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Don’t Forget Your

Copy of the July

Issue of

TELEVISION

AND SHORT-WAVE WORLD

® Complete Guide to Television
Exhibition at Science Museum,
Kensington.

® Special Articles for Beginners.

® American Short-Wave Pro-
grammes for July.

Price 1s.
ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS AND BOOKSTALLS

Thinking about Holidays?
Then you MUST get . . .

GRAND SUMMER NUMBER
NOW ON SALE

Special features by the best writers tell
you all about caravanning—elementary
hints for beginners on the purchase, hire
and use of trailer caravans, and how to
avoid all the familiar pitfalls, forming a
complete guide to this fascinating subject. r

Of all Newsagents and Bookstalls . . PRICE ‘&
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Billy
BISSETT

This charming Canadian has

won many friends with his
Royal €Canadians Band. The out-
fit plays at the May Fair Hotel
and has made a numper of suc-
cessful B.B.C. broadcasts. He
has won an even greater following
with hts Waltz Timers Band in
the weekly * Phillips Dental
Magnesia’’ programmes called
«“Waltz,, Time,”* heard from
Luxembgurg, Normandy and Lyons
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RHEUMATOID ARTHRITIS
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PROVED CURABLE!

CHRONIC RHEUMATISM, LUMBAGO, SYNOVITIS, N EURITIS,
SCIATICA, FIBROSITIS, GOUT, Swollen Joints and Allied Complaints

PERMANENTLY CURED BY WONDERFUL REMEDY!

AGONISING. ACID CRYSTALS
DISPERSED

In case you
have never
realised what
actually

| causes Arth-
ritic and
Rheumatic
agony, just
glance at the
illustration
on left. Here
are the cul-
prits. Here
are the sinister agents that cause your ach-
ing joints and set your nerves quivering
with excruciating torment! They are
crystals of Uric, Hippuric, Lacticand other
acids and poisons. As shown, some of these
crystals resemble piercing “needles” and
stabbing “‘daggers.” Others are like
crushing ‘‘hammer heads” or dislocating
“wedges.”” Can it be wondered—with
these vicious demons in your blood-
stream—that you suffer as you do?

Is there a remedy? Yes, there IS!

“Curicones.”

Amazing Testimony

Marvellous Recovery From
RHEUMATISM

Mr. J. B., Berwick : ‘It is with great pleasure that I
write to tell you of the marvellous recovery I have
made from the pains 1 have suffered for 2 considerable
time. I will gladly recommend ‘Curicones’ to anyone
who is suffering from any form of Rheumatism. I can
safely say they would be completely cured within a
very short time. . . .”’

Woman’s GOUT

Permanently Cured
Miss J., Kingston : “When I first wrote you I could
not put my shoes on for half an hour, Now I can keep
em on and go for long walks without any pain. I
have been waiting to see if the cure was permanent.
1 am pleased to say it is.”’

Man Quite Rid Of

LUMBAGO

F. M. 8., Darlington : “I am very pleased to be able

to tell you that the Lumbago from which 1 syffered for

9 weeks is quite cured. e pain was greatly eased

after taking the sample of ‘(E,uricqnes’ you kindly

iem me, and after taking 2 bottles my back is quite
etter.’”

SCIATICA Banished :
Use Of Limbs Restored

Mrs. N., Manchester : ““] feel a different woman after
using ‘Curicones’ for my Sciatica. Before I could not
walk up or down stairs without support. Now I have
full use of my limbs and walk as well as ever. The
change is wonderful—cannot praise ‘Curicones’ too
highly. The first bottle gave relief.”’
(Originals of these letters and thousands of others can
be seen at our offices.)

SOME OF OUR
DISTINGUISHED PATRONS :

His Grace the Duke of Devonshire.
Her Grace, Constance, Duchess of Westminster.
Viscountess Ashbrook. Sir Robert Witt,
Sir Clifford Cory, Bart.  Lady Violet Brassey.

Admiral of the Fleet Sir  Lady Magdalan

. Roger Keyes. Bulkeley.
Sir W, Currie. Lady Hammill
Sir Claude Mallet. Firth

4

N banished within a few days! . .. Crippled joints made to move with marvellous ease in aweek or

Pt[:v[o !. .. perfect health, and complete freedom from Rheumatic disease achieved within an incredibly short,

time ! ‘That is the amazing record of the most astounding remedy that has ever been known for the agonising
Rheumatic and Arthritic ailments by which suffering humanity is afflicted !

People who have endured intense Rheumatic suffering for many long years . . . people who in desperation
have tried countless different remedies without success . . . have come at last to “Curicones”—and they have
been CURED ! Martyrs to Rheumatoid Arthritis, Chronic Rheumatism, and sufferers from the excruciating pains
of Gout, Sciatica, Lumbago, Neuritis, Fibrositis, Swollen tJoints, and similar complaints, have felt, with amaze-
ment, a big improvement in their condition after the very first dose of “Curicones” . . . they have seen their
suffering, in the space of a week or two, get rapidly less and less . . . and, finally, they have experienced, with
profound gratitude, the complete and permanent cure of their Rheumatic ailments.

