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A.. MmM?» visit

scenes af

Bible stories

A.I.F. SOLDIERS tour scenes

of Bible history in Jerusalem.

They give vivid descriptions of

these in letters home.

ELABORATE ALTAR in the

Church of the Nativity, Bethlehem,
built on the site of the inn where

Joseph and Mary sought shelter.

The cave in which Christ was born

is directly below the altar.

THE TINY ENTRANCE to

the cave, bricked in to prevent

marauding Arabs of the past

riding their horses into the shrine.

A GUIDE pointing out church art

treasures to soldier tourists in Jerusalem.

DON'T BLAME YOUR SHOES!

IF FEET ACHE
Put Them Right With

7a nv Buk

WHENyour feet are aching
and tired, you

often blame

your shoes. But few people are

wearing ill-fitting
shoes nowadays.

The trouble is, you don't give suf-

ficient care to those hard-worked

feet of yours. They do, especially

in the warm weather, deserve the

extra care that Zam-Buk alone

can give them.

Every night, after bathing and

drying your feet, gently massage

Zam-Buk Ointment into the soles,

round the ankles, insteps and
between the toes. The refined

medicinal oils in Zam-Buk are

easily absorbed into the skin.

Pain, Swelling & Tenderness

are ended, chafing and blisters

are healed and corns easily re-

moved, root and all. This Zam

Buk treatment takes only a couple
of minutes-yet if you do it regu-

larly you'll
soon get rid of foot

troubles and be able to wear

shoes in comfort.

1/7 & 3/8 a box.

"I couldn't wear shoes for a fortnight,

my feet war« so swollen and painful.
Zam-Buk was vary soothing and, usad

nightly, reduced fha swelling and andad

my foot troublas."-Mrs. L Sorrows.

"My troubla was tandar feat, which

soon became tirad and painful. Zam

Buk was
splendid,

lt soothed and

completely strangthanad my feet."

Mrs. E. C. Longworth.

Use ZAM-BUK Regularly
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i PRAYERS FOR

5r THOSE AT HOME

TN the oldest Christian Church in the

world strong Australian voices will join

in the hymns that commemorate the birth

of Christ this Christmas Day.

In Jerusalem hundreds of Australians

have wandered through the actual land-

marks of Bible stories they learned in little

weatherboard Sunday schools in the bush,

or neat new churches in the suburbs.

They retell the story of the Nativity

and the Crucifixion in simple soldiers' lan-

guage in their letters home.

"You know, mother, I may have been a

bit of a scamp and perhaps I still am. But

unless you are lost to all feeling altogether

you cannot help but experience a most pro-

found feeling as you wander these streets,"
a soldier writes.

"It's like a trip back to the past-even

almost to the very day of the Nativity,"
another says of Bethlehem.

"Never before, while praying, did I ever

feel so sure and sincere." ... "I said a

prayer for my darling wife and two dear

daughters," two other soldiers write.

BESIDES THE CHURCH OF THE NATIVITY, oldest church in

the world, built 325 to 330 A.D., the A.I.F. visits the Mt. of Olives,

Garden of Gethsemane find Church of the Holy Sepulchre.

1f

Mi toSÜK of^l
INTERESTING

PEOPLE á§

MR. J. L. SAVAGE

. .
. water conservation

j\JR.
J. L. SAVAGE, a world

authority on dam construc-

tion, and chief designing engineer
of U.S.A. Bureau of Reclamation,

is visiting Australia. Here to con-

fer with Melbourne and Metro-

politan Board of Works on Upper
Yarra water conservation project.

Is the man who built the Boulder

Dam. highest concrete dam yet

built; and Grand Coulee Dam,

world's largest concrete structure.

MISS G. WOODGER

jyjISS
G. WOODGER, 24-year

old Adelaide lawyer, has the

distinction of being the first woman

appointed Associate to Judges of
the Supreme Court of South Aus-
tralia.

Daughter of Rev. and Mrs.

Roland Woodger, of Largs Bay,
she was admitted to the Bar in

April of this year and made Judges'
associate, six months later. Grad-
uate of Adelaide University.

MR. R. A. MclNNIS
. . . garden chu

ßRISBANE surveyor Mr. R. A.

Mclnnis is designer of plans
to transform Darwin into a garden
city. Drawn up at request of the

Federal Government, his improve-
ment scheme provides for a zoning
system similar to that of Canberra.
Includes parks, swimming-pools,
and civic square.

Mr. Mclnnis. who is City Plan-
ner. Brisbane City Council, is Fel-

low of Queensland Institute of
i Surveyors, member of Town Plan
I ning Institute. England.
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On 8.20 ferry with Cutler, V.C.

We used to travel together to work -

I shared

his trip of triumph, too iBy.i
I BETTY NESBIT

\
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THE FIGHTING CUTLERS. Private Robin Cutler, A. I.F., Lieutenant Arthur Cutler, V.C., invalided home,
and Aircraftman Geoffrey Cutler, R.A.A.F.

I used to travel from Manly to Sydney every morning

in the 8.20
ferry with a good-looking young stalwart we

called Ro Cutler.

The other day I sat on the ferry beside him again

beside Lieutenant Arthur Roden Cutler, V.C., as he made

the last stage of his long journey home from the Middle

East.

That trip was different from any other that Ro had made,
for it ended in a hero's welcome from the people of Manly, where

he has lived for all but two of his twenty-five years.

IWAS
just one of the ciowd

of relatives, friends, and

perfect strangers who greeted
Ro when he arrived at Cir-

cular Quay to catch the 2 p.m.

ferry.

Two years hadn't changed
him much except that he

looked just a little older, just

a little tired. His smile was as

broad as it ever was. He was

sun-tanned and had grown a

moustache.
"Hallo." he said to me. He

saluted and then we shook hands.

"Welcome home, Ro," I said. "It's

good to see you on the ferry again.

Just like old times."

"And it's good to be catching it

again, believe me," he returned with

a wide grin. "There were moments

when I thought it was the last thing

in the world that I would be doing."

He dived his hand into his pocket
for the sixpence for the turnstile.

"Haven't got a season ticket these

days," he said.

A ferry company official hastened

to announce that Lieut. Cutler and

CUTLER. V.C., with his mother (right) and

his sister Doone

his family were the companys

guests for the trip.

. Then, with his mother, Mrs. A.

W. Cutler, dark-eyed sister Doone

and brothers Geoffrey and Robin,

the former in his R.A.A.F. uniform

and the latter in the uniform of

the A.I .F., Ro went up the gangway.

During the thirty-five-minute trip

on a harbor as smooth as blue glass

Ro divided his conversation between

his mother, sister, brothers and my-

self.

We exchanged the latest news of

mutual friends of the 8.20 ferry,

"club" lads who are now overseas.

"The family have just told me

that a civic reception is waiting for

me in Manly," he said ruefully. "I

feel scared. I don't know how I shall

get through it. If I do, I reckon

I ought to get a bar to that cross.

"Wish me luck," he added. 'I'll

have to think of a speech now. I

Here he broke off to exclaim.
"Gosh, we've cot

a new wharf.

Pretty good, eh?"
- I did wish

him luck.

Everyone had

turned out. to

greet him, includ-

ing the six hun-

dred schoolchil-

dren, pupils of

the Manly school

where Ro had

spent h i s early

schooldays.

They had been

given a half-holi-

day to pay

homage to a flesh

and-blood hero,
not one they read

about in school-

books. They

cheered till their

piping voices were

hoarse.

There were

several thousand

people massed in

the square in

front of the

Manly Town Hall.

They hung out

of windows of op-

posite buildings to
catch a glimpse of

this tall young

man who, with

his mother's arm in his.

walked on his crutches to
the dais.

A hero had come home
!

The following night I

visited Ro's home, a

house overlooking the
harbor and a pretty bay A

It was the first time

that the house had not

been filled with visitors

and Ro told us the story

of the campaign.

To me it was a strange experience
to listen to this young man seated

in an easy chair and talking in a

quiet matter-of-fact voice of desert

fighting, of death, of pain and fear.

To him it was a day's work. To

us the most fantastic deeds of cour-

age.

"The enemy fire from the town

of Merjayoun was pretty solid, and

to put our guns on it we had to get

a register of the targets. That is.

we had to have details of range and

so on before our guns could success-

fully attack.

"Some chaps volunteered to go

with me, and we crept to the out- .

skirts of the town. One of my

pals, Alan Clarke, was killed. We

got into the town, left four of the

chaps in a deserted house, and

myself and another soldier crept

on.

"We just about got all the data

and information needed when sud-

denly a truckload of French legion-
naires pulled up about fifty yards
from us, and started to set up a

machine-gun nest.

"Fortunately, dusk was just

coming on, so we hid behind a pile

of rubble. I whispered into the

telephone that we were in a tough

spot, and not to make any calls

as the phone would ring.

"We could hear the 'Froggies'
talking quite distinctly.

"When it was properly dark we

put our boots around our necks and

made a bolt for it. We scaled over

fences and through gardens.

"Finally, we got near our lines,

and I called out that I was there.
"I heard a voice saying, 'Is that

you, Ro?'

"I answered, and the voice said,

"Thank God. I had my tommy-gun

trained on you, and I was just about

to shoot. After all. you were coming

from the enemy lines.'

"The data collected enabled the

Australian troops to blaze away at

the town and blast the only road

by which transports could enter.

"It was July 6 when I got into the

spot of trouble which meant the

loss of my leg," he continued.

"I went out to mend a telephone
wire so that my unit could establish

contact with the main forces. We

were pretty hard-pressed.

"I was hit in the leg, and lay on

a slope which was under enemy

LIEUTENANT ARTHUR RODEN CUTLER,

V.C., hero of the Syrian campaign, who has been

invalided home

fire. I spent nearly two days

there.

"My leg was bleeding pretty

fiercely, but I was able to stop it

by making a tourniquet with my
revolver lanyard. I tore my shirt

up, and made bandages and that

meant I had nothing on my back,

and I got rather sunburnt.

"I had a tin of pears, a tin

of salmon and half a bottle
of water. I ate the pears, but

couldn't manage the salmon.

"Hy thirst was terrific. Ill

never forget it. To make matters

worse, millions of little black ants

crawled all over me. They irritated

me terribly."

Here Mrs. Cutler said:
"I don't know how you stood it,

Ro."
"I think it must have been all

the good care you've given me all

the time that made me so strong,

and able to stand it," he answered,

cheerfully.

Continued on page 31
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How we took Australia's first raid warning

Two hours of tense waiting before Darwin
heard "all-clear" sounded

By JANET KAYE from Darwin

LEFT: A young soldier trains a powerful searchlight on the night sky of our

northernmost military stronghold.

ABOVE: Main central shopping area of Darwin, first city in Australia to experience
a genuine air-raid alarm.

DARWIN
was the first

Australian capital to ex-

perience a genuine air-raid

warning.

That night we were sitting
round the radio listening to

the war news.

It was 10.30. Somebody said :

"Is it true that enemy planes
are around?"

Somebody else squashed the re-

mark: "Don't listen to or spread
silly rumors."

The next instant the air-raid
sirens sounded through the town.

"Blackout!" ' .

Our host Immediately threw

power and light switches. I went

to my bedroom, picked up hand-

bag, electric torch, cigarettes, and
for some unfenown reason my read-

ing-glasses.

We all trooped outside into the

warm tropic night beneath a bright

starry sky. Everywhere, like rabbits

popping out of burrows, people were

coining out of buildings and houses.

Most lights were out, but an occa-

sional one still glimmered.
"Lights out," wardens shouted.

"Is it the real thing?" someone

shouted back.

In the Soldiers' Memorial Hall,

where a function was being held,
all lights were blazing.

"Put those lights out!"

But the light switches were appar-

ently not easy to locate, so lamps

were smashed one by one with
chairs.

Quite calmly the townspeople
moved along the street to disperse
at points indicated by wardens.

The picture-show emptied itself of

its crowd and extinguished its lights.

Cars stopped where they were and

doused lights. Some moved along
slowly. A few army vehicles, like

great monsters, showed purple head-

lamps.

My first feeling was one of excite-

ment and interest, but soon I began
to feel scared. "Enemy planes 300

miles off. coining this way," was

the news. "Expected in an hour or

so."

I went to a warden's house, where

a little group of A.RP. officials and
others were gathered, each going
calmly about his or her allotted

duties.

V.A.D.'s appeared. "I was into my
uniform in five minutes," one said.

I helped to prepare coffee, groping
about the darkened house for cups.
Wardens and other folk might need

stimulants later.

Then we sat and waited. Wardens

continued on their rounds.

An hour passed in a kind of fatal

calm. My scared feeling had given
way to one of anger. I was think-

ing of the mothers and children.

But there was a funny, slightly

sick feeling in the pit of my tummy
all the time.

The most excited were the boys
on duty at the warden's house as

"runners." This was high adven-

ture.

"Any time now"

jyj^ESSAGES were coming through
from official quarters at in-

tervals. It was still "any time now."

The sky became overcast with
clouds. There would be no moon

for hours yet. The night air was

breathless, still, and very warm.

The ear was cocked for the first

sound of a droning plane engine.

Then somewhere a solitary siren

sounded the "all-clear."

Telephonings . . . False signal . . .

Authorities had not given any such

signal . . . "Planes still headed this

way."
That false signal would mean an

investigation on the morrow.

That funny feeling in the tummy
again . . . but calm . . . quite calm.

Another hour passed. I was still

thinking of mothers and children.

MEMBER of a searchlight crew

watches for enemy aircraft.

Then the siren again-and an-

other and another!

The "all-clear"!

Almost unbelievable, but genuine
this time.

I suddenly felt quite light, as

though an enormous weight had
been lifted from me. I think every-
body else felt the same. The quiet

relief from tension sounded in their
voices.

Bridal couple
YVTARDENS trooped in for coffee.

We handed it round.

One warden was smiling broadly.
Indeed he was looking happy. He
had been married just a few hours
before to a sister from Darwin

Hospital.

When the air-raid warning
sounded, the bridal couple were on

their way to the wedding-party
supper. So, instead, the bride went
back to her post at the operating
theatre at the hospital and the

groom to his A.R.P. job.

Many did not allow the warn-

ing to disturb their evening.
One young man, determined to get

his "early night," was already in bed
when the "alert" sounded. He stayed
there and went to sleep again. He
was quite annoyed by the "all-clear"

signal for waking him.

Altogether, people were remark-

ably calm. There was no panic.
After the first surprise people settled
down to wait in their homes or

wherever they felt safest.

As for the soldiers-one officer told
me that his lads were in high glee.

For days now they have been

sharpening and polishing bayonets.
The time-honored custom of using
these weapons to open tins has been
discarded.

Instead, the steel is lovingly cared

for-guns are oiled with the same

loving care. The boys are ready and

waiting . . .

¿¿NM*.
bue you can outwit it by looking years younger

-

by using

exquisite
Three Flowers Face Powder to give you a glamourous loveliness.

Sunlight and artificial illumination are both cruelly candid and, like

9 photograph, your skin needs "retouching" to hide wrinkles and
tiny

blemishes. Three Flowers Face Powder, with Three Flowers Vanishing
Cream as a foundation, give you the smooth, mat "photo finiah" you

long for!

Try a box today in your most becoming shade (6 enchanting skin

tones to choose from!)
and your makeup will be "a thing of beauty

and a
joy foreverr'

Remember THREE FLOWERS FACE POWDER

J*, Spreads smoothly, Adheres perfectly 1§J5 Gives a natural-looking

/ evenly, vi* for hours, loveliness.

iTRY* TOO, THRt'B HOWERS LUXURIOUS FACE CREAMS)

fit
three flowers
FACE POWDER

To enhance your lor clint II

IONDOM . RICHARD HUDNUT . NEW YORK

Ho more COUCHI NC i

or Sleepless Nights .

Buckley's CANADIOL Mixture certainly makes short work at
these stubborn old hang-on coughs and colds that no
other cough remedy will budge, according to Mr. C. D.
Thomas. He says: "1 bar* had chronic Bronchitis all i

Hie. and Buckley's CANADIOL Mixture is the only
medicino that has given me lasting relief."

You can't go wrong on Buckley's
- by (ar the

larg est sel ling cough medicine in all ol
blixxardly cold Canada. One or two

doses ends a stubborn cough and
ren the toughest old hang-on

coughs leave for good in a

day or two. Get a bottle

to-day at any chemist or store.

Clinton Williams Pty. Ltd.. Sydney
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With the big boots IN DARWIN
Q The wrong pouch!

. Bedroom scene (helóte)
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LANDFALL
Continuing our vivid

war serial

By

NEVIL SHUTE

Jerry faces the charge of
sinking a British submarine.

ON
patrol with the Coastal Command,

L FLYING - OFFICER JERRY

I CHAMBERS, young and very in

f
terested in

MONA STEVENS, pretty waitress

at the Royal Clarence Hotel, sinks a

Bubmarine, only to learn later that it is believed

to have been Caranx, a British submarine, now

missing.

LIEUTENANT MITCHESON, of trawler T383,

recovered British clothing from the spot where

Jerry's submarine sank. Moreover,

Caranx was expected home that day,

BO that pilots had been ordered not

to attack any submarine in certain
|

areas at specified times. Summoned
j

?with

WING-COMMANDER DICKENS

to Admiralty House for questioning
by

CAPTAIN BURNABY of the Navy
and

COMMANDER RUTHERFORD,
of Fort Blockhouse, the submarine

depot, Jerry protests that he is

certain he identified the submarine

correctly, but leaves the naval men

unconvinced.

NOW READ ON:

IN the car on the

way back to the aerodrome, creep-

ing at slow speed through the utter
darkness. Chambers said to the
?wing-commander beside him: "I
know it looks bad, sir. But I'm still

absolutely positive that there was

nothing on the hydrovanes."

From the blackness of the seat
beside him Dickens said: "I wonder

if the paint could have got rubbed

off?"

"No, sir. I saw grey paint de-

finitely."
"I'm afraid you'll have a job to

convince the Navy of that, in face

of all the other evidence."

The boy shrugged his shoulders

hopelessly. "I can only tell you
what I saw."

They drove on in silence. In the

chill blackness the wing-commander
sat huddled up in his coat in his

corner of the saloon, thinking rue-

fully of the inquiries that would

follow. He would not escape cen-

sure for his modification of the
order about Caranx. He had done
it for the best, or so he had thought
at the time, but it would be chalked

up against him in the service.

This static war might last for

ever; peace might come and find a

surplus of wing-commanders in the

Royal Air Force. He might be

forced into retirement at the age
of forty, all through this young
fool Chambers.

He must see the A.O.C. and get
his word in first, before the Navy.

They got back to the aerodrome

at nine o'clock. The wing-com-
mander said: "The A.O.C. will want

to see you in the morning, Chambers.

You'd better get to bed now. I ex-

pect you're pretty tired." He hesi-

tated for a moment. "You won't
be going out upon patrol to-morrow."

The boy said quietly: "Very good,
sir."

Dickens was suddenly compunc-
tious. "Don't take it too much to

heart," he said gruffly. "These

.

*

things do happen, but they're soon

forgotten. Especially in wartime."

L "Thank you, sir."

They separated outside the mess.

j1 Chambers went round to the back

and in by the back^ door, and went

straight to his room. In the corri-

dor and on the stairs he passed
one or two of his fellow-officers; he

brushed past them quickly with

averted head, and they pretended
to be too busy themselves to stop
to speak with him. He bored into

his bedroom and shut the door.

At the same time Wing-Comman-
der Dickens was telephoning to

the Air-Commodore from his office.

"I've just got back from the dock-

yard, sir," he was saying. "I'm

afraid there's no doubt about it

they got clothes and stuff up from

her; but I think she was late on

her schedule, so that the pilot was

quite satisfied in attacking. No,
sir-as a matter of fact, I've sent

him up to bed. He really Isn't fit

for further questioning. I thought
perhaps you'd see him in the morn-

ing, when he's had some sleep. Very
good. I'll come right along now."

In his room, Chambers threw off

his coat and gas-mask and sat down

"Oh, Jerry.
You poor \

thing!" Mona

said, clasping
his arm sym-

pathetically.

upon the bed, utterly
miserable. It seemed
to him to be incred-

ible that this thing
should have hap-
pened to him. Acci-
dents like this did
occur from time to

time, he knew. Anti-
aircraft gunners
sometimes got our

own machines con-

fused with enemy
raiders and shot them
down. Single-seater

fighters had been j

known to do the same.

More similar still,

he had heard a story
of a submarine who

had wirelessed to her home port:

Estimated time of arrival 1500 ii

friendly aircraft will stop bombing
me.

Always before he had been scorn-

ful of these incidents, had consid-

ered that appalling carelessness had

caused them. But he had not

been careless. At least, he didn't

think so.

To add to his unhappiness he was

very hungry. He had eaten nothing

since the beef tea and biscuits that

he had had before starting out on

the patrol, though he had sucked a

few sweets in the machine and he

had drunk a mug of beer when they
were congratulating him in the

mess.

He did not care to go downstairs

and forage round for food; he might
meet somebody and have to talk.

In the room there was nothing to

eat except a bottle of malted milk

tablets, sent to him by his mother

to take out with tim upon patrol.

He settled down, depressed, to empty
the bottle.

It was tco early yet to go to bed;
he would not sleep. He turned to

his wireless set, the jumble of valves

and condensers on a bare baseboard

that he had put together himself

from an article in a magazine. He

turned it on, and the American

voice brought him comfort.

The words, "This is station

WGEA, an international broadcast

station owned and operated by the

General Electric Company at Sche-

nectady, New York," consoled him

with a sense of achievement; he

himself had conjured this state-

ment from the ether. Presently a

talk for schools upon the work of

reducing distress tn South Carolina

penetrated his consciousness and

took his mind from the submarine.

After a time he sat down at the

table and pulled his galleon to-

wards him on its stand. It was very

nearly finished now; the sails were

bent, and there was little more than

touching up left to be done. As

the woman's voice told him about

the difficulties of the poor whites

in the south, his hands reached out

mechanically for the brushes and

the little pots of paint.
There was a red cross of St. George

to be painted on the lateen sail, per-

haps with a gold border. There

was the name to go on the stern

gallery-Mona. He plunged into an-

other gloomy train of thought. It
was very probable that he would
never again see Mona, after the

Caranx episode. He could not face

the bar of the Royal Clarence, filled

as it always was with naval officers.

He could not show himself dancing
at the Pavilion, the man who had

sunk Caranx.

It would be Impossible for him

to carry on in Portsmouth. If he

were not cashiered-and that was

quite a possibility-he
would have

to put in for a transfer. He would

apply to be posted right away from

the district. He would try and get

to the Bomber Command, and see

some real war in Heligoland Bight.

For the name of the galleon lt

would be better to stick to Santa

Maria. But he grew tired before

he came to paint it on. Dance

music from Schenectady lulled him

to a doze; the fine lines that he was

painting on the sail began to waver.

Presently he put away his paint

pots, turned in to his bed and slept

heavily for the first part of the

night.

Over his head the thunder rolled

that night. In Whitehall, at about

ten o'clock, there was a bitter row

between an Admiral of the Fleet

and an Air-Marshal which

ended by each in turn seeking

h 0 \
a private audience with the

Prime Minister, which neither

H ;|
I got. All the evening a string of

SHE I Í questions from the Air Minis

WÊÊ J i
try came to Air-Commodore

HB 'I Hughes; he sat up with Dick
'

ens until after midnight.

*

1111 :||
O'1 one point the air-com

jg modore was adamant; he

would not rouse the pilot to

I interrogate him again that

I
night.

s I At a quarter to twelve

I Operations had inquired how

. g many hours the pilot had done

"^¿1 on Ansons. The air-commo

ItpWBU ¿ore swore softly. "What on

earth's that got to do with it?

Tell the fools, a hundred and

fifty. It's a good round number. Do

they think I'm going to get him out

of bed to ask him that?"

Dickens gave the information and

replaced the receiver. "The Navy

must be raising the very deuce."

The air officer nodded. "I'm sorry

now I didn't go to Admiralty House

with you and see Burnaby

Ëjà,,
myself."

In the morning, after break

|Ë||k
iast, he sent for Chambers.

?JJVKI He greeted him kindly. In

bi the last war he

himself had

B^B^B^B^^^^^^^

been a

about the difficulty of identifying
ships from the air.

"Good morning, Mr. Chambers,"
he said. "You had a bit of bad luck

yesterday, I hear."

"Yes, sir."

The air-commodore took in the

?white, strained appearance of the

boy. "Sit down, Chambers. Tell
me just what happened."

The pilot told his story once again,
this time to a more sympathetic
audience. At the end of it the air

commodore said: "One of the most
important points seems to be the

position-whether you were really
still in Area SM."

Chambers said: "I'm quite sure I

was, sir. I'd got the wind direction

taped.' I'd made half a dozen good
landfalls in the patrol. I'm quite

sure the position was in Area SM."

Please turn to page 30
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The

JOSEPHINE
LEGEND

Yuletide romance of a plot that

took a totally unexpected turn.

As Father Christmas

tried to dash past, Tim

leaped at him in a flying tackle.

WHEN
Pilot-Officer

Timothy Riley wired

to his Aunt Emma

Shanks a few days

before Christmas,

"Have decided to

marry sweet girl who nursed me

back to health and happiness in

hospital please send blessing," she

wired back, "Bless you don't be a

fool cut it out or I cut you out

Merry Christmas."

TUn had the telegram in his

pocket as he and Nancy entered

the old gateway of Chuckstone

Manor shortly before seven o'clock

on Christmas Eve, after the old taxi

from Chuckstone Parva had got

stuck in the snowdrifts. He hadn't

mentioned anything about it to

Nancy.

"She's going to love the surprise,"

he said, with a grin he was glad

the darkness hid, because it was a

bit forced. "She's quite original,

you know. A bit old-fashioned."

Nancy stood on tiptoe to kiss him.

They were each of them a harum

scarum "twenty-one. He still limped

a bit from the Jerry tracer bullet

that got him when he bailed out

after his thirteenth Heinkel. Her

eyes, which were almond-shaped
and brown, shone.

"I like old-fashioned people, at

Christmas," she
sam.

She p i c t u red

Aunt Emma in a

lace cap and dol-

man. Tim real-

ised. Throwing a

Christmas party
with a Christmas

tree and the chil-

dren of the village

dancing round it. And Aunt Emmi

was a dragon who usually won

masculine tweeds, kept strictly clea:

of the village brats, and hatei

Christmas like Scrooge.

Hated nearly everything excep

her nephew Tim Riley, who woulc

one day inherit her coalmine royal'

ties, and be able to put about íii¡

wife's neck the Josephine diamonc

necklet which had been in th«

family for a century and more.

"Pour hundred years old!'

breathed Nancy, looking at the

twisted chimneys and old gables

against the frosty night. "I expecl

it has heaps of legends. Christmas

ones."

"Oh. heaps," replied Tim Riley

"There's one about the Mad Monk

of Chuckstone, who walks the cor-

ridors at Christmas from dusk tc

daylight, looking for his soul."

Nancy was childishly delighted. "I

hope he finds it, poor thing. And

I hope we see him."

But Tim wasn't thinking about

that legend. He was thinking of

the other one about -the Josephine

necklet and the secret panel in the

dining-room.

The Josephine legend said that

if a family bride stepped out of the

panel on Christmas Eve, with the

necklet on her throat, she would win

happiness for ever. Utter piffle,

Aunt Emma called it.

.
"Listen, darling," said Tim, stop-

ping in the snow. "We're going in

by a special way. Not by the front

door at all. You don't mind?"

'I wouldn't mind going down bv

the chimney with you, darling,"

answered Nancy, dreamily. "Like

Father Christmas. In fact, I'd pre-

fer it."

The old house looked at them

benevolently as they kissed again.

Perhaps it saw how young they
were, and knew that one of them

had done incredible things in the

sky and grinned boyishly at death,

and the other fought and vanquished
fear day and night. And yet both

were just two simple young people

"Do I wear that pretty necklet

you gave me?" asked Nancy.

"You certainly do," answered Tim.

"It cost ,me eighteen quid to get

made. It's a fairly good imitation

of the Josephine. But keep your

pretty trap closed now, sweetheart,

and follow me."

Somewhere in the distance, the

Chuckstone Parva Silver Band was

playing carols, early in the evening
as it was. Aunt Emma would send

our Brasted, the butler, to hoot

them away when they came. Brasted

liked to hoot at the village people,

the old elephant.

Tim listened, then began to climb

the ivy to a big mullioned window.

If anything, Nancy raced him,

swarming up like a monkey. He

heard her laugh softly to herself as

he opened it and stepped inside the

room which had been his since boy-
hood; an old oak-panelled room. The

time was seven o'clock, when Miss

Emma Shanks would be sitting
down to Christmas Eve dinner in

grim loneliness.

Aunt Emma prided herself on the

fact that she had always spent

Christmas alone and away from

the nonsense.

"You wear it like this, lady." Tim

took off Nancy's fur coat and hat,

and put the paste necklet round her

warm and slender throat. "And
u;hí»n T nnpn fr.hp nanpl von hutt st.pn

By . . .
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out and smile

well, sweetly. Not
too much. Just as

though you'd come

specially there to

love her. She's

an old dear

really."

"What if she

throws the turkey

at me?"at me?"

A slight sinking feeling assailed

the pit of Tim's stomach.

"I'll be behind you to catch it.

But she won't."

A minute later they were in the

Mad Monk's corridor. No sounds

of revelry arose in Chuckstone

Manor. But the clock in the

towèr chimed seven. Nancy

thrilled as they stole along to

the dining-room panel.

Tim indicated a small

oaken door.

"Aunt Emma keeps

her safe in the

Monk's Cell here,"

he murmured.

i

.'I'd have liked to get the pukka
Josephine necklet out of it for you

and give her fits-I mean, make her

laugh like anything. But I don't

know the combination."

He stopped, because Nancy was

pulling him back. Something hap-
pened, all at once. The oaken door

was opening and forth from the

Monk's Cell emerged a figure. It

had on scarlet and swansdown and

a hood, and it was, in fact, the ilgure

of Father Christmas himself. Tim

stared in

amazement and a

gasp of delight came

from Nancy.

Father Christmas, hearing it,

swivelled his head and his white

whiskers. He stood hesitant.

Realisation came to Tim. He felt

modestly proud of the show that

Chuckstone Manor was putting up
for Nancy. This was a real Christ-

mas burglar who had come after

the Josephine necklet. Though he

must be dumb to don a disguise
like that in Aunt Emma's house .

.
.

"Hi!" he called, softly.
What happened then came all at

once. As Father Christmas tried to

dash past, Tin leaped at him in a

flying tackle, and then went down

together with a crash.

"Leggo, you young devil!" gasped

Father Christmas, with something
familiar in his accents. Tim's hand

caught hold of the venerable

whiskers and tore them away, re-

vealing the face of Brasted, Aunt

Emma's butler.

"Hand it over, Brasted!" Tim

ordered. "The necklet, I mean.

It's just what I want."

Brasted, his arm pinned by Tim's

knee, whimpered.
"Mr. Timothy! For heaven's sake

let me go. Everything will be ex-

plained-"
"You pinched it to give your wife

and kids a Christmas treat. I

know." said Tim, ironically, "Togged
yourself up as Santa Claus to do it.

though I don't quite understand
that. How come?"

tsrasiea was almost crying. "I

can't tell you. Miss Shanks-"

"Oh, hit him with something
Nancy. The torch will do."

Nancy took careful aim at the
mottled forehead, not meaning to hit
hard. She was vaguely disappointed
that it was only a synthetic Father

Christmas turned burglar they had
stumbled upon, and not the Mad
Monk himself. But before the blow

could fall something caught her
from behind and hurled her back

against the wall.

Please turn to paqe 36



National Library of Australia http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4718978

FASH ion -PORTFOLIO
8_The Austrolion Women's Weekly_December 27, 1941

WHAT'S AHEAD?

. Insouciant young beret-cum-toque planked
way back on the head and done in pastel
blue summer-weight felt banded in dark blue

grosgrain ribbon. (Left.)

. Minute black felt sailor worn well back on
j]

the head and misted in cobwebby black veiling I

scattered with green chenille spots.

. Designed for blazing
summer days - a be-

witching coolie hat in-

terpreted in coarse yel-
low straw wreathed in
green veiling and
anchored to the head
with a bandeau of red

grosgrain ribbon that
ties in a bow at the

back. (Above.)

