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Dear Counin Kate,—I was pleased to
Ber my Wtter in the "Graphic.™ 1 would
Tikee s rl bacdge, please. Jim did not
full oft Bolw; it way a pony which had
becar turired vut for a long time, aud wis
lent to us to ride at the show. ‘The
other day I found a little kitten, it in
Pt Black, and will you give we o mune
far it please? I bave two girl friends;
they ‘haygr got a titble black pony
called [rt. | often rnide to the post
office with them; theie maames are Elwa
and Gladys., Dacd has got a new horse,
which haw just been broken In, but it
belongy to iny grandpa. He ownw o lot

of horuwes.— 1 remain, your loving Cousin

MAHEL.

| Dear Coudin “Mabel,— ¥ am enclosing
your badge with Jim’s, and 1 bhope you
will fike Jt. T am glad it was not Bobs
that threw Jim amd gencrally nuisbeimved
hrelf vo budly. Yon ought te be an
xeeedingly lucky little gicl this year: you
know it i supposed to be very luweky
indeed to find a black kitten. Do you
think Ramboe would be a nice name for
him? I know lots of people who have
elleal theie black cats Bmut or Satan,
ut [ dow’t think those are very nice
namex, da you?—-Uourin Kate}
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Tear Cousin Kate,—T thoupght it was
time to write to yeu. Hince school eom-
micnced I have heen very busy doing
my home work. 1 never think of  writ-
ing in the afternoon, 1 always play.
Consin Myrtle reminded me about writ-
ing Lo you: she suiil nhe was poing to
wrile to-mght, so 1 thought it was ap
to mue Lo write Lo yoru. We have a little
pup now ; it is a very tiny thing, bnt
if it wors mnolher dog or cat it vuna up
to it and trics to hite its legs, One night
it saw its own phadow, and it
frightened. We have a little Dlack and
white kitten; when we got it it was »o
very thin you could fecl itk Lones. 1t
wrild not play very much, but it did
after & day or two Wwhen he got usel
to his new home. I weni Lo Wanmnui
in Walter'y motor car; I had a good
time. 1 have been in a motoy car five
Limes now, bub the longest sdrive | have
baw iy Lo Wanganui. [ had a rile in 2
niator car to-duy, but we did not go very
far. 1 would rather go in & molor ear
than in & steamer or . Lrain, or Any-
thing else, breause it goes much fuster
than any uther thing that we travel in.
¥ do not know whethier you heard about
Mr. MeKelvie and b motor ear. 1
will tell you about it wow. He was try-
ing Lo pet home in ten minutes: Lhere
wian u horse in a paddaeck, and when it
auw the motor car, the horse ran along
in the puddock us far as it conld gro,
then it had vither to jump the fence
of go into & swaanp, w0 it jumped the
fonee. Mr, McKelvica motoer is a very
lurge one, amd there were seven men in
it, amd every owe of them got linrt
They npever thought the horse wouid
jump the fones, or they weould have
gone slower. Two of them were sent to
the honpital, but the others were not
hwrt so much na they did not have
to go Lo the hoapital, 'The motor cay was
wionslvd Lo pieces. 1 huve only seen
Mr. McKelvic onve mince he wan lmrd;
he wan not in Lhe mobtor ear this time,
- he wan in w lovely little rubber-tyred
trap. | go to M. Wilson's vlasres every
munth, wud we have to go next Thoras-
day. | saw by letter in the “Giraphic”
but 1 forgoel Lo eut it ont, amnd 1 cdon’t
know where 1 put it, so i you asked
me any gueationn 1 will not be able to
auywer  khem.- Counin MARY.

Wwan

IMear Courin Mary,—T am glad yon
du not muke a duty of your lettern to
me; | only want you aull Lo write an a
plensure, snd T am sare it would not e
that if you hud to give up wonie of your
pluy time for it, Cousin Myrtle wunt
huye been 1oo hury Lo write after all,
beeawse I have had no letter fran her
¥+t, bt one muy come this afternvon. 1
expatl your Rillen hud not heen properly
fud. amd that war why it was se thin,
amd nf cowmwe it would noet feel mineh
like playmyg whea it was hingry. 1 am
like you, snd bove travelling in motor
catw, parlly becanue they go so fast, aml
partly because 1 always feel wecily in
truins and steamerw. T don't quite wee
how LUre wcehleat huppened after all, did
the horee jump in [roat of the car, or
whati? Wihat kind of ¢lawsem doos Mina
Wilkon have? once & month in not very
often to have them, hut pechaps she
comen sdown from Wangnuui fo teach
you—Counin Kete]
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OLDER COUSINS' LETTERS.

