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F O GET A PIANO
| } ACCORDION

FOR CHRISTMAS

With a Piano Accordion, you would
be the life of any party, the envy of
your friends who cannot play and do
not realise how easy it really is. Our
famous “LAGUNA™ Piano Accor-
dions are perfect instruments of high
tonal quality, beautifully made and
handsomely finished. A strong,
shaped Carrying Case is provided
with each model except the 8-Bass,
and a new EASY-TO-LEARN
TUTOR is given FREE. Any Model
will be sent to approved customers
carriage paid for 7 days trial on
receipt of the moderate deposit stated
below, and Satisfaction or Money
Back is Guaranteed.

A MODE

FOR Cash  D’p’sit.
AA LA L0\ 21 Piano Keys, BBass £2 50 2/6 5/
25 . ., 12 , £4196 54 10/
' 3t , ,, 24 , {8 80 10/~ 12/6
31 , ., 36, £9176 12/6 12/6
ON VERY w . 48 , £10176 15 12/6
EASY TERMS EREEEERIEIN AU I VA E

Send for photogravure list at once.

@ SEND FOR CHRISTMAS GIFT LIST

Send a postcard for a copy of our photographic list showing a varicty of goods and
toys for Chrisimas presents avaslable on very easy terms.

Established 36 Years.

Mthly. |

'Phone, TOTtenham 2256. Branches - 77 West Green Road, Tottenham.
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“WALTER LINDRUM =

HOME BILLIARD' TABLE

A perfect miniature to scale of a full-size billiard
LESS THAN

table, and of first class finish. Solid six-ply unwarp-

able wood bed; leather covered brass pocket

plates; good quality cord pockets; solid Dbrass

adjustable feet to fit on dining table; para rubber PER
cush; first quality turned balls. Marking board,
chalk and rules, cues and balls all included. Size :
5 ft. x 2 {t. 6 in. Cash price £2 17s. 6d.

Sent to approved customers on 7

L

~ WEEK

days® trial for #/¢ deposit, then, if satisfied, 7/6 monthly.

ENJOY THE MOVIES

IN YOUR OWN HOME!

The All-British RAY Safety Home Ciné P’rojector
gives large pictures of unusual brilliance. Tt takes
standard 9.5 m.m. non-flam. filn and conforius to v
Home Office regulations for safety. Simple to
operate. Projects 30 ft. or 60ft. nlins. Packed
in strong box with full instructions.

BATTERY MODEL.—Cash Price 2is.
depnsit and 4 monthly payments of 5s.

ALL MAINS MODEL. —Cash Price 2iks. 6d. Terms
5s. deposit and 6 monthly payments of 5s. For A.C.
mains 110 v. or 200-250 v. Please state voltage when
ordering.

Terms : Ss.
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Non-iftflammable Films 1s. to #s.

34 St. James Street, Walthamstow. 573 Hertford Road, Enfield Wash.

Become an Expert

© TAP DANCER!

< This Amazing FREE BOOK
Shows How (send Coupon below)

Learn TAP DANCING
This New Easy Way!

BECOME a Tap-Dancing star at home, quickly,

casily—this  rapid direct way. Studio
tuition in the privacy of your own room!
Become the envy and admiration of your friends !

SIMPLE AS A.B.C.

e )

] L /g I DO not care if you have never tried to Tap

¥ 8 7 Dance in your life before—or if you have
§ 2 been trying for years to learn. This wonderful
A

new system is guaranteed to make you an accom-

. t g plished Tap Dancer, capable of tapping all the
Ng, & g7 latest routines and novelty numbers in just 30
L days—OR IT COSTS YOU NOT ONE PENNY !

4 Now is the time to start—the Tap Dancing craze

o is at its peak, post the coupon below at once and
Learn without MusiC— Tap your way to fame and fortune !
Partner—or Drudgery !

18 guaranteed systemn will teach you how This Book is FREE '
s

to Tap Dance quickly—without music or
partner—without drudgery or difficulty, no exor- k .

bitant fees and inconvenient classes. You learn FOR a short time only you may get this great

almost at once—no book, entitled “How to Become an Expert

longer need you he  Tap Dancer,” absolutely FREE ! 1t will show

you how you can become a finished Tap Dancer

in double-quick time—but hurry, this offer is

the * wallower ™
at all the parties
and danves. Tap

Please use BLOCK Letters, and scaled envelupe,
T D SIS S W S SIS SN S e -

Dancing, the lstest limited.
craze, will nake
{:l:le :d"":"::“; i‘ ' ** TEAR COUPON—POST NOW | ===
e

this great offer und Professor J. Bolot, F.A.R., I
p:nt the voupon | Bolots S;l::olnol‘:‘u Danciog, Stodio A.15,
at once. 5 rosdway, !

l Loodon, W.8. ' |
POST ] , l)e‘:r su,;s;urlrnd me, abschrtely FREE, your :

brand-new “ How to Become An Expert Tap

COUPON ' Dancer.” 1 enclose stanp to defruy postage. !
NOW 1 | |
Bolot School N € N R s R ... SR T I eteke) - v < o o o = [ ]
of Tap Dancing, | I
Studio A.I5, ' AdDIers. s vviin e senevrotnensnenasay l
& The Broadway,
tonden, W.6. | ... ..4nzae |

s What «
Perfect
Present!”

Marvellous ! Wouldn’t you

love it? The easiest way of
making lovely curls at all times
without any botlier at all—that’s
the Denman Complete Curling
Outfit.

Just a tiny squeeze of the Curlset Cream on the comb—pass it through the hiir-—a
turn of the wrist with the Curl-comb and you have the perfect curl. Simple, isn’t it?

The Denman Curl-comb (comb and curler in one) sets your hair anywhere—in a
restaurant or theatre cloak-rcom—like lightning.

Complete Outfit (of Denman Curl-Comb, Curlset Cream and Braids) 2/- from
Selfridges, Boots and leading stores and Chemists or 2/3 post free direct from

DENMAN. PRODUCTS, LIMITED
(Dept. R.P.) - 169 REGENT STREET - LONDON, W.1

YOU MUST TRY

“STARLETS”

** Radio Pictorial’s ’’ Great

CHRISTMAS COMPETITION

for Listeners of All Ages
£100 in CASH PRIZES

Full Particulars in Radio Pictorial December || Issue
TO AVOID DISAPPOINTMENT ORDER YOUR COPY NOW
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. Hexry HaLL

| NO breadcaster is more worthy
than Henry Hall to occupy

this place of honour in our special
Christmas issue. Day In, day out
during the year he has done his
best to entertain thousands of
dance-band fans and, though he
has his critics, he has accom-
plished his difficult task extremely
well. A Happy Christmas to you,
Henry, and to all your boys
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OR BY HIRE PUR

Before you buy any all - wave receiver check its specification
against the many refinements incorporatéd in this instrument.

@ Seven Valve All-Wave Superhet, 16- §—2000 metres.

@ Specially sensitive on short waves, U.S.A., Australia, etc.,

. : = ; .
“Lullaby from New York " & received easily and at good volume.

@ Large wavelength scales with names of over 80 stations.
Indicator shows clearly which waveband is in use.

A Hadlo SEI‘ . UUISIandlng @ Cathode Ray Fluid Light indicates best reception point for
“rr. , . s  each station.

amongst the [3 s Masters Voice o Torspent tuning noh

H//’M/Ol’/d /Il)dﬂ]lb [I’l.ffl”lﬂ%fﬂl‘.f @ Special Vernier scale enables exact reading for reception of

each short-wave station to be noted.
The quality of reproduction, reliability and performance

of this receiver, with its most generous specification, @® Combined bass and treble tone control.

is of that high standard always associated with

*“His Master’s Voice.”” The cabinet of fine figured @ Powerful moving coil speaker.  Sufficient output to operate
walnut has been described by many as being the most many additional speakers.

pleasing as well as the most practical ever designed .

for any radio receiver. @ Graduated Volume Control. Same high quality reproduction

at all levels of volume.