. Tip-tilted model of ^
stitched mauve crepe

with an upturned brim
lined in purple. A

glamorous note is

achieved by- an

enveloping mauve

crepe wimple and a

purple veil. (Above.)

. White silk crepe turban, suavely
draped and featuring a topknot of

mixed flowers in red, white, purple,
and green. (Above centre.)

. A cunning little fez cap in coarse

straw in a medley of green, red,
purple, and yellow. Filmy green veil
cascades down to shoulders. (Left.)

. Inspired by Brazilian singer Carmen
Miranda is this swathed turban of white
silk jersey climaxed with pink roses.
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GAY FLORALS
. . . ta pep up yaur spirits

. Simple styles in-

terpreted in brilliant

florals make the
" fashion headlines.

. A paisley pattern in red,

black, and grey printed on a

ground oí white silk jersey is

used for this frock with un-

usual double peplum that

makes it look like a jacket
frock. The black daisy buttons

are sewn on with red cotton

and the black belt is stitched

in red. (Above.)

. White crepe splashed with

tropical flowers and leaves in

shades of magenta, purple,

green, and black. Self-pleat-

ing outlines the pockets and

white plastron. (Above right.)

. American lantern-leaf print

a huge leaf design in deep
red, royal-blue, gold, aqua, and

white spread over a black

ground. The skirt features an

interesting sarong drape to the

side. CAbove right.)

. Formalised white and black

floral done on a ground of pale
blue silk crepe. The intricate

skirt drapery contrasts effec-

tively" with the stark simplicity

of the bodice. (Right.)

SKETCHED BY PETROV
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SUMMER-WEIGHT CARDIGAN
. An easy-to-knit little model that teams

enchantingly with your summery skirts

and blouses. Try it in pale mauvish-blue.

EVEN
though it's midsum-

mer, there are lots of
times when breezes are chilly

-and that is when you will

appreciate the charm of this
smart and comfortable car-

digan.
Measurements: Bust. 34ins.;

length from top of shoulder. 21ins.;
length of sleeve underarm, 18ins.

Materials Required: 10 skeins of

"Sunbeam" crochet wool: 1 pair No.

ll needles; 1 pair No. 12 needles; 4

buttons.

Tension: 7 sts, 1 inch; 8 rows, 1

inch.

Abbreviations: K, knit; p, purl;

dec, decrease; inc., increase; k 2

tog., knit 2 together.

BACK

Using No. ll needles and com-

mencing at bottom of back, cast on

90 sts.

1st-Row: K 8, p 1 to end.

2nd Row: K 2, p 7 to end.

3rd Row: K 6, p 3 to end.

4Ui Row: K
4, p 5 to end.

5th Rew: K 4, p 5 to end.

6th Row: K 6, p 3 to end.

7th Row: K 2, p 7 to end.

8th Row: K 8, p 1 to end.

Repeat these 8 rows 3 times, keep-
ing continuity of pattern, inc. each

end of next row, and every following
8th row until there are 116 sts. on

needle. Complete this pattern (17

patterns from beginning).
Armhole: Keeping continuity of

pattern, cast off 13 sts. at beginning
of next 2 rows. Then k 2 tog. at
each end of needle every 2nd row 3
times (84 sts.). Continue without
further dec. until 9 patterns have
been worked from commencement of
armhole.

Shoulders: Keeping continuity of

pattern cast off 7 sts. at beginning
of each row until 28 sts. remain.
Cast off.

RIGHT FRONT

Using No. ll needles, cast on 63

sts.

1st Row: K 9 (k 8, p 1) to end.

2nd Row: (K 2, p 7) to within 9
sts. of end. K 9.

3rd Row: K 9 (k 6, p 3) to end.

4th Row: (K 4, p 5) to last 9
sts.. k 9.

5th Row: K 3, cast off 3 sts., k 3

(k 4, p 5) to end.

6th Row: <K 6, p 3) to within 6

sts. of end, k 3, cast on 3 sts., k 3.

7th Row: K 9 (k 2, p 7) to end.

8th Row: (K 8, p 1) to last 9 sts.,

k 9. Work 3 more patterns in this

manner, only making another but-

tonhole on last 2 rows of 3rd pat-

tern.

Keeping continuity of pattern, inc.
at armhole end of next and every

following 8th row. Complete 6 pat-

terns,

POCKET

Next Row: K 9, k 8, p 1 (k 1, p 1)
13 times, kl (k 8, p 1) twice, inc.

in last st.

Next Row: P 2 (k 2, p 7) twice

(p 1, k 1) 13 times, p 1, k 2, p 7,

k 9.

Next Row: K 9, k 6, p 3 (k 1, p 1)

13 times, k 1 (k 6, p 3) twice, k 2.

Next Row: P 2 (k 4, p 5) twice

(p 1, k 1) 13 times, p 1, k 4, p 5,

k 9.

Next Row: K 9, k 4, p 5 (k 1, p 1)

13 times, k 1 (k 4, p 5) twice, k 2.

Next Bow: P 2 (k 6, p 3) twice (p

1, k 1) 13 times, p 1, k 6, p 3, k 9.

Next Kow: K 9, k 2, p 7 (kl,

p 1) 13 times, k 1 (k 2, p 7) twice,

k 2

Next Row: K 1. p 1 (k 8, p 1)

twice, cast off 27 sts., k 8, p 1, k 9.

Take another pair No. ll needles

and knit pocket lining in following
manner. Cast on 27 sts., and k 5

patterns. Break off wool.

Next Row: Take up front again
and k 9, k 8, p 1, then take pocket
lining and (k 8, p 1) 3 times across

these sts. (k 8, p 1) twice, k 1 inc.

in last st. Keeping continuity of

pattern, continue up front, increas-

ing at armhole edge every 8th row,

and making 2 more buttonholes

until 17 patterns have been com-

pleted from beginning.

Keeping in pattern, cast off 10

sts. at armhole edge, then k 2 tog.

every 2nd row, at same time dec.

1 st. inside border every 3rd row

until 46 sts. remain.

Still decreasing inside border, but
without further dec. at armhole,

continue until 6 patterns have been

worked from beginning of armhole.

Still decreasing inside border, inc.
at armhole every 2nd row until
there are 43 sts. on needle. Com-

plete this pattern. Still decreas-

ing inside border, cast off 7 sts. at
shoulder edge each time until 9 sts.

remain. Continue on these for li
inches. Cast off.

Work left front in a similar

manner, only omitting buttonholes,

and working border increasings and

decreasings at opposite end of
needle.

Sleeve: Join shoulder seams. Then
with right side of work towards you,
and using No. ll needles,, commence

one pattern below shoulder, pick up
and knit 9 sts. to shoulder seam, and
9 sts. on other side of shoulder seam,

HERE at last is a

spirited little car-

digan that is

equally flattering
to debutantes and

dowagers. It will

take you prac-

tically no time to

make, so start

knitting right
away.

ending one pattern down from shoul-

der, turn.

Next Row: (K 2, p 7) twice, pick

up 1 st. purling, turn, pl (k 6, p 3)

twice, pick up 1 st. knitways, turn.

Continue in this manner until

there are 36 ste. on needle, and

ending 2 patterns down from shoul-

der on either side. Continue in

pattern, picking up 1 st. at end of

each row until there are 54 sts. on

needle, and ending 4 patterns down

from shoulder.

Then pick up 2 ste. at end of each

row until there are 94 sts. on needle.

This brings you to cast off sts. of

armhole; pick up 7 sts. at end of

next two rows (108) sts, on needle.

Continue in pattern, decreasing at

each end of every 8th row until there

are 72 sts. on needle.

Cuff: Change to No. 12 needles,
and in 1st row of cuff dec. number of

sts. to 54, knit in rib of k 1, p 1 for

34 rows. Cast off.

Press all over with a hot iron and

damp cloth. Top-sew seams, and

sew on buttons.

3 Amami

stages for

perfectly

groomed hair

Amami Shampoo
A special shampoo for every

type of hair, each complete
J with special rinse. No. 1 for

dark hair; No. 5 for fair

hair; No. 7 for very fair,

and Special Henna for

Lron/c hair.

Price: lOJd. per packet.

(Including rinse.)

Amami Wave Set

Set your hair according to

the few simple directions,
and you'll bc amazed at the

transformation. Not oily or

sticky. One bottle will last

you several weeks.

Price: 1/OJ per bottle.

Amami Brilliantine

Something new! Not thirk

or greasy, but fine and thin

. . .
made for feminine

beautv only. A final beauty
touch.' Tinted in four dif-

ferent tone* for fair, auburn,
dark and grey hair.

Price: 1/0¿ per bottle.

Hair Health

and Beauty,.

^ith economy

Healthy hair is beautiful hair; that'i

why Amami Shampoos make hair

really lovely. The 47 health and

beauty ingredients freshen up the scalp,

invigorate the roots and give you the

joy of gleaming, silky hair which every-

one admires. Follow your shampoowitli
a perfect home hair setting, using a few

drops of Amami Wave Set. When youi
hair is quite dry, brushed out in its

smooth, shining waves, it is ready foi

the final beauty touch . . . Amami

Tinted Brilliantine. This is the com-

plete Amami treatment for hair beauty

. . . and at a cost to suit your budget,

AMAMI
for

HAIR BEAUTY

Sales Agents: Harold F Ritchie Aust. Pty. ttd. (Inc. in Vic), Melbourne, Cl.

FRIDAY NIGHT IS AMAMI NIGHT

Waging a tear on

CLOTHES
COUPONS

By ALISON SETTLE in London.

fl INDER the trade name

/ n of Jane and Judy, Mr.

/ yt and Mrs. Dulhunty, of
'

Mayfair, are waging
war on clothes coupons.

For several years before "the out-

break" they were specialists in

alterations. Thej transformed last

year's coat into next season's coat

frock, and last winter's fur cape into

a grand bolero for the spring, but

now they have really come into

their own in supplying the answer to

every woman's problem, how to be

smart on 66 coupons a year.

Their answer is: By transforming
men's old or unused suits into coat

frocks, suits, and frocks.

In almost every British home to-

day there is a wardrobe full of

"civvies" which some member of the

family has forsaken for uniform.

Chic on a budget
A CCORDING to Mr. and Mrs.

Dulhunty it is a sin to let the
moths get into these perfectly good

clothes. Another reason for using
them is that probably after a man

has had a couple of years in Army,
Navy, or Air Force, the "civvies" he

had before the war won't fit him,
"therefore," say Mr. and Mrs. Dul-

hunty, "they should be made up for
the use of the women of the house-

hold to save their coupons."

The pictures show how marvel-

lously this is accomplished. It is

hard to believe that the man's suit

in the first picture has become the

smart costume worn by the same

mannequin in the second.

Another coupon-saving device is

the creation of the loveliest blouses

from the full broderie Anglaise pet-
ticoats which were part of the trous-

seau of every well-bred bride in the

early 1900's, while furs worn past
repair at the neck are cut in two,

frilled out and made into the most

fascinating detachable collars that

can be worn with suit or top-coat.

Mr. Dulhunty is an Australian

from Dubbo, New South Wales.

Originally he was a civil engineer,

and hts wife, who comes from Kent,
was a hospital nurse.

"Now she repairs and remakes

clothing instead of humans," said

her husband, "while I build exclu-

sive models instead of bridges."

THIS LASS above laughs at her-

self posing in her brother's navy
suit chalk-striped in white. At

left is the same suit miraculously
transformed into a trim costume.

BOVRIL
puts BEEF into you
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PflTTERnS

Special Concession Pattern
THREE BALLERINA SWIMSUITS. Sizes, 32, 34, and 36in. bust

No. 1 requires liyds., lyd. white, and Syd. black, 36ins. wide.

No. 2 requires 2iyds., and 3yd. for pantees, 36ins. wide.

No. 3 requires 21yds., and 3yd. for pantees, 36ins. wide.

CONCESSION COUPON

AVAILABLE
for one month from date of issoe. 3d. stamp must be forwarded for

each coupon enclosed. Patterns over one month.old 3d. extra.
Send your order to "Pattern Department," to the address in your State as under:

Box 388A. G.P.O., Adelaide. Box 185C G.P.O.. Melbourne.

Box 491G, G.P.O., Perth. Box 4088W G.P.O., Sydney.
Box 409P G P O . Brisbane. Box 41. G.P.O., Newcastle.
Tasmania: Box 185C. G.P.O.. Melbourne.
N.Z.: Box 4088W. G.P.O., Sydney. (N.Z. readers use money orders only.) Patterns

may be called for or obtained by post.

PRINT NAME AND ADDRESS CLEARLY IN BLOCK LETTERS.

NAME .

STREET
.

SUBURB . TOWN

STATE .

SIZE Pattern Coupon. 2?/l2/'41.
F2200

F2201 *

F3153

F2200. - Charming evening style
with shirtwaist blouse and

pleated skirt. 32 to 38 bust. Re-

quires 7yds. and ¿yd. contrast,
36ins. wide. Pattern, 1/10

F2201. - Sweater-top with clever
use of pleats. 32 to 38 bust. Re-

quires 3Jyds., 36ins. wide. Pattern,

1/7.

F3153. - Simple style with con-

trasting front panel and yoke. 32
to 38 bust. Requires 3yds. and

llyds. contrast, 36ins. wide. Pat-

tern, 1/7.

F2001. - Striped tailored blouse
with extended shoulder-line. 32

to 38 bust. Requires ljyds., 36ins.

wide. Pattern, 1/4.

F2202.-Youthful little frock with

gathered yoke 'and flared skirt. 32

to 38 bust. Requires 4¿yds., 36ins.
wide. Pattern, 1/7.

F2203.-Floral sunsuit and hat for

toddlers one to six years. Re-

quires IJyds., 36ins. wide. Pat-

tern, 1/4.

F1751.-Dainty summer style with

wide cummerbund. 32 to 38 bust.

Requires 3fyds., 36ins. wide.

Pattern, 1/7.

F2203

F1751

F2202

..IltllllllllllMIMIIIHIIIIIIIfllllllllHIIIItlllllllMIIHKMIIIIIIIIMIIt:

PLEASE NOTE!

I n^O ensure prompt despatch of |

§ patterns ordered by post you |

I should. * Write your name and §

I full address in block letters. * §

i Be sure to include necessary i

I stamps and postal notes. * State 1

1 size required. * For children f

i state ape of child. * Use box |

I numbers given on concession =

I coupon.
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HEEL OF
A SEAL

Four gay young

people planned
a very novel

form of revenge.

J^k BOUT 1 a.m. a slender

,

/ wi fellow named Joe

I A-W Murphy, with a kind
f / Wt of pointed face and

bright black eyes, came

into the bar of the Hotel Crawford

and leaned his elbows between a

couple of young men in dinner

clothes.

He said weren't they Benton Uni-

versity students, and they said they
were, and he said his name was

Joe Murphy. m

They said their names were Newt

Rankin and Gilbert Fletcher. Ran-

kin was the oval-shaped one, and

was quite a footballer; Fletcher was

the tall, angular one, and some-

thing of an intellectual, though
never offensive about it.

Murphy said since they were Ben-

ton students he would buy a drink.

Over it, he explained: "You see,
I'm publicity man for Janet Wal-

lace. You know about the Mouse-

trap stuff, of course?"

They knew.

The Mousetrap was a Benton

student monthly, humorous, which

had beat a path, from its door to

a fairly national reputation. Janet

Wallace was a budding film star,

built precisely to bathing-suit design

Âi? ers' specifications and

christened by studio

^^¿C - publicity as the M

munnnh! girl.

In the Mousetrap's
annual list of awards pub-
lished three weeks ago,

Miss Wallace had come off with not

one, but three: Actress with the

Least M-munnnh! Actress with

the Least Acting. The Press of the

country, encouraged by a few re-

marks from Miss Wallace, gave the

situation a good deal of publicity.

"What kind of guys are the fel-

lows that run the Mousetrap, any-
how?" Murphy asked.

"They're a bunch of bing-headed
dopes, if you ask me," Newt stated,

relishing his highball.

Murphy said: "That's just what

I thought. Do you know any of

them?" he asked.

"Know 'em!" GU said. He waved

a hand. "Like a book, is all." He

was secretary of the Board of

Editors himself and, in fact, had

written the award column in which

Miss Wallace was so prominent.
"Why?" he asked, setting his empty
glass down with a suggestive clink.

"Let's have another," Murphy
said immediately, summoning the

bartender. "You see," he explained
when they had their refills, "I have

an idea for revenge on those guys.
Of course," he added, "I won't mis-

lead you. There'll be some pub-
licity in it, too. But it ought to be

fun and I thought you fellows might
like to help."

"Why not?" Newt said. "What's

your notion?"

"As you know," Murphy said,

"/ never was so sick of a seal in my life" muttered Gil, manoeuvring
between Hardy and Newt to hand out the last fish.

^ J^^ÊiW "Wallace is

y playing a personal
appearance herc.

Well, there is a

seal, name of Van
Gf'on.-! ruiner for Rime

reason, which is on the
same bill. I thought,"

he explained, "that it would
be a pretty fine night's work
if we could steal that seal

and put it in the bed or the bath-
room or something of the editor or

whatever they call him of the

Mousetrap.
"You see what I mean: Resentful

Students Slip Seal in Editor's Bed.
Benton University Janet Wallace
Club Take Drastic Steps to Avenge
Their Idol. Et cetera. You get the
idea."

He was between them, and íor a

moment their glances met over his
head. They turned back to their
drinks.

"He wants to steal a seal," Gil

said.

"That's what the man said," Newt
confirmed. "He wants to steal a

seal." He sang softly: "He wants
to steal a seal, he wants to steal a
ooo!- V.oio-V,_V.^ tVlú marrr.nh Vio

wants to steal a seal."

"I never stole a sole." Gil came

in, "I never stole a sole; heigh-ho,
the merry-" he paused. "We
wouldn't have any trouble, of
course," he said. "There wouldn't
be any difficulty?''

"Oh, no," Murphy said. "I happen
to have a key to the theatre, and
Luke Vernon, who owns Van Goon

struther, has given me express per-
mission to kidnap him-for fifty

bucks."

"Thorough little chap, aren't

you?" Gil said.

"Whose place would be good tc

put him in?" Murphy asked.

"Hardy Moore." Newt said. "He's

president of the Board of Editors.'

"Perfect!" Murphy said. "I guess
we can get him out of his rooms

for a while somehow?"

"We don't have to worry about
that at all," Gil said. "I happen tc

know he's out now and won't gel
home until much later. We've ai
the time we want."

He knew Moore was out, becaus<

he had been with them all the even-

ing and was at the moment onlj
across the lobby, talking to th<

pretty hat-check lassie. He knew

Moore would be late getting hom!

because they were in Moore's car

and the keys were in Newt Rankin's

pocket.

As the three of them passed
through the lobby headed for a

street door, a girl with a high

crowned straw hat perched on some

of the softest, nicest brown hair

anywhere around caught sight
of them and by running managed to
catch up as they got to the street.

"Joe!" she called.

Murphy stopped.
"It's pretty late," she said. "You've

got a big day to-morrow."

"Oh," he said, "That's all right.

Sue, I've got a great idea. Going
to steal the seal and put it in the

Mousetrap guy's bed. Revenge by
Janet Wallace Club. These fellows
are going to help. Pretty, huh?"

"Exquisite," she said. "Genius.
Come on; why not turn in?'*

"Are you mad?" Murphy asked.
"Abandon the greatest idea of a

brilliant career for a little sleep!"
The girl sighed. "All right, all

right," she said wearily. "Well,
let's get on with it, then. I guess
I'd better come along."

"Sure," Murphy said. "Fine." The
four of them walked on down the
sweet, "ureat Kid," he said to Gil
and Newt. "Wonderful kid, Sue."

'

Gil held the door open. Sue got
into the back seat with him. Newt
and Murphy sat in front.

"Go by a fish market first,"

Murphy directed. "Down by the
river, I guess, huh?"

Newt went by one. Then they
drove to the Strand, and parked in
an empty street by its side en-

trance, and got out, and sure enough
Murphy did have a key to the

place.
The first thing they knew they

were inside and backstage, groping
around with matches until finally
they were in a room with some smells
and swishing noises, and when
Murphy turned on the lights there
was Van Goonstruther, curving back
and forth in his small tank.

He began to bark right away when
he smelled the fish Murphy had
brought.

"What do you think of him. boys?"
Murphy asked. "How do you like
him?"

"I don't know." Gil said. "Hasn't

he got a sort of furtive look?"

"Oh. that's all right," Murphy
said. "Seals are different." He waved

a fish at Van Goonstruther, and
Van came right out of his tank.
Murphy tossed it to him and backed

away, waving another. Van fol-

lowed briskly, barking now and then.
When he barked too loudly, Murphy
would give him a fish. Gil and
Newt and Sue followed along behind,

turning out the lights.

There was a spot or excitement

at the door, due to a cop who was

loitering on the block. But they
couldn't keep Van Goonstruther in
one place very long without his bark-

ing loudly, and he was getting pretty
full of fish by now, and wasn't as

swayed by them as he had been; so

they just had to risk
it. and hustle

him across the pavement, and into
the car as quickly as they could.

The cop was looking their way,
and a car came around the corner.

Its lights swung full on them, but
the cop didn't say anything. He

didn't even move. In fact, as they
pulled away he was still just stand-

ing there staring at them with a

fixed look. Gil looked back as they
rounded the corner, and he had just
begun to run after them, waving
wildly.

They were all in the front seat
now, Sue sitting on Gil's lap.

They had about a seven-mile drive
+ uniirnvcf + tr Qua »-...Herl

out a packet of cigarettes from her

pocket, asked Gil if he would like
one, and put it in his mouth and held
a match for him and then for her

own. She was quite pretty, the way
the match lighted her face.

Of course the dread notion had
been creeping up on him all the
time, but it was only right then
that it pushed itself into his con-

sciousness, and Gil faced the fact
that he was riding along with Janet
Wallace, the M-munnnh!

girl, sit-

ting on his lap!

Sitting on his lap!

"Hey," he said. "You're Janet
Wallace!"

"I'm Sue Charles," she said. "This
is aiter business hours."

"Hey, Newt," Gil said. "This is
Janet Wallace. Staggering, isn't
it?"

"Perfectly amazing," Newt ad-
mitted. "And she seems quite nice,
too."

"I know," Gil said. "Why on earth
did they change your name from
Sue Charles?" he asked. "Sue
Charles is a nice name."

"Why did they call me the
M-munnnh! girl?" she countered.

"All right." Gil said. "Why did
they?"
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Hilarious comedy

By . . .

FRANK COCKRELL

Suddenly Sue put her hands behind Gil's head and kissed him quite thoroughly.

She shrugged. "How should I
know? After a while you get fed

up with asking for reasons and

arguing."

"Ooo-oww!" Newt said. He said
ft loudly, and let go the wheel and
twisted in his seat. The car veered
to the kerb, and he stopped it and

leaped out.

Van Goonstruther-bored, or hurt
at being left out of things-had
bitten him on the back of the neck
and was now reaching for Gil.

Sue hopped off his lap and out

just in time, and Joe Murphy was

saved by the fact that he had slid
so low in the seat that none of him
stuck up in reach.

The car had one quite long door
on each side through which it was

easy to get into either the front or

back seat. Or out. Van Goon-
struther, having cleaned out the

joint, now departed it, slithering
out onto the pavement and off down
the street.

"Hey," Newt kept saying, "that

thing can bite!"
"We've got to get him," Sue said.

"Come on! We can't let him get
away."

She ran after him, and Gil ran

with her. Newt brought the car.

Van Goonstruther achieved in-
credible speed.

It was a block and a half before

they caught him. It was a suburban

business block, and Van Goon-
struther deployed himself in a store

entrance and showed no signs of
friendliness.

Sue and Gil stood a respectful
distance in front of him, panting.

"Man," Gil said, "did you see him

go? I certainly am learning a lot of

things about seals to-night."
"Aren't we? I-I don't think I

want to antagonise him."
"Don't!" Newt called. He had

arrived with the car. "He bites

something fierce. I'm not kidding.
Let me get the car up on the pave-
ment."

It was all pretty confused. Newt

got the car up in front of the store

entrance, and they put a fish in

the back seat and tossed things past
the ends of the car at Van Goon-
struther until he was so annoyed he

charged in the only direction he
could-into the car.

However, they had neglected to

close the door tightly on the other

side in their excitement, and Van

just charged right on through the

car, picking up the fish on his way

-and they had to do it over again

half a block on down the street.

They managed it a second time,

though, without attracting any at-

tention, and once again were under

way.

Joe Murphy hadn't even twitched

during the whole performance. Sue

now explained that he was out;

that he would be for a few hours.

That was the first time Newt and

Gil knew that he had been more

than mildly exhilarated or inspired.
"Well," Newt said, "what are we

going to do with our surly chum

in the rear?"

"The original idea was to leave

him for Hardy," Gil said, "and I,

for one, can't think of anything
better to do with him. Can you?"

"Now that you ask me," Newt

said, "no. If you'll handle the de-

tails."

So they left Van Goonstruther ir

Hardy Moore's bathroom, a simpler
achievement than it might sound

off-hand. Hardy had a small two

room apartment on the ground floor

of Melvin Hall, with an outside en-

trance; so all they had to do was

pull the car up in front of it, open

the car door, and prod Van right

out into the apartment.
When Gil turned on the water in

the bathtub and Van heard it, it

was all over, of course. Van flapped

in there and climbed into the bath

almost graciously.

They shut the door and left him.

Gil gave Newt a look over Sue's

head when they came out, and Newt

could take a hint and said he

thought if they didn't mind he'd

let them go on back alone. Seals

always seemed to tire him, he said.

He said good night to Sue, and

helped Gil drop Murphy over into

the back seat, and then Gil and Sue

were driving along over deserted

streets to town. Gil felt incredibly

good.
"What a fine night's work!" he

said. "I had no idea it would be

so much fun."

"I know," sne said. "I didn't

either."

Gil made up his mind then that

he might as well be a man about
it.

"Look," he said. "I have to tell

you something. I'm on the Mouse-

trap. I'm the one that gave you
the works. Now here I am covered
with confusion and feeling pretty

silly about it."

"Oh, I knew that," she said. "I
saw your picture in one issue; and

then, you signed the piece, you
know."

"Oh," said Gil hollowly. Then,

after a moment: "But, gosh, how

did you happen to come along to-

night?"

"Well, I wanted to be sure Joe
got back to the hotel," she said.

"They're a little down on him for

sort of losing track of things a time

or two lately. He's not a bad sort

and I'd hate to see him lose his

job."
She was silent a moment and then

said, "And then, I suppose, I wanted
to see what sort of fellow would

pick on somebody just because of

some stupid studio publicity."

"O Sins, O Sins," Gil moaned,

"why must you come home to roost
with those long sharp claws? But

hang it all," he added, "how could

you let them do the M-munnnh!
stuff? You don't have to stand for

just anything, do you?"
Sue said, "I'm very backward

about arguing with people who pay
me four hundred a week when I

know I'm not worth it. I want to

stay on hand long enough to learn
a little, so maybe by the time they
give me a chance to keep my clothes

on and act like a genuine person
I'll know how to do it."

"Sure, sure," Gil said glumly.
Then he added bitterly: "Well, I

guess I came up to expectations,
all right."

"But you didn't," she said. "I

thought you'd be sort of-sort of
stupid and conceited, but you're not.
You're-nice."

"Sure," Gil said. "Merely
thoughtless. Merely the worst thing

you can be in print; especially when

you're printing things about people."

"Oh, forget it," she said. "It

doesn't matter any more than the

studio publicity. What counts is

how I make people feel when they

see me on the screen, and that's up
to me."

They had reached her hotel. He

stopped by the kerb, a little way

up from the entrance.
Gil said: "I'd like you to believe

this. I think you're great."

She said: "All right. I think I

will believe it, then." She was look-

ing straight ahead. "I-thanks."

And she added: "Don't brood about

the other. I don't mind. Really."

"I do. But I think I can fix it.

I guess," he added tentatively, "I

guess I won't see you any more,

maybe."

She thought a moment. "I'm

afraid not." she

said.

She had arrived

just in time for her

appearance this

night, and the next

day, Saturday, was

full with a luncheon

,
ana a lour 01 me

! city and a matinee and an interview

on the radio and that sort of thing;

and after her evening appearance

she had just time enough to catch

a train for Columbus.

Her family lived there and she

would have a chance to spend two

. days with them.

She was silent a second more.

Then she leaned forward and put
¡ her hands behind his head and kissed

him quite thoroughly.

Newt was waiting in Hardy
Moore's rooms when Gil got back,

and Gil joined him, passing the

time in dreamy contemplation of

the night's events, particularly of

the kiss.

Hardy showed up in about twenty
minutes and his reaction was every-

thing that could be desired. After

reviling them briefly for having
deserted him, he went into the

bathroom for a drink of water, and

came back out with a rush, wide

eyed, to announce that there was

a seal in there.

Newt smiled at him tolerantly and

They little knew what they
were tabing on when they
decided to kidnap a seal.

shook his head a little and said to

Gil, "Isn't he a wag?"'

Then, when Hardy made them

come and look, they said: "Gee, he's

a big one, isn't he?"

"Have you had him long. Hard?"

"Tell me, Hard, do you find the

pleasure of keeping a seal really

worth the trouble?"

When Hardy was about to ex-

plode, they told him what had hap-

pened, and Hardy was enchanted.

After that the three of them sat

around about another half-hour en-

joying the gag. and they all went to

bed. Van Goonstruther all during

this time had been most congenial

and seemed well satisfied with

things.

And so he seemed in the morning
when Gil and Newt came across the

hall from their rooms to see how

he was getting on. He just stayed

there in the bath, turning over and

swishing a little now and then, sort

of lazy and contented. At first.

Hardy wanted to know what they

were going to do with him. "He's

all right for a visit," Hardy said,

"but I wouldn't want him to live

here."

Gil said Murphy wouldn't try to

use him for publicity, of course;

he'd realise the gag was no good
this morning. He or Vernon, Van

G.'s owner, would probably call and

arrange to come and get him.

"Murphy may not know how to

get hold of us. though," Gil said.

"I'll just call him now."

He dialled the hotel and after a

moment got Joe Murphy.
"This is Gil Fletcher." he said.

"You'll have to forgive me, pal,"

Murphy answered after a pause.
"I'm terrible at names. What's your

paper?"
"I'm not on a paper," Gil said.

"I'm calling about last night. I

want you to know--"

"Sorry, old man, but I'm very busy
right now. Call me later, will you?

That's a good fellow."

"Wait a minute!" Gil said. "This

is Gilbert Fletcher. You remember!

Last night! I want to know what

we're going to do with our sleek

wet friend. After all, we-"

"Confound it!" Murphy shouted.

"Will you get off the phone so I can

use it? Tm a busy man in my own

right, and besides that I've got a

friend on my neck. Somebody stole

his seal and the cops can't find him,

and if we don't get him back the

guy loses his billing-and you keep
bleating about your wet friends,

and I don't know them or even you.

Now leave me alone!" He rang off

emphatically.

Gil put the phone down slowly,

and after a moment raised his eyes

to their expectant faces.

He swallowed. "It looks," he said,

"like we've sort of come into a

seal."

Hardy Moore
ctotoH floHv "T

don't like that

plural pronoun!"
"He drew a

blank," Gil said dis-

gustedly. "And he

was either lying
about Vernon or

Vernon was drunk and drew a

blank, too."

He tried to get hold of Sue then

to see if she could straighten things

out; but she wasn't in, and he re-

membered her full schedule. They

probably couldn't get hold of her

all day.

"Just call the cops and tell 'em

what happened, and let the chips
fall where they may," Hardy said.

But Gil wouldn't do that. He

said that might bring Sue into it,

and they had done enough to her

already.

"That fool calling the cops," Newt

said. "If they find out we've got

him, we're liable to get gaoled."

Gil said: ""No, it'll be all right.
We just keep him till dark and then

let him loose in some vacant lot

and phone the police anonymously

where he is and everything is Axed.

See?"

Hardy didn't like it much; lt was

his bathroom; but he finally agreed.

"Another thing, Hard," Gil said.

"We ought to print a retraction on

that piece. She's a nice kid-really
she is."