Thear Cousin Kate,—=®ince I lnst wrote
I have been on a holiday tour for three
weeks, and an [ cannot get a full account
af my travels in one fetter, 1 thought
of writing a weriew of them. I Jert
Auckhuul  for New Dlymouth on the
wfternoon of  April  7th. 1t was
fine und fairly calm when the Rara-
wa left ¥nchunga, but when the vesuel
Teachienl the bar wevera] of the passengera
quietly left the deck for their eabins. As
1 have always been a good sailor, how-
ever, T felt no anxiety, and stayed up on
deck o wateh the waves, 16 was a splen-
did might to xee the mountainous, angry-
looking, snew-cremted waves come rolling
towards us, and when one expectecl them
to overwhelm the boat she rose trinm-
phantly wpon the erests, and then went
duwn, down, down, into a deep green
valley of water, the other side. Anuther
titne the vessel would plowgh steadily
throngh u wave, and then the secthing,
foaming wuter wonld rush by om each
side, sending up a delieate svhower of
lilmy  spray. The decks were  soon
awush, aml I and wmy companion had to
seek vy pluces fromn time o time. The
wunset way lovely that evening.  The
sun RANK in a clear sky of pale blue,
colouring  tlie horizan with a delicate
ereamy. Amcthyst tint. A few stray,
fleeey little elouds canght the same col-
our, aml the effect of this beantiful sky
abuve the green, turbolent sea was
glortous.  About six o'vloek it became
too dark to stuy up on deck auy Jonger,
and it wax with mneh reluetunce that T
left it to go downatairs. When I reach-
ed ny eabin {which, fortunately, 1 had
te myself) T began to feel the mativn
of the boai, and dmagine my surprise
ad dismay, Cousin Kate, when T fell a
ini to mal de mer, for the lirst time
in my life, mind you. However, it waa
no klight that as soom as 1 lay in my’
bunk | feft quite all right, so 1 stayed
there until we reached the Breakwater
at New - Plymeuth at five o’clork next
morning.  On stepping from the steamer
to the train a magniticent sight met the
eyes of the pussengers.  Standing out
elearly in the wilver-grey dawn was Mt.
Epmont, ity beautiful snow-capped cone
reaching  fur  heavenwards in  stately
mnagnificence. 14 looked #o etherenl, so

spirituelte, that it seemed an if one was

louking down a kaleidoscope.  But when
the sum rose, and the snow on the top
and wides of the mountain caupht the
exquidite pink glow i the sunrise, one
could only paze in silent admiration,
marvelling at the plorious work of the
Creafor. The train whitled us away all
ton seon from this beautiful sight, and
after a journey of 10 minutes, travelling
along almont at the water’s edge all thie
way, we veached New Plymouth. Tt was
a perfect morning, and [ saw the town
at ity best. The strects look very clean,
and the ronds all about are splendid for
cycling.  There are a large number of
handsume residences, painted white, with
red renfn, and they stand out pictur-
esquely from their beautiful grounds of
graceful  pungas  and  green, velvety
lnwns,  These pungus grow most abund-
antly in New Plymouth, and everyone
1 them in the gmrdens. The town is
maled right on the coast, und has no
Iurbour, consequently a magniticent view
of the open ocean ean be obtained. There
are very fine swimming baths erected on
e shore, a little distapee from the wta-
tion, and they are preatly palronieed Ly
hoth mexes. T nnde it my first business
ta wee the famous Rerrention Grounds,
or Pukekura PMark, ay it is now called,
Everyone in New Plymouth speaks of it
an the “Ree”  When people first asked
me if [ had seen the “Ree” [ thought
they meant a shipwreck, until my friends
explained the abbreviation. Well, there
heautiful grounds more than meet with
anc's expeelution.  On entering by the
main gate, the aports grovnd comens into
view. Mere Nature has beatowed o ne-
tural amphi-theatre, in the form of hills
rising np om three sides, nmt these have
simply been terraced  out, amd  peata
placid along the terraces. tier abave tier,
from whence everyone gets an uninter-
rupted view of the field below. Beyond
the sports ground are the Jukes, spanned
here and there by preity white bridgen,
Punya feras, flax, {vi toi and other na-
tive loliage fringe the borders of these
Juken, and are clearly reflected in the
placid walers beneath, A hand rotunda
und & .evuple of quaint-looking tea-

