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B8095 STARS AND STRIPES (MARCH) Coldstream GuardsTURKISH PATROL Bands.

B.8483 LONELY ROAD Paul RobesonTHE BLACK EMPEROR vocal)
B8488 ENTRANCE OF THE FAUNS Boston PromenadeTHUNDER AND LIGHTNING POLKA Orchestra.

B.8497 1 STILL SUITS ME Paul RobesonOL' MAN RIVER vocal)
B.8668 STILL NIGHT HOLY NIGHT Paul RobesonALL THROUGH THE NIGHT vocal

B.8712 ABIDE WITH MEHOLY CITY Ernest Lough.

B.8713 ESPANA-~RAPSODIE, Parts 1 and Boston Promenade Orchestra.
B.8831 LOCH LOMOND
DRINK TO ME ONLY Paul Robeson.

B.8879 BACH GOES TO TOWN Benny Goodman SFAREWELL BLUES Orchestra.

B.8885 COLONEL BOGEY (MARCH) Royal Marines Band,THIN RED LINE (MARCH) Plymouth Division.
B.9010 JERUSALEM
SHE ISFAR FROM THE LAND Paul Robeson.

B.9020 LAND OF MY FATHERS Paul Robeson, withEBENEZER Male Chorus_
B.9041 ROYAL REVIEW (QUICK MARCH) AM RoyalTHE STANDARDOFST. GEORGE (QUICK MARCH) MarinesBand
B.9287 THE MARINES' HYMN (MARCH) Victory MilitaryANCHORS AWEIGH (MARCH) Band.
B.9379 POINCIANA SONG OF THE TREE) David Rose OrchesOUR WALTZ tra.
B.9388 ARKANSAW TRAVELLER Boston PromenadeLA GOLONDRINA Orchestra_

B.9511 DARKTOWN STRUTTERS' BALL Bunk Jolinson andWHEN THE SAINTS GO MARCHING IN New Orleans Band.
B9994 SICILIENNE ET RIGAUDON
HOE DOWN IdaHaendel (Violin)

B.10076 MALAGUENA Boston PromenadeCARIOCA Orchestra.

B.10507 THE RED CANARYBIG MAMOU The Tanner Sisters

B.10638 HOW DEEP IS THE OCEANTHAT OLD FEELING Eddie Fisher.

B.10734 GILLY GILLY OSSENFEFFER KATZENELLENBOGENTHIRD LITTLE TURNING ON THE RIGHT Max Bygraves

These Records are available atyour nearest A.M.V Dealer.

Ask your AMV. Dealer for the latest L.P_ and Popular
Record Lists.
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The Art of Staying Alive
N engaging old man of 105,
now in Blenheim, said on his
birthday recently that he

had no recipe for longevity. He
does not claim to have avoided
liquor; he smokes black tobacco,
and drinks plenty ‘of tea. On the
day after this birthday was faith-
fully reported in the newspapers,
a Christchurch man also became
a centenarian. He neither drinks
nor smokes, is against gambling of
any sort, and attributes his long-
evity to hard work. These are
familiar contradictions which seem
to prove nothing except that some
men are tougher than others. Yet
they attract notice and hopeful
argument from people who, in
spite of the hydrogen bomb and
other deterrents (or perhaps be-
cause of them) are deeply inter-
ested in the art of staying alive.
For an art it has become. Never
before has so much attention been
given to physical welfare. The
person who goes through life
without learning frequently of
dangers which lurk in the air
around him," where the viruses
swarm, or in the cells within his
body, must be without the bless-
ings of either radio or newspaper.
-We are advised what to eat, when
to eat it, and how to assist the
processes of digestion. Sleeping is
now a sort of therapy, concerned
closely with ventilation, the state
of mind, and even-some would
tell us-the garments to be worn
in bed. Special interest is taken
in people who, a little alarmed at
their own imprudence, have
reached the tender age of 40.
They must eat less fat, take their
daily ration of milk (from which,
of course, the top milk has been
carefully removed), ease up on
smoking and drinking, and exer-
cise their frail limbs by walking
a mile or two a@ day, breathing
rhythmically as they go. If they
follow all the instructions-re-
membering*that the advice may
change a little as new scientific

information becomes available
and keep a sharp eye open for
motorists, katipo spiders and other
hazards natural to their environ
ment, they may avoid coronary
thrombosis and aspire to be an
elder, perhaps even a centenarian.
One of the hardest tasks, how
ever, is not to worry. All the ex
perts assure us that worry is the
kille®: it nourishes the peptic
ulcer, the roaming clot in the
blood, and the embarrassments of
eczema. But how is serenity to be
reached and held when we are in
vited to give so much thought to
ailments of the flesh? It is difficult
to open a newspaper without read
ing again that large numbers of
smokers are doomed. Every cigar
ette, thoughtlessly lighted, be
comes an anguish of the soul
before it is half-smoked; and if we
turn to a cigar there is certain to
be a warning that only a Churchill
can get away with it. And yet, if
all pleasures are put aside; if the
glass stays empty and the pipe
unlit; if we grow our vegetables
according to the phases of the
moon and steam them in the
approved methods of science, or
eat them raw, with nuts; if we
take no créam, eat no fat and obey
all the rules for radiant living
we are still unaware of what is
going on in those unpredictable
cities, our bodies. There are so
many diseases to guard against.
Is it not pessible to be overtaken
by the one that has somehow
escaped attention?
It is merely sensible to be tem
perate and careful; but interest in
health, if taken too far, can be
come an obsession and therefore
a sort of disease. And although it
is often pleasant to be alive, and
offensive to be reminded that pre
sently we shall all be dead, the
thought does creep in sometimes
that dying is also a subject towhich in odd moments we could
give some attention. Or would
that be an unhealthy practice?


