
noble one! across the lone sands of Haumu, beyond thegrim barrier of Paerau, going- before to'join the illus-
trious dead. Woe unto us that are left desolate in the
VaJley of Sorrow. In li.c thou wert great. Across the
wide oceanof Kiwa, beset by the turbulent waves of
faction, 'mid the perverse winds of opinion, thou didstessay forth that thy peoples may reap of benefits, that
these islands and thy mother race may see and do their
duty in the broader spheres of Empire and humanity.
Fate relentless, however, seized thee in the mid-oceanof
effort, and compelled thee into the still watersof death
to rest. Sleep, thou, O father, resting on great deedsdone, sujjg that to generations unborn they \vi,ll be as
beacons along the highways of history. Though thou art
gone, may thy spirit, which so Jong mojved the heart of
things, inspireus to greater,nobler ends. Stay not your
lamentations, Oye peoples, for ye have indeed lost afather. Verily our pa of refuse is razed to the ground !
The breastwork of defence for great and small is taken.
Torn by the root's is the overshadowing rata ! As the
fall of the towering totara in the deep forest of Tane,
so is the tragic death of a mighty man earthquakes to
the rending crash. Our shelter gene, who will 'temper
the wind ? What of thy Maori hereafter, unless thoucanst from that distant bourne help and inspire the age
to kindlier impulse and action. So l)ide ye in your
grief, bereaved ones ! Thouuh small our tribute, our
hearts have spokrn, oir feet have trod the sacred pre-
cincts of the courtyard of death. Our hearts will be
his grave. Love will keen his memory green through
the long, weary years.

Farewell !'This,' said Mr. Carroll, addressing Captain Seddon,
and handing him the address, which was signed by the
Native Minister, the Maori members of the Legislature,
and over 100 representative natives, 'is a modest tri-
bute from your father's Maori friends.' Then came an-
other burst of song in that doleful minor key that the
Maori so much affects, and the weeping and the wailing
commended anew. They were weeping in real earnestnow— old men and women, young men and maidens, andeven the litt-.e picaninnies— as only the Maori can weep.
Then old Te Huki, a Wairarapa chief, grey and grizzled,
but with a, splendid voice yet for all his 70 odd years,
led his people in a weird chant. He knows the old
v/aiafcas as few of the new generation 1 now them, and
this was one of the most effective songs. As these
wailing cadences rose and fell, resounding through the
long lobby, they set one's nerves a-quiver, and eventhroughout both song and speech the crying of thewomen, or the low, dismal wailing smote the ear like
the sound of a sobbing sea. The women satin? round
the bier sobbed bitterly, and men were not ashamed towipe away their tears.

Rutana Ngahine (West Coast), Tirnoti Whena South-ern Maori district, \\i Peri (East Coast), Takarangi
Miti Kingi (Wanganui), Hone Hek (NorthernMaori dis-
trict), and George Robertson (Canterbury) added their
tiibiite to the memory of the illustrious dead.

' Go,my friend, go,' said one grey-bearded old man," with awreath df green about his shoulders. 'Haere ! haere !Go ! go the way of all kings and queens and protec-
tors ! Go, thou who protected and nourished theMaori;who protected the weak, and were not afraid of thestrong.' The speech was interrupted by a fat and smil-ing woman, -who, with rolling eyeballs, quivering, out-stretched hands, and grotesque bodily contortions, gave
the tune for another wailing song. Miti Kina;i, a namefamous in New Zealand history, was one of' the last tospeak, and he led the mourners in a burst of son^— adefiance of death— that grew involume and went roiling
through the building, the* piercing screams of the womenrising above the male voices, and the whole growing
fiercer and fiercer till it almost shook the building. 'We
defy you ! We laugh at you \

'
they shouted in amighty chorus, with a rhythmic stamping of feet and awild brandishing cf taiahas, meres, and green branches.It was the final effort

—
the grand climax of the weirdand sad Maori ceremonial for the dead. Then they filedpast the coffin, momentarily bowing their heads, andshook hands silently with the three sons. In a littlewhile there was silence once more in the lobby, and aswe walked down between the parterres of flowers wetrod under foot on the red carpet the witberine: leavesshaken from the green boughs and garlands of theMaorimourners.

