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-^l^ T^imF ' 110^ Plll'c îase elsewhere until thoy have
\\^ §&&/'> ■& inspected the value now being offered of the
<?# M Ji I latest and most beautiful productions of the

-sdkliiilfiiL it^. "
s European Markets, in endless variety and at

Jr* jy^y^v s Having exceptionalbuying facilities,most of
I" ffil^^^^^^^fe^te^ tbe o(^s aye een Ollgnt or Cash at a

sjE n|£M^»^i^^^p 1 t ew shillings in the £; andare now being sold
WC M^"^^Pj|[{lMEI' a^ Per cen*' e^ow ie ÜBU^ pi'icfis ruling

f& Elegant Specimens of Paris and London
%- 1 Models. Charming Collection of Ladies' and
%l Maids' "White Pashionable Straws, Ostrich
litSHHBHBHHp>' TiP«> French and English Plowers, Jet and

Ornaments, Children's and Infants' Milli-
MFWU^d^&^mPin -

nei7 m Profuse Variety, Drapery, Hosiery,
\JPr mß^^^^.'^^niJi

'
Underclotliing, Corsets,Kid Gloves,etc,etc.
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FROMGENERATION TOGENERATION.
By Kkuon Hai.k.

Witstvatcil hi/ IV. A, lioirrini/.

CALM winter's night beneath
the Southern stars. A clear
night, glittering with planet
jewels, and blue-white, with
the shining of a full moon.
Motionless toi-toi grass and
flax bushes shed sharp-cut
cameo shadows on the frozen

earth, and the plain, stretching; eastward to
tlu> horizon, hold pale, uncanny reflections
in every icy poo] and puddle.

Under the shoulder of a white-headed
mountiiin lay a lake. Pakaki and wildduck
haunted it in summertime, but on this night
the hill-echoes flung back to it the ring of
skate, and the laughter of the ordinary
linman biped.

Xeil Fraser, buckling his last skate strap
with numbed fingers,stamped, once or twice,
to makesure that all was firm, and looked
across the lake with much satisfaction. A
small and excited crowd, inspired by a
concertina, performed extraordinary- evolu-
tions in the moonlight; and a slim girlish
figurestood apart, shaded by a cabbage- tree.
Neilshotaway from the clayey bank in the
direction of the cabbage-tree, and Joan
Kestiven's face grew rosy as he pulled up
beside hei\

"What are they doing:'" he asked. "Is
it a haka, or puss-in the corner?""Kitchen lancers," with a little quaint
shrug of depreciation.

"Ye gods! Some people would play a
Jew's harp on the last day. Come down to
the far end, will you?"

She put her hands inhis, and they skated
northward in silence, for the loneliness
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breathedby the great plain and the majesty
of the sentinel niountains made ordinary
conversation appear too paltry To .loan
Kestiven the world was full of tho witchery
of many things, newly realised, and ahe
laughed softly out of nheer joy.

"This is a glorious world," she said;
"never tell me that it's old, and groaning
with sorrow and pain under thesevery stars,
for 1 won'tbelieve it ! Trouble is merely an
hallucination."

Neil smiled grimly, and swung her aside
from ablack totava stump gripped in ilie ice.

"How does that illustrate your theory?
A fair world to look at, but full of half
hidden snags to catch one unawares."" And full ofpeople ready to save, witness
the present! There are always plenty of
danger signals if you only, keep your oyen
open."" It would be a good deal more comfort-
able to keep 'em shut, sometimes," ho said
ambiguously, watching the double moon-
shadow sliding lazily alongside. "All the
good things of this world are ticketed 'don't
touch.'"

"That's what makes (horn good. Didn't
you know? But be content with reading
the labels, and— listen to the concertina.
Won't you join the dance ?

"
Neil looked at her irresolutely, in the

distance the dancers were waking unholy
echoes with coon songs, but here, in. the
bush-shade, was silouce and the sweet
pungent scent of flax and fern. "Even the
double shadow had deserted them, and the
passing of. that silent witness loosed, for
Neil,something which he had been holding
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in check this month past. He came slowly
to a standstill, swung round and looked at
thegirl's clear-cut profile against the dark
manuka scrub."This is better than waltzing to a band.
It is the most intoxicating thing in the
world. Do you know why?"

"No," she^said slowly, " unless because it
brings a different stratum of feelings upper-
most." She was looking past him straight
up the gorge, where frozen mountains drew
the eye, on and on, in dim illimitable
perspective, and a tangle of bush on a lonely
spur twinkled where the stars peeped
through." Or because Ihave never danced with
you, Joan."

Her eyesdropped, andfrom the far endof
the lake, " Susie-00, Ilub you true,"
obligingly filled up the pause that fol-
lowed.

Neil was telling himself that he had not
meant to say this, but he knew that he had
ridden all those miles over the l-ough road
onpurpose tosay it— and a few other things.
And so he said them, leadingJoan Kestiven
bystrange, sweetpaths into anundreamed-of
paradise.

The moonwaspalingas he rodehomeward
along the miles of wire fencing, witha new
joy inhis heart, and a new trouble to swing
the scale level. The morrows, for which he
had taken no thought, began to rear their
heads and ask unanswerable questions. His
horse stumbled heavily through the tussocks,
and he began to callhimselfnames to which
bit and stirrup clicked aderisive accompani-
ment.

The gleam of a light in the dining-room
window, as he opened the gate, caused an
irrelevant word toawaken the shocked night.
Humphrey was evidently waiting for him,
and Humphrey's keen eyes sawmany things
which the younger brother would fain have
hid.

He looked up through acloud of smokeas
Neil entered bringing with him a rush of
cold air, andhis rugged face wasgraver than
usual."Had a good time, old chap ?"

"No
—

yes. Confound it all! 1 wish
you'd smash that pipe. Itsmells vile."

"It'smine own familiar friend," returned
the other equably, taking stock of the long,
lithe back presented to his gaze as Neil
leaned his elbows on the mantel-piece."Anything gone wrong? Who was there
to-night?"

Neil kicked the logs into a blaze, desiring
much to tell Humphrey to find out for
himself, bat he bethought him that this
night's workmust out before long." Oh, the usnalSummer Hill lot,and

—
one

or two from Wakarewa!"" Miss Kestiven stillat Wakarewa?"" Yes," sullenly ;" inquisition finished,I
hope ? I'm oil: to bed.""Hold on a minute." Humphrey laid
down his pipe, feeling much as if he was
going to explore the mechanism of a lighted
bomb. "Iwant to speak to you about
something.""Hurryup, then. I'mdog-tired!" His
manner was no more encouraging than his
words. Humphrey'sheart sank ashecrossed
the room, and he rubbed his slippered foot
nervously against the fender.

"Neil," he said, very gravely, -'what are
you doing? Are you teaching that girl to
care for you ?

"
Neil dropped his head on his folded arms.
"Don't," he saidhoarsely. "ForHeaven's

sake, let me alone, Humphrey! Iwon't be
badgered to-night!""

You must !
"

was the stem reply. " You
are doing a dastardly thing, and you know
it! Ithought you had more pluck. The
third or fourth generation,Neil; there's no
getting away from it. It's old ground,I
know. We've dug it to dust, and we've
tramped it to flint,butitalways pansout the
same. Our grandfather diedmad, so did his
ancestors, ad in/initmn,so may we. It's not
a pretty story,but it's true,and wehave got
to face it. But youknow we vowed to face
it alone, old boy— you and I, and we came
to the uttermost ends of theearth to do it!"

Neil movedrestlessly." Cursethe vow!
"

he saidin astifled tone.
"I didn't know her then." He lifted his
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JOAN KESTIVBN's FACE GREW ROSY AS HE rULLKD UP BESIDE HKH
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head and looked atHumphrey, half-appeal-
ingly. "You don'tknow what she is to me,
Humphrey ! Icould sooner forget that I
had an immortal soul thanIcould think of
life withouther,now! Youcan'tunderstand,
she is my

— — ,"he looked away, biting his
lip. Her presencewas verynearto him,and
heknew he must keep cool if he hoped to
win this battle.

Humphrey winced. He, too, had strayed
into that part of nature's workshop where
cupid barbs his arrows, but he had never
told what he found thei"e."Marriage is not for you or me," he said
curtly. "We knew that long ago. This
must go no further.""By George, it shall then!" Neil blazed
into sudden fury. " You may worship your
ownQuixoticnotions of right and wrong, if
you like, but you needn't expect me to do
likewise ! I'mnotgoing tospoil my life for
a scruple thatmay nevercome toanything—
nor her's either !

"
Humphrey caughthim by the shoulder." What!"he cried; "youhavn't dared—"
Neil shook him off, and his gvey eyes

darkened."
Itold her to-night that Iloved her," he

said,breathing short. "Icouldn't help it—
and I'm glad of it! And she loves me.
Yon can say what you like, but you can't
take that fromme. Youare soconfoundedly
pessimistic, and you've polished up that
family skeleton till you can't get along
without it. Itell you,Idon't believe in it!
But, even if Ido suffer, I'll chance it for
what comes first."

Humphrey leaned heavily against the
mantel, and his face went grey.

"You will suffer, sure enough," he said
slowly. " And, by Jove, you'll deserve all
you'll get, you young coward ! But we'll
keepa thirdpersonout of this. Neil,you must
godown to Wakarewa, and put anend toit.""I'll be shot if Ido!" Neil paced the
room quickly with his free impatient step,
trying tocrush down hisrising fury, and the
elder man watched him with desperate
resolve growing on his strong face. Then
he spoke steadily.

"Neil, since your own code of honour
does not tell you what to do,Imust take
this into nay ownhands. Ihave the power
to prevent your marriage, andIswearI'll
use that powerif you drive me to it!

"
Neil swung round, towering above short

sturdy Humphrey,and his face was notgood
tosee." What do you mean? " he hissedbetween
his teeth. "If you "

"Neil," said Humphrey brokenly, " old
man, I've always dreaded having1 to tell you
this— I'd give my life not to. But 1must,
and you must listen. You— you don't know
yourself. You don'tseeyourselfas outsiders
see you— and they havn't seen whatIhave.
When you get one of your bad fits, its— its
not temper

"
he falteredbefore the tense

look on the face opposite him.
Neil caught his breath sharply." Go on," he said.
"Old man, you're not safe, and— and

you're getting worse. Youcan't help it,and
Iwould have hidden it from you as long as
Icould, butImust think of her first. I— l
couldn't let you marry,Neil. If you persist
in this, I'll have to— have to— don't make
me say it

"
But it was an unaccustomed choking in

his throat that, silenced him, for Neil made
no sign.

Humphrey gazed vacantly at the dying
ashes in thegrate,and the roomwasverystill.

Then the long,quivering cry of a weka
sounded through the quiet night, like the
wail of a lost soul, and Neil turned away
abruptly, dropping into a chair, and laying
his head on the table.

Humphrey remembered the attitude well.
Neil had always borne punishment thus in
the olddays, when comfort had lain inhard-
bakeand peg-tops. But the punishment was
different, now, and this Gehenna must be
fought through alone. And Humphrey,
knowing this, went silently away.

When the first fingers of the pale dawn
slid past theblind, they touchedNeil's face,
and he rose, flinging up the window withan
indefinable longing for something—

he knew
not what,
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The world was empty and unresponsive.
Day wasnot yet,and the last stars had gone
out before the sickly light in the east. A
white mist seethed over the plains and along
the hills,blotting outall the familiar land-
marks, and bringing to him a curious
certainty that nothing was tangible or real.
Theearth was dead and very silent, and he—

what was it he had read somewhere, very
long ago? " God allows long aches, but
only short agonies." Was this an agouy or
an ache ? How long had it lasted ? When
was it thatHumphrey had told him— that /

His brain was playing a game of cross
questions and crooked answers, and ifc was
not funny,only unutterably stupid.

Then the sun sprangup,rolling the heavy
mist along the mountain bases. The yellow
tussocks flamed where the level rays caught
them, and the dark bush climbing the long
low spurs sent back glittering flashes from
glossy broad-leaf and matapo. And the
mountains cameintobeing, onebyone,until,
far away to southward, they circled in
purpling haze to the sea.

A sleepy note from a moko-moko in the
clematis was thosignal forarollickingchorus

echoing down to tho creek, and a solemn
more-pork flew to cover, abashed at being
up so late.

Neil gripped tho window-ledge with a
half-stifled cry as the boisterous new day
chased the numbness from his brain.

"Joan," he said, "Joan,Ieau't face it—
dearest,Ican't! It

—
it frightensmo. Old

Humphrey called me a coward, but
—

he's a
bit hai'd sometimes, and no one ever told
him " He stared vacantly at the stable-
yard, where the men were watering the
horses, and joking loudly as they smashed

the ice on thearinkiug-pond.
Humphrey, waiting in hit* room for Neil's

step, heard it at last, coming slowly round
the house. Then he pulled onhis bootn and
followed it stable-wards.

Neil was curry-combing his hunter when
Humphrey'sbroad formblocked thedoorway,
and he didnot look up." Going to the meet to-day ?

"
Neil

vaguely noted surprise in the tone.
"Yes," he said, laconically."And

—
will you go to Wakarewa too?"

"Yes. Standover!" Neilslapped the Aco'h
quarter and resumed his work energetically.

THIS GEHENNA MUST BE FOUGHT THROUGH ALONE
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Humphrey watched him ride out of the
yard an hour later, with mingled pity and
relief."Poor old boy. It was a bad day's work
when he started that blessed skating. But
he doesn't look asbad asIthought he would.
He'll ride the devil out of himself, and bust
up the Ace, and then he will comeback— avid
I'llhave a tough time with him. Well, so
long as we pull through somehow !

"

Neilrodeslowly alongbetween thestraight
lines of gorse fences. His face was very
pale, and he shortened a stirrup-leather
absently. An arrogant lark overhead filled
the sharp air withbright trills and cadences,
and a gruff "Come up!

"
from the paddock

beyond, as a plough swung slowly round
behind the steaming horses, made the Ace
dance excitedly,until he slipped on some ice
under the lea of the fence, andNeil spurred
him into a gallop.

It was not untilhestood on the Wakarewa
verandah, and saw Joan Kestiven in the
drawing-room with anarmful of chrysanthe-
mums and autumn leaves, that heknew what
he wouldsay toher.

She, dropping her flowers, and stretching
her hands to him across them, realized for
one half frightened moment how his grip
hurther.

"We are not playing animal grab," she
saidsaucily,hidingher gladnessunder cover
of a laugh at her feeble joke. "Look, you
have made my hands quite red!"

Buthe was onhis guard, now, and aided
and abetted her shy,naive chatter about the
future with a lightness whereat he vaguely
wondered.

"They always said Icouldn't act at
school," he commented inwardly, with a
grim smile.

Joan put a white chrysanthemum and a
frond of fern in his buttonhole, patting it
carefully intoposition, thenshe looked up at
him sideways.

"Neil,Ithink Iought to go back to
Dunedin, to-morrow. If— if you knew how
horrid it was to have a lot of brothers, you
would come down and help me tell them.
Couldn't you?"

He winced away from the soft touch of
her fingers, and the " Vivian Morell

"
met

death beneath his boot-heel.
"I'llsee,dearest. Itdepends. Good-bye,

sweetheart. I'll be late for the meet if I
don't harry. Ibrought the Ace five miles
out of his way to see you, Joan."

MissKestivenknewlittleabouthorse flesh."You can take short cuts," she said. "I
suppose he can jump by himself. And I
don't see why "

"What wouldMrs. Dalton say ifIloafed
round here all day ? Ihear her in the
passage now. Good-bye,my

"
" You never said when you would see me

again,Neil!
"

He met the reproachfulblue eyes,and lied
bravely for the last time." To-night, if Ican manage it. If not—
Joan, oh, my little girl !

"
He caught her

suddenly to him, and then went away,
leavingher to gatherupher scattered flowers,
and weavesweet dreamsin with the ivy and
honeysuckle sprays.

There was a little group of horsemen on
the sunny side of Harden plantation, and
they spared a few crumbs of interestfrom
the huntsman and whip in the girth-high
scrub to bestow on Neil Fraser as he rode
up.

The Ace was in a lather, and Neil's brow
hung out a storm signal."You'll neverget the Ace througha sharp
run, to-day. It'll be mighty greasy going
with this sudden thaw." Burke eyed the
reekiug horse with disfavour, and added:"He must beconfoundedly outof condition."

"He's all right," returned Neil shortly,
moving out of ear shot.

Then Burke remarked to Corbett, the
Harden cadet:"Iwish Humphrey Fraser
would come out and look after Neil. He'll
have a royal smash if he goes larking the
Ace to-day."

Oorbett grunted, and tightenedhis saddle
girths. "It 'ud take a dozenHumphreys to
put a drag on Neil. He's not the sort of
chap to play 'my brother's keeper' to.
■Here, come on! They've found," and he
swung to the saddle.
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"
CUT THE GORDIAN KNOT, IT'S THE BEST WAY. HUMI'HREY NKVBK THOUGHT OFTHAT."
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The low whimper ran from one nosing
hound to another until it swelled to a full-
mouthed chorus, and they streamed swiftly
out of the scrub, and headed for the open
grass land, where a small yellow-bi'own
speck scudded away in the sunlight.

Corbett, endeavouring to steady his mad
young colt,and cramming his hat on tightly,
saw Neil riding stride for stride with the
huntsman, and felt uneasy. This racketty
boy had more reason to care for Neil than
people knew. Hespurrednp alongside the
other,and possessedhis soulinpatience until
the Ace began to falter. He rapped a low
hurdle badly, and Corbett venturedto liftup
his voice." Can't you tell the poor old beggar's
blown,EVaser? Here, pull off that gorse!
It hasahighbarbwire,and abrutalditch on
the far side."

Neil droppedhis hands and sent his spurs
homo, as the others swerved to the left where
a white gate gleamed."He's mad!

"
muttered Corbett. "Oh!

Great Heavens !
"

There was a short slip on the greasy turf,
a gallaut belated leap, and a long sickening
jangle of wire; then itsagged out under the
Ace's hindquarters and the two went over
headlong into the frozen ditch.

The hounds ran over their trail,picked it
up again and went on, leaving half-a-dozen
men up against the gorse fence.
It was Corbett who pulled Neil clear of

the ditch, where the half-frozen mud was
churned into spray by the struggling horse.
He lifted the white face to his knee with a
half angry desire to tell Neil that he would
play the fool oncetoo often, ifhe didn't look
out."Any one got any brandy ?

"
demanded

the master, stoopingoverthe long, still figure." Confound it! How does the thingopen ?
Hero, Fraser, take some of this ! You

—
you're not hurt,are you?"

Neil opened his eyes on a ring of sobered
faces, with a confused medley of shivering,
excited horses as a background." Cat the Grordian knot," he said, indis-
tinctly, "its the best way. Humphreynever
thought of that. Blind old bat, Humphrey!
Ibelieve I've done it,first shot,it

"
'He's talkingtommy-rot," Burkes wisdom

lay in sheep, not books; "give him some
morebrandy. Who went for the doctor ?"

"Heldon. He'll be about six fields back,
worse luck! Hope Heldon will gethold of
his rein. Lord, what helpless beggars we
are! Can't we do anything for him ?
Fraser, Neil, old man! Do you feel much
pain?" Corbett moved to shade the face
onhis knee, andNeil smiled faintly."

Not a bit ! Pain is only hallucination.
Or was it trouble? Yes. It took me a
deuce of a time to learn that, dearest, but
it's true. Don't forget "; he gripped
Corbett's coat-sleeve and his voice slid off
into silence.

The menmovedabouthelplessly, watching
the slope to thesouthward whence the doctor
was expected. A three-furrow plough was
turning up heavy brown waves,crested with
screaming gulls and sea-martins in the
distance. An impatient horse jerked back
from a crooked elbow with asharp jangle of
steel, but the Ace lay stillbehind hismaster,
his coat glossy in the sunlight where the
mud had not smirched it.

The day was very still and silent, and a
hawk,sailing slowly overhead, cast a black
shadow before Neil's feet.

Then two hurryingspecks came over the
scarred rise,and Burke dropped onhis knee
with a long sigh of thankfulness."Here they are at last, Fraser. 1say—
Oh, my God! He's "He pulled off
his cap with a sudden realisation, and the
others uncovered reverently, oneby one, in
the presence of agreater Physician than the
onegalloping over thesunny grass-land.
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The Story of Lazarus.
As TOI.D l!Y R.OHKUT BkoWNINU, t\)KT

ffq^fH-E hereafter of the Spirit, which
&''V 4 «lliial{lte& ani^ sustains man, was a

u\ j\ source of frequent discussion
"=KI between the Pharisees and the

Sadducees. The latter clung to
the ancient faith of their fathers— that in
death there is no knowledge, or wisdom,
or service; or in the grave any praise or
any thought — impressed upon the nation
alike by psalmist, preacher, and inspired
prophet. But the Pharisees, being of the
priesthood, or expounded of the law,
believed, or professed to believe, that man's
spirit continued to existai'tur deatli and the
decay of the body. Since apostolic times
there has been endless controversy for and
against this doctrine or belief; men still
differ, and, apart from revealed religion,
remain asuncertain on the subject of their
speculations as ever. The resurrection of
Lazarus is a fruitful source of debate, and
affords grounds for both parties to advance
their opinions and confirm their convictions.

The silence of Lazarus on all that befel
him after death is most remarkable. It
strongly confirms the views of one class—
that consciousness perishes with the brain,
the organof mmd

—
and fives an assurance

to others that he was preternaturally
restrained from revealing the secrets of the
"spirit world. With Tennyson theysay:

Behold timan raised up by Christ!
The rest renminethunreveal'd;
He told itnot;for something seal'd

The lips of that Evangelist.

And if this applies to Lazarus, it would
apply with equal force to the saints who
came out of their graves after the
Hesurrectioii, and appearedto many; as well

sis to those others cases of the dead being
restored to life, recorded in the Scriptures.
This must be so, or the intense craving of
humanity to learn something of what lies
beyond the portals of death would have in
some measure been satisfied.

Nothing is known of the life history of
Lazarus before the event, beyond that ho
was a brother of Mary and her sister
Martha; nor after the event,except that he
was a guest at a feast, at which Jesus also
sat; and that afterwards the Jews wanted
to kill him— a strange proceeding on the
part of men who had so lately seen him
raised from the dvnd and brought to life
again.

Browning was moved by none of these
considerations, or the mystery surrounding
the event. He assumed that the account,
as recorded with such circumstantiality and
dramatic effect by the writer of the Fourth
Gospel, was substantially correct; and ho
asked himself the question—

What effect
would the experience of a life beyond the
gravehave upon the life or actions of a man
doomed to re-visit and live again in the
world ? That was the problem he set
himself to consider. A man dead, lying in
the grave for four days, his spirit far away
in the abodes of the Spirit World, leaving
the body to its natural decay; that spirit
called back to re-enter the mouldering
frame of flesh and blood, with the glow
and glory of a heavenly habitation stamped
upon it; thatspirit bid to re-enter the body,
to arise from the grave,and to act again his
part upon earth. Truly a stupendous
problem! The longer we allow our
thoughts to dwell upon it, the more
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bewildering does it appear. A man, ever
conscious of the awe-inspiring and blissful
experience of an unknown world, wander-
ing about amid the evils of this—

what
would be his conduct towards himself and
others ?

In a review of Browning's life and works
in Blackwood's Magazine, shortly after his
death, the writer says:— "Those great
poems which have slowly, but surely,
conquered their place in the mind of the
country— by the fact that, inspite of often
involved phraseology and halting rhythm,
they have in them inmanycases the highest
poetic insight that has been known since
Shakespeare. He descends into the deep
places of the soul with that lamp, and lays
bafe what he sees there— whether the work-
ings of an evil soul elaborately making
itself out to itself (the most subtle, yet the
most universal of all processes) to be notall
evil; or the heavenly exploration of anoble
one of its own natural simple impulses, as
in 'GruidoFranceschini' and 'Caponsacchi';
or those musings of the great spirit which
knows itself to be a failure, most pathetic
of all things upon earth, like Andrea— or
which perceives this in the failing of all
followers and friends, like Suria; or the
high innocence and passion, the white light
of human feeling at its most exalted and
purest, as in

'Pompilia.' To see those
beings from without is onething, and agreat
and noble art;but to see them from within
is another— an art more penetrating still,
a revelation which is almost too dazzling,
and which the ordinary spectator often
blenches at,bewildered by the intensity of
the light."

This is placing Browning's genius upon
the loftiest pinnacle, and, if the estimateis a

true one, we see how natural it was for
him to view the soul of the man after such
an experience as Lazarus had, sorely tried
by the ways of this world. But the action
of the soul, though laid bare ami delineated
bygenius of ahigh order,offers no attraction
to the ordinary reader. Browning was
emphatically the poet of the soul. Hence,
his writings are little studied (they require

study to be understood) except by those
who are capable of appreciating great
thoughts.

Browning loved to expresshimself in the
dramatic form. It was characteristic of his
genius, and he selected it in preference to
all others for most of his wi'itings. We are
not surprised, therefore, to find that he
adopted it,as most appropriate, in the poem
which he has entitled : "An Epistle, Con-
taining the Strange Medical Experience of
Karshish, the ArabPhysician."

He imagines that an Ai'ab physician,
named Karshish, whilst on his travels,
writes frequent letters to Abib, his former
master, all sagacious in the medical art of
those days, and to whom he is indebted, lie
says, for such poor skill ashecould boast of.
Karshish is described as a picker-up of
learning's crumbs, and not incurious in
God's handiwork. Like his master, he is
inquisitive about all that befalls the flesh,
and the processesby which (under God) he
baffled death. He, the vagrant scholar,has
written twenty-one letters previously, with
details of his journeys, incidents and
accidents of travels^ and his observations
thereon. He now addresses to the sage at
home his twenty-second letter. In that
letter he describes the labours he has
endured, the dangers he has encountered by
the country-side being on h're, by wild
beasts, and being waylaid, stripped and
beaten by robbers. But in the end he
passes over the hill country of Judo?, and
reaches Bethany, a sleepy old town, where
he has some medical experience, gathers
some remedies, and entrusts them all to a
Syrian runagate for delivery to Abib.

