
Of Interest to Women.

HEALTH, WEALTH, AND
HAPPINESS.

WEALTH.
Words need a dcal of explaitiing some-
timcs, especially tliose which, like this
one, iiavo acquired secondary or popular
meanihgs or are npplicable in more than
onc direction or domain.
Say "wealth," and what does the aver-

age man or woman see ? If I say "horse,
"

your memory recalls a- variety of animal

forms, ratiging from Ihe patient draught
to Ihe high-stepping racer, but all possess-
ing similar outlines and attributes. What
visions does the word "wealth" evoke ?
Most probablv largo houses with rich
carpets and soft cusliions; finely up-
hnlstered • shining motor cars,

fur coats,

jewels, i! ks, and satins, ricli food to eat,
and servants to do your work. Or is it a
vision of travel, luxurious hotels, new
sights and Bounds, the pleasurable excite-
rnent of novelty and motion ? Or, again,
a p uidod chair in a carpeted inner sanc-

ttnii where sits a potentate like a spider
in the eentre of his web manipulating the
d«lioatc strings of finance and •waiti:;.; for
Ihe rites to "come into his parlour?" That
is tho kind of wealtli anyway that most

jwople are out aftcr and the kind that
wti are most often by the jjdsest told
doesn't matter.

A s a niatter of faet, I believe ninety

jier cent. of ns tliink such wealth rather
desirahlc ; we look on at its vagaries with

euriositv , interest, perhaps now and then

a twinge of envy ; but we don't trouble

ourselves vcry much abont it because it is
oufc of our reach — that is so long as we are

eomforlalle ourselves and have most things
that we real'lv need. Then we can heartily .
emiorse is crissa's sage remarks : 1 or

aoght 1 sea, tliey
are as siek that surfeit

with too much as tliey that starve with ?

nothing. 'Tis no mean happiness there-
fc»re, to be seated in the mean.

'ompetcney has our vote tTien, and we
oun eat our dinner in the liappy conse-

! i.mees of having earned it without any
pangs of heart because some one else's
rne.ai is more varied and elaborate and
servid in finer dishes. If we are liungry
tlsough- and have no food; if we are cold
and laek fire or shelter, then are we apt
to look fierce and inutter tl'reats against
those who lie softly and eat daintily. And
sf there is a majority among us cold and

hungry while a few go fat and warm;
and further, if the few are idle while the
wiany toil, then revolution is at hand. And
who should wonder at French terrors or
Russian terrors or any other kind of horror
which sprang out of injustice such as
that? If you saw your children starving
and our neighbours' children starving
by the score and , the hundred and the

thousand while the pangs of liunger
gripped your own belly, and the cold
wiml whistled through your rags, would
you Jiot find the dull red rage of resent-
nient against the unworthy rich rising into
a white destroying flame of rebellion and
revolution. We New Zealanders have our
grievances, but all round, we are are too
comfortable to inake Bolshevists or Jacob-
ins of. But comfort is tbe only reason
why we are ohly Liberals or Labourites in-
stead.

Wealth is possession—in its vulgar ac-
coptation it is the possession of much stnff,
houses and lands, clothes and earriages,
food and furniture. It is more than that,
since the possession of more stnff than we
can ourselves use, implies the opportunity
to command ihe services of others. The
wealthy can hire men and women, and
the hiring is the more easy and satisfac-
tory if things are so arrangcd that they
can thcmselves dictate the terms of the
bargain. It is ever disturbing to the mind
of wealth to find the hireling -insisting on
two sides to the business and his the more
cogent.
And all this to the modern . mind is

summecl up in the word "money." V"A
simple invention it was," says Carlyle, "in
the old-world grazier, sick of lugging his
siow ox abont the country till he got it
bartered for corn or oil, to take a piece
of i rather and thereon scratch or stamp
the mere figure of an ox (pecus), put it in
his pocket and eall it pecunia, money. Yet
hereby did barter grow sale, the leathern
money is now golden and paper, and all
miracles liave been out-miracled ; for there
are Rothschilds and English National
Debts, and who so has sixpence is sove-
reign (to the length of sixpence) over all
men ; commands cooks to feed him, phil-
osophers to teach him, kings to mount
guard over him—to the length of six
pence. ' '

