
The New Zealand Graphic
AND LADIES' JOURNAL

VOL. XXXIX.—NO. 1 SATURDAY, JULY 6, 1907 Subscription 25/ per annum: if paid In
advance 20 . Single copy Sixpence.

WELL-KNOWN WELLINGTONIANS: MR. C. M. MONTEFIORE.

RESIDENT SECRETARY IN NEW ZEALAND EUR IHE OCEAN ACCIDENT INSURANCE COMPANY



THE

PAKURANGA
HUNT

CLUB’S
SEASON:
“AT

HOME”
GIVEN
BY

THE

MASTER
AND

MRS.
H.

T.

GORRIE.

THERE
WAS
A

LARGE

GATHERING
AT

“

DUNKERRON,”
THREE

KINGS.
ON

SATURDAY,
WHEN

THE

OEEK'AI
OPENING
OE

THE

SEASON
WAS

MARKED
BY

A

VERY

SUCCESSFUL
“AT

HOME."

2 The New Zealand c„
n

-

h;r fOl J-Jy 6, HO7



SNAPSHOTS
OF

WELL-KNOWN
HUNTING

PEOPLE
AND

GUESTS
AT

THE

“AT

HOME”
GIVEN
BY

MR.

AND

MRS.
H.

T.

GORRIE.

The New Zealand Graphic for July 6, 1907



DOMESTIC STUDIES IN MAORI LIFE IN THE HOT LAKE DISTRICT.

NEARLY DINNER TIME.

"KAPAI TE SEWING MACHINE."
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AND

SHORT
OF
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AND
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TERRIER.
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THE RETURN OF SIR JOSEPH WARD.

Sir Janies Mills, the capable managing
director of the I nion Steamship Com-

pany. who has just been created a Knight
by His Majesty the King.

Value of Advertising..

Air. Thomas Beecham, the founder of

the /famous pill manufacturing firm at

St. Helen's, whose death was recorded

recently, was • a firm believer in the

valiltS of ’advertising, lie made the

phrase. “Worth a guinea a box” known

in every part of the world. —

His son, Mr. Joseph Beecham, £o
whom the control of the great busings*

was handed over fifteen years ago, pos^"
sesses the same business instinct.

Some years ago he conducted a party
of Liverpool journalists over the new!

buildings of the firm, and dwelling on

the subject of advertising, remarked: —

“Our turnover is £150,000 a year. Of

this the material, interest on capital,
labour, etc., absorb. £25,000; and we

spend V 100.000 in advertising, leaving as

a prolit £25.000. My belief is,” he

added, “that if we reduced our advertis-

ing by one-half we should speedily be

making no profit at all.”

'fhe late Air. Thomas Beecham was

not the gentleman concerned in the

judicial separation proceedings which

took place some years ago.

HONOUR FOR A NEW ZEALAND

COMMERCIAL MAN.

Bartlett, photo.

MISS MADOLINE KNIGHT.

Who is to play Lazarille in “Maritana.”

Auckland Opera House, July 9 12.

THE PREMIER AND CABINET MINISTERS ON THE UNION TURBINE S.S. MAHENO.

A FAMILY GROUP, TAKEN ON BOARD THE UNION S.S. MAHENO.

HIS EXCELLENCY THE GOVERNOR. LORD PLUNKET. ARRIVING TO OPEN PARLIAMENT IN

Schaef. pboto. WELLINGTON. JUNE 27, 1907.
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AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHY. PERHAPS THE MOST POPULAR HOBBY IN NEW ZEALAND.

Ihe Y.M.C.A. in Auckland has attached to it a very enterprising Camera Club. An exhibition of nienil»ers’ work was recently held, and proved very successful

The two views above show some of the best exhibits.

Fred. E. Corv, photo.
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GEORGE-STREET,
DUNEDIN,

1907.

Radeliff
photo.
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THE CAROLINE ISLANDS DEVASTATED BY A HURRICANE, WHICH COST 280 LIVES.

CANOE BUILDING IN THE CAROLINE GROUP.

NATIVES OF THE CAROLINES IN MATS WOVEN BY THEMSELVES.
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WALL AMONGST THE ANCIENT RUINS, PONAPE.

MASSIVE ANCIENT RUINS, PONAPE, CAROLINE ISLANDS.

THE CAROLINE ISLANDS DEVASTATED BY A HURRICANE. WHICH COST 280 LIVES.
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THE NEW ZEALAND BLUE COD INDUSTRY. MEETING THE ENORMOUS DEMAND FOR

OUR FISH IN MELBOURNE.

Who died last week at Hororata,
aged eighty-three years. 'Sir John, who

was born in England, came out to the

Colony in the year 1852, and has been

closely connected with its public life ever

since, particularly in Canterbury.

Vicar of St. Paul’s Anglican Church.

Auckland, who has been appointed to suc-

ceed the Rev. 1). W. Runciman as Regis-
trar of the Auckland University College.

Whose farewell Xew Zealand Tour opens
at lI.M. Theatre. Auckland. July 15.

AN AUCTION OF SMOKED COD ON THE ARRIVAL OF THE UNION COMPANY’S BIG STEAMER.

AN EXHIBIT OF COD BY ONE OF THE COLONY’S BIG CUSTOMERS.

Photos supplied by N.Z. Tourist Dept.

SELLING NEW ZEALAND BLUE COD AT A LARGE RETAIL STORE IN THE VICTORIAN CAPITAI.

THE LATE SIR JOHN HALL,

THE REV. CANON NELSON, M.A.,

THE QUEEN OF SCOTTISH SONG:

JESSIE MACLACHLAN.
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ONE

OF

NEW

ZEALAND’S
MANY

SCENIC
GEMS:

MOUNT

MACKENZIE.
FROM
THE

CLINTON
RIVER.

Radeliff,
photo.
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THE CAROLINE ISLANDS DEVASTATED BY A HURRICANE, WHICH COST 280 LIVES.

A NATIVE CHIEF, SATAWAL.

AMERICAN MISSION CHURCH, SATAWAL, CAROLINE ISLANDS.

CAROLINE ISLANDERS IN MARTIAL ATTIRE.

A NATIVE BELLE, SATAWAL.
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INTERNATIONAL PEACE CONFERENCE AT THE HAGUE,

HOLLAND.

The sittings of this body, which is com posed of representatives from all the

Nations, naturally excites keen interest all over the world. Many people’s ideas

of such a Conference, which is one of the most astonishing manifestations of the

age. coincide with that of ‘’Punch’s” comi e artist, depicted above, but every year it

grows in importance and influence, and must become a great factor in interna-

tional relations.

One of the most notable banquets
tendered to the Colonial Premiers while
in England, was that by the Pilgrims’
Club, at Claridge’s Hotel. The ex-

ceedingly elaborate cover of the list of
guests, table plan and menu is here re-

produced by courtesy of Mr. Graves
Aickin, whose daughter is officially con-

nected with the club, of which Field
Marshal Lord Roberts is president. The

Pilgrims have no club house of their
own, but meet together on occasions of

moment. Their object is to foster and
increase friendliness and interest, be-

tween the American and the British
peoples. It is very influential and has
accomplished much good. A previous
banquet was given to the Rt. lion,

dames Brice, British Minister at

Washington.

The above is a snapshot portrait of

Mr. Charles A. Jonas, accountant. who

for twenty years or more has been a

familiar figure in the city. He has been

in continuous practice almost up to the

present time, and may justly be con

sidered a veteran in bis profession. He

was retained in some of tin* sensational

bankruptcies, embezzlement cases and

liquidations of the earlier days, which

will still be fresh in the memories of

many business men.

THE PEACE PALACE AT THE HAGUE.

This is to be the permanent home of the Peace Conference, the money for its

erection having been contributed by Mr. Carnegie. At present, pending its erec-

tion, the Conference meets in a very un pretentious-looking building called THE

HOFZAAL.

AN UNCONVENTIAL CAB.

Mr. G. W. S. Patterson, a popular Aucklander, who is now in China looking after his business interests

A BEAUTIFUL SOUVENIR OF A MEMORABLE BANQUET.

A WELL-KNOWN AUCKLANDDER.
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THE CHASE of the

GOLDEN PLATE

By JACQUES FUTRELLE

THE THINKING MACHINE.

PROFESSOR
AUGUSTUS S. F. X.

VAN DUSEN, Ph.D., LL.D.,

F.R.S., M.D., etc., etc., was the

Court of Last Appeal in the

sciences. lie was live feet two

inches tall, weighed 107 pounds; being

slightly above normal, and wore a num-

ber eight hat. Bushy, yellow hair strag-

gled down about his ears and partially
framed a clean-shaven, wizened face in

which were combined the paradoxical
qualities 01 extreme aggressiveness and

childish petulance. The mouth drooped
a little at the corners, 1 eing otherwise

a straight line; the eyes were mere slits

of blue, squinting eternally through
thick spectacles. His brow rose straight

up, dome-like, majestic even, and added

a whimsical grotesqueness to his appear-
ance.

The Professor’s idea of light litera-

ture. for rare moments of recreation, was

page after page of encyclopaedic discus-

sions on “ologies” and “isms,’’ with lots

of figures in ’em. Sometimes he wrote

these discussions himself, and frequently
held them up to annihilation. His usual

speaking tone was one of deep annoy-
ance. and he had an unwavering glare
that went straight through one. He

was the son of the son of the son of an

eminent German scientist, the logical

production of a house that had borne a

distinguished name in tin* sciences for

generat ions.

Thirty-five of his fifty years had been

devoted to logic, study, analysis of cause

aim effect, material and psychological.
By his personal efforts he had merci-
lessly flattened out and readjusted at

least two of the exact sciences, and had

added immeasurably to the world's sum

of knowledge in others.

Once he had held the chair of philo-
sophy in a great university, but casually
one day he promulgated a thesis that

knocked the faculty's eye out. and he

was invited to vacate. It was a dozen

years later that that university had

openly resorted to influence and diplo-

macy to induce him to accept its LL.D.

For years foreign ami American insti-

tutions. educational, scientific and other-

wise, crowded degrees upon him. He

didn't care. He started fires with the

elaborately formal notifications of these

unsought honours, and turned again to

his work in the small laboratory which

was a part of his modest home. There

he lived, practically a recluse, his simple
wants lieing attended to by one aged
servant. Martha.

This. then, was The Thinking Machine.
This last title. The Thinking Machine,

perhaps more expressive of the real man

than a yard of honorary initials, was

coined by Hutchinson Hatch at the

time of the scientists's defeat of a chess

champion after a single morning’s in-

struction in the game. 'The 'Thinking

Machine had asserted that logic was in

evitable, and that game had proven his

assertion. Afterward there had grown

up a strange sort of friendship between

the cral»l»ed scientist ami the reporter.
Hatch, to the scientist. represented the

great, whirling, outside world: to the

reporter, the scientist was merely a

brain -a marvellously keen, penetrating,
infallible guide through material

muddles far removed from the delicately
precise labours of the laboratory.

Now the Thinking Machine sat in a

huge chair in his reception-room with

long, slender lingers pressed tip to tip
and squint eyes turned upward. Hatch

was talking, had been talking for more

than an hour with infrequent interrup-
tions. In that time he had laid bare

the facts as he and the police knew’ them

from the incidents of the masked ball

at Seven Oaks to the return of Dollie

Meredith.

“Now, Mr. H itch,” asked the Think-

ing Machine, “just what is known of
this second theft of the gold plate?”

“It’s simple enough,” explained the

reporter. “It was plain burglary. Some

person entered the Randolph house on

Monday night by cutting out a pane of

glass and unfastening a window-latch.

Whoever it was took the plate and es-

caped. That’s all one knows of it.”

“Left no (due, of course?”
“No, so far as has been found.”

“I presume that, on its return by ex-

press, Air. Randolph ordered the plate
placed in the small room as before?”

“He’s a fool.”

“Yes.”

“Please go on.”

“Now the police absolutely decline to

say as yet just what evidence they have

against Herbert beyond the finding of

the plate in his possession,” the reporter
resumed, “though, of course, that’s

enough and to spare. They will not say,

either, how they first came to connect

him with the affair. Detective Mallory
doesn’t ”

“When and where was Mr. Herbert
arrested ?”

“Yesterday, Tuesday, afternoon in his

rooms. Fourteen pieces of the gold
plate were on the table.”

The Thinking Alachine dropped his

eves a moment to squint at the reporter.
“Only eleven pieces of the plate were

first stolen, vou said?”

“Only eleven, yes.”
And I think you said two shots were

fired at the thief?”

“Yes.”

“Who fired them, please?”
“One of the detectives—Cunningham,

I think.”

“It was a detective—you know that?”
“Yes, I know that.”

“Yes, yes. Please go on.”

“The plate was all spread out—there

was no attempt to conceal it,” Hatch

resumed. “There was a box on the floor

and Herbert was about to pack the stuff

in it when Detective Mallory and two
of his men entered. Herbert’s servant,
Blair, was away from the house at the
time. His people are up at Nova Scotia,
so he was alone.

"Nothing but the gold plate was
found?”

"Oh, yes!” exclaimed the reporter.
“There was a lot of jewellery in a case

ami fifteen or twenty odd pieces—fifty
thousand dollars’ worth of stuff, at
least. The police took it to find the
owners.”

"Dear me! Dear me!” exclaimed The

Thinking Machine. "Why didn’t you
mention me jewellery at first? Wait a

minute.”
"

Hatch was silent while the scientist

continued to squint at the ceiling. The

reporter wriggled in his chair uncom-

fortably, but finally The Thinking Ma-
chine nodded.

“That’s all I know,” said Hatch.

"Did Air. Herbert say anything when
arrested?”

“No, lie only laughed. I don’t know
why. I don’t imagine it would have
been at all funny to me.”

“Has he said anything since?”

“No, nothing to me or anybody else.
He was arraigned at a preliminary hear-

ing. pleaded not guilty and was released
on twenty thousand dollars bail.”

“Did he give any reason for his re-

fusal to say anything?” insisted The

Thinking Alachine testily.
"He remarked to me that he wouldn't

say anything because, even if he told
the whole truth, no one Would believe
him.”

"If it should have been a protestation
of innocence I’m afraid nobody would
have believed him,” commented the scien-
tist enigmatically. He was silent for

several minutes. “It could have been
a brother, of course,” he mused.

“A brother?” asked Hatch quick!v.
“Whose brother? What brother?”

“As I understand it,” the scientist
went on, not heeding the que lion, “vou
did not believe Herbert guilty of the
first theft?'

"Why, I eouldn t.” Hatch protested.
“I couldn't.”

"Why?”
"Well, be? ur e—because he's not that

sort of man. explained the reporter.
"I ve known him for years, personally
and by reputation.”

“Was he a particular friend of yours
in college?”

"No. not an intimate; but he was in
my class—and he's a whacking, jam-up.
ace-high, football player.” That squared
everything.

”

You really do not love him anyway.”
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“Do you now believe him guilty?” in

sisted the scientist.

“I can’t believe anything else—and yet
I’d stake my life on his honesty.”

“And Miss Meredith ?”

The reporter was reaching the explo-
sive point. He had seen and talked to

Miss Meredith, you know.

“It’s perfectly asinine to suppose that

she had anything to do with either
theft, don’t you think?”

The Thinking Machine was silent on

that point.
“Well, Mr. Hatch,” he said finally,

“the problem comes down to this: Did

a man, and perhaps a woman, who are

circumstantia..y proven guilty of steal-

ing the gold plate, actually steal it?

We have >..e stained cushion of the

automobile in which the thieves escaped
to indicate that one of them was wound-
ed; we have Mr. Herbert with an in-

jured right shoulder—a hurt received

that night on his own statement, though
he won’t say how. We have, then, the

second theft and the finding of the stolen

prop y_ty in his possession along with

another lot of stolen stuff—jewels. It

is apparently a settled case now without

going further.”

“But ” Hatch started to protest.
“But suppose we do go a little fur-

ther,” The Thinking Machine went on.

“I can prove definitely, conclusively, and

finally by settling only two points whe-

ther or not Mr. Herbert was wounded

while in the automobile. If he was

wounded while in that automobile he

was the first thief; if not, he wasn’t.

If he was the first thief he was probably
the second, but even if he were not the

first thief, there is, of course, a possibil-
ity that he was the second.”

Hatch was listening with mouth open.

•‘Suppose we begin now,” continued

The Thinking Machine, “by finding out

the name of the physician who treated

Mr. Herbert’s wound last Thursday
nigiit. Mr. Herbert may have a reason

for keeping the identity of this physi-
cian secret, but, perhaps—wait a min-

ute,” and the scientist disappeared into

the next room. He was gone for five

minutes. “See if the physician who

treated the wound wasn’t Dr. Clarence

Walpole.”
The reporter blinked a little.

“Right,” he said. “What next.”

“Ask him something about the nature

of the wound and all the usual ques-

tions.”

Hatch noddtd.

“Then,” resumed The Thinking Ma-

chine casually, “bring me some of Mr.

Herbert’s blood.”

The reporter blinked a good deal, and

gulped twice.

“How much?” he inquired briskly.
“A single drop on a small piece of

glass will do very nicely,” replied the

scientist.

11.

The Supreme Police Intelligence of the

Metropolitan District was doing some

heavy thinking, which, modestly enough,
bore generally on his own dazzling per-
spicacity. just at the moment he

couldn’t recall any detector of crime

whose lustre in any way dimmed his

own, or whose mere shadow', even, had

a right to fall on the same earth as his;
and this lapse of memory so stimulated
his admiration for the subject of his

thoughts that he lighted a fresh cigar
and put his feet in the middle of the

desk.

He sat thus when The Thinking Ma-

chine called. The Supreme Intelligence
—Mr. Mallory—knew Professor Van Du-

sen well, and though he received his visi-

tor graciously, he show’ed no difficulty
in restraining any undue outburst of

enthusiasm. Instead, the same admir-

able self-control which prevented him

from outwardly evidencing his pleasure
prompted him to square back in his

chair with a touch of patronizing ag-
gressiveness in his manner.

“Ah, Professor,” was his non-eom-

mittal greeting.
“Good-evening, Mr. Mallory,” respond-

ed the scientist in the thin, irritated

voice which always set Mr. Mallory’s
nerves a-jangle. “I don’t suppose you

would tell me by what steps you were

led to arrest Mr. Herbert?”
“I would not,” declared Mr. Mallory

promptly.
“No; nor would you inform me of the

nature of the evidence against him in

addition to the jewels and plate found

in his possession?”
“I would not,” replied Mr. Mallory

again.

“No, I thought perhaps you would

not,” remarked The Thinking Machine.
“I understand by the way, that one of

your men took a leather cushion from

the automobile in which the thieves

escaped on the night of the ball?”

“Well, what of it?” demanded the de-

tective.

“I merely wanted to inquire if it

would be permissable for me to see that

cushion ?”

Detective Mallory glared at him sus-

piciously, then slowly his heavy face

relaxed, and he laughed as he arose and

produced the cushion.
“If you’re trying to make any mys-

tery of this thing, you’re in bad,” he

informed the scientist. “We know the

owner of the automobile in which Her-

bert and the Gill escaped. The cushion

means nothing.”
The Thinking Machine examined the

heavy leather carefully, and paid a great
deal of attention to the crusted stains

which it tore. He picked at one of the

brown spots with his penknife, and it

flaked off in his hand.
“Herbert was caught with the goods

on,” declared the detective, and he

thumped the desk with his lusty fist.

“We’ve got the right man.”

“Yes,” admitted The Thinking Ma-

chine, “it begins to look very much as if

you did have the right man—for once.”
Detective Mallory snorted.
“Would you mind telling me if any of

the jewellery you found in Mr. Herbert's
possession has been identified?”

“Sure thing,” replied the detective.

“T Hat’s where I’ve got Herbert good.
Four people who lost jewellery at the

masked ball have appeared and claimed

pieces of the stuff.”
For an instant a slightly perplexed

wrinkle appeared in the brow of The

Thinking Machine, and as quickly’ it

passed.
“Of course, of course,” he mused.
“It’s the biggest haul of stolen goods

the police of this city’ have made for

many years,” the detective volunteered

complacently. “And, if I’m not wrong,
there’s more of it coming—no man knows

how much more. Why, Herbert must

have been operating for years, and he

got away with it. of course, by the

gentlemanly exterior, the polish, and all

that. I consider his capture the most

important that has happened since I

have been connected with the police.”
“Indeed?” inquired the scientist

thoughtfully. He was still gazing at

the cushion.
“And the most important development

of all is to come,” Detective Mallory
rattled on. “That will to the real sen-

sation, and make the arrest of Herbert

seem purely incidental. Jt now looks as

if there would be another arrest of a—-

of a person who is so high socially, and

all that ”

“Yes,” interrupted The Thinking Ma-

chine. “but do you think it would to

wise to arrest her now?”
“Her?” demanded Detective Mallory.

“What do you know of any woman ?”

“You were speaking of Miss Dorothy

Meredith, weren’t you?” inquired The

Thinking Machine blandly. “Well, I

merely asked if you thought it would be

wise for your men to go so far as to

arrest her.”

The detective bit his cigar in two in

obvious purturbation.
•’How—how—did you happen to know

her name?” he demanded.

“Oh, Mr. Hatch mentioned it to me,”

replied the scientist. “He has known of

her connection with the case for several
days as well as Herbert’s, and has

talked to them both, I think.”
'l'he Supreme Intelligence was nearly

apoplectic.
“If Hatch knew it, why didn’t he tell

me?” he thundered.
“Really, I don’t know,” responded the

scientist. “Perhaps,” he added curtly,
“he may have had some absurd notion

that you would find it our for yourself.
He has strange ideas like that some-

times.”

And, when Detective Mallory had fully
recovered, The Thinking Machine was

gone.
Meanwhile Hatch had seen and ques-

tioned Dr. Clarence Walpole in the lat-

ter’s office, only a stone's throw from

Dick Herbert’s home. Had Dr. Walpole
recently dressed a wound for Mr. Her-

bert ? Dr. Walpole had. A wound

caused by a pistol bullet? Yes.

“When was it, please?’’ asked Hatch.

“Only a few nights ago.”
“Thursday night, perhaps?”
Dr. Walpole consulted a desk diary.

“Yes, Thursday night, or rather Fri-

day morning,” he replied. “It was be-

tween two and three o’clock. He came

here and I fixed him up.”
“Where was the wound, please?”
“In the right shoulder,” replied the

physician, “just here,” and he touched
the reporter with one finger. “It wasn’t

dangerous, but he had lost considerable

blood.”

Hatch was silent for a moment, dazed.

Every new point piled up the evidence
against Herbert. The location of the
wound—a pistol wound—me very hour

of the dressing of it! Dick would have

had plenty of time between the moment

of the robbery, which was comparatively
early, and the hour of his call on Doc-

tor Walpole to do all those things which

he was suspected of doing.

“I don't suppose Mr. Herbert ex-

plained how he got the wound?” Hatch

asked apprehensively. He was afraid he

had.

“No. 1 asked, but he evaded the ques-

tion. It was, of course, none of my

business, after I had extracted the bullet

and dressed the hurt.”
“You have the bullet?”

“Yes. It’s the usual size—thirty-two
calibre.”

That was all. The prosecution was

in. the case proven, the verdict ren-

dered. Ten minutes later Hatch’s name

was announced to Dick Herbert. Dick

received him gloomily, shook hands with

him. then resumed his interrupted
pacing.

“1 had declined to see men from other

papers,” he said wearily.
!'‘°h l"' re ’ Di<*’ ‘‘’'postulated

I eh, don t you want to make some

•iff! >""”‘1 °i ‘■o,,nw'io " with this

I I honestly believe that if you«ii<i it would help you.”

thar?,>n !"a.ke *,UV B*«teinent—-

“l ei. ” I \
,

l r* ,,d C,OBed fi«*eelv.
I can t, he added, “anil there's no

"7’in.,°f ti,lk i( ” He "’"tinned his
■" giar a moment or so; then turned

il ” h 1

.,,,
,- ; ’

VOU '>“'ieve meguilty ? he demanded abruptly.

rei>ll io!ri f!u ,M'lie' le a,l- vtllinB else,” Hatch
wan! L 1 ‘ B,,t at that ' don’t

to .s ! “ Ve ’*• There W“8 “>>

•!; >.! u

pi,r‘‘.„ ll,av“ iust seen »■.
' laience Walpole.”

..oj' 11
; ,Dlek "heeled on him angrily.

What he said alone would convict

here ""h'i'// S itU<y ha<l tlOt found
iicic. Hatch replied.

Ale you trying to convict me?” Dickdemanded.
"I'm trying to get the truth.” re-marked Hatch.
•I here IS just one man in the worldwho.u I must see before the truth ran

,b,\ declared Diek vehemently.
And I can t find him now. I don’tknow where he is!"
“Let me find him. Who is he’ What's

his name?” ' 1 8

"If I told you that I might as wellti ll you everything," Diek went on. "It
uas to prevent any mention of thatname that I lowed myself to be
placed in this position. It is purely a

win 0"''! , "atter '"’tween us—at least I"ill make it so—and if I ever meet him
his hands closed ami unclosed

spasmodically "the truth will be known
unless |—| kill him firs f

'•

More bewildered, more befuddled, and
more generally betangled than ever.
Hatch put his hands to his head to keep
it from flying off. Finally he glanced
around al Diek, who stood with clenched
fists ami dosed teeth. A blaze of mad
Hess lay m Dick’s eyes.

“Have you seen Miss Meredith again’"
inquired the reporter.

Dick burst out laughing.
Half an hour later Hatch left him.

tin the glass top of an inkstand he ear
ried three precious drops of Herbert’s
blood.

111.

Faithfully, phonographieall v even
Hateh repented to The Thinking Ma-
chine the conversation he had had withDoi'tor Walpole, indicating on the personot the eminent scientist the exact spot
Oi the wound ns Doctor Walpole bad
indicated it to him. The scientist lis-
tened without comment to the recital,
casually studying meanwhile the three
crimson drops on the glass.

■‘Every step | take forward is a step
backward, ’ the reporter declared in con-
clusion with a helpless grin. “Instead
of showing that Diek Herbert might not
have Stolen the plate, f am proving con-

clusively that he was the thief—nailing
It to him so hard that ho can’t possibly
get out of it." He was silent a niament.
“If 1 keep on long enough,” he added
glumly, “I’ll hang him.”

Ihe I hinking Machine squinted at
him aggressively.

<>u still don t believe him guiltv?”
he asked.

hy, 1 — I —l — Hatch burst out

savagely. “Hang it. T don’t know what
1 lielieye,” he tapered off. “H’s abso-

lutely impossible!”
“Nothing is impossible. Mr. Hateh.”

snapped The Thinking Machine irritably.
i he worst a problem can be is difficult,

but all problems can be solved as in-

evitably as that two ami two make four
—not sometimes, but all the time.
Please don’t say things are impossible.
It annoys me exceedingly.”

Hatch stared at his distinguished
friend and smiled whimsically. He was

also annoyed exceedingly on his own.

private, individual account—the annoy
anee that comes from irresistibly but-

ting into immovable facts.
“Doctor Walpole's statement.” The

Thinking Machine went on after a mo-

ment. “makes this particular problem
ludicrously simple. Two points alone
show conclusively that Mr. Herliert was

not the man in the automobile. I shall

reach the third myself.”
Hatch didn’t say anything. The Eng

lish language is singularly inadispiate at

times, and if he had s| token he would

have had to invent a phraseology to con-

vey even a faint glimmer of what he

really thought.

Dollie Meredith.
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“Now, Mr. Hatch,” resumed the scien-

tist, quite casually, “I understand you

graduated from Harvard in ninety-eight.
Yes? Well, Herbert was a classmate
of yours there. Please obtain for me

one'of the printed lists of students who

were in Harvard that year—a complete
list.”

“1 have one at home,” said the re-

porter.
“Get it, please, immediately, and re-

turn here,” instructed the scientist.

Hatch went out, and The Thinking
Machine disappeared into his laboratory.
He remained there for one hour and

forty-seven minutes by the clock. When
he came out he found tne reporter sit-

ting in the reception-room again, holding
his head. The scientist’s face was as

blankly inscrutable as ever.

“Here is the list,” said Hatch as he

band d it over.

The Thinking Machine took it in his

long, slender lingers and turned two or

three leaves. Finally he stopped and

ran a finger down one page.
“Ah,” lie exclaimed at last. “I

thought so.”

“Thought what?” asked Hatch curi-

ously.
“I’m going out to see Mr. Meredith

now,” remarked The Thinking Machine

irrelevantly. “Come along. Have you
met him?”

“No.”

Mr. Meredith had read the newspaper
accounts of the arrest of Dick Herbert

and the seizure of the gold plate and

jewels; lie had even taunted his charm-

ing daughter with it in a fatherly sort

of a way. She was weeping, weeping
her heart out over this latest proof of

the perfidy and loathsomeness of the

man she loved. Incidentally, it may be

mentioned here that the astute Mr.

Meredith was not aware of any elope-
ment plot—either the first or second.

When a card bearing the name of Mr.
Augustus S. F. X. Van Dusen was

handed to Mr. Meredith, he went won-

deringly into the reception-room. There

was a pause as the scientist and Mr.

Meredith mentally sized each other up;

then introductions—and The Thinking
Machine came down to business abrupt-
ly. as always.

“May 1 ask, Mr. Meredith,” he began,
“how many sons you have?”

“One,” replied Mr. Meredith, puzzled.
“May 1 ask his present address?”

went on the scientist.

Mr. Meredith studied the belligerent
eyes of his caller, and wondered what

business it was of his, for Mr. Meredith

was a belligerent sort of a person him-
self.

“May 1 ask,” he inquired with pro-
nounced emphasis on the personal pro-

noun, why you want to know?”

Hatch rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
He was wondering what would happen
to him when the cyclone struck.

“It may save him and you a great
deal of annoyance if you will give me

his address,” said The Thinking Ma-

chine. “1 desire to communicate with

him immediately on a matter of the ut-

most importance—a purely personal
matter.”

“Personal matter?" repeated Mr.

Meredith. “Your abruptness and man-

ner, sir, were not calculated to invite

confidence.”

The Thinking Machine bowed gravely.
“May 1 ask your son’s address?” he

repeated.
Air. Meredith considered the matter

at some length, and finally arrived at

the conclusion that he might ask.
“He is in South America at present—

Buenos Ayres,” he replied.

“What?” exclaimed The Thinking Ma-

chine so suddenly that both Hatch and

Mr. Meredith started a little. “What?”
he repeated, and wrinkles suddenly ap-

peared in the dome-like brow.
“1 said he was in South America—

Buenos Ayres.” repeated Mr. Meredith

stiffly, but a little awed. “A letter or

cable to him in care of the American

Consul at Buenos Ayres will reach him

promptly.”
The Thinking Machine’s narrow eyes

were screwed down to the disappearing
point, the slender, white fingers were

twiddled jerkily, the corrugations re-

mained in his brow.

“How long has Mr. Meredith been

there?” he asked at last.
“Tliree months.”
“Do yon know he is there?”

Mr. Meredith started to say some-

thing, then swallowed it with an effort.
“ I know it positively, yes,” he replied.

“1 received this letter, dated the second,
from him three days ago, and to-day I

received a cable despatch forwarded to

me here from Baltimore.”
“Are you positive the letter is in your

son’s handwriting?”
Mr. Meredith almost choked in

mingled bewilderment and resentment at

the question and 'the manner of its ask-

ing.
“I am positive, yes,” he replied at

last, preserving his tone of dignity with
a perceptible effort. He noted the in-

scrutable face of his caller, and saw the

corrugations in the brow suddenly swept
away. “What business of yours is it,
anyway?” blazed Mr. Meredith suddenly.

“May I ask where you were last

Thursday night?” went on the even,

steady voice.
“It’s no business of yours,” Mr. Mere-

dith blurted. “1 was in Baltimore.”

“Can you prove it in a court of law?”
“Prove it? Of course 1 can prove it! ’

Mr. Meredith was fairly bellowing at

his impassive interrogator. “But it’s

nobody's business.”
“If you can prove it, Mr. Meredith,”

remarked The Thinking Machine quietly,
coldly, “you had best make your arrange-
ments to do so, because, believe me, it

may be necessary to save you from a

charge of having stolen the Randolph
gold plate on last Thursday night at the

masked ball. Good-day, sir.”

IV.

“But Mr. Herbert won’t see any one,

sir,” protested Blair.

“Tell Mr. Herbert, please, that unless

I can see him immediately his bail-bond

will be withdrawn,” directed The Think-

ing Machine.

He stood waiting in the hall while

Blair went up the stairs. Dick Herbert

took the card impatiently and glanced
at it.

“Van Dusen,” he mused. “Who the

deuce is Van Dusen?”

Blair repeated the message he had re-

ceived below.

“What does he look like?” inquired
Dick.

“He’s a shrivelled little man with a

big yellow head, sir,” replied Blair.

“Let him come up,” instructed Dick.

Thus, within an hour after he had

tailed to Mr. Meredith, The Thinking
Machine met Dick Herbert.

“What’s this about the bail-bond?”
Dick inquired.

“I wanted to talk to yon,” was the
scientist’s calm reply. “That seemed to

be the easiest way to make you believe
it was important, so

”

Dick’s face Hushed crimson at the

trick.

“Well, you see me!” he broke out

angrily. “I ought to throw you down

the stairs, but—what is it?”

Not having been invited to a seat,
The Thinking Machine took one anyway
and settled himself comfortably.

“If you will listen to me for a mo-

ment without interruption,” he began
testily, “I the subject of my re-

marks will be of deep, personal concern

to you. I am interested in solving this

Randolph plate affair and have perhaps
gone further in my investigation than

anyone else. At least, I know more

about it. There are some things I don’t

happen to know, however, that are of

the greatest importance.”

“I tell you
” stormed Dick.

“For instance,” calmly resumed the
scientist, “it is very important for me

to know whether or not Harry Meredith

was masked when he came into this
room last Thursday night.”

Diek gazed at him in surprise which

approached awe. His eyes were widely
distended, the lower part of his face
lax, for an instant; then his white

teeth closed with a snap and he sat down

opposite The Thinking Machine. Anger
had gone from his manner; instead there

was a pallor of apprehension in the

clean-cut face.

“Who are you, Mr. Van Dusen?” he

asked at last. His tone was mild, even

deferential.
“Was he masked?” insisted the scien-

tist.

For a long while Dick was silent.

Finally he arose and paced nervously
back and forth across the room, glanc-
ing at the diminutive figure of The

Thinking Machine each time as he

turned.

“I won’t say anything,” he decided.
“Will you name the cause of the

trouble you and Meredith had at Har-

vard?” asked the scientist.

Again there was a long pause.
“±>o,” Dick said finally.
“Did it have anything to do with the

theft?”

“1 don’t know who you are or why
you are prying into an affair that, at

least on its face, does not concern you,”
replied Dick. “I’ll say nothing at all—-

unless—unless you produce the one man

who can and shall explain this affair.

Produce him here in this room where
1 can get my hands on him!”

The Thinking Machine squinted at the

sturdy shoulders with admiration in his

faee.

“Did it ever occur to you, Mr. Her-

bert, mat Harry Meredith and his father

are precisely of the same build?”

Some nameless, impalpable expression
crept into Dick's face despite an appar-
ent fight to restrain it, and again he

stared at the small man in the chair.

“And that you and Mr. Meredith are

practically of the same builui”
Tormented by unasked questions and

by those emotions which had compelled
him to silence all along, Dick still paced
back and forth. His head was whirling.
The structure which he had so carefully
guarded was tumbling about his ears.

Suddenly he stopped and turned upon
The Thinking Machine.

“Just what do you know of this af-

fair?” he asked.

“I know for one thing,” replied the

scientist positively, “that you were not

the man in the automobile.”
“How do you know that?”

“That’s beside the question just now.”
“Do you know who was in the auto-

mobile?” Dick insisted.

“I can only answer that question when

you have answered mine,” the scientist

went on. “Was Harry Meredith masked

when he entered this room last Thurs-

day night?”
Dick sat staring down at his hands

which were working nervously. Finally
he nodded.

The Thinking Machine understood.

“You recognised him, then, by some-

thing he said or wore?”

Again Dick nodded reluctantly.

“Both,” he added.
The Thinking Machine sat back in

his chair and sat there for a long time.

At last he arose as if the interview

were at an end. There seemed to be no

other questions that he desired to ask

at the moment.

“Y’ou need not be unnecessarily alarm-

ed, Mr. Herbert,” he assured Dick as he

picked up his hat. “I shall act with

discretion in this matter. I am not

representing any one who would care

to make it unpleasant for you. 1 may
tell you that you made two serious mis-

takes; the first when you saw or com-

municated with Mr. Randolph immed-

iately after the plate was stolen the

second time and again when you under-

took something which properly belonged
within the province of the police. ’

Herbert still sat with his head in his

hands as The Thinking Machine went

out.

It was very late that night—after
twelve, in fact—when Hutchinson Hatch
called on The Thinking Machine with

excitement evident in tone, manner and

act. He was accustomed to calling at

any hour; now he found the scientist

at work as if it were midday.
“The worst has happened,” the re-

porter told him.

The Thinking Machine didn’t look

around.

“Detective Mallory and two of his
men saw Miss Meredith this evening
about nine o’clock,” Hatch hurried on,

“and bullyragged her into a confession.”

“What sort of a confession?”

“She admitted that she was in the

automobile on the night of the ball, and

that ”

“Mr. Herbert was with her,” the scien-

tist supplied.
“Yes.”

“And—what else ?”

“That her own jewels, valued at

twenty thousand dollars, were among
those found in Herbert’s possession when

he was arrested.”

The Ininking Machine turned and

looked at the reporter, just casually,
and raised his hand to his mouth to

cover a yawn.

“Well, she couldn’t do anything else,”

he said calmly.

V.

Hutchinson Hatch remained with The

Thinking Machine for more than an

hour, and when he left his head was

spinning with the multitude of instruc-

tion which had been heaped upon him.

“Meet me at noon in Detective Mal-
lory’s office at police headquarters,” The

Thinking Machine had said in conclu-

sion. “Mr. Randolph and Miss Mere-

dith will be there.”

“Miss Meredith?” Hatch repeated.
“She hasn’t been arrested, you know,
and I doubt if she will come.”

“She will come,” the scientist had re-

plied, as if tnat settled it.

Next day the Supreme Intelligence
was sitting in his private office. He had

eaten the canary; mingled triumph and

gratification beamed upon his counten-

ance. The smile remained, but to it

was added the quality of curiosity when

the door opened and The Thinking Ma-

chine. accompanied by Dollie Meredith

and Stuyvesant Randolph, entered.
“Mr. Hatch called yet?” inquired the

scientist.

“No,” responded the detective.

“Dear me!” grumbled the other. “It’s

one minute after twelve o’clock now.

What could have delayed him?”

His answer was the clattering rush of

a cab and the appearance of Hatch in

person a moment later. He came into

the room headlong, glanced around, then

paused.
“Did you get it,” inquired The Think-

ing Machine.
“Yes, I got it, but ” began the

reporter.
“Nothing else now,” commanded the

other.
There was a little pause as The

Thinking Maenine selected a chair. The

others also sat down.

“Well?” inquired the Supreme Intel-
ligence at last.

“I would like to ask, Mr. Mallory,”
the scientist said, “if it would be pos-
sible for me to convince you of Mr. Her-

bert’s innocence of the charges against
him?”

“It would not,” replied the detective

promptly. “It would not while the facts

are before me, supplemented by the

statement of Miss Meredith here—her
confession.”
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Dollie coloured exquisitely and her
lips trembled slightly.

“Would it be possible, Miss Meredith,”
the even voice went on, “to convince you

of Mr. Herbert’s innocence?”

“I—l don’t think so,” she faltered.

“I—l know.”

Tears which had been restrained with

difficulty gushed forth suddenly and The

thinking Machine squinted at her in

pained surprise.
“Don’t do that,” he commanded. "It’s

its exceedingly irritating.” He paused
a moment, then turned suddenly to Mr.

Randolph: “And you?” he asked.

Mr. Randolph shrugged his shoulders

The Thinking Machine receded still

further into his chair and stared dream-

ily upward with his long, slender fingers

pressed tip to tip. Hatch knew the at-

titude; something was going to happen.

He waited anxiously. Detective Mallory

knew it, too, and wriggled uncomfort-

ably. . «• 4.

"Suppose,” the scientist began, just

suppose that we turn a little human

intelligence on this problem for a change

and see if we can’t get the truth out

of the blimdering muddle that the police

have helped to bring about. Let’s use

logic, inevitable logic, to show, simply

enough, that, instead of being guilty,
Mr. Herbert is innocent.”

Dollie Meredith suddenly leaned for-

ward in her chair with flushed face, eyes

widely opened and lips slightly parted.

Detective Mallory also leaned forward

in his chair, but there was a different

expression on his face—oh, so different.
“Miss Meredith, we know you were in

the automobile with the Burglar, who

stole the plate,” The Thinking Machine

went on. “You probably knew that he

was wounded and possibly either aided

in dressing the wound—as any woman

would—or else saw him dress it him-

self?”
„

“I bound my
handkerchief on it, re-

plied the Girl. Her voice was low, al-

most a whisper.
“Where was the wound?”

“In the right shoulder,” she replied.
“Baek or front?” insisted the scientist.

“Back,” she replied. “Very near the

arm, an inch or so below the level of

the shoulder.”

Except for The Thinking Machine him-

self Hatcli was the only person in the

room to whom this statement meant

anything, and he restrained a shout

with difficulty.
“Now, Mr. Mallory,” the scientist

went on calmly, “do you happen to

know Dr. Clarence Walpole?”
“I know of him, yes,” replied the de-

tective. “He is a man of considerable

reputation. ;
“Would you believe him under oath?”

“Why, certainly, of course.”

The ‘Supreme Intelligence tugged at

his bristlv moustache.
“If Doctor Walpole should dress a

wound and should later, under oath,

point out its exact location, you would

.believe him?”

“Why, I’d have to, of course.”

“Very well, commented The Think-

ing Machine tersely. “Now I will state

an incontrovertible scientific fact for

your further enlightenment. You may

verify it any way you choose. This is,
briefly, that the blood corpuscles in man

average one-thirty-three-hundredth of an

inch in diameter. Remember that, please:
one-thirty-three-hundredth of an inch.

The system of measurement has reached

a state of perfection almost incompre-
hensible to die man who does not under-

stand.”

He paused for so long that Detective

Mallory began to wriggle again. The

others were leaning forward, listening,
with widely varied expressions on their

faces.

“Now, Mr. Mallory ” continued The

Thinking Machine at last, “one of your

men shot twice at the Burglar in the

automobile, as I understand it?”

“Yes—two shots.”

“Mr. Cunningham?”
“Yes. Detective Cunningham.”
“Is he here now?”

The detective pressed a button on his

desk anu a uniformed man appeared.
Instructions were given, and a moment

later Detective Cunningham stood before
them wonderingly.

“I sup]>ose you can prove beyond any
shadow of a doubt,” resumed the scien-

tist. still addressing Mr. Mallory, “that

two shots—and only two—were fired?”
“I can prove it by twenty witnesses,”

was the reply.
“Good, very good,” exclaimed the

scientist, and he turned to Cunningham.
“You know that only two shots were

fired?”

“1 know it, yes,” replied Cunningham.
“1 fired ’em.”

“May I see your revolver?”
Cunningham produced the weapon and

handed it over. The Thinking Machine

merely glanced at it.

"This is the revolver you used?”

“Yes.”
“Very well, then,” remarked the

scientist quietly, “on that statement

alone Mr. Herbert is proven innocent of

the charge against him.”
There was an astonished gasp all

around. Hatch was beginning to see

what The Thinking Machine meant, and

curiously watched the bewitchingly sor-

rowful face of Dollie Meredith. He saw

all sorts of strange things there.

“Proven innocent?” snorted Detective

Mallory. “Why, you’ve convicted him

out of hand so far as I can see.”

“Corpuscles in human blood average,

as I said, one-thirty-three-hundredth of

an inch in diameter,” resumed the

scientist. “They vary slightly each way,

of course. Now, the corpuscles of the

Burglar in the automobile measured just
one-thirty-one-forty-seven-hundredth of

an inch. Mr. Herbert’s corpuscles, test-

ed the same way with the same instru-

ments, measure precisely one-thirty-five-
sixty-hundredth.” He stopped as if that

were all.

“By George!” exclaimed Mr. Ran-

dolph. “By George!”
“That’s all tommy-rot,” Detective Mal-

lory burst out. “That’s nothing to a

jury or to any other man with com-

mon-sense.”
“That difference in measurement

proves beyond question that Mr. Herbert

was not wounded while in the auto

mobile,” went on The Thinking Machine

as if there had been no interruption.
“Now, Mr. Cunningham, may I ask if

the Burglar’s back was toward you when

you fired?”

“Yes, I suppose so. He was going
away from me.”

“Well, that statement agrees with

the statement of Miss Meredith to show

that the Burglar was wounded in the

back. Doctor Walpole dressed Mr. Her-

bert’s wound between two and three

o’clock Friday morning following the

masked ball. Mr. Herbert had been

shot, but the wound was in the front

of his right shoulder.”

Delighted amazement radiated from

Dollie Meredith’s face; she clapped her

hands involuntarily as she would have

applauded a stage incident. Detective
Mallory started to say something, then

thought better of it, and glared at Cun-

ningham instead

“Now, Mr. Cunningham says that he

shot the Burglar with this revolver.”

The Thinking Machine waved the wea-

pon under Detective Mallory’s nose.

“This is the usual police weapon. Its

calibre is thirty-eight. Mr. Herbert was

shot with a tnirty-two calibre. Here is

the bullet.” AnU he tossed it on the

desk.

VI.

Strange emotions all tangled up with

turbulent, nightmarish impressions
scrambled through Dollie Mere-

dith's pretty head in garish
disorder. She didn’t know whe-

ther to laugh or cry. Finally she

compromised by blushing radiantly at
the memory ot certain lingering kisses
she had bestowed upon—upon—Dick
Herbert? No, it wasn’t Dick Herbert.

Oh, dear!

Detective Mallory pounced upon the
bullet as a hound upon a hare, and

turned and twisted it in his hands.

Cunningham leaned over his shoulder,
then drew a cartridge from the revol-

ver and compared it, as to size, with

the bullet. Hatch and Mr. Randolph,
looking on, saw him shake his head.
The ball was too small for the revolver.

The Supreme Intelligence turned sud-

denly, fiercely, upon Dollie and thrust

an accusing finger into her startled face.

“Mr. Herbert confessed to you that lie

was with you in the automobile, didn’t

he?”

“Y-yes,” she faltered.

“You know he was with you?”
“I thought 1 knew it.”

“You wouldn’t have gone with any
other man ?”

“Certainly not!” A blaze of indigna-
tion suffused her cheeks.

“Your casket of jewels was found
among the stolen goods in his posses-
sion ?”

“Yes, but
”

With a wave of his hand the Supreme

Intelligence stopped explanations and

turned to glare at The Thinking Ma-

chine. That imperturbable gentleman
did not alter his position in the slight-
est, nor did he change the steady, up-

ward squint of his eyes.
“If you have quite finished, Mr. Mal-

lory,” he said after a moment, “1 will

explain how and in what circumstances

the stolen plate and jewels came into

Mr. Herbert’s possession.”
“Go on,” urged Mr. Randolph and

Hatch in a breath.

“Explain all you please; I’ve got him

with the goods on,” declared the Su-

preme Intelligence doggedly.
“When the simplest rules of logic es-

tablish a fact it becomes incontrovert-

ible,” resumed ...e scientist. “1 have

shown that Mr. Herbert was not the

man in the automobile—the Burglar.
Now, what did happen to Mr. Herbert?

Twice since his arrest he has stated

that it would be useless for him to ex-

plain, because no one would believe it,
and no one would have believed it. un-

supported—least of all you, Mr. Mal-

lory.
“It’s an admitted fact that Miss

Meredith and Mr. Herbert had planned
to elope from Seven Oaks the night of

the ball. I dare say Mr. Herbert did

not deem it wise for Miss Meredith to

know his costume, although he must,

of necessity, have known hers. There-

fore, the plan was for him to recognise
her, but as it developed she recognised
him—or thought she did—and that was

the real cause of this remarkable mud-

dle.” He glanced at Dollie. “Is that

correct ?”

Dollie nodded blushingly.
“Now, Mr. Herbert did not go to the

ball—why not I will explain later.

Therefore, Miss Meredith recognised the

real Burglar as Mr. Herbert, and we

know how they ran away together after

the Burglar had stolen che plate and

various articles of jewellery. We must

credit the Burglar with remarkable in-

telligence, so that when a young and

attractive woman—I may say a beau-

tiful woman—spoke to him as some one

else he immediately saw an advantage
in it. For instance, when there came

discovery of the theft the girl might
unwittingly tilrow the police oil the

track by revealing to them what she

believed to be the identity of the thief.

Further, he was a daring, audacious sort

of
person; the pure love of such an

adventure might have appealed to him.
Still, again, it is possible that he might
have believed Miss Meredith a thief who
was in peril of discovery or capture, and

a natural gallantry for one of his own
craft prompted him to act as he did.

• lure is always, too, the possibility that
he knew he was mistaken for Mr. Her-

bert.”

Dollie was beginning to see, too.
“We know the method of escape, the

pursuit and all that.” continued the Pro-
fessor, “therefore we jump to the return
of the gold plate. Logic makes it in-

stantly apparent that that was the work
of Miss Meredith here. Not having the
plate Mr. Herbert did not send it back,
of course; and the Burglar would not
have sent it back. Realising, too late,
that the man she was with was really
a thief—and still believing him, per-
haps, to be Mr. Herbert—she must have

taken the plate and escaped under cover

of darkness?”

The tone carried a question and The

Thinking Machine turned squintingly
upon Dollie. Again she nodded. She
was enthralled, fascinated, by the re-

cital.

“It was a simple matter for her to

return the gold plate by express, taking
advantage of an unoccupied house and
the willingness of a stranger to tele-

phone for an express wagon. Thus, we

have the plate again at Seven Oaks,
and we have it there by the only method

it could have been returned there when
we account for, and consider, every
known fact.”

The Thinking Machine paused and sat

silently staring upward. His listeners

readjusted themselves in their chairs and

waited impatiently.
“Now, why did Mr. Herbert confess to

Miss Meredith tnat he stole the plate?”
asked the scientist, as if of himself.

“Perhaps she forced him to do it. Mr.
Herbert is a young man of strong loyal-
ty and a grim sense of humour, this

latter being a quality the police are

not acquainted with. However, Mr. Her-
bert did confess to Miss Meredith that
le was the Burglar, but he made this

confession, obviously, because she would

believe nothing else, ami when a seem-

ing necessity of protecting the real Burg-
lar was still uppermost in his mind.

"He stole the gold plate ; therefore he cannot be dead."
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tWhat he wanted was the Girl. If the

facta never came out he was all right;
if they did come out they would impli-
cate one whom he was protecting, but

through no fault of his—therefore, he

jvas still all right.”
‘"Bah!” exclaimed the Superior Intel-

ligence. “My experience lias shown that

a man doesn’t confess to a theft unless

“So we may safely assume,” The

Thinking Machine continued almost plea-
santly, “that Mr. Herbert, by confessing
the theft as a prank, perhaps, won back

Miss Meredith’s confidence; that they

planned an elopement for the second

time. A conversation Mr. Hatch had

with Mr. Herbert immediately after Mr.

Herbert saw Miss Meredith practically
confirms it. Then, with matters in this

shape, the real Burglar, to whom I have

accredited unusual powers, stole the

plate the second time—we know how.”
“Herbert stole it, you mean!” blazed

Detective Mallory.
“The theft came immediately on top

of the reconciliation of Miss Meredith

and Mr. Herbert,” The Thinking Ma-

chine went on steadily, without heeding
the remark by the slightest sign. “There-

fore it was only natural that he should

be the person most vitally interested

in seeing that the plate was again re-

turned. He undertook to do this him-

self. The result was that, where the

police had failed, lie found the plate
and a lot of jewels, took them from the

Burglar and was about to return Mr.

Randolph’s property when the detectives

walked in on him. That is why lie

laughed.”
Detective Mallory arose from his seat

and started to say something impolite.
The presence of Dolly Meredith choked
the words back and he swallowed hard.

“Who then,” he demanded, after a

Couple of gulps—“who do you say is the

thief if Herbert is not?”

The Thinking Machine glanced up into

his face, then turned to Batch.-
“Mr. Hatch, what is that name I

asked you to get?''
“George Francis Hayden,” was the

stammering reply, “but—but ”

“Then George Franeis Hayden is the

thief,” declared The Thinking Machine

emphatically.
“’But I—l started to say,” Hatch

blurted—“l started to say that George
Francis Hayden has been dead for two

years.”
The Thinking Machine rose suddenly

and glared at the reporter. There was

a tense silence broken at last by a

chuckle from Detective Mallory.
■ oead?” repeated the scientist in-

credulously. “Do you know that?”

“Yes, I—l know it.”

The Thinking Machine stood for ano-

ther moment squinting at him, then,
turning, left the room.

VII.

Half an hour later the Thinking Ma-

chine walked in, unannounced, upon
Dick Herbert. The front door had not
been locked; Blair was somewhere in
the rear. Herbert, in some surprise,
glanced up at his visitor just in time

to see him plank himself down solidly
into a chair.

“Mr. Herbert,” the scientist began, “I
have gone out of my way to prove to

the police that you were not in the
automobile with Miss Meredith, and that

you did not steal the gold plate found
in your possession. Now, I happen to
know the name of the thief, and

“And if you mention it to a living
soul,” Dick added suddenly, hotly; “I
shall forget myself and—and——”

“His name is George Franeis Hay-
den,” the scientist continued.

Dick started a little and straightened
up; the menace dropped from him and

he paused to gaze curiously into the

wisenod face before him. After a mo-

ment he drew a sigh of deep relief.

“Oh!” he exclaimed. “Ohl”

“I know that that isn’t who you
thought it was,” resumed the other, “but
the fact remains that Hayden is the

man with whom Miss Meredith unwit-

tingly eloped, and that Hayden is the
man who actually stole the plate and

jewels. Further, the fact remains that

Jlaydep
u

“Is dead,” Dick supplemented grimly.

“You are talkiug through your
”

He coughed a little. “You are talking
without any knowledge of what you are

saying.”
“He can’t be dead,” remarked the

scientist calmly.
“But he is dead!” Dick insisted.
“ He can’t be dead,” snapped the other

abruptly. “ It’s perfectly silly to sup-

pose such a thing. Why, 1 have proven,

absolutely, by the simplest rules of logic,
that he stole the gold plate; therefore he

cannot be dead. It’s silly to say so.”

Dick wasn’t quite certain whether to

be angry or amused. He decided to hold

the matter in abeyance for the moment,
and see what other strange thing would

develop.
“How long has he been dead?” con-

tinued the scientist.
“ About two years? ”

“You know it?”
“ Yes, 1 know it.”

“How do you know it?”
“ Because 1 attended his funeral,” was

the prompt reply.
Dick saw a shadow of impatience flash

into his visitor’s face and instantly pass.
“How did he die?” queried the scien-

tist.
“ He was lost from his catboat," Dick

answered. “He had gone out sailing,
alone, while in a bathing-suit. Several
hours after the boat drifted in on the

tide without, him. Two or three weeks

later the body was recovered.”
“ Ah! ” exclaimed the Thinking Ma-

chine.

