God help me

and help you.”
Even sis he says “God help us!” the

Mild cheers break out; it is a tumult
enormous, uncouth, frenetic; wave after

wave, the cheers roll across the hall,
echoing and re-echoing; the grand dukes

Bhouting—Boris, red and swollen

with drink, waves a blue handkerchief;
and the white-breasted duchesses, in

broidered sarajaus. cheer; and the old

generals and the old senators and th?

old tebinovniks ctiirassed in gold. The
military bands crash the national
hymn. Only the deputies do not cheer.

They are silent and morose. On the
side where they are grouped not one

cry is nfsed. When the t'zar, passing
out. bows to them, they give no sign.
They huddle there, timid, melancholy,
confused—it was not for this they had

been sent up to Petersburg, bearing the

hopes of the nation. And when the

empresses have departed, followed by
lesser royalties, they shuttle out of the

throne room, whispering bitter words.

One old peasant (whom you shall see

again) looks with sombre eyes at the
naked backs and white breasts of the

women and says: "Do they think they
can buy us with that!”

And Seniek. the t ossack, glares at dig-
nitaries plastered with gold, ami says:
“They told us there was no gold left in

Petersburg!”
And the little mechanic-deputy in the

yellow shoes waves a dirty hand and

cried aloud a phrase. They tell me what

he said was: "All this is ours—and we’ll
take it, too!”

A pageant and an experiment—the
loosing of unknow n forces.

You come out on the quay in time to

see the Tsar take boat. He still wears,
the green trousers and boots, but has

donned a white tunic. As he comes down
the steps the "populace”—stationed at
either extremity—raises a loyal cry. The

deputies, straggling by, pay no heed. And

for a little while the Tsar stands there

in the sunlight, the centre of a little

circle, dominated by the tall old man

with grey sidewhiskers—the Grand

Duke Vladimir. Then unaccompanied he

goes down to the little wharf. The Em-

press and the Dowager-Empress walk

slowly after him. one in black and the

other in grey. The little launch puts
out into the stream and the Tsar is

taken baek to the safety of Peterhof.

HI.

THE VOICE OF THE NATION.

The Taurus Palace got its name from
that general of Catherine 11. who con-

quered those Asian hills. It was built a

few years before the French Revolution.

It stands in fair gardens out in the

Liteiny quarter, flanked by barracks of

the troopers of the guard; on one side
is a. prison, and on the other rise the
five blue domes of the Cathedral of the

Resurrection of the Redeemer. Archi-

tecturally, its bastard classicism recalls
the old White House at Washington. It
was toward this vast edifice that all St.

Petersburg marched that torrid after-

noon, for the Little Father had gone and
the streets were free once more. Sol-

diers and police looked on, indifferent.
The crowd poured into the broad Chpaler-
naia leading to the Taurus Palace, and.

when the street was filled from side to

side, men scaled the balconies and perch-
ed on walls and rofs. And through this
close packed mob there throbbed a

fierce rhythm of exultation. There w ere

thousands of women, old and young;
some of them were pretty in a haggard
way. Louder thau the men they lifted
the cry of lib«t*'y—Svoboda! svoboda! It

became a chant, a menace, a declaration

of rights. Svoboda—l saw one girl who

leaped in the air and spat full in the

face of a trooper. He wiped his beard

and did not budge. And the crowd yelled
with delight. Oh, liberty had come at

last! I began to understand the soul of

the mob. Such maenads as these, lean

and hysterical, shouted once "A Versail-

les! A Versailles!” and may some day
shout “to Peterhof! To Peterhof!”

Women of the people and female stu-

dents; with them many well-dressed
men, but one and all the product of the

great city; city-bred, too these vision-

ary students, Poles, Jews, Armenians,
dreamers, fanatics, gaunt “intellectuals,”
hungry with ambition, afire with envy,
thrown up from the blaek under-world of

eity life—svoboda! So much they bad

already gained, that speech was free.

Here one and there another started up
to harangue his fellows, impatient, ver-

bose, with Slavic indignation and fury.
From the balcony of the Democratic dub

in the Chpalernaia an orator declaimed
wild words. Suddenly a little detach-
ment of cavalry came moving down the

crowded street. The mob broke and lied

in panie stricken disorder. For a mo-

ment it had forgotten it was free. The
soldiers rode by laughing as one laughs
at children. And the women, suddenly

rememlx’riug they were free. screamed,

••Drath to them! Death! Death!” The

orator on the balcony gesticulated and

beat hi* palms together, and there was

no end to his liberty of speech
Drat intolerable, the sun blazing down,

ami from democracy in sweat and tri-

umph an odour rising inure intolerable
than the heat.

Carriages began to struggle th: -ugh
the crowd. Police nor soldier* made a

way for them. ( hamb rlains. fuu-tion-

aries, ambassadors got through a* best

they could. Many of the deputies came

afoot, lighting their way. At la*t two

men—one a jh»|m? and the other a stu-

dent—made a lane for them through the

press of people: when the heavy-footed
peasants passed the crowd shouted

“Land and Liberty!” But the dominat-

ing cry was “Amnesty! Amnesty!’’
From the barred windows of the prison
innumerable handkerchiefs fluttered and

hands were thrust out—Amnestia!

Iron gates: then a broad court: finally
you go up a strip of red carpet, and.

showing your card, enter the vestibule

of the palace: Farther on is the Hall of
Wasted Footsteps, lighted by great win-
dows veiled by sulphur-coloured cur-

tail:*: round the walls stand rei velvet

benches, severely Empire; fastened to

the pillars are little boxes into which

aristocracy tosses half-burned cigarettes
and into which democracy spits. The

men who come and go are history-mak-
ers. Sooner or later their names will

get themselves impressed on the public
mind-—Stakhoviteh and Kovalevski, the

“liberal leaders”: Milyoukov. the his-

torian (he was once u professor in Chi-

cago). who is a leader among the con-

stitutional democrats, a skeptical, theo-

rising man; Nabokov and Feodorov, who

look toward the French constitution as

a basis for Russian republicanism; and.

mure than any one else, Roditchev. the
orator of the Assembly. Speak for a

moment with tins man. He is Sourov,
deputy of the peasants of the Valuga: a

dark bearded man. with black hair

waved oft his forehead; and to your
question, “What do you want?” he

laughs, showing strong, whit? t* vth. ami

answers, “Everything!” No political
platform could be simpler.

These men have their grip on the fu-

ture.

What will they make of it? For in-

stance, Savvelier, the labour deputy from

Moscow. a working printer: he has a

face of savage energy, big moustache,
outstanding ears, and frowning brows;
or this Tartar from the government of

Oufa, who wears the dress of hi* race—

Huranichiteli. a slow, deep, dangerous
man. And here, soft-stepping, hugely
bearded, conies a Jewish rabbi and takes

your hand: “1 am Levine, the deputy of
Wilna.”

You have speech with him in German;
suddenly he asks: “Do you know my sis-

ter? She is a playwright in New York.

Her name is Martha M<»rton.”

And this is Khexilenko, of Poltava, a

calm old man. He takes your hand be-

tween both of his big paws and holds it

while he talk*. “I have been sent here

to get the land for the people the land

for the people.” h' says slowly, “and
unless 1 get it I shall never go back

my brothers will kill me surely.” From
him you turn to a tall, clear-eyed. indif-

ferent gentleman, who watches with

amused eyes these moujiks and rabbi*

and mechanics, ami he says:
“ I he best

thing is autocracy enlightened by public
opinion”—it is Englchardt. a leader of

the Autocratic party, (hit of such clash-

ing opinions and ambitions and wants

the Duma is to make a government. Be-

fore we go in, however, to the C hamber,

you should mark this burly, handsome,

insolent man. who strolls up and down

with half-shut eyes. He is Prime Paul

Dolgoroukov.. Moscow elected him to

the Duma: he resigned his seat in favour

of a Jewish hanker, Ilertzenslein.
“He knows more about finances than

T do,” said the Prince, with a pretty ges-

ture of indifference.

A son of Rurik, of older royal race

than the Romanofs. he looks upon the

Little Czar as a kind of usurper who has

got in his way; and in a covert, lashion

he dreams of making a constitutional

Russia of which he shall be the head. He

seeks friends in all parties—even the red-
dest. “Why shouldn’t they throw

bombs?” he askes and shrugs hi* shoul-

ders. And so with half-shut eyes he

walks up and down the Hall of Wasted

Footsteps, dreaming.
The Chamber is bright and spacious, a

hall infinitely better than those in which

Eugland and Franco and Germany house

their parliaments. Behind the Presi-
dent’s chair and tribune is a great cir-

cular window; to the right, the minis-

terial benches —Isvolski, the new minis*

ter of foreign affairs, has already take*
hi* place; in front the member*' seal*

rise, circle after riicle. There is a long
gallery facing the tribune, set apart fop

joumali-t- and ambassadors. It is near-

ly five o’clock when the four hundred and
twenty three deputies take their places,
3 he peasants come la*t. for they have

waited for the “Te Drum? which was

d ani-vd id the Hall of Wasted Foet*tcps.
.1 here js little ceremony. M. Frits* h. the
senior memL r of the 4’«nmcif of the Em-

pire.epen-. the sitting in the « ;.ar’*namv;
and (he state Secretary, Ixhull, Mini-

mon* the members to sign lb • oath of
allegiance. This takes a long time; fur
an hour the members file past Moham-

medans, Jews, Catholics, Russian*, tak-

ing the vow of loyalty to the throne.

And then comes the election of Presi-

dent. It is evident at once that this

matter has been settled in preliminary
caucus. By six o’clock Muromtsev has

been elected almost unanimously: ami a

few moments later the fust President

of a Russian parliament takes 11 r chaii

amid a whirlwind of applau*-. A’l thix
i* very dull and businesslike.

For a moment Muromtsev is worth

studying, though, according to I he im-.x

orable law of revolutions, hr will he

eclipsed ere long like his prototype, the

Abe Sieves, He is a grave old man, a

professor of law. lli* turn of mind is

wholly academic. And yet in the first

flush of his triumph he shows a flash of

energy. On the floor of the llou*e the

Czar’s functionaries come and go. whis-

pering the Deputies into order. Muromt-

sev glares at them through his spec-
tacles. ’Then in a harsh, schoolmasterly
voice he orders them to leave the ( ham-

brr. They troop out, angry or laugh-
ing. and the deputies applaud by ‘lap-
ping their hands. Fur the first time

Democracy fee’s it* power.

hi due order the Vice-Presidents and

Secretaries should he elected; but the

(’handier is in no mood for work. The

street eric*. “Amnesty! Amnesty!” are

still ringing in their ears. Petrnnkevitch

rises. He waits for no man's permission.
An old. gray insurgent, he has spent
half his life in the exile of S.brria and

Archaugel.
“I demand the amnesty!” he shouts;

and looses a torrent of high k<y<<! elo-

quence. So time brings in ils revenge.
When the present Czar took the throne,
Petrunkevitch came up Iwaring the con-

gratulations am! allegiance <»f the

Zemstvo of Tver. and. as he bowed to

his monarch, he said: “Majesty, Russia

is ripe for a constitution!”

The ( zar made two answers. He said,
“It is a senseless dream.’’ And scut

Petrunkevift h to Siberia.

The year* have made that senseless

dream a reality, and in a constitutional

assembly the old exile demand* liberty
for those who have fought. con*pire<l,
and killed in he Indy cause. Think you

the deputies cheer? Iln* wild Muscovite

cries rise like points <»t Ila me and men-

ace. Only the old Muromt*ev w/vhes;
all thi* is out of time ami order; the

speech from the throm* tnu-t be an-

swered first: ami with sehoolmast mly
decision he adjourns the lhm:a. bidding
the deputie* come again in two days, it

is not very parliamentaiy. hut •<> ended

the first day. Shall ww call it titr first

a t of the tragedy?
Revolutions, you know. rar<ly have <l

happy ending until they have w»nked

their way through the ltd c«>il of nnlo-

drama.

In the Palace of tin- Taurus tin- autho-

rities had established a buffet. a restaur-

ant, and a tearoom. I was silting at

one of th<‘ litt’e tables drinking tea from

a glass ami eating cherry tail*. In the

garden without was n little lake with an

island; down the lilac lim’d paths sol-

diers in white tunics, with red and white

caps, were loitering.
“You see our guard of honour, eh?”

H was Seniek. the Cossack, wh-pok«-;
he i* a friend of mine. He sat <b wn amt

called for beer.

“Well, at last,” said f, “youhe got

your constitution.”
Seniek is a big fellow, with wild, black

eyes and a.heavy list; In* beat the table

till the glasses danced and <l»‘clnred that

constitutions were a farce—“We want

the Commune! M ,
Roditchev, the great orator, came up

and listened with a calm, cynical smile;

then he shrugged his shoulders and lit a.

cigarett".
ou see,” he said, ‘’what is to bo

done?”

Now Roditchev is wise, broad, liberal;

v it haI he is a man of fiery detuorracy—•
when he speaks, the blue eyes shining, the

grey-blond hair tossed bark from the

white foridiead, you feel the force of real

thing*; and yet hi* knowledge lea<U him
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no further than: “What is to be done?”
So welt knows the turbulent races of
his land! Xnd you and 1, before we go

•way from this place where history has

feei: mad'*, let us try to untangle the

multipile threads of the problem. Peters-

burg has its Dream of liberty: outside

lie city, drunk with tile Dream, goes

shouting —men kiss each.other ami weep.

Here; we may drink our tea. you and I,
searching for what lies under the pageant
and the experiment.

IV.

THE BED DREAM.

fine fact should lie held in mind: the

revolution has been aimed not so much

■gainst the Tsar as against the bureau-

cracy. Il was this extraordinary or-

ganisation which formed the nation out

of chaos. I'he bureaucracy mad? Russia,

{since Catharine's day it has exercised,

in the name of the Tsar, absolute author-

ity. It was strong enough to annihilate

the efforts of two Tsars —one of whom

said. ‘I shall live and die a republican”—

to deliver their power to the people. The

present popular movement has its roots

far back in the past. The question now

is. not whether the people will triumph,
lut how they will triumph. Are Tsar

and people to triumph together; or is the

tminbre little idealist of Tsarskoe-Selo

•to I>c dragged down in the ruin of the

bureaucracy?
Before th* meeting of the Duma, he

piomulgaied what he called the funda-

mental Law-. of the Empire.- This was

rcitlier a constitution nor a charter. It

was a declaration of what the Crown

would yield and of what it would keep.
It announced his supreme, autocratic
authority. It gave him the power of

veto on all laws voted by the Duma. It
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reserved to him alone the discretion of the

foreign policy of the State and the right

to declare peace or war. It declared in-

violable tin* person, domicile, and pro-

perty of the individual—“save in certain

cases foreseen by law.” Lastly it decreed

Russia “one and indivisible forever.”

And with such phrases autocracy hopes
to endike and canalise the rising tide of

popular lilierty. Surely it is a dream

more visionary than that of Seniek, long-
ing f,or a commune of the Steppes.'

Thg Duma is a ferment of men and

'ambitions. Hardly as yet has it fallen

apart into organised parties. Those who

have been elected to it represent the

calmer tho.ughf of the country, for the

will of the electors was expressed only
in its second intention. In spite of this

the whole tone of the Assembly is more

democratic, more radical if you will,
than.is. for instance, that of the labour

party of England. Many'of the members

.would accept the Tsar as a constitutional
monarch, but the great ma jority is open-

Iv in favour of a republic; the radicals

■want, a United States of Russia, with a

single chamb r elected by the universal
suffrage of men and women alike, and, in

addition, they advocate a single tax on

income. Farther to the left are grouped
the independent working men whom the

•wretched Gapon betrayed; and on the

extreme left are the revolutionary social-

ists of Gorki and Minski. with Kruta-

b v’s democrats. The aristocracy has

abdicated : the bureaucracy has scattered

in disarray: there is left only this Third

JM.aj.e-in caftan and yellow boots

Behind it is grouped the vague and
obscure mass of the peasantry; they de-

mand their own lilierty and the land of
.others. ,

And tiie Conservatives? There are no

Conservatives; they have gone down into

iicinocraey as into a cave where they may

hide, 'flic moderate men. the constitu-

tional democrats who control the Duma

to-day, will pass. In revolutions power
moves always to the left. Sooner or

later the red battalion will ride into

power. And then there will be. left nei-

ther Witte (who is less a .man than a

alrsita-gem) nor Prince Paul, making
l-.imscjf little that he may be made great;
the fatted lawyers, too, and the grey pro-
fessors will go their way—not, however,

that dark -nml savage little printer from
Moscow. Somov will remain; he who

wants “Everything!” In other words,
devolution to-day means socialism; in

Itiissi,t, as everywhere else, it is the great
fact. Moreover, in Russia as everywhere
llsc,'socialism is a creation of the intel-

lectual proletariat. It was born in the
*Miu»c,pvite world a generation ago. After

Jhe Turkish war bureaucracy asked it-
selfcwhy it had been so badly served—<
why its information bureau's had failed;
and some one answered “It is the lack of
•duration.'*

Education? What’s that?”

“ft’s something they have in Ger-

“Ah, then, send to ennany and get
some." .- . »

•,

And all over Russia colleges and uni-
versities were established—in cities and

towns broadcast. Generation after gen-

eration was given “education.” But

what was to lx* done with them? Thou-

sands were fitted into the bureaucratic
organisation; thousands more came

clamouring — lean and hungry.'intellec-
tuals. too fine for the work of the fields,
aiire with ambition and discontent, So

Russia had “education” and the revolu-

tion. The gaunt intellectuals went to

the p-’ople. They taught the peasant the

simple socialism of coveting the land of

his neighbour and the land of the. State.

They gave the red hope to the black bri-

gade of th? factory towns. And they are

the power that waits without, while in

the Duma the academic Girondins cheer

each other’s speeches. It is of them that

Roditchiv speaks as the “Red Reserve.”

The peasants want the land; the Poles

want Home Rule; the Jews want equal-
ity: each race, each caste, has its own

ambitions and needs. One and all de-
mand a freedom greater than the world
has known. And this poor little Duma
has been thrown to them as one throws

a worm into an ant-heap. It is the be-

ginning. not the end. Surely never any
nation was so charged with the elements
of hate, of fearful hope, of lawless ideal-
ism. It is as though the social structure

were sapped and filled with powder
awaiting the first spark. What may
come I know not, nor does any man; for
in the darker ways of Russian life the
eternal Anarchs prowl and from one to
the other they pass the word: "We are

the dogs of revolution that knaw the

bones of kings!” and recognise each other
in the dark. What will be will be. The
Tsar has opened the door not to reform
but to the great social revolution; and

throughout the immense Russias the Red
Drcam ise spreading from town to town,
from mir to mir.

In the “Congregationalist” is a curious

story about rats, which seems to indi-
cate that they will not ' remain xwliere

their company is not desired, if politely
invited to change their quarters, though
everybody knows . that they are driven

out with difficulty. Here is a perfectly
true story which corroborates that one.

My house is supposed to be rat-proof,
and was so when quite new, but at one

time, more than 20 years ago, wo had a

large colony of rodents, greatly to our

annoyance, and it was with us a matter

of daily wonder where they found a

weak spot in our defences among them.

One evening a young lady from a friend's

family, living in a large, fine house near-

ly a mile away, was with us. and the talk

turned on rats, as we heard ours scam-

pering up and down the walls.

The young lady said that none had
ever been in their house, and she did

not think there was any point at which
they could enter. My eldest daughter,
a great wit, said: “I’ve heard that, if

politely invited to do so in writing, rats
will leave any house and go to any other
to which they may be directed, and 1 will

tell ours that at your house they will
find spacious quarters and an excellent

commissariat.”
At the moment, before us all. she

wrote the most grandiloquent letter to

the large family of rats that had so

favoured us with their presence, point-
ing out to them that at No. 65. Pearl-

street. was a large, fine house which had

never been favoured with the residence

of any of their family, where they would

find ample quarters and a fat larder.

When finished, she read the missive to

the company, and we had a great laugh
over it. As an old superstition, she then

put lard upon it, and carried it into the

attic, where it would probably be found

by those to whom it was directed.
A few days later the young lady whs

at our house again, and burst into a

laugh, exclaiming: “Our house is over-

run with rats!” That recalled to us the

-fact that we had heard none in our

walls. My daughter went ib,the attic,
and the letter was gone. While they
were talking and laughing over the curi-
ous affair, a friend cante in, and, hearing
the talk, said that two evenings before,
in the bright moonlight, he saw several
rats running down Congress-street, being
the straight road to Pearl street. We
have never been troubled with them
since, but. I have not heard how it has
)x*en with the house to which our bene-
ficiaries were directed. ——

Scientific Useful

THE MAGNETIC KNIFE.

Most sailors carry a sheath-knife, and

no fisherman is without one when a

trawler goes to sea. But it is only just
beginning to be recognised what risk to

shipping may be involved in the prac-
tice. It appears that knives of a highly-
magnetised kind are nowadays being sold

in large numbers to seafarers, and that

some of these instruments are so mag-
netic that if the wearer brings them

within 18 inches of the compass-bowl he

may defleet the needle fully two points
either way. Quite recently there have

been an exceptional number of fatalities

to steam trawlers, and people are specu-

lating as to how far the magnetised
knife may be responsible for stranding

attributable to deviation from the cor-

rect course. The matter is regarded as

so serious that the secretary of the

Grimsby Steam Fishing Vessels’ Insur-

ance Company has issued a formal notice

to masters, in which he points out that,

while they cannot always prevent these

knives from being carried by members of

their crews, they must stringently direct

that no knife shall be worn by any per-

son who is steering the vessel, or who

is on the look-out in the bridge-house.
A hope is added that manufacturers will

see the importance of producing knives

which shall be non magnetic, and there-

fore incapable of producing the risks to

which the circular draws attention.

FLYING SNAKES.

Although the alleged flying power of

certain Malay frogs is now generally
considered to be a myth, according to

Mr. R. Shelford, who recently read a

note on the subject before the London

Zoological Society, three tree-snakes

from Borneo are stated by the natives

(and native testimony has very general-

Iv at least, a foundation of truth) to

be possessed of the power of taking fly-

ing leaps from the boughs of trees to .
the ground. The snakes in question,
which belong to two distinct groups,

are respectively named “Chrysopela
ornata,” “C. chrysochlora,” and “Den-

drophis pictus.” In all three of these,

the scales on the lower surface of the

body are provided with a suture or

hinge-line on each side; and by means

of a muscular contraction these scales

can be drawn inwards, so that th-.* whole

lower surface becomes quite concave,

and the snake itself may be compared
to a rod of bamboo bisected longitudi-
nally. By experiments on “C. ornata”-

it was seen that the snake when falling

from a height descended not in writhing
coils, but with the body held stiff and

rigid, and that the line of the fall was

at an angle to a straight line from the

point of departure to the ground. In

the author’s opinion it is highly pro-

bable that the concave ventral surface

of the snake helps to buoy it up in its
fall; as it can be shown that a longitu-

dinally bisected rod of bamboo falls

more slowly than an undivided rod of

equal weight.—“Knowledge.”

♦ ♦ ♦

DREAMERS HAVE NO

MEMORY.

No one is ever surprised in a dream.

A man dreaming is at one moment

bathing in the sea and at the next mo-

ment soaring in a balloon, but the sud-

den and inexplicable change does not

surprise him. Nor is he surprised to

meet in the flesh friends long dead; nor

is he surprised to find himself doing
deeds that really are beyond him, as

winning the love of notable beauties, or

knocking out champion heavy-weights,
or, if politically inclined, besting in de-
bate Mr. Chamberlain or Sir Henry,

Campbell-Bannerman. No one, says a

writer in “Popular Science Siftings,” is

ever surprised in a dream, and live rea-

son is that dreamers have no memory.
In real life, to be pursued through the
streets by a lion would be astonishing,
but this accident would be accepted in

a dream as horrible but quite common*

place, the memory not being there to

gay that it is unheard of tor Hong to

pursue meu iu cities. In the same way,
in dreams, men are not surprised to

find themselves ballooning, because

they do not remember that they were

never up in a balloon before, and they
are not surprised to find themselves

conversing witii dead people, because

they do not remember that these people
are dead. There can be no surprise
without memory, and it is because meu

have no memories in their dreams that

they then accept calmly and credulously
the most amazing and incredible things.

THE ELECTRIC PERIL.

Universal blindness, according to an

“X-ray and therapeutic expert” in Chi-

cago, is the danger threatening mankind
because of their audacity in utilising

the electric force of the universe. This

prophet of woe, Dr. H. Preston Pratt,

was called to give evidence for a young
lady who has for nearly four years been

partially blind and paralysed owing to

an electric current passing into her

body “through the atmosphere” from

the wires of the Union Traction Com-

pany, and who accordingly claimed

£lO,OOO damages. The doctor sets forth

“that corroding effects have been dis-

covered by eye specialists to proceed
from the millions of dynamos now at
work in every corner of the civilised

world. Day and night we are never free

from their baleful influences; and the

eyes—the most delicate part of the hu-

man body—are the first to suffer.”

COOKING FOOD.

The object of cooking food, apart
from the gustatory effect of bringing
out the pleasant flavours, is to increase

its digestibility by breaking up its fibres

into lengths more convenient for the di-

gestive organs to deal with. In some

instances meat would be quite as di-

gestible without cooking; and Brillat-

Savarin declared that it was not un-

pleasant to the taste. But if cooking is

only to break up th? fibres the same ef-

fect might be produced by extreme cold:

and it has been shown that meat can

in this way be “cooked” by liquid air.

A smaller degree of cold will produce
similar effects on vegetables and Dr.

Ephraim Cutter speaks in the most ap-

preciative terms of' a “frost-bitten

potato.” It was. he says, shrunken,

soft. limp, ami elastic. It looked dark

as if rotten, and yet there was no dead

or deeaving odour. Under th * micro-

scope its starch grains were shrunken,
cracked, and fissured in the long and

short diameters, wrinkled, and they pol-
arised light beautifully. From all of

which, as well as from the evidence of

taste, Dr. Cutter thinks that such po-

tatoes might be eaten without harm.

Cranberries and onions were also frozen

and tested: but though they might have

been eatable, and were at any rate

tasted, it is not quite certain from the

microscopic examination of the grains
whether they were “cooked” in the

scientific sense.

' LINSEED COMPOUND.’ The ‘Stockport Remedr’ for

CougliM andColds. Of 40 years’ proven efficacy.

• LINSEED COMPOUND.* The ‘Stockport Remedy ’ for

Coughs awl Colds. Gives immediaterelief.

‘LINSEED COMPOUND/ The ‘Stockport Remedy’ for

Coughs and Colds. Gives immediaterelief.

LINSEEDCOMPOUNO.' for CouahaandColds. Gives

instantrelief toAsthma andBronchitis.

“uSsEED COMPOUND.’ of46 years’ proven efficacy
forCoughs, Colds, Asthmaand Bronchitis, <fcc.

COAGULINE. for broken articles.

CATNANTWOM PHU/ ofMountain nas.

Agreeably Aperient. Worthy oftrial.

OT rx?NCH ,B * splendid Cure for Sea-

sickness. Is sold by all leading

Chemists and Drufglsts. Buy a bottte. J
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VERSE OLD AND

NEW

A Ballad of Vegetables.

BY JOSEPH MEEHAN.

A potato went out on a mash

And sought an onion bed;

•‘That’s pie for me!” observed the squash,
And all the beets turned red.

•‘Go ’way!” the onion, weeping, cried;
“Your love I cannot be;

The pumpkin be your lawful bride —

You canteloupe with me.”

But onward still the tuber came,

And lay down at her feet;
“You cauliflower by any name

And it will smell as wheat;
And I, too, am an early rose,

And you I’ve come to see;

So don’t turnip your lovely nose,

But spinachpt with me.”

“I do not carrot all to wed,
So go, sir. if you please!”

The modest onion meekly said,
"And lettuce, pray, have peas!

Go, think that you have never seen

Myself, or smelled my sigh;

Too long a maiden 1 have been
For favours in your rye!”

“Oh. spare a cuss,” the tuber prayed;
"My cherryshed bride you'll be;

You are the only weeping maid
That’s currant now with me!”

Am! as the wily tuber spoke
He caught her by surprise,

And. giving her an artichoke,
Devoured her with his eyes.

“Philadelphia Record.”

« m O £►

The Town of Impossibleville.

There's a wonderful town named impos-
sibleville, a village eccentric and nice,

Where no matter how hot is the midsum-

mer day the iceman leaves plenty of ice;
Jhe dairyman never once waters his milk,

hut leaves yellow cream in his wake;
The baker gives always a full loaf of bread

and the butcher serves porterhouse
steak;

The coal man gives two thousandpounds
for a ton, nor weighs up his man with
the load;

There isn't a lawyer, a judge, or a court,
and the old Golden Rule is the code;

it lies in the valley twixt Honesty Flats
and the top of Millennium Hill.

Ami it's peopled by poets and dreamers and

such—the town is Impossibleville.

’Tis a wonderful place is Impossinlcvll'e,
where there's never a scramble for pelf,

Ami the rights of mans neighbour are val-
ued as high as the rights that tie claims
for himself;

No hand-organ man on the street ever

grinds out his ancient, soul-harrowing
tunes.

Nor the man who must board haunted three

times a day with small dishes of watery
prunes;

There's only one church in Impossibleville,
and that one is all that it needs.

Nor do people lose sight of the one } rain

‘ f good in the chaff of their musty o'd

It's just over there where the Golden Rule

Heights overlook the green vale of
Good Will.

And it s peopled with folks it might please
you to meet, is the town of Impossib’e-

-No sewing society there ever meets unless
there is something to sew;

Good deeds are the coin of the realm over
there, and the whole town is Million-

• .lire's Row;
The cider’s all made from the ripest of

fruit; and, open at bottom or top.
The barrel of apples looks equally good, for

there’s only one salable crop;
Nu matter what happens the cook never

quits, nor ever .was one known to scold;
The weather is. perfect the whole livelong

year, nor ever too hot or too cold;,.
It's right over there, near the town of

Don't Fret. by the top of Millennium
Hill. - ■ ■

And it’s peopled with folks that yon don't

often meet, is the town of Impossible-
ville. ' •

'lf you'd reach (HO cool shades of Impos-
sibleville you must start on your jour-

ney in youth, • ■-

Turn aside from the main travelled road

and set foot on the little-i'ised pathway
of Truth,

Prows on, past the<t«wns-of Fair Flay, ami

Don't Fret, till’you climb up the Golden
Rule Heights.

And theii you Jook down t the vale of

Good Cheer and see all of these won-

derful sights. i- < £ '
But many have set with hoperand light

hearts determined. tp ; rgach < .this fair

Who some way have strayed front the little-
used path aiicPtre lost <fiThhe. marsh of

Dry Rot,
But it’s right ovW Htefe. whfcr# Hie Golden

Rule Heights overlook the green vale of
Good Will, ,

And it’s peopled by poets and dreamers and
such, Is the town of Impossibleville.

J, W. FOLEY,

An Honest Poet to the Editor.

This stuff I send is very poor:

’Twere scarcely worth the time it took,
It has the same old rustic seat—

The grassy mead — the winding brook.

I tried to write the thing at night;
My head was heavy, quite, as lead;

I crashed my fingers through my hair—
Alas, the Muse had gone to bed!

The metre you will find unique—
It rocks on four unsteady feet:

Ami, like the policeman that we know,
It has a most uncertain beat.

The figures are of every shape,
And how they crowd for ‘‘standing

room”!
You should have seen the row they had—

One metaphos most met its doom.

But. pardon now my greatest sin—-
-1 tagged a moral at the end!

Because I did as masters do.
Fray, don't delay my cheque to send!

I now enclose the simple verse—-
’Tis poorly done — but never mind!

I'll semi it in — 'tis just as good
As lots of other stuff you’ll find!

RAR A AVIS.

The Sin of Omission.

"it isn't rhe thing you do, dear,
It’s the thing you leave undone

Which gives you a bit of a heartache
At the setting of the sun:

The tender word forgotten.
The letter you did not write,

The flower you might have sent, dear,
Are your haunting ghostw to-night.

“The stone you might have lifted
Out of the brother’s way.

The bit ot heartsome counsel
You were hurried too much to say.

The loving touch of the hand, dear,
The. gentle, and winsome tone

That you had no time nor thought for,
With troubles enough of your own.

“These little acts of kindness,
So easily out of mind.

These chances to bo angels
Which even mortals find

They come- in night and silence
Each mild, reproachful wraith.

When hope is faint and flagging.
And a blight has dropped on faith.

“For life is all too short, dear,
And sorrow is all too great.

To suffer ou.r slow companion
That tarries until too late.

And it's not rhe thing you do. dear;
It's the thing you leave undone.

Which gives you the bitter heartache,
Ar the setting of the sun.”

MAR GARET E. SANG STEIL

O C> O O O ’

I Wonder Why?

When first wo met in the ball-room
We both were shy;

lie bowed, then asked for a two-step—
I wonder why?

We did net dance, but sat it out—
I felt less shy.

Strange! theweather was nut discussed—

1 wonder why?

lie asked two dances later on
(He was not shy!)

I cut another man for him
I wonder why?

After the ball ho came to call

Neither was shy.
lie took me to a theatre then

1 wonder why?

But now I always wonder why
We felt so shy.

For he’s the dearest man 1 know—•
My husband now.

o a a a »

Tlie Rajah s Elephant. .

The Rajah of Brandipawnec
Hail an elephant, tame as could be;

Till one day he enraged
The poor creature, whin caged,

By a very stale liiin for its tea.

And the elephant took an. oath lie

For this insult a vended would be;
And the first chance he got
Was when Some foreign ‘“pot”

Paid a visit to Brandipawnec.

Said the Rajah: “My elephant, see,

Is as gentle as gentle with me;

He will go through his tricks
Like a cat. on hot bricks,

For Ills tread Is as light as a flea.’*.

And tlie Rajah lay flilt as could be

Down in front’of the elephant. He

. I’nt- his foot on the.., chest ,
Of the Rafail. and pressed 7 7 —-

(So the jpon rules in Brandipawnee!)

A T 0 EV£RY LADY T 0 MAKEA wit DELICIOUS CUSTARD

PROPOSAL WITH

f > BIRD’S
HO M CUSTARD

POWDER
A DAILYLUXURYf

BIRD’S Custard Powdsr makes a pcr.'ect High-Class Custard at a minimum

of cost and trouble. Used by all the leading Dlplcrncs of the South
Kensington Schoolor Cookery, London. Invaluable also fora varietyof
Sweet Dishes, recires for which accompany every packet.

NO EGGS NO RISK! NO TROUBLE!

Storekeepers can obtain Supplies trout ail the lesdiap Wholesale Houses.,

Hudson’s Eumenthol Jujubes
FOR THE LUNGS, a ■n.ZZZ...

,

THE THROAT, n ?

THE VOICE.
Suited for

The Great Antisoptic OLD and YOUNG
Remedy for the CO and Invaluable to
Cure of Coughs,

1

Colds, Bronchitis,
SINGERS ana

and Influenza,and PUBLIC
the Prevention of SPF \l€FU'<
Consumption.

80LD BY ALL CHEMISTS, in Tins, Is. 6d.; from the Manufacturer. G. HUDSON, Chemist, Ipswich,
Queensland—post free on receipt of stamps. Sydney Depot: 5and 7 QUEEN’S’PL ACM,
London Agent— W. F. PASMORE, Chemist, 320 Regent Street. VV.

MELLIN’S

Contains no Starch and makes
a perfect Food for a baby

from birth.

Samples and pamphlet, “The Care of Infants,"

free on • pplication to GOLLIN & CO. PROPY.,

LIMITED. WELLINGTON.

I Waltham |
I ® WATCHESI
§ ® Better than ever—the best watches
|| in the world. Behind them are ®

§ a century of high reputation
»

and a strong guarantee, good for

all time. . H
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Here and There

"iiti t

'Fhe Servant Question: To get one.

The Divorce Question: How much ali-

mony?
The Social Question: To live beyond

your means and keep out of debt.

The Marriage Question: What time

did you get home last night?
The Money Question: How to raise it.

