
y«r*nd*h. On Monday morning in fleet

week I went dqwii town to nee the pry-
eeeeion, and in the afternoon 1 went up

to the Domain to nee the soldiern and
cadets marching, and- at night I went

down on the Point to see the fireworks.
Did you aee the fireworks, and the ships
Jit up. I did, every night at (J o’dock
1' went out on the verandah to -watch the

ships light up. Good-bye, Cousin Kate,
with love from COUSIN EBIE.

{Dear Cousin Essie,—Yes, I went to

“Humpty Dumpty,” but not to “Mother
Goose’’ this time. 1 went when it was

here 'before, but heard it was not nearly

so good this time, so did not go. I

liked “Humpty Dumpty,” though, very

much indeed. 1 didn't exactly have any
holidays during Fleet .Week, but it was

really one long holiday, because I was

out all day and nearly every evening,

and enjoyed myself immensely. On Mon-

day morning 1 went to the eivie recep-

tion,- and in the evening went to see the
fireworks. On .Tiweday, 1 went to the

tlayor's reception at tin- Military Hall

in the afternoon and to the State

hall at Government House in the even-

ing. Then on Wednesday we were at the

races all day. On Thursday 1 went to

another batt at Government House, and

on Friday we went on board the Louis-

iana: in the afternoon, and afterwards

went on bop rd one of Hie other' American

ships to dinner, so you see I had plenty
of amusement, hadn’t I? We could see

several of the ships fi%m our own bal-

cony, and-we used to go out and admire

them every evening. We could hear their

hells, ringing out the hours, too. and we

quite missed them when they went out

on Saturday.—Cousin Kate.]

4- 4- -1-

Dear Cousin Kate.—It is such beau-

tiful weather down in Napier just now.

J hope you had nice weather for the

American Fleet. I have been to such a

lot of plays since I wrote to yon last.

They were “The Prince Chap,” “The

Case of Rebellions Susan,” “Charly’s
Aunt,” and "The Pri.vate Secretary.” I

liked “The Prince Chap” and "The Pri-

vate Secretary” the best. I hope that

you will be able to-go and see “The

Private Secretary” -when it goes up to

Auckland, because it is" so funny you
have to laugh and laugh till' you ean’t

laugh any more. I" am vbry sorry to

hear that you have had a bad cold,
Cousin Kate, and I hope that it will
sooil lie better. You asked me how I
remembered that it wag 'your birthday
this month. I asked'you what date it

was a long time ago." when I first join-
ed the*C'oi»sins' Page, and I have always
remembered it, and always shall. Do

you think that I write too often to you,
Cousin Kate? I hope that you will en-

joy “Humpty Dumpty.” I got a new

book in town the other day called “Uncle
Max.” It’s by Rosa Carey, and it is

such a nice book. Have you ever read

it? We all play hookey-up at school,
and we have such fun. Don't you wish

that Cousin Essie would write again.
J don’t believe she has written since you

have ha<l the "Older Cousins' ” letters,
but I do hope she will write soon. Now,
dear Cousin Kate, I think I will say

good-night, with lots aaid lots of love

for yourself and all the cousins, from
MARJORIE.

Dear Cousin Marjorie,—We had really
perfect weather all the time the Ameri-
can Fleet was in Auckland, so I suppose
we should not grumble because we are

having cold, showery, . windy weather
now. You have been quite a dissipated
yduhg lady, going to So many theatres

lately. I didn’t see the Roberts Com-

pany at all. 1 had rather a bad cold all

the time they were here, so did not go
out at night. I was sorry, because I

particularly wanted to see "The Prince

♦ hap.” 1 went to sec “When Knights
were Bold” aiid also “Charley’s Aunt.”
1 have seen the latter several times be-

fore. but I think I laughed just as heart-

ily this time aS I did when I first saw it.
Didn’t yon write my birthday date in

your birthday book. If you didn't, I

think it is really wonderful of you to

remember it. 1 cannot remember a date
ami I am ashamed to ' say that I-

<annot remember even my. historical
dates. I read “Uncle Max” some time

ago. and liked it very mueji indeed. T
like all Rosa Carey's books, but I think
1 like Ethel Turner's even better. TJiere
is a.letter from Cousin Essie this week,
but there are two. and I think it is the

other Cousin Essie you refer to, isn't it 1

■I- ivearly. forgot (o. ,sqy that you. can’t
Mrite too often, because T just love get-
ting your dear littje letters.—Cousin
Kate.}

OLDER COUSINS’ LETTERS.

