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farm and they were young, and now he
was dead, so you see we were fond of
the palm in other ways, too.* oe oe ee
"THE palm was still there when I went‘" overseas. And sometimes in the pris-
oner-of-war camp I’d find myself won-
dering if they’d made up their minds tocut it down, yet.
And when I got back it was still
there.
I smiled at that, and thought "Good
old palm tree."
But Ron had been married while allthis was going on, and he had a wifecalled Marigold and two children, just
learning to talk. And he, very paternal,
thought that they might be playing
round the roots of the palm tree and
there might be some of the hard purple
berries there, and his children might
pick the berries up and put them intotheir mouths and choke and have con-
vulsions, And he’d never forgive him-
self if that happened. Never.
"But you never did, any of you, when
you were children," said my mother,
looking up at the old palm tree, with
the wind stirring the fronds and bend-
ing down to play with her hair. Her
hair. It had been jet black when I went
away. But now some of it was grey...
grey like some of the fluff round the
palm tree’s trunk.
(No. That was right enough. We didn’t
choke. We only spat the berries out at
each other’s faces, didn’t we?)
But Ron would have none of it.
So he went and got the axe this time.
There was mother and Marigold and I
looking on, this time.
And Ron didn’t say any more, but he
swung the axe, cut the gash we all knew
must be cut so it wouldn’t fall on to the
roses, and then lifted the axe again and
again, the blade flashing, until the old
palm groaned and swayed and mur-
mured, then fell out to the left and away,
slowly at first then swiftly, falling heavilyunder the scarlet oak as we knew it
would, one day.
And we all noticed the gap, and we
said, "That lets the light in better now,
doesn’t it?" to reassure one another. We
all agreed it was a good thing, havingthe old palm out of the way.But that night we all went to bed
before mother. She said she wasn’t feel-
ing sleepy just yet, and she wanted to

read a little more. So Ron and Mari-
gold and I all said "Goodnight," andleft her there, before the dying fire in
the old sitting-room.
And just as I was getting into bedI remembered a book I wanted. I’d -leftit in the sitting-room. So I went back
quietly and opened the door.
Mother wasn’t reading. She was look-
ing at an old photograph-album. I knew
the photograph on the page she was
looking at so steadily. It was a photo of
the front of the house, taken years ago,
with the palm tree there, not cut down
then, you see, but young and brave andstrong.
So= didn’t say anything. I just ciaiailthe door quietly, silently, and went back
to bed.

Cook By Radio
OOKa hot dinner in a couple of min-
utes! Sounds fantastic, doesn’t it?
But it’s more than a mere Utopian
fancy-it could be a probability in the
housewife’s post-war world.
This new current-time-and-temper-
saver will be a radio cooker, the result
of the wartime development of the
short-wave radio. Instead of heat waves
radiating from the sides of the oven and
raising the temperature of the air as in
an ordinary electric cooker, the radio
waves will heat the food by passing
through it.
Maybe in our world of to-morrow the
housewife will arrive home at six o’clock,
put your meat, vegetables, and sweet
in the oven, switch on the current, turn
the dial to regulate the heating power
of the radio waves according to their
frequency and the kind of food in the
oven, and at five past six serve up a
well-cooked roast dinner to the family.
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This delightful ballad in a medium settingis particularly applicable to the times.

Available from all Music Stores, Or any
Branch of

CharlesBegg & Co. Ltd."The Musical and Electrical Centre:"
2/6-Posted Anywhere, 2/7.

AfTer The WAR?
So many men will be competing IOrpositions and Jobs that preferencewill be given to LG.S: trained men:This world wide Educational Institu-tion gives to those who want to getonin life the very fnest training. Some ofthe 300 Courses are:
Refrigeration Diesel Eng.
Building ElectricalEng:
Architecture MechanicalEng;
Accountancy Motor MechanicPlastics FoundryWorkIn spare time, study and completean IG.S_ special'sed Course Of trainingand So advance your position. Call Orwrite for details of Courses and Free
LC.S_ Prospectus.

INTERNATIONAL
CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Dept. L, 182Wakefield8t.,Wellington:

OURGLAMOURSONLY A GLIMMERNOW_BUTWAIT!
Tantalizing! Beside this pre-war glamour;, Berlei beauty nowisonlyaglimmer: Severe_butnecessary_~regulations of the
Standards Institutegovernhowmuchtime,labour and rubber
mayg0 intoanyone corset:
Thank yOU,lovelyladiesall,forbearingwith ourpresentshort-
comings. As soon as restrictionslift,Berleiwill dazzle your
beauty-loving eyesagain.
A Berlei executive is in America noW, investigating the
syntheticrubber and fabric situation. Wereallsettopickup
where we left off_at nylon,remember ? When the whistle
blows, we]l shower you, overpower you with lovely limber
Berleisbeyondyourdreams. We'llhaveyoulookingyourmost
beautifulfor 66him99 to comehome to. Itsapromise!
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