Then, for half an hour or so he talked,

and—as he went on, incisively, pointedly,
dramatically even at times—Dick Her-

bert’s eyes opened wider and wider. At

the end he rose and gripped the scien-

tist’s slender white fingers heartily in iiis

own with something approaching to awe

in his manner. Finally, he put on his hat

and they went out together.
That evening at eight o’clock Detective

Mallory, Hutchinson Hatch, Mr. Ran-

dolph. Mr. Meredith, Mr. Greyton, and

Dollie Meredith gathered in a parlour of

the Greyton home by request of the

Thinking Machine. They were waiting
for something—no one knew exactly what.

Finally there came a tinkle at the bell

and the Thinking Machine entered. Be-

hind him came Dick Herbert. Dr. Clarence

Walpole, and a stranger. Mr. Meredith

glanced up quickly at Herbert, and Dollie

liftod her chin haughtily with a stony
stare which admitted of no compromise.
Dick pleaded for recognition with his

eyes, but it was no use, so he sat down

where he could watch her unobserved
Singular expressions flitted over the

countenance of the Supreme Intelligence.
Right here, now, he knew the earth was

to lie jerked out from under him, and he.

was not at all certain that there would

be anything left for him to cling to. This

first impression was strengthened when

the Thinking Machine introduced Doctor

Walpole with an unostentatious squint at

Mr. Mallory. The detective set his teeth

hard.

The Thinking Machine sat down,
stretched out his slender legs, turned his

eyes upward, and adjusted his fingers

precisely, tip to tip. The others watched
him anxiously.

“ We shall have to go back a few years
to get the real beginning of the events

which have culminated so strangely
within the past week,” he said.

“

This

was a close friendship of three young men

in college. They wore Mr. Herbert tiere,
a freshman, and Harry Meredith and

George Francis Hayden, juniors. This

friendship, not an unusual one in college,
was made somewhat romantic by the

young men calling themselves The Tri-

angle. They occupied the same apart-
ments, and were exclusive to a degree. Of

necessity, Mr. Herbert was drawn from

that exclusiveness, to a certain extent, by
his participation in football.

A germ of memory was working in

Hatch’s mind.

“At someone’s suggestion three tri-

angular watch charms were made, identi-

cal in every way. save for initials on the

back. They bore a symbol which was

meaningless except to The Triangle. They
were made to order, and arc, therefore,
the only three of the kind in the world.

Mr. Herl>ert has one now on his watch

chain. There is another with the initials
‘ G. F. H.’ in the lot of jewellery Mr. Mal-

lory recovered from Mr. Herbert. The

third is worn by Harry Meredith, who is

now in Buenos Ayres. 'Die American Con-

sul there has confirmed by cable that fact.

“In the senior year the three young
men of The Triangle were concerned in

the mysterious disappearance of a valu-

able diamond ring. It was hushed up in

college after it seemwi established that

Mr Herbert was a thief. Knowing his

own innocence and seeing what .seemed

to be an exclusive opportunity for Harry
Meredith to have done what was charged,
Mr Herbert laid the matter to him, hav-

ing at that time an interview with

jinrry’s father. The result of that inter-

view was more than ever to convince Mr

Meredith of Mr Herbert’s guilt. As a

matter of fact, the thief in that case was

George Francis Hayden.”
There were little murmurs of astonish-

ment, and Mr Meredith turned and stared

at Dick Herbert. Dollie gave him a

little glance out of the corner of her eye,
smiled, then sat up primly.

“This ended The Triangle,” resumed the

scientist. ‘‘A year or so later Mr Her-

bert met Miss Meredith. About two

years ago George Francis Hayden was

reported drowned from his catboat. This

was confirmed, apparently, by the finding
of his body, and an insurance company
paid over a large sum—l think it was

25,000 dollars —to a woman who said

she was his wife. But George Francis

Hayden was not drowned; he is alive

now. Lt was a carefully-planned fraud

against the insurance company, and it

succeeded.

“This, then, was the situation on last

Thursday—the night of the masked ball

at Seven Oaks—except that there had

grown up a love aHair between Miss

Meredith ami Mr Herbert. The father

opposed this because of the incident in

college. Both Miss Meredith and Mr

Herbert had invitations to that ball. Lt

was an opportunity for an elopement
and they accepted it. Mr Herbert sent

word to* her what costume to wear; she

did not know the nature of his.

“On Thursday afternoon Miss Meredith

sent her jewel casket, with practically all

her jewels, to Mr Herbert. She wanted

them.* naturally ; they probably planned
a trip abroad. The maid in this house

took the casket and gave it into Mr Her-

bert’s own hands. Am 1 right?” He

turned squarely and squinted at Dollie.

“Yes,” she gasped quickly. She smiled

upon her father, who made some violent

remarks to himself.

“At this point, Fate, in the guise of a

masked Burglar, saw fit to step into the

affair,” the scientist went on after a

moment. “About nine-thirty, Thursday
evening, while Mr Herbert was alone,

the masked Burglar. George Francis I Lay-
den. entered Mr Herbert’s house, possiblj
thinking every one was away. There,
still masked, lie met Mr Herbert, who—

by something the Burglar said and by

the triangular charm he wore—recog-

nised him as Harry Meredith. Remem-

ber, he thought he knew George Francis

Hayden was dead.
“There were some words and a personal

encounter between the two men. George
Francis Hayden fired a shot, which

struck Mr Herbert in the right shoulder

—in front —took the jewel-casket -in

which Mr Herbert had placed his card

of invitation to the ball, and went away,

leaving Mr Herbert senseless on the floor.”

Dollie’s face blanched suddenly, and

she gasped. \\ lien she glanced invol-

untarily at Dick she read the love-light
in his eyes, and her colour returned
with a rush.

“Several hours later, when Mr Herbert

recovered consciousness,” ihe muffled

voice went on. ‘Tie went to Ductor Wal-

pole. Hie nearest physician, and there

the bullet was extracted and the wound

dressed. The ball was thirty-two cali-

bre?”

Doctor Walpole nodded.
“And Mr Cunningham - revolver car

ried a thirty-eight.’* added the scientist.

“Now we go back to the Burglar. He

found the invitation in the casket, ami

the bold scheme, which later he carried
out so perfectly, came to him as an in-

spiration. He went to the ball just as

he was. Nerve. self-possession. and hu-

mour took him through. Me know the

rest.

“Naturally, in the circumstances, Mr

Herbert. believing that Harry Meredith

was tin* thief, would say nothing to

bring disgrace upon the name of the

girl he loved. Instead, he saw Miss

Meredith. who would not accept his

denial then, and in order to get her

first—explanations might come later-

ite confessed to the theft, whereupon
they planned the second elopement.

"When Miss Meredith returned the
plate by express there was no anticipa-.
tion of a second theft. Here is where

we get a better understanding of the
mettle of the real burglar—George Fran-

cis Hayden. He went back and got the

plate from Seven Ooaks. Instantly that
upset the second elopement plan. Then

Mr Herbert undertook the search, got
a due, followed it, and recovered not

only the plate but a great lot of jewels."
There was a pause. A sky-rocket

ascended in Hatch’s mind and burst, illu

minuting the whole tangled story. De-

tective Mallory sat dumbly, thinking
harsh words. Mr Meredith arose, went

over to Die!: Herbert and solemnly
shook his hand, after which he sat down

again. Dollie smiled charmingly

VUJ.

“Now that is what actually happened,
said the Thinking Machine after a little

while. “How do I know it? Logie,
logic, logic! The logical mind can start

from any given point and go backward or

forward, with equal facility, to a natural

conclusion. This is as certain as that

two and two make four—not sometimes,
but all the time.

“First in this ease 1 had Mr Hatch’s

detailed examination of each circum
stance. By an inspiration he connected
Mr Herbert and Miss Meredith with the

affair, and talked to both before the po-

lice had any knowledge nt all of them.

In other words, he reached at a bound

what they took days to accomplish. Af

ter the second theft he came to me and

related the story.”
The reporter blushed modestly.
“Mr Hatch's belief that the things

that had happened to Mr Herbert and

Miss Meredith bore on the theft,” re-

sumed the scientist, “was susceptible of

confirmation or refutation in only one

way, this being so because of Mr Her-

bert’s silence due to bis loyalty. 1 saw

that. But. before I went further, I saw

clearly what had actually happened if I

presupposed that there had been some

connection. Thus came to me, I may

say here, the almost certain knowledge
that Miss Meredith had a brother, al

though 1 had never heard of him or

her.”

He paused a little and twiddled his

thumbs t hoiightfully.

“Suppose you give us just your line of

reasoning." ventured Hatch.

“Well. I began with the blood stains

in the automobile to either- bring Mr

Herbert into this affair or shut him

out,” replied the scientist. “You know

how 1 made the blood tests. They show-

ed conclusively that the blood on the

cushion was not Mr Herbert’s. Remem

her, please, that, although I knew Miss

Meredith had been in the automobile, 1

also knew she was not wounded; there

fore the blood was that of someone

else—the man.

“Now. 1 knew Mr Herbert had been

wounded—he wouldn’t say how. If at

home, would he not go to the nearest

physician? Probably. I got Doctor

Walpole’s name from the telephone book

—he being nearest the Herbert, home —

and sent Mr Hatch there, where ho

learned of the wound in front and of

the thirty-two calibre ball. I already
knew the police revohoi’s wore thirty-
eight calibre: therefore Mr Herbert was

not wounded while in the automobile.

“That* removed Mr. Herbert as a pos-
sibility in the first theft, despite the fact

that his invitation-card was presented nt

the door. It was reasonable to suppose

that invitation had Lieen stolen. Im-

mediately after the plate was returned

by express, Mr. Herbert affected a re

conciliation with Miss Meredith. Be

cause of this, ami for other reasons, 1

could not bring myself to sec that lie

was a party to the second theft, as I
know him to be innocent of the first.

“All things must Ik» imagined before

they can be achieved; therefore imagina
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tion is one of the most vital parts of the

scientific brain. In this instance I eouM

only imagine why Mr. Herbert was si-

lent. Remember, he was shot and

wouldn’t say who did it. Why? If it
had been an ordinary thief—and 1 got
the idea of a thief from the invitation-

card being m other hands than his—

be would not have hesitated to talk.

Therefore, it was an extraordinary thief
in that it connected with something near

and dear to him. No one was nearer

and dearer to him than Miss Meredith.

Did she shoot him? No. Did her fa-
ther shoot him? Probably not, but pos-

sibly. A brother? That began to look

more reasonable.
"For a moment I assumed a brother,

not knowing. How did Mr. Herbert

know this brother? Was it in his .col-
lege days? Mr. Hatch brought me a list

of the students of three years before
his graduating-year and there 1 found

the name, Harry Meredith. You see,

step by step, pure logic was leading me

to something tangible, definite. My next

act was to see Mr. Meredith and ask for
the address of his son—the only son—■
who at that time I frankly believed was

the real thief. But this son was in

South America. That startled me a lit-

tle and brought me up against the father

as a possible thief. He was in Balti-

more on that night.

"1 accepted that as true at the mo-

ment after some—er—some pleasant
words with Mr. Meredith. Then the ques-
tion : Was the man who stole from Mr.

Herbert, probably entering his place and

shooting him, masked? Mr. Herbert said

he was. 1 framed the question so as to

bring Harry Meredith's name into it,
much to Mr. Herbert's alarm. How had

he recognised him as Harry Meredith?

By something he said or wore? Mr.

Herbert replied in the affirmative—both.

Therefore 1 had a masked Burglar who

could not have been either Harry Mere-

dith or Harry Meredith's father. Who

was he?

“I decided to let Mr. Hatch look. into

that point for me, and went to see Doc-

tor Walpole. He gave me the bullet he

had extracted from Mr. Herbert's shoul-

der. Mr. Hatch, shortly after, rushed
in on me with the statement that Miss

Meredith had admitted that Mr. Her-
bert had confessed to her. I could see

instantly why he had confessed to her.
Then Mr. Hatch undertook for me the

investigation of Herbert’s and Harry
Meredith's career in college. He re-

membered part of it and unearthed the

affair of The Triangle and the theft of a

diamond ring.
"I had asked Mr. Hatch to find for me

if Harry Meredith and Mr. Herbert had

had a mutual friend in college. They
had: George Francis Hayden, the third

member of the Triangle. Then the ques-
tion seemed to lie solved, but Mr. Hatch

upset everything when he said that Mr.

Hayden was dead. I went immediately
to see Mr. Herbert. From him I learn-

ed that, although Mr. Hayden was sup-

posed to be dead and buried, there was

no positive proof of it; the body re-

covered had been in the water three
weeks and was consequently almost un-

recognisable. Therefore, the theft came

inevitably to Mr. Hayden. Why? Be-

cause the Burglar had been recognised
by something he said and wore. It

would have been difficult for Mr. Herbert

to recognise a masked man so positively
unless the masked man wore something
lie absolutely knew, or said something
h< absolutely knew. Mr. Herbert thought
with reason that the masked man was

Marry Meredith, but with Harry Mere-

dith in South America, the thief was in-

centrovcrtibly George Francis Hayden.

"After a short interview as to Hay-
den, during which Mr. Herbert told me

more of The Triangle and the three

watch-charms, he and 1 went out inves-

tigating. He took me to the room where

he bad found the plate and jewels—a

place in an apartment-house which this

gentleman manages.'' The scientist
turned to the stranger who had been

a silent listener. "He identified an old

photograph of George Francis Hayden
as an occupant of an apartment.

“Mr. Herbert and 1 searched the place.
My growing idea, abased on the estab-

lished knavery of George Francis Hay-
den, that he was the real thief in the

college incident. was proven when I

found this ring there—the ring that was

stolen at that time—with the initials

of the owner in it.”

The Thinking Machine produces! the
ring and offered it to Detective Mal-

lory. who had allowed the earth to slip
awav from hiai slowly but surelv.

"Mr. Herbert and I learm-d of the

ttwurance fraud ia another manner—-

that is, when wc knew that George Fran-

cis Hayden was not dead, we knew there
had been a fraud. Mr. Hayden has been
known lately as Chester,Goodrich. He
has been missing since Mr. Herbert, in
his absence, recovered the plate and the

jewels in his apartments. I may add

that, up to the day of the masked ball,
he was protected from casual recognition
by a full beard. He is now clean-
shaven.”

The Thinking Machine glanced at Mr.
Mallory.

"Your man—Downey, I think it was

—did excellent work,” he said, “in trac-

ing Miss Meredith from the time she

left the automobile until she returned

home, and later leading you to Mr. Her-

bert. It was not strange that you
should have been convinced of his guilt,
when we consider the goods in his pos-
session and also the wound in his shoul-

der. The only trouble is he didn't get
to the real insides of it.”

That was all. For a long time there

was silence. Dollie Meredith's pretty
face was radiant and her eyes were

fastened on her father. Mr. Meredith

glanced at her, cleared his throat several

times, then arose and offered his hand
to Dick Herbert.

"1 have done you an injustice, sir,”
he said gravely. "Permit me to apolo-
gise. I think perhaps my daughter—

That was superfluous. Dollie was al-

ready beside Dick, and a rousing, smack-

ing, resounding kiss echoed her father's

words. Dick liked it some and was

ready for more, but Dolly impetuously
flung her arms around the neck of The
Thinking Machine and he—passed to his

reward.

"You dear old thing!” she gurgled.
" You’re just too sweet and cute for any-

thing!”
"Dear me! Dear me!” fussed The

Thinking Machine. "Don't do that. It

annoys me exceedingly.”

Some three months later, when the

search for' George Francis Hayden had

become only lukewarm, this being three

days before Miss Meredith's wedding to

Dick Herbert, she received a small box

containing a solitaire ring and this brief

note:

Bi mehidry of one night in the

woods and of what happened there,

permit me to give this. Y’ou can't

return, it. It is one of the few-

things honest money from me ever

paid for.

Bill, the Bubglar.

While Dollie examined the ring with

mingled emotions, Diek stared at the

postmark on the package.
“It’s a corking good clue,” he said

enthusiastically.
Dollie turned to him. recognising a

menace in the words, and took the paper
which bore the postmark from his hands.

“Let's pretend,” she said gently—“let’s
pretend we don’t know where it came

from!”

Dick stared a little—and kissed her.

(The End.)

She Cave
jWan

A fascinating serial story of

American political and social

life, will begin in next week's

Graphic. This tale by John
Corbin is full of interesting
situations. All you need do

is to read the first chapter—-
the plot does the rest. It is

impossible to leave off such a

delightfully told story when

you once commence.

The Cave Man
BEGINS NEXT WEEK.

Lost flesh rapidly, was greatly weakened, took
quantities of medicine, failed all the time. Wat

quickly cured by Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.
“ S<>me time ago I had avery

severe attack of influenza which
left me greatly weakened. I lost

% flesh rapidly, and was in a very

.ySfr ■ bad way. I took quantities of

medicine, but grew constantly

' t A worse. Finally, I tried Ayer’s

* w S Sarsaparilla, and began to im-

from the start

g ‘‘l took about six bottles and

. was perfectly cured. I have used

.':£;a»7 this remedy in my family a great
'; gffir '\jSsr and I know itto be a thor-

VJ „ reliable, health-giving
compound and family medi-

sl/ c *De
"

Ik / M Mr- John Murrell, railway
> i° 1»’ f * station master, of Sunnybank,

Queensland, sends us this letter, together with his photograph, which

we reproduce above.

This is a strong letter, one which must remove all doubt. You

ought to profit by it greatly; for if you are weak, have lost flesh, are

without appetite, and feel languid and depressed, here is a quick and'

certain cure.

Perhaps the trouble is with your blood, and you are suffering from

headache, boils, eruptions of the skin, scrofula, or rheumatism. If

you are suffering from weakness of any kind, Ayer’s Sarsaparilla will

restore to you strength and energy, and will make life the better
worth living. Be sure you get

AYER’S Sarsaparilla
There are a great many substitute Sarsaparillas on the market that will disap-

point you. Avoid imitations.

Prepared by DH, J. C. AYFIR & CO., Dowell, Mass., XT. S. A.

Take Ayer’s Pills with Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. One aids the other, ,

iFMilk Chocolate
A concentrated sweetmeat-food of 3

qV the highest order. More nourishing 1
W sustaining than any Re- a 1
K fuse to accept substitutes. Cadbury’s

is the very best it possible to obtain.

Prepared by the Manufacturers

CADBURY’S COCOA
of which the

“

Lancet
”

\ y 1 1
Inuß says, “It is thestandard Z • Wl I r

of highest purity.” RI • A ’
j Jr 1

Alarming Increase in Baldness!
A REMEDY OFFERED

Which possessesall theelements that go to produce a good head of hair. Its powerful,
stimulatingproperties go straight to the hair roots, giving them a life and vigour they
neverknew before. Andlife and vigour to the roots mean more hair, stronger hair,
better hair. It will assuredly do all this for YOU, as it has done for thousands ofothers.

EDWARDS’

HARLENE S HAIR
The Great Hair Producer and Restorer.

The Finest Dressing. Specially Prepared W
and Delicately Perfumed. A Luxury 7, . z/M
and a Necessity to every Modern Toilet.

Mr. HARRY DE WINDT.
The Great Explorer,

"I have only used your ‘HARLENE’ for TWO

MONTHS and am perfectly astounded at its d
marvellous results. My hair has ceased drop-
pint out, and is trowint again qvite thickly.”

I ' 9 A#4 fX P<» Bottle, from Chemists and
a -«*» **** Stores all

over the world.

Edwards' “Harlene" Co. London, w.c.
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The Club Smoking Room
By HAVANA

IN
the silly season,” began the jour-

nalist, who had just returned from

his holiday, “there are some things

which come as a godsend to the

overworked newspaper man. We

can always rely on certain subjects

bringing in an immense amount of cor-

respondence. The proverbial big goose-

berry, the sea serpent, the failure of

marriage, should the clergy wear button

boots, and catch phrases, such as

“wooden shanties” or “Who is Poole?”

can be reckoned on to provide copy for

a considerable period. One of the best

draws is the old perennial question:
“Why Men Don’t Go to Church." It is

better than anything else in a slack sea-

son. People will make all sorts of ex-

cuses for their non-attendanee, except

the real one—that they are too lazy.”

<•> <s>

“The subject,” remarked the business

man. “is one in which I take a great in-

terest, and 1 fancy one of the main rea-

sons why many men of intelligence do

not go to church is because we have so

few good preachers. The clergy seem

to be taught everything except speaking
and elocution, and yet you would natur-

ally suppose these would be the most im-

portant things. The beauty' of a service

is often completely spoiled by the wretch-

ed sermon at the end._ A badly composed
discourse is read from a badly written

manuscript, • and badly' -read at .that.

Mere boys are’ set up to lecture grown

men who have forgotten a great deal

more than the preacher ever knew. Then

the clergy are. out of touch with the

thought of the day. They' preach about

dogmas, and the authority' of general

councils, a"nd the wickedness of men of

science, and tell you not to read books

by these impious writers. But we do

read them, and we do think about them,

and we look to the clergy for guidance.
We would willingly exchange a whole

library of discourses on justification and

predestination for a single well reasoned

sermon on personal immortality. Talk

of men not going to church. I have seen

Bristol Cathedral packed with men to

hear Ainger or Wilson. Robertson, of

Brighton, and Page-Roberts could al-

■ways attract thinking men to their
churches. We are told that we ought
not to go to church for the sake of the

sermon, and that if we went in the pro-
per frame of mind we would find some

good in even the worst of sermons. If

the sermon is to be a matter of such

small importance, would it not be bet-

ter to cut it out altogether? I fancy
the Church would be much better if the

clergy were taught to preach.”

<®> <?> 3>

“I hardly' like to .express an opinion,"
ventured the dominie. “I know most

parsons look'.on me with pious horror as

a heretic of the worst type. I am told

I am an Arian, or a Macedonian, or a

Bocinian, or an Krastian. One divine told

me I was a Sabellian, whatever that

may be. Now, I really don’t care if I

am the whole lot rolled into one. These

bygone heresies may be of great interest
to the clergy, but*.they are not of the

slightest interest to'the laity. We want

men who can deal with the questions of
to day. The clergy themselves have in-

troduced us to whatsis called; “The

Higher Criticism," that is to say, they

have many of them discarded the old

belief in the literal inspiration of the

Bible. What are they going to give us

in its place? They talk about the

Church, but I would far sooner believe

in an infallible Bible than an infallible
Church. We want to know what bear-

ing modern science and the study of

comparative religion have on the old be-

lief. Then we want sermons to help us

in our daily life, to guide us in our diffi-

culties, and to inspire us and ennoble

our ideals. Very few of us care much

about dry-as-dust doctrinal disquisitions,
and the pounding of dead heresies. Nor

do we really interest ourselves in trivial

disputes about small matters of ritual.

You must not mind me being a little out-

spoken. parson. Present company is,

of course, always excepted. I am told

by men of your cloth that the old

evangelical party is almost extinct, and

people say that their teaching is quite

obsolete now. AU I can say is that it

is a pity if it is so. It really reached

men, and some of our finest soldiers and

statesmen in India have been Evangeli-

cals. What do you think, parson, of the

matter?”

<?><?><»

“The question,” replied the cleric, “is

a very difficult one. The supply of

clergy is rapidly falling, and, worst of

all. the number of candidates from our

two great universities shows a lament-

able. decrease. Youiig fellows of intel-

lect do not somehow seem attracted to

the Church. I believe that we want a

more even Iralance of parties. The Broad

Church party seems almost dead. This

is a great pity, as we are badly in want

of men who can deal in a broad spirit

with the intellectual problems of the

day. The dominant party at present is

High Church, and this party has never

really appealed to men of modern

thought. The Evangelicals are not ex-

tinct, far from it, but they are certainly

in a minority. We do not realise enough

that what appeals to the clergy does

not necessarily appeal to the laity. We

have no successor to Dean Stanley. I

quite agree with you that more atten-

tion should be paid to preaching, but an

orator is born, not made. It is not

easy to teach the art of public speaking,
and you must let me remind you that

composing two, and sometimes three

sermons a week is no easy task, even

for a practised and fluent speaker. But

I think the laity have largely them-

selves to blame for the poor quality of

many sermons. They do not make the

Church attractive to men of talent. I

told a friend of mine the other day

that in a certain diocese there were six

“ livings ” vacant, and he said he did not

suppose the whole six would really sup-

ply a decent living for a man if they
were all lumped together. To change

the subject slightly I should like to

know exactly what we are to gain by

being made a Dominion. 1 like the old

term “Colony’ myself, but I suppose the

other is rather grander."
’

S ♦ ♦

“The idea that Sir Joseph Ward had

in his mind," put in the politician, “was

that we were attractiug too little no-

tice. We were apt to lie confused with

small Gijown colonies, and were in ’dan-

ger of living overshadowed by Austialia.

I got a letter only the other day from

a very intelligent correspondent at

Home. He said he was quite surprised
to hear that we were some 1200 miles

from Sydney. People in England, he

added, thought that New Zea-

land and Tasmania and Australia

were all one, like England, Scotland and

Ireland. The new title will serve to

mark our dependence. I do not think

that it in any way alfccts our consti-
tution, but the Governor and his wife

will have a better standing. But the

word Dominion serves to mark out our

national position, and will probably do

much to raise us in the estimation of

other nations. The whole colony is in-

clude in the birthday honours, and Sir

W. S. Gilbert ought to compose a suit-

able ode for the occasion. He might add

as a new versa to Sir Joseph’s song,
*’ I’ve polished up the title of the poor

old Moa!”

The Zoo’s Bill-of-Fare.

A remarkable insight into the variety
and quantity of food, ranging from

goats to monkey-nuts, consumed in tho

menagerie at Regent’s Park is obtained
from the report of the Zoological Soci-

ety of London for 1906, recently issued.

The total cost of the food last year
was £3,856 —an increase of £337 com-

pared with the previous year. Some of
the more remarkable items in the bill

are as follows:—

Horses 216, goats 246. beef 22241b5.,
flounders 40151b5., plaice 12,1871b5., fresh

herrings 70121b5., whiting 90,2541b5.,
shrimps 2555 pints, potatoes 119cwts.,
cress 1387 bunches, apples 27 cases,

oranges 6456, Brazil nuts 1051b5., let-

tuce 790 doz., onions 53 bunches, fowl

heads 34,282, bread 5946 qtns., fresh milk

743 gals., reserved milk 2800 tins, eggs
28,693, biscuit 388cwts., meat extract

76 jars, carrots 93cwts. and 990 bunches,
bananas 4589 do., grapes 24141b5., mon-

key-nuts 35cwts., Spanish nuts 18pks.,
lemons 612, marrows 65.

There is an increase in some of these

quantities as compared with the previ-
ous year, due partly to their being more

animals and partly to the rations of

many having been increased.

An addition of over £6O to the fruit

bill is due to there having been a larger
number of fruit-eating birds and small

mammals, while the quantities of fruit

and potatoes supplied to the monkeys
were raised.

The riee and preserved milk were re-

quired for the young elephant, the young
Indian and African rhinoceroses, and

for the young hippopotamus. The larger
number of sea lions and the penguins
account for the increased consumption
of fish.

Beef has been required partly because

on one occasion the supply of horses
failed, and because it has been found

that the Siberian tigers, presented by
the Duke of Bedford, thrive better on

beef than on horse flesh.

The general health of the animals

has been good. The most serious loss

was that of the large female giraffe.
There has been a notable improvement
in the health of the monkeys since the

monkey-house was disinfected and re-

paired.
None the less, the report states, the

health of those kept in open air cages,
without artificial heat, has l>ecn mark-

edly better than that of the inhabitants
of the houses.

It is interesting to note that the total
value of the animals in the Zoo is esti-

mated at £ 17,042.
The number of visitors during the

year was 896.423, the largest number on

record, with the exception, of 1876, when
the numbers reached 915,764.

LITTLE ARTHUR SURMAN,

OF BROKEN HILL,

Brought Back Almost from Verso
of the Grave by

DR. WILLIAMS’ PINK PILLS.

Wasting away before his parent**

eyes; a pitiful case with a

joyful ending.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills brought little

Arthur Surman. of Broken Hill, back al-

most from the verge of the grave. After

he bad inflammation of the lungs, a wast-

ing weakness set in, and no one thought he

would recover.
“Now he’s ns lively as a

cricket." to use his mother’s words, and

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills worked the miracle.

The story of the cure was related by

Mrs Surman, who lives in Bismuth-st. She

said: —

"When we were living at Port Augusta,

Arthur took inflam mation of the lungs,

and the doctor never thought that he would

pull through.” said Mrs F. Surman, Bls-

muth-st.. Broken Hill. “The poor little fel-

low was only three. For days he was

clean off his head with the fever. After a

hard tight, the doctor said the worst was

over — but it was weeks before the child

was able to be out of bed. The cough
stuck to him, and he was always bringing
up a mouthful of nasty sticky phlegm, all

streaked with blood. Every time he

coughed it nearly tore his inside out. it

wore him down tiTl he was weaker than a

baby in arms. We tried to build him

up
— but for six long years he kept wast-

ing away. By the time he was nine, tie

was just a pun;- little skeleton. Everyone

told me I would never rear him. The

weakness after the fever was worse thanthe

disease itself. For weeks lie lay there

too helpless to move. The child wanted

for nothing — but he wasted away before

our very eyes. No matter what we gave
him, it made him sick on the stomach.
His head ached by the hour, and every

week he got a bilious attack. He wouldn’R

take to his food at all. lie used to bold
his little sides by the hour. And every

cough seemed to shake the very life out

of him. It wasn’t only one day that

he had this to go through - but every day
it was the same, and ah day long.

“Mouths went by, and there was no

change for the better,” added Mrs Surman.
“His ebugh got worse, and he grew thinner

and thinner. If 1 took hitn for a short

walk, bis legs gave way, and I had to carry

him home. For six years he kept fading

away. At last, he was just a bag of

skhi and bone. Down in my heart I had

given up all hope, and so had my husband.

He said to me one night, ‘Well, mother, we

can’t have our boy with
us much longer. It

will be his birthday to-morrow, and wo

might as well give the poor little chap a

party. It will be the last treat he’ll ever

"That very week, when I was sweeping
up the yard one day, 1 came across j lit-

tle book telling about Dr. Williams* Pink
Pills. They cured a little girl over in

New Zealand, so I sent to Mr Dryeti, the

grocer, in Wolfrain-st. for some of these

pills. 1 cut them in two, and gave him

half a pill after each meal. At first. I

thought they weren’t going tn do any good,
and 1 was near leaving them off. But
Arthur began to take to his food again,
and so I kept on. After the third box.
he was stronger on liis legs, and bis cough
wasn't half so bad. From that on, he

gained every day. lie said his chest
didn't hurt so much, and lie brought up

very little phlegm. By the time he had

taken six boxes of Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,
he hadn’t a sign of a cough. He

was so

well that 1 was able to send him to school.
That’s over eighteen months ago, but he

lias never been a day sick all that time.
Today lie is as strong ami healthy a lad

as you'd meet in a day’s march — and

it’s only Dr. Williams' Pink Pills we have
to thank for that. They saved his life."

Now IH-. Williams' Pink Pills build up

the strength in Just one way — they ac-

tually "make" new blood. That is all

they do. but they do it well. But you
must insist cu getting the genuine Dr.

Williams Piuk Pills. If your local re-

tailer cannot give you exactly what you
ask for, order them by mail from the Dr.
Williams’ Medicine Co., Wellington 3/
a box, six boxes 16/6, post free. If yoa
are in any doubt about your illness, write

to the same address for hints as to diet,
etc.

The lad was so ignorant that he
thought wc got nmsh from the mush-
room and milk from the milkweed. One

morning a woman pointed Io a horse in

a field, and said:

“ Look at the horse, Jimmy.**
“That's a cow,** the boy contradicted.

“No,** said the lady, “it*s a horse.**

“Taint. It's a cow/’ said the boy.
“Horses lias waggons to ’em."
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MUSINGS and MEDITATIONS

By

WOODEN SHANTIES.

It is curious how easily the public ear

is caught by a phrase. Such phrases
as "The thin red line.” "'Peace with
honour." "Three acres and a cow." "Give

Massey a chance," and “Give it to

Dufty," have all at one time or another

reigned supreme in the public mind. Just

at present the episcopal description oi our

churches as "wooden shanties" is much

exercising the attention of the more de-

vout of the various people who write

for the papers. Had the Bishop said

"wooden buildings." no one would have

concerned himself with the matter, but

the word “shanty” has drawn down much

wrath on his devoted Head. And yet

the word itself means no more than a

w den house, and is probably derived

from the French word “ehantier,” a tim-

ber yard, and because wooden structures

ate in most countries looked upon as

merely temporary erections the word

eame to mean an inferior kind of build-

ing. Most correspondents point out

that it is the worshipper and not the

building that makes the reality of

worship. But' the building often be-

speaks the mind of the congregation,
and it is a fact in many places that

while palatial edifices are erected for

government purposes, or hotels, or police
stations, er lunatic asylums, very little

by comparison is spent on the House oi

God. Our tag cathedrals at home were

bt:ilt not when England was wealthy,

bit when England was, comparatively
speaking, poor. They were built when

England was guided by ideals, anc their

fine pointed architecture and magnificent
r and tapering spires all speak to

the desire oi the nation to give of their

best to God. But in a new country like

New Zealand it is not easy to get to-

gether. the stone for large and magnifi-

cent buildings. In many email country

p lace- the small and rude settlers' ehurea

represents much self-saerifie* that has

gb- towards its erection. More than

one f these little wooden buildings of

plain, tir.iinel weatherboards, with a few

rude benches and a table for furniture

may represent quite as much devotion

and generoaty as the most costly and

stately athedraL People do not always

realise how poor some oi the country
people are. They take up land with

only a few pounds of capital, and live

mainly from hand to mouth on the

scanty produce of their farm. Many a

man. while* he is getting his place in

order and waiting for some return from
b> land, has bad to support his whole

family on less than a pound a week. In

many districts it would be a hard

matter to raise ten pounds in ready cash

from toe whole neighbourhood. There-
fore a ehumh. however small, has to be

ba • nainly by the personal work of the
settlers. One man gives the ground,
and another pays for the deeds. Then

t * gr and r« cleared by a working bee

c-n Saturday aftern tons. Tie fen ng

ha- then to be taken in hail. Poets

are -; : from tie beat timber available,
•»i the storekeeper provides the wire at

a tun! cost- Before the building is

coarmenced a considerable expenditure in
each and labour is necessary. The de-

•ig - is generally prepared by a snail
Committee. and they endeavour to make

the money go as far as possible in the
dir- •

n of proviling the largest amount

•f accooutioalatw*. Such a building

Dog Toby

when erected has but little of the orna-

mental, and only those acquainted with

life in the back-blocks can realise at

all adequately the large amount of

willing labour an 1 self-sacrifice that his

gone towards the erection of this little

church. But what the Bishop meant

when he referred to wooden buildings
was not churches such as these. He

meant that if people in our large towns

gave in proportion as these country

people do. we should have better build-

ings. The wooden shanty in the coun-

try does often put to shame the more

pretentious edifice in the city. Our

finest building is the police station, .me

of our worst is the University. Our

railway station is literally a wooden

shanty. Auckland needs good buildings,
and when we make a start with a Town.

Hals, a new University, and a new sta-

tion and Post Office, it may be that we

shall also erect si cathedral that shall be

a fitting witness t. >ur belief in religion
as the mainstay of national life.

YEARS OF INDIGESTION.

A NEW ZEALANDERS ACUTE SUF-

FERING ENDED BY BILE BEANS.

Pain after food, relieved slightly when
wind is rifted, a feeling of sickness if

awakened suddenly; headache: a hast

taste in the mouth; the recurrence of

food; heartburn; sleeplessness; all these

or any of them, are symptoms of indi-

gestien. Bile Beans tone up the diges-
tive orgat,. ,= r. 1 tzjlA t: -do their

work properly. Mr. James Young, a

‘ . g' Waikato. N.Z,
says:—T have been a sufferer from indi-
gestion for years, and hare tried

numerous remedies, but all of no aval.
In complaining to a friend of mine, he

informed me that his sister, wh :■ was a

martyr to the complaint, was permanent-
ly cured by Bile Beans. I. therefore, de-

cided to give them a trial. I procured a

box. and before I had finished the con-

tents I experienced a decided relief.

Altogether I have taken six boxes. It
is now about two months since I discon-
tinued taking them, and I have never

felt better in my life, and ean new eat

food that formerly disagreed with me.

Whenever any of my friends eomp'aln of

indigestion. I eE.ourage them to give Bile

Beans a trial, and the re- t- invariably
warrant the recommendation.’*

Bile Beans are the best family medi-

cine. and promptly cure Biliousness,
Headache, Indigestion. Stomach Troubles,
Constipation, Pile,. Debility, Female

Weaknesses, Nervousness, Bad Blood,
Bad Breath. Anaemia, and all Liver,
Stoma.% and Bowel Disorders.

The Fish: “You are anything but

bashful.”
The Lobster: "Oh. I don't know. I

always turn red if I find myself in het
water.”

Mrs Northesk Wilson >Flora Hayter),
who gave an interesting lecture at the
Eustace Miles Restaurant, London. re-

cently. on
“

Colours and Music," trans-

lates sounds of all descriptions into co-

lours.
“ Everything in nature has its keynote,

and every sound conveys a colour to

those who are in the proper state of

vibration."

Sueh was the gist of the lecture, which

was illustrated by magic lantern slides

showing flower and geometrical forms
produced by the human race. Tha
rfect of saund and colour on the blind
and in&aae respectively, aa deseribcvl by
the lecturer, caused some amueemtnt. A

raucous voice gives a blind man a "dirty
green feeling she said. Melba’s voict

said Mrs. Wilson, is a
“ high blue,

splashed occasionally with purple- Mme.

Alice Gomez’ voice some years ago sug-

gested orange. Mr. Forbes Robertson has
a violet voice, ■pith specks of green the

colour of the depressed). Mr. Tree is a

colour puzzle.

Casual Impressions
of Colonial Life and

Character.

Owiaj to aa accident the article

prepared ender the above Leadiag
for this aamher caaaot appear waul

aext isase. It is entitled “ Extrava-

gance ! I« it oar heaettiaf sin T” The

answer ia fives in the affirmative:

and this notable colonial chnracter-
iatic ia felly diacwaaed.

SHOPPING BY POST.

Drapery Goods Direct from New Zeaiaad’a Greatest

Emporium—

STRANGES
DEPARTMENTS

White Curtains Gloves and Hosiery
Siifcs and Dresses Carpets and Floorcloths
Manties and Costumes Crockery and CSassware
Tailor-mode Coats and FurnistMn<Skirts Ironmongers-
Evening and Dinner- Gent/s OutmLng

5*OWT,S Laces and Embroideries
MiHcnery Ribbons

£ k??***’ Flowers and Feathers
Chiidren s Okrttiiting Urrbreitas and Sun-
Juvenile Clothing shades

Tailoring tLadies and Ladies' Blouses
j Gent, s) Corsets

Furs Boots and Shoes
Foreign and Fancy Trimmings

Haberdashery- Dressmaking (a speciality)

COMPLETE HOUSE FURNISHERS.
Sole Agents for the World-Ranowned

“

ELDREDGE B* Sawisc
Machines Hand Machine- .vrich cover . TEL Treadle Machtses. from Ut
Drop-Head Machines., from I<s - A Five Years Glaresue wish each

Machine.
Sole Canterbury Agecis for ihe Famous Beehsiein.Schiedmayer acd Charrer
Pianos i&nc ether Celebrated Instruments). Also for the well knn«v

••Estey" Orgaas.
Goods sent on Approbation from mar.y Depar;meot& Cash retaraed. if bo:
approved, less cos>: cf carriage. Letter Orders receive prompt and careful
attention. Samples of Dress Materials. Silks. Conoas, Linens, Laces.

Tnmmhsgs. &c.. post free on applicatkm.

W. STRANGE A CO., Ltd.. Christchurch.
Lewdon Hon«e : 5S a»d 56 Baaushali StjePL. V r

Far:cry : Opposite Christchurch RailwayStation

THE BEST NATURAL APERIENT WATER.

Hunyadi Janos
For LITER COMPLAINTS. OBESITY, Ac,

The VIENNA MEDICAL PRESS” **▼«:-

Janos may be regarded asa specific for obesity.”
Avsix N Doss.—A wixegtassfnl before breakfast, either fare or ouwzcd with •

staiiar faaatity of hot er cold vaior.

/IfifTßrjAW «*• “Hanyadi Jdaaa,” th. ri<aaxnra st the Propri.tar,
LAU 1IUJI, llMflUJUmmit, and th. SedaniM, on the Bad Centra Pan

THE HATIOHfIIi MUTUAL lilfE
ASSOCIATION OF AUSTRALASIA, Ltd.

HEAD OFFICE FOB NEW ZEALAND—-

CUSTOMHOUSE QUAY, WELLINGTON.

FUNDS, over - - - £4,478,000
ANNUAL INCOME, nearly - - £824,000

Dcifpc I r»W MOSEY TO LEND ON FRKEHOLD PROPERTY
■NttIVJ L.VVV. AGENCIES THROUGHOUT THE COLONY.

SEND FOR PROSPECTUS. Bonuses Large.
J. KEW HARTY,

DISTRICT MANAGES. ORTON STEVENS,

ftUKUi STREET. ADCKLAKD. Manager for Hew ZdalanS,
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PUT THE BOOT IN.

-By P. A. Vaile.)

Rugby football is without question *

great game. I always think it has a far

greater claim to rank as England's na-

tional game than has cricket. for to excel

at it one has need of all those qualities

which go to make a good Englishman.
Strength, speed, stamina, quickness and

cririnalitv of thought,restraint in timeof

grad. excitement, dogged courage in fac-

ing .Unger and indifference to physical
pain are only some of the attributes

which the distinguished Kugbeian should

p-rssess. So in many ways 1 consider

that Rugby, properly played, brings out

the man and the gentleman in a fellow

mere than does any other game I know

of.

1 shall never forget the pleasure I had

from watching many of the historic

struggles of the famous All Blacks in

England, nor the pride I felt in them as

worthy representatives of the manhood of

New Zealand; and in their natural anti

unassuming demeanour on the held at a

time when hero-worship was at its height,
and a less well-balanced lot might have

succumbed to the heady draught: and

onlv those who have tasted its exhilara-

tion in the only place that makes fame

know that by
'

comparison champagne
Hows like milk.

But above all this there was, and is,

cause for New Zealanders, footballers and

otherwise, always to be proud of her All
Blacks, and to emulate theirexample.

They played the game!
Nobody can say it more eloquently than

that if allowed the free run of a diction-

ary and a fortnight to do it in. They
played a dean, hard, fast, sportsmanlike
game that won admiration in spite of

much idiotic railing at the wing forward

by ignorant persons. But people who do
not quite understand how they are being
beaten cannot be expected to thoroughly
appreciate the tactics leading to their
downfall. So when volleying was first

introduced into lawn tennis, the enter-

prising fellow who bounded to the net

and cut off in mid-air his opponent"s most

telling returns was deemed in very truth

a bounder.

Perhaps the most remarkable match I
saw in England was Oxford University v.

New Zealand. During my visits to the

Old Country I had noticed that strange
disintegration cf the moral fibre of Eng-
land's men that is undoubtedly taking
place. About the date of New Zealand’s

first match I had a three weeks’ contro-

versy in the "Spectator” on the subject,
and in "The Tinies" and "Daily Mai!” I

pointed out most forcibly that the New

Zealanders ’tour meant something more

than mere football: that, indeed, it was a

question of the manhood of the nation

being tried out. and I did nc-i hesitate to

indicate dearly what my opinion as to

the result was. New Zealand and South
Africa have since emphasised my view,
and probably Australia will drive the ar-

gument home.

Holding these views it was only natural
that I should be much interested in the

meeting of Oxford University and our

players. “Here.” I said to myself, “I

shall see the pick of the brainv muscle

cf the kingdom pitted against the New

Zealand lads.”

I scanned the teams with the utmost
interest as they filed on to the ground,
and I was well pleased. In bone and

brawn and inches it was New Zealand

every time ■ but my hyper-critical faculty
was net satisfied with that. I searched

the faces, and compared the carriage and.
so far as it is given to an ordinary stu-
dent cf men to know, I saw in the bora

from Greater Britain no want cf intel-

lect, strength of mind, or refinement as

compared with England's elect. Hiah

words, perhaps, some will say. When I

praise I mean it. Indiscriminate adula-

tion is nearly as bad a habit as general
swearing. When the words are really
wanted—when, for instance, one kicks a

trunk in the dark with one's big toe—-

they hare lost their power of expres-
sion.

From the moment the referee's whistle
went it was apparent that the Oxford
match was going to give point to my re-

marks about England's men. For some

ten minutes or so there was a semblance
cf defence—then a rout. I shall never

forget tie absolutely bewildered condition
cf the poor Varsity players. Hunter that
day was meteoric. He’darted in and out

amongst his opponents in a manner that
was truly amazing, finch dodging, or

swerving as It is miscalled in England, I
never before saw. He ‘cut in” almost
at will, and cm one occasion, after paaa-

tog everyone, walked over the line be

tween the posts and touched down amidst

shoots of laughter even from the Varsity
barrack ere Oxford’s play was mi-orably
stereotyped and feeble. and the score 47

to 0 barely indicates the difference of the

teams. The match, if such it can be call-

ed. was a memorable one. It was the

first meeting of an English University
team with a team of New Zealand foot-

ballers. and it resolved itself into a team

of big bronzed good natured fellows actu-

ally playing with, scarcely against, a

team of semi-paralysed anxious looking
youths.

This may sound like erowing over tie

defeat of an opposing team. It is not so,

for, were that the object, a dozen other

matches might easily be added. My de-

sire is to emphasise the value of strength,
and quickness of resource. and. above all

things, the desirability of “playing the

game” even under the most adverse cir-
cumstances. Oxford was hopelessly
beaten within a quarter of an hour, and

abandoned any hope of scoring. merelv

attempting to defend: but from first tc

last there was no incident in that match
which might bring the flush of shame to
the face of any participant in it: and
this brings me right home again to Auck-
land.

A few days ago I watched a football
match between seme Auckland gentle-
men. ex-college boys, and I saw some

things that “gave me furiously to think."
There has been much talk in the South
recently of foul play. It isn’t all in the

South. We have our share of it here.
One of the teams was being beaten.

Certainly not as badly as Oxford was,
but it didn't take it the same way as

Oxford did. "Put the boot in,” said
one ruffian, as they formed up for a

serum, and they did “put the boot in”
to good effect, as one player had to give
up the game for a few weeks and wear

four stitehes in his head

On another occasion I saw one of the

ex-college gentlemen on the ground in a

serum. He was across an opponent who

lay en the ground face upwards. 1 ob-

served that college gentleman roughly
“sawing” the face of his prostrate oppo-
nent with the bony part of his forearm,
which he drew backwards and forwards
across it several times.

On the line out I frequently saw

players who had no chance of getting at

the ball deliberately “wipe” the ms n

who was marking them across the faee
or throat with the forearm.

On several ©cessions I saw plarers
who were nowhere near the ball hit an

opposing player on the face with open
hand, striking with the palm at the end
of the wrist, in which way, as is well
known, a very severe blew can be dealt,
especially when one is not expecting it.

I repeatedly saw players trying to

strain their opponents’ necks, and wil-

fully attacking men who were not near

the ball. On one occasion 1 saw an

ex-college gentleman racing after the

ball. There were many players onboth
sides in front of him. and one of the

opposition was near him. He “landed”

him on the head from behind, and

promptly “downed” him. “

During a scrummage I distinctly saw

an ex-college gentleman jump with all
his energy so that he landed with both
knees doubled up on the ehest of a fallen

opponent, and later on I saw another one

holding a player down on the ground.
I eannot fully explain the hold in the

press, but the man seemed to be in

pain, and on rising warmly remonstrated

with the offender, but, of course, it was

an accident!
When things were going very badly I

heard another ex-college gentleman say.

“Now, then. Lads. You know your

game. Keep the boot going.” And the
blood-stained shins of their opponents
showed clearly that they did know that

portion of their game at least very well,
but even then they didn't win, and the

lads who played the game like men and

gentlemen beat them handsomely.
Now. the question arises. “If these

things are done by players who practi-
cally claim to be on an equality with

University men. what are the All Blacks

of the future going to be?”

The answer is easy. All blackguards.
As I stood within a few feet of the

players and saw these things my mind

flew back to the Crysfal Palace, to Car-

diff, to Blackheath, to many places where

clear-cut football gems stand out brightly
in my mind, and I could not help com-

paring these fellows with men who play
the game. •

It is many a long year since I played
Rugby football. butT can well remember

the solid satisfaction I felt in grassing
aty man, especially when he had only me

to beat to score: and 1 didn't try to do

it gently, either. That doesn’t come

into Rugby, and so long as a man has

the ball he must take anything that

comes his way fairly, but this everlast-

ing foul play which is continually in-

creasing, must be stopped unless the

game is to become Americanised and

lose its hold on the peopJe.
I have spoken to some of the Rugby

authorities about it. They know :t is

not exactly confined to ex-college or

alleged ex-college gentlemen, and some

day there will be a shocking example,
and someone will “go up for life.”

During the matches 1 refer to 1 was

Sieving up and done the line, and so 1

and others saw the things I refer to

distinctly.
“What about the referee?”
Well, he is not argus-eyed. and these

p-leasant gentlemen know that his eyes
must follow the leather. The line-um-
pires should be given some specific

powers with regard to foul play, for

they can see much more of this kihl of

thing than the referee can, and in all

eases they should be appointed by the

authorities.
The teams referred to by me are not

playing under the Rugby Union, but the

practices referred to are not confined to

them. 1 have repeatedly been asked to

deal with this matter, and have as often

deelined, for although I have seen Tots
of rough play one realises that Rugby is

not a lady's game: but when ex-college
gentlemen deliberately lay themselves
out to maim or incapacitate their oppo-
nents. often in the most cowardly way,
ii is time for someone to speak.

It is no uncommon tnmg for a player
when fairly "grassed" to inform his cel-

larer that he wi.l “lay" for him. and a

week or two ago I saw one player eight
er tenyards over the line make a violent

effort to throw a man. who had hackled
him keenly, but absolutely legitimately,
a little while before.

Which shall it be, “All Blacks
“

or

“AU Blackguards”?

PERSONAL NOTES FROM

LONDON.

(From O'.r Special Comspo;.deni.)

LONDON, May 24.

Mr. C. R. Williamson, of Auckland,

arrived by the Runie on a holiday trip
to the Old Country. At present he

is making London his headquarters.

4' 4" 4

Tw o New Zealand editors. Mr. T. W.

Leys, of Auckland, and Mr. Mark Co-

hen. of Dunedin, are included in the

party of British editors who have been
officially invited to visit Germ. ny. The

party leaves London to-morrow, and

will spend about a fortnight in visit-

ing the leading cities of the Father-
land. A formidable programme of en-

tertainments has been mapped out for
the travellers.

4- -s' �

Recent callers at the High Commis-
sioner's Office: Mr. Lawrence Foot C'in-

ton.i, Mr. William Barnet: (Christ-
church), Mr. George E. Prince and Mr.

H. 0. Manz (Wellington), Mr. A. Louis-
son (Christchurch), Mr. W. Broadway
(Christchurch), Mr. and Mrs. G. B.

Chiek Christchurch*. Dr. and Mrs. Earle
(Wanganui!. Mr. Gordon-Frazer, Mr.

and Mrs. M. Frazer (New Plymouth),
Mr. R. Seymour Fannin Napier l . Mr.

C. R. Williamson (Auckland*. Mr.

James Lovell .Auckland . Mr. Thos. J.

Lovell (Auckland . Mrs. Joseph and

daughters Wellington!, Mr. and Mrs.

John T. Evans and family (Gisborne),
Miss Himmel ,Dunedin), Mr. ani Mrs.

Alfred Gibbin <Te Ante*. Mrs. D. Ren-

ouf. Mr. John Renouf (Napier >, Mr.

and Mrs. W. T. Grandy, Miss Grundy

(Wellington i, Miss F. Waterhouse

(Napier), Mrs. R. C. Lambery. Mr. C.
Lambery (Wellington,. Mr. and Mrs.

Jas. Cartruer ( We.Ung ton(, Mr. and
Mrs. IL E. Williams and Miss Williams
(Dunedin *.

Mr. F. Hobbs, of Christchurch, who

is a member of the "San Toy” touring
company, distinguished himself at the
Harborne Club's golf links. Birming-
ham. on Whi: Monday, by winning the
Joan Wilson Challenge Cup. and the

first prize in a ma'cb with 65 competi-
tors. The result was somewhat of a

surprise, as Mr. Hobbs, au IS handle*]
player, went round the course in 97,
thus achieving the phenomena! net

score of W. The score of the runner-

up was (S2—S>. 74. and the third man

si-ored (94—b 75. so the New Zealander
bad an easy victory.

< < 4*

Mt-. S. McGuinness, of Taranaki, ano

the Misses Reay. of Christchurch, are

on a holiday trip to the Old Country.
They left the Moldavia at Marseilles,
and spient ten dr.ys in France before

coming ou to London. After touring
in the United Kingdom, during rhe

summer, they propoaed returning : '
New Zealand by way of New Y'ork,
Vancouver and Sydney.

«■ $

Miss F. Waterhouse, of Napier, who

arrived here by the Tongariro. on April
27t-i. will probably return to New Zea-

land about October, travelling by the
Orient line via Suez. Misss Waterhouse
hopes to visit various parts of Eng-
lan 1. Scotland and Ireland during the

next few months.

4s

Mbs M. Himmel, of Dunedin, arrived

by the Runic on the 12th inst., after

a very enjoyable 'rip. She is on pleas-
ure bent, and will remain in London for

■a couple of months, and then travel

through Scotland and Ireland, after-

wards visiting Paris ana Berlin, in

which city she has relatives. Miss

Himmel has not yet de.ided by which

route she will return to New Zea-

land.

4 -S'

Mr. and Mrs. W. T. Grundy and Mis-

Grundy, of Wellington, arrived by the

Omrah last Saturday after a very

pleasant trip. Mr. Grundy is attend-
ing the Federal Conference cf Educa-
tion. which begins to day, as the repre-
sentative of the Wellington Edt. ation

Board, the New Zealand Educational
Institute and the Masterton Technical

School. He will reurain in London with

his wife and daughter until the close

of the Conference, and then leave for

the Midlands, where he has relatives

and friends whom be has not seen for

thirty years. Later on Mr. Grundy will

probably make a tour through the

North of England, and through Scot-

han 1. visiting en route representative
ed.ieational institutions. particularly
those connected with primary educa-

tion. Returning to London abo.it the

middle of July, he will visit school*

here, and probably take a trip to Paris.
He expects to leave London for New

Zealand on August 23. by the Oro-

4 4*

New Zealand papers are asked to re-

cord the death of Mt. Thomas Andrey,
• ■ i. sen : t tie i,.■ Si: 1

....
W.

Audrey, on the 20th inst., at At lath.

Salisbury, in his 67ih year.

Mr. T. Y. Lusk, of Dunedin, who ar-

rived by the Tongariro on the 27 th

ult.. intends staying two or three

year- in London to continue his studies

as an architect with some of the lead-

ing men in that profession. Subse-

quently he hopes to return to the

ccloav to start in business for him-

self. ’

THE UNION BANK OF AUS-

TRALIA. LIMITED

Established 1837. Incorporated IfiSO.

rAin-Cl’ CAPITAL CI.SCO.OOO

RESERVE FVXDS of will-b

£4BO,(K<O is invested in Con-

sols. £.200.00 in Lora! Loans

Imrerial Government Sre k>,

£L-M!<«SI In National War
LoaT 1 120.000

Together 2 C20.000

RESERVE LIABILITY OF

PROPRIKTOBB 3 <OO.OOO

£5.000,000

A Prancb of this Rank Is now open at

Kclcnsvllle. In the Ate kiand Prevince.