The Race Question:What are the

odds?

The Sunday Question: Getting up in
time for church.

The Question: Asking her father-.

A ‘ Neat” Suggestion.

The “Lancet” is beginning a temper-
ance crusade. Not one of the ridiculous

superficial kind. The very reverse.

Our contemporary goes to the root of
the matter. Whisky may go to pot
for all it cares. Nothing is to be gain-
ed by attacking alcohol. The insidious

soda-water is what must be assailed.
‘‘There are' scores and scores of persons
who would never have cultivated the
taste for whisky unless they had had
the opportunity of mixing it with soda-

water and converting it into an effer-
vescing beverage.” That discovery is

quite beautiful in its truth. Why has
nobody thought of it before? Real
temperance reformers will implore the

“Lancet” to place itself at the head of
the new temperance movement. Crush-
ing blows must be dealt at such wicked
drinks as lemon kali, sherbet (so-called)
and the whole tribe of aerated waters.
We shall be made a sober nation by
the simple process of driving men to
drink whisky neat.

“Save Your Voices," says Patti. ■

Madeline Adelina Patti, on the occa-

sion of her last visit to America, gave
this as the secret of her long retention
of her great vocal gifts:

“1 should never have kept my voice
until now.” she said, “if I had gone in-
to opera. Opera ruins a voice. No

voice can stand that strain upon it for

many years and keep its first youth and

power. The woman who wishes to keep
her voice unimpaired in quality must
learn to save it, just as she saves her

physical strength. If I had become an

opera singer I should have retired ten

years ago.
“Even yet.” she added, “I save my

voice constantly. People say, ‘Madame
Patti does not give her entire pro-
gramme with the dash that she used to.
She cannot sing as she did,’ 1 answer:

-Mi, yes, Madame Patti can. Only now
she is obliged to save her voice in every
effort. If she spent it recklessly, as she
might easily do. she could not. in a lit-
tle lime, sing at all.’ No voice is inex-
haustible. but not every one learns this
in time.”

Strange Things in Figures.

A very curious number is 142.857,
which multiplied by 1,2. 3, 4. 5 or 6 gives
the same figures in the same order? be-
ginning at a different point, but if multi-
pli.-d by seven gives all nines: Multiplied
by one it equals 142.857. multiplied bv
two equals 285,714. multiplied by three
equals 428.571. multiplied by four equals
571.428. multiplied by five equals 714.285,
multiplied by six equals 857,142. multi-

plied by seven equals 999.999. Multiplv
142,857 by eight and you have 1,142,856.
Then add the first figure to the last, and
you have 142.857, the original number,
the figures exactly the same as at the
start. Another mathematical wonder is
the following: It is discovered that the

multiplication of 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1 by 45
gives 4, 44. 44. 44, -14, 45. Reversing the
order of the digits and multiplying 12 3
4 5 6 7 8 9 by 45, we get a result equally
curious, 5, 555, 555, 505. If we take
1234 5 6789 as the multiplicand,
and interchanging the figures of 45. take

54 as the multiplier. 6, 666. 666. 606. Re-

turning to the multiplicand. 9 8 7 0 5 4 3
2 1, and taking 54 as the multiplier again,

we get 53. 333. 333, 35—a1l 3’s except the

first and last figures, which together
read 54—the multiplier. Taking the

same multiplicand, and 27, the half of 54,
as the multiplier, we get a product of

26.1i66.666.667—all 6’s except the first and

last figures, which together read 27, the

multiplier. Now, interchanging the

order of the figures 27 and using 72 as

the multiplier, and 98765 4 3 21 as

the multiplicand, we get a product of

71.111.111.112—a1l I’s except the first and
last figures, which read together 72—the

multiplier.

In a Grocer's Shop.

An amusing incident recently occurred

at a grocer’s shop in Plaistow. The pac-

kets of tea exhibited in the windows of

the shop in question are “dummies,”
made of wood.

A lady who wanted some tea refused
a packet from those kept in racks be-

hind the counter, as she: said they were

different from those in the window. The

manager, recognising the fact that she

would only accept those from the win-
dow, was forced to gratify her wishes.

The packet was duly wrapped, and the

money' was taken, but the purchaser was

evidently- ashamed of herself, as she

never returned the block of wood, for

•which she had paid tenpence. the price
of half a pound of tea.

Tit for Tat.

He rejoiced in the not very humorous

name of Wood, and he prided himself on

his jokes and smart repartees. Few of
his friends had escaped the lash of his

tongue, and he had victimised many by
his practical jokes. In fact, he never

lost an opportunity of being funny.
One day be met a friend whose name

was Stone, and naturally a name like

that was too good a chance to miss.

“Good-morning. Mr Stone,” he said,
gaily, “and how is Mrs Stone and all the

little pebbles?”
“Oh. quite well, Mr Wood,” was the

withering reply. “How’s Mrs Wood and

all the little splinters?”

Why We Catch Cold.

Dr. Arthur W. Thomas claims that as

he personally has a perfect talent,
amounting almost to a genius, for

“catching cold,” he has naturally de-

voted some time and thought to the

matter, and has come to these conclu-

sions. Chill in pure air has nothing
whatever to do with it. You may get
wet to the skin, sit in through draughts,
spend nights in an open boat, you will

never get a common cold: bronchitis,
rheumatism, you may' have, but a com-

mon catarrhal cold never, without direct

bacterial infection. Chill may lower

your vitality, and make you more sus-

ceptible—that is all. Again, you must

possess a suitable soil for the growth of

catarrhal micro-organism. This is curi-

ously exemplified in his own family of
his wife, himself, and daughter. His

wife never catches a cold; his daughter
takes after him, and can hardly enter a

church or tramcar without developing
catarrh. Churches arc the great sources

of infection. They are never ventilated,
and in a health resort visitors and
strangers arc constantly bringing down

fresh supplies of the septic organisms
that produce common catarrh and influ-
enza, Antiseptic treatment is needed for
the cure of such a condition.

Sound Business Hints.

Mr. William Whiteley-, the famous

Universal Provider of London, who built

up his gigantic business from absolutely
nothing, has been telling in a Home

paper about his career. In the course

of his article he says:—There are cer-

tain trite little maxims which I have
been careful to observe throughout my
business career, and although you may
say they are somewhat obvious, I would

point out that it is those things that ar*

most obvious that so frequently get over-

looked altogether. Here they are:

Add your conscience to your capital I
It is not- the largeness of your capi-

tal, but the smallness of your want*

tliat will make you rich.
Watch the waste.

Be discreet in your transactions; run

no risk that you cannot meet withont

inconvenience.

Trust in self help.
Always pay as you go; if you caret

pay, don't go. .
Civility costs nothing.
It is better to be the victim than the

culprit.
Never disappoint a client.
Don’t despise trifles; the ocean is

made out of drops of water.

Keep cool;’don’t lose your temper, -
Fair trading means successful trad-

ing.
These are the maxims which have

guided me throughout my business

career. They have enabled me to carry
on my business for over forty years suc-

cessfully.

Interesting Facts About Germany,

Area. 208.830 square miles: population,
56,367,178.

The German Empire consists of
twenty-five States and the reiehsland of

Alsace-Lorraine. The largest of these

is Prussia.

Berlin, the capital, is also the largest
city, its population being 1.888.848. Ber-

lin leads the cities of the world in the

cleanliness of its streets, the beauty of

its window gardens, and the utter ab-

sence of .ragged, slovenly persons.
Her chief staples for manufacturing

are coal and iron.

Every German capable of bearing arms

has to serve in the standing army or

navy six years—as a rule, from the end

of the twentieth year until the begin-
ning of the twenty-seventh year of age.

although liability to military service be-

gins on the completion of the seven-

teenth year.
Germany’s peace footing is estimated

at 24,374 officers and 582,408 men, and

although no statements regarding her

war strength are published, it is esti-

mated that under her present organisa-
tion she would have more than 3.000,000
trained men to place on the battlefield.

Her modern navy consists of 13 first-

class battleships, 12 second and third
class battleships, 8 coast defence-ships,9
armoured cruisers, 20 first-class cruisers,
19 other cruisers, 27 seagoing gunboats,
10 river gunboats, 58 torpedo-boat de-
stroyers, 103 torpedo boats, 160 other

vessels. Officers, 2646; men, 37.610.

Only Great Britain. France, and the

United States are greater in naval
strength.

Germans eat six meals a day: break-

fast, “ second” and “ third” breakfast,
dinner (after which the men take their
noonday nap), “vesper” and an early
supper, often followed on their return

home by a later and more substantial

meal.

Woman has conquered quite a large
field of her own in German journalism,
and of the professional writers of fiction

about 50 per cent, are women. Census

statistics show that there are at least
three female blacksmiths and onecopper-
smith in the empire.
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A maiden was leisurely sitting.
With an interesting book, in thesun—

“

Tis early, she said, witha nod of herhead
But my washing, through SAPON, is done.
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Books and Bookmen

FENWICK’S CAREER: Mrs. Humphrey
Ward (Macmillan and Co.. London).

A new book from the versatile pen ot

the writer of “The Marriage of William
Ashe” will be received with more than

ordinary interest, and, though “Fen-

wick’s Career” lacks the brilliant dia-

logue the author has hitherto accus-

tomed us to, we are more than compen-

sated by the very real insight given us

of the lives, aspirations, ambitions, and

limitations of those dwellers who are

popularly said to inhabit Bohemia, and

designated artists, from which place, whe-

ther they be Idealistic, Impressionist, or

Hedonistic, the geniuses emerge, bearing
the hall mark of the academy, and suc-

cess stamped upon them, and hie them
to the flesh pots of Egypt. And Bohemia

knows them no more. The scene is laid

in Westmoreland, London, and Ver-

sailles. In the delightful description of

Langdale Pikes the reader will bo re-

minded of “Robert Elsmere,” and, if a

North Country man, will be smitten with

home sickness, and will long for “the

snowy tops of the mountains and the

sound of angry wate.rs”; while in the

picture drawn of “Trianon,” silent, de-

serted, decaying, the tragedy of the

French revolution will be brought back

as vividly as though it had happened
only yesterday. John Fenwick, the son

of a Kendal bookseller of substantial
means, has married Phoebe. Gibson, a

poor school assistant, which folly, cou-

pled with the fact that he despises his

father’s business, having strong artistic

tendencies, causes a rupture between

himself and his father, which ends in his

being thrown upon the world with no

prospect other than the painting of rus-

tic portraits, the commissions for which

being few, and the remuneration small,
constitute a sufficiently poor outlook
for one who, whatever his faults as a

man, had within him the elements of a

great painter. At the time this story
opens Fenwick had executed a commis-
sion for Mr. Morrison, the manager of

the local bank—namely, to paint the

portrait of his daughter Bella, which

portrait, though an exceedingly good one,
is not a thing of beauty, Bella Morri-

son being both plain of feature and

vixenish of expression. She is bitterly
disappointed with it, and Mr. Morrison

suggests that Fenwick shall add a few

gracing touches to it. But Fenwick,
who has suffered a great deal of rude-

ness at the lady’s hands, sees no reason

far such embellishment, saying that it
is a line piece of painting, and refusing
to supply her with the graces she lacks,
and the portrait is delivered as at first

painted, which causes Bella Morrison to

conceive herself deliberately insulted,
and she vows vengeance, and keeps her

word to the undoing, as the sequel will

show, of Fenwick and his wife Phoebe.

Fenwick is surprised at this time by re-

ceiving an offer from Morrison, who is

an expert in art matters, to supply him

with money to go to London, there to

study and attain to proficiency in his art,
■which offer Fenwick accepts, almost be-

side himself, as it is the cherished dream

of his life, undertaking at the same time

to repay the loan in pictures within a

year. He determines to leave Phoebe

and his little daughter (Carrie) behind,
both on the score of economy and also

fearing that a wife and child would

be a hindrance to study. To this Phoebe
strongly objects at first, knowing her

husband’s weakness in money matters,
and for pretty faces; but he brings her

round to his own way of thinking at last,
and departs for London, taking up his
residence in a house and neighbourhood
where artists congregate. Going one day
to the rooms of a fellow artist, he is in-
troduced to “Lord Findon,” a wealthy
patron of art, and is asked by him if he

Jias anything of his own to show. Fen-
wick takes him up to his room and shows

him a half-finished picture, which be lias

called “The Genius Loci." in which he

has introduced the face and figures of

his wife and child. Lord Findon is great-

ly pleased with it, and secretly deter-
mines to buy it. lie asks Fenwick who

his model hud been, and Fenwiek replies
hurriedly that it was someone he

had known in Westmoreland, thus

Judas like, denying his wife and child.

A conversation follows, in which Lord
Findon declares for an artist to marry

betore attaining celebrity is the great-
est act of folly he can be guilty of, and

Fenwiek, who had- regretted, the mo-

ment he had denied Phoebe, now tilings
it would mean ruin to confess

his marriage, and so allows his
first error to stand. Before leav-

ing. Lord Findon invites him to
dinner to meet some peiqilc who

might be of use to him in his isreer. Fen-
wick gratefully and joyfully aeeepts.aiid
at Lord Findon’s house meets “Madam
de Pastonrelles.” his host's daughter,
who is afterwards to prove the inspira-
tion of his life in all that is best and
truest in him. Madam <le. Pastonrelles
is delighted with the artist, but deplores
the plebian in Fenwiek. After the
ladies leave the dining-room, he man-

ages by his ill bred arrogant manner to

upset the sangfroid of every man in the

room and principally Monsieur de Chail-

les, the Fiench Ambassador, so much so

that Lord Findon feels it incumbent on

him to apologise to de Chailies. Madame
de Pastonrelles, however, manages with
infinite tact to bring out the best in

Fenwiek, and before the evening is over

he is reinstated in his host's good favour,
and has extracted a promise from Ma
dam de Pastonrelles to sit to him for

her portrait, In the meantime poor

Phoebe has been pining in loneliness and

poverty•—Fenwick’s letters being short
and not particularly affectionate. He
has sent Phobe very little money. Be-

fore beginning “The Genius Loei” he had

made money by supplying illustrations

to papers, but had of late been writing
articles to the. “Mirror,” an art niaga
zine, declaiming arrogantly against the

methods of several artists, and the pow-
ers that be of the Royal Academy.
Christmas came, and a Hying visit was

paid to Phoebe whom he finds looking ill

and haggard. He hears from her that a

few days before a tramp had tried to

enter her cottage at night, that she had

managed to repulse him, whereupon he
had threatened to return some time and

kill her. Phoebe is not satisfied by the

way her husband takes this news, am!

though before leaving her he takes every
precaution against its recurrence, she

feels that she has a rival. While on

this visit he hears of Morrison's death by
suicide, and fears that he will be called

upon to pay his debt, as it is discovered

after Morrison’s death that he had been

defrauding the bank for years and his
widow is left almost penniless. But the

debt had evidently been overlooked, and

Fenwiek returns to London breathing
more freely, and falling into the second

great error of his career, denying his

debt to Morrison. Soon after Fenwick's
return to town Phoebe is surprised by
a visit from Bella Morrison, who brings
back “the hateful portrait.” and also

informs Phoebe that her husband is

not true to her, that he is in love with,
and is painting a portrait of, Madame

de Pastonrelles, and that they are seen

about everywhere. Phoebe indignantly
repudiates this statement, but the sting
of jealousy is planted, and she makes a

resolve to go up to town when she shall

have saved sufficient money for the

journey, and claim her right to live with

her husband. By this time Fenwiek has

fallen into monetary difficulties. He had

nearly finished both “The Genius Loci”

and the portrait, but hud not received

anything on account of them from Lord

Findon. But Madam Me Pastonrelles

had begun to surmise that he wag in

diflii'ulliea aud bad |»ci~uaded Lord FiW
don to write Fcnw ii-k a cheque, and aas

eoinpanied by her fattier went to Ferw

wick's studio, taking the cheque ai®
the good news, which they had learned
privately, that both pictures had been
accepted by the Academy, ami were hunt

on the line. Fenwiek was overwhelmed
with happiness, which so irradiated hi®
face that Madam de Pastonrelles and

her father found it hard to leave him,
but at length Lord Findon remembering
that he had not told Madam do Pastour-

dies that he had written out the ehequf
fur £5OO instead of £450, as at first

agreed upon, carries her away, and Fen-

wick is left alone with his great joy. Hi®

first thought was of restitution to

Phoebe, whom he really loved nt bot-

tom.

When Fenwick was alone, he walked to

a chest ot drawers in which he kept a

disorderly multitude of laiseesslees. and

took out a mingled handful of letters, pho-
tograplis. and sketches. Throwing them
on a table, ho looked for and found a pho-

tograph of Phoebe witli Currie ou her

knee, and a little sketch of Phoebe one
of the first ideas for the "Genins laicl.’’

He propped them up against some books,
and ho looked at them in a passion of

triumph.
“It's all right, old woman it's alt

right!’ — he murmured, smiling. Then
he spread out Lord Flmhin's cheque be-

fore the photograph, as though In.- offer-
ed it at riioebe's shrine.

Five hundred pounds! Well, it was on-
ly what his work was worth what Im
had every right to expeet. None the less,
the actual possession of the money seemed
to change his whole being. What would
his old father say? He gave a laugh, half
scotnful. half good humoured, as he ad-
mitted to himself that not even now —

probably - would the old man relent.
And Phoebe! — he imagined the happy

wonder in her eyes — the rolling nwny of
all clouds between them. For six weeks
now he had been a veritable brute about
letters! First, the strain of in's work,

(ami the final wrestle with tt,e “Genins
Loci." including the misfortune of tho
paints, had really been a terrible affair!,—
then — he confessed It — the intellectu-
al excitement of the correspondence with

Madame de Pastonrelles: between these
two obsessions, or emotions, poor I'hoebo
liutl fared ill.

“lint you’ll forgive me now, old girl -

won t yon?’’ ho said, kissing her photo-
graph in an effusion that brought the
moisture to his eyes. Then he replaced
it, with the sketches, in tile drawer, for-
getting in his excitement the letters which
lay scattered on the table.

What should he do now? impossible
to settle down to any work*. The north
post: had gone, but he might telegraph to
Phoebe and write later. Meanwhile he
would go over to Chelsea, ami see Ciui-
mngluim and Watson. — repay- Watson his
debt! or promise it at least for the mor-
row. when he should have had time to
iush the cheque. — perhaps even pomp,ous thought! — to (,p(.„ „ i,„ n |,i , 11. account’

Suddenly a remembrance of Morrison
-crossed his miud; and lie stood a moment
" itli bent head sobered. — us though aghost passed through the ronin. Muslim
send £IOO to Kirs Morrison? He euvisag.
etl it, unwillingly. Already his treasure
seemed to be melting away. Time enoughsurely for that. He and Phobe had s',
nmcli to do. — to get a house and furnish

• t, to pay pressing bills, to provide models
for the new picture! Why. it would hr
all gone directly!

He locked up tin' cheque safely, took

hat. alit? was just running out when his
.eye felf on (hr throe-hours’ sketch of M:i-
dame de Pasltunellcs. which had been ths

foundation of the portrait. lie had re-

cently framed it. bul hail not yet found a
place for it. Tt stood on (he against
the wall. He took it up. looked at It
with delight by .Jove! it was a hriiiairt
thing! — and placing it on a small easel,
he arranged two lamps with movnhls
shades, which he often used for drawing
in (he evening, so as io show it off. There
was in him more than a touch of theatrical-
ity. and as lie stood back from this little

arrangement Io study its effect, hr was

♦ •harmed with own fancy. There

she queened it. in the centre of the room.
his patron saint, and Phoebe's. He

I:new well what he owede tier. and
FTioebe should soon know. He was in a
hurry to hr off: but he could not make up
his mind superstii iously — to put out
the lights. So, after lingering a few
moments before her. in this tremor of im<

agination ami of pleasure. hr left her
thus, radiant aud haloed! the patron
saint in charge.

On his way out ho made his landlady
happy by promising to pay the whole of
hi- arrears on the morrow, and hasten-
ed to tell the news to his friend and fel®

low-artist. “Watson-” Passing Peter
Robinsoirs on the way. In* w.mt in. and
a>ke<l that some dainty trifles that he

thought Phoebe would like be sent to him

next day. and then sped on hi- way to

Watson. At the very time he was pur-
chasing these trifles Phoebe wa< knoek<

ing at the door of his lodgings, and fry*
ing to convince an incredible landlady
that she was Fenwick’s wife. who. after

seeing a letter from Fenwick to Phoebe,
br)i<‘ved. and allowed her to go upstairs
to Fenwick’s room, ami the reader can

imagine what a jealous, highly
crude, undiseiplin d woman would think;
and Ixdievi* when she saw what sh<
thought to bo a portrait of her rival eas
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mean sound Tooth, fit for their I
work. the ooadition they are

J kapt in Dr the u» M
•

CALVERT’S
Carbolic Tooth Powder.

It is made for cleaning the Teeth and does

it. too. pleasantly, thoroughly and gently,
without scratching or injuring the enamel.

That is why it is in such constant demand

all over the world.

Sold by local Chemists and Stores.

F. C. CALVBRT & Co.. Manchester. Eng.

No other preparation sold under a

similar name possesses the marvellous

power to eas .pain ofevery kind as

FREEMAN’S VHLORODYNE.
That it is extensively used by Medical

Men is a guarantee of its worth.

Sole Manufacturers:—
FREEMANS CHLORODYNE, LTD.

LONDON, S.E.,
AndSold in Bottles, 1/f 2/9, and 4'6each,by
all Chemists and Stores throughout Australasia, f

| CAUTION.—See that the Trade Mark “Tice
< Elbpiiant” is on the wrapper when ordering!

Freeman’s Original Chi.orodynk. j

A IRRERTS "IMHMRIR" RAZORS.
TFiIAFtffy-varTaitled InterchangeableBlades.

Thousands of unsolicited testimonial*
from all parts of the world, given after
months and many years constant use,
prove theremarkable excellenceof these
high-class Razors, and speak with un-
bounded. enthusiasm of their capacities
and. their fast and easy shaving pro-
perties. The best, the handiest, the
cheapest, and most satisfactory Kazors
in every way. Please note the mark,
A. ARBENZ, Jougne, France, andsee

thatyou get it from your dealers,

H. LEADBEATER,
SHEFFIELD HOUSE,

WAKEFIELD STREET, AUCKLAND,

J* agent for these celebrated French Razon
ally warranted, ready for use. Price. Iron

71® to 15/-, post free.

Warm, Debilitating
Weather

Many people, after a long spell
of oppressive heat, suffer from

lassitude, loss of spirits, and a

general “run down” feeling.
They need a course

_

of Ayer’s Sarsapa- Zil;
rilla, a medicine La A/T-
-which has revived
and restored to act-
ive life and health .JAggS
thousands of such
sufferers. A lady
who recently re- Wt F
turned to England 1 i
from South Africa writes concerning
this “

wonderful medicine”:

“While in Cape Town the past sum-

mer I suffered greatly from the long-
continued heat. I was completely
worn out; my blood seemed to be-
come as thin as water, ami I lost all

energy and interest in life. My friends
recommended

Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla
and a course of this wonderful medi-
cine restored my health and spirits.
My husband suffered in the same way
as I did, and he also was greatly bene-
fited from the use of Ayer’s Sarsa-
parilla.”

There are many imitation

Sarsaparillas.
Be sure you get “AYER’S.”

P'WralkyDr. J.C. AyerACo.. Lowell,Mill., U.S.A.

AYBR’S PILLS, thebMt (.silly laxative.

VVHAT a Grand Compliment to the pro-” prletors of O.T. PUNCH. to see so
“'any imitations of their famous Drink

for
*** ou ♦*le A*k
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thrilled, idolised, while she, his true wife,
bad been left to loneliness, poverty, hard-

ship and dishonour. Finding some let-

ters of Madame de Pastourelle's, which
she does not scruple to read, and which

have constituted Fenwick's highest edu-

cation, she finds what she considers con-

firmatory proof of their mutual love, and

determines to leave him, taking Carrie

with her, and to leave no clue behind her
as to her whereabouts, which project she

puts into immediate execution, and when
Fenwick returns elated, flushed with

happiness, he finds that Phoebe has been

and gone, leaving nothing but a note,
which tells him she ha., left him for ever,
lie uses every effort to find her, but in

.vain, and bribing his landlady to secrecy,

go%s on acting a lie. Twelve years
elapse between the second and

third part of the book, and in this
time Fenwick has run the whole gamut
of experience known to the successful
Srtist. After Phoebe’s flight, for some

years he had flourished exceedingly, but

his earlier faults proved his ruin. He

had continued his virulent articles to the
"Mirror” with disastrous results to his

packet, friendships, and reputation, and

at this time was bankrupt in all three;
and was at last glad to take a commis-
sion to paint the scenery for a play that
was to be produced in London, for which
Some scenes of the Royal pa’ace at Ver-

sailles were required. At Versailles he

meets Madame de Pastourelles, whom he

has . not seen for some time. The old

friendship is renewed; much to the re-

gret of "Arthur Welby,” an old lover of

Madame de Pastourelles, but now mar-

ried to her cousin. Welby does not think

Fenwick worthy of Madame de Pastour-

clles. which opinion Lord Findon shares-
But Nemesis, in the shape of Bella Mor-

rison, is at last on Fenwick's track. See-

ing Fenwick with Welby, she finds out

where they are staying, and, waylaying
Welby, she tel's him of Phoebe’s

flight and Fenwick's history. Welby
insists on his leaving Versailles, which

Fenwick is only too glad to do,
but Irefore going consents to see Madame

do Pastourelles, who insists as her right
that she be allowed to help to find

Phoebe, to which he consents, and after

many days she is found, only just in time,
ns Fenwick, tired of himself and the
world, is about to put an end to his life.

(Knowledge by suffering enteretb, and of

suffering Phoebe had partaken largely
since her flight, never having ceased to

reproach herself for forsaking her duty.
Fcr a time Fenwick could only just tol-
erate Phoebe, but seemed-to derive great
pleasure, from Carrie’s ministrations;
but, when fully restored to health, bodily
and mentally, complete reconciliation
takes place, and Fenwick, clothed in his

right mind, gets back his cunning and

Plioenix-like riges out of the ashes of his

former ruin, and wins to greater heights.
lijf the preface to the book the author

touches on plagiarism, which she declares

to be the "literary crime of crimes.” But

it is exceedingly difficult to define plagi-
arism. If the choosing of a certain type,
made use of before by a writer, and

investing it with the same emotion, un-

der stress of which anyone of that type
would act similarly, be plagiarism, then

is Mrs Ward convicted of that "literary
crime of crimes,” for the conception of

Fenwick and the Tito Melema of George
Flint's “Romola” are almost identically
the same. The destruction by Phoebe
of Madame de Pastourelle’s picture has

its counterpart in Kipling’s "Light That

Failed,” where Dick Heldar’s model des-

troys his masterpiece. To duplicate a

common, or certain type, is not plagi-
arism. The writer’s delineation of Fen-
wick is a very powerful one, and shows

very plainly the limitations of the'artis-
tic temperament and the excesses it is

prone to. In his rehabilitation the au-
thor has reached the highest pinnacle of
'Art from a humanitarian point of view.
It may be more in accordance with Old
World tradition, that the wages of sin

being death, he should have died, but
sin repented of. condoned, and atoned

for, together with the rehabilitation of
the sinner, is a much higher gospel. Ma-

dame de Pastourelle is a very rare type
of the spiritual, which is too often con-

founded with the merely aseetie. Mar-

ried at an early age to a,-man round
whom was thrown the halo of an his-
toric name, she before long discovered
that the man she had married was either

very wicked or very mad. Being what

she was, she preferred to believe the

latter, and refused, though strongly
urged by hFr family, to sue for thd
divorce' she was entitled to. Bereft ai
the consolations of wife and motherhood
she mothered humanity, mother-

like, the most faulty "had the greatest

claim on her sympathies. Had Phoebe
been more spiritual or less -ascetic she

eotdd have held Fenwick against all-

comers, both on account of his weak-

ness and his love of her beauty. Car-
rie is a pleasing example of the girl of
English parentage, brought up and edu-

cated unconventionally in a colony
where versatility and resourcefulness

are more in request than accomplish-
ments. There are some interesting de-

tails of art and artists, all the more

interesting as they have been authenti-
cated by the artist, whose illustrations
have accentuated the value of the book.

DELTA.

The Wizard of Wessex.

Thomas Hardy, whose second volume

of "The Dynasts” was published a

little time ago, alone among the many
novelists, sees country life as no other

writer ean, his whole nature is attuned

to its beauties. Sixty-six years ago he

was born in one of the humblest little
cottages in Dorset, which is still stand-

ing about two miles from Dorchester on

the verge of "the vast unenclosed tract

of land known as Egdon Heath,” as he

calls it in “The Return of the Native,”
but better known to local Hodges as

Puddletown Heath. The cottage con-

tains four rooms and is thatched —

many of the straws from that thatch
have gone to America, for Americans,
who appreciate Hardy even better than
we do, flock to the spot to carry away

relics, says a writer in a Home journal.
There is a rambling old garden with a

high hedge at the back, and in front

miles of bronzed heath. Here young

Hardy lived as a boy with the musie of

tie neighbor:ring pines always in his

ears, mingling with the cries of wild

birds, almost ent off from civilization

in the great wilderness.

It is said that the first book Thomas

Hardy ever wrote has never been pub-
lished, and the man who persuaded him
not to publish it was no other than

George Meredith. The book was called

"The Poor Man and the Lady,” and con-

tained some strong revolutionary prin-
ciples. But it vias a novel of great pro-
mise, and this the reader for the pub-
lishing house to which it was submitted

quickly recognised, for he sent for

Hardy to coma and see him, and told
him plainly that the great B.P. would
account it presumption for a young

man to force such views down its

throat. And so Thomas Hardy took

George Meredith’s advice, and went

horns to remedy the defects, and by a

curious freak of chance he called his
next novel “Desperate Remedies.”

It was not until “Far from the Mad-

ding Crowd” appeared that Hardy be-

gan to be talked about, although his
previous novel, “Under the Greenwood

Tree,” was pronounced by Tinsley to

be the greatest novel he had ever read.

Nevertheless, at the time it was an ig-
nominious failure—a failure which came

as the greatest blow of his life to Tins-

ley, though the novel subsequently
came into its own. “Tess,” the most

dramatie though not by any means the

best of Hardy’s books, was inspired by
the sight of a girl's face. Its author

was walking down a lane in West Dor-

set when a farmer’s cart rumbled past
on, which was seated the original of

“Tess.” The novelist never saw her

again, but he found himself weaving a

romance around the girl, and in due
time, “Tess of the D’Urbervilles” ap-

peared.
With all due respect to Dorset. Hardy

is not recognised as h-a should be in

his own county. Occasionally you will
see a copy of one of his works in a shop
window, but nine out of every ten peo-

ple in Casterbridge, to give Dorchester
its Hardyesque title, know that he is

a novelist and no more. I believe in

that romantic old town he has won

greater fame as a magistrate. But what

probably made Hardy take to verse was

a remark Coventry Patmore made to
him when “A Pair of Blue Eyes” was

published, which was: "Wonderful book

—wonderful! But how much finer if

it had been written in blank verse!”
Thomas Hardy can often be seen in

Dorchester. He is carelessly dressed,

for Hardy was never a Beau Brummell
■—-what true lover of the country is!
He walks with his hand behind his back
and his head nsually bent, a slow,
shambling walk like that of a man pre-
maturely aged. The whole face is fine-

ly chiselled, but it is the forehead which
stands o-ut paramount.

ANECDOTES AND

SKETCHES

SHOULD HAVE BEEN AN ELE-

PHANT.

As the guard of the Rotorua train

about to start from Auckland was

'standing by the luggage van, he was ac-

costed by a smartly dressed English
tourist: “Ah, guard, that’s my trunk,”
pointing within the open van,

“ that

leather one near the wicker basket.
You’ll look after it, won’t you? See

that it is not thrown off before we reach

Rotorua.”
The guard had many matters on his

mind other than a eare for individual

pieces of luggage, out with Scotch
shrewdness he foresaw a possible tip, so

he answered, amiably enough:
“ Oh, aye, sir, a'll see tae ner.”

Stopping at Mercer when one-third of

the journey had been travelled, John
was again accosted by the tourist:

“Guard, is my trunk all right?” and

again he was assured that his trunk was

being looked after.

The guard had to account for that

trunk upon three subsequent occasions
before the train stopped for the last

time before reaching the terminus and.

then once more came the drawling
query:

“Guard, is my trunk all right?”
John turned quickly and seeing no

signs of the looked-for tip, his tried

patience gave way.
“ Yer trunk is in the van, but,” he

added testily, “ A’m thinking that in-

stead. o’ being the ass ye are, ye should

lu.-v been an elephant, for then ye could

carry yer trunk yersel.”

-F -F ♦

SAGACIOUS DOGS.

There, was a Chinaman who had three

dogs. When he came home one evening
he found them asleep on his couch of
teakwood and marble. He whipped
then: and drove them forth.

The next night, when he came home,
the dogs were lying on the floor. But

he placed his hand on the couch and

found it warm from their bodies. There-
fore he gave them another whipping.

“The third night, returning earlier

than usual, he found the dogs sitting
before the conch, blowing on it to cool
it.”

♦ ♦ ■

RESIGNED TO THEIR FATE.

A man out West says he moved so

often during one year that whenever

covered waggons stopped at the gate his
chickens would fall on their backs and

hold up their feet in order to be tied
and thrown in.

♦ ♦ ♦

A SNOWSTORM IN A BALLROOM.

A snowstorm in a room actually oc-

curred at a court ball in St. Petersburg.
The temperature indoors had gone up to

some 90 degrees, and, several ladies hav-

ing fainted, a rush was made to open
the windows.

There was no storm outside, but as

soon as the windows were thrown up
snow began to fall inside the ballroom,
the moisture in the air being suddenly
condensed by the extreme cold without.

-F ♦ -F

A BLOWOUT.

Withe:by paused in front of a haber-

dasher's window. He needed a new

cravat.

“That’s a stunning-looking thing,” he

said to himself.

He stepped inside.
The cravat was ten shillings—more

than Witherby had ever paid—but after

some discussion of its merits, he bought
it and walked out.

As the knowledge of the new cravat

began to work into his consciousness

Witherby awoke to the fact that his

shirts were not what they should be—-

nor did the collars he wore go with that

tie—they were too cheap.
He went back and ordered some shirt*

and collars. * . ' ' ' ' "

Then he stopped at bis tailors’ to get
a new suit.

Then it occurred to him that his even-

ing clothes were altogether too shabby
for a gentleman of his standing.

In two hours’ time be bad spent nearly
£GO on a new wardrobe.

Shame faced, remorseful, hating him-

self heartily, he made his way home.

He entered the hall. He walked up-

stairs. At the door of her dressing-room
his wife came forward. In an excess of

affection she threw her arms about his

neck.
“Darling,” she murmured, “will you

forgive me?” . ..

“What have you done?”

“I’ve been shopping—and I’ve been ex-

travagant. I started with a simple little

gown. One thing led to another—I’m

afraid I’ve ordered a lot. Oh, dear, I

know you will never forgive me!”

Witherby, unable to contain himself,
danced about the room in an excess of

joy. 1

“Horray!” he exclaimed.

His astonished wife gazed at him in

anxiety. “What ean you mean?” she

cried. "What is the matter?”

"Why,” cried Witherby, “when I came

home just now I actually believed that

I was the biggest fool in the world. And

it’s such a relief to know that I’m not!”

■F ♦ ♦

A DANDY BARBER.

< j.-:tinier: "Hair ent, please. Short.”

Barber: "Yes, sir.” (Ten minutes

elapse.) “That about right, sir?”

Customer: ?I suppose. my head is

full of dandruff, but 1 have no time to-

day.” ....... .

Barber: “Very clean, sir; no use of

shampooing it.”

Customer:, "And . possibly my whis-

kers want trimming, but—”

Barber: “Not at all.J They are very

neatly trimmed already, and I eould not

improve them.” -
Customer: “And yon have no hair lo-

tion to sell?”

