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Red Deer Shot in the Wairarapa by Roderick Macgillivray.

"C.H.Harris, Waipukurau.



Deer Stalking in New Zealand.
Ik W. C. Oliver

Illustrated by photos, kindly lent by Messrs. T. h\ Donna mid F. 11. Combes

J-yIHERE are in this colony three things
VIU that should bring to our shoi'es, in
y^ growing numbers every year,

men of means and leisure, viz.,
magnificent scenery, over one thousand
rivers and streams, wellstocked with trout,
equal in quality and size to any thing of the
kind in any part of the world, including
Norway and Lapland, andherds of deer, that
leave little further to be desired by the

most ardentstalker, it is with these latter
that ihe present article has todo.

Tho rod duei' are to be found chiefly in
three localities— Ccntviil Ota»-o, Nelson, and
the Wairarapa district, in the Wellington
province. They were introduced overthirty
years a»'o to these respective districts about
the same time, and probably the munher to
be found in each locality is about the same— approximately some five thousand ineach.

RED DEER SHOT BY T. B. DONNK, JOHN ROSS, AND OTHERS,
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The Otago herd is of the purely Scotch
type, and is found scattered all over the
AlpinerangesbetweenLakesWanaka,Hawea,
and Mount Cook, commonly known as the
Morvin Hills. The herd have worked their
way up the Hunter River, and have
undoubtedly found their way over the
watershed, and down towards the West
Coast, where in the immense forest country
they may roam and inrivsisn for years in
undisturbed
security. The
ground is
reached from
Dunedinin two
days, either by
train toKings-
town, with
coach over the
Orown Range
on the follow-
ing day to
Havvea, or by
train to Ku-
row, on the
Waikato, and
by coach on
the following
day to Long-
slip or -the
Lindus. The
distance does
not differ ma-
terially which
ever route be
chosen. The
whole of the
deer country
here is essen-
tiallv mount-
ainous

—
the ranges rising from three

to seven thousand feet, and usually very
steep and rugged. It is, however, well
grassed and open. There are patches of
birch bush in gullies here and there, and
about Hawea Lake, considerable forest,but
generally the country is free from heavy
cover.

All over this district, the stags are fairly
plentiful, and the stalker who is not afraid

gone more than half a mile when, on
reaching the top of a spivr, and scanning
the country we were leaving with our
glasses, we saw a stag and half a
score of hinds, basking themselves in the
morning sun on the topof a. flat ridge about
a mile and a half behind vs

—
as the crow

flies. Counting his tines cai'efully,wemade
him out tobe a good royal. We soonmade
up our minds to go back and pay our

of a stiff climb can generally tinti his game.
Iknew one lucky sportsman bag three
royals daring his first day,near the foot of
the Hunter River. Some magnificentheads
have been got here. The average,upon the
whole, is good. The iintli-rs may be
characterized generally as longrather than
massive. There are exceptions, however,
some being massive as well as long.
The skin is remarkably shaggy, no

doubt owing to
the severity of
the winter.
Igive my

last stalk there
two years ago.
Ihad with me
two ardent
stalkers and
crack shots,
Messrs. Har-
old and Con.
Hodgekinson,
of Longslip.
We had struck
camp, and a
littleaftersun-
risestarted for
home, Con.
taking charge
of horse and
pack, while
Harold and 1
made straight
across country
in the hope of
seeing some
worthy game
by the way.
We had not

RED DEER SHOT BY NAT GRACE
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FALLOW DEER SHOT AT MOTUTAPU AND WAIKATO, PRINCIPALLY BY
F. H. COMBES.
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respects to his royalhighness. By a detour
of about a mile, the wind being favourable,
we made our way to their wlweabouts
withoutanyloss of time. When wereached
the edge of the ridge where we expected to
find the game within range,they wei'e gone.
Advancing cautiously, we found they had
gone down the opposite side, and were
leisurely crossingacreek about threehundred
yards belowus. On moving up the hill a
bit, they showed indications of a purpose to
rest there during the morning hours.
Leaving my friend to watch,Iretraced my
steps, and after a round of a little over a
mile, with a good deal of the snake-in-the-
grass business,'lgot within'a hiradi'ed and
fifty yards of them. The country did not
admit of a nearer approach, and the deer
looked restless. Inever had any scruples

not regretted hav-
ing bagged him, but rather rejoiced at
havingperformed a good action.

The Nelson herd are spread over a very
wide area. Taking a westerly line from
Havelock, for over a hundred miles one
passes through gooddeer country

— mostly
rough bush land, but admirably suited to
their habits. With the city of Nelson as
centre, the stalkercan find theobject of his
quest on nearly every hand. With the
splendid climate that reigns almostunbroken
in this lovely spot,of eternal sunshine— for
it isreputed to have more sunshine during
theyear thananyplace inthe world—

acamp-
out will add to the conditions of success.
The heads here, though superior to those of
Scotland, on the whole,are not the finestin
the colony. They are of good, dark colour,
and fairly massive,but cornpai'ed with those

a,bout shooting a
good stag before,
but as the king
stoodsurroundedby
hisharem,he looked
so grand thatIhad
considerable feeling
over the matter. It
was ray last chance
for the season,how-
ever,and Iwanted
one other head to
make up the com-
plement, so the ex-
press bullet soon
reached him, and
Ik; toppled over,
stone dead. As I
have looked upon
his noble face in
the hall many a

time since,and been
reminded of the in-
cidents <>f that
stalk, and the num-
berof weakerbreth-
ren that he would
have slain in the
meantimeincombat
had be lived,IhsiveRED DEER SHOT IN THE WAIRARAPA BY T. E. DONNE
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of Wairarapa and Hawea, theyhave not the
average of span or spread. There are
exceptions,of course. Splendid royals are
to be got, bat imperials not often. There
has been too much breeding-in. Ihave
heard of three hundred being shot during a
season.

The Wairarapa takes the palm for large
stags and massive heads. Their ancestors
came from Windsor Pai'k, and had a large
dash of the German blood in them. The
season before last over sixty heads were
brought into Martinburgh to be set up by
Mr.Ross, whois anexpertat the taxidermist
art, everyone of which had from twelve to
sixteen points. This was probably one of
the finest collections

Briton, due doubtless to our superior food
and climatic conditions. They ai'e ]ust as
keeu in sense of sight, hearing and scent
as the red, and quite as wary. They are
morepugnacious, too,and during.therutting
season they are fighting each othor con-
stantly. Excepting in the early days lof
the season it is rare to find one that is not
full of scars.

One day in the Black Gully, on the Blue
Mountains,two wereengagod so fiercely in
mortal combat that when a friend, witli
whomIwas stalking, cameupon the scene
and shot one, the other would not decamp
untilhehad receivedasharp loaden message.

This has occurred, though very rarely,

ever made from a
limited locality in
one season. Mild
winters,with plenty
of feed, may account
forthesuperiorheads
developed in the
Wairarapa herd.
Mavtinburgh may be
regarded as the cen-
tve, and is reached
from Wellington in
a few hours by train
and coach. To do
the business well,
one should be pre-
pared to go into
camp.

The fallow deer
are only second in
interest to the red,
and they are to be
found in largenum-
bers on the Blue
Mountains at Tapa-
nui,in Otago, up the
WanganuiRiver,and
in the Waikato, in
the Auckland Pro-
vince. The bucks
develop heads inour
colony very much
superior to those of RED DEER SHOT BY JOHN STKANG,
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with the red. Isaw two
good heads brought into
Nelson one day that were
both shot while fighting.
The battle- was going on
close to a settler's home-
stead in Happy Valley,
and after watching them
for a time,he put a pair of
bullets into a double-bar-
velled fowling piece, and
when he had shot one, the
second only ceased from
butting his fallen foe on
receiving a fatal message
himself. Such cases are,
however, very rare, but
they indicate the de-
termined spirit with which these fellows
fight.

Of all outdoor sports deer stalking is
probably the most invigoi'ating and healthy,
and only those who have plenty of physical
vigour and endurance should engage in it.
To getaway from the din of city life,from
the perpetual taxand possible worryof office
or business cares, and gc into camp away
up amongthe mountains, where the scenery
is grand, the air the purest, witli.no wireov
mail to remind one of what the grinding-
world is doing,is nosmall bliss in itself to
the real toiler. Many of the deep ravines
and narrow gorges in our primeval forests,
presenting every possible tint of green, with

tree aud shrub and creeper hanging- in
luxuriant festoons,make a perfect paradise.
No palace garden in the world equals it.
Tennyson or Wordsworth never wrote such
a poem. Then the mountain top at dawn— and the stalker will often be there then—
has its own glories.

TwiceIhave been there before the light
of day to find the whole world around,and
a few feet beneath, one unbroken sea of
cloud, and when the sun had crossed the
horizon,and senthis golden rays overall the
ocean of vapour, the sight was really grand.
These are incidental,however. The stalk is
not secondary but first. Dawn and eveare
the times when deer are chiefly to be fouud.

They are then going- or returning
from their night excursions.
Daring the day they are ordi-
narily resting in thick cover.
In the height of the rutting
season thestags arevery restless,
and are often on themoveduring
the day as well as atnight. One
has to travel, first over hill and
dale, until one has found one's
game, and the next, and often
the more difficult thing, is to get
within range. All the senses of
deer are remarkably acute. I
have seen them pick up the
scent of a man three quartersFALLOW DEER SHOT IN THE WAIKATO BY F. H. COMBES.

FALLOW DEER SHOT AT MOTUTAPU BY F. H. COMBES
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of a mile away instantly. The wind, the vvntch in some conspicuous place,
therefore, has always to bo considered, and when she hfis heconie tired of her
Not unfrequently an old hind is on vigil, and returns to t,he herd, another

SLEDGING HOME THE PHKK, MOTIJTAI'U

RED DEER SHOT TC THE WAIRARAPA BY T. E. DONNE
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marches off to her place. Sometimes d;iys
are spent in the hope of securing a shot at a
good stag,but an enthusiastic! hunter never
becomes impatient. Endurance, skill,and
a steady aim are his throe indispensable
qualities.

The lion or tiger hunter plants his "kill
"

in a suitable spot, and then plants himself
in a convenient tree near by, and if the
man-eatercomesalong,hetakeshis deliberate
aim, and he has any amount of time to do it
in.. Or he finds where the game is lui-king
in the jungle,and sends inhis beaters and
takes his stand, or waits on an elephant's
back ator near whore the prey is likely to
break cover,and the bu.siness is done.

In the dawn,on the Blue Mountains one
morning,Iheard a roar, andIknew that it

has companion, one can enter the
cover, and there is a chance of a shot for
the other as the stag' escapes. When the
deer are found in the open, it is rerj
different. If the country admitsof it, they
are simply stalked up wind. The stalker
keeps outof sightand approachesnoiselessly
until within range— which is generally from
eighty to two hundred yards. The shoulder
is the spot chosen for the aim, if possible.
It is quite a popular fallacy to suppose that
the stag shot through the heart must fall
instantly. If the bullet passes through the
upper part of the heart this will be so; but
if through the lowerpart, the stag may run
nearly a hundred yards before he drops.

The rifleis a matter of great importance,
and the choice,now,withexpertslies between

came from a good stag.
It took me just half a
day crawling, scramb-
ling, running, and climb-
ingbeforeIfound myself
eighty yards from the
vocalist. He was in the
centre of a few acres of
dense scrub in the forest.
Now and again his ant-
lers and a section of the
upper paitof his forehead
became visible from the
spot where Iwas. I
tried in all directions to
get abetter sightof him*
but in vain. Ihad to
be content, with the speck
that became visible, and
risk it. By good luck I
gothim. In bush stalk-
ing such an experience
is not an unfrequent
thing. A stag may be
heard in the early morn-
ing and followed for
miles,and then it is found
ihat he has gone to his
noonday's resting place
into a dense patch of
scrub, where he is ab-
solutely invisible. If one

A YOUNG SPORTSMAN ON THE HEAD OF A RED DEER

SHOT, IN THE WAIRAKAPA.
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the Express and the 303 Winchester, or
Savage. Thelatterare very handy weapons,
of good penetration, wonderfully accurate,
and with a trajectory so flat that up to two
hundred yards it is hardly necessary to put
up a sight. This largely obviates the
frequentdifficulty of calculating the distance— a matter,except at short range,of supreme
importance. For smashing or paralysing
power, however, the JUxpress will probably
never be superseded.

The following will illustrate:— Stalking
fi stag1 one morning in fairly open bush
country, from his roaringIexpected him to
come in sight two hundred yards from
whereIlay, andIput up the sight, for that
distance. After a period of waiting, he
suddenly appeared some thirty yards below
me, a splendid royal,side on,but hid by +he
curve of the hill, excepting his head and
some four inchesof his back. Ididnot care
to aim at the head for fear of injuring it. I
wasusing a 500 Austrian rifle. There was
a chance of the backbone, and Iaimed
accordingly. His appearance was so sudden and unexpected,
twohundred yards' sight thatIhad put up, and fired. He

at thatspot, thatI forgot the
bounded away down the hill,

seemingly untouched. At three hundred
yai'ds he stood and looked over his shoulder,
giving me a good rump shot, which t saw
took effect, but failed to stop"him. He ran
about lialf amile further,and took a third
shot to drop him. This was an immense
stag, and measured nine feet from nose to
rump. The firstbulletentered the shoulder,
and just grazed the spine. An Express
would have smashed it,and the stag would
have dropped instantly. The secondhit the
right haunch, well back, and lodged in tin*
second rib on the left side. Ineither case,
the Express, or the 308, would havestopped
him at once, as the next case will show. A
good stag was known to have his habitat
in a patch of timber near the foot of the
Blue Mountains,but he always managed to
make his escape from every stalker whohad
tried to secure him. Igot a friend to walk
through the bush while Imarched alon#
outside, some hundred yards from the
margin. After a quarter of an hour's march
Iheard a sharp, excited " Look out !" On

FALLOW DEER (SHOT BY F. H. COMKEf) WITH
FIGHTING PRONG* 01-' HOUNS ONLY.

REV. W. C OMVKU UKINOING IIOMK 'IKK SPOIL.
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looking over my shoulder,
some eighty yards behind
me, the stag wasbounding
away towai'ds th« mount-
ains. Ifired— myExpress
this time— and he drop-
ped on his haunches in-
stantly. He was hit in
the smallof the back, and
thehindquarters werequite
paralysed. He roared vo-
ciferously, and tried his
best, to reach ns with his
sharp antlers. We soon
secured him, however.
Now, the bullet hit him
not more than two inches at the very
outside, from the top of the small of
Hie back. It was not, by at least, an
inch, as low down as the ball from the
Austrian rifle w;is oi: the shoulder of the
royal. Had [ been using an ordinary rifle,
the; Martini in particular, instead of an
Express, this stag wouldhave escaped as if
untouched.

With the facilities for iravelling that are
now obtainable,it is likely that sportsmen
from England will come to this colony in
growing numbers for their trophies.
Something like l.hm: thousand stags are
shotin Scotland every year,and according

to the Field,a few years ago,each stag cost
the sportsman about £50. The man who
can afford a few weeks' extra time will Hud
it cheaper to come to New Zealand than go
to Scotland,andhis heads are likely to be
much superior also.

Inaddition to the red and fallow,wehave
the Sambur and the moose, recently
introduced, which in a few years will
materially add to our big game. The
Sambur have multiplied considei-ably in the
Carnarvau district, and the moose will
doubtless flourish on the west coast of the
Southern Island, between Hokitika and the
Sounds, when1 they have been liberated.

OUR. CAMP IN THE WAIKARAPA

TIIK TOWNSHIP OK TAPANUI AND THK BI.L'K MOUNTAINS,
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In the Public Eye.

JuiXtK GrRESSON, who tlieil recently at
Christchurch, was born

JUDGE GRESSON. iii the County of Meath
iv the year 1807. He took his B.A.degree
at Trinity College, Dnblin. After having
kept his terms at the Temple, lie practised
at the IrishBar till the year 1854, when he
emigrated with
his family toCan-
terbury,New Zea-
land. The ideaof
colonization had

lirst p;irt of the journey was made in a guhl
escort; wairn'on, iiiul when the mad beeanu)

too bad for driving, tin- Judge and t.ho
Crown Pi'osoiMitor continued tluiir jonnii'y
on horseback- -t.hu latter, howovci'. rctunu'd
by sea, profurring1 the dangers of the ocean
to those of tho road. Later on the districts

were divided, and

always great at-
tractions for him.
and he made his
adopted country
his home. Shortly
after his arrival
he accepted the
office of Provin-
cial Solicitor
under James Ed-
ward Fitzgerald,
the first Superin-
tendentof Canter-
bury. In iBSB lie
was made Judge
of the Middle
Island, and after
taking the ses-
sions in Nelson,
rode from thence
to Christchurch
with a guide,
crossing oneriver
nineteen times in

one day,and later staudish&Preece,

on to Dunedin.
After the finding of gold on the West
Coast, Westland became populated, and
the increase of crime necessitated the
holding of a session at Hokitika before the
present coach road was completed. The

deepest interest.
He wii.s t'wr many

years Synodsiiiiiii and lay reader for the di.s-
trici of Woodencl, amiFora timehold the post
of Chancellor of the Diocese. In the early
daysof the settlement he had been one of
the warmest promoters of the building of

workwasconlined
to Cliristelmreh.
In IS/5 lie re-

signed the oH'kji)

of .iiid^'e, itml ro
tired to \\\> farm" Waiora," about
seventeen miles
from Uhrist-
chureli, when- ho
livedforseven teen

ye;u\s, takin.n' ;i

interest in
all thatconcerned
the welfare of the,

nei^hbou rhooc.l,
inolmling ihe
Maori village of
St.Stephens, lie
was a freijtient
exhibitorat eattlo
shows,and a j^reafc
promoter of l.ho
1 ocaI F lowc v
Show, lint it was
inChurchmatters
that he took the

JUDGE GRESSOX. Cliristolniroli.
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Christchurch Cathedral,and inafter1 years
suggested the erection of the Selwyn pulpit
to the memory of New Zealand's first
Primate, and was mainly instrumental in
carryingit to completion. In1893he came
toliveinFendalton,asuburbof Christchurch,
where he I'esided until his death on January
31st, at the age of ninety-two. For several
years he was a regular visitor at the
Christchurch Hospital,and was aVestryman
and Parochial Nominator to the last. His
last public appearance was at the service
held for the inauguration of the completion
of the Cathedral in Jubilee week, December
20th, 1900.

The Anglican Church in Canterbury has
recently lost in Dean

VERY REVD DEAN H j ,
QmJACOBS DD. . .wasiiitimatelycoiaiected

with it from its foundation, for he it was

who performed|the first Church ofEngland
servioe in the province. He arrived at-
Lyttelton in 1850 to take up a classical
professorship in the College which was to be

founded at once in this orthodox young
settlement. Two years later found him in
the capacity of headmaster, opening the
Christ's College Grammar School,a position
which heheld until 1863, whenheundei'took
the incumbency of Christchurch. His
ability assured rapid promotion, and he
shortly became Archdeacon Jacobs. This
was followed by the offer of the Bishopric
of Nelson, which he refused,his love for the
Avon,beautifully expressedinacontribution
to The Canterbury Rhymes, in 1854, and a
disinclination to leave the scene of his
earlier labours probably prompting him
thereto. He was next appointed Dean of
Christchurch,and continued his ministry
for many years at St. Michael's. After
some forty years spent in the labour he
loved,educational and ecclesiastical, under
the Southern Cross, he sailed for the Home
country in 1890; not to remain, however,
for he soon returned to the land to which
he thus happily referred to in,Ithink,his
earliest contribution to the above work,
entitled "Greece is Where the Greeks
Dwell":
"

Tis not thy soil, 0 England !nor thy scenes,
Though oft on these home-wand'ring fancy

leans;
'Tis not alone thehistoric fervour caught

From oldassociation;nor thy marts,
Nor c'en thy grey cathedrals,nor thewells

Of ancient learning, though for these our hearts
May proudly yearn;true love ofcountry tells

A better tale— thy Church, thy laws, thy arts!
'Tis England whereanEnglish spiritdwells!"

His
"Jubilee Hymn," of which HerLate

Majesty graciously accepted the dedication,
jiihl *" A Lay of the Southern Cross— and
Other Poems

"— published at Home were
amongst his best poetical works.

4,

Mrs. Davip Nathan, who appeared as
Cleopatra in some

MRS- , xxr ii- ,recent Wellington
DAVID NATHAN. _, ftableaux, comes from

England, She is the wife of Mr. David
Nathan, well-known in financial and com-
mercial circles in the Empire City. Mrs.

VI3KY EEVi). DEAN JACOBS, D.D
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Nathan's dressing for the character of
Cleopatra was most artistic, and her jewels
were magnificent. Mr. and Mrs. Nathau
reside in a beautifully-decorated house in
Clifton Terrace, where they give charming
dinners and entertain right hospitably.
The negative from which our illustration
is taken was unfortunately lost in the fire
which recently destroyed Messrs. Wriggles-
worth andBinns' Studio in Willis Street.

The recently-elected member of the Univer-
si t y Senate, Professor

PROFESSOR Richavd c Maclaurin, ofMACLATTRIN,
T7. , . „ � w ...

M.A., LL.M- Victoria College, Welling-
ton, is a gentleman who

knows by personal experience every step of
our educational system. He bee-ati his
scholastic career by winning a
District Scholarship at the Han-
tapuPublic School in 1880. He
gained the Auckland Grammar
School Scholarship in 188G, and
was first on the list of Junior
University Scholars in1887,and
entered theAuckland University.
In 1890 he graduated8.A.,and
obtained the University Senior
Scholarship in mathematics,
graduating M.A. with first-class
honours in mathematics and
mathematical physics in 1891.
The succeeding year saw him
elected to a scholarship at St.
John's College, Cambridge, and
at the first annual exam, he
was awarded a Foundation
Scholarship for special distinc-
tion in mathematics. In 1895
he graduated B.A. (as awrang-
ler) withFirst Class Honours;
in 1896 he was bracketed with
the Senior Wrangler in the
First Division of the First Class
in Part11, of the Mathematical
Tripos — admittedly the most
difficult mathematical examina-
tion in the world. His next
step was to travel. He spent
some time studying University

methods in Germany, tin; United States,
and Canada. While in Canada he
wrote a thesis on an abstruse- dilliculty in
mathematical analysis, which afterwards
gained the Smith's Prize, the most coveted
mathematical prize at Cambridge,over the
head o* the Senior Wrangler. The work
was declared by the examiners to be an
important contribution to mathematical
science, and was published /'// cjicnan by the
Cambridge Philoso hical Society. Professor
Maclaurin next studied law, and became a
member of the Honorable Society of
Lincoln's Inn, and was awarded the
McMalion Law Studentship at St. John's
College,a scholarship of the value of (Jl5O

perannum for four years. A little laterhe
graduated successively LL.B. and LL..M. nl

Wrigglesworth &Binn s . Wellington
MRS. DAVID NATHAN, OF UKf.MNGION, AS

"
CLEOPATRA."
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Cambridge. In 1898 he was elected to
that l'ecognized hall-mark of University
distinction, a Fellowship at St. John's,and

studies with>exceptionalenergy. Hematricu-
lated and passed the Junior Civil Service
and medical preliminary exams, at Prince
Albert College, Auckland, spent twoyears
in the study of science at the Auckland
University, moved to Sydneyand passed his
first professional examinationthere,,,then.on
to Edinburgh University,where inturnmost
of the coveted honours in the branch of the
profession to which he had devoted himself,
the diseases of women and children,
l'ewardedhis untiring application. Amongst
these may be mentioned the Buchanan
Scholai'ship, theposition of Senior Prizeman
in Surgery at the New School of Medicine ;
first-class honours in medicine, surgery,
midwifery, pathology and physiology, etc.;
University medalsin diseasesof women,and
in physiology; and his M.B. and M.D.
degrees, which were gained with Honours,
by no means a bad record. Dr. Groldie had
no sooner graduated than he started in

wrote a thesis on the History of Title, for
which he gained the Yorke Prize of one
hundred guineas, which had not been
awarded for six years, as it is only given
for a thesis of exceptional merit. Professor
Maclaurin is probably the only mau who
everobtained theSmith's and Yorke's Prizes
within two years. Shortly after this he
was appointed Professor of Mathematics
and Mathematical Physics at Victoria
College, Wellington. Outside his regular
mathematical duties Professor Maclaurin
lectui'eson Jurisprudence and Constitutional
History. This he does as a labour of. love,
and has already attracted a large class of
students.

