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London night life still flourishing 
Ph.D. for Buddhist 

M.P. who flies kites: ^ 
monk . 

LISTEN this morning to t h e story of the 
Millionaire' and the Pear l of Great 

Price, Eind of how the Film Star achieved 
it for her very own. 

The place is a private swimming pool in the 
vicinity of the Lido, at Venice, where a cruel 
isun burns coma into coffee-coloured skins. 

Here round the pool a party drooped. Becom-
ing monstrously dull, its members yearned for 
some new Game to play. The Millionaire 
satisfied their longing by sponsoring the gay 
sport of ." Pearl-Diving." This is how it was 
played. 

-f • -f 
I^ORTY peerless oysters were thrown into the 

pool. In one of them, much aganist that r 
oyster's will, was placed a pearl of considerable 
price by the kindly Millionaire. 

There were screams of delight as dozens of 
bodies dived into the pool's depths in an 
attempt to bring the pearl oyster to the sur-
face. Each one had to open his or her oyster 
—that was the one condition. 

It was here that Jan Kiepufa stepped in and 
opened the oyster which his wife, Marthe 
Eggerthj had dived for. 

Inside it, they found the pearl. + ^ -f 
T T is a peculiar thing that in spite of the 

fact that everyone swears they are just 
leaving London, and that " positively every-
one " they know has already left, the night 
haunts continue to be crowded. 

On Monday night Nina Mae McKinney 
opened at the San Marco and Old Florida 
before packed tables. Her raven hair, now a 
mass of wild curls, was universally admired. 

Lord ancl Lady Carlisle I saw at the San 
Marco, Mrs. John Barran in a red cape, and, 
in blue. Lady Doria Neumann, 

-¥ -> ^ 
rriiHEN on Tuesday night a new show opened 

at the Liondon Casino, which has been 
doing astonishing business ever since it was 
first opened in the spring. 

Being a sinjpje-minded sort of chap 1 could 
have done with more humour in this Casino 
show; but it is called " Polies de Pemmes," and, 
so perhaps doesn't quite lend itself. 

E4ward G. Robinson, the film star, was 
ther^, bearing as patiently as ever the nudg-
ings and pointed fingers of his admirers. 

The place was packed. 
•f, <^ -f 

T'VE never seen so many tankards and cock-
-"- tail sets as Arthur Howard and Jean Comp-
ton had for wedding presents. One whole set 
of tankards was engraved with the individual 
handwriting of the friends who had given them. 

Many of the guests were wearing fabric hats. 
Fay Compton's was a brown satin one to 

Rummy To-day 

A BALLET 
WEEK-END 

Members of the Ballets Russes 
Irom Covent Garden spend their 
week-ends in a country house hide-
out near Effingham. 

These new and informal pictures 
show:— 

1. BAROTTOVA. 
2. DANILOVA. 
3. RIABOUCHINSEA. 

*' All right, all right, you old trout, let'n 
call it a draw." 

match her brown and white spot dress and 
coatee. Mrs, Stainer, the bride's rhother, was in 
navy with a pink pin spot, and large navy 
taffeta hat. 4 . vv A 
/"^ALA week for the Royal Yacht Squadron 
^^ at Cowes next week. Membership is 
almost as exclusive as that of Jockey Club. 

But once you are a member you may fly the 
St. George's Ensign; enter foreign harbours 
free of dues; land in front of the Castle at 
Cowes—a privilege confined only to R.Y.S. 
members and R.N. officers. 

Many would willingly spend ten times the en-
trance fee of £100 to gain coveted membership 
of the closely-protected yachtsmen's club which 
has its headquarters' in the ancient fort 
Henry VIII built as a coast defence. 

-f • -f • 
A IR-LINERS passing over Leects Castle, 

which is directly on route from Croydon 
to the coast and Gennany, must be wary of 
Mr. Geoffrey Lloyd's kites. 

He has been flying them with the greatest 
of ease, I hear, from the beautiful Kent home 
of Sir Abe and Lady Bailey during the past 
few week-ends. Friends of our. young, fair-
haired Under-Secretary for Home Affairs tell 
me that he is becoming really expert at this 
unusual pastime. 

