
The Old and the New

By "PIEHROT."

The untravelled Colonial is apt to think

of London as an old city—as a city,
that is to say, in which the old forces

itself upon your attention at least al-

ternately with the new. But this

does not represent the actual fact. Lon-

don is a brand-new city, placed in an

old setting, rather than an old city
aiming to be new. To me the Abbey

and St. Paul’s are as out-of-plaee as an

old gargoyle on the side of a tram-car.

Jt is true that in the cases of those

great fabrics it is a grand and glorious
juxtaposition; but both buildings pre-
sent to me the idea of a deliberate con-

cession by new people to the claims of

an older world. Historically, of course,

such a view is an absurdity; but psycho-
logically, I hold that it reflects a truth.

A day or two ago a Select Committee
advised the State to move the clock

twice a year, with a view to lengthen-

ing the hours of sunlight in the summer

months. This quite revolutionary
change, which promises to be made

quietly and after less than a twelve-

month of agitation, is surely not the

product of a civic mind, decrepit with

age, but the realisation by a vigorous
people of the prior claims of common-

sense over precedent. I sometimes
think that young countries incline to be

unjust in their judgments of the old.

So much of the aversion to change that

is attributed to “conservatism” is really
due to the immense'difficulties in the

way of reforms. The industrial ma-

chine, for example, is not only vast and

complex, it is also so delicate that one

big step might destroy the work of
centuries. There was so much that

one felt, and there is so much that one

•still feels that England ought io do; but

one is now all too often beset by the

awkward sequel, “But how is she to

do it?” The changes must still come,

but one’s agitation for them is more

considerate, more sympathetic, more

understanding.
I dropped into Westminster Abbey the

other day, and stood with a party by
the brass effigies of our earliest kings,
listening to the exaggerated elocution
of an old guide. It had the effect on

me—it must have had the effect on

others—that would have been produced
by an assistant in a toy shop, emphasis-,
ing the claims of a doll upon a party
of children. The old man made us feel
a sort of superiority to the past, pro-

bably because he felt it himself. It

was only as I looked up at an age-

blackened beam above the tomb of

Henry the Fifth, and saw the helmet

the warrior had worn, and the saddle
on which he had ridden to victory, that

the past became a living reality. The

rest were a new world’s toys —a curiosity
shop in a busy modern thoroughfare.
Had I been alone, I could have lived

over again the lives of those kings, or

that of my counterpart in their days—■
but with a party and a guide one could

but remember that the old is, after all,
but the plaything of the new.

How can London dwell in the past as

much as it is alleged to do? How, in-

deed, it can think at all in consecutive

reasoning or imagination is the supreme

wonder. Meditate much on the battle of

Crecy, and a motor-car—the murderer

of scores of even those gifted with

presence of mind—would maul and

mangle you past recognition. Every
single man with whom I have spoken on

the subject has expressed the view that

in another ten years hardly a horse will
be visible in the streets of London. Even

now, roughly, one vehicle in six is drawn

by motor power. Thefe ’ are at least

thirty thousand motor cars and carriages
and a couple of thousand motor omni-
buses, not to mention hundreds of elee-

trie trams and seven lines of electric rail-

ways! Such an age looks at the past as

Mr. Morgan looks at a Vandyck—as a

leisured man’s luxury, to be pursued not

seriously, but as an ideal hobby.

The one matter in which the old

does still seem to triumph over the new

is in the attitude of the subject classes

to their masters. Collectively, of course,
there has been a great silent—or almost

silent—revolt of the have-nots; individu-

ally the bearing of the great mass of

the poor people—at any rate in business

relations—seems to me incredibly servile
as compared with that of their fellows

in the colonies. It may be simply “play-
ing the game,” of course; and if it is so,

there is some justification for it. But if,
as one cannot help suspecting, it is deep
down and the product of profound and
remote social forces, the complefe reform
of existing conditions must still be a long,
long way off. An infinity of minor social

injustices are covered up by a thinly dis-

guised conception of the employer as

more or less paternal in his attitude
towards his servants. I should not be

surprised if the Labour party lost rather
than gained power in the near future —

simply because of this failure to realize

the separateness of the interests of em-

ployer and employed.
But even here there is nope—and that

through the gateway of despair. Things
are going to get worse—infinitely worse

—before they get better. That is the

tale told me by workers among the poor,
by policemen, by everyone who has close-

ly watched the increase of poverty in the

past ten years. Another hopeful feature
is that thousands of intelligent people of

