ow Irequently it is we over-
H hear a perfervid culogy on

the scenic woneers of a Tar-
away land. It Is noticeable also the
deep nterest of the lstenmuers, the
avidity with which they drink in
the word-picturing : sometimes good.
often poor and maccurate. A special
privilege svemis to have heen ac-
corded the sight-seer: that of learn-
ing more of the country visited, in
a few days, than the natives have
acquired In years.

Far ficlds, too, are ever the green-
est! Many are there, very many in-
deed, who appear to coasider a thing
for which thev have not paid, is of
little or no value:; hence, are bl
ta the heauties  surrounding  thom.
They are apt 1o ignore the nnsur-
passiahle pictures, ctched and painted,
under their very eves by the great-
est of artists—-Nature,  Only  the
other dav, a new arroval to New
Zealand, enraptured  at the magnd
ficent panorama before kim, remark-
ed upen it, Had he spoken of the
caiions of CUolorado, the Yosumite
Valley, Hawail, how different woukl
have heen his reception! The reply
e wot was thoushtless, 1, perhaps,
typecal s "Yes, | osuppose it is beau-
tiful, but I see it daily!”

Not a case of famibarity and con-
tempt; rather, one of the disingling-
tion of seti-advertisement.

ET me attempt (1]
advizedly) to deseribe the seenc:
it Is heyond pen-power to do ade-

sy oattempt

THE MIRROR

O Hie T allain gl

Hia:ours
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Do e appreciate Our Hertrage ?

In this twspiving article the wrller of these " Fortunate sdes” : wnd are
crmphasises the deplovadle fact thal so gy (nomaling them koo over-
New HAealunders aften fail to ap-seas, thot i i fefi to lonrists and
frociate the many wnd curicd charinsoicitors to discorer onr woonderhind.

quate Justice to the scenie hetuty,

Fong  blue  distinees, replete o
overy tome ol that colour: a back-
cronmed of purple motntaing, the tal-
lest peaks barbed in the white fives
of  amow, Seductively weduliting
prsture-laeds of  emerald, dotted
with drowsing, hrowsing cattle and
sheep, The roud, w0 gray vihbaned,
meandered round the hill-side, past
vawning chasms, averlooked verdant
that hreathed  mauve  mists
over U ernoting oryvstal stream. Far
cloud.  wavlom,
straved across a sun-flecked  ridge,
strewing  primmatic rambows it
path. The roadside was studded with
HTame-coloured  nasturtiums; dusted
with the virginal gald of buttercups;
spraved by the faury silver of clov-
i the Tainks of the cntting lighted

anrges

away, i solilary

i the seented chrome of  bromne,
the ruddy zold of gurse: starred
with clematis and white convolvu-

s A Ridden Trada trilled its mellow

lute: woskylark, floating in the sun-

kissed hlue dome of space. flooded

the eirth with divine minstrelsy,
And—"T see it daily!”

HERI is a trait comman to the
Anglo-suxon that makes i
shvoef advertisement, Yot i ois the

same tradte e io be encouraged
rither  thin othorwise—that  has
given the insatiable thirst for adven-
ture andd travel, Ttomiay have he-
come o ovanity: yet, o pardenable
o [+ jproduced the compelling.,

dominating ureg that sent our fore-
fathers venturing across the Seven
Seas 1 gave birth to that virthity that
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nwet with, and overcame, every dan-
gor and obstacle In their way. It has
Lid the firm {oundations of the
areatest cmpire the world has vet
known, The hones of our blood-
kinsmen mount guard  upon  every
shores Baypt, Rome. Greece—these
were hut as ephemeral empires, sink-
ing mto insignificancy before that of
ours.

Tu every Jland its beauty and its
charm! New Zealand has received
her full share. Why not  proudly
ackuoawledge  ourselves befare the
face of the whole world, and not
walt for discovery by visitors and
tourists?  Why wait for them to
come to us haphazard?  Why not
compel their advent. America filins
wnd hoosts her "Valley of a Thous-
amd Smokes.”  Are they auvthing
more wonderful than our own giits
from Nature?

HIXN the exigencies of lam-
pire, and living, draw us away
{ront Fome, it is then that we re-
mewmber,  and  knowledge  awaliens
within us, Suhb-consciously the brain

has registered. has filed away for
[lure refercnee. as it were, what

we were i dgnorance of at the mo-
ment. It ois through the rose-tinted
lenses of memory’s glass we, at last,
see our Homeland truthially ;) as we
really saw it, theough unaware at
the time that we so saw it, Sir Wal-
ter Scott wrote, nspiredly, for he
wis not travelled:
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