D I s . A

Introducing . . .

Auckland Notebook

Fidelit

i

| Balanced High

{Electric Audio Reproducers Ltd., London.)
The complete enjoyment of the music
captured by modern recording technique
demands the highest standard of repro-
duction, and the object of E.A.R. Balanced
High Fidelity is to achieve this aim at
moderate cost. E.A.R. Balanced High
> Fidelity is your guarantee of

unsurpassed performance
and quite exceptional
' value,

A750-T

THREE-SPEED

Designed for the very critical
esnthusiast, the A750-T s
scknowledged to be the finest
Instrument of its type. It in-
corporatosthcfolIowing_special
features: BASS and TREBLE
boost controls, “STUDIO P**
pick-up, 10”ELLIPTICALDUAL
SPEAKER with electrostatic
“tweeter™, automatic LP-78
filter switching.

£38-15.0

OTHER MODELS AVAILABLE

MODEL A750 — similar specification to A750-T with 10” Elliptical Speaker,
*Studio P’ pick-up and Bass and Treble boost controls. The generous reserve of
ower and extreme flexibility of control ensure the best results from all records.
hase and -other refinements make the A750 the ideal instrument for the discrimin-

ating liftcncr. | £36. I 2.6
“BANTAM” AUTO AND NON-AUTO— On]y when you

see and hear the Bantams will you be able to appreciate fully their originality of

design and high standard of performance.

Bantam Auto with Record Changer - . e o - £26.5.0
' lahtilv;' Non-Auto with 3 speed Record Piayer » » £ I 9. I 7. 6
RADIO AND ELECTRICAL
STORES

M.T. Distributers: RUSSELL IMPORT CO, LTD., P.O. Box {82, WaeMin

FROM LEADING

THE MANTLE OF POWER

HAT is it about school
teachers? Power, I suppose;

a licence to hurt you if they
wish. They are more terrible, and
at the same time more petty than
university teachers, who do not
beset their students. It's a damaging
trade. Our society still demands that
teachers put up a moral front in the
classrcom different from the one they
live by. Squeers, an unapproved model,
was emotionally honest. Chips was a
genuine phony. The pupils were out of
luck with both of them. I don't kfow
what we’re getting now. It's hard to see

more than a blur.
through training college faster than
sheep through a gate. Even so, some-
where. very early, they learn they have
The Eye, the power to awe., Three of
them lit (alighted, if you don't like the
American language) briefly for lunch in
a juke box and toasted sendwich place
I was in the other day. Quite a pretty,
dark girl, wearing a blazer (odd hang-
over from the twenties), a quiet boy in
a light jacket, and a fattish fellow in
g rumpled blue suit. No one over 20.
They spun the juke and giggled, and
the boys made passes at the girl; young
and easy and normal. Then six second-
ary school men came in for a luncheon
hamburger. They lined up at the coun-
ter while the short order cook tossed
the chopped meat and onions on to his
skillet. They were fairly large, long
boned with the build of rowing men
rather than footballers; all of them, I
could see, at least a head taller than
either of the training college fellows,
who had left their table by the juke
box and were coming to the counter
to pay, still kidding each other and the
girl, One of the hamburger men, talk-
ing and not seeing who was passing
behind him, moved back from the
counter, blocking the fattish fellow in
the blue suit, now a little behind the
other two. He stopped, stiffened, and
fixed his gaze. You could see him assume
the mantle of power. The hamburger
man, still talking, suddenly became
conscious of The Eye, He turned, re-
ceived its full force, cowersd and
shamblad sideways against a table, clear-
ing the track. There was no word, no
sign of recognition, but he knew The
Eye of Authority, and he was awed.

They're pattering

So was I, but now, 20 years away from
school, knowing well how the pupil is
damaged I wondered more what it would
do to the teacher. T don't care a fig
for the fat fellow. but I hope the pretty
girl geis married and gets ocut of it
suon enough,

Air Pollution
\A'I‘UROPATHS. although some of

them can be almost as stupid as
the orthodox medical priesthood, tend
to speak simply. They have said for
several thousand years, back to Zoroas-
ter, that the best substance to breathe
is fresh air, and if you
choose to mix tohacco
and volatile petroleum
fractions with it, then
you will be less healthy.
The orthodox priesthood,
whose minds are filled
with wonderful doctrinal
complications, have now
hacked their way through
1o clearer country bor-
dering this truth, and
some of them are said
to be advising their
patients not 1o smoke,
or at least to smoke a
little less, It is even
possible that an apposite
incantation is  being
chanted in the groves of
the Health Department,
and when the time is
ripe, the oracle will
speak, If the high priest
is afraid of being torn to
bits by the mob, he
could start fairly safely
by advising school child-
ren not to smoke, New Zealanders
would indeed be angry if tobacco were
suddenly taken away from them. I don't
expect it to happen. T don't really ex-
pect anything to happen. The rights of
the individual are precious. We all have
rights, and in a city we are all smokers.
I rtepeat, all of us. Smoking is not a
private activity. If one man in a room,
an office, a restaurant or a bus, smokes,
then everybody gets it. Slight conflict
of rights here. Overwhelming defeat of
those attempting to non-smoke,

The Auckland local authorities
brought an expert from Australia to
sniff the bad smell which sometimes
rises from the Manukau mud flats. He
sniffed, said he’d made a good start,
and left, promising to reurn. I think
he was wasting his time at Manukau.
He should have come on a bus ride I
made, a luxury limousine drive from
Whenuapai to Auckland., T got in first
and took a place three seats behind the
driver. A notice above the windscreen
read Smoking in Rear Seats Only. Three
gentlemen got in. Two sat together in
front of me and lit cigarettes, The third
sat behind me (gloves and a homburg)
and lit a pipe, A couple with a babe
in arms took a front seat across the

“aisle from the driver. They lit cigar-

ettes, The baby got a ham sandwich.
A fourth gentleman sat across from the
man behind me. He lit a pipe, too. The
driver got in with a friend, another
driver going off duty, who leaned for-
ward and talked in his ear all the way
to town. Away we went. On the journey
the driver and friend smoked threa
(continyed on next page)
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