
At the Seaside.

LIVING THE SIMPLE LIFE.

(By A VICTIM.)

"Yes, my dear,” remarked my spouse,
"this year we will live the simple life

in a small cottage by the seaside during

your holidays.” Having been married
20 years I naturally raised no objection,
though 1 have ever had my doubts re-

garding the beauty of a simple life.
Those doubts are now replaced by a

certainty; and if anyone asks my opinion
about a simple life my answer will be,
“Suited only to simple fools.” Behold

me one morning getting ready for the

enjoyment of simple life at the seaside.
This meant getting up at an unearthly
hour to catch a steamer that had to do

the same with a tide. On board were

many other poor deluded people in a

hurry to get away from the delight of

smooth pavements, nice verandahs, and

picturesque shop windows. When my
own stopping place was reached 1 took

the first pleasure hurriedly, in the shape
of an involuntarily dip into the briny.
“Those steps are rather slippery,” re-

marked a kind-hearted man, who helped
me out, but like the famous “pardon”
in the song, “it came too late.” Wet to

the waist, I walked about a mile to my
“cottage by the sea.” The wall-paper
could be honestly described as pictur-
esque, because it was composed of pic-
tures from weekly papers. There was a

tank outside, but as the tap would not
turn you literally had to “get on the

tank” when you wanted water. The
first delight of my simple life was wan-

dering in the scrub in a drizzling rain

io try and find some wood dry enough
to burn, so as to have a cup of tea.
Next followed the interesting work of
cutting poles to put up a tent. By the
time that work was accomplished, the

canvas of both fly and tent was wet

through. Then the stormy winds began
to blow, but, to ::iy credit be it said,
that tent stood 1 . :n. Wellington’s de-
sire for “night or Blucher” would never

have been uttered had he had the couch
on which I was supposed to rest that
night. The only thing to be done was

to get an axe and hammer a hole for
one hip-bone to sink into, but unfor-
tunately that would not soften the pil-
low. When the lights were out the
concert started. I thought Auckland’s
new organ was a powerful instrument,
but size for size, the mosquitoes in that
cottage came an easy first. They seemed
to be all fitted with giant trombones.
If it be true, as I have once read, that
only the- hen mosquito makes music, one

cannot help sympathising deeply with
the silent partner of the firm. Curses
bitter and deep did I utter that night
on the head of the whaler captain who
deliberately sent an old cask of water
full of mosquitoe > ashore in New Zea-
land, in order to punish the Maoris for
some offence. S, . his punishment be
ever to sit in Ila/-; surrounded by mos-

quitoes playing trombone solos. But,
stop! Even for such a crime that pun-
ishment would be too severe.

Day came at last, bright and sunny.
Now for the joys of a simple life. The
women folk of the party arose languidly,
and when they entered the room that
was kitchen, scullery, diningroom and

parlour, their faces looked as if an

epidemic of small-pox had broken out.

You see, those mosquitoes had been
waiting a year for another Christmas
dinner. Hence the jubilant trombone

performance when it was “lights out”
the night before. “Nice soft beds, my
dear,” I remarked. “I trust you re-

posed Comfortably?” In my courting
days I thought my wife had expressive
eyes, and she certainly did give me

such a "killing” glance that I attempted
no more pleasantries of that kind. By
the help of damp wood and plenty of

newspaper the kettle was made to boil
in about an hour and a-quarter—no gas-
ring in the simple life-—and after break-
fast we went on to the beach. Now wo

had i he delights of wandering round

bare-footed and paddling in the briny
ocean. But even that has drawbacks,
for the sun took notice of all flesh not

use.l to such exposure, and at night
a lot of whiting and water was re-

quired to cool the blistered neeks, faees,
arms, legs ami feet. We had many
other delights of a simple life # such ns

occasional visits from a Maori bug, who

courteously projected an odour to inti-
mate that he hid arrived. Then, by
way of divers: n, one kiddie trod on

the business ei I of a bee, and seemed
much consoled i r n being told that It

Was the bee and not the child who died

in such cases. There were other
pleasures to relieve the monotony, such

as blackberries and gorse about the cot-

tage, which had an enlivening effect
upon barefooted people. After a fort-

night of the simple life I seemed to un-

derstand fully the remark of a quiet-
looking settler. It was: “I often won-

der what fun you folks see in leaving
the comfort of a town when you have
only two weeks in the year to really
enjoy yourself.”

Auckland Through German
Eyes.

A BOOK BY DR. MAX HERZ.

CHARACTERISTICS OF THE CITY
AND PEOPLE.