PAIN COMPLETELY BANISHED

Nothing could be simpler than the “Curicones’ treatment. No nasty physic . . . no interruption of your
daily occupation. A few small, tasteless capsules every day is all you have to take. They contain a combination of
anti-acid and anti-microbic elements approved by British Pharmaceutical Authorities. These vital-elements are
carried by the blood-stream to the affected parts and have the marvellous property of completely dissolving all the
dagger-like Rheumatic crystals that caiise your suffering. Swept clean of all Rheumatic poisons, pain-is banished,
all swellings, aches and stiffness disappear, and radiant health is restored.

REMEDY ENDORSED
BY 5,030 DOCTORS RHEUMATchE:)':E Cjugclo'::

(certified by Chartered Accountants) Treatment

Study this hip joint for a
moment. It is in the early stages
of Rheumatic Disease. Deposits
of bone are to be seen on the
margins of the hip-socket' and

The severest test that any remedy must face is medi-
cal opimion. “Curicones’’ stand out above a host
of so-called Rheumatic cures, as the one that is
receiving wide support from the medical profession.

I » 1 recommended thigh-bone. The cancellous tissue
] g % preech is very atrophic, and the rim of
m1935 , 4110 “Curicones” the socket has become distorted.

In1936 ., 5030

The wholehearted suppor: which the Medical Pro-
fession gives to ““Curicones’’ is due entirely to the
astonishung and dpmven relief which these marvellous
capsules bring daily to thousands of Rheumatic and
Arthritic sufferers.

‘* CURICONES *’
Treatment

AFTER

Sufferers feel the benefit of “Curi-

The undeniable power of *“Curicones’’ to overcome the
most icious forms tic and Arthritic
affliction has raised it to a position of pre-eminence as
.;*f most effective remedy for one of the great scourges

Send for FREE HOME TRIAL
TREATMENT

To go on suffering as you are, is not only a |

terrible pity—IT IS UNNECESSARY !
If thousands of other victims have found
health, cannot YOU? Whatever your
complaint—Chronic Rheumatism, Gout,
Lumbago, Sciatica, Neuritis, Synovitis,
Fibrositis or Swollen Joints—do not delay
a moment longer.

Permanent relief from your complaint now lies
within your reach. Grasp this opportunity before
your condition gets- worse. ‘‘Curicones’’ have rid
thousands of their suffering. Send for your FREE
SAMPLE TREATMENT—it will cost you nothing.
Don’t delay a2 momentlonger in taking this first b
step-towards complete relief from eumatic an
Arthriti¢ agony. Post the coupon NOW to Stephen
Matthews and Co., Ltd., Mfg. Chemists and Drug-
gists l(‘:Dept. R.P.8), 19-21 Farringdon Street, Lon-
don, E.C.4, and you will receive by return a FREE
trial of the “Curicones’’ treatment and a 32-page
booklet that fully explains this wonderful remedy
and gives valuable information regarding Rheum-
atic and Arthritic ailments.

almost at once. At first, the
sharp-edged acid crystals are softened;
then they are rapidly broken up under the
irresistible influence of the “Curicones’’
action; “and, y, these sinister agents
of Rheumatic Disease are completely
dissolved and washed out of the system,
leaving the affected part healthy and
pain-free |

FILL IN THIS COUPON

To STEPHEN MATTHEWS & Co., Lfd.-,
Mfg. Chemists & Druggists (Dept. R.P.8),
19-21, Farringdon Street, London, E.CA4.

Please send, FREE and post paid, a Trial Supply of
“ CURICONES ” with an interesting booklet on HOW and
WHY they conquer Rheumatic and allied ailments.

Please write in. Block Letters.

“Curicones” are stocked by all up-to-date Chemists. For free sample,

however, send the coupon above. \
e . v e w——cmwwe— -
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CROONER on the radio had sung half-a-

dozen sentimental songs of love and

moonlight, and little Fommy had been
fidgety throughout the whole recital.

Finally, careless of his parents’ reproving
glances, Tommy pointed at the set, and said,
* Did God make that man who's singing ?

His mother replied, *“ Yes, of course, dear—
why?”

Tommy's lip curled, and the reply came tersely :
I wouldn’t have.”

(By NORAH BLAKEMORE, popular
comedienne in Maclean’s Old Time Music
Hall Memories, Luxembourg, July 4.)

- - -

BAND-LEADER : What's that you've got pinned
on top of your drum ?

DRUMMER : It's a photo of my mother-in-law.

BAND-LEADER : Why pin a photo of your
mother-in-law on the drum ?

DRUMMER : Well, Boss, I get such a kick out of
beating hey in the face !

g!y ROBERT ASHLEY, singing with the
B.B.C. Variety Orchestra, July 4, and in
another ‘‘Music From The Movies '’ pro-
gramme, July 9.)

. . .

The B.B.C. official ordered an egg in a restaurant.

Having taken the top off, he summoned a '

waitress.

