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For a stim trim
figure try a ’‘Belle
Jeane’' Medicated

Foom Bath of bub-
bling, seething, flaky
toam. Invigorates,
cleanses the pores,
ieaves your skin yel-
vety smooth. -Steadies
the nerves Better
than a Turkish Bath.
Price  2/6 Pkt
" Postage 3d. [f un-
procurable, write
E. Allen Brooker
iLtd., 24-26 Lorne
Street, Auckland.

MEDICATED
FOAM BATH

SPECIALISED TRAINING COUNTS.
Throughowt the waorbd, Thousands ot
sHeerssiul L=< students have proved
that a Comrse of traning has been
their  finest investment.  Up-to-date
methods and knowledge gie demanded
hy progressive fiirms who are alwavs
on e lockont for LeLso trained men.
Heve are <one of the spyre Uine stidy
COUPSeR o
lasties
Building
Arehitecture
Aceountaiey

Mutor Meehanie
Radin Fagineer
~truciirat Engineer
Flectrical Fragineer
Jounrnatizm Wircman's Jlicense
What ix your trade op profession?
Stedy oan o=, specialised home-stady
136 ke a fuecess ol yow
career.  (Over 300 Conrsesx aviilable,
Wire  now  for  detuils  and  Free
Prospecins,
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE
SCHOOLS,
Dept. 1., 182 Wakefield =t., Wellington.

PAIN IN FEET,
LEGS, HEELS?

Tired, aching feet; rheu-
matic-like foot and leg
pains; callouses or sore
5 heels — these are signs of
weak or fallen arches.
Dr. Scholl's Arch Supports and exercise
give relief by removing the cause, muscular
and ligamentous strain, and .
help restore
your arches
to normal.
Expertly «fite:
ted at all Dr,
- Scholl dealers.

ARCH
PPORTS

Scholl Mfg. Co. Lid., Willeston Street, Wellington

TROLLEY

WHEELS

Stong tron Trolley
Wheels, two sizes.
Price per pair, comn-
plete  with 18in.
axle, 4itn., 6/«;
5in., 6/8, Postage
on one pair, 1/d;
postage onp two
pairs, 2/«, to
Skeates - & White
Ltd.,, 48 . Port 8t.,
Auckland, -
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'M going to Cambridge in a few

months’ time. And at the
moment I don't feel like com-
ing back to New Zealand when

| they've fitted me out with my De-

gree. I'm going to Cambridge be-
cause I've got a scholarship that will help
to keep me there, and because I should
like to be a competent and qualified
economist. But I'm going there mainly
because I want to get to England, where
I think I will find certain things which
are of importance to me in the kind of
life 1 want to lead, and which I have
been unable to find in New Zealand.

No man could be absolutely sure of
himself in a matter like this. It’s hard
enough to evaluate any complex personal
emotion with the impartiality of a sur-
geon, let alone an emotion which is as
intimate as the feeling of a mother for
her child. I have lived in New Zealand
for the twenty-eight years of my life, and
I respect so many things and peopie
in this country, and hate so many other
things and people, that I will never be
quite certain that my judgments on the
subject are true for anyone but myself.
But I'm going to lay what I think is a
pretty safe bet on the degree of detach-
ment I hope I have achieved.

Six years ago I left this country for
Cambridge. I was glad to go, because my
then attitude towards New Zealand was
coloured by the personal disappointments
and microcosmic tragedies common to
all young men in their very early twen-

| ties, and Cambridge seemed like Samar-

kand. When the war broke out, and I
had to return to New Zealand from
Panama, I was as bitter as a child de-
prived of a plaything. And when the ship
sailed back into Auckland Harbour, and
I looked dejectedly at the land, I saw
my own failures rather than the country
in which I had grown up. T think I unde:-
stand that attitude now, and I'm rather
ashamed of it. But I still feel to-day, as
strongly as I feel anything, that exile
will be worth while.
#* * *
. ... He never could recapture
That first fine careless rapture.

HAVE waited now for six years. When

I close my eyes, I can see the gate-
way of my College quite clearly, with
its big Tudor rose and its carved daisies,
and the absurd spotted antelopes pranc-
ing on their hind legs to support the
Royal Arms. I have seen many curious
Cambridges in dreams, and the already
fine division between sleeping and wak-
ing life has become so blurred that it
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(Written for “The Listener” by RONALD L. MEEK)

will be hard for me to believe that 1
am really there when 1 actually see
the odd little city. I shall dine in the
Great Hall; I shall hear the bells of
Great St. Mary's: I shall listen to the
Madrigal Society’s singing “Draw on,
Sweet Night," as its members drift down
the Cam in punts on an evening in May
Week. But I think it will be the oppor-
tunity of hearing men like Keynes, and
tatking to men like Maurice Dobb, that
I will value more than anything else—
even more than the architecture of King's
Chapel and the other lovely things I
have seen in books and on picture-post-
cards. And if that remark sounds patron-
ising, remember that there are the six
lost years of the war to be made up.

There will be wonderful things to be
seen there, of course. “Say, is there
Beauty yet to find, and Certainty, and
Quiet kind?" asked Rupert Brooke, sit-
ting in a Berlin cafe in the mad days
of 1912 and pining for Grantchester. At
the time when God and love and Shel-
ley were coming upon me like great
lights, 1 cherished a splendid ambition
to punt along the Cam at Grantchester,
reading Rupert Brooke and listening to
Beethoven on a portable gramophone. I
should still like to go to Grantcheste:
in a punt, and shall certainly do so; but
my attachment to Rupert Brooke is now
on about the same plane as my rather
morbid fondness for old letters and
pressed flowers, and I think I might now
prefer Bach to Beethoven as a punting
partner.

And there will also be the knowledge
that so many of the darlings of history
have walked and studied in those same
sheltered places. It would be merely silly
to try to ward off the perfectly wvalid
emotions which that knowledge must
bring forth,

But there hath passed away a glory
from the earth. I can no longer feel any-
thing but embarrassment in the company
of revelling undergraduates, because a
hard kernel of condescension has grown
in my attitude towards them. In the
same way, the incredible beauties of
Cambridge, in which no one is ever dis-
appointed, will be more a frame for the
picture than the picture itself.

Far hrighter than the gaudy melon-flower.

'THY do T want to leave a well-paid

and congenial job, in a comfortable
well-fed country where it is easy to gain
a certain notoriety, and go to a danger-
ous and hungry land where T am a com-
plete stranger? My friends often ask me
that, jocularly, because most of them
know that there are more valuable things
in life than food or fame. But I often
ask it of myself, and with perfect sin-
cerity. Why does this desire to escape
from New Zealand, despite its moun-
tains and its brave social legislation,
sometimes rock sensitive people like a
wind?

This desire to escape is, I am surg,
due only partly to the knowledge that
New Zealand must of necessity do as
best it can with a largely second-hand
culture, and that this culture is usually
worn as some women wear little dogs.
I haven’t seen, and wouldn’t be likely to
see in New Zealand for a long time, the
ballet Petrouchka. But I have an excel-
lent set of records of Stravinsky’s music
for the ballet, and books which describe
it minutely, and I don't think that when
I see it in England I shall learn much
more about it than I know at present. I
can hear the best English orchestras on
my radio-gramophone; I can read books
that are published in England a few
weeks after they appear; and I can study
Mr. Bevin's speeches on foreign affairs

“Say, is there Beauty yet to find?”; St, John’s Chapel, Cambridge, from the Cam
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