This kind of wealth, I take it, is not
the kind which the old saying wishes us
in the triplet. "Health, wealth and
happiness." That is the true wealth, of
which more anon: but this is the wealth
uw>st often and vividly before our minds'

and it is worth while to consider it for a
time.
Trae is it that to a man or woman sug-
fering the pinch of want or chafing under
the limitations of "straitened means, it
sounds like vilest cant to talk of the

futility of wealth. None the less is it ;n
rcality futiie, even from the materialist
point of view, "because," to quite Carlyle
again, "there is an infinite in man wlrich
with all his cunning he cannot quite hury
under the finite. Will the whole finance
ministers and upholsterers and confection
ers of modern Europe undertake, in joint-
stock companv, to make one shoe-black
happy ? They eannot accomplish it above

an hour or two ; for the shoe-black also

has a soul quite other than his stomach,
and would require, if you consider it, for
his permanent satisfaction and saturation,
simply this allotment, no more and no
less, God's infinite universe altogether to
hiraself, tlierein to enjoy infinitely and
fill overy wish as it rose. Always there is
a black spot in our sunshine — it is even

the shadow of ourselves." It is the
wealth that is typified by money that a
greater than Carlyle saicl : "How hardly

shall they that have riches enter into the
kingdom of God," and again "What shall
it profit a man if he gain the whole world"
and lose his own soul ?" Yet the people
wlio listen to these words on Sunday go
out to business on Monday more than ever
determined to grasp some of that wealth
for themselves. Let us next week con
sider a few faets about this kind of wealth
and especially about what is the attitude
and relation to it of women.

Children's Column.
THE ROSE GARDEN.

CHARMING STORY FOR CHILDREN.

Rosalie was a very lonely litle girl. She
had not#got even any school-fellows to !
play with, and how she longed for a little j

brother or sister. "If .you try to he a j
good girl, Miss Rosalie," her nurse would
say. "then perhaps the fairies will send
you one."
At la t something wonderfull really did
hnppen. She awoke, one beautiful moon
light night, to hear a little voice calling
her name. She sat up in bed, rubbing
her eyes. Then, perched on the ber-rail
at the foot of the bed, she saw a tiny
little man ; he was not more than a foot
higli, and was clotlied from head to foot
in shimmering green, while from his shoul-
ders grew a pair of dainty gauzy., win.gs.
"Come along," he said, "I am sent to
take you to the Eairy Rose Garden. You
must be quick," he added, as the little
givi jumped out of bed, and began putting
on her dressing-gown.
He led her to the corner of the room,
where, in the wainscoting, Rosalie saw a
tiny door she had never seen before.
"But I eaivt get through there," she'
objected, hardly knowing whether she Avas
awake or dreamiiig.
The fairy laughed and said something
—what it was she 'did not hea.r, but the
next minute she found she was no liigher
than the little fairy, who opened the door,
and led her down a long passage and
through another door.
Now Rosalie foimd herself in the most
beautiful garden she had ever seen. Here
there grew nothing but roses, of every
colour and description, but much larger
than ordinary roses.
"Now," said the little fairy, "be quick
and choose your baby, because it is near-
lv morning."
Rosal;e was just wondering what he
meant when she happened to look more
elosely at one of tlie roses. No wonder
they were large, for in the heart of every
oue there lay a dear little baby!
"Oh !" ci'ied Rosalie, "Am I reaily to
choose one to keep!"
She began running from rose to rose,
and peeping inside. It was very diflicult
to choose. Eaeh baby seemed prettier i

and more lovable than the last.
At length, she found a large creamv rose '
in which lay a lovelv baby boy fast asleep.
J

As Rosalie looked at him he
opened his

eyes, and held liis arms to her with a
little gurgles of deliglit.
"I'll have you, you darling" exc'aimed
Rosalie, but as sbe bent over him sho
heard a well-known voice saying "come,
wake up Aliss Rosalie!"
To her surprise, Rosalie found herself
back m her own little bed at home. Nurse

j
looking very pleascd and excited, was |
trying to wake her up.
"Miss Rosalie," she said, "be quick and !

dress. There is something for you to see
in your mother's room."
"I know," said Rosalie, as she jumpcd
out of bed, and began to dress as fast as
she could. As she did so, she poured
forth the story of her wonderful advent-
ure.
"Well, that, was a strange dream," said
nurse at last.
Rosalie shook her head ; she was certain
it was not a dream. When she crept iato
i

;

her mother's room, she was more certain
than ever, for there in the bed beside
her motherlay the very saxne baby brother
that she had cbosen in the Eairy Rose
Garden.
j
So Rosalio WM a lonely little guT no

j longer.

The Home.

PICKI.ING ONIONS AND GHERKINS.

