
The gentle voice pursued:
“ Why should we in the compass of

a pale
Keep law, and form, and due propor-

tion

Showing, hh in model, our firm estate.
When our sea walled garden, the whole

land.
Is lull of weeds—?

”

“ Hut!
”

said Rasselas. r' suppose that

the prince of a royal house—since we

have played at figtrees so long—suppose
he finds himself incapable even of self-
government; suppose him. since, his

earliest memory, weighed in the bulance

and found, by those who understood
tho-e things, wanting. Suppose him to

find a little kingdom — little, and yet
great, too—that he thinks he can under-

stand and help to govern well, urd learn

to govern himself in the process —and—

you know liow well Horace liked his

Sabine farm, sir. I’m not bringing up

my best argument—” he lifted Inez’s
hand to his lips.

“ I haven't" exactly
meant any deception. You know all

about it. I see. and must have known all

along.”
But Inez drew away from him. and

her face was white, as she said: “ Who

are you?”
“ 1 hardly know,” said Rasselas. sadly.

“Over there”—he pointed toward the

(shining roofs and chimneys of the great
house—“ they called me by a mime that

I didn't like, and when J was a little boy
I tried to change it.”

And what is it they call you over

there? ’’

She was standing by her father now,

leaning a little, as for support, on his bent

shoulders. The manner of Rasselas sank

ignobly to the gloomy fret fulness of a

detected thief.
“ What’s the use of asking that. Your

father knew all along, arid you must
have guessed by now. I'm Harold Mar-

lowe.”

“The man I thought of marrying,”
said Inez slow ly, “ had a different name,

anil lift was ■ poor. He was different. I

think, ih a number of ways.” And she

turned towards the house.
It did not occur to Rasselas to try fur-

ther self-justification. She did not glance
Baek at all, but went slowly on with

drooping head. The kitten, who had

been culling the Hying leaves up and

down the-path, frisked at her skirt, and

got in 11-I 1 -- way of her feet with care-

less goo<
1. humour.

Hassel-s looked after her until the

door closed, then drooped his head in

dejected silence. On raising his troubled

eves, lie was amazed and somewhat of-

fended to .'hid the old man regarding
him with a emile that was both amused

and. kindly. When one has just acted

out what rne supposes to be his life’s

high tragek", nothing cuts deeper than

a spectator'., smile.
” I seem to have made an ass of my-

se'.f. ' he said, seljisli in his first thought.
Why,” said the poet, “ not so bad—-

n>—not. more 'luvi most young men. I
wouldn't worry about that aspect of it.”

“It was child's play at llrst—and—-

this summer--I didn't see my way to un-

deceive her she liked me as the garden-
er's nephew as a man rather below her,

you see. in station. T know well enough
jiovr below her I am in every way, but I

was afraid that as Harold Marlowe she

might not let me help- -and—you can't

understand what it’s been for me—this

digging around in the plants, and her

showing ine how to do things.’’
“Two in a garden yes—the old plot.”
“I hsvin’t been posing as the Lord of

Burleigh or—or ("ophelua. Oh. daihn it!

If you don't understand, it’s no use my

trying to explain. Every word I say
makes me put more of a cad.”

“ I understand. Didn't I join in your
little play, when you jumped out of the

Happy Valley into the poor child’s moon-

dower bed. destroying her little dreams

and plans’ I let you stay and play,
didn’t I? And I let your distracted par-
ents ’ look for you — it did them no

harm—■” He chuckled, then by degrees

grew serious ami a little sad. “I think

your greatest reason for the deception
is the one you refrain from mentioning

through delicacy—the disapproval of

Abyssinia.”
“ Anything I do,” groaned Rasselas,

“is unpopular over there.”
“You think you.are.misjudged? ”

“I don't know. I have a better opin-
ion of myself than they have of me—or

1 hail until a few minutes ago.” He looked

wistfully at Inex's window, where the.

shade had been drawn down.

“

I don't know anything about finance.

To please them 1 tried to learn a little
while ago, and blundered into a loss so

heavy that-well, my father came so

near disowning me then that I suppose
it wouldn’t be safe to cross him again.

My notion was to do as I liked for once,

—to marry Inez and work on your farm

here. It seemed as if we could be happy
and as if I could make it pay, even if

my father did cut me off entirely. I

can reason about vegetables and small

sums, even if I can't about millions and

corporations and all that. One may be

able to recite the multiplication table

and do sums in long division, and yet
make a poor fist at analytics.”