(T3 : 9y
. @ Provision for connection of gramophone pick-up; standard,
anti-static or doublet aerials.
’ 7 @ Wide Voltage Range. Operates from supplies of 95-260
s} I E volts AC, so-100 cycles. Economical current consumption.
. Nearly 12 hours for one unit.

BACKED BY THIRTY-EIGHT YEARS “SOUND” EXPERIENCE

“ His Master’s Voice,” 98-108 Clerkenwell Road, London, E.C.1.
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in Studio 4 at Maida Vale studios to greet

Henry Hall and his boys when they

arrive to play for us at half-past twelve
on the ““twenty-fifth.” On it will be hanging all
the cards, calendars and gifts which arrive at this
season for the B.B.C. Dance Orchestra.

This tree is but a symbol of the spirit which
animates the studios this day, and, in fact,
throughout the week. The B.B.C. cannot ask each
of its listeners the time-honoured question, ‘* What
Do You Want for Christmas,” so it does the
next best thing—it tries to ensure that there is a
sufficiently wide range of appeal in its Christmas
programmes to please everybody.

The First Carols

AS Whitaker Wilson explains on page 59,

Christmas without carols would be unthink-
able, and, as usual, we shall have a good selection
in the Christmas programmes. On Sunday
{December 20) we shall hear the first bunch. The
Wireless Singers will sing carols from the
studios. This day will also be distinguished by
the first Sabbath broadcast on the Theatre Organ.
Reginald Foort will, of course, preside at the
console. Altogether a good opening to a sparkling
week.

r’FHERE will be a glittering Christmas Tree

Meet The Minstrels
ARTIES galore, Christmas week. One of the
brightest will certainly be on Monday
(21st). Harry Pepper gathers together his
Kentucky Minstrels in the cheery grey and
orange studio BA, far-helow ground at Broadcast-
ing House.

All your old friends will be on parade. Scott.

and Whaley, Denier Warren, Ike Hatch, and
the banjoists, veteran Joe Morley and Harry
Pepper’s brother Dick. These Minstrels never
fail to give slick entertainment. At this show,
particularly, they’ll be on their toes. The Minstrels”
show will also be repeated on Christmas Eve on
Regional.

Music Shop
FOR a bright musical feature Geraldo's
Music Shop has rung all the bells and Gerry's
many admirers will be glad to know that he will
be represented in this Christmas fare. Monday,
December 21, is his date, and the tunes he plays
will serve as a fairly good index of the songs we’ll
be singing at our Christmas parties, and hearing
in panto. There’s a good story behind these
Music Shop programmes, and we shall be telling it

to .you in detail in an early issue.

Your Favourite Stars—

Send You Gheir Christmas
Greetings

Pages 11, 18, 32, 40, 42 and 58.

For an idea! Christ-
mas we would plump
for snow such as
this—and a play-
mate such as lovely

Patti Chapin, the !
young C.B.S. song- ﬂ
stre:s!

/L.

Modern Thrills

MAYBE we're all getting too sophisticated.
Perhaps ghost stories don’t thrill us so much
these days? Anyway, the B.B.C. have thrown in
their vote in favour of gangsters to provide the
thrills of the week. On Monday (21st} we'll be
hearing a play called ‘“Men From the Other
Side'—it’s a tough gangster draina, full of tough
guys. Sounds good. You'll have two chances of
hearing it, for it will also be heard on Wednesday,
December 23. If I can’t get a good blood-curd-
ling ghost, I'd just as soon have a really
villainous gangster !

Fishermen Folk
FOR me, at least, one of the Christmas listeriing
thrills is the annual Nativity play from St.
Hilary, Marazion. There is a special appeal in the
simple, unaffected speech of the Cornish fisherfolk
who take part in it.

Bernard Walke, parson of this village over-
looking Mount’s Bay, has for some years trained
members of his congregation to take part in a
moving Nativity Play. One year Filson Young
was on holiday and discovered this play. He spoke
to the B.B.C., and at considerable expense the
Post Office laid lines to the
Church. Since then it has been
broadcast every year. Make a
note to listen in to this event
on Tuesday (December 22).

Panto On The Air
EMEMBER Willson Dish-
er’'s Old Time Music
Hall programmes? He's in the
field again with something
different. On Tuesday (22nd)
he presents “ Pageant of Panto-
mime.” I have already told you
about this. Sufficient to remind
you that many old-timers such
as Tom Costello, Vesta Vic-
toria, Clarice Mayne and
Ernie Mayne will be singing
the songs which made them
famous. John Rorke will also
pop up in this programme. He
really is a most persistent and
welcome broadcaster !

On the same night there will
be another “Monthly Revue,”
a popular feature which,-since
the summer, has lapsed. Eric
Maschwitz has worked hard
on this revue and the resuit is a
foregone conclusion : Success.

Diverse Music

EDNESDAY (December
23) sees three items of

musical flavour, each probably B‘xlwg Day in ‘:_“"
appealing to a different type of Tf’ ] Fo “‘8""
listener. Malcolm Sargent | ‘ -
conducts a Symphony concert =
with Florence Austral, and | =
on Regional Max Kester pro- -
duces a musical drama called =
“\-1_

‘the circus season,
.and we shall hear 2 »

circus broadcast on
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By WANDERING MIKE

Bianca. This is by ‘‘Spike’’ Hughes, brilliant
young moderny. For dance-music fans Maurice
Winnick will be on duty. Maurice was unlucky
earlier with his dates, and this will be a compen-
sation both for him and his many fans.

Christmas .Eve Carols
T is a strong claim, but I assert that there is no
lovelier programme than the carol service from
King’'s College, Cambridge. You can hear it on
Thursday afternoon (24th), if engagements permit,
4nd you will catch a real piece of Christmas
atmosphere.

Once again Prebendary Mayo, the parson who
broadcast the first service in 1922, will welcome
the Wireless Choir to his church, St. Mary’s,
Whitechapel. Accompanied by the military band,
they will stand in the churchyard if the weather
is fine, and sing carols as “‘waits.” If wet, they
will chant in the shelter of the church.

Two Orchestras
HERE is an embarrassing choice of pro-
grammes for those who can snatch listening-
time from the tasks of dressing the Christmas tree
and packing presents on Christmas Eve. National
has Van Phillips and his Two Orchestras, and
also a “‘Strange to Relate” programme arranged
by Charles Brewer. Some headmasters allow
boys to sit up specially to hear these programmes.
Well, they’ll be on holiday this time, so will not
need permission! Unto Us, a pageant of Christ-
mas in words and music, follows the news, and the
Reverend W. H. Elliott also broadcasts again
from St. Michaels.

Lovely Church

ON Christmas Day programmes open with a
service from St. George’s Chapel, Windsor.
I know this church. TInside, it is one of the two
loveliest churches for their size in England. The
Lady Chapel at Liverpool Cathedral is the other.
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The B.B.C.’s CHRISTMAS PLANS—and some
Christmas Plums from the Continent

But what is more important for us this morning is
that it has fine acoustics . . . and memories for
listeners.

Wisely, the B.B.C. is not attempting a world-
wide relay this Christmas. With his homely words
King George made this occasion so much his own.
As we listen to the service, conducted by the
Dean of Windsor, from the chapel where he was
laid to rest we shall remember. . . .