To retain the while colour of onions
when piclcled proceed as follows :— Pour
hot water over the small onions to facili-
tnte the remova,l of their skins. As
they are skinned, place tliem in strong
brine. After tw,enty-four hours
renew the brine aud repeat this opera-
ation next day. On the following day
ptc the onions in. i'resh water and heat
them to the boilmg point stirring fre-
quently. Milk added to the water helps
to whiten the onions. Drain wcll, place
tli3 onions in a jar and pour boiiing
vinegar over them. No spices must be
added if the white colour is to be re-
tained. To retain the green colour of
gherkins (small cucumbers) let them
stand all night ih water, to which salt
has been added. Drain off the water
and roplace by vinegar, in which parsley
has been s,teeped fv)r some days. The
vinegar is boiled with one ounce of
cloves, one ounce of allspice, and a picco
of alum the size of a walnu t. The
boiliijtg- vinegar is pouru ti over the gher
kins, and tbe pickles covered with green
cabbage leaves. Tbe addition of a few
green peppers is a grcat improvement.

To Clean Serge.—Damp the serge with a
sponge and warm water. Then allow it
to dry. Il' now it is well brushed with a
soD, brush over which a little oil of olives
h'is been dropped, the gloss is entirelv re-
moved, and the serge presents a new ap-
pearance. 2—Make a. solution of spirit of
wine two paris, strong ammonia one part;
lay the serge on a bare wood table, then
ta ke a pieee of old serge or fkmnel, dip
into the ammonia mixture, and apply to
the dirty parts, rubbing vigorously. To
remove tlie glossiness, try a teaspoonful
of powdered nut-galls in a cupful of hot
water, and apply to tbe serge as before.

Seven M.ints for Scrubbing Floors. 1.—

Always scrub the way of the grain of the
wood. 2.— Have pleniv of clean warm
water. 3.— Only scuib so far as the arm
can reach at a time. Then wash and dry
that part. 4.— Change the water as soon
as i is dirty. 5. — Do not use more water
than is necessary to clean the boards. 6.—
When scrubbed, clean , rub the boards well

with a clean. flannel wrung out of clean
water, and then dry with a dry cloth,
rubbing the way of the grain. 7.— After
scrubbing, wash the brush immediately and
hang up to dry, so as to liarden the hairs
or fibre.

% •—

To Remove Mildew from Lace Curtains :
1.—Take 2oz of chloride of lime, pour on
it one quart of perfectly boiiing water in
an earthenware vessel, stirring till dissolv-
ed Then strain through a piece of muslin
to reinove any himps that may remain,
ad 1 three quarts of cold water, and steep

tho curtains in it for 10 hours. Take out,
rinse in cold water, and you will find every
spot has disappeared. 2.— One ounce
oxalic acid and one ounce of citric acid, j
dissolved in a pirit of new milk. Rub spots j
till they vanish. Wash at once. 3.—Four ,
ounces soft soap, 4oz. white powered
starch, 2oz. common salt, juice of a lemon.
Mi c all into a paste with sufficient water,

and apply to spots with a sponge. Expose
to the air 12 hours, rinse, and, if neces
sary, repeat operation.

To Stain Floors.—Frist brush them over
with a w.eak solution of glue aud water.
When the iloor is quite dry, take two
ounces of permanganate of potash and lis-
sclve it in bait* a gallon of boiiing water.
Brush this over the part to be stained.
If the boards are not dark enough give a
seccnd coat, and when perfectly dry polishwitl beeswax and turpentine.

To Preserve French Beans for Winter
Usc. -In winter, when fresh, green veg
etables are almost unpro.curable, we may
be gla d to till bacx on tliose preserved byartifical means. French beans, may be
stored as follows:-- Gather tbe pods
Ihe c >ol of the day, wipethem with a clean cloth, and after

pnttnig a layer of salt at the botfcom of
a stone jar, place a layer of beans over.
Then sprinkle in more salt. and continue
tdl the jar is nearly iull. Fill up withwater and tio down. The brine should
be occasionally poured off and renewed.
If the beans are taken out, waslied in cold
watei and left to lie in it three or four
hours before cooking, their flavour is little
inferior to those just gathered from the
garden. Plenty of salt must be used.

Kitchen Hints.—How to bu rn vegetahlexefuse. All refuse of the kind ought to b©
j

bumed promptly ; sanitation and economy
both demand it. An easy method is to
break cabbage leave3 into small pieces,
also peelings and any other refuse. This
done, lay it on paper, which roll up tight,
and when the kitchen fire is not needed,
place the packet sideways on the top of
the coals at the back of the grate. The
fkmes will scorch the paper, and it will
look ahnost like coal. The contents will
burn steadily and give out no disagree-
able odour. Decaj-ed vegetable matter is
a great menace to health at all times, ;

more especially so in hot weather. What
is more, it att-racts flies, v/hich, in their
turn are a danger to health.

