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THE GREAT DETERGENT/ANTED— a modern Hercules
To depigment the lily,
Deodorise the polecat
And soundproof Piccadilly;
Perhaps deflate inflation,
Bring frosts to Borneo,
Devise a silent celery
Or grass that doesn’t grow.
Then after a dozen labours,If he should want thirteen-
He could perhaps be told to go
And make the H-bomb clean.
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This-~and nothing
less-~is authentic
HIGH FIDELITY

Designed in America and made in
Britain byRCA, the recognised worldleaders in electronic engineering, the
new 'President" phonograph is, in
every respect superlative piece of
equipment. You' recognise that themomentyou hear its thrilling dynamic
range its clarity, its vivid realism.The "President" is not designed for
radio reception-~any straightforwardradio receiver isquite

adequate for that
Butwhen it 5 a matterofenjoyinghighfidel-ity record reproduc-
tionmorebreathtaking
than youve eYe
heard before, the
"President" is most
definitely the only
thing for you:

The 66PRESIDENT "
Uhgh _ZdehityPKONOGRAPH

Panoramic Multip! eSpeaker System. Treble,Ba S S and Loudness
Controls. Four speedmanua automatic
changer 10 watt Ampli-fier (15 wattpeak) Fre-
quency range 25-20,000
c.p.s:
Ask to hear this superlative phonograph nowat leading record andradio dealers.

Unique value atE119
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"Buy RCA and youown the best";

N.Z Distributors:
AMALGAMATEDWIRELESS(A'SIA- LTD:
P.o. Box 830 WELLINGTONE
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Genius—Meet Beauty
by ANTHONY BARTLETT] WAS reading the other day about aMrs Orr-Ewing, who keeps a finish-

ing school in England for young ladies.
Mrs Orr-Ewing has obtained a prodigy
from France, Berthe Grimault, who
wrote a novel when she was 14 that
created a sensation-so I was told-in
both France and England.* Unfortun-
ately, from Mrs Orr-Ewing’s point of
view, this lass had had a somewhat
sketchy upbringing on the pig farm that
was her home, and the book she had
written was unfortunate too-various
descriptions were "amoral," "ugly,"
"made money." So Mrs Orr-Ewing’s
going to change all that. Mrs Orr-Ewing
says that Berthe has always lived with
ugly things- pigs, for instance— and
has therefore written about ugly things.
Mrs Orr-Ewing is now going to show her
beauty, and she'll see if little Berthe,
who is now 17, can express that as well.
The story reminded me very much of
something that happened to a _ great
friend of mine in England. Peter Pip-
kins, his name was; he came from
rather ordinary parents in a. middle-
class district, and he always had a fond-
ness for writing. At the time I’m speak-
ing of he was having a great run of
luck in the school magazine, turning in
anything from short stories to Rugby
reports. One day he sent a story to Peg’s
Paper, and to everyone’s pleased sur-
prise, he was-accepted. Success led to
success, and before long he was making
a steady guinea a week from writing
alone.
One Saturday morning he and I were
having coffee together when a tall fel-
low in Donegal tweeds walked up to our

table and introduced himself.
"Good morning, gentlemen," he said,
in a strong Irish accent. "My name is
Finnegan-I believe you’re Peter Pip-
kins, sir, the author."
"Yes," said Peter, taken aback. "That’s
right. Yes."
"That’s fine," said Finnegan. "You
don’t mind if I sit down?"
Of course, we didn’t, and soon we had
this chap Finnegan equipped with coffee
and a biscuit and he got down to talking
business.
"You may not know it, Mr Pipkins,"
he said, "but you’ve got a big followingin Ireland?"
"Ooh," said Peter. "Really?"
"That’s right," said Finnegan. "Wethink you’ve a big future as a writer...
except, of course, that..."
"Except what?" said Peter, whose eyes
were beginning to glaze with excite-
ment.

"Except that we think you're on the
wrong track." Finnegan leant forward.
"You're writing now about men and
girls, handsome men and lonely women
who meet in the jungle of bricks and
mortar that you call cities; where the
true human values are lost. Your. stories
appeal to the baser passions of the body,Mr Pipkins-in fact, I'd go so far as
to call your stories. ugly-indeed,
amoral." ‘
my Od
"There are other things, Mr Pipkins,for the true artist to take into considera-
tion. The fine sweep of the hills, the first
touch of the cold morning air, the lowingof the cows-the pageant of Nature."
Finnegan looked out of the windows of the
cafe. "I can see that here, in this town
of yours, your emotions must be stulti-
fied. You want to get out-get out into
the fresh, clean air. Come to Ireland, Mr
Pipkins-you’ll be welcome."
It was all very touching, and Peter
was touched. Within a week, his parents
had agreed to let him go to Ireland for
three years to stay with Finnegan and
his family at Finnegan’s expense. Dur-
ing his stay he was to get close to
Nature and refine his sensibilities.
I: had some letters from Peter while
he was away. He told me about the
farm in the back-blocks somewhere be-
hind Dublin where Finnegan took him.
When he arrived he found the farm-
house full of people, and he was very
flattered, thinking that the countryside
had turned out en masse to greet him.
He soon found out it hadn’t; the whole
crowd lived in the house. There were
six rooms, and eleven people— they
washed under a pump, cleaned their
teeth with salt, and slept in their under-
clothes, all habits that Peter very soon
found sensible, under the circumstances,
and accordingly adopted. During the day,
Finnegan would take him out for walks
on the hills while the others worked
on the farm; in the evenings, everyone
would sit around the fire while Finnegan
read to them out of the current number
of Peg’s Paper.
At the end of the three years, Finne-
gen said to Peter: "Well, my boy," he
said, "I hope you’ve benefited from your
stay here, and that you’ll write some-
thing really worth while when you get
back home."
"T hope so, too," said Peter. "But look,Mr Finnegan-why have you taken all
this trouble over me?"
"Why?" said Finnegan. "Because the
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only thing my father left. to me other
than the farm was a perpetual subscrip-
tion to Peg’s Paper. I’m looking to you,
my boy, to give us something in it alittle different from the stuff that I’ve
been having to read out for so long."
Peter was most affected by this, and
when he got home, and slowly recoyered
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from the abnormal physical health that
had kept him from writing all the time
he’d been in Ireland, he put his mind
to satisfying Finnegan’s hope. Unfortun-
ately, he couldn’t. Immediately he put
pen to paper, he found himself writing
about handsome men and lonely women
in the suburbs of London; the only dif-
ference from before was that now and
again one or other of them would be
Irish. The money rolled in, and he saved
it. The reproachful letters from Finne-.
gan he burnt.
I only hope Mrs Orr-Ewing is more
fortunate. How terrible it would be if
Berthe wrote a sordid

book
about a

finishing school,
* Berthe Grimault’s novel, "‘Beau Clown,"
is reviewéd this week on page 17.

BERTHE and Mrs Orr-Ewing in the garden
of the latter's finishing school