He is about to close his letter, when a
thought strikes him, and he stays his hand."Ihalf resolved," he continues," to tell you
whatset me off a-writing firstof all. Yet,
Iblush to do so. Either the town's
barrenness, orsomething in the manhimself,
claimed my attention, for his case struck
me far more than his worth. He has gone
from me just now, whose ailment is the
subject of ray present discourse. The man—

one Lazarus, a Jew
—

is fifty years of age,

14 THE NEW ZEALAND [December 1, 1899



and enjoys robusthealth in a greater degree
than most men. His own firm conviction
is that lie was dead— in fact, they buried
him— and was restored to life by a Nuzareue
physician of his tribe, whose voice of
command his spirit heard, saying, ' Lazarus,
come forth, arise!

'
and he did arise and

came forth from the recesses of the silent
tomb." Karshish then expressed to his
master and friend his own professional
view of the case.

"
Tis but a case," he

says,
" of mania, subinduced by epilepsy—

a trance prolonged unduly some three days,
when by the exhibition of some drug, or
spell, exorcization,stroke ofart,unknown to
mo -and which 'twere well to know— the
evil thing out-breaking all at once, left the
man whole and sound in body indeed, but
the soul (just returned from death, and
newly established in the body) open to the
conceits and fancy scrawls, which entered
and became so impressed upon it that
they could not subsequently be erased—
such cases are diurnal, you will say. Not
so this figment, which instead of giving
way to timeand health,eats itself into thelife
of life,as saffron tingeth flesh, blood, bones
and all. For see how he takes up his after
life.

Some elders of his tribe (I should pre-
mise) led in their friend, obedient as a
sheep, to bear my inquisition. This grown
man eyes the world now like a child.
While theyspoke and gave their statement
of the case,he listened not— exceptIspoke
to him— but folded his hands and let them
talk, watching the flies that buzzed. And
that's a sample how his years must go
The golden mean is lost to such a one.
His fantastic will is the man's law.

Let us say he has knowledge increased
beyond the fleshy faculty :

Heavenopened to a soul while yet on earth,
Earth's forced on a soul's use while seeing

Heaven.

Ihe value and proportion of things is lost
to such a man. Discourse to him of events
happening in the world, whether great or
trifling, heis uninterested; and evenshould

his child sicken to deat.li, he continues to
exercise the trade by which he earns his
daily bread with unabated cheerfulness.
Butheis impatient at ignorance, carelessness,
and sin; while a word, gesture, or gleam
from the same child will startle him to an
agony of fear. Me appears conscious of a
glory which he may not enter yet, -

The spiritual lifearound tho oartlily lil'o :
The law of thai is known to him as Ihis.
His heart andbrainmove tlioiv, hiHfuel stay hero.

The man is, in consequence, perplexed with
impulses. His soul often springs in his
face, as if ho saw and heard again the Sage
who bade him 'Hise ! ' and he did J'iso.
Then something within would appeal1 to
admonish him, and he would become silent,
submissive to the heavenly view, waiting
patiently for that same death, which must
restore the equilibrium of his being.'

Knrshish then thinks Ih'k muster /Vbib
would enquire why he had not before sought
out the Sage himself, the Nazarene who
wrought the cure, and enquire and confer
with Him in the frankness that befits the
learned. "Alas!" lie replies, "it grieveth
me to tell you, the learned leech perished
in a tumult many years ago, accused

—
learning's fate— of wizardry, rebellion, the
setting up of a rule and creed prodigious—
as described to me. His death was wrought
by the m«d people— that's their wont! Per-
haps on a vain appeal for miraculous help.
That's their way! Theother imputations must
be lies; but, take one as a sample, thoughI
loathe to give it thee inmere respect for any
good man's fame." ("And, after all,"
Karshish says in parenthesis, "

our patient
Lazarus is stark mad. Should we count On
what hesays ? Perhaps not;thoughinwrit-
ingto a leech it is well to keepback nothingof
a case.) This man, then,Lazarus,bo cured re-
gards the curer as— God forgive me!— who,
but God Himself, Creator and Sustainer of
the world, who came and dwelt in fleshonit
awhile. But why write,"he continues," of
such trivial matter whenthings ofpricecall at
every moment for remark." He thengives
his observations of things likely be of use
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to his medical friend, and apologises
for dwelling so prolixly on Lazarus' long
and tedious case, which, on review, he is
unable to discern why it has touched him
with such peculiar interest and awe.

Karshish had finished writing, having
penned a farewell to his friend. But,
whilst preparing his letter for the Syrian
who was to carry and deliver it, he
suddenly felt the strange power of the new
idea, of God, strike upon his heart and
brain,and he returned again to the subject—
The veryGod! think, Abib;dost thouthink ?
So the All-Great,werethe All-Loving too.

A gentle voice is heard above the tumult of
the world,saying to man,—
Thouhast no powernor maystconceiveof Mine;
Butlove Igave thee,with Myself to love,
And thou must love Me whohavedied for thee!
The madman saith He said so. ... It is

strange!
The tendency of all spiritual teaching1 at

the present day— the highest thought of the
world— isapparently inone direction. The
central point of the universe is held to be
not force or energy, but love. " Might is
right," said Carlyle, explaining afterwards
that he thereby meant the " might of right. '

So Browning insisted that power and love
would in the end bo seen as one, and that

it would overcomeall things. This thought
is evidenced and impressed uponhis readers
by many of his poems.

Some persons feel aggrieved that there is
not more light thrown upon the object of
our existence here. If, in reality, it is a
preparation for a higher and morespiritual
state, they think, in their conceit, it had
beenbetter ifInfinite Wisdom had shown its
purpose moreclearly to the finite mind, and
rendered the natureof the future state more
certain. Browning essays to show that it'
these views prevailed and regulated the
world, fuller knowledge on the subject
would frustrate the purpose of,and destroy
all interest in our pi'esent life. The epistle
of Karshish is aforcible exposition of these
views.

E. A. Mackechnie.

Note.— hi the foregoing paper, Browning's
thoughts have, for the mostpart, been expressed
in his own words, but it has not been deemed
necessary to keep strictly to the rhythm of his
lines. His poems on immortality, religious
subjects and ideas, and on the meaning of the
soul, have removed doubts,and afforded consola-
tion to many serious and religiously -inclined
persons. The good they have effected him
prompted this present attempt to make them
more generally known, and to extend their
usefulness.— E.A.M.

My Mother Sang to Me.
The Homeland voices called to-night,

And would not let me be,
As in thespirit-land, awhile,

My mother sang to me.

Isaw the foam upon the flood,
The bloom upon the tree,

The sun blaze on the distant hill,
Whenmother sang to me.

1saw the clansmen from the glen,
Like eagles wild and free,

Stoop to the plain with dirk and blade,
Whilemother sang to me.

Iheard the marchamong the crags,
The pibroch on the sea,

The low lament wailed for the dead,
When mother sang to me.

Isaw the love-light gleam and glance,
And sweet it was to see,

Within a highland lassie's eyes,
When mother sang to me..

And still tho' other memories fade,
And other fancies flee,

I'll hear the songs of love and war
That mother sang tome.

D. M. liosrf.
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ACathedralSinger
11v F. Oarr.

Illustrate/I bi/ Kruiir/Ii Wit/kins.

f.EFTON WRIGLK was a child of the
■"" gutter, an ignorant, dirty, ugly
|boy. His father wasadisappointed

v,r( composer, aman who wroteoratorios
and grand operas when the market

demcind was for coster songs and ballet
music. He had drunk himself to death
fiddlingfor a living ina musichall orchestra.
His mother was a confirmed laudanum
drinker.

When Sefton was eleven years old his
mother, in an insane wandering lit, took him
to the slums of an old cathedral town, and
then fell into prison, and left Sefton entirely
to his own resources, which were naturally
very limited.

He had no money, no friends,and scarcely
sufficient clothing to cover his undersized
form. He also lacked the smartness and
cunning whichenable the averagegutter boy
to beg or steal a living.

Sefton had followed his mother and her
guardians to the iron studded door of the
prison. He was too timid and foolish to
claim relationship with the woman, too quiet
andunobtrusive to attract attention.

When the great door had closed with a
softness and slowness which marked it
unorthodox, Sefton turned helplessly away.
He had not the slightest idea of what he
should do, or where he should go, but he
shuffled along— this helpless waif

—
until he

found himself before a building, such as he
had never seen before, though his whole life
had been spentamidst bnildiugs. It was the
grand old cathedral. In wonder he looked
upward at its stately towers and carved
pinnacles.

Prowling in the shadow of the dark, high
walls, ho discovered between two groat
butresses a deep snug- nook — sheltered from
the cold north-east wind which had
commencedto blow,sheltered ovon from the
cold line rain which made the city miserable.

He curled himself on the grass in one
corner like a cat or a dog, having only their
desires at that moment. Soothed into
contentment with the comparative warmth
and rest, he dozed almost into sleep, when
suddenly something— he knew not what—
filled his whole being,something that thrilled
him, that pleased him, that made him shiver.
It was the music of the grand organ

— low,
sad, yet wonderfully sweet, swelling by
degrees into floods of sound that shook the
boy's world. The roar of the wind about
(he great towers, the rush of clouds over the
lofty pinnacles, were forgotten. Glorious
music had entered the lad's soul. Ho had
risen to an eager, listening attitude. Ho
stood with clenched hands and upturned
face,drinking in the melodious sounds. If
fate has any hand in directing tho course of
ragged, dirty, ignorant boys, then Softon
Wrigle had found that nook between tho
buttresses, under the guidance of that most
tickle goddess. He owned a musical boul
undeveloped, unconscious, like a perfect
violin that has never been played upon, and
like the violin,vibrating and thrilling with
the notes of the greatorgan.

Higher,higher, wider and wider, swelled
the music, filling the world with splendid
sound. The boy's face took fire,his body
grew rigid, his mind was awakening into
life. Unconciously he vibrated with pride
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and ecstasy, low,clear, minor notes, and his
soul thrilled with, inexpressible longing,
pity, desire. The music died slowly. The
boy put forth his hands as if he would have
grasped the invisible spirit. Another sound,
divine, yetmore familiar, came to him as the
choir poured forth their anthem.

For a moment, surely only one brief
moment, did the deliciouspleasure last, then
the inspiration left the lad, the delightful
sensation faded, Sefton was a beggar again,
a hungry, homeless, helpless waif, seeing
with animal eyes, feeling with animalsenses.
He waited patiently for the wondrous joy to
come again, and sometimes as the wind
caught the carved pinnacles, the sound sent
a quiver of expectation through him. But
the winddied away, darkness came on, and
Seffcon was forced to leave the enchanted spot.

He stole noiselessly away and, dog-like,
found the road to the den that had sheltered
him the night before. Its inhabitants,
pitying, gavehim food.. They knew the fate
of his mother, how, robbed of the poison
which was her curse, she had fallen near
death. They decided amongst themselves to
keep the lad, at leastuntil his mother was
released by law or death.

Day after day, Sefton visited that nook
between the two buttresses, ignorartly
believingthat to be the only place where the
wonderful sensations that thrilled him could
be found. There,inthemildspring weather,
his artistic soulawoke tolife,as the growing-
warmth of the season brought into life
beautiful flowers, so the daily delight in
music brought into existence new senses.
He told no one of his strange experiences,
he had a vague fear that his great pleasure
might be taken from him.

One day, whilst the organ pealed forth a
simple theme, a new experience dawned on

him, the germs of expression developed.
Unconciously he echoed with his voice the
sounds thatreachedhim. No words— simply
notes like those of abird, open vowel sounds
like those of anItalian vocalist. Joy, pride,
glory—

a joy that ho could carry away from
the enchanted nook,but darenot. A power
to prolong the beautiful sensation.

Soon he learned to echo every wave of
sound thai; reached him, and piped with his
childish voice an imitation of the organ's
grand votes.

One eveninghe keptup hisecho long after
the service had ended, and was suddenly
awakened from his trance by— "Boy, who
are you? "

A tallgrey-headed man stood between the
buttresses, and blocked the way of escape.
"Tell me who you are, my lad? Why do
you sing?

"
It was the choir master who asked the

question. He might just as wellhave asked
it of a nightingale, for Sefton didnot know
what singing meant.

Something of this pitiable ignorance w;is

seen by the choir master, so he spoke kindly
to the boy, and, questioning him, learnt all
that Sefton could tell. It seemed much to
the master, who was, in all his being, a
musician.

He followed Sefton to the filthy den. He
learnt all there was to know of the boy's
surroundings, learut that the laudanum
drinking mother was already dead, and
buried in a pauper's grave. Then, moved
by something more than mere kindness, he
took the ragged childby the hand, and led
him to his ownhorne— to life, to knowledge.

Sefton became the choir master's protege.
He was made acquainted with cleanliness,
suitable clothing,plentiful food, andcomfort.
He learnt what music was, and took in the
rudiments of art as he took in new ideas,
new hopes.

The novelty of comfortable surroundings,
of warmth, rest, contentment, lasted with
Sefton only for a moment. They were
forgottenas soonas known,accepted without
a thought, for all the boy turned to music.
It became his life,his soul. No master ever
had such a pupil, such a strong inclination,
together with such natural capabilities, for
art. And Sefton's patron found a reward
for his kindness and generosity in the lad's
reverenceand passionate affection.

With dawningintelligenceand experience,
a great desire arose in Sefton's heart. It
was to sing in the cathedral. To let his
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voice peal out with the grand organ, to
express the feelings that struggled for
fulfilment. No thought of winning praise,
no thought of wooing people by his power,
mixed with Sefton's desire to sing. The
desire was part of his nature. It was the
inclination of genius.

The grey, old
bachelor choir mas-
ter kept his protege
secluded until he
had educated him
to a certain pitch in
musical knowledge,
then he introduced
him into the choir,
and for the first time
in his life, Sefton
tiistoil to his fullest
capacity— joy.

He would have
been quite content
to »'o on mixing his
wiice with ahundred
others, singing just
for thesake of sing-
ing, but his patron
was ambitious for
him— he must sing
a solo.

It was late in the
summer when Sefton
made his first at-
tempt. He was noi
excited. He] waitec
patiently until the
time came, then
oblivious to every-
thing else, sang.
Clear, liquid, sweet :
wonderfully sweet;
more than sweet— thrilling. Full of some
iindutinable charm were his notes. The
careless surpliced lads around him were
enthralled. The congregation, scattered
about the huge building, opened their hearts
to the glorious sound,and after the solo, the
rush of music from the organ and choir
seemed like a flood of icy water.

The bishop's daughter, dreaming in the

recesses of her favourite corner, clasped her
hands like an adoring saint when the solo
began, and uttered a sobbing sigh when it
ended. After the service she intercepted the
choir master.

"Who is lie, Mr. Chardon ?
Who is that boy who took thesolo? What
a glorious voice!

"

Sefton had thrown nil:' liis surplice, and
had rusiied after liis muster. He sprang
down the stops, passed through tho low
arched portal and came face to face with a
beautiful girl." This is the boy," said the choir master
quietly. The girl looked nfc the lad's plain
face and angular form. She met the look of
his innocent dark eyes, then stretched out

(lUHiinrs MUSIC I'ASSKU THKOCfiH TilK I,Al>\s SOUL.
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her hand. " You gave me greatpleasure,"
she said, as she touched his fingers. It was
much for the bishop's daughter to say, for
she was very proud—

very proud and very
beautiful.

She walkedby the sideof thechoir master,
and as Sefton had disappeared, she learnt
his history. The choir master, charmed by
the young girl's loveliness and gentle
manners, told her many of the plans he had
made for the boy's future, and she listened
with theair of one who does not care much
to hear;but afterwards, as she walked across
the grass to Bishop's Court, she cried,half
aloud:"Ugly—

low. Yet,oh, what a voice!
Iwould give up everything to possess such
power, to fill the cathedral with such sweet
sound, to move the hearts of the people. I
could make emperors my servants, and the
world should bow to me. Iwould make
passion and pain and triumph speak in
living wonls."

These thoughts came in a waveof anger.
Her ambition was very strong, and sullied
with girlish vanity, but tinged, too, with a
great love for music. She had within her
the desire tobecome famous,and some of the
power that would give talent fame. Had
she possessed sucha voice, she would have
been capable of carrying out her ambi-
tion.

Sefton, in his pure love for music, won
some of the triumphs which the proud girl
would have risked so much to gain. People
thronged to hear him. Never even in the
times of natural calamity or natural
rejoicing, not even when the old cathedral
echoed the wail for those slain inbattle, for
the fall of kings, or the triumph of victory,
had the sacredness and solemnity of the
building seemed so impressive as when filled
with the music of that boy's wonderful
voice!

The bishop's daughter, with that touch of
ecclesiastical fervour whichaffects the women
of churoh dignitaries, satwithclasped hands
tlirough the long services,hearing only one
voice, feeling only the emotions that the
singer expressed, yet supremely conscious
that the power that thrilled her,and thrilled

the congregation, pi'oceeded from that pale-
faced, dark-eyedboy.

In her own romantic mind, in her
exaggerated idea of the power of this
expression,sheraised the singer toa pedestal
to which she, in her vanity, would have
raised herself, had she possessed his voiop.
And the owner,simple, unaffected, a child in
innocence and ignorance of the world, sang-
out his full soul in the ecstasy of his own
delight, ft was a pity that he could not
have gone on singing in that unconsciousness
of effect, moving men's hearts to awe and
reverence of sacred things, teaching women
the humility and sweetness of old saints.
Pity that a girl so high born and beautiful,
so proud, could not have seen the power for
good in the singer, and left him to mould it
in the God-given way— that she, in the great-
vanity of her sex, saw onlypersonal, sollish
uses for that divine power. Pity that the
bishop s daughter— the highbornElsie Vane,
ever entered the cathedral when Sefton
Wrigle sang.

Moved by a fascination, which was partly
the result of her own ambition, she entered
the circleof thesinger's lifehalf conscious of
the desire to place the power of her own
great beauty against the widerpower of that
wonderful voice. She began in thoughtless-
ness and selfishness this combat of powers.
She looked in Sefton's eyes and smiled, and
he thrilled under her smile as he thrilled
when the grandest notes of music vibrated
through him.

There was something of envyand worship
in the best cf Miss Vane's feelings toward
the singer, but she, with commonegotism,
ranged her beauty and her high position
against his divine gift. Moved by her
artistic vein, her admiration almost over-
leaped the barriers of vain pride.

If the singer had butknown. If fate had
placed his life in the darker ages when, in
the sol* urn calm of that great cathedral, he
could have poured forth ingloriousnotes the
worship of the monk. If he could have
made religion his art, and not art his
religion,he might haveheld the glory of high'
purpose

—
the calm of unquestioningcontent.
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The world tempted him, and he did not
yield. Wealth, fame,power,wereheld before
his eyes. Men with keeneyes andpersuasive
tongues used all their skill to induce him to
on out into the world, and let his voice beo
heard in the great towns. The favour of
kings and queens, the applause of nations,
dangled before him as baits, but they could
not tempt him."Icannot leave my master

and the cathedral," he said,
and thebeautiful girl, hearing
this, called him in her heart
a fool— despised him for a
simplicity, which was a pride,
nobler far than her own
assurance of rank andbirth.

She looked in his eyes, and
(he singer trembled. She was
to him as some saint. Ho
indued her nature by her
beauty,and her beauty by his
own poetic conception. She
saw the worship in his eyes,
and felt with that strange
feminine intuition that his
worship was not for her real
self, but for his idea of her.
This knowledge hurt her
vanity, and roused the spirit
of jealousy within her. To
be worshipped for qualities
she did not possess, .-eemed
like impertinence in that low
bornsinger. Piqne, wounded
vanity, envy, a>utination,
pride, struggling together,
moved in her a strangedesire.
The worship of her idealised
self— distant and profound
imoughto magnify it almost
to adoration, did not satisfy
her. She came near to him as time
went hy— threw over him the glamour of
actual presence, intoxicated him, brought
into life the human forces of his nature—
thenhe loved her, as a man poet loves the
fairest woman, so passionately, so entirely,
that it touched her heart's best depths.
Ifhehad gone out into the world, then,

Vol. I.— No. 3.—lt

and won such fame as she desired, won
wealth and honours, lie might have churned
her forhis wife,but he was blind. Hoknew
the vastness of his love, but saw in worldly
influences no power to aid this love. lie
was as foolishly unselfish as all high son led
poets ever are.

Moved by a sudden irresistible impulse,

touched into life by some feminine art, (lie

singer told all the greatness and passion of
his love. The girl knew that the very
nobility and greatnessof his love made him
unworthy in her sight. She saw with
worldly eyes— hated herself, scorned him,
and rejected his love with an assumption of
pride so vain that she herself shivered at its

}NE DAY, WHILK UK WAS SINi.HXd, A SMALL I'AKTY OK TOUIMSTS
PENETRATED NEAK MLS FASTNESS.
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folly. She showedhim the weakness of her
own mind. Showed him how she valued
the praise and adulation of multitudes, what
value she set on the smiles of the great, on
wealth and influence.

To Sefton the confession of his love was a
delirium, its reception a revelation. He
saw his ownsouland hers, and knew, then,
that highaims meantsacrifice. Inhis agony
the beautiful faced saint whom he had
worshipped, seemed a tempting devil who
wished tokill his soul.

The deliriumof his love, the shock of the
revelation, struck him down senseless, and*
he raved in fever. When he I'ecovered he
learned that his beautiful voice was gone,
and that his beloved master was dead.

Then, in weakness, Sefton wished that he,
too, could find relief in death, but scorned
the wisheveninhis greatsorrow, for to him
endurance was duty.

The future looked black, and there seemed
no gleam of hope.

To sing in some oldchurch to those whose
souls could echo the beautiful,solemn music,
to have his old master back in life, were
wishes that rose in his mind, bnt which he
rarely indulged. He now saw deeply into
life,saw that in pain and bitter disappoint-
mentlay the hope of future joy.

His patronhad left him a sum of money
quite sufficient to supply his simple wants
through life. So as soon as he was strong
enough, he stole quietly out of the old
cathedral townand sailedsouthward— to the
great free English world of the south. He
shook off the germs of his past life in the
solitude of vast Australian plains, wonhealth
and strength in an active physical existence,
and gained a manly beauty which his youth-
ful ugliness had never promised. He
wandered for years in the southern colonies.
Wealth came to him nnbidden,he lavished it
in doing good, in helping the poor, in
encouraging urt. This work bred fresh
human sympathies, and fresh knowledge of
feeble, erring,human nature.

He found his greatest joy,however, in the
calm of some wild solitude amidst the
grandeur of the New Zealand mountains.

The solemnity and beauty of nature, there,
moved him to express his feelings in song.
Wonderful to relate, his voice cameback to
him,more sweetand powerful thanever,and
he found that, to nature,he could sing what
was inhis soul. Far away from his fellow
creatures, forgetting them in the ecstasy
bred bynature's grandeur, he sang, and the
deep gorgesechoed like organ pipes,and the
forests on the slopes repeated and repeated
his notes.

Sefton went back to civilization,and tried
his voice amongsthis fellows, bat, though it
was far above the average,it was as nothing
to that with whichhe had thrilled thepulses
of solitude. Either some effect of the
mountain air, or some power bi'ed by the
sight of beauty, stimulated that which was
dormantamidstmere worldly surroundings.

He built a hut in the secludedplace whore
he had recovered his voice, and spent long
periods of time there,revelling in the glories
of nature, and putting all his admiration
intosong.

One day, whilst he was singing, a small
party of tourists, adventurous people, pene-
trated near his fastness, and pitched their
tents on the skirt of the hanging forest.
Amongst them wasa woman, magnificent in
beauty, and exceedingly proud. A woman
of high birth, whose icy reserve had kept
love from her side for long years. Sheheard
this singing, and started as if she had heard
the voice of the dead, then stole from the
camp and hastened with eager footsteps
towardthe singer. He sangon,unconscious
of her approach. The solemnity of high
snow peaks, the glories of crimson sunsets,
the calm and peace of solitudes, the stead-
fastness and purpose of nature, seemed to be
expressedby that wondrous voice.

The woman emei'ged from the trees and
stood entranced by the glorious music, then,
impelled by someimpulse, shemoved toward
the singer. The voice quavered,broke, and
as if undera spell, its ownermoved toward
the woman, and she held forth her hands in
passionate supplication. The man and the
womanmet, but what they said at meeting
shall not be told.
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Oyster dredging inFoveauxStrait.
By H. G. Neyill.

Cj|O;EFOKE describing the modus operandi
IP ofputting the Stewart Island oyster
Qhp on themarket, itmay probably interest-^ readers of this article to know a little
about the life history of this slippery morsel.
Few people imagine as it glides along the
palate that they are swallowing a piece of
machinery (and going at that) greatly more
complicated than a watch, but it is so; the
ovsfer possesses representatives of all the
most important organs of higher animal life,
and isendowed with corresponding functions,
and though it, in its adult condition, ap-
pears to us a type of dull animal vegetation,
yet from its youth up, it passes through the
changes and chances of this mortal life,from
the time that it is sheltered by the parental
roof to that in which it ranges itself as a
grave and sedentary member of the oyster
community.

T will not go into a scientific description
of the genus oyster, as it would probably
weary my readers, and, what is perhaps
more important, spoil the digestion of the
oyster lover, but a few interesting facts
cannot fail to interest.

The nervous system of the oyster is but-
poorly developed, whichIhave nodoubt will
be a comfort to those folk who, while loving
the piquant flavour, may at the same time
have pangs of regret that they are obliged to
vivisect and swallow alive their favourites.