J B PERCY.
Resident Inspector.

MR JOHN TOW, late of Hebnsville.

:s requested to rail upon Measre Heals

and Beale. SoUcttore. Queen -at., on a matter

of importance.
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Music and Drama

The ‘‘New York Press.” in a recent

article on American bad manners in

the concert hall and at the opera, made

these admissions:—‘‘Let the music

plunge into a sudden silence and a

dozen whispers are betrayed, pro-

grammes rattled, and a number, of other

(mannerisms which have been creating
a separate circle of annoyances. Chairs

are scraped along the floor, doors al-
lowed to squeak, and late-comers to
stalk in with insolent indifference to the

havoc they are creating. From the

top gallery of the opera to the most

decollette row of boxes there is a cease-

less rustle anti whisper, betraying what

6 s worse than bad manners—a com-

plete lack of sympathy with what is

l»eing offered. For die who is open to

the glamour and meaning of music is

morbidly sensitive to any alien sound
or sign; and it is to him that the niu-

»ic belongs. The others have paid for

their seats, but for all that they are

Outsiders, allowed in on sufferance,
and should behave as such.”

Madame Albani, now visiting Aus-

tralia. and shortly to come to New Zea-

land, is not an Italian. She is a

French Canadian. In private life the

artist is Mrs (lye. The name Albani

was selected by Iximperti. the great
singing master, when the young so-

prano from Canada made her first ap-

pearance in “La Sonnambula,” at Mcr-

aina. Italy. The artist was then 18,
and the Opera House, at the close of

the brilliant performance, rang with

Shouts of “Albani! Albani?”

J

A recent concert in Gisborne afforded

Some humorous incidents, although they
were most displeasing at the moment,
says the “Poverty Bay Herald.” “The

Ideating of my own heart was the only
sound I heard.” sang Mrs Howie in

that rich voice with which she is gift-
ed; it was deeply impressive, lait un-

fortunately just at that moment the

town clo«-k clanged out the hour of nine.

•‘Good-bye, Summer,” sweetly <ang
Miss Bonar-Miller, and there came a

shower of hail on the iron roof. The

duet. “The Wanderer‘s Night Song,”
■was being delightfully sung by Miss

Miiler (soprano) and Mrs Howie (con-

traltos when there came a soulless lar-

rikin to the side door and uttered a

piercing “wlioo.”

Fashionable women in Cleveland

(Ohi<» have established a manicure par-
lour for cats. It is regarded as a form

of a-mews ment.

At a •‘sing-soag” given the other
night by a' well-kn<ywn gentleman in his

home. *a male gueat sang Queen of the
FsrUi.” The UmC, beat ou making

things pleasant all round, asked what

sort of queen she was —was she queen
of diamonds’ “No,” coyly interjected
the host’s nipper; “queen of spades,”
The nipper was “shovelled" out of the

room to bed.

J* J»

The gallant Ganz, who would have

us believe that Patti was married for

the first time in 189!), tells of a private
operatie performance at Craig-y-nos, the

singer’s castle in Wales:—“Soon after

Madame Patti’s happy marriage with

Baron Rolf Cederstrom. one of the most

charming of the many agreeable Swedes

whom 1 have met—she asked me to
come down to Craig-y-nos and conduct
‘La Traviata,’ which she proposed to

give on the stage of the lovely little

theatre in the castle, as her husband
had not heard her sing in opera. The

performance, on October 16, 1899. went

off well, and, needless to say, all the

visitors staying at the castle and all

the neighbours who came for the event
were enchanted. Especially enthusi-

asm was raised by Madame’s brilliant

execution of ‘Ah fors’ e lui’ and the

melancholy “Addio del passato’ of the
last act touched all hearts.”

J*

Miss Mirie Hall, the famous violinist,
is now visiting New Zealand. Mr M.
Marcus, manager for Messrs. J. and N.

Tait, jjas re-arranged the tour, which
commences on Thursday evening. July
4th, at Wellington. Miss Hall will give
a series of three concerts at the Choral
Hall on Thursday, Friday and Saturday
evenings, July 25th, 26th and 27th New

Zealand instrumentalists are to be con-

gratulated upon being able to hear Mi>s

Marie Hall, who is included amongst the

six greatest violinists of the present day.

o’ J*

The young Australian pianist. Mr

Percy Grainger, seems likely to secure

fame nob only for his playing but also
for his compositions. According to letters
received recently he is now hard at work

upon some very ambitious efforts, in

which Sir Edward Elgar is taking great
interest. In /act, the latter has given as

his deliberate opinion that Mr Grainger
is to be one of the world’s modern com-

posers.

J« J*

To those who are acquainted—and who
is not—with the world-wide reputation
of Clara Butt, whom the “Daily Mail”

calls "the custodian of a nation’s voice,”
it will come as a shock to learn that that
voice was very nearly lost to them. Her

parents were adverse to her following a

professional career, and had it not been

that she won the Royal Scholarship of

400 guineas at the Royal Academy of

Music. Miss Butt might have wasted her

sweetness on the desert air of suburban
drawing-rooms. Of course, when she
made her debut in the Albert Hall there

was no question of her future. The pub-
lic enthusiasm was repeated next day in

the Press, and from that day Madame
Clara Butt has never looked back.

J*

After a most successful tour through
Canada, the United States and Australia.
Miss Jessie Maclachlan will give a series

of farewell concerts in New Zealand, com-

mencing Monday. July 15th. in Auck-
land. Few vocalists that have visited
New Zealand have been more popular
with the various audiences than Miss
Maclachlan. The reason is not far to

seek. Imbued as she is with a deep and

intense love of her country and of its

minstrelsy, she infuses into her singing
a spirit and fervour which makes a -Jeep
impression upon those who hear her. It
is not only the fact that she is a vokalrit
of rare ability, and that she possesses a

soprano voice of great power and bril-

liancy of tone, that makes her so success-

ful. She is also above everything a true

exponent of the inner spirit and character
of the songs she sings. When she bursts

forth with unrivalled power and expreo-

sion in the martial strains of the Scot-
tish patriotic songs, she kindles in the
hearts of her hearers a fire of patriotism.
Equally successful also is she in the

simple ballad*. those.songs of the people
that they have heard tlieir mothers sing,
which awake memories of their childhood
and the country they have left behind.
It is this which makes Miss Maclaehlan's
singing of Scottish music stand out so

pre eminently. She feels what she sings,
and she infuses her whole heart, aided

by her incomparable voice, into the in-

terpretation of the songs she is singing.
Nothing finer in the range of vocalisation
can be imagined than the trumpet-like
and powerfully dramatic manner in which
she declaims “Scots Wha Hae,” “A Hun-

dred Pipers," and that wonderful song
“Blue Bonnets o’er the Border.” What

wonder that, the impressionable Celtic
nature is moved to the wildest enthusa
ism. So also in songs of England and
Ireland, the priraa donna is equally at

home, showing that she possesses, in an

eminent degree, the true artistic spirit.
In Mr Douglas Young, it is said, the

company possesses a tenor of rare ability,
whilst Mr McLinden's ’cello solos are also
most artistic. Mr Buchanan adds to the
completeness of the company by his ex-

cellent accompaniments.

J*

Santley tells a story of the effect of
his operatic acting on a member of his
own family. He was appearing as Val-

tine in "Faust.” and among the spec-
tators was his little daugh-
ter. who was witnessing her
first stage performance. During the

duel scene, she became terribly agitated,
and when Santley fell, after receiving
his “fatal” wound, his daughter gava
a piercing yell, and had to be carried

screaming from the theatre! Valen-
tine’s song, “Even Bravest Heart May
Swell,” was written expressly for Sant-
ley’s voice by Gounod, one of the closest

friends of the vocalist.

Jt Jt

In America, at all events, orchestral

enterprise appears to be meeting witii

encouragement of the most practical de-

scription. At Pittsburg, according to

the “ Musical News,” Emil Pauer. the

well-known conductor, is to receive a

salary of £3OOO for the season, while

the orchestra itself is supported by a

guarantee of £BOOO per annum for the

ensuing three years. Minneapolis has

raised a sum of £ 18,000 in order to

carry on its orchestra under Emil Ober

hotter for a similar period, and the

Theodore Thomas Orchestra, directed by
Frederick Stock, has recently been pre-
sented with a donation of £ 10.000.

JU J*

A Vienna correspondent writes: —

“The Emperor Francis Joseph recently
conferred orders upon several of the

artists who took part in the festival

held last year at Salzburg, in honour of

the 150th anniversary of the birth of

Mozart. As it is some time since his

Majesty bestowed honours upon artists,
the marks of favour are all the more

gratifying to those concerned. Lilli

I.ehmann received the gold cross for

merit, and Felix Mottl was honoured

by the expression of his Majesty’s great
appreciation of his talent. Further, the

Emperor conferred upon Dr. Camille

Saint-Saens the Austrian decoration for

art and science.

J* JI

Santley is seventy-four, and his musi-

cal jubilee has been celebrated recently
in the Albert Hall, London. A medical

friend of the writer of the “ Scientific

Notes ” in the “ Pall Mall Gazette ’’
en-

larges upon the price he would pay for

the privilege of gazing upon Santley’.*
vocal chords. But “C. W. S.” says that
“ vocal chords do not make the sifiger.”
“ What gives beauty, character and val-

ue to a voice is its over tones or har-

monies. These are produced rs the

vocal chords, but as far as the chords

are concerned they are only potential. It

is the resonator’s chest, throat and nose

which select and reinforce certain cf

these over • tones, while ignoring
others.”

JI Jf

There is a certain kind of cheap piano
which commands a market among
humble folk who can afford only a very
few pounds for an instrument. Pianos
of this particular order arc known in

the profession as
“

orange boxes." The

description obtains a peculiar signifio*
anee in the light of an advertisement—*
quoted in the “Music Trades Review”—
which appeared iu a recent issue of •

German horticultural journal—“ Garten-

hau-Zeitung.” It ran thus: “Piano,
new, elegant, noble tone, for sab>
(cheap). Will take apples in exchange
—P I

, Berlin, 5.0.” We maw

be forgiven the hope that Germany wf*
keep that piano.

Jl J*

There was no mistake (writes frtenv
George Tallis) about the reception give*
to Mr. J. C. Williamson’s new Comedy
Company when it inaugurated its Au*

tralian career at the Princess Theatre

on Saturday evening (..line 22nd), with
a delightful performance of “The Blue

Moon.” Tlie combined attractions of a

new piece and new people sufficed in it-

self to draw a very large section of Mel-

bourne playgoers to the theatre—indeed,
■the whole of the dress circle and all but
a few seats in the stalls were all reserved
before the opening night, and the im.

mense audience which assembled showed
every symptom of unequivocal approval,
expressing their appreciation alike for
the splendid mounting, the gorgeous

Eastern colouring, the artistic setting,
and the veritable triumph which Mr.

Gerard Coventry has secured in the

general production of the piece, while

each and every member of the new or-

ganisation made a most favourable im-

pression. In singing the company
proved particularly strong; Miss Amy
Murphy’s beautiful soprano and Mr.

Reginald Kenneth's fine resonant bari-

tone were uplifted innumbers that pleased
the audience immensely, while Miss Maud
Thorne also sang daintily and expressive-
ly. In comedy work the organisation
is no less well equipped; Mr. Victor

Gouriet scored all along the line as

Moolraj, the Burmese-Bermondsay boy,
his song, “O, Be Careful of the

’

Croco-

dile." with its quaint” danee. scoring a

triple encore. The same compliment was

paid Miss Daisie Wallace for her taking-
ly sung “She Didn’t Know." and this

lady achieved a genuine triumph for her

singing, her acting, and her dancing
alike. Mr. Myles Clifton also shone to

advantage, and the same remark applies
to Mr. Harold Parkes. Miss Celia Ghiloni,
and Mr. P. B. Bathurst. Chorus and

orchestra, under the new conductor (Mr.
Alfred Moulton), could not have done

better, and altogether the premiere was

a most emphatic success.

Jt Jf

In many respects, the tour (including
New Zealand) upon which the “Mother
Goose" Company has just entered is one

of the most extensive ever essayed by
any of Mr. J. C. Williamson's organisa-
tions. and it is doubtful whether any
other management in the world would

attempt it. As a single instance of the

long distances to be crossed and the ex-

penditure involved, the forthcoming trip
to Perth may be quoted. Only that
town in West Australia will be visited,
and it has only, comparatively speaking,
a limited population within reach of the

theatre, and yet it will cost in fares
alone a round £750, without freight and

other expenses, to transport the company
there, while the whole of the passenger
accommodation of a large coastal steamer

will have to be given up to the members
—and this for a fortnight’s season. Then,
too, the smaller theatres to be met with

on tour has necessitated the duplication
in a smaller size of every single piece of

scenery and property in the same lavish

style of ornamentation as has distinguish-
ed the mounting in the big metropolitan
centres. Again, the necessity of "carry-
ing kids." as the presence of children in
the company is refered to. puts a big
responsibility on the shoulders of the

management. The youngsters have to

lie carefully looked after, and two trained

nurses have been engaged for that pur-

pose. who will watch over the youngsters*
interests and well-being by night and day
while one of the first duties of the ad-

vance agent in every town will be to fix
up comfortable quarters for them near

the theatre. Finally, whenever a land

journey is to be made by the company a

special train will tie required, so that

altogether "Mother Goose” will have to

keep on laying large size eggs in order

to cope with the task of keeping that

gay old bird moving around the Common*
wealth and New Zealand.

**. *

Though the name of Carreno is new
to most New Zealanders and Anstraliaao

HIS MAJESTY’S THEATRE.
Lessee. Mr C. R. Bailey.

Under the direction of

MR J. C. WILLIAMSON

JULIUS KNIGHT BOOM’

SENSATIONAL SUCCESS.

“ RAFFLES "

(The Amateur Cracksman).
A REMARKABLE PLAY

ABSO RB ING INT E REST

MR JULIUS KNIGHT AS RAFFLES,
For a Limited Number of Nights.

SATURDAY. JULY 6th
For the First Time in Auckland.

the Romantic comedy drama.

By
SIR ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

"BRIGADIER GERARD,”
r. With

MR JULIUS KNIGHT

CAPTAIN GERARD.

Box Plan at Wildman and Arey’s.
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M a pianist, it is well recognised by those

in touch with the musical centres of the

old world that she has long held an

unique position among the leading
pianists of the day. It is the personal
quality that speaks through Madame

Carreno's fingers that accounts for the

extraordinary charm that her playing
yields both to the musician and the un-

cultured listener. Everything she does

means something. Says one critic:—"ln

no pianist before the publie is that rare

art of appealing directly to the senses

more highly developed than it is in the

case of Madame Carreno. It is a common

remark to say that a piano is made to

eing. In the ease of this remarkable

woman it means that the touch of the

soul is at the end of her fingers, just as

it hovers in the singer's throat. Madame

Carreno is said to have reached the ma-

turity of her art.” She comes to New

Zealand under the wing of our old friend,
Herr Benno Seherek.

Apropos of the above, Carreno has been

delighting Melbourne and Sydney audi-

ences in an unprecedented manner, and

comes to Australia with an immense re-

putation. Her breadth of tone is mar-

vellous, exceeding that of any contempo-

rary performer, while her soft playing is

of exquisite delicacy, and she has striking
individuality, with a temperament which

immediately enslaves her audiences. Her

tour is a flying one, as she has to come on

to us in New Zealand, and yet be in

America by October.

As the name denotes, "Brigadier
Gerard,” Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s fine

novel, which is to be staged as a comedy
drama by Mr. Julius Knight and Mr. J.
C. Williamson’s Dramatic Company on

Saturday next, is a military play, dash-

ing, sparkling with gorgeous uniforms

and dressings, and full of grand situa-

tions. It is a story of the time of Na-

poleon, showing how Captain Gerard is

sent in search of papers which are in

the hands of the conspirator Tallyrand,
and, after numerous thrilling situations,
he eventually recovers them, Mr. Knight
has an ideal part in the title role. Miss

Marion Grey’, as the Comtesse, stately
and attractively dressed, is very effective;
Mr. Hubert Willis represents the Em-
peror Napoleon, as a cold, stern, inevit-

aMf. and exacting soldier; Mr. ]>eslie

Victor pourtrays Tallyrand as a sinister,
unscrupulous foeman of Gerard. Other-

parts are sustained by- Messrs. Rupert
Julian, Harry Plimmer, Herbert Bentley-,
Reynolds Denniston, and Miss Dorothy’
Sidney. The story of the pray rends

itself to the display of elaborate and

picturesque scenery and dresses.

Jt J*

Rallies pleases the publie immensely,
and as the gentlemanly burglar Mr.

Knight is certainly hard to resist. The

production affords an amusing evening’s
entertainment, and to enter upon the

ethics' of the play as a play would be

as absurd as to discuss' the morals,
honesty, and sobriety, etc., of the pup-
pets in musical farce.’ "Rattles” will not
educate or elevate, and has ho pretences
that' way-, nor is it one of those produc-
tions likely to require revisal. but it
Inii-t have already proved a very good
investment for Mr. Williamson. Its

popularity, may be ephemeral, but
while it lasts it "goes big,” as they say
on the stage.

JU J*

An evening with Wagner—being a de-

scription of Tannhauser, Was given be-
fore the Auckland Society of Musicians
and friends by Herr Johan Wielaert last
week. The leeturette. which was

bright, able, and instructive, as well as

entertaining, was excellently illustrated
by some of the better known numbers,
the parts being taken by Madame Wie-
laert <Elizabeth and Venus), Mr. Carter
(Tannhauser), Mr. Barry Coney (Wol-
fram ami Herman), ami Miss Rosewarne
(Shepherd).

e*

The third adventure in matrimony by
Miss Ellen Terry has drawn-attention to
the faet that when she married the sec-
ond time she was seven years in retire-
ment from the stage, and seemed even

as if she might leave it for ever. In her
life of the actress Mrs. Cran writes;
"Here there seems to be fresh proof of

that curious want of ambition to which
Ellen Terry confeseed later on. She

had played each part as it came in her

way as well as she knew how, but each

part was not to her as a battle won to

conquer an empire. She did not see

that empire in her dreams. She never

had the slightest craving for glory. She
renounced her career at the age of

twenty without any suspicion that she

had anything to renounce. For Six

years she lived in the country, putting
all that energy and vitality which she

was afterwards to devote to her art into

her life.

Ji J*

“It is said that Charles Reade, when

hunting in Hertfordshire, met her by
chance in a country lane, and told her in

his rough yet kindly way that she was a

fool to have left the stage. ■'Why don't

you go baek?’ '1 don’t want to.’ ‘You

will some day.’ ‘Never.’ Then,
mindful of certain financial troubles

threatening her rural peace. Ellen Terry
added: ‘At least, not until some one

gives me £4O a week.’ ‘Done!’ said

Charles Reade. 'I will!’” Reade thus

recorded the event in his diary: “Ellen

Terry. A young lady highly gifted with

what Voltaire justly calls le grand art

de plaire. Left the stage for some

years. . . .

Her expression kills any
pretty face you see beside her . . . She
is a pattern of fawn-like grace. .. A

very eharming creature.”

J« JU

Sir Squire Bancroft, Mr. John Hare,

and Mr. W. 8. Gilbert were among the

brilliant gathering at the Royal Academy
Banquet, at Burlington House, at which

the Prince of Wales was present. Music

had eminent representatives in Sir

Hubert Parry and Mr. Charles Santley.

..OUR..

ILLUSTRATIONS

RUINS ON PONAPE.

The disastrous hurricane in the Caro-

line Islands which resulted in the loss

of oxer a hundred, livres calls attention

to this comparatively little known archi-
pelago. Ponape. or Ascension Island, is

one of the most interesting of the group,
principally on account of its cyclopean
ruins, which are very similar to those

at Eastern Island. Their origin is a

mystery, and their use can only- be

guessed at. Describing a great ruin at

Ponape, the late Mr. F. J. Moss writes

in "Through Atolls and Islands in Mie

Great South Sea”:—"Before us rose a

massive structure. 20 reet high and 170

feet broad, with walls of enormous thick-

ness, formed of basaltic prisms, some of

huge size, laid in alternate transverse

rows, the larger in one direction ami the

smaller in the other. It was the western

wall on which we gazed in silent won-

der, and through a great opening in the

centre, evidently intended as an entrance,

we could see the inner walls of the

same height and character. The islet,

like all through which we passed, was

embanked with massive walls of the

same style as the building. These care-

ful embankments, the great walls, and

the solemn silence, gave to the whole the

appearance of a eity dead and deserted

now, but with canals once crowded by
canoes filled with devotees eager to at-

tend the savage rites and sacrifices of

which the ruined mass before us may

lav? been the saered scene. That n.

was built for a temple seemed dear to

my mind.”

Many quotations came from the works

of Thales, the Greek philosopher and
one of the seven wise men. It was he

who said. “Know thyself”; “Few words

nre -a sign of prudent judgment”: ‘‘Stearch

after wisdom, and choose what is most

worthy”; “There is nothing more beau-

tiful than the world”; “Time is the wis-
est thing, for'it invents and discovers
all things.”

He also said that it was the hardest
thing in the world to know oneself,
and the easiest to admonish another. In

his youth Thales was urged to marry;

but he said. “It is too soon”; and later

in life, upon being urged again, he said,
“it is too Ute.”

How Men Will Live a Hundred

Years from Now.

How men will live,; dress, keep house,
and travel a hundred years from now is

forecasted by Baron Russell, the English
scientist, who predicts the future from

a study of the past and present ten-

dencies of the things that concern our

daily life. This has been Baron Russell’s

hobby for years, and the result has been

given in a book entitled “One Hundred

Years Hence,” which is regarded by
many sociologists as a most scientific

attempt to gaze into the future.

In the first place, women will relegate
the corset and other injurious clothing
to the company of the farthingale and

other obsolete garments in a compara-

tively short time. Already tight-lacing
and the wearing of such corsets as

unnaturally compress the internal organs
of the body are being rejected by wo-

men of sense, who decline to injure
themselves and their offsprng at the

command of fashion.

WOMEN WILL DISCARD

PETTICOATS.

If one were asked to suggest the

various steps by which the ultimate cos-

tume of the century, whether male or

female, will be arrived at, Baron Russell

thinks few would not boggie at the task.

But two characteristics certainly will be

demanded—that it shall give all move-

ments of the body the greatest possible
freedom consistent with warmth, and

that it shall be as easy as possible to

put on and oft. There will be an inner

garment wore next the skin for purposes
of cleanliness. This will be made of some

fabric not unlike the Japanese soft, silky

paper, so that it can be destroyed as

soon as taken oft'. Next will be a middle

garment worn for warmth, and. lastly,
an outer suit for protection.

It is not in the least likely that so

insanitary and degrading an occupation
as that of the washer woman can' sur-

vive, the middle garment, completely
cleansable by vacrFum action and oxy-
genation, will, of course, be made of

some vegetable fibre like cotton or flax.

It will be some developed form of com-

bination easy to put on and oft fastened

by a single knot bf button. It will be

highlv porous, for the importance of

properly ventilating the skin will be per-

fectly well understood.
Thus far male and female costume

will be identical; It is not to be believed

that woman, already long emancipated
from the corset, will continue a slave to

the skirt and petticoat an 1 other re-

straining garments. She will, no doubt,

wear a costume much like what Miss

Rehan wore as Rosalind, a tunic- and

knee skirt, probably in one. with gaiters
made of some elastic material.

FRENC H HEELED BOOTS WILL BE

FORGOTTEN.

The foot covering will be totally dif-

ferent. Towns will be sanitary under-

foot, and the streets will be free from

mud. Consequently it will be no longer
necessary to wen uncomfortable and

deforming boots. Footgear, whatever it

be. will be formed of vegetable fibre.

One object sought, eonseic Usly or un-

consciously, in die s is the class distinc-

tion.

In the coining age every one will take

pride in his work, and no longer will

treat work with the disgraceful con-

tempt which we only by degrees are

transcending by healthful-and proper ap-

preciation. Consequently, the clothes

worn at work no doubt will lx- specially
designed to facilitate the exertions of

the worker. And |i the copious hours ot

leisure there will be variety, increased

by the wearing of special garments for

special amusements.

Everv one will enjoy the comfort of

a complete change of dress when play
time comes, and every one will dress for

dinner, although not in swallow-tail

eoats.

It is generally agieed that the ten-

dency of the sexes is to become less

divergent intellectually and morally-
As it will have been realized long before

the advent of the next century that

the surest way to improved capacity is

in increased responsibility, women will

not be allowed a hundred year- hence

to shirk their political obligation-. We

may see with half an eye that every year
women are becoming more capable ami

also more desirous of aiding the counsels

of the public, and in some of the colonies,
as well a- in some of the states -of. the

union, they already are voting with the

most wonderful intelligence and useful-
ness. The influence bt the female vofe
in New Zealand for some time has been

perceptible in the legislation of -that

highly enlightened colony.

DIVORCES WILL BE EASY BUT

INFREQUENT.

No doubt the marriage laws will un-

dergo amendment in one or two particu-
lars. It will be realized that it is much

more immoral to compel unwilling
couples to live together matrimonially
than to set them free to remedy one of

the most hideous mistakes. The fre-

quency of divorce petitions will be dimin-
ished from the time we get rid of the

idiotic and almost incredibly wicked con-

vention by which we take almost every
conceivable caution to insure that a girl
in marrying shall have no possible means

of knowing to wha>, she is committing
herself.

The next step will be in recognizing
that it is disgraceful for parents to put
pressure on the inclinations of their

children, and social execration will ren-

der such pressure impossible. A third

step will be the abatement of our present
entire neglect of any demand for good
character in a bridegroom, who would

be outraged if he thought that the least

aspersion could be suggested concerning
his bride. In other words, the greatest
improvement in the status of marriage
will be effected when we recognize the

claim of woman to be made the equal
of man in knowledge, in discretion, and

in social rights.

CRIME WILL BE REFORMED OUT

OF EXISTENCE.

The repression of crime will be largely

through preventive measures. With im-

proved detective methods the chances

of escape in any given ease will be

greatly diminished, the innocent will be

rarely accused at all. and the punish-
ment of the guilty will be of a refor-

matory character. In the meantime the

study of mental science will have made

great strides, and a great source of crime

will be eliminated because men and wo-

men with the -mental twist which leads

to crime will, be absolutely prevented
from propagating their race.

In the sweet bye and bye of a hun-

dred vears ..from now' Baron Ru«sell

thinks There, will be.no. brooms. Instead

there will be handy contrivances of

various shapes and furnished with elas-

tic nozzles capable instantly of exhaust-

ing the ail -within. Such a

wheeled over the floor w ill remove, every

particle of dust from the surface of the

carpet, at the same time picking up all

such things as scraps of paper, pins,
and other debris of the previous day.
A similar instrument differently shaped

will clean the curtains, supposing cur

tains to be still in use at the time, and

will duet chairs and tables -though there

will not be anything like so much dust

as there is now. nearly all kinds of com-

bustion being abolished.

HEAT AND ENERGY WILL COME

FROM WATER.

There will be no coal. Water will be

our gnat source of energy. The econo-

mical analysis of water into it- own

component gases whose chemical affinity
unci antipodal attraction already are

utilized to some extent in sueh appli-
ance- a- the oxy-hydrogen blow-pipe and

electric;.! storage batteries, is a secret

capable of extraordinary benefices to the

new age By burning hydrogen in oxy

gen we can already produce the greatest

heat practically needed in the art-; the

electrical furnace only superseding this

process because it happens to be more

manageable But when we want oxygen

and hydrogen we do not in practice now

obtain them from water; we only com

bine them as waler in the act of utiliza-

tion.

The rational line of progress is ob-

viou-Iy to seek means of directly com-

posing water. When we can do this

i ninpendioiisly ami economically we shall

haw an inexhaustible supply of energy

for water thus used is not destroyed

as waler, as coal is destroyed, aqua
coal, when we utilize its stored energy.
The act of utilizing the gases recombines
them, and we can use them then for the

reproduction of almost every kind of

energy that man at present needs We

can u-'e them for heat'by burning them

together. We can use them for light
by burning them in the presence of any

substance capable of being made incan-

descent. We shall lie able to use them

to generate electricity by some sort of

Contrivance akin to the aeenmnlator of

the preseat day, a highly rudimentary
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Invention; and it would even now be

a simple matter to utilize their explosive
recombination for the direct production
of power as motion.

THERE WILL BE NO DIRT IN THE

FUTURE.

Utilized apart, the constituent gases

•f water have many uses and possible
Uses. Hydrogen under suitable treat-

ment yields the greatest obtainable cold,

•s oxvgen and hydrogen together yield
the greatest heat. If our flying machines
need a sort of ballast to reinforce their

Mechanical lifting apparatus, hydrogen
is the best possible assistant. And the

probable uses of oxygen still more are

Bvir.erotts.

One of the greatest problems of onr

own day is the disposal of waste pro-

ducts of all sorts, the sources of in-

conveniences, disease, and dirt. Oxy-

gen. if readily and copiously obtainable,
is capable of destroying them all.

Medicine likely will find in oxygen
the great propulsive force of its forward

movement. Numerous diseases not

only can be cured but ultimately abol-

ished when we have once discovered
how to use oxygen. The universal
source of power likely will be in the

decomposition and the recomposition of

water. But electricity probably will not

until after several decades approach
the limits of its realm.

KEEPING HOUSE WILL BE A

DREAM.

The kitchen fire, of course, will be

Un electric furnace. Lighting will all be

electric and no doubf wireless. The

abolition of horse traffic in the cities

end the use of vacuum apparatus which

Will be continually at work in all the

streets, keeping them free and dry from

mud, practically will remove the neces-

sity for boot brushing, even supposing
that we shall still wear boots. Every
man anI woman in dressing will pass
A vacuum instrument over his or her

clothes and get rid of the little dust

existing, for we shall be more and

more intolerant of dirt in any form,
having by that time fully realized how

dangerous dirt is-

A woman of the year 2000 who could

be miraculously transported back to the

present moment probably wofild faint

at the intolerable disgustiness of our

cleanest cities of this age, even if the
cruelty of employing horses for fraction

and the frightful recklessness of allow-
in them to soil the streets in which

people walk did not overpower her sen-

sibilities in another way.

LITI.TE COOKING DONE AT HOME.

Cooking perhaps wsii not be done at

ah on any large scale at home. At any
rate, it will be a auuelt less disgusting

process than it is to-day. In no ease

will the domestic servant of a hundred

years heme lie called upon to stand by
a roaring tire laid by himself and |o be

cleaned up by herself when done with

in order to cook the family dinner.

Every measure of heat will be furnished
in electrically fitted receptacles with

Or without water jackets or steam jack-
ets; and unquestionably all cooking will
be done in hermetically closed vessels.

Animal food will have been wholly
abandoned before the end of the cen-

tury. the debris of the kitchen will lie

much more manageable than at present,
and the kitehen sink will cease'to be a

place of unapproachable loathsomeness.

Di-hes and utensils will be dropped into

an automatic receptacle for cleansing,
Bwir’ed by clean water delivered with

force and charged with nascent oxygen,
dried by electric heat, and polished by
elect ic force. And all that has come

off t’.ie plates will drop through the

•cullery floor into the destructor be-

neath to be oxygenated and made away

PURE UH NTKY AIR IN THE CITY

FLAT.

All apartments in city homes will

contain an oxygenator, which will fur-

nish purer air than the air of the fresh

eoun’ ryside. And in bedrooms at least

there will be a chemical apparatus
which will absorb carbon dioxide and at

the same time slowly give off a certain

•mount of oxygen —ju.-t enough to raise

oxygenation of the air to the stand-

ird of the best country places. Similar

Appliances will be at work in the streets.

•<> that town air will be just as whole-
Bome. ju-t as tonic and invigorating as

•ounrry air.

Since the high buildings of the future

Wil; keep out the sunlight, electric light.

carrying on all the ray activity of the

sunlight and just as ea|»»ble of fostering
life and vegetation, will serve the streets.

Thus so far as hygiene goes, town life

will be on a par with country life.

TRAINS WILL RUN 200 MILES AN

HOUR.

A hundred years hence trains will be

run one over top the other, perhaps to

the height of several stories, not neces-

sarily provider'c'wit h supporting rails, for
we may have discovered means by which
vehicles can be propelled above the

ground in some kind of guideways, doing
away with the great loss of power caused

by wheel friction; that is to say. the

guides will direct but not support the

cars. The clumsy device of locomotive
engines will have been dispensed with.

Whatever power is employed to drive the

trains of the next century will certainly
be conveyed to them from central power
houses. The trains perhaps will not

stop at all. They will only slacken speed
a little, but the platform will begin to

move as the train approaches and will

run along beside it at the same speed
as the train so that passengers can get
in and out as if the train were standing
still. When all are aboard the doors

will be closed all together bv the guard
and the platform will reverse its motion

and return to its original position.
With trains travelling at quite 200

miles an hour, and certainly nothing less
would satisfy the remoter suburbanites
of the next century, a passenger putting
his head out of the window would be
blinded and suffocated. So the windows

will be glazed, the oxygenators and car-

bon dioxide absorbers in each carriage
keeping the air sweet, and other suitable

appliances adjusting its temeperature.
There will be no such thing as grade

crossings; wherever the road crosses the
line there will be bridges provided with

endless moving tracks to carry passen-
gers and vehicles across- Of course

horses will long have vanished from the

land. Cities will be provided with mov-

ing street ways always at action at two

or more speeds, and we shall have learn-
ed how to hop on and off the lowest
speed from the stationary pavement and
from the lower to the higher speeds
without danger.

M hen streets cross one rolling roadway
will rise in curve over the other.

HORSES AND WAGGONS

FORGOTTEN.

There will be no vehicular traffic at all
in cities of any size. All the transporta-
tion will be done by the road's own

motion. In smaller towns and for get-
ting from one town to another automatic

motor cars will exist, coin worked. A
man who wished to travel will step into

a motor car. drop into the slot machine
the coin which represents the fare for the
distance he wants to travel, and assume

control.

We may safely suppose that the ocean

ships of a hundred years hence will be

driven by energy of some kind trans-
mitted from the shores on either side.
The ships of a hundred years hence will
not lie in the water. They will tower

above the surface, merely skimming it
with their keels and the only engines
they will ca rry will be for receiving and

utilizing the energy transmitted to them
from the power houses ashore, perhaps
worked by the force of the tides.

There ought to be societies formed for
the encouragement of laughter. Gold-

smith, who was always laughing, tells

us of ‘-the loud laugh that spoke the
vacant mind,” and the scornful Byron
says, “And if I laugh at any mortal

thing, tis that I may not weep.” Many
people are afraid to laugh, because they
think it is not good form. Thev are

wrong, and the writers just quoted are

often wrong. Nature evidently intended
us to laugh, or children would not know
how Nature has evolved laughter in the
race to develop and mature our children,
laughter is healthful, and provocative
of good morals as well as good health.
Hamlet says that ‘‘one may smile, and

smile, and be a villain,” and so one

might; but no one could laugh and
laug.i and be a villain, to smirk, grin,
guffaw, or smile, is not to laugh. A
good, whole-souled, hearty laugh is a

panacea for many ills, and worth, a doc-
tor’s prescription.

The Circle of Death

IT
was a night in mid-August, and

Texas was sweltering. The cow-

boys, eight in all. were sitting

around their camp-fire, made of dry

sticks and bleached driftwood, gath-
ered from the banks of the Red River,

some three hundred vards distant.

The sun-dried grass had been carefully
burned away in a wide circle, and ex-

actly in the center of the space of black-

ened stubble and earth the campfire had

been built. That precaution was neces-

sary in those days, some twenty years

ago, for then the loathsome, deadly cen-

tipede and tarantula, and particularly
the centipede, had not given way to the

advance of civilisation. These dreaded
things would not venture on newly
burned ground, and where fire had

passed the weary ranchman and cattle-

man could spread his blanket and sleep
peacefully and without fear.

The eight cowboys on this mid-August
night had finished their supper of dried

beef, broiled over the coals, and cold
corn cakes, and had lighted pipes for a

smoke before turning in. They talked

banteringly of the incidents of the day,
and swore great wicked, naked oaths, as

was their way. They did not know, of

course, that death, foul and horrible, was

in their midst.

Dan Bowman, the big. sandy-haired
cowboy who could take a two-year-old
steer by the horns and make it bawl

quits, unbent one of his sinewy knees

and straightned out his leg flat in front
of him, letting the light from the fire
flare up on the lower part of his shirt

front, which before had been in shadow.
Instantly, Bud Green, who sat directly

across the fire from him, and who was

his side-partner, started as if to spring to

his feet, but cheeked himself. His face

was blanched and strained, and his eyes
were staring at the lower part of Dan's
shirt front.

Almost simultaneously with Bud's ter-

rified start. Dan. impelled by that keen,
animal-like instinct which is a part of

the nature of all men whose lives are

associated with danger, glanced down—-

and saw a large centipede disappearing
in an opening of his shirt.

He took breath with a catch, like a

man strangling. and his hand moved con-

vulsively. as if to clutch the venomous

thing and crush it, but he caught him-

self in time and remained motionless.

It had all happened in an eye’s wink,

and the wretched cowboy had been aided
in his warning to restrain himself by his
partner admonishing him. hoarsely:

‘•For God's sake, Dan, don't move,

don't breathe. Maybe it’ll come out

agent”
Then, to the others, who had not seen

“Keep still, boys! A centipede’s
crawled inside o’ Dan's shirt. Don’t lift

a hand or do notnin’ that'll disturb it,
an’ maybe it’ll come out agen without

tetchin’ him.”

How the centipede had got on the cow-

boy was a question hard to answer. It
may have crawled up on his leg while

they were burning the grass on the

campsite, or it may have clung to his

clothing while they were picking up wood

for the fire. In either case it must have

secreted itself, with devilish cunning, in

in a seam or crease of his clothing, and

kept quiet and hidden as long as he

moved about: otherwise it would have

been detected long before. Evidently it
had started as soon as he sat down, and

spying the gap where the shirt was un-

buttoned, had crawled in for safety.
Dan never moved a muscle, but all the

colour left his face, and his lips became

pallid, like a sick man's. The agony he

endured could not be described. The

things he thought could not be imagined.
Every moment he expected to feel

against his cringing skin the crawl of its

feet, then the sting of its wicked bit*,
the swift and fatal rush of the filthy
venom through his veins, the numbing
paralysis, the hardening of the flesh, and

the oozing of the little milk-like drops of

sweat from the pores around the bite,
and then

He did not know which way the centi-

pede was going. He only knew, from

pulse to pulse, that Iris life was being
spared and his torture prolonged.

The others sat as motionless as if

they were petrified, and as silent as if

they lacked the power of speech. The

injunction of the cowboy’s partner was

being obeyed to the letter. Some of them
dreaded to look at Dan. whom they al-

ready considered doomed, and kept their

eyes bent on the fire. Others, with

bated breath, watched him. expecting

every second to see him clutch madly at

some part of his-shirt and shriek in des-

pair.

About three minutes had elapsed—it

seemed hours to them—since the centi-

pede had entered Dan’s shirt, and it

had not been felt. The tension and fear-
ful suspense were telling on him. His

eyes had become bloodshot and the veins
stood out on his temples and hands.

His partner watched him closely,

faithfully, across the fire, his soul wrung
with desire to help him. But be was as

powerless to help as if Dan already stood

beyond death’s dividing line. With a

six-shooter in his hand, he would have

had a good chance of rescuing him from

a band of Comanche or Apache Indians,
but even to touch him now might mean

death. He caught Dan’s eye for a fleet-
ing moment and read its mesage.

"That’s all 0.K.. Dau.” he said, in low

tones, fearing that even the sound of his

voiee might rouse the centipede. “If it

happens that way I’ll see that no harm
comes to her an the youngster. I’ll look

out fer ’em, Dan.”

Another minute elapsed, then another,

anr then Bud suddenly leaped to his feet

in an attitude ready to spring, his eyes
strained with the intensity of action and
his hat clutched in his hand, ready to

strike.

Dan knew at once the cause of his

partner’s agitation, and dropped his

eyes. He beheld the centipede emerging
from the other side of his shirt. The

shirt stood out in a loose fold from his

body, and the centipede had obviously
crawled entirely around him. clinging to

the garment.
The hideous thing was slowly turning

abruptly on the facing of the shirt,
which was apparently a laborious feat
for it, since its body must bend more

than customary. Leg by leg it came

out, and inch by inch Dan’s partner
drew within striking distance.

The centipede was about half out when

it missed its footing. Its loathsome

body twisted once or twice, as of about,
to topple backward against the bare

bosom of its victim. Dan became nau-

seated. almost blind, and his partner's
heart was thumping as though it were

in his throat.

A few more squirms and the centipede
steadied itself, and then dragged its lull

length out of the shirt.

On the instant Bud sprang across the

fire, there was a sharp flick of his leg
hat-brim, and the centipede was writh-

ing in the Mack dust, and just at the
feet of the man around whom it had

drawn a circle of death. From there it

was kicked into the fire, to perish, as it

should, a thing accursed.

Saved. Dan sank backward, limply, and

_• eold sweat laoke out on his brow. His

partner raised him gently, and held a

flask of brandy to his lips. Being a

strong man, he soon revived, but there

was no sleep for him that night.

Through the long hours until dawn he

sat and stirred up the fire and watched

furtively, his flesh crawling at every
touch of his clothing.—Bv James Ra-

venscroft, in “The Metropolitan.”

At a public dinner in an English city,
the toast of “Army, Navy, and Reserve

Forces” was proposed in rather uuusual

terms. In submitting the toast, the
chairman said: “This is a toast which

requires very little comment from me, as

the subject is one with which yon are

all familiar. The Army anj Navy have

been drunk for many years, and the Re-

serve Forces have now been drunk fee
something over twenty years."
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Here and There

Maxims of Publius Syrus (45 8.C.)

As men, we are all equal in the pre-
sence of death.

When we pause to think, we often miss

our opportunity.
There are times when we may do well

to forget what we know.

The fear of death is more to be feared

than death itself.

The two greatest blessings of human

life are good health and good sense.

Observe the golden mean between say-

ing too much and too little.

«>s><£>

A Little Misunderstanding.

The German is a long time in learn-

ing American idioms. One who had been

there for a year or more, and could

speak some English before his arrival—-

a very short and corpulent man. by the

way —went to his grocer’s and paid a"

bill which had been standing for several
weeks.

‘‘Now you are all square, sir.”

‘•I vas vat?**

‘•You are square. I said.”

“I vas square?”
“Yes, you are all square now.”

Hans was silent for a moment: then,
with reddening face and flashing eyes,
he brought his plump fist down upon the

counter, and saiu:

“See here, mint frent. I vill hav no

more peezness mit you. I treat you like

a shentleman. I pay my pill, and you

make a shoke of me. You say I vas

square ven I know 1 vas round as a

parrel. 1 don’t like such shokes. My

peezness mit you vas done.”

An Imperial Socialist.

Mr. Sidney Olivier. who has been

chosen to succeed Sir Alexander Swet-

tenham as Governor of Jamaica, is by

no means a stranger to the West Indian

island. In fact, he knows everything

about it worth knowing, for he has al-

ready had five years’ residence in the

island as Colonial Secretary. He was

sent out in 1899, when Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain had charge of the Colonial

Office, and the confidence of that astute

judge of character was amply ju-tii. I
by the immense value of Mr. <>li i« r’s

services. He stayed in the island until

19 >4. and during three years of his

sojourn practically ran the executive

machine. He reorganised the finance »f

Jamaica, and made the country solvent,
proving himself a statesman of no mean

order. ■ Nor was he less successful as a

disciplinarian. When the riots broke

out in Montego Bay. Mr. Olivier, in the

absence of the Governor, took the reins
in his hands, and. aided by the soldiery,
rapidly quelled the rising. The new

Governor may be said to be a specialist
in Colonial and West Indian affairs.

In 1890 he was Colonial Secretary to

the Government of British Honduras;
in 1895 he was appointed Auditor-

General of the Ijeeward Islands; and

the following year acted as Secretary
to the Royal Commission which wa< sent

out. under Sir Henry Norman, to in-

vestigate the conditions of the Wist

Indies. For these services he was ap-

pointed C.M.G. by the late Queen Vic-

toria. Mr. Sidney Olivier was born in

1859. and is the son of the Rev. H. A.

Olivier, of Hants. He was educated lir-t

at Lau.<inne. then at Kineton Sclhk»l,
Tonbridge School. Corpus Christi Col-

lege, Oxford, where he took his B.A.

degree, and finally in Germany. He en-

tered the Colonial Office in 1 <B2, head-

ing the list in an open competition.
Mr. Olivier was one of that remarkable
l»and of reformers who startled Eng-
land. towards the end of the eighties,
by the publication of “Fabian Essays.”
and it is a strange coincidence that

almost every contributor to that pioneer
work of the aims of the Socialist. Mr.

Sidney Webb. Mr. George Bernard Shaw,
Mr. Hubert Bland, and many others,

has “arrived.” At the time of its pub-
lication Mr. Olivier was the secretary
of the Fabian Society, an office he held

for many years. That he has l>ven true

to these early ideals is evidenced by the

fact that only a few days ago he lec-

tured before his old society on "Social

ism and Middle-class Economics.” In

1881 he published a volume of "l\»ems

and Parodies,” showing a fair ability
as a versifier, and he has als<) signed
his name to two plays, one of which was

successfully produced by the Stage So-

ciety. He is above the average height,
with the strong. I»earded face of the

pioneer. His eyes arc brilliant and

searching, and his well-shaped lips in-

dicate a strong of determination

typical of the man. His ap|M>intment
has given complete satisfaction to the

natives, with whom he was al yays a

prime favourite.

-r

Horse-Power of a Horse.

The old-fashioned street cars were

drawn by two horses; the modern onus

are driven by motors rated at from

30 to 50 horse-power. The conditions

that make necessary such an in •rea-u

in power were not recognised al first,
so that some of the earlier electric mads

were regarded as failures. an edi

torial writer in the "Ek*c; t dual Re

view”: — "Two horses were >ll

that were required for drawing
the ordinary horse - car; an I
when it was attempted to apply the

electric motor, the inventor

that if he used a four or five horse-

power motor, he would be doing all that

could be required; yet there i- no doubt

that the failure of all the early atteinpt-
to apply the electric motor » struct

railways service was due, in part. *o

the small power of the mot or. The

conditions were underestimated, and

the motor was far too small f ». ihc
work required ol it. Not until t \q

motor-, each rated at about fifteen

liGrse-power. were adapted a- the •'tan!

ard equipment, was the running Of th?

car satisfactory; and it was not long
before this had been raided t » two

twenty-five horse-power motors for ?. 1
except level roads. It seems strange
that it should be necessary to pla. mu

chanical apparatus in a ear whiuh is

rated at more* than twenty tim* t

animal power that used to move l’:®

oiler vehicles; but thi- is due. fir-t to

the fact that thu cars are larger, an 1

hence heavier, and they mu-t rim at ?

higher speed; and al-» to the f j . • Hitt

a horse is capable, for a >'i.?rt tiir.u. »f

working at a c »nsiJerab’y gi- iter r. c

than one-horse-power. In ct’. r v r N.

he has a large overloa I rating. Oh

the other hand, the electriu motor is

rated for that power wli: h it can per-

form continuou>ly. It- ordinary per-
formance is usually c »nsid nral.h less
than thi<”

Victor Hugo s Hope of a Future

Life.

Victor Hugo‘s opinion on the question
of life l»eyond the grave was a remark-

able one. Definite an 1 virile, it struck

in <>ive'y against the ja 1 .ml scepti-
cal spirit of his age and country. Back-

ed by his >trong int- llu l. the < reed of

such a min a distinct note in the

discoid f warring theologies, it- pow-
er multiplied by the number of Hugo’s
gift', it- value measured by tin* worth

of his pers<»nality.
The great Frenchman wa-» firmly con

vinuej that he would med al! hi< friends

in a future world. 11 • was equally
sure that he ha 1 always existed from

the antediluvian ; imus. when the Crea-

tor p’aee 1 him on earth. He believed
that lie would exist fonver. inasmuch

as he felt in his - ml th of

hymn*, dramas, and poems that ha 1

never found expression.
When the atheists would say to him,

“The proof that you will not exist in

the future i« that you di.l n«»t cxi«t in

he past,” Hugo would answer: —

‘•Who told you I did lint exist in the

pa<t c.'nturie*? You will say ttrit is

the l»*gen<i of the ages. The poet haa

written, ‘ldfe Ls a fairy tale twice writ-

ten.’ 11 • ii ’got have said a thousand
tin.v.'» written. Y?u do not believe in

the doctrine of surviving personalities
for the reason that you do not recol
lect your anterior cxi?tence. But ho v

can the recollevtion of vanished age-
remain imprinted on your memory when

you do not remember a thousand and

one scenes and events of your present
life? Since 1802 there have been ten

Victor Hugos in me. Do you think

that 1 can recall all their actions and

al their thoughts?
'“The tomb is dark, and when I shall

have passed the tomb to emerge int i

light onee more, all these Victor Hug s

will be almost wholly strangers to me.

but it will always be the same soul.”

<s>

Five Years' Drift.

Dr Nansen. Norwegian Minister to th**

Court of St. lames, one night recently
resumed the character of Puhu expert,
and lectured to the Royal Geographical

Society on Polar problems.

Thu way to reach th? Pole, he sai 1.

would be to follow the course of a bot-

tle get in a ship and drive it into the

ice north of Behring Straits, and remain

in it until it came out near Greenland.
“Such a drift would take five years, it

is true,” he added drily, amid laughter.
He claimed that th? Finn’s drift showed
it to he possible.

Dr. Nansen made fun of the idea of

leaching the Pole by motor cai. balloon,
airship, or submarine. He showed that
motor cars would have to climb field-

of i-<• hummocks 20 feet high, and -ai l
that ball-.oils and airships would make

observations of little value. Submarines

w. re of still less importance, because

they would have to dive thirty or forty
fathom- to g t tinier the ice at all

Big Ben Run Down.

Unlike the legislators whose time he

regain’es. Big Ben is overworked, re

marks the London “Express.” Mr 1..

\ . Harcourt, who. as First C ommissioner

of Works, is responsible for Big B n s

well-being, has prescribed a rest, and

the great clock mu-t go iat > hospital in

old -, to inakc a thoiougb re ovury. His

iin banism is so great that he will be

divided into time parts, each to be

treated separately. The machinery
which is responsible for the chimes will

he t :oroughl\ restored in one week, an I
then lor anoth r week Bun will fail to

strike the hours. After that, when the

hour- and the chimes are in working
order. Big Bun must be stopped altoge
tlier while thu mechanism whi h r?u »ids

merely the Ixnidonei’s time i- attended

"It will take half a dozen men to re-

move tiie works,” .-nid a nuinb r of the

firm of Messrs E. Dent ami < 0.. who have

sole charge of Big Ben. "They will

clean the parts on th? spd. an i then

take them to our factor} in Hanway-
place. Ox ford-street, to bu repaired. If

lie had lasted until next year Big Ben

would have celebrated his jubilee with

out ever having been really ill. I'h re

have been signs, lately, however, that he

T ints a thorough overhauling. 1 lie lit

tie lapses we have notic'd are not th?

outcome of caprice. Having been woik

ing steadily, day and night, since 1858,

he naturally wantv a re-t. and we are

arranging it so that th? public shall be
inconvcnienc* d as little as possible.”
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Verse Old and New

“He Giveth His Beloved Sleep.’’

Among the shorter poems of Mrs.

Mizalwth B. Browning, there is perhaps
none which has appealed so strongly to

so many readers as the one which is

here republished. Its quiet beauty, its

simplicity and serenity, joined with a

deep yet calm solemnity, have made its

words sink down into the hearts of

many thousands. In it are conveyed
spiritual comfort and a sense of rest.

One feels on reading it as if he had

been soothed by the touch of a gentle
hand. Its form is also far more nearly
jH'rfeet than the form of many other of

its author's writings. The title was

taken by Mrs. Browning from the One
Hundred and Twenty-Seventh Psalm,
where one finds the words: “it is vain
for you to rise up early, to sit up late,
to eat the bread of sorrows: for so He

giveth His beloved sleep.’’

Of all the thoughts of God that are

Borne inward into souls afar

Along tin* Psalmist’s music deep,
Now tell me if that any is,
For gift or grace, surpassing this?—

“He giveth His beloved sleep.”

What would we give to our beloved?

The hero’s heart to be unmoved,
Ihe poet’s star-tuned harp to sweep,

The patriot’s voice to teach and rouse,

The monarch’s crown to light thebrows?
He giveth His beloved sleep.

What do we give to our beloved?

A little faith all undisproved,
A little dust to overweep.

Ami hitter memories to make
The whole earth blasted for our sake,—

He giveth His beloved sleep.

“Sleep soft, beloved!” we sometimes say,
Who have no turn* to charm away

Sad dreams that through the eyelids
creep;

But never doleful dream again
Shall break the happv slumber when

He giveth His beloved sleep.

Oh. earth, so full of dreary noises!

Oh. men with wailing in your voices!
(•a, delved gold the wallers heap!

Oh. strife .oh. curse, that o’er it fall!

God strikes a silence through you all.
And giveth His beloved sleep.

His dews drop mutelv on the hill.
His cloud alx.ve it saileth still.

Though on its slope men sow ami reap
More softly than the dew is shed.
Or cloud i- floated overhead,

lie giveth His beloved sleep.

Aye. iiihi may wonder while they scan

A living, thinking, feeling man

Confirmed in such a rest to keep:
But angels say—and through the world
I think their happy smile is heard—-

“He giveth His’beloved sleep.”

For me. my heart that erst did go
IHo-t like a tired child at a show,

That sis through tears the mummers

leap.
Would n«»w its wearied vision close,
Would childlike on His h»ve repose

Who giveth His Uloved sleep.

Ami friends. dear friends, when it shall

Im*

That this low breath is gone from me.

Ami round my bier ye come to weep,

lx*t one most loving of you all

Kav. “Not a tear must o’er her fall!
lie giveth His Udo\ed sleep.”

An Optimist s Philosophy of Life.

Have you found your life distasteful?
My lib* did. ami doe**, smack sweet.

Was your youth of pleasure wasteful?
Mine I saved, and hold complete,

your joys with age diminish?

When mine fail me I’ll complain!
Mu-t in death vour daylight finish?

sun «*et* to rise again.
Robert Browmng (1812 1889).

The Sailor's Dance.

W hats he that talks of a jig or a reel.
Who has never been a sailor,

Or a hornpipe seen on a ship of the
Queen,

Or an Arctic Ocean whaler?
You hear the ring of the bosun’s call—-

“For a dance, my lads, all ready;
The moon is high in the radiant sky,

And the old ship going steady!”

The tar alone has a dance of his own,
And it takes a tar to dance it.

Though a lassie sweet, with her two
little feet.

Is the one charm to enhance it.
You dance with one or you dance with

two,
As the notion takes your fancy.

In an Indian glade with a dusky maid,
Or at home with blue-eyed Nancy!

It speaks of home to the hearts of a crew,

• And it sets us all a dreaming,
As we dance in tune, to the light of the

moon.

On a lovely ocean gleaming.
It takes us back on the homeward track

To the friends that soon will greet us;
The ringing cheer, as we touch the pier.