Dr. William Herbert Goldie, M.D., CM.
(Edin.), "is a son of the

DR. W. H. GOLDIE, v " ,. .
MD CM (15DIN ) PreS6nt Mayol< ° f AUCk"

land,Mr. David troldie.
As a boy young Groldie had an excellent
record as an athlete, but recognising that
the business of life wasnotentirely confined
to the playground,he devoted himself to his

generalpractice. We find him successively
in charge of tho Countess of Seafield's
Hospital,acting as Honse-surgeon in charge
of the University Wards for Diseases of

EdwardsStudio, Auckland.
PROFESSOR MACLAURIN, M.A., LL.M.

Hemus, Auckland.
DR. W. H. GOLDIE, M.D., CM.
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Women at Edinburgh Royal Infirmary,
working in the London Hospitals, House
Physician and Pathologist at the Wolver-
hampton and Staffordshire General In-
firmary, and also in the Eastern Fever
Hospital,London,on the Honorary Staff of
the Chelsea Hospital for Women, assisting
the eminent surgeon, Mr Bland Sutton, in
his most difficult operations, and carrying
on a consultingpractice at Wimpole Street,
Cavendish Square. It was only last year
that Dr. Goldie returned to New Zealand,
and settled in Auckland to give his native
town the benefit of his studies. The
Polynesian, Melauesian and Australian
natives and their habits and customs have
always held great interest for Dv. Goldie,
and he intends publishing a work on the
subject. He was awarded honours while at
the Edinburgh University for a thesis
entitled " The MedicalCustoms and Diseases
of the Polynesian Maori and Australian
Races." Dr. Goldie has been elected
Surgeon-Captain of the Auckland Engineers
Volunteer Corps.

Amongst the hardy pioneers of Otago there
were naturally many

MX. W. SWAN. milierßj a das;()f men
whose adventurous lives tend to foster a
spirit of determination to overcome all
difficulties and a steady resourcefulness,
which makes them admirable settlers for a
new country. The subject of this sketch,
the late Mr. William Swan, wasan excellent
example in point. Born at Prestonpaus in
Scotland, and taught the arduous duties of
a coalminer,Mr. Swan, ou arriving at the
age of twenty-thi'ee,decided to try his luck
in New Zealand. His first goldh'eld
experiences were on the Dunstan iv 1861.
Realising that there were moi'e certain
profits to be made by cartage of stores than
by digging, he soon turned his attention to
this line of business,and didexceedingly well
at it. A short experienceof the New South
Wales goldfields soon sent him back to
Dunedin, where the next few yeai's were
spent in founding a flourishing coal and

(innvooii business. Not content with
succes>fullv tnntuigiii£r his own business,
Mi1. Swan, in 18->l.>, offered his services us
City Councillor, find for many years did
excellent work in this capacity mid that of
Mayor, both of the oily and of the Mosgiel
Bui'nuirli dnriiiLr liis rrsidi'iice therein. Ho

also devoted his (.'iierg'ies to the Otago
J3enevolent Institution, the Ocea-i Beach
Domain Board, and Charitable Aid lioard,
and occupied the position for ton years of
Treasurer of the Caledonian Society. Ho
will be long remembered in the City of the
South for his constant attention and
unswerving devotion to the causes he took
in hand.

Mk. Charles Wilson, who. as lie himself
aptly expresses it, has

MR- CHARLES forsaken the busy hum of
the printing office for the

quietand classic shades of theParliamentary
Library, is well known in New Zealand.
He has all the pluck and energy of the
typical Yorkshireman,and has worked his
way steadilyonward in thiscolony. As one

Frost, MU. W. SWAN. Duiiodin.
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of the teaching staff of Wanganui College,
as a. journalist, and as a member of
Parliament,his work is well known. He

as his namesake, the Premier, and the most
serious reporter would sooner interview
him. His photo was unavoidably omitted
from the columns devoted to the Crave-
Power Company last month, and is therefore
reproduced here.

At a time when New Zealand boys have
made such a proud name

NEW
B
Z
0Y

A
S
LANI) fOV theraselves in the

battlefieldsof South Afri-.
ca, it is especially pleasant to have to record
instances such as often appear "In the
Public Eye "

of others who have borne
themselves bravelyand made good records
in the arenas of our great English Universi-
ties against talent which is drawn from all
quarters of the English-speaking world.
Such instances are more valuable ir. show-
ing to the rising generation what can be

has, all this life,been a lover of books, and
has himself gathered together a very t fine
privatelibrary. AsParliamentary Librarian
he willnow havea tnostcongenialoccupation,
andno doubt he will do his best to make the
splendid collection of literature, which he
has in his keeping,of moreuse and benefit
to the public than it has been in the past.

A visit from genial Dick Stewart with one
of Williamson's Companies

MR. DICK |g R treat periodically
STEWABT. ,r /enjoyed by playgoers in

New Zealand, and Dick's name would be a
sufficient guarantee of the quality of the
performance to be offered the public even if
Williamson's was not. He is a prince of
good fellows, and his amusing anecdotes of
his experiences with the various Companies
hepilots are alwaysespecially worthhearing.
He isalmost as well known inNew Zealand

done by steady application and unswerving
resolution,added, of course,to the necessary
ability.

Wrigglesworth & Bimis, "Wellington.
MR. CHARLES WILSON.

EdwardsStudio, Auckland.
MR. DICK STEWART.
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Another Woman's Territory.
By Alien

(Author of A Daughter of TJie King, The Untold .Half, The Devil's Half Acre, Etc., Etc.)

[SOLE SKRIAL RIGHTS.]

CHAPTER Xll.— Continued

c w^yjfeN the keen consciousness that this
i^f^Jlw was llis v'tal k°ur' Frank had

® (s^ra») forgotten revenge. A sudden
iHL revulsion of feelingtold him that

the bitterness with which he* had planned this was a phase
passed. It was noother man's guaranteeto
honour that he wantedto test,but his own.
From his dark corner he looked on the face
of his sister withpleading in his eyes. He
saw her smile as she turned to Howard, the
animation inher face.

To him who knew her so well it was the
most perfect revelation of her love; her
true beauty,her true grace had come to her—

and yet was she not the dupe of that
proud,silent man at her side, whose every
look and liniment still spoke of power ?
Who had imperiously taken possession of
his own lights, even of Caroline, and
kindled in her the instinct of happiness
which he himself had all but extinguished.
If he might separate the woman from the
man, and strike the man only!

The orchestra was casting its dreamy
sensuous spell over the vast audience

j

taking possession of the mind, dissipating
actuality, creating illusion, and stirring
emotion. The audience sat in passive
subjection in preparation for a fuller
surrender of the will to the senses. The
glamour of the perfumed brilliant music
filled space,passed from one to another till
the crowd was magnetised, then the curtain
drew up

Ruth Opie turned with an exclamation
of pride, but thebox was empty.

Vol.n.~No.7.-35.

It seemed to Howard that ho hail known
from the first what it would bo. He sat
withhis arms folded, the lino between his
brows drawn deep. Without moving a
musclehe watched the firstact through. A
brother and sister, wards of their uncle, a
misanthrope, who hated youth because of
its hope and affection, and the courage
it possessed, great enough to defy
wealth and power— to defy him. The
girl-mother of his nephew and niece had,
before their time, laughed at his despotism,
and married his brother, whom up to then
he had regarded as his creature. Becauso
of this he doubly hated the youth, who must
one day inherit, and spared him no
humiliation, thwarting his ambition,
crushing him at every turn. U the old
manhad an affection it was for the sister,
who seconded her mother's scorn of him,
while her love and belief in her brother
almostamounted to idolatry. The picture
of the old monamaniac, clinging to his
wealth, mistaking the power to crush for
happiness, yet weeping weak tears at the
scorn his tyranny brings him from the girl,
was at oncestrong and pathetic.

A violent trembling seized Caroline. She
knew the brutal rage, the senile tears, she
followed the action that led to the
representation of the final wrench when the
old mail turned the youth from his doorg,
and the sister refusing shelter where insult
was the brother's portion.

As yet there was little to constitute
tragedy; the dramatic art which chains
events together and presents them in living
form had satisfied the audience,and left it
tingling for development. To Caroline it
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was the poltic sifting of scenes she knew
—

a
certainty that Frank Osmond not only lived
but worked. She had believed it always,
she knew it now.

The applause and hum around, the
animated crowd, even the perfume of her
bouquet seemed partof a dream. Noideas
came to her, only sensations. She had
neither speechnor action; the only faculty
that was alive was the receptive faculty,
and as the play proceeded, developing a
story that was new to her, she forgot that
her brother or herself had any part in it.

The scene came at length that Howard
had waited for where the young writer
pours out all his dreams and ambitions to
the man whose name is almost made, but
the circumstances are different. The lad,
driven almost to despair by hopeless
struggle, is lifted into a new heaven by the
man through whose encouragement he is
spurred to greater effort. A scene where
the sister, wasted by hunger, talks to the
midnight student of the world they shall
win,sends the brother to the feet of the old
man who, in bitter malice,gloats over his
victory. He returns tohis roomand forges
hisuncle's name.

The situation had grown strained and
painful when the tension was relieved by a
laugh that rang with musical enchantment
on every ear. And a woman, whose
movements Howard knew,came forwai'd,it
appeared, to meet him, wearing the white
gown with the black lace hat and crimson
roses inwhich he had firstseenher,carrying
his bunch of blue irises in her hand. He
rose instinctively. Then the roof echoed to
Geraldine Ward's first greeting there.

She stood in graceful, smiling waiting,
bowing at intervals tillthe storm of welcome
passed, then with an old-world curtsey, half
mockery,half deprecation, with aglance at
the standing figure in thebox, she dismissed
her audience, and claimed attention to her
art.

Frank, who had been wanderingoutside,
notdaring to hope, took heartat themighty
cheer, and went back to Ruth, who turned
pathetic eyes to him; but he sawnothing

save the beautiful woman who, without
alteriug a word of his dialogue, suggested
meaning, knowledge,sympathy, beyond his
dreams, lending voice expression, all the
charm and force of her personality to give
life to his dead words. For the second time
a conception of his owed its success to a
finished artist, for whatever the fate of his
play might otherwise have been, from the
moment Geraldine Ward stepped on 'the
stage the scenes lived. What might have
beenmelo-drama, aworn-out taleof common
sin and suffering, was dignified by her
genius to tragedy, new with individual
meaning

The old man of the play showed no mercy
to his brother's flesh and blood;he was a
Shylock, who took revenge for lost
authority ; the young man paid his
penalty, and while he paid to win
Geraldiue's love, the hero— under whose
cynicism was a charm, Caroline seemed to
know— sold his honour for the great gift at
stake. He used the convict's idea for his
book, and won by it.

In the big scene of the play between the
man and the woman, where the heroine
discovers she has built up her ideal of the
man on a fraud, Geraldine played for the
life of the piece— for the fame of the man
whom her genius scorched, on whom her
scorn fell like whip lashes on quivering
flesh"Can'tImake you understandIshall not
suffer

—
shall not even blame you ? Mine was

thefault forhaving mistaken a coward for a
"king!DespiseIdo;pitymay follow in a
softer mood, and ifIneverseeyourface again,
1maylearn evengratitude. . . ."

To Howard's imagination the silence
which preceded the applause was full of
searching eyes. The crowd was staring at
him. His dishonour was made known to
all men. He sat with bowed head;he had
in anhour fallen from thatplace to whichit
had takenhimhis life to climb. Thi'oughthe
confusion of his mind loud calls reached
him, which he presentlyunderstood :

"Author! Author!"
The hubbub grew;Geraldine,palpitating
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and radiant, moved forward from her
di'essing-room. Caroline— between whom
and Howard no word had passed for an
hour— bent from her box, her eyes bright,
her face white. Even in this supreme
moment of expectation she was still.

"Author! Author!"
And then what she expected happened.

Frank stood quietly there, white as the
Lazarus he had called himself, when the
resurrected man came forth from his tomb."Ibe grizzlen for very joy," explained
Ruth, when he went back to her and found
her in tears."

Well !" said Marchmout to Geraldine,"Ihave found a modest man!"
Geraldine made no answer; she was

thinking of their brief interview when he
had bowed before her, his boyish face lit
with enthusiasm, and a joy that almost
quenched the sadness of his eyes."Madam,Ithank you. To your genius
Iowe more than the distinctionyouhave
wonme to-night."

The drive through the star-litnight wasa
silent one to Cai^oline and Howard.
Caroline's heart was too full for words.
There was a wrapt expression onher face
which Howard, sunk in reverie, did not
see. Her silence puthim leagues away; to
him it was condemnatory. Now and then
she sighed, and turned to him as she came
from the— to her

—
great fact of her

brother's return to life, and the re-
membrance that her husband did not appear
to rejoice withher."Are you not glad; have you nothing
to say to me?" she said in a sort of
desperation, as they stoodat the foot of the
staircase, which the moment they entered
the house Howard made to ascend. There
was almost a yearning in her tones that
arrested him. He halted, one foot on the
stair, one hand on the balustrade. Glad?
Anything to say ? Was it possible that she
did not understand that he had defrauded
her brother of his birthright? He forgot
that she had noclue, and what had seemed
plain to the world to-night was between
Frank andhimself only.

Caroline noticed the hardness of his
look, her eyes kindled, and a swift Hush
mounted to her cheeks.

"Howard!" she burst out, drawing
herself up stiffly, "it is not possible that
you are angry with my brother for the use
he has made of a title, too cruelly his own ?
You cannot owe him a grudge for slipping
out of our life, and re-appearing in this
manner? Remember that hemight not even
know of our presence in Melbourne, of our
marriage, of anything that could connect
you with him, except that chance day at
Matamata."

He took his foot oft" the stairs and
confronted her." What

— exactly— do you mean ?" he
asked slowly." Forgive me," sheanswered, " butdoyou
think Frank has tradedon your idea ? The
most captious critic could tindno similarity
between the two stories, and there is room
in the world for good workers— honours
enough to share !"

He interrupted her with the harshest
laugh she had everheard fromhis lips,

"Don't!" she exclaimed, putting her
hand onhis arm. In all .their married life
she had neverknown this mood in him. He
had been many things, but never paltry.
She couldnot bear it,quivering as she was
with the joy of to-night's surprise. She
turned abruptly away, passed him without
a glance, and ascending the stairs, closed
her dressing-room door behind her.

A whirl of feeling possessed Howard
—

should he open that closed door and toll his
wife the truth? His hand was on the
knob when a small thing deterred him—
remembrance of Caroline once crying in the
night. She had bolieved herself unheard,
but every quivering sob had seemed to tear
him topieces.

He couldn't tell her to-night— she would
perhaps lieawake and cry in the dark. It
wasa terrible thing to hear a woman cry!
How would she look at him whensheknew ?
Would her truthful eyes flash scorn at him
aB Geraldine's had done to-night? "Mineis
theblame thatImistook acowardfor aking."
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He was overwrought in revolt against
justice. When he turned up the lights in
his study his face showed ghastly pale. He
helped himself to whisky and soda, then
unable to keep still, walked to jand fro
restlessly. Yet, let come what may,he had
had his day— and to-night he was^drinking
the dregs of humiliation!He had staked all—

and lost! He was well gi'oomed, well fed,
civilised society had given him room. For
therest ? He was as lonely as the little
office boy who,years ago, had no place in a
crowded world. Frank had been to him
absolutely dead

—
his thoughtonly had lived.

It was theconception and not the manwho
had previously existed. Now the manhad
become reality tobe reckoned with

—
a trust

had been submitted to him which he had
betrayed.

He held on to the thought that he had
nevermeant to rob theman

— only touse a
dead man's shoes. And not to win any
woman's trust— not that! but tosatisfy his
own lustof fame. He crossed to his desk,
unlocked adrawer,and brought out Frank's
MS.

"Yes," he said,"Idid covet it. Ido
now !"

He laid his head down on his arm, and
his tired thought went out to Caroline,
innocent of his crime,unapprehensive of his
disgrace,unacquainted with the unreasoning
greed that had prompted him to theft.
Granted she might listen to his plea,could
she condone the wrong he had done to the
brother for whom it had been possible to
give her life? (He did not say easy:
sacrifice was incomprehensible to him.)
Minutes of tormenting remorse, tragic
hopelessness passed, then out of the pain
mist one wish formed, that to one soul on
earthhe had been elect, to whom he might
take his sin, who would absolve him and
set him free.

Caroline ?
G-od defend him when Caroline's honesty

sat in judgment on his dishonesty!
He did not understand that purity has

perfect pardon. So he sat alone with a
shadow that deepened andbroadened, and

set his teeth in a defiance that asked no
favour.

Caroline, by her fire, pondered, first in
anger, then in dismay, her husband's
attitude towards her. She sought for every
apology. Nothingcould excusehis coldness.
Oh!hemust know— hemust— whatto-night
had meant for her! The infinite relief, the
infinite gladness! Under his cynicism and
silence she had attributed sympathy and
understanding—

she was all at sea! Was
her estimate of her husband wrong? Was
he after all affected by mere outward
seeming? Did he resent the re-appearance
of her brother withhis painful associations?
Had success sullied that honest simplicity
which had madeit possible for him to ask
the ex-convict's sister for wife?

She rose ina sudden agitation of shame.
Was this the barrier that had always been
between? Had pity for her forlornness, her
helplessness,prompted him to kindness ?

The thought stungherbeyond endurance !
Rather the desertion, the loneliness, the
death in life that had been hers, than this!
Then suddenlyallher pride gave way,every
consideration fell before the strength ofher
passion.

"Oh!Iwant him! Iwant him!" she
cried, "

not any other ! Not joy, -not
anything at all,savehim !"

Big tears fell ; her breast heaved with
convulsive sobbing. To-night of all nights
when her brother had beengivenher again,
when all her past hope had become reality,
when nothing seemed left to ask, all her
strongyoung womanhood awoke, a tide of
emotion whichshe could not stem broke up
her reserve. She fell upon her knees, her
face hidden inher hands.

"Drive me," she said, challenging the
unknown Grod, "drive me through flame
and flood, ask any price—Iwill pay!Oh,I
will pay, so only he loves me! lam alone
and weak;heis morealone and weaker than
I!Iwouldsuffer shame

—
Iwillnot quail—

try me. If thereis any help that he may
need to set him free

—
is there any other

who could give him more thanI?Ido not
ask his lovefor my case

—
Iask him,himself.
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Sorrow, poverty, anything for my price!
One heart, oneman!Make me responsible.
Ido not believe that anywhei'e anyone
knows better than Iknow how to love
him!"

A passionate protest rose within her
—

she
would not be disdained! Negation was
death. It was degradation to her woman-
hood any longer to accept this annihilation,
treason to her truth, to assume indifference!

A woman's love was after all the greatest
gift life could offer a man, let her be realas
true. While she was womanshe asked no
more than her husband'slove.

She had brushed out her long hair, and
it fell cloak-like to her waist. Her hair was
her onebeauty, and to-night, spite of her
suffering, she desired beauty that through
it she might be loved. There was the fact
of facts— to be loved. Her self-reliancewas
gone; that pride of reserve, even the
sweetness of self-giving, which had sufficed
her no more. For onekiss of his,she would
have barteredallshe had.

An hour passed, and he did not come. A
silvery-toned timepiece on the mantleshelf
struck one. Clocks of deeper tone echoed
the stroke from different parts of the house.
The silence and waiting grew intolerable.
She could not sleep till she had heard his
voice in kindlier tone than his last word to
her. She had been angry and disdainful,
but she robbed herself when she robbed
him of her love. She woulduse the wife's
prerogative, and go to him and ask him
what was the wall between their lives?
Show him how her love had grown,evenin
its cold shadow !Win him to revoke this
decree of alienation.

She trembled as she went softly along
the corridor to her husband's study. The
servants wereinbed, and the lights turned
off in the halland passages, and in the pale
moonlight streaming inthrough the landing
window, Caroline looked in her white
dressing-gown and flowing hair like a girl-
ghost. A crack of light under the study
door proclaimed Howai'd still there.
Receiving no answer to her gentleknock,
she stood with beating heart, irresolute;

perhaps he was asleep. The house was
wrapped in silence; silence deep as death,
which fell on the woman like a cold
shadow. Shuddering as at the touch of an
unseenhand she tried the door handle, with
almost a child's panic to get out of the
loneliness to the living comfort of a desired
presence. The handle gave.

She understood instantly that Howard
wasin a deep sleep. His head was resting
on his arm, his arm upon his writing-
table, and the regular breathing of the
bowed figure told that his slumber was
profound.

There is something sacred in sleep—
a

shadow of the deeper sacredness of death;
something, too, of death's separateness. The
soul— the individuality has gone away on a
journey of its own, divorcod from flesh, free
from bond, free from law. The disputed
points between one awake and one asleep
are in abeyance.

Inspite of her craving, the wifo couldnot
invade that silence. But she was jealous of
the sleep that cuthim off from her yearning
and son-owing. Likedeath, it mocked, and
yet, ah!not for always!— there would bo
another day!

She bent down over him, her brooding
tenderness maternal in its care. Her
rippling hair fell upon his shoulders. She
might have been his guardian angel, come
tohim inhis distress,but likeother sleepers
he did not see.