It is stated that during the few hours the remainswere in"the Parliamentary Buildings fully 30,000 per-
sons filed through the lobby,, pavjng their las«t respectsto the memory of the deceased. The funeral tookplace in the afternoon, and in addition to the immenseconcourse of mourners from all over the Colony whotook parti in. the sorrowful procession, many thousandslined the route to the cemetery. Business was suspen-ded during the whole day in Woliington, and signs of

mourning were\isibleeverywhere. Offices, banks, andall business places were also closed for the whole day inall ihj principal cities and towns of thus Colony. Fromtwo to four oclock in the afternoon meetings and mem-orial services, at whhh feeling references to the sadevent were made, too.* place in nearly every centre inNew Zealand.
A Dunedin Tribute.

InDunedin a detachment of the Permanent Artilleryand Catholic members of the Volunteer force and theSt.Joseph's School Cadets marched to St. Joseph's,
under command of Lieutenant D. Hickey, D.S.O. Sur-geon-Captain O'Neill and L'aotaiu Hussey were also inattendance. Arriving at St. Joseph's,-4he companypro-ceeded to the school ground, where they weredrawn up in parade form. Here they weremet by the Rev. Father Coffey, Adm. of St. Joseph'sCathedral, who spote as follows -.—Volunteers,— We meetthis afternoon to add our tribute of respect to the mem-ory of that great man— Richard John Seddon— whosemortal remains are now being c< nsigned to the earth inthe landhe loved so well. On an occasion such as thisit ill befits me to occupy your time by entering in 'de-tail into the- history of his life. That history is lyingopen as a boo< before you— he that runs may read.Neither do Iconsider it my duty to pass judgment onhis works. The time for so doing has yet to come;but when it does comeIfeel confident such matureJudg-ment will uphold the tribute which his countrymen, ofevery shade of opinion, are now placing as a wreath ofrosesonhis bier. Rather, do Idesire to indicate thelessons which you young men may learn from his lifeThe first lesson is the hi^h idr-al which he hadconceivedof life, and his ambition to attain it. We may speakof him as Sir Humphrey Davy spoke of himself " 'Ihave neither riches nor power nor birth to recommendme; yet if Ili\ e Itrust Isliall be not of less serviceto mankind and to my friends than if Ihad been bornwith these advantages.' This country, nay, the Em-
pire, to-day recognises the fulfilment of such a concep-tion in the life of him whose loss we now mourn. Hewas 'an active doer, a noble liver.' As a boy in Aus-tralia, as a miner in Westland, as a Minister in Welling-ton, as Prime Minister of the Colony, as one of theforemost men in the Empire, he has shown his faithinthe truth that

"
all man's faculties of mind and powersof body, with the mighty impulse of God's Spirit mov-ing his heart, are given that he should work, that heshould show men how to live, how to labor, how toconquer.' His life teaches you young men that itshould be your ambition to

'
Tetter your position' al-ways along the lines of justice and rectitude, believ-ing in the proverb, ' To thine own self be truethou canst not then be fal^e to any man

'
; or in

*
theone taken from the French, 'It is the man who makes

the land.' Do your work well, seek to make perfectwhatsoever thou settcst thy hand to ; create thy oppor-tunities—do not wait for them,— they will never turnup.Life is one grand golden opportunity from the cradle tothe grave. Difficulties develop genius. Have a purposein life and a faith in yourselves,, and you shall suc-ceed,but never allow success make you forget themates of former days— the men who helped you tomount the ladder,— a- lesson verypertinently taught bythe life of the late Premier. By this indomitableen-ergy and iron will he raised himself to the highestposition in the land. He had honors showered upon
him by his fellow-countryman,1-<by his fellow-statesmenin the other colonies, even by his King ; yet to hiscompanions of his earlier years he was ever the 'Dick 'of the mining days. He was never known to desertan old fiiend, and when opportunity offered nothinggave him greater pleasure -mm to seek out andhavea talk with an old miner whom he met, not in anyspirit of condescension, but as man to man. In one ofhis last visits to our fair city he gave proof of thisgrand spirit, which t<o my mind was one of the se-crets of his power over the minds of his countrymenHe then found time to visit the.home of the agedpoor
in Anderson's Bay and the- Benevolent Institution andwere you to see the beaming faces of those old'peo-ple as they grasped his hand, now stilled in death,and thanked him for having passed the Old-age Pen-sions Act, you would then see the secret of his pow-er. He lovod his people, and thereforehe was anxiousto aid as far as circumstances permitted any workcalculated to ma>e their homes happier and their livesbrighter without distinction of class or creed. Indeedreligious prejudice seeks in vain for a home in suchminds as his. Strong in his own opinions, he wasever tolerant to those who differed from him.. Hardthings may have been said, but they were not1 re^

'
membered. His heart w?s good enough and his" mindwas large enough to sllow for difference of opinionsIhave not yet touched on what to my mind is the
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