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Rambling Recollections.

By ROLLINGSTONE.

AN OLD IDENTITY.

of poker in the bar parlour,
and the rosy-faced, genial
old fellow again scooped
the pool—he had done so on
several other occasions that even-

ing—he called for drinks and
smokes, and sald he had had
enough of it for one night, and

addéd” that it wasn’t much f{un
playing with boys after all.

“TH tell you what, lads,” he
said afterwards to two of us; "' I'm
riding on home to my station to-
morrow. What d'ye say to coming
down to dine with me ? T'll show
you some shorthorns worth going
much farther to see, and my wame-
cocks can’t be beaten in the voun-
tr -JJ

%7’\7@ were utter strangers to the old
man, never saw bhim before that
evening, or he us. My friend men-
tioned the fact in thanking him for
hig kindness, adding that we valued
it the higher on that account.

“No. I certainly don’t know
you,”” he replied, ““ but I jolly soon
will. That's why I asked you; 1
like the look of you, but if T were
vou I'd give up poker.”

A= we jogged quietly out of the
hotel-yard the next morning my
friend remarked that the punchy
little pony the old gentleman rode
looked hardly up teo his weight,
which was certainly over sixteen
stone. He smiled softly to himself,
merely uttering the single word,
“ Taihoa !”” We took this for the
pohy’s name, but made a mistake.
He was certainly a perfect little
picture of a weight-carrier for his
incheg, which were limited in the
extreme. He was mouse-colaured,
with a black list down his back,

and a neat head ornamented with
tiny, ever-twinkling ears. He kept
our horses at a jog while he was
doing a fair heel and toe walk.
The old fellow smiled yet again as
he saw our ineffectual attempts to
make our nags keep in line with him
without breaking into a jog. Then
as we came to a good stretch of
fairly level, unmetaled road ke
spoke again.

‘“ Poor walkers, those mokes of
yours, boys. It isn’t very pleas-
ant for vou jogging all the way. I
would’t own a nag that wasn't a
good walker. Can they trot any ¥’

We asaured him that they could,
that in short we considered them
out and outers at it, and talked of
matches they had won, but as we
did not wish to distress his pony
we didn’t mind jogging a bit.

The old fellow looked as if he
could hardly believe his ears.

“Don’t want to what?’ he
asked.

““ Distress your pohy by riding
faster ; we're in no sort of a hurry,
and don’t mind jogging a bit,” re-
peated my friend.

A hearty guffaw burst from the
old {fellow’s lips—the pony’s ears
played backwards and {forwards,
faster and faster—the sleek sides of
both man and mount shook convul-
gively. We could swear they were
both bubbling over with mirth at
our expense.

Then they were off like a shot.
We followed in the distance ; it wasg
all we could do. Qur boasted trot-
ters were nowhere. That chubby
little dot of a peny could give -
them five stone, and knock them
into a very disreputable old billy-
cock.

““ Ab, thig is all very well for a
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hali-mile spurt, then we'll have she
laugh against the old boy,” said I,
and we spurred on hopefully.

But this little demon trotter
never seemed to slacken his speed.
He kicked mile after mile behind
him in slashing style, never break-
ing from the trot. It was only by
spurring our horses into a gallop
and going at racing speed that we
could eventually catch him. Then
he pulled up, but we had to admit
that this pony of his even now
obeyed the rein unwillingly. e
danced along like a racehorse who
has just had his preliminary can-
ter, and wonders when the race is
1o begin.

“ Best hit of stuff this side the
line, boys,”” grunted the old chap
complacently. “ 1 never keep bad
uns,””’

We readily agreed with him. We
thonght we'd seen all sorts of
horges before, but had evidently
made a mistake.

The old gentleman invariably
pulled up at every wayside accom-
modation house we passed. He al-
ways required accommadating with
either a long beer or a whisky. It
was part of his creed. “ A man
spends his capital in putting up a
house on these upcountry tracks to
supply travellers with drink,” he
said, ““and where is he if the
travellers won’t give him the oppor-
tunity 7 1 reckon the man who
doesn’t stop and take a liquor,
even if he isn't extra thirsty, 18 a
mean hound. He's depriving a fel-
low-creature of his living. Knock-
ing shingles off the poor fellow’s
roof, that’s just come there to
oblige him and his fellow travellers.
I'd make it & penal offence—that’s
what I would !

“ Here, landlord, fill these up
again |”’

And the old chap looked fieresly
around as if to see if any of the de-
linquents he denounced were within
hearing.

“ Mind you, boys,” he added,
mildly, after the order was obeyed,
and his share of it had gurgled

ZEALAND [March, 1903
down his capacious throat, ‘‘1I
don’t advocate drunkenness. i's

disgusting. Ispecially in fellows
of your age. But a glass or two
taken like this hurts no man.”

It amused us t¢ notice how care-
ful the old chap was to warn us
boys, as he would persist in calling
us, though we considered we had
passed that stage ages ago.

We came to the conclusion that
thers were many in the district of
the same creed as our old friend, or
that the nature of the road made it
an exceedingly thirsty one to travel
for houses of call were thicker than
usual.

After passing a number,and care-
fully avoiding showing any prefer-
ence, in our treatment of them, the
old gentleman became still more-
loguacious.

“ We shorthorn breeders in New
Zealand, you know, hoys, are a
jovial lot. We can hold our own
anywhere when the whisky goes
round.”

“1 can eastly believe it 1"’ said 1.

“T remember a trip I once took
to Australia,” he continued, ignor-
ing my remark., “I wanted to
see what sort of cattle they
had over there.. 1 was driving
up in a coach to some place
with an ungodly name. Tt
was raining hard, and the five
passengers were all ingide, no one
hankered after the box seat. I
pever in my life saw such an un-
sociable lot of fellows. Two of
them were parsons. I didn’t ex-
pect much from them. The other
two looked like station hiolders, and
should have had something to say.

I didn’t care to tackle the parsons,

but I put a question or two to the
others, They replied certainly, but
a bare ‘yes’ or ‘no’ doesn’t make
a fellow communicative. I stood it
all the morning as well as I could.
But it was a terrible strain. T’'m a
bit fond of a chat myself. When
we stopped at a pub, T asked
them to join.me. I thought it was
maybe the want of whisky that had
tightened their tongues. = But they
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refused. What d’ye think of that ?”
and the old chap looked at me in a
manner that showed plainly what
he thought of it.

“ Perhaps they weren't thirsty,”
I ventured.

“ Weren’t thirsty ? That’s no ex-
euse. D’ye think I'd wait to think
whether I was thirsty or not, if a
respectable stranger, who [ could
see was feefling lonely, wanted me
t0 join him in a whisky ?”

“No, 1 really don’t think you
would,” my friend replied.

“ Downright rudeness, sir, that's
what I call it. No one who had
the slightest respect for himself
would bhe guilty of such atrocious
conduct. | turned on my heel and
asked the driver to join me. He
had some gentlemanly feeling about
him. After starting again we drove
on in the same studied silence till 1
couldn’t stand it any longsr.
‘ Hang it all, gentlemen !” I said,
‘T come from New Zealand, and
T'm not used to this sort of thing.
How much longer is it the etiquette
of this country for us to sit, each
in our own corner, glaring at onhe
another like a lot of mopokes ?
TFFor Heaven’s sake say something,
if it’s only ” and the old fellow
gave them their choice of several

uncomplimentary remarks which
need not be particularized here.
“The infernal fools,” the old

man continued, ‘“had positively
mistaken me for a bushranger. 1
wasn’'t so stout as 1 am now, and
I wore my riding boots and
breeches. Directly 1 said 1 came
from New Zealand they cottoned on
o me properly, and T had no occa-
sion to round them up again. [
had been right in my surmise—two
of them were station holders, and
what's more, shorthorn men. They
were going up to the Agricultural
Show, whither I was bound, and I
didn’t have to drink with the driver
alone after that.”

T'd let a friend up there know I
was toming, and they had a great
dinner on for me after the show.
Every man jack of them would have
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pressed me to drink, but yon know
pressure isn’t required among short-
horn men. I soon saw there was a
conspiracy among them to knock
the New Zealander under the table,
but they didn’'t know the stuff I
was made of. It put me on my
mettle. One after another the
weakest of ‘em left—carried out for
the most part.

My two mates on the journey up
were warriors ; they held out the
longest. Then one tottered and fell
and I had only one left to tackle.
Only one—but what a one! Must
I give in, Never, I thought to my-
gelf. New Zealand for ever! Tlor
the honour of my country I must
see it out, awd I did ! But it was
a hot time, lads. 1 never had a
hotter, I give you my word !’

The old fellow looked as proud as
if he’d won a much more important
championship.

When he began his yarn I hoped
we should have had some interest-
ing information about Awustralia.
BBut this was all he seemed to rve-
member. The importance of it had
so impressed him that everything
else had dwarfed in comparison and
dwindled out of memory.

“ But, boys,” he added after a
short interval, ““ 1 don™t know why
I told you this. 1 wouldn’t advise
fellows of your ape to take on any
such contracts, mind that now | "’

By this time we had entered the
houndary gate into the old gentle-
man’s domain, and certainly he had
laid his lines in pleasant places.
Before us lay a model farm, rolling
downs and verdant valleys richly
erassed, ornamented with small
clumps of native bush, and stocked
with superb shorthorns of all siuzes
and correct colowrs, Here, verily,
the old fellow had something to be
proud of for this perfect stock-
farm had been won from the wildor-
nesg under his own hand. He point-
ed out the gpot where he had him.
self ploughed the first acre turned
over in the district by a white man,
and showed us afterwards a num-

“her of stalwart plough horses, the
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projeny of the prolific old mare
which had then trod the furrow.
Some of these were now approach-
ing the sere and yellow leaf them-
selves, but they bore the stamp of
power and endurance which can
carry a horse through a long iife.
They positively gave one the im-
pression, by the way they looked
when their master approached, that
they shared his pride in the home
they had so materially helped to
create. The shorthorns, in their
turn, came in for much undisguised
admiration on our part, and we lis-
tened with very pronounced interest
to the circumstantial account the
old fellow gave of their family his-
tories and achievements. The odd
thought would obtrude, as I lis-
tened to him, thet this quaint racy
style of dealing with genealogies
would have immensely improved a
certain chapter in Genesis. It was
not exactly inspiration, perhaps,
but it sounded ever so much better.

As we approached the homestead,
we found it in perfect keeping with
its surroundings. What the old fel-
Jow called light refreshments werc
on the table in view of tiding us
over till the promised dinner in the
evening. They served the purpose
admirahly. Thenr a stroll round
the homestead, followed by a look
at the game cocks. A dozen or o
of these were in as many smalil
cages.

The old man explained to us that
they were all from. one brood, and
packed up to send as presents to
friends—*‘fellows that are likely 1o
buy my young bulls,” there was an
expressive twinkle in his merry cyes
a8 he said this. Tt appeared that
the bullock-dray which was to have
taken them that morning could not
now go for several days, so he de-
termined to give them their liberty
again. They were each addressed 1o
their new owners, the names heing
written on Iuggage Tahels suspended
round their necks, These the old
gentleman decided not to removes,
as it had taken

deciding whieh to send to each

him some time

[March, 1908

riend, the best going to the most
likely purchaser of the noblest and
therefore highest-priced scion of his-
bovine aristocracy, and so carefully
down through the respective pro-
habilities and grades. We helped
him turn them out into an empiy
run, having previously asked him
whether they would not fight.

“ Fight, not they !” he replied.
“Don’t T tell you they're all one
brood ; been together since they
were chicks 1"

The vresult astonished him--but
not us. We expected 1t. ‘The
amiability of this happy band of
brothers had certainly in the first
place been somewhat disturbed by
irritating  confinement. DBut I
honestly believe not ome of them
knew his dearest brother when he
met him attired in a white lug-
gage label.

Tn any case, at it they went with
hearty good will, and in a moment
six pairs of birds were engaged in
mortal combat, changing partners
rapidly and indiscriminately when-
ever the exigencies of space or pro-
pinguity of another foe seemed to
suggest it.  Such a set to I never
witnessed before. Instead of trying
to separate them, the old man stood
entranced by the prowess shown by
gome of his favourite birds, and as-
tonished at that of others which he
had evidently undervalued. Tle
seemed to be making mental notea.

“T1I have to alter some of those’
labels after all,” he said presently,
in a musing tone. ‘“Tt’d never do
to give Jones that plucky little fel-
fow in the corner. T never saw him
fight before. Robinson must hava
him. He’s good for my best bull.”

Fhough much blood was shed and
the yard was strewn with feathers,
there were no frtalities, and after a

time  the combatants mutually
agreed to give the disficuring
labels the significance to which

their colour clearly entitled them,
and peace again reigned. Seeing
which we rvetired, and the dinnor-
gong sounded.

A real old Stilton cheese, a pre-
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gent from a brother of the craft in
the Old Country, into which a
couple of bottles of port-wine had
bheen carefully poured at correct in-
tervals, proved yet further the at-
tention to ‘detail which had been
one of the principal factors of our
host’s success in life, and fittingly
concluded a repast, which,
everything else connected with the

ke .
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old gentleman, was one of the hest
of the sort obtainable.

As we rose from the hospitable
table that evening, and sought
what our host called “ the shake-
downs,”” he had insisted on us oc-
cupying, we certainly would not
have owned the relationship, had

-we had the misfortune to have been

cohnected with the royal family.

REMAIMES OLT WASRI PAH OHIMEMUYY

Palman, photo.

Remains Old Maori Pa, Ohinemutu,
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The Editor and His Contributors
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M.A., F.G.CM., once heid
the Vicarship of the Cathe-
dral at Pretoria. He pub-

\ lished his experiences thers,
but the book is now out of
print. He edits the ‘ New Zea-
land Guardian.” TUnder the nom
de plume of “ Esegar’ he pub-
lished ““The God and Religion

Rev. W. Curzon-Siggers, M.A,, F.G.C.M.

of Science and the PBible,”
“The Immortality of the Soul,”
“ The Catholic Faith,” and a num-
ber of other works. He has also
written several hymns for special
occasions. He has done good work
on the executive of the Dunedin
Competitions Society for the En-

couragement of Literature, Musie,
Elocution and Art.

Mrs ““ Alien ”’ Baker, who contri-
buted a serial, “ Another Woman's
Territory,” to this Magazine, spent
her girlhood and early womanhood
in New Zealand. Amongst the
mahy letters of appreciation she re-
ceived when the serial referred to
was published in book form, was
one from Her Majesty Queen Alex-
andra. ““ Alien ”’ contributed largs-
ly to New Zealand papers before

Mrs. “ Alien’” Baker,

she went Home. Since her arrival
there the title of the New Zealand
novelist has been bestowed on her
in London. Her latest works are
her favourite ome, “A Maid of
Mettle,” published in .America, in
which her two children pose as the
small hero and heroine, and “ Not
in Fellowship,” which closes a
crusade against, in her own words,
‘ any sort of marriage that does
not give a trinity of union, body,
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goul and mind.” These works have
already received high praise from
competent critice.

Edgar M. Dell, of New Plymouth,
has written short stories for The
New Zealand Illustrated Magazine,

Edgar N Dell.

the “ Bulletin,” and other perio-
dicals. He 1s a wvery husy man,
and has only a Httle leisure time to
spare for writing, but what he loes
is generally well worth reading.

Miss Laura Stubbs is an English
lady, who on a recent visit to New
Zealand expressed herself delighted
to find a magazine here which com-
pared so favourably with ite Eng-
lish contemporaries, and has since
contributed both prose and verse.
She also writes for English periodi-
cals, and a lecture on *‘ Samoa,”
which she gave in London on her re-
turn, is shortly to be issued in book
form by a Londan publisher.

Trevor Lloyd, who has done a
good deal of illugtrating work for
this magazine, was a pupil of the
well-known Auckland artist, Mr L.

J. Steele. He iz gpecially happy in
a131is,hdelimations of New Zealand
bush.
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Miss Dora Wilcox was born in
Christchurch, and matriculated at
Canterbury College. For some time
she was teaching in New South
Wales and New Zealand, since
which she spent two years in travel,
seven months of that period in
Ttaly. She has been a frequent
contributor of verse to the °“ Bulle-
tin,”” and has contributed both
prose and verse to this magazine,
the “° Australasian ” and * Weekly
Press.”

Michael Flurscheim, who, since his
retirement from business, has de-
voted his life to soecial reform work,
and who contributed to the Sym-
posium on money in this magazine,
published his first works in German,
followed in 1890 by “ Rent, Inter-

Miss Laara Stubbs.

2

est and Wages *’ in Hnglish, and a
little later “ The Real History of
Money Island.” His latest literary
work, which was reviewed in a late
number of this Magazine, was “ A
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Trevor Llloyd.

Clue to the Economic Labyrinth,”
in which the whole social problem
is discussed.

Mrs C. Hawker Wilson was born
in Victoria. She has written from
time to time a number of short
stories, many of them dealing with
Maori legends, for the * Sydney
Mail,” “ Bulletin,” and several New
Zealand papers. Her favourite
“nom de plume” is *“ Victor
Zenl,”

Miss Dora Wilcox.

[ March; 1903

Mrs. C. Hawker Wilson.

W. Thompson (‘‘ Rusticus ) was
born in Ireland and educated in
Scotland. He was for some time
Fditor of St. Andrew‘s University
Magazine. He has contributed at
different times to the ** Fife News,”
“ Chamber’s Journal,” * The Scot-
tish Field,” * Taranaki Herald,”
and this magazine.

Henry M. Stowell (* Hare Hon-
gi”’) studied languages and ancient

Wlichael Flurscheim,
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W. Thomgson (*Rusticus’™)

history at Three Kings College,
Auckland. His contributions to
this magazine and the journal of the
Polynesian Society, both in prose
and poetry, are always counsider-
ably above the average. He has

——eun

Henry M. Stowell.
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also published a comprehensive ex-
position of the Maori tongue, a
“ Maori Hymn to the Creator,”
“Song of the Southern Cross,”
ete., ete.  He is ab present engaged
by Government in the collection of
Maori legends and folk lore.