*“ Miss,” he declared, holding his nose,
egg needs relaying 1"

{(By PEGGY DESMOND, whom you can
hear in Huntley & Palmer’s ‘¢ Entertain-
ment Assorted,’’ Normandy, July 4.)

* . L
.

fellow strode hurriedly into a café near the
B.B.C. and he was counting aloud as he walked.
. 101 .. .102...103 ., . Cup of coffee,

please . .. 104 ... 105 ... 106 . .. Yes, with milk
...106...107 ...108 ... and a biscuit ... 109
L110. . 11E ..
‘* Pardon me,”” asked the waitress, ** but why all
the's counting ? '

115 . 116 . . . I'm a drummer in the
Symphony Ofchestra and I ‘v got just 200 bars rest
L117...118...119..
(By BILLY BISSETT, whose band plays
in the Phillips®’ Dental Magnesia programmes,
Luxembourg, Lyons, Normandy, July 4.)

* L *

The busytittle usherette prodded the theatregoer
down the aisle and left him in the hands of her
colleague.
“ Phyllis,” she called,
to the Dog Seat 1" 4

The theatregoer blinked. ‘‘ Er—excuse me,
miss,”. he asked nervously, ““ but what is the Dog
Seat?"

In a flash came the usherette’s snappy tetort:

“K9” .

(By DEBROY SOMERS. Listen to Smii-
ing Somers and his Band'in the Horlicks
Picture House, Luxembeurg and Normandy,

‘“’show this gentleman

“this |

THERE'S AuGh Ty
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WISECRACKS by THE WEEK’S WITTIEST BROADCASTERS

When Norman Long was en voule to America

Just recently, he apparently felt the uvge to ‘' broad-
cast "’ so strongly that he spent £3 on a radio-telephone
call from mid-Atlantic.

** Stanells,” said the voice of Norman, speaking
from an ocean liney, *‘ I want you to do something
smportant for me.”

‘“ Certainly, Norman,” I said, ** what's that ?"’

*“I left a bar of soap in my dyessing-voom at the
theatre last week. I want you to send it on to me.”

So Norman was just leg-pulling, after all.

‘“0.K., Norman,” I cracked back. ‘' I'll send
the soap right away. Then if you've shipwrecked,

A musician was staggering out of the B.B.C. with
a huge double-bass enveloped in the usual byoun
jacket.

The driver of the taxi which he hailed said,
** Excuse me, sir, but I've often wondeved—is that
big thing you've carrying a ‘cello ?”

The musician, after looking over his shoulder very
stealthily, bent close to the cabby’s ear.

* That's what it looks like,” he whispered, ** but
actually i¢'s A. J. Alan I

(By FRED HARTLEY, playing in the
Spratt’s prograrnme for dog - lovers,
Luxembourg, July 4, and on National the
same day.)

““ Now, I'll do a few farmyard impersonations ’
you can wash yourself ashore !”

(By STANELLI, Norman's colleague in
the Bachelor Parties, who is on the air to-
night, July 2.)

L 3 L d *

A coal-miner: was being interviewed at the

microphone about his job.

‘ What a job yoursis !” said the B.B.C.’s young
man by way of commencement. “ Down a
coal-mine for hours and hours . . . all that time in
total darkness . . . Er—what on earth do you do
if your lamp goes out?*’

‘ Oh, that’s all right,” replied the coal-miner,
‘ I never go down at night-time 1"

(By ROBB WILTON, who returns in
another ‘¢ Mr. Muddlecombe, J.P." series
on July 8.)

July 4.
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Tompkins, who was nervous by nature,
got a job with a band as a crooner, and
before his first rehearsal he approached the
band-leader and said, “ Am I the only

vocalist in this band?"’

‘“ No,” the band-leader told him, ‘‘there
are two others besides you.”

‘“ Thank Heaven for that,” sighed

Tompkins relievedly.

‘“ Why?"” demanded the band-leader.

*“ Well,” explained Tompkins, “I always
feel safer when there’s a lot of us !

(By BRIAN LAWRANCE, whom you
can hear in the Spratts and Keatings
programmes from Luxembourg, July
4, and on National the same day.)

. * .

YOUTH : So you give Organ Recitals ?

ME : That's right.

YOUTH : I knew a fellow who gave
Organ Recitals.

ME : Who was that ?

YOUTH : Our Anatomy teacher at school |

(By REGINALD FOORT, whom
you can hear at the B.B.C. Theatre
. Organ again,

July 8.

* . .

* By jove, old
man,” said one
broadcaster to
another at
Broadcasting
House, ‘‘you’re
absolutely out of
breath !”

“Yes,” replied
the second, “I've
been playing

eighteen holes.”
{ ““Ah,”prompt-
ed the first, “‘on
the golf course?”’

‘“No,”” replied

Stanelh-—-TransatIantlc wise- the other, “ on
cracker the mouth
organ !”

(By BRANSBY WILLIAMS, Ace of charac-
ter-actors, who is on National, July 4.)