But that was no good. Hardy said

the kind of publicity she got was

part of her job and the Mousetrap
was aimed as much at her business
as at her personally and would have

to stand. Hardy was president of
the Board, and his say was final.

Gil thought a moment. Then he

said. "I'll have to resign, Hard."

Hardy said slowly: "I hate to
see you do it, chum, but that's the

way I see it, and an editor that
won't back himself up isn't an

editor."

Gil said he supposed so, but he
felt bad. He had been counting on

making that retraction. He went
across the hall and wrote her a

letter. It stated what he felt

really better than he could have
done in print because it was for her
eyes alone. At least she would know
he tried.

He had just sent it to her hotel by
messenger when Hardy came bang-
ing on the door and calling Gil to
hurry up over and help him.

Newt was out for cigarettes and

Hardy was alone with Van Goon-

struther. Van G. had turned on the J

water in the tub and wouldn't let M

Hardy turn it off. The bath was ^
running over.

}
"When I try to turn it off, he

bites me!" Hardy wailed.

"Heckle him." Gil said. So Hardy
stood just out of reach and pestered
Van G. with a flipping towel, and

Gil managed to slip past and shut

off the water.

They thought they were all right
then. But they just didn't know

Van Goonstruther.

For a moment he merely slouched
back in the bath and gave them a

sort of surly, resentful inspection.

Then he began to bark. It was a

very raucous, unrefined sort of bark

that carried amazingly.
"My heavens!" Hardy said. "We've

got to stop that. People will hear
it."

"I know." Gil said desperately. "I
know" He nerved himself and went

into the bathroom, and turned on

the shower above Van G. He played
it on him and splashed it over every-

thing, and this seemed to mollify
him a bit.

Please turn to
page 14
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WOMEN
'ASPRO' Powders at one penny

each or 14 in the shilling packets
.re giving women wonderful and

practically immediate relief from
all kinds of Pain and Headaches.
For Colds, 'Flu, Rheumatism
and Sciatica the quick-relieving
action of 'ASPRO' Powders is

remarkable. There is no bitter

taste with 'ASPRO' Powders,
and they have been proved
harmless to both the heart and

the stomach.

READ THIS LETTER
Miss P. A. writes from New-

castle:-"For the past three years
I have attended my doctor for
anaemia and pains peculiar to

women and at such times as these
I have had to go to bed for at
least five or six days on end and
I have not been able to help my-

self at all. I thought I would give

your 'ASPRO' a trial, and I

am sure I wish I had tried them

sooner, as after taking them twice
they put new life into me, and I can

now go about anywhere without the
least bit of fear and that is something
after three years' fear and pain. To tay
that I am troubled with my heart
amt they do not harm me in the
least is a high praise for 'ASPRO',
the 'Health

giver'.1'

Always Insist on

"ASPRO' POWDERS

BEST and SAFEST!
____________ 34/41

Heel of a Seal

N EWT came In,

and Gil tossed him some wet notes
and said to get some fish in a hurry.

"I think he's hungry," he said.
The place was a wet shambles

when Newt came back, but the fish

seemed to calm Van G.

"I never was so sick of a seal,"
muttered Gil, manoeuvring between

Hardy and Newt to hand out the last
fish.

He was a shortly sicker. It was

the worst afternoon any of them
had ever spent. Gil spent it in his

undewear, dripping wet. For, hav-

ing found he could make Gil play
with the shower simply by barking,
Van Goonstruther capitalised on this

knowledge freely.

Newt thought maybe he was a

musical seal and wanted to play, and

he borrowed a saxophone down the

hall from Bud Newman, who was out

at the time. But either Van G.

wasn't musical or else the sax wasn't

his instrument. All he did was bite
at it.

Hardy's once tastefully furnished

apartment gradually became a soggy
mess because Van G. was all over

the place by this time. Hardy just

sat there watching glumly, like a

man waiting for doom to strike.

It struck, too.

It arrived in the form of Bud New-

man, coming along the hall with his

St. Bernard, Monstro. They had the

doors and windows all shut, of

course, and Van Goon's barking, so

far, hadn't carried far enough to

cause anyone to come nosing around.

But just outside the door, in the

hall, Bud heard it, and so did Mon-

stro, and Bud opened the door to

inquire what was going on.

This Monstro was a- dog that had

Continued from poge 13

himself a bark. It was deep and
hollow but loud, like someone whang-
ing a bass drum in a bathroom. He

took one look at Van G., who was in

the living-room at the time, and pro-
duced a woof that made the fur-
niture jump.

Van G. took a deep breath and

barked right back. He outdid him-

self. Then Monstro. Then Van
G. again. Then both at once, full

throated and indiscriminately.

They grabbed Monstro and tried
to get him out of the door; but he

weighed two hundred and eleven,
and was agile, and he just leaned on

them and went on barking, and Van
G. kept right on answering.

Of course, people gathered in a

hurry then. Among them was Pro-
fessor Turner Catledge, faculty
resident of Melvin Hall.

"Moore," he said sternly, "are you
responsible for this?"

Gil said no, he was responsible.

He had the seal, he said.

"And what, may I ask," Prof. Cat

ledge asked, "are you doing with a

seal?"

Gil looked at him. "I don't know,"
he said, helplessly. "This hasn't

happened in years and years."
While the professor was still

grappling with that remark and the

whole weird situation, a policeman
arrived.

It wasn't so very long at the police

station, once they got there, but it

was pretty confused.

Vernon was there, very irate; but

Murphy wasn't, and while Gil would

eagerly have implicated Murphy
right up to Murphy's ears, he was

afraid if he tried it might bring
Sue into it, too.

Vernon wanted Gil gaoled for
ninety years; but while Gil would
admit harboring the seal he wouldn't
plead guilty to having stolen him.
The sergeant said if he had him,
how did he get him? Gil said he
didn't know. The sergeant bellowed
what did he mean; he didn't know?
Gil said he just couldn't understand

it; one minute he was Just a young
man with no encumbrances, and the
next minute he looked up, and there
he was with a seal.

The sergeant pondered and said,
in that case, if Vernon wanted Gil

convicted, he would have to prefer

charges and have to appear for the
trial; and Vernon said he couldn't
be there but he demanded satisfac-
tion.

Again, the sergeant pondered, then
he asked how much? Vernon said
fifty dollars The sergeant said
would Gil pay fifty dollars? Gil
said sadly he guessed he would.

The sergeant let out a big sigh

and said it was mighty irregular
but to go ahead and please hurry
up an get out, and never let him see

any of them again.
So Gil came out into the street

with exactly two dollars and sixty
cents to his name, and nearly a

month till his next allowance came.

But, in spite of everything, he had

come through without letting Sue

Charles down, and that was the
main thing. So, looking at the thing,

as a whole, he didn't feel bad at all.

In fact, he felt darned good.

And then, as they were driving

home, Newt, who had got an evening
paper, suddenly grunted and said,

"Hey, look!" and handed the paper
to Gil.

WALLACE MEETS EDITOR

Campus Critic Contacts

Cutie and Collapses!

Resigns in Shame.

Gil's throat got tight.

There was a column, nearly, con-

sisting mainly of his letter, with a

few comments. Joe Murphy's hand

was very evident.

"Having met you, I could insist

truthfully that you are a more

than ordinarily nice sort of person,

considerably more tolerant and sen-

sible than most of us, for instance.

I offered, naturally, to assume full

blame for the original piece in our

retraction, but I couldn't arrange

for it.

"I resigned. I had no choice, of

course, but I am sorry I could not

make public amends of some sort.

I ask you to believe I tried my
best ..."

There was more which was much

more personal. Dizzy shame en-

gulfed him and he could neither

speak to nor look at Newt or Hardy
on the way home. When they got
there they had the knowing de-

cency not to come in with him or

try to talk to him.

It was a bad thing. He had re-

signed from a magazine that meant

,a lot to him; he had played patsy

for that heel of a seal; he had go

wet and taken a chance on pneu

monia; he had spent almost hi

last dime; he had maybe got sus

pended or expelled in his senio

year-all for a girl that he ha<

thought was all right and who hat

kissed him reeling in one kiss.

And what did he get for it-wha

did she give him in return? Shi

merely spread his inmost feeling

out on a newspaper for a littli

cheap publicity.

A fine thing. He felt awful. Hi

didn't try to decide whether it wa

because he had been an utter chum]
or because a

girl he had really ad

mired had turned out to have fee

of clay . . .

A freshman opened the door an(

said: "Someone to see you. Female

Out in front in a cab." The fresh

man rolled his eyes.

Gil took a jacket from a chai:

beside him and slipped into it a

he went down the hall. He tool

one step at a time, not letting him

self think. Carefully. Not hurry
ing. Calm.

He stopped just short of the opei
door of the cab. She slid over to hi

side, and bit her lip once befon

she spoke.

"You see, Joe opened your letter

I just wanted to tell you. I wouldn'

have let him. I won't do just any

thing, you see. I didn't see it untj

-after."

He put his hand on the open doo

because his knees felt funny.
"It's all right," he managed. "Yoi

didn't have to bother." He madi

a little gesture with one hand

"After all," he said, "I guess I ha<

lt coming."
"No! No, you didn't. You were

your letter was- And then, abou

Van Goon-" She stopped. "Thank:

for lt," she said more softly. "Any-
how, I just wanted you to know :

wouldn't do what it looked-do tha

-for anything."
"Oh," he said dumbly. And then

"But you-your family. You wen

going to see them and . . ." Hi¡

voice trailed off.

She looked down at her hands

"I-I can fly," she said. "In thc

morning. It'll just be an hour latei

than the train. I-I'm sort of scarer,

of flying-mostly. But I-wanted t(

be sure you believed me."

He took a deep breath. "Yoi

don't have to go right now? Yoi
-" It was very silly, having to stoi

and catch his breath.

"Not till morning. Not till six

The plane leaves then."

"Then-" Again he stopped. Wher<

do you take a movie star on two

sixty?
She said a bit hesitantly; "]

thought if you weren't busy we coule

go somewhere. Some place when
-" She looked at him uncertainly
"Where you can get a bottle of beei

and dance a little and just talk'

I've never been to one," she said

"That is, a nice one."

He looked at her. She had on £

sweater and skirt and looked lik<

a co-ed, pretty nearly. But it cami

over him that she had never beer
to college and didn't know what ii

was like and wanted once to be witt

people her own age who were in col-

lege and look and act like them foi

an evening.

A wave of tenderness engulfed
him and made him turn his head a

moment, as he got into the cab, so

she couldn't see his eyes.

"Joe's Clip Joint," he said to the

driver. That's where everyone

would be. He sat looking straight

ahead as the car moved from the

kerb.

So I'm not a chump, he thought.
I'm not the one I thought I was.

But maybe this is worse. I shouldn't

be doing this. After to-night, the

way to-night will be, it's going to

be bad to-morrow when she's gone.
Because when she's gone she'll be

all gone, now and forever.

He was aware that she had said

something. "What? What did you
say?"

"Nothing." Then uncertainly: "I

mean, I was just thinking, would

it be sily not to-eat something,
maybe, that was-awfully good, be-

cause you knew, because you thought
there might not ever be any more

of it-later on? Would it, maybe,
do you think?"

He didn't think. Or talk. He

didn't have to. His arms went out

and enclosed her, and he held her

tight, kissing her. The car just
rolled on whisperingly over the dark

smooth street.

(Copyright)
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What's the Answer? f

^ I,"...""..Test your knowledge on these questions:»"».!|

1- Christmas week! And Christina

Da-- is also the birthday of littli

Princess Alexandra-or to give he

he.- full name,

Alexandra Mary Olga-Alexan-
dra Helen Elizabeth Olga Chris-

tabel - Elizabeth Alexandra

Marp Beatrice Helen - Alex-

andra Mary Elizabeth Marina.

2- Once again, Dickens' immortal

"Christmas Carol" comes into its

own. You know all about Scrooge

of course, and his partner was

Morley - Crackit - Marley -

Cratchit.

3- Maybe, for wartime Christmas

dinner, you'll have mutton ham in

place of the real one. Mutton ham

is

Corned mutton - pickled mut-

ton - cured mutton - boned

and cured mutton bird-smoked

leg of mutton.

4- You'll certainly want salads, too

-talking of which, did you know

that the tomato is correctly classi-

fied as a

Fruit - vegetable - legume.

5- Checking the direction of Singa

pore from Darwin, you find that it

lier

Almost due north ol Darwin -

north-east - north-west.

6- How many of these are birds?

Grebe
- shrike - osprey -

egret
- kittiwake.

7- The game of whist is played with

Dice and a board - cards and

a board - cards - a board and

special "men."

8- A busy man these days is Aus-

tralia's Minister for Home Security
-that is to say

Senator Ashley - Afr. Forde

Dr. Evatt - Air. Beasley
-

Jlir.

Lazzarini.

9- Bright music please! And if it

happens to be provided by a man-

dolin, you'll notice that this instru-

ment has

4 strings
- 5 - 6 - 7 - 8.

10- Finally, did you know that Mos-

cow's Kremlin was once

A cathedral - the Imperial
Palace - a prison

- the High
Court of Justice - a citadel.

Answers on page 38

hoir that ha*

gone mousy,
"

off -

colour
M

spoils your
looks - Sta - blond's 7

secret ingredients give
back to darkened fair

hair ¡ts former lighter
colour end beauty and

prevent light fair hair

from darkening (no

dyes). Its amazing "Vite F" (Vitamin F)
feeds the follicles, tonics ard soften*

the scalp, banishes dandruff-makes hair
like silk.

Sole distributors: Fasset* and Johnson

Ltd., P.O. Box 3679 SS., Sydney.

STA-BLOND

YOU CAN STOP
THAT BACKACHE
Bat Yon Must First HELP YOUR KIDNEYS
lo Flush Ont Acid Poisons ?

Recognise backache as a
signal that tl,ira

ls something wrong with your kidneys.
Your kidneys contain 15 miles of tiny tnbes)

and filters. Every thrco minutes all the blood.
In your body passes through these tubes to be»

filtered of waste matter and add poisons.
Unless your kidneys remove about 500 grains
of dangerous impurities, these tubes become

clogged, causing backache, leg pains, loss of

pep and energy, getting up nlgl.ts, lumbago,
swollen feet and

ankles, puffiness under the

eyes, headaches, rheumatic pains and dizzi-
ness. Frequent or scanty passages wit ti

smarting and burning also show there ls

Something wrong with your kidneys or bladder.
Don't delay and don't experiment. Go to

"your chemist or store for DOAN'S BACK-

ACHE KIDNEY PILLS. Vse them faithfully

.nd ¿ive your kidneys the help they need
before lt bs too late. Millions of users tho

World over have had quick, satisfying relief.

Do as vonr neighbour does-take DOAN'ä
I SACK-ACHE. TILLS ,u.d«y,
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A GUEST IN THE HOUSE
---.-~---------?-:

Baffling mystery story By JOHN

DICKSON

CARR

The country home boasted works

of art that tempted a gambler
to risk a desperate venture.

TWO
guests, who were

not staying the night
at Cranleigh Court, left
at shortly past eleven

o'clock. Marcus Hunt

saw them to the front
door. Then he returned to the

dining-room, where the poker
chips were now stacked into neat

piles of white, red, and blue.

"Another game?" suggested Rolfe.

"No good," said Derek Henderson.

His tone, as usual, was weary. "Not
with just the three of us."

Their host stood by the sideboard

and watched them. The long, low
house, overlooking the Weald of

Kent, was so quiet that their voices
rose with startling loudness. The
dining-room, large and panelled,
was softly lighted by electric wall

candles which brought out the

sombre colors of the paintings.

It is not often that anybody sees,
In one room of an otherwise com-

monplace country house, two Rem
brandts and a Van Dyck. There
was a kind of defiance about those

paintings.

To Arthur Rolfe-the art dealer

they represented enough money to

make him shiver. To Derek Hen-

derson-the art critic-they repre-
sented a problem. What they
represented to Marcus Hunt was not
apparent.

Hunt stood by the sideboard, his
fists on his hips, smiling. He was a

middle-sized, stocky, man, with a

full face and a high complexion. His

shirt-front bulged out untidily. He
watched with ironical amusement
while Henderson picked up a pack
of cards in long fingers, cut them
into two piles, and shuffled with a

sharp flick of each thumb which
made the cards melt together like a

conjuring trick.

Henderson yawned.

"My boy." said Hunt, "you sur-

prise me."

"That's what I try to do,"
answered Henderson, still wearily.
He looked up. "But why do you
say so, particularly?"

Henderson was young, long, lean,
and immaculate; and he wore a

beard. It was reddish, which
moved some people to hilarity. But
he wore it with an air of complete
naturalness.

"I'm surprised," said Hunt, "that

you enjoy anything so bourgeois
so plebeian-as poker."

"I enjoy reading people's charac-
ters," said Henderson. "Poker's the
best way to do it, you know."

Hunt's eyes narrowed. "Oh? Can

you read my character, for in-

stance?"

"With pleasure," said Henderson

Absently he dealt himself a poker
hand, face up. It contained a pah
of fives, and the last card was the

ace of spades. Henderson remained

staring at it for a few seconds be-
fore he glanced up again.

"And I can tell you," he went on

"that you surprise me. Do yóu mind

if I'm frank? I had always thought
of you as the Colussus of Business;
the smasher; the plunger; the fel-

low who took the long chances. Now

you're not like that at all."

Marcus Hunt laughed. But Hen
riersnn was undisturbed

"You're tricky, but you're

cautious. I doubt if you ever M

took a iong chance in your Jm
life. Another surprise"-he fM
dealt himself a new hand tm]
-"is Mr. Rolfe here. mi
He's the man who, J&Mk
given the proper cir- \3

cumstance.s. would jf. 'Jr
take the long jÉ^jÉÉF

Arthur Rolfe JW^Êjr

startled, jOtÊÊ^T

but rather flattered. Though In

height and build not unlike Hunt,

there was nothing untidy about him.

He had a square, dark face, with thin

shells of glasses, and a worried fore-

head.
"I doubt that," he declared, very

seriously. Then he smiled. "A per-

son who took long chances in my

business would find himself in the

soup."

He glanced round the room. "Any-

how, I'd be too cautious to have

three pictures, with an aggregate
value of thirty thousand pounds,
hanging in an unprotected down-

stairs room with french windows

giving on a terrace." An almost

frenzied note came into his voice.

"Great Scot! Suppose a burglar-"
"Curse it!" said Henderson un-

expectedly.
Even Hunt jumped.
Ever since the poker-party, an

uneasy atmosphere had been grow-

ing. Hunt had picked up an apple

from a silver fruit-bowl on the side- i

board. He was beginning to pare it
|

with a fruit-knife, a sharp, wafer- I

thin blade which glittered in the I

light of the wall-lamps.

"You nearly made me slice my
|

thumb off," he said, putting down
j

the knife. "What's the matter with

you?"
"It's the ace of spades," said

|

Henderson, still languidly.
"That's the second time it's turned

|

up in five minutes."

Arthur Rolfe chose to be dense. Í

"Well? What about it?"

"I think our young friend is being ;

psychic," said Hunt, good-humored
again. "Are you reading characters, j

or only telling fortunes?"

Henderson hesitated. His eyes
moved to Hunt, and then to the wall :

over the sideboard where Rem-

brandt's "Old Woman With Cap"
stared back with the immobility and

skin-coloring of a red Indian. Then

Henderson looked towards the french

windows opening on the terrace.

"None of my affair," shrugged

Henderson. "It's your house and

your collection and your respon-
sibility. But this fellow Butler:
what do you know about him?"

Marcus Hunt looked boisterously
amused.

"Butler? He's a friend of my

niece's. Harriet picked him up in

London, and asked me to invite him

down here. Nonsense! Butler's all

right. What are you thinking,

exactly?"
"Listen!" said Rolfe, holding up his

hand.

The noise they heard, from the

direction of the terrace, was not

repeated. It was not repeated i

because the person who had made j

it, a very bewildered and uneasy
girl, had run lightly and swiftly to

the far end, where she leaned against
the balustrade.

Lewis Butler hesitated before

going after her. The moonlight
was so clear that one could see the

mortar between the tiles which

paved the terrace.

Then Harriet Davis beckoned to
¡

him. J

She was half-sitting,
half-leaning against the jMBk
rail. Her white arms were MHH

^Êjff Harriet and A

imÊF Rolfe watched J
Nf intently a s

wm Butler pre- jm
W pared to take Jp|
J off the dead fl,

man's mask.
f/Êm

spread out, fingers gripping the

stone. Dark hair and dark eyes

become even more vivid by moon-

light.

"That was a lie, anyhow," she said.

"What was?"

"What my Uncle Marcus said.

You heard him." Harriet Davis'

fingers tightened still more on the

balustrade. But she nodded her

head vehemently, with fierce

accusation. "About my knowing
you. And inviting you here. I

never saw you before this week-end

Either Uncle Marcus is going out

of his mind, or . .
. will you answer

me just one question?"
"If I can."

"Very well. Are you by any

chance a crook?"

She spoke with as much simplicity

and directness as though she had

asked him whether he might be a

doctor or a lawyer. Lewis Butler

was not unwise enough to laugh.

"To be quite frank about it," he

said, "I'm not. Will you tell me

why you asked?"

"This house," said Harriet, look-

ing at the moon, "used to be guarded

with burglar alarms. If you as much

as touched a window, the whole place

started clanging like a fire station.

He had all the burglar alarms

removed last week. Last week."

She took her hands off the balus-

trade, and pressed them together

hard. "The pictures used to be up-
stairs, in a locked room next to his

bedroom. He had them moved

downstairs-last week. It's almost

as though my uncle wanted the

house to be burgled."

Butler knew that he must use

great care here.

"Perhaps he does." (Here she

looked at Butler quickly, but did not

comment.) "For instance," he

went on idly, "suppose one of his

famous Rembrandts turned out to

be a fake? It might be a relief

not to have to show it to his expert
friends."

"No." She spoke calmly. "They're
all genuine. You see, I thought of

that, too."

Now was the time to hit, and hit

hard. To Lewis Butler, in his in-

nocence, there seemed to be no par
. ticular problem. He took out his

cigarette-case, and turned it over

without opening it.

"Look here, Miss Davis, you're not

going to like this. But I can tell

you of cases in which people were

rather anxious to have their property
'stolen.' If a picture is insured

k for more than its value and

k then it is mysteriously 'stolen'

Wk one night-?"

?gk "That might be all very

H| well, too," answered Harriet,

fWm still calmly. "Except that not

ëjmffî
one of those pictures has been

Wgß? insured."

Rf The cigarette-case, which

W was of polished metal, slipped
through Butler's fingers and

fell with a clatter on the tiles. It

spilled cigarettes, just as it spilled

and confused his theories. As he

bent over to pick it up, he could

hear a church clock across the

Weald strike the half-hour after

eleven.

Please turn

page 26
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An Editorial
DECEMBER 27, 1941

IF THE CHILDREN

MUST GO AWAY

HEN the'
mothers of

England had to

send their chil-

dren into the

country for

safety, a sigh of

sympathy ran

round the globe.
The going away of the children

was the greatest heartache of all,

and Australian mothers, as they
sang their children to sleep,
thanked God they had been

spared that.

Now they are facing the

same heartache themselves.

From many of the danger
points parents have already
sent their youngsters to

relatives or friends in safer
districts.

In several States the authori-

ties are finalising their plans
to evacuate youngsters from

threatened areas.

Some mothers have been

able to go with their children
. . . these are the lucky ones.

The others face as sad a

parting as life can hold.

To them goes out the sympathy
of fhe nation, to their aching
hearts words can bring little

comfort.

Mixed with the sharp anxiety
they feel for the safety of their

children are all manner of

practical worries.
Will strangers understand

Jack's boisterous sort of fun

or Jill's funny little sensitive

ways?
These are natural questions,

but against them must be
weighed the all-important
matter of safety - not only
physical safety but mental
safety.

We don't want our children
to see and hear the horrors of

bombing any more than we

want them to suffer physical
injury from it.

Let us bear the parting
rather than risk having to feel
remorse and regret in the

future.

// authority recommends evacu-

ation, let us steel our hearts to
the going away of the children.

Here is the greatest test of our

fortitude. We must not fail.

-THE EDITOR.

THOSE
little bits which you read to

friends from letters from husbands,

sons or sweethearts in the fighting
forces will interest and comfort other
Australians through this page.

The Australian Women's Weekly
invites readers to send in copies of the

sections of letters which they think

may interest others. £1 is paid for

each extract published on this page.

Private A. C. Hunter in Malaya to his

sister, Mrs. E. K. Abraham, Wingarra
St., Yeerongpilly, Qld.:

"gINCE last writing have travelled many

thousands of miles, all in transport, and

under these conditions certainly see the

country.

"We did a lot of convoy work transporting
machinery, cement, timber, barbed wire,

piping, iron, and concrete pipes, etc. After

each trip we could always see some fresh

development.
"There are many new airfields, and lots

of guns have been placed in position and

ready for action.

"Many aerodromes have been carved out

of the thickest jungle and worst swamp-

land one could ever see.

"Have been on three different man-

oeuvres. Our first time out was two days

and one night, second and third three days
and two nights.

"We carried Indian troops to a certain

point where they went into action to try to

out-manoeuvre the opposition, other

Indians and Tommies.

"When they required shifting to a

different spot to surround the enemy we

had to pick them up, which might be at

any time (1.30 a.m., for instance, very nice)

then await further instructions.

"We travelled hundreds of miles, saw

many additional roads and towns, all in-

teresting. It poured with rain most of

the time.

"We Aussies did our job with no hitches

?-not even a puncture. The big men were

very pleased; so are we."

? ? ?

P.-O. H. V. Davies in Malaya to his

sister, Mrs. E. Curl, in Chelsea, Vic:

"rpHERE
is something about our Aus-

tralian lads here that, in spite of the

world's worst tailored uniform, makes them

the focal point of any party they get

into.

"I think it is their entire lack of awe

when they get among the brass hats.

"I saw an extraordinary incident on the

wharf in Singapore that is worth re-

lating.

"Sir R. Brooke-Popham, who is Com-

mander-in-Chief out here, was on the

wharf.

"One Australian from Perth came down

the gangway, and after talking with many
of us caught sight of a very senior officer

with large quantities of Air Force ribbons

on his shoulders.

"None of his cobbers knew what they
meant, so he decided to investigate.

"He coolly blew up to Brooke-Popham
and said:

"

'Say, mate. What, rank did they give

you for all those ribbons?'
"

'Oh! I'm only C.-in-C. here.'

"To the amazement of all the aides the

lad said, 'Well, I'm very pleased to meet

you,' and promptly shook hands with B.-P."

"You said this gun needed a new barrel."

Sergeant L M. Bensted, R.A.A.F., in

England to his sisters, Beatrice and

Olga, Greenslopes, Brisbane:

"/"YUR. last trip over Germany was to

Karlsruhe. The only thing that hap-

pened to us was that when we were

crossing the French coast on our way out

the searchlights got us, and we had a bit

of a job getting out of them.

"However, we managed to get away from

them and after about three hours' flying
arrived over our target. The anti-aircraft

was very poor so we spent an hour flying

over the town watching the other chaps

dropping their bombs, let our own go
and turned for home.

"Then things began to happen. First

the wireless broke down, then the star-

board engine started playing up.
'

"We got over the English Channel and

found that we had hardly enough petrol

to get home, the visibility was bad, and we

soon found that we were lost, so we came

down low and started a search for some

aerodrome to land on.

"After we were practically ready to bail

out I suddenly spotted some lights on

the ground, and an investigation found

them to be lights on an aerodrome.

"There were many shouts of glee and

snatches of popular songs and back-chat

floating over the inter-communication

system in the bomber as we came in for
a landing.

"As soon as we came to a stop we

all piled out to see where we were. We

had landed on a fighter aerodrome some

120 miles from our base.

"The boys there gave us a great recep-

tion, gave us a great feed, jugs of beer

and cigarettes, then after three hours'

sleep we set course for home."

A soldier in Palestine to his

cousin in Ashbury, N.S.W. :

one of our trips to Alex-

andria we were very lucky

to somehow wander into the

grounds of King Farouk's

Palace.

"In due course we wandered

right up to the palace, and

were admiring it from without

when the door opened, and out

strolled a servant of some sort.

"George immediately
tackled him about seeing it

from within, but he wouldn't

have it on at any price.

"He explained that the King

was due there any time for the

season. So we both got to

work on him fair-dinkum, and,

after about 15 minutes of

hand - waving, etc., he

scratched his head and we

passed in.

"It is too hard to describe
j

as I have never seen anything
quite as beautiful. It is quite

a small place, only about 22

rooms.

"George sat In the King's
chair and I sat in the Queen's
in the dining-room.

"The servant then entered

Into the spirit of things, and

served us with iced water from

the royal wine-set-gold tray,

and long, gold-stemmed
glasses. The reception hall

and ballroom have gold-plated
ceilings."

* * *

Privóte C. Hedwards in

Malaya to his mother in

Woolgoolga, N.S.W. :

"rpHE first birthday of the

battalion was celebrated

last night by a dinner, all

the battalion being present, as well as the

sultan's representative.

"The dinner was a good one. poultry,

plum pudding, salads, and a bottle of beer

being served to each man.

"Sports were held yesterday, all the

companies in the battalion being repre-
sented.

"A chap from our company had a great

surprise at the sports. He was about

to compete in an event when he was con-

fronted by his father. Neither of the

two expected to see the other.

"The father is working on a ship which

travels between Australia and Malaya. Hav-

ing a few hours' leave he decided to have

a look at the sports.

"The person who won the £1000 in the
Melbourne Cup sweep here was not a

soldier. He was a Chinese working in our

canteen."

* * *

Signaller Alan Atkins in Palestine after
Tobruk to his sister, Mrs. Armstrong,

Wolseley Rd., East Fremantle, W.A.:

"T AM now back in Palestine! You don't

know how pleased I feel when I write
that.

"To see the orange groves, the chocolate

soil, and the Arabs again! It seems like

the 'Promised Land' to me. Even the
bray of a donkey sounds like music to

my ears.

"We dug up our old friend Maurice, the

taxi-driver. He hardly knew us, we had

changed so much.

"I didn't know I had changed so much
until I compared the photos I had taken

last time we were here with these recent

ones.

"It wasn't exactly a picnic. However,
we are in a good spot now, and I am feel-
ing in the pink again."

IN AND OUT OF SOCIETY . . . By WEP
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I Winnie the War Winner j
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How mothers face evacuation

of children

HAPPY, unafraid

youngsters are still

about our city streets.

Courage and confid ence in

city's most crowded areas

By a Staff Reporter

In every coastal city in Australia this last fortnight
one question has run like a refrain through the news and

rumors of war.

lt is:
'

What are we going to do about the children?"

Ever since Europe felt the full horror of aerial warfare the

plight of children has aroused the burning indignation of men and
women. Now, when Australia is in imminent danger, hundreds
of thousands of parents are thinking mainly of one problem-the

safety of their youngsters.

WHILE
parents in adequate

financial positions are

already taking their children

to outer suburbs, the moun-

tains, and country towns, the

Government is going ahead

with its plans for full-scale

evacuation of danger areas.

It is for this that the majority

of people must wait. Keeping two

homes isn't within the means of

those who live in our most congested

suburbs. If it were they wouldn't be

living as they are-six or eight in

two rooms.

I went round some of our most

crowded areas to see what the

mothers and children felt about the

danger of air raids and the possi-

bility of sending the young ones

away.

However varied the reactions of

the mothers, there isn't any doiibt

about the feeling of the children

whose only playground is city

streets

It was voiced by a small boy play-

ing in a sand dump for incen-

diaries.

"Oh, boy, the country'll do me," he

said. "I wouldn't caré if it's for

years and years."

They're not afraid
r A MONG the mothers in these same

poor suburbs I found a million

personal problems-most of which

were rooted in lack of money-and
one widespread, instinctive reaction:

"I don't mind the children going, as

long as I can go to look after them."

If there is any fear among Sydney's
citizens, it isn't among the poorer

ones.

Women who have reared half a

dozen children in a couple of tiny

rooms, whose whole life has been a

battle against odds, have no time

or emotion left to spare for the

possibilities of wholesale destruc-

tion.

Some, I felt, had far too many

immediate personal problems in

feeding the clamoring young mouths

around them to know that they

may at any time be in great danger.

