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IF YOU PREFEX PASTE-USE

NORTONS

PREMIER  PASTE
FOR PRESERVING EGGS < LEMONS

175 AS SUCCESSFUL AS NORTONS
FAMOUS LIQUID EGG PRESERVER

Sold 1n Liquid or Faste Forim,
Mfrs.: J. T. NORTON LTD. Lytitsiton.

THE CHARLES BEGG & CO., LTD

ANNUAL
MUSIUC COMPOSERYS’
CONTEST
for 1947
>

Full porticulars for this Contest,
entries for which close on November
29th next, cre available on opplica-
tion to any Branch of CHARLES BEGG

. & CO. LTD.

This Contest has been orranged to
encourage the Composition and Per-
formance of Mew Zealand Musical
Works, and an attractive prize is
otfered to the winning entrant.

completes
the dict

THE FOOD FOR GROWING CHILDREN

AGENTS: WRIGHT STEPHENSON & €O LTO., 34, CUSTOM HOUSE QUAY,

WELLINGTON C.I.

NZ

RELIEVE |
THOSE TIRED,
BURNING FEET

For day-tong relief, shake Dr. Schell’s
Foot Powder an your feet and into shoes
and  stockings. 5o easy, convenient,
‘sconomical. Makes a world of difference
how naw or tight shoes leel on your feet.
Sver 50 s0othing to tender, tired, burning,
perspiring or odorous feet. At Dr. Scholl
Deators snd all chemises. §/7 & 2/9

Dr Scholls

FOOT POWDER

The Scheil Mig. Ca. (N.Z.) Led, Willasten St We,

South Islond Farmers . . . Wool
Stores . . . Coal Merchants, etc.

. We require your old sack-
ing for monufacturing purposes

... We pay freight ond highest

possible cash prices . . . Enquirve
or consign all your woen out
sacks, wool packs, ete. to:—

DOMINION
TRADING CO.ATD. |

TEXYILE — MERCHANTS
PNONE IS-0F# )

‘SHORT STORY

ON SUCH
i A
- MORNING

F you are alone in the dawn it
is personal, it is yours and you
share it with none. Sun hap-

pens for you only, and the birds
song is yours. If you are abroad
when the land is waking you may
notice all, for everything happens
slowly so that you may see it.

Dawn in the country is bezuliful. it
" reveals beauty. Also, it 1s strong; eyes
open. bodies uncurl, there is movement
"in the earth’s pores. When light spreads
slowly over hillsides it leaves the hol-
lows still in shadow, patches of uncer-
tainty in the growing day. But shadows
become clumps of rushes. then move,
and other cattle come over the ridge,
real in silhouette. Sheep. too, moving'
down from the tops where they have
' passed the night, first grey. come white.
. Then, fording a creek. morning is
quietly there, and you can see the stones
_under the water, water which will soon
i be lively in the first sun. Big birds fly
: quickly from one tree 1o another. or run
on the ground, listening, while the small
ones hop in the branches, sensitive, and
testing’ the new day with a few rnotes
. only. But the mimic magpie is bold, and
> following him, the birds soon take quiet-
I,»ness from the morning and everywhere
| there is sound. goodness and gladness,
I The best moments have gone, but if you
" are almje in the dawn, everything is still
‘ happening for you only.
’ ¥ * *

i ON §uch a morning a young man siowly
! climbed an old sledge-track through
' fragrsnt manuka to see what he had in
his traps. He knew what he would find,
and because there was no hurry he
walked slowly, idly counting the rabbits
which flashed or crouched at his ap-
proach. The manuka's scent hung heavy
slong the track: the very flies forgot
their morning buxzing in the richness
of the air, and crawled in heavy clus-
ters on the tree-trunks. At a drinking-
hole muddy water trickied into fresh
hoof-prints, and sometimes when he
stopped he could hear the deer moving
 along their bush-tracks. Up through the
manuka and birch he went. pausing occa-
sionally for ar unfemiliar sound, occa-
sionally startled by thz sudden plunge
-and crackle of, a deer in the under-
. growth.  Now the early sun filtered
. through the trees to him, shﬁrpen'mg his
breath with its brighter light and every-
where quivering on the. dew which
weighed down grass. spider-webs and
| clematis with its lovely water-pearls.
Then without warning the morning's
beauty flooded in round him and,
ashamed, he walked quickly on.

There was nothing in the first trap,
and the young man was glad as he
looked down sat it. The slice of apple
on the plate was shrivelled, and where
he had nicked bark from the tree to
mark the place the naked trunk was
. dry and already yellowing. A fresh slice
i of apple, then he moved on. He knew
| what to expect at the next one; even
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before he suw the tree the scratching,
scurrying neises reached him, and the
faint clink of a chain sounded clien in
the quiet bush. He killed the opossum
gnd shoved it in a sack, re-setting the
trap hurried!ly. What a messy business;
and up thst ridee were dozens more
traps waiting to be done, . ® . He rve-
membered a morning last seasen when it
had hailed all night, and he'd found all
those ani:sals in his traps, muddy end
frozen to deuth. . ..

And so it went on for an hour, and
anpther. Once he found a yeilow-black
creature caught by its hind legs. In a
semi-circle at the tree's base there was
but bare earth where the trapped ani-
mal had thrashed away the siicks and
leaves in its efforts to escape. The thing
screamed and spat at himy in wild de-
fisnce. He was f{rizhtoned, nct of the
animal which jerked in the trap, but of
the disapproving. even threatening faces
he felt turned onn him zll rouni in the

bush. The hiick trunks of the pungas
seemed darkzr stiil, minzling with the
shadows. and in the far-away parts of

the busiy he imagined 2 surging of angry
voices.

Wihien he had  lugeed the :ast
cack to the end of Lis line the
yeunz man szt down on a boulder,
The tush flowed awav from him on

either side of the ridge. there was no
beauty now. Looking at his bloody hands,
he recalled his father's words of the
previcus evening.

“Possums are still going up, Eric,”
he'd said, “You ocught to make a good
bit this season.”

Yes, he ought to make a good bit.

“You know, these darn possums are
getting to be a real pest,” his father
had said. “Clear out as many of the
brutes as you can. Skin "> bush right
out.” » * .

E'D been kiliing for weeks . . . yes,

skinning the bush right out; and the
stalkers were skinnipg out the deer, too,
(continued on next page)
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