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SHIPHIRD'S CALENDAR

Biology and the Bible

T s comtortmg, when science
makes
opinions. to hnd that we have
many compamons. I need them all
today. A letter reached me vester-
day from Jobn M. Ranstead,
Mutangi, enclosing  information that 1
can neither retute, deny, nor ignore, Mr.

Ranstead is  gentle

FEBRUARY 28 with me. He does
not  say that the
Bible is right about hares and myseli.
and all other scoffers, wrong. He just
lets that fact emerge without putting it
‘nto words. Here is his sledge-hammer:
In 1939 the habit of refection was redis-
covered in the rabbit, and anunounced in
Nature under the headline. Do Rabbits
Chew the Cud?™. evidence being provided
that in effect theyv do so. This 1s not done.
#x in the ruminant mammals, by returniog
Joed 1o the mouth from the stomagh for
chewing. but by passing practically zll the
fod twice through the intestnes instead of
only  once. The familiar dry pellet-shaped
droppings of rabbits are produced only dur-
ing the day; at night a very different form
occurs. The night droppings are soft, moist,
coated in mucus, more or less spherical, and
generally small, theugh varving from one
twelfth to nearly one-half of an inch in
diameter. But they are nout dropped: the
rabbit takes them direct from the veut and
swallows  them  withom
chewing. and in the morn-
ing they tay formy as
much as hall the ftotal
contents of the stomach.
It has been found experi-
mentally that over 80 per
cent. of the food may
thus  he  retected .
Little s known of  the
phenonienon of refection in
hares bevond the Tact that
it does ovcur as a regular
habit in the hbrown hare
. . Refecuon takes place
mainly during  the day.
when hares lie up in their
forms; most of the feeding
occurs during the night be-
tween 7 pan, and 7 aamn.,
especially between 9 p.
and mdnight . . . Tt is
peculiar that the redis-
covery of the habit camc
as such a surprise to
zoologists in 1930, seeina
that not oniy had a pape:
on the subject in the
rabbit been published in
1882, but that it was de-
scribed for the hare in
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1895 bv Drane, whose observations were
quoted in full by Millais in his great work
published in 1904, i British Mammals. By
Dr. L. Harrison Matthews, )

This. T am assured, is “the latest stan-
dard text-book on British mammals,” and
although [ am for questioning authority
when ity volce is too loud, T can’t think
what 1o question here. 1 am not going
to sit up all night watching a pet rabbit,
and if T did it would probably not per-
form, After all authority allows it a 20
ver cent. margin of non-conformity. Nor
can I do anything at all about hares but
look at their forms more carefully. My
present impression is that my hares
leave no droppings at all in their forms,
or very few, but deposit these in the
open. I shall probably find if I watch
varefully enough that 1 am as far from
the truth here as, this time yesterday.
i was from the truth about their re-
fection. The only leg 1 have to stand
on-- it is a very woaden leg——is the
difference between refection and rumina-
tion, especially the absence of chewing.

(continued from previous page)
a feeling around that television is not a
place where you can build up a serious
reputation. This does not surprise me.
Television presents a play each week.
It is very seldom that its standard of
either acting or production approaches
that of a B-grade film. The Monday
morning newspapers report another tele-
vision flop with a regularity that cannot
be entirely explained away by malice.

Yet there is one aspect of television
that would justify the cost of installation.
You cannot beat the camera for actuality.
Every time the television cameras move
away from the producers and the cook-
ers-up of novelty programmes and the
smarmy grins of the question-masters,
and just look at things that really
happen, the atmosphere of fake and
contrivance drops away. People in Eng-
land still say, “Ah, but you should have
seen the Coronation programme.” By
great good fortune I did. It was repeated
some meonths ago in its entirety. Noth-
ing could have been better, because
nothing was contrived. It all happened,
and the cameras recorded faithfully,
uided by the best men and women in
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sound-radio as commentators. The same
is true of sport, The cameras follow the
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GILBERT HARDING
The talk of the tube

But for Mre. Cailyle’s “miserable re-
fection of weak tea and tough toust™ [
niight try 1o argue that refection ended
in the Middle Ages.

