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Illentingj eAmongst the |_ceyel| @Mountains.

By W. TOWNSON,

YELL s a  picturesque
little  digging  township
with its houses perched
on the hill-side, where the
Buller  Road forms an
elbow at the crossing of
Lyell Creck. 1t is distant
about  thirty-five  miles
from Westport, and as

vou approach irom that

direction vou cross a very
iine iron bridge, supported on stone
piers, spanning the Buller River
where 1t narrows  hetween two
opposing bluffs.  From the bridge
it is but a xhort distance to © Mur-
derer’s Bluff,” from which eminence
vou look down upon the slumbering
hamlet across the creck.

It is not a place in which to hurry,
vourself, repose 1s the ominant
note, and the only excitements, the
arrival and departure of the mail
coach, and the influx of litigants
and their legal advisers on Court
day.

Mr. Boswell and 1 were bent on
exploring  the nelghbouring moun-
tains, having nearly a month at
onr disposal for the purpose, and
with every prospect of spending a
pleasant  holiday. The country
around was a ' terra incognita
in a botanical sense, T had, there-
fore, an excellent chance of making
a wood collection of plants, as there
wag promise of the discovery of
new species, and of new {acts re-
garding plant distribution.

In order to work the ground to
the best advantage, it was found
necessary to camp out, and we wers
provided with tent and flies—kindly
lent by the County Engineer—and

camp-gear and stores, packed into
the smallest possible compass, so
as to make convenient loads for the
pack-horses. Mr. Rasmussen at-
tended to the transport of our out-
{it, and did hix work well, and at
his hotel we were hospitably enter-
tained.  We devided to pitch our
irgt camp wnder the crown of
Boundary Peak, and with this ob-
ject we sel out earlv the next morn-
ing, Rasmussen with the pack-horse
in the lead, and my companion and

I walking  behind, loaded  with
cameras, rifle.  butterflv-net  and
plant-presses, as any one of these

necessary parts of our outfit might
be called fnto reqguisition during the
day's march.

Our route lay along the Buller
road for <ome miles, apd then we
turned up  the spur, foliowing the
rrospecting track lately made over
the Bruuner Range. 1t is vrood
travelling for pedestrians, but cer-
tainly not for a loaded horsc, as
the ground in some of the shady
gullies iz wet and vielding, and our
"‘11de anxiously watched his horse
ag it struggled and plunged through
the goft mire. How guickly a horse
gcents danger. It was interestling
to watch our pack-horse sniffing at
a bad place, and looking out for
the best means of negotiating it.
Slowly we wended our way up the
sinuous mountain track, stopping
at intervalg to admire the cver
beautifnl beech bush with its wealth
of glossy foliage and undergrowth
of creepers and forns. '

Our destination was reached just
as the evening shadows weve creep-
ing over the mountain’s side, for
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we had attained an elevation of
over 30000 feet, where the road-
makers had formerly camped, at
what is known as the Hfve-mile,
forty-chain peg. [t was only need-
ful to sling our tent and fly over the
poles  conveniently left standing,
make fast the guy-ropes, cat fire-
wood, and fresh birch tops for our
bunks, and wive it a good =sweep
out with a bush broom, to render it
fit for occupation. Tt proved to be
an excellent camp n every respect,
and we made 14 our home lor ten
days.

At the back of the tent a <pring
of ice-cold water welled out of the
bank, and we scooped out 2 shallow
pool below, which did dusy for a
hath.

Our  tive-fiy  was  made of
oiled cabco, and proved of great

service during the next few dayvs, as
a nor-ecaster <ot in, and tested itx
gualttics theroughly.  Great raking
hirch-trees towered over us, pro-
viding some shelter from the storm,
but as the gale increased they hent
Lefore the blast, and swayed to and
fro, scatiering showers of twigs and
leaves around, and causine us mno

small feeling of insecwrity in our
little calico house at their hase.
However, on a wmountain stde the

old patriarchs of the forest hecome
inured to that sort of assault, and
take a firmer prip of the eround
after each trial of strength with the
clements, and we soon gained full
vonfidence in their winning the day,
and became indifferent to the battle
raging  above. The drain ot
around the camp was rTunning a
hranker, and the rain squallg thresh-
vd the undergrowth, whilet great
masses of vapour swept over us,
and we had to wpile the birch logs
on the fire 1o keep up an appear-
ance of cheerfulness as we dodged
the clouds of pungent smoke.

Fortunately for us the storm
abated on the third day, and we set
out for a tramp over some of the
peaks which constitute the Brunner
Range. The track led us through
the bush for half a mile, and then
brought us out to the clear country,
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where {inger-posts, planted five
chaing  apart, indicate the line to
take to strike the pext sectiom of
the wack.

We veached  the summit of Boun-
dary Peak at an elevation of 4500
feet, and found there a square mile
or more of open country surround-
ing the mountain top, covered with
stunted shrubs and native grasses,
to which the Couniv Engineer has
given the name of © Flora-dale.”
An old billy inverted upen a fnger-
post marked the highest point.

Flora-dale proved subsequently 1o
be rich eground for the plant vollec-
tor, and | secived many specimens
which -were new to me.  Numerons
Hittle vills intersoct the bare spurs,
those on the north-cast face ulti-

matelv rim into triputaries  of the
Little  Deep-dale creek. At the

sonueee of vach rill there 1= a moun-
tain  hog.  ankle-deep in =oddon
mos=<, amongst which many varie-
ties of delicate Alpine flowers bloom,
Descending 3060 feet we reached the
continuation of the track leading
further down-hill 1o a =addle, where
in places the birch-trees stood in
such close rank that daylicht could
harely strugele through.

Nature ix prodigal in sttuations
where shelter and moisture  encour-
age the growth of the more delicate
forms  of plant-life, and the whole
hill-side was thickly carpeted  with
many  varieties  of delicate  ferns
and  great cushions of cmerald-
vreen mosses, while the birch trunks
were festooned  with  lichens  and
parasitic plants, and mosses of
many hues hung pendent from their
branches,

Bush wrens and creepers were
busilv  pryving amongst the lichens,
and into the crevices of the bark in
search of material for their morning
meal ; native canaries fluttered in
the tree-tors, their clear call re-
lieving the stillness of the forest ;
vellow-crowned paroquets were call-
ing to us to ““ give them a bit of
hread ' ; a pair of tomtits, clinging
to a supplejack, seemed to enquire
into the reason for our intrusion ;
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the bush warhler’s sihilant, broken-
off-short-song was also heard ; and
as I was pointing out some object
to Mr. Boswell, a fan-tail 1it with
all confidence upon my walking
stick which [ was nsing as-a pointer,
and its mate took up itg station
upon the camera legs which Mr.
Boeswell was carying.  Altogether

we counted seven varieties of bhirds

in one pateh of olearias and birch-
trees.

After a stiff climb throngh the
hush, we again. emerged into the
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was  proclaimed by a
signal  which soon
brought my companion up, and
slowly  but  surely we worked our
way back to the track. One of cur
troubles was the necessity of climb-
ing over the top of Boundary Peak
every day on our return to camp,
tired and leg-weary, but there was
no escape from it. As we looked
through the tree-tops from our
camp, Mt. Frederic faced ug, and
served as a good bavometer, for if
s top was not enveloped in a

of  which
“cooee,” a

A typical {Peak in Brunner Range.

open, where spurafter spur had to

be patiently surmounted before the -

top of the next peak was gained,
the height of which is 4800 feet.
On this first ascent the fog which
had * been hanging about all the
morning, closed down upon us and
compelled us to beat a retreat, and
on our way home we had to bhe very
careful after finding one finger-post
not to lose it in our search for the
next. Mr. Boswelistood by the last
found whilst 1 made casts round
Tooking for the next one, the finding

vapoury hood, we might safely con-
clude that our mountaing were elear
of fog also. When the wind was
favourable, we could plainly hear
the Denniston whistle, and we set
our watches by it more than once.
I had a bee alarm clock hanging
from the ridee-pole of the tent, and
1ts tick sounded quite homely in our
mountain solitude.

As the next morning proved fine,
hreakfast was prepared by star-
light, and our eggs and bacon were
discussed just as dawn was faintly
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glimmering, and the kakas were
heralding its approach with their
harsh clamour. We set out on our
climb in excellent spirits, and when
we reached the pomnt from where
the Inangahua Valley could usually
be seen, a strange view was pre-
sented to us. The whole valley was
filled with billowy mist, out of
which a few of the highest moun-
tain-tops rose like istands in a vast
sea. The foe-banks extended in
wave-like succession far as the eve
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Spear-grasses have to be reckoned
with on thix line of country, and
ithe Government Botanist, in writ-
ing to me on the subject, expressed
his surprise at the curious varieties
growing on our West Coast moun-
taing, which are quite unknown on
the Bast. -~ After crossing one high
point, a narrow razor-backed saddle
led us to the next, and on several
cocasions we climbed four or five
peaks, ranging in heicht from be-
tween four and five thousand feet,

Bluff on Dividing Range.

could reach, motionless, and en-
veloping all the lowlands as with a
white woollen pall. By ten o’clock
the sun had dispelled this accumu-
lated vapour, and the morning be-
came brilliantly clear. We travelled
ag far as the ten mile peg, crossing
some rock-strewn hluffs, which o
far are unsurveyed and nameless.
The track has been made for twenty-
two miles, and when finished will
reach the Victoria Range, near
Reefton.

before getting back to camp. It
was all granite country, with stray
patches of micaceous schigt, and
was well watered, although as we
had siruck the record summer for
fine weather known to the coast,
the mountain herbage was begin-
ning ‘to show gigns of withering,
and many of the springs were dry-
ing up. Large flowered mountain
daisies starred she Alpine meadows,
and what are popularly known as
mountain primwlad - were in great



[December, 1904

THE NEW ZEALAND

168

Chasr across the Buller, where we had to camp ouf,
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profusion, and all the water-courses
were decked with veronicas and
white-flowered * Senecio Lyalli,”
One morning 1 took my Goerz bin-
oculars up with me, and we seated
ourselves upon a sunny slope, and
had a grand opportunity of obser-
ving our surroundings.

McKay's hotel at the Junction
was plainly seen, and we watched
some cattle being driven along the
Buller road. The windings of the
Inangahua River could be followed
almost to Reefton, but a range of
low hills intercepted our view of the
town. The Grey valley was spread
out before ug, backed up to the
southward hy the snow-clad South-
ern Alps, Mt. Cook standing out
white and majestic with its snow-
fields glittering in the sunlight. To
the west the Paparca range was
seen in its entire length, its rugged
outline toothed and indented like
the edge of an inverted cross-cut
saw, the only ulimpsze of the sen
heing through the gap at the en-
trance to the Buller Gorge, near
Westport. Seaward the mountain
chain, commencing with Mt. Roch-
fort and running out keyvond Mt.
Glasgow, formed a continuous ram-
part hetween us and the coastline,
while inland we could trace the
well-known outlines of Mt, Arthur
and Mt. Owen, with Mts. Newton
and Mantell filling the middle dis-
tance Letween the Brunner range
and the lofty St. Arnaud chain.
Mt. Lyell was carefully studied in
tts every detail, as owr next camp
was to be pitched under its slopes.

We spent one day on a diverging
range which overlooks the Little
Deepdale, and in the gullv lelow
there is a verv fine waterfall, which
was runhing drv during our visit.
The erag-fronted hiuff in the photo-
graph was a prominent feature in
this range, and its rugged scarps,
and deeply-scarred face gave it a
gloomy and forbidding aspect. I
climbed over the top of it, carefully
and deliberately, as on its narrow
ridges the rocks were loosely wviled.
and a false step meant a fall of

*camera in
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hundreds of feet. The height to
which large timber prew on these
mountaing surprised us, as lofty
trees were found at an altitude of
over 3000 feet, whilst on the coast
ranges they dwalf at a little more
than half that elevation. When we
reached camp in the evenng, iaden
with spoil, our first consideration
was a bath at the spring, then after
lighting a fire, and hanying uwp our
wet clothes to dry and smoke, pre-
parations were made  for dlmng,
sumptuously and well.  That meal
was invariably thoroughly enjoyed,
and during its progress we discussed
our plans for the morrow, after
which, in the glow of the blazing
logs, the aroma of tobaceo rose like
incense on the night aiv. The plants
collected during the day had to be
arranced in the presses hefore turn-
ing in, and the laxt to hed had to
bank up the fire and tie up the doov
of the tent.

A weka caused  us  considerable
amusenent as he constitated him-
self scavenver-in-chief, and would
allow no feathered intruders. He
evidently considered that he had
pevged out a special claim, and was
ever on the watch to see that it
wasn't jumped, and if another wood-
hen so much as peered into a meat
tin, or laid beak to a crust of hread
or mutton bone, he spread out his
wings and sailed for the trespasser,
chasing it far down the track, peck-
ing and bufleting it vigorously as it
fled. The little bush wrens often
flitted ahout under our fire-fly,
creeping familiarly about the tent-
poles, emitiing their sharp, squeal-
ing notes.

After further excursions to Flora-
dale, and spendine a day with the
the higher mountains,
we concluded that we would break
camp and go down to Lyell by the
short cat. We packed up owr- im-
pedimenta ready for the pack-
horses, shouldered owr swags, and
came down to the river-bank op-
posite the I.vell township. The
river here is crossed by a chair, and
as we pulled on the line to haul it
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Mountain Daisies and Spear Grass.

up to the landing, the rope gave
way on the opposite side, and went
trailing down .into the river, leav-
ing us in rather an awkward pre-
dicament. [t was too late in the
eveping, to think of effecting repairs,
and as there was no other means of
crossing that niphi, we were ohliged
to camp out in the open, within a
few chains of our hotel, but un=
fortunately on the wrong side of the
river. We had brought no pro-
visions with ug, and were without
blankets, but it was a fine night,

and gleeping under the canopy of -

Heaven was no great hardship. We
made a frugal supper of three black-
berries and a drink of water, and
our bed consisted of a narrow bit of

scantling with a bad warp in it.
We raised a fire by breaking up an
old fence, but it did not suffice to
drive away the mosquitoes which
proved a bpuisance. 1 do not re-
member ever having a better op-
portunity of studying the stars
than on that occasion, and we were
glad when daylight enabled us to
see our way along the old Lyell
track, bringing us, after a seven
miles tramp, safely to our desired
haven, and breakiast. We warmed a
Chinaman who wag in the habit of
using the chair, -that the iine was
adrift, but that morning he disre-
garded our warning, and loosened
the chair which we had made fast,
got into it, and was hung up over
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Road up Lyell Creek.
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the middle of the stream. MHe was
only rescued by being lassoed and
thus hauled in.

After a day or two of rest, we set
out with a pack load of stores for
camp already pilched under ihe
spurs of Mt. Lyeil. The road fol-
lows. the Lyell Creek, zigzagping and
winding up the side of the Lyell
hill, and ig very heautiful, parts of
it reminding me of pictures which I
have seen of passes amongst the
Swiss mountaing. We passed the

ZEATAND [December, 1304
the South Island. T also found a
wentian growing higher up on the
side of the track, which is new to
the botanical anthorities,

Our camp was reached about mid-
day, and after parting with our
packer, we were once more left to
the solitude of the birch forest
about ten miles from Lyell. We
soon made our tent habitable, but
it wag not nearly as good a camp
ag the one we had left. Water had
to Le carried up out of a deep gully

Our Camp, with Packer having Tea,

Alpine Battery and the little settle-
ment oif Gibbstown, peopled by
miners and their families.

Still upward our route lay, and
I was pleased to find the mossy
watercourses which we  crossed
beautified by mats of the native
calceolaria, which adorned the wet
rocks  with its purple-spotted
flowers. The same season Mr.
Cockayne found it growing further
south, and these are, so far, the
only records of its being a native of

some chaing  away, and insects
abounded in it. The presiding
wood-hen  was in  this, ag in our
other camp, a good fighting bird,
but could only boast of one feather
in its tail, and as it erected this
scanty appendage at every step, it
presented a very ludicrous appear-
ance.

A sheep-track led us to Mt. Lyell,
and we met with no special diffi-
culties in climbing up the western
slopes.  We had a short saddle to
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cros:, on one side of which a small
stream was running towards Lyell
Creek, and on the other wax a
tributary of the right-hand branch
of the Mokihinui, the saddie heing
the dividing point of the two water-
sheds. The ridge of the mountain
is semi-lunar, with a rocky face to
the north, but clear gpurs to the
south, and the trig station ix at an
elevation of 4360 fect.

There 1s a lakelet near the sum-
mit, and cne hot morning we made
a dash for it, asx we were terribly
thirsty. We lay down on the grassy
bank and buried ouwr faces in its
tepid water, drinking deep draughts
gquite regardless of multitudes of
heetles which were seulling about in
every direction, and an assorted lot
of squirming and wrigghng acquatic
beasts right wnder our noses. When
our thirst was assuaged we dis-
cussed the advisabilitv of taking o
doze of intect powder on  reaching

home,
While dimbing up a steep, stony
ridge, 1 found quite a distinct

variety of spear-prass, and T have
every hope that lLefore lomy 1 shall
hear that it is another new one,

There is a magnificent view from
the top of Mt. Lyell, and we

made zeveral ascents, but unfortu-
nately there was a considerable
amount of burning going on in the
valleys, and the smoke obscured the
view somewhat. WMt. Glasgow can
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he seen very distinetly, and its
ragged ridges are very imposing. I
decided at once that it should be the
scene  of my next climbing expedi-
tion, but that is another story.

On the last day of our stay in
camp | wont over the bush spur be-
hind our tent, and crossed into New
Creek to look at a quartz veef which
was being opered up there. I was
shown over the workings, and was
very favourably impressed with its
chances of proving a good property.
The same afternoon we paid a visit
to Zalatown, which was once a busy
and populous dicving township. It
is wituated on a hill-top not far
from Gibhstown, and there is no-
thing now to mark the site but a
few broken down dwellings, and a
creat many emply bottles, which 1
find constitute one of the main fea-
tures of a decaved mining camp.
oats and wood-hens roamed un-
molested throueh the rank grass
with which the place was over-
grown.

Holidavs must come to an end.
My companion’s {ime was up, so we
journeyed once wmore to Lyell, col-
leeted our traps, and reached town,
very hrown and thin, but well con-
tented with our sojourn amongst
the Lyell Mountains. Mr. Boswell
returned to work, while I, having
more leisure, selected another com-
panien, and set out for Mokihinui
and Mt. Glasgow.
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gulefide Ovbservances.

By RACHEL DEE BROWNLOWE,

“ Christmas, says Blount, wag called the Feast of Lightrs in the Western or Latin
Church, becanse they used many lighis or candles at the feast; or rather, hecause

Christ, the Light of all lights, that true light, then came into the world.

Henece

the Christwas candle and what was perhaps only a secceedanenm, the Yule-block, or

clog, before candles were in general use.”

(Brand's Popular Antiquities, by Sir Henry Ellis

> TATEVER may have
&7 heen the original idea
in instituting a Feast
of Lights in celebra-
tion of Christmastide,
it appears quite evi-
dent that the Yule-
clog is a survival of
some ancient practice
associated with pagan
worship. The origin
of the name Yule is surrounded with
much obscurity. Ilr. Annandale
vives us four languages in which 1t
is found, in forms strongly re
sembling each other, namely, Anglo-
maxon, lcelandic, Danish and Swe-
dish. Another authority assures us
that all the Celtic peoples were
addicted to the worship of the Sun.
If we bear in mind the fact that it
was not only the winter solstice
which was celebrated by the light-
g of preat fires, but that the sum-
mer solstice also was celebrated by
the lipghting of fires in the open air,
we shall see that there is strong
reason to believe that the Ynle-log
has merely been withdrawn by the
Christian Church from it heathen
assoclations, and kept a-‘blazing on
the bare merit of its hospitakle
warmth. The Yule-log, as we know
it, or rather as we know of it, iz all
that properly concerns us.  Yet,
were we to Investigate, the ob-
scurity surrounding this institution
is flashed upon at various points by

suggestiony which lend a lurid con-
trast to the blissful associations
which cling about our Christmas-
tide.  Br. Watson tells us that the
worship of Baal extended as far
west as the British Isles ; and it has
been thought that the wpopular
Christmas dish of I'urmity is a sur-
vival of the ancient Saturnalia. 1t
scems abundantly likely that many
of the qguaint, and even grotesque
practices which obtained in the
British Isles in connection with the
Christmas festivities were incor-
porated into the Christian festival
from pagan heathenism. The sjze of
the Yule-log was considerakle. We
are told of an incident which oecur-
red during the Civil War, when one
of the combatants hurnt the house
of an opponent by firing the Yule-
log. A rather ironical jole !

Poets have loved to sing of the
Yule-log ; thus Tennyzon :

“ Again at Christmas did we weave

The holly round the Christmas hearth:

The silent snow possessed the earth,

And calmly fell our Christmas Eve.”

*The Yule-log sparkled keen with frost.”

. Herrick, most descriptive of poets,
SIOY'S :
# Come, bring with a noise,

My merry, merry boys,

The Christmas log to the firing,

While my good dame, she

Bids ye all be free,

And drink to your heart’s desiring.
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“ With the last year’s brand,
Light the new block, and
For good success in his spending,
On your psaltries play,
That sweet luck may
Come while the log is a-teending.”

He goes on to mention the mak-
ing of the mince-pie ; but says no-
thing about Furmity, which he men-
tions in another piece called ““ The
Hock Cart.” Ifurmity is a very
palatable dish. It is made of husk-
ed wheat boiled ; and we know from
experience that it goes very well
with a great wood fire, in an open
Colonial fireplace, even in Auckland,
when the weather is cold. Truly, a
wood fire is the perfection of a fire ;
but we must draw the line at a full-
sized Yule-loo in our wooden houses.
Herrick refers to the pretty custom
of decorating in his  Ceremonies
for Candlemas Hve ™ :

“Down with the rosemary and bays,

Down with the mistleioe ;
Instead of holly now upraise
The greener box for show.”

One of the most grotesque cos-
toms was that of Going a-hodening.
This  obtained at Ramsgafe, in
Kent. It was the procession through
the streets of a party of young
people ; the chief feature of the pro-
cession being the hoden, or wooden
horse. This curious figure was con-
trived out of the head of a dead
horse attached to a pole about four
feet long ; over this a horse-cloth
was thrown, under which one of the
voung people was concealed. By
means of a string attached to the
lower jaw the concealed person kept
opening and shuiting the horse's
mouth. The hideous noise thus pro-
dneed was accompanied on the part
of the others by the ringing of
hand-kelle.  Thevy went from house
to house dressed in fancy costumes,
sincine songs and carols, and were
entertained with refreshmenis, or
offered movev. The practice took
its name doubtless from the hoden ;
and even after it was discontinued
ihe practice of carol-singing was
called going a-hodening.
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In some of the northern parts of
England the people used to observe
a custom of crving '+ Ule, Ule,” in
church, when the sermon or service
was concluded ; and some ran about
the streets singing :

“ Ule, Ule, Ule, Ule,
Three puddings in a pule,
Crack nuts and ery Ule”

in Hcotland it was considered
lucky to he the frst one to open the
door to Ule.  Some would place in
the doorway a chair or table cover-
ed with a cdean cloth and spread
with bread and cheese ** to Yale '
while first thing in the morning it
was usuad to ret w new broom he-
hind the onter door " to let in
Yute.”  The practice of keeping a
table spread all day, for all comers,
was one which was not perhaps
without its attendant disadvan-
tages ; for all comers were expucted
to  partake. under penalty of ill-
luck ;. a  circumstance  caleulated,
surely, to make calling on Christ-
mas day a =crious affair.

One of the most picturesque wavs
of celenrating the Chilstmas seagon
was that of bringing tn bhaskets of
rosy apples and presenting them to
the members of the congrecation in
Church.  To add to the effect, and
doubttess  to wupply  some yuaint
fancy, there was a spric of rose-
mary stuck in cach apple.  The re-
cipients presented the singing-hoys,
who dispensed them, with twopence,
fourpence, or sixpence, as they could
afford, in retwn for an apple. This
custom prevailed at Ripon. We are
told that in the Isle of Man the ser-
vants used to stav up all night :

and after the midnight ringing of
the kells in the churches, when

pravers were done, they would go
and hunt the wren. When theyv had
found one of these hirds thev would
kill it, lay it on a bhier and bring it
to the church. Herve, with moek
solemnity, and the chanting of a
dirge, in the Many language, thev
would hury the unfortunate bivd.
In lIreland also the custom of
staying up to watch for Christmas
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was mdulged. He who first an-
nounced the crowing of the cock
was rewarded with a cup of tea In
which a glass of spirits was mixed.
At Culdaff, in Ircland, it was usual
for the working L]ﬁbSBS to raflle for
mutton, when sufficient people could
be ot to subscribe and pay for a
sheep. A favourite game in the
Chrigtmas  holidayvs was the game
of Kamuran. 'This was played
with a ball, which was required to

be sent In a certain course, while
the opponent exerted himself to
send it in another direction. A

crooked stick was used to drive the
ball.