“ Yet it seems,” the poet said doubt-

fully. “as if there were a question of

responsibility. The kingdoms of to-day,
though not called kingdoms, are so none

the less, and those who are born to

power—well, there was a king who, dur-

ing a battle, sat still and envied the shep-

herds. Doubtless he would have made a

better shepherd than king, and yet, being

a king
”

“ Being what he was. he ought to have

resigned, abdicated—don't you think,

sir? ”

“‘Oh, what a pity is it

That he has not so trimmed and dressed
his hind.

As we this garden —

said the poet.
“ There are so many," sighed Rasselas.

“ who can trim and dress it better than

he- ean; his younger brother, for ex-

ample.”
The poet went on:

“ 1 lived in a Happy
Valley once, and 1 shirked it in some-

thing the way you want to do: but, then,

you aren’t a poet—are you?”
“ No. indeed! ” said Rasselas eagerly.
“ And perhaps to be happy is a duty,

though the moralists don't teach so, and.

as you say, this little farm is big enough
to be happy in—if that were all. Big

enough for you and Inez, as it was for

me—and -another.”
'

’ -
“ But you heard what she said just

now. It's all over. There’s no use in

argument.”
“ No. not in argument, but it may not

be all over. Go back to Abyssinia for

a while, and think it over. Make

sure. too. whether vou have a duty there

that you are shirking. I think Inez ha-

some notion about that.'’
“ If only you won’t send me away for

ever.”
“ No, not forever.”
The snow was sodden and unwhole-

some in the hollows between bare ridge-
and hammocks, and a tremendous wind
boomed in the naked trees. It was dark
and rainy, neither spring nor winter,
desolate beyond all other seasons.

The pcet lay back in a Morris chair,
his feet on a tabouret, pillows
tucked under him at every pos-

sible angle, a
-

gay Afghan over

his long, thin legs. Breathing had be-

come a serious matter with him whifeh

he was in haste to be done with as soon

as might be. He seemed listening as if

for some other sound than the wind, and

watched Inez anxiously and furtively as

she prepared his gruel over the coals in

the fireplace.
“Inez.”

“Yes, dearest.”
“Mustn’t- make—too much—Of things

that don’t really matter. 'Sometimes —it’s

—better not to hold too rigidly to prin-

ciples—they may be—only—prejudices.”
"Oh, papa, dear—surely right is

right.”
“Not always.” He smiled whimsically.

“I can’t argue, though—now—you’ll just
have to accept—my conclusions.”

“Don’t ask me to forgive him. papa.”
“Forgive—no. Stevenson says he

doesn’t know what—forgiveness is.
There isn’t any such tiling.”

“You’ve made me burn your gruel,
dear. I'll make some more, and you

mustn’t talk to me about him this time.”

“J must talk—while I can. Wasn’t
that a step on the porch?”

“It was the wind. Nobody would

come in such weather.”
“Inez—” he raised himself up with diffi-

culty and looked at her imploringly—■
“take what life offers —when it offers.

Don’t let happiness pass by for the sake
of a whim. Happiness is a duty when
it comes. It doesn’t often come—not

real happiness. I’m sure some one

knocked.”
“The wind has knocked all day, but

I’ll make sure.” The knock was un-

mistakable this time. At first it had

been timid, but was imperious at last,
and when she opened the door the wind

and rain entered noisily, but with them

a young man, wet and stormy as young

Spring itself, who threw his arms about

her and "kissed her.

And it was rather astonishing, if one

thought of the manner in which she had

dismissed him. how quietly her hands,

clasped together behind his neck, and

how meek her pale face was under his

kisses.

“Did papa send for you?” she said at

last.

“Yes. But I was ready to conic any-

way.”
“Perhaps he is Tight. Come in and

talk to him while I make his gruel.”
“Good evening. Mr. — Johnson,” said

the poet tremulously. “I trust all is
well in Abyssinia?”

“You will be pleased to know, sir. that

1 have made my peace with Abyssinia
to such an extent that 1 can do as I

like in the matter of most importance
to me. I am cut off with a shilling at

my own request, and the shilling is of

moderately generous proportion.-.’’
Inez brought the gruel.
“I hope you aren't hungry.” smiled

the poet; “if you are, I’m afraid you’ll

have to put up with gruel. We’ve got
out of the way of eating much else of
late. I can't, and Inez is too lazy to

eook just tor " herself.”
“There’s liaeon.” said Inez, shyly, “an!

eggs. I 'think. ATIiC hens were cackling
this morning. And it won’t take long
to make biscuit.” "

-

“I’m more hungry for this than any-
thing else—’’ Rasselas kissed her again—-
eyes. hair, and mouth, while her father

smiled approval.
And the storm blustered savagely at

doors and windows; but people who are

contented with gruel, bacon, and eggs,
and each other, are not troubled by such
matters. -

Once the poet, turning his dim eyes
upon the trickling panes, observed cheer-
fully: “This is a real spring rain.”

