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Jf Interest to Womezz.

GOING 10 THE PICTURES.

It is hardly twenty years since we first
weni to “the pictures.” The “movies” of
America are to us mevely the “pictores,”
by the w and no one in New Zealand
or Araerice that 1lnow of talks sbout the
cinematnraph. Thai fine long word,
even wh rorfened to ‘cinema’ has only
a kind of “sSunday-best’ usze. dust twenly
years—not that; and how we laughed our.
seives sore—does anyone rememBer '—over
the wild-goose chase in which all cinema-
town joined from the policeman to the old
lady from over the road. It increased
like a smowball as it rolled along, that
chase; everylhing and everyone it bumped
into, joined i1 and the more and the faster
they ran, thg louder we langhed. It was
the first cinems jolie and has been dead
many years.  Somelimes a modern film
resuscitates it and  we greet it with a
feeble groan.  There have heen so many
joké and so many films since,

Probably no imvention ever made such
a evolution in popular amusements as the
ciuematograph, certainly no invention has
greater possibilities as a public educator:
Under existing circumstances, however,
there are many who seriously think that
the pictures are productive of much harm,
ixhibited under private control, or.rather
as a commercial enterprise, the pictures
have naturally one chief law or standard
of character, namely, ‘‘What will draw the
crowd?’ and too often the melodramatic
story exhibited is full of impossible ab-
surdities and the comedy which you are
expected to find funny, is [ull of nothing
bub vulgarity.

" Oun the otlier hand, there is much to
Le sauid for the gencral picture prograinme.
1t furnishes varicly, semelhing of  real
Life in graphic scenic or educative films,
with a picbare story or two picture stories,
one seriong or tragic, the other lighter.
A programme full of scenery and indus-
tvies wouid bLe enonnously uninteresting
and conzerquently uneducative.  Une film
on top of another of the same character
wouald only prove an extinguisher. 1 shall
naver fornget bow with high hopes of being
educated, I wenl lo zee a much advertised
picture of my pative country; and with
what a groan | found the Christchurch
soap-works following on the heels of the
Glaxo factory. On t{he other hand, a
series of filma showing famous beauty spots
of New Zealand, proved really educative
becauze there was not too much of the good
thing all at once. ‘

Superior persons are apl {o sniff at the

crdinary film drama and comedy. I sup-
pose the people like its jokes in a large
and somewhat crude form.  There are

still the “‘groundlings’ as in Shakespeare’s
day; and they sl love the fal man and
the practicul joke; bLut film-makers should
remember Shakesperie’s advice to players
and keep them within bounds.  As for
the dramas, they bave the same faudts as
popular fiction.  They are cither fatu-
ously moral or stuffed with sentimentality,
or else got up as 2 mere opportunity to
hang fine clothes round a pretly woman,
Incidentally they convey often an utlerly
false idea of life.  The chief end of man
in {ilm-land, and especially the chief end
of woman, is to be or Lecome vich, hand-
some, and idle.

After all. grown-np persons may be left
to look after thiemselves in the matter of
pictures. At anyrate they are of age
and supposed. however rashly, to be pos-
seased] of some diserimination.
children and adolescents that we women,
as mothers and as teachers, need lo con-
sider.

How often shovld the youuy people le
alfowed to go to the pictures? What good
or harm do they get there? These are
questions demanding some thought.

Now there is one principle that appea:s
to mo of the -highest importance m the
education of young people.  They shou 4
be brought up in such a way that when
they reach the age of, say, twenty-ons,
their nataral capacity for enjoyment Ie
unimpared.  There are certain pleasures,
those that bring us into the fresh air,
and into contact with nature, that never
pail but renew and strengthen our delight
in them with the passing of time. With
these, familiarity does not breed conternpt.
Such are outdoor games, picnics, and
hobbies, such as gardening, botanising,
and so forth. There are other, artificial
pleasures that if indulged in toq freely in
early youth bring inevitable and deplorable
2oredom and spoil the wholesome zest for
life that all youths and girls should have.
Parties and dances and pictures are such.