As she lifted her headher eyes fell upon
Frank's MS. on the desk. At first, in a
semi-trance, she stared at the familiar
handwritingwithout attaching any meaning
to it. Then her brain acted, intelligence
came to her eyes. Yes ; this was her
brother's work. Still she had no conscious
question

—
no understanding, her glance

wandering over the page was suddenly
riveted. A sentence seemed to burn out in
livid fire. She read the paragraph through.
Then drawing herself up to her full height,
as though straightening herself up to
receive a blow, she looked at the sleeping
man, an indescribable expression of dawning
terror in her eyes. The hand she putout to
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take up the MS. shook as with ague, but
she forced herself to verify her suspicion.
She read till she was sure, then put the
sheets back from where shehad taken them.
Ina flash she understood. She turned to
the unconscious man with a dramatic
gesture of repudiation,her face white and
drawn and old.

He of all men!
There is a tragic hour for every woman

lai'ge enough to create a god among men,
when she awakens from her illusion to
discover that her peer, whom she
worshipped, is just one man amongmen;
not separate;not apart where her worship
placed him.

In that hour some women begin to die
some to learn laughter, some to grow hard
and some take their just step towards
greatness,but one and all leaveparadise.

Caroline's face bowed betweenher hands
as though she could not look upon his
degradation. She never knew whether it
was minutes or hours that she stood alone
withher merciless shame; when she lifted
her head again her eyes were blind with
misery;but the crisis had passed. Her
heart had sung its requiem to its dead hero
but the manhad need of her. She stretched
out her hands yearningly, then noislessly,
lest he should awaken and discover her
knowledge of his disgrace, left him to
dream.

CHAPTER XIII.
UNDER THE GOAD." Yes, lam disengaged. Iwill see Mr,

Osmond here."
The maid withdrew. Howard, with

Frank's card in his hand, rose from his
writing table,and drewhimself upasthough
to meeta blow. The morning had barely
given him time for action,yet ahalf-written
letter lay on his desk ; on the floor was a
litter of newspapers,hastilyread and thrown
aside

In the moment that Howard stood
awaiting his adversary, his face and figure
set stiffly. To all appearance he had
conquered the agitation of last night.

When the door closed behind him,Frank
found himself received bya coldlycourteous
man, who bowed to him ceremoniously.
Pale withexcitement,Frank responded with
formality as proud; neither spoke. The
dark spectacled eyes searched the face
before him, which expressed nothing of
memoryof what had gonebefore. Into the
moment's silence a rush of feeling came to
Frank as he stood face to face withthe man
whom ho had first admired, then despised.
He tried to bring from the storehouse of his
wrong and suffering something of the
bitterness he had hoarded with which to
fight against the new weakness that was
invading him. Instead he saw the age and
pain on his enemy's face, the grey among
the dark hair. Everything recurred to his
memorysave his hatred,his rehearsed and
reiterated vengeance! Matamata and they
two together, the new ambition, the new
desire of life this man had communicated.

Howard lifted his head and met the
other's gaze with the cold,critical light in
his eyes under which the youngerman had
quailed on the occasion of their first
meeting. But there was no nervousness in
the lad's look now. Shame and he seemed
to have nothing in common; two years had
worked an extraordinary change. For the
first time Howard saw the likeness to
Caroline.
"I congratulate you

—
until last nightI

believed you dead."
The two men were watching each other

as instinctive enemies watch. They both
wereexperiencing one of those moments of
understanding that do more than years of
intercourse to separate,orreveal and cement
more intimately than scenes of passion do.

"Dead? You believed me dead?""
Drowned at Matamata."

An exclamation escaped from Frank's
lips; he went an involuntary step nearer.

In onehand he held his cap
—

similar to
that he had left on the river bank, and
which matched his blue sergemorning suit—

with his left hand he made a gesture of
entreaty. A curious wish had arisen inhis
mind that he might find this man less
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guilty than he thought him. It waspossible
the mistake had been made ;on that day
when he and Howard had walked together
he,Frank, had allowed himself utterance of
his despair."Drowned ?"

He looked greatly disquieted. He took
another step forward, and faced Howard
on the hearthrug. Was this the explanation
of his sister's acquiescence ? Had he been
brooding overa wrong done to him, while
he had inflicted an injury ? His anger, his
grudge, the righteousness of his cause,all
those considerations which had combined to
makehim aggressive were dwarfed by the
new thought." Will you explain?" he asked abruptly.

Howard had not moved his position on
the hearth-rug. He straightened his
shoulders now, and with his hands locked
behind his back, very deliberately gave his
reasons. He was brutal in his diagnosis.
The weakness that had held a man from
using his talents, and had made it possible
for him to become a forger, he held
consistent with a crowning act of
despei'ation. Frank's face twitched. There
seemed to him a supreme irony in last
night's triumph placedbesidethis morning's
reason why he should have died.

Howai'd beganhis slow pace of the room
in measured calculating tones, giving the
reason for his belief in the other's death." To me," he concluded, " it was more than
a possibility ; circumstances justified the
act; when hope has no leality to a man,
when he has lost confidence in his own
power, lifehas no reality."

Frank was dumbfounded. Whatever he
had expected to hear, he had not expected
the reasons why he.should not be alive." Inhis uninspired moments," continued
Howard, with a note of weariness in his
voice,Frank didnotrecognise,"everyman's
life drags—

but to feel the clog on the wheel
always! damnable! With inspiration and
motive gone, to live is simply to be an ape
with mimicry enough to play the man!"
He pushed his hair off his forehead with an
impatient hand.

Frank met the sunken eyes withnstrange
feeling of fear. He had loved this man in
an earlier day, set him apart

—
with the

idealist's enthusiasm
—

from ordinary sin.
The truth was dawning upon Frank that
extraordinary men were not men exempt
from sin,butby their repentanceemancipated
evil from platitude. That a strong man
erredstrongly and sounded the bottom of a
deep regret,"Iaccepted the idea of your death as
fact— and robbed a dead man. Idid it
deliberately."

Howard looked in cold dotianco at tho
man he had wronged, neither triumphant
nordegraded. His lip curled; there was
almost scorn inhis tone."

That a man conscious of your gift
could despair, Idid not understand. I
mistookyourmoodfor ignorance. Itseemed
to me thatyou were blind toyour advantage—

that the gods had gifted you to no
purpose. It was asatire that the rod which
could dividemyRed Sea shouldbescornfully
thrown aside by an unappreciativo hand. I
stooped. Ipicked up the rod, smote my
waters,and passed over."

His voice, harsh with feeling, grew
husky at the words "I.stooped." There
was confession in them,infinite humiliation.
But his manner was conciliative only for a
moment.

He walked to his desk. " Hero," he
continued, laying his hand upon the MS. on
the table, "is the original of my famous
book." His harsh laugh grated on tho
silence of the room.

" Whatever polish—
shall we say polish?

— it has undergone the
idea is unmistakably yours. Undeniably so.
Iwould gladly yield all claim

—
what is the

quotation about'restoring fourfold ?'
"

Still Frank did not speak. His hand
closed over the roll of paper. His face was
as white as the face that looked into his."Idid covet it," said Howard. "Icovet
it still

—
for the honour it might have

broughtme." His voice washoarse.
Still Frank didnotspeak. For a moment

both men stoodsilently, then Frank quietly
put the MS. on the fire,and said huskily:
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" I,also, was a thief."
The burningMS. flared into bright flame,

flickered into a red glow, darkened and
wentout, and with, it Evidence of Howard's
guilt. The morning sunshine mocked the
firelight, and made it vulgar, but neither
of the men were conscious of the sunshine.

A clock on the mantleshelf above their
bowed heads ticked oif the shamed minutes
hurriedly.
"Ialso !God! What a leveller !"

If everhe had stood undecided between the
reality of this man's crime and his own,
Frank had linked them. In his pardon he
had accused ; in his restraint he had abused-

Howard winced toremember his old scorn
of the man beside him. He also wasa thief.
He had fallen before into extreme depths,
butFrank had forced him out of anycover
he might find in his pit. He abhorred
failux'e,and wasnot this moment the worst
defeat when the man he had despised
showed magnanimity on theground of their
common crime ?"You hit hard," he said.

Frank looked up. His face flushed. His
release from a death sentence had taught
him sympathy. Fresh contact with the
personality that had affectedhimso strongly
at Matamata roused again inhim something
of the old worship. It was difficult to keep
resentmentandHoward so near. Lastnight
appeared an effrontery; an exaggerated
expression of a past circumstance. His
words had been intended as a conciliation ;
buthe saw the misery on the other's*face,
and his almost womanly gentleness
re-asserted itself, and swept before it all
consideration save that for peace."Let uscry quits," he said. "We have
both strained for a pomt— and gained it.
Wehave communicated thoughtand strength
to each other— does it matter so very much
how ? Iwas held as in a vice bycircum-
stance, had small self-judgment till you
openedmy eyes. You lacked a little nature
to lead your art to genius. Well, we have
both advanced. Must wecavil now? May
we;natown that each has communicated to
the other something of what the other

needed? Could I,Frank Osmond, have won
if it had not been for you? Say that you
-first'roused me by your energy into action,
then shocked meintohatred and revenge?
Emulation,hatred even means life." His
eyes glowed, his sensitive face quivered,in
a tone like Caroline's tones when she
pleaded, he asked: "Is the dead past to
bury its dead ?"

Thehand he half extended herested on a
chair back,checkinghis impulse. Hemight
not.sue even now for the friendship he
coveted. Perhaps in Howard's ejes the
pollution of the. past still clung to him!
Perhaps last night worked incalculable
harm. Caroline had given this man her
love,and he,Frank, had come between. In
hisblind hate had he made bad worse?

"My sister ?" He faltered and
stopped."Ah! yes, there is Caroline !"

Howard had beenreminded of her claim.
He had been engrossedby the idea that he
would throw his shame overboard, get rid
of his load thoroughly; it was a distinct
temptation. He writhed under coals of fire.
A final and effectual escape had presented
itself in the confession which is reputed
good for the soul. But it would weight
Caroline. He did not relish the idea of
making his wife the pack-horse to carry his
disgrace. He must not let the world throw
stones at her."Pray do not imagine thatIamsheltering
behind the fact that Caroline is your sister,
Mr. Osmond," he said in his slowest drawl
of anger,his eyes bright with a suddenblaze
of recollection. " The man of your play
did that,Irecollect. Understand Igained
nothing but youi* sister when Imade her
my wife. Ihad nothing to fear— she was
ignorant that you had ever written a line—
and to me you were dead, absolutely dead.
Iwantednothingbut your idea ; it haunted
meawake orasleep; the desire to possess it
mastered me. Istole it, but there the
meannessends. Imarried Cai*oline toshare
possession. Ihave bungled badly—

forI
swear toyou this moment that if it werenot
that you have reminded me it would bring
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ignominy upon her, I'd throw the cursed
weight off."

His voice had losts its drawl. He made
a gesture with his shoulders as though he
had shaken off a load, and drew iv his
breath with asigh of anticipated relief."How you must hate me," said Frank,
for he saw that his revengehad struck the
wrongman; he had planned it for a small
one.
"I do hate you," answered Howard,

beginning again his restless walk. "We
always hate those who dwarf us in our
self-conceit. You've beenmagnanimous—
damn magnanimity ! To owe no man
anything— that's the most divine philosophy
of life.""If that is true," replied Frank, sadly,
as he turned to the door, " thereis nothing
more to say, forI— owe

— everything."
"You are at the beginning of your

working time— you will not lack at the
close," he said.

Frank cameback from the door.
"Ah! that's a question— weighted as I

am!" His young face showed its pining.
His sensitive mind was depressed by what
seemed the defeat of the past hour. The
spiritual noteinhimhadbeen jarredby How-
ard's harshness. The necessityof his nature
for comradeship and kinship had made him
willing to concede any other right if the
man who stood in such close relationship to
his sister would but bury his lance."
Idon't know!" reiterated Frank. "If

my work had stood an individual testI
should be surer. It owes so much to
Geraldine Ward

— it was she satisfied the
critics."
Itseemed incredible to Howard that the

young man should crave appreciation from
him. Yet Frank's tone and manner, the
look in his eyes, made it sure. Howard
felt his trust. It broke him down com-
pletely."Lad," he saidhuskily, restinghis hand
on the other's shoulder, " your youth is a
gift of nature; it has little to do with years—

it will win by its everlasting hope, its
recurring enthusiasm. Inever was young

—
some men are bovn old. One passion

mastered me
—

ambition
— greed of fame. I

have made my name
— . Iask your pardon—

for my appropriation of your right.
Honour is the recompense of labour; there
is uo way to make good

" The dillieu.lt
words took form slowly; their hands vvoro
clasped when a knock at the doordisturbed
them." It isI— Caroline."

She stood for a moment on the threshold,
the next she was inher brother's arms.

When the first agitation of their meeting
was over,and brotherand sistersat together
in the drawing-room, feasting eye and heart
and tongue, through all her happiness, in
spite of her flushed face and sparkling eyes,
Frank sawsomething he did not understand
in Caroline's manner. It was a familiar
enough trait in her character, but strange
inher intercourse with him,forunmistakably
she was reserved. Everyplea that he could
urge he had brought forward for pardon of
his desertion. Was he justified ?

Yes ; he was justified. She had never
doubted his love! He bent forward plead-
ingly towards her, takiug her hand.

"Ah, WaldneV and at the old endearing
term he kissed the hand in his,"often!
forgot the task beforeme, forgoteverything
that wasdue from me in my bitter need of
you. OnceIcame to the window hero and
looked in."

She started."Here ! Then you knew before to-day ?"
He did not quite get her meaning."Knew what, dear?"
"ThatIwasHoward's wife?"
It was the first mention of his name

between them, and they had talked for two
hours." Yes,Iknew." Hedidnotsay that he was
on another mission when he discovered her.

Caroline, without further question, in a
low voice, and without for a moment
permittingher cloak of reserve from slipping
away, sketched for her attentive listener the
timeof her waiting at Matamata; the grey
days; the only livingpicturestooddistinctly
out to Frauk as with extraordinary force,
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yet without apparentmotive oremphasis she
"drew the scene. When she had finished,
though she had not said so, he understood
that if it had not been for Howard she
would have died.

Frank drew in his breath. Was this
mediation? He could not tell. Her steady
"eyes werealmost feverish in their brightness;
something in the gaze stabbed him Was it
reprt.ach of himself, or did she understand?

His hand went out to hers; he felt a
pressure of his fingers which reassured him.
There wasnothing hysterical inher manner.
He could not know that her heart was
bursting withshame. She got.up presently
and walked to a bookcase, and taking down
a volume asked:" Have you read A Man at Bay?"
Itwas achallenge. IfFrank hadanything

to say, he should say it now. The line
between her bi'ows was definitely defined,
but there was no sign to show the beating
of her heart.

Frank looked across the room at her
steadily."For real strength it outstrips all
Howard's previous work," he said."But he must know !" thought Caroline."Last night!— oh,Iremember every word!—

and yet this morning they were friends.
Is it to be silence and burial? Always
silenceand burial ! Am Itobe everhedged
about— shut out— kept in the dark ?"

Butnot to any living soul would she own
his delinquency, or that she felt herself
aggrieved.

Howard came in just then,and for one
fierce moment a rage of passion mode it
impossible for her to speak or look at, him.
Both brother and husband had, loving her,
found it possible to shame her. The world
might begin again as before to them

—
but

what for her ? What of her broken trnst ?
Just then the arrogance that assumed
protectiveuess and affection seemed an
insult. The first phase of woman's
love, "that believeth all things," was
dying in pain, and pain only could give
birth to the second phase which "

en-

dureth all things !" Poor, poor Caroline !
Frank had left the room when she felt

Howard approaching. If she had dared to
look up she would have seen somethiugupon
his face that was crying for deliverance.
But she dared not; her fingers trembled as
she turned a leaf of the book she held. He
waited in the patient way he always waited
for her,missing perhaps the ready glance
she usually turned to him,perhaps hungry
for the abandonment of passion with which
she had thrown herself into Frank's arms.
He touched her hair gently."You seem interested !"

For answer she read in a low voice— into
which she put every intonation of disbelief
of which her voice was capable— a passage
that Howard had written inanhour of his
direst need when his maimed and bruised
manhood had cried out to the woman for
redemption. The scene had held Caroline
by its power. A lover pleaded for the love
that was more than life, that would by its
regenerative power blot out the memory of
sin.
It wasa cruel thing. Afterwards Caroline

neverknew how she came to do it. She did
not recognise her own mockinglaugh.

The blood rose to Howard's brow, then
left him deadly pale. In the silence that
followed Caroline knew that she had slain
something. When she looked up Howard
was smiling. His face was so like it had
been that first night shehad seenhim— the
curling lip, the gleaming cold eyes— that
she realised with a sudden anguish of
realisation how the furnace had softened
him,how gentle he had become beside her.
He tookhis book from her hands."Let me tear the leaf out

— it is offensive
to you," he said in his most hateful drawl.

Caroline gave a half-articulate cry of
protest. She felt that he was tearinga leaf
from their life. Across and across the
strong fingers wrenched the printed page,
then opening the window he threw the
pieces to the breeze." Come, child," he said, still smiling,"Lunch is waiting."

[to be continued.]
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TheRomance oftheRohepotae.
THE KING COUNTRY-PAST AND PRESENT.

By James Cowan

fIXhundredyears agoa longoutrigger
canoe sailed slowly up the lonely
forest-bordered waters of Kawhia
Harbour,the light sea breezebarely
filling the triangular tctpa sails,and

the paddles of her brown-skinned crew
flashing in the summer sun as they roseand
dipped again in the sheltered tide-way.
Her keel grated on the whitesandy beach,
half-naked figures leaped gladly out. with
shouts of pleasure and relief,and gathering
their tropical bark-cloth garments around
them, they rested at last on the long-looked-
for shores of the promised land, the
Aotearoa, toreach which they had traversed
two thousand miles of blue ocean and

skirted hundreds of miles of unpromising-
lookinir or hostile-peopled coastline. The
canoe was the Tninui, with a party of
immigrants from the far-off Polynesian
Islands,and her crew of Hnwaiiki warriors
and women were the peoplo who were to
populate the unknown regions of the Upper
Witikato, the Waipa, the Tai-Hauanru, and
all that great areaof forest, plain,hill and
swamp which extends from the valley of the
Waikato south away to the waters (if the
Mokau and the Ongarue— the present-day
Rohepotac.

The Tahmi's people! most probably found
scattered bauds of aborigines already
inhabiting their new-found country ; we

fegter. MAORI CARVED MEETING HOUSE, TE KUITI.
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know that in other parts of the North Island
the Hawaiikian Maoris discovered tangata-
whenua (people of ""the land) already in

canoe by which any fellow could travel.
He stayed behind in Hawaiiki after the
emigrants' historic canoes had sailed for the
new land to the south-west ; but feeling a
desire to join them (the Tainui people had
abducted his wife) he signified as much to
his gods. Theconsiderateatuasimmediately
sent him a great fish, called Pane-iraira
(Speckled Head), which bore him on its
back to Aotearoa,and landed him safely at
Kawhia (says the tribal tradition) before
the Tainui canoearrived. Imagine Captain
Hoturoa's astonishment on landing to annex
the new colony to find Raka there before
him. "Fancy meetingyou!"

But,Raka-taura's son,Hape-ki-tuarangi,
out-dideven bis father, for he was carried
here from Hawaiiki in a whirlwind,called
Te Apurangi,keeping watch in middle air
overhis illustrious parent, themighty rider
of taniwhas.

These tales apparently had their origin in

possession when they arrived here. But
most of the memories of these ancient
Polynesian aborigines have passed away;
one of the remindei\s of the fact that they
did existis perhapscontained inthelingering
bolief of the Maoris in the patupaiarehe, the
shy wood-elves, the fairy people whose
haunts are the cloudyridges of Pirongia and
other lofty mountain tops.

Hoturoa was the chief and the navigator
of the Tainui, and from him most of the
leading chiefs of the Waikato,Hauraki, and"King

" Country trace their descent. But
to a contemporary of Hoturoa some of the
Rohepotae leading families also attribute
their origin. This ancestor, the great
Raka-taura, whose nameis surrounded with
a semi-divine halo,is one of the ancestors of
the Ngatimaniapoto and Ngatimatakore
chiefs. A lineal descendant of Raka has
recited to mehis wliakapapa or genealogical
tree, showing that that celebrated tupuna
landed on these shores from Hawaiiki
twenty-four generations ago.

According to the versions of some of his
descendants Raka was no ordinary sea-
tourist; he despised the mere common

the desire to invest the doings of cele-
brated ancestors with something super-
natural, the ultimate aim being the "chief

WAHANCI

Pulman, Auckland.
HONE WETERE TE RERENGA (DECEASED).
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end
" of all Maoris, the possession of the

land.
The new people soon set out to explore

the strange mysterious land they had taken
po.ssession of, so different from the palm-
clothed isles of the tropical seas. They
wandered up the valleys,crossed the ranges,
and looked with wondering eyes on the
wideplains of the Waikato and the Waipa,
covered with forestand fern, through which
wound the silver thread of many a river.
They gave names to the features of the
country; they built their rude dwellings,
planted their few seed-kumara with great
care and ceremony, and foraged for the
foods of Aotearoa. It was a virgin land
they prospected. Deep, dark forests then,
as now,covered much of the country; wild
birds swarmed in countless numbers; the
voice of man could scarce be heard ou the
forest outskirts at dawn of day for the
chiming of the bell-bird and tui, the
screaming of the kaka, and the "

ku-ku
"

of
the pigeon. So, as the pioneers became
acquainted with the resources of this "Fish
of Maui," they set their cunningly-devised
snares for the forest-birds; they speared
them with long barbed spears; they made
rat-pits for the hiore Maori; built eel-weirs
and manufactured long flax seines for the
sea-fish. They setup their tuahu or sacred
places, and at due seasons the hereditary
priests repeated the already - ancient
incantations to 10, Tv, Uenuku, Rongo,
Pani and other gods of the Maori. They
discarded their too airy tapa garments for
the more substantial clothing of flax and
toi. In such fashion they lived; they
multiplied, and in due time thickly peopled
the more fertile portions of the coast and
hinterland, and chased out the few earlier
inhabitants,the tangata-whenua.

Even in the thick forest one still comes
across traces of the old-time people. Great
trees grow outof the jjff-trenches, and the
surveyor and bushmau still occasionally
find a hollowed-out waka, or bird-trough,
which was set up in dry portions of the
bush and filled with water, while above it
were placed flax snares and nooses,in which

the thirsty wild pigeons might be caught
when they flew down to drink.

Strange and interesting is the race-
history of these Tainui immigrants ami thoir
descendants. The recordof their occupation
of this territory, afterwards known as the" King Country," as disclosed in the Land
Courts, is a narrative of place-naming,
land-claiming, house-building, and of tiorco
feuds and vendettas, warlike expeditions,
ruthless murders and cannibal feasts.

The descendants of Hoturoa and Uaka-
taura often quarrelled amongst themselves,
and when they wore not engaged in
alternately murdering and conciliatingeach
other, they werebusy repelling the attacks
of outside tribes.

