man ofl Cowes. En¢land, who sometimes
more abuut than the
easily thou-
vachties were to

vachts
earned

knows no
cost of his awn in
sands. Clad thus. our
take up posttions i the Gualf,
wait a certain time. then foillow the
Gothic as per orders, at a respectful dis-

certain

tance. This, thank voodness, they did
not do.

Order was there. the order of good
seamanship, when we on North Head

saw the Gothic standing in the drizzle
off Tiri IxJand a little after eight o'clock
in the morning, and the small craft all
about like seagulls waiting on a fishing
boat, They were sull in position when
the Queen’s yvacht came slowly out of
a tinv patch of sun, and grew slowly
nearer, larger, whiter, as she entered the
Rangitoto Channel. But when she drew
level with 1he Head, the race was
ulready on---when she had rounded it.
and the guns of the Army establish-
ment on its southern side were already
banging osut their welcome. the little
craft had turned ofticiai welcome into
a delirious picnic. Everything had been
thrown overboard but joy and goud
manners: they were racing alongside,
dipping madly in and out of the spray,
plunging like Neptune's foam-flecked
horses, throwing up plumes of green
sea, carving other patterns of green be-
bind them in the leaden waters of the
gutf. And the vysachties who handled
them so superbly were, for the most
part. superbly clad as usual—old shirts,
uld shorts, old headgear. the right gar-
ments for the job.

1ANY Roya] occasions have T seen,
but never one like this. Every
seaworthy boat of this sea-.girdled city
seemed to be out theve between the
booming guns and Bastion Point, all the
craft we have watched heing got ready
in our northern bays (knowing as we
watched that all along the twenty-mile
waterfront there was the same activity
for the same great day). White and pas-
tel-coloured boats predominated. demoi-
selles in summer frocks: but there were
also the more sober and matronly craft.
newly-painted, zlso looking their best—~
the dark blue launches that ply in and

out of the larbour on various com-
missions. the coastal steamers, the scows
taking a dav off from cattle or coal-
carrying to Thames or Corumandel, lol-
Toping through the drizzle with the pon-
derous whale-like motion of their kind.
They were al] there: and the hearts of
all Aucklanders lifted tin patriotic pride
10 see them there. to krow that the
guests they ureeted were admiring
them as we were. from the bridge of
the Gothic. We all hoped passionately
that, whatever the weather might do for
sood or ill later, the Queen would ve-
member her entry into Auckland as an
occasion of big and little boats. man-
acad by the men who love thenm.

On Christmas Eve we in Devonport
saw the Queen and her husband again.
this time in a more domestic, cosy way,
and on one of Auckland’s loveliest
days. Warm sun, bright skies. a lovely
breeze: here we were at our best, feel-
ing our best, hoping that she would en-
joy the change in clim- )
ate as ml"‘h a8 wWe were
doing. This warm iden-
tification of ourselves
with our visitors needs
no apology: it is one of
the most spontaneous
emotions of humanity,
an instinctive kindliness
which in the last few
days has been at odds
with the effusions of the
Press., Never has the
divorce of newspaper
language from  public
thought been so signifi-
cant: in the one, unfeel-
ing clichés ¢oming thick
as hailstones, in the
other "a homelv identifi-
cation of the speaker
with  the spoken - of.
aspecially among the
wamen. “It's horrid for
her., coming straight
from the tropics into
this — why on earth
didn't someone bring an
umbrella down to the
wharf for her?” or
“She’tt be enjoying the

*

RIGHT: Her Majesty broadcasting her Christinas Message at
Government House, Auckland. BEILOW: The little ships of
into harbour — “they turned’
official weicome into a delirious picnic”

Auckland escorting the Gothic

*
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sun. now, after that ~nasty
Just as each vachtie, une felt on Wed-
nesday. was sure the Queen and the
Duke were noticing the spick and span-
ness of his own beloved eraft, so the
maothers, at the Devonport rally, were
sure that the Rovyal eves as they went
by. were on their own pride-and-juy.
“The Duke lcoked straicht at our Des.
and smiled.” we said collectively, know-
ing this to be  impossible in all cases.
but still maternally sure that any father,
even a Royal Duke accustomed to the
best. couldn’t help noticing, and smiling
at, vur lovelvy offspring.

AM wondering, though, what the
chitdrenn who saw the Queen so close
will remember? Will they. too, have
identified themselves with these till now

mythical nersonages? (“Is he another
Phitip?” said our own, with the arro-
gance of childhood. as I whiled away

the waitine in the hot sun by telling

drizzle.”

him something of the great ones he was
soon 1o see.) Or will they remember the
banks of flowers, insouciant and lovely,
which the women of Devonport had
heen preparing with loving skill since
midnight, and which now lung surpris-
ingly fresh in the warm air? Or will
they remember with surprise that the
Queen was smaller thap they had
thought? This comment, ceming from a
five-vear-old. is surprising until you re-
member those pictures from Jamaica
#nd Fiji: an important central figure in
a- light dress standing out from the rest
and therefore. to 2 child's unsophisti-
cated eve, larger than the rest.
Prabably, though, a’l of us who were
so clcse to the Rovyal car this Christmas
Eve will remember the Queen and her
husband alwezvs in New Zealand sune
shine, acainst a deticate blaze of New
Zealand Howers. That. and the memory
of little bouts scudding merrily -gver
erey seas beside the Gothic will be the
Queen's visit to Auckland,. for us.