Many of them did not yet know

what were the first precautions they

should take In case of air raids.

That is not intended as a criticism -

of our
A.R P. workers, but a great

many more are needed to visit in

dividually every householder in some
of the closely-packed streets of

rickety houses that adorn our in-

dustrial areas.

But there are, too, such women

as staunch, youthful grandmother
Mrs. Wilcher, of Reservoir Street,

City. Mrs. Wilcher has ll children,

five of them of school age, the

youngest 16 months.

Her eldest son is in Palestine, her

MRS. GALE, of Reservoir Street, City, and her eight

children. She'd like them to go to safety in the

country.

husband recently invalided home

from Tobruk.

"I reckon if they can take it over

there we can take it herc," she

said. "If I took the young ones to

the country I'd be worrying about

the three boys and a
girl working

in town.

"Besides, Dad says they'll never

take Singapore."
Cheerful, smiling Mrs. Gale, who

lives in a terrace in the same street,

has eight children, the eldest 14,

the youngest two.

I found her endeavoring to finish

a dress for one small girl and keep

an eye on the others as well.

Mrs. Gale's mother lives on a farm

at Gundagai, and has written offer-

ing to take all the children.

She would willingly send them,

but the oldest boy at present would

be charged full fare, mest of the

others half fare. Her husband's

earnings don't leave any margin
for a lump sum like that.

"So we must wait and see what

the Government does about it." she
said.

"Meanwhile I have plenty to do,

and no time to worry. Billy, he's

12, brought us in sand from the

street dump yesterday, so that's

fixed."

Mrs. Gale and Mrs. Wilcher are

typical of the women who have

thought about evacuation, and made

up their minds one way or the other.

But I spoke to many in Erskine-

ville, for instance, who, knowing that

they cannot move of their own

volition, simply-and probably wisely

-refuse to worry until the timé
comes.

"I want my daughter to go to
relatives at Kogarah," Mrs. Spencer,
of Charles Street, Erskineville, told
me. "She has a young baby'. But

mine are all

grown-up.

"If I went away,

who would look

after them? No,
I'm not fright-
ened, though it

would be hard to

lose all your

things the way

the people in

London did."

The children,
on the whole, take

a lively and un-

afraid interest in
A.R.P. and the

general concern

for their wel-

fare.

Two small boys

at Balmain were

playing a game
which appeared
to be "Taking
Cover." "W hat
are you doing?" I

inquired.
"P r actising,"

said one. "If

you're out in the

street you throw

yourself down on

thc ground like

this, and raise

your head and

chest on your

elbows, like this,

and keep your

mouth open, and then the bomb goes

bang! And you're all right, see?"

At Balmain on the day I called
I found that N.E.S. officials had

already taken a register of families

who wished to go in the event of

evacuation.

There I found also a grand old

lady, Mrs. Hillier, who won't admit

her age, but has lived through five

wars. A little arithmetic from a

chance remark made her nearer 80

than 70.

BRENDA and

Harold Bell,

seven
- month -

old twins, of
E r s kin ev Hie.

Their father, a

prisoner of war

in Germany, has

never seen them.

They have two

sisters and a

brother.

"DAD says they'll never take

Singapore," said Mrs. Wilcher,

motlier of ll.

Mrs. Hillier lives by herself in an

eight-roomed house in Beattie

Street.

"My daughters and my grand-

children are at me all the time to

come and live with them," she said.

"But I like to be independent. I've

lived in this house 35 years, the last
15 alone, since my husband died.

"The young people would think

I was too told to look after myself.

Besides, I want to stay near my

church, and I put my trust in God."

Now in the
new Ivory-White
Moulded Container!

ÙUs D^ntifUce
~ DC ni I c C/M>

This beautiful new Gibbs container is designed to

harmonise with todav's modern bathrooms. Refills

cost you only 1 ".i. That means a saving of '.id. every

time you need dentifrice. And you save in other

ways too ! The 1 /(> size lasts the average person over

5 months-weeks longer than any other dentifrice.

Yet Gibbs has everything you need to keep teeth in

perfect condition, and your breath fresh and sweet.

REFILLS FOR

THE NEW

CONTAINERS

I 3
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Cream

ODO-RO-NO

StODS

PERSPIRATION

Don't trust your daintiness

to less than the best! It

costs no
more, takes no

longer to use.

. Smooth as satin, it is not

gritty.

.

Non-irritating, may be used
before or after removing hair
from the underarm.

.

Non-greasy, will not stain

clothes, or otherwise harm
them.

MÊÈÊ
'Ilillilill'

'

1/1 mod 2/1

FROM CONSTIPATION
Here's how yon can get prompt, pleasant
relief from constipation. To-night, before

going to bcd, take one or two NYAL

FIGSEN tablets. Figsen is easy and

pleasant to take
;

no stomach upsets, no

griping pain. In the morning Figsen acts
- mildly, thoroughly and effectively.
Figsen is so gentle and natural that, only
for the pleasant relief it brings, you would

scarcely know you had taken a laxative.

Figsen is sold by chemists everywhere
}/3i a tin. The next best thing to Nature,

Ny al Fi ff sen
TOR CONSTIPRTIOS

makes the SHINE

and the SHOiS

MST LONGER
WMl/«
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Here's hot news from all
the studios!

CABLED FROM HOLLYWOOD
By Barbara Bourchier, our special representative

ACTOR
Henry

-

Wilcoxon,
British born, and Joseph

von Stroheim, son of actor Eric

von Stroheim, have enlisted in

the U.S. Army. Among the

famous people now within the

I military draft is Tony Martin;

and Mickey Rooney has to regis-

ter in the New Year. Servicemen

j

on the reserve list include Wal-

lace Beery, Frank Capra, Lewis

Stone.
? ? *

"ROSALIND RUSSELL and Linda

Darnell are leading the women's

defence effort in the Beverly Hills

sector of Hollywood. Among the

men on the home front is 47-year
old Pat O'Brien, an active air raid

warden at Warners' huge studio.
? * *

rpHE Scenic Artists' Union, an-

nounced as awaiting its call to

camouflage work, is only one of the

many film industry unions which
have pledged an all-in policy in de-

fence. For propaganda work, the

Screen Writers' Guild is mobilising
all its talent, to put it at the Presi-

dent's disposal.
? * *

"PiEFENCE propaganda films,

directed by well-known men like

Garson Kanin, are coming out of

wartime Hollywood which is work-

ing on a seven-day-week schedule,

with hours from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m.
All night shooting has been can-

celled. Studios deny, however, any

possibility of retrenchment in or

dinary film-making. In the first

week of war in the Pacific, the
theatre receipts in America dropped
by 50 per cent.

* ? *

TT is now doubtful whether several

big musical films, set in the

Pacific, will ever be released.
* ? ?

A NEWSPAPER in Mobile, Ala

bama, ran a large photograph ol

RKO actress Mary Howard on its

front page, explaining in the linef
underneath the picture that ar

actress just looking pretty made the
finest contrast to war tension.

* * *

A HUMOROUS touch in the war

time atmosphere is the sight ol

Chinese actors (and Hollywood hai
hundreds of them) wearing lapel
tags saying "I am American-borr
Chinese"-in order that they maj
not be mistaken for Japs.

? * *

/CONSTANCE BENNETT and hei

husband, Gilbert Roland, an

the proud parents of a six-pounc
daughter. No name has yet beer
chosen for the baby.

? * *

'T'HE engagement of the lat*

Thelma Todd's husband, agen

Pat Di Cicco, to 17-year-old heiresi
Gloria Morgan Vanderbilt has se
the town buzzing.

? * *

JJINNIE
BARNES is recuperate

satisfactorily after a majo
operation.

* * *

T^EANNA DURBIN and her hus

band. Vaughn Paul, are leaving
shortly for Britain, where Deanna
will spend at least a month sing-
ing for the fighting forces anc

war workers. Pair will fly the At-
lantic in a bomber.

Deanna is undertaking her toui
at the express invitation of the
British Ambassador to the U.S.A
(Lord Halifax).

? * *

'T'HE death in New York is an

nounced of Mrs. Charles Rugglei
who has been an invalid for man;
years.

/^HARLIE CHAPLIN expects to

have his old picture, "The Gold
Rush," ready for release again in

January. Charlie has added a

commentary, written and spoken by
himself, to this famous comedy.

* * *

?pREDRIC MARCH returns to

comedy in Columbia's "Bedtime

Story," in which he gives a spark-
ling performance as the eccentric

writer-husband of a Broadway star
-who is played by Loretta Young.

* * *

VST ALT DISNEY'S new feature

cartoon, "Dumbo," opened
quietly at the Carthay Circle Theatre

on December
19, without any of the

gala premiere arrangements planned.
Evening previews, too, are few in
number for the same reason-black-
outs.

* * *

rpHE engagement of Mickey Rooney
and Ava Gardner, eighteen

year-old actress, is announced. Ava
has a long-term contract with

Mickey's studio, MGM, and will
make her first appearance in "We
Were Dancing," the Norma Shearer
film. Mickey is twenty-one.

* * *

T TOLD you last week that all Axis

film correspondents have been

deprived of their credentials. This
week the studios barred their doors
to all visitors.

.ir * *

TTALIAN actor and Hollywood
star Tullio Carminati has been

arrested in New York as an enemy
alien.

Carminati will be remembered
best for his role opposite Grace
Moore in "One Night of Love."

In recent years he has been

closely associated with the Italian
Fascist Organisation in America.

PRIVATE VIEWS
K| .. By The Australian Women's Weekly Film Reviewer .

jjl

THE RELUCTANT
DRAGON

(Week's Best Release)
Walt Disney Full-length Color

Cartoon. (RKO.)
A LL those who have ever longed

to know what makes cartoons
work will have their wish most en-

chantingly fulfilled by this film.

For it takes you on a grand tour

of the Disney plant, gives you that

delightful humorist, Robert Bench

ley, as fellow sightseer, and throws
in several excellent short cartoons.

Film is most artfully contrived.
Robert Benchley as Robert Bench

ley calls on Walt Disney at his
studio with the idea of getting him
to film the "The Reluctant Dragon"
fairy tale.

Before Benchley gets to Walt with
his book he manages to get lost in
various production departments.

Probably the most fascinating
scenes show the full-length feature,
"Dumbo," in the making.

Of the short cartoons included.
"How to Ride a Horse" is a gem of
humor. "Baby Weems," a non-ani-
mated subject, is a quaint novelty
"The Reluctant Dragon," the story
of a dragon whose poetic soul revolts
at fighting knights, is amusing
though lacking the endearing charrr.
of Disney's choicest works.

This film is another triumph foi
Disney.-Mayfair; showing.

IT STARTED WITH

Deanna Durbin, Charles Laugh-
ton. (Universal.)

JJEANNA DURBIN co-stars With

Charles Laughton, but Laughton
takes the honors.

As an eccentric old millionaire

who, in spite of his age and ill

health, believes in getting all the
fun he can out of life, Laughton
gives a superb comedy performance.
He is at once very funny and very
human.

Deanna, as the little hat-check

girl who becomes Laughton's pro-

tegee, has fewer songs-only three

-and is rather badly photographed.
But her acting is bright and smooth.

Film is loaded with spontaneous

comedy, and under the skilful direc-
tion of Henry Köster every per-
formance is fine. Outstanding are

Robert Cummings as Laughton's
son and Walter Catlett as the

harassed doctor who can't keep the

spry Laughton in bed. -Lyceum;
showing.

+++ BLOSSOMS IN THE
*T

DUST

Greer Garson, Walter Pidgeon.
(MGM.)

BEAUTIFULLY produced in

technicolor, faultlessly acted,

this life story of Mrs. Edna Glad

ney, founder of the Texas Chil-

dren's Home and Aid Society, is a

heartwarming and inspiring story.

The whole film is dominated by
Greer Garson's gracious portrayal
of Mrs. Gladney.

Story, which avoids over-

emphasis on the sadder aspects of

Mrs. Gladney's hie, spans 15 years,

beginning when a debutante in

Wisconsin Edna is swept into mar-

riage by Sam Gladney (Pidgeon).
After the loss of their baby, Mrs.

Gladney takes up the care of

orphans and devotes her whole life

to providing homes for them.

Thronged with babies and young

children, this film will make a

special appeal to women. -Liberty ;

showing.

BIRTH OF THE BLUES

Bing Crosby, Mary Martin. (Para-

mount.)

J>ING CROSBY and Mary Martin

are teamed again in this pleasant
musical romance about the efforts to

organise the first "blues" band.

Bing plays a young Southerner

who yearns to play negro music

hot and wild. After many setbacks

he finally rounds up his first white

band to play "blues," and with the

aid of Mary Martin's singing gets
a hearing.

You'll love the old familiar num-

bers in this film-from the early

"Wait Till the Sun Shines, Nellie,"

up to "Melancholy Baby."
'Bing and Mary handle their roles

in easy, pleasing fashion, receiving
competent support from Brian Don

levy, Carolyn Lee, Rochester and J.

Carrol Naish. -Prince Edward;

showing.

+ FORCED LANDING

Richard Arlen, Eva Gabor. (Para-
mount.)

rp HERE'S plenty of action and

suspense in this aviation melo-
drama, which features Richard

Arlen and an attractive newcomer,
Eva Gabor.

Arlen plays a former airline pilot
who joins the army of an island

republic, and there falls out with
the air corps chief, Nils Asther,
over the beautiful Eva.

An air dog-fight between Asther
and Arlen when the latter is taking
the payroll to a mine in the in-
terior provides an exciting and
realistic climax.

Arlen as the happy-go-lucky flier

gives a good performance, but
honors eo to J. Carrol Naish as a

tough outlaw. -Cameo and Capitol;
snowing.

Shows Still Running
? * * Sun Valley Serenade. Sonja

Henie, John Payne in enchanting
comedy.-Regent; 4th week.

* * * Unfinished Business. Irene

Dunne, Robert Montgomery in
grand romantic comedy. -State;
3rd week.

* * Kipps. Michael Redgrave.
Diana Wynyard in appealing Eng-
lish drama.-^Embassy; 4th week

? * Father Takes a Wife. Gloria
Swanson, Adolphe Menjou in en

tertaining comedy .-Century: 2nd

* Mob Town. Dead End Kids.

Little Tough Guys in breezy
melodrama.-Victory; 2nd week.

* Andy Hardy's Private Secretary.
Mickey Rooney, Kathryn Gray
son in routine Hardy fare.

James; 2nd week.

* Great Guns. Laurel and Hardv
in sprightly slapstick. -Plaza: 2nd
week.

SUPERFLUOUS
HAIRS -

Australian Women need no longer en-

dure the disfigurement of unsightly
hairs now that *'Vanix" is available in
this country.

"VANIX"
ls manufactured by The Van Schuyler
(Aust.I Co. from the formula of Paul

Van Schuyler. It ls the only prepara-
tion of its kind-it devitalizes and com-

pletely destroys the hair tissues.
"VANIX" ls obtainable at 5/11 a bottle
(6/3 posted) from Hallam Pty., Ltd.,
310 George St., Sydney, and all 12
branches; Swift's Pharmacy, 373 Lit.
Collins St., Melb.; The Myer Emporium,
Bourke St.. Melb.; C. A. Edwards, 236
Edwards St.. Brisbane; and Birks
Chemists Ltd., 55 Rundle St., Adelaide.

! Our Film
j

j

Gradinas

?** Excellent

-jrir Above average

.jç Average
No stars - below average.
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Stepping out... of doors

. BASEBALL grips front-row fans

Bob Taylor and wife Barbara Stan-
j

wyck. eyes glued on a big match at

Hollywood Ball Park. Looks as if Bob

needs a shave.

. OFF TO LAY A BET

on one of his own race-

horses at his own race-

track in Del Mar, happy
go-lucky Bing Crosby
for once presents a pic-

ture of sartorial trim-

ness. Known as Holly-
wood's wealthiest but

worst-dressed man,

casual Bing wears a tie

only on special occa-

sions, as this one.

r*
SANTA MONICA

beach girl Lana
Turner forgets all

about movie-making
as, perched on a

rock, she revels in

sun and sea breezes.

TO WATCH AS WELL
AS PLAY

^
TTOLLYWOOD offers plenty of diversion for those sports

J enthusiasts who like to watch as well as play.

The racing season is now in full swing, and a number of

I important race tracks are within easy distance of the movie

colony. Attended by glamorous stars, each meeting is a thrilling
social event.

One of the most popular tracks is in Del Mar. Bing Crosby
is president, and Pat O'Brien vice-president.

The grassy stretches of Hollywood Ball Park feature mag-

nificent pavilions and game fields. Here baseball, America's

national game, is chiefly played.

Most American-born stars are keen baseball fans. Many,
like the Bob Taylors, take season tickets.

The many swimming-pools, tennis courts, golf links, bowling
alleys provide fun for the more energetic. Bowling is the most

fashionable sport, especially a.-iong Hollywood juniors like

Mickey Rooney and Jane Wither Cycling, too, is a new vogue,
Joan Crawford walking off with . eminine honors.

. PACIFIC PLÜNGÉ for George Brent, taking
a mad leap from his new boat with a friend.
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"Stukas shrieking from the skies, dropping their bomb-loads at our feet. .. tanks -

juggernaut tanks -

forcing their way

through inexorably . . . shells, bullets, like rain ? ? ? Yes, I was in Greece, and I was in Crete. I was lucky -I got away. But I

didn't bring much back with me, and it was grand to know when we reached Egypt again that new equipment from Australia

was awaiting us. We needed it!"

to interfere with thc manufacture of needed
clothing for our

troops.

In one week these
operatives produce enough cloth to make service uniforms

by the thousand-enough yarn for many thousands of sweaters-socks by the

tens of thousands and
nearly one hundred thousand woollen undershirts.

These production figures will be maintained. There will be no slackening

till victory is won.

Yes, Digger Smith, every Australian is pledged to see that the equipment,

clothing, food supplies you need wul reach you in
ever-increasing quantities.

Nearly 2000 men and women in Vicars Woollen Mills are working 24 hours

a day making uniform cloths and yarn for underwear, socks and sweaters.

Every man and
girl is working harder to make sure that the

quality
of these

products maintains the highest standard, and that no production lag
is allowed

1IOOI I l \

WELL-PAID WORK AVAILABLE. Well-paid work on jobs oj national importance is available jor woollen wilt

operatives.
. . Bright music all day

makes lime pass quickly. Tea is brought to each
girl every meaning and afternoon. Lunch at cost prices may

be ordered at the canteen and delivered. . . A fully-trained matron is available for consultation without charge. . . Apply in person or by letter to fohn Vicars & Co. Pty. Ltd., H Victoria Road. Marrickville
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Strictly informal

fun planned for A

Christmas Day A
By JOAN McLEOD

in Hollywood

Wk y* 9 What every

VWfc little girl would

fiSLjlr
like to find under her

$¡

^ Christmas tree-a diu- m

mond ring. The starlet is 9
UniversaTs lovely Carol Bruce.

THE
stars have all kinds

of intriguing party

Iplans

for Christmas Day
this year.

It's going to be strictly infor-

mal-a joyful, come-and-go-as
you-please occasion.

A party for her ghi friends
and the ghi friends of the ghi
friends is being plotted by Jean
Parker.

Most of the guests will be

young studio workers, publicity

girls, secretaries, and make-up
experts.

The young people will meet

at Jean's home on Christmas

Eve to help her trim the tree,
and return to the house next

morning to open the presents.
LA ter in the day they will go

as a body to various "At Home"

affairs in the movie colony.
Australian Edward Ashley is

looking after the bachelors. Six

of them are coming over to his

fiat for dinner.

Loretta Young thinks of

Christmas in terms of twenty
seven people-herself, her hus-

band, Tom Lewis, and her

twenty-five uncles, aunts,

cousins, nieces, and nephews.

rp HEY all spend
Christmas Eve in

their own homes de-

corating their trees.

Christmas morning
they go to church in

a body, then head for

ILoretta's

to open presents.

On the other hand, this will

be the first time Maureen

O'Hara has spent a Christmas

without some member of the

very large O'Hara family to

share the holiday fun with her.

Maureen's mother left Holly-
wood only a few months ago

to rejoin her husband and the

rest of her children in Ireland.

The pretty Irish star was not

looking forward very cheerfully

to Christmas till she and her

secretary, Florence O'Neill, hit

on the scheme of "adopting"
half a dozen orphans for the

holiday.

"There were such a lot of us

youngsters at home, and I'm

sure it will feel much more

like Christmas if I can just

have a few children around

and, of course, we hope they'll

have fun too."

Marlene Dietrich's guests will

be European players, writers,

and directors who have m lara ted

to the film colony.

rp HE Cecil Kella

ways will visit

fellow - Australian

Mona Barrie and her

husband, Paul Bol-

ton, exchange pre

sente, and toast the holiday
with hot Tom and Jerries,

Those Inseparables Robert

Taylor and wife Barbara

Stanwyck and Jack Benny and

wife Mary Livingstone have

arranged a swop: The Taylors
give lunch to the Bennys and

their daughter Joan while the

Bennys entertain the Taylors
and Barbara's son Dion for

dinner.

Nor will Christmas separate
that loving pah, Bonita Gran-

ville and Jackie Cooper. Bonita

ls spending the whole day with

her youthful flanee at his

mother's place.

One of the few who will not

be in town is Rita Hayworth,
wf. who is spending a holiday in

New York. But Rita is deter-

mined not to be out of the

fun. She has installed a neat

little Christmas tree in her

hotel room, and will entertain

all her New York friends.
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MATTER WH£R£/ GO

TH TS SUMMER, f'U se
UNPOPULARi

NOT IF YOU'P LUX

US UNPIES AFTER.

EVERY WEARING,
PEG. PERSPIRATION

OPOUR IS SPOILING

YOUR CHANCES

VST"

Be sure you don't

risk daintiness. Be a

LUX Change Daily Girl

/ IMX MY UNPieS AS SOON

AS I TAKE THEM OFF -

THEN I KNOW ILL BE PAINTY.

LUX KEEPS UNPIES NEW

LOOKING LONGER, TOO

LUX itocUqi and cut down on lodde

LUX contains no soda.

Cameraman went to sea in a

warship to film this drama

By JUDY BAILEY

in London

. "Ships With Wings" is British drama of Fleet

Air Arm. Above: The vice-admiral's daughter (Jane t

Baxter) at the launching of new aircraft carrier.

. Aircraft carrier's captain (Basil Sidney) takes

ship into action. Film's action scenes were photo-
graphed aboard the famous Ark Royal.

. Blonde Ann Todd is night-
club singer in love with pilot

John Clements.

THERE
is no doubt that,

since the war, Britain has

been turning out her finest

action films.

For this the British Command,

which has allowed its officers and

men to advise on, even to play roles

in, wartime epics, and has permitted
use of its ships, its planes, and its

army equipment in these films, is

largely responsible.

Action scenes in Ealing Studios'

"Ships with Wings," the retitled

"Fleet Air Arm," were actually

filmed aboard the historic and ill

fated aircraft carrier, Ark Royal
(H.M.S. Invincible in the film).

This drama, a worthy successor

to "Convoy," which was made by

the same studio, is now completed,
ahd prints of it are on their way

out to Australia.

Before the film went into produc-
tion, cameraman Roy Kellino, whose

exterior sequences for "Convoy" at-

tracted so much attention, spent
two months at sea.

Travelling nearly 20,000 miles,

Kellino obtained a vivid pictorial

record of life on an aircraft carrier,

and the activities of the Fleet Air
Arm in general.

He filmed the airmen engaged in ,

two important bombing raids, both

of which were extremely successful.

He got scenes of battle squadrons

at sea, fighter patrols intercepting

enemy planes, and of enemy "shad

owers" being shot down.

For "Ships with Wings," director

Michael Balcon assembled an un-

usually large cast of gifted English
players. These include John

Clements, Leslie Banks, Hugh Wil-

liams, Frank Pettingel. Michael

Wilding, Michael Rennie, Jane Bax-

ter, and John Stuart.

The film tells a dramatic fiction

story woven round the lives and

wartime exploits of three pilots

who are attached to the Invincible.

Research work
OUCH a story required a great deal

of careful advance work, of which

cameraman Roy Kellino's 20,000

miles of location trip was one part.

More than a thousand stills had

to be taken or collected beforehand.

There were, for instance, photo-
graphs of bomb damage to ships

taken from the ah.

By means of these photographs,
the exact angles in relation to the

bombs falling from a plane could be

judged.
Aircraft of numerous types,

British, German, and Italian, were

needed for the film. Many of these

planes had to be reproduced in the

studio. Studies of aircraft from all

angles were in the collection. Many

of the machines dated back several

years, and it was particularly diffi-

cult to get details of certain Italian

planes. The editor of a well-known

British flying paper came to the

studio's assistance, delving into ten

year-old flies to find photographs of

the types required.

Tireless Balcon and his staff are

now hard at work creating yet
another epic, which dramatises a

different phase of war.

This picture is "The Big
Blockade," which is being filmed

with the collaboration of the

Ministry of Economic Warfare.

It's a story of the economic war,

of Britain's blockade of Germany, of

the master-plane bombing of the

Nazi war machine, of the grimly
fought Battle of the Atlantic.

Every day studio cameramen

have been setting off on "hush

hush" locations to film bomber

command and other aerial activities;

to sea to film convoys, and to photo-
graph other activities associated

with the economic war.

Many "of the "Ships With

Wings" cast went straight on to

roles in "The Big Blockade."

Vice-admiral in the finished film,

Leslie Banks in "The Big Blockade"

plays an official in the Ministry ol

Economic Warfare.

Michael Rennie is the pilot of a

bomber. Basil Sidney has the role

of a British Consul in pre-war Ger-

many.

In addition, "The Big Blockade"

stars Michael Redgrave, John Mills,

and Robert Morley.
American radio commentator and

journalist Quentin Reynolds will

also be seen. Others include Mr.

David Bowes-Lyon, head of the

Ministry of Economic Warfare Press

Division.

. Film's star, John Clements

(left), plans bombing raid with

fellow-pilot Michael Rennie.

. Young lieutenants Michael Wilding, John Clements, Michael '

Kennie are all attracted to Jane Baxter (above), with her father

the vice-admiral (Leslie Banks). She chooses Wilding.

. Young pilots of the Fleet Air Arm eagerly listen to their captain's
instructions for attack on enemy Mediterranean base. Film was

directed by Michael Balcon, of "Convoy" fame.
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. AT CHRISTMAS luncheon of

Women's Army War Comforts Auxiliary,
aid Naval Relief Fund, Lady Nock stops

to talk with Lady Julius.

. AT SYDNEY Industrial Blind musicale,

Forum Club, president Mr. E. A. Scott

with Mrs. Dudley Hardy.

. QUEENSLAND VISITORS Rossie

Chandler, of Southport, and Suzanne Ross

Munro, of Boombah, lunch at Prince's

before retumina home for Christmas.

. RUGS FOR ENGLAND. Mesdames

L. V. Waterhouse and C. H. Jaede admire

work of Overseas Mothercraft Comforts

Guild at former's home.

? Wittie marquisette . . .

¡¡ PICTURESQUE frock of white mar-

ji
quisette and tulle with finger

,» length veil and gardenias for Norma

(¡ Roughley when she marries "Winkie"

J» Crosse, from Brisbane, at St.

<* Michael's, Vaucluse.

J
i Norma, who is daughter of T. C.

<. Roughleys, of Vaucluse, has Jac

<¡ queline Vanden Driche as brides

¡»
maid

. . . Jacqueline in white

<[ organza.

\> Reception at Vaucluse home of Mr.

<[

and Mrs. Arthur Eedy, old friends of

'( the family. "Winkie" and Norma

<> plan honeymoon in Southport be

<¡
fore making home in Brisbane.

11 Feeding chichens ...

<* JN recent letters from England from

¡I
daughter Anne, Lady Gordon hears

(>
she has been spending week-ends in

<¡
Warwickshire, at Cleaver, Waif ord -

¡1
on-Avon, with her fiance's parents

<> .
. . Anne's engagement to Sub

<[ Lieutenant Roger Lloyd, R.N.V.R.,

¡>
just announced.

<>
"We have lovely times," writes

¡1
Anne. "There are no servants inside

<[

or outside, so spend week-ends

J: helping with housework, then any

<[
thing from weeding the garden to

(i feeding chickens."

<¡

As far as Sir Alexander and Lady
¡I

Gordon know, there are no plans yet
(i for the wedding, but they are

<[ anxiously awaiting next mail from

¡»

abroad. Anne working with a Red
Cross mobile unit in Sth. Kensington.

¡> Froch from U.S.A. . . .

(COCKTAIL party at Romano's to

celebrate engagement of Doreen

¡f McKay and Captain Kevin Clifford,

<¡ A.A.M.C., offers opportunity for hosts

¡1

of friends to congratulate the pair.

<[ Doreen wears lovely American

¡>
frock which is engagement present

<' from uncle and aunt, Mr. and Mrs.

<[ M. P. Walshe, of San Francisco, who
J> also cable good wishes.

J»
Planned in Tobruh . . .

¡1 glXTY children have grand fun at

<¡
Christmas celebration at Farmer's

S arranged and planned for them by

<» their A.I.F. fathers and uncles, who
<[ sent money and suggestions for party

¡>

from besieged Tobruk some months

<¡
ago.

} Officers and men of an infantry
) and anti-tank brigade all donated

<¡ money and wrote to the unit's com

¡i

forts fund to give the youngsters a

<[ cheery time . .
. toy for every child

S and a present to be sent to any in

J» the country who couldn't attend.

S Mrs. J. J. Murray brings son, John

(' Michael, and Mrs. George Sawtell

<¡
arrives -with Norman and John Saw

¡» tell . . . also glimpse crowds of

<' children being looked after by

<,
comforts fund workers Mesdames

J»
C. Cobb, K. Pring, F. D. Walcott, and

<¡
K. Friend.

¡1
More English news . . .

¡1 ^LSO from England comes news of

<¡ Sgt.-Pilot Barry Brooke, R.A.A.F.,
S who left here last July . . . Barry

J» writes his mother, Mrs. Baron

<¡
Brooke, at Darling Point, that he

¡1

is billeted in an old farmhouse near

(|
his aerodrome.

j

i Has spent past leave with his
<! cousin. Paula Usborne (former Paula

S Halloran, of Sydney), and her hus

¡' band, John, at their home in Surrey,

¡1 Barry is to be godfather to the

i1 Usbornes' second daughter, Julia,

<! who will be christened next time he

J» gets leave.

. -~-3

Christmas itt country ...
<|

'po spend Christmas Day with
i|

fiance's parents, the W. H. S

Kooks, Grace Campbell goes to

Woodlands, Darlington Point, after
*\

holiday visit to Sydney, where she
¡1

stayed with grandmother, Mrs. G.
<|

Burns, at Randwick. \

Grace, who is younger daughter of
«¡

the C. F. Campbells, of Mulberry- <,

gong Estate, Hay, announces en-
J»

gagement to Greig Kook this week
<[

(post-war wedding planned), and is S

wearing lovely three-diamond ring. <'

Goes back to Hay on Boxing Day
j>

to be with parents and sister Mrs.
<>

Brian Todd, whose husband is abroad
<¡

with A.I.F.
j»

Engagement party ... ?

