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The South African Problem.
By the Rev. W. Curzon-Siggers, M.A

frafH|)HE Dutch inhabitants of South

Slpi) Africa have been moulded by
»JP various influences. Originally

emigrants from Holland, they
found themselves in contact with the
Hottentots of the Cape, whose nomadic life
and lazy habits did not conduce to their
being good fighters. Thus, the Dutch
settler found a foe unworthy of his steel,
and enslaved him. The sluggish Hottentot
re-acted on his master, and the first germof
that indolent life, so conspicuous in the
modern Boei*, took root. In due time a
wave of Hugenot emigration was followed
by various occupations of troops from
France and England. The effect was a
blendingof races— chieflyDutchand French.
This is seen in the family names at the
present day. The settlers went further
inland, and came in contact with native
races, from whom they learned no good,
and to whom they did no good. As an
issue of the Treaty of Paris, 1814, the Cape
passed to the British Crown, practically
bought for £6,000,000. The settlers were
not consulted,and passed,nolens volcns, to a

sovereignty whichdid not understand them
or their position.

A part of the Britishpolicy seems to have
been been copied from the old Romans, for
settlers wereencouraged to takeup land in
the neighbourhood of native races as a kind
of frontier guard. The effect on the Dutch
character was to make it cruel. Again,
their religion was that of a very narrow
Galvanism, which, influenced by contempt
for the native, added by force of environ-
ment as a new article of faith that the
nativeshave nosouls,and that the Almighty
has no interest in them, and that the Boers
are a chosen people of Jehovah. Trekking
becamea recognisedrule. Hence there grew
up a love of liberty, which degenerated into

antagonism for all restraint, and an in-
difference to, because an ignorance of,
institutions and civilizing customs. There
was no cohesive power for political and
social purposes, save the patriarchal mode
of government. Treks isolated the settlers,
because the geographical conditions of the
country— rivers and mountains and plateaus— madeof settlements communities beyond
much inter-communication. Thus, :i centri-
fugal force was ever at work to prevent,
any consolidation.

Now the original settlors had enjoyed a
freedom in the management of their own
affairs which was not long continued after
the British occupation. Colonial Governors
were occasionally high-handed. Attempts
havealways beenmade, and ended in failure,
to run South Africa from Downing Street,
and these in early days wereitnything but
palatable to the Dutch. The Missionary
wave, advancing with the force of European
opinion behind it, laid bare the inhuman
treatment of the blacks, or natives, and
proclaimed the equality of man— black and
white. British justice was administered
alike to whiteand black. Theemancipation
of the 39,000 slaves wasresolved upon, and
an inadequate compensation given to their
owners. It was not recognised by the
Home Government that the slavery of South
Africa had notall the abuses of that trade
in America,and the Dutch owners naturally
and rightly expected a more liberal treat-
ment than they received. With some
justice they complained that, as pioneers,
they had to keep the native** uuder,and hud
to have workers whom they held in v state
of tehnical slavery, but not of in-
human servitude. The complete abandon-
ment of the policy suggested by Sir
Benjamin Urban, and the vacillations of
the Home Government, tended to cause
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loss of confidence in British rule. Thus,
the Dutch farmers, Boers, became so
thoroughly dissatisfied that treks became
common.

One great trek was in 1836-7, to Natal,
the Orange Free State, and the Transvaal.
Nominally those who trekked to the Trans-
vaal were amenable to British law, but in
practice were left to themselves. Not so
those who went to Natal. After various
encounters and negotiations the question
was settled by the battle of Boomplatz, near
Bloemfontein, in 1848. This battle was
followed by the proclamation of British
sovereignty over the country between
the Orange River and the Vaal River—
the present Orange Free State. But the
Home Government, in the person of Lord
Grey, did not approve of what Sir Harry
Smith had done in this proclamation.
There had long been two parties at Home
on the subject of these treks; the one who
said the Empire was too large, the other
who said that these trekkers could not be
allowed to throw off their allegiance. The
former was in the ascendant at the British
victory of Boomplatz, and Lord Grey
announced that the British sovereignty over
the Orange Free State could not be main-
tained. These memorable words were not
lost on the Dutch.

The' trouble with those hardy moun-
taineers, the Basutos, the Highlanders of
South Africa, had tried the power of
England, and the Transvaal Boers took
advantage thereof to ask for the recognition
of their status. The result was the Sand
River Convention, signed in 1852, acknow-
ledging the independence of the Transvaal,
of which onenecessary condition, inter alia,
was that no slavery should be practised or
condoned. Of course, this condition has
neverbeen kept. After theTransvaal Boers
had got thoir independence, the Orange
Free State Boers, mindful of Lord Grey's
utterance, asked for their independence.
The Ba&uto trouble was not settled. The
Transvaal Boers joined their advocacy with
the Orange Free State Boers, and the
Orange Free State was granted that

independence which it has since maintained.
But the Basilto difficulty was left unsettled.
The Orange Free State Boers found
themselves with these warriors 'on their
bordei's who now had a treaty with
England. Thus, they were left as a thorn
in their side— played off byEngland against
them in a measure.

After an experience of six years, the
Orange Free State Boers found these
troublesome neighbours unprofitable, and so
they asked, in 1858, for re-union with. Cape
Colony. Sir George Grey was then
Governor of the Cape. The Home Govern-
ment consulted him on the whole South
African problem, and Sir George advised in
thesememorable words ascheme whichwould
have made a federated South Africa :" The
Constitution of New Zealand embodies the
model which 1should propose foradoption."
[Provincial Councils, under a central
Legislature, were then the New Zealand
rule.] " And th^at form of Government
could be easily altered so as tosuit in every
particular the circumstances of South
Africa."' ButSir George washalf acentury
inadvance of the English ideas, and he was
re-called. Priov to leaving he wrote: "I
fear the opportunity of forming such a
Federation has now gone for ever." in
1877., Lord Carnarvon secured the passage of
an enabling Act to federate such territories
in South Africa as .might, in five years,
be willing to federate. The time had past.
Sir Bartle Frere might have accomplished
the federation, for he was then Governor,
but, as usual, his views were too South
African— that is, too correct and right for
the Home Government— and, the victim of
circumstances, he was re-called. So three
Federatorshavebeenandgone,and the South
African Problem has led us into war at the
present'moment, witha Governor capable
of dealing with the question, who finds
himself hampered by a Cape Ministry, none
too loyal, and whom the proclamation of
martial law may send to the Shades by
the Tarpeian Rock. Let Sir Alfred Milner
be an Imperial Dictator

—
a second Lord

Crouier or Lord Kitchener —
with full
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powers for three years,and he would make
South Africa as loyal as Canada, and as
enthusiastically British as Australasia.

The Transvaal had its sovereignty recog-
nised in 1852, and its internal difficulties
began. At one time, two republics in a
republic, at another, fights between rival
presidents, always wars with natives, all
tended to the crisis of misgovernment,
bankruptcy, inhumane treatment of natives,
and native campaigns (in existence or in
prospect) with theexistenceof the Transvaal
in the balance, which culminated in the
annexation of the Transvaal in1877. The
annexation was quietly accomplished by Sir
Theopilus Shepstone, who,thereby,prevented
Cetewayo and his Zulus from slaughtering
every Boer in the land, and who ended the
Sekukuni Campaign which had been
barbarously carried on without even success.
The Transvaal at once leaped toprosperity,
and its bankrupt exchequer was filled. A
formal protest against annexation was made
by the President, who then retired to live in
comfort at the Cape. All went well till a
clerk, who afterwards became an editor of
great power,wasno longer treated in a way
to make it possible from his view to be a
loyal servant of the Crown. Then, too, the
presentPresident, Paul Kruger, did not get
the salai*y as a Government official, that in
his eye to business he wanted, nor did he
display that loyalty which any one but a
Boer, orBoer sympathiser,mightbe expected
to pay towards his Sovereign. In this
respect he is but the representative of other
Dutchmen in South Africa, who outwardly
profess a regard for the British Crown, and
secretly work for that never-to-come time
when the British will be driven into the sea,
It is this class that has made parts of South
Africa as honeycombed with mutineers in
posseas India wasat the timeof the Mutiny.
Herelies the seriousness of theSouth African
problem. It must be admitted that our
Statesmanship wasnotof thehighestorder in
our managementof the Transvaal,and there
is no doubt that the Boers accepted any
exaggeration of a small grievance as a
pretextfor claiming independence.

In the midst of a disaffection, conlincd to
a few, came the famous Midlothian Speeches
of My. Gladstone, which naturally led the
Boers to expect the restoration of their
independence on a demand which they
quickly made. But Mr.Gladstone, inotnoc,
found that he must follow the policy of his
predecessors, and therefore stated thnt the
pi'oclamation of the Quoon's supremacy had
given pledges to the nativepopulation in the
Transvaal which could not be broken. This
was quite true. Ho added :

"Looking into
the circumstances of the Transvaal and the
rest of South Africa, our own judgment is
that theQueen cannotbeadvised torelinquish
her sovereignty over tho Transvaal." This
position wasanimpregnable one. TheBoers,
however, weremindful of tho past history of
British vacillation,and proclaimed n Trium-
virate, slaughtered 157 men of the !Mth at
Bruuker's Spruit under circumstances that
were treacherous in the extreme, defeated
our small force of 1000 men operating in
detachments twice,and finally wonAmajuba
back from us because that ill-fated lienoml
Colley had taken no artillery up with him.
Had evenonly two guns been taken up, the
Boers would have retreated, burning all
homesteads in their course, and trekked to
the present Rhodesia, where they would, ere
now,have been swallowed up in si German
sphereof influence,and Rhodesia lost to us.
The event has shown that the Amajuba
defeat may turn out ablessing indisguise in
view of whit would have happened as above
depicted on reliable information.

In England there was the feeling that a
band of patriots (as to their character noone
troubled) were lighting for liberty whilst
European matters were not promising, and
thus we,inerror,became generousbefore wo
became masters. The Boors got their
country with a conviction that England was
thoroughly defeated. Hence tho presentBoer
confidence. The Convention of Pretoria was
signed in 1881, whereby independence was
granted to the Transvaal to manage its
internal affairs on conditions which have
never been kept, viz., equal civil rights to
the population and the recognition of the
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Queen's suzerainty. This latter condition
wasregarded as so distasteful to the Boers
that agitations against it speedily began to
take the practical form of pin-pricks. On
the WesternFrontier,the Goshen freebooters
arose; on the East, the young Boer party
entered Zululand, took part thereof, and
formed a New Republic, afterwards incor-
porated with the Transvaal. The end was
the celebrated Conventionof Londonin1884,
which settled theWesternboundaiyquestion,
and gave the right to the Transvaal to
designate itself the South African Republic.
The Boersnaturally argue that this, together
with the absence of any reference to the
suzerainty and their avowed object to getrid
of the suzerainty, support their contention
that the Transvaal is a SovereignState. The
Britishcontention isthat the1884 Convention
merely supplements the 1881Convention by
denningcertain undefinedpoints, and that it
in nomeasureabrogates thesuzerainty. This
question of suzerainty has now becomequite
asmall matter besides the larger one of the
Paramount Power of South Africa.

The Convention of 1884 was no .sooner
signed than its violation beganin the matter
of the encroachments on the Westernborder.
Sir Charles Warren wassent outand marched
tothe Transvaalborderwith4000 men. The
Boers were unprepared for Avar and gave
way. As yet the Boer exchequer was none
too full, the goldfieldshadnot disclosed their
wealth, there was no Johannesburg, no
forts, no ammunition, no millions spent in
making South Africa a disaffected country,
no latest equipments of warfare. Sir C.
Warren returned home. Then the Swazis
weresingled out by the Boers as apeople to
be swallowed up; again in defiance of old
arrangements. The closing of the drifts
again violated the Convention. The Jamieson
Raid, ill-timed and badly managed, met the
fate it therefore deserved, but only toconfirm
the Boer inhis belief in the inferiority of the
British and his own superiority. But this
raid only brought moreprominently forward
the seethingmass ofcorruptionintheinternal
.management of the Transvaal. Wehave there
aPresident enriohedby monopolies, aVolks-

vaad which neither represents themajority of
the population and the taxed,nor desires to
legislate equitably for the majority, a
magistracy without any sense of justice,
and always ready to side with Beer against
Briton, a police force that acts brutally,
even to murder, a soldiery which may
insult and maltreat any Uitlander without
fear of consequences, a judiciary that is
subservient to any resolution of the
Volksi^aad, a patois without words to
express ideas forced into compulsory use,
an illiterate and ignorant body of electors,
with 17th century ideas,misgoverning 19th
century progressivists— in short,Uitlanders
are in a worse position than the helots of
Ancient Greece. And, withal, the Trans-
vaal is hemmed in on every side byBritish
territory (or territory concerning which
Britain has the right of pre-emption), and,
thus, no nation can intervene to set right
the Uitlanders wrongs save ourselves. We
cannotallow, say, Americatoavenge Ameri-
can wrongs (e.g., the case which led to the
dismissal of Chief Justice Kotze,who would
not act unjustly in the matter of an
American citizen);or, say,France, who has
a grievance in the seizui'e of gold, and may
have another grievance at any time. As
we have been the Paramount Power in
South Africa, we must act as International
Police, and protect all from Transvaal
wrongs, or forfeit our Paramountcy, and
allow some other power to protect
Uitlanders. This latter we cannot do for
many Imperial and International reasons.
And, as we are not prepared to surrender
South Africa, we must compel the Boers
to govern on just lines. This matter
concei'ns our (New Zealand) existence. If
South Africa ceases to be British, then
the highway to India, Australia, and New
Zealand, passes to a Foreign Power, and
we become a prey of that, or some other
Power. The dismemberment of ourEmpire
follows any loss of Paramountcy in South
Africa. Itis maintenance of the integrity of
the Empire that is astake, and weand the
rest of the Empire,by sending contingents,
have recognisedit.
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HELEN OF TROY.
By Guy H. Scholefield.

111itsiraled hi/ Miss Moor

ifPjjHEY sat in the studio— and sitting
room combined— of "The Parthenon,''
in the comfortable glare of the lire

;ind a huge lamp that hung from the ceiling,
made doubly cosy by the sound of the
elements without. To their minds,also, there
was comfort in the very untidiness of the
.surroundings, books, stationery, and artists'
paraphernalia strewing the shelves and
sideboards in hopeless confusion.

They weresifting out titbits to theirliking
in the dailypapers and the latest magazines*
This was an artist tyro. Some of his
pictures, recognisable by all the baldness of
his initials, "F. L.," were frequently ex-
hibited on the walls of the Art Society;
others, inscribed "Pleo," were known only
to a narrow circle. The subjects weresenti-
mental, and to disclose his identity as the
painter of these would be far indeed from
the heart of a young colonial. That was an
author tyro, the perpetrator of tales and
sketches of pardonable quality and hopeful
promise. This and That were friends, the
sole inmates of "The Parthenon," a cottage
retreatwhich afforded immunity frommoles-
tation and the pleasure of "two's company."
The name wasemblazoned on the front door
—a sullen veto to the frivolous.* * * *

That (looking up suddenly from paper) :"
Isay, Fred."
This (heaving a deep sigh):" Say away."
That: " You know Ireckon I'm about

theonly litterateur in thisplace."
This (cynically): "Yes? There won't

probably be many on the Macquaries either."
That:"You areinclined to be decidedly

funny. Queer, though, isn't it ? And quite a
number of fellows at College gave 'evidence
of literary ability,' as they say."

This:"Oh!1don't know cither that it's
so funny. There is plenty of time yet.
Heaps of fellows do not develop anything

decided until theyare well on in life. Most
of the present,day authors

"

That: "Thai's true of course;but. then
I've been at it for some considerable time
now, you must remember."

This (unwilling to admit) : " Something
may turn up yet. 'There's whipsof cherries
at Kihikihi.' Surprises come from the most
unexpected quarters. But while we're on

the subject,Ibelieve I'm about the only
fellow daubing in real earnest within a few
miles of here."

That: v Not quite."
This (indignant) :v Who else is (.herer"
That: "Oh! J. don't care to mention

names. Don't know that Icould. Besides,
comparisons are odious. Kverybody has
been anartist inhis day. I've been known
to do it myself— long ago when I was
at school. Idrew a man and called him
lulus. The fellows said it wasvery prudent
of me to put the namebelow him."

(A pause).
This: "By the way, I .found rather a

pretty little yarn to-day in the Mail. Per-
haps it will interest you. It seems to be
original." (Reaches over to chiffonier).

That: "Perhaps. But 1 wouldn't suspect
you of reading a

'protty little yarn,' if you
saw one. Bar, of course, 'Painters of the
Renaissance.'

"

This (throws paper across table):"
It's

about the middle L think. J3y 'Pakeha.'"
(Settles down to Art Notes in the Triad).

That (turning overleaves ostentatiously) :
"Ah, here we are! 'Helen of Troy,' by'Pakeha.' Queer mixture to begin with.
Don't fancy Pakeha for aname at all. T(.o
bally common." (Commences to read aloud
with special accent).

This:
" Oh,shut up!I'veread italready."

(Both settle down. Silence for v few
minutes).

This (yawning); " Well, how dees it
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augur so far?"
That (petulantly): "ByJove!it'sadashed

good style,isn'tit? He seems to be abitof
a writer,all right."

This:" Struck me so at any rate."
That : "Doesn't it strike you that the

lieroine -isn't altogether a aw, well,per-
haps not either. Seemed to me that Ihad
seen something in reallife— "

(Settle down for a few minutes).
That (throwing paper on table) :

" We
agree this time,Fred; it is a deuced good
little yarn. At least it gave me a sort of a
feeling, so it must be a little above; the
average."

This :
" Then you felt

.lolly queeridea of mine
when Iread it. Ihad
the same feeling, at
least, I suppose it
would be the one,
since we live together.
A sort of familiar
feeling, eh?"

That (uneasily):
"Just that."

(A short pause).
This: "By the way,

[ heard it said at Te
Korero that Pakelia
was a local fellow.
That's what made me
think there might bei

some others abouthere.
You don't happen to
know another writer
fellow,Isuppose? "

That: "Not atall. Ihitnily think there
can be. Idon't think particularly much of
his style either." (Revulsion proceeds with
slight feelingof jealousy). "It's a wretchedly
booky style." (Snatches at paper). "Listen
here: 'Sunny auburn hair,blue eyes,perfect
mouth.' We'vehearditallbefore from Annie
Swan. Just like the heroine of any book."
" This (aside): "The old, old story. Poor
Jack! Just the same as when weused to
play for the school together."— (Aloud).—" And someonein real life too,Ithink. A
uhuraotiT Hl<e that must be drawn fromlife."

That: "Not necessarily. These booky
charactersare,generally,horribly overdrawn.
None of them have anyrealistic natureabout
them. Yon would understand if you knew
about these things. The Helen of it isreally
almost tooentirelygood for anygirl— almost
any girl, isn't it? My idea is to do some-
thing really real. The ideal is played out;
it's all a bally farce."

This :
"Perhaps so. But in art,youknow,

the ideal is everything. The real only takes
a secondary place when it is all washed up."
That : "Oh! excuse me Kred, forV interrupt-

ing yon,lint Ininst tell yon while |1 remeni-

her. You didirt go to the Exhibition to-
day. Well,you missedsomething."— (Liven-
ingup).— "By Jove!Itell you it wassome-
thing, too! Here— oh ! yes, this will do.
Here's the catalogue. I'm no sort of a
critic amongpictures, but there's a new one
on the south wall opposite the windows. No.
473, here it is."— (Hands catalogue toThis).— "Of course that isnothinglike theoriginal;
it's not so bad either, but, by Jove, it's a
stunner,1can tell you !"

This (surveys reproduction, makes a few
incoherent remarks, and shuffles feet un-
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easily): " Sui'ely,I've seen the original of
this. Have you?"

That: "Both."
This (slowly draws catalogue away and

throws it on table):"Both? This and the
original? 'J.G. Wonder who is theartist.
'J.G.'— Jack Gosset it would do for. Ha!
ha !"— (Laughsagainst his conscience).

That : " And it is! Congratulate me,
Fred."

This (pokes fire vehemently):" I'Vnm life.
'Sunny auburn hair,blue eyes, etc,' doesn't
thatPakeha thingsuit her to a T ?"— (Talks
incoherently).

That: "Her? Who?"
This :

" Ethel— the picture,Imean."
That(startled) :" What the— what, doyou

know of Ethel ? Who said, "

This: "Justabout asmuch as Pakehadoes
of Helen of Troy, perhaps more. Isn't thai
the feeling yon had ?"

That: "Hut you are not Pakeha. It's
100bad, Fred! By heaven ! it's too bad al-
together! You've played me a wretchedly
meantrick. Comparisons are odious."

This :
"

And Ireturn your sentiments.
You've played me a horribly mean trick. A
queer feeling, common to us both. I'd like
to tell you that

'
Helen of Troy ' is an

authorised edition, Jack. Perhaps it will
saveyou a deal of heartburning."

That:" Indeed, the very opposite. You
won't believe that No. 473 is not only
authorised, but 'by request.' "

This :
"Then she sat for you?"

That: "Three times."
This :

"Where ? Here,at theParthenon?"
That:"Here, before your easel, and you

mean to say you did not suspect it ?"
This:"WhenIwas out. 1can't forgive

you this,Jack. That's where all my colors
andmegilp went. We cannot, be friends any
longer."

That:"No,Fred, don't say that! There's
really no reason why they should not go
"long very well together,and us, too, for a
time."

This:"
Helen of Troy and Pakeha ? I

assure you they do, more than you would
wish to believe."

That:"No,1mean to say Helen of Troy
and No. 473. Wo'll do very well, too, Fred,
if we can stop speaking now."

This :
"Iwould rather not. it's no uso

stringing it on any further. It will only
make a greater split, and you could neverbe
the same afterwards."

That: "After what?"
This:"Oh! when it is ail over and you

are still plain .lack (iosset. Rather when
she's not Mrs (if.sset. You'll sell me fliis
picture then, won't you r"

That: There's ample time to make such
arrangments, my dear fellow. Perhaps you
will wish you'd never seen it some day."

This:
"Ihaven't seen ityet."

That: "And you never shall. Hut let's
shake hands for the present and have a cup
of cocoa. I'm cold."

This
' " And I'mhot— deuced hot."

That: " .Let me make thecocoa, thenr"
This :

"Oh!no,not atall ;there arcstill
a few little things Ican do for myself. And
then there willbe someone tolook after these
things when1 am tooold."

— (Laughs).
That: "Oh! leave that alone now. We'll

each make our own private arrangements.
If they clash— well,good night."- (Lights
a candle).— " I'm off to doss. You might
give my regards to lllthe.l. 1 don't think 1
shall see her again. Good night."

This (conciliatory): "There's whips of
cherries at Kihikihi,Jack, (iood night." -
(Door closes. Aside).— " Poor Jack, he's
notabad fellow after all. I was hoist with
my ownpetard properly. No man on earth
ever could make a face like that. 1 don't
believe he could do it again if he tried.
Wonder what he puts on it. 1 must have it
atany price. One never knows where sur-
prises arc coming from."* # * *

Thisand That are out. Another mate now
occupies the Parthenon withFred Lowe. No.
473 hangs over the studio mantlepicce, a
wedding present from Jack Goßset. This
and That mutually suspect that they
have mistaken their calling, but have
sworn never to dabble again in other men's
provinces.
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Australasian Federation.
By H. J. del Monte Mahon, B.A

TIRING- the last four years the most

JImil S^ed, *ne mos^ intellectual and
flMj) the most trusted public men in

Australia have been patiently, yet
persistently, striving to evolve a

scheme that would weld thecolonies into one
harmonious nation. Their labours havebeen
happily crowned by the production of a
constitution, containing all those liberal
enactments which characterise "that great
and glorious fabric, the best monument of
human wisdom— the British Constitution."
Moreover, the framers of the constitution,
alive to the vigour and vitality of popular
and democratic government throughout the
Australasian Colonies, have conceded to the
citizens of the embryo Commonwealth a
power andcontrol over their representatives
and destinies, greater and more potent than
hasbeen conceded by any other instrument
of government.

While conventions have been held, and
the public of Australia educated bythe lucid
exposition of her leaders of opinion, our
New Zealand statesmenhave looked on with
an apathetic indifference, and even at the
last hour, on the eve of the nations birth,

,despite the loudly voiced popular demand
for information, theyconfess their ignorance
and are reluctant to discuss this momentous
question. Theattitude of ourrepresentatives
inParliament showshow crudeis the political
thought,how narrow the mental vision, and
how clouded the foresight of politicians,
whose single idea of political wisdom is to
advocate the claims of their own particular
districts, regardless of the welfare of the
colony. Yet the occasional utterances of
our public men show that the advantages of
union with the Commonwealth are conceded
with respect to Judicature, Trade and
Defence.

Sir Robert Stout suggested, some time
ago, that a treaty might be made with the
Commonwealth, empowering New Zealand

to avail herself of the appellate jurisdiction
of the Federal High Court, and, therehy,
avoid the inordinate expense of appeals to
the Privy Council.

The Eight Hon. Mr. Seddon, the Hon.
.1. Gr. Wardandothers,think thediminution,
or almost complete extinction of our trade
with Australia, can be obviated by a
Reciprocity Treaty with the Commonwealth—

an idea that is ridiculed by the politicians
and commercial men in the Australian
colonies.

The Hon. Edmund Barton points out how
vain is any hope to secure reciprocity by
stating that

" Reciprocity between two
populations of which one would amount to
nearly four millions, and the other 800,000,
would be somewhat too unequal to be
described by that name. Equal trade
relations with all parts of the Federal
Commonwealth, are accompanied by
equality in various other matters, such, for
instance,as defence by sea and land. The
reciprocity, at which Mr. Seddon hints,
would have noneof these accompaniments,
and it is butnatural to expect that, on that
account, it would not be accepted without
hesitation by a Commonwealth of which
New Zealand was not a member." The
greater productivenessof New Zealand soil
enables the farmers to raise agricultural
produce at a much cheaper rate than in
Australia,and it is unreasonable to expect
that the Australian farmers will allow the
price of their produce to be lowered by the
unequal competition of New Zealand.

The view, too, that New Zealand should
unite with Australiainpropoundingascheme
of defence,has alsobeenfrequently expressed
of late inside and outside of the House of
Parliament. In a word, our statesmen
recognise many of the advantages that
Federation would confer ou New Zealand,
but think they can secure them without
undertakingany of its burdens.
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"In studying the history of the past,"
says Freeman," weare studying the history
of the future," and it is only by looking
before and after that we can conjecture how
New Zealand's position would be effected
by her inclusion in the Commonwealth.
To look back : history tells us that the
first impulse to modern commerce was given
by the formation of the Hanseatic League,
the constitution of which was signed, in
DUO, by the representatives of sixty cities,
and forty-four confederates, scattered in
different parts of the Baltic and North
Seas ; and its power waned unlter the
ravaging influence of the Thirty Years'
War (1618—1688) only to yield supremacy
in trade to the United Provinces. — a
confederation of a monarchy with several
aristocracies. Yet this confederation,
formed though it was of elements so
incongruous, long led the other nations in
commercial prosperity and enterprise. The
marvellous growth of the United States, as
a confederation, is too patent to need
comment. What power did the congeries
of states that constituted the German
Umpire wield, constantly at war with one
another,and stunting national development
by artificial Customs barriers ? Yet to-day
United Germany speaks with a voice that
reverberates among the nations of the world.
Hut, perhaps, Canada teaches us the most
instructive lessons. The nucleus of the
Dominion of Canada was formed in 1867
by the union of Quebec, Ontario, Nova
Scotia, and New Brunswick; in 1878 the
union was strengthened by the accession of
Manitoba, British Columbia, and Prince
Edward Island. Nova Scotia was at first
reluctant to join,but was fortunate enough
to possess in SirCharles Tupper a statesman
of consummate ability and clear foresight,
whose strong personality and fine intellect
so far overcame thepessimism and ignorance
of the opponents of union,as to secure the
inclusion of that State in the original
Commonwealth. Newfoundland curiously
remained isolated, and, while all the States
in the Dominion have advanced in wealth,
population and prosperity, and, while the
Dominion has produced statesmen who have

attained to world-wido eminence, New-
foundland has only succeeded inproducing
men notorious for their corruption and
shamelessness, while the misgovornment of
the colony has resulted in national
bankruptcy and political chaos. Its
colonists now seek to escape from (heir
burdens, and improve their sorry plight,
by selling their public works and, with
them, their power of self-government, toa
virtual dictator. These historic parallels
show how national development is fostered
by federation. Newfoundland standsout as
a striking example of the retribution that
may overtake a colony, whose shortsighted
policy blinds it to the advantages that union
would lavish upon it. And, while it does
not follow that Now Zealand, with her
immeasurably greater resources, would
suffer the same deplorable fate as Now-
fqundlaud if she decides to remain outside
the pale of the Commonwealth, yet the
conviction forces itself upon me, after a
careful study of the question, thai such
isolation on the part of New Zealand would
be disastrous to her political life, to the
development of her natural resources, and
to the evolution of the comprehensive'
scheme of defence, upon which her very
existence depends. It is. in this order that
Ipropose to deal with the cogent reasons
why New Zealand should become a State in
the new Commonwealth, before answering
the specious objections that have been
advanced against it.

