'LEARN T DANCE

AT HOME!

WILL YOU LOOK ON
AGAIN THIS YEAR?
o Doun't wateh the pthers en-
joy themseives this year,

J.et us teach you all ithe
Modern, Old Time and
Pavty Dances—a 2d stamp

y brings full details, Qur
Courge is sold under Money Back Guaran-
tee.—\Write

LAVELLE SCHOOLS OF DANCING

Dept. L, P.O. Box 67, DUNEDIN, C.1, or
Dept. L, P.O. Box 1080, AUCKLAND, C.1.

@ DON'T BE SKINNY!

if you are thin and anaemic §you
should try a course Of “YIM,” the
Yeast, Iron Malt, Tabhlets. This amsgze
ingly triple Toni¢ puts op firm, beals
thy flesh quickly. “YIM” Tablets give
clear, radiant skin, freedom from in-
digestion, nervousness and constipa-
tion, *“YIM” helps bulld new strength,
power end pep. #4/8 (double Slze
7/8).
POST FREE from

OCHEMISTS’ S8UPPLIES CO. LTD.,
1398 Worcester 8treet, Christchuroh,

TROLLEY

WHEELS

Strong fron Trolley

Wheels, two  slzes.
Priee per pair, com-
plete  with  18in.
axle, 4iin,, 8/=3
5in., 6/8., Postage
on one pair, 1/38d;
postage o0 two
pairs, 2/=,
Skeates & White
Ltd.,, 48 Fort 8t.,
Auckland. :

1945 PATRIOTIC

parcels.

DON'T TURN YOUR
BACK ON OUR

L

. Little things become important on active service
« « « 3 short stay at a rest hut, 2 picture night, a
brief Interlude on a football field or a cricket
pitch, a concert, a good book and a quiet com=
fortable corner, the distributing of patriotic

These are the only breaks from war’s grimness;
these are the rewards to our fighting men from
Patriotic Funds, which you provide.
wouldn’t put a stop to them would you? So
keep on giving generously to your local Patriotic
Fund to keep these patriotic services going as
long as we’ve men and women on active service,
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THE OTHER
TOLSTOY

Russia Loses One Of Her

Leading Writers

(Written for “The Listener”
by L. EDWARDS)

RITERS are not so plenti.
ful anywhere, even in Rus-
sia where they thrive, that
the death of a good one is unimpor- -
tant. In just a few words in the

cable news last week the death of
Alexei Tolstoy was announced, how
inadequately. He was one of the excel-
lent, the purposeful writers. Among
Russians it was a general opinion that
next to Sholokhov he was their finest
novelist.

The Russians will honour him in their
own way, and they honour their writers
very well since they value them; but
from us also he has earned a salute of
at least a few paragraphs.

For a Russian with literary ambitions,
it is harder to imagine a more inhibiting
handicap than the name of Tolstoy;
think what you would have to contend
with supposing you were a playwright
and your name Shakespeare. When
Alexei’s first books came out the crities
were quick to compare them cuttingly
with the work of the prodigious Leo,
which on their part was infamous, of
course, and cruel, but to be expected,
critics being what they mostly are.

Before the Revolution

Those were the years before the last
war when except for Maxim Gorki—
whom Lenin was periodically scolding
for undialectical lapses into romanticism
—Russian literature was in a poor way.
The curse of nine out of ten novelists
was symbolism; the same with the poets.
The failure of the 1905 revolution had
sent most writers packing in a direction
away from realism. The symbolism in
which they tried to find refuge was
really defeatism.

Gorki was one of the few who did
keep on the rails, who kept his nerve,
but Alexei Tolstoy was developing; it
was the tradition of realism that ep-
pealed to him. He took up the chronic-
ling of a rotting Russian society where
Gogol and Turgenev and the other Tol-
stoy had left off.

There may be no precise forecasts of
revolution in the novels he wrote during
that period, but there are plenty of indi-
cations that revolution was called for, as
well as indications that the author was
perfectly sure in his own mind about his
politics — broadly speaking, that is; for
he was not a Party man. He belonged
to none of the factions. A fellow-trav-
eller.

“The Road to Calvary”

By 1914 he had managed to establish
himself; in spite of his name he had
an independent reputation. But during
the war he took leave of fiction and as
a Wwar correspondent and publicist went
to Galicia and the Cesucasus and as far
abroad as England. It was clear, whéen

(continued on next page)
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