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YNTHETIC RESIN ADHESIVES
improved plastic glues developed
from Urea Formaldehyde and Phenol
Formaldehyde are playing an
unseen, but very important, part inour modern age_ Adhesives of this
type made possible the bonded ply-
wood construction of the famous1 1!Mosquito' aircraft and of landing
bargesinWorldWarI.
Today, in peace, Synthetic Resin
Adhesivesaremakinga hostofarticles
better plywoods, furniture, decora-
tive veneers, joinery, trolley buses,
flush doors. The advantages of
Synthetic Resin Adhesives over older
animalgluesare thattheyare easy to
work, speedproduction (and SO lower
costs),give more durable, longer-last-
ing bonds that are highly resistant to
water, moisture, humidity, bacteria
andmoulds.
Although primarily intended for
bonding wood, the advantagesof the
resinshavecausedthemtobeadoptedin other industries in fine mould-
resistant bookbinding, as a general
binder forsawdust for dolls and kind
red articles,and as a sand-binder for
metalcastingmoulds. SyntheticResin
Adhesivesareproducedandmarketed
by ImperialChemical Industries.
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A Man Who Knew Happiness
|
HE death of W. Downie

|
Stewart was announced

| while last week’s issue of
| The Listener was _ being
printed. We must therefore referto the event later than we
would have wished, though this
may be one case where the lapseof time is unimportant. Downie
Stewart was not the sort of person
who needed only a prompt and
formal tribute. His character will
be as interesting in years to come
as it is today: he will stay in the
minds of people who knew him,
and when they think of him theywill find themselves asking ques-
tions which touch upon — the
mysteries of human behaviour.
For Downie Stewart, paralysed for
many years to thé pointof almost
total helplessness, was a happy
man. Perhaps he was gifted in the
first placewith fortunate attributes.It is probably true that he always
liked people, that from his early
years he was what, in his own
words, he remained to the end-
"a hero-worshipper," and that he
had a natural vision of the good
in men which made him unable or
unwilling to look too closely at
their weaknesses. But these attri-
butes, which’ might have seemed
merely the graces of a liberal char-
acter in a busy and_ successful
man, became something purer and
‘stronger in one who, ‘taken by ill-
ness from a distinguished career in
politics, had to find his world
largely in an invalid’s chair. It is
true that the outside world came
to him, gladly and respectfully.
There can be few New Zealanders,
now eminent in affairs of the arts,
who did not visit the house in
Heriot Row; and if sometimes
they went uncertainly, not sure of
what they would find in a man cut
off from normal activity, they
must have gone back thoughtfully
into the streets of Dunedin. A man
who has wrestled long with illness
may be forgiven if some trace of
bitterness creeps into his view of
life. But Downie Stewart was in-
capable of bitterness. His mind
remained alert, eager for refresh-
ment and new expression. He

wrote industfiously while his
health permittéd; but his books; in
spite of their historical value, did
not reveal the personal quality
which filled his conversation. A
legal training has penalties as well
as advantages; and the lawyer who
turns to the writing of biography
may find. it harder than most
authors to commit himself to final
opinions. Moreover, he liked men
so much, and was always so eager
to see the best of them, that his
portraits sometimes lacked the
penetration which takes the truth
from a setting of shadow. He
could not think ill of his fellows.
There was something romantic in
his temperament, and it. rah
through him in a vein of goodness.If he had written novels, he
would have been a John Buchan
of the Antipodes, concerned with
honest virtues and simple courage.
His career in politics and letters
has been described fully in the
newspapers, and there is no need
to enlarge upon it here. Yet two
features of that career must be
noticed before we can hope to see
him in the round. He was a poli-
tician of an older school in that,
although he had his special field,
he worked in it among broad in-
terests taken from a liberal cul-
ture. And his principles were so
much a part of him that he could
resign from office rather than act
against them. He was completely
honest. Lesser men went to see
him, not merely because. they re-
spected his judgment and were
glad to draw upon his wide know-
ledge of affairs, but also because
they felt better for speaking to
him. That clear mind, undimmed
by illness, was the mind of a man
who, in the midst of affliction,
could retain an_ underlying
serenity. He had the gift of happi-
ness, so’that although he was al-
ways interested in ideas he did not
need them for reassurance. To
have talked with Downie Stewart
was an experience, humbling and
renewing, which will not be for-
gotten now that there is silence in
Heriot Row.


