
Sir Edward Braddon,Premier of Tasmania,is brother of MissBraddon, the well-known novelist.
TheRev.John S.Chidwick, who was chaplain of the Maineat

the time of its destruction inHavana Harbour,has been appointed
by the Secretary of theNavy to be chaplain of the Washington
Navy Yard.

Miss AdeleChevalier, the pretty sisterof Mr. Albert Chevalier,
both of whom are Catholics, is, like her brother, musical and
artistic. She is known as the composer of some charming songs,
oneof which, 'My dreamis of thee,' is very popular.

Mr.Grant Allencan boast of havingEnglish, Scottish,Irish and
French blood in his veins. He wasborn in Kingston, Canada, fifty
years ago, and one of his appointments, after a distinguished Uni-
versity career at Oxford, was that of principal of the then newly-
establUhedGovernment College at Spanish Town,Jamaica.

Mr. Rider Haggard, who is a farmer and J.P., as well as a
novelist, lives at Ihtchingham House, Norfolk. The house wps

formerly the property of Major Margitson, Mrs. Rider Haggard*
father. Ditchingham House is rather plainwithout,butextremely
tasteful within. Mr. Haggard farms the property himself, fiction
on an average only occupying a few hours of the afternoon and
evening.

Arthur Playfair, a leading light of the London stage, who
marriedMiss Lena Ashwella yearor two ago, was educited first at
the Oratory School atEdgbaston,under the lateCardinal Newman,
and afterwardsat Ascott College, nearBirmingham. Having been
formerly destined for the army,he spent a short time attheOxford
Military College before making his appearance behind the foot-
lights.

The many readers of that excellent magazine The Austral
Light will be interested to learn that the writer of the serials, The
Mysterious Secret, andOn theBanksof theSwan River,whichhave
run through thepages of thatpublication, is amember of the Aus-
tralian community of the Sisters of St. Joseph. This talented
authoress, whosepen name is 'Una Roe,' intends to publish these
two tales in book form, the proceeds to go for the benefit of her
community.

Ada Rehan, who wasborn inLimerick, was,in the WorldFairy
days, adjudged worthy of a silver statue representing the lass
o'Shannon banks as ' the most perfect type of American beauty.'
Miss Rehan has now a companion beauty. According to the Union
and Times, of Buffalo, Mary O'Shea, ahard-working Irish girl, em-
ployed in the bindery of the Lincoln State Journal, has been
adjudged by the commissioners of the Omaha exhibition the moat
beautiful womanin Nebraska.

The Tuam Jftraid of a recent date contained the following
interesting paragraph: — "We understand that the people of the
electoral division of the Gort Union, where Lady Gregory resides,
intendputting her name forward as a guardian for that division,
andshould she be elected it is not unlikely she will be chosen chair-
womanof the union. Lidy Gregory is an admirable woman of
business.' Lady Gregory is a well-known contributor to the maga-
zines, her treatment of Irish subjects being distiDguished by deep
sympathy.

The most vigorous speaker among the Australian premiers is
Mr. Kingston, and the most eloquent is Mr. Reid. Sir George
lurner is straightforward and earnest, but with no claims to
oratory, while Sir Edward Braddon looks and talks like a British
official. Sir JohnForrest has a bluff heartiness which is veryeffec-
tive,but he has commanded West Australia for so long that he is
somewhat impatient of interjection. Mr,Dickbon, the newQueens-
lard Prime Minister, seems to be entirely lacking in fire and
fervour.

A Mass, which was most singular in its circumstances, was
recently celebrated in the Church of the Jesuits, Gardiner street,
Dublin. The celebrant, the Rev.William Kanfr, was ordained on
the previous day. Hehad been a barrister and a leg1commissioner
m bouthAtrica. The assistant prit bts w«.re his two brothers, the
Rev. Robert and Patriuk Kane,bothJesuits also, and the Mass was
served by another brother named John. They are all relations of
the late Sir Robert Kane,author of The Industrial hettoureex of
Inland, and of the distinguished Captain Kane, of the warship
Calliope, whosaved his ship by running her out to the open sea
whenhalf a dozen vessels of war and a dozen merchantmen were
sunk in theharbour of Apia during a terrific tornado.

Six world's records were brokenon American soil in amateur
athletics during the past year. The figures altered were for throw-
ing the 16-poundhammer,pole-vaulting and running thehigh and
low hurdles. Among the record-breakers is JohnFlanagan,of the
New YorkAthletic Club, whoupset the record tables for the weight
twice in theseason of 1898. He raised the figures for the 16-poußd
hammer from 150 feet 4 inches to 15S feet 4 inches. The first
alteration took place at the Southern championships heldinNew
Orleans. Here Flanagan cast the missile a distance of 153 feet
7 inches. Two weeks later, at New Jersey,theheretofore invincible
Irishoian met defeat at the hands of J. C. McCracken, of theUni-
versity of Pennsylvania, who put the record to 153 feet 8 inches.
The latter'B triumph, however, was short lived. Flanagan,a fort-
night later,at the spring sports of the New York Athletic Club,
turned the tables on the student,and putthe record whereit stands
to-day— at158 feet 4 inches. Heduplicated this performance at the
autumn meeting of the New York Athletic Club,and would have
put the record still higher had not the hammer got caught in the
branches of a tree and hung suspended in the air. The muscular
giant fromKilmallock, County Limerick, says that hebelieves that

i he has not reached his limit,and will try to put the record well
iabove IGO feet beforehe quits thegame.
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'
Ishall

—
ask her to be my wife,' said Warrington witha rush,'

as soon asIdare call
—

whichIhaven'tdone since we've beenback—
more thana week.'

