“inther instance'’ di
= lynn’s notice in the Queen’s
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J 'l"tlblllt\’ into individnality.”

:hig friend’s beaming countenauce.
Jllowever, on this occasion contented himself
‘with ‘a silent and inward enjoyment of the
Yigther instance”

[
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NEW ZEALAND TABLET

Rody,

in the Qucen’s Councy.
At least we hope so. We earnestly hope that
did come under Rody

County or
mewhero else, and that keeping the fun
all to himself was not the result of any tem-
porary derangement of the inventive faculty.
But while Rody Flynn, to the apparent as-
tonishment and disgust of the melancholy
shoemaker, is chuckling over what happened

{(we hope) in the Queen's County, we shall
tell the story about Counseilor Doheny’s
speech, which story Mr. Armstrong—who
since we left him has had a “pood time”
with Nannie and Nellie in the orchaid, quite
unconscious of Mrs. Cormack’s binocular—
considered so amusing that Rody Flynn
thought more than once it would be neces-
sary to let the lather dry on his left cheek,
certain muscles of which became so unruly
that there seemed to be danger in passing
the well-stropped razor over them,
(To bo continued.)

[RISH READINGS

(Edited by A. M. Svrurvan, M.P., and T. D. Sonnivan, M.P.)
SONGS AND SONG WRITERS.
(By “Ateth” in the Nation.)

Of the numerous bores that infest society,
perhaps the most intolerable, it we except
the prize borrs at the cattle shows, are those
small sing-song writers who, whilst utterly
devoid of oue single spark of veal poetic fire,

imagine themselves geniuses, and are per-
petually foisting their namby-pamby effu-

sions on the public, **Why do the public
purchase them?” asks some uncompromising
individual. Alas! my friend, the public can-
not help doing so; they are literally pestered
and betrayed into it. Shortly after that
child of song, Mr. Twaddle, has published
his exquisitely wretched ditty, entitled “The
Dying Wail of a Broken Ileart,” you happen
to meet, in an evil hour, a good-natured ac-
quaintance. ‘“Tom,”’ says the person to you,

y ”Twaddie hag puhhshed a new song—'tisu’t

2 bad one either—and I have prowmised to
get rid of a few copies for the poor fellow. T
expect you'll take one. Now ‘ don’t say no,’
as Mr. Bralligan sayvs”’—and you don't say
no, though you ought. Again, a kind editor,
remarkable for

his abilities in hestowing
praise upon anvthing, from 2 hloated Aber-
deen turnip—bad at heart, maybe, for all

its splendid appearance—to the bloated ex-
terminator—similarly affected—upon whose
cottageless nroperty the vegetable was grown,
in a characteristically eulogistic paragraph
thus speaks of what he is pleased to style
““‘the latest emanation of the genius of FTwa-
kins Twaddle, Fsq., our gifted fellow-towns-
man’’ : —"It has often before Leen our pleas-
ing duty to call attention te, and speak in
the language of well-inerited praise of, the
gifted poet who is such an honor to our
town, and whose latest effusion, ‘ The Dying
‘Wail of a Broken Heart,” now lies before us.
This charming ballad possesses zll the beau-

ties that characterised the talented author’s

former productions, besides many more pe-
culiar to itself. We can honestly say that
its perusal yielded us those exquisitely pleas-
urable sensations, much more easily imagined
than described, tending to elevate the heart
and refine the sensibilities of the soul. In
it Mr. Twaddle has transcendently displayed
his wondrons power of transfarming conver-
After such a
paragraph—the concluding partion of the
last senteuce of which, we deem it necessary
to observe, is a genuine quotation—what is
nnsophisticaled humanity (o do bhat rush te