“ Lola,” or * Lola Ridge,” for
she uses boih pen names, has writ-
ten and rhymed since while yet very
young, she had some of her first
work accepted by the “ Canterbury
Times.” She has contributed to
this magazine, the ** Otago Wit-
ness ”’ and Sydney *“ Bulletin,”” and
is now preparing some short stories
and also a volume of verses for
publication in book form.

“Tola.”

Henrv  Allison’s interests are
scientific and poetical. He has also
a fondness for philosophy. He uses
his pen principally as a means of
recreation in an active business life.
He has written from time to tims
essays on moral and political sub-
jects.  Several of s poems on
various subjects have appeared in
this magazine, and his illustrated
article on the ‘ Marvels of the
Microscope,” and a recent lec-
turette on ‘‘ Photomicrography *
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Heary Allison.

prove that his leisure time is well
occupied.

Alan E. Mulgan’s early taste ior
literature and poetry enabled him
t0 win several prizes for essays at
school. He has contributed verses
to this magazine, as well as the
“ Star,”” on the stafl of which he is
employed. The lmperial and Colo-
nial Magazine of London also print-
ed one of his poems. This speaks

Alan E. Wulgan,

[Mareh, 1908

well for its merit, as quasi-scientific
magazines eschew poetry unless of
striking quality.

Mrs E. Parkes has written descrip-
tive articles for this magazine. She
is also travelling representative lor
the South Island, and has been ex-
ceptionally successful in securing
subscribers.  Her best record was
eighty-three in one week. She at-
tributes her success to the exceed-
ingly popular <character of the
pertodical, and its widely-spread in-
terests.

John St. Clair is  a solicitor.
He was born in the first weather-
board house huilt in Auckland. Je
takes a great interest in the An-
cient VYolk Lore, Traditions and

Mrs, E. Parlzes,

Poetry of the Maori. His intimate
knowledge of the race and study ol
the subject give him special facili-
ties for tracing esoteric and hidden
meanings in their legends and
songs, of which he is making a col-
lection. He has alsgo in preparation
a ‘“ Manual of Law Cases relating
to Native Lands and Maori Cus-
toms and Usages.”

Samuel H. Moreton is a Christ-
church artist, who is fond of taking
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t. ir. .
John St. Clair Samuel H. Moreton.

exploration trips into the wild done amongst the mountains. Mr
mountain fastnesses of the West Moreton has always been actuated
Coast. Several accounts of the by a desire to make the scenic
trips he has taken with his pupils beauties of our country better
have appeared in this magazine, known, and thus create a much
with reproductions of the work larger tourist traffic.
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C. E. Caley, photo. Day’s Bay, Wellington.
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emma In V@hite and Brov@n.

By AWAKIMO.

0 begin with, he had been
| struck on the white girl—
Mabel Denton her name was
—three or four years pre-
viously, and had found her
by no means unwilling to recipro-
cate, pour passer le temps. But
when he had suggested more lasting
relations, he found there was an
eagy-going, but permanent opposi-
tion in the background, against
whom he hadn't the slightest
chance. So he took the only pos-
sible course—backed out gracefully,
and tried to cure himself as quickly
as possible,

They still remained on fairly in-
timate termsg, however, and I think
he called her his Mother Confessor.
Things were at this stage when the
brown girl came into the matter.

She was decidedly pretty for a
Maori, but with that rather sensual
tvpe of face not uncommon to her
race ; likewise intelligent and re-
markably clean—which is rare.

He had first noticed her on a
yachting cruise in the harbour,
when he had been storm-bound for a
night at the kainga, where her
father was head man. The village
schoolmaster there told him all he
knew of her, which did not amount
to much, and he did not include any
mention of a lover. (It wouldn’t
have mattered to Freddy if he had,
because he meant business).

Freddy’s visits to the kainga he-
came frequent, and he made no
secret of their object, He was
really head over heels in love. So
on the whole it was not surorising
that he began talking of Ngaia one
day to Mabel. He was telling her
how superior to every white girl she
was, and where he was sending her

to be educated and [earn European
etiquette. e was also going to
have her voice trained ; she sang
hymns in a fine, clear voice. What
was surprising, though, was that
Miss Denton suddenly interrupted
him by starting to cry hyvsterically.

Freddy’s an impulsive sort of
vouth, and the next thing was that
he wag kissing her tears away and
calling her “‘ dear old chum " and
“little sister "—words which are
pretty harmless as far as the mean-
ing goed, but depend a good deal
for their force on the tone in which
they’re spoken. '

By the time she was rational
again, he was fecling ashamed and
anxious ; but she was not—took it
all as & matter of course. And then
he gathered the news that the per-
manent was permanent no longer
(this was the first he’d heard of %),
and—well, as ['ve said, he was an
impulsive youth—lost no time in
getting himseli hopelestly compli-
cated—"° well in,”” he termed it.

Tt was about this time that he
came to me to tallk about his
troubles.

“ You see,”” began his request for
guidance, ‘“ Pm fairly in love with
both of them, and T honestly he-
lieve, without egoism, that they’re
both in love with me—Ngaia is at
any rate, and so is Mabel, too "

It was then also 1 learned some-
thing of his courtship of the former.
The old chief had at first not look-
ed on his suit with favour—being
only too well acquainted with the
ways of white wmen— but after
Freddy had pulled the heir-presump-
tive to the village sovereignty,
Ngaia’s juvenile nephew, out of the
harbour, and gained a couple of
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huia feathers from the grateful
grandpapa for doing it, his pre-
tentions were viewed with an un-
biassed mind, and finally he was ac-
cepted with open arms, 1 ought o
have said-that Ngaia had been more
than agreeable all the time.

“ And now—oh, if this was only
Salt Lake City ! " he groaned.

I told him he ought to he asham-
ed of saying such things, and of
showing such a weakness in the
first place. 1 asked him what he
thought of doing.

“71'd jolly well like to cut alto-
gether ; clear out and leave the
colony,” he answered, “ only it’s
2o sneaky. And it’s just as mean to
hang on with hoth—besides, the risk
if either finds out about the other.”

I remember quoting from an
epistle of Paul to the effect that a
double-minded man is unstable in
all his ways, and then he shouted :

“Tknow ! I'll toss up ! ”’

Then he procecded to shift the
blame on to the shoulders of Fate.
After manipulating a coin two or
three dozen times he announced,
doubtfully, that Fate had shown
favour to the fairer claimant.

So I heartened him with sugges-
tiong about the white man’s burden
and the worth of an equal help-
meet, and sent him off ¢ harden his
leart, and disengage himself ns
hest he could from the claims of
Ngaia.

I don't know that he ever noticed
any particular slackening of her
affection for him hefore, but cer-
tainly that evening, as they sat wp
in the bush, he detected a calmness
that helped him very quickly to the
distagteful task of picking a quarrel,
and that once siarted, she kept up
her end of the conversation with
such agility that he soon stopped
feeling he was acting like a brute,
and began to look upon himself as
the injured party.

Finally she went off, smoking the |

clay pipe of open rebellion, which
for all their Tovers’ quarrels she had
never flaunted since he had induced

ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE. 431

her at the beginning of the affair to
abjure tobacco altogether.

Freddy didn’t know whether to be
sorry for himself or glad. You can
imagine then what sort of things he
said when he got this note next
morning *

“ Dear Old Fred,—
1T am sorry [ shall
not be at home this evening.

Jack came back yesterday and
made up everything. I know it was
very wicked of me to let you hope
as [ did, but please forgive me and
let us he friends always.

Your old friend,
Mabel Denton.

P.S.—We are going to have cro-
quet on Thursday, and should be
pleased to see you if you care to
come.

After he had cursed his luck with
more  willingness than  fluency
Freddy decided the only thing to e
done was to try amd win back
Ngaia. '

At the kainga he found the place
strangely deserted, but the chief
turned up as though he had been
watching for him, and starting
talking nervously :

* Tenakoe, Heredi !’

“Hullo ! seen Ngaia ?

** Oh, ves ; she orrigh’ ! You want
bacca ? 7’

“No, thanks!” T said, “Ts
Ngaia knocking about ?”

“Yes ; her knockin’ *pout.
weatter for fishin® 1™

Freddy got suspicious.

“Look here, you old heathen,
where's my Ngaia ?”

Honi’s eves shifted, and he made
another vain attempt at propitia-
tion with tobacco.

“Hang your
Ngaia 77

“ Well, look "ere, bozs. You see
gshe bride. Her hound make-a-
marry. You no marry. Her get
that feller Whoanoa. They scoot
lag’ night.”

“ Seoot | Where ?—Say quick 1"’
secreamed the fronzied lover.

“Down coast, to Hokoana, in

Good

bacea ! Where's
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canoe. They go Whoanoa’s uncle’s
a ! 12
P Where’s a canoe ? Find a man,
look sharp ! T'm going after her !”
But Honi had prevented pursuit
by the simple expedient of sending
the able-bodied men of the village
out fishing in every available canoe.
The cliffs prevented land travelling.

[Maroh, 1903

In any case it would probably
have been too late by the time they
were overtaken to do anything. So
Freddy went home lamenting.

But it was pretty rough on him,
after his really praiseworthy at-
tempts to act honourably by both
girls ; it hit him hard. No, he’s not
married vet.

NP

Slow Shall Pe Build and ecure,

Tage ye the power that your forefathers riveted—
Strange land, and valour, and care—
When they beat out away from the ancient days,
Linking the new to the ancient days
By the red of the beacon flare.

Know ye the word of the Lord to the congueror ¥
“Plough out your furrow alone.

Though the sun has no shade for the long day’s work,

Till the ripe fields roll through the long day’s worl,
And the soythe cries out for the hone.”

For he comes not with clamour nor shouts from the gallery,
Sword, nor law-gear, nor pride,
But a straight man giving straight worth to his country,
Purposeful, leaving the dear old country
That so may her world be wide.

This is the creed that your forefathers left to ye;
“Slow shall ye build and seeure.

For the world has no place for the seamped work done,

And a Nation will crumble on weak work dome—
Prayevfully build ye and sure.”

G. B. LANGASTER.
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" A SPLENDID REVENGE.

By F. B. CROUCH.

7 HE scorching rays of the
gt Indian  sun  were eating
% their way into every crevice

and corner, and even the

@ shady side of the old Fort
wall of Mudulla was hardly the
place for a cool nap. The men of
the English Regiment stationed
there were very much in undress,
“while the native grooms and ser-
vants, men inured to the Indian
summer, had sought the shade.
Hardly a creature moved inside the
courtyard, and the only living
things upon the arid and dried-up
plain were a few transport bul-
locks, that wallowed in a slimy
lagoon, the only water of the Nulhi
strearn which had, so far, braved
the summer sun.

Towards evening the heat hecame
less strong, and a light breeze
fanned some life into the weary and
wan faces of the men newly out
from the Depot, whose first experi-
ence of an Indian summer was
rather a trying one. As soon as
this change made itself felt the
officers strolled out into the court-
vard and up the steps to the turret
of the old TFort, where chairs had
been placed around a large table
which supported several bowls of
cooling drinks and a box of {ine
cigars.

The company seated themselves
and were in a heated discussion on
the merits of India and other
FKastern countries, when a footstep
sounded .on the stome steps, and
Morley, the senior Major, made his
appearance, still dusty and travel-
stained. The conversation stopped
abruptly, and they - all leaned for:
ward that they might not miss any-
thing which the Major might say.
The reason for this was that the

Von. VIL—No. 6—28,

regiment had been without a
colonel for some weeks, and it was
only the day before that Morley
had proceeded to headquarters to
conduct a newly-appointed man to
Mudulla.

1 gay,” whispered a young sub.,
“1 wonder how old Morley liked
acting the attendant to the mnew
colonel. 1 hear that he has practi-
cally stepped into Morley’s shoes.”

“And they say he’s a young
man, too,”’ returned the officer ad-
dressed. ‘° Rather rough on the
Major, but I say, ask him how he
likes the new colonel.”

Just then Captain Thomkins
hroke in, “ Well, Morley, how o
you like the new boss 7 Who is he ;
have vou known him before ¥’

“1 should rather say so0,” return-
ed the Major. ‘“ Why 1 was in the
game regiment, hut was myself
shifted when he won his commis-
sion.”

“Won his commission,” inter-
rupted the Surgeon ; “ why I know
Colonel Clere to be a ’Varsity
man ; are you sure he was ohce o
private ?"

“Yes, Cartwright, he was a
ranker once, but all the same a
"Vargity-bred man. He never went
through Sandhurst or any other
academy ; he won his way from the
ranks, and at last by a gallant
action,  got -his commission, to-
gether with a V.C. and a young
lady of high standing whom he
never expected to meet again.”

“Why, it’s quite a romance,
Major, and as you seem to know
all about it, -you had better, spin
the varn. I suppose you were with
the regiment at the time ?’ said
Captain Thomkins. -

“ Well, to tell you the truth,” re-
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plied Morley, 1 was very much
with the regiment. In fact, 1 was
the man who mixed up Clere’s love
affair with Miss Delavel ; that was
the young lady's name.”

“Then out with it all like a
good fellow. 1 don’t suppose it’ll
do any harm,” said the Surgeom

“ I'm sure it won't improve my
character,” returned Morley, laugh-
ing ; ““but it'll give you an idea_of
your future commander, so Il
trust you with the history. You
may think what you like, but ]
know I acted like a fool, and that
Sergeant Clere—he was an N.C.0.
at the time—acted like a true
gentleman, and afterwards saved
my life from the hands of a horde
of bloodthirsty savages. It was up
on the higher slopes of the Hima-
layas, ‘and & miracle it was that
the whole column was not destroy-
ed, but perhaps T had better start
at the beginnimg,

All present assented, and after
they had lit their cigars, and the
Major had quenched his thirst, he
hegan :

“Tt was soon after 1 joined the
old Lowlandshire Regiment that I
was first introduced to Miss Dela-
vel, who was a very handsome and
accomplished yvoung lady, and only
daughter of the baronet of that
name, who was at one time a com-
missioner in Burmah, and a great
friend of my father’s. She was al-
ways surrounded by a large num-
ber of suitors, but was to all {he
same ; and though urged by her
father to marry one or other of the
wealthy and titled young men
about her, she allowed his adwvice
to go unheeded. 1 was on as goad
terms with her as any of the rest,
and tried to get into a more
favourable position, but we were
all rather startled when we heard
rumours that all the time she was
very much in love with a young
fellow who had recently returned
from the Cepe.

“ The baronet favoured my suit,

but I got no further, and when 1
heard T had to proceed to India
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with my regiment, [ determined to
raise the slege and leave the field
open for the ‘ Africander ‘—our
pet name for the favoured one. He
was never seen at Delavel’s house,
as old Delavel was averse to bis
daughter marrying one out of the
pale of society. But here he made
a big mistake, for we afterwards
learned- that Clere—that was the
fellow’s name—was an Oxiord man,
and had only been to South Africa
to take over a large property left
him by his uncle. Anyway, the
Baronet knew nothing of this, and
would not sanction the engage-
ment.

“ Just as I was about to leave
England a very unexpected event
happened, for young Clere, who
seemed to have all the running to
himself. was put out of action. It
was this way : Clere went boldly to
the Baronet and pleaded his suit,
and told him of his splendid pro-
perty and prospects. Delavel was
pleased with his marmer, and cer-
tainly saw his finances were gooi,
50 he promised to consider the mat-
ter. Next day poor Clere got news,
not that he was rejected—oh, no ;
but that bhis mining shares were in-
volved in the breaking of a South
African bank, and that he was al-
most penniless. Old Delavel was
very wild at the time, and declared
that poor Clere knew that his {or-
tune was gone when he asked for
Miss Delavel. Of course Clere was
in the right, and made up his mind
to struggle on and win the appro-
val of the Baronet. DBut another
blow came, for old Delavel gave
Clere to understand that he would
never give him permission to marry
his daughter, and told him, in fact,
that I was her affianced husband.
At that time I did not know the
 Africander,” even by sight ; and
one day, while telling some brother
officers I hoped to call the Baronet
my father-in-law, he happened to be
near, and heard the conversation.
This, together with the Baronet’s
direct refusal, seems to have tem-
porarily crushed his spirit. He left
the district and enlisted in the
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Army, believing himself to be left in
the cold, even by the lady he loved.

“ By chance he was drafted into
the very regiment in which 1 held
my commigsion, and [ soon began
to see that he had found out who |
was, and not knowing his frank
and honest nature, [ was suspi-
cious of him, and in many ways
made the barrier between us wider
and wider, which is saying a gooml
deal, ag we were naturally separated
by that gulf which divides the rani-
er from the commissioned officer. As
to Miss Delavel, she remained as
true as ever to her old love, even
though her father was greatly put
out, and gave her no chance to sce
or hear anything of Clere.

‘“Backed up by the Baromet, 1
proposed, and was guickly told my
fate, though, of course, Miss Dela-
vel and 1 remained on very good
terms.

“As to poor Clere’s feelings
ahout the matter, all I can gather
iz that he gave up hope and banizh-
ed her from his mind.

“ Thig was about the
affairs when the
ordered to India.

“ We went out by the troopsbhip
‘Terry.” I fancy some of you
fellows know the old tub ; anyway
we arrived safe in Bombay just in
time to have a chance of some
fighting. 1 must not forget to men-
tion that during the voyage Private
Clere wag rather badly treated by
his comrades, but he soon won their
respect by his never failing energy
and spirit, combined with his
natural ability to rise over difficul-
ties.