_hounen are built om the shorcs of the

larger lake. The banka that rise up
from the lugoonn .are of o conmidersbie
ficight, sl are luxuriantly eovered with
the incvituble punga and other native
trees. hady, well-kept focotpaths wind

in and out everywhere, and steps Jead
from them in various places to the
water’s edge. If anyone wiands on the
steps the pwiny, who, perhapu, have been
gliding about aimlessly on the lake, will
nmmmediately swim  up, bending their
graceful npecks in expectution of Bome-
thing to eat. Une can alo get enshant-

ing glimpsea of Mt. ¥gmunt from this

doamnn,

A very high tribute was once paid te .

the Hecreation Grounds, by three much
travelled men, of dilfercnt nations, who
happened te meet in Caire, Egypt. They
were discussimg the beantiful sights they
had seen, and one aniu that the prettiest
and most beautifnl domuin he had ever
sevn was in a little town called New
Plymouth, in New Zealand, and the other
two men who had alse seem jt  guite
agreed with hin. -

There js also a private "recveatlon
ground calted “Aoien,” and one after-
noon I eyeled out with twe friends to
see it. It is really a beautiful walley,
covered with ferns and bush, with well-
kept puths winding in and out. A biy
streamy runs  brawling through, giving
that finishing touch wvhat water always
gives 10 a pretty scene. 1L ix gratify-
ing to sev that, us in lthe case of the ree-
reation grounds, very liltle is done to
interfere with Nuture. 1 saw gome
splendid epecimens of Todewms Buperbua
growing at “Aotea” They are aw rara
as they are lovely. Right in the heart
of ithis domain is a levelled piece of
ground, where ithe band sometimes plays,
aml at one end iz a deav little Maori
whare, from whence afternoon tea is dis-
ponsed.

I only siayed five days in New Ply-
mouth, but I wag takenr about and en-
tertained po much that it seemed twice
as long. T have mrost delightiul friends
there, and they gave me a royal time.
Kverybody in New Plymoulh is as charm-
ing as the town itself. -

We met aeveral nice people af the ho-
tel we stayed at, intellectual, travelled,
amt musienl. I think I omitted 1o men-
tion that my father was my cumpanion
throughout Lhe whole tour, hence the
une of the pronoun “we” I mei a young
Englishnien, who was a pupil of gthe
great Lemare at home, and he played for
me the whole of one evening some of
Reethoven’s Sonatas and the works of
other great compusers.  As I am a little
miungical myselfl, you can guess how I
enjoved this treat,

Well, dear Cousin Kate, I must bring
lo a close the first of my series. My
next letter will continue on from this.
Before concluding, however, I must men-
tion having secn Cousina Hilda':s and
Biana’s interesting letters, and wish o
thank the former for the nire things she
raid about my letters. lMer own let-
ters are always delightful.  Cousin Di-
ana’s descriptien of Switzerland  was
very interenting, nnid makes one long to
rer il. T ran quite undersiand her lov-
ing Lendon best of nll, =simply becaunse T
have always heard that Londomers think
theve is mo place like Londen, just as
we Colonials think that ihere is no place
like New Zealand—With much love, from
Cousin VIOLET. .

[Dear Cousin Violet.—T¥ am ‘eagerly
looking forward to the nexi letter of
your series.  This one is mich a decided
enceess. I have several times haddt the
pleacure of travelling from Auckland to
New Plymouth, and 1 quite agree with
you that New Plymouth and its people
are equally charmingz.  An to the view
at sunrise from the Breakwsaier, T muaf
aadly confeen that I have never been in
w Bt stale to admire ity brauties. 1 am
A terrilly bad sailor, amd for several
days after even anch a short trip aa that
R quite prostrate.—Counin Kate.]
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Tear Cousin Kate—F hasten to ack-
nowledge your introduction, and also pny
my devoirs to Ceusin Dianp, and hope
to furlher improve her acquaintance
through the medivm of our *Oider Lous-
iny' page.” 1 have never been in Bwitzer-
land. Lut Cousin Thana’x vivil descrip-
fion of thnt country, and its climnte,
brought lack to my memory fome exceed-
ingly pleasant hours =spent in the old
wsrhoolroom of a house T stayed in whike
at Fleome, My friend’s governess, Made-
meiselle D—, wan a native of Geneva, and
came of a frunily that for generationm
had fiNed tutorial or seeretprial post-
tions. One of her brothers had been see-
yetary to a Russian Grand Duke, and this
brother was an absolute genius in the art
of photography. After his Jdeath (the
result of & nhooting wccident while In
the Qrand Dukea servwee) the Grand
Duke bad writien » letter of appreciation

i

and sympathy to Mam'sclle, and had Tos
warded, together with his personul effcely
and papers, & tremendous packet of phe
tographs that had been taken by thia
brother, and alse one of the must beputi-
ful malacrnite ornaments 1 have ever seen,