A single full grown oyster produces on an
average about a million young lame. If a
glass vessel is filled from the stratum of
surface water in which the larva) swim, it
willappear full of minuteparticles about the
hundred and fiftieth part of an inch long,
and therefore just visible to the naked eye,
which arein activemotion. Theyhave much
the appearance of the fresh water Rotifers,
°i' wheel animalcules, and have a glossy
transparency, they arecolourless, except for
one or two dark patches, while at one end

there is adisc, like (lie wheel of the Rotifers.
The margins of these are in active motion
and serve as organs of propulsion. When
the organ is moderately active, the larva1

dance up and down in the water with the
disc uppermost; but when the aciion is
quicker they swimhorizontally with the disc
forward. How long the larva- remain in
this locomotive state is unknown,but. sooner
or later, they settle down, fix themselves by
oneside to any solid body, and rapidly take
up the character of minute oysters. They
look like white dots on the surface of the
substance to which they adhere, and are
about one-twentieth of an inch in diameter.

Theyoung oysters grow rapidly In live
or six months they attain the size of a
threepenny bit, and by the time they are
twelve months old, they may reach an inch,
in diameter. Their age may be told from
the shell to acertain extent, muchas acow's
age is by therings on her horn.

Therateof growthis supposed to vary with
the different breeds of oysters, and with the
conditions to which they are exposed, but it
may be roughly calculated that,at two years,
the oyster measures two inches across, and,
at three years, three inches. After this, |.he
growth is slower and the shell increases in
thickness and in circumference. Oysters
breed long before they are full grown,
probably in their first year, certainly in their
second, and appear to be most productive!
when about five or six years old.

They are supposed to be able to move
backwards by shutting their shells sharply
and expelling the water, that is, of course,
when not attached to any substance. Ihe
Stewart1standoysterhas deservedly obtained
a reputation, as for size and flavour it cannot
be beaten anywhere, and consequently
demands a ready sale. Foveaux Straitsmay
be said to be dotted with oyster beds
according to the nature of the bottom.

t
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When the younglarvae settle on the bottom,
if they find a congenial surrounding and
something to fix themselves to, they thrive;
but if they find themselves in a sandy
bottom, they die, consequently the beds are
scatteredhere and there in the Straits, and
have to be found by the cutters employed
dredging for them. The young larvae have
many natural enemies, before they take to
themselves a shell, even then, in the Old
Country, the dogwelk manages to in-
troduce himself to their notice by means
of a little gimlet he possesses He quietly
seats himself 0:1 t'i- shell and proceeds Id

borehis way till hereaches the oyster,much,
Iimagine, to the astonishment of the latter
at finding himself taken in the rear in that
fashion.

Oysters have been taken from the Straits
for the last thirty-five years, and at present
seem as plentiful as ever. They were first
found at Port Adventure,in Stewart Island,
in the " sixties," and were pickedup at low
tide. Charles Traill was the first to find
them by dredging. He was dredging for
shells off Half Moon Bay, and, on pulling
up his dredge,he found oysters amongst the
shells. A man named Cross, and George
Newton, of Buapuki, tookeighty oddbaskets

to Dunedinin a twelve tonketch, and sold
them for £1 each kit. That started the
business; after that, cutters came on the
scene, and the industry gradually developed
to its present 'extent. There are nine
different beds in the Straits, which have
been worked at different times.

There are, at present,about fifteen cutters
employed dredging for oysters, and it is a
very pretty sight to see the fleet going out.
Theaveragecatch is from oneto two thousand
per day in good dredging weather, but often
a cutter has to be content with four or live
hundred dozen, or even less. Calms and

high winds areequallybad for the cuttermen,
as, in cahn weather, they cannot make their
marks, and inhigh winds, there is generally
too much sea, so that, taking the winter
through, they have to put up with a lot of
broken weather. The cutters leave theBluff
for the Straits,and when they havegot their
marks for the beds they are going to work,
theykeepthemainsailupaud,ifcross-drifting,
keep the foresail with bowline to windward.
Havinggot on to the bed, they put the two
dredges over first and, in about tenminutes,
theystart one. As soon as that one is up,
they empty it and throw it over again, and
directly theline tightens, they start on the

UNDER WKIGII FOR THE OYSTKR BKDS
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other dredge, and keep on so till theyhave
got to the end of the bed. If the cutter is
drifting slowly, they culch out each dredge,
(that is, take all the saleable oysters and
throw the rubbish overboard) but if the
cutter is drifting quickly, they work all the
time and culch afterwards. The oystersare
thenbrought to theBlr* <-"-*"*- <»"♥'«""-'
beds to await ship-
ment to their several
destinations. The
dredges arepulled up
by a winch on the cut-
ter, and, by the time
the cutter is ready to
come in, the men have
earned their pay, as it
is anything but easy
work. The crew gen-
erally consist of three.

CaptainScollay, now
living at Half Moon
Bay, and Capt. Cross,
of the Bluff, were
amongst the first to
dredge for the Stewart
Island oyster. Al-
though the amount
soldhad not thenreach-
ed its present propor-
tion, the men made
better wages, as they
were getting sixpence
and sevenpence per
do/en at theBluff,now
theyonlygetabout one
penny per dozen, but
they can bring in a
greaterquantity. If a
fine spell of weather
comes on, the mer-
chants have to knock
thecuttersoff for a time andsend themfish-
ing, as the oysters do not keep long on
the artificial beds. The season opens on the
Istof February and closes on the last day of
September, thus leaving four months closed.
The oysters, towards the end of September,
begin to be fullof "spat." Abad year for
'"spat" has more to do with the failure of a

bed than overdredging. So far, down hero,
we have not been troubled with a bad year;
and 1think the present regulations that; we
have, protect tho oyster as much as human
foresight, can do. There is generally great
rivalry in the commencement of the season
as to which cutter will be in first with a fair
catch. The winning cutter generally keeps

ared flag flyingall the season. It would be
hard to find men better able to sail small
craft than some of the men in these cutters,
having been born and bred up to their
business. If New Zealand is ever engaged
in war, she should have plenty of young
New Zealand natives of this type to defend
her shores.

GOING OUT WITH A UKKK'/J
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GEORGE'SHOLIDAY
By H. J. Priestley.

Illustrated by Ashley Hunter.

fEORGrE is not exactly gifted witli a
genius for affairs domestic ;but he
thinks he is, and that,Isuppose, is
a comfortable delusion. It is,
however,rathera trialto his woman

folk, whom he invariably holds responsible
for his failures.

The other day Jean was makingpan-cakes,
turning them over with an egg-lift. She
had no difficulty in doing so,but George did
not approve."The proper way to turn pan-cakes is to
throw them up and catch them. Colonials
neverdo make themproperly," heejaculated.

This wasby no means the first time that
day that George had taken upon himself to
teach his grandmother to Imean to
expound to his wife themysteries of cooking,
and there was a rather dangerous light in
Jean's eyes." Would you mind showing me how your
mother turned them, dear ?"

she meekly
said.

Misguided woman! Benzine is dear,
sulphurous language is demoralising, paint-
ingmasculine burns with white of egg is a
thankless task ; a mixture of batter, grease,
Fox's serge,and profanity, is not inviting in
a husband, yet all this Jean brought upon
herself in the twinkling of an eye, or, to
invent anew metaphor, in the turning of a
pan-cake.
Itwas alarge pan-cake;butbeards,men's

suits, and kitchen hearth-rugs are very
absorbent, so we did notget anyof it.
Iwill say that George is not anidle man.

SometimesIwishhe were. He hates to see
wunion overworked and attempting things

beyond their capacity, and so he follows us
round, suggesting all sorts of labour-saving
devices.
Iwas laboriously rubbing up the hall

linoleum, George meditatively sauntering
behind and watching me. Ihate to have
men about whenIamon allfours— especially
George—

andIpurposely obstructedhispath
several times, and accidentally tripped him
twice.

"Isn't that hard work ?
"

he enquired.
"Very," Ianswered, viciously dabbing at

his feet. Whereupon exit George with a
meditative expression upon his handsome
countenance,only to return in two minutes
with an enormous bundle in his arms,
covered with an ancient carriage rug."Getup,Kitty!

"
hecried. "You womeu

have noidea of economizing labour. Look
at that,now!

"
And herushed upanddown

thehall,pushing the bundle,his facegrowing
red, his long legs describing ungeometrical
figures inthe air, his whole figure forming
nowanacute, now an obtuse, now a right
angle, and finally a straight line, as lie
stretched himself triumphantly, and cried:"Look at that! It'sdoneinhalf the time!

"
Idid " look at that." Indeed,Ihad been"looking at that " all the time as1 sat on

the stairs well out of the way, wondering
where the oldcarriage rug had been togrow
so rich in dust, for as George rushed and
poundedup and down thehall, he seemed to
extract from it tho dust of ages."That's the way to do it," he exclaimed,
"just come and try, Kitty." So I,though
scenting danger, obediently descended,
grabbed the corners of the bundle, and, at
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the risk of bursting a blood-vessel, managed
to drag the "labour-savingappliance

"
a few

feet along the hall. However,Iwas very
meek, and humbly suggested that George
should hire a man to manipulate the said"appliance."

George was marching ofE with amajestic
air o£ offended dignity, when Icalled him
back to carry the "appliance" into the
kitchen, as to move it further wasbeyond
my strength.

By this timea white powder wassettling
all over the hall, but, seeing that George

wasin no mood to answerpolite enquiries,I
silently followed him into the kitchou, where
he flopped clown his bundle in the baby's
bath, and bounced out of the back door,
making, on his way, a few foreiblo remarks
about the ingratitudeof women.

"Whatever is that in the bath ?," queried
Jean,entering withbaby on her ami.
Idid not know, so we proceeded to

investigate. Untying the carringo rug, the
dining-room tablecloth, and a sheet, we
discovered an enormous bagof flour, which
the grocerhad deposited inthe scullery just

IHATE TO HAVE MEN ABOUT WHEN I'll ON ALL FOUKS,
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as George wentinsearch ofa "labour-saving
appliance."

George's vigorous poundings had burst a
hole in the bag, and the quality of "Pi-emier
Flour" was not likely to be improved by
standing in four inches of water.

Like Mrs. John Gilpin, Jean and Ihave
'"frugal minds," so wequickly emptied the
dry, clean flour, and gazed with dismay at
the sticky mess in the bottom of the bag.
ThenIhad an inspiiation. "Let us make
it into paste, and paper the little room
to-day," Icried.

The paper was cut and everything was
ready, but (for excellent reasons) we had
previously decided to defer the impoi-tant
business of papering until George's holidays
were over. However, the messy flour bag
overruled theseexcellentreasons;weprepared
for business, and had peacefullyand success-
fully prepared one side of the room before
George returned." Well, Inever! Yon women have no
sense! Why didn't you tell meyou wanted
this room papered ? I'd have done it in a
jiffy. Here, get down Kitty, this minute,
and give me that length of paper. It isn't
safe for a woman to stand on those steps,"
he cried, grabbing me by the ankles and
forcing me to descend. " Give me that
paper," and he took it out of my hands,
carefully and methodically twistingit around
me ashegingerly ascended the steps.

" See,
Kitty, you stupid girl; you've gone and
twisted yourself into the paper ! Ido wish
you women Avould keep outof the way!

"

Ispread the paste on thenext length while
George struggled withhis first, the pattern
of which would not tit because we

"
women

had put theother pieces on in suchan idiotic
fashion."

While struggling withhis second length,
George declared that it was not properly
pasted, and bademekeepoutof the way,and
he wouldpaste the nexthimself.

To " keep out of the way
"

was just then
the height of my ambition, but seeing thatI
was required at the same time to hold the
end of the paper, hand thebrush, and steady
the steps,Isaw no way of I'ealising that
ambition.

Lengthnumber three George pasted him-
self,making up for the thinness of the paper
by the thickness of the paste.

"Now you shall see the proper way to do
it. Holdthat end. Don't drop it,stupid!"
And he ascended the steps, holding the
liberally pasted side towards him, and
preparing to press the pattern against the
wall. Ididnot mention this little mistake,
for George hates women to interfere, andI
strive, whenever possible, to follow his
precepts." The best laid plans o' mice and men
gangaft agley," and so did that paper.
Itnot only went

" agley," it wentall over
poor George, who stood spluttering and
muttering, andstriving todisentonglehimself
fromhis sticky covering,without tearing it.

As he seemed to find a difficulty of utter-
ance,Iobligingly offered to swear for him,
but he was not at all grateful, and, having
freed his face from the paper, though not
from the paste, he descended, glaring things
unutterable. On thebottom stephestumbled,
and fell with his right leg in the bucket
containing the remainderof the paste.

When he gotup thepaste which was not
on his trousers, was on the floor. His
remarks were few, forcible, and strictly
theological— and

—
he neverfinishedpapering

the little room!
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THEMISSIONGARDEN.FAST,FableandFancy.
By Josiah Maktiv.

Illustrated by Kenneth Watkins.
SCENE I

fSjtl RICH and fertile valley in the far
wljM north of New Zealand, wateredby
17v\\ a beautiful' stream—

■ one of thc

%H^ many tributariesof the Hokianga
Harbour — and peopledby a dusky

race, intelligent and vigorous,butsteeped in
arevolting cannibalism,cruel and degrading.

Here, in the midst of one of the fairest
scenes of these singularly favoured Islands,
menaced by fierce and relentless savages, the
pioneer missionary and his gentle wife have
foilucled a home of peace and love,braving
withheroic couragethedangers andhardships
of such a terrible environment, sustained by
the hope that it will become a radiating
centre of light and life in this region of
darkness and dread.

And here, in this wilderness, they have
planted a garden, as an object lesson to the
fiendish warrior tribes on the blessings of
peace and the benefits of civilization,

The wild forest growth of many centuries
has been cleared away, the tangled weeds
uprooted, and the soil laid bare to the
invigorating light of Heaven, whence it
derives the sweetness of a new life-giving
power.

Here patient,
#
loving hands have planted

corn and vegetables for food, a choice and
precious vine, and the fruits and flowers so
dear to them in their old home.

Soon, the wilderness rejoices, the roses
bloom, and the garden smiles in beauty,
yielding its rich stores of pleasant food and
luscious fruit.

tiven the heart of the rough and savage
islander is touched,and the way opened and
prepared for those deeper lessons of the
peacefullife,which these devotedmissionaries
have come to teach.

Often and often, after many little dis-
couragements, or when down-hearted and
depressed at the scenes of atrociouscruelties
enacted around him, the missionary returns
to this " haven of peace," he is encouraged
to hope that, ;is the wilderness had been
converted into a garden of delight, ho the
deeplydegraded Maori mayat lengthrespond
to the gentle influence of his touchers, and
yield the blossomand fruit of v better life.

SCENE11.

Fierce.! and fanatical war has broken out,

among the tribes of the North, and all the
earnest efforts of the missionaries in the
cause of pence seem to have been unavailing.
The home among hostile hosts being no
longer safe, the missionary is compelled to
remove his wife and family to a place of
greater security.

Now, with many tears of sorrow and
regret, the mission garden isabandoned,and
deprived of the care and culture of its
creators, the wild weeds re-assert themselves,
and endeavour to obliterate all traces of the
inroad which civilizationhas made upon the
primevalforest.

SCENE 111.

Twenty years later— the gospel of peace
has triumphed. Savage feasts and cannibal
orgies arenow remembered onlyas tho gaunt
spectres of a terrible past.

Clothed and in his right mind, the Maori
is now received into the Christian Church,
and he is seeking to walk in the ways of
peaceand righteousness.

The white man and the brown are now
living side by side, sharing in the blessings
of civilization.
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Dui'ing this time, the old neglected
garden "would have been left entirely
to itself, had not its orchard fruits
attracted the young people of both
races, to feast under the entangled
branches,and to bring away stores for
the journey or the home.

SCENE IV

Another twenty years roll by, and a
traveller, making his way through a dense
forest of manuka, discovers the moss-grown
remains of anold garden gate, and nearby,
the ruins of an ancient fence,bearded with a
hoarygrowth of grey lichen.

Here and there,
crumbling into dust,
are the gnarled and
lichen - covered re-
mains of some of.
those orchard trees,
which,half a'century
ago,'wereloaded with
an abundance of
tempting fruit.

Climbing up the
tree trunks and
spreading overhead,
is a dense leafy can-
opy of wildand tang-
led vines, bearing a
few tiny bunches of hard,sourgrapes;
these are the degenei'ate offspring of
that treasured vine which was planted
and tended with such patient care, and
gave such hopeful promise of a richand
luscious vintage.

The traveller's further progress is arrested
by an impenetrable thorny thicket of wild
sweet-briar, which, covering many acres,

*

affords a safe retreat and shelter for scores
of wild pigs.

Isitpossible that this dense and prickly
mass has grown from the little rose bush,
whose blossoming fragrancebroughtback to
the exiled the sweet remembrances of their
dear old Englishhome ?

Yes, this choice and delicate beauty, the
admiration and* delight of all beholders, left

to itself and deprived of theattentive culture
which, for many years, had been devoted to
perfecting its lovely form, has reverted to its
original type;and the hardybriar on which
it was grafted,has re-asserted itself with all
itspristine vigour,unheeded andunhindered,
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until in this thorny thicket it has become a
hateful curse.

Spreading far and wide, as its seeds ai'e

transplanted by browsingcattle, this terrible
pest now appears all over the country,
wherevernew lands are cleared for cultiva-
tion, baffling every effort of the settler to
eradicate it from the soil.

TheFable oftheRoseandtheVine

To the traveller's vivid imagination, the
old deserted garden ishaunted by the ghosts
of that by-gone age,and ashe thinks of those
early pioneers who had lived, loved and
laboui'ed here, the very plants become
eloquent, and appeal to his fancy in a
language which may be thus interpreted:—

In the early days, when the garden was
tended with such watchful care and skill,
the lovely rose hadcomplained bitterly to the
vine, of the tyranny of that remorseless
monster man, by whom her most promising
buds were nipped off, and all her efforts at
growth cruelly thwarted andchecked.

That whenever she put forth a really
healthy and vigorous shoot, it was sure to
be pruned away.

Thather most lovely blossoms werealways
cut oil in their prime.

That the world,alas! was full of painand
suffering, and life was only repi'ession,
weariness, and disappointment; because, in
short, she was never allowed to do as she
liked.

The vine replied in tones of even greater
bitterness :"Oh! what an enemy to our race is man!
How terribly cruel and vindictive is his
nature, andhow tormenting are all his ways!"
Iwant to live the free life to which I

was born,and to havemy ownfree will;but
instead of being permitted to enjoy life's
pleasures and grow into luxuriousbeauty,I
am thwarted and pinched and restricted,and
allmy cherished plans doomed to disappoint-
ment. Iam sure that ifIonly had the
opportunity,Icould do infinitely more good
in the world.

" The birds only mock us when they «ay :'Be patient, man is a Providenco working
for your good.' 1 want to know how that
can possibly be good, whenevery bud 1 put
forth is nipped before it opens, mid every
shootItry to grow, is cat oIT as soon as it
appears ?" J. want to rise in the world, to climb
over all obstructions, and triumphantly
assert my natural right, but this tyrant,
man, has only brought us here to suiter,and
1 am sure he glories in our pain, for he
smiles with happiness, whenever he checks
our dearest desires.

" If man were good and know everything,
as the birds say, why does he check all our
natural instincts, repress all our hopes, and
takeaway allour joys? Oh!how earnestly
Iwish he would only just leave me alono !

"
Then the stock ofbriar, on which the roue

wasgrafted,might havebeenheardgrumbling
and growling from below, and this was the
burden of her cry :" Why amIdoomed to livo down here in
the dark, damp earth ? Why amIto give
all my life and strength to nourish that
gaudy foreign beauty, so cruelly grafted,on
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to my own vigorous nature? Why am Iso
basely and uujustly treated, and all the
shootsIsend up into thelightcut off directly
they appear ?" Why amIalways to grovel down here
in the darkness whenIhave as much right
to freedom as the proud upstart who lives
upon myblood ? Oh! to be free from this
hateful tyranny!To realiseone's aspirations,
and to live according to one's own sweet-
will !"

At last it happened, just as if he heard
their prayer for freedom, that the tyrant,

man, left these complaining and rebellious
plantsalone, free to grow in their own way,
and to live according to their own desires.
And what was the result ?

The rose, that had always bewailed her
limitations and repression, was left undis-
turbed and unchecked to enjoyher freedom,
and do just as she liked. Yet, before she
could realise her new independence, the
discontented briar sent up such a forest of
strong suckers into the sunshine, that the
poor,proudbeauty wascompletelysmothered,
and after a few weak attempts to lift her

once beautiful crown of blossoms, she
struggled and straggled but for a little
while,and then most miserably perished.

The briar, meanwhile, grew in strength,
strangling and killing all the tender plants
that stood in her way. Blossoming in her
pride of power, into a profusion of gay
flowers, she tilled the air with enticing
fragrance, and offered an abundant ci-op of
bright, redberries as a tempting banquet for
bird and beast.

Rejoicing inher new found freedom, the
hardy briar continued to spread until the
ground around was covered with its dense
and thorny thicket, a curse to the land it
should have blessed, and a haunt fit only for
pigs and alluncleanness.

And the discontented vine, what became
of it?

As soon as it wasfree from the restraining
and guiding hand of man, it sent out a great
many new and vigorous shoots, first help-
lessly creeping, then tenderly clinging to
some friendly branch, it lifted itself aloft
into the light, rudely asserting itself until it
overspread the topmost trees with its leafy
canopy, when, stealing the sunshine fromits
kind supporters, it rejoiced over them as if
it were indeed the sovereign lord of the
forest.

Its once promising fruit now shrivelled
and perished,itgloried inits crownof leaves,
and swungitsbranches frombough tobough,
caring not by what means it rose into the
light ; but l'emorselessly strangling the
friendly stem that helped it upward.

Thus the arrogantparasite flourished in its
vanity and selfishness, until- with one stroke
the bushman's axecut thn.ugh its twisting
stem, and then the mass of wild and useless
leafage withered where it grew, and the
famished trees rejoiced in theirdelivery from
their cruel oppressor.

SCENE V.

From the old garden, the traveller vow
crosses to the opposite side of a stream,
where he finds a perfectcontrastto the scene
he has justquitted, for here anenterprising
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vigneron from the Rhine-laud, has with
patient industry established a little vinery.

Withunremitting culture,hehas succeeded
in acclimatisingsome very choice specimens
from his own Moselle, and in their regular
rows, thedwarfedvines look, froma distance,

like a regiment of soldiers displayed in
military order.

Here all the vine-dresser's skill and
attention- is constantly exercised in repress-
ing allprofuse growth, instopping back and
nipping off all extraneous buds, in selecting

with intelligence and care the best fruit-
bearing shoots,and inguiding their progress
toward maturity. His efforts will nover bo
relaxeduntil his vines aro laden with a crop
of luscious grapes, and their heavy clusters
become a rich and fitting reward for his

earnest labour, and his unwearied patience.
As the winds whisper among the vinos,

their murmurs become articulato, and to the
vivid fancy of the traveller, every scene i«
vocal with their message to humanity—

"Ye are God's husbandry."

MANUKA SCRUB
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HISLITERARYDAUGHTER.
By Mabel Holmes.

Illustrated by Olive Tilly.

'P^ORIS MAYNE bad always believed
J|ajl| that,given opportunity, she would
I\W>JI be successful in the literary world.

When the needcarve forher toearn
money, she set to work to write

with all the energy of her vigorous and
enthusiastic temperament. But the getting
published washarder work than the writing.

Just as she wasbeginning to lose heart, a
small success set her hopingagain. It came
in the form of an encouraging reply toa note
she had posted with a little sketch to the
editor of a weekly paper ina distant town.

He wrote:" 'Husband's
'

is an excellent
little sketch, and will bo printed and paid
for. Can you send us, from time to time,
more of the same sort, which we shall be
plad to receive, provided they are of equal
merit?"

Doris was in ecstasies, fame and wealth
seemed close at hand. She wrote a grateful
letter to the editor, whose reply took her
aback somewhat."Ishould not advise anyone to adopt
literature as aprofession, it is too precarious
and uncertain;but as a pastimeyou will find
it charming and of ever growing interest."

Apastime, when she must live by it !
She wroteagain in the discursive fashion

of one who does not understand the value of
every moment to an editor."Iamnotabitdiscouraged by youradvice
against going in for literature, as something-
more than a pleasant way of spending my
leisure. Yon will respectmy confidence when
Itell you that Iam compelled to earn my
own living,and story-tellingis my one talent.
Imust make it my profession or starve."

Theeditor had aheart,though manydoubt
its existence in the species, and that letter

pained him, knowingas be did what a long-
way its writer was from earning evendaily
bread.

He gathered his scattered sheets, and
dabbed them on to one of the brass points
edging his table, left ascrawl for his printer,
and went out.

He dined with a friend, and they spent the
evening at a house he had never entered
before. His hostess was charming and host
attentive ;but Doris Mayne andher doomed
hopes came betweenhim and them. At ten
o'clock he rose to take leave. His eye foil
upon a photo, a full-length figure of a young
and lovely Avoman, which rested upon an
easel near the door."

What a beautiful face!
"

he exclaimed in
genuine admiration; "and clever, too.""

Yes. That is my daughter's chum,
Doris Mayne," his hostess replied.

He bent closer to thepicture face, more to
hide the shock of the words, than to again
view that which was alreadygravenuponhis
consciousness.

That night he slept little. Doris Mayne's
future occupied his thoughts, she wascleverer
than he had guessed, her face told that, he
must find some wayof helpingher— perhaps

but it was early days to indulge in
diearns of other possibilities for her than an
author's struggling life.

He wroteher nextday :" On thinking it overIhave changed my
opinion, you must not give up writing. My
advice toyou is tostudy whatis mostpopular
and most read in works of fiction,and care-
fully setyourself to write in the same strain,
without imitationof the actual tale. Iwill
revise your work and give you everyassist-
ance in my power, Iam

'always glad to
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encourage beginners. By the way,Ihave a
favour to ask. Miss Smith's wedding being
out of reach ofour lady correspondent,could
you send us as full adescriptionaspossible ?
This being anordered report, willcommand
a small fee."

Doris dashed off a delighted reply, which
brought a glow" to the editor's cheek. "I
shall count you my literary father. If ever
Iachieve success it will be all duo toyou."

The report arrived, a
fuller ofie even than he
required, but he would
not lmrtherbycuttingit.

