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Gracte FIELDS

Queen of radio variety. Her
broadcast last Wednesday—
almost the first for a year
—was one of the week’s out-
standing papular events

Pjoto : Wilfred Bowen
»
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1935 BAND PASS TUNING
IRON-CORED COIL REGEIVERS

What! .. . only /G a week

L1SsEN have always done big things in a big way.
We cater for the largest section of the radio public
in the country. The Lissen receiver shown above
is the most up-to-date radio receiving instrument

on the market.

It gives you a free choice of
Thres valve band-pass tuning, iron-cored coils,
moving-coil speaker. In dual-grained walnut

cabinet complete with batteries and accu mulator £8 a 1 0 ] 0

(17/6 down and 18 monthly payments of 11/.)
pass tuming, iron-cored coils, moving-coil

(21/- down and 18 monthly payments of 12/6)

Four valve A.C. mains receiver, band-

< Full particulars of all Lissen receivers ranging from
£4.10.0, together with easy payment terms, sent free on
receipt of the coupon attached.

British and Continental programmes, with perfect

reproduction through a moving-coil speaker.
Go to the nearest Lissen stockist, hear the receiver,
and you will realise the tull value of 2/6 a week
and one year’s guarantee.

C 0 u P 0 N

Fill in this coupon and post in }d. unsealed envelope
and address it to Publicity Department, Lissen 'Ltd.,
Worple Road, Isleworth, Middlesex. :
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Following in father’s footsteps—Michael
plays the drums in his own orchestra !

HERE is one thing about broad-
casting . . . it keeps you busy.
Normally I don’t mind- this, for
hard work suits me very well, and
even the long and late hours 1 put in at
Broadcasting House are pleasant. At Christ-
mas time, though, I should like to be able
to get away from the studios and spend
an appreciable time with my wife, Betty and
Michael, and all the friends and relatives who
gather round us at home on Christmas Day
and Boxing Day.

Actually, it is going to be very difficult for
me to enjoy Christmas at home because work
goes on. My Christmas pudding will have to be
warmed up !

The microphone is not a respecter of personal
needs or public holidays. All the programmes of
dance music have to be arranged, irrespective
of the Christmas break. I shall be tremendously
busy during the week preceding Christmas,
probably giving a number of Empire programmes
in addition to those for British listeners.

On the Monday of the week preceding Christmas
{December 17) 1 shall be on the air from 5.15 to
6, on Tuesday from 7.15 to 8, on Wednesday and
Thursday from 5.15 to 6, on Friday from 12.30
to 1.15 and 6.30 to 7.15, and on Saturdayv pro-
grammes from 10.10 to midnight.

I am arranging a number of broadcasts,
specially designed for the children, and although
this is very pleasant work for me——I shall have
Betty and Michael as my sternest critics and
soundest councillors—it is going to take a great
deal of time arranging these special numbers.

On December 22 (the Saturday before Christ-
mas) there will be the previously mentioned great
Guest Night, and 1 intend making a thoroughly
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HENRY HALL

tells you how he 1s going
to spend Asis Christmas
Day—-in seeing that every-

body else has a good time.

Christm

seasonal presentation of l.ondon stage stars.
On Christmas Eve there will be a special Feature
Prograrame for the kiddies in which the B.B.C.
Dance Orchestra will take a big part, playing
tunes for games and dances.

On Christmas Day, from 7.30 to ¢.30, I am
taking part in a radio Christmas party (arranged
by the Variety Director), and this wiil include all
kinds of “stunts.”

All these feature programmes will take days to
arrange, and this work has to be done in addition
to the ordinary rehearsals for the week’s pro-
grammes.

On Boxing Day I shall be giving another
feature programme at 6.30 to 7.30, and this again
will probably include some children’s and party
numbers to which games can be played and
choruses sung.

From this you will see that whatever time 1 do
get at home at Hampstead for Christmas with
‘the family will be very much enjoyed.

I expect I shall have my leg pulled over some
of the comedy numbers and children’s programmes,
for, as 1 have hinted, Betty and
Michael are constant listeners to the
B.B.C. Dance Orchestra.

I do my best to keep home a home
(especially at Christmas time) and
not to, let it become a second B.B.C.

studio: I do not frequently discuss
music with Mrs. Hall,
although I wvalue her

practical opinion.
Believe me, 1t is a
pleasure to be able to
get back to the family
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party and relax,
forgetting Mr. Micro-
phone for a few hours.
In spite of my in-
tention to prevent my
home from becoming too
B.B.C-ish, [ find that
the number of wireless sets
and radiograms is continually
increasing. I had two radio-
grams originally, and then the
B.B.C. insisted that I should have
one of their ‘‘Quality *’ receivers, so
the engineers. built me one-—presum-
ably so that I can hear the other dance
bands on the air without radio disturb-

ance or blemish !

Recently T had an additional sei installed
in the bedroom, and now Betty
and Michael have their own
Midget set-——a five-valver—on
which they can get any station
they want.

Betty in particular will be a
keen listener because her one
great hobby is swimming, and it is
one in which she cannot indulge
to any great cxtent during the

winter months. By the time this appears in print
she will be ten (her birthday was on November g).
And I am not sorry to find that she wants to keep
a riding stable and is not interested in music as a
profession. On the contrary, Michael’s ambition
is to become a conductor, and, although he is
not yet out of the early stages of learning music,
he likes to ‘‘ beat his band *’ when he is listening to
the loud-speaker. When he gets a little older
he may discover that while music is always great
fun it is sometimes very hard work.

As you see, my Christmas parties will be inter-
rupted by frequent visits to the studio, and
these trips will be made to the No. 10 *“ Wharf”’
studio at Waterloo.

Mrs. Hall likes the pace of my slow foxtrots,
but has different opinions of my speed when
driving the car; but I shall have to make some
rapid dashes between home and Waterloo if I am
to share in the Yuletide festivities with the
family.

However, we shall try to make the atmosphere
in the '‘underneath the arches ' studio as Christ-
massy as possible, and I can assure you that
the children’s programme, the Guest Night,
and the special programmes on Christmas
Day and Boxing Day will be given in an
atmosphere of great jollity.

It is the one sure way of securing bright
dance music Sessions.

So “Here's to the
next time.”

nursery floor. Henry, pater-

S -
An invitation to tea on theE‘

lfamilias, is the guest of Betty &
and Michael ! :
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“Christopher
Stone Calling—

I seem to be fated to make mistakes. When

I go broadcasting gramophone records, it is
ten to one that some word or record number is
wrong in my type-script, or so faint that I can’t
read it; or I come plump against a title or name
in German or Italian or Spanish that absolutely
beats me.

But it was a more serious mistake when I
offered five pounds to any reader of Rabio
PicTOoRIAL who!sent me a really
brilliant idea for improving Radio-
Luxembourg programmes. I hinted
as much last week, and now that
I have had time to look carefully
through the letters received I
realise that there are already readers
who may think that their sugges-
tions have been adopted and that
they can claim the fiver.

They may claim it, but they won’t
get it from me. Oh, no!

After discarding all the.lists of
gramophone records which would make
ideal programmes and all the letters recommending
(a) that Jack Payne should broadcast in his
old style; (b) that I should do programmes of
gramophone records on weekdays and Sundays;
(¢) that we should start (i) a children’s hour, (ii)
competitions, (iii) serial stories; (d) that the
Football Pools should have talks on football
and sport in general by such experts as George
Allison; (¢) that old dances, old musical comedies,
cinema organ records and songs from the films
make good programimes.

After discarding all these letters, as I say, and
relegating some others to a special crazy packet,
I have still a few with genuine claims to have
suggested schemes that had not occurred to me
before, at any rate in that partlcular form.

The Way to Say It

ARA is the Duke’s name for
his Princess. The Greeks call
her Marrinnar, and the British
public pronounce it Mareena,

so what was the B.B.C. to do?'

The announcers chose wisely, if not correctly,
to say the name as we all do! The Greek
pronunciation would have sounded painfully
affected and, anyway, the problem was going
to solve itself. Since the ceremony at
Westminster last week, she is the Duchess
of Kent to us all. Now foreigners have got
to learn how to say Kent.

A Sailor Rules the Waves

When the Orion glides down the slips at
Barrow to-day we shall hear a fresh voice

on the air. )

Commander Stride, a senior official at Manches-
ter, will be in charge of the mike and as a freeman
of the Honourable Company of Master Mariners
you may take it that he knows her bow from her
stern. He looks what he is, a sailor, and he
sounds just like that, too.

He joined the B.B.C. staff recently after
retiring from the navy, and I hope that he will
talk again as I like to hear a.sailor yarn.
Amy—a Prophet
Amy Mollison is one of several experts who will

indulge in a little prophecy at the end of
the year. She is going to forecast the develop-
mcat of flying in 1935, and other speakers, like
R. H. Naylor, will tell us what to expect from
the New Year in various spheres.

Six years ago Amy was the first woman to
broadcast from Australia to this country, and
even a strong dose of atmospherics could not
conceal her modesty and natural tones. On her
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IT'S as well to admit that I have made a mistake.

TARZATRACRACRY

A personal message from

this most popular of broad-

I casters, to wish every reader
‘“ A Happy Christmas.”

Therefore, to prevent any possible heart-
burning or suspense, let me give explicitly the
names of those to whom, as well as to the anony-
mous '‘“M” whom I mentioned last week, I feel
that I might be indebted for a practicable idea.
If it is used through my advice, the five pounds
will be forthcoming. The names are H. F.
Weston, Arthur H. Bridges, J. E. Williams, Cyril
Mountjoy, F A. Grist, E. C. Marshall, T. A.
Lowe, Albert Race R. Malden, and R. B. Darby.

To each of these I have sent a cheque
for half a guinea (on account!) and to
all other correspondents I send my . best
thanks for their letters in the hope
that they will forgive me for ever
having made the mistake of offering a
prize for a suggestion in such vague
terms.

Well, that is off my chest, thank
goodness. And now a word about
dogs.

I am told that my friend Robert
Tredinnick has a dog which he
has called Christopher. This
reminds me of the Slade cartoon
which reached me lately, depicting

a policeman trying to shift a seedy old man with

a gramophone of antique build : the caption was

“Come on, Christopher: 'Op it!”

Being ‘of a bland disposition, I take these
references to my Christian name as a compliment
just as much as the exquisite rose which Mr.
Herbert Robinson, of Hinckley, has called after
me. And I hope that the Tredinnick hound will
take an equal number of first prizes in the show

- _(LM-,-A?A/%M
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return, she broadcast again and when last seen
at Broadcasting House she was standing proudly
beside her husband in the blinding light of the
television transmitter.