It 18 notorous that in New Zealand many
of our ablest citizens decline to enter
political life— they prefer to practice their
professions, supervise thpir farms, control
their businesses, or, if they he men of
leisure,toseek convivial companions at their
clubs,or the quiet seclusion of their studies,
rather than become entangled in the petty
strifes and provincial bickerings, beyond
which our political life cannot rise. But to
ahigh-souled man the charm of controlling
the destinies of millions is irresistible; it
requires a more matured judgment,a more
delicate weighingof facts; it enlarges the
mental horizon,and generates ahigh order
of statesmanship, that only the discussion of
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great national questions can generate. In
Canada the inauguration of a national
scheme of defence, the discussionof treaties,
the establishment of communicationbetween
places thousands of miles apart, the develop-
ment of the vast resources of a vast and
varied territory— all questions of national
import that would be impossible in a petty
State— have produced statesmen of the
calibre of Sir John MacDonald,Mr. Howe,
Sir Charles Tupper, Hon. Edward Blake,
and Sir "Wilfrid Laurier, while theindividual
Australian Colonies have, until recently,
produced scarcely a statesman who will be
remembered by future generations for his
political wisdom. Isay recently, because
the Federal Conventions have proved that
there is latent in many of our public men

a high order of statesmanship that can only
be fostered by the discussion of questions
elevatedabove the plane of parish politics.
Had not the question of Australian unity,
and the framing of the FederalConstitution,
afforded them a field for the exercise of
their fine intellects and superior political
abilities,men like Parkes, Griffiths,Barton
and Turner would have languished in the
obscurity of provincial politics, and gone
to their graves unknown, unhofioured,and
unsung, whereas the Federal Enabling Bill
will be a perpetual monument to their
patriotism and genius. The scholarly and
statesmanlike debates that characterised the
proceedings of the various Conventions, at
which were assembled the chosen of the
colonies, give us some faint idea of the
greater wisdom and dignity that will
characterise the Federal Assembly. The
higher toneof the Federal Assembly will be
reflected in the Parliaments of the States,
and Federation will usher in a new era,

when national and local affairs will receive
that broad and scientific discussion they
atpresent so lamentably lack. The state-
ment that centralisation is fatal to efficiency
is disproved by the example of the United
States. That States, 3,000 miles remote
from Washington, are governedasefficiently
as the contiguous States, in spite of im-
perfect constitution— for under the cast-iron
Constitution of the United States, the

House of Eepresentatives has practically no
control over the Executive,and is powerless
to remove it,however inefficient,by a vote
of censure or no-confidence— is a sufficient
rejoinder to such an imaginary evil.

The commerce of a country is so inextric-
ably bound up with its natural resources
that these two themes cannot be separated
for discussion. New Zealand is endowed by
nature with a wealth of resources that must
makeherin the future agreatmanufacturing
as- well as pastoral and agricultural, country.
She has an equable climate, subject to no
extremes of heat or cold, of drought or flood,

vast undeveloped deposits of iron ore, as
well as the limestone and coal required for
its reduction, forests containinghundreds of
varieties of ornamental and serviceable
timber, seas teeming with fish, while her
coast is indented on all sides with harbours,
so that no centre of activity would be far
removed from the sea-board. Hernumerous
waterfalls -theHuka Fallsfor instance - the
never-failing and swift running rivers in all
parts of the Islands, will furnish, for the
future development of our industries, a
water-power that is denied to our kin across
the sea. Wecan only conjecture what will
be the expansion of our tradeif we join the
Commonwealth,but the precedentof Canada
affords us a striking index It has been
stated on reliable authority that during the
.first twenty years alter the formation of the
Dominion, Canada's foreign trade increased
54 per cent., and her internal trade 440 per
cent. It was also stated at the Chicago
Exhibition, so Mr. Larke tells us, by the
highest authority,onmechanical engineering,
that Canada had made greater industrial
progress during the last sixteen years than
any other nation represented there. We
can look forward to an even moreremarkable
industrial progress and expansion of trade in
Australasia. The population of Canada was
3,000,000 when her States were federated,
whereas thepopulation of Australasia is now
four and a half millions ; we have the
advantageof thirty years' advance in science
withitsattendant improvementsinmachinery
and the improved efficacy resulting from
division of labour. If those manufactures,
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for which New Zealand has natural advan-
tages, are to be developed, shemust look to
Australia for her largest market; if she
declines to join the Federation, similar
industries will progress in Australia— and
destroy her market— under the sheltering
mantle of "protection against the outside
world."

Our increasing trade with New South
Wales, since the inauguration of the free-
trade policy in that colony, is an indication
of how vast will be its expanse if the
tariffs are removed, and we have the whole
of Australia as a field for commercial
enterprise. In 1896 we exported to
Australia produce and goods to the value
of £1,287,001, and in1898 to the value of
£1,4.75,157, an increase of £188,156 in two
years. Our exports to New South Wales
during the same years increased from
.6641,175 to £910,416, an increase of
£2(59,241.. From these figures it is seen
that two-thirds of our Australian trade is
with New South "Wales, and that its
increase of late years has more than
compensated for the dimunitionof our trade
with the other Australian Colonies, where
protective duties are exacted. The value
of ourimports from Australia in 189(5 was
£l-,090,374, and in 1898 £1,158,865; our
imports from New South Wales during the
same years amounted to £562,065 and
£611,804, respectively. Most of our expoits
consisted of natural products - butter,
cheese, fish, potatoes, grain, timber, and
gold;while ourre-exports— /a,theexportof
goodspreviouslyimported from England and
elsewhere - formed hut an inconsiderable
proportion. On the other hand, most of
our imports from Australia during these
years were re-exports— books, bicycles,
drapery and soft goods, iron and ironware,
tea, tobacco, etc. It will be urged that the
local Government would lose the Customs
duties on these goods; but New Zealand
would be credited with the amount of
Customs duties chargeable on these goods
by Clause 93 (i) Chap. iv. of the Bill,
which enacts that "The duties of Customs,
chargeable on goods imported into a State,
and afterwards passing into another State

for consumption, shall be taken to have been
collected, not in the former, but in the
latter State." It is also worthy of note
that in 1898 we exported to Australia
machinery to the value of £24,741, of which
about £8,500 worth, overone third, wan
manufactured in the colony—

a good indica-
tion thatNew Zealand can,evennow,hold her
own in the engineering trade. A remarkable
increase in the timber exports is obsorvablo
during the same period. Tho value of
timber exported to Australia in 1890 was
£98,217, and in 189S £117,892, while the
timber imported during the same yearn
amounted to only £34,097 and £00,991,
respectively; a decided balance in favour of
New Zealand. The duty on New Zealand
timber varies from Is. Od. to 3s. per 100ft.,
the removal,of which tariffs must inevitably
increase the demand for Now Zealand
timber, and cause a corresponding demand
for labour in the colony. A similar increase
is evident in the exports of butter, cheese,
and potatoes, burdened as they aro with
tariffs of 2d. and 3d. per pound on butter,
3d. and 4d. on cheese, and £1 per ton
on potatoes. If New Zealand remains
isolated, New South Wales, in addition to
the other colonies, will put a tariff on our
produce, and a considerable contraction of
our trade must follow, while an increased
stimulus would be given to production in
the Australian Colonies; for, be it re-
membered, Australia can raise the produce
that New Zealand now exports to her.
New Zealand produces larger quantities of
oats than any Australian Colony, her yield
for the season 1895-90 being 12,203,54(5
bushels, Victoria coming next with
2,880,045 bushels. The removal of tariffs,
Bd. perbushel in Queensland, 2s.per 1001b.
in South Australia, and 3s. per 1001b. in
Victoria, would cause a great expansion
in thisdepartment of ourgrain trade. The
value of potatoes exported shows an ex-
traordinary increase sinceNew South Wales
adopted the freetrade policy, expanding
from £8,268 in 1890, to £137,410 in 1898.
If New Zealand remains outside the Union
there will be increased potato cultivation
in Tasmania,andNew Zealand will lose her
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market. "We exportedmaize last year to the
valueof£12,4-76, chiefly toFew SouthWales.

The total value of New Zealand's exports
last year was £10,517,955, of which
£1,475,517 went to Australia, and
£910,416 to New South Wales-that is,
Australia takes about 14 per cent, of our
produce, New South Wales taking 10
per cent., and the other colonies, where
protectionist tariffs are levied, only 4 per
cent, between them. The removal of the
Customs barriers must result in a vast
expansionof Australian trade, and promote
that closer settlement of our islands by
small farmers, upon which, political men
of all shades of opinions agree, that the
future of our colony depends. Nor is it
likely that our trade with England Avill
perennially increase. Tire progress of
settlement in Africa must result in the
production of vast supplies of wool and
frozen meat. The Argentine is producing
increased supplies of the same commodities.
These countries are thousands of miles
nearer England, and the smaller freight will
enable them to undersell New Zealand in
the Home market. With a diminished
English market, and the loss of Australian
trade, New Zealand's would be a sorry
plight.

Our isolation, too, might mean the loss
of fast increasing island trade. Tt is
provided in the Federal Bill, Clause 51
(xxx.), that the Federal Parliament shall
have power to make laws" with respect to
the relations of the Commonwealth with the
islands of the Pacific." The greater
trading advantages, and increased security
in the way of defence, which the Common-
wealth could grant the Pacific Islands,
might cause them to become integral parts
of the Federation, and New Zealand, with
another door closed to her trade, would find
her isolation doubly emphasised.
Ihave heard someof our labour leaders

denounce in vehement language the project
to federate with Australia, asserting that
those industries started and developed under"peculiar circumstances,"— i.e.,protectionist
tariff— would be doomed to certain ruin if
we federated with Australia. Let us see

how groundless are their fears. Ifind inthe
year book for 1899, that there are 27,389
people engaged in industrial pursuits; of
these, 19,640arenot likely tobe affected by
the removal of the tariff, since they are
engaged in industries connected with those
products which have anEnglish market, and
those which from their very naturemust be
local; these industries include meat freezing,
fish-curing, bacon-curing, grain mills, biscuit
factories, breweries, malt houses, {crated
water factories, sash and door factories,
printing establishments, and woollen mills.
Thenumber of those which will,possibly, be
affectedby theremovalof the tariff,includes :

Some few of the above industries might
perish in competition with Australia, but
industries in the past have been gradually
eliminated without appreciably affecting the
welfare of thepeople. Takethe flaxindustry
for instance;3,204 hands wereemployed in
flax-mills in1891, but thenumber shrunk to
647in 1896.

The expansion of agriculture and the
consequentexpansionof trade, together with
the advance of New Zealand's natural
industries,wouldcreate a demand for labour
that would absorb the workers thrown out
of employment by the collapse of industries,
for which Australia is by nature better
adapted.

The 581 agricultural implement makers
produced goods to the value of £102,054 in
1895, while last year the valueof implements
imported,chiefly fromEngland and America,
was £77,000 ; thus mostof the agricultural
implements usedare of local manufacture ;
and evenassuming that this industry should
advance in some Australian State,Isee no
reason why New Zealand should nothold its
own against it.
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Fruitpreserving and jam factories ... 193
Colonialwine ... ... ... 53
Sheep dip factories... ... ... 29
Sugar boiling and confectionery ... 69
Soapandcandle ... ... ... 190
Agricultural implements ... ... 581
Match factories ... ... ... 121
Furniture... ... ... .., 490
Saddlery ... ... ... ... 260
Clothing,boots and shoes ... ... 4407
Waterproof factories ... ... 1344
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Saddlery to the value of £63,735 was
manufactured in New Zealand in 1895,
whereas the imports last year amounted to
£22,705, of which overninetypercent, came
fromEngland, Germany and America. To
assume that under free trade conditions
Australia,after paying freight, could under-
sell locally made saddles, is to despise the
industrial abilities of our people.
Ifind, moreover, on enquiry that the rate

of wagesin the boot trade, as indeed in most
other trades, tends to anequality throughout
the colonies, and while the free trade policy
has resulted ina dimunition of wages in the
clothing and waterproof factories in New
South Wales, the imposition of a tariff by
the FederalGovernment,and the consequent
increase of wages in New South Wales,
would give the manufacturers in that colony
littleadvantage over those inNew Zealand.

The value of furniture manufactured in
New Zealand in1805, amounted to £85,827,
and last year £46,210 worth was imported;
thus a large proportionof the furniture used
in the colony is of local manufacture.
New Zealand has such a variety of orna-
mental timbers that she ought to produce
more furniture than the other colonies, but
the exportof furniture by reasonof itsbulk
entails such heavy charges in freight that
mostof the furniture used in thecolonies is
locally manufactured. Of the furniture
imported last year, £15,000 worth consisted
of kapok and " uuenumerated goods," andof
the residue but an inconsiderable proportion
came from Australia. It is ridiculous to
state that the shoddy manufactured by
Chinese and Japanese in Queensland will
displace the substantial furniture made out
of New Zealand woods.

Thus only a small proportion of fclto.se
engaged in industrial pursuits are likely to
bedisadvantageous^affected bytheproposed
intercolonial freetrade, while the proportion
of the total number of breadwinners (249,545
in 1896) likely to be so affected, is incon-
siderable. On the other hand, our 90,546
primary producers, our 42,166 colonists
engaged in trade and commerce, and our
15,857 professional men will reap benefits
from Federation, that willraise the standard

of comfort in the colony to a level hitherto
undreamtof,

New Zealand's insular position renders
an efficient naval force essential to her
security in time of war, and, while there is
much truth in Major-General Edwards'
contention that " local defence will not
suffice for the needs of a commercial
country," and that "the real defence of the
Australian Colonies and their trade will he
secured by the existence of fleets, thousands
of miles from their shores," yet wo cannot
shut our eyes to the fact that Russia and
France and (iermany maintain considerable
navies in theEastern seas,and that China and
Japan have recently placed contracts with
European linns for the construction of
battleships, cruisers, and torpedo boats of
the n.ost modern type; thus, in the near
future, both these powers will possessnavios
that will probably change the aspect of the
Eastern question. The increased naval
expenditure of the European Powers
renders necessary a corresponding ex-
penditure by England, and, while the
protection of her food supplies compels the
maintenance of navies in Australian and
American waters, yet the efficiency of the
Australian Squadron has only recently been
questioned, and it is never likely to be
increased to such a strength as will defy
any probable combinations of the Foreign
Fleets in the East. Thus, the building of a
navy, to be controlled by .Australasia, and
for the protection of Australasian shores,
is a work that will have to be faced in the
near future, and no State would benefit
more than New Zealand by the existence
of such a protection. Moreover, New
Zealand's strategicposition, as " koy of the
Pacific," would make her the object of
attack by a hostile power, while her many
excellent harbours, and her coal supplies,
peculiarly fit her as a base of concentration
for an attack on the Australian Continent.
Should a naval attack on Australia be
planned at any time, New Zealand's
isolation would jeopardiseher ownexistence
and menace the security of Australia.

Many assert that the 1200 inilea of eea
that separate New Zealand from Australia
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constitute an obstacle to New Zealand's
joining the Commonwealth. Such an argu-
mentmight have had some force ahundred
years ago, but is puerile in an age when
science is daily annihilating space, and
bringing the colonies closer to one another.
The Federal Billprovides that the Capital is
to be not less than 100miles from Sydney;
thus New Zealand representatives could
reach the seatof government in about four
days. Tasmanians are not so much better
off, since the journey from Tasmania to
Sydney occupies about two and a-half days,
while, under the most favourable circum-
stances, the Westralian members could not
accomplish their journey in less than six
days. The New Zealand members would bo
no more removed from the control and
criticism of their constituents than members
from North Queensland and other remote
partsof the continent ; while the diffusion
of newsby cable,reports of debates and the
publication of Hansard, would give the
people as much information about their
doings as similar reports of the proceedings
of Parliament in the individual colonies.
It has also been asserted that New

Zealand should beware of becoming a
member of the Commonwealth because
complications are sure to rise with coloured
population, by whose labours alone the
tropicalpartsof Australia can be developed.
The antipathy shown to coloured labour in
New South Wales and the southern
colonies of Australia, the overwhelming
majority in favour of Federation inNorth
Queensland, the resolutions recently passed
by a public meeting in Brisbane for a" white Queensland," and the assertion of
Sir John Forrest that the Commonweath
can more effectively exclude undesirable
aliens than Westralia or any individual
State, are all indications of the unanimity
with which United Australia will prevent
the possibility of a coloured difficulty
similar to that which perplexes the United
States.

Many who look uponImperial Federation
as a "consummation devoutly to be wished,"
reject with derisive scorn the mere sug-

gestion of Australia coming into fiscal
conflict with the Mother Country. The
remark has been made by someone that
England lost her colonies in the pastbecause
she insisted upon taxing them; she might
lose others in the future because they insist
npon taxing Tier. The growth of industries
in Australia similar to those England, and
the onward-flowing tide of State Socialism,
which has for its avowed object the
maintenance of ahigher standardof comfort
among the workers than obtains in the Old
Country, will be barriers to
such a union.

Freetrade with England, which Imperial
Federation implies, would meanthe degrada-
tion of Australian artizans to thelevel of
the English white slaves, and would be
resisted by the industrial masses of Aus-
tralasia, even at the point of the sword.
Australia will be, in the future, one of a
number of English-speaking States bound
to England by a permanent alliance, but
otherwise perfectlyindependent rather than
a unit in that world-wide composite State
which Imperial Federation pre-supposes;
and, in such a case, Australia would be
New Zealand's natural ally, both from a
commercial and a defensivepoint of view.

Theadvantages that New Zealand is likely
to gain by joining the Federation consider-
ably outweigh the few disadvantages she
may suffer. She will gain innational life,
in commercial importance, inimmunity from
foreignaggression,while her superiorclimate
and resources are sufficient guarantees that
she will be able tocompete successfully with
Australia in the sphere of manufacturers.
New Zealanders have their destiny in their
own hands; they will have to decide shortly
whether they are to remain isolated and
alone, or to seek their natural ally, and
dissipate the few remaining clouds that
obscure the dawn of that auspicious day
when "Australia girt by her oceans, with
Tasmania and New Zealand for associates,
will form a natural federation apart, a
federation quite capable of living for itself,
and of having, in the future, a distinct
nationality, and perhaps a great history."
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LITERARY NOTES
By J. Hiqht, M.A

\?pW7HE successful formation of the New
(cji'H'i, Zealand Literary and Historical
j[l \J% Association has attracted consider-

able attention to the development
of New Zealand literature. Too

frequently we 'Hud anything savouring of
honest colonial effort neglected or derided.
We spend enormous sums, for instance, on

theeducation of our youth, and then open
most of the best positions in the professions
only to foreigners or candidates from the
Old Country, forcing the children ofour own

soil to seek employment away from kith and
kin. And inliteraturewe are too fondofpooh
poohing the idea that a New Zealander can
ever write auything worthserious attention.
Yet, at the present time, we find a band of
New Zealand writers producing at Home
work that the English public, at least, finds
extremely palatable. There are the novelists
Farjeon, Marriott Watson, Hume, Yogel,
Victor Waite, Mrs. Baker (alien) ; the
political essayist, Miss .Icssie Watson; St.
Glair Tisdall, now a recognised oriental
authority, and the Hon. W. P. Reeves,
political economist and historian, not to
mention many others like Heinrich Von
Haast and ill.D.Hobcn, who are doinggood
literary work in the highways of British
journalism. The poetry of Miss Colborne-
\eel tinds generous recognition at Home,
and no doubtour latestpoet, Arthur Adams,
whose recent publication will be reviewed
nuxt month, will eventually set his face
Jjondonwards.
I read recently in a Wellington journal

the' report of an interview with Professor
McKenzie, of Victoria University College;
the subject was the possibilities of New
Zealand literature. The Professor's views
echo the opinions of many, and yet are so
fraught with misconception that at a mere
touch from the finger of unprejudiced
investigation, they crumble into dost.
Literature,says the Professor, is essentially
a late development in the life of a nation,

and lie cites Greece and Home as examples.
These instances are the stock-in-trade of the
one-idea'd pessimist; but what short-sighted
vision it is that cannot seehow almostevery
circumstance affecting the rate of the ovohi-
tion of literature, has completely changed
since antiquity, and that with an advanced
civilisation,with our education and journal-
ism,both of which the Professor admits to
be unrivalledby those of old worldcountries,
a literaturemay spring up even in the child-
hood of a colony settled by men and women
not just emerging from savagery, be it
remembered, but moulded and refined by
centuries of culture, and nourished upon the
finestandmost invigoratingbodyof litorature
the world has ever seen. We cannot be
compared even with America, so vastly has
the atmosphere in which literaturo lives and
moves and has its being, changed since a
time so recent as the middle of last century.
There are few who will deny that Australia
is fast developing a distinctive and national
literature— whatever their opinion of its tone
may be— and she has travelled the roud of
history but a few miles, farther than New
Zealand, finding fewersurprising advonfcuros
by the way, and receiving infinitely less
inspiration from nature.

When our carping friends say, too, that
we must rely for ages to come— ages, mark
you— upon the traditions and the heritage of
the old land, thereby implying there is uo
local foundation upon which to build up a
colonial literature, their assertions are based
on ignorance of what the essenceof literature
is. Surely it is the presentation of life, life
either past, or present, or ideal. Wherever
there is a human heart, a human soul, there
must be subject enough to build up a whole
world of time-defying literature. Life \H
life, wherever lived

— delighted inor suffered—
and whenever, as in New Zealand of our

time, in the midst of every facility for
education and culture, it must soon bo
reproduced inenduring literary form. And
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we have a past, too, one more fitted for
literary treatment than that of older and
more renowned nations; for it is a past
bodied forthpurely of the imagination. Our
Maori legends should stimulate the literary
fancy as no prosaic records of an historic
past can do; they are full of suggestion, and
the imagination once kindled by them can
flame forth untouched by the chilling blast
of matter-of-fact criticism.

Other assertions as ridiculous as thoseI
have mentioned, are madeby the Professor.
Aleisuredclass isnecessaryfor theproduction
of literature; granted, sirs;but is not the
air overchargedwith thecry that we colonials
are far too leism'ed a people? No literature
can arise until thereis a demand for it; once
more the truth of the statement isundeniable— though a continued and persevering pro-
duction often engenders a demand— but the
application is erroneous. It is a matter of
common knowledge that,withus, the demand
for literature is not far, ifanythingshort of
that of any country. Ithas been proved,I
believe,that weAustralasians readmore than
any other peopleonGod's earth. Had there
not" been an effective demand for colonial
work,suchanexperiencedand astutepublisher
as Mr. T. Fisher Unwin would never have
established his Over Seas Library, and
advertised in our leading papers for good
colonial stories. What is it that supports
Macmillan's Colonial Library and a dozen
oollections of the same ilk, if itis not the
colonial real demand for sound, healthy
literature?

Two statements, made in this interview
regardinggeneralliterary work,show plainly
how much reliance can be placed upon the
arguments of those who see no hope for a
New Zealand literature. ProfessorMcKenzie
isrepresented as saying, that any one wishing
to write successfully must have a thorough
knowledge of his mother tongue,

" ivhich
■implies a thorough knowledge of Greek and
Latin" The statement.Ihave italicised, is
very remarkable indeed when we remember
how little, say Shakspere in poetry, or
Dickens in prose, knew of either Greek or
Latin. We are advised to leave authors

alone till their fame be assured, and then
study them ; assume this advice followed by
everybody, andyou flatly deny to recognise
the right of any modern writer to be lead.
Thisis conservatismturnedrankand mouldy.
In becoming naturalised and nationalised

inNew Zealand, literature will derive great
help from its sister arts. Improved means
of communication will kill local jealousies,
and foster the national spirit. In this good
woi'k, too, nothing will help so much as a
good colonial Magazine, and this is one
powerful reason why The New Zealand
Illustrated Magazine should receive the
support of everyone who has the welfare of
the colony at heart. Thatnationalspirit, of
course, will have something distinctive; it
will be redolent of the soil. We shall not
take ourplace amongst the nations,toborrow
from Emerson,mortgaged to the oldopinions
and usages of Europe, Asia and Egypt.
We should be independent, yet preserving
intact a saving reverence for everything
nobleand great. And how can webecome
irrevocably irreverent when we have all the
majesty of Nature, ever keeping watch and
ward over our souls in these our precious
isles " set in the silver sea?

"
It is for you,

New Zealanders, to make them the envy of
other lands inthings intellectualand spiritual
as theyare in things temporal;andespecially
for you, men and women of our bush and
paddocked country sides, you whose ears are
evercharmed bynature's choicest music, the
mighty rush of the terrific nor'-wester over
the Southern plains, or the soft breathing
airs from Northern caves and islets, whose
nostrilsbreathe the breathof life as it comes,
fresh and sweet, across the flax and fern and
tussock and the pure snow-mantledhills; for
when the first chosen one of the gods is
revealed to us, be he poet or prose-writer,
dreamy idealist or scathing satirist, he will
surely stand forth one of you who are the
priests of Nature— though haply you know
it not— preserving the oue sane point from
which to view all things, and everpulsating
with those primal feelings that changing
with varying times and scenes, are still the
same in essence.
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"VENGEANCE."
By Henry Dean Bamkohd.

Wmfrcitn! hi/ If. P. Set?,/

IHHMMffI

i^JF&gIFE knows no higher joy than that
wr\) °^ ie mvent°r> wno realises his

dreamafter many years of toil and
disappointment.

RobertHillhad beena young'man of much
promise. At school he swept everything
beforehim, and when heproceeded thence to
the University all predicted a brilliant
future for him. For two years it seemed as
though these predictions would be fulfilled,
when suddenly Hill developed into that
strangest of all creatures— the crank. Pos-
sessed of true mechanical and scientific
genius, he conceived the idea of a great,
though seemingly impossible invention, and
for five yearsdevotedhimself, body and soul,
to the realisation of his idea.

No pencanadequately describehis labours
during that period. Baffled againand again
when success seemed certain, he had been
compelled to retrace his steps and to explore
a thousand unexpected by-ways in order to
surmount some stubborn obstacle that con-
fronted him. The idea of his invention
gradually became part and parcel ofhis life,
and dominated his entire being. It washis
ideal,his verygod,and on it he lavished the
whole wealth of his intellect, imagination
and soul.

And now,at last,success wascertain. He
was about to change from the "crank

"
to

the "
manofgenius," that is,to the successful

crank. Then suddenlyoutragednaturegave
way,and for months he hoveredbetween life
and death, babbling incoherently of his
invention,and fighting again inimagination
the all butinsuperabledifficulties over which
hehad triumphed.

When, at length,his delirium slipped from
him, he was but a shattered wreck of his
former self. The keen, stubborn, inspired
intellect that had confronted and overthrown
somany difficulties, was weak and uncertain ;
his body, neglected during yearafter year of
isolation and unnoticed toil, was a poor
wreck— fit tenementfor a shattered intellect.
The doctors held out no hope of recovery.
Human brainand body had been tooseverely
taxed, and nothing could be done save to
watch life slowly ebb away.

One day, a year after his collapse, Hill
happened to pick up a- newspapercontaining
anaccount ofa marvellous invention,destined
to revolutionise the history of science,and a
eulogy of agreat scientist, George Logan hv
name, who had perfected this wonder after
unheard-of application and labour. For a
whilehe read on without interest, but,as ho
read, a glimmer of recollection dawned upon
his mind. Suddenly his head swam, for he
realised in a flash that it was his own
invention of which he was raiding.
Steadying himself, he continued, anil byc-
and-by his poor tottering wits realised the
truth. Whilehehad been lying, fighting for
his miserable remnantof life, the achievement
of yearafter year of colossal labour had been
pilfered fromhim,and the fame he had justly
earned stolen by another. His only college
friend

—
the man to whom he had partly

confided his daring thoughts— the only one
who had not joined the crowd of pitying
sneerers— had robbed him of his secret and
his reward. As he realised all tliis

—
the

treachery and diabolical meanness of it
—

his
old keenness of intellect flashedback tohim,



and he was no longer the half-witted
moribund

From that day he rallied and grew visibly
stronger. Yetin thatmomentallhis former
greatness and loftiness were turned to a
fierce,over-mastering lust for revenge. With
passionate intensity he strove to live thathe
might wreak venge-
ance upon the robber
of his hopes. And
it seemed as though
the veryintensity of
his longing revived
the waning spark of
life. He went forth
into the worldagain,
a frail wreck,indeed,
yet living by reason
of his madpassion

And so helivedfor
ayear— how,noman
knows. In the fierce
writhing depths of
London poverty he
existed, hoarding
with frantic care the
tiny store of wealth
yet left tohim,living
almost entirely on
stimulants without
which life couldnot
have been kept in
that living corpse,
his body. Children
as they passed him
shuddered, some-
times whimpered.He
was,indeed,astrange
fearsome creature
Beneath anoble fore-
head, formerly the
throne of gorgeous,
yet tempered imagi-
nations, and the poetic longing of the
true genius and inventor, flashed out two
coal black eyes, gleaming with unnatural
ferocity and cunning, and rendered doubly
startlingby the deadly whiteness of his skin.
A grizzled,unkempt beard,abent,emaciated
frame, and that undefinable, vague, unmis-

takeable impression of insanity, allserved to
render himmore terrible and weird-looking.

He was waiting for his revenge— ever in
fear that it would not come, hoping almost
againsthope that he might live till it was
accomplished. The robber had gone to
America, and Hill, with an almost frenzied

interest, read of the applause accorded him
by the scientists of that country, and of the
ever-increasing fame of the great invention.

Oneday hereadthat the manwasreturning
to England, and the shock of exultation
almost quenched the flickeringspark of life.
Solemnly he prayed to God, with all the

HE GRirS FIERCELY AT LOGAN'S THROAT,

22 THE NEW ZEALAND ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE



force and intensity of his being, that he
might live long"enough to meet Logan face
to face.

Thesuspenseof waiting wasawful. Again
and again he fancied that death was upon
him. Again andagain somepowerful stimu-
lant revived and kept alive the vital spirit.

At length the day came when Logan was
toarrive from America. Hours before the
vessel was due Hill was on the quay waiting.
So weak was he that he could scarce stand
without support. As the vessel drew along-
side the usual crowd collected, and the poor
madman was jostled on every side. He
could scarce forbear toscream. Apoliceman
looked curiously at him, and, by a super-
human effort, he regained his composure.

At any cost he must not give way now.
Mechanically he counts the pleats in the capo
of a woman in front of him. Then his eye
catches sightof Logan standing on the deck
of the steamer collecting his rugs and
baggage preparatory to coming ashore. At
the sight of his enemy Hill becomes on the
instant calm and purposeful. He has had
twelve long months in which to form his
plans, and he has madecertain. The sight
of his enemy steadies him.

With perfpet clearness he takes in what is
going on around him. He sees the hawser
made fast to a pile, and the vessel slowly
draw alongside as the strain on the rope
increases. He hears the rattleof the winch.
He sees Logan raise a hand and signal for a
cab. Firmly he grips the revolver in his
pocket,and waits.

