Dear Sir, or Madam...

“DEAR PRUE,” wrote Richard Steele

to his wife in one of those two or
three-line notes he was fond of sending
her, “Dear Prue, Scber or not, I am,
ever yours, Richard Steele.”

Most men and women write love
letters at some time of their lives,
whether despairing or pleading, trium-
phant, sloppy or sternly practical. Or if
they don’t write love letters they write
letters of the type, “Dear Sir, . . .
Yours faithfully”; or those like “This
account is now overdue”; or letters
whicE% begin, “Dear Mum, please send
seven shillings.”

Letters, and the art of writing them,
are the subject of eight illustrated talks
by Professor Ian Gordon, Professor of
English at Victoria University College,
to be broadcast weekly from 2YC on
Tuesdays, beginning March 8, at 9.37
p.m. The talks consist of two on the

Love Letter, followed by the Gossip and
Family Letter, the Travel Letter, the
Public Letter, the Business Letter, the
and

Please - do-me-a-favour Letter,
the Letters for the
Letter’'s Sake. The
talkg will subse-
quently be repeated
from the other YC
stations.

Customs and
modes of living may
change, language
may change, but
human nature goes
on much the same.
“Right reverend
and worshipful
father, I recom-
mend me unto you.
I have received
from my uncle a
letter and a noble

of gold therein. My housemaster recom-
mends himself to you and he prayeth
you to send him the money for my
board, for he sayeth you are twenty
shillings in hig debt. . . .”

Apparently the cost of living can
change, too; that letter was written by
a schoolboy in 1478,

Letters are also a source of historical
material of the type which seldom
appears in orthodox history books. For
instance, one 15th Century housewife
sent her absent husband a shopping list
which illustrates why they called it
merry England: she wanted some
materia] for her hat and for her chil-
dren’s dresses, almonds and sugar for
the kitchen, and two or three poleaxes
and some crossbows because it looked
as if the neighbours were about to
attack the house.

A series of letters can tell a dramatic
story. “Dear Mr. Browning . . . faith-
fully yours, and gratefully, Elizabeth
B. Barrett”—that letter was about liter-
ary criticism. “God bless you, my dear
friend. . . R. Brown-
ing” — so was that
one, “May God
bless you my own,
my precious, I am
all your own. R.B.”
—that ene was not.
“On ‘Tuesday, at
fast, I am with you.
Till then, be with
me ever, dearest.
R.B.” — that one
was about details of
the elopement, and
after which there
was no need of let-
ters between R.
Browning and Eliza-
beth B. Barrett.

Coming Round the Bend . . .

SEVERAL TYPES

_IE'S an army type. He sticks his

hands into his pockets as if they
contained Mills bombs, and his belly
locks like a landmine, short-fused to his
face.

l_lE’S an air-force type. There's no

grey in the slipstream of his hair,
and he strokes his moustaches as if they
were butterfly wings, or some rare
orchid.

.]JE'S a navy type. When he laughs it

is very loud, and he talks endlessly.
Oh, that windy emotion they call the
Silent Service!

}.[E‘S a civilian type. You can tell he's

never been in the services: he
doesn’t walk, he shambles. His anecdotes
are pointless and his arms wave about
like aimless cranes. He has no particular
occupation, and no mannerisms. There-
fore a dull fellow.

E'S a lawyer type. Delightful,

socially, with never an opinion to
express. His jokes about the law have
age-old precedents. He cocks his head
sideways, purses his lips, and considers
your idle remark as if it were a Supreme
Court judgment in writing. .
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. . . with Denis Glover
OF TYPES
HE'S a sheep-farmer type. Shoulders

as broad as tractor wheels, and
large, clumsy. sensitive hands. He looks
unnaturally healthy. His language to his
dogs is impeccably fluent standard Eng-

lish, even if the words are not in the
dictionary,

E'S a life-insurance type. You know

that at once because when intro-
duced to a roomful of people he never
misses a2 name. And his conversational
questions are alvays so flatteringly per-
sonal,

}_]E’S a doctor type. “Ah!” he says,

and looks incredibly profound. In
private he complains about his indiges-
tion, and prophesies his weak heart will
finish him off. But he won't see a doc-
tor.

E’S a schoolmaster type. A mass of
noble, vague ideals and a fund of
irrelevant facts. He believes in impar-
tial justice, with himself as prosecutor
and judge. Roman in his virtues, he
draws inexhaustibly on six Latin tags.

E'S a journalist type. He looks on

tragedies, detached, cool, unmoved: a
poor little doggie without a home makes
him burst into two-column tears. -

Cricketers Satisfied

LETTER received by the Director

of Broadcasting (Mr. William Yates)
from Mr. E. E. Luttrell, secretary to
the New Zealand Cricket Council,
places on record the Couw.cil’s apprecia-
tion of the coverage given by the
NZBS to the 1954-55 Test series.

“l am desired by mv Committee,”
wrote Mr. Luttrell, “to express to you
1ts appreciation of the splendid service
you have arranged in the broadcasting
of the current Test match series in
Australia. The general comment here,
and indeed throughout the Dominion,
amongst cricketers and public alike, is

WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE -

Without Calomel — And You'll Jump oul
of Bed in the Morning Full of Vim,

The liver should pour out two pints of liguid
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not flow=
g freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just decays
in the bowels, Wind bloats up your stomach. You
get constipated. Your whole system is poisoned
and you feel sour, tired and weary and the world
looks blue.

Laxatives are only makeshifts, A mers bowel
movement doesn’t get at the cause. It takes thase
good old Carter's Little Liver Pills to get those
two pints of bile lowing freely and make you feel
“up and up.” Harmless, gentle yet amazing in
making bile flow frealy.

Ask for CARTER’S Little Liver Pills by
name, Stubbornly refuse anything else.

most appreciative, We offer you our
thanks.”

Distributors: Fassett & Johnson Ltd., Levy
Buildings, Manners Street, Wellington, C.3

No text-book can teach you to SPEAK a foreign language correctly. To do
that you must HEAR the rhythm, the lilt, the everyday speech of g'rdinary
people. Linguaphone teaches you by this quick, thorough, effortless method.
You learn by LISTENING to the voices of expert native teachers on
gramophone relords, following the words in the illustrated text-book. In
half the usual time this method enables you to SPEAK, READ and WRITE
the language—and above all, to understand it when spoken. There is no
formal learning. From the start you
are thrown into- the conversational
atmosphere of the boulevarde and cafe,

Put in 15 minutes a day and in a few
wecks you can express yourself freely
in the language of your choice. Find
out all about this unique, modern
method of learning. Post the coupon
below for a free illustrated booklet de-
scribing Linguaphone language courses
and SEVEN DAYS' FREE TRIAL.
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