Not Without Her Hasrdresser

Like Princess Marina, who was fulfilling another
public engagement in the same week, Ida
Rubenstein insisted on bringing her hmrdresser

g%“%%*

IVE me the pleasure of present-
ing my largest issue—a §6-page
Christmas Number of “Radio

Pictorial’’—at the usual price of 3d.
The keenest editorial staff in London;
the finest writers and artists any
tllustrated periodical can boast this
Christmas; the most wonderful
colour-gravure printing plant in the
worldy all these combine to give you
what I truly hope you will agree
with me is the most delightful issue
yet. And with it, will you please
accept from myself and my Staff
our very hearty Greetings at this
Season of the Year.

Rl g
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from Paris to London. She would not appear
as Persephone at Queens Hall, she said, unless
he could come and dress her hair.

Ultimatum was delivered six days before the
broadcast, and the B.B.C. got busy. A permit
had to be obtained from the authorities. It was,
and Dimitri Milea caught the boat train from
Paris. The concert was successful and the coiffure

was charming.
“Just a Part of the B.B.C. Service”

here is no prize for guessing when we are
going to hear the following : a drover in
Queensland; a toll keeper at Sydney harbour
bridge; a fisherman in Tasmania; a tex planter
in India; a whaler in New Zm.la.nd and a skating
party in British Columbia.

It is just a part of the Empire programme that
will be broadcast on Christmas afternoon. Riddles
are not always as easy as this, and Gerald Cock
thinks that his last guessing competition was too
difficult, despite the rhymes which gave the clues.
His pi me next month will be much simpler
and I have bet the cost of my wireless licence for
1935 that I get at least three answers right.

Boy Scoops the B.B.C.

It is not an easy job to get an audience with a
high B.B.C. official. But a London schoolboy
has just shown "em how !

He walked right into the Variety Director’s
room without a soul noticing him !

The other Saturday night, Eric Maschwitz was
working alone in his room over St. George’s Hall,
Suddenly his door opened quietly, and looking up
he saw a twelve- or fourteen-year-old boy peering
into the room.

**Mr. Maschwitz,” piped the youngster, *‘ please
don’t be angry with me. You see, I've just been
appointed editor of my school magazine, and 1
should like to write an article for it about ‘In
Town To-night".”

Mr. Maschwitz’s heart melted (he was once an
editor himself 1) and he gave the boy a note and
sent him across to Broadcasting House to “ Bill
Hanson who was at that moment preparing to
produce the ““ In Town To-night * transmission.

In the studio with Mr. Hanson, the boy put his
fingers into everything, taking notes in a notebook
all the time. It took ** Bill ¥ all his time to keep
the rascal from interrupting the programme.

Then “ Bill” had to leave the studio for a
moment. On returhing he found the boy had
gone. No one has seen him since! The young
editor’s name is Fishman and his school is at
Upton Park.

A New Kind of Commentary

It is rather curious to note that despite the
persistent search for fresh programmes, a
commentary on a billiard match does not seem to
have been' made so far. This omission will be
made good on Friday, December 7, at 7.30 p.m.,
when a half-hour’s commentary on the match
between Willie Smith and Sidney Lee will be
relayed from the Nile Billiard Rooms, Glasgow.
The match will have been in progress during
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the whole of the week and it is expected that the
game will have reached an interesting stage when

the microphone is installed.

Dance Music Soothes

Dance music may be accused of
arousing the emotions, but, as
a matter of fact, it is a sedative to
city dwellers, according to Don
Bestor, American orchestra leader.
The noises of the city make its
inhabitants more susceptible to
speed and rhythm. The business
world is ruled by quick action.
There is always a hustle and bustle.
When the New Yorker seeks relaxa-
tion, therefore, soft sweet music
may get on his nerves. He lacks
the patience for it. Dance music,
on the other hand, soothes him.

A Round of Visits

Now that Les Allen is on tour,
readers have been inquiring
when he will reach their home
town. So I got hold of his
manager, who rapped out a long
list of bookings until he was out of breath.

On December 10 Les will be at the Chiswick
Empire for a week. After that he will do a
week each at Hackney Empire, Holborn Empire
(a return visit), Nottingham, Kingston, Shefhield
and Finsbury Park. Then for the sake of North-
ern readers I must mention that on January 28
he will go to Manchester, and on March 11 to
Leeds. So make a date!

For America

Dr. Adrian Boult is sailing for America at the
end of the year to fulfii an engagement
offered him by Kussevitsky, to take sole charge
of the Boston Symphony Orchestra during his
absence. This is the first time an English
musician has been asked to take sole charge of
that very fine orchestra.

A New * Funny Man "

It is pretty hard to find a new way of being funny
on the air—and Arthur Riscoe has succeeded.
Several newspapers forgot to put his name in the
programmes before the broadcast, but afterwards
all the critics praised the exploits of the Northern
nightingale.

‘We shall hear a good deal more of this original
comedian, so you may like to know that he went
to Australia when very young and, like all good

< Well, I thought it might
help to cut out jamming !

Englishmen ‘“down under,” got a free ticket home
with the Australia Expeditionary Force. After
the war he played in The Lilac Domino and has
been on the stage ever since. He got the
nightingale notion when listening to a relay of the
bird last May.

On the Screen

Billy Merrin fans will be delighted to hear that
they will soon have a chance of seeing him
on the screen. He is appearing with his Com-
manders in a new British-Lion film about
broadcasting.

He told me that this is going to mean an extra
spot of hard work for them. They are due at the

RADIO PICTORIAL
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Les Allen—film star ! A scene from his first
ﬁ{m, *“ The Code,” showing some of the native
gipsy band who accompany his vocal numbers

film studios on a Wednesday morning, and as they
are playing at Bradford the night before, this
means travelling in the small hours to keep the
appointment. The next day they are off again,
this time to the south of England to fulfil engage-
ments there.

From the Continent

Radio Luxembourg is out to justify the title of
“Luxury Station’” which has been given it
on account of its special interest to both French
and English-speaking listeners. It has just
published an interesting manifesto of its New Year
programmes.

The station has three orchestras—the first,
directed by Henri Pensis, which has become
well-known all over Europe; a smaller orchestra
which is used for chamber music; and a third,
composed of wind instruments only. These will
continue to give the greatest musical works of
classical and modern composers, and performers
of the first rank will continue to give a regular
series of recitals.

An interesting feature of the programmes is a
series of ten-minute talks and debates to be given
every evening from Monday to Saturday by
famous writers, artists, scientists, engineers, and
architects. Among the list of talkers are such
well-known names to Englishmen as André
Maurois, Louis Bleriot, and André Siegfried.

Henry's New Trombonist

Henry Hall has been looking round him for a
second trombonist . for his orchestra. I
counted noses in the band the other day and was
horrified to find there were thirteen. Not being
in the least superstitious myself, I should not be
surprised to find Henry is—a wee bit. At all
events, he has secured a new trombonist.

His name is Eric Tann and he has been playing
a trombone since he was twelve. He is now
twenty-three. His entry into the band will be
the cause of a little reshuffling. When they have
sorted themselves out, there will be four saxes
to stand up against a quartet of brass.

Eric Tann broadcast at the age of 14 during
the Children’s Hour in the old Savoy Hill days.
Since then, he has played for Roy Fox and Jack
Jackson, so he comes with good credentials.

5
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Christmas comes to Broadcasting House.

NY successful business attracts the

Scots—or, maybe, it is that

Scotsmen make any business

saccessful. Anyway, there are

plenty to be found in the B.B.C. and many

will be on duty at Christmas time. Hogmanay

is their holiday, and they mostly choose to

work through Christmas in order to be free at
the end of the year.

It is always Sir John Reith’s wish that as many
of his staff as possible shall spend Christmas Day
with their families and throughout the holiday
Broadcasting House works with a nucleus staff.
But the listening public comes first and no pro-
gramme is ever allowed to suffer in the interest of
an individual.

he announcer as he comes on duty at ten and

the first day shift of control-room engineers
will exchange a more than usually cheery greeting
with the commissionaires and receptionist in the
entrance hall—and then to work.

The programme opens with the weather and
shipping forecast, which is read in the small news
studjo on the fourth floor; but before this the
announcer will bid his listeners “A Happy
Christmas’* and, though he will not hear it, he
can be certain that his greeting will be returned in
countless homes.

He will pause as if listening for this inaudible
response.

Then, picking up the script which has been
typed in the news room from an Air Ministry

£ .
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The proof of the pudding
is in the quality of the surprise items inside !

message, the announcer will resume his normal
tone—and the programmes will be launched for
the day. .

As one party arrives for work, another group
is leaving the building. Engineers, Empire
announcers, watchmen, and others who have kept
the service running through the night, are
hurrying home to their Christmas dinners.

Their bicycles and their motor—cars are waiting’

outside and in a mews round the corner, because
they know when they come on duty that transport
to an outer suburb will be a problem on Christ-
mas morning. Some who live near will be home in
time to help their children to open the presents
and all should be back before the midday meal.
Usually, they turn in after a full night’s work;
but to-day a shave and a bath will refresh them.

To be a popular broadcaster at Christ-
mas time means hard time and little
Christmas. Henry Hall, for instance,
will be on the air from 7.30 to 9.30 on
Christmas Day and 6.30 to 7.30 on
Boxing Day ; and then there is late
Dance Music . . . and rehearsals . . . So
while he's warming things up at the
B.B.C., we are afraid his helping of
Christmas pudding will have to be
warmed up for him

—Jobn TRENT—
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tells you how the B.B.C. cele-
brates Christmas. From the
announcer’'s warm ‘' Happy
Christmas”’
programmes, to the turkey
and pudding at 12.15 which
announcers,

opening the

engineers, pro-
ducers and the rest, enjoy
together—and so to the |
King's Broadcast, the Child-
ren’s Party and the Pantomime
—a long programme of
merrymaking.

The ex-stoker who has spent the night in the
botiler room will want to change his clothes

In the studio tower everything presents a
normal appearance. The flowers are fresh, for
they have just been watered; the carpets are
spotless, they have been brushed as usual; and
the bronze ash tubs are brilliant, they have just
been polished. The familiar atmosphere of
friendly warmth and orderly calm is to be found
on every floor except.one.

In the sub-basement there is unusual activity.

AChristma.s dinner is being prepared in the
kitchens, and the green cafeteria—always a
bright room—has to-day a festive air.