‘T think it was owing to his be-
ing better educated and smarter
that he was molested at first, he
this ag it may, these qualities won
him his sergeant’s stripes ere we
landed in Bombay. In his new posi-
tion he did not give himself airs,
but earned the respect of the
officers, and made himself a cham-
pion of the men, whose rights he
stuck up for. We had barely time
to settle down in quarters before
the order came to prepare for

state of
regiment was
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active service, as we were going to
accompany a small column, which
wag proceeding to the hill districts
to punish some raiding tribe.
Rather a paltry afiair some of you
voung subs. may think, but 1 can
tell you that there i often more
hard work and danger when you are
with such a force, but very seldom
much show for promotion. Not the
sort, of warfare you might care for,
no dashing soldiering, but hard
marching, bad weather, treacherous
foes, and all this in rough coun-
try composed of rocky hills, covar-
ed with loose boulders and tangled
scrub. We had two British Infantry
Regiments and a Mounted Company
of the Lowlandshire Regiment, to
which I was attached, for a party
of our men were formed into mouni-
ed infantry. The rest of the troups
were purely native. As we wers
possibly to proceed far heyond the
frontier we had a very numerous
transport and baggage train, slow
vehicles enough even on a paved
gireet. Sergeant Clere was in my
company of mounted infantry, but
acted as sort of mounted orderly to
the field officer commanding the
column.

“ It was weary work toiling over
the roughly-beaten tracks, hurrying
on the crawling teams of bullocks,
and trying to instil life into the
lazy native drivers. Clere was just
the man for this sort of work ; he
won the hearts of the toilers and
also their respect, for he was al-
ways ready to spring from his horse
and haul on a drag rope, or put
his shoulder to a waggon. I can
see the sight now, the weary column
struggling up a long slope one
sultry afternoon. It has always
cluing to my recollection as o
memorable scene. The long strag-
gling line of tramsport waggons,
guns and men, crawling up the
mountain slope, needing all the
energy and support of those in com-
mand to get the wearv men and
still wearier bullocks to move at
even a snail’s pace. So far we had
not encountered any of the enemy.
They were doubtless only waiting
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for us to draw further into the
rough hill-country, 'where we could
not deploy in regular fashion. We
were all tired of the long marches,
the hot days, the cold nights and
the everlasting sameness of the
whole proceedings, and longed for a
sight of the tribesmen.

“ One afternoon, as [ rode to the
head of the colummn, 1 observed a
deep rift in the range of hills ahead,
and then I knew that, for a time
at least, we could rest, for this was
the pasgs that we had to occupy ere
the wily tribesmen could man the
position. So the little army brighi-
ened up, the: British regiments
trudged steadily along, the na-
tive battalions swung briskly past,
and the heavy ammunition and
transport waggons, drawn by an
army of bullocks, wound like centi-
pedes’among, the low hills, and far
in the rear a little body of native
troops acted as the rear-guard of
the force.

“ But before 1 tell you any more
of the fighting in the hills [ must
go hack and relate an incident
which occurred just hefore the
column left headguarters. One day
I happened to he going out to in-
gpect some new transport waggons.
Just ag I got to the gate of the
courtyard 1 found a letter lying in
the roadway. To my surprise I
noticed that it was addressed to
Miss Delavel, in England. I did not
post it on, for I knew that the
Baronet and his daughter' were en
route for India, and that I should
see them shortly, so I put the
letter in my box and thought no
more about it, meaning to deliver
it on their arrival. 1 felt that I
ought really to 4ry and find the
sender, but as there were hundreds
of British officers in the town, 1

guessed it would be a hopeless
tagk unlesg 1 advertised. This 1
wasg loath to do, as the sender

might not thank me, so I retained
the letter for the time being.

“ We reached the Pass in safetv,
and after the camp was formed the
infantry occupied  the position,
which was a sirong one, and would

THE NEW ZEALAND

{March, 1903

have cost us many lives had the
enemy forestalled us. As our men
were mounted, they were not called
on to do infantry duties, but a de-
tachment was sent out in the direc-
tion of the enemy to discover, if
possible, their strength. [ was
picked to command this small party
of scouts, who numbered in all
twenty men. As soon as day broke
we gtarted off in the direction of
some low hills from which position
we might obtain a view of the
country beyond. I rode ahead with
two privates, while the rest of my
command followed some distance
in the rear, under the charge of
Sergeant Clere, who was N.C.O.
under me. Proceedings at a walk, it
was some time ere we neared the
hills. As we commenced mounting
the first slopes 1 became aware
that the enemy were in the vicinity,
for | observed that small earth-
works of houlders had .been erected
to cover sharpshooters. You may
think we were foolish to have come
so far from the camp, but the com-
mander himself thoaght the enemy
were not within thirty miles of the
Pass, as we had not seen a native
village for days, and the country
seemed bare of inhabitants. 1 at
once halted my command, and
ordered them to proceed on foot,
leaving four men in charge of the
horses. 1 was, no doubt, foolish o
press forward, but I had hopes of
capturing some native who might
be able to give us some informa-
tion.

“The ground became rougher
and our advance more difficult, and
I was about to give the order to
tall back, when a trooper on my
right drew my attention to a figure
that lay as if asleep under a large
bush. I gave the word amnd we
both rushed to grab our man. He
sprang to his feet and made at me
with a long knife.

“ T avoided his rush, as I feared
to use my revolver, lest it might
draw the attention of other unde-
sirable natives, but my precaution
was a failure, for the man who
was glaring at us, knife in hand,
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sent out a yell which drew +the
mountaineers from every corner and
bush on the slope. 1 beat back the
nearest and shouted to my troopers
to run. We retreated steadily, and
had almost gained the horses when
I put my foot in a hole, twistel
my ankle, and fell. Seeing this the
tribesmen made a rush, and it was
all I could do to get on my knees
and fire. Several of the troopers,
now mounted, tried to reach me,
but were shot down. My revolver
fivre deterred the enemy for some
time, but a rifle bullet struck me
in the shoulder and T fell forward.
Ag T did so the hillmen with knife
and sword rushed in to finish me.
I closed my eyes, for I was power-
less to resist. Suddenly there was
a whirl and a rush, and thev
geattered for an instant. In that
instant 1 was saved ; a mounted
man plucked me from the ground,
and drawing me across the saddle
in front of him, galloped through
the surging horde of savages. Wa
tore down the slope at a swooping
pace, the clattering of the flying
horse’s hoofs almost drowned by
the yelling of the savages, baulked
of their helpless prey. The man
held me firmly on the horse, and 1
heard him murmur something.
Turning wmy head, my eyes rested
on the face of Sergeant Clere, who
smiled grimly.

“T gasped out a few words of
gratitude, and then suddenly began
to lose consciousness, and as ihe
horse dashed over the boulders at a
furious pace, I seemed to sink low-
er and lower, and then there was a
sickening ecrash and I knew no
more.

“ The next thing 1 remember was
opening my eyes and seeing Dr.
Owen—the same man who was in
the regiment last year—beside me.
T wag in the hospital at headquar-
ters and lying in a small private
room. Owen was greatly pleased at
my .return to consciousness, and
told me I had been insensible for
a week. Next day I felt much bet-
ter, and asked the surgeon how T
bad been saved. He gave me a full
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account of the matter. After Ser-
geant Clere picked me up and dash-
ed off, he would have got safely
away, but the horse, overburdenad
with the double weight, stumbled
and {fell, throwing us heavily to the
ground. The noble Sergeant then
took me in his arms, and ran for
the lines amid a shower of shugs
and hullets, which fortunately did
not touch him. 1 asked if he was
to get a V.C., and was told that
he had been recommended for one,
and that he would also be almost
sure to obtain a commission.

* Some weeks after, being fairly
strong again, 1 determined to ses
my rescuer. | weni across to the
sergeant’s quarters and found Clevs.
1 thanked him for his noble condr st
and assured him of my intention to
do all in my power to promote his
welfare. I also asked for hiz {for-
giveness for my past conduct in
trying to wed the girl he loved.

“ P Trying I” he exclaimed, ° Why
I thought you were engaged at
Teast !” Thinking T was the favour-
ed one, he had given up all hope.

“I told him not to despair as
the lady was on her way to India,
and that T would forward his suit
hy every means in my power.

“But he would not hear of it,
and on my pressing him, he zaid
that in a fit of anger he had writ-
ten to Miss Delavel, throwing her
over for good, and that he had
been bitterly sorry since for allow-
]ing his feelings to get the better of
TN,

“ 1 asked from what place he had
written, and on his telling me, T
had the satisfaction of drawing the
letter T had found from my pocket
and handing it to him.

“ He seemed dazed for a minrie,
and then, tearing the envelope and
its contents in pieces, he grasped
my hand,

“T explained to him that I had
judged it best to retain 1t, and
hand it to Miss Delavel on her ar-
rival.

““For a time poor Clere did not
seem able to utter a sound, and
when he did it was to thank Pro-
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vidence that 1 had found and kept
that letter.

“To bring my story to a close,
I cheered the good fellow up, and
told him that now he had prospecis
of 2 V.C. and a commission, he
must again enter the lists and ask
for old Delavel’s consent. My whole
heart was bent on making my de-
liverer happy, o on the arrival of
the Delavels, T promptly saw the
Baronet and his daughter, and gave
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them a full account of Sergeant -
Clere’s noble deed.

““ The bravest and noblest man it
has been my luck to know got his
V.C. and a commission into the
bargain., 1 need say no more about
his love affair, for if you look down
into the courtyard you will see our
new colonel himself, The lady
by his side was once the much ad-
mired Miss Delavel, but iz now Mrs
Colonsl Clere.”

@J\waq %egon_d the Sea.

TrE storm-tossed waves are raging wild,
Loud shrieks the angry blast,

The sullen sky with lowering clounds
Ie darkly overcast.

The warring elements around
May ravage bold and free,

They reaech nor stir the peaceful calm
Away beyond the ses,

When gentle zephyrs waft us on,
And sonshine lights the wave,

What thought then of the tempest’s power,
The threatened watery grave?

When upward soars the praiseful song,
The rapture of the free,

An echo mingles with the strain
From far beyond the sea.

What hoste that once were tempest borne
Now taste the heavenly calm!

What reck they of life's tumult span
In the seraphic psalm!

Where life and love in fullness meet

For all eternity,

"Tis theirs to sing the glad new song
Awsy beyond the gea.

ERoll on proud waves, lift np your heads
Till crowned and crested hoar,
Yo yet will yield your secrets up,
And vex those depths no more.
A light will plerce their inmest bounds,
Their dark immensity,
And ye shell hear and roll no more, -
There shall be no more sea.

Warrer Mongo.
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f'T was scorching hot, and not a
breath of wind came from oft
the land as the ** Ville de la

. (iotat ” passed through the
*®  Sydney Heads, bound for New
Caledonia. The passengers were
all on deck taking a long, last lock
at the lovely harbour. lts shores,
green carpeted and studded with
villag and cottages, make it one of
the most beautiful harbours in the
world. As the ocean swell was feit,
1 noticed a pathetic, pale-green ex-
pression settling upon some of the
countenances of my fellow passen-
gers as they made for their cabins.
Like Gringoire, they asked them,
selves, ““1f 1 am, can this he? U
this ig, can 1 be ?7 The rest of us
who had recently travelled from
France were not affected by the
movement of the boat. For four
days the blue sky and the white-
capped waves were our only com-
panions. The following day we
sighted the lighthouse, a structire
of brick standing upon a small
coral island.

At intervals those recovering
from mal-de-mer came on deck. Ons
of the gentlemen, who would have
beaten a shrewd Yankee at a
guess, caused quite a flutter

amongst his friends.  Shading his
eyes with one hand he pointed far
out to sea. Eager eyes followed
his movement, and at his ecry,
“* There is the pilot !”” great excite-
ment ensued-—the men betting freely
as to the possible colour of his
eyes and the clothes he wore, also
whether he was tall or short. All
strained their eyes to identify the
small object bobbing so jauntily
upon the smooth water. Tt was in-
deed the pilot, and he was soon on
board.

The ceean swell was lost as we
neared Noumea, the capital of New
Caledonia.  There seemed to be no
harbour, only a vast expanse of
ocean, studded with beautiful is-
lands.  Between these islets arve
great waterways, many fathoms
deep on their leeward sides.

A long range of mountains was
silhouetted against the bright blue
of the heavens, the highest peak bae-
ing Mt. d’Or, aptly named, for gold
is found here as well as other ores—
in fact, the whole island is particu-
larly rich in minerals.

The hot, scorching sun still ac-
companied us as we cast our eyes
over the water—still no harbour ap-
peared.
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A Group of New Caledonian Natives.
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Without warning two large is
lands loomed ahead, apparently
overlapping each other. Upon a
nearer approach it seemed as if
nothing short of a miracle wouid
save us from destruction. A sigh
of relief escaped us as we saw that

A Type of New Caledonian Beauty.

these islands were a majestic gate-
way opening a channel which even-
tually carried us into the Noumen
harbour. At the end of this channel
are two islands inhabited by con-
victs. The most desperate of the
men live on e Nou, the island 1o
the left, while on Goat Island, to
our right, live these who are
classed as petty offenders.

A little further on we approachel]
a huge limestone cliff standing
straight up from the water’s edge,
with forts cut out of the solid
atone. It Jooks across the foaming
sea—a giant watch tower,

At this point a signal is given,
and the steamer veers to the left,
disclosing to our curions eyes a
most beautiful harbour.

" Now the sea is live glass, and we
catch glimpses of men-o’-war, mer,
chant steamers, traders, timber
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vessels, fishing boats and native
Canoes.

Beyond the long stretch of valley,
with its pure white streets lying at
the feet of sharp-peaked mountains,
an unbroken view of iron roofs be-
longing to the French houses is
seem, and then the Cathedral of
white stone on its high promontory,
a shining light to the way-worn
traveller.

Before the city lies the broad bay,
broken by ite little islands, behind
are the Dlue-tinted hills that
stretch away in the distance, cut-
ting the clear atmosphere like great

spikes.
A small steamer came out to
meet the incoming mail. * The

Semaphore has thrown up its arm,”
as the inhabitants say when an
English mail arrives, and the jab-
bering Kanakas and chattering
IFrenchies created such a babel of
sound that [ was glad to be sent

A Native Gitl.

ashore in a private boat.

Cabs awaited us. Not a jimriki-
sha did T see, but the nicest of lan-
daus with a ‘ cabby,” who vyo-
dled -as we rolled along the clean
streets.
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Great reservoirs hold a conspicu-
ous position on the hill facing the
town, and the overilow from these
forms a steady, rippling stream
down the gutters of the streets.

What a strange feeling came over
me upon entering this quaint place !
No other land Letween us and Syd-

ney, no life, no “go” in the
whole surroundings.
For a real live Yankee it was

doleful in the extreme. However, |
managed to get over it, and had a
tolerably good time during sy

In the Cocoanut Square.

visit. There were no cables, no elec-
trie cars, no ‘“ sales,” no bargains,
dear 1o the woman’s heart, no no-
thing—just a settlement or mili-
tary station belonging to the
French. Tt is called the little Paris
of the South Seas. This sounds
gay, and it really is so when one
ows the ropes, but not before.
The next day we walked to the
“ Cotoanut Square,” which lies in
the centre of the town. The cool,
soft breeze gently swayed the flam-
boyant with its flaming red blos-
soms ; the tall cocoanuts that stud
the outer border also felt its in-
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fluence. The sun’s rays on the iron
roofs dazzled the eyes so much that
we were glad to enjoy the quist
shade.

Presently the three bells of the
Cathedral rang out a glad bridal
song. Ingquiringly 1 looked at iy
companion for an explanation.
Having lived there as government
photographer for the last filteen
vears, he knew all about it, and
kindly gave me the necessary w-
formation.

“ A mariage de convenance .’
observed my companion. ‘‘ The
three bells denote the class of mar-
riage ; first-class always use the
three bells, second two bells, and
third one bell. Xven deaths are
given the same designation. The
marriage of soul to soul, of tem-
perament and temperament, the
marriage of will, mutuality and
essence—the kind of marriage that
Coventry Patmore has so ex-
quisitely described in his < Angel in
His House ' is the ravest thing in
thig island. We are brought face to

_ face with the fact that marriages

are for the most part a matter of
dower and posittion. The French
girl, previous to ler marriage,
seclndes herself for three weeks, i.¢.,
she denies herself to all visitors. The
eventful day arrives and che is
rohed in her finery. The long line
of carriages with the bride and her
father bringing up the rear, parade
the town. Inquisitive eyes and not
always too flattering tongues follow
the processior. The civil service is
performed at the ° mare,’ after
which the party proceed to the
Cathedral for the blessing. As T
previously stated,” continued my
companion, ‘‘ the funerals on this
island are conducted much on the
same principle, i.e., bells for the
first, second or third class, accord-
ing to position. One delightful day
when the sun was not so powerful
as usuwal, T followed a 4rain of
mourners (o the Cathedral, where 8
short service was held. Directlv
afterwards came the hearse, bearing
its silent burden with its * weepers,”
hired for the occasion, solemnly
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walking behind.  Relatives ansl
friends preceding a long line of
empty carriages slowly moved to-
ward Rue d’Alma, the main
street, thence through the town 1o
Hospital Hill, on the outskirts.
Here the carriage entered and the
remains were carried to their last
resting place, four miles further out.
Those who did not care to con-
tinue the journev returned, myself
amongst the number.”

The inhabitants of this place are
rather mixed. The Chinese and
Japs take up a small corner for
their wares. The Tonkinois, with
blackened teeth from the chewing of
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is found, but a native spotied like
a leopard is of greater rarity.
Hired at one of the largest stores is
just such a curiosity. From hend
to foot this freak is covered with
large spots of black and greyish
white. There is no disease, no sign
even of that dreadful elephantiaszis
which attacks such a large number
of natives.

Riding towards Canala omne day
we passed o most startling object.
It was a native. One lep was
about six times the size of the
other. Apparently he had no pain,
only a considerable inconveniehce
when walking. Apart from the

Implements of War and Peace.

beetle-nut, are chiefly seen working
amongst the shipping. The indo-
lent Malabar lounges lazily about
or snores under the shade of a
neighbouring banana. Next come
the New Hcbrides and New Cale-
donian natives, both used as
labourers in the cofiee plantations,
shops and private houses. These
Kanakas range in colour from cop-
per to deepest black. Like the
African nigger the blacker the skin
the handsomer they are considered.
As in all races, an occasional albino

natives there is also a strong popu-
lation of English and French, the
latter being chiefly military.

