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A "WOMAN'S WALK OVER THE NIAGARA.

precipitating uponthe rocks of the sea,from a cliff 100 feethio-hanotherchild10 or 12 years old,who wasrunning awaytoescape'
Two days after(November 22nd) thenews reachedKororareka; agreat alarm spreads;nearly all the natives haveleft the town;amournful and sinister silence prevails. However the bay iscrossedby numerous boats and canoes. The Maoris on the onehand,according to their wildcustoms, expectasuddenriseof allthe whitementorush and slaughter them at once; on theotherhand, the whitemen think thatthis massacre is only thesignalforthe massacreofall the white m«n. Amessage issent to the com-mander of anEnglish man-of-waranchoredatKussell Town,a fewmiles fromKororareka. A regular watchis keptduring the ni^ht.To the great uneasiness of the white population, the threemen-of-war which werein the Bay sail away the next morning
when their presence was most needed. A schooner loaded withEuropeanshadbeen tacking about in the Bay all the night forfear of amurderousattack. Meanwhile, the news came that themurdererhadbeenfoundout; thatheis theson of aMaorichief;jthenatives keephim in irons among them;theyhave found onhim frno watchesandagold chain that he took from his victims.Moka, an influential chief, shows the culprit to theEuropeans
Thetownremains in a state of stupor and fea,r. Some suggestthat anattack should bemadeon the Maoris to force them tosur-render the murderer; the Magistrate,Mr.Beckham, opposes thesuggestion. He even forbids arming for a defence. Peopleare j
suprisedthathe does nottake anystepsin the matter. IHowever,two Europeansgo to thenatives,who weremeeting|
toconsider the affair;they ask that the murderer shouldbe sur-
rendered. The natives make a sort of promise,but they seem tofear to meddle toomuch;they wish for peace, but are afraidof '.
the whitemen, who want to assist them incapturing the guilty,i
The day is over, and nothing has been done; the anxiety con-tinues, and apprehensions are entertainedfor the night. Eewa,
anotherinfluentialchief,has sent the newsof the event to head-
quarters, to Papahia and Hokianga. His intentionsiarenot known. A general slaughter of all the whites is still ap-Iprehended;the Maoriesmay come tosurpriseus either by asmall

'
bayat the back of the town,or by the beachin front

—
a position;

verysimilar toours here inNelson, where Maoris couldcomeby ■
the WaimeaRoad from theRabbitIsland orby thePort. IInsuch a.threatening aspect,Iconsult withmy companions— jwhat, in case of a general slaughter, we should do ? It was;
decidedthat everyone should try to make his escape, andif we
were obliged to part, and survive, we should try to meet our
Bishopagain.

We notice some of the natives walking apparently withoutifear,some carrying arms. Beforegoing tobed,Iplace myPrayer- I
bookon my table,and myBiblein my pocket,to takethem with
meincaseIhave to run away;Ithink with myself thatperhaps

'
to-morrowIshallbe amongst the dead. Every oneis on the look" '
out. The white men provide themselves with guns, revolvers,!
Btabbingknives, &c. AnEnglishman comes to offer usfour guns;
we decline taking them, at the same time thanking him with
gratitude for his attention. As for me, myplan is tomake my
escapeby theback of thehouse over thehills, if they attack usby |
the front; andif by theback,Ishall rush into the seatoreachby [
swimming anEnglishvesselanchoredat abouthalf amile from theI
shore. Ihave my window a little open tohear if anythinghap-

'
pens;Iresignmy life into thehands of God forHis glory. Iwind
upmy alarm torise at1o'clock toseeif everything is quiet. The
alarm sounds;Iget up,but findeverythingsilent.

On the 24th(Wednesday) the chiefs Kewa,Moka,and others
sendforFatherEpalle and Father Petit-Jean,Bishop Pompallier
being absent. They declare that although they do not like to
interfere toomuchin that affair, yet they havesent for the father,
of themurderer, whocomes,bringing him withhim. I

Numerous canoesappearin the bay. Thenativesshow them-
selvesagain. A large meeting takes place, and they decide that
Maketu,the murderer, shallbehandedover to justice. !

TheMagistrate comes from Russell Town at 2 o'clockp.m.,!
with 25 soldiers. Towards evening, at 6 o'clock, the soldiers
march to thecentreof the town;at the other extremityopposite,
theMagistrate,accompaniedby hisofficers andalong fileofEuro-
peans and Maoris, advances. Itis Maketuwho is led to theboat
of theMagistrate, to be conveyed to Russell Town to prison; the
culprit stepsintotheboathis countenancemuchcast down. .Threesoldiers and the Magistratego in theboatand pull away,leaving
the natives struck with that imposing countenanceof thepakeha,
which they had never witnessed before. They know that their
man has not long to live,and that he will be rewarded according
tohis deserts Tahioa ki te mate.

The natives admire the conductof the white men; they tell
me thatitis "kapai." As for themselves theysay that,according
to theirold habits, theywouldhave,asmadmen,made arushupon
the murderer'stribe, and made ageneral slaughter;whereas the
white men proceed slowly; the eldest of them are consulted;
everyinquiry is made;proper informationtaken;this is "kapai/'*'He ritenga pai tenei."

—
A war-dance takes place,and peace is

restored.
—

"Kaniau te rongo."
(To he continued.)

SeveralGerman newspapersLave,it isBaid,receivedletters from
a secret Italian committee which has been instituted in order toi
agitatein favorof a reunion ofNice and Savoy withItaly. In theseI
letters itis stated thattheinhabitantsof theseformerItalianprovinces'
long for their reunion with the kingdom. They allege the reunion of ■

Alsace and Lorraine withGermany,and dispute the right of France
tocomplain of the lobs of these provincesas long as she retains Nice
and Savoy. They request the Germans to assist them.