 Being s favourite with Mademoiselte, § :

wans privilged' to see these photographe
read rarious letters, and gaze upon vark
ous ordera and decorations that had beem
bestowed wpon ihis brother by the vari-
oud great perronages his position had
brought kim into contact with, Hug
what delighted me most were the photes
graphs of Switzerland  There were pie
tures of the Grand Duke &na mia 1amily,
pictures of the Czar end his
Tamily, pirtures of themn in
public and in private, engaged in evergy
conceivable gecupation, ip short, in situn-
tions only cLtainable by anyene living in
the contilence and the intimacy of the
Grand Dukes family Fkfe. Yhese pice
tures were, ,of course most interesting,
the more especially as Mam'melle was &
born racontiur, and a little history at-
tached in nearly all of them. Rut the
Swiss pictnres were the ones I hked best,
because ever since- I read the aceount of
the rise of the Hwisg Republic, 1 bavae
bad a great admirution for Bwilzerland,
and its sturdy folk. The pictnres them-
selyes were exguisite. My their, aid I
eaw, almost as clearly ax though I had-
viewed hiem with my material instead
of my mind’s eye, the beautics of Laka
Geneva, ant its pleasure boats with their
eurions scissor-shaped saily, peculiar only;
to the boats that ply on the Geneva lake,
the Casile of Chillon, and Lake Leman—
saw it peaceful asy a milfpond, or Jashed
inte the vindictive fury it ean assume id
time of storm, pictures of the Alps im
every moad of nature; peaceful viHages,
where the watch, cuckoo-clock, and toy
industries hold full sway—saw smiling
valleys with kine coming home to pe
milked, and, in imagioation heard the
tinkle of the cow beil.  And last, bng
not least, pictures of the Hospice of bt
Brrnard, its monks, and the noble breed
of hounds that take their name from the
Hospree. I have a small photograph
somewhere among mry souvenirs of the
Hoapice, which Mam’aclle gave me.

If, as one pguesses by Cousin Diana’s
letier, she has aniy lately become a resis
dent of New Zealand, she may be ex-
cuned for cavilling at ils climate. But

I think it is genevally conceded that
elimates have heen topsy turvey the
worlll over.  Perhapr climates are heing
affected, an people nowaduys are, with
rocialistic  tendencies. 1 quite agres
with what Cousin  Diana says about
London. I am a great belicver in, and
very wemsilive 0 aimosphere. Lomdon
38 the only place I have ever really lived
in. = If I were as rich as Croesus, I
would ehoose London to live in, cight
months out of the twelve. Paris has ne
charm fer me. ¥ never think of it with-
out conjuring up the hundred days and
the barricaden, and the Place de la Revo- '
lution, The Paris of Dickens’ “Tale of
Two Cities” is too deeply engraved upow
my imagination for me to ever forpget

- the shanie and the underlying tragedy

that lies beneath its present mawk of
prosperity and paeity, a gaiety and a
prosperily that has been purchased by,
the Joss of its soul. And I would just
mg lief vinit the Morgue as the Petit
Trianon, o decayed and no peopled withh
ghosia 19 it for me. Apropua oi the
French Revolution, reminde me to tol}
you that alfer all 1 went to mee ~The
Hearlet Phnpernel” 1 went to mee &
play of which the largest element in tra-
gedy, 1 found a farce. 1'H never po
again to wee a play of wlhich I have read

" the book from which the play Dhas been

adapted. *“The Sign of the Croas” is tha
only play 1 know of that is commensur-
ate with the value of the book, And if
I remember tightly, the play of “Tha
Bign of the Crons™” wan first wrilten by
Wilson Barreif, and the book after-
wards, Talking of books, 1 have just
finished reading “The Mother,” by Eden
FPhillpotts. 1t is not an easy book tg
eriticive. But if there is, in the fewli,
xnd it i safe to nssume there in, nay
pulsing with vitality ia she, a living
protoiype of Avina Pomeroy, she ia ta
be honoured second only to the motler
of Jemm, for in her i invesied and ery-
stattined every ideal of the perfeck
mother mince the creation. And ia tha
contemplation of thim perfect ideal, T am
filled. anew with antoninhment - that wo-
man should congeive herselfl ws playing
a lesper part in ihe mclierme of thingm
than man. Tearing a great noise down-
staive while writing thia, 7 go to 1ha
bead of the stairs, and dincover that
Cousin Lyn has unex ly returned
from Rotorus and FAuntly, where be bhad