Unobtrusive Pregrammes

LISTEN ING on Christmas Day is usually done

to a background of laughter and chatter at
the family party, so the B.B.C. have been wise in
choosing unobtrusive programmes . . . those that
require little concentration. Thus we get the
Coventry Hippodrome Orchestra, the Theatre
Organ, Eugene Puni and his Tango Orchestra,
the Hastings Municipal Orchestra, the Mili-
tary Band and, of course, Henry Hall, to fill up
the mornings and afternoons.

Giant Party

EVEN OCLOCK finds almost the entire

Variety Department on the stage of St.
George’'s Hall for Eric Maschwitz’s fun and
frolic. At the time of writing, Clapham and
Dwyer, Tommmy Handley, John Sharman and
Charles Brewer have accepted, and lgts more
will “R.S.V.P.”” soon. The game of musical chairs
will again be a high-spot of the party, and in the
studio side-bets are laid on the winner! Pro-
ceedings are so informal that those who fall out
of the game in early stages have to take over the
mike until the winners regain their breath !

Christmas Appeal

THAT champion beggar, Christopher Stone,

returns to make the yearly appeal for the
British Wireless for the Blind Fund on Christmas
Night, following the news. Then, from 9.30 p.m.,
dance-music will take over the mike. First there
will be Henry Hall with Oliver Wakefield,
Haver and Lee, and a big surprise up his sleeve.
Then Joe Loss and his band take over until
midnight. On the other wavelength we shall hear
the fruits of Felix Felton’s tour. He has been
round the regions fixing a big and varied musical
programme in which we are to hear something
typical from almost gvery point of this tight little
island.

RADIO PICTORIAL

O.B. Men Busy

HE O.B. men rarely get home for

Christmas, and on Boxing Day
they will be out and about again. In
the afternoon they’ll be at Twicken-
ham for the Harlequins v. Richmond
Rugby match, and for I'n Town To-night
they will be giving a relay from the
Bertram Mills circus. In the after-
noon, while the kiddies are about,
there is a studio panto. We get our
panto in the evening. There will also
be a Music Hall bill in the evening,
but it is early yet to know the artistes
that John Sharman will bring to the

mike.
Sindbad The Sailor
SINDBAD the Sailor, or A Life on
the Ether Wave, is the fifth of the

pantomimes which William MacLurg
1s*producing for Empire listeners—and
we shall overhear it. Sindbad
will be played by Gwen Lewis,
Zuleika by Alma Vane, Mrs.
Sindbad by Elsie Sterndale,
and The Old Man of the Sea by
Middleton Woods. Robert Ashley is to play
Uvula, the Court Crooner.

Later Henry Hall and Jack Jackson take
over dance-music sessions to wind up a merry
Christmas radio week.

Max Miller’s Back Chat

EASONABLE gaiety will certainly not be

confined to the home stations this Christmas.
On December 27, for instance, in Horlick’s Sea-
Time Hour on Luxembourg, there will be some
amusing Christmas dialogues between Max Miller
as Charlie Merriman and Alma Vane as Poppy
Pringle. If you've been listening to the S.S.
Romantic cruise you will be interested to know
that the romantic love-tangle is soon to reach its
climax. By the way, on November 29 Bernard
Lee joined the cast in place of Norman Shelley.

Jubilee Singers

F you tune-in to the Kraft Cheese Pavilion

from “Luxembourg on Sundays, December 20
and 27, vou will be able to hear John Payne and
his Jubilee Singers, a coloured choir of four men
and four women. What a fine selection
of stars are lined up for these two pro-
grammes : Monti Ryan, Nina Devitt,
Leonard Henry, Michael Cole, Marie
Dane, Ralph Coram and Bruce
Merryl conducting the band. Christmas
gaiety, eh?

Brrrrer!

TILL running the rule over some of

the December entertainment from
the Continent we come to the Adventures
of Sax Rohmer’s Fu Manchu. By
December 27 these programmes, which
start on Sunday, the 6th, will no doubt
have become favourites with listeners
and so, after the Christmas festivity, you
can be thrilled in no small measure.
Dr. Fu Manchu is being playved by
Frank Cochrane, and D. A. Clarke-
Smith and Jack Lambert are other
members of an excellent cast. Phillips
Dental Magnesia sponsor these pro-
grammes.

Christmas Reading
WHAT is swing music? That is a
question frequently asked and not
so often answered.
Readers who are interested in swing—
and their number is legion—should get

“ I hope thar proves to you that it is really father,
Reggie.”

a copy of “SWING MUSIC,” the quar-
terly jazz review, edited by Leonard

above, loe Loss,
veho will play the
late=night dance
music on Christ-
mas Day. Left,
lack= Jaeksemr™in
charge onBoxing
Day.

Hibbs. The current issue contains about 70,000
words and is chock full of authoritative articles
on swing music that will help to fill in odd
moments during the Christmas festivities.

Who Is ‘““The Great Unknown’’?

HE number of our readers who regularly

listen to Luxembourg on Sundays has, of
course, long been legion, but there is, too, an ever-
increasing number who make a habit of listening
to the week-day programmes.

These have been aware of changes and improve-
ments made lately by the recent introduction of
broadcasting English programmes each afternocon
and also dance music on Friday and Saturday
nights. But now Rapio PicToriAL is pleased to
tell its readers of a further great step to make the
week-day programmes from Luxembourg even
more attractive to English-speaking listeners.

From this month a series of all-star celebrity
programmes is planned to give you the oppor-
tunity of listening to some of your favourite stars.
These are : Gracie Fields, Stanley Holloway,
Maurice Chevalier, Evelyn Laye, and ‘‘ The
Great Unknown.’' This last is a discovery—
a brilliant Continental tenor who prefers to hide
his identity under this title.

Week’s Attractions
EVERY Monday and Friday evening from
6.45 to 7.15, listeners will hear one or other
of these great stars singing their favourite songs
and telling fascinating stories abcut themselves
and their lives.

It is of particular interest that this series does
not owe its being to the enterprise of any of the
great commercial firms but is provided by the
Luxembourg Station, and we heartily congratulate
those responsible for this splendid show of enter-
prise

Good Listening
OW “ Wandering Mike" is closing down, with
the hearty wish that this Christmas will
provide you all with the finest listening of your
lives. Merry Christmas, everybody!

"7 G ol Read
SWING MUSIC

A PROFUSELY {LLUSTRATED QUARTERLY
GUIOE TO THE BEST JAZZ [6

From any newsagent or record shop to special order

— o

7
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ROMANTIC adventure is in the air at Christmas—but
Diana was dafraid that her adventure had walked
But actually it was only beginning. A

out -on her.
Yuletide love-story with a thrill

IANA could see that they were going to shut the gates, so
she ran, with her suitcase flapping dismally against her
calves, and her small face flushed with exertion.

“Hurry up, miss,”’ said the ticket collector, giving her
the smile that most men gave as tribute to her gay blue eyes and her
silly little turned-up nose.

Diana thought: “Nonsense, they always shut the gates hours
before the train goes,”’ but that was one minute, and the next her
handbag slipped out from under her arm and spilled its contents
hilariously on the platform.

Diana scrambled on hands and knees, and the young man in the last
carriage opened the door for her as the train gathered itself together with
hissing noises and moved slowly away from London with its freight of
Christmas Eve passengers.

Diana said :

“Thanks, a lot,” and she pushed her small hat to the back of her head
and blew upwards so that the curls on her forehead splayed out like a
miniature fountain.

The young man looked serious.

