WANTED

CAMERAS, BINOCULARS, PROJECTORS,
CINE-KODAKS, PHOTO ACCESSORIES,
METAL TRIPODS

There’s still a serious shortage of
Cameras, Binoculars and Photo
Accessories, and consequently an
unsatisfied demand. High grade
Precision-made Miniature Cameras
specially wanted. [f you have a
little-used and valuable camera, let
Kodak make you a CASH offer.

Write or call for estimate today.

KODAK :ziiivo LTD.

681 Colombo St., Christchurch,
162 Princes Strest, Dunedin,

292 Lambton Quay, Welling

162 Queen Street, Auckland.
w778

TROLLEY

WHEELS

Strong iron Trolley

Wheels, two sfzes
Price per patr, ¢om-

RELIEVE ASTHMA,
BRONCHITIS; COLDS,
COUGHS, CATARRH.

All tobacconists & chemisty

or from

JOUNSTONE & SRINSDEW LTD.
PR 3OX12Y poCILIND

Packens, 10-1/2 Tins, 50-5/4

JURAMA

ATED GIGARETTES

plete  with 18in.
axle, 44in, @/~;
5in., 8/8. Postage
on one pair, 1/3;
postage on two
pairs, 2/=,

Bkoates & White
Ltd., 48 Fort 8t

Auckland.

fﬁem /s on/y ONE

ALL SIZES AVAILABLE

Meanufacturers: FRANK JACKSON LTD., 535 Parnell Road, Auckland

MACK
GETS
HIS
SWIM

(Wrtitten for “The Listener”
by O.McK.)

THOUGHT I'd better cook a

hot meal for dinner. There’d

been a look in Mack’s eye the
night before when I placed the
cold meat before him. He didn’t
say anything, but I knew it was
there, ready to spill from the end of his
tongue any minute. After all, a man will
stand so much—and just so much, . . .
Yes, I'd cook a nice roast dinner, and
an apple pie to follow. A real man’s
dinner. Mack would be pleased.

Everything was cooked to a turn when
he arrived home. “Whew, I'm hot!” he
shouted. “Hey, Mum, what about a swim
before dinner?”’

I sighed. I'd been down on the beach
all afternoon with the children.

“But: I began hastily,
dinner

“It can wait. Too hot to eat anyway.
Come on, kids, let's go down on the
beach.”

“But the tide’s out,” I said brightly.
“You cah’t swim now. Come on, have
your dinner, It'll spoil if you leave it.”

I was most amiable about it, quite
reasonable, I thought.

But Mack wasn't in a reasonable mood,
He said he wanted a swim, and if there
was no water on the beach, we'd go to
the baths,. “Come on, Mum. .Come on,
kids, get your togs. We're going to the
baths.”

Screaming with excitement the kids
rushed out to the line to get their
costumes.

“Hurry up, Mum, the baths -close at
six,” shouted Mack. “There’s a bus just
coming.”

I hadn't time to change, so snatched
a clammy suit from the wash-house where
I'd left it, and raced after them.

»® % ®
S I pounded along I had time to notice
that the little fellow had somehow
dislodged 'a couple of buttons. Every
few moments he gave his pants a heave.
I looked down at my own faded smock
which gaped where a button was miss-
ing. Certainly not the ideal wife and
mother, . . . Oh, well, we were only
going to the baths. It wes Sve-thirty
when we arrived.

The caretaker gave us a dirty look.
Can’t go in now, he told us. Close down
at six.

Madck said we’d be out easily by six,
We just wanted a quick dip.

The caretaker cut him short. We
couldn’t go in now, he told us, gazing
unhappily into space. He closed at six.

“But” ” began Mack.

“Come on,” I said. I didn’t like the

“the

2]

| look in his eye. “Come on. We'll swim

down by the rocks. There's always water
there.”

“T'oo dangerous for the children,” said
Mack. He glared at the caretaker. The
caretaker continued to examine the
atmosphere, then spat with careful aim
at a surprised beetle.

Son hitched his pants up once more.

“I'M GOING TO HAVE A SWIM!”
shouted Mack. He swung around, and
we followed him to the exit, listening in
admiration as he informed the turnstile
what he’d like to do to that old So-and-
So. He grabbed my arm. I winced.

“Come on. Here comes a bus. We're
going to the Tep.”

% 5 *

ITH a bruised arm and an unnatural
smile, I followed my family on to
the bus. It was late shopping night, and
I noticed my neighbour, Mrs. Frank,
sitting near the front, wearing her green
ensemble, which is certainly arresting. I
smiled and told her, rather loudly, that
we were going to the Tepid Baths. She
gave me a pained look, and continued
to push her back hair up. I sat with
lowered eyes and my dress gaping.

The city was full of smartly-dressed
shoppers, and I slunk behind my
sprightly family and thought longingly
of the long winter evenings whep I could
sit quietly at home and knit.

We had our swim, and Mack said
it was the best he’d had for a long
time. He felt a new man. I followed my
new man out into the streets again.

“Say,” he said suddenly, dipping into
his pocket, “How much does that bus
cost?”

“Fivepence each for us, and threepence
for the children. That's 1/4.” Anxiously
he counted. “Well, this is a nice how-
de-do, ‘Look, I've only 1/2." I snatched
it from him. “I'm not walking to please
anyone,” I told him. “Elevenpence for
me and the children. Here's threepence.
You can walk a couple of sections and
then get the bus.”

“Aw, heck!” wailed Mack, “Say, kids,
keep your eyes on the ground. Someone
might have dropped a threepence.”

They were delighted, and we trailed
along, eyeing the pavement with avidity,
but people had evidently been watching
their small change that day. We found
no threepence.

* * *

LITTLE churlishly Mack set out to

walk to the second section, and we
caught a bus ten minutes later. A mile
or so down the road we passed a pedes-
trian, and the children screamed ex-
citedly and informed a bus-load of weary
shoppers that that was their father, and
that he hadn’t enough money to ride in
the bus.

(continued on next page)
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