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A Sydney girl dived into a pool where a.[2-foot man-eating shark

She did several turns round the pool while

the monster followed open-mouthed!
HOW’S THAT FOR COOLNESS ? And here’s coolness at

its best—the coolness of Ingram’s Shaving Cream.

ingram’s is purs

posely planned cool to help condition your face for shaving as it

wilts the wiriest whiskers, Man, it's great.
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SHAVING CREAM

Bristol-Myers Co. Pty. Ltd., 127 Manners St., Wellington.

COLD

FEELS @

BETTER
already,
Mummy!”

ANOTHER COLD, MOTHER? Don’t make
your child wait hours for relief he
needs at once! Use the fast, double-
action treatment trusted by mil-
lions of mothers the world over.
Just rub Vicks VapoRub on throat,
chest and back.

VapoRub instantly starts work-
ing two ways at once for comfort,
OUTSIDE, it acts like a poultice to
warm away achy chest tightness.
BsiDE the air-passages, its medici-

Of tourse! This simple freatment works
INSIDE AND OUTSIDE, TOO

nal vapours—released by body
warmth—clear stuffy nose, soothe
sore throat and relieve coughing.
Used at bedtime, VapoRub goes on
working long after your child has
gone to sleep. Often by moming,
the worst of the cold is over!

ICKS

VaroRuB

A WORLD STAND-BY—30 MILLION JARS USED YRARLY
Yick Products lnc., 122E 42nd Street, New York.

"ENCIRCLING SEAS”

(continued from previous page)

ducing fiction. I have not seen any of
the fiction referred to, nor do I know
whether it was published; it does not
appear amongst Mr. Holcroft's listed
work. It is apparent, however, that dur-
ing these years he was reading widely
and deeply, not confining himself to
English writers but ranging throughout
European literature, classical and recent.
There are finely discerning passages of
criticism in Timeless World, and many
acute observations on the literary ten-
dencies of our age. For example, the
class of fiction to which his own early
work belongs could not be better summed
up than in this passage: “If you examine
present-day novels you will find that,
in spite of technical smoothness, there
is not much in the way of an interior
life. They may be witty and entertain-
ing, or Cconstructed with a sort of
mathematical precision in the care of
detail and the winding threads of plot;
but very few of them have that atmos-
phere of necessity which belongs to a
work of art” But in the main these
essays served the function of giving
form and clarity to a multitude of ideas
absorbed in a strenuous course of read-
ing amongst the masters; for there is
scarcely a poet, a novelist, a philosopher,
or a critic mentioned in the pages whose
name is not sanctified by tradition or
the highest critical approval.
* % *

R. HOLCROFT had now reached a

crucial point in his development.
He had turned his back on the false
standards implicit in his early work. By
rigorous self-application he had found
himself and his vocation. It is only a
slight distortion of the facts to say that
he had now to find New Zealand. True,
in that key passage of sautobiography
which has already been cited, he des-
cribes his emotional apprehension of the
fact that New Zealand was home; he
speaks of the ‘“compersatory peace”
that descended on him as he entered
Wellington harbour on his return. But
New Zealand was a place that spelt
material security—a deceptive security,
as events were to prove—and the com-
forting associations of the past. There
is little suggestion in Timeless World
that New Zealand might also provide
the theme for major literary work. In-
deed, towards the end of the first essay,

in considering the prospects for writing
in this country, Mr. Holcroft concluded:
“Our small power of thought and out-
look has little choice of resisting the
pressure of Fleet Street and Holly-
wood . . . . we wait so long for the true
New Zealand imprint upon our litera-
ture, not because we are too yvoung, but
because we have been robbed of our
youth.”

The sequel has become an important
chapter in New Zealand's literary his-
tory. Guided by a wise instinct, Mr.

Holcroft withdrew to our southernmost
city, devoted to literature the leisure
extracted from a life in daily journal-
ism, and in a series of three essays that
began with The Deepening Stream and
has now concluded with Encircling Seas,
triumphantly refuted his own pessimistic
view. Before turning to the book whose
appearance is the occasion for these re-

marks, let us see where the trilogy
stands in relation to Mr. Holcroft's
career. What 1is its personal signifi-
cance? First, it should be recognised

that Mr. Holcroft is essentially a crea-
tive artist——a fact that is borne out
even by his criticism. His first venture
in the field of imaginative writing had
not—could not—give him deep or per-
manent satisfaction. In the phase repre-
sented by Timeless World he has gone
as far as it was profitable to go with-
out becoming a professional critic—an
occupation for which, in any case, there
is little scope in this country. Circum-
stances, and, beyond them, some inner
compulsion forced him to consider
seriously the problems of authorship in
New Zealand. To begin with, could
there be New Zealand authors, in the
sense that Tolstoi and Doestoievaki are
Russian authors? Had New Zealand life
a distinctive character—a spirit of its
own——that would inform the work of its
writers, as miliesu and tradition have
shaped the work of the European mas-
terg? Or was it not perhaps too late
to think ih terms of local and distinec-
tive cultures? But, after all, there were
New Zealand poets and novelists worthy
of serious consideration; what themes
had they drawn on and what results
had they achieved? Then beyond the
field of authorship were larger but stiil
related problems touching the society
at hand and the world beyond; what
was the nature of the New Zealand
people, and how were they affected by
the wider movements of our time?

* * *

HESE, in a crudely simplified form,
are the questions which, passing
through a sensitive mind, serious and per-
tinacious to a degree, have resulted in
the three essays—a work to which there
is in kind no exact ,parallel. As I have
suggested, it constitutes Mr. Holcroft's
persona! credo. (Note the recurrence of
“I believe,” or some similar phrase). But
it goes far beyond that. In debating his
own problems, Mr, Holcroft has sug-
gested to New Zealand writers the poten-
tialities of their own country; he has
supplied them with a moral and social
justification; he has erected for them
the basis of a philosophy and the frame-
work of an aesthetic; in the last chep-
ter of The Waiting Hills he has even
supplied them with a political platform.
In older countries this edifice would
have been superfluous (a French writer
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