Cheese Pie. — Pastry (any nice sort),
I'lb milk, three-quarters of a pint; eggs,
three; clieese (grated), 4oz ; salt, cayen-
ne, nutmeg. Line a deep baking-tin all
through with a thin lining of the pastry.
Prick the bottom part over with a fork,
to prevent it forming blisters. Beat "ihe
eggs till a light froth. Mix these with
all but a tablespoonful of the cheese, and
add to them the milk. Season well, us-
ing nutmeg very cautiously—a few grains
are sufficient for most people, and some
dislike even this amount. Put the pastry-
Imed tin in a sharp oven,and bake it un-
til the pastry is just crisp. Now pour
in the cheese custard. Put back again
into a rather slow oven, and bake gently
till the custard is set. Then dust the sur-
face over with the remainder of the
cheese, and serve hot. Cut out in neat
portions as required-

Kitchen (a Hindoo recipe). —Steep a
quarter of a pound of dole or split peas
for some hours. Take them, with half
a pound of rice, and put them ir.to three
pints of boiiing water; boil it till quite
soft. Take a quarter of a pound of but-
ter, slice two or three onions, brown them
in ihe butter, take them out, mix the
butter with the dole and rice, heat it,
&nd when served thin the onions over it.

Eggs a la Tripe. — Slice up three large
onions, parboil and drain them, then
finish cooking them in milk, very slightly !

salted. When done drain them on a
sieve, and make a thick Bechamel sauce
with the rnilk in which the onions have
been boiled, and add one gill of thick
cream. Season with salt, Cayenne pep-
per, a.nd grated nutmeg. Slice six hard-
boiled eggs and mix with the onions in
the eauce, lightly stirring the whole on
the fire with a wooden spoon. Place the
eggs and onions on a dish surrounded by
a border of sippets of toast, and decorate
with a layer of ehopped parsley over the
top and a few spots of anchovy essence,
c^kI serve veiw hot.

Cheese Puffs. — 6oz grated cheese, 4oz of
flour, 2oz of butter, half a pint of water,
2 whole eggs and one yolk, salt, pepper
and cayenne. Put the water and butter
into a pan and let them boil fast; add the
fiour, salt, pepper and cayenne gradually,
and stir till it leaves the pan clean; then
remove the pan from the fire, stir in the
cheese and the egg yolk, beating well to-
gether, and add the other eggs one afc a
time. Have some boiiing fat ready then.
with two spoons which have been dippedin the fat, drop in small portion9 of the

j

cheese
mixture and

fry
them

light
brown.

I Drain well and servo on a folded

napkim

|

KEIM'S FOR RINGS.

| Wemafcea
Jr I i JEWELE«L„ I

ispecia,

feiturs
I

of Engagement, wATCHES.
Wedding and ^ —

Dress Rings. ^ ^'ze-
Card Fre I

| N. J. M. RE1N,

|
Watehrnaker and Jeweller, Dee Streei, Invercargill,

|

'
Phone 151, 1

BAELOW'S Jnhilee Store,
I *

I

Is the place to buy your GROCERIES —where you get the best valua !oi|
cash. Established nearly a quarter of a century; still going strong. yl
your orders by post or 'phone, and you will receive them promptly forc^l
on delivery. Pay cash and save booking charges.

DEE 5TREET, INVERCARGILL.

MISS BREY,
THE PARAMOUHT,
THE PAlt ASIOWfST ,

IF you
have not already seen ovir Aatu J
display of

VELOUR TWEED AND RAIN C0JJ|j
make a point of doing so early. Youi'll
be delighted with our exceptional nnn

«*
|

From 69/6 to 12 Guineas. J

JNYERCARGILL
MILK SUPPLI.I

Phone 556. 53 Yarrow street, I

MILK MILK MILK I
and and and

|

CREAM ! CREAM ! CBEAM! 1

From the finest pastures in Southlanb. 1

Clean, pure, sweet, wholesome, and scieai

tifically pasturised. I

A BOON FOR BABIES.

Our Motto: "Purity." J

MILK MILK MILK I

and and sn|I I

.
CREAM ! CREAM!

CREAM!
■

Invercargill Milk If

Sapply, I
53 YARROW STREET. I

A WEARY LOT IS THINE,
FAIR MAID.

(From "Rokeby," Canto III.)

A weary lot is thine, fair
niaid,

^

I

A weary lot is thine!
To pull the tborn thy broff

to I

And press the rue for wine.
I

A lightsome eye, a soldier s
1111 '

H'

A feather of tlie blue I

A doublet of the Lincoln green,
I

No more of mo you knew, I

My Love! I
No more of me you Lnf

" I

This morn is merry June, II |
The rose is budding 1'"'.ir su0*, I
But she shall bloom in ^ j
Ere we two maet again- I

He turn'd his charger as 1

Upon the river shore,
I

He rave the bridle-reins ■

SOd "Adicu lor |
My Love ! » I

And, Adieu for evcrrnore. ^
^

I

cL.lt "Pqetical W0^
-S

Sir Walter Scott, [


