
Jim heard him, and turned toward
him a stricken face, twisted with suf-

fering and pleading. Spasm now follow-

ed spasm till he was in convulsions,
rolling on the floor and yellowing -his

face in the mustard.

Matt laughed hoarsely at the sight,
but the laugh broke midway. • A tre-

mour had run through his body. A new

paroxysm was beginning. He arose and
staggered across to the table, and clung
to it, lilted with the horror of going
down to the floor.

Jim’s paroxysm had passed, and he

sat up, weak and fainting. He rubbed

his eyes with his knuckles, and groans
that were like whines came from his

throat.

‘‘What arc you snifflin’ about?” Matt
demanded, out of his agony. “All you
got to do is die, an’ when you die
you’re dead.”

“J -ain’t—snifflin’—it’s — the — mus-

tard- stingin’—-my—eyes,” Jim panted.
It was his last successful attempt at

speech. Thereafter he babbled incoher-
ently, pawing the air with shaking
arms till a fresh convulsion stretched

him on the floor.

Matt struggled back to the chair,
and, doubled up on it, fought with his

disintegrating flesh. He came out of

the convulsion cool and weak. He look-

ed to see how it went with the other,
and saw him lying motionless. lie

tried to soliloquize, to be facetious, to

have his last grim laugh at life, but his

lips made only incoherent sounds. The
thought came to him that the emetic
hail failed, and that nothing remained

but the drug store. He looked toward
the door, and drew’ himself to his feet.
There he saved himself from falling by
cbithehing the chair. . Another parxysm
had begun. In the midst of it. with his

body flying apart and writhing and
twisting back again into knots, he clung
to the chair and shoved it before him
across the floor. The last shreds of his

will were leaving him when he gained
the door. He turned the key and shot

back one bolt. Ho fumbled for the sec-

ond bolt, but failed. Then he. leaned
against the door, and slid gently to the

floor.

Election Day at Johannesburg.

A LADY'S IMPRESSIONS.

Pear Sybilla,—According to promise, I

again send you a line. The past has been

a most exciting week—even to those who,

like myself, are debarred from voting.

Perhaps on this account we enjoyed the

elections all the more, as we had more

time for personal observation. Johannes-

burg has been wildly excited over theirs,

as party feeling ran strong. Go where

you would, “ Het Volk,” “ Labour,” “ Na-

tionalist,”
“ Progressive,” were words

that greeted you; all were deeply, per-

sonally interested, each, if not for him-

self, for herself. There is the interest of

some stranded nephew, husband, cousin,

or near relative, whose conditions could

only be bettered by a change of Govern-

ment, seeing they had petitioned all and

sundry members of the last House for

employment, and all in vain. On

Wednesday last, the day of the

election, Johannesburg was a sight.

Ail the world and his wife were

agog, motor-cars such as are never seen

in New Zealand, for size and elegance,
raced through the streets at a maddening

pace, the chauffeurs seemingly utterly

regardless of whom they ran down. Their

name was legion. Where they all ap-

peared from will remain a mystery for

many days to come, and their occupants,
in many cases ladies, who could have vied

with Solomon in all his glory in the mat-

ter of dress, were a sight to be seen and

remembered. In some instances these

stood up in their cars and harangued the

public, or such as would listen to them,
for all they were worth, and how pleased
and condescending they became all of a

sudden, offering a seat to those they pass-
ed on the road—a seat as far, and no

farther than the polling booth.

One of the funniest features to those

who enjoy a joke was the important place
the dogs held in the programme of the
day. These were dressed for the (loca-

tion, and decked with party colours; each

had attached to his body a huge eard,
hearing the inscription, "

Vote for Het

Volk,” “Labour,” “Progressive,” “Na-

tionalist,” or whatever constituent might
be the particular fancy of the owners.

These, from the huge dog with hang-
ing jowls, to the slim greyhound and lion-

trimmed poodle, were alike so metamor-

phosed that 1 fear they failed to recog-
nise each other; for this only surely
could account for the manner in which

they seemed to forget ancient friendships
and everyday acquaintances. Many were

the free lights they engaged in, much to
the detriment of their line clothing and

the joy of onlookers, one old Dutch lady
going so far as to dance round them

while her canine was so employed, cry-
ing out while she swung her umbrella in
the air, “Go it,” “Give it him, Het

Volk,” and he did, too. But you should
have seen that dog’s surprise when he
found he had disrobed an old chum of

many years’ standing. Some go the length
of saying there were actually tears in his

eyes as he slunk away, with his tail be-
tween his legs.

Then the rosettes of different party
colours. Why, they were to be had by the
bushel. My husband’s small office boy
amused the clerks by going in decked out
in all the different colours, whether he

was
“ Het Volk,” “ Progressive,” “

La-

bour,” or
“ Nationalist ” would have

puzzled a Philadelphian lawyer to decide,
for each party rosette held a place of

honour on the mannikin’s little coat, just
beneath his little grinning countenance.