Mr. Lloyd leaves with the Baileys on the 
950-ton yacht Eros when they cruise near 
the Dalmatian Coast in August. Captain David 
Margesson, the chief. Conservative Whip, will 
be another guest on board. 

•f • . + 
I SEE that woman-barrister Winifred Wat-

son, London's tramp-girl, is back in town 
after a return voyage to America in a tramp-
steamer. 

Winifred (she is twenty-five) was called to 
the Bar three years ago after joining the 
Middle Temple. Found practising too tame, 
jumped on a tramp bound for Newfoundland, 
and found herself having to run from flatter-
ing attentions of Canadian all-in wrestlers, 
when it reached the other side. 

Hitch-hiking, doing odd jobs all over the 
U.S. and Canada, she caught the next tramp 
home—a cattle boat with seventy men on 
board, 

Now sits at a desk in Earl's Court as secre-
tary to a bakery concern, and wistfully looks 
back. 

OR the first time, I believe, in the long 
histoi-y of Buddhism, a Buddhist monk 

from Ceylon has obtained a Ph.D. at Cam-
bridge. 

His name is V. Vajininiina Thcra, and he is 
now studyhig in Bloomsbury. It was in his 
room there that he told me how he became 

.a monk at fifteen and studied continuously at 
Colombo until his chance came, to travel. 

" During my three years at Cambridge," he 
said, " I lived in one small room. I cooked my 
own food, kept the place clean myself, and 
simply went without meals on the occasions 
that my money ran short." 

A good effort. 
+ • + 

TTELEN Hayes will sit In the dress circle of 
Piccadilly Theatre to-night and see one of 

her favourite stage parts played on the screen 
by Kathaiine Hepburn. 

Picture is "Mary of Scotland," and is based 
on Maxwell Anderson's play which was on 
Broadway last season. 

To-night's screening will be for the trade, 
and London-visiting film stars wifi bo there in 
scores. Among them;—Joe K. Broviin, lildward 
Everett Horton, Ann Harding:, Uuth Etting and 
Edward G. Robinson. 

-f • -f 
T HEAR that Sir Atul Chatterjec, a former 
•^ High Commissioner for India in London, 
may become India's representative to the 
League. -

In this he would succeed the Apa Khan, 
Sir Atul is a brilliant scholar, and I believe 

the only Indian ever to head the LC.S. exami-
nation list. Lady Chatterjec is a D.Sc. in 
Economics of London University. 

-f ^ -f 
Teacher: If I said " I am beautiful," what 

tense would it be ? 
Tommy: Past. 

a,A^utVL,^ 

CornwaU. 
July i2th, 1936, 

Dear Sits, 

I thought the following might interest you— 
I am a married woman with six children. I 
always used " Eucry l" Tooth Powder for 
their teeth when they were small. As they 
grew up and on their own, I should think 
every preparation for the teeth known, appeared 
at one t ime or another in the house. 

Lately w e had a family reunion, and all 
s ix children managed to get home at the 
same time. When I went down to the bath-
room on the first morning I saw eight tins 
of " E u c r y l " Tooth Powder in a row I (two 
belonged to m y husband and me). Having 
tried everything else, they had all come back 
to " Eucryl." 

Yours truly, 
(Signed) N . A. T 

Certified at a true Copy by the Chairman of Eucryl Ltd. 

fUCRvr 
In Flat Tins 7i-fcl'- Sprinklers K-6 2'-



Thursday, February 24, 1938 THE DAILY MIRROR P a g e ?L_ 

r^ }r>r\ 

< 

By 
EILEEN 

\SCROFT 

FINGER tips 

¥ 
Charm is the most import-

aht quality of all for a 
woman to possess. More im-
portant than beauty, brains 
or talent. 

Few women have it and Eileen 
Ascroft parades some of these few 
women for you to-day, 

But all women can have it. And 
EILEEN ASCROFT WILL TELL YOU 
HOW—in fourteen special lessons 
starting in Monday's " D a i l y Mir-
ror.'* 

They're written for every woman— 
they're written for YOU. 

Look out for the " Daily Mirror *' 

/^HAR,M is the loveliest virtue a woman can 
have. It attracts one instantly, and it's a 

thing one never wearies of, as one sometimes 
does of beauty, brains or wit alone. 