The streets and government build-
ings are kept in perfect repair by
the convicts. They are sent in
squads into the town every morn-
ing at six o’clock, under the care of
a keeper. During the. heat of the
day, from 10.30 a.m. until 1 p.m.,
they, as well as the inhabitamts,
breakfast and indulge in a siesta,
after which work is 'resumed until
5 pm. The day ended, the convicts
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Convicts at Work.
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form in line. When all have been
mustered they march through the
streets, and are sent to their re-
spective prisons, either at Ile Nou
or Moravelle, one mile and a-half
from town. Each day, each week,
each year the same thing occurs.
According to the number of years
served the *ticket-of-leave-man '
must stay under the watchiul eye
of the police for a corresponding
period hefore he is allowed his free-
dom, i.e., he is allowed to marry
and make a home during that time,
but he is still under the eve of the
law. One peculiar way they have of
choosing a wife is this: At
Bourail is a female prison under
the guardianship of nuns. The in-
mates of this place are naturally
desirous of their freedom. The
““ ticket-of-leave ”” man is in mneed
of a partner, so he
prison. The women are then mar-
shalled out and stand in line for
his inspection. Some put on their
best smile, others by coaxing
words try to make an impression.
They would go with the worst man
under the sun to obtain compar:-
tive freedom. Finally the choice ‘iz
made, and the two depart regard-
less of the taunts and bitter re-
marks from the unfavoured ones.
If their conduct has heen satisfae-
tory during their surveillance the
“libre " is then allowed %o return
to France, How the heart hungers
for la belle France !

This reminds me of a convict who
had just finished a long term at
Ile Nou. He had been placed there
unfortunately through the false evi-
dence of his wife. He lived but for
the day of his release, when he had
sworn that he would return to
France and find the faithless
woman. Revenge! that most
awful of . words, was his one
thought. Rolling the word in his
mouth, ag only a Frenchmen can,
it was like some sweet morsel—
R—r—revenge ! At last he was free
to return home.

His words had been heard by his
comrades, hut laughed at with

visits 1he
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scorn. He would not dare, they
said.

His sentence finished, he started
by the next mail for France, with
the intension of fulfilling his awful
threat.

The guilty woman, all unconscious
of her doom, was found. A bright
flash of glittering steel—a gasp and
then silence. Two months later he
was sent back again to lle Nou on a
life sentence. e had dared, and

Native Grass House. .

his companions looked at him in
wonder.

There is another department in
these prisons whereby time is served
between “‘ bars and spaces.” A cer-
tain number - of picked musicians
from the conviet list is taken
—a  leader is chosen, and a
full-stringed band is equipped.
The instruments are all of the
best  make.  Practising from
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morning till night, it is not to
_be wondered at that they have the
most perfect band this side of the
line, Their services are always re-
quired at Government levees, balls,
ete. In a retired corner, hidden
from curious eyes by surrcunding
shrubbery, ~ they produce exquisite
welodies, which float on the heated
air, and dainty feet trip and glide
to their strains. Twice a week for
years they played in the rotunda on
Cocoanut Square, but this practice
has been since abandoned.

o saset aite ARRREr e s ebesie ot eas iyt
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On the broad bay many pleasure
boats are kept by Englishmen who
are either employed in business in
the town or in the various mines. A
strange law exists whereby a
Frenchman must be part owner of
these boats. Apain, i one is so uwn-
foriunate as to Thave his boat
stolen by some convict meditating
excape, the English owner must
make good all damages occurring,
despite all the Inconvenience to him-
self. The laws are for the French,
not for the English.

gy gl
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THE . MINGY . COCKATOO.

TEN or fifty miles from nowhere,
By a road that’s on the map,
Where the bush is wild and thickest,
Yon will strike a new cleared gap,
There will be & punga whare,
And a bearded fellow who
Drops hisg axe and growls “goed
morning,”
Ag bhe turns and sbaves ab you.
Look at him and stop and ponder—
He’s a Mingy Cockatoo!

Hsa's the man who pays your taxes,
Raises children for the State,
Works from daylight unto darkness,
Hardly knows the day or date ;
Yet ’tis he cements the Empire,
And from such are born the great.
Stop, O citizen, and ponder !
Think these facts are somewhat
new ?
“Why the backbone of the country
I the Mingy Cockatoo !

"/
%

Who has felled the mighty forests,
Ploughed the fern and burnt the flax,

Cleared away the stumps and rubbish,
Formed the roads and cut the tracks,

Made your boasted butter merchants,
Builded up your meat exports,

Brought the trade that raised your cities,
With their shipping and their ports ?

Liook around you, paunse and wonder !
Think i over: it is true—

He’s the maker of your country
Is the Mingy Cockatoo.

You may cheer your Transvaal heroes,

Ye may sound your fife and drum,
Ye may laud the God of Battles,

But remember ye the one
Who i3 fighting a lone-hander

With an aze and not & gun—
Fighting Nature in the back-blocks

In heroic silence, too,
For the hero of your country

Is the Mingy Cockatoo !

Coziy O. BrersacEL
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B BoE, maideus, then take up the garments,
The pui-pui, the tiki and wat;
For the white girls would play at the Maori to-day,
And the dancing of hakas 1 orthodox way
With a “ Kn mate, Ka mate, Kn ora, Ka ora!”
‘(Keep ye the time over that!)

Thus greet the strong man, the bairy-armed warrior;
(Maidens, stand np where you are!)
Ruahine will grunt as she sits in the front,
But she cannot talk Maori, nor join a pig-hunt,
Shout out the words of it—* Nana koe 1 tiki
Mai whakawhiti te ra!"
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What weunld ye have but a haka of welcome?

(Boftly, and stand at your ease,)
For the Chief is in sight, coming home from the fight,
And the old woman’s features are due left and right;
So it's *“ Hupane, Kaupane, Huopane, Kaupane,

Whiti te ra!” The next, please.

“Halll™

1908
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Laugh, oh, ye maidens, in plumes that are borrowed,
But yet shall your pulses be stirred.
For a moment ye played at the game that was made
When by hand of the Maori New Zealand was swayed,
Ag Her spirit is still by his word.
ErgT1

BT Tirth, photo. ’ Surf on the West Coast.
m=Vor, VIL—No. 6—29.
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ToE + MILK-GaRT + BOY.

By EDITH M. CARMAN.

= OSSIE was a thin slip of a
girl, with a small, brown,
sensitive face, brown, tan-
gled hair and dreamy, dark
eyes. To her wonder-loving,
fanciful little naturve, life on the
bush station, * Tei-Toi,” was
strangely unsatisfying. At thirtesn
she had outgrown the eagerness
which took her small sister and
brother every morning to the road-
fence, to watch the milk-carts
rattle past on their way to the
creamery.

1t was the only diversion, the
only unalloyed pleasure that the
long days held for the two wee
mites, and every morning they
rode proudly down from the milk-
stand to the big gate that opencd
on to the road, Bran proudly grasp-
ing the reins, and Cherry the whip,
which was too heavy for her chubby
hands to wield.

And the gracious, wonderful per-
son who allowed this delightful
thing (with Dad’s permission, of
course) was the “ Milk-cart Boy.”

He was a persohage in himsell,
this milk-cart boy, who called him-
self Ted Brown. His figure was so
well shaped, his hair so sunny, his
homnest gray eyes and his smile so
winning, his grammar so irre-
proachable. FEven Dad said that
*“ the boy had seen, and was made
for, better things.”” Mother under-
stood, and Dossie, but to Cherry
ard little Brandon to be a milk-
cart boy appeared the consumma-
tion of bliss. _

It was Dossie who firmly believed
that the milk-cart boy was not Ted
Brown, in spite of all he might say,
Dossie alone who knew that the
boy’s life held a sorrow and a great
regret. ‘

That was because on Uhristmas
Day, when she had slipped away
from all the merry-makinyg to dream
of Christimag fairies in o -Jear little
dell she knew of, she found a gray-
clad figure stretched npon ths nuviss.
It was the milk-cart boy, and for a
moment Dossie felt agerieved.

It was so particulnrly her own,
this little nook where the sunthine
came in patches througa gaps in the
green canopy of 3:ave. above,
where a crystal-clear creek rippled
along between its fern-clad banks,
and the wdving punga ferns and
trails of wild clematis hung over
and shaded the cool, clear water
that the bush-birds loved to drink.

And this boy, stretened heneath
the big rata, was an intruder in
this fairylike spot.

And yet he locked so sad—so very
sad that Dossle’s tender little heart
was touched. Down she slid on 1o
the moss beside him, heedless of her
fragile laces and ribbons.

“Poor boy "’ she said, pitying-
ly; “won’t you tell me what is
wrong 7’

The boy lifted his head hastily.
Her approach over the yielding
grass had been so noiseless that he
was not aware of her presence till
she spoke. But—her appeal ? She
was small for her age, and he—well,
he was seventeen, and at that age,
a girl four years his junior seemed
an almost impossible confidant.
But there was nobody else—and he
felt instinctively that, with Doris
Kenyon, child as she was, a pro-
mise was a thing to be kept, not
broken.

“Won’t you tell me what it is 7”7
Dossie repeated, wistfully. ““Is it
because you are someone else, and
not Ted Brown at all ?”*
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The boy gave a violent start, and
his brown fingers clenched tightly.
His voice shook in spite of himself.

“ Not Ted Brown ! What do you
mean ? Who told you ! How coultd
you possibly know 7

“T'm - sorry,” Dossie said; [
only guessed. You're like a story-
book. Won’t you you tell me who
you are 7 I wouldn’t tell a soul.”

The boy hesitated. He felt that
he must confide in some one, and hLe
also felt that this thin atom of a
girl could be trusted implicitly.

“ Well,”” he said, slowly, ¢ I——
ran away.”’

Dossie nodded her
wisely.”

“Why, of course!” she said.
* When they're not stolen, they al-
ways do run away.”

“ They wanted to send me to col-
lege, and I hated to go. I want to
do great things, not to grind all
dayv, so—1 ran away. 1 thought
1t would be fun, but—"" The
pause was expressive,

“¥You haven't told me your name
vet 77" Dossie said, calmly.

“You won’t tell 77’

“1 promised ! 7 with dignity.

“ 1 heg your pardon. I'm Maurice
Cheriton,”

Dossie clapped her hands.

“1I thought von might be & Ro-
land or Ferdinand, but Maurice is a
lovely name. 1 knew you weren’t a
milk-cart boy.”

Maurice made a little grimace.

““ Thank Heawven ! > he said, fer-
vently.

Dossie’s dark eyes were glowing
with excitement.

““ Of course vou’ll go home now.
They always do.”

“ 1 ghall consider that you are my
Christmas Princess,” said the hov,
half in jest and half in earnest,

“ Will you ? How lovely ! But you
can’t go on being a milk-cart boy
now that you’re not Ted Brown 7"’

Perhaps it suddenly struck Mau-
rice that a more fitting occupation
conld be found for a colonel’s son,
and he flushed.

dark Thead
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“As soon as your father pets
someone to take my placs, 1 will
go home,” he promised.

“ Dossie—Dossie-—Doris !’

The summons echoed and re-
echoed through the bush glades, and
the radiance died out of the dark
eyes as Dossie started to her feet.

* I must go ! Someone is calling |
As you're not really a milk-cart
hoy '—sghe stooped over his hand
and kigsed it, then sped away, while
Maurice lay listening to the musical
tinkle of the creek over its stony
bed, and regarding hig favoured
hand curiously.

A month later, to his great an-
noyance, Mr Kenyon lost, for no ap-
parent reason, the best milk-cart
bay he had ever employed. Dossie
went down to the gate with her
hero, and kissed him good-bye, no
one being near to see.

“ Good-bye !” she whispered ;
“don’t forget T was the Prinvcess
who found you.”

“1 will never forget,”
answered. -

And so Ted Brown disappeared
from “ Toi-Toi,”” and Maurice
Cheriton returned to his home,

The Colonel was not angry. e
had not even been anxious when he
learnt that his only son had disap-
peared. ‘‘ A Cheriton can take care
of himself,” he said, when tha
mother's tender heart feared {or
her boy. The old soldier admired
the Cheriton spirit and pluck that
enabled Maurice to stand out for
six months, but upon one point he
was immovable,  When he did re-
turn, Maurice was to go to college,
so to college Maurice went.

The Colonel went to Mr Kenyon
and told him the whole story, and a
friendship sprang up between the
two families, which finally resulted
in Maurice spending half his holi-
days at home and half at “ Toi-
Tei’” with his Christmas Princess.

Then came the year of the terrible
hush-fires, and Maurice, just home
from college, heard that “ Tpi-Toi”
was surrounded. Nohody could get
to or from the homestead through
the fiercely-raging flames. Rescue

the boy
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seemed impossible. Nothing could
save the Kenyons except the rains
which would not come.

1t was sunset when the news
reached ‘‘ Cheriholme,” and hefors
an hour had passed, Maurice was
riding in the direction of the con-
flagration on the fleet young
thoroughbred that had been his
Christmasg present from his father.

On and on he rode, through the
warm, still blackness of the summer
night—on and on, past bush and
paddocks, confident that love could
find a way where sympathy had
failed.

At last he reached the smoke—
heavy, brown, and so thick that he
ecould scarcely breathe. Here, too,
a new difficulty arose. His horse,
hitherto so willing, refused to face
the fire.

Precious time was spent in coax-
ing, but at last the frightened
ammal gave in to his rider’s in-
domitable will, and, gathering his
limbs well under him, rushed wildly
into the fire. 1t was a never-to-be-
forgotten ride. The terrified horse
plunged and tore madly at his bit.
On all sides trees were falling, their
trunks a mass of glowing red. The
wind swept the heavy smoke aloft,
and it hung in dense clouds above
the glare that could be seen for
mileg.

A few moments of scorching, in-
tolerable heat, and the horse and
rider, singed and burnt, and almost
maddened by the stinging sparks,
emerged into the little firedit hol-
low where lay the homestead Mau-
rice sought—so far unharmed.

Mr Kenyon, unaccustomed to face
danger, had regarded escape
through the raging fire impossible,
until Maurice’s opportune appear-
ance proved that it was not so.

There was time for little question-
ing, and but a hurried planning.
In a very few minutes Mr and Mrs
Kenyon were mounted on the only
two available horses—Mr Kenyon
with Bran, wrapped in a wet
blanket, in fromnt of him, Maurice
with another bundle that meant
Cherry. Dossie had insisted on he-
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ing the one to wait till Maurice
could return.

They had great difficulty in get-
ting the frightened horses to face
the rush and roar of the flames, but
Maurice led the way, and after a
few awful minutes, which seemed un
eternity, they were able to breathe
once more the cool, calm night air.

Mr Kenyon dismounted, and set
Bran on the ground, and Maurice
prepared to hand Cherry to her
mother, but, overcome by the heat,
the smoke, the scorching flames,
and anxiety for her eldest daughter,
Mrs Kenyon swayed and fell faint-
ing into her husband’s arms.

Bran sereamed, and Cherry began
to sob in a broken-hearted way, bhut
Maurice did not hear them.

“ 1 must go back for Dossie,” he
said. “If 1 don't—if we' doun't—
they are expecting you at home,
and you’ll give them: my love, and
tell them that 1 did my level best,
and that Royal i1s a Briton !”

He stroked his horse’s smoke-
blackened neck, and swung round to
face the smoke for the third time.

Thers was not a second to he
lost, for little dark-eyed Dosaie
was alone. She had been left in
that horror-haunted valley to face,
unaided  the almost inevitable
death that was sweeping down upon
her. Maurice set his testh as he
thought of her little slender figure
in the grip of the cruel flames.

Royal faced the fire nobly. Now
that he understood what was re-
quired of him, he would go till he
dropped. ‘¢ Till he dropped !”” What
a volume of meaning lay in those
three small words. He had come
many miles, and Maurice had mnot
spared him. Twice he had passzed
without much injury through the
raging fire. Still he bore himself
bravely, but he staggered, and
Maurice, recognizing the mighty
spirit that refused to give in, pray-
ed that it might not fail until his
work was done. And so, slower
this time, the circle of flames, ever
growing wider, was passed once
more.
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Dossie was walting on the veran-
dah, all unharmed as yet, although
the flames had leapt the drive
width.

Maurice lifted her to his saddle.

“You must ride astride,” he
said. “ I’'ll lead him. He will not
carry a lady.”

“You walk! Ah, no, Maurice !
et me 1" she cried.

Maurice shook hig head. He falt
half stupified with the smoke. The
cool of the night air was soothing
to his burnt arms and face—vagne-
ly he dreaded the pain that the heat
would bring into them.

But there was Dossie to save—
soon 1t would be impossible.

So, for the last time, the blinding,
sickening smoke was faced. But
progress was slow this time—very
slow—and Royal was not so obedi-
ent as when his master was in ihe
saddle. After a few minutes Mau-
rice noticed with dismay that
Dossie seemed quite stupified.

He had to hold her in the saddie
and let Royal go his own way
through the almost impenetrablo
smoke.

The flying sparks caught the
flimsy muslin of Dossie’s hat. Mau-
rice threw il away. Her hair
blazed. Maurice took off his coat
and crushed out the flames—and hiy
shirt-sleeves flared up and went out.

His arms ached intolerably, and
Dossie was quite senseless, but
somehow safety was reached at last.

As Maurice stood on the verge of
the fire, a big drop of water
splashed on to his up-turned face.
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Another fell, and another. Soon a
steady rain was falling.

The drought: had broken—the
country was saved.

Maurice muttered a thanksgiving
as with his last remnant of strength
he lifted Dossie from the saddle,
and laid her on the parched grass.

He had a vague idea that he
ought to find some water, but be-
fore he could move something in
his brain seemed to snap, and he
fell beside her.

And so they found them lying,
side by side, in the drenching rain—
Dossie with her white, wet Fface
turned towards Maurice, and he
with one badly-burnt arm thrown
protectingly arcound her.

By their side stood a shivering,
gpiritless, scorched horse, which
they found hard to recognhize as
the flerv-tempered Royal who had
started on the mad journey only a
few short hours before.

Dossie soon revived, and remem-
bered little of that dreadful ride—
Royal also was soon himself again.
The new growth of hair made him
forget even the horrors of that
night-mare journey, but Maurice
was il for many weeks.