Turkeys are roasting in the ovens; sausages are
on, the grills and puddings are warming in the
steamers.

A thoughtful chief has arranged that from
12.15 to 2 p.m., programin«s shall be relayed
from outside Broadcasting House, London,
so announcers, engineers, producers, and
others on duty will dine together.

Of course, there are jobs which cannot be left,
and while the Grand Orchestra is playing our
lunch-time music from the Troxy Cinema, engineers
will be seated in a room beneath the roof at Broad-
casting House controlling the transmissicn. But
a relief will arrive and they will take their turm
at table.

All over the country Outside Broadcasting staff
will be at work. It is years since an “O.B.”” man
in London was able to spend Christmas Day at
home.
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Twenty enginecrs, working .in pairs, will be
distributed around the home counties, h:zlping
to relay our Christmas programmes.

On the 24th, two will be at Cambridge for the
carol service in King’s College Chapel, and in
the evening another section will fix mikes' at
St. Mary's, Whitechapel.

n Christmas Day the service comes from St.
George's Chapel, at Windsor, and in the after-
noon the King will speak to the Empire from his
study at Sandringham. Gerald Cock and senior
engineers will be present at His Majesty’s Norfolk
home to ensure that no hitch occurs, while in
London Cecil Graves will supervise arrangements.
The programme at two o'clock to-day is the
most important of the year. His Majesty is to
broadcast a message from his own fireside and
before this listeners all over the world will learn
how the Empire is celebrating the festival.
Laurence Gilliam, the producer, is seated at a
dramatic control panel in a simple room on the
eighth floor of Broadcasting House. In a few
minutes the last notes from the Troxy will fade
in the loud-speaker by the window and an
announcer will introduce the Empire programme.
With his eve on a stop-watch, the producer will
then flick his controls and we shall be connected
in turn to a lumber camp in the Canadian snow;
to the warmth of a bathing beach at Sydney; to a
lonely outpost in the Khyber Pass; and in a flash
to Africa to hear a native chief.

A plain grey table with dials and switches on an
ebony board is the instrument which this young
man uses to bring these scenes to our homes; but
between that board and the outposts in the wilds,
hundreds of operators in five continents are work-
ing to a split second time-table.

Day at the B.B.C.

Each item in this intricate scheme has been
timed and rehearsed and timed again.

A delay of a minute in a Dominion telephone
exchange three thousand miles away, or a failure
to connect in an ocean beam service, may wreck the
plan. The work is enthralling; but everyone at
Broadcasting House will sigh with relief when the
_ programme is over and we are back in a studio in
the tower, where someone is waiting to announce
*His Majesty the King."”

It was an innocent amusement in Savoy Hill
days to try to identify the unfamiliar voices which
were heard announcing programmes at holiday
times.

When' the staff was smaller the head men used
to take a turn at the microphone, so releasing
announcers for a spell at home.

ne time and another I have ““spotted”’ Sir John
Reith, Captain Eckersley, and the.Controller
announcing that “ there will now be an interval of
three minutes before we take vou over to the
Savoy,” and so on. Though the voices were
anonymous, they were never disguised.

Two years ago, Sir Charles Carpendale
announced the King on Christmas Day; last year

- Stuart Hibberd had the honour; and I expect to
recognise an announcer again this time.

From the 1nterval which follows His Majesty’s
message to close down at midnight the studios will
be pretty busy. All the time there will be some-
thing light and cheerful on one wavelength or the
other.

Our old friends the Pini Tango Orchestra and
Reginald King’'s combination each offer gaiety,
and the R.A.F. Band takes a turn. It will play
from the military band studio, the only one with
windows. I always feel that I want to talk in
this studio up on the top floor. With its red,
fawn, and silver colour scheme, it is warm and
bright, and its acoustics do not stifle the words in
my throat.

The children are not forgotten. How could
they be at Christmas? Their “hour” will broad-
cast as usual at five-fifteen. And lovers of
chamber music need not despair; they, too, have
been remembered—bu! there is dance music on the

RADIO PICTORIAL

“ Turkeys are roasting in the
ovens ; sausages are on the
grills ; and puddings are warm-
ing in the steamers.” While
outside programmes are relayed
from 1215 to 2p.m., the
B.B.C. sits down together to
the real thing in Christmas
dinners. The photograph on
the right shows a scene in the
B.B.C. kitchen

other wavelength. From nine-thirty till
midnight you may dance at home if you wish.
Several bands will contribute and music will
be continuous.

enry Hall will have a busy day. The B.B.C.
Dance Orchestra is one of the chief attractions
of the Christmas Partyin theearly evening. Comedy
numbers and all kinds of stunts are now being
rehearsed for this programme, and I expect to
hear the latest pantomime songs, but later in the
day, when we have rolled back the carpet, the
band will give a straightforward dance-music
programme.

No Christmas would be complete without its
ghost story, and Eric Maschwitz has invited a real
one to his party. This two-hour celebration is
the Variety Department’s biggest offering of the

season. Most of the producing staff will be around
during the day. While Denis Freeman and Mary
Allen are producing ' The Story of the Nativity,”
Gordon McConnel will be giving a final polish to
the pantomime, though the show will not be
broadcast until Boxing Day. Bluebeard is his
choice this year, and with Leonatd Henry
and Bertha Willmott in the cast, comedy
promises to be a strong feature.

Judging from early
rehearsals, it sounds like
a ‘“Merry Christmas,’’ and
it will not be the fault of
those cheerful workers at
Broadcasting Hoaouse if
listeners do not enjoy it.

The B.B.C. is not the worst place to spend
Christmas Day! A busy scene in the canteen.

”~
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H.F. TRIGGERED STATION PRE-SELECTOR AND AUTO-
MATIC NOISE SUPPRESSOR. Cuts out all interference when
tuning between stations and reproduces at full strength a pre-selected

number of transmissions from a background of absolute silence.
natively, the control can be set ‘‘all stations’’

Alter-
to give excellent reception’

of the large majority of British and Continental programmes.

@ Eight-stage superhet
with bandpass tuning.
@ Magnificent bakelite cabinet,
in figured walnut or black
with chromium-plated fittings.

circuit

@ Full delayed automatic volume
control (amplified).

@ !Interchangeable full-size
tion scale with names
wavelengths.

sta-
and

@ Variable tone control.

@ Llight-beam and shadow station
indicator.

@ Gramophone pick-up sockets
with switch.

An 8-stage Superhet for Battery
operation—Model B85—in a similar
cabinet, is available at 12} guineas.

Volume control operating on
radio and gramophone.

Switch for disconnection of
internal speaker.

Latest type valves.
External speaker sockets.
Moving-coil speaker.
Output of 3.5 watts.
For A.C. mains.

122 GNS.

MODEL
AC85

Initial payment Walnut Finish.
£1.2.6 and twelve
monthly pay- Black and Chro-

ments of £1.2.6. mium 10/6 extra.

EKCO Transportable Superhet Model ADT95, shown on left, gives
truly amazing performance. It incorporates a nine-stage superhet
circuit for universal use on either A.C. or D.C. mains; full delayed auto-
matic volume control; optional static suppressor, and many other out-
standing features.

At 15 gns. it is wonderful value for money. A Battery Model (incor-
porating Q.P.P. autput) is also available.
MODEL ADT95, A.C./D.C, and WALNUT FINISH

BATTERY lnidtla:zpaymer’:cl: of £1.7.0 15
Black and Chromium, 10/6 extra. o :‘fog':“ g ymene GNS,
E. K. COLE, LTD., Dept. R.P.1l, EKCO WORKS, SOUTHEND-ON-SEA.
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12.00-12.30 Light Music.
1.00-1.30 ‘Zam-Buk Concert.

1.30-2.00 Littlewood’s Variety
Concert.
Playing at the Cafe Colette.
Part I. (Regal MR1399).
Clatter of the Clogs : Gracie Fields.
(H.M.V. B3415).
Aloma : Al Shaw,
(Regal MR1422).
‘A Sailor’s Adventure: Inter-
national Novelty Orchestra.
(Regal MR1332)
Don’t be Cruel to a Vegetabuel :
Leslie Sarony.
(H.M.V. B2714).
Snappy Sticks : H. Robbins.
{Columbia DB1034).
On the Local Train Journey:
International Novelty Orches-
tra (Regal MR1332).

3.00-3.30 Pompeian Beauty Pre-
parations.

Lady Charles Cavendish, assisted
by Miss Ivy Tresmond and
Fred Hartley's Orchestra.

Rose in the Bud.

Sometimes I'm ppy.

Paradise, from I've Let Love Ship
Through My Fingers.

Not for all the Rice in China.

Parle moi d’autres choses.

Rain on the Roof.

3.30-4.00 Co-operative Tea
Programme.

Rajah of Bhong, Under the
Deodar, Two Little Chicks, from
The Country Girl.

Chant Hindou (from Sadko,
Rimsky-Korsakov).

Kashmiri Love Song, from Four
Indian Love Lyrics.

Signature Tune—Tea for Two.

In a Chinese Temple Garden.

Un bel di vedemo, from Butterfly.

Mad Dogs and Englishmen.

Indian Temple Dance.

4.00-5.00 Horlick’s Tea Time
: Hour.

Debroy Somers and his Band, with
Reginald Forsyth, Tom Kinni-
burgh’s Male Chorus, Raymond
Newall, and Florence Oldham.

Scottish Medley.

Fantasie Orientale.

Who Made Little Boy Blue?

Boheme.

Childhood Memories,

Smoke Rings.

London Phantasy.

Mr. Moustache.

‘The Masters, Part I1.

Fifty Million Feet.

P <

JUNDAY  Programmes
for English Listeners—
December g

The Continental.
Meet the Boys.

5.00-5.15 Wincarnis.
Music by the Wincarnis Broadway
Boys.

5.15-5.30 Outdoor Girl Beauty
Preparations.
Happy I'm Happy.
America Calling.
I Travel Alone.
Thank You for a Lovely Evening.

5.30-6.00 Bush Radio.

Carroll Gibbons and the Savoy
Orpheans Orchestra.

Love is in the Air.

Stars Fell on Alabama.

Judy.

Piano solo, Sa.y It.

Xylophone solo, What are You
Going to Do?

6.00-6.15 Rothman’s
Quarter.

6.15-6.30 Sanitas Concert of
Orchestral Music.

6.30-6.45 Light Music.

7.00-7.30 Beecham's Concert.

Billy Cotton and his Band, com-
pered by Christopher Stone
with the Two Leslies.

White Jazz.