— " Overland
Mail.'

' II 11" ■■
Thh 'Buffalo Courier/ July 10, says:— Maria Spelterini is agenuine belle of the Campagna, the name beingher own,aswearepositively assured, and her nationalityunquestionably Italian.She is not particularly sylph-like,but is what mightbe termedbuxom,andphysicallyable to hold her own in the battleof life.On Saturday afternoon this lady accomplished a feat which nowomanhadeverbefore essayed, namely, the crossing of the gorgeof Niagara on a tight rope stretched immediatelyover thepointwhere the rapids boil most furiously, a couple of hundred feetbeyond the railroadsuspension-bridge.

At thepoint selected for the exhibition,the sameat -whichthefamous Blondinstretchedhis second rope, the gorge is something
more thaneight hundred feet wide, and the banksareabouttwohundred feet above the seethingwater. Itis one of the wildest, '
most troubledpartsof the river. Enclosures hadbeenformedbyroughboard fences, at either end of the rope onboth the Ameri-
ca11and Canada sides, and an admission fee was charged,buton
ariD.ominion side an unruly mob tumbled down the fence anddefied the tollcollector. On the Americanside quitea large num-ber of spectators, both in carriages and on foot, whohad gainedadmissionbypaying theirhonest fee of entrance, wereassembled,butmanypreferredto view thenovel andstartling spectacle fromthebridge. This might be considered hardly the fair thing, inconsiderationof the fact thatthe Signorinahad been toanexpenseof 640 dols.for her ropes andguy-ropes alone.

The rope is twoand aquarter inches indiameter,of the bestmanilla, and weighs nearlya ton. Itis held taught by fourteenhundredpoundsof guy ropes. She startedupon her perilous jour-neypromptly at fouro'clock. When those whowent downby thetrain arrivedinside the enclosure they saw a glistening figure farout upon "the straight and narrow way/ and with steady,
measured step,proceeding. The lady wasattiredwithgreen bus-kins, tights, atunic of scarlet, andashining greenbodice. A fewmoreseconds of intense interest and she stoodupon the shining
shore of her Majesty'sdominions. The accomplishmentofher pas-sage was the signal for applausefrombothbanksand the bridge.Then they waitedprobably ten minutes. At the expirationof thattime she a<>ain appeared,balancepoleinhand, andsteppingfirmlyupon the rope,began the return journey. Steadily she camebackacross the long line, stoppingat the centre to restupononeknee,
then again stepping forward with measured and steady tread.When withina few rodsof thefinaldestination she stoodimmov-able for amomentinstatuesquepose, while an enterprising photo-
grapher securedher presentment. Then she traversed the remain-
ing distance, and thus theexhibitionof the day wasclosed.The Signorina Spelterini is twenty-three years of age,dark,
with an essentially Italian cast of countenance, square built, andprobably turning one hundredand fiftypounds. Her features arequite regular,her expressionintelligent, her mannerengaging.

THE PROGRESS OF RUIN.
Time wasinIreland whenthe words of Goldsmith, thatevery rood
of groundmaintainsits man, were not altogetheruntrue. That
time, however, withits sights andscenes of happy humanlife,and
fields smiling under thehandsof thehusbandman,is rapidly pass-
ing away. "Ireland,"said Mr. Mitchell Henry some time ago in
the House of Commons, "is speedily lapsing into the conditionof
a European. New Zealand." Places which once aboundedwith
population are now desolate

—
where villages and homesteads

formerly flourished, now are deserted ruins or hovels, whose
wretchednessis made stillmoreapparentby the miseryof theirin-
habitants,andgenerous fields which once furnished food to men
and women, arenowgivenover to the short-hornsof theEnglish
cattle-dealer. Day after day the work of rural depopulation is
goingon,untilthe stranger who only knew the Irelandof twenty
years ago,can no longer recognise in the wasted outlines of the
land the country ofhis recollections.

Were any other countryable toexhibitanhistoricalandsocial
picture like that of Ireland, weshould havelittle difficulty indis-
covering the cause. The dullest eyecanat once trace toitsorigin
the deplorable condition of the countries wasting awayunderthe
dry rot of Turkish despotism. Not one, not even the English
statesmanwho is so lavish of his philanthropy on behalf of the
sour sick manof the East,but wouldat once attribute the desola-
tion of Turkish territory to the crimes and inefficiency of thife
Turkish Government. InIreland,however, the causes of theruin
spreading itself around like a cancer, if no leas clearly seen,are
less openlyacknowledged. Theory is piledupon theoryto account
for the skeleton-likearray of facts which everynewrevelationof
statistics laysbefore the world.

With oneit is the inevitable cause of acivilization inwhich
the weakerpartymust go the wall; withanotheritis the applica-
tion of politicaleconomy to the affairs of every-day life. How
littlethe theoriesof political economy have todo with the condi-
tionof Irelandmaybe learnedfrom aconsiderationof someof the
doctrinestaughtby themasters of the science. On thequestion
of population, the doctrine of Adam Smith differs nothing in
spirit from that of Goldsmith. The increase in the numbers
of anation's population he regards as one of the bestevidences
of its prosperity. What, then, would he think of Ireland,
whose population is diminishing from year to year, and dim-
inishing without leaving any sensible improvementin the condi-
tionof those who remain behind ? Itis not topoliticaleconomy
that weare to trace the decline of ournationalprosperity, but to
apracticalperversionof its doctrines. The vampireof centralisa-
tionis drawing the life-bloodof ,the once comparativelyhealthy
country. The spirit which would sweep away our politicaliadi


