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"IT don’t think any woman juror be-
lieves any woman is giving the right
evidence if she is wearing the wrong
hat!"
On keeping personal diaries:
"One of the most valuable forms of
literature."
"Like keeping, accounts-it does not
give you any more money!"
"Should red tape in the Civil Service
‘be abolished?" asked a questioner. The
Brains Trust was reassuring as well as
critical. Red tape Aas been abolished-
the British Civil— now uses whitetape.
With two brilliant women on theBrains Trust panel, Commander Camp-
bell came under a hot fire after his usual

robust masculine reaction to the ancient
but evergreen demand of equal pay for
equal work for both sexes.
First woman: "I only want to rebut
€éverything Commander Campbell has
said."
Second woman: "And I'll agree, evenif I’mae
The Opening Talk

Donald McCullough, the controller of
the discussions, will have the following
team to manage in the opening session
of the Brains Trust revival from 2YA on
Friday, March 30, at 8.28 p.m.
Mrs. Arnot Robertson, author of a best-
seller, Four Frightened People; Beverley
Baxter, M.P., journalist and playwright;
Emanuel Shinwell, M.P. for a Durham
constituency; Lt.-Commander Gould; and
Dr. Malcolm Sargent, distinguished Bri-
tish musical conductor.
Having crossed swords in the House
of Commons, Beverley Baxter and
Emanuel Shinwell enjoy another hearty
dout ‘of disagreement when the Brains
Trust is asked to answer the question:
"How far does the press influence pub-
lic opinion?" Other questions discussed
will be: "What will soldiers want after
the war?" and "Does. the Brains Trust
think that a really good man would
accept a title?"

ANOTHER BIG BRAIN: Professor E.
N. da C. Andrade, who will be featured
in a forthcoming Brains Trust session

THEY COME
BACK
OLDER

(Written for "The Listener’ by
JAMES HARRIS
N the faces of people waiting
for hospital-ships, and especi-
ally in the faces of those older
people who are living through their
second war, the mingling of intense
emotions of hope and fear is un-
mistakable. The hope is that the loved
one will really be aboard. The fear is
that the injuries that have sent him or
her back home may be very bad.
Even for a bystander, not personally
concerned, but just watching’ these
people, the families meeting their sick
and injured sons and daughters, the sus-
pense is bad, and when the expected
one does appear, it isnot the clear
physical injuries that are hardest to bear.
Thus there was a son, a soldier, who
came down the gangway staring straight
before him, and humping his kitbag
straight towards his parents who were
calling out to him. Turning to follow the
other soldiers into the clearing station,
he passed within a yard of those parents
of his without showing the least glimmer
of recognition for them.
By contrast, another mother was lucky.
She, too, was waiting for a son whose
injuries she did not know, and she stood
watching .the stream of unknown people
coming down that gangway. There were
men on stretchers, men with arms in
slings, Waacs recovered from illness, a
blinded Maori with dark glasses, and
men without visible injury. Then sud-
denly the mother’s attention stiffens,
her son is there. He has the thinned but
cheerful face of the successful conval-
escent. Crutches are under his two arms,
and down between the crutches there is
only one leg, the left trouser of the
battledress being rolled up to the thigh.
He comes down easily enough, used to
the crutches, and the mother runs for-
ward. Together they come back, he
smiling more broadly than ever, and she
with tears, and developing so strong a
sympathetic limp in the left leg that
she can scarcely walk. The sympathy
spread further than to the mother, andit was hard for a stranger not to run
forward and

ety,
"How can I help, is

there anything I can do?" There wasgreat beauty in that meeting, a’ tragic
beauty certainly, but far less tragedythanin many of the meetings whichfiplace ‘that day.
Further along the line of return to
civil life there are injured men, injured
by land-mines most of them, who are
learning new trades because they have
been incapacitated for their old ones, or
learning a more ambitious trade than
they had before the war. Those who
need them, too, are learning to use their
attificial limbs. Some ‘are achieving
ambitions, ent just
aear il ae e greatry Li ‘ them
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:
"

Self-sup-asta elp "Yoe' ‘friends: in tem-
porary need, not help for the helpless.

ye

It is the sort of help that speeds phy-
sical and mental recovery from the
strains and injuries of war.

* * *
O good can come out of war except
a determination to make a better
job of the next peace. The medical re-
search which has been stimulated by
war could have been stimulated much
more easily by financial grants in peace-
time. But though the losses and the
injuries are hard to bear, in one respect
at least our war damage is nothing like as
bad as some people once professed to fear.
When the men first went away to the
war that had to be fought, there were
some who said that the price would be
tremendous, not because of casualties,
but because these men would come back
so callous and so brutalised that there
would be no end of murder and civil
war when they returned.
Even in those days, most of us knew
well enough that this was false, since
we were familiar with the characters of
the veterans of World War One. But,
nevertheless, the argument had an un-
easy feeling of logic about it, and seemed
to make sense. Originally, it may havecome from missionary experience with
the mercenaries of Chinese war lords,
or else from an imagination driven by
the belief that man is essentially wicked.Or, possibly, the origin of the idea is
known only to Dr. Goebbels’ organisa-
tion. Wherever it came from, and al-
though it did not square with last warexperience, it made many people uneasy
at the rt and may still need to beexorcised.
The fact is that war does not carry
over into civil life. A footballer running
for a tram does not make flying tackles
at rival aspirants for a seat, and, simi-
larly, returned soldiers in a peaceful
and
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according to érent rules and keepthém separate. It is only when’ things
get mixed that there is trouble. When
there is war and starvation at home, as

in Greece, then anything may happen.
Civil standards of conduct vanish. It is
as though someone has started a game
of football in the office, and everyone
has joined in, including many who don’t
even observe the rules of football.
With us, returned men have a normal
civil life to return to, in a country un-
damaged by war. They drop back into a
way of life whose rules have not. been
changed in their absence, and, being
older, find themselves more able to deal
with it. They usually marry and settle
down, if not married already.* % *
MEMORIES of that idea of thebrutalising effect of war returned
not» unpleasantly the other day. There
was one returned man on his new farm,
and another, his neighbour, visiting him.
The war was still very much with them,
the bees being described as "zooming
up the hjli like when the boys are firing
tracer." Then the subject of killing came
up. "There’s just one thing you could do
to help me," the caller was told. "You
could kill those six chickens for me. Lcan’t bear to do it myself."
"I’m sorry," he said, "but I couldn't
do it either, not since El Adem,".* * e
HE men who have come batk from
the’ war in the. Middle East and fromthe war in the Islands have not changed,
because for them the war has not been
a part of real life. The worst of it was a
bad dream which the sight of blood
again will revive too vividly. When, they
come back they are not changed men,
except that the office boymay come back
a captain, They come back older, and
come back stronger characters, that is all.
Quite a lot older, but not too old to
learn new trades and build themselves
new lives. When there seems..to be
change, it is most likely to be in the
observer who has been at home through
these years, living a normal life in-which
all experiences have been a part of real
life, and* therefore niuch more signi-ficant than the fantastic gs
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"Older, but not too old to learn new trades and build themselves new lives."
Men at the railing of a hospital ship berthing in New Zealand.


