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SYDNEY HARBOUR.

.

and beautiful a garden as this, and never have I had so intel-
ligent and kind a cicerone as Mr. Guilfoyle. We drove all over
the exquisitely-kept lawn, yet the carriage-wheels appeared to
make no impression. The grass grows from a mixture of buffalo
and other kinds of grass-seeds—a combination which produces a.
velvet-like sward about three inches in depth, and apparently
incapable of injury:

We lunched at Gcvernment House. After bidding good-bye
to H. E. and Lady Lcch, from whem we have received so much
kindness, we went to Cole’s Book Arcade, which is one of the
sights of Melbourne. A most curious place it is; consisting of a
large arcade threc stories high, about the lergth of the Burlington
Arcade in London, though perhaps rather wider. The whole
place from top to bottom is one mass of books, arranged in differ-
ent styles, some according to price and some according to subject.

Friday, July 1st—We left by the 9.30 train for Shepparton, in
pouring rain, passing through a flat rich grazing country, which
seemed well stocked with sheep. In the course of our drives we
went to Mr. and Mrs. Robinson’s house. There I met some ladies
and gentlemen interested in ambulance work, ¢o whom I said a
few words and gave some papers. I hope they will communicate
with the head-centre of Melbourne, and obtain permission to es-
tablish a branch-centre here. Everybody seems to agree that it
would be most useful, as the doctors are few and far between,

and there are only five medical men to an erea of 1,000 square

miles. Seymour was reached at 6.30, just in time to change into
the express, and at Albury we were again transferred, at 10.30
pan, into Lord Carrington's carriage, sent up from Sydney for us.