The Ngatimaniapoto tribe, in later times,
became the dominant tribeof the land. This
clan takes its name from the greatMania-
poto, founder of the tribe, who lived
fourteen generations ago. His father was
Rereahu, whosename is revered as that of a
sacred Ariki or tribal head. Rereahu's
grandfather was Turougo, whose remains
were interred at liangiatoa, near the
Rangitoto Ranges. It is said that the
moulderedbones of that ancient can still be
seen there,at the foot of a karaka tree.

Then in course of time arose other
tribes, besides the parent tribe Tiiinui, of
Kawhia, the Ngatiraukawa,Ngatitoa,Ngati-
mahuta, Ngafcirnatakore, Ngatihikairo, and
the many tribes known under the common
heading of Waikato. The Waikato proper
lost their ancestral lands as the result of
the war of 1863-64, so that Ngatinaauia-
poto are now the people chiefly interested
in the Rohepotae*.

TheRohepotae district may be defined as
all that stretch of land extending from

Note.
—

This termmeans an external boundary-
line. "Rohe

"
is a boundary, and "potae

"
a

head-covering. The name was applied to the
King Country in modern times, as a compre-
hensive term for the vast, roughly-circular tract
of countryunder the mana of the Kingiteparty.
Wahanui was one of those tooriginatethe name
early in the "eighties," and at his instigation a
survey was madeof theRohepotaeboundaries.
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the old aukati frontier line at the Puniu
River (a tributary of the Waipa), near
Alexandra and Kihikihi townships, l-ight
away south to the borders of Taranaki, the

Upper WhanganuiRiver, and the shores of
Lake Taupo. The westernboundary is the
sea-coast and the eastern the Waikato

River. The area of the Rohepotae, within
the provincial district of Auckland, is about
two millionacres, but inadditionthere is an
immense extent of forest-clad,comparatively
unknown country in the Northern portion
of the Taranaki province, which is also
within the boundaries of the Ngatimania-
poto and Upper Whanganui tribes, the
hereditary owners. Of this two million
acres, there are several hundreds of
thousands of acres which may be classed as
good agricultural and excellent pastoral
land, lying in the open fern valleys of the
Waipa and its tributaries, and the Mokau.
Away westward of the railway line is a
vast sti'etch of limestone, sandstone and
papa (calcareous rock) land, totalling
perhaps considerably over half-a-million
acres, intending from Otorohanga and Te
Kuiti right over the woodedhills towards
the cliffs which look down on the Tasman
Sea. This is allgood pastoral land. Much
o.f it is densely wooded atpresent, and there
is a great deal of rough,broken country,but
ah'eady the tall trees are falling before the
ringing axe of the bushman-settler, and the
far-spreading baze of smoke from the bush-
fires tell of the "burning-off " which
precedes the grassing and stockingof these
sections, hard- won from the heart of the
forest land.

As might be expected in such a wide
region, there is much poor country, aud
much too broken to be of anyuse ;but there
is no doubt that a great deal of Auckland's
and the North Island's prosperity in the
future will be due to the available good
lands of the Rohepotae.

The primitive Maori invested much of
this district with the halo of romance
and wild tradition. His imagination created
taniwhas and fairies; spirits of malignant
power lurked in the ancient trees and in
the deep dark pools of the rivers. Away
up on the misty mountain-peaks there were
wild menof the woods. Certain rangesand
crests were vnaunga hikonga uira (lightning
mountains) of fateful omen. " Should
lightning flash upon those mountains," say
the old Maoris, "it is a sign, anevil omen,

Pegler. FALLS ON THE MOKAU.
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towards the tribes to whom they belong!"
Rangitoto (in the King Country),Pirongia,
Wharepuhunga, Karewa Island, and several
other mountains are such hills of omen.
Rangitoto is the lightning mouutain of the
Ngatimatakore tribe. When lightning
flashes in a peculiar way above that range
a chief of the tribe will die.

was a fight,particulars of which have not
come down to this generation, which is a
pity,as it would havebeen doeply interesting
to know just how mountains manage to

Many a singular story clusters round the
chief features of the landscape in the
Rohepotae. The prominent hills especially
figure in the strange folk-lore of the
tribesmen. A remarkable hill inthis broad
valley of the Waipa is the volcanic cone of
Kakepuku, whose fern-cladspurs rise gently
from the plain until they culminate in a
crateral summit some fourteen hundred feet
high. Kakepuku looks a perfect volcano,
with its hollow,scooped-out basin-like top.
These hills will carry grass to the very
summits, and the patches of native bush
left in the hollows and gullies give a
most picturesque, park-like aspect to the
landscape. Kakepuku is all rich volcanic
soil. Away up on the mountain, in the
warm sheltered hollows between the ferny
ridges, the Maoris grow early potatoes to
perfection. But the story. A few miles
from Kakepuku stands Kawa, a peculiarly-
shaped hill of volcanic origin. A Maori
tradition of these tribes solemnly narrates
that in the dim longago these mountains
were sentient beings. Kawa was a lady
mountain; Kakepuku was a male. And
in those days there stood near Kakepuku
and Kawa another hill called Karewa (now
known as Grannet Island, outside Kawhia
Harbour), also amale.

Kakepuku,in the quaint legends of the
natives,is said to have come originally from
the South, searching, like Japhet, for his
father. He was strolling in a mountainous
sort of wayup the Waipa Valley, when he
spiedKawa,thedaughterof MountsPirongia
and Taupiri, and fell in love withher. So
he remained there, by the side of the Kawa
Hill. The jjtwo "

gentlemen
"

mountains
made fierce love to Miss Kawa, and of
course Kakepuku and Karewa got jealous
of each other,and quarrelled. The result

"scrap
"

with ono another. The end of
the Titanic struggle was that Karewa was
badly beaten by his big rival, and had to" trek." He took up his rocky traps in the

Pegler, FALLS ON THE MOKAU.
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night and marched westward,striding into
the deep ocean, and at daylight helet down
his mooringn and stayed where thedawning
found him. And there sits thelone isle of
Karewa to this day, while back in the rich
wide valleyof the Waipa Mount Kakepuku
keeps a majestic watch over Kawa, his
gently-rounded, fern-clad spouse.

My notesofRohepotae history go toshow
that war was almost the chief occupation of
the nativepeople up tomodern times. Tales
are preserved of most barbarous deeds as
well as actsofheroic courage. Thewarriors
of the Tainui stock were famed throughout
the Island. One of these toas,whose prowess
is still talked of by the tribesmen of the
Rohepotae, wasnamed Raparapa. He was
one of the followersof the great warrior Te
Rauparaha. Raparapa was described to me
as

"
a braveman, a very brave man, valiant

and strong inbattle
" {he toa, he tino toa

wliakaharahara. tino maia, kaha iroto ite
whawhai.") His exploits in the forefront
of the war parties were remarkable. He
would catch a warrior of the enemy, carry
him on his back to his (Raparapa's) own
army, and kill him there. He would dash
into the midst of his foes, seize aman,and
bound away with him. This famous toa
met a soldier's death, as might have been
expected. He was killed by the chief Te
Awaitaia in the battle of Te Kakara, near
Otorohanga.

Another celebrated warrior was Peehi,
chief of the Mangatoatoa fortress. Heled
an army of man-eating braves through the
North Island, by way of Hawke's Bay,
through to Taranaki and back to Kawhia
and Waikato, killing and destroying
whei'ever they went. It wasPeehi's boast
that he was only once touched with a
weaponin all his fights, and that timeonly
in the arm. This was with a spear, by a
Ngati-raukawa chief named Puapua. But
Peehi seized the spear, broke itout of his
arm, and with the broken part he killed
Puapua. So that the Ngatiraukawafoeman
was slain withhis ownspear.

Ngati-unu were the tribe who onceowned
the land stretching from the easternside of

Kakepulcu to the Puniu River. Then a
tribe named Makino migrated here from the
Bay of Plenty and Rotorua (their l-uined
pas are still to be seen around the shores of
Lakes Rotoiti andRotoehu). When they
reached the rich"lands of the Waipa they
attacked Ngati-unu and defeated them with
great slaughter, and killedMotai, thechief
of the tangata nona te whenua, the people of
the land. The survivors fled to Pirongia
and its vicinity, and found a refuge in the
deep forests and lonely ravines of the
mountain-land. The Makino feasted on the
bodies of the slain. But their turn was to
come. The warriors of the Ngatimaniapoto
mustered to revenge theslaughter of their
friends, and defeated Makino, whose
remnants left the district in a hurry, and
struck for home at their best speed. So
Ngati-unu were saved.

The territory of the Ngatimaniapoto and
allied tribes becamegenerally known as the
"King" Country after the Waikato war,
when the conquered Waikato valley was
confiscated by the Government, and King
Tawhiaoandhisdispirited followersretreated
across the Waipa and the Puniu. Then it
was that the Puniu stream became the
aukati, the border line beyond which no
European could pass onpain of death. For
more than fifteen yeai's after the confiscation
the Maoris maintained their isolation within
the aukati.

In 1865, after the war, a chain of
blockhouses wasconstructedalong the white
side of the frontier. A typical blockhouse
was that of Orakau, erected at the site of
the historic pa,and garrisoned bya sergeant
and twenty-five men of the colonial forces
for some years. Across the border sat
Tawhiao and his men. Their headquarters
were at Tokangamutu (near the present
Kuiti settlement)."Give us back Waikato !" was the
stubborn appeal of the Kingite leaders, the
stern tattooed chieftains, Wahanui,Tamati
Ngapora, Te Tuhi,Whitiora te Kumete, Te
Ngakau, and others of Tawhiao's council.
But Waikato was covered with the fenced
holdings and farmhouses of the white man,
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and a line of garrisons guarded the curving
frontier from Alexandra to Cambridge.

The exiled Waikatos must have bitterly
realised the futility of further resistance
when they looked across the Puniu and the
Waipa, and saw the white man spreading
over the land. They brooded over their
misfortunes, and what they considered their
unjust treatment, and they made the King
Country frontier a Rohe-tapu, a sacred
boundary. " The land for theMaoris," was
the cry ; " you palcelias with your booted
feet on that sideof theaukati,and weMaoris
in our bare feet on this side." As late as
1879 serious trouble wasagain feared. This
whs a period of unrest in the KingCountry
and in Taranaki. Vague rumours came of
intended fighting, and indeed there was
grave danger of a rising in Taranaki, where
redoubts were garrisoned by the Armed
Constabulary. On the Waikato frontier,
too, a considerable number of the Armed

■Constabulary force were stationed up to this
time, chiefly at the Alexandra and Kihikihi
redoubts and at Cambridge.

Vol. TT.— No. 7.-36.

The King Country was then to a largo
extent tapn to the white man. European
settlers occasionally went across the Puniu
and up country on business; but surveyors,

gold prospectors and Government men
generally were looked on with unfriendly
eyes.

In the oarly seventies two murders of
Europeansoccurred just within the "King"
Country borders. Todd, the surveyor, was
shot by Nukuwhenua on the slopos of
Mount Pivongia, across the Waipa, and
Timothy Sullivan was shot by Purukutu at
Pukekura, beyond Cambridge. They had
crossed theaukati,and they died.

In thosedays Kawhia and Te Kuiti were
two of the great centres of Tawhiao and his
Kingites. Te Kooti and other " wanted

"
men sought, refuge with the Kingites; the
Hauhau religion was universal, and many
were the schemes propounded by the wilder
spirits for making war on the pakehaagain
and re-conquering Waikato.

But about 1879 tlie first steps weretaken

Pulman, MENEHIRA, Auckland.
A King Country Chief.

Pulmaw, PATAKA TE TUIII, Aiioklnml.
Formerly Kiiitr Tiiwhiao'n Secretary.
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in the bi'eaking-down of the Kingites'
isolation. Coolness had arisen between
Ngatjmaniapoto, owners of the soil,and the
expatriated Waikatos. The former began
to fear that Waikato intended to become
permanent residents and owners of their
land inside the aukati. So Tawhiaoand his
Kingites migrated to Hikurangi and Te
Kopua; and it was at Hikurangi, on the
picturesque forest-clad shoulder of giant
Pirongia, that Sir George Grey met Tawhiao
in 1879.

A little later on there wasa memorable
meeting at Te Kopua. Afterwards the
King and his adherents moved to Whati-
whatihoe, just across the auhati river-line
from the township of Alexandra. Here a
large settlement was formed, and the
Kingites had the advantage,always keenly
appreciated by them, of closer proximity to
thepakeha storekeepers.

In 1879 Rewi and the Kingites were
agreeable to the railway running through
their territory, but they still stuck to the
idea of aMaori kingdom, and insisted that
from the Puniu to the WhanganuiRiver the
land should be held inabsolutesovereignty
by the Maoris. Little by little, however,
the reserve of the natives gave way.
Premiers and Native Ministers and Native
Agents met and conferred with the Kingite
leaders timeafter time.

Atlast oneday in 1881King Tawhiaoand
his raeu laid eighty guns down at Major
Mair's feet at Alexandra. The news was
flashed far and wide; the Kingite resistance
was over for good;Tawhiao had acknow-
ledged the superior manaof theNew Zealand
Government. The subsequent peaceful
march of the King and his six hundred
armed followers through the frontier
settlements; firing their guns,dancing wild
war-dances, and feasting mightily ; and the
visitof the King to Auckland, and then to
England in1884 are matters of interesting
memory

From that time up to the present the"breaking-in " of the Rohepotae has gone
on, very slowly it is true. The Main Trunk
Railway led the way. The iron road now

penetrates some fifty miles through the
heart of the Rohepotae, and on itscourse
have sprung up the pakehct villages of
Otorohangaand Te Kuiti, and the busy, if
ephemeral, townships of Poro-o-Taraor
Maramataha and Kawakawa, at the head of
the railway worfes on the Main Trunk.

An important event in the modernhistory
of the Rohe-potae was the memorable
NativeLaud Court, held at Otorohanga in
the winter of 1886, by Major W. G. Mair.
The extentof land, comprising the heart of
the Rohepotae, dealt with by the Court
totalled the enormous area of 1,636,000
acres, the largest and most important block
ever brought before the Court in New
Zealand. The enquiry into the titles of the
land lasted three months, and the Rohe-
potae was parcelled out amongst four
thousand persons of the Ngatimaniapoto,
Ngatiraukawa,Ngatihikairo, Ngatituwhare-
toa and other tribes. The area under
investigation went right down to the head-
waters of the Whanganui River. Another
important judgment was that given by
Major Gudgeon in 1892 at Kihikihi,in the
Wharepuhunga block of 133,720 acres, at
the back of Kihikihi, in which about a
thousandnative owners were interested.

Aconspicuous figure at these LandCourt
sittings was the celebrated chief Wahanui,
a giant among men. Wahanui was a
remarkably big man, in anation of big men.
He stood over six feet iv height, and inhis
prime weighed tvyenty-four stone. His
legs especially were of enormous size.
Wahanui often had great difficulty when" shopping

"
at th,e Kihikihi and Alexandra

stores in getting ,shirts*&nd trousers big
enough to envelophis frame;but at home
inhis kainqahe discarded theuncomfortable
trousers of the paheha, and appeared in a
blanketor a sheet. In the last few years of
his life, however, the famous chief's great
form wasmuch attenuated through illness.
Wahanui came of the blue blood of Ngati-
maniapoto, and for many years after the
warhe was a leading light in the Kingite
councils. Reihana, as he was then known,
took part in the fighting in the war time^
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At theHaeriniengagement,nearRangiaohia,
in 1864, he is said to have shot two soldiers,
and himself received a bullet wound in the
calf of the leg. When he stood forth to
speak all was deepest silence in the Court
or the village marae. His kingly head,
covered with thick, silvery hair, imperious
mouth and white moustache, circled by the
blue-lined marks of tattoo on cheeks and
chin, his majestic deportment, measured
gestures, and sonorous flow o* eloquence
compelled admiration alike from pakehaand
Maori. He was a most intelligent man,
and had received an education at the Three
Kings Wesleyan College,Auckand. How-
ever, when the war
broke out Reihaua
Huatare, afterwards
Wahanui, shook the
dust of the white
man's roads off his
feet and became a
determined anti-
pakeha advocate, a
patriotic Maori of
the Maoris, and for
many years, until he
was conciliated by
the Government,his
influence with the
Kingites prevented
the march of settle-
ment, and the open-
ing up of the Rohe-
potae. He was for a long time King
Tawhiao's principaladviser. Wahanui,who
died a couple of yearsago, was the head of
the Ngati-Urunumia hapu.

At Manga-o-Rongo, a little settlement
about fifteen miles across tho border from
Kihikihi, an event of moment occurred in
1883. This was the pardoning of Te Kooti}
the notedrebel leader, by Mr John Bryce.
Te Kooti shook hands with the repre-
sentative of the Government,and said:"In
1874Iceased strife, andInever returned
to it. Iwill not tread again the-paths of
war." Then in a burst of scriptural
eloquence, coming strangely from the old
rebel, Te Kooti said: "Mercy and truth

have met together; righteousness and peace
have kissed each other; truth shall spring
outof theearth,and righteousness shall look
down from heaven." It was shortly after
this historical meeting that a proclamation
extendingan amnesty to To Kooti, Wo tore
te Rerenga and other political offenders was
issued

Te Kooti's chief settlement in his later
days was Otovva, v pretty well-kept little
village ou the banks of tins Waipa,not. far
from Otorohanga. Here the ex-guerilla
chief lived a peaceful life, and ineulated in
his followers the virtues of industry and
religious observances. All hands were

requiredto workregularly in the cultivations,
and daily prayers in To Kooti's llinga-tu
("Upstrotchod Hands ") ritual wore
compulsory. The wildmusical litany of the
Tariao and the Ringa-tu and Hauhau
hymns to the Matua pai inarire ("Father,
good and gracious") had a beauty of their
own when chanted by many earnest voices.

Some settlement is nowobservable in the
Rohepotae—

the "King Country"
no longer—

as one travels up from Kihikihi cross-
country. But the great bulk of theland is
stillan unbroken waste. Standing on the
trenched and fern-clad summit of one of the
"Three Sisters" hills (Tokauui), a few
miles across the Puniu,there is stretched

Pegler. POUO-0-TARAO.
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out before one's eyes an interestingscene,
the bonier-line, where for a score of years
civilisation was stayed by tin* wall of
barbaric obstruction. From here the best
part of the beautiful Waipa valley may be
seen. Below our feetis arolling, undulating
tract of fern land diversified by swamps,
and relieved here and there by the stray
cultivations which mark thepre-runners of
settlement. Looking north-east to the
settled landsof the Europeans, divided from
these boundless wilds by the windingPimiu
stream, we see the neat homesteads and
fenced fields of the pakelia, the farming
districts of Te Awamutu, Kihikihi and
Orakau. On the distant slopes of the
Orakau farms the eye lingers with more
than usual interest, for there the Ngati-

who had generally two or
three wives to uphold the dignity of his
name and dispense hospitality.

Looking westward from our elevated
position, we see the distant bluehill cones
of Te Kawa and Kakepuku. Nearer is
Puketarata, on whose rich slopes European
settlers have already taken up their
holdings. Away to the south and east are
miles upon miles of fenceless breezy open
country,great fern stretches where pigs and
rabbits and wild horses and cattle roam,
and deep swamps where the long-legged
puke/co stalks through the bright green
raupo sedge. Maori tracks wind in and out
through this waste volcanic loam country,
dipping down through the tall rank fern
and tupaJcihi, and skirting the edges of
swamps and the banks of little creeks whose

rnaniapoto, the Ngatiraukawa,
and the wild warriors of
Tuhoemadetheir heroic stand
against the Imperial troops," sustained," as a venerable
survivorof the native garri-
son relates, "by the recitalof
the brave deeds of our ances-
tors, whose motto was 'Me
mate te tangatamemate mo te
whenua

' ('The death of the
warrior is to die for the
land')."

Turning southwards, on
yonderslope there stood, when
Ilast passed that way, the
Icainga of Arakotare, where
the people of Ngatirnatakore
lived a quiet uneventful life,
and cultivated industriously
under their patriarchal old
warrior-chief Hauauru (the"West Wind ") who was one
of the most closely- tattooed
natives Ihave seen. At
Ai'akotare the passing travel-
ler, whether Maori or pakeha,
was always sure of acordial
welcomeand an invitation to
come intokai. Hauauru was
a fine old-fashioned Maori,Pegler. POROO-TARAO RAILWAY EXTENSION WORKS,
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waters fiud their wayinto the
Puniu and the Waipa.

Far beyoud rise the misty
blue-wooded rauges of Ran-
gitoto, Wharepuhunga and
other rugged ridges, where
the wild pigs root, and the
forest birds flatter and sing.
All over this counti'y, now
silent, one comes upon the
ruins of deserted nativesettle-
merits, and upon almostevery
hill-top the fern-covered ter-
races and deep - trenched
ditches tell thnt here once
stood a fortified village, a pa
of the olden time. Silent and
lone is much of this wide
land;yet in a few years it
will be turned to profit, and
contribute to the progress
and prosperity of the Island.

A famous old pa in this
district is Totorewa, which
stands near the bank of the
Waipa, not far from Otoro-
hanga. It is a steep, rocky
stronghold,and itsprecipitous
sides andhigh wallsand deep
ditches, now covered with p j

dense native vegetation,made
it a formidable redoubt to the old Maoris,
before the days of the musket. It was one
of the principal Ngatimaniapoto pas where
they took refuge when attacked by outside
tribes. It was very difficult of access for
such a small fort; there was only one side
from which it could be scaled. Totorewa
has a chequered history, and has been the
scene of some savage slaughters. It was
thrice taken by the enemy, the Ngapuhi
raiders from the North, in the early years
of this century, and retaken by the
Ngatimaniapoto. The ancientpa is now a
sacred tribal burial place. Amongst the
departed chieftains whose bones repose
there is the ancient Matakore.

The traveller who wishes to gain a
hasty but comprehensive glimpse of the
King Country can do so by taking the

train through to Pom-o-Tnrao tunnel.
Crossing t.ho old unkati fiver-lino near
Te Awarnutu, lie will pass between Kake-
puku and Kawahills,and make a short stay
at the thriving settlement of Otorohanga
with its stores and accommodation-houses.
Continuing the journey, he will be shown,
shortlybefore reaching To Kuiti, the little
Icainrja of Te Kumi, where in 1883 Mr.
Hursthouse and another surveyor were
roughly handled and chained up in a whare
for two days by Mahuki and his band of
fanatics. At Te Kuiti the chief sight of
interest, the large carved meeting-house," Tokanga-nui-a-Noho," built years ago for
TeKooti, can be s^en from the train. A
little beyond Te Kniti the limestone belt ifi
crossed. The scene at the Waiteti viaduct
is a striking and picturesque one. A
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precipitous bush-crowned limestone bluff
rises from the creek-bed to the height of the
viaduct, and everywhere around the lime-
stone foundation crops up on the hill sides
and by the banks of the clear streams,
sometimes in the most peculiar shapes.
This limestone country abounds in caves
and in subterranean watercourses. A creek
takes a sudden dive under a ridge and
disappears,springing out into the light of
day perhaps a mile or more away. The
limestone region is mostpromising-looking
land all through, and it will make the best
of pastornl country.