"Oh God, give me strength, give me
strength! Oh,my God!

"
he mutters.

Those standing near gaze at him, and
shrink away a little. Hepresses forward to
the edge of the quay.

Suddenly thero is aloud report.
Tho hawser has snapped under tho strain

of the winch, and recoils with deadly forco.
Logan is struck full in tho side,and isswept
like a straw into tho water. At the moment
of the accident.Hill was so close to the
steamer that he could not help but see all
that happened. His tongue is dry andhard,
and clings to his mouth. Ho opens his lips
to scream aloud, but nosound issues.

The unhappy Logan, though frightfully
crushed and brokenby the huge rope, rises
to the surface of the water, and looks up
with a mute appeal for help. Hillis gazing
with a wild stare into the depths,and, as he
sees the hated face appear, he springs out in
maniac exultation before those around fully
realised the catastrophe. He grips fiercely
at Logan's throat and the waters close
over the heads of the madman and his
despoiler.* * # * # *

When the bodies were recovered next day
it was seen with silent awe that tin; lingers
of the unknown beggar had actually met in
Logan's throat,so great hadbeen the ferocity
of his dying grip.

The newspapers contained a lengthy and
sugared obituary notice of the groat inventor,
George Logan, struck down in the fulness of
his prime ; while,at the inquest, the jury
added a rider praising the bravery of the
poor outcast Avho had lost his life in the
unavailing effort to save one whose loss to
science was so irreparable.

They buried poor Hill in a little crowded
cemetery, andoverhis grave a few genorous
philanthropists erected a cross, with tho
simple inscription—

"
Greater love hathno man than this, that ho

should lay downhis life for hifi friend."
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Sketches by a New Zealand Pilgrim.
"IN WHITE'S SELBORNE."

By W. H. Teiggs,

z-p. EAELTasGilbert White'swritings
Iare l° veclby sEnglish admirers

*~-t^S at Home, there is no doubt they
possess apeculiar savour for the

English who have sought their fortunes
beyond the seas.

Eor many of us the country sights and
sounds, described so faithfully in those
delightful pages, are among the most
cherished of the pleasures of memory, never
to be realised again in the flesh. We live
again amid the dear old scenes. When we
read those inimitable letters, therecollection
of many a boyish ramble comes back to us,
and our ears are filled with the sweet songs
of English birds as in the clays of longago
when wewalkedincountry lanes, andmaybe
the young man's fancy lightly turned to
thoughtsof love.

"The Natural History of Selborne" is,
therefore, tobe found inmany an Australian
and New Zealand up-country hut,as well as
on the bookshelves of the town-dwelling
colonist,and there are few books which are
more lovingly prized. Need one say with
what delight the present writer, who had
long walked the lanes of Selbome in fancy
when lie was twelve thousand miles away
from the actual spot, found himself one fine
afternoon in1894, drivingover heath-covered
hills,andalong the "hollow lanes" immor-
talised by "White, bound for the veritable
home of tlie naturalist ? It was like going
to the favourite hauntsof averydear friend.

Photos, by the Author.

Quite different were the sentiments aroused
by a subsequent visit to Stratford-upon-
Ivon. Only once, when in the chancel of
Holy Trinity Church, did Ithen lose the
feeling of being in a public show-place—

a
place of patchings and restorations

—
a place

where a painful effort was visible on every
hand to recover the spirit and aroma of
by-gone times that had for everfled.

Not so at Selborne. The village is
remotefrom therailway, sequestered, and—
from the modern, pushing, utilitarian point
of view— " unprogressive." So much the
better. Ithas altered but little in the last
hundred years. White's descriptions are
almost as close as if they were written a
year ago
Iknew everyinch of the place longbefore
Isawit. No need to ask a guide which was
the famous yew, the Plestor, or the Hanger.
They are to-day as they were when White
described them, and his descriptions are
photographic—nay, more, they are to the
very life.

My companions of the drive were a
Hampshire friend— a keen sportsman, born
and bred in these parts- and his charming
wife. On the way we passed the seat of
Lord Selborne, and stopped to admire the
beautiful church at Blackmoor,built by the
ex Lord Chancellor, whose wife lies buried in
the picturesquechurchyard. An inscription
inside the church records with becoming
modesty and reserve the fact that it was



built totheglory of God "by aparishioner."
Itisbuilt of the free stone found thereabout,
described by White, and capital building
stoneit seems.
Itook a photograph of the exterior, and

another of the artistically designed cottages
builtby LordSelborne for thepeople on the
estate. My friend, whois a brother of the
camera, went inside the church to take the
interior. Finding he did not return in a
reasonable time, Iwent in after him, and
discovered him on his knees in one of the
pews,redintheface andmutteringsomething

in low, but apparently earnest tones. At
first Ithought 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 frantic
efforts to get them right with the aid of a
changingbagthat was too small. The exact
nature of the remarks he was makingIdid
notcatch, and forbore to enquire too closely
about them.

Pleasant was the ridealong the "hollow
lane" with sweet-scented masses of "travel-

lers' joy"climbing high over the tops of the
hedges and filling the air with fragrance.
Pleasant was it to pass the (velds of cluster-
ing hops now approaching maturity, and
pleasanter still to emerge, at length,
among the delightful thatchod cottages of
Selborne itself. As in White's time it still
consists of one straggling main street, and
most of thecottages arepretty much as they
were when the good manused to stop at the
doors and chat with the occupants.

One or two now houses have been built,
and these, unfortunately, are not at all in

good tasteor lmvmoiiiouH with their huitouikl-
ings,but luckily they are few in number.

We put up the horse and trap at the
principal hostelry, "The Queen's Anun."
It is ii decent little inn, but not very old-
fashioned in its style, and there was little
about it to remind one of White. Wo
hastened on, therefore, to the churchyard
whichis hard by. In one respect, and one
only, White or my imagination had led me
astray. Somehow or other,Ihad fancied
the Plestor, the open space in front of the
churchyard, was quite a large villagegreen

THE MAIN STREET, SELBORNK.
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where the Selborne cricket matches might
take place, where, perchance, the Selborne
young couples might take their walks in the
evening, while the aged granclsire. smoked
his pipe under the elm trees, and thought of
dayslang syne. Looking over my beloved
book again, 1 find that White nowhere
explicitly :->ays anything about its being on
suchacomprehensive scale, so it must have
been my imagination that was at fault. In
reality the Plestor is only a small irregularly

shaped piece* of ground,open to the main
street on the one side* and tapering off to
the churchyard gate on the other. The
village boys might play leap-frog there, but
if they attempted cricket, they would infal-
liblybreak the windows of the cottages which
abut on the green. Ab for the Selborne
youngcouples,unless theyare verydifferently
constituted from young couples in other
parts of the world, they would naturally
select amore secluded spot for their mutual
confidences.

There was no difficulty in finding the great
yew tree. As a matter of fact there was
almost more difficulty in finding the church
which, from where we stood on the Plestor,
was almost hidden by the dark spreading
mass of the yew. Of course we took a
photograph of the scene, and it was soon
evident from the interest which ourproceed-

ings excitedthat Selbome, asyet, is far from
being overrun with tourists. The grocer
came out of his shop and set about, in a
diplomatic way, to find out whoand what we
were. He became much excited when he
heard that areal live journalist had invaded
the quiet village, and was not only bent on
writing about it,but hoped toprint views of
it as well. Theharness maker strolled over
to compare notes with the grocer. Mean-
whilesturdyrosy-checkedHampshirechildren
stood looking on with finger inmouth, and
eyes open to the fullest extent.

Eeversing the usual order of things, we
visited Gilbert "White's grave before going
to his house. Iwasglad to find that in the
excitement of thecentenary celebration they
had left the grave alone in its modest
unpretentiousness. A new and elaborate
monument would have been hideously out
of place over the resting place of a man so
truly unassuming.

The simple stone bearing the initials'" Gr.W." barely decipherable, and the date
v 26th .Tune, 1793," is quite sufficient to
indicate the spot. The only addition that
has been made is a small tree planted at the
head by Lord Selborne at the centenary
celebration, and to this, of course, no
exceptioncan be taken.

Standing beside this humble graveside
certain stanzas of Gray's Elegy naturally
rise to the mind. In this "narrow cell for
ever laid" was one who, immured in this
sequesteredcountryparish,musthave seemed
foredoomed to perpetual obscurity like the
mute inglorious Miltons sung by the poet.
White was an unpretendingcountry curate— not even rector of Selborne, as is often
erroneously supposed. Hehimself certainly
hadnonotion thathe wasdestined tobecome
famous,but merely wrote his letters to his
friends,Pennant andDames Barrington, the
naturalist,out of the fulness of a heart in
love withnatureand allher works. He had
no idea even of publication on his own
account, but modestly thought some of his
observationsmight be found worthyof being
made use of by hisfriends. The result we
all know. White has become an English

A SISLBOUNE COTTAGE
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classic, while Bamngton and Pennant,had
it not been for their humble correspondent,
would havepassedinto oblivionby this time,
so far as the general public are concerned.
Thus it would appear that the guerdon of
immortality is bestowed on devout though
humble followers of literature, even when
unsought for and unexpected. Can the same
be said of any other calling? While united
with true simplicity of style, an earnest love
of his work, and the most conscientious
strivingafter honesty and truth. That these
homely and unpretending virtues have re-
ceived such cordial and spontaneous recogni-
tion, is in itself a high testimonial to t lie*
fairness and soundness of judgmentexhibited
by the great English readingpublic.

White's house is only a few yard* away
from the churchyard, and he could gaze on
the Plestor from his upper windows. It has
been considerably added to since his time,
but the additions have been made in good
taste, and it is a comfortable pictui-esqiie-
looking red-brick homestead. For twenty
years it was occupied by Professor Bell, the
editor of the best edition yet published of
"The Natural History of JSelborne," who
ended his days here at the good old age of
eighty-eight. Hehadcollected a tine library
comprising the different editions of White's
works, and books likely to assist him in his
editorial labours. It is a thousand pities
that this was dispersed at his death instead
of beingkept as the nucleus of a Selborne
museum and library of reference. Before
leavingProfessor Bell,onelittlecircumstance
is worth recalling. Everybody remembers
Gilbert White's tortoise, and the interest he
took in it. Curiously enough, Professor
Bell's first work, published in 1832, was a
"Monograph of the Testudinata," Can it
be that we have here the link which first
drew these two greatminds together?

The present occupants of "The Wakes,"
asGilbert White's house is called, areMr.
andMrs.Read, and itis extremely fortunate
that it has fallen into such good hands.
Mr. Read is a gentleman of independent
means, fondof hunting, shooting and other
country sports, imbued with a genuine

appreciation of White's works, and keenly
alive totheimportanceof preserving theinter-
esting heirloom of which lie is the possessor.
Mrs.Eead is a very charming lady, full ot:
wit and vivacity, and an equally enthusiastic
admirer of the Selborne naturalist. A little
bird has whisperedto me that some of these
days wemay expect from Mrs. Read a book
entitled "Selborne Up-to-Date." ll' so, I
am sure it will be good reading, and thai
all ardent Nelbornians will welcome ils
appearance.

No obstacles are placed in the way of
visitors to tSelborue inspecting (he home of
their favourite writer. When we knocked
at the door we were received by a demure-
looking Hampshire! girl, who told us that we
were welcome to go over it, the only con-
ditions required of visitors being that they
should write their names in the visitors' book,
and deposit something in a box For a charity
We duly complied with these Formalizes in
the hull which was Formerly one of WhileV
rooms. We subsequently inspected his

kitchen, hisstudy, liin "Groat Parlour," and
bedroom. Theold part of the house differs
but little in its style and arrangement from
many a farmhouse to be found in this part
of Hampshire. The rooms are low — only
seven feet high— a huge beam runs across
the middle of the ceiling, and the floor is of'
substantial oak,now stained a rich brown by
age,and keptas bright and clean as beeswax
and " elbow grease

"
can make it.

When we * were in the garden everything
struck us as so pretty that we sent in to ask

"THE WAKES" ((iIUIKKT WHITES HiiCSK)
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Mr.Eeadif wemight takeafew photographs.
Both Mr. and Mrs. Bead at once joined
us, and not only gave the desired per-
mission, but hospitably invited us to take
afternoon tea with them in the writer's
favourite room, and afterwards showed us
about the grounds. The gardenis laid out
with great taste, and the whole place struck
us as an ideal country residence for persons
of culture and a taste for rural delights. A
line large room was added to the house by
Professor Bell, and was used by him as a
library for his books ;it is now converted
into a very charming drawing room. A
portion of White's "Great Parlour" was
unfortunately cut oft' to make an approach
to this room;but otherwise the old part of

the househas notbeen much interfered with.
The original bricks, however, are of such a
beautifully warmred, andlook so clean, that
the visitor, inspecting the house from the
garden, is at first inclined ■to think that it
must all be of comparative y recent con-
struction. Oncloserexamination, thebricks
prove to be smaller than those made now-a-
days, and the date of an addition made by
White himself, is found let into the wall.

Of course we wished to see White's brick
walk,which the philosopher laid down to the
bottomof the garden to give hima promenade
to his famous sundial without paying the
penalty of wet feet when thegrass wasdamp.
Needless to say, both walk and sundial are
religiously preserved. Mr.Ee"ad, in fact, is
so far imbued with the genius loci, that he

has procured a tortoise, but the latter, in
deplorable disregard of the distinction of his
position as successor of,probably, the most
famous tortoise that ever lived,persists in
straying away from the garden far and wide,
and has cost Mr. Read many a sixpence for
its recovery. The Selborne small boy has of
course reaped the benefit, and regards the
tortoise as an admirable institution.

There is a fence just beyond the sundial,
and from a little knoil on the other side we
get an incomparably pretty view of the
house. Not far away is the famous wych
elm so often referred to by White, which,
since his day,has been the subjectof some-
thinglike amiracle. About forty years ago
it was blown down in a high wind and
apparently destroyed. After a time, how-
ever, it sprang up again from the root*,
and is now a tine spreading tree of lusty
habit.

The view from the garden and from the
windows of White's " Great Parlour," is
charming in the extreme. The Hanger
dominates the scene and, nearer athand, the
thatched roofs of the picturesque Selborne
cottages are seen peeping through the trees.
The year before our visit was the year of the
great straw famine. It cost nearly twenty
pounds to thatch one of thesecottages, and
needless to say, had such a prohibitive price
continued, the thatched roofs in Selborne,
as well as elsewhere, would have given place
to moreprosaic tiles or slates. Fortunately
the threatenedcalamity has passed away for
thepresent. Already, however, the utilita-
rians arequestioningwhetherstrawthatching,
with its expense of removal and liability to
lire,is themost economical method of roofing
rural dwellings. Artists should make the
best use of the straw-thatched cottages of
England while they have them, for no man
knoweth how soon these may go the way of
many other antique institutions,beautiful in
themselves, but not in accordance with the
economical spirit of the age.

There is one old institution,by the way,
the lossof whichMr.andMrs.Eead bitterly
deplore, 1refer to Gilbert "White's toilet
service. In its simplicity it accorded well

THE VVJiBJi HEAD,
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with the goodman's plainand unostentatious
habits ingeneral. By the sideof thekitchen
fireplace there used to be an iron bowl hung
up by a chain. In this vessel Gilbert White
used to take his morning wash. It must
have been an especially difficult performance
when he had to hold the bowl up himself,
but tradition relates that his faithful female
servant used to perform this service for her
master. Autres temps, mitres moeurs. It is
difficult to imagine that this primitive state
of things existed only about a hundred years
ago.

Nota large number of visitors find their
way to Selborue. As already mentioned,
it is five miles distant from the nearest
station, Alton, and those who take the
trouble to search out the haunt of their
favourite,are, for the most part, persons of
culture and lovers of nature, in them Mr.
and Mrs. Read Hud congenial spirits to
whom it is a pleasure to show the interesting
features of " The Wakes."

Selborne has been invaded by the wave of
advancing civilisation so far that it has
recently become possessed of a telegraph
office and a doctor, but up till now it has
been spared the inroad of the iron horse.
Mr.Read frankly confesses that an influxof
"cheap trippers" would be too much for
him. He is delighted to throw his house
opento thepilgrims who come outof genuine
love of White's memory, but if the railway
came to Selborne bringing hordes of excur-
sionists,he would have to flee from the place.
Quiet lovers of nature will sympathise with
him, and hope that Selborne may long enjoy
its present happy condition of peaceful rural
seclusion. Such spots are becoming fewer
in England every year, and dwellers in the
Old Country can illspare those that are left.

After bidding farewell to our kind and
hospitable entertainers, we felt that there
were still two spots that we ought to visit.
These were the Well Head and the Hanger.
The spring, so loved by White, has been
dammed up and made to furnish a water
supply for the village. This was the work
carried out in connection with the recent
centenarycelebration. Thesupply wasmuch

needed by the villagers, and is a great boon,
but one could wish that a little more of tho
picturesque had been combined with such a
useful work. A very conventional lion's
head, spouting water from tho midst of a
kind of wall,allpainted red,marks the place
of the oldbubblingspring andrivulet. Ono
thinks with a sigh of tho picturesque road
side springs on tho continent, and in some
parts of England, overarched with rustic
woodwork and set in a framework of ferns
and verdant creepers.

The Hanger fortunately remains un-
changed— -the same beech-covered height
ascended by the same slippery zig-zag
path described by White. A eouplo of
Selborne rustics were reaping a field of
barley at the approach to the zig-zag, and a
little further on, at the very foot of the hill,
was a garden of hops. "Fine hops thoso,"
weremarked totheincn. "' Von,sur," replied
one of the reapers with the inimitable
Hampshire drawl, " Isuppose they be, but
1ant been tv see 'em yet." A notable
illustration, we thought, of the tendency of
the English rustic not to bothor himself
about anything unconnected with the parti-
cular work he has inhand, and of his literal
accuracy of statement. This manhad never
had the curiosity to look over the fence of
the adjoining Held to see how the hops
weregetting on, and not having personally
examined them,he would not commit himself
to any statementsas to their condition.

The walk up the zig-zag, if there haw been
any rain atall recently, is quite an exciting
gymnastic performance, ho steepandslippery
is the path. There are some1 delightful
v bits

"
of woodland scenery, gnarled moss-

covered roots and the like on tho way up,
and the view at the top— as White's readers
know— is very extensive,stretching away to
the Sussex Downs. Comingdown we tented
the echo mentioned by White, and found it
answered perfectly toan Australian "eooeo."
And so home through tho perfume-laden
lanes, andacross the heath-covered moorland
to muse over theincidents of oneof themost
delightful days spent by theNew Zealander
inEngland.
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By Colonel Morris.
Illustrated by Frances Hodc/kins

WT is just 11 p.m. The swing doors of
|S thebar entrance of an hotel, situated
t I in a goldfields township in Otago, are

<^s< thrust open, and two or three late
customers come laughing from within.

It is the hour for closing. A sound of
scuffling is heard, once more the doors fly
open, and a man is shot out into the road
where,after a stagger or two, he subsides on
his back in the mud. The burly barman,
whohas justejectedhim, stands in the door-
way withheightened colour and outstretched
arm,his white shirt sleeves rolled up above
the elbow gleamingin the bright light above
the bar counter. "None of yer bloomin'
rot now, Slippery Sam," he cries, "ye've
got yer skin full— so be off! If ye give
me any more of yer cheek I'll knock yer
blamed head off! Be off, and sleep where
ye can! If Icatch yer in the stableagain,
I'llhave yer run in as sure as eggs is eggs!
I'm not going to have the whole bloomin'
shanty burnt down 'cos of ye—

so there!
"

As he concluded he turned and went into
the bar again.

The figure on the road slowly rose from
its recumbent position, andrevealeditself in.
the brightlight from thelarge lamp over the
front door as that of a man certainly not

more than middle aged, but as wan and
emaciated, as weak and tottery as an old
man of three score and ten. His face was
bloated, his eyes bleared and bloodshot, his
hair long, tangled and unwashed. His
clothes, soiled, patched and ragged,had the
appearance of being cast on him with a
pitchfork, andkeptin theirplacebyamiracle.
He shook his fist at the closed bar door, and
stooped as though groping for a stone; but,
as light after light within was extinguished,
he seemed to thinkbetter of it,andstaggered
reeling from side to side out of the circle of
light castby the lamp untilhe was swallowed
up by the xnirky night.

The sun rose the following morn on an
idealday for the anxious farmer. A bright
clear sky without a fleck, a coolgentlebreeze
tempering the promised heat, for the sun
justclearing the horizon looked like a disc
of polishedcopper.

In the large paddock adjoining the hotel
there were already signs of work, although
it wasbut5 a.m. Themorrowwas Christmas
day,and farmerMcLeod andhis sonWilliam
wereanxious to get in their hay crop before
the holiday, as in the uncertain climate of
CentralOtago it was impossible to calculate
onfine weather for forty-eight hours ahead.
Farmer McLeod was a big burly man, \m
round, rubicund face, the result of health
and an open air life, was the picture of
cheerfulness and good temper. His son
William, or "Wully" as every one called
him, a great stalwart fellow, over six feet
high, and strong as a lion, was a true

"chip
of the oldblock."

"Here, Wully, here comes the dray at
last!" cried the oldman, smiling indulgently
as he looked across to where his son was
agreeably employed in"whispering into the
ears of an extremely pretty girl in a blue
spotted print and huge sun bonnet, which
hid her blushing cheeks from all but Wully.
This was a niece of McLeod's down from
Dunedin for a few weeks' country air and
exercise to freshenher upafter alongwinter
spentin a close factory. But it was patent
to all that sweet Nelly Douglas would never
more return to such slavery, for had not
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"Wully lost his heart to her? They were
both looking forward eagerly to the dance
which would take place on BoxingDay." Right father, I'm coining," he replied.
"Take care of yourself, lassie darling, and
don't work toohardin the sun,"he added in
a low tone to Nelly, as he pointed to the
wooden hay rake she carried. Calling the
men about him, Wully McLeod stepped up
to ahuge hay-cock which lay nearest to the
dray, and was about to plunge his fork into
it,when he startedback.

"Good Heaven, what is this?" he ex-
claimed. "Isit a bundle o' rags, or what?

"
A shortexaminationprovedit to be a man

who had made his bed in the hay. Eromhis
stertorous breathingandthe strongeffluvium
of whiskey which was wafted from every
breath he exhaled, he was evidently still
under the influence of his potations of the
previous night."Here you! "Wake up will you

' Why
he is druuk as Davie's sow !

"
cried Wully."Och, let me get at him! It's meself

knows the spalpeen! Sure isn'tit Slippery
Sam, the drunkenest loafer on the gold-
fields!" shouted Pat O'Brien, one of the
hired hands.

"Eh! Pat, 1don't doubt youknow him,"
laughedWully. "I'll wageryou'veshouted
often enough for him, and he for you.""

God forgive ye, Wully McLeod, for
evenin' me to the likes of him! Let me
get a hoult on him, and I'll chuck him out
of thepaddock!" criedPat inevident wrath,
as he seized themiserableobject anddragged
him uponhis feet." Gently, gently,Pat," said theold farmer,
who had now arrived. "Poor fellow, he
looks bad. Here, pick him up two of you,
lay himin the shadelmder the hedge there,
and lethim sleep off hisbout." The poor,
senseless creature was carried to the hedge
asdirected, and McLeod and his men went
on with their work.

By three o'clock all the hay had been
carried, the last wisp had' just been forked
on to the highdray load, on the topof which,
fork inhand, stood Wully McLeod looking
flushed and triumphant. "Hurrah, boys!

It's all done, and we've earned our holiday
to-morrow. Now for three cheers, boys,
hip, hip, hurrah!" lie shouted, waving his
hat in the air. In his excitement ho forgot
his precarious position. His foot slipped,
and he began to slide from the top of tho
load of hay.

"Take care, lad!" shouted his father.
"Oh, Wully!" cried little Nolly. Poor
Wully McLeod droppedhis fork at once,and
vainly clutched at the loose hay beneathhim.
Butthere was nothing to check his fall until,
with tremendous force,he struck the hay fork
he had just relinquished. It had sliddcn to
theground,prongsuppermost. Oneof those
entered his leg on the inner sideof the thigh
above the knee, andpierced it through.

For a moment no one moved, and then,
just as Wully cried out, "Pull the thing out,
someone!" a ragged figure rushed forward
and threw himself down on his knees by his
side. "

Vov God's sake leave it alone!" he
shouted. But it was too late. A farm
labourer had already seized the fork and
drawn it from the wound. A rushof bright
arterial blood instantly followed its with-
drawal,and dyedpoor Wully's white canvas
trousersalivid crimson. Thekneelingfigure
was seen for a moment to grope with both
hands,and then to suddenly' press bothhis
thumbs with all his force on oneparticular
spot."

Here you, Slippery Hani, what arc you
doing there?" cried Pat O'Brien." Silence, fool! lam a medical man, a
doctor/ Quick !any one got aclasp knife?
Yes, that'll do. Now for a pocket handker-
chief. Just the thing," as Nelly produced
a folded whitehandkerchief fromher pocket." Wrap itround the knife smooth but hard.
Now, Pat, give me that belt strap of yours;
pass it round the leg; buckle it bo. Now
for a stick, yes, that'll do" as the brokon
handle of an old hay rake was shewn him."Butit's too long—

break itover yourknee,
Pat. Look sharp, man, my strength is
going. Now twist. Wait a bit."

As he adjusted the pad he had made, a
fresh jetof blood followed theremoval ofhis
thumbs.
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"Now twist,quick! There, that will do
Give me a knife, someone."

Gn getting the knife he speedily slit the
legof the trouseropen. There was the wound
—round andbluishat theedge,but nogreat
flow of blood, and he heaved a sigh of
content."Now then, some of youmen fetch that
gate." Then turning to old Mr. McLeod
who, white as death, had watched all his
proceedings, he said:"Grot a note-book and
pencil, Mr. McLeod? Ah, that will do."
After scribbling a few words on the scrap of
paper, he added : "Send a boy with this
sharp to the chemist over the way, and tell
him to hurry back with what Iordered.
Now then," turning to the men, "that's
right, spread your coats on the gate and help
me tolift him."

Wully was carefully raised and placed
upon the extemporised stretcher."Now mind what you are about ! Pour
of you carry hiir. and, whatever you do, don't
shake him ! Itell you if the tourniquet
slips nothing can savehim— so be careful !"

As the patient is raised and borne gently
away, the doctor strides byhis side with his
eye fixed on the wound.

Can thisbe theindividual whose voice was
a husky whisper,and whose gait was some-
thing between a shuffle and a stumble — this
man striding briskly by his patient, his eye
bright, his head erect, and his voice firm
and ringing, issuing orders as one born to
command ? Yes, this is Slippery Sam, the
drunkenloafer! Theopportunityhad drawn
forth his medical instincts,and for the time
he was a changed creature. His evident
knowledgeandboldbearingcarriedconviction,
and caused his orders to be unhesitatingly
obeyed.

As the slow procession moved out of the
fieldheheard a low and tearful voiceexclaim:
"Is he in danger, Doctor?" "Danger?
Why, when a man severs his femoral artery
of course he is in danger! But cheer up,
little girl, we'll pull him through. Never
fear!" Then, noticing a movement in his
patient as the girl snatched at his blood-
stained hand,he cried :"Steady now,Wully

McLeocl! Don'tmove hand or foot for your
life!"

At length the party arrived at the house,
and abedhavingbeen drawnnearthe window
of a ground floor room, Wully was carefully
laid upon it.

"Now," cried theDoctor, "T want a sharp
pen-knife, a pair of tweezers, and some silk
thread."

These articles having been procured by
Nelly Douglas, and the parcel from the
chemist containing bandages, lint and anti-
septics arriving at the same time, lie put the
rest out of the roomand turned to Nolly." Look here,my dear,1must liavo someone
to assist me. You would do best as there is
nomother,but canyou promise not to faint,
or do anything of that sort ? Remember, 1
have aticklish operation to perform, and one
which must not be interrupted in that way,
orIcannot answerfor his life!

"
The Doctor spoke firmly, and Nolly

promised to be brave and useful. Was not
her Wully 'slife at stake V

After making all his preparations, and
warning Wully to braet1 himself up to bear
the operation, the Doctor boldly cut down to
the severed artery,picked up the end, twisted
it with the tweezersand tied it with the silk.
He then dressed the wound with carbolic
oil and iodiform, and finally removed the
tourniquetand boundup the wound artisti-
cally. For a while he watched the effect of
thebinding, then, after once more warning
Wully that for some time to come ho must
bo very quiet, he left the lovers to them-
selves.

As he came out of the room lie saw Mr.
McLeod, who had naturally passed the time
infearful anxiety. "It'sallright,Mr.McLeod,
so far. Ihave taken up the artery and tied
it,but he must be careful not to movo, or
the ligature may give way. Idon't think it
will,but it may, and then nothing can save
him. He would be dead in a few minutes.
It is lucky 1 was near when it occurred, for
otherwise he would have been dead now."
Then, noticing that the poor farmer had
grown white at the very thought, he added:"Never mind, old man,it is all right. Can
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you give me a glass of whiskey now ? I
thinkIhave earned it."" Yes,yes,of course,Doctor, but come in
here,Iwant to talk to you," replied the
farmer, leading the way intohis own room
and carefully closing the door."Look here, Doctor,Idon't think you
quite understand what you have done!

Wully is the pride of my life,and the joy of
my heart ! Iknow enough to understand
that,but for youandyourprompt treatment,
my Wully would have gone from me.for
ever !""Tut, tut, Mr. McLeod, it is nothing!
Ionlyacted as any othermedical man would
haveacted. Youcan justgive me a guinea— that'sour fee— and thereis no more to be
said about it."