* w® *

)NE uvf New Zealand’s first school-

teachers, still living but a very old
man in 1910, told me that a cow had
kicked him into teaching. It was a more
intelligent kick than a cow has ever
aiven me, but I begin to wonder if cows
are not educaling me by stealth. When
I first heard of Mr. Ranstead le was
breeding Milking Shorthorns—to the

confusion of most of his
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rivals. When I first

heard from him it was
to ask for information about Paul Bun-
yan. That, with the help of the Lord
and the United States Legation, I was
able, indirectly, to supply. But 1 could
not even think where to look for the
answer when he asked me recently 1o
identify Caspar Milquetoast. An hour in
the Public Library brought no light, and
most of my own hooks of reference are
20 years old, or older. Then I thought
of Phillip and Eric and all those other
bright boys in Wellington, .and the
answer came quickly. Caspar Milque-
toast was a newspaper softy, born in a

“The dealers are here to risk a pound because they have seen you with twenty-one shillings”

shuttlecock in badminton, or the swim-
mers at a gala, or the All Black games
at Twickenham and at Murrayfield. And
by some magic I cannot explain, all the
dramatic intensity, that should be but
is not in television drama, appears with-
out benefit of producer or script. There
is no need for the cheap jibe or the
contrived and rehearsed jest of the par-

lour game. Even the commentator can |

allow the action to speak for itself, If it
really happens then it is good television
material.

I believe this is the key to the differ-
ence between television in America and
in England. American television comes
down heavily on the side of good report-
ing—witness the Murrow programme
described earlier in this article, which
is only one of many similar. English
television, particularly in its evening
performances, relies on fancy and imag-
ination, Until England can work out a

‘real art of television (where fancy and

imagination may be allowed the fullest
piay). she would be better to stick to
the camera eye that sees, That still
leaves. plenty of scope for technical and
creative skill. The camera can only see
what it looks at; and someone must tell
it where to look,

comic strip, and served up in drug storey
to sweeten the coffee. His contribution
to the American way of life was the
abominable adjective Milquetoastish still
to be found in the Digests and Sunday
editions, Fortuoately the life of such a
verbal monstrosity will be short. My
point, however, is that I would never
have known about it if Mr, Ranstead
had not met with an accident that turned
him from his cows to his books—to the
relief, I am sure. of bresders of Shori-
horns hut not without confusion to me.

* * *

“ \RE vou buying or selling?” George
© " asked me when we met the other
day at Addington.

“Neither,” I told him. “I'm just look~
ing on to see what is going to happen
to me next week.”

“You would have been safer at home.

You'lt learn nothing here. If you're buy-
ing you'll pay through

MARCH 7 the nose for a name
that may have meant
something 20 years ago. If you're sell-
ing, they will skin you because you are
a stranger,”

“Who are they?”

“The auctioneers and the gulls.”

*“Not the dealers?”

“No. The dealers are here to deal—
to risk a pound because they have seen
vou with twenty-one shillings. Changing
pounds into guineas is their business.
Everybody knows them, and everybody
sooner or later finds them useful.”

“Everybody knows the auctioneers.”

“Yes. But the rest of us don’t know
what snobs and simpletons we are. The
auctioneers know.”

“But they have only a couple of min-
utes to talk to us.”

“It’s enough. Two minutes to you, and
two to me; two to every simpleton who
thinks that station sheep are better than
farm sheep, and that buying station
sheep makes you a friend and associate
of the station owner. It’s enough for any
auctioneer who knows his business.”

Where we would have gone from
there, I don’t know, but I think it would
have been into comment that could not
be reported. George however was called
away, and I was left on the rail wonder-
ing how much he had said: T have bought
in Addington and sold in' Addington and
only once been disappointed. But I could
still be a gull. T am safe enough when
I am selling because I then expect very
little. T am in fact always a. little worried
about the buyer, and thankful that I
don’t know him personally, But buying
is a different story. I pay, and know that
I pay, for a place or a.name, and the
auctioneer knows that I will take that
bait if he is hot too clumsy in Jaying it.
“He knows that all his buyers will take
it except the hard-heads, and that these
are never numerous enough to cramp his
style.

So George’s remains a voice in the
wilderness. As plainly as he could he
was saying this to me: “If you are deter-
mined to be a gull don’t go to Adding-
ton without your horn-book.” But if I
had mastered my horn-book I would not
need it. I would know how many beans
make five.

(To be continued)