Barber: “Not unless people ask for

it.”

(And then the man awoke! It was

all a dream.)

•F -F -F

TOOK THE WHOLE HOG.

Whether “a lie well told and stuck to

afterwards is as good as the truth,”
was debated at the dinner table where

a man was sitting one day this week,
and it brought out the following story
from a rather dyspeptic-looking man

who had eaten very sparingly:—“l used

to live up in the country,” said he.

"One of my neighbours, an unlucky, un-

thrifty sort of a man, killed a pig one

day with the aid of a local butcher, an'd

after the killing he said to the but-

cher:—"By jinks, Sam', I hate to cut

up that pig.” "Why?” “’Cause you
see I’m owin' 'most everybody around

here a piece of pork, and if I cut up

the pig I’ll have to give most of him

away.” “I tell you
what to do,” said

the butcher. “What’s that?” “I'd have

the pig hung up out doors till twelve

o’clock at night, then take him in and

give out the next ,morning that he's

been stolen.” “By jinks, I’ll do it!”

It was a wonderfully fine plan the

farmer thought, ami he left the pig
hanging out as the butcher suggested.

At eleven o’clock the butcher himself

came along, and loaded the pork into

his team. It was not there when the

farmer went out after it.

The next day, with a long face, he ac-

cused the butcher in a hoarse whisper.
“I say, Sam, somebody did really steal

that.” “That's right,” said the butcher,
nudging him and winking wickedly at

the same time. “But, by jinks, the pig
was really stolen,” "That’s right; you
stick to that and you’ll be all right,”
said' the butcher, encouragingly, and he

hurried off, leaving hie friend in a most
bewildered state of mind, from 1 don’t

think he ever fuly emerged. '
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MUSIC AND DRAMA.

louts le monde et sa femmie” are

asking what is the “ Lady Typist” all
about? Well, it is all about a lady
typist! She is a clerk in a large type-
" riting agency, and very much in love
with a young Indian Civil servant, one

Geo. Fairchild. But Fairchild’s step-
father and mother object to the mar-

riage as a terrible mesalliance, and de-

sire that their hoy should marry money'.
Clouds gather, all is dismal, when there
returns to London a West Australian

mining millionaire, who discovers in

Ethel Blyth, the lady typist, his daugh-
ter. whom he has never yet seen. She
was born while he was digging in Aus-

tralia. The clouds are lifted, and all
ends happily. Within this simple old

I>lot are woven two minor plots, and

those who have been privileged to read
the book say that the author has

handled the work well. There are vari-

ous comic scenes, and the characters are

boldly and broadly drawn. Two or

three of them are, we may say, from

life. The dialogue is quick and bright,
as is the music tuneful and very melo-

dious. Mr. Fred. H. Graham is work-

ing hard to make this “ All-Auokland
production” a huge success. Some pic-
tures from scenes in the comedy' apear

amongst our illustrations this weekk.

JX JX

Mr. Chas. Holloway has purchased
the Australasian rights of two new

dramas. "The Village Blacksmith,” and

‘ The Coal King.”

J*

Melbourne ‘’Table Talk” has the fol-
lowing:—Mr. Claude Bantock is loom-

ing large in Melbourne just now. Can it
l>e on marriage thoughts intent!

Mr. Kyrle Bellew has been engaged
kT Mr. Charles Dillingham for a London

season. Time has dealt leniently with

“Kyrly,” and-he . looks as juvenile M
•ver on the stage.

“Sinbad the Sailor” is panning out a

rich reward in New Zealand for the

Anderson management. It ran for IS

nights in Auckland—a record for any

play in that city—and mostly bumper
houses, too.

JC

Cinquevalli, who could balance any-
thing, from a piece of paper to a man

seated on a chair, is getting tired of

juggling. He says he will give up the

game in three years and spend the rest

of his days in London. By that time

he will be half a century old.

JX JX

When the-South-eastern railway Sta-
tion in London collapsed recently, the

Avenue Theatre adjoining was ruined by
the falling masonry and ironwork. A

London cablegram of July 18 says the
railway company has given Mr. Cyril
Maude, the proprietor of the theatre,
420,000 as compensation.

Interest in the Gazoka has been much

stimulated during the week by a series

of advertisements in the Melbourne

press, setting forth various exciting epi-

sodes in the life of that quaint little

animal, and by the time it arrives in

Melbourne the public will have begun to

look upon it as an old familiar friend.

JX JX

Mr J. C. Williamson’s latest dramatic

acquisition, His House in Order, reach-

ed its 150th performance in London last

month, and to all appearances would

double that number before withdrawal.

Already two companies organised by

Mr George Alexander are “on the road”
through the English' provinces with
Pinero's great play.

JX

The Gilbert and Sullivan Company
who left New Zealand after a prolong-
ed and popular season will follow the

Brune Company in Sydney, whither they

go after a visit to Brisbane, which is

their immediate objective. They spend
three weeks in Sydney, and then “take

the long trail. In other words, Mr J. C.

Williamson has decided to dispatch them

direct to West Australia, and they are

due to open in Perth on the Ist Octo-

ber.

J*

Extra special will be the description
applied to this years pantomime which

Mr J. C. Williamson is to produce at

Her Majesty’s Theatre, Melbourne, on

Boxing night. Mr Coleman is already
hard at work on the planning and the

painting of the succession of elaborate

senes necessary for it, and some start-

ling electrical effects will be a promin-
ent feature. As for the company to be
enlisted with it, Mr Williamson has

commenced organising it. and will be in

a position shortly to make some im-

portant announcements.

JX JX

The popularity of “Thunderbolt”
scarcely seemed on the wane after nearly

a week’s run in Auckland, but on Satur-

day evening Mr Anderson replaced it

by “The Work Girl,” which judging from

its reception, is also sure of a good long
run. Of the bushranger series of melo-

drama “Thunderbolt” is one of the best,
but seeing that the annals of dare-devil
theatrical youthful crime is on the in-

crease, one cannot but feel some greater
affection for such thoroughly whole-

some dramas as “The Mariners of Eng-
land,” which is certainly one of the best

acted melodramas in the Anderson re-

pertoire. One wonders by the way if

“The World” could not be revived by
Mr Anderson. W-ho holds the rights?
It would just suit his lavishness in stage

management.

'J» JX

The four days extra holiday did the

numerous invalids of the Royal Comic

Opera Company all the good in the world,

and it waa a thorough tit cast who de-

lighted a packed house of Adelaideun
with Messager’a charming opera, “The

Little Michus” on Wednesday last (July
18th). It was, however, only played
for four nights, because in view of the

shortness of the season,and the number
of peces to be played, Mr J. C. William-
son lias resolved on changing the pro-
gramme frequently. “The Shop Girl,”
“The Girl from Kays,” “The Country
Girl,” and “Paul Jones.” :comprise the

repertoire, which has to be negotiated be-

fore the company leave again for Mel-

bourne.

JX JX

Mr Charles Waldron, Mr J. C. William-

son’s new leading man in "The Squaw
Man” Company,’ has already, by dint of

sterling and artistic work, cst iblished

himself a warm favourite with Aus-

tralian audiences, and it is not too much

to expect that before his sojourn in this

part of the world is at an end he will

stand very highly in their estimation.

Though a young man, he has a stage ex

perience which dates back some dozen

years, and for more than half of that

time he has been “playing lead,” both

with his own companies and others. Al-

together he can count no less than 300

parts in his repertoire, and these char

acters range from ligat comedy to high

tragedy, and from Augustus Thomas to

Shakespeare.
JX JX

Miss Tittell Brune is back in Vic-

toria again after her noteworthy sea-

son in West Australia, and on Friday,
27th July, is announced to open at. Bal-

larat for a five nights’ season to be oc-

cupied with Dorothy Vernon, Leah

Kleschna, and Sunday. She opens for a

special four weeks’ season in Sydney in

the first named next Saturday (4th
August). and at the end of the mouth

moves on to New Zealand. Wellington
will be the first town visited (on Sep-
tember sth). The tour should be more

than usually successful considering the

strong repertoire at present possessed
by the company. Dorjothy Vernon.

Leah Kleschna. Merely Mary Ann. and

La Tosca, to say nothing of the older

favourites like Sunday. L’AigJon, will

constitute a series of {Powerful attrac-

tions.

The William Collier Company are said

to wish never to see Melbourne again
(says a writer in “Table Talk"). Yet

their comparative failure here, while bit-

terly disappointing to such a “star” as

Collier, can be attributed to other causes

than non-appreciation of his talent. He

attracts the more intellectual and read-

ing people, who appreciate his smartness

and caustic wit, not so much the lug gen-
eral public. It was the same in London,
where he played to full stalls and circle

—most of them at a guinea a head—and
a poor gallery'. Then, for his style of

play, Her Majesty’s Theatre is much too

large. Both in London and New York

he played in cosy little theatres. Here

much of the dialogue never reached the

more distant portions of the house, and

at best about half, owing partly to the

American intonation, partly to the size

of the theatre, was really followed. But

almost worst of all. in Australian eyes,

both “On the Quiet” and “The Dictator”

are two hour plays spun out to till

three. The wait until a-quarter past
eight, then the long intervals, did much

to” flatten their effect. Why, Barrie’s

“Little Mary,” with really far more hi

it, was preceded by a curtain raiser.

JX

“I Wouldn't Leave My Little Hut For

You,” with which Madame Titus has

fairly captivated Southern vaudeville

patrons, lias (says a Christchurch con-

temporary) only recently been added to

her repertoire, having been picked up in

London a few months back, and, as the

air strummed on the hotel piano in a

room below greeted our cars, she expressed,
her pleasure at the manner in which,

it had taken on. American matters were

discussed, and Madame Titus explained
how the position of vaudeville artists

in the United States had deteriorated in

recent years as the result of a conflict,
between performers and managers. The

former banded together in an organisa-
tion known as “The White Rats/’ with
Mr. George Fuller Golden at the head.

Funds were raised, and at a certain time,
the vaudeville artists belonging to the.

“Rats” in all parts of the States simul-

taneously ceased performing as a meanx

of enforcing their demands. The mana-

gers, us a counter-move, combined, and
the fight wbi<h ensued, ended, as such
fights ust ally do, ina win for capital.
Vaudeville remuneration since that time
has never reached its former level.

A few particulars of the career

of Mr. Charles Waldron have al-

ready been given, but in addition
to him there are other mem-

bers of Mr. J. C. Williamson’s new

Dramatic Company well entitled to a

few words of personal reference. Miss

Ola Jane Humphrey, for example, the

loading lady of the combination, can

claim a singularly extensive stage ex-

perience. seeing that she has in her in-

dividual repertoire more than thirty
parts, most of them of a far more ex-

acting nature than the one she is at pre-
sent filling. Another of the newcomers.

Mr. Raplev Holmes, who plays Big Bill,
the cowboy, with such cheery bonhomie,
attracts attention not only because of

his clever acting, but also because his
birth, and upbringing by all the rules
of environment should have fitted him
for anythng but the stage. His father
is a Canadian Methodist clergyman, high
in the estimation of that denomination,
and in the family circles there are no

less than eight, other ministers. Natur-
ally Mr. Holmes* choice of a profession
is not regarded with unmixed favour by
his kith and kin. but that the choice

was an eminently wise one has been al-

ready fully justified, and if lie continues

in Australia as he has begun, he will cer-

tainly be able to answer all objections
with weight.

JX

With audiences unusually large all

through the week, and absolutely pack-

TTIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

H Under the Direction of

WILLIAM ANDERSON
-Good Wine Needs No Bush.

THE WORK GIRL.

THE WORK GIRL.
One

Of the

Best and Most Remarkable Successes
B

HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE

Has Ever Known,
THE WORK GIRL.

. Thrilling. Exciting Story of Human

Life.

Bt Geo. Conquest .and Arthur Shirley,

Interpreted by

WILLIAM ANDERSON’S

famous dramatic organisation.
THE WORK GIRL.

Superbly Staged In Every Detail,

THE WORK GIRL.

WORKERS. TOILERS OF EVERY
'

DEGREE,

And
THE ENTIRE COMMUNITY.

Are Tboifughly Awakened to the Evils of

■ the Sweating System.

PRICES —3/. 2/, and 1/.

Early Door. 6d extra.

Day Sates at Toreador and lI.M. Cafe.

Box Plan at Wildman and Arey’s.

HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE.

Lessee Mr C. R. Bailey.

MONDAY. AUGUST 13.

. AUCKLAND’S LATEST WORK.

SOMETHING NEW UNDER THE

MUSICAL- SUN!
THE LADY' TYPIST.

An Entirely New and Original Play in

two acta.

Written and Composed by “Thornao
Humphries.”

GREAT CAST OF 20.
Ineluding

MR FRED. 11. GRAHAM,

The Famous Comedian.
MISS NELLIE DENT.
MADAME WIELAERT.

And

GRAND CHORUS OF GO
TRAINED VOICES.

THE FINEST CAST AND THE
GREATEST NUMBER EVER ENGAGED

IN A LOCAL PRODUCTION.
The whole produced under the Stage Man-

agement of

Mil FRED. 11. GRAHAM.
EVERY SCENE. EVERY' COSTUME.

EVERY PROPERTY
Expressly made for this production.

’ POPULAR PRICES —4/. 2/6. and 1/.
’ Season Ticket to b.'C. and 0.5.. 21/.

A. G. MABHE.

.-pHE MUSICAL IMPORTING COMPANY,
J-

Next Bank New Zealand.

The Leading House for Violins. Bag-

pipes. Banjos. Mandolins. Flutes. Harmon-

teas. Clarinets. Strings, Fittings of all de-

scriptions. at Lowest Rates.

Inatrunicntnl Music a Specialty.

T,IE

135, QUEEN ST. AUCKLAND.

SPENCER
PIRNOS J

JOHN SPENCER & CO.
By Special Appointment

Pianoforte to H.R.H.

tlje Princess of Wales.

OVER 3000 SOLD
IN NEW ZEALAND.

New Models, just landed, from £4O,

Or.

0a the Hire System of Purchase, fro*

£1 4s. a month.

■OLE AGENTS-

London & Berlin PionoCK
QUEEN-STREET.
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cd houses in which hundreds are unable

gain admission, on Saturday evenings,
there can be no doubt that "The Squaw
Man" is to be a prime favourite with

Australasian theatregoers for many
months to come, and that Mr J, C. Wil-

liamson’s new dramatic company will

continue to be a very strong attraction
wherever they appear. E. Milton Royle’s
piece certainly deserves its success, for

it. is full of powerful and admirably-play-
ed situations, redolent of realism, and

surrounded by an atmosphere so vividly
reproduced, both by the acting and the

scenery, that nothing whatever detracts

from the completeness of the stage pie
ture. Its problem is a human one, and

its characters are natural, while the

way in which they are interpreted from

the tine efforts of Mr Charles Waldron,
Mi-s Ola dane Humphrey, down to the

slightest of comedy sketches, leaves no-

thing to be desired. Only three weeks

now remain of the company's first Mel-

bourne visit, and on its conclusion they
begin a tour of Victorian provincial cen-

tres. taking in Bendigo, Ballarat, Gee-

long. Castlemaine, and Warmambool.
Adelaide and Sydney will be the next

places visited, anu afterwards Mr Wil-

liamson will send his latest organisation
to New Zealand.

Taranaki Petroleum.

Attention is directed to the advertise-

ment on page 21 of this issue for the

Taranaki Oil and Freehold Company,

who, we understand, have been doing

very satisfactory business in the sale of

shares on the Auckland market during

the week.

The Company is being formed to pros-
»ect for oil on the Carrington-road, New

Plymouth, in which district much inter-

est has lately been centred on account
of the further discoveries of fresh and

undoubted surface indications of petro-
leum. It is thought from the lay of the

strata that the oil may be found at some

hundreds of feet less depth in the Car-

rington-road district than at any other

point at which a bore has been previous-
ly put down, and the directors of the

Taranaki Oil and Freehold Company
have decided to test the district for its

petroleum yield at the earliest possible
opportunity. There are 15,000 one pound
shares to be issued, and a proportion of

these are now offered for public applica-
tion, the balance being reserved by the

Company for future sale. Payments for

shares are easy—2/6 on application, 2/6
on allotment, and calls if required, not

to exceed 1/ per share per month. In

the light of past events, and the experi-
ence of shareholders in the Moturoa

Company, floated under somewhat simi-
lar circumstances, and whose £5 shares

were afterwards sold for £62, the Tara-

naki Oil and Freehold Company may be

regarded as offering a good deal more

than ordinary attraction for speculation
or investment, and it would certainly
be difficult to find in New Zealand ano-

ther industry offering anything like the

huge possibilities the oil trade appears
to give.

The directors are very confident of the

success of their boring operations, and
entertain a strong belief that underlying
the property proposed to be bored upon

by them, and at a comparatively favour-
able depth, will be found petroleum de-

posits of immeasurable wealth. Applica-
tions for shares may be made to Messrs.

V. J. learner. Stock Exchange, Auck-

land, or any of the brokers whose names

appear below the Company’s advertise-

ment onpage 21.

Stamp Collecting.
A gold medal was awarded at the

London Philatelic Exhibition to Mr. T.
Buck, for his collection of the stamps of

Tonga.

• • •

Mr. Henry J. Crocker is reported to

have lost stamps to the value of
£15,000 owing to the earthquake
and fire at San Francisco, his

mansion being destroyed, and his

bank gutted. The London Philate-
lic Exhibition saved his valuable Ha-

waiian collection from being similarly
destroyed, because the stamps were de-

spatched before the calamity.

• • •

Speaking at the official banquet in

connection with the Philatelic Exhibi-
tion in London. Mr. John W. Luff quot-
ed the following from an American
humourist: "My son, consider the post-

age stamp: its chief merit consists in

sticking to a thing tillit gets there.”

• • •

"Please thank my brother philatelists
for their good wishes on the occasion

of our visit to Spain, and I hope that

you are all spending a very pleasant
evening,” was the message of the Prince

of Wales to the Earl of Crawford at the

official banquet held in connection with
the London Philatelic Exhibition.

• • •

An interesting article appeared in the

“Illustrated Brcefmarkers’ Journal” re-

garding the stamps issued in the Philip-
pine Islands during the ten months,
from June, 1898. until the 31st of

March, 1899, while Emilio Aguinaldo
was president of the native Republic.
The article states that the destroyed

telegraphs were repaired by the Fili-

pinos, post and telegraphs were estab-
lished, and men of high integrity occu-

pied the most important offices. The

stamps for the Republic were litho-

graphed in a suburb of Manila. The

first stamp of 1898 bears the Correo Y

Telegrafos at the top, and Filipinas at

the foot. In the centre within a circle

is a triangle, this again contain? a sun

with rays, and a star in each of the

three corners. Below the triangle ap-

pears the value 2 cents, and below this

is the letter K._ which is repeated right
and left of the triangle, representing
the initial of “Katipunan,” the name

of a secret society which gave the first

impulse to the revolution against Spain.
The stamp is printed in rose on white

paper, perf. 111. A second stamp of the

same value was issued in 1899, and is in

all respects identical with the first one.

but the inscription reads Correos only,
value on a white background; colour

rose, perf. 11J. Later a similar stamp
was issued showing the value on a

lined background. For registered let-

ters a larger stamp was issued in 1898.

Inscription at top Certificado at bot-

tom 8c de peso, in centre within a

double circle Gobno Revolucionario Fili-

pinas. Colour, light-green, perf. 11J.
There was also a newspaper stamp with

the inscription at the top Impresos, at

bottom Una Milesima. The devise in

centre is the same as for the registra-
tion stamp with the exception that for

the star a sun is substituted. Colour

black. 1898 imperf.. and 1899 perf. 11J.
Ms hfea.cf, ? crrbto c 4 12dt.toml

• • •

According to the article in the “Illus-

treertes Briefmarke Journal,” Aguin-
aldo was at first the catspaw of the

United States Government. The follow-

ing is the story as it appears; whether
it is historically true is another ques-

tion:—“Shortly before the war broke

out between Spain and the United

States of America, 1898, the revolution-

ary native inhabitants of the Philippine
Islands, under their chief leader, Emilio

Aguinaldo, had concluded peace with
the Spaniards on the strength of pro-
mises which the later did not redeem.

At the beginning of the Spanish-Ameri-
can war, Aguinaldo was in Hong Kong.
Of course, it lay greatly in the interest

of the Americans to revive a rising of
the Filipinos, as the natives are called,
in order to press harder on their mutual

enemy. For this reason the American
Admiral Dewey supplied Aguinaldo with

plenty of arms, and brought him back
from Hong Kong to the Philippines on

board a UJB.A. ship. Very soon tthe

indefatigable insurgent was again at the

head of the Filipinos, organising a new

rising. While the American fleet block-
aded the capital, Manila, from the sea,

Aguinaldo with 30,000 Filipinos besieged
the eity from the land side. On 13th
August, 1898. the Spaniards surrendered

Manila to the Americans, who then oc-

cupied it, but declined the insurgents the
right to enter the capital. Now it began
to dawn on the latter that the United
States were wishing to gain the Philip-
pine Islands for themselves, and that
the Americans were not their saviours

but their enemies. In a short time the

Filipinos were fighting against the Ame-
ricans with the same intense hatred ns

shown before towards the Spaniards.”

An Old Cantonment.

By G. F. MacMunn.

In many a native state ten miles
from the mail-route track India stands

to-day as it stood a thousand years

ago. There the levelling Saxon spirit
has not penetrated, and there wealth
and poverty, tyranny and largesse, in-

trigue and sudden death, go side by
side as in the days of Sevaji, of Akh-

bar, and of Aurungzebe. probably to
the far greater satisfaction of the
bulk of the people than ever they
would realise from the blessings of

British rule and upright administra-
tration.

In the village they marry as they

married before Timur Lang came down
the Gomal; in the palace au etiquette
is that of the early kings, save, and

save only, that the descendant of blue-
blooded ancestors, the grandsons of
soldier adventurers who hacked their

way to power, now eat their hearts
out, sinee war and rapine is forbidden
them, and other occupation they have
none, and the British supremacy has
found none for them. It is ill to take
their occupation from a race for whom

might has been right since history be-

gan.

So to the native states we must go
for a glimpse of the India that Marco
8010 saw, and to the old cantonments

for a vision of the days of Clive.

It was in just such an old canton-
meat, not far from native state terri-

tory, that fate and army orders took
me last year 1 o command a battery
with an up-to-date equipment in stir,

roundings redolent of the palmy days
of the company. 'Die barracks low

and tiled, with the cupolaed hospital,
and the domed magazine that dated
from the days of the Marquis Hastings
and earlier, had been occupied by q
company of European artillery, com-

pany’s or Queen’s, since before the

Mutiny. Old gnarled trees lined the
mall, which led past old yellow stuc-
coed guardrooms, deserted, and the

only remnants of the old lines of the
regiments that rose against the mas-

ters in the days of the Great Terror.
Only remnants save the line of circular

bells-of-arms behind them, built to a

now forgotten pattern, to which the

"What's all this I see in the papers
about the Russian Duma question?’’
asked Mrs. Hixby of her husband the

other evening.
Hixby. delighted to have his wife in-

terested in public affairs, began at the

beginning, and carefully and elaborate-

ly detailed the entire affair to his wife,
and when he was through, he said:—

“Now, do you understand it, my
dear!”

“Ye-e-s, I think I do, George; only I
•—l’ve been thinking ”

"Thinking what?"

"Thinking for the last ten minutes
that, after all. I’d have cardinal instead
of lettuce-loaf green on my new bonnet.
Wouldn’t you like the cardinal better,
dearest?" - —

THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER.

Hunyadi Janos
For CONSTIPATION.

Ifrofessor D. LAMBL, of Warsaw, Professor ofClinical Medicine atthe University, writes—-
“ Hunyadi Janos Bitter Water, besides being an excellent general aperient,

has proved speciallyefficacious in the treatment of chronic constipatioa,
venousobstruction andcongestion, haemorrhoids and obesity.”

Average Doss :—A wineglassful before breakfast, either pure or diluted with •
similar quantity of hot or cold water.

f! 1 TT’I’I AM Hota tfea narae
“ Hunyadi Janos,” the signature of the Proprietor.

Ux&w XIUJ/1 ANDREaS BAXLSHNER. and the Medallion,on the Red Centre Par

THE SHOT

Hi CARTRIDGES with a world-
|#gte WIDE REPUTATION, ARE MADE BY

Ba® FI FV brothers lt.°
JQIX X OF LONDON.

SO® THE best cheap black powder
CARTRIDGE ON THE MARKET IS

| ™ e ELEY "UNIVERSAL
obtainable oF all dealers.

ELEY CARTRIDGES.
r— -===

Hudson’s 8a1100n...
Brand Baking Powder.

Awarded.Special Gold Medal.

ABSOLUTE PURITY GUARANTEED.— -
Thirty years of popularity is

ample proof in all reality.

PRICES GREATLY’ RUH CID

PROFESSOR J. M. TUNY says: ,

“ After having made very careful

analysis of your Baking Powder, :
have greatpleasure in testifying

that tt is composed of substances ’
/Ifjf/ which are quite innocuous, but ’

« x are at the same time calculated
,

jmK to produce the best results when

CwnMmb h ‘llli VuK/yL/ used for the purposes for which ‘
» they are intended.”

J. H. HUDSON,
Manufacturing Chemist, AUCKLAND,
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•epuy had surged one June evening close

en a century ago.

In line with, the bell-of-arms stood

•Mie old main-guard, whence the briga-
dier, returning from his evening ride

with hre daughter that same day in

June, had met with volleys instead of

the usual salute, and had galloped as

fast as his aged nerves would let him

to turn out the European artillery and

send the ladies to the fort. The same

guardroom where Rang Khan, Ressal-

dar-Major of the cavalry regiment, had

established his headquarters that very

next morning, assuming the title of

general in the army of the Padishah of

Delhi, and had opened with round shot

from the station time-gun, that had

once battered at the bastions of Bhurt-

pnr. on the brigadier and his seventy
artillerymen in the old Bundela fort

That overhung and overawed the seeth-

ing city beyond the cantonment.

The old fort had been ours since the

day when Sir John Malcolm and Sir
Thomas Hislop had swept up from the

Deccan and hunted the last of the

Peishwas to earth in Asseerghar, and

broken the power of reviving Pindari

barons and Mahratta free captains for

all time.

Secure in the old bastions and spiked
gates, the small garrison of artillery-
men and homeless officers, with their
charges of helpless woman and child-

ren, had "kept their end up” for nine

long months, till someone found time

to relieve them, though the old briga-
dier from his quarter in the latticed

balcony overhanging the lake had wept
at his impotence to inflict punishment,
and perhaps at his age, that had hin-

dered him from circumventing the mu-

tineers, as younger men had done at
other garrisons.

The old fort still remains as the bri-
gadier left it, save that a police guard
now turns out, where for forty years
after the Mutiny a British guard had

mounted at the gate under the big tower

—the tower, forbye, from which the

brigadier had the satisfaction of see-

ing the said Ressaldar-Major Rang
Khan, late of the —th Eight Cavalry,
and some time general of Gorchevas

(irregular horse) in the forces of the

Emperor of Delhi, hung as high as

Haman for all the world to see. And

to this day that Centra] Indian city
talks of the prestige of those that held

the fort, and how Rang Khan hung
for his pains, so that there is more

courtesy and reverence in the Bundela

peasant’s greeting to the ruling race

than there is to be met with in this

twentieth century in the length and
breadth of Hindustan. Bis dat qui
cito dat, and he hangs twice who hangs
promptly. In the evening twilight and
the early morn the scene of those days
will print out for those who care to

read it, by the side of the station time-

gun, that went back to its old place on

the artillery parade ground from its

rebel earthwork by the main guard, and

stands to this day, with the inscription,
“Cossipore, 1803,” and the company’s
arms on its breach.

In the old cemetery, on the fringe of

the cantonment, lies half the history
of India, tall tombs, in a long-past
fashion, chronicling in two or three

languages the services of the occupant,
plaster and marble inset dropping from

the crumbling brick. Here lies a gen-
eral who, after the good old fashion of
the Honourable Company’ that so para-
lysed their army in its later wars, died
in harness, at the age of eighty, in com-

mand of the “Nerbudda Division of the

Army of Bengal”; by his side a com-

missioner of a province, light of Hailey-
bury and a “Howe boy”; beyond a ma-

jor who died of wounds received at the

battle of Mehidpoor. To bear testi-

mony to the lawless habits when Eng-
lish ladies graced not the outskirts of

an empire, stands one with the follow-

ing inscription:

In loving memory of

CAPTAIN

of the

Regt, of Native Infantry.
This Tomb is Erected by his

Native Woman

CARMTNA.

Again, on another and less preten-
tious erection—

In loving memory of

SERGT. W. BROWN

Of the Madras Artillery
Died May 12th, 1826,

‘

And

GUNNER J. MALONEY.

Of the same Companv
Died Sept. 27th, 1828.'

This Tomb was erected by- their

Sorrowing Widow.

This last relic of the days when the

soldier’s widow must starve did she not
straightway marry a survivor—a state

of things, by the way, that a grateful
country has altered but little.

In the cantonment the solid old bun-
galows, with their high cool rooms,
their thick walls, high porticos, and low

tiled or thatched roofs, tell of the day
when the hills avere out of reach of
the many, and the hot weather had
to be faced as best it could.

Sitting one day in my own coo!
house, after return from stables and

orderly room by the same mall as the

brigadier when he was fired on, and

past the same main guard, long de-

serted, I heard a voice in the verandah,
and my orderly brought me in a soiled

card with ‘‘Mr Patrick Doyle” written

on it in a straggly’ hand. It was evi-

dently the trail of the out-at-elbows
white or Eurasian that occasionally
tramps the country round—tramps who

usually have a marvellous tale, increas-

ing in wonder inversely with the age
and experience, of the person they visit.

“One of General Wheeler’s force, sir,”
was a favourite statement with Eura-

sians of a military appearance, but that

has died out now. However, a white

Visitor is a white visitor in the East till

you know his business; so I ealled out,
“Will you came in, Mr Doyle?” and

straightway a voice replied, “Oi will so,
sorr!” and in stepped, not the shambl-
ing loafer that the dirty card had indi-

cated, nor the bibulous tramp, but a

real old soldier of a fast disappearing
type, a spare, erect old man, with an

iron-grey’ moustache and a .weatherbeat-

en face that made him any age from 50

upward, but the wrinkles on his face

showed more.

On the breast of his coat were many
medal ribbons—Persia and the Mutiny,
the Afghan ribbon, and that of the

rainbow star. Mr Doyle saluted, “Oi

beg your pardon, sorr, but Oi’m an old

soldier (he would be), and on my way
to Doolali (Deolali. the trooping depot).
Mr Kitchener sent me down, sorr, him

that’s brother to the commander-in chief.
Oi’m on me way- to the old soldiers’

house at Doblin—mayhap you know it,
sorr? Mr Roberts now will get me a

bunk there, for he’s the ould soldiers’

friend.” Here the old man wiped the

perspiration from his brow, and I call-

ed for a drink for him, while I puzzled
my’ mind for the memories the voice

aroused. I turned to Chelsea Hospital,
where the old old soldier of the old

school suns himself on the southerly
benches, and many of the old English
soldiery are Irish, very Irish.

“Here’s your health, sorr!” went on

the musical drawl. “Oi’m not the man

Oi was, sorr; Oi was ill at Umbala last

Christmas, bad luck to it! The judges
lady’ came to see me, sorr; Oi disre-
mimber her name, but she talked wid me

and gave me twinty rupees. ‘For you've
been in India longer than me. ould man,’

says she, ‘and that’s a mighty long toime,
God knows,’ said she, for she’d children

at home.”
And then I knew the voice. It was

Mulvaney’ himself, as Kipling had drawn

him, the veritable soft accent and the

quaint charm of expression; Mulvaney
himself, with all the charm of Mr Kip-
ling’s rendering; possibly the original,
but an elder soldier than Mulvaney, for

he liad only been to the Kabul ways,
while this old man had been in Persia

with Outram.

The accent I know well; it was that
of the old Dish, soldier that you may
hear any day in that old Soldiers’ House

at Chelsea, in the piazza by the chapel,
or in the Long Hall where the Duke of

Wellington lay in state. It is the ac-

cent of a race of men that are fast dying
out. Hark to old “Mie,” for other name

he had not, who had been in the old
Eighty-seventh, and who says “Me eyes
is that bad to-day. Misther Garge, that

1 ean't play Spanish Pole at all, ami

there's big Joe there laughing at me for
it. Ye'll mind big Joe, Misther (large?
—him that stuck the foiye Rooshans at

Inkerman: your father will remimber
that, sorr,” and there would be the same

soft Irish accent, and the voice and lan

guage of Mulvaney .
Mr Doyle began again: "Whin Oi

last lay’ here, sorr, it was where your
polo ground now is. Oi was with Gin-

eral Whitlock’s column, in the Eagle
Throop o’ the Bombay Horse Artillery.
You’ll mind the Eage Throop, sorr? —-
Jim Turnbull commanded it. sorr. and

he was nearly killed at Janzi. Oi vol-
unteered to the Loight Dragoons after

that, sorr. Oi was a young man then,
and now Oi’m an ould one on me way
to Kilmainhaiu House. ’Twas a foine

throop. sorr. the Eagle Throop, when the

Mutiny began; we wore a shiny black

helment loike a tireman's wid toiger
skin round.

“When they thransferred ns to the

Royal Artillery, sorr, without niver

so much as axing ‘by your lave,’ they

gave use hroad red stroipes to our trow

sies, but the captain he cut them off

and made two. the same as we had be-
fore. When Gineral Mansfield eame to

see the throop at Kirkee that had done
the same, he ordereu the captain to pay’
for new ones; but when our captain
hearrd that the gineral was coming—we
were laying at Mhow thin. sorr. after tho

Mutiny was suppreshed he filled up the
einter of the two stroipes wid red braid,
and the gineral was that shortsighted he

niver saw it at all. He was a foine man.

sorr, was Jim 'Turnbull and Oi was his

trough ridhr, though you would not

think it now. sorr. We inarched in ('en-

thrall India in June, wid the high red
collars on our dhress jackets; but the

captain he cut Hum oft' at the neck, and
nearly had to pay for that tu, sorr. But

the gineral got snnsthroke and threw

away’ his regulation stock, and said to
the captain, ‘You may go to hell. Captain
Turnbull, and take your collars wid

you,’ an’ we did, sorr, whin we bate
the Raimi at Janzi, six guns in loine and

captain hell-for-leather in front till he
was wounded, but Oi disremimber where.

“When the Boer ware was on, sorr,
and the Quane ealled for ould soldiers

to come to the colours, Oi wint to the

officer commanding the Garrison Battery
at Allahabad. ‘What do you want, ould
man?’ sezs he. ‘Oi’ve come to rejoin the

colours, sorr,’ sez Oi, ‘seeing that the

Quane wants her ould soldiers,’ and the

major, sorr, he burst out laughing, and

said, ‘Take him away-, sergsant-major,’
sez he, ‘and give him a hundred rupees
from the canteen fund.’ sez he, ‘for he’s

seen more foighting than iver you or

Oi’ll see, sergeant-major.’ He remoind-
ed me o’ Jim Turnbull, sorr, did the ma-

jor o’ that battery.
“Was Oi in Persia, sorr? Oi was so;

but Oi was a recruitie then, and dhrove
in the gun, sorr, for one av tlie black

droivers was sick, and the captain said,
‘He eared not for black or white, but

that recruit Doyle should droive, and be

damned to him;’ and Oi dhrove Number

Tu gun whin the right division and the
Third Bombay Cavalry charged the

Shah’s squares, and the wheeldroiver,
sorr, was a shouting Ram Sammy’ for all
he was- worth. But now Oi’m on me way’
to Kihmainham, sorr, wid niver a penny
to me name, me that was Jim Turnbull's

rough rider, and God rest his sowl!
’Tisn’t money’ Oi want, sorr, at all, at

all, but a suit of clothes, for Oi lost
me duds and a ticket for Doolali, where

Mr Kitchener promised Oi’d have orders
for a passage. Oi wint home at the Ju-

bilee; sorr—Mr Roberts sent me: but

Oi’d money thin, and niver thought Oi’d

know the want of it.