The next week she
received payment, five
guineas. This seemed -*.

liberal, but did not sur- ,^_
prise her ignorance. It *■>'

was strange, though,
that one postoffice order

'***
should be for ten shil-
lings, and the other for
the rest of the amount.

As she heldtheorders,
a vision of the sender
came before her mind's
eye; a grave, grey-
haired, old man, clean- ,:

shaven and portly— her
literary father !

Meanwhile, that
gentleman was musing
upon the chances of
serving her further,and
increasing the now
slender bond between
himself and his lonely
literary daughter.

Hiulhe known it, that bond was indanger
of severance. A bombshell exploding in his
office could scarcely have shocked him more
than her next letter."Iwant you to tell me truly if what I
have heard is true. A relative whomIhave
told of your kindness, hints that it is only
because my rich uncle is a director of your
paper, thatyou have taken meup. My uncle
has been verycruel tome, andIwill not be
beholden to him for your favour."

His reply was a new experience for hor :"Iam not that sort of man, andIsincerely
hope your relative knows nothing of mo or
my work. No director has montioued your
name to me, nor do I.know your uncle's. I
am disappointed in you, forIhadhoped that
from similarity of tastes and mutual love of
the lineof work we have chosen, we might
have become friends." Here ho hadpaused,
and,softer thoughts intruding,ho hadadded :

" But, on consideration, I sun ccrtsiin you
wrotehastily, while .smarting from the very
feeling which now burns in mo. Let us
forget this unpleasant incident, and resume
our former literary relationship."

For two months he had no further wordof
or from Doris Mayne, but far from dying
out, his interest in her grow to lovo. He
invented the most ingenious pretexts for
frequently visiting the house where her
portrait heldhis gazeduring his stay.

"
WHAT A HKAI'TIITI, I'ACK !

"
III:KXCI.AIMKIt.
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At last came a note. Recognising the
hand, he tore it open. The writing was
shaky, not bold, as formerly, the wordswere
few,butpointed:"Ihave been very ill. My life has been
such ahard one, particularly to one of my
temperament, whichknowsnohappymedium,
but must be either in thehighest heaven or
elsewhere, thatIcan completely understand
that 'wounds arenot healedby the unbinding
of the bow that made them.' But you must
believe thatIwrote to my literary father,
forgetting that the editor would read my
words from a different point of view. T
have hurt you— you
are disappointed in
me. Igrieve that
you must say it. I
shall come to town
onMonday,and will
call upon you at two
o'clock. If you are
not in, T shall know
that you do not wish
to receive me

"
Not in ! Great

goodness, he would
comp in <he office
from that out,sooner
than miss her! The
brute that he had
been to write that
letter ! Would she
ever feel confidence
inhim again, and tell
him everything, as
formerly ?

Monday came, he was ready and waiting
from twelve o'clock. How would she greet
him? Her sweet face would be pale from
recent illness, but a greater charm and
refinement would result. By ten minutes to
two he wasin a nervous fever, every step,
every sound made him start and tremble.

Doris Mayne walked the short distance
from the railway station to the Weekly's
office, and arrived,nervousand exhausted,at
theoounter where the clerk directed her to
the editor's room. She paused for one
second, then tapped timidly upon the door.

"Come in," cried a clear, high pitched
voice.

She entered without looking up." Can Ido anything for you, madam ? "
asked the editor, offering a chair to the
delicate looking,middle-agedlady inwidow's
morning, who stood before him. "I have
an appointment immediately, so Iwill ask
you to be brief."

"Am Iforgiven?" was her astounding
question inreply.

At his sharp ejaculation she looked up,
and received a shock also. Was this the
literary father of her imagination, this big

handsome man, withJewish features anddark
moustacheand eyes, still iv the bloom of his
early thirties ?

"Of course; certainly!" he stammered,
as her painful blush recalled his ever-ready
courtesy to women. "But

—
but will you

tell me
—

who is that Doris Mayne on the
easel by the door in Mrs. Leigh's drawing-
room?"

She smiled,reassured."My daughter, butyou must not callher'Mayne'now,itsunlucky. She wasmarried
yesterday!

"

"CAN IDO ANYTHING KOR YOU, MADAME?
"
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"ABushman'sReverie."
Il!usfm/et/ hi/ Kenneth Walkina

There's «i mopoke grumbling early, and a
tui calling late,

And high Venus seems an offspring of
the moon;

Down the creek strange cattle mingle, and
their lowingat the dusk

Makes mefeel as lowingneverdoes atnoon.

On the clumsy wharetable lie the remnants
of a tea,

On the hearth are embers darkling like
the west;

And my dog andIdraw close to watch them
cloud and go—
Ito muse on childhood's " Islands of the

Blest."
Vol.L-.No.>— lß

Cull to mind (ye oneo were children) how
ye poured out Heaven on rOnrfh,

And the riot ye let imagination run!
HereIlive my childhood o'er again— inall

its wealthand light—
By my smouldering fire, now day and

work are done.

Ihave seen the shining river,Ihave felt
the silver spray,

'
Surely traced the angel footprints in the

sand;
Ihave watched the glancing firefly,Ihave

known the orange flower,
And have called the place of palrna the"Better Land."
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Bat, to-night, I'll have tosleep (I'll haply
dream asIhave mused—

Mixing these and those,and Heaven and
Earth, inone),

For to-morrow must have labour, and the
axe's swing and stroke

Mark a time to which such musings will
notrun.* * * * *

Britain needs not world-wide triumph told
to bindus to herself—

Inour small unheard-of world, we go and
come

'Midst our bushlands, where we know not
" well what Empire's glory means,
But remember still,and love our British
I home.

If the God of Britain quicken vs
— prosper

■ His own last isle!—
!Rule us with the rule by which Great

Britain rose
—

[f lie pardon us for what we spoilt of this
well-dowered land

—
Feed us on the food by which a people

grows.

Then, to-morrow— for to-morrow men'may
bless the lonely years

That we spend— our floor the hills, our
roof the sky—

As we break the solemn wilderness, and
raise the voice of man

In the gullies, where the doomed kiwis
cry.

Iremember twittering swallows,and small
fluttering bats at even,

Round anold grey house; a garden with
its flowers;

Muffled sounds from stabled horses ;kindly
breathings from abyre;

Anda song that worker'ssang in twilight
hours.

Ihave followed old hand-reapers 'long the
ranks of heavy corn,
Ihave tended winter cattle inthe stall;

Bird and beast, and flowers and roof-troc,
kindred hearts and dreaming clays,

All comeback to me to-nightatmemory's
call.

Here, my clock is ticking, ticking, whilemy
hearth is growing cold—

YetIhear the crakes in fieldsof corn
"

nt
Home;

"
There, the fields are storing wealth and lifr

beneath an August sun—
Here, the kiwi's wailings pierce the forest

gloom.

Here, the bush 'neath winter moonlight
looks the picture of a song,

There, the summer opens roses on a
wall:

When the rata bloom shall brighten, here,
the bush-clad summer hills,

There, themistletoe shall deck the Christ-
mas hall.

T. McFarlane.
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LaunTennisinNewZealand.
By H. A. Pakkkk (lSx-Cliiimpi<m)

[CONCLUDED].

£R*FTER the form that he had shown at

fW Christchurch,it is not tobe wondered
iJMk at thatMarshall was looked upon as

a certainty for the Singles at Napier
in 1891, and this belief was accentuated by
the fact that Fenwicke, considei'ed bymany
his only dangerous opponent, was beaten at
anearly stage by R. Koch. Fenwicke did

not display his usualaccuracy in this match,
ashe was very short of practice ;his judg-
ment was constantly in fault, and Koch
continually passedhim at the net. The latter
played a sterling game, and Avon the three
sets straight. Koch in turn succumbed to
R.D.Harman, who was thus left in the final
with the champion, and to the surprise of
the cognoscenti, who anticipated no great
difficulty for Marshall,Harman gave a fine
and vigorousexposition of the game, winning

the three sots straight off tho reel. It is
only fair to say thatMm shall was notin {he
best of health on the clay, hut Harman would
probably have won in any case. The new
champion possessed a very deadly forehand
drive from right to left, and this was
supplementedby a good backhand and fair
volleying powers. Since his brilliant ili'hul

cv-, i in 1887, he lint! taken
part, in every cham-
pionship, an(I now
reaped the reward of
hard practice and ex-
perience. As Wilding
was nnabie to attend
the meeting, Ilarman
played with Marshall
in the Doubles, and
partly owing to the
exhaustion consequent,
upon the hard single
they hart played, and
partly to Marshall's in-
ability to play doubles,

!Fenwicko and Logan
simply smothered them

in the final, the score reading G— 3, o—2,0 — 2,
o—o.

The Ladies' Singles were won by Miss
Douslin,ofBlenheim,althoughMrsAbraham,
of PalmerstonNorth,whohadlearnther lawn
tennis at Home, was probably the best
ladyplayer atthe Tournament. Inher match
withMiss Douslin she held a commanding
lead in the decidingset, but anasty fall over
a spectator at a critical moment unnerved
her and she lost.

St("'h HOOPER VOLTJOYINO A UACKHANDKR. Auckland
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Thejonly^drawback to the success of the
New Zealand Lawn Tennis Association's
Annual Championship Meeting at Dunedin,
in1892, was thedisgraceful behavioivr of the
weather. Players had entered the lists from
all parts of the colony, and among the new
aspirants for fame wasHooper, the champion
of Auckland, who made his first appearance
at this meeting. He, however, had the
misfortune to draw Harrnan for the start
and the champion soon put him out of his
misery. Hooper'splay, nevertheless,created
a favourable impression, and he was looked
upon as a coming man. The three best
players at the Tournament were, as in
previous years, Harman, Fenwicke and
Marshall, and it began to look as if those
throe had formed a triumvirate with the
object of securing a monopoly of the
championship. Without goinginto details of
the matches, it will suffice to say that
Harman beat Marshall, who was suffering
from an injury to his knee, but,in turn, was
beaten in the final by Fenwicke after a
protracted struggle, in which the contrasting1

styles of play were veryinteresting to watch,
both menbeing in good form. It is worthy
of mention that though Fenwicke won three
sets to two, yet Harman scored a majority
of games, the totals being twenty-eight to
twenty-six in his favour.. Harman and
Wilding added another victory to their list
by winning the Championship Doubles,
the only pair that pushed them being
Macdonald .and Koch, of Otago. Miss
Rees won the Ladies' Singles, beatingMiss
Douslin, the previous champion, and Miss
Orbell in the penultimate and final rounds
respectively.

Auckland was the sceneof the Association' Q

meeting at Christmas, 1893, and great
excitement prevailed in lawn tennis circles
in the Northern City over the coming event.
Special articles appeared in the papers
describing the strokes and methods of play;
interviews with the principal visitingplayers
were published, and no stone was left
unturned to make the meeting a successful
one. Theinability of Harman, Wilding and
Collins to attend, was much deplored, but

still the gathering was fairly representative
so far as the men wereconcerned.

Fenwicke and P. Marshall, who fought
out the final,both had some tough matches
before coming through, the former
experiencing no little difficulty with F.C.
Baddeley, a brother of the well known
English champion, while Marshall found
that the task of putting out Koch and Ross
Gore was not alight one.

It was expected that Fenwicke would win
the final, and few were therefore prepared
for thesplendid start made byMarshall,who
won the first set in tine style, outplaying
Fenwicke at all points of the game. His
powerful forehand drives were veryeffective,
and it looked like a repetition of his
brother's victory over thesame opponent at
Christchurch," in 1890. The champion,
however, proved too clever and safe for
Marshall, who broke down more than once
at critical points, and whose play, moreover,

Hardie-Shaw, Wellhitilun
H. A. I'AKKKK, SKKVINIi.
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suffered from.carelessness engenderedby his
easy victory in the first set. Fenwicke thus
won the Challenge Cup for the third time,
and itnowbecame his own property.

In the absence of that redoubtable pair,
Harman and Wilding, the Doubles were won
by J. M. and P. Marshall after a very fine
match withFenwicke and Loganin the final.
The Marshalls played the old fashioned game
of oneman at the net, and the other at the
back of the court, and, tactically speaking,
should have been outclassed, but individual
brilliancy pulled them through. The net
play in this match was taken almost

exclusively by E.Marshall,while liis brother
made the openings by hard drives from the
baseline, but, although the Marshalls were
peculiarly gifted for this style of game,
Fenwicke and Logan's volleying should have
met withsuccess. Without detracting from
themerit of their win,Imay say that the
tactics adopted by the Marshalls are now
quite obsolete, and to resort to them, now-a.
days, would be to court certain defeat.

The Ladies' Singles were only competed
for by local players, and Miss Spiers, who
emerged as the winner, could not consider
herself the bestperformer inNew Zealand in

the absenco of Misses Reos, Gordon, Lean,
andHitchiugs. Tho sumo remark applies of
course to the Ladies' Doubles, which were
wonby Mrs. Chapman and MiSiS Nicholson.

Before leaving this meeting, it is only
right to refer to the tine display of aqcurato
placing givenby Hooper in his match with
J. M. Marshall in one of the early rounds.
The latter does not appear to have been in
his best form, but still Hooper's win mustbo
considered most meritorious, as lie was not
supposedtohave achance. AgainstFenwicko
in the next round, he played a very in and
outgame,and tho champion madeshort work
of him.

1894.— The meeting hold at Christchurch
this year proved fruitful in surprises.
JKenwicke, the champion, had signified his
intention of retiring from these contests, and
J. M. Marshall having left for England, it
seemed impossible to select the probable
winner. P. Marshall, who played .so
brilliantly in the final at Auckland, whs
probably the favourite, closely followed by
Harman and Hooper, while Collins was suid
to be in tine form. The defeat of Marshall
by J. W. H. Wood was a great reversal of
form, the former was of coursesupposed to
be the better; but Wood's steadiness pulled
him through— in fact,hewoneasily. Harman
was also beaten in the mosthollow fashion by
Collins,andhe,in turn,succumbed toH. Gore,
of Wellington, who wasnew tointorproviucial
play. This wasagreatsurprise,as, after the
grand game Collins played against Harman,
his chances of ultimate victory seemed very
bright. Gore made great uso of a sort of
chop stroke, and wore Collins down by
accurate placing down the sidelines, the
latter's condition being none of the best.
Gore, who had taken all the steam out of
himself inhis match with Collins, then fell
an easy victim to Parker, another d&butant,
who had previously beaten Borrows and
Wilding.

On the other side of the draw Hooper
began with a very long match with E. J.
Ross, which hoonly just succeededinpulling
out of the fire. It was one of Ross's "on"
days, and it is worthy of note that ho scored

SlarJr, Auckland.
rAKKER KUNNINU FOR A VOI-USY.
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more sets against Hooper than anyone else
whomet himinthe Tournament. RossGore
and Wood both failed from'wantof condition,
and Hooper and Parker wereleft to play out
the final.

The first set was easily won by Parker,
whose severe forehand drives often scored
outright. After a game or twoin the second
set, Hooper followed his returns to the net

?

and thereafter had matters all his own way,
particularly as Parker could not stand the
running about through lack of training.
The coolness, accurate placing, and fine
lobbing of the winner,weremuch admired.

Harman and Wilding
won the Doubles for
the fifth time, but
they were very hard
pressed by the Gore
Bros, and the Marshall
Bros., both these
matches running into
all five sets.

The Ladies' Cham-
pionship was won by
Miss Hitchings, of
Napier,and theDoubles
by Misses Lean and E.
Black.

The moral to be
drawn from this
Tournament is the abso-
lute necessity of being
in good training".
Speaking of Hooper's
play, a writer in the Weekly Press said
"Above all,he was in excellent condition, a
point in whichseveral of his opponents failed
conspicuously. Itought to berecognisedby
this time that it is impossible to keep at full
pressure through five,or eventhree hardsets
unless aplayer is in very fair condition."

In 1895 the Tournament was held at
Wellington for the first time, and luckily for
its success, "Wellington weather" was
conspicuous by its absence. All the best
players having entered, some fine matches
were expected, and iv the main these
expectations were realised. Hooper was,
unfortunatoly, not very wellat thebeginning

of the-Meeting, but as a set off against this,
lie had a very easy draw, and reached the
final without any difficulty. On the other
side of the draw, Collins, P. Marshall,
Parker, Harmanand H. Gore wereclustered
together, and Parker had to beat Harman,
Gore, and Collins in succession before
qualifying for the Final with Hooper. The
match between Parker and Collins was
probably the finest exhibition given at the
Tournament. Thelatter startedinirresistible
form and soon rattled off the first set, his
superb volleying being the theme of admira-
tion. In the second set Parker got into his

drive andpassed Collins onseveraloccasions.
The latter,being outclassed in baseline play,
made desperate efforts to get to the net,and
the secondand third sets were very closely
contested, though Parker just managed to
winthemboth. Inthe fourth andconcluding
set Collins seemed tired, andhis play lost its
sting, Parker winning the last five games in
succession.

In the finalHooper began cautiously, and
soon won the first two games. Parker
quickly drew level, and after a ding-dong
struggle,he wonthe first set bysix games to
four. In the second set Parker was at his
best,and Hooper could onlymake twogames,

Slack, A HACK HAND VOLLEY BY PARKER. .. Auckland
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but the third set produced a close struggle,
and it was not until 5 all had been called,
that Parker wonthe setand the championship
of New Zealand.

Hooper lost through a want of scoring
shots. In the previousyear his lobbing had
beena sufficient protection from the man at
the net, but, during the year, Parker had
developed the "smash" to an extent that
rendered these tactics futile. The winner
played with extreme care, and the brilliancy
that usually characterises his play was not

apparent.
In the Championship Doubles a new rule

had been passed compelling players in each
province to play together, and this rather
crippled the entry, as both Hooper and
Parker wereunable to findpartners, andhad
tostand-out. The only excitingmatch was
in the final, when Harman and Collins of
Cliristchurch met and defeated the brothers
Gore, of Wellington. Some of the rests of
volleys in the first set evoked loudapplause,
the shots coming oft' the rackets like pistol
shots. Collins and Harman owed their
ultimate victory to their fine volleying from
inside the service line.

The.Ladies' Singles were won for the first
time by Miss Nunneley, a well known
English player who had recently settled in
Now Zealand. Her play wasa revelation to
all the visitors, and a most unpleasant eye-
oponerfor thoseladies whohad the misfortune
to crossher pathinthe Singles. Shepossesses
an extremely powerful forehand drive, the
most deadly variety being from left to right,
which is almost untakeable. She is very
active on the court, and has *a fairly severe
service, while her backhand, though not
brilliant,is reliable and accurate. The way
Miss Nunneley places her drives is beyond
allpraise, and if volleying werebarred, the
menin the colony who could beather from
thebaseline, might almostbecounted onthe
fingersof onehand. With thesequalifications
itis littletobe wonderedthatMiss Nicholson,
of Auckland, was unable to score a game
against her,while in the final Miss Lean, a
verygood player, only scored one game in
two sets.

At a Tournament held at Chvistchureh at
Easter, 1890, it was decided to send a team
over to Sydney tocompete in the Now South
Wales Championships early in May. Tho
original intention was tosend six men who
would compete in tho Open Tournament,ami
also arrange a match against New South
Wales during their stay, hut as one or two
prominentplayers couldnot get away, it was

decided to reduce the number to four, and
also sendMiss Nunneley. The "Hauroto"
wasunfortunately put oil four clays, and the
New Zealand representatives only landed in
Sydneya day before the Tournament. This
wasagreat pity,as the different Associations
had been put to considerable expense in
sending the team, whosemembers were, in
the circumstances,unable to do themselves
justice. Miss Nunneley was a brilliant
exception,and her game improved each day
till, at the finish, she was in grand form.

Rardie-Shaw, WeUinylou
MISS NUNNELEY SEUVING.
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She won both the Championship and
Handicap Singles, and with Parker was
successful in winning first prize in the"Challenge Pairs," though they failed to

■o^y'hi H. A. PAEKER Wellington)

wrest the title from the holders, Colquhoun
and Miss Shaw, in the ChallengeRound.

After the Tournament wasover,.the team,
consisting ofMessrs.Parker,Hooper,Collins

and H. Gore, arranged a match with New
South Wales, which was played on the
Sydney Club Ground the day before they
left for New Zealand. The courts were

H. M. GORE (Wellington)

barely playable as the rain had rendered
them veryslippery,but theyimprovedduring
the day. The match, which consisted of
both singles and doubles, was keenly con-

J. A. COLLINS (Christchm-ch). MISSNUNNELEY (Wellington^. J. E. HOOPEE (Auckland).
Falk, NEW ZEALAND EEPKESENTATIVE TEAM, 1596. Sydney
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tested rightup to the finish,and as theNew
South Welshmen were the favourites, it was
a greattriumph for theNew Zealanders, who
wereall ingood form and condition,to win
the firstIntercolonial match by thehandsome
margin of18 sets to10,andNew South Wales
havingdefeatedboth Victoriaand Queensland,
New Zealand's title to the Intercolonial
Championship of 1896 was undoubted.

While in Sydney Ihad the pleasure of
meetingS.F.Diddams, anold Auckland boy,
who has done very well at lawn tennis over
the other side. Diddams, who represented
Victoria at this Tournament,is agood single
player, withoutbeing ofquite first classrank,
hut in doubles hisskill is unquestioned. In
company with Dunlop he has represented
Victoria on many occasions, almost always
with success, and this pairhas just succeeded
in winning the Doubles Championship of
Victoria in three consecutive years, which is
a record for that colony. If Diddamshas a

fault, it is that he occasionally "poaches"
shots that might fairly be considered his
partners. It is a pity that Diddams was
induced to leave this colony, as aperformer
ofhiscalibre wouldhavegreatlystrengthened
the ranks ofNew Zealand players.

We learnt many useful wrinkles in style
ami methods of play, both in singles and
doubles, whilein Sydney, but uufortunately
space will not permit me todiscuss them.

In my opinion the Championship Meeting
atNelson, in 1896, was the finest that has
ever beenheld inthe colony. The "Brook

"
courts were absolutely perfect, while the
appointments and arrangements for the
visitors were excellent. In a small town
like Nelson the players livecloser together,
and there is, therefore, more opportunity of
discussing tactics, and fighting old battles
again, and thisfeature is an important factor
in the enjoyment of a tournament. There
are, of course, correspondingdrawbackssuch
as the ludicrous efforts at reporting, and
while speaking of this,Ireally must quote
some tit-bits from the accountof the final of
the Doubles which appeared in a Nelson
paper. The paragraph runs as follows:
"Both couples appeared very fit, and the

match resolveditself into anInter-provincial
contest, Wellington v. Canterbury. In the
first set tho Wellington pair led oft! strongly
with 5— 2, tho two games to Canterbury
being the result of long reaching (sic!) by
Styche and effective sweeping corner returns
by Cox. Parker led off in tho second sot,
beating Cox with a fast serve and puzzling
Stgche with a big break !Hoand Goro soon
won the first game, Stycho winning tho
second gameof this setchiefly owing tosome
loose, fast play by Gore. The fourth game
saw some fancy net work between Parker

and Styehe, whilst Core and Cox contented
themselves with (oh, shade of Renshaw !)
hack [dun at the. (ouch line!

"

To comment up>n this prodnotion is
unnecessary. It would be amusing to any-
one to notice the curious jumble of horse
racing, cricket, football and lawn tennis (?)
the reporter has evolved, whilo to a lawn
tenuis player its unconscious humour is
delicious.

All the best players in the colony were
present,and took part in the Singles, with
the exception of Collins,who unfortunately
sprained his ankle in practice, and had to

STANLKY I. DIDRAMS

December 1, 1899] ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 45



act the part of a spectator The Rev. J. M.
Marshall, who had l'eturned from England
early in the year, won the Singles after two
severe matches with Parker and Hooper,
Marshall was in splendid form, and both
these players underrated his strength,
Parker, in particular, very foolishly playing
a five set double immediately before his
match. Marshall's drive, though not quite
so ferocious as in 1890, was both powerful
and accurate, while his all-round play had
distinctly improved, and there is no doubt
that onhis form he fully deserved the title
of champion. Hooper is a player who
shines most on his own courts, and this
occasionproved no exception, as his display
in the final was,on the whole,disappointing.
His strokes lacked life,but this wasperhaps
due to the hard double he had played in the
morning.

The Championship Doubles were won by
Parker and C. Gore, who beat Cox and
Styche in the final. The real struggles had,
however, taken place in the second and
third rounds, when they put out H.M.and
R.Gore,and Hooper andP.Marshall,respec-
tively. In both these matches Parker and
Gore had two sets to one called against
them, but by determined play managed to
win the l'ubbev on each occasion.

The Ladies' Singles were looked upon as
a foregone conclusion,and the event proved
this to be a correct surmise, as Miss
Nunneley won withconsummateease. Miss
Kennedy,of Wellington, who won the All-
comers Singles, was the unfortunate wight
who opposed her in the Challenge round,
and, though she struggled gamely, was
hopelessly outclassed by Miss Nunneley,
The latter, in partnership with Miss
Trimnell,won the Ladies' Doubles without
encountering any serious oppositon.

The fruits of the Sydney visit were
apparent in the greatly improved backhand
style acquired by those fortunate enough to
have made this trip. All the best players
in Sydney have very telling backhand
strokes, and every beginner over the other
side picks up a good backhand style as
naturally as a duck takes to water.

Icannot conclude the account of this
meeting without making some reference to
the perfect management. The matches
were got off with machine-like regularity,
and yet Mr. Charles Green,the übiquitous
Hon. Secretary and General Manager,
succeeded in pleasing everyone. The"Brook

" Courts, probably the finest in
New Zealand, are Mr. Green's own pro-
perty,and his kindness in placing them at
the disposal of the Association has earned
him the gratitude of every lover of the
game. Mr. Green is one of the greatest

enthusiasts in the colony, and is, 1 under-
stand,eagerly looking forward to the next
meeting in" Sleepy Hollow."

