
of the older members' bowls, from time to
time, go quite as wide of the jack as his do,
for like many other games there are times
when the best bowlers are completely " off
colour," and the neophyte is on the jack
nearly every time. Should this not be the
ease, the acclamation which he receivesfrom
his skip, and the rest of his team, when he
has successfully scored a difficult shot, dis-
placingan adversary'sbowl from thepride of
place,and lying"shot himself,compensates
him for many failures. He is not asked
whether it was a fluke,and if he is wise he
will not volunteer the information.

The man whohas never bowled imagines
there can benothing in the game, that it is
simply rolling upa wooden ball as close to
the jack as possible. Let him try it,he will
find there is agreat dealmore than that in

it. You have all thepleasureofamarksman
when hehits thebull-eye,withthe additional
charm of variety— asnotwo games arealike,
and the respective positions of other bowls,
those of your adversaries and your own,
complicate and vary the game, and the
particular shot requiredadinjinitum. There
is also the undoubted gratification of ousting
an adversary from the pride of place, and
taking up the position of which youdeprived
him, which adds inno slight measure to the
many charms of the game.

[Ed. Note.— As the above article deals
exclusively withNorth Island bowling, we
trust some enthusiast on the subject will
take up his pen and give a record of the
progress of the gamein the South.]

The Love of Nature.

Children we dream a happy dream,
Lapt in fondnature's bounteousbi-east;

And we arehappier than we seem,
For we have peace, and are at rest.

Among the buttercups we tread,
Us with their secret they endue;

And wind the daisies round ourhead,
For wehave learned their secret too.

Too sooncomesyouth withrestless course,
And draws us to the world of men;

And we obey the call perforce
Till that hard fever wanes again.

For in its clutch we toss about,
And seek hot phantoms 'mid distress

To find the heart's deep secret out,
And see contentment less and less.

Then nature's face wescan anew,
Ifanyrefuge there appears,

And that deepcharm that once weknew,
We findnew-washed inmanhood's tears.

C.F.S.
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