theo do theie ereaseprool puper. Over

the  way  cibilren dunce behind  the
barbed wire of 4 concentration camp, a
second Teand e deales’s vard, G oand
amnaen e s tapesed the chapnl
Board prave teed Bliss (i Queen”
avainst the  H0Tel s wsty CHere's o
Heulth Unge Her Muatesty,” Then it's ax
1t the bow s soddesle bent, the waserd
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FITRRERTITIRS tao,  No matter who

thruss oo
fieoass hie wall abways provide a release
tor selt-conscrousness: for who does not
fesl Just a hittle fooash gathered here

to vell appovingly at someone? Now if

it were at Lancaster Pask . L )0 Then
cheering sudden and lerce. Tiny chil-
dren are  hoisted. hats removed, fags
mitfurled. A vell goes off in your ear

bomb., A
Luown picture floats by, paradoxically in

like a car bearing a well-

a Hush, an exposure at a twenty-fifth of
a osecond. But the picture was moving
with those stylised gestures that are
the only $ensible way to ration charm.
her or him.

Evervone has shouted at

A personal shout. an instinctive ymove-
ment to establish a hok, IDid eves men?
Perhaps. The noise goes roiling up the
street, the roar of an avalanche falling
We

«omething

witiy
Ll
really
fittle bit of

away. turn far home. for tea,

other than ourselves ta
“lsn't
eh2™ 1

abl right.” The welcame Las been magui-

about. she  beautiful,

tovely. sav, he's 4

e, 1 tact, so pleased are we that
svervbody seems pleased with us that

we keep on trying to do better,
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T is difficult not tu join the crowd
which gathers about the garlanded
hotel that evening. The Royal Musical
Society has massed its chair outside
on the scented river-bank to sing "Who
Cumes This Way? The May Queen
comes, Let her path be spread with
roses “white, and roses red.” And when
the Queen and  the Duke appear on
the balcony there is one tremendous
roar and a swoop of pale colour blurred
by dusk as almost a hundred choristers
pick up their long skirts and run to a
vantage point, a choreographer's dream.
The crowd grows. Will they
come out again? Children perch in em-
brasures. A  man says thoughtfully,
“You know, it really looks just like a
prison. Matter of fact, that's about what
it is. We. cant getl in and
vet out.,” Much cheering and ctapping,
songs like “Every Nice Girl Loves a
Sailor.” But the few attempts to chant
“We want the Queen” are quickly
shushed: we are on our best behaviour.
The patience of it alll Thousands wear
the warm night on their brows, talking
quietly, And when They appear for the
last time, there is a transfiguration of
face quite startling, an urgency to touch
and hold something for which I can
find no name. Police grinning, happier
than I've &ver seen them--never under-
estimate the power of a woman.

lngers,

she can’t

* * *®

'I'HE day of the great drive through
the city iy for us a picnic. It 1is
wonderfully fine and so we go to Har-

N.Z, LISTENER, FEBRUARY 5, 1054,

‘Days  of
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clean through park, roll-
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hours they ferment
with sofi drink and hish
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cent combination, Theit
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like

visihle above

‘comfort
pitched Bedouin
tents  and
the hedgerow, are adver.
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bunt-

tised, not dispuised,
a Jong scream of
ing. We the
other  side the
trees, thousands of us, @

crowd sunburnt and ripe

camp  on

under

with zood humour. As
the hour draws near we

find a position presided
over by
a8 @ gipsy
wibe  of

children,

a man as dark
with a
and

all

and
women
They are

seated, under threat of
heads
bushed in if they stand
up. "Siddown!™ He

managed to others

having  their
has
get
to co operate for several
vards along. He is very
sinister
of way. And I am
very grateful for anyone

cheerful in a
sort

who organises with goocd
Here the chil-
dren are the show, their

humour.

2nthusiasm as keen as a
And.
in. a clown to
take their pictures. The
bunting should look well

knile in the heart.

thrown

spread out by Cinema-
Scape,

_\ND sa it goes. Sun to
" burn, as it were.
washed bril-
liance. To the Hospital
where children
them .in a purity of
silence. To our sinewy
Gothic Cathedral made
splendid by fanfares and
trebles With
worshippers of another
kind to ‘“the trots” at
Addington. To a factory
where great webs turn
{Here an
onlooker found a use for
that empty car piloted

receive

soaring.

into  nylons.

DN privcegeesh

“A mght at the movies on the eve of their going”

by a grinning chauffeur.

“She’ll have her nylons in that.,”
the cavalcade passed). To a garden
party to nibble strawberries, and meet,

as

well, some of the people.

As I write they are still here, enjoying
a night at the movies on the eve of their
going. As you read. they will have gone
from the country altogether. In Christ-
church I believe they got the welcune

they deserved, spontaneous, overwhelm-

“ing, but tactful. Their youthful charm.

ensured the spontaneity, the Queen’s dig-
nity verging on shyness coupled with the
Duke’s smiling vigour and sincerity
gained from the crowds the respect th-
breeds a complementary dignity in en-
thusiasm. There was no fleck of ill-
humour. Some people realised, perhaps
fov the first time, the warmth that car

.

lie in an abstraction when you meet
the human beings from whom it is
drawn like breath. And so, having come
to us with grace, perbaps they will re-

member us as having received them
with the grace, sincere if a little un-
polished. of those who work long in

gardens, sit under trees and think our
children wonderful,

—Jim Walshe
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