“You little devil,” said his master,
“ what's your party?” but racing had so

monopolised what brains were contained
in the crown of his small helmet as to

exclude all other ideas on any subject
whatever. Had you asked him what

horse would be likely to win at the next

races at Auckland Park he would, if he

liked you, have given you the straight tip,
but politics had little or no interest for
this small exception of the Johannesburg
community.

And to think that after all the excite-
ment the elections are now a thing of the

past! You can scarcely form an idea of

the state of feeling here, for Africa has,
and is still, suffering- from acute depres-
sion. On thewhole, I think, matters could
not have been better arranged than they
are; only the most bigoted Progressive
could think otherwise, for the Het Volk
party will no doubt banish the Chinese,
thus giving white und Kaffir : labour an

impetus. The Progressive party, too, with
their numbers form by no means a despic-
able opposition party’, who, combined with
the Labour and Nationalist, would, at a

crisis, be able to out-vote Het Volks on

a great question affecting British inter-
ests. We feel assured that each and all

have the well-being of Africa at heart.

I like to see the interest the voters

take in their country. This was evidenced
by the arrival of about 300 tired-out men,

mostly old Dutch farmers, arriving at a

country polling booth just in time to re-

cord their votes before closing time. There

was a record for you! Three hundred solid

votes for Het Volk! Goodness only knows

how many weary miles over the veldt

(pronounced “felt”) they had travelled
in the rain and storms. Such men surely
deserve to have their interests well look-

ed after, and a good many people share

my opinion. Time will show’ whether our

expectations will be blighted—whether
the good times we all anticipated from a-

change of Government were merely a

myth evolved from the depressed times
and empty stomachs of a starving, out-of-

employment community. God grant it

may’ not be so. Let us hope that from

this time forward better times are in

store for Africa; that the absentees will

not be the only or the greatest (at least)
number of those to benefit by the im-

mense output of gold which is being
drawn from the mines.—Yours,

ARAMINTA.

One of the old governors of the Caro-

linas was a man who had lived a farmer’s
life most of the time until he was elected,
and his wife, having never seen a steam-
boat or a railroad, and having no wish
to test either one, refused to accompany
her husband to the capital. When the
governor reached his destination he found

that almost all the other officials were

accompanied by their wives, and he sent

an imperative message to his brother to

“fetch Melinda along.” The brother

telegraphed: “She’s afraid even to look
at the engine.” The governor read the

message and pondered over it for a few

moments. At the end of that time he

sent off the following .command: “Bill,

you blindfold Melinda and back her on t®

the train.” -— *•“ "
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Baby’s Bath
calls for the utmost care and the use of ingredients of the
purest quality to be obtained. The importance of using the right
soap applies with far greater force to the nursery, owing to the

sensitive and irritable skin of the baby being so liable to chafe and
become sore and inflamed. It is the want of knowledge of the

nature of soaps used on the delicate skins of children that create

such mischief to its health and texture. We see this daily in other-
wise healthy children, but afflicted with itching rash and sores

attributable to the quality of soap used. Soaps containing caustic
soda and free alkali, however nice in appearance they may look,
or how beautifully perfumed are absolutely fatal to the skin health
of a child as well as that of an adult.

Zam-Buk Medicinal Toilet Soap is composed of pure
medicines for purifying, preserving and protecting the skin against
disease. It possesses unique and rare qualities unknown in any
other skin preparation or soap. Its influences which are soothing
and comforting to a great degree manifest themselves after the

first application.
Zam-Buk Soap prevents festering sores, inflammation, milk

crust, scalp troubles, &c. usually associated with the tender skin
of infants, and for the mother it gives the same great advantages
that it does to the child by giving to the skin softness, refinement
and health.

INVIGORATING SHAMPOOS =

There is nothing so refreshing and delightful for the over worked,
tired brain than shampoos with Zam-Buk Medicinal Soap. The pure

healing essences that are released from the rich creamy lather, cure all

forms of scalp disease, remove dandruff and scurf, arrest all swelling
and irritation and impart a glossy brilliance to the hair and make the

scalp sweet and wholesome for all time.
Zam-Buk Soap is sold by all Chemists and Storekeepers throughout

Australasia, or direct from the Zam-Buk Mfg. Co , 39 Pitt St., Sydney

Invaluable for the Home.
For eczema, pimple?, blackheads, chaps, chafing, itch, bad legs, prickly heat,

rashes, ringworm, scurf in the hair andother diseases, disagreeable odourfrom the skin,
checked or offensive perspiration, milk crust, ?cald head, and other childish ailments,
sallow complexion, sunburn, freckles, and insects’ stings, Zam-Buk Soap can be used

with great relief. It is as valuableas it is refreshing for shampoos, and prevents baldness.

It acts as a tonic for the hair roots. Being non-irritating and non-poisonous, Zam-Buk
Soap is recommended by doctors in their treatmentof obstinate skin disease.
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