The Welsh custom of assembling
““in church at ahout three o’clock
in the morning 7’ taking part in a
service, and then continuing *‘ sing-
ing psalms and hvrmns with great
devotion till daylight,” is certainly
fully in harmony with the true
spirit of keeping Christmas Eve as

a vigil. Even those who vere un-
able, through age or other dis-

ability, to attend divine service at
church, conducted the prayers and
gang the carols at home.

In connection with the ancient
custom of bringing in the boar’s
head at St. John's Gate, Clerken-
well, a good deal of ceremony wag
ohserved, and with telling effect no
doubt. A blowing of bugles an-
nounced the apmoaoh of the dish.
The cook, dressed in white, came
in singing an old song printed by
Wynkyn de Worde in 1521 :

“The bred heed in bande bringe T,
With garilens gay and rosemarie;
I pray you all synge merrilie.”

of whom had a
joined in the

The guests, each
copy of the words,
chorus.

{December, 1904

A similar custom prevailed at
Queen’s College, Oxford ; kut here
the ceremony is supposed to have
had some reference to a curious ex-
perience of a scholar, who once be-
ing attacked by a boar , rammed bis
copy of Aristotle down the heast’s
throat, so choking him.

Many of the customs described
are certainly curious, and no doubt
wholly baffiing in their origin. Some
of them are entirely alien in their
gpirit  from the spirit of the Chris-
tian religion ; and vet they have
lived, with all the hardihood of
superstition rooted In  ighorance.
Even Christianity does not always
prevail over the human hunger for
the fanciful ; and one authority tells
us that *° A superstitious notion
prevails in the western parts of
Devonshive, that at twelve o'clock
at night on Christmas Eve the oxen
in their stalls are always found on
their knees, in the attitude of de-
votion.”  The dwellers in western
Devonshire must be singularly in-
nocent of any sense of the excrucia-
tingly ridiculous !

How many of the more commend-
able and hospitable customs men-
tioned are still in one form or an-
other 1n vogue, we do not know.
That which, because of its connec-
tion with the ““ old order ” seemed
]ikel.iest to last, is with the °* old
order ”’ passing away. After all,
only one thing signifies to us, keep—
ing Christmastide in this our great
open temple of Nature, where
‘“ everything saith glory,” andl that
is, that the true Christmas Spirit
shall prevail. ~That spirit will dic-
tate its own expression; and its
language, the language of kindness,
needs no interpreier.
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By BRENACH

o) OOREEDY  JACK was a
) specimen of the old-time
bushman, a type now long
vanished from the scene.
Twenty-live vears of Uolo-
nial life—during which he
. had passed through every
P phase of experience that
the Bush affords—kauri-
N cutting, timber-jacking,

pit-sawing, rafting and
mill-work, ete.—~together with fights
and sprecs innumerable—had left
him at the awge of sixty still hale
andd hearty, though rather stiff in
the joints for reeular work among
the kauri. The only colonial in-
dustry he had never tried was gum-
digging. That, by the real old-
timers was only considered fit for
“ Mories,”” new-chum 'brokers, or
such incapable softies as had neither
the rluck nor the savvy to tackle
the zenuine work of the Bush.

Tt was a fine summer’s day, a
good many years ago, that he
passed through our settlement on a
tramp hetween two distant timber-
bhushes. THe had walked about
thirty miles, and it would take
forty or fifty more hefore he reached
his destination ; <o he gladly ac-
cepted the invitation of one of our
party to stop for the night. The

Vor, XI.—No. 3.—#1.

settlement had been only recently
formed, and we were all bursting
with new-chum energy as we took
our first steps in colonial life.  With
the exception of one or two who
had ““ been out before,” and who
were able to give usg a lead, most of
itg had learned the science of wood-
craft from the pages of ** Master-
man Readv,”” or some similarly
fascinating work which has lured
the adventurous Briton to seck a
home beyvond the seas. Tt all look-
ed dalightfully simple—in the book-—
but when we came to tackle the
thatching of a house, or the split-
ting of a refractory log, we found
that *“ Masterman Ready 7 and Co.
didd not apply; and though we
plunged hopelully on we did not
make very satisfactory progress.
The advent of the experienced
strapger seemed to offer a solution
of the difficulty, and from the start
everything went on greased wheels.
He knew everything, and there was
nothing either outside or inside the
gshanty that he could not turn his
hand to. Whether 1t was the split-
ting of posts and rails, the rigging
up of a Spanish windlass, the hak-
ing of a loaf, or the salting of a
pig, old Jack was all there. But it
was in the handling of puriri tim-



178 THE NEW ZEALAND

ber that he espectally shone, and
indeed by which he aecquired the
sobriquet of *“ Booreedy *’ (settlers’
name for puriri), which stuck to
him for many a year. It was a
picture to see bim opening a tough
four-foot log. The wedges that our
leading amateurs had tried in vain
to enter—only to see them bound
away into the scrub-—seemed to
draw like so many spike-nails.  He
never hurried ihe operation. **We'll
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with perhaps a brief interval for a
visit to some oi hiz old haunts. 1
can see him now as he came on the
*“ Wallaby track.” A tall, gaunt
figure, slightly stooping from the
hips, but =till square in  the shoul-
ders—his  dress a  short-sleeved
flannel  shirt and a pair of mole-
skin trousers rather the worse for
wear, with an old bloe jumper tied
hy the sleeves round his neck. He
moved lichtly along  with  short,

One or two who had been out before were able to give us a Lead.

git down and have a smolke,”” he
would say, ““and let her do the
worl herzelf. Don’t you hear her
talkin’ 7" ag a gentle ticking would
indicate that the »ct of partition
had commenced. Then the wedges
were ‘ backed up,” and a few solid
blows from the heavy mauls would
complete the operation.

He soon became a regular institu-
tion in the settlement. When he
had finished with one homestead he
would generally go on to snother,

high steps—as a man does who has
spent the best part of his iife in the
bush, arnd whose safety depends on
how he places his feet, He carried
his  blankets Maori  * pikau”
fashion done up in a flour-bag, for.
in those days the blow-fly boomed
through the land. His axe lay on
his right shoulder, and in his left
hand he carried a small black billy
with the arm slightly kinked at the
elbow, a habit he had got into from
many years of carrying the *‘ jack.”
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He always came with a budget of
news, and though he could neither
read nor write he was fairly well
informed  even on matters outside
the horizon of the Bush, while his
observations on men and thines
were very shrewd and practical. He
had heen to every timber station in
the province, and could hit off to a
nicety the leading features in the
character of every contractor or
hoss hetween Tairua and Mangonul,
He worked cheerfully from davlicht
to dark, whether his emplover were
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had taught the kitten to jump amd
set the dolly’s broken lew.

It is hardly to be supposed that
such a paragon should he without
some tlaw 1n his compo=ition, and |
grieve to relate that ouy friend was
not free from one that was almost
universal amonyg the old-timsers. He
was all right so long ax there was
no grog about : kut once he vot the
taste—or, 1 helieve, even the smell—
he hecame another man. He would
purchase half a dozen hottles of rum
to start with, and go on a regular

On the Wailaby Track.

present or not, and was not at all
particular as to the nature ol the
job he was asked to undertake, as
for instance, when one of the ma-
trons of the community wanted to
visit a distant part of the settle-
ment it was not unusual to horrow
the old man for the day to look
after the house in her ahsence. On
her return she would find the place
all tidied up, a week’s supply of fire-
wood cut and stacked, and the
dinner cooked to a turn, while the
children would tell what a time they
had had, and deseribe how Jack

burst so long as he had a copper
left. He went through all the
stages : first, hilarious and playiui,
then gloomy and guarrelsome ;
generally ending up in -a ficht, in
which, as might be expected under
the circumstances, he usually got
the worst of it. Az soon as he had
“sulfered a recovery —frequently
a painful one—he was alwayvs ready
to admit the particular kind of fool
he had been, and was full of good
resolutiony for the future. But they
never came to anything, and at
greater or less intervals the old
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rame went on. The curious part of
it was that these dissipations never
appeared to alffect his health. For
the moment he was a wreck, but a
few days work alwavs set him right,
and in a week or two he was as
sound as ever.

We often wondered how he had
drifted out to the colony. He was
not at all the type of the * assisted
emigrant.””  He could never have
accumulated suflicient capital to
pay for a passage even if he had de-
gired to do so:; and there was no-
thing in his stvle or appearance to
suggest that he had heen sent out
“for his couniry’s good.” He used
to tell interminable stories about
his early home as a hoy on a York-
shire farm, and of hiz subgoquent
adventures on a canal-boat, which
he said wsed to sail right up into
Regent’'s Park. The various irag-
ments of his colonial life, if care-
fullv pieced together, would have
covered a period reaching bhack to
the coming of (‘aptain Cook, bhut
there was always a hiatus that was
never filled up. It was a far cry
from the Regent’s Canal to the
Kauri Bush, and we were naturally
anxious to know how he had spent
the interval.  Of course, we might
have asked the guestion, but, what-
ever 1t may be how, in those dayvs
1t was considered an unpardonable
breach of Bush etiquette to ask a
man how he had come out. As Jack
himself expressed it, ' You might
ag well ask a fellow at once what
he had been in for 17

We pot a clue one dav, however,
in an unexpected manner. Our
friend was returning from one of
his periodical escapades in a eondi-
tion of incomplete recovery, when
he chanced to look in at a house
where he found the old Major en-
gaged in teaching his nephews the
sword exercise with a pair of single-
sticks, He stood watching the per-
formance with great interest from
the doorway, when at last—during
a pause—he said, ““ Wot’s that ¥’y
tryin’ to do, Major?’  Why,
don’t you see, you fool, 'm teach-

‘
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ing the hoys the cuts and points ?”
“Cuts and points "’ he snorted,
“ that’ll do for the Line. Gimme
the stick, Jimmy.” And with that
he straddled his legs wide apart,
and grasping an imaginary hridle
in his left hand he swept the weapon
round his head, as he shouted
in a volce we had never heard he-
fore— Circ'lar guard. Hengape !
in about a minute the Major was

up in a corner, and as woon as
he pot his breath, he said: ““Why,
Jack, vyou old sinner, you've

heen there hefore, and you always
said vou couldn’t ride !’ This
little episode, together with the
fact that he had a very neatly
tattooed figure of a field-plece on
the upper part of his left arm, in-
clined ug io think that some time
or other he had got tired of the
Rowal Horse Artillery.

Of course, | had my twrn with the
rest. [ had just burned off a large
clearing, and was glad to obtain
the services of an experienced bush-
man to belp in the ** logging ap.”
This is hard work, and one whish
demands a wood deal of skill, as
anyone knows who has tried it,
and one  would suppose that eight
hours spent in chopping, and rolling
and  piling among the flames and
smoke would Le enough to exhaust
a man's encrgles for the day. Tt
might have been with most men,
but not with Booreedy Jack, In
additicn to his werk in the clearing
he did all sorts of odd jobs about
the house. He was generally up he-
fore daylight, and he had a break-
fast cooked by the time most hired
labourers would have condescended
to turn out. He was a light and
dexterous  hand with the frying-
pan, and his “ slap-jacks 7 were the
envy of all the housekespers in the
settlement, while in regard to fried
potatoes—well, T have occasionally
eaten worse on the DBoulevards,
which is saying a good deal.

During the lengthening autumnal
evenings—after we had done a good
day’s work on the -clearing—we
would sit and smoke our pipes by
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the fire, and yarn and speculate on
any and every subject that came
into our heads. This was the time
that the old man was in his glory :
and he would interlard the narra-
tive of his vouth and colonial ex-
rerience with theories of the age of
the kauri, the formation of the gum
and the spontaneous generation of
the fern—with all the other unsoived
problems that are threshed out
every night in a Bush camp-—or
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for himsell in #ome sheltered spot
far removed from the temptations
of the mill-stations—thers were no
townships to speak of in those days
—all he wanted was to get a start.
{Jnce that was done the rest would
arrange itself. So far all he had to
show for hig twenty-five years of
hard graft, was the suit of clothes
that he stood in, with his axe and
billy and a pair of worn blankets.
But that did not matter. e could

A light and dexterous Hand with the Frying-pan.

which  uzed to be kefore the bush-
men had learned to read, and a
weekly mail brought in the latest
news of the gins and sorrvows of the
outer world.

He sometimes—though not often—
dropped a metaphorical tear over
the ** might-have-been,” but he was
generally hopeful abowt the future,
Like most old-time hushmen, he
had a fixed idea that sooner or
later he would make a little home

tide over the lirst vear by splitting
posts and vails for the Forty-Acre
men while he was making his clear-
ing and his crops were maturing.
There was plenty of wild pork in
the pusgh, and that, with a suflicient
supply of potatoes and pumpking,
was good enough for any man. He
would manage to pick up a few
fowls, and with the eggs and the
surplus  of his onion-bed he would
procure what he wanted in the way
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of groceries and tohacco, with an
occasional addition to his wardrobe
in the shape of a shirt or a pair of
trousers.

The onion-hed was  his main
chance. He always came back 1o
that : and many a half-hour | have
listened to his calculations as we
sat together in the * whare.” They
were as faultlessly perfect as  the
prospectis of a new joint-stock com-
paoy. *Tisn't every one as can
grow honions,” he would say. “ Tt
looks easy enouch, and so does
plavin®  the fddle: but there's
money in it, and it's a sure thing if
vou manage it properly.  You see,
a packet of seed only costs six-
pence.  The labour will cost no-
thing. as Pll do it myself, and all
the manure vou want iz a few
harrow-loads of hashes and a bit of
lime that vou can make by burning
a vouple of kitfuls of pipi-shells that
vou ean hump up from the beach.
Well. vou see, a packet of seed will
sow  hall a square  chain 7 —1
thought it mnst he a very large six-
pennyworth, but that did not mat-
ter—and then he would estimate
how manv  rows woukd cover the
space, and the number of oniona in
each row at =ix inches apart.  Tal-
ing half a pound as the average
weight of a bulb—or a guarter to
make sure—that made so many
hundvedweight, which. at fourpence
a pound, or say threcpence, would

ron up into guite  an  hmposing
fieare.

Thus far his  caleulations  were
geperally pretty uniform : but this
was only the preamble.  The real

gquestion was the mvestment of the

capital thus acquired.  Sometimes
he inclined to a fowl-farm. * Hens
is easy manaved,” he would say,

““and they bring in a quick return :
and besides, they eat up all the
small spuds  and things that vou
can’t find a sale for.”” And then he
would proceed to show how the
stock would increase at a ratio to
which geometirical progression was
not in it. But his favourite spec
was a call.  He would purchase a
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heifer calf for a pound or thirty
shillings. In two or three years’
time she would be a cow and be
having calves of her own. Two of
these he would ftrain as working
bullocks—he never had any doubt
as to the sex of the coming progeny
—and with this handy team he
could undertake a larger cultiva-
tion, besides hiring them out to the
settlers and taking contracts for
hauling posts and rails and so
forth. 1t all went on without a
hitch. There never was any gques-
tion of failure. '* Why, so-and-so,’”
and then he would mention some
well-known capitalist, ** didn’t have
half the start that [ would have
and look at him now, smokin’
cigars and drinkin’® champagne.
Why, he coutd buy up the whole of
the River if he liked.” DBut he never
got any further, ax soon as he yot
his cheque he would go off to the
nearvst place where he could got 1t
cashed--generally in the neighbour-
hoed of some bush pub—with the
firm  Intentlon of limiting his ex-
penses to the purchase of some
necessary articles of clothing and
investing the balance in the savings
bank, but in two or three weeks he
would turn up in a more or less
hattered condition, without even
the sixpence for his preliminary out-
lay on the onion secd.

The winter had passed and the
logping up had long been completed.
The grass-seed, sown on the ashes,
had sprouted, and alveady a fresh,
green  tinge was beginning  to
gpread over the clearing,  Strange
to say, with the exception of one
slight lapse, old Jack had kept per-
fectly sober all those months—a
longer spell, he said, than ever he
had had since he came to the colony.
Still, 1 had an idea that this satis-
factory state of things was not go-
ing to last, There was evidently
gomething coming. The old man
was getiing restless, and though he
did his work ag well as ever, he
seemed gradually 1o lose interest in
the place. He got silent and
gloomy. There were no more varns
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of his early adventures and Bush
experience. Aund even the visions of
the fowl-ranch and the onion-hed
faded away. He commenced to turn
in carly. but he used to light his
candle every hour or so and have a
smoke. I guessed what was going
to happen, but T was afraid of pre-
cipitating matters by making any
remark. At length the end came.
After a more than usually restless
night he told me one morning that
he wanted to wo for a change, and
asked me i | would wmind settling
up. I knew him well enough 1o he
aware that there would be no use in
arguing the point, so I vave him
his checue, and he took his axe and
blankets and departed, and 1 never
gaw him from that dayv to this.
Foleft the settlement soon after-
wards, but as | kept up a corre-
spondence with my friends, 1 was
posted up from time to time in the
local news., 1 found that the old
man had made up for hiz prolonged
ahstinence wader my roof by a burst
of wmore than usaal magnitude. He
had  wandered into a =lv grog-
shanty, where he got drinking and
plaving cards with a lot of Maoris
and gun-diggers.  The card playving
developed into a fight, and heiny in
a minority, and with money to lose,
he soon got the worst of it. Three
days afterwards he crawled hack to
the settlement with a broken arm
hesides several cuts and bruises—
all he had to show for his six
months’ wages. However, he soon
recovered and went on as hefore.
Nometimes he was gardening for the
Major, sometimes taking a smali
contract of splitting puriri, but
usually acting as general utility
man for one or other of the settlers,
Eventually he disappeared from
the district, and many and varlous
were the speculations as to what
had becowe of him. But as time
passed on  without bringing any
news, the opinion was firmly adopt-
ed that he must ke dead—probably
drowned in a creek or perished in
some trackless hush where his bones
would be found many years after-
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wards when the land came to be cut
up for settlement.

But old Jack was not to make
his exit in so prosaic a manner.
One of the settlers, on a visit to
Auckland for the summer holidays,
was passing down Queen Street on
Christmas morning, when he was
struck by a tall, upright fioure
marching with a military step be-

A Brand from the Burning.

hind the kand of the Salvation
Army, which in ¢pite of the un-
familiar upiform bore a remarkable
resemblance to Booreedy Jack. He
looked so hale and hearty, and so
well set up that the likeness might
only have been an accidental one
were it not for the peculiar kink in
his left elcow that has already been
remarked on. That was unmis-
takeahle.
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Of course the news quickly went found his true vocation in life, or
round, and many were the rejoic- that his new friends had succesded
ings over the brand plucked from in drawing out his better self, the
the burning : and we were glad to  fact remained that he continued for
hear afterwards that the reforma- many vyears, not only a shining
tion had not been a transitory one. light, but a really useful member of
Whether it was that he had at last that wonderful organisation.
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ABovE the best of passing things we hold
Like miser’s gold,

This slender vial, conerete of glad tears—
The gift of years.

Move sweet than secret balms that priests would ponr
In days of yore,

With calm contempt of cost, before the shrive
They held divine:

It holds for us the mem'ries of life’s bliss—
A clasp—a kiss:

With that electric, vivifying thrill—
“ Remewmbered still!”

And wordless moments when rent clouds lave shown
Uz not alone—

8o that we fared content down devious wuys
For many days.

O gift worth prizing even for this dower,
This subtle power!
Beyond the thrilling breath of all Cashmere
More fragraunt, dear,
Rosww.
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X OLD YORK. ¥

By H. L. MACHELL,

Paxr 1.

HEN Max O'Rell toured
the Colonies, he was
asked what he should
do when he oot back
to Kurope. ° 1 shall
go and look at some
old wall with a hit of
ivy on it,” he replied.

This ix  how one
feels on returning to

York after vears spent
in New Zealand ; there is a delight-
ful sense of repose in these old-
world towns ; they have had their
day—and a stormy one it has been ;
-now they «lumber !

York is old—verv old—York was
old when Severus, Emperor of
Rome held Lis court here A.I. 200,
and the Roman gualleys anchored in
the river; nay ! it scems to have
been old when Agricola, the Roman
GGeneral, completed the subjueation
of North Britain in 83, after
bloody hattles with the trihe of
Brigantes who then held the place.

It was Eburacum in thosge davy,
and a very important place com-
mevcially as well as politically ;
the largest vessels afloat could then
sail right wp to the Port,

The ¢ Conquering Sixth ™ Legion
from Germany, and the “ Spanish
Ninth ¥ had their head-quarters
here—the former for three hundred
vears ; only a short time avo theiv
cemetery was opened and all the
tiled coffins and massive stone sar-

cophagi unearthed ; the former
stamped “ LEG. VI, VIC.)" or
“LEG. 1X. HISP.,” as the case
might be.

The letters “ D.M.” on many of

the coffins  and tombstones arc a
tribute to the goddess Mothers (Dea
Matres), who were Romanised Ger-
man deities, and prosided over all
that was homely and beautiiul in
lie ; this votive inscription shows
how the hearts of the soldiers vun-
ed homewards to the © Vaterland ™
whenee thev had leen torn.

in one of the sarcophagt was
fourdd  a lead coflin rontaining the
remtains of a Reman lady embedded
in gvpsam, her avburn haie in ex-
cellent preservation, and pinned up
with oreaments of Whithy jet: a
pillow had evidently kept the head
apart from the oypsnm ; this hair
has been carefully combed out. re-
coiled as found, and now mav be
et in the Museum.

I arother, the skeletons mouth
contained & small coin, presumably
for charon's fare acrons the Styx—
20 the vloomy boatman is still
waliting for his money !

The henes of two yvoung eirls re-
posed in another of the stone
colfing, at the head of which lay
two food-vessels of coarse pottery
and two drinking-vessels, intended
no doubt to sSvmbolise care and
thought for the departed. The =o-
called lachrymatories often found
with the remains did not contain
the mourners’ tears, but unguents.

A quantity of heautiful Samian
ware from the Roman  potteries in
Gaul and Germanv has algo heen
found ; this 15 of a dark red colour,
highly glazed, aund either plain or
ornamental  with cmbossed and in-
cised  figures.  Some rough imita-
tions appesr to have veen produced
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in Britain, but very inferior to the
real thing ; and in one case the
British workman has forged the
mark of the potter, Severianus, in
order no doubt to palm off his ware
on some ‘' ipnorant connotsseur " ;
a piece of genuine ** Severianus
aloneside shows up the forgery and
inferior work.

Tlen we have the children’s toys,
the habies’ feeding-Dottles and the
shells collected by families on their
gummer trips to the Rast Coast
watering-places, Scarhorough, Filey,
Whithy ; then again, all the ladies’

Roman Giass Uneuent Bottle, 15 inches
high, in York Museum.

scent-bottles, combs, pins, needles,
hair-pins and jewelry. At the feet
of one lady of rank lay her female
slave with a hox of scent or medi-
cine-bottles, ready for use ! In one
large case are collected a number of
most  interesting relics,
circus-ticket, the gladiator’s badge,
and all the little things which
speak of a wealthy, powerful nation
at home. .

Baths and beautiful mosaic floors
have heen unearthed, the founda-
tions of the Roman City wall have
heen traced all rourd, but the lower
part of the Multangular Tower,

the bone -
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forming one sngle and two other
small portions of the wall, are all
now left of undoubted Roman build-
ing above ground ; yet, one living
representative of that mighty Xm-
pire remains ! the snails—descend-
ants of those brought over by the
Roman caterers are occasionally
found even in York., They are also
common South of the Thames.
Now for a little romance ! Some
300 years ago, about a quarter of a
mile to the west of York Wall, there
was found a stone cofin with an in-
seription to the effect that M. Verec.
Diowenes, an official of the Colony
of Eburacum, had had it made for
himself during his lifetime ; but the

plural  *“haec” was uscd—these
coffine.  Well, it was subsequently
removed to Hull and used as a

horse-trough outside an Inn  for
many vears ; but to-day all trace of
it has disappeared.

Howevor, the North-Fastern Rail-
way (Co., when recently excavating
for their pew railway station about
a qquarter of a mile to the west of
the City wall, came upon a Roman
cemetery of a square mile in area,
and another stone coffin containing
the skeleton of a tall woman, and
earing an inscription to the effect
that within it were the remaing of
Julia Fortunata, the faithful wife
of Verec. Diogenes !

It was in York that Constantine,
the first Christian Emperor, was in-
vested with the purple, and all the
tributary kings of the Empire as-
sembled to do homage, so the town
must often have heen a scene of
great splendour. But the glory de-
parted when Constantine moved his
court to Byzantium, and the
Legtons no longer protected the
city against its numerous enemies :
first, the inhabitants drove out the
Roman officials ; then, down came
the fierce Picts and Scots on plunder

hent ; on came the Saxons and
Angles for the land ; up the river
came the pirates—the inhabitants

were driven as chaff before the wind,
and the unhappy city was reduced
to a heap of ruing; thus ends the
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four hundred ycars of Britain's oc-
cupation by the Romans.