The rain did not come in time to
save “ Toil-To1,” and but for the
boy’s pluck several lives must in-
evitably have been lost.

But Maurice had not neglected
the opportunity of doing something
great that had come to him, and of
all the heroes of that dread time
few could surpass Maurice Cheriton
—ex-Ted Brown -— the Milk-cart
Boy !

Nore.—The incidents related in this story actually oceourred.

TEN.
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A Letter from White Island.

From one who lived there during an Eruption.

By VICTOR ZEAL.

CCORDING to my promise 1
at last write you a short
account of my life on this
little volcano.

So far [ have lived here
for two years, and wildly exciting
have been some of my experiences,

White Island, as you know, is
marked on all maps as a volcano,
and is full of hot springs and steam
holes, also great quantities of
sulphur, and is, perhaps, one of the
finest sights in the world. Tt is
about nine miles in circumference,
and at one side rises abruptly out
of the ocean to a height of 1200
feet. Tt iz always canopied by a
snowy cloud of steam.

The cliffs, which rise to the fuil
height of the mountain, are of the
most dazzling colours. Red hema-
tite, black obsidian, and yellow
ochre blending with the brown and
white rocks, whilst green and golden
sulphur crystals glint everywhere.

In the centre of theisland is a
lake of about i{wenty-five acres
area. It is highly charged with
hydrochloric acid, and is of a pea-
green colour,

It is & magnificent sight to stand
on the far side of this lake on a
sunny morhing, and fo look sea-
ward.

On either hand' are the towering
cliffs, in the foreground the hright
green lake, overhead, like a bridal
veil, floats the snowy cloud of
steam, while stretching away to the
horizon lies the sapphire sea, ail
tipped with dancing, white-crested
waves.

But sometimes the east wind
springs from sleep, and then how
different is the sceme. The gale
rushes upon us with all its fury,
and the gigantic swell of the Pacific
Ocean sweeps upon the little island
as If no power on earth could stop
its course. Up the high cliffs it
mounts, a hundred feet or mors,
looking like a solid green moun-
tain. Then with a report like
thunder it bursts into a mass of
snowy foam, and in seemingly bal-
fled rage tosses about great
boulders, tons in weight, as if thay
were so many marbles, and the
roar and the rattle of its anger
can be heard many miles away.

But most strange and wonderful
of all was my experience of an
eruption on the island, and one
from which there was no getting
away. I had three of my brothers
and two sisters staying with me
for their holidays. All the men but
two had gone 1o the mainland with
the last shipload of sulphur, and
would not be back until the steamer
called again, which was never any
stated time. The two men and |
were laying down a steel tram-line
from the sulphur platform to the
landing place.

The children had been with us
about three weeks, and were having
a fine time on the island, when, one
morning as we were working away,
we heard the noise of a great ex-
plosion. We dropped our tools and
ran as fast as we could to where
we could get a sight of the crater.
The first glance showed us that a
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new blow-hole had hroken out, and,
instead of sending out steam as the
others did, it was sending up =a
straight shoot of red, living ashes.
From where we stood (about a mils
away) the blow-hole appeared to he
about & yard across, and so great
was the force with which the ashes
were ejected, that for the height of
abont fourteen hundred feet the
column rose like a jet of water,
straight as a walking stick far
above the cliff, then spread out like
the top of a fern tree. As | looked
the thought Hashed through my
mind, “ that is the way the youn-
ger Pliny described Vesuvius as
starting when Pompeii was des-
troyed.” T knew then that this was
an eruption. The noise was not =o
great as at first, but a roaring
sound comtinued, accompanied by
sharp percussions.

The men were much alarmed, and
I wag dreadfully anxious abomt the
children. I went to the whare, und
found them much astonished at ihe
noise. T told them that the voleano
was very active, but that it might
only be a blow up, and would most
likely go down again soon. Mv
eldest sister looked very nervous,
but she tried not to show it before
the children. T called her aside and
told her to pack up everything us
soon as possible, so that if the
worst came to the worst, we could
put to sea at any moment.

The men and I went down to the
hoat-house and got out the best
whale-boat, then we put inte her a
keg of water, some provisions, oars,
sails, ete., in readiness for a start.

I thought it best to keep 'the men
working, to prevent them from
dwelling on the situation.

The position was this: We were
forty-five miles from the coast
across a strip of water nearly al-
ways rough. My two whale-boats
had just done a year’s rough work,
and were leaking in every seam—so
far gone were they that two others
were being built in Auckland to re-
place them. The trip across, even
In a good boat, well manned,
was one that old coasters would
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think it madness to try. 1 had
only two men, the weather was
bad, and getting worse, and the
volcano becoming more amnd more
active every hour.

We were all very grave at tea thut
evening, though we tried hard io
think 1t would all he over before
morning.

Ag'soon as it was dark 1 went
across the sulphur flat to get a
good view of the new crater. What
was my surprize to see all round
the new blow-hole red-hot ! 1 felt
something {alling on my face like
hot soot, and found I was being
covered with falling ashes. The
noise now was terrific, and had a
sort of screeching sound m it. You
have heard a large ocean steamer
hlow down steam, well multiply
that by any nmwmber you like, and
it will give you a faint idea of
what this noise was like !

I need not tell you that none of
us slept that night except the
voungsters. We sat up listening to
the roaring and screeching all
night, and in the morning we found
that two new ecraters had broken
out, and were vomiting stones and
ashes to the full height of the
mountain.

Great clouds of ashes were rush-
ing up into the sky, like bales and
bales of dark brown wool. There
was now a stiff gale hlowing from
the south-east, directly from us tn
the voleano, so that fortunately no
ashes came our way. Launching
the boats in such a sea was out of
the question, so we busied ourselves
in fixing up the boat-house to live
in, ag it was more sheltered from
the volcano than the whares.

We had on the island some hun-
dreds of sleepers (six inches thick),
t0 be used for laving the tramway.
With these we covered the hoat-
house all over, as a further protec-
tion from falling ashes.

My sister did some cooking, as
she said there was no knowing when
we would have to leave, and the
children must have food in the
boats.

About an hour before sunset the
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The Blow Hole, showing curious formation resembling stump of tree.
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wind shifted to the west. As soon
as it did so the whole mass of
brown, billowy ashes began moving
towards us. Hully a mile high in
the air it passed over our heads,
while the ashes fell unpleasantly, it
Jlooked .like another brown world
travelling swiltly past us, so solid
and impenetrable was the cloud, As
the wind freshened down came the
brown, solid, drifting mass, till it
was not more than twenty feet
above our heads. The ashes fell
q‘uit.e hot now, and as thick as sand
through a sieve. By and bye the
fumps became larger and larger,
We plugged up every aperture in the
boat-house with empty sacks, bug
even then could not entirely keep
the ashes out.

The children all behawved like listle
heroes. Poor little Evie, only six
years old, when the hot ashes got
In her eyes, only called her cau
Blacksmith to her, and brushed her
eyes with his tail, saying, '* Come,
Kitty, doctor, and cure my eyes,”
the tears rumning down her little
cheeks all the time with pain.

By this time the island was shak-
ing like a jelly, and the noise
sounded right under our feet, »e-
sembling the rushing of a thous
and trains through a vast tunnel.
The night was inky black, the only
things which relieved the darkness
were the three great glowing eyes
which marked the three craters of
the volcano.

With these surroundings the awful
night wore slowly away, the air so
thick as to be almost unbearable.
The children were sitting on a masi-
tress bathed in perspiration and
black with ashes, until in a huddled
heap thev fell asleep from sheer ex-
haustion.

After what seemed an eternity of
time, a dull brown light began to
creep over the island, and [ knew
that morning had come, and slept
myself,

When I awoke the sun was up,
and things did not look so dreadful
as by night, but the eruption show-
ed no sigh of abatement. The sea
was now smooth and the wind fair,
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so | decided to iry and reach the
mainland in one of the whale-boats.
The boat was ready, so we launch-
ed her and set forth. It was a
beamtiful morning, a good heave
and swell on the water, the sky
blue, and the seagulls playmg
round us as if there was no such
thing as an active voleano in ex-
istence.

The boat was leaking badly, and
some one had to keep bailing most
of the time. The children were sit-
ting on a rug in the bottom of the
hoat, the pet cat on little Hvie's
lap. Once ! saw the great black
fin of a shark come close to my
steer-oar. None of the others
noticed it except the men, and 1
motioned to them to keep guiet ; 1t
must have glided away, for we saw
it no more.

Everything appeared to be gomg
on well ; we were ten miles away,
then fifteen, and by three o'clock
we were about half-way across, The
island was sinking lower and lower
inte the water, and the mainland
hegan to look closer and closer. Ii
thig wind had kept favourable we
would have been in Whakatane
harbour by two o'clock the next
morning, but unfortunately it
changed quite suddenly, and sprang
up dead ahead.

There was nothing for it but o
run kack to the island, and away
the boat flew with its load of bit-
terly disappointed hearts.

The wind was freshening all the
time, and as the sea got up it took
the two men all their time to keep
the boat iree of water. As we near-
ed the island the sight of the erup-
tion was very grand. The whole
island looked ke a chimney belch-
ing forth a volume of smoke and
ashes fully three miles in height,
and extending away to the horizon,
The great feature was the force
with which the ashes were ejected.

When we reached the shore it wasg
like tryimg to face a burning house.
The smoke and heat were so great
that T had to alter the course of
the bhoat and heach her under a
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eliff in a more protected sport.
About midnight the wind changed
again, and drove the fumes away
from - the landing-place, so we uil
got ashore once more. Just then,
glancing to seaward, 1 caught
sight of the red light of a vessel. I
rubbed my eyes to make sure it was
no illusion, but no, there it was
still, and now the green light also,
showing that she was making
straight for the island. In great cx-
citement we got some empty tar
barrels and fired them to attract
attention. As the barrels blazed up
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now, the green had disappeared ;
the vessel had changed lher course
and was sailing away from us.

At this the poor children broke
down completely, and even I felt
that we were utterly abandoned.
We were in danger of death irem
two great elements, fire on the one
hand, and water on the other. We
knew not, from moment to moment,
when the quivering island would
hlow up altogether, and the wsea
rushing in, claim the spot as its
own where once White Island
stood.

W. Beablie, photo,

what a picture the flames threw
out | The great towering cliffs ris-
ing grim and black behind us, the
little group of eager watchers in the
foreground, the cloud of living
ashes roaring into the sky, and
away on the dark waters, two litile
twinkling lights that meant so
much to us.

“They see us!” the children
cried ; °‘ they are coming nearer.”
But, no, there was only one light

The Lapding, White Island.

Auckland.

For some days the wind remained
in our favour, but the sea was too
rough to attempt to launch a boat.
The island became hotter and hot-
ter, and as days went on we could
hardly bear to +touch even ihe
boulders on the beach. The little
gray rats, which are peculiar to the
place, came out from the chiffs in
thousands, and lay dead every-
where, killed by the heat.

One of the craters had built up a
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hill of ashes to about a third the
height of the island. It used to
throw up stones as big as a table,
but fortunately none came our way.
Fancy all this going on, and we not
a mile away ! However, in about
a week the craters showed signs of
abating. There were times when
the noise would stop all of a sud-
den. One moment there would hbe
roaring and screeching, the nex,
dead silence, and after the noise the
silence seemed terrible and ominous,

This sort of life went on for near-
ly a fortnight, in stench and ashes,
the earth shaking and the volecano
screeching, until just at daybreak
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one morning we were awakened by
the welcome whistle of a steamer.
1 sprang up, and there I saw lying
in the bay one of the Union Com-
pany’s fine steamers. In less than
half-an-hour all questions had been
asked and answered, the children
had been kissed and petted by the
astonished passengers, and by next
morning we were safely home
again.

I cannot describe to you what a
load of responsibility seemed to
roll off my shoulders as T set the
chitdren on the mainiznd onee more,
and 1 often wonder who will he on
White Teland at the next eruption.

—
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“FINES LIBRORUM.

By “RUSTICUS.”

“ Waey Finis comes the Book we close,
And somewhat sadly Faney goes
With backward step from stage to stage
Of that aceomplished pilgrimage—
The thorn lies thicker than the rose!

And Time will sweep both friends and foes
When Finis comes.”

“0ld World Idylls,” Avstv Dossox,

2 IR,” sald old Sam Johnson
5-1 to Sir Joshua Reynolds,
?; ““ there are two things

/) which 1 am confident I can

do very well. One is an
introduction to any literary, worl,
stating what it is to contain, and
how it should be executed in the
most perfect manner ; the other is
8 conclusion showing from various
causes why the execution has not
been equal to what the author pro-
miged to himself and to the public.”
I doubt if the great lexicographer
had been much in request as a
writer of ‘“ prefaces,” still less of
“ conclusions,” in these marvellous
polite times on which Grub-street
hag fallen, when criticism is syn-
onymous with log-rolling, and the
“ savage and tartarly ”’ days of the
Quarterly are of the sacred past.
Be that as it may, the fashion has
changed little in two centuries. The
demand for “ prefaces ”’ still exists.
Rarely a book of any. pretensions
goes on to the market without a
fulsome introduction from the pen
of some broken craftsman or in-
fluential Maecenas. Tach author,
however, must indite his * Finis *’
proper, and it is with these we pro-
pose to deal. Asin a play much
depends on the drop scene, so we
cannot under-rate the value of an
effective ending, whether we have in
hand old Omar’s “ Book of Verses

underneath the Bough,” a ro-
mance of Sir Walter’s, or a fin-de-
siecle storiette {rom the blase brain
of Mr Henry James. The interest
of the plot is worked up, page by
page, till it reaches a height in the
closing chapter, and the reader lays
down the book with a sigh of
satisfaction and a murmur of ap-
preciation, like the epicure who has
dined well, and rises from his wine
and walnuts in excellent humour
with himself and the world at
large. The fashions in the endings.
of books are legion. There is the
ending melodramatic, endings cyni-
cal and pathetic and apologetic ;
endings, in sooth, to suit every
taste.

The yellowback, with a florid at-
mosphere of princes, noble lords and
grand dames, of estates, town
houses and Mediterranean * villas,
ends a la mode in the strictly .
Ouidesque manner. Tt is doubtless
familiar to the reader. I spare him
quotation,

Again we may have our ** Finis ”’
attuned to the chimes of merry
marriage bells, the sine qua non of
conventional noveldom.

Thousands, T may safely say, of
Edwins and Angelinas fade from the
tear-blurred vision of their friends
in the dear, old-fashioned way.
And somehow, next time we meet
their facsimiles we are eager as ever
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to follow them down the same love-
lit paths to the stereotyped con-
summation of earthly bliss. Ab,
‘e, these amorous Edwins and An-
gelinas, = Romeos amd  Julists,
*Arries and "Arriets, call them what
we may, the theme is the same, and
‘the story old and oft told—old as
the days when Ruth found favour
in the eyes of Boaz as she gleaned
in the cornfields—yet we never iire
of it. Now and then ouwr “‘ Finis
guest is rewarded by a gem of the
harmlessly exotic type of ending
where some fond swain, sighing like
a furnace, voices a true lover's
plaint. The ending of “ The Pri-
soner of Zenda *’ is sentiment which
we cahnot gainsay. Rassendyl
leaves us with the words :(—*Shall 1
see her face again, the pale face
and the glorious hair ? Of that 1
know nothing. Fate has no hing,
my heart no presentiment, But if
it be never, if 1 can never hold
sweet converse again with her, or
look upon her face, or know from
her her love, why then this side the
grave 1 shall live as becomes the
man whom she loves, and for the
other side I shall pray a dreamless
sleep.”

Beshrew me if the sentiment
doesn’t ring true ! Some time or
other most of us have our little ro-
mances, and we retain a soft side
for their ideal presentment. When [
closed ““ The Prisoner of Zenda®’ [
found my pipe had gone out, and
the fire burned low, and my
thoughts went back—but  that’s
another story,” as Kipling says.
After all, “il y en a toujours une
autre,” if mot Rosalinde, then
Juliet, for—

‘ If ghe think not well of me
What care I how fair she he.”

Consoling, indeed, the philoso-
phy of these gay Caroline poets in
their lisping love lyries f{ull
of quaint conceits and graceful
imagery !

1t has never been my fortune to
-discover an ending of greater deli-
-cacy and simplicity than that from
Disraeli’s famous novel,  Lo-
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thair 7 :—“1 have been in Cori-
sande’s garden, and she has
given me arose.” This is a chei
d’oeuvre of literary artifice ; more
fragrant than rare exotics this rose
from Corisande’s garden. °* Yet
ah,” as Omar sings—

¢ Yet ah, that spring should vanish with the
rose,

That younth's sweet
shounld close !

The Nightingale that in the branches sang

Ah, whence, and whither flown again, who
kuows ? "

seented manuscript

God wot, the mystery is passing
strange ; too strange for our com-
prehension.

““ Candide 7 ends fittingly thus :—
“ Cela est blen dit, mais il faut
cultiver notre jardin.”

The “ Finis*’ apologetic is not a
little irritating :— In like manner,
gentle reader, returning you my
thanks for your patience, which lhas
conducted you thus far, I wake the
liberty to withdraw myseif from
vou for the present.” One is tempt-
ed to express the irreverent wish
that the writer way not socn
emerge from his self-imposed seclu-
sion and inflict himsell on the
““ pentle reader.” _

“ Gentle reader,” forsooth ! The
very phrase is sycophantic if not in-
sulting. It savours overmuch of the
“nunc plaudits ¥ for our custom-
ary attitude of frigid reserve; the
enlightened reader refuses to have
his vanity tickled by the doubtiul
compliment.