THREE-DIAMOND ring, also, for \>

Mary Brodrick, from John D'Apice, I,

son of the A. W. M. D'Apices, of Point ¡'

Piper.
<¡

Mary's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Fred (i

Brodrick, entertain 70 guests at cock- \>

tail party at their Killara home to
<¡

celebrate engagement.
¡1

Consul poet ... ?

pOLLOWING his usual Yuletide \

custom, U.S. Consul General Ely <
Palmer composes verse himself for >

his Christmas cards . . . this year ?

from the continent "down under" S

and suitably decorated with a cheer- /

ful kangaroo (pouch full of greet- <

ings mail.) S

The Palmers plan to entertain <

mostly at luncheons in their new >

home at Point Piper instead of din- ?

ner parties, to meet war situation \

and possibilities of blackouts. >

Yo home yet ... (

plans yet for wedding of Miriam f

Hillier and Bill Throsby ...
S

Miriam tells me they have land, fur- >

niture, and furnishings all complete, v

but no house, owing to brick S

shortage. )

"We'll probably end up by pitching \

a tent on our acre of ground at St. >

Ives," they say cheerfully. c

Garden trench ... I

piRST job facing the Angus Light- v

foot Walkers when they go into >

their new Rose Bay home at c

Christmas is to complete the con- i

crete - reinforced air-raid trench >

Angus has been busy digging in the c

front garden. \

Amber says she wants to grow c

flowers over it
. -. .

as decoration, \

not camouflage. /

Seen around town ... \

QOLONEL MOORE COSGROVE,
!¡

wearing biscuit-colored panama !»

hat swathed with brown paisley <'

scarf with white summer suit.
<¡

Foursome at Prince's . . .
Mar-

||

garet Maxwell, in mist-blue crepe (¡

and gardenias, and Judy Playfair in
\>

black net with escorts youthful K. W.
<¡

Street and Brownie Allworth. S

1 tte! heard ... >

^HE Chris Langsworths have settled
¡1

into their new home at Killara.
<¡

Sydney's Gwen Moffitt still holi- J1

daying in Queensland. Stayed at
\\

Birraburra, then Surfers' Paradise,
Ji

and now at Nambour. Plans to spend ('

few days with Mrs. E. S. Hale at Ash- <¡

grove before returning home.
¡1

Mrs. Bill Crossing has taken <|

daughters Jan and Judy to the
j

country. 1

. STUDYING musical programme at

Queen Victoria Club At Home, aid Red

Cross, Patricia (left) and Pamela Parsons.

. A.c. 1 WILLIAM OVEN (R.A.A.F.)
and his bride, former Sylvia White, after

their marriage, which is first wedding to

be held in Town Hall.

. SOPRANO SOLOIST Ruth Pearce
Jones and Red Cross worker Susan Spencer
discuss plans for Christmas Night perform-

ance of "Messiah," Town Hall.

. TOYS for John (with checkers board)
and Peter, who attend R.A.A.F. party at

Ultimo with their mother, Mrs. W. E.

Gardner, wife of Squadron !deader Gardner.
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RADIO
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1 "The

Two Mrs. Carrolls

with the

ORIGINAL MINERVA

THEATRE CAST

Hal Thompson, Aileen Britton, Dorothy Dunkley,

Ben Lewin, Catherine Duncan

SUNDAY NIGHT at 8
(December 28)

January 4

'Three Men on a Horse'

U.S. women stirred to action
i

milllimillM.m .
...

.

~! «a« nnoulb. JJtUÍ-M

fm
M*r?>sÍ?l?>Mtt~s tritt» ivstds hug**

tt*tttittint* army
By cable from our special representative in New York.

rrttif
"~

THESE seven girls have

?MWÈSP*'^^' trained as pilots and observers

||PJP»^^ for the defence of their home town.
This is one way of aiding national

defence.

The American women under the dynamic leadership
of Mrs. Franklin D. Roosevelt are preparing for the

greatest feminine war effort in the history of their nation.

Shocked and enraged by the Japanese treachery which over-

night was responsible for the death of more than a thousand hus-
bands and sons, the women of the United States are flocking to the
colors.

SOCIETY
women, film stars,

housewives, stenographers,

factory workers, even school-

girls, volunteered their ser-

vices to-day in hundreds of
thousands.

Due largely to the foresight
and the amazing organising
ability of Mrs.

Roosevelt, the
groundwork already exists for

the rapid mobilisation of

American womanpower. The

MRS. FRANKLIN D. ROOSE-

VELT speaking at a meeting of
American youth. There was a

magnificent response to her

radio appeal to American women

after the U.S.A. declaration of
war.

key organisation is the office

of Civilian Defence, where the
"First Lady" is assistant
director in charge of women's

activities.
Day and night for three months

she has travelled thousands of miles

by aeroplane, train and motor car

to the most remote sections of the

United States preparing for just
such an emergency as was thrust

on the country on that fatal Mon-

day.

Offices have been opened and rep-
resentatives appointed in all the

principal cities and country towns

in America. They are ready to

direct the energies of the nation's

50,000,000 women in a gigantic de-

fence programme.

Her son at sea

ATRS. ROOSEVELT sounded the
x

inspiring keynote of women's

part in the new conflict in a radio

broadcast, given a few hours after
war was declared.

"I would like to say a word to the

women of this country to-niglht. I

have a boy at sea in a destroyer,

and for all I know he may be on his

way to the Pacific. Two of my

children are in coastt cities on the

Pacific," she said.

"Many of you all over this coun-

try have boys in service who will

now be called upon to go into action.

You have friends and families liv-

ing in what has suddenly become

the danger zone.

"We must go about our daily
business more determined than ever

before to do ordinary things as well

as we can, and when we find the

way to do anything more in our

community to help others to build

morale, to give a feeling of security,
we must do it.

"Whatever is asked of us I am

sure we can accomplish it. for we

are the free, unconquerable people
of the United States."

The response to Mrs. Roosevelt's

talk was a veritable deluge of appli-
cations from women from all parts

of the country wanting to know

how they could do their part.

American women will be recruited

for scores of duties-some dangerous,

AMERICAN women are ^¡jj^^B
working in aircraft factories.

These girls wear masks to protect
^

them from fumes as they paint.

some dull, some glamorous-but all

aimed at winning the war.

They will be air-raid wardens, am-

bulance drivers, motor car mech-

anics, telegraphists, some will act as

crews aboard harbor patrol boats,

some will drive farm tractors, others

will operate intricate machines in

America's aircraft, munitions and

tank factories.

Women will make parachutes,

vastly-expanded armed forces.

This is not a war where women

are likely to be called on to leap

into action on battlefields when men

fall exhausted.

It is a war of production, indus-

trial power, of morale, of health, of

self-sacrifice, with the home front

playing a more important part than

ever before. It is a war where

women will assume a major role.

Tremendous numbers of skilled fe-

male defence workers are already

going into action. The Women's Vol-

untary Services has branches and

instruction centres in most of the ?

large cities and country towns.

Important organisations
TT was founded two years ago by

Mrs. Alice Maclean, a wealthy

American who has lived for many

years in England. She organised
the W.V.S. with the idea of dupli-

cating the invaluable work done by
Lady Reading in Britain.

The W.V.S. has already trained

more than 80.000 women in work

such as aircraft spotting, ambulance,

despatch and car driving, and auto

mechanics.

It is anticipated that this unit will

shortly be merged with the office of
Civilian Defence under the general
control of Mrs. Roosevelt.

A Baltimore woman. Mrs. John L.
Whitehurst, promises to be one of
the most outstanding women in the

country's wartime organisation, next

to Mrs. Roosevelt.

She is the new president of the

General Federation of Women's

Clubs which number 2,000,000

women eager to be directed in thelr

country's service.

Several months ago

'

¡¡A

Mrs. Whitehurst was ap

pointed by the Governor of her

State as the only woman member

of the Maryland Council of Defence

and Resources. Her first move as

president of the Federation was to

call a meeting in New York of all

national women's organisations to

promote the same unity in defence

effort that the British women have

Mrs. Whitehurst does not think

that women should be conscripted.

They work better on a volunteer

basis.

Finally, but far from the least

important, there is the vast Ameri-

can Ked Cross organisation, whose

tens of thousands of workers went

into action the moment war was

declared.

American women have donned

battle dress, and from all appear-
ances they will prove a mighty fac-

tor in the final outcome of the war.

Côùefltiûl'to kcuA kyqieM?.

EVAN
W1LLI4MS

Il you have any difficulty In obtaining supplies, write K. O. Turnley & Son
2«G Flinders

Street, Melbourne.

-----

I

Red Cross Dream

Home tickets

rpiCKETS in the Red Cross

Dream Home-the lovely
harbor hilltop home which

will be won for 1/-may be
reserved now, though they will
not be on sale until January.

If you would like tickets
sent to you in January for

yourself or for your friends,

write without delay and re-

serve them. i

You can reserve single 1

tickets at 1/- each, books of 6
tickets at 5/- each (1 free

ticket), or books of 12 tickets
at 10/- (2 free tickets). Ad-

dress your letter to The Secre-

tary, Red Cross Dream Home,
Box 65CC, G.P.O., Sydney.

WHOWANTS
TO LOOK

cells - just like ^???MHÍ^ETVÜJBthe vital ele- ^fc.^.^«
merits in a healthy young J* Jf* J
girl's skin. Discovered hy Bi^Hfe^H
a famous University
Professor. Obtained by him from

carefully selected young animals. This

extract called ' Biocel.' is now contained
in Crème Tokalon Biocel. Apply it

every night. Every minute while you
sleep your skin absorbs these vital
elements. Every morning when you
wake up your skin is clearer, fresher,
smoother - YOUNGER. During the

day use Crème Tokalon (Vanishing)
non-greasy. By this simple treatment

any woman can make herself look ten

years younger. Have a marvellous skin
and complexion of which any young
girl would be proud. Successful results

positively guaranteed with Tokalon
Creams or money refunded. Obtain-
able at all Chemists and Stores.
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What to do in an air raid

USE BUCKETS of sand, shovel, and
hoe to deal with incendiary bomb. Do

not approach till splutter subsides.

TIP SAND onto floor, leaving some in

bucket. Hold hoe and shovel together
to save time. Cover bomb with sand.

COVER SHOVEL with sand, then rake

bomb onto it. Do not let bomb touch
naked metal as it will burn through.

TIP BOMB into bucket, partially

filled with sand. Cover with

sand and carry into the garden.

TURN KITCHEN UTENSILS upside down so that glass splinters or

powdered glass from shattered windows or fanlights will not get into
them. Powdered glass fatalities occurred in England.

IF CAUGHT at distance from shelter lie in the gutter, raising chest,
stomach and lower part of body by resting on arms. Keep mouth open

and cover the head as much as possible, using hat or coat.

HALLWAYS are recommended for shelter and a table is good protection
against falling plaster, glass and debris. Make yourself comfortable
with a cushion and rug. Listen to the radio or read a book.

HOUSEHOLDERS are also recommended to smother bombs

with bags of sand. Make them something like these, used

by Fire Brigades. Crouch low, as heat rises.

STICKING PAPER or adhesive tape across

windows in lattice design will prevent glass
from shattering. Use any type of paper.

KEEP AN EYEBATH in the bathroom to

bathe the eyes should there be persistent gas
contamination. Use warm saline solution.

THIS SHOWS how to drop bag over incendiary. Bag
should be dropped over top of bomb, not thrown. This
should not he done if bomb is burning too fiercely.
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Amazing
Discovery Ends

SUPERFLUOUS

HAIR
in £ minutes

EVERY
woman has

longed to find a quick
safe easy way. Scientists

have searched for years.
Now at last your super-
fluous hair troubles are

over. Just spread on this

dainty, fragrant cream. Remove it

after three minutes. Every trace of

hair is gone as if by magic. This

amazing discovery is now sold every-
where under trademark New

'

VEET.'

Never use a razor. It makes the hair

grow faster and coarser. And leaves

unsightly bristly stubble. New
'

VEET
'

gently dissolves away the hair down

ITV less time than it took to
slip into your

?*?

bathing suit you're entirely rid of

Ugly hair. No embarrassment now in

any movement. Under-arms, arms and legs

are clean, soft and Velvety-smooth.

below the skin surface-leaving the
skin white and soft as satin. No stubble
-not even a shadow. And hair

growth is weakened. Never apply New
'

VEET
'

where you want hair to grow
again. Nurses use and recommend
New'VEET.' 2/8 & 4/3 (double size)
at all Chemists and Stores. Successful

results guaranteed or money refunded.

7^PH0SPHATINEFOOa
1 '

FOR INFANTS ANt> INVALIDS iM*
MADE IN AUSTRALIA - Ask your Baby Health Centre foi
Literature and Free Sample Tin ol Phosphatine Food.

Joubert 4 Joubert Pty. Ltd., Melbourne, Sydney, Adelaide. Perth.

A Guest in the House
IC

YoOU'RE sure of

that?" he asked.

"I'm perfectly sure. He hasn't in-

sured any of his pictures for as much

as a penny. He says it's a waste of

money."

"Oh, I know! And I don't know

why I'm talking to you like this.

You're a stranger. But then Uncle

Marcus is a stranger, too. Do you
know what I think? I think he's

going mad."

"Hardly as bad as that, is it?"

"Yes, go on," the girl suddenly
stormed at him. "Say it: go on and

say it. That's easy enough. But

you don't see him when his eyes

seem to get smaller, and all that

genial-country-squire look goes out

of his face. He's not a fake: he

hates fakes, and goes out of his

way to expose them. But, if he

hasn't gone clear out of his mind,

what's he up to? What can he be

up to?"

In something over three hours

they found out.

The burglar did not attack until

half-past two in the morning. First

he smoked several cigarettes in the

shrubbery below the rear terrace.

When he heard the church clock

strike, he waited a few minutes

more, and then slipped up the steps

to the french windows of the dining

room.

A chilly wind stirred at the turn

of the night, in the hour of suicides

and bad dreams. When the man

glanced over his shoulder, the last

of the moonlight distorted his face;
it showed less a faca than the blob

of a black cloth mask, under a

greasy cap pulled down over his

ears.

He went to work on the middle

window, with the contents of a fold-

ing tool-kit not as large as a

motorist's. He fastened two short

strips of adhesive tape to the glass

just beside the catch. Then his

glass-cutter sliced out a small semi-

circle inside the tape. It was done

not without noise; it crunched like

a dentist's drill in a tooth, and the

man stopped to listen.

"Bul

There was no answering noise. No

dog barked.

With the adhesive tape holding
the glass so that it did not fall

and smash, he slid his gloved hand

through the opening and twisted the

catch. The weight of his body
deadened the creaking of the win-

dow when he pushed inside.

He knew exactly what he wanted.

He put the tool-kit into his pocket,

and drew out an electric torch. Its

beam moved across to the sideboard;

it touched gleaming silver, a bowl

of fruit, and a wicked little knife

thrust into an apple as though
into someone's body; finally, it

moved up the hag-face of the "Old

Woman With Cap."
This was not a large picture, and

the burglar lifted it down easily.

He pried out glass and frame.

Though he tried to roll up the

canvas with great care, the brittle

paint cracked across in small stars

which wounded the hag's face. The

burglar was so intent on this that

he never noticed the presence of

another person in the room.

He was an incautious burglar: he

had no sixth sense which smelt

murder.

Up on the second floor of the

house, Lewis Butler was awakened

by a muffled crash like that of

metal objects falling.

He had not fallen into more than

a half doze all night. He knew with

certainty what must be happening,
though he had no idea of why, or

how, or to whom.

Butler was out of bed, and into

his slippers, as soon as he heard the

first faint clatter from downstairs.

His dressing-gown would, as usual,

twist itself up like a rolled um-

brella and defy all attempts to find

the arm-holes whenever he wanted

to hurry. But the little flashlight

was ready in the pocket.

He had never in his life moved so

fast once he managed to get out

of his bedroom. Not using his light,

he was down two flights of deep

carpeted stairs without noise. In

Continued from page 15

the lower hall he could feel a

draught, which meant that a window

or door had been opened some-

where. He made straight for the

dining-room.
But he was too late.

Once the pencil-beam of Butler's

flashlight had swept round, he

switched on a whole blaze of lights.

The burglar was still here, right

enough. But the burglar was lying

very still in front of the sideboard;

and, to judge by the amount of

blood on his sweater and trousers,

he would never move again.

"That's done it," Butler said

aloud.

A silver service, including a tea

urn, had been toppled off the side-

board. Where the fruit-bowl had

fallen, the dead man lay on his back

among a litter of oranges, apples,

and a squashed bunch of grapes. The

mask still covered the burglar's face;

his greasy cap was flattened still

further on his ears; his gloved hands

were thrown wide.

Fragments of smashed picture

glass lay round him, together with

tlie empty frame, and the "Old

Woman with Cap" had been half

crumpled up under his body. From

the position of the most conspicuous
bloodstains, one judged that he had

been stabbed through the chest with

the stained fruit-knife beside him.

"What is it?" said a voice almost

at Butler's ear.

He could not have been more

startled if the fruit-knife had

pricked his ribs. He had seen

nobody turning on lights in the hall,
nor had he heard Harriet Davis

approach. She was standing just
behind him, wrapped in a kimono,
with her dark hair round her shoul-

ders. But, when he explained what

had happened, she would not look

into the dining-room; she backed

away, shaking her head violently,

like an urchin ready for flight.

"You had better wake up your

uncle," Butler said briskly, with a

confidence he did not feel. "And

the servants. I must use your

telephone." Then he looked her in

the eyes. "Yes, you're quite right.

I think you've guessed it already.
I am a police-officer."

She nodded.

"Yes. I guessed. Who are you?

And is your name really Butler?"

"I'm a sergeant of the Criminal

Investigation Department. And my
name really is Butler. Your uncle

brought me here."

"Why?"
"I don't know. He hasn't got

round to telling me."

This girl's intelligence, even when

overshadowed by fear, was direct

and disconcerting. "But if he

wouldn't say why he wanted a

police-officer how did they come to

send you? He'd have to tell them,
wouldn't he?"

Butler ignored it. "I must see your
uncle. Will you go upstairs and

wake him, please?"

"I can't," said Harriet. "Uncle

Marcus isn't in his room."

"Isn't-?"

"No. I knocked at the door on

my way down. He's gone."

Butler took the stairs two treads

at a time. Harriet had turned on

all the lights on her way down, but

nothing stirred in the bleak, over-

decorated passages.

Marcus Hunt's bedroom was

empty. His dinner-jacket had been

hung up neatly on the back of a

chair, shirt laid across the seat with

collar and tie on top of it. Hunt's

watch ticked loudly on the dressing
table. His money and keys were

there, too. But he had not gone to

bed, for the bedspread was undis-

turbed.

The suspicion which came to Lewis

Butler was so fantastic that he

could not credit it.

He started downstairs again, and

on the way he met Arthur Rolfe,

wrapped in a flannel dressing-gown.
He planted himself in front of Butler.

"Yes," said Butler. "You don't

have to ask. It's a burglar."

"I knew it," said Rolfe calmly.
"Did he get anything?"

"No. He was murdered."

For a moment Rolfe said nothing,
but his hand crept into the breast

of his dressing-gown as though he

felt pain there.

"Murdered? You don't mean the

burglar was murdered?"

"Yes."

"But why? By an accomplice,

you mean? Who is the burglar?"
"That," snarled Lewis Butler, "is

what I intend to find out."

In the lower hall he found Harriet

Davis, who was now standing in the

doorway of the dining-room and

looking steadily at the body by the
sideboard. Though her face hardly
moved a muscle, her eyes brimmed
over.

"You're going to take off the mask,
aren't you?" she asked.

Stepping with care to avoid

squashed fruit and broken glass,
Butler leaned over the dead man,
Harriet and Rolfe watching intently.
He pushed back the peak of the

greasy cap; he lifted the black cloth

mask, which was clumsily held by an

elastic band; and he found what he
expected to find.

The burglar was Marcus Hunt

stabbed through the heart while

attempting to rob his own house.

"You see, sir," Butler explained to

Dr. Gideon Fell on the following

afternoon, "that's the trouble. How-

ever you look at it, the case makes

no sense."

Again he went over the facts.

"Why should the man burgle his

own house and steal his own

property? Every one of those paint-
ings is valuable, and not a single

one is insured! Consequently, why?
Was the man a simple lunatic? What

did he think he was doing?"
The village of Sutton Valence,

straggling like a grey-white Italian
town along the very peak of the

Weald, was full of hot sunshine. In

the apple orchard behind the white
inn of the Tabard, Dr. Gideon Fell
sat at a garden table among wasps,
with a pint tankard at his elbow.
Dr. Fell's vast bulk was clad in a

white linen suit. His pink face
smoked in the heat, and his wary
lookout for wasps gave him a re-

grettably wall-eyed appearance as he
pondered.

He said: "Superintendent Hadley
suggested that I might-harrumph
-look in here. The local police are

in charge, aren't they?"
"Yes. I'm merely standing by."

"Hadley's exact words to me were:

'It's so crazy that nobody but you
will understand it.' The man's flat-

tery becomes more nauseating every
day." Dr. Fell scowled. "I say. Does

anything else strike you as queer
about this business?"

"Well, why should a man burgle
his own house?"

"No, no, no!" growled Dr. Fell.
"Don't be obsessed with that point.
Don't become hypnotised by it. For

instance, the young lady seems to
have raised an interesting question.
If Marcus Hunt wouldn't say why
he wanted a detective in the house,
why did the C.I.D. consent to send

you?"
Butler shrugged his shoulders.
"Because," he said, "Chief Inspec-

tor Ames thought Hunt was up to

funny business, and meant to stop
it."

"What sort of funny business?"
"A faked burglary to steal his own

pictures for the insurance. It
looked like the old, old game of

appealing to the police to divert sus-

picion. In other words, sir, exactly
what this appeared to be until I
learned (and to-day proved) that
none of those pictures has ever been
insured for a penny."

A JLE hesitated, then

went on: "It can't have been a prac-

tical joke. Look at the elaborate-

ness of it. Hunt put on old clothes

from which all tailor's tabs and

laundry marks were removed. He

put on gloves and a mask. He got

hold of a torch and an up-to-date
kit of burglar's tools. He went out

of the house by the back door; we

found it open later.

"He smoked a few cigarettes in

the shrubbery below the terrace;

we found his footprints in the soft

earth. He cut a pane of glass . . .

but I've told you all that."

"And then." mused Dr. Pell,

"somebody killed him."

"Yes. The last and worst 'why.'

Why should anybody have killed

him?"

"H'm. Clues?"

"Negative." Butler took out his

notebook. "According to the police

surgeon, he died of a direct heart

wound from a blade (presumably
that fruit-knife) so thin that the

wound was difficult to find. There

were a number of his fingerprints,

but nobody else's. We did find one

odd thing, though. A number of

pieces in the silver service off the

sideboard were scratched in a queer

way.

"It looked almost as though instead

of being swept off the sideboard in

a struggle, they had been piled up on

top of each other like a tower; and

then pushed-"
Butler paused, for Dr. Fell was

shaking his big head back and forth

sorrowfully.

"Well, well, well," he was saying
"And you call that negative evi-

dence?"

"Isn't it? It doesn't explain why
a man burgles his own house."

"Look here," said the doctor mildly.

"I should like to ask you just one

question. What is the most im-

portant point in this affair? One

moment! I did not say the most

interesting; I said the most impor-
tant. Surely it is the fact that a

man has been murdered?"

"Yes, sir. Naturally."

Please turn to page 28
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Thanks to Steed man's! Baby cuts

teeth easily when habits are kept
regular and the bloodstream cool

by using Steedman' s Powders. For

over 100 years mothers have relied

upon them - the safe aperient up

to 14 years.

f>
"Hints to Mothers" Booklet

posted free on request.

STÊÊDMAN'S
POWDERS

FOR CONSTIPATION

John Steedman & Co., Walworth Rd , London. Eng

SURFER'S FOOT
Beware of thia crippling infection.
It thrives when feet are hot, moist,

steamy. Look between your toes

to-night and at first sign of soreness

or white, dead skin, apply IODEX.
It quickly kills the fungus-like
germs that cause red raw, crippling
tores. A Specialist says 6 out of 10
are infected. Be safe-use IODEX.

World wide authorities use and
recommend IODEX.

In stubborn cases see vour doctor.
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"I hear Fred is always set-

ting traps for his wife."

"How awful! Jealousy, I

suppose?"

"No, mice."

"How far is it to the camp?"
"About five miles as the crow flies."

"Well, how far is it if the crow has to walk and carry

a rifle and kitbag?"

"Say, waiter, doesn't anybody ever laugh in this
hotel?"

"Well, yes, sir, we have had complaints."
"

"And what will you do,

dear, when you grow as

big as your mother?"

"Diet, Mrs. Jenkins!"YOU MUST USE THISj mun u¿c inn
^_ ff. «pt

Soothing
7 os cream,

y'

renders coarse
]

i red skin smooth I

V and supple J\ ai veívet X

' Gives

the skin
a thorough

Antiseptic
, Cleansing

Your finest

safeguard against BLEMISHED SKIN

Being a MEDICINAL and

TOILET Soap, Cuticura serves a

twofold purpose. It keeps your
skin gloriously clear and rosy in

spite of frequent exposure to the

weather ; while its silky, emollient

lather refines and beautifies coarse,

sallow skin, making it smooth and

supple as velvet. Start using this

2-purpose beauty soap today
-

it

will endow you with a new peach
bloom loveliness, radiant with

health.
If you have a tendency to pimples
or skin eruptions, apply Cuticura

Ointment. Its antiseptic action

heals in a surprisingly short time.

After the bath, Cuticura Talcum

is delightfully soothing and

refreshing.

fUticura
PREPARATIONS

Mopsy-The Cheery Redhead =

"Don't cry, dear, he'll find

another girl at camp."

A prize of 2/6 is paid for

"j each joke used.

rpHE modern young woman

arrived at her grandmother's
house wearing a fashionable back-
less evening frock.

"It's shameless," grandma lec-

tured her. "I dread to think what

your mother would say if she saw

you in that dress."

The young miss smiled. "I dread
it, too. You see, it's hers."

"

A ND what did the defendant look

like when you arrested him?"

"Well, your Worship, he had a

kind of pinched expression."

"TI/AITER, there's no wishbone in

this chicken.1'

"It didn't need one, sir. That

chicken lived such a contented life

it had nothing to wish for."

"YUELL, miss>" said the traffic

policeman to the perfectly
sweet motorist, "I suppose you know

why I've stopped you."

"Don't tell me," she replied, "let

me guess. Yes, I know. You're

lonely."

"VyrHAT'S that?" asked a work

man as his mate started to un-

wrap a lunch parcel about 20ins.

long.

"A pie," was the reply. "My wife's

away, so I made one myself."
"A bit long, isn't it?"

"Of course it's long. It's a rhu-

barb pie."

A Small folder that

suggests a defence

programme for yourself

G ENDING for a copy of this folder will cost you only a twopenny
^

stamp, yet the reading of it should enable you greatly to

strengthen your financial position and make your future secure.

Life assurance is buying money on time-payment for future

delivery, with the advantage that should you die earlier than you

now expect, the money will be paid over to your heirs in full.

The extraordinary benefits of the A.M.P. plan for "buying

money" are set out in this folder. Use this coupon to secure a

free copy of it.

To tlx A.M.P. Society.

Please ¡end me a
free copy of "Buying Money." 1 should like to

study it.

Käme .

Address .

A.M.P. SOCIETY
The Largest Mutual Life Office in the Empire.

Sir Samuel Hordern, K.B.E., Chairman of the Principal Board.

A. W. Sneddon, P.I.A., General Manager and Actuary.
C. M. Martin, Chief Inspector and Secretary.

A. E. Webb, Manager for New South Wales.

HEAD OFFICE: 87 PITT STREET, SYDNEY.

Branch Offices at Melbourne, Brisbane, Adelaide, Perth, Hobart, and

Canberra, A.C.T. District Offices throughout all States.
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End Rheumatism
While You Sleep

If you Buffer sharp, stabbing pains, if Jointe
»re swollen, it shows your blood is poisoned
through faulty kidney action. Other symptoms
of Kidney Disorders aro Burning, Itching Pas-
sages, "Getting up Nights," Backaches, Lum-
bago, Leg Pains, Nervousness, Dizziness
Headaches, Colds, Purry Ankles, Circles under
Eyes, Lack of Energy, Appetite, etc. Ordinary
medicines can't help much-you must kill the
renns ruining: health. Cystex ends thea«
troubles by removing the cause. Get Cystex
from any chemist or store on Guarantee to
put you right or money back. In 24 hours
fou will feel better and be completely well

Ä| j in one week. The Guax
m. 1/CTÛV antee protects you. Now

^r»F in 3 sizes :i j,, 4/ä> g/4

GUARANTEED for Kidneys, Rheumatism. Bladsei

NoAsthma Tears
Two years ago J. Richards, Hamilton, Ont.,

Canada, waa in bed with Asthma. Elad lost

40 uounda weight, suffered coughing, choking
»nil strangling every night-couldn't sleep

expected to die. Mendaco stopped spasms
fi«*«*

night and he has had none since-in OVER
TWO YEARS. Mendaco la so successful lt ia

tuarn
Q teed to glvo you free, easy breathing in

4 hours and to stop your Asthma completely
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A Guest in the HouseJ. MENTION the

fact"-the doctor was apologetic
"because it seems in danger of being
overlooked. It hardly interests you.
You are concerned only with Hunt's

senseless masquerade. You don't

mind a throat being cut; but you
can't stand a leg being pulled. Why

not try working at it from the other

side, and asking who killed Hunt?"

Butler was silent for a long time.

"The servants are out of it," he

said at length. "They sleep in

another wing on the top floor; and

for some reason," he hesitated,

"somebody locked them In last

night." His doubts, even his dreads,

were beginning to take form. "There

was a fine blow-up over that when

the house was roused. Of course,

the murderer could have been an

outsider."

"You know he wasn't," said Dr.

Pell. "Would you mind taking me

to Cranleigh Court?"

They came out on the terrace on

the hottest part of the afternoon.

Dr. Fell sat down on a wicker

settee, with a dispirited Harriet be-

side him. Derek Henderson, in flan-

nels, perched his long figure on the

balustrade. Arthur Rolfe alone wore

a dark suit and seemed out of place.
Derek Henderson's beard was at

once languid and yet aggressive.
"I don't know why Hunt should

have burgled his own house. But

I'll give you a tip," he said.

"Which is?" inquired Dr. Fell.

"Whatever the reason was," re-

turned Henderson, "it was a good

reason. Hunt was much too canny
and cautious ever to do anything
without a good reason. I told him

so last night."
Dr. Fell spoke sharply. "Cautious?

Why do you say that?"

"Well, for instance. I take three

cards on the draw. Hunt takes one.

I bet; he sees me and raises. I

cover that, and raise again. Hunt

drops out. In other words, it's fairly
certain he's filled his hand, but not

so certain I'm holding much more

than a pair. Yet Hunt drops out.

So with my three sevens I bluff him

out of his straight. He played a

dozen hands last night very much

like that."

Henderson began to chuckle. See-

ing the expression on Harriet's face

he checked himself and became pre-

ternaturally solemn.

"But then, of course," Henderson

added, "he had a lot on his mind

last night."

"So? And what did he have on

his mind?" Dr. Fell asked.

"Exposing somebody he had always
trusted," replied Henderson coolly.
"That's why I didn't like it when

the ace of spades turned up so

often."

"You'd better explain that," said

Harriet, after a pause. "I don't

know what you're hinting at, but

you'd better explain that. He told

you he intended to expose somebody
he had always trusted?"

"No. Like myself, he hinted at

it."

The stolid Rolfe stormed into the

conversation then.

"Listen to me," he snapped. "I

have heard a great deal, at one

time or another, about Mr. Hunt's

liking for exposing people. Very

well!" He slid one hand Into the

breast of his coat, in a characteristic

gesture. "But where in the name

of sanity does that leave us? He

wants to expose someone. And, to

do that, he puts on outlandish

clothes and masquerades as a bur-

glar. Is that sensible? I tell you,
the man was mad ! There's no other

explanation."
"There are five other explana-

tions," said Dr. Fell. "I will not,

however, waste your time with four

of them. We are concerned with

only one explanation: the real one."

"And you know the real one?"

asked Henderson sharply.
"I rather think so."
"Since when?"

"Since I had the opportunity of

looking at all of you," answered Dr.

Fell.

He settled back massively in the

wicker settee, so that its frame

creaked and cracked like a ship's
bulkhead in a heavy sea.

"I've already had a word with the

local inspector," he went on. "He

will be here in à few minutes. And,
at my suggestion, he will have a

request for all of you. I sincerely

hope nobody will refuse."

"Request?" said Henderson. "What

request?"

"It's a very hot day," said Dr.

Fell, blinking towards the swim-

ming-pool. "He's going to suggest

that you all go in for a swim."

Harriet uttered a kind of despair-

ing mutter, and turned as though
appealingly to Lewis Butler.

Dr. Fell, "will be the politest way
of drawing attention to the mur-

derer. In the meantime, let me

call your attention to one point in

the evidence which seems to have

been generally overlooked. Mr. Hen-

derson, do you know anything about
direct heart-wounds, made by a steel

blade as thin as a wafer?"