" Certainly, certainly!
"

said McLeod, as
hedragged out a fat pocket book, extracted
from it a pound note and a shilling, and
handed them to the Doctor. "There, that
is done, but don't think that any payment
will satisfy me, Doctor. Iwant to show my
gratitude inabetter way than that. Iwant
■
—Iwant

"— hehesitated, and the wretched
figure before him smiled and looked down at
his soiledrags.''Iunderstand. You wish to save me
from drink. Don't be afraid to say it— but
it's nogood. Iknow myself better than you
do.""Yes,"hastily returned McLeod, " that is
what Iwant to do. And Iwill, too, with
God'shelp! This shall be your home, and
we will all help to saveyou from yourself, if
you will only let us try. Do give us this
chance of shewing our gratitude to you and
Almighty God!

"
As he spoke, he raised

.his eyes, dim with unshed tears, to Heaven.
The wretched tramp's heart was full as he
glancedat the old manand stretched out his
hand."There is my hand, Mr. McLeod, as sure
as my name is Ned Padget, you are the
first who has spoken a kind word to me for
years."

"What? Is your name Edward Somer-
ville Padget?

"
"Yes,that certainly ismy name. How did

youknow ?
"

cried the waif inastonishment.
"The hand of the Almighty is in this,"

reverently replied McLeod. " Why, man,
youhave been advertised for in the Witness
for weeks past! You are entitled to a
considerable sum of money which aDunedin
lawyer is ready to pay you on your identity
being established. Now you can take up
your abode with us without feeling youare
beholden to us,though Godknowsyou would
be welcome inany case. There is anew life
opening for you, Doctor, if you will only
grasp it. God be thanked!

"
"Ido believe it," said the Doctor, deeply

moved. "To-morrow is Christmas Day,and
Ifeel there is indeed a newlife for meafter
to-morrow. I'll call and see you e^rly in
the morning, Mr. McLeod, butImust go

HE CAUGHT SIGHT OF THE BARMAN,
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now and think over all this," then, seeing a
look of doubt and fear cross the farmer's
face, he added: "Never fear,Iam strong
now andcompletely changed." He marched
out of the house with a firm and assured
step, his head well up and his eye bright
with inspiration.

A walk of something less thanhalf-an-hour
brought him to the township. As he drew
near to the scene of his late debauchery, his
step became less andless firm,until atlength
it fell into the old shuffle, his head drooped,
and his eye grew dull and bleared oncemore.
As he approached the hotel his hand moved
tohis breeches pocket, and he fingered the
shilling wrappedup in the note. Evidently
he was fighting a battle with himself. He
might }ret have conquered, lint he caught
sight of the barman, and a feeling of anger
arosewithin him.

"There is that infernal skunk, Bob," ho
muttered to himself. " I'd like to watch his
face when he sees Ihave money! I'll just
have one glass—

no more— and then I'll buy
something to make me a little more decent
before I see McLeod to-morrow. I'll just
spend the odd shilling— not a penny more,"
and the infatuated fool entered the bar.

Christmas morning arrived, and farmer
McL»od waited impatiently for his visitor,
but he never came. About noon he could
wait no longer, and started for the township.
On enquiryhe heard that Slippery Sam had
entered the hotel bar, drank all his money,
and, late at night, was thrust out into the
street so raging mad with drink that the
constable had to take him inhand, and give
him n night's lodging in the lock-up.

AVhen he arrived at the Police Camp,
McLeod asked the constable where he was.

" "Why, strappeddown on a stretcher," was
the reply. "Pact is, MeLeod, he's got 'em
badly this time. 1. have sent for thedoctor,
but lie lives thirty miles away, andIdoubt
if he'll bein time. He's booked for kingdom
come this trip, I'm afraid."

On entering the lock-up the farmer found
the poor tramp, as the constable had said,
strapped down to the bedstead. Ah the
mad paroxysm had passed, theyremoved the
straps. The wretched outcast lay exhausted
and unconscious, muttering from time to
time. Suddenly he sat up, staring before
him as if he saw some wondrous sight, and
then in a low awestruck voice he spoko in
irregular gasps." Lord! is it Thou? Thou art kind and
pitiful— but, Lord, I am a fearful sinner—
not worthy to speak— T have unspent the
HfeThougavestme—

Ihavewasted my talents— I have never, in all my life, done
one good action." Here he paused as if
listening, and like a break of sunshine
through thick clouds, a faint, glad smile
spread over his face, and his eyes lit up
with intense joy." Inasmuch as ye did it to one of the least
of these My brethren, ye did it unto Me.
Lord ! Thou art merciful and full of pity—
that one action— saving theold man's son

—
this done to Thee ? Lord! Thouhas repaid
meathousandfold. T

—
T— thank and

—
and

worship— -." As the last low whisper fell
fromhis lips, he sankback,and, whenMcLeod
laid his head on the pillow, lie saw that all
sorrow and temptation were over for the
poor weak, erring tramp. With streaming
eyes thegood old farmer turnedaway,saying
softly to himself:

"
He has now been paid

his Last Fee."
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EducationinNewzEALAND.
By Joseph Okmond,

JRAMMAR, "the philosophy of language
and a collection of laws and rules to
which we come by long observation
and comparisonof facts," is introduced

in the third Standard. Itis the opinion of
Herbert Spenser, and of all subsequent
authorities on education, that the study of
grammar should be reserved for the higher
standards. Grammar is useful, not for any
practical advantages it confers, but as an
intellectual exercise. Before grammar can
be taught with any success the pupil must
have a large, varied and miscellaneous
vocabulary, and his power of observation
and judgment must be well developed. If
grammar is to be of any use, it must be
taught on the inductive method: that is,
the grammatical rule must be evolved
by comparison of similar examples, and
emphasised by constantly recurring proofs
in the reading lessons, and it must beapplied
by exercises suited to the capacities of the
pupils.

The teaching of grammar is not essential
to the expression of thoughts in sentences.
Icannot do better than quote Mr. Herbert
Spenser on this point. He says: " The
custom of prefacing the art of speaking any
tongue by drilling in theparts of speech and
their functions, is about as reasonable as
prefacing theart of walking by a course of
lessons on the bones, muscles and nerves of
the legs.'1 If the teacher insists upon the
pupils, even in the lowest classes, giving
answers in sentences andnotinsingle words,
theywillimperceptiblyarrangetheir thoughts
into sentences withoutburdening their minds
with definitions of noun and vei'b, " subject
and predicate." Children in the third
Standard learn the definitions by rote, and
apply them withfair success; but their minds

are not sufficiently developed to gain a clear
conception of the definitions, nor does the
knowledge of the grammatical terms enable
them to express themselves more accurately.
Iwouldsuggest that grammarbe omitted

from Standards TIT. and IV.. and not
introduced till Standard V. is reached, when
the minds of the pupils will be sufficiently
developed to profit by the study of this
abstract science.

In Standards V. and VI., grammatical
analysis is taught with great success, and
the mental training this exercise affords is
distinctly beneficial. But no provision is
made for synthesis, an equally important
and more practical exercise— the exei*cise of
building smaller sentences up into periods.
Analysis is a destructive exercise,and should
be accompanied by synthesis, which is <i

constructive exercise. Good and varied
practice in synthetical exercises renders
analysismuch moreintelligible, and produces
a more varied style of composition. The
compositions written by the average sixth
Standard boy are poor in quality and
monotonous in style:most sentences are
constructed on the same model, with but
little attempt at variation; this defect can
be overcome by introducing synthetical
exercises to accompany analytical exercises
inStandards V.and VI. Simple synthetical
exercises are prescribed for Standard IV.,
but they are not effectively taught, and are
as a general rulequite passed over.

In treating of grammarIhave pointed ont
how necessary it is that children, from the
lowest standards, should be taught to give
answers in complete seutences; they thus
incidentally, as it were, learn the correctuse
of the mother tongue, and acquire the habit
of arrauging their thoughts in complete



sentences. Ialso pointed out how the
introduction of synthetical exercises to
accompany analysis, would do much to
develop style in the higher standards.
Almost every lesson can be used as an aid
to composition: the pupils may be called
upon to give a written or oral summaryof a
geography lesson or of a history lesson; in
the lower standards they may be asked to
reproduce the matter of object lessons or to
give, in their own words, an account of a
reading lesson. But the latter is aneffort
of memoryrather than of original thonght,
and is of littlepractical use where the system
of simultaneous reading is in vogue, a
system which tends to stereotype the book
on the pupil's mind, and to destroy all
individuality of thought as wellasof reading.
Much depends, too, upon the manner in
which the compositions are corrected. Many
teachers return the compositions with the
mistakes underlined and the correct version
written above, or on the margin. In most
casesthe pupilsnever lookatthecompositions
again, much less study the improvements
made by the teacher. If any good is to be
derived from the composition exercise, the
mistakes should be merely underlined and
discussed with the class by the teacher before
he returns the books; all corrections should
bemade by the pupils- themselves under the
teacher's supervision. The remarks under
spelling about incorrect forms, apply with
equal force tocomposition

The exercise of paraphrasing demanded
from Standards V. and VI., which is per-
haps the best testof the pupils' intelligence
is, according to the unanimous verdict of
the Inspectors throughout the Colony,
most unsatisfactory. The Wanganui In-
spectors report that " paraphrasing in
Standards V. and VI. was seldom good,
while at many schools it was very poor, and
at someludicrously senseless." The Nelson
Inspector reports to the same effect, and
gives examples which show an appalling
ignorance on thepart of fifth Standard boys,
of the commonestand simplest words in the
language. To quote from his report:"He
gave the tar a piece ofgold," when rewritten

with its context, made utter nonsense in the
midst of which a "piece of tarred gold"

was
conspicuous. "They brought out their best
of cheer" was several times rendered "They
gave a loud hurrah," or "Thoy gave three
cheers." "The stern advance of tho men in
red" was ingloriously tunica into "Tho
soldiers came on stern first."

Perhaps no part of the syllabus calls for
suchcondemnation as the teaching1of history.
What endsshould wohave in viewin teaching
history? We should aim at cultivating a
spirit of patriotism, at making good citizens,
at developing a high moral nature, and
generally improving the pupil's intelligence.
Did the framers of our syllabus have these
ends in view ? And if they did, are the
means theyadopt likely to attain to the end ?
The teaching of history in Sow Zealand
schools is fragmentary, scrappy, disconnected
and, in the opinions of someof our inspectors,
utterly useless. Iam told by teachers in
secondary schools who have to teach the
chosen of the primary schools, picked out by
the scholarship competition, that even the
holders of scholarships display profound
ignorance of the most prominent facts and
personages of English history. If the best
pupils are so utterly ignorant of history, how
deploraole must be the, ignorance of tho
average child trained under our vaunted
system.

The teachers of the various standards am
tro select a list of personages,eventsand dates
from a prescribed period, and on the list
presented the children are questioned by tho
inspector. The teacher takes care that, by
revision and re-revision, a few superficial
facts are thoroughly instilledinto tho pupils'
minds, that they canconnectevent with date
and date with event, that they know tho
battles of the Hundred Years' War, and tho
result of each, that they know the number
of forces that fought on each side, how many
were killed,how many wounded, that they
are acquainted with the details of tho
intrigues of the origin of Henry VII., and
with the provisions of the Treaty of Utrecht.
The object of the framers of the syllabus
seems to have bceu to fill the minds of tho
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pupils with a disconnected series of names,
events and dates, without any regard to the
benefits they are likely to confer.

TheInspectors complain of thepoorresults
obtained by this mechanical grind, and think
chat the substitution of Historical Readers
will effect the deseed cure. The use of
Historical Readers will probably result in
the pupils learning more effectively by rote
some few incidents in history; but it will
tend todesti*oy allintelligent teaching. The
Wanganui Inspectors report thus:"In the
higher standards it would appear that the
method most often in use is to have dry
summaries and catalogues of names and
dates committed to memory; yet often even
these were not known, and it was not
unusual to findJulius Cossar and William the
Conquerorchangingplaces. Itwasamusing,
but at the same time annoying to find how
pupils had learnt by heart answers from
note books, and could not be stopped until

■theyhad repeated them to the last word, like
the town-crier over an auction sale." The
Marlborough Inspector emphasises the folly
of teachinghistory in the mannerprescribed
by the syllabus, by subjoining specimens of
answers showing the hopelessconfusion that
exists about personages, date's and events.
Here are a few,gems:

(1) "MagnaChartaorSimondeMontfort's
Parliament was signed 1j!15. Itwas fought
at Wukefield Green, whenKingRiehsml was
struck down with a dagger by the Lord
Mare."

(2) "Buttle of Bannockburn was fought
1415. It was defeated and King John was
crownedKingof England;he ledthe Scotch
army."

Theaveragepupil thinks that the Warrior
King and the general, who slaughtered
thousands of his fellowmen, who brought
suffering misery anddesolation to the homes
of hisownand foreign nations,are the central
historic figures of everyage,andidealheroes.
Helearnsby rotethe victoriesof Marlborough
and Wellington, whilsthe isutterly ignorant
of the social and political conditions of the
times in which they lived. He crams the
detailsof the American War of Independence,

butknows nothing of the existence of Wesley,
Howard, Wilberforce and of the social and
philanthropic reforms connected with their
names. History, one of the most useful,
most instructive and most fascinating of
studies— a study which can do more than
any other tocultivate aspirit of contentment
and obedience to established government,by
pointing out the squalid conditions and
tyrannical rule under which our ancestors
lived,and the disastrous results of treasons
and stratagems— is sacrificed to the monster
cram.

To attain the ends of history, the social
conditions of each period must be carefully
studied by the teacher and vividly brought
before the minds of the pupils; an account
should he given of the daily lives of the
people, their amusements, their personal
liberty, and their standard of culture and
refinement. The same plan should be
followed in treating of successive periods:
by comparison and contrast with their own
agethe interestof thepupils canbestimulated
and their judgment strengthened. After the
general conditions of each period have been
studied, the events can be made to centre
round notable personages. Biography is
one of the greatest aids to history, and its
importance is recognised in German schools
wheremost historicalknowledge, evenin the
lowest classes, is conveyed through this
medium. The noble traits of statesmen,
divines, philosophers and scientists can be
emphasised: the good results that flowed
from one course of action can be contrasted
with the evil results of another. In treating
a historical personage the teacher should
endeavour to make the pupils draw their
ownconclusions bycontrasting thepersonage
under discussion with others already studied,
or with notable personages of their own
country or century. A revision of the
history syllabus is imperative, and if taught
on some such plan as is here indicated, it
would be auseful study, and would tend to
makebettercitizens thanthemereenumeration
of personages, events and dates, without any
attention to order or system.

Provision is made in our syllabus for the
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teachingof theelements of PoliticalEconomy
in Standard VI.; in fact, "great stress is
laid on the elementary knowledge of social
economy," but this emphatic instruction is
treated with supreme indifference by our
teachers, if the ignorance of the pupils is to
beregarded as a criterion. In all parts of
theColony the boy who haspassed Standard
VI.knows no more about the fundamental
principles of Political Economy thanhe does
about the teachings of the Stoic philosophy.
Yet this subject can be intelligently taught,
and in our colonj there is a wealth of
material for illustrating the principles of the
science and exercising tne judgment of the
pupil. It is essential thatPolitical Economy
should be efficiently taught, for one of the
paramount aims of education is to prepare
the pupil for his duties as a citizen,and he
willneverdischargehiscivicdutiesefficiently
unless he has that basis of knowledge which
will enable him to discriminate between
sound economic wisdom and the clap-trap
which toooften usurps thenameof "Political
Address." Teach the elementary principles
of Political Economy, and you sound the
death knell of the blatant agitator, for he
cannot exist amongan enlightenedpeople.
Ido not propose to deal at any length

with the teaching of elementary science,
reserving it for a subsequent paper on
Technical Education. Object lessons go
hand in hand with lessons on elementary
science,andshouldindeed formthe foundation
on which to base its subsequent teaching.
The framers of our syllabus recognise the
importance of this connection, for they tell
us that "the object lessons and lessons on
naturalhistory,manufacturers, and common
things in Standards 1., 11. and 111., are
intended as anintroduction to the elementary
science lessons for the higher standards."
Yet the selection of the object lessons is left
entirely inthehandsof theteacher of the class,
who chooses his subjects indiscriminately,
without any reference to the department of
science that is being taught in Standards
IV., V.and VI. The courseof object lessons
in the lower standards should bo adapted to
thebranch of science that is being studied

in the higher standards. If, for example,
agricultural science is to be taught in tho
higher standards, the object lessons in the
lower standards should be on the various
plants and products of the field and garden,
and on the parts of a plant— atom, leaves,
roots, etc.

The courseof science, too, should be suitod
to the nature of the district; that is, lessons
bearing on agriculture should be given in
agricultural districts, and in industrial
centres, lessons bearing on the arts and
manufactures. In the English codo thcro
are eleven courses of object lessons from
which the teacher can choose, and, if none
of these is found suitable, he is allowed to
frame a course andsubmit it to the inspector
for approval. Those responsible for our
New Zealandsyllabus should prepare similar
courses of object lessons, and see that tho
proper connection betweenobject lessons and
science is maintained.

There isconsiderable dangerof the teaching
of geography, a most interesting subject,
degeneratingintounmixedcram. It isbegun
in Standard 11.., where there is no provision
for thestudy ofwhat isoftencalled homology.
In geography, as in almostevery subject, tho
educator should proceed from the known to
the unknown, and the earliest geographical
work in our schools should deal with
observation and planning of the schoolroom,
the school, the schoolpremises, the surround-
ing streets, the quarter, the city or township
or district, thus proceeding by methodical
steps to the map and study of the provinco,
the island and the colony. By noting tho
chief characteristics of the people of tho
surrounding districts, of their manufactures
and industi'ies, and the influence climato or
positionhas on these, children can be taught
atanearlystage tosee the intimate connection
between evenremotecausesandeffects. The
work prescribed for Standard 111. cannot bo
properly assimilated by tho pupil; it is a
mere catalogue of names having no value,
educative or practical. Tho natural work
for this standard is a developmentof that I
have planned for Standard II.— tho thorough
study of the geographical features of tho
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neighbourhood leading up to a general
treatmentof those of the colony. Thus the
children would gain some intelligent idea of
the meaning and value of geography and
would be ready to appreciate the broader
instruction which it seems to me should not
begintill theupper standards. In Standard
IV.Australia and the map of the world as at
present defined, in Standard V. the British
Islands and chief British possessions, and in
Standard VI. whatconcernsusmostremotely—

a general knowledge of the continents
—

would giveample opportunity for intelligent
teaching. Itisimpossible toteach thoroughly,
that is, to educate the mindof the pupil so
that he will take an interest in knowledge
for its own sake, if we attempt to overload
hismind withbare facts. This explains why
so many children retrograde after leaving
school ; there theyhave acquired only a mass
of inextricably mingled items of information
and a pronounced distaste for developingany
self-culture. Once achild is made to see the
utility and feel the absorbing1 interest of
geography, he will naturally pursue its
study after leaving school, perhaps almost
unconsciously at first by noting references
in the newspapers,then by readingnarratives
of travel and special works on the subject.

Of the additional subjects, singing is
perhaps theone mostunsatisfactorily taught.
We can hope for little improvement until
musicalattainments aredemandedof teachers.
In the German elementary schools most of
the teachers play someorchestral instrument,
such as tlits violin, and have a thorough
theoretical training in music. They teacli
their classes exactly as leaders ofchoruses or
orchestras do, infusingenthusiasm into their
work. In those schools the pupils are
commonlyrequired to compose, line by line,
a new melody for some short song or poem,
first singing the air, then writing the notes
down, then adding parts, copying the whole
into their MS. music,books, and finishing
the lesson by singing in class the new
production. It is to such instruction, no
"doubt, that Germany in great part owes the
high place ,she holds among the musical
nations. In our children there lies the

simplest and purest of music, yet what little
weattempt rather kills than develops it.

Nosystem of education cansafely neglect
physical training. This should be,perhaps,
pre-eminent; we cannothave the metis smia

without the corpus sanvm. The Greeks and
Romans recognised this; but, inspite of the
constant deterioration of the physique of
man, our schools take little heed of the
claims of physical education. Drill is the
only form in which they recognise its
demands, and even this is usually crowded
out of the daily work by reason of the
pressing needs of the examination syllabus.
There is not, it is true, the same noedwithus
sport-loving colonials as with the Germans,
of minuteandexhaustivegymnasticexercises;
but our population is -growing denser, and
we ai'e rapidly developing a town dweller
whose stature and physical strength we
ought toimprove. Sandow has lately shown
how much can be donein this wayby simple
means, and Ihope the next syllabus will
demand that more attention be given to the
education of the body and its powers.

In this brief review of the syllabusIhave
endeavoured to point out the grave faults of
that part of our primary system which most
directly affects the actual working of our
schools. Much better results should be
obtained in writing and composition, and
the teachers' ignorance of the elementary
principles of elocution is in great part
responsiblefor thepoor readingandrecitation
that grates on the ears of visitors to our
schools. The drawing scheme is utterly
unscientific and thoroughly antiquated, and
the teaching of history, whenever it is not
grossly neglected, is grounded upon no
reasonable plan and therefore meaningless,
being quite incapable of inspiring pupils
with those noble aims and ideals in which
lies the true value of history. The over-
crowded state of the syllabus will,Ihope,
stand proved before the eyes of most of my
readers.

Toremedy this grave fuultlhavesuggested,
amongother points, the curtailment of arith-
metic and geography in Standards IV. and
VI., and the omission of grammar from
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Standards 111. and IV. Ihave drawn
attention to the necessity for the early
teachingof fractions, for the preparation of
systematised courses of object lessons and
lessons on elementary science, for a more
generous acknowledgment of the claims of
physical education,and for the cultivation of
the musical talent and taste now lying quite
undeveloped orabandoned tothepromiscuous
delving of chance. The revision of the

syllabus promised for next year by the
Education Department is a tardy acknow-
ledgment of its imperfections ; but the good
work already done for the cause of education
by the present Inspector-General, strengthens
one in the belief that it will be a root and
branch reform ; this,nayalmost a revolution,
is required before our syllabus can coincide
with the most advanced ideas of educational
thought,

MYSONG.

. 1 bade my love good-night, Ibade my love l:uo<1 morn
So loth to part With joy, to IWI

With her, the deep delight llw presence soft us dawn
Of this true heart, Within me sttsil.
My queen of pearls ! My queen of pearl* !
My lily of girls! My lily of girls!'

And when her light was low, And when she eiune to me
And all was still, On tiny feet,

Saving that rapturous How — I vowed there ne'er could be
The lone bird's trill, A maid so sweet

'

Isaid: Her hair—" Oh come, fair dreams, The golden sun,
To soothe her pretty head, Her cheeks

—
the rose-bloom ran*;

Float soft as silv'ry beams Was ever beauty won
Now shed!

"
So fair?

Thenup wherethe lattice swung The love-light inher eyes
Isent a kiss, Drew forth my kiss ;

In the heartof arose there flung, 1 clasped her to me
—

mine, my prize !
And murmured this: The greeting this:" Good-night, bweet! " Good morn, sweet!
Sweet,good-night! Sweet,good morn!
My heart's delight, My heart's pure dawn,
Good-night!" Good morn!

"

Charles Ijmkkhs.
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"MYFIRSTCUSTOMER."
A New-Chum Episode.

By Fabian Bell,
Author of " The Daughter oil a Hundred Earls," "The Letter

in Cypher," etc.

Illustrated by Olive Tilly and Miss Moor
"

W^I'^1'^ le eas'es^ thingin the world. Any-
-I|| one can do it."
f| "But weknow nothingabout store-

keeping. We shan'tevenknow what
tocharge."

"Oh! You'll soon learn," persisted our
mentor withconfidence. " Anyonecan keep
a store, just as anyone can farm. The
instincts of agriculture and commerce are
inborn. Intuitive.""That may be,but— but—Ican't say that
I,personally, feel atall intuitional."" 01)! That'll be all right. Nothing can
be easier. You justgo to a good wholesale
firm— I'll introduce you to one— and they
supply you with the right class of goods,and
the invoice of wholesale prices guides you in
your charges. For instance suppose you add
25 per cent, toall invoices. That would be
a good profit. In the old gold-fields days a
friend of minehad astore at Drybread, and
he charged cent per cent on every article.
It was a simple plan and acted very
well."

We werenew chums,my husband and I,
andalso newly married, with willing hands
and hearts, and a very small capital, and
thinking that all three would find a better
market in New Zealand than in England,
had come out in the hope of making "

our
pile."

Unfortunatelyneither Jack norIhad been
brought up to do anything really useful.
Hehad beentoschool andcollegeandlearned
how to fish and shoot, to play tennis and
polo;andhis appearance in the cricket field
wassimplyperfect. Hecould ride tohounds
and had won more than one steeplechase;

but of useful knowledge— knowledge that
produces pounds, shilling's and pence, he had
none. That did not trouble Jack. Nothing
ever troubled him. He was, and is, the
dearest fellow in the world, and the least
practical.

Hesaid "Minna was the practical member
of the firm," andIfelt bound to justify his
praise. Ihad at least had some experience
of poverty— the semi-genteel poverty of :»
country parsonage. Our love-making had
been very prosaic. No one opposed it. In
fact,myparents werewellpleased,for though
Jack had no trade or profession, he had a
few thousand pounds. And weall thought
the money would go a long way in the
colonies.

It was wonderful the way that money
disappeared. Jack saidIshould be cashier
and accountant, and so Iwas. Ikept a
strict account of every penny, but someho w

that did not make them go any further.
Jack had never been accustomed to deny
himself the small luxuries of life. "They
cost so little you know," and again, "The
best things are always cheapest in the end,"
which latter contains a fallacyIhave never
yet been able to expose.

Our capital disappeared with alarming
quickness. It melted away like butter on
hotbread.

"Really, Jack, we must do something."" Certainly,my dear. What shall we do ?
Shall wegoovertoSt. Clair ? Itisa lovely
day.""No,Idon't mean that at all. We must
do something. Earn some money. Work
for our living."
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"Yes,yes. Of courseyou areright. You
always are. You are the most wonderfully
practical little woman in the world. What
shall we do? Have you decided that ?

"
"Ithink we had better try to keep a

store.""
A store! Good gracious! Why a store?

[sn't thatrather— rather
"

hepaused for
a word,andIsupplied it inmy usualmanner." Infra dig, you would say, andIsuppose
it is. But the fact remains that we must do
something, and a store seems about the only
thing that we can manage. The only thing
that does not require skilled labour of some
kind,and unfortunately neither you norI
have had the training to tit us for getting
our own living. We might take up land.
MrStaunton says thatany onecanfarm. But
Idoubt it. Idon't think you would know
whichend of aplough to hold, andI'm very
sureIshouldnot. And there wouldbe trees
to fell and the land to clear." (lhis of
course was a mistake, as we; should be
scarcely likely to take up a North Island
bush section; but my knowledge of up-
country lifeat that time waschiefly obtained
from American books of life and adventure
in the Far West,and a logcabin in the midst
of a half-cleared paddock was my idea of a
country life.)

.lack acknowledged that he had neverseen
a plough nearenough to pass an opinion as
to its business end, but opined "

that what
manhad done manmight do," and that he
supposed he could learn."There'sno timefor that. We must begin
to eai'n some money at once. How much do
you think wehave spent since we came out
two months ago ?

"
"Don'tknow,anddon'tmuch care. About

twice as much as weought,Isuppose."
Itoldhim,and he made a littlegrimace."Icall it great economy," he declared."Iused to spend twice as much at home."" Well, at that rateour money will last us

exactly tln-ee years and eight months. And
what is to become of us at the end of that
time ? There is nothing for it but to try the
stove. YouseeIcould help in that. Keep
the books and mind the shop. Oh!Ireally

think Ishall like it. Quite a number of
great peopleat Home have gone into trade
of late years," and Imentioned several woll-
known instances in London Society. "One
hasonly got to weigh out the things carefully
and see that one makes no mistakes. Al-
ways give good articles, and never charge
too much or too little. Oh!lam certain we
shall like it, and at any rate \vu shall be
doing something."

My eagerness carried the day. Jack had
no feeling one way or the other. Work, of
the kind that earns daily bread, was not an
inherited instinct with him. Not that he
was lazy, he was full of life and energy, but
he had no commercial instincts and never
acquired them.

So we bought a section in a rising town-
ship, and proceeded to erect a house and
store.

The township was certainly rising in the
sense that it had not yet risen, ami Imay
add, in parenthesis, that it is still rising in
the same sense.

We saw it first on paper, and it looked
very imposing. Theplans werenicely drawn
and colored in mathematical parallelograms,
with here and there a corner cut off to suit
the exigencies of the land, through which a
creek wound itsserpentinecourse,interfering
a good deal with the said parallelograms,
Through the centre of the plan ran a higli
road or main street, and there were several
minor streets at right angles. One good
large section was marked "Church

"— the
church of the Future; another was allocated
for a school, and all the rest were pretty
much at our disposal. It was explained to
us that a store, a blacksmith's forge, lateran
hotel, and still later a school and a bank, co
to form a rising township in New Zealand.
Our store would therefore be the nucleus of
Strathclare.

The township was ten miles from tlie
nearest railway station, and two from tlio
pleasant homestead of our kind friends, the
iitauntons, who invited us to stay with them
while our ownhouse was beingbuilt.

When Ifirst saw Strathclare, my heart
sank, for Ifound it consistedof twocottages
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and a big bam; that the main street was a
ploughed track through stiff rlay, which half
a day's rain converted into liquid mud, from
■which Jack more than once extricated me
vi at annis, leaving on one occasion a shoe
behind, which he had afterwards difficulty
in finding, fishing' for it with a stick and
hauling it up by Ihe lace. A woeful sight!
The other streets existed only on paper,and

drays. Then we set to work to arrange our
goods, and the first thing that struck us

was
— either that the room was too large, or

that vve had too few things. The neatshelves
looked half empty instead of being packed to
the remotest corner in the manner T had so
often admired. But webrought our goods
to the front, and hoped that no one would
detect the cavern-like spaces behind. We

wereparts of grassy a.,

paddocks; their . lii
1 ''I 1'HI1 t\

course T was never

able to trace.
When the store

was paid for we had
very little money in-
deed with which to
stock it. But our
friends remarked
that we could draw
bills—

a process de-
lightfully simple in
the beginning, but
one which takes your
sleepawayand makes
your hair grey in the
end.

