A stitch in time saves
nine, and a stitch in
light saves sight. So
don’t sit in your own
light, or facing a glare.
Do alf your work un-
der a source of well,
diffused light — with
Mazda Lamps. Sew
much better!

Obtainable from electrical
deqlers, hardware stores,
etc.
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Serva cooked or stewed
fruit with delicious Crystal
Cereal Dessert. Kiddies love it.
and it supplies the rich, full
nutriment. of selected ceyeals
they need. Easy to make, most
economicsl—penny per holpiag.
Four flavours—coconut, standar

vanilla and \emon. Ask your grocer
for Crystal Corsal Dessert to-day.

CRYSTAL FOODSTUFFS I,
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Itd., Dunedin. Makers of
Crystal Coffes Essence.

“PARCELLING UP THE

SCRAPS”

(A Short Story
written for “The Listener”
by ETHEL FIELDING)

SUPPOSE there are Iots of fel- *
lows who would turn their
noses up at my job, but I .
reckon it’s the best one I've ever i

had. It’s not a white-collar job, cer-
tainly, but when I knock off in the
evening, and have a bath, and spruce up,
I reckon I don't look any different from
any of the other chaps round about, My
job has lots of points in its favour, You
wouldn’t think there was any romance
about it, either, would you? Just wait
until I tell you.

It is a very interesting job. It has
variety. A chap sees hundreds of people
daily. Well—I certainly saw hundreds
of people daily, when T had my last job,
driving a city lift. That nearly drove
me crazy—shut up in a moving box,
with a lot of people, all day long. But
this job is different. You see people as
they really are, in hair curlers, and
sweeping their back steps, not dolled
up, with the false personality they put
on with their best clothes.

You soon get to know if they are
dinkum or not. Some of them will smile,
and wish you “Good morning,” when you
come around the yard, with the bin
on your shoulder, and others will just
look through you, as though you were
a pane of glass.

They never stop to think of how im-
portant the job is, and what they would
do, if there were no garbage collectors

* % %
YOU learn a lot about human nature
in my job. I can practically tell, from
the contents of the bin, what kmd of
people live in the house.

There are the extravagant ones, the
food wasters . . . . good food spoiled,
and thrown® away. Then there are the
careless housekeepers. They lose things.
I have already a collection of cutlery,
and silverware, salvaged from rubbish
bins, some of it is good stuff, too.

Cleaned, and polished, and put in
cases, it looks good. Emmie will be
pleased when she sees it. Long before
I met Emmie, I knew from her bin that
she was the sort of woman I liked. Neat
and natty . . . that’s how it struck me.
All her bits of foodstuffs, and rubbish,
neatly wrapped in paper, and stacked in
the bin. It was a pleasure to empty,
Almost dainty, it was. I got to wonder-
ing what she was like. You gets lots of

time for thinking, and noticing things -

on my job.

We go slowly along, old Blackie, the
draught horse, and me, thinking, and
taking time to look about. We start our
job early in the morning. It is quite a
large round, and a not very thickly popu-
lated suburb,

* * *

T is surprising, how different things

look early in the morning. The puddles
of water, left on the road, by the over-

night shower, are tinted from the sun-
rise, and those little webs the spiders
spin on the grass, are all beaded, like
tiny spun-glass umbrefas.

I told Emmie the other day about the
things I see in the early morning, and
she listened very seriously, and said that
I was a poet, as well as a garbage col-
lector, Emmie is very practical, and
sweet. She tries to see things througn
my eyes, screwing up her kind, funny
little face with the effort.

But I laugh at her, and tell her it
doesn’t matter, and that it is just as well
for one of us to be practical-minded, and
not given to seeing more than there is
to see.
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[ WAS driving back to the Depot one

evening when the thought came to
me that I would like to marry Emmie.
By that time I knew her name. I had
found it, written on the wrapping paper,
around the potato peelings — “Miss
Emmie Myers”—and then I remem-
bered part of a conversation I had
overheard at the house next door.

Emmie’s old father had died that
morning. “A good thing,” the voice said,
“that girl has given 20 years of her lifs
caring for the old man; ungrateful, he
was too!”

Twenty years! That made Emmie
somewhere round about my age. I tried
to picture her. . ..

“Neat and dainty,” I thought, because
of her parcelling up the scraps, “Small-
ish"—TI had found a very small glove in
the bin one day. . .. “Patient and kind”
—she had looked after her ungrateful
old father for 20 years.

Well, that was all right as far as it
went. T could not marry Emmie by just
thinking that I would like to. I had to
meet, and speak to her, first of all, and
somehow, in all the months, I had not
even caught a' glimpse of her.

(continued on next page)
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