Something in Caves

one lights on a new cave,

The last was discovered
during the investigation of the
notornis colony. It has already re-
ceived considerable publicity and
prophets are saying already that it will
rival Waitomo—or would, if anyone
could get to it.

I EVERY now and then some-

Why is everyone so interested in such
a discovery? What are the reasons for
the attraction that caves exert even on
the civilised human being? Thousands of
people at the Centennial Exhibition paid
to stroll aimlessly through an artificial
Waitomo. Admittedly artificial glow-
worms were provided, but Orion in the
night sky looked far better——and cost
nothing. But the sky is not a cave.

I cannot tell the
reason for this,
mania. I only know
that I suffer badly
from it, and besides
collecting all data
on caves at sight,

spend much time g
prying through
them. I remember

writing a story when
I was only 15, which
I called proudly
Cavern_ Chimaera,
That was years
ago, and I am still
searching and col-
lecting. But I do not
complain, for this

“One cannot call wetas animel life”
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dollar at a crucial moment, and we were
abandoned, :. hundred feet below the
earth, and with no idea of how to get
back to the daylight.

For once my interest in caves deserted
me. Eventually we penetrated to a vast

cavern, lit eerily with green light by a!
tiny crevice in one wall, from which the !

sole outlet appeared to be that tiny
crevice. Resorting to rock-climbing
technique, we scaled the wall and slipped
thankfully out of the crevice. Since then
I have never had any nerve for rock-
climbing.

That cave, I re-
member, was car-

pings and occasion-
ally we could see
the bats; or rather
we saw where they

fluttering or
arrangement of the
Vair molecules was
the only indication
-/ of their presence.
They lent excite-
ment, hewever, to
caves in the tropics,
and I think that
our New Zealand
caves suffer from

hobby has taken me

to some queer places and to it I owe
.some queer, and even some dangerous,
exgeriences._

For instance, I read once that ice-
cayes are a useful refuge for mountain-
eers in bad weather, The mext time I
was in inow I tested the theory. A storm
howled up, and I talked my pessimistic
companions intc excavating an ice-cave.
We set to and dug for some hours. We
made a fine little cave—but the storm
had passed. Fortunately it was not a
bad storm.

HEN I was in New Caledonia during
~ . the war I took every oppertunity of
visiting the caves which, though numer-
ous, are little known owing to the
natural superstitions of the Kanakas who
intfabit the island. oo

These places are quite different from
our limestong formations. They seem to
have been caused, not by the erosive
action of water, but by gigantic split-
tings and rivings in the earth’s crust,
Many of them are hundreds of feet high
and as long. They also have inhabitants.

. Perhaps for the same reason that
civilised beings make caves into pleasure
resorts, the New 'Caledonian natives
chose them as a burial ground. It is not
unusual there, when walking.  across
country, to stub one’s toe against a
rain-swept skull—drdagged from its rest-
ing place by human or animal agency.
When it happens you-know that caves
are near by. )

Once another soldier and I, having
heard of the existence of such caves
from some French friends, visited the
tribe which owned them. The chief con-
sented to take us to the caves and did so,
but uhforturiately his dread of afreets
overcame his desire for ‘the Yankee
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their absence of
animal life. One cannot call wetas
animal life. Glow-worms, for all
their beauteous luminosity, are but poor
substitutes for flesh and blood bats
(however invisible) and I marvel that
caves like those at Waitomo have been
able to maintain their popularity with
such unsubstantial occupants.

WE can of course beguile visitors with

' the what-was-once-alive exhibit—
the frequently found deposits of moa
bones. These are a fascinating substitute
for bats, both for the layman and the
ornithologist, and we should be grateful
to the old-time moas for their con-
siderateness in thus parking their relics.
Some, I understand, were less charitable
towards posterity and died in swamps.

Moa bones were found in the caves
recently discovered at Te Anau—but
they were only the bones of a small
forest species, probably about eight feet
high. Once, when I was a boy, rambling

round the coast of Wellington, I
stumbled on a cave which, held a pen-
guin and penguin eggs. The pepgguin

wag hardly one foot high and was dead-—
still I carried it home and made much
of it until my father (an unreasonable
man), made me bury it.

Perhaps it was that penguin which has

led me on over the years to look for big-
‘ger and better caves. I have never quite
‘given up hope that some day I shall

fall into the Cave of Caves, where, far
from a mere penguin or a heap of moa
bones of a small forest species, I shall
be face to face with the king of moas
himself, alive, and as regal as when his
brothers stalkéd the country from North
Cape to the Bluff. After all, if the
notornis could conceal its fracks so well
for half a century, is it hard to credit
the moa with the same sagacitw?

peted with bat drop-

had been — a vague i
dis- !
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A superb

craftsman m gold and silver,

Cellini’s craftsmanship has never been
excelled. Similarly, Goddard’s Silver Polishes
are unexcelled. They produce the clearest and
most brilliant lustre on all silverware with a

minimum of effort.
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BABYS o
symmet

Chafing, heat rash, sun-
burn—all commonplace
hot-weather skin dis-

deal with—yield quickly
to D.D.D. Balm. Espec-
ially made for delicate
skins, this gentle, non-’
greasy, non-staining
cream soothes rightaway
and rapidly cleats up
baby’s skin troubles.
Mothers praise it. From
all Chemists,
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Made for D.D.D.-Co. Ltd,, 3 Fleet Laﬁe, London, B.Cq
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