“ You shouldn’t catch trains this way,’’ he said, and there was a faintest
ghost of a drawl in his voice-—un-English. ‘““But I'm glad you did, other-
wise we should have sat and tried to pretend we were entirely alone instead
of talking, as we're going to.”

“Are we?"” said Diana, in a small voice. He was rather exciting and
unexpected. this young man. He had a way about him. She liked the
way his hair curled crisply from a side parting, she liked his wide, humorous
mouth and his big tweed overcoat.

““Sure,” said the young man, “and pretty soon they’ll start singing,
‘Take your seats for luncheon, please,” and then we shall eat together and
probably drink champagne.”

*“Oh, no, we shan’t,” said Diana, heartily, thinking of all her mother had
told her about the acceptance of sweets from strangers,

‘“But it’s Christmas Eve,” he said, aggrieved, “"and you must drink
champagne at Christmas. That’s what they make it for, didn’t you know ?”

Diana gave it up. After all it was Christmas, and she hadn’t any ties.
‘*“Footloose and fancy free,’”’ she thought, ““and what's the good of being
lonely in London all the year without any particular boy-friend, if you
don’t get the compensations of being able to talk to strange young men in
trains without being disloyal to anyone?””

“You win,” she said, quietly, and stuck her feet up along the seat,
making herself comfortable. Her heart sang a small song of praise—praise
that she had worn her new suit of Hunter’s Green with the orange velvet
scarf and the crazy Tyrolean shoes of green suede laced with orange and the
small perky hat to match. Praise that her handbag had done the things
it had and forced her into his carriage instead of any of the other forty-seven,

This was fun, having someone to talk to on the long, dreary journey.
Fun to be sitting opposite a personable young man with a wide, wicked
grin and disarming brown eyes, instead of reading magazines for three
hours alone.

Later, when they sat across from each other in the dining car it was
even more fun. There were amber bubbles in wide glasses. - There were
silly toasts : * To your turned-up nose, beautiful,” * To the left lapel of your
suit.”

" Then, suddenly, there wasn’t any fun any more. There was just the
back of the young man getting out of the carriage at Marbury Junction
with a grin in his eyes and a cheery * I'll be seeing you ﬂ

Diana felt small and cold and ill-used in the empty carriage.
And she felt surprised. She hadn’t thought, somehow, that he’
would get out before her station. She hadn’t thought that
the fun and the laughter of the last few hours would end
without him even asking for her nmame—leave alone her %
address.

But'they had. They’d ended, those few hours of fun, and
they’d left a blank feeling in her heart.

“Silly,” she thought, crossly, “I'll be seeing you, §
indeed——"" Y. &
. . ; '&

* L 2
ome for Christmas. Home. The great rambling country
house with its lighted windows shining a welcome %\,

down the long drive. So different from the small, badly-lit ~“w,
bed-sitting room in London. Diana’s heart warmed to home
and to her family as her taxi stopped outside the front door with
squeaking brakes.

* Hallo, mother,” she said, ‘*merry Christmas Eve and all that.”

Her mother burst into excxted chatter.

““George, dear,” she said, ““is bringing home Scott Collins for Christmas.”’

8
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Diana whistled softly—Scott Collins! The famous American crooner
to spend Christmas with ser—that’d be something to tell the girls at the
office. She wondered how on earth her brother had met him, but then
George did the most remarkable things. You never knew, with George,
what might happen!

Suddenly she remembered a phrase : *“ You shouldn’t catch trains this

way . . .”—and the faintest ghost of a drawl in the voice that said it.
Scott Collins. Could it be true, she wondered, did things like that yeally
happen? A flicker of amusement flashed in her eyes. Well, he’d missed

the station all right.
a local train.

Her mother’s voice went on. Dashing her .hopes. ‘They're driving
down together from Nottingham, darling. Do you think he’ll want American
things like highballs >—because I inquired at the wine shop and they didn’t
sell them.”

Diana grinned, she explained that highballs were really only whisky
after all, and then a sudden thought struck her: supposing George was
picking up Scott Collins at Marbury Junction, he'd pass it on his way
down from Nottingham, and mother was-always so vague. Diana’s heart
sang briefly. In one short second she had forgiven Scott Collins for getting
out so abruptly without asking her name, in one short second she had decided
what to wear for dinner.

‘““When are they due, Mums?" she asked, dancing like a small virago
in the hall

‘“At almost any minute, darling,” the door bell cut across the words
and Diana hurled herself at the handle, flinging open the door so that a
pathway of light bisected the drive.

She said :

“Oh,” in a small voice, and the man standing outside with a suitcase
walked in. ‘

“I'm Scott Collins,”’ he said, * your brother has been tied up with business
and can’t get away until late to- mght He told me to come along down by
train; he’ll follow to-morrow morning.”

Sleek black hair. Small black
washieather gloves. Scott Collins.

Diana had a wild desire to burst into tears.

The conversation went on—yes, he had been on her train, had caught the
only other taxi and followed her up to the house. It was so kind of them
to have him down to a real English Christmas.

Diana walked slowly upstairs to unpack, the ghost of a young man
with curly hair and a wicked, wide grin haunting her at every step.

Later, at dinner, she took herself sternly to task. '* Just because he
flited with you for the duration of the journey. Just because he smiled
and bought you champagne, you thought he was different, you thought he
liked you. Well, he didn’t, so now snap out of it and be nice to Scott
Collins. After all, Scott Collins is somebody worth knowing.

Diana smiled at him, sweetly, to hide the pain in her heart. Scott Collins
leaned a little nearer her, ‘“ You're sweet, Diana,” he said, huskily.” He raised
his glass to her and her heart contracted—seeing again the dining-car of a
train and amber bubbles in wide glasses—ridiculous toasts—*To your
turned-up nose, beautiful.”

After dinner she could see that he was searching for an excuse to make

love to her. He said: “Could you bear to put on a thick coat and walk
sy down to the village with me. [ like a walk after a meal. Or

vy,  would you be too cold?”
LN Diana shrugged her shoulders into a thick coat, and they
strolled together down the dark lanes. The moon was a thin
sliver of silver, the stars winked appreciatively at Diana’s
beauty.

Presently Scott took her in his arms, his mouth was
hot against her cool lips, and she thought, desperately—
don’t! She pulled herself together and returned his ‘kiss.
¥ It wasn't every day that you were made love to by
(ﬂ America’s darling. It was something of an achievement
] and ‘maybe it would help to heal that stupid pain in your
* heart.

. 7 All the same, she told him that they ought to go back to

the house, so they walked slowly, his arm linked through hers,

back to where the lighted windows made bright patches in
the night.

She kissed him goodnight in the wide hallway, and ran up to her room.
It was early, but she wanted suddenly to be alone.

She sat at the window, arms folded on the sill, staring out into the
darkness.

He’d take hours to get in from Marbury Junction by

moustache. Town-cut overcoat and

(=N
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What should a girl do at Christmas when a strange young man talks to her in a train?

RADIO PICTORIAL

Especially

if he's rather charming. Diana solved the problem and found happiness

Diana woke with a start. The room was very still except for the ticking
of a clock and the faint crackle of the fire. For a moment she lay
still, tense, then she realised what had awakened her:

There was a faint scrambling noise below her window. Softly she
swung her legs to the flpor and went over to the window. Her heart missed
a beat as she saw a dark form below, then it was gone.

She stood there for a moment. Burglars. A man getting in through
the library window below. She grinned delightfully—this was like the
* stage. Melodrama in person.

Diana trod carefully on the stairs. Fear was a thing she had never
known, and her whole body trembled with excitement. Her fingers tightened
on the handle of the library door, then she flung it wide and turned on the
lights with one quick movement.

