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ACME REPAIRS

W

New Rollers Fitted. Drain Baths

Supplied. All Parts Stocked.
Avoid Rust and Ironmould.
ALL PARTS POSTED.

FOR COMPLETE OVERHAUL
Rail Country Repairs to Mt, Albert Stn.

TREBY

Lawnmower Shop
863 NEW NORTH ROAD,
MOUNT ALBERT — AUCKLAND.
Phone 31-156,

CATHEDRAL
ELECTRIC O00B CHIMES

BRING TONE TO YOUR
HOME

THE IDEAL GIFT
RECOMMENDED BY
AUNT DAISY
‘ Designed {in translucent
cream and walnut plastic
with gleaming brass or
chromium tubes,

Two lovely rescnant notes
for the front door and one
for the back. In Brass.

. Price £3/7/6. Chromium £8/17/6.
EVERY HOME SHOULD HAVE ONE

$tocked by
ALL LEADING ELECTRICAL,
FUBNISHING AND HARDWARE
. STORES

'WAREHOUSE DISPOSAL

SALE

HEAVY ALL-WOOL
WORKING TROUSERS
Tough-wearing Tweed.
Side and hip pockets,
. Sizes 3 to 8. Usually
45/,
Sale Price, 24/1}
MEN’S ENGLISH
WORKING SHIRTS.
Woven striped drill,
Coltar_attached. Sizes
2 to 7. Usuolly 25/,

Sals Price 16/11
Buy the SHIRT AND
TROUSERS and get
them BO for only
38/6.

Post Free. State sizes
when ordering.

PRICE & DEMPSTER LTD.

39 ALBERT STREET, AUCKLAND.
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HE joyful clang of the

dinner-bell floated across the

playground. The look of
studied interest dropped from Mr.
Sutcliffe’s face and a dead
geography class found its voice
again, remembered it was hungry and
bored, and surged shrilly up the aisles.
Lennie came out on to the asphalt with
a paper bag in one hand and a ball of
newspaper in the other. Futz was ahead
of him and running towards the river-
bank. Together they swished through
the tall grass under the willow trees
and went down the slope beside the
water. When the old poplar stump
gshowed up through the grass they
flopped down beside it and looked into
each other’s faces. A cold awareness of
their dual purpose made them regret

the remoteness of the recreation ground .

and its comforting herd noises. They
had been to this place often during the
year to eat their lunches, but it had
never been more than an impulsive com-
ing together. To-day, consciousness of
a definite end to be achieved united
them in a special way. To-day in the
hour between morning and afternoon
classes there would be no aimless eat-
ing of sandwiches and throwing away
of crusts. The scraps they dropped into
the stream now would be carefully
placed so that none but the Old Man
who lived in the hole under the bank
could reach them. i

“Got the bait?” Futz’'s voice crackled
with eagerness as heepulled the fishing
line from his school bag. Lennie unwrap-
ped the screw of newspaper and held
out the hunk of liver he had taken from
his mother’s meat-safe. Futz mauled it
critically and cut off a thick bloody
wedge with his pocket-knife, They
opened their lunch parcels and chewed
determinedly, spitting wet mouthfuls of
bread into their hands and tossing them
into the ripple. If you tossed, it too
far out the ducks would come with a
rushing whistle and their feet atuck for-
ward, shovelling it up before it sank.
Or the trout and smaller eels would
gobble it and it would still be wasted.

Lennie remembered how they had
first seen the Old Man who lived under
the bank, It had been a day at the end
of summer when the water was still
low and clear. He and Futz had run
away from a crowd of bigger boys and

hidden in the grass by the old stump..