Kiss Me, Dear.

With her Head Tucked Under-
neath Her Arm.

Miss Otis Regrets.

Teas, Light Refreshments and
Minerals (The Two Leslies).
Dardanella. Impression of Maurice

Chevalier by Alan Breeze.
‘When You're Smiling.

7.30-7.45 Wren’'s Concert of
Light Music.
7.45-8.00 Light Music.
8.00-8.30 Palmolive.
Oliver Palmer and Paul Oliver.
Medley.
Devotion.
Continental.
Song of Paradise.
I saw Stars.
Love Me To-night.
Here Come the British.
9.15-9.30 Austin Reed’s Concert.
9.30-9.45 Light Music.
9.45-10.00 Zubes Concert.
10.00-10.30 Mackay's Pool Con-
cert of Dance Music.,
10.30-11.00 Bile Beans Concert.
11.00-11.15 Boyd’s Pianos Con-
cert of Pianoforte Solos.
11.15-12.00 Light Music.

Curio

Programmes for English listeners, Monday to Saturday next
week, include dance music and variety from 6.30 to 7.30 p.m.
every day.

.10.45 a.m.
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Other Programmes from Luxembourg

SUNDAY (December 9)

7.45 am. Gramophone Concert.
Post Horn Galop.
Monsieur Beaucaire.
Caucasian.

8 a.rmn. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert.

11 a.m. Popular Songs.

11.30 a.m. Gramophone Records.
The Lost Chord.
Sermon.
Gramophone Record.
Bach Chorale.

MONDAY

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.
Marche du  Regiment des
Grenadiers..
Tannhauser and Lohengrin.
Serenade napolitaine. °

8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

12 moon. Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

1.5 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
ITALIAN EVENING

7.40 p.m. Accordion Recital by
D. Hirschler.

8.20 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
Suite No. 5 (Albeniz), castinet
solo by la Argentinita.
Solo by the Zither Trio.
The Jolly Whistler, piccolo duet.
Les deux Lutins for xylophones.

840 p.m. The Radio Luxem-
bourg Orchestra.

9 p.m, Chaussures en Caoutchouc .

Concert by the Radio Luxem-
bourg Orchestra.

9.30 p.m. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert
of Comic Opera.

Marouf, Act IIL.
Lakme.
L’ Africaine, Act IV.

9.45 pm. Selections from the
Opera *‘‘La Samaritana,’’
by Vincenzo Gusmini, with Maria
Fanelli (soprano), Aturo Tam-
bourini (tenor), Mario Albanese
(baritone), Guilo Zecca (bass),
Giacomo Elisco (tenor), Attilio
Bordonali (bass-baritone), and
Rina Gallo Toscani (soprano),
and the Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

TUESDAY

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.
The Bull-fighters’ March.
Mascarade.

8 am. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

12 noon. The Radio Luxem-
bourg Orchestra, directed by
Henri Pensis.

12.45 p.m. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert,
with the Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

1.5 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
BELGIAN EVENING

7.40 p.m. Accordion Recital by
Jean Meder.

8.20 p.m. Violoncello Recital by
Giuseppe Ferrari.
Minuetto (Beethoven-Ronchini).
Canti russi.
Gavotte tendre.
Chanson hindoue.
Zur Guitarre.
Scherzo.

9 pm. Cognac Martell Sym-
phony Concert, with the pian-
ists Rene Delporte and Alex-
andre Zakin, and the Radio
Luxembourg Orchestra.

9.40 p.m. Belgian Concert given
by the Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

Continued on page 48

You can receive Radio Luxembourg on a wavelength of 1,304 metres, 230 kilocycles. The power is 200

kilowatts. Other Luxembourg programmes are in the section commencing on page 29 of this issue
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The Sad Affar

“Lorty Scroggs!”
gasped Mrs.
Minnifer and
Mrs. Nosworthy
together

5 OOD MORNIN’,

Mrs. Nosworthy.
What can I do for you?” asked

Mrs.. Todgers, from behind the
counter of the little grocer’s and
general gossip shop in Angel Street.

‘“ Well, Mrs. Todgers, I come really to arst if
you could oblige me with the right time,”
said Mrs. Nosworthy, “but if so be you 'ad
a packet of ‘airpins and wouldn’t mind
trustin’ me till Friday night, I should be very

lad.”
g “Certainly,” replied Mrs. Todgers amiably,
producing the required hairpins. ‘’Ave you
‘appened to ‘ear what’s the matter with Mrs.
Scroggs? "’

“Beyond bein’ a snarky, spiteful cat with a
long nose wot she pokes constantly over the wall
into other people’s business, I dunno as there’s
anythink the matter with ‘er,”” replied Mrs.
Nosworthy with slight bitterness. “ Why?”

‘“’Melia  Scroggs
come in this morning’
fer some o’ them
‘Nerve Nuggets,’”’
replied Mrs. Todgers
impressively, “ and
if that child’s ‘air "as
seen a brush, mauch
less a comb, inside of
a fortnight, my name
ain’t Sarah Elizabeth
Todgers !”

“Kep’ ‘ome from
school again, I lay!"’
said Mrs. Nosworthy
disapprovingly.
“'Course I know
with eight children
you do ‘ave to keep
the eldest ‘ome
washin’ day — or
where would you be?
But every day ain’t
washing day — not
with Mrs. Scroggs,

mm Angel

Streer

at any rate. She ain’t got the tlannels to go
round ! And yet you say she’s chuckin’ 'er money
away on ‘Nerve Nuggets'!”

“Money !” snorted Mrs. Todgers. ‘“‘Don’t talk
funny, Mrs. Nosworthy ! I ain’t seen the colour
of M{s. Scrogg's money I don’t care ‘ow long!
She dursen’t come in the shop ’erself, she owes
me sech a lot, but she knows I can’t refuse the
kids—the artful thing! And when the child said
’er mother was covered all over with spots——"

A delightful story of the general
gossip shop in Angel Street, by that
famous Cockney character artist

Muabe/
CONSTANDUROS

“Spots?”  said
kinder spots?”’

“I dunno the kind,” replied Mrs. Todgers.
““But ‘Melia said they was that thick you couldn’t
put a sixpence between ‘em.”

‘““What can’t you put a sixpence between?”
said Mrs. Minnifer from the Tobacco and Post
Office opposite, screwing up her hair as she hurried
into the shop.

“’Ave you ’‘eard about Mrs. Scroggs?”’ she
inquired eagerly.

“Tin o’Keatings, please, Mrs. Todgers.”

‘““ Jest oo we was talkin’ about when you come
in!” replied Mrs. Todgers and Mrs. Nosworthy
together. * They say she’s broke out inter spots.”

“So the postman told me,” answered Mrs.
Minnifer. “I come over to see if it was true.”

“True!” said Mrs. Nosworthy. ‘I shouldn’t
doubt it. If you'd lived next to that woman’s
dustbin like what I do you wouldn’t wonder at
‘er breakin’ out into anythink ! If I've spoke once
about it, I've spoke fifty times! 'Wot

Mrs. Nosworthy.  ““What

you give to yer own eight kids,” I've
said to ’er, ‘I_don’t care, but if you give
the ditheria to me and mine with your
dustbin, I'll 'ave the lor on yer!’ I said.
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“ But you might as well talk to a image as talk to
‘er. It wouldn’t surprise me in the least to see
‘er out in spots like a leopard. I'm surprised that
any of ’em keep ‘olesome at all!”

*“I shouldn’t wonder meself if it was a overdose
of 'am,” said Mrs. Todgers thoughtfully. “You
never sor sech a one as Mrs. Scroggs is fer a cut
of good strong 'am! [I’ve said to ’er again and
again when we was on speakin’ terms : ‘You'll
fair pickle your elementary canal with that strong
’am, Lotty,” I've said—but you know what she
is! That ’eadstrong! ’Am she likes, and ’'am
she’ll ’ave—and this is the results of it !”’

Mrs. Nosworthy shook her head. ‘‘’Am may
‘ave ‘ad somethink to do with it,”” she said, “but
it couldn’t never 'ave took ’old of ‘er the way
it ‘as, onless she'd weakened ’‘er cisterm first by
takin’ them rejucin’ tablets !”

“Rejucin' tablets?” ejaculated Mrs. Todgers in
horror. ““ And ‘er the mother of eight ! "

‘“Believe me or believe me not,”’ said Mrs.
Nosworthy impressively, “the number of empty
tins of them rejucin’ tablets wot that woman's
kids 'as threw over our wall would stagger yer !
[t's a wonder .there’s any of ’er left! 1 ’ad to
speak about it in the end. 'Owever you may ’ate
a person—and if ever I 'ated a woman [ ’‘ate
Lotty Scroggs !—you can’t see them playin’ ducks
and drakes with their constitootions without
orferin’ yer advice, sneered at and made sport of
though it may be. ‘I don’t objeck to you rejucin’
yerself,” 1 sez to 'er, drorin’ meself up to me full
‘eight and standin’ on me dignity. ‘ In fact,” I
sez, ‘if you was to rejuce yerself ter nothink at
all, no one would be better pleased than wot I
should be,’ I sez. ‘But put up with the evidence
of yer shame I will not!’ I sez, and I up with a
couple o tins in ’er face !”’

“Very proper,” nodded Mrs. Minnifer, who was
trying to give her attention to the conversation
while keeping an eye on her own shop on the
opposite side of the road, in case a customer should
enter it. ‘“A woman with eight innercent little
children wot spends "er money on rejucin’ tablets,
ought to be told orf in my opinion. 'Ere comes the
Parish Magazine. I wonder if she’s ’eard any-
think ! Good mornin’, Miss !

A lean lady in spectacles, with a high colour
and an eager manner hurried into the shop,
stumbling over the step as she did so.

“Oh, Mrs. Todgers ! she said excitedly. ‘Do
you happen to know if it's true that there’s illness
at Mrs. Scroggs’s? 1 took the Parish Magazine
to Mrs. Gibbins as usual, and she warned me not
to go to the Scroggs’s as they had an infectious
illness. Can you tell me what it is?”’

“Spots !”” said Mrs. Todgers impressively.

*“Dear me !" said Miss Meakin, blinking through
her spectacles. ‘‘Oh, good morning, Mrs. Nos-

Conlinued ou page 14
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¢ A pile of records and a gramophone

# is the most suitable way of spending

Christmas for Christopher—so think
his listeners!