And the welcome that will meet us.

Oh, it's heel ami toe

To the tuneful bow,
And it’s all so light and breezy:

You may look in France or in Spain for

a dance,
But. you’ll say’
Any day

That the hornpipe beats them easy!

(By J. L. Molloy).

© © ©

The Quest of Love.

LoveF looked in on me one day
I reached fond arms out to caress

him:

He only jeered and ran away

To seek some other mates to bless
him.

'Twas to give him power and gold
To make his life a dream of pleasure

I wanted him to have and bolr:

He spurned with anger all my treas-

ure.

Love looked in on me agin.

In poverty he found me living

My soft couch a bed of pain.
He knelt beside me. fond, forgiving.

“ Here I'll stay.” he gently sighed.
" My mate, my love,” to this confess-

ing :
In luxury I would have died.

In poverty. 1 find my blessing.

— Mrs. M. L. Rayne.

© © ©

The Shopper.

When Annabel goes shopping
She rises with the lark

Ami scans the morning papers
The bargain sales to mark.

She hurries through her breakfast,
Ami ties her veil in haste.

Ami leaves her mail unopened—
No precious time to waste.

She looks at silken blouses,
Am! parasols ami gloves.

Am! lingcrit and laces.

Ami hats —such perfect loves!

She tries on frocks from Paris,
Ami prices chiffon veils.

Ami muffs of mink or sable

With half a hundred tails.

She <loes not stop for luncheon,
But Hies from store to store,

And nightfall finds her weary*.
And sick, and sad. ami sore:

Ami home she goes with camphor
To bind her a< head.

Ami proudly shows her purchase—*
A spool of cotton thread.

v
Minna Irving,
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Anecdotes and Sketches

AN EXPENSIVE LUXURY.

For the first time in six months Mr.

Elmer Jurgins, on two consecutive morn-

ings, walked to the railway station. As

he went, men turned to stare at him,

women pointed at him out of the win-

dows, and even the small dogs seemed

to take delight in barking at him. At

the station his arrival created a mild

stir, and on the second morning a group

of his fellow citizens gathered about
him.

“ Mr. Jurgins.” said the spokesman,
“why do you walk to the depot in this

humble fashion? Where is your auto-

mobile? ”

“Sold it,” said Jurgins, shortly.
“Going to get a larger one?”
“ No, sir; I’m done with ’em."

A murmur of surprise ran through
the group.

“Cost too much?” inquired the

spokesman.
“Not at all. It was not very expen-

sive to buy. and it was cheap to run.

It was not the automobile that 1 kept,
but keeping an automobile, which was

expensive.”
Someone asked for an explanation.
“ Well, gentlemen,” said Jurgins. “six

months ago every man in this town

called me ‘ Jurg,’ was glad to walk with
me and swap yarns, moved up to give
me half his seat in the car, and seemed

generally satisfied with me. Blicks, the

grocer, knocked off a little on my bill
now and then, and gave my boy a bag
of candy when I settled with im.

“Toomy gave me two thousand,
pounds of coal in a ton. and never sent
in a bill for it until 1 asked him what

I owed him.
“ I hired your boy, Hillings, for ten

tents an hour to cut my grass and do

chores. I used to do most of tnein

myself, in the evening.
“My wife could buy ten yards of

goods and cut a dress, hire Nancy Cook
for ten dollars a day to sew it together,
and fit it, and be as well dressed as the

rest of the women here. And when

there was tennis, croquet, or golf, no

one in the town was more likely to be

asked to take a hand than my wife, and
I. ‘

“ Then I bought that automobile.
“For at least four months no man

in town has called me anything but

'Mr. Jurgins.'
“ Blick adds a little to every bill be-

cause he thinks I can afford it.

"Toomy cuts the weight short ant

demands cash.
“ Nancy Cook is only a seamstress

when she sews for your wives. When
mine wants her she is a modiste at five

dollars a day, and requires fifteen yards
of goods.

“ Billing's boy won’t work for me at

all, since he no longer considers it a

neighbourhood service, and I have to

get a man at thirty cents an hour —and
he has to do everything.

“My milk costs in? a cent a quart
more, and I haven’t been asked to play
tennis, golf, baseball, or croquet once

this suhimer.
“ No. gentlemen. I could buy an auto-

mobile, buy gasoline for it, and hire re-

pairs made for it if necessary, but I
cant afford to keep the automobile in

the town if I live and let it be known
that I own it.

"Boys, I am no longer ‘ Mr. Jurgins’
the automobilist. I am ‘Jurg* again,
henceforth and for evermore.”

As the train jnilled in there was a
rush by each commuter to Secure a

whole, seat, one-half of which he could
offer in fellowship to the restored com-
rade.

♦ 4- 4-

TIRESOME. .

At Harvard University (he students
have a little epigram which they use to
jvArn speakers not to be too prolix. It
compares a speech to a wheel. “Yoh
know, professor,” they would say, “the
ianger the spoke the greater the lire.”

. “ BILL INSIDE.”

Bill Jones is a country storekeeper,
and last spring he went to Wellington
to purchase a stock of goods. The goods
were sent immediately and reached

home before ho did. When the boxes

were delivered at his store his wife hap-
pened to look at the largest. She ut-

tered a loud cry, and called for a ham-

mer. A neighbour. hearing the

screams, rushed to her assistance, and

asked what was the matter. Pale and

faint, she pointed to an inscription on

the box. which read as follows:—"Bill

inside.”

4-4-4

HE WOULD NOT WASTE AN INSULT.

Some time since I paid a visit to the

studio of a well-known r.rtist, and found

him fuming and painting at a picture in
a manner which quickly convinced me

tilit somet'hng had considerably dis-
turbed his equanimity.

“ It’s that ass X.." he informed me,

on my asking what had happend. “The

fellow popped in on me. and declared

that this part of the picture was dis-

graceful. I nearfly kicked him down

the stairs.”

“You seem pretty busy on it,” I sug-
gested.

“Well.” he answered, "the ass was

right. Hang ft! You would not have

me insulted, and not make the most I

can out of it, would you?”
That struck me as an eminently sen-

sible way of using the acid and insult-

ing adviser who is right.

4 4 4

ONE OF THE SIGHTS.

Dr. X., a fashionable London physi-
cian, married an exceedingly plain eld-
erly bride; indeed, her unfortunate ap-
pearance excited -comment wherever she
went.

A lady patient, bent on being polite,
was apologising to Dr. X. for not hav-

ing called upon the lady for some time.

“I am expecting my sister to stay
with me,” she said, “so put off coming
to see you wife till she came. You

know, she comes from the North every
year, and we see. all the sights of Lon-
don together; and” — impressively—-
“ the very first thing we have arranged
to do when she arrives is to call upon
Mrs. X. ! ”

4 4 4

CONFUSED IDENTITY.

People taken by surprise sometimes
say what they do not mean. A carful
of people were entertained recently by
a conversation which neither of the par-

ticipants found comic. A train was wait-

ing in a dim station at the end of a dull

afternoon; lights were not yet lighted,
and it was decidedly dusky within the

car.

An excited and near-sighted woman

hurried in, hurried down the aisle, peer-
ing at the passengers as she went, and at

last, as she (propped into a seat beside
another Woman, exclaimed with a sigh
of relief:

“Oh, it’s you!”
“Certainly not!” snapped a startled

stranger, turning; whereupon the mis-

taken traveller hastily apologised:
I beg your pardon—but it’s so dark

in here I was quite sure you were.”

Another woman in similar circum-
stances, became even more confused. She

was waiting for her sister in a railway
station when a gentleman, looking for

his wife, and misled by a general resem-

blance in figure and clothing, stepped up

Is'hind her, and, laying his hand on her

shoulder, exclaimed:
“Thank goodness, Emma, it’s you!”
The name he used happened to be

really hers, which made the sudden fami-
liarity even more startling. She jumped
nervously.

“You’re mistaken, sir!" she gasped.
“I'm Emrnh, but she isn't me.”

International Exhibition,
CHRISTCHURCH,

1906 - 1907.

The following HIGH-CLASS MILLED, DESICCATED and
DELICATELY PERFUMED,

LONDON MADE
TOILET SOAPS

Were Exhibited by the Manufacturers:

PRICE’S PATENT CANDLE CO. LTD.,
(LONDON & LIVERPOOL)

“REGINA,”
“REGINA CREAM,” “REGINA VIOLET,"

“COURT,” “BUTTERMILK,”
“PALMITINE BATH/ “GLYCERIN CREAM."

These Soaps may he obtained through any CHEMIST or
STOREKEEPER. Wholesale in

AUCKLAND, NAPIER,
CHRISTCHURCH, NELSON,
DUNEDIN, NEW PLYMOUTH
INVERCARGILL, WELLINGTON

Sc »c.

The Company also Showed Specimens of their Leading

Brands of:

CANDLES, NIGHT LIGHTS, GLYCERIN,
Anri of their Celebrated

“GAS ENGINE OILS,”
MOTOR OILS and LUBRICANTS,

61 HONOURS ANO AWARDS.

RAMIE
THE

NEW MATERIAL
FOR

TROPICAL S’ COLONIAL WEAR.

WHAT IQ Ramie fibre is extractedfrom an Asiatic perennial plant of th®
▼V 11/TL 1 IO nettle family. It is very stronj,*—and with exceptional properties of

q
a

IflT? O strength and durability are combined the noftnoes of silk, and

K/Knlllh J absolutely unique qualities which render it unaffected in any way
by moisture.

“ TUXEDO” White- Ramie Materials

These new materials, made from pure Rainie, w 11 stand any amount of washing
without losing strengthor lustre, and are absolutely unshrinkableand inexpensive. In
fact “Tuxedo” is by far the most durable material on themarket. Thi< altogetherunique
combination of qualities,not to be foundin

any
other textile, places ‘'Tuxedo'* in the

premier position for Ladies'or Gentlemen's Summer wear, especially for costumes and
suits for Boating, Ruling, Tennis, and other recreations.

“UMUSTAV" )
„ . ,T

VATSUMU ”
)

Underwear

The
pure

Ramie Fibre from which
“

Vatsumu” is made posseßsesunique qualitiesfor
absorbing and d (fusing perspiration, thus preventing chill, and preserving a normal

temperature under circumstanceswhichwould otherwise produce exceptionalheat.

The New RAMIE KHAKI MATERIAL

ABSOLUTELY WATERPROOF. BUT ALLOWS FREE

VENTILATION. NO RUBBER IS USED IN ITS

MANUFACTURE.

This material is made in all weights. The lighter materials are most suitable for
uniforms, clothing,and rough wear. The heavier makes arc unequalled fer tents, blinds* X.
awnings, etc.

S
Full Particulars can beobtainedat all goodclass Drapers and Hosiers,

or from

J. SPENCER TURNER Co. ii I L NOLAND.
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[COPYRIGHT STORY.]

A FATE FORETOLD

By EDITH H. FOWLER,, Author of "The Professor’s Children,” Etc.

OU,
mother, mother, do hurry

down!” cried a girl, looking up

from a newly-read letter, and

rushing to the foot of the stair-

case. “It has come!” and she

clasped the precious document in her

hands, trembling with ecstasy.

“What has come, little one?” asked

Mrs. Findlay, hurrying into the dining-

room.

“What hase come, little one?” asked

the rector, coming out of his study,

where he spent many a peaceful morn-

ing hour before the world was awak-

ened.

"The chance of my life,” replied Eliza-
beth enthusiastically. “Oh, it is too

good to be true!”
“You seem to me full young to be

brought face to face with the one chance

of your life,” said her father slowly,
smiling as he watched the pretty, child-

ish face. “And my experience is that

our great chances come, not dressed up
as crises, but on the wayside of every-

day life, and we have passed them be-

fore we recognise their importance.”
"Oh, father, how can vou be so stu-

pid! Don’t you know that all a girl
wants is her chance, and she must have

is before she is old?” Elizabeth looked

ten years ahead, which would bring her

to her thirtieth birthday, and decided
that by then she would be almost too

old to live, and much too old to feel.

“But still we are in ignorance of your

wonderful news, love,” suggested her

mother, "but perhaps it had better wait

now till after prayers, lest it distract

our thoughts.”
Elizabeth did wish her father would

not r< ad quite such long chapters—es-
pecially on this eventful morning—-
though she could not possibly have re-

membered afterwards what it was

about, for her mind was far away amid

the splendours of a London season, for
which her aunt had written to invite

her. London was but a name to Eliza-

beth—but the name of a fairy palace of

w- nders and splendours, and her silly
little head already pictured herself
“meeting her fate” in the dazzle of its
ball-rooms, and making a brilliant

match, at which all the village folk of
Farq.iay would catch their breath. By
the time prayers were over Elizabeth

was dizzy with the hopes and possibili-
ties of this most wonderful ehanee.

She had been fretting and chafing
against the narrow bounds of a home
W’hich lay in a wooded valley running
down to the sea one of the loveliest bits

of unknown England: where the sweet

shelter of loving parents’ care enfolded
her. and the simple interests of fisher-

folk and land labourers claimed her

sympathy and help.
But Elizabeth wanted to see life—-

which she spelled with a capita! L. and

meant thereby most of those things
which are not life at all. but a miscel-
laneous collection of pleasures and
gaiety. She had no patience with the

perfect content of her father and mo-

ther in t! : lovely little country par-
se.mi . m I the diverse friend-hips of
parochial life; and in her worst moods

had alnn-t wished herself the daughter
of her mother’s sister, who had married
a rich manufacturer, who afterwards
became a member of Parliament, and
had been recently knighted for a small
tontribution to political service and a

large one to political funds. But now

her aunt's invitation that she should
Kune to London for two months of the

season and play th* part of daughter

to them, wiped all her discontent away,

and filled her with an utterly inadequate

delight.

“It is a beautiful time of year to

waste in Loudon,” said the rector sadly,
when they were discussing the proposal
over their bacon.

Elizabeth gave a little scream. To

call London “waste.”
“I am sick of summers here!” she

said petulantly, for fear of even attempt-
ed hindrances to her plan. “Nothing
but country and sea and dulness and

poor people. I never have anybody to

speak to.”

“You have your mother,” said Mr.

Findlay, reprovingly, wondering how-
ever anyone could ever want more; but

her mother quickly interposed.
“Elizabeth does not exactly mean that,

my dear; she is referring to friends of

her own age. It is natural for a girl
to want young companionship, and I

quite understand why she finds it a

little dull here.” Mrs. Findlay forgot
the hurt which was pricking at her own

heart to smooth the way between Eiza-
beth and her father.

“Smithson is a young fellow,” per-

sisted the rector, “and she sees enough
of him.”

“But he is only the curate,” observed

the girl scornfully; “I want to meet
real men. thank you.”

“Smithson is a good fellow, too,” he
continued, tapping at his egg, “and a

gentleman.”
"He has not a very distinguished

name” replied Elizabeth hotly, "and he
never went to a public school, and only
on a scholarship to Cambridge.”

“ ’Only on a scholarship!’ did you say,

my child'" asked the rector amazed.
“How could he have gone more honour-

ably? And his widowed mother could

only afford to send him to a Grammar
school. But even Eton does not neces-

sarily make a gentleman.”
“Does your aunt mention a date for

your going, dear.” asked Mrs. Findlay,
anxious to change the subject.

“She says the first of May. Only a

fortnight from now. Oh. mother!” and

Elizabeth's smiles came back with a

happy rush. “Won’t it be lovely? And

I may get some new dresses, mayn’t I.

Aunt says I must go to her dressmaker,
and not think about the bills.”

The rector frowned, but his wife spoke
quickly. “When you arc being a daugh-
ter to nay sister, dear—a sweet and

helpful daughter. I hope—of course you

may accept her gifts. Y'our father and
I cannot afford to give you much to

spend on dress, but in your life here

you do not need much. In London it is

different.”

Elizabeth smiled, and the frown was

wiped off her father's brow. Mrs. Find-

lay being one of those ideal women who

happily are to lie found so often amid
the realities of wifehood and mother-
hood. whose mission it is to keep her

children's faces covered with smiles and

her husband's free from frowns.
“Mother.” exclaimed Elizabeth, in an

awe stricken voice, as the rector left the

room, “the wonderful part of it all is

that it is my fortune coming true.”
“Your fortune, dear?”
“Ye«. I didn’t tell you, because I

knew you don’t believe in fortune-tell-
ing. But that girl who was staying
with Mrs. Mason told mv fortune, and
she said that I should ‘meet my fate
this summer, on the 17th day of th*
month.’”

Mrs. Findlay stroked her daughter’s
hand and nodded sympathetically. Oh,

the wisdom of such silences when deal-

ing with the folly and impetuosity of

youth!
So Elizabeth packed up her posses-

sions and her hopes, and started on her

journey with unlimited faith in all that

it should bring her; and she never no-

ticed the look in Jack Smithson’s eyes

as he stood in mute misery on the plat-
form. Of course, she knew he was in

love with her. but so prosaic a fate as

becoming engaged to her father’s curate

was out of the question for a girl whose

destiny surely lay awaiting her in the

gorgeous experiences of a London sea-

son.

Her first dinner party fell on the

17th May. The preceding three weeks

had been a little disappointing to Eliza-

beth. as life in her uncle and aunt's

London home did not seem so dazzling
after all; not so very different from her

parents’ life in the country rectory,
except that her uncle went to his busi-

ness in the city instead of in the parish,
and spent his evenings in the House of

Commons rather than in his study; and

her aunt looked at shop windows in her

daily walk instead of the views which

nature shows over every gate and across

each valley, and left cards at big houses

in the afternoons rather than find a wel-

come in the cottages where her mother’s

only calls were continually paid. But

the dinner party would make all the

difference. It was the beginning of the

new life, and sure as her fortune fore-

told it was to be on the 17th day of the

month. By day and night Elizabeth

dreamed of this coming crisis, and when

the under housemaid eame up to laee

her new gown, and help her to dress,
the girl felt a foretaste of the future of

a great London lady, and the country
rectory seemed continents away.

“I want to introduce my nephew to

you.” said Lady Warmington on the

eventful evening. “Captain Farquhar,
Miss Findlay—and will you take her

down to dinner, Fred ?”

Elizabeth looked up. and beheld the

handsomest man she had ever seen in

her life, tall and fair, with long-lashed
blue eyes, which looked straight into

hers, and set her foolish little heart
beating furiously.

“This is luck,” he said impressively,
“for I was lust waiting to be introduced
to you.”

“It is love at first sight,” thought
Elizabeth excitedly, “and I am sure I
feel it, too. How wonderful!” and a

flush rushed up into her cheeks.
“Why, I wonder?” she said ‘softly.
“I knew we should be friends. I am

never mistaken in my first impressions.”
Large indeed must have been Freddy

Farquhar’s circle of female friends, as

this was his usual method of opening
fire with a stranger.

“Do you know anybody here?” asked

Elizabeth, as they sat down to dinner,
and the rustle of talk enfolded them in

as complete an aloneness as the trees
of a forest could have done.

“No,” he replied, looking curiously
down the avenue of table decorations,
and wondering where his aunt had col-
lected so many outsiders; “do you?”

“I don’t know anybody but you,” and
her voice lingered on the you with a

tender touch, which Freddy was quick
to note. He glanced at the girl beside
him, and could not quite make up his

mind how she came to be such an ac-

complished little flirt. There vai •

rapt, expectant look on her face, giving
a look of wistfulness to her youthful
freshness, which was quite attractive.

“And nobody else matters,” he added

boldly, “if we are to be friends, as I
know we are. Just you and I,” he re-

peated sentimentally.
Elizabeth smiled. Her golden dream

was evidently quivering into reality.
“I feel sure,” he continued, “that in

some former state—in Greece, perhaps,
at the very foot of Olympus, who knows

-—you and I met thousands of years ago.
Of course, you believe in a former exist-
ence?”

Now Elizabeth had been brought up
in the simple belief of a future exist-
ence, which is quite enough, even if it is

a little old-fashioned, .to occupy our

thoughts and guide our lives during the

brief span of earthly vears; but she felt
suddenly ashamed of the teaching which
dare not pass beyond the bounds of
written Revelation.

“I never thought about it,” she stam-

mered.

“Oh! but you should. It is a delight-
ful idea. The sudden attraction you feel
for some people is the revival of an

affection which can never die.” Freddy
Farquhar had been reading his "Daily
Mail,” and Elizabeth drank in every word
he uttered as the inspired response to

her foretold fate. Perhaps, indeed, they
had been set apart for each other from

the foundations of the world; nothing
seemed too wonderful to be true on that

wonderful spring evening when Eliza-
beth expected to meet her destiny.

And after dinner, when the married
ladies drifted together into domestic and
social discussions. Elizabeth found her

way on to the flower-laden balcony to be
alone with her happiness,' and there
Captain Farquhar followed her. The
men downstairs were not in his set. and
he felt gloomy and bored.

“Another season’ ” he said sadly,
watching the lights of the carriages flit-
ting through the darkness of the park
trees which stood silhouetted against the
pale green of the western sky. "How
sick I am of it all!” There was some-

thing very depressing to Freddy in the
sight of rich respectability, such as was

gathered in his uncle’s dutv dinner
party that night, and the contrasting
thought of the sheaves of unpaid bills
which littered his own writing table.

“Sick of London! ” she exela inied in

astonishment, and her heart beat faster
at the thought that the old life no lon-

ger held him. Besides, be evidently
wanted comforting, and there is nothing
that stirs a woman's heart so quickly.

“I should like to begin a new life,”
continued Captain Farquhar, with vi-
sions of big game and possibilities of
fresh pleasures beyond the seas.

“Then why don't you?” said Eliza-

beth softly. She was beginning to feel
that thev had been in love with each
other for half a lifetime.

“That doesn't depend on me alone,”
and he wished with a new longing that
his uncle would only so increase his al-
lowance as to make a tour round the
world practicable.

“But perhaps the other person may
want you to.” she suggested with a sen-
sation of cold water trickling down het
back. ,

“Perhaps,” echoed Freddy, and theft
with a sudden change of mood: “I ef-
pect it will all come right; there's fate
in these things, don’t vou know.”

“Th«r« ia indeed.”
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"It doesn’t matter what we do,” he
continued glibly, which was a comfort-
able creed, and eminently suited to his
selfish life, “we fulfil our destiny all

the same.”

I'hen Lady Warmlngton disturbed
them, and good-nights were said, and

the party melted away till only Freddy
Was left behind.

“H<jw you flirted with that girl!” ex-

claimed his aunt reproachfully.
"She isn’t a bad-looking little thing.

Who is she?” asked Freddy languidly.
"A niece of the Larkins. Lady Lar-

kins adores her, and told me with posi-
tive pride that the curate at home is in
love with her.”

“I thought that was the usual thing.”
“Well, so did I,” confessed Lady

Warmington with a laugh. “But he

would have killed you if he had been
here to-night.”

“Good job he wasn’t, then,” drawled
her nephew. "I am not up to coping
with the Church militant this hot wea-

ther. But perhaps it would have been

the best thing that could have hap-
pened to me, after all,” he added gloom-
ily.

"Freddy,” said Lady Warmington,
severely, “you want a cheque! I

thought as much when you felt such a

craving for your relations’ society, and
proposed yourself to dine here to-

night.”
“I do. my sweet aunt; a large one.”
“Oh dear! Oh dear! If I had been

your mother I should have spanked you
at least three times a week, and you

need it still; but as I am only your
mother’s childless sister, I suppose I
shall go on spoiling you to the end.
Where are my spectacles, you naughty
boy, and a pen that will write?”

From the night of the Warmington’s
party London was a changed place for

Elizabeth. The very atmosphere seemed
like the haze of dawn which would usher

in her golden day-dream. Her imagin-
ation grew, and the weed looked so like

a flower. There was no detail of this
imaginary future which she did not

settle in her foolish little mind, even to
the colour of her court dresses and the
furniture of her boudoir; and there was

no heroic attitude with which she did
not endow he equally imaginary lover.
When her uncle spoke slightingly of

Captain Farquhar as a “bad lot," she

was young enough to think it a grand
thing for a man not to be good, and

ignorant enough to be attracted by, to

her, such unknown qualities as debt,
dissipation, and familiarity with all

that is base and bad in the world. So

the month of May slid into June, and

summer was in the air, and Elizabeth's
head in the clouds. Her leters home

were short and careless, and the rector
expressed just displeasure on their re-

ceipt. Her mother forgot her own dis-

appointment in finding excuses for

Elizabeth, which is the way of mothers

during the many and miscellaneous
stages through which their children

pass. Her aunt thought the girl dreamy
and a little anaemic, for which she dosed

her with iron pills; and her uncle no-

ticed nothing at all to differentiate her

from the wholesale mass of ordinary
girls.

On the 17th of June Elizabeth saw

her hero again. She was at tea with

her uncle on the Terrace of the House
of Commons, helping to entertain a

small party which was stamped with

the brand of constituents, and imagining
herself one of the great ladies who

throng that stone-cool and gay retreat

from the glare of a summer's afternoon.
Suddenly a large party gathered round
one of the tables not far away, and

Elizabeth saw that Freddy was amongst
them. She had expected great things
from the recurrence of her fateful date,
and Captain Farquhar’s appearance
answered her hopes. Her heart beat

fast, and her eyes wandered with her

thoughts to the distant tabic. A vague
unrest stirred her as she watched him

talking and laughing with a beautiful

girl beside him, but she reasoned that he

could not join her yet. When her uncle

proposed returning to see the further
sights of the building. Elizabeth begged
for one stroll along the river, as she

felt sure that directly Freddy* saw her

he would come and tell her of his love.

For so her thoughts had grown on the

food of fancy. But when, by lingering

near and looking hard, she at last

caught his eye. hr dimly recognised an

evident acquaintance whose identity had

been swept away by the swelling tide of

the season’s interests and amusements.

He raised his hat and talked on to the

ladies of his own party.
Elizabeth’s castle in the air came

crashing down with the shock: and she

walked behind her uncle to see with un-

seeing eyes those strange sights which

delight the constituent mind. A dining-
room full of long tables, where legisla-
tors deign to dine: long, empty corridors

lined with cupboards: men writing let-

ters in rooms beyond the portals of
glass doors which no strangers mav pass

—and, above all. a momentary glimpse
through a high window of green benches

sparsely covered with meditative men

and apparently deserted hats. However

she might try to reconstruct that castle

with explanations and excuses and inter-

pretations. slowly her hupes for the fu-
ture failed her. surely her faith in her

fortune faded: sadly the truth beat into

her bewildered brain that there had

been no case of love at first sight, ayd he

had never cared at all. She thought her

heart was broken, but it was only
scratched, ami. like a baby's bruise,
needed but the supplest remedy to make

it well.

For the next month Elizabeth was

very home-sick. London was hot and

tiring, and airless and hopeless. Nobody
therein reallv cared for her, and her

concerns were of no importance in the

engulfing tide of life which swirls

through a London season. The thought
of home grew dearer, the memory of

friends burned brighter, and it was with

a longing to be comforted that Elizabeth
entered the train that was to take her

to the nearest town to Farquay village.
The sick soreness of disappointment
stung her afresh as she opened her news-

paper and saw that a marriage had been

arranged between Captain Farquhar and

an American heiress, and her eyes tilled

with tears as the date of the paper—the
17th of July—recalled her vain hopes of

that prophetic date.

It was a golden summer's evening
when the train rushed into the nearest

station to Elizabeth's home. The sweet
smell of the country, which can only be

appreciated after a sojourn in London,
filled her with delight and wonder that
she had never enioved it before. The
rich, fullblown woods clothed the hill-
sides with folds of shaded green, and the
distant sea-line was ruled straight and
clear against the glowing sky. And

hurryNig along the platform to"meet her

came the curate with hands held out in

warmest welcome, and his usually grave
face made glad with smiles.

“I have brought your bicycle, and the
luggage is to go in the carrier’s cart.

Your father and mother are quite well.

We are all so looking forward to your
coming.”

Elizabeth's voice was queer ami choky
when she tried to answer him. Truly it
was very good to be going home: but the

goodness thereof made her want terribly
to cry. In fact, as the bicycles glided
into the leafy shade of the woodland
path that wound from the town to the
village by the sea. the tears would no

longer be kept back. Slowly they brim-
med up and welled over in the peace of
the sweet summer stilness. which was

broken only by. the faint plash of the

incoming tide, like a mother’s “hush”

to her troubled child: ami then a quick
sob escaped her. and at that pitiful little

sound Jack Smithson jumped <>IT his
bicycle, and stopped hers, whispering
gently. “What is it. dear?”

“Nobody cared for me in all London,”
she explained with catching breath.

“1 care for you.” he exclaimed hotly,
for the sight of Elizabeth's tears had

broken down every reserve.

“Do you really.'’ she asked, drying
her tears.

“Of course 1 do. and 1 want you, oh,
so dreadfully, sweetheart!”

Elizabeth contrasted the bitter cold

of that awakening to her mistake on the

terrace with the glowing warmth of

Jack Smithson's declared love.

And then, because she was a woman

and could not keep a secret, and be-

cause Jack was so understanding, she
told him of her disappointment in the

fulfilling of her fortune, without giving
any details concerning Captain Farqu-
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bar; and the curate avowed (hat if wan

entirely the fortune teller’s fault, which
was a most soothing conclusion, serin;*
that it exonerated both Elizabeth and

Freddy in her own mind.

“I should have liked London much

better if I had not l»een thinking about

my fate.’’ she protesed weakly.
“Of course you would. But nobody

could help doing so in your place. At

least.” he added in a scramble after

truth, “very few people, and hardly any
woman.

”

“Still.” said Elizabeth, half sadly, as

they at last pursued their way after a

long rest in the paradise of love’s dawn,
*‘l wish she had foretold a fortune that

came true. It would have been so ro-

mantic if I had met my fate on the 17th

day of the month.”

“Darling.” said Jack with a happy
laugh, “we will forgive your fortune-
teller after all. For whom did you meet

when you stepped out of the train?”

“Why you.” said Elizabeth wonder-
ingly.

“And what day of the month is it to-

day ?”

“Oh. Jack! how lovely! It is the 17th

of August.”

A Romantic Marriage.

Mr Carew, leading man in Miss Ellen

Terry’s company, who recently married

England's greatest actress, is only 32,

while his bride is 59. In an interview

with the ‘’American’s” correspondent, lie

gives some account of what is a remark-

able romance: "We were married secretly
to avoid undue notice. Miss Edith Craig
(Miss Ellen Terry’s daughter knew of

the marriage, and we cabled to Miss

Ellen Terry’s son (Mr Gordon Craig),
who is in Italy."

Mr James Carew first came into pro-

minence on the American stage. Last

January he was engaged to play Cap-
tain Brassbound himself in Miss Ellen

Terry’s Company, and subsequently
toured with her in the States.

Miss Terry was born at Coventry on

February 27, 1848, and is thus in her

sixtieth year. She recently celebrated
her stage jubilee.

Miss Ellen Terry has now been three

times married. She was married in 1864

to the late Mr G. F. Walts, R.A., then

more than thirty years her senior, an#
retired from the stage. The match was

made by the late Lady Holland, and
both parties were glad to be relieved of
it. Miss Terry returned to the stage,

joining her sister Kate, but in 1867 she

again retired on her marriage to Mr

Charles Wardell, an officer in a cavalry
regiment, who was subsequently known

on the stage as Mr Charles Kelly, and
acted also as a stage manager. He died
in 1885. It was not until 1874 that Miss

Terry again returned to the stage.
By her second marriage Miss Terry has

a daughter whose stage name is Ailsa

Craig, and a son. Mr Gordon Craig, the

painter and actor, who first appeared on

the stage in 1889.

The laughing urchin whose play

Inclined to bannister-sliding.
Who came on a taek by the way.

Was sad and he ceased Iris deriding.

When the tack is a cough we endure.

We still may continue our scoffing, I

For Woods’ Great Peppermint Cure

Drives a nail in the coffin of coughing.

THE PREMIERS AND THE FREEDOM OF MANCHESTER

THE FLYING VISIT.

An amusing account given by our London Correspondent some days ago of the records in train travelling, eating, and speech making put up by
the Colonial Premiers on the occasion of their 300-mile trip to Manchester to receive the freedom of that city. What the correspondent put in words
the cartoonist of the "Manchester Despatch" has been equally happy in describing pictorially.
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EVOLUTION
By W. PRITCHARD EATON

“

I long to talk with some old lover’s ghost.”

. w ND to think,” said Miss Elizabeth

/ I Dwight, with mock solemnity,
1 I “that in this very house Wel-

kj[ come Amidon (was that his

funny name?) wooed and won

the fair Elizabeth!”

“'l'he other fair Elizabeth,” I correct-

ed. a little sulkily.
“Don't pay me compliments, if it hurts

you,” said Miss Elizabeth Dwight, look-

ing at an ancient photograph on the

wall. “Do you suppose this is a picture
of—of the other Elizabeth?” she asked.

“Probably. Photography had reached

a high state of development in Revolu-
tionary times,” 1 remarked sarcastically.

“Oh,” said she, peeping at me out of

the corner of her eye, “I suppose not!”

1 nursed my grievance silently, gazing
into the huge fireplace where the kettle
hung on its crane over the great birch

logs that awaited the winter. It was a

little hard to have brought Miss Eliza-

beth some miles up the valley expressly
to show her the ancient elm-buried town

where my New England ancestors had

read their Bibles and drunk their cider
with one eye open for Indians, and very

expressly to show her the house where

Welcome Amidon, a famous captain of

our line, had conducted his hardest seige
against the thrice craftily fortified heart

of the fair Elizabeth Allen—only to

have Elizabeth Dwight take it all lightly.
Jf she wasn't impressed because Welcome
Amidon was my progenitor, she might
at least have shown a glimmer of serious

interest because Elizabeth A)4en was a

great-aunt of .uonje of hers!
*

I'm very
suie that if I had J)een making my first

vi>sit to the spot vvnere a branch of my

family had lived and loved and borne

children and left its mark on trees and

houses a hundred years ago and more, 1

should have been not only interested but

a little awed and reverential. Of course,

I didn't really expect anything more

personal of her, but I did expect that.

But here was Miss Elizabeth pretending
to be serious in the most frivolously
ironical manner. I maintain that my
vexation was quite justified, and that if

1 continued to look into the age-black-
ened fireplace in silence, paying no more

visible attention to her, it was no more

than she deserved.

“You might tell me about the. door-

mat man and his Elizabeth,” said a peni-
tent voice behind my shoulder.

“T'he what?” said I, choosing to ignore
the almost imperceptible emphasis on

the “his.”

“The door-mat man. You know those

brown scratchy door mats in hardware

shops frequently say ‘Welcome’ on them

in large rod letters,” chuckled Miss Eliz

abeth.

“I thought for one moment,” said I

“that you were experiencing some con-

trition for your conduct, hut I see you

were not, since you choose to make game

of my progenitor.”
“I don't know why I should be con-

trite,” said she. Besides, contrition is

the final aspect of timidity.”
“1 would rather feel contrition than

know the definition thereof,’” I retorted

severely.
“That's quoted from somebody,'’ said

Miss Elizabeth, knitting her brows.

“It is,” said I; “from Thomas a Keni-

pis. an excellent, godly man.”

“And forgiving, too. He would have

told me the story.’’
“You’ve heard the story a dozen

times,’’ said I. ’ - •
“I've forgotten it,” said Miss Eliza-

beth.
’

I looked at her reproachfully, but she

met my eyes with a wondering glance as

if to say. What is the matter? I sighed
despairingly. Miss Elizabeth sat down

on the mahogany footstool upholstered
in black haircloth with red roses em-

broidered upon it. She popped her chin

in her hands like a child awaiting a

fairy tale.

“It was in 1785—” 1 began.
“I thought it was ’B4/’ said Miss Eliza-

beth demurely.

I looked at her again, feeling of a sud-

den foolishly happy. She was gazing into

the great fireplace, a tiny smile on her

lips, “'rhe story, please,’’ she prompt-

“H was soon after Yorktown, thenj”
1 began again, “that Captain Amidon,

young and impetuous, renewed his boy-
hood suit for the hand of the fair

Elizabeth Allen.”

“‘Young and impetuous'
- that’s fine!”

said my audience. “I'm sure there ought
to be a ‘brave’ in there, too.”

“That is implied in the statement that

he wooed the fair Elizabeth/’ said I.

“Oh!” said she.

“lie. had distinguished himself during
the later years of tin* war for youthful
courage and a cool-headedness and stra-

tegic skill beyond his years/’ I went on;

“but we don't need to go into details
of his military exploits, do we?”,.

“I suppose they're .not,the important
part of the. story,” Miss Elizabeth re-

flected. “Still, they would be interest-

ing.'* she added brightly.
“We will oniit them,” said I. “The

captain went away io war a boy and

very much in love with Elizabeth Allen,

lie came back a man and more in love

with her than ever.”

“What a funny man!” said Elizabeth

Dwight.
“Was he?” said I.

She. examined the watering pan which

stood by the hearth. * ; '
* “Was he?” I asked again, leaning for-

ward to catch her.eye.
“I never knew one like Trim.” she said,

suddenly giving me look for look.

I resumed my narrative somewhat less

enthusiastically. “Elizabeth Allen lived

in this house—doubtless often sat on

that footstool and warmed her bed in

winter with that warming pan” my

companion was peering inside of it “and

tiie captain rode his big black horse up
the valley and clattered down the quiet
street to see her, I'd hate to say how

often. Everybody knew he loved her;
if 1hey didn't he told them. But what

her feelings toward him were nobody
could find out for sure, least of all the.

captain. There used to be other horses

at the door, other wooers within, and

that made the captain sulk. He was

said to be very handsome when he sulk-

ed: like a thundercloud. However, Miss

Elizabeth Allen, your great-aunt. would

but torment him the worse. 'l'he others

never received so much encouragement
as when he was sulking, his big body
taking up half tin' chimney-corner.”

“He was a great ninny,” said Miss

Elizabeth.

“He w.is a brave soldier/’ said 1.

“Pooh!” said she.
“Anyhow.” I went on, “sulking or

happy, in despair or hope, he kept at

his wooing. When he was in despair she

would suddenly melt to him; when his

hopes ran high she would suddenly turn

ice. And no answer could he get, cither

yes or no. for one mortal year.”

“Only a year?” laughed Miss Eliza-

beth.

“A year is a long time to keep a man

on the rack,” I replied. “Only a pretty
\voinan could be cruel enough to do it—-

and for no crime than loving her too

well.’’

“She might want to find out if his

love were really constant.”
“Pooh!” said I. “That false platitude

again! A platitude is the last extremity
of the feminine bluff.'’

“Mercy!” cried Miss Elizabeth. “1

won't do it again!’’
“Well, one winter afternoon.” I re-

sumed more confidently, “the captain
drove up to the door in his sleigh. His

tormentor camo out, looking. I have no

doubt, more tormenting than ever with

her p< it, ilowvr like face peeping from

the encircling furs, and they drove

northward together over the frozen

crust. Tradition says that the captain s

face was grimly determined, though how

tradition knows is a mystery, for they
met nobody. Soon they began to (limb

through a winding gorge into the high
hills. I'he Connecticut valley disappear
ed behind and below them. I'he shadows

of the primeval hemlocks darkened their

track. And. ‘Where are we going?’ said
Elizabeth Allen. To Canada, maybe,’
answered the captain, and clucked to his
horses. Elizabeth sat up very straight
and looked at him. ‘Sir, this lias ceased
to he a joke,’ said she. ‘Madam, for once

we are in perfect accord,' was his reply.
And again he clucked to the horses.
‘What do you want?’ said the girl, flam-

ing with anger. ‘Your answer Will you
marry me? Yes or no,’ said Captain
Welcome Amidon. ‘No!' cried she. ‘Now,
sir. 1ake me home.’ ”

“He didn’t gain much by that eave

man proceeding,” remarked Mis s Eliza
beth Dwight.
. “No?” said I. “Well, he merely replied
that if her answer was ‘No/ he’d have
to give her linn* to reconsider it, and he
clucked the horses oil again northward.

*1 hate you,’ said Miss Elizabeth. ‘You

love me,’ said the captain, ‘or you will

before we get through the Green Moun-

tains.’ So they rode on and on, through
clearing and forests, over frozen streams

and past the lonely mountain farms, al-

ways noythwayd, silent, will dashing
against will in wordless conflict. Night
eaifie on mnd rtwvas latter cold. Sonic

>wild thing crashed through the under

brush dtfse to their path. -It was miles

f<t. the nearest town in-■Vermont, and

no return was possible from there till

the next day. Tongues would talk. Miss

Elizabeth stormed; the captain (lucked

to his horses. It grew blacker. She

wept and begged; he urged the strong
span northward. Again there was si-

lence. 'l'he road grew steeper; the for

(•st swallowed up the trail in gloom.
‘Yes.' the captain heard a sudden whis-

per in his rar. They still point out

the spot where he turned the sleigh in

its tracks.”
“Thank you/’ said Miss Eliza beth

Dwight. “Your progenitor was a cave

man. just the same.”
“Perhaps,” said I. rising and looking

at my watch. “But maybe the Big
Stick is as useful in love as anywhere
else. If you've seen enough of the house

that became tin' home of my rave man

and your great aunt, let us say good by
to Hie folks and depart.”

“This great, snorting thing is a desc«

ration in this sleepy, time tombed

street.” said Elizabeth, as we (limbed

into the ear. “Now, if it were only a

sleigh ■’

“If he lived to day, the captain would

use a motor car,” said I, with convir

tion.

She shook her head. “No,'* she said,

“he would do nothing so unroinantic.

Even a rave man has a sense of ro

ma nee.”

“Romance consists in making the pi.o
tieal serve an ideal end.” said I. “\n

automobile will do as well as the chariot

of the sun.” I put over the lever I
spoke and headed northward.

“This is not the way home!” < » ><• I
Miss Elizabeth in a startled V(»ire.

“I'm going to take you down the >at

lev by another road, for variety. I an

swried in a matter of-fact tow, with

just a "h.ide of binpiise in it at her ex

clam.il ion. She sank li.u-k reassured. \\ »•

whizzed over a State load and a ‘•'frvl

bridge where the captain had used the

fields and ire, chugged through a thiiv

ing. biisv town where he had skirted a

farming hamlet; but as we began to

climb the winding gorge into the hills, a

second generation of hemlocks came

down the to ujeet us. as their prr

«lv«rssora had met him; the Connecticut

SKIN ECZEMA
IN WM FORM

Black Splotches All Over Face —

Produced Severe Itching—Year’s
Treatment by Physicians Did No

Good and Became Despondent-
Affected Parts Now Clear as Ever

— Alabama Lady’s

CURE BY THE
CUTICURA REMEDIES

"About four years ago I was afflicted
with black splotches all over my face

and a few covering my body, which

produced a severe itching irritation,and
which caused me a great deal of annoy-

anceand suffering,to such anextent that
I was forced to call in two of the leading
physicians of my town. After a thor-
ough examination of the dreaded com-

plaint they announced it to be skin
eczema in its worst form. They treated
me for the same for the length of one

year, but the treatment did me no good.
“ Finally 1 became despondent and

decided tor discontinue their services.

Shortly afterwards, my husband inread-

ing a copy of a weekly New York

paper saw an advert isement of the Cuti-
cura Remedies. lie purchased the en-

tire outfit, and after using the contents

of the first bottle of Cutieura Resolvent
in connection with the Cutieura Soap
and Ointment, the breaking outentirely
stopped. I continued the use of the
Cutieura Remedies for six months, and
after that every splotch was entirely
gone and the affected parts were left as

clear as ever. I have not felt a symp-
tom of the eczema since.

“The Cutieura Remedies not only
cured me of .that dreadful disease,
eczema, but other complicated troubles
as well; and I have been the means of

others being cured of the same disease
by the Cutieura Remedies, and I don’t
hesitate in saying that the Resolvent
is the best blood medicine that the world
has ever known'? J.izzie E. Sledge,
Selma, Ala., Oct. 28,

The original of the above tev&nonialis on file in (ha
office of the Potter .

Reference : K. Town?St Co.,McrchaHts. Sydney. N. S.W.
Soldthroughoutthe world. Cutic'nru Soap, Ointment,

and Reeoivciit Pill? (Chocolate Coated,in vial of60) may
behad of all druggista. A single set often cures. Potter
Drug & Chein. Corp., Sole Propa., Boston, U. S. A.

StF" Mailed Free. “The Cutieura Skin Book.’’

Address, li. Towns & Co., Sydney, N. S. W.

MUDIES
LIBRARY.

Export
Department.

Secretaries of Public Libraries and Sta-
tion Book Clubs are invited to apply for
information with respect tothe selection
or High-Class English and Foreign Books
suitable for India and the Colonies. All
lists gratisand post free toany address.

Books Boundon the Chemises in
any Style of Binding.

Mudie’s Select Library, m.

30-34, New Oxford St.

LONDON, W.C.

WARRANTED TEN YEARS.
,-gr ,r ■»_

Wf despatchdirect from our Covantry fac-

‘a b

eiv
_^JrJlGo^ontry Flyers

tM* ’*** th, an, l manufacturers’pricer.
MAMI Ab-olutelyBritish made thro about, and
■fjQM guaranteedlonger thananyother make.

£3.10to£9
■

Wlth improvements.

J Packed and Delivered
■ Ihtf Free toany port in the World.

W ▼ ACTIVE AGENTS
profit. .Mil, DMdr. »« onre, n.ln«
po«w« for tree «rt Cat.lofuea m>U ou

u
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valley -lipped lower and lower, and the

far blue hills came up one by one over

Ui< horizon.

“This is lovely, glorious!" exclaimed
Miss Elizabeth. "Hut it’s a funny way

home." she suddenly added, as the river

disappeared from -sight.
"It’s the captain’s road to Canada,”

said 1.

“< > lack, don’t l>e a silly boy!” she
eaid, with a laugh. “We'll be late to

tea if you're not careful.”

But 1 noticed that there was a shade

of uncertainty in her laugh. The ma-

chine lunged up over the last thank you-
marm in silence and sped along the level.

A farmer was standing in his barn.

‘’Waal." he hailed us, “didn’t git stuck,
did vet"

“No." said I. “She’s eighty horse-

power. and will take Mount Washington
without lying down. But she’s pretty
Heavy to handle coming back to the bot-

tom.”
“'S tiiat so?" he replied. “I reckon it

might lie. Ye’d better watch out on the

hill jist ahead. ’Bout a houndred rods
down tbar's a sharp turn and ye might
have a few regrets if ye went off'n the

bank.”
I thanked him more heartily than he

knew and sped on. Peeping at Miss

Elizalteth. 1 saw that she looked annoy-

ed, and a bit frightened, too. “For Hea-

ven's sake don’t be a goose,” she said.
“Turn back. It's getting late and the

hills are piling up in front. Look, you
ean see them."

“I don’t need to see them to know

they are there,” I answered. “I wish

they were higher, though.”
The machine took the first pitch of

the incline with a sickening lurch. Miss

Elizabeth braced back and gritted her

teeth. "What do you want, anyway?”
she said.

"You." I replied calmly, my eye on

the road.
“You've taken a nice, gentlemanly way

to get me. I must say!” she sniffed.
“It's effective for the present, at

least." I replied, as I worked the car

slowly around the ugly turn where the

Toad hung over the rocks, and then let

her out. The wind flew by our faces.

“What if we should meet a team com-

ing up in this narrow road? Are you
mad?” she cried.

“No, just come to my senses,” 1 re-

plied, easing the brake some more.

“You think the fortnula that worked
on one woman when applied by your
cave man ancestor will work on another
when applied by’ you. do you?" She

was sneering now, between her gasps of

terror as we sagged and rose over the

thank-you-marms.
I screeched the horn madly. “You

bet it will work, or it’s Canada by morn-

ing!” I shouted as we struck the sand

at the bottom, skidded a sickening
moment, righted, and cut northward be-

tween the great boles of the sugar

maples at fifty miles an hour.

“Jack,” she said, touching my sleeve,
“I have always liked you.”
I blew the horn to break her sentence.

“Whether you have liked me. do like

me. or will like me," 1 cut in, "is a

matter of complete indifference to me.

Liking is not what I want, as you very
well know and as you have very well

known for a year.”
“if you keep up this nonsense 1 shall

hate you," she said, her cheeks redden-

ing.
“At least.” said I, “that will be some-

thing definite."

We came around a corner at a criminal

speed and narrowly missed a bad mix-up
with a farmer’s waggon. The horse took

fright and disappeared in a cloud of

dust, the driver sawing and tugging on

the reins. Before us was another

plunge, longer and steeper than the last,
and across the valley yet more hills

piled up and up, rosy in the level sun-

light that now passed above the valley
and left the lowlands in a faint dusk.

“Jack, dear Jack, are you going to take

this hill at such a breakneck speed?"
she pleaded. “You’ll kill us both.

Please don’t do it!”
“Will you marry me?” I asked.

“No!” she said, turning deadly white as

I shoved the lever over.

We were alive and whole at the bot-

tom, the angel of fools and lovers alone
knows how. but Elizabeth was ghastly.
My heart smote me and my purpose al-

most failed. But 1 steeled myself some-

how and kept on.

"Will yon turn back?” she finally
moaned.

“Somewhere on that hill we passed the

captain’s turning-point.” I replied. “But

I will not turn tilt I have his reason.”

“I’m faint and hungry and ill,” she

besought me, and her words did not

belie her. “If we don't get back I
don’t, know what the family will do.
And what will people say? How can

we ever explain it? O Jack, please,
if you love me take me home!”

I got out and lighted the lamps. Then

I looked in the tanks. "Water and

fuel enough for the next town.’ I said.

“What is the next town?” came from

the machine.

I named it truthfully. Oh, please,
please!” she pleaded. “I didn’t know

we were so far into Vermont!”

"Will you marry me?” said I, climb-
ing back beside her.

“You beast, you ugly beast!” she

cried. Then she grew softer. “I'll tell

you to-morrow. honestly I will; I’ll tell

you early in the morning.”
“If you tell me in the morning it will

lie in Canada." I answered, as we shot

northward through the fast deepening
night.

The increasing peril of the road and

my constant efforts to hedge secretly
eastward toward the Connecticut valley
allowed me no time for conversation,
had I been disposed to talk. We

bumped on in silence. The speed was

down now, and I had to stop frequently
to grope for the way, but it was reck-

less driving enough. Once we stopped
to fill the tanks and buy food at a store.

Presently the moon rose, and looking
back southward Miss Elizabeth recog-
nised the outline of Ascutney bulking up

against the sky. ’•Why." site cried, “we

are half-way up the State!"

“No, not more than a third.” I 2an-

swered. “But it's early evening yet.”
“You might put back to Cornish and

let me stay with the Bussells, or some-

body,” she said with a sudden flicker of
hope.

“T shook my head. “It's home or

Canada." And I put the speed up ■

notch over a gleaming straightway. Th*
night air was getting very chill, and I

felt Elizabeth shiver. Perhaps she lean-

ed a little against me that I might feel
it better. “You can be very stubborn—

Jack,” she said.

“The stake is very lug and very dear

to me,” I muttered.

“You can’t get home now, anyway,"
she said plaintively, “not down all those

terrible hills.”
“I know the river road like a book

and this moonlight is as good as day,”
said I. “I can get you home at midnight
easy. An hour from now. though, we'll
be up in the Woodstock Mountains, and

there I'm a total stranger to the roads.

And the grades are worse than anything
we’ve struck vet.”

Even as I spoke we saw through the

trees ahead the break of a valley, and,
beyond, the hills piling up once more.

A mountain loomed dimly across our

northward track. The car sagged over

an ugly rut, and one side went into the

gully. Elizabeth caught my arm con-

vulsively, and a nervous sob escaped her.

Then something snapped—whatever mys-

terious nerve it is that keeps the will at

fighting tension—and she wept. “You

—you may t-take me home,” she said,
between her sobs.

Almost in front of the house where

Captain Welcome Amidon wooed the

fair Elizabeth Allen and brought her

home from their fateful sleigh-ride, two

of my sore-taxed tires sank wearily

down on the rims. I roused my sleepy
and astonished relations, and half-car-
ried my Elizabeth, wrapped in my coat

and all the robes in the car, into the

house. Then I plodded to the railroad,
and flagged the night train down the val-
ley to reassure her family.

The next morning I found her inspect-
ing the dusty machine. She put both

hands in mine. “I slept in Elizabeth
Allen’s chamber,” she-said, “and dream-

ed, the loveliest dream?"
“About what?” I asked.

“About a great brute of a cave man.”
she answered, “who dragged off his bride

by the hair.”

A. ®> F. PEARS, Ltd.
| By Royal Warrants SOAPMAKERS to their Majesties

| THE KING and THE QUEEN.

i Notice Having been brought to Messrs. A. Q, F.
PEARS, Ltd., that imitations of tbeir Specialities

I are being; offered for sale in Australasia they have

authorized Messrs. F. Forrest & Co., 495-7, BourKe

| Street, Melbourne, their Agents for the sale of

i PEARS’ SOAP) to taKe legal proceedings against
all persons infringing their Labels, Trade Marks,
Kights.

u.
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Scientific and Useful

THE ELECTRIC SLEEP.

Electric sleep, or anaesthesia, is pro-

duced by the action on the brain of inter-

mittent electric currents of low voltage.
It has been a subject of special study
for several years by Professor Stephane
Leduc, of Nantes, and others, and the

application has been perfected until it

is practicable to put dogs and rabbits
quickly into a calm and regular sleep,
with general and complete anaesthesia.

In rabbits, at least, the sleep can be safe-

ly prolonged to eight hours or more,

although ether and chloroform bring
much risk after two hours. Electric

sleep makes possible the painless elec-

-troerrtion of animals, an increase of volt-

age causing the loss of will and sensa-

tion, to be followed by cessation of re-

spiration and stoppage of the heart. Ani-
mals killed b ythis gradual action have

been free from the severe wounds shown

in the criminals executed in New York.

Electric sleep has been induced several

times in human subjects, the first trial

having been on Professor LeduC himself.

The experience is not wholly agreeable,
the loss of speech being folllowed by
loss of movement, and then by a sensa-

tion of dreamy consciousness and. im-

pending peril with no power to cry out

or raise a hand, there are no bad after

effects.

A SOLID MASS OF METAL.

After the great fire in San Francisco,
hundreds of tons of lead and zinc and
other metals were found fused into a

solid mass, four or five feet thick, cover-

ing the entire foundation of the ruins

of an old shot tower. This represents a

large money value; but owing to its

enormous size and weight—some hun-
dreds of tons—it is quite impossible to

make use of the metal by any ordinary
means, ft has been decided, therefore,
to cut the metal up into blocks weighing
about one ton each, and this work is now

being accomplished by means of an elec-
tric arc. AU the men who are engaged
in cutting or melting the channels
through the mass of metal have their

faces covered with canvas to protect
them from the blinding glare of light.

THE TRADITIONAL MAN IN THE

MOON.

' In our infancy there was pointed out

to us the mysterious man in the moon,
who looks solemnly down from his perch
in the sky. No doubt we have made

many a childish speculation concerning
this grave personage, who has been

watching the successive generations on

the earth come and go for centuries,
and wondered how he came to be away

up there in the moon so many miles

from us.

Well, he was sent there because he

was a naughty fellow, a wicked man,
who picked up some sticks that did not

belong to him on Sunday. The first

mention of this is in the Bible, where it

is told that a certain individual was

put to death for such a proceeding.
From this Bible story originated one

of the greatest and most ancient super-
stitions—that of the man in the moon.