" She's utterly charniin,g ! " is the most per-
fect compliment that can be paid to a woman. 

Few women possess this Wonderful gift of 
charm, but those who cio are loved by all who 
meet them. 

You probably know the feeling of being in-
explicably drawn to somebody without being 
able to explain why. 

It may be an actress on the stage, a film 
star on the screen, or someone you have seen 
at a distance but never spoken to. Or it may 
be a woman you've seen in a bus or who lives 
in the house opposite. 

The Secret Is , • . 
You can't explain why you feel attracted to 

her. 
She may not be beautiful or smart or in-

telligent, but tiiere's something about her 
which draws you—something you can't under-
stand. 

Her secret is charm. 
One woman everybody knows who has great 

N. 

pei'sonal charm is the 
Duchess of Gloucester. 

Wherever she goes, 
whoever she m e e t s . 
she leaves the same 
impression behind. 

An i m p r e s s i o n of 
softness and sweetness 
and gracious poise and 
a real i n t e r e s t in 
everyone. 

When she's talking 
to you, you feel you 
really matter. 

So many f a m o u s 
people ncvef seem to 
give their whole atten-
tion to the p e r s o n 
they are talking to at the moment. 

Gladys Cooper, the lovely English actress 
who is appearing in "Dodsworth" at present. 
has this very attractive gift, too. 

She listens to you with her eyes as well as 
her ears, and no matter how unimportant a 
person you. may be, she makes you feel that 
she thinks you are an attractive, interesting 
person. 

You Long to See Her Again 
Dorothy Dickson is another actress . with 

great chann. 
When you've watched her on the stage and 

finally the curtain goes down, it leaves you with 
a sort of wistful longing to see her again, to 
recapture the fragi'ance oi her presence. 

And when you do meet her oft the stage., 
she's just as sweet and just as much fun. 

She has the delightful ability of making you 
feel amusing and clever and witty, or bringing 
out the very best in everyone she meets. 

A yeax or so ago I went to her home. It was 
the perfect expression of her personality. 

Not showy or ultra-luxurious. But light and 
airy and gay, and the soft 
perfume of many flowers 
g r e e t e d me as I first 
entered tJie front door 

-*• -f -f 
How many ot us, mih 

men and women, have sat 
s p e l l b o u n d before the 
chai-m of Nonna Shearer 
on the screen ? 

Many stars have allure, 
sophistication, t a l e n t or 
glamour, but the quality 
that makes her the best-
loved of all the s t a r s is 
charm. 

You feel, as you sit baci; 
and watch her moving over 
the silver screen, that she 
is really a simple, sweet, 
unaffected person, the sort 
of person" it would be easy 
to talk .to or fun to enter-
tain in your home. 

Another film star who 
has this attraction is Walt 
Disney's Snow White. 

Her charm is amazingly 
human, so much so that it 
makes you sad when you 
remember that she really 
doesn't exist at a l t ! 

IrinaBnronovais 
young, talented, 
bcflutifiiS—but 
above all she has 

charm. 

A charming hostess 
is always popular, and 
people value invita-
tions to her home. 

Whether it's for 
tea party, bridge or an 
iixvitation for a meal, 
p e o p l e are always 
eager to go. 

You know the feel-
ing. 

The moment y o u 
get Inside the door 
and your h o s t e s s 
greets you and makes 
you f e e l that she's 
been longing for you 
to arrive, you feel sort 
of pleased inside and 
sure you're going to 
enjoy yourself. 

She has the art of 
making her g u e s t s 

^ w e l c o m e i n h e r 
thoughts, as well as in 
her words and actions. 

• i think tha;t La,dy Waterhouse has this 
charming gift of real hospitality. 

Invitations to her lovely country home on 
Effingham Common are much prized, and all 
the young people who flock down on Saturdays 
and Sundays adore her. 

She makes everything such fun and so 
homely. 

You probably have a friend who has this 
same gift. Whenever you hear she is giving 
a party, you think involuntarily, " Oh, good 1 

's parties are always grand fun." 

She Loves Young People 
There's a little house in Shepherd's Market 

which I feel like this about. 
Its mistress is a very charming lady, Mrs. 