No one had found their hiding place
and after a while they had grown tired
of ‘whispering to each other and had
stratched out on the river-bank., It was
then that he bhad glided out of the
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DOWN BY THE

shadows, his flexible brown body cun-
ningly trimmed to the down-rush of the
stream. The biggest eel they had ever
seen, -
Futz had grown excited and thrown
in whole sandwiches, but these had
floated away and the ducks had got
them. Later they had learned to mois-
ten-. the scraps with saliva or to soak
them in the water first. Then the Old
Man had reached forward through the
ripple, slowly mouthing their offering.
Lennie could not recall how many
times they had watched him since. Even
in winter when the river was deep and
muddy they had felt he was there. He
would never - splash and break water as
the smaller eels did further out, but
they had continued to give him his
share of food knowing that somewhere
under the bank he would be waiting.
In those months_he had seemed like a

friend, a secret thing they could come

and marvel over in the dull hours away
from home.

For a long time neither of them had
wanted to tell anyone else. THey had
even made g promise about it here on
the river-bank. Then yesterday Futz
had come to scliool with a plan for set-
ting a line end catching him. Futz's
father was a ranger. According to him
eels were dirty and. vicious. They lived
on ducklings and trout and when they
grew big they were a real menace to
swimmers. Futz's crusading fire had
even been fanned by a little breath of
covetousness. N

“They say eelskin makes corker boot-
laces if you dry it in the sun. And we
could sell the meat to the Maoris.”

“There he is!” Lennie pointed down
into the amber shadows. Half-ashamed

Goodwill Programme

N July 24 Station 1YZ will broad-

. cast a programme of goodwill from
the Maoris of New Zealand to the
people of the Cook Islands. The pro-
gramme will be picked up by Radio
New Zealand, the NZBS shortwave sta-
tion, and beamed to the Cook Islands,
where the inhabitants will be able to
hear it on local shortwave receiving sets.
A Maori party in the studios of 1YZ
will present the programme, which will
consist of traditional Polynesian songs,
hakas, and messages from Rotorua to
the islanders. Receiving sets owned by
missionaries and officials will probably
be set up in the compounds and other
reception pofhts in the Cook Islands to
ensure that as many people as possible
hear the broadcast.

Written for “The Listener” by
O. E. MIDDLETON

and half-eager at what they were going
to do, he watched Futz tinravel the line
and drop it in softly so that there was
no splash, The red blob of liver sank
quickly with the weight of the hook
and drifted toward the shady part,
They eould see the Old Man very
clearly to-day. He lay sleekly near the
bottom, his head thrust forward and his
threadlike tail undulating gently. They

‘saw for the first time the little white

horns jutting from his head as he slid
nearer the bait. Futz danced with ex-
citement. He wrapped the line round
his fingers and crooned to the eel, im-
ploring him to bite hard.

The Old Man mumbled the bait in
his eel-way with his flat mouth. Lennie
began to feel sick. He was such a satis-
fying brown shape down there in the
water. If they hooked him he would
come writhing on to the grass in a
tangle of line. Their hands would be
thick with his slime by the time they
got the hook out, And they would have
to beat him on the tail to kill him.
They would need a very heavy stick
because he was such a big eel. Lennie
started looking half-heartedly for a
strong’ enough piece of wood.

Just then Futz yelled “Got him!” and
started hauling on the line. Lennie
turned to see the water swirling and
turning muddy where the Old Man had
been. Suddenly a shiny snake-like head
shot above fthe™bubbles, Two bright
fish-eyes looked through the sunlight at
them, then the surface smoothed over
and he was gone. v .

Futz was swearing bitterly and hold-
ing up a frayed end of fishing line. “He
got away and took my hook with him.”

By the time the bell went for after-
noon school Lennie’s stomach had stop-
ped churning. They hedn’t caught the
Old Man after all. By now he would
be away' down-stream somewhere, rub-
bing his nose on a stone to get the hook
out.

As they headed back towards the
classrooms Futz was still thinking about
bootlaces. He said, “I bet some:of the
smaller ones would.do just as well, How
about having another go at dinner-time
to-morrow?” .

Lennie was thinking that he wouldi’t
have to take so much lunch in future.
There would be no fun sharing it with
the ducks, and anyway he wouldn’t go
down to . .the river-bank any miore. .

To Futz he ssid,. “Think Tl start
playing footy to-morrow.”
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