A

IRISTMAS-—how shall I spend it
this year? How can I tell? Spending
is the crucial word ! As usual every-
thing is glossed over, procrastinated
and heartily cursed till the actual time comes
and it’s far too late to go shopping myself
and I have to depend on my wife to have such
a wide range of superfluous presents in the
passage cupboard outside her room that she
can supply me with something suitable for
everyone that matters urgently.

She never fails me.

I don't really enjoy Christmas. I resent the
commercial side of it and the thought that
Chambers of Commerce have sedulously fostered
my goodwill till it is just a feeble and senseless
extravagance. I should like to ignore it altogether
and to have a little private goodwill season of my
own somewhere about midsummer, when I could
quietly devise and choose the right gift for all
the dear ones.

visitor from South Africa, who will be on the

high seas for Christmas this year, was saying
to me that itis hard to work up a mood for
Christmas festivities in a .country where the
festival falls in the middle of summer.

That'’s the best thing I've heard about South
Africa for a long while.

Just the sort of Christmas I should like, instead
of the rain and sleet and frost and even snow, and
the journeyings and buffetings and the difficulty
of getting any exercise to compensate for gross
over-eating. And the church decorations and the
frozen fingers of the organist.

However, what’s the use? You can’t fight
against the oppression of Father Christmas and
Scrooge and the Pantomimes.

There are compensations—the young folk and
the old folk, for whom Christmas has an undiluted
sentiment of festive memories.

Bless them, that was only my nonsense about
wanting to go to South Africa. I wouldn’t miss
the family gathering for anything.

Unless I have to. What about, Luxembourg?

For the last ten years editorial responsibilities
have kept me glued to my office till the last moment
trying to get the January number of The Gramo-
phone well forward in spite of the holiday which
demoralises printers and reviewers.

Often, too, there has been a B.B.C. broadcast
on or about Christmas Day which, however

&2

-l. .

o oe

¢e

(1Y o9

©C o

1

ded

Here .is Chris-
topher at  his
most festive—the
scene at his Silver
Wedding party.
And what a
Band !

delightful an opportunity for wishing listeners the
compliments of the season, has generally involved
a belated appearance at the home gathering or
a hasty departure from the midst of the junketing.

But this year for the first time, no editorial
duties detain me, no B.B.C. contract threatens my
peace.

I am free—to go to Luxembourg.

Shall I? I wonder.

Luxembourg at Christmas must be very
attractive. I can imagine the heat of the hotel
and the cafés, the atmosphere of a Continental
Féte de Noel, the trim streets, the snow-laden
trees in the public gardens where the radio-
studios are; the festivities arranged by the
English announcers for their colleagues and
friends; and perhaps more than all, the pleasure
of being able to send a message through the frosty
air to all those thousands of happy families in

Another fine issue of
“ Radio Pictorial” next Friday
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Christopher STONE on
How 1 Siall
SPEND Clristmas

Harry Roy, Geraldo,
Henry Hall, Fack
Hyltonand Ambrose,
with Mr. and Mrs.
Christopher in front,

are in this group

.their English homes : and to the unhappy, lonely

listeners too.

They count most with me—the people to whom
radio is the most faithful link with the friendliness
of their fellow-beings.

Some of them are among my best friends, and
I have never seen them : the most uncritical and
most loyal and most cheerfully affectionate.

They write to me; some of them send me
presents. Often there is no address. I cannot
even acknowledge my gratitude. One in particular
I seem to know as well as anyone in the world
except my nearest relations, and yet I only know
her Christian name, and the postmark on her
letters.

Others have written to ask, since I bave left
the B.B.C., where they are to address their
Christmas cards this year. They will not be
denied.

Well, put yourself in my place. Imagine my
quite natural sensations of warmth in the glow of
such ethereal friendliness; and decide for me
whether I may enjoy my own family Christmas
this year, or whether I must fare forth to Luxem-
bourg.

Or can I compromise?
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We won’t bother about this, except to mention
that it is stupendous. We’ll dash straight into

THE PROLOGUE
This takes place on Highgate Hill, or, if you
like, in Cinderella’s kitchen. We don’t mind. It
all depends on how Effects Department will be
feeling at the time. - Anyhow, you’ll hear the
Good Fairy and the Demon King having their
annual spot of bother.

Goop FaIry :

I am, good folks, the Fairy Tiddleypush;

I broadcast as a rule from Shepherd’s Bush.

1 lived at Ruislip, once upon a time,

But had to leave because it wouldn’t rhyme.

Effects, control-boards, all that kind of thing—

I’ll make them all go with a jolly swing.

Thehprogrammes in my care shall each false step
shun,

For I'll ensure you all a good *‘reception.’”

Demon King :

I am the Demon King.

Programmes I spoil.
Hitch.

I’ve laid a curse on Maschwitzes (and Erics)

And try to dish good shows with atmospherics.

1 terrify the staff of ev'ry Station

With ghastly noises, due to oscillation,

So hence, Good Fairy | Fly home to your shake-
down,

Or I will organise a nasty breakdown !

GooD FaIRrY :
I am a fairy good; spare me your threat.

‘When on I switch,
My name’s Teck Nichol

I must, and shall, Red Riding Boots protect.

(Sorry 1)

Demon KiNe (vudgarly) :

Red Riding Boots? That
soprano ?

I’d like to slosh her with a ripe banano !

Say what you will, I'm going to give her beans—

The usual fate of half-baked heroeens.

(A change of scene is indicated by the orchestra
playing a Brandenburg Concerto upside-down.
Little Red Riding Boots is heard walking noise-
lessly through a Gloomy Wood. " Effects” will
convey (we don’t quite know how) that she is
carrying a basket which contains a roll and butter,
half a pint of sarsaparilla, a bronchitis kettle, two
part-worn haddocks, and a five-valve wireless set.)

LirtLE REDP RipING BooTs:

My progress has been slow; my feet are tired;

And my low-tension battery has just expired.

How thick the wood! How dark and cold the
night is—

So bad for Grandma’s rheumatoid arthritis !

Demon KING (sotto voce, i.e., in the voice of a wolf

who has taken a herbal lozenge) :

Ha, ha! a pretty wench, and quite escortable !

wench who sings

U I

Aladdin, disguised as Julian Rose

T’ll stop her in this wood and pinch her portable.
(Addressing hey insinuatingly)

I see you have the wireless—am I right?

And can you tell me who's In Town To-night?

LRRB.:

Oh, sir, that cannot be; we’'ve scarcely met;

My wireless is so very super-het.

Demon KING :

Oh, be a sport! It’s surely very hard if

We can’t hear Old (Welsh) Music Hall from Cardiff.
(She relents and switches on.

Them,” by Sir Dab Cod-Fry from Bournemouth.
As it ends, the Demon King comes over all Nosmo,
and boldly suggests)—

There comes
through a Talk on “Whales and How to Fillet
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PUSS-in-

Red-riding

A Radio Pantomime
by ASHLEY STERNE

in Five

DeMoN KING :
And now we know each other, pretty miss,
How would you like to broadcast me a kiss?

LRRB.:
You've given me the cruellest cf shocks—
Why, you're a Worr! I thought you were

Roy Fox.

(He seizes her; she screams. A Chinese gong
in the orchestra denotes the entry of Aladdin,
disguised as Julian Rose, supported by the
Western Brothers, the Houston Sisters, and the
Carlyle Cousins, conducted (in an omnibus) by
S. Kneale Kelley.)

ALADDIN (punching Demon King in the grid-leak) :
Aroint you, knave! Or else your hide I'll tan,
You very, very, VERY nasty man |

(The Demon King aroints, and is never heard

of again.)

ALADDIN :

Come, pretty one, and with me haste away,

And in a brighter world we’ll have a busy day.

I'll take you o’er the sea to my fair palace,

And, since we’ve never been introduced, would
you have

Any insuperable objection to my calling you Alice ?

(The chime of Bow Bells indicates a change of
scene to the-Mile End Road, wherein is situated)
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Pants (Two and a half Pairs)
and A. A. THOMSON

ALADDIN’S PEOPLE’s PALACE.

Here Aladdin and Alice, his bride (now discovered
to be the daughter of Alderman Fitz-Denier-
Warren) are sitting in front of a platinum radio
set, jewelled in every hole.

ALICE (fatuously) :
O dear, Aladdin, let me hold your hand !
I feel as though I were in Fairyland.

ALADDIN :
Well, so you are : and if you'll please -excuse
Me, I'll switch on the Fairy ““Second News."”

(The voice of a Fairy Announcer, with elfin
adenoids, is heard.)

“This is the Fairy News Bulletin, copyright by
Jan Stewer, Charles Brewer, Jay Whidden, John
Sharman, Peter Cresswell, Harry Roy, Lance
Sieveking, old Uncle Tom Costello, and all.
Before the News, there is one S.0.S. Missing
from their home, the Seven Wives of Mr. Blue-
beard, the popular polygamist. It is feared some
evil has befallen them. . . .

“Home news. We hear that old King Cole

Now contemplates a pipe, likewise a bowl;

And when he summons up his fiddlers three,

*Twill make a nasty hole in Section C.

In Foreign news there’s nothing to report,

Except that Puss-in-Boots has come to court.

This cat has taken a new name, they say;

To wit, the Marquis of Cab Calloway.

Now Sport. Stout Teddie Brown has thrown
a quoit, which

Became a ‘ringer’ on the highest mast at
Droitwich.

Racing results : the crowd all raised a din

To hear Joe Loss and see Anona Winn.

And now we come (for fairies have their vices)

To give the Fairy Farmer’s Fat Stock Prices.

Supplies of mutton ne’er will reach the cook,

Since Bo-peep’s sheep were collared by a crook;

The price of beef is certain to go higher,

Now Cissie’s joined the firm of Claph’'m and
Dwyer."”

ALICE (as the Bulletin ends) :
And now, Aladdin, let us have a ball!
I'll turn this knob and fetch up Henry Hall.

ALADDIN :

No, no, desist from playing with the switches,

As neither of us knows for sure which which is;
For one’s a witch’s switch, my dearest Alice;

It’s wired to the foundations of the Palace;

To switch which switch would tear it from its base,
And send the Palace swishing into space.

So naturally, being a woman, Alice at once
twiddles the fatal knob, and, while ‘' Effects’’ put
on a record of Holst’s ‘“Planets’” and a simul-
taneous broadcast of Beatrice Harrison’s private
nightingale, there being no skylark available, they
go hurtling through space until they fall (glass
crash heard) on

STANFORD ROBINSON CRUSOE’s ISLAND.