Children and young persons of school
age then should not be allowed to go fre-
quently to the pictures for that main
reason. There will come a time no doubt
when a cinematograph will be an import-
ant accessory in every school, and the
moving pictares will become a record to
the young people of the world they live
in, the real world, so mach more truly in-
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teresting than the sham world of the sen-
timental melodrama.

Then there are physical considerations
that should make pavents keep their chiid.
ren away from the pictures as a rule, at
any rate from ths evening prograirumes.
The eyes are apt to suffer from tuo fre-
quent attendance ab picture shows, an
the hour at which the programme cuds s
usually the heur 2t which childim uniir
fifteen at any rate zhould be in their heds.

Remember the old saw ;—

“Harly to bed and carly to vise
Makes a man healthy,
And wealthy, and wise.”

And then the atmosphere in a pictuve
theatre, especially on a first night, is gen.
erally thick, und somectimes positivey
naaseous. For health’s sake, children are
well out of it.

A carefully restrained moderation s the
ideal here as elsewhere,

Childln'en’s Column.

MATER'S LETTER BOX.

Mater invites children to send in stocies
for this column, or correspondence which
will be replied to through these zo:umns.
All matter to be clearly written in ink,
and on one side of the paper only. Name,
age, and address, must Le cieariy given,
and correspondence directed 1o “Mater, ’
care of Editor, ““The Digger,” Loux 210,
Iavercargill.

Mavis, Uala street (aged 10).

Your story is very good and yon have
displayed a great deal of neatacss in your
work. If T remember correxily this is
the first time you have entered the child-
ren’s column, and I hope wa shall hear
frem you again in the near future.—Mater,

" Helen, Elles road, East Invercarpill
{aged 12).

1 am glad to welcome you to the
Children’s Column, and hope to hear from
vou again.  Your story is very good and
your work is very neat.---Maler,

Pairicia, Littrick street,

“Tommy howled alond. “Don’t cry,

-y

the kitchen to get it off with,”’ said Billy
with astonizhment, and he led the still
sobbing Tommy heme.  His mother had
just returncd and seeing the boys, she
said sharply, “‘Now then, take that sauce-
pan off yoar head, vou naughty boy! How
darved you put it on!”’ Mrs White did her
very best and nesrly dragged Tommy’s
head off his shoulders.  &he called in the
policeman, but his strength wwas not strong
enongh. I suppose 1 miust take him to
the hospital,” said Mrs White. So with
Tommy still sobbing loudly Mrs White got
into the bus. Tommy cried so bitterly that
a lady took pity on him and said: “Herve
is sixpence for you,”” and he eagerly turn-
ed round to take it, when the saucepan
handle went crashing through the window.
Soon afterwards the conductor pwt his
head inside the door and said, “I will have
to charge you two shillings for his dam-
age.”’

“I have not got it,”’ said Mrs White,
“I shall have to go to goal, [ éan’t pay it.”’
The lady came to the rescue again and
said, “As it was partly my fault I will
pay the damage.” So that matter was
casily settled, and now the bus stopped
at the hospital gates. Mrs White and
Tommy went home carrying the saucepan
in their hands and not on Tommy'’s head.

THE THREE SISTERS,

By Helen, Elles Road, East Iuvercargill.

There was once a woman who had three
daughters, the eldest of whom had only one
eye, the second lad two eyes, while the
third had three eyes. Now the mother
and sisters did not like the child with the
two eyes because she was common like
other children, so her mother said, ““You
with two eyes are not better than other
children we see in the world, you do not
belong 1o us!”

They only gave her old clothes to wear
and the scraps to eat.  Her mother made
her go to the field to look after the goat,
and feeling very hungry she sat down and
begat to cry.  Suddenly she heard a soft
voice say, “Why are you crying?’ The

¢ little girl said, “I have, unfortunately,

two eyes like other people, which causes
my mother and sisters to hate me. They
dress me in rags and only give me the
scraps to eat.”

