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To-day, industry and business urgently need
men with the latest specialised training. Well
paidpositions and excellent prospects await those who have studied an
L.C.S. specialised Course in their spare time. NOW is youropportunity to
become a TRAINED MANI

Here are some of the 300 LCS: Courses of training which can
be studied at home, in spare time
Accountancy RadioMechanic Diesel Engineer
Mathematics MotorMechanic Structural Engineer
Salesmanship MarineEngineer Mechanical Engineer
Advertising Wireman5 License Building Contractor
Surveying WorksManager General Education
Refrigeration FoundryWork WirelessOperator'SExams
Bookkeeping Concrete Work Journalism andStory

Writing
IfyourCourse isnotabove,write to the L.C.S now,statingsubject, trade O1
profession in which you wish tomake progress. Free L.C.S: Prospectusgiv-
ingdetailsof training sentby return mail Look to the future commencean L.CSspecialisedCourse become a TRAINEDMAN: Write to-dayto
INTERNATIO NAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Dept: L, 182 Wakefield Street, Wellington.

500
DurIng past 12 months over 500 BSA
Motor Cycles sold in NZ: Shipments
landing monthly, but all sold before
arrival-_only way to secure a BSA is
through our Reservation Deposit Scheme
and have one definitely reserved for you

Send E10 Re-
servation De-
posit to our
address below
Or place order
and pay depositBSA13+"4e46i to any B.S.A=

Dealer. Full specifications, prices; termsof all BSA= models, with Reservation
OrderForm; from local dealer or post frec
from:

N.z: Distributors:
SKEATES 6 WHITE LTD:
48 FORT STREET, AUCKLAND:

Areyou shortof
TOBACCO?
UseourMailOrderservice
PRIESTLEY'S GOLDEN VIRGINIAIb25/3
(Medium Cigarette Tobacco)
PRIESTLEY'S GOLDEN VIRGINIA
BIRDSEYE: Ib.25/3
(Mild Cigarette Tobacco)

RHODESIAN MIXTURE: Ib25/3
(Medium Pipe Tobacco)
Plus 8d per Ib. postage:

BOB HARRIS
Tobacconist-FtHamilton

Tomorrow
won'tdo

when child is constipated
Thetroublemayshow towardseveningand ifyou haven'tgot
Califigin thehouse,youwont beable togiveitat
bedtime_~thebesttimeofall HaveCalifighandy
SOthatyou cangive thispleasantchildrenS
laxativeatonce: Itworksgentlyovernight
~andin themorningall is right1 @LHia

QXHaveCalifighandy 6rNZDistributors PGSFassett&JohnsonLtd:,LevyBuilding;MannersSt,Wellington: SENNX
Ea 8.9a

SHORT STORY

The Prisoner
Written for "The Listener" ||
byM. W. PEACOCK

HE military truck was bump-
ing along the rutty road that
led to Cody’s farm. Jim Cody,
coming out of the stable, spotted
it in the distance, and called out
to his wife, who was bent almost
double over two iron tubs set on
a bench outside the back door.
"’Ere comes our prisoner o’ war,
Mum!" Mrs. Cody straightened up,
wiped her steaming hands on her bag
apron, and walked slowly across the
drying yard to where her husband
stood. She was a tall, shapeless woman,
untidily dressed. Dark hair streaked with
grey was twisted into a knob resting
on the nape of her neck. The skin of
her face, arms and neck was reddened
and coarse; the expression of her- mild,
toffee-brown eyes dull and apathetic,
though tinged now with a shade of

apprehension. She looked exactly what
she was, a hardworking farmer’s wife
and mother of seven children.
The two eldest boys were serving
their country in New Guinea, Cathie
was married and living in Melbourne,
where she and her husband earned good
money in a munition plant. Johnny, who
would have been fourteen now, had
been drowned in a waterhole when he
was a toddler. She had had a few years’
rest from childbearing after that tragedy.
Then Mavis, Joan and Bobby had come
in quick succession. The young ones
were at school now, riding off on their
ponies in the early morning, and fe-
turning in the late afternoon.
So there was only herself and Jim
at home all day, and they both worked
like niggers. Ordinary farm labour was
unobtainable. Mrs. Cody pleaded with
Jim to apply for the services of a Land
Army Girl. "She’d be company for me,
rand help both of us." But Jim had
scouted the idea. "Land Girl!" he
snorted. "All uniform and. lipstick! Fat

, in
lot o’ good she’d be: helpin’ me with
the ploughin’ and the pigs."
"They say they’re very capable, just
as good as boys," Mrs. Cody defended
her sex.
"Well, I ain’t ’aving them on my
farm," Jim declared, screwing up his
ugly weather-stained face obstinately.
"You've got the kids to ’elp you in the
’ouse. It’s me yer gotter consider." And
he made application for a prisoner of
war to be allotted to him. Now, after
much filling in of forms and the usual
governmental delays, the "Wog" was
arriving.
Mrs. Cody twisted her bag apron
nervously in her hands. "If it’s a Jap, I

won’t stay in the house with him," she
said belligerently. "And if it’s a great
hulking Hun, he'll probably be ‘Heil-
Hitler’-ing all over the place, and mur-
der us in our beds. If we’d had a Land
Army Girl..."
Jim spat a jet of tobacco juice. "Ah,
you make me sick!" he said; but his
own hands were trembling nervously as
the truck drew near. A Jap or a Hun?
He hadn’t thought of that!
The prisoner proved to be an Italian
named Giovanni Amafieri. His papers
gave his age as thirty-five, but he looked
younger. He was a native of Sicily. His
eyes were live black coals, his manner
one of deference and servitude mixed
with suffering pride. He spoke English
very well, having at one time been a
waiter in London.
After the truck departed, Giovanni
stood perfectly still, eyeing his em-
ployers warily. His possessions in a can-
vas bag lay at his feet.
Jim flushed with embarrassment, and
waved a hand towards his wife. "This

"And for Giovanni—a mandoline'


