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A LOVELY new
shade of powder—
a rich, warm, subtly
different shade—is now

TIP fom
all the rage in Paris
for brunettes. Brought

straightoverfrom Paris

by a famous French Beauty Specialist
and blended by her specially for Tokalon—
you can obtain it here only in the new
BRUNETTE shade of Poudre Tokalon.
Gives a ravishing ricker loveliness to all
brunettes for both day and evening wear.

Forblondes—aradiant’ peach-bioom’effect
is the Paris vogue—obtainable in New
Zealand only in the new Tokalon PEACH
shade. And there are ten other exciting
shades of Poudre Tokalon direct from
Paris. Each one has more life and radiance
because the powder 1tself is blended with
““Mousse of Cream.” This makes even
sa]low dull complexions glow with new
and natural colour. Ask your chemist to
show you the whole range of thrilling and
flattering shades of Poudre Tokalon. See
the actual shade before you buy through”
the window in the bottom of the box—a
Tokalon patented device. Obtainable at
&1l Chemists and Stores.
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" In Which We Become
Quite Irresponsible
week came a letter. It was

AST 8
' banded over, as is usual in such

P - matters, to the roomful of secre-
taries they let me have hanging

about here. (Fan mail, you know.) The

idea was that a reply should be sent.

We send thousands out daily, each of
i us, from our different luxuriously fur-
i nished rooms. I can't think what New
{ Zealand would do without us. What
1 worried sweetheart is there who has not
: gotten comfort from Ann Slade? How
often has our Puzzle Editor brought new
| interest into drab lives? Quite surrounded
' by whole-plate glossies of movie lovelies,
.and his w.p.b. overflowing with cast-off
i superlatives, our Film Editor writes
i furiously all day telling *Curious,”
. *“Fan,” and *“ Picturegoer ” how Richard
Arlen once grew buttercups and how
Clark Gable keeps goldfish.

Talk about service! If we don't know
the answer we make it up.

I, personally, was mnearly distracted
only last week about how to tan my new
trawling-net. And bless me if Aunt Daisy
didn’t come out with the answer in the
next issue!

And Programmes, of Course

Of course, we also have rooms and
rooms and rooms full of people working
on the purely radio part of the maga-
zine. People write in and ask why the
Broadcasting Services are all up the
shoot, and, of course, it's our job to tell
them. We know all the answers.

And recipes! And knitting!

And, incidentally, we publish the pro-
grammes. I used to know a man who
used to say it was nice to have a baro-
meter about the place—it was useful for
telling you what sort of weather you'd
been having. It's the same with the
programmes. People simply couldn’t do
without them,

Well, as I was saying, you should tell
him to marry you as quick as he can, for
True Love Will Always Find a Way.
And if he doesn't, go after him!

But that seems to have got into the
wrong department.

From One to t'Other

The point was, and is, that none of
my fan mail secretaries quite knew what
to do about this particular letter I'm
trying to write about.

‘Miss Smith referred it to Miss Jones,
who was doing her hair at the time and

‘|had to pass it on to Miss Brown, who
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simply couldn't see: what it was all
about, so we sent a memorandum to
Head Office, who referred it to Con-
tinuity, who gathered up the whole file
(now quite large) and referred it back,
and Miss Glumly, who knows about
these things and really is a treasure,
sent it to the Crown Law Office, and it’s
still there, and I'll have to do something
about it myself after all.

A close examination of my copy (the
original has been lost somewhere in
transit and we are at the moment con-
ducting a correspondence with the Chief
Messenger on this subject — he's going
to get what-ho because he didn’t get in
first and say that someone else did it)
as I was saying, a close examination
shows that the trouble seems to be that
the address was omitted, no name given,
and the postmark lost when the office

asked something about something, and
she wrote a sweet note about A.D, (for
Ask Daisy), the C in B.C. being &
typist's error.

And my good friend Ann, when she
gets a letter about J (for jilting) knows
to reply under P.G. (for pig, or poor
girl). If anything, my system is best of
all. When someone writes under V.G,
(very good), I reply under Y (for yes),
and when someone writes under B.S.
(for not very good), I reply under C
(for cad).

This Letter of Ours

Now this letter came under B.S. (bad
sir!), and all the confusion described
above rather put me off my stroke in
the card-index. To cut it short, to answer
a complaint that Roundabout had been
too gloomy, I found myself in Bolton
Street (for B.S.), where C could only
stand for cemetery.

So all I can properly say to “ Star
Boarder ” in answer to his (her) per-
fectly thrilling anonymous letter, is that
I remain his (hers) for more and better
gloom,

T hid
with the hope that he (she) will remain
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“How to Deal With Anonymous Letters” js the subject of this week's
Roundabout, (With apologies, in advance, to the Farmers’ Union)

boy tore the cover to get the stamps for
his collection,

We Have Our Systems

What with this, and that, it's all been
rather difficult; but in Wellington, as
everyone knows, we have systems for
dealing with this sort of thing, All
you do is to apply the system. And if
you haven't a system that applies you
establish a precedent, which automatic-
ally establishes a system, which auto-
matically disposes of all problems after-
wards appearing under that heading.

For example, Aunt Daisy has a table
printed. Under S (for stains) she has
L.J. (for lemon juice), and under C
(for cake) she has B.C. (for baking
powder) — which once led to a rather
amusing contretemps when someone

as he (she) says he (she) is now, “An
Ardent Listener Fan.”

P.S. (for properly sunk): The letter
is reproduced on this page in the hope
that someone will recognise the hand-
writing and tell me who it was that
sent it to me on a postcard with the
caption: “I Can't Gild the Lily, But
I've had a Jolly Good Try.”

PP.S. (for Pride of the Public Ser~
vice): My try:—

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,
To throw a perfume on the violet,
To smooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with tapere
light
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven
to garnish
Iz wasteful and ridiculous excess,
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