One of the finest pieces of writing
in our English language is that
from - Thackeray’s pen, describing
the death of Colonel Newcome,
noblest type of English gentleman
that literatuve affords us :— At
the usual evening hour, the chapel
bell began to toll, and Thomas
Newcome’s hands outside the bed
feebly beat time. And just as the
last bell struck, a peculiar sweet
smile shone over his face, and he
lifted uvp his head a little, and
quickly said, “ Adsum,” and fell
back. It was the word we used at
school when names were called, and,
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lo, he, whose heart was as that of a
little child, had answered to his
name, and stood in the presence of
the Master,”

This is Thackeray at his best, and
here he is inimitable. The picture ig
perfect. As I read it I cannot hut
think of another, that English
knight, that “tun” of a man, the
stout Sir John, to whom life was
one long, merry Jest, a season of
“cakes and ale,” and to whom
death came thus :—

Quickly —* Nay, surely he’s not
in Hell ; he’s in Arthur’s bosom.

A made a finer end and went
away an it had been any
christom child; ’a parted even

just between twelve and one, e’en at
turning o’ the tide ; for after 1 saw
him fumble with the sheets, and
play with flowers, and smile upon
his fingers’ ends, I knew there was
but one way ; for his nose was as
sharp as a pen, and a’ babbled o’
green frelds.”

So the old knight died with a
quip on his lips anent the flea on
Bardoloh’s nose, which he said was
like & “‘ black soul burning in hell
fire.” The effect is grim, grotesque
and ludicrous ; like a Hogarth en-
graving from “ The Rake’s Pro-
gress.” T cannot help thinking that
Shakespeare owed not a little here
to that immortal page from Plato
which describes the death of Greens’s
earliest martyr for truth, who, as
the hemlock ran its course, bade his
weeping disciples remember that he

owed Aesculapius a cock, and so
died.

“Ou n’entendait autour ni plaint, ni soupir
Cest ainsi qu'il monril, ai o’était 1a mourir.”
LamarTmve,

But I wander from my theme.
There is still another type of ending,
the sensational, which leaves the
gasping, neurotic reader in a state
kordering on nervous collapse.

“The thing starts towards me,
silently, irresistibly. I feel its
ghostly presence. T am spellbound ;

held in an icy grip. My limbs
tremble under me. Voice fails me.
swoon! I die!—————ugh—
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splutter, splutter.” And so to bed
creeps the awestruck reader with a
shiver and a shrug, to sleep, per-
chance to dream of weird and pals,
wan faces, of demons dark and
dread. For choice we ourselves pre-
fer setting out with Edwin and An-
gelina as they wander, hand in
hand, out towards the golden west
and the setting sun what time the
sounds of the work-a-day world are
hushed, and the pensive hours of
twilight lend themselves to lover's
lispings. ‘“ C’est Pheure exquise !’

Dickens has always appeared to
me a little digappointing in the end-
ing of his novels, though in the
breadth and richness of his canvus
the lacking touch may pass un-
noticed. ‘‘ David Copperfield ** pro-
vides the exception :—

“And now as 1 close my
book, subduing wmy desire to
linger  yet, these faces fade

away. But one face, shining on me
like a heavenly light hy which T see
all other objects, is above them and
beyond them ail. And that re-
mains. 1 turn my head and see it
in its beantiful serenity beside mae.
My lamp burns low, and T have
written far into the night ; but the
dear presence, without which I were
nothing, bears me company. Oh,
Agnes, oh, my soul, so may thy
face be by me when I close my life
indeed ; so may 1, when realities are
fleeting from me like the shadows
which I now dismiss, still find thee
near me, pointing upwards.’’

“Trilby,” quaintest of modern
novels, ends in verse : a

“ A little work, a little play
To keep us going, and so, Good-day !

A little warmth, a little light
Of love’s bestowing, and so, Good-night !

A little fun to match the sorrow .

'Of each day’s growing, and 20, Good-morrow!

A little trust that when we die
‘We reap our sowing, and so, Good-by !

Tn the closing paragraph of Drum-
mond’s ‘‘ Ascent of Man,” the
writer reaches a high level of liter-
ary style,
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- 44 .;[n the profoundest sense this
is" scientific doetrine. The As-

cerit of Man and of Society is:

bound up henceforth- with the con-
flict, the intensiflcation and the
diffusion of the struggle for the Life
of Others, This is the further Evolu-
tion, the page of history that lies
before us, the closing act of the
drama of Man.

“ The struggle may be short or
long ; but by all scientific analogy
the result is sure. All the other
Kingdoms af Nature were com-
pleted ; Fvolution always attains ;
a]ways rounds off its work. 1t
spent an eternity over the Harth,
but finished it. Tt struggled for
milleniums to bring the Vege-

table Kingdom .up to  the
Flowery Planis, and attained.
In the Animal Kingdom it

never paused until the possibilities
of organization were exhausted in
the mammalia. Kindled by this
past, man may surcly say, ‘1 shall
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arrive,” The succession cannot
break, The further Evolution must
gd on, the Higher Kingdom come—
first the blade where we are to-day ;
then the ear where we shall he to-
mortow ; then the full corn in the

ear which awalte our children’s
rhildren and  whiech we live to
hasten.”

Such are a few ol the e:ndmgs of
books jotted - down haphazard in
the course of reading—suflicient,
perhaps, to prove that the endmg
of a book plays no small part in
forming the impression left on the
reader. We may conclude, not inap-
propriately with the half cynical,
hali pathetic words in which the
author of “ Vanity Fair’ bids wus
farewell :—“ Ah, wvanitas vanita-
tum ! Which of us is happy in this
world ? Which of us has his desire,
or having it is satisfied ? Come,
children, let us shut up the box
and the puppets for the play ie
ended ! .

. C ¥, Caley, photo.

Government House,'_Weﬂm'g;tqn.'
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The Charms of Dunedin.

By “ROINA

Er: PPROACHED from the Hasu
/&l7 Coast by a channel passing
¢ between the greenest of hills,
the Southern city gives a
2 most pleasing Impression.
Dunedin is the place of soft rains
and mists. This abundance of
moigture probably accounts for ihe
extreme verdancy of the surround-
ing hills, Most of them are cleared
and under cultivation, which thus
imparts a tamer aspect to the ap-
proach of Dunedin, as compared
with its Northern rivals. The chan-
nel through which the vessel steams
from Port Chalmers is quietly beau-
tiful. We travel slowly, for the
channel is not yet very deep, al-
though, thanks to strenuous exar-
tions and unwearied labour, naviga-
tion becomes, each year, easier.
Fairly round the bend, Dunedin
appears—a green-walled city. The
buginess portion is built on the
comparatively small area of level
land, of which the greater part is
due to reclamation, siill in pro-
gress. By a road built through the
water, the upper portion of the
harbour, known as Loch Lomond,
is shut ofi. From this part one
sees, running right round the near
circle of hills, a helt of native
bush. The authorities of the town
deserve warm congratulation for
preserving nature within five
minutes walk of city life. Indeed,
one cannot speak too highly of the
value of this lung of Dunedin. It‘is
a surprise to Northern eyes to zee
native bush valued as it should be.
Not only is the growth left in its
wild state, but to enhance its valua,
well-made roads run through every
part of the bush, and many are the
charming walks through it, the
ferns and shrubs being under pro-
Vor. VII. —No. 6.—30.

tection. From ‘“ The Drive " an ex-
cellent carriage road, in winter
white and hard with frost, in
spring gay with blossoming sides,
may be seen an excellent view of the
harbour, with the opposite hills
round Broad Bay. Towards even-
ing the effects on these are beauti-
ful. Soft, hazy blue tones contrast
with the water, thrown into deep,
grey shadows, and, in the open, re-
flecting the brighter sun tints. Out
to the South is the wide sweep of
ocean, and between is the level
isthmus that looks so low that one
expects the Ocean Beach waves to
hreak across to join the harbour
ywaters. Undoubtedly, Dunedin is a
jpretty town ; and its surroundings
are all the more charming that they
are go near and so easily accessible.
Glance, for instance, at the Nor-
thern Cemetery. One does not ex-
pect such a place to be denoted as
a beauty spot. The road leading to
it runs along the hillside, bordered
with bush. The latter is not im-
posing, is by no means forest
growth, but 1t is bush, scrubby, if
you will, but still native New Zea-
land bush. The road is damp with
the damp of the side growth ; and
in its twists and turns one feels a
freedom strange when so close to a
city. In the graveyard one runz
full tilt upon a monument reared
to the memory of those who perish-
ed, in Northern seas, in the wreck of
the Wairarapa. After this reminder
of civilization, welook down on the
green, weed-covered waters of Loch
Lomond, and past them, o’er the
blue harbour to the wild Ocean
Beach. When so well kept, and so
prettily approached, even so mourn-.
ful a place as a cemetery has a

distinet charm. Leaving it, we
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M, Dunne, photo, Lovers” Walk, Botanical Gardens.
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turn olf, on the hillside, to another
walk, bordered by willows dipping
low to the stony-bedded Water o

Leith, The walk takes us to the
small, but wvery pretty Public
Gardens,

Qcean Beach and St. Clair are oo
well-known to ask much comment.
The former is grand in its desolate-
ness, in its reach of gray sand-
hills, in its great gray-blue waves.
The latter, seen on a spring morn-
ing, when the clouds are gently lift-
ed, and the waters proudly rearing
their crests before rolling in shore-
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flats some richer red-brown colour-
ing than is usual in Dunedin, we
walked on by a road bordered by
masses of glorious golden broom.
The scent of it was in the air ; the
wet clouds lifted, and the sunshine
met and kissed the glowing vellow.
The richness of its hue, as it grew in
great masses along the roadside
compelled admiration, Then round
another bend, another overpowering
sweetness greeted us, A pale lemon-
coloured lupin was growing thickly
along, trying its best to outrival
the sturdy broom. Down below us

The Triangle, Dunedin,

ward, is a beautiful combination of
soft colours. A charming haziness
blends the water and sky into har-
mony of mid-colour, the rocks stand
sentinel, their brown hue toning
softly, while ever the great waves
come dashing in. Round the corner
is a sheltered rocky bay, where one
may sit on the houlders, revelling
in the peace that comes of bluster-
ing billows.

One day in springtime we visited
Tomahawk Bay. Passing Ander-
son’s Bay, which revealed on the

stretched a level, hall-marshy is-
land, half water, while away m the
baekground rose the green hills. The
road, yellow-bordered, wound over
a bridge. Turning sharply off, we
came upon the beach, flanked by
sandhills and rugged rocks,

No description of Dunedin would
be complete without a mention of
the Waterfall. The road to the
North leads past the Leith, with its
great boulders and stones so thick-
ly strewn. TFinally, we turn in at a
broken-down gate ; and, scrambling
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A Summer Morning, Woodhaugh Park,
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M. Dunae, photo. Midwinter, Woodhaugh Park.
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over some piled-up fuschia timber,
begin our walk up stream. In one
minute we have come from the open
roadway, covered with rough metal,
t0 the heart of nature. The little
stream is crammed, as full as can
be, with rocks smooth, rough,
mossy. Over all is the still silence
of the bush, except for the music of
the water. We scramkble and slip
over the rocks, always ascending.
We arrtve at a place where it is
scarcely light. On either side the
hills, rent apart by the water in
some bygone age, stand perfectly
perpendicular, grim and dark. The

THE NEW ZBALAND
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Not far from the Waterfall is
Bishopsgrove, the property of the
Bishop of Dunedin, who, in restor-
ing to its native condition much
bush that had been partially des-
stroyed, by planting pungas in
shady bowers, and otherwise pre-
serving and assisting the growth of
forest land, has not only made for
himseli a charming retreat, but
has also added to the beauty of the
city. While at the northern end of
Dunedin an interesting detour may
be made to the Reservoir. Turning
in at the gate of an old mill, one
makes way along a well-made road,

Y

Bishop's Grove, Dunedin.

scene 1is weird, We continue up-
wards, and a few yards furiher, the
brown walls burst into graceful
fern growth, the narrow stream, ail
the while, tumbling and swirling
into tiny cascades. Then the dark
passage widens again, and the
ferny banks are less precipitous, but
gtill high, and at last we come sheer
upon the fall, only some hundred
odd feet in fall, but daintily beauti-
ful. So much filmy lacework, fall-
ing from the height to the rocks he-
low. Higher up, are two other cas-
cades.

paved with flat stones. It is built
up at the side as a stone wall,
which is continued down to the
stream below, falling over rough
rocks and pebbles. The reservoir is
a long, oval-shaped pond, with
cemented sides in good order and in
the heart of grass fields and bush
land. TFollowing the path, up well-
huilt steps, one can picnic in the
bush at a distance of five minutes’
walk from the tramway.

Again, taking the car to the Nor-
thern terminus, one can walk for a
mile along a road which is an
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avenue of the glorious yellow
broom, past a field which is one
white mass of daisies, then straight
into climbing bowers of native
clematis and bush-lawyer, falling in
gcented bouquets of pale pink blos-
som, The stream is there, stepping
stones and all, just in the very
place for a pienic. Thiz abundance
of retired picnic spots so close to
town ig the great charm of Dunedin.
They are within a few moments’
walk of the main tram routes,
Fraser’'s Creek, for instance, is a
charming eombination of bush and
stream, at the end of a walk of a
few minutes from the Kaikorai ter-
mihus.

For the sake of variety, one may
drive along the Portobello Road,
which leads past Anderson’s and
Broad Bays—a perfectly level road
with ¢lifi on one hand, harbour on
the other. The drive is delightful.
Numbers of cvclists are met, for the
road is level to the end, where is
Portobello, an exceedingly pretty
seaside resort. For more ambitious
picnicers, Waitate, Outram, Wood-
side, Brighton and others furnish a
twenty miles drive, with delighttul
scenery at the end. But ! do not
wish, at present, to expatiate on
these more distant holiday spots.

To beauty lovers, there are so
many charms about the suburbs,
and during October and November,
the hillsides fairlv glow with the
glory of the broom. Great yellow
patches of it rivet the attention
everywhere, throwing perfume into
the air, painting the landscape
with splashes of colour. About the

7/
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same time, white clematis blossoms
profusely along the belt of bush.
In the Roslyn district are large
areas of undulating country where
homes are springing up plentifully.
Along quiet country roads, border-
ed by paddocks, one may walk in
the bracing air high above the city.
While walking one dav along one of
these lanes I was greeted with the
scent of violets. Looking over a
hedge I saw a great plantation of
the sweet English flower. Planted
out in the same manner as straw-
berries, they were in full bloom,
and the picture of that hill slope,
purple-painted and extravagantly
throwing wild its delicious perfume,
was one to have come miles for.

The citizens of Dunedin deserve
the warmest congratulations for
the care they have taken to pre-
serve natural beauties.  Their
Beantifying Society is evidently a
live one, to judge by the manner in
which spaces have heen reserved
along the public streets, and kept
as gardens glowing golden in spring
with daffodils, or clad in summer
with scarlet geraniums. Northern
cities have had so much hetter
chances with their broader sweeps
of blue harbour, and their more
genial skies, but as compared with
Dunedin, thev have mneglected their
opportunities. They have one gar-
den to the half-dozen of the chilly
South, they puszh back the forest
nowth further and further, they
destmy Nature instead of assisting
her. In the matter of taking care of
their property, they have a useful
lesson to learn from Dunedin,

S
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Tuz big-wheeled rig whose head-light
Cuts light from darkness clean,
Blows long at every red light,
And drives when lighis show green
The long, grey plaiu-lands meet her
‘With seornful nenchalanee,
And nothing built can beat her
That ever has the chance.
Across the silent levels
By day and night she reels,
Ag though a horde of devils
Were howling at her heels,
Hers is the speed and glory—
The glitter and the praise—
Ours is a duller story
Who work the mountain ways,

Who work the lonely ranges

(Ok! hear the short cureves squeal)
Writh groaning rods and flunges,

W here steel meets stubborn steel—
Who scarcely enow what change is,

And yet have hearts to feel,

The sullen moantaing wonder
What shakes their hoary walls,

And when the tunnels thunder
And strident whistle calls,

The hill-gales swoop to wreck ns,
The echoes shout “ Begone 1

But never wind ean check us
Whao tramp and blunder on,

With belching funnel thrashing
The blackened bricks and lime,

And golden head light flashing
Against the cliffs we elimb;

THE NEW ZEALAND

Up. toiling up, untiring,
With shovel all a-clang,
For everlasting firing
To give her steam to hang.

We'll lift our load of cattle
And take it down again,

With couplings swung to ratile,
And buffers on the strain,

Then back she'll heave and battls,
And so from plain to plain.

The racer's bogle chatters,
And tells her driver lies,
The mountain engine seatters
Her soot-grits in his eyes;
And neither imp nor devil
Would ever dare deride
When she is holding revel
Along the mountain side,
With angry funnel running,
With gearlet flaming light,
And smoke shot ekyward stanning
The very soul of Night.
But spite of reek above us,
We arve not mountain gnomes,
We toil for hearts that love ua—
Ag men ghould—for their homes,

With sweat streams on our faces,
And cinders in our eyes,

We cheok her when she races
{She curses engine-wise),

We drive at easy places,
And nurse her round a rise,

[March, 1903
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The cars behind us glisten With cheery boastfal “ tootles ”
With life that laughs and throngs, - The racer brings us loads,
And often when we listen And leaves them at the foot-hills—
We hear men singing songs ‘We work the mountain roads.
OF givls whose smiles are winning, For though the graceful flyer
Whose lips are all a.glow . . . Outsirips the monntain rig,
Such songs may do for spinning This “tank * can lift loads higher,
Along the plains below. Ang keep them all a-Jig.
But when in inky fountains Up where the white star-hosts line
The smoke roars high and fades, The clear-cut mountain crest,
And Night has seized the mountains We join the plains and coast line,
And hidden all the grades, We link the Fast and West;
The songs of laughing maidens And where there are no levels
Are vain; the clanking rods, Our funnel snorts and swears
With rythmie, solemn cadence, To set hell’s wildest devils
Make music for the gods. A-tremble in their lairs,
The coust towns do not know us; The big hills hear and wonder
The white towns nestled in What shakes their solid wall;
The valleys far below us The little towns down under
Have never heard our din; That hear our whistle call,
W hen grades conspire to show wus, Huve never heard our thunder
How we must strive {o win. Nor seen our black smoke-pall,

Quup N.

C., E. Culey, photo, In the Recreation Grounds, New Plymouth.
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'(ja—f—gly Ladys Bower.