In a wonderfully
short, time the house
was built,and a very
nice little house it

was. One large
square room

— that
was the store

— ami
three others,parlour,
kitchen, and bed-
room. It was neatly
finished within and
"without,and all our
own. How prond we
"were of it.

The shop was truly a delightful place, worked veryhard arranging and disarrange
Full of shelves and bins, and drawers;and ing, climbing up the step ladder, handing
a real counter. 1promised myself hours of things to each other, and then running a
pleasure inarranging it. little way off to study the effect. And when

Before we left town we had visited a all was done to the best of our ability, we
■wholesale store and made— with the assist- threw open the door to our customers, who
ance of one of the clerks

—
our modest should have been waiting outside, but were

selection. This was now scut up to us, and not.
brought from the railway station in large In the evening we stuck a kerosene lamp

"
ITHINK WE HAD BETTER TRY TO KEEP A STORE."
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in the middlo of the shop window,and took
turns in walking down the main street and
studying the effect. Butthe customers were

still conspicuous by their absence. It seems
strange that we had not before questioned
the arrival of these customers. Our friends
attheneighbouringhomesteads hadpromised
to patronise us, and there were settlers and
farmers within a reasonable distance who
might become patrons,but to these the shop
front would not appeal. Who then would
admire our brave show ? But asIhad taken
pains to explain toJack, "If youhave ashop
you must havea shop window. It would be
nothing without that."

With regard to the settlers we had been
told that our trade mustbe largely a question
of barter.

"You willbuy from them eggs>
butter, skins, fruit, and other produce, but
not woolor grain— those you must not touch
-—and they will take the value outingoods.""

And what shall wedo withthe eggs,etc.?"
"Send them into town and make a profit
both ways."

Excellent advice whichdid notprovequite
so easy in practice. The farmers wanted the
highest quoted price, and the dealers gave
the lowest, and neither party ever seemed
satish'ed.

The store was now dulyopened, and early
on the following morning Itook my place
behind the counter waiting for my tardy
customers.

At last the door was pushed further open
and a very small, rather dirty, bare-footed
boy marched in."Please, Miss, a ha'poth o' lollies," de-
mandedmy first customer, whose eyes were
just on a level with the bran new counter.
Iimmediately recognised him as the childof
the Staunton's ploughman, whose parents
occupied a cottage on the other side of the
street, and thus formed, with ourselves (for
the other cottage Avas empty and fast falling
into decay) the sole populationof Strathclare.
Idid not know how to weigh out this,my

first order. The large scales looked ridi-
culously out of proportion,nor didIsee how
to make an equitabledivisionof the standard
pound;butIplaced ahalf ounce weight in

the pan and proceeded to balance it witli
sweets.

Bob Lawson drummed meanwhile on the
counter with his money, and eyed my pro-
ceedings with much dissatisfaction.

"D'ye call that a ha'poth? "
he said

severely, looking at the tiny screw of paper
with scorn. "Why, the storekeeper i' Toko
gi'esIa list-full."

"Perhaps your mother deals with him," !
hazarded.

"No, her don't. Her says her'lldeal \vi'
you, if yer prices is reas'blo. But. 1 don't
call that reas'blc nohow,"andagain he looked
with scorn at the tiny paper.
Itried to explain that lie had really got

more than his moneys worth, and finally
added a few sweets fromanother tin.

He opened his hot little hand and reluc-
tantly pushed the coin it contained over the
counter." Why Bob, this is a penny."

"In course it. arc, you'd be a silly not U>

ken that."" But I. have no ha'pennies."" Then I'll pay yer next time." And
promptly regaining possession of the coin he
departed, and I heard his chuckling laugh
of triumph in the distance.

Jack also laughed at my discomfiture." Poor littlekiddy," he said, " he's a hard
case. If many of ourcustomers are like that
we shan't get rich in a hurry."

Then Bob's mother paid the store avisit.
She explained that she was in a great hurry,
that she had not tidied up after breakfast,
that she had just put the baby down for a
sleep, that she had got her bread set ready
for the oven, and had only a moment to
spare. In spite of which, excellent reasons
to the contrary,slio remained more than two
hours pullingabouteveryarticle,and pricing-
things she had no intention of buying. In
the meanwhile my own work was standing
still, and I could smell Jack's dinno?-
burning."0!yoti's my man," shecried at last in a
fluster. "I seen him coming over the
paddock. He'llgi' it me for notha'in' his
meat ready. Gi' me one of them tins of fish,
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he'sawful fond o' fish, and that'llpnt he in
a good humour."

She departed hastily,andIreturned to the
kitchen tofind the potatoes and chops burned
to the saucepan,and the fire out.

Jack appeared about the same time, and
we compared notes of our morning's experi-
ences. Ihad sold— on credit--a halfpenny
worth of lollies and a tin of preserved fish.
He had received a few orders, and we went
into the shop to make them up, and had a

good time laughing at our unbusiness-like
parcels, and the difficulty of closing up both
ends, and agreed that the making of neat
packages might very well be classed among
the fine arts.

Thus the stone was set rolling, but it was
not the work of the stove that -troubled- us,
it was our own ignorance,especially of the
art of buying and selling, which did not
comeby instinct."Pooi1 fellow,Icould not beat himdown,"
Jack would say apologetically, when expos-
tulated with concerning some very bad
bargain. "Iwant to do a trade you know,
and Stauuton says we shall never get on
unless we buy thepeople's produce.""But theyare too dear. By the time you
have sent those skins into town you willlose
on them."

" Well, whatare wetodo? Watson asked
that, andIcouldn't beat him down. It
seemslittleenough, and hesaid thathecould
get more if he took them into town.""Lethim take them, and perhaps he will
find out hismistake."

My first customer stuck to me, spending
his penny most days in two purchases of a
half-pennny each." Yer gets more for two ha'poths than fur
one brown," he condescended to explain.
And Isaw that the child was wise in his
generation.

Mrs Lawson resented the fact, that after
that first morningIwould notspendhalf the
day in gossip, butsternly demanded, " What
canIget you ?" when she paid her morning
call."Idon'twant nothing in particular, but
you may show me what you've got, if it's
anything new, andImaybuy jf you are not
too dear. Butmy man says he'll take me to
Toko some Saturday inthe station cart,and
L can get whatIwants there ; though, in
coorse,Iwould like to deal wi'you, it's only
neighbourly, hut you do stick the prices on
so. Youseemto think we'remade o' money.
Now, what's the lowest you'll take for this
bit o' stuff,Idon't partic'lar want it,but it
ud make the baby a pinny.""Ihave already told you. We do not
have two prices."

And she would leave the shop in a huff,
only however, to returnnext day, forIwas
her nearest neighbour, and she could not
afford to' lose the mild dissipation of her
morning call.- Chief "among, the produce that wehad to
take from our customers, wasbutter. .Now
this batter wasa source of continual worry,
thequality being mostuncertain ; some being
delicious, firm and golden, equally good to
look at and to eat, but the greater part was
colorless, tasteless, shapeless,badly made and
battered about, and such as we couldhardly
getrid of atany price. Many a time, in the
late summer evenings or early mornings,I
had to -plungeit into cold waterand remake
it all before Icould pack it in the boxes
prepared for that purpose.

"D'YE CALL THAT A HA'i'OTTI?"
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[t wason the butter question that Bob's
mother and Icame at last to a serious

difference of opinion.
The weather was hot and the best brand

had not yet come in, when Bob rushed over
inhot haste, demanding:" 'Alf a pound of
yer best. Us has got wisitors." Isent the
bestIhad,and ina few momentsMrs Lawson
came flying over in breathless rage, and
thrusting the oily mass under my nose?

exclaimed:" Call that butter! Butter, indeed! 1
calls it cart-grease. And [ suppose you'll
ha' the blooming cheek to charge me top
pi-ice for that. ButIshan't pay it,Igi' yer
notice. Yer calls yerself a lady and be too
line to make friends wi'uns, but I'd be
'shamed to keep such stuff as that, and
charge for it too. Yer a d d cheat, like
all the rest of the sham gentlefolk who are
too mean to work wi' their hands for an
honest living. Bah! Ihate all such nasty
pride and cheatery."

And she flung the offending butter on the
counter within an inch of my nose, and
setting her arras akimbo gavevent to a flood
of abuse such asIhad never heardbefore in
allmy life.
Iwas youug and foolish, and in spite of

the bi'ave faceIhad put on,Ihad often
found it hard to stand behind the counter
and servepeople who showed no respect for
me or my position. The silly prejudice
against trade with whichIhad beenbrought
up,made me think myself superior to most
of the settlers round,and their free and easy
ways offended me. But though Iprided
myself onmy superiority to my position,I
resolved to maintain it by a course of the
strictest probity. No tricks of trade, no
specious lies for me. Iwould be always
scrupulously upright and honorable; and
justify my position in the manner in which
Ishould fill it. And now to be called a
common cheatand liar! Theaccusation was
like a slap in the face, so utterly shameful
thatIcould find no words to defend myself,
but cowered under the lash of the. angry
woman's tongue as she toldme what she and
others thoughtof me.

My silence seemed to enrageher stillmore,
and the stream of her eloquence gathorod
force as it (lowed over my bent head, until
at last whenshe had said hersny, and doubt-
less 'far more than "she had intended, sho
turned on her heel, and Hung- herself out of
the shop.

1crept to the bedroom and threw myself,
face downwards, on the bed, whore .Jack
found me.

"Why, Minna, my dear little woman!
What's the matter?" he cried with tender
insistence."Nothing, nothing;only Mrs Lawson says
I'm a cheat and a liar. Oh! how Iwish we
had never seen this horrid old store. I
thought the people would respect us for
getting our own living and doing our best.
But theydon't. They just— justdespise us."

"No one despises us whose opinion is
wortha cent," said Jack stoutly. "I.dare-
say they laugh at our blunders, and no
wonder,Ioften laugh at them myself, but
they do respect us, and most of them believo
what we say. Now tell me what it is all
about, and what has put you out of conceit
of store-keeping, justas we are beginning to
get on a bit."
Itold him. It did not seem much in tho

telling, and 1washalf ashamed to havemade
such a fuss and taken such a trifle to heart.
But Jack was in a towering rage, I. have
never seen him so angry in my life, and all
the worse becausehe could not take it outof
the woman herself'; and the husband,a very
decent fellow, was obviously innocent." You will notallow that woman to corno
inside your door again, you willneverspeak
to her,or take any notice of her, or appear
as if you saw her.""But

—
but the shopis free. If she comes

in?
"

" You will walk out. Mind 1 insist upon
it."

ThenextdayIsaw MrsLawson approach-
ing,and closed the door. Sho took the hint
and retired. Later onBob arrived with hit*
usual order."A ha'poth o' lollies if yer please, an' I
likes 'em wi' writing on."
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1served him in silence.
He lingered for a moment,and thenputting

up his small,dirty, bright-eyed face, said:"Isay,Miss,'" (he always called meMiss,
Ibelieve lie thought it more polite)," don't
yer tak' on;don't. Herdon't meannothin',
our ole 'oman don't. It's just her way,hard
words don't break no bones, and saft uns
don't butter no parsnips. 'That's what her
said to dad lastnight when he wasa scoldin'
o' her' But her isn'ta coming back to this
storenotnomoi'e, her isn't. ButI'mcoming
just same as ever. These lollies is prime."" Thank you, Bob. Ishallbe pleased to
serve you. You know that you were my
first customer."" That's it,Miss. II! stick to yer,I'all.
And as for what the ole 'oraan says, don't
yer take on about it, she don't never mean
nothin',our ole 'omandon't."

ButIdeclined to accept the olive branch
thus held out, and Bob's mother andIwere
not

" speaks," as the children say.
Ihave before remarked that we had not

enough money to pay cash for our stock in
trade. But this presented no difficulty to
ourgetting whatever we wanted, the whole-
sale housemerelydrew upcertain bills which
Jack signed, promising to pay at three, six
and nine months. The first payment was
met without difficulty, for wehad still funds
in hand, but when the second became due we
had very little with which to meet it,and
our stock already needed renewal. It had
either been badly chosen, or the exigencies
of trade were very uncertain, for while the
tinned fish,thecanned fruit and the molasses
hung on hand, the tea, sugar and tobacco
disappeared rapidly. The barter trade
brought inno ready money and took out all
the most saleable goods; and the friendly
station customers did not pay so punctually
as wehadexpected,probably notunderstand-
ing the importance of every penny; and of
course wecould not press them, or send in
accounts "to bill delivered." Meanwhile
there was thebill to be met and nothing to
meet it with,and the knowledge was acon-
stantand evergrowingincubus. Ittroubled
me more than it did Jack, whose previous

life had accustomed him to unpaid bills,
whereasIhad been brought up in a pious
horror of debt. Jack, also, was bynature
careless and unpractical, while I, on the
contrary, was inclined to take things too
much to heart and worry over them. To
make the matter worse Iwas perfectly
ignorant of the extent of the pains and
penalties that wemight incur through non-
payment. What steps the merchants and
lawyers could and would take. Whether
they would send Jack to prison, or content
themselves with taking all that wehad. It
seemedprobable that they would prefer the
latter, and that a tangible bird in the hand
would seem to thembetter thanany number
of mythical bipeds in the bush. ButIcould
not be sure, and the dreaded danger as-
sumed unnatural proportions. Every night
IdreamedthatJack was being dragged from
my arms to prison, there to be decorated
with a broad arrow, and 1 woke breathless
and exhausted. A dozentimesa dayIlooked
round our littlehome, to whichIhad become
truly attached, and thought how terrible it
would be to lose it. Thus the vision of the
bill haunted and harassed me, nightand day,
wentup and down with me, lay in my bed,
poisoned my sleep, fed at my table, and
proved itself a veritable sword of Damocles
ready to fall and destroy us both. But i
kept all the troubleto myself,Ihad no friend
in whom Icould confide, and Jack had so
many other worriesthatIhad not the heart
to add to the number ; and moreover, lie
could not do anything, he could not make
money. So Ilet the fear eat into my own
heart,and the moreIdwelt upon it the worse
it became. Not having the slightest idea of
how the blow might be expected to fall, I
waited for it,counting the hours withgloomy
expectancy.

The bill would fall due on the 4th of
November, and for days before Icould think
of nothing else. The weather was lovely,
and our little garden was full of spring
flowers. The larks sang in the clear sky as
if their throats would burst ; the fields of
springing corn were green with parrakeets;
the liquid not#'6f the tui sounded from the
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tallblue-gums;the flash of the fantail's flight
threw gleams of light into the dark bushes;
the scrub was white with manuka blossom,
and in the bush the snowy clematis flung
itself in clusters of falling stars against the
sombre greenery; the sweet scent of the
native bramble filled theair, and inmany a
deepgully the flame flowers of the rata were
already beginning to show their scarlet tips.
Everywherewas the sound of running water,
and a vivid subtle sense of life and growth.

The yearly miracle of the spring. Under
ordinary circumstances my heart wouldhave
beat inunison with this joyous festival,but
now those ominous words, "I promise to
pay," seemed written all over the face of
nature,andIcould not get behind or above
them. My health also was not verystrong,
and the hope that should have been an
unspeakable jojbecame overshadowed with
fear. What if the hour of trouble should
findme homeless, aye,and penniless too ?
Isaw,or thoughtIsaw, all our folly in

embarking on so mad a schemo without
either knowledge or capital.

"Fool! fool! fool!" Isaid to myself.
And,remembering how Jack had yioldecl to
my entreaties against his own judgment, 1
felt a profound respect for his commonsense
such asIhad neverexperienced before. I
had always in my secret heart thought
myself a little cleverer and more practical
than .lack, but now he had proved himself
the wiser of the two.

At last the long dreaded day duwned,and
asIdressed myself and wont slowly about
my work,Ihad a dull ache at my heart and
a fearful expectancyof what eachhour might
bring forth.

According to customIwent into tho store
directly after breakfast and sefc tho door wide
openpreparatoryto sweepingout thedust,as
Idid soIlooked mechanicallyacross the road,
expecting to see Bob Lawson and tho baby,
half dressed, tumbling about before the un-
fenced cottageas their custom was,and even

"
PROMISK ME NOT '10 STIR VVHILK I KIN I'OK TlfK LOU-IKS."
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asIlooked, asuddencryof anguish rangout
on the still air. IrecognisedBob's voice in
amoment, and thought that his mother was
spanking him,yet there was a note in that
cry far morereal than his ordinary howl of
mingled angerand protest.

EvenasIlistened in strained expectancy
lest itmight be repeated,MrsLawson rushed
straight out of her cottage andmade for me.

"Bob's gone and fell into the scalding
w'ter. He's dead,he's dead," and she wrung
her hands, moaning and crying like a mad
thing. "Come. Oh! do come. He'sscalded
to death."
Iwaited no secondbidding. Inamoment

ourquarrel was forgotten, and, snatching up
a bottle ofoil andapile of soft handkerchiefs,
Iran across the street. The boy, who had
fallen into a tub of scalding water justready
for the Monday wash, had nothing on but
his little shirt, forbothchildren wereallowed
to play about like that for hours while the
mother got breakfast, etc. He had over-
balanced himself and fallen backwards into
the boiling water,his head and feet escaping
contact withit while his poor little body was
quiteunprotected. Hismother had managed
to pull him out, and after that first terrible
cry he had not uttered a word, but lay on
the floor feebly groaning in a heart-breaking
manner. Iquickly removed the little shirt
and with his mother's assistance wrapped
him from head to foot in cloths saturated
with oil,and put a fine linen sheet overall.
The relief was almostimmediate, but though
the heart-rendingsobs-ceased, the exhaustion
attendant upon theshock wasso great thathe
layperfectly still andapparentlyunconscious.

"Oh! he's dead! He's dead! My Bob's
kilt!" cried the mother,hanging overhim;
andit was only after Ihad administered a
good scolding that she ceased, and set to
work to mop up the water that had done so
much mischief. Ilifted the creeping baby
out of reach of a similar catastrophe, and
turning ray attention to my patient, found
that his eyes were now open and fixedonme.
His lips moved andIbent to listen."Tell'd yei%her didn'tmean nofchin'. Our
ole 'oman never do."

For a momentIfailed to grasphis mean-
ing,and thought thathe was delirious; then
it flashed upon me that he was referring to
the butter episode, and that, even in the
midst of his pain,he was pleased to realise
that his mother andIwerefriends.
Imade some encouraging answer. He

tried to moveand uttered a little quick cry
of pain. Itold him that he had been hurt
and beggedhim to lie quite still.
"Iwill if yer'll gi'Ia big ha'poth. An'

yershould,cosIwasyer fust— fust.— What's
that yer called me?

"
"My First Customer."" That's it,Iwereyer fust ouster, and I've

alers stuck to yer ever since."" Indeed you have, Bob, and now if you'll
liequite still,I'llfetch you some of the very
nicestlollies. Those bigalmonds."" Oh, golly!" cried Bob. And then in
another tone, "Oh!my body do burn,itburns
all over; take this thing off,Ican't thole
it."

"No, no, you must not throw off the
bandages. You must try and lie still and in
a little while the burning will be better.
Promise me not to stir while Irun for the
lollies."
"I won't, honor bright. Butyer'll make

haste."" IndeedIwill."
His great wistful eyes Avere fixed onme,

and, for the time, their ordinaiylook of mis-
chief and devilry had departed, and was
replacedbytheinexpressiblepathosof adumb
animal inpain. A look which made my own
eyes growdim. There could be no question
that theboy loved and trusted me with the
unreasoning devotion of afaithful dog, and,
in all the days of agony and threatened
collapse that followed,myhand couldalways
soothehim,and,atmyentreaty,he would try
to restrain his wild cries and restless move-
ments, and thus allow a new skin to form
overhis terrible wounds.

Hour after hour for nearly a weekIsatby
his side and helped him to fight the battle
with death, sleeping when he slept, resting
where and how Icould, for so surely asI
left mypatient for a few hoursIreturned to
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find him worse; feverish, restless, trying to
tear off the bandages; moaning, crying, or
raving indelirium,

Mrs Dawson showed a new side to her
character. Her gratitude washeartfelt and
simple, she appeared to think that Bob's
preference for my ministrations was only
natural,and never once showed that unrea-
soning temper which had formerly alienated
us. How much there was to admire in this
woman whom 1had thought only a noisy
virago!

For five clays and nights Bob lay in a
critical condition. Icouldnot leavehim,and
my thoughts wereentirely taken up with his
state. It was, of course, impossible to get a
doctor and the responsibility of the case
rested onmy shoulders; and mnny a timeI
felt doubtful as to whetherIhad done the
right thing1,and triedto think ofsome better
plan. At the end of that time, however,he
began to mend steadily, and Iwas able to
return to my own home and my neglected
husband.

That same evening as we sat cosily by the
tire— for the air waschill— Jack smokinghis
pipe while 1reclined luxuriously in an easy
chair,Istarted suddenly to my feet and
eried—

"Jack ! what day is this ?
"

"November 9th."

" Good gracious ! And that bill, that
dreadful bill! Ihad forgotten all about it.
And now

—
whatever will become of us? "

"Oh!that's allright. Ihad a lotter from
B. and B. yesterday, by the station mail,
and they said that finding we worenot roady
with the money, they had taken up tho bill,
(I'm suroIdon't know what that means),
and were ready to renew it. But that in
futm'e we must let them know in good time
if we could not meet our engagements. In
short, this being our first offence, wo are let
offeasily. 'Notguilty,butdon'tdo itagain,'
sort of thing. Why, Minna,my dear child,
what's the matter ? Yon look quito pale."

"If Iam, it's with joy. Oh! you can't
think whata fool I've been

"
And then [ pouredout in a torront all the

haunting fears of the last few weeks, and ho
laughed and kissed me in his light hearted
way, assuring me that I was a dear, soft-
hearted darling, and not nearly so practical
as he had imagined. But he did not realise— andIsupposeno mancould— thekeenness
of the suffering thus happily ended; or why
it was that \ maintained that .Hob's accident
had been agood thing for usall. For myself
Ifirmly believe that, but for that timely
interposition, 1 should have had a serious
illness from apprehension of the trouble that
never came

DearSacrum.

Soft is the sun, and soft is the air, and soft is the
Mother's breast ;

Soft is the song shecrooneth as 1stretcli me there
torest

—
Song with its warp of wooing wind, and its weft of

bird-notesclear:
How the heart itstills,and thrills,and fills. . . .

Tis Spring— Oh, Spring is here !
David Will. M. Burn.
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TE AWANUI ARUA
(THE WANGANUI RIVER).

SJLL Notes on the Scenery, People, and Traditions of the r\ii
Wls&/ if New Zealand Rhine.

" Kohikohianga maramarao Aotea"-(Collect the fragmentsof Aotea).

Wc-^WHANGANUI is a modern name
«Jifflra| f° r tnis fine river' of wllic!l we

Tl'IPiII liativek° rnare somewnatprou(^-
)4j|iJL In former times it was known

as Te Awa-niu-a-Kua, or le

Wai-nui-a-Rua (the Great River of Raa).
Itwas alsoknown as Te Wai-nui-a-Tarawera,
Te Wai-tahu-parae and Te Koura-puta-roa,
the first being the principal as well as the
most ancient name. The river is often
compared to a canoe, by the natives. The
head of the river is the bow, the main river

the body orhold of the canoe, and the mouth
is the stern. Another ancient name of the
river is Te Whanga-nui-a-Rua. Whanga is
an old word, now obsolete, save in place
names. It means a harbour, or the wide
mouth of a river. It is said that Rua and
Tarawera were remote ancestors, and that
Rua was the father of the latter.

ANCIENT TRIBES OFTHEWHANGANUI
VALLEY.

Itis certain that at least. three waves of
migration have swept down into the Valley
of Eva. Of these the first is but a dim
memory of the remote past, a few names
only having been preserved. Those names,
however,are distinctly Polynesian.

The second migration to, or peopling of,

theWhanga-nui Valley was due to the advent
of the ancestors of the ancient tribe known
as Nga Paerangi, the descendants of whom,
still bearing the old time name, are to be
found at Kai-whaiki and elsewhere ; indeed,

Ibelieve that my old friend, Kerehoma

Tuwhawhakia, is of that ancient people. It
washe who told me that the Nga Paerangi
are descended from an atua (god, i.e., a
deified ancestor) of very old times, and of
whom it was said—

" Paeram/i, atua o Te
Moungaroa

" This Moungaroa is said to

have come to New Zealand on the vessel
Mataatua, though really belonging to the
Kurahaupocanoe. While itis almostcertain
that Paerangi came from the Isles of
Polynesia some twenty-six generations, or

six hundred andfifty yearsago,on the sacred
vessel known as Horo-uta, it is, however,

probable that Paerangi o Te Moungaroa was

not the original Paerangi who came on
Horo-uta, inasmuch as the Whanga-nui
natives claim three ancestors of that name,

one of whom came on Aotea, the vessel of
Turi of immortal fame, and another came on

the back of a huge water monster from
Hawaiki, at least so Kerehoma informed
me.* These were favourite statements with
the gentle aboriginal, the meaning of which,
probably, is that theyhavelostallknowledge
of the name of their ancestor's vessel in the
ancient migrations hither from the Isles of
the Sunlit Sea. From traditionaryevidence,

gathered by Colonel W. E. Gudgeon and
myself, it is fairly definite that the original
Paerangi came to New Zealand on the
Horo-uta,and tlwt Hom-uta landed himand
a few others on theBase Coast, whence some
of them crossed theIsland totheWhanga-nui
Valley, where they either became the origin

* This Paerangi was a descendant of one Rua-
wahine.
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of NgaPaerangi tribe, or imposed that name
on the autochthones by virtue of their
superiorviana,a thing which often occurred
in thosestirring times.

The above theory is strongly supported by
a statement of Nga Paerangi of Kai-whaiki,
who state that the ancestorof Paerangi-o-te-
Moungaroacame from the Hawaikian father-
land toNew Zealand five generations before
the Aotca vessel arrived,a date which agrees
with thatof the arrival of Horo-uta.

As time went onNga Paerangi became a

strong tribe, and occupied lands extending
from Whanga-ehu, up the Whanga-nni
Valley as far as Ope-riki (Koriniti). They
were found occupying that territory when
Ao-Keliu and the ancestors of Ngati-Hau
came from the North, the lattertribe having
sprungfrom the Ao-tea migrants.

In regard to the connection between the
Horo-uta migrants and the Whanga-nni
people. HamioraPio, an aged and learned
member of the Ngati-awa tribe of the Hay of
Plenty, states :

" The people(of importance)
who wereof the sacred vesselHoro-uta, were
Whiro-nui, Whiro-tupua, Te Pontama and
his sisters, Te Kahu-takiri and lri-a-rangi,
Tama-whiro,Te Hekenga, Tama-ki-te-raugi

}

Oi-piria, Tu-mokai and hissisterHine-kawau.
Tu-mokai lived at the Tawhiti-nui pa at
Kawcrau. His descendants are at Whanga-
nui. The descendants of his sister Hine-
kawauare here (Genealogy No.1, ina future
number)."

We observe that thirteengenerations from
Hine-kawau bring us to the present time.
Nowanother genealogyfrom the same person
was obtained by Judge Gudgeon from her
descendants on the Whanga-nui side, and it
contains an equal number of generations.
This fairly proves that Hine-kawau and her
brother, although of Horo-uta, were but
descendants of the crew of that historic
vessel,and really belonged to a periodabout
twelve generations subsequent to that time.
At the present time a native speaks of
belonging to a vessel that arrived twenty
generationsago.

Pio also states that the descendants of
Tu-mokai are to be found among the

Whanga-nui people, that Turon, the famous,
was one of them. Mirn-kino, an ancestor of
Whanga-nni, is said to have been a son of
Tu-mokai.
It is possible thai Nga-Poutama, a river

tribe living at Karatia, are descended from
Poutatna of lioro-uta. A curious statement
is madeby Pio. Hesays tliata tribe known
as Ngai-Tamawhiro, who were descendants
of Tamawhiro of Horo-uta, occupied in
former times lands at Mcliou, near Matata,
in the .Bay of Plenty. Tin: skin of those
people was black, like that of a negro.
Their speech was very unlike that of the
Maori. They are now a practically extinct
people, beingrepresented by one.survivor, a

half-caste named Hoani-Tuaraki.
It is possible that Horo-uta brought a

contingent of the dark Melanesia!! race to
this land from Fiji or elsewhere. It is well
known that the Maori sojourned for some
time inFiji, and the whence of lloro-uta is
shrouded inmystery. Thishypothesis would
account for the strange Melanesian type
found among the Urewera mountaineers,
who are in some way connected with the
natives of the Whanga-nui River, both by
blood and tradition, as we shall sec; anon,

This connection, it seems to me, is through
(lie migrants of 1loro-iita,. the remains of
which canoeare to be seen at Tiarere, near
Matata, in the form of arock. At least so

says the veracious Maori— and who would
doubthim?

Tuwhawhakia,ofKai-whaiki,near Upoko-
naavi), writes me: "Tu-mokui, iMiiu-kinu
and lline-kawau came from there (Bay of
Plenty). Tliey came from the Tawhiti-nui
pa, at tlie mouth of the river at Opotiki.
Many more came with them, bringing with
them the name of their pa, Tawhiti-nui,
which is still heard mentioned within the
Valleyof Whanga-nui."

There is also a connection between the
Bay of Plenty natives and those of Whangu-
nui through Toi the Wood Eater,of famous
memory. A genealogy from Toi gives
twenty-nine generations down to Hare
Rakena (see White's Ancient History of the
Maori, vol. 1, p. 138), and another of the
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same length brings us to the son of Hoani
Hipaugo.