“Were you in Africa, sorr? Were

you, now? and Air Roberts tu, he did

well, sorr—did lie not? and why’wouldn’t
he, sorr? Till me that, now, for he was

wan o’ John Company’s artillerymen, like

Jim Turnbull and meself, sorr. Oi moind
Air Roberts tu, whin he was a liftinaiit,
or maybe ’twas a captain—Oi disremim-
ber: they said he’d been the divil and all
at Dilbi, sorr.”

And here my old soldier gave me an

opening, so 1 said, “Will you stay to-

night in my barracks, Mr Doyle?—the
sergeant-major will make vou comfort-

able.”

“That will Oi, sorr, and the bhoys
will be good to the ould man,” said he.

So I wrote a note to my good ser-

geant-major telling him to look after
the old gunner and not let him get
drunk and be laughed at in tne canteen.

The hard old man then trudged off to

the lines, refusing a lift in a trap or even

a glass of whisky.
It was with some anxiety that I went

down to the lines next morning, fear-

ing to hear that Air Doyle might have

exceeded ill the wine of the country.
However, 1 was soon reassured, for my,
sergeant major told me that they had
made him very comfortable- that he had
sat in the canteen till it closed, and then

had I*olllo over to the sergeant's mesa,

where he had stayer] till midnight. “But

’ee never drunk nothing at all. sir, and

the men took to ’im wonderful; lie slept
in No. 2 barrack, sir.” And I could see

that Sergeant-Major Jones approved of

my action; it is always mure satisfac-

tory when one's battery sergeant major

approves one's actions.

I hail hardly got to the orderly room

when Mr. Doyle himself appeared, shaven

and in my blue suit, and the salute he

gave me was in tlie best early \ ietorian

style. “Goil bless you, sorr,” said he,

“tor taking care of an ould man. It’s

not often that Oi come across a battery,

sorr, that remoinds me of the Eagle
Throop, but, b* the powers, sorr. yours
does. Oi moind whin we lay here, sorr,

along o’ Gineral Whitlock, that we had

two teams o’ roan horses, loike as it

might lie to yours, sorr. Whin we ar-

rived by the Damoh road there, we found

ivery mother’s son in the ould fort, and

the rimnant o’ a company o’ Curry hhat

Artillery -—that's what we called the

Madras boys, sorr—that eame on with

us to Janzi, and manned the guns we tuk

from the Ranni.”

The old man was fairly off his havers

—some dull, some interesting, and many
amusing: and my men, as the sergeant-

major said, had taken a. fancy to him.

He stayed with us three days, came out

io a drill order, ami was pleased to say

Use drivers drove as well as Jim Turn-

hull’s. They made a subscription for him
and handed the most of it to me to send

to the commandant at Deolali, to be

given him on board ship, since they knew

their own ways. We paid for his ticket,

gave him some pocket money, ami half

the battery went to see him oft’. The

man’s charm of manner, liis quaint anec-

dotes, his soldierly appearance, and his
abstemious habits had won every heart.
When he came to say good-bye to inc I

was in the gun-park, and the guns ate

traeted him. “Oi misdoubt, sorr, but

t’iese’ll be better nor those we had in the

Eagle Throop. God bless you. sorr, fop

your kindness to an ould artilleryman,
sorr; and praise the Virgin that Oi

sthruek this cantonment in me wander-

ings on me way to Kilmainhaiu. T’is

yourself, sorr, that remoinds me of Jim
Turnbull entoirely: and Oi was his

rough rider—remimber that, sorr.” And

off he went to his train. The command;
ant wrote to us later that he had turned

up there, but that friends had offered him

a home or some employment up country,
and that he had proceeded to join them,
resigning the passage which, as he told
us, “Air. Kitchener” had arranged for

him.

I daresay he will turn up again in the
East with more talcs of the "Eagle
Throop,” and of his subsequent life in

the Light Dragoons, or as a railway,
driver, if not, his counterpart is to bq
seen any day at Kilmainham, or the old
house at Chelsea that is the best claim

of Charles 11. to the memory of posterity.
There the Mutiny and the Crimea veter-

ans still drowse on the southerly benches,
where veterans of Waterloo and the Pen-

insula and of the earlier wars have

drowsed out their years before them.

The old cantonment likewise wilj
drowse on, left high and dry by the tide

that tends to the frontier; and ere long
Kitchener helmet, khaki jumper, and
quick-firing gun will leave John Com-

pany's linese to the decaying bells-ol-

arms, the mouldering stucco tombs, the
jackal, and the serpent. Sic transit

gloria mundi. — From “Black wood’p
Magazine.” i

.QEORGE VAX .QJLYKE, M.D.,

TUK AMERICAN SPECIAI.IST.

EYE. EAlt, THROAT. AND NOPE,
Late of New York City.

Is now permanently located in the

PITT-ST. BUILDINGS.
Cor. Karangahnpe-rd. and Pitt st. ’

NEWTON. AUCKLAND.
In addition to his two years’ study IU

the beat Special Hospitals in New
City. Dr. Van Slyke studied a year and a
half in the best Special Hospitals in Lon-
don, Hug. This tlioroneh preparation tot*
Ills work has enabled the Doctor to treat
successful I v over twenty thousand eases of
eye, ear, Throat, and noso troubles duty
iug his nine years' practice in New Zetp
land. FEES charged on tho AMERICA!*
SCALE, which i» only about One half th*
COLONIAL SCALE.

CONSULTATION FREE. r
Ilnurs: W to I, 2 io 4, and 7 to K

Telephone 2061.
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Children’s Page

NOTE FROM COUSIN KATE.

; Will Cousin AILEEN. 2, Williani-

•treet, Dunedin, send her surname, as

♦here is a post-card from Cousin Hilda

tor her waiting to be posted?

i Also Cousin Kate would like to know

nvhieh Cousin FIXJRENCE has arranged
to exchange post-cards with Cousin

ADISON, as there is one to be forward-
ed as soon as she learns who Io send it
to.

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, —I hope that you

do not think that I have forgotten to

write to you. We have given three of

Our kittens away, and have only one

left.' I took one of them to the College
this afternoon. It cried all the way in

the tram ear, apd I was very glad when

I got there. The other kitten is going
to a farm at I’ukekohe next week. The

mother eat is fretting over the loss of

her kittens, but if we were to keep them,

•he would soon become jealous of them

and scratch them. Our little dogs are

growing very big. Of course you ean

imagine they arc very jealous of one

another. The weather has been dread-

ful for the last three weeks, and it is

quite nice to have two or three fine

days as we have had at the present
time. We have not been able to play
hockey because the weather has been

too wet. We hope to play a match

jiext Saturday if tire weather promises
to be tine. Next Sunday I am going to
the Onehunga Tea Kiosk with my father

•nd my two sisters. Have you been
Sown to see the s.s. Corinthie at the

wharf? It is the largest steamer that

Calls at Auckland, and it brought a

large number of immigrants from Eng-
tand and America. I think I must

bring my letter to a close now. as it is

nearly time for me to go to bed. With

Jove to you and all your cousins.—l

remain, your loving cousin, WINNIE N.

I’.S.'- —Excuse my bad writing please.

|Dear Cousin Winnie N.,—I didn’t, think

you had forgotten me quite so soon,
•nd of course I am very glad you

haven’t, hut I think I ought to scold

you a little for not writing oftener.

(Were you not very sorry to part with

all your kittens? they are such dear

•little things when they begin to get
.playful. 1 always want to keep ours un-

til they are grown up. Yes, I expect the
'eats and dogs are jealous of one an-

other. Moat ,of them are, though when

•I was away for my holiday this time I

»aw a cat which was always following
• big sable collie about, and they al-
ways slept together. We have a tiny
pupgj at home now, but all the cats are

afraid of him. If they only knew they
could do him far more damage than he

can them, but 1 expect it won’t lie long
before he begins to tease and chase

them. I hope you will win your hoekey
match. 1 think you will be able to

play, for it looks as though we should

have a few fine days now. We watched

the Corinthie coming in, and wondered

what the immigrants were thinking of

their new home. She is an immense

boat, isn’t she?—Cousin Kate.]

♦ ♦ 4>

Dear Cousin Kate, —It is such a long
time since I wrote to you last that I am

afraid you have almost forgotten me.

It is raining almost all the time here
now. We had a fairly- strong gale yes-
terday too. A bullock was shot the

week liefore last. We are enjoying the

meat immensely. Alt my uncle’s corn

is c.ut now. I have been stripping and

tying it, so that has taken some of my

writing time. It is raining very hard

to day. The sparrows are all sitting on

the window sill for shelter. Sometimes

they fight for a place and pull feathers

out of one another, which is not very-
wise of them for they -want all the

feathers that they can get to keep them-

selves warm. The calves that have
been tied up have been let go in the hay
paddock as this rainy weather is very
hard on them. It is getting late so 1
must close.—Cousin BRUCE.

[Dear Cousin Bruce,—It is indeed a

very long time since you wrote to me

last, but I’m very glad that you have

not forgotten me altogether. I was

wondering what had happened to pre-
vent you writing. We have had some

very bad weather, but to-day is so

warm and sunny that it feels quite like
late spring, but I suppose we shall have

plenty of “real winter weather pre-
sently." The Gisborne people have been

having a very bad time haven’t they?
Fresh meat is hard to get in the win-
ter time in the country, so I don’t won-

der you are enjoying it so much. Are
the sparrows very tame up your way,
or is there no shelter close to for them?

The ones about’ our place are very shy.
and fly off directly one appears on the

scene at all. I expect they find it very-
hard to get food in the winter,—Cousin

Kate. |
+ 4- ♦

Dear Cousin Kate, —I am writing to
ask you if you will have me as a

cousin; if you will, please send me a

badge. I go to school, and I am in the

Third Standard. I have to ride three

miles t<> school, and enjoy the ride very
much. I will be ten years old next Oc-
tober. and I hope I will be here for my
birthday.—Cousin Douglas.

[Dear Cousin Douglas,—Of course I

will accept you for one of the “Graphic’’
cousins. There are quite a lot of new

ones this week—the more the merrier,
though, isn't it? 1 will post you a badge
at once—be sure and let me know if you
receive it safely. Three miles’ ride to

school every day is rather a long way,
but I suppose you have some companions
to ride with, and that must be lovely in

the summer time, though I should not

like it much on cold wet mornings. Are
you thinking of leaving Waingaro, that

you say you hope you will be there for

your birthday in October?-—Cousin

Kate.] ---

Dear
<

ousin Kate,—May I become one

of your cousins? If you will have me 1

will try to write often; and please may
I have a badge? It is wet today. 1 am

seven years old, and I have two little

brothers—one is called Percy and the

other Bobs. Good-bye.—From Sydney.

[Dear Cousin Sydney,—l shall be de-

lighted to have you for a cousin, and will

post a badge to you this week. You and
Bobs both write so well for such little

people that I shall be very glad indeed

to have letters from you often. Is your
little brother quite well again now?

The last time I heard of him he had such

a dreadful cold. Bobs tells me he lias a

garden, so I suppose you have one too?

Did you ever hear about the little girl
who had a garden of her own? She

used to plant all her own seeds and flow

4- ■fr +

ers and then when they had been in the

ground for a day or two she used to pull
them up to see if they were growing.
That was a funny way to garden, wasn’t

it? How are you getting on with your
music? Can you play “In Happy Mo-

ments” yet?—Cousin Kate.]

4> ♦ ♦

Dear Cousin Kate,—May I become one

of your cousins, please? Will you send

me a badge? I have a little brother

and sister. lam six years old. We went

to the eircus when it was here, and “Sin-

bad the Sailor.” We laughed such a lot.

I was quite tired of laughing. My little

cousins are going to a fancy dress party.
Sydney and I went to two in New Ply-
mouth last year. I shall have a great
many flowers in my garden soon. Love
from Bobs.

[Dear Cousin Bobs,—I shall be very

pleased to have you for one of my little

cousins, and I hope you will write to me

often. I have often seen your little

brother; hasn’t he got lovely curls—l

wonder if he will be as glad to have his

hair cut off as you were. What grand
times you seem to have; fancy a little
boy of your age going to the circus and

the pantomime, too—I don’t wonder you

laughed at the pantomime, I laughed a

lot too. I hope your little cousins will
enjoy the fancy dress; their frocks are

so pretty. What did you and Sydney
wear to the onesyou went to in New Ply-
mouth? 1 will send you a badge as soon

as I can, and I think you ought to send

me some of the flowers out of your gar-
den in return. What do you think?—

Cousin Kate.]

4- + *

Dear Cousin Kate,—I suppose you have

been thinking that I had deserted the
Cousins’ Page, ’ but I have had such a

number of lessons to do that I have not

had time, but I have not many lessons
to do to-night, so I thought I would
write to you. The children’s plain and

fancy dress ball is to be held here next

Friday,- July 27, and my sisters and I

are going. lam going in fancy costume.

I hope I will enjoy myself. The next

time I write to you I will tell you all
about it. Bostock and Wombwell’s

menagerie was here a little while ago,
and I went" toi it and enjoyed myself
very much, though I was frightened

■when I got near the lion’s cage. I see

by Cousin Aileen’s letter that she would

like to exchange post-cards with any of
the cousins. I would 'be very pleased
if she would exchange them with' me,

Will you please ask her for her addreaa,
and ask her what kind she prefers? I
like the ones of actresses best. I ana

going to make a bag for the children

in the hospital this year. I have to
make a big bag, and wrap all the things
up, and put them in the bag, haven’t I,
Cousin Kate? If you do not mind, Cou-
sin Kate, may I change my name and

sign my letters Cousin Nora, Hamilton,
because I get confused when I sign Cou-

sin Violet. Hoping you will not mind,
I am. yours truly (may it be?) Cousin

NORA, Hamilton.

[Dear Cousin Nora, —Of course yon
may sign yourself Cousin Nora, as long
as you put “Hamilton” after it, so that
I sha’n’t get confused. Willyou please
write your full name and address on a

separate slip of paper, next time you

write, so that I can enter it in the cou-

sins’ book? Children’s fancy dress balls

are quite the fashion just now. I have

heard of several lately. What are you

going to wear? Bostoek and Womb-

well’s menagerie was splendid, wasn’t
it? I liked it very much, too, though
T never like seeing anyone go into the

lions’ cage. I’m always so afraid there

may be an accident. I am so glad you

•re going to make a bag for the hospital
children this year. I wonder if you
could persuade any of your little friends

. one too. It was funny you
should have asked for Cousin Aileen’s
address this week, for I have just writ-

ten a note asking her to send it me, as

I have a post-card here for her. —Cousin

Kate.]

4- 4. 4-

Dear Cousin Kate,—I wonder if you
will accept me as one of your cousins.
If so, please would you send me a badge.
I am not allowed to go to school for

the winter, because I have had rheuma-
tism. Igo to the Devonport Girls’ Col-
lege, and lam in the second form. I am

ten years of age. Father gets the “Gra-
phic” every week, and I am very fond
of reading the cousins’ letters; and Bus-

ter Brown, is he not a little mischief?

Every week he gets worse, I think. Have

not we been having bad weather lately?
One could not get outside the house. I

have got a little cream pony. Would

you give me a name for it? I have three

•brothers and one sister. I must close

now, as I have not much to say. Good-

bye. With love to yourself and all the
cousins.—l remain, your loving cousin,
RENE.

[Dear Cousin Rene,—I am so very

sorry you have rheumatism so badly,
and hope you will get quite rid of it

soon. Are you sorry to miss so much

school? You will have to work just
twice as hard in the summer time, so as

to catch up to the other girls. I am so

glad you like reading the cousins’ let-

ters, and hope you will write often;
then you will have the pleasure of read-

ing your own too. Of course I shall be

delighted to have you for a cousin, and

I will post a badge to you one day this
week. Buster Brown certainly is a most

mischievous little’ boy, and I agree with

you in thinking that he gets worse

every week. We have a cream horse,
which we call Creamy. Do you think

that, would be a pretty name for your

pony? or how would Biscuits do? —Cou-

sin Kate.] ,

4- 4- 4"

Dear Cousin Kate,—News, as usual, i«
a scarce commodity here, so I have

neglected writing to you for some time,
but you know how fearfully hard it is

to write when news is short, so I hope
you will forgive me. Do you know that

in some way I missed seeing my last

letter in the “ Graphic?” I was sorry,
because I always like to see your
answers. What an interesting letter

Alison wrote the week before last. It

is nice to hear from the older Cousins

sometimes. I wonder if Cousin Roie

will write again now she is in Auckland.
I saw in one of the local papers that

she had come
“ out,” so perhaps she will

think she is too grown-up to write now.

Just at present Olive and I are busy
workiug for a juvenile, bazaar, which is

to be held in the King Edward’s Bar-

racks next month. The bazaar is in
aid of Nurse Maude’s Consumptive
Camps, so I hope it will be a success.

Last night w e went' to see
“ The Fatal

W’edding.” I thought the children

were splendid in the Tin-can Band, and

the little girl who played “ Jessie” is a

sweet little actress. All round us the

people kept melting into tears, and it

was rather funny watching them, al-
though I suppose it was a little unkind.
But some people do look so funny when

.they cry, dont you think so? Bridget
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and Toto were immense, especially the

former, and Mr. Sehwartz I thought very

good. He was so slow and easy-going,
and so attached to his

“ Missis,” the

lady “ with the corrugated iron facet?’

We are having delightful weather here;

in faet, we have not had any winter wea-

ther to speak of yet. Usually at this

time of the year we have long spells of

wet weather, and often snow. Was

not the death of Mr. Seddon a terrible

calamity? I suppose people think

more of it as it was so unexpected. I

am reading one of Max Adeler’s books,
“ Elbow Room.” It is rather absurd,

but I think that most American humor-
ous stories are the same, don’t you?
Since starting this letter we are having

a spell of cold, wet weather, so I spoke
too soon when I said we were having
such a delightful winter. Evidently

we are going to make up for it now. I

quite agree with Alison regarding the

kind of books the average girl reads at

different stages of her life. The fairy
story stage is to many delightful, but

I think that th,e number of children who

read fairy stories and believe in them

are comparatively few in these prosaic
days. Fairies! They pooh-pooh the

idea. Such beings do not exist, have

never existed, they tell you frankly.
Yet not so very long ago, in the days of

our mothers and grandmothers, children

firmly believed in the existence of the
“ little folk.” Children were more

imaginative in those days, and fairies

and elves, gobins and ogres,Appealed to

their susceptible little minds, and more

especially to the minds of the girls. It

■was an age when golf and hockey and

cricket were undreamed of as pastimes
for girls; when battledore and shuttle-

cock, and a few games of like nature,
were considered quite boisterous enough
for such feeble creatures. So naturally
they drew on their imaginations much

more than do the children of the present
day for their amusement. Boys’ ad-

venture books are much more popular.
“ Robinson Crusoe,” “ Swiss Family
Robinson,” “Gulliver’s Travels,” any-
thing and everything that comes their

way is eagerly devoured. School stories
about both boys’ and girls’ schools are

always popular, and books by such
writers as Diekens, Scott, and more

modern and lighter writers, such as

Allen Raine,Alien,” 8..M. Crpker, etc.,,,
-are eagerly read by older girls. Moral-

ising, as Alison says, is always detest-

able when come across In book, and

most girls avoid such books whenever
possible. As for poetry, they delight in

it to a certain extent, though very few

are able to wade through whole volumes

of one writer, unless indeed that writer

is her favourite. For myself, Shakes-
pearel has few attractions, though often

I come across quotations from some of

his plays in other books which I think
delightful. My favourite poets are

Shelley, Cowper, Browning, Mrs. He-

mans, Adelaide Anne Proctor, and Tom

Bracken. I hope, as Alison suggests,
some of the other Cousins will give us

their opinion of what girls read, as I

think it is a most interesting subject.
The Exhibition Buildings are rapidly

nearing completion, and they are assum-

ing quite an imposing aspect. I believe

the Maori pa will be one of the chief at-

tractions. The North Island Maoris

who are engaged in constructing it are

quite interesting to talk to, and will-

ingly give any information asked. They
have had a big whore built, where they
all live, so as to be near their work.

Their families are also with them, so

that there is quite a small tribe of them.
The children are so funny, but they do

not seem to value their clothes very

much.. Several of the boys we noticed

clad in quite new’ Norfolk suits, and

they were rolling about the muddy en-

closure, fighting and knocking each other

about, all in good part, though. They
were the merriest and dirtiest little

vagabonds I ever saw’. Well. Cousin
Kate, I am afraid I can. think of nothing
else to write about.—With much love to
all the Cousins and yourself, I am, your
affectionate Cousin WINNIE. Christ-

church, 13th July, 1906.

[Dear Cousin Winnie,—I’m sure news

can’t be more scarce with you than it is
here, so I’m afraid you will only get a

very short letter this week, especially
as I am indulging myself in a bad cold,
and that, as you know’, does not help to

make one- interesting. I’m sorry you
missed seeing your last letter, and I’m

afraid I cannot rememoer what I wrote

to you about last time, so cannot tell

you what was in it. What work are

you and Olive doing for the bazaar. It
is for such a splendid object that I hope

it will la' a success. I went to the
‘•Fathi Wedding,” too. The children
were quite the best part of it I thought,
especially little “Jessie,” she was won-

derfully- clever. I’m afraid I’m rather
like you, and often want to laugh ’at

people who cry at theatres, though 1

must confess that once or twice I have

felt.‘rather “ weepy” myself. I should
have liked to have a quiet cry, I think,
at

“ The Light that Failed,” only every-
one else seemed to be, so I hadn’t time.

The second time I went to it I took a

friend of mine, who was always most
scornful of anyone who cried at any-
thing on the stage, and was delighted
when she began to mojtJier eyes and use

her handkerchief in a most suspicious
way. Of course I had to laugh at her
and chaff her a little, which made her
very angry. She thought it quite bad

enough to cry without having attention
called to it. The Maoris are very in-
teresting to talk to, are they not?" and

their broken English is so prettv. I
was staying in the King Country a'short
time ago, and of course saw a great deal
of them, and used to hold long conversa-

tions with them. Of course I could not

speak a word of Maori, so one day I
asked a wahine if she would teach me.

She evidently didn’t think me particu-
larly intelligent, for she only laughed
and said she “ Was afraid I coulMn’t
learn.” Not very complimentary, was
it ?—Cousin Kate.

■ - 4- 4- 4.

Dear Cousin Kate,—I suppose you will
be surprised to get a letter from me,
but you know there is an 'old saying,
which states that one should never- be
surprised at anything in this world; so,
although I said -1 suppose you would be.
I hope you won’t.. I have, in faet, often
sat dow n to write, to you, but have al-

ways been called away or interrupted
some way- or another. .After reading
Cousin. Winnie’s letter, however, I went
home determined that nothing would
stop me writing, as there was someone

who thought my letters worth reading.
I suppose you will ask what I have

been doing? Well, I can only answer,
conjuring. I have been on the stage
three times since' I last wrote to you, and

I am wanted to go on again. My stage
nom de plume is Delma, so with my
“Graphic” nom de plume I have' the
name of Carle Delma.

If I thought the cousins would be in-
terested I would write about a few tricks
and the best ways of doing them. Do

you think they would like them, Cousin

Kate?

Football is now- on the second round,
but it is somewhat dead here this season,
mainly on account of the rain, through
which there has been no football for

three weeks. Two teams were supposed
to play yesterday, but as the ground was

not in too good a condition, one team

objected to play, so now they go by the

name of the Fine Weather Team.

There is to be a hockey match between

the Greymouth and town girls here on

Tuesday, so I do hope it will be fine.

Did you not get a shock at Mr. Sed-
don’s death, Cousin Kate? My little sis-

ter came home from school, and asked

me who I thought was dead. I named

several townspeople, and when she said

Mr. Seddon I do believe you coidd have

knocked me over with a feather. I went

to a memorial service held here, and it

really did seem sad listening to the band

playing the “Dead March,” and to hear

the firebell tolling every now and then.

I remember when Mr. Seddon was last

here. He rode into town on horseback

from a place six miles out of town, called

the Punt. In speaking to the people he

remarked that everybody knew him. As

he was nearing town he said he heard a

little bov exclaim, “I say, Billy, there’s
Dick.” Where?” exclaimed Billy. “Why,

that big fat fellow on the horse,” re-

turned the other.

I believe I said I have been only doing

con juring since I last wrote to you. This

was an error, as I am learning the cor-

net, and hope to be soon in the band.

There is a band going to the Christ-

church Exhibition from here composed
of players from all parts of the district.

I was reading a funny piece about a

man who said he liked Shakespeare’s
plays, but when he tried to stage “Ham-

let” someone made an Omellete out of a

rotten cgglet and hit him on the Eyelet.
Padfly was lying in bed one day, but the

blanket he had was not long enough, so

he eut a piece off the top and sewed it

on the bottom. This, I think, is as silly
as the Irishman who turned his stocking
inside out because there was a hole in

it.

Oh! last time I was performing there

was someone in the pit who kept calling

out. I was doing a card trick, and- put-
ting the pack behind my baek I started
prating about my X-ray eyes, and then

pulled a card out of the_paek and asked
the man I had on the stage if th- t was

the curd-he was thinking of. Before he
coidd reply the man in the pit sang out,
“No, that isn’t the card.” I came for-

ward and said: “Ladies and gentlemen,
I am pleased to see there is another man

in the hall with X-ray eyes.” 1 got a

good clap, and thus succeeded in quieting
my noisy friend. ■ > ' . .
. As I think I am trespassing too far on

your valuable page, I will now conclude,
with love to you- and all the cousins,
dear Cousin Kate, always being mysti-
cally thine, cable.

[Desir Carle,—I am perfectly
certain the cousins axil other readers of

the “Graphic.” too, will be vastly inter-

ested if you tell us how to do some card

tricks, though if some of us manage to

learn them or not is, a different matter.

I am positively certain I never could. 1

"am very fond of good conjuring, and

never miss going to see any famous pro-
fessor of legerdemain who passes

through Auckland. We have had one or

two excellent performers here of late

years. Carl Hertz was, perhaps, the most

clever, but Dante was good, and so was

a man named Bosco here recently. Carle

Delma is quite an imposing nom de

theatre. Westport must be a dreadfid

place for rain. A friend of mine who is

leaving Auckland to live there told me

that the people of Westport “didn’t

know enough to come in out of the

wet,” If they did, he remarked, after a

pause, they would never get out at all. 1
am sorry I can only answer your letter-

very briefly, but it has been delayed, pre-

sumably bv the awful storms, and is only

just in'time to catch the paper for this

week. Don’t forget to write about the

tricks. Cousin Kate.]

•b + +

Dear Cousin Kate,—I have not writ-

ten for a long time now. I spent a week

of mv holidays at home, and the next

week'at Hastings with my auntie and

uncle and little cousins. I used to play
with them all day. They had a big wal-

nut tree, and they were very fond of

getting me to .knock down walnuts. 1

brought my little cousin home with me

for a few days. He is only three years
old, and it is the first time he has been

away without his mother. My other cou-

sin who went to London is in New-

castle just now. She was in Paris, and

went up the Eiffel tower, which is

12,000 ft high. But she loves London best

of all. She says it is such a nice place.
We have been having some bad weather

lately, have we not? But we wanted it

badly. Those wrecks at Gisborne have

been dreadful, haven’t they? Our

oranges arc ripe now, and we have a

great number. Are you going down to

the Exhibition at Christchurch? I sup-
pose you are. What a number are

going. Cousin Hilda’s letters are beauti-

ful. She must bo having a lovely time.

I must close now, with love to all the

cousins and yourself, Cousin RUAHINE.

[Dear Cousin Ruahine,—I was just
wondering the other day if you had.com-

pletely forgotten me. or if 1 should hear

from you again. You must have en-

joyed your, visit to Hastings very
much, I should think. I did not think

there could be any walnuts left on the

tree by this time. Your cousin in Eng-
land must have had a very interesting
time. Newcastle is a dirty city, but a

very important one indeed. I quite
agree that London is after all nicer

than Paris. It is certainly more im-

pressive. Ido not expect to go to

Christchurch Exhibition, unless sonfe

fairy godmother turns up to arrange

so great a treat for me, and this 1 fear

is not likelv.—Cousin Kate.l

Pepper for the Professor.

Of course you know about the Old

Woman who lived in a shoe, who had

so many children that she didn’t know’

what to do. But did anyone ever tell

ypu why she gave them all broth with
out any bread, and whipped them all

soundly, and sent them to bed? I’ll

tell you; but don’t please, go and

copy them—will you?

tyell, first ot all, the Old Wpman kept
a boarding-school. That was why she

had so many children to look nfter.

The School was in the Shoe, which

was generally a hundred million times
bigger than due of your shoes, and had
rooms and doors anti windows, though,
as it was a magic Shoe, the Old Woman
coidd change it to any size ami shape
she diked. I dare say you’ve seen pic-
tures of her and her children sitting to-

gether in it, as if it were a big Bath-

chair. (Don’t you wish you could change
your house into a eoaeh-aml-four or

motor-car whenever you wanted a

drive?)
Now, the Shoe children weren't any

fonder Of lessens than yon are. though,
of course, some schooldays seemed nicer

than others. But the nastiest day of

the whole year was the one on which

Professor Smackemwell —he was the

Old Woman’s brother-—came to give
them an examination on everything
they’d learnt during the year.

He was always as cross as two sticks

when he gave lessons, and so fond of

putting children in the corner that, by
the. end of the day, although the Shoe

was a very eornery place, there really
weren’t enough to go round; ami they
would all be standing in rows against
the wall.

That, year things were worse than

ever, because they’d begun French; and,
if you don’t know how it feels when
somebody glares at you over big glasses,
and says: "‘First person plural, preterite
tense of etre—quick!” and you can’t for

the life of you remember, well, I hope

you never will! . .
“How I wish that old Smavkemw ell

wasn't coming to-morrow!” said Wilfred
Wilkins. ‘‘He's a hundred times worse

than Mother Birch! Let’s have a lark

and pay him off for bothering us!”

“How?” eried a number of voices.

(There were so many children in the

schoolroom that I can’t remember all

their names, so I shall just tell you the

principal ones who were speaking.)
“Put some tar on his ruler! He's al-

ways waving it about!” suggested Wil-

fred.

“Or sprinkle pop, cr on his desk to

make him sneeze!” eried Jerry Jacobs.

“Or chalk something on his baek!”

giggled Esther Eccles.

“Or stitch up his coatsleeves b< forb
be goes!” said Lena Little. ,

They really were naughty children,
weren’t, they!

Mary .Mayflower, another little girl,
who had been thinking hard ever sine#

Jerry had mentioned pepper, suddenly
said:

“I’ve a much better plan! You know

Mrs Birch always sends him in a cup
of broth at eleven?”

“Yes; ami he fus:.?s his-head off for

fear she should have forgotten and put

]>epper in it! He hates pepper!” said

Wilfred.

“That’s it!” cried Mary excitedly. “I

thought what fun it would be if we

eould put some in!” . . ,
“Oh-h-h!” gasped the. children. ,
It really was a very daring idea.

You see, between yon ami me. Pro-

fessor Smackemwell was rather greedy.
And they knew he wouldn't suspect
them if his broth was spoilt; and they
thought it would be al! the greater fun

if he flew into a temper and scolded Mrs

Birch before she’ll bail time to say that

she’d had nothing to do with it!

So they planned, then and there, that-,
during the ten-minutes’ playtime that

they had at eleven, some of them

should get her mil. of the way, while

threent hers slipped into the kitchen and

peppered the Professor’s cup of soup,
which was sure to be waiting there.

(Whew! Don't you wonder what’s

coming?)
Now well go on to the next morn-

ing; and I'll tell you what Professor

Smackemwell was like.

Very tall ami very thin, with a point-
ed nose and a pointed chill dear me, I

didn't mean to be writing in verse! —

and white hair, (hat stood straight up
round his head.

And he wore a black coat, with long
tails, and always carried a long ruler

as if he were going to hit somebody, and

talked in a high, squeaky voice.

This particular morning his head was

crammed with nasty irregular French

verbs; and he kept pointing down the,

class- "Quick, quick, quick!”—and giv-
ing the children no time to think; till,
by ten minutes Io eleven, all the corners

and two sides of the schoolroom were

used up!
Weren't, they glad when a bell rang,

which meant that they might all go

into the playground for ten minutes!

Only, as you can guess, they didn't
all go into tlje playground. Ethel

Eeelcs slipped down to the kitchen and.
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knotted at the door, and asked Mrs

Birth, who waa cooking instead of

teaching that morning, if she would

please go upstairs and speak to Pro-

testor SmaokemwcU.
And no sooner had Mrs Birch bustled

out of the kitchen than Mary Mayflow-
er and Wilfred Wilkins crept in; and
they all began hunting hard tor the cup

of broth and the pepper pot.
"Here’s his tray all ready; but the

cup’s empty!” cried Maty. “She hasn't

ponied the broth out yet.”
‘•lt's here, in this big saucepan on

the tire. Smells awfully good!” said

Ethel. “We’ll have to put the pepper
in the pan, ’cause if we ladle any broth

into the cup, she’ll guess!”
‘•1 can't lind the pepper-pot; but

there’s a whole tin of pepper hereijj
said Wilfred, who had climbed on to

the dresser. “Suppose we— Achishoo!
aehishoo!”

He had taken the lid off the tin and

sniffed, and of course it made him

eueeze like anything.
“For goodness’ sake be quick, or Mrs

Birch'll be Track'” said Ethel. "Where’s

the tin? Better put in a good dose, or

he’ll never taste it in that big pan!”
She seized the tin from Wilfred, who

was still “chishchisliooing.” Next min-
ute the tin was empty, and she was

stirring the broth round with a wooden

ladle.
“There!” she said. “That’ll pay him

out for putting me in the corner!

Hurry up! 1 believe that was the bell!”
Didn't they scuttle upstairs again!

When Professor Smaekeniwell came

back to the schoolroom, they were all

Sitting demurely in their places. And

they never even smiled when Mrs Birch
tapped at the door a minute, later, and
said: “Your broth, Horatius.”

“I trust, my dear,” said the Profes-

sor, “that you have remembered that I
don’t like pepper?”

"Of course I’ve remembered!” snap-
ped Mrs Birch, setting down the tray.

And Professor Smackemwell said:
“Boys write out the conditional of
“etre,” and girls the subjunctive of

“avoir," and took up his teacup and

drained it at one gulp!
Oh. my dear chicks! He coughed, he

Spluttered, he stormed, he fumed. And

Mrs Birch rushed in again, and began
patting him hard on the back.

And he gasped out: “How dare you?”
because, of course, h? thought she’d,
peppered his broth. And, when ho went

on panting “Pepper, pepper, pepper!”
she began to understand, and declared

that there hadn't been any.
“Should—l be—going on—like this—-

if there—hadn’t?” stormed the Profes-

sor. “I’ve burnt my throat—dreadfully,
I tell you! Send for the doctor!”

“Nonsense!” said Mrs Birch.

lint the Professor was in such a

temper that she simply had to. And,
when the doctor arrived, he said that,
though there was nothing really wrong,
the Professor had better keep quiet for

the rest of the day.
Well, the children—who didn’t hear

this—sat on in the schoolroom, feeling
rather frightened, and expecting every
minute that Mrs. Birch would come

back and say she’d found them out.

But, as time went on and nothing
happened, they got rather braver, and

began to play "naughts and crosses;”
and then “turn the trencher” with

Professor Smackemwell's saucer.

At last the first bell rang as usual,
for dinner. And they went rather ner-

vously into the dining room, and found

Mrs Birch standing at the end of a long
table before a soup-tureen.

"Be quick, children!” she said. “I'm

going to have my dinner upstairs with

I’rofessor Smackemwell.”

She didn’t sound cross, though her

eyes gleamed hard from behind her

horn spectacles as she ladled out mut-

ton broth into blue plates. But—l won-

der if you’ve guessed what’s coming?—
no sooner had Wilfred tasted his first

spoonful than he put it down very

quickly, and took a drink of water.