She stared into disarming brown eyes, and a wide, wicked grin flashed
out from the man'’s face. There was a'smear of dirt down his cheek and his
hair curled madly in disorder.

"I always thought you should wear leaf-green satin pyjamas,” he said,
casually, looking at her with appreciation as she stood, like a small girl,
with her hair ruffled into curls and her face flushed with sleep. She opened
her eyes wide : “* You {" she said.

He looked injured :

“Didn’t I say ‘I'll be seeing you'?"”
he asked. Then he grew tense,
listening to the heavy footsteps coming
along the passage towards them. He
moved quickly across the rdom and
flattened himself against the wall 1
behind the door. For a moment
Diana hesitated, then she opened the {
door so that he was hidden, and said, 1
with hardly a tremor in her voice, as
the butler arrived outside

“I'm sorry, Bates, I just came down
for a book to read. I didn’t mean
to disturb you.”

He looked at her incredulously, and
she could read his mind like a book.
**Three o’clock in the morning—a book
—Miss Diana and her London ways !"

Then he was gone, padding dis-
consolately back to bed.

The young man of the train came out
from behind the door.

“Why did you do that, beautiful?”
he said, looking deep into her eyes.

“J]—I don’t know,” Diana said,
slowly. ‘“‘I ought to ring up the police
I suppose.” Her voice was weary :
“What did you want, mother’s
emeralds?”’

He disregarded her question, and
asked one of his own.

““They’re pretty valuable, aren’t
they? " ' '

Diana said, automatically :

*“They’re worth about fifty thousand,
I suppose,” and her voice was strained.
“Y’ve fallen in love,”’ she told herself,
“with a crook. [I’'ve fallen in love for
the first time of my life and somehow
it doesn’t make any difference what
or who he is.”

He said, quietly :

"Look, isn’t there some place
where we could talk. I've things to
say to you."”

For a moment she hesitated,

thoughts rushing through her mind in crazy succession. Then she said,
slowly : ““You’d better come up to my room.”’

Together they mounted the stairs, hardly daring to breathe, then they
were safe inside the bedroom, squatting before the dying fire and coaxing
it to flame.

He picked a piece of mistletoe off her mantelpiece, part of the tasteful
decoration designed by Bates. He fingered it thoughtfully, then he slipped
an arm around her and held the berries high over her head.

‘“I've wanted to do this,” he told her, ““ever since you sprawled into my
carriage in that crazy way.”” Then he kissed her, expertly on her little
red mouth, and she knew why Scott Collins’ kiss had meant just nothing
at all. This was the real thing. This warm feeling that surged through
your veins, this mad desire to fling your arms around someone and hold
him tightly to your breast. '

It didn’t matter that he was a crook, that if she hadn’t seen him climbing
through the library window he would even now have her mother’s emeralds
in his pocket, with maybe a diamond ring or two for good measure. Her
arms crept round his neck and her lips were demanding and passionate
against his own.

He whispered :

“I love you, Diana. I've known you two minutes, but I’ve looked for
you all my life.” \

They sat down together in front of the fire, leaning against the big
armchair.

She asked him, thrilling to the feel of his arm around her shoulders, to
the roughness of his cheek pressed against hers: “How did you know my
name? " :

He grinned :

‘“Read it, and your address, on your suitcase, stupid. You didn’t think
that I was going to lose you, did you? "

She nestled closer in his arms,

‘“So you came to steal the emeralds as well ‘as my heart,” she said,
musingly.

His eyes gleamed with laughter.

““But you don’t mind,” he said, seriously.

“I don’t mind what you are or who you are,” she said, “I'm mad,
I suppose—but it’s you that counts, not your—profession.”’

“ And if you knew how glad I am about that,”’ he said, softly, kissing
the little curls that nestled behind her ears.

She nodded towards the telephone that stood beside her bed, laughing :

““A nice girl would 'phone the police,”” she said. '‘But then I never
was a nice girl, not even when I was little.”

He got up suddenly and moved over to the bedside table.

He moved quietly across the
room and flattened himself
against the wall behind the
door. For a moment Diana
hesitated : then she opened
the door so that he was hidden

“Well,” he told her, ''I'm a nice girl——" and before she had time to
think he had lifted the receiver and said, “ Police,” to the sleepy operator.

Diana rushed to his side and snatched the receiver out of his hand :

**No,” she said, ‘“Oh, no. Darling, I don’t mind about you—you mustn’t
give yourself up now.”

He kissed her quickly, then he took the receiver out of her hands and
spoke. i
po"I’m speaking from Winslow Hall,” he said, ‘‘ Yes, Mrs. Wright's place.
I want you to send a man along to arrest a guy calling himself Scott Collins
for the actual or attempted theft of Mrs. Wright's emeralds. At the same
time you might send along someone else to that little deserted bamn on the
road to Marbury Junction. George Wright is there, holding up a couple
more guys with their own gun. Make it snappy, will you?”

The telephone crackled back at him.

“How do I know ? " he said, ‘ George and I were driving along the road
when these toughs held us up and trussed us like turkeys in the barn. It
took us five hours to disentangle ourselves and knock ‘em out.” He replaced
the receiver quietly.

Diana’s eyes were shining.

“You're—you're a detective,’”’ she said.

““Not darn likely,”” he told her, “I'm Scott Collins !"

All characters in this story are fictitious.
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‘““Ain’t it a sh‘hl;\’

says Grandma Bugg

‘*That pore Ma ¥
Constanduros 'as gaiiio
work at Christmas N

i ‘
>

Mamie Soutter,
and two pals .

)

Piaying Santa
Claus to sick
kiddies will form
part of Manto-
vani’s Christmas

° o

wp-Ladies and gentle- AL ¢
men, a toast to g ¥
Xmas,'”* say %
.eonard Henry

(suitably disguised!)

10

Christmas  will be
non-stop singing and
travelling for
Webster Booth

Q.

\

HE merry tinkle of glasses amid
happy, care-free laughter, bangs of
crackers, flowing white beards and
long red robes, dismal train journeys,
‘* Overture, beginners ’’ cries from dressing-
room doors, flashing legs on pantomime
boards, formal microphones in Yuleless
studios . . a mighty picture, reflecting
radio’s great army of stars at Chris.mas-
time.

It’s a thin time for the stars in a way. For
years now many of them worked solidly during
the holiday, and now they've almost forgotten
what a domestic Christmas-day is like. But don’t
imagine that this day of feasting means nothing
to them. It does. They all have a good time
wherever they are, even if it is not at home.

Les Allen is a firm believer in everything
associated with Santa Claus. Young Norman
Allen has passed the days when he watched the
chimney with sleepy eyes, only to awaken the
next morning to find that Santa had slipped in
directly he went off to sleep.

Yet he still hangs up his stocking, and by
using his powerful imagination convinces himself
that Santa isn’t really a myth.

es himself believes in spending his Christmas at
home. It's the one day in the year that he
refuses to. work. He'll work his head off during

' the other 364 days, but on December 25 he

belongs solely to Mrs. Allen and young Norman.

Reginald Dixon feels the same way. In the
morning he will go for a long walk through frost-
covered country to work up an appetite, then
back home to spend the rest of the day with his
family and his dogs.

Reginald keeps an open door to any of his
friends who care to drop in for greetings and a
drink, but not one of them could entice him away
to a party or any other Yuletide manifestations.

But now let us turn to the less fortunate
stars who, whatever their private desires,
will probably spend Christmas at work.
They are hundreds strong.

Gracie Fields, who writes elsewhere in this
issue, has worked on Christmas-day for years.