“Dry your tears away, my child,” said
the woman, “‘and 1 will teach yOu sormé-

Your story is very length and we will
publish it next week. In the meantime
we hope you will be writing another one.
—Mater.

Rose, Jackson street, Fast Invercargill
Yowr selection is very nice and I trust
we shall hear from you again.—Mater.

THE SAUCEPAN HELMET.

By Mavis, Gala street Invercargill,

“Look at my helmet,” said Biily to his
chum Tommy. “It’s a real helmet. Now
we can play soldiers!”

“I have not got a helmet, if you have,”
said Tommy enviously, “and you can't be
a soldier without a helmet.”

“Yes, you can,”” replied Billy; “‘you
can pretend you lost it in battle. I have
seen pictures of soldiers fighting bare-
headed, and they looked more brave than
the others,”” he said eagerly, trying to
coax fommy to play the game.

“l shall not play without a helmet,”
sald Tommy gloomily.

Billy felt desperate. He must think
of something, he could not he disappuointed
of hig game. I have thought of come-
thing!” he cried, after a minate’s pawse.
“Something which will make vou a splen-
did helmet! Get a saucepan, snd wear it
on your head. It will look just tike a
real helmet in front, and the handle will
be at the back where it will not show
one little bit.”’ ‘

“I  might do tha$!” said Tommy,
brightening.  ““We have a good saucevan
and mother is out, and won’t be hack
before twelve; and we shall have iinished
with it before then.”

“Of course,” said Billy eagerly. ‘“‘Go
in and fetch the saucepan, and ‘hen we
can begin our game.”’

So Tommy fetched the saucepan: it
fitted comfortably on his head, and ) e i1t
as happy as Billy. The two boys ; ayed |
happily together all the morning. At
last the big factory hell rang, Tommy
stopped chasing Billy round the house,
“It’s twelve o’clock! There goes thé bell. I
must run home, mother may be back any
minute, and she will want the saucepan
for the potatoes. As he spoke he was
tugging at the saucepan, but it stuck to
his head and refused to come off, ‘‘Help
me, Billy,” he said ai last, nervously, “I
cannot get the saucepan off, and I must
get it off I said Tommy, “Mother will be
so angry, she will want the sancepan, and
besides, I can’t go about with a sauce-
pan on my head.” :

thing that will- prevent your hunger. Say
to your goal: “‘Little goat bleat, and pray
let me eat, then a little table will stand
before you, full of mnice things to eat.
When you have had enough to eat, say to
your goat? ‘Little goat pray, take the table
away,” aud it will vanish from before you.”
So. the kind woman went away. When
the litile girl went home, her mother won-
dered how she got food, se she sent one
of her sisters with her to see how she got
food. Now the little girl knew why her
sister had come.  After they had fad
the goat they sat down by a stream. Then
the girl with two eyes, whose name was
Elsie, said to her sister, whose name was
Mavis, “Come sister, let us sit down here,
and I will sing you something.”’ Mavis,
feeling very sleepy, soon fell to sléep. Now
this was Klsie’s chance, She said to her
goat what the woman had told her, and
the table appeared as usual, but Mavis had
been pretending to be asleep, and went
home to tell her mother all what had hap-
pened.  “Oh!" cried the envious parent,
“she wishes to have better things than
us; I will soon hinder 1ibhat.” With
these words she stabbed the poor goat.
When Elsie saw that she was betrayed,
and her geat killed, she went back to the
field and cried bitterly,  Suddeuly, the
good woman she had seen before stood by
her, and said, “Why are you crying?”’
Then Elsie sa2id, “The goat who every
day covered my table when I repated the
words you taught me, has been killed by
my mother, and I must again starve.”