The third wave of invasion that entered
the Valley of Whanga-nui was that of the
Aoteamigrants or the descendants thereof.
Aotea was probably one of the first of the
historic fleet whichre-colonised theseIslands,
if indeed it did not come here some time
before the other famous canoes. Turi was
the chief man on board Aotea, and several
genealogies from him, in my possession,
average twenty-two or twenty-three genera-
tions of men. When Turi arrived atPatea,
he found that district occupied by a tribe of
aborigines (Polynesian) known as Te Kahui-
pau, the descendants of Pautini. It is said
that these aborigines were descended from
people who came to New Zealand in the
Ariki-maitai canoe, in times longpast away.
An old legend states that Turi found a tribe
of fair complexioued people, called Korako',
living here, and that he killed the men and
enslaved the women thereof. This is a
common tradition in this Island, these fair
people beingknown as Heketoro among the
Tuhoe or Urewera tribe, and elsewhere as
Turehu.

Turi-also fought the aborigines at a place
said to be the Mana-wa-tu Gorge. His son
Turanga was slain in that battle, his body
buried and a mound of earth piled over it.
Hence that place has ever since been known
us Te Ahu-o-Turanga.

Again, when Turi arrived at Patea, he
quarrelled with oneRua-niauo,a chief of the
aborigines, and the latter, being worsted,
migrated to another land.

Another legend states that iiua-mano was
the nameof a jm at Patea, with which the
Aoteamigrants quarrelled,and thatthe Aotea
magicians, going to the cliff on which the
pa stood succeeded, by means of di'iving
wedges into the ground and the dread arts
of Makutu (witchcraft) combined withdivers
fearsome incantations, insevering from the
mainland thatpa and the ground on which
it stood, which same island floated out upon
the great ocean and waslost to huraau ken.

However, Tuwhawhakia of Nga-Paerangi
says that Rua-mano was a tnniwJia or water

monster-, whose fellow taniwha were Wiwi
and Wawa, the whole being under the lord
of demons, one Puhi-kai-ariki by name.
When called by their ariki, these monsters
came to land,obedient to his summons, aiid
Rua-mano drifted ashore.

Rua-mano, as a taniwha,is also knownby
the Urewera and surrounding tribes. This
monster formerly inhabited the ocean, but
afterwards took up his quarters in the lako
at Te Papuni, near Maunga-pohatu. When,
inthe early half of this century, that lake
broke out and became dry, Rua-mano the
aged took to asea-faringlifeonce more; but
the shock was,presumably, too much forhis
system, for shortly afterwards his dead body
was cast up on the beach at Nuku-taurua.
However, some of his teeth were found in
tlit1 dry bed of the lake— which was com-
forting.

One Tarinuku is said to have been a chief
of the ancient people of Whanga-nui, but
very littleappears to be known of him.

'Hie present tribe of Ngati-Hau or Te Ati-
Hau are said to be descended from Hau-pipi
and Hau-nui-a-paparangi of the Aotea
migration. An old saying is: "Te uri o
Hau-nui-a-paparangi, nanai taotao te nuku
roao Hawaiki." (The descendants of Hau-
nui-a-paparangi, theirs was the long land of
Hawaiki). Ihave adim ideathat this taotao
should be tautau.

:)\; -'\: "** 'K» ;X! *X*

Itis the far-distant land ofHawaiki, some
timein the fourteenth century. Two leadiug
chiefs have quarrelled, as meu ever will
quarrel in this world. The blood of both
sides flows toMother Earth. Then Turi of
the stout heart determines to leave those
strife-racked shores and go forth upon the
Great Ocean of Kiwa,as many agallant old
sea-roverhad done before him. He went to
his home, to Rangi-atea, where his sous
Turanga-i-niuaandTane-roroahadbeenborn.
His wife Rongorongo goes forth and enters
the grove to give food to her child,Tane-ro-
roa. She hears Ue-nuku, the wizard,calling
upon the peoples of Turi and Turanga and
Rongotea tocomeunderhis evilspells Sad
at heart she returns, and repeats to her
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husband what she has heard, and the word
of Turi comes forth:"These are the arts of
makntu. It is death for me and mine." So
they went to Toto, father of Rongorongo,
and said:" Give tous that by which we may
cross the vast waters which lie before us,
that we may retain life." And Totogave to
them the vessel Aotea, which floats on the
stream Wai-harakeke. Then theyproceeded
to gather food and seeds to take with them
in their search for new Lands. Upon their

Josiah Martin,Plioto,

vessel they placed the sacred and prolific
kumara (sweet potato), the seeds of the
kttraka, the taro and ti-taiohUi. Also, they
brought these birds, the kokorc/ce, moJto,
moakirua, popotai and the piopio. Hence
the saying: "The valuable freight of
Aotea." It was the evil wizard Uenuku who
placed the More (rat), the pukeko (swamp
hen),and the motarua on board Aotea-roa,
that they might destroy the valuable freight
of Aotea. Also, they bi'ought to this land
the ancient and sacred stoneaxe, Te Awhio-

rangi. Uenuku sent Potoru onboard thatho
might lure Turi to the far west, to the sullon
seas whereman is lost.

Then Kupe, the sea rover, came to Turi.
He said:"Fasten (direct) the bow of your
vessel to yonder star, nor let it. swerve from
that. So shall you find the hidden laud
wherethe sky hangs down."

Then Turi and hispeople embarkedon the
vessel Aotea-roa, and won! forth upon Ihe
great waters which spread Far away to

Auckland, N.Z,

Whanui and the home of the children of
Pani.

Now is seen the evil work of Potoru, who
strives tolead Turi toTai-tope-ki-te-uni, the
Sea of Death. But Turi says : "1 have
fastened the bow of my vessel to the star,
for such was the word of Kupe, of he who
conquered the seas." As they pass the
Wahao Te Parata, where the great tides
come forth,theyaresooccupiedinquarrelling
that they seenot thatdreadful chasm, which
swallows thevessels of Potoru, the obstinate.

FERNS, WHANGANUI RIVER,
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Rangi-totohusinks fromsight. Rangi-kekero
is seen no more. Te Ririno is gonefor ever.
Never moreshall theyreappear in theWorld
of Life.

Then Aotea comes within the influence of
that awful abyss, and sinks to the eighth
thwart ere Turi bestirs himself to act. He
siezes the hapless Tapo and casts him over-
board, as an offering" to the demons of the
Great Ocean of Kiwa. But Tapo, the
hapless, dies not. For so confident is his
mannerand speech that Turi perceives that
Tapo, the troublesome, is indeed under the
protection of Maru, the all powerful. So
Tapo ishauled aboardagain,and Turirepeats
his famous invocation to the gods, who live
for ever,that Aotea may be saved.

The prayer ends, and behold! Aotea
emerges from the dread gulf, and reappears
in the Ao marama(Land of Light). Saved
is that famous vessel and her crew. What
time the chant of joy sounds far across the
deep waters. Saved are the carved balers
and the anchors too, saved are the two finest
paddles, Te Roku-o-Whiti and Kautu-ki-te-
raugi. And the bow of Aotea-roa swings
round again and holds the star of Kupe the
Wanderer, while the gallant. Vikings of the
ManyIsled Sea sail down into the unknown
south.

And we stillspeakof the stubbornconduct
of Potoru, who perished with the Ririno.
When aperson is headstrongand persistent
in doing what we think is foolish, then the
saying is heard, "Itis the tohe aPotoru,"
(the persistence of Potoru).

Southward,eversouthward,sails the vessel
of Turi, as day by day they pass from the
Sunlit Isles and approach the Sullen Seas.
A son isborn to Turiupon the great waters,
and is given the name of Tutawa-whanau-
moana (Tutawa born at sea). And Aotea
sails on.

These daring voyagers land at theIslands
of Whiti-marama and Rongo-rupe to refit
their vessel, and holy rites are there per-
formed inorder that their tribalandpersonal
prestige and power bepreserved, as likewise
the vital essenceof manand the gods.

So Aotea-utanga-nui fares on across the

vast realm of Wainui,ancientmother of the
sun and stars. Strange lands and strange
seas they pass during that longvoyage,until
at last the shores of Te Ika-a-Maui are seen
low down on the sea horizon.

The sea-worn wanderei'S landed in divers
places, and ever find strange people, the
ancient people of the land, who look with
wonder upon the new-comers from the world
of Tutara-kauika.

Then Turi and his people settle down at
Patea, from which place they drive off the
original people and build the houses Mata-
ngirei and Nga-tara-o-te-moana.

As timepasses by they become numerous,
and go a-raiding their neighbours and expel
them fromfair lands. Evenso do they settle
in the vale of the Great Waters of Rua.

It is said that Kupe came to New Zealand
in the Matahourua canoe before Turi,and
that he gave directions to Turihow toreach
the tine district ofPatea.

Tcna! Te Korenga of Nga-Paerangi,
speaks:"

When Kupe came from farHawaiki, he
took his canoe into themouth of the Patea
river, where he saw a huge taniwha, like
unto a squid in form. This was the
demon by which the entrance to that
river was blocked. The vessel of Kupe
Avas pursued by this wheJce (marine reptile),
which sought to destroy the crew of
Matahourua. It extended its long1 arms
(kawekawe tentacles) in order to force the
canoebeneaththe water,but the crew sevei'ed
some of those arms with their war weapons,
Again this occurred. Then Kupe became
alarmed.* He siezedalarge calabash, which
he threw into the water. The monstermade
for it, probably intending to eat it. He
threw his tentacles overit,but itrolled about
so much as to render the task difficult. It
was then that Kupeapproachednear enough
toslay the great ivheke. Thus theriver of
Patea was freed from the dread taniwha.

* "
Kapunga te ngahau o te Kauinatuara."—

Thispunga is an unknownword tome. Ihave no
knowledge of theNgati-Han dialect.
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Itwas Kupe who toldTuri aboutthis land
of New Zealand. The anchor ofMatahourna
is lying at Paremata, at Porirua. It is a
large stone of singular form, with a hole
through one end.

THE LEGEND OF AOKEHU, THE
TANIWHA SLAYER,

Thisperson, Aokehu,belongedto Whanga-
nui. He crossed the sacred sea of Raukawa
(Cook Strait) to the Isle of Aropawa, where
be found a tribe living, who wereknown as
the Tini-o-Ngongotaha. He took a wife
from that people, one Takauga-matua by
name, and there dwelt for a long time. One
iky he asked his wife to re-dress his hair,
which was tied up in bunches, after the
manner of the ancient Maori. She did so,
and as she handled his long hair, she said:"What a fine thing to cover our food with."
Then the heart of Aokehu became dark
within him, for this was an evil saying to a
chief, indeed, it was equal to a curse, liut
hokept his anger in check, lest it shonld be
observed by those people, and that he might
obtain revenge in the days that lay before.

Then the thought grew that he would
return to Whanga-nui, in order to greet his
old home once more, and also, that his tribe
might consent to assist him in avenging the
insult received by him.

Then was he heard sighing for the foods
of his native land, of Whanga-nui-a-Rua.
"Maybethe food ofmy ownplaceis seenupon
the beach atKokohuia (at Whanganui)."
And the men of the multitudeofNgongotaha
asked him:"What are the foods of your
home?" "The foods are the kahawai (fish)
anddriedkumara." Theyasked:"At what
time should we visityour home ?

" " When
tlie bloom of the rata is seen red from the
ocean," replied Aokehu. "It is then that
the land breeze will bear toyou the fragrance
of the kao kumara." So it was that those
peopleresolved to visit the home of Aokehu.
Itwas then that Aokebubegan to hew out

a large wooden hwwte (bowl) large enough
to contain himself. He made also a cover
for it, and carved both in an elaborate
manner. And he saw that it was good. In

the sixth moonof the Maori year, the canoes
were launched ami the people of Ngoiigt.tiili;i
entered them anil went forth upon the Sen
of Kaukawa. As they passed Kuugi-tikoi
and Turakina, the fragrance of the dried
kttmavft was perceived. Off Whanga-obu it
was very strong, and the people asked of
Aokehn, " What is this that lias so fragrant
anodour r

"
Ho replied, "It is the food of

which 1 spoke. Observe the bloom of the
ruin how it gleamsupon the water. That, is
the sign."

The tide was flowing when they reached
the entrance to the Whanga-niii Miver.
Aokehu said to the people of his canoe :

"Place me in the kumete and put the cover
thereon,carefully caulkingallapertures with
the first bloomof the raupo. Lot the vessel
containing me drift up the river ahead of
your canoe, and yon shall see how Ihold
yoursafety, how the river shall greet, yon.
Even so, Aokehu entered the kmtwltt, the lid
was placed on it and all interstices were
stopped. Then he was thrown overboard,
and drifted up the river inhis tub. And the
Nanakia, the dread hniiirlut Tutae-poro-
poro, scents his prey from afar, and his
tonguelicks the waters of the Awa-nui-a-litia
in anticipation of a least. So he made for
the scent of man, and the waters of the river
rose around him in great, waves, like unto
those of the ocean. And the men of
Ngongotaha gazed upon the sight with
wonderand great fear.

Meanwhile, Aokehu wasdriftingupstream
and repeating his incantations to enable him
to overcome this dread monster. When
Tutae-poro-poro encountered the wooden
tub containing the would-be dvagon slayer,
he simply swallowed it, and bold Aokehu
was engulfed in the stomach of the monster.
But the taniwhn rushed in pursuit of the
canoes,he siezed them and the Multitude of
Ngongotaha have gone from the World of
Life and know death. Never again shall
theyappear in the Ao M.arama.

So Aokehu lay within his Icumelc and
busied himself incutting the lashings thereof,
and emerged therefrom and took oat his
weapon, the blade studded with sharp teeth
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of the shark. With this he cut open the
stomach of the taniwha, and that fearsome
demon was thus slain, and so drifted to the-
shoveat Tawhauaroa. ThenAokehu,strange
man, stepped out of the beast, and hisheart
was joyful. .For he had avenged the dire
insult levelled at him by his wife. The
Tini-o-Ngongotaha wereno more. Also had
he slain the fierce monster that ravaged so
long the GreatRiver of Tarawera, and taken
toll of many a hapless canoe. Freed from
this horror, his people increased and waxed
powerful,andspreadabroad across far lands.

Now, befoi*e Tutae-poro-poro was slain,
the whole valley of Whanga-nui was full of
water, indeed,only the summits of the hills
were seen by the eyes of man. But when
the taniwha was slain and his body drifted
away, then the waters receded and became
low. This monster lived just below the
bridge, in a great cave in the river bed. His
lurking place may still be seen. And see
what a fine river we have now !

Thou Aokehu settled downhere. Buthis
fame spread far and wide, and many tribes
spoke hisname. The men of Rua-nui heard
of his great deeds, and sent messengers to
ask him to go north, toward Puke-o-naki
(ancientnameof Mount Egmont) and slay
the man-devouring monsters of those hinds.
So Aokehu and his party fared northward.
They travelled in a peaceful manner, but
what wasthat to the Ngarauru, whoattacked
them, but were defeated by Aokehu, the
'Dragon Slayer, and his people! Then he
sought to destroy the dragons of the north.
Ika-roa was killed, and as the morrow
dawned,Te Wiwiand Te Wawa fell indeath.
Thus all three of those fierce beings were
slain. They were caught in snares formed
of strong ropesof ti fibre, which wereplaced
in the paths frequented by them. Then
great joy was i'olt by those people, they were
saved from a frightful death, saved by
Aokehu. So they took the woman,Takanga-
iki,and gave her tbAokehu as wife,and as a
token of their gratitude. (Genealogy No. 2,
in a later issue).
Itis also stated that Aokehuslew a taniwha

known usNgahapi.

RAUKAWA, THE SACRED SEA.
Itmay not generally be known that Cook

Strait was asacred sea to theold timeMaori.
Thickly overlaid with the dread tapu was
that restlesshighway.

My old friend and ruanuhu (wise man)
Te Karehana Whakataki of Ngati-Toa, takes
the chair." Thissea of Raukawa is tapu. When a
person crosses it in a canoe he may look
neither toright nor left, noryetbehindhim,
evenuntilhe reaches the further side. But
when a man has made the passage twice, he
is then freed from these rules. They apply
only to strangers. If such a person looks
about him, the canoewill beheld inthat spot
for a night anda day. Only the invocations
of a priest can relieve it. All people on
boarda canoecarefully cover theireyes with
leaves of the karafca tree, that they look only
into the canoe, lest they see the land. The
priests of Ngati-Kahungunu werepossessed
of the knowledge of how to release a canoe
when so situated. In starting across Kan-
kawa, the priest wouldsay,

'Let the eyes of
all lauJiou (new hands) be covered.' This
was a precaution, lest they look upon Kapiti
Islandoi-Nga Whatu-Kaiponu(theBrothers).
The latter is an extremely tapu place. On
arriving at the tnahiwi* the priest would
cry, 'Oh children, it is the tuahiivi!' He
would know it by the sign of the drifting
seaweed. The two sides of the Strait are
very deep. Just the other side of theshoal
place, that part is known as Takahi-parae.
On arriving there the priest wouldcry,

'Oh,
children, it is Takahi-parae!' Then the
voyagers wouldknow that they werenearing
the furtherside, and their hearts wouldbegin
to be glad." Once upon a time the canoeof Tungia,f
father of Te Pirihana, sailed for the other
Island. The priest on board was Te Riinu-

* Tuahhvi.— A. shoal said by natives toexist in
themiddle of Cook Strait.

t Tungiii was one of Te Rau-paraha's com-
panions,and a chief of Ngati-Toa. He took the
Wai-mapihi pa at Pukerua, near Pae-Makariki.
His soil Te Pir*h:in:i, or Ng-ahuka,stilll.yes there.
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rapa,'of Ngati-Kahu-ngunu. Now there was
a veryconceited personin that canoe. Maybe
his heart did not believe in the sacredness of
Raukavva. About mid channel he looked
around him at the land, and instantly the
canoe stopped. During the course of one

sun was that canoe held by the Komako-
hnariki, which guards the hapukn grounds.
Some of the Kahungunu people on shore
asked :

'
Who is the priest on board the

canoe r*
'

Some one replied, "It is Te Himli-

rapa.' Then the saying of Kohungunu was
heard :

'Let him stand there as a rock for
Rankawa.' For they wellknew that he was
a person of much knowledge and sacred
powers, and would come to no harm.

Enough on that point. In regard to the
Komako-liuariki; when canoes yo off to
the fishing grounds to fish for hapitkit, if thnt
bird (tho komctko) is heard to sing, not ii

single fisli will be caught. It is a small bird
and a sacred, with striped plumage. It is
not like ordinarybirds (miniuMaoriJ. And
it is hut very seldom seen."

liiolden timesvarious migrations ofpeople
left the Whanga-mii district for the South
Island. The h'rst is said to have been led by
Te Ahum. Another, some time after, was
led by a chief named Tumata-Kokiri, from
whomspranga tribeknown asNgui-TumiHsi-
Kokiri, who were the people who at lacked
Tasmiiu's boats in the year l<>4*2.

[TO HK CONTINTKH.]

"You and I and the Angels."
In some far day when the world is old.

You and Iand tho angels
Will climb up a mountain made of gold,

You and Iand the angels.

We'll go on a long,long flight away,
You and Iand the angels,

Over tho rounded roof of d:iy,
You and Iand (lie angels.

We'll fly past tho rim of tho groatsky plains,
You andIand tho angels,

And swing on the hairs of the comets manes,
You and Iand the angels.

Some day, some day from the heights afar,
You andIand tlio angels

Will join in a race with a falling star,
Youand L and the angels.

We'll find whore the earthquake battery bides,
YouandIand the angels,

And watch while the roundmoon lures tho tides,
You andIand theangels.

There'sa deeperdeep that our wings won't swoop,
Yours and mine and the angels',

For there weknow that tholost souls weep,
You andIand theangels.

Some clay, some day when our flight is done,
Yoursand mineand the angels,

We'll stand in the doors of therising Sun,
Yon andIand the angels.

i). M. itoss.
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"THE BLOKE."
J3Y MONTfiOMIORY BARR

Illustrated by Ashley Hunter

I.

JMmi *" followed by his dogs, "
\nv are ye

Sm[ Seating himself on my bed
lie pulled out a pipe and

prepared to lill it. He did not remove
the soft felt hat, of no particular shape,
that adorned his head. He was in his
working garb— muddy water-tight boots,
loosely belted trousers of blue dungaree, a
dark shirt and an olive-green coat. All
bushmen's every-day coats are green. It is
reported that these coats were originally of
some more conventional colour. Ft may be
so. There he sat— the Bloke, so self-styled— full of friendly intentions, a.nd diffusing a
mingled odour ol' tobacco, onions and honest
toil."(xood evening,Mr. Drake,"Iresponded.

"Oh, 1 say, stash the 'mister'! Plain
Bill and Jim is good enough between workin'
blokes."

1 winced. 1 had never before realised
that! was plain Jim, a workingbloke. But-
looking round me at my whareof white pine
palings, my fireplace of slabs and clay, my
home-made furniture, Ifelt compelled to
admit theappropriateness of the description.

"Do ye like batching?" inquired the
Bloke, kindly.

"Not very well. 1 don't allow my dogs
indoors."

He lithis pipe with care.
"If you wouldn't mind sendingyour dogs

out
"

"Them two dawgs." He beamed affec-
tionately upon the curs. " What they don't
know aint worth knowin'. Why, me and

Ike 'Arvey, we wasup at Long Pat's wharo
on Sunday, and Pat 'c was pitchin' about a
clawgas 'c give tenpound for. T says :

'Pal,
I'lllay ye a liver

'"
" Send your dogs out, Drake."" Oh,all right ! Ye're easynarked,mate,"

he complied, snorting contemptuously. Then
lie entertainedme for an hour with tales of
his own sagacity and that of his dogs. From
past experience I guessed that he had uot
come merely to amuse me, and while lie
talkedIwondered what he wanted. At last
he said, "

1 'card as 'ow ye wanted some
timber sawn."" Yes. Ineed a floor and a partition in
this whare, and two front rooms of sawn
timber added.""Yell he bringin' in.yer family ?"" Yes, before winterbegins, if possible.'"

"Well, I'myer man. Me andIke 'Arvey,
we always saws together. WhenI'ear of
it, L says to my mate:'There's a bonnytide
settler for you. Not like theblokes as takes
up land just to 'avea cut in atthe Guvmcnt
work. Family man, too. Ought to be 'elped.
Let's cut 'is timber for 'im, and maybe give
'im a 'and with the buildin'.' SoIcome up
'ere."" Very good of you, I'm sure.""Oh, don't nameit! Ike 'Arvey, 'c's just
the same :ready to knock off whatever 'c's
doin' and goand 'elp anypoorbloke as needs
'elp. 'Ow much would ye be wantin'
now?"
"Ihaven't reckoned it up yet. The new

part will be twenty-four by twelve, in two
rooms. What do you charge for sawing?"

Hesmiledbenignly. "That'U-beallright,
mate. Make yer mind easy."
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"Yes, but you surely do not propose to
cut my timber for nothing?

"
"Well, it won't cost ye much. We'll do

it friendlylike.""Why not name a price ?
"

"Well, ye see, ye could pay us something
for our time. We'll 'aye to knock off
(luvment roadmakin' to do yer job.'"

v What is your regularcharge per hundred
feet ?

"
"Look 'ere, mate,ye talkas if abloke was

tryin' to do ye! HVe're the best sawyers in
theplace, thoughIsay it myself, and
we won't slip ye up. Just say th~
\rord, and me and my mate we goes oi

the job.""Idon't do business in that way
Mr. Drake. I'll calculate how mucl
timber Iwant,then if you care togivi
an estimate, it will be considered
Now let us change the subject."

"Well, if that's all the thanks ;
bloke gets for trudgin' 'alf a mil<
through the bush to do 'is neighbou]
a good turn— for a paltry little jol
like yourn, ye won't get no tenders ai
all."'

1 ignored these and other discon.
nected grumblings, and turned 1113
attention to the camp-oven, in which
my uncooked bread had been set tc
rise. The Bloke cooled down, and
assisted me with his advice." Kneaded that batch two 'ours ago,
did ye?" he said. "And when did
ye set yer sponge? It's goin' to be
'eavy bread, mate. Praps yer yoast is bad.
I'll bring ye down some of mine as I pass
to-morrer, then ye can start a fresh llottt
No, it ain't no trouble."

1 felt rather ashamed of my churlish
refusal to givehim pit-sawing atdaily wages.
He seemed kind-hearted and friendly. Of
course 1did not decline his yeast, of which
Iso evidently stood inneed, lie gave me a
few hints on baking, and T received them in
theright spirit. Then he put my gratitude
to a practical test."Yell not be usin' yer 'orse much ?

"
he

began. " I'dlike to borrow 'im to-morrow,

to go packiu'. 1 got five 'orse loads at
Eketahuna,audsoI'mborrowin' extra'orsos.''

"My pony isn't fit for packing. Not
strong enough.""Oil!I'llpack light on 'im.n"I'm afraid, it's impossible."

The Bloke evidently considered me a very
disagreeable man. His eyes gleamed mali-
ciously.

"By gosh!" he exclaimed, "ye fell in,
right enough when ye give six pound for
i:hat moke !

"
"

" Indeed ?
"

"Mi wasoffered to me for thirtyhob. 4 No,'
s;iys I,'1 wouldn't 'aye 'mi ifye slung 'imat
me!

'
'K aint fit for them bunh roads atall."

I smoked in silence. The Bloke'a oyen
roved round tlie whare. " Whatever'n tliafc
di"i|)|)in<i; from the ehimbly?" he cried.
"Fat, ain't it?"" Oh, nevermind!

"

lint the Bloke's head waH already up the
widechimney. " Wbat'n thin up 'ere?" he
cried." If you must know, it in a ham 1 am
smoking." "

THEItK UK SAT
—

TIIK lil/JKK, SO KELK-STYLED.
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Hereached up and took it down." Great Scott! Been there for weeks,
ain't it? And all that 'ot fire of matai and
stuff! 'Smokin' a 'am,' says 'c! Oh,boys,
I'll die of this! Ye got it smoked right
enough, mate." He flopped on thebed in
ecstasies of mirth
"I don't profess to know much about

smoking a ham," I. remarked, rather testily,"butIfail to see what excuse youhave for
making yourself so offensive !

"
The Blokereclined onhis elbow. He was

enjoying himself very much. " \re got yer
shirt out, mister," he said.

Not understandinghismetaphor, 1looked
hastily at my clothing He thought this a
veryfacetiousretort,and laughedapprovingly.
Ilonged to kick him out. Buthe was my
nearest neighbour, and a poor bush settler
must avoid quarrelling with his neighbours.

On the wall nearhim was a photograph.
The Bloke took, it down and studied it.
"Themyer little lot?"

he inquired."My children,"Ianswered."
Gosh! The girl's good lookin'. She'd

make a slap up barmaid, if she 'ad move
style. She's eoniin' to keep 'ouse for ye, 1
expect?

"
1admitted the fact, and the Bloke grew

thoughtful."Look 'ere!
"

ho said at last. "Look
'ere, boss!" On the strength uf my
daughter's photographIwaspromoted from
"mate" to "boss." "Tell want a lot of
'elp in gettin' yer 'ouseready. Send for me,
and I'llgive yea 'and, free gratis. And any
tools and things yo want, justborrer off o'
me. Don't heafraid to arst. And when all
is ready, just say the word, and my pack
'orsesgoes out to bringyer family in."

Hewasnow beaming withgoodwill. What
couldIdobut thank him,andaccept atleast
thelast part of his offer ?

My whare has been transformed into a
cottage, arid my three children have come to
live with me. Pretty Louise keeps house
for me, and Louise, at nineteen,is a very
charming companion as well as a capable

housekeeper. Bert and Jack arehelpingme
clear the bush. They take great interest in
the work ; their talk is full of such terms as
"drive" and "scarf" and "jigger"; they
know to a nicety the comparative hardness
of rata,'maire and akeake. They work
as well astalk, each according to his strength,
and even little Jack lays low the pretty
youngtawas and

"
small stuff " withdoughty

blows of his "slasher." Louise's bread is
much better than mine,and, altogethei,lam
much more happy and comfortable than 1
was when living a lone bachelor life last
summer. -

But 1have quarrelled with the Bloke. 1
am sorry,but it was unavoidable. He conies

no more to sit on my bed and twit me with
my culinary failures. Ishall be compelled
to resort to legal proceedings in order to
make him do his half of the fencing. Me
tells people that he is "narked," and talks
about ingratitude.

Ingratitude! Yes, Ido feel rather moan.
The Bloke's intentions were so good. Idid
notgive him the timber to saw, ashe and his
mate are notoriously incompetent sawyers.
But he helped me to build the new rooms.
It is true that he was paid by the day, and
that his day was sweetened by many restful
smokes. But he was so willing and so
pleasant that 1 did not like to notice how
little he really did. He borrowed my niosi
cherished tools for a day, and brought them
back a week afterwards, much the worsefor
unskilful handling; but the poor fellow
offered to lend me all he possessed, so what
could Isay ? When the packer delivered
my roofing iron and window sashes, the
Bloke was quite hurt. "Why didn't ye tell
me?" said he, "I'd 'aye packed in your
stuff and charged ye nothin'." When all
was readyIdidborrow his two paekhorses—
Iadmit the fact

—
tobringhomemy children's

luggage. He took a great interest in this
home-coming. When Ireturned from the
township, late and tired, with the young
people and the packs, the Bloke was at my
slip-rails. He assisted Louise to dismount,
he unbuckled and unhooked the packs, he
unsaddled and turned out thehorses.
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"Say, boss," he remarked, "I've milked
yer cow, and yell find yerbilly boilin'. I'm
off 'oinenow, to see if Ican scrape up some
tea for myself."

"Oh,do pleasestay and have tea withus.""Well,Iain't particler." This formula,
in Bloke language, indicated polite assent.
"I've been choppin' firewood for ye, boss.
Reglar wood and water Joey. (hiess I've
earned my tucker, eh,Miss ?

"
Louise joined me in expressing gratitude

and welcome. The Bloke fried a large pan-
ful of chops while Louise and 1 laid (he
cloth. As he sat with us at tea, discoursing
on pighunting and rattling his knife
on his plate, my heart warmed to the
good, well - meaning fellow. Louise
east many a smiling glance uponhim.
She looked with interest uponhis olive-
green coat, his horny hands and bristly
chin, and she seemed fascinated by the
novel phrases with which he decorated
his ideas. Louise smiled upon him.
Poor fellow. How was he to know
that the smile was one of amusement:'
TheBloke grew vain-glorious. Never
was such a remarkable man.