It has been lately pointed out
that the pure Romauns were really a
very smwall ninority in the pro-
vinces of the Empire, and that if
one had come down on Roman York
on any one dav it might well have
heen that no person would be found
who had ever bheen in Ttaly or
Rome ; in fact, that the Empire had
in course of time¢ come to consist
verv larpely, not of Romans, but of
people who had heen Romanized.

Ag an instance of this, the faith-

ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE,

187

and perhaps also from the Noz-

mans who were originally “ hardy
Norsemen.”’
The name “York’ is the EHO—

lish form of the I)amsh “ Yorvick,”
and this is how, according to some
historians, the Danes appeared on
the seene :—Two  rival kings of
Northumbria each invited them to
conte over and help him thrash the
other—so  they came—but thrashed
hoth kings and seized the kingdom !
York was given over to the usual
“atrocities,” compared with which
Bulvarian  were mild : it is even

The Site of the Roman Wall crosses the Street known
s % The Shambles,”

ful Julia abovementioned is de-
scribed on her coflin as having been
a native of Sardinia, and Mogenes,
on his, as a citizen of Celtic Gaul.
M seems hard that poor Julia's
bones should not have been allowed
to vest in the coffin ; her skull is
exhibited in case G. “To thi
favour ghe must come !’

But it was not from Britons or
from Roman Colonists that FEng-
land derived the ‘qualities which
made her a great ration, it was
from those German and Seanda-
navian sea-kings, fierce and lawless,

said that one of the rival kings was

skinned alive! A Danish officer,
named Guthrum, was appointed
governor of the town—hence the

name of the street Wh(’l‘e he lived 1is
still ““ Goodramgate.”

The Danish occupation of lork
extended from the ninth century to
the eleventh, either as” ruling Eng-
land, or as subject to English kings.

“ Eolerwic” (the town on the
Eure} was the name given by the
Saxong who, or the Angles, had

possession of York for 400 years,
until their overthrow, and a mighty
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one 1t was, by the Danes. Iiven to-
day, the Yorkshire villages, East
and North of the town, are full of
Danish faces, and their language is
rich in Danish words.

Caer Ebranc was the British
name, taken from the Roman Kbhura-
cum ; it stood at the head of the
British cities, Caer Ceint {Canter-
hury) being second, and Caer Lon-
dene a long way down the list.

The legends of King Arthur’s day
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their occupation, their chief pleasure
seems to have heen in destruction ;
bt the glorious work of levelling
the city with the pround was never
so thoroughly and satisfactorily
performed as hy William the Con-
queror. 1In his day the suburbs ex-
tended one mile outwards every
way, and York was “ fair as the
City of Rome from the beavty and
magnificence of its huildings " ; but
William was very  thorough in all

&

Eoctham Bar is on the Sue of

tell us that he was then at the head
of the British forces, and that it
was in this ecity the first British
Christmas was celebrated, the king
and his people observing the festi-
val, as the shocked historian ve-
lates, “in a spirit of heathenish
revelry with feasting and mirth, in
wantonness and many excesses !’
Here's to him ! But it iz difficult
to get any rveal facts of this period.

The Danes and Saxons have left
but few relics to mark the period of

i.e principal Roman Gate.

that he undertook, and by the time
he had finished, there was not one
inhabited house hetween Durham
and York, and for nine years affer-

wards neither plovgh nor =pade
were put into the ground | Poor

York, one need hardly say, was once
more a heap of ruins, among which
another jolly Christmas was cele-
brated by the hero and his friends,
and it is from these gentlemen that
everyone of impomrtarce now claims
descent !
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Christianity had of course dis-
appeared on the departure of the
Romans, and the pagan Saxons
made short work of any Christian
buildings ; but on their conversion
a small wooden oratory was erected
on the site of the present Minster |
this was subsequently veplaced by a
handsome stone church, finally and
satisfactorily  levelled with  the
ground by William the Conqueror ;
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524 feet long by 250, and with stone
vaulting 100 feet high, a magnifi-
cent specimen of pure Gothic archi-
tecture, licht but massive, simple
bhut grand.

Mr. I°. Bond. in a recent lecture,
points out that these cathedrals
were not bailt merely for congrega-
tions to worship in, hut as monu-
ments to God, with something
about them of the divine attributes

The lower portion of the Multangular Tower is Roman.

the building having been thus dis-
posed of, there was of course no
necessity for church revenues or
clergy, so he seized the former and
expelled the latter.

The Minster was, however, re-
built, but burned down again in the
great fire which destroyed also
thirty-nine parish churches ; and,
as it now stands it is of thirteenth,
fourteenth and fifteenth century
work, built in the form of a cross,

of eternity ; builders were not
hampered by notions of utility or
considerations of expense —they
built to last.

Many of the Parish Churches in
York are interesting, but these are
of a character quite distinct from
the Cathedrals, they were built for
practical purposes, and appeal in a
less degree to the religious feelings.
St. Michael-le-Beliry contains an
entry in its Repister of the Bapiism:
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of the mnotorious ‘‘ Guye Faux,” in
1570,

The Archbishop’s palace is a fine
old mansion on the bank of the
river in the village of Bishopthorpe.
I+ wag here that Archbishop Har-
court, grandfather of the distin-
guished statesman, Sir William
Harcours, resided ; his Grace was
very fond of sport, and used to re-
pair to a corner of Knavesmire
Common, where York race meetings
are held, to get a quiet view from
the other side of the fence of what
was  golng on; the place is called
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of all Fngland,” and takes pre-
cedence—also  £15,000 o  year,
against York's £10,000.

The stragute for supremacy com-
menced in 601, and continued for
750+ vears, when the Pope effected a
compromie resulting in one of
those anomalies for which we are
famous, bt which. work well in
practice, iHogical though thev may
seem.

In searthing  the old records of
Ipiscopal ** Visitations,” some very
curious entries are to he found, of
which the following are specimens :

The Archbishop has a Palace and £10,000 1 Year.

Archbishop Harcourt’s corner to
this day.

And it was in these fields that
Archbishop Scrope was executed by
Henry 1V. (Bolingbroke), after sen-
tence passed in the dining-room of
the Pualace—the property was pur-
chased some T00 years ago by an
Archhishop, who also paid the Pope
£10,600 for his pall.

Hiz Grace’s jurisdiction iz now
limited to the Northern Province,
although he is. officially “ Primate
of England’ ; the Archbishop of
Canterbury is, however, “ Primate

* Henry Newstede for slepinge in
servvee tyvme iz ordercd to confess
hig falte in the pavishe churche of
Busshoppethorpe.”  The following
shocking  scandal  also  appears :
“ Tristram Tildesley is a prest and,
notwithstanding, very immodestly

upon Sonhdaies or hollidais hath
damced emongest light vouthfall
companie hoth men and women,

and especially upon one Sondaie in
dauncing, wantonly and dissolutely
kissed a mayd or yonng woman :
that the said Tristram very un-
semelye did dannce skip and hoighe,
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callantly as he thonght in his owne
folishe conceipte,” and so on—the
result of the kissing being that
** dyvers swordes were drawne.”

Amongst quaint customs, the fol-
lowing may be mentioned :

On St. Nicholas day in every
vear a choir-boy was elected to as-
sume bishop’s vestments and funec-
tions, the rest of the boys being
habited as priests, and together
they discharged all the holy offices
except Mass : the boy-Fishop used
to go on “visitations ” {o man-
slons and monasteries with a con-
siderable retinue and, in early days
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at all events, the thing was done in
all seriousness, though with what
vood object it is hard to say ; any
how, Henry VIII. stopped the prac-
tice on account of the scandalous
abuses resulting.

How refreshing to turn from such
a subject to the following : A cus-
tom used to prevail on board trad-
ing brigs passing the Palace to fire
three guns, the sivhal being answer-
ed by a distribution of ale among
the mariners by order of his Grace
Archbishop Harcourt certainly used
to observe and answer the signal:
but times are altered !

{T0 BE CONTIRUED.)

1. MeAllister

Photo.

Dawson’s Falls, Mt. Egmont.
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Summer is 2’ coming quick.
Loud sings the cheerful sparrow.
*Tis time to sow the Pumpkin seed

And Vegetable-marrow.

The days draw out—the nights draw in,
The metcury is rising,

The Equinox is past and gone,

In manner most sarprising,

All insect Iife is on the hum,
And every blade is sprouting.
The birds, in varied plumage gay,

Are out upon an outing.

The Jocust crackles in the trees,
With sound of bacon trying.

The Bot-fly waltzes round the horse,.
And lays its eggs while fiving.

How doth the busy Mason-Bee
Improve each shining minute?

He builds his little house of clay,
And packs the spiders in it
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The Caterpillat’s on the march,
All green things fast devouring.
The Maori Bug perfumes the air

With bouguet overpowering.

As evening falls a tuneful note
Proclaims the Skeeter’s coming;
His poisoned. bite is bad enough,

But maddening is his humming,

“ All Nature's now asleep, my dear,”
Exclaims the ardent Lover
“T think we’d better go outside t

"Tis stifling under cover”

And so into the stilly night,
Beneath the starry glory,

Linked hand in hand they wander forth—

1t is the old, old story.
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ELL, if that isn't rot-
ten luck,” said Tony
Lascelles. “When
we've given that fool
Peyton the Chimney,
too I’

Walt growled his
disgust in hig throat,
for it was over strong
for selected words ;
and  Peyvton, whom
Tony’s hurried rvising had trampled
into the earth, fell out of the tent-
opening less than half-clothed, and
disconnectedly wrath.

“Btag,”  sald Walt in curt
answer. Pevton swept the universe
with his glasses, picked up on the
Chimney hill that which the other
men watched bare-eyed, and purred
in fat delight.

From their feet the snow-grass
blew in ruddy ripples to the tail of
a birch bush that stuck to the steep
hill-gide in black density. Topping
the bush, splayed out lean spurs,
and rounded gullies, and straight-
edged ravines. Behind all, and
crowning half the earth, notched
ranges rose white to the flushing
sky—all to make background for
one stag of the fourth year. He
stood, monstrous and tense with
life, on the snub nose of a blufl,
and helled out his challenge to the
world and to the sun that was
coming. up to listen. The antlers
showed like naked branches of a
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tree, and his coat was sleeked with
the night's dew.

“It's my heat !”" Peyton snatch-
ed his things from every-whither in
blankest confusion. ' You said last
night 1 could have the Chimney.
1t's a royal, 1 teli you. It's a bub-
fourteen - pointer. I
counted—an’ we've never got a sniff
of more than a ten-tine before, 1

. ) . 3
don’t want anv nreakfast. Where's
]nY—}’

“0Oh, wgo slow, for Heaven's

sake 1”7 said Tony in the wrath of a
hunter. © You won't hit a hill un-
ess it’s the stze of a mountain if
vou go losing vour head that way,
Keep cool, can’t you, you silly
owl?  0Of course iU's vour beat.
Who said it wasn’t? And don’t
vou go shooting all over the shop,
Pevton. A Mauser’s too funny for
that kind of thing.”

It was Peyton’s boast that he had
shot eighteen men with the identical
carbine that he was now scratching
out of the case. Thai was in the
Boer war, and no man on Mindoorie
believed it. Peyton did not, him-
gelf. Bul to reguire of a man that
he should make a story and believe
it iy rank ingratitude.

Peyton had furned up at Min-
doorie some thrce months back,
piving Lane to understand that they
were of one blood, and might, with
mutual happiness, be of one purse
also. He stuck like a burr, and



December, 1904/

when Walt and Tony Lascelles
agreed to take their holiday to-
gether that they might shoot ved
deer in Otago Central, Pevton offer-
ad to go with them.

*“ C'n ver shoot ¥’ demanded Walt
then, with his teeth on an oiled rag.
He was trying to sluice some of the
rust off hig old 303 with the broken
leal.

Peyton was really angry.

“ Haven’t 1 told vou that 1 shot
cighteen men—-""

*“But there's jest twe on us”
Walt shook his head gravely. “'Not
‘nuff meat fur yer ter feed on.
Reckon Tony 'nme ¢'n do wi'out
all that killin’, too.”

Then it was that Peyton sloughed
his superiority, and gained grud-
ving permission to help stalk some
of the roughest deer countiry outside
Ncotland.  Tony cherished his dis-
vust, and wave the word in the
whares that he would knock the
eternal stuffing out of Pevton be-
fore he brought him hack.

“ Makes me sick,” he said.  * Al-
ways g aasmn about his Lvman
ﬁlghts an’ hh range-finders, an’ his
drifts. Ul plunk a hoele into him
\\1th my old pirl one of these dd\m
an’ not whip the cat over it gither.’

But Peyton’s mouth was filled
with other words this morning in
gight of th Chimney.

UWind'e  fowin’ up to him, isn’t
it 7 From tne off, isn't it ? 1f 1 go
straight ahead I'll land him, won't

I? Not? Which wav'd I hetter
go, then ? Nearly a mile off, isn’t
_lle ?5’

To the lay eve i1t might have been
a mile as the crow flies. The two
who had been that way hefore knew
that it was a fivemile stalk over
unkindly country, and that Peyton
was not in condition {o face it. But
it was impossible to say so.

Walt jerked a thumb in the direc-
tion of a dimpled hollow at the
bluff-foot. A half-score hinds and
nobbers were moving in it.

“You look out they don’t give

the alarm. Come up out’n the hush ~
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careful. Great Scott, man; don't
go off wi'out any tucker.”

Peyton swept cold meat and dam-
per into his pocket, scudded away
through the burnt {imber that be-
gan the hush, and dived out of
sight like a scared rabbii.

“ Fat lot o heads hell pit ™
Walt was fiddling with the fire.
“He'll git blown in ten minits—'n
then he’ll git lost—"n then we'll hev
ter talte hali the night nosin® him
out. What'd we let him come fur,
1 wonner ?°

“Bo’s  we could teach him—
thinpe,” said Tony in direct-sent
wisdom. * He's got to learn that
he isn’t blooming lord of every-
body, and 'm woing te teach him.”

“ How ?” asked Walt, sceptically.

“ Lots of ways. First of all—
he'll never get that head. 1i's a
sixteen-poluter, too, only he forgot
the two little bottom ones that vou
can’t see from a distance. You
know it's a sixteen, Walt 7"

Cowrse, "N the on'v one we'rs
like ter sec, by the look o' the last
few davs. Season’s well encugh
advanced, too. Well 97

“ Well, =aid Tony, eating damper
rapidiv.  “ He'll never sight it
again.  I'm going wp to weet the
begear  myself.  Pevion'll  never
know. An" [I'll come back down

that gully away to south’ard.”

“ Don't ver he a fool” Walt was
cramming cartridges into the breast
of his shirt, but he let a handful
drop at his word. ** Pevton’'ll be
rakin' the landskip "up ter two
thousand. 1 know his breed, "N
he might hit yer “cause he ‘

won' L be
aimin’ at yer. Jest don’t yer le so
ratty, Tony.”

“All =ereme.”  Tony wollected
necessaries, and loped off down-
wind, flinging back a caution.

“Don’t you give me away, Walt.
And mind you rag Pevion when le
doesn’t bring in a head.”’

The tasselled snowgrass dripped
with dew, and where the mun drow
up the fresh, sharp breath of the
earth Tony ran light as a lare,
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with something like guicksilver in
his veins.

“ Good job for me I'm in such
first-class  nick,” he murmured,
cuddling his rifle in his arm-pit.
" Peyton will be snorting like any
vrampus in  that bush. Peyton,
dear boy ; I'm goin” round the end
of 1t, and then I'll beat vou hol-
low.”

He took the bush where it thinned
mnto dead tree-clumps knotted with
clematis and supplejack and all
other vines. Half-a-mile away, the
tails of those vines were laving
snares for Peyton, and catching him
every iime. But that was where
the native nettle prew so thickly
and =0 fievcely that it flaved Peyion
whether he came to the eround or
not.

The sun rode porgeously over the
castern ranges : hut a tul had
sivhted him fvst from the swaviny
top of a three-hundred-foot bireh,
and was already ringing his houd
notes down to the waking ferns by
the brown creeks.

Tony trotied like a mustering dog
up the ascent where it steepened in
a =cented muddle of burnt-out tree-
boles made «liprery  with mosses
and spongy with the soft peatv col-
fection of yvears. Then it hecame
necessarv  to  slire the rifle and
swing, hand over hand, up the vines
that depended from rocky frontlets.
The bush was mugpy and hot, and
once, when he lay flat on a scarp
and watted for hreath, a wild sheep
burst throueh the undergrowth with
a five-yvear flecce on it. Tt sprang
away up-hill as a deer moves, and
Tony cast hate at it in broken
words.  For—being a sheep, and
therefore, the least sporting animal
in the world—it was quite likely to
run until 1t gave the alarm to the
sixteen-pointer where he probably
fed still on the bluff,

“ Peyton’l]l be sweating all right.”
srunted Tony, shaking his dripping
head. “My aont! Tl hLe a
snorter "hout mid-day !’

He crashed out into the open, and
found his feet among the dried

[ December, 1904

tangle of burnt Lush which makes
the verv nastiest stalking country
in all the world. For in air that is
ahsolutely clear and still, the snap
of a stick under the hoot rings like
a rifle-shot on the flat.

Tony slid through the rubbish
with cautious heeds and toes.  His
heart thumped avainst his side, and
his eves were ctontracted to .22
calibre.  For the salt-lick to right-
ward dazzled, and the flinty  hog-
back that sprung from it winked
with a thousand gleams,

He had the whole heawtiful vouny
carth to himeelf up here in the wide
clear morning ; and 1t i only the
man who serves gnother knows the
added glory of riding to hiz own
heat entirely, with no care {for the
remainder of the world.

{Over a low sedwective hill Tony
fell with a clatter of shingle on a
howseparty of hinds and vouny

stage  that had lately shed their
antlers. A big., moth-caten mother

of the herd sprang out of the ruck
and Legah to cough at bim.  Tony
ealled her names, and retreated
crab-wigse,  But he made hasie to
climb the ridee nevond her—it was
flint, and searified his hands—for
the {ear that her anger should have
dizturbed her lord where he brow-
ged.

It was from the top of the ridge
that Tony saw him, and heing
comewhat exhausted, rolled off the
skyv-line, murmuring weakly :

“If Pevton comes along now, I'il
Iay him out.”

The stag fed slowly down the
Bluft  side, and the muscles rippled
in sunlicht over a massive shoulder
and  well-vet ribs.  His head was
purely perfect. He ralsed 1t once,
and Tonv shuddered in  eoul-sick
terror, Put there was no alarm in
the easv, powerful movemenis that
Irought him nearer—nearer.

Tony's rifle felt alive in his hand.
Undoubtedly its snint alse strained
with the Iust of slaughter. Said
Tony then, “ He's mine !  Mine !’

and straightwav frod on a dead
stick. Tt snapped, and in less than
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a breath the stag scoured up wind,
carrying a ‘'bullet behind his off
shoulder.

Tony slipped in another as he ran.
He was cursing his clumsiness, and
fully prepared to follow through
Otago’s heart and ribs to the West-
ern Sea if the brute led there,

Tony had the lungs and legs of a
musterer, and his second wind
found him undistressed. He took
knoll and sharp descent and hideous
baulking  ridge with firm - shut
mouth and quivering nostrils.

“1 hit! Tl swear 1 hit. By
Jupiter !  He's down ! Oh, the
rotten—-""" The beast came to his

feet again with the hesitation of a
new-fired bullet, and Tony put his
whole mind-power into his legs.

“1f he doesn’t jump some heastly
riversped or other, Tm bound to
drop him soon or late. A hare runs
a hali-mile after it’s dead. 1
shouldn’t~--""

Then over a spur a full hundred
chain nearer the stag rose Peyton,
who fell on his knee and bhegan
pumping lead into the gully after
the approved manner of a slaver of
men.

The black figure on the knife-edge
was like the devil who comes up
through a trap-door in ** Faust,”
and Tony cursed it while absolute
degpair shook him on his feet. For
bevond all doubt, the Chimrey and
all pertaining to it were Peyton’s
while the pact of the night still
held.

Peyton gplintered a rock, and
pushed in & new clip hefore he gave
chase. But that did not matter.
Death had charge of the stag, and
when he took the life Peyton would
unquestionahly take the glory—and
the head,

“1 can prove it’s mine,” sobbed
Tony, galloping through the shade-
less glare. “ Peyton uses soft-nosed
bullets. 11 show him—"" Then
he remembered that by his honour
he must not prove it. -

‘Peyton had no wind, and Tony
¢losed up rapidly. And the back
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view of labouring body was better
to him than medicine. '

The stag’s pace slowed to an un-
even trot ; but he was four valleys
away, making for the bush that led
into the unknown.

Down a steep narrow gut Tony
drew to the lead. But he ran in
cover of matakuri and manuka that
Peyton might not see. The quarry
was his only if Peyton fell out. And
this though he knew of a surety
that Pevton had not hit.

Peyton roared up the next rise,
and rolled down it. But the stag
veered to drink at a crystal basmn
set in flax marsh below, and the
action pricked him forward on an
unsteady gait. And at this mo-
ment both men would have given
all the days of their lives to sit on
those mighty branching horns and
saw them away from the gleaming
neck.

““ Plop, plop,” went Peyton cheexr-
fully. “ Plop. Plop. Plop!”

“ Always said those Lyman sights
were no good for fast work.” Tony
was rapidly  crawling  nearer.
“ Fither that or the fellow cant
shoot worth a tinker’s benediction.
Poor hrute ! He's water-logged,
sure enough. He'll croak 'fore long
now.”’

The end came swiftly. A slip had
scored a wide track out of the sheer
bush some hundred vards to north-
ward, and on the red clay breast of
it the red deer’s life left the body
with a roar of defiance.

Pevton pawed up to give thanks
over what remained, and Tony sat
below, loathing all things created,
and Peyton in particular. Buot pre-
sently curiosity over-rode pride,
and he climbed up 1o locate the one
good shot that had won the game
for another.

Peyton was sickéeningly bump-
tious, and so self-engrossed that he
did not ask Tonv's busginess on his
heat. He put his finger in the little
round hole kehind the shoulder, and
demanded praise.

 Only had two shots at him,” he
explained. ““ And this one that
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nicked him was a clear thousand-
varder.”

Tony grunted, aware that to men
of Peyton’s calibre such things as
horour and truth carry no weight.

e ; .

Pity you haven’'t had the train-
ing I've had,” ended Peyton. ‘“ Ex
—how  d’vou get the brute’s head
- off ¥

Tony showed, touching the beauti-
ful ghing lovingly ; for, when all
was satd, it was still his by his
right hand’s cunning.

Pevton had not the instincts of a
gentleman. He was purely and un-
relisvedly a hounder, and Tony’s
genses were raw to savageness be-
fore the head was off and set on
Pevton’s back that he might
struggle campward with it.

The miles to bhe passed were
many ; the ground was ineredibly
rough ; the fresh breeze of morning
had forged the still heat of noon-
dav.

Puevton’s joints were

looged by
exhaustion. and

when he flagped
and fell, Tonv's tongue scourged
him to the labour again. Tony
was getting such small consolation
out of this as the situation held,
and he chuckled when Peyton grew
a deep plum-colour and the veins of
his neck swelled,

The burdened man stumbled, flung
the stark thing from him, and
grovelled.

© Tony—oh, Tsay! Do carry it a
hit.  Pleaze. Just a mile—half,
then. Till T get my second wind.
Do, old chap ! He hesitated he-
fore Tony’s expressionless face.
“ 111 pay you for it,” he said.

“ Oh. vou almighty bounder !”’
cried Tony’s heart, but his lips dis-
tillad cold scorn. “ You say it's
vour kill? Well then ; you'll lump
it vourself. I've nothing to do with
vour beastly arrangements. Why
- didn’t you drive him home first ¥

Then Peyton, having an assort-
ment of languages at command,
applied them freely, until Tony's
desire for direct blows shrunk him
to a flabby. penitence. At the pool
in the flax-swamp they drank and
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fed. The bhalt sent the sun well to
the westing, but it did not greatly
refresh Peyton. The very marrow
of the man had dripped from him ;
his knees shcok, and he crowed in
his breath.

A clipped quarter-mile further
and the head pitched on its raw
neck into the bracken. Tony's eyes
flooded with a sudden glorious hope.

““ Peyton, are you coming back
for this to-morrow 7"’

Pevton staggered on blindlv.

“Ne—never. Ne-—never, 1 tell you.”

“Peyton! Do you give up all
claim to this head 7’

“Y—ves. Don't talk of it. Tt
makes me sick——""

*“ Then I'll take 1t home myself,”
said Tony in solemn joy.