* . L

The teachey was lesting the class’s knowledge of
wireless.

“ Now, Smith,”
about Ether. . "

‘ I've heard it in a song, sir,” answered Smith.

* Indeed ?" pursued the teachey curiously. ‘' What
song was that ?"

‘¢ For Ether Jolly Good Fellow," sir |

(By GARDA HALL. Hear this popular
singer on National, July 4.)

he said, ** tell me what you know

5
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Hollywogd screen, Stage

Our cameraman catche!
End actor and Horlicks announcer, give our man a smile. 9) Part of
ing from shirt-sieeves to vaincoat ! (3) Debroy Somers, Horlicks Musical
june Knight can obviously make a Somers happy ! TwO
quarte ight) Florence Oldham, Bert Yarlett,
utiful '’ charmingly at2 Horlicks rehearsal

s the stars at rehearsal. (1) June Knight,
cameral

Debroy Somers’
Director, in full swing.
famous smiles in action.
Helen Raymond and }




July 2, 1937

No more consis
Sunday at 4 pi.ensl.
: ent Series,
lighiful melodies an
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Luxembourg or Normandy, you will be able
to hear June Knight singing and wisecracking
in the Horlicks Picture House programme.

Do you ever stop to think of the amount of
rehearsal that must go on behind the scenes
before a programme like the Picture House can
go on the air?

Come along with me to St. John’s Wood where, in a
large studio, June Knight, Debroy Somers and the rest
of the Horlicks stars will be rehearsing hard for the
Sunday show.

We tap softly at the door.
friendly, but preoccupied voice.

We enter. . . .

What'’s going on? Exactly nothing, or so it seems.
Actually, when our ears and eyes are attuned to the
bedlam, we realise that there’s just a temporary lull in
activity prior to starting the rehearsal of the next
number.

Most of the noise is coming from the band. Debroy
Somers boasts, and rightly, I think, that there is no
finer band in existence than that which acts on the
Horlicks sessions. I think part of the reason is that he
treats the boys as ** blokes,” and not just as instruments.

Informal Atmosphere

This works out very well. When the job’s being done
they are deadly serious. In between numbers they rag
as cheerily as the Fourth Form at Greyfriars. Harry
Karr is busking on his saxoPhone. Hugo Rignold is
giving a ‘*swing "' version of \* Good King Wenceslas "’
on his fiddle.

The trumpeters are having the quiet cigarette that is
denied them while blowing their own trumpets. Some
are in shirt-sleeves, some in lounge suits, some in
flannels. One fiddler is playing his instrument in a
raincoat and soft hat. Informality reigns supreme,

Yes, the boys are relaxing, but others are working at
high pressure.

On the stand is Debroy Somers, clad in blue
singlet, flannels, and brown and white shoes.
He is deep in conference with the producer of the
Horlicks shows, and June Knight, the blonde
charmer, whose appearances in these shows adds
yet another name to the already lustrous list of
stars presented for your entertainment by
Horlicks.

Somers looks up and waves a cheery greeting to me.
I marvel again how ‘ Bill” (who is quite the best-
looking of our modern dance band maestros) manages
to look so youthful and fresh, and yet put in something
like an eighteen-hour day. With his fresh, ruddy
complexion, Debroy is just about as good an advertise-
ment for Horlicks as they could wish. Here's one guy
who obviously doesn’t suffer from night starvation !

At a table littered with music, orchestrations and
scripts sits a girl with a stop-watch. The whole show
is timed to a split second. It’s her job to check up on
these times.

Debroy taps on his stand with a baton.

Melting Voice!

‘“ Come on, fellers,” he says, with the kindly air of
one who's asking for a favour ‘‘we'll just try over
* The Night Is Young'.”

There moves to the microphone a tall lithe young
man with the sort of voice that would melt a spinster’s
heart. It's Harold Warrender announcer and vdcalist
on the programmes. You probably know his name.
He’s the hero of Anthony and Anna- the St. John
Ervine play which seems to have been running at the
Whitehall Theatre, London, since the War of the Roses.

‘ Horlicks Picture House,” says Harold,  pre-
senting ”

June Knight, the last girl to be glorified by Flo
Ziegfeld (and, oh boy, what a good job he made of it!)

IF, on Sunday next at 4 p.m., you tune-in either

‘“Come in!” vells a

ly good rad
Sty yrogm Luxembourg and

callef ;;:I':)sr(}:c':lsitile)sifmr’;he Horlicks signature

hour’s gay ent

io entertainment
House,

. e
ertainment that is eagerly awatt

joins Warrender at the mike. Each has a script. They
indulge in a little cross-talk, whilst the producer listens
anxiously, quick to detect the slightest false note, the
tiniest word that seems out of place,

The band strikes up and June and Harold commence
to sing.

Now, I'm only a poor benighted journalist, but
it seemed to me that that song was put over as
well as I'd ever heard it. They finished.

‘‘That,’’ said the producer, ‘‘was lousy."’