WhenIbegin to write of the Auckland
Meeting at Christmas, 1897, we are, indeed,
approaching modern times. As in 1890,
the Tournament again suffered by the non-
appearanceof any South Island representa-
tives, and the entry for the Singles was
only moderate. The weather was all that
could be desired,but the courts were on the
bumpy side, owing to the scarcity of Avater.
The principal feature of the Tournament
was the fine form shown byHooper, and it

C. C. COX (Present Ch;uui>ion)
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is to be doubted whether he has everplayed
so well before. Inhis matches with Fisher,
J, It.Marshall and P. Marshall, he was
simply irresistible, hardly losing a game,
while the exhibitions of placing he gave
have probably never been equalled, and
certainly never surpassed in the colony.
Parker, who was his opponent in the iinal,
wasonly just recovering from an attack of
influenza, and could not do himself justice.
Ido not think,moreover,that Hooperplayed
quite so well in the final, probably from
over-caution or a touchof nervousness. He

W. STVCME

won three sets straight, though the last two
were fairly close. Hooper thus achieved
the remarkable feat of winning the
Championship Singles without the loss of
asingle set, andIthink Iam safe insaying
tltis is arecord.

The great match of the Championship
Doubles was the meetingof Messrs.Parker
and Gore, and Hooper and Marshall, which
took place on the second day. The play
was fairly quiet till the end of the third set,
when Hooper and Marshall led by two
sets to one. The Wellington men then

forced the pace, and Avon the fourth set
by brilliant volleying. In the fifth set 3
all was soon called, then s—o;5 — o; Parkor and
Gore lead. Amid breathless excitomont 5
all was reached, then 6 all,each man of the
quartctto playing all he knew. Tho tension
at this stage wasquite painful,andeverybody
felt relieved when the Wellington pair took
the two concludingRaines. Fisherand Mar-
shall, who got into tho final without playing
a match, were helpless against Parkor and
Gore, who Avon the throe sets without being
pushed.

11. UAHCIA

in the Ladies' Singles Miss Nunnoloy
showed signs of falling-off in her play of
previous years, though still far too good for
any other lady player in New Zealand.
Inspeaking of this,Ishould havementioned
that Miss Nunneley went ovor to Sydnoy in
May todefendher title,but wasunsuccessful,
Miss Howitt, the young Victorian, beating
her by twosets to one.

MissKennedy, who was Miss Nunnoley'a
opponent in the Challenge round, only
managed to get one gamo in two sets,but
many of the games were closer than in tho

P. M. B. FISHER (In action1. J. PATTERSON. .T. STEVENSON
Slack, Auckland.
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match at Nelson,indicating aslight falling-
off in the Lady Champion's powers. These
two ladies,playing together, easily secured
the Doubles.

A description of this meeting would not
be complete without some mention of the
brilliant form shown by J. C.Peacock, the
rising youngAuckland player. His display
against Parker, whom he nearly put out in
the penultimate round, was verymeritorious,
and gave promise of greater successes in the
near future.

The last Championship Meeting was held
at Dunedin for the first time since 1892.
For a wonder the weather, with the
exceptionof a drizzlingScotch mist on the
first day, was beautiful,and the ground was
in very good order, though rather on the
slow side. C.C. Cox, of Christchurch,was
the bright particular star who pulled off the
Singles, and, in partnership with J. U.
Collins,the Championship Doubles. It was,
of course, a pity that Hooper, the then
champion, was unable to attend, but Cox
played a very fine game, and his displays
against H. A. Parker and J. M. Marshall
werecf ahigh order. His volleying was the
bestIhave seeninNew Zealand. Hehas not
Collins reach, buthis power of anticipation
makes him verydifficult to pass. He has a
nasty service which keeps to the backhand
and bounds high, and this he generally
follows up to the net. His driving from the
baseline is bothaccurateand wellplaced, but
is not severe, and herein,Ithink, lies his
vulnerable point. Cox made hi.s first
appearance in championships at Nelson in
18%, but was beaten by Hooper in the first
round. The final of the Singles, when Cox-
was opposed by Collins, proved only of
moderate interest,asbothmen wereobviously
tired, and seemed, moreover, to be afraid of
each other. There were occasional flashes
of brilliancy, but these wereof a very fitful
charaoter. Both menplayed farbetter lawn
tennis in the earlier rounds.

The exhibitions in the Championship
Doubles were the feeblestIhave ever seen.
Everybody seemed out of practice, and, as
Cox and Collins were the only pair that
could be trusted to put two consecutiveballs
overthe net, they won all their matches in
rather hollow fashion. Both are first class
double players, and it was a pity they
were not extended, as a good double
is unquestionably the prettiest thing in
lawn tennis.

The Ladies' Singles were,as usual,a gift
to Miss Nunneley, who only lost one gamu
iii the final,Miss C. Lean, of Christchurch,
beingher unfortunate opponent. These two
ladies competed for the Doubles, and won
the event, though Misses Ramsay anil
Campbell gave them a hard match in the
final.
Ihave now completed this brief account

of the Championship Meetings thathavebeen
held in New Zealand, and do not intend to
enter into any comparisons in this article.
Imayperhaps go the length of saying that,
after cai'efully weighing everything, and
giving the matter full consideration,Iam of
the opinion that Minden Fenwicke has been
the best all-round player in the colony.

Several players have occasionally given
exhibitions of the game probably superior to
Fenwicke's best, but have not displayed
continued excellence invarious parts of the
colony and under all conditions, and it is
this feature in Fenwicke's game, combined
withhis splendid record, that has influenced
me most in this decision.

In the foregoingsummary—Icancall itno
more

—Ihave of necessity hardly mentioned
many players whose performances would
fairly entitle them to some space wereI
writing a history of the game in New
Zealand. Perhaps at some future date,I
may be able to elaborate this sketch, and so
place on record matches and incidents that
have possibly already passed from the
memory of those interested in thegame.
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"ThePrinceoftheRata."

By Olive Tilly.

Illustrated b\j the Authoress.

A Story for Children.

YKT again, my children,Ihave a story
to tell you; oneof those stories that
was told me in the land of long ago.

That sweet land and its people grow fainter,
day by day, so Iwill tell you before the
stories fade from my memory for ever.

1 was sitting by the banks of a greatriver,
tlio sun was sinking in thecrimson west, the
voices of the night sighed and whispered
amongthe trees, andIfancied thatIcould
see the fairy folk. AsIsat listening to the
music of the ripples, Ithought 1 heard a
sound of singing,butcould seeno one. Then
the singing grew louder, and a beautiful
fairy rose up out of the river. She it was
who sang that sweet song, and she came and
sat beside me in the soft evening light, and
told me a story.

1 will not tell you the nameof the fairy,
nor of thegreat river, though you may have
seen it, for its name means

" laughing
waters."

"'Once beside my home," said the fairy,
pointing to a spot on the opposite bank of
the river, " there stood a noble tree, and it
was thehome of a Prince of the Bush. He
used to ride on the tree tops in summer in a
dress of scarlet rata blossoms, with plumes
of the rata in his scarlet cap. You could
see him frommany amileawayas he danced
merrily with the wind."Beside the river, in akowhai tree, lived
a littleprincess. She used to sitamong the

green leaves, amiuse the river for a mirror
whenshe twined the white clematis liower
in her hair." One day the prince in liis scarlet dross
came down to see her, and said he would
take her up into the sunshine on the tree
tops, for it was gloomy whore she lived.

"The littlemaiden was delighted, for she
longed to get up into the bright sunshine,
and look over the world away to the bluo
hills and the summersea." Now,Ihave toldyou that from a very far
distance onecould see the scarlet; dross of the
merryPrince."It chanced that the Qucon of the West
Wind, whose homo is down in the green
depths of the ocean, was riding along the
waves in her wonderful car, mado of many
millionsof pearls, and drawn by snow-white
horses with long, waving manes and tails
and golden shoes." She saw the Prince and loved him at
once, and said to her fairy maidens :

'1 must
go up to the Prince to tell him that I. love
him, and he must come with me to myhomo
beneath the sea.'"So she alighted fromhercar, and floated
swiftly up to where the Princo was ridingin
the tree tops.

"She spoke to him very gently, saying:" 'Who are you Prince, whom Ihave
never seen before? Are you the King of
the Summer ?

'
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"'No,' saidthe Prince,'Ilivehere always,
butmy scarlet dress is new every summer.
It is strange that you have not seen me
before. You .are that cruel Princess, the
Queen of the West Wind. Why do you
comehere ? You are too rough. Gro back
to your home beneath the sea.'"The Queen said: 'ButIlove you, and

wish to take you to my home. It is far
morebeautiful than this place, whereevery-
thing is green, except your scarlet coat.
Come with me, for Ihave many wonderful
treasures,and you shall ride allday over the
waves, and play in the sunshine withmy sea
fairies.'

vBut thePrince would notgo.

"'No, Princess,' he said, 'Ido not love
you. Ilove a gentle little maiden who
dwells by the river. Ihave watched you
when you are angry, when you sweep over
the sea,and dash the wavesagainst the shore.
One can never trust you, beautiful, cruel
Queen!

"
" Then the Queen grew very angry, and

swept away over the bush to the sea and
down to her coral home, leavingbehind her
a track of desolation." Her fairy maidens met herat the Palace
gates, and escorted her through the cool
green shadows to her throne, where she
threw herself down, saying:

'The Prince
must come. Call my soldiers!

'

"a beautiful fairy rose up out of the river."
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;iOneof the maidens sounded a trumpet
undo from a conch shell, and through the
halls came many soldiers, clad in armour,

black and grey. The armour was not like
that which men wear; it was made of some-
thing' that they weave beneath the sea, and
when many soldiers stand together, they
look likea mass of black clouds."They drew up before the Queen,and she

.gave them her orders, saying that they were
to bring the Prince by force."80 the soldiers marched up through the
sea, across it to the shore, and then up to
wherethe Prince sat among the tree tops."They tried to take him, but he fought
them all, and the sun came and helpedhim,
driving them all back to the ocean. Some
fell wounded into my arms, and I carried
1hem down to the sea.

"Then the West Wind called her whole
army, and sent many more soldiers. This
time thePrince, who waswearyand weakened
from the former fight, could hold out no
longer, and the sun was away on the other
side of the world. They wounded him, and
he foil into my arms, so 1carried him down
to thesea, and gave him to the West Wind
who was waiting near the shore." When she took him he fell asleep, and
as the sun came up in the east, I. saw his
scarlet plumes disappear.

" The fairy maidens prepared a couch of
tiny, pink shells at the foot of the Queen's
throne for thePrince to rest on. They carried
him down through the sea, and laid him on
it,and the Queen was glad."

After he hadslept a long time, the Queen
wished to talk tohim, and kissedhim on the
cheek to awakenhim;but heslept on. She
waited awhile, and then kissed him again,
hut stillhe slept."

Thenshe said to her fairy maidens who
stood near: 'Sing to him, perhaps he will
awaken.''' So they sang wonderful songs, such as
only sea-fairies can sing, but he only smiled
in his sleep."Then the Queen ordered all the grand
music of the ocean to play, butstill he slept.
Nothingcouldawaken him. Never was such

wonderful music hoard, but all in vain.
Only on the seashore stood amusician and a
littlechild; they heard the singing, and all
day long they listened. Then the musician
went home, and wrote sonio beautiful music,
calling it the

'Song of the Sea.' Ho played
it, and people came from all over the world
to listen."'How wonderful! How beautiful!

'thoy
said, and wanted him to play on,always.
What made you thiuk of such wonderful

music ? Can you not write words that wo
may sing to it ?

'
" And the musician answered:

'
I hoard

the music on the seashore, when the storm
raged, and 1heard a song; but, if I. wrote it,
you would not understand the words,' and
the people laughed, for they did not believe
him."

But the musician would say no more, he
only played on, though the little child
said :" 'I,too, heard the words,and some day 1
will writethe song.'

"And," continued the river-fairy, " when
he came down to the banks of my home, 1
helped him, for 1 know the words of the
sea-fairies' song. At the bar where 1meet
the sea, they play allday long in the sunshine,
and ride on the white crests of the waves,
and they tell me what goes on beneath the
sea, and of all the wonderful treasures (hat
lie in the coral halls of the Palace."But 1have said that the music did not
rouse the Prince, and in despair, the West
Wind threwherself down at the foot of the
couch, and laid her head on her arms; her
long brown hair fell about her, and her blue
robe trailed over the land."

Then the fairy maidens tried allmanner
of ways to waken him,but could not." At last the Queen rose up.
"'Ilove him,' she said. 'Why does my

kiss of love not wake him? Will ho sleep
for ever V 1have brought him to my home
beneath the sea. Will he never speak to
me? What shallIdo,maidens "f

'
" Then one of the fairies said:" 'When you wentto him as ho sat in tho

sunshine on tho trco tops, ho said that ho
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loved alittle Princess wholived by the river.
Would not her kiss break his sleep ?'" 'Yes; but if Ibrought her down to my
Palace, she, too, would go to sleep for ever.
Gro, my maidens, go, play on the seashore,
andIwill watch beside him.' She hid her
face in her long, brown hair, and the sea-
fairies rose to the topof the ocean,and played
among the waves in thesunshine.

" Onoof them swamup to me,and picked
up a tiny gold thing that Iwas carrying
down inmy arms, then she returned to her
companions." 'Look !

'
she cried, 'what a beautiful

jewelIhave found!
'

"And another exclaimed: 'I, too, have
found one!

'
"Then a great many came floating down,

and they gathered them all, and played
merrily among the breakers till theevening
when they dived down to the Palace, taking
the golden playthings with them.

"The Qnecn of the West Wind still lay
beside the couch, but when they told her nf
the wonderful gold thing?, she raised her
head to look at them. Then she sprang up,
laughing joyously.

" 'Indeed they are precious jewels!' she
said. 'The most precious that you could
havebi'oughtme

'
;andseatingherself onher

throne, she toldthe fairies to gather round
her, aud guess what the gold things were." They guessed again and again, but not
one guessed aright." The Queen held them up in her hands
and laughed.

"SO SHE ALIGHTED FROM HEX CAR."
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"'Gruess again,' she said 'guess again, for
iwillnot tell you.'"Atlast the little fairy who had found the
first jewel said: 'Once, long ago, after you
had ridden wildly over the sea with your
armies, asIsat in a caveby the seashoreI
saw many people come down to the sands,
and they wept bitterly. But a beautiful
fairy movedaboutamongthem,and gathered
up their tears,and as she touched them, they
turned to drops of gold. Then she carried
them toa king who dwells in a far off land,
and there they were woven into robes and
crownsof gold. Ido notknow whatbecame
of the robes and crowns,Ionly know that
the tears turnedinto drops ofgold like these,
my Queen.'"'Youare right,' saidthe Queen.

'
These

are tears that have been touched by the
Angel of Sorrow. But whence come theyF"'The river bore themdown in her arms,'
replied the little fairy. 'They are the tears
weptby the little Princess whenyou carried
oft .heRata Prince.'"'Youhave guessedaright,' said the West
Wind. 'Now we can awaken the Prince,
for, robed in a golden garment of sorrow,
the little maiden may leave her home and
cross the sea. You must weave a robe of
tears, my maidens !

'
"So all night long they sat, and wove a

dressof awonderful pattern. Some of the
fairies searched among the deep greenand
purple shadows of the mighty caves, and
brought bright heaps of jewels to weavein
the robe. But the little fairy said:"'We mustputno jewels on it; for see,
they lose their lustre and grow dim when
put near the robe. No jewel is as beautiful
as a tear of sorrow.'

"So they put no jewels on it, only
fastened it at the shoulders with flowers
made from the white sea-foam. All the next
day they wove the robe, and finished it just
before the sun set.

Now,' said the Queen, rising from herthrone,'some of you must goand ask the
mer to bring down the little maiden to the
sea. Then you must dress her in the robe,
and bring her out to the edge of the ocean,

Vol.I.— No.3.— 10

to where its waters kiss the sky. Iwill
carry up the Prince in my arms through
the cool green waters to the top of the
ocean; for, though the little maiden Ims
on the robe of tears, she.can only cross the
sea,and rest on the crests of the waves.She
cannot live down in the coral palaces. When
she has kissed the Prince awake she may go
back to her homo by the river, ilove her
not,but 1will keep the Prince with me for
ever. He will forget her, and learn to love
me.'" So the sea fairies swam to tho (shore.
WhenIcarried the maiden down 1sung all
the way."'Why,' said they, 'are you singing such
a sweetsong, old rivor ?

'
"But 1 only laughed; 1would not tell

them. Iwas glad that they wanted the
little Princess. Iknew that only she could
keep the Prince awake, and J thought that
when the Sea Queen found that he slept
again, whenshe took him a second timo to
tho bottom of the sea, that slio would tire of
trying to wakehim,and lethim comeback
to the bush. 1missed his merry ways and
scarlet plumes." So the sea-fairies took the Princess in
their arms, throwing the golden robe over
her owngreen one, and theyput a wreath of
white foam-flowers in her golden hair, and
carried her out to the edge of tho sea where
its waters kiss the sky." The robe trailed over tho waves, making
a goldenpathway across them to the shore."Then the West Wind carried up the
Prince,and, as they rose to the surface, the
red colour of his clothes was reflected on the
sky,becoming brighter and brighter as they
drew near the top, until, when they gained
it, his scarlet dress looked like a soft, red
cloud against the sky. When the little
Princess saw him, she laughed joyously,and,
throwing her arms round him, kissed him,
and he awoke."They lingered together out at tho edge
of the sea,and the West Windandher fairies
rested on the waves and watched them."Then night, the dark sister of the Queen
of the West Wind,camo up from theback of
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the ocean, and the Queen gave the little
maiden into her arms; and, though the
maiden wept bitterly, she carriedher back
to her home by the river, while the Queen
herself took the Prince to the bottomof the
sea. But when she reached her coralPalace
she found that he slept again, and she wept
in angerand despair.

"Then the little fairy said: 'We cannot
keephimawake under thesea, so let us carry
himup at theend of eachday,andbring the
maiden out to theedge of the ocean, so he
shall beawake awhile.'"The Queen consented, for she knew not
what else to do. She would not let him
come back to the bush asIhad hoped. But
all day long,he slept on his couch of little

pink shells, and she sat besidehim, singing
"wonderful songs." That happened very long ago, but even
now if you listen by the sea youcanhear her
singing her beautiful, sad songs as she
watches,and will watch for many hundreds
of years more, beside thesleeping Prince." Themusician and the little child were

standingon the sea-shore when the maiden
went to meet her lover, and the musician
said:'What a beautiful sunset! See how
the crimson sky kisses the golden sea, and
look how the golden gleams from the sun
trail back over the sea to the shore!'"Ilaughed then, for Iknew that it was
not onlyasunset."So when the day is done, and the West

"
THEY SAT AND WOVE A DKESS OF A WONDERFUL PATTERN."
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Windis calmandgentle,the sea fairiesbring
thelittlePrincess out to meet thePrince."Bat it is not always so, for sometimes
the West Wind is cruel and angry, and,
instead of carrying thePrince to the top of
the ocean, she callsher armies in their black
and grey armour, and races wildly overthe
sea, until the dark hue of their armour
makes the sky and sea look both dull and
black."Itwasmany hundreds of years ago that
the West Wind carried off the Rata Prince,
but everyeveningit happened asIhave said.

"The musician and the little child are
dead, but the music and the song live on for
over.

"More Princes in coats of scarlet come
every summer to the bush,but none are so
merry or so beautiful as the one who sleeps
in the West Wind's Palace beneath the sea." That is all my story," said the fairy,
and she glided away down into the dark
waters of her home, leaving me alone in the
night.
Ihad asked her what the golden robe was

like,but she would not tell me. It was too
wonderful,she said.

ButIhave since seen it,my children,yet
Icannot tell you what it is like,except that
it is very, very beautiful.

Perhaps some day you will see it, and
perhapsyou will wearone, too. For many
peoplein this world wear those robes that
have been woven by the Angel of Sorrow.
But youcannot always see them, Thoyaro
holy, and the wearer wishes to koop them
hidden from all eyes, save the King's, in
whoseland they were woven.

But on their faces thoro is a faint, vory
faint gleamof the gold. Some day you will
see it, though asIhave told you, you cannot
always see the robe itself. If you gain one,
you, too, will keep it hidden.
It is not a vory wonderful story that 1

have told you, my children, but it was told
me in the Land of Long Ago, and Ihave
forgotten. You,Idaresay, ofton talk with
the fairies, and they toll you far moro
beautiful stories thanIcan. You dwell in
that enchanted land, the Land of Little
People,and webig folk have left it longago.
We can only look back across the misty
lands of memory, for that Land of Little
People is "another world than ours." Do
not seek to leave its Holds, my children,for
you can never return to thorn. Gather all
the sweet flowers now,liston toall the stories
that the fairies tellyou, for theymake bright
spots on thedusty roadof life,golden gleams
in the mists of memory.
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EducationinNewZealand.
By Joseph Ojrmond

111.

}3Bfc\ SCIENTIFICALLY
-

CONCEIVED curriculum
WsMy *scours

°^ course> *'ar frombeing theonly
fivl¥ essentialof a well-ordered system of
<=^==; education. Thepointupon which the

whole scheme turns is the quality
of the teaching; this it is which makes or
mars the success of whatever regulations
the statecraft and political wisdom of the
legislator have formulated. The end of all
educational effort,asIhavebefore mentioned,
is the formation of character, aud it is the
teacher, with theparents, andin a lessdegree
the rest of the child'sintimateacquaintances,
who mould the character of our youth. The
method of training our teachers, and the
conditions upon which they are employed,
therefore,demands the gravest consideration.

The first point to whichanaspirant of the
teaching profession should give his earnest
attention, is an adequate conception of the
ends of education. He must, of course, go
farther than tliis ; since many men are
excellent judges of what constitutes a well-
trained mind, but poor shapers of means to
that end. No teacher has the slightest
chance of succeeding in his work, unless he
has clear insight into the latter, unless he
can accustom himself to reason concerning
the reaction of method upon method, to
control the many and vai'ious wheels of the
complex educational machinery, all cogged
and fitted into one another so as to work
with the least friction and loss of effort.
Thisimplies deepknowledgeof the workings
of the human mind and soul, sincehis task
is especially to influence existing, and to
develop new traits of character, to form
mental powerand habit. Hemust not only
choose the right methods, buthemust apply
them at the right times. He must neither

anticipate or neglect the chronological
appearance of each mental faculty according
to the normal growth of the human mind.
The forced hothouse type of scholar is asill
fitted to withstand the tryingblasts from the
world that lies beyond the schoolroom, as
the child whose powers are stunted and
crabbed. The teacher must watch nature
closely, and follow her times and ways in
fostering mental growth. Thus only will
hu takerank as a true moral artist, framing
as wellas instructing and forcing the world
to recognise the importance of his mission.

What other profession has so noble an
end ? Understand its objects aright, and
every other calling seems slight and trivial,
so heavily fraught is it with teeming
possibilities for the development of the
individual and the race. But the nobility
of the end allotted it, is equalled by the
difficulties besetting the path that leads to
that end. What other profession, then,
demands more clearly and imperatively
thorough preparation for those who are to
follow it ? The soldier who is to blow the
human soul from its tenement, is trained and
re-trained, d&y in, day out; but he who
receives that soul almost fresh from its
Maker, as yet unspotted by the vices, or
uncrampedby the prejudices, of the world,
who is free tomake it what he lists, comes
not to his divinely-allotted work after many
prayers and fastings, but jauntily confident
with the self-centred confidence born of
ignorance, even dreaming not of the dread
potentialities for good or evil ho^is called
upon toinfluence

—
scratching thehuge globe

of thehumanintelligence withhiseducational" culture." Ignorance is agiant to conquer.
Why not gird on all the weapons our
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centuries oldphilosophies and religions and
our newest science can give from their well
stockedintellectualarmouries ? Why should
our teachers be thrustneck and cropinto the
business of life, with only a cane in one
hand, and a setof governmental dry-as-dust
regulations in the other, with minds as
wooden as the former, and as mechanical as
the latter,to solve the hardest problem man
has to face ?

Let us follow the earlierpartof the career
of the average New Zealand teacher, and
note how terribly inadequate it is as a
preparation for the duties of his position.
At iifteon or sixteen he is taken generally
from some upper standard, and is given the
cave of some twenty or thirty scholars,
frequently of the tenderest age. In most
cases he is set to teach for 'the whole of the
school day, receiving only the very scrappy
hints that a busy master or mistress can
sparehim. Some timeout of the ordinary
schoolhourshehimself istoreceiveinstruction
inquitea multiplicity ofsubjects, with a view
to passing the pupil teachers' examination
at the end of the school year. Preparation
for this necessitates extremely late hours,
and by the time he has reached the end of
his three or four years' course, the pupil
teacher's penchant for the profession, if any
such ever existed, has developed into either
distaste ordisgust. Neither of which,how-
ever,iscommonly strongenough toovercome
the fear of non-employment should he leave
the calling a hard fate has placed him in.
In the great majority of cases, if he passes
his finalpupil teacher examination and one
of the departmental certificate tests, the
lowest grade of which is extremely easy, he
becomes a full-fledged teacher, clothed with
plenary powers of life and death over the
minds of any children, that may come across
his professional path.

The pupil teacher system is one of the
worstbars to our educational progress. To
cite the words of Dr. Allbutt, quoted by
Sydney Buxton: "The pupil teacher is a
mischief to his scholars, a mischief to his
superiors, and a mischief tohimself." His
mind is immature,and hiacharacter, broadly

speaking, only in the earliest process of
formation. What atom of influence forgood
can such aperson exert on the development
of mind? This utter inexperience and lack
of culture preclude him from being able to
take any general survey of what he i.s to
spend his life in doing; hemust work blindly
evenwhenheseemsto workmostintelligently,
and the blind leading the blind, we aro told,
is no inspiriting sight. He can have no
clear conception of the cuds of education,
and still less of the means best calculated to
attain them. Most frequently, as 1 have
mentioned,he is straightway set inauthority
over the younger, and therefore the more
impressionable children. It isgross injustice,
not only to the pupil teacher, but to the
unfortunate children, to subject them to
unskilled experimenting, just at the age
when they stand most in need of delicate
and sympathetic treatment.