It was a simple thing now. So
simple that he wondered ke had not
foreseen it. The matter could wait
until Pevton left, and then all
Southland  men  should learn—
breathing envy—that Tony Lascel-
Ies had shot a  sixteen-pointer in
Jtago Central.

He heaved up the head and trud-
ved forward. A

“You bullock !"" growled Peyton,
stumbling after,

But Tony's cup of delight ran
over. What though the raw skin
flapred his neck, and the unhandi-
ness of the burden taxed his muscles
in many new-learned places. Those
antlers were his. His very own.
And moreover, Peyton had already
herne the burden half the distance.
This was a pleasure to be rolled on
the tongue untilt Tony should be an
old man.

His serenity was unbroken, and
his limbs ached bitterly when they
made the tent in the firelight. Tony
cast himself down straightway, and
his chest laboured like an ungreased
crank.

Walt dropped on a knee in plain
admiration, and Peyton, heing par-

- tially recovered, pulled a hand from

bis trouser-pocket and theld out

witver to Tony.

“ Thanks, Tony. Don’t know
how T'd have got the thing back by
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myself. A good head, isn't it,
Walt ¥ Worth a decent tip, eh ?”

Peyton had heen assorting moves
for the last hour. Tony was un-
prepared.

“You swine ! he shouted, and
sent the handful spinning into the
snow-grass.  * What the devil—-"
1% was Walt who put his arms round
Tony, aud forced the silence neces-
sary for Pevton’s explanation. This
was simple,

1 ofiered to pay Tony for carry-

ing it, and at first he =aid he
wouldn't. But when 1 got done
and chucked 1t he said he would.

What's he making the row about ?
Mdn’t 1 offer him enough #”

“Yer'd hetter not go clean off
ver head, Tony,” observed Walt,
svinpathetically.  ** What wver got
ter sav, now 7’

“M's mipc—mine. He 2aid he
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gave up all claim, confound him-—"

Y Great Scott, man!  Haven'd
you a better idea of the ethics of
gport than that ? How could vou
set up a head shot by another man?
b want it, and I'll vo to law sooner
than losc it. What were you doing
on my heat, anv way 7 We call that
kind of thing poaching at Home.™

Tony looked at the four sides of
thiz thing, and saw that he was
heaten.

“ You've as much right to it as
to vour eighteen men,” he said.
“You can put ‘em all in one hao.
Let me vo, Walt. T'm not woing to
touch the pig. Wouldn't tiouch him
with—without a dicinfectant. Oh,
shut up, can’t you !”

“ What was  the
goin’  ter teach Pevton,
rauired Walt afterwards,

But Tony Lascelles held his pence.

way you was
ther ¥’
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A Summer Afternoon.
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Davis and his
mate, Louie, the lrench-
man, caught the fanny
little chap one scorching
hot day in early summer
in the big cave at the cape.
They had left Wharehou,
that quaint, little settle-
ment of French and Ttalian
fishermen, in the *‘ Pet,”
the finest smack on the
coast, at davbreak, so that when
old mother Bartolli went out to the
village spring for water for the day,
the hig brown mainsail was just
creepitg round the point.  The old
Italian  fishwife s=et down  her
huckets, and shielding her eyes from
the first rays of the rising sun with
one hand, gazed wonderingly out at
the disappearing boat.

“ By the saints,”” she mumbled to
herself, ““ what takes this PBnglish-
man out so early this morning, the
tides do not suit for the fishing-
grounds for three hours at the
least. They are mad, these Eng-
lish, to go sailing off before the dav
has begun for no purpose what-

{ = HIERM AN

ever, stifl 1T must tell Antonio  and
the boys, for the Wharchou shoals
may have veached the coast to the
knowledge of these other ruflianos.”

So, still muttering to herself. che
filied her buckets with the limpid
spring water, and hastened off back
to the little canvas-covered cottaue
standing on  the shingle bank just
out of reach of the spring tides
Meanwhile, the big smack, clearing
the point, caught the first breath of
the freshening sea breeze, and lean-
ing before it. curtsied gracefully to
the long blue Pacific rollers that
swelled  and sank slumberingly un-
der her, like the slow hreathing of
some mighty storm whose rage has
spent itself upon the coast,

Fisherman [Davis, in hali sea-
boots, patched guernszev, and faded
blue dungaree pants, sat on the
hatch combing of the half-deck with
one hand on the tiller, and smoked
contentedly, His mate, Loule, the
Frenchman, sat on the great heap
of brown tauned wnets amidships,
baiting the bristling hooks of the
deep-sea lines. In the east the sun.
just risen clear of the ranges, was
sending long shafts of brilliant sun-
light through the gaps in the clouds,
silvering the tops of the rollers, and
making dazzling vlay upon the leap-
ing Frearers of the cuter reefs.

In the wake of the smack three big
black-backed gulls were fapping
heavily along, and a little further
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“They ate mad, these English.”
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out to sea a whole colony of glossy-

plumaged black and white shags
were fishing diligently. IFrom the

long suri-fringed curve of the Tera-
whiti coast line oh the one hand, to
the dim blue ranges of the South
leland looming low on the western
horizon, the scene was enchanting
enough to stir the admiration of
the most unimaginative mind, and
Fisherman Davis, peering dreamily
out from under the hrim of his old
felt hat, presently caught some of
the glamour of the surroundings,
and harking back to old seafaring
davs, strue & up the opening bars of
“ Blow the man down,” in a voice
that sent the solemn black-hacked

gulls  sheering off to either side in
consternation.

Heading against the full sweep of
the flowing tide, the smack made
slow work of her eight-mile run to
the fishing-ground at the cape, an
oceurrence which did not  seem  to
worry her navigators in the least.
Indeed, just before fetching abreast
of Ohau Bay, the *“ Pet 7’ was put
about and headed in towards the
coast, a complete divergence from
the usual course laid by Cape-bound
smacks. Louie also, as if to com-
plete the unusual appearance of
thinps, cast the lashings off the
Little flat-bottomed dinghy that
was carried amidships, and made
all ready for launching it over the
side. As the smack ran on towards
the eliffs, at the feet o which the
breakers lashed themselves in a fury
of leaping spray, a long, brown
kelp-matted reef appeared to detach
itself from the rest of the coast, and
reach out it gleaming fangs to-
wards her.  Round close under the
lee of this Davisz steered his craft
skitfully, while Touie hauled down
the jib and lowered the peak of the
ereat hrown mainsail, then, as the
helm was put hard over, the smack
shot round the smooth ssa-washed
end of a towerine rock pedestal,
and ran into the placid water of a
sheltered corner among the veefs.
Hers the anchor was dropped, and
next moment the two fishermen
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were pulling shorewards along one
of the narrow intricate lanes of
water that marked the only passage
in that direction. Under the shadow
of the ¢hiff they landed safely on the
high shingle bank, and hauling the
dinghy above the sweep of the
breakers, made their way across the
water-worn stones to where a
narrow rift appeaved in the smooth
rocky face.

“ Here we are, Louie,” said Davis,
pausing before 1t. " By George,
the shingle has piled up with this
last blow, there’s only just room to
crawl in now 1"’

He went down on hands and
knees as he spoke, and crept- in
through the aperture. Louie follow-
ed close at his heels, and the next
moment the two found themselves
in a sort of deep twilight on the
sandy floor of a lofty cave. A faint
aglimmer of light penetrated through
the rift Ly which they had entered,
and ahead of them a round-shaped
aperture at the further end of the
cave admitted a second pale illumi-
nation which lit up the wash and
play of heaving water. As they
paused a moment so that their eyes
might become used to the darkness,
the two were startled by a curious
croaking noise coming from zome-
where in front of them.

“How ees that?”
T.ouie in an awed voice.

*“ Dashed if 1 know,” answered his
companion in a melodramatic un-
dertone. ““ Looks ag il someone has
sprung our plant, don’t it, mate ?”

“ SQacrrre '’ muttered the French-
man. °Tf eet ees that Ttalian crew,
we have heem safe !”"

Davis’s only reply to this com-
ment was a sudden rush into the
vlecom ahead, and the next instant
there rose the sounds of a great
seuffling and wild outbursts of lurid
language. T.onie ran forward hasti-
lv, and, striking a match, discover-
ed his mate strugaling on the sand
with some curions looking monster
that fought desverately against
him, giving vent at the same time
to strange guttural cries.

whispered
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“My hand ezs just to drop off.”

“ Quick, TLouie,” panted Davis,
“ Lear a hand, mate; 1've caught
the devil himsell this trip !’

The Frenchman reached out a
hand which was instantly seized as
thongh in a vice by some invisikle
orip.

““ Nom de Dieu 1" he howled, ‘ he
haf me, this devil ! Yah ! Jeguo—
keel him, you Davis !’ ‘

“ Hang on, man,” prunted his
mate in answer. * Ah-h-h, got him,
now, Louie, quick—strike another
match.”

Curging heartily in his native
tongue, the Irenchman at last
managed to strike a light with his
disengaged hand, and by its feekle
illumination the two discovered the

author of ali this disturbance to be
a fine, full-plumaged penguin,  With
its  formidable beak firmly eclosed
upen the fingers of Loule's left
hand, the game old tivd lay spread-
vagled upon the sand under Davis's
hands and knees. It blinked ferce-
ly as the Tight fell upon it, and then
suddenly released its hold of the
Frenchman’s hand, and furiously
pecked at its first antagonist.
Again the match flickered out and
the struggle commenced anew. The
bird croaked harghly and made live-
ly play with its formidable mll.
Davis cursed long and heartily, with
a yell of pain whenever the penguin
got in a good drive. Finally, hew-
ever, he got a firm grip of the bird’s
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neck, and quickly throttled it into
a state of submission. By the aig
of another match the penguin was
secturely bound, feet and #appers ;
Davig's brilliantly coloured necker-
chief was wound round its head re-
gardless of the risk of suffocation,
and the prisoner was carried out to
the daylight for inspection. Out on
the shingle bank the two gazed
curiously at the bird now lying
helpless between them.

“ By Jingo, he did fight ! mut-
teved Davis, nursing an armn that
bore ample and bloodstained testi-
mony to the fray. ** 1 could only
ha” managed to reach my sheath-
knife, I'd ha' goosed him, as sure
as eygs ! -

" Look at thees,” said his com-
paion ;  my hand ees just to drop
off in a minute ! Oh, ze diahle ! he
eex  prisonair of war, we shall sell
him, ¢h, Davis, to ze storekeeper for
a hag of flour.”

*Ave, that we =hall, mate, or a
pound or two of bacey,” answered
Davis. *" Bat hold on, there might
be some more of his breed in there
vet.”

S0, and how of z¢ cache ¥

* Of course, I'd clean forgot all
anout that part of the trip, come
on then !

Leading the wayv, Davis once more
re-cntered  the cave, A careful
search resulted in the discoverv and
subsequent capture of a second and
smaller penguin, hardly more than
a chick. Then at one side of the
cave the two, elimbing hali-way up
its rugged wall, reached a long, decp
ghelf in the solid rock, 'upon which
fay  an irvegular - looking  heap
securcly covered with a tarpaulin.

“That's all right,”” said Davis in
a tone of deep satisfaction. *“ It's
all here, every stick of it, and now,
mate, it's time we up mudhook and
cleaved out of thix corner, or we'll
have the whole dago fleet putiing in
lere to see what we're doing.”

Thus 1t was that Terawhiti
Stumpy and his mother were cap-
tured and carvied round after the
day's fishing to the little village at
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Wharehou Bav. Here they were
confined in a large upturned pack-
ing case, and hefore a week had
clapsed, had become recognised
members of the motley community
of the place. Froim the very first,
the young bird which Davis christen-
ed " Terawhiti Stumpy 7 on ac-
count of his short, fat bady, throve
wondertully, and swallowed herring
by the handful. On the other hand,
the old bird did not take at all
kindly to captivity, and mogped so
much that at last she wax handed
over to the storeckeeper of the town-
ship some miles inland, in exchange
for a pair of boots and a paclket of
candles.  Meanwhile, Stumpy Hour-
ished exceedingly, and started mak-
ing a name for himself by sciving
little Antonio Valdez by the rose
one morhiny when that vouny hope-
fil attempted to pull a feather out
of his tail.  Loud and terribie was
the outery that arvose from within
the packing-case upon this memor-
able occasion. and old mother Bar-
tolli, who was sitting in her door-
way, busy making a butterfish net,
nearly took an apoplectic fit in her
andeavour to hasten to the erring
one’s rescie.  [For the rest of that
day the vouthiul Antonio wore a
large bread poultice uron his 1n-
jured nose, and carefully avoided
the vicinity of the packing-case.
Upon the following morning, Louie,
who had heen busily envaged stufi-
ing Stumpy with stale herving, an

apparently  endless  perfermance,
rushed into Davis's cottave I a

great state of excitement.

“ Zat Stumpee,”” he eried. throw-
ing up his arms, “ he is eeat thirtee
four beeg herring, every one rvight
down !

“The deuce he hasg,”  replied
Davig, “ then he's swaliowed all
our bhait, T guess it's time we start-
ed him working for hisz tucker.
Here, Louie.”" he continued, ¢ fetch
me that new five-fathom line from
the stern of the dinghv, and we'll
set voung Stumpy 1o work,”

A few minutes later the bloated
Stumpy  wag  ighominiously made
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captive by having a sugar bag drop-
ped over his head. He was then
carried down to the end of the reef
inside of which the little fleet of
dinghys bobbed at anchor, here un-
der the curious eyes of the inhabi-
tants of the village he was let
loose, not a little to his own as-
tonishment, and giving vent to a
loud croak of delight, he dived peat-
fv into the creaming water and dis-
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crest of the wave and flapped his
paddles in ecstasy.

“ Yoila, bravo, mon enfant Sium-
pee ! shouted Louie, waving his
hat excitedly.

“Viva, Stumpee!” cried the
ftalians in chorus, and next instant
Stumpy’s tail was tipped skywards,
and again the line slid seaward

“By the mark five!” shouied
Davis suddenly as the last lap of

Stood up:ight on the Crest of the Wave and flapped his Paddles in Ecstasy,

appearcd.  Securely tied to one leg,
however, he carried the end of
Davis’s new fivefathom line, and
for exactly two minutes after his
disappearance the white cord whisk-
ed through its owner’s hands steadi-
ly. Then it slackened suddenly, and
far out on the blue-green heave of a
shore-coming roller a white patch
flashed out. A faint cheer arose
from the onlookers as Stumpy, for
it was he, stood upright on the

the line
spouts, too

Iollowing the direction of his
outstretched arm  the spectators
were just in time to see Stampy
once more hob up serenely out of
the blue water. This time he held
his head well up, and securely urip-
ped in his beak was something that
flashed like silver,

“ A fish, a fish,” eried Louie, hop-
ping about in his excitement ; * ze

slid out, © and there she
’J)
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httle diable ; wsee,
caught a fish !”

For close on an hour Stumpy was
allowed to revel in the deep blue
waters of the bay, and twenty-two
more herring, by careful caleula-
tion, were slipped into his capacious

he has himself

maw. Then as the freshening land
breexe commenced tipping smoke
plumes  from  the breaking rollers,

btumpy was slowly wound in, and
again carried amid acnlamdtlons io
the imprisoning walls of hiz pack-
ing-case. Within a fortnight Stum-
pv  had become qjuite fall’l()llb and
the inhabitants of the vﬂlage vied
with one another in their atten-
tiens to hix welfare, «o that at last
he was in imminent danger of death
through overfeeding.

From the first his appearance at
the bay had becn resented by Davis’s
old cat, Dinah, partly no doubt on
account of hiz getting the pick of
the fish scraps, which she regarded
as her special perquisite.  Dinah
was old and staid, and her bhlack
and white fur shewed slons of thin-
ning in patches here and there. She
would sit at a distance as stiff and
prim  ax anv old maid, blinking
solemnly whilst the whole village
lavished attentions on the new
arrival. Then, as scon as opportu-
nity offercd, she would steal shame-
facedly up to the packing-case,
hoping a stray heumo might have
heen dropped unawares. At times
she relieved her feelings by jumping
on to the corner of the case, and dis-
played her disfavour by bristling
her fur and spitting angrily at the
solemn-faced Stumpy, whose gra-
vity, however, was in no way dis-
turbed,

“The beggar can’t smile,” said
Davis one day in explanation of his
pet’s set countenance. ° You see
1t’s natural for these fellers to bhe
down in the jaw, cos they're always
hungry.”

(One day Dinah watched her
chance, and becoming over-venture-
some, reached down into the pack-
me-case for a scrap of herring that
Stumpy had somehow missed. He
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was busy at the other end of the
case on a schnaprer’s head, and the
chances are he would never have
seen the old cat at all, had she not
aunfortunately  overbalanced ‘thersel
and fallen with a clatter, all bristles
and claws into the box. In a flash
Stumpy drew  his lttle barrel of a

hody erect, heels together, flappers
straight at his side, just for all the
world like a soldier on parade,

Then, right about turn—snap—yrah
—and in the twinkling of an eve he
had Dinzh's tail in an iron grip.
What an uproar there was . Not
that Stumpy =aid anything, for his
mouth was too full for words ; but
Dinah used the most shocking
language, and her wild cries fov ]1elp
soon  brourht every man, woman
and child 1n the village rushine to
the rescue.  Try as thev would,
however, they could not induce
Stumpy to slacken hix hold. he
cimply set his  sturdy  little  leus
with  their  hroad  webhed feet,
squarely avainst the =ide of the case
and hung cn with a determination
that was inllexible.  As a last re-
sort the oid and cffective device of
throttling was  tried, and to this
onlv Btumpy finallv succumbed with
a half-defiant croak. As for the in-
jured Yiinah, she fled up the village
strect, spitting and sgualling hlue
iy (ler, and never stopped until <he
had scaled ihe topmost branches of
a tall Ngaio teee that grew half-
way up the clif.  Here she spent
the vest of the day nursing her
offended dignity and =ore tail.

One day as Davis and Louie were
busily encaged patehing their nets
on the shingle Fank in frent of the
village, their attention was called
by old mother Bartolli t¢ a small
erect: figure Iurching alony towards
them down the dusty inland road.

“Sacerre Bleu ! ceried Loule in
astonishmwent, " eet ees 7o mothere
of that infamous Stunpee !

He was right, for as thev hasten-
ed to the spot there she was, sure
enough. At their approach she set
her back apainst a rock and kravely
showed fight. TPoor, dust-grimed
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bird, she was in no condition to
resist any attack, her body had lost
its former plumpness, and was thin
and gaunt-looking, and one of her
Happers  hung  limply  at her side.
The hearts of the rough fishermen
were touchked by the pathetic ap-
pearance of the wailf, so they en-
veloped her in an old guernsey, for
she pecked and strogpled furiously
at keing captured, and hore her off
tenderly to the village.

“ Fourteen long, hlessed miles,”
said Davig imgressively 1o his com-
panions, ** this came little bird has
come alt on Ler own for a f:reath of
old ocean, and if 1 know anvthing
about 14, she ain't going back to
that storekeeper.”

S0 Stumpy  found it mother
avain, and under the kindly atmos-
phere of the wind-wwept straits the
old hird soon recovered =ome of her
former condition and  activity. In
the morning  swimsg, however, she
was never a mateh for her more
venturesome offspring, for her right
hand flapper, injured doubtless in
=ome fight during her long pilgrim-
ave to the bay, healed badlv, and
left har partly erippled. AN throuoh
the long summer monthe when the
straits gleamed sapphire blue under
clondless skies, and the browrn-sail-
ed smacks leaned pently hefore the
soft  warm hreezes that strayed
across the ocean, Stumpy and his
mother fared happily enough.
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Whilst the smacks were away at
the cape, little Antonio Valdez and
his dark-eyed sister looked to the
feeding of the village pets, and
everv tnornitg as the sun rose
twight and clear over the distant.
ranges in the east, Figherman Davis
and hix pavtner took Stumpy and
his mother to the reef end for their
usual swim.  Then onhe morning
during a furious gale in early win-
ter, in which two fine smacks were
cast away on the rocks of the bay,
and the great grey smoking seas
ran far up above the wusual high-

water mark, Stumpy  and  his
mother disappeared.

At davbreak, when Davig and
Louie were awakened iy the dash

of the spent seas against the wind-
ward  side of their cottage, they
hastencd out to save their pets from
heing washed away. Theyv were too
late, however, for in the backswash

of the angry surf a few scattered
planks  and the [imp hedy of
Htumpy's  mother.  crushed  and

broken on  the veef, were the only

remaining evidevces of what  had
happened.  As for Stumpy himseli,
nothing definite was ever known

concerning his fate, and at the hav
it was conwsidered highlv pretable
that he weathered the gale all right,
and may even now he once more
fishing from the old cave at the
('ape.

E. Bradbury

TPhotoe.

A Glimpse of the Buller River from the Coach Road.
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FOE'S TALES OF THE GROTESQUE AND ARABESQUE.

By EDWARD KEMPE.

v~ N a handful of weird tales,
k7, a few pages of passionate
-verse, and the tradition
¥ of a singularly unhappy
life, the name of Edgar
Allan Poe has survived
within a few vears of the
centenary of his birth,

** The evil that men do
P lives after them ' in the

world’s memory.  Every
one who has read the " Raven and
the Bellg,”” the ** it and the Pendu-
lum,” and the ** Murders in the Rue
Morpue,” will have heard this much
of their author—-that he lived an in-
temperate and unhappy life and died
of drink, What a biography for a
man of genius, the popular epitome
of a record of passionate effort in
pursuit of the ideal, of the extremes
of brilliant success and tragie
failure, of such hopes and such dis-
appointments as average men  arve
incapakle of realising. It is the
human instinct to reduce everv-
thing to an epigram, and it is im-
possible to deny a certain rouch
justice to the world’s summing up.
Yet, any one who studies the life of
Poe will be wmoved to pity at the
hostility which dogged him through
hig life, ard survived to blacken his
memory.

To turn to the Tales which are
the subject of this article. They are
a ocollection of magazine stories,
frankly sensatiomal, written to take
the popular taste., not remarkable
for humour, pathos, characterisa-
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tion, or ithe merve human side of
creabive art.  The tortures of the
ingguisition, the horrors of prema-

ture hburial (whien might be called
Poe’s ruling  dread}, of the orave,
the charnel house and the sheeted
vhost, murder in ite ugliest ferms,
and the wmaterial terrors of the
guilty conscience, the ocean regard-
ed as the storehouse of supernatural
secreis and weird happenings—this
18 the material of Poe's tales, to-
wether with a few grotesque fancies
tinged with a bumour of a rather
ngly cast.

Here 12 sensation enough for the
most  hardencd reader, but the
curious crilic asks, where are the
qualtties that have preserved the
Tales against the lapse of time ?

For though nothing is more nopu-
lar than sensationalism, there is no
form of literatore less likely to en-
dure. A ghudder is a passing
emotion.  The generation which re-
joiead in Monk Lewis or Mrs. Rad-
cliffe have long laid them by, as a
traveller skims the pages of a rail-
way novel and leaves 1t hehind him
at his journey’s end. Yet Poe’s
tales not only captivated his maga-
zine readers bui have survived the
lapse of nearly three generations,
and gtill possess the power of thril-
ling in new editions.

Of course, a tale may ke senza-
tional and something more. Ham-
let " and Tear, it hasg heen pointed
out, are as fill of senzsations as anv
police novel, but hehind all the
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alarums and excursions one feels
the great volcanic forces at work in
the souls of the men and women.
'The great artist makes you see
thlouuh the terror of the incident
into the still more appalling depths
of human passion of which they are
the outward expression.

But a purer sensationalist than
Poe never wrote. He rarely at-
tempts to Iift his  subject into
tragedy. He is too much occupied
with the horror of the incident to
trace the shadow of fate in the hack-
ground.  Iiven the vicltims them-
selves  concern us lesg than their
experiences.  We are disgusted or
horrified, not moved to pity. And
Poe himsel frankly admitted that
he aimed at nothing more than to
“make vour flesh creep.” He was
well pleased with the form of Vie-
tor Hugo's conuratulatory oriti-
cism, ' You have invented a new
shudder.”

