New radio sensation!

AERIAL UNIT

e Perfect
reception
without an aerial!

No need to erect cumbersome,
unsightly aerials for better radio
reception. Installation of the
‘Captain’ Aerial Unit takes only
a minute —immediately improves
reception and tone, gives wider
range, reduces static, electrical
and power line noises. Full in-
struction with every unit— easily {!
attached to any radio.

Amazingly priced at only 12/6.

MADE IN AUSTRALIA.
Available from—

Farmers’ Trading Co., Auckland ond
Whangarei; Supreme Radio, Taurangag;
Baker & Southee, Taumarunui; Fears’

Radio, Wellington; Cravens’, Lower Hutt;
Faircloughs, Napier; Knowles & Leather- §
tand, Dannevirke; Millers’, Te Awomutu; |1
Hobbs & Davy, Howera; Eric's, Mango- |{!
kino; McCracken & Walls, Invercargill.
And other leading rodio dealers.

Becoming

By choosing your engagement ring direct from
the manufacturers you can save pounds. Study
at your leisure the very wide range illustrated
in full colour in Clements & Holmes Ltd.'s
32 page catalogue—free on request by return
mail in & piain envelope. There is no ob-
ligation to order ana a'l msi! is confidential.
Each diamond is specially selected from large
direct imported stocks and the ring deliver-
ed in one week under a satisfaction quare
antee. All rings are hand made end in addition
to 12 months free insurance, each ring carries
a 5 year written quorantee.

. @ Write now for free catalogue, .

Glements € Holmes Ltd.

MANUFACTURING JEWELLERS

62 WILLIS STREET, WELLINGTON, C.t,

BROOM IN BLOSSOM, LAKE TAUPO
“Winds blow so boisterously in New Zealand that many strong scents nevet
: reach us”

SHEPHERD'S

CALENDAR

Memory by

T is our noses and not our eyes or
ears, someone has said somewhere,
that link us to our past. Though it
would have been safer to say “link some
of us to our past,” the statement must
be true of at least half the human race.
Because noses are

SEPTEMBER 10 grosser organs than
eyes and ears we

are not so prone to beast of their
powers; and when we do boast we are
usually deceiving ourselves or trying to

: deceive others. Above a certain range

of olfactory consciousness, noses are not
clear reporters; but we are very un-
fortunate if they refuse to say anything
at all. The usual experience must be
an acute awareness of what is un-
pleasant, and a ciminishing, but seldom
vanished, awareness of everything above
that level. Animals—I am very doubt-
ful if the same can be said of primitive
men, though it often is—can follow a
scent almost as easily as we can follow
the white line on a sealed road. My
dog, who is not encouraged to use s
nose, and descends from a line of eye-
workers, can follow my ftrack at great
speed half an hour after I have left it.
Even Elsie, who is ten years old, and
has spent her 3650 days filling her belly
and emptying it again—and never, the
experts insist, sleeping for more than
a few minutes at a time—even Elsie can
follow her calf as fast as I can walk a
quarter of an hour after it has wan-
dered out of sight. If the calf goes away
with Betty while 1 am feeding Elsie
in the garden, Elsie will track it down
as soon as I release her, following its
exact route, not always without calling,
but without getting any reply that I
can hear; and certainly without taking

the Nose
by “SUNDOWNER"

a bee-line in the calf's direction if she
has heard anything unheard by me.

It is true that men can survive, very
easily and very comfortably, without
the assistance of their noses, but I hope
that I personally will never be required
to do so. I am writing this note by'an
open window only six feet from a wattie
tree in full bloom, and not much more
than 30 feet from a row of hyacinths
in bloom. I know that both are giving
off fragrance as freely as the flowering
currant at the other end of the gable
and the geraniums along the wall; but
a high wind is blowing and carrying
all those delights away. Winds blow so
often in New Zealand, and so boister-
ously, that many flowering things have
a feeble scent and many strong scents
never reach us; but when they do strike
my nose they carry me back through all
the years since I first became conscious
of them. It is not just a memory, but
the active enjoyment of a freshly-stimu-
Jated sense capable of recalling sights
and sounds and smells, and even other
unrelated physical experiences that can-
not be repeated. As I painted my new
cowshed last week I lived in every new
room I have ever occupied while the
paint was still fresh, and sailed again
on more than one ship. The cabbages
that are now cooking in the kitchen are
bringing back other kitchens, with their
warmth and steam and anticipatory de-
lights of 50, 60 and nearly 70 years
#go. Artists and musicians may have a
different story to tell. Saints and sages
may refuse such stimulations, crush
them, despise them, flee from them.
But I am of the earth and earthy. I

have no thoughts, and no memories, no
(continued on nex! page)
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