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fweptrert 127 ) o BRUSH.
¥ Stands up to
HARD WORK

The 369 ™ is a pure bristle brush, tough
textured and hevelled. It is hard-wearing,

can be used with all paints, stains, varnishes,

enamels, Available in six sizes, with polished
wooden handles. Made in England by Lee and
James Ltd., who have been making fine painting
brushes for 170 years. Ask for Lee and James
€369 at any leading painthbrush store,
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Agent: L. MACDONALD & CO.
WOODS BUILDINGS
Corner Waterloo Quay and Ballance Street
. WELLINGTON, C.1

EYES ‘NEED HELP

If vour eyes become easily irritated or
strained it is a sign that they need
ussistance, Try bathing them with
Optrex,

Soothing Optrex Lotion tones up tired
eye muscles and helps restore circula-
tion to tmy veins. Optrex gently
washes away irritating dust and foreign
matter. Thanks to Optrex the cyes
regain their natural, healthy sparkle.

the
eye lofion

Optrex (Overseas) Lid,, 17 Wadsworth Road, .

Perivale, dedlescx, England.

“Somebody told me electrical Cooking was
slow. Well it isn’t—mnot with a Neeco
Electric Range.”

These fast Neeco elements quickly reach
the required temperatures and stay there
with the smallest possible current con-
sumption. Neeco speed means lower elec-
tricity bills. And the Neeco is fast in
another way., Those gleaming enamel
surfaces are quick to clean as a china plate.

“Slow but sure! You’re kidding with that
old saying. Neeco’s changed that to FAST
and SURE. No guesswork! Perfect cook=
ing results always.”
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NA TIONAL ELECTRICAL

AND ENGINEERING COMPANY_ LIMITED
AUCKLAND, WELLINGTON, CHRISTCHURCH, DUNEDIN, HAMILTON, WANGANUI, HASTINGS.
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Sh ort Story

R@OTS

By A. E. Batistich

ARA had never got used to

being in the new country.
» She would look out across
_the paddocks to the burnt, bare
i hills, where the charred stumps
‘stood like mourning sentinels over
the desoletion which had once been a
forest, and her heart would cry out for
the craggy mountains that had been the
“first things she had known.

Mara had a secret longing—to die
"where she could see them once again,
She would lie awake at night and think
i of them, and wonder what it would have
i been like. to have grown old in the val-
lley that nestled in their grey folds like
‘a child in the arms of its mother and
 her heart would turn over in her breast
i with the ache for her own home and
I her own kind.

ij She could not speak of these things
,!to anyone, Ivan, her husband, was a
| s0ood man, but he was different. ‘The
i farm was his country. All his world
was in those shining acres—ploughing,
sowing, reaping milking, all he ever
! thought about. You would think* he
had never known any other life.

They had no children. She had given
;over longing for them. They were
i young women’s dreams, The only
dream Mara ever had now was that one
day she would cross the threshold of
her father’s house again. ¢

The older she was, the sharper and
the more insistent the longing became.
She would tell it to the long night
hours, like a Rosary that you say over
and over again.

Yet all the time, Mara knew that it
was only a dream, which would never
come true—Ilike the children that had
never come, and the red woollen
stockings. she had wanted so much
when she was a little girl.

“Strange,” she would brood to her-
self, in her slow, peasant way, “you
always want something and you never
quite get it. You are young, and you
want to be grown-up and wise. Soon

-| you are grown-up, and still not wise,

Then you are old before you know it,
and wise enough and there is nothing
you could wish for more than to be
young again and to feel the blood danc-
ing in your veins with your feet like
flying things, and singing and laughing
all the time with the joy of existance,

“Ah‘ there’s never anything like bsing
young,” she said out aloud to the trees
that were heavy with the swelling fruit,
and she felt the stab of the years at
her heart.

Somehow, it never seemed quite right
that you should go out into the orchard
at Christmas time and see the trees
laden with apples and peaches and
plums. At Home, Christmas was g white
veil upon the world, with the snow
glistening upon the roofs and banked
right up to the window ledges, and all
the earth asleep. Christmas was a Star
that gleamed lone in a cold night sky,
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