The man in the moon is known to every

nation, and is pictured as leaning on a

fork on which he carries a bundle of

thorns or brushwood which he was

caught stealing on the Sabbath day; and

as a punishment he was confined in the

moon. The dark lines and spots which

compose the features of this traditional
man are in reality the shadow’s of lunar

mountains on the moon.

♦ ♦ ♦

SOMETHING ABOUT THE BRAIN.

That portion of the substance of the

brain which is know as gray matter is

supposed according to the highest autho-
rities, to be most intimately related to

Intellectual action. Sometimes curious

aggregations of gray matter are found

in particular parts of the brain, and

Dr. Oswald Morton has recently sug-
gested that these may be the cause of

the extraordinary mental powers occa-

sionally exhibited by persons whose gen-
eral intellectual capacity hardly rises

above that of idiots. Such powers, or

aptitudes, always relate to some special
faculty, like memory, without including
other faculties.

The aggregations referred to might ex-

plain the marvellous memory for music

exhibited by “ Blind Tom,” and the more

still extraordinary powers of Heinecker.
the child of Lubeck, who lived in the
early part of the eighteenth century;
and who knew the chief incidents of

the Pentateuch at the age of one year,
had mastered all of sacred history at

two years, and was intimately acquainted
with modern and profane history and

geography, and spoke French and Latin,
besides his native tongue, at the age of

three. When four years old he died.
With reference to what has been

called the relation of “brain light and

dreams,” Professor Scripture of Yale
onee stated that he had reason to think

that the faint light which is seen in

darkness, or with closed eyes, and which

appears in the form of rings, waves, and

irregular figures is due. not as is gener-

ally supposed, to chemical changes
going onin the retina, but to something
occurring in the brain. He proposed
that it should be called “ cerebral light.”

This cerebral light appears to be lo-

cated in those higher- centres of the brain

that are connected with visual memories

and imaginations. A close relation has

been observed between these cerebral

light figures and th? contents of dreams,

and Professor Scripture suggested that

the hallucinations produced by drugs,
like hashish, may be simply modifica-
tions of such figures.

NAMING THE STARS.

From time immemorial the heavens
have been an object for investigation
and amazement of the inhabitants of the

globe; and to the student of astronomy
nothing is more interesting than the

great similarity of the stories that have

grown up about the stars among the

most widely separated peoples.
□die constellation which to-day is

called the Milky Way was known to the

primitive Indians and to the African

bushmen as the Ashen Path, the cinders
of which were conceived to be hot and

glowing. The ancient inhabitantsi of

Britain called it Watling street, or the

path of the mythical giants, the Wai-

tings.
To the casual eye the gulf between

the highly civilised, ancient Greeks and

the American Indians is well nigh im-

passable. Yet the constellation known

colloquially to modern Americans as tha

Dipper was called the Bear by both
these neonle.

The imaginative Indian thought of the

four front stars as a bear, those in the

tail as pursuing huntsmen, and the small

star on the end as a pot in which they
were to cook their victim.

The aboriginal inhabitants of Australia

showed an ingenuity almost equal to

that of the Greeks in naming the planets.
The constellation of the Pleiades, which

is composed of seven stars, was eonsid-

eredby the Greeks to be a band of mai-
den. In explanation of the dimness of

the seventh star, they said that one of

the maidens fell in love with a mortal,

and thereafter hid her light through

envy of her sisters, who were beloved of

the go's.
To the Australians on the other hand,

they were known as a queen with her

six attendants. Like the Greeks, the

Australians also sought to account for

the dim star, and so the myth grew that

the queen had been stolen by a neigh-
bouring constellation, the Crow.

♦ ♦

DRINKING WATER FROM SEWAGE.

At present the greatest difficulty of

a modern city is to obtain a pure water

supply. Science is now planning to re-

medy this difficulty by rendering all

water pure, no matter how vilely polluted
it mar have been.

In brief, all drinking water in future

will be purified sewage water.

Throughout the civilised world, and

especially in large continental areas, the

difficulty of obtaining pure water, without

which a healthy population cannot exist,

is being felt with ever increasing severity.

All rivers and streams in inhabited coun-

tries are in a greater or lesser degree

sewage, and with the growth of popula-
tion thev will all become polluted to a

deadly degree. The only remedy, there

fore, "as the population cannot be kept
down, is to make the sewage harmless.

The complicated process by which this

is to be done will consist in first de-

stroying the harmful bacteria by the

action of other bacteria, then freeing the

water from all bacteria and organic life

and finally aerating the water so as to

make it palatable and acceptable to the

stomach.

According to the new scientific theory
of sewage transformation, the mass of

polluted liquid and solid is passel
through a series of nine bacteria leads.

During the passage of the sewage through
these beds it loses all its offensive and

harmful character and becomes entirely
transformed in nature, so that only an

expert could know what t. had been.
Part of it escapes in the form of gises.

while the nitrified solid matter deposited
at the bottom of the bacteria beds is

extremely valuable for fertilising pur-

poses.
At the conclusion of the process we

have a volume of clear water, at least

harmless to man. but containing, per-
haps. a considerable quantity of anae-

robic bacteria, although they will rapid
ly decrease in number now that the
material upon which they labour has

been removed.

The finishing touch will !»• given by
pumping pure air into the water which

is necessary to make palatable The air

will also cause the death of th? few

remaining anaerobic bacteria. to whom

oxygen is a sure poison.

Do not envy
the beautiful
hair of others,
but possess it \, a V? fl
yourself. Some
are born witb f IS
beautiful hair, \p KaY M

others acquire/1
it, but none; /i’ 11 X'Xll
have it thrust v/\([ <■[ ' vW'JI/l
upon them./t AB AN LbUt/JJ
Those who ao-

V /F'H'
quire it do so, ll
for the most I H ■ 11
part, by th e j ' J H ’

discovery that
there is a remedy for locks thinned
by disease, or which may have be-
come prematurely gray; and that
remedy is

>tqer’s
2iair Vigor

Have you lost your hair? It will
restore it. Has your hair faded or

turned gray? It will bring back the
color and gloss of youth. In brief,
there is no condition, short of abso-

lute destruction of the roots, in

which Ayer’s Hair Vigor will not

produce luxuriant hair.
Do not be deceived by cheap imita-

tions which will only disappoint you.
Make sure you get AYER’S Hair
Vigor.

Prepared byDr. J.C. Ayer&C©., Ixmelf.Mass., U.S. A.

A x. ''N,
FORTY \
YEARS TEST.

Forty years is a long trial for any
remedy. Medicine which can stand
the test day after day, 365 days in
the year, for forty years, must have

great inherent worth and merit. ..

BONNINGTONS
CARRAGEEN

IRISH MOSS
has stood this test. It cured your

father's coughs and colds and it will

cure yours. It has been the standard

remedy for so many years that it

is the first thing most people think
of when they get a cough or a cold.

TRY IT YOURSELF!

Ask BONMNGTO.YS IRISH MOSS
for and insist on getting it

< Bonnington’s

Nc SOLD AT AU CHEMISTS
AMD STORES.

6

Here ! Try these ! gOtxxV

If you can get a pair to suit you you’ll be able to READ, WRITE, or SEW for hours \
» \\Zy' WITH PERFECT COMFORT. Moreover, your headaches will, most likely, dis- \

appear. They come from the eyes I have no doubt. X \

- »rSAMUEL BARRY at 314, EET

\ >
. 9^. He will give you what's right at the right price.
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Vacation Tour in Portugal

A DELIGHTFUL COUNTRY

lii the mind.? of most people Portugal
is lumped generally with Spain, and Por-

tugese and Spanish arc all more or less
the same to the average foreigner. The

recfnt political disturbances in the little

Kingdom which nestles by the side of

King Alfonso’s dominion have called at-
tention to it. and some extracts from a,

charming \oluine called “Through Por-

tugal,’* by an American named -Major
Alaitin Hume, will be read with interest.

Major Hume confesses that he was

brought up in the Castilian tradition
that Portugal was altogether an interior

c< untry. and the Portguese uncouth boors,
and sets forth frankly his sense ot his

former injustice “towards the most beau-

tiful country and the most unspoilt and

courteouspeasantry in Southern Europe. '
There are inconvenience* which the tra-
veller must encounter if he wants the

joy of seeing an “unhackneyed’’ land, but

they are not serious. The hotels in the

small towns furnish at least clean beds,
and among the native dishes some which
attract the Anglo-Saxon. There are good
modern hotels in Lisbon ami Oporto, and

at Brussaco. tb sebne of a famous battle,
is a wonderul hotel, probably the most

beautiful in Europe, says Major Hume—-

a magnificent structure which was built

as a royal lesidence, and is a bewildering-
Jy loveiy thing of chiselled stone set in

a paradise of garden, terrace, and glori-
ous woods. The author does not forget to

add to his catalogue of its virtues “a bill

of almost disconcerting moderation.” The

pleasantest way of travelling through the

country is by carriage, and tnTs is not

expensive. The railways, having been

iik?ant chiefly for the conveyance ot

fieight, offer comfortable but es?eed’ngly
Blow passage.

There is little mendicancy in Portu-

gal; the author encountered it in its sys-
tematic form only at Batalha. where

groups of chubby, pretty children kneel

b\ the roadside, ready for begging, their

hands joined as in prayer, “their eyes
clos'd reverently, and their expression
rapt like little' dirty angels.’’ That is in

central Portugal; the race in the north

is one eminently self-respecting and in-

dependent. Major Hume describes the

peasant of that region as working hard,
and living frugally upon about 30 cents a

dux "and so long as lie can earn his dried

stockfish, his beans, bread and grapes,
with a little red wine to drink, he scorns

to b g for the indulgence of his idleness.”

•'The absence of vociferation and vehe-

mence in the people.” he writes. “dicT not

mean sulkiness or stupidity : but was the

result of the int nse earnestness with

which their daily life was faced their un-

regarding albofne?- toward strangers was

not rudeiw. but the highest courtesy
which hade them avoid obtrusive curi-
osit \ : and soon I learnt to know that

tb» ir cold exterior barely concealed a di<

interested desire to extend in fullest

inca-ure aid ami sympathy to those who

nettled tlieni. in all m\ wand rings I
have novel iiet. except perhaps in Nor-

wav. a |H?asantry so full of willingness to

shox courtesy to strangers without

tS.light of gain to themselves as th°se

people of North Portugal, almost pure

Celts as they are. with the Celtic

innate kindliness of heart and ready sym-

pathy. Though ♦ t course with the Celtic

fdmxtcoming? of jealousy, inconstancy and

distrust.”

The streets of Oporto glow with ric h

c« ’our- in -hop and market, and the

pea-ant woim-n. who still wear the an-

cient co-tunw of their country, acid here

am! there a characteristic gleam of

brightn»--. Tin nun are «hod. but the

u< nun. old and young, go barefoot. They
• airy queer boat-shaped basket-, heavily
lad* n. - t up*,n their black pork-pic hats:

“Their skirt*, u-ually black, but often

with a broad horizontal stripe of colour

r< und the bottom, are very short, and

gathered with great fulm— at the waiet

and over the hip-. I’pon the shoulders

there is alnto-t invariably a brilliantly
coloured handkerchief. ind sometimes

another upon the head beneath tlie hat;

aitd long. pendant, gild c-arrings shine

against their coarse, jet-black hair. It is

evident that for the most part they work

quite as hard as the men. but they have

no appearance of privation or ill treat-

ment, except that their habit carry-

ing heavy weights upon their heads has

the effect of ruining their figures. . . .

There arc' no indications anywhere of ex-

cessive drinking, and even smoking is

not conspicuous among the working men

and boys in the streets; they seem, in-

deed, too seriously busy for that, except
on some feast day. when, wifh their best

clothes on, they are gay enough, though
not vociferous even then, as most South-

ern peoples are.”

Wherever the traveller went he found
relies and reminiscences of heroic and ro-

mantic times, and of strange historical

scenes. In the Church of Santa Cruz,
at Coimbra, King Manuel, early in the

sixteenth century, set on a throne be-
fore the high altar the mummified corpse
of his predecessor. Affonso Henriques,
crowned and shrouded in royal robes, a

grisly form watching through empty
sockets the homage of his shrinking sub-

jects. Two centuries earlier as tragic
a picture was seen in a monastry church

not far -away. Across the rivet Monde-

go, from Coimbra, there are the ruins
of a palace wherein lived Inez de Castro,
the beautiful girl for whose sake the

prince Doni Pedro refused obedience to

his father’s command to marry another.

The shining waters still leap in the

fountain lieside which, at the old King’s
orders, this fair Inez was murdered.

As much as Pedro loved her he hated

his father, and they, never met again.
When the young ' man came to the

throne after two unhappy years, he took

from the convent grave the body of his
beloved, and the ghastly figure, clothed
in the garb and jewels of a queen, was

placed upon a throne in the monastery
church of Alcobacai “whilst all the court-

iers upon their knee-, kissed the dead

hand of her whom they had insulted

and contemned in life.” In the church

of Santa Clara, at Coimbra, the traveller
climbs a turret stair to a small, dark

room wherein stands a little altar.

There is a trap in the centre of it. and
this, when lifted, reveals a grating
through which one may peer into—the

Middle Ages. “A large solemn choir-
chamber. with carved stalls in rows ex-

tending lengthwise along it. and the

ample central space occupied by a mag-
nificent canopy, under which, lit by a

tiny red lamp burning eternally before

it. lies a great coffin of rich repous?'
silver, in which there rests the body of
the sainted queen, the patron of Coim-
bra. the heroic Aragonese nrincess. who

in 1323 rode between the armies of her

husband. King Diniz. and their rebell-
ious son. and stayed their unnatural
strife at her own great peril.*’ Here

within the walls of Santa Clara the poor
“Beltranega” passed her last dreary

years, and here at Coimbra reigned Le-

onor. the wickedest queen in Portuguese
history. She had many ways of dispos-
ing of those she hated—the dungeon
was the mildest; and the cruelest of all
her contrivances she turned upon her

sister, the Prin.es* Maria. She poured
poisonous words into the ear of Maria’s
husband until Prince Joao, wrought to

madness, murdered the unhappy lady.
Then came Leonor mo.king and jeering
at the wretched man. and proclaiming
her sister's innocence. Of course, he

tried to murder her too, but failed:
and the base creature lived on in the
happiness that belongs to her kind.

Some of Major Hume’s most fascinat-

ing page* are devoted to the ancient
Portugese monasteries. He writes with

peculiar vividness of the mediaeval castle-

monastery of Thomar. still splendid in

its decay. The old round church of

the Templars was built in 110H. and its

interior i* described as a quaint and

curious mixture of Byzantine. Moorish.
Romanesque, and Gothic. Tn the great
choir which wa- added to the round

rhuich the reluctant Portugese nobles

sullenly swore allegiance to Philip IT. as

King of Portugal as well as of Spain;
and in the Gothic cloister is to be seen

the stone eoiiin of Baltasar de Faria,
who served as Philip's instrument in

forcing upon Portugal the Spanish form

of Inquisition. Faria's cruelty Was some-

thing beyond the human, and loathing
men said of his end that “earth itself
would reject and refuse to assimilate the
body of such a monster.” Fate apparent-
ly proved the truth of the saying, for one

may look through the pane of glass set

in his sarcophagus and there behold the
mean, shrunken mummy of Master Balt-

asar, forever debarred ■from the good
clean earth. Thomar, the author con-

cludes, is a relic which, in its way, has
hardly an equal in Europe; but some-

thing even more wonderful he was to
visit later—the famous abbey of Batalha.

"the wonder and envy) of ecclesiastical
architects for six centuries, and even

now, dismantled and bedevilled as it is,
one of the most beautiful Gothic struc-

tures in existenee. . . . Think of an

editice with a facade of exquisite beauty-,
and all of it of the loveiy soft colour of

an old Japanese ivory carving! The
author quotes a remark from a manu-

script of Lord Strathmore, wno visited

the abbey about the middle of the eigh-
teenth century, that one part was left
imperfect, "being so beautiful that no-

body dar'd to finish it.” Major Hume

throws, down his gage to the purists
who condemn that marvel, the_cloistered
court of Batalha, as too exuberant in

ornament—he finds it exquisite, and cares

nothing for the opinion of the aforesaid

purists. He notes the remarkable groin-
ing in the chapter house, “springing like

palm branches from clustered pillars in

the wall and all centring in the apex of

the roof.” and he quotes "Vathek” Beck-
ford's description: “It is a square of

seventy feet and the most strikingly
beautiful apartment I ever beheld. The

graceful arching of the roof, unsupported
by console or column, is unequalled: it

seems suspended by magic; indeed, hu-

man means failed twice in constructing
this bold, unembarrassed space. Per-

severance and the animating encourage-
ment of the sovereign founder at length
conquered every difficulty, and tne work

remains to this hour secure and perfect.”
The founders of the house were a mar-

ried pair, King John the Great his

English Philippa, the daughter -of John

of Gaunt. Here they lie withi, their

stately monuments, their sons around

them.

■Of the palace at Cintra. the Moorish
Alcazar which John and Philippa made
their summer residence, the traveller has

many interesting things to say in the

way of description and of history. Cin-

tra, indeed, inspires him almost I it

did Byron, whose "glorious Eden" it was.

As for Lisbon, he laments over the

fashion in which the picturesque has

been turned into ugliness and tilth—for

along the river side have been built

smoke-belching factories and doeks al-

most as hideous as the factories, and

the splendid view provided by nature is
thus absolutely wasted.

A WHOLE FAMILY BENEFITS.

Cuts. Sores. Burns. Bruises, and

Festering Wounds Yield to Zam-

Buk Balm.

Mrs. E. Schoenaner, of Melbourne-
Street, West End. Brisbane, has met with

seme interesting proofs of the wide range
of usefulness of Zam Buk Balm in the

home. She says:—" For about twelve

months I have been using your Zam-Buk

Bahn for all sorts of sores, cuts, burns,

bruises, etc. My little boy had a very
bad bruise on the bottom of his foot, re-

ceived while running about barefooted.

It became swollen and festered, and he

cried with the pain. 1 used several home

remedies, but to no purpose, till I bought
a pot of Zam-Buk Balm, and applied it

on a piece of lint, according to directions.
The next morning my lad was able to get
about again, although the day previously
he could not put his foot to the ground.

Another son. working in a factory,
has frequent occasion to use Zam-Buk for

cuts, for which it is invaluable. 1 always
keep a pot of Zant Buk Balm in the house
as my family remedy for cuts, burns, or

any kind of sore, and have always found

it to do its work quickly and well.”
Zam-Buk Balm is a perfect antiseptic,

and is absolutely pure. Keep a pot handy
for Cuts.* Burns. Bruises. Eczema, Piles,
Sore Feet, Leg*. Hands or Backs. Price

1. 6, or 3. d special family size (contain-

ing nearly four times 1/6), of all Stores
and Chemists, or from The Zam-Buk

39, Pitt-street, Sydney, for same price.

E. MORRISON AND SONS’ RED

BLUFF NURSERIES.
WARKWORTO, N.Z.

FRUIT TREES A SPECIALTY.

Large Quantities of tha

Best Commercial varieties

-jeA/tyr Lw in stock. A varied assort-

ment for the amateur and
the borne orcbardist. Also,

quick-growing shelter trees
'

of the most approved
»

JC kinds. Packages despatched
—•* promptly to any address.

NOTICE. — All Apple Trees are worked
well above ground on blight-proof stocks,
and are guaranteed to be free from Woolly
Aphis, when despatched from the Nur-
series.

NEW ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FOB

1907 AND 1908, WITH PRICE LIST,
POST FREE ON APPLICATION.

LUNCH TIME

FORGOTTEN

when you

BREAKFAST

on

plasmon Oats
and

plasmon Cocoa

All Chemls's and Stcraa

Housekeeping
Troubles

are smoothed Away

by vising

BIRD’S
Monte

Specialities.
BIRDS

Custard Powder,

BIRD’S
Jelly Crystals,

DissoLre utsuunr.

UHCOUALUa BHILUAMI 4 OCUCATE FLAW*.

BIRD’S
Concentrated Egg Powder,

BIRD’S
Pudding Powder.

Storekeepers obtain supplies of the above

locally from their merchants, they again ordering
through Home Houses only, from

ALFREDBIRD A Sons, Ltd.,Mrmin<lMm l li*
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THE WATERLOO OF APRIL FIRST

w * ELL, I’ll be flabbergasted!”
B 4 / quoth Gideon Welcome Gil-

Biß/ pin. Gideon’s height being to

J f his breadth as two to one,

there were nearly three hun-

dred pounds of him to undergo flabber-

gastion. He hitched up his expansive

overalls and pushed an immense straw

hat further back on his bald head. Pull-

ing a pair of round, heavy silver-rimmed

spectacles down to the gnarled end of

his nose, he gazed earnestly above them

along the main street of Rockford.

On the right hand pavement going
due. south was a slight, girlish figure

crowned with yellow hair, which gleam-
ed under an irresistible little blue vel-

vet toque. A blue box coat hung grace-

fully from her shoulders, and a pair of

small tan shod feet moved briskly be-

neath the pleats of a short blue walk-

ing skirt. She was the new primary
teacher in the Rockford Graded School
and popular among the children, if one

judged by the number who surrounded
her.

On the left-hand pavement, also go-

ing south, strode the new principal,
seemingly unconscious of the dainty
lady on the other side of the street.
His large, well-shaped head sat firmly

on broad shoulders, and he walked with

long sweeps of the muscular arras,

which inspired the boys of the senior
class with a wholesome awe.

“I'll be flabbergasted!” repeated
Gideon. “Si and Orve seys they don’t

take notice of each other, but I believe
they do, and they’d ought to, anyhow,”
stubbornly. Gideon was voicing the
sentiment of Rockford, which, to a man

—including the women—had decided on

the peculiar fitness of a connected fu-

ture for the new principal and primary
teacher. “Igiots, both of 'era, if they
'don’t." Gideon concluded ambiguously.

He retired behind the pigeon hole

case devoted to Uncle Sam’s postal ser-

vice, and sat down on a high stool. Be-

ing alone, he pushed the glasses nearer

his eyes, and proceeded to the perusal
of such - postal cards as had not been

called for. This task completed, he

seated himself in a broad arm chair

facing the postal boxes, and awaited
the arrival of his cronies. Si Lewis and

Orve Webster. Both were gentlemen
of leisure, the former luxuriating on a

pension granted him because of a leg
broken trader a camp follower’s waggon
ten miles from the guns of Gettysburg;
the latter being enriched by the pro-
ceeds from the hotel which he ran

strictly by proxy, his wife being a brisk

worker.

Principal Philips lived at the hotel.

Ruth Emery boarded across the way
with- the Si Lewis household, while both
called daily at the post office; therefore

to whom should the people of Rockford

look for reliable information in the case

of Emery versus Philips if not to their

respective landlords and the sorter of
their mail.

“He don't ever come to see her,” was

all the information Ruth’s landlord
could honestly give, despite his willing-
ness to possess more.

. “He don't seldom ever leave his room

evenings.” informed Orve. tapping the
boot of his lame foot. ‘Tie's got more

Stay-at-home in ’im than any man I
ever see before.”

But the information that Gideon
Welcome Gilpin dealt out was of a

highly perplexing order. If either of
the two teachers were ‘‘corresponding
regularly,’’ of course the case in hand
was hopeless, but Gideon annulled that
idea. ”He don’t write to a single ‘Miss,’
and only regular to one ‘Mrs.,’ and
that’s his mother. I know that be-
cause—” here Uncle Sam’s servant was

wont to clear his throat, “her answers

come in them flimsy envelopes, so thin

you <jan’t help seein’ through. And as
for Miss Emery, she don’t ‘Mr.’ a single
envelope.”

‘Mebby you haven’t kept their letters
straight these five months," suggested
Bi as the triumvirate sat around the
Office stove.

“Hph!” ejaculated Gideon, ‘Tion’t
fou fool yourself.” Then he leaned

back and added meditatively, “The're

sly about it —the igiots!—but I bet

they don't fool me—there’s something
in the wind between the two.”

“What ?" demanded Si and Orve.

They resented this assumption of supe-

rior wisdom on the part of the post-
master, as he could not bring a ghost
of proof to the support of his assertion.

But Gideon knew. His own had been

a middle-aged love affair, and he re-

membered various symptoms which may
only be felt, not expressed. Therefore,
he watched for the tangible and expres-
sible the following afternoon when Ruth
and the principal entered the post office.

They did not enter together. Ruth
came first, her cheeks flushed with the

January wind, and her brown eyes
aglow as she responded to the questions
of the little ones who escorted her.

“Any mail for me?” she asked at the

postal window, and then her face un-

derwent a quick, indefinable change, and

Gideon felt the wireless telegraphic
message which announced the entrance
of the principal.

“Now, I’ll give 'em a chance and

watch 'em,” thought Gideon craftily,
and. creaking around to the swinging
gate which guarded Uncle Sam’s corner,
he beckoned to the children. They un-

derstood the meaning of his crooked
forefinger, and left Miss Emery with a

whoop. Behind the counter, Gideon,
ostensibly paying no attention to the
teachers, but with his ears wide open,
dealt out sticky sweets with a generous
hand.

Alas! his candy and his efforts were

wasted. He heard a pleasant “Good
afternoon" from both, and a simple re-

mark on the school and weather. Then

the outer door closed, and Henry Philips
leaned over the counter, while the

children, with gummed hands, made a

wild dash for the street and their be-
loved “teacher.”

Gideon sat down heavily on his high
stool, and turned a furtive eye on Prin-

cipal Philips with the uneasy feeling
that the latter understood his motives.

There was always a twinkle in Philip’s
eyes whenever he looked toward any
member of the triumvirate.

“Have a fresh drop," invited Gideon
to hide his chagrin. He pushed a box
of six-months-old chocolates in front of
the principal, who valiantly chewed one.

“Pretty little girl that," began Gideon

boldly.

“The child in red?" asked Philip, gaz-
ing abstractedly out of the window.

"Pshaw!” exploded Gideon, lifting
one brow and dropping the other, “I
mean the little school ma'am.”

“Oh. Miss Emery!" carelessly. “Yes.
from all 1 hear, she is a very nice young
lady.”

“‘From all I hear,'” groaned Gideon
when, a moment later, he sat in a de-

serted room. “Gosh, and all hands! A

pair of igiots they are. but I know the

signs." Si and Orve, who had been wed-

dedjM-arly half a century, had forgotten
the signs.

“See here.’* said Gideon, mysteriously,
an hour later. “Si, hand me over some

of the tickets for that lecture course

you're runnin’, and 1’1! sell 'em for you."
Gideon was possessed of a bright idea,
which made his bearded and creased face

glow.
“What's struck you into sellin’ lecture

tickets?” asked Si curiously, pulling
some out of his pocket. Si, being in his
own estimation a gre.t manager and
a good church worker—where no manual
labour was required—had arranged a

lecture course for Rockford, proceeds to
swell the pastor’s lean salary.

‘‘Don't be askin' too many questions,"
advised Gideon, winking wisely.

He pocketed the tickets, and went out

to receive the mail bag which hung over

the dash board of the inconiing stage.
At the door he sent out his voice in
sonorous rhvme: “Here's the old mail
bag. hangin' with a sag exactly like a

rag. fastened by its tag." The rhyme in-
formed the driver that the spirits of the
postmaster were buoyant.

A few evenings later he announced to
the crouies, “Well, I dune iti”

“Done what?” grumbled Si, backing
up to the stove and shivering.

“Ik»ne what 1 set out to—smoothed
the way for the Perfesser.” The gleam
of a battle fought and won was in the
postmaster’s eyes. “It took a deal of

workin’ in one way and another, but L

finally done it.”
“What ?” demanded Orve and Si in uni-
son.

Gideon leaned forward and laid a

hand impressively on Give’s knee. “1

sold him tuo tickets for the lecture.”

lie leaned back to allow that informa-

tion to sink in, and then continued. “At

first he allowed one would lie enough for

him, but I hinted and hinted ’round the

bush until I got him to blushin’—red,
mind ye! —and then he up and took two.

Now you’ll see folks’ eyes open at the
lecture to-night. Wish I was goin’ my-

self tn see ’em come in. I tell ye they’ll
make the handsomest pair we’ve ever

seen in Rockford.”

Gideon was fairly hugging himself

over his success, when the door opened,
and the primary teacher blew in with

the drifting snow. She nodded at the

group around the stove with a smile so

winning that the thoughts of each dwelt

on the stupid blindness of the principal.
Gideon, beaming, did her the honour to

rise, but her iirsX words banished his

smile.

‘•Mr. Gilpin, f am told you have lec-

ture course tickets for sale. May 1 buy
one, please?”

It took Gideon a long time to make

accurate change and find that ticket.

For a moment after the door closed be-

hind her, he stood staring at it. Then

he sat down, mopped his face with a

red bandanna handkerchief, and remark-

ed feebly, ‘‘Well, I’ll be flabbergasted?”
“Yes, you smoothed the way for the

Perfesser fine, didn’t you!” jeered Si?

“Don’t see what the fool is thinkin’

about wastin’ that second ticket,”
grumbled Orve.

Not only on the occasion of the first

lecture was the Professor’s second ticket

wasted, but on each similar occasion he

entered the church alone, while the pri-
mary teacher followed demurely in the

wake of her landlady and the landlady’s
husband.

“1 tell you,” affirmed Gideon when a

warm March sun called the trio to the

bench on the south side of the post office.
“I tell you that Perfesser is a dod-

blumin’ puzzle.”
“So he is,” averred Si. “Nothin’ has

come of my tryin’ to i>e friendly with
him and invitin’ him oyer—to see me,

of course I said, but any fool could sec

1 meant that he should come over and

set up with Miss Emery.”
“Well.” growled Orve, “if a girl hain’t

got spi
'*• enough to set her cap for a

feller she can’t ketch him, that’s all, no

matter who helps her. 1 wouldn’t ha’ be-

lieved the little school ma’am was so

lackin’ in grit.”
The three were watching the handsome

principal swinging down the left hand

walk, and the dainty little red-cheeked

lady tripping along opposite in the midst
of her flock.

Suddenly Gideon asked, “School out

April first, ain’t it?”

The others nodded, and he added

grimly, “Them two are sure enough
April fools to my thinkir.*.”

“So they be,” assented the others. The
triumvirate, whose leisure, public spirit,
and inquiring minds enabled them to

penetrate the hidden places in the lives

of the Rockford population, felt defeated
in their efforts to glean the truth in

connection with the teachers.
That the truth could Im* so unusual

an.* astounding. Orve was the first to

learn, and Gideon the last. School was

“out” at noon, and the afternoon stage
to the station was piled high with the

baggage of the principal and primary
teacher, homeward bound, as Rockland

supposed. The stage stood at the post
office door when Henry Philips entered,
bearing under his arm a big l»ox, from

which he poured dozens of large square

white envelopes. The postmaster fairly
gasped. Never had such a mail come

his way before.

Over the white drift the principal ex-

tended his hand. “Good-bye, Mr. Gilpin,”
he said, his face glowing with a quizzi-
cal cheerfulness which ever irritated the
worthy servant of Uncle Sam. “I shall

certainly miss the Rockford triumvirate

and the interest they have taken in—-

us.” At the door he turned with a

laugh. “I had quite forgotten,” he re-

marked ambiguously, “that this is All-

Fool’s day.”
“Now what in thunderation does he

mean?*’ communed Gideon with himself
as he examined the envelopes.

Almost the first name which met bis

puzzled gaze was “Mr. and Mrs. Gideon
Welcome Gilpin.” He held the envelope
up to the light, tore the end off, and

addressed himself to the engraved con

tents. “August fust.” he read aloud,
slowly. “Gosh, and all hands!” His

lower jaw sagged and his eyes bulged.
He pushed his hat back, and scratched

his head.

A hasty step sounded outside the door,

and Orve bounded in. utterly forgetful
of the leg broken in behalf of his coun

try. His face was a study. So was Si’s,

who trod dose on the other’s heels. Both

were breathless.
“What do you think of that?’’ de-

manded Orve. “They’ve both resigned,”
exclaimed Si.

“What does this mean?” asked Gideon

blankly, holding up the engraved >hevt.

and paying no attention to their re-

marks.

“Mean?” yelled Orve. “Can’t ye read

an ordinary weddin’ announcement? It

means they was married on the sly two

days Indore they struck Rockford, and

now they’ve started off on their weddin’
tower, lookin’ like the Land of Beulah.”

Gideon leaned against the counter

helplessly. “Been married eight months,
and there we—” He stopped and tacked

in another direction —“Goin’ on a tower

eight months after the weddin’! Weil,

I’ve always said they was igiots. But

why —”

“Because,” interrupted Si, who under-
stood the end of Gideon’s question, “be-

cause, under the laws of this state no

married woman can teach, and it seems

they hadn’t enough stray cash to sot up

housekeepin’ yet, so they postponed
tollin’ the school board all of their busi-

ness until school was out.”

Gideon cast the announcement on the
counter, and brought his lower jaw up

with a snap. An expression of injury
crept over his large good-natured face.
“Well I’ll be flabbergasted—” he began,
and stopped, interrupted by a boy’s
jeering voice as he derided a school mate
The three glanced foolishly at each

other, for the voice was calling:

“April Fool will soon Im* past,
And you’re the biggest fool at last!”

Some poets rhyme for fame alone,
And some for bread and batter:

Some rhyme because their nature Is

Poetic thoughts to utter.

But these poor rhymes have nobler aim,

They’re written to secure

The health of al! humanity
By Woods* Great Peppermint Cure.

—— your _

STOMACH RULES
YOUR HEALTH

8
When it does its work properly jyour food nourishes you and

the vigor of health tingles in

your veins. But when your [
stomach fails and indigestion
seizes you, then your system is I

P, starved and your blood filled .
Vi with impurities. Be warned in

;/! time! Avoid suffering and ill-
fl health by taking j

P MOTHER '

SEIGELS
L SYRUP

J “My digestion was all wrong;

I had no appetite, and what

| little I dideat caused me intense

—
pain. I had frequent sick head-

bp aches, with pains in my chest,

■j and became soweak that I could jVi hardly y/alk. Yet MOTHER
Fa Seigel’s Syrup cured me."

fl Mr. J. Relton. 220, George St.,
S Sydney, N.S.W. Aug. 4th, 1906. |
r

RULES

YOUR STOMACH
AND CURES

DysptMi*. Bthou»ne«B.Conallaalioft.
Anamia. Wind. Headache.

and all form* of

INDIGESTION
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Letters to Women in Love

The Spoiled, the Adored, the Irrepressible American Girl

By MRS JOHN VAN VORST.

THE
few letters which fellow are

n.t love-letters, bet :isey treat

o' love. Love letters, as a matter

of fait. are interesting only for

tbe person to whom they are

addre=se-I. Bat 7 tiers to people in love

s . they act addressed more or less to

tie * rid ut large! The very oldest

woman I ever knew, a Frenehwomau.

ss.il cqcx IQ me:
—

\ I g . tXK/---’-’

C'S’cJT iigSilß. S. TL-Aiic* hew jOITT C

inis-.u bt woriX Tl< iruiSii

ii/:-. lv- ii to inner. Bus," >ad here

she drew very .1 *. to me, ’Ahere is

one thing I regret
’ My eye questjeaed

hers. "Wait I. you reg-;:'” And ste

■--■-red in a whisper: -Love.”
.. Beatrice Heaver. Fifth Ar-

i Miss bra.:..e

Xcs York.

V. _.c

’: . are '..: "> . .•
mnefa ■_: a .•.••:■

1 ss< v. X have ieard from you

t . - tsmi 3 times in the

Jas: few years -:u.r. you left sc-c ::.

I . ■-. . : .’• ■ i:-- ■ -■■■- y . n

us-r.i : eenX me ::.£i iaraiingtea

td- . ; ■_- . ■ . • -■'•■'
-

-

x ~ rls in '• -
■■ - - .. has®

••■
- f ■ rresfondents." Yeu were r»-

a: -r n-

s-j. -. Bat •• ; a knew haw fond - eras

<•■■ ■■■ ■ z dear mc-ther. and tuat. ever

. y death. I have locked npes you

as :. sister in a •■.-.> -

can’t ■ ■ .-■

-

- . ire twentr-two. For e* you
- -•- - a WH In®ffer«nt

••'•>« are ro this beis» ~l'?ckei

In anv sase I take tie liberty of oc-

niyseH a:<-at yoa. quite as

taix's sei hai turued to n»e fcr pro-

can. inuT-.e iny surprise on

fi -•. Er-c;" all Wells > zosg. k»Jig

Y'.-i kn • my r :• zines* tor

y He is - *

feare *
lizu- th*** ”-•?« aa*i »hea for

♦ f'leni* . ns stMfrding-

rr.‘ - . -er to see his uneie is

Wi- .r !"•
•■ ~ -* st-’-ztin? off •*«

♦

-< ’ iz<h. er i:-.ne ici tnw a z«--

1' "ne I never yeaaefH.ber very

rz - .-../I-' ■ i~e talked ahc t-iu

I i-: kee' * m-'-•*: reev’L.’e.tios

e
- - * 5 -th with the pc-wer

♦ a: the --i'? •=? I na» mu zive to

& F.?-zz* ’ Twesty-seven I kn-7w.

v-‘ I ha 1 never t’rc-aghr miet aboat

v.. v. with him. ani that he w: ..

1

*- iav be sir* to marryv. when all

a- . ii* -

. sir- this letter aS’at yet.

s . i - .- -
-

■
. - ■ . -

c - v -. • -

t

I a-.'- «e-i v. a the letter—that wowld

r e ; : t* fair t- Reginald—bat I wn<t

a

fc. sabje-t
E,_riwi f Wa';s lrve< yon. Of *ctrrse.

t

H . if. r as rot the eonmooplaee
a" . ent aay voting man. wh: is

a.tm ve fcr any yoong girl who i»

pr--.'y He » attractive and yw» are

pretty—bsrt he resLy appreisates yew.

H* *ieak» of yon in the meet beantif 11

way—of TOST

*

rharaeter. the power yea
bav fcr’ Wtsgio* out fit* v*-v '■*«•

fc*re Uh t man. Ha -.aderataals yet:.

It I ho la mrt tcryriwei that y«n air-14

ttkr*e nothing for aim. Yea have

njsei <2-IX3I ni ajrserism :hat y.a

could ■»in auyose y.j i wanted tc. He

does n<x Snd it as: wishing that he

shctCd b-:t atreal :: y: 2. with 2is h im*

■ H - . .
..

when his «crk is ler.e. t ? dev». te te

artisti . literary an-i intellevttial ptir-

siiits. These he nrast ftrsvear s-. x-ng

as ?.is ine*?me. fair as it is. hr’s not

phi-x-i him iimc-rug ths real cf leis-

Yst. t - s ; •'...

that yoa d:n’t f<r iJm. he s.ig-

in a 11221 -r little ways «hat

perhaps yoa may.
_

He saj - :.. - • < -
think there's any -.shr 31211yea d-s ie«ve.

1 -.'
.

*
. * _

- av-a-w'.

te «me hv‘»*n. Trith v-ar tat xr tx L-tug

Island fr ‘ T Fri*iai t • M. tiihy in the

. - 7 | - - ‘ - 2". 1

Mx I - ■ ' -

But I tamp frezn < ne thhkr so an<: t2e*

will'.--?it iiivißg ■•'■■ .1 the de:.ii.s as Reggie-

gave them- ani as yea are to

answer tiem in y. :ir letter te or?.

When he hrs: me: yox 'tn ms < -ass

Day. he knev» that he omlLi never care

for azvSsdy el-e. \>?a had d?sii np

t _ . ' '' -• ’
-'

<-f his rcomn’a:e. As se«:-n as he saw

ven -oeethsr h-- ~a- jeal-tt'. h-?rrii4.y
jeata is He ■_ - t ' ' -
bad shared his r’-:s '-vith him ::r two

rs ? 1 1 be-r. h: hrr x 1“- ahh-ir—-

sisee he had sever mentioned yenr name

—and was now to ann t-nnee ti-s engage-

ment. The annoißeeiEeak did

not corse, and Reggie says tiat at tne

becinnhns ven seemed gh*d t»? have him

to yen: yen eaeotiraged him.

ani he the happiest nsan in the

You let him send yon Severs and

becks. He hadn': th- slightest idea yon

a n.-rt —. ~
——~,i. 2— •'•zesn t ~7-c so

n-. » Oe’v ill of a sadden y? i

tc ehan3*?. He . :'2lr“ ■tn < v.l: yon as

; - had Yow were - yon ■ ;' - "
at *’:e things he said rrs’y. and tc-:k

eert-ssly «be thntjs he meant yon ~. z-

it. He grew eonstrwine ’ aad

eoold nos even make trp Ms miad to

ask y-ri whether anything had

He tried to believe -

was Ms imagina-
tion. chat yea weald, from one day to

the . they.'?? ti.-k again to y-'tr c’.i

th h Nt t txt wererew -
It disagreaebkr t ? him. On contrary, yea
were nerfe-tlv friendlv. and. indeed,

when he came down v> the romiry yea

went abccit with. h:~r more free.y tnan

you ha: It

he anahvzed hi- 'c e’ings that ytti -t-tt: i

■ever
hive f-r him t-e' of sent:=ent

b- had f'r v x

Ari Reginald r't want you as a

freer.' I tVh.it shali he d< ’ His dream

wh ■ ’ .k* an tr ies vn: babt.-3

onee

reflected the w.-rld the I'rely ecfotrrs

reduced t f_- .'.'
- lamp -t- t tttt x»-

«. it -ddrvE. What shall

he 4©r
’

■ --. answer Mm bat I t -'t want

•A'-— ckm't want Reggie to ‘tr'ffer. bat

von can’t make h:m happy." Is t st ft!
- - -

Yiva are r. ' - y amonc th- riase

mS-ress of every ritaatsoa ani who »c jH

nrther that ethers suffer than to fee!

t-w ar- too yooag ter stc»=. Then

what is year aV-dtude*
Above all. don't be promoted with Reg-

gie frr wr't-lng to me, aad dwt’t be veiel

witt st* fcr toteac you at ih

From, here I cm see year desk—not a

hit the sort whieh is conducive to letter-

writing. There are always psetures and

Howers, and copies of magazines, and ko-

daks. and open boxes of eandy. and

paper-eevered novels piled upon it iwith

strict injunctions to the heusenaxi “not

to touch anything'";.

Somewhere underneath all these frive-

lous and half-sentimental upper strata

there is a saver-cornered blotter.

.. ma save, inkstand and anelaborate pen
(rusty, ne deubt>.

Please, dear, do a little hoose-ekeau-

ing. Get down as far as the pen-and-ink-
stand and let me hear from you.

IL

To th* same:

I vis delighted with the rapidity of

your answer.

And the fierce indignation with which

you respond—hew indicative it was’ You

are young, pretty, charming, cultivated

What mere natural than that you should
be loved, and fall in love yourself’ Yet

the mere indirect suggestion. of such a

thing brings an outburst.
“Love Reginald! You’ve always been

very fend of him, but there’s never been

any question of love!”

Fortunately your letter doesa t end

here. You do make a few e>.ueessiOE-.

He has never asked you to marry him,

in the is’ place. In the second p ace.

you have never told him that you didn't

like him. In the third place, he must be

rather dull net to understand that ycu
couldn't see as much of him as ycu do if

he were—er ever could be—more t. you

than a friend.
...

In ether words what you mean is that

y-:u are perfectly willing Reginald Wells

should be your devoted slave, you are per-

fectly willing that he should think of you,
be with you, >frea?r about ycu to the ex-

cluden of all else. In return you deign
to see as much of him as you can with-

cut '-■e’.r.g bored. Y?u would ce- indignant
if l_e were less attentive to- you. •. r more

attentive to seme other girl. To speak
frankly, you care for Reggie Just enough

v
-

to want anyone else to nave him!

T- : - p-remises charmingly for his future

happiness:
... -

.• ,

And reallv I am no better off -nan I

was
before." I am half-inclined to tele-

erath Reggie that he is wasting his time,

and that he might better turn his

theuahts aside from the stony-hearted
Ee-atriee!

nr *

Tv the same:

T

s
--r —i.wltt -’i-s. vr.;»3 rrY-’l-’’’ VvCT

Last night the maid breugnt ae

telegram. “IDon’t write R. until hearing

frem me." I spent the evening in agree-
able speculation as t>; hew scon I -.teu’d

gage-meat. I blessed you i r having
to your senses. N*>t at all!

This mcming the p«;st triers y. ur let-

ter. E-gg'.e had to '. a -.ay t r s .eri!
-■ - 1 ] ' I ■
him before quite mak . yonr mind

xs to what you really think. Net that

vou spoke to him of la- nfe--i- at< t»-:
that would have been dish yah But you

couvht while you were with aim—l know

tc.u—to analyse your feelings new that

you are sure he cares for you.

This certainty with regard to his se-jj.

ments had two distinct effects up<n you.

You were mere self-eocfideat. you were

mere indifferent. You had an added

sense which as* from the assurance of

his love, and this same asiuranee took

fr m the chars: cf tempest a pliancy it

to1 hitherto possessed. Am I right!
TS=re is notkinr mere alhrrtng in life

eathia mtment which f recedes tta

declaratioß of a n*,in. ....I was

going to say a man with whom yon are

failing in love. How you would have re-

sented that if I had said it!

As soon as a man has actually an-

EO'-tnced his ud.r-itßn then conscience is

cailr.d into play and you must take s

decision. But during the interim you live

in the atmosphere cf irresp-:-nsibility.
Yea disregard ill nventional codes cf

1::.7 ; as.l y<;
•>

as : -:l ppant. as reck-

xs t.st.. ■. - -.
Aicticsal. as you

like—net fearful ?f tuejuewes because

-< . u AO.. t.’ . ::

■ . ;. I I • ■ f - A

know vou are adored.
WeU, after as h.ur with him you

thought yea could le ’-loppy with him,

perhaps, but ycu don’t believe that you
wo-uld be uithappy ’.viiuowt him.

Yc-q don't absolutely ■lecLire th-ax you.
will never marry hizn. If he really ’ ves

you. he raust wait. It w>.nt hurt him

to wait. Gr..-'. he s-.-t-ehs ic mink. you axe

worth waiting for.
~ - .ni .ike '. the

s-ti-ek «f your remark-? : s ths-: you
? s si- ... _ _ - a ■
imagine marrying. a: you can't iuaaguse
being engaged.

lam not gc-ing write io Reginald at

aiL I have nothing to say t-’ him. It is

with vc-u that I A -I! eo-minne my e-* rnes-

pcßdenee.

To tae s-tnte:

Your eifusive epistle in defence ef the

girl has rea-.hed me. America,
ven sav_. has created a nh-ew variety cf
female: the unmarried v.->-man whe is net

an old maid. Every other country ar-

res sceietv in su-.h a that ••'ives

; - ’.'' ----- • a‘5

share, in the dlsrrT'i.i-'n sccial right®,
h: - :

_

at _. i- ■ i .- --3

pre nd cf her ’'.a. p" yc
T

ing gir’A each

vear as she is :f her r< or her harvest
of golden wheat. All this is true. I ad-

mit. but I dent '-c- in it. as yen i --. ad-

- • ' - 1 - :r<.

which has its **<- Girl.'* If y; u roa

-
-

ft -.-■ n

. - - - - .. ?>

can society, sentimental, dr- c at: etc-

ncm.i<-. ir.telie,’t. is ~r.tt-.n in t.'.e

American girl-
How e»E they resi~: ?o mtzeh atten-

tion’
The truth is th y 1.:.*:. Between thd

ages of twenty and £•' : ty-fire they hive

ac other ob;e>~ in lit ' htrt to “hsve 3>

goal time.”
■-'

rages 1 ■ wema

as the-nsii the wh- le • m*-y re; :ieej to

-.-■■• that it pos -
v ’-

wir,: f- r ■ '. -At’:- :t ISas a rewar-.: --. r

- gigurat-
ere n

: <
.: - .

-
-- - - ■ ' ■ 5

lesson - ’
■c Other rule th.tr. ’ts wn pleasure.
—-■-■■ • ..- - .-i-. racy is

W.- - ■ . - ■
.

• ■ - 1

- - '.--TeS

. - - Mi

- - ' . ’ ’ r

queerer they aright better be I

this privileged group have the same non-

chalant idea a* otter aristc rats resard-
ina their dtrtks tcwir.l -ee’ety in general.
tv.’ - - - *

-1 • — — ' : never

XU anything tkrt S res ’<«. and cf

livins to have a z-»l time, there may b?

aertaia Amteomingi in the r-sults cf

Hb.h ecoiu- A

Wtet are tkese results?

When the •‘Gi’-w-a Gi’F has tee#

"paid attention” by any quantity cf men.

■rd fee a ■amber cf years, ft grows
diScalt fcr her to determine cn any
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•f her suitors, doesn’t it t Sb* bas be-

£, uh critical—very naturally. AH wu

t<rs seem to her more ex less alike; they

Lave the same gevd points, the same

weaknesses. They don't really under-

stand her amtetisms-

Why then should she pick out one more

than another when she ean dispose of half

a doaen?

Why should she infikt upon herself the

w.fr icneus s«ie<y of anyone when she

can be sum unded by any number?

Wav she submit to the annoy-

ame of being bound when she can exer-

cise her eapriees as though they were

laws, and enjoy her liberty at the same

time?

Dr»t you suppose that cur young

ABseri an men are disconcerted by suea

, _
■ Den't v.u realise hew dis-

prvecuures. jw* .
t.wra*i tfeev are to feel that the girl
ther love requires constant amusement,

luxury. wealth. diversion in order to be

happy?
„

, ,

Perhaps she benefits by aH taesead-

vantagss sinstdv because they are at

hand and because her father provides
them for her. Perhaps they are not an

indispensable part of her happiness. But

how ss the poor young man to know

this’
In his uncertainty he hesitates to de-

clare his love. He' dreads seeming pre-

sun-ptuous if he -■"poses that his devo-

tion alone can make up for so much

liberty, so nr.teh gaiety, and the alluring
frivolity that any girl would necessarily

jaw? to- rt in marrying run.

If he aiakes a timid advance the

ch-ir<■*■•= Are ’.e will be t*€>

. withdraws r . tetter. Ano!

■who knows? Perhaps two people have

missed their opportunity for a real, en-

during happiness—two people who were

worthy c-f -each other. Who might have

led useful lives, and who together would

have added to the general advancement

- of the whole country. v\ iso knows?
i_,: ns siit- that Iaddress to a

giil who is p.s=tp:-aisg the moment for

saving “Yes” simply because she fears

to appear ridiculous in the eyes of her

frieadc. It is understood that I am

tilnkifti of her, not of you, and with her

I am quite at ease; so I say:
"You don't want to be married before

v-?u are twenty-five?”
“Nat before I am twenty-eight!”
“And until then?”

“F?I see: there’s plenty of time.”

“You’ll see what?”

“Til see if I find 3 man who suits me

well enough to give up my liberty for
him.”

“And if you don’t find this man who
comes up to your ideals?”

“I can still have a good time just as I

“And after that?”

“I will try to take up something in-

teresting.”
“Or somebody?”
“Perhaps. I shall do as the rest do,

FT! go in for philanthropy.”
Ah! This is just what I hoped yea

would say. Yea fell into mv trap de-

ligbtfully. You reec-rmre that, at a

given moment. you will have had enough
of yourself, and that in order net to

hate life you will have to take sip some

cr-. ■- work, a charity. Whv do you
end there’

". hi not begin there?
V.hy occupy yourself with a eharity

j V. :I you are already worn out arel

| half through existence? Why not give
I y< -r s'tenti-te at once to the “neighbour*
I wfec "Teves you as you love yourself”?
I Why not do this, while you are young
I and .* veiy. w:th every right to hope, and

| to be happy ?

What neighbour do I mean?

Regrlal-i of course!

On. but I forgot! It wasn’t with you,

| it was with tneother girl I was talking!

V.

j To the same:

I am sorry net to see you before you
I eaJ. Net that I would prevent your

departure if I could, even though it does

mean turning roar back upon poorI Reggie!
I -bou’l like to talk over with you

■ your plans and enjoy in advance all tNst

are going to see. But you sail in a

week!
I eoate to New York, you can't

« >ae to Baltimore: so we shall have to

ccrtir.ue fa this way our intercourse.
it is perhaps not the worst of ways.
Shall you write to Reggie! Do you

want me to write him about you white
f m are gene! How long shall you stay?
Aa 1 where shall you bel

let use hear from you, if only a line,
baton you leaves

VL

To the same:

Your note, =«nt bock by the pilot, has

just reached me. So you saw him the

night before you sailed and he ' almost

pr cp-oeed.
How does a sac ’’almost propose, 1

wonder!

There are among the friends of every

girl I know about a dozen men who have

“almost..” I should like some day to

questien them and have their views on

the subject of this semi-aenieved pro
posah

But what touches me even mere is

something you tell me of yourself: "you

“almoM” accepted Reggie. He never

looked so attractive to you as he drd

that night in his evening dothes—his

eves were so dark—he really is much

the best-locking man you know, and he

seemed to care so terribly about your
going awav. So you “u'.mcst a..epted
him.

I ean't say that my anxiety for Reg-
gie's fate is altogether calmci. No. not

that. But I am f'-U.i you are pdng away

in this lenient attitude toward my

friend.
Women are so impressions tie before

they really love. It is enaraeteris-.i.;

ci us to consider every in dient with the

for -whom we are terming ir. a-*

taehment, as final. The least litt.: tH"g

he does weighs ponder iis.y .or er

against him in cur hearts. If it is

some small neglect we observe, instantly

the protest rises to our lips: ‘ He - nor

the sort of man I eould ever marry!”
If. ca the contrary, he has surprise!
us agreeably we are pleased at our :wn

good taste which murmurs icntentedly■
"That's the sort of man I icui 1 care

for.”

So I am glad. dear, that it was unuer

this impression you separated from Reg-

gie.

Travelling, for a woman, is. as a _mat-
ter of fact, the most dreary ct ura-

timis if she hsft not some sentimental

pre-oeeupation for which to make 3 set-

ting with al: the changing scenes she

visits.

If she can say to herself: "He nas

been here, he has seen this, or, "Per-

haps well come here some day to-

gether.” cr "How much more we s.-uld

see if he were only here.” then the

t-ertetoa'. tuekinz sr.i o:: J t..e

ri.r-r--. in an-i out of omnibuses and

trains, the visiting of m i—uni

churches, lose their preeaie monotony
aud become the action in an imaginary
romance.

It is something in this spirit that I

fancy now you will see Europe. You are

coming north from Naples through Italy,

and then to Paris. Write me only

when von reach the French capital.
Vntil then you will be t busy sight-
seeing. But in this traveller's a iivity
the heart is wonderfully ar leisure.

And who could traverse Italy untouch-

ed! I have seen e'deriy graymrsl
women grow fiushed ani agitated in

listening merely to a gond.iier retai’,

some cue of the amorous legends of

Venice. The story may have teen -.lent

a hundred years, the lovers isai and

undergrurnid. but its echoes sound ...cc

os-xen - - ears grow young Again and eyes

grow luminous as the pi ture rises in

such admirable surroundings. There

is sometaißg in the very atmosphere of

Italy that stirs the longing to be leve l

which has no age. In youth we nourish

it with her*?: in : - later years we

it with memories..
What a pity Reggie could net follow

you!
Good-by. dear, until Paris. Address me

always here.

VII.

To the same:

I have kept my promise. N t a line

have I sent Reggie about y u since you
left. You, of course, have written to

him “new a&j then.” It w u’d be too

much to expect that you sh u d send

him really long, good, comforting letters!