tho Yocal bookseller’s with frantic haste, and
invest in “The Dying Wail.” If the pay-
moent of a few shillings for 2 couple of sheets
of waste paper were the enly grievanees we
had to sustaiu al the hands of vain and fool-
ish puetasters thirsting for tame, it were well,
aud we should have but little reasen to com-
plauin: but such is not the case. In com-
pliance with the request’ of friends, or in-
fluencod hy the landations of the vncomiastie
editor, or, perchance, captivated by the at-
tiactions of the pink-cheeked damsel gener-
ally to be tfound depicted on the front sheet,
voung ladies—we say ladies, because we are
not af those who much affect male warblers
—purchase the new sony; and, alas! its pur-
chase is hut the prelude to its commitial to
memory, with ulterior views. How  often
have we listened with a “sad eivility,” close-
ly bordering on indignation, whilst brilliant
voung ereatures, in whose thrilling tones we
should lilke to hear the noble songs of Moore
and Davis sung, “made long the night,”” as
thev poured forth, in nauseating succession,
the mawkish maunderings of vitiated taste
and nounsensical sentimentality.  But why do
we speak of singing? Dositively we have
heard—ihiorresco referens—sentimental songs,
of the class we ltave indicated, recited. Goad-
ed into desperation by the reiterated “‘press-
ings” of friends, (P) resolved to make a fool
of himsell and have done with i, some weak-

minded: youur man, with watery oyes, a
hnsky voice, and a pair of wnmanapeable

togs, rises from his ehair, and—hbut we spare
our readers the description of a scone under
the accumulated horrors of which even the
indomitable ‘J6llity’’ of Mark Tapley him-
self must succumb.

THE SEASONS.

(By D. F. McCarTHY.)
The different hues that deck the earth
All in our bosoms have their birth—
'Tis not in blue or sunny skies,
"Tis in the heart the Snmmer lies!
The earth is bright if thaf he glad,
Dark is the earth if fhat be sad;
And thus T feel each weary day—
"Tis Winter all when then'rt away!
Tn vain. upan her emerald ear,
Coues Spring, ““the maiden from afar,”’
And seatters o'er the woods and felds

The liberal gifts that nature yields;
In vain the buds begin to grow,

In vain the crocus gilds the snow;
I feel no joy though earth be gay—
"Pis Winter all when thou'rt away!

And when the Summer, like a bride,
Comes down to earth in biushing pride,
And from that union sweet are born
The fragrant flowers and waving corn,
1 hear the hum of birds and bees,

1 view the hills and streams and trees,
Yet vain the thousand charms of May—
"Tis Winter all when thou'rt away!

Aud wlen the Autumn crowns the year,
And ripened hangs the golden ear,

And luscious fruits of ruddy hue

The bending boughs are glancing through,
When yellow leaves from sheltered nooks
Come forth and try the mountain brooks—.
Even then I feel, as there I stray,

'Tis Winter all when thou'rt away!

And when the Winter comes at length,
With swaggering gait and giant strength,
And with his strong arms in a trice

Binds up the streams jn chains of ice,
What need 1 sigh for pleasures gone—
The twilight eve, the 105y dawn?

My heart is chanzed as much as they—
'Tis Winter all when thow'rt away!

when Summer lends the scene
Tts brightest pold—its purest green—

» Whene'er T elimb the monntain’s breast,
With softest moss and heath-flowers dressed—-
When now I hear the breeze that stirs
The golden hells that deck the furze—

Alas! ve all are vain, T say—
"Tis Winter all when thou'rt away!

Even now,

But when thou eomest hack onee more—

Though dark clouds hang and loud winds
Toar,

And' mists obscure the nearvest hills,

And dark and turbid roll the rills—

Sueh pleasures then my hreast shall know,

That Summer’s sun shall round me glow;

Then muick return, dear maid, I pray—

'Tis Winter all when thow’rf away!

A Sommer School of Catholic
Studies

Will open at the Convent, Timaru, on
Thursday morning, January 7, and end on
Saturday, January 9.

A series of lectures will be delivered by spe-
cialists on subjects of interest to Teachers
and University Students.

The time between lecturcs may be apree-
ably spent in sea-bathing, tennis, and pleas-
ant outings.

Fuller particulars will le given later.

Applications should be made early, as only
a limited number can be accommodated.
Apply to
Tnr Svmuer Scroon Commarra,
Convent of the Sacred Heart,
Truarv,

"A. E. Borle
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in stock. Razor Sctting a Specialty.

HATRDRESSER & TOBACCONIST. Best Brands of Pipes, Tobaccos, and Cigars always 3

=
CARGILL'S CORNER, SOUTE DUNEDIN.