"Can I have some bread, please?” he

Baid.
Ethel Eccles had suddenly begun to

rough.
“You don’t any of you need bread

to-day. with good soup like this!” said
Mrs Birch.

Mary Mayflower had turned very red,
and put her spoon down.

“There's so much pepper! I’ve burnt

my tongue!” whimpered Peter Telling,
from the end of the table.

“Nonsense!” said Mrs Birch. “How
can there lie pepper, when I’ve not put
any in? I'm afraid you won't get any-

thing else, because, with Professor
Smackemwell’s not being well, I’ve had

no time for cooking. The broth’s just
as 1 poured it out of the saucepan.
Don’t be fanciful!”

Well, Mary, and Ethel and- Wilfred

saw at once what had happened.
They’d not only peppered the Profes-

sor’s broth, but they’d peppered their

own at the same time, because the big
naacepan had held the soup for their

dinner as well!
And of course, they knew perfectly

well that Mrs Birch had guessed this.

And there they sat, getting redder and

redder, and trying to get down spoon-
fuls of the broth, and coughing and
choking, because they’d no bread to help
them with it. And finally they put down
their spoons, and gave it up altogether!

And then Mrs Birch just said: **Kow,
cinfwyp vbmfgk vbgkqj vbgkq emfwypm
as you know perfectly well what I’m

going to punish you for, we needn’t
waste time with talking about it*”

And. as you know perfectly well what

happened next (think of the third and
fourth lines of the “Old Woman”

rhyme!), I needn’t take up your time in

describing it. Besides, it’s kinder to the

children if I don’t!
You can understand that, after no

dinner and a long afternoon in bed (they
were sent there directly after Well,
what we’re not going to talk about!),
they felt frightfully hungry for tea.

And they were allowed to come down

for it, and found Mrs Birch and the

Professor in a good temper again, and

extra supplies of thin bread-and-butter

all round.

But I think they deserved something
to remember that examination-day by,
don’t you?

Tim Thimble’s Dream.

Tim Thimble was extremely fat — much
heavier than I,

And that’s because he always sat when

chairs were standing by.
lie did delight to take hits ease—a shocking

thing to do—
For exercise in plenty, please, I recommend

to you.
The lazy ways that made him grow I shun-

ned with all my might,
And that's exactly why, you know, I’m

moderately slight

But this is al! beside the mark, and quite
another theme;

I meant to say that in the dark Tim Thim-
ble had a dream—

He dreamt that as he tucked the sheet

securely round his chin,
He heard a roaring in the* street—a most

appalling din;
It really was a shocking noise. (But here

I ought to say,
That ’midst the most untidy boys Tim

Thimble led the way:
He never brushed his Sunday coat; he never

did his hair,
And as to collars round his throat, I seldom

saw them there.)
Now. having made this matter plain, the

subject we will drop.
And take the story up again without an-

other stop.

Bond. loud, and louder grew the roar. Tim

Thimble shrank with fear.

For somehow to his bedroom door ha

thought it drawing near.

His hair didstiff and stiffer grow (but that

I cannot blame.
For more than once or twice, you know,

my own has done the same):
And then was heard an awful crash: the

door wide open tied,.
When ’neath the clothes Tim made a dash,

and covered un his head.

Don't laugh nt him: it’s hardly nice, and

though you think it shame.

I boldly own that once or twice I've acted

much the same.

When next he peeped into the dark, as

bravely as he could,
Beside his pillow, stiff and stark, a Congo

Dion stood.

“My hair is rough." the Lion cried. “Come,

tell me while I wait,
How brush and com!) should bo applied to

make a parting straight?”

Tim Thimble, with a heart of woe. exclaim-

ed with feeble groan:

“1 cannot say: 1 do not know—I never do

my own.”

“Then, sir.” the Lion roared amain, “such,

lazy habits shun,
Or every night I’ll come again, to see what

you have done.”
Tim Thimble trembled, waked from sleep.

Twas half an hour from dawn;
And when around he dared to peep, the

visitor was gone.

But after that he long displayed a neatness

and a care:

The stralghtest parting ever made was in

Tim Thimble’s hair;
And this was all because that night the

Lion Conscience came.

And taught him In a dream of fright that

negligence Is shame.

TpOR SALE, bargain, large American Or-

gan, 14 stops, 2 kne swells, solid Vght
oak, rich tone. — Senn at Robinson’s,
Wyndham st., Auckland.

WINCHESTER
“NEW RIVAL**

LOADED SHOTGUN CARTRIDGES
The “New Rival” is a grand good cartridge j

good in construction, good because it is

■ I primed with a quick and sure primer, and

good because carefully and accurately
l°a de<i with the best brands of powder

Kl “KnrTrP and shot- It is a favorite among hunters

and other users of black powder cartridges
on account of its uniform shooting, evenness

of pattern and strength to withstand

reloading. A trial will prove its excellence.

ALL deal ers sell them

THE NATIONAL MUTUAL Itlfß
ASSOCIATION OF AUSTRALASIA, Ltd.

HEAD OFFICE FOR HEW ZEALAND—-

CUSTOMHOUSE QUAY, WELLINGTON.

FUNDS nearly
'

-

~

£4,200,000
ANNUAL INCOME nearly - - £763,000

Da
A.— _ | MONEY TO LEND ON FREEHOLD PROPERTY.

U.UVV. agencies throughout the colony.

•HMD FOR PROBPHCTUH. Bonuses Large n

d. KEW HARTY, ORTON STEVENS,
DISTRICT MANAGER,

QUESN STRBST, AUCKLAND!, Manager for New Zealand

W. H. ESSEX, General Inspector of Agents.

OLDSMOBILE

Oldsmobile Standard 7 h. p. Runabout

The Oldsmobile is America's most successful motor car.

It is so strongly and perfectly built, so durable and reliable that it
has successfully accomplished a 3000 mile endurance run in England, a
30 day continuous trial trip on the continent and a 3500 mile race

across the United States of America.
It is especially adapted for use in this country because of its con-

struction, economy of operation, mechanical simplicity (repairs cost
practically nothing with intelligent handling) and its ample power.

The Oldsmobile Standard Runabout is really worth twice what it
costs —and is sold at a remarkably low price, because we know how to

produce the highest automobile efficiency at a minimum cost.

Investigate the merits and save money by owning an Oldsmobile.
Free Catalogue showing anOldsmobile line of Runabouts, Touring

Cars, Delivery Cars and Railroad Inspection Cars.

OLDS MOTOR. WORKS. Detroit, Mich., V. S. A.

Agents: W. A. Ryan ® Co.; Auckland, N.Z. .
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AFTER INFLUENZA.

Mrs. Cassie Munro, Timaru,

Too Weak to Walk

Wasting Away in a Decline

Sawed Just in Time

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.

Stronger than Ewer To-day

•‘Three years after my marriage. I grew
so weak and thin that I had to spend most

of my time in bed,” said Mrs Cassie Munro,

Le Cren’s Terrace, Tlmaru. “I caught the

Influenza—and for the best part of a year

after the attack, I was so weak that 1

could scarcely walk from one room to an-

other. When the doctors couldn’t build me

up, I lost all heart. But Mr Munro got me

to try Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills f »r Pale

People. Inside of ten weeks, I was stron-
ger and plumper than ever I was in my life.

For overfive years my health has been per-
fect—so no one can deny that Dr. Williams’

Pink Pills have cured me for good.
•‘lt was in the middle of winter, .hat year

the Influenza was so bad in Christcnurch,

that I took sick,” said Mrs Munro, who,
by the way, is the fourth daughter of Mr

Samuel Bruce, of Jack son’s-road, Lyttel-
ton. “One bleak Saturday afternoon, I

went out to do a little shopping. When I

, got home, I was chilled to the very bone.

Do what I would, I could not stop shiver-

ing. I went to bed with a head as heavy
as lead—and all night long I tossed and

turned, and never closed my eyes. Next

morning I could not get up. Every inch of

me ached. My hack was as stiff and sore

as if it was bruised black and blue. The

way my legs ached was worse than if I

had walked for miles. My head was all
stuffed up with the Influenza. It burned

and throbbed till I could not find a cool
spot on the pillow to lay it. T tried to sit

up—but the bursting pains in iuv temples
made me sick on the stomach. When the

doctor camo, I was In a raging fever. For

three weeks I wasn’t able to leave my bed.

The first day I got on my feet again, I

nearly fainted with weakness.

“Mr Munro was In a gr*'at way about

me.” added Mrs Munro." “He said I didn't
eat as much as a child. The truth was

that I couldn’t fancy my food at nil. The
very smell of it took away my appetite.
Often it was as much as I could do to force

down a biscuit or two. Some days, even

a sip of milk turned me bilious. If I touched

a bit of meat, it sot top vomiting. Every

flay found me worse. My head ached fit

to split. Often I wanted to scream—my

nerves were in onch a state. Even the

rattling of the window, on a windy night,

set my heart in a flutter and turned me

faint. From one day’s end to another.

I could not got rid of the fear that some-

thing dreadful was going to happen. For

hours after I went to bed, I fancied I

could hear all sorts of strange noises. It

was no use trying to go to sleep. I twisted

and turned from one side to the other till

it was almost daylight. Next morning, I got

up feeling as if I had not been to bed at all.

Often when trying to dress myself my

eyes went dim. and I fell back on the pil-
lows in a half faint.

“The doctor did his best for mo—but

nothing seemed able to get me out of my

weak state. It was all on account of the

Influenza. I had never got it out of my

blood. At the end of every week I was a

bigger invalid. When I went to stand up.

my kuees went from under me. There was

only one' place for me, and that was

out on the sofa all day. Then

one day my husband read of a case some-

thing like mine, that had been cured by Dr.

Williams* Pink Fills for Pale People.
Nothing would do him but that I should

give them a fair trial, lie sent to Benning-

ton's, in Christchurch, for six boxes. At

first they seemed to make me worse—and.

only for Mr Munro, I would have knocked
them off. But he said if I wanted to get

better I must give Dr. Williams’ Pink I’iiis

a fair chance. The third box gave me

better appetite than I had had for yearT
In fact, I could not eat enough. That

showed that Dr. Williams! Fink Pills suited

me, and so I kept on. The colour camo
back to my cheeks, and 1 grew fat and

strong again. Every morning I woke light-

hearted, and with energy enough for three.
When I finished the sixth box. I hadn't felt

so well for yeans—but he said that I had

better take a couple more boxes of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, just to make sure.

So I did—and they cured inc for good. The

longest day’s work never tires me now.

I am far stronger than I was even before

1 hud the Influenza. I can never give half

enough thanks to Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills
for Pale People.”

Dr. Williams* Pink Pills cured Mrs
Munro's debility just ns they cure all
diseases that are caused by bad blood. In

fact, they actually make new blood. They
do just that one thing—but they do it

well. They don’t act on the bowels. They
don’t bother with mere symptoms. They
won’t cure any disease that isn’t caused

originally by bud blood. Rut that i« the
canoe of oil common ailments such as

anaemia, decline, general weakness, bark-
aches, headaches, indigestion, rheumatism,

neuralgia, sciatica, partial paralysis. au.l

locomotor ataxia. If ottered a substitute,

seud for the genuine to the Dr. Williams'

Medicine Co.. Wellington—3/ a box. six
boxes for 16/6. post free. Letters asking
for medical advice will be answered free.

Personal

Paragraphs

AUCKLAND PROVINCE.

Mr. James Kirker left Auckland on

Monday for a short business visit to tiie

South.

Mr. C. A. Stubbs returned to Auck-
land from a visit to Europe yesterday
by the Ventura, via Sydney.

Mr George George, director of technical
education, has been granted a fortnight's
holiday leave by the Board of Education.

Mr. Harold Holmden leaves Auckland

on Friday for Wellington to eatcli the

“Corintliic.” He intends to study for

the medical profession at Edinburgh.

Miss Ethel Green, who has been visit-

ing New Plymouth for some weeks, ar-

rived in Auckland last Thursday, and is

the guest of Mr. and Mrs. J. Iteece, Al-
ten-road.

Miss Ada Loekie. who has been the

guest of Mrs. T. W. Leys, and Mrs. James

Kirker. Auckland, returned to Wellington
on Monday.

Mr It. S, L. Morris, of the San Fran-

cisco office of the Oceanic Company, is

returned to America by the Ventura

from a visit to Australia and the East.

Mr. H. G. Palethorpe. who for many

years has been connected with the firm

of Thos. Cook and .Son, shipping and

tourist agents, has entered into partner-
ship with Messrs. Hemmingway and Ro-

bertson, accountants and auditors, of

Auckland.

TARANAKI PROVINCE.

Mr. Fenwick Haise is on a short visit

to his home in New Plymouth.

Mr. R. Paul, of Wanganui, is on a visit

to New Plymouth.

Colonel Hume, Inspector of Prisons, is

at present in New Plymouth.

Miss Shuttleworth, Auckland, is on a

visit to her relatives in New Plymouth.
Mr. and Mrs. Carei. of Feilding, aie vis-

iting their relations, Mr. and Mrs. Gib-

bons, New Plymouth.
Mr. Roehfort, former manager of Bank

of New Zealand, Eltham. and Mrs.
Roehfort, have gene for a month’s trip
to Napier.

HAWKES BAY PROVINCE.

Mr. Hawley (Gisborne) has returned

from his trip to Sydney.

Mrs. G. Eliott. (Napier) is on a short

visit to her friends in Gisborne.

Mr. and Mrs. Batley, of Moawhanga,
are visiting Napier.

Mr. and Mrs. A. Williams, of Napier,

are spendng a holiday in Wanganui.

Mr. and Mrs. H. Butters of Have-

lock, are spending a few days in Napier.

Mrs. Gore has returned to Napier
after spending some weeks in Melbourne

Miss Adair, of Gisborne, is spending
some weeks in Napier.

Miss Toole, of Auckland, has been

spending several months in Napier, and

returned to her home last week.

Mr. W. F. T. Anderson, manager of

Murray, Roberts, and Co.’s branch of

Gisborne, is on a visit to Napier.

Miss Kemp, of-Wellington. is in Na-

pier for a week or two, and is the guest
of Mrs. Saxby (Bluff Hill).

Mr. Hawkins, ex-member for Pahia-
tua, was entertained last night, prior
to his departure on a business trip to

England.
Mr. Charles Olliver. formerly a resi-

dent of Napier, who has been in South
Africa for some years, returned to Na-

pier last week, ou a visit to Lis rela-
tions

WELLINGTON PROVINCE.

Captain and Mrs. Dallas (India) hard
been making a stay in Wellington.

Mrs. Shirtdiffe is back in Welliugtoa
after a stay in Nelson.

Mr. Thorpe has returned to Nelson
after a stay in Wellington.

Mrs. Torlesse (Hawke's Bay) has re-

turned home after a stay in Wellington.

Dr. and Mrs. Batchelor (Dunedin)
have been making a stay in Wellington.

Miss Stead has returned to t-tirist-

ehurch after a stay in Wellington.
Mrs. S. FitaherberU Feilding. .-.pent a

few days in Paluieiston North this week.

Miss McVay (Napier) is visiting
friends in Palmerston North.

Miss Fitzroy (Najrier) is staying with
friends in Wellington.

Mrs. E. .-yiison, of Wanganui, paid s»

short visit to Wellington recently.
Miss Thomas, of Greymouth, has l>eei>

staying in Wanganui with relations.

Miss Tennant, of Marton, is the guest
of Mrs. J. C. Greenwood in Wanganui.

Miss Sale, of Dunedin, is the guest of

Mrs. Empson in Wanganui.
Miss Rarnicout. of Wanganui has re-

turned from her visit to Wellington.
Miss Nathan (Auckland) is staying

with friends in Wellington.

Miss Cameron* of Auckland, is the

guest of Mrs. Griffiths, in Wanganui.

Miss Jacobs (Dunedin) is visiting
Wellington.

Mrs. Cornford. who., has been spend-
ing a month or so in Wellington, re-

turned home to Napier last week.

Mrs Kirkealdie ami the Misses Kirk-

ealdie have left Wellington for Austra-
lia where they will spend several weeks.

Miss Stella McLean (Auckland) is in

Wellington at present staving with Miss
Mel -can.

Miss D. Johnston is hack in Welling-
ton after a flying visit to Great ford to

stay with Mr and Mrs Levin.
.

Mr. and Mrs. Vavasour (Marl-
borough! are spending a few days in

Wellington before going to Sydnev.
The Hon. IL Mills and Mrs. Mill?

are back in Wellington after a stay it
Blenheim.

Miss Rawson is Lark in Wellington
after a stay of two or three w< vk.-> if
Nelson.

Professor and Mrs Salmond are bar?
in Wellington after a stay in Dunedr.
with Mr Salmond, senr.

Mrs. J. A. Taggart. Palmerston North

leaves on Tuesday next for England
Miss Reed accompanies her.

Mrs. F. Waldcgrave. Wellington, is th.*

gueset of Mrs. (’. E. Waldegrave, Pains
erst on North.

Mrs. A. Bunny. Martinborough (Wai

rarapa). is visting her mother, Mrs. F-

Jliddiford, Palmerston North.

Mrs. Porter, Palmerston North, i

away in Feilding. staying with het
daughter. Mrs. Dermer.

Mr. and Mrs. A. Lyon<. Otaki. are com-

ing to reside in Palmerston. They hav<

bought Mr. F. Cooke’s residence.

Mrs. Pharazyn. of Napier, is staying
in Wanganui with her daughter. Mrs. A.

jawis.

Miss E. Witehell. of Ma>terton. is 1 Ihj

guest of Mrs. D'Arcy. St. .lohn- Hill,
Wanganui.

Miss Wright, of ( hristchurcb. is the

guest of her sister. Mrs. Fenwick, in

Wanganui.
Miss R. Acland. of Canterbury, who

lias been visiting her sister, Mrs. Emp-
son, in Wanganui, ha- gone on a visit

to the Hawke’s Ba\ district.

Miss Frankish, of ('hristehunh. who

has been staying in Wanganui with her

sister. Mrs. 1). Meldrum has returned

to lier liorne.
The Misses Hadfield. Wuikanae. spent

a few <lays with Mrs. !•'. Robertson,
Palmerston North, on their way to Wan

ganui, whei’C they wilt live in future.

The Misses Greenwood • Wellington)
have gone to Sydney for a month or

two. The Hon. (’. <’. Bowen and Mrs.
Bowen ((*hristchurch 1 will occupv Ilnur

bouse during the absence of the Mi—es

Greenwood.
The Rev. C. Harper, vicar of AH

Saints’ Church, leaves \uvklaud today.
He has been «sk<-l h\ the llishop of

Auckland to assist*! him ,n condu cHue

JgANK or gOUTH
-■< Established 1817.

Head OSes:

GEORGE-ST., SYDNEY.
Paid-up CapfUl £2,000.060
Meserve Fund .. £1,450.000
Beserve Liability ot Pro-

prietors — £2.000,000

£5,450.000

DIRECTORS:
CHE HON. CHARI.ES K. MACKELLAR,

M.L.C., President
rHE HON. REGINALD JAMES BLACK.

M.L.C.

6IR JAMES R. FAIRFAX, Kt.
RICHARD BINNIE. Esq.
U°M iT NORMAXD MACLAURIN, Kt.,

SENATOR THE HON. JAMES THOMAS
WAI.KER

AUDITORS:
Harrington Palmer. Esq.

Frederick W. Utter, Esq.
London Office. OLD BROAD-ST.

With Branches in all the Australian States
New Zealand and Fiji; and Agencies and
Correspondents throughout Tasmania
the United Kingdom, Europe, India, China,
Japan, and the East, Africa, Canada, the

United States, South America, Honolulu
and the West Indies.

The Bank allows interest on Fixed De-
posits, Collects for its Customers Divi-
dends on Shares in Public Companies, and
•Interest on Debentures; undertakes the
■Agency of other Banks; and conducts ail
customary Banking Business. Also, is-
sues Letters of Credit and Circular Notes
negotiable throughout the World.

J. RUSSELL FRENCH.
General Manager.

AN IDEAL HOLIDAY PLACE.

WAINGARO HOT SPRINGS

HOTEL

TERMS, SIX SHILLINGS A DAT.

BATHS FREE TO BOARDERS.

Coupons may be obtained at Messrs. T.
Cook and Son. The Waingaro Coach leaves

Ngaruawahia each TUESDAY and FRI-
DAY, ou arrival or express from Auckland.

B. W. HAMILTON, Proprietor.

Large comfortable baths, with unlimited

supply of Hot Mineral Water, discharge
from one spring alone being over 300,000
gallons a day. Within, easy reach of Rag-
tan Harbour. Launch and Fishing Excur-
sions may be arranged daily.

jgTRAIGHT TO THE POINT.

Mr Alexander Miller, the well-known

Guilder, of Roslyn, Is not lavish with words.
He says what he has to say briefly and to

the point. Writing under date 19th May,
Mr Miller says: — “I suffered from
rheumatism in my heel for two months,
•4hd was cured by Itheumo in two or three
days. I can recommend it to any one sug-
fering from the same complaint.” It is a
▼olume in a nutshell. Two months* agony
cured in two days! “I can recommend it,**
cays Mr Miller. You can believe him.
Hheumo is sold by all chemists and store-

keepers at 2 G and 4 G per bottle.
‘

W 1 N A. GUINEA.

MESSRS SAPON, LTD., London, Pro-
Yn’iehys of the famous Sapon Oatmeal
Washing Powder, award each week the
sum of One Guinea to the writer of the
best four line advt. verse about SAPON,
the results being, published each Saturday

this journal.
Every competitor must observe the fol-

r”,es: ~ Poem not to exceed four

A
l ?4?' bapon wrapper must be enclosed.

Address — SAPON (Oatmeal Washing
I ° nox Wellington. If

i?' storekeeper does not stock SAPONkindly semi us his name.

f _

SYDNEY JONES,
146, KARANGAHAPE ROAD,

-jaa. AUCKLAND, N.Z.

wgr The largest watch sale firm in
New Zealand. Send for hand-
some catalogue, showing hun-

B /Wjt drods ot designs in Watches,
Jewellery, and Greenstone

Mt—JWjCTK TS Goods. Post free to any; ■ttLuu"al address.

THE OXFORD LEVER, 21-
•FKcirtfATTON- J Plate Keyless or Key wind,

first grade patent lever movement, extra

jewelled, dust .proof nickel cases. Three
years' guaranteesent with every watch.

The New Zealand Graphic for August 4, 1906 45



k mission, in one of the parishes in that

city. He expects to be away ten days
•or a fortnight. -

”

Mr and' Mrs C. W. Palmer left for

England, via Australia and the Cape, by

the Oswestry Grange. They will return

to Wellington about Christmas. Mr

Palmer will study Navy League matters
while he is in the Old Country.

Mr J. G. W. Aitken, M.H.R., who has

been absent for some months, returned
to Wellington last week. While away

he visited England, America, Canada,
and Australia, besides spending some

time in his native country, Scotland.

Mr de Bathe Brandon, who has been

away in England for some years, has

returned to Wellington again. He is a

son of Mr A. de B. Brandon (Hobson
Street), and will shortly join the well

known legal firm of Brandon, Hislop
and Johnston. Air de Bathe Brandon

Was recently called to the Bar in Eng-
land, and previous to that he had taken

a degree at Cambridge. He made the

journey out from England by P. andO.,
and was met in Sydney by his sister,
Miss Flora Brandon, who has been

Spending some weeks there.

SOUTH ISLAND.

Mrs Dunean Cameron (Methven) is

staying with Mrs George Gould at Fen-

dalton.

Mrs John Anderson, who has been

staying with friends in Dunedin, has re-

turned to Christchurch.

Mrs Ensor. of ‘'Park Terrace”

(Christchurch), has gone to Sydney,
where she intends remaining for the

winter months.

Mrs George Harper, who lias been

visiting her son at Palmerston, has re-

turned to Christchurch.

Mrs Denniston returned to Christ-

church last week; she has been staying
with Mr Justice Denniston and their

youngest son. both of whom have been

ill in Wellington, but are now conval-
escent.

Miss Bathgate (Dunedin) is the guest
©f Mrs Denniston. “Armagh Street,”
Christchurch.

Professor Blunt, who has been stav-
ing with Mr and Mrs M. Lewin (Meth-
ven), has returned to Christchurch.

The Misses Frankish, who have for
some werks been visiting relatives in
the North Island, returned to Christ-

,chrir<h to-day.

How Royal Palaces are Guarded.

Besides the picked company of "palace
police," by whom King Edward's home
is guarded night and day, there is a

system of night patrols by civilian re-
tainers of the Royal household, whose
duties consist in inspecting corridors and

portals at stated intervals. In England
the chief danger to be ‘eared during the
hours of darkness is not an attack upon
the Royal person, but an accidental out-

break of lire, and the watchmen are ac-

cordingly trained to make instant use

of the nearest means of fire extinction,
ami are also required to become familiar

.with the rudiments of electrical science,
so as to be able to repair a short circuit

or to replace a fuse. Night slippers are

used, in order that the slumbers of the

Court shall not be disturbed; but no

password is deemed necessary, and tell-

taledocks are not employed, it being a

•tradition of the Royal establishment

that <5TlIy trusted men shall be chosen for
•these responsible duties.

i A sentry is usually posted beneath the

Royal lit d-ehamber. and on one occasion

.the Gua.dsman on duty at Windsor was

tempted by a sudden whim to put hjs
hand through the open window and to

abstract a watch that lay on the window

table. Ever afterwards it was the eus-

'tom of Queen Victoria to require gauze
sashes to be inserted into the window-

frames on summer nights, not only for

the purpose of keeping out intrusive in-

sects. but also to serve as an added safe-

guard against other and more substan-

tial intruders.
On a certain occasion King Edward had

a diverting encounter ,wiUi one of his

own watchmen. He was Returning at a

late hour from a social function, passed
the sleepy janitor in the corridor, and

was ascendiag the stairease when he was

seized with an irresistible temptation to

sneeze. What was, Iris astonishment to

hear a voice growling at him from be-

neath. and saying, “Do you want to

wake the house, you fool?” When the

watchman realised that it was not a

fellow servant he was addiessing, his
dismay can be imagined.

King Leopold is-watched with the mili-

tary precision which is characteristic of

Continental i«rlaces. Even his most con-

fidential courtiers are unable to enter

the palace after nightfall unless they
have provided themselves with the pass-
word for the day from the master of the
palace before sunset, and the King him-

self—like the late King Humbert at the

Quirinal-—has on occasion been at a loss

on account of having ivrgotten to fur-

nish himself with this open sesame. As

soon as his Majesty enters his apart-
ment the key is turned upon him by his

valet, who also turns another key in a

door leading from the ante-chamber to

the outer world, and thus interposes his
own body between his sovereign and any
hostile intruder. Should harm come to

the King during the night, the valet

would be liable to be shot without hope
of reprieve.

The practice at the Quirinal is very
similar, and King Victor Emmanuel is

guarded by a body servant who does

not leave the precincts of the apartment
until seven in the morning. The watch-

men in the palace are old military men,
and their system is one of the utmost

precision. Each reports to bis nearest

neighbour at intervals, and by this means

a network of protection is woven about

the person of the monarch, while the

vigilance of each is also secured.
The most varied assortment of. night

watchmen to be found in any palace of

Europe is that which guards the life of

the Emperor of Russia. Each company is

independent, and is under the control of

a separate administration. Even the

master of the palace is subservient to

the emperious demands of some of these

watchmen, should they lay down any par-
ticular instructions for the guidance of

the imperial household at times of spe-
cial anxiety. There is the übiquitous
force of the secret police, who are under

no obligation to any member of the

Court. There is a body of Cossacks of

the Don, who do fatigue duty about the

palace, and are trusted by the Czar to

an extent that cannot be claimed even

by his stalwart and haughty guards.
Due personage who inhabits a palace,

and lives in royal state, is the "prisoner
of the Vatican.” His Holiness is care-

fully- safeguarded at night by his own

hand, which turns the key of his bed-

chamber, and his personal attendant

locks the outer door as well. The pecu-

liarity of the Pope's watchman is that

he has the opportunity of inspecting the

interior of the apartment at any mo-

ment, as he is furnished with a peephole
in the wall of the bed-chamber. This de-

struction of his personal privacy is char-
acteristic of the Pope, and it enables the

servant to watch his master very closely.

INDIGESTION ENDED.

Bile Beans Cure where Many

Medicines Fail.

Indigestion comprises many ailments,
has many varied symptoms. Pain after-

food. relieved slightly when wind is

rifted, a feeling of sickness if awakened

suddenly, headache, a bad taste in the

mouth; the recurrence of food, heart-

burn. sleeplessness, all these or any of

them may be present. They all mean

that the digestive organs are out of

order, and need a little help to get them

equal to their work. Bile Beans give
that help and tone up the digestive or-

gans so that they can do their work

properly. Mr James Young, a black-

smith, of Cambridge, Waikato, N.Z.,

says: “I have been a sufferer from In-

digestion for years, and have tried

numerous remedies, but all of no avail.

In complaining to a friend of mine he

informed me that his sister, who was a

martyr to the complaint, was perma-

nently cured by Bile Beans. I therefore
decided to give them a trial. I procured
a box. and before I had finished the

contents I experienced a decided relief.
Altogether I have taken six boxes. It

is uow about two months since I dis-

continued taking them, and 1 have never

felt better in my life, and can now eat

food that formally disagreed with me.

Whenever any of my friends complain
of indigestion, I encourage them to give
Bile Beans a trial, and the results in-

variably warrant the recommendation.”
Bile Beans are a safe and speedy cure

for Biliousness. Headache, Indigestion,
Constipation, Piles, Debility, Female
Weaknesses, Nervousness, Bad Blood,
Bad Breath, Anaemia, Disturbed Sleep,
Loss of Appetite, and, by giving tone

to the system, will ward off Coughs,
Colds and Influenza. Bile Beans are

obtainable throughout New Zealand.

ENGAGEMENTS.

The engagement is announced of Miss
Winnie Reynolds, youngest daughter of

Mr. R. Reynolds. “Sandown,” Gisborne,
to Mr. R. W. Burke, solicitor, Gisborne.

The engagement is announced of Miss
Lily Moir, youngest daughter of Dr.

Moir. Auckland., to Mr. Leslie Gardiner.

The engagement is announced of Miss
Lily Slater, St. George’s Bay Road, Par-

nell. Auckland, to Mr. Q. McConnell,
also of Auckland.

Orange Blossoms

DAWSON—DONELLY.

A very pretty wedding was solem-

nized at St. Patrick’s Cathedral by the

Rev. Father Holbrook on Wednesday,
July 25th. when Miss Leah Donelly,
elder daughter of the late John Donelly,
Esq., of Waihi, was

‘

married to Mr.

Clifford Dawson, son of the late Cap-
tain Dawson, Mt. Albert. The bride,
who was given away by her brother, Mr.

Thos. Donelly, looked charming in a

dainty gown of white radium silk, with

V-shaped transparent vest of laee. She

wore a beautifully embroidered tulle

veil, falling over a coronet of orange

blossoms, and carried a lovely shower
bouquet of white roses, earnations, in-

termingled with asparagus. The brides-
maids were Miss May Dawson, who

wore a beautiful gown of shell pink
chiffon taffeta with yoke of Valen-
ciennes insertion, and a becoming hat
trimmed with kilted primrose and white

ribbons. She carried a beautiful shower

bouquet of pink and white roses tied

with white satin ribbons. Miss Eva

Beale was gowned in a pretty ciel blue

silk, with Valenciennes laee yoke, and

smart blue hat with pink roses, her bou-

quet was composed of daffodils and

maidenhair. Miss Ruby Donelly. sister

of the bride, was the third bridesmaid.

She wore a prettily inserted white mus-

lin frock, with cream strilw Dolly Var-
den hat, garlanded with vJblets and

finished with violet ribbon strings,
white and heliotrope bouquet. The

bridegroom's gift to the bride was a

pearl ring, and he presented the brides-

maids with gold chains as mementos of

the occasion. Mr. Jack Alexander act-

ed as best man. and Mr. Cecil Dawson

was groomsman. After the ceremony a

reception was held at the Grand Hotel,
in Prinees-street. During the breakfast

Mr. and Mrs. Dawson were toasted, and

afterwards the healths of the brides-
maids ami the visitors were drunk.

Later on in the afternoon Mr. and Mrs.

Dawson left on their honeymoon trip,
the bride wearing a smart navy blue

face cloth coat and skirt, with dainty
net and lace vest, and very pretty pink
hat garlanded with roses. Amongst the
guests were; Mrs. Bell, who wore black_
with handsome black silk embroidered

jacket, with black bonnet; Mrs. Glen-

nie; was gowned in black, with black

and white lace fichu, brown hat trim-
med with violet; Mrs. Edgeeumbe, smart,

navy blue doth tailor-made Eton eoat

and skirt, with velvet and broderie Ang-
laise facings on the coat, white Valen-
ciennes lace vest, and very pretty blue
hat trimmed with dark blue, and

light blue ehoux and pink roses;

Mrs. Williams wore a eream costume

with dainty violet hat; Miss Larkins,
pretty brown■ costume, with cream laee

vest and kilted ruchings of same shade,
brown toque to match; Miss Muriel

Dawson was prettily (rocked in a cream

hopsack Eton coat and skirt, and very
pretty .pale trimmed with pink

roses; Miss->Gissie Bell, ; smart green

cloth costume with cream vest, dainty
green straw hat with ruchings of cream

-Valenciennes laee; Miss Dolly Scherff

looked charming in teream serge, with
net and laee vest caught with tiny Louis

seize bows, blaek picture hat; Miss
Gertie Hunt, white eloth gown, with
brown ceinture and brown fur toque
and necklet; Miss Kathleen Hunt wore

navy’ blue, with blue beaver hat; ' Miss

Lusk, eream voile, with blaek hat; Miss
Olive Lusk, cream costume, with Bor-

deaux Empire eoat and hat; Misses
Taylor wore cream costumes, with smart

crimson hats and brown furs; Miss

Nance McArthur (Waihi) wore a daffo-

dil yellow silk, relieved with brown,
yellow’ and brown hat; Miss Gilmore

wore a pretty white frock, with crimson
ceinture and white hat; Miss Downey
was in cream serge, with violet hat.
Amongst the gentlemen present were:

Rev. Mr. Larkins, Mr. Williams. Mr. J.

O’Neil, Mr. Norman Hill, Mr. P. Dawson,
Mr. Edgar Gilmour, Mr. Percy Hunt,
Mr. Walter Mangey (Te Aroha), Messrs.

J. and G. Donelly. ' ' ‘

MACKAY'S FLOWERS,
PLANTS ANN SEEBB

If y.. weal .very thing up-to-date, give »• a

oalt YOKO MATS jibe newKower pdteover
Art Shades at Greatly Reduced Prices.

FLMAL WMK A SPECIALTY.
.

TBUBi-eewa9

Opposite 0.5.0., queen st.

AUCKLAND.

MISS yrICKSON,

9, SENTINRI.-RD-., PONSONBY.

HIGH CLASS COOKERY of Every De-

scription, for WEDDINGS, AFTERNOON
TEAS, SVPPEKS. etc. WEDDING BOU-
QUETS and TABLE DECORATIONS, etc.,
a Specialty.

r-K IK*I w t I

jgjj

MR. J. NORMAN RISHWORTH

DENTIST.

192, QUEEN-ST. (Over Arthur Yates & CoJ
Auckland.

Telephone 150.

SUFFERERS!
I cured myself ofNervous Weakness, Loss

ofStrength and Energy, in amost simple and
easy manner, after many failures. I -will send
the cure free sufmxsrs. D<m?t pay ex-
orbitant fees tospecialists untilyou have tried
it. Address : Arthur Hale, Indent .Agent,
CasUereagh-street, Sydney.

LIVER COMPLAINT,

KIDNEY TROUBLES,

WEAK or LAME BACK,

RHEUMATISM or

SCIATICA,

EVREN
N«rve &■ Brain

Are the Safest and

Surest of Cures.