No one replying, he intelligently re-

garded the two cooks who were manipu-
lating the frying pan over the coals, and

making sad work of that frugal dinner

by reason of their happy absent-minded-

“Without doubt, happiness is a dutv.”
he said softlv.

Details of an extraordinary journey

accomplished by Colonel C. D. Bruce, of

the Chinese Regiment at Wei-hai-wci,
and Captain Layard, of the Northamp-
tonshire Regiment, are published by the
“North China Herald.”

Starting from Simla in August 1905.

the two officers made their way to

Srinagar, the capital of Kashmir, and
from their cast to Leh, the last out-

post of British rule. Thence they pene-
trated to Tibet over three mountain

passes:—Chaugla, 17,600ft; Marsemik-
la, 18,420ft; and Lanakla, 18,100ft. On

the second, on September 8, they met a

British officer on a shooting excursion.

He was the last European they were

to see for six months.

For six weeks they wandered in the

desolate regions south of the Ktten-

hin Mountains without seeing a human

being dr a sign of human habitation.
The thirty-live miles oyer the Kuen-lun

range’ tffbk them five "days to accomp-
lish.' North of the range they sAw
abundant traces of gold, and foiiiul’tlio
people,' chiefly MahoirirtiedAiis, jfricjidly.

The great Gobi Desert crossed., by
an entirely new route from Charkoliek,
near which lies Lake. Lobnor, “a huge
expanse of water, extremely- shallow,
with a constantly shifting position.”
Tire- Englishmen crossed the. waste at

a season and by a route no white man

and probably no native has ever at-

tempted. ,

After a journey of 3500 miles the

adventurous officers ultimately, arrived

in safetv at Pekin and Wei-hai-wci.

The College, which is built

in the highest part of Re-

muera, is an ideal spot for

a Boarding School. The

grounds are ten acres in

extent, and laid out in play-
ing fields, lawnsand shrub-

beries. Boarders have the

use ofa good school library,
gymnasium, dark room for

photography, carpenters

shop. Their comfort and

well-being is made the first

consideration in the house.
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TELEPHONE 906.

King’s College
AUCKLAND

BOARDING & DAY SCHOOL
FOR BOYS.

VISITOR: PRINCIPAL :

Rev. W. M. Beatty, M.A. Mr. C. T. Major, M.A., B Sc.
Vicar of St. Mark’s. Sometime Henior Mathematical

Scholar Un. of N.Z,

STAFF:

MR. A. PLUGGE. B.Sc. (Victoria College, England).
MR. P. ST. MICHAEL PODMORK, M.A. (Cant), F.R.G.S., eto.
MR. A. A. STEWART (Melb. Univ.).
MR. J, E. FAGAN, B.A. (Tria. Col., Dublin).
MR. W. F. BALHAM. , . ,

With Visiting Masters for Music, Singing, Dancing, Gymnastics, Boxing, Carpentry.

NEXT TERM BEGINS MONDAY, 11th FEBRUARY, 1907.
Pro«p.<.bis on application to Messrs. Upton A Co. or perPrincipal.

THE GUINEA POEM I

A CHEQUE FOR £1 13. nas rwn sent

to the writer of this verse — Mr A.J.,

Takapati. 11.8.

SAPON is a trusty warrior,
Neither does he harm nor hurt -

But he is a perfect demon

When he meets a speck of dirt!

WIN A GUINEA! Prize Poem published
every Saturday. Best four-SHORT-!lne

advt. verse -about "SAPON” wins- each

week . SAI’ON wrapper must be enclosed.

Address. "SAI’ON” (Oatmeal Washing
Powder). P.O. Box 635. Wellington.

The Curriculum includes all

these subjects required for

the University and Civil Ser-
vice Examinations. There

is, in connection with the

College, a well - equipped
Science Laboratory, and
the largest Gymnasium in

Auckland.

All boys, unless specially

exempted, are required to

play Cricket and Football,
and to enter for gymnastics

and school sports.

The Religious Instruction is
under the directioh'df the

' VtsitOljJ ■ ,
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