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The “Lighter” Side of Life x

I REMEMBER when I 'was in London

in those early -days of the war
being taken into town to see the giant
search lights at play, a serious and
even deadly play, as we were soon ta
learn. Bui until the novelty wore off,
and the horror of the air raids mater-
jalised, they were a real treat to many
#n impressionable child—and grown-
- up, too.

Then, after the war, came the lights
of - Piccadilly, wonderful, nightly dis-
plays of electric “fireworks,” and tab-
leaux, each flashing sign a bold adver-
tisement for some world-wide com-
modity. 'These grew and multiplied
until svery foot of available walil space
around the famoua circus was ablaze
with its moving sign, and little, dainty
Eros, poised in the centre of that sea
of light, might well have regretted the
passing of those mysterious, lampless
nights of war time. As crowded as
the buildings with their glittering ad-
vertisements were the pavements,
thronged with “‘star-gazers.””” The cir-
cus at night is still, | imagine, a con-
siderable attraction to provincial and
overseas visitors, even though the “‘weat
ender” is no longer dazzled.

. And now in Auckland (and doubt-
less the other centres, too, only my
observation is confined to the northern
city), we are beginning to emulate
Piccadilly—at least so far as “‘fire-
works™ are concerned, Take a stroll
down Queen Street when the theatre
rush iz on, and—not looking heaven-
wards, of course~—you might almost
imagine it was the morning office rush
instead | The advent of the naeon tube
is in no small measure responsible for
the ‘“‘second sunrise”” which is now a
nightly occurrence soon after tea. They
do say that when the “Civic” theatre
first lighted up, some birds who nest
in the eaves of the opposite buildings
cummenced fo chirrp, under the deluse
ion that ‘‘the hunter of the east had
flung the stone that puts the stars to
flight,”"—*Toad.”

- Making a Polish Stay
:FOLLOWING is a very valuable

“Home Hint."" A hard or enamel-
led surface can be given to anything
painted if to each coat of the flat'paint
theve be added clear varnish in the
proportion of two of paint to one of
varnish, or half and half. This varn-

- ish will set the surface hard and will

not chip off so easily as cheap enamel.
he varnish can be added to paint of
any colour without affecting that col-
our.~—“Alfa Joy.”

Good Morn-i-n-g! |

HE very latest thing in the city is
the “Good Morning” Club. The
“Henpecked Husbands’™ Club, the
“Frothblowers,”” the “Kewpie” Club
¢ " the Mustard Club have all flourish.
ed and had their day. And now we
have another—a new indulgence to
man's love of gregariousness. Each
member, [ am told, pledges himself o
say “Good Morning” to every one he
meets! ~ Welll Welll
I should very much like to wvisit
the city one of these fine mornings and
sce them all in action. The whole
thing intrigues me. In the good old
days, the business man,; trundling mox-
osely to work, a victim of the vagaries
of the City Tramway Service, buried
himself behind his morning paper, and
was as persistently vude to his fellow-
men as time and opportunity permit-
ted. Time had accustomed us to his
early morning unsociability, and, how-
ever we deplored it, we had come to
expect nothing else. Now, [ under-

-

stand, all this is changed. A new era
has arrived !

1 picture the morning's journey to
work as something like thisi—The
business man, blithe of voice and bright
of eye, hops jauntily on to the tramcar.
“Gopd morning!” he cries jovially to
the conductor, and digs him playfully
in the ribs.

“Good morning! Good morning!
Good morning!” Like a little ray of
sunshine, he beams hia grecting on the
other accupants of the car.

“Good morning! Good morningl!
Good morning!”

No! That is not an echo! That is
the hearty response from the diverse
other members of.the G.M.C. who in-
habit the vicinity!

*“Good morning!™ cries our hero to
a passing motorist, and waves a friend-
ly hand.

“Good morning!” he shricks at the
little old street sweeper as he bends
at_his lowly task. :

“Good morning!” to the drowsy park
bench dweller. - “Good morning!l™ to
the char.

At each sectien stop, he cranes for-
ward, ready, cager as a boy, to be the
first in the great “‘Good Morning"” rite.

It seems all right to me.

eo. Puppy and I. . .

A mad March wind and a clouwd-swept sky,
When we went tramping, puppy and I.

Puppy noisily raced and played

With dancing leaves in the wind-blown glade;
Gold leaves and red leaves and amber-browns,
Like elfin children in rainbow gowns.

I laughed, and the March wind caught my
laughter

And tossed

1t skyward—we followed after,

Up the brown hillside, panting, racing,
The mad March wind behind us chasing.

Like Bittle white fairies, frail and fair
Thistledown seedlings blew through the air;

Pirouetting - gayly,

they swiftly past

Beyond our ken, on the wind’s wild blast.

Then rain fell fast from an angry sky,

- And we raced homeward, puppy and I.

’

—“Beity K.

Down - with class  distinction {
Eguality of man! The mingling of the
‘masses, and all that, you know!

But there are one or two things about
this great new movement which worry
me. :

When, may [ ask, does the busy city
man read his morning paper nowa-

| RED FANIAIL

Villain

Double-eyed, .

Hook-nosed and piercing-
eyed,

Fierce whiskers a-bristle,

Flight like down of thistle,

Yet you sing like an old
wicker chair

Up there,

On the wireless wire,

| Rearranging your attire.

With your frivolous tail,

Gee! You're a whale

‘At diving;

Arriving :

i On the air-spot that a fly

Did attempt to occupy

For half a mo:

But ““Oh no, .

Down the red lane you go!”

Others, too! So Isleep warm
in the sun,

Thanks to you, my son cﬁa
gun.

For you see

There are not any flies on
me!

1

+ Your kind heart is by your
looks belied,

Little pied

Villain. ’

—~—S. McG.
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And what happens when Mr.
an enthusiastic vecruit of the
GM.C., meets Mr, B.. with whem the
has not spoken since he failed to !etm‘n/
his Iswn mower last spring.—Oh Mack.
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