The double work, which our pupil teachers
are obliged to attempt, is harmful in various
ways. Their health and vigour suffer con-
siderably. They sire required after a day's
arduous work— and few will deny that
teaching is most arduous— to spend a night
of toil on their ownexamination work. One
branch or the other— in mtftiy cases both
inevitably suffers unless with those of most
exceptional powers. .It was remarked, I
think by Mr. Hcvan-Brown, at a secondary
school conference held some time ago, that
pupil teachers with steamboat, stewards were
far and away the most heavily taxed of
colonial workers ; they are, in fact, the only
human beasts of burden whose load a benefi-
cent state has not lightened.

Cheapness is the only merit that the sup-
porters of thepupil teacher systemcan really
set against its imperfection, and for many
years tocomethis will probably influence the
opinion of the taxpayersof the colony; but
its cheapness is only another proof of its
nastiness,and let us hope it is destined to bo
superseded by somemorereasonable system.
Meanwhile, let its evils be minimised by re-
stricting pupil teacher work, to tho correc-
tionof exercises,keepingof registers,and tho
delivery ofrecapitulatory lessons only.
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In some educational districts there is an
institutiontermedaCandidate's Examination,
regarding which Ishall have something to
say later on. It is enough tonoticehere the
waste of public money it entails. It is
questionable, also, whether the system of
exchange which obtains in Auckland, for
example, repays its cost. Pupil teachers
instead of remaining in the same school for
theirentire course, asgenerally in the South,
are moved hither and thither like men on a
chess board, the travelling expenses being,
of course,paid by theBoard. Thecontention,
Isuppose, is that thepupil teacher thusgains
a wider sweep of experience. But it will
generally be found that he is too young and
careless, too unobservant to make any
generalizations regardinghis work,and that
he merely strikes up adilettante bowing and
scraping acquaintance with two or three
systems of school organisation, instead of
gaining a sound knowledge of one which,
after all,canbeeasilymodified tosuitaltered
circumstances, once the teacher grasps the
principles underlying his art; this he will
never do roaming the country picking up,
promiscuously, here and there, a few blocks
of pedagogiclearning of irreconcilable shape
and sine, with which he fondly imagines he
can build that tower of intellectualmethod
in which every teacher should entrench him-
self.

Were those responsible for this systemand
for tlio Candidate's Examination, to put by
the money thus spent in order to form the
nucleus for the establishment of a training
or Normal School, some tangiblegood would
result. Nothing strikes the educational
export with greater force than the almost
complete absence of any organised training
school for teachers in a land vaunting its
system of education. All honour to Otago
and to North Canterbury, the only districts
where such aninstitution is to be found. In
other districts we have efficient government
establishments for therearing of poultry, the
trainingof dairy farmers, tho drilling of the
thief catcher, but none for the proper equip-
ment of thocustodian ofourchildren'sminds
and souls, for him who, adequately trained,

should once for all set the current of their
thoughts towards industry and honesty. It
would be sheer wasteof spaceand good prin-
ter's ink todwell upon,or even tomention,
the advantagesof trainingcolleges,soobvious
must they appear to themeanestintelligence.
Itis a matterof commonknowledge that the
best New Zealand teachers are those of
Otago and North Canterbury, from whom
many,nay, themajority of theother districts
have draughted a great number of their
most successful teachers. Hawke's Bay,
Wellington, Wanganui,Southland and South
Canterbury, arenotable instances.

There should be at least four Training
Collegesin thecolony, twoineachIsland. To
thesesuchpupil teachers,as arerecommended
by the Inspectors, should proceed at the
expiry of their apprenticeship, and spend at
least oneyear, devoting the time to study of
the art and science of teaching under skilled
instructors, and to abroad cultivation of the
faculties of their minds. Were Auckland,
Wellington, Christchurch and Dnnedin
chosen, much of the tutorial work could
undoubtedly be doneby the Professors of the
University Collegesin the ordinary discharge
of their duties, theNormal School students
being allowed to attend the University
College lectures. On leaving the school,
each student should receive a certificate
bearing the record of his work there, and in
course of time no person should be allowed
to teach, unless he had such evidence of a
Normal School training. It would always
be desirable to limit the number of pupil
teachers entering the schooleach year to just
that number, which could reasonably hope
to find employment the followingyear. It
is philanthropy woefully misplaced that
trains a man for a profession, and then
refuses him woi'k. Once started on his
career, the teacher should depend for pro-
motion chiefly upon the reports of the
Inspectors in his district. The evil of
canvassing committees to secure anappoint-
ment shouldbeuniversally repressed. Until
the teacher ranks as a civil servant, all
vacancies should be publicly advertised,nnd
every teacher should be allowed to apply, if
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he wishes, as his certificate undoubtedly
confers that right upon him. As regards
promotion for endorsement upon his certifi-
cate, the present system is peculiarly
unsatisfactory. The certificates are classed
as A, 33, 0, D and E, denoting scholastic
power in the descending scale from that of a
first or second class University honours man
to that of a man with attainments scarcely
above the level of a sixth standard boy.
There are further classes marked by the
figures 1, 2, 3, 4 and 5, which areused to
denote teaching power in a descending scale.
The marks, which determine the figure class,
to which a teacher is referred, arc awarded
by the different district Inspectors, and not
by the central authority, so that there is
absolutely nouniformity of standard. Every
ilunc a list of our teachers is gazetted; but
there is absolutely no guarantee that equal
certificates denote equalmerit.

Many critics have cried shame upon the
scholastic attainments of many of our
teachers; but they mnst rememberthat as
matters stand at present a teacher's career
offers too little pecuniary reward, and too
many worries to attract very many of the
best intellects. The standard of the E
examination should certainly be raised ; but
there is little fault to be found with the;

others; in fact, our standardcompares very
'favourably with that of any nation ; but tho
method of examination,especially in modern
languages, might well be changed;since for
many years, forexample, the French test for
the D examination has been almost wholly
one of grammar.

Thequestionthenarises
—

what partsof our
educational system should be under the
control of theCentral Department, and what
of the local Education Boards ? When Mr.
Bowen introduced theEducationBill in1877,
he advocated local control inorder to create
suchaspirit of rivalry andemulationbetween
thedifferent districts as would tend todevelop
and perfect our system. In the infancy of
the system such rivalry tending to create a
different tone, as it were, in the different
districts, might have had such an effect, if
theInspector-General had personally visited

the various districts and gleaned from each
what wasgood,andombodicd hisobservations
in an annual report. But in New Zealand
the Inspector-General has such a multiplicity
of duties, that ho has no opportunity of
weaving the incongruous threads of the
system into ahomogeneous fabric ;he has to
perform much routine work as Secretary to
the Education Department, prepare- and
supervise the printing of Parliamentary
returns connected with University Colleges,
Secondary Schools, Primary Schools,
Technical Schools, Industrial Schools and
Native Schools, and conduct generally the
extensive correspondence of the Department.
Inaddition he has to make yearly a hurried
inspection of the various secondary schools.
Such a variety of routine work has he to
perform, that he has no time to study the
methods in vogue in the different districts,
andby a process of comparison and contrast
evolve a nationalsystem.

Before we can make our system what it
professes to be

—
national

—
it is necessary

that the Central Department should control
the Inspectorate, examination of teachers
and pupil teachers,scholarship examinations,
and regulate the salaries of teachers.

TheEducation Departmentnowcontributes
£4000 towards the cost of inspection; but
the inspectors are at present appointed and
controlled by the local Education Boards.
The result is that different standards of
education and eiiicioncy obtainin the different
districts. It was long maintained that the
Wanganui Inspectors exacted a much higher
standard of efficiency than the Taranaki and
Marlborough Inspectors;and, indeed, than
the Inspectors in the bigger educational
districts. Inspector Pctrie, too, has of late
introduced innovations in the Auckland
district, which certainly tend to impair the
efficiency of the instruction given in that
province. A few years ago ho issued a
regulation that teachers were to prepare a
list of from 12 to 20 subjects that had been
given to the classes for composition during
the year; the teacher accordingly dictated
the 12 or 20compositions to their classes as
models ; the effect was to destroy all intelli-
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gent teaching of the subject, and to convert
the children into mere automata for repro-
ducing the teacher's words and sentences.
The same Inspector has of recent years, asI
have already pointed out, issued a regulation
permitting childrenwho have failedin oneof
thepasssubjectsprescribed by the Department.
to be promoted to a higher standard. The
consequence is that poorresults inai'ithmetic
have been obtained in the higher standards ;
the Inspector has frequently complained in
his reports of the poor quality of the
arithmetic in Standards V.and VI., but has
failed tosee that it is due to his own foolish
innovation. Igive these instances to show
that, while a certain syllabus isproscribed by
the Central Depai^tment, the Inspectors have
so much licence to depart from it, that the
quality of the teaching and the consequent
efficiency of the pupils vary in the various
educational districts.

If the Inspectors were brought under the
control of the Central Department, and if
the Inspector-General were relieved of the
mass ofroutine work, which atpresent leaves
him little leisure to plan reforms, much less
to test the quality of the work done in the
colony,Ifeel confident that the muchneeded
educational reform would be successfully
consummated.

If the Inspector-General is to be anything
more than a name, heshould generally direct
the work of the Inspectors, and he can learn
the nature of the work done in the different
districts only by making personal visitations.
Ho shouldallot Inspectors periodically to the
different districts, and they should meet at
least once ayear toprepare anannual report,
and discuss any changes that the advances
ineducational thought and method demaud.

At present the examination of teachers for
certificates isunder the Central Department;
but the appointment and examination of
pupil teachers is left to the local Boards,
with the result that different methods of
appointment and different standards of
efficiency prevail in the various districts. In
Auckland an examination of candidates for
employment has been held for many years,
nnd such an examination has t'ecently been

established in Wellington ; those who pass
successfully are permitted to teach on
probation for a month or three months at
the caprice of the Board, and if there are
vacancies in the service, some few of these,
who show the greatest promise, are
apprenticed. The rest, after vainly waiting
for employment, finally realise their dis-
appointment, and seek other fields of
employment. In Taranaki, Wanganni,
North Canterbury and other districts, pupil
teachers are appointed to schools, as vacan-
cies occur, generally on the recommendation
of the head master. This system works
well: it is to the head master's own interest
to recommend for employment only those
who arelikely to do himcredit:no personal
influence or parental friendship is likely to
induce him to l'ecommend a dolt for employ-
ment, and thereby impair the efficiency of
his school. If this system were generally
adopted, the best selections would be made,
and the expense of local examinations saved.

But the pupil teacher system should be
national and not provincial:pupil teacher
regulations should be drafted by the
Inspector-General,assistedby the Inspector:
they, too, should prescribe the course of
study to be pursued, and conduct the
examinationof pupil teachers in the various
grades.

The scholarships, too, should be national :
the papers should be set by the Central
Department, and should be of such a nature
that they will test the original rather than
the receptive powers of the candidates ; for
whenone considers thenumber ofscholarship
holders who fail to give a remunerative
return for the expenditui'e incurred by the
State on their behalf, one is forced to the
conclusion that while the examination un-
doubtedlypicks outsome few of thebrightest
pupilsattending our schools who are likely
to profit by the higher education provided,
and justify the State expenditure by their
subsequentsuccessful career, it alsoprovides
a nominal higher education for boys and
girls who aremechanically crammed with a
lot of knowledge theycannot assimilate,and
who, after unsuccessful careers at public

60
THE NEW ZEALAND [December 1, 1899



schools, dropinto the ranks of clerks, shop-
men and other callings that do not require
evenaverage talents. Ihave been told by
teachers whohave hadexperienceof scholar-
ship holders inSecondary Schools thatmany
who come out high in the scholarship
examination prove utter failures, and that
only asmall minority of them profit in the
manner anticipated by the higher education
afforded them.

Of all the scholarship regulations in the
colony, perhaps those prescribed for the
Queen's Scholarship, tenable at the Victoria
University College, are the most ridiculous.
Theyare framed with theobjectof providing
secondary and University education for the
successful competitors. Now all who have
had any experience of scholarship holders,
know that the large majority of those who
gain scholarships from the primary schools
prove utter failuresat secondaryschools,and
though they may succed in passing the
Matriculation Examination— by no means a
severe test— theyhavenot theabilityrequisite
for asuccessful University career. Thus the
Victoria University will have to educate at
the public expense many whose secondary
school careers fail to justifysuchexpenditure.

If our system is to be national, it is only
right and just that there should be acolonial
scaleof salaries; that is, teachers throughout
the colony should be paid according to their
attainments,efficiency, and the responsibility
attached to their work. At present the
inequalities in the different districts are so
great that a teacher with aBl certificate in
Auckland is receiving £190 per annum for
doing work for which a teacher in Napier
with a C2certificate (three grades lower)
receives £300 per annum. The salaries at
present depend upon the nature of the
districts:theDepartment grants acapitation
of £3 15s. per annum for each unit of the
average daily attendanceof pupils. Out of
this grant the Boards have to pay the
teachers, maintain schools and supplement
the grantfor building and inspection. In a
thinly peopled and scattered district like
Taranaki, a number of small schools, with
an average attendance of less than 20, have

to be maintained, and consequently, as the
expense is increased in proportion to the
number of small schools, the salaries paid in
the district are extremelysmall. The Rame
applies to Nelson, Marlborough, Westland,
and to some extent toAuckland. The lato
Inspector-General, the Rev. W. J. Habons>
8.A., drafted a colonial scheme of salaries,
and while it is admitted to improve the
positionof the assistants in town schools, it
is condemned as being unjust tomany of tho
country teachors ;it is, however,anacknow-
ledgment of the present inequalities that
exist,and will doubtless prove the basis of
the much needed reform.

If the administration of our system is to
be healthy and vigorpus, it is essential that
local interest in it should bo maintained.
And, while T maintain that several functions
now administeredby the localBoards should
be transferred to the Central Department, T
admit that many of their powers should still
be retained. They sbould control the
Training Colleges— but tho Central Depart-
ment should prescribe the courso of study to
be pursued, and conduct the examination of
students; they should have the solo power
of appointing teachers unfettered by the
recommendations of committees ;but then1

should be a proviso in the regulations
to the effect that the Chief Inspector of
each district should be consulted liy the
Board in the case of every appointment
made. Too frequently under the 'present
system are the claims of an eflicient teacher
overlooked, because the Committee insist
npon the appointment of one who has
brought personal influence to bear. Even
in large country schools the influential
committeemen are illiterate and ignorant,
and quite incapable" of judging the merits
of a teacher. The following testimonial
obtained from the Chairman of the Com-
mittee of a school with 100 averageatten-
dance will servetoemphasise theirincapacity
in this respect :

"The district school Conunittoo fortify
that Mr A.B.piissd through is four years pupil-
ship with generelsntjpfaction, and is recomened
foradmission to tho normalSchoolpassing ouch

December 1,1899] ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 61



examwith Credit,So-,siat the-master Mr CD. and
Committeehavegtpleasure in.giveing Mr A.B.
a good Caracter.

E.F., Chairman."
[KB.— The italics are the Chairman's

own.]
Thisis a typeof themenwho atare present

consulted in the- appointment of teachers.
The annexed copy of a testimonial is in
itself a demand for thereformIsuggest.

The Committees, too, should retain some
power in the administration of the Educa-
tion Act. At present the Boards make
grants to Committees for cleaning, fuel,
repair,and other expenses incidental to the
maintenance of schools. They have
a voice in the appointment of tea-
chers; they control the school libraries,
where any exist, and are allowed to
administer the compulsory clauses of the
Act* The question of the appointment of
teachers often leads to serious friction
between the Board and Committee, and in
many -cases teachers, who have relations
and friends on the Committee, areappointed
over the heads of those who have had more
experience,proved themselves moreefficient,
and hold higher certificates. If, as I
suggest, the appointments weremade by the
Boai'd, after consolation with the Chief
Inspector, this evil would be overcome.

Every effort should be madeby Education
Boards to stimulate the interest of School
Committees in developing our educational
system, and should make liberal grants to
supplement the money raised locally for the
purpose of establishing school libraries.
The' Committees should rigidly enforce the
compulsory olauses of the Act, and issue
certificates for regular attendance.

■ The School Committee elections are at
present conducted in the most perfunctory
manner, and one little calculated to secure
the services of the best men. A meeting is
called for a certain evening, on which

nominations are received, and the election
carried out.
If nominations were received, say, a

fortnight in advance, and the nominations
published, the electors would have some
time to reflect on the merits of the can-
didates, and the personnel of Committees
would then be impi'oved.

The present method of electingEducation
Boards is one that demands serious atten-
tion. It is unjust that a remote country
Committee, controlling a school of twenty
children,should have the same voice in the
election of a member as a large town Com-
mittee controlling five schools with an
attendance of about 3,000. In districts like
Wanganui, where most of the chief centres
have railway communication with the town
where the Board meets, the members nre,
as a rule, elected from all parts of the
district,and, consequently, the wants of all
parts are likely to be advocated and
considered. In a scattered district like
Auckland, the Board consists almost en-
tirely of town members. Capable men,
resident insome of the outlying townships,
frequently seek election, but they are so
little known outside their own sparsely
peopled district that, though many of them
would make valuable members, they have
no chance of success against the lawyers
and prominentbusiness men in town, whose
names are madeknown in the remoteparts
of the Province through the medium of the
daily and weekly press. Before anything
like perfect representation is obtained,each
educational district should be subdivided
for the purpose of EducationBoard elections
as far as possible on a population basis.
Until this is done country aspirants can
have no chance of election, though by their
services on.Committees,and their knowledge
of local wants, they are eminently fitted to
do good service to the cause of education.
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INTHEPUBLICEYE.

The Right Hon. E. J. Seddon, P.0., is
big physically, big in-

THE PREMIEE J^/^ a
n
d in

human sympathies. His bright sparkling
eye indicates at once humour and penetra-

toon. The secret of his power lies in his
life. Denied in his youth the educational
advantages of the present day young
colonials, whose destines hecontrols,hehas,
nevertheless, learnt enduring lessons of

orators. When the
miners were entombed at Brunnerton, the
burly and muscular Premier took off hi«
coat, and toiled with the coal-heavers,like
a brother,in thenoble work of rescuing the
lives of his fellow-men. No matter what

wisdom from the best of all schoolmasters—
experience of life. His early struggles
have developed a virility of character that
even his political opponents cannot but
admire, while his precarious life on the

goldfields has gene-
rated in him a re-
source that enabloa
him easily to outwit
the most educated,
and the most do-
signing adversaries.
His gradual ascent
up the ladder of fame
has brought him into
touch with men of
everygrade of society,
and made him fam-
iliar with every phase
of colonial thought—
lie has thereby gained
such an intimate and
accurateknowledge of
Now Zealanders, their
wants and aspirations,
as to lit him pre-emi-
nently"for the position
of social reformer.
His many - sided
character displays
itself in diverse ways.
When moving "That
a Contingent be sent
to the Transvaal,"
his glowing eloquence—

that truly reflects
his genuinepatriotism— places him on a
pinnacle far above
his contemporaryTHE RIGHT HON. R. .1. SEDDON, i.C
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the function is, or who the speakers are,
Dick, as his countrymen fondly call him,
always manages to make himself "the
cynosure of every eye." At a convivial
meeting he lightly casts aside worries of
politics and formal parliamentary dignity,
and "brings down the house with " The
"Wearing of the Green."

The greatest tribute to his genius is that
the other Australian colonies are following
in the wake of his "experimental legisla-
tion," by introducing Old Age Pensions,
Lands for Settlement, Advances to Settlers,
and Female Franchise Bills.

Asa public speaker the right hon.gentle-
manhas amagnetism, a powerof sustaining
theinterest and enlisting the sympathies of
his audience,.that-ensurehimanenthusiastic
reception wherever he goes.

The Hon. Captain Eussell is physically
long, intellectually re-

THE LEADER OF a j j 1 " , v
THE OPPOSITION nnec*> an(

* restricted
somewhat in his sym-

pathies. Hehas a
" leanandhungry look,''

his eye is dull, and lacks the humorous
sparkle and penetrating keenness of hisrival
the Premier's. Fe is, however, the most

generous and tolerant
of political opponents,
as even his bitterest
enemies will readily
admit. The son of an
army officer, educated
for the army, and the
heir to a large and rich
estate, his life has been
necessarilyconfined Io a,

narrow sphere— he has
not beenable togetthat
wide experience, or to
cultivate that broad
human sympathy which
can only come from
intercourse with life in
all its phases.

His distinctly sub-
ordinate position, as
Leader of the Opposi-
tion, does not afford
him the same oppor-
tunities of winning the
applause of the multi-
tude. But one could
hardly imagine tho
aristocratic and scholar-
ly Captain arousing
enthusiasm by sing-
ing "The Wearing of
the Green," while tho

spectacle of the tall military gentleman
taking up his spade, and working, side by
side, with the coal-heaver, would only
appeal to his countrymen's senseof humour.
Ihave no doubt,however, that the Captain
could give Digger Dick abig handicap in a
tennis set, and some good tips about the
New Zealand Cup, and the Grand National
Hurdles.

The Captain is a hard-working farmer,
and a member of an Oddfellows' Lodge,

THE HON. CAPTAIN RUSSELL.
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>(not au ornamental member, but anactive
working one." He can hardly be called a
Tory,for ho promises to continue,withpure
administration, the policy which,he claims,
his party would have adopted had they not
been forestalled by the wily Premier Dick.

As a speaker Captain Kussell is fluent,
polished and scholarly, but he lacks that
magnetism which attracts and holds the
interest and attention of men. He is too
aristocratic a gentleman to lead the country
in these democratic days; but he will be
elevated to power when culture and refine-
ment are abroad in the land, and when
honhommic is not the most valued qualifica-
tion for hjgh political honours.

No one, glancing at the burly form that
tills the Speaker's Chair

H° N'VlJfILLER> in the Legislative Coun-
cil, could disconnect it

from the idea of great bodily strength and
endurance. Nor is it surprising to hear
that he was the first freshman who ever
won the skulls at a 'Varsity boat-race. That
he could simply walk through a townand
gown row with only one fear at his heart

—
as he himself admitted —that if he hit with
all his mi«jht, he might kill his man. Any
one who has shaken hands with the veteran,
and felt, in this way, the sizeof his fist and
the strength of his grip,could easily credit
the above statement. The honourable
gentleman's voice, when he gives his ruling,
is one of great volume. No one was ever
heard to ask him to speak louder. On a
recent visit to the sceneof his early aquatic
triumphs at Eton, feeling,doubtless, a boy
again, he was on theriver bank cheering a
contesting crew with all his might and
main. When anold caretaker,who had not
seen him since his school-boy days, ex-
claimed: "That's Mr.Miller,Iknow it is!
There's not another man alive who can
make so much row!" Possessing these
physical characteristics,andmental ones of
no mean order,he was aman who was sure
to make his mark in & new country, and

little likely to be satisfied with the hum-
drum life in anoldone.

Arriving in Ofcago from Sydney in 18(10,
he devoted himself to carving his namo in
fair and enduring characters on the rich
tussock plains around Oamaru. Not con-
tent with pastoral pursuits only, he took a
great'Jinterest in the development of the
Westport Coal Company, and is still
Chairman of Directors of that valuable
property. In his political character Mr.
Miller has cxperieneed^many changes,and

his characteristic bluntness and grip of tho
ever-varying situations, have made them-
selves felt in each step of his career. In
the old Provincial days he represented
Oamaru in the Otago Council. For two
years he acted as Secretary of Public
Works. As a member of the Fox-Yogel
Government,he held a seat in theElective
Council in 1872, and at the death of the
late Hon.Sir Harry Atkinson,in 1892, he
was elected Speaker in his stead, a post
which he has since held with honour to
himself,and satisfaction to hiscolleague!.

HON. 11. J. MILLER, M.L.C,
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The gifted orator who occupies the
Speaker's Chair in

sii."ao;se'«» h°- ° f *■
presentatives,is most

aptly described as a bland old man.
Sir Maurice is at his blandest when
he is called upon to deliver a public
oration, and his beautiful periods are
rounded off by a quotation from the classics
and a beaming smile. In
measured tones and slow, he
calls the unruly member to
orderandhis determined words
and looks invariably subdue
thedisorderly. Buttherehave
been occasions when no
amount of his rhetoric could
quell the unruly students,who
dared to profane his refined
ears with the tuneof Killalloo—

he hadn't a list of pre-
cedents and a sergeant-at-
arms toback up his ruling.

SirMaurice is aParliament-
arian first,and aneducational-
ist second. He rules the
governingbodies of the Auck-
land College and Grammar
School, and the Auckland
University College, both of
which institutions owe much
of their success to his wise
and able guidance.

The best criterion we have
of Sir Maurice's high abilities
and superior judgment is
the great deference paid to
him by his colleagues on
both these bodies. If Sir
Maurice is absent from a
meeting through illness or on
a visit to the country, noimportant business
is transacted byeither body ;and so dwarfed
are the members of the University Council
by his commanding personality, that even
the openingof the new AucklandUniversity
College buildings has to be postponed till
the,.chairman's return from Wellington.

SirMaurice is perhaps the best advocate
of,her wants that.Auckland.has; even our

astute Premier, the Eight Hon. Richard,
succumbs to his eloquence,and concedes his
demands. Without Sir Maurice O'Rorke,
Auckland would be as devoid of educational
endowments,and Onehunga of cemeteries,as
the province generally is of railways and
roads.

Thecomparativedecorumthat characterises
the debates in the New Zealand Legislature

is due to Sir Maurice's wise yet firm con-
trolling influence, and his name stands
highest on theroll ofcolonial Parliamentary
speakers.

A few years ago, Sir Maurice returned to
the scenes of his youth,andhisAlma Mater,
Trinity College, Dublin, recognised his dis-
tinguished parliamentary services by con-
ferring,onMm the.degreeof LLJ). .