(Noises of surf, clams yawning, cannibals

The Good Fairy Tiddleypush

chewing silverside of missionary, etc. The exotic
aromas of coconuts, copra, breadfruit, and turtle’s
eggs will (we hope) be broadcast from the
Smellyvision Studio.)

ALICE : What place is this?
Blackpool ? '

ALADDIN ; It looks more like a South Sea isle,
by Stacpoole.

ALICE : Here’s someone butting in, in goatskin
clothing—

ALADDIN : A native dressed in practically no
thing. . . .

(StaNFoRD RoBINsON CRUSOE enters, eating
a buttered baton. He is accompanied by a crowd

It surely can’t be

RADIO PICTORIAL

ASHLEY STERNE and A. A.

THOMSON join forces and

produce a radio panto which,

we can state on good author-

ity, will not be broadcast by

the B.B.C. however much
you may like it!

of assorted Radio Stars, none of them looking
quite so happy as they really are by nature.)

ALICE :
Here's an adventure which can never bore me !
Perhaps they'll autograph this palm-leaf for me |

S.R.CRUSOE :

My name, dear castaways, is S.R.Crusoe;

I beg you to excuse my hairy trousseau.

Upon this isle I'm wrecked with many others :

The Eight Step Sisters with their nine step-
brothers,

And scores of other stars, assorted queerly,

Including my brave leader, Monty Brearley,

With Handley (T.), L. Henry, R. Starita,

And the fair crooning Keller, known as Greta,

Plus Stainless Stephen, most diverting fellow,

Pat Waddington and winsome Wynne Ajello.

We started on a Grand Pull-Pleasure Cruise

To Bolivar, the Land of Snacks and Boo——
I mean, lemonade.

Under the captaincy of Miss H. Gingold,

We sailed till we were beached (or rather, shingold).

Our instruments have touched their lowest key

Because they’re at the bottom of deep C.

We can’t be gay with nothing to be gay on;

We want to play, but we have naught to play on.

Our orchestra is burst; our band is banned ;

We can’t play : ‘' Let’s go down the (coral) Strand.”*

Leslie Sarony’s lost his Wheezy Anna,

Norman Long’s lost his songs, his smiles, his
pianna.

ALADDIN (brightly) :

No instruments, you say? Pray do not worry;

My palace flew from E.1 in a hurry,

But it is stocked with everything you need,

From flutes to organs of the largest breed.

We've psalt’ries, psackbuts, pshawms and psaxo-
phones,

About accepting which pray make no bones.

There’s likewise two pianos (though they're darn’
old),

One for H. Pepper, one for Doris Arnold.

(During the foregoing speech, Alice has had
sufficient sense to sprint back to the Palace, and,
with ripples of happy girlish laughter, is dishing
out an instrument to every star, one apiece for all,
and the two dozen left over to Mario di Pietro,
Stanelli, and Rudy Starita in equal shares. All,
with wild acclaim, burst into their

GRAND FinaL CHORUS

transcribed into Tonic-water Sol-Fa, and orches-
trated for a full complement of tom-toms,
tam-tams, and tum-tums by Mark Lubbock.)
On Stanford Crusoe’s Island
'Twill never be dull, though it’s dry land;
The elephants trumpet; the stags and their fawns
Are all fully occupied blowing their horns;
The lions are roaring their signature-tune,
The bisons make growls like a double-bassoon;
The savages play upon weird xylophones
Constructed from neatly picked mission’ry-bones;
While the Cannibal Queen has been heard to say :
*“Miss Otis regrets missing lunch to-day !

We’ll play and sing and dance a fling—

A fling that looks quite Highland;

And then we will crown Stanford Robinson

kin
Of Stanford Crusoe’s Island !
ASHLEY STERNE.

A. A. TroMmsoN.
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Sad Affair in Angel Street

Continued from page Ten

worthy—TI didn’t notice you—and Mrs. Minnifer—
so mice to see you—er—I was wondering whether
one would be wise in going to the Scroggses?
Have you—er—heard who has the spots and—
er—what kind of spots they are, exactly?”

“Mrs. Scroggs it is wot ’as the spots,” replied
Mrs. Todgers with gloomy relish. ‘‘Some says it’s
the results of ’am, some thinks she’s took too much
of them rejucin’ tablets and poisoned ’er cistern;
some thinks she’s let ’er dustbin go too fur, but
spots she ‘as, that thick you.can’t put a sixpence
between ‘em !**

*“One feels so frightened of—er—small-pox !”
twittered Miss Meakin. ‘‘Of course we can’t
believe all the newspapers say,”’—nervously—
‘“but I hear there are ever so many cases down at
the Docks——""

“You’'ve ‘it it, Miss,”” said Mrs. Minnifer ex-
citedly. “That’s what she’s got, you may be
certing! The Small Pock! When Mrs. Todgers
and Mrs. Nosworthy was layin’ them spots of ‘ers
down to this ‘ere 'am and rejucin’ tablets, I
thought to meself no 'am nor no rejucin’ tablets
‘ud cause anything so thick as that! I remember
as well as anythink now, last Tuesday week it
would be, when I went to take a wreath to me
brother’s wife’s aunt’s grave at Nun’ead ’er bein’
in bed with ‘er larynx at the time——""

“0Oo?” said Mrs. Nosworthy, who
bewildered.

looked

he niece of me brother’s aunt-be-marriage

what I was takin’ the wreath to,”” replied Mrs.
Minnifer. ‘I got to the tram at Camberwell Gate,
and I was so taken up, as it were, with me brother’s
wife’s wreath, not to get it dashed before it got
to ’er aunt, as you might say, the tram bein’
crowded and the wreath bein’ made of them
everlarstin’ peas which is devils for crackin'
though cheap, and what you might expect of me
brother’s wife ’er bein’ that close, my mother
always said she’d rob a blind cow of its milk.
Well, any ‘ow there was Mrs. Scroggs, if you
please, a-settin’ in the tram as large as life, with
a couple o’ twins one side of ‘er and a black man
on the other!”

A black man?”’ the listeners.

“*Black as me boot!” nodded Mrs. Minnifer.
“And I thought to meself—as well as I could for
me wreath—rather you, I thought, than me, for
the way that feller rolled 'is eyes fair give me the
creeps. Like them black currants, they was, when
over-ripe—’orrid 1"’

‘‘But what’s that got to do with the Small-pox ?”
asked Mrs. Nosworthy after a short pause.

‘““Well—it stands to reason ’'e come from the
Docks, don't it?” said Mrs. Minnifer impatiently.

lack people don’t live ’ere, do they? And if
they don’t live 'ere, they gotter get ’ere

by ship. And ships come inter the Docks!  Use
yer ‘'ead !~

“Small-pox! How dreadful!” said Miss
Meakin. “I don’t think I'll leave the Parish

Magarzine just now, it seems hardly kind. In fact,
I think I'd better go home as soon as I can. You
see, I live with a .poor old Auntie. I don’t mind
the danger for myself—not in the least—but one
coul;in't risk it for one’s poor old Auntie, -could
one?”’

She went out hastily, tripping over the step
and muttering ‘Small-pox—how dreadful |” to
herself as she went.

“You’ve scared 'er proper!’ laughed Mrs.
Todgers. ‘‘She’ll go ’ome and twitter about
small-pox all day long. She will enjoy 'erself !”

**But supposin’ it is the small-pock? ”’ suggested
Mrs. Nosworthy anxiously. "I live next door, you
know. D’you think the infectiousness could get
over the wall from ’er 'ouse to ours?”

“Infection can get through anythink!” an-
nounced Mrs. Minnifer with gloom. *“Why, I
’eard only the other day of a case of scarlet, where
the infection run up the chimney of one ’ouse and
down the next, and killed orf every single child
in the row!”

“Good "eavens !” said Mrs. Nosworthy, sinking
palely on to the one hard chair. which the shop
contained. “ What ever shall 1 do?”

‘“Get plenty of Keatings, dear,”” advised Mrs.
Minnifer, soothingly. ‘I come in fer a tin meself,
direckly I ’eard: Keatings ‘1l kill anythink. When
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my poor old mother died o’ information of the
‘eart, I smothered meself in Keating’s the ’old
time I nursed ‘er, and never caught it at all!”

**And besides they’ll take 'er away direckly it’s
known,” said Mrs. Todgers. "I see a man in a
bowler ’'at down the street ’'smornin’, and I
wondered at the time ‘oo ‘e was. You-may
depend on it ‘e come from the Sanitary. They'll
send a ambilence and take ‘er away.’

“If they can get her through the door,” said
Mrs. Minnifer glcomily. ‘‘They swell up dretful,
so I've 'eard. There’s our Winnie makin’ signs
to me. I expectit’s a telegram. I'll be back in a
minute !’ She hurried across the road.

‘“Wot I can’t bear to think of’s them eight pore
little motherless children,” said Mrs. Todgers,
shaking her head mournfully. ‘‘’Ooever’s goin’
to take them on? She ain't got no relations
that ever I've ‘eard of.”

‘““‘Anda good job, too 1" asserted Mrs. Nosworthy.
“One of 'er kind’'s enough in the world. ’Er
'usband’s got a sister I believe, but she’s in service
somewhere abroad, I think. I dunno if it was
Iceland or Ireland, but one o' them wild places
with sea round.”

g There's a telegram for the Scroggses,” panted

Mrs. Minnifer, rushing in, followed by a small
girl with her hair standing up all over her head
and a startled expression on her pleasant little
face. “I brought it over before I licked up the
envelope. It says, ‘Be with you about eight
o’clock to-night. Anmie.’ ’'Oo would that be
from?”

“’Is sister!” ejaculated Mrs. Nosworthy
excitedly. ‘’Ername’s Annie. Where’s it from?

‘“Some place in Yorkshire or round in that
direction,” said Mrs. Minnifer. ‘I ’adn’t never
'eard of it, but Winnie said it was eether in
Yorkshire or Ireland. She couldn’t remember
which.”

* Ah, I said she was in service abroad,”’ nodded
Mrs. Nosworthy. “‘It’s just as I thought. She’s
been sent for to take charge of the children, pore
little things. ’'Eaven send she’s in time !”

‘“Runn orf with it, Winnie,"’ sald Mrs. Minnifer
mournfully. ‘It “‘may comfort 'er pore soul,
before the end. ’Ere, wait a mmute' Let me
sprinkle some more Keatings in yer ‘air and mind,
you're to 'old yer breath all the time you’re goin’
up their steps, and you're to put the telegram in
the letter-box and kick the door ‘ard three times,
becos both the bell and the knocker’s broke, and
wait on the opposite side of the road till you see
someone go to the door. And if you fetch in a
breath while you’re within five yards of the ’ouse,
you’ll swell up and die, so you be careful.”” She
gave Winnie a push which sent her flying up the
street, and sat down panting on the chair which
Mrs. Nosworthy vacated for her.