ALL CHEMISTS & STOREKEEPERS SELL THEM

Price a/. per Box.

Or will be eentfoet freeon receipt ofprice b>j

F. A. PETERS, Sole Proprietor,

SYDNEY, N.B.W.

Clarke's World-Famed Blood Mixture.—

“The most searching Blood Cleanser that

science arid medical skill have brought to
light.” Sufferers from Scrofula. Scurvey,
Eczema, Bad Legs, Skin and Blood Dis-
eases. Pimples, and Sores of any kind are

solicited to give it a trial to test its vahie.
Thousands of wonderful cures have been
effected by IL Sold everywhere. Beware
of worthless imitations and substitutes.

“T, FEEL as fresh as the daisies in the

field,” said a business man. ‘.‘How la

that?” said the other. “Well, you see,

1 always have O.T. PUNCH and soda fire*

tiring in the morning.
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BIRTHS, MARRIAGES, DEATHS.

£The charge for inserting announce-

4pents of births, mawtages, or deaths in

■Che “Graphic'’ Is 2/6 for the first 14 words,

gnd 6d for every additional 7 words.]

BIRTHS.

feRYAN.—On July 27th, 19u6, to the wife of
Ross Bryan, of llobsou Park-road, Par-

nell, a daughter.
CRAIG.—On July 21st, 1906. at her resi-

dence, 33, Mason's avenue, Bayfield, Pou-

sonby, the wife of W. 11. Craig of a son.

HEAP—On July 26th, at her residence,
Crummer-road, to the wife of Mr Arthur
Heap, a daughter.

SMITH. — On July 26, at “Kirriemuir,”

. Albany-read, I’onsonbjr, to Mr and Mrs

David Smith, a son.

STEWART. — Ou July 22nd, at Mrs

Clarke’s residence, Seafield View-rd., the

wife of John L. Stewart, Helensville; a

daughter.

MARRIAGES.

£LUNIES ROSS—SLOAN.—On June 27th,
at the residence of the bride’s parents,
Ponsonby, by thd Rev. Gray Dixon, M.A.,
Percy Franc, eldest son of Captain A.

Clunies Ross, harbourmaster. Strahan,

/Tasmania, to Alice Maude, second daugh-

ter of J. R. Sloan, Esq.
Hobart papers please copy.

EVANS—SWITZER.—Ou July 11th. at St.
.James' Manse, Auckland, by the Rev.

It. L. Walker, George, second son of the

late Janies William Norman Evans, of

Auckland, to Adelina, fourth daughter of
James Switzer, Victoria Valley. Mongonul
North.

BOGERS—KNIGHT.—At the Unitarian

Church, on July 18, by the Rev. W.
Jellie, Henry J. Rogers, of Napier, to

Mary, youngest daughter of the late

Sergt.-Major Knight, and Clerk of Works,

City Council.

H'KKS — SHORT. — On July 21st, at

the residence of the bride’s parents, by
the Rev. Mr Wilkins, Joseph Sykes, only

son of Sylvester Sykes, of Bradford,
Yorkshire, England, to Ida Jane (Queenie)
Short, eldest daughter of Thomas Benge-
inan Short, of Auckland.

BI’ARCO-HASSALL.-On 14th June, 1906,
at the Primitive Methodist Church, Strat-

. ford. Taranaki, by the Rev. T. H. Lyon,

Benjamin Henry, second son of Captain
W. Spargo, of Auckland, to Violet Annie,
third daughter of H. and M. Hassall, of

Stratford.

WARD—HUTCHINSON —On June 27, at

the Sacred-IIHeart Church Basilica, Hill-
street, Weniufftou, by Rev. Father Hol-

ley, Thomas, the -third son of’ the late

• J.' Ward, of Wetlington-street. Auckland,
to Cecilia May, the eldest daughter of
tt. Hutchinson, both late of Auckland.

DEATHS.

ASHMORE.—At Auckland Hospital, James

Henry Ashmore, beloved husband of

Emma Ashmore, late of Foxton; aged 46.

CLARK.—On July 27th, at her parents’ re-

sidence, 137 Weliesley-st.. West, Edna

Lily, dearly beloved infant daughter of

T. and L. M. Clark, age 13 months.

Safe in the arms of Jesus.

FINCH. — On July 25th, 1906. at her late

. residence. “Mountain View,” Mornings-

side, Martha, the beloved wife of Samuel

Finch; aged 63 years.

HEATHCOTE.—Ou the 23rd July, at Tiri
Private Hospital, Herbert Bower (Herby);
aged 21 years.

lON AS.—On July 22. at his late residence,
Waimauku, Kaipara, Stanley William,

dearly beloved husband of Margaret

Jonas, and sou of Charles A. Jonas. Auck-

land. aged 45 years. Deeply mourned.

KING. — At the Auckland District Hos-
- pital. on July 23. James, the.dearly be-

. loved husband of Heleuor King, in his

57th year.

BOBER. — On the 23rd July, at Welling-
ton Hospital, Minna Kober (professional-
ly known afe Madame Heller); aged 55

! years. After a strwuous life, at rest

in peace. - Though parted in body, nox

in spirit.
• Inserted by her loving son.

LYNCH.—On Thursday, July 26th, at Eden
•• Terrace. Margaret, the beloved wife of

Charles Lynch, after a long and painful
illness: aged 44 years. R.I.P.

' London and St. Louis papers please

\ copy.

MONRO.—On July 26th. at Hobson Park-

. rd., Parnell, Roslyn (Tommy) Monro, only
son of Arthur and Leila Monro; aged 10

years.

MACKAY.—On July 26th. at Kent Cottage'
Gladstone-st., Harriet - Mackay, beloved
mother of Mrx Linton, Howe-st., Chas.

‘

Mackay. Birkenhead, and Robert Mackay,

bookseller, of this city; aged 80 years.
Deeply regretted. -* -

BEMADF.NI. — At the residence of her
sou in law, S. IL Rosie. Brighton-rd.,
Reiuiierii, Mrs Jane Elizabeth Seinadeui;
aged 75 years.

SMITH,—On July 25, 190G, at her late resi-

dence, Monmouth-st?, Arch Hill, Eliza-
beth, relict* of the' late'T. 11. Smith, and

mother of Edmund Dutton, Aucland, in

tier 85th year.

WRIGHT.—On July 25. at Cost ley Home,
Henry Cope , Wright, late Armourer-Ser-
geant Ist Waikato Regt., in his 791h year.
Deeply regretted.

EfclN.—On July 25th, at his late residence,
Ijeamington-rd., Ml. Eden, Peter Zein;
kite carpenter a.a. Hawoa and Wanaka;
•ged 71 year®.

Society Gossip

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, July 30.

KING’S COLLEGE OLD BOYS’ BALL.

The sixth annual ball given by the

Kiiig’s College Old Beys’ Association in

the Art Society’s new. hail in Coburg-
street on Wednesday evening last was

as great a success as usual, and that is

saying something, as you know. The

dancing room was prettily decorated
with festoons of lycopodium and palms,
and the floor was beautiful, our only

cause of complaint being the excessive

heat. The supper tables were daintily

arranged with flowers and maroon and

gold ribbons, the club colours, and were

laden with a most delicious supper. Mar-

riage’s baud provided the music, which

means that it was excellent. The com-

mittee were untiring in their efforts to

keep things going smoothly, and alto-

gether everything went Off with the
greatest eclat. The committee were:

Mesdames Bruce, Iteid, Major, Walker,
Duthie, Chatfield, and Clerk, Miss Owen,

and Messrs. Murray, Morpeth, < hat field.
Rose, Diekeson, Fairer, Robertson, and
Wigmore. Some remarkably pretty
gowns were worn; amongst others 1 no-

ticed: Mrs. Reed, wearing a very hand-

some spangled net toilette, worn over

black glace; Mrs. Bruce, striking gown
of pale grey yamag.i, relieved with clus-

ters of pink roses; Mrs. Chatfield, hand-

some black silk, veiled in Leribhoned net;
Mrs. Duthie, eharming pale blue chiffon

taffeta, the bodice draped with ecru lace;
Miss Owen, rich black satin gown, with

white chiilon tucker; Mrs. Griffiths was

effectively gowned in black silk, with

lovely deep lace belt he: Mrs. Major was

effectively gowned in a plainly made

white Duchesse satin; Miss Nora Walker,
pretty sea green silk, contrasted with

a darker shade, the bodice softened with

laee; Miss Maud Douglas, soft white
liberty satin; with laee herthe, caught
■with clusters of roses: Miss Evie

Riehardson (Cambridge), dainty eau de

nil silk, with lovely cream laee berthe;
Miss Doris Giilon was charming in a

white inserted muslin, with crimson
roses on corsage; Miss Garrett, soft

pink shirred silk, finished with lace; Miss

Sybil Greig, white chiffon taffeta: Miss

Georgie. Denniston.- black silk, relieved
with cream lace tucker, chine ribbon

belt; Miss Helen Hay, green stam|»e*l
chiffon over glace, green crystalline but-

terfly in coiffure; Mbs Brassey. hand-

some white brocaded silk gown, softened

.with shaded chiffon; Miss • Mabel

Thornes, very pretty pale green silk,
trimmed with lace, pink ceinture; Miss

Emmie Young, dainty floral chiffon, with

wide pink silk band at foot of skirt,
mounted on pink glace silk: Mi»s Gladys
Beale, cream chailie. with lace encrusta-
tions and berthe. pale blue ceinture;
Miss Rita Cleveland, pretty frilled pink
mousseline de sole, with net tucker: Miss

Ulie Cuipan was prettily frocked in

white crepe de chine and lace, with wide

blue corselet belt; Miss Butler’s gown
was dainty pale pink crepe dechine; Miss
-— Butler was daintily gowned in pale
blue crepe de chino; Miss Goldi?. lovely
white satin, with lace on bodice caught
with clusters of roses; Miss Williamson,
soft white silk, with pink ceinture. and

pale pink medallions; Miss May Sloman,
white liberty silk, with laee insertion,
and pink ceinture and scarf: Miss

Muriel Horricks, white taffeta Em-

pire gown, with tucker of lace, pink roses

in her hair and on the bodice;
Miss May FTesketh. white silk, with cor-

selet lielt of brick pink silk; Miss Daw-

son was dainty in cameo pink taffeta,
with chemisette of white Valenciennes

Face; Miss Colbeck was gowned in blue

Oriental satin, softened with lace, wreath-

let of forget-me-nots in her hair: Miss
Macklow wore her debutante’s frock ot

lovely white chiilon taffeta: Miss

Hooper, white embroidered eolienne, with

touches of yellow; Miss Mary Frater.

sea green silk, with cr?am lace berthe.
and chine ribbon ceinture; Miss Jennie

Frater, pretty pink slk. with wine col-
oured velvet ceinture; Misses Dyer were

daintily frocked in clear white muslin,
inserted with Valeiifexennes, paht green

Corselet belts; Miss Martin wore the

peach pink satin, veiled in lovely Renais-
sance lace; Miss Minnie. Frater, very

pretty pale pink crepe de chine; Miss

Rene Walker wore a becoming black soft

silk gown, with clusters of crimson

ramblers on bodice, and a wreath of

same in her hair; Miss Myra Reed looked

charming in shell pink silk, softened with
chiffon and lace: Miss Hudson wore a

beautiful gown of pale blue chiffon tafie

ta, with the new shirred corselet skirt,
with the bodice draped to form a bolero:

Miss — Hudson wore a cameo pink taf-

feta similar to her sister’s; ?»liss - Hud-

son looked very pretty in a lovely white

crepe de chino, with applications of

cream lace applique; Miss Minnitt’s gown

yras of black spriirged net, laced with

satin ribbon over back glace silk; Miss
Kent, blue shirred silk corselet gown, re-

lieved with white lace, blue corsage

spray; Miss Hume, peach pink Oriental

satin, with lace encrustations; Miss Skin-
ner (New Plymouth) looked charming
in white silk, with chiffon prettily
draped on bodice, pale blue in her hair:
Miss Pee Heather, dainty white soft silk,
with lace encrustations finished with vio-

let velvet buttons, lovely Victorian

scarf: Miss Douglas, pretty pale pink
yamaga, softened with lace and chiffon,
crimson roses on corsage; Miss Buck-

land, dainty white chiffon taffeta, fin-

ished with beautiful hue: Miss Thorpe
wort* a cream Benares silk, with clusters

of" shaded roses on corsage; Miss Flor-

ence Walker was effectively gowned in

shell pink chiffon taffeta, with <*ncru>ta-

tions of lace and chiffon, aigrette in her

hair: Miss Northcroft. becoming pale
blue* mousseline do soie, with white lace

on bodice, shaded pink roses; Miss Wells

(Cambridge), white muslin over silk

foundation, green chou ou corsage: Miss

—- Frater. lovely white chiffon taffeta,

with cluster of roses on corsage; Miss

Ruddock, black fisherman’s net. with

cream Valenciennes lace on bodice; Miss

M. Ruddock.effective lace robe over white
glace silk, white roses in coiffure: MisS
Winnie Lewis, was daintily gowned in
white spotted muslin over glace, white

lisse frilled fichu; Miss Vera Lewis (de-
butante) wore a pretty soft white silk

‘'grannie’’ frock: Miss Latimer was

strikingly gowned in a smoke coloured
liberty silk, with corise ceinture and

wreath of small cerise roses in her

luUr; Miss Topsy Dickey, white muslin,

•with crimson ceinture, and crimson cor-

sage spray; Miss — Borlace, black spot-
ted silk net over glace; Miss Kitty
Clark, wore white silk, with pink striped
chiffon fichu and waist band; Miss Bea-

trice Brown, soft white frilled silk, fin-
ished with lace, pale blue sash; Miss

Kathleen Hunt wore a striking gown of

myrtle green silk, with encrustations of

cream lace applique; MLs Maggie Frater

wore a lovely white chiffon taffeta frock,
softened with lace and chiffon caught
wiTTi deep pink roses, pink roses in her

hair. Miss Mudge Rice was chaimiugly

gowned in a pastel blue silk, with lace

lierthr. clusters of pink rose* on cor-

sage; Miss Donaldson wore a occoming
while silk frock, with laee encrusta-

tions. and clusters of roses; Miss Nora

Haywood, dainty white toft silk and
lace; Miss Muriel Knight; Miss Vera

Rose (debutante) wore a very pretty
picture frock of white chiffon taffeta,
with lace berthe; Miss Doris Gillos

(debutante) wore a sweet while crcpo-
line frock, with wrcathlvt of white

violets in her hair; Miss Elsie Court

(debutante) was charming in a pretty
white chiffon taffeta, with tiny killings;
Miss Kirk, cream embroidered mousse-

line, with cluster of violets on coinage
and in her hair.

(hie of the most delightful

“AT HOMES”

of the season was given by Mrs.

George Bloomfield at her lovely resi-

dence. “ Rawhiti,” Rcmuera. on Thurs-

day last. “ Rawhiti” is just the house
for entertaining—t he drawing-room
makes a perfect Irallrcxmi. and the floor

is a splendid one for dancing, while the

verandahs, smoking-room, anti halls pro-
vide plenty of cosy corners for sitting
out in. A most recherche supper was

laid in the billiard-room, th-* table de

eolations wore tlie prettiest I have seet

for a very long time. 'rhe. 100 m itsefl
is crimson and white, and the same

shades were repeated on the suppei
tables. Crimson chiffon was used as a

centre-piece, and crimson ribbons were

suspended from the chandelier; large
bows were tied at each corner, and artis-
tically arranged vases of snowdrops
amongst the rod formed a u.rming con-

trast. Ail the lights had crimson

shades, and this materially added to the

beauty of our complexions, as well as

adding to the efleetiveness of the colour
scheme of the decorations. Burke’s

hand supplied the music, so there is no

need to toll you it was all that one

could desire, especially as Herr Wil

limoff was playing the violin. Mr. and

Mrs. Bloomfield were indefatigable in

looking after their guests, and were a

delightful host and hostess. Mrs.

Bloomfield was effectively gowned in a

black sprigged net over glace, with tiny
frills of black Valenciennes lace forming
the sleeves, and V-shaped \e>t, which
was outlined with a band of silver em-

broidered net; she wove a black and

silver butterfly and white aigrette in her

hair. Miss Davey wore a lovely white

chiffon taffeta, softened with lace, clus-

ters of violets oy corsage: .Mrs. J. R.

Bloomfield was gowned in a rich black

glace, brightened with jet ami finished

with chiffon, crimson roses on bodice

and in her hair; Mrs. E. R. Bloomfield

was picturesquely gowned hi a Mack
taffeta picture frock, with lovely Irish

lace berthe caught with cluster of crim-

son velvet roses; Mrs. Arthur Myers
was charmingly gowned in a beautiful

pale blue chifTon velours, trimmed with

lovely lace; Mrs. T. Hope Lewis, very
handsome white brocaded si’k, relieved

wit’i touches of pale blue: .Mrs. Edward

Russell wore a dainty pale blue lissa

over glace, with cream lace an I pale blue

Kiss JOHNSTON IRVINE
(StartaatofMrs. Adair. LoaAon),

Successor to Mrs. Thornton Loes,

tHair
Physician &

Face Specialist
Restores Ladies’

and Gentlemen’s
Thin, Falling, and

Grey Hair

The very latest American
Face Treatment in which

a famous

American Clay &

Hydro Vaeu

Is as. 4 instead of Steam-

inf for rene wins and bnild-

, in< up theFacial Tissues

permanently.
American ClayPalmetto Skin Food, also all Hair

Tonics andLotiona can be had from

20 His Majesty’s Arcade, AUCKLAND
(TAKE ELEVATOR) [’Phone 194*

•ole Agent for DIANO. the Wonderful Developer
Write for particulars

SCHOOL of FRENCH MILLINERY
HIS MAJESTY’S ARCADE, QUEEN ST.,

AUCKLAND

♦

Millinery thoroughly taught and pupils
prepared for business.

Classes for ladies who wish to learn to do
their own millinery.

Positions found for pupils when competent.
Terms on application.

+ ♦ ♦

Madame Marion.

BUTTER-SCOTCH
Is the most delicious sweet for

children, and the favourite

in England.

C ALLARD g BOWSER’S

Butter-Scotch
Is beyond criticism

Mothers give it their children,
because it is pure, and Medical Men

say it is nourishing.

®Ask the Confectioner

for it, and note the

brand,the ‘Thistle.’

Dr. SHELDON’S

Digestive Tabules.
“DIGEST WHAT YOU EAT.”
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eatin ribton on bodice, crimson roses on

corsage and in her hair; Mrs. Savage
looked sweet in Wack glace, with over-

stress of chiffon; Mrs. Wilfrid Colbeek,
ivory brocaded silk with h»ce berthe, re-

lieved with touches of pale blue, wreath

of forget-me-nots in her hair; Mrs. Fred.

Waller wore a graceful blaek toilette

with lace tinker threaded with narrow

black velvet and vam laee berthe; Mrs.

Archie. t lark, t* .h oyster grey brocade,
■with beautiful late outlining deeolletage,
caught with pink roses; Mrs. Harry
Clark, white crept' de ehine. with laee

applique motifs on eorsage, and sash of
J'aria laee; Mrs. Borritt was strik-
ajfy gowned in a becoming rain-

bow silk toilette. relieved with

Hack, blaek tulle bow in coiffure;
Miss Nora Gorrie wore a white ehiffon

taffeta draped with beautiful lace, clus-

ters of roses on corsage ami in her hair;
Miss Buckland, very pretty blue chif-

fon taffeta with laee berthe; Miss Buck-

land. dainty white yamaga, with bunch

of white violets on corsage; Miss Dev-

ereux was prettily froeked in eau de nil
chiffon inserted with Valenciennes over

glace foundation; Miss Waller wore a

beautiful gown of ivory satin with

touches of silver on bodice, wreath of

ivy green leaves on coiffure; Miss Hor-

ton wore a lovely gown of white and
blue pompadour silk, the bodiee was

made with small bolero of pale blue

veiled in laee; Miss Denniston, pretty
■white Renaissance lace over white glace,
with tucker of fine net, spray of pink
roses and maidenhair on corsage; Miss

Heather looked charming in a rich white

chiffon taffeta with laee encrustations;
Miss Pearl Gorrie was becomingly gown-
ed in maize coloured silk toned with

white laee and cluster of shaded flowers

on corsage; Miss Jessie Reid’s frock

was a dainty white ehiffon stamped
with design of pink rosebuds, the bod-
iee was softened with chiffon outlined

with tiny pink banksia roses; Miss

Towle was daintily froeked in ivory
Oriental satin with lace arranged as a

V-shaped fichu outlined with silver em-

broidery; Miss -— Towle, cream spot-
ted net over glace with green ceinture

and clusters of mauve orchids on bod-

ice and in her hair; Miss Dargaville
was gowned in white crepe de ehine

softened with laee; Miss Ware was

pretty in a white satin striped bengaline
over glace, chaplet of white roses and

green leaves in her hair; Miss Steven-
son. pale forget-me-not blue glaee veiled

in blaek laee; Miss Lusk, black crepe de
chine, with cream laee chemisette and

epaulettes, blaek bird in her hair; Miss

Olive Lusk, sea green liberty silk with

laee encrustations and clusters of chif-

fon roses, green ceinture: Miss Grier-

son's gown was a pretty pale blue

crepe de chine with chiffon and lace on

the bodiee: Miss Lloyd, cream Brussels

net inserted with wide insertion over

■white silk, pink ceinture and pink roses

on corsage; Miss Daphne Baker was

daintily gowned in white yamaga; Miss

Kitty Clark wore a pretty white shir-

red silk, with pink stamped ehiffon fichu
and corselet belt; Miss Latimer, pastel
blue silk, with cerise ceinture and

wreath of tiny roses of same shade in

her hair; Miss Ethna Pierce was gown-
ed in shell pink crepe de chine with

dainty lace draped bodiee; Miss Jack-

son. white chiffon taffeta, with clusters
of pink roses on corsage; Miss Daisy
Mowbray was prettily froeked in ivory
Oriental satin, with a tucker of real

laee: Miss Fitzroy (Xapier) wore an ex-

quisite gown of white glace silk, with an

overdress of cream Brussclls net richly
finished with eream laee applique; Miss

Williams. pretty pink Oriental satin,
with white lace berthe, spray of pink
roses in coiffure: Miss Ivy Buddle was

picturesquely gowned in a white
Princess robe, with deep berthe

of pale bine veiled in lace;

< IHLDREN'S FANCY DRESS
BALL.

It would be difficult indeed to imagine
a more Iteaiitiful or captivating spec-
tacle than that presented in the draw-

ing-room at “Rawhiti” on Saturday
evening, when from 6.30 to 9.30 Mr. and

Mrs. George Bloomfield entertained a

joyous crowd of wildly delighted young-
sters at a children’s fancy dress ball.

A children’s party must always pro-
vide a picture of singular beauty, but,
of course, the effect was immeasurably
heightened on this occasion by the fact
that the little men and women were

decked out in all the bravery of silks
and satins, in costumes taken from

fairy tale, song, or story. To say that

the little ones enjoyed themselves is to

confess io the ridiculous inadequacy of

language. They were literally in the

seventh heaven of delight and »t is safe
to say little else will be talked of for

months to come' amongst the fortu-
nates who were present. Musical
ehairs, oranges and lemons, ami other
games suitable to the occasion and be-

loved of childhood were riotously en-

joyed, besides, of course, dancing. Mrs.
Bloomfield and a few grown-up friends

were untiring in their exertions to pro-
mote revelry to its highest pitch. Miss

Phyllis Bloouilifld assisted her mother

to receive the little guests. She looked

radiant and charming as “The Evening
Star,” while her twin brother ami sister

were irresistible as Pierette and Pierrot.
Here are as many of the dresses as I

ean recollect. Amongst the "grown-ups”
were Mrs. Ernest Bloomfield, who went

as her "great grandmother,” and looked
sweet in the old-fashioned gown, with

lovely lace on the bodiee, and a becoming
poke bonnet: Mr. Edwin Horton, Harle-
quin; Miss Horton, Dolly Varden; Miss

Davie, French Peasant :'Mr. and Mrs.
Harry Clarke caused great fun as "The
Twins,” wearing long white muslin

frocks, low-necked and short-sleeved, run

with ribbons, one pink and one blue, lit-

tle muslin bonnets, and carrying a feed-
ing bottle; Captain Hughes was amus-

ingly got-up as "Mrs. Sinbad,” of panto-
mime fame: Miss Nancye Hanna, Japa-
nese; Miss Jean Robertson, Japanese;
Miss Selwyn Robertson, Pink Rose; Miss
Gladys Nathan. Kate Greenaway, in a

pretty pink picture frock; Miss Nevil

George, French Peasant; Miss Muriel
Payton, a Mountaineer; Miss Sybil Pay-
ton, a Peasant Girl; Miss Dorothy
Nolan: Miss Stella Nathan, Italian Pea-

sant; Miss Betty Grierson, Puritan
Maid; Miss Dorothy Baker, Powder and

Patches; Miss Yoiande Baker, Fairy;
Miss May Colegrove, Poppy; Miss Nellie

Thompson, Tambourine Girl; Master
Graeme Lockhart, Cricketer; Master Sey-
mour Colbeek, Cook : Master Buzzie Col-
beek, Sailor; Master Trevor Bloomfield,
Sailor; Miss Thelma Norton was lovely
as the Duehess of Devonshire in white

satin and large black velvet hat, with

white feathers; Miss Mavis Norton,
Cherry Ripe; Miss Phyllis Taylor, a

Daisy; Master Alan Gordon, Volunteer;
Master Jack Gordon, Sailor; little Alison
Gordon; a Sailorboy; Miss Joyce
Bewes, a Page; Master lan Bewes,
Sailor; Master Charlie Walker, Sailor;
Miss Ruth Roberton, Evangeline, and her
sister was a Pierette; Miss Mollie Eger-
ton, Quality Street; Miss Leslie Eger-
ton, Albanian Peasant; Miss Hope
Egerton was a charming little mite

dressed as a Water Sprite; Master

Tommy Purehas, Soldier; Master Ar-

thur Purehas — ; Master Kiwi
Purehas, Cook; Miss Thorald Clerk,
Peasant; Master Erie Clerk, Beefeater;.
Miss Thelma Bloomfield, Little Alichu;
Misses Alavis and Enid Reed, Veron-

ique in different coloured frocks; Mas-

ter Mervyn Reed, Buffalo Bill; Miss
Joan Tubbs, Little 80-Peep; Miss Una

Buddle, Puritan Alaid; Master Werner
Langguth, Lawyer; Master Heini Lang-
guth wore a splendid representation of

a Gnome; Miss Elsie Langguth, Folly;
Master Keith Anderson, Alareus Super-
bus; Miss Durelle Cooke, an excellent

get up as a Japanese Maid; Miss Isobel

Clarke, Early English; Master Hum-

phrey Clarke, Cowboy; Miss May Rath-

bone, Dear Lady Disdain, Miss F. Rath-
bone, Dresden China; Miss Merle Pol-

len, My Lady Coquette; Miss Margot
Bloomfield wore a love.y dress as Cupid;
Aliss Girlie Russell, Fairy; Master Jack

Russell, Monsieur Beaucaire; Miss

Elaine, Buchanan, Flower Girl; Master

Willie Buchanan, a page in pale blue

satin; Aliss Airini Carr, a Shepherdess.

Airs. Kenderdine. of Manukau-road,
Parnell, gave a delightful

AFTERNOON TEA

on Friday last for Airs. Arthur Kender-

dine, who is leaving next Wednesday
for her new home at Taumarunui. The

weather was not at all cheerful, but in-

side bright fires and a constant ripple of

laughter and gay chatter more than
made up for the dreariness outside. AVe

had a delicious afternoon tea. and the

table looked so pretty with its spring-
like decorations of primroses and

violets. Mrs. Kenderdine was assisted
in looking after her guests by her two

daughters, Airs. Kenderdine Webbc
(England) and Aliss Halle Kenderdine.
Amongst the guests were: Airs. Arthur

Kenderdine, Airs. John Kenderdine, Airs.
Wallace Lawson, Aliss .Spicer, Mrs.
Harold Fenton, Afrs, Ernest Simpson,

Mrs. Arthur Hooper, Mrs. Woodhouse,
Mies Belle Buchanan, Mrs. Rathbone,
Ali-ses Lusk. Miss Cleveland, Mrs. Percy
Buller. Mrs. R. B. Lusk, Mrs. Dr. Grant,
and other.-.

A BAt HEJ.OR'> BALL AT HAMILTON.

The bachelors of "Abbot-ford” gave a

niost enjoyable dance an Thursday even-

ing. about 90 being .present. The room

was prettily decorated with flags, etc.,
and a dainty supper was laid in one of
the smaller rooms. The music was sup-
plied by Alisses Gillespie, Graham. Hollo-

way, Messrs. Panton and Tuschka. The

hostesses for the evening were Mesdames
Holloway, Hunter, AleNieol. and Steele.
There were some pretty frocks worn.

Mrs. Holloway, blaek; Mrs. Hunter,
blaek lace; Mrs. Steele, blaek net: Mrs.

AleNieol, all blaek; Airs. Radcliffe, pale
blue, finished with blaek velvet; Mrs.

Brewin's pale blue silk; Airs. Going, pale
shade of green silk; Afrs. J. Smith. black
net, bodiee finished with Paris coloured

lace: Mrs. Furze, blaek silk; Alisses H.
Graham, pale blue silk frock; Miss Olive
Graham, white silk: Misses Hunter both

wore white; Aliss Martin, white net over

silk; Aliss O’Neill, pale green accordion-

pleated silk, .bodice prettily trimmed

with ehiffon; Aliss Al. O’Neill, white silk,
with touches of blaek; Aliss Al. Cussen,

prettyf muslin de soie over white silk,

pink roses on corsage; Miss C. Wallnutt,
white satin: Aliss Stevens, white silk;
Aliss Chitty, pink brocaded satin; Aliss

Katie Chitty, pretty white silk, hand-

some theatre cloak: Aliss Graham, blue;
Aliss G. Graham, pretty white frock;
Aliss Furze (debutante), pretty white

silk bodice, prettily trimmed with chif-

fon, spray of lilies of the valley in the

hair; Aliss Ewen, cream; Aliss Bell,
white; Aliss Rothwell, eau de nil green
silk; Aliss Johnstone, aprieot shade of

voHe, with darker shade of velvet on

bodice; Aliss Holloway, pale green silk:

Aliss C. Holloway, white silk: Aliss Bar-

ton, pink silk; Aliss Edgecumbe, red silk;
Miss G. Edgecumbe, black net; Aliss Gil-

lespie, cream and pink; Aliss Patrick,

grey silk, with touches of black; and

many others. Among the gentlemen
were: Alessrs. Panton, Broadfoot, Smith,
Bell, Barrett, Chitty (2). Farrar (2),
Primrose (2), AlcNiehol, AfcLeod, Hol-

lowav. Seller. Elgood. Lee, Kenny, Alc-

Diarmid (2), Ranstead (2), Coote, Emp-
son, Tuschka, Craig, etc.

PHYLLIS BROUN.

NEW PLYMOUTH.

Dear Bee, Julx 27.

THE HOCKEY DANCE

given by the AVhakatika Club was the

most brilliant and successful function

held this season. The scene of the fes-

tivities was the Freemasons’ Hall,

which was in the hands of the decorat-

ing committee for several days previous
tothe dance, and presented a picture of

beauty that would be difficult to sur-

pass.
'

The interior of the building was

a bower of ferns and palms, throwing
reflective shadows on long-panelled mir-

rors, which were arranged along the

walls. This very pretty scene was all

due to the energetic secretary, Air. Peter

Cathro. who worked untiringly to make

the ball the great success it was. The

large porch and other rooms were ar-

ranged cosily for sitting-out. Ale Kin-

non Bain’s orchestra supplied the music.
The carefully prepared flooi' was in ex-

cellent order, and the general arrange-

ments left nothing to be desired. The

supper room was prettily deeorated with

pungas. Chinese lanterns and umbrellas,
while the floral decorations for tha

tables were daffodils and mimosa, inter-

mingled with the club’s colours (pale
and dark blue). This was under the

supervision of Aliss Birdie Clarke, while
the supper itself was very recherche, and

was provided by the members of the

club. Among those present were: Airs.
Robertson, blaek merveilleux, berthe of

real laee; Afv«. Hutcheson; black

deeolletage tini-hed with rich cream lace;.
AUss A. Hutchison, white tucked and
frilled muslin, relieved with -earlefi
flower*; Mrs. MacDiannid. black: Mrs.
I Dr.) Walker looked wall in blaek satin,
Ix-rtbe of real lace on low-cut bodice;.
Airs. Penn, black satin veled in net,
scarlet roses on deeolletage; Airs. Stock,

er, blaek; Aliss E. Hanna, blaek satin*
relieved with searlet; Miss N. Hanna',
white tueked and frilled muslin, with

pule blue Empire belt; Miss Brewster,
pale blue voile, tucked berthe of cream

laee on low-cut bodiee; Miss I. Gold-

water, white silk and Maltese lacff
blouse, black voile shirt; Aliss E«
O’Brien, white tueked and insertioned
silk, pale blue Empire l>elt; Miss B. Snow's
ball looked well in white silk with silk
encrustations and ruehings on skirt anti

deeolletage: Aliss Amy Kemp looked ex-

tremely well in pale blue silk, panelled
with lovely cream laee, berthe of samq
on low-cut bodice; Aliss MacDiarmkT,
white tucked voile, with violets on de-
colletage; Aliss J. Eraser, pale green
soft silk, deeolletage with pale green and

pink rosebuds; Aliss E. Penn, pale pink;
Aliss Eileen Penn, pale green and white

laee: Aliss V. Simpson, white tueked
muslin, with pale blue Empire belt;'
Aliss E. Simpson, white; Alisa

Dorothy Simpson. white relieved'
with pale pink; Alias Cameron, very
dainty white spotted ehiffon, over,

cream satin, looped with pale pink
and blue ehiffon roses, low - euti
bodiee arranged with same; Aliss E.

hookes, pretty white silk, trimmed with
Valenciennes lace, low ent bodice fin-

ished with laee berthe; Mrs Campbell,
pale pink silk, pink roses in hair; Aliss

Standish, pale blue silk, white laea

berthe; Aliss Calders, pale pink silk;
cream laee on deeolletage; Afrs R. Hall,
cream net, profusely trimmed with satin
bebe ribbon; Aliss N. Dempsey, white

frilled muslin, pale blue silk empire belt
and chon on bodiee; Aliss D. Skinner
looked pretty in pale blue mousselind
de soie finished with bow s of satin rib-
bon; Aliss Turner, pale primrose silk,
with silk lace berthe, finished with sear-

let roses; Aliss C. Colson, soft white
frilled muslin, pale blue gauged silk'
belt; Aliss Brown, white muslin, pale
pink belt and chon in hair; Aliss D.

Bedford, white mousseline de soie

with scarlet satin empire belt and shoes;
Aliss E. Bayley, black net over glace;
Aliss A. Hoskin, black saftin; Aliss E.

Hoskin, pale blue silk, white lace berthe;
Aliss T. Hoskin, soft white silk; Aliss

Govett, black glace, veiled in inched
black net; Aliss A’. Rennell, tucked'
white silk and laee Hills; Aliss E. Ren-

nell, black net; Aliss A. Crawford, white

muslin; Aliss AL Crawford, pale pink;
Aliss R. Crawford, white muslin, berthe

of lace, scarlet empire belt; Aliss Dea-

con, pale bine silk blouse, blaek silk
skirt; Aliss Buxton, white silk and lace

frills, pale blue ebon in hair; Aliss Av-

ery, pretty pale pink silk, full gauged
skirt, deeolletage finished with tiny
frills of A 7alenciennes laee; Aliss IL
Webster, white muslin; Aliss B. Web-
ster, pale pink silk, inserted with cream

laee berthe of laee; Aliss A 7. Kirkby,
white muslin, yellow sash; Aliss AL

Skinner, rich primrose satin, low cut
bodiee finished with ehiffon frills; Aliss

Afyra Kerr dainty white muslin, pale
pink silk belt and bows in hair; Aliss

E. Rundle, white muslin; Aliss E. Rus-

sell, white muslin, pale blue belt;
Aliss AL Dowling, white relieved with

pale blue, etc. Among the gentlemen
were: Alessrs Humphries (3), Avery,
Weir, Williams, Balharry, A. Alae-

Diarmid, Cutfield. Bewley, Dixon, Ar-

mitage, Kirkby, Standish, Seldon, Scott,
Higgins, Jennings, Alallet, Binnington,
Simpson, Alaeey, George, (2), Day, Bay-
ley, Aledley, P. Cathro, Crawford, Phil-

lips, Edwards, Hansen, Steeds, Long,
Power, Taylor, Deacon, Preshaw, Holds-

worth, Robertson, Crombie, Robison,
Stead, Brown, Lux, Hobday. Blain,
OLoughlin, Buckley, Haise, Harvey,
Waters, Tribe, Skinner, etc.

