WITHERED BUT
"Q" Wrote

Sir Arthur Quiller-Couch died a
few days ago at the age of 80. How
long before his death he ceased to
write we do not yet know, but should
not be surprised to learn that he did
not cease at all. On his 80th birth-
day (November 21 last year), “Pic-
ture Post” took a series of photo-
graphs of him, two of which we re-
produce here, together with a pas-
sage from his own “Studies in Litera-
ture.” It was written during the last
European war, and is of special in-
terest at the present stage of a
longer (and in some respects more
terrible) struggle.

T may seem a long way—even

a longer way than to Tip-

perary—from the polite irony
of Menexenus [a dialogue pur-
porting to be a true account, by
Socrates, of a funeral oration
composed to be recited over certain of
the Athenian dead who fell in the
Peloponnesian war] to the cheerful
irony of the English private soldier,
now fighting for us on the Belgian
border. But I suggest to you that his

NEVER STALED
To The End

irony, too, plays with patriotism, just
because he is at home with that holy
spirit; so much at home that he may
be called at any hour of the day or
night to die for it. Precisely because he
lives in this intimacy, he is shy of re-
vealing it, and from shy turns to scorn-
ful when the glib uninitiate would vul-
garise the muystery:
Send for the army and the navy,

Send for the rank and file—
(Have a banana!)

A well - meaning scholar, having
written, the other day, for the British
infantryman a number of ditties to
which he will never march, protested
that if he preferred to march to this
sort of thing, his laureate should be the
village idiot; which pleased me, who
have always contended that the village
idiot has his wuses, and that Mr.
McKenna was far too hasty with his
Mental Deficiency Act.

There is a real mental deficiency—
and most of us who work on recruiting
committees have bitter experience of
it—in well-intentioned superior persons
who, with no prospect of dying for their
country, are calling on others to make
that sacrifice. On platform after plat-
form since August I have sat and seen
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Eighty last November

the ardour of young men chilled by exe
hortations from intellectual speakers
who lacked understanding, by middle~
aged people—sentimental or patronising
—who schooled their hearers in what
they ought to feel. To the British
soldier Tipperary was, if you will, just
Tipperary: to some of us who heard
him singing and know what he went
forth to find, it remains a city celestial.

(continued on next page)

IF YOU MAKE THE
DANDRUFF SIGN-

Whenever you scratch your head, youl
tell the world, ‘I've got dandraff.’
Dandruff makes hair go brittle and fall
out, leaving bald patches. MAKE THIS
TEST: scratch your scalp, then look
andcr your mpail. A greyish deposit
indicates oily dandruff. If you see white
flakes in your hair and on your clothes,
yours is dry dandruff. Get at the cause
with Silvikrin, From all chemists, hair-
dressers and stores.

For SLIGHT DANDRUFF—hair beginning
to foll, apply Silvikrin Lotion — keeps
normal hair both healthy and tidy. Price
3/5 & 6/-

For SEVERE DANDRUFF-—serious falling
kair — apply Pure Silvikrin, the concen-
teated Hair Food. Price 8/3 per bottle.

Djugs Ltd., Sydney Road,
London, N,19
Silvikrin
FOR THE HAIR
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If you dn’t want
the B.O.

(BRUSH OFF)

don’t risk
“B.O0.”

(BODY ODOUR)
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MADE BY LEVER IROTHEQS ANZ) Llig!TED.
JACKSON STREET. FETONE.. w02z

with this

brand new
Hollywood
style lipstick
It’s

glamorous.
Makes your lips look more
tempting—alive with the col-
our of vivid youthfulness. Col-
our permanent. and de!tcatgly
perfumed. No other quite like

romantic,

1t’s a Winner!

A Wilfrid Owen Product
Made in Christchurch.
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