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My Fzrst Herrmg

SHALL :uever fmget my. first. ex—l'
perience of fishing., I was only a
yoﬁngster at the time, and had recent
-1y ¢ome to Wellington, so was imost
enthusiastic when we planned fo go to -
- Paremata -to fish for herrings. - After
~days.of planning we were ready, but
. at the last moment someone. discovered
. thiat weé did npot bhave hait. * Mother -
- solved the problem by-foisting on us &
fry which had seen much better days,
. ﬁnd I, beipg the noviee had to carry. the
ag
’l‘hmughout the Journey I felt - con-
" $etons that something was wrong in-
‘®ide- the -bag. We finally arrived
“at “the beach after a gruelling
ten minutes when we crossed the rail-
way bridge stepping from sleeper -to
sleeper, and looking down at the deep
tiver below, we prepared to fish. When
I was told that I must learn to cut up
bait my worst fears were realised.
However, my line was first out, and
I was told by the professionals that we
might have to wait half an hour for a
bite. Imagine the. comments coming
up my way when I was seen hauling as
fast s I could. - Paticularly veluble
was our. friend, who had to throw my
~ line in again. An instinet told me there
" 'wag a fish at the other end, and the
greatest triumph of my fishing career
- eventuated when one glittering little
herring fully four inches in length
. #blashed through the wavelets that lap-

It was. the first fish
of the day, the first of my lined. vie-
tims, and incidentally the last one I
cpught for the day.—“Gwendolyn.”

ped the- vshme

Mrs. Hone's Request

MRS HONE ‘phoned my sister- the
other evening and asked if she
would come over and attend to young
Moko, as he was ‘very cross.
“What- good can I do?’ my sister
asked in surpnse .
“Werra,” the wahine explamed “Y
once hedr you say t'at you make-fret-
work your hoppy (hobby), an’ Moko
peen fretting orra tay’—“0.W.,” Wai-
reki.

Primitive Insﬁncts

I\,IOTHIJR had severely lectured Miss
Dlght-year-old for twice up%ettmg
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'-"ihim), and tha.t good luck ol:her than
- a good net. now. and again. sever comes”
his way. This no doubt is. the" “founs. .
dation of the exvression “Fisherman's
C luek” But one acguaintance of minei
. wag a little out of the ordinary.- By -
.the . water’s edge one day. he saw.a
- luinp of fafty tissue of & grey-blaek
colour. and. eut of curiosity picked if
ap. Taking it to a neighbouring whare
_ he asked .the -opinion . of the Italian
fisherien ‘as to its origin.: Someone"
‘suggested - .ambergris, but i this - was
" laughed down, dnd many. not foo com-
plimentary remarks were forthcommg
to. explain the mysterious . lump.
On the point of throwing it away, he
sought one more. conngel-—that of an
elderly Italian who . had had wmany
and varied experiences in the warmer j
~seas, “Huh—that ambergris, Paddy,
you wend. it Emngland and get plent
money,” and he weighed it in his hand.
“Thirty poun”—ithirty “pounds worth,
that was worth finding, for the sper-
macetd whale, itself a rare visitor to ,
these.- waters, excretes very little of '
thig. precious substance.

the sugar- bowl and the youngster was
tearfully protestm;z )

“I-I wish,” she wound - up, “I h-had
a house of my .own, w-where I coulﬂ
knock things over m peace,”—“O.W.,”
‘Waireki,

‘ Fisherman’s Luck

GENERALLY speaking the “small”
fisherman considers himself .an
unlucky fellow {not that that worries

Mazds of Brzttany !

The lzttle Muids of Brittany
In white are going by,

Tao tell thetr-beads, confess thewr needs'
To Christ on high.

The chapel bells of Brittany-
Are ringing on the air,

The kind folk wend their way to speml
An hour in proyer.

The simple folk of Brittany
Have sz'mple hearts as well.

*Tis Heaven's own grace a little space
With them to dwell.

Good-bye! dear hearts of Brittany,
May God your kindness crown.
But sod_am I to see the sky
Of London Town. ] C
-F‘J‘.’h"‘ Storm.

The Joy of Winter!

BIG REDUCTIONS in FARES for special

_winter excursions to New Zealand’s peerless .

~ winter resorts-—

THE CHATEAU (Tongariro National Park).
THE HERMITAGE (Mount Cook).
Franz Josef and Fox Glaciers (Westland).

‘Days of exhilarating snow sports outdoors.
nghts of cosy comfort within.

Fuﬂ particulars from any Railway Station or City,Booking
Office, and. offices of the Mount Cook Tourist Co.