"Meand
mymate, we took abushfallin' contract
last winter. We took it at twenty-
five bob an acre, 'eavy bush, fallin'
everythin' up to three-six, and we
made three quid a week each, countin'
wet days and all.""Not many men could do that," 1
said."'

That was out Waihi way, where the wild
cattle are. One day my two dawgs, they
went 'untin' on their own. I 'cars 'em
barkin', and Ike says,

'Them dawgs 'as not
a pig.' Ilistened,and whatever they'd got,
it wouldn't bail up. Ike took the gun, and
L 'ad onlya light slasher. We followed up,
and there was fresh cattle tracks all about.'
If it's acattle-beast,' says I, 'we'll go for

it !
'

We was lookin' about, and Ike yelled
tome to look slippy. A wildcow, as mad as
mad, was comin' full belt down the track,
and the dawgs after her. She 'adn't seen
us, andIslipped be'inda tree. Ike, 'c run,
and the cow seen 'im, and went for 'im. 'K

dodged and fired, but missed. Then there
was some runnin',andsoon1seen'imcomin'
back, eyes out, and the cow after 'iin. The
gun was gone,and there wasn't a tree fit to
climb. But there was abig tree over'angin'
the gully, and rata-vines on it. I slashed
two on 'em,(juick and lively, and in a jiff we
was both swingin' out ten feet above the
gully. The cow stands there, tryin' to come
at us. ! 'ad my slasher under my arm, and
of course it was v hit awkward 'aiigin' on
like 1hut, so 1 worked my logs about, andgot
a swin^ on, and swunji; nearer to the row,
and at last, on the s\viti£, Ilet 'cr ave the

slasher on the hack of the neck, and eul; 'er
backbone clean through. I fell on top of
'er, but she didn't move. (Josh! We was
just about heat by the time we got the moat
back to camp.""

You carried the whole cow home ?
"

inquired Bert, innocently.
"No, no. This is all true I'm tcllin' ye.

We cut it up as well as wo could, left the
'ide on,and 'umped aquarter each."

The Bloke was really rather entertaining.
When he; took his leave,Iasked him tocome
again. ■

He did come
— the verynextevening. Wo

began to tire of admiring lii'h prowesH, and

I'HKTTY I-OIMSK KKKi'S HO[;sk[ KOI; Ml1
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when he told how he had got into a hollow
hinau tree, and beingunable to climb out,
had spend three days incutting his way out
with a pocket-knife, Louise merely looked
"tired,and Bert said that very few men could
boast of having been inside a hinau. But
the Bloke was undisturbed. He stayed
rather late, and on rising to go lie turned
rather markedly to Louise." Yell find it awful (juiet up 'ere, Miss."

"Oh!Ishall do very well with Dad and
the boys for company," said Louise, rather
cruelly excluding him. Bui he \v;is not
thin-skinned."

Butyellbe dull in the winter. Are ye
fond of music '?"

"Very."" I'llbringdown my accordion to-morrow
night, and cheer ye up a bit."

"Thank you, but you mustn't let us
monopolise all your evenings.""Oh,never name it!

"
And he took his

leave."You'll have to snub that fellow," saidI,
addressing Louise."Don't I. snub him,Dad ? Oh, Ido wish
he would stay away! Iwas just longing to
talk a.nd laugh, as we do when we are by
ourselves, butIfelt obliged to be stiff and
distant. And the things 1said when I did
speak !"

The next day was veiy wet anil stormy.
We fondly hoped that the Bloke would not

keephis promise. But he was worse than
his word. We had hardly sat down todinner
when little Jack, seated opposite the window,
exclaimed : "Here comes a man in yellow
oilskins. The Bloke! Yes,Ithink so."

"Oh!he's only coming to borrow baking-
soda,orpain-killer,or thehand-saw,"saidBert.

By this time the Bloke was at the door.
Inhis hand he dangled four pigeons, which
he presented to Louise. From under his
oilskin coat he produced a "Little Lord
Fauntleroy " accordion. Then lie took off
the coat and entered with a cheery "Well,
'ow are ye doin' ?

"
ilOh, come in!

''
T said, and Bert added :"Make yourself quiteat home," in tones of

unmistakablehostility.

"Ialways do," replied the Bloke. "You
see, boss," he continued, "it was too wet to
work to-day, soIdida tog-upandcome over
to give ye a tune."

He had discarded the harmony in green
and blue,and had donned a very new tweed
suit. Bound the neck of his.dirty shirt he
worea bright tartairtie.

Of course we asked him to share our
frugal meal. He was not "particler," ho
said, and he fell to accordingly. Though we
could well have spared his presence, the
Bloke evidentlymeant well. He wasdeeply
sensible of his own kindness in coining
through the wet bush to amuse us, so much
so thatIfelt calledupon to say :

"Yes, but
youreally ought to consider yourself a little
more. You have a good shed to work in,
and you and your mate might have found
something to do."

Louise looked quite shocked at my plain-
speaking, and evidently expected the Bloke
to rush out of the house in a rage. But he
merely smiled and said : "My mate ? Poor
old Ike! 'E wanted badly to comewith me,

butIwouldn't bring 'iin. Oh, no, notby a
jugful!

'
Never hinterdooce yer donah to a

pal,' that's my motto," and he winked at
Louise, who looked astonished." Say, Louise,"— Louise, indeed !— " I'll
learn ye to play the accordion. This little
Font Lee Boy—

we call it 'The Pup,' cause
it's so small, but by gosh, it is good! I'd
back myself for twenty quid to play it all
night for the dancin', and never rest, it is so
light."

On the Bloke's initiative weleft the table.
The dishes were washed to the howlings of
the

" Pup."
Gentle reader, were you ever weather-

bound in a small cottage, in enforced
companionship with an accordion enthusiast?
Do you realise the feeling, changing by
degreesfrom amused toleration to homicidal
mania, induced by the strains of his fell
instrument? . All the tunes are in the same
key, the bass is mechanical andmonotonous ;
no air involving even the simplest transition
of key can be correctly played. But the
accordion's worst quality is the ease with
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which it lends itself to the production of
unmusical music by peoplelike the Blolce.

The conversation interposed between the
musical selections ran somewhat as follows :

"Do ye know that? That's 'Glorious
Beer,' that is.""No,Idon't know it.""Well,Iexpect ye know this." His eyes
assumed a rapt expression, and he created a
new reading of "The man that broke the
Bank at Monte Carlo." "What? Not
know that ? Why, that's a verywell-known
comic song.""Ihave heard very few comic songs. 1
don't care for them."

The Bloke looked thoughtfully at Louise.
"Yredon't? Isee. They ain'tclass enough
for a lady like ye are. Quite right, stick to
that. Now I'll play ye some real 'igh-toned
music." He began " The Gallants of
England," and as some notes did notexist
on his instrument, the air faded out in a
mist of inappropriate flourishes. He knew
several pretty airs, but the same fate befell
most of them. At last Louise fled, and
Bert's irritation boiled over. "Do give it a
rest!" he cried. "What's the use of be-
ginning 'The Garden of Sleep,' and tailing
off directly into a lotof silly variations ? If
you can't go clear through a tune, give it
best!

"
" Oh, butIcan! Ican play 'Glorious

Beer' tillall's blue. Butwhereis Louise ?
"

"My daughter,"Ianswered rather stiffly," has gone toher room to writeletters."
"Iwas just goin' to teachher the fingerin'

of a tune or two. She won't be long, will
she?"

"Can't say,"Ireplied. ThenIfollowed
Bert, who hadbetaken himself to the whare
kitchen, now my bedroom and workroom.
From ourplaceof concealment wecould hear
the Bloke talking to Jack, and mutilating
ballad music as he talked.

Bert was very angry. "Dad," he burst
out, "didyouhearhim call Louisehis donah?
What next,Iwonder? It makes me sick
to see him wink at her as he talks. For
goodness' sake fire him out,dad!

"
"Doyoumean to say thatthis

— thisBloke

— ispaying his attentions to Louise ?
"

"Ho says sohimself, but you don't under-
stand his lingo. By the way, iuis Louise
saidanythingto youaboutHarry Markhain?""No."

"Then she probably will before long.
Marry "

At this moment the Bloke appeared in the
doorway, whereheleaned comfortably against
the wall. "Hay, boss," he remarked, "it
takes a good-natured bloke to keep from

getting narked with ye. Ain't yogol, no oar
for music V

"
"1have,Drake, but it is possible to have

too much of a good thing. Besides, HerI.
and L have one or two things to do bofore
tea.""

I'll 'elp ye."
Itook upone ofmymany "wetday jobs,"

and turning my back upon him, J sot to
work. He watched me, thoughtfully filling
a pipe the while. When he had lighted up
he turned back into the living-room, and
found Louise there. She at once laughingly
ordered him to put out his pipe,andhemade
a greatmerit of obeyingher. Then followed
aconversation in alower tone. Ithoughtit

LOUISE KNELT ON THE HEAKTII HKSilih1 Ml-.
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advisable to leave my work. WhenIwent
inhe was saying: "Ilike stand-offish girls,
andIlike sensible ones. Ye don't gas and
jaw like most of them girls about 'ere.
Ye've got the sense to shut up, and give a
bloke a chanst to speak. That's whyye suit
me."" But Ireally don't care to hear this.
Talk about something else."" Well, then, let me teach ye the
accordion."

"No time, Mr. Drake. Lt is almost tea-
time."" Well,I'll come in of cvenin's and learn
ye."

"But I'm sure 1could neverlearn to play
as you do."" You won't try V

"
" L won't try."
The Bloke told us that he was going- to

Eketahuna next day. He was most pressing
inhis offers to post our letters for us, point-
ing out that we should thus gain three days,
as thelocal mail didnot close till Wednesday.

Louise handed him two letters. Isaw that
one was addressed to Harry Markham.

Tea passed oft' fairly well,until the liloke,
his hunger appeased, began to talk. 1
happened to say that the bridge over the
creek was getting shaky." \res,' he replied, "

It will want more
money spent on it soon. A good job for
some poor workin' man.'1"The bridge can't be very old.""No,but it has not lasted well. Me and
Ike, we cut the timbers for that bridge.
They was to be good old 'cart-wood of the
usual sorts, and we simply 'adn't got it to
saw. We cut a good deal of young sappy
stuff

—
far easier to cut— and Ike 'c says:'The boss willnever pass this.' 'Take my

tip 'c will,'says 1, 'when I'vefakedit abit.'
So1got alot of hinaubark, andmade a dye
withit,and we splashed it well on the sap-
wood to make it dark andold lookiu', and so
webested the boss."" I'msurprised to hear youboast of such
a thing," saidI."Oh, we took thecontrack too low! 'Ad
to get even somehow."

"It was a dishonest act!
"

cried Bert,
hostly. The Bloke looked surprised."Don't ye understand that it was a
Gruvment job?" he inquired. "Why,every-
body makes arise out of the Gruvment! Ye
dunno 'alf of what goes on."

The rest of theevening wasspent inplay-
ing five-handed euchre, a particularly silly
game. The Bloke played with noise and
vigour. His little way of slapping acard on
the table,and bawling:"Play to that," was
rather trying, but we could have borne it.
Soon, however,he was inspired topat Louise
on the shoulder,and to graspher handunder
the table. She turned and looked steadily
at him, with all the dignity of offended
nineteen. His armourof vanity waspierced
at Last, and he went home crest-fallen, but
by no means vanquished.

Bertand Jack went to theirrooms. Louise
knelt on the hearth beside me, laying her
head on my knee. She has done this ever
since she was a very little girl, and italways
means that good old dad is not to be angry
with his little daughter.

"Dad," she began, "that man is always
here."" I saw little of him, my child, except
when he came a-borrowing, until you young
people came. So you are tired of him,
too?

"
" He is unbearable,dad."" Yes. If he comes to visit us again—

which L don't expect, after our extreme
coldness to him to-day— 1shall plainly tell
him his company is not wanted.""Poor man! But wecan't have himhere.
Of courseIknow we are ever so poor now.
and away from all our friends, but a man
like that-eh,dad?""Ihave beenrather weak, perhaps. This
Drake is always trying to put me under
obligations, and once or twice .1 have found
it necessary to accept his help. Ido not
like to impute selfish motives, but he trades
uponmy gratitude, and what 1do for him in
return he forgets. In future we must
decline hispigeons andall other favours. 1
am rather sorry you gave him your letters
to post."

here
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"So am I,but it seemed ungracious to
decline so small a service. Ididn't foresee
that lie. was going to become offensively
familiar. And Ididn't know that he was
going to make a greatblack thumb-mark on
one of the envelopes. Did youseeit,Dad?'" Yes, and 1saw him attentively reading
the address." My littledaughter was look-
ing with shiningeyesinto the fire. .1 paused,
she laid aburning cheek upon my hand, but:
said nothing. Imust help her.'" Have you anything to tell me
about Harry Markham V"Iasked.

v Yes, Dad,' very softly."Idon't want tolose you yet,child.
You are very young."" Oh, not yet,Daddy dear, not for-
ever and ever so long !"

"If Iknow young Markham, he
won't wait ever so long," L said.

She had risen, and was standing
behind me, too shy to let me see her
Face. She now threw her arms round
my neck and kissed me, sobbing a
little. '"Ilove you too, dear old
Dad!

"
she cried, as if she felt that

Ineededcomfort. 1 assumed amatter-
of-fact air.

" You had better ask
Harry to write to me about it, or to
come, if possible, and pay us a visit.
Understand me, .1 would rather give
you to Harry Markham than toanyone
else, and Ihope he will make you
happy, my child."

For a few days we were free
from our incubus. His business
detained him at Eketahuna. Mail -
day came, and brought an answer
to Louise's letter. Enclosed was
that letter itself with its envelope. In
explanation of this Markham wrote: "As
you have not hitherto been wont to smear
your correspondence with tobacco ashes and
thumb autographs,Ireturnyour letter (but
1 must have it again, dear) to ask you
whether you can account for the state it is
in. Is it possible that some onehas opened
it V You will see that the postmark is
Eketahuna. The inference is that you
entrusted it to some one to post for

you. Was your messenger trustworthy?"
The rest of the letter was not for me to
see.

Unfolding the returned letter, wo found
a large thumb-mark on the note-paper
corresponding to that on tho envelope.
Careful comparison, with the aid of a lens,
showed that the same thumb had made
both impressions. Now we had soon the
Bloke make the mark on the envelope.
There was no doubt that he had tampered

with the letter, and LoiUHe'n face burned at
the thought of his having road what her
heart had prompted her to write to her
lover. The letter was still in my hand
when the Bloke appeared, loud-voiced and
self-satisfied as ever. He was received in
dead silence. Louise remained standing,
white with anger. The Bloke wit down" Well, what's up? Who's cat's dead'i "
he inquired, crossing his legs, ami
mechanically lighting hispipe.

ICHARGED HIM WITH OPENING THE LKTTER

November 1, 1899] ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 67



Icharged him with opening the letter
entrusted tohis care."Inever did. It's a lie!

"
"That is your thumb-mark on thepaper."" Pooh ! The post-office people done it,

p'raps. Thumb-marks is all alike.""No, they are all different. The mark
on the envelope we saw you make. The
one on the letter is just the same. You
opened the letter !

"
" Well, what if Idid? All's fair in love

and war. I'mgoin' to arst Louise to keep
company with me." Louise gave me one
look, and left the room.

" T wanted to
know if she had yota chap already. Idone
it to find out. There is a chap, and I've
got to cut 'im out. Sec ?

"
"

Are you not ashamed?
''

"Well, it ain't quite the square thing,
boss. I'm ready to apologise to Louise.
There, that's, handsome

"
"Listen to me, Drake. Ido not blame

you for doing this dirty action,because you
know no better. But you are unfit to
associate with my daughter, and you must
not come here again!

"
" What ye puttin' on sideabout ? Who

are ye ? If ye was better off once, ye're
only a poor bush settler now.""Not too poor to choose my company!""

I'm as goodas ye,and better off. i\nd
after all I've done for ye ! Confound all
snobs ! I'll send ye in a bill for 'ire of
pack-'orses.""Do, please. 1shall he glad to pay it.""Well, I'm off. But I'vegot it in for yv
now, so ye'dbetter watch it !

"
"Oh! Dad, is he gone?" asked Louise,

coming out of her room. "He threatened
you, Dad. Iam afraid he will do you a
mischief."

"We'll risk it. Thank Heaven, the
Bloke is offended at last ! Better an
avowed enemy than an intolerable friend "

"THE SUICIDE'S PRAYER."
"THESUICIDE'SPRAYER."

There is nogod but God,
However far he be;

There is no hell butEarth,
For Earth is Hell to me!

There is noRest but Sleep,
That knows not mortalbreath;

Nopath from Hell toRest
But through the straits of Death.

Hear, then, them only God
Who doest most things well;

The means be thine— thy hand or
mme—

But leave menot inHell!

E. V. Hall.
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LIQUID AIR.
By Puokiossoi! F. I). Brown.

j^grSfHERE is always a fascination about
l^wP*' overcoming a difficulty. Men

IC strive to reach the tops of high
mountains, not for anything

which is to be obtained there, not for the
extended and remarkable view which may
possibly be enjoyed there,butsimply for the
satisfaction of struggling successfully with
the obstacles which nature has placed in
the path. They spend their best energiesin
an endeavour to reach the North Pole,not
because there is any probability of a polar
FA Dorado,but because the Pole has hitherto
defeated every effort to attain it. The same
spirit dominates the best science. Where,
in the world of knowledge, an apparently
insuperable difficulty presents itself, there,
will be found many able workers determined
to overcome it,not for any gain to be won,
but only to satisfy the natural craving of
man to be master of his surroundings.

In no case, in the domain of ex-
perimental science, has this desire to
overcomeresistance been better exemplified
than in the case of the liquefaction of gases.
Most of the substances with which we have
to do in the world are, ordinarily, either
solids or liquids, and it is well known that
asolid may, ingeneral,be converted into a
liquid by heating it, and that, by a fnrthcr
application of heat, the liquid may be
changed into a gas or a vapour. The
commonest example of this general fact is
water which exhibits itself at different
temperatures in the several forms of ice,
water and steam;but nearly all substances,
except those which are destroyed by heat,
seem to conform to the same law. There
are, however,acomparatively smallnumber
of substances which are met with in the
form of gas, and the question long ago

arose whether these gases were (he vapours
of corresponding' liquids and solids, mid
wouldexist as such if the temperature were
lowered sufficiently, or whether they were
inherently, and under allconditions,gaseous,
thus differing; from all the rest of their
co-existences in the universe. The problem
has been attacked by many persons, by
Monge and (Monet, who succeeded in
liquefying one of these gaseous substances-
sulphurous acid— in the last century; by
Northmore, who condensed chlorine in
1800; by Thilorier, who obtained solid
carbonic acid in 1.82T); and, notably, by
Faraday, who brought to bear upon the
subject that enlightened persistence and
dexterity which made him the greatest of
English philosophers,and who,by subjecting
the gases to very low temperatures, accom-
panied by great pressure, succeeded in
liquefying, and even solidifying, many of
them.

Notwithstanding the efforts of these men,

and of many others, some of whomsubmitted
the gases to pressures exceeding eighteen
tons on the square inch, six gases
stubbornly resisted all ,'itteinpts to condense
them. Of these six, two were the common
elementary gases of the atmosphere, oxygen
and nitrogen, and a third was the equally
familiarhydrogen.

In 1870, the late Professor Andrews, of
Belfast, after a long series of admirable
experiments, proved conclusively that in the
case of every gas there was a particular
temperature, different for each gats, above
which it wasuseless toattempt condensation
by pressure.- As tin's temperature, called
the critical temperature;, was exceedingly
low in the case of oxygen and nitrogen,
it became apparent that in any future
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attempts to liquefy these gases it would be
necessary to cool them tolower temperatures
than could at that time be obtained.

Acting on this suggestion, and mindful of
the fact that when a gas, subjected to high
pressure, is allowed to escape,and thus to
occupy a larger volume at lower pressure,
the expansion is accompanied by a marked
fall in temperature of the gas, M.Cailletet,

in Paris,after very many trials,constructed
anapparatusbywhich agascouldbesubjected
to enormous pressure,and at the same time
cooled toa very low temperature, and then,
by the opening of a valve,suddenly released
and allowed toexpand, thus bringing about
a great fall in temperature of the already
very cold gas. His attempt was successful,
and he had the satisfaction of seeing the
first liquid oxygen. About the same time

similiar results wereobtained by M. Pictet,
in Geneva, but neither of these determined
efforts resulted in the production of any
quantity of the liquefied gas, they proved
only that the liquefaction waspossible.

Pictet was a maker of refrigerating
machinery, and consequently had at his
disposal everything necessary to the mann-
facture and working of the powerful and

exactly-fitting pumps which are re-
quired for this class of work. His
qualified success, even under these
advantageous circumstances, seems to
have deterred any one from again
entering into this prolonged struggle
with the gases,until Professor Dewar,
of the Royal Institution,in Albemarlo
Street, London, which had been the
scene of all Faraday's triumphs, de-
termined to continue the work of his
predecessor, and to try once more to
reduce the gases of the atmosphere
to a liquid state, and that in such
quantity as to be able to ascertain the
properties of the liquids in question.
The story of his efforts is mainly one

of unwearying perseverance;the con-
ditions under which liquefaction could
be made to take place were already
known, but great mechanical difficul-
ties stood in the way of the realisation
of his hopes. Time after time the
costly pumps and appliances broke
down, necessitating the labour of
months, and the expenditure of
hundreds of pounds to replace and
improve them. Itsoonbecame known
that a determined effort was being'
made to obtain liquid air on a large
scale, and several persons, anxious

that the long sought-for goal should be
reached, offered toprovide any money which
might be necessaiy for the work. With
their assistance thorough success eventually
rewarded Dewar's efforts, and in the
beginning of 1893 Ihad the pleasure of
being present when, for the first time,
a tumblerful of liquid air was exhibited to
the members "of the Royal Institution
assembled with their friends in the old
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theatre, whose walls had been the witnesses
of so many great discoveries.

The process adopted by Professor Dewar
inaccomplishing his task was byno means
a simple one, and before these rebellious
gases could be said to be entirely subdued,
it remained to find a means of liquefying
them easily and cheaply. This has been
done by Carl Linde,of Munich, who makes
use of a method first suggestedby Siemens,
more than forty years ago,and applied by
him to what is, at first sight, a totally
different matter— to wit, the construction of
what are now known as regenerative
furnaces.

The idea which led to thebuildingof these
furnaces, and to the most recent methods of
air liquefaction, is so simple, or admirable in
its results, and so far-reaching in its
applications, that Ipropose, at the risk of
making this article too technical, and,
therefore, to most people, too tedious, to
endeavour toexplain it. Imagine twopipes,
A and B, the one conveying a combustible
was, such as coal gas, the other the air
necessary to its burning, and suppose that
the gas and air both flow in the directions
indicated by the small arrows, and pass

from the ends of the pipes into the space
C, where the gas is burnt at the expense of
the air; and, further, suppose that after
theburning has taken place, the hot gases
which pass off from the flame are led back
through the larger tube, DD, E E sur-
rounding the smaller ones, Aand B, the hot
gases,therefore,travelling in the direction of
the larger arrows. Theeffect of thisarrange-
ment will be that the hot gases will
giveup their heat to the gas and air coming
the other way along A andB,so that these
gases will arriveat 0 already hot,and when
they burn,the temperature in0 willbe very
much higher than if the gases had arrived
cold; but this high temperature in C will
cause the gases, flowing back along D E,
to be much hotter than before,and this will

cause the gas and air in A and B to bo
much more heated, so that these gases will
arrive in C hotter than theydid whou first
heated; but arriving hotter and burningin
0 as before, the temperaturo of C will bo
further raised, and hotter gas will pass back
alongDE, heating still further the arriving
gases. It is evident, that the procoss would
go on indefinitely, tho heat in C always
rising, wereit not for the inevitable loss of
heat through the walls of 0, which
eventually becomes so great as to prevent
further increase. There is, besides, a limit,
beyond which the materials of the pipes
and the chamber 0 would be destroyed by
the heat.

This is the idea which has been so
successfully applied,with many differences in
detail, in the " regenerative"

furnaces
which are now largely employed in iron
works,glass and porcelain works, and also
in the manufacture of coal gas.

It is but a small, but vei'y important,
step from this regeneration of heat to the
regeneration of cold. Suppose that for
some reason or other the gases passing
through A and B, on mixing in C, became
colder instead of hotter, then the cold
mixtures passing along D E would cool the
arriving gases, which, on mixing, would
become colder still, and the cold mixture,
going back along D E, would still further
cool the gases in A . and B, so that
gradually an exceedingly low temperature
would beobtained inC. Theonly difference
between this regeneration of cold and the
process first mentioned,is that the mixing of
the gases inC is supposed to cause a fall in
temperature instead of a rise.

Now, compressed air, when it is allowed
to expand, falls in temperaturo, so that
if compressed air be pumped into A and B
and allowed to expand at small valves
placed at the end of those pipes in C, tho
expandedair will go back alongD E colder,
and will thus cool the arrivingcompressed
air, the process of gradual cooling going
on precisely as above described. It is
clearly, in this case, unnecessary to have tho
two pipes A and B— one would suffice.
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This, then, is the principle of the apparatus
constructed and patented by Linde in
Germany, by Hampson in England, and J.
Tripler in America, for the liquefaction of
air. In the words of one of these inventors" The apparatus depends upon amethod by
which a moderate amount of refrigeration,
produced by the expansion of gas, may be
accumulated and intensified till it reaches
the point at which the gas used becomes
liquid under atmospheric pressure. The
method consists indirectingall the expanded
gas, immediately after its expansion, over
the! coils which contain the compressed gas
that is on its way to the expansion point.
The cold developedby expansion in the first
expanded gras is thus communicated to the
on-coming compressed gas, which con-
sequently expands from, and therefore to,
a lower temperature than the preceding
portion. It communicates in the same way
its own intensified cold to the succeeding
portion of compressedgas, which, inits turn,
is made colder, both before and after
expansion, than any that had gone before.
This intensification of cooling goes on until
theexpansion-temperature is far lower than
it was at starting; and if the apparatus be
well arranged the effect is so powerful that
even the small amount ofcooling, due to the
free expansion of gas through a throttle-
valve, may be made to liquefy air without
using other refrigerants."

Tho illustration shows an apparatus of
this kind, capable of yielding a quart of
liquid air per hour. All that is necessary
is to attach to the pipe carrying the gauge
a pump capable of rapidly compressing air
to about one hundred atmospheres. On
starting the pump liquid air soonbegins to
accumulate in the glass vessel which forms
the lower part of the apparatus. In the
drawing showing a section of the appara-
tus A A represents the coils of pipes for
conveying the air toand from the expansion-
valve V, which valve is controlled by the
wheel W; J3 Bis simply apacking of wool,
or other substance, to keep out the external
heat. The liquid drops, into the glass
receiver, R, which is surrounded with

concentric glasscylinders like lamp chimneys
(marked 0 in the section) inorder toprotect
the liquid from the heat of the atmosphere.
Ihave seen the apparatus at work in

London delivering liquid air with great
regularity and perfectly automatically,
requiring nothing but the engine and air-
pump necessary for the supply of the com-
pressed air.

Thepeculiar properties of liquid air are
chiefly due to its exceedingly low tempera-
ture, which is about 344 degreesbelow the
freezingpoint. Owing to this temperature
being its boiling point it cannot, in the
open air, ever have a higher temperature,
just as water, unless under pressure,cannot
be heated above 212 degrees Fahr. Pieces
of ice placed in it cause it to boil with
explosive violence,quicksilver plunged in it
becomes exceeding hard, and, of course,
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many experiments may be devised of a
similar kind,calculated to astonish persons
who areunfamiliar withextremecold. One
of the most striking is to take an empty
glass tube, such as the common laboratory
test tube, and to plunge it in a glass vessel
tilled with liquid air,arranged in such a way
that the rapidly evaporating air may be
removed by an air-pump as fast as it is
formed; the liquid air, under these cir-
cumstances, falls toastill lowertemperature,
and the consequence is that the air of the
atmosphere condenses in the tube, which
gradually fills with liquid; this gradual
accumulation of liquid in the empty test-
tube coming, apparently, from nowhere,
cannot fail to impress the most indifferent
spectator.

The questions which are most generally
asked with respect to any new invention
are: What is the use of it? Can it be
employed to add to our comfortY Will it
furnish new opportunities for making
money, and for floating limited companies r*
The discovery of a convenient, and fairly
economical,method of producing liquid air
is too recent for it to be possible to make
a reasonableestimateof the possible uses to
which the new substance may be put. All
sorts of proposals have been made, chiefly,
of course,by those least conversant with the
subject; but, up to the present time, the
purposes to which the liquid might be
applied seem to be comparatively few. It
is, perhaps, chiefly used in laboratories for
the production and maintenance of very
low temperatures, in which respect it is
unrivalled, except by liquid hydrogen,
whichis obtained with more difficulty, and
at much greater cost. Such a use is, of
course,of purely scientific value,and of no
present interest to the general public ; but
it is said to have beenapplied successfully,
on account of its low temperature, as a
local agentin surgery.

From the commercial point of view there
seems to be a great probability of the early
manufacture of oxygen by means of liquid
air. Of the two chief constituents of the air,

oxygenandnitrogen, thelattev isconsiderably
the moi'e volatile, so that it can easily bu
distilled off from the liquid air, leaving the
oxygen or less volatile portion of the mixture
behind. A very considerable quantity of
oxygen is sold uow-a-days stored at high
pressure in steel bottles, and there is little
doubt that its manufacture in the manner
described will be fouud to be commercially
practicable and remunerative.