That Poe could be something be-
side a sensation monger, his poems
are sufficient evidenice, but hig prose
works are our concern now, and it
is undeniabkle that when the worst
is said about them, the Tales in
themselves  do  possess  powerful
elements of vitality, and are likely
to hold their place in the world’s
literature. What singles out Poe’s
sensations from the mass, and gives
them a lasting hold on the imagina-
tion is the extraordinary force and
earnestness with which thev are
presented. In the hands of an ordi-
nary magavinge writer his subjects
would often be not only ineredible,
but disagreeable, sometimes even
ridiculons. But, like the Ancient
Mariner, once Poe has caught your
attention, his ‘ glittering eye’
holds you. The fearful exactness
with which he builds up his terrors
piece by piece impress vou against
vour will. You mayv profess to be
displeased, but you will never for-
-get. This same intense earnestness
is indeed an essential ingredient of

- what we call genins—the glowing
conviction which carries writer and
reader through all ohstacles. 1t is
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the same quality, to compare
smaller things with greater, which
gives the note of rvealism to Dante’s
".Inferno, the realism that made
the people of Florence point with
awe at his somhre figure in the
streets, as the man who had been in
hell. Like Dante, too, Poe makes
no use of the art of suy éestlnn His
descriptions are a.lways: precise, his
measurements exact. And at his
height Poc is capable of a sublimity
in description which is worthy of a
great poet. Take the following
passage from the < Descent into the
Maelstrom,” a sort of Hugoesque
sea-vision in a style which Poe at-
tempted too seldom. As a rule he
could not resist staining his canvas
with mere ugliness. The fsherman
who tells the tale has been caurht
in the great whirlpool.

“ Never shall | forpet the sensa-
tions of awe, horror, and admira-
tion with which 1 gazed about me.
The boat appeared to be hanging,
as if by magic, midway down, upon
the interior surface of a funnel, vast
in  civcumfercnee, prodigious in
depth, and whose perfectly smooth
sides might have heen mistaken for
ebony, but for the hewildering
rapidity with which they spun
around, and for the gleaming and
ghastly radiance they shot forth, as
the rayve of the full moon, from that
circular rift amid the clouds which T
have already described, streamed in
a flood of golder glory along the
black walls, and far down into the
inmost recesses of the abyss.

“ The rays of the moon
seemed to search the very bottom
of the profound gulf: but «till T
could make out nothing distinctly,
on account of a thick mist in which
everything there was enveloped. and
over which there hung a magnificent
rainbow, like that narrow and
tottering bridee which Mussulmen
say is the only pathway between
Time and Eternity. This mist, or
soray, was no douit occasioned by
the clashing of the ereat walls of
the funnel as they all met together
at the bottom, but the yell that
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went up to the heavens from out of
that mist 1 dare not attempt to
describe.”

Although not in itself an evidence
of literary merit, «till it is a {air
tribute to the earncstness of Poe’s
style, carvying conviction in the
face of ineredibility, that several of
his most fanciful tales were com-
monly believed to he records of
fact, and excited controversy on the
point hoth in England and America,
*“ The Narrative of Arthuwr Gordon
Pym 7 was one of these, It iz the
longest of Poe’s imaginative works,
mndeed the only one 1o  appear
originally in hook form—and is the
detailed record of a vovage, hegin-
ning in tragedy and ending in a
peculiarly suggestive and unsolved
mystery—a  catalogue raisonec  of
every kind of sea tragedy, mutiny,
shipwreck and starvation. “*Arthur
Gordon Pym " iz hardly so well
known as some of Poe’s shorter
efforts, and it s not surprising con-
sidering  the repulsive nature of
some of its scenes.  Yet there arc
few of Poe's writings which Thave
more power to enchain the lover of
adventure, and ax an instance of
the amazing vividness of conception
and minute detuil in which Poe's
tmagination revelled, it is unequal-
led.

But the most curious instance of
Poe’s  convinciny  realism  is  the
fameus tale called *° Facts in the
case of M. Waldemar,” a master-
piece in the recion of nightmare, Tt
is a scientific * gtatement 7 of the
effect of mesmerism on a dying man,
which 1s so far successful that
though death takes place the mes-
meriged  spirit  still  continues 1o
communicate  with  the living
through the avency of the dead
hody, and hy the same unnatural
influence the hodv is preserved from
corrnption  until the necessary
passes have been made by the mes-
merist, when the catastrophe takes
place. The tale wave rise to con-
siderable controversy in the press,
and at last a professional mesmer-
ist, named Collyer, wrote to Poe,
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asking him to put an end to all
doubt by proclaiming the incident

as g fact—he, Collyer, having fought

all his life on behalf of mesmerism,
and come in contact with a similar
case. Poe replied with some humour
in the columns of his paper, the
* Broadway Joural,”” that *° the
truth ig there is a very small modi-
cum of truth in the ‘ Case of M.
Waldemar.’ I the Case was
not true, however, it should have
been, and perhaps Dr. Collyer may
discover that it is true after all.”

In naming Poe sensationalist and
realist, one should not forget that
he was a poet, and a poet of a high
order. In his romantic tales—
“ Berenice,”  “* Ligeia,” ** William
Wilson,” “ The Domain of Ammn-
heim,”” ete.—one finds  the same
glowing mmagination and sensuous
appreciation of heauty as in  the
poems, though here the gloomy
realism of his prose style often
strikes a discordant note (the *“in-
struments of dental surgery 7 in
Berenice ave an  almost ludicrous
example). It was one of Poe’s
theories  of art, expressed in a re-
view of Longfellow’s poems, that
the sole end of poetry is the pursuit
of Beauly, urhindered by any idea
of “Truth or Duty.”” Poe’s eritical
theovies, elaborate as thev are,
often suggest ingenuity more than
sircerity on the part of the writer,
hut here his own work certainlv
bears out his creed. And it is this
very want of moral feeling that is
the weakness of his poetry. Tts
pasgion is unchastened and morkid,
its sense of heauty unrefined. Tt
has no saving hopes or ideals. The
grave yawns in the background.
Sheeted ghosts and spectres are its
only spiritual visitanis. Tts bril-
Hiant flowers have a hectic colour
and lustre. The same may he said
of his prose romances. There is the
same striving to express a some-
what sensuous +type of heauty,
which  becomes artificial,  His
women are aciresses without soul,
his landscapes are exquisite scene-
paintings without nature.
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A word must be said on the phil-
osophie side of Poe’s genius, which
forms so strange a contrast to his
florid imagination. As a thinker
Poe is ingenious aud versatile, if
not  profound. Fe was fond of
speculation on such picturesque pro-
blems as the consciousness after
death, the possibilities of mesmer-
isin, the transmigration of souls,
some of which form the text of his
tales and prose poems. But perhaps
the most curicus  side of Poe's
selentific  faculty i that which
finds  expression in the famous
trilogy  of detective tales, and
extraordinary feats of cypher read-
ing. Not only was Poe the in-
ventor of the * detective formula,”
not only does its great modern
exponent, Conan Doyle, admit that
he has “‘covered iis  lmits =0
completely  that T fail to see how

his followers can find any fresh
vrourd which thev can call thewr

own. (n thiz narrow path the
writer must walk, and he sees
the footmarks of Poe always in

front of him.” Not omly this, but
Poe himself proved that as an arm-
chair detective he wes the equal of
Sherlock Holmes  and  his own
Dupin. Whether his faculty was due
-to - an extraordinary acuteness of
analysis, or as he himself sugurests,
to a union of the qualities of poet
and mathematician, enabling him
to follow the process of reasohing
in another man’s mind by putting
himself in his place, it is hard to
say. At any rate there is no reason
to doubt that in the second of his
three famous tales, *“ The Mystery
of Marie Rogel.” Poe simply re-
canitulated under assumed names
the details of an untraced murder,.
which was aocitating New York at
the time, and that the imaginary
conclusion to hiz tale which he
evolved from the clues provided by
the newspapers, was long after-
wards proved by the confession of
the murderer to The absolutely
eorrect. '

“* And over all there hung a cloak
of fear.” Strong as was his love of
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the beautiful, ax streng almost as
that of his contemporary, Keats,
keen as was his analyvtical laculty,
they are overshadowed always by
that obsession, or waking night-
mare, in which hix imagination, if
not his mird, alwavs seemsg to
move. He might be called the
chronicler of death. Not the  beau-
viful death 7 of the strong soul of
Whitman, but that king of terrors,

which haunted the superstitious
minds  of the [lark Ages, in the

shape of the vrisly skeleton of the
dance of death, That a mind of
Poe's rank should have submitted
to this hateful tyvranny is pitiable.
It doubtless wgrew on him with the
weakness  for  drugs, and to a
healthy mind poisons much of his
written remains.

Fdgar Poe began his carecr a
hivh-gpirited, handsonie. active hoy,
inheriting the hot Tleod of an old
southern family, which was dyving
out in poverty and misfortune. His
father and mother, wandering ac-
tors, died in his infancy, and he
was adopted by Mr  Allan, a
wealthy friend of his family. Thus
Poe was unfortunate from the out-
set.  Digeipline was the prime need
of his character, and he scems to
have lLeen alternatelv treated with
lavish induloence and unjust sever-
itv. the worst possible handing for
a hov of hivh spirit and litile self-
controi. He was educated rather ir-
regularly at scheols in England and
Virpinia, and at the age of seven-
teen went to the University of Vir-
ginia, where he secms to have taken
hig life into his own hands and he-
van sowing his wild oats. Within a
vear he had lefi the University
under a cloud of debt, quarrelled
with his adoptive father, snd puhb-
lished his frst volume of poems.
From this time his stormy inde-

pendence  begins.  He went to
Europe avd disapoeared for two

vears, then returrned in the guise of
the vrodipal. end submitted {0 aca-
demic disciplire once more at the
famous West Point Military Col-
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fege. A year's cauing was all that
thig wild spivit could endure. He
was only twentv-two, but he was a
poet, a traveller, a man of the
wortd. It is said he had fought fmv
fareece  during 1is wanderings ; he
had drunk the wine of yvouth and
freedom. He deliberately qualilied
for dismissal from West Point by
breaking some technical rules, had a
last  violent altercation with his
foster father, which ended all hopes
of allowances or legacies, and was
again face to face with the world.
Henceforth Poe’s life is a long and
sordid battle with poverty—a losing
battle from the world’s point of
view, for he never achieved financial
suceess, and finally he sank under
the slavery of drink—the fire of his
vouth was hLeaten down, until it
was only manifest in lurid and fit-
ful outbreaks of gening and mis-
directed passion. It is a dreary re-
cord, little as we know of it, not
merely because of his failures and
misfortunes, but because he ecounld
never vet a fair start. His mind
and spirit were worthy of a large
field, even for defeat ; he would have
leaped at the opportunity. But it
was his fate alwavs to strugele for
a mere footing, and his pride often
raised obstacles where a meancr
spirit mizht have avolded them,
After the final quarrel, his friends
for the second time Jost all trace of
him, but his second experience of
Bohemia was no hetter than the
first, and he again reappears in the
.orodical’s rags, but no home or
father to carrv his repentance to.
A literary  patron, Mr Kennedy,
came to his assistance, and Poe
soon made his debut as a nrose
writer bv winnine a hundred dollar
nrize with a collection of six ro-
mantic tales. This storted him on
his career. e became connected
with a Southern parer, the ¢ Titer-
ary Messencer,” and was appointed
editor within a wvear. Nowadavs
one would {hink that a voune man
who could rise so raridly to the

head of an editorial staff would
have an assured future. Tither
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Poc’s capacities were extraordinary,
and easily recognised, or newspaper
proprietors have changed remark-
ably in three generations. Certain-
ly the first is true. Within two
vears Poe had ended his connection
with the paper, but during that
time he had quadrupled its civeula-
tion, chiefly rv the popularity of
his own contributions. And wvet his
salary never exceeded a hundred
cuineas, Thix speaks more for the
astuteness than the generosity of
American publishers, And Poe’s life
is «imply a repetition of the same
experience.  (ne  newspaper [ro-
prietor after another jumped at the
opportunity of engaging the Tril-
Hant hack, who came to them om
the verge of destitution and was
willing to accept starvation waue.
For a time all would go well. Poc's
tales mnever lost thelr popularitv.
He was willing to write half the
magarine. His articles were fresh,
original, provoking. Hig ideas ex-
cited controversy. Clirewlations wenb
up. Then after a wvear or two
trouble would arise. Then the hack
would become vestive, claiim a hivh-
er salary, or a share in the paper,
and something mare than the or-
thodox three dollars a page for lis
creations. Cr lis criticlsm hecame
too plain-spoken. e gave oflerce
in quarters where flattery was the
policy that paid. He abused popu-
lar favourites, and overthrew or-
thodox literary idols, Bo Poe
would find himself penniless on
the world aeain, hawking his
stories round to the newspapers
1o keep the wolf from the door.
Hxcepting the ** Narrative of A. G.
Pym,” and the famous ° Gold
Bug,” ancestor of innumerahle
cypher tales, which gained a hun-
dred dollar (£20) prize, all his
stories appeared in the manner de-
seribed, and brousht little or no
profit to their author.

Perhaps the height of contrast
was reached in the year ’43, which
saw the production of “ The Ra-
ven,” one of those rare poems
which delight both the people and
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the critic, and the publication of
his tales and poems in a volume,
which was popular on the Contin-
ent, and excited the admiration of
Victor Hugo and Baudelaire. In
this vear Poe reached the summit
of his fame. ““The Raven’ was
read, recited, parodied evervwhere.
He was a soctety lion (whatever
that iz worth). He was invited 1o
lecture by Historical and Literary
Societies.  Meanwhile the literary
hero was carning scanty bread and
butter at a desk in the office of one
N, P. Willis, proprietor of the
* Ivening  Mirror,” who evidently
had some hesitation in engaging a
hack of Poe's unbroken character
and douktful reputation. But N. P,
Willix scon found that the want of
bread and butter will induce even a
litevary  lion to pare his claws
“We were [ed by common report to
expect a4 very capricious attention
to his duties, and scenes of vielence
and difficulty. Time went on, how-
ever, and he was invariably pune-
tual and industrions.” He goes on
to enlarge on the heauties of his
tame geniug in the teve HHographer's
vein.  * With hiz  pale, beautiful
and intellectual face as a reminder
of what genius was in him, it was
mmpossilde of conrse not to treat
him with deferential courtesy, and
10 our occasional request that
ke would not probe too deep in g
criticism, or that he would erase a
passave colowred too deeply with
his  resentment against society and
mankind, he veadily and courteous-
Iv assented.” Tneredible hlandness !
Through the drearv shifts and
chanves of Poe's life, two saving in-
fluences can he iraced, his home
life, and his ambition to found a
literary magazine. At the ape of
twentyv-seven he married his cousin,
Virginia (lemm, a marriage of pure
romance, for she was a girl of four-
teen, and he, as usual, in fnancial
straits, though st the time he was
editing  the “ Southern Literary
Messenver,” and hy the popularity
of his weird tales and articles had
raised its circulation from five to
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twenty thousand. For eleven years
Poe, his wife, and his mother-in-law
lived together in full confidence and
affection, facing their poverty with
united courage. The poet himself
was passionate, erratic, and ex-
travagant. The wife seems to have
been o delicate, clinging girl ; and
her mother, Mrs. Clemm, a woman
of strong, stern, practical mould
(the verv antithesis of the two
voung people she watched over),
was the pillar of this  strange
family. Betwcen Poe and herself
there was a mutual affection which
reminds ohe of the relations of Cow-
per and his nurse, Mary Unwin, for
it lasted through all the stormg in
which Poe’s life was ended. But for
this steady current of domestic
happiness, Poe's wild spirit  would
have benten iisell to  destrnction
long before,  As it was, the last fow
vears of his wife's life were filled
with sufferine, and the strain on
Poe’s acutely sensitive nature was
so great that therce is ne doubt his
mind was seriously affected, and he
aave way to those habits of drink-
ing which have tarpished his good
name.  Improvident  he certainly
was, though his means were alwavs
narrow, and there were times when
the sick gitl was in want of sufhi-
cient fcod and covering, and TPoe,
who was out of employment, strove
in vain to wring saleable copy from
his tormented imagination. At the
end friends had to come to their
assistance, and a public collection
was made, which even In those cir-
cumstances was a wound to Poe's
pride. Yet with all their troubles,
it was in his cottage home, his girl-
wife, and the strong, kind guardian-
ship of his mother-in-law that Poe
found the only true happiness of his
life.  Perhaps it is not surprising
that his works contaln few or no
allusions to his wife, for they reflect
almost  solely  the {everish and
cgloomy passions of his life, while
she represented the sanc and peace-
fvl influence of a home.

Throughout his literary career
Poe’s heart was set upon one ob-
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ject—to found a purely literary and
critical  wagazine which should ve-
present and direct American litera-
ture. That he failed was character-
istic of the man and his time, and
alffords  another  instance  of the
rarity of that combination of ideas
with practical ability, the want of
whirh hag wrecled men of genius in
every department of life. He wag a
suceessful Iditor, and most of his
carcer was spent in the [Editorial
chair of various semi-iiterary jour-
nals—~the ** Southerm Literary Mes-
senger,”’ the © Philadelphian Gentle-
man's Magazine,” the ‘° Broadway
Journal,”” and others. But hi= sue-
cest waog  largely due to the popu-
larity of his own writings. Want.of
capital, or want of business in-
gtinets, or a combination of the
two. checkmated him  whenever he

tried to carry his dream« into
realitv. He persevered to the end,

indeed his death took nlace during
a journey which he had wndertalken
with the view of raising funds to
thie end.

The fournal of Toe’s dreams was
far more than a {inancial specula-
tion. It was to he an orean, free
from  all inftuence, orejudice, or
favour, by which he hoped to re-
generate critictsm and purify Ame-
rican literature.  Now that litera-
ture has won u position of dignity
and vepute in Americn, 1t 1= not so
eary to understand Poe's circum-
stances, but there is a certain
parallel between American society
of that time and our own. Except
at Boston a literary profession, or
a literary society did not exist, and
with the DBostonianzs Poe had al-
wavs a standing feud. The ereat
lights of the middle centurv—Haw-
thorne, Emerscn, Lowell, Whitman,
etc.. had scarcely heeun to write.
Literature as a profession meant
starvation, for it was rot wanted.
Journalism was the onlv resource
for the would-be writer, and con-
temporarv  accounts, both of Eng-
tish and native writers, do not
speak hivhly of American journal-
ism. Poe was essentially a poet
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and a literary artist with a keen
sense of critical jJustice and the
dignity of his art, and for the sake
of his daily bread, it was his fate
to support a profession whose want
of principle offended him keenly.

We have said that there was no
professional  literery  class,  but

there were plenty of amateur poets
and  prose-writers, and it was part
of the business of the press, true to
the principle of pufling everything
American, to supnort these produc-
tions  with a chorus of flattery.
These false judgments, passing mus-
ter as honest coin, hurt acutely
Poe’s [ine critical sense,  With all
his limitations as a eritic he was
scrupulovsly  sincere, and clear if
not deep in his judegments. He wag
one of the earlicst o welcome the
genins  of Hawthorne, and, with
some dezerved criticism, that of
Tongfellow,  With his love for and
belief in pure literature, 1t was pain
and grief to him (o sec criticiam
false to her duties.  He never hesi-
tated himself, and constantly at-
tackerd  the weak  sentimentalism
which paseed as talent (ax Whitman
was to do many vears later). The

result was that he made enemies
and was constantlv subject  to

counter attacks and even slander
which did not cease with hix death.
Towards the end of his life, when
hig self-control was fust giving way
hefore misfortune and drink, he was
attacked by a poetaster, named Eng-
lish. for a severe criticism of him—
one of a series of contemporary
skeiches or interviews, which Poe
had published under the title of
“ The Literati.” Thiz man’s retort
tock the form of a letter to the
* Wvening Mirror,” of Philadelphia,
in which he orenlv chrreed Poe with

theft, forgerv, drunkenness, cow-
ardice, plagiarism and  other
offences. Poe lost his head, and re-
sponded in a similar strain, refer-

ring to ¢ the family resemblarce of
Mr. Fnglish to that of the best-
looking, hut most unorinecipled of
Mr. Barnum’s baboong,” and intro-
ducirg evithets such as ° Blather-
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skite,”” ' bully,” and “ coward.”
Such an incident casts a strange
light on the social refinement of the
age, and is a melancholy example
of the degradation of genius.
Dickens’ savage picture of the Ame-
rica of this perfod in ° Martin
Chuzzlewit ' — boastful, insolent,
and vulgar—may be caricature, but
there is a germ of truth in it of
which  one  has contemporary
glimpses such as the foregoing. 1f
the Bostonian school of Emerson,
Thoreau, Whittier, and the en-
thusiasts of Brook farm did no-
thing else, at least they seem to
have introduced a severer, saner
tone into American letters, to have
given literature an independent
standing, and to have refused in
spite of poverty to he contaminated
by the influence of contemporary
journalism. '
Unfortunately, Poe stood alcof
and alone—Pegasus in pound—heat-
ing his wings in a vain attempt to
rise out of the mire, until his spirit
was broken and his principles de-
graded. The last rally of his life
was a strange one. in the year or
two that succeeded hiz wife's death.
In it he produced some of his most
perfeet roems—“Annabel Lee,” and
“Tor Annie "—some strikine tales,
and] the extravagani, semi-scientific

work, *‘ Eureka,” which he con-
fidently believed was to confound

Newton and re-establish the theorv
of the Universe on o new hasis. On
the other hand, hiz reason had
never cuite recovered its  balance
aftor his wife's death, and his pas-
sionate nature secmed to break he-
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vond his control.  He had always
had a chivalrous admiration for
wonien which once landed him in an
undeserved scandal, and now he lost
all restraint and surrendered him-

sell to sentimentalism. He first
pursned a literary widow, Mrs
Whitman, until against her judg-

ment and really to save hix reason,
she congented to marry him.  She
had hardly done so when Poe broke
out in one of his orgies of drug-
drinking, and she immediately end-
cd  the affair. After this came g
series of romantic attachments—
friendships, according to Poe, but
really a riot ol sentiment and
strong fecling which helped to ex-
hauwst his broken constitution. The
end could not have teen far off, bui
it came in a sudden and degrading
form. He was found in the streets
after a mght of drink and exposure,
and carried to a hosnital, where he
never regained consciousness and
died among strangers.

Here ends the fitful fever-dream of
his life and works. In all that Poe
wrote there is a malarial taint, the
delusive realism of fever, the lurid
colouring, the half-belief, half-fear
that it i true ond the wish that it
were not go. (Other writers one as-
goviates with the moorland or the
ocean, the Ireezy countrv ov the
cheerfvl haunts of men. But Poe
has no place with healthy nature.
In  imagination one sces his lonely
figure moving as in a nightmare,
hag-ridden and melancholy, amone
the streets of cities, where the livht
flickers on blank walls, barred win-
dows and endless pavements.
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DHower,

By ALwa.

Lady renders are invited to discuss curvent topics in these pages, suggest subjects for discussion, and

also to confribute photographic studies on any subjeet of interest.

Contributions should be

addressed: “Editor My Lady’s Bower. New Zealand Illustrated Magazine,” and should arvive enrly
in the month. In all cases where stamps ave enclosed for the parpose photos will be returned.

GARDENING FOR WOMEN,

-UITE a unique production is
the “ Woman’s Agricultural
Times,” a Quarterly edited
. by Lady Warwick, and sold
S at  a modest price. Its
arrangement is business-like.  So,
too, 18 the scheme for company for-

mation by which all women arve in-
vited to become shareholders. From
its pages I make s=ome eoxtracts
taken from an article entitled,
“How to'live in the Country,” by
M. Millard. This * Daughter of
Ceres 7 wives a conversation held
with a proud mother, who has heen

Lady Plunket.
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relating with pride the fact that her
daughter * does not care o hit for

town life—has so many country in-.

terests.”

“ My daughter iz never duil. She
gets lots of eroquet in the summer
and hockey in the winter, and she
fills up her time with exevcising the
dogs and practising on her banjo.
Then she has the Howers to
arrange,”’

“ 1 enquired no further,” remarks
ithe Nauchter of Cercs. ‘It wasz a
harmless  existence, but  entirely

E. Thorue
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and assisting in the work of the
garden will male all the difference
in the world., Then, what uniidy,

ill-kept  poultry-yards one meets
with—because  things,  especially
over-feeding, are left to the “ odd’

man. The small dairy, too, could
be managed hetter by the daughter
oft the house than by the cook in
her spare time. Bee-keeping, too,
is eminently suited for ladies. There
is absolutely no heavy work, or
even that which the most delicate
girl need fear. The initial expenses

Photo.

Fancy Dress. This young Lady looks equally well in either Costume,

She

without a reasonatle stimuius.

only followed the dreary round of.

nine girls out of ten.  Yet numerous
opportunities remain of leading
busy, active hives at home in the
counttv. The cleverest, most cap-
able, girls of a family go, often
without any decided talent, to study
art or music merely ag a vent for
their active brains and bodies, and
with no lasting satisfaction to
themselves.  And how many small
country houses | know with neglect-
ed gardens.

“ An educated person organising

need not exceed £3, and there is
practically nothing more to pay, as
the bees feed themselves. 1 have
heard of £5 per hive heing cleared
by a clever manager In one season.

“1 would advise heginners to.
avold starting on too large a scale.
Begin with a few hens or one hive,
get  everything good of its kind,
stock or appliances. And strike out
for yourself instead of migrating to
the city, or clse © loafing * at home.””

