I've trained myself
not o let people hurt
me any wmore. If you
were to walk out of this
room now and say to the
first person you met
that I was a swine, it
wouldn’t hurt me. . ..
.i%ecause I wouldn’t let
it

= HAT’S what some-
one said to me in
Auckland the other
day, and I’ve pond-
ered a great deal about it
since.

I can picture the whole
scene again. We were sit-
ting near the window high
up in a big block of flats.
It was grey and wet and
misty, and cleaving its

way slowly through the
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Can anyone train himself not to be hurt by the words
and actions of the people he colls friends?
Pageant today says NO!....Were the sad-eyed re-
fugees on the Acrongi immune to the lashes and barbs
of their oppressors? . . .. But there is love in life .. ..
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“Britein Wants the
Windsors Home Again,”
says a London newspeper
heading. And the poper
backs up its statement by
putiing out @ voiing |
peper.  Sixty-one  per
cent. veted in favour of
the exiles’ return, [i%s
piohable, oo, that the
Royal couple will visit the
United States next month, |
Here are the Windsers
snopped arriving ot a@
i Paris theatre lost month.

dull waters of the Waite-
mata was the Aorangi, in-
ward-bound from Van-
COUVET.
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TH@SE words, spoken im -
seeming sincerity, seemed
%0 me as grey and grim as
the Auckland sky, as the
harbour below,
Can anyone — ANYONE
O THIS RBARTH-—school

themselves not to be hurt by
the thoughis and actions of
the people they call friends?
I say—emphatically

No,
nof

y, @9,
i °’°‘q"‘&“ls;/’ otdes,
porels W&% ,e%‘r&.,a 2 S0,
,‘ < &

he BRANDY tiat
| made COGNAC fomoua)

)

The person who has mast-
ered his emolions, the person
to whom the cruel words of
-others are like so much water
off a duck’s back, has ceased

to be entirely bhuman. He’s
2 ropbot that eats and drinks

- and sleeps, bubt the magic of

star-decked nights, of love, of
plaintive music on a violin,
is lost to bim for ever.

And that’s a pretiy fer-
rible thounght, isn’y 1%
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WO, to say you can train your-

self not to let people hurt you
iz to make one of those glib
statements that sound all right
in a ‘““elever’” play, but won’t
bear the fiercer light of ecold
reasoning. :

You’ve becn in love—and so
have I. You’ve been let down,
too—and so have I. And didn’t
it hurt? Hurt like the very
devil? And didn’t you say to
yourself that you’d never be
such a fool again—that you’d
never again let anyone run
away with your heart and your
head? :

Of course you did—and a.
month or two later you were
going through the same thing,
your former good intentions
thrown to the four winds.

M[NZ) you, EXPERIENCE
15 @ very different thing.
Erperience tempers your
judgment, tempers your
emotions. But experience
gwes as it takes, It gives
you the power to appreciate
even more the lovely music of
Schubert, it lets you look into
and beyond the eyes of the
Mona Lisa, i gives you a
ump in your throat as you
walk along the Champs Ely-
sees in the dusk of o Paris
sprmg.

-~ Aad that is good for us.

But experience is @ mighty

different matter to hardening
the heart and steeling the soul
ageinst whatever the Fates
may hand you.
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E DON'T really think that the

‘girl—or woman, rather—who
used those words to me rcally
and seriously meant them.

I hope she didn’t, anyway, be-
cause she’s much too charming,
too much loved by people of all
classes to have such a grey baeks

ground fo her soul,

Most of Ther life she’s
strugeled and fought and now
she has what most of us long
for—comfort, money, a tremen-
dous circle of admirers and a
small treasured handful of real
friends.

Oh, how I wish I could tell
you who I’'m talking about, be-
cause P’'m sure you know her,

too!

LATER on we both went
down o meet friends on
the Aorangd,

Lining the rails of the ship
were Grerman refugees, exiles
who were looking for the
first fime on the land they
would now call Home.

There was wvelief on the
faces of some, sorrow such
as I never hope to experiencs
on the faces of others.
was a quiet and pathetic
litile assemblage.

“Those people up there
have been through more than
you aad I can ever imagine,”’
I said, ““but E don’t think
they've leaimed, from all
their suffering and all their
misery, uot to lej people hurt

. them any more. Do you?”

There was mno answer o
that—and I felt I had scored

the point I had been irying
to make all the afternoon.

0, I find boundless delight

v liking people and being
Uked by them. And I hope I
always shall,

The other day-—I DO seem
to have been having an in-
tense time latelyl—someone
asked me if I could name six

o

people that I reelly admire.

I said wyes, I could, and I
don’t mind felling you who
they are. Two of them live
in Auckland, two of them in
Wellington, and the other two
in Canterdury. |

_or a downright no to many

T
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[N Auckland—yes, you're right

first guess—lives Dorothy
Wocd. o

Dorothy is my idea of cour-
age and simplicity and resource~
fulness. She has forthrightness
that is a tonic to those of us °
who spend our lives beating
about the bush.

How much hapi)ier we would
be if we could give a plain yes
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she

the qguestions that eonfront
Well, Dorothy ecan—and
never offends anybody.

Don’t think for one moment
that Dorothy has always been
the big radio star, packing town
halls with her admircrs and
talking over the air to thou-
sands of enraptured listeners.
She’s known what it is to be
broke, o be hungry, to be one
of a long line waiting for a
badly-paid job.

But now she’s ‘‘got there’’—
and her own experiences in the
school of hard knocks have given
her a sympathy with the folk
whose lives are dull and despair-

ing.
<o

@T‘I‘ERL‘SZ’ different in looks

and temperament—but 2
great friend of Dorothy’s,
neverthelass — is ¥Yvonne

b g,

Qakes, of Aunckland, wife of
Major T. H, E. Oakes.

Wirs. Oakes is one of those
rare people with a sense of
bhumour that never makes
you feel uncomfortable, an
artistic ability that could
carn her a very good livifg
if needs be, and aun adapii-
bility that has brought her
many friends in Aunckland.

¥ mention adapiability be-
cause Bfirs. Qakes is an Fng-
lish woman used to many of
the things that we regard as
“‘frills.”’ Bug she has become
““one of us,’’ fitting into the
eolonial scene without losing
that poise and guiet manner -
that are so much a part of
her charm,

Bhe sails quite socon for
IEngland, faking her young
‘devghter Home to complete
her education,

*

"HE scene moves on to Wel-
lington and one of my two
choices here is Mrs. Knox Gil-

I