By Arma.

Lady readers are invited to diseuss current topics in these pages, suggest subjects for discussion, and

also to contribute photographic studies on any subject of interest.

Contributionz ghould be

addressed: *Editor My Lady’s Bower, New Zenland Illustrated Magazine,” and should nrrive early
in the menth. In all cases where stamps are enclosed for the purpose photos will be rturned.

FREE SECONDARY EDUCATION,

F anything concerns the women
of New Zealand, the question
now before the public of the
colony certainly does. It is a
gquestion of paramount impore-

ance to the mother who has ambit-

tions for her children, and who yet
finds hercelf unable to realize those
dreams. 1f, as he intends to try,

Mr Seddon finds himself successtui

in carrying through his scheme for

free secondary education, he will
have earned the gratitude of every
good mother in the colony.

Photo,

Nettie Trewheellar,
Old Mission Church, Rotorua.

It is an inborn instinct that the
parent shall deny herself in order
that her children may have all pos-
gible advantages. Whether this is
altruism or selfishness is not quite
decided. Granting the former—it is
yet a matter of more than doubt
whether self-sacrifice on the part of
the mother is altogether for the
good of the children. But, in any

case, that opportunities may be put
in the way of her boys and girls, is
a. natural ambition of the mother.
Now, it very oiten happens that,
while deeply impressed with the wd-
vantages of a thorough school edu-
cation, the head of the family can-
not easily see her way clear to
carry out her desires. The other
children have to be fed and clothed,
and fees at & High School for tha
eldest become, in many cases, an
impossibility.  Or again, in the
ordinary family, ages are so closs
that even if the fees for one child

Photo.
Carved Maori House at Whakerrwarewa.

Nettie Trawheellar,

can be squeezed from the family in-
come, another child has passed his
standards at a primary school, and
there is not enough to pay for his
secondary education. He must
either wait or seek employment.
And it is rarely the case that, hav-
ing once left school, a boy or girl
will ever again sericusly become
fond of study.
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1t seems perfectly necessary that
for studies to have good effect, they
should be carried on without inter-
mission. But the crux of the whole
guestion is money.

There is another aspect to ths
matter which concerns girls and
women more than it does men. Mr
Seddon has touched wpon it, in

Nettie Trewheeliar, Photo.
Peep of Green Lake at Wairca.

answering the objection urged by
some secondary schools that iliey
have no room for an influx of
primary scheool pupils. * Oug,” he
says, ° should go the children of
tender years whose parents look
down on those who send their
children to public schools.” [i
there is one thing more detestable,
and at the same time ridiculous, in
such a community as that of New
Zealand, it iz the rank snobbery ex-
hibited by girls who seem to ac
quire it while, and by virtue of, at-
iending a school where fees are
paid. | have known girls, who have
won scholarships which will take
them to the secondary school. They
have been apparently nice-natured
girle. But after a few months of
secondary school they seem to lose
their  eyesight when guondam
teachers and pupils of the primary
school meet them in the street. The
next step is contempt for their
simple parents, their father’s occu-
pations become professions, or if
this iz impossible, are carefully
hidden from the knowledge of other
snobhish friends.

- Now the Premier’s ideas on the
subject are most praiseworthy. He
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is essentially a democrat, and does
not attempt to disguise the fact.
What good are young children dJo-
mg at a secondary school 7 lIfar
better to teach them the elements
soundly, as they can be taught in
the common Board school. Second-
ary schools should be only for
secondary work. Primary educa-
tion is attended to in its proper
place. '

[t is my honest opinion that if
every child of the <colony were
taken -through +the Government
primary schools, the average edu-
cation would be on a higher foot-
ing. TFor what iz learnt there is
quite sufficient to implant, in likely
soil, a desire for the go-called
higher education. When standard
classes are done with, let the bright
boys and girls go, if they so wish,
to the High School, and from there
to the University.

What happens now ? George or
Mary attends a secondary schonl
for a year. After snch a course of
honour, parents cannot dream of
letting him or her earn a living as
a common carpenter or dressmaker.
No. George must keep equal to his
genteel acquaintances, If he can-
not, through lack of means, be al-
lowed to study for a profession, he

Phote.

Nettie Trewhee'lar,
Pigeon Geyser at Whakarewarewa.

must sit on an office stool and be-
come the well-dressed, ill-paid
clerk. Mary’s dreams never con-
descend to the level of common
housework. She wmust, if she is
forced to earn a living, unwillingly
teach, or spoil ker eyes and nerves
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over a typewriter. Thus the weary
struggle with Sham, commenced at
the secondary school, follows the
child into manhood or woman-
hood.

And the clever girl, whose mother
goes out washing that her girl may
get through her standards, is shut

Neitie Trewheellar,
View in Sanatorium Grounds at Rotorua.

hote.

off from all opportunity of gratify-
ing a wish for education that would
probably do her much real good.
Even if her mind still sees the com-
mon sense of taking pleasure in
work at home, the educated girl has
logt nothing by her education. Her
intelligence is all the better fitted to
cope with the domestic work which
her more ignorant forbears have
made slavery of. 1t is the educated
girl in whose hands lies the solution
of the domestic service question.

Why then should not the child of
the poorest parents have given the
opportunity to cultivate her intelli-
gence ! Why should the dull child of
moneyed parents waste the time of
teachers and live a life of weari-
ness just because ‘it is the thing
to send girls to a secondary
school ?

The Premier is right. Parents who
now pay fees can, in most cases,
afford to pay much higher ones.
Let them, if they do not care for
the association of their children
with poorer ones, give help to the
many “‘select”’ private schoolg
which struggle on badly in the com-
petition with the large colleges.

There is still a point to claim at-
tention. This is the matter of dili-
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gence. There are so many anxious
parents who will wish, if the scheme
18 carried, to avail themselves of
the opportunity. A great many
children have not the least deaire
for more knowledge. 1t should be
made compulsory to have genuinely
true reports so that those who
honestly are not availing them-
selves of opportunities may be sent
away to give place to really deserv-
ing scholars. If something of the
kind is done, there will, undoubted-
Iy, be heartburning for many a
mother, but in the main issue,
which is the weal of the nation,
there will be no doubt as to the
result.

[ N—

“F.J.H. sends the following on
“ Buperstition in Woman *’ :—

Considering all we hear as to
the enlightenment of the age, and
the progress of women, it is strange
what hold silly, trivial supersti-
tions still have over many women
otherwise gensible. Many hold pea-
cock’s feathers in horror as unlucky,
and would not for the world em-
ploy these for decorations. T am
constantly finding out that this,
that and the other is decreed “ un-
Iucky ” by some female acquaint-
ance whom 1 had hitherto looked

Photo,
Falls on Waimate River at Orope.

Nettie Tiewheellar,

on as a rational being. One lady
looks on it as terribly unlucky to
prepare the short clothes of an in-
fant before it requires them, and ap-
parently took the death of the
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baby of a friend as the direct re-
gult of its clothes having heen pre-
maturely made. Another will on no
account employ black ping for any
purpose. No doubt all of these
would be made miserable by any
thing in the light of a portent or
warning. Such beliefs imply a total
ncapacity to reason from cause Lo
effect. They must add much to the
burdens of life, and toc those noi
sharing them, they seem wholly in-
congistent with a' belief in a Pro-
vidence ruling the world. But argu-
ments are to no purpose. ‘° How
can you believe that a fan of pea-
cock’s feathers placed in the draw-
ing-room caused your neighbour's
child to sicken and die of typhoid
fever ¥’ you may ask. Your friend
will not attempt to explain how ;

F. H, Comhes, photo,
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she only assures you that the fan
did cause the calamity, or at all
events had something to do with
it ; kecause the child became ill
soon after the feathers were brought
out, and she has known of other in-
stances of peacock’s feathers causing
ill-luelk,

No wonder that Dowiles, Worth-
ingtons, and a crowd of faith-
healers, fortune-tellers and other
imposters reap a rich harvest from
the credulity of the masses !

The old ungallant idea was that
reason belonged to man alone—
woman was briefly defined by one
masculine censor as ‘“a creature
that cannot reason and that pokes
the fire from the top !” Do not
women often try their best to justi-
ty thig prejudice ?

Duck Shooting.
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By “THE SAGE.”

“ The Hole in the Wall ” is the
title of a new book by Arthur Mor-
rison, published by Methuen and
Co., and forwarded for review by
Messrs Wildman, Lyell and Arsy.
In several of his former works this
author has proved to us how well
he knows his London, and at a time
when so many of the old landmarks
are being swept away, it iz a
special pleasure to read a book the
scene of which is laid amongst
them, The greater part of the book
is taken up with little Stephen's
tale, and the two opening sentences
give the reader a good idea whai
to expect. °* My grandfather was a
publican—and a sinner, as you will
see. His public-house was the Hole
in the Wall, on the river's edge at
Wapping ; and his sins—all of them
that 1 know of—are recorded in
these pages.” Stephen was a small
boy whose mother had died while
his father was awav at sea, and
Grandfather Nat toos him to reside
with him. Much happens at the
Hole in the Wall and in the neigh-
bourhood, which Stephen finds hard
to understand, hut his childish im-
pressions of what he sees and hears
and his comments thereon are
charmingly given. His grandfather
does a good business in a very un-
demonstrative way by purchasing
smuggled tobacco, or watches and
other trifles from the crowd who

live on Jack ashore, and think no-
thing of knocking him on the head,
and chucking him in the river if he
ig likely to prove too troublesome
a customer. A pair of scoundrels,
partners in the shipping firm,
“ Viney and Marr,” are deseribed.
Their vessels are * pawned up to
the royals.” Marr absconds with
all the cash he can lay hands on,
some eight hundred odd pounds,
pets murdered, and flung into the
river, another murder follows at the
door of the Hole in the Wall. Litile
Stephen picks up a pocket-book
with the eight hundred pounds in it
which the second murderer has drop-
ped. His grandfather declares it is
his, and puts it by to start him in
life. The news that Stephen’s father
has been drowned by the * piling
up 7 of one of the heavily-mortgag-
ed vessels, gives little Stephen a
stronger claim to it, the old man
considers. The rest of the book is
taken up with a number of plots by
Viney and other villaing of a pro-
nounced type, to secure this money
for themselves. The book is ad-
mirably written, and goes to prove
in a graphic manner that for poor
Jack the dangers of the deep were
at one time, at least, eclipsed by
those he had to encounter ashore.

“ Felix,” by Robert Hichens, an-
other addition to Methuen’s Colo-
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nial Library, also sent me by Messrs
Wildman, Lyell and Arey, is entirs-
ly of a different nature. It is a
detailed and most intricately-writ-
ten character sketch of a highly-
imaginative and sensitive young
man  whose {father, a country
squire, was dead. At the time the
story opens, Xelix was living at
home with his mother and sister in
a country village, and was heartily
sick of it. He persuaded his mother
to let him see life by visiting France
instead of going to college. France
delighted him, though he spent -his
time in a secluded spot chosen by
his mother. In the forest he msié
old Louis, a tailor whose one great
achievement in life had been making
a pair of trousers, sown up at the
feet, for the great Balzac to keep
warm in while writing, He wor-
shipped the illustrious author, and
lent Felix all hiz books. Having
read them, the young man zoes
home with the idea that he knows
life through and through. Home
life disgusts him more than ever.
His sister, to his horror, is about to
marry a guiet country parson, who
gets terribly on his nerves every
time he meets him, as do, more or
less, his mother and sister, whom he
pities for their deplorable ignorance
of life. He takes chambers in Lon-
don, and goes to a School of
Journalism in order to study life at
first hand, He gets introduced to
Mrs Ismey, a publisher’s wife, and
her bosom friend, Lady Caroline
Hurst, two characters such as one
rarely meets, but need not regret
one’s loss overmuch. Bup Felix is
at once fascinated with the former
lady, and becomes her tame tomeat.
She confides in him that Carrie is
a confirmed morphinomane, and
borrows money from him ostensibly
to take her to Paris to get a
specialist to cure her friend, but in
reality to revel herself in the mor-
phia dens. For although the reader
eagily understands that Mrs Tsmeyv
is the greater morphia fiend of the
two, the innocent Felix does not,
until he is told by her maid, when
he suffers horribly, and conceives it
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to be his mission in the absence of
her husband, to rush off with her
to Paris with the idea of effecting
her cure. He is not eventually over
and above satisfied at the result of
his experiences of life, and when he
re-vigits the old tailor, and is asked
whether he is happy, has to reeall
the old saying, ** Happy is the man
who has a good mother,” heiore he
considers he can consciously answer
im the affirmative. As a descrip-
tion of the morphia habit and iss
victims, the book is certainly well
worth reading, but the reader may
consider Felix’s character secarceiy
worthy of such a long drawn out
delineation.

That universal favourite, Andvew
Lang, is to the fore again, ‘‘ The
Disentanglers,” publishd by Long-
man, has just been forwarded for re-
view by Messrs Upton and Co. The
story opens in a dusky little room
in Ryder Street, in which we see
two impecunious young gentlemen,
Merton and his friend Logan, who
commenced the conversation by the
gloomy assertion : ‘[t is a case of
emigration or the workhouse.”
Merton does not favour emigration,
and Logan continues, ‘‘ Oh, hang
it, where is there an opening, a de-
mand, for the broken, the stoney
broke. A man cannot live by cas-
val paragraphs alone.” Merton
implores him to ““Be inventive !
Be modern | Be up-to-date ! Think
of a felt want, as the Convenan-
ting divine calls it: a real public
need, hitherto but dimly present,
and quite a demand without a sup-
ply.”” The econversation contimied
until a great thought flushed Mer-
ton’s brain, and he announced that
he had hit on the Felt Want him-
self. Tt was in effect that they
were to start business -as ‘° Disen-
tanglers.”” Their advertisement ex-
plained the nature of the business.
It was headed, ‘“ To Parents, Guar-
dians, Children and others,” and
set forth the sorrows and anxieties
which beset families in the matter of
undesirable matrimonial engage-
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ments and entanglemsnss. - The ad-
vertisers proposed by a new method
to restore domestic peace and confi-
dehce. No private inguiries were, in
any case, to be made into the past
of the parties concerned. Iiighest
references given and required, ete.,
etc. A wealthy friend finances the
Disentanglers, and they start the
firm under the respectable title of
Gray and Graham. They have pre-
viously enlisted the services of a
few impecunious young ladies and
gentlemen of undeniable good breed-
ing and attractions, but with affec-
tions previously engaged. This was
{0 serve as a guarantee that the
cure would not be worse than the
disease, for these lively young
parties were to be thrown, quite
casually, of course, into the way of
young couples whose parents oh-
jected to their union, and their
superior powers of fascination were
to effect the desired disentangle-
ment. The firm prospered exceed-
ingly, and the hook describes
humorously and graphically the
different instances in which they
were employed. Perhaps the best
two stories in the book are the Ad-
venture of the fair American, whose
father had willed her to the man
who, fulfilling certain conditions,
should bring and add to the
Museum, he had himself founded,
the most original and wunheard of
natural variety whether found in
the Old World or the New, and
that of the Canadian Heiress. In
these the principals of the Firm
take prominent parts, and as An-
drew Lang is nothing if not up to
date, wireless telegraphy, motor
ears and submarine boats are in
great requisition in the recovery of
the heiress. The book is one which
should on no account be missed.

Is there yet room for a fairy
story ? Has not the world already
store enough of dainty chronicles of
the quaint little folk that for all of
us  who keep our memories green
enjoy an existence essentially as

THE NEW: ZEALAND

[March, 1903

real as the personages of history ?
One might think so, and yet the
theme, being almost as old as the
oldest of human passions, it is ca-
pable of a variety of treatment near-
Iy as great. If there be space for a
new love story these must be a
vacant corner for a new tale of
fairyland. To be welcome, how-
ever, it must comform to a high
standard. It is not everyhody that
can draw the bow of the genius
who, in antediluvian days, very pro-
bably, pictured for the children of
all time, and all ages, the story of
the Giant Killer, or that wielded
by the Grimm Brothers, or even
the slimmer weapon of Hans Ander-
sen ; nor is it everybody who, hav-
ing the strength, can avoid the ten-
dency of the strong to teach. TFairy
stories must not teach, they must
reach and win the heart in other
ways. What does “ Alice in Won-
derland ”*  *“ teach.””  Nothing at
all ; 1t simply refreshes, as the dew
does, and that is the office of an-
other story, mot at all like
““ Alice ”” in other respects, that Las
just reached me from the author, Mr
Harry A. James, of Liverpool,
whose publishers, George Newnes
and Co., have collaborated with
him to some purpose. The title of
the boolk is ““ The Doll Man's Gift,”
and the author, like Mr Dodgson,
s a grave man verging towards
middle age, whose serious business
in life is the pursuit of science. If
his Jeisure is given up wholly to the
creation of such books as I have
before me, he is to be envied by all
men grown weary with the mono-
tonous round of life. It reveals a
world of fresh and gracious beauty,
or rather another aspect of that
world to which glimpses have been
given to us by the errant fancies of
our noblest poets, in language that
is comprehended by those who still
trail the ““clouds of glory.” I
were a thankless task to outline the
story, which is its only fit inter-
preter—though that is hardly right,
since the thickly-interleaved pic-
tures, from the pencil of Mr K. M.
Skeaping are asmuch a part of the
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book as Tenniel’s are of Lewis Car-
roll’s immortal production. 1 can
only invite my readers to ask for it
through their booksellers, It is ex-
quisitely printed and bound, con-
tains 200 pages, and the published
price is only one and sixpence.

— —— .