Dear Cousin Kate,—I have nothing to

write about, but am keeping my promiee
to send- a letter fairly regularly, even

though as dull a one as this will be. .1
suppose iny mother and 'sister left yes-

terday, and I do hope they, or any wftyi

Madge, saw Saturday’s football match

when the representative New Zealand

team won. I am anxious to hear their

account of it, and if they didn’t go I

sha'n’t 'consider they are proper New

Zealanders, but only South Africans
after all. My other sister has been in

Capetown for about three weeks, but to-

morrow she and her husband leave for-

East London, where they stay a while
before going on to Port Elizabeth and

Durban. They will be at the latter

place when mother’s boat arrives, and

that is simply grand, 1 think. Elsie

wants me to go up for a fortnight’s trip
when the boat is due, and travel -back

with, mother, but I hardly like to ask

for another holiday so soon after the last;

though I should revel in the trip. My
brother and I have had some grand eyele
rides this winter, which has been a par-

ticularly good one—no rain, only lovely,
sunny, clear days. We go to a farm at

Durbanville, and have a long rest before

coming home, leaving about five in the

evening. It is so niee to have a place to

spend the afternoon, as one grows tired

of lying in the grass. We explore the

kopjes, gather flowers, talk,' and have

plenty of tea and home-made cakes before

returning. As a rule we bring home

fresh butter, which is quite a treat. The

owners of the farm are dear old Dutch

people, most kind and hospitable, and

don't mind a bit that we go out there so

often. Their daughter is very niee, quite
young, and has been educated in an Eng-
lish school, thechief result being to make,

her hate the slow country life. Her

home is lovely, with a big ereek at the

foot of the farm, .where we boat in a

canoe or ordinary pulling-boat. I just

wish I lived there, for the air is glorious

and the scenery beautiful, the village be-

ing bounded by a range of blue moun-

tains, and oh, the sunset! Still, I sup-

pose one ean’t live on sunsets and scen-

ery, without other interests. I almost

think I eonId. ' I have read “The Broken

Road,” and liked it more than any book

I have lately had. It i. uncommon, and

really interesting; it somehow seemed

natural, which is quite a change from the

books 1 have read recently. I am still

adding to my collection, and have just
bought “An Island Voyage” and “Vir-

ginibus Puerisque,” by R.L.S. He is my
favourite, and I shall be both happy and

unhappy when I have his entire essays.

My bookcase is full, and I hope to get
another soon. “The Real Siberia” I

found most interesting, and written in

such an easy style. I like that sort of

book more than novels now. I hope
Cousin Hilda will perhaps mention a few

books sire thinks 1 will like, as just now

I have none on my list of “wants-to-

read.” We were all so sorry to hear the

news of our dear old Archbishop’s death

at Home. He was such a splendid old

man, and Capetown was quite sad for a

time after the news came through. The

Cathedral bell was totting at five one

afternoon, and no one knew why until

the next morning. I hate the sound. I

am looking forward to hearing all about

Cousin (of the past) Dora, with whom

my sister is staying, or, rather, I should

say, was staying. She is our first girl
friend, and 1 just wish I could have been

there with Madge. My mother has thor-

oughly enjoyed her trip to New Zealand,
and seems so happy among all her

friends. In this ease the anticipation
was nothing as compared with the reali-

sation, thanks to the Auckland people
who have made mother’s and Madge’s

stay so particularly pleasant and jolly.
They will both look blooming on their
arrival here, I know.. Goodbye once

more, with best wishes to the cousins,

and love to you. 1 remain, your

ancient cousin, Alison.

(Dejir Cousin Alison,—As you have no

doubt noticed, I have not been answering

the "Elder Cousins’ ” letters lately, but

I feel I. must acknowledge yours, iny.

furthest-away cousin. I’m afraid you
will say that t am not. a good New Zai-
Jandel-, for I haven't seen one football

match this year. I have wanted to very
much indeed, but something has always
happened at the last moment to prevent
it. 1 suppose you have got over the excite-
ment of having your mother aml sister
home again by this time. They were

looking awfully well, I thought..didn’t
you? I can just imagine what a lot you
will all have to say for the first week

or two. I hope you- managed the trip
to Durban after all. —Cousin Kate. |

Dear Cousin Kate,—l am afraid that
Fleet Week has completely demoralised

a,II we "Older Cousins,” as 1 -do not be-

lieve any of us have written for at least

a fortnight, und my -letter, -I mu afraid,/
will have to be a short one, because I
have not.yery much time'this week./Bpt ;
I felt that, long or short, "it was my
bounden duty, as well as my pleasure, to

write this week. Fleet Week to me was

one long round of disappointments. 1

had a fearfully sore throat, and it shut

me out of nearly everything. On Mon-

day 1 managed to crawl down to town,
and was delighted with the feast of col- .
ours the streets presented. Looking up

Queen-street from Ci>stoms-stre< t. it re-

minded me of a huge kaleidoscope, so

brilliant and so shifting was the mass of

colour. We arrived at Wellesley-street
in time to sec the people return from the

Civic Reception. It was quite easy to

pick them out. so festive and so full of

importance did they look—quite civic, in

short ■— and. I thought 1 could smell

Tortile Clair and "Sucking Pig” and
Baba an Bhum. But. there! Even

writing of these eivie dainties makes me

wish myself at least a Councillor, which

is a privilege denied my sex. Turning
into the Piccadilly for some lunch, wc

found it so crowded that we had to

share a table with three others, and "aw-

fully slow in town this morning" was the

utterance of the lady to my right. “Yes,
frightfully,” said by vis-a-vis. Slow,
with all that moving animated crowd,

thought I, what next? Then the decora-

tions came in for adverse criticism, and.
just as I was wishing that I wore My.
Catterinole. and could inquire solicit-

ously, “How's your liver?”: (you will per-

ceive by this, that I have seen“The Pri-

vate Secretary") the first mentioned lady
said, “I'm -stone broke, and have mort-

gaged my allowance for the next two

months in order to come to town to see

the Fleet.” And then I understood, and

forgave.' For I, too, was nearly stone

broke. But that, as Kipling would say,

is quite another story, which J.mean to.

