
RHEUMATISM
Those racking spasms of agony inlimbs and joints there isnothinglikeSloan"SLinimenttogiveyoure-lief: Justapplya fewdropsto the
throbbing muscles the tingling,
comfortingwarmthofSloanS soon
helpsdriveaway thecripplingpain.Sloan's effectively breaks up con-
gestion, and limbs can be freely
moved without pain: Let Sloan"8
helpyou!Justasgoodforlumbago,neuritis,sciaticaandcramp:
AllChemistsand Stores sell Sloan

Not SLOAN'S0twingg Family
now! LINIMENT
Dr.EarlS.Sloan Limiled, PowerRd. London.

FALLING HAIR
When your comb contains loose, brittle hair that has
brokenor come away from thescalp,youcan be surethe scalp needs treatment; otherwise you may latersufferseriousthinningorbaldpatches.
TrySilvikrin a hair food containingelements for
healthy growth which should be supplied by the Svkrtn
blood but sometimes arenL Silvikrin 1S of the
greatestassistance instoppingfallinghair andinkeepirg thescalphealthy and the hairglossyand HotTontclustrous. Itisan idealhairdressing: LotionSilvikrin Lotion for hair beginning to fall and E# hottgrevmslightdandruff: PureSilvikrin forhairseriously 5254,"9284704

mokes
R{movesthinningand severe dandruff: On sale at all hantrn53SndStores,HairdressersandChemists. 755Sacup;Fraceel J7an95Slvkin "MeaicaledNcehol .

4FoR THE HAIR
DrugsLtd,145SydneyRoad,London.NIo NZ7.4

Wake"RTommy0little NuGGETwill
9 Soonmakeyoua51413 brighta5theothers
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POLiSTRADE

REGISTERED FROMRoT AFREENEST

| WITH THE PARTISANS
(continued from previous page)
Someone introduced a new one: "You
commanded ‘a battalion, didn’t you? Did
you just start at the bottom ‘and work
up?"
"Yes. I started as a machine-gunner."
Silence. Dead end. Try again:
"Can you tell us some of the tricks
they used to play in night manoeuvres?"
This earned a little chuckle, but still
no little stories. Instead:
"Oh, most of our work was done hon-
estly." Trains and tanks had been blown
up with British "explosives. Then sud-
denly the Sergeant began to explain
guerrilla tactics,.and went so fast that
we were all left in the air. A disserta-
tion on offensive tactics in hilly country
was over before we had time for notes.
Someone asked, "Where did you sleep
at night?"
"Usually where the night finds you."
That exhausted that subject. Some-
how we got on to the fact that raids
were made on towns where supplies were
being accumulated for the enemy. An
agent would be appointed by the Ger-
mans to assemble stocks of food from
the neighbouring districts, and he would
be visited in the night by Partisans.
Miss X showed a trace of feminine
alarm: "Do you just-just kill him?"
Sergeant Denvir smiled once more:
"No, he’s handy. He’s usually a Slav,
and quite agreeable. He’s glad to show
you where all the stuff is."
Women-at-Arms

Miss X took control for a few moments
to ask about members of her own sex.
What standing did women have? Did
they attain to the higher ranks?
"Well, there were none higher than
2IC of a battalion. I remember one girl,
she was 25, a nurse."
"And she held command just like a
man?"
"Oh, yes. First rate too. They don’t
recognise any differences.""No trouble between men and
women?"
"No, Any foolishness is punishable by
death. I never héard of a case. But it’s
the law of the gun for everything-
there are no prisons. Steal a piece of
food or a pair of boots and you're put
up against the wall.""A girl doesn’t join up for fun then?"
"Well, no. But take one girl’s case.
Say her brother is with the Partisans.
She knows she’ll be deported to Ger-
many when they check up on the names,
so she joins up too. Some are wives
fighting with their husbands. Not in the
usual way, though!"
"Corporal Frank"

When we asked Sergeant Denvir how
much the Partisans knew of New Zea-
landers, he gave the credit for their
high reputation to others.
"Some Partisans were in the last war
and they knew about the Kiwis. Then
the fighting in Greece this time gave
them a good name."
But as I heard it from Sgt. H. W.
Kimber, another New Zealander who
passed through Yugoslavia, but was
dexterously kept in ignorance of Ser-
geant Denvir’s true identity, the story
was a little different. "Corporal Frank,"
as Denvir was called, was a man much
talked about, a brave man, and a good
leader. Sergeant Kimber was a friend of
Sergeant Denvir’s, who was with him in
camp in New Zealand, and was captured
with him in Greece. He passed near to
(continued on next page)