1 Twenty milesbeyond Te Kuili the Poro-
o-Tarao tunnel is reached. Some yesirs ago,
when the
contractors
were at
work at the
tunnel, Po-
rp-o-Tarao
was a lively
btash town-
ship, with
its stores,
accommoda-
tion-houses,
workmen's
camps, and
lime -burn-
ing and
brick -mak- Pegler

ing works.
After the tunnel had been pierced through

the range, the place was deserted for
some years, and t ho stray traveller won-
dered what induced the Government to
carry out such ■ a costly work in the
midst of the wilderness while the rail-
way line was yet scores of miles away.
The l'ailway-trains, ; however, now run
through the underground way to the
Ohinemoa Station, on the southern side;
but'when the writer first travelled that way
there was no convenient route to the
"promised land" beyond except by i*iding
through the fifty-three chain tunnel on
horseback, and a damp, dark uncauny ride
it was

Once through the long tunnel the open
valley of the Ongarae, a tributary of the
Whanganui, comes in view, and we are in
the pumice lands of the Upper Whanganui
basin. Here are the rock-hewers' white
tents and roughly -built houses, the
trail-breakers, the small army of navvies
who are toiling on the great Trunk line,
building the permanent way for the railway
trains of the future, which will run between
Wellington and Auckland. When that
comes to pass, and the navvies lay down
their picks and shovels, and the platelayers
finish their labours, and depart for other
scenes and rail-routes new, a flyiug trip
through the once unknown and mysterious

'KingCoun-
try' will be
a very trifl-
ing matter,

The min-
eral wealth
of the King
Country is
at present
practically
unkno wn.
The only
thing' we
allc sure
about is
coal, of
which there
are large

seams being worked on the banks of
the Mokau. Away further South, in the
basin of the Upper Whanganui, there
are coal measures of apparently vast
extent. Tramping down the little Paparata
Creek, shortly before reachingitsconfluence
with the Tangarakau, an important
tributary of the Whanganui, we came one
day on a coal-field in the middle of the
great forest. A ledge of coal cropped up
in the bed of the swift creek and formed a
Hfctle waterfall about six feet high. Our
party knocked off some lumps of the
mineral, and at the camping-ground we
found it to be a good brown coal.

The glamour of gold has led many

THRRB WARRIORS BOLD
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prospectors to the King Country, but the
long-hoped for Waihi or Waitekauri in th;
gullies of the Rangitoto or the Tuhua
Ranges has not yet been located. Quartz
specimens have been found in the creek
beds leading down from these ranges, and
also the Hauhangaroa, away down in the
West Taupo Mountains, but nothing of
any value has been discovered. In the
"eighties," before the Rohepotae was
opened, a number of prospecting parties
crossed the Puniu, and made for the
RangitotoRanges and other gold-promising
localities.: Some were turned back by the
natives; others eluded the vigilance of
Ngatimaniapoto, and spent some weeks
scouring the damp bush gullies aud gorges
of the Rangitoto, but found not the El
Dorado.

The lover of Nature will find all varieties
of scenic beauty within the bounds of the
Rohepotae. There are lofty forest-clothed
mountains, clear, rushing rivers, roaring
waterfalls, wonderful limestone stalactite
caves,deep canons, walled in by precipitous
bush-topped cliffs, a wild coast lashed by
the ocean breakers, calm harbour and river
reaches, and sparkling brooks tinkling
down through green groves of the drooping
tree-fern. Iknew of no more beautiful
bush and mountain scenery than that on tho
slopes of Mount Pirongia Cool crystal
creeks wind their courses downoverrocky
beds from the dark recesses of the high
fairy-mountain, their waters almost hidden
from the traveller's viewby the dense green
growth of the primeval forest. Rata, rrmu,
tawa, miro and all the leafy children of
Tane-Mahuta climb fromthe ferny foot-hills
of Pirongia to its cloudy summit, and
bend over the purecold streams which dash
down every mountain gully. Now and
then between the trees on some sharp ridge
you catch a view of the plains below, the
wide basins of the Waipa and Waikato,
with their townships, farms, willow-shaded
rivers, and littleshining lakes set ina green
marginof raupo swamp. Westwards is the
blue lolling oceau. Then awaySouth there
are other rugged chains ofmountains, the

Rangitoto, Tulma, Hnrakia and Titi-
raupenga, almost unknown except to tho
wandering bush-surveyor or tho bird-
huuting Maori.

Kawhia Harbour is a place whosonatural
attractions are becoming bettor known
every year, and when Kawhia is a brisk
shipping port and the outlet for the rich
district behind it, tho scenery of that tine
sheet of salt water and its bush-fringed
estuaries will be much talked of.

Before the Waikato war Kawhia was a

bnsy place. When in the early days the
Bnrnpeana came to trade at Kawhia, the
great chief Te Wherowhero, afterwards
known as King Potatau, and his people of
-Waikato went . there to barter flax for
.muskets, powder and bullets.

Later on came the missionaries, and as
Christianity became popular, the people
gathered round the churches. Then the
natives of Tainui, Ngatimahutn, and
Ngatihikiiim <

pfffw largequantities of wheat
and potatoes, put up flour-mills, owned their
own schooners, and exported their produce

Pulman, Audcliunl.

THE LATE CHIEF KKWI MANOA MANIAI'OTO.
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to Onehunga and elsewhere, until the
Waikato war broke out, and Kawhia's
golden age was gone. But it will come
again, whan the waste back country is
turned to use,and when from the new-made
clearings at Te Rau-a-Moa away southwards
and westwards the bush is cleared from the
hills and valleys, making room for flocks of
sheep and herds of fat ent tie.

The white settler has already gained a
good foothold in the old - time Takitca
Hauhait (district of Hauhaus). During the
past year upwards of 40,000 acres of
pastoral land have been opened for selection
in the Kawhia County, and most of this
area has been taken up, and this coming
year intending settlers will have plenty to
choose from, for it is stated that about
100,000 acres of "King " Country lauds,
mostly between the railway line and the
West Coast, will bethrownopen to selectors
by the Crown Lands Department. The new

Native Lands Administration Act, too,
should give a considerable impetus to the
bringing into use of the Rohepotaecountry,
for the Ngatimaniapoto and their kindred
fully realise now that the oldanti-European
era has gone for ever,and they are anxious
to take advantage of the Act. South-west
of Poro-o-Tarao there are the i'ich grazing
lands of the Ohura Valley, which will
probably be found equal to the best of the
Taranakidairying country. Away towards
the West Coast from Te Kuiti,settlementin
the limestone country is progressing fast,
and the pioueer graziers of the Awakino
and Puketiti are finding that their
faith in the goodness of the land is not
misplaced. For truly it is

"
a good laud, a

land of brooks of water,of fountains and
depths that spring out of valleys and hills.a land wherein thou shalt eat bread
without scarceness, thou shalt not lack
anything in it."

WAITETI VIADUCT
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TheGreatNebula AroundEta Argus.
By A. D. Austin, C.E., P.R.A.S

fHIS magnificent nebula surrounds
the variablestar Eta Argus,situated
in the constellation of Argo, not
far from the constellation of Crux,-

v"
or the Southern Cross; and like

that constellation is in the Galaxy or Milky
Way. When the Cross is upright in the
heavens,and therefore at its greatestaltitude,
the nebula is to the right of the Cross,about
the same height as the middle of it, and
distant nearly twice the length of the Cross
from its centre. As this nebnlais seen with
the naked eye— or to put it another way,
without optical assistance — the above
directions enable its position to be located
with ease. The nebulous haze occupies a
space in the heavens about five times the
apparent space taken up by the full moon,
but as the moon is close to us, and the
nebula at a vast distance from us, any
comparison of their real relative dimension
is, of course,out of the question, as it could
onlybemade intermsof thousandsofmillions
or even billions. This nebula, like the
Southern Cross, is never seen in Europe,
being always below the horizon of any place
far north of the equator. The generalform
of the nebula can be made out with an opera
or field glass on any clear night when the
moon is absent from the sky. It has
sometimes been called the Keyhole Nebula,
owing to a dark rift or opening in it,
presenting in a powerful telescope the
appearance of a keyhole. The nebula has
undergone considerable changes in shape
since it was firstdrawnby Sir JohnHerschell,
at the Cape of Good Hope,in 1834 to .1838.

A conservative estimate of the Dumber of
nebulae in the sky, according to the late Mr.
Keeler,Director of the Lick Observatory, is
120,000, and most of these, he says, have a
spiral character. This spiral character of
Nebulae is considered by many to be

confirmatory of the Nobulu Hypothesis of
Laplace. In tho Androraedn Nebula, for
instance, we seem to see nebulous rings
in actual process of formation, rings
apparently in rotation round a strongly
condensed central nucleus, and which, in
course of ages, will probably condense
into planets revolvinground a central sun.
The Andromeda Nebula, from its vast size
and distance, will probably result in tho
formation of agigantic system. The genera1
tendency of the study of tho problem of the
origin of the solar system is to somewhat
discredit many of the details of Laplace's
Hypothesis,but at the same time to establish
on a firmer basis the broad view that the
solar system has been formed by a process
of condensation out of a very diffused mass
of attenuated matter, resembling some of
the nebula) as seen through telescopes,and
this leads to the conclusion that the stars
generallyhave had a similarorigin.

There are distinct indications that the
nebula around Eta Argus is of a spiral
character. The spectroscopeshown that it
consists of luminous or glowing gas. It
takes a very long exposure to obtain good
photographs of this nebula, owing to its
yellow colour. A photograph of the Great
Nebula in Orion, with onehour's exposure,
shows moredetail,and is more dense than v
photograph of the Argus nebula with an
exposure of four hours. The photograph
from which the illustration accompanying
this article is reproducedhad an exposure
of twenty-four hours. This, of course,
means that the sensitive plate had to bo
exposed several nights in succession to the
same part of the sky,it being covered during
thedaylight intervals. Telescopes used for
photographic purposes and star cameras are
kept in motion by clockwork exactly
corresponding to the earth's rotation on its
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axis. By this means the earth's movement
is neutralised, the telescope or camera
appearing to follow the stars as they move
from*east to west across (he heavens.

The distances of nebulas from ouv system
cannot be ascertained, hs tliere are no actual
points in a nebulous haze by wliicli its
distance could be even approximately
obtained as in the case of the stars, which
present minute points of light, enabling the
distances of some of them to be roughly
arrived at. We have little more than
negative evidence to go upon inestimating'
the distances of nebulas. It is, however,
considered thsit the light-journey.could only
be measuredl>v ociiluvics. As liirlit. Inivels

at about 186,830 miles in a second, these
remarkable objects must be removed by
enormous distances from us. Professor
Pickering, of Harvard College Observatory,
thinks that it would take light a thousand
years to reach us from the nebula inOrion,
which would place it about two hundred
and fifty times the distance of the nearest
known of the stars, Alpha Centauvi, which
is about twenty-fivebillions ofmiles.

It is almost impossible to get any clear
conception of such numbers as billions or
trillions. Some ideamay be formed perhaps
in this way. Let us take the starknown as
61Cygni, whjch. is one of the very closest
of the stars to us. Its distance is assumed

NORTH.

GREAT NEBOLA AROUND ETA ARGUS.
Photographedat the Eoyal Observatory, Capetown Exposure, 24 hours.
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to be about forty-five billionsJof miles from
our earth. Take an average sample of
wheat, and assume an average yield of
twenty-five bushels to an acre; it would
then require the crop from3,000,000 acres
to produce as many grains of wheat as there
aremiles in the distance to 61Cygni!

Trillions do not enter into astronomical
calculations except in dealing with the
weights of the sun,planets,etc. Taking the
present wheat crop of the world at
2,500,000,000 bushels it would take the
whole wheat crop for 700 years to amount
toa trillion gi'ains!

There are numerous stars scattered over
the crreat nebula of Eta Argus; some of
these maypossiblyhaveaphysicalconnection
with it, while others belong to the Milky
Way. In no part of the extent of this
nebula does it show an appearance of
resolvability into stars,being in this respect
analogousto the nebula of Orion. It may,
therefore, be in no way connected with the
Milky Way, having nothing in commou
with it,and although we see it projected on
the ground of the galaxy, it is probably at
an immeasurabledistance behind it.

The star Eta Argus, which the nebula
appears to surround,is a very remarkable
variable star. When first noted by Halley,
in1677,it wasastar of the fourthmagnitude.
After undergoing fluctuations inbrightness,
it was estimated as a star of the first
magnitude in 1827. In the followingyear
it was found to be of the second magnitude.
In 1837 Herschell was astonished to find it
of the first magnitude. After again waning,
it was in 1843 nearly equal to Sirius in
brightness. It was still a first magnitude
star in 1856. In 1878 it had fallen to a
seventh magnitudestar. It is now probable
that it is slowlyrising to another maximum
period. Wolf suggested a period of forty-
six years, and Loomes sixty-seven, but it
would appear that it hasno regularperiod.
The star is reddish in colour, and the
spectroscope shows the hydrogen lines tobe
well marked. Most of the stars in the
neighbourhood of the nebula are of the first
type, since it is in the spectraof the stars of

the Milky Way that the hych'ogon lines are
seen.
It is estimated that the world's greatest

telescopes, such as the Yorkes, the Lick,
and the one at the Paris Exhibition, show
stars as low as the seveuth magnitude.
Photogi'aphy, however, goes still further,
and stars are now photographed that cannot
be seen in any telescope yet constructed.
The light from these, sunk in space as they
are at appalling distances from us, leave
their impressions on sensitive photographic
plates after long exposures. The whole
heavens are now being photographed, the
leading observatories of the world each
taking a separate portion of the- sky.
Sydney and Melbourne are two out of the
eighteen observatoriesengaged in this work.
It is intended to includo stars down to the
fourteenth magnitude, and it is estimated
that the photograph will contain about
20,000,000 of stars, 2,000,000 of which will
be measured on the photographs and
catalogued. There will thenbea permanent
record of the state of the visible universe
(as far as it can be ascertained) for future
comparison and reference.

The word fixed-staris anentire misnomer.
There is nothing in the visible uuiver.se, so
far as is known, that is at rest. All is
ceaseless movement. The stars are all
moving at varying speeds, some of which
have been ascertained and found to be from
twenty to 250 miles in every second of
time. It would at first view appear that
the motion would soon alter the appearance
of the star groups and constellations, but
such is not the case. The distances of the
stars are so enormous that in the lifetime of
a man no change is observable to unaided
vision in their relative positions, although to
theastro ■ omer, withhis delicate instruments
of precision, changes can be detected, and
these movements are termed " proper
motion." If it is asked in what direction do
the stars move, and do they move inorbits ?
the reply is that they appear to move in
every conceivable direction,and whether in
vast orbits or not is unknown.

The spectroscope, besides enabling us to
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THK TUIFID NEBULA IN SAGHTAKIUS
Photographed with the Ci'ossley Eeflector of the Licit Observatory.

detect minerals and gasesin the stars similar
to those foundin the earth, also enables the
astronomer to ascertain whether ■ stars in
the line of sightareapproaching or receding
from our system, and at what rate they are
travelling. After some thousands of years
the appearance of the constellation, so
familiar to most people, will have entirely
changed. Some stars will havedisappeared
altogether,and many new ones will adorn
the sky.

We are apt to regard all the stars as
luminous bodies, but it is almost certain
that to every bright star there are great

numbers of dull and cold bodies inspace
—

burnt-out suns, in short— that have " had
their day and ceased to be." Some theories
have of late been advanced as to whether
these dark bodies moving rapidly through
space do not occasionally collide,and by the
enormous heat generated or caused by the
impact become again self-luminous bodies,
and begin anew their careers as suns.
Whether such is the case or not, we may
rest assured that Design directs the
stupendous whole, and that no

" wreck of
matterand crash of worlds" will take place
a single minute before the appointed time.
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It is tolerably certain that our solar system
has been in existence for many, millions of
years. Daring all this timeno disaster has
befallen it from collision with any other
heavenly body, although,as we have seen,it
is surrounded by countless millionsof these
moving rapidly, and apparently withoutany
settled plan, in alldirections. Our sun, too,
and his family of planets are also moving
rapidly through space; but as Thomson
says:
" Man marks not Thee : marks not the mighty

hand,
That,ever busy, wheels the silent spheres."

The nebula theory of Laplace is not
opposed to religion or to the belief in a First
Great Cause. Creation by evolution is
really more marvellous than creation by
direct methods. Aman can makeamachine,
but he cannot cause a machine to develop
itself. The universe, if not an ordered
cosmos, is a chaos. Itmust be one or the
other; it cannot be a mixture of the two.
There is far too much method, adaptation of
means to ends,regularity and continuity in
the visibleuniverse for it to be regarded as
chaos. It is, therefore, a cosmos, the
outcome of Purpose and Design.

The question arises, do the stars continue
toexist without limits in space, or has the
visible universe definite boundaries, outside
of which is a vast void? Science has not
answered this question satisfactorily as yet.
In rnauy parts of the heavens there is a
thiumng-out of the stars, and distinct
indication that in these directionsat leasta
boundary to the universe to which we belong
is reached. The probabilities seem to be
that the visible universe is limited in extent,
although so vast. But far removed from
this universe,countless other universes may
exist in the realms of infinite space more
glorious than our own, that no mortal eye
may ever see. Here we have reached the
limits of the humanmind, and we may well
exclaim:

—
Hide me from this insufferableinfinitude,
Or narrow my thoughts to this earthly ball,
With its fleetingcixcumstance of time andsense,
Its trivialroundand itspetty cares.

Is not one universe enough for man to road ?
Is nob man too mysterious for himself to fully

know P
Canhe journey with the iniinito

—
with the spued

of thought,
And see what Almighty Power and inscrutable

Design
Perform in therealms of never-ending space ?
Until perchance all creations coii.se, and naught

remains
But unutterablenothingness of eternal night ,
The endless void of blackness beyond reason's

bounds.

How soon are tho limits of the human
mind reached in dealing with these ques-
tions! How little man really knows of
Creation! How small ih the past he haw
ever or can ever see! So far as the visible
universe is concerned all seems growth and
decay. Solar systems have their births and
deaths,and nothing is permanent, although
millionsof years, or evenmillions of ages,
may elapse between tho birth and d.>ath
of suns and their attendant worlds.
Remorseless time, however, engulfs the
wholeat last; to begin it may be renewed
careers in other forms and other systems.

Whatever theories of Biblical inspiration
readers of this article may have,surely every
mind cannot but be struck' with the insight
of the Psalmist, and the majesty of tho
language in which so long ago he expressed
thoughts now known to science as facts,
thoughts uttered in :>mnitive times, when
astronomy could hardly be said to have
existed.
"Of old hast Thou laid the foundations of the

earth:and the heavens are the work of Thy
hands.

"They shall perish, ■ ut Thou shall endure:
Yea,all of them shall waxold as dotha garment;
as a vesture sh It Thou change them, and they
shall be changed."But Thou art the same,and Thy years shall
havenoend."*

Thisarticle willnot deal with the Trifid
Nebula in the constellation of Saggitarius,
of which a reprodaction of the latest
photograph is given.

*Psalmcii., 25, 26, 27.
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What We SufferedintheOldDays.
By "Airlie."

Illustrated hy Kenw-tt Watleins.

W AVI alone, and as usual ray thoughts
js|j have flown back to the past. lam a
I young wife of twenty once more with
<=p my first babyinmy arms. lam sitting

on the doorstep of a little cottage
looking out anxiously, for my husband is
away, and there is fighting up North, also
there wererumours afloatyesterday that the
Maoris were approaching our district. A
year ago we had been married and left
England,home and friends to take upbush
land in New Zealand, some miles out of
Wanganui. The country was in a very
disturbed state. There had been great
battles fought in the Waikato. As yet we
had felt comparatively safe,but only the day
before two officers, who had come down to
lunch with us, informed us that skirmishes
were taking place between our troops and
the Maoris at Taranaki. Nothing serious
was anticipated, but a reinforcement of
three hundred men was sent in case of
emergency"Ihave sold the place, Nell," my
husband said after our guests had ridden
away. "Icould not have you and the boy
exposed to any risks. Peter Cameron, who
doesn't care abutton for all themad Maoris
in the country,offered mea good price, so
Iclosed immediately."
Iwas sorry to lose the little place, but

Jack said he would buy another in a safer
district, andIbegan to build castles on the
new land. Jack was obliged to ride into
Wanganui next morning to conclude the
sale of the property, and was somewhat
uneasy at leaving me for the whole day." Couldn't you come ?" lie asked."No,"Isaid decidedly. "Ican't ride
withbaby."

" Put him in a kit and tie him on the
saddle in front of you," he remarked, a
suggestion which was veryproperly received
with the utmost indignation and scorn
"I'llbe safe enough,"Isaid,cheerfully ;

"there is Johnnie."
"Johnnie!" he laughed. "I fancy

Johnnie would be a good deal more scared
at the thought of Titokowaru than you
would, my dear."

He s arted off at twelve o'clock nextday,
promising to be home by nine, whether his
business was finished or not. [ watched
him wistfully as he rode off, for Idid not
seem sohopeful thismorning- As he passed
through the gatehe called out to me:"ShallIsend Susan up from the hotel to
stay witii you ?"

"No!"Icried, "the great hulking thing.
I'd rather have the Maoris!" and he rode
off laughing.
Iwatched him across the plain till he was

out of sight, then went inside and busied
myself with cooking and other household
tasks. Inthe afternoon there was a little
frock to be finished for baby, and this
occupied me till sis o'clock, when Ihad
some tea, after whichIbegan to feel lonely,
soIsat on the doorstep with the child, and
called Johnnie round for company. Itold
him to bring the hoe and scrape some weeds
off thepath. He came— a little black-eyed
half-caste boy of about twelve.
It was a beautiful evening, the sun was

setting over the bush-clad hills, and
shedding long beams of light on the plain,
finding out the streams as they meandered
throughthe flax and rushes. There was not
abreath of wind,and sounds of sheep and
cattle camedistinctly upon the ear. Icould
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evenhear thebarking of a dog belonging to
our shepherd, who lived in ahut nearly a
mile away. Ibegan to get nervous,and told
Johnnie if his master was late to run over
to Wilson, and ask him to come up and
sleep in the kitchen. He looked frightened." The Hauhauno come to-night," he said,
glancing round as if he expected to see the
savages athis elbow.

■'Don't be such a little fool!" Isaid
angrily. "Of course not!" for he made me

11 Johnnie !"Iscreamed, " What are you
doing?"

He ran towards me and hid his face in my
dress.

"'Hark!' he cried, "they aro coming—
the Hauhaus !"