NANCY LEE.

Sore Throat, Hoarseness cured in a few hours.
Sir Morell Mackenzie, M.D., the Eminent Throat Specialist

(Consulting Physician to the late Emperor of Germany)
frequently ordered Condy's Fluid to be used as a Gargle for

speedily curing Sore Throat, Relaxed Throat, and Hoarseness.

Sold byallChemists andStores. Insistonhaving “Condy’s Fluid.’*
Substitutes are greatly inferior. Physicians Reports on bottle.
Made by Condy & Mitchell, Condy's Fluid Works, London, Eng.
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NAPIER.

The much postponed

jr\XCY DRESS AND POSTER BALL

in aid of the Veterans’ Home was held

last week in the Drill Hall, Hastings. The

building was hung with flags and floral

.leeoratioas, and the floor was in splen-

did condition. The fancy costumes lent

ft brilliant aspect to the scene. The

result of the sets competition was decided

by ballot, the Empire being Ist, Orien-

tal 2nd. Blackbirds 3rd- Amongst those

present in fancy dress I noticed: Mrs.

Roach, who looked very well as Lady

Surrey; Mrs. Braithwaite, Queen of

Hearts; Mrs. R. Rathbone, Pierette;

Mrs. Lewis, 18th Century; Mrs. Barcroft,

Powder and Patches; Mrs. E. Clarkson,

Marie Antoinette; Mrs. Newbigen, Miss

}.ivory, from Quality-street; Mrs. Han-

bins French Dancer : Mrs. Bennett, Star-

light; Mrs. C. L. Mackersey, Autumn;

Mrs. S. IL Williams, Powder and

Patches; Mrs. J. Brandon, Gainsborough

] adv ■ Mrs. E. Basil Jones, Duehess of

Devonshire; Mrs. A. Reid, Lady Ursula;

Mrs. A. L. D. Fraser was splendid as a

Maori woman; Mrs. W. F. Stratton,

Duehess of Devonshire; Mrs. Haise, Old

Publish Waiting Maid; Mrs. Rotchford,

Night; Lady Russell, Lady Castlewood;

Sirs. J. D. A’Deane, Mary Queen of

Scot's; Mrs. J- Pattison, French Fish-

wife; Mrs. L. H. McHardy was much

admired in Court costume; Mrs. J. J.

Faulkner, Gainsborough Lady; Mrs. Gil-

b rtson, Powder and Patches; Mrs. Mac-

kie. Night; Miss Danvers, Maid of

Athens; Miss Fitzroy, A Copy of Blair

Leighton’s Picture; Miss Barcroft, Turk-

ish Lady; Miss Rutherford, Juliet; Miss

Clarkson. Queen of Hearts; Miss Mur-
doch. Puritan Maiden; Miss Hobbs, Hos-

pital Nurse; Miss O’Neil, Mary, Quite

Contrary; Miss Ebbett. Spanish Dancer;
Miss Pardoe, Japanese; Miss Margoli-
outh, Spanish Maid; Miss Couper, My

Great Grandmother; Miss Douglas, Mag-
pie; Miss Smale, Folly; Miss Dorothy
Rainbow, Turkish Lady; Miss Beatson,
Forget-me-not; Miss Ramsden, Military

Nurse; Miss Peebles, Maid of the Mill;
Miss Johnstone, Lilac Sun Bonnett; Miss

Freeman, Carnival; Miss Maude Wil-

liams, Dresden Shepherdess; Miss Nation,

Egyptian; Miss Mac Lean, Japanese;
Miss Toswill, Kate Greenaway; Miss

Maliel Miller, Poppy; Miss Newall (Wel-

lington) looked charming as Dolly Var-

den; Miss Drummond, Powder and

Patches: Miss Dorothy Waterhouse, The

Lady of Shallott; Miss Cororse, Nor-

mandy Peasant; Miss Hodgshin, New

York • Herald’; Evelyn Gilbertson, Japa-
nese; Miss Colman, Oranges and Lem-

ons: Miss Russell looked well as Lady,
What Ho; Miss Smith, Flower Girl;
Miss Gilbertson, Sea Maiden; Miss

Leary. Hospital Nurse; Sir William Rus-

sell, Veteran Uniform, 1856; Mr. Fitz-

roy, Moorish Dress; Mr. Couper, Wind-
sor Dress; Mr. Deacon, Windsor Dress;
Dr. Barcroft, Greek; Mr. Edwards, In-

dian Gentleman; Mr. Clarkson, Windsor

Filiform; Mr. D. Hill, Court Dress; Mr.

Henderson, Second N.Z. Contingent; Mr.
E. T. Wilder, Earl of Leicester; Mr. Mad-

dison, Naval Captain; Mr. Mackie,
Yachtsman; Mr. O’Neil, Fireman; Mr.
Dennett, Admiral Cerveras; Mr. Hooper,
Hunt Evening Dress; Mr. S. H. John-

stone, Dick Deadeye; Mr. M. Johnstone,
Uncle Sam; Mr. Rainbow, Knight of the

Bath; Mr. Basil Jones, Military Mess
Dre-s; Major Gascoyne, Soldier of the

Maori War; Mr. Algy Rainbow,
Hindu; Mr. A. Turner, Clown;
Mr Rotchford, Chinese Priest; Captain
A. 11. Russel], Military Uniform; Mr H.

Beatson, Wizard; Mr T. McKenzie,
Huntsman; Mr W. C. McLean, Sir Fran-

'is Drake; Air Frank Ormond, Little

Boy Blue; Mr F. Donnelly, Court, Dress;
Sir 1). Shield, Sultan: Mr B. Holdsworth,
Arab; Air G. Williams, Knave of
Hearts; Air P. Hay, Cricketer; Air T.
3odd, Jockey.

POSTERS.

Mis Arthur Hyde, Old Judge Cigar-
ettes; Miss Doherty, Honnor and Jae-

ger (tailors); Miss Lindsay, Blythe and

Co.; Miss M. Lauric, Aulsebrook and

Co.; Miss Vickers, Brows and Ross

(photographers); Miss Peebles, S. H.

Knight’s boot warehouse; Miss Nina

Dunn, Elite Band; Airs Shields, Nelson
Bros.’ Tomoana; Mr S. M. Hobbs, Bank

of New South Wales. Those who took

part in the sets are: Empire—Mecdames
F. H. Lowry, Carly on, F. Nelson; Afisses
N. Wilson, Gaisford, Marjorie Russell,
Foot and Wilder; Messrs Lowry, Car-

lyon, Logan, Birch, Nelson, Wilson, Rus-

sell, Gaisford. Oriental—Misses Bar-

croft, Rainbow. Nation, Gilberton,
Braithwaite, McLean, Dalziel, Iloadly,
Messrs Circuit, Dalziel, Holdsworth, Ed-

wards, D. Shields, Fitzroy, Drs. A. E.

and P. T. Barcroft. Blackbirds—Mes-
dames Toswill, Smith, Elkington. Mac-
kenzie, Campbel], Alee Williams; Misses
Simcox and Campbell; Afessrs Smith.
Pattison, Ludbrook, Tanner, Mackenzie.
Campbell, Polson, Dr. Toswill. Red

Heart—Airs Gordon, Misses Smith, Mac-
farlane, Lily Alacfarlane, Williams,
Holdsworth, Chambers, R. Chambers,
Messrs. Williams, Gordon Williams,
Douglas, Cook, Fitzroy, Alacfarlane,
Giblin, Jamieson, Geranium —

Misses E. Smith, Burgess, Hay and

Pratt; Messrs Wellwood, Afaddison,
Smith, Hartshorn. French Maid —

Misses Elsie Smith, Wellwood, Eva Well-
wood, Ruby Wellwood: Messrs Huntley.
Miller, Symes, Raymond. The Ladies’
Poster— Hyde and* Co,, by Airs Hyde,
Ist prize. Airs Lindsay, 2nd; Miss Pee-
bles, 3rd; Miss Vickers, 4th. The
Lady’s Fancy Dress worn by Miss Na-

tion got the Ist prize; Mrs Fraser. 2nd;
Miss Russel], 3rd. Gentleman’s Poster
—Air Hobbs, Bank of New South Wales,
Ist; Mr Wilson, 2nd. Gentleman’s Fan-

cy Dress—Dr. H. Barcroft, Rajah, Ist
prize; Air Rotchford, Chinese Priest,
2nd; Dr P. Barcroft, Greek, 3rd.

MARJORIE.

GISBORNE.

Dear Bee,

THE THIRD OF THE WINTER AS-

SEMBLIES

was held last Friday, and, as usual, was

simply delightful. The bad weather kept
very few away, and with the exception
of a few country people who could not
cross the rivers, the attendance was as

large as usual. I noticed Airs AVillock
wearing a handsome purple velvet gown

with touches of violet and cream lace;
Airs Jex-Blake, ivory satin, trimmed
with cream chiffon and forget-me nets;
'Mrs Kennedy, eream brocaded satin

dress, pink roses; Airs Symes, pale pink
crepe de ehine, trimmed with tiny white

daisies; Airs Tombleson, crimson satin

dress; Airs W. D. Lysnar, black sequin-
ed net over red satin; Airs Mann, cream

crepe de chine over pink silk, bodice

trimmed with wide silk lace; Airs J. Wil-

liams, white chiffon taffetas, cream lace;
Airs Fraser, blaek merveilleux silk; Mrs

Alargan, black crepe de ehine. and white

laee; Airs C. Sherriff, heliotrope bro-
caded satin; Airs C. Thomas, palest
pink merveilleux silk, dark red roses;
Mrs J. Clark, blaek merveilleux silk,
touches of cream chiffon; Airs H. Alaude,
heliotrope silk, trimmed with cream silk
lace; Airs Pyke, blaek satin; Airs Cussen,
blaek satin; Airs Grey, black merveilleux,
silk, cream lace; Airs Collins, white chif-

fon dress, over white silk, corsage out-

lined with black velvet; Airs Ftephenson
Smith, black satin; Airs Hine, black

net over satin; Airs Kingston, black.silk;
Mrs A. Seymour, pale blue silk muslin;
Airs Kemp, white corded silk; Aliss

Tucker, crimson silk, touches of cream;
Aliss Nolan, pink silk; Aliss Wallis, pale
blue silk, cream lace and black velvet;
Aliss Clark, pale blue chiffon taffetas;
Miss R. Reynolds, pale blue brocaded

satin; Miss G. Monckton, white net over

satin, panel on skirt of gold embroider-
ed net, gold flowers; Miss Alonckton.
blaek muslin over pale blue glace; Aliss

Bright, pink satin, flounces of cream

accordion-pleated chiffon; Aliss D.

Bright, soft white silk; Aliss Slurray,
white chiffon taefftas; Miss Williamson,
soft white silk, frills of lace, wide pink
ceinture; Aliss Davies, white chiffon taf-

fetas; Miss M. Agnew-Browne, white

satin pink roses; Aliss H. Agnew-Browne,
soft white silk gauged ami tusked; Aliss

Busby, pale green satin; Aliss Willis,
black silk; Aliss IL Sberratt, pale green
chiffon taffetas, trimmed with dark

green velvet bows and lace; Alisa A

\ VYkkj AIDS DIGESTION.

BRACES THE NERVES:

<PLASMON
. COCOA

-*• non-Tieatinff One cup contains
more nourishment than 10 cups of

< /< Frl ordinary cocoa.

THE “LOUIS VELVETEEN.
An klanl Fabric for Outdoor and “At Homa*’ Wear.

As rich in appearanceasLyons Silk Velvet costing aGuineaayard, andwears longer.

the NEW “LOUIS"CHIFFON VEL DUVET
is one of the most fashionablePILE FABRICS forentire Costumes manufactured
for the present Season. Nothing else has such lustre of finish, such sheen and

softness of texture,and no other fabric yet produced shows such varying play of

light and shade.

Every yard of the “Louis’* Velveteen, and the “Louis** Chiffon Yel Duvet, is

stamped with the name spelled L-O-U-l-S and guarantee of wear, and Ladies
should insist on seeing thisand thus avoid the substitutionof inferiorimitations.

From Drapers A Silk Mercers throughout the Colonies.

DELICIOUS

MELLOR’S
Genuine I I EST
Worcester pjl J

#

The Favourite for Quarter of a Century.

H
Icilma

Is a natural water that has a marvello is

vitalising action on the skin.
Icilma Abater is the most rapid and

painless remedy for styes, sore eyes,
children’s irritations, chilblains, chaps,
nettlerash, sprains, bruises, cuts, burns,
and insect stings. Prevents ami cures

sunburn, prickly heat, ccuetna, and irri-

tation from heat, riding, or weakness.

Icilma Fluor Cream contains no

grease, and its refreshing and cleansing
virtues make the skin healthy, transpar-
ent, free from roughness, wrinkles and
superfluous hair, and gives a lovely clear

complexion that needs no powder.

Icilma Soap is invaluable for hard
nr brackish water, and for all skin imi-
tations. and Is a revelation of what a

complexion that needs no powder.
Their marvellous healing and beauti-

fying powers, their soothing effects when

L tired, irritated or warm, their absolute

harmlessness make Icilma Water,
Cream and Soap a necessity in eveiy
home and to every traveller.

Of all good Chemists and Stores.

Icilma Co.. Ltd., London, England

lbn!eSS®
fndb^' sold bv ®b5,ab‘

Af/jSf" All Jewellers 3C. 175 Q
WHO CAN SHOW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES.

FIRST THROUGHOUT THE EMPIRE.
T / "‘X.

ME.OA.LS WHEN EVER EXHIBITED. ' I
_ 'SbI ■ "OTMEiHAhi V ,VW

A Certificate Given W/th Each Watch. J®

A. and A. LINE

C V n IU C V The Steamers of this Line arc the D C* TT I I D |\l
■ Largest and Fastest on the Pacific, ■“ ** ■

AUCKLAND
“nd

TICK ETS
SOUTH SEA LONDON

mKIDKr

ISLANDS i 8 reached from Auckland in
and O <?OVf

HONOLULU
28 DAYS ORIENT MM

SAN FRANCISCO xui..

VANCOUVER
Apply for all information to HI.HI. COV.

NEW YORK
HENDERSON and MACFARLANE,

*

MONTREAL whiti. stak.

General Agents for N.Z., Pi fc.Jj. COV.

LONDON
AUCKLAND. «n<l A eo-

Fceanicsteamshpcom
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Rherratt. pale blue spangled net over

blue silk; Mies Christophers, soft white

silk and Ikce; Miss <?. Foster, blue silk,

white .lace; Miss Foster I Wellington),
blue cre|>e de chine: Miss Black,

white muslin prettily inserted

and trimmed with lace: Miss 1,. Black,

pale blue silk voile; Miss N. Loisel, yel-
dow silk, frills edged withruehed ribbon;
Miss C. Boylan, pale blue silk, pink
roses; Miss' N. Seymour, straw-coloured
chiffon taffetas, crimson flowers;-Miss

•M. Bradley, white sequined net frock;
Miss B. Bradley, cream embroidered net

over satin: Miss Schumacher, white silk;

Miss Kingston, pale green silk; Miss

Pitts. soft white book muslin, white
satin l>elt: Miss Jeffries, blue silk; Miss

M. Woodbine-Johnson. pale pink mous-

seline de soie. small pink rosebuds; Miss

11. Woodbine Johnson, cream merveil-
leux silk, crimson roses; Miss M. Cussen.

sea-green silk; Mias Mabel Burke (Na-

piert. pale blue merveillcux silk; Miss

G. Pyke, pale green crepe de chine, wide
hem of dark green velvet on skirt, and

decolletage outlined with dark green vel-

vet: Miss Grey, cream satin trimmed

with chiffon, bronze flowers: Miss W.
Adair, soft cream silk and violets; Miss
M. Dunlop, white slurred satin and lace;
Miss Tullock, white crepe de chine: Miss

Parsons, pale green chiffon taffetas; Miss

Kebble. black chiffon taffetas; Miss M.

Gillingham, red silk.

Last Saturday a very pleasant day was

Spent

ON THE GOLF LINKS.

Mr T. Carroll won the men’s match

(this year’s players only). Others play-
ing were Mrs King. Mrs Morgan, Mrs

O’Meara, Miss eSweet, Miss Murray,
Miss Tucker, Miss Mainsty, Miss De La-

tour, Mrs Morgan, and Mrs Mann pro-
vided delicious afternoon tea.

ELSA.

PALMERSTON NORTH.

Dear Bee, July 27.

Things socially have been very quiet
here lately. Hostesses are afraid to at-

tempt anything in the way of entertain-
ment, the weather has been so impos-
sible. .;

GOLF.

Golf enthusiasts seem to be the only
people undaunted, by the elements. On

Saturday last a match was played on

the Hokowhitu links between a team

from the Wellington Club and a local

team. The visiting team was not

strong, and •suffered defeat by seven

games to five. The following repre-
sented Wellington: Messrs. Abbott. Mc-

Ewan, Webster, Handyside. Alylne-Ross,

Higginson. Clark. Weston, Bateson, and

Turrell. Palmerston: Messrs. Pryde,
J. Strang. Freeth, A. Barraud, Harden.
Cooper. Moore. W. Strang. Jones, 11.

Abraham, and Dr. Wilson. On Tues-

day a ladies’ stroke handicap competi-
tion was played for trophies presented
by Mrs. Jamieson. The weather was

beautifully tine, and a large number com-

peted. Miss Slack, Mrs. Mellsop, Miss

Porter. Miss McLennan, Mrs. Moore,

Mrs. Munro. Mrs. Millton. Mrs. War-

burton. Mrs. Porritt, Mrs. Freeth. Mrs.

Innes, Miss Fitzherbert, Mrs. .Seifert,
Mrs. Jamieson, and Miss Abraham repre-

sented the seniors. The juniors were:

Miss Hewitt, Mrs. Keeling. Miss Bell.

Miss AMsirburton. Miss E. McLennan,
Miss Hankins. Miss F. Waldegrave, Miss

M. Abraham. Mrs. McPherson, Miss

Handyside, Mrs. 11. Waldegrave. Mrs.

Jones, Miss M. Waldegrave. and Mrs.
Holmes. In the senior division Mrs.

Moore and Mrs. Mellsop tied for first

place, ami Mrs. Freeth and Mrs. Seifert
for second. The junior competition was

won by Miss E. McLennan. Miss F.

Waldegrave being second. Entries are

being invited for a competition for a

.handsome silver cup presented to the

Manawatu Golf ( tub by Messrs. Bar-

raud and Abraham. It. will be played
for on the American tournament system.

A MARRIAGE.

-y The marriage of Miss Olive Hickson

•nd Mr. H. Hankins, which took place
• t Foxton last Thursday, was of much
Interest to Palmerston, the bridegroom
being the’eldest son of Mr. and Mrs. J.
n. Hankins, who hare l»een well known
residents of this town for a great many
▼ears. Several relatives went to Fox-
•on to b« present it the ceremony,

which was very quiet, only relations of

bride and bridegroom being present.
Those going from Palmerston were: Mr.

and Mrs. J. H. Hankins (parents of bride-
groom). Miss N. Hankins (sister),
Messrs. W. and K. Hankins (brothers),
Mrs. F. S. Mcßae (sister of brulegrooni),
Mrs. W. Fitzherbert. New Plymouth
(sister of bridegroom). Mr. F. S. Mcßae

and
■

Miss Bonnie Mcßae, and Miss

Nichol 1 (cousin of bridegroom). The

flood-of some days before had washed

away a considerable portion of the rail-

way, so the journey to Foxton was made

by motor; the roads fortunately were

good. At the conclusion of the cere-

mony the bride and bridegroom left by
motor for Palmerston.

THE OLYMPIA SKATING RINK

closes at the end of this week, for the

season. Large numbers of skaters are

taking advantage of the few remaining
days. Mrs. Pickett the Misses Wylde,
Mrs. MeKnight, Miss Fitzherbert. Miss
Porter, Miss Campbell, Miss Dorothy
Waldegrave, the Misses Reed, Miss Hill,
the Misses Collins, Miss Armstrong, the

Misses O’Brien, and many others have

been present this week. Mr. Tydeman’s
trophy for the most graceful skater of

the season was won bv Miss Eva Walk-

ley.

Mrs. J. R. Tripe entertained a few

friends at bridge on Friday evening last.
Mrs. Fitzherbert, Mrs. Belt, Mrs. Nanne-

stad. Miss Nannestad, Miss Moeller. Mr.

Armstrong, and Mr. Reed were those

playing.

THE THIRD OF THE CINDERELLA

DANCES

took place in the Foresters’ Hall on

Thursday. The attendance was not so

large as usual, but those present spent
a very jolly time. The chaperones in-

cluded Mrs. Gibbons, wearing a black

net toilette over black satin, frills edged
with satin ribbon, cluster of pink
flowers; Mrs. Freeth, black evening

dress, crimson flowers on corsage; Mrs.

Rennell, cream silk and chiffon; Mrs.

Ditchings, white net with black spot
over white satin, black sequin insertion

trimming bodice; Mrs. Milttou black

silk, cream lace berthe; Miss Lord,
white brocade, panel of lace on

skirt, lace threaded with narrow

red velvet ribbon trimming bodice;
Miss F. Waldegrave, cream and

pink floral muslin, skirt .and bodice
trimmed with tiny frills; Miss Porter,
white muslin, frills edged with narrow

ruchings of ribbon; Miss Bell, cream silk

and lace; Miss Currie, pink, with cream

laee berthe; Miss Hayward, pale blue

silk, white laee berthe, with pale blue
chiffon rosettes: Mr. and Mrs. Burr. Mr.

and Mrs. Pickett, Dr. and Mrs. Greig.
Misses Fitzherbert, McVay (Napier),
Reed. Messrs. Rennell, Eliot. Walde-

grave. Reed, McLean. Spencer. Vaughan,
Hogg. Barraud, Fulton, Collins, Dr.

Pope. ete.

AFTERNOON TEAS.

Mrs. MeKnight-. Queen-street, had a

few friends for afternoon tea on Friday
afternoon. The hostess was wearing a

very becoming blouse of black glace silk,
with frills of black embroidered accor-

dion-pleated chiffon, yoke composed of

frills of narrow white Valenciennes
laee, black voile skirt, with wide inser-

tions of black lace; Mrs. Barnicoat,

navy blue costume, coat, made with bas-

que, navy hat with blue and white

wings; Mrs. Million navy blue cO«t,
sable fur, black tuque with black aig-
rette; Mrs. Connell, dark grey flecked
tweed Eton coat.and skirt, white revers

and euffs, braided in grey, black chiffon

toque with black and white wings; Mrs.

Randolph, navy blue coat and skirt,
white cloth collar, black and white
toque with black tips; Mrs. Eliot, grey-
check costume, made with very long
coat, cream silk and lace insertion
blouse, grey and pale blue chenille liat
with wings of same shades; Mrs. Gould,
dark blue, coat made with basque,
scarlet straw hat with quill; Mrs Hitch-

ings, dark grey coat and skirt, black

velvet collar, navy hat with blue and

green trimming; Mrs. Freeth, light grey-

coat and skirt, navy and cream hat;
Mrs. R. K. Reed. Broad-street, is giv-

ing an afternoon tea to-day.
On Wednesday next there is to be a

large children's fancy dress ball in the

Opera House.
On Friday next, August 3rd, the

county ball takes place in the Municipal
Room in the Opera House.

On Tuesday, August 7th, the second

orchestral concert of the season is to be
given.

VIOLET.

WANGANUI.

Dear Bee, July 27.

Last Wednesday

A ‘ ONE CLUB" GOLI MATCH

was played on the Balgownie links for

prizes presented by Mesdames Cleghorn
and John Anderson. The senior, a sil-
ver fruit knife, was won by Miss Knapp.
Miss Cave second; the junior, a silver-
mounted golf score book, was won by
Miss Empson, Miss Christie second.

Afternoon tea was given by the Misses

Young and Dymock. Amongst those

present were: Mesdames Innes, Sar-

jeant. Stewart. Cleghorn. Izard. G. Mar-

shall. Izett, Fairburn. Christie. Cave,
Watt, Lomax. Misses Christie. Cave,
Jackson, Empson. Brabant, Cameron

(Auckland).. Anderson, Cowper (2),
Stanford (2), O. WHliams. Stevenson,
Liffiton. Hawken. Marshall (Rangiti-
kei), Taylor. Lewis (Auckland) Mrs.

Bridgewater, and Miss M. Browne.

HUNTING. ’

The Egmont-Wanganui Hunt Club

held their meet at Bushp Park last Sat-

urday. There was a very large attend-

ance; sports coming from along the

coast between Patea and Fordell. Al-

most 200 must have assembled, and the

delicious lunch provided by Mr. F.

Moore, with Miss Connolly as hostess,
was much appreciated. A drag was laid

over a splendid course of about three

and a-half miles, after which afternoon
tea was dispensed by Miss Connolly, as-

sisted by Mrs. Cutfield. Amongst those
following, were: Messrs. Frank Moore.

Jas. Higgie, O. Symes. Noake, Blair. E.

Symes, Giesen, D. Blair, Mcßae. W.

Jones (Patea), O’Reilly. Gordan, Wil-

son, Gibson. Jones. Boyd. L. Wilson. Par-

sons, Norton. Dr. Graham. Riding were:

Mrs. Booth. Miss Wordsworth, Mis. and

Miss Brewer, Miss D. Cutfield Airs, and

Aliss Campliell, Miss Crespin, Messrs.

Wilson, Cutfield. W. Patterson. H.

Jackson. Driving were: Mesdames (Dr.)
Anderson. Cutfield, Airs, and Miss Mar-

Dyspepsia
•nd all Affections of the

Stomach, the Liver
and Kidneys,

HEADACHES
and Nervous Weakness,

which usually comes

from Stomach Ills,

IHSOMHIA
and Palpitation of the

Heart,

CONSTIPATION
ARE ALL QUICKLY

CURED BY

MOTHER

SEIGEL’S

SYRUP

Nothing keeps a man or a woman

( down like Indigestion or Liver
trouble, and nothing lifts them up
so quickly and surely as a course

—.of Mother Seigei’s Syrup. —

WILL CURE YOU.

A COMPLETE FOOD FOR GENERAL USE.

This DIET is recommended

foods,
wl Rp * gruel acceptable to

B B a nourishment it

Nw ak vB particularly adapted to ths needs
AW BN of Dyspeptics and Invalids.

fj The "Allenburys” DIET

unable to take cow’s milk and is
W B

flv z - B B diet for the Aged.
)y. The "Allenburys" DIET is

boiling water.

The “Alleaburys” DIET is for ADULTS and is quite distinct from the “Allenburys” Foods for Infants.

FULL PARTICULARS ON APPLICATION TO

ALLEN & H’ANBURYS Ltd;, Bridge & Loftus SYDNEY.

THB TONIC THAT

BUILDS IS

Wilton’s

Bovo - Ferrum

Composed of Beef Peptonolds
and Soluble Iron.

The bracing effect is immedi-
ately felt by man or woman,
boy or girl when needing a

tonic

A PERFECT CURE FOR ANAEMIA

Sold by all Chemists, price 0/A
SentPoet Free by Proprietor «v

G. W. WILTON,
3 CUBA STREET, WELLINGTON

11 SYDAL*’ (Wilton’s Hand Emollient),
1/B per jar. also post free, if difficult

to obtain locally.

v J

JpOK THAT HACKING COUGH, yo«

want a Cure. Drink O.T. PUNCH.

You will find it pure.
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•hall Mrs. McGregor, Misses Harrison,

Baker, Messrs. H. Wilson, J. H. Nixon,

Mr. and Mrs. Higgle. Mrs. Brewer, .Mr.

and the Misses Higgie, Mr. and Mrs.

Harle, Messrs. Chelmeley, R. Grace,

Wrav, C. Wilson, Dr. and Mrs. Edgar
(Napier), Mr. and Mra. Sutlie*land,

Miss 'Blair. Mesdames Gordon, Swan,

clay, and Giesen, and many others.

On Friday evening Mrs. J. U. Green-
wood gave

»

A MOST DELIGHTFUL FANCY
DRESS CHILDREN’S DANCE

in the Assembly Rooms. There were

present about eighty children, ranging

from wee mites of three and lour to

maidens in their teens, with a small

sprinkling of grown-ups, who danced

with and helped to amuse the children

in their games. Mrs. Greenwood re-

ceived her guests in a handsome black

silk gown, with fine champagne net and

lace V-’Shaped yoke reaching to the

waist, and large tangerine satin bow on

the corsage: Miss- Ashcroft went as

powder and patches; Miss Anderson,
Domino; Miss Wright (Christchurch),

good luck; Miss O’Brien, Grecian cos-

tume: Miss Brabant, old woman; Miss

Blundell, one of the Marys; Miss Stan-

ford, lady of the 18th century; Miss I.

Stevenson, powder and patches; Miss
Best, powder and patches; Miss Ten-

nant. cap and gown; Mr. Hardwicke,
Jauly Teazle; Mr. Lomas, Highlander;
Miss M. Greenwood. Master

B. Greenwood, “Boy Blue;’’ Master Les-
lie Greenwood, clown; Baby Greenwood,
a Japanese lady; Miss G. Dodgshun;
Alice in Wonderland, Mr. R. Stevenson,
the white rabbit; Miss R. Fairburn,
Mother Hubbard; Miss D. Humphry’s, a

lady in the time of Nelson; Miss D.

Marshall, a lady- in the reign of King
George 111.; Miss P. Cutfield, a judge;
Master E. Brown, French cook; Master

B. Kitchen, a crieketer; Miss Millward,
a nurse; Master Foreman, a naval offi-

cer: Miss Harvey, Christinas; Miss R.

Jones, a Maori; Miss Jones, powder and

patches; Miss L. Williams, Mother Hub-
hard: Miss I. Humphrys, a French pea-
sant ; Miss H. Biss, a gipsy queen; Mas-

ter Meldrum, a sailor: Miss Jessie Alli-
son. Kate Greenaway: Miss Elsie Reid,
a Japanese lady; Miss D. McLean, but-
tercups and daisies; ’Miss' V. Biss,
flower girl; Miss Florence Clissold. a

nurse; Miss A. Jones. Vivaudicre: Miss
M. Jones, a daisy; Master Drewe. a

Maori: Master Forlong, a soldier; Miss
P. Forlong, a peasant; Miss G. Hogg,
a flower girl; Master Hogg, a Turk;
Master Barnard Brown, a cook; Miss
D. Brettargh; a gipsy: Master Gordon,
a lurk; Master Porritt, a brown and

golden butterfly: Miss Dttigan. a crim-

son poppey; Mr. Basil Ashcroft, the
Earl of Leicester.

BRIDGE PARTIES.

List Tuesday evening Mrs Dodgshun
gave a small bridge party in honour of
Mr Marchant. The ladies’ prize was won

by Miss Linda Brown and the men's fell
to Mr Wilson. Anyongst those present
were—Mrs Dodgshun. Misses Newton

King (New Plymouth), L. Barnard-

Brown. Gresson, Anderson, Stanford,
Messrs Dodgshun. Stevenson, Jones, B.

Smith. Drs. Wilson and Marehant.
The Misses McNeill gave a most enjoy-

able bridge party at ttheir residence in

Plymouth-stret last Thursday evening.

There were eight tables, the ladies' prize,
a beautiful silver photo frame, was won

by-Miss Newton King, of New Ply-
mouth, and the men’s fell to Mr Tuke.
Bridge was played till eleven o’clock,
and after -upper a little dance termin-
ated a most delightful evening. The

supper table was artistically decorated

with pale blue shaded iris with trails
of greenery, relieved with tiny white
flowers; Miss McNeill wore a becoming
black velvet gown with berlhe of beauti-
ful Irish lace; Miss C. McNeill, soft
white silk frock with fichu of silk and

laee; Mrs A. McNeill, blaek silk evening
gown relieved with cream lace; Mrs
Pattie Izctt, black satin costume, with
laee on corsage and a spray of crimson
roses and foliage: Mrs Sarjeant wore a

pretty velvet gown with deep cream laee

on corsage; Mrs Wall, white satin frock
relieved with cream net and lace, she
also wore a bridge jacket of old rose sa-

tin; Miss Linda Brown, beautiful frock

of pale green silk taffeta, the corsage
had a berthe of silver sequins and net;
Miss Newton-King (New Plymouth),
white muslin gown with lace and inser

tion, and a spray of pale pink roses and

foliage on her corsage: Miss Gresson, be-

coming white gauged silk banded with

champagne insertion and laee: Miss H.

Anderson, black sun-ray pleated chiffon,
with square yoke of black silk inser-

tion; Miss E. Anderson, white muslin

made with frills and edged with white

satin ribbon, fichu of white chiffon,
banded with white satin; Miss Jones,

white silk gown, the frills on the corsage

outlined with gauged tangerine ribbon,
her sister wore a pale blue silk evening
frock; Miss Cowper, white silk frock

with a high swathed lielt of pale blue

silk; Miss Stanford, old rose voile gown,
the corsage was relieved with a berthe

of cream lace; Miss O. Stanford, black

silk frock covered with blaek net and

the corsage trimmed with embroidered

chiffon. There were also present—
Messrs Chamberlain. Holderness, E.

Jones. Stevenson, Hardwicke, Lomas,

Money-, Hair, Dodgshun, Tuke, Collins,
Medhurst, Dr. Wall and others.

The representative football match

TARANAKI V. WANGANUI,

was played on the Recreation Grounds

on Tuesday afternoon. The game re-

sulted in a decided victory for Taranaki,
19 points to Wanganui’s 8. Amongst the

onlookers were—Mrs Ashcroft.. Miss D.
Christie. Dr. and Mi’s Wall, Miss Barni-

coat. Miss Phillips (Canterbury), Mr and

Mrs Campbell. Mr Dalgety, Mr and Mrs
Lundins. Mr ano Mrs Good (Hawera),
Messrs Innes. Green. Silk. Harold., J.

Stevenson. Allison, C. Johnston.

HUIA.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, July 28.

STAR BOATING CLUB BALL.

There was another ball the other night
in the Town Hall, this time the promot-
ers being the members of the Star Boat-

ing Club. The concert hall looked very-
pretty with its festoons of lycopodium
suspended from the ceiling. Round the

walls were trophies of sculls, rowlocks,

and other nautical gear connected with
streamers of white and pale blue (the
Chib's colours), and garlands-of lyeo-
podium. The corridors were curtained

off and carpeted, and used for sitting
out and supper rooms. The official set

was danced as follows: His Excellency
the Governor and Mrs. Brandon, her Ex-

cellency Lady Plunket and Mr. Biss, Dr.

Fell and Mrs. Menzies, Mr. A. Cooper
and Mrs. Hislop, Captain Braithwaite

and Mrs. Duncan, Mr. Menzies and Mrs.