I can fancy his gratitude for the little
foreign post-marked scraps you have

deigned to address him. But just the

same, haven't you been rial to receive

waiting for you. and a cable, wuen you
reached Paris. They made yen “awfully
homesick.” It aeems as Too ugh you had

been away a year and you din t even

talk of coming bock yet. Your father

fe deep in the old book question, hunting
editions, having bindings eopke-1. and so

•&. You say there is “notlung esjs,.al

for you to do.” In fact, you seem

frankly bored!

A woman bored in Paris’

There is only cue thing to account for

it. Paris is the best place in the world

to be when you're not in love, or when

vou're with the person you love—but

senarated from him. I confess, it '.s mor-

tek The very resources contribute t<

aggravate your ennui.

In Americ* everything is arranged ftf
the voBSB Vplow awe possess New

York. Whxt is there we ean’t do, and

alone?

Williams sS
WE produces alather that differs from al!others.

Fires, in body. It is thick and close and profuse. W

W Second, in lasting qualities. Is hcais its mossttsre andremains W

W ontheface, thick and creamy, without the drying and smarting

effects of other kinds.
,

A Third, in its action. It softens the beard and seethes the face

as noother lather does. ■
Fourth, in Us after effect. Ialike thelather ft

of other soaps, it always leaves she face coo',
comfortable and refreshed.

--The only kind that won’t smart or dry on

;he fare.”
*•’*

>
ft! 'OR: I‘.-’ww over tie world, er asaded to any address ■: receipt o: i:

- BRk price :n staoipe.
I .traM WWE ■ ’ ’“.1.--, <-i:.r:-.z Si-kks. ts_: L-txary

aC' Tabtecs u i-;.' As-.er.’-ae >hi. -c Ti'-ws.S-i- 1

a litßff (Tr-Jl S"S .fW.liims’Shae-sj stxk. Sd.

The I. B. Williams Company
®G< RasseH Ss_ laafca. W. C : 4RaeOsaavrerxLa- !

e,S> Xew - ; Ui.es.
?

yge-fgßk Head vice an: :nss, '■■ - '
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|®a
Painless Dental Operations •

That is the kind of work you are assured of at

AMERICAN DENTAL PARLORS.
Oxr d<n:;.Ais xr« gnuiu&es :f hr<ix s’i.badia< xb*i k>c< experience. WE DO NOT

EMPLOY S'TCDENTS The liifEeuit deatad opcraffksas ir* aAT:-ca»L<be4 abaotasely
withes':paiß. we us-kke N : Ext?* CLazx- for the BxTr*.?Tin« whea xre

Year vec&h xre Nasure deeMsds shey rweexwe she best Sredaeas. All «hat

skillaad experiecce eas is *5 yver e<i<B3SwaA here

Osr mas iocd cvld. Nowure Dr*ad of th« Cbfcir t 'pes ia th*

Examination and Estimates Free. Nurse in Attendance.

fTr» RAYNER American Dental Parlors,
■ ■*** ■

Queen and Wellesley Streets.

By Rryal Warrant to ySp *** *’*’*“’’ T** Kh,»-

BOVRIL
The fiavtur, essence, nutriment and all that’s good in prime

cx-beef is concentrate! in &: • a:t-

A little Bcvatt added to «■ ups and mace disues renders tuem

mere appetising and nutnticus.
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Headache, Indigestion and

Constipation.

'AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY.

It will interest sufferers to know
that a valuable medicine, called Froo

toids, has been discovered, which is
now completely curing each of tile
above-named complaints. Frootoids
are elegant in appearance, and plea-
sant to take, and, what is of the ut-
most importance, are thoroughly reli-
able in affording quick relief. You
do not require to go on taking them
for a prolonged period, as Is necessary,
with some medicines, which even then
are mostly disappointing; you simply
lake a dose of Frootoids when ill and

repeat the dose if necessary, but gene-
rally one dose is quite effective.

Frootoids are immensely more valu-
able than an ordinary aperient, in so

far that they not only act as an ape-
rient, but do remove from the blood,
tissues, and internal organs all the
waste poisonous matter that is clog-
ging .them and choking the channels

that lead to and from them. The bene-
ficial effects of Frootoids are evident
at once by the disappearance of’head-
ache,' the head becoming clejar, arid a

bright, cheery sense of -perfect health

taking the place of sluggish, depressed
feelings, by the liver acting properly,
and by the food being properly di-

gested. *

Frootoids are the proper aperient
medicine to take when any Congestion
or Blood Poison is present, or when
Congestion of the Brain or Apoplexy
Is present or threatening. They have
been tested, and have been proved to
afford quick relief in such cases when

other aperients have not done any.
good at all. It is of the utmost impor-
tance that this should be borne in

mind, for in such cases to take an or-

dinary aperient is to waste time and

permit of a serious illness becoming
fatal.

Frootoids act splendidly on the liver,
and quickly cure bilious attacks that
antibilious pills make worse. Many
people have been made sick and ill

by antibilious pills that could have
been cured at once by Frootoids.
•People should not allow themselves to
be duped into contracting a medicine-

taking habit by being persuaded to
take daily doses with each meal of so-
called indigestion cures that do NOT
cure. Frootoids have been subjected
to extensive tests, and have in every
case proved successful in completely
curing the complaints named. -

k A constipated habit of body will be

completely cured if the patient willon

each occasion, when suffering, take a

dose of Frootoids, instead of an or-

dinary aperient; by so doing, the pa-
tient will require doses only at longer
intervals, and will so become quite
independent of the necessity of taking
any aperient medicine.

Frootoids are only now being placed
on the Australian market, consequently
you may at present have a difficulty
in getting them from your local che-
mist or storekeeper; but ask for them,
and if you cannot get them at onc<\
send stamps or .postal note for price,
<!/<>, to W. G. Hearne, Chemist, Gee-
long. and a bottle of them will be im-
mediately forwarded to you post free.
Chemists.* storekeepers, and • whole-
salers can now obtain wholesale sup-
plies from W. G. Hearne. Chemist.
Geelong, Victoria.

N.Z. Branch Office, No. 11, first

■oor, Hnme'a Bnildings, WilHs-

•treet, Wellington.

Children’s Page

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, —Thank you very

much for the badge you sent me. I

am sorry to say that it got broken

coming through the post. You asked

me to tell you what X did during the

holidays. it was a very stormy week,
so I did not go out except on the last

day, when my sister Jessie and I went

for a ride. My two cousins came up

from Wellington for a few days, and

while they were here we had a slight
snowstorm, but not enough to have any
fun snow balling. 1 will now ask you

a riddle, ‘’When is the,most dangerous
lime to go into the bush?" With love

to you and all the other'cousins, COR-

DELIA.

I Dear Cousins Cordelia,—I am so

iSofry'the' pin of your badge got dam-

aged; they-* are so frail, that I am

afraid they often do get spoilt going
through the post. It was a pity you

did not have nicer weather for your

holidays. How did you manage io

pass the time when you were not able

to go out ? I expect your cousins from

Wellington were very disgusted, weren't

they? It must have been very disap-
pointing fon them to spend their few

days' holiday indoors. We have been

'having some fairly cold weather here,
but, of course, we never have snow. 1

think 1 have heard your riddle before;
isn’t the answer “The spring-time"? be-

cause the trees shoot and the bull-

rushes out, or something like that.—

Cousin Kate.l

+ d- ■fr

Dear Cousin Kate,-—We broke up on

Friday for a week's holiday, but I wish

it was for a fortnight, because my bro-

thers came home on Thursday, and they
have got a fortnight; but 1 suppose 1

will take it. You ask me to tell you
all about the towns I have visited. I

did not like Wellington very much, .for
it was too,windy. But I think I like

Napier best of all, it is such a nice

clean little place. I have been to Syd-
ney, too. and like it very tpuch. I was

there in the great heat drought, and
horses were falling down dead. Mo-

ther was having her washing done that

day, and as soon as the'clothes were

put out they burnt on the line. Well,
dear Cousin Kate, this is all I can say
to-day, for I am in a hurry. With love

to you and the cousins, I am, your lov-
ing cousin. EDITH.

[Dear Cousin Edith,—It is quite a

long time since you wrote to me last,
and I thought you were going to be a

most regular correspondent. It was

very nice of you to write, though, while

your brothers were at home, because,
of course, you must be wanting to spend
al! your spare time with them. I hope
you will enjoy their visit, even if yon
do have to go back to school liefore

they leave. I did not like Wellington
very much either, and after Auckland
1 like Dunedin better than any of the

other New Zealand towns I know. Na-

pier I thought a dear little place, and

beautifully clean-looking, but I would

not care to live in such a small place.
I can quite imagine that being in Syd-
ney during the heat drought was quite
enough to make you dislike it, but even

if it is hot, it is nice to live in a big

bustling town, where there is always
something going on, don’t you think?—

Cousin Kate.l

♦ ♦ ♦

Dear Cousin Kate,-—I have been so

very interested in reading the cousins'

letters that I would like to know whe-
ther you will allow me to join your

band. I have been in this place about

five months, having from Napier.
I came up to Auckland in the s.s. Ta-

lune, the time she had that very bad

trip. From there I went to Rotorua,
and from there to WhakatanC. This

place is rather small, but lately there

has been a great change. The Wha-

katanc and Opotiki show will commence

soon, and many school children are

going to put different exhibits in.—l re-

main, yours truly, WALTER.—P.S.—

Kindly send me a blue badge.

(Dear Cousin Walter,—I am always
pleased when 1 hear that the cousins’

letters have interested anyone suffi-

ciently to make them wish to join the

band, and especially am I glad to wel-

come new boy cousins, for 1 have only
a few of them. I expect you find Wha-

katane very much smaller and quieter
than Napier, and as you have only been

there five months it is rather too soon

to ask you if you like it nearly as well.

Are you a good sailor, if not you must

have had a very unpleasant, trip from

Napier to Auckland, and the Talune is

one of the smaller coastal boats, too,
isn’t it? Next time you write tell me

what you thought of Rotorua, and

write soon, there’s a good chap.—Cou-
sin Kate. P.8.—1 have posted a blue

badge to you, and hope it will arrive

safely—C.K.]

♦ ♦ ♦

Dear Cousin . Kate,—l suppose you

were beginning to think I had left, your
band altogether, but I have not. , 1

would have written before, only I have

not been able to because I have had the

measles, and I only just got up this

morning; all my brothers had them,
and then I got them, and 1 think, they
are so horrid. There are measles at

almost every house at Takapuna. 1

have not been to school for five weeks.

Aren't I having a long holiday 7 Holi-

days are not so very nice, because when

you go back it is all the harder, I think.

I think tins is all I have to say, with

piles of love to you and your cousins.

Good-bye, with love from Cousin RENE.

[Dear Cousin Rene, —It is indeed a

very long time since you wrote to me

last, and I was beginning to think that

you had decided to write no more. 1

am afraid your father is not a very

reliable postman, dear Rene, and the

next time you give him a letter to post

you must be sure and tie a piece of cot-

ton or twine tightly round his little

finger so that he will not be able to

forget it. I see your letter was writ-

ten quite a week before I received. iU
I am so sorry you have been having
the mcasdcs; they are horrid things

to have, but so many children have

them just now. Five weeks is a very
long holiday, and you will have to work

so hard at your lessons all the rest

of the term if you want to catch up

to your class mates, won’t you?—Cousin

Kate.J

* * *

Dear Cousin Kate, —I am very glad
that you like my letters; 1 will try. and

■write as nice ones as I can. Our pussie
Iras hurt his paw, it is very funny to

see him go hopping about the. house on

three paws, but it is beginning to get
well again now. It was raining very

hard for the Hastings races. Mother

went the second day, but did not go

the first, but father went both days. Ono
of my little friends had a birthday
party last Saturday, it was from 2 o’clock
to 6 o’clock; they asked me to go, but

I could not, because I . have ( a nasty
old cold; and on that very morning, a

lady rang mother up on .the telephon,®
and asked her if I could go out for a

motor-drive with them, but, of course,

1 could not. 1 was very disappointed.
The other d-ay a man was driving ,a pair
of horses in a buggy down a rather

steep hill, when the brake of the buggy
broke and the horses began to bolt

down the hill. When they got to the

bottom of the hill they dashed in through

a fence, and turned round and bolted up
the hill again. The man was thrown
out and got his leg broken. It was a

nasty accident, wasn’t it. I have read

all Ethel Turner’s books, and 1 thought
that they were very nice; but I like

“Seven Little Australians” the best,
which do you? But my favourite au-

thoress is L. T. Meade, I am very fond
of her books, are you? Well, I am

afraid I must stop now, lots of love for
yourself, and all the cousins.—Yours,
etc.—MARJORIE.

[Dear Cousin Marjorie,—l am afraid I
shall only be 'able to answer your letter

very briefly this week; it has come in
so late that if I do not hurry it will

have to be held over until next week,
and then you would be wondering what

had happened to it. I am so sorry you
have been having such a bad eold, es-

pecially as you had to miss two such

treats. Wasn’t it unfortunate that the

party and the motor-ride should both

have been on the same day? I hope you
will be quite well again by the time you
see this in print. You must be care-

ful and not catch the measles; such
numbers of children have had them up

here, that several of the shools have

had to close. That was a very nasty
accident you told me about, but I think
the driver was lucky to get off with

only a broken leg. it might have' been

very much worse.—Cousin Kate.

+ + +

Dear Cousin Kate,—I would like very
much to join your band. Will you send

me a blue badge, please? Blue is my

favourite colour. I go to the Taradale

school, which is a mile and a half away
from here. I am eleven years bld and

in Standard V. I am very fond of school,
and botany is one of my favourite sub-

jects. I have a sister and a brother,
whose names are Rima and Alan. My
brother is in the same class m I am>

Established 1879. 1
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and Rima is in the third standard. Now,

I -will say good-bye, as I cannot think

of any more to say. I know there is

another Marjorie, so will yon call nre

Marjorie Grace, pIease?—MARJORIE
GRACE.

[.Dear Cousin Marjorie Grace, —I shall

be very pleased to have you for a cousin,

and I will send you a blue badge at

once, blue is my favourite colour too.

It is funny that both my cousin Mar-

jories should live in Napier, isn't it? I

wonder if you know one another? Do

yon have to walk the mile and a half

to school, every day. It is rather - a long

walk, especially in wet weather. I

suppose you and Alan are very nearly

the same age, as you are in the same

standard at school. Couldn't you per-
suade him to join the Cousin’s band,

too? I want some more boy cousins to

join. Botany is very interesting, isn't

it? and it gets more and more interest-

ing as one gets on with it.—Cousin Kate.

+ +

Dear Cousin Kate,—I was very pleased
to see my letter in the •‘Graphic’’’ on

June the 19th. We are just having our

midwinter holidays, and if it is tine I

am going to town to stay from Friday
till Saturday. You asked me to send

you my address, so I will write it at

the end of my letter. It has been a

very wet day, and very eold, and the

creek was very high. One time, when

it was very wet, and the creek was high,
it carried away our bridge, but it did

not wash it away this time. 1 think I

will close my letter, as this is all I have

to say, with love from Cousin MADGE.

[Dear Cousin Madge,—Thank you very

much for remembering to send me your
address. Have you had a badge yet? If

not 1 will post you one next time. I

am sorry you are having such disagree-
able weather for your holidays, but I

daresay you will manage to amuse your-
self somehow, won’t you? It is a good
thing your bridge was not carried away

this time, I suppose last time you hatl

to stay at home until it was replaced,
hadn’t you?—Cousin Kate.]

F 4’ •!"

Dear Cousin Kate,— I was very glad to

eee my letter in the “Graphic” on June

19th. We have just had our quarterly
exam., and the ones that did the best

in every subject get their photos taken.

We are just having our midwinter holi-

days, ami I might go to town for a lay
or two. lam going to send you my ad-

dress this time. lam away staying
with a friend of mine, and 1 am having
a good time. If 1 write any more

perhaps you will get tired of reading it.
So 1 will close with love from EDNA.

[Dear Cousin Edna, —It is very good of

you to write again so soon, and I hope
you are always going to be a very regu-
lar little correspondent. I am afraid

you are not having very good weather

for your midwinter holidays, but 1 sup-

pose one hardly expects tine weather at

this time of the year. 1 wonder if you

did come to town as you expected. You

must tell me how you amused yourself
if you did next time you write. lam

glad you are having a goo) time. Does

your friend live at Henderson, too?—

Cousin Kate.]

When Animals Weep.

Animals are said to weep from various

causes. Grief at the loss of young ones
and mates makes the dog, horse, ele-

phant, rat, bear, deer, monkey, donkey,
mule, cattle, camel and giraffe shed
tears. Sobbing has been proved in the

parrot, though this may be mimicry.
The stag at bay and the eaged rat have
been seen to weep, while monkeys have

■wept when pitied or from terror. The

elephant has wept at the loss of its

liberty, and in some cases also from
vexation. The dread of punishment has

caused captive chimpanzees and other

apes to weep. Joy. pain, fatigue, thirst,
ill-usage, sympathy, old age, approaching
death, and pettishness have all drawn

tears from animals or at least diiven
them to a tearful state.

Like Mother, Like Son.

(By MRS. EDITH K. CUTHELL, Author

of “ A Fearful Flight.”)

Roy, the old retriever, opened half an

eye and growled. Patch, the pointer,
sprang up half asleep ami pointed. Trim,
the terrier, cocked his head on one side

and yapped interogatively, “ Who on

earth are you?”

“What do you want?” asked Fateh.
“

Stop that row, kids, and don't dis-

turb me,” grumbled Roy. ■'
For, with a rush and tumble, their en-

tranee hastened by a push behind from

Carey the keeper, came bundling, sud-

denly and hurriedly, two fat and active

puppies, into the kennel at the Homo

Farm.
“ Foreigners,” criticised Trim, taking

their measure with is black eyes.
“

Not sportsmen, I’ll be bound, re-

marked Patch and Roy.
The puppies sat down on their haunehes

and surveyed their new home solemnly.
“ I’m Brother Bernard,” said one.
“ And I’m Sister Charite,” eehoed the

other.
"

And we’ve conic such a long way,”
they said, both together. “ We’ve been

days in that horrid and stuffy basket,
and the world’s been going up and down,
and jolting and banging, and whistling
and puffing—oh! it is nice to be able to

stretch one’s legs!
” With which they

scampered round the yard, scrambling
over the prostrate Roy, jostling Patch,
till they fell one over the other and

landed in a corner on their backs and

out of breath.
The occupants of the kennel all heaved

a sigh.
“ What an awful couple of kids! Why

on earth have you come here?”

Would you, too, like to know? Well,
then, this is the story.

It was on a dull day, with a lowering
sky, a few months back, that the Squire,
motoring back from Italy, homeward

bound, thought he would attempt the

pass of the great St. Bernard, which leads
into Switzerland. He had been well-ad-

vised had he lingered on' the south side

of the Alps till the weather looked more,

promising. -For the storm burst ere the

car was half-way up. The Hakes fell

thicker and faster every yard they went,

and the road grew deeper in snow.

Slower and more laboured drove tho

ear. Denser grew the air, more and

more difficult was it to steer the way.

Then suddenly, before the occupants
had time to think, there came a. jolt, a

lurch, the ear turned slowly on one side,

and down—down—down—over the edge
of the precipice. And with a bang some

of the machinery exploded.
Up on the summit of the pass, at the

Hospice of the good monks of St. Bern-

ard. a lay-brother at the porter's lodge
looked out into the night.

Miserieorde! what a storm! And so

sudden! If but mercifully it do not

cabeh unawares some poor travellers

tempted by the spring season to cross

the pass! I will loose the dogs.
For centuries the good monks have

kept this breed of huge and sturdy mas-

titis. Generations of training and

practice have taught these wonderfully
sagacious dogs to seek and find and

tsuecour travellers lost in Hie snow.

But it was surely the first time in the

annals of the race that one of them

had brought help to the victims of a

motor-ear smash! The strange form

lying overturned in the snow, the

stranger smell that pervaded it. made

even Charite, the oldest, wisest, and

most experienced of all the dogs of the

Hospice, pause in her search and sniff

suspiciously. But she soon went on

with her duty. Scratching here in

the snow, smelling there, snilling in

tracks, nosing heaps and hollows, she

suddenly stopped short, and began to

dig furiously with her great paws. Cha-

rite's nose had told her true, as it al-

ways did. Ere long she had scraped

up the snow and uncovered the Squire's
head. He lay motionless, and the

blood oozed slowly from a cut. (Xa-
nte waited. The next move she ex-

pected from those she found was that

they should notice the flask of brandy
she wore hanging round her neek and
restore themselves w'ith a drink from

it. But the Squire made no sign. So

Charite went on with her work of

mercy.
• “800-oof! 800-oof! 800-oof!”

Deep and resounding, like the tone

nt a church bell, her haying rang over

the mountain-side through the frozen

midnight air.

A night of colds set out one day.
Great ugly thinrs, and flew awav,
Across the bills ant! o'er the sea,"
Determined vengeful thus to he.
But all at onee these colds grew fewer
Vanquished by Woods' Great Peppermint

Cure;
And so they died, all one hv one.
Their deadly work left all undone. >
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The monks heard it at the Hospice,
and hastily gra>|M*d their staves and lit

their lanterns.

**lt i« t’harite again. She has found

some j» >or aoui. Hod be praised!” they
said.

It uaa some weeks afterwards, a

beautiful sunny spring day. that the

fiquirr. pale and feeble, but himself
Jsgain. was preparing to leave the Hoe-

pice where he had been so carefully
pursed tack to life and health.

“An.l the dog Charite, that found me?

I would like to have her for my own.

What will you take for her?** be asked

the Father Prior.

But the latter shook his head.

‘•Not all the gold in Europe will buy
Charite, Monsieur. She is too valu-

able h»»re for her work. But

the monastery is poor and times are

hard, for -ince the opening of the

railway tunnels under the moun-

tains, fewer travellers come over

the pa** and lodge with us. But it is

Well known that Englishmen are rich.

If. a- .< little thanks-offering. you would

buy two of Charite’s puppies—nice pro-

mising puppies!**
And that was how Brother Bernard

and Si>ter t harite found their way to

the kennel ax the Squire’s Home Farm

in Berkshire.
Nice promising indeed! If only

the other denizens of the kennel could

have heard the Father Prior they would

have let him know what they thought of
them.

‘‘Never a moment’s peace.” growled old

Boy; "and in June. too, when 1 want to

be getting all the rest I can before my

work tagins in September.”
"And *o noisy! Voices deep enough for

dogs twice their sie.” grumbled Patch.
‘ And so strong for puppies. I tried to

put them down, but they were too much
for me.” grunted Trim.

‘‘And so spoilt.” growled Roy. "The

fuss that’s made over them compared
with me. after all the years the master’s
shot over me!**

‘•Stupid, unintelligent things that can’t

point a bit.” sneered Patch.
‘They’re the pets now.” and poor

Trim had tears in his bark. “Fetched

Dut of the kennel at al! times—shown

off to visitors —taken for walks! Why.
Harry actually wanted to have them

sleep in his bedroom last night."
Nice promising pups! That was what

little Harry thought them. Never did
he tire of exhibiting them, never did he

weary of telling the wonderful story of

how their mother had saved his father’s
life. Bernard and Charite amply repaid
his affection. When Harry appeared
they both bounded on to him till they
nearly knocked him flat. Bernard car-

ried off one of his boots and gnawed a

hole in it. and Charite spolit a clean

white sailor suit by sleeping on it one

muddy day.
If the kennel had peace the afternoon

that Bernard was lost, it was Harry
who cried his eyes out. Roy. Patch, and

Trim did not regret Bernard's absence,

especially at feeding time. But Harry
refused to be comforted. Bernard had

last been seen sniffing and scraping near

a rabbit-hole in the sand pit in the

park.
Probably he smelt something

live within and his hereditary
instincts were aroused. He scrap-

ed at the sand as his forefathers

did at the snow, with the result that he

was missing at supper time. Next morn-

ing not a sign of him anywhere. Little
Master Harry's grief awoke every man

and boy about the Hall into activity to

find the puppy. The Squire, too, was

anxious. He felt this was ill repaying
Charite's kindness to him.

But it was Harry who suggested dig-
ging down the rabbit hole. As they dug

they Ifeard a deep whimper. Encouraged,
they* dug on. to find the pup safe and

sound some way down, buried in by a

fall of sand after he had squeezed his

way down.

After this rescue there was no hold-
ing Bernard. He was free of every-

where. and. like the king, could do no

wrong. He inveigled Charite into all
manner of scrapes, and Roy. Patch, and

Trim wished they had never been born,

such a life the puppies led them. It was

not to be expected that they did not

exult over the good setting down that

the geese gave Bernard and Charite not

long after the sand-pit adventure.
The pups were at large, roaming the

yard, into which the big barn oppened.
Very free and independent they felt

themselves.

“Poor things!" exclaimed Charite, re-

ferring to Roy and Co.; “shut up in that

dull old kennel, while we're allowed to

do as we like."

Sss! Sss!” came a queer noise round

the corner of the barn—a noise such as

the puppies in all their headlong career

had never heard before—and there hove
in sight a procession, Mr Gander solemn
ly waddling in front, and his two wives

respectfully following him. The pups

stopi»ed short and stared. Horses they
knew, eows with bells they knew, and

mules that kicked. But what were

these?
“Sss! Sss!" came the hissing again.

Down came three long white necks, open

went three huge pink beaks, as they
seemed to the astounded puppies, and

“Sss!" the Gander and his wives quick-
ened their pace an dwent for the puppies.

How Roy and Patch and Trim in the

kennel chortled, and how Bernard and
Charite ran! Behind them the cran-

ing long necks and the sharp beaks, in

their ears rang that alarming hiss. Pur-

sued by these strange and unknown

monsters, the panic-stricken puppies
fled across the yard. Just in time. Cha-

rite leapt up the high step which led

into the barn, and to the delighted ears

of the inhabitants of the kennel came

the sound of a piercing squeak as Mr

Gander peeked the leg of Bernard the

hinderniost.

The puppies were quite good and quiet
that night in the kennel. Ever after-

wards Harry had only to hiss, if they
were tiresome, to cow them at once.

Poor Harry! Time went on, spring
grew into summer, and the dreadful

event happened in which the pups were

to play such a noble part. It was hay-
time. Harry, his morning lessons over,

ran out to see the mowing machine

at work. The sun was pouring down
from the noonday sky, and Harry had

only put on his little cap. On he ran

in the blazing heat, struggling through
the high grass, taking a short cut

across the bayfield to get to the ma-

chine. Then, quite suddenly, the little

white figure eollapsed and the graz,
closed over him. Harry had got *

sunstroke.

Nearer and nearer on its ceaseless
journey round the field came the whir-

ring machine with its cruel slashing
blades, and no one had seen the little

boy running through the grass, no ona

had seen him fall.

Except the four bright eyes of Bern-

ard and Charite, who had followed him.
“800-oof! 800-oof!” came the deep

yap of the pups as they stood over the
prostrate form of the unconscious child
buried in the grass. The instinct ef
their race was aroused. Nearer and

nearer whirred the machine.

“800-oof! 800-oof! 800-oof!"
“Mind them puppies'. What’s they

barkin' atf

The machine stopped. The Squire’s
little son was saved from a horrible
death, and Bernard and Charite had

proved themselves worthy descendants
of the noble race of St. Bernard mas-

tiffs.—E. R. Cuthell.

A Gentleman.

Some time ago one of the newspapers
asked whether people were growing less

courteous than they used to b? . A cor-

respondent wrote that when he was a

lad the standard of gentlemanliness was

impressed upon him by his father —not

with a strap—in a way that he never

forgot. They were walking in the coun-

try, and as they reached a stile a work-

ing man. who was on the other side lie-
fore them, and had the right of crossing
first, stood aside until they had passed.
The boy. thoughtless after the fashion
of his kind, got over first, saying never

a word. Then his father got over anl
said. “Thank you”" to the man. Turning
to his son, he said, “You did not thank
the man who stood aside for you.” “But
he isn’t a gentleman,” answered the
lad. “Perhaps not was his father’s
crushing rebuke, "but I want vou to be.'’

HEARNE’S bro^uc
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U'lxe i'amotis Remedy for

COUGHS, BRONCHITIS, ASTHMA & CONSUMPTION,
Has the Largest Sale of any Chest Medicine in the World.

Those who have tak n this medicine are amazed at its wonderful Influence. Its healing power Is marvellous. Sufferers from any form of Bronchitis, Cough. Difficulty
ef Breathing. Hoarsress. Pain or Soreness in the Chest, experience delightful and immediate relief: and to those who are subject to Colds on the Chest It is invaluable,
as it effects a Complete Cure It is most •mfa.-Liug to allaying .„ the throat and giving strength to the voice, and it neither allows a Cough or Asthma :o

become chronic, nor consumption to develop. Consumption has never been known to exist where "Coughs'* have been properly treated with this medicine. No house
should be without It, as.

taken at the beginning, a dose is generally sufficient, and a Complete Cure is certain.

. d your Broii hitis Cure for three of tris: I used five bottles •< y-»uy Bronchi::? chest and shoulders was frightful, and for thank your bronchitis cure that we Lave

m> lauiily. and ir cured each of them la and Asthma Cure, with the result that th? four long weeks I was conlined to my bed one little boy spared to us. as we nearly

t ' - liffi.-uky f breathing and distressing cough under the care of a well-known Sydney doc- lost him. After doctors had given him up
r i' Ml 1.1.1N5. nil re ’. I an - ■ k • tor, and all tl time bis medicine gave m-. we saw the advertisement for yonr Br

Cvw.v's Creek, Victoria. highly of your valuable medicin--. and 1 but temporary relief. The landlady of the chitis Cure, and gave it a trial, with the

recommend it to all my friends." hotel (the Cleveland), where I resided. told result above mentioned.—Yours faithfully,
...

r>
!

nt*
ELIZA LANGTON. me of a medicine—Hearne’s Bronchitis (Mrs.i E. GRANT.

\ >t:r Bronchitis lor t. eted . - Wiseman s Ferry. New S- jth Wales. Cure—from Victoria, which had cured her <* o Mr. Harvey. Baker.
’ '■‘r

\
U,'\.q ' 7Z, !, .7; <* a bad attack of bronchitis and pains ill Cblltern. Victoria.

du» and *OO s?™ c •
.til in '-.ij the chest, and l>esKed of me to try it. I

'7
.

nMher .wttle i*> case
BRONCHITIS AND PLEURISY. did so. and. in thanks and gratitude to yo>i. |

1 s w ‘ ‘ ll ~ M DONKLD ' ,e
”

Yon that, after the second bottle, bit ■ BRONCHITIS AND ASTHMA.

Trinkey. via Q .irmdi. NSW A Severe Case Cured by Two Bottles '*« »h?! *,?!"?•
. —w . w. ’ « ishine. the p-iins from pleurisy entirely a Twelve Vp»r« Pas* wiflt

_

of Hearne# Bronchitis Cure. !efl me and in about a week I was ab’e * . .
v

M,. uife is S2 years old. and 1 am 7b. t o atlend to rar dnties as usnaL
Distressing Cough.

I am gad to inform you that your Bron-
Aff fher treatment had failed V urs faithfully. J BRAHAM.

d‘ ' 1^1 q

Melbourne "Punch" Office. Melbourne. Cured by Hearne’s Bronchitis and

]i, r ji
——— ■ ——• Asthma Cure.

Srra:h < reek, via Broadford. Victoria. Dear Sir. Some months ago in Sydney BRONCHITIS.

I suffered f: -m a severe attack of influenza. Mr. Hearne. Dear Sir.—Please send by
•*l suffered from Asthma for about fifteen and was confined to my room for about a

r’x.xi-i* vie w yx • 'x>st t 0 Copmaahurst a complete course :«f
y rs that

.. at tim■> -ould ? *-*ek. at the end f whj«-h time, feeling vniia s Lite saved ny Hearnes
your valuable medicine for obstinate

w . f« u <»;>• -

-«m to another; often had •mewhat bett-r I got up mid tried to Bronchitis Cure. asthma. The last medicine you sent me

t _

■’
i. - ■ ■ ?

'’ ■ " But I f cured one man tha: had a di.-tret«dng cough
d - r.- li i-i - and- herbalists, up too so n. for the very next day I ha t a 4,1__ __

>• for 12 years. Please find post office order
v . .m -• -:red -»f trying relate, and suffered t rt :re- fr-nn whit Alter rue vase naa i>een givenup. ,?nc josed for payn ; -nt.-Y.mrs thankfully,
any Ting, when, one day bearing about the doctor told me was pleurisy and Uron- WILLIAM CANHAM.
y H u Uitis Cure. Id< il-d : • give it a chitis The pain from the f rmer In my Mr. Hearne. Dear Sir.- We have to Upper Cepmanhuvst. via Grafton. N.B.W.

RcW&rC Of Imit&tiona ! The great success of HEARNE’S BRONCHITIS CURE, has induced a numDer of

unprincipled persons to make imitations, each calling his medicine "Bronchitis Cure,'' with the object of

deceiving the simple-minded, and so getting a sale for an imitation which has none of the beneficial effects
that HEARNE S BRONCHITIS CURE has. Consequently it has become necessary to draw your attention to this

fact, and to request you in your own interests to be particular to ack for HEARNE'S and to see that you get it.

HEARNE’S BRONCHITIS CURE, Small Sise, 2<; Large Size, ♦#. Sold by Chemists and Medicine Vendors, and by ths
Proprietor, W. G. HEARNE, Chemist, Geelong, Victoria. Forwarded to any Address, when not obtainable locally.

NOTICE. Hearne’s Bronchitis Cure No la does NOT contain any poison within the meaning of the Act.

It Is equally beneficial for the youngest child and the most aged person.
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Personal
Paragraphs

AUCKLAND PROVINCE.

Mr J. McCosh Clark went South by the

RArawa on Sunday.
Xfiss C. Willishas left Cambridge for

Auckland, where she will spend the win-

ter.

Starf Nurse Hawken. of the Auckland

Hospital. has been appointed charge
nurse at the Stratford Hospital.

Miss Esther Lewis left Auckland on

Monday by the Zealandia on an extended

visit to Sydney.

Bishop Lenibau went South by the

Rarawa on Sunday to attend the funeral

of the late Father of Wellington.

Mrs Chester, late of London, has leased

"Laloina” from Mr W. Wright, and she

and her family of two sons and a daugh-
ter take possession on the Ist July.

Mr. H. Gully, of Wellington, one of

the counsel for the Shaw, Savill Com-

pany in the Calliope Dock ease, returned

South by the Pateena on Monday.

Mr. T. Clarkson, who has been engaged
for several years on the literary staff

of the "Canterbury Times," has accepted

an appointment as managing editor of
the "Gisborne Times,"

Mr. C. P. Skerrett, K.C„ who has been

appearing for the Harbour Board in the

Calliope Dock case,- returned to Welling-
ton by the West Coast boat on Monday
with Miss Skerrett.

Mr James Crabtree, of the Sydney Phil-

harmonic Society, arrived by the Victoria

on Sunday, under engagement to the St.
Patrick's Operatic Society for their forth-
coming production of "Maritana-”

Mr Percy R. Tudehope, late of the

“Star” lithographic staff, left Auck-
land on Monday by the s-s. Zealandia,
en route for England. He joins the

White Star liner s.s. Persic, at Sydney,
and expects to reach London about the

beginning of September. He intends

following up the further study of his

business by attending the art classes in

London and America and the Continent,

and expects to be away from Auckland
for a few years.

Mr. W. F. Forster, who for the past
three years has occupied the post of

night editor on the "New Zealand

Herald,” was last week presented
by the literary staff with a hand-

some souvenir of fraternal esteem, the

occasion being Mr. Forster's departure
from Auckland to a position on the edi-

torial staff of the "Hobart Mercury.” Mr.

Forster leaves for Hobart, via the South,
bv the Tarawera.

Mr and Miss Wright left Cambridge
on Monday for Auckland, but will re-

turn early in August for Miss Wright’s
marriage, which is to take place from

the residence of Dr. and Mrs Roberts.
They will both be much missed. Mr

Wright is president of the bowling club,
and Miss Wright took part in alt social

events.

The latest arrivals at the Central Hotel

include Mr R. G. Black < Gisborne ). Mr

L. B. Cussen (Melbourne). Mr and Mrs

H. MeMurdo ( Whakapirau!, Mr B. Old
i(Gisborne), Mr H. Patterson (M»l-
-boumci, Mr R. Bruce (Gisborne). Mr

and Mrs Alex. McLean (Gisborne!, Mr

J. S. McEwen (Hastings). Mr G. H.

Stubbs (Waitara), Miss H. McDonnell
(Kaipara). Mr S. Manning and Mias

Manning (Christchurch). Mr G. Martin

Christchurch i. Mr H. W. Bailey (Syd-
ney), and Mr L.B. Briekhill (Sydney).

The latest guests at the Grand Hotel

include Mr and Mrs F. Fairholm (Lon-
don). Mr C. Maudsley. and Mr and Mrs
S. J. Riddiford ' Wellington), Dr. and
Mrs Moss (Melbourne), Mr W. T. S.
Morton (Christchurch), Mr H. Evans
(Dunedin). Dr. and Mrs Baxter (Wha-
ngarei t. Mr and Mrs T. Guthrie Bowie

(Sydney). Dr. J. M. Bell (Wellington),
Mr J. M. Clarke and Mr G. P. Crawford
(Wellington!. Mr and Mrs W. Tripp
(Portobello. Edinburgh), Mr G. H. H.

Scott (Northumberland'. . Mr and Mrs G

C. Herbert. Mr and Mrs T. W. Stringer
(Christchurch!. Mrs Vine (London), Mr

P. B. RnsseH (Gisborne), Mr Ernest C.
Divan (Sydney). Count Tarnowski
.(Fmwri. Mrs Hewlett (France), Mr

and Mrs Barry and child (Waihl), Mr
C. E. Pyrah (Wellington).

HAWKE'S BAY PROVINCE.

Mrs C. Margoliouth, of Napier, has

been spending some weeks st Ofcawa.

Miss Hay, of Auckland, has been on a

visit to Napier.

Mrs R. Humphries, of Kereru, is in
Wellington for a week.

Mrs Abraham, of Wellington, has been
spending a few days in Napier.

Mias Thompson (Napier) is on a visit
to Gisborne.

Miss Louie Hoadley (Napier), is on s

visit to Wellington.
Mr and Mrs T. Baker, of Takepau.

have been in Napier for a few days.

Mrs Cranby, of Napier, is spending a

holiday in the North.

Miss Carter, of Gisborne, is on a visit

to Napier.
Miss Reid, of Auckland, has been in

Napier for some weeks.

Mr R. D. McLean has sailed for Na-

pier. after spending a lengthy visit in

London.

TARANAKI PROVINCE.

Dr. Munro Home, of Liverpool, is at

present visiting New Plymouth.

Mr. H. P. Burry, of Wellington, is on

a visit to New Plymouth.

Miss T. Wordsworth, of Auckland, is

paying Mrs. Standish, of New Plymouth,
a visit.

Mrs. A. L. Hemptan, whose husband

has been transferred from Levuka to

the Bank of New Zealand at Whangarei,
is at present on a visit to her mother.
Mrs. WHliam Bayly, Bell Block.

wixungtow province.

Mr. and Mrs. Herries are in Welling-
ton again for some months.

Miss Keeling (Palmerston North) is

visiting friends in Wellington.

Mr. and Mrs. Oldham, of Taihape. have

been staying with relations in Wanganui.

Mrs. G. Pharazyn. of Feilding, has been

in Wanganui on a visit.

Mrs. and Miss Barnicoat, of Wanganui,
has just paid a flying visit to Wellington.

Miss Liffiton, Wanganui, has been the

guest of Mrs. J. P. Innes, Palmerston.

Mrs. E. J. Armstrong. Palmerston, has

returned from Napier.

Mr. and Mrs. Laey Peake, of Cam-
bridge, who have been visting relations

in Wanganui, have returned home.

Mrs. R. K. Reed, Palmerston, is home

again, after spending some weeks with

friends in Hawke’s Bay.

Mrs. A. D. Thompson and her sister.
Miss Wilson (Palmerston), are visiting
friends in Wellington.

Mrs. and Miss Bremner. who have

been staying in Wanganui for some

weeks, are back in Wellington.

Mrs. C. E. Waldegrave and her little
son, Geoffrey, Palmerston, have gone on

a short visit to Hawke’s Bay.

Mias Myrtle Barber (Wellington) is

going to England shortly for a holiday
trip.

Mrs. Corbett, who has been spending
some weeks in Wellington, has returned

to Sydney.

Professor Starr-Jordan, a distinguished
American citizen, is at present in Wel-

lington giving a series of lectures.

Miss Hilda McDonnell (Kaiparai. has

been in Wellington lately, staying with

Miss Harcourt.

Mrs. Ziele (Christchurch) is in Wel-

lington, staying with her parents, the

Hon. H. and Mrs. Gilmer.

Dr. and Mrs. Prendergast-Knight arc

back in Wellington after a month or twj

in Sydney.

Mrs. and Miss Robertson have re-

turned to Wellington after a short stay
in Sydney.

Mias Kerne Deaa, who has been spsnd-
ing six months or so in Sydney, is back
in Wellington.

Miss Porter, who has been visiting
relatives near Grey-mouth lor the past
three months, has returned to her home
in Palmerston.

Mr. J. K. Logan has returned to Wel-

lington after nearly a year’s absence in

England and abroad. Mrs. and Miss

Logan, who went with him. are coming
out by way of South Africa.

Mr. and Mrs. Pickering, who have been

living in Wellington for some years, have

returned to England for good. They
are travelling by way of Sydney and

Suez.

Dr. Bell, who has been in New Zea-

land for three years or so as Govern-

ment Geologist. lias just left Wellington
for a holiday trip to Canada. He is a

native of that country by birth, and has

many friends and relations there. Dur-

ing his stay he intends to lecture on

New Zealand and its scenery. Dr. Bell

leaves Auckland to catch the next Van-

couver steamer at Fiji.

Mr. and Mrs. Charles Izard returned
to New Zealand by the Maheno after a

trip to the Old Country. Mr. Izard,
who travelled to England with Sir

Joseph Ward, spent only three months

there, and came out by the same boat

as his chief, but Mrs. Izard had been in

England over a year. They arc at pre-
sent staying at a hotel until their

house—now occupied by Mr. and Mrs.

H. Bethune, is vacant again.

Mr. G. F. Smith, who has just left

Wellington to reside in Nova Scotia, was

for many years assistant secretary to

the Wellington Harbour Board. Some

time ago he resigned his position, went

to Canada to live, but had notbeen there

long when he was cabled for to return in

order to take the secretary's place while
the latter was absent in England. Mr.

Smith —who is a retired naval officer—-

travels to Nova Scotia via Australia and

England.
Considerable interest is taken by Wel-

lington people in the case of Mr. Athole

Beader, news of whose triumphant ac-

quittal on charges of perjury has just
reached us from London. Mr. Reader

was born in Wellington, being the son

of Colonel and Mrs. Reader, well-known

residents. Ho left New Zealand-in his

early twenties, since when he has seen

a good deal of the world. His mother,

who became the wife of Mr. N. W.

Werrv, after the death of Colonel
Reader, has been living in England for

some years past. One sister is Mrs.

Dernier, of Greytown. Wairarapa, and
the other is Mrs. Hosking. of Dunedin,

whose husband was lately made a K.C.

His stepsister, Miss Daphne Werrv, hat

attained honours in the scholastic world

at Home. A short time ago information

was received that Mr. N W. Merry had

died of cholera while on a visit to India.

Mrs. Webster (Wellington! has been

staving with Mrs. Guy Palmerston!.

SOUTH ISLAND.

Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Harper returned

to the West Coast last week.

Mias Bathgate (Dunedin), is staying

in Christchurch for a lengthened visit.

Mr. Healey (Hororata> is the guest of

Mrs. John Anderson, Armagfa-street,
Christchurch.

Miss Cowliahaw. who has l>een visit-

ing friends in Dunedin, has returned to

Christ church.

Miss Wilson and Mi-s Madge Walker

(Christchurch) have gone to Xapier for

the winter.

Mr. and Mrs. Bourne and family have

left Christchurch fur Auckland, where

they intend to reside.

Mr. and Mrs. S. Williamson have re-

turned to Gisborne, after visiting friends

in Christchurch and Titnarti.

Mr. and Mrs. George Rhodes. “ Mea-

dowbank." are staying at
" Elmwood.

I‘apanui-road. during the winter

months.

Miss Cleveland, who has la-on on a

visit to her sister. Mrs. H. Elworthy,
(South Canterbury), has returned to

Melbourne.

Spoonerisms.

•t is rather striking how many of these

slips have occurred in conversation* be-

tween mistresses and maids. Possibly
the cares of housekeeping bring on lapses
linguae. For instances A gentleman,
having called to see Miss Smith, he’
maid went to her. and said:

“Please, Miss, Mr. .tones has called,
and I’ve shown him into the drawing-
rom. He said you were expecting him.”

“Oh, Jane!” cried Miss Smith in a

flutter of excitement. "go and fight the

liar!"

Jane's face was a picture, and itw as

not till she was half-way down the

passage that she realised that her mis-
tress wanted the fire lighted.

Another flurried mistress asked the

cook, in all seriousness, if she had “kick-

ed the coopers,” meaning, of course,

'cooked the kippers.”
While a maidservant, on her mistress

asking her fi anyone had called while

she was out. remarked that "an insani-

tary spectre" had been

A TERRIBLE ALTERNATIVE.

At the dinner table, too. spoonerisms
seem to be frequent.

A nervous young lady convulsed the

party by asking for the ‘'tickle pork,”
while a pompous obi gentleman, at a

restaurant, ordered “two bloaters’ toes
on roast,” much to the waiter's amaze-

ment.

The following is rathef amusing:
A very shy man went to supper with

his fiancee's parents for the first time,
and taking his seat at table, eyed with

pleased anticipation, the roast duck, and

pigeon pie confronting him.

Judge of his terror whent the host,
anxious to impress his future son-in-law,
grasped a huge carving knife, and said,
with his most impressive air:

“Mr. Blank, will you have puck or

DIET’

SPOONER AND THE SOLDIERS.

Professor Spooner is said to have once

made a speech to some yeomanry men

from an agricultural district. The men

were leaving for the front, and after

blandly referring to them as "tons of

soil,” the professor began to enlarge
upon the necessity of young men learn-

ing how to "shout and -coot." Tne

speech reached its climax when Spooner
reminded them how. when troops came

home everybody “Hung out ail their

hags" to welcome them.

SLIPS BY CLERGYMEN.

In church, too, these slips have oc-

curred. and tickled the congregation. One

vicar announced gravely that a tire in

a neighbouring church had been caused

by and “overhootede flea": while a curate

referred to the bishop of the diocese as

a "Shoving Leopard of the sheep in his

charge."
It was this same curate, who. at a

bazaar, introduced a Miss Mildred Sut-

ton to his friends as "Silly Mutton.” As

may lx* suppos’d the young lady felt

rather sheepish.

THE MUZZLING ORDER.

During the summer, when the muz-

zling order was in force, a tender-lieartei

old lady noticed two little pug-dogs wear-

ing these appendages, and turning to a

friend, said in a voice i.uiverng with

indignaton:
"What a shame it is to mizzle the

mugs!"
On another occasion, asked if she pat-

ronised the local shops, she replied: “Oh,

no! The shops here are so expensive,
that I have to steal at the doors.”

Apparently a tendency to spoonerisms
runs in the family, for it was this lady’s
son who one day said that be had been

“boiling his icicle.”

Headaches of every kind yield to

Steams' Headache Cure in a few min-

utes. These tiny, tasteless -.infers bring
certain relief from almost every ku»4 of

pain. “Used wherever heads ache.”

THE GUISLA POEM:

A CHEQVK FOR £1 V has been scot

to the writer nt this verse. Miss OA-.

Mcsseiborgti. Oauedtn.

Te erase a '•

parses Oscar,'
row ares to eraa sacram*—

tat »al* SW*.
Uf tiar. Il juts a .'a».'

WIN A GVIXEA! Trlxe Poem published

every Saturday Rest fowr-SHORT-l:no
advt verse about ■SAPOS" artns each

week. SAPON wrapper m ist be enclosed.

AAAretv 'SAPON" Oatmeal Washing
frowdert. PO. Bo* «» Wr'tfßf ton

List nt Prtse wtonern wttb. FVXL. NAUM*

b.l/ be Inspected ou application.
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ENGAGEMENTS.

The engagement is announced of

Nellie Dawson, eldest daughter
of the late Mr. B. I*. Dawson and Mrs.

Dawson, “Oakleigh,” Carlton Gore-rd.,
Auckland, to Mr. John Bencowe, of Lon-

don.

'rhe engagement is announced of

Miss M. Good, eldest daughter of Mr. E.

R. Good, of Rangiora, to Mr. T. R.

Routhall, a master at Christ’s College,
Grammar School, Christchurch.

'l'he engagement is announced of

Miss Phyllis Buchanan, of Ashburton,
to Mr. Richmond Fell, of Nelson.

'The engagement is announced of

Miss Rouse, daughter of the late Dr.
Rouse, of Lyttelton, to Mr. H. Oldfield,
of Gisborne.

The engagement is announced of Miss
M. McCullagh, eldest daughter of Mr G.

McCullagb (of Messrs McCullagh and

Gower, Queen-street, Auckland), to Mr

A. H. B. Slator, of Ponsonby.

Orange Blossoms.

TOWNSEND—HAWKINS.

The Church of St. John the Baptist,
Northcote, was the scene of a rainbow
wedding on Wednesday, June 26th, when

Mr Frank Townsend, son of the late Mr

John Townsend, Thames, was married to

Miss Lucy Hawkins,, eldest .daughter of

Mr B. T. Hawkins, one of the oldest re-

sidents of Birkenhead.

The Rev. A. F. Smith officiated at the

service, which was choral.

The church, which was nicely decorated,
by girl friends of the bride, was filled
long before the time appointed for the

ceicmony, despite the inclemency of the
v\ rather.

'The bride was given away by her fa-

ther. She was beautifully gowned in

creme silk voile, the bodice daintily ar-

ranged with a fichu of Varis-tinted in-

sertion edged with two rows of finely
pleated silk .outlining a transparent V

of Paris lace over net. The customary
orange blossom wreath adorned the hair,
falling from which was a lovely Brussels

lace veil. A large shower bouquet of

white azaleas and maidenhair fern com-

pleted a charming toilette. There were

ten bridesmaids, dressed in shades to re-

present a rainbow. Misses Ruby Towns-

end and Rhoda Murray-Smith were simi-

larly attired in pretty frocks of moon-

light blue chiffon voile over glace, the

bodices having transparent lace yokes
over net edged with silk lace and chif-

fon piratings. Their white felt hats

were trimmed with tulle* and ostrich
plumes, and they carried shower bou-
quets.

Misses Ray and Rem* Hawkins wore

soft white dresses trimmed with Valen-

ciennes lace, and long white silk sashes.

These two maids, in company with the

remaining six bridesmaids, who wore

pah* shades of green, pink and yellow
Empire dresses. carried shepherdess’
crooks, with flowers eand ijibbons to

match their costumes. Mr W. Hawkins

attended the* bridegroom as best man,

and Mr F. t’ooper as groomsman.

After the ceremony, the bridal party
adjourned to th* Gladstone Hall, where

about seventy tivp people partook of

the wedding breakfast. Mr E. W. Ali-
son. M.H.R.. presided, and. after a few

well chosen words of congratulation to

the newly-wedded couple, proposed the
health of Mr and Mrs Townsend, which

was heartily responded to by all present.
During the evening about 200 jierson** as-

sembled at the Gladstone Hall an the

guests of Mr and Mrs R. T. Hawkins,
and a most pleasant evening was spent.

Mr and Mrs Townsend were the reci-
pient* of numerous costly presents. The

honeymoon is to be spent at Rotorua.

The bride’s travelling dress was of wine

cloth relieved with creme, felt hat to
match massively trimmed with wine and

green berries, biscuit cloth coat; Mrs B.

T. Hawkins wore a beautiful dress of

blaek glace relieved with heavy lace,

and jet, erenie Maltese scarf, and bou-

quet of violets; Mrs Townsend, mother
of the bridegroom, wore blaek brocade
trimmed with creme, bouquet of tea

roses and violets; Mrs Handcock, smart

dress of white pleated chiffon over white
brocade, white chenille hat and feather

to match; Mrs Grayson looked well in

sapphire blue silk; Mrs Guthrie, nut

brown glace and Paris-tinted lace; Miss

Martin, creme silk, lovely Maltese

bertha; Mrs Riddell, brown cloth cos-

tume; Miss Messenger, blaek glace; Miss

Wilfred Hare, navy doth Eton coat and
skirt with turquoise silk vest; Mrs Wil-

son, blaek silk, small blaek hat to match.

LIGHTBOURNE—BRUCE.

A very pretty but quiet house wedding
took place at Cambridge on Thursday,
the 20th inst., when Miss Eflie Bruce,
eldest daughter of Mr A. Bruce, of
Mingaroa, Halcombe, was married to

Mr R. Lightbourne, of Taihape. The

bride wore an exceedingly pretty dress

of white Swiss embroidered muslin over

glace silk, white tulle veil, and wreath

of orange blossoms. Miss .lean Bruce

was bridesmaid, and wore eream serge.

Miss Bessie Bruce wor a pale pink silk;
Mrs Bruce, mother of the bride, wore

black silk; and Miss K. Stevenson, cou-

sin of the bride, navy blue tailor-made
costume. The bride’s travelling dress

was a blue cloth tailor made with white

facings and blue hat trimmed with red

berries. The happy couple left for Auck-
land, en route lor their home at Tai-

hape.

MOUSE—CULLEN.

A very pretty wedding was celebrated

at the residence of the bride’s parents,
Canip, Tauranga, on Wednesday, June

26th, when Mr. Albert John Morse, third

son of Mr. K. Morse, of Cambridge, was

united in the holy bonds of matrimony
to Miss Fanny Margaret Cullen,
eldest daughter of Mr. J. Cullen, of Tau-

ranga. Tine ceremony was performed
by'the'Bev. Caiioir Jordan, B.A.,'in the

presence of a . .la.i^ge. assemblage of rela-

tives and friends. The.bride, who looked

exceedingly charming attired in a
hand-

some costume of navy cloth with cream

merveilleux and silk trimmings,
and white fur toque with sky

blue trimmings, and carried a

lovely boquet of jonquils, aza-

leas and maidenhair fern, was given

away by her father. Miss Hannah Cullen

(sister of the bride) and Miss Maggie
Fielding (cousin) were in attendance as

bridesmaids, the former wearing a

cream serge dress with sky blue trim-

mings, and hat to match, and the latter

a pale pink with white silk trimming.

Each carried a bouquet of violets and

maidenhair fern. Mr. E. J. Cullen acted

as best man. The bridegroom’s presents
to the bridesmaids were an engraved
gold ring and a gold brooch. The pre-
sents, which were both numerous and

useful, go to show the esteem in which

the bride was held by her numerous

friends, both in Tauranga and else-

where. At the wedding breakfast the

health of the bride and bridegroom was

proposed by the Rev. Canon Jordan. In

the evening the newly-married couple,
left amidst good wishes and showers of

riee, by the a.s. Ngatiawa for Auckland,

where the honeymoon is to be spent,
Mr. and Mrs. Morse will make their fu-

ture home in Rotorua.

THOMSON—COPELAND.

A very pretty wedding took place at St.

Paul’s Presbyterian Church, Wanganui,

last Friday afternoon, when Miss Muriel

Copeland, eldest daughter of Mr. T. M.

