(continued {rom previous pags)
Empire you wander towards the impos-
ing facade of the Odeon. Here there is
no queue and here also is “a gripping
story of Western America.” You are not
impressed, but the boy friend's expres-
sion lightems, ‘The board inside reads,
happily: “3/- standing, 4/6 seats, 6/-
seats, 9/- seats.” “How about this?” he
says, “Would you like to see this?”
“Yes, I would,” you reply, “I always like
seeing’—you, gaze blankly at a poster—
“Susan Smith” you end triumphantly.

So he buys tickets—4/6 you note—
and you enter and set out on a long
trbk down to the front of the house. A
torch flashes in front of you and lights up
two empty seats in the middle of a row.
You squeeze in over knees and feet,
murmuring an apology. You sit back,
relax and adjust your eyes to the near-
ness of the screen. The main picture
in all its glorious technicolour seems
well under way and it is some time
before you can quite catch up with hero
and plot, But it is pleasant watching,
pleasant to feel that you have at last
gained entry even if the film is not
one that you otherwise would have both-
ered to see. It is good, too, to see that
the boy friend has settled down hap-
pily and quite Jost his air of strain.
He has done his duty and taken you to
the pictures. Now he is enjoying himself.

‘T'HE “epic of American history” ends.

The lights flicker up and there is a
movement all around as people leave
and others take their places. You have
time to look around and admire the
simplicity yet grandeur of the theatre.
Over at the right, people are standing,
propped agathst the wall; the “3/-
standing” hoping for a seat. The lights
go down and you watch now a newsreel
and some shorts, a carteon and a trailer
of the next outstanding attraction that
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Traveller's Tales

JISITORS from abroad ere often im-
*" pressed by the average New Zea-
lander’s capacity for travel. - We think
nothing of covering a couple of hundred
miles over a wegk-end to visit friends,
while a night spent on the train from
Auckland to Wellington is a mere baga-
telle to most of our hardened voyageurs.
In a series of talks recorded under the
title A Traveller's Tales, Guy Young
of Christchurch says what he thinks of
New Zealanders as travellers, and de-
seribes what he saw during an extensive
journey he made recently through both
islands. He thinks we are lucky to be
in a country where, if we want to go
from Christchurch to Northland, say,
we don't have to cross frontiers or pass
customs barriers or engage - ourselves
helplessly with a foreign language, or
endure a train for a week, bumping
over steppes, dust bowls, or prairies.

His own journey began with a 50-
mile trip from Christchurch to Akaroa,
and it continued through South Canter-
bury and the McKenzie K country to
Otago. “The sights, sounds, and smells
of Wanaka remain,” he says, “long after
Central Otago has been exchanged for
a wet week in Invercargill, where milk-
men are human, and where you feel you
might settle for life”” Later, he went
from Christchurch to Whangarei in the
space of a Saturday morning. “The
Waipoua Forest is by-passed.” he said
of this second journey, “and at Wai-
tangi you are not taken to see the
Treaty site. But there are other things
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will be presented at the Odeon. But you
do not watch these things in peace. All
down the row you are in, people are
on the move, shuffling along over your
feet and out. You slump down for a
moment and then up again, with feet
tucked well in out of the way, as new
people fill the empty seats. Qut and
in, out and in, it seems that the whole
populace of your row has changed at
least three times. The main film starts
again and you settle down to see what
it was you missed. But there is no
interest left; you saw the most of it
you know how it ends and somehow
the beginning has lost its savour. The
stage coach overturns, the heroine gal-
lops off on a horse and this is where
you came in. Together you scramble
out of the row, over the feet, up the
long aisle and out.

It is 9.30, still ddylight, and you are
amazed and a little stupefied and very
hungry. Four o'clock, when you last
had a cup of tea, seems a long way off.
The boy friend suggests food and a
drink and you turn thankfully fato a
little pub he knows and wash down
dry corned beef sandwiches with a glass
of brown ale. You can tell that the boy
friend feels he has had a full and ex-
citing day. You feel worn out and a
little frustrated and there is still the
journey home. At Piccadilly Circus
underground you are carried along with
the crowds, down the escalator, down
the passages, down the stairs and on to
a train, still standing. Two stops be-
fore your own there is an empty seat
and you lean back exhausted, The boy
friend looms over you, hanging on a
strap.

“Next week,” you think, “if he asks
me, I'll suggest the local cinema. Even
if we see a film we don’t want to, at
feast it will only cost 1/9 or 2/9 for
best seats and, with luck, we won't
have to_queue.”

GUY YOUNG ~

in the country north of Whangarei: val-
leys full of the tropics, the light gold
barefoot beaches, the milk-soft air, and
the names, the ancient Maori poet
names we casually murder every day.”

The series would not be complete, of
cpurse, without some thoughts on Auck-
land—“too big to be friendly—too easy-
going to care whether it's friendly or
not"—and on Wellington—“people do

live there, sometimes for years on end.”’

The first of A Traveller’s Tales will be
heard from 3YA at 7.15 p.m. on Friday,
July 15, and the others at the same time
on succeedings Fridays.

MOTORISTS
CAMPERS ¢

12 Cupfuls boiled
minutes with the “Ther-
mette’”” Chip Heater, No
special fuel required — only
twigs, poper or rubbish,
The more wind the quicker
it boils,

BOILING WATER
6 MINUTES

in_ six .

Campers  ond Motorlsts
carry one in your car.
16/3, Post 8d. (Cooking

Grid 3/6 extra).

SKEATES & WHITE Ltd, 48 5crt Shast
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Reef for
Coughs and
Sore Throats

. To make sure you get
scientifically refined, chemi-
cally purified petroleumjelly
of the highest quality, insist
on the genuine VASELINE
Petroleum Jelly. It's SAFE
becawse it’s PURE.

WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE-—-

Without Calomel—And You'll Jump out of
Bed in the Momning Full of Vim.

Tme liver should pour out two pounds aof
Bquid bile into your bowels daily. If this bile
is not flowing freely, ggnr food doesn’t digest.
It just decays in the bowels, Wind bloats up

r stomach. You gat constipated. Your
whole system fs poisoned and you feel sour,
tired and weary and the world looks blue,

Laxatives are only makeshiftss A mere bowel
movement doesn’t get at the cause, It takes
those good old Carter’s Little Liver Pills to get
those two ‘pounds of bile Bowing freedy and
make you feel “up and up.” Harmiess, gentle,
yet amazing in making bile flow freely.

Ask for CARTER'S Little Liver Pills by-name,
Btubbornly refuse anything else. 1:83d.

Distribulors : Fasselt & Joknson, Lid.,
Buildings, Manners Sires, Wellingtos, C3,

Eden Crescent, Auckland.
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i
Read by over 50,000 People monthly in New Zealand!

Has Stalin Outsmarted MacArthur ?

Sex in Bible Colleges

How I beat the Races v

Peace of Mind and Soul, by Joshua Liebman
- Why 4 out of 5 American Wives are Starving

Is Boudreau the Greatest Athlete of All 2

Ida’s Life With Eddie Cantor

Why I Won’t Go to Church

—and 25 other absorbing articles
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