"Like Hunts wound? No. What

about them?"

"There is practically no exterior

bleeding," answered Dr. Fell.

"But-!" Harriet was beginning,
when Butler stopped her.

"The police surgeon, in fact,
called attention to that wound
which was so 'difficult to find.' The
victim dies almost at once; and the

edges of the wound compress. But
in that case," argued Dr. Fell, "how
did the late Mr. Hunt come to have

so much blood on his sweater, and

even splashed on his trousers?"

"Well?"

"He didn't," answered Dr. Fell

simply. "Mr. Hunt's blood never

got on his clothes at all."

"I can't stand this," said Harriet,

jumping to her feet. "I-I'm sorry,
but have you gone mad yourself?
Are you telling us we didn't see him

lying by that sideboard, with blood

on him?"

"Oh, yes. You saw that."

HAT," continued
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"Let him go on," said Henderson,

who was rather white round the

nostrils. "Let him rave."

"It is, I admit, a fine point," said

Dr. Fell. "But it answers your

question, repeated to the point of

nausea, as to why the eminently
sensible Mr. Hunt chose to dress

up in burglar's clothes and play
burglar. The answer is short and

simple. He didn't."

He paused, then continued: "It

must be plain to everybody'that Mr.

Hunt was deliberately setting a trap

for someone-the real burglar.

"He believed that a certain person

might try to steal one or several of

his pictures. He probably knew that

this person had tried similar games

before, in other country houses:

that ls, an inside job which was

carefully planned to look like an

outside job. So he made things
easy for this thief, in order to trap

him with a police-officer in the

house.

"The burglar, a sad fool, fell for

it. This thief, a guest in the house,

waited until well past two o'clock

in the morning. He then put on

his old clothes, mask, gloves, and

the rest of it. He let himself out

by the back door. He went through
all the motions we have erron-

eously been attributing to Marcus

Hunt. Then the trap snapped.
Just as he was rolling up the Rem-

brandt, he heard a noise.

"He swung his light round. And

he saw Marcus Hunt, in pyjamas
and dressing-gown, looking at him.

"Yes, there was a fight. Hunt
flew at him. The thief snatched

up a fruit-knife and fought back.

In that struggle Marcus Hunt forced

his opponent's hand Back. The fruit

knife gashed the thief's chest, in-

flicting a superficial but badly bleed-

ing gash. It sent the thief over the

edge of insanity. He wrenched

Marcus Hunt's wrist half off, caught
up the knife, and stabbed Hunt

to the heart.

"Then, in a quiet house, with a

little beam of light streaming out

from the torch on the sideboard,

the murderer sees something that

will hang him. He sees the blood
from his own superficial wound seep-
ing down his clothes.

"How is he to get rid of those

clothes? He cannot destroy them,

or get them away from the house.

Inevitably the house will be

searched, and they will be found.

Without the blood-stains, they

would seem ordinary clothes in his

wardrobe. But with the blood

"There is only one thing he can

do."

Harriet Davis was standing behind

the wicker settee, shading her eyes

against the glare of the sun. Her

hand did not tremble when she

said:

"He changed clothes with my
uncle."

"That's it," growled Dr. Fell.

"That's the whole sad story. The
murderer dressed the body in his

own clothes, making a punctur
with the knife in sweater, shirt, and

undervest. He then slipped on Mr. J

Hunt's pyjamas and dressing-gown
which at a pinch he could alway

claim as his own. Hunt's woun

had bled hardly at all. His dressing

gown, I think, had come open in

the fight; so that all the thief had

to trouble him was a tiny puncture
in the jacket of the pyjamas.

"But, once he had done this, he

had to hypnotise you all into the be-

lief that there would have been

no time for a change of clothes. He

had to make lt seem that the fight

occurred just then. He had to rouse

the house. So he brought down

echoing thunders by pushing over

a pile of silver, and slipped up-

stairs."

Dr. Fell paused.
"The burglar could never have

been Marcus Hunt, you know," he

added. "We learn that Hunt's finger-

prints were all over the place. Yet

the murdered man was wearing
j

gloves."
There was a swishing of feet In

the grass below the terrace, and a
j

tread of heavy boots coming up the

terrace steps. The local inspector

of police, buttoned up and steaming
in his uniform, was followed by two

constables.

Dr. Fell turned round a face of

satisfaction.

"Ah!" he said, breathing deeply.

"They've come to see about that

swimming-party, I imagine. It is

easy to patch up a flesh-wound with 11

lint and cotton, or even a handker-

chief. But such a wound will be-

come infernally conspicuous in any-

one who is forced to climb into

bathing-trunks."'
"But it couldn't have been-" J

cried Harriet. Her eyes moved I

round. Her fingers tightened on

Lewis Butler's arm, an instinctive

gesture which he was to remember

long afterwards, when he knew her

even better.

"Exactly," agreed the doctor,

wheezing with pleasure. "It could

not have been a long, thin, gangling
fellow like Mr. Henderson. It as-

suredly could not have been a small

and slender girl like yourself.

"There is only one person who

as we know, is just about Marcus

Hunt's height and build; who could

have put his own clothes on Hunt

without any suspicion. That is the

same person who, though he man-

aged to stanch the wound in his

chest, has been constantly running
his hand inside the breast of hts

coat to make certain the bandage i

is secure. Just as Mr. Rolfe is doing
now."

Arthur Rolfe sat very quiet, with

his right hand still in the breast

of his jacket. His face had grown

smeary in the hot sunlight, but the

eyes behind those thin shells of

glasses remained inscrutable. He

spoke only once, through dry Ups,
after they had cautioned bim.

"I should have taken the young

pup's warning," he said. "After all,

he told me I would take long
chances."

(Copyright)
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EARN the re-

gard of Caprieor
nians and they'll be

generous and kind.

Bot there is another
side to their nature

-a mean side.

IAPRICORNIANS _ people
1 born between December

22 and January 20-have

many pronounced character-

istics, abilities, habits, and
mental quirks.

The majority are extremely kindly
towards people in trouble, or those
close to them by reason cf family or

business ties, but they can be selfish
towards all others.

Many have a great gift for ser-

vice to others, but they can also
demand their pound of flesh. They
can be shrewd, dogmatic, narrow,

exacting and very difficult to get

along with if they do not like you,
and can almost always beat you in
a deal where intelligence, shrewd-

ness, and patience must be com-

bined.

They are far-sighted, have a keen
sense of values, and are cautious,

and are seldom caught on the wrong

side of a bargain.

Their inclination towards economy,
however, can turn to parsimony,
and earn them names as misers or

hoarders.

The Doily Diary
tTTTLISE

the following information in
'

your daily affairs. It should prove

interesting.

ARIES (March 21 to April 21): Work
hard dodging trouble on December 25, 26
(a.m.), and 27 (around neon). You can

get yourself into trouble if you are rash
or thoughtless and argumentative. Avoid
delays.

TAURUS (April 21 to May 22): Good
times possible now for a while, so plan
ahead and go after the things you want.
Ask favors, seek promotion and make
changes, especially on December 28 (after
1.30 p.m.) and on December 30 (after-
noon!. But be cautious on December 28
(until 1.30 p.m.), December 28, and De-
cember 30 (before noon).

GEMINI (May 22 to June 22): Continue
with caution on December 23 (especially
the afternoon I, December 24 (near 8 a.m.)'.
and December 25 (around dawn and
forenoon). Things improve somewhat now,

and may be modestly helpful on Decem-
ber 30 (from 1 to 4 p.m.). and on Decem-
ber 31 (about sunset).

CANCER (June 22 to July 23): Take no

risks for some weeks. Loss, disappoint-
ment, discord, and upsets or partings are

likely to occur, especially on December 25
(between noon and midnight), December

26 (morning), and December 27 (midday
hours).

LEO (July 23 to August 24): Unspec-
tacular for most Leonians, though benefits
can follow good work done during recent
weeks. Therefore keep working on

pro-
jects already started. December 26 (after
5 p.m.I, December 30 (early afternoon),
and December 31 (around sunset) fair.

VIRGO (August 24 to September 23):
Work hard. Things can begin to show
considerable improvement. Make much
of December 28 (after 2 p.m. only-mid-
day hours adverse)

; December 29 (mid-
day and midnight hours can be adverse,
too), and December 30 (around 8 a.m.).
December 30 (early afternoon) can be

very helpful. Live quietly on December
23 and 25.

LIBRA (September 23 to October 24): Be
on guard. Difficulties and delays or

annoyances
can now predominate.

especially on December 25, December 26

(earlyI, and December 27 (midday). Make
no changes, ask no favors, avoid discord.

SCORPIO (October 24 to November 23):
Very fair for many Scorpions on Decem-

ber 23 (between 7 and 10 a.m.
only); De-

cember 24 (poor around 9 a.m.. but fair
around midnighti; December 25 (fair near

9 am. only) Be guarded on December

28 (until 2 p.m.), December 29. and De-
cember 30 (early).

SAGITTARIUS i November 23 to Decem-

ber 22): Unspectacular, but benefits may
accrue from good work started in recent

weeks. Keep after things in a quiet way,
»nd consolidate past gains,

especially on

December 26.

CAPRICORN (December 22 to January
20): Oet busy and work wisely, for things
can now improve considerably. December
23 (but between 7 and 10 a.m. only), De-
cember 24 (around midnight), and Decem-

ber 25 (near 8 a.m.) fair. December 27
and December 28 (midday hours) poor;
December 30 (early afternoon) good.

AQUARIUS I January 20 to February 19):
Unspectacular, but plan ahead. Mean-
while get outstanding matters under con-

trol for better times come soon. Decem-
ber 30 (early afternoon) and December
31 I sunset) fair.

PISCES (February 19 to march 21): Quite
fair for many Plsceans on December 23
(between 7 and 10 a.m.), December 24
(close to midnighti, December 25 (from

8 to 10 am.), and December 28 (from 1

to 3 p.m.).

[The Australian Women's Weekly presents

this series of articles on astrology as a

matter of interest, without accepting re-

sponsibility for the statements contained

in them. June Marsden regrets that she
?a unable to answer any letters.

Editor. A.W.W. I

MANDRAKE: Master magician, with

LOTHAR: His giant Nubian servant, is on the

trail of the Octopus Ring:, which is stealing

government aeroplane plans. They have

traced a useless plan stolen by
KARL: A trusted employee of the aeroplane

factory, to the lair of some of the spies, and

Mandrake, having secured one of the carrier

pigeons from the house, is enabled to locate

the headquarters of the Ring. With

MR. ROARK: Of the Secret Service, he breaks

into the house, but the visit has been an-

ticipated. The place has been set on
fire, and

they are trapped three stories from the

ground. However, a means of escape is

devised. NOW READ ON:

MANDRAKE BOOK JV©. 2 .... On sale at all newsagents .... Priée 6«!
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Why is she so romantic
so attractive-so different ?

From the first dance to the last

encore she remains her cool, captiva-
ting self. She has a Crème Simon

complexion. But why envy her

when you can so
easily make yours

*'

different
"

too
>

CREME SIMON, the different

skinfood used a different way-while
your face is damp. Its gentle tonic
action keeps skin firm, supple, smooth.

CREME

SIMON

1/6 to 5/9

Ask too for Poudre Simon

CREME SIMON PRODUCTS

ARE UNIVERSALLY FAMOUS

SKIN OINTMENT

BANISHES

FACIAL BLEMISHES

GERMOLENE

QUICKLY
HEALS

ECZEMA

BAD LEG

PIMPLES

BURNS
INSECT

BITES

SUNBURN
ABSCESSES

ULCERS,
PILES.

"Some 12 months ago I develop-

ed an irritating tkin complaint
on Ihe face, and after three

months I had to undergo treat-

ment. Soon afterwards the

complaint started again and for

months my face was never clear

of blemishes. Two weeks ago I

bought a small tin of Germo/eiw.

Now my face is quite free from

blemishes. This is a splendid

recommendation, and I suggest

that all skin sufferers should

try CWKHIIM without delay.
-L.H.K.

Gtrmohfl-triumphs when al)

else fails. Soothes the throb

allays the "itch"
-

stops the

spread and healt without a troce

Ail Ca.ai.tt A Stor~. 1/7*3/8
assail: B.». MTCHII Amt.) (Pt*.!

'.td. SRO'SM Win.nm S». Mílhrtnrn»

(Inc. In Victoria)- E386-4J

Von ti itu i na ... IL ¿1 II dfallTJL HE wing-com-
mander said: "Well, the Navy
buoyed the place. They'll waste no

i

time in checking the position; ii 1

it's not in Area SM they'll raise a
¡

scream fast enough."
The A.O.C. nodded. "Burnaby i

must know by this time. We'd

have had him on the telephone be- i

fore now if it was out of Area

SM."

Chambers said: "Has anyone ,

spoken to Corporal Lambert-my
gunner-to find out what he saw?"

Dickens said: "I have. He didn't

see the hydrovanes at all. For the

conning-tower, he said what you
said: that it was all covered with

smoke after the first attack. He

thought he saw it once, and he

thought that there was nothing on

it in the way of lettering. But he

won't say for certain that he didn't

see a film of smoke, mistaking it

for the side of the structure."

The A.O.C. said: "His story really
doesn't take us any further."

He eyed the pilot sympathetically.
"Tm afraid there can be no doubt

that it was Caranx," he said quietly.
"The clothing alone shows that. But

in my view the Navy are alone

responsible for this. You've got

nothing to reproach yourself with.

The submarine was in the wrong

place at the wrong time, and either

through negligence or accident she

did not advise anybody of her change

in schedule. Further, it seems very

doubtful if her identification marks

were properly in order."

The wing-commander raised his

eyebrows. "Are you going to say

that, sir?"

"Certainly I am. If the Navy

want a row, they can have it. I'm

getting rather tired of being blamed

for their mistakes." He paused, and

then said: "We still haven't heard

the reason why the Lochentie wasn't

in convoy."

There was a short pause. Then

the pilot said: "There's one thing,
sir." He hesitated. "I think it

would be better if I put in for a

transfer."

The air officer looked at him

kindly. "Not so far as I'm con-

cerned, Chambers. If the Court of

Inquiry dig up any more evidence,

it may be different. But from what

I've heard so far, you have no rea-

son to transfer."

Chambers said in a low tone:

"That's terribly nice of you to say
that, sir. But I don't think it would

be very comfortable for anyone if I

stayed on after this." "*«

The wing-commander nodded.
The air officer said: "That may be
so. If you go, where would you like
to go?"

"I'd like to go to the Bomber

Command, sh. Somewhere away
from this district."

The air officer absently made a

note upon his blotting-pad. "I'll see

to that. You'd better go on leave
until the posting." He thought for
a moment. "The Court of Inquiry

opens at three o'clock this after-

noon, in Fort Blockhouse. I shall
come to that with you."

"Thank you, sir."

"I expect it will go on to-morrow.

I'm not putting you under any form

of arrest, because I don t see any
reason for it. Stay about the place

in case you're needed, but you won't

go out upon patrol. As soon as the

Court is closed, you can go off on

leave until your posting. I shall

want to see you again before you
go."

"Thank you, sir."

The Court of Inquiry sat that
afternoon in a big lecture-room open-
ing upon the garden quadrangle of

the submarine depot. In the dark

winter afternoon a light snow was

falling, powdering grass and flower-

beds. The Court met under the pre-

sidency of a Rear-Admiral, with

Captain Burnaby and a captain
from the depot to support him.

Air Commodore Hughes attended

for the Royal Ah Force, with Wing
Commander Dickens, but they were

admitted by courtesy and not by

privilege. This was a naval in-

quiry into the loss of a naval ship.

All the afternoon the Court con-

sidered evidence. The witnesses

were not admitted to the hearing,
but sat in constrained silence in
an ante-room.

Rutherford gave evidence of the

movements of Caranx. Chambers

was summoned, and told his tale
once more, faltering a little under
the cold scrutiny of the naval offi-
cers. He answered several ques-
tions uncertainly and with much

hesitation; the inquiry produced
nothing new. At last they released

him and sent for Corporal Lam-

bert, who faced them with cheery

nonchalance. -

"Never crossed my mind but what

she was a Jerry," he said breezily.
"What's more, I still believe she

was." But, pressed upon that sub-

ject, he had nothing to substantiate

his confidence.

The wireless operator followed

him, diffident and ignorant. He had

seen little or nothing of the sub-

marine, being occupied in winding

in the aerial and hanging on to his

seat. He had never seen a sub-

marine before, except once in the

distance, and he knew nothing of

identification marks. He thought
that Mr. Chambers was a very care-

ful pilot.
Lieutenant Mitcheson, R.N.V.R.,

followed, and told the Court how

he had heard the sound of bomb-

ing and had seen the splashes three

miles to the north of him in the

fading light. He had turned to-

wards the scene, winding In his sweep

as he went. Far away he had seen

the bow of the submarine rear up
till it was vertical and slowly dis-

appear, but he could not distinguish
details. The aeroplane had guided
him to the spot.

When he got there, there had

been a mass of escaping air-bubbles

coming to the surface, and there
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was a great deal of oil upon the

water. On the hydrophones he had

heard the rush of air escaping from

something on the sea bottom, but

he had heard no other sound. He

had immediately dropped a spar

buoy on the spot.

He had recovered certain objects

floating in the middle of the slick,

the objects that he now saw on the

side-table. Those objects were all

that he had seen. When he recog-

nised the objects as the clothing of

a British seaman, he had sent a

signal on his wireless. Yes, that

was a copy of the signal that he

sent.

Questioned by the president, he

did not know the position accur-

ately at that time. It was some-

where near the boundary of Areas

SM and TM.

By leave of the president, Cap-

tain Burnaby interposed that the

position of the buoy had since been

accurately fixed. It was in Area

SM, eleven cables from the

boundary.
Air Commodore Hughes half rose

from his seat and caught the eye

of the president. "May I draw the

attention of the Court to the fact

that that position is very close to

the point estimated by Flying
Officer Chambers?" he said. "It

confirms our own opinion that Mr.

Chambers is a careful and reliable

officer. I should like the Court to

give full weight to the accuracy of

his evidence on the position when

they consider his evidence upon the

marking of the hydrovanes."
The Rear-Admiral nodded. "I

accept that point, Air Commodore.

I was about bo call for evidence up-
on the painting of the hydrovanes."

13 UT Rutherford,
recalled, said that he had been

on board Caranax sixteen days pre-
viously at Harwich. He clearly re-

called that the paintwork was in

very good order. He recollected
the appearance of the hydro-
vanes, and they were clearly

marked. He did not think it possible
that the paintwork could have suf-

fered very greatly in the meantime.

The Court then adjourned till the

next morning.
Chambers drove back in silence

to the aerodrome with the two

senior officers, creeping along in

the darkness in the Air Force car

that had waited for them outside the

court. In the blackness of the

transport yard they separated, and

the pilot went up to his room. It

was only about six o'clock.

There was nothing for him to do,
nothing to read. He shrank from

going downstairs to the mess to

meet with other officers, perhaps
be questioned.

Then he remembered it was-that

night he had arranged to meet

Mona, to dance with her at the

Pavilion. He'd have to leave it; he

couldn't be seen dancing at the

Pavilion-the man who had sunk

Caranx. At the same time he

longed to talk to her. He wanted

to be with her, to tell her of the

fearful mess he'd got himself into.

She might agree to meet him some-

where else.

At that time Mona was taking off

her coat in the passage behind the

snack-bar. She was looking for-

ward to the couple of hours' dancing
that would come after her four hours

of work.

She walked into the bar and be-

gan to arrange her glasses, hum-

ming a little tune.

Her friend Miriam said: "My,
aren't we all got up to-night? Go-

ing dancing?''

She nodded, eyes sparkling. "Mm."

The first customers began to come

into the bar, and they had no more

time for gossip. Once opened, the

snack-bar quickly filled.

To the girls behind the bar, each

evening had a character of its own.

Saturday night was always crowded

and hilarious, Friday was usually

busy. The other nights took their

color from the events qf the day

or of the war. Gloomy nights of

bad news alternated with riotous

nights when there was good news

to report; the night of the Graf

Spee had equalled any Saturday

there ever was.

This was a curious, sullen even-

ing. The officers stood about in

little groups discussing something
in low tones, not drinking very much.

In the first hour it was evident that

something had happened. Mona,

out in the passage to chase the bar

boy to come and wash the glasses,

met Miriam looking for a new case.

Mona said quickly: "What's the

matter with them all to-night?
They're like a lot of stuffed dum-

mies."

Miriam saw her case and darted

for the bottles. "It's a submarine

been sunk or something," she said

hastily. "One of ours. Here, give
me a hand with these, there's a dear.

If you take two I'll bring the other

four."

They went back into the bar and

served the waiting crowd. The six

bottles were for a little crowd of

six officers from the trawlers that

docked each night in the dockyard.
They took their glasses and re-

sumed their conversation in the low

tones that had spread a furtive,
sullen atmosphere into the grill

that night.

One of them said: "I can't see why

they didn't send out divers if they've

really got the place."
"Too deep, isn't it?"

"If you ask me, they don't know

where she is at all."

There was a faint, general smile.

"As a matter of fact, they do know

that. Maynard said that there's a

drifter standing by - Kitchen's

drifter. The one with the pink
funnel."

Another nodded. "They know the

place all right. It's in Area SM."

One said: "That's not what Rug

son said. He said it was in Area

SL."

"How did Rugson know? He only
docked to-night."

"Rugson couldn't have known any-
thing about it"

"Well, he did. He closed with

Porky Thomas, T.192, in the fore-

noon, and Porky said he sailed right
through the place this morning just
after dawn, and there was oil still

coming up."
"Was Kitchen there?"

"I don't think Porky said any-
thing about a drifter. Rugson didn't

say so."

"It couldn't have been the place.
I know, because Maynard said that

Kitchen was standing by all night

in case any of them got out. I

think he's out there still."

Somebody laughed shortly and

turned away. "Not much hope of

any of them getting out now."
'

Where did Rugson say this pla

of Porky's was, then?"

"Off Departure Point somewhere.

In Area SL."

Somebody said: "That couldn't

have been anything to do with

Caranx. They know where Caranx

is all right. They got clothes up

from her."

"Who said that?"

"I overheard Dale saying some-

thing about it, He said Mitcheson

had brought in clothes and stuff

that came up in the boil when she

went down. I think that's right
j

Mitcheson came in yesterday, but he I

wasn't due to dock till Friday."
"Where's Mitcheson now?"

"I don't know."

Somebody said: "They opened the

Court of Inquiry over in Blockhouse

this afternoon."

Behind the bar. in a pause be-

tween the serving. Mona said quietly

to Miriam: "You was right about

that submarine. I heard them talk-

ing. Caranx they said the name

was. One of our own. Isn't it

awful!"

The other girl said : "Did you hear

them say one of our own chaps did

it?"

"You don't say!"

"I thought I heard them say that.

One of the Air Force aeroplanes
that bombed it by mistake."

"Not really?"
"That's what they were saying

just now."

"But how could that happen? They

got markings to show they're Eng-
lish, haven't they?"

"I dunno. That's what one of

them was saying just now."

There was a momentary silence.

Then Mona said: "Did Caranx com- i

mission here, do you know?"

Please turn to page 32

ENJOY LIFE TO THE FULL . . Hake Z«a
Whether at work or play, make sure you enjoy life

to the full. You can only do this by keeping clean

inside. A daily sparkling glass of Eno's "Fruit Salt"

will ensure the gentle yet thorough elimination of

poisonous food waste. Eno has been trusted for

generations hy sensible people everywhere, not just
because it is a glorious sparkling drink in itself,

but because it leads to a fuller enjoyment of life.

^IcJztz only £na ¿ecaude
Eno contains no Epsom, dauber or

other harsh, purgative mineral salts.

Eno is non-irritant and non-habit

forming.
Eno is pleasant to taste, safe, mild yet

thorough tn action.

Eno contains no sugar to overheat
the blood.
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The man who named

Australia
Ernestine Hill's fine story
of Matthew Flinders' life

The man who gave Australia ¡ts name and first mapped its coast-

lines-Matthew Flinders-has been brought to life from the pages of

history by Ernestine Hill.

To-day, when Australia faces the gravest emergency in its history, his story is

an inspiration to the men and women who defend the shores he charted.

WRECK OF THE t-ORt-OlbE, on the Great Barrier Ree], in 1603. lt

was in the Porpoise that Flinders set out for England, hoping to

obtain a new ship for discovery. His journey to Port Jackson by cutter

to obtain help and the subsequent saving of the entire ship's company

are among the great deeds recorded in "My Love Must Wait."

WITH
the sincerity and

love for her own country
that characterise, all her

work, Ernestine Hill has done a fine

job in "My Love Must Wait." Writ-
ten in the form of a novel, it yet
adheres in every detail to facts.

Ask the majority of Australians
what they know of Flinders, and

they will label him a great explorer.
Few know the extent of his work,

very few indeed his tragic love-story.
"Seven years ago," writes Er-

nestine Hill, in the chapter she de-
votes to background, "I knew as

much about him as the average Aus-

tralian-that Bass and Flinders
sailed the coast of New South Wales
when its history began in an heroic

little tub, Tom Thumb; that Bass
discovered Bass Strait, and in a

whaleboat . . . which was Bass and

which Flinders was not quite clear
in my mind . . ."

Her completed book testifies to the
enormous research work she has

done in the intervening years.
Vividly Matthew Flinders comes

out of her story as a man who,
from his English childhood, devoted
himself to an all-consuming pas-
sion for discovery on unknown hori-
zons.

His character is epitomised in a

sentence from his diary: "If a

voyage of discovery were to be read
over my grave I would rise up,

awakened from the dead."

Although the name Australia was

not formally adopted by statute un-

til 1855, it was Flinders who first

used lt generally. Indeed, he wished

to call his book, "A Voyage to Aus-

tralia," but Sir Joseph Banks in-

sisted on "A Voyage to Terra Aus-
tralis."

(Australis, meaning south, hac
been used earlier to designate lands
south of the equator.)

"To-day," writes Ernestine Hill

"a hundred years forgotten, the En-

cyclopaedia Brittanica honors hirr

as the most exact and accomplished
of the map-makers of all time, e

genius in navigation.

"His charts and navigations ar«

the foundation of all our geographj

and all our sailing directions, chart;
as near to perfection in their tim«
as human hand and eye could mak<

them . . .

"His observations of the barometei

In land and sea breezes are still th<

seaman's textbook. His discovery

that the deviation of compass varia-

tions was due to the presence of iroi

in the ship revolutionised náutica

science, stabilised the latitudes an«

longitudes of the globe.

"The Flinders Bar now keeps th«

compass true on every ship that put;

to sea.

"With George Bass he was the
virtual discoverer of coal at Port

Kembla, on the south coast of New

South Wales, in the Tom Thumb

journey. Of all the harbors in our

capitals and larger ports of com-

merce, with the exception of Sydney
and Fremantle, he made the first

authentic survey."
His love-story ls a tragic one. Ann

Chappell was his childhood play-
mate, and the only love of his brief

life-he died at 40 years of age.
From the time he made his first

voyage (with Bligh's second expedi-

tion), he saw her only for a few

weeks in 1795, and for a brief

honeymoon in 1801.
When, in 1801, Sir Joseph Banks,

pleased with the exploratory work

Flinders had already accomplished,
secured him the command of the

Investigator, he planned to take

Ann with him to Port Jackson.

She was already aboard, but the

Admiralty heard of it. A new regu-
lation had just been gazetted pre-
venting captains from taking their

ii KNESTIN A HILL,, aUtriOT OJ

"My Love Must Wait."

w;ves to sea. Sir Joseph Banks sent

for Flinders and gave him his

choice, the Investigator or his wife.

He chose the investigator.

So Ann remained at home, and

from Flinders' diaries and his letters

Ernestine Hill has sketched the

faithful, lonely woman who was not
'

to see her husband until his return,

9 years later, an ill and disappointed
man.

He had surveyed the coast of

Australia from the Leeuwin to

Arnhem Bay, in the Northern Terri-

tory, when the Investigator's con-

dition made it necessary for him to

return to Port Jackson.

From then on came a series of

setbacks. They culminated when,

on his way to England with his

precious charts and to seek a new

ship, he called at Ile de France, now

Mauritius, to refit.

MATTHEW FLINDERS, whose

epic voyages and tragic love-story

are the theme of Ernestine Hill's

latest book.

England and Prance were at war.

The Governor of Ile de Prance con-

sidered that Flinders' passport was

out of order, refused to let him go

on, and imprisoned him.

It was seven years later that Flin-

ders reached England, distressed
in mind and ill in body.

The Admiralty gave him scant

recognition. Even his former patron,
Sir Joseph Banks, seemed unaware

that the dying man, writing his

"Voyage to Terra Australis," was

to leave his mark forever on the

history of the new country.

On the day the first copy came

from the publishers Flinders was

too ill to read it.

He died next day.

"Mv Love Must Wait." By Er-
¡

nestine Hill. (Angus & Robertson).

Our copy from tlhe publishers.

Box ot 20

Powders. 1/7

Teething Time

comfort
You see the difference that

Ashton & Parsons' Infants'

Powders make to your baby

at teething time. They cool

the blood, ensure regular

WA easy motions, and have a

* definite comforting action.

As a result, baby suffers

none of the ill effects which

so often occur when cutting

the first teeth but retains

that natural happy state

which means so much to

th« busy mother.

ASHTON & PARSONS'
INFANTS' POWDERS
Write for a FREE SAMPLE to PHOS FERINE (ASHTON A PARSONS) LTD.

POST OFFICE IOX 34, fiORTH SYDNEY, NEW SOUTH WALES

On 8.20 ferry
with

Cutler* V.C.
Continued from page 3

"YVTELL, everything comes to an

end, and a stretcher party came

out and got me. They took me down

to an empty hut by the river, and

the doctor, Adrian Johnson, got to

work on me. While we were there

there was a bit of shelling, and

everyone in the hut was slightly

wounded except me.

"And so to cut this long story

short, I finally arrived at the hos-

pital at Gaza, and was treated

royally.
"I'm glad to be home, but I would

rather have stayed there and gone

on with some sort of work. I

hated leaving the boys!" said Ro.

"Do you think that they will

want to come home now that the

Japanese have come into the war?"

"Oh, no," he said emphatically.
"They will realise that the job they

have to do over there is just as

important, and can't be given up

now.

"Everyone tells me I'm a hero,

but I can't believe it. What

pleases me most is that my regi-

ment, the 2/5th, has been honored

and really it isn't one man who wins
a decoration. It is the regiment.

He is nothing without his regi-

ment.

"Also I am pleased to find that I

am the first Australian artilleryman

to get the V.C. I looked it up in

the encyclopaedia, and I found that

very few soldiers in the artillery

have been decorated with it.

"I also learnt in the éncyclo

paedia that Queen Victoria, who

gave the first cross, was born on

May 24, and that's my birthday,
too," he said smilingly.

Lieut. Cutler, who comes from a

family known as the "Shooting
Cutlers"-they are crack rifle shots

-is a graduate of the Sydney Uni-

versity, where he won his Bachelor

of Economics degree.
He went overseas in October, 1940

and a passenger in the same troop-

ship was the late Corporal J. H

Edmondson, V.C.

Fresh start

MR COWLEV
,

YOUR

REAL TROUBLE IS NIGHT

STARVATION. THAT'S
WHY YOU'RE ALWAYS SO TIRED. THAT'S
WHY YOU FEEL RUN DOWN, DEPRESSED I

AND NERVY. YOU SEE,WHILE YOU SLEEP,

YOUR BODY GOES ON BURNING UP ENERGY.
YOUR HEART AND LUNGS CO ON WORKING

JUST THE SAME. NATURALLY, IF ENERGY
ISNT REPLACED, YOUR SLEEP DOESN'T DO

YOU ANY GOOD. YOU WAKE TIRED ,FEFL BUN DOWN,
AND YOUR NERVES GET THE BETTER OF YOU.

THATS NICHT-STARVATIOt/.

MY ADVICE IS
-

DRINK HOMJCKS

\^>tM¿ EVERY NIGHT

BEFORE BED.

Ragged, jumpy nerves are a sure sign of Night-Starvation.
If you feel tired all the time, even wake tired, get run down,
and your nerves are ragged and jumpy, then start drinking
Horlicks every night before bed. Your sleep will be really

beneficial and recuperative/ This nourishing,
well-balanced food gives you the extra vitality

necessary to keep your nerves calm and steady.