Half paralysed 1 listened, and then,
falling upon the stillness of the evening I
heard that awful sound— once heard, never
to be forgotten— the war dauee of the
Maoris. It grewmoredistinct ;themeasured

"
ONLY THE DAY BEFORE TWO OFFICERS WHO HAD COMB I'OWN TO LUNCH INFORMED IKS THAT

NOTHING SKRIOHS WA& ANTICIPATED."
feel still moreuneasy; and with a frightened
grin,he went back to his work.

Baby went to sleep, butIdid not take
him into the house. Iwas dreaming of old
times and my beautiful English home." Oh, the difference !" Isighed asIgazed
at the wild country below me.

Suddenly my eye fell upon the half-caste.
Was the boy mad? He was crouching down
in at attitude of the utmost terror;his face
was strained; he seemed to be listening
intently. Istarted up.

stamp that seemed to makeall earth ancUky
tremble— then:

" Eugh ! Hah !" like the
throbbing and quivering of a great steamer
in mid-ocean. More stamping, then it
suddenly ceased, and the silence grew more
intense, till it seemed to me that the beating
of my. heart was the only sound in the
universe.

For a timeIcould do nothing but stand
like a stone, with my baby clasped inmy
arms, and the terrified boy clinging to my
skirt. Then, being naturally hopeful,I
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began to recover my spirits— perhaps they
were only passing in the distance,Iwould
not go down to the hotel, for it wasnearly
three mileß away, andIthought Jack might
comehome by the other road, and find his
home dark and deserted.
It was getting late ; Iwent into the

house, but wo..Id not light the lamp. J
resolved to shut all the doors and windows,
and sit in darkness so that the light should
notattract the attention of anyone crossing
the plain. Idid not undress the child,but
wrappedhim in a shawl, and placed him on
the sofa beside me, then 1 sat and waited.
It was half-past seven. Ihad only two
hours at the most to wait ; Jack would
surely be home at half-past nine. Itried
to think of cheerful subjects— old scenes of
home and England, but in vain; nothing
would come to my mind save horrible tales
of the atrocities committed by the Maoris,
some quite recently up North. At lastI
could bear it no longer. Idetermined to
light a candle and try and read, but just
then baby woke, and in soothing him to

sleep again Imust have dozed myself, for
suddenly something startled me.. Iheard
a scraping sound against the door. Itwas
only Johnnie."Ifrightened, Missie," he whispered."Icome in with you ?" And without
waiting for permission, he crept into the
room and squatted dovvn on the carpet." You are a little coward !" Isaid
scornfully, for his timidity angeredmeand
increased my nervousness."Himkillmy father," hewhined. " Him
split my brother's head with tomahawk ;
him throw thebaby into the fernand set it
alight ;him devil,Missie !"

"Be quiet!"Iscreamed
Oh, would Jack nevercome ? Istruck a

match and looked at my watch; it was
only a-quarter to eight.

Another quarter-of-an-hour passed, and
all was quiet. Johnnie had gone to sleep,
and was snoring slightly Itouched him
withmy foot ; the sound irritated me.

Presently a bright streak of moonlight
came through, a chink in the ground. I

pulled the blind up, letting a flood of light
into the room, then growing bolder, opened
the window and looked out.

The scene wasindescribably beautiful,and
so peaceful. Before me the plain lay
stretched out in the pale light, and beyond
the dark bush-clad hills rose clearly and
distinctly against the sky. The tears
filled my eyes asIgazed. Ifelt so small
and lonely— a helpless woman

— my only
companions a little half-caste lad and my
dear wee baby. For comfort Itook my
darling into my arms, and wrapping the
shawl closer round him so that the night
air shoul.l not reach him, Isat by the open
window, resolved to stay there till Jack
returned— perhapsIshould see him riding
across the plain;he very rarely cameby the
other road

DidIgo to sleep again? Was it part of
a horrible dream, or was the garden really
full of them? Savages creeping up over the
flower beds, pouring in masses down the
hill at the side of the house —coming with
stealthy steps nearer and nearer. "Jack
Husband!AmImad?"

Then suddenly the spell was broken ! The
air was rent with terrific yells !The house
was surrounded; they wereuponus !

They could noi open the do^r at first, but
soon burst the lock and swarmed into the
passage

"Johnnie!" Iwhispered hoarsely, "the
window,"and pulledhim by the collar; then
waiting till a cloud passed over thc moon,I
sprang out myself, and hid in a clump of
shrubs which grew beside the window. I
crouched there, not daring to move further,
and saw them drag poor Johnnie out into
the moonlight One man, who appeared to
be the chief, addressed him, evidently
questioning him as to our whereabouts.

He was a gigantic savage, clad only in a
mat round his loins, but fully armed, and
very much tattooed; a greenstone club
hung to his wrist, and a tuft of white
feathers ornamented his left ear. 'Theother
Maoris squatted round ina circle with their
guns between their knees, and the chief
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continued speaking rapidly, making fierce
gestures towards the boy. He seemed
surprised to find himalone in the house,and
became more and more enraged. Then
suddenly bounded close to him, and thrust
his tongue out to its fullest extent, rolling
his eyeballs in suchahorrible manner thatI
would fain have covered up my face, only
that Iwas overpowered by a terrible
fascination

Then he said something to him in aloud
voice, and pointed to the door, evidently
still enquiring where we
were. Icould not see
whether the boy refused
to tell,or whether he was
too terrified to speak,
but he made no answer.
Raising his hatchet, the
chief struck him on the
head, and before my hor-
rified gaze poor Johnnie
fellbleeding to the earth
uttering a dying cry

of the house, probably for tho purpose of
discovering whether anybody was hiding
within.

This proved my salvation, for undor
cover of the thick] black smoke,Iescaped
to the coveted shelter, and lay hidden,
watching in an agony of terror and dismay
the destruction of my pretty homo, tho
smashing and despoiliation of all my books
and weddingpresents, which they dragged
out of the house for the mere purpose of
destroying. The ilames from the burning

They will now look for
me, 1 thought,but they
all sat unmoved while the
chief continued speaking.
He ceased, and they still
remained quite silent,and
then to my dismay baby
began to whimper. I
wrapped the shawl so
tightly round him that I
began to fear thatIhad
smothered him, and un-
wound it a little. Luckily
he grew quiet,butIshall
never forget my feelings at the sound of
that tiny cry.

At last the Maoris rose and walked
stealthily round the house, and witha low
moan of relief Irose to my feet, hopingI
couldleave my precarious hiding place and
gain a thicker clump of shrubs lower down
the garden. Two or three times Itried to
venture,but my heart failed me, tillIfound
that no choice in the matter was left me,
for a great cloud of smoke burst from the
front door. They had set fire to theinside

Vol.lI.— No.7.— 3T.

house scorched my face, and almost singed
my hair.

Now a fresh terror assailed me. Jack,
riding across the plain, would see his house
in flames, he would think his wife and child
had perished, or been reserved for more
horrible tortures. IfIcould only get down
and meet him!ButIwas afraid to venture,
as the gleam of my white dress in the
moonlight would attract the attention of the
savageson thelook-out foranybody escaping,
so Istayed on enduring indescribable

"
AT FIRST ITHOUGHT IT WAS THE HEAD OF MY DEAK HUSBAND."
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agony. Baby began to cry in earnest now,
but the roaring and crackling of the fire
prevented themfromhearing hislittle voice
Iheld my watch to the light. Only nine
o'clock

—
and so much had happened. My

husbandwould soonbe home— home wehad
none; it was all burnt and destroyed. For
the first time Ibegan to weep, then a
thought struck me, he would be alone, what
could he do against so many ? Imust meet
him at any cost!
Ihad risen to my feet and was about to

make a second attempt at escape when a
low diabolical laugh sounded close beside
me. Discovered! The bloodcurdled in my
veins, for through a small gate beside the
trees whereIlay hidden, there came more
Maoris,and one of them carried abayonet
upon which was a human head! In the
fierce red glow of the firelight 1was glad—
yes, unspeakably glad— to recognise the
features of our good old shepherd, for at
first Ihad thought that it was the head of
my dear younghusband!

Endurance could gono farther. Ibelieve
1fainted,andwhenIregainedconsciousness,
poor baby was screaming his -loudest, the
house a smouldering heap of ruins, and the
Maoris hadall departed. Icould notbelieve
the joyful truth at first, then, as all was
silent,Igraduallybegan to realize that the
fiends wereno longer near. But Jack was
dead, 1 felt sure, they had murdered him!
With a heart like ice, and tears streaming

down my face,Icrept cautiously from my
hiding place towards the desolate and ruined
home. 1held my watch to the flickering
light. It was teno'clock.

With a low cryIturned away. Whither
shouldIgo? What should Ido? Iclasped
my baby to my breast. Poor child,he was
fatherless !

Then suddenlyIheard the quick tramp
of horses and the clatter of arms. Irushed
to the gate, and coming at a smart trot
round the road that led up the hill,Isaw a
large body of mounted troopers.

The relief was so great thatIfelt as ifI
were choking. Nearer and nearer they
came, and at lastIheard the dearly-loved
voice calling inagony for me."Nellie ! Nellie ! Are you there,
dearest?1'

With ascream of joyIrushed through
the gate and down the hill,and in another
momentbabyandIwereinhis arms.
"I am safe! lam here!" Icried wildly."Here is baby !""Ionly knew anhour ago,"heexclaimed." WhenIwas on the road the man at the

hotel escaped, and met me. They have
killed his wife, and he went back for
the troopers. Ihave ridden like mad,
but my horse was done. Where are the
Maoris ?"" Gone !" Igasped. "

0 God, what I
have suffered!" and fainted dead awayupon
his breast.

Right Royally Resolved.
"Iwill be good!

"
So spake the coming Queen,

And straightway to her noble task she went:
The world in royal woman ne'er hath seen

A life so spent.
"Iwill be diligent!

"
So speaks the Son;

My purpose, power, and breath of body be
Forever consecrate

— till life be done
—

My people all, to thee.
Joyce Joycelyn.
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THE

CLEANER
On staiTy nights, on starless nights,

But in the moonlight mostly,
The seamen see her pale, wan lights

Above a grey hull ghostly.
Her forefoot lifts a cold, white wave

That ripples clear and gleaming,
But all is silent as the grave,

And though her wake lies streaming,
No engine's throbbing fills the air

With sounds like giants panting,
She passes grimmer than Despair,

Her white-faced deck-hands chanting—
The seas are wide,
And even/ tide
Will set the dead men spinning
Amomj thebrown sea-weeds andflowers;
And even/ one wefind is ours,
And even/ one worth winning.

Ere dawn-dew to the hill grass clings,
The shepherds oft have seen her

Searching the shallow bays for things
Of which she is a gleaner.

Her captain turns her on her heel—
Hard down with steer-chains grinding,

Lest there be dead men where no keel
Can pass in channel winding.

And when the fishers roll from sea,
Brown-sailed, and salt spume flying,

They meet the Ghost-ship steaming free,
And hear her pale crow crying—

Where seas are deep
The sailors sleep
With white sea-flowers around them :
And'toe must search for -those that lie
Where screws may wakethem drumviinij hi/,
Orplunging keels mayground them.

When storms are high, and foe's'lesdip,
With scuppers full and gushing,

The steersman sees the phantom ship
Among the breakers rushing,

The sea-spray dims her cabin lights, \
Her side-lights barely glimmer,

And as the rudder, groaning, fights
He prays that any swimmer

Upon that harsh, relentless sea,
May know what ship comes swinging,

And make no call for help, lest he
Be found by sailors singing—
Oh!Storms are grand!
But o'er the sand
The pale, dead men are sailituj;
So must we search each reef and bank,
Among the sea-weed cold and dank,
For we can hear them hailing.
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Then eastward, toward the morninglight,
She steams, when night is waning,

With Plimsoll swinging out of sight,
At speed that knows no reining;

Eager to reach the ocean deep,
So that the dead she carries

May lie 'neath white sea-flower, and
sleep

Where never swift keel tarries;
So as the fingers of the sun

Are stretched o'er seas a-rolling,
She bids the dead men, one by one," Good-bye!

"
with bells a-tolling—

Deep, deep they sleep,
And o'er them sweep
The steamers, vainly striving
To ivake them with their tearing screws.
Their roaring rods, and sivearing crews,
And blazing bows a-driving.

She comes when night is on the tide,
And snorting blackfish wallows,

To search each narrow bay, and wide,
A gleaner of the shallows.

On cloudy nights, on cloudless nights,
But in the moonlight mostly,

The lighthouse keepers see her lights
Slip by them, weird and ghostly ;

And top-s'l sohooners, on a wind,
Expecting choice of sailing,

Hang shivering, with their wheels hard-
pinned,

To let the ghost pass wailing—
The seas are wide,
And every tide
Will set the dead men rolling;
And every one we find is ours,
To lay asleep 'neath white sea-flowers,
At sea, with bells a-tolling.

LAKE MANAWAIPOUEI, HEAD OF WEST ARM, CATHEDRAL RANGE IN THE DISTANCE
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ANational Policy forNewZealand.
By C. Cargiu

3sßs\ ■^^ ne recent course of events has
,J^fey- directed public attention to the
(lwsl consideration of the best means of
"f^x developing the resources and

extending the commerce of this
favoured land, it will surely not be out of
place to outline a scheme by which this
undertakingmight be accomplished.

Though the following remarks are
necessarily imperfect, yet they will have
served a useful purpose if they arouse an
interest in this subject, so that others more
capable of dealing with it may be induced
to take the matter inhand with a greater
chance of success. No more important
subject than the one dealt with inthis paper
could claim the attention of every section of
the community. Therefore no apology is
needed for briuging this question before the
notice of the public in a magazine which
deals withmatters of special interesttoNew
Zealand.

But inorder that anational policy should
have a fair chance of succeeding,it is first
necessary that two preliminary conditions
should beunderstood and accepted. If these
are rejected,the whole scheme will fall to
the ground when an attempt is made to
formulate it.

If a national policy is to become possible
it must beoutside therange ofpartypolitics.
Ittakes for granted that there are certain
problems to be solved for the advantage of
the whole community,and that this solution
may be best accomplished bytheunitedeffort
of politicians of every shade of opinion. It
does not imply that these politicians willbe
forced tosurrender other opinions that more
strictly belong to party,but that they will

be reserved for occasions more suitable for
their exposition and propagation.

Again, it must be distinctly understood
that personal ambition is to become
subordinate to the higher interests of the
country. The temptation to advance mero
party interests must be suppressed in order
to promote a cause superior to the gains and
triumphs of political ascendancy. The
disunion of faction should be replaced by
the united effort of all classes to discover a
secure path for the further development of
the country.
If these two conditions cannotbe accepted

intheir integrity, then it isuseless toattempt
to construct a policy that may be regarded
as national. The following remarks are,
therefore, based upon the assumption that
a national policy is both possible and
expedient.

Before examining the scope and purport
of such questions it would be well to first
suggest the means by which they might be
brought within the range of practical
legislation.

The Government of the day might
introduce some such measure when the time
wasripe for its discussion. If the House of
Representatives on the voices approved of
the principles and aim of the measure, it
might be proceeded with in the usual way.
If it was evident thft this view of the matter
was not unanimous,then the measure would
be dropped for that sessiou. In the next
session,provided the interest in the measure
had been maintained or even increased
during the recess, it would be again
introduced intothe HouseofRepresentatives,
and if not approved on the voices might be
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put to the vote and cai'ried by a majority.
Supposing the measure had been assented
to in one of these ways,it would then be
referred to a general committee of members
most capable of dealing with the subject,
and would be thoroughly threshed out
in committee, dealing with the question
purely upon itsmei'its. When the measure
as a Bill was brought back to the House, it
would be passed in the ordinary way. If
the Legislative Council materially altered or
rejected the Bill,it would be submitted to a
referendum of the people, and theirdecision
either way would settle the matter for the
time being.
Itnow remains to consider what kind of

questions might be considered as national
in their bearingand insults.

(1) Those which relate to the most
profitable methods for disposing of the
pi'oducts of this country by discovering the
best markets for their sale. Upon this
subject reports have frequently come from
agents and expertsabroad telliug the same
tale. It is remarkable that they are
unanimous in their opinion without the
suspicion of collusion' ol* consultation.
They all agree that the commodities sent to
England are equal to and often surpass in

quality those of other countries, yet owing
to defective business arrangements and no
concerted course of action,the profit is much
less than it ought to be, and intermediaries
receive the larger portion. Furthermore,
the trade does not extend and spread as it
should do. This results from want of
proper combination between the several
parties whose aim should be to place in a
more direct way theproducts of this country
before intending purchasers inother lands.
It must surely be generally admitted that
such a matter might be encouraged and
assisted by special legislation ina way that
will remove present difficulties, and will
open out fresh channels for the sale of
natural products.
■ (2) There are also special features aud
advantages peculiar to New Zealand which
require further development. In the past
they have been neglected. But the neglect

was not culpable, for the timehad not yet
arrived in the early days when settlers were
laying the necessary foundations of ordinary
civilisation. Everything could not be done
at once, and of course precedence was given
to those matters which would uot brook
delay. But New Zealand, having now
reached thatstage whenall the first elements
of civilisation have been firmlyestablished,
surely the time has come when her people
should cultivate and develop those natural
advantages which cannot be classed as
ordinary gifts. If these exist, then they
bear the same obligation asarises in the case
of individual character, where a person
possesses some talent superior to average
ability. Surely in the present state of
affairs, there is abundant reason that a
national effort should be made to develop
thosespecial featuresof this countryintended
by Nature to benefit mankind at large. No
other conclusion can be arrived at.

(3) There are certain subjects which no
doubt occupy more debatable ground than
those already mentioned, though partaking
of a national character. They arepolitical
problems which have been before the public
for someyears, and whichno party, though
attempts havebeenmade incertain quarters,
has as yet been able to solve. Such matters
can onlynow be determined by an agreement
between political parties that these problems
should be solved in the only practical
manner open to them.

So far only general ideas, uot details,
have been dealt with. It now remains to
select one instance connected with each
subject where a national policy could

'effectively be carried out, though others
might be mentioned if space permitted.

(1) As regards the export, sale and
management of natural products sent to
other countries.

There should be an arrangement for an
adequate supply of steamers, either owned
by Government or companies, which would
run not only to London, but to other
Britishports such as Liverpool,Manchester,
Bristol,HullandSouthampton. Next there
should be an agent at each port in the
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employ of New Zealand who should
manage the unloading, storage and other
mattersconnected with landingcommodities.
There should be stores and depots at all
these ports for the exclusive sale of all
products and ai'ticles exported from this
country, such as wool,meat, butter, cheese,
hemp, gum, fruit, wine, manufactured
goods, and even cheap pictures of New
Zealand executed in an attractivemanner.
These New Zealand stores should be
advertised in the neighbourhood, and would
soon obtaina reputation, if good faith were
kept withthe public, for selling a superior
article. A moderate and treasonableprice
under such circumstances would ensure a
handsome profit.

These central stoi'es or depots might
serve as feeders for establishingsmallerones
in inland towns wherever there was a
chance of success. They might also sell
cheap books and pamphlets, brightly
written and well illustrated, dealing with
the special features and advantages of the
soil of the country. Besides, they could
serve as bureaux of information for those
who contemplated making New Zealand
their future home. The steamers employed
to carry freight might also have berths for
thirty or forty passengers, and if owned by
Government, might carry emigrants of
good character at very reasonable rates.
With such a plan, worked in an intelligent
manner, a great increase in commerce
might be reasonably expected between
Great Britain and this country. There
would be a constant stream of passengers
and goods both ways, and the ultimate
result would be a large addition to our
population, so necessary for the further
development of natural resourcen.

(2) As regards special advantages
peculiar to this country which would
develop and improve by a national
movement, it is only necessary to refer
to the present conditiou of Rotorua as
a lamentable instance of neglect. What
might not have been accomplished if a reso-
lute attempt had been made to push the
natural advantages of this spot to their

utmost limit? Rotorua is unique. No
thermal springs iv any country of tho world
are equal to those of llotorua. Most
countries of Europe possess medicinal
springs effectivo in curing certain diseases,
and in improving the general health of
invalids. Thousands yearly] (look to these
spas for the sake of health, pleasure,
amusement and change. Among the crowd
may be observed sovereigns, statesmen,
princes and princesses, lords and ladies,
fashionable beauties,millionaires,speculators
and tho general public. Notwithstanding
the illustrious assemblage that gathers at
these European health resorts, there is not
cue of them on the score of merit that can
compare with Rotoma. It not only
surpasses them in the healing power of its
waters, but in the number and variety of
its thermal springs grouped around ono
centre. How many of that distinguished
crowd that frequont the spas of Kuropo
are ever seen at Rotorua ? And whoso
negligence has caused this indifference to
arise ? The Government and people of New
Zealand. So careless has the Government
been in this respect that it has refused to
appoint a specialist to classify the various
mineral springs of Rotorua. Scarcely any
thing has been done to make the wonders of
this spa known to tho world at largo.
Little money has hitherto been spent in
improving tho locality and its surround-
ings, and none on advertising and in-
forming the outside world of its famous
healingwaters.

It is said the distance is too far to induce
people from other countries to visit its
springs; but persons will uot object to
travel any distance when the object of their
journey is the recovery of health beyond
the reach of ordinary remedies. If Rotorua
were made attractive, its different springs
classified and advertised, proper buildings
and arrangements provided for bathing, and
sufficient amusement organised for idle
hours, large numbers would flock from
other lands to benefit by these springs.
America, Australia, England, and in course
of time other countries, would supply a
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constant stream of visitors as the fame of
*hese springs spread among the nations of
the world.

(3) The instance in which a national
policy might settle an important question,
space will not permit to be handled at
present. It comes under thehead of political
problems, and theexampleselected was that
of the temperance question. Without
examining this difficult problem, which on
some future occasion might be treated, it is
only necessary toremark here that the time
has arrived when this agitation, so detri-
mental to the public good, should cease.

But the only safe method of dealing with
this running sore is for the leading men of
all parties to unite and take the matter in
hand in order to effect a satisfactory settle-
ment of it.

Such, then, is a brief sketch of the
method in which national questions might
be discussed and settled. Whatever may be
its defects does not detract from the
importance of the subject brought before
the public. It willhave served a laudable
purpose if it promotes in any way a policy
so essential for the further progress and
welfare of the country.

This musical instrument, made of bamboo
of different calibre, is one used by the

The shields and particularly awkward-
looking knives are of Indian workmanship.

natives of Melanesia. The length of the
pipe gives the pitch of the note, and the
result is very tuneful.

Mr. L. Bloomfield, who procured them
in India, has them in his collection in
Auckland.

C.T.Salmon. PANDEAN PIPES,
C. T.Salmon. INDIANSHIELDSAND KNIVES
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RAIDHEC

Illustrated by E. B. Vaughan.

Crawford,

?
' " Get into your

saddles, and ride back
and see what has
become of the luggage
carts. They ought to
have been here by this
time,unless they went
the other road."