Debroy, June and Harold agreed. Satirical noises
from the saxophonists showed that the band also agreed.
You can’t fool artistes. So they started all over again.
I tcld youn, I believe, that nothing but the best would
satisfy on this programme.

So they rehearsed it again, and yet again.

Spasmodically, jerkily, they rehearsed it, constantly
stopping as Debroy Somers suggested slight alterations
to the producer, and vige versa.

‘ How would it be if I stopped for a second after that
phrase,” asked June, wrinkling her pretty brow in
thought. * Then I could come in above the chorus.
Maybe that would make it flow better.”

Patience in Plenty

“ Let’s try it replies Debroy. *‘Come on, fellers,
once more."

I moved away to chat to a group sitting-in the
corner. There was Helen Raymond busy knitting, and
round her were Jack Cooper, Florence Oldham and Bert
Yarlett (in a tie that ought not to be allowed in a
civilised country !).

* You people must have J)lenty of patience, sitting
around like this,” I remarked.

‘“ Say, this is nothing,” grinned Bert. * We’ve been
here all morning and haven’t been needed yet !

* Then how do you ever get the programme finished?"’

‘“ Oh, it pays to devote plenty of time to rehearsing,”
says Florence. ‘‘ Once the thing’s right—and, of course,
it’s got to be just right—we can be certain that the
Sunday show will be perfect. *

I looked across at the mike. There was Harold
Warrender still telling June Knight that the night was
young and she was so glamorous. Debroy Somers was
somehow contriving to run a perplexed hand across his
head without disturbing a single hair.

The producer, a veteran of radio who has been
behind the scenes during millions of hours of
radio entertainment, was busy altering a phrase
in his script. . . .

No Watching the Clock

The clock slithered round to 1.15 p.m. Officially, it
was time to break for lunch; but, oh no, there’s no room
for a clock watcher in radio. If the job’s ** in the bag ™’
by the time lunch is ready, then you eat—if not, you
don’t eat. Yes, it’s as simple as’all that.

And at long last everybody was satisfied with the
rehearsal. Whoops of joy from the band-boys as they
give vent to pent-up feelings.

It is five to two.

‘ Back again at three,” says Debroy briefly, and
there’s a rush for the door.

But Debroy Somers, June Knight and the producer
set off to take their lunch together. There is much to

Do you realise the amount of

preparation behind your Sun-

day radio shows? Come and

meet the Horlicks  stars at
rehearsal

By BARRY WELLS
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be fixed before three o’clock. There’s that gag to work
out just before June Knight starts her second number;
there’s the small, but important point to be decided as
to whether she shall be heralded by a roll on the drums
or a clash on the cymbals. |

Lunch is over. They are back on the job. And so it
goes on throughout the afternoon—cutting, re-checking,
polishing, ever seeking the elusive will-o’-th’-wisp,
‘* Perfection.”

The clock moved to four, five, six. . . .

The night was not so young, and I was feeling more
hungry than beautiful. . . .

I slipped out of the studio and, shaking back to the
office on a 'bus (I really took a taxi, but He Who Is
To Be Obeyed must never know that!), I pondered on
what I had seen and heard.

I realised that, long before that session had
started, much work had been Jmt into the pro-
gramme. The artistes had had to be fixed, the
script written and re-written, the music orches-
trated and re-orchestrated.

And then the programme had had to be rehearsed.
In those few hours I had seen what was obviously the
secret of the polished brilliance of these Horlicks
Picture House programmes—Patience. Every member
of that Horlicks team was an expert in his or her
particular job; but, even so, they were not content with
their first efforts.

Secret of Success

Debroy Somers’ brilliant band (has he, I wonder, ever
turned out more consistently magnificent music since
the old Savoy heans days than he does for these
programmes?) might have been doing their first
engagement, so serious and preoccupied were they with
doing a really fine job.

June Knight, film star, stage star, radio star, made
suggestions and submitted gladly to suggestions,
simply that she should sing her numbers to the very
best of her magnificent ability.

Patience . . . hard work . . . patience . . . hard work . . .
and patience again. And all so that you and I can
switch on to the Horlicks Picture House programme
and be assured of the acme of entertainment.

Remember what Horlicks has done for us in the way
of radio entertainment. Not even in the United States,
where sponsored radio is such part and parcel of show
business, has any sixty-minute programme given more
real musical entertainment, or as many individual
musical items, in one hour.

Since 1934 they have covered both Radio Luxem-
bourg and Radio Normandy, have run a special
Children’s Corner, and are also, at-the moment, running
‘ Music in the Morning ” from both stations on four
mornings each week.

Creating a Show

'Way back, in 1934, Debroy Somers® musical
items were totally unrelated—just a modest
tea-time concert of light music. Now in the
Picture House series (which is approaching his
150th show) he has built up a SHOW.

As early as six weeks before the broadcast, Debroy
and the- Horlicks producer have started work on it.
Every bar of music is specially orchestrated by Debroy
and his two fellow-arrangers, Philip Cardew and
Douglas Brownsmith, with three copyists in the back-
ground doing the mass of detail work.