Diamantidi. 
She has a way of making you welcome which 

gives you a feeling of coming home rather than 
visiting. 

Slie loves young people and understands 
them. She knows that the secret of enter-
taining young folks is to let them amuse them-
seh'es, 

Each year when Colonel de Basil's Ballets 
Russes company comes to England, she keeps 
open house at the week-ends, and the house 
is always packed. 

Some of the loveliest times of my life I've 
spent at her house. 

And it was at her house that I first met 
Irina Baronova, one of the ballerinas of the 
Ballets Russes. 

She is beautiful, yes, and talented She is 
young and full of lit'e, too, 

But she has something more than all this, 
something which draws people to her both on 
and of? the stage, 

She has charm. 
She radiates it ai! about her. Everyone who 

knows her is conscious of it. 
The best words I can find to express it are 

the love of life itself and everything and every-
body in it. 

at Your Feet! 
•vl'hese women all have charni, that elusive 

quality that is more potent than beauty and 
feminine wiles. 

It is a quality which has nothing to do with 
age, appearance or rank. 

It is a quality which draws people to you 
and holds their interest. 

It is a quahty which makes you heaven to 
live with and a marvellous friend. 

If you possess it, you have the world at your 
feet! 

TO REMEMBER 

for FINGERTIP PERFECTION 

Smooth, white hands always 
attract; just as rough, red 
hands repel. Which is one 
very good reason why you 
should use Snowfire Jelly. 
Rub a little in every time you 
wash. Fragrant and non-
sticky, it will quickly banish 
all roughness and redness, 
leaving your hands soft as 
velvet, white as ivory. 

r u i t Es « ' & I / " 
Also gcJ.SaniplcTubes. Ujceiii inJllrt. 

INS JAN r'LY'.-;,/ BSQR fl BO- ^ ^ . 
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EILEE]^ ASCROFTIS 

To m e God im 
a God of 
qnietneisis 

and peace 

. . . T h e r e is a st i le down in t he coun t ry 
n e a r my m o t h e r ' s g a r d e n . It is t h e Friend-

liest p l ace I k n o w . 

nnn 

U 
inPTi n 

vJ U 

Wednesday, April 13. 
nnO-DAY I had a problem. 
•^ A reader wrote to me asking for impor-

tant and serious advice. 
She was about to take a very momentous 

Step in her life and she wasn't quite sure 
Whether it was right. 

She wrote to me, and these words presented 
my problem : ~ 

" I shall act upon your advice, as you will 
be able to judge my problem more clearly be-
cause you are disinterested, and your answers 
to other readers have shown me that you are 
kind and wise." 

I wanted to be alone to think about it, to try 
to conjure up a picture of her in my mind, 
to try to put myself in her position, in her 
life, with her problem facing me. 

So I went along to my own little sanctuary. 
I call it " my own " because I feel that way 

about it. Many others feel the same way I 
expect. Because it is open to all who wish to 
go there 

•f -f -f 
It is a little church which stands on an 

Island in the middle of the Strand. 
Busy traffic whirls each side of it . . . all 

round it . , . but inside it is a haven of peace 
and Quiet. 

For many hundreds of years it has been 
there . . . and you can feel those many hun-
dred years of prayer and faith and hope in the 
atmosphere all around you. 

It isn't a stately church where you walk on 
tiptoe and slip unnoticed into a back pew. 

It's a friendly, happy little church, which 
Welcomes you warmly and sends you out ag:ain 

i!V•«?^ 

Into the busy world of Fleet-street, soothed and 
refreshed. 

St. Clement Danes. 
That is the name of this peaceful little 

sanctuary in the Strand. 
Many times have I slipped in there for a few 

minutes with a sore heart, or a heavy burden 
and spent a little while just being quiet. 

To me God Is a God of quietness and peace 
, . His house is ever open to those whose 

spirits are at war or who have lost the way. 
Inside this beautiful little church this morn-

ing I solved my reader's problem. 
4- -f -f 

Everyone, I suppose, has some special place 
where they go when they want to be at peace 
and think. 

When the whole world seems to be against 
them, when everything has gone wrong, when 
they feel lonely and deserted, bruised in spirit 
and terribly weary. 