'But, Warrington,' said Vicary, puzzled, 'she's not Buch a
Tartar.'" She the best girl in the world,'said Warrington, V.C.;'and
the only thing in itI'm afraid to face.'

1Why, what would she do?' said Vicary.'DoI' said Warrington, with both hands at his moustache.
'DoI Why, she'll drop her eyelashes, or fhe'U curl the corners of
her mouth or she'll glance at meover her shoulder, withher chin
up,and then

—"And then V said Vicary,twinkling.'ThenIshall sweatlike a coolie, and stand gaping like a stuck
pig,' said Warrington, savagely ;'and my knees will go flabby and
my face twitchy,as youelegantly put it. Good-by.'

'Eh?''I'm going therenow. Imean to gothere now.''Yes,' said Vicary;
'and directly you're outside you'll stand

for a quarter of anhour,and thencut off home and spend theeven-
ing practicingprofanity in solitude.'

Warrington stood in front of his junior, and dared not con-
tradict.'Unless

— '
saidVicary, andstopped andgrinned." Unless,' said Warrington, withpainful eagerness.

1Unless,' saidVicary, coolly,knocking his pipeout in the grate,'unless Icome withyou.'
Warrington drew a longbreath.'Thanks,'he Baid shortly,and watched Vicary putting on his

coat andhat, andpulled his moustache violently.
As they left the room he slipped his hand through Vicary's

arm.'Three doors down the square,' said Vicary to the cabman
through the trap.'

Tell him todriveonce round first,' said Warrington, pulling a
glove off and then beginning toput it on again. ' I've got some-
thing to sayto you

— '
'It'llkeep,' said Vicary. 'Out youget.'
< No

—
Isay

—
half a minute, Vicary ! Is my tie straight ? I

ought to have my collar. Hang it— all right, I'm coming. Wait
for us, cabby

—
we shan't be fiveminutes. Vicary,don't ring, I— l

don't thinkI'll call to-day, after all it's a bit late, don't you think?
You have rung ? Dash it! I—I— let me ask.' The door was
opened.

'Is Mr.Rivers in/ No ? Oh, thank you. It doesn't matter.
I'llcall again. Good—'

Vicary caught him ashe turnedand teld him fast.'
Is MipsRivers in ?' he asked.

1Yes sir,'said the man, who knewhim well.
'Say LieutenantBeverley Warrington wishis to pee her for a

few moments on most important— come here, youold idiot— on most
important businew.

Inside the house Warrington mopped his face and rehearsed
Bpeechesin a low monotone until the manreappeared.'

Will you walkupstairs,sir, please /''Walk up,' said Vicary, sternly,and marched him out of the
room.'Right half face I Quick march1 Go onyou conqueringhero,
andgood luck attend you.'

Warrington did not answer, but breathed stentorously and
fingered the balustrade.'Up yougo I' said Vicary.'There sno retreat. She's waiting for you.'

< £ — r wish you could come, too,' said Warrington in a loud,
hoarse whisper.

Vicary grinned, shaking with internal laughter. Warring-ton
glared at him, groaned, and went slowly upstairs, where the man
stood patiently waiting to announcehim.

Vicary heard him say breathlessly, 'Wait a minute!' but the
manpreferred not to hear him, and opened the door with a most
portentious'Lieutenant Beverly Warrington.'

Vicary waited in the library. He smoked one cigarette, and
another,and another. He tried to read,buthe gave itup. He tried
to laugh at the scene in whichhe had just tak,npart,but gave that
up to. After all, he was in no Lm^hiug mood where Wamng'on'h
happinesswas concerned.

And at last when thehands of the clock showed three-quarters
of an hour gone,Wamngton's voice from upstairs called hoarsely,'Vicary !'

He paused a moment, breathless. Then another voice, far
clear* rand sweeier,but with just a faint tremor in it,repeated,
Vicary !'

And then he flew upstairsas fastashis wound allowed him.
—

Exchange. ____________ _____
Profit is never withouthonour, evenin its own country.
Talk asmenshoit;make everything that you sayhit themark,

anddon't wasteyour ammunition.

MR.P. LUNDON, Phoenix Chambers, Wanganui, is still busy

putting people on the soil. He has also hotels in town and

country For Sale and To Lease Write to him.— /„
London Dental Institute.— £1000 has been depositedby

the principal with the Bank of Australasia at Dunedin as a

guaranteeof our worth. See advertisements. Complete sets from
£3 3s ;gas,2s 6d;extractions, 2s 6d and Is. Absolutely painless
All work guaranteed 10 years. Money refunded if not found
jktiafactory.— «*«
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