Priced from 1/6; economy size 2/9, special

pack with mixer 2/-. ,

HORLICKS
guards
against

NIGHT-STARVATION

help» resist the strain
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? There she gailv goes . .
.

the

ll girl in the "AD ELYN" Frock.
She's confident

.
.

. poised . . .

i and very, very charming. She

knows that her "ADELYN"

H Frock fits her superbly . . .

I she knows that it is smart,
Sip modern and gay.

I "ADELYN" Frocks and Coats

û are sold by all the leading
ä stores ... so why don't you
.J go along to your favourite
fl shop this week and select your

frock from the wide choice

gp

of styles, colours and fabrics
I in the "ADELYN" Summer

li range. Be sure you look for
I the "ADELYN" LABEL.

^^^^^^^
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CHEMIST SAYS

SKIN LOVELINESS IS

POSSIBLE ONLY THROUGH

SKIN-HEALTH.

REXONA SOAP KEEPS

THE SKIN THOROUGHLY

HEALTHY - AND BEAUTY

FOLLOWS. NATURALLY.

Rexona

If skin faults don *t res-

pond quickly to Rexona

Soap care,
then

your

skin needs the complete
Rexona treatment -

Soap and Ointment.

TREATMENT i Wash frequently with

Rexona Soap. At night smear a little

Rexona Ointment on the affected parts.

This wonderful treatment rapidly heals

the most obstinate blemishes, leaves

the skin clear and unmarked.

FOR skin-health, for

skin beauty - Rexona !

Rexona is the only soap
containing Cadyl. This

special compound of medi-
cations gently draws out the

impurities from the pores,
where all skin troubles start.

Rexona ensures complexion
loveliness the natural way
through skin health. Start

using Rexona right away I

REXOJMA
is more than a beauty soap,

au*.

WCXONA PROPRIETARY LIMITED

LandfallTA COULDN'T

say, I'm sure. Submarines do mostly,
don't they?"

"I don't know."

A fresh spate of orders came and

stopped their chat.
Towards nine o'clock Chambers

crept Into the city through the
blackout in his little sports car

with the dimmed headlights. He

had finished the galleon, had

painted Mona under the stern gal-

lery in a wave of sentiment. He had

not cared to face the ordeal of din-
ner in the mess, and he was very
hungry.

It was with difficulty that he had

nerved himself to go into the snack-
bar of the Royal Clarence, but he
knew no other way to get hold of
the

girl. If he nipped in and out

quickly he probably would not be

recognised.
He parked the car and went into

the bar, cap in hand, his heavy grey
blue greatcoat pulled up round his

ears. He thrust his way directly to
the bar, blushing a little, and con-

fused. Mona smiled at him, and he
took comfort from it.

"Half a can," he said. She turned

and brought it to him.

"Look, Mona," he said quietly. "I

can't go dancing to-night." He saw

the look of disappointment on her

face. "I'm frightfully sorry, but I

can't make it." He hesitated and

looked at her appealingly. "Is there

anywhere we could go and have

supper, or something; instead?"

Out of the corner of his eye he

saw, or thought he saw, one of the

"Wavy Navy" staring at him. He

said: "I want to have a talk to you."

"But why can't we go dancing,
then?"

He said urgently: "I don't want

to do that. Ill tell you after-

wards."

She said: "We could go to the

Cosy Cot, if you'd rather."

He knew the road-house at the

entrance to the town, though he had

never been there. "That's all right,"

he said. "Where shall I meet you?"
"You know the back entrance

round behind in Clarence Lane?"

He said: "I'll find it. What time?"

"Five past ten."

The naval officers were talking in

a little group and looking at him.

He said urgently: "111 be there.

Thanks awfully, Mona." And with

that he turned and made his way

swiftly through the crowd towards

the door.

She stared after him, puzzled and

disappointed. The Cosy Cot wasn't

half as much fun as the Pavilion,
with the music and dancing, and the

lights, and all. At her side Miriam

said mischievously: "He ain't half

nice-looking, Mona. You never said

he was an officer."

The girl said: "He doesn't want

to go dancing after all. He just
wants to go somewhere and eat."

"Well, dearie, he's got to eat some

time. Perhaps he hasn't had any
tea."

Mona said discontentedly: "He

could have had something to eat

here, and then we might have gone
to the Pavilion. I can't make him

out."

Her friend said: "Never mind,
dear. I think he looks ever so nice."

A fresh wave of orders stopped their

conversation.

Chambers shot out into the street

again. He was intensely hungry. It

was three-quarters of an hour before

he could meet Mona, and it was

snowing a little in the darkness. He

did not dare to go back into the

grill-room for a meal, nor to any

place where he might possibly meet

naval officers. He got into his car

and sat uncertain for a few minutes,
wondering where to go.

Finally he drove up to the rail-

way station, and went into the buffet

for a stale ham sandwich and a glass
of beer.

By five minutes to ten he was

standing in the deeper blackness of

the lane behind the hotel, waiting
for the girl to come. He stood

muffled to the ears in his great-

coat, cold and lonely and uncertain

of the reception he would get from

Mona. It now seemed to him to

have been a piece of great foolish-

ness to have come here at all. He

should have stayed in his room, taken

an aspirin, and gone to bed.

She came to him presently, within

a minute of her time. He saw her

first as a slight, dim figure in the

doorway and stepped forward.

SHE said: "Is

that you, Jerry? It's ever so dark."

He said: "It's me all right."
"Where are we going to? The

Cosy Cot?"

He said suddenly: "Mona-look,
there's something you ought to know

about. I mean, you may not want

to come out with me when you know,
so I'd better tell you now."

She stared up at him, dimly seen;
a little flurry of snow swept about

them. "Whatever are you talking
about?"

He said: "Do you know anything
about submarines?"

"They was talking about one of

ours in the bar to-night. One that

had been sunk. Caranx, or some

name like that."

"Caranx was the name." He hesi-

tated, and then said : "Mona-I sank

it."

She said: "Oh, Jerry . . ." There

was a pause; she moved impulsively
a little closer to him. "You poor

thing!" She clasped his arm sym-

pathetically.
There was a momentary silence

between them, as if to mark what

she had said. In that minute they

both realised without words that -

their relationship would never be

again the usual, happy-go-lucky
matter it had been before she had

said that.

She said: "Was it an accident?"

"A sort of accident." He hesi-

tated. "I didn't want to go to the

Pavilion
... in case people saw me.

Would you rather I just took you
home?"

She said: "But you want supper,

don't you?"
"Oh, I'm all right."
"Have you had any supper?"
"I've just had a sandwich while I

was waiting for you."
The meals of officers were not

very familiar to her. Tea did not

bulk so large in their life as it did

in hers. She said a little doubt-

fully: "Did you have tea?"

"Not to-day."

"Do you mean you've only had

a sandwich since dinner? You must

be hungry."
He smiled down at her; there was

infinite relief for him in her con-

centration on mundane matters. "I

dare say I could do something with

a steak and chips."

Continued from page
30

"I should think so. Let's go to

the Cosy Cot. You wouldn't mind

that, would you? I don't think offi-

cers go there very much."

"I'd like that. Are you sure you

don't mind?"

"Of course not, Jerry."

He opened the door of the little

car. The flying snow had blown

into it a little and a thin powder-
ing lay on the seat. It did

not worry either of them very much.

The thin layer on the road made

driving easier in the blackout, and

they made fair speed out to the

Cosy Cot.
He drove into the car-park and

stopped the little car outside the

blackened building, from which no

light shone. He got out and helped
the ghi out from her side.

"Before we go in," he said huskily,
"I wanted to say 'Thank you.'

"

He

took her in his arms and kissed her;

she strained up on tiptoe and kissed

him back.

"Poor old Jerry!" she said softly.

"Now that's enough. Remember

you're hungry."

He released her, laughing. "I am

so."

They went into the Cosy Cot. It

was a long, panelled hall completely
filled with small tables and thronged

with people eating inexpensive food

and drinking beer.

Most of the men were in uniform,

sailors and soldiers and airmen;

Chambers was the only officer to be

seen. There was a clamor of con-

versation and a haze of smoke; it

was the non-commissioned counter-

part of the snack-bar of the Royal
Clarence Hotel.

They found a table with some

difficulty and ordered a steak and

chips for Jerry and a fish and chips

for Mona, with beer and cider re-

spectively. It came presently,

poorly cooked, but Chambers fell

upon it ravenously. .

The girl watched him in bewilder-

ment as he ate. What he had told

her was that he had sunk the sub-

marine, and it had been an acci-

dent. She did not know exactly
what he did, or what his duties

were. But in her short life she had

met many men: she knew men far

better than girls of a more exalted

social class. She knew and could

distinguish good men from bad men,

silly men from flippant men, com-

petent men who would get on from

the charming inefficient ones.

She could have put nothing of this

into words, but she knew well

enough. It was extraordinary to her
that Jerry should have made that

sort of mistake. In the terms that
she had gleaned from the movies,

it didn't make sense.

TPw E N T V

minutes later they were sitting very

close together over cups of coffee,

smoking cigarettes. Not far away

from them a radio-gramophone was

churning out a long sequence of

records that made private conversa-

tion possible even in that crowded

room.

She said: "Jerry, what happened
He turned to her. "I sank it with

bombs," he said. The strained, hag-
gard look that had left him for a

little while came back as he spoke
"I thought it was a German one

And later they found out it wasn't

It was one of ours."

"How awful! Didn't it have any

marks on it to tell the difference?"

He said: "I'm quite sure it hadn'

-I'm sure of that still. But I sup-

pose it must have had. You see,

they got clothes out of it."

"Clothes, Jerry?"
"Yes, and a couple of packets i

Players." And then, in a flooc

the story all came out. For the fir.

time somebody heard the who!

story, unrestrained and unedited li

the pilot's mind, told without fear

or thought of consequences.

The girl listened without inter-

rupting very much, trying to under-

stand the work he had to do. She

was unused to mental concentration.

Other people had always done her

thinking for her. Here, she felt in-

stinctively, with all her being, was

something' she must try to under-

stand if she was to help him, and

she wanted most terribly to help

him. She bent all her energies to

the task of understanding.

Presently she said: "Where did lt

happen, Jerry? Was it by Depar-
ture Point?"

He stared at her. "No - it was

much more towards the island. What

made you think that?"

"There was some officers talking

to-night. They thought it was there."

"Well, it wasn't." He hesitated.

"Did they know who sank it?"

"They knew it was an aeroplane
what did it. I don't think anyone

knew it was you."
He said bitterly: "They'll all know

about it before very long."

There was a silence.

She said timidly: "They couldn't

do anything to you for that, though,
could they? I mean, it was an acci-

dent."

He smiled a little. "I won't be

able to stay on here, after this. I

don't suppose I'll be able to stay

in the Ah Force after the war's

over."

"Oh
. .

." she said. "Will they

send you away?"
He nodded. "I got in before they

did. I asked to be transferred away
from here to some other job." He

turned to her, miserable. "That's

why I wanted to see you to'-night,
Mona. I'm going away."

To be continued

"Freckle-face"
When Weather Brings Out Ugly Spots.

How to Remove Easily.

Here's a chance. Miss Freckleface, to

try a remedy for freckles with the

guarantee that it will not cost you a

penny unless it removes your freckles;
-while if it does give you a clear

complexion the expense is trifling.

Simply get an ounce of Kintho

double strength
- from any chemist

and a few applications should show

you how easy it is to rid yourself of

the ugly freckles and get a beautiful

complexion. Rarely is more than one

ounce needed for the worst case.

Be sure to ask for the double-strength
Kintho, as this strength is sold under
guarantee of money back if it fails to
remove your freckles.***

Handy Sile 1 /9
Family Si» 2/10

Buy (he larger size for economy.

A radiant glowing
skin is the

foundation of love

iness and Inner

Cleanliness with

Andrews keeps it

clear and healthy:

.
Andrews cleans and

refreshes the mouth and tongue.

NEXT ...
And rews settles the

stomach and corrects acidity, the

chief cause of indigestion.

THEN.. . Andrews acts directly
on the liver and checks biliousness.

FINALLY ... To complete your
Inner Cleanliness, Andrews gently
clears the bowels, lt sweeps away
trouble-making poisons, and thor-

oughly corrects Constipation.

So you see why you should take
Andrews Liver Salt whenever you need
it. Its reviving tonic effects will take

years off your age-give you new life.

Get some today.

For inner Cleanliness be r^qular w»h ijour

ANDREWS
LIVER SALT

The Pleasant Effervescing Tonic Laxative
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Salute the

l\ew Year

A DASH of

tradition, some family
sentiment, and pleas-
ant memories are

mixed into our recipes
for welcoming the New

Year. A Scottish cus-

tom gave the tartan

bow to our shortbread.

Queen Anne made
fruit mince pies for the

palace festivities. The

savories and salad

snacks are a conces-

sion to our modern

digestions.

By MARY FORBES

Cookery Expert to The Australian

Women's Weekly.

A DELICIOUS and easy-to

prepare midnight buffet that is

guaranteed to give a hearty
welcome to the New Year. The

savories and crisp celery curls

provide piquant appetisers for
hot summer nights.

<T7
# HIS tempting supper

J provides the minimum
*-S amount of trouble for

the hostess, but the guests
will be enchanted with the

delectable array of dishes.

MIDNIGHT FRUIT PUNCH

Two cups water, 2 cups orange
juice, 1 cup pineapple juice, l-3rd

cup lemon juice, 1 teaspoon grated
lemon rind, 4 cloves, 1 sprig mint,

i-inch stick cinnamon, 1 blade

mace, i teaspoon allspice, i cup
sugar, 1 tablespoon honey, li quarts

ginger ale.

Combine the fruit juices, lemon

rind, water, spices, mint, sugar, and

honey, and stand several hours.

Strain onto cracked ice and add the

ginger ale. Serve at once. This is

sufficient for about 24 small glasses.

FRUIT MINCE PIES

Pastry: Ten ounces plain flour, i

teaspoon baking powder, 6oz. butter,

lax. sugar, J teaspoon lemon rind,

2 egg-yolks.

Fruit Mince: Half a pound raisins,
llb. currants, llb. minced dried

apricots. 2oz. stoned chopped prunes,

1 large grated apple, 1 teaspoon

orange rind, i teaspoon lemon rind,

loz. minced peel, \ teaspoon mixed

spices, 4DZ. brown sugar, 6oz. grated
suet, brandy.

Prepare the fruit mince by com-

bining the ingredients and moisten-

ing with brandy; this is best bottled

and kept for at least one week be-

fore using.

Cream the butter, sugar, and

lemon rind; stir in the egg-yolks

and then the sifted flour and bak-

ing powder. Roll thinly and cut

Into small rounds, one half slightly

larger. Line patty tins with the

larger rounds. Moisten edges. Fill

with mince and cover with the

smaller rounds. Brush with beaten

egg-white or sugar and water and

cook in a moderate oven (375 deg.
P.) for about 20 minutes. Serve hot

with cream or cold garnished with

holly sprigs and sifted lightly with

icing sugar.

SAVORY PUFFS

Puffs: Four ounces flour, Zoz.

butter, i pint water, 3 eggs.

Suggested Savory Fillings:
Creamed crab with lemon ; creamed

brains and walnut; creamed oysters;

chopped hard-boiled eggs; minced

bacon and parsley in mayonnaise;
prawns In tomato puree with just
a hint of eschalot.

For the puff mixture boil the

water and butter and stir in the

sifted flour. Beat until smooth and

cook slowly, stirring until the mix-

ture leaves the sides of the sauce-

pan; ecol and gradually beat in the

stiffly-beaten eggs. Place in very
small spoonfuls (i teaspoon makes

a fair-sized puff) on a greased tray.
Cook in a hot oven (450 deg. F.) for

10 minutes; reduce heat to moderate

(350 deg. F.) and cook a further

20 to 30 minutes. When cold, split
and fill.

SUPPER SALAD SNACKS

Short pastry patty cases or crisp
browned bread cases are easy and

suitable containers or cassolettes for

buffet salad snacks. The bread cases

are made by pressing rounds of thin,
fresh bread into patty cases, glazing

with cheese and melted butter and

browning in the oven.

Suggested salad combinations for

this individual service:

Diced bananas, capers and salted

peanuts in mayonnaise.
Flaked cooked fish and celery, a

little pineapple, topped with mayon-

naise.

Diced beetroot, chopped celery

and eschalot, topped with mayon-

naise.

Green peas, grated carrot and

grated radish, topped with mayon-

naise.

Finely shredded raw cabbage
tossed in french dressing and served

in layers with finely minced tongue

or chicken.

Prawns moistened with lemon

juice in a bed of finely shredded

lettuce.

Chopped cucumber and capers
mixed with salmon, topped with

mayonnaise and grated, egg-yolk.

SUced eggs, eschalot, parsley and

sliced olives in salad cream.

Garnish the dish of these cassol-

ette salads with crisp lettuce, celery
curls or cress and radish roses.

SAVORY PLATTER

Half pound thinly-sliced Devon

sausage, li cups vegetable salad

(potato, grated radish, eschalot,

chopped celery), colored toothpicks,
small salted biscuits, cheese, pine-

apple, and pearl onions, parsley,

mayonnaise.
Remove the skin from the sausage.

Combine the salad vegetables and

moisten with mayonnaise. Place a

spoonful of salad on each slice of

sausage, roll into corners, and

skewer with colored picks. Arrange

on platter with salted biscuits.

Skewer with cheese and pineapple
and onions.

SHORTBREAD

Eight ounces plain flour. 2oz. rice

flour, i teaspoon baking powder,

pinch salt, 7oz. butter, 3oz. castor

sugar, I teaspoon lemon juice.

Cream the butter and sugar; beat

in the lemon juice and gradually

work in the sifted flours, baking pow-

der and salt. Press evenly into an

8-inch sandwich tin, pinch a frill

around the edge and mark into 8

or more sections. Bake in a mod-

erate oven (375 deg. P.) for about

30 minutes. When cold decorate

with tartan bow and heather sprigs.

^^^^^^^^

CHERRYRIPE Jg}
- the cocoanut assures good munching ^QJJJJJJ^

"MAKES YOifR MOUTH WATER!"
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Do you want to gain weight?
IHE current craze for

streamlined figures has made the problem of

the too-thin girl an almost forgotten one. How-

ever, there is no -more depressing sight than

the frankly "skinny" lass in bathing togs.

By JANETTE

^ LOVELY SIGRID GU RIE (left) combats thinness by relax

ing completely for a few minutes whenever she can. When

going out in the evening she always takes a half-hour

nap straight after dinner.

JF you will remember

back to your childhood

days and take a sug-

gestion from them it will be

about the biggest help towards

gaining weight. Your parents
made sure that you went to

bed early enough to get ten

hours' sleep. They made you
eat what was good for you, and

have your meals at regular
times. You spent a good deal

of time playing outdoors and

so got plenty of sunshine and

fresh air and exercise. And

you were probably a pretty

healthy youngster.
Most thin people are tense and

nervous and liable to worry over

nothing. So the first thing you
have to do is to learn to relax and

take life easy.

You must have at least nine hours'

sleep every night, and three nights
a week you should be in bed be-

fore nine o'clock.

Stimulate your appetite by taking

a little exercise in the fresh air

before meals, and a few deep
breathing exercises before breakfast

will hasten the fattening ^^«^1

process ii you can work them in.

Swimming is a grand developer,
and works miracles for your chest

and hips.

Whenever possible, lie down half

an hour after luncheon, and try
to get half an hour's nap before and

after dinner. That nap before din-

ner will relax your nervous stomach.

Twice a day have a large glass of

orange juice with a raw egg and

a teaspoonful of honey beaten well

into it. You will find it a delicious

drink and it is a marvellous build-

ing up cocktail.

Last week we gave you a skin

diet devised by Madame Sylvia, the

famous Hollywood dietitian, and

now we are printing Sylvia's special
menu for the thin person.

BREAKFAST : Big glass of orange

juice or grapefruit juice. Alternate

the juices. Twenty minutes later

take

A bowl of ripe, sliced bananas

with cream and a tablespoon of

brown sugar, wholewheat toast with

plenty of butter and jam or honey.
Coffee with cream and sugar.
Two hours later drink a large

glass of tomato juice.

LUNCHEON: Bowl of thick soup
(cream of mushroom, tomato or

celery) or iced consomme, green
salad with mayonnaise, spaghetti
«with butter allowed to melt after

food is off fire)
;

rice or bread pud-
ding or cup custard, fresh fruit,

pint of milk.

In the middle of the afternoon

take a big glass of half milk and

half cream.

DINNER: Fresh fruit cocktail:

bowl of soup (hot or iced), any sort

of grilled or roasted meat, except
pork. Eat meat juices but first

skim off the fat; it's hard to digest.

Two vegetables (with butter al-

lowed to melt after food is off the

fire), large serve of cup custard

or ice cream, glass of milk. Eat all

the fresh fruit you like during the

day.

If you are trying to gain weight,

the main things to remember are

to eat the right food, have your

meals at regular times and relax

whenever possible. The feminine

curves that you yearn for will be

a just reward for slowing down the

scheme of living for a while.

BBSS*. ,^^^iHeM«BHMHHWlS^',raB!!!!W

PICNIC meals eaten out in the fresh air and consisting mainly of
salads and fruit are an ideal way to stimulate the appetite. Warners'

starlets Marguerite Chapman and Georgia Carroll are ready for a

hearty lunch.

OBLEY

ON ANV KNIimA*

CAYS EtM

TO WEAR

IR-O-KLEER

HOSIERY

Kayserstockingsgive longest possible

war-time wear. Choose colours to

harmonise with your frocking, in-

cluding Victory-harmonious neutral

beige, Han»zr-a delicate rose beige,

subtly toned with mauve. Loyalty
a versatile golden beige. Shadow

sophisticated greyish beige.

a Uric DriANU iv crujan

KAYS ER imHOUT A
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NEW RECIPES
from our readers

. This week the first prize in our interest-

ing best recipe competition goes to a

South Australian reader for her recipe for

blackberry mincemeat. Try these

piquant recipes each week and the family
will take a new interest in mealtime.

i

HY not enter your
favorite recipe ii#
this weekly com-

petition? It may win a cash

prize for you.
All you have to do is write

out the recipe clearly, attach name

and address, and send to this office.

Each week a prize of £1 is awarded
for the best entry received, and
consolation prizes of 2/6 to every
other recipe published.

BLACKBERRY MINCEMEAT

Put 21b. blackberries into a sauce-

pan with juice of 2 lemons and 1

cup water. Simmer until tender,
then press through a sieve.

Peel, core, and cut up 2 large
cooking apples and add the grated
rind of 1 lemon, 4oz. stoned raisins,
2oz. currants, 2oz. sultanas, 2oz.
candied peel, and 2oz. blanched

chopped almonds. Add llb. brown

sugar, i teaspoon ground ginger,
i teaspoon ground cloves, and a

generous pinch cinnamon.

Chop all together or put through
the mincer. Add blackberry pulp,
iib. minced suet, and 1 gill brandy.
Put into jars and tie down.

First Prize of £1 to Mrs. G.

Trenouth, 93a Lower North Rd.,
Prospect, S.A.

CHERRY COBBLER

Two cups cherries (pitted), 2 tea-

spoons flour, 2-3rd cup sugar, 1

tablespoon water, l-8th teaspoon

salt.

For Dough: One cup flour, 1 tea-

spoon baking powder, 4 teaspoon
salt, 1 tablespoon sugar, 2 table-

spoons shortening, 6 tablespoons
milk.

Mix cherries, sugar, flour, and
salt. Allow to stand for 5 minutes.
Add water. Pour mixture into a

baking dish 7iins. in diameter and
3 inches deep.

To make crust mix flour, baking
powder, salt, and sugar. Cut in

shortening with a knife. Add milk,

mixing until a soft dough in formed,

shape it with hands to fit over

cherries and make slits in dough
to permit steam to escape. Place
In a moderate oven and bake for

30 minutes. Serve with whipped
cream

Consolation Prize of 2/6 to Mrs.

F. J. Clarke, 7 Hedgerow Ave.,
Parkes N.S.W.

SHERRIE!) APPLE GATEAU

Two eggs, 2oz. sugar, 3oz. self

raising flour, 1 tablespoon butter,

2 tablespoons boiling milk, 2 or 3

drops almond essence, li cups stewed

apple pulp (well drained and un-

sweetened), 1J tablespoons honey,

2 tablespoons sherry, 1 egg-white, i

pint cream.

Whip eggs and sugar to thick

cream, fold in sifted flour, then boil-

ing milk, melted butter and almond

essence. Pour into a recessed cake

tin and cook in a moderate oven

for 20-25 minutes. When cold fill

recess of cake with combined apple

pulp, nuts, cinnamon, honey, sherry,
j

stiffly-beaten cream. Color remain- i

der of cream palest green and flavor '

with almond essence. Pile on top j
of apples.

*

Consolation Prize of 2/6 to Miss

Olive Kopp, Degilbo, Gayndah Line,

QM.

HOT MEAT SALAD IN BREAD

CASES

Two cups cubed cooked meat, 1

tablespoon butter, 1 small onion, salt,

pepper, 1 tablespoon chopped mint,

1 cup hot new potato, 3 tablespoons

mayonnaise, paprika, bread cases.

Melt butter in saucepan, add

finely-minced onion and cook with-

out browning. Add cubed meat and

steam slowly with lid on until well

heated through. Cut potato into

cubes, toss in a little butter and

mint. Add to meat and keep hot.

Cut thin slices of fresh bread, brush

with melted butter and line small

patty cases.

Place in not oven and cook golden
brown (15 minutes). Pile meat mix-

ture in, top with mayonnaise or

white sauce, dust with paprika and

serve.

Consolation Prize of 2/6 to

M. Walker, 2 Jennings St., Sand-

ringham, Vic.

CALIFORNIA ORANGE ROLLS

Three cups self-raising flour, 2oz.

butter, 1 dessertspoon sugar, i tea-

spoon salt, 1 egg, 2 cups milk, 12

sections orange pulp, extra sugar,

melted butter.

First sift flour, salt and sugar,

then rub in butter with tips of

fingers. Mix with beaten egg and

milk, leaving a little of this mix-

ture for glazing. Roll dough out Jin.

thick, cut into 3in. rounds. Brush

over with melted butter, place an

orange section dipped in sugar on

each round. Fold over to cover

orange. Pinch edges together, then

glaze. Bake in moderate oven for

20 minutes.

Consolation Prize of 2/6 to Mrs.

E. Elbam, 414 Malabar Rd., Marou-

bra Bay, N.S.W.

FISH AND CUCUMBER MOUSSE

(COLD)
One and a half cups cooked Ash,

2 tablespoons gelatine, J cup chopped
cucumber, l-3rd cup cold water, 1

teaspoon onion juice, i cup mayon-

naise, 2 tablespoons chopped olives,

1 cup cream (whipped), salt and

paprika.

Mix fish, cucumber, onion juice,
lemon juice, olives and seasonings.
Soak gelatine in cold water fifteen

minutes, then dissolve over boiling
water. Add gelatine to mayonnaise.
Combine with fish mixture. Chill,
stirring frequently. Fold in whipped
cream. Pour into moistened mould

and chill until set. Remould and

serve with garnish of crisp shredded

lettuce. Decorate with radish roses.

Consolation Prize of 2/6 to

A. P. Neilsen, 26 Laureate St., Pt.

Pirie West, S.A.

FILE

This the fifth letter in Our series-"Peeps Into a Private Letter Pile"

comes from a lady living near Perth, in Western Australia. It

certainly does show that housewives are continually finding new uses

for "JEX " which is already known all over Australia as "THE

HOUSEHOLD CLEANER WITH 101 USES." Because it is com-

posed of layer upon layer of the finest Steel Wool, "JEX" cleans with

hygienic thoroughness, and brightens everything it touches. In each

packet, there is a booklet giving full instructions.

O b t alnabli

. Te rywhert
for a FEW

PENCE Pei

Packet.

PADS IN EVERY PACKET

» UJHEn THH1G5 IQOK BUICK - ui.e ¿fe*.

The Australian Women's Weekly-Notice to Contributors

Manuscripts sud pictures will be

considered. A stamped addressed envelope

should be enclosed if the retnrn of the

manuscript or picture
is desired. Manu-

scripts and pictures will only be received

st sender's risk, and the proprietors of

The Australian Women's Weekly will not
be responsible In the event of loss.

Prizes: Reader? need not claim for prize*

unless they do not receive payment within
one month of date of publication. In

the event of similar contributions the

Editor's decision is final.

WHEN JIM CAME HOME

ON HOLIDAY HIS PARENTS

HAD NO REST

sm

DAD THREATENED ALMOST

EVERY HOUR, TO THRASH

THE LITTLE PEST

HE SPILT THE INK ON

FATHERS HANDS ! DAD

RAVED. BUT JIM KEPT COOL

.

HERE-USE THIS SOLVOL

DAD - ITS GREAT- IT CLEANS

MY HANDS AT SCHOOL '.

*

DON'T GO TROUBLE SHOOTING with grimy
hands!

Get Solvol on the ¡ob. Solvol has something no ordinary

soaps have-a rich lather that penetrates into every crack

and crevice of the skin and simply scoots out the stubborn,

ingrained grimel It's
easy

to have clean, well-groomed
hands with Solvol-whatever

your job.

KITCHEN 1 SONS PTY. LIMITED S.33J*

Miss Precious

Minutes

says :

MISS PRECIOUS MINUTES

SAYS: If you should tear a delicate

lace collar, you can invisibly mend

it by brushing a little nail varnish

over the torn edges and pressing

together. This will hold even when

washed. MGM star Norma

Shearer offsets a beige linen suit

with a chiffon and lace collar.

/COFFEE grounds are a splendid
fertiliser for indoor plants, also

water in which eggs have been boiled

contains lime and is good for water-

ing pot plants.
* * *

n^RY warming paper patty pans

before putting in the cake mix-

ture, and the cakes, when baked, will

be much lighter.

* * *

TF your tea-towels leave fluff on

the china dip the cloth in a solu-

tion of starch water after washing.

* * *

rpo lengthen the life of your new

broom soak it in hot salted

water before using. The salt toughens
the bristles.

* * *

T>EFORE peeling either apples or

tomatoes put them into boiling

water for a few minutes. Then the

skin will come away with ease.

* * ?

tpo stop hiccups-a pinch of

bicarbonate of soda in water or

a small teaspoonful of milk of mag-

nesia in water will quickly give re-

lief.

* * ?

A FEW drops of lemon juice in

water in which eggs are poached
will keep them from separating.

* ? *

T>OBBY PINS which have become

too open for use in the hah

are ideal to keep pleats in posi-

tion when honing.
* * *

TI/rAYBE you have added too much

salt to your soup. Place a raw

potato in with it, as this will absorb

the excess salt.

? * *

rpo remove stains and grease from

parquet flooring, get some lime

powder and add a little to the water.

When it becomes of cloudy appear-

ance, add a few drops of ammonia.

Do not allow to remain on the floor,

but remove quickly with a cloth

wrung out in warm water.
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Sketching
is the hobby
that pays J

Would
YOU uke

to take

a Staff Posi-

tion or open

your own Studio and sell Sketches
to Editors, Publishers, Advertisers,
etc ? II you !Ute Drawing, whatever
your age, wherever you Uve, whether

O'ou have had little or no previous
Training, STOTTS can train you for
this delightful and Lucrative Profes
sion, in your own home.

Mt's Correspondence Colleg
100 Russell St.. Melb, 147-149 Castle-

reagh St., Sydney; 290 Adelaide St..
Brisbane; 50 Grenfell St., Adelaide; 254
Murray St.. Perth.

Post This Coupon-Cut here.

TO STOTT'S (Nearest Address).
Please send me free and without Obliga-
tion full particulars of your Courses in
COMMERCIAL ART and Sketching.

Address

A.W.W.2441

Hard, burning, achy

CORNS
Lift right out /

\
One drop does it / A ¡

*o» Corns that AO/ I J*, J
hurt, burn, throb ^-<2//^yand ache can be re- Tz/z--«-'

moved swiftly with this new type o

antiseptic treatment. Simply apply
drop of Frozol-Ice, and its specia
anaesthetic action will stop pain in
seconds. Then corn or callus start
to wither up, work loose, and you cai

pick it right out with your finger-tip;
Frozol-Ice is the new, safe, instant
drying remover that does not hui
healthy tissues. Chemists and store
nvprmDhprp <ïf*U FYo».nl-If!P***

WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE

Without Calomel - And You'll Jump oat of

Bed in the Morning Full of Vim.

