FOR
CASH

Other people want what
you don’t want—so sell
your old Camera and dis-
used Photo Apparatus for

[ SPOT CASH! Enquire
. today,

CAMERAS (All makes) METAL TRIPODS

MINIATURE CAMERAS CINE-KODAKS
(Precison type) '

PHOTO ACCESSORIES BINOCULARS

invest the money in your National War Savings Account!

KobpAK 5. LTD.

292 Lambton Quay, Wallington, 481 Colombo Street, Christchurch.

162 Queen Street, Auckland, 162 Princes Straet, Dunedin. 498

RELIEVE
5 THOSE TIRED,
BURNING FEET

For day-long relief, shake Dr. Scholl's
Foot Powder on your feet ardd into shoes
and stockings. S0 easy, convenient,
economical. Makes a world of difference
how new or tight shoes feel on your feet. |
Ever sa soothing to tender, tired, burning,
arspiring or odorous feet. At Dr. Scholl
Bulcrs and all chemists, /7 & 2f

Dr S ¢/JQII-§T,:. .
FOOT POWDER

The Scholl Mig. Co? (N.Z.)Led., Willeston St.. Wgtn. |

“Now, Norton’s is aiways worth i
while!
1t keeps eggs fresh and sweet,
Yes! they're always a treat!
Norton’s beats other hrands by a
mile.”

=\ NORTONS

4
'EGG PRESERVER
LIQUID OR MASTE

Recommended by Aunt Dalsy

|

AWAY
o0O0TS

‘;16 LlPSTICK!
This Specla; Offer gives

Boots Lip-
:?1\:5{0;1\‘! Refill which

Lsually costs 413

Lovely and lasting . . ., Full

light orange-red to dark red.
Free Refill Offer for limited
period only. Get yours now!

AUCKLAND — 104 QGuasn Strest
WELLINGTON — 38 Willis Strest
PALMERSTON NTH. ~ 165 The Square
DUNEDIN — 192 Princes Strest

range of popular shades Trom i

A

out that there is no sense -in
a worm turning, since it is the
same at both ends, I must protest,
however hopelessly, against this

THOUGH someone has pointed

|Brave New World into which dumb

humanity is being hustled by the em-
battled forces of radio, cinema, the Arts,
the Associated Chambers of Commerce,
and the “popular science” journals. Give
me liberty or give me euthanasia!
In short, this peace which has brok¢n
out like a rash all over the pitted face
of our simple old-fashioned wartime
world has turned me into a conscientious
cbjector.

I have just read an article in one of
our more pontifical weeklies telling me
that my post-war home will be built of
steel and asbestos. Since it appears very
unlikely that I will get a house at all,
I resent particularly being told that
what I shall get, or do, will be thus and
thus. I don’t want a steel and asbedtos
house. I want a wooden house, with
tiles on the roof and the bathroom wall,
‘then, if the power system does short-
| circuit, I'm not likely to be grilled like
a piece of bread in a toaster. As for
asbestos—what pleasure or profit could
there be in insuring an asbestos house?
“The house is no eyesore, although the
functional design will at first

plain,
puzzle the eye accustomed to ghimneys,
tiles, pseudo - Gothic and yzantine

porches and suchlike trimmings.” Mark
that word “functional’”; it means that
my new home (and yours) will have
| all the graceful contours of a bully-beef
{ tin, And “the house can be painted any
i colour, but nigger brown will tone well
with natural surroundings.” In other
words, we are to exchange the tyranny
of one Browp House for that of another.

- This Age of Plasticine

But the half has not been told. My
new car—your new car, my friends—
will be made oi transparent plastic and
will be fully streamlined. Or so the illus-
trated magazines tell me. It will be
transpargnt so that you can see at a
glance how the wheels go round (if you
can get any petrol to make them go
round). Conversely, you will be able to
see if there is any petrol in the tank
should the wheels refuse to turn for any
other reason. And, of course, the
passers-by will be able to see you, so
that you »won't be able to use it as a
dressing shed at the beach, and should
you manege to stall it on the tramlines
at g busy intersection you will feel (and
i look) like a shrimp in aspic. The more
so since you won’t be able to push it
to the kerbside, there being no corners
to get a grip of in its fully streamlined
body. *

Again, as you value sanity, take no
thought for the morrow, what ye shall
eat, and what ye shall drink, etc. It
doesn’t bear thinking about. Someone
has just invented a breakfast food made
from wood-pulp. True, I have been eating
one like it for years past but the many-
facturers have so far bowed to conven-
tion ms to claim that it is cereal in
origin. Sops to Cerberus, ne doubt,
Indeed, every staple article of diet haa

.

DEHYDRATED FIG FOR
YOUR BRAVE NEW WORLD!

“I want a wooden house”

already been processed, “purified,” syn-
thesised or dehydrated out of all recog-
nition. With the exception of beer—it
hasn’t occurred to anyone to dehydrate
that back to something like normal
strength.

True, there are still 10,000 (more or
less) who have not bowed the knee to
Basl. I had dealings with one the other
day, a dear, old-world craftsman who
still makes clothes from wool instead of
glass fibres or aluminium_filings. But
his products are in the nature of
antiques, and priced accordingly.

Remote Control

Nor can one regard the future of the
cinema with equanimity. Even now, I
understand, fil;n producers are dallying
with the idea of adding olfactory effects ’
to the visual and aural sensations of the
screen. “The smellies,” in short, are on
the way, and one can but pray that the
soap trusts don’t get wind of it.

But of all the change and decadence
we see in everything around us, devel-
opments in radio are those which fill me
with most apprehension. For I am told
that the time is not far distant (with
what unction do the fuglemen of Indus-
try mouth those syllables!) when indivi-
dual receiving sets will be worn on the
person as comfortably (and inevitably)
as the wrist watches of to-day. Under
such duress how the human puppet will
jump at the voice of authority—marital
or political.

Where'er You Walk

Where'er you walk you will find no
peace. ‘Indeed, I had a foretaste of the
new freedom the other day.

I was crossing the street at lunchtime
when a traffic officer yawped at me from
the safety of a radio truck, “You, the
man in the grey suit, don’t jay-walk;
useé the pedestrian crossing!”

Now I am normally the most mild and
inoffensive of men, but after having been
bawled out by experts over several years
it is irksome to find that the rucked
sports coat and baggy flannels of the
civilian dre no protection against official-
dom. :

I drew myself up.

“T will not,” I said, with emphasis,
“I will not walk bstween your lousy
white lines. No motorist has the colour
of right to try and Beat me to any par-
ticular point on the road, nor have you *

{oontinued on next page)
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