SIR MAURICE O'RORKE, K.C.M.G., M.A.,LL.D,
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RAUPARAHA'SSouthIslandRaids.
(CfIPMP mn RE-GHPMRE OK WUMmU PJH)

By R. 0. Cakkick

6 11% IT ATAURA," an open column
IVI corespondent in the Otiujo

Daily Times, September 12th,
puts certain pertinent questions regarding
the above, and invites further information
on the subject. By -way of credential,
permit me to say, Iwas many years
employed as amanuensis to an ex-native
minister, and in that capacity recorded a

largeamountof Native Land Court evidence,
and other inquiry dealing, with the early
historyof the tribes. Although theSouthern
invasion effected no permanent change in
the vested rights ofparties, it was so closely
allied thereto that the enterprise had, from
beginning to end, to be carefully sifted,

Probably, you will consider this gives mo a

right to claim accuracy for the version now
rendered, and in giving it, .1 will conlim1

myself as closely as may be to evidence
elicited as above.

Central h'gure in the engagement was one
Te Pauhi, nephew of Te Rauparaha. The
point isnot clearlyestablished,but the weight
of evidence tends to show that Te Pauhi
was the son of Te Pehi,treacherouslyslain by
the Nga-tahu at Kaiapoi. The latter was
Te Kauparaha's trusted counsellor, and we
may fitly conclude, the son inherited a fair
share of the mental calibre which advanced
his sire in the estimation of this noted
chief. That may, to some extent, account
for a mission, demanding bravery and
address,being entrusted to him.

Although historically named the Southern
invasion,it would be more apt to limit the
appellative to that of an important branch
thereof. Te Rauparaha had made more
than one inroad from Kapiti, his island
home in the North, and had learned enongh
to convince him that an invasion of the
South, conducted on these lines, would be
long and tedious,if not interminable. To
shorten the process, and bring it within

measurable distance, strategy was resorted
to, and the Puahi expedition devised. A
force planted in the extreme South, co-
operating with Te Hauparaha himself from
the North, would place the invaded tribes
between two fires, and in that way they
would be more readily consumed. More-
over, the step in itself was bold and daring
enough to strike terror into theminds of the
Southerners,and lead them lo believe the
decrees of fate wereagainst them. In that
respect the Maori mind is singularly com-
plex. To such an extent is ho the victim of
circumstances that, once he makes up his
mind the fates are antagonistic, lie gives
himself over to despair, nay, even to death.
Accordingly To Pauhi,incommand of a faun,
or fighting force, numbering seventychosen
men, crossed Cook Straits for the- South,
proceeding thence by way of the West
Coast. They were accompanied by five of
women. It is worthy of note— Paturau, one
of the women, was the last survivor of the
expedition. She died atTumuki (Tornuka),
Canterbury, in 1802.

BetweenNgatitoa, to which To Hauparaha
belonged, and ISgati - wai-rangi, then a
numerous tribe inhabiting the West Coast,
commercial relations existed. The hitter
trafficked largely with their neighbours in
that valuable commodity, tho pounamu
(greenstone). It was to information sup-
plied by Ngati-wai-rangi, To Hauparaha was
indebted for the knowledge of a through
pass, leading from the West to tho East
Coasts, and it was on their guidance
Te Pauhi depended for finding tho way.
Their headquarters were the mouth of tho
Hoki-tika, so that this renowned locality
has honourable traditions,ancient as well as
modern.

Arriving there, Te Pauhi unfolded '. his
designs to the West Coast natives. Con-
trary to expectation, Ngafci-wai-rangi <did
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not approve of them, and attempted to
dissuade him from then' prosecution,
assuring him that Ngati-mamoe, then in-
habiting the extreme South, was a fierce
warlike race, and that it would be difficult,
if not impossible, for him togain a footing.
Although Te Pauhi persistedinhis designs,
this information had the effect of deterring
some of hismen, whoabandoned theproject,
and returned to their home in the Straits.

Ngati-wai-rangi, nevertheless,contributed
a few recruits to the enterprise,and when
he again set out, Te Pauhi's numbers were
increased by at least one hundred Under
guidance of these allies, he landed at
Awarua, now named Haast River, and
fossicked a way through the pass to Lake
Wanaka. There they encountered a Ngati-
mamoe eeling party, whom they handled
roughly,but who didnotallow them tohave
it all their own way. The Ngati-mamoe
survivors of this party fled into the Fiords'
country,and, losing themselves,gave rise to
the story, so long current, of a lost tribe,
living and roaming amidst these fastnesses.
Proceedingupon their journey, the invaders
crossed the Matau,now knownas the Upper
Clutha orMokio. From thence they pursued
their journeydownthroughPounamucountry
(Wakatipu), crossing the Upper Nevis and
Dome Pass to the Mataura, which they
followed until their arrival at Tuturau.

Long, long ago, in the days when"Soots wha hae wi' Wallace bled," in the
lando' the Gael, the brother Scot— a land
intimately associated with the colonization
of New Zealand South

—
the native lords of

the soil were a race of giants,anent whom
it is written:"They strode over hills and
dales, stepping from peak to peak, and
slaking their thirst by swallowing up
streams and rivers of water."
It militates against our implicit con-

fidence in the authenticity of these fine
strapping fellows to be told they had to
oede possession to the Waitaha, who were
eventually superseded by the Ngati-mamoe,
whom we know from personal contact are
men of like physique with ourselves.
Tuturau pa is a relic of these shadowy

times, and as such falls to be rated an
ancient and honourable land-mark to the
South.

Under Ngati-mamoe occupation, it
dwindled down from its high estate. It
was superseded by Paraugiaio, the island
fortress of .Ruapuke, and, at the date of
which we write,it was used for no higher
purpose that of a food supply station.

The great Southern chief, Whakatapuuga,
had departed this life, and the supreme
control vested in his nephew Tuhawaiki
(Bloody Jack of the whalers' vocabulary),
and the Karetai. The latter resided at
Otakou (Otago Heads), the other at Rua-
puke, the home of his ancestors.

Both wereon thealert for the threatened
invasion. Itis evensaid they had concerted
a system of signals similar to that of the
Crian Tarigh, or fiery cross of the Celt,so
as to appriseeach other of the approach of
danger. They do not seem to have thought
danger from the interior possible, as pre-
cautions in that direction were wholly
neglected.

Two food supply parties were at work
when Te Pauhi reachedTuturau. One was
bird-snaring at Tapanui (Blue Mountain
Kange), the other eeling on the river at
Tuturau. So sudden was theattack on the
latter that practically no resistance could be
offered, and Te Pauhi concluded he had
killed every soul about the place. It was
the security born of that belief which led
tohis ruin. Weariedand dilapidated by his
long and toilsome journey, he and his
followers gave themselves up to rest and
recuperation. It proved a mere fancied
security, and, as the sequel shows, lulled
themto their ruin.
In the general massacre a lad belonging

to the eeling party was overlooked by the
invaders, and, concealing himself behind a
rock on the river bank, he saw all that
occurred. Under cover of night he left
his hiding place,and, making all haste for
Tapanui, apprised the bird-snaring party.
They immediately struck camp, and skulk-
ing through Waikahu (Waikaia) Gorge,
round the flanks of theHpkonuio, made the
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Apavima. From thence they journeyed to
Awarna (Bluff Harbour), and alarmed the
shore whaling station. The object was to
tret tidings conveyed as speedily as possible
to Tuhawaiki,who, with his fighting force,
was lying in wait at Ruapuke.

Living, as the whalers did, under the
protection of Tuhawaiki,we can understand
they would be only too eager for the fray.
It is remembered a European, Claus Ross,
whose name subsequently became famous
in connection with the Keeling or Coca
Islands, then a whaler at the Bluff, was
the man selected for conveying the in-
formation.

It is illustrative of the prudent reserve of
the old Ngati-mamoe chief, to say no one
knew better than he how to comport him-
self in a sudden emergency. Tuhawaiki's
conduct on this occasion supplies acapital
representation. No sooner was the whale-
boat descried approaching the island than
he, suspecting important intelligence, gave
orders the visitor should at oncebe brought
to him. This was done, and a close confab
ensued. Tuhawaiki made no announcement
to the tribe as to the nature of the in-
telligence,butmerely issued orders that his
fighting men, fully armed, should be ready
to embark for the mainland at daybreak.
His reticence was due to the fact that had
the nature and extent of the calamity been
made known, theislanders would have been
so overwhelmed that no consideration, not
eventheemergenciesof the case, would have
roused them to immediateaction. In that
way valuable time would have been lost,
and the enemy fortified in the position he
bad gained. It was notuntil the armament
had been completed that the massacre was
made known, so that, while the forepart of
this eventful night was taken up with the
pomp and circumstance of war, the after-
part, allthrough the earlyhours of morning,
was occupied in the plaintive wails and
lamentations of theMaori cronach,or tangi,
for their dead. Itwas the Noche Triste, or
melancholy night of the Mexican con-
quistadors, and, as such,its traditions are
preservedby the islanders.

Vol. I.— No. 3.— &©

Shut up in a cavern oponing out to the
beach beneath the island fortress, the tribal
tohunga, or spirit medium, spent tho entiro
night in exorcisms. The precise nature of
these is now of little moment, but from the
characters of the incantations following,
they must have been on tho parallel of
extreme unction. The Koangumu, or spell
for weakening theenemy, was cast, and tho
Ki/ao, or invocation of the spear, on the
eve of battle, was spoken. These were
performed inpresence of the multitude just
as the tana embarked for the mainland.
What gives them their chief historical
interest is that this was the last occasion
upon which their ghostly oflices wore
bi'ought intorequisition in the South. That,
of course, is due partly to European
intercourse, but mainly to the Christian
catechists, whose advent occurred shortly
afterwards.

The first faint gleam heralding the orb of
day found the tana afloat in thoir canoes.
The whafcahirikiri, or incautatiou chants,
were kept up by the islanders until they
were well out to sea, as, also, hahm, war-
whoops, and songs of defiance, peculiar to
the occasion. These, and other traditionary
items, go to prove the issuo of events was
looked forward to with grave apprehension.
Igo a step further,and say- it,was an event
of paramount importance to nonemore than
the European. Had Te liauparaha and his
turbulent northern tribes gained a footing
in the South, instead of the peaceful
occupation obtained a few years later, wo
should have had a repetition of tho turmoil,
trouble, and expenditure in troasuro and
blood encountered by European settlement
in the North. We praise and magnify tho
namesof such men as Cargill, Burns, and
Macandrew,oblivous of tho fact that we are
resting under a debt of gratitude to Tuha-
waiki, the islandchief.

Arriving at the mainland, they landed at
the mouth of the Mataura,probably on the
site of the rising township of Fortrose.
Scouts weresent outalong thetrack leading
to Tuturau. The report brought m was
that the country was quiet. Tho army then
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marched forward as far as the scouting had
proceeded, where they camped over night.
A similar precautionary movement was
made next day, and the day after, the force
arrived in the vicinity of the pa. They
concealed themselves in the bush until
nightfall. Tuhawaiki and some of his prin-
cipal men made their way stealthily along
the ridge overlooking the pa. Their re-
connoitrings convinced them that Te Pauhi
and his people had no idea of their
proximity. During the night the attacking
force was so disposed as to operate to the
best advantage. With theirintimateknow-
ledge of the pa, that disposal was made ou
the very best terms.

Just as day had broken, one of the pa
dogs set up a long, piercing howl. The
howl was taken up by the others, and a

terrific chorus ensued. This brought Te
Piiuhi himself to the door of his hut, and he
was in the act of chastising one of the
canine offenders, when a bullet, tired from
aspot overlooking1 the pa, reached him, and

he dropped dead. Taiaroa, father of a
Legislative Councillor of that ilk, with a
few chosen men, was posted at this spot as
a reserve, while the main body led the
attack from an opposite direction. The
shot, it would appear, was fired in con-
travention of the order of attack decided
upon, but proving successful, it was not,
as it otherwise would have been, rated a
breach of discipline.

The occupants of the pa were now
alarmed, and they rushed pell-mell in
the direction from which the shot came.
This gave Tuhawaiki fche desired oppor-
tunity. He and his men were enabled to
get in over the palisading unopposed. lii
that way the inmates- of the pa werecooped
up helplessly in a corner, before they
realised whathad actually occurred.

Te Pauhi and some thirty of his people
were slain, or afterwards died of their
wounds. The others, including the women,
were taken prisoners, and carried to

ltuapuke, where they were keptin bondage.

As the Kings Rode Home.
The Holy ThreeKings were-riding

Homeward through night and day.
They kept them from Herod's madness

By passing a different way.
They spoke not of child or worship,

For these were the.secret things
(They deemed) to be told by sages

Only to seers and kings.
Yetgladly they rode,and carried

A troubled gladness abroad.
The Ash tree bowed and the Cedar
To eyes that had seen the Lord.
The Olive heeded their coming,

Thebirds flew near with the morn;
A strange sad fragrance floated

From thickets of Noble Thorn.
And why did the blossoms tremble,

Those blossoms so pale to see
(One day they must stain to purple)

That hnng on the Judas Tree?

TheShepherd where flocks were feeding
Had lifted a watchful eye;

He gazed with a dumb new longing
As the Three Kings passed himby.

"Strange, as thesecourtly riders
Drew near,Icouldalmost say

They rode tohallow my dwelling
With tidings from far away."

Spoke to his feres right cheerly
The fisherman Zebedee,

Asthe ThreeKingsfollowed thestonyroad
By theLake of Galilee.

"My hutholds babes this dawning;
Butsoothly itmay be

They too shall see great Kings go by
While drawing thenets withme."

TheHoly Three Kings spoke never ;
They rode to their own far land;

But Olive and Cedar andNoble Thorn
HadKnowledge to understand.

Mart Colborne-Vjsel.
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MOSTLY LONGITUDINAL.
Sn Mv¥ ofy *1 % §wentwth genturit.

By Bertha V. Goring.

Illustrated by W. A. Boioring.

ASNUG smoking room with a roaring-
wood fire before which an elderly
man sits smoking, and, from the

depths of his easy chair,conversing with— a
Voice only. Yet there is nothing in his
looks to make one think that he is holding
intercourse with the Spirit World, nor if we
listen to the conversation, shall we hear
anything but what is distinctly material.

Place aux dames, so let the Voicebegin.
It is eminently feminine, and sweet and
merry withal."Then,Daddy, you are quite determined,
now the projectoi's are in working order,
that weare not to use them untilChristinas
Day, and that, then, you will dine with
us?""Yes, yes,'.' rather testily ; "Ihave told
you so before. Why will you keepharping
uponit?

"
"Because Iknow we shall all be too

excited toeven think of a meal, and, also,
I'm so afraid that dining at eight o'clock in
themorning may put you out."

"Eight in the morning! What are you
talking about?"

then, starting from his
chair andexcitedlyrunninghishands through
his greyhair tillit stoodonend,heexclaimed:"Eh! What? Ibelieve itsthat confounded
longitude of yours again!"

"Of course, you dear old man, that's
exactly what it is. But its your longitude
as well as mine that gives the trouble.""Damn the longitude, whoever it belongs
to!" growledher father, ashe strodeup and
downtheroom. "What are we todo,Noll?""I'll tell youif you'llsit down calmly,and
Kotrage about theroom lookinglikean irate

hedgehog with your hairon end. Isn't Mutt
what your doing now ?"

" Leave mo and my hair alone, Madam
Pert, and tell me what's to be done with this
damnable longitude!

"
" Poor, harmless, necessary longitude!

"
laughed the Voice. '' Well, if you persist in
our haviug our Christmas feed together, 1
suggest that you good peoplo have your
dinner as you intended, about eight o'clock
on the evening of Christmas Day, and we
shall be havingour breakfast on the morning
following. Will that do?"
"I suppose it will have to," grumbledMr.

Malcolm, "butall the same itsmostannoying
and upsetting.""Never mind, you old dear, you'll sco it
willall turn out as jolly as possible. 'Hut,
lookhereDad,you'll tell theMumbeforehand?
Don't spring us suddenly upon her,or she'll
think we're a lot of spooks, and be in an
awful fright. There will only be you, and
she,and Harry,will there? No oneelse ?

"
"No,nobody else. But,Isay, youhavea

girl staying with you,haven't you ? Won't
she be in the way in a family party ? Can't
you pack her off ?

"
"Oh, no,Icouldn't do that! She and

Harry can amuse each other. She's an
awfuHy good sort,and quite lovely. You'll
seeMaster Hal won'twant hersentpacking!"

"Very well. Now I'moff to the stables,
and must sendyou packing. Good-bye!""Good-bye and good-night, you dear old
Dad!

"
To such perfection has the electrophone

been brought that wesee now that these two
havebeenconversingacross theHemisphorcM
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as if they weresitting in the same room, and
if wehave a little patience, we shall further
see that thenewerinventionof theprojectors
bringstheircounterfeitpresentmentstogether "

Truly the inventors have been strong Im-
perialists to contrive such a knitting together
of the Empire.

Before travelling across the world to see
into what form the Voice crystallizes, and
where its habitat may be, let us peep from
Air. Malcolm's window and see what it is we
are leaving.

A white world in the strong grip of frost,
with the morning sun bringing out the
myriad sparkles of the snow crystals. Every
leaf and twig have been touched with the
same fairy wand,and onerealises the intense
cold on seeingMr.Malcolm emergefrom the
huuse to go stamping down the drive leading
to the stables, with his hands plungeddeep
in the pockets of his thick coat, and his
breathmakingasteamyplume infront of him.

But what a change when we join his
daughter! In place of an English winter
morning, we find a New Zealand summer
night. Again a white world, but here is no
mantle of snow, only a flood of silvery
moonlight, while the soft, warmair is filled
with the rich scent of flowers and the shrill
chirpings of the field-crickets. "At the open
French window of a prettily furnished
drawing-room standsNellyCunliffe watching
her husband crossing the lawn that lies in
front of the wide verandah. Shehas asweet
face to match the voice to which we have
been listening, with soft dark hair and eyes,
and merry dimples in her rosy cheeks.
Not abeauty,but a charming little women.
Her slight figure is set off by a graceful
tea-gown of white crepon, with the foam of
white lace upon it. Her husband is a big
fair man, and they make a personable
couple as theystand together looking out at
the lovely scene before them.

"The old Dad has been in a fine to-do,
Alan,over the longitude; as we thought,he
had entirely forgotten about it, andis much
aggrieved."

"-Air !ha! and some language flying
about,eh?"

" A little; but Icalmed him down, and
wearranged it all as yon and Ihad agreed
will be best."" Oh! I'm so impatient to see the dear
oldpeople, and feel as if Christmas would
never be here! Fancy seeing lovely old
Beanlands, too, and a patch of bonny
Cumberland through its windows !

"

"one realizes the intense cold."

CHAPTER II
The momentous morning has dawned,

and we find ourselves in Cunliffe's dining-
room on Boxing Day. Here is our little
friend, Nelly, looking fresh and sweet
in a dainty pink cambric frock, and trying
to keep down the excitement that shines
out from her dark eyes as the expected
moment approaches. Her husband is not
much calmer, as they bothlisten anxiously
for the warning bell from Mr. Malcolm.
Squatted on the floor, and absorbed by
the heap of toys that surround him, is
Alan, minor, a sturdy young urchin of
three. Watching him stands tall Betty
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Hammond, a beauty- of the golden-haired,
blue-eyed type, who looks deserving of the
good character given her by Nell. She
wears a creamy-coloured-gown with a spray
of pink roses near her white throat.

Tinkle, tinkle, goes the bell which has
started so many thousand miles away, and
Mr. Malcom's excited voice inquires, " All
ready?" Nelly is past doing anything,

but gazes, with hands tightly clasped
toother, at the opposite wall, so her
husband answers the signal,;-and they both
breathlessly watch as.,one-side of the room
appears to .raeJ,fc, away, and a scene with
moving figures occupies its place.

J'hey see a massively-furnished dining-
room, with dinner laid under the bright
electric light, and a blazing five. Mr.
Malcolm is striding about the room, his hair

becomingnioro astonished looking than Over
as he restlessly runs his lingers through it.
His wife, like his daughter, is speechless
with the excitement of the moment. Except-
ing the small boy, whose horizon is at
present boundedby his toys,Harry Malcolm
is the coolest of the family. Ho is a tall
fellow, with an alert and active figure, and
a good honest, though plain, fae<\ He is

the first to break tin; silence, find r<4>v<>
they tension with liis hearty:" Well,Nell,old girl, you are looking (It;
and Alan, too. Going strong,old man? M

He then pats his mother affectionately
on the shoulder, telling her to cheer up,
that there is nothing to cry about."But, Hal, after not seeingNoll for over
four years, now she is here, and Ican't kiss
her I

"

IN I'LACK OK AN KNOWS!! WINTKK MoKNINU \VK KINIi A NKVV /KAI.ANi SUMMKK NKMIT
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"Never mind,old lady, think yonkissed
her the moment she was visible, and yon'll
find its all right."

"But its not a bit the same thing,"
remonstrated his mother, tearfully."Oh, you only want a good imagination;
that's all."

Mr. Malcolm was now vociferous in his
praises of the wonderful projectors, and
took so much credit to himself over his
Christmas present to his wife and daughter
that you would think he had invented,as
well as boughtit.

After a little they quieteddown somewhat.
The Malcolms wereintroduced to, and duly
admired, their grandson, Harry made the
acquaintance of the fair Betty, aud they
began to look about them." Why, Nelly, you extravagant girl,"
(>x%'l;}itned her mother," fancyhaving straw-
berriesand peaches on ChristmasDay,and
what lovely roses!

"
v That'sonlyher swagger,mother, justput

on fin* the occasion. What price straw-
berries to-day,Nell,half-a-crown a bite?

'
"Ymi goose," answered his sister, " why

1hi! garden is full of them at this time of
the year. Iwish Icould hand them
aoros's."

"Yes, its a case of 'so near and yet so
far,' ain't it? But your summer frocks,
open windows, and daylight, should have
reminded us that weare havinga peep into
almost another world. One can't realise it
all at once.""Iwish," said his father, " that with all
their line inventions, travelling was quicker
than it is. Its most tantalizing to seeNell
and her youngster, and know that only
to touch them is a matterof weeks."" The scientific Johnnies don't go the
right way to work," said Harry, with an
air of great wisdom, " they only invent
quick methods of getting over the earth's
sn'-fnee, while what they ought to do is to
make old MotherEarth do the travelling for
us.""What do youmean," said his sister.

"Simplest thing in the world, my dear—
invent a way of shootingus up outside her

'sphere of influence,' and keep us there
until the place one wants to go to turns
uppermost, and down you flop. Grand
idea, ain't it ? Imight take a patent out
for it.'1

v Have a sort of monster hotel up there,"
laughed his sister, "and keep dropping or
shooting travellers down to earth again,
Bathow would you keep it fixed?

"
"Oh, that's not part of my business;

the scientific blokes must settle the details,
Ionly give them the broad idea. They
could fasten their guy-ropes to the nearest
fixed stars. But I'm jolly hungry, what
does everyone say to food ? What a mercy
servants are

'off
' now-a-days, and we

haven't them prancing round and spoiling
our talk."

With his lively rattle of nonsense,Harry
had now got them all into a more equablo
frame of mind, and when the meals were
over there was a

'change of venue," and
they passed a merry happy time in their
respective drawing-rooms, until sleepiness
drove the English section to bed. Just at
last Harry switched on their dining room
again toshow his brother-in-law the paint-
ing of his famous cob, winner of so many
prizes, someof which,in the shape of silver
cups, adorned the sideboard ; then he, too,
went off to bed.

Some hours later, as Alan and Betty were
in the middle of a hard fought set at lawn-
tennis, Nel'y came running out, calling," Alan, Alan,come quick, there's a burglar
in the Beanlands dining room stealing the
silver!

"
" Who told yon ?

"
cries her husband,

throwing down his racquet and running to
her.

"Nobody, I. can see him myself; don't
you remember when Harry went to bed, he
forgot their dining room, and left it in our
drawing room?"
"Why,youtalk as if he carried the rooms

about inhis pockets, and strewed them over
other people's houses."

"Oh! Hush! There he is, don't you
see him?" whispered his wife nervously)
and trying topull her husband behind a door.
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"Why, you silly-little goose,ho can't see
or hear us, but you must keep an eye on
him while Igoand ringup Harry;call me
if he looks like going.""Butyou're not going to leave me,alone
with that dreadful man, Alan? Yes, I
know he's not really there,— -but— don't be
longphase"

"Theburglar was going to work in the
most leisurely and methodical way,collect-
ing the valuablesand packins them carefully
ina sack. Nell partly forgot her fears in
the fascination of;watching him, but felt

relieved when Betty joined her. Alan
returned full of a plan he and Harry had
made to nab their man, and £>'ot them to
Help him darken the roomand place a high
screen before the wall, on which the pro-
jector threw its picture, with just room for
him to stand in front of it.''

All's ready now,and be quiet as mice,
for Harry is going to turn on the electro-
phone so that the man may hear me when I
wanthim to."

He remained in shadow, concealing the
light he had in one hand, and carrying a
revolver in the other,keeping a smart watch
on the thief the while. Suddenly the man

turned with a sharp movement to the win-
dow, so Alan, fearing Harry must have
betrayed himself in coming up to it,
promptly stepped in front of the screen,and
drew the man's attention by firing his
revolver. Like lightning the mnn whipped
his own out of his pocket, and got in two
shots at Alan, who, of course, appeared to
him to bo only a few yards off, before
Harry had him pinned from behind. After
some struggling he was lying on the floor
securely tied, and looking ;is helpless us a
trussed fowl.

" Had ho no accomplices ?
"

asked AInn."Idon't think so," panted Harry,breath-
less withhis exertions in securing his man," the grooms are outside watching this
window,and have seennoone. Ithink heis
playing a lone hand. What a blundering
assIwas to make that noiso getting in at
the window, whon he had left it wide
open."

v Ah! Ithought he heard you,andIfelt
pretty safe in drawing his fire on myself,"
chuckled Alan,"but here's poor Nell in a
terrible fright, and she still thinks Iran
most danger, don't you ? "

drawing her
towards him.

THEY BOTH UKUATHLESSI.V WATCH AS ONE SlI'K OV THU KOOM AI'I'KAUS TO MK[,T AWAV,
AND A SCKNti WITH MOVING FIGIJHKS OCCUI'IKS ITS I'LACK.
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"Idon't know what Ithink, but I'm
glad itsall well over."