The Premier of New Zealand, re-
cognizing the good that may be

done by the encouragement of
literature in New Zealand, has
offered a Special Prize of Three

Guineas through the New Zealand
Literary and Historical Associa-
tion for the best original story. He
has aptly chosen for the subject one
which giveg the author an admirable
chance to display his deseriptive
abilities in dealing with adven-
turous pioneering days, viz., that of
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goldmining from the time of the
earliest discoveries in Otago, the
West Coast and the Thames. The
only other conditions of the com-
petition are that the story shall not
exceed 3000 words in length, and
that it be forwarded to the Regis-
trar of the Association, P.0., Box
540, Auckland, not later then June
Ist.  As is usual in such competi-
tions, the story must be sighed by
a nom de plume, ard the name of
sender and his or her nom de
plume enclosed in an envelope.
Judges will be appointed by the
Council of the Association. It is to
he hoped that others will follow Mr
Seddon’s example of offering prizes,
as the Association is well worthy of
sapport in this direction. Full par-
ticulars can be ohtained from the
Registrar of the Association.

C. E, Caley,

Vor. VII,—No. 6.--31.

Anocther View of Government House, Wellington,
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The Stage.

By 8. E GREVILLE-SMITH.

R - CUYLER HASTINGES,
: ( the  young  American

actor, and the company
YA\ supporting him have been
SRS making a triumphal pro-
gress through the colony. They
have brought something wholly new
with them, and their mode of repre-
sentation also 1is not without
originality. What specially dii-

Miss Mabel Lane.

ferentiates the plays produced under
the direction of entrepreneurs like
Mr J. €. Williamson from those of
the ordinary type is their complete-
ness, Not only are the leading roles
filled by artists, but the parts of
the footman, the errand hoy, the
paltriest accomplice of the villain,

the maid-servant and the nonde-
script personages who merely walk
on and off, are taken by aciors and
actresses who can, and on occasion
do, perform work of muech higher
importance. Further, the scenery
and mechanical efiects actually ful-
fil the requirements of the play-
wright, by completing the illusion
and inducing a momentary belief in
the reality of the life behind the
tootlights. The involuntary indica-
tions of fear, apprehension and re-
lief, the deep inspiration, the faing
shudder, and the sighs of varying
deprees of duration, form the best
tribute of audiences not easily
moved, not quite uneynical, and cer-
tainly not uneritical. ¢ Sherlock
Holmes ”” would be interesting as
an ordinary melodrama acted by a
scratch company, but it would not
draw the quality of audience that
Mr Gillette and Mr Hastings can
command. In the story of the =ad
scamp, Francois Villon, whose life
and adventures are idealised by Mr
Justin Hunily MeCarthy, the Com-
pany are seen in a fitter setting,
one according more with their de-
gree of excellence ; yet Villon does
not excel Holmes in point of in-
terest, the interest that absorhs,
The words are better, the ideas are
grander, the ideals are nobler, the
atmosphere is not so essentially
sordid in the one play as in the
other, while the love story is in-

finitely more natural, more ecap-
tivating. But Holmes is of our
day, and that fact ensnares .ur

sympathy. *‘ Secret Service ”’ is a
striking Incident in the great Civil
War in America. Love and war,
these are the themes that discover
the greatest charm for us, and Mr
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Mr. Cuyler Hastings,

Hastings and his Company know
how to make the story live before
our eves. Mr Hastings iz sunnorted
by a company that responds to
every call upon them. It is impoa-
sible to appreciate them at their
real value without seeing them in
every play. No one who had ob-
served Miss Chevalier in *“ Sherlock
Holmes” only could form any

adequate conception of the delicate
power she wields as Katherine in
“IE ] Were King.”” And so with
the others. Mr Atholwood, as the
crafty Louis XT., seems to have
stepped out of the pages of ““ Quen-
tin Durward,” closely followed hy
the barber - courtier  Olivier e
Dain.

In this humber are reproduced the
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Talma Studios, Sydney.

portraits of the leading members of
the Company, and some outlines of
their biography will be appropriate.
Mr Hastings is a native of Toron-
to (Canada), where he was called to
the bar in 1890, but he has never
practised. Adopting the stage as a
profession he has played all sorts
of parts under the leading managers
of America, and was specially
selected by Mr Gillette for the roles

Miss May Chevalier.

in  which Aucklanders have been
privileged to see him.

Miss May Chevalier, the leading
lady, came out to Australia under
engagement to Mr J. C. Williamson
for the “ Ben Hur”’ production.
When seen by Mr Williamson in
England, she was playing the part
of Mrs Dane in “ Mrs Dane’s De-
fence,”  having been  specially
chosen for the part by the author,



March, 1903

ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE 435

s
N

X

s
g ity ;
> .‘-L\L‘hﬂfullh H i

Edwards Studio,

Mr H. A. Jones. Miss Chevalier
has had a varied experience, rang-
ing from Shakespeare to broad
farce. She has played under the
management of the Messrs Gatti, of
the Adelphi, Mr Charles Frohmau,
Mr George Edwardes, Mr Charles
Wyndham and at Drury Lane.

Miss Mabel Lane, another memhber
of the ““ Ben Hur ”’ cast, is a young
Victorian who studied and hegan
her professional career in ¥ngland
in Miss Sarah Thorne’s Company,
with whom she played a round of

M. J. B. Atholwood.

old English comedy, and the lead-
ing parts in dramas such as
“Ualled Back,” “ Alone in Lon-
don” and “ The Woman of the
People.”’ Joining Mr Peuley, she
played leading parts in “ Charley’s
Aunt 7’ and other comedies of that

school, and afterwards toured
South Africa with Mr George
Edwardes in ‘“ Under the Red

Robhe,” “ Settled Out of Court,”
etc. Returning to England, she
created the leading part in “ The
Blind Witness.”” Since then Miss
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Miss Minnie Terry.

Lane has played Queen Llizaketh
with Mr Fred Wyndham’s (ompany
in “ Kenilworth,” and in many
other parts bhefore returning 1o
Australia last year. Misg Lare i
singularly gifted, and is still in the
springtide of her career.

Miss Minnie Terry, whose sympa-
thetic acting has so won the
hearts of New Zealand playooers,
belongs to the gifted family which
has Ellen Terry for its chief glorv.
Miss Minnie Terry is a niece of the
great. actress, and the stage has
been her home since she could walk.

She has played with Mr Irving and
her  wunt in  “ Olivia”  and
“ Charles 1., with Mr Charles
Wyndham in “ The Silent Battle,”
and with Mr and Mrs Kendal in ** A
White Lie " and ‘‘ The Pharisee.”
She created the principal part in
“Bootles’ Baby,” and after . a
period of study in France she re-
turned to play in ‘ The Adventurss
of Lady Ursula,” * Sweet -Laven-
der,” and Shakesperian and other
old English comedy. Her ‘° Swaet
Amne Page’ s a most delightful
memory. Before leaving England



March; 1903)

ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE. 487

Edwards Studlo

for Australia she played with Mrs
Langtry ip * The Regenerates.”

Mr J. B. Atholwood is an Aus-
tralian actor, a pupil of the
veteran  William - Hoslting, and
trained in the good school of Wil-
liam Holloway. He is of the band
of youngsters who played in tihe
‘eighties with Fssie Jenyns. Rich-
ard Stewart (now Mr Williamson's
business manager) was another,
and they have all done well. Mr
Atholwood is one of the best
character actors the colonial stage

Mr. Hamiiton-Stewart.

has ever seen, and for the last five
years he has filled that post with
Mr Williamson. He was in New
Zealand with the “Sign of the
Cross,” with Nance (Neill, Wilson
Barrett, and was also a member
of Mr George Darrell’s * Sunny
South * Company. He has numbar-
less triumphs before him.

Mr Hamilton-Stewart, also a
member of the “ Ben Hur’ Com-
pany, is a young actor of great
promise, who has evinced a decided
talent for ‘‘ villainy,” in which he
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BEdwards Studio,

has shone in almost every success-
ful drama during the past dozan
years, Perhaps his greatest success
wag in the Drury Lane production,
““The Price of Peace.” Before com-
ing to Australia he played at the
Haymarket, under the managemeant
of Messre Harrison and Maude, the
part of Lieut.-Col. Anstruther, in
Captain Marshall’'s play, * The
Second in Command.” He has also
acted under the aegis of Mr Chas.
Frohman, the Messrs Gatti, Mr

Wr. Lumsden-Hare.

Edwardes and the late Sir Augus-
tus Harris.

Mr Lumsden-Hare is a handsome
voung Irishman, from Dublln, now
in his twenty-seventh year, with a
bright career ahead. His family
wanted to make a doctor of him,
but his first love was the sea. Then
at ‘Frisco he became enamoured of
the stage, and played at the Al-
cazar Theatre in small parts. Re-
turning home, he went with his
brother (now a doctor) to 8t.
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Thomas’ Hospital, where he ac-
quired the knowledge that fts him
so well for *“Dr. Watson's '’ part.
Since his return to the stage he hag
played a variety of parts. That
of the Colour-Sergeant, in ‘* One of
the Best,”” was created by him. For
eighteen months he was leading
man at the Pavilion, where he waas
engaged for Australia.

Melhear.e,

Vaundyek Studios,

Mr. Edmund Gwenn.

Mr Edmund Gwenn is an actor to
whom nothing comes amiss. He bas
playved pantaloon, and he has
taken Casgiug in ° Juliug Caezar.”
After trying experiences in the Eung-
lish provinces, where the *‘ ghost ”
walked with much uncertainty, Mr
Gwenn got his chance with Mr Wee-
don Grosswith, and played for a
year in ““ The New Boy.” Next,
under Edmund Tearle, he played
no less than forty Shakesperian
characters.  Since then he has ap-
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peared in a round of comedy parts
at the leading London theatres, his
last before leaving England being in
Charles Hawtrey's ¢ The Man from
Blankley's.”

My Hrank Hollins was with Mr
Horbes Robertson’s Shakesperian
Company when he was engaged by
Mr Willamson for “° Drusus,”” the
light comedy part in “ Ben Hur,”

Kyd #awyer, photo,
Mer, Frank Hollins.

and he has proved the wisdom of
the choice by his spirited imper-
sonation of Noel de Jolysin “ i [
Were King.” Mr Hollins has playsd
in most of the successful modern
comedies, including “ Our Boys,”
in which, under Mr Thomas Thorne,
he appeared as Charlie Middlewick.

It may be of interest to the
ladies to know that in private life
Migs Chevalier iz Mrs Hamilton
Stewart, and Miss Minnie Terry is
Mrs Edmund Gwenn.,
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 Madame Mefba.

Probably there are no faces more
familiar to the English people than
that of the great Queen of Song,
who has just completed a hurried
tour of the Colony in pursuance of
a promise made some time ago. Her
genius has made her kin to the
whole race, and pictures of her are
prized alike in the mansion and the
cottage. Nevertheless, it has been
considered fitting that the number
of this magazine issued at a time
made memorable by the diva’s

visit should embrace some souvenir
of the occaston. Our portrait is vne
of the latest. The season, short
as it was, and confined to the prin-
cipal centres of population, was un-
equalled in -brilliancy, and such
that no memories of the past can
challenge. Melba simply demon-
strated to stay-at-home New Zea-
landers, what the human voice can
do under the fairest conditions
granted by nature, genius, and
consummate culture.
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R. . Suatherland, photo. A Sylvan Solitude, Woodhaugh.
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A modest dip in a cool creek,

E. Bradbury, photo
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Posing tor * The Altogether® in a hot bath, Whakarewarewa.

E, Bradbury, photo.
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The Imperial Parliament has
again been opened, and the Speevh
from the Throne duly delivered.
Since so much has been done for
the consolidation of the Empire, it
is natural that an additional in-
terest should be taken by colonials
in the sittings of this august body.
There can be but little doubt that
the men composing it are not likely.
to let new measures pass without
adequate and full consideration,
wherein they differ essentially from
our colonial statesmen. Everything
must be done with due deliberation
and exemplary caution, no matter
at what expenditure of time uand
trouble. Innovations canmot be
rashly hurried in, or obnoxious
bills passed, because it is less
trouble to let them go through and
get away than remain and fight
them out. It is in this extreme cau-
tion and conservatism that the
Britisher shines, but it is through
it also that he does not often get
the credit of instituting any very
practical reforms, either in matters
political, commercial or social. The
stress of life and the adventurous
spirit predominant in new coun-
tries leads one to be always on the
lookout for something to make mat-
ters go more smoothly and easily,
and there is a decided tendency to
relax in some measure the caution
which might prevent the adoption
of some of the reforms which appear
so feasible without overmuch of it.

The measures specified in the press
cables as before the
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Parliament do not, at first glance,
impress one as being very difficult
questions to dispose of, nor is there,
comparatively speaking, much of
colonial significance about them,
But we can feel convinced on one
point, that the interests of the colo-
nies will no longer be ignored and
neglected by the legislators of our
Mother Country as they have un-
doubtedly often been in the past.
The Venezuelan trouble appears to.
have been satisfactorily settled, and
the Commission employed to con-
sider the Alaskan boundary ques-
tion should shortly enable that to
he definitely fixed. Mr Chamber-
lain’s reputation as a statesman
promises to render the restoration
of peace and order in South Africa
a comparatively easy matter, so
that it cannot be said that the Im-
perial outlook is by any means un-

promising.

The movement in {avour of creat-
ing a North Sea Squadron to
counteract Germany’s activity in in-
creaging her fleet, was originated
by a recent discovery that in case
of an invasion of England an attack
could he most successfully directed
in those waters, and a landing
effected in the North, instead of as
Mr Stead prophetically announced,
in London.

_— —

RIGHT REV. C. J. ABRAHAM, D.D.

Many old residents in New Zea-
land will remember Bishop Abra-
ham, of whose death at the ad-
vanced age of 88 we heard by cable
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last month., His [first connection
with New Zealand was when Bishop
Selwyn sent for him to assist in
taking charge of 8. John's College,
Tamaki., When in 18353 the main
operations of the College were aus-
pended for a time, he carried on an
English Boy’s School, a proceeding
for which his distinguished scholas-
tic career and twelve years’ experi-
ence as assistant master at Eton
College admirably fitted him. Jn
1852 he was appointed Archdeacon

Right Rey. C. J. Abraham, D.D,

of Wailtemata, and also Bishop
Selwyn’s chaplain. It was with lLis
able assistance that Bishop Selwyn
first formed a Church Constitution
for New Zealand. In 1858 he was
consecrated Bishop of Wellington,
and did excellent work in that
diocese for some twelve years, On
returning to England, he was con-
nected with the Lichfield Cathedral
as prebendary of Bobenhall, coad-
jutor bishop to Bishop Selwyn, and
residentiary cannon and precentor,
for different terms, holding the lat-
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ter office to 1890. During his resi-
dence in New Zealand he took great
interest in the Maori race, and
championed their canse on several
notable occasions. He was one of
those unostentatious workers to.
whom the Church owes much.

—_——

THE NEW PRIMATI OF ENGLAND.

It would surprise no one that the
Right Rev. Randall Thomas David-
son, D.I., Bishop of Winehester,
was selected for the new Primate of
England in place of the late Arch-
deacon Temple. The nature of his
carcer, his undoubted abilities and
the great influence he could cor-
mand, were bound to lead up to
such a preferment. He had only
heen ordained three vears when hLe
was appointed chaplain and secre-
tary to Archbithop Tait, of Can-
terbury, A year later he marrisd
one of the Archbishop’s daughters.
He continued to hold hig post of
chaplain and secretary to Tait's
successor after that prelate’s death.
The late Queen showed him the
high esteem in which she held him
hy appointing him to the Deanery
of Windsor. He held the Bishoprie
of Rochester hefore that of Win-
chester. 1t is pleasing to note tha
the new Archbishop hag none of the
old narrow views which have done
so much to retard the greater msa-
fulness of the Church—that intoler-
ant uncharitableness towards other
sects which has not unnaturally
cansed so many of its enemies to
hlaspheme. He is essentially broad-
minded in his religious views, has a
charm of manner which is not too
common amongst those in high
positions, and mever spares himself
when work is to be done. The cause
of temperance owes much to his nun-
tiring energy. King Edward show-
ed his appreciation of this distin-
guished and genial ecclesiastic last
year by conferring upon him the
honour of Knight Commander of the
Victorian Order.
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THE PUBLISHERS DESK

IN THE OLD WEST COUNTRY.

Ws would call especial attention to an article which will appear in our next
number, entitled, *In the Old West Country,” by H. F. H. It gives a graphic account
of  that ancient Duchy of Cornwall from which our recent Royal Visitors, the Duke
and Duchess of Cornwall, ivck their premier title,” which will gladden the heart of
every West Country man amopgst us. The fact that many scions of the old families
mentioned in the article either reside amongst ms or have done so, adds materially to
the interest. The article wis written expressly for this Magazine, and the photographs
with whieh it will be profusely illustrated were obligingly sent the writer by friends
on the spot.

N.Z. Literary and Historical Association.
STORY COMPETITION. |

We would call the attention of our readers to an anncuncement in Literary Chat
that the Premier offers a Prize of Three (Guineas, through the N.Z. Literary and
Historical Association, for the best story of Gtoldmining in New Zealand.

CARELESS CONTRIBUTORS.

Wo ocoasionally receive photos without either fitle or name of sender on them,
Both shonld invariably be yencilled lightly on the back of the photo. We recently
received four photos, two of Day’s Bay, one of Picton, and one of Queen Charlotte
Sound, on which the sender hag given the titles but omitted to write his or her name.
‘We should be glad to hear from whom they came.

0
(0

Articles on the follewing subjects will appear shorily :—

Tse Hpiror axp mie ConrriEpToRs— Continued.

Iy mEe O Wesr Countrr.—By &, F. H.

Tae Masow Bez.—By H. L. Machell.

Careyie axp Democracy.—By W. G. MeDouald,

Tre Narve SuEooLs oF AvcELs¥D.—By Idith Searle Grossmann, M.A,

Tee Crores or Exgrawp Turorosicsn Coirkees 1N New ZpaLanp.—By
Rev. C. A, Tisdall, M.A.

Tae Parne Niowmrvs.—By E. Hodgkinson, M.A,

Storiettes by the following Authors:—

Bamsrivg Ricounecrrons.—By Rollingstone.

Ix TE ScRUtLann.—By Racey Sechlank.

Tye Love of Prti—-By Johannes (. Andersen,
Tup Froop ir ’63.—By, F. L. Combs,

Trw Tamine or Tivoray.—E. 8. Worgan.
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