e Y0 whout il

systern that is functioning
smoothly. Andrews promotes good heslth because, first,
the sparkling effervescence of Andrews helps to refresh the
mouth and tongue; next, Andrews soothes the stomach and
relieves acidity, one of the chief causes of indigestion; then
Andrews acts directly on the liver and checks biliousness,
and (:]nally. Andrews gently clears the bowels, correcting
consupation,

! Make yourself CLEAR —say

The Pleasant Effervescing Laxative

Scott & Turner Ltd., Andrews House, Newcastia-on-Tyne, England. 17A

If you suffer from
! SORE THROAT

Here's how to stop that tickle
in your throat, and soothe
] the raw, inflamed membranes!
| Let half a teaspoonful of
“Vaseline” Petroleum Jelly
melt on your tongue. It
soothes throat membranes,
relieves the hoarseness, Use
“Vaseline” Petroleum Jelly,
too, to help guard against
sore throat, Keep the delica}tl;e - IR A
§ tissues coated with the .
“Vaseline” Petroleum Jelly. Teet&t"g No Troaé/e
During teething mothers should keep baby’s
bloodstream cool and habits regular. Use
Steedman’s Powders—mothers’ standby for
over 100 years and & safe aperient for child-
ten Up to 14 years of age,

Write new for Free Booklet

‘Hints to Mothers’

Van Staveren Bros, Ltd.,
Lr. Taranaki St., Wellington.

TNADE HARR

PETROLEUM JELLY

W, J. BUSH & CO. LTD.
88 Wakefield Street, Auckland

"INDIGESTION?-
thats all over!

Now that | keep a tin of Hardy’s

in the cupboard. it’s swift, sooths
- ing aition brings blessed rellef
.o« take

HARDY'S

INDIGESTION REMEDY

T e

R. M. Hardy, ' ’ .
. 83 Bond Street, Wellington. n

LETTERS FROM LISTENERS

(continued from page 5}

THIS CULTURE

Sir,—I gather from your various cor-
respondents that it is advisable to dis-
cuss T. S. Eliot at breakfast, keep away
from racecourses, and always raise one's
hat to a Van Gogh print. The T. S.
Eliot part is difficult as, being a late
riser, I have very little time even for
breakfast. Part two is easier, as I pass
a derelict racecourse every morning on
the way to town and find no difficulty
in keeping away from it. Part three is
simple, as my neighbour has a very good
print of Van Gogh's “Cypress Tree” and
I could now recognise it almost any-
where,

A visit to England also seems to be
a great help. Here again I am iucky,
having lived in various parts of England
and Scotland for nearly six years dur-
ing which time I must have viewed acres
of “Great Masters”; but while I often
remembered to do the right thing and
devoutly utter, “What depth, what feel-
ing,” the only result was an overwhelm.
ing desire to escape into the open air
where I might be fortunate enough to
espy some normally proportioned human
beings (without ribs in their legs) and
a few really natural trees and flowers.
etc. '

The greatest snag of all, in my quest
for culture, appears to be in the world
of music, where my main interests lie.
Here, to my horror, according to your
authorities, one must discuss Debussy

| or Ravel. I'm glad one need not listen

to them as my culture, as yet, extends
only to the more crude Mozart and Beet-
hoven whose major works are, to me,
an ever-recurring delight. Beethoven used
to throw his shaving-water out of the
window in a most uncultured manner.

Maybe my case is hopeless. But hopae
springs eternal, etc. If I promise to rise
earlier and thereby succeed in manag-
ing to sandwich a few carefully-chosen
words about T. S. Eliot between bites of
toast; if I keep within safe distance uf
racecourses; if I discuss Debussy and
Ravel whenever possible (thanking the
Lord that I don’t have to listen to
them), and go next door now and again
to say “how do you do?” to Van Gogh's
“Cypress Tree”—please, Mr. Editor, can
I be cultured? Please say I can.

“HOPEFUL" (Day's Bay).

Sir,—Being a great ignoramus I dare
hardly ask, but, I should like to know
what art is. Can anyone give a simple
answer to this? Or is it too profound
a subject for one who has but a smat-
tering of knowledge? “One Who Wants
To Run Away” deplores New Zealand's
lack of culture: people discuss sport, gar-
dening and politics, but no art. Now what
is true art and what makes people go in
for it?

When a man has achieved a picture,
a novel, or a sonata acknowledged by
the critics to be true art, what is it that
he has created or expressed? We know
there are men who will go on trying to
express their special art even though
they spend their lives penniless and
unknown in a garret. What makeg them
do it? I gather it is not always or merely
beauty that the writer or painter ex-
presses. Nor can it be intellectual truth
alone, for art appeals to the eye or.ear
and - rouses emotions.

Charles Morgan, referring to literary
art says, “Art is news of reality not to be
expressed in other terms.” If this be so
is it present, mundane reality, objects,
people, conditions, and emotions here

(continued on next page)
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