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BLOOD AND TOIL

E whistle shrieks, the dogs
bark, the machines start—
another day of work begins.

I was still fresh from my impres-
sions of my fellow-workers, who
swore SO heartily but, I wisely
pondered, rather affectedly and super-
ficially., Now, I had been told, I would
see life in all its gory reality—the
Freezing Works,

After pulling on my apron I went
to my place in the “sticker” with my
glorious title of “sticker’s labourer
pusher” and my head full of the
psychology tests I could try out on the
workers. I had been led to expect a

gang of inhuman,
blood-bathed demons
revelling in their

murderous activity;
what I saw were /
three men sharpen-
ing their knives, fin- |
ishing their morning ([}
smoke and occasion-
ally glancing at me.
Finally one asked
me if I was a Vars-
ity student and at 7/
my reply he smiled ¢

thinly and went on

whistling,
My work of push- \W&
ing the freshly-

killed lambs salong
a rail soon lost its

“Happy birthday, Mr. Conan”

Written for “The Listener”
by H. RALPH UNGER

was an alcoholic trying to go straight.
Every few minutes he dashed to the
tap and gulped water; then he went
back to his steady smoking of bludged
tobacco. He was completely broke and
by lending him tobacco I began to get
to know him and to post his letters to
his wife to inform her of his where-
abouts. I learnt he was well educated
and that he had no faith in himself.
Ah, here was a case for me; I freely
gave of my advice gleaned from a few
after-exam bashes.

He was away for
two days in the
second week of work
and returned look-
ing sick and stating
that to-day was his
birthday. The butch-
ers loock round at
this statement, put
R down their knives
and we all formed a
circle around him.
Here we were in a
AN\ dirty stinking pen,
A all generously daub-
s ed with blood, the

/ lambs bleating, their
fellows lying with
gashed throats, the
constant whirr of
machinery; gathered

novelty and I be-
came accustomed to the sudden fatal
gush of blood and the adroit skill of
the butchers, so now I had time to
study “types.”

HERE was one young Maori boy
with & serious but somehow mis-
chievous face. He worked steadily and
at first it was very hard to make con-
versation with him. However, as time
passed, I managed to’ get to know him,
learnt his name was Darky, he was tak-
ing a correspondence course in novel-
writing (“one chap is now famous who
couldn’t even spell Australia to start
with,”) and was thereby saving money
from the gambling school which was
really hard to do because he was al-
ways lucky on account of his double
thumb (this he finally shyly showed me).
Darky, I found out, worked easily dur-
ing the day, but when it came to over-
time he was suddenly transformed into
a very strict overseer of myself. He ad-
mired my signet ring very much and
when I playfully told him he could have
it he suddenly looked at me very seri-
ously with his big eyes and protested
that he wouldn’t take a valuable present
like that! I was too surprised to speak
and when I did my voice sounded pecu-
liar somehow.

ARKY and I got along very well

and after a few days I started to
teach him the Marseillaise in* French
while he taught me to swear in Maori.
We both had a lot of fun out of each
other’s efforts, especially when I tried
to boast and call myself a wise man
in Maori, and by mistake called myself
something very different and not nearly
so complimentary. When I finally left
work, Darky had given up novel writ-
ing and was making good money at two-
up.
A FELLOW pusher of mine was an-

other object of study. Mr. Conan,
no one ever knew his Christian name,

-of lambs, the steady stream of blood in

around a thick-set
man, singing “Happy Birthday, Mr.
Conan,” while het* wagged his head up
and down in time, There was something
about the scene that made me sing very
loudly.

OHATI was a happy man. He was a

Maori butcher- with a balding head,
a wide mouth with a few scattered
friendly-looking teeth and a heavenly
baritone. He sang lullabies while he was
cutting throats and spirituals as he
hooked lambs on to the elevator. I
found out that he had sung overseas
and I could never understand why he
was happy with his present work. There
was just a hint of a clue in his twinkling
eyes which made life seem like one tre-
mendous joke.

Yes, they were a strange crowd, but
when I came to say au revoir to them
and the stink and feei of the works I
knew I was changed. I had learnt some-
thing all right—not to understand the
diegs of society but to glimpse some
pretty fine people. Mr. Conan had dis-
appeared, Tohati’s voice followed me to
the bus, Darky shook my hand without
a word, the lambs bleated for the last
time and I heard knives being sharpened
for next morning when I would be back
studying.

SHOUTED a last good-bye from the

bus, rolled a smoke and tried to think
of the coming Varsity year—of ab-
stract discussions, exam craguming, wild
parties, traditional customs and all the
rest that make up the life, but my mind
always returned to a spiritual, harmonis-
ing the steady symphony of slaughter
with the whirring hooks and the screech-
ing knives, the scared sounds and smell

the drains and a serious boy trying to

A BANKING CAREER
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The important role which the banks perform in the economic structure
embraces the provision of an increasing number of services for the business
and farming community and general public. ‘

The maintenance of these services at a high level depends on ‘the
calibre of the Bank’'s personnel. It requires each year an accession of
good recruits to ensure keeping the Bank’s executive posts capably filled
with men of progressive outlook, technical skill and trained judgment.

The NATIONAL Bank of New Zealand Ltd., with its nefwo;k of 68
branches throughout the Dominion, offers a worthwhile career for keen
young men who are completing their secondary education this year.

The educational requirements for male condidates is secondary edu-
cation to School Certificate or epproximately equivalent standard.

Commencing salary—minimum - £150 p.a.
Entrants with School Certificate - £175 p.a.
Selected entrants with  University

Entrance or Higher Schoo! Certificate £205 p.a.

The remuneration rises by annual increments to @ minimum of £540
p.a., and is subject to additional increases for special merit. The Bank
has in operation a progressive system of staff training and promotion
which ensures advancement strictly by merit,

For full particulars application should be made to the Manager of
any of the ‘branches of The NATIONAL BANK of New Zealand, Ltd., in
the main cities and pravincial towns.
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There's a rich reward for you
when you take Chamberlain’s
Tablets . . . constipotion is re-
lieved, good health and o ngw
joy of living retumn . .
Chamberlain’s help maintain
healthy activity of the bowels
all the time. Try Chamberlain’s
Tablets to-night!

A Chamberlain’s
to-night will put
. Yyou right! ’
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Small -size, 1/8;
B - Family size—contain-
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quantity—3/4.
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