all classes have agreed to learn a lesson

in practical legislation from the self-

governing colonies, which are infinitely
better known and understood than they

have ever been before. Whatever may

be the nescience of the uneducated

classes in regard to the geography or the

fauna of the colonies, I find astonishingly
accurate ideas of New Zealand and Aus-

tralian industrial laws. Comparison of

this kind makes for progress, and after

a temporary reaction (due mostly to the

old unscrupulous cry of the “poor man’s

beer”), I believe changes will not be

long in coming.
In every other department of life, it

seems to me that England is still young

enough to pursue the novel course. A

moment ago I saw a sort of express

steam-roller —a funny little locomotive

steaming at, say nine miles an hour, on a

newly-laid roadway on the embankment.

I remembered that the author of a melo-

drama once killed his villlain by means

of a steam-roller. Perhaps hewas a little

ahead of his time, and was really look-

ing to a vehicle that had emerged like

that one, from a walking to a running

pace. But anyhow, that is only one of

the discoveries that one can make daily
in the streets of London—the new Lon-

don, which no sober judge can honestly
call old.

THE GUINEA POEM.

A CHEQUE for £1 1/ has been sent

to the writer of this verse, M.rs J.8., Bcd-

ford-st., Tapanui:—
The Yankee Fleet looked clean and neat,

You ask what soap they use ;

Why, Roosevelt said—the cable read—-
“Take SAPON for the cruise."

WIN A GUINEA! Prize Poem published
every Saturday. Best original four SHOKT-
line advt. verse about “SAPON” wins each
.week. “SAPQN.” wrapper must lie enclosed.
Address. “ SAPON ” (Oatmeal Washing
Powder), P.O. Box 635, Wellington.

If your grocer does not stock “SAPON”

please send his name and address.

BOVRIL
Should be in every home as well as in every hospital.

When you are worried and cannot eat well nor sleep well, you will
find a great help in BOVRIL.

BEWARE OF CHEAP IMITATIONS.

By Royal Warrant to M,s M**'*,y th* K,n*’

FOR ■ =S|
Indigestion

Indigestion means torturing pain, intense weariness,
AKJTI ATT

wretched days andwakeful nights. It meansstarved
AINU ALL blood, starved muscles, a starved body and astarved

STOMACH brain ’ in sh. ort>.
“cans shattered health and a

broken constitution unless you root it out without

AND LIVER de,ay- Mother Seigel’s Syrup has no rival as a [|i
„„ .T„ _ _ _

remedy for indigestion, biliousness, and all disorders
TROUBLES of the stomach, liver and kidneys. It has been

nearly forty years before th| public, and in that
At time has cured thousands. Let it cure you.

Mother SEIGEL’S
DI I D the standard

■ ■■ ■ REMEDY.

Around the World
YOU CAN GO, AND YOU

WILL NOT FIND BETTER

| DENTISTRY THAN WE DO.

WE do not claim to be the only dentists, and to do better work

than our fellow practitioners, but we know our work is good.

We are pleasing thousands of people every year with
PAINLESS EXTRACTIONS.

GOOD TROUBLE-
FITTING 1 // SOME
ARTIFICIAL ft H3KC 1 TEETH

TEETH i! MAY BE

GUARAN- || lie || FIXED

TEED. IB 11 BY US

FILLING IS YftlH* THAT
AND fg «VUI

YO(J
WN X Dentist. A ™" GET

BRIDGE 1/ \) HAVE

WORK. THEM.

And then rest assured that your teeth are receiving the Best
Care at a Fair and Reasonable Charge.

There ISN’T Any EXPERIMENT BUREAU CONDUCTED Here.

Every Branch of our Business is conducted by Expert
Dentists.

WE ARE SKILLED IN OUR PROFESSION, USE THE BEST

MATERIALS, AND CHARGE THE LOWEST FEES.

J. H. KINNEAR,
DENTIST, QUEEN AND DARBY STREETS.

„ AS A VERMICIDE IN HORTICULTURE.
■ B IS JF /’'»

I ■
Demonstrated to be a most Effective Remedy when used as a spray accord

■ ing to directions, for Bllxht, Ants, Cockroaches. Green Flies and other Worms

Bk and inseots- For particulars apply

THE ATLANTIC REFINING COMPANY, 3 HUNTER STREET, WELLINGTON.
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