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VICTORY BOOK

NOW ON SALE

Here is. a remarkable book that will
appeal to the general public. It is not a
dry history of the war. 1t is a book that,
whilst giving all the important facts and
happenings of the war, is at the same
time as enthralling as a quick-moving
novel—as exciting as a thriller.

The Story of the
SECOND WORLD WAR

This is one of those books that will so -
hold your interest that you'll find you
cannot put it down until you have fin-
ished it. Every one of the seventeen
chapters is thrilling reading, yet accurate
and factual.

OUT OF THE
SHADOWS

By Everard Anson

In OUT OF THE SHADOWS, Everard Anson deals with.
all the main theatres of the war and all the outstand-
ing operations. He also includes most interesting bio-
graphies af the four main.men of Destiny who played
a major role in the conflict.

OUT OF THE SHADOWS is a big book—142 pages
(page size 912 x 7V2). It is well illustrated with photo-
graphs and has various maps.

SEVENTEEN THRILLING CHAPTERS. To give you some
idea of the scope of this book, here are tha titles of
the seventeen thrilling chapters: (1) Prelude to Battle.
(2) Curtain Raiser. (3) Norwegian Nightmare. (4) Fall
of France. (5) Battle of Britain. (6) African Tug-of-War.
(7) Battle of the Giants. (8) The Little Yellow Men. (9)
The Turning Tide. (10) Sledgehammers in Russia.
(11) Fortress Europe Attacked. (12) Stalingrad and
After. (13) Bombing Crescendo. (14) D-Day and After.
(15) Balkan Weathercocks, (18) The Great Knock-out.
(17) Men of Destiny— Churchill, Rooseveit, Stalin,

Hitler.
Price 6/- at Booksellers

MAIL ORDERS 6/4 each (including 4d postage).
Special Mail Order Offer, 3 or more copies, 6/~ each, post paid.

For Mail Orders . . . use this Coupon

To A. H. & A. W. REED,
Publishers of OUT OF THE SHADOWS,
182 Woakefield’ Street, Wellington.

Please post mMe.....m. COP-crvteran of OUT OF THE SHADOWS by Everard
Anson (6/4 each for one or two copies, 6/- each for three or more
copies). | enclose remittance Of..aummmmmme
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A “Listener” Interview

THE HIGHER LIFE

Window-Cleaners at Work

right up in the air*the minute you
speak to him. L.ook at me, now;
no high and mighty business for
me—to-day at any rate. I know my

can. So you want to know something
about my job?”

“Yes, anything you care to tell me,
Mr., — er.”

“Make it Bill.”
By this time Arthur had reached the

with a rope, some rags and a bucket.
They were two street trapeze artists
who cleaned windows for a living.

After a chat for half-an-hour to Bill,
and declining to try my hand at the
trade, we had learned something about
a very necessary but little-noticed busi-
ness.

Any day, in any New Zealand city or
large town, the men of the cloth, the
ladder, the rope and the bucket can be
seen at their risky job. Some of them
have been sailors; others simply took it
up for the sake of doing something dif-
ferent. And some have been at it for
years.

“I know a chap,” said Bill, “who has
been at this game since he was a school
kid. Now he sits in his office while other
chaps do the circus tricks, and hands
out the cash on pay-days. I've seen some
very funny things through windows . . .
very funny, There, was the chap—no, 1
suppose you couldn’t publish that.”

And that reminded him that when he
first tock on the job of window-clean-
ing, he was not a bit happy about it.
It was in the slump years—about 1932
—when a man was glad to take on any-
thing at all, He graduated from “squibs,”
which cleaners call two-storied build-
ings, to really big jobs of six and seven
stories.

But' even now, after all that experi-
ence which would be invaluable to a
cat burglar, there were times when great
heights put him off colour, and on his
off days, he elected to do the insides
while his mate, who liked climbing about,
did the ledges.

It happened, sometimes, that a man
became a bit nervous. Then, for his own
sake, as well as others’, he went down
for a spell. Perhaps he had been lucky,
he mused, for he had never had a fall
or even a slip.

In the four principal cities of New
Zealand some tall buildings have grown
up, but they are mere cottages com-
pared with overseas skyscrapers. There
a window-cleaner’s job called for an iron
nerve and the skill of a steeple-jack.

i Arthur, who had come down to get his
tobacco and cigarette papers, explained
that he did not wear any special equip-
ment. No fear, he couldn’t be bothered

Y T'S no use trying to talk to .
Arthur —- he’s too uppish. g
See him, there he goes now, |

own level and keep to it as often as I % ¥

second story of a tall building while %
Bill was still on the ground, doing things .
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with safety-belts or anything of that sort.
There was quite enough to do, reach-
ing overhead and to left and right with-
‘out being hampered by gadgets. But he
always wore a pair of sandshoes, or had
rubber soles on his shoes. They gave all
the foot-grip negded. That, and a lot of
confidence, did the trick. Once you
gained confidence, you could scale any-
thing.

His worst job? Well, that was clean-
ing several small windows in a dome on
top of a high building. Two men were
slung from ropes tied to a flagstaff. They
had to work in stockinged feet so that
they could feel places to stand on. The
job took eight hours because the big-
gest part was manceuvring for position.
Of course the time would come when
window-cleaners could sit in helicopters
and just hold out a rag while the air-
craft bobbed up and down! Queerer
ways of doing jobs than that had come
out of all these labour-saving stunts!

What looked dangerous from the
ground was not at all risky. Some of the
window ledges which, from the street,
seemed to be only an inch wide, were
really from two to three feet. Modern
glazing, too, was a help. The iron frames
offered plenty of hand-holds. But in hot
weather, working on a wall facing the
sun! Not so good. The glare on the
glass was terrific. However, the men de-
veloped an arm movement designed to
protect the eyes, and when the people
in the street were sweltering, there was
often a pleasant breeze. No, not a bad
sort of life at all.
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