“1 will try and do something for you,”-
replied the woman.  “Ask your mother
for the inside of the goat and then bury
it before the house door, it will bring you
lack.”” saying this, the woman vanished
out of sight. lilsie returned home and
begged her mother to do her a favour
in giving her the inside of the goat. Then
her mother laughed, but said, “Since youn
ask nothing more, you may take it.”” In
the evening, she buried .it at the door.
The next morning they saw belore the
door. a bLeautiful tree with silver leaves
and  golden fruit hanging from  the
branches. They could not think where the
tree had come from, but Elsie thought it
must have grown from the inside of the
goat, for it stood exacily on the spot
where she buried it.  ‘“Child,” said her
mother to Mavis, ‘““go up the tree and
bring us down some fruit.” The girl
obeyed, but she seized a branch ¢f it
and directly it escaped from her hand;
this happened each time she went to pick
the fruit.  “Well.” said her mother, ““T
will try ‘myself,” but she was just as
unfortunate as Mavis.  The only one
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BARLOW'’S Jubilee Store

NEVER SAY DIE, BUT ALWAYS TRY
BARLOW'S JUBILEE TEA.

Owing to the rise in Butter you will find it cheaper to use Pure Jam
I have a full range in glass and tinsin 1, 2, 4, ana 7. 4RY It

Is the place to buy your GROCERIES—where you get the best vy,
cash. Established nearly a quarter of a century; still going strong, fug
your orders by post or ’phome, and you will receive them promply fy gy
on delivery. Pay cash and save booking charges.

DEE STREET, INVERCARGILL.
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who could pull the fruit was Elsle.

It happened one day as a knight passed
by, he admired the beautiful tree. The
knight said, “‘to whom does this beautiful
trec belong?’

“It belongs to me,” said Mavis, “‘and
I will break you off a branch.” She gave
herself a great deal of trouble Lecause
every time she touched a branch, it sprang
back. ‘It is strange,” said the knight,
“that tree belongs to you and yet you
cannot gather even a branch.”

Now Llsie heard her fell the lie so she
told the knight that it was her tree, and
that she would give him a branch. Then
she climbed up the tree, broke off a branch
and gave it to the knight. Then he said,
‘Maiden, what shall I give you for this?”’
Then she said, ‘I suffer from hunger and
thirst, and if you would only take me with
you, I will be happy.” ‘The knight then
lifted her on his horse, and rode home
with her to his castle where they were
married with great rejoicing.

BABY.

(By Rose).

Where did you come from baby dear?

Out of the everywhere into here.

Where did you get those eyes so blue?

Out of the sky as I came through.

What makes the light in them sparkle
and spin?

Some of the starry twinkles left in.

Where did you get that little tear?

I found it waiting when I got here.

What makes your forehead so smooth
and high?

A soft hand stroked it as I went by.

What makes your cheek like a warm
white rose?

knows,
Whence that

bliss?
Three angels gave me at once a kiss.
Where did you get this pearly ear!?
God spake, and it came out to hear.
Where did you get those arms and

three-cornered smile of

hands?
Love made itself into bonds and bands.
Feet, whence did you come, you

darling things?
From the same box as the cherubs’
wings.
How did they all come to be you?
God thought about me, and so I grew.
But how did you come to us, you dear?
God thought about you, and so I am
here.
George McDonald.

BOW-WOW.

@

The would-be M.P. was addressing an
important meeting, and was greatly an-
noyed by the needless interruptions of the
local butcher. At last he could stand it
no longer, so in no uncertain manmer he
Ell;i that worthy exactly his opinion of
Angrily, the butcher replied, * You?
Why I could make mincemeat of yoa !
Back came the swift and sarcastic reply :
“Is thy servant a dog that thou shouldst
treat him thus?’ :

I saw something better than anyone
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WHITE JAP SILK BLOUSE
For 13/6.

Now showing at

THE PARAMOUNI
ESK STREET,
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[NVERCARGILL  MILK SOPHE

Phone 556. 53 Yarrow strech
MILK MILK MIR
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CREAM! CREAM!  CREAM!
From the finest pastures in Southlani
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