There is one place in the world they long to 
go to where they can be alone. 

-f -f -f 
Good Friday Is near at hand. 
And we remember how in HIS hour of 

agony Jesus went to a garden. The Garden of 
Gcthsemane. And there alone with the trees 
and the flowers and the animals, and His three 
disciples watching at a distance. He prayed 

. . to His God : 
That is a feeling many of us share. Tlie 

desire to be close to Nature at times of stress. 
To have only the simple, natural things 
around us, to escape from all the man-made 
problems of this life. 

• f ••• - f 
There is a stile down in tiie country on 

Effingham Common, near my mother's cottage. 
There are green fields behind it, and on each 

side of it. And before it is the common, railing 
out in great green waves as 
far as you can see. 

I used to go there when 
I was younger, when I 
was unhappy. There was 
something abaut the big-
ness of the common all 
around me that made me 
feel my SOITOWS were so 
small 

Many childish woes have 
been soothed away on that 
stile. 

I still go there sometimes 
when I go doiMi at week-
ends. It is the friendliest 
place I know of. 

If I were ill or sad at the 
other side of the world, I 
know I should find myself 

[aside the beau-
tiful little nhurcli 
of St. Clement 
D a n e s t h i s 
Illuming, I solved 

her problem. 

ffi^ 

longing for the quiet aud peace of that country 
stile. 

A woman told me the other day that her 
sanctuary was her bed. She always felt there 
that the troubles of the day melted away and 
could not touch her any more. 

In the warmth and familiar softness of her 
pillows she found comfort and renewed energy 
to meet to-morrow. 

I expect lots of people agree with her. 
Because a bed is one of the most personal 
things you possess. 

Where do YOU take refuge when you leelsad 
and depressed ? 

Where do YOU go when you want to face 
yourself in solitude ? 

I have asked many people this question t*-
day. 

I ask YOU now. 
It's not just idle curlosttS'. i really want to 

know. 
By knowing little intimate things like that 

about people, you feel much closer to thAlD 
and you leara to understand them better. 

Smartness douin to the ground 
In Black, various S h o c s t h a t a r e r e g u l a r l y p o l i s h e d w i t h ' N u ^ j j c t 
shades of Brown, a l w a y s l o o k I m m a c u l a t e a n d wcU-cai -ed-for . 

N u g g e t ' ^ ives s u c h a b r i l l i a n t a n d l a s t ing po l i sh 
a n d p r o v i d e s t h e l e a t h e r - p r e s e r v i n g oils w h i c h all 
s h o e s n e e d t o k e e p t h e m in f irst-class c o n d i t i o n . 

and White. Nugget 
White does not 
marksilk stockings. 
Tina 3d. & 6d. 
Large Household 

Tins 9d. M U G G B T X M B P O U I S M o/^ S U P R E M E 
NfAUi4 
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When Ferris first kissed Karen 
Selby, she spoke the most 
b e a u t i f u l l i n e in " T h e 
Flashing Stream." 

Ferris—fiodfrey Tearle, 

,sliittg 

Tuesday, October 25. 
" T P I could put a 

-•- circle round any 
instant of time and 
keep it always, I would 
choose tliis one." 

These are the words 
of Karen Selby, a 
character in the play 
" T h e P l a s h i n g 
Stream,'' when she 
first kisses Edward 
Pex'ris, 

These words made a 
very big impression on 
me, for there is a span 
of time in all our 
lives which stands out 
above all others. A 
period we remember 
for its perfect happiness, its success, or its 
freedom. 

We say to ourselves: " 1 want t-o remember 
tills time always and keep it in my memory." 

And we look round and try to take a photo-
graphic impression to store away in our 
memory, 

^ •¥ •¥ 
As 1 heard these words the other night, 1 

asked myscif; "If you could put a circle round 
any instant of time in youv life, which would 
you choose ? " / ' 

And my mind went groping back to a 
summer many years ago. 

When I was fourteen and young and care-
free, and I came home for my school holidays 
to t.he little cottage on Effingham Common 
where mj' mother and father lived. 

It was a beautiful hot summer, and 1 ran 
absolutely wild. 

