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We sat down for tea about 8 o'clock.
There was a snowy cloth on the table,
and starched napkins in glasses in front
of every place. The table was strewn
with huge red and crimson asters. About
half-way through the meal someone
started throwing these about, and there
ensued a real battle of flowers. Nineteen
of us sat down to the meal, and there
were several waiting on us and preparing
food in the kitchen, so you can gather
that our hosts were hospitable. I noticed
that even here, where our friends were
most obviously fairly well off and quite
cultured, everything was extremely

plain, almost to the point of being drab,
There were no pictures anywhere, no
furniture that was not strictly “utile,”
and forks and spoons were of some kind
of lead-aluminium compound.

However, there was nothing plain
about the meal, which was served in a
series of courses. We started off with
a huge platter of some kind of meat loaf
cut in slices and buttered. Each course,
I should tell you, was served on an
enormous platter which circulated right
round the table, always starting with us.
We were probably regarded as the guests
of honour. Well, the meat-loaf was fol-
lowed by braised pigeon, the pigeon by

wild boar, and the boar by a huge
platter of small~pieces of liver, which
seemed to be cooked in sugar and
vinegar. For all these courses we used
the same plate. This was now replaced
with a clean one, and we finished the
meal with pineapple and bananas.

We did not stay very long after that,
as it was getting late, and we had a long
walk in front of us. Until we did go, we
sat out on the veranda of the sleeping
quarters while the youngsters danced to
a very ancient and tinny gramophone. It
was almost like sacrilege to hear strident
American swingsters imploring someone
to be “Nobody’s baby but theirs” in
such peaceful and exotic surroundings.

=AND THE DBOYS FROM OLD CALEDONIA
Into Battle With The Highland Division

I/VE know gow that the New Zea-

landers turned the Mareth Line
with the assistance of the 51st High-
land Division. Here is a ftribute to
that Division written for “Picture
Post” by Macdonald Hastings.

N a desolate moor in Inver-

ness-shire -— where the skies

are forever weeping — two
rows of grey stones mark the
trenches where Highland dead
were buried, according to their
clans, after the Battle of Culloden in
1745. The names on the stones are the
same names which label wooden crosses
in the sands of the Egyptian desert now.
The men of the Highland Division—
the men who stormed the Axis lines at
El Alamein -—are the kith and kin of
the clansmen who rose for Bonnie
Prince Charlie in the ’45.

If that link with the past seems un-
important to you, if the thought of a
battle fought 200 years ago (and so
small ,that to-day it would scarcely be
counted worthy of an official com-
muque) moves you not at all, know
yourself for an unregenerate Sassenach..
Read no further. But if you can feel
the surge of history, if you can conjure
inspiration from the past, then you can
understand—in some degree—the thing
which is called the Highland tradition.

the

of
training depot of the Seaforth, the second
oldest Highland regiment

Donald Maclennan, R.S:M.

North of Perth, history isn’t a dusty
memory. In 200 years, between Culloden
and El Alamein, neither the men nor
the lands they live in have changed. The
men of the Highland Division come
from identically the same district, the
same crofters’ cottages, the same chief-
tains' castles from which their fore-
fathers went to battle before them.
They're fighting together now in the
same family regiments in which genera-
tions of their people have served and
died. And, deep down inside them,
they’re fighting for the age-old Highland
cause. What it is won’t go into words;
there are no words to express it. But
you can hear it—as Rommel's Afrika
Korps heard it-—in the wild wail of the
pipes. You can see it in the swing of the
kilt. And you can feel it stirring in your
blood in the lonely places where the red
deer spring through the heather and the
salmon leap in snow-fed mountain
streams. )

It’s not simply a tradition; it’s a liv-
ing force. In the last war, any soldier
will- tell you that—after his own divi-
sion — the Highlanders were the best
fighting division on the front,

Remember Their Names

There is no more stirring story in the
whole of this war than the story of how
a battalion of the Camerons at Le
Bassée before Dunkirk threw away their
battle-dress trousers and put on the kilt
to meet the advancing Germans. Of two
thousand men, 79—the Cameron’s regi-
mental number in the Army List-came
back.

Then, in the assault on the Italian
position at Keren in East Africa the
Camerons again were the first in. For
several weeks nobody knew about it
But when the fortress was taken, they
found the bodies of the Camerons lying
where they fell in the heart of the enemy
positions. Twice in this war, the High-
landers have been in action as a com-
plete division, The first time was after
Dunkirk, when they were landed in
France to bolster up the failing French
resistance. The second time was when

Montgomery called on the 51st to lead

the frontal assault on Rommel’s posi-
tions at El Alamein. We know that the
first real victory in the land war wasn’t
a cheap one, just as the last rearguard
action on the’Continent was bound to
exact an ‘awful price. The Highland
Division — raised from the thinnest
populated area in this country — have
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taken the brunt of both, And no one
in the Highlands would have had it
otherwise.

Remember the names of the Highland
regiments. You've heard them many
times before. And you’ll hear them many
times again. They number five. In order
of seniority, they are the Black Watch,
the Seaforth (never Seaforths), the
Gordons, the Camerons (not to be con-
fused with the Cameronians), and the
Argyll and Sutherland Hjghlanders.

BIG Comfort From
a Little Tin/

INSTANT RELIEF
PAINLESSLY REMOVES CORN,
CURES WARTS 100 !

CARNATION

. CORNCAPS

FROM ALL-CHEMISTS AND STORES

N.Z DISTRIBUTORS LTD.. 37.39 ALBERT STREET AUCKLAND,

JOHNSON’S RADIO COLLEGE

(Now under management of McKenzie's

Engineering Academy)

Quality for your Radio Servicemasan’s

Exam. or Commercial Radio Operator’s

Exam. by Johuson’s up to date Cors

respondence Course. Success guarane

teed. Pay as you learn. Write or call
for full particulars.
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Helps the Nation
Two Ways

If you have a piano or any musical instrue
ment, 3 vacuum cleaner or other electrical
appliance lying idle Begg's will buy it
from you for CASH.

You can invest the Proceeds
® in NATIONAL SAVINGS

and thus help New Zealand’s war effort.
At the same time you will be setting money
aside to purchase the wonderful models we
will be getting after the war,

You will be helping to meet
* New Zealand’s Needs

Musical instruments dnd electrical appli. -
ances are not being imported or manufac-
‘tured but they are needed just the same.
That means we must make fullest use of
what we have in the country. . Dis-use is

Used musical instruments of all

kinds, pianos, organs, band and stringed
instruments, also- radios,

portable gramo-
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Auckland, Wellington,
Christchurch, Dunedin,
Nelson, Timaru,
Qamaru, Invercargill,

Begg's will pay
recondition them for the benefit of others,
Call, ot write 10 Begg's st once for a valuation,
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