Dr. Max Herz, who practiced his pro-
fession in Auckland for some time, has
set down his impressions in a book en-
titled ‘New Zealand: the Country and
People, published by Mr. T. Werner
kaui-ie. He was greatly impressed bythe beauty of the site on which Auck-
land has been built, but has a good deal
to say about the failure of the people
to make the best of their opportunities
in laying out the city, although he ob-
serves with reference to all the four chief
mties oPNew Zealand that though scarce-
ly fifty years old, they can yet stand com-
parison with European cities as far as

sanitary arrangements and water supply,
canalisation, lighting, medium of traffic,
fire brigades, etc., are concerned.” The
buildings, public and private, he is severe

upon. The Town Hall design is “hum-
drum and conventional, in the eternal
monotonous so-called Renaissance style;
the Art Society’s hall is a fearful con-

struction, something like a donkey’s face
in stone;” “the new General Post-Office,
like the Town Hall, is built in an unsuit-
able place and impossible style.” Of the
Art Gallery he remarks:

The Auckland Art Gallery is certainly
miles ahead of similar places in New Zea-
land—where soiled canvas hangs like
washing on a clothes line; it contains
some good English landscapes, and a fair
number of copies of old masters. A true
lover of art would like to see more of

the latter, for only by studying them can
local aspirants learn. But the absolute
failure of the New Zealand landscape
painter is very distressing. Such beautv
around him, and nobody able to do it
justice! The Maoris alone have found a

faithful portrayer in the young Auck-
lander Goldie, whose Maori heads sur-

prise one by the accurately detailed

treatment of the subject and the reality
of the colouring.” Of the Maori collec-
tion in our museum he has nothing but
praise. Speaking of the people he says:

“The people in the Auckland streets
are like those of the other cities, of
healthy, robust appearance; in service-

able, though not elegant clothes. The
boys are generally seen cap on head, pipe
in mouth, and hands in pockets. Every-
body seems to know everybody. They
greet each other with a familiar nod of
the head and never with any special rev-

erence. Tlj£ young girls here, perhaps
more than anywhere else, are, for my

taste, far too fond of a fluffy, flimsy style
of dress, waving ribbons and fluttering
laces; too much frippery and imitation
finery.”

“The Aucklander is filled' with the
spirit of citizenship. No other city has

had such gifts and bequests handed over

to her. Picture galleries, libraries, gor-

geous parks, and a magnificent organ

give evidence of the love of her children.
The Aucklander is hearty, amiable and

hospitable, and goes out of his way to

welcome the stranger. The constant
contact with the outside world, the fre-

quent visits of foreign men-o’-war —Ger-

man, American, French, Austrian, Ital-

ian, Russian and Japanese—have wid-

ened his horizon, cleared his head, and
freed his cerebral folds from the cob-
webs of prejudice and bias. To part
with Auckland will sadden the heart of

anybody who has ever resided there.”

Here is his description of the views

from Mount Eden and Cornwall Park: —

“ But most beautiful of all is the view

from Mount Eden or One-tree Hill. Who
over has once stool up there on a sunny
day, and let his eyes rove over the

scene, will never forget it. At his feet
are deep, grass-covered amphitheatres:
the old craters. Below, the broad undu-
lations of the land; green grass as far

as the eye can see; hedges of broom and
gorse and rows of dark pines and cy-

pressess. Low, grey, eyclopie walls of

lava stone divide the landscape into large
fields, where sheep and cattle graze.

Far away lies the city, with a faint haze
of smoke over it, and before it the green-
blue mirror of the Waitemata water.

Scattered among the fields are the sub-

urbs with their villas, houses and bunga-
lows enclosed by their flower gardens.
Then the eye wanders over the isthmus
towards Onehunga, dives into the Tas-

man Sea, and goes back over the mead-

ows over the half-hundred extinct vol-

cano eones, till it meets the wide ex-

panse of the Pacific, where the beauteous
outline of Rangitoto show’s on the hori-

zon. There is such breadth, such grand-
eur, and yet such delicate charm in this

landscape picture. Evening glows up in

gorgeous colours — crimson, yellow,
orange, violet. Quiet spreads over the

town; the city becomes empty—it is

night. Sombre and black the silhouettes

of the heights stand against the dark

blue starry sky. Slowly the moon rises

out of the sea and casts a glittering band

of light over the waters that ripple to-

wards the shores. And in this silvery
path a sailing boat crosses the view-—

a fishing yacht on the homeward voy-

age. Who will blame the Aucklanders
for being, proud of their city? Rudyard
Kipling read their souls when he said of

them:—■

“Last, loneliest, loveliest, exquisite, apart—
On us, on us, the unswerving season smiles.
Who wonder ’mid our ferns why men

depart
To seek the Happy Isles.”

The author has contrived to give a

large amount of information with re-

gard to the country and its most charac-
teristic features in a small compass. He

deals with the origin of the country,
according to Maori myths and in the

light of geology, with its position and

size, its flora and fauna, its climate, and

with the life, nature and arts of the

Maoris. In the section on New Zealand

as a constitutional State, the writer

gives an excellent resume of the history
of New Zealand from its discovery until

the present time. The third section

shows an enthusiastic appreciation of

the various phases of New Zealand scen-

ery. The whole subject is treated in a

masterly and interesting style, and the
author’s text is supported with over

eighty pictures and a large map.

‘WHY NOT’
IME NEW GOLF BALL

e
Price 32/- per doz.

THE FINEST BALL
EVER PRODUCED.

Uniform from centre
tooutside.Won-thack
or go outof shape.