The liver should pour out two pounds of
liquid bile into your bowels daily. If this bile
is not flowing f reely, your fowl doesn't digest.
It just decays in the bowels. Wind bloats up
your stomach. You get constipated. Your
whole Hy st em is poisoned and you feel sour,

tired and weary and the world looks blue.
Laxatives are only makeshifts. A mere

bowel movement doesn't KCt at tho cause. It
takes those good old Carter's Lit t le Li vcrl'ilia

to fret those two pounds of bile flowing freely
and make you feel "up and up." Harmless,
gentle,yetamazing in making bile fiowfreely.

Ask for CAKTEK'H Little Liver Pills by
name. Stubbornly refuse anything else 1/3 J

lt isn't cooking that makes

the saucepans look old....

_IT'S HARSH CLEANING!
Don't spoil the look of your saucepans by
harsh cleaning methods. Every scratch

holds dirt, and possibly germs, and makes

cleaning harder in the future. Vim gives

smooth cleaning because .

^
.

Vim grains are soap-

*

? /

coated. They loosen dirt (^X^-i^^f
so that you can wipe it

. all away with one swift,

light rub. Vim keeps 0

your kitchenware bright ?

and shining!

VIM REMOVESTHE DIRT

..BUT SAVESTHE SURFACE!

The Josephine Legend
Ax the same

moment the torch dropped from

Nancy's hand and darkness fell.

Blasted squirmed free. There was

a crash on the narrow staircase of
the Monk's Corridor as he fell down
it. It was enough to shake the

dining-room behind the panels and

bring down the ornaments from

Aunt Emma's Christmas tree, if, by
any wild stretch of imagination, she
had set up such a thing.

"No, you don't!" snapped Nancy.
For an unseen hand made a vicious

grab for the necklace Tim had given
her. It snapped, and the paste frag-
ments tinkled to the floor. Hot

with anger, she smacked hard at a

dimly-seen face, and a smack came

back on her own that made her ears

ring. It came with an audible snort
of rage.

"All right, if you want to fight!"
said Nancy, with a little snarl.

But the challenge was not

accepted. With a scurry of feet,
the unseen person vanished.

Nancy leaned against the wall,

nibbing her cheek.

"Who was that?" she demanded.

"The Mad Monk, I suppose,"
answered Tim. thoughtfully.

"It's a mad evening, isn't it? That

lovely necklet's ruined."

With a grin. Tim solemnly pro-
duced a morocco case which he had
rifled from the pocket of Bras ted
as they struggled. He took out the

glittering string of stones it held,
and placed them round Nancy's neck.

"About thirty thousand quids'
worth, darling," he said "So take
care of them."

Miss Emma Shanks heard the first

creak of the panel in the wail of

the dining-room as she sat alone at

the candlelit table, the color of her

lean cheeks high as though from

recent exertion.

Each Christmas Eve Miss Shanks

dined there in solitary gloom, and
each Christmas Eve she looked

uglier and harder. Now, she lowered

her spoon and gazed, sitting up

straight as a ramrod.

"There's a bit of a step," she said,

acidly, to the girl who emerged.
"Take care of it if you don't want

to come a cropper and make a com-

plete fool of yourself. I nearly
did, once."

Nancy drew a deep breath. She

looked at the gaunt face, and then

at the lighted Christmas tree in the

corner, and the red holly berries on

the black panels. There was a great
bunch of mistletoe hanging from

the centre of the ceiling. And a

bleak old woman sitting alone among
it all.

"When was that?" asked Nancy.

Continued from page 7

It seemed to her that something
instantly clicked into place between

her and Aunt Emma.

"Sit down. PU call the police and

give you in charge for stealing my

necklet, presently . . . you little

fool!" Miss Shanks' lips were, all

at once, a tight line, grey at the

corners.

"I played the same trick one

Christmas Eve, long, long ago. I

wasn't as young as you, but I wasn't

the hag I am now. I meant to be

that year's bride. But the man

died a week before the wedding.
You've done an unlucky thing, to

wear it before you were married."

"Tim won't die," said Nancy

quietly. "And here's the necklet. It

was Tim's idea. I always do what-

ever he tells me."

Miss Shanks glanced sideways at

her, with heavy-lidded eyes. It

was just then that Nancy saw, dis-

tinctly, the mark of a faint new

bruise on Aunt Emma's left cheek-

bone.- It was beginning to blacken

slightly.
"Then," said Aunt Emma, with a

hard, piercing look, "when he gives
you your marching orders, you'll

obey him."

For answer, Nancy's eyes danced

softly. She fingered the Josephine
necklet, which lay unheeded on the

tablecloth, and knew that Miss

Shanks devoured her with the eyes
of a hungry hawk. Nearer, in the

snow outside, the Silver Band was

playing, "Come, All Ye Faithful."

Then, looking up, Nancy saw that

Tim stood there by the table. With

his fair hair and grinning face, he
looked so boyishly splendid that both
she and Aunt Emma caught their

breaths. Fiercely, Miss Shanks

hand closed over his and held it

Then, all at once, she came to hei

feet and listened. A sniff came frort

her.

"That darned Brasted!" she said
suddenly. "He's let the children

get hold of him nowt"

There was all at once a hubbub

of shouting and laughter, the door

opened, and half a dozen children

burst in, hanging on to each side of

a bedraggled Father Christmas.

They were not genteel children, but

Aunt Emma gazed at them with a

wide and affectionate smile spread-
ing across her features.

"Hooligans. See?" she murmured.

"All quartered on me-for the

duration, I suppose. I like the brats.

They see through everything."

"It's Mr. Brasted!" chanted the

brats. "It's Mr. Brasted!"

Miss Shanks roared in a voice

like a sergeant-major's: "Leave him

here and go back to your party and

stay there till we come!"

She watched them troop back

obediently. A sudden blare of cor-

nets and euphoniums sounded in

the grounds outside as the Silver

Band struck up loudly. Brasted

stood with a sickly smile on his face,

looking like a Father Christmas

who had badly damaged himself in

the chimney. His eyes fell miser-

ably to the necklet on the table.

"The game's up, Brasted," said

Miss Shanks. "You'd better pour us

all out a glass of that old port-in-
cluding one for yourself. Though

you don't deserve it. Sit down,

man!"

She took up the necklet and

bundled it into her pocket.

"That bad luck I told you about

doesn't hold," she said, looking at

Nancy. "Because this isn't the real

Josephine necklet. It's the replica."

"It doesn't matter," grinned Tim,

"because she was a bride before she

wore it. We were married ten days

ago. We came to tell you."

"Gosh, you unprincipled young

scoundrels," said Aunt Emma. "Well,

you won't get the real Josephine.
I had the stones all taken out

secretly, and sold separately for the

Red Cross. Nearly fifty thousand

they realised, with the price of dia-

monds what it is. The insurance

company doesn't know."

"Oh!" said Tim.
" 'Oh,' as you remark," said Aunt

i
Emma. "I didn't see why the in

i surance company shouldn't give an

I

other basinful to the Red Cross, even

for a replica. It'd got into my blood,

you see. Father Christmas is a good
disguise for a burglar. I had a tale

all ready about a man I'd hired for

the children's party. Nobody would

ever be able to trace Brasted, I

thought, because he'd be Brasted

again a few minutes after the busi-

ness was done.

"But it didn't come off. I tried

to save the situation. That was a

pretty hefty smack on the cheek you
gave me, Nancy."

Aunt Emma sighed. The Silver

Band was quite deafening. It seemed

to be playing inside the house.

"Go and titivate yourself and get
a new beard, Brasted," she said,

putting an arm each round Tim and

Nancy. "We'd better join the other

children, seeing that it's Christmas

Eve."

(Copyright)

More radia shows for
the woman at home

Old and new artists to be
featured

The year 1941 has been notable for the development
of daytime radio entertainment for the woman at home,
with the trend towards feature programmes of merit.

In 1942 the promise is for bigger and better live artist shows of

a type which formerly would have been featured only at night.

THIS
development is fore-

shadowed tay the an-

nouncement by station 2GB

that January will mark the in

. troduction of two full-hour

programmes featuring many
artists well known in the Aus-

tralian entertainment world.

The first of these pro-
grammes will be "Matinee

Revels," which will commence

on Friday, January 2, and be
broadcast every Friday from

3.15 to 4.15 p.m. It will take

the form of a community sing-

ing concert, with the difference

that community singing will

not be relied upon as the back-

bone of the show.
The artists chosen for the first

broadcast include Phil Smith, of

musical comedy fame, Dora Lind-

say (Scottish comedienne), Peg

Beaver (instrumentalist), Fred

Webber and Grace Saville (singers).
Commencing on January 8 and

broadcast every Thursday at 3.15

pjn. comes "Radio Matinee," an-

other full hour's broadcast. This is

in the nature of a cafe concert, a

feature of which will be the engage-

ment of some of the biggest artists

of yesterday and to-day along with

those who are only beginning to

make their way in the world of

radio and stage.

Thus the first programme will

feature Heather Kinnaird and Ray-
mond Beatty (duettists), Norma Cox

(violinist), Minnie Love and Phil

Smith (musical comedy favorites),

Alfred Willmore (tenor), Dot and

Marge (Instrumentalists), Kathleen

McMahon (whistler), and the Glee

Girls.

The Glee Girls, members of the

staff of a Sydney store, so im-

pressed the management by their

singing that they were given
enthusiastic encouragement, and

when they had reached a suffi-

ciently high standard" were intro-

duced over 2GB. Since then they
have frequently appeared in radio

programmes.

The music for "Radio Matinee"

is under the direction of Ivan Rixon,
while the show is written, produced
and compered by Harry Nott, him-
self well known as a comedian.

followed by pain, dis-

comfort or heartburn
. .

when you can't bear the

thought of food and you act
like a bear with a sore head

. . . blame sour, acid stomach !

But there's no need to sit down
and "take it!"

You can get rid of that pain and
discomfort-how quickly depends on

how soon you take a dose of De Witt's
Antacid Powder ! This quick-action
remedy works wonders with a sour

stomach. Try just one dose and, in a

few minutes, feel the relief as burning
acid is killed and the sour stomach
sweetened. A few moments later you'll
be wanting; to know -what's for dinner ?

Why does De Witt's Antacid Powder

work so quickly? Simply because it

does three things. Firstly, De Witt's
Antacid Powder neutralises excess

acid. Then it soothes and protects
the inflamed stomach lining;-without

in any way interfering with normal

Approval No 17) » I |

digestion. Finally, it helps digest
your food, so that the weakened stomach
has less work to do. Sounds simple,
doesn't it? But only De Witt's Ant-
acid Powder can give this amazing
benefit.

Get the sky-blue canister of De Witt's
Antacid Powder to-day-and do not

worry any more about indigestion, flatu-
lence, heartburn or sour, acid stomach.
Regain the pleasure of eating just what
you like and of enjoying every meal.

End stomach troubles now

and eat what you like.

Gat your sky-blue canister

to-day 1

large sky-blue canisters,

ANTACID POWDER
Unequalled for Indigestion, Acid Stomach, Heartburn, Gastritis
and Flatulence. Prices (including Sales Tax) 2/7±. Giant size, 4/8
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I THE AUSTRALIAN f

! WOMEN'S WEEKLY |

I SESSION from 2GB I

Every day from ¡

4.30 to

5 p.m.

E \T 7EDNESDAY, December 24.-Mr. =

E W Edwards and Goodie Ree»«- =

E Gardening Talk.

Ë THURSDAY, December 25.- =

E Goodie Reeve in Tales from the
-

= Talkies.

=
- FRIDAY December 26.-"Musical |
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DAINTY NIGHTIE
. . . ideal for a trousseau

TJAPER patterns tor this flattering design are obtain- t

able from our Needlework Department in sizes 32in.,

34in., 36in., and 38in. bust. Instructions for cutting and making

are given with each pattern. Requires 4iyds., 36ins. wide.

Pattern 1/10, complete.

Embroidery transfer, price 1/7 extra.

175. This charming
nightgown is de-

signed to flt the

figure as sveltely

as an evening gown,

yet with a pattern
to guide you it is

very simple to

make.

about

DRINKING MILK
y J ATI EN T: Doctor, I

M J have always heard

that milk is very good
J for one, and that

everybody should have a

certain amount each day. In

just what way
is milk bene-

ficial?
DOCTOR: Milk ls more than a

drink. It is a food. Although milk

ls a fluid in the glass, it ls a "solid"

when it reaches the stomach.

If someone were suddenly to an-

nounce the discovery of a synthetic

liquid which was almost a complete
satisfactory meal in itself, there

would be such a nish to buy it that

he would make a fortune. Yet ever

since the world began we have had

a natural liquid which performs this

service. It is milk.

Milk is a valuable food-so valu-

able, in fact, that it is considered

by nutrition, experts as essential for

health-not only of infants and chil-

dren, but also of adolescents and

adults. Yet Australians drink only

one half as much milk as they

should.

This is particularly serious in the

case of children. If children are

to have strong bodies, it is important
that they use the best building

material. We have no food which

contains as many of the elements

necessary for growth and repair as

does mili.

In addition to material for growth

and repair, fuel is needed to keep

the body warm and to supply energy

for muscular activities. Milk con-

tains those substances which pro-
vide good fuel.

FOOD ELEMENTS CONTAINED IN
MILK

Protein is essential for building
and repairing muscle and other tis-

sue. Milk contains 3.5 per cent, of

this valuable class of focd. Pro-

tein is also found in meat, fish, eggs,
cheese, peas, beans and cereals, but

some protein from milk and animal

foods seems to be necessary for good

health and bodily resistance. As

the curd of milk contains most of
the protein, cheese is rich in this

muscle-building fcod. Skimmed
milk and buttermilk are valuable

sources of inexpensive protein even

though all or nearly all the fat has

been removed.

The fat in milk is valuable, sup-

plying heat for warmth and energy
to the body, and carrying with it

vitamins A and D.

About seven-tenths of one per cent,
of milk is mineral matter. One of

the most valuable of these minerals

is calcium or lime. There is more

lime in milk than there is in lime

water. Lime helps to build bone.

If children are to have strong

bones and firm white teeth, they
must have lime and plenty of it.

Milk is not only rich in lime, but is

also perhaps the cheapest food for

supplying lime in the necessary
quantity.

Phosphates, necessary to the tis-

sues of the body, are also found in
milk.

Milk also contains a sugar called
lactose, which makes it sweet. Lac-
tose is easily digested and gives
warmth and energy to the body.

Milk should be Included in the
diet every day-a pint for adults

and a pint and a half to one quart
for growing children.

A PLEA FOR PASTEURISATION

Just the very fact that milk is

such a valuable food makes it a

wonderful breeding ground for all

kinds of bacteria. Milk of uncer-

tain quality may carry dangerous
germs such as those of typhoid,

dysentery, scarlet fever, and septic
sore throat.

Only pasteurised milk in sealed

bottles is safe milk. All other milk

should be boiled before use. Care of

milk in the home is simple but

necessary. Keep it cold, clean,

covered.

Printed and published by Consolidated Press

Limited, 168-174 Castlereagh Street, Sydney. J

PRICKLY
HEAT

It nearly drove me

crazy to see my Hula

girl suffering from

prickly neat. Noth-

ing would relieve the

awful itch, and the
bedclothes seemed to

make it worse . .

Then, one hot night

as I was patting her

to bed a fritnd said
;

'

Why don't you try

Rexona Ointment,

Mary?
"

J bought
some Rexona

and rubbed it lightly
over the aching red

rash. The intense

irritation quickly
eased, and she lost

the desire to scratch.

Now hot summer

weather no longer

troubles my little girl.

Ai the first sign c;

prickly heat, I smear

on Rexona. It gives
wonderful relief.

Rexona soothes and heals
so remarkably because lt

taras a special
combination of

SIX healing
medicaments.

i/7
h. gr

triangular
tin (3 tima*

Ka quantity, 3/2)

Engaging ¡sun frock
... tn crisp white spiced with color

.J^HIS
simple yet very fetching

design is now available from

our Needlework Department, traced

ready to embroider and stitch up
on the best quality slub linen,

white waffle cloth or cool white silk

pique. All of these materials launder

perfectly and wear like iron. The

design is a simple one, especially
made for play, and a brilliant and

colorful note is added by the vivid

embroidery on the waistline and

shoulder-straps.
It is made in four sizes, 32in., 34in.,

36in., and 38in., and prices are as

follows:

32in. and 34m. busts, 10/11, plus
9d. postage.

36in. and 381n.

busts, 11/9, plus 9d.

postage.

A paper pattern of

the design may be

obtained for 1/7.

Transfer 1/6 extra.

Cottons to work 3d.

per skein.

159. A trimly-tailored little play
style pepped up xnith vivid em-

broidery.

IFor

young wives

and mothers

TRTJBY KING SYSTEM

Training for self-reliance

TT is mast important for a child

to learn habits of self-help early

in life. »
As adults, we know the value

and the need for self-help and in-

dependence in every-day life.

Any individual who has from

his earliest years been able in a

measure to be self-reliant stands a

better chance of making a happier
adjustment to his fellow-beings

both in childhood and in adult life

than one who has never had any

practice in being independent.
When a child first shows Interest

and a desire to help himself, he

should at once be encouraged to

do so.

A leaflet dealing with this sub-

ject has been prepared by The

Australian Women's Weekly
Mothercraft Service Bureau, and a

copy will be forwarded free, if a

request with an enclosed stamped
addressed envelope ls forwarded to

The Australian Women's Weekly,
Box 4098WW, G.P.O., Sydney.

Please endorse your envelope
"Mothercraft."

j

SEND TO THIS ADDRESS: j

! Adelaide: Box 388A, G.P.O. Bris- >

'

ban«: Box 409F, G.P.O. Melbourne: ¡

. Box IMC, G.P.O.
. Newcastle. Box

;

! 41, G.P.O. Perth: Box 491G, G.P.O. ?

'

Sydney: Box 4088W. G.P.O. If call- ¡

! ing, 170 Castlereagh St. Tasmania:
;

!
Write to The Australian Women's ,

> Weekly. Box 185C. G.P.O.. Melbourne. ;

! New Zealand: Write to Sydney office, i

This Brassiere weighs 1

ounce, no more than *

pair of sun-glasses.

Let's be frank. The only people who

put on more clothes to keep cool are

dcscrt-dwellers like thc Arabs-they wear

voluminous camel-hair cloaks to keep

out the sun's rays.

But in your case, Madame, the less you

wear thc cooler you will be. Every stitch

you put on your back makes you so much

hotter. That does NOT mean you should

let your figure go. You've
got yourself

into fashion-shape over the winter months

and you mustn't undo the good work now.

Thc fortunate fact is, you don't need

to. A Berlci, weighing a mere few ounces,

will work wonders in keeping you cool and

corrected. They're so light and airy

you're hardly conscious they're on. They
rinse in a jiffy and dry in next to no time.

This Step-in weighs 4\

ounces, less than s

shady beach bat.

This Controleite weight

6\ ounces, less than »

pair of shoes.

They tell your figure-story
at a glance. Best to have the subtle control

of a Berlci to give you confidence in your

line-~-even when you wear the flimsiest voile

or silk.

Your favourite store has newest light-

weight Berlei brassieres, step-ins, wrap-ons

and controlcttcs-designed to fit your figure

type.

WEAR A TRUE - TO - TYPE

THE FOUNDATION OF BEAUTY
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New Under-arm

Cream Deodorant
safely

Stops Perspiration

X. Does not rot dresses-doe*
not irritate skin.

2. No waiting to dry. Can be used

right after shaving.

S« Instantly stops perspiration for

1 to 3 days. Removes odor
from perspiration.

4» A pute white, greaseless, stain-

less vanishing cream.

5« Laboratory tests prov*
ARRID is entirely harm-

less to any fabrics:

18 MILLION |ars of Arrid
have bean sold. Try a Jar todayl

ARRID
Also in «d. Jara.

Hi Chemists and stores selling toilet gooda

Distributors: Fassett & Johnson Ltd., Sydney

STILL ON TOP
at 45,55,65
You can still lead younger men, or

shine in a roomful of younger
women if your brain, heart and
nerves stay youthful and vigorous.
This is just what WINCARNIS will
do for you. WINCARNIS is a

wonderful natural tonic, a rich

blend of choice wine with two

kinds of health-giving vitamins.
Over 25,000 recommendations from
medical men prove how WIN-
CARNIS wards off premature old
age, brings back youthful sparkle
and snap. You'll feel better,
brighter in mind and body with the
first glass of WINCARNIS, the "No

Waiting Tonic." Start a bottle

to-day. Your chemist has WIN-
CARNIS.

Pimples Go
Cause Killed in 3 Days

The very flrst application of Nixoderm begins

to clear away pimples like magic. Use Nixo-
derm to-night and you will soon see your'skin

becoming soft, smooth and clear. Nfxoderm is
a new discovery that kills germs and parasites
on the skin that cause Pimples, Bolls, Red

Blotches, Eczema, Ringworm, and Eruptions.
You can't get rid of your skin troubles until

you remove the germs that hide in the tiny
pores of your skin. Get Nixoderm from your

chemist or store to-day under the positive

guarantee that Nixoderm will banish pimples
and clear your skin soft and smooth or money

back on return of empty package.

Nixoderm NOW2/1
For Skin Sores, Pimples and Itch.

RJNS05 TH/CMR, MC ff ER SOPS

MAM me WASH /I PtCWtt.'

NO DOUBT ABOUT

THAT, /ri/STER.. WHITES

WASHED IN R/A/SO /IRE

SHADES L/GHTER /

AND R/A/SO

COLOUREDS

AS PA/NT -

¿//CE NEW

GRAND TOR

WASH/NG-UP TOO
-

R/A/SO SUDS SH/FT

GREASE /N A JIFFY

¡PL

RINSO IN 2 SIZES
Buy the Giant packet

and save money

PRODUCT Z.22.0I

Good mixers in

the floral world
. When the gardener sets out shrubs,

perennials and biennials, he or she rarely
bothers to inquire whether they are good
mixers or not, with the result that most

of those grown clash violently.

-Says OUR HOME GARDENER.

/J /)A OST roses, however,

1/1/ /are good mixers,

V1/1whether they are
* "

[ reds, pinks, yellows,
or bicolors, while white roses

mix with anything or any
color.

But pink and salmon roses, good
self-yellows, and types like Talis-
man go well together, or will mix

softly with gerberas and with sun-

set-shaded snapdragons.
One of the advantages of these

flowers is that, if seasonably planted,
they will all flower at the one time.
Therefore these good mixers should
be set out in every garden where
cut flowers are desired.

Although the season for planting
roses is long past, nurserymen
usually keep supplies of pot-raised
varieties on hand for those garden-

ing laggards who never think of
roses until they see them in flower
in someone else's garden.

Given reasonable care these pot-
ted plants will, when transferred
to the garden, become rapidly estab-
lished and flower again next autumn
if well watered. Some of the best
bicolored roses are Talisman, Con-
desa De Sastago (bright yellow out-
side and ripen rpri insiripi Khnr. Silt

(a particularly lovely rose), and
Souv. De Georges Pernet.

These roses mix well with snap-
dragons, gerberas, and many other
spring and summer flowers.

Gerberas have become very popu-
lar everywhere in the warmer parts
of Australia in recent years, their
soft pastel colors, long stems, and

long life when cut endearing them
to every woman's heart.

They grow well in good medium

loam, like well - drained quarters,

and revel in a sunny, warm position.

The crowns should not be covered

v "len planting, but otherwise the

gerbera is not fastidious. The soil,

however, must be deep, for the roots

are very long.
One of the best introductions in

recent years in the gerbera family
is the double Backhousii hybrids.
These flowers have centres some-

thing like a double cosmos, and

are now obtainable in a wide variety

of shades. The blooms, as in the

single section, are borne on long,

strong stems, but the flowers last

much longer.

Carnations are also good mixers,

and having long stems should be

grown generously in the home gar-
den. The lovely pinks, reds, scar-

lets, maroons, yellows, salmons, and

picotee-edged-and-stained varieties

provide a lovely contrast, and being
fragrant are always keenly sought by
the home decorator.

They are very easy to grow pro-
vided the beds are raised above the

common level of the garden and the

drainage is good.

Bad drainage and consequent root
or collar rot is the cause of more

failures with carnations than any

thing else. The crowns should be

raised slightly out of the ground
when planting, for the carnation,
like the gerbera, does not like being

buried alive.

Another plant that always does

well, flowers for months of the year
if carefully attended and well

watered, is the perennial phlox. The

colors are mostly pinks, reds, whites,

and scarlets, but some of them are

bicolored, having white or red eyes,
with a contrasting color on the

outer edge of the petals.

Blue flowers are often very scarce,
but this shortage can always be

made up by growing plenty of tall

or dwarf delphiniums, blue shasta

daisies, the lovely West Australian

didiscus, and Baby Blue Eyes (cera

tostigma willmottiae).

Baby Blue Eyes is a dwarf shrub

that grows very quickly in warm

districts. The flowers are small but

borne in clusters on the tops of

stiff stems, like a perennial phlox.
The color is a deep sky-blue.

It grows well in any good soil,

preferably light to medium loam,

needs cutting back after flowering,
and blooms for several months of

the year in summer and autumn.

Gypsophila oldhamiana is the

name of a new plant that has sprung
into popularity this season. It is a

perennial bearing panicles of fine

flowers in myriads, resembling fine

old lace. The color is soft mauve

or lavender, but changes to silver

in old age.
*

The flowers last a long time, and

being borne on wiry stems are ideal

for cutting. This is a color that

mixes well with yellow caUiopsis,

perennial sunflowers, golden celosia,

or sunset giant marigolds, all of

which should be grown nearby as

they usually flower together.

Last but not least let me again
recommend that lovely new shasta

daisy, Esther Read. The blooms are

true doubles, last a long time, and

being borne on long, strong stems

are ideal for cutting. Half a dozen

plants set out now will be four or

five times as big this time next year,
and the plants flower the same

year.
White flowers are one of the solid

sustainers of the garden, and one

can never have too many of them

by the time the dahlias, tall-stemmed

asters, and petunias come into

flower.

THE BEAUTIFUL rose team»

with practically any flower.

Whether in soft and delicate pas-

tels or deep, rich hues it bringa

welcome color to the garden.

j

FOR A BRILLIANT mass of
> color, phlox are hard to beat, and

I if carefully attended they give a

marvellous display. {Left.)

The answer is - I

1 1-Alexandra Helen Elizabeth |

I Olga Christabel.

I 2-Marley.

¡
3-Smoked leg of mutton. ¡

I 4-Fruit. I

I 5-North-west.

¡ 6-All of them.

I 7-Cards.

jj 8-Mr. Lazzarini.

I 9-Eight.
I 10-A citadel.

§ Questions on page 14
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Simple modern decor
j

IHIS airy flat, with its

glorious view of the harbor and its sunny

rooms, is furnished in a strictly modern

style, yet with the modernity subservient

in all cases to comfort, and the color

scheme is harmonious and delicate.

By OUR HOME DECORATOR

A COCKTAIL CABINET stands at

one end of the double lounge+room,
with a French print of a cafe scene

in pre-war Montmartre hanging
directly above. A small round mirror

topped table of sycamore stands in the

centre of the room.

CURTAINS of cream frilled mar-

quisette drape the window, and heavy
taffeta in pink and pale blue hangs

at each side of the double corner win-

dows. Strategically placed for the

light are the sycamore dressing-table
and stool.' A large circular mirror

and attractive glass shelves contribute

to the charm of this bedroom. ( Below.)

MUCH IS MADE of the small bal-

cony with its columns and arches

Besides the neat wrought-iron hhain
with their green cushions, there is a

huge cane lounge with striped green

and-white cushions. The tall stand

holding the birdcage is of matching
cane, and adds a further tropical note

to this attractive spot.

THE LARGE LOUNGE-ROOM opens
on to the balcony. Three enormous

lamps with large white shades do

away with direct lighting. The maroon

carpet offsets the outsize cream

leather chairs and settee. Small glass

topped wrought-iron occasional tables

are an unusual feature. (Left.)

ASTRIKING
feature of this

flat is the huge double

lounge, with cocktail bar at

one end. A large cocktail

cabinet of matching sycamore
contains a suite of modern

striped glass against stream-

lined mirrored cabinet walls.

Against the other wall stands a

table desk on a glass-topped cup-

board. A large, comfortable settee

is upholstered in pine-green velvet,

and beside it stands a small mirror

topped circular table, with Stafford-

shire china flowers placed in the

centre.

Throughout the double lounge
room, the hall, and the dining-room

.a deep maroon wall-to-wall floor

covering has been chosen. Against

this the sea-green and cream pat-

terned curtains tone beautifully.

In the bedroom the same floor

treatment is used, but the carpet
here is deepest blue, against which

the pink-and-blue taffeta drapes on

the Empire bed and the matching
curtains are shown to advantage.
The furniture ls ultra-modern, com-

prising two enormous sycamore

wardrobes, an ultra-modern dress-

ing-table, and two small bedside

tables.

In the dining-room six comfort-

able armchairs surround an oblong

sycamore table. A small modern

sideboard, glass topped for utility,

stands against one wall, and a

modern glass cabinet with glass

shelves and a sumptuous satin lin-

ing at the back of the shelves makes

an ideal setting for modern glasses.

Flowers fill the rooms, and are

arranged in cream vases to match

the cream wood. A noteworthy
feature, too, are the wall vases which

fill up any blank wall space. These

are only small, yet a few blooms in

each of these will transform what

was otherwise a dead spot in the

room.

Throughout the flat use has been

made of only one wood-sycamore
and this, allied to the one color

scheme throughout, gives a unified

design to the whole home.

Very often streamlined furnish-

ing is apt to make a home a little

cheerless, because the furnishings,

although comfortable, have a rather

austere and chilling appearance.

But in this flat, which is as modern

as to-morrow, richness is imparted
by the warm toning of the colors,

the size of the chairs and settees,

and the lavish use of flowers.

WELCOME TO OUR

LITTLE NEST HI6H

UP w TME

MOUNTAINS I /
STANLEY; PUT

THOSE KELLOGG S CORN

FLAKES WOÍON THE

TABLE'TOOK FATHER ANO

I ARE «SONT» FOR A LCN6

HKE. .AND WEIL NEED

THAT ENERGY!

LOOK. HUBERT

WE COULDN'T HME
PICKED A DETTER
PLACE

-

THEY
SERVE KELLOWS

CORN RAKES
FOR.

BREAKFAST

THEY ALWAYS Ger UP PK OM THE TABLE

HAPPY WHEN YOU GIVE THEM KELLOGG'S

CORM FLAKES ? NOTHING CAN COMB NEAR THOSE

BiC GOLDEN FLAKES FOR FLAVOUR ANO CRISPNESS J.

li there's one breakfast that please*
everyone-it's a heaping bowl of

Kellogg's Corn Flakes. This ener-

gising breakfast treat ia packed
full of flavour. Rich, tantalising,
utterly irresistible flavour. And

talk about crisp! Kellogg's Corn
Flakes come rustling out of that
wax-tit* innerseal wrapper, as crisp
as if you'd taken them straight

out of your own oven. Get a

packet from your grocer to-dayl
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SCOTCH

SHORTBREAD
An original Scotch recipe in a

rich butter shortbread biscuit.

Grooved to break easily into

conveniently sized fingers . . .

.vT

THERE ls No SUBSTITUTE

FOR QUALITY

0F

MONTE CARLO
Often voted the most popular

biscuit of all, and certainly

one of the richest biscuits ever

created by Arnott's chefs. . .

ORANGE SLICE
Concentrated into the

cream filling of an

Orange Slice is one of

the truest flavours ever

derived from golden

ripe oranges.

William Arnott Pty. Ltd., Homebusl

Qmottls
FAMOUS

Don't Delay-Help the Red Cross To-day Í BISCUITS
ALWAYS ASK YOUR GROCER FOR ARNOTTS - THEY ARE BETTER THAN EVER!