Bathing in the river that ran through the 
woods at the bottom of the fields with only the 
wild ducks and the wild flowers for compaiiy. 

Write and tell me about it, and I will pub-
lish a page of readers' answers next week, 

If you have a photo or snapshot, send that, 
too, with a stamped addressed envelope 

I will pay 10s. 6d. for each letter published. 
-f -*- V 

When I was quite young I started a sort of 
mental scrap book of memories of happy times 
and beautiful things which I had seen and 

• heard and read. 
Anything that made a great impression on me 

at the time I stored away In my mind, so 
that one day when I am old, with nothing 
muc-h to do or occupy my time any more, I 
shall have a whole collection of lovely memories 
to think about, 

The soul of Karen Selby ishines 
through the eyes of Margaret 
Rawlings. 

Sometimes when I am too tired to read or 
write or go out I spend a lazy evening lying by 
the fire^,,half-wak!ng, half-dreaming, of all the 
lovely things that have happened to me in my 
life. 

•V -t -t-
You probably do this. too. or day dream in 

the bus going home at night or in those last 
few minutes before you drop off to sleep at 
night. 

If you do, send me',your most vivid memory, 
the One you treasure most dearly. 

Perhaps it may win'you a prize. 
Keep your entry as short as possible and send 

it in right away, 

This I Shall 
Always Remember 

Playing in the hay with the crowd ot other 
boys and girls who hved near and were also 
home on their holidays. 

Eating apples, playing tennis, sunbathing, 
parties, picnics, river trips—every day was just 
one long dream of hot sunshine and warm 
happiness. 

Iced lemonade, ice cream, the cool sprinkler 
of the hosepipe on the lawn, newly-born 
kittens in the barn, these are some of the 
things that are all tied up in my memory with 
that lovely month of September. 

1 can remember the day before I went Pack 
to school, lying on a haystack on my back 
staring up at the sun, 

In my hand was a boolc, and beside me a £f yQy, COUld 
small stock of apples 

Later I was joining a blackberrying party, 
and then my mother was giving a good-bye 
supper. 

I lay back and thought of the days I had 
spent. Happy days cut off by the sunshine 
Into a little world of their own 

Ascroft 
I thought then how perfect my life was, how 

I had everything I wanted, and that whatever 
happened in the future, I'd always remember it. 

I closed my eyes and tried to absorb my 
surroundings into my memory 

" I'll never forget, never," I vowed to myself 
then in a passionate effort to comfort myself 
at the thought of going back to school. 

-•- -f -f 
" It may be over now, but 1*11 have It to 

remember always." 
And, strangely enough, 1 have. 
WhE^tever' has happened since has not 

touched that memory or blurred its detail. 

It might have 
been yesterday 

That period of my life is as bright in my 
mind as if it were only yesterday. Those were 
really the last days of my childhood. 

After that came exams and responsibilities 
and education and jobs. Those were the last 
days of my freedom. 

There have been other far more important 
tunes in my life. 

When I got my first job, when 1 fell in love, 
when I first had the chance to write a daily 
page. 

But somehow none of them has left the same 
clear impression. 

-f -f • 
Is there a span in your life that you remem-

ber like this ? 
The first days after you were maiTied, per-

haps, or when you became engaged ? 
Perhaps some instance of your childhood, or 

a particularly successful period of your work. 
Or perhaps your memories are bound up with 

your children, the time when they were very 
young, or when they were home from school. 

put a circle 
If you could put a circle round any instant 

of time in your life and keep it always, which 
time would you choose ? 

•}^\-

THERE'S nothing else quite like 
a Kit Kat. Crisp golden-baked 

wafer biscuit, moulded mto a block 
with delicious milk chocolate. 

The wafer and the chocolate are a 
pair — not a mixture. You can see 
them, quite separate, when you snap 
off a piece from your Kit Kat. You 
can feel them, quite separates in your 

mouth. You can taste them, still quite 
separate, as you crunch them up. Two 
splendid foods, with two wonderful 
flavours, each doubling the enjoyment 
of the other. 

Crisp wafer — milk chocolate — 
Kit Kat Chocolate Crisp, made by 
Rowntrees and sold by confectioners 
and cafes. 