Beryl Orde hopes to be
at home, for once

4
We shall be enjoying ourselves this Christmas, but most of the stars have

to keep on working, as this article by H. MACKENZIE NEWNHAM
proves. Still, don’t pity them—they love it !
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She will be working again this Christmas, and
probably the next. This year she has to finish a
film, “ The Show Goes On,” by the 31st December.
That means "“hard labour” solidly throughout
the entire festivity season.

Some years ago, when Christmas-day fell on a
Sunday, Gracie Fields was travelling from the
North of England to the South with the ‘' Mr.
Tower of London* show. They were all prepared

for a dismal time, but when they got on the train

they found that the railway company had com-
pletely decorated two coaches. One was used for
a bumper dinner, including crackers and nuts,
and the other for a dance. Even when the train
was run into sidings for refuelling, etc., the party
went on in full swing. It was the most novel
Christmas they had ever had.

Aye, lads, it were champion |

Phyllis Robins broadcast last Christmas-
day. She went out to dinner with some
friends but had to leave early. No one
knows what she is going to do this year—
she doesn’t even know herself yet.

Sam Browne is in the same boat. Last year his
doctor ordered him to bed, but he couldn’t keep
him there. On Boxing Day Sam was up again
doing a matinee at Portsmouth.

nona Winn was another ‘ unfortunate’ last

year. She too was in bed recuperating from an
operation for appendicitis. This year, she’ll be
busy in pantomime at the London Coliseum, where
she is playing Dandini. Not much festivity for
Anona'!

Peggy Cochrane spent last Yuletide at Bourne-
mouth. But she wasn’'t on holiday-—she was
thrilling thousands with ther dizzy fingers.

On the 23rd November
Peggy started in the new
Archiede Bearrevue at the
Duke of York's Theatre,
**All Wave.” With any
iuck the show will run to
well after Christmas, in
which case youll be able N,
to see her working during 6’(‘
the holidays.

i




MW~ ¥ FAMOUS BROADCASTERS’ GALLERY OF GREETINGS ,

PBeartiest

Greetings
to all My
LISTENER
FRIENDS

SYDNEY LIPTON

GROSVENOR HOUSE, LONDON

‘December 4, 1936

RADIO. PICTORIAL

o

The
Season’s

and
a BHappy

From

Smile and Sing Your
Cares Away !

BILLY THORBURN and his MUSIC

Greetings

et Pear | '

To All My
LISTENING
FRIENDS...
Thinking
, of You

This Christmas
ANONA WINN

Dandini in * Cinderella,”
The Coliseum, London

My

SINCEREST

GOOD WISHES
For Your

HAPPINESS
This Chrigtmas
“DENNY DENNIS

BUSINESS
As umt Continued from previous page

The Three Ginx haven’t had a Christmas
day free for the last fourteen years. The
other day I met them down at the Columbia
studios at St. John's Wood, and they told me
in hushed whispers that this year they may
be free. May be, they added, and if so . . .
I don’t think they really meant what they
said they were going to do.

Marjery Wyn will be on the boards this year.
She’s taking the part of the principal boy in
“Goldilocks and the Three Bears™ in Newcastle-

‘on-Tyne.

‘“What I shall do for a Christmas dinner,” said
the Fairy Prince, ‘‘I haven’t the faintest idea.
Maybe the whole cast will get together and have
a party, in which case it won’t be so bad.”

Mantovani is looking forward to this year’s
holiday. Every Christmas so far he has
made a point of going to as many hospitals as
possible and distributing toys to the little patients
It gives him a thrill to do this, but it gives all
those little kiddies a bigger thrill.

Monty also plays to the hospitals through the
Dr. Radio scheme. When he’s through with that he
likes to go home, and enjoy a thoroughly domestic
Christmas day, with eating, dancing, music and
lazing.

Mamie Soutter loves a family Christmas. It’s
not often she manages to get one, and this year
seems just as doubtful: She is either going to be
in pantomime in the provinces or else at the
London Hippodrome. Whichever it is it will be
unlikely that Mamie's dream for this year will
come true.

“I have a bungalow at Old Windsor,” she told
me, “and I'd like to have a party there, with a
big log fire burning in the old-fashioned fireplace.
But I don’t know-—work comes first, of course.”

Beryl Orde makes a point of spending her
Christmas at home. It would break her mother’s
heart 'if work kept her away. It is a small but
happy party at the Orde home. Beryl’s sister

fixes up the decorations, and when the log fire is
blazing away, breakfast is finished, and the
dinner prepared, they open all their parcels.
It would be difficult to find a more delightful
picture in the whole of radioland.

Leona.rd Henry on the other hand will be busy
rehearsing for a pantomime show at the
Streatham Hill Theatre. Last year he had four
different shows on Christmas day, and the year
before that he went to a hospital for the B.B.C.
to give a show to the patients.

But there is just a possibility that he will have
a few hours.at home. In which case you'll be
able to find him sitting comfortably in an arm-
chair, resting.

Christmas is certainly a time of the year
when fitness is 100 per cent of the battle in
the show-world.

Take, for instance, Webster Booth. During the
coming Christmas week he has shows in Notting-
ham, Manchester, Oldham, Barnolswick, and the
Albert Hall! It means spending the days working
hard, and the nights travelling fast.

Webster Booth never has what we call a quiet
Christmas. Only once did he find two hours to
spare and he spent every minute of it dashing
round town calling on friends. When that was

‘over he went back to work, but as he said:

**You daren’t eat too much, because if you’re too
full, you may have to let down any number of
shows.”

Mabel Constanduros will probably be working
again this Christmas. If by a miracle she manages
to get a day free she will go down to her Sussex
hideaway with her family. That is unlikely,
though, because there are already ome or two
things in the offing.

One Christmas was the most hectic Mabel
had ever had. She was rehearsing at the
B.B.C. all the morning, had less than an
hour’s break for her dinner, and back again
for the show. That dinner was the guickest,
the most hurried, dinner she had ever had.

Listeners have a lot to be thankful for.

Sydney Howard always endeavours to spend
his Christmas with his family. As soon as the
curtain falls on the last performances on Christmas

Greetings
to all
LISTENERS

this Xmas
JACK
PLANT

eve, he hurries home and spends a short and sweet
holiday eating, recovering from eating, playing
games and pulling many crackers.

Suza.nne Botterell is another star who will . poss-
ibly be working throughout the holiday.
If by a happy chance she doesn’t happen to be
working, she will spend the day resting in bed!
In the evening Suzanne will go dancing, one of
her favourite entertainments.

“It’s the only day of the year,”” Suzanne told
me, ‘“that I have a chance to rest thoroughly.
I'm generally so dog tired by night time that if
I'm awake before five in the afternoon I hardly
feel as if I've been to bed.”

‘‘But,” I reminded her, “what if you have to
work ? "

“I'l work, of course. And then I'll have to
wait until next Christmas for my rest.”

And so radioland marches on. Every-
day of the week, every week of the year,
Christmas included. Everyone's story is

the same.

¢¢ Christmas? What month is that in,
now ? Oh yes, December! We'll be working
then. Pantomimes, shows, B.B.C,, and the
rest. We’'ll pull a cracker, though and raise
a glass to all our fans ! *°
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Private Lives of Radio Sweethearts

BEN LYON ..« BEBE DANIELS,

the American film and radio stars, are winning fresh
.admirers in British radio and television circles. In this
interview with SIDNEY PETTY they tell how they met
at a bridge party and found that hearts were trumps !

= ‘ A 7E feel quite sure,’’ said Bebe
Daniels, ‘‘ that we are the happiest

want to do something to please them,
something to show them you’re inter-
ested in the same things. Of course,
I had the sense to refrain from bidding
throughout the game.