Do we always appreciate the work that goes on
behind the scenes on our behalf? If we did, would we
switch off so impatiently on the occasions when there
is something on the air which may not quite appeal
to our mood?

If we did, would we not more often drop an appre-
ciative postcard to the artiste or the producer who has
entertained us so royally?

On Sunday, at four o’clock, I shall switch
either to Luxembourg or Normandy to hear June
Knight singing in that delightful voice that
‘‘does’’ things to me.

And I shall listen with, so to speak. new ears....

7
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Our new mem-
ber of the B.B.C.
GeneralAdvisory
Council—Mr.
George Robey.
As seen by
“Dux ”

on his production of the Lydia Lopokova
programme last Monday. Walford
Hyden’s Orchestra and Lydia Lopokova’s
flair for the mike are an irresistible combination.
T asked Archie for radio reminiscences. ‘‘Haven't
been at it long enough to acquire any,” he said.
‘What he likes best about a radio job is the number
of interesting people it brings him in touch with.
‘“My only regret,” says Archie, ‘‘is that I work
too hard nowadays to indulge in my favourite
occupation, i.e. a weekly visit every Friday to the
Caledonian Market in the search for junk !
“I always hope to furnish a flat completely with
Caledoniana.”

CONGRATULATIONS to Archie Campbell

* * *

The worst moments of my life,” said Archie
Campbell, ““were :

‘(1) Crashing in an aeroplane and having
plenty of time to wonder what it feels like. It
hurts.

**(2) Finding myself at arather smart restaurant
several miles from Marseilles, my boat due to sail
in three-quarters of an hour and only a dud 100
franc note to pay a much larger bill than I'd
expected. . . . I was rescued hy a complete
stranger.

“(3) Playing a scene in the theatre with Violet
Vanbrugh some years ago as a very young and
very nervous actor. A rather too exuberant stage
manager had smeared a cocktail glass from which
I had to drink with Cold Cream !

‘‘Result, the glass slid gracefully through
my fingers! Worse still, I knew I had to
shake Miss Vanbrugh by the hand a moment
after. I managed to whisper a warning to
her, but even then I’'m afraid a large daub of
cold cream was transferred to her out-
stretched hand! She was charming when
I apologised later, but I've never forgotten. .

“1 was reminded of the incident when I read
that this most gracious lady of the English Stage
had celebrated this very month her half century
in the theatre. Unbelievable indeed !

* * *

‘N’ould you have suspected that he of the

Whispering Violins and Paradise Isle and
Soft Lights and Sweet Music gang—Eric Siday—
is one of the few people in England who
really understood that hotly debated subject—
swing music? An eminent musician is Eric, and an
arranger of outstanding merit.

* * *

ecently he did an utterly unheard of thing.
Ended his engagements, broke loose
from his work, said good-bye to his mother,
his friends and his cat, and spent a whole
year in the South:Seas. Just lazing and
lounging and doing no work at all.
He was tired of London, he explained.

8

A Dud 100 Franc Note ::
:2 Concert Parties from the South Coast ::

Success

hatever he does, he does thoroughly and
seriously. Now he is working so hard that
he can scarcely even find an hour for a dip into
a swimming pool or a game of table tennis, his
favourite relaxations.
But one day he is going back to the South Seas.
And next time, he says, it will be for ever !
Listen to Paradise Isle, and
you’ll hear th: home:sick note of
his violin.

racie Fields wanted to be on the spot
to-morrow to watch the B.B.C. making
whoopee on the sports ground at Motspur
Park. A prior engagement in her beloved
north country has prevented her.

Still, she has presented a ‘‘Gracie Fields”
challenge cup, which her manager, Bert Aza, is
bringing to the ground. So after lunch, the office
boys of the Big House will run in a hundred yards
open race for the honour of putting ** Our Gracie’s
vase on their sideboard for a year.

* * *

Fifteen hundred are expected altogether at this
annual jollification. Besides the sports, there
will be dancing, competitions and a show. Olive
Groves and George Baker, Davy Burnaby and
Michael North, Gus Chevalier, Issy Bohn, Ann
Penn and Max Kirby, Hughes and ILever, Haver
and Lee, Stanelli, Albert Whelan, Forsythe,
Seamon and Farrell are some of the people who
have promised to be there.

* * *

ne person has set his heart on being present.
That's Henry. Hall. Who knows what he
will be doing in twelve months’ time ?

He had to. ask Ambrose to swop a session with
him so that he might be there, and one result of
the swop is that Henry and the boys will be playing
no less than three sessions on Saturday week,
July 10.

* * *

Cnrious fact : playwrights write more plays in
winter than summer. So Marianne Helweg,
blonde beauty of the Drama department, assures
me. For every fifty plays she finds on her desk
each week in winter, only twenty-five or so arrive
in summer.

“I'm only the first sieve,” says Marianne.
“Plays which are at all possible I pass on to
producers to read.”” Being a linguist, she takes
all the foreign stuff herself and Hugh Stewart,
who reads for Empire programmes, helps her out
with the rest.

