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Sentimental Journey

HAVE often wondered what
the result would have been
if Otage had been settled
through the back door and not
through the front. Entry by the

back door to-day can be depress-
ing; and exit too. The Lindis Pass is
not wild enough to fire the imagina-
tion, and the approaches to it not green
and fertile enough to throw it into re-
lief. I met a Dutchman recently in Well-
ington who counted an enforced stay of
a few hours at Omarama among the un-
pleasant experiences of his life. It prob-
ably is a trying place to those who
come to it with their minds set on other
places and who stay there against their
will,

“A shepherd rode past in the moonlight, with five dogs,
all tired like myself”’

By “SUNDOWNER™

other. I have never looked on myself,
but I have taken part in sports for
which far less can be said if the test
is what happens to the loser.

% * *

MARAMA to-day is a meal place for
tourists and hardly anything else. But

I was pleased to notice that stilts and
dottrels still breed in the river-bed and
that the “cathedral” was there as I first
saw it all those years ago in the evening
sun after my long

REQUIESCAT bhot journey from
Morven Hills, My

face was the other way this time, and
my blankets were carried comfortably
in a car, but although
I watched all the way to
the foot of the Pass I
did not find the terrace

in which, more than 40
years ago, I had been
the guest, in his absence,
of a rabbiter., He was
going up the gorge as
I came down, and I have
never forgotten his pro-
fane insistence that I
2 should leave the road
ff about two miles further
on, go down inte a dip
full of matagouris and
help myself to faod and
drink in his tent. I had
never seen him before,
and have never seen him
since: he was a good deal
older than I was then,
and is now probably
dead. But if I were a
Catholic I would pray
for the repose of his

soul,
* » ]

But that has never happened to me.
My memories of Omarama go back)42
years, when I crossed the Pass with a
swag on my back and lay all night in
my blankets half-way across the flat
too tired to sleep soundly and waking
up at intervals to hear a dottrel call-
ing only a few yards away. 1 had ap-
parently spread my blankets near eggs
or chickens, but could not find either
when daylight came, I remember, too,
that a shepherd rode past in the moon-
light with five dogs, all tired like myself
and completely unaware of my presence
though I was lying only 10 yards off
the track.

My second -’ visit was made on horse-
back, and I remember that my young
son wandered off while I was stabling
the horses and came back to ask what
“all those roosters were doing in cages.”
It turned out that the proprietor of the
stables was what the groom called “a
bit of a sport,” and I was not surprised
to see him some years later in Christ-
church during Grand National Week. 1
think I was surprised at the time to
hear the names of some of his fellow-
sports, though I would not be to-day.
I could even agree up to a point that
this is not an especially cruel sport, an
average bout lasting a few minutes, and
ending .in the speedy death of one con-
testant and a glorlous moment for the

HE matagouris were gone partly be-
cause they are good firewood, partly
because the burning madness is still on
us. I saw signg of burning all the way
up the Ahuriri and all the wey down
the Lindis, and when I turned up to
Wanaka smoke ob-

TRAVELLERS literated one side of
AND the lake.
TUSSOCKS I know that it is

offensive when trav-
ellers tell farmers what they ought to
be doing with their land. It is the piece
of earth to which they have committed
themselves and all that they possess or
will possess, which they water every
week with their sweat and sometimes
with their blood, for which most of them
go through days and nights of torture
when markets collapse or fail, storms
come at destructive moments, or pests
enter by channels that cen’t be effec-
tively closed—empty sacks, bales of hay,
bird-droppings, infected mouths, skins,
or feet. When I criticise farmers I feel
that I am criticising my father and my
mother, my brothers and my sisters—
the universal family.

I am resting to-day on a farm, and
a¢ I write this note a thunderstorm is
soaking some tons of hay which owner
and hired helpers have worked overtime

(continued on next page)
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with the big matagouris i

on double weight Art paper. P.C. 94, 6 x 4 -

MENTMORE
AUTO-FLOW
(as illustrated)
{4 carat solid gold nib osmbe
iridium tipped, available in
glossy black or an attractive
range of colours, price

24’ 6 each

Also tuxury model—Mentmore ‘46", Straamm
lined in black, blue, maroon or dove-grey
barrel with

Sterling Silver Cap 57/6.  Rolled Gold Cap 6714,

MENTMORE

ENGLISH FOUNTAIN PENS:

Trade enguiries only to Ponsford Nevoman & Benson (N.Z.) Ledy
128 Waksfield Street, Wellingtons

British made to precise
specificatlons by one of the
world’s leading pen manu-
facturers,. Mentmore
fountain pens give
long, trouble -free
writing service,

—

g Treat varicose}

ulcers st homa/

ENLARGEMENTS OF QUALITY ’

1/9, 8 x 6 2/3, 10 x 8 2/9, 12 x 10 3/6,
plus postage.

with Varex, Syfa,
We cater for those who want the best. @ ure, lnexmum.')
easy toapply. Wrice forfres
c. B. T o M K l N s o N . bookiet. Ernest Haalay, Dept. I,
Photegraphic ond Home Movie Supplies .

Box 1558, 21 Grey Street, Wellingeom \ |
39 VICTORIA STREET W., AUCKLAND )

THEWORLD3
READING

THE GREATEST ENGLISH “ READING
IDEA“ COMES TO NEW ZEALAND.

In this book club, at half the ordinary

cost you receive the Book of the

Month. Each volume mailed direct

from London in handsome Buckram

Binding, Titles Bilocked in real Gold

on Leather Panels,
’

Each Book is choten by a Panel of Five English Publishers,

\\\\\\“'/ ! (17} Every month you receive the latest book, and broadcast sheet
\\ /? on those to come In the next aear months. N
) j ” ,/;l‘_ Titles and authors of books so far sent have included: * For
= 0"“ “roﬂ 5 Whom, the Bell Tolls" (Ernest Hemingway), “Travels in Tortary”
- wﬂ 7;”‘._: (Peter Fleming), “Charles Dickens” (Una Hope-Hennessy), “How
2 08 ZeNERYV " (T Green Was My 'Valley” (Richard Lievellyn), “The Roba™ (Licyd
(/ﬂlﬁ i & ) C. Douglas), “Mine Gwn Executioner” (Nigel Baichin).
27U The Cost: 12 Books (one o month) ... £3/7/6
6 Books (one a month} ., "£1/13/9
(Enclase Monay Order or Cheque, plus Exchangs.) .
One book can b SEND YOUR ORDER NOW—OR WRITE FOR FURTHER DETAILS, .
omitted in  each
Zel S M. 2. REPRINTACENCY
daslred. -

(Represeriting the Reprint Soclety Ltd., London)
P.0, Box 80, Paimerston North, or P.O. Box 303, Ch'ch.
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