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Head-scratchingi8asignthatyouvegotdandruff. Neglectitand yourhairwill
undoubtedlygrowbrittle,splitanddropout
MAKETHISTEST scratchyourscalp,and examine your nail If there is 8
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trated Hair Food. Price 8/3 per bottle.
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London,N.lo: NZ.2J
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UntroubledbyTeethingTeethingis easier when habits areregularand the bloodstream is cool Steedman7Powders-_asafeand gentleaperient-~kecphabits regularduring the teething period.Used by mothers for over Ioo years for
children up to14yearsofage. Keepsome
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HE girl on our cover is two
years old. When the war
ends she may be five or six-
carrying a little bag to school.
When the last war ended her
parents were at school-a little
older than she is to-day but
as little able to plumb the future.
A grandfather, who is still living,
could have served in the South
African war, and a grand-uncle
did. In short, her background is
three wars in forty-three years, two
of them involving the whole world.
She was born in war, she is grow-
ing up in war, and what has hap-
pened to her has happened to
millions of girls right round the
globe. But like her, they are as
innocent of their past as of their
future. Theydo not know that
military uniform is not normal
dress for men and a very recent
innovation for women. It has not
occurred to them to ask why their
fathers are so seldom at home and
why their mothers and grand-
mothers are so often in tears. They
are children of the storm, pre-
served from the knowledge of it
by its universality and duration.
And even their parents are afraid
to tell them — almost afraid to
remember-that the world was
once a different place and life
almost as sunny for grown-ups as
their youth and innocence permitsit still to be for them. The question
is: Can we save the world in time
to give them a normal girlhood,
and preserve it long enough to
guarantee them a normal woman-
hood? To the first question the
answer is now Yes. Victory is on
the way; and victory for the
United Nations means food and
shelter and sunshine and laughter
for the girl on our cover. Whetherit will continue to mean freedom
from want and freedom from
tyranny, freedom to marry by her
own choice, and a carry-over of
all those freedoms to her children,
is more obscure. The answer is
Yes if we have learnt during the
last forty-three years as well as
suffered. It is No if we are too dull
to learn and too selfish for sacri-
fice. For we shall not get some of
our privileges back-those that
were mere luxury and self-centred
power-and we shall not recover
and retain our liberties unless we
pay the price for them,
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| who are abroad,
Perhaps you would like to see us
as we are to-day.

tated érass
is growing thickly on topof the air-raid shelters.In spite of Keep Out notices the chil-

dren are playing round their doors.The pits we digged for ourselves in our
gardens
are all filled in now, and we’ve planted.
potatoes end silver beet
and radishes,
No terror has struck at us from the skies,
None of us have had to carry ourchildren in fear,
crouching low under the hedges.We haven’t had to see the soft limbs
quiver or the clear eyes change.Any time we hear an aeroplane weknow it’s from Auckland, ‘sor Nelson, or some other place,or elseit’s just one of the boys from’drome that is learning to fly. ;In all the gardens down our street
there are roses.
It’s been a great year for roses, and
they flaunt themselves ratherall up and down the paths and underthe windows.
Women who are going to have babies
put on flowered smocks
and walk in the sunshine.
The girls from the offices don’t wear
hats.
Their hair is long and fine and curled
at the ends.
We still love, dance, hate, get divorced.Now that butter has been rationed, we
wonder what we're goingto do for Christmas.
We feel clever if we save a coupon
here and there
by making one new dress out of two
old ones.
Summer is on us at last and we buy
sandals,
and white dresses. and those whose
figures cen stand it get into slacks.
We aren’t any wiser or better or
kinder .

And we aren’t any more selfish or
hateful or sanctimonious
than we were before you went away.We're not changed at all, not the way
you will be
by the time you come back.
Perhaps you feel we're getting all the
ha’pence and
you're getting all the kicks.
Perhaps you're right.But perhaps if you remember the
whining bomb
and blasting shell
And if you could see them
The grasses growing undisturbed over
the air-raid shelters
and the pits we digged sprouting car-
rots and parsnips and
silver beet, you'd feel all right about it.If you could see the women in their
smocks in the sunshine.If you could see the roses.If you can realise that children’s eyes
out here are still
unclouded.
Then perhaps you who are abroadwill realise why you went .

and what we think about it.
Isobel Andrews

Letters from Listeners this weekwill be found on Page 32

To ALL READERS
This issue contains programmes foreight days_~January 3 to January10 inclusive. The reason is that our
NEXT issue may arrive a day later than
usual; owing to delivery delays whichwe cannot control: But do not supposethat it will not arrive at all: It will:
Wehope infactthat it will arrive atthe
normal time, but we have thought it
better to play safe than have some of
our readers feel sorry.