Hermione Gingold gives
Bryan Michie a dab of pow-
der—in order that he shall
be able to lend a hand at a
make-up studio opened by
‘‘ Radio Pic-
torial ** Beauty Expert, at
a recent garden party

Max Factor,
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'FIRST NOEL COWARD

Homesick for Hawaii ::
Peter

Everywhere I went for two weeks I seemed to
meet the diminutive Arturo Toscanini, great
conductor, with Owen Mase, big music executive at
Broadcasting House.

All the time the maestro was in London they
were about the town lunching and dining together.
When he left, Toscanini presented Owen with a
bronze plaque inscribed on the back
“To my dear friend, Owen Mase.
In remembrance. Arturo Toscanini,
10 June, 1937.”

Week-ends this pair were still
inseparable. His first one, Toscanini
spent at the Mase home. For

the second a big trip had been planned, but
at the last minute the aeroplane was cancelled;
Toscanini preferred to return to the house where
he felt at home and could get the rest he needed.

* * *

hen I last met Eric Maschwitz and Anna

May Wong they were dancing together
at the Variety Artistes’ Ball. Hearing that
Anna was arriving at Southampton, Eric
Maschwitz dashed off to meet her boat. She
agreed to broadcast in Music Hall, but the
sketch in her bag was unsuitable for broad-
casting so Mark Langley burnt midnight oil
in writing new material.

Anna is a film star, not a music-hall act,
but the audience in St. George’s Hall adored
her acting in the Shanghai card-sharper
sketch.

* * *

Perhaps you know the story of the Irishman at
a Scottish smoking concert who was asked to
leave the hall for calling the piper a devil.

“Sure I will be pleased to go for calling the
piper a devil,” he said, “if you will tell me who
called the devil a piper.”

Another kind of piper altogether has been
snaffled by Reginald Foort for his Theatre Organ
programme on Saturday week, when Jain Mac-
donald Murray, who taught the Duke of Windsor
to play, is coming to St. George’s Hall. Reggie
and he will play one tune together and then the
piper will go ahead and give you a grand fireworks
display of skirling and birling.

* * *

harles Brewer has been week-ending with
Harry Pepper at Middleton mear Bognor,
where the sands are good, and the sea is warm and
Chesney Allen has a cottage.
From Middleton Harry has been getting around
a bit, with the result that we are going to hear
concert parties from nearby towns this month.
First is Gay Parade from Worthing on Thursday;
next Gwen Lewis’ Entertainers in Southsea
Revels on the fifteenth; then Dazzle from Bognor
on the twenty-third and George Hay's concert
party from Bognor on the twenty-ninth.



July 2, 1937
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““ Gracie Fields” Challenge Cup :: Anna May Wong’s

Creswell’s Car Smash  ::

Bmce Belfrage is proud of himself.

He has persuaded Marie Tempest to lead in
a radio play; at the same time, he has arranged
for a Noel Coward comedy to be broadcast for the
first time, on July 12.

Luckily, he caught Dame Marie free between
shows, and Noel willingly made over his rights in
Hay Fever to her for the occasion. On summer

nights when her husband Graham Browne was
alive, Dame Marie used to give dinner parties in
an arbour in the garden of their house near Regent’s

Park. It is always a privilege to hear her lovely
.young voice. I look forward to July 12.
* * >

eter Creswell had called the last rehearsal

for six o°‘clock ; the transmission was at
nine. That was lucky. It gave him time to
sort himself out of the car smash in which he
was involved about that hour, telephone to
the studio to carry on, get his leg dressed, and
yet be there in time for transmission.

But he found on arrival that the cast were
still sitting about despite his message. ‘‘Could
not start without you,’’ they explained.

* * *
Belfast programime staff seem to have been
turned topsy turvey lately.

In the game of general post Godfrey Brown,
Musical Director, has retired to make room for
Walton O’'Donnell. Richardson, Talks Assistant,
is going to the Empire staff, and Denis Ireland,
an Ulster man, is taking his place.

Now I'm wondering who the two new producers
will be. For I have an idea that Edward Wilkinson,
who has made a big name for himself at this
station in charge of variety, is shortly taking up
an important post at another region; and that
S. A. Bulloch, who has been drama producer in
Northern Ireland almost since the opening of the
station, is retiring on pension.

I wonder if these two posts will be filled, or will
the powers that be . . .? However, wait and
* * *

he West of England Region, to the satis-

faction of its licence-holders who never
ceased to complain under the old system, will
begin on July 4 its first week of independent
existence.

Marie Tempest to Broadcast

Naturally, a special series of programmes has
been anxiously prepared for the event, and Mr,
G. C. Beadle, newly appointed Director in place of
Mr. Appleton, will inaugurate the new service with
a talk.

Highlights of the week’s programmes include the
Show of Shows Concert Party from Weston-super-
Mare, a programme from the stage of the Palace
Theatre, Plymouth, two important feature pro-
grammes presenting aspects of the West Country,
a talk by S. P. B. Mais, and musical programmes,

Princess Pearl;
and Princess
Gold at a party [,
—otherwisgMrs..