Manufactured by
HENLEY’S TELEC.
WORKS CO. LTD.

Blomfleld Street,
London k.0., ENG.

Can bo obtainedfrom

MESSRS. SHARLAMD & CO., LIMITED,
LomeSt., Auckland. WellestonSt., Wellington.

R. WILKINSON
SIGN WRITER, PICTORIAL PAINTER,

AND ILLUMINATOR.

Calico Signs a Speciality. Cheap and Re-
liable Signs, Tickets, Show Cards,
and Posters'of Every Description.
Country and Toa h Work Promptly

Attended To.
Prices on Application.

GREAT NORTH-ROAD, GREY LYNN,

BRITOMART HOTEL

CORNER CUSTOMS AND COMMERCE
STREETS.

LEN ADAMS, Proprietor.

COUNTRY VISITORS WELCOMED.

MR. J. H. GREGORY.
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR,

(For many years with Mr. T. Cotter, City
Solicitor),

15 EMPIRE BUILDINGS (First Floor),
SWANSON-STREET, AUCKLAND.

Money to Lend on Approved Securities.
AUCKLAND.

THE WESTERN PARK

CASH PORK BUTCHERY, •
11, PONSONBY-RD.

HAM, BEEF. AND TONGUE DEALER,
Small Goods made on the Premises

A Trial Solicited.

C. E. TAYLOR,
Proprietor.

AUCKLAND DIOCESAN HIGH 1

SCHOOL.

Ctmiimaii! lION. E. MITCIIELSCIr.
Head Mistress: MISS PULLING, B.A«

(Loud.).

TUITION FEES from Three Guineas and

upwards, according to age.

Reopens : Feb. 15, 1912.

Boarders Return : Feb. 14, 1912.

There are at present Vacancies in all

departments, but these are limited. Appli-
cations will be dealt with during the holi-

days In the order in which they are

received.
Miss Pulling will next year receivers few

elder girls in her own house (Old Bishops-

court, Parnell), as Boarders. Fees (inclu-

sive), £9O.

Smoke the New HYGIENIC CIGARETTES.
Guaranteed Non-Injurious.

Manufactured only by

I*. LUDZKI AND CO.,
Tobacconists and Cigarette Manufacturers,

183, QUEEN STREET,
and 7, SHORTLAND STREET (opp. P.0.)
Cigarettes made by hand on the premises
sold by weight, Od. per ounce; 30. 25, 20 and
15 to the ounce. Boxes of 100, 2/6. Noth-

ing but the finest tobacco used. All orders
punctually executed.

MONEY TO LEND
On Mortgage of

FIRST-CLASS FREEHOLD SECURITIES

WILLIAM COLEMAN
Barrister, Solicitor and Notary Public.
101, QUEEN-STREET, AUCKLAND.

c. c. c.
THE CITY CATERING COMPANY prem-
iscs have recently been renovated and im-

proved. and, as before, Cleanliness, Comfort
and Good Meals are assured.

Breakfast, fid. Dinner and Tea Bd.

c. c. c.
J. W. MANSON, Proprietor. HIGH-ST.

Established 1887.] [Telephone 1727 r

J. MCLEOD
Licensed Sanitary Plumber,

G-asfitter and Drainer

CLEAVE AVENUE (off Cook-street),
Next Oddfellows’ Hall.

Charges Moderate. Estimates Given.

TUTORIAL POSJAL COLLEGE.

CORRESPONDENCE TUITION

Is Provided by T.P.C. for
CIVIL SERVICE (Junior and

Senior)
TEACHERS’ CERTIFICATES (D,

C, B, and A)
UNIVERSITY (Matric. and De-

gree) EXAMINATIONS.
Staff of 13 Tutors, with high degrees.

Fees for tuition moderate.
For full particulars, write for Prospectus

to the Principal,
M. C. W. IRVINE, M.A.,

Woodside Road. Auckland.

THOSE WHO EAT TO LIVE

AND THOSE WHO LIVE TO EAT

Will, alike, find Satisfaction in Goods

purchased from

G. E. SMERDON,
BAKER AND CONFECTIONER,

(Opposite Remuera-rd.) NEWMARKET.
’Phone 2541.

OXFORD VIIXA
5 O’Rorke St., AUCKLAND.
Phone 3300.

Private Board and Residence. First-class
• Accommodation from 25/.

Overlooking Albert Park. Three minutes
by tram to Post-offiee. Terms Moderate.

BENTLEY & ALEXANDER. »

THE FIRST SHOP

In Upper Symonds Street and East Street
was

THE FIRST BOOT SHOP
To begin business In Symonds Street, and

there you can obtain

FIRST-CLASS VALUE
For your money always

T. B. HEATH & SON.

SONOMA
ALFRED-BT. (Close to Albert Park).
This favourite Private Hotel ha. now

completed the Important addition.; 15
rooms have been added and fitted with all
modern requirements.

Permanents, Tourists, and Married
Couples may now obtain first-class accom*

modutiou at a Reasonable Tariff. Phone 725.
MRS. NAIRN, Proprietrwa.
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