‘‘It’s more serious even than we thought, then?”
said Mrs. Todgers gravely.

“Must be !’ panted Mrs. Minnifer. “*You see
’is sister’s comin’ direckly. I expeck it’s the
gallopin’ small-pock. If so, they won't bother to
take 'er away, pore thing—they never disturb ‘em
when it’s the Gallopin’ Pock. She'll be gorn in
a few hours, I can’t bear to think of it. And ’er
with a noo carpet to 'er front room only larst
week ! To think she’ll never live to enjoy it!”
Mrs. Minnifer mopped her eyes.

“Oo Mum !” said Winnie, rushing in. **The
blinds was down, so I put the telegram in and
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kicked the door, and run back without waitin’.”

‘*She’s gorn already,” said Mrs. Minnifer with
awe,

“Pore ’'Arry Scroggs!” said Mrs. Todgers,
shaking her head tearfully. ‘A ’elpless mortal,
if ever there was one ! And left with eight kids !
Won't ’e carry on, poor feller !”’

** Ah, but them as makes the most noise is often
the easiest consoled,” nodded Mrs. Minnifer. It
wouldn’t surprise me in the least if that pore soul’s
place was filled before she’d been underground a
twelve month 1"

“'They do say a bleatin’ cow soon fergits its
calf,”” agreed Mrs. Nosworthy wisely.

The three friends drew nearer together, Mrs.
Todgers leaning on the counter from behind, and
Mrs. Nosworthy and Mrs. Minnifer from the front.
All three were so engrossed in talk that a large,
hot woman entered the shop unnoticed and stood
in the doorway, struck into a petriﬁed silence, it
seemed, by what they were saying.

“‘Arry Scroggs 11 kick up Bob’s delight at first
and I don t say ‘e won't be sincere enough as fur
as ’e goes,”’ ogpined Mrs. Todgers. ‘’Butit wouldn’t
surprise me if, at the end of six monce, ’e was
cockin’ 'is eye out for ’is second! Would it
you?”

““Not a bit,” returned Mrs. Nosworthy heartily.
“And I could give a pretty good guess which way
'e’ll look, too.”

*“You mean
excitedly.

“I name no names,” replied Mrs. Nosworthy
firmly. “But if poor Lotty Scroggses shoes is
empty a twelvemonthI shall be very much sur-
prised. Wot’s more, I could tell you 'oo’s waitin’
to step into 'em !”

“Oh! Could yer?” said a voice from the
doorway.

The three friends started and, turning horrified
faces, gazed at this apparition in the utmost
surprise.

"'Lotty Scroggs!” gasped Mrs. Minnifer and
Mrs. Nosworthy together.

“Good Lord! We ’eard you was dead !” said
Mrs. Todgers.

“Well, T ain’t!” observed Mrs. Scroggs with
finality

_po

questioned Mrs. Minnifer

“But yer sister-in-lor’s on ’‘er way,” began
Mrs. Minnifer stupidly.
‘““And yer blinds was down,” added Mrs,

Nosworthy.

“Can’t a man’s own sister come to London fer
an ’ollerday without ’'is wife dyin’?"” demanded
Mrs. Scroggs bitterly. ‘“Can’t a person dror down
’er blinds to keep the Spring sunshine orf of ‘er
noo carpet but what you must shove ’er into 'er
grave and find ’er ‘usband a second wife? You
keep yer nasty tongues orf of my ’'usband or I'll
‘ave the lor of yer. Let 'im alone, I say 1”

“My good woman, nobody don’t want yer
'usband,” said Mrs. Nosworthy, with extreme
hauteur.

“That’s a good thing, because they won’t get
m,” re]omed Mrs. Scroggs tartly. ‘‘Nobody
am 't goin’ to get my usband till I've done with
'im. See? And when I ’ave 'e won’t be no use to
anybody. I'll see ter that! Gimme a bottle o
that stuff fer inseck bites, Mrs. Todgers, fer
goodness sake, and I'll pay yer Sat’day. I'm bit
from ’ead to foot with mosquiters from our water-
butt, till I can’t a-bear meself !’

RN T
h

v

|

Symphony Concert

Dance Music




3

v

“Teddy’® Woakelam will
be at the mike on Decem-
ber Il as usual. He has
always broadcast the Ox-
ford and Cambridge match

UESDAY, December 11 ! To many,

this is the most important date of

the year, for it is the day upon which

Oxford and Cambridge meet to do
battle in their annual Rugger match at
Twickenham.

Actually, it will be the 59th game of the series,
in which Oxford so far lead by twenty-seven wins
to twenty-one, with ten drawn. Since 1927, I
have always had the task of broadcasting the 1un
of the play, and it brings back many memories to
me. Perhaps it is the most trying ordeal of the
lot, for it is, on this occasion, terribly difficult to
remain impartial, and terribly difficult not to
watch and applaud only the work and movements
of my own University, though here let it be said
that I have the steadying influence of a Dark Blue
“No. 2,” John Snagge, to keep me in order, and
to put the brake on if I am inclined to ‘come
over all' Cambridge.”’

hat a day it is! From start to finish there

is one continual roar from the forty or fifty
thousand spectators, many of whom have made
their one particular pilgrimage of the year from
far-distant parts of the country, to meet their old
friends on the parade behind the West Stand
before the game, and tb yell during the eighty
minutes for their University as if their very lives
depended upon the result.

Murrayfield or Cardiff or Swansea may have
their desperate partisans on International days,
but for sheer noise and enthusiasm a Twickenham
Varsity match certainly stands alone. Switch on
your loudspeaker on Tuesday, and you will hear,
via the outside “Mike,” a full-throated chorus,
rising perhaps to pandemonium as one or other
of the two sides gets close to the opposing goal
line, and though perhaps the crowd is roughly
fifty-fifty in its male-up, you will probably be
able to pick out the more resonant ‘ OX-FOO0OORD "
and the rather longer-drawn ‘“CAM-BRIDDDDGE."'
If you are there, you will see aged parsons, middle-
aged city men and youthful undergraduates
waving hats and sticks, screaming, shouting and
dancing about like Dervishes, absolutely wrapped
up in the fortunes of the two sides, and quite
oblivious of the toes and ribs of their immediate
neighbours.

or

“Omne of the most important
dates of the year, and per-
haps the most trying of the
lot,” says

Capr. H. B. T. WakeLay,

who comments on the opening
of the Rugby football commen-
December |1

tary

s€ason on

Last year, when Oxford won by the very narrow
margin of five points to three, there was a most
electrifying and tense period in the second half,
when Cambridge literally “lived on’ the Dark
Blue line, only magnificent work by the Inter-
national full-back, Owen-Smith, keeping them
out. Through the corner of my eyes, I could see
below me in the crowd a most respectable and
very well-dressed gentleman whose tie told me
he was once at Cambridge. He had taken off his
apparently ‘perfectly new bowler to wave his
favourites on, but in the excitement of the moment
he had forgotten even to do this, for he was
standing there, slowly but surely scrunching that
bowler to pieces in his hands, and his look of
surprise and indeed extreme annoyance at the
end, when he realised what he had done, was
worth going miles to see.

Another time I did rather a foolish thing, a
*good.Samaritan’’ act I thoughtat the time, but
it came back at me all right. A few hours before
the game, I met a very old Oxford friend of mine,

who had got back from the Argentine that very -

morning, and who was bemoaning the fact that
he had no ticket, and, as he was a war-cripple,
was so likely to miss the first chance he had had
of seeing a Varsity match since 1912.

It so happened that I had a “spare,” which I
presented to him, to his great joy, but, unfortun-
ately, it was a scat right in the middle of a group
of Cambridge dons and " old Blues,” who told me
in no uncertain language after the game what
they thought of me for plumping “a damned
screaming Oxford lunatic” right down amongst
them |

To return to the details of the meeting in
prospect next Tuesday. Through injuries and so
forth, it is not too easy to pick the probable
winners. (It never is in a Varsity game!) Oxford
who have won four and drawn one of the last
five, are indeed rather an uncertain quantity, but
they have some very brilliant players in their
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ranks, and many of their supporters are full of
hope.

On the other side of the scale is a Cambridge
team which so far has done some rather astonishing
things, and unless the Dark Blues can knock them
off their true game, and unless I have been looking
at them through very Light Blue spectacles,
there seems every reasomable chance that they
will register their first win since 1928. To put
things in a nutshell, and speaking of course before
the actual day, I am looking for two things—a
desperately close affair, which Oxford might just
manage to scramble, or a comparatively easy
Cambridge win if things go right for them.

But, if I am wrong, I hope I shall not get into
hot water, it's much too near Christmas, and I
hope my mistake will be passed over in the season
of festivity and good-will.

As usual, unless we have a touring Dominion
over here (the New Zealanders are coming next
year), this Varsity match opens the Rugby
football running commentary season, which, as
usual, will cover all the International games.
There are two at Twickenham, England v. Wales,
and England v. Ireland, one at Cardiff, one at
Murrayfield, oné at Belfast, and one at Dublin,
but this latter, of course, does not come under the
aegis of the B.B.C. It looks like being a very
interesting tournament, for though England have
a good nucleus of their last season’s champion
team to call upon, there was actually very little
to choose between all four of the competing sides;
indeed, after their first rather indifferent per-
formance at Cardiff Arms Park, Wales improved
so tremendously that they were probably in reality
the outstanding XV of the year.

This ensures that the first International
England v. Wales at Twickenham on January 19th
will be a desperately important affair, upon which
may well hang the fate of the 1934-35 Champion-
ship.

II; addition to these games, there is a likelihood
that on Boxing Day afternoon, some of the play
of a very big Club match, actually a new fixture,
will be described, so those listeners who are resting
to recover from the effects of their Christmas
gaieties may perhaps have the chance of being
soothed to sleep by our dulcet tones. If that
opportunity does not arise, I should like to take
this one in order to wish all readers of this paper,
and particularly those interested in Rugby
Football and Lawn Tennis, the best of everything
for Christmas and the New Year, and I should
also like to add a hope that they will continue to
find some kind of interest and enjoyment out of
my humble microphone efforts.