All this time the cause of the turmoil was
lying watching the speakers with a more
and morepuzzled expression,at last, able to
contain his curiosity no longer,he blurted
out, " Who are thosepeople ?"

"My sister, withher husband and friend,
at this moment in New Zealand, do you
wish to be introduced ?

"
"After pondering some moments, the man

muttered, disgustedly, " Well,I'm blowed !
Coppedby a bit of bluff with a blooming
revolver fifty thousand miles away," which
showed his perceptions to be of a higher
order than hisknowledge of geography.

While the others werelaughing over this,
the door openedcautiously, and Mr.Malcolm
appeared, armed to the teeth with a large
poker and a dumb-bell. On seeing the
queerly assorted party, he remained staring
in amazement. Soon all was explained,and
then came the question, what to do with
their prisoner until morning, or rather,until
daylight. " Leave him where he is," sug-
gested Alan, "one of us will be always in
the room,and can hunt you up if he looks
like getting loose, butIthink Hal'sknots are
too business-like for that.'"

"But, Alan," aside to him,~for fear of
hurting the man's feelings, "amIto have
afternoon tea with a burglar," adding with

feminine inconsistency,"Ishan't be able to
give the poor thing a cup of it either."

In spite of Nell's timid objections, this
was considered the best solution of the
difficulty, and in due course the in.
truder was delivered up to the hands of
justice.

Before, however, the Malcolms had gone
back to their beds to finish their broken
night, Nell couldn't refrain from saying
triumphantly to her father, "What about
our longitudenow ? If wehad all been in
bed like you, your lovely cups and things
would be on the way to the melting-pot by
this time."

THE END

CHAPTER 111
(A month or so later).

Harry,gloomily and emphatically, "Yes,
you wereright mother, it is beastly.""

But I'm sureInever said anything of
the kind,and what is— what you say?"
" Why, not being able tokiss a person in

the projector.""Ithought you said imagination was
enough, isn't it?

"
"No, not nearlyenough."

CHAPTER IV
(Later still)." I'm going toNew Zealand next week.""Mydearboy, what for?"

" To kiss Betty."

THE SOWER

On the far edge of Earth, when darkness stoic-
Like an insetting tide upon the day,
Full in the flicker of the sun's last ray,
That glinted back from ice-cliffs of the Pole,
Isaw a Sower stand. Upon the whole
Wide empty sky-space, turned to ashen-gray,
He gazed, the while his mantle fell away
And he stood forth, a disembodied Soul.
From out a casket at his side he drew
A host of stars, nnd sowed the sullen Night,
Until its grayness changed to kindly blue,
Bespangled with a million points of light.
And then the Sower, smiling, passed from view,
Aud Heaven .blamed superbly into sight.

D. M. Ross.
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THREE SCORE ANDTEN.

How doth time fly apace. I'm getting- old!
But to be young again— so some folks say.

Could1but believe this—
Not thatIdisbelieve it;

But doubt will come, dispelling that quiet certitude
By which we feel the truth.

'Tis vexing to the mind, yet so this doubt
May be truth's own harbinger

Founding, building, garnishing a throne,
On which the soul may sit at ease.

I've heard the thunder rollamong the hills,
And watched the lightning flash athwart the trees;
I've seen the dark cloud shadow all thedeep,
And heard the watersmoanand storming rise ;
And yet from out a longand darksome day,
All tempests overpassed, and storms at rest,

I'veknown a glorious evearise
Before the night, as born of it,

When nature smiled,and turned unto the sun,
Before he hid his face;

When oceanplacid, rippled like a flowing brook,
And every tree dripped wet with liquid gem,
And every flower did glisten in the light,

As wakingmirth which follows fear,
That sweetest laughter borneof tears.

'Tis evening with me now, sweet eveningbright,
After life's day of stormy night.

For night it is to me, this past, whosememory
Idread more than the future's mystery;

And,yet, throughout that dark distressing woof
In seai'ching for the pattern hidden deep,

One golden thread appears, and never lost to.sight,
Gives calm unto the mind,and works within the heart

Sweet comfort of a Providence that slumbers not,
An Eye upon our life, an Heart without our heart,
Wisdom, unbounded Power of Love, All-loving, Infinite!

Jamks Mir.NE,
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ASculptorand Traveller.
By Danvers Hamber

IT is not often that a follower of what
has been called the "Simplest Art"
is one who hits travelled over

many countries. Those early Egyptian

modellers, whoseart was held in bondage to
religion, certainly had no opportunities of
receiving foreign impressions, and though
the symbolism and regularity of moulding
created a certain style, not much headway
wasmade with the art.until the refined and
artistic sense of the Athenians developed
Grecian sculpture inamarked degree. Still,
we cannot suppose that Pericles,Phidias,or
Praxiteles,moved very far away from home,
nor do weknow of a verity thatBonriatello,
Andrea Verrochio, Leonardo da Vinci, or
even the great Michael Angelo, ever
travelled a thousand miles in search of
studies. Foreign influence is apparent in
the examplesof earlyFrench sculpture to be
seen in the cathedrals of that oountry,but

whether the result is due to sojourning in
strange lands,one cannot tell; it would be
safer, however, to assume that the first
Parisian workers relied upon their reading
and upon their artistic imagination. Albert
Durer, the German master, was too much
the mechanic tobe a traveller,norcould one
beiieve that the famous Rauch, Durer's
successormany years after, was the sort of
man to tramp, with his knapsack upon his
back,in foreign climes looking for models
upon which to exercise his wonderful
genius. In the days when Flaxman could
have travelled, he was busily engaged in
the Staffordshire Pottery, designing rave
anddelicate patterns for Wedgewood, and it
is more than likely that Grinling Gibbons,
Banks, and Alfred Stevens werealso indoor
students. TheFrench school of the present
day contains some men who have travelled,
while the English sculptors of the last
thirty years have also gone beyond their
studios for inspiration.

Oneof the latteris Mr Allen Hutchinson,
who has just commenced a prolonged visit
to New Zealand,his chief object being an
artisticstudy of the Maori. This is not the

STUDY OF A HEAD,

ALLEN HUTCHINSON
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first time Mr. Hutchinson has been in the
oolony, forearly in the seventieshetravelled
through both islands,and spent over twelve

months in the Chatham Tslands. Since
then lie lias visited many countries for his
especial purpose— that is, the study of
racial types. As Mr. Hutchinson is a
sculptor first and a traveller afterwards,it
will be as well to say something about his
work before telling of the journeys he has
undertaken. He first exhibited in the Royal
Academy in1883, whenheshowed a " Study
of a Head "inrelief. A photograph of the
work is re-produced with this sketch, and,
like all the other photographs of the artist's
work,it betokens that felicity of expression,
that gentleness of feeling, and that know-
ledge of anatomy, so essential to the true
artist. In 1884, Mr. Hutchinson exhibited
in relief the head of New Zealand's Bishop
Selwyn. In 1885 hisprincipal work at the
Academy was "A Royal Tiger," and the
succeedingyear he was represented by two

fine studies,"A Rogue Elephant" and "A
St.Bernard Dog." At the end of 188G Mr.
Hutchinson left for Canada,and spent some
time in studying the Red Indians. Ho
afterwards travelled through British Colum-
bia, California,and other States. Leaving
America, he journeyed to Honolulu, and
stayed there until 1896, visiting tho Islands,
and making studies of the native race at the
four ages— of childhood,puberty,adult,and
old age. During his visit to the Hawaiian
Islands Mr. Hutchinson did a largo amount
of work for the Bishop Museum,Honolulu,
besides sending work home to his London
studio. In1894 he found time to forward
to the Royal Academy tho head of " A
Chinese Doctor," while in 1895 he exhibited
at the New Gallery, Regent Street, his well-
known portrait bust of the Into Robert Louis
Stevenson. This w;i,s tnkon from life,and
tlie sculptor believes it to be the only one
for which the deceased author ever sat. The
sittings were given when Stevenson paid his

last visit to Honolulu, in November, 18&J.
Anxious to obtain another counterfeit
presentment of the lamented mid taloutctj

"OLD I'H,OT
"

STUDY

SIX ALFKKD STKPIIKN
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writer,arrangements were made for avisit
to Stevenson in his own home, and the
sculptor was about to start when he was
met with the sad news of the death of his
host. Of Robert Louis Stevenson, Mr.
Hutchinson speaks as so many other friends
have done. He was a terrible sufferer, but
despite allhis physical disabilities,a delight,
fulandcharmingcompanion. Of theartist's
work at Hawaii there are excellentillustra-
tions in this number. The frontispiece,"HawaiiNei," is a beautiful subject of the

'sculptor's art. The " Old Man
"

and " Old
Women" studies show a great conception
which is just as apparent in " The Old
Pilot," a very life-like study of an old
American sailor at Honolulu.

From Hawaii Mr. Hutchinson journeyed
to Sydney, and making that city his
headquarters, he executed for the Sydney
National Art Gallery a marble bust of the

first President, Sir Alfred Stephen. A
re-produotioii of a photograph of this bust
is also given here, and this work well

exemplifies the artist's treatment. The
Sydney Museum authorities were so taken
with the models of Hawaiian industrial life

that they purchased two groups, and they
will form one of: the attractions of thenew
addition to the museum now being1 mrhd
While in Sydney,Mr. Hntuhinson made an

elaborate study of Jersey cattle, and one

example, a fine quarter life size model of a
Jersey bull, was exhibited at the Sydney
Society of Artists' Exhibition this year.
Mr.Hutchinson,of course,became amember
of the Sydney Society of Artists, and he
speaks in terms of praise of Mr. Julian
Ashton and Mr. Sid Long, who greeted the
wandering Bohemian most warmly. Per-
haps, to callMr. Hutchinson aBohemian is
not altogether correct. He is, and he is
not, and yet, perhaps, there is more of the" is

"
about him than the negative. Be

that, as it may, one finds that he is a
very entertaining, man, apart from his art.
He.has niany interesting stories about the
people he has met in his travels. He

HEAD OF CHILD.

'"
OSKTSU

"—
.JAP. CiIUL.

80
THE NEW ZEALAND December 1,1899



has been in India and South Africa, in
addition to the other countries Ihave
mentioned. Look at " Osetsu," the charm-
ing picture of his bust of a little Jap girl.
It is full of character, and the archness

of expression is typical aud enchanting.
There are two other pictures, one of a boy
child of four years of age— a white boy—
and the other a photographof the sculptor
and traveller himself. Mr. Hutchinson
proposes to paya visit to the Maori King,

Mahuta,at the beginning of the New Yeur.
He will then devote himself to the study
of the Maori in his pristine vigour, and
amidhisnaturalenvironments. Thoillustra-
tions of Mr. Hutchinson's work need no

comment further than this : thoy are
sufficient to show that his work amongst the
Maoris will be decidedly interesting,and of
inestimable importance to future generations
of New Zealanders, as well as to those far
beyond the limitsof ourshores.

OLD MAN HAWAIIAN TYPES." OLD WOMAN.

INSPIRATION.
Goddess and god amI, When on some soulIcry,
Who from the sky And empty winds reply,

Speak to thepilgrim soul; Sadly my wayIfare;
Out of the great Beyond When in a heart of grace
ComeIwithmagic wand, FindIa welcome place,

Pointing the higher goal. Gladly Ienter there.
0 mortal,brief is life
To Avaste inearthly strife

Thy fastly fleeting days!
0mortal,life is long,
Would'st thou but raise thy song

To His eternal praise!
E. V. Hall.
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LITERARY NOTES.

his Maoriland andotherversespublished
|S by The Bulletin Newspaper Company,
wi Sydney, Mr. Arthur H. Adams has
j=4; redeemed New Zealand from the

reproach of stolid freezing silence at
a time whem Australia can boast of her
O'Haras and Hebblefchwaites, her Ogilvies
and Pattersons, her Daleys and Brennans.
We have in this dainty volume, we do not
hesitate to say, as promising work as any
other Southern poethas shown in the earlier
period of his literary career. Mr. Adams is
only twenty-eight years of age, and is
assuredly, a writer whom time will ripen.
Judged by theabsolute standard of criticism— the only one that is just alike to poet and
audience

—
these verses surprise us by their

wealth of true poetry. There is genuine
poetic imagination in his lyrics like "The
Goal," and in many of the sonnets

— notably
the two entitled "Reminiscence;" and "Love
andLife," andin all the longerpoems. This
imaginative faculty manifests itself inapt and
luminous figures. Here are some examples
taken almost at random:"And thenights wedgein thenarrow day

Like the wallsof anopen grave!
"

Stars are"The idlespray God's prow flings in itssweep
Through widerwaters."

In thestillness and mysterious light of dawn"A timidnew-bornbreeze
Stirs through the grasses,petulant

—
her eyes

Half blindedby theclingingscarvesof mist."
Our poet, too,has ideas that are well worth
clothingin the richest dress the poetic art
can weave. "The Minstrel,"— an incident
in one act— "The Question," "The Goal,"
and "To You," abound instriking thought.
Evenin bis lighter verse there is much to

arrest the attention. This is a stanza from" A Song of Failure." The fighter in life's
battle who "faltered and quailed "

addresses
those whom the worldacclaims heroes."We that lie dumb inyour scorning

Made you theheroes youare,
Built youa road to themorning

Taught you to reach for a star;
We have hadsight of the glory,

Pointeditclear to the blind;
Yours is the conquerors'story,

Ours is the visionyou find."
Many of the shorter poems deal with the
elemental feelings, and show that the author
possesses that essential of the poet— a broad
andpalpitating human sympathy. Maternal
love, the beauty and simplicity of a child's
innocence, the passionate longing for a love
that shall ennoble,are the subjects of some
of the best lyrics in the book. The following
stanzas from "The Epitaph" will perhaps
show clearly how strong a grip upon our
emotions Mr. Adams can succeed in getting
and retaining.
The earth speaks:

"Hush!he di'owses, drowses deep,
While my quietarmsIkeep
Close abouthimin his sleep.

Oncehe glancedat me aghast,
Shuddered frommykiss, andpassed—
ButIholdhimhere at last.
He hadfrenzied thoughts of fame,
Piteous strivings for a name—
ButIcalledhimand he came.

Calledhim with themother-call
Thatshallon the weary fall,
WhisperingHome to all,toall.
Fair whiteskinhelookeduponj
Eyes inhis withpassion shonej
Butmypatientlovehas won.* # * * *
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When his trump God's angelblows.
When he shudders, wakens, knows,
Ishall holdhim close,so close !

Ho will feel life's achingpain,
Turn his lips to me, and then
Sink to dreamless sleepagain.

Sofor ayemy love Ikeep
Here upon my breast asleep—
Hush!— he drowses— drowses— deep!

"

limitation, of course, cannot convey any
adequate idea of the force of some of the
best poems. "The Question

"
is apowerful

treatmentof theold,old story of the deserted
wifeand theparamour. They meetover the
body of theman, and thequestion for answer
is, to whom does he rightfully belong?

" All had sinned, for thehusbandhad killedby
his clutch

Euugh-handed, the fruit of n lovo that had
droppedat his touch;

Ono woman's great sin was not loving, his
wife's was in loving too much."

There is a distinctly patriotic tone sounding
in most of the verseinspired byNew Zealand
subjects ;but it is disappointing to find that
the attempts at description show too much
consciouseffort, and fail to leaveany distinct
impression on the mind. Yet there is
considerable promise in the sonnet entitled
"My Land," and a generous measure of
fulfilment in "The Brave Days to Be," a.
dream of New Zealand's mercifully exerted
power when Britain's might shall be spent.

"
Her old frameenervated with the pangs
Of bearingprogenies of giant men,
Who shackled the careeringcenturies
To onesmall Island's name!

"

This is the Utopia pictured by Mr. Adams,
to which wesuppose the approachingelections
will advance us a giant step:
"This was the time

When all werechildrenof a motherState,
And for the common wealdid commonwork;
Andallhad freedom, for noman was free
Inthoughtor deed todohisneighbourscathe.
This was the culminating noon,the crown
Of time to which our leaders, rudelyhusked,
But kernelledwitharich humanity

—
Had wontheir way."

Mr. Adams is one of the few Australasian
poets who have tried blank verse, and his
handling of it is extremely pleasing. " The
Coming of ToRanpuraha"

isanother locally
inspired poem writtenin this measure. The
rhythm and metre of these poems aro
remarkable for their grace and limpidity.
There is, however, in the shorter pieces one
fault that is almost a mannerism; this is the
use of rhymes like page is, ages; ranges,
change is; forest, evermore rest; mist as,
vistas ; shut rose is,encloses. The phrasing
is sometimes weak, and thoughts which aro
quite obvious are given far too much
importance, as in the second stanza of" Afterwards." Sometimes the poet states
a paradox that he cannot prove; in "A
Woman's Farewell

"
he makes the farovvoll

the result of the man's lapse of love,and in
succeeding lines the probable cause of it.
A poet's thought must, within certain limits,
be as logical and as clearly conceived as that
of a prose-writer. There is a poem on
"Myself,"— perhaps the least pleasing in the
book;it isa jumbleofirreconcilable thoughts,
some of them of surprising superficiality,
considering how much Mi1. Adamshas really
done well in this his first publication [fhe
had omitted a few of the verses in the oarlior
part of the book, thepoetry would havebeen
uniformly good. It is. unfortunate that"Maoriland," the poem chosen to give the
title to the book, is by no means tho bost,
and that its first stanza is remarkably weak
and trivial. Some of the other Maoriland
verses, too, " On tho Plains," for example,
have nothing to recommend them but thoir
skilful versification,and,here and there,some
felicity of diction; they are evidently more
experiments,and shouldhave beenkept from
the public eye. This,however, is the only
fault that wehave to find, and wo all know
that apoet is not the best judge of his own
works. Wehope wehavemadeitsufficiently
clear that there are in this volume poemsof
genuine worth, thoughts to be read and
re-read, the digestion of which will bo
accompanied by a most pleasurable and
profitable increase and strengthening of our
mental and spiritual health. Wo welcome
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ArthurH.Adams as a man worthy of our
deepest attention, and claim for him a right
to be heard as the most promising of all
New Zealand poets.

"A Maori Maid," by H. B. Vogel—
Macmillan's Colonial Library—

is a novel
that should appeal strongly to the colonial
public by its fresh and vivid description of
back-country life and scenes. It has much
genuine human interest, too, and though
there is some attempt at a treatment of the
sex problem, the moral of the tale is
distinctly healthy. The plot has tragic
possibilities that the author has bynomeans
neglected, and the characters, notably that
of the heroine,and of her foster father,are
conceived with considerable artistic power.
The book abounds in romantic incident,and
in one or- two scenes is almost idyllic.
There is a certain conscious attempt at
smart writing in the more philosophical
parts, but it is not too obtrusive, and one is
left with a pleasurable expectation of Mr.
Vogel's next novel. Judging, however,
from some of the criticisms passed upon
"My Dear Sir !A Tale of a Duchess, a
Marquis, and a Mere Tutor," his second
long work will disappoint readers of "A
Maori Maid." Mr. Yogel has deserted our
fertilely romantic pastures; he has chosen,
presumably, to enter into competition with
the romantico-historical novelists of theday,
and has produced, according to The
Athencemi, a harmless and common-place
love story, orowded with titled persons,and
withlittle that is striking in thought.

" Cross Trails,"by Victor Waite
—

Methuen
and Co.

—
is another attempt at a representa-

tion of New Zealand life. Considerably
morethan half of the action is laid in the
northern part of the North Island. There
is almost a total absence of constructive
power, the plotbeing of the thinnest kind,
andmeandering woefully through the two
books. There are some good points made
in characterisation; the reader is interested
in the hero, a weak-kneed drunkard, with
thesuspicion of murder hanging over him,
almost throughout the story, and in the
delineation of the traits of the half-caste
girl who helps to ruin him. But one can
less grudgingly praise the scattered pictures
of bush,and farm, and township life. The
Argentinepart of the novel paints customs
and characters so foreign to those with
which weare acquainted,that it cannot but
have akeen interest for us;and if there is
the same fidelity and naturalness that there
is in the scenes from New Zealand life,it
must beaccepted as a reliable transcript of
the habits and characteristic thoughts of the
Argentineplainsmen.

We note that The Bulletin Newspaper Co.,
Ltd., which has already done such good
woi'k in the publication of Australian
literature,promises " A Rose of Regret,"
by James Hebblethwaite, the nature-loving
Tasmanian poet, whose genuinely inspired
work has found so much favour of late
fromAustralian admirers of true poetry.
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Round theWorld.

AMERICA

The attitude adopted by the United States
during the present Transvaal difficulty is
what might have been expected; still, the
spontaneous mannerin which that country
has preferred its moral support to Great
Britain is an exemplification of the maxmiin
that "blood is thicker than water," and is
also an evidence of the gratitude for the
position which England took up during
the Spanish-American War. The position
of America during that war was very
similar to the position of England at the
present time. There was no question of
the ultimate result of a contest between
Spain and America, as there is no question
of the final issue between Great Britain and
theBoers. The only danger was the possi-
bility of foreign interference,either during
the struggle, or when it came to the -final
settlement of terms between the conqueror
and conquered. As afriendly, but neutral
nation,England said to the other Powers:" Hands off !you must not interfere

"
;and

at the present time America officially,
through her most prominent men, says the
same thing. President McKinley has de-
clared that his Consuls shall protect British
interests in the Transvaal, despite any
protest of President Kruger; and Admiral
Dewey, who is just now the idol of the
Americannation, onbeing interviewed with
reference to the war, is reported to have
said: "If England requires the United

Vol. I.— No.3.— »1

States Navy to give the balance of Europe
a lesson to mind its own business, the
sentiment of this country would give it to
her. Ishould like to be in command on
such an occasion." Utterances of this
character from men in high positions are
indicative of the cordial relations existing
between the two countries, and give colour
to the whispered report that a.secret Anglo-
Saxon Alliance is really in existence.

FRANCE.

From Paris coino the news"that the Cham-
ber of Deputies has voted a sum of sixty
million francs for the purposes of providing
additional means of defence for the coastsof
France and for putting the defences of that
country's colonies in proper order. The
amountis a fairly large one for France to
spend in such a way,but Jt is not nearly
sufficient to carry out theproposed improve-
ments in a fit and proper manner. The
Duchesse d'Uz^s, who attained some no-
toriety and great unpopularity by her
participation in the JJoulanger craze, has
once again put herself in an unenviable
position. Thiß wealthy and eccentric lady
has raised alegion in New York composed
of followers of President. Kruger. The
palm-greased enthusiasts will, it is under-
stood, leave America unarmed, and they are
to be supplied by the Duchesse with more
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money and the necessary lethal weapons
upon arrival within the borders of the
Transvaal. As the British Government has
been informed of the formation of this
awe-inspiringlegion,it is possible that the
Krugerites will never reach their proposed
destination. It is eminently satisfactory to
note that Le Debats, the leading Parisian
journal, has deprecated the attacks made by
a certain section of the French Press upon
QueenVictoria and the British empire. It
is quite time that some suchstricture on the
dastardly and objectionable attacks was
passed, and this semi-official denouncement
should do a great deal to smooth the feelings
of those who have felt that France was
degrading herself by allowing the useof the
insultinglanguage referred to.

THE SOUDAN

The victory of the Egyptian Army, under
Sir Francis Wingate, overtheDervishes,led
by the Khalifa,at Gelid,on the "Blue Nile,
should result in the complete tranquilizing
of the Soudan. The battle was decisive in
character, for the Khalifa Abdallah was
killed, in company with hundreds of his
fanatical followers, and many thousands of
prisoners were taken. That wary old
agitator and capable soldier, Osman Digna,
escaped once more, but his forces are so
depletedand broken up that he cannot long
be acause^of trouble, Mc will find it very
hard to rally the tribes again, and still more
difficult to invest them with thebelief that
he can defeat the British-led Egyptians.
Even the; Soudanese,, who know no fear,
have come to the conclusion that it is of no
use to fight against the British soldier.
Thelatter always wins in the longrun, and
Dervishes are, after all, only human. This
last crushing defeat should convince them
that under no leader can they prevail. So
confident is tjie Government about the
future that they,have declared the Soudan
tobe open to trade. ■

THE TRANSVAAL.
Dueing the past month Britain's war with
the Boershas almost monopolised attention,
The arrival of General Sir EedversBuller,
his assistant generals, and his staff, and the
steady stream of British reinforcements
travelling to South Africa has allayed the
feeling of insecurity that was apparent
shortly after the outbreak of hostilities.
General Buller has nowa sufficient force at
his command to effectually carry out his
plan of campaign, and though some time
may elapse before President Kruger sees
the wisdom of submitting to the inevitable,
the end of the war can be predicted with
certainty. There must be more hardly-won
battles, with moreterrible loss of life,before'
the fighting farmers of the Transvaal are
finally subjected. That they must be over-
whelmingly defeated in the end has always
been perfectlyclear. The safetyof Kimber-
ley mayberegarded witha great degree of
assurance, for General Lord Methuen,who
is marching to the relief of the beleagured
garrison, is already in heliographic com-
munication with the besieged inhabitants,
after defeating theenemyat Belmont. The
Boers, however, hold the Modder Bridge,
and should they determine to destroy this
only means of crossing the Modder River,
there may be some difficulty in relieving
Kimberley with despatch. At this season
the river is bound to be in flood,and the
Boers could undoubtedly make the task of
the attacking army a hazardous and dan-
gerous one if they should decide to do away
with the bridge. In Natal, the British
troops are now very strong. Lieutenant-
General Clery is moving towards Ladysmitli
with a force of ten thousand men. He \
marches via Colenso,and shouldhe encouu- ■

ter General Joubert's army, he will have
the assistance of Major-General Hildyard's
army corps. TheNew South Wales Lancers
have been the first of the Colonial troops to
cross swords with the enemy, and in the
engagementat Grass Pan,near Belinont,a
detachment did excellent work in charging
the retreatingBoers, Aportionof the Kevr
Zealand contingent has started for De Aar.
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