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A model of
elficiency and out-right reliability.

compactness.
« real quality job, completely port-
able on rubber wheels.

1 h.p. electric or petrol-driven . . . 80-1001b
pressure , ., 54 cu. {t. output per minute
v .. 8/10 gallen  air  tank ., . . Automatic
pressute control . . . guargnteed 6 months,

Guns, Hose, Accessories and all spare parta
always available. Alse larger plants for im-
dustnial purpeses.

We are spray-painting equipmen! experts.
CONSULT US —

S. HINDIN and

CTIVE W g

SONS LTD.

Engineers — 115 LICHFIELD STREET., Telephone 31-146
Telegrams : “Harmony.” P.O. Box 1181, Christchurch.

H.10.

New Zealond Federation of Chamber

Music Societies

THE GRILLER QUARTET

SCHOOL OF CHAMBER MUSIC
August 24th to September 5th, 1953,

Strings — Pianists — Woadwind

The chance of a lifetime for all chamber

music enthusiosts
PLAYERS — LISTENERS
Bursaries available,

APPLICATIONS CLOSE MAY 31st,

For all particutars write:
The Secretary, Griller Quartet School of

Chamber Music,
P.O. Box 1617, WELLINGTON,
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sour stomach., You
whale system is poboned and you leel sonr,
tired and weary and the world looks ble.

WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE—

Without Calome! — And You'll Jump out

of Bed in the Morning Full of Vim,

The liver should pour out two pounds of

lignid bile inta yonr bowels daily, If thix bile

not fowing ireely, vour food doesn’t digest,
jost decavs in the bowels, Wind bloats up
get constipated. Your

Laxatives are only makeshifts, A mere bowel

movement doesn’t gel at the cause. It takes
thase good old Carter's Little Liver Pills to got
those two ‘pounds’ of hile tlowing freely and
make you teel “up and ap.” [urmiess, gentle,
yet amazing in mahking bile Aow freely,

Ask for CARTER'S Little Liver Pills by

name. Stubbormly relyse anything else.
Distributore:

Faxsett lohnson Ltd., Lepy
wledivers Monnere Street. Wellivaton €8
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WILL have 40710 607 less tooth decay.
Because .its AMMONIATED I KNOW

AMM-I-DENT will do this for ME.
Dental Journals published PROOF of this ;/I',:
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THOMAS CARLYILE: LFETTERS TO HIS
WIFE, edited by Trudy Bliss: Victor Gaol-
lance, English  price. 25 -,

{Reviewed by M.H.H.

T is strange to find that many
I thousands of words by Carlyle
can still be printed for the' first
time. These letters have been
taken from the full collection—
more than 700—in the National
Library of Scotland. Some were used
by Froude. and others have appeared
eisewhere: but they have not previously
been published as a sequence. The gaps
have bheen filled by editorial notes which

i explain how the different groups of let-

ters came to be written. And the result
is a vivid portrayal of Carlyle’s murried
life.

True, it is one-sided, not 10 be under-
stood unless read in conjunction with
Jane Carlyle's letters, which have been
available for many years. But Carlyle
was better able to express his true feel-
ings for his wife when he was away

i from her: he could not easily speak the
" soft word in Cheyne Row. And the let-
_ters prove beyond doubt that, whatever

. “dearest goody™

his behaviour may have been {(and we
know that Jane was sorely tried, though
she also was difficult), this man loved
his wife. He was always full of com-
plaints: he was critical to the point of
meanness when he spoke of people who
were kind toe him: and he could not be
shaken {rom his platonic devotion to
Lady Ashburton. But he spoke to his
with unwavering ten-
derness. Even when he was getting to be
an old man he could behave like a young
and anxious lover if her letters were de-
layed. or if he knew her to be angry.
Carlyle did himself some harm iu his
Reminiscences. The remorseful tone of
that book, and the morbid preoccupation
with his own shortcomings. have filted
out too easily the impression given by
biographers, and especially by Froude.
The man who preached Silence could
never be silent, but must always be
pouring out words; and be had a fatal
habit of inflation. He exaggerated every-
thing, so that even the state of his
bowels provoked tragic or cosmic re-
flection. With such a man, the minor
difficuities of marriage could scarcely

“fail to be magnified.

This does not mean that life at 5

. Chevne Row was more pleasant than
i either he or Jane could make it appear.

though even after generations of visitors
’

il

JANE CARLYLE

At the age of 25 + 4 . . and at 54

“DEAREST GOoony™

the house has quiet and friendly ghosts

or seemed to have, when I came down
the  soundproof reom into an
autumn dusk a few years ago. But these
letters will

from

influence future appraisals.
They are much more revealing than the
biographies: and if they were not valu-
able for what they tell us of Carlyle’s
marriage they would be worth reading
for their vivid descriptions of people and
places. This will undoubtedly become
one of the great collections of letters
in English literature.

FUN ON THE FARM

MORE ME AND GUS. by Frank S. Anthony
and Francis Jackson: illustrated by Nevile
Lodge. A. H and A. W. Reed. 9 6.

| HE strange thing zbout this three-

man humorous team is that it really
is a team in spite of physical separation
in time and place. As everyone prob-
ably knows, Frank Anthony wrote the
original about a quarter of a century
ago, fetlock deep in' Taranaki mud:

Francis Jackson re-wrote, altered slightly

and added slightly in the midst of Well-

ington's 1952 wind and busy noise. And

Nevile Lodge fitted in with his drawings

of mud, cows. old men, young men,

ploughs and pigs.

I know by test that old meu fnd
these absurd goings-on of Mark and Gus
in Mossy Road wildly funny-— Gus fall-
ing through the borer-eaten foor, Mark
beginning his speech but never finish-
ing, Gus water-divining, Gus having
trouble with a plough, a hedge, a dog.
lots of pigs, all grand hilarious stuff to
bring back the bad, wet, muddy, but
good old days. I wonder how it appeals
16 young men up there in the mud
today.

One thing is clear--the two modern
ccoks, Francis Jackson and Nevile
Lodge, have had great fun cooking up
what the publishers call “'the mixture
as before.” No doubt the time will come
when another modern cook, that gifted
reader, will turn these sketches into
radio entertainment in a new series.
Many listeners will look forward 1o that
time with pleasure. —J

SECOND BASINFUL

FRED BASON'S 2nd DIARY, edited by L.

A. G. Strang: Wingate, Engli.s-hlprice‘ 4 6.
S‘OMERSET MAUGHAM and I were
*" walking down the Old Kent Road
when suddenly I saw this Myrtle. She
made me blush remembering the last
, time we met. Mr. Maug-
ham said, “Do you know

that girl, Fred?™ “A
gent never tells, Mr.
Maugham,” 1 said,

: hoping to carry it off. He
just  smiled in  that
i dreamy, sarcastic way
| you see in his photos. A
nice gentleman all the
same, even though a
writer, and we laughed
and laughed at the
. female impersonator
number in Jack Willis's
old-style music hall
Someone in the gods
dropped an icecream on
my bald patch. I wished
I'd kept my hat on.

The other day 1 was
buying books over in
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