A HIVE OF SINGING
BEES

WO thousand children from

Auckland primary schools

sang together in the Auckland
Town Hall on the afternoon of
‘Tuesday, November 6, the occasion
of the fourth Music Festival to be
held under the auspices of the
Auckland Headmasters’ Associa-
tion.

When we walked in the door (“Please
be seated by 1.10 p.m.” our tickets said)
to attend this concert for The Listener,
our companion with an expression of
bright delight on his face said “Good
heavens! It sounds like a hive of bees,
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three hives of bees.” And we spent the
next few minutes trying to think of some
better likeness, deciding at last that what
we were listening to sounded like noth-
ing so much as 2,500 children chattering
in subdued excitement before their con-
cert began. They filled the whole of the
Town Hall except for a small section of
seats reserved for wives of headmasters,
officials, and us. The girls were all in
white blouses and navy blue gym tunics,
the boys in white shirts, navy blue shorts,
and clean faces. There were 500 banked
in tiers behind the stage in the grouped
choirs conducted by H. C. Luscombe; the
remaining 2000 were in the body of the
hall and in the circle for the massed
singing conducted by Professor H. Hol-
linrake. On the stage were members of
the NBS String Orchestra (conducted by
Harry Ellwood) to accompany the chil-
dren in their singing and to give three
items themselves. )

Professor Hollinrake took the stage,
raised his hands, and the murmuring bees
were silent. A rustle of bright yellow
programmes, a stirring through the whole
hall and 2,500 children were on their
feet bursting at once into Handel’s
“Come See Where Golden Hearted
Spring” with Professor Hollinrake urg-
ing on this section, hushing that, or call-
ing forth the joyful small power of all
that singing.

“What is it,” said my companion,
“about children’s voices?” The applause

from the tiny audience was long and eager
as the children took their seats again
to listen to the “few words” spoken by
officials and by a resplendent Deputy-
Mayor with golden chain and scarlet
robes.

We sat forward again in our seat|

to watch and hear this most sweet con-
cert, the loudness and energy of our ap-
plause growing instead of diminishing
with each item. “Rhythmic Movement”
the programme said, and there on the
stage, the members of the NBS String
Orchestra having stepped off to share a
leaning place against the wall with Pro-
fessor Hollinrake and Mr. Luscombe,
were boys and girls weaving in patterned
rhythm in a Swedish Dance. If the gen-
ergl excellence and attractiveness of the
programme had left us free to enjoy one
jitem better than another we could have
said that we enjoyed the Swedish Dance
best; as it is we have to say that we
enjoyed it one of seven or eight best,
If this is the kind of free and gracefu)
movement being encouraged in the
schools we foresee a happier future for
deportment.

That Tuesday was almost the first day
of summer in Auckland, with brilliant
sunshine in the windows to greet the
Handelian felicity of the first song. The
doors of the hall were open on the Grey’s
Avenue side and throughout the after-
noon those doors were filled with an un-
official audience. Those who know Auck-
land know that the loungers in Grey’s
Avenue on a sunny afternoon do not loock
the concert-going type. Yet there they
were, several of them, leaning against
the doorways during an item, moving
off between items, leaning back again
when officials ceased to move and the
next singing began. We regret that our
own enthusiasm prevented us from tak-
ing notice to see if this unofficial audi-
ence applauded from the street.

Mr. Luscombe’s grouped choirs sang
most sweetly in unison or in part songs
or in songs with the massed groups tak-
ing part also. We watched them in their
rows behind the stage and after a time
we found that we were gently rocking
too—the rows were swaying gently with
the rhythm of the singing, now to the
right, now to the left. Here was some-
thing that the radio audience had to
miss. We had as clear an impression of
shared pleasure from watching this
gentle movement as from listening to the
livelier parts of any of the songs-——for
instance, the vigorous and startling
whistle in “Here Comes the Train.”

Professor Hollinrake took off his coat.
It was a hot afternoon, as we have said,
and Professor Hollinrake conducted with
vigour and with an enthusiasm equalled
only by the children's and by ours.
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8ICK ROOM HYGIENE.—Of first import-
ance 1s a safe, effective antiseptic . . . so
get Medico Anti-Germ—the non-poisonous,
non-siain Personal Hygiene Antiseptic. Antl-
Germ {s the solution to all your personal
hygiene problems, Prepared by Medico Pty.

| Company, 56 Gili St., New Plymouth,
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‘Gooq Mornings’ begin
with Gillette

Yes, you feel like the man on the flying trapeze after shaving with blades so
good-tempered as these! Standard Gillette Blades 3/- per pagket of 1a.
Available at all tobacconists, chemists, hardware and department stores.
s,

® BRIGHTENS DULL, SOILED CARPETS
® CLEANS MOQUETTE SUITES
® TAKES SPOTS FROM CLOTHES

@® FOR CLEANING HAIR BRUSHES,
ENAMEL WALLS, efc.

Every home needs Dixon’s Catpet Shampoo—not
only to freshen-up Carpets and Rugs, but for a
score of other cleaning jobs. Keep a bottle
handy! For new “Dixon’s” hints listen to Aunt
Daisy every Wednesday morning—and get a
bottle of Dixon’s Carpet Shampoo at once.

FAT and SMILE!

Keep a tin of Har&y’s handy. For
safe, speedy refease from the
agonies of indigestion and heart-
burn, reach for your tin of

HARDY'S

INDIGESTION REMEDY

her

R. M. Hardy,
33 Bond Street, Wellington,