If liquid air be mixed with combustible
substances such as sulphur, coal dust,
kerosene, phosphorus or ether, the result is
an explosive of considerable power. Tliis is,
of course, duo to the condensed condition of
the oxygen and to (he concentrated com-

bustionresulting therefrom. Asanexplosive
it would have the advantage; of cheapness,
but it could only be used in places where it
would be required in such large; quantities
as to make it worth while to establish the
plant necessary for its manufacture; tin;
reason of this is that the mixture under any
ordinary circumstances, would not remain
cold for more than a very short time, and
hence could not retain its oxygen; it, would
therefore have to be used at the place and
time of its manufacture. In any ease it is
doubtful whether any mixture of liuuid air
or oxygen with other substances could lie
advantageously substituted for the exceed-
ingly powerful and easily handledexplosives
which are now in use.

Another use of liquid air which has been
proposed and proved to be practicable by
Professor IJewar, is in the production of
high vacua such as are necessary in electric
glow lamps, and for many other purposes.
Liquid hydrogen is in this respect still more
effective. If the lower end of a closed tube
containing airbe plunged inliquid hydrogen,
the air inside is condensed and all settles
down to the bottom of the tube; the upper
portion of the tubemay then be removed by
drawingit out with a blow pipe flame, and
will be found to be completely exhausted of
air. It is not improbable that thisprocess
willsupersede the tedious and timespending
exhaustion by means of a mercury pump,
which is now universally employed.
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The proposal to use liquid air as a source
of power is one which willnot bear examina-
tion. Here we have a matter which depends
almost entirely upon the question of cost.
Liquid air will be used to drive enginesand
machinery, when it is proved to be more
economical for that purpose than gas,
petroleum or coal. With Dr. Hampson's
apparatus it is possible to liquefy air at the
rate of a gallon an hour by working the
compressor withanengineindicating thirteen
horse power; putting the cost of a horse
power at one penny per hour,and omitting
all charges for interest, supervision, labour,
etc., we see that it might be possible to
supply liquid air at a shilling a gallon, a
price which compares very unfavourably
with that of petroleum oil in most countries,
though not inNew Zealand. Not only is it
dearer than petroleum, but it is far less

efficient. On the most liberal estimate, and
takingintoaccount thepossibility of utilizing
its low temperature, as well as its expansive
force, a gallon of liquid air is only capable
of maintaining one horse power for fifty
minutes;a gallonof petroleum, on theother
hand, will furnish onehorse power for fully
tenhours.

The comparison may be put in another
way, which is perhaps even more easily
comprehended, A tenhorse power engine
worked by liquidair would not cost less than
twelve shillings an hour, while,worked by
petroleumor gas,it would cost less than one
shilling. It is obvious, therefore, that
very considerable improvements will have
to be effected in the manufacture of
this agent before it can pretend to
compete with the ordinary sources of
power.

:A WISH."
Written in Life of Gounod.

A still,sequestered chamber, where the light
Comes stealing faintly through leaf-hidden panes,

(Draped close with curtains sombre as the night),
At suchanhour when soonthe shadow gains.

Oh!then tobe alone, to softly bend
O'er the sweet instrument (as lover will

The Dearest woo, softbidding her to send
The low, sweet voice that does his bosom thrill) ;

Oh!then to dream, and make melodious strings
Pour out the passion of the sacred dead,

They whose soul-music to the sad heart brings
Tho holy calm no other source can shed.

Ah, yes!1would the soothing power weremine
To wake, with magic touch, those strains divine !

Chables Umbers.
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Laun Jennis in New Zealand.
By H. A. Pakkee (Ex-Champion)

iiifslfilP W® growth of lawn tennis
H as een so raP^ *kat ew

as Iwouhiimagine that,twenty
» BPNilii P years ag°> ne gamu was
j Iquite in its infancy in
'W^^^^M^ England,and hadprobably

%nsa|ilpsssw barelybeenintroduced into
>2k ' New Zealand at that time.

Idonotknow to whombelongs thedistinction
of playing the first game of lawn tennis in
this colony,and, as theinformationobtainable
about its early days here is meagre and not
very z'eliable, it may perhaps suffice to say
that by the summerof 1884 it had secured a
stronghold in all theprincipal centres.

Prior to the invention of lawn tennis in
1874, croquet was the only game which
presented social opportunities, and at the
same time, enabled women to compete on
fairly equal terms with men, and to this fact
may be attributed agreat deal of thelattor's
popularity. Lawn tennis, possessing as it
did the same inherent features, and having
the additional assistance of its own merits,
soon made its way into popular favour.

AsIstatedabove, theinformation relating
to the prehistoric period prior to 1884, is
somewhat inaccessible, and as no open
championship meetings of any consequence
had been held in the colony, it is impossible
at this lapse of time to classify the players
of that date with any degree of accuracy.
Two or three names loom out, however,
whose possessors were the giants of those
days,and it isgenerallyconceded thatbefore
the advent of the Fenwicke brothers from
England,MessrsB.Y.Goring,of Wellington,
W.E.BartonandB.P.Hudson,of Auckland,
and B. J. Ross, of Ohristchurch, were the
strongest players in New Zealand. Those
were the days when a man had to be in
condition,aB owing to the style of play in
vogue, amatch often lasted for three hours.
The deadly forehand drive, whichisnow the
principal engineof attack in the hands of a

first-class player, was then quite unknown,
And as a matter of fact, the majority of
players imparted a slight under cut to their
strokes which, though detracting somewhat
from the pace, enabled them to place witha
nicety of precision that is seldom realised at
thepresent day. Activity and ability to get
back everything thus becamo very important
features in the play of every export, and
spectatoi's wero treated toexceptionally long
rests, often extending to fifteen or twenty
strokes. These,thoughvery pretty to watch,
were apt to grow rather monotonous, and
the certainty of return, which had been
acquiredby the best players, threatened, by
turning the game into n mere exercise, to
seriously impair its popularity.

In these early days tho volleying game
was only in course of development, and any
player who was capable of keoping a good
length was sure to take a high place in tho
lawn tennis world. Nowadays, (irat-clann
play has undergone great condensation, as
the aggressive tactics of volleyers have
compelled base lino players, when on the
defensive, to adopt a "kill or euro" policy
by attempting either aclean pass, or at least
a sufficiently difficult shot to forco the man
at the net out of position, with a view to
scoring off a probably weak return.

To come back to histm'y, however, in the
year 1885, an Open Tournament wasplayed
at Farndon, near Napier, which was wonby
E.P.Hudson,thethenchampionof Auckland,
who played inexcellent style, and placed too
well for M. Fenwicko in the Final.
Hudson's victory in this match was all
the more meritorious as Mr.Fenwicko wan
a rising young player in England, having
played in the final for the Championship of
Northumberland in 1883, This is tho first
mention we have of the famous Fonwicke
brothers who,like theBeushaws inEngland,
carried allbefore them in New Zealand for
several years.
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1886.— This year must be looked upon
as the most important in the annals of
New Zealand lawn tennis. Encouraged
by the success which had attended the
previous meeting, another Open Tourna-
ment was held at Farndon in December
of this year, and the occasion was taken
advantage of by Messrs. Jardine andLogan,
of Napier, to suggest that theprincipal clubs
shouldallliateandform an Association. The

.l/o//!///, Photo

idea being taken up with spirit, the New
Zealand Luwn Tennis Association was very
soon an accomplished fact, and the first
championship meeting washeld at Farndon
ut Christmas,1886. No leadingplayers from
Canterbury took part at that tournament,
and, consequently, that province was not
represented, but both the Canterbury Lawn
Tennis Club and tho Dunedin Lawn Tennis
Association were subsequently admitted to
the privileges of membership.

Messrs. Wood, Hudson, Bartou, Can*,

Wafcson, Kennedy, Tuke, Anderson,Grould,
J3egg, Grillies, Grassland, W. A. Ridings,
P.C. Fenwicke and M. Fenwicke, were all
competitors in the Open Singles for the
handsome cup of the value of twenty-five
guineas, provided by the Association, and
P.C. Feuwicke, who had but lately arrived
from England, came through the final after
a very severe struggle with Hudson. The
Champion Doubles were won by Messrs.

P.C.andM.Fenwicke. MissLance
won the Ladies' Singles, and with
Mrs. Way won the Ladies'Doubles.

The next meetingof theAssocia-
tion was held in Christchurch, on
the Lancaster Park ground, at
Christmas,1887,andas the entrants
included the best Southern players,
as well as the pick of those whu
had competedat Farndon the pre-
vious year, this Tournament was
quiterepresentative. After beating
Messrs. Kennedy, Goring, M. Fen-
wicke, and finally JA. D. Harmau,
the champion, P. C. Fenwicke won
the cup for the second time. The
surprise of themeeting wasprovided
by Harnaan, who did not consider
himself a strong enough player to
compete, and was only prevailed
upon to enter the lists at the last
moment. To the astonishment of
everybody,henotonlycamethrough
tothe final,butmore than onceonly
needed one stroke to win the
championship of New Zealand at
the first timeof asking,a feat that,

.Etlinhnt'ijli
since1886, has notyet beenaccom-

plished, lie failed,however, at the critical
moments, and the champion's superior con-
dition, aided in a great measureby judicious
refreshment, pulled him through. The
Championship Doubles went to Hannanand
Wilding1, who were destined to win this
event on no less than fivedifferent occasions.
Miss E. Harman showed herself to be the
best lady player, and in partnership with
Miss Gordon also won the Doubles.

The Championship Meeting of 1888 was
held at Napier during Christmas week, aud

I.C. FENWICKE
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the players entered for the Singles were
Messrs. J. F. Jardine, B. Y. Goring, R.D.
Harmari, F. Wilding, C.Gillies, A.F.Logan,
A. C.Bennett, A. E. Harravvay, J.H.Todd,
K A. Kebbell,P.Marshall,E. H. Williams,
R, Koch, E. Tanner, C. D. Kennedy. G. J.
Gillies, A. P. Chapman, W. F. Anderson,
T.H.liawsou,C.D.Brandon,E.Boddington,
M. Fenwicke and the
ohiimpion. Thecup uas
won for the third time
byP. 0.Fenwicke after
meeting Goring, Ben-
nett,0. Gillies,Harman
and finally M. Fen-
wicke. The final be-
tween the brothers
Funvvicke was a very
closelycontested match,
nlI five sets having to
ho played, and it was
only the champion's
steadiness and perse-
verance that pulled him
through, as the young-
er brother won the
first two sets. Having
now won the cup for
the thirdtime, it became
his absolute property.
The finest exhibition
of lawn tennis was
undoubtedly given by
Messrs. Harman and
Wilding when they met
the brothers Fenwicke
in the final of the
Championship Doubles.
This event was again
secured by the cham-
pions of the previous year. It was not
untilsome timeafter this that the running-up
game was introduced intoNew Zealand,and,
in their early victories,Harmanand Wilding
played the now old-fashioned game of one
man at the net and one at the back of the
court, working together, as a writer once
expressed it, like two buckets in a well.
For this game they were a peculiarly well
suited pair,Harman being very proficient at

Morris, Photo,

the back of the court, while Wilding, in
addition to being possessed of a wonderful
eye, a telescopic reach and eat-like activity,
hadgreatpowersofanticipation,and volleyed
with considerable severity. Possessing the
main requisites of a good double player,
Wilding shone in this branch of the game,
and thoughin singles he wasalways hard to

Dunedin, N.Z.

beat,heneverreached first-classrank,owing,
perhaps, to starting the game rather late in
life, and not acquiring a correct style of
makingoff-the-ground shots.

The Ladies' Singles were won by Mies
Gordon of Christchurch, who, in company
with Miss Hitchings, also won the Ladies'
Doubles.
Itis interesting tonote at this meeting the

firstappearance of P. Marshall, who played

MINDKN FKNWICKE
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so brilliantly in the Championship Meeting
at Auckland in 1893; the late R.Koch, one
of the finest players the the colony has seen,

but whose weak constitution prevented him
from winninghighesthonours,and C. E. S.
GHllies, the well-known golf player of to-day,
who was then a very fair exponent of lawn
tennis.

The scene of the next Championship
MeetingwasinDunedin,andashasgenerally
been the fortune of meetings held in this

town, the most adverse climatic conditions
prevailed. P. C. Fenwicke having left for
England, speculation was very rife as to the
probable champion, and indeed it seemed
difficult topick the winner fromM.Fenwicke,
Harman, B.Y. Goring, R.Koch and J. M.
Marshall, tho latter of whom, though new to
championship play, was well known as a
strong player.

The new Challenge Cup was won for
the first time by Minden Fenwicke, who
successively put out Grossmann, Harman,
and finally J.M. Marshall, whom he beat by

three sets to one. It was undoubtedly M.
Fenwicke's year,as he and Jardine also won
the Doubles, afterbeating Koch and Collins,
whohadpreviously metand defeatedMessrs.
Harman and Wilding, the champions of
1888. Miss Gordon again wonthe Ladies'
Singles, whilst the Ladies' Doubles were
gained byMisses Gordon andE. Harman.

1890.— With this year began a new eraiv
the history of lawn tennis in New Zealand.
It is said that coming events cast their
shadows before, but few who witnessed the
matches in Dunedin could have imagined
that any radical change in the style of play
was imminent. The fons et origo of this
revolution in style was the publication in
England of the Badminton Volume on Lawn
Tennis, and to explain this it is perhaps
necessary to indulge in a little ancient
history. When lawn tennis was first
introduced, some of the most successful
players were those who had been familiar
with the royal game of Tennis,and in this
gameheavy rackets witha great deal of lop
on them are used to impart a sevei'e cut to
the ball. InEngland it was not very long
before the futility of a heavily cut ball was
demonstrated by players who had been
proficient at the game of Rackets, but in
New Zealand, where innovations could not
be easily tested owing to the scarcity of
tournaments, the older style in the main
prevailed. The drive had, it is true, been
tried, but in the absence of aknowledge of
the correctmethod ofmaking the stroke, and
of the necessarypractice toensuremechanical
precision,it had up to the present timebeen
found wanting. It was conceded, by the
majority of players, that when it cameoff, it
was a very fine stroke, but the attempts
generally resulted in driving the ball out of
court,if notoutof theground. They always
broughtforward theunanswerable argument
that Fenwicke played with "cut," and
therefore you couldnot say that "cut

"
was

bad, as Fenwicke had conclusively proved
his superiority overall other players in the
colony.

J. M. Marshall was the man who was
destined to bringabout a change so beneficial

E. D. HARMAN SERVING
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to New Zealand lawn tennis. At the
meeting in Duneclin Marshall had played
with a loosely strungracket, the resultbeing
an accurate placing game but quite devoid
of pace. Duringthe followingyear,however,
he made anexhaustivestudy of theprinciples

inculcated in the Badminton Volume,and by
incessant practice obtained a mastery over
the "drive" pureand simple, which had, up
to this time, been quite undreamed of, and
indeed it may be doubted whether Marshall's
execution of this strokehaseverbeenequalled
in the colony.

Of the meeting itself it is unnecessary to
write at any great length. Both Fenwieke
and Marshall played a weak game in the
earlier rounds, and the former would have
succumbed to Logan, who won the first two
sets and held a lead in the third, but,
recognising that Fenwicke would probably
improve, he retired at this point, as he was
moreanxious to see Napier victorious in the
tiual than to win the first round himself.
The correctness of Logan's judgment was
exemplified in the second round when
Fenwicke, playing in his old form, put out
Harman. Thismatchproved theexcitement
of the day, and was watched with great
interest. Bothmenplayed well,butFenwicke
secured the first two sets. Harman then
woke up and, playing brilliantly, took the
third set, beating the champion constantly
with his famous drive from right to left. It

proved to beonly a flashin thepan,however,
as in'the nextset Fenwicke soonasserted his
superiority, and scoured the match by three
sets to one. He then qualified for tho final
by beating Dalziell of Otago.

Marshall began by having a very hard
match withE. J. Ross, which nearly onded
in the latter'sfavour, but after winning this
his progress to the final was easy.

The final match for the championship of
Now Zealand was watched with the keenest
interest. TheNapier men wereveryconfident
thatJAmwicke would win,and weroprepared
to give odds on thoir man, but as from the
play hitherto, Marshall's chance did not
appear to be rosy, the odds wero usually
uffei-ed in vain. Marshall began very
nervously, and lost the first three games.
All at onco he got into his stroke, and
thenceforward beat l/enwicke from start to
finish. The champion played well and
pluckily, but the pace was too hot for him
and the placiug too scientific. Marshall hit
out at everything, somo of his drives being
positively terrific. Fenwicko wasunablo to
volley much,and at the back of tho court he
was helpless against the hard backhanders
sent down byMarshall. Thelatter's services
werealso verysevere, and onmany occasions

the champion could only look at them, so
fast did they travel in and out of his court.
In the thirdset Marshall, who had as usual
been runniug round his backhand shots,
began to feel theeffects of the pace he had
himself forced, andslackening somewhat, a
ding-dong struggleensued. He led at s—B,5 — 8,

HOOPER JUMPING KOR A LOB

PARKER TAKES AN AWKWARD BACKHANDER,
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but amid intense excitement Fenwicke made
it five all. The.score thensee-sawed toeight
all,whenMarshallput onaspurtand secured
the two following games, the set, and the
championship. To the onlookers the victory
seemed an easy one, and as far as the actual
game was concerned,
Fenwicke was out-
played, but few were
awareon whatathread
the championship was
hanging towards the
finish. During the
latter part of the third
set Marshall was
thoroughly blown and
tired,and alittle more
placing by Fenwicke
might have won it,in
which case the ulti-
materesult would have
been really doubtful

This Tournament
was also instrumental
in bringing to light a
very fine lady player
in the person of Miss
I.Rees, of Ashburton.
The final, which was
played between her
and Miss Gordon, the
thenchampion,proved
very exciting, Miss
flees securing the
coveted title,by the
narrow margin of
one game. Her style
was quite unorthodox,
but she had a cheery
way ofhittingouthard
from the elbow,as one
hits with a stick at
rounders,andthepace shegotoutof her shots,
combined with theactivity and determination
she displayed* gave promise of a brilliant
future, and it was with the deepest regret
that the lawn tennis world read of her
untimely deathabout five years ago, when in
the zenith of her fame. She was the best

lady player New Zealand has yet produced,
and inher Miss Nunneley would have found
anantagonist, if not quite her equal, at least
worthyof her steel.

There is very little to say with regard to
the Doubles. In the Men's Event Messrs.

HarmanandWildingagainprovedthemselves
the best pair in New Zealand, while the
Ladies' Doubles, that intensely uninteresting
event with its eternal rallies— or as they
should be called "rests"

—
from the baseline,

were won for the third time by Misses K.
Harmanand Gordon.

[to bb continued.]

REV. .1. M. MARSHALL.
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FORTHECHILDREN.

Wrigglexworth i\' liimix, Photo., WMinyton,
WASHING DAY

ARoastShoulderofMutton.
By Victor Zeal.

Illustrated by Kenneth Watkins.

BOW that you have .ill told your tittle
romances and tragedies, let me tell
mine. It is not romantic, but to
my childish mind it was very, very
tragical.

My father owned a little farm in one of
the wild spots of New Zealand. Day by day
lie sallied forth,as soon asit was light, to fell
the heavybush, so that in time to come our
timber-laden farm would be a paradise of
wavinggrass and fat sheep.

That is what he used to say tous when he
came home, wornand tired, at night— yet

never too tired to talk to hisbeloved children
when we gathered round his knee for our
good-night chat.

For many days we had not tasted meat,
for we werepoor— dreadfullypoor— andonly
those who havehad todo without can realise
what a royal feast a roast shoulder of mutton
scorned to eight hungry little children on
coming in from piny one evening.

We did not go to school, our homo was
hidden too far in the bush for that, so our
mother wasour teacher.
Iremember waking up nextmorning and
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thinking of last evening's tender slice of
meat and flowery potato, and wondering
when we should enjoy such a feast
again.,

Hearingtheclatterof platesin the kitchen,
Ijumped out of bed, for, boylike,Inever
cared to miss a meal.

Breakfast was just finished asIenteiied
the room. My father sat at the head of the
table,his lunch inapaperparcel beside him.
With a shock of indignation and dismay,I

saw the bare bone of last night's shoulder of
mutton on a dish before him.
. Then all the family had had cold meat fov
breakfast, and nonehad been kept fov me!
It was too bad. Iturned from the basin of
bread and milk my motherplaced before me,
and, well knowing there was none,Iasked
fov meat, sayingIwas sohungry.
. My mother's eyes filled with tears as she
answered :"Dear child, youknow we have
nomeat."

But my father without a word began to
unroll his lunch. Then the truth flashed
across my mind. The bone had been bared
for my poor hard working father, and my
brothersand sisters hadbreakfasted onwhat
Ihad first refused— bread and milk !"Richard," protested my mother, "don't
dear!"

But my father took some slices from
between thedry bread,and gavethem to me,
saying: "The boy must not cry for meat

while1have it to give him, wife."
Two great tears tolled down my gentle

mother's cheeks, and the children gazed at
me, red cheeked and reproachful.
Ibegan to eat the meat, not because I

wanted itnow, but because Idid not know
what else to do withit.

My father rolled tip his lunch again with
a sigh, then he kissed my mother, saying:
"Cheev up, dear wife, before long, please
God, we willhave meat for all these hungry

ICREPT MISERABLY AWAY TO A LITTLE SEAT IHAD ON A LOG,
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little ones— meat and to spare," and taking
up his axe, went forth to his day's work.
Icrept miserably away to a little seatI

had on a log at the side of the house. Half-
an-hour later mymother passed me, her eyes
swollen with bitter weeping. She paused
for a moment, and lookedback at me with a
look Ishall never forget. Then she said
veryquietly:" Greedy boy— greedy,greedy
boy!"

1 bowed my face in my hands and sobbed.
Oil!had T not. suffered enough without that
look, those words? T. longed to rush after
her and explain, longed to tell her she was
mistaken.
Iwas not the greedy boy she thought me,

not so heartless to my dear father! Jhalf
vose to follow her, then fell wearily back.
Itwas useless. How couldIexplain? How
would she understand ? No,Imusthug my
sorrow to my own heart, and try and live

down the bad characterIhad gained in the
family.

Yearß passed away— years which,oneby
one,hailedus withgoldenpromises,and bade
good-bye with every one fulfilled. Yot no
miracle wasperformed. Thepath which led
to success was nota golden one, all smooth
and shining. Oft-times it was rough and
thick with many thorns.

As soon as my elder brothers and Icould

wield an axo, wo took our part in foiling the
bush, first the light saplings and then tho
heavy trees. T used to quako with foar lest
my father should have all the big trees foiled
beforeIwasoldenough to helphim. Never
shall T forget how my heart swelled with
pride as, with an almost human scream, a
crash and a thud, my first forest giant lay
conquered at my feet, and Iheard my
father's hearty "Bravo!

" from whore he
had been watching, a short distanco away.

WHERE WAS THE HEAVY BUSH? WHERE THE GREAT STUMPS AND BLACKENED LOGS OF YEARS AGO?
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Even the younger ones were not excepted.
With their little slash hooks they helped to
clear the;thick underscrub,and thegirls, led
by their mother's brave example, did their
best to assistto build up ourfortunes. Now
they turned the handle of the churn till their
littlearms ached, then they were dropping
potatoes after the plough, and again in the
autumnhelping to dig and bag up the ripe
crop for winter use.

It was a time of beginnings. Here was
our first great burn. Oh!how we laughed
and clapped our hands as we watched the
flames, from a distance, leaping and dancing
and roaring amongst the fallen bush which
had beendrying all the summer!

Then cameour first brown loaf made from
our own patch of wheat,exultantly threshed
by our first little flails,andground in ahand
mill. Then followed our first fifty sheep,
and, joy and wonder, the first white lamb
that wagged its tail as it ranby its mother's
side.

Soon a hundred acres woreadded to our
farm, then a thousand, and thus the years
rolled onbringing prosperity inboth hands,
and showering it upon us as they passed.

Smiles visitedmy mother's sweet face, and
instead of sighing, we heard our father
gaily whistling about the farm.

About this time an aunt, in Melbourne,
wrote for me to ficish my education over
there.

Five yearslaterIvisitedmy home again.
Ihardly knew it. Where was the heavy
bush? Where were the great stumps and
blackened logs oflongago ? Gone,allgone,
and in their places were great paddocks of
wavinggrass, where thousands of sheep were
being mustered for the shearing. A bell

rang for the high tea which was always
enjoyed in our home now."Come, my son," said my father, drawing
ray arm through his affectionately. No
longer in the kitchen did we take our meals,
but in a large wellfinished dining-room.

The maid placed before my father a joint
of beef, and before me, all crisp and brown
and smoking, a roastshoulder of mutton. I
started to my feet, my hand pressed to my
head.

"Dear boy, areyou ill? "
cried ray mother

inalarm.
Imademy way to her chair and put my

arms around her.
"Oh! little mother, don't you remember?

Have you forgotten that evening long ago
when we had such a feast ? Have you for-
gotten the morning whenIasked for meal',
and took my father's lunch ? Don't you
remember you called me

' greedy,' and yon
looked— oh, how you looked! You never
understood thatIthought the other children
had been given meat, and Ihad been for-
gotten."

My father rangthe bell and asked for the
joint to beremoved."
Iunderstand,my boy," he said, with a

smilehalf quizzical, "and so you find it hard
to face a shoulder of mutton on your lirst
eveningat home?

"
"Hard!

"
Irepeated, smiling at the

astonished faces round the table, " [ have
never seen a shoulder of mutton since with-
out feelinglike a thief atthe bar of justice—
judged and condemned by my mother's
eyes!

"
"Dear child," said my mother, herheart

and eyes very full. "Dear child," and she
drew my face down and kissed me.
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RoundtheWorld.

AMERICA.

rT"%HOSE New Zealanders who believe
X that University education should he

made accessible to the poorest resident of
the colony, will regard with feelings of
mingled pleasure and envy the good fortune
which has befallen the State of California.
In that State exists already a wonderful
example of private munificence in the
Stanford University which was founded by
the late Lelaud Stanford, Senator and
Railway King, and which received only last
year the stupendous giftof about £7,000,000
fromhis widow. Now,through the generosity
ofMrs. Phebe ElizabethHearst, widow of the
late Senator Hirst,and atanexpenseof some
£70,000, plans have been provided for what
willcertainly be one of the grandest, if not
the grandest, group of buildings yet erected
for educational purposes. An international
juryconsisting of H. Pascal, of Paris, Paul
Wallot, of Dresden, R. Norman Shaw, of
London, Walter Cook, of New York, and
J. B. Reinstein, of San Francisco, was
empanelled to decide upon the plan most
suitable for the purposes desired, and after
long deliberation E. Benard, 29, Boulevard
Pereire,Paris, was adjudged the winner of
the first prize. Over amillion sterlinghas
already been subscribed towards the erection
of the buildings, which areon a magnificent
scale,and news comes thatother millionaires
of the Golden State, such as Major James
Phelanand Miss Jessie Hood, will each erect
abuilding, while Mrs. Hearst, inaddition to
to her already princelygifts, will erect two,

one as a memorial of her husband, the other
as a reminder of herself. The University
has already, apart from privato gifts, a State
income of some £77,000, and this, it is
believed, will be largely increased. It is
anticipated that in from twenty-live to thirty
years, one person in every twenty-live in the
State will bo collegebred. The extensionof
University education is viewed by State and
people as absolutely essential, in view of the
popular character of the franchise. To our
legislators and wealthy citizens we can only
say, think ye! and act ye in this respect like
your compeers of the State of California !

FRANCE.

The pardon in the Dreyfus case is said to
have been the result of a compromise, by
which the unfortunate Jewish Captaingave
up his right to appeal to the Court of
Military Revision. This, however, does not
prevent his appealing to the Court of
Cassation, in the event of fresh ovidonco
being discovered. Thepardon was accepted
on the advico of the Counsel for Dreyfus,
who feared that farther detention would
mean a speedy death for the victim of the
"Honour of the Army." In Franco ( the
matter is not finished, for Zola is to be
prosecuted for libel. This indomitable man,
to whoso magnetic pen tho cause of justice
owes so much, declares that tho world will,
by reason of his trial, gain fttill further
enlightenment of what is, perhaps, tho
most remarkable case in the history of
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modern jurisprudence. Meanwhile the
work on the Exposition Building at Paris
continues, and, if we are to judge by
the latest reports, 1900 will seearchitectural
and engineering feats in no way unworthy
of their predecessors. May the success of
1900help to efface the disgrace of 1899 !

THE TRANSVAAL

The war, if that, and not revolution,be
the proper term to designate the straggle
between the British and the Boers, has
commenced in real earnest, and already the
War God claims his victims by the
thousands. What the ultimate result must
be is clear to all who are not of the belief
that the Almighty will interfere on behalf
of those who regard themselves, like the
Israelites of old, as God's chosen people.
One feature, however, is of the greatest
portent to those who, like the Boers, have
failed to recognise the wondrous meaning
of the British Empire. Following the
exampleof New South Wales in the Soudan,
soldier citizens of many widely-sundered
colonies have voluntarily gone forth to
manifest to the world the solidarity of that
Empire, and to uphold the honour of our
flag. Our hearts are with the gallant lads
whohave just left us to join their brother
Britishers in the Cape. That they will bear
themselves bravely we know. That they
may return safely,we trust.

SAN DOMINGO

On .July 26 General Ulises Heureaux,
President of Republic of San Domingo, was
assasinated at Moca. He was a full-
blooded negro, and was regarded as the
most remarkable coloured man the West
Indies have produced since Toussaint
LTOuverture. Though still a young man,
he had been President for fifteen years.
While San Domingo is nominally arepublic,
Heureaux was practically a dictator, and
persons obnoxious to him wereremoved by
the assassin's hand. Withal, peace and
prosperity chai'aeterised his reign as it had
never done before, and San Domingo
occupies the Eastern and larger part of the
Island of Haiti in the West Indies. It
formedpart of the Republic of Haiti from
.1803 until 1806, and again from 1822 till
1844, when its present constitution was
adopted. There are rumourscurrent to the
effect that the United States are thinking
of annexingSanDomingo. Some colour is
given to the rumour by the fact that

American warships have been despatched
thither. However, this is a step which is
not likely to be taken without much
protest from the Anti-Expansionists, who
are daily growing stronger in the United
States.
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