SKETCHES BY A NEW ZEALAND PILGRIM.

built to the glory of God “by a parishioner.”
Tt is built of the free stone found thereabout,
described by White, and capital building
stone it seems.

I took a photograph of the exterior, and
another of the artistically designed cottages
built by Lord Selborne for the people on the
estate. My friend, who is a brother of the
camera, went inside the ehurch to take the
interior, Finding he did not return in a
reasonable time, I went in after him, and
discovered him on his knees in one of the
pews, red in the face and muttering something

m low, but apparently earnest tones. At
first T thought he was at his orisons, and
was about to retire. As a matter of fact,
however, he was suffering from the usual
complaint of the hand-camerist—his plates
had jammed, and he was making frautic
efforts to get them right with the aid of a
changing bag that was too small. The exact
nature of the remarks he was making I did
not eateh, and forbore to enquire too closoly
about them.

Pleassnt was the ride along the * hollow
lane™ with sweet-scented masses of “travel-
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lors’ joy "' climbing high overthe tops of the
hedges and filling the air with fragranee.
Pleasant was it fo pass the fields of cluster-
ing hops now approaching wafurity, aml
pleasantor  still  to  omerge, at  length,
among the delightful shatehod coltnges of
Selborne itself.  Awsin White's time 1 still
congists of one straggling main street, and
mast of the cottages are preéty much as thoy
were when the good man used to stop al the
doors and chat with the occupants,

One or two new houses have been huili,
and these, unfortanateiy, are noi b all in

THE MAIN STREET, SELBORNE.

good taste or harmonious with their surround-
ings, but luckily they are few in namber.
We put up the howvse and trap ab the
principal hostelry, “The Queen’s Arma”
Tt is a decent little inn, bul not very okd-
fashioned in its style, and there was little
about it to remind one of White. We
hastened on, therefore, to the churchyard
which is hard by. In oue respeet, and one
only, White or my imagingtion had led me
astray. Somehow or other, T had fancied
the Plestor, the open space in front of the
churchyard, was quite a large village green