Mounting their horses away they went." What a confounded nuisance this is!"" Well, my dear fellow, it is only what
wemust expect when we belong to a flying
column."" Yes ;but hangit all, to have to rideoff
just as tiffin was ready,and now, Goodness
knows when we shall get anything to eat!""IthinkIsee a wayoutof that difficulty.""What strange idea have you got hold of
now, Cavendish?"

"Nostrange idea atall. Ifyou remember,
we passed an Indigo planter's bungalow
overyonder. We will call on him,and I'll
bet ten rupees that weget something toeat,
although it will be alate tiffin.""Well, it is pretty cool,but not a bad
idea.""Good or bad,I'm going to act upon it.
What do yousay, DeCourcy?""Ithink it a grand idea,old man. We

shall be sure of a good curry and well-
cooked rice. By the bye, talkingof rico,
what was that mess you werenearly getting
into at Patna?"

"Mess, you call it? It was one of the
most idiotic things thatIever had anything
todo with.""Do tell us what it was."

"All right; it willhelp tokill timeuntil
wereach wherewe are toget this ideal feed.
So here goes:

"On one occasion I- was on luggage
guard, and after marching all night, justas
the sun was rising, we entered a town;
this was Patna; it consisted of one street
about a mileand a half long, with only one
break in themiddle of it. This was the road
leading down to the Ghat. There wero
shops on either side, while in the distanco
youcould see the Rajah's Palace above the
tops of the trees with which it was
surrounded. Well, we turned down the
road and reached the GMt. While we were
waiting for the boat to come over,Isaid1
would-ride back, have a look at the place,
and getsomething toeat."'All right,' said Hardy (you know
Hardy); 'I'llgo with you, as you are only
a griffin*, you know, and might get into
trouble.'" So weboth rode back,and when we got
into the street,we dismounted,and passing

*Ne\vChum.
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ourarras through ourbridlereins, we strolled
abqut. All at once Isaw a small cart
conning up the street on which was a cupola
roofed affair of scarlet velvetjwith a gilt or
gold spike on the top. It was supportedby
four gilt pillars which *were curtained in
with velvet curtains of the same colour,and
drawn by two white Brahmin bulls, which
wei'e proceeding up the street without
any driver,in fact, no one was 'near them.
Icalled to Hardy and asked him what it
was. He replied:"'When it comes near you,lift the curtain,
and then you willsee.'"Idid so,and what IsawIshall never
forget. Sitting cross-legged on a velvet
cushion was oneof the mostbeautiful Indian
girlsIever saw. Her face was uncovered,
and her clothing consisted of silk richly
ornamented with precious stones. Her look
of astonishment and alarm,Ishall never
forget. AsIdropped the curtainIheard
shouts of 'Deen!Deen !' and all the natives
wereoutof theirshops armed withanything
they could lay their hands onat the moment."'What do they mean by Deen,Deen ?'I
said to Hardy, who was justgetting into his

saddle. Turning round with a smile, he
said:"'If you are not quickly in your saddle
and downat the Ghat you will cease to take
any interest in the meaning of the word
deen !'

"Of course that was enough, so we
clashed down to the Ghat, with the natives
after us until they saw the escort, then they
gave it best.""Well, and what was all the row about?"
"It was the Rajah's wife, and Hardy

knew all the time that something would
happen,for he told me that Ihad cast adeep
insult on them, and in the most cheerful
manner he told me to keep a good look out
in case some of them, who were Thugs,
might follow me; andalso to be sure and lie
on my back when going to sleep, as they
could not thug me in that position."

"That was rather a dangerous soi't of
joke. Look ! that's the bungalow,Ibelieve
Now, we shall soon see if we are to have a
feed or not."

Wheeling their horsesin through the gate
way, theygalloped up the drive,and as soon
as they reached the hall door, out rushed a

"
THAT I? A RAJAH'S PALACE."
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lotof native servants,and to
the enquiry if the Sahib were
at home, thereply was:"Nay,Sahib. The Hurrah
Sahib gone Calcutta,toomany

budmash about here, kill
him ! But the Sahibs are
welcome.""Can we get anything to
eat?""Oh, yes, Sahibs, grilled
chicken, chupatties, and two
bottles bass, Sahib beer, and
littlebrandy."

So giving their horses to
the syces, they were shown
into the breakfast- room,
where the repast was soon
forthcoming, to which they
did ample justice.

After giving the servants
some rupees they got into
their saddles, and having
heard that the luggage had
gone on all right, they rode
off, feeling happy with them-
selves and the worldat large,
with the exception of Craw-
ford."Hulloa! What place is
this,De Oourcy ? You knovv
all abouteverything Indian."" That isaRajah'sPalace.""Then we will callj on

him."
"It might be a rash thing to do; he

might be a rebel."" Oh,hang the odds, here goes!" And he
knocked loudly at the heavy gates, set in a
high wall which ran round the compound.
After some delay they were thrown open,
disclosing a body of fifty matchlock men*
with their matches alight, and armed
besides withshield and tulwar,drawn up in
front of theRajah's Palace.

To hesitate was to be lost, so dashing
up they sprang from their horses, and
rushed into the presence of the Rajah, who
looked astonished,as well he might.

And now came a question from the

Rajah that made them fool like fools." What do you want?"
And what did they want?
But Do Courcy camo to the rescue by

saying that the treasure chest was on its
way, but in the meantime they were hard
up as they could not get away until itdid
arrive, and requested him to give them one
hundred rupees each.

He looked at them for a moment, and
then said:

"Yes; you shall have them, /will go
and get them."

1 But it would not do to let him out
of their sight, so they made him send

THEY HUSHED INTO TIIK PKKSKNCK OK THE KAJAH, WHO

LOOKED AST'iNli-HKD.
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one of his attendants, as their only
chance of safety lay in keeping the Rajah
with them until they could getaway.

At last the rupees came, and oh, such a
weight, and no place to put them bat a side
pocket!

Now came the time to get away.
Keeping the Rajah between them, they
marched him out on to the verandah, and
when there they made him give orders to
have the horses brought up and the gates
thrown open. This was done; the horses
close to them, the natives were ordered to
lay the reins on thoir necks and stand aside.
The moment this order was obeyed, they
jumped into their saddles, and without wait-
ing toengage their stirrup irons,theydashed
through the gates and down the road at full
gallop, and were out of range before the
fellows had recovered from their surprise,
or perhaps they thought that they wereonly
the advance guard of a larger party.

After they had galloped toa safe distance,
they met a native, who told them that the
luggage had just gone into camp, which
they were nearing."Now, what about those bles&ed rupees P

Perhaps the Rajah will report us for having
committed robbery under arms.""Oh!if it comes to that, we can explain
that it was only a joke, and return them!"

"Ha! ha ! explain, and
— ha, ha! give

them up. Ha, ha, ha!Return them. Oh,
it is too, too good!"" What ai'e you laughing at?""The idea of returning these rupees.
Why, my dear fellow,Ican only find one
solitary rupee jammed in the corner of what
was oncea pocket, but now is bottomless.
Ihave been sowing them along the road.
What a harvest it will be to some poor
native that finds them!" exclaimed Caven-
dish."Oh, confound it! my pocket is also
burst, only Ihave five rupees left," said
Crawford."And Ibeat you all, for Ihave got
eight!" chimed inDe Courcy.

He was a rebel Rajah, and had stopped
all the l'yots*under his roof from supplying
the camp with anything, so considering all
things they got well out of their morning
raid ona rebelRajah.

*Husbandmen, etc., etc.

Victoria
The good Queen lay a-dying;

As she lay
An Empire held its breath.
Nature wept gentle tears,

Tears, softfy shed,
Of sorrow, tempered witli the thought
Of all the good a great life leaves behind.

When hope was past,
And the dread news—

News hard to bear, altho' now looked for
—

Spread to the furthest confines
Of the Globe,

A wail of grief engirdled it,
Grief of a mighty people now bereft.

Bertha V. Goring.
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Hockey.
By Aliquis

f'HIS fine old English gamehas now, established itself on a stable
1 footing in New Zealand, and

though, as yet it does not rank as
auniversal sport, like cricket and

football, still enthusiasts have the satis-
faction of knowing that its popularity is
increasing by leaps and bounds every year.
That this is the case thereisample evidence,
and indeed only last year a striking proof

Of course it is a very bad tiling to
prophesy, more especially in one's own
country, but it appears at present as if
hockey will one day rival even tennis in tho
affections of the young ladies of the colony ;
certainly tennis is a surnmorgame,but some
seasons are not very clearly defined.

There are few more interesting thingw,
from the spectators' point of view than a
reallygood hockey match, and in spite of

was furnished by Auckland, wherethe game
was taken up with unbounded enthusiasm
in spite of the countless rival attractions of
that home of sports.

Thisis themoreremarkable, from the fa«t
that itwasstartedby the fairsex,and through-
out the first season was played exclusively
by them, though now that they have been
shown the way, the men intend following
a goodexample and forming clubs also.

the numerous powerfulobjections of maiden
grand-aunts the sport is likely to remain
exceedinglypopular with young ladies.

Of course it is a game of vigorous
exercise, no one would attempt to deny-
that, but vigorous exercise is not
only a peculiarity of, but also the
object and principal charm of most out-
door sports. And, though it may not be
immediately evident, yet the more one

GIRLS PLAYING HOCKEY AT
" WAPITI," EI'SOM
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indulges in thisparticular formof recreation
the less violent the necessary exertion
becomes

In the first place,players just starting the
game are, very naturally, not in the
condition which men aptly describe as" fit," consequently they feel the strain,and
create a false impression in the minds of
objectiouists as to the severity of the
exercise. But as everybody knows, a very
short period of training speedily removes
any after effects of this sort, and as hockey
is not

"
the exception that proves," the

player soon finds that she is none the worse
for the game,without, however, convincing
the aforesaid objectionists that this is not
so;and they, on their part, probably thiuk
that she says so for fear of being forbidden
to play

Again,new players cannot possibly learn
the game in a few weeks, and they thei'efore
try to make up for lack of skillby extra
hard work.

When they begin to play the game more
scientifically all this superfluous running
about is clone away with, and of course the
exercise is not nearly so violent as it was at
first, at the very period when the players
wereleast able to endure it. Any one who
has watched the first games of a new club
will agTee with me that this is the case.

For instance it isa very common thing to
see each, forward fightinga separate battle,
one hindering the other, and tiring them-
selves by worrying their own side. Then

suddenly the ball will come out of a bunch,
and the whole of the forwards turn round
to chase it, instead of allowing their backs
to return it to them; and probably these
latter, mixed up with their own and the
opposing forwards,fail to get theball away.
Then there is another bunch, and another
generalpursuit of theball.

After a battle of this sort, it is small
wonder if the players are tired,aiid asIsaid
above, it is justhere that theanti-hockeyites
think they score, because they enth'ely
ignore the fact of itsbeing a firstattempt.

But after a season or two all this is

changed, and each player does her own
work in the manner which will best help
her neighbour and the team generally; in
other words,the teamplays withcombination.
Having briefly sketched the disastrous
results which attend the lack of this absolute
l'equisite for goodplay,Iwillnowendeavour
to point out some of the advantages of
having it. Suppose for instance agood line
of forwards advancing with the ball, the
player dribbles till on the point of being
attacked, when the leather is passed to his
neighbour. N"ow, if the opposing forwards,
instead of keeping to their places, should
bunchbefore the players with theball,when
it is passed,the neighbour has a clear run
as far as the back. But if each of the

attackers is marked, it is
impossible for anyone of
them to get a clear run,
and if the player with the
ball tries to hit it round
his opponent, the half
backs receive it.
It is here that indi-

vidual skill comes in,and
the resource andquickness
displayed in such situa-
tions determine the player
as good or otherwise.

But, though it is of
primary importance for

forwards, yet combination among the backs
is almost equally essential as it is for
the front rankers, especially in defensive
work.

TAKING UP THEIR POSITIONS,

554 THE NEW ZEALAND [April, 1901



Not only should the several backs
constituting a line understand and play to
each other, but each line should be able to
entirely and confidently depend on the othei
Over and over again,I
have seen a half back,
when blocked by two or

three forwards,and unable
to get the ball away, turn
round and drive it to the
back behind him, who in
turn transfer it either to
his neighbour, or well up
the field to a wing half
back.

In picking a team to
play a matchIfavour the
empowering of one person
whose word and choice are
law, but who obviously
must be thoroughly up in
the game and undei'stand every player
perfectly. A good precedent for this
course has been established by the Auck-
land Rugby Union, and it is significant
that ever since the rep. teams have been
picked by one selector, Auckland has held
the Championship of the Colony.

The Wellington Hockey Club,Inotice,
on the other hand, prefer the Match
Committee method, which is certainly very
good,and appears to work well. There is,
of course, a great deal to be said for both
methods,butIadhere to the former.
Iwould here point out the desirability of

Clubs forming Unions, which would be
powerful enough to arrange interprovincial
matches, and matches between rival Clubs,
record wins, and consider protests, etc.
This would undoubtedly give a great
impetus to the game, and bring it much
more prominently before the public.

Another point of interest to hockey
players is the question of the employment
or non-employment of the goal-keeper.

One of the foremost English Clubs set
the example of playing three backs instead
of the usual two and a goal keeper. This
answered so well that they stuck to it, and,
whether it was the result of this alteration,

and disadvantages of this system of placing,
as my hockey friends will readily under-
stand them.

Tim1 article was written with a view of
encouraging the game of hockey generally,
but more especially amongst the young
ladies of the Colony. There can be no
morepleasant pastime, and now is the time
to set to work and organise clubs ho as to
be ready to begin play when the season
commences. The illustrations, which are
from photos taken by Mr. C. T. Salmon,
represent the ladies of the Wapiti Hockey
Club, Auckland. The lady patroness,Mrs.
Major George, takes a great interest in the
game,and encouragesher young lady friends
to becomeplayers, and many a merry game
has taken place in the Major's paddock at
Epsom, beneaththe brow of the volcanichill
shown in the first illustration, the old Maori
earthworks on which show that contests of
a very different nature took place there in
days longgone by.

In conclusion,Iexpress my hope that in
years to come the game may take a front
place in the athletic recreations of the
colony, andIam sure thatall players will
agree with me, that if there is one really tip-
topsport, it is a good game of hockey.

or the fact that they had good playerss,1am
unable to say, but they certainly took a
great deal of boating. However, there is no
need to discuss here the relative advantages

THK WAPITI IIOCKKY I'MYKUS
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GeniusandMediocrity.

GodSpake totheButterfly:-
" Thoa shalt be crowned with the Spring's desire ;

Royally winged in the hues of Tyre;
Dipped in the golden river of Dawn,
Thou art made free of the flowery lawn.

Rose heart shall burn to thee;
Lily bud turn to thee;
Zephyr blow low to thee;
Balm odour flow to thee.

Thoa art Queen of the shadows of matter above
The cosmic soul, and the Queen of love.
But dead is thy queenship when thou art old,
Shrivelled thy heart,— and the tale is told."

GodSpake totheGlow-Worm:-
" Thou shalt be set in the mirk midnight ;

Thou shalt be shamed in the red rose light.
The ambient dawn that aureoled her
Has naught for thee but the draught of myrrh

Grayness shall rest on thee;
Grief shall lay 'hest on thee;
Youth shall pass by thee;
Love shall deny thee.

Thou wouldst be loved as the violets are;
Thou shalt be loved as a chill white star.
Thou shalt be light to thyself alone
In the dark dews of the moss and stone.
But star of the lift shall droop to the lea,
And bless the fire gone out of thee.
Ah, then, on a beam aerial, fleet,
Thy soul shall fly to the Pleiad's seat.
Thou art made free of the starry ways;
Joy is woven into thy days.
How long soever thy years are told,
Never on earth shalt thou be old!"

Jessie Mackay,
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LITERARY

CHAT
By "The Sage."

In the Name of a Woman is the title chosen
by Mr. Arthur W. Marchraont, the author
of By Right of Sword, A Dash for a Throne,
etc., for his latest work, which lias been
forwarded for reviewby Messrs.Upton and
Co., of Auckland,and ispublishedbyMessrs.
Longman, Green and Co. m their Colonial
Library. The scene is laid inBulgaria, and
the firstchapter opens witha night adventure
in Sofia. "'Help!' The cry, faint but
strenuous in a woman's voice, rang out on
the heavy hot night air, and told me that
one of those abominable deeds that wereso
rife in the lawless Bulgarian capital was in
progress,andIhastened forward in angry
perplexity, trying to locate the sound," is
the opening paragraph, thus bringing the
reader into the story at once without
wearisome introduction. The hero turns
out to be Gerald Winthrop, an Englishman
passing himself off as Count Benderoff, of
Radova,inorder to facilitate theperformance
of a secret mission that he had undertaken
for the Foreign Office, the object of which
was to get to the bottom of the secret
machinations by which Russia was
endeavouring to close her grip of iron on
the throne and country ofBulgaria, and if
possible, thwart them.

This was the man who heard the cry of a
womanin distress,and rushing to the rescue
found the Countess Anna Bokara, "the
staunch woman friend of His Highness the
Prince," as she afterwards described herself

Vol.TT.— No. 7.-38.

to him, iv dive peril from two would-bo
assasins in the room of ahouse. Hoat onco
leapt into the windowand saved tho lady's
life, who explains to him that because of her
influence with the Prince and in opposition
to Russia,she has beeu lured tobo nmrderod
incold blood, and tries by all the means in
her power to persuade the Count to join tho
Prince's cause. He was too cautious to
yield either to the fascination of her manner,
or her promises of position, riches and a
fair bride. She informed him of the plot
to place a certain Princess of Orli on tho
throne, who,she said, was secretly betrothed
toaRussian ofinfinitevilonoss and treachory,
tho Duke Sergius,by which meansRussia
would attain her ends. This Princess
of Orli,who is the real heroine of tho story,
the Count meets shortly aftor. Ho is handed
a written message which I'eads: "Follow
the bearer, 'In the namo of a Woman.'"
Taking this to be from the Countess of
Bokara, he obeys gladly, and finds himself
instead in the presence of three Russians.
His curt replies to their questions end in
two of them attacking him fiercely, when
a door opens and the Princess appears
in the nick of time, and savos tho
Count's life from treachery. The rest
of the story is a complication of plots
and counterplots, interspei'sed with duels,
the abduction of the Princess, rescues,
a suicide, hair-breadth escapes, in fact
as many thrilling incidents ac it is
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possible to cram into the pages, or
reasonable to suppose might have occurred
even in Bulgaria at the period. For the
result of all this Imust recommend my
readers to secure the book, which on the
whole, is one which is sure to be read,
although the reader can scarcelyhelp feeling
that the subject the author has chosen has
been betterhandledbefore. His love scenes,
of which he has been considerately sparing,
areperhaps the weakest portions of thebook.

[As the foregoing was the only new book
which has come forward for review this
month on account,as the booksellei*s inform
me, of the slack time in the trade at Home
after the Christmas business is over,Iinsert
in these columns three essays on different
subjects by various contributors,and leave
the reader to judge their merits.]

DISCONTENT.
By J. Wylde

Who cares for your dainty fripperies,
your luxuries, your peace, and soft re-
spectability? The air of the warm room
stifles me. Iwant to feel the sou'-
west wind on my face. God!how fresh
and pure it is up there on the hills ! A man
feels himself alive when he fights against a
storm. Ilie here listening to the music. I
oan see the slender fingers of the girl player
flash over the keys. She plays soft low
sensuous things like thepoetryof Swinburne.
We gathered round the table but a little
while ago. What money, what time had
been spent on that delicate,tempting food!
Iloathed it,yet away in the wildsIcould
eat ahard biscuit with relish,and enjoy a
drink of creek water.

Howmockingly that piano sounds ! The
girl's figure sways to the tune. She is a
beauty,and rich,and accomplished.

How Ilong for the crack of therifle on
the grassy upland, or the sing of the wind
in the shroudsof ayacht!There issomething
in bowling over a wild bull at fivehundred

yards, iv thrashing a small craft to shelter
against a galeof wind!

Then one can sleep on the ground by the
camp fif-e. Yes, one can sleep, or stare at
the stars, and feel the pleasure of rest.

There is grandeur in a storm at sea,
excitement on a wild tumultuous night—
life. Yes, one lives withNature out on the
plains—

up in the mountains
—

out on the
sea.

Iam sick of all this weary wandering, of
this hard, rough, useless life. There is no
beauty init, no pleasure. One lies downon
the damp groundatnight time,and the wind
whistlesacross one's face, or the drearyrain
comes beating against one's blankets,
chilling one to one's aching bones; and
there are my old friends living in ease and
luxury. Ieat tough chops, cooked on the
acrid ashes; they have dainty dishes. Isit
on the ground, and ray plate is a piece of
bark; theysit in comfortable chairs before
a table, made beautiful with flowers, with
carveuglasses and painted porcelain. And
the life at sea, the routine of watch and
watch, the monotonyof salt pork and pea
soup, salt beef and hard bisuits. How I
hateit all!and there aresome— aye, and I,
too, might enjoy the luxuries of civilization.
Up on the swinging yards,battling with an
icy gale, and Imight be lounging in a
warm-scented room listening to music
played by some fair girl. Ihave mixed
with hard-voiced men till Ilong for the
tones of a woman

— for the soft, sweet notes
of a song, then the flash of dark eyes in
mme—

the thrilling whisper. How cruel
and cold is the sea!It roars androlls with
hateful monotony

—
waste of time. There is

no life to mix withmme—
nopleasure— only

hateful toil,hardships, misery. And out on
the mountains the dry,dreary tramp, with
aching feet after wild cattle that climbed
slope after slope before me. The icy
persistent wind, the chilly, uncomfortable
camp, and the roll and fret of that stuffy
yacht, theuseless beat and beatagainst wind
and sea that drove the vessel back from the
land,out from shelter and safety, but into-
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darkness and danger on the wild terrible
sea. What is there in life if onehas not joy
and comfort ?

THE MAJESTY OF SILENCE.
By Alicu H. G. Basten

The wounded body gives vent to its pain
iv sound, but the greater the soul's suffer-
ing the more it seeks seclusion,and the only
indication of its being is manifest in that
faithful mirror of the soul— the eye. Iv
bereavement we value the firm and silent
handclasp more than the loud demonstration
of sympathy; in injury the unostentatious
helper effects more than the hysterical call
for assistance. We have the greater con-
fidence in the individual of quiet demeanour
than in the heedless talker; in sudden
emergencies the ordinarily retiring man
most calmly faces the situation

— iv all these
instances the silent deed conveys more than
noise or speech.

Words are adequate only for the
expression of the simplest ideas. Great
orations owe their force more to the
eloquent suggestions of reflective silence
than to the actual words employed. A
certain sage man is alleged to have observed
that we may call none great until he has
passed away, and as it is by the review of a
man's whole life we can most truly judge of
his worth, so in likemeasure is it necessary
that reflection should bring to maturity the
thoughts insinuated by a speaker* and
gradually unfold the greatness and beauty
which at first were manifest only inpart.