Copeland, of Wanganui, was united in

the holy bonds of matrimony to Mr.

James W. Thomson, third son of Mr.

Peter Thomson, also of Wanganui. The

Rev. R. M.. Ry burn was the officiating

clergyman. The bride, who was given
away by her father, wore a sweetly

pretty dress of cream embroidered ere-

pollne, with transparent pointed yoke

and embroidered chiffon bolero, with

vandyked pleated ribbon edging, the

skirt being tastefully trimmed with

gathered ribbon forming true lovers’

knots and festooned with applique me-

dallions. She carried a beautiful bou-

quet, anti wore the orthdox veil and

orange blossoms. The bridesmaids were

Miss Emily Copeland, sister of the bride,
and Miss Jean Thomson, sister of the
bridegroom, who were daintily attired

in white embroidered Indian muslin with,
floral sashes and hats of white felt, with

chiffon streamers and bandeaux of pink
roses and shaded velvet leaves. The

bridegroom’s gift to the bride was a

handsome set of marmot furs, and to

each of the bridesmaids a gold brooch

set with rujiies and sapphires. The

duties of best man were ably carried out
by Mr. Clare, with Mr. Pritchard as

groomsman. As the bridal party left

the church Mr. Arthur Towsey played
the Wedding March. After the cere-

mony a number of guests were enter-
tained by the bride’s parents at Dus-

tin’s tea rooms, where the young couple
were congratulated and the usual toasts

honoured. Mr. and Mrs. Thomson were

the recipients of many useful and valu-

able presents. The bride’s going-away
dress was an Eton coat and skirt of

reseda invisible cheek tweed with cinna-

mon coloured trimmings, relieved with

passementerie and French knots, vest of

embroidered chiffon over cream satin,
and hat of cinnamon silk trimmed with
shaded feathers to match and autumn

leaves. The happy couple left by the

afternoon train for the North en route

to Auckland, where the honeymoon is

to spent. We join in wishing them long
life and every prosperity.

VERCOE—CONNON.

A pretty wedding was solemnised at

St. George’s Church. Thames, on June

26, the occasion of the marriage of Mr.

Albert Vercoe, eldest son of Mr. J.

Vercoe, and Miss Hilda Connon, second

daughter of Mr. Wm. Connon, mine

manager. The bride was given away

by her father and looked charming in

cream figured silk voile, the bodice made

with zouave of net interlaced with

ribbon and finished with rosettes, the

trellised effect being prettily carried out

on the gathered skirt, which was sur-

mounted with true lovers’ knots pf silk.

She wore the orthodox wreath and veil
and carried a choice bouquet. The

bridesmaids were Miss Alice Connon
(sister of the bride), and Misses Elsie

and Evelyn Vercoe (sisters of the bride-
groom) all wearing cream silk, the skirts
being inadb with alternate Fteiieh and
pin tucks;and th^ir' blouses iillet with
lace and finished with revers edged with

silk lace.' They wore becoming cream

felt’hqts and carried'bouquets. The best

man was Mr. E." Hardman, cousin of the
bridegroom, and, the groomsman, Mr. J.

Connon. The presents received by the

young couple were numerous and valu-
able, including a silver sugar scuttle

and pearl-handled butter knife from the

bride’s fellow employees at the Haiiraki
factory.

SHAW-MJUALTROUGH.

At the residence of the bride’s par-
ents, on Thursday, the 27th of June, an

interesting wedding was celebrated,

when Mr. Chas. Shaw, of Pukekura, and
Miss Amy Qualtrough, sixth daughter of

Mr. Win. Qualtrough, of Fencourt, were

united in the holy bonds of matrimony.
The Rev. W. Gow, of Trinity Presby-
terian Church, officiated. The bride was

given away by her father, and was at-

tended by her sister Kate as bridesmaid.

Mr. C. Shaw, cousin of the bridegroom,
acted as best man. After the cere-

money, many friends were received and

hospitably entertained by Mr. and Mrs.

Qualtrough.
The bride was attired in a stylish

white box dress, and wore the orthodox

veil and orange blossoms. The brides-

maid wore a white dress, relieved with

blue. The bridegroom’s present to the

bride was a handsome gold brooch, set

with diamonds and rubies, and to the

bridesmaid a gold brooch.

Mr. and Mrs. Shaw were the recipients
of many useful presents.

The young couple left on their honey-
moon, which will be spent at Te Arolia

and Auckland, amidst showers of rice

and the good wishes of their friends.

The bride’s travelling dress was a navy
blue costume, with hat to<natch.

MaeCORMICK—RICHMOND.

A wedding in which considerable in-

terest was taken, was celebrated at the

residence of the bride's mother by the

Rev. W. Gillies on June 26th, when Mies

Margaret Richmond, daughter of Mrs.

Richmond, " Rockwood,” Mount Eden*
Auckland, was married to Mr. Donald
MacCofiniek. ' The bride, who was given,
away by her uncle, Mr. Alex. Aitken,
wore a charming gown of soft whitq
satin trimmed with duchesse lace, the
veil being of embroidered white nett

Miss J. Richmond and Miss Heather, the

two bridesmaids, were prettily dressed
in white muslin trimmed with Valenci-
ennes lace, and carried bouquets of

rose. Mr. E. A.- Dargaville acted as.

best man, and Mr. Douglas Hay aa

groomsman. The bride’s mother wore al

handsome costume of blaek satin,
trimmed with white. A large number

of guest were afterwards entertained at

afternoon tea, and inspected the beauti-
ful presents, of which Mr. and Mrs.

MaeCormick received a great number.

The bride's going-away dress was a sty-
lish brown coat and skirt, and browß

hat with red roses.

Famous Anagrams.

Of all the extravagances caused by the

enagrammatic fever when many years

ago it was at its height, none comes

up to that of a frenchman named An-

dre Pujom, who, discovering in his name

the anagram Pendu a Riom (the seat of

criminal justice in the province of Au-

vergne), felt bound to fulfil his destiny,

committed a crime in Auvergne, and 1
was actually hung in the place to which

the omen pointed)
Among the papers of William Ohlys,

the bibiographer, was found the follow-

ing anagram on himself:—

“In word and will I am a friend to you;:
And one friend old is worth a hundred*

new.”
The father Pierre de St. Louis became

a Carmelite monk oii finding out that

his lay name, Ludovicus Bartelemi, gave
the anagram Carmelo se devovet; and
Sylvester,'in dedicating a translation of

Du Bartas to his sovereign, made the
following anagram:— ‘

“James Stuart—A just master.”

AWARDED SPECIAL SILVER MEDAL
for Artistic Floral Display of Flower Bonnaeta,

Baskets, and other design* at the Auckland
HorticulturalSociety’s Spring Show, 1906.

Table Decoration and all classes of Floral

arrangementundertaken.

a>* nrnv
■ UIAHiU FIOBIIT& BKBD»AM.

GILBERT J. MACKAY, i»s queen street

The nervous strain of household care

wears out even the strongest women.

Take Steam’s Wine, the peerless tonics
which builds up the body and makes the
weak strong. Pleasant to the taste.

SUPERFLUOUS HAlR.—Ladies, my re-

medy is used by the leading HOMO

SPECIALISTS, and is a POSITIVE PER-

MANENT CURE, DESTROYING EVERY,

ROOT. Treatment posted to any addies*

upon receipt of 4/6, Mrs Homsley Burnet,
Toilet Specialist, Invercargill, Otago.

'LINSEED COMPOUND. 'The‘Stockport Remedy‘for
Coughs andColds! 1 Or4oyears’ proven efficacy.

LINSEED COMPOUND.’ for Coughs and Colds. Gives

immediaterelief in Bronchitis, Ac.

’UNSEED COMPOUND,.’ for Coughs and Colds. O*
provenefficacy for Bronchialirritation. .

7
LINSEED COMPOUND,’ for Coughs andColds. Eases

Asthmaand relieves breathing. •;«. n;. •

' LINSEED COMPOUND.’ of 40 years’ proven efficacy
for Coughs, Colds, anddifficulty ofbreathing.

COACULINE, KLINX. TENASITINE. Cements for

brokenand other articles.

LINUM CATHARTICUM PILLS,’ of Mountain Flax.
An Agreeable Aperient. Worth a trial.

LINSEED COMPOUND ’ Trade Mark ofKay’s Com-

pound Essence of Linseedfor Coughs and Colds.

WET WEATHERWORK <

B
healthful

t
AND .

PLEASANT
IF YOU WEAR*

WATERPROOF
LED CLOTHING
BUAtK Vtu-ow

>rfecl Protection!
x>ngest Service
Low in Price

>ld Everywhere '
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Births, Marriages, and Deaths.

[The charge for inserting announce-

ments of birth, marriages, or deaths in

the “Graphic” is 2/6 for the first 14 words,

and 6d for every additional 7 words.]

BIRTHS.

AUSTIN. — On 21st June, at Mrs King’s
Nursing Home, Salisbury-st., Chch., the

wife of Robert C. Austin, a son.

DOTTING. — Oil June 24th, at Maryhili-
terrace. Mornington, Dunedin, to Mr and

Mrs A. J. Dotting, a son.

BRENNAN.—On June 26th, at No. 8, Har-

greaves-st., the wife of W. Brennan,
Kakahi, of a daughter.

BRODERICK.—On June 21st, 1907, at her

residence, Arthur-st., Ponsonby, the wife

of A. J. Broderick, of a daughter; both
doing well.

DEVEREUX. — On June 24th.’ the wife
of Humphrey Bourehier Devereux (Waihl
Gold Mining Company’s office, Waihl), of

a son.

FRANCIS. — On Juno 26th, 1907, at Illll’s-

rd., Opawa. the wife of C. H. Francis, a

daughter.

GLUESTEIN. — June 18th, at Mrs Wai-

shaw’s Nursing Home, 183. Madras-st.,
Chch.. the wife of J. 11. Gluesteln, of a

daughter.
GRAHAM.—On June 28, at Mercer, the

wife of W. G. Graham, Whangarei Heads,
of a son.

GREAT). — On the 19th of June, at Mrs

Briss's Nursing Home, Chch., the wife
of G. A. Gread, a daughter.

HORNE.—On June 28th, at Nurse Mar-

gett’s Home, “Rawhitl,r*« the wife of F.

C. R. Horne, of Coromandel, a son.

HUT( HESON. — On June 17th, at Mrs
William Philpott’s, McFadden’s-rd., Chch.,
thewife of J. R. Hutcheson, a son (still-
born).

MENZIES.—On June 29, at “Methven,”
* Eden Terrace, to Mr. and Mrs. E, J.

Menzies, a daughter.

PEEK.—On June 27-, at Mercer, the wife
of B. L. Peek, of a son.

PIEROTTL—On June -22, at Nurse Mar-

T Cursing Home, “Rawjhitl.” farlc-
>

•’ to Mr. and Mrs. M. Pierotti. a son;
both doing well.

SHEARER.— On June 29th, at their resi-
dence Auburn-st., Khyber Pass, to Mr.
ana Mrs. J. Shearer, a daughter.

the 25th Junp > at their resl"
uence, st. Leonard's," Glen-rd., Stanley
Buy. the wife of Alex. Tucker, of a
daughter. '

MARRIAGES.

ALEXANDER—GORDON.—On 15th May.
at St. Paul’s Manse, Christchurch, by
Rev. Thomas Tait, M.A., 8.D., Samuel
McDonald Alexander to Rebecca Gor-
don.

DAWSON—GODBY.—On June 12th, in
the Baptist Church, Kaikora i Valley,
Mr M. Dawson. of Ravensbourne, to
Mary June, eldest daughter of Mr

Christopher Godby, Half-way Bush.

GUMMER—EDWARDS.—On Juno Ist, at
the residence of the bridegroom’s *par-
ents, “Sylvana,” Mt. Rosklll-rd., by
Rev. W. Day, Charles M. Gummer,eldest son of Thos. G. -Gummer, to Lina
May, eldest daughter of David Edwards,
Oauiaru.

w i
H-AFFORD. — At Helensviile,

on Wednesday, May 29th, by Rev. Father
Meagher (Nuptial Mass),. James, eldest
son of the late James Hand, to Bridget,
eldest daughter of Matthew Hafford.

(in June 7, at

to s Heerdegen, of Rotorua.S. J. (Saldle) Illi), o
f Auckland.

TLi Rfl‘ urd"y. June 29th,at All Saints , Ponsonby, by the Ven
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ORR—COOLEY.-On nth
residence of the bride’s 'father “Mr!
ton House,” Ashfleld, Sydney by the

Alfred <‘ ldpr sot ofA. Ort, Ashburton, to 'Berthn apcnn/i
daughter of W. Glover Cooley. ’ d

BOBS BROWNE.—On June sth, 1997
Pagopago. Samoa, George Wilson Rom

‘ °r the ate J°hn Hoss, teacher’(Lyttelton, to Flora Allee Rro_„l’
B?«tford. ~a’ leh,er of Browne*

>UOGE OWEN. -fin June 20tli, at St
by ih» Her

* a’JJ, CJ,,n*er"’ Alhprt Mark Budge, of
nd’

.
Amy Klien, youngerdaughter of Mr John Owen, Lyttelton.

SHERSON — DEVITT. On June 12tb,
at the residence of the bride’s parents,
by the Rev. G. B. Monro, Hugh, fifth
son of William Sherson, to Edith Emily,
eldest daughter of J. C. Devitt, Epsom.

'SHIRLEY - CARTER.—On June 12th, at
St. John’s Church, Latimer-square, by
the Rev. Purchas, Horace, youngest
son of E. H. Shirley, Fendalton, to

Clara May, youngest daughter of Thos.
Carter, Linwood.

SPILLER—HIDE.—On June 19th. 1907.
at the Wesieyan Methodist Church, Car-

gill-road, Dunedin, by the Rev. W.

Grigg, Harry, eldest son of J. Spiller,
photographer, Christchurch, to Alice

Beatrice, youngest daughter of William

Hide, White’s-road, Ohoka. Canterbury.

WALTERS — SMITH. — On June 26th,

1907, In the residence of the bride's

mother. Mount Roskill, by the Rev. J.

Benning, Elthum, William Rupert Wal-

ters, to Mary Ellen (Lovie) Smith.

SILVER WEDDING.

DK RENZY -MASSON. On July 1. 1882.
at the residence of the bride’s father, by
the Rev. T. McGregor, M.A., Thomas

George, second son of the late Rev.

George De Renszy, M.A. (T.C.D.), to Susie
Bantock, eldest daughter of William Mas-

son, St. James’ Park, Hawthorn, Mel-

bourne.

DEATHS.

APPLEBY.—On June 22nd, at Maramarua,
James Roy, youngest and dearly-beloved
son of James and Isabella Appleby, aged
three years.

BARTLETT. On the 27th June, at Water-
side Farm, Waitahuna. George St. Luke
Bartlett; aged 69 years.

BL AMIRES.—On the 22nd June, at Chch.,

Lavinla, wife of Rev. Wm. L. and mother
of Revs. Harry, Herbert, Percy and

Ernest Blamires; aged 69 years.

BOWDEN.—One June 30th, William, dearly
beloved husband of Jane Bowden, and
eldest son of Martha -and the late Elias
Bowden, aged 56 years.

BULTE.—On June 30th, at Titlrangi,
Adolphe Jean Francois Bulte, late of

Bruges, Belgium, in his 78th year.—R.l.P.
BULLEN.—On June 26, at Auckland, Ben-

jamin Bullen, relict of late Charlotte

Bullen; aged 83 years.

CHAPMAN.-On 26th Jyne, at her resi-
dence, Balclutha, Margaret Strachan, be-
loved wife of Andrew Chapman; aged 69
years.

COLLING'S —On June 26. at Bond-st., Arch

Hill, Evelyn Maud, the dearly beloved

adopted daughter of W. and M. Collings;
aged two years and eight months.

DE CARLE.—On the 23rd June, at Syd-
ney, Leslie De Carle, younger
son of the late Edward De Carle, of Dun-
edin.

DONNELLY. — On June 24th, 1907, at her

parents’ residence, No. 10. Wood-st., Pon-

sonby. Mary Agnes, dearly beloved eldest

daughter of H. and M- A. Donnelly. Be-
loved by all who knew her.

DOUGLAS.—On the 27th June, at 126,
Hlgh-st.. Catherine, the relict of the late
Stewart Douglas.

DYE.—On July Ist, at her parent’s resi-

dence, Russell-st., Arch Hill, Olivle Ruby,
dearly-beloved youngest daughter of Wil-

liam and Nina Dye, aged 1 year and 2

months. “Safe in the arms of Jesus.”

FOLEY.—On June 23rd, at Burwood, Julia
Agnes, beloved wife of Maurice Foley;

aged 38 years. R.I.P.

GAIR.—On June 26th, at 91. Tuam-st.,
Chch., John, the dearly beloved hus-
band of Martha Gair; aged 72 years.

GUY.—On June 2i3th, at his late residence.
Yaldhurst, Thomas, the beloved husband
of Sarah Guy; aged 48 years.

HASSALL.- On June 30th. at her parents’

residence, Whitson-terrace. off Howe st..

Newton, Irene, dearly beloved daughter
of John George and Mary Hassall; aged
1 year.

HOLLAND.—On June 25. 1907, at his

parents’ residence, Rose-rd.. Grey Lynn,
after a long and painful illness, James

Reginald, dearly loved youngest son of
S. J. and M. Holland; agen 12 years and

nine months. Deeply loved and sadly
missed.

JOHNSTONE.—June 25th, 1907, at his resi-
dence, 100, King-st., Sydenham, Chch.,
Charles. t»eloved husband of Mary Louisa

Johnstone, after a long and painful ill-

ness; aged 71 years. Late of N.Z. Rail-
ways.

KBELY.—On June 25, 1907, at Waihl, Joan

Elizabeth, Iteloved daughter of Ernest
and Annie Keely; aged 10 months.

LAPTHORNE. On June 22nd, at the Cam

Mills, Rangiora, William Henry Lap-
thorne. In his 56 year.

MAIKE.—On June 22nd. 1907, at Christ-
church, Alice May, beloved wife of Albert
Paul Maiko, and daughter of the late
James Shraeder; aged 34 years.

MEAD.—Passed peacefully away at her

residence, 59 CondeU-st., Fitsroy, Mel-
bourne, Mary Ann Mead, dearly "loved
mother of Mrs. Ernest Bateman, Brlgh-
tou-rd., Parnell, N.Z.; an old resident of
Victoria for over 50 years; aged 72 years

three months.

So loved, so mourned.
Victorian. N.H. Wales, and Sonth Afri-

can papers please copy.
McDONALD. -On the 24th June, at To-

fare, Jessie, youngest danhgtor of Jane
and the late James McDonald.

McGUIRE. —On June 90th, at his sister's
residence. Elthaiu, Taranaki, Walter
John, dearly beloved husband of Jeannie
McGuire, and fourth son of Ellen and
the late James McGuire, Brown-st., Pon-
sonby. R.I.P.

MILLAR.—One June 30th, at his parents’
residence, Ponsonby-rd.. Arthur Edward
Millar, beloved son of Robert and Flora
Millar, aged 5 weeks. “Asleep in Jesus.”

O’SULLIVAN.—On June 25th, at the resi-
dence of her brother, Mr M. Prendergast,
“Awahuri,” Bealey-st., St. Albans, Chch.,
Catherine, dearly beloved wife of John
O’Sullivan, Methven; aged 44 years.
R.I.P.

SANDERS.—On July Ist, at Auckland, Anu

Sanders, aged 74 years.

SWORD.—On the 25th Juno, at his resi-
dence. Victoria-st., Ravensbourne, Wil-
liam Edward, beloved husband of Annie

Sword; aged 62 years.

PALMER.—On June 26, at her parents
residence, Newton Place, Mary S. J-

Palmer, beloved Infant daughter of John
and Mary Palmer; aged five weeks.

PARRIS. — On June 28th, at Ills parents’
residence, 26, College Hill, Harold W. R.,
dearly beloved youngest ’son of William
and Alice Parris; aged 2 years.

PELLEY.—On June 26, 1997, Araunah

Charles Peiley, of New North-rd.; aged 55

years.

PERKINS.—On June 25, at Wllllainson’s-
avenue, Ponsonby, iris Estelle, infant

daughter of Annie and E. A. Perkins;
aged 13 months.

“It is well with the child.”

PICKETT. — On June 26th, at her late

residence, Morrinsville, Lizzie, the be-

loved wife of Albert E. Pickett.

POCKLINGTON.- On 27th June, 1907,
Martha Mary Ann, wife of W. O. Pock-
lington, Eden Terrace.

SANDERS.—At Rosebank, I.oekerb’.d, N.8.,
William Sanders, late of Kyeburn Sta
tion.

SIMPSON.—On June 27, at Auckland,
Sarah Ann, the beloved wife of Washing-
ton Lewis Simpson, and widow of the
late John Mortimer, of Taranaki; aged
50 years.

TILTON. On June 28, 1907, at Auckland

Hospital, Thomas Augustus, the dearly
beloved husband of Mary Ann Tilton;
aged 58 years.

VA.USE. — On June 28th, at his late resi-
dence. No. 13 Norfolk st.. John, the dearly
beloved husband of Mary Ann Vause; aged
60 years.—R.l.P.

No mourning and no flowers, by re-
quest of deceased.

WALLACE.—On June 27, 1907, at the resi-
dence of her daughter, Mrs A. C. Low,
Birkenhead, Eleanor, relict of the late
Thomas Wallace, In her 65th year.

By request of the deceased no mourn-
ing will be worn.

WHITEHEAD.—June 23rd, at Chch. (sud-
denly), James Whitehead, of Katapoi;
aged 56 years.

WOODS —On June 28, 1907, at her son s

residence, “Cambridge House,” Vincent-
st., after a long and painful illness, Eliza
Jane, second daughter of the late Edward
William Allen, and relict of late Jona-
than Woods; aged 72.

Society Gossip

AUCKLAND.

Dear Bee, ju[y 2.

AN EVENING WITH WAGNER.

A large number of members and

friends responded to the invitation of

the Society of Musicians for their June

meeting last Saturday evening in St.

Andrew’s Hall. The form of entertain-

ment was a description of the plot and

setting of the opera “Tannhauscr,” given
by the President (Herr Johan Wie-*
laert), while the principal musical num-

bers were contributed by Madame Wie-
laert, who represented Elizabeth and

\ eniis; Miss hrieda Rosewarne, a young
shepherd; Mr John Carter, Tannhauser;
and Mr Barry Coney as Herman and

Wolfram von Escliinbacb. With such

talented artists, the result was a most

interesting description, and a musical

treat. Not the least enjoyable part was

the delightful rendering of (he well

known march in Wagner’s opera by Herr
Wielaert. The evening was a most in-
structive and pleasant one. Madame
Wielaert was very graceful and pretty
in heliotrope ninon de soie over glace,
with white net panel embroidered with

crystal Itoads; Miss Frieda Roaewarne
looked charming in a moonlight blue

chiffon frock mounted on a blue glace

foundation; Mrs MacAndrcw was in
black, and wore an effective emerald

green evening coat with white Irish lace

applique round the cape; Mrs Jobson,
black skirt and white silk blouse, and

pretty blue evening coat with lace cap-
ette; Mrs Pay ton, black lace evening
gown over dahlia silk; Miss Pay ton

looked graceful in white silk; Mrs Ran-

kin Rjeed, black (toilette; Mrs Hope
Lewis, black, and lovely shade of blue

evening coat; Miss Fenton, white silk

evening gown; Miss Pierce, black; Mrs

Keesing, Paris-tinted lace gown over

white silk; Mrs J. W. Stewart, black

brocade evening gown; Miss A. Murray,
pretty Dresden blue silk blouse and

black velvet skirt; Mrs Neaves, black

evening gown; Miss Ruby Coleman, pret-
ty white silk frock; Miss F. Cooke, black

evening frock; Miss Airey,shell pink silk;

Mrs 11. Bagnall, black evening gown;

Mrs W. Gorrie, black brocade; Miss

Pearl Gorrie, white silk evening frock;
Mrs McK. Geddes, white silk blouse, black

silk skirt, and vieux rose evening coat;
Miss Geddes, pretty while silk frock;
Madame Boeufve, black evening gown

and handsome champagne cloth coat;
Miss Amy Stevenson, dainty white silk;

Mrs Law, black silk toilette; Miss Law.

black and French grey evening coat;
Miss Alice Law, black, and pale blue

coat; Mrs Upton, black brocade evening
gown; Miss Nellie Upton, while silk

evening blouse and black skirt; Mrs

Horatio Phillips, black silk; Miss Phil-

lips, black with touches of white; Miss

L. Moir, black evening frock with large
pjpk crush rose on decolletage; Mrs H.

Airey, pretty white silk and lace blouse,

black skirt; Mrs Oxley, black silk and

heliotrope coat; Miss Jourdain, pretty
Dresden china blue silk blouse and black

skirt; Mrs Reid, black taffeta gown;

Miss Jessie Reid, white silk and effective

crimson silk kimono evening coat; Mrs

C. Phillips, white silk.

AUCKLAND HOCKEY ASSOCIA-

TION “AT HOME."

Invitations have been issed by the

committee of the Auckland Hockey As-

sociation for an “At Home” to be given

in the Royal Albert Hall on Friday, July
12th. A strong and energetic commit-

tee have affairs well in band, and tha

ball has every promise of being a most

successful one. It is being given partly
to entertain the members of the Otago

representative team, which will be in

Auckland on that date.

A SMALL ENJOYABLE DANCE

was given on Friday in Waite’s Hall, Mt..

Eden, by a committee of girls, Misses

Wilson, Udy, Trevithick, .Stephenson amt

Davis. Miss Trevithick was in black

silk; Miss Carruth wore creme voile nnd

silver trimmings; Misses Murray wore

rich blue silks; Miss Barstow, pink mus-

lin and black trimmings; Miss E. Kidd,

pretty floral muslin; Miss Milne, black,

red flowers; Miss Connelly, creme satin;

Miss Lily Moir, pink crepe de chine; Miss

M. Connelly, white muslin, green sash;
Miss Udy, white silk, floral sash; Miss

Daisy Udy, pale blue silk; Miss Trevi-

thick, pale green voile; Miss D. Sloven

son, heliotrope muslin ; Miss Bertha

Oxley, pink silk and cream spotted net;
Miss Stevenson, black glace silk, Maltese

berthe; Miss Farquhar, rose silk; Miss

Harper, white muslin; Miss Crowther,

blue silk; her sister wore creme net over

pink silk, and true lover knot; Miss Set-

gren. blue muslin; Miss Davies, blue chif-

fon taffeta; Miss Ruth Stephenson, pale

blue muslin, lace berthe; Miss Doris

Dittos, creme voile; Miss Murphy, white

silk and lace; Miss Hay, black glace silk

CSOLI.ECTOIt Disposing of Duplicates will

/ send selections, nil countries on re-

ceipt of reference or deposit. Trices far

below any catalogue. — Collector. "Simla,”
Devonport.
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Bnd Maltese berthe; Miss M. Buttle, pale
green silk; Miss M. Walker, black chif-
fon fafl’eta and cream laee; Miss Cooper,
creme silk.

A WORTHY CAUSE.

The annual entertainment organised by
a strong committee to raise funds for the

New Zealand Society for the Protection

of Women and Children and the Preven-

tion of Cruelty to Animals is this year to

take tiie form of a progressive euchre-

bridge party, to be followed by a dance.

It takes place in the Choral Hall on

Thursday. July 18th. Tickets are obtain-

able from any member of the committee

at the moderate charge of 2/6. The ob-

ject is a most deserving one, and it is

hoped that a very large attendance will

materially increase the funds of the

society, to enable them to greatly enlarge
their sphere of action during the coming

year.
PHYLLIS BROUN.

CAMBRIDGE.

Dear Bee, June 29.

A MOST ENJOYABLE PROGRESSIVE
BRIDGE EVENING

was given by Mrs. Wells, of “Oakleigh,”
on Monday evening as a farewell to

Miss C. Willis, who left for Auckland

on Wednesday. The fine large dining-
room at "Oakleigh” was profusely de-

corated with flowers, which are a rarity
with most people at present, and eon-

isistedi of chrysanthemums, camellias,

white paper narcissus, and yellow jon-

quils. There were five bridge tables.

Miss Willis gained the greatest number

of points among the ladies, and won

a dainty little trinket box of cut-glass
and silver. Mr. Earnail won the men’s

prize, a cut-glass and silver matchbox.

The evening passed only too quickly. Mrs.

Wells received her guests in navy blue

silk voile, trimmed with old gold and

blue silk applique, and cream silk front;
Miss Wells, pale pink silk blouse, trim-

med with Paris lace medallions, and

black velvet skirt: Miss H. Wells, black

canvas voile, with cream lace yoke; Mrs.
B. Couper, pale blue crepe de chine

blouse, trimmed with lace and

blaek crepe de chine skirt; Mrs.

Roberts, black silk evening dress,
trimmed with black spotted net, violets

on corsage: Mrs. A. J. Edmunds, black

chiffon taffeta evening dress, tucker of

real Honiton lace; Mrs. Chester, black

gown: Miss Willis, pale blue silk blouse,

with point lace yoke and bertha, and

brown velvet skirt: Miss C. Willis, prune

velvet, with silk Maltese laee scarf: Miss

Gwynneth, blaek silk, with transparent
yoke, and collar of spotted net, elbow
sleeves, with ruffles of net: Miss Wright,
cream satin frock, transparent yoke of

French Valenciennes lace, spray of yel-
low jonquils on corsage: Miss K. Willis,
grey glace silk blouse, and grey voile

skirt, bodice cut square, and outlined
with blaek velvet; Miss Richardson, a

dainty white muslin, bodice tucked and

inserted with lace.

Should the weather permit,

A PARTY OF GOLFERS

go to Hamilton on Saturday to play
matches with that club.

On the following Saturday six lady
golfers from the Cambridge Club go to

Auckland to have a week’s golf, and we

trust they may give a good account of

themselves. They are looking forward to

having an enjoyable time. The party will

consist of Mrs. A. J. Edmunds, Misses K.
Willis. H. Wells, G. Brooks, A. (lark,
and N. Young.

On Tuesday evening Dr. and Mrs.

Coates entertained a number of friends

AT ROTO-O-RANGI

as a farewell before leaving, as they
have sold their place. A buggy load of

guests drove out from Cambridge. Dr.

•nd Mrs. Coates were an ideal host and

hostess and looked after everyone’s com-

fort. The first part of the evening was

taken up with the well-known farce, “Box

•nd Cox,” which was exceptionally well

put on. Mr. and Mrs. Leslie Mair, and
Mr. Brown, who was qplendid, taking
part in it. Afterwards there was danc-

ing, and a delicious supper was served.

Mrs. Coates received her guests in a pale
heliotrope silk blouse and black silk skiit;
Mrs. L. Mair wore black evening dress;
Mrs. W. Uoates, white silk blouse, black
skirt; Mrs. Cox, black voile and creme

lace scarf; Mrs. R. Peake, black silk,
handsome laee collar; Miss Peake, Blue

silk blouse, large collar, black skirt; Mrs.
C. Peake, cream silk evening dress; Mrs.

Bingham, white silk blouse and blaek
ing dress; Mrs Attwood, pink silk blouse,

skirt; Mrs. A. Stone, rich black silk even-

black skirt; Miss Sec-combe, white muslin;
Miss Wells, pink silk evening dress; Miss

H. Wells, black evening dress; Miss K.

Willis, creme net blouse, brown velvet

skirt.

THE WAIKATO HUNT CLUB’S MEET

was held at Hautapu, members being
present from all parts of the district.

Capital runs took place over the proper-
ties of Messrs. Taylor. Thomas, Hannon,
McNaughton. Forrest. Parr, Brown. Qual-
trough. an 1 Swayne. Mr. and Mrs. Tay-
lor. of “Bardowie,” with their usual hos-

pitality, entertained between seventy ami
eighty of the hunting party at after-

noon tea. Some of those following were:

The Master (Mr. Norman Banks) on

Flourish, the huntsman on Scout, the

whip onBachelor. Mrs. Banks on Captain.
Mrs. Phair on Richmond, Mrs. Crowther-

on Taranaki. Mrs. Graham on Tui, Mrs.

C. Peake on Moana. Miss Banks on Ma-

homet, Miss Hill on Ophir. Miss McNicol
on a bay, Miss Buckland on Hector. Miss

Pickering on Yorkie. Miss Hicks on Wild-

fire. Messrs W. Taylor on Pirate. 11.

Crowther on Glasgow. S. Banks on Gala-
tea. J. Taylor on Glen Innis. Driving
were: Mr. and Mrs. Couper. Mrs. Thorn-

ton, Mrs. Wynn-Brown. Mrs. Martyn
Miss Richardson, and Miss Wells, and

others.
ELSIE.

NAPIER.

Dear Bee, June 28.

Last Monday Mrs. Levin gave a

DELIGHTFUL TEA

in her very pretty home. From 3 until

4.30 we played progressive euchre, and

were a veryj merry party. The prizes
were won by Misses Kennedy and Dar-

ling. A dainty tea was served in the

dining-room, the table being decorated

with jonquils. After tea we had some

songs from our hostess Mrs. Levin

looked charming in a soft cream skirt,

lace blouse, with a hand-painted col-
lar; Mrs. Humphries, dove grey accor-

dion-pleated frock, lace yoke and cuffs;

Miss Chapman, pretty grey costume,

trimmed with blue cloth, and turquoise
buttons, white hat with wings, white
furs; Miss Fannin, white voile frock
trimmed with laee and brown furs,
brown felt hat; Miss Macfarl’ar.e, smart

navy blue tailor-made coat and skirt,
white plush hat with quills; Miss J.

Macfarlane, grey costume, erimine furs,
Claret picture hat with feathers; Miss

Kennedy, pretty violet cloth frock,
violet velvet buttons on bodice, artis-
tic violet picture hat; Miss McLean,
neat dark blue and green check cos-

tume. smart little coat, trimmed with
lace, small white cloth hat, trimmed
with tartan ribbons and peacock’s fea-

thers; Miss Todd, grey Eton costume,

navy blue hat with wings; Miss Hind-

marsh, white silk blouse, green skirt,
white hat trimmed with chiffon and
feathers; Miss B. Hindmarsh. smart

navy blue coat and skirt, small white

hat. long white feather; Miss Thomp-
son. purple eloth coat and skirt, purple
hat. grey feathers: Miss Deane, cream

cczat and skirt, navy blue hat. clusters

of shaded pink roses: Miss M. Dean,

grey long coat and skirt, white silk
blouse, becoming scarlet hat; Miss Dar-

ling (Wellington), navy blue frock.

touches of blue, blue picture hat; Miss
Rutledge, brown coat and skirt, coat

faced with blue, green hat: Miss Nina
Ho-ariley. smart navy blue costume, white
velvet picture hut. white furs; Miss
Humphries, neat navy blue frock, be-

coming naw blue toque; Miss Hay
(Auckjand), Ylack cloth coat and skirt,
coat faced with white ,

smart white

hat with feathers; Miss Jardine, grey
Eton costume, trimmed with white silk,
white furs, prettv grev anA pink pic-
ture hat; Miss Margoliouth, white silk

An Innovation
in New Zealand
Illustrated Journalism

SPLENDID BONUS
FOR SUBSCRIBERS TO

"NEW ZEALAND GRAPHIC"

Stereoscopes
AND

STEREOSCOPIC

VIEWS FREE TO
“GRAPHIC”

READERS.

The proprietors of the “New Zealand

Graphic” having noted the returning
popularity of the Stereoscope and the

ever increasing demand for local stereo-

scopic views, have decided on making
an offer to its readers. It has been
decided to donate

STEREOSCOPES ABSOLUTELY FREE

the only qualification necessary being
that persons desiring instruments shall

become pre-paid subscribers to the “Gra-

phic.” No other restriction is made.

A FREE STEREOSCOPE

will be given to all persons who be-

come Annual Subscribers to the "Gra-
phic,” and who pay the yearly subscrip-
tion in advance. The subscription to the

“Graphic” for twelve months is 20/-
paid in advance, and the paper will be

sent post free.

When forwarding your subscription
the simple phrase, "I want a Stereo-
scope,” will be sufficient.

The above is the only condition im-

posed. No charge whatever is made for

the Stereoscope, which will be packed
and posted free.

STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS.

At frequent intervals Stereoscopic
Views will be issued with “Graphic,”
and thus, if the offer now made is

availed of, every new yearly prepaid
subscriber to the “draphic” will receive

absolutely Free of Cost, a Complete
Stereoscopic Outfit.

MAGNIFICENT AND UNIQUE SET OF

NEW ZEALAND STEREOSCOPIC

VIEWS.

The Stereoscope is becoming more and

more popular, and you should have one.

By becoming an annual prepaid sub-

scriber to the “Graphic” you will receive

one for the asking, and will also receive

Stereoscopic Views all free of cost. The

pictures will amuse you, they will amuse

your friends, and they will educate

your children.

Money Orders or Postal Notes should

be sent to the Manager "N.Z. Graphic,”
Auckland.

FREE STEREOSCOPES AND
STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS.

THE VIEWS APPEAR WEEKLY.
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Mouor. long grey co»t, large Mack hat,

with black feathers; Miss Vera Mar-

goliouth. smart black and white check

frock, trimmed with black velvet, black

velvet hat; Miss M. Locking, pretty
claret pinafore frock, white lace blonse

trimmed with blue, becoming white

three-cornered hat, with one long

plume; Miss McLernon, dainty white

cloth froek. trimmed with moss green
-velvet. gold braid oji bodice, white

velvet picture hat; Miss Seal,, navy
blue coat and skirt, pretty white vel-

vet hat; Miss Snodgrass, eream serge

Eton eoat and skirt, green hat; Miss —.
Snodgrass, smart navy blue coat and

skirt, small blue and green hat; Miss

Kettle, navy blue costume, green -chif-

fon stole, pretty green hat.

THE GRAND CONCERT

held in the Theatre Royal last Tuesday

in aid of the hospital was as good as

local talent eould make it. There were

seventeen items, and everything was. en-

cored, which says a lot for the per-

formers. There was a large and fa-

shionable audience. Mrs McLernon,

blaek silk and laee frock; Miss McLer-

non, cream net frock, scarlet flowers

,on bodice, blue chiffon stole; Mrs

Bowen, pale blue and pink flowered

blouse, blue rosettes, blue skirt; Mrs

Campbell, black satin, berthe of white
laee. grey eoat: Mrs McLean, black

froek, pretty blue eoat, laee collar;
Miss McLean, white crepe de chine

froek, touches of violet, violet in hair:

Miss Fannin, pale blue silk and lace

blouse, black satin skirt; Mrs A. Ken-

nedy, white silk blouse, Valenciennes
laee yoke, white serge skirt, pretty

grey eoat, faced with white satin; Mrs

Berneau, white frock, .trimmed with
lace, white coat; Miss Rutledge white

silk dress, lace berthe; Miss Kennedy,
eau de Nil silk frock, deep lace berthe,

pink ehiffon stole; Miss D. Kennedy,
blue silk and lace frock; Mrs Cranby,
white satin froek, chiffon on bodice, blue

belt; Mrs Duncan, pretty pink ehiffon

blouse, black satin skirt; Miss Neville,
pink satin frock, pretty pink flowered
taffeta eoat, ehiffon sleeves; Mrs

Nantes,white satin and lace frock; Miss

Williams, black satin, long grey coat;
Miss M. Williams, white silk dress,

trimmed with ehiffon, pretty long cream

cloth coat: Mrs Tylee, blaek satin, blue

stole; Miss Chapman, pale pink silk
blouse, black satin skirt: Miss Joseph,

green brocade, laee berthe; Miss M.

McVay, black satin frock, grey chiffon

stole: Miss J- McVa'y, pretty blue silk

and chiffon dress, red coat; Mrs Baker,

peacock blue frock, laee panel, fur coat;
Mrs Dewes, white silk blouse, dark
skirt: Miss Sheath, pink silk froek,
trimmed with lace; Mrs Toner, blaek

silk froek, laee yoke; Miss Thompson,
white silk blouse, deep blue belt, scar-

let coat, trimmed with white fur; Mrs

Williams, blaek net froek, red on bod-

ice, red coat; Mrs Stuart, black satin

and lace frock. Goblin blue eoat; Mrs

Westall, white silk blouse, violet coat;
Miss Sutton, white silk, blue coat: Mrs

Canning, blaek and white spotted net

frock, touches of black velvet; Miss

Darling, pretty black net frock, blue

stole: Mrs Allan, white silk and chif-

fon frock.

Last Friday Mr St Lawrence Toner

gave a very enjoyable

SONG RECITAL

in the Athenaeum. He was assisted by
Miss Williams, Miss Josenh, and sev-

eral of his pupils. The hall was crowd-

ed. Almost every item was encored,
and one must say that Mr Toner’s pu-
pils do him very great credit. Miss

'Joseph, of London, is a violinist of

great ability, and her playing was de-

lightful to hear. Mr Toner’s magni-
ficent voice was greatly admired.

Amongst the audience I noticed: Mrs
Bcrneau in a cream lade blouse, cream

skirt, long eream coat; Miss Rutledge,
white muslin, trimmed with lace, touches
of pale blue; Mrs Baker, white silk,
long fur coat; Miss Williams, black
lace frock, red on bodice; Miss Joseph,
pale green silk dress, berthe of lace,
peep belt; Miss Jf. Hoadley, white mus-

lin and lace dress; Miss Hindmarsh,
scarlet silk frock, lace on bodice; Mrs
McKay, white lace and net blouse,
pretty cream coat, touches of pale pink;
Mr- Bowen, prune-coioured frock, trim-

med with lace and velvet; Mrs Camp-
bell, cream blouse, trimmed with Val-
enciennes lace, grey coat; Miss Margo-
Jiouth, cream silk blouse, dark skirt;
Miss Todd, white silk and late dfvss;
Bliss Fannin, white silk blouse, black

skirt; Miss Kirk, white silk, blue eoat;
Miss Shaw, pale blue silk, blouse trim-

med with lace; Miss Tonkin, sky-blue
voile frock, trimmed with white lace;
Miss Kennedy, white embroidered mus-

lin, blue eoat, trimmed with fur; Miss

Williams, pale pink silk blouse, black

satin skirt; Miss Thompson, white silk

dress, red eoat, trimmed with white fur;
Miss McVay, pale blue silk frock, white

eoat; Miss J. McVay, white frock, be-

coming red coat, satin collar; Mrs

Toner, black satin and laee froek: Mrs

Duncan, white silk blouse, dark skirt;
Mrs Abraham, white laee and net frock.

MARJORIE.

NEW PLYMOUTH.

Dear Bee, June 29.

Another of Miss Bedford’s

CINDERELLA DANCES

was held last Wednesday evening in the

Freemason’s Hall, and it was said by

many to have been the jolliest ever,

held, as everything turned out as it

should do — the weather very cold
(although early’ in the day it simply

poured, but towards evening it cleared

beautifully), good music, splendid floor,
and last, but not least, plenty of part-

ners, so what eould one want more?

Miss Bedford was wearing blaek glace
veiled in canvas voile, bodice profusely
trimmed with sequin trimming, heavy’
silver belt; Miss D. Bedford, white em-

broidered muslin, scarlet satin empire
belt; Miss J. Fraser, turquoise blue silk

full skirt, corsage finely tucked and in-

set with eream laee; Mrs. Frank Wilson,
rose pink silk, tucked and trimmed with
cream Valenciennes laee; Miss D.

Gray, eau de nil silk with empire belt,
and frills edged with a darker shade,
cream lace yoke; Miss Gwen Gray (de-
butante) looked extremely well in a

dainty .cream silk, full skirt prettily
frilled, deedlletage trimmed with laee fin-

ished with a deep eorselet belt finely
shirred; Miss Bayley, dainty white em-

broidered muslin, relieved with an em-

pire belt of pale blue silk; Miss M.

Fookes, pretty pale pink crepe de chine,
with yoke of cream lace: Miss G.

Fookes looked charming in eream silk,
with pale blue empire sash, and chon in

eoiffure; Mrs. M. Wilson (Naseby),
blaek silk bodice encrusted with sprays
of wheat, finished with berthe of real

lace; Miss L. Skinner, shell pink silk,
cream lace on corsage, pink rose in coif-

fure; Miss Brewster, pale green voile,
ful skirt, deep tucker of white net,
threaded with pale green bebe ribbon;
Miss L. McAllum. rose pink with berthe

of cream lace; Mrs. Benn, violet flow-

ered voile trimmed with narrow velvet
bands of same shade, and frills of cream

lace; Miss E. McAllum, eream tucked

voile with olive-green folded silk belt;
Mrs. H. Stocker, pretty shell -

pink silk full skirt, tiny vest

of frilled Valenciennes lace; Miss

Mr. Webster, pretty cream muslin,
skirt finished with tucks, deep empire
belt of grey and pink floral silk: Miss

Ethel Penn, cream tucked silk; Miss

Hanna, turquoise blue-figured voile decol-

letage prettily’ and profusely trimmed
with. Valenciennes lace; MissN. Hanna,

cream voile full-tucked skirt, cream laee

berthe; Miss B. Webster, cream voile

relieved with pale pink roses; Miss L.

Webster, cream tucked and insertioned
voile; Miss Crawford, ereani silk scar-

let flowers on corsage, finished with

game coloured empire belt; Miss R.

Crawford, cream tucked muslin, full

skirt, deep lace berthe; Miss Roy. pale

pink floral muslin, silk folded belt:
Miss Doris Roy, white frilled
muslin, satin Empire belt : Miss

Amy Kemp, rose pink silk with

darker shaded belt; Miss Hoskin, black

silk, white lace berthe; Miss E. Hoskin,

pale blue silk veiled in net, folded silk

belt; Miss T. Hoskin, pink floral mus-

lin, cream lace berthe. rose pink silk

belt; Miss Standish, sea-green satin, cor-

sage prettily trimmed with cream lace;

Miss Wordsworth (Auckland) looked

charming in a pretty cream tucked silk

full skirt, lace berthe. pale pink rose in

coiffure, etc. Amongst the gentlemen
were Messrs. Medley, E. Humphries,
Steeds, Johns, E. Bayley, Easther. Hig-

£n, Dixon, Armitage, Deacon. McAllum,
iker, Horpibln. Preslaw, S. dynes,

Taylor, (Jordon. Phillips. Gunton. Stan-

rfsh, Storey, H. "Davies, sen.. Webster,
Ji. Mills, Robison. Hervey. Mat-
thews, etc.

NANCY LEE.

WANGANUI.

Dear Bee, June 28.

Last Friday evening Mr. and Mrs.

John Stevenson gave

A VERY ENJOYABLE DANCE

in the Fire Brigade Hall, the floor of

the large up-stairs room was simply
perfect for dancing, and the music was

excellent. A most delicious supper was

laid in the adjoining room, with small
tables doited about. From the gas-
oHers were festoons of crimson and

gold ribbons, with native berries and
foliage. The tables was artistically de-

corated with narcissi, and the candle
shades were dainty pale golden crinkled

paper, with shaded rose leaves twined

round them. One of the down stairs

rooms was converted into a cosy sit-

ting room. Mrs. Stevenson received her

guests in an exquisite eream chiffon

gown over cream glace silk, the skirt

was very full and had a wide band of

hand-painted pink and crimson shaded

flowers and foliage, the corsage had a

cross-over effect of painted chiffon com-

ing below the waist, and outlined with

deep crimson velvet; Miss Ida Steven-

son wore a pretty ereani crepe-de-ehine
froek, the skirt was made with wide

French tucks, and berthe of lace on

her corsage; Mrs. Oldham (Taihape),
ereani glace silk with robe of cream

laee, berthe of laee and full sleeves

edged with same, in her coiffure she

wore a large pale pink rose; Miss Dui-

gan (debutante), wore a dainty white

silk frock with fichu of net and laee,

and a spray of lilies of the valley on

her corsage; Mrs. D’Arcy, blaek chiffon
taffeta gown, with ereani net and laee

on ‘her corsage, threaded with pale
blue; Mrs. Brettargh, black silk gown
with bands of black jet and cream laee.

cream opera cloak; Mrs. Lewis wore a

lovely black lace robe over pale grey
glaee silk, transparent lace yoke and

sleeves; Mrs. Dodgshun, blaek silk bro-

caded muslin, with fine cream net laee

transparent yoke with berthe of black
kilted chiffon; Mrs. McNaughton Chris-
tie was gowned in an apple green

satin full skirt with deep swathed
belt of the satin and berthe of laee;
Mrs. Blundell, blaek surah gown with
bands of deep cream insertion and full

silk sleeves, edged with laee. pretty’
shoulder scarf of cream chiffon em-

broidered in gold; Mrs. Lacy Peake

(Cambridge), wore a becoming cream

satin gown with trained skirt and wide

panel in the front of embroidered ehif-
fon and pearls, wide swathed satin

belt and deep berthe of embroidered
chiffon full gauged sleeves edged with

a frill of embroidered ehiffon; Mrs. Fair-

burn. blaek brocade gown, the skirt

was made with a deep band of blaek

velvet at the foot, velvet sleeves and
berthe of cream laee on her corsage;

Mrs. H. Surjeant wore a most ch-arming
froek of old rose ehiffon taffetas, the

skirt had true lovers’ knots of kilted
taffeta, and the corsage was profusely
trimmed with cream lace outlined in

gold thread: Mrs. Wall, turquoise blue

silk, the skirt had festoons of gauged
silk on it, and berthe of laee on her

corsage, her opera eoat was of blue

satin and gauged at the waist with high
storm collar edged with white fur; Mrs.

Pratt wore a stylish gown of blaek

chiffon taffetas, the, corsage was veiled
in fine blaek lace, and in her coiffure
she wore a white feather osprey; Miss

Gresson. pale blue silk frock with berthe
effect of Valenciennes lacto Miss Alli-
son, cream silk gown with full gauged
skirt, and berthe of lace on her cor-

sage; Miss "Roberts (Ashburton), rose

pink satin frock with wide swather
belt of the same material and cream

Idee on her corsage: Miss Barnieoat
wore a becoming gown, composed of

tiny frills of cream Valenciennes lace

with soft palest green silk caught at

intervals on the skirt, and the same

daintily arranged on her corsage, in

her coiffure she wore a bunch of pale
green grapes and foliage: Miss Jackson,

pale pink brocade gown, the corsage was

prettily trimmed with cream lace; Miss

XV. Anderson, crimson velvet gown with

Vandyked collar of deep cream lace;
Miss Mason, pale pink striped silk frock

■with high swathed belt of the same

material and Maltese silk lace on her

corsage; Miss Brettargh (debutante),
eream silk gown with overskirt of em-

broidered net. and berthe of chiffon, in
her coiffure she wore rosettes of white
silk; Miss Brewer, stylish gown of

black silk, with berthe of cream lace

rOatmei
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and a spray of crimson berries on her

corsage; Miss R. Brewer (Wuverley),
cieain silk frock with fichu of net in

her coiffure she wore rosettes of white
chiffon; Miss Wilford, very becoming
gown of the palest blue crepe-de-chine,
the skirt was made with frills of the

crepe-de-chine, edged with cream Val-
enciennes lace, the corsage prettily
trimmed with the same lace; Miss Nix-

on, pale pink silk gown with overskirt
composed of tiny frills of Valenciennes
lace; Miss Jones, becoming frock of

maize shaded silk with berthe of lace

on her corsage; Mrs. Gonville Saunders,
pale green silk gown, the skirt was

made with wide French tucks and cream

laee on her corsage, with black velvet

in her coiffure; Miss Breniner (Welling-
ton), (debutante), dainty frock of white
muslin with Valenciennes lace on her

corsage; Miss Stanford, pale, blue silk
gown with berthe of lace; Miss Blun-

dell, pretty pale pink crepe-de-chine,
the skirt was made with wide French

tucks, berthe effect of narrow Valen-

ciennes laee; Miss Darley, 'cream silk
with overskirt of cream lace; Miss
Christie, pretty frock of “pastel blue,

chiffon taffetas with real lace on her

corsage; Miss D. Christie, pile pink silk

frock with berthe of lace.

On Saturday afternoon

THE ANNUAL FOOTBALL MATCH

between the Te Aute and the Collegiate
School was played on the Recreation

Grounds, anil resulted in a win for

the former team. Amongst the inter-

ested onlookers were Mrs and Miss

Harrison, Mr and Mrs Mason, Mr Bab-

bage, Misses Hadfield and Barton Mr

R. Stevenson, Miss Stevenson, Mrs and

Miss Empson, Miss Moore, Miss Blun-

dell. Dr. and Mrs Wall, Miss Barnicoat,
and many others.

On Saturday evening Mrs Dodgstiun

gave a farewell bridge party for her

daughter, Mrs Isrcy Peake, who left on

Monday for her home in Clambridge.
The first prize, a pretty Liberty teapot,
was won by Mrs Fairburn, the booby,
a china bowl, fell to Mrs Gifford Mar-

shall. Amongst those present were:—

Mesdames Dodgshun, Peake, Christie,
Sarjeant, Fairburn, Blundell, Anderson,
Coodwin, Griffiths, Greenwood Hughes-
Johnston Jones, Marshall, 1/ewis,
Barnard-Brown, Misses Owen and

Reichart.

THE ANNUAL DANCE* '

given by the Girls' College Association

was held in the Drill Hall last week.

T)t>e walls and ceiling w<ero entirely
covered with pule yellow drapery ami

quantities of evergreens which quite
did away with the bare look of the

hall. A most delicious supper was

provided, the take being very artisti-

cally decorated with masses of nar-

cissi and violets. Miss Fraser wore

a beautiful black chiffon taffetas gown
and berthe of real lace, her opera coat

was of pale grey silk, profusely trim-

med with wide silk braid; Mrs Gore-

Martin, black satin gown, with deep
cream lace on her corsage.; Mrs Wall,
becoming cream satin frock, the long
trained skirt was very full, her corsage
had a deep berthe of Irish lace and

tucker of the same; Mrs Marshall, pas-

tel-shaded tiny check silk gown, the

skirt had medallions of Valenciennes

lace, and the corsage prettily trimmed

with lace; Mrs Lacy Peake (Cam-
bridge), cream satin gown, the full

ikirt was made with a wide panel in

;he front, with embroidered chiffon and

tiny French knots, berthe of deep em-

broidered chiffon; Mrs G. Currie woro

her wedding gown of pale cream satin,
the skirt was edged with a wide flounce

of embroidered cbifron and berthe of

the same on her corsage; Miss Moore,
dainty white crepe de chine frock, the

skirt had wide French tucks and lace

on her corsage; Miss Skeet, pale pink
silk, veiled in cream chiffon, with edg-
ing of narrow white satin ribbons; Miss

Barton (debutante), pretty white mus-

liq frock, the skirt had numerous tiny
frills on it, wide swathed silk belt, and

berthe on her corsage; Mias Gresson,
white silk, her corsage was veiled in

soft, white net; Miss Jones, stylish
maize-shaded chiffon taffetas, with bo-

lero effect of cream lace, and long
black velvet sash; Miss Taylor, black

chiffon gown, with lierthe of Maltese

lace; her sister wore a pale silk, with

full skirt and deep swathed belt, with

fichu of lace; Miss Nixon, pale pink
glace silk, with overskirt composed of

tiny frills of narrow cream Valenciennes
laee; Miss Roberts (Ashburton), rose-

pink satin gown, with berthe of laee;
Miss Barnicoat, pale grey gown, with

berthe of eream laee; Miss Ashcroft, be-

coming heliotrope silk gown, the skirt

was made with a flounce, and on her

corsage sequin net witli spray of helio-
trope flowers; Miss Brewer (Waver-
ley), crimson velvet gown, with berthe

of real lace; Mrs Meldrum, white chif-
for taffetas, the corsage was made wit’i
narrow frills of the silk and a wide

panel on the skirt of the same; Miss

L. Barnard-Brown, white glace silk,
with over-robe of cream laee and long

pale blue ribbon eash; Miss Christie

wore a becoming pastel-blue chiffon

taffetas gown, with trained pleated
skirt, finished with French knots, and

berthe of real lace on.her corsage; Miss

B. Cutfiold. pale pink silk gown, with

full skirt and berthe of lace; Miss
Blackmore, crimson velvet gown, with

wide berthe effects of deep cream lace;
Miss ‘Knapp, becoming cream chiffon

taffetas gown, with berthe of lace on

her corsage and spray of dark red

flowers; Miss Currie wore a black vel-

vet gown with berthe of real lace; Miss

Mclntosh, black silk gown, with over-

skirt of fine black net, and fichu of

the same, with spray of yellow shaded

flowers.