In the advertisement columns is
notice of a lady’s intention to re-
tire. She degires a manager to have
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whoie prefits from her poultry and
garden farm. She chargey thirty
shillings per week for use, but the
manager 1is to have all profits,
board and residence, only supplyiny
the table with fowls, fruit
and flowers,

Again is a notice of a recent hook
in which the austhor states that
woman is the * cause of pretty well
all the miserv in the world. She iy
not beautiful, <he cannot manage
house or servants, she does not

eqys,
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Yet another articie quotes from
an  article  written by a male
authority on pardening, who warm-
lv “praises wopen's work in this
directicon,

And a most ioteresting account is
viven by the secrctary of her first
visit to the local produce auction
sale.  Interestine, too, is the ad-
vertisement of the formation of the
Marmalade-Conserve Company, for
which many ladics work, as also
gome details  of life at Studlev,

E. Thorue, photo.

know how to dress.  She talks too
much, shops too much, reads only
vulgar or sentimental rubbish., M
she writes che Is an offence in  the
gight of Olympus, and men go down
like flies before the tempiation to
supply the demand for rotten novels
read hv women., She iz only fit
for a bun-shop or a baby-linen
counter. She cannot be happy with-
ocut man,” Needless to say, the
article deals with the writer of the
aliove In anything imt a mild man-
ner.

A useful Foolbridge.

where training and residence may
be had for £80 a year,

But there is too much to dwell
on, and 1 can only advise readers to
cee the production for themselves ;
and will ke glad 1f T have interested
any in the work of the women gar-
deners at Studley Castle.

And here, may | hint to women
with a litile capital to start it
that ** Alma ” kroows of zome land
not far away whose owner might be
induced to allow women to farm his
nroperty.
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E. 8. Dunmage

SYNOD AT AUCKLAND

The Anglican Synod of the year
exerviged itself about giving Church
franchise to women. To an un-
interested one, ii appears that if
any one takes auy interest in
Church work, women certainly do.
One need only look at the conprega-
tion any Sunday to believe 1t. Yet
we let them vote in politics, and the
Synod hag excluded them from do-
g s0.  That the Synod may sce
more lipht |
Bishop Neligan remarks
woman's sufivawe in the Colony
does not appear to have conferred
the benefit anticipated, nor to have
materially improved the position of
women in the Colony.”

St. Marv's Homes, at Otahubu,
as established under the present
Bishop, are praised by him. His
Uhnrch is * leading the van * both
in rescue work and in training
ladies for nurses. And great, too,
is the gratification that a regular
svstem was planned there before the

that

€

Donkeys on the Beach at Summer.

Photu.,

Premier’s irsue of the memoranda
relating  to  these  Thranches of
women's waork. The Diocesan Srhool
for girls ix likewige commended. But
is 11 true that there is no room for
the dauvhters of tradesmen? 1f =0,
one would think this an eormar of
judgment, seeing  that Auclkland
soclety 1 in so large a measure
composed of tradespeople. Ope only
hopes that rumour in thiz case,
Hes, For if it dees not, the =chool
will tremble financially for a very
long time.

AT THE BAR.

Misg Ivy Williams is a lady who
has passed seven law examinations
at Oxford and London. But anlike
our women, she will probably net
be admitted to the Inper Temple.

She sreaks of appealing to Parlia-

ment if refused. Thig girl of twenty-
six years has no wish to wmake
money. She desires to practise, fee-
less, tor the good of the poor.
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j—low JT’ommﬁy Spent

[December, 1904

1S @h ristmas.

By “ROLLINGSTONE”

< HAT larks ! exclaim-
ed Tommy, as he
, opened a letter from
his old hachelor uncle,
inviting him to spend
his  Christmas away
up in the bhackblocks.
A cheque was enclosed
of what Tommy re
garded as phenomenal
fatness, and a post-
seript permitted him to bring up a
-couple of chums if he thought fit.
The invitation was net exactly a
surprise. A similar one had arrved
at this delectable period of several
previous years, the  memorable
occasion on  which Tommy shot a
ruffianly old wild bull, will be re-
membered by constant veaders of
this Magazine. No, 1t was not ex-
actly a surprize, But it was a preat
relief to get the letter, for this had
‘been Tommy's last term at school,
He felt himself a man now, and
somehow he had a =ort of notien
that with his school-days, holidays
also would wvanish, and that his
uncle mwight prefer asking vounger
lads up to the station. But this
doubt dissolved, Tommy, with his
mind relieved, hastilv scribbled a
reply. He hated letter-writing as a
rule, and rightly guessed that his
uncle would not care to wade
through much of his lamentably
illegible scrawl, so hig note was
brief and to the point. Tt hepan
with a line from an old song inver-
ted to suit the occasion. * Dear
Uncle make room for your Tommy
and two chums. Thanks for the
tip.  Glad to see wool ig up.”” This
was an inference drawn from the

size of the cheyue. Tommy rarely
studied market reports. A ew
similar sentiments hastily scrawled
and the note was promptly dis-
[-atched.

Then Tommy turned his attention
to the seleetion of his associates.
He felt prouder and move important
than the Premier himself, when he
happens  to have vacancies an the
Ministry to fill, for what sane lad
would not  mfinttely  prefer the
patronage he had to dispense. o a
portiolio 7 The wselection required
much thought and consideration,
The aspirants to what had hitherto
proved a vearly honour were legtons
an Tommy’s loneg list of premature-
ly sent Christmas presents =abun-
dantly testified. That Tommy placed
gsome value on the perquisites at-
tached to lis present position goes
without saving, for he ran the list
of donors through his mind placing
them in carefully graduated order of
mertt ; but that he was not alto-
vether mercenary, his linal sclection
nroved. '

“Let's see, that purse-proud new-
chum fellow, Fitz, heads the list, I
can’t pass him, thoush he has only
been with us one term. The hegear
blows so infernally about hunting
and shooting at home, and =ays
everything here is o beastly colo-
nial. He gave me the best present,
there’'s no getting away from that.
The beggar can well afford it. Be-
sides, he'll give na some good sport,
uncle will enjoy taking him down a
bit. It won’t be playing it too low
down on itz either, for what he
learns will he cheap at the price.
Now about the other—let me see.
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Lhere's voung Rhoddy, he's not on
the list, but a right-down good chap,
as poor as charity and not a home
of any sort to go to. Parents dead,
poor negwar, aunt paid his school-
ing, and now tells him he’s got to
taok out for work of some kind.
Well, he shall have a few weeks en-
jovment anvhow, before he starts
graft, and uncie might possibly give
kim a Job, so that's settled.”

Fitz accepted his invitation as if
he were conferring a favour instead
of receiving one, and was excessive-
Iv surprised that Tommy had selec-
ted  such a common  fellow  as
Rhoddv for his other companion.
Rhoddv, on the other hand, was
exceedingly gratefut to Tommy, and
did not really care an atom who
accompanied them, so long as  he
went.

The lads received a hearty wel-
come from the old gentleman when
they arrived on the station. He
was never happier than when he had
voung fellows round him.  Thix
rartiality kad gained fer him  the
title of ** Governor ' amongst  all
the voung fellows of his acquaint-
ance. He made the strange lads
feel at home at onve, but much to
the fastidious, studiously-dressed
Mr. TPitz’'s astonishment, he paid
mote attention to the quiet lad in
the well-worn clothes than he did to
himezelf.

“RNo o vou're all three leaving
school this term, lads, are vou %"
he remarked, as they sat that even-
ing in ihe snug  smoking-room
cquaintly ornamented with the stiuff-
ed heads of wild bulls and boars, a
grinning Maori skeleton and other
curiosities too numerous to men-
tiom.

“Tommy and 1 are,”” replied
Fitz, ignoring Rhoddy as of no
aceount.

“ And what are you going to turn
vour hands to, my lad 7 asked the
Governor of Rhoddy.

“ Anything T can get, sir. My
parents are dead, hut my aunt, who
paid for my education, wanted me
to try for a clerkship in town. T'd
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like to have pleased her, but it went
too much against the gram. To
tell the trath, had | not received
Tommyv's kind invitation from you,
sir, | should have clapped o swag
on my back and started off on the
wallaii., | Fnow something of farm-
work, and [ want to learn more.
Father had a few acres whoen 1 was
a little fellow.”

Fitz shrugged his shoulders
looked up at the ceiling.

“Well done, lad, | like vour
pluck.  I'l1 sce what 1 can do for
vou. Glat vou had the =en=e to
keep out of a dirty office. Nothing
like the country for a youne jellow,
though the work is havder.  li'= a
wholesome, healthy life. U see if
I can't lix vou up with a job after
Christmas.””

“ My governor wizhes me to learn
farming, =ir,”"  interposed Itz
grandlv. He's willing to pav a
handsome premium o anyvone cap-
ahle of teachine me. Tommy was
saying as we vame up that yvou
nceastonally took avrienltural  pu-
rile. 1t strikes me that station
life is just the thing for a ventle-
man, plenty of sport and riding
about, and all that sort of thing.”

" Yes. 1 have taken cadets some-
times, and michi again, but let me
tell vou, lad, though vou may think
it arainst my interests to do  so,
that Rhoddv's method of learning
is far hetter than vours.  Farming
isn’t all riding about and sport,
and if that’s vour idea of it, 1 guess
vou'd be rather hard to teach. The
man who suacceeds best is the one
who hag done the work himself. and
can show his men how to do it,
when occasion arises. I'm open to
bet by the look of vou two that
Rhoddy will heat vou hands down
in the long run.”

and

“T don't see how vou can com-
pare us, sir, our positions in life are
altogether different. Rhoddy's way
wouldn’t suit me at all.”

“ Al right, my lad, I'll write to
vour father if vou make a point of
it ; but we've talked enough about
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work for the present, and it's about
bedtime.”

Tommy felt excecdingly envious
of the other two when he noticed
how pointedly  his unele had left
him out of this discussion.  His
father's ambition was to see his son
a prominent lawyer.  Herein Tom-
my and his dad did not avrvee.  He
had been Loping against hope that
hiz uncle would use his influence on
his  behall, get powsession of him,
and make a farmer of him. But so
far the Governsr had showed no
sipn of s0 doing, merely muttering
something  ahout obedience to par-
ents when Tommy had, on previous
otcasions, broached the subject.

But  hiz  envious moced changed
abruptly to one of high exhilara-
tion—even for him, for ax the other
lads  retived the Governor called
Tommy back for a private chat.
When he joined Rhoddy in the room
they were to share, a short time
afterwards, the cause was made
manifest,

“Took here, Rhoddy,
he exclaimed, " I've just attained
the height of my ambition. Pm to
stop here with uncle and learn farm-
ing. The jolly old Legear had fixed
it all up with dad, hut ordered him
to keep me in the dark because he
wanted the pleasure of giving me a
delightful suwrprize  himself,  And
here have | been  hlaming the old

my lad,”

hoy all alone for not taking my
part ! T deserve to he kicked, that’s
what 1 do! Well have a egrand

time here together, old man,
we 77’

“ Rather, Tommy. T'm delighted
to hear it. But you must remember
that vou'll e an agvicultural pupil,
as Fitz calle it, and flying about
with him, while T shall enly he a
rowseabout and have to earn my
wages.”’

“ That Te hanged, Rhoddy ! Look
here. a brilliant idea struck e
* when unele was saving vours was
the Lest way of learning farming.
We'll take contracts from unele, and
let Fitz have the flying about to
hirhzelf.  Right away back, in the

won't
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there's a moh of wild
cattle, =ome of uncle’s that have
strayed away, and they've never
been able to get them in. 1 always
gaid they never went the rvight way
to worg., He offered a pound a head
last year, and the Macris had a try
at it, but they only got a few calves
and ymlllnm that th(,y caught with
their dogs, and tied up and starved
till thev got them quiet enough to
fead out. Now my idea is to get
well in behind the beggars and keep
hustiing them along day after day,
till they fnd the bush too hot to
Lhold them. [t'll ke a tough con-
tract—we'll have to carry a blanket
and tucker—we can cateh p wild pio
or two if we run short.  We'll take
old Jack, the cattle-doy, he'll trot
alone shead of us and keep us on
the rivht trail, we'll have to lie
down on the track at muht, and he
up aud after them acain frst thing
in the morning, keeping them al-
ways on the move and wearv the
lives out of them. Are you game,
Rhoddy 7 [#’ll be devilish hard
work, 1 know, but it's to be done.
There's no credit in tacLhng an easy
job. T we've anything like the luck
1 expect, we'll make a thumping
cheque out of it.” &

“Yes; I'm with wou, Tommy.
Nothing T'd like better,” exclaimed
Rhoddy.

They lay awake half the night dis-

big bush,

cussing  the details of the coming
campaign. They decided to be very
independent. They would get their

own horses. Tommy’'s Christmas
cheqite could be expended that way.
The amount neceszary for Rhoddy's
movnt could be deducted from the
resuit., A Maori hov was to he
hived for a trifle to look after the
nars and patrol the edge of the
bush with a few quiet cows as a
decov, where the cattle were likely to
bhreak cover, so that the lads could
mount and keep the wild mob from
breaking hack to the bush.

Next morning the two lads inter-
viewed the Governor with an ex-
tremely business-like air. He thought
the scheme an admirable one, and
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said that he had always known it
could ke dope, if only worked
svetematically  and on  the right
lines. His only stipulation was
that they were not to start work
till. after the New Year, they must
enjov a good holiday first.  Both
bovs in  their eagerness declared
that they would ask no better holi-
day than this promised to be, but
the old gentleman was inexorable.
" Look here, lads,” he concluded,
“as Tommy says, 1 offered a pound
a head last year, but beef is up
now, and the beasts are a year older
and more valuable. ['ll  pladly
douile the figure. 1t'll pay me well
to do se. [ want to clear that mob
rivht out; while they've there
others are always joining them.
And Rhoddy, mind one thing. 1
don’t know much about you, Lut
Tommy’s a fine bushman, you'll
never get lost if vou stick to him,
don’t lose sight of him, whatever
vou do. He knows every inch of
that bushk, and understands every
dodge of steering hiz way even bet-
ter than [ do, and that’s saving a
good deal.

The next few weeks of anticipa-
tion were glorious ones to  both
Tommy and Rhoddy. They felt that
they were now men about to under-
take a job which would task all
their abilities to the utmost, and if
successiul give them ample return
for their labour. They were reali-
sing the fact that money earned by
one's own honest exertions is  in-
finitely preferable to that which one
recelves from other sources, and
the fact that it was their first ex-
perience in this line, gave it im-
measurable added zest. Tommy al-
ready loved the great solitudes of
the bush and all that they con-
tained. To Rhoddy the bush was a
vast. unexplored wonderland into
which he longed to dive. The petty
cares and small economies of his
school-days were fast dropping from
him in this great, free vista that
was opening up before him.

Fitz, when first he heard of the
cattle-hunting, declared he would

Vou. XI.—Ko. 3.—15.
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jein in the sport. But this was ie-
fors he grasped the nature of it. He
had understood cattle-hunting was
always done on horseback. Tramp-
ing for davs in the bush was too
much like hard work for him,

The Governor did not at first ap-
prove of the lads buyving their own
horses, but Tommy explained that
hoth he and Rhoddy would ke far
happier if they veally owned the
horses they rode. The old gentle-
man had not the heart to objoct to
anything which had this end in
view. Tommy hought a colt cheap
from a cadet on a neichbouring
station, which had defied all This
owner’s efforis to ride him. He had
heen christened ** Firefly ¥ by one
of the manv rvough-riders who had
taken him in hand and given him up
as incuratle.

Tommy surprised the animal in-
tensely.  He was prepared for an-
other conlest of brute force. He ex-
pected Tommy to mount him im-
mediately and trv sovere measures
forthwith. But the lad did nothing
of the sort. He started to work as
he would with an unbroken colt,
mut the breaking tackle on him, and
let him stand about the yard for a
feww  dawvs, till Firefly wished he
would hurry  up and come to the
point. Then he exchanged the tackle
for a saddle and gave him another
few davs with that on. When he did
condescend to mount and ride a few
times round the vard it was without
whip or spurs, and so quietly that
Firefly, much to his surprise, counld
not possikly find it a his heart to
object. There was something about
Tommy’s quiet buf fitm methods
that utterly disarmed opposition,
for after a few days he could ride
the colt anywhere, and he would
follow him like a dog.

Fitz pooh-poohed the idea that
Firefly had ever been really rowdy,
and laughed at Tommy's care-
ful treatment and want of pluck
to mount the animal earlier. Tom-
my could not stand this, he bet
itz a new hat that he wouldn’t sit
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gven now. ‘

Fitz took the bhet readily, but
brought ont his own saddle that he
had with him, a flapless, Hnglish
hunting saddle, declaring he couldn’t
bear the beastly Colonial thing that
Tommy used. Tommy wan his bet,
with quite fowr minutes and a half
to gpare. Tommy held the animal
for Fitz to mount, but the moment
Tommy let o of his head, and FPire-
flv recognised that he had a stranger
on his back, he tucked hix head wn-
der his forelegs, and his tail under
his hind ones, arched hiz back, pave
one xpasmodic bound, and Fitz was
shot inte the aiv like a peizble from
a catapult.  The vround was fairly
soft where he fell, and his dignity
received the severer hurt.

Rheddy was hent on preventing
Tommy from spending much on his
mount. A Maort boey had a pony
he wanted to sell. 1t was a ragged,
weedy little rat of a thing, appar-
entlv comstritcted of wire and whale-

hone. The owner declared he had
once won a Maori pony race.
Rhoddy laughed at the idea, but

tried him, and found he had a sur-
prising  amount of go In  him.
Rhoddv was a light-weight, so after
gettineg Tommy's opinion on his
seundness, three pounds changed
hands, and Kiore (The Rat) was
Rhoddy’s.

Fitz was not to be ontdone. He
also must have a horse of his own,
but of a superior class entirely. He
met a yvoung fellow riding a horse,
named Fleetwing--a thoroughbred,
zold out of a crack racing stable in
town, but quite cood enough to win
the big events at little bush meet-
ings, his owner declared. Tifty
pounds was the price asked. Fitz
said he was above haggling about a
little matter like that, and at once
drew -on his father for the amount,
declaring the horse dirt cheap at
the price. Tommy’'s opinion was
not asked on this occasion, but he
gave it very unreservedly and en-
tively unfavourably. Titz's retort
was an offer to hack Fleetwing
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against Tommy’s Fircfly for a fiver,
which offer Tommy promptly ac-
cepted.

The Governor heard of it, and
applavded.  He was fond of a hit
of sport of this description, and
much to Fitz's swprise and sgcomn,
insisted that Kiore should be in it
too, the wiuner to draw the stakes.
Rhoddy pleaded poverty, but the
Governor insisted on putting down
the fiver himself. Rheoddy ielt that
he could not offend kis host by re-
fusing, but felt sorrv that he shounld
lose his money, and said so.

“ Money e hanged! It's the
sport 1 look at,” retorted the Gov-
ernor gaily.

The course was once round a fine
grass paddock, the Governor was
appointed judge, and a station-
hand, starter.

Fitz was cocksure of pulling off
the prize, and Tomwy no less so.
Rhoddy, on the other hand, rode
cut in a discontented spirit. He
did not see any fun in courting ver-
tain defeat, and felt annoyed with
the Gzovernor for his insistence,

Fleetwing sprang away with a
good lead. He had been raced be-
fore. Ttz looked back with undis-
guised scorn at his competitors as
the distance widened hetween them.
Tommy was in no hurry to caich
him, and Rhoddy, in the rear, was
amazed to see that Kiore was not
further behind. Half the course was
run in this order, then Tommy no-
ticed that Fleetwing was slackening
his pace notwithstanding his rider’s
efforts to keep him going. Firefly
required no wurging. Round the
third side of the paddock they flew.
Kiore, to his rider’s increasing sur-
prise, kept close at Tirefy’s heels.
He felt that he would not be so dis-
gracefully beaten after all. Half
way down the last side Firefly and
Kiore flashed past Fleetwing, who
was already in trouble. That was
joy unspeakable to Tommy and
Rhoddy. The wiry little Kiors was
still going strong at Firefly’s heels,
and Rhoddy had not once touched
him with whip or spur. Then it
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suddenly seemed to occur to Rhoddy,
that he had a chance of winning
after all, and hke a flash the same
impresgion seemed to strike Kiore,
even before Rhoddy’s whip was ap-
plied persuasively rather then for-
cibly., Tommy regarded the race as
won as he tore up to the judge, but
he was too confident, for with a fine
spurt Kiore got his nose in front at
the finish.

The Governor was delighted.

““ Never saw a better finish ridden
by a professional, my lad,”’ he ex-

claimed, grasping Rhoddy’s hand
warmly.
“Ah! vou cunning beggzar, vou

caught me napping ! If 1 hade't
haeen so cocksure, 1 could have won
easily,”  was Tommy’s outspoken
comment.,

*“ It doesn’t matter a scrap how I
caught vou, Tommy, as long as 1
did it,”" said the jubilant Rhoddy,
as he picked a handful of crisp fern
and began carefully rubking down
the pony’s dripping coat.

“ Buaperior jockeyship, Tommy.
You can’t get away from that, so
it’s no good trying,” said the old

man. “ You are pretty smart
generally. Do you good to be taken
down.””

Heeing himself hopelessly Leaten,
itz had pulled up. As he rode
leisurely up, he muttered something
about the ‘“ beastly rough Colonial
course.  Only it for Maori scrub-
hers, no wonder a decent horse
couldi’t run on it.”

“ You'll never be hanged for want
of an excuse, Fitz,”” said the Gover-
nor, with a roar of laughter, in
which the other lads joined. He
added sotto voce, ““but T wonldn’t
like to gunarantee vou total exemp-
tion.”

Ag in duty bhound the Governor
handed the stakes over 10 Rhoddy.
The lad objected.

“You put down the stake, sir,
so the money’s yourg, T couldn’t
take it, veally.”

But at thiz the Governor waxed
g0 wrath that Rhoddy took it meek-

lv. “T1 wouldn’t hurt the dear old
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chap's feelings on any considera-
tion. IT'd sooner hurt my own,” he
gaid to himself as he nimbly pocket-
ed the prize.

Tommy and Rhoddy were enjoy-
ing their visit immensely, but Fitz
was not, His feeling of superiovity
was constantly getting badly hurt.
It did not matter what sport they
tried, not only Tommy, but that
detestable Rhoddy invariably oot
the hetter of him. He fattered
himgelf that he was a splendid shot
with a rifle, but when it came to a
test, Tommy and Rhoddy both heat
him rather badlv.

On one occasion Tommy, whose
reputation was an  excellent one,
broke all previous records. He took
the hind legs off a spider at two
hundred yards. This sounds tall,
but it actually occurred. There was
the spider for a witness on the edge
of the bullet-hole on a fence post,
minus his latter legs.  There could
e no possible mistake about that.
The mistake was certainly the
spider’s, who, being country-bred
and not used to dodging tram cars
ag our present-day citizens are, had
been a little premature in crossing
the bullet’s track. Then Tommy
jocularly  bhoasted of the exploit,
Fitz, thinking he was in earnest,
exclaimed : “* But you didn’t see
the spider.” Tommy coollv re-
plied : “There’s no credit in hitting
a thing vou can see, any hally new
chum with a good eye could do
that.”

On Christmas Eve the Governor
and his guests were invited to a
dance given by a neighbouring
station-holder who had three dangh-
ters.  The youngest was a budding
little dark-eved heauty, who took
Fite’s fastidious fancy immenselv.
He regarded her as the only girl in
the room who was not beastly
colonial, and flattered himself that
he would have a good time with her.
But she evidently had the execrable
bad taste to prefer that common
brute Rhoddy, he couldn’t possibly
conceive what everyone saw in the
cad. When he did get a dance with

m
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her, and gave her his views on
colonials and their colony, instead
of taking them at their proper
value as coming from one entirely
unprejucliced, and therefore able to
judge, she positively ridiculed them.
and him in the most atrocious man-
ner. Poor Fitz, he was taken down
at every turn.

With amusewment of every variety,
from pig-hunting to picnics with
the girls from the neighbouring
station, the holidaye passed quick-
lv. Fitz's father had been written
to, hut ‘hefore negotiations were
eoncluded, Fitz had come to the
conclusion  that the lifs would not
suit him at all—it was too beastly
colonial. The Governor was not
disappointed, still, on bidding him
adicu, he hospitably cave him a

general invitation to come again
whenever he felt inclined.
I don’t think Fitz had a very

vood time, lads,” he vemarked, as
they watched bim vide away, ““but
it's certainly been his own fauli.
We've done cur hest to entertain
him, hut he's never happy unless
he's cock of the walk, and it'd take
a very game bird to be that here,
when fellows like vou are about.”