What is silence ? It ia the influence of
Nature inanimate ; it is the expression of
the soul immortal, and the language of
intense emotion. Silence is not nothing-
ness; it is expressive always, morenearly
allied to sorrow than to gladness, for joy is
boisterous,but grief seeks quietness ever.

We wander in the shade of the wooded
mountain; we gaze upon the dear green
earth, the dainty ferns, the lofty trees— their
simplicity and grandeur are awe-inspiring.
The pervading stillness conveys the

impression of a mysterious presence; the
eloquent muteness of Nuture is ovorwhore.
The creation around us, how marvellous it
is; the hand of man has not yet boon hud
upon it— the hand that can dostroy, but is
powerless to restore. Horo, too, as in the
worldof humanity, thevo is life and death,
chauge, dependenceand decay; but the life
is tranquil, and its passing away, imper-
ceptible—

the former knows not turmoil, and
the latter holds not agouy. From the
highest to the loweststate everythingexists
in perfect concord. We feol that here is
sympathy in all our moods. Horo amidst
this transient glory we reflect ondeath, on
eternity, on immortality. Hero only we get
those rare vague glimpses into the mystery
of things supernatural. Our thoughts
partake of the divine, but are mellowed
with exquisite sadness ; in tho immensity of
our ideas how utterly insignificant appears
the noblest of our ambitions. How
thorougly we realize that
"Full many a gem of purest rayserene

The dark unfathomed caves of oceanboar ;
Pull many a flower is born to blush unscoii.

And waste its sweetness on tho dosortair."

inprophetic spirit we listen tothe echo of
the poet's cry :

—
"

The boast of heraldry, tbepomp of power,
And all that beauty,all that wealtho'orgave,

await alike the inevitable hour
—

The paths of glory lead but to the grave."

Silence comprehends everything. It
brooded inmajesty over a world of chaos;
it beheld creation; it is the one common
attribute of the universe; iti8the chiefest
survival of the great histories and mighty
nations; it is the receptacle of many and
strange secrets. When all the monuments
of earthly power are gone, the same
immutable majesty will live. Uurecognised
it is the sentinel of the present, it cloaks the
past, and it veils the future. It gives to
death its solemnity, it imparts to life its
strength, it is the sublimeness of Nature,
and the herald of eternity. Above all

—
it

is God's witness
—

it cannot lie, and it
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cannot err; evil and wrong may pass in
the eyes of manundetected, bat they go not
unobserved. Self-sacrifice and true kindness
may not bring gratitude, bat oblivion shall
nothide them.

MEDITATION.
By "Avon."

She trips to us when we, dismayed by "the
pomps and vanities of this wicked world,"
overawed by a consciousness of our own
insignificance, crushed by failure of darling
schemes,seek sanctuai'y from self.

She, a pure sweet maid, withdraws from
oureyes the veil which everyday life places
overus,and in a moment the soul,relieved
of its weight of care, revels in the pare
atmosphereof Nature.

We thi'ow ourselves on the green sward,
and pass before us the troubles that rankle
in our breasts, the troubles that, like the
canker worm, gnaw at our peace of mind
and bring with them grim apprehension and
carking care. And by the kindly influence
of Nature, all trouble is swept away; in her
pureair the diseased mind is restoi'ed to its
former balance,and a sense of comfort and
rest slowly steals o'er us.
In the cleansed mind does Meditation

now hold sway, and we appreciate, in all
too small ameasure, themysteryof Nature's
silent workings. Springtime it is, and the
glorious Sun,now that the regime of " the
envious clouds

" is drawing to aclose,beams
down his genial warmth, and at his call
myriads of things,great and small, leap to
life. The gaily-painted flies, revelling in
their new-found liberty, dash off to enjoy
thepleasures of the earth, as if aware that
to them is appropriate the heathen proverb,"Let us eat and drink, for to-morrow we
die." Theant and the bee ply their busy
trades

— putting by stores for a thankless
generation.

Dancing in the breeze, the raw leaves
enliven the landsoape,and a constant falling
in silence under each great giant, tells us

that, like man, the oldleaves have done their
work, and are bein» % slowly succeeded by a
new generation. On the horizon, like a
gloomy foeman, lurks the storm-cloud,
provided byNature to soften the influence
of his too indulgent relation. Beneath us,
tho sea breaks its gentle swell upon the
shore, almost mournfully, as though in
remorse for its innumerable dark deeds'.
The wind murmurs slowly through the
trees, diffusing o'er all a grateful coolness
to temper the effects of the all-powerful
sun, a wind which,to the listeningear, tells
the tale of its birthin some far-off clime.

But look when the Supreme Being
withdrawshis control over the elements, or
bids them carry out His stern command!
How do the scorching beams strike down
on an erring world! Or the storm cloud
lighten! Or the furious storm whip the
woods, and roar o'er the whole earth!
Beneath forces such as these, weak man
bows his head in submission,a submission
that is notlasting.

Here a shaggy hill, there a grassy plain,
awaiting the craft of man to make it yield
up its fruits. The tall ti'ees bendhaughtily
under the sighing wind.

Down in a quiet glade, a bell tinkles
dreamily ; closer at hand the song of birds
and the hum of insects strike on the ear,yet
we enjoy blissful rest amid these indications
of presence.

What is there in one that thrills with
apprehension atthe approach of fellovvman ?
Asingle footstep rouses us from our reverie.
We feel prepared rather for a foe than for a
friend. The feelings we bear towards the
other creatures of the Supreme Being are
absent in our thoughts towards man, man
whom we should treat withconfidence rather
than suspicion. And soj on the appearance
of a human being, we spring to our feet
more inanattitude ofalarm than confidence,
and simultaneously the presence of Sun, of
Cloud,of Wind fades away-from ourmind.
Itmay be the fear that like bears towards
like; it may be that we, too, feel in our
inmost soul that in all the world and among
all creation, "Only man is vile."

560 THE NEW ZEALAND [April, 1901



The Stage.
THE CHARLES A.DEMISTOX,ID COls/LJPA.ISriZ'.

Charles Arnold Company has
QJjjjm \A been and has gone. The loss is
JIA JV New Zealand's. After the great
"=pj reports heard from "the other

side" as to the mirth-producing" Jones," the equally festive "Smith," and

W. H.Bartlett, MR. CHARLES ARNOLD

the love-stricken
" Professor, ' iNcw /ea-

landers were naturally anxious to make the
acquaintance of these worthies. After
seeing them one feels better, for in the way
Mr. Arnold and his company produced them
there was everything to admire and naught

to condemn. "Free from
all vulgarity, full of
innocent fun, the vari-
oiis and varied com-
promising situations
carefully stagedand tho
impersonations of tho
different characters in
the hands or' skilled
artists, he would bo
indeed a cynic who
could not go away from
the theatre feeling that"it had been good for
him to be there."

In addition to tho
productions just men-
tioned the Arnold Com-
pany gave us also the
ever - green and evor-
popular *' Hans the
Boatmen

"
and the not

quite so well - known" Captain Frit/,." The
former play— how well
Iremember the success
Mr. Arnold scored in
his first production of
it in the Bijou Theatre,
Melbourne

—
has lost

none of its attractive-
ness, unless it be that
the famous old dog,
Lion, which accompan-
ied Mr. Arnold on so

Auckland, many of his tours, is
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missing. Mr. Arnold-tells
me that he died from old
age in Johannesburg, and
was buried with full hon-
ours. In Melbourne and
Sydney, when the run of"Hans

"
was a prolonged

one, a dog was hired and
trained, but in New Zea-
land such a course was
notpossible, and the play
had to be produced minus
the dog." CaptainFritz," though
not so well known as"Hans," caught on almost
equally well,and gave Mr.
Arnold the opportunity of
singing some of his best
songs.

All New Zealand by this
timeknows the difficulties
of "«Tones" and "Smith,"
and how skilfully those
difficulties areovercomeby
the skill of the pinywright,
so it is unnecessary to go
into details as to the plots
of these comedies—

if plot
there be in them."The Professor's. Love
Story "' is, however, of an
entirely different type,and
Mr. Arnold's impersona-
tion of the character of
the simplejfand absent-
minded scientist, who falls in love with his
secretary and does not know it, was a
revelation to those who had seen him only
in lighter veins.

The success which tho Company has met
with throughout New Zealandhas beendue,
notonly to the skilful acting of Mr. Arnold,
but also in alargedegree to theall-round ex-
cellenceof the Company associated withhim.

Place aux .Dames. Miss Doit Frederic
(Mrs. Arnold) has been charming in
everything she has undertaken,butImust
confess to liking her best in her old part of
Jeffie Thursby.

The family mantle has fallen on little
Edna Arnold and her clever acting inl'Tlie
Empty Stocking "

and in "Hans the
Boatman,'" when she plays the part of little
Hans,gives promise of a brilliant future. '■

Miss Agnes Knight as Mrs. Goodly, l&vs.
Smith, and the Professor's sister had widely
different parts to play, and in all of fcherji
she reached a high standard of excellence. ,

As a mirth provoker Miss Sallie Booth
was second only to Mr. Arnold. It is hai-fl
to say which was;thecleverer bit of acting-,
her Alviua Starlight (the old maid with tire
innumerable lettersand amoroustendencies),

W.H.Bartlett, MISS HOPE MAYNE. Auckland.
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i
or her Lavinia Daly, who is equally at home
in cookinga bad dinner or in promoting a
strike amongthe cooks.

Miss Inez Bensuson, Miss Hope Mayne,
and Miss Ada Lee did all that was asked of
them to the satisfaction of their audience.

Of the male characters no,ne had bigger
opportunities thanMr. Willoughby andMr.

E. W. Thomas, and availing themselves to

the fall of those opportunities, they leave
behind them^erypleasant memories of their
skilful work.

Mr. Denton will be heai'd of again. He
is making rapid strides in the profession.

Mr.F. B.Sharp and Mr. Ed.Lester were
not often called upon, but what little they
had todo was very acceptable.

Of the various highly successful plays this
talented company put on the stage during
their run through Now Zealand, " The Pro-
fessor's Love Story" was certainly the most
attractive. While lacking tho extremely
ridiculous absurdities in

"
What Happened

to Jones
"

and
" Why Smith Left Home," it

was quite sufficiently amusing, and one
could not help a feeling of
undisguised affection and in-
tense sympathy for the dear
old Professor in his trouble,
and deep concern as to what
was the matter with him, and
even greater affection for the
unwittingcause of that trouble,
his charming Secretary, an af-
fection which increased when
the simple old fellow,onbeing
advised change of air by his
medical adviser, looped his
arm into that of his little
Secretary and marched her
off. with him, answering the
expostulations of his friend
thathisothersecretariesal ways
went withhim.

No notice of the Arnold
Company would bo complete
without mention of Mr. L. J.
Lohr— thatprince of managers.
He has been for so longa time
associated with this and other
companies that management
seems no trouble to him. He
talks of retiring from theatrical
work on the spoils of his Aus-
tralianand New Zealand cap-
tives,and Iam sure that none
of these, whom he has ledAuckland,
captive by his genial ways and

up-to-date arrangements for their pleasure
and comfort, will grudge him his ofiwn
cum diqnitate in one of those Bunny little
bays nestling on the shores of the beautiful
Sydney Harbour,

New &ealandei-K will probably have an
opportunity of seeing the Arnold Company
once again, and only once. Mr. Arnold
tells me that liis future movements include

W.H.Bartlett, MR; AND MRS. JOHN SMITH.
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an extended tour throughout
the Australian colonies, which
will occupy some considerable
time. After that, if arrange-
mentscan bemade, he will pay
us a flying visit, appearing for
a week ineach of thebig towns.
As he has been for twenty-
eight years before the foot-
lights liy thinks he is entitled
to a rest, and purposes making
for London, wherehe willsettle
down into private life on some
property he owns there. The
stage will be the poorer for
his retirement,if the retirement
be permanent. Ihardly think
it will be.so, for there is a
strange attraction for a popu-
laractor or actress in the plau-
dits of the audience,and those
once enjoyed attract again ir-
resistibly. So may it be with
Mr.Charles Arnold. There is w.H.Bartlett,
Very littledanger oi:Mr. Arnold As Count Von Guggenheim

having to appeal to the "Distressed Actors' Fund
"

for assistance in his later years, as the
enormous profits which he has made out of "Jones, Smithand Co." have all been securely
invested—

a greatportion of them inNew Zealand property and Companies' shares. He is
a strongbeliever in the future prosperity of this colony,and the moneyhehas received from
its people he leaves with them for the beuetit,not onlyof himself, butalso of the colony.

Auckland.MR. CHAHLES ARNOLD

W. H. Bartlett,
"

WHY SMITH LEFT HOME."
—

KISSING THE WRONG WOMAN. " Auckland.
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MISS ALICE HOLLANDER.

\|jjSjS#HAT bonny little Australian lass,
M|i|wC Miss Alice Hollander, wound up a
ju wj% most successful New Zealand tour

at Auckland recently,andreturned
to Australia. She won the hearts

of everyonein the largeaudiences that heard
her in the various centres she visited, and
not a few, who ought to know, proclaimed
her voice the finest contralto
they had ever heard. The
marvellous thing is that the
little lady has nnly had two
years' training,yet she came
on to the stage in a simple,
unaffected way, and trilled
forth with her fresh young
voice, with exquisite feeling
and admirable knowledge of
technique, Handel's "Lascia
Ch'io Pianga," Mascheroni's
sublime

" Aye Maria," Gou-
nod's glorious "0 Divine
Redeemer," the ever welcome" Home, Sweet Home," Grior-
dani's " Caro Mio Ben," and
other pieces equally difficult
to render as they should be
rendered. It is not yet a
year since she made her first
appearance before the public
in Sydney, and received
rapturous applause from a
crowded house, which spoke
not only volumes in her
favour, but ak*o in that of
Mr. Bethune, whose two
years training of her natural
talent worked such wonders.
It is needless to say that standisll& Preece)
wherever she appeared she
was repeatedlyand most enthusiastically en-
cored. Oneneeds tobenoprophet to predict
a most brilliant future for the possessor of
sucha rare combination as a rich melodious
voice, perfect taste, exquisite expression,
and fascinating freshness. Miss Hollander
was naturally charmed with the reception

MISS ALICE HOLLANDER. Christehurcli.

her the honour of singing before the royal
guests. After her Australian tour New
Zealand is to receive another visit,when this
gifted young contralto trusts with the
proceeds of her concerts to be able to visit
Paris,andobtain further instruction in her
beloved,art.

accorded her throughout Now Zealand.
Her next appearance will be at; Melbourne,

but knowinghow severely criticalMelbourne
people are of any art-info hailing as she does
from Sydney, Miss Hollander intends
spending some time instudy atSydney first,
Mr. Bethune, her manager,is a connection
of Lord Hopetoun's, and hopes to secure
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Round theWorld.

ENGLAND.

The most, important eventof the past month
in England has been the preparation for
the tripand the sendingoff of ourSovereign's
son and his royal consort on their tour to
the further confines of the Kingdom. The
scene was a most brilliant one, and well
befitted the occasion. The King and Queen
lunched on bnard the Ophir with other
members of the royal family, Mr. Goschen
and Mr. Chamberlain. His Majesty pro-
posed the toast of the Duke and Duchess of
Cornwall,and remarked that the Duke was
discharging si. national duty, testifying how
greatly the King and the nation appreciated
the splendid loyalty of the colonies. The
Duke, in returning the compliment, thanked
hisroyal father for accordinghim permission
to undertake so interesting a voyage. A
trip undertaken in such a spirit and under
such auspicious circumstances cannot fail to
be a brilliant success, and to add materially
to the strength of the bonds which bind this
vast empire together. It is also a splendid
object lesson to republican countries as
serving to show in a strong light some of
theadvantages <>f monarchy.

Drastic reforms in the army and navy are
the order of the day. It is to a certain
extent humiliatirrg to have our weaknesses
found out for us, especially by an enemy
which we undervalued as much as we*did
the Boers, but it would have been worse
still if the state of inefficiency of tho War
Office had not been discovereduntil a more
critical juncture,and then by a disastrous
defeat. The debate now proceedingin the
House of Lords on this subject should be of
great service in exposing past errors and

deficiencies,and suggesting the most fitting
means for the prevention of their repetition.
Itis announced by cable that the Right

Rev. A. F. Winnington-Ingram, Bishop of
Stepney,is to be the new Bishopof London.
It is characteristic of the times that the
Church, in filling vacancies in high
places, now looks towards the man who
possesses vigour and forcefulness of
character, genial good fellowship, and good
organising abilitiesrather than the manwho
has the highest reputation as a scholar,but
little else to recommend him. Bishop
Winnington-Ingram entered the Church in
1884. He has acted as private chaplain to
the Bishop of Lichfield,now Archbishop of
York. In 1888 he was appointed head of
the Oxford House in Bethnal Green, and
held the post of lecturerinpastoral theology
at Cambridge.

RUSSIA.

Russia's actions in China are regarded with
some concern, but were by no means
unexpected. When she agreed to join the
Powers in suppressing the rebellion and
putting a stop to the wholesale murder of
thehomogenousForeigndevils,she doubtless
never intended toact insolelya philanthropic
spirit. This is a sentiment which she can
scarcely be expected to understand. Every
move she has made since the commence-
ment of hostilities proves that she has
been actuated rather by a spirit of self-
aggrandisement by the acquisition of all the
territorialand other rights shecouldpossibly
secure, and has laughed inher sleeve at the
excessive conciliatory methods of some of
the other Powers,the British inparticular.
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As members of that nation we cannot but
regret that there are international considera-
tions which prevent us from resortiug to
extremities, discarding our present ally and
giving her asevereand much requh'edlesson
on the evils of allowing her hunger for land
and thirst for domination to over-ride all
other principles and sentiments.

The excommunication of Tolstoi by the
Holy Synod has at last worked up the feel-
ings of the studentsinlong-sufferingRussia,
and caused them to make matters extremely
lively in St. Petersburg. Revolutionary
proclamations, petitions from students to be
excommunicated al&o,anddisorderly conduct
in the Kazan Cathedral were the means
whereby the students expi-essed their dis-
approbation of the insult put upon the man
whom they~naturallyvenerated.

AUSTRALIA.

Preparationsen a colossal scule of magnifi-
cence, which have attracted the attention of
the Times, arebeing made in Melbourne for
the reception of the royal guests. The
spirit of rivalry which has always been
dominant between the two great cities of
the Commonwealth is spurring the capital
of Victoria into almost superhuman efforts
to make the coming spectacle onewhich will
sui'pass anything ever seen even in such a
progressive and pleasure-loving colony as
Australia. The opening of the Federal
Parliament byH.R.H. the Duke of Cornwall
and York is an opportunity for display
which will not occur again, and our friends
across the waternaturally wish to take the
fullest possible advantageof it.

The fresh outbreak of plague in Sydney
and Brisbane is a matter much to be
deplored at any time, but after the pre-
cautions taken and the cleansing of the city
of Sydney,which took place on the previous
occasion,thepresentoutbreak shouldneither
assume suchalarming proportions norbe so
difficult of suppression,notwithstanding the
predictions of many alarmists, who, on the
first appearrnce, quoted cases, which are

ancient history,and from them foretold that
a certain period after the first mild attack
there would be another which would bo
decimating inits intensity,forgottingentirely
the difference in the presentstate of civiliza-
tion and sanitation and that of the period
from which they drew their examples.

CHINA.

Tieic position in China lias not altered during
the month,save and except '.Russia's aggros-
sive demands, now somewhat modi (led,al-
luded to in another paragraph, and the fact
that Germany, the bitterest member oi:the
European Concert, appears to be wholly in-
different to the manner in which vengeance
is wreaked on China as long asit is wreaked.
She shows signs oF standing by compla-
cently while Russia takes the whip handand
secures the portion which will add greatly
to her power and prestige in the Pacific.
The future combination of China and Russia,
which is foreshadowed, willbe anexceedingly
powerful one, and one which will assuredly
have to be reckoned with later.

SOUTH AFRICA.

The marvellous aptitude which Do Wet
possesses of withdrawing from every tight
corner,however impossible such a movement
seems, at times when to all appearance ho
cannot fail to be cornered, has been often
the subjectof remark. Inmany inntanccH
he has to sacrifice guns, waggons, and
commissariat, but apparently nothing loth,
he does so, and disappears only to appear
again fully equippedand equally aggressive
in another locality, repudiating all peace
negotiations. Themarvel ishow hemanages
to keepup the hearts of his men and obtain
fresh recruits and supplies when needed,
thus by his own personal courage, daring
and obstinacy prolonginga war to indefinite
limits which the best authorities on tHe
subject anticipated would be completed in 'a
few months.

April, 1901] ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 567



EuwardsStudio, WAIROA WATERFALL. Auckland.
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THE PUBLISHER'S DESK.

PHOTOGEAPHS OF CURIOSITIES.
Many of the Photographs of Curiosities which have been sent in werenot suitable for

reproduction. They should be good, clear photos., nicely printed, then, and then only,
will good results follow. Some of those sent have not been curiosities atall. We would
remind contributors that we are always pleased to receive and consider photos, which come
under this heading. If not in timefor one number they will do for the next. All photos,
used will be paid for,mid contributors names will be published. When required (and
stamps sent for the purpose) originals will be returned. A few lines descriptive of each
curio should be sent.

Photographers should invariably place their names on the backs of unmounted
photographs when they wish them published. Through there being no name on the
photo, of the Waiteti Viaduct, reproduced in this issue, we wereunable to give it,but have
heard since we went topress that we are indebted to Mr. Josiah Martin,of Auckland,for
the photo.

The^New Zealand Illustrated Magazine goes from one end of New Zealand to the
other, thus proving itself the most widely-circulated journal in the Colony. We can,
therefore, confidently recommend it to advertisers. The geographical position of our
principal centres emphasizes the practical value of magazine advertising. English and
American business menunderstand this thoroughly, and take all sorts of care to turn it to
their own advantage. They know that daintily-illustrated magazine ads. catch the ladies'
eyes; that the popular magazinegoes into every home, is read by the whole family, and
then lent to friends. Therefore it cannot fail to reach the class of readers whose attention
is desired.

Articles on the following subjects will appeal' shortly:—
A Deadly Danger,A reply to " The Extinctionof the Colonial."

— By
Ohas. Owen.

Tukkish Women.
— By " Cosmopolitan."

Wild Goat Hunting in the Tararua Ranges.— By A.H.Messenger.
The Lines of the Hand.

— By H.I. Westmacott.
The Auckland Raid.

— By F. W. Coombes.
Fruit Farming in the North.— By Bertha V. Groring.

Also,Storiettes by the following Authors:
—

"Her Triumph."— ByHunter Murdoch." The Disappearance of Letham Crouch."— By Chas. Owen.
"A Yarn from Our Township."— By C. C. Biernacki." The Gold Seeker."— By Annis McLeod.

A Legend:
—

"The Courting of Te Rahui."'
— By J. Sarginson.

PHOTOGEAPHERS' NAMES.

OUR CIRCUI^TIOISr.
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