HUIA.

PALMERSTON NORTH.

Dear Bee, June 28.

The weather continued very fine for

the third and fourth days of the winter
show. On Thursday

AN INTERESTING FOOTBALL

MATC4I

was played between a team represent-
ing Lincoln College (Christchurch) and

a junior Palmerston team. The visitors

were victorious by 8 points to 5.

Among others there were Mrs. Cohen,
wearing a black skirt, sealskin eoat and

smart little navy blue toque with green

plaid ribbon and green quill; Mrs. F. S.

Mcßae in cream, the coat made with

deep basque, and a collar embroidered

in pale blue, pretty pale blue felt hat,
with brown tulle and brown tips; Mrs.

F. Pratt, blue green tweed costume,

green felt hat with green bird; Mrs. W.

Fitz.herbert, navy Idue. ,scarlet, hat with

scarlet wing; Mrs. P. Sim, long fawn

coat, cream felt hat with cerise roses;

Miss Fitzherbert, long navy blue coat,

green scarf, navy hat. with green plaid
ribbon and blue quills; Miss Collins,

grey Eton coat and skirt, pink scarf,

sailor hat; Miss Gemmel, in navy blue,
made with long coat, cream hat; Miss

Fookes (New Plymouth), navy blue

Eton costume, cream and navy straw

American sailor with pheasant wing;
Mrs. Guy. long navy blue coat, dark red

velvet hat with silk trimming of same

shade; Mrs. Webster,(Wellington), in

navy blue coat and skirt, green cloth col-

lar and cuffs, black hat with black

feather; Miss F. Waldegrave, red cloth
costume, white felt hat with white wing
and touch of black velvet; Mrs. Mc-

Knight, long navy blue coat, green scarf,
felt hat of two shades of blue, and hav-

ing blue peacock feathers; Mrs. Renell,
dark grey costume, blue felt mushroom
hat with wing. and cluster of pink
flowers on bandeau;. Miss Bell, cream

serge, made with short pleated basque,
burnt straw hat with brown silk and
marguerites; Mrs. Burr, dark grey coat

and skirt, burnt straw hat with black
wing; Miss O'Brien, in brown, the coat

made with deep basque, brown felt hat

with shaded pink ribbon; Mrs. Bunting,
brown tweed costume, sable fur and
toque; Mrs. Uridge, in grey, with long

grey coat, brown beaver toque, with

touch of red velvet; Mrs. McGill in grey,
brown hat with autumn tinted leaves;
Mrs. Warburton, black skirt, black cara-

cal coat, navy felt hat with navy and
green plaid ribbon; Miss Stafford (Wel-
lington), long grey coat, small navy hat;
Mrs. Colbeck, navy costume, navy hat
with green velvet and quills; Mrs. Park,
black coat and skirt, black hat with
black feather; Miss Park, navy blue coat
and skirt, grebe toque; Miss F. Park,

navy coat and skirt, burnt straw hat
with shaded blue ribbon; Mrs. Hume,
blue Eton costume, navy hat with two

shades of paler blue silk and cluster of

icrimson roses; Mrs. Aicken, navy Eton
costume, coat strapped with cream cloth,

navy felt hat with velvet and wing;
Mrs. Million, black doth tailor coat and

skirt, facings and collar of cream em-

broidered cloth, black bat with black

tips; Mrs. Innes, dark grey coat and
skirt, white cloth collar. White fefl hat

with wing; Miss McLennan in black, the
long coat having pipings of white, black
hat with grey striped ribbon; Miss E.
McLennan, dark green coal and skirt,
pink hat; Miss Pascal, in navy blue, the
coat strapped with black silk, pretty
cream hat with two shades of blue silk

trimming; Mrs. C. Harden, long grey

coat, green hat; Mrs. Bendall, in brown,
cream hat, with shaded cream and fawn

feathers; Miss Currie, blue green coat

and skirt, collar and cuff of blue velvet;
hat of blue straw with blue green silk

trimming.

ANDREW BLACK

and his concert company gave a con-

cert in the Opera House on Monday
night. The audience present include
Mr. and Mrs. Thompson, Miss Wilson,
Mr and Mrs P.Sim, Dr. and Mrs Martin,
Dr. and Mrs. Wilson, Mrs. Cohen, Mrs.

J. M. Johnston, Mrs. and Miss Park,
rs. Bendall, Mrs. J. I*. Innes, Miss Liffi-

ton (Wanganui), Miss E. McLennan,
Mrs. Freeth, Mrs. Renell, Miss Bell.

GOLF.

A ladies' foursome match, for prizes
presented by Mrs. Warburton, was

played on the Hokowhiti links on Tues-

day afternoon; Mrs. Freeth and Miss

Wylde proved the winners. Other en-

tries were Mrs. Mellsop and Mrs. Bag-
nall; Mrs. Seifert and Mrs. Cohen; Mrs.

Abraham and Miss O’Brien; Mrs. Louis-

son and Mrs. Jackson; Mrs. Warburton
and Mrs. Porritt; Mrs. Innes and Mrs.
Keeling; Mrs. Moore and Miss M. Abra-

ham; Mrs Milton and Miss Bxrraud;
Miss Fitzherbert and Miss F. Walde-

grave; Mrs. J. Strang and Miss Robin-

son; Mrs. Mcßae and Miss E. McLen-

nan; Mrs. Munro and Miss Neave; Mrs.

Macpherson and Miss McLennan. A

team of ladies was to have gone to Dan-

nevirke on Wednesday to play a match

with that club, but heavy rain prevented.

VIOLET.

WELLINGTON.

Dear Bee, June 27.

This week I have a budget of mixed

news for you. To begin with,

THE RETURN OF SIR JOSEPH AND

IjADY ward

was a great event, and they must have
been very gratified by the warmth of

their greetings. .They are looking so

well after their trip, and are evidently
delighted to be back among their friends
again. Lady Ward was wearing a smart

checked tweed tailor-made, and toque
with upstanding tips. Miss Eileen Ward
was all in white, with ermine furs and
a pretty hat. In the evening the whole

party appeared at the Town Hall, where

the citizens were assembled to meet them

with a hearty welcome. The Premier

was greeted with tremendous cheers,
and his speech was closely listened to

with evident appreciation. The musi-

cal programme, though good of its kind,
was a little long for the audience, who

were anxious for the business portion of

the evening. Lady Ward was wearing
black taffetas with a yoke of fine lace

and a lace scarf; Miss Eileen Ward wore

pink crepe de chine with vest, and short
sleeves of esprit net. Her white kimono-

shaped wrap was particularly graceful
and becoming. Also on the platform
was Mrs. Findlay in pastel taffetas with

full sleeves and bretelles of black Chan-

tilly lace, caught up with rosettes of
black velvet.

One of the most delightful events

imaginable was the

MASK PARTY,

given by Mrs. J. E. Fulton. .Indoors
there was a medley of strange voices

ranging from shrill cracked treble to

mysterious whispers and expressive
grunts, as each person tried to bewilder
others. The disguises were most diffi-
cult to penetrate, especially when, in
addition to a mask and new coiffure of
contrasting >aue to the wearer’s own hair
was worn. Unmasking tbok place
before supper, and great was the

laughter as familiar faces appeared in

unexpected places. Mrs. Napier Mac-

Lean was the success of the evening
as a "Sandwich Man,” and no one

guessed who she was. Mr. E. Reid was

well got up a, a stout little Dutchman,

and Mr. J. Stout was unrecognisable
a monk in scarlet, with a particularly
forbidding expression. Quite -one of
the best characters was “Hiawatha,” im-

personated by Miss G. Harcourt. There

were many others present, but it was

difficult to identify them in 'masks, and
the majority appeared in evening dress

once the dominos were discarded. Mrs.
Fulton wore black crepe de chine with
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motifs of lace and jet, a touch of colour

being given by a cluster of roses; Miss

Fulton’s ivory mousseline de sole, em-

broidered in pale green was concealed by
'her domino of pale blue. tussore silk.

Mr. Fulton represented a Frenchman
with much success. After supper was

over fortune-telling, progressive bridge,
and other amusements held sway, and

it was long after midnight, before the

party broke up. Prizes, which were

charming liberty gifts, were won by
Misses C. Smith and S. Nathan, and

Messrs. Harcourt and Rex Bridge.

THE STAR CLUB BALL

is always a good one, and this year it was.

evenmore successful than last time. The

Sydney-strect hall was a festive scene

with its paraphernalia of oars and flags

interspersed with greenery. The supper-
room was decorated with white and blue,
together with vases of narcissi.

Among those present were Mrs Biss,
wearing blaek taffetas with sequin em-

broideries and touches of velvet; Mrs

Pearee, black ninon de soie with tucker

and sleeves of white tulle; Mrs Bridge,
black crepe de chine; Airs Fulton, black

Chantilly lace over white taffetas; Mrs

D. Menzies, black erepe de chine with

berthe of blonde luce, and a single rosette

«>f gold tissue; Mrs Macßetli, pale blue
taffetas with jewelled embroideries; Mrs

K. Duncan, white taffetap veiled in lace
and net, pale pink belt; Miss Simpson,
white satin and roses; Miss Barnett,
black crepe de chine and lace; Miss
Ward, pale pink taffetas with brctellcs

of pink and green chine ribbon bordered

■with lace; Miss Ewen, salmon pink chif-
fon glaee with handsome motifs of lace;
Wise Borlase, pale blue glace, lace and

chiffon; Miss Hannah, black mouseline

de soie with chine sash and bretelles;
Miss — Hiinnali, ivory taffetas and lace;
Miss Shannon, pale blue glaee and lace;
Miss Richardson, pale pink taffetas with

garniture of lace: Miss Waldegrave (Pal-
merston), ivory erepe de chine; Miss

Beauchamp, pale blue chine, flowered
with pink; Miss Bothamley, pale pink
taffetas; Miss Fitzgerald, white chiffon

taffetas and laee; Miss Stuart, ivory
satin; Miss Haybittie, white chiffon taf-

fetas and laee; Miss Jones, pastel chiffon

glaee; Miss McDonald, sky blue crepe de

chine.

MRS. OSWALD BEERE’S DANCE

was a delightfully informal affair, and
went off well. The hostess

wore.- ivory satin.;,withiyi deep’ belt of

bretelles of pale,-'Hlwe. Melvet: Miss" Whit-
fem was in sky blue chiffon glaee, with

motifs of laee; Mrs Jackson, pearl grey
crepe de chine hemmed with darker vel-

vet; Mrs Peers,- blaek satin veiled in

printed chiffon; Mrs Blundell, blaek chif-
fon glaee and laee berthe; Miss Wilson,
ivory taffetas; Miss Hoggard, rose pink
satin; Miss Lee, white satin veiled in

spotted chiffon; Miss McKenzie, skv blue

taffetas, the skirt having panels of laee;
Miss Menteath, white chiffon taffetas;
Miss Bendall. ■ pale blue mousseline de

soie; Miss Kember, cerise -satin, with

jewelled lace berthe; Miss King, pale
pink numsseliiie.de soib; Miss Marchant,
ivory taffetas; Miss Brandon, white soie

de chine.

Dull, drizzling rain in the early part of
flic afternoon spoilt the opening of Par-

liament from a spectators point of view.
Once inside, all was warmth and bright-
ness, and everywhere one saw familiar
faces and friendly greetings. Lady War d
was, of course,, tjfe eentre of interest to
the ladies present-and she was surround
ed by people eager to welcome her back.
She looked very, pharming, in „a graceful
dress of crepe de stine,.the. bolero bodiee
being embroidered•itn.lappliqued with vel-

vet, and the smart short -sleeves finished
with the same material. Her toque was of
crinoline sfraw.ttaiumied with chiffon and
■upstanding ti,ps,,Ju><l she carried a lovely
bouquet tied wiflji satin streamers. She
was accompanied! by her daughter, who
looked very well in champignon face
cloth, braided and worn oyer a vest of
lace and net, and'a beaver hat with roses.

OPHELIA.

CHRISTCHURCH.

' ", ’V' . •.

Jkarßw, dune 28:

THK DANCE

which was given last Wednesday even-

ing by Mrs and the Misses Croxton at
their residence, St. Albans,
Was a dvliglitfnl affair, and waa

thoroughly enjoyed by all present. A

large marquee, with an excellent danc-

ing floor, was erected at the end of the

verandah. It was decorated with quanti-
ties of native flax and bracken. Mrs

Croxton was wearing a becoming gown
of perriwinkle blue taffeta, trimmed with
cream face; Miss Croxton, a pretty pale
blue Louisinc silk, with rose point laee;
Miss E. Croxton, a dainty frock of pale
pink Louisine with berthe of ereani lace

Amongst the numerous guests were:

Miss Reece, in a blue brocade trimmed
with face; Miss Meredith-Kaye, cream

Louisine with quantities of chiffon and

lace; Miss Louisson, a charming frock

of floral painted pink chiffon over glaee
silk; Miss Bruce, white silk with frills
of A7alencienncs face; Miss Drummond
(Sydney), pale pink and blue flowered
muslin; Miss Allan, white satin with

silver embroideries; Miss Guthrie, pale
blue satin and laee, with corsage bou-

quet of violets; Miss N. Guthrie, white

face over glace, with roses and rose pink
silk sash; Miss Waymouth, cream ac-

cordion-pleated voile with red roses on

the corsage; Miss Martin, pale pink silk;
Miss Simms, white muslin trimmed with

pale blue and pink; Miss Wood, pale
pink silk and lace; Miss Wilson, black

crepe de ehine relieved with orange silk;
Miss E. Wilson, white silk and net; Miss

Steele, white Oriental satin; Miss Hen-

ton, a gown of pink taffeta; Miss B.

Ferguson, black, with white lace and

Parma violets; Mrs Staveiey wore cream

voile with face; Miss Collins, pale blue

silk; Miss Kohn, pink voile; Miss Stave-

ley, white silk with insertions of white

laee; Miss Arrowsmith, pale blue silk

with pink roses; Miss E. Arrowsmith,
heliotrope silk and lace; Miss Rogers,
white silk with pale blue sash; Miss

Marks, white satin gown with blue flow-

ers and sash; Miss Brett, black silk,
trimmed with cream lace; Miss Freda

Brett, white muslin; Miss Thomas, wore

black silk and net; Miss Winstone, pale
pink taffeta; Miss Paterson, gown of

pale blue silk; Miss Morris, white silk;
Miss Coster, white silk with Valencien-
nes laee insertions; Mrs Tennant, a pret-
ty white chiffon taffetas.

AN AFTERNOON TEA

was given by Mrs. George Merton, “Park

Terrace,” in honour of, and-to say fare-

well to, Mrs. Bourne, who intends living
in Auckland. Tea was served in the

dining-room, which was deeorated with

yellow chrysanthemums. Mrs. • Merton

was wearing a gown of black erepe de

chine, with cream lace; Mrss Mefton,
brown voile; Miss G. Merton, a “pale
blue skirt, and white silk blouse; Mrs.

Bourne, a costume of black face cloth

and black hat; Miss Bourne, a frock of

white voile, and pretty blue hat; Mrs.

Syn.e.-q brown eoat and skirt, green hat;
Miss Symes, a grey tweed costume, with

florai hat; Mrs. Gower Burns, a green

coat and skirt, mauve hat, and sable
furs; Miss Burns, a costume of green
tweed, with green hat; Miss Kettle, grey

coat and skirt, green hat; Miss B. Russell,
white cloth costume, black hat; Mrs.

Denham, a pale grey costume, with toque
en suite; Mrs. Irving, grey coat ami

skirt, grey hat; Mrs. J. Anderson, black

cloth dress, sealskin coat, blaek toque
with feathers; Miss Molineaux, navy blue

costume, with floral hat.

. The second gathering of the newly-
formed

MUSICAL CLUB

took place at Mrs. Haslam’s house in

Lower Riccarton on Tuesday afternoon.
The members present were: Mrs. Gower

Burns, Mrs. H. 11. Loughman, Mrs. Wild-

ing Mrs. George Harper. Mrs. Smith.

Mrs. W. Wilson, Mrs. Crooke, Miss Devc-

nish-Meares, Miss Cook, and Miss L.

Cook.

A CHAMBER CONCERT,

the first of a series of six arranged by
Mr. and the Misses Wells, was given in
the Alexandra Hall on Thursday even-

ing, when there was a capital attendance.

A few of those present were: Mrs. Pyne.
Mrs’. Henry Cotterill, Mr. and Mrs. Guy
Ronalds, Miss Meares, Mrs. Randal), Mrs.

and Miss Elworthy, Miss Reeves, Mrs.
and Miss Wilding, Mies Gard’ner, Miss
Macrlr nald, and Mrs. Wells.

GOLF.

At the Shirley Links the Yankee tour-
nament is still being played, and will

not be finished till next month.

The senior medal match was played
on Wednesday, and was won by Miss

Carter, Miss R, Wilson coming second.

DOLLY VALE.

Reduced Price List
— FOR — ■

FURS
= AT — . =z ==_

John Court’s,Ltd
BLACK, BROWN, AND GREY HARE AMERICAN STONE MARTEN — IJeual

NECKLETS, worth 2/3, now 1/6 each. Brice 48/, now 42/, usual price 76/6,
HARE NECKLETS, wholesale price 2/11, now ®/6; usual price 110/, now 99/6.

3/6, and 3/11, our price 2/6, 2/9, and
braRSKIN NECKLETS Usual price 25/6,

lU<

now 19/6; usual price 39/6, now 35/;
BROWN, FAWN, GREY, AND WHITE usual price 45/, now 39/6.

HARE NECKLETS, usual price 4/9,
now 3/11 SKUNK FURS Usual price 37/6, now 33/;

MARMOT FUR NECKLETS, usual price 4Vm’ "°'V 37/B: "S""'

5/9, now 4/11 each. 4d/0 ’ "ow •i9/0 '
WHITE FUR NECKLETS. Large Size.

MUSQUASH FURS Usual price 32/6, now

Usual price 6/9, now 5/11 each.
’-7/6.

BROWN MARMOT NECKLETS Usual KOI.EMSKY FURS Usual price 62/, now

price 8/11, now 7/11; usual price 9/6, s*?.
now 8/6; usual price 10/9, now 9/6. nnnaami ~ , .

BROWN MARMOT NECKLETS (Special),
" UKS US’,a ' P‘kC G9/’ ’‘OW

Extra Large Size. Usual price 12/6,
now 9/11; usual price 13/11, now 11/6. LYNX FOX Usual price 68/6, now 58/6.
Better Qualities, up to 27/6. STONE MARTEN FUR. 6ft long, ‘ Three

MINK FURS—Usual price 30/, now 27/6; Whole Skills; Two Heads, Four Tails —
usual price 33/6, now 29/6. Usual price £l5 15/, now £l2 10/.

MARMOT FURS (IJned with Ermine)—A LARGE STOCK OF FUR MUFFS, to
Usual . price 36/6, now 32/6. Better match above goods, all selling nt Re-
Qualities up to 55/. iluced Prices, from 3. 11 to 45/ each

SPECIAL PRICES for FUR GOODS

AT

John Court’s, Ltd.
(TWO SHOPS)

j QUEEN STREET.

C.K». TAILOR-MADE tfh D*
KB CORSETS W°HB G

Are the meet successful corset design ever created.

PfQjjj tfB&l A sin&le test haa convinced thousands
JBRSjj of women that here is a type immeas-

8/11 urably superior to all other straight-

tv
fronted corsets.

4 Wherever smartness and

n • refined elegance hold sway,
uiiineas. grato-iwL C B T -r*Made corset*

aTO eminent.

~ Qn 50 difforent

.//- - styles.

Light as air, yet guaranteed

"V) to outlast two ordinary
r co> • sets '

Obtainable in all styles from all

Progressive stores in Australasia-

If any difficultyin yrocuring thtcorrtol

,tv‘9' utrite f°r book tvpes,o '

E. Newport, Sons & Co., Flinders Lane,
A. E. Wlttey, York Street, Sydney.

Melbourne

J. Bunting, Hobson Street, Auckland.

THE “LOUIS” VELVETEEN.
An Ideal Fabrio for Outdoor and "At Home” Wear.

As rich In appearanceas Lyons Silk Velvet costing a Guineaa yard, endwears longer.

the NEW “LOUIS CHIFFON VEL DUVET
is oneof the most fashionable PILE FABRICS for entire Costumes manufactured
for the present Season. Nothing else has such lustre of finish, such sheenand

softness oftexture, and no other fabric yet produced shows such varying play of

light and shade.
Every yard of the “Louis” Velveteen, and the “Louis’* Chiffon Vel Duvet, is

■tamped with the name spelled L-O*U-I-1 and guarantee of wear, and Ladies
should insist on seeing this and thus avoidthe substitution of Inferior Imltatlonc.

From Drapers & Silk Mercers throughout the Colonies.
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Keeping House in Savage Africa

Troubles that seem insurmountable to the housewife in

civilised countries are merely incidents in Kongoland

By MRS L. S. FARLOW

THE
wheezy old stern wheeler

Pioneer dumped us down at

Nvangwe, Manyemaland, Congo
State, three years ago, among

savages who say, “It is good to

eat meat that talks!” Picture a wild

chaos of giant trees and dense under-

growth. with the lofty crowns knit to-

gether with gorgeous parasites that

dropped blooms like coloured stars. Far

in the depths the elephant screamed and

trumpeted by day. and the lion’s grunt-

ing roar froze ray blood at night. There

were things that crawled,—pythons
twenty-five feet long,—and things that

flew, —huge bats that I feared were vam-

pires.
And what shall 1 say of our human

neighbours? Giants, some of them,
with four-inch ivory disks in their ear

lobes and big skewers of bone through
the nose. They were all but entirely
nude, with shining bodies reeking with

palm oil and powdered camwood, and em-

bossed with scars raised in high pattern?
through the use of white wood ash Tn

open wounds. Teeth tiled to snaTp
points, armed with monstrous knives and

spears, and telegraph drums of logs and

monkey skins—they were dreadful to
look upon. Not a word of their jargon
could we speak; not so much as a hut

•waited us.

But duty called us hither. My hus-

band was surveyor and engineer on the

Rejaf Tanganyika, and Great Lakes

railroads. His daily life was a killing
one, and 1 determined to make him com-

fortable. Angry rhinos would throw’

engines off the track: the Lumbwa and

Nandi tribes would steal the fish plates
and bolts from the line;, and my hus-

band's workaday troubles terminated in

a sad tragedy. Another lion terrorised

the platelayers at Kimaa station, and

young Cogswell, Herbert's colleague, re-

solved to bag him. The two took up
their quarters for the night in one of

the cars, leaving the windows open and
the doors unfastened, waiting to hear the

usual nightly roar. Both tired men

dozed off. however, with express rifles

on their knees; and toward three in the

morning the man-eater came along m

uneany silence, laid hold of Cogswell by

the shoulder, and dragged him bodily out

through the window. His remains were

afterward recovered, and his destroyer
killed in due course.

SAVAGES AS LABOURERS.

First we had to get a house of some

kind. There were plenty of trees in

the forest; but what about labour? The

savages were ugly at first; twiee they
pulled our tents down and threw them

ipto the swamp. It was different after

I had given a little magic lantern show

—though this was nearly -polled by the

blinding tropie moonlight. No sooner

had they got over their terror of the

lantern and seen tite first few pictures
(the story of Robinson Crusoe), than

I heard everywhere the throb-throb of

the telegraph drums and saw little sig-
nal fires streaking the night with fitful

radiance. My audience was a little

terrifying, but the experiment was’ suc-

cessful. Next day Herbert and I had

labourers galore. They began to make

us bri. k~ from the curious earth of the

giant anthills, and meanwhile rigged us

up a hut of hamlmns and palm ril». with

a roof thatch of paint leaves and a door-

way only three feet square.
They spread feasts for us too of weird

viand- —chiefly goat’s flesh, roast mon-

key, and smoked fish, all of them liberally
dashed with chili peppers and palm oil.

It was a sight to see the bricks for our

future homo being molded from the ant

•arth. The walls scented to grow by

magic, and in leas loan a week we were

installed in a four-room bung-How, with

outhouses for the strangest of servants.

Meanwhile Herbert and I did our best

to get together a serviceable vocabulary
in Limongo, paying for our tuition

chiefly in medicine and surgical aid. We

knew of old the respect w! ' ■? Kongo

savage has for the white ’ loot or.”

But we knew also that the mecine most

in demand was that most drastic in

effect. True, we used quinine and eas-

cara; but we produced our greatest ef-

fect by allowing the monsters to sniff

vigorously at a huge bottle of am-

monia, after which they went their way

gasping and choking, with tears stream-

ing down their faces, marvelling at the

strength of the white man's medicine.

The cases daily brought to us might
well have taxed a New York specialist.
Thus one day a boy was brought in with

a frightful spear wound in the abdomen.
1 did what 1 could for him, but of

course, an immediate laparotomy was

out of the question. He recovered,
however, and became one of my best

servants, going round the house in one

of my cast-off shirt waists of sky blue

silk.

SNAKES IN THE KITCHEN.

The house itself was not

bad, but for some reason was

infested with snakes. The poi-
sonous whip-snake, especially, a foot

or two long, seemed to prefer our reed

walls and thatch to any other place;
and more than once I would find one of

these hideous little reptiles drinking out

of the tin basin I was about to wash

my hands in. It is astonishing.though,
v.hat a woman can grow accustomed to.

Think of stumbling over a hideous

snake, in one’s kitchen, over six feet

long! My chief boy told me sympa-

thetically that these horrible things
came in after the rats.

We rise at five to the eery sounds of

a war drum, and once more the awful

business of catering for the day afflicts

me. Our beds at least are decent; for

we have superseded the old mattresses,
made from the dry peelings of the ban-

ana palms, rolled and sewed together;
and after a whole year of negotiation,
we got proper mattresses from home.

All our water has to be brought from

the river by reluctant looking savages,
and is certainly not nice to look at when

it is brought in. Commonly it is the

colour of pea-soup; but it is the best we

can get. and lias to serve for washing,
cooking, and drinking. Of course, the

awful liquid is most carefully boiled

before we drink a drop of it. Next a

lump of alum is put in the pitier to

bring down the thick, blackish brown

sediment, and lastly the stuff is put
through two filters. Even when all

this is done it has a vile taste.

My sisters at home, in great centres

of civilisation, would perhaps like to

hear about my bread. This. too. is topsy-
turvy. like the other details of my house-

keeping; for my first duty is to get the

poison out of it. It is known as cas-

save or Manioc, and is produced from

a pcisonous root which has to lie chop-
ped, dressed, and steeped in water for

seven days to extract the poison, before

it can be worked up into bread. Even

then it is boiled, not baked, and is pret-
ty heavy and tough after all this la-

Imnr has been expended on it. It may
he bought ready made in the market

place, tied up in plantain leaves. About

thirty rolls of the stuff can be bought
for a piece of brass wire about a foot

long.
I often think ruefully of butcher and

fishmonger, poulterer and came man.

with their assortments of delicacies, and
contrast their customers’ lot with vain

regrets as I am taxing my ingenuity to

provide three meals a day, often with-

out ineat. milk. Inead, or flour. I do

not consider tough hippotamua steaka

ineat at all. There is-an occasional goat
to lie had; while even the skinniest fowl

will almost buy a wife for its lucky

Congo jxissessor, so rare and precious is

if.

(>n fast days we have “putty pudding”
of manioc for breakfast; and for dinner

in the evening fried hippo meat, with

wild bananas and more “putty.” This

diet is tempered only by a few miser-

able pineapples, and occasionally bats

and parrots, smoked over the wood fire.

Our chief dessert is sugar cane and a few

nuts.

My servants do the washing with their

feet instead of their hands, and have

inherent objections to work of any kind.

At home these boys and girls are clothed

(such clothing as they need, that is) by

the bark of a certain tree; they eat only
manioc and a few small animals which

they trap. I tempt them to light la-

bour with a few gaudy handkerchiefs or

scarfs; but get very little in return.

GOING TO MARKET.

When I go to market the way lies

through an almost impenetrable jungle,

haunted by strange birds and screaming
monkeys; and through this I am carried

in a blanket hammock for a fare which

works out at ten cents a day. Since

money, as we know it. is absolutely un-

known, I have to take with me a strange

assortment of knife blades, coils of trade

brass wire, rolls of calico, and baskets of

cowry shells; while the larger denomina-

tion of coin is represented by the miser-

able specimens of goat that trot after

my hammock. I can frequently pay for

goods, however, by depositing an ivory
tusk with the village head man, and

drawing against this precisely as though
it was an account opened at a big de-

partment store at home. I must say I

have never been cheated in this strange

banking business, but have received the

uttermost value for my “money,” dowm

to the last plantain.
Then, too, strange savages come to my

door with unexpected delicacies. One

morning. Jennie Walla, my chief maid,

told me a “gentleman” had come to see

me. I went out into the compound, and

saw there two fearsome savages, one of
them a Manyema man over six feet high,

and the other a mere dwarf from the
Great Forest. The former had some

honey to sell, which his small companion
carried in a hollow log.

The pair of them had been waiting for

some time in curious stork-like postures,
resting on one leg. with the other raised

and placed on the knee. I advanced to

inspect the honey, and found a gruesome,
dark, viscid mess, like molasses, speckled
with dead bees, wisps of straw, and mis-
cellaneous dirt, not forgetting salbs of

wax.

Its owner, however, had a high opinion
of its value, for he asked two small goats
in exchange. I was turning to leave

him. when he thrust into the mess a

monstrous and filthy paw wherewith he

tasted the ‘'honey.’' This done, he

plunged in his hand again and extended

it to me. hoping that I too might taste

and find it good. But I fled in disgust,
not heeding his reduction in price to

one tiny goat let.

As I return front market 1 often wish

my sisters at home could see the caravan.

In front walks my head girl. Jennie Wal-
la, with a huge basket of purchases on

her head, together with my drugs and

instruments, without which I hardly
ever venture outside the door. My ser-

vants carry all things on their heads ex-

cept their babies, which are slung from

their hips with strips of monkey skin.

Then comes my mat hammock, suspended
from bamboo poles and borne by four

boys. The rear is brought up by my

gun bearers and eanoe men; the former

never leaving from their hands for a

moment my trusty .450 elephant rifle

and the ,303 magazine.
For pets I have baby lions, or it may

be a fatherless and absurdly diminutive

elephant; and instead of going toa thea-

tre the cannibals,come and dance in our

compound every night.
We and our home—such as it is—are

utterly at their mercy; but they know

that at least we can at will trace up

elephant spoor, and with one shot from

the marvellous .450 bring down a five-

ton tusker which will provide them and
theirs with an indescribable orgy last-

ing for many days.
For six months now I have been able

to get a new relay of excellent servants,
chiefly owing to the fiendish cruelty
practised by the Belgians in the Upper

1 ongo. These men have unscrupulously

set tribe against tribe, with the result

that all the old horrors of cannibalism

and slavery are in full swing, from Ban-

gala to Manyemaland.
One of my girls was one of eighteen

wives of a chief on the Mobangi River,,
who was killed in a ■ raid by a rubber
hunting tribe actuated by the Bel-
gians ; and the poor woman, with atl

her sister wives, was condemned to be

buried alive in the grave underneath the

corpse of her husband. How she es-

caped, and eame down the river is in

itself a- thrilling story. I call her Es-

ther. The poor woman suffers from

chronic dyspepsia. And no wonder I

She had been consulting a native witch
doctor, who thoughtfully made a hole

in her baek with a lion’s claw to let out

the evil spirit which manifestly pos-
sessed her. Worse still, he liad put her
on a diet of ground millstone for seven

months, and her poor stomach had natu-

rally resented the forty or fiftv pounds
weight of pulverised rock she had taken.

The “ doctor ”

next recommended cinna-

mon bark, and poor Esther consumed

altogether forty pounds of that.

NEW WAY TO WASH DISHES.

Her deputy is John Randolph. John

developed an unpleasant way of clean-
ing the knives on his own bare and

dirty legs. I next objected strongly to

his lack of clothing, and. turned over to

him four yards of excellent muslin, with

a strong hint as to what he was to do

with it. He carried out the idea admir-

ably; but as the weeks went by I began
to see the garment shrink unaccount-

ably. Later on the shrinking appeared
to go on under my very eyes. I found

out with amazement that he was trading
off in pieces his one and only garment.
One night when dinner was unaccount-

ably late Herbert ran angrily into the

kitchen, and found that aggravating boy
taking a leisurely bath in the pot ha

should have boiled the potatoes in. That

he had ingenuity, however, is evident

from the fact that before we imported
flatirons, John suggested he and Esther

should take turns sitting on boards be-
tween which the clothes were stretched,
in order to smooth out the wrinkles.

Then there was Aloysius. He was

sent across the river one day with a note

to a chief, asking for the loan of a

couple of bolts of cloth. He came back

with these, and remarked to me, “That

is mighty strong medicine,” meaning the

note. It would have cost Aloysius
many a hard day’s work to earn that

cloth.

Next day, after much flunking, he

asked me if he could have a scrap of
old newspaper which he found in the

kitchen. Of course, I gave it to him,
and it was not until a full month later

that I learned its destiny. Carefully
folding the precious sheet. Aloysius took
our eanoe and paddled up the giant
stream to a village eight miles away,
where he called on the chief, presented
the scrap of old newspaper, and told him

it was an extra strong mukanda from

the white woman requesting three goats.
Of course, that head man was entirely
bewildered, knowing nothing of mukan-

das; but my doughty Aloysius got his

three goats, and theiewith gave a mag-

nificent feast to some friends across the

river, who envied his affluence as the

white woman’s servitor.

One great curse of the housekeeper in

Central Africa is the amazingly destruc-

tive white ant. Anything not made of

sheet iron cannot last long. My boxes

and furniture, after a few months’ wear,

gradually show the tell-tale holes, and

in a year or so are completely" riddled by

these boring creatures. Then if one

tries to start a little farmyard, whose

live stock consists mainly of wretched

goats, along comes a leopard in the night
and sweeps off the pick of them.

Speaking about Coffee
S Did you ever try

( Camp I
I COFFEE ? ■
W If not, you have no idea bow good it is;

how much superior to everything el e,how
easy to make,and how economical in

■ UM J ust try a bottle nest titnoyou want ■
M conee—follow the directions on thelabel
■’ andyoo’lt be asto-dshed It is so good. ■
■ «. zv»- «a- s ■
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London, on the other hand, is all

planned for the man. Even the hansom

oah is a masculine invention which en-

tirely overlooks skirts. The shop win-

dows abound with leather articles, toilet

articles, colonial articles, all for men.

But Paris? It is meant for the man

and the woman together, and to the

exclusion of the rest of the world. For

the French. love, sentimental companion-
ship. is not a luxury. Like the red wine
they drink it is a necessity for all classes.

The French workingman designates his

sweetheart as “the one with whom I can

talk.” . . . his comrade, some one

he needs in his daily life.

And what is thus openly expressed by
the artisan has become, it would seem,

the raison d’etre of Paris. What are

the saloons which have made French

society famous? They are nothing
more than the reunion of men and

women who can “talk together.” The

woman’s lunch and the “stag” dinner are

unknown in France. Even at the profes-
sional banquet, which a doctor or a

lawyer offers to his colleagues, the

women of his family appear, to help him

receive his guests.
My dear, have we not seen men in

France exercise their talents even in the

most womanly realms? What, since

time immemorial, have been more

especially designated as feminine pur-
suits than cooking and dressmaking?
Yet, in Paris, who are the best cooks?

Men, all of them. Who are the best
dressmakers? All of them men!

Don't think I am straying away from

my subject. You are my subject, and
I am convinced that the atmosphere of

Paris is favourable to my wishes regard-
ing you.

Montesquieu said two hundred years
ago:

“When one has been a woman in

Paris, one is never satisfied to be a

woman anvwhere else!”

Why?
Because the women of France are

cherished until they are twenty, courted
until they are fifty, and reverenced in

their declining years. Thus, to be in
Paris without someone to protect you,
to make love to you or to adore you, is

enough to make you long for
. .

. •
even for Reggie.

vm.
To the same:

You can’t imagine how I enjoy even

the foreign postmark on your letters.
I turn them over and study them some-

times before slipping my paper-knife
along the edges of the envelope to take

out the transparent sheets of paper, too
few. alas, and written over on one side

only. Fortunately I can read between
the lines, and I know Paris well. As

a rule we Americans have the feeling of:
“Oh, how wonderful Paris would be if

it were not for the French!”
But you seem to be an exception to

this rule. You are full of enthusiasm

over the manner in which French people

“do things.” Even the way the poor
women dress their hair is a lesson to the
New Englander who has too long looked

upon the “crowning glory” as a nest of

vipers.
And since you have seen how simply

the French girl dresses, how satisfied
she is with little before her marriage,
and how this marriage appears to her
as the only destiny for a woman, have

you not come nearer than ever before to

regretting that you were Mademoiselle
—not Madame?

But this I don’t, for the moment, pre-
sage. On the contrary, it would seem

as though there were something in the

atmosphere of Paris which was separat-
ing you, in thought at least, and only

temporarily, I hope, from America and

American ways, from the informality and
sans gene of our people, from us, from

me—from Reggis.
Am I right?
You are American to the very marrow

of your bones. You could not be happy
in a country which, however much you
might admire its traditions and be at-

tracted by its culture, must for ever re-

main to you a foreign country, that is
strange, alien, different, “ queer.”

IX.

To the same:

I have your short note telling me that

Reggie has arrived in Paris!

He did not come to see me, nor even

write me, before sailing. He was afraid
that I would dissuade him from such a

definite move. Now it is done I make no

comment. I shall wait until hearing

more in detail from you before express-
ing my opinion one way or the other.

Perhaps Reggie has done the wisest

thing in the world—perhaps < .»b most

foolish. In a courtship the same act may

appear glorious or ignoble, depending
entirely upon how the woman courted

ti kes it.

X.
To the same:

Your second letter has eome, and I

see that poor Reggie has made a dreadful
mistake!

In Italy, after an anonymous sort of

fashion, you longed for somebody, for an

araoureux, someone to make love to you.
someone to complete, with a personal
romance, the wonderfully picturesque
setting which surrounded you.

In Paris you felt first that it was a

natural desire, then that it was a con-

ventional necessity to be married. It was

this transition from the national to the

conventional wherein poor Reggie's
chances perished.

But have they quite perished? Is it as

hopeless for him as you think?
All of a sudden you have adopted the

Latin idea of a woman submissive to

man. a man who is lord and master, and

who asks neither advice norcriticism, but

appn.vrl only. Which approval, if ais

wife, mother, sister, or sweetheart fail
to gne, he finds elsewhere.

Why this change?
Could Reggie be prepared for it?
You say that he seems like a girl, he

doesn’t know how to order people around,

he hesitates about an hour, it seems to

you. over the menu when it is handed

to him in a restaurant, and finally he

gives it to you. as if you could arrange
the dinner for his guests!

Small things, all of them, but very
irritating.

And what you hate, too, is to see

Reggie so badly served and so cheated!
Not speaking French, he never discusses

the price of anything. He simply holds
out his hand full of coin, and lets the

menials fall upon it. Then, occasionally,
there is an awful revulsion, in his Ameri-

can mind, against this grandiose system,
and you catch sight of him. when yen

have regained the carriage, lingering in
some unpleasant dispute.

Then Reggie insists upon wearing a

straw hat, and there is’nt a self-respect-
ing Frenchman of the world who would

think of wearing a straw hat in Paris

before the Grand Prix has been run. This,
too. is only a detail. But, for a woman

the great passion which we call love is

nothing more than a collection of details
—a series of small, trifling things which,

appealing to our taste, seducing it, meet-

ing with our sentimental approval, deter-
mine the attraction love is.

Dear friend, don’t be hard on Reggie.

Don’t let outside influences affect too
much the true course of your feelings.
Don't let your inclination for Reggie be

thus, by some superficial thing, trans-

formed into a positive revulsion. Don’t
feel that you are responsible for Reggie
just because he cares for you.

Be more simple!
At your age things decide themselves.

You need take no heart-rending deci-

sions. As a woman grows older and

her chances of happiness diminish, there

is something irrevocable in whatever she

determines to do. It is as though time
had put a mortgage upon every act she

attempts.
While youth is still yours, let there be

something lovely in the spontaneity of

your choice! Don’t be hampered. Beat-

rice. by worldly considerations. If you
love Reggie ever so little, let him see

it. This confidence, if you place it in

him. will act as magie upon his powers
to please you.

No. you say ?

You like him better when he is melan-
"

Not that you were really disagreeable to him.”

"Then, occasionally, there is an aw ful revulsion in his

American mind.”

"Your father is deep in the old-book question.”

LETTERS TO WOMEN IN

LOVE.

Continued from page 42.
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choly and hopeless than when he is ex-

uberant and reassured?
Ah. Beatrice! The truth is, Reggie

loves you too well. You are too sure of

him. A woman who is loved in this way
is always ready to say no until . . .

Until what?

Until she is no longer loved.

Take my word for it.

XI.

To the same:

Indignant, enraged, discouraged, petu-
lant. thus you appear in your last letter.

And why?
Simply because Reggie has—proposed

to you!
What a terrible offence indeed!

With our highly-cultivated sensibili-

ties. we women cannot understand how

any man is able to propose when things

are so against him that he is sure to be

rejected.
So you have refused Reggie? Poor

Reginald Wells!

And you are not even sorry for him.

7t was his own fault. He chose the

most unpropitious moment: when you
were alone together up in the towers of

Notre Hame. with Paris stretching im-

mense. vague, anonymous before you,

and all the past stirring in your veins,

and Reggie seeming so pale, so personal,
so insignificant bv comparison with what

was in vour thoughts.

You wanted to run away from him,
and you couldn’t. You wanted to bide
under the uplifted wings of the little

angel of Notre Dame, and beg her to

protect you.
Ah. Beatrice! As you turned toward

the frail and exquisite little statue, whose
delicate wings, immobile through the

ages, have typified that unchanging puri-
ty toward which man lifts hs eyes as to

the supreme ideal, thus Reggie turned to

you. His feelings, like yours, were ardu-

ous. reverent, seeking protection against
the world for what was the best in

him.

He "froze you.” These are the words

you use—expressive, at least. Y'ou felt

that you didn't care whether you ever

saw him again. After you had said

•’No." you came all the way down the

winding staircase into the church below

without .speaking again. The carriage

was waiting for you near the bridge, you
got into it. Reggie asked if he might
come after dinner to the hotel, and you

answered that there would be nobody
there: you and your father were dining

out.

Since then you have not seen him.

It is the last sentence of your letter

which gives me a glimmer of hope. Y'ou

exclaim:

‘‘After what had happened 1 should

think Reggie would at least have sent me

some flowers or written me a line.”

If you were “sorry for him.” if you felt

“like a sister” to him. 1 should lie more

anxious. Your charming egoism on this

occasion shows, as a matter of fact, how

absorbed you are in the affair.
Well. w ell. dear, be sine.re. this is all

I ask of you. Most sentimental failures

are due to a lack of genuineness. Be

true to yourself and you will l>e true to

Reggie. It is never too late to mend, and

no one incident is final in love or in life.

To the same:

Y’ou seem perfectly amazed that Reg

gie should not have written to you since,

landing in America.
Why should he write to you?
This question hasn’t presented itself to

your mind.
A woman can never understand why

any man who has ever loved her should

not continue to do so until the end of

his days. I don’t mean by this that

Reggie has stopped loving you. Alas, no,

quite the contrary. You beg me for

news of him, so I give it to you, out-

spoken. Reggie looks wretchedly ill. He

is working night and day against the or-

ders of the doctor, who says that he

should go to the seashore and “loaf” for
a month at least.

He had not been a week in New York
before he came over to pay me a flying
visit, between trains, under pretext of

being “rushed” with business. Of course,

the first thing he spoke about was you.

I shall not repeat the things he said.
You do not deserve to hear them.

The only thing left to say was: “Don’t
t ike it so to heart. ’ I fancy he founa

this little enough consolation.
“To heart? Why, it’s my very fibre,”

MRS. LLOYD BAXENDALE’S
CHINCHILLA KITTENS.

A CHAMPION BULLDOG, OWNED BY MRS. E. WATERLOO

THE BARONESS VON LAURENTZ’S
ITALIAN GREYHOUNDS.

MRS. CROUCH S POODLE.

A VALUABLE PEKINGESE, OWNED BY MRS. FREEMAN.

PRIZE PETS OF WELL-KNOWN WOMEN IN ENGLISH SOCIETY.
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he retorted. “You don't suppose it's a

passing fancy, do you, any light matter?

For two years she's been all I’ve thought
about. Everything else was a side issue.

To heart?” he repeated. “What do Jou
mean?”

I attempted to explain, but he inter-

rupted me.

“Oh, I'm not going to kill myself, if

that’s what you call taking it seriously.
My mind is steady. I’m not a complete
coward.”

•‘Why. Reggie.” I said, “the happiest

marriages 1 know are those where the

woman began by refusing the man, and
ended by proposing to him herself!”

Reggie smiled, and I saw’ in this re-

laxation of his features how wan his

expression had become.
“No,” he said, “she knows what she

wants, and the best thing for me is to

keep out of her way. I can’t let my
misery seem like a reproach to anyone.”

We didn’t speak of you again after

this last remark of Reggie's. I felt too

uncertain of you to proffer any encour-

agement. I felt, Beatrice, that you
were a victim almost as much as he, and

far different. His suffering came from
you, and yours came from the flippant
education which had led you to consider
everything in life from the standpoint—-
not of what it was worth—but of

whether von wanted it or not. This

is fatal to happiness. When it seemed

that you could no longer have Reggie,
his true value first occurred to you. You

had to miss him. to want him, and think

you had lost him before his real merit

became apparent to you.
Is it too late?

That remains to be seen. All de-

pends on your own way of acting. Men

best know what they want; women

know lest how to describe their wants.

Pride alone etn now interfere with your
future joy.

NHL

To the same:

Reggie has told me the goods news of

your letter to him. You are on the

ocean now. You were right to persuade
Mr. Thayer to bring you back. I can

fancy your feelings. Reggie seems dis-

tressed in the midst of his gladness to
hear from yon. He doubts still whar

reason brings you homeward so unex-

pectedly. He fears tha't you may long
simply, as a child, to play again with

fire!

I send this to your New York address.
Your ship ought to get in to-day. Let

me hear from you as soon as possible
after arriving. Is it to be, or not to

be ?

P.S. Reggie’s telegram has this

moment arrived. Heartiest con-

gratulations to you both. Don’t

make a too long engagement! lam

sure your father must be in a hurry
to have such a son-in-law as Regi-
nahi Wells. Write soon, and re-

member that 1 love you both as

mtu-h in your foolish happiness as 1
did in vour foolish miserv!

CHILD STUDY, BY ELLERBECK, NEWTON, AUCKLAND.
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Latest

Models.
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FROM ALL
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THE LAKE HOUSE, TAKAPUNA,
AUCKLAND.

Private Boarding House, newly decorated
and refurnished.

Excellent Table. Every Home Comfort

Good sea bathing.

Terms on application to Manageress.

The Ladies’ College, keiniiera,
FOR GIRLS OF ALL AGES.

The beautiful and extensive property known as Cleveland House.

Studies resumed (D.V.) June sth.

-
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This first-class Private Scvhool provldesmodern High-class Education and moral

training on Christian but unsectarian principles.
Home-life Is combined with the culture and disciplinary influences of School under

maternal supervision and with selected companionship.
Full Staff of Resident and Visiting Professors and Governesses English and

Foreign.

Prospectus 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.

Wellington School of Physical
Culture.
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Massage and Remedial Exercises

ROYD GARLICK
(lion. Masseur, WellingtonHospital.*

Sussex Chambers Panama Street

WELLINGTON.
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THE WORLD OF FASHION

By MARGUERITE

TWO SMART EMPIRE COATS.
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THE POPULAR SKIRT FOR

DANCES.

All round skirts that just touch the

ground are popular among dancers now.

but trained ones arc seen, ami certain-

ly bear a greater appearance of ele

gance when their wearersan* not danc-

ing than do the shorter skirts.

I observe that every sign points to
the supremacy of the sash, which Las

come into its own again as regards ball-

room attire, and with the advent «*f

the striped and sprigged muslin dresses

that will score a huge triumph in the

summer will increase in multitude. .n

old times the sash was arranged in pri-

mitive fashion, once or twice draped
round the waist and tied by hand at

the back in a large bow.

Nowadays our methods are more sub-

tle. and made-up sashes are tin* rule

instead of the exception. It is essen-

tial that the flowing ends should be ex

cessively long, and that they shall fall

from a carefully arranged chon of rib-

bon, while the drapery that is to be

passed round the waist is most neatly
and cleverly boned so that though the

(folds may look natural they remain
in the same position from one occasion

to another.

<s><s><s>

CHARMING CONCEITS.

While preserving the simple outline

of an immaculate tailor-made, the

Frenchwoman rarely forgets the irz»-

portance of a touch of colour cunningly
introduced, and a striped costume in

two shades of grey cloth owes not a

little of its success to the narrow collar

of pale pastel blue cloth worked over

in flat white braid, and having a narrow

border of black and white taffetas.
A touch of cherry colour with a navy

blue serge costume represents another

charming conceit, which greatly ap-

peals to the Parisienne, the waistcoat

being of silk in the tone in question,
embroidered in French knots in black

and silver, and bordered with black and

silver braid. The coat is made with

(studied simplicity, the fronts being cut

away and rounded off, and the waist-

coat reaching from the throat to below

the waist.

New hydrangea blue lace cloth, Eton coat. velvet collar, silk

. buttons to match.

A SMART MOTORING COSTUME.

PRETTY MUSLIN COSTUME.

A. Woollamsg’Co. JUL
LADIES’ TAILORS
& HABIT MAKERS

UND ‘-A?AoT4:°t“,,‘D
ATRONMt.

Now RKADY.

W

Smart Tailor Gowns from 5 gns. k 1
Riding Habits from 6 gns.

_

WAI.KING SKIRTS, ASTRIDE SKIRTS
Hnmrtlj nil and stitched, from 3 gns. Finest to.—
from 2 gns. habit cloths only used. \

PRICES MOST MODERATE.
Patterns and Sketches on application.

Inspection invited.

A. WOOLLAMS & CO. ■
LADIES- TAILORS ®f TP

153 QUEEN AUCKLAND wHHOHKBHEhHHB
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Our

Funny
Page

SHE TOOK THE CREDIT.

A little granddaughter of Sir Edward

Burne-Jones quarrelled with her baby
brother, and bit. scratched, and pinched
him. Her horrified nurse said reproach-
fully:

"The devil must have put it into your
he-it to do such things."

' Perhaps the devil did put it into my
heart io bite." said the child: "but I

thought of the scratching and pinching."

CITIZENSHIP TESTS.

Mike: "At the next election. Pat. we

want a man who will keep out the
I ipanese.”

Pat: "’Dade we do. Mike: there's

divil a wan of thim kin sphake th’ Eng-
lish langwidge intilligintly. th’ hay-
thins!”

AN EXPIRED PATENT.

Uncle Mose: "See my patent leathah
shoes, colonel?"

The Colonel: "Th. y are not patent
leather shoes. Patent-leather shoes

shiee.’-
Unele Mose: "1 know, sub: but de

patent hes expired on dese shoes, boss."

MAKING IT EASIER FOR HIM.

The conventional husband was making
the conventional spring-bonnet remarks.

"After I have worried all winter over

the money 1 was trying so hard to save."

he said. “I find that you have spent it

all for your new hat.”

"Yes." replied his sweet young wife.

"I want to relieve you of as many of
your worries as possible.”

THE ONLY WAY.

"Scribbleigh says that his last novel

is sure to live.”

"Yes. he is naming his children after

the principal characters.”

HOW THE OTHER HALF LIVES.

Any Pleasant Afternoon.

THE LATEST.

The Great Naturalist: "Here is a speci-
men of something that I was sure would

sooner or later be evolved.”
The Reporter (examining it): “What

is the creature—a new kind of horse-

fly?” |
The Great Naturalist: “No. sir; it is

a ‘honkolocust’ or ‘auto-fly.’ ”

SORT OF A SEE-SAW.

The man who saws his own gratewood
doesn’t see the need of a cheerful little
fire, when his wife would like to have

one.

He: “I am a confirmed bachelor.”

She: “Indeed? May I ask how many

girls assisted in the confirmation?”

NO CHANCE FOR A KICK.

The Owl: “Twins, eh? Ain’t you afraid
they'll displease your patrons?”

The Stork: “Certainly not. Cupid
says he often hears ’em telling each
other that two can live as cheaply as

one.”

PHILOSOPHY VINDICATED.

“ Money doesn’t always bring happi-
ness and peace of mind.”

“ You are right there,” answered the

man with an .anxious look. “ Some-
times it tempts you to buy automo-

biles.”

A MEASURED DECLINE.

Willie: “Say, Mag, I hoid yer sister

swallied a ruler de other day.”
Maggie: “ Dat’s right. Willie, an’ der

doctor says she’s dvin’ bv inches.”

SEEING THE OTHER HALF.

Fashionable Slummer (anxious to say the right thing): "Beastly weather for motoring, isn’t it?”

PROGRESS.

Blacksmiths forge ahead. Money
lenders advance daily. Real-estate men

gain ground. Gamblers get the upper
hand. Tailors press forward.

GREEDY.

He: “ What do you think? I over-
heard Mr Spooneni talking to Miss Phat-
ter in the conservatory, and he told her

she was sweet enough to eat.”
Sh£ :“The glutton! That Phatter

girl weighs fully two hundred pounds.”

BELIEVED IT.

“ There’s lots of money in stock.”
“ uite right. That’s where all mine

went.”

WHERE HE GOT THEM.

Mr Quick (calling upon Mr Parvanu in
his new town residence): ‘‘Them your
ancestors up there, Jake?”

Mr Parvenu: “Yes, sir. The whole
line of ’em from right back.”

Mr Quick: “Well, Jake, they came

very near being mine too, and would if I

hadn’t found a job lot of old portraits
round at Stickstein's auction that eame

£5O cheaper.”

HER BELIEF.

“ But Mrs. Brown has suffered a great
deal for her belief.”

“Indeed! I never knew she had any
belief except that she can wear a num-

ber four shoe on a number six foot.”

THAT ACCOUNTED FOR IT.

Mrs Wickwire: “The idea! Here is a

story in the paper about a woman suing
for a thousand pounds for the loss of

only a thumb.”

Mr Wickwire: “Perhaps it was the
thumb she kept her husband under.”
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