Bendall. Mr. Duncan and Mrs. Widdop.
Lady Plunket wore white glace, entirely-
veiled in blaek laee ami chiffon, the de-

eolletage softened with folds of tulle, in
which sparkled her diamonds; the Hon.
Kathleen Plunket wore a handsome
dress of white mousseline de soie, the

bodice having a bolero richly embroid-
ered in gold ami crystal; Mrs Menzies

wore blaek velvet and Brussels laee; Mrs

Dunean, blaek chiffon satin, and folds of

tulle: Mrs. A. Dunean. Pompadour silk,
with design of roses; Mrs. Hislop, black

satin, pailette; Mrs Brandon, ivory bro-

cade, with berthe of lace; Miss Brandon,
pale blue glace; Miss L. Brandon, ivory-
satin; Mrs. Widdop, white crepe de

chine: Mrs. Bendall, black poplin, and

Honiton laee: Miss Bendall, white mous-

seline de soie, with tiny rosettes of pale
blue: Sirs. L. Wilson, blaek jetted satin;
Miss Wilson, pale blue glaee; Mrs. Mae-

Beth. white satin and lace; Miss Hislop,
pale green taffetas, with quillings of

laee; Miss Thorne-George, white glaee.
with knots of black velvet; Miss Har-

court, cream satin and laee; Miss Bur-

nett. black taffetas, with sequin bolero;
Miss Higginson, sea blue crystalline ami

lace: Miss Abraham (Palmerston), pale
blue glace; Miss Borlace, pink

taffetas: Miss Eliott, white glaee;
Miss Tregear, white mousseline de

soie. and wreath of roses; Miss

Shand, ivory taffetas and deep satin belt;
Miss M. Jones (debutante), very pretty
dress of white glace .with laee frills;

Miss Brindley, white chiffon and glaee;

Miss Buckley, pale blue crepe de chine:

Miss Chatfield, amber taffetas and laee

berthe; Miss Ewen, white glace; Miss

G. Ewen, mauve crepe de chine; Miss

Rawson, white mousseline de soie: Miss

Nation, white chiffon and laee; Miss

tstuarf. white crepe de chine and lace

tueker: Miss Fitzgerald, white crepe de

chine; Miss McKellar, white glace;
Miss Lukin, white taffetas; Miss Somer-

ville, pink and white pompadour silk;

Miss Teed, white glace; Miss Lambert,

sea-green taffetas.

A VERY PLEASANT LITTLE DANCE

was held last Thursday in the Goring-

street Hall. Among the guests were Mrs

Burnett, wearing blaek brocade: Miss
Burnett, white taffetas; Miss Harcourt,
white satin and Valenciennes laee : Miss

Otterson. green crepe de chine; Miss

Webb, white taffetas; Miss Fitzgerald,
blaek velvet and rose coloured sash:

Miss Butts, blaek satin and berthe of

laee; Miss Michie, pale pink silk; Miss

Ewen, red crepe de chine; Miss llaeon,

chiffon taffetas and laee.

AN ENOYABLE LITTLE BRIDGE

PARTY

was given on Tuesday afternoon by Mrs

T. Young, who w-ore a smart gown of

pastel doth and lace. The guests in-

cluded Mrs A. Young, Miss Tolhurst,
Miss Harcourt, Miss Simpson, and seve-

ral others.

A SMALL Bis I DELIGHTFUL TEA

was given one day this week by Mrs

O'Connor. The quantities of exquisite
narcissus. ficesias. and daffodils, and vio-

lets called forth exclamations of delight
from every one present, but it was sad to

learn that they were not grown in Wel-

lington. but in the Wairarapa district.

The rooms were bright and eosy with

glowing wood fires, which added to the

comfort of the guests. Mrs O’Connor
looked very well in a handsome gown
of taffetas with yoke and ruffles of ecru

lace ami net. The Misses Ol'-ennor wore

pretty dresses of crepe de chine and

lace. The guests included Mrs Moor-

house. Mrs Hunter. Mrs Tolhurst. Mrs

Barron. Mrs ’’Bethune, Mrs Loughnan,
Misses Coates. Barron. Turner, and

Scully.
A very cheery

AT HOME

was given on Thursday by Mrs

Dunean. The room were fragrant
with freesias and flowering lucerne,
and gay with bowls of yellow
daffodils and crocus. Mrs Duncan

received her guests ■ wearing a smart

dress of blaek crepe de chine, with ap
plications of laee and embroidery, vest

of ficelle lace and rutiles of the same;
Miss Duncan was in a lovely gown of

ivory souple cloth, enriched with open-
work embroidery on the skirt panels
and on the bolero, vest of delicate lace

and net; the Hon. Kathleen Plunket

wor a navy tailor-made with revers of

mauve cloth, small toque of mauve, with

wings of the same shade; Lady Stout,
gi’ey and white brocade find black toque;
Mrs Wallis, lardinal red cloth and sable

furs and dark red toque: Mrs Rhodes,
blaek poplin ami laee rutiles; Mrs I.

Dunean, reseda taffetas, with narrow

quillings of silk: Mrs A. Dunean, mauve

voile, with ruchings and scrolls of silk,
relieved with leaf green, smart blaek

and white hat; Mrs K. -Dunean, pale,
grey eolienne, the crossover bodiee dis-

closing a vest of ecru lace. Mrs C. J.

Johnston, black lace over white glace,
black toque with tips;-Miss Johnston,
olive green taffetas, the.bolero bordered

with ruchings of pale blue and opening
over a laee vest, black hat with tips;
Mrs Neuman i Rangitikei). dark blue
louisine. with ecru lace motifs edged
with quillings, dafk blue hat : Miss Neu-

man, grey voile with laee vest and white
picture hat: Mrs.G, Johnston, eiel blue

cloth vest, white revers and embroidered

waistcoat, black picture hat- and white

furs; Mrs D. Nathan, blaek chiffon glaee
encrusted with lace, ermine toque and

furs; Mrs O’Connor, blaek crepe de

chine: Miss O’Connor, grey tweed tailor-

made. white ostrich boa and pink toque;
Mrs Leekie. black crepe de chine, with

laee vest; Mrs H. Crawford, white cloth

tailor-made and red hat; Mrs Hislop,
blaek tailor-made: Mrs Shand, brown

cloth, with dark red hat: Mrs Buch-

anan. grey voile, white ostrich Isia and

floral toque: Miss Izard, pale grey coh-

enite. blaek hat with tulle and high aig-
rette: Mrs G. L. Campbell, plum col-

oured cloth with pale blue revers and

smart hat: Mrs Barton, blaeh crepe de

chine: Miss Coates, dark green cloth, the

bolero edged with ruchings of glaee,
floral toque: Miss Medley, pale blue

voile and toque of forget-me-nots; Miss

Henrv. dark blue canvas ami red hat;
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Mr- luirnarh, black crepe de chine

and lace; Mrs Warren, dull red cloth

and black toque; Mr* Marchbanks, pale
blue eloth and blue hat; Mrs Fitchett,
drill purple doth and hat with violets;
Mrs Palmer Campbell, dark red cloth,
with white vest, red hat with tips: Mrs
Hadfield, white doth and black toque;
Mrs Abbot, Hack crepe tie chine, with

insertions of black Chantilly lace; Mrs
P. Hunter (Porangahau). dark brown
taffetas and black hat ; Miss Skerrett.

tussore silk embroidered in dark brown,
brown glace frills and ruffles: Miss N.
Skerrett. blue cloth dress and pale blue

bat; Miss Harding, brown cloth, with
white revers embroidered with red;
Mrs Barton, black crepe de chine; Miss
I’. Williams, brown voile and hat

wreathed with shaded red roses.

ANOTHER SUCCESSFUL BALL

was that given by the Wellington Col-

lege Old Boys’ Association, which was

held in the Sydney-street Schoolroom.
The golden yellow of daffodils and gorse
was predominant everywhere, judicious-
ly intermixed with a soupcon of black
in order to carry out the College col-
ours. The arrangements were excell-
ent, and Hie committee has to be con-

gratulated on the result. Mrs Mee

wore black crepe de chine, with fichu of

Brussels lace; Mrs Wills, jetted satin
and lace: Miss Richardson, ivory satin,

veiled in Mauresque lace: Miss Young,
sky blue taffetas and lace; Miss Solo-
mon. white satin and chiffon: Miss Mee,
ivory lace over satin of the same shade.

OPHELIA.

CHRISTCHURCH.

Hear Bee, July 25.

M e have had a week of rain, truly
depressing weather. with very little go-

ing on socially to enliven matters. Even

golf came to a standstill, and Christ-
church lacks any rendezvous or place
of amusement for wet weather, where

®ne could meet their friends.

On Friday Mrs. George Gould gave

A MUSICAL AFTERNOON

at her residence, “Avonbank,’’ Fendal-

ton, in honour of her guest, Mrs. Dun-

can, Cameron, of Methven. Mrs. Gould

was beautifully gowned in white silk

canvas and glace, richly trimmed with

lace, she also wore a white ostrich fea-

ther stole; Mrs. Duncan Cameron, a

dress of soft, pale pink cloth, with

cream laee yoke and trimming. During
the afternoon some most enjoyable mu-

sic was given. Several songs were sung

by Mrs. Gower-Burns and Miss Kettle.
Mrs. Beswick and Miss Tweedie gave

pianoforte selections, and Miss Lucy
Cook played the violin. Mrs. Gower-

Burns wore a green cloth costume,
brown hat. and sable furs; Mrs. Kettle,

a green coat and skirt, smart green

toque with shaded red berries; Mrs.
Beswick. a becoming gown of navy blue

cloth, faced with Oriental embroidery,
hat of dark blue straw with white
wings; Miss Lucy Cook, costume of

navy blue cloth, white fox furs; Mrs.

Julius, dark brown cloth coat and

skirt, bonnet of sable fur; Lady Clif-

ford. dark grey costume, fur toque: Mrs
Reeves, black silk costume, black bon-
net; Miss Reevfrs, navy blue serge dress,
red hat; Miss Nellie Reeves, turquoise
blue frieze costume, white hat with
wings: Mrs. Boyle wore navy blue cloth,
braided with blaek, toque of navy blue

tulle: Miss Boyle, frock of violet cloth,
with cream lace vest, heliotrope straw

toque; Mrs. Geo. G. Stead, a smart cos-

tume of navy blue cloth, faced with

white satin, dark blue straw toque, with

pale blue tn,lle strings: Miss Stead,
navy blue eoat- and skirt, sable toque;
Airs. Henry Cotterill. white cloth cos-

tume. toque of Neapolitan violets; Miss
Moreland, costume of dark green cloth,

green and white hat; Mrs. Nancarrow.
dark blue costume, grebe feather toque;
the Misses Burns, white serge frocks,
with toques and stoles of white

fur; Mrs. Wardrop, green cloth
eoat and skirt, hat to match, and

squirrel furs, Mrs. Ogle, costume
of heliotrope frieze. Tuscan straw
hat with touches of blue;

Mrs F. Robinson, black coat and skirt,
black and white toque; Mrs I*. Camp-
bel], black tailor-made costume, violet
toque; Mrs Denniston, blue cloth gown,
sable toque: Miss Denniston. red frieze

costume, hat of tuscan straw: Miss
Bathgate (Dunedin), dark green cloth

faced with white, green and white hat;
Airs George Harper, blaek gown, black
and white toque; Mrs A. Murray-Ayns-
ley. dark heliotrope gown, floral toque
of shaded pansies, white furs; Mrs Pit-

man, gown of violet cloth, toque of the
same shade trimmed with pale pink
roses: Miss Pitman, heliotrope frieze cos-

tume. heliotrope and white hat; Airs M.

Campbell, coat and skirt of grey tweed,
black hat with violets; Aliss Campbell,
grey tweed costume and pretty grey
hat; Airs A. Roberts, black doth gown
with velvet motifs, smart hat of tuscan

straw and pink silk: Airs E. Palmer,
tailor-made costume of dark green cloth

faced with velvet, green hat; Mrs Aloore,
blue cloth skirt, blue velvet coat, blue
and white hat; Miss Hill, grey coat and

skirt, black and white hat; Airs John

Deans, black cloth costume, blaek toque,
and handsome furs: Miss Deans, grey

tweed coat and skirt, tricorn hat of
white felt; Airs J. D. Hall, brown cos-

tume and purple hat: Airs Beals, eoat

and skirt of blaek eloth, black and white

toque; Mrs G. Harris, navy blue cos-

tume, hat to match; Airs Symes, grey
eoat and skirt, blue toque; Miss Symes,
brown costume and brown hat; Airs C.
Dalgety, costume of red cloth, toque to
match, and sable furs; Mrs Arthur

Reeves, white eloth costume and hat;
Miss Congreve, costume of brown tweed,

white felt hat: Airs H. Knight, black
and white cheek costume, black hat;
Airs L. Lane, black eloth costume, black

toque, white feather stole; Mrs Vernon,
blaek and white coat and skirt, black

toque. Others present were Airs and

Miss Mating, Mrs and Aliss Gossett, Airs
and Aliss Overton, Airs and Aliss Prins,
Airs F. Cowlishaw, Airs R. J. Scott, Airs

Gee, Airs and Miss Inman. Mrs and Miss

Cox, Airs G. Hanmer. Mrs Corey Thomas,
and Aliss Turnbull. Airs Gould's rooms,
which have been renovated and enlarged,
were greatly admired, especially the

drawing-room, with its white wails and

deep frieze of roses and large recessed

mantel-piece, on each shelf of which were

placed magnificent pot plants, ferns, and
palms, the whole effect being extremely
artistic. Delicious tea and dainties wet*
served in the dining-room, where the
table was decorated with large chrysan-
themums of the same tone as the walk

A SMALL BRIDGE PARTY

was given on Tuesday by Miss Muriel
Anderson, Arniagh-street, the players
being Dr. and Airs Goulburn Gibson,
Miss Denniston, Air Harper, Aliss De-

venish Mears, Air Alonteith, Miss Camp-
bell, Dr. J. Guthrie, Aliss Cook and Mr

Nancarrow.

GOLF.

To-day a team of golfers left for

Timaru. six ladies and six men. to com-

pete for the Orbell Cup. The return

match between the ladies’ clubs will

also be played. The Christchurch team
consists of Mrs Pyne (ladies’ captain),
Airs Michael Campbell, Miss Nora Camp-
bell, Aliss Stead, Aliss Symes, Aliss Wil-

son; Messrs W. Harman (men's cap-

tain), J. Wood, A. AL Borthwick, K.
Olliver, L. Bonnington, and R. Ruther-

ford.

COMING EVENTS.

The annual regimental ball of the

Canterbury Afounted Brigade will be

held in Christchurch during Grand Na-
tional week.

The College Rifles will hold their an-

nual dance in the Art Gallery early

next month.
DOLLY VALE.

SMITH CAUGHEY, LTD.
IVletritifekcturcrs of Lrtixtirious

EASY CHAIRS.

The Easiest Chair in the World.

T
f-H^..Ml^?TTE^r? I ,ECE SMITH & CAUGHEY,of a Skilled Upholsterer. Limited., Sole Manufac-

a • ..

,
. hirers and Holders of

An exquisite combine- Patent Rights for New
tion of comfort and ele-

4
.

Zealand. These Chairs
gance designed to give x.' L* are of world-wide cele-
simultaneous rest to all te;-?;brity, Smith & Caughey,
parts of the human Limited, having shippedframe -

.
them to all parts of the

*< •
er ,

world, including Ena-The Maximum of Lux- > * land, Scotland, Ireland,
unousness with Mini-

America, South Africa
mum of Cost.

and Australia.

Ease ! Elegance I Economy /

All Upholstering done in our own factory, therefore we guarantee every article to be of the very
best make throughout. Only skilled workmen employed.

SMITH &» CAUGHEY, Ltd.,
C°"'J'auckland"'' B“"

The shepherd roaming o'er the plain.
The stockman on his lonely run.

The teamster with his bollock wain.
The sportsman out with rod or gun.
The digger on gold-bearing reef—
While firm to duty's call they stand—

For coughs and colds they find relief
With Woods’ Great Peppermint Cure at

hand.

ZV’T’ is made from the Pure Ex-

tract of Chillies, the Receipt

of which was obtained from one of th#

Maharajahs of India. There are many im-

itations. but none so pure as O.T. Try it.
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Crystal Palace Cat Show.

BY FRANCIS SIMPSON.

(Author of ‘’The Book of the Cat.”)

At the National Cat Club show at the

Crystal Palace the total number of en-

tries was 776. This was 60 in advance

of the previous year, and the quality of

the exhibits was certainly above the

average. Amongst the most successful
exhibitors may be mentioned Lady De-

eies. Lady Alexander, the Hon. Mrs. Mc-
Laren Morrison. Mrs. Slingsby, Mrs. Col-

lingwood. Mrs. Moore. Mrs. Norris, Miss

Clifton, Mrs. Curwen. and Miss Whit-

ney. The blue classes were, as usual,
the largest.

There were some lovely blue kittens
exhibited, and quite a sensational speci-
men was to be found in Mrs. Curwen’s

Moufflon Grey, who took first in the

male class. This superb kitten might
well have claimed the highest honours

for best in the show. There was a good
muster of Siamese, and quite a number

of Manx exhibits. Lady Alexander's

beautiful short-haired blues were the
best specimens that have been penned fot

many a year. It was a treat to see sue!
really good orange eyes in the variety.

In neuter long-haired cats there were

some surprises, as Mrs. Bourchier's su-

orange were not on this occasion to the

perb silver and Mrs. Hastings Lee’s noted
fore. The ring classes were, as usual,

disappointing, as the eats refused to be
led. Mrs. Slingsby’s well-known silver
tabby, Don Pedro, made the best show,

and won in the males. Sir Hubert Jern-

ingham’s magnificent blue neuter quite
declined to walk, or would have won

easily. The show remained open two

days, and a large number of visitors
thronged the centre transept, where the

pens were very conveniently arranged.

CHAMPION, ‘MISS TOODLES," BEST SHORT-HAIRED CAT AT

CRYSTAL PALACE SHOW.

MRS. MOORES “HOLMEFIELD MANDARINA.”

MRS. SLINGSBY’S BLUE MALE "BERTRAND OF THORPE," A

PRIZEWINNER.

MRS. SLINGSBY’S CHAMPION "DON PEDRO.”

“OMEEWOO.” MRS. BOUTCHER'S WINNING SILVER NEUTER.

—'
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Melmerly Collegiate School,
ST. GEORGE'S BAY ROAD, PARNELL.

Tel. 104.

BOARDING AND DAY SCHOOL FOR OIRLS.

Principal, MRS T. HANNA, assisted by an efficient Resident and

Visiting Staff.
The School Year is divided into Three Terms of 13 weeks each.
Pupils prepared for University. Matriculation and C’vil Service Examinations.
Second Term. 190(5. begins 28th MAY.

Prospectuses may be obtained from Mrs Hanna, or from Messrs Champtaloup
and Cooper.
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and cold,
I flal nothing is so sustainingasy

I MILK ' fs
RV I CHOCOLATE I

A ConcentratedSweetmeat-Foot!of the hitfh-st A -x

A pruductof thebeautiful GardenCity ofBoartxvilfo, •
foundedby theManufacturers of

\ Cadbury’s y
. >

„
X COCOA, X

—3NOWED Vt* Nh.
Of wWch Tht laHcr, „.. The

a Standardof HighestPurity." while
s* xas .rozrsw calls it * APerfect

Oid County- Food."

— |

PETER F. HEERING’S
COPENHAGEN.

IXV
The Favourite Liqueur. K jAkIM I

SWIFT A COMPANY, SS O’Connell St., Sydney, General Acente.
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Round-the-World Pictures

five Eastern European Alps
in Winter.

•» ar UCH has been said and much

has been written concerning

I I the winter season in the East-

V B ern Alps, which, to a great

extent lie in Austrian terri-

tory. There is no doubt that winter

sports can be indulged in in many dis-

tricts to perfection. To mention only a

few. there are the capitals of Tyrol,

and Salzburg, there is the beautiful

Semmering near A ienna, there are the

various places on the Arlberg Railway

from Bregenz down to Insbruck, of

which St. Anton deserves special men-

tion as one of the best ski ing centres,

there is Kitzbuehel, which has already

won some renown as a winter resort,

there is the Austrian Davos, Gossen-

sass. Further scuta we find Brixen, we

find Bozen-Gries, and that pearl of Aus-

trian watering-places. Meran.

Everything in Austria moves slowly,

and if the kindly, easy-going people of

the various Alpine provinces of Austria

had anything of the enterprise of their

neighbours over the Engadine border,

such places as we have mentioned above

would long ago have become the most

popular winter resorts of Europe. It is.

indeed, astonishing that these places

have not gained a fame and importance

as winter resorts, to which they are

justly entitled. An Anglo Indian of the

Indian Medical Service, writing from

Insbruck to the "Times of India, says:

"These Insbruck streets are some 2000

feet above the sea level. Like the whole

visible world before me, they are under

snow. Here you have an almost tro-

pical sunshine blended with the serene

cold of northern skies —the winter

months, in fact enjoy all the advantages

of a low temperature without the dis-

advantages which a cold wind would en-

tail. and which is so conspicuous by its

absence in the Eastern Alps. It is well

known that the body can support a very

low temperature in the absence of wind,

and, accordingly, owing to the dry cold

of these regions, the influence on the

system is immense. The air is pure,

the sunshine glorious, and the frost dry,

invigorating, and exhilarating in the

last degree. Far better to go into the

mountains and work off congestions in

an environment that never disgusts, but

that ever exhilarates, because it tones

up from the first hour, muscle, liver,

nerve, and brain.”

We are convinced that the best me-

thod of treatment for persons who are

in need of having their constitutions

built up as a mere preventive measure

is that which combines the requirements
of the cure with amusement and dis-

traction and all the necessary climatic

conditions. All these requirements may

justly be said to be provided for in the

Eastern Alps during the winter months.

One of the pleasant features of the

districts under consideration is that al-

most in every place the visitor will find

excellent hotels at moderate prices and

sports clubs, which look after the skat-

ing rinks and toboggan courses, etc.

Sleighing parties are frequently ar-

ranged and the proprietor of the vari-

ous hotels do their utmost to make the

stay of the visitors pleasant and com-

fortable.

LOFANA (AMPEZZO).

RESTING.

MONTE CRISTALIO.

The Brierly Fog-Signalling
Apparatus for Railroads.

Railroad engineers in Great Britain

are following with great interest the ex-

periments that are being carried out up-
on the Great Northern Railroad with a

new signalling apparatus for operation

in foggy weather. The system now used

on this British railroad has been in ser-

vice for the past three years, though
its devices have been preserved a secret

until their utility and certain action was

conclusively demonstrated. The inven

tion of Mr Wynford Brierley, an experi-
enced railroad engineer, who is conse-

quently fully cognizant of the various

problems that have to be surmounted in

devising such an apparatus, the system
is so designed that a failure would be

sufficient to arouse the locomotive en-

gineers suspicions and cause him to

come to a stop as soon as possible.
The Brierley apparatus is extremely

simple, both in design and operation, and

comprises a minimum of integral moving
parts. The general character of the in-

vention is plainly shown in the accom-

panying illustrations. Beside the track

and elose to the rail is a rocking arm

carrying on either end o heavy head. The

axis of this rocker is connected at one

end with a lever, to which is attached

the cable operating in communication

with the semaphore with which the ap-

paratus acts. The movement of the side

lever, owing to its rigid fixation on the

rocker, raises the one or the other of

the two weighted ends to a horizontal

position, according to the setting of the

semaphore arm. When the latter is set

to danger the weight nearest the track is

horizontal—its normal position. The

signalman in the cabin, when he lowers

the semaphore arm. at the same time

actuates the rocking arm of the appara-
tus. since a single cable operates both,
and the weight at the opposite end is

swung up to the horizontal, the other
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weight being naturally lowered out of

the way.
On the engine is a small box from

which extend two vertical triggers one

behind the other as shown in the illus-

tration. As the locomotive passes the

apparatus on the track, one or other of

these triggers according to the setting of

the semaphore strikes the rocker, is

forced backward, and at the same time

rings a gong on the engine. This gong
has an indicator the dial of which plac
ed in the cab shows whether the road

is dear or otherwise, and the engineer is

able to act accordingly. When the trig-
ger has passed over the rocker it returns

instantly to its former position.
The mechanism on the engine is carri-

ed out upon novel and ingenious lines, es-

pecially that part which acts with the

trigger and serves to return it to the

vertical position after passing the rocker

contact. Upon the horizontal shaft

carrying the trigger is fixed a new type
of coiled spring. There are two coils

placed opposite one another, i.e., one has

a left-hand coil and the other a r.ght-
hand coil. These are keyed to the axial

shaft so as to become an integral part
and are of great strength and ease. In

passing over the rocker contact, the trig-

ger is forced backward until its angle
is sufficient to ride over the obstacle.

In so doing one spring is necessarily
uncoiled, but simultaneously the other

spring is coiled tighter. Consequently
the moment the trigger has passed over

the contact the trigger is brought sharp-
ly back to the normal vertical position,
mainly by the action of the part of the

spring which has been eoiled tightly.
This ingenious arrangement enables the

apparatus to work equally well when the

engine returns over the same road, the

reverse action of the springs taking
place. The value of this device is that

the trigger is always brought back to the

dead centre, not violently, but slightly
oscillating. If only a single coil spring
were used, continual action of the trig-

ger in one direction wculd tend to re

lease the tensions of the spring, so that

the trigger would not always return to

the dead centre, and in a short time the

spring would be so weakened that the

trigger would not touch the contact at

all. By using a reverse coil such as this,

positive action under all and varying

circumstances is insured, and the trig-

ger is always brought to the same nor-

mal point. At the same time the me-

chanism constitutes an efficient cushion

tor absorbing the tremendous shock of

the impact that results when the trigger
strikes the_ contact when the tram is

travelling at express speed. The ma-

jority of such mechanical devices have

failed at this point. The terrific force

with which the moving part has been

brought into contact with the station-

ary section breaks the apparatus. Three

years' constant use upon the Great

Northern railroad, However, has shown

that with the Brierley apparatus no such

apprehensions need be entertained. The

: pparatus is placed on the section of the

track where both north and south-bound

trains pass, and even with trains travel-

ling at SO miles per hour no failure of

action has yet been recorded, nor has the

apparatus shown any signs of breaking
under the enormous strains imposed up-
on it.

Each trigger and its accompanying
spring constitute one unit, so that in the

case of a locomotive carrying an instal

lation to denote both “on” and “off” ac-

tions of the semaphore, two sets are re-

quired, but owing to the small space oc-

cupied by the mechanism they are car-

ried in one box or easing.
It will be observed that this appara-

tus does not supersede the present sema-

phore system, but rather supplements it,

giving greater certainty and security,
and enabling locomotive engineers to

maintain high speeds in foggy or dirty
weather with a greater degree of safety
than is possible with the existing auxili-

ary signalling systems.

WINTER SPORT.

IN THE EASTERN ALPS.—CORTINA.

POPPENA BASSA.

When Going to the Photo-
graphers.

Don’t wear black. It gives a hard,
dense tone.

Don't smile unless it comes naturally,
or the result will be annoying.

Don't expect to get a photograph that

will please you if vou are fatigued when
sitting.

Don't be afraid of wearing lace. The
line between llesh and dress will be

softened by it.

Don’t take a full-face picture if the

nose is crooked or the eyes weak. Try
a three-quarter view.

Don’t choose a day when the sunshine

is very bright, or every imperfection will

lie developed. A well-lighted, cloudy
dav is best.

foiofooffor
. t I . |
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THE WORLD OF FASHION

By MARGUERITE

The production of “The Little Che-

rub,” tlie new musical piece at the

Prince of Wales’s, London, has given one

more proof that, nowadays, the stage
is indeed “the glass of Fashion,” and

that it is this specially favoured mirror

which often shows the very first reflec-

tions of Dame Fashion’s latest Hights
of fancy. For example, it now reveals

some half-a-dozen of the daintiest pos-

sible dresses for girls still in their teens,
their attractions being vouched for by

the name of Jay’s, Ltd., as makers, and

the fact that, these attractions will be

made the most of, by the dainty pretti-
ness of the wearers—Miss Zena Dare.

Miss Gabrielle Kay, Miss Pinder, and

Miss Elsie.

One of the most fascinating of these

dresses—sketched for the benefit of our

readers—has a skirt of white chition,
whose softly hanging fulness is encircled

by three little scalloped frills, all bound

narrowly with white satin, braees of
drawn chiffon, edged with rouleaux of

satin, crossing the bodice, where Valen-

ciennes and Irish laees are combined
with loveliest effect. Little motifs of

silver follow the curves of the chiffon
chemisette, and there is a shimmering
silver, too, from the high draped waist-
band—truly a very delightful dress. The

other picture frock is for evening
wear, and its full skirt of white spot
net bears the light burden of many

tiny pink roses, and pale blue forget-

me-nots, all fashioned of ehiffon and fes-

tooned within a trellis-work of white

satin ribbon, tied up into true lovers’

knots. The same decorative little blos-

soms bloom out on the bodice, and bor-

der the sash ends of the satin waist-

band. and a further dainty detail is an

edging of chiffon roses to the chitton
frills, of the full underskirts.

Then try to imagine a white muslin

gown with broad insertion bands of

Irish crochet lace to produce the fashion-
able pinafore effect on the bod-

ice, and to finish their career decorative-

ly with clusters of tiny tassels, just
one insertion of lace being used as a

trimming for the skirt, though the un-

derskirt reveals an elaborate design of

festooned ruchings. For the same

wearer (Miss Zena Dare) there is a

sweet little evening dress of white chif-
fon, where groups of tueks are divided

by bands of sateen, and the fichu collar

is all edged with little leaves of satin,
and fastened with just one long-stalked
pink rose. Still another evening dress

is of rosy-pink spotted net, with fern
leaves wrought in pale pink satin, for

its trimming, while from the foam on

its frilled chiffon underskirts there

comes now and again a gleam of silver
paillettes. Truly the girl in her teens—■
always an enviable person!—is to be

congratulated on having sueh perfect
models provided for her imitative ad-
miration.

DELIGHTFUL DRESSES WORN IN “THE LITTLE CHERUB,” AT THE PRINCE OF WALES’ THEATRE.
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And for those who have passed the

“sweet simplicity” age, and require
rather more elaborate styles, there are

the gowns worn by handsome Miss Evie

Greene, one fashioned of turquoise blue

crepe de chine broidered with shaded
blue silks and gold, having many gather-
ings at the waist to <mould it to the

figure in the popular Princess form,
while a still more striking affair shows
a Louis coat of white silk patterned
with a rose design, and enriched with

lace and paste buttons worn over a skirt

of white and pink chiffon where broad
insertion bands of lace are decorated
with an applique of silken roses.

FASHIONS BEHIND THE

FOOTLIGHTS.

Lovely are the evening dress and coat

of our sketches, the gown being an ex-

quisite creation of shell-pink chiffon and

ivory white net and lace as fine as a

cobweb, while, shining out like dewdrops
on this filmy transparency, is embroid-

ery of tiny diamonds, each set in the
centre of an equally diminutive
silver paillette. On the bodice a

vest of tueked chiffon makes back-

ground for, two bows of diamonds,
and the introduction of a gradually
widening panel to match on the

softly flounced skirt is responsible for
much of its novelty of effect, while the
sleeves, too, must be noted, for their
short frill puff of embroidered net and

lace are finished off with two frills of

very fine gold lace, tied in with bands

and bows of pink satin ribbon, which

matches the waistband. And then the
coat of palest biscuit coloured cloth,
lined with satin and accordion-pleated
chiffon, can boast of a wonderfully de-
corative device of vine leaves and
bunches of grapes in raised crochet-work
of exactly the same soft tone as the

cloth, while, then, there is a turned-
down collar of velvet embroidered in
softest shades of pink and mauve, with
just a glint of gold here and there, and
with scarves of ivory lace drawn out

at either side in front and threaded
through crossed loops of satin ribbon.
Indeed, a most covetable coat.

The new bouquet is worn hanging
from the wrist. Girls found it tiring
to hold up a heavy shower bouquet as

they danced. After the first one or

two dances flowers are usually given to

a chaperone to hold, or are put on a

chair and forgotten for the rest of the

evening. The wrist or chatelaine bou-

quets consist of light trails of flowers,
with a hoop covered in twisted rib-
bon to slip over the hand. Posies are

carried simply by a “sling” of ribbon.

FASHIONS BEHIND THE FOOTLIGHTS. An evening coat and gown worn by Miss Marie Tempest in

“All-of-a-Sudden-Peggy,” lately produced at the Duke of York’s Theatre, London.

WHLLPIUNsESS
PURIFYING feWWj
.pills

IMITATION is the sincerest form of flat-
tery. There are many imitations of

our famous drink, and the puldie are
warned when buying to see O.T. is branded
on every bottle.

The Ladies’ College, Peiniierci,
FOR GIRLS OF ALL AGES.

The beautiful and extensive property known as Cleveland House.
Studies resumed (D.V.) June Sth.

k ijwWli ilbh- i

This first-class Private School provides modern High-class Education and moral
training on Christian but unsectarian principles.

Home-ure la combined with the culture
a Ilsclplinary Intluenees of School under

maternal superiviion and with selected com panionship.
Full Staff of Resident and Visiting Professors ami Governesses — English ami

1* oreign.

Prospectuses on application of Messrs. Upton and Co., or Principal
MRS. S. A. MOORE-JONES, M.R.C.P., M.M., C.M.1., S.K.

■li v \ w ill

■ w *** I
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■

What is your Face Worth?

M Isn’t it worth too much to take any chances witli Shaving Soap? I :
H Isn’t it worth infinitely more than the small cost of Williams’ I
■ Shaving Soap—to always have it smooth and fair—and absolutely I j
H safe from irritation and more serious troubles?

Better ask yourself these questions before you experiment with

■ Other soaps.
Sold by Chemists, Hairdressers andPerfumers, all over theworld, or mailed

to anyaddress on receipt ofprice in stamps,

,—
Williams’Shaving Sticks, Is. Williams’Luxury Tablets, Is. I '

' Williams’ American Shaving Tablets, 6d.

I | r
(Trial Size) ofWilliams'Shaving Stick, 2d. Trial Tablet Williams*

I fl Shaving Soap for id. stamp by addressing

9 9FI THE J. B. WILLIAMS CO.

9 65 Gt. Russbil St., LONDON, W. C. 161 Ci
arencr St.,SYDNEY. I

■ HeadOffice and Factories, Glastonbury, Conn., U. S. A.
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"TRY TO SMILE”

GfES< THE ANSWER.

“Yer t’ought nobody seen yer go inter di- valentoine store, didn’t yer. Willie*”

IN CHICAGO.

Mr. Pork Pack, r: ‘So he writes poetry, does he?”
Sylvia: ‘‘Oh, papa, it is perfectly heavenly!”
Mr. Pork Packer: "Well, we're exploiting a new pork sausage and ean probably use him in the advertising depart-

ment.”

“You mustn’t kiss me until we are formally engaged.”
"Do you always insist upon that rule?”

“I’ve always tried to.”

WOMAN'S WAY.

The ear was just getting under way
when two women, rushing from opposite
sides of the street to greet each other,
met right in the middle of the street

and in front of the car.

There the women stopped and began
to talk. The ear stopped, too, but they
did not appear to realise that it was

there. Some of the passengers on the

front seats began to make sarcastic re-

marks. Then the motorman showed
that he possessed the saving grace of

humour. Leaning over the dashboard
he said, gently:

“ Ladies, would you like me to get
you a couple of chairs?”

DIPLOMACY.

Mother: " I hear that the lieutenant

had the impudence to kiss you at the

station. What did you do?”
Daughter: “Oh, I kissed him too. so

as to make people think we were rela-

tives.”

APPEARANCES ARE DECEPTIVE.

Uncle John: "My goodness. Tommy.
Tommy: "I expect I aren't so little

fellow.”

Tommy: "II expect I arent so little

as I looks from the outside.”

HOW. INDEED!

Bobby: "Is this a camel’s hair brush,
mamma ?”

Mamma: “ Yes.”

Bobby: "But how does a camel man-

age to brush its hair with a little thing
like that?”

THE CROSSED WIRE

Male voice: “Is this Miss Tottie Twin-

kletoes of ‘The Maid From Maine'
chorus ?”
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The Right Reverend Moor Richard, Bishop of Auckland.

Drawn from life.
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