But don’t forget the poor old engineers if you
are giving out any presents, for their very great
part in your entertainment is perhaps at times apt
to be overlooked. To them, above all, I should
personally like to wish “A Happy Christmas.”
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NCE upon a time
there was a country
called Russia,and in
it there lived a peas-

ant whose name was “Ivan

Ivanovitch. He was very old

and very poor and he had a

tiny little farm near Nikolaev.

That’s a place down in -the

south, near the Black Sea.

It was a very small farm
indeed, not much bigger than
an allotment, and the farm-
house was omly a cottage,
really, but by working avfully
hard all the year round, Mr.
and Mrs. Ivanovitch were
just able to make a living—but only just.

Now, one night Ivan Ivanovitch had a very
strange dream. He dreamt that he was standing
in a room of the palace of the Czar at St. Peters-
burg. They call it Leningrad now, but that does
not matter. Real people still think of it as
St. Petersburg, and I also assume that you know
that the Czar was the Emperor of Russia.

ery well, then, to get on with this dream.

The room Ivan Ivanovitch dreamt he was in
was very peculiar. It was practically all green. The
walls were of green stone, with large pillars every
now and then, and round the top was a white
frieze with green horses galloping round it—a
frieze de chevauz, in fact—and there aren’t many
authentic ones in existence. There was also an
immense fireplace in this room, with all sorts of
elaborate carvings on it, and it was in front of this
fireplace that Ivan Ivanovitch was standing. As
he watched, several workmen appeared.

Some had crowbars and pickaxes, and others had
spades, and they proceeded to prise up the great
hearthstone; and when
they’d got it up they
dug down underneath
and found a large bag
of gold, and then Ivan
Ivanovitch woke up.

Well, perhaps it
wasn't a very extra-
ordinary dream, as
dreams go, and he
mightn’t have thought
any more about it if
he’d only dreamt it
once. But he didn't.
He dreamt it exactly
. the same seven nights
running, and at the
end of that time he

he Dream of

thought something ought to be
done about it. So he told his
wife—Mrs. Ivanovitch.

She agreed that it was all very
strange, and they discussed it a
whole lot; and they finally
decided that it was their duty,
as loyal subjects of the Czar,
to go to St. Petersburg and tell
him about it. It wasn’t that
they wanted a reward, or even
an excuse to get up to town, but
they just didn’t like the idea of
so much money lying idle. The
only trouble was that going to
tell the Czar wasn’t going to
be too easy. There weren’t any
railways in those days, and if
you wanted to get from Nikolaev
to St. Petersburg you jolly well had to walk, and
it was roughly a thousand miles. Of course, if
you wererich and had a horse you
could ride that, but the Ivanovitches
weren’t rich, and couldn’t afford a
horse, but they did the next best
thing. They pawned or sold every-
thing they could spare in the way
of furniture and bought a donkey.
It was only a cheap one and they
didn’t dare sit on it, but it did quite
nicely for carrying the luggage and
the sack of corn which they were all
going to live on during the journey.

Well, one fine morning they
loaded up the donkey, locked up
the farm, and set out. It took
them three months and they had a
dreadful time. It waslate summer
when they started, but as they went
north it got colder and colder, and the roads were
covered with snow and ice, and it was awfully
difficult to get along.

This wouldn’t have been so bad if they’d been
able to get proper rest at night, but they couldn’t.
They were being constantly troubled by wolves,
which wanted to eat the donkey—and them, too,
for that matter—I mean wolves don’t care—so
they had to take it in turns to keep awake and
throw stones at them, and altogether it was no
pleasure trip. However, they stuck to it, and
somewhere about Christmas they managed to
arrive at St. Petersburg.

t was late at night when they got there, but

they didn’t waste any time. They went straight
along to the square in front of the royal palace,
and Ivan Ivanovitch said to his wife : *“Now you
stay here and hold the donkey while 1 go and
make inquiries,”” whereupon he marched up to the
sentry at the front gate and said : ““Is the Czar

.ing the bag of gold

in?”’ The sentry said: " Yes, he is; but he never
sees people as late as this. You’d better call again
in the morning.”” So poor Ivan Ivanovitch went
very disconsolately back to his wife and donkey,
and they all spent the night under an archway.

Next morning the poor old man called again;
but this time it was daylight and the sentry saw
how shabby he was, and he was most disobliging.
He just told him to clear off, and wouldn’t even
take a message. So he went away and called
again in the afternoon, but it was still no go—they
fairly shoo-ed him away—and the same thing
happened the next day and the next, and they
began to despair. The archway got colder every
night and the sack of corn got lighter every day,
and they seemed no nearer seeing the Czar than
when they’d started; but actually they were.
They didn’t know it, but one of the first times
Ivan Ivanovitch had spoken to the sentry, the
boy who cleaned the boots and knives in the palace
was standing near and heard what was said. Well,
he told the housemaid about this
funny little man who wanted to
see the Czar. The housemaid told
the parlourmaid, and she told the
Czarina’s lady’s maid. The lady’s
maid told the Czarina and she told
her husband.

The Czar said: “Hm —1
wonder what he wants? If he
calls again, I'll see him.” The

result was that when Ivan Ivan
ovitch turned up that afternoon
he got the shock of his life.
Instead of hoofing him down the
steps, as usual, the sentry said

‘“Good afternoon, Mr. Ivanovitch.
We’ve been expecting you. Come
inside.” He was then ushered

along miles of corridors lined with powdered
footmen, and finally shown into the room where
They

the Czar ‘and his family were having tea.
gave him a thundering
good tea, of course,
and put him quite at
his ease, and then the
Czar said : *‘‘Now tell
me, what is it that you
want to see me about? ”’
and Ivan Ivanovitch
told him. He described
his dream, and all
about the room with
the green pillars and
big fireplace, and find-

under the hearth-
stone; and he also
said he'd dreamt it
seven nights running.
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that, green pillars and all.
Let’s go and have a look at
it.”” So they all trooped
along through lots more
corridors, and when they got
there Ivan Ivanovitch recog-
nised it at once—every detail
was correct.

The Czar rang the bell and
summoned all sorts of work-
men with crowbars, pickaxes,
and spades, and they levered
up the great hearthstone
and began to dig underneath,

Everyone seemed
to get more and
more surprised
as he went on,
and when he’'d
finished the Czar
said: “Well,
I'm blowed—I
mean that’s
most extraord-
inary. We’'ve
actually got a
room in the
palace just like

and they dug and dug and dug. They made a
gorgeous mess on the carpet—enormous piles of
earth all over it—but they didn’t find any gold,

A. J. ALAN
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one of the best he has ever given

and then they finally had to give it up. Poor
Ivanovitch was terrified. He thought they would
cut his head off, at least, and he apologised like
anything. He said : “I really am most frightfully
sorry, but I did honestly
dream it all, just as I told
you, and I simply can’t make
it out, vour not finding any
gold,”’ and so on.

But the Czar was abso-
lutely charming. He said:
“Don’t you worry at all—
you acted in perfectly good
faith, and it’s just bad luck;

but now I've
funny to tell you.
dream, too, and I dreamt it

something
I've had a
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seven nights running;
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only, it was about
your kitchen at Niko-
laev. I saw you dig
up your hearthstone
and find a bag of
money. Now what
do you think of
that?” And Ivan
Ivanovitch said:
“Co0” —1 mean,
what else could he
say? Anyhow, the
Czar went on; he
said : "“If I were you,
I should go straight
back home and sec
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whether 1 can dream better than you can. After

all, I'm not Czar for nothing "

So Mr. and Mrs. Ivanovitch were fitted out with
new clothes and shoes and a fresh sack of corn,
and next day they started south, and the whole
palace turned out to see them off. On the way
they certainly were impeded by snow and ice and
wolves, as before, but not to any great extent,
and they eventually fetched up at the farm safe
and sound. .

Everything was just as they’d left it, as far as
they could see, but they didn’t spend much
time looking round. They made a bee line for the
kitchen stove and fairly flung themselves at the
hearthstone. They prised it up with the poker
and tongs, and doubtless the shovel, and under-
neath they found quite a large bag of gold—
enough for them to retire on—and they lived
happily ever afterwards.
Now, wasn’t it kind of the Czar?

Taking it Easy—
What the Stars Do in their
holidays

Mabel Constanduros likes to read history
or do a spot of gardening.

Carroll Gibbons gets a thrill out of driving
fast cars.

Ernest Parsons collects etchings.

“My hobby is music,” says
Holloway

Stainless Stephen revels in reading bio-
graphical and philosophical works.

George Baker passes the time away at the
piano

Marjery Wyn enjoys knitting.

Swimming and painting please Enid Trevor
most as recreations.

Betty Astell is gaining fame as a decorator.

Hilda Bor’s hobby is keeping poultry.

Billy Cotton is keen on all sports, particu-
larly motor racing.

Riding and dancing occupy Olive Kavann's
spare moments.

Leonardo Keinp prefers fishing, tennis, and

!
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football. ;
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Stanley

Reading lyrics delights Leslie Woodgate.
Billy Merrin is happiest with a tennis

racket in his hand.
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Fo_r Christmas — give yourself
_ the BEST RADIO YOUR

" MONEY CAN BUY

SPECIFICATION

7 stages, 5 valves, 8
functions. For A.C. maias.
Moving  Coil  Speaker,
Bandpass  Tuning, Full
Automatic Yolume Control,
Tone Control, Noise Sup-
pressor, Self-contained
Aerial, Sockets for Pick-up
and Extra Speakers. Guar-
anteed for 12 months. H.P.
Terms 32/6 deposit and 12
monthly payments of 25/-
each. Prices do not
apply to I.F.S.

£14-14-0
CASH

FOR ! .
S v | with the Exclusive SPECTRUM TUNING

VALUE IN and TILTING DIAL ...

RAD\O \ Ask your dealer to-day to show you this ** Best of Gifts,”” and insist on seeing it.

! If he cannot demonstrate, go to one who can. Compare the ‘‘ATLAS 7-5-8’" with
others. Note its exclusive features and superb performance and appearance.
No wonder ““ATLAS" was voted the ‘‘Finest Value in Radio.”’

Chronicle

in Manchester Evening S i

Ballot, Northern Radi

bition, September, 1934.

"

RADIO RECEIVERS ( ATLAS

“ATLAS 345" BATTERY RECEIVER -
MESSRS. H. CLARKF &co. (M/Cl!(), LT"D" PATRICROFT, MANCHESTER Thoroughly modern in every way, with the famous *‘ATLAS" TILTING
l POST Please send me full details of the new "'ATLAS™ Receivers. I DIAL, 3 Pentode Valves, Iron-cored coils, and every