
amateur photographers tried their brand-
new camera on the Pelorus Bridgo, the
camp, and the Rai Falls, which are just
below the house. We lived (metaphorically
of course) in clover during those two days
onreal delicious country fare, and revelled
inbeautiful scenery. We walked with our
boy friends from the camp up the road
leading to the Maungatapu Mountain,
whereon the murders already mentioned
were perpetrated,and we hunted for koninis
and rare ferns in thebush.

On Saturday our Jehu, Harry, told us
there were fourteen box seatsengaged, and
was sorry to say we would have to perform
the rest of the journey as insiders. We
were sorry to hear this, but the three
nimble ones of our party climbed to
the top of the coach, and no one had the
heart to turn them down; the other, who

ho thought somebody had collared his blank
bag. When that was found, wo started.

They were musical inside and merry
outside; at least those on top of the coach
wovemerry,but the box sealers proper woro
inclined to hold learned discussions on
bacteriology with Harry, the driver, whoso
ears weroall alert to catch the witty remarks
from up above, and answered yes and no at
random to his box-sent passengers, which
made them think lie was not half so intelli-
gent after lunch as before.

The inarch of civilisation was before us
everywhere in the shape of burnt trees and
clearings as we drove through the still
wonderful Jiai Valley, which alas! the
authorities are allowing the settlers to
ravish and spoil. Up the Hai Saddle the
horses toil; at; the top there is a legend on
a board warning cyclists to bo careful. We

had left her agility behind in the years
that were past, meekly crept into the coach,
and listened toaboxseaterswearing because

are not cyclists, so we go down at a good
paceinto the WangamoaValley. Afternoon
teaat the Half-Way House, then on again
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