“Bebe was very sweet about it.

couple in the world. The reason
is that we have never become so
involved in our work as to lose our sense of
values, and forget that happiness is the best ]
thing in life. We have planned our happiness And even with such a partner, I
together in the same careful way that we don’t think she did so badly. You
planned our respective careers. . . .’ see, she’s played in games with the
She looked across at Ben Lyon, bronzed screen famous expert, Culbertson, and he
hero with. the charming smile. He raised his told her that she was undoubtedly ths
glass to her in a silent toast, and grinned happily. best bridge playex:'m the film mdus't‘ry!
(The three of us were sipping highballs in their ‘' Nevertheless,” said Bebe, *“Ben
hotel-suite overlooking Wellington “barracks.) disguised his ignorance at bridge so
“‘Bebe’s right,” joined in Ben. ‘‘We've never Wwell that it took me quite a time to
had a quatrrel in our lives—despite the fact that find out how the land lay. When I
we both play bridge! Maybe one of the reasons did find out, I offered to teach him the
is that we never play bridge together. When we game, and he, in return, taught me how
give bridge parties, Bebe and I always sit at tofly (he was a pilot in the war, and
different tables ! flying is still his strong Suit); as for me,
‘““You see, strangers’ mistakes are always
forgivable, but we’ve noticed many husbands and
wives don’t feel that way ‘about each other when
it comes to cards. And we feel that husbands and
wives should avoid ‘post-mortems’—either on
hands at bridge or anything else.

“ Yet I have to thank a game of bridge for bring-

ing me the grandest thing in my life. For
that was what really brought us together. We
had met before—or, rather, merely encountered—
at a party in New York in 1925. I remembazr I
was working on 2 film with Gloria Swanson at the
time. We both went our various ways, and for
three long years didn’t see each other again. But
we both remembered.

“Then in 1928 we met agam at a bridge party
in Hollywood.

Suddenly Bebe laughed — but
gently, as at some sweet and amus-
ing memory. ‘‘He asked if he
might sit at the table and play as
my partner,’’ she explained. ‘‘But
he completely omitted to mention
that ke just couldn’t play bridge . ...”

"“Well,” retorted Ben, joining in the
laughter. “You know how it is when
you admire somebody very much. You

Ben says my flying reminds him of
a Chinese acrobat !** (All the same,
Bebe is an Honorary Colonel of
the 322nd Army Pursuit Group.)

We talked next of the day that
these two charming people decided
to go in for ‘‘dual-control”’—in
other words, to get married.

‘“I was glad,’”’ said Bebe,
‘¢ that fate had saved me from
a too-early marriage, that I
hadn’t married at twenty, as
some impetuous people do. I
don'’t often give advice (because
I believe one should find things
out for oneself) but whilst on the
subject I might as well say that
I think girls should wait till
they’ve reached years of discern-
ment before marrying. The
acid-tests of time, thought and
commonsense are invaluable. . .

‘“Even Ben and I, who adored
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each other, waited awhile. We wanted
to be sure.

“Young people who marry at, say,
twenty, are taking the considerable risk
of marrying somebody who is going to
be an entirely different person ten years
hence. For at that age one’s character
is changing constantly.

‘¢ At the age of twenty, for instance,
the sort of person / happened to be
depended largely upon the latest
book I had read, the latest really
impressive play I had seen, or the leading
lady who was my ideal of perfection at that
psychological moment !

“Ben and T married when we had each found
our real unchangeable individualities. And so
we find that our ideals in life always run along
parallel lines.

“Our little daughter, Barbara, is five years old
now, and not once have our views clashed on the
right way she should be brought up. When she
was eighteen months old we sent her to what is
known in America as a ‘pre-kindergarten.” Here
she was able to play with other children, thus
learning at an early age that life was a matter of
give-and-take, that one must learn to be generous
and not self-centred.

“ ‘ ‘ T hen she grows old enough, we shall let her do

whatever work she shows an inclination for.
Some parents destroy their children’s spirit by
forcing them into an occupation which they
dislike. Ben and I aren’t going to make that
mistake.

“By the way, Barbara is already very strong
on three-syllable words. When she was three-
and-a-half I remember telling her that it was rude
to point. . . .

““But if I don’t point,” she retorted, ‘how can
I designate?””

Ben laughed; apparently that was a new one
on him! *“We don’t have to be always going
places to find gaiety and happiness,” Bebe told
me. ‘“When we're sitting at home together—
talking to Barbara, or reading—there’s a sort of
quiet little song going on in my heart all the time
—yvou know what 1 mean?.

“* Believe me, having the same loves, the
same ideals, is the best life-insurance on
happiness that this world can provide ! *’

They play bridge at different tables-—but
hearts are trumps !
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Leslie Sarony
= in person

O you know that one about
the man who became the
father of "quadruplets, and,
when he heard the news, could

hardly believe his own census?
> > *

WELL-MEANING OLD LapyY : “Hello, little
boy, did Santa Claus bring you that puff-puff? **

YouNG OswaLD : ‘‘ My dear madam, I am
surprised that a woman of your age and
seeming intelligence should still give credence to
that oft-exploited myth. My father presented me
with this locomotive.”

* > L 4

Angus : ¢ Hey caddie, are ye good at
finding lost balls ?**
Caddie : ‘¢ Yes, sir.”’
Angus : * Good' mon, find me a couple
and we’ll mak® a starrt.’’
* * >

Boy friend : ‘' How did you like my imilations
in the radio amateur howr last night ?
Girl friend : " You certainly rang all the bells!
. . .

Little Audrey (what again?) and her little
brother went up in an aeroplane. The
engine failed and the pilot told them to jump over
the side and pull their parachute cords when they’d
counted eight. And little Audrey laffed and.
laffed and laffed because she knew her little
brother could only count up to four.
* * >
Hey, there, I'm in business.
What’s your business ?
I'm a ‘crooner.
How'’s business.
Flat !

IraTE CustoMER : *' I can’t eat this turkey.”

WAITER : ““ Sorry, sir, I'll call the manager.”

I.C.: “This turkey, I can’t eat it.”

MANAGER : *“I'll take care of it at once, sir.
I'll call the chef.”

1.C. : “Confound it, I can’t eat this turkey.”

CHEF : “ What's the matter with it?”
I.C.: ‘“Nothing, only I haven’t got a knife.”
* > *

And we hear that Mae West is still taking
counsel's opinion about the easy-on-the-eye vadio
croonette whose slogan is ;. ** Calm down and see
me somebime”’ [

(N.B.—Maybe we willl)

RADIO PICTORIAL

THE TWO LESLIES

Were invited by the Editor to give ¢¢ Radio
Pictorial” a page of their best jokes and wisecracks

Knock, knock !

: 1
Wh(l' s there ? and as usual they’ve obliged. Les Holmes says
Leslies. that all the funniest ones are his and Les Sarony
Lesk ho ? ‘only recovered from this infamous slander in
€S wio time to assert that, anyway, he corrected the

spelling! With this page up your sleeves there’s
no reason why you should’nt all blossom forth
‘as wits at the Christmas dinner table !

Leslies two guys at it again !

ice story of the three Jews who were driving
home after a Christmas celebration. Their
car overturned and one was killed. So they
tossed up who should break the news to the
victim’s wife. Solly lost and went and knocked
on the door. Opened by Mrs. Cohen.
SoLLy (tactfully) : Er . . . do I speak to Vidder
Cohen?
MRs. CoHEN : ** No, Mrs. Cohen.”