The lads started on their cattle-
hunting expedition in high spirits.
Thev carried g light blanket each,
provisions and pannikins. A long
day’s tramp through a grand piece
of bush brought them to the spot
where Tommy thought they might
find the caitle, but =0 far no recent
tracks had keen seen. About noon
the pext dav old Jack, who had
hitherto shown little interest in
anvthing, pricked up his ears sud-
denly omd looked sagaciously round
at the lads. Rhoddy declared he
winked. A few moments after Tom-
my, whose hearing like that of all
zood hushmen was very acute, de-
clared he heard the cracking of
branches, but not a hoof mark
could be seen.

“ They’re just ahead of us. We'll
have. to creep round behind them,”
sald Tommy.

They took a wide circuit, and
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came across their tracks. Creeping
up very quietly, they could hardly
suppress a shout of delight. Dotted
about here and there—some lazily
feeding on the succulent karaka
houghs which they cleverly twisted
off with their horns, others taking
a noontide rest——were a number of
magnificent cattle of all colours,
volling fat, with coats as sleck as a
race-horse’s from constant brushing
through ihick underscrub. As the
sun gent shimmering ravs down here
and there through the dancing foli-
age, Rhoddy thoueht he had never
seen a prettier sight.  Safely vavd-
ed that mob wounld make anv stock-
owner's mouth water. But much
skill and cunning must be exercisecd
to get them varded.

YA seore at least, most of em
orand four and five-vear-old steers.”
rronounced Tommy. By thunder,
We're in Juck !

Before  #istursine them the lads
zat down and vat a hasty meal.
Then they gradually  made their
presence known. In an instant the
stillness of the bush was broken by
an inconceivakle rattle of horns
against hranches, snapping of supple-
jacks and underscrub, and thunder
of heofs, ax with one  accord  the
moh dashed off at speed. The lads
followed smartly. old Jack keeping
the trail in front, okedient to Tom-
my’s instructiors to restrain him-
self, L:ut looking hack ever and anen
with impatiert pity at his master,
who, for all the boasted superiority
of his race, seemed to him so in-
fernally slow in hix movements.

“ Mustn't let him get at ‘em, or
they’d srlit wp in twos and threes,
and that wouldn't do at anv price,”
grunted Tommy.  “° Besides, he's
rouse ‘em aleng so's they'd get too
far ahead and have time to feed.”

All that afternoon and evening, as
long as thev had light enough to
follow the old dog, thev stuck 1o
the trail, every now and then catch-
ing up to the mob, and causing an-
other stampede. As darkness fell,
they cut fern-tree leaves, and laying
them in the hollow hetween the
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raised roots of a giant rata, they
rolied themselves in their blankets
after a refreshing tea, and slept the
tleep they had so well earned.

At dawn Tommy woke. He felt
the night had not been half Jong
enough, but that was a mere detail.
Rhoddy was roused, a hasty break-
fast dispatched, and off they went
agaln,

In & bush which stretched away
indefinitely it was impossible to
keep the cattle always in the right
direction, but Tommy had a device
which acted splendidly, and kept
them in something approaching the
way they should go. Te had often
amwed his school-mates by fairly
snccessful  attempts  at  ventrilo-
quism. He certainly had a gift that
way. Iach time they came up to
the mob he exercised his lusty lungs
sending his voice to the right or left
as weasion demanded, and made
that part of the bush hideous with
unearthly discord. Rhoddy seized
this apportunity of taking lessons,
and was o fairlv apt pupil.  0ld
Jack swelled the chorus, though his
strong point was time rather than
tunc.  The instant they hegan he
was on his haunches, looking
heavenward, and emitting most dix-
mal howls,

Towards the end of the second
day, the cattle thinking anvthing
preferable to  this  demon-infested
hush, made for the open country,
and joined the cows they saw graz-
ing contentedly on the juicy young
fern.

“ There are the quiet cows, all
right,” exclaimed Rhoddy, ** hut
that young scamp of a Maori isn’t
here with the horses, confound
him !

“TI het he isn’t far away, he's
not swh a fool as to be in sight,”
replied Tommy.

The vords were havdly out of his
mouth before thevitheard a gentle
cooee from a little clump of fern-
trees, and in a few seconds they
were mounted, whivs in hand. The
Maori of course had his own horse.
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Not a moment too soon, for the
wild mob, after a sniff or two at
the decoys, did rot approve of the
odour of civilisation about them.
With one accord they turned tail
and made a break for the bush
again, and the three lads had their
work cut out for them to frustrate
the attempt. With demonaical vells
and sharp cracking of stockwhips,
they tore hither and thither after
the maddensd cattle.  Just  as
Rhoddy  thought he was heaten by
an enormous Lrindle brute, a eirl
dashed up at a wild gallop, and
cgave him the assistance he worely
wanted. 1t was the little helle of
the fall. She wasx a splendid horse-
woman, and her mount a perfect
stockhorse.  Twisting and turning
about at full wallon, she performed
evolutions which Rhoddy admitted
put  him completely in the shade,
and hatied the onrush of the unrulv
brindle so effectaally that he slunk
hack into the mol,

Hafe at last in the yard. the Gov-
ernor came to inspect.

“ Twenty prime beef beasts, a
splendid haul, my lads ! Didn’t ex-
pect vou for a fortnight at least. A
forty-pound cheque in three davs.
Good going, eh ! There can’t he
more than a score or so of the
brutes left ; vou'll finish the con-
tract in a week at this rate. Dut
vou descrve all vou get, my word
vou do, you voung warriors !”

1t took the lads considerably over
the week, however, hefore all the
stragglers were in, but they effec-
tually cleared the bush before thev
wave np the joh. Thev took a num-
her of other contracts, embracing
every description of work, from the
Governor before they started in
nartnership in a small way on their
own account.

Rhoddy alwayvs felt that he never
could be sufliciently thankful to
Tommy for cetting him that Christ-
mas invitation, and often told him
s0. And Tommv invariahly chimed
in with, “ Nor I, lad, that the idea
struck me at the nick of time !”
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Men
of clever stories by a New
land author, G. B, Lancaster, who
has heen a frequent contributor to

15 a colleetion
Zea-

“Sons o

this Magazine. 1t i published by
Mr Andrew Melrose. The Sons o
Men are station hands, survevors,
bushmen, and et hoc gcenus omne,
who are introduced to the reader in
the first story, © The Backhone of
the Country,” as they are hustled
out of the whare on the Mindoorie
Bheep Station, in Southland, by
the overseer, Walt, to save the
sheep on the hills from a snow-
storm. The author has a thorough
grip of the subject selected, and de-
seribes in a vigorous and forvcikle
style the storm and stress of life in
the baclk-blecks of Southland. Here
18 a gquotation : ** The back-country
is a sterm mother to the sons she
hag borne. Time by time will <he
strain them, and burden them, and
test them, until each separate svirit
stands up confessed in strength, or
goes under, passing out from her
power. But those that are true men
love her for the want of ease she
osives them.” Tn “ Mates 7 the
same characters are engaged in a
rattling gallon after wild cattle.
Tn “ Without Proof ™ the effect of
living a solitary life in a rahitter’s
hut is shown in the madness and
death of Tommy Derolles. * The
Story of Wi’ {takes another phase
of life. Tane, the owner of Min-
doorie, adopts the Maori child, Wi,

and bas him well educated. Wi
wishes to go into the Church to im-
prove his people, and enters a theo-
logical college, but breaks out at
last on the ground that all white
men are liars. That the pakeha had
cheated his trust. He had given
the bible and withheld the applica-
tion. Wi has fallen in love with a
white girl and can’t get her. “Hell-
for-Leather " describes how Tony
sat a noted buck-jumper of that
name. From “On Bassett’s Camp ”
the following extract may be taken.
“ The bush breeds her workers for
herself, she will have nothing to do
with the rejects of other trades.
And maun by man the camp was of
that powerful, swagpering, light-
hearted type that will hght like
bull-dogs, drink like dry sand, work
like the demons of the pit, and play
like children after school in the
grave, gaunt bush wilderness that
holds thetr lives.” “Another Man’s
Lighilities ” is a story of a survey-
camp, which readers of this Maya-
zine will remember. *° Mother Mac-
gregor ' shows how a fine old
lush woman nursed Harry Morrell
when dying of drink, because he
had won her heart by taking off
his hat to her. He had heen »
ventleman some ten years hefore,
There are a mnumber of other
stories on similar subjects. G. B.
Lancaster is certainly to ke con-
gratulated i  that ‘ Soms o
Men 77 iz one of the best collections
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of Southern New Zealand storles
vet written, and bears promise
of even hetter work in the future.
A little toning down of the style
adopted would perhaps be an im-
provement. But this will, doubt-
less, come. The hook, we under-
stand, has been weoll received at
Home, and will certainly be widely
read here. Messrs, Wildman and
Arey tell me they expect the Colo-
nial Edition shortly.

“The Extraordinary Confessions
of Diana Please, Here ° Kngliched”’
from the original shorthand mnotes
in French of M. le Marguis de C--—,
a friend to whom she dictated
them,” is the voluminous title and
description of another addition to
Methuen's Colonial Library., [t is
by DBernard Capes, and was for-
warded for review by Messrs, Wild-
man and Arey. In his introductory
note the author states that ** Mad-
ame de St. Croix was a * passion-
ist 7 as the French called Casanova
and, indeed, she had many points in
common with that redoubtable ad-
venturer ; an unappeasable vaga-
bondism ; a love of letters; an
ardent imagination ; an incorrup-
tihle self-love ; and lastly, what we
may term, an exotic orthodoxy. i
suhscrihing to the universal creed
which malkes man’s soul hiz fetish,
she worshipped an exacting vod,
she was at least always ready to
sacrifice the world to gratifv it, and
now, na doubt, very logically sings
among the angels. Tn the matter
of her more notorious characteris-
tics, M. de U——, lest her part on
earth should suffer misconstruction
by the censorious, is so good as to
speak with some show of finality.
‘T deny,” he says, ¢ the title of ad-
venturess {0 my charming and ac-
complished friend. It is nothing if
not misleading. Every day we ven-
ture something for love, for hunger,
Tor ambiticn.”

The lady hersef commences her
confessions  thus: “T1 owe my
mother the most whimsical of
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grudges, my cxistence. 1 will nick-
name her the Comtesse de I'Ombre,
and so =hall albuse no confidences in
relating of my debt to her and to
" Lovelace,” her collaborator in the
romance of which T am heroine. She
was  very beautiful ; and he, an
Enplish cadet of distinction, was an
aristocratic paragon.” One of her
earliest experiences was bolng  ab-
ducted by a sweep and made to do
duty as his chimney boy. Her name
of Diana Please was wiven her after
her. escape from the sweep.  Upon
being asked her name she replied,
“ Diana, please,” and the name -
hered to her. Space forbids even
out)ining her adventures here, suflice
it to say that thev arc distinctly
worth  the reading. The interest
never flags from cover to cover.

. —y—

“The Princess Passes™ is the title
of a new book by €. N.and A. M.
Williamson, which iz well worth
reading. lt was forwarded for re-
view by Messrs Wildman and Arev,
and was published by Methuen. The
hook regins with distinet promise—
the opening  sentence  certainly
whets the appetite, and arouses
gariosity. " To vour happiness.” 1
said, lifting my glass and lookine
the girl in the eyes. She had the
vrace 1o blush, which was the least
she could do ; for a moment ago <he
had jilted me.” Lord Lane, who
himself tells the story, had met
Helen Blantock, the success of the
season in London, at Davos., He fell
in love, aud, as he savs, Helen was
kind. He was invited to a dinner at
the Blantock’s on his birthday, and
during the meal Sir Horace Jervey-
son, ““the richest grocer in the
world,” whom lLane imagined to be
in love with Lady Blantock, Helen's
widowed mother, announced that he
and Miss Blantock were going to
Scotland together. Tady Blantock
followed up this startling, informa-
tion by twittering nervously that
Nell and Sir Horace had been en-
gaged a whole day. It wag at this
point that Lane drank to Neil's
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happiness. Two friends, Jack Win-
ston and his charming little wife,
Molly, took it inte their heads to
comfort the love-lorn Lane. They
drove him off to their home n a

motor-car. ' Such a dear, darling
of a girl gave her to me,” she tells
Lane, ““a girl vou would get on

with splendidly.” Molly preseribes
a tour through Switzerland with a
guide and mule, and the patient
takes the advice. During the trip he
meats a boy travelling with two
pack donkeys, and a woman to look
after them. The hoy attracts him
particularly, though he is much an-
noved, on one occasion in a crowded
inn, that he will not permit him to
share his room. They travel to-
gether for some time, and Lane
meets an old acquaintance, a lovely
(lontessa, who is much interested in
the mysterious-looking lad, with
the beautiful eves. The lad eventn-
allv proves to he the *“ dear, dar-
line oirl,” who gave Molly the
maotor-car, and the end can bhe eas-
ilv guessed. The story is capitally
written, and well illustrated.

e
The ““ Boston Literary World'’
has the following account of Mr.

Booley’s career, which should he of
interest just now.

In 1898 happened two memor-
able afiairs. One was the war with
Spain, and the other was the ap-
pearance of ‘ Mr. Dooley.” Truly,
the two heroes of U8 were Dewey
and  the philosopher of Arr-chey
Road. And the philosopher has sur-
passed the soldier ; he has remained
constantly popular. When we have
forpotten what ships took part in
the battle of Manila Bay, we shall
still delight in the pages of * Mr.
Pooley in Peace and in War.’

*“In Chicago, 1n St. Patrick’s
parish, was Mr. Dunne born on July
16, 1867. As all good American
hoys do, he went to the public

schools, and in 1885, at the ape of:

cighteen, after his moderate school-
ing and some little knocking ahout,
he entered the literary world by the
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side door of journalism. Of course
he began as a reporter. Only the
rich amateurs, or the lucky heirs to
some newspaper property, begin as
anything else. Many of the ablest
newspaper men are reporters to the
last.

“In 1891 he was made city editor
of the Chicago ‘ Times ; and from
that time till 1898 he occupied vari-
ous  positions on various news-
papers, after the manner of Chicago
journalists. In 1898, the year of
his hound to fame, he was manag-
ing editor of the Chicago * Jour-
nal ’; and, like most other manag-
ing editors, he still found leisure
moments for private practice. It i
one of the principal duties of a
managing editor {0 see that all the
other members of the force work
resolutely, dutifullv. Many a bag
of peanuts has been shelled in that
autocrat’s room.

“ Soon after the beginning of the
war the biting humour of Mr. Doo-
ley found soft places in Washington,
and particulurly among the d(,part-
ment of fops and fossils. Bombast,
red tape, procragiination, incom-
petency, stupidity, overzealousness,
jealously—all these flaws and foibles
were exposed, laughably vet merci-

lessly, by the Chicago [rish-Ame-
rican. FEspecially funny anrd severe

was he with the famous Board of
Strategy. In fact, he brought that
blundering hody into national ridi-
cule, and so theroughly and inimi-
tably that other writers, with a few
inconseruential exceptions, granted
him a monopoly, ard the people at
large enriched their common sense.

“ Weekly the friends and foes of
the war looked for Mr. Doolev’s
comments on the procession of
events—looked as eagerly for those
comments as for the despatches
from Cuba and Porto Rico and the
Philippines. And then the war end-
ed ; and then it was whispered in
divers rural side-stations of litera-
ture that Mr. Dooley would end.
But no. Simply his present voca-
tion ended. His philosophy is not
ke an arc-light--one steady, con-
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centrated blaze ; it is more like the
diamond, with its many-sided bril-
liancy. In plain words, Nr. Dooley
proved that he could flash at every
turn. ‘ Mr. Dooley in the Hearts of
his Countrymen * proved to be as
witty and as wise as had proved
* Mr. Dooley in Peace and in War.”
————

In these days of public libraries
we do not buyv manyv books, but we
can still realise the truth of this ex-
travu from the ' Boxton Literary
Worldl 7 on the subject :

© The huying of hooks is  some-
thing like the making of friends ;
more often than not it is a hap-
hazard  business,  delightfal,  pre-
carious, fraught with preat con-
sefjuetices, expensive, necessary, and
sometimes most unfortunate,.  How

mauy  we must try before the one
we veally have been waiting for
arrives | How cagerly we take the

newcomer  with bigh hopes for the
jov it is to Dbring us ! And how
often we are disappointed ! Then,
too, how deceitful appearances ave !
The first glance, the name, the
make-up, often vepel us for a time,
onlv to reveal ac last hidden trea-
sures of wise counsel apd chorming
companionshin which we would poet
have missed for the world.  While
the zudden acquaintance, picked up
with o much enthusinsm, gradually
discloses itself to he a vapid hore,
or a =ounding sentimentalist full of
glitter and clap-irap.  Or we may
“have known a hook slightly for a
long time, hearing its praises song
by our neighbours, remairing all
the while incredulous to its belauded
gualities, and come at last to
realise its worth and take it to our
heart for ever—the most treasured
of possessions.”
U

The following is an extract from
an artiele in the ‘° Literary News,”
dealing with the doubtfal advance
in literature :

* Thoughtful comparison between
the novels of to-day and of fifty
vears ago shows for those of the
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present greatly increased numbers
(hardly a matter for congratula-
tion), more ingenuity in plot and a
certain favility in style; yet the
old-fashioned reader will look in
vain for the high standards and
single-minded purposes of those less
complex davs. Then right was
right and wrong was wrong, and if
the heroines portrayed in the novels
of those past generations were less
clever and self-dependent, they at
least were pure-hearted, more really
womanly, ard the men were more
honourable, brave and more chival-
rous  than the characters  which
crowd the pages of our latter-day
problem stories.  Advancing ecivili-
gation brings in its wake many
counterbalancing evils, so may it
not ke possible that higher mental
culture may mean a lowering of in-
dividual and national ideals? Tt
would seem this result Is mivrored

in the plays and novels of the
time '
e
A recent number of the ™ Pul»-

lishers' Weckly ™ gives the following
examples of the Toorishness of
Schabelity, a Zurick publisher, who
was an extraordinary character,
but “ a shrewd man of business, an
excellent hnguist, and a  versatile
writer,”

~“When he pecepted  the famous
memoirs of Count von Arnim, he
wrote on the post card with the ac-
ceptance the proviso, © 1 reserve the
right to correct your infernally bad
grammat.’
- “To an aspiring poet who had
submitted manuscript he answered
by post card : ‘1 do not care to be
disgraced by printing your doggerel.
I don't veturn the copy, because you
didn’t enclose enough postage. If
yvou will forward it, together with
the money this card cost me, T will
gend it to you; but T don’t think
the stuff is worth the expense on
vour part.’

“ Omne of hig post cards to a novel-
ist reads about as follows: * For
heaven's sake, come and take away
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the unnameable mass of paper you
left here for me to look at!  An
ambitious. historian was crushed hy
the [ollowing, written, like all of
his correspondence, upon a post
card : * Yon are making the mistake
of vour lifle. You don’t want to
study history, vow want to learn
how to write”

Books of ypennine humour are
scarce enough to be highly appre-
ciated : the following LEnglish re-
view of ** The Stone-Cutter of Mem-
phis,” by Willlam Patrick Kelly,
leads us to ook forward to its early
perusal :

“ We can promise readers with a
gemitine sense of humour a rave treat
in this volume. The scenes of the
extroordinary  adventures that be-
fall Huni, the stone-cutter, arve all
taid in Kgvpt, in the seventeenth
eentury kefore Christ, but they are
pervaded by such a sense of moder-
nity in comwbination with their clas-
sical lore as to Le intensely ridicu-
fous. Mr. Kelly has evidently all an
Irishman’s keen appreciation of the
ncongruous, and can turn an other-
wise impressive  situation into
faughter with the best of his coun-
trvmen, The rollicking irrespon-
sible disposition is markedly to the
Tore in his narrative.  We owe him
warm acknowledgement for much
delightiul merrient, and cheerfully
pay our del:t. His book ean onlv
he nerused, except by the most dun-
derheaded, to a constant ripple of
laughter.  Mr. J. Ayton Svming-
ton’s illustrations quite enter into
the humour of the text.”

—————— -

A hook by a new writer has ve-
ceived the following culovistic no-
tiee from an Enalish reviewer :

““Broke of Covenden,” by J. C.
=naith. We should ke very sorry if
this remarvkable book failed to re
ceive the vecognition it deserves. Tt
came into our hards two months
ago, and we have purposely kept it
hack in ovder to wvive it a second
careful reading ; this we have now
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done, and can heartily recommend
it as an astonishingly able piece of
work. Mr. Snaith is known tc us
by name only, and the present re-
viewer has not come across any of
his earlier work ; it is to he inferred,
however, that * Broke of Covenden”
is the author's first real hid for
fame, inasmuch as his  previous
stories are ot acknowledged on the
title-page. 1t ix a fine studv of an
old  Enelish  familv  holding  out
against the democratic tendencies of
modern life, only to be finally hent
and hroken by the uncompromisine
attitude of its chiel representative.
Mr. Broke had six daughters and
one soh ; he had trained them all to
look upon themsclves much a« a
mediaeval haron living in  the
eleventh century looked upon him-
self, the result being that his wife
had  constantly o request that he
would * forget vour lance and paole-
axe, and remember this i® a  eivi-
lised age " : his vounvest daughter,
however, summed 1t up more con-
cisely by declaring that Don Quixote
sometimes  reminded  her of  her
father. Mr. Broke received his first
heavy blow when his son married a
milliner ; his youngest daughter he-
ineg  subscguently united to her
tutor, the father bering to suspect
that hiz house is falling about hig
ears.,  The subject Mr. Snaith has
chosen has undoubted clements of
both tragedy and comedy, but the
comic eloments are developed to the
utmaost, while the travic are subordi-
nated. The ook 1 a long one, but
fto use the incvitable ¢ cliche )
there 1s not a single dull page in it.
Mr. Snaith’'s stvle is occasionally
reminiscent of Mr. Meredith, and
the episcde entitled ¢ The Nobleman
of the Novelette ’ shows the influ-
eree of Dickens.”

——— —

From the following review, here
is a book which should ke widely
read, whether it 1s or not.

“ “The Creed of a Modern Chris-
tian,” by Herhert E. Binstead. We
have very great pleasure in  wel-
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coming  this  thoughtful  work, which the auther advances his
Though  confessedly written “by o opinicns.”

plain man for plain men,” it em- .

bodies and endorses many of the
common objections to the faith of
many Christians  {e.g., the literal
accuracy of the Bible, the Virgin
birth of Jesus Lhust), and yet em-
braces a Christian faith at once
honest, sane, and manly. The atti-
tude assumed by Mr. Binstead is
very similar to that assumed by the
great majority of thinking men to-
day . that ig to say, while differing
on a great number of points from
the orthodox helief, he still retains
his love for and lovalty to the
Church of Christ. Tt vecms to us
the book will do much good it cer-
tainly  deserves  to be widely read
and studied. We lile its simplicity,
ity straightforwardness, its catholi-
city of spirit : ahove all, we like the
maedest  and  unassuming  way in

o

Messrs. George Newnes, Ltd., have
recently published a work on the
oreat painter Raphael Ly Edgeumbe
mtaley :

“ The most important part of
this volume is made up of sixty-five
full-page illustrations reproducing
the more important works of the
great painter.  These are well done
i black and white, some of them
being really excellent ; indeed, it is
possible to form some adeguate tdea
of the special nature of Raphacl's
gening by studving these caveful ve-
praductions  of photographs,  Mr,
Stalev's introductory study of the
life and work of Raphael is thorough-
ly comyetent, and a list of the
artist’s chief works will prove useful
for purposes of reference.”
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LHE Dogger Bank ineident
has not led to war be-

tween Britain and Russia.
When last month's notes
were penned the situation
was extremely grave. An
outrage had been commit-
ted upon inolfenstve fisher-
men  while plving  their
calling, and the circum-
stances of the caxe point-
ed to either panic or vodka., But
the Rusgian bureaucracy, instead of
frankly disavowing the acts of the
oflicers of the Baltic I'leet and mak-
ing what upcuatmn the occasion
demanded, added insult to injury
)% decldung that the trawling fleet
had been used as cover by torpedo
hoats belonging to J apdn which
had been sheitered in England. The
public fecling in Great Britain was
dang‘erour-tly hot at first, and the
tone of the Press was more hostile
to Russia than it had been at any
time since the Crimean War. At
the same time the anger, though
righteous.  was not unreasoning,
and there was a wnanimous dis-
position in favour of permitting the
Government  to act unhampered.
Even in Hull, which is the head-
quarters of the trawling fleet, coun-
gels of calm wisdom prevailed, and
it remained for sundry ultra-Tm-
perial coteries in New Zealand to
hold public indignation meetings,
and to flood the newspapers with
letters of angry denunciation. This,
though somewhat comical, was

i
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since the movement
impulse from the Pre-
mier, who induced Parliament to
pass a resolution in efiect assuring
the Home Country of the support
of New Zealand. The Common-
wealth followed, using milder laneu-
ave, and conveving Hlthth nmore
sttentated gunrantees of help. IPor-
timately, for several reasons, there
seems to be little room to fear that
we shall be again called upon 1o
organize military contingents. The
crisis was not dissipated in a dav,
but a "' via media 7 was soon dis-
covered.,  The proposal that the
case should be remitted to a court
of inguiry, in conformity with »
provision of the Hague Convention,
war aceepted by Russia, and thoush
it took time to adjust the details,
the court has now vivtnally entered
upon the task assigned to it, which
is to determine who is to bear the
blame of the wnfortunate * inci-
dent.”"  No nationality is spesified,
it heing assumed, for the purpose of
soothing  the amouwr propre of
Rusuia, that the whole business is
shrouded in mystery. The court
consisty of two representatives each
of DBritain and Russia, with a fifth
nominated hv the Emperor of Aus-
tria. At first it was announced
that the Daliic leet would he de-
tained at Vigo pending the incuiry,
but to this proposition Russia re-
fused absolutely to assent, and as
it was only possible to hold hack
Admiral Roshdestventski by means

characteristice,
received  its
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ol the big gunsg of the Channel and
Mediterranean Ileets, he was per-
permitted to proceed to the [far
East, where Admiral Togo anxious-
ly awaits him. I is likely that he
will get all that the British public
wigh him without the expenditure
of a drop of British blood or an
ounce of British powder.