tell you more about another time. - Of
the decorations, I thought the Harbour

Board, Milne and~Choyce’s, and the South

British the most effective, and the Union
Bank of Australasia (a harmony of cho-

colate, yellow and green) the most artis-

tic. I went to the Mayoral Reception,
and, though the crush was great, enjoyed
it immensely. I do not think I ever saw

or talked to a more ingenuous lot of ,

young men than the American officers.

"Not a scrap spoiled,” was everyone's ver-

dict. And, with a few exceptions, they
speak as good English as we do. I love

a uniform of any kind, and simply revel-
led in the number of handsome ones worn

that afternoon by the diplomatic, naval,
military, and eivie oflii-iiils. Although
the Drill Shed (I beg the Mayoral par-

don, 1 mean the Military Hall) was

metamorphosed for the nonce into a

veritable Garden of Eden, the effect was

not nearly as imposing as it would have

been had we had a stately building spa-
cious enough for the carrying out of such
an important civic function. And no-

thing, I should think, eoiild have

brought hottie so forcibly to the citi-
zens of Auckland the crying necessity
of losing no time in the building of our

Bew Town Hall. ] felt all the more dis-

H»tistied because’ a few weeks ago a

friend who has been travelling through
the States of America since the St. Louis

Exhibition, had sent me a huge pile of

exquisite photographs of alt the princi-
pal public buildings in the largest Slates
—and 1 have fallen in love with the

Washington buildings. And 1 couldn't

help thiiiknig' that from a spectacular,
as well as from an economic point of view,
Mow much more impressive it would have
beenhad Mee Md*-a decently imposing
building in which to hold such an im-
portant function. We’say the fireworks
from our own house, which is splendidly
srlwatetl for seeing anything that goes
on in the harbour. Didn’t the ships
look weirdly beautiful at night? For

the life of me 1 coudln’t let that line

from “The Ancient Mariner” out of my
head: “A painted ship, upon a painted
sea.” I was invited to dine on one of

the boats, but could not go on account
of my throat, and aho on account of
another member of our family having a

sore throat too. So the Mayoral Recep-
tion practically ended Fleet Week for

me. I have been reading Ruskin’s “Joy
for Ever.’’ It is .specially interesting to

me, because it consists of lectures that

were delivered by Ruskin, at Manchester,
nearly half-a-century ago. and near

Manchester my people have lived since

before Charles the first’s time. Our

fortunes have always been bound up in

Manchester, and I am verv interested

in the art of Manchester, which possesses
its own school of art. Cousin Violet. I

am sure, would bp delighted with “A

Joy for Ever,” and I mean to pass it on

to her whenl have read it u second
time. Cousin Ethel is sr*great fover of

Ruskin. She sent me a little picture of

Ruskin's grave, which I value,very much.
I am reading “The Diva’s Rubies.” by
Marion Crawford. What a delightful
way he has of continuing the fortunes of

his characters, which causes one to take

an interest in them which is almost per-
sonal. Easily as 1 often guess the de-
nouement of a story. I confess I am a

little puzzled as to how this story is

going to end. But I am afraid that the

man who has the finest rubies wilt be.the
man who will win Cordova. And Cor
dova will think that she has married

Van Torp because, he. like herself, had a

passion for Wagner. But if Marion
Crawford (after reforming Lagotheti)
lets Van Torp marry Margaret Dorxne.
I’ll never forgive him. Will you? We

arp going to have a literary evening in

a fortnight, and are going to compare

Dickens’ with Thackeray. I am on the

side of Dickens’, though I know that

Thackeray’s was the greater intellect.

1 went to Miss Ainsley’s matinee this

afternoon. How she has changed. The

concert was an altogether delightful one.

But I do think Lidole’s “Abide with Me”

needs a voice of greater volume than

Miss Ainsley has at present. But she is

very charming, and is a singer w«• shall

all be very proud of some day. and in-

deed are now. With love to yourself
and all the cousins, I remain, your
loving Cousin HILDA.

HEADACHE AND MIGRIM. two

curses of modern civilised life, are in

ninety-nine eases' out. of a hundred closely

connected with functional disturbance of

the bowels. The simplest and best of nil
remedies for the latter troub’e is a wine-
Klassful of ‘’lll’NYAbl JANOS*' natural
aperient water taken before breakfast every
second or third morning.

Mellins IB
Food

UNTOUCHED BY HAND.

Prepared in a mpment —without cooking.
The ideal substitute for mother’s milk. ESSI

Mellin’s' Pood may lie given with safety
even to a new-lx>rn child. Nd starch—

no dried milk.

Mellin's Food may be obtained at allchemists, stent,
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