ATHLETES FOOT

quickly
relieved

IF you're having trouble with
Athlete’s foot — try cooling, soothing
D.D.D. Prescription. First applica-
tion relieves the itchy soreness
between cracked toes — D.D.D.’s
active antiseptic ingredients help
Nature heal theactualtrouble. D.D.D.
Prescription is a ume-tested remedy
with a convincing record of success.

D.D.D. Prescription has many uses.
Antiseptic D.D.D. is ideal first-aid
for Cuts, Burns, Scalds. Helps heal,
too. Quickly relieves Insect Bites and
Chilblains. Excellent after-Shaving
Lotion.

At all Chemusts. 2/3 & 3/11 a bottle

Made by D.D.D. Co. Ltd., 3 Fleet Lane,
London, E.C.4.

DD.D. rrescriprion

for Skin Pooubles
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CPupular Souse
REVEALS PROFESSIONAL SECRETS
EASY TO FOLLOW INSTRUCTIONS.
MHow many times have vou tried to play a

popular song exactly as wnitten only to find
it locked the Fili-in the Protessionals employ

i

own

They filled-in -~ You

didn't! . NEW IDEAS —
Not your tault at aoll, Chords Busses
you were never tought Fillers, Bregks

to fill-in 01 improvise
This course 15 to ™
struct you step by step
the orft of flling-m
and 1mprovisng the Course

EASY FOR BEGINNERS |l
Our instrurtion sforts you trom scratch and
progressec <tep hy step throughout the whole

Course

FHINK OF i1
T0u ¢can ge1 Professionat tuibon in your own
Mme and leatn to play popular songs with
r rising skl gt amazingly fow cost
WRITE NOW--Staring whether you are o ¢
ginner o1 have some knowledage of music

CHARLES PATTERSON,

SCHOOL OF RHYTHMIC MUSIC,
86 S Coshal Street, Christchurch

Modulations, In-
troductions, Ar
ranging, Endings
—all mctuded in
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“Dropping pea-sized pieces

Rub The Bowl With
Garlzc/

“c ND, of course, a rub of gar-
lic to the salad-bowl”
prattles the salad expert

on the radio. But will someone

please tell me how much rubbing
is required to get the garlic off the
fingers afterwards? Because garlic on the
salad-bowl is one thing. but clinging
about the person of the hostess is some-
thing different. In fact, T will go so far
as to say that the hostess who attempts
to handle the stuﬁ' w1th any less pro-
s

the

into
soup”

tection than a pair of rubber gloves is
just digging her social grave with her
finger-nails.

Even the redolent East observes
certain niceties in the matter—if one
can believe the story from the Thousand
and One Nights of the wedding-guest
who ate garlic and then danced with
the bride, and was condemned under
the existing sccial code to a tedious
routine of hand-washing and gargling
with carbolic for the rest of the social
season.

But social stigma or no, garlic has its
following in this country. The cult gains
every day some new adherent whose
presence speedily becomes so unbearable
to his friends and family that they either
renounce him completely or are them-
selves driven to the bulb. And so the
thing spreads till nobody knows whence
the next breath of garlic will strike.
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HE tragedy of the garlic-eater is the
familiar one of never knowing
where to stop. He may begin by rub-
bing the salad-bowl with garlic, but
pretty soon he is dropping pea-sized
pieces into the soup and sneaking slivers
of it into the rolled roast. The faint,
pungent fillip to the lettuce salad no
longer satisfies, nor does the rich foreign
flavour of the stew which still excites
the palates of his unsuspicious friends.
No, he wants somethmg stronger and,
oblivious to his narrowing social circle,
he goes out to get it, He absents him-
self from family meals to sit in one and
then another chop-suey shop, eating his
pork ‘and garlic-sauce, his chow meing
or fried rice with the relish of a gourmet.
He puts on weight—who wouldn’t on
oil and noodles? His friends pass him
coldly in the street; his acquaintances
fail to recognise him. He has lost his
job in the city and hie only hope of
employment is in the market gardens or

Written for “The Listener”
by M.L.D.

the kitchens of the back-street res-
taurants. Naturally he chooses the latter
course, and here we may as well leave
him, a greasy apron string round his
middle, a brace of chop-sticks in his
vest pocket, and about his person a
nauseous cloud of garlic,
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IT may be argued that his is an ex-

treme case, and that there are
moderate eaters of garlic for whom the
habit is no more of a menace than, say,
a taste for worcester sauce. But any-
cne who has watched the misery of a
man faced with a meat pie and no
worcester sauce bottle can see the
flaw in that. The life of the moderate
garlic fancier is full of such incidents.
He approaches his food without pleasure
and without hope. All very well for Mr.
So-and-So to say, “You haven’t a little
worcester on hand, I suppose?” His
hostess is delighted; his little foible en-
dears him tb her. But let the garlic
fancier try it and the faces of host and
hostcss will set in a mask of polite in-
credulity, the diners on either side will
draw slightly away as though they al-
ready detected a disgusting odour. And
the chances are that he will never be
asked there again.

In the sanctuary of his own home
where a man may usually count on a
little indulgence for the things he
fancizs, his taste for garlic meets with
as much favour as a fancy for pet cobras,
If he suggests adding a clove or two
to the corned beef his wife will im-
mediately remind him of a bridge en-
gagement with the Gillespies down the
road. “We couldn’t possibly,” she says,
full of gentle reproach, “after all, a
bridge table is rather intimate, and you
know the Gillespies never even touch
spring onions. . . .” If ha approaches her
tactfully in the k tchen on the day when
he's certain that nobody is going any-
where it always turns out that his
brother-in-law is  half-expected for
dinner . . . . “and you know how Alex
feels about garlic since he broke off with
that French girl in New Caledonia.”

Or, suppose that, maddened by the
sight of a good dish of mushroom sauce
simmering on the stove, he drops the
smallest knob of garlic into it, satisfied
that the heightened flavour will mest
with nothing but praise from pleasantly
titilated palates—his eldest daughter is
sure to rise from the table in a torrent
of tears, and his wife upbraid him
bitterly for spoiling the poor child’s first
evening out with that nice boy from
the tennis club.
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ND 'so it goes on. No matter how
often he bears home his bulb of
garlic from the fruiterer’s, when an
occasion comes to use it there is never
so much as a clove of it left in the
house. His wife has thrown it out on
the pretext that it was going bad and
beginning to smell. When he prepares
for himself some little delicacy at the
week-end his wife will rush about the
house flinging up windows and opening
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