Then there was the journalist who rang up a
well-known croonette and said : ““How was your
Christmas party last night?" * Oh, we’re having
a grand time,” she replied. Marathon party, huh?
In fact, an uncorking good time.

* * *

Beggar : Have you got enough money for
a bit o’ Christmas dinner, guv’nor ? *’

Aberdonian Band-leader: * Och, aye, I'll

Yes, sir, they laughed when we walked over
to the piano at that Boxing Day Party. But
they were right. We couldn’t lift it}

* * *

There's the Variety Agent who’s so crooked
that the wool he pulls over your eyes is half

cotton.

B

—
Y

SoLLy : “ Vould you like to take a bet on it? "’ manage somehow, thanks.”
}% |
i
e [

* L 3 * * * *
- . .
Under the mistletoe at a Christmas

HE : I'm getting a new siren for my car.
SHE : Does that mean we’re through?
* * *
- Did you ever hear about the fellow in a
restaurant who was so busy watching
his hat thai someonc nipped in
and stole his soup ?
. . .

SCENE :
party.

INDIGNANT MOTHER : ' Are you kissing that
young man, Diana?

Diana : * No, mother.
teeth on his moustache.”’

I'm just brushing iy

\

* * *
One day little Audrey’s mother came into
the kitchen just as little Audrey (yeah,
once more !) was cutting off her little brother’s
fingers and dropping ’em into a frying pan.

i And little Audrey’s mother laffed and laffed
; and laffed because she knew little Audrey
j couldn’t cook.
3 * * *

Knock, knock! (can you still take it ?)

Who's there?

Collie.

Collie who?

Collie Knox ! (Gertcher!).

> > *

Philosophy : If you want to remember things,

tie a string round your finger. If you want to

“ forget things, tie a rope round your neck.

Knock, knock !
Who's there ?
Plymouth.
Plymouth who ?
No, Plymouth Hoe! (Sorry.)

* * *

here was once a croonette who
walked out on her husband because
he couldn’t stand the way she talked.
Now she’s gone home to mutter.
* L 2 *

Fairy Tale : Once upon a fime theve was a

crooner who hadn’t heavd of Bing Crosby.
* * *

Did you hear about the wealthy band-leader
who has fixed his seats for the Coronation ?
But he had tc buy the War Office to do'it.

* L >

His wife lay on her death bed. She pleaded :
“Tom, will you make me one promise. Will you
ride in the same car with mother to my funeral?

He sighed : "O.K. But it’s going to spoil my
whole day t"

* * *

You know, it's the little things that bother us in
life. F'vinstance, you can sit on a wounlain,
but not on a tack.

L 23 * *

Ever met the girl who's so used to having her
own way that she writes up her diary a week in
advance ?

Lesiie
Holmes~
no other !
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The All-wave Superhet that brings the
world to your fireside!

Take a luxury cruise round the world every evening! Picture yourself in busy New
York . . . in gay Havana . . . watching a Test Match in Melbourne . . . or holidaying
in the land of the Rising Sun. McMichael 362 brings the glamour of the new worlds
to your fireside as easily and realistically as you listen to London Regional. Such an
achievement is only possible by combining the McMichael tradition of sterling quality
and unfailing reliability with the outcome of 10 years’ assiduous
short-wave research. Hear McMichael 362 now and realise what ,
[ (]
WEEKLY

McMICHAEL RADIO

‘world-listening really means in genuine entertainment.

152 GUINEAS OR

SPEClFIC.ATlo.N OF MODEL 36.2 ' LCHAEL RADIO LTD., SLOUGH, BUCKS
Ten years of all-wave pioneering have perfected this highly selec- McMICH. end me literature and particulars of
tive and powerful 8-stage All-wave A.C. Superhet, incorporating Free I/\J/ﬁ%?l ;62’ and the address of my local Agent.

anefficient noise suppressiondeviceand A.V.C. tominimise fading.
Reception is made unusually simple and accurate by the special ! /@ __________
tuning dial, ‘“‘band-spread” short-wave pointer and 2-speed con- ,,7) [k NAME.ovrs e resesssis st st s ms s

trol, whilst the 2-watt moving ceil speaker reproduces with absolute \\"
fidelity.. With its refined cabinet of inlaid walnut, McMichael
362 is a revelation in performance, appearance and value.
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N A T N T e,

Beginning a Powerful New Radio Serial of Love, Mystery and Adventure
By
CAPTAIN FRANK H. SHAW

“ ‘ES, let’s have the news,”’ said Mrs,
Wynne. ‘““It’s always awfully thrill-
ing to listen to the SOS’s and
police messages.’’

She switched on the set, and the bubble of
chaotic chatter subsided.

* Before reading the News Summary,”’ said
the announcer’s suave voice, “hereisan S O S.
Will Peter Quinley, at present believed to be
serving in the Bretby trawler Windflower,
proceed at once to the gemeral hospital,
Bretby, where his sister, Helen Quinley, is
dangerously ill?’*

He repeated the announcement, even more
impassively; then went on with the weather
" report. Millions heard that pathetic SO S; a few
probably muttered words of sympathy, for Helen
Quinley, for her brother, Peter, who was obviously
toiling in the wet and windy wastes of the bleak
North Sea. One of the few sympathisers stood
up in Mrs, Wynne’'s busy room, his face whitening,
and asked Mrs. Wynne to excuse him.

“So soon?” she asked. ‘‘What is it, Dyke;
you look as if you'd seen a ghost. Have another
cocktail.”” Dawn Wynne, her daughter, added :
*Where are you going, Dyke? 1 thought "

“I know a girl called Helen Quinley,” said Dyke

Ferrers, and so stopped the low-voiced conversa- -

tion around. Curious eyes turned to his pallid
face. Eyebrows lifted. That he should so
obviously feel disturbed over a nobody—a fisher-
man’s sister—was curious. Dyke Ferrers was an
eligible; a man who could, if he wished, pick and
choose anywhere in Mayfair.

“This is hardly likely to be the same person,”
Mrs. Wynne cooed. ‘‘Do stay, Dyke.”

“The Helen Quinley I knew came from Bretby;
and her brother’s name was Peter: he was a
fisherman.”

The loud-speaker had described a secondary
depression centred over Iceland, moving
slowly south; it interrupted itself and the
announcer’s voice took on that dramatic quality
which is eminently suited to a vital announcement.

ere is a police message that has just been
handed in,” said the B.B.C. by the voice
of its announcer: ‘ Wanted—for murder. The
police are anxious to interview William Smailes ;
aged about 35; five fect seven and a half inches
in height ; reddish hair turning grey at the temples;
thickset ; a noticeable limp in the right leg ; pro-
truding teeth; believed to be wearing a blue blazer
with the crest of Beddlestone School on the pocket;
grey flannel trousers; no cap; tan shoes. Any
person who can give information as to William
Smailes’ whereabouts, or who can in any way
assist the police in their duties, is requested to
communicate with New Scotland Yard; telephone
number, Whitehall, One-Two-One-Two.”

“Weren't you at Beddlestone, Dyke?" asked
Ben Galt, who specialised in interior decorations.

Dyke laughed awkwardly; and nodded.

*Yes, I think I saw Smailes a little while ago. At
least, I thought it was Smailes; biit he wore a rain-
coat, yes, and a hat. Sorry, Mrs, Wynne; I'll have
to go.” Mrs. Wynne gestured to her daughter to
see to Dyke’s exit and make the best of such an
opportunity, since he was so palpably disturbed.

All characters sn this serial are fickitious

Dawn was young, she was also
lovely; she owned a sympathetic
heart, and was at most eligible
men’s disposal for confidences.
A well-trained daughter !

The announcer, having tensed th