1t is, perhaps, difficult to follow
the course of events without ex-
periencing a suspicion of humilia-
tion.  Iven though we are assured
that the magnanimity of Britain is
appreciated at Washington, Paris,
Vienna and Rome, it is irvitating to
be told by certain Russian journals
that “ whatever happens, England
won't fight,” the plain inference be-
ing that Russia should not accept
any suggestions that we may ofler,
or take heed of any demands  we
may make. There is, however, one
solid reason why we should be glad
that the Imperial Government has,
in spite of the sharpest temptation,
kept its hands ofi Russia.  To do
ather than has heen done would
have been to plav dircctly into the
hands of Germanv. Germany alohe
would profit by the cmbreilment of
Britain with the Tsar. It has been
broadly asserted that the comman-
der of the Baltic Fleet had received
special warning from somebody at
Herlin to heware of Japanese tor-
redo boats on the Pogrer Bank, but
whether the accusation ig or is not
susceptible of proof does not mat-
ter much. What it is of consequence
to hear in mind iz thiz, that it is
Germany's interest (1) to create
trouble between Russia and Tng-
land, and (2) to re-instal the senti-
ment of distrust that has kept Eng-
land and TFrance assunder for so
many centuries, and which has, to a
oreat extent, heen removed by re-
centt intimate political intercourse.
The  Anglo-French  Arbitration
Treaty is fraught with consequences
to Germany more important and
more alarming than any liable to
be induced by the agreement he-
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tween France and Russia. 1t would
snit the Kaiser’s temporary purpose
to get Britain into a scrape with
anybody, but he would net trouble
himself to make mischief hetween
London and Petersburg simply with
that object and nothing more. Ger-
many hag always felt safe with
Russia.  They are natural allies.
Both are vitally interested in  the
maintenance of the autocratic prin-
¢iple in government, and heretofore
their interests have not clashed to
any appreciable extent in Europe,
or in the East, or Far Kast. It 1s,
of course, true that recent develop-
ments of the Kaiser's world-policy
threaten to antagonise Russia, The
friendship  between Germany and
the Porte and the railway and
settlement schemes in Asia Minor,
canitot  be  acceptable 1o Russia,
which regards all Asia as coming
within  the sphere of her ultimate
influence.  But then we can never he
sure  of Germany’s aim. Tvery
particular manifestation of her
acknowledged scheme of national
expansion may he made, for all we
can prove to the contrary, with the
express sanction of the Tsar. All
that Germany has done, or tried to
do, in the extreme Fast of Europe,
or in the Asiatic provinces of the
Sultan, equally with her efforts in
the Yellow Sea might conceivably
form part of a combived plan by
means of which Russia would he
enalled to realise all Peter the
Great’s dreams of Asiatic domina-
tion, and Germany would material-
ise her ambitious projects in Africa,
South America, and the Western
Pacific.  The Common FEnemy, of
course, is Britain. DBut Britain is
not so essentially the enemy of
Russia as she iz of Germany, TFor
Germany can do nothing of any
consequence so long as we hold the
dominion of the Ocean. If we as-
sume that the Kaiser is trying to
force the pace with Russia, we have
the key to much that is otherwise
inexplicable.  The cautious policy
of Britain, and the changing senti-
ment in France must, however, have
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shown the Tsar that Germany has
been setting her smare in the sight
of the birds she wanted to trap, and
Russia may see, what many accom-
plished publicist« in Togland have
long recognised, that there s room

for a Russian-British  rapproche-
ment upon  mutually  hensficial
terms.  The destinies of the Far

Bast are in the hands of no
Power.  Whatever the result of the
present  war it s not likely that
Russian influence will be totally
eliminated from Manchuria. Nor,
m spite of evil prognostications,
mostly made in Germany, s there
any likelihood that the Chinese ¥m-
pire will fall under the political
tutelage of the Mikade of Japan.
The large interests that will, there-
fore, be left open must be regulated

O1¢

and  safegunarded by the threc
Powery who are most profoundly

concerned in  the maintenance of
peace in the Pacific, Japan, Ame-
rica and Britain.  There does not
geem 10 be any room for Germany
there unless  she forces herself in,
and without the direct countenance
of Russia it ix difficult to know
what sort of excuse she could manu-
facture. Her hest argument wonld
be a powerful fleet. and to the
creation of this the Kaiser has heen
devoting hig best energies for many
vears. A navy that, combined with
that of Russia, and possibly France,
would equal the secavower of anv
other two mnaticens including Eng-
lend has heen regarvded, up to the
present, as something worth striv-
iny for, and the Kaiser has succecd-
ed in winning some of the most im-
placable enemies of Caesarism in
Germany to his way of thinking,
But the Anglo-Irench agreement
has naturally upset these calcula-
tions. TFurthermore, evidences are
not wanting of a weakening of the
Triple Alliance. Maly’s incentive
to union with the Teutonic Powers
way distrust of Trance, and the
oround for that distrust has ‘heen
largely cut sawav hy the French
treatment of the Ultramontane pre-
tensions as well as by the fact of
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the Anglo-French agreement. Eng-
land is the traditicnal friend of

laltan Bierty and unitv, and Eng-
land’'s friends are Ttalv's. In con-
clading these necessarily brief and
imperfect notes on German policy
it has to he mentioned that almost
at the moment of going to press, a
calzle message brings the news that
a Russian war loan is to he sub-
scribed in Germany, but upon the
condition that Russia offers no op-
position to the completion of the
Baghdad railway by German ecapi-
talists.  This mav or may not be
reconcileable  with what has heen
written above. It s necessary, in
this conrection, to remember that
at Germany's Invitation Mr. Bal-
four’s Government had almost com-
mitted itzelf to an active political
and financial partnership in this
work., and wag only  zaved from
taking the last fatal step by the
violent opposition of the British
people, who in this instance, ag well
as in  the mwemorable Venezuelan
ease, have wade it clear that they
will have nothing to do with Ger-
many.

The war has made little or no
apparent progress. Port Avthur is
proving a second Sebastopol, and
readers of Tolstov’s intensely pain-
ful and realistic aceount will see in
the story of the selwe a repetition
of the horrors of the Crimean for-
tress.  The present aspect of Port
Arthur is that of a ruined shamhles,
Deprived of nearly everything that
makes life  endurable, including
hore, the garrison still retains that
dogged courage which iz character-
istic of the race, in peace no less
than in war. According to all the
rules of the game the place should
have fallen months ago. hut now,
after more than three-quarters of a
vear have elapsed, the date of the
final act in the hloody drama is
still uncertain. The main armies,
facing each other in the vicinity of
Mukden, have been inactive for
some time, pausine like two wrest-
lers to negotiate for a better grip,
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or, rather, like two chess-players,
deeply  studying  every possible
move. Both are strongly entrench-
ed, and reinforcements are moving
up from East and West. The battle
when it comes will probakly be de-
cisive of the issue of the campaign.
It will not close the war, that is
certain.  For both bellizerents have
gone too far to recede, and Russia
has a great deal more at stake than
Manchuria. Bui the Tsar, while
determined to fight to a finish, is
aware of the unpopularity of the
war amongst the Russian people.
The symptoms of national discon-
tent, assuming in many places the
proportions of open revolt, are too
plain to be misunderstood.  The
Tsar has accepted the true import
of the outburst. The necessity of
the Government is the opportunity
of the friends of liberty. Against
the advice of his mother {who,
daughter of Denmark as she is, and
sister of our Queen, is yet first
amongst the reactionaries), of Ad-
miral Alexeioff, the genius who
muddled the Manchurian affair, and
of M. Pobiedonostzeff, Procurator
of the Holy Synod, Jew-haiter and
author of the tyrannical methods
employved in Finland, the Emperor
has permitted delepates from the
Zemstvos, or rural ard municipal
councils, to meet in congress and to
formulate their recommendations.
It was a bold course to take, and
lovers of freedom in every part of
the world must hope that the grand-
son of the Tsar who freed the serfs
will e courageous enough to grant
his people constitutional liberty.
The suggestions—they might indeed
be termed the demands—of the
Congress read like the famous docu-
ment of the Chartists. They em-
brace a constitution, guarantees of
freedom of speech and conscience
and a free press, the richt of public
meeting,  enfranchisement of the
people with the richt of lepislating,
primary education for the masses,
and one or two other minor privi-
leges.  So much comes to us hy
cable, with the further intelligence
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that the Tsar hasg consented to ve-
ceive a deputation from the Con-
gress. The mere enumeration of
the things asked for will sufficiently
discover the nature of the tyrammy
under which the Russian people are
oround down. They want nothing
that the people of the British Em-
pire and America have not pos-
gessed for more than two centuries,
or what ¥renchmen have not en-
joyed for the greater part of a cen-
tury. Their minds cannct concelve
any privileges bevond those that we
hold, though with them, as with us,
there is a minority who will never
he satisfied with any reform that
falls short of the qualities of the
Millenium.  Theoretically the Tsar
has the power to grant what
the Zemstvos ask for. In prac-
tice it will be found that the de-
cision rests with the evil geniuses
that swrround the Throne, including
the persons named ahove, the host
of Grand Dukes, and the leading
members of the aristocracy. Such
a combination has made and un-
made rulers in the past, and may he
trugted to act as it always has act-
ed under certain given conditions.
There has alwavs Dbeen an un-
pleasant suspicion that the liberal-
ising tendencies of the last two
Alexanders was responsible for the
manner of their death, the one by
homb and the other hy poison.

The American DPresidential lec-
tion resulted, as most people inside
and outside the Republic expected,
in the return of Mr. Roosevelt by
an overwhelming majority of more
than itwo to one. The majority
would have been much greater but
for the sentiment of loyalty that
clings to the Uemocratic Party,
whose great traditions helong to
the time before the Civil War, and
are surely fadine. [t is abundantly
evident that the American people
have determined to maintain the
position of the States as a world
power and an enrolled member of
the civilised Concert. There will be
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no further serious discussion of the
Democratic proposal that America
should withdraw from the Philip-
pines, and her share in the solution
of the grave proolems In the Far
East will he taken frankly and un-
grudgingly. At the same time the
interpretation of the Munroe Doc-
trine will be increased in  rigidity,
and the dispositivn of a certain
Court to obtain a footing in South
America,  will he frowned down
even more effectively.

Though the Chinese must by this
time have fairly got 1o work in the
mines of the Rand, we have not
heard that the sky has fallen on
the Transvaal. A great deal of mis-
chievous nonsense has been written
upon this subject, not as aflecting
the abstract principle of employing
yvellow in preference to white labour,
but about the alleved menace to
civilisation invelved in the Chinese
immigration. The circumstances of
the case are less favourable to the
Chinese in- South Afrvica than they
were in California at any time, and
Mr. H. H. Bancroft, the historian
of the West, and an  acknowledged
authority upon Californian afiairs,
has shown conclusively that the ap-
prehensions of the white population
of that State, from the carliest days
of the mining boom until now, have
never heen justified in the slightest
degree by the facts. The very quali-
ties  that were imputed to the
Chinese as faults are those which
should have entitied them to/enevo-
lent toleration. They do not as-
similate with the Europeans, do not
ask for the franchise, and desire
only to make so wmuch wmoney as
will enable them to return to their
native land with a competency that
we would think exceedingly modest.
In return they give labour worth to
the community that employs them
many times the value of the re-
muneration paid. The unionist
labourer in Africa iz not hikely to
he trained io appreciate the China-
man, bhut the presence of the lattier
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will not, we may safely conclude,
provoke a rebellion.

The fiscal reform propavanda
makes little or no appreciable pro-
gress in Great Britain.  Mr, Cham-
kerlain, apparently, has abated
none of his zeal and enercy in the
cause, and he is seconded by many
distinguished men, while he has the
thinly-veiled support of Mr. Balfour
and his Ministerial colleagues. But
the opposing party-cry of ** no in-
crease in the price of the people’s
foed,” has produced the efifect it
was Intended to have, and the
sympathy of the working-classes
has been largely diverted to the side
of men who are not quite worthy of
it. It cannot be to the ultimate ad-
vantage of any section of the Bri-
tish people, even supposing that
some temporary benelit micht be
obtained, to transfer the helm of
state to the hands of the Little
Fnglanders.  Our foreign policy is
weal and vacillating enough in the
care of the Marquis of Lansdowne,
but what it would become under the
guardian-angelship of Sir Henry
(‘amphell-Bannerman we might well
tremhle to think. The alternative
presented by the selection of Loud
Rosetery for the post is not more
encouraging, hecause in that case
there would be the grave possibility
of & breach with France. The atti-
tude of the Commonwealth towards
Mr. Chamberlain’s scheme is come-
what curicus. The Federal Govern-
ment, which ig, as we know, the
ereature of compromise, is virtually
pledeed to let the tariff dog lie, but
the Labour Party, or at least some
considerahle part of it, including
the leader, ex-Premier Watson,
favours the principle of Preference.
Tabour in Australia has nearly al-
wavs heen Protectionist, but the
problem of an Tmperial tariff has
never hefore been put hefore the
Party in set terms. Tt will ke in-
teresting to watch the contest be-
tween the Pritish Radicals and their
covnterparts on  this side of the
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world. 1t is not outside the bounds
of probability that Mr., Watson’s
views will lead to the conversion of
gsome of the English Labourites.
But there is a great deal of ground
yet to cover before it will he prae-
ticahle to do so much as to lay
the question hefore the Empire as a
whole., The next weneral election,
at Home, which is not far off and
may be much nearcr than we think,
‘will zettle some of the preliminaries,
and clear away some misappre-
hensions, but a great deal will re-
main to he done after that.

The session of the New Zealand
Parliament would have ended with-
out any particular notice early in
the month, had it not been {or the
passage of the amazing Shops and
Offices Bill.  This measure, which
does not appear to have heen asked
for by anybody in particular, since
nohody comes forward to defend it,
makes a direct attack upon our
most  elementary  conceptions  of
justice.  According to its terms all
shops in which more than one per-
son are employed are to he closed
at six o’clock on all days excent
Saturday and that on which the
half-holidav falls.  The sole excep-
tions are restaurants and similar
places of refreshment.  Truit and
confectiorer shoys, which have al-
wavs been exemvrted herctofore, are
included, toeether with a number of
other small businesses, such as
tobacconists’, that depend for their
support mainly upon the evening
trade. Tea-roomg and barber's
shops may keen open provided they
are not connected with retail places
of business ; if thev are =so connec-
ted thev must close. The law,
which 1= draconic in its character,
would, if put into operation, affect
a laree clase of deserving peorle
most injuriouslv. As it is, the mere
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prospect of the Act in operation
has preduced much consternation
and some needless suifering,  More
than one small tradesman, in order
to make himself safe, has dispensed
with all assirtarce, and in this way
a number of persons have been
throwt: out of emplovment. Thig is
an ironical commuentary upon a law
allegedly conceived in the interests
of * Lahour.”  Naturally enough,
when the people crasped the signifi-
cance of the new weasure there was
an outery from ol parts of the
Ccleny, and some of the Members
of Parliament deemed responsible
have had a somewhat trying ex-
perierce.  But the truth is that no
particular  section of the House is
to blame exeept the Government,
who, despite repeated declarations
of 2n intenticn to pause, stil} pur-
suex the fatuous course of pandering
to the labowrites, who ave never
gsatigfied and never grateful,  The
emphatic protests  arising in all
quarters had the effect of  hanging
ap ' the Act for a time, wntdl the
Government takes steps to test its
“legality.”” The position is odd, al-
most ludicrous, hut the feeling that
the failure of the Act in a court
of law would amount to a henefac-
tion keeny the nublic from Taughing.
The Taborr Department arvangerd
for a tesi cose, and this was heard
hefore Dr, MeArthur, the Wellington
Stinendiary Magistrate, who de-
cided that owing to the ohscurity
of the clause relating to “ combined
districts,” by which term each of
the four chief centres is described,
the rresecution must fail. The De-
partment bas aopvealed, and mean-
{ime the  combined districis ” will
Fe dulv gazetted. Pending the re-
sult the trade of the Colony will go
on r& before, and most peonle will
hore that the result will be found
not to interfere with existing
arrangements.

&
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Tourist Department, photo, Lyell

Bridge, Buller Gorge.
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“Tounist Depertment, photo. .t Baliocn, from " Milford Track.
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Tourist Department, photo. Mt. Cook, from Ball Pass,
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SCRAPS.

A POWERFUL PICK-ME-UP.

HE excitement at the wharf
was intense. Sale day,
Christmas week, and not
a beast to be got for love
Oor money. Butchers
ramping.  Suddenly the
long-expected schooner
“Albatross,” with a deck-
cargo of fifteen head from
the Waimea River BSta-
tion, swuny alongside the

wharl. Vociferous volees demanded

thev should he landed in  double-
quick time.  Two hours after usual
sale time, and the auctioncer and

his customers were eqgually impa-
tient.

The gangway was run ashore, im-
provised pens knocked down, and
everything ready but the cattle.
The weather had been exceptionally
rough, and to the consternation of
the skipper not a beast could he got
to rise from its recumbent position.
One and all were in the last stage
of sea-sickness, and everybody
knows what that is.

“Darn my snout !’ exclaimed the

burly skipper. ** Who ever heard o
cattle bein’ taken this way afore?
What’s to be done now 7

“Give ‘em a ‘our or two spell,
then they’ll gpo ashore as fresh as
paint,”” replied the mate.

“Hour or two !’ snorted the
skipper. “ Why T bet Bill Jones a
new hat I'd have em here in time
for this ere sale, and the hell rung
afore we come alongside 1"

“Can’t =ee no other way to fix it,
any  road ! =aid the philosophic
malte, gpitting thoughtfully over the
raill.

Chorus
* Look slippery, there !

of impatient ‘butchers :
Haul ‘em
out !  Should a been skinned by
this time !’

““ Well I'm jiggered !”’ groaned the
skipper. *‘ Hifteen lovely head o
cattle too sick to walk ashore ! A
pretty kettle o’ fish as ever I
see’d !

Suddenly his face lit up, and he
slapped his hand vigorously on his
thigh. _

“Tve got it, Bill, darned if &
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haven't ! Struck it in one act !
What these ‘ere beasts wants is a
pick-me-up ! 1t'll set 'em on their
feet properly.”

“ But where are yon goin’ to get
it, old man ?’

“ Pl soon fix that,” exclaimed
the excited skipper. ** Call a couple
o' hoys here to shilt the lazareite
hatch !

No sooner sajd than cdone, and
the skipper dived in and rummaged
amongst the cargo, returning

[December, 1904

skip ashore like kittens | Blowed if
it won't ! Bear a hand, lads !

The men held the beasts” heads up
in turn, and the skipper poured the
painkiller down their throats. A
cheer rose from the little gronp of
spectators on the wharf.

“Bully for Capt'in Jack 1" they
evied as they craned their necks to
watch the result.

Half the beasts had been dosed,
and the skipper was lustily wrest-
ling with an exceptionally severe

triumphantly
arms,

“ Quick, rip her open, and
get to work !’ he exclaimed.

The lid was wrenched off in the
wink of an eyelid, disclosing rows
of tightly-packed bottles, labelled
““ Painkiller.”

“ Great snakes !”’ cried the mate,
“ you dor't mean to—"’

“You bet T do!” interposed the
excited skipper. “ VYou can’t lick
it! A bottle each 11 make “em

with a case In his

we'll

ease of prostration, when the iirst
pattent zounded to his feet with the
snort of a fog-horn. A wild glare
was in his bloodshot eves, and pain-
killer-flecked  foam  Hew from his
orten jaws. In two tounds he clear-
ed the gengway, tall cn end.

The spectators climbed two-deep
up the lamp-posts, or took headers
overboard in the urseemly haste of
their departure.

Giving vent {10 a succession of
awe-inspiring  hellows, the heast



December, 1904]

eracked on full sail and bore down
like ten thousand bricks on the
gale-yvard, where the auctioneer was
already selline o fow storves,

In the twinkling of an eve the
place was deserted.  Buyers  and
sellers sprinted madly in all  diree-

tions.  Fverv roof was lined with
panting fivures, everv tree  was

hending with their weight.
Huddenly anothor infuriated bheast
hove in sight, followed by the whole

fifteen, madly racing vp and down
the street in scarch of gore,

Apt at emergencies, the auctioneer
made his appearance on the roof of
the King's Arms with a bottle in
one hand and his hammer in the
other,

The excitement was af its highest.
From tree-top and roof-ridge it
rippled unceasingly.

“T'll sell 'em flying, gents I'" ex-
claimed the auctioneer. ** Look at
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their magnifcent. condition ! Recog-
nise  their extraordinary agility !
There's  Christmas  heef for vou !
They're ont and out the smartest,
the liveliest, the spryesi lot of beef
cattle ever zeen in this port !

It was undoubtedly the sale of his
life,. A pericet cyvelone of bidding
followed his appeal, and fabulous
prices resulted.

As the last heast wax knocked
down, carried away hy the excite-

ment of the moment, the knight of
the hammer, forgetting his unstable
nosition, drained the hottle, and
fell over with a crash into the back-
vard. A fat old ceok fortunately
broke his fall and saved his neck.

That night the schooner “* Alba-
tross ”’ set sail on her return vovage
with the balence of the painkiller
under hatches, and from the stirring
sounds of revelry that arose, a few
dozen of something vet more pick-
me-uppish in the cabin.
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THE PUBLISHERS DESK.

OUR CHRISTMAS NUMBER.

The years voll quickly by. This is the sixth Christmas the NEw Zgpapawp
AuLosTRATED MaGAzINE has seen, and our readers never seem to tire of congratn-
lating us on the excellence of the production. Contributions are constantly coming
in from New Zealaoders in all parts of the world who have had copies of the
Macazine sent them by friends here. Don’t forget that the present number is
-especially adapted for this purpose.

A PRIZE IZOMPETITION.

We would call especial attention to the advertisement on page s/ of Dr,
Barraclough's Second Annual Natural Science Competition. The object of this Com-
petition, as set Fforth by Dr. Barraclough in his article on the subject, is an
admirable one. The Prize of Hive (tuineas is worth an effort, and the announce-
ment made that selections from the unsaccessful essays will be published and paid
for at usnal rates will no doubt be an extra .ncentive to those who are dubious
.of their ability to secure the Prize.

TO ADVERTISERS,

The increased circulation consequent on the reduction of the price of the New
Zuanaxp Iroustratep Macazive to the popular price of sizpence makes 1t a atill better
medinm for advertisers. Following on the lines which have made advertisements in
the American magazines give such good vesults to enterprising advertisers, we desire
to make pictorial advertisoments a promivent feature, Our rvepresentative is now
touring the colony to interview bheads of firms. Special designs, humorous or other-
-wise, to suit any description of business will be supplied by our artist on application. -

o}

Articles on the following snbjects will appear shortly:—

Asour Krars.—Joyoce Jocelyr.

Tne Martvrs axp Trouesapcurs of Oup ProviNezs.—By Jessic Mackay.

A Cruise w tae Hisrore Warees or Query CHirtorre SounD,—
By the 0.C.

Mysresies, MiracLe-Prays, axp Moraumms.—By T. B. W,

Tae Moriorl aND THE ALBa1ROSS.—DBy W. B. Te Kuiti,

Hovorvru.—By C. L. Harris,

Buassery.—By © Wihora.”

Storiettes by the following Authors:—

Muares ToserHer.—By Arvch. M. MeNicol.

Bor’s Brurers. No. 1L—By “ Rollingstone.”

Tae Heap or Te Ravsigovkirt—By J. Cowan,

Tue Srory or ter Sax Prevro—By A. H. Messenger.
Kmysvpep. A Tale of the Pacific—By “ Beachcomber,”
Tow Bowuiwe.—By J. C,
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