Harry Roy and
her sister, iss
Valerie B

Mrs.
wife of

the
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Between You, Me and the
Mike
By MARGOT JONES -

both light and serious.
listening there |

There's surely some good

. . .
ood news for ‘‘Music Hall’’ listeners :
John Sharman has arranged for Flanagan and
Allen to appear in his show—their fourth recent
appearance, this Saturday—July 3—and, in the
same programme, ever-popular Bébé Daniels and
Ben Lyon will be making their last broadcast in
this country before going on a tour of South
Africa.

During the Variety performance on July 10,
John Sharman will introduce to listeners a new
“team”’ of his own creation—Lupino Lane, a name
known to every theatre-goer, and Mamie Soutter,
famous for her child impersonations. They will
take part in a double act specially written by
Douglas Furber who, by the way, wrote the book
of the B.B.C. Coronation Revue.

* L 4 *

Ever since broadcasting started from the Argyle
Theatre, Birkenhead, a dear old lady has
booked the same seat just under one of the micro-
phones. If you have listened in to these relays,

you must have often heard her hearty laugh.
More than one comedian has inwardly blessed
her during his act for setting her neighbours
guffawing and ‘“warming up’’ the audience as a

whole.

1t all helps to make the show go with a swing-—
and the old lady gets a lot of satisfaction from

knowing her relatives are all listening to her.

* * *

From Cleethorpes, you will shortly hear young
Jack Woodroffe broadcasting with Sandy
Powell’s show. I told you, didn't I, that when
Sandy first heard this Birmingham youngster, his
show was ‘‘ all set,”” but he gave him a seven-weeks’
try-out with his *‘ Discoveries’” gang. This proved
so successful, that Jack is going in Sandy’s own

road show, where he is bound to make good.
He’s only eighteen, and has already broadcast
his impressions from the Midland studios, where
they were very well received. Jack has also run
his own dance band for some years, and is an
expert performer on the piano accordion.

Reginald Foort,

popular

B.B.C. Wurlitar organ-
ist, and her daughters:

Ann, aged

ten;

Eve,

aged nine; and Barbara,
I8 months
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BEEN OUT OF A JOB!

JOHNNY ROSEN, broadcasting bandleader for Lewis’s Store, Man-

chester, plunged into dance music when he was fourteen. Since then

he has never been out of work—an amazing record.

In this article

Johnny’s brilliant success story is told

= ND what may you want, young feller ?"’
asked the caretaker of a Putney music
hall of fourteen-year-old Johnny Rosen,,
one cold winter’s morning.

‘‘I've come for an audition,” stammered
Johnny, nervously fingering the clasps of his
violin case.

“Bit early,"8in’t yer? Why it 1tin’t for two hours
vet-—vou'd better go and sit in the stalls.” So Johnny,
dark, pale and very anxious, did as he was bade.

By eleven o'clock the stalls were completely filled
with violinists, and when the musical director arrived
to give the audition, he was taken aback.

He regarded the crowded seats with some perplexity.

“I'd no idea there were so many violinists in the

oSSR, he muttered. ‘‘However, who was here

first?”

They pushed Johnny forward, and he managed to
“ind his way on to the stage, very much overawed at
the prospect of having to perforin hefore such a critical
audience.

Opening his case, he offered to play the M.D. onc-or
two studlies for solo violin. **No use to me,”” was the
reply. *1 want to hear something popular.’

And he delved into a pile of music two feet deep and
produced the one popular piece which Johnny could
really play—*'Poet and Peasant.”

The pianist, sitting with legs crossed and a cigarette
drooping from his lip, struinmed a few opening chords.

By the time the piece was half way through, he
was playing for dear life to keep up with. this
quick-fingered youngster,

lohnny’s bright outfit in _
full swing at Lewis's Stores,
Manchester

S

—_——

So Johnny got the job, which was to lead four
very experienced players at a nearby music
hall.

“They stuck me for nine months,” said Johnny,”
and 1 learnt more in that time than I would have done
i ten years’ music lessons. ‘What's inore, I got two
pounds a week—a phenomenal sum tb me in those
days.”

hat’s only one example of the kindness of the
TGoddess Fortune to this well-known Northern band
leader. Johnny is quite open about it all; he admits
that he has always had more than his share of luck.
From the time he was fourteen, he’s never had a week's
unemployment, and he's doing much better now than
ever before. Every change he's made has been for the
better, and any gamble he takes never seems to go
wrong.. However, let’s return to those early days.
it wasn’t long before he had attracted the attention
of de Groot, the world-famous violinist, who signed
him up for his orchestra, which was quite outstanding
where the light classics were concerned. johnuf' was
with de Groot for seven years, during which he learnt
a good deal about presentation and showmanship.
{t was in 1917 that jazz began to make its presence
felt, and Johnny Rosen could not resist an offer to join
up with the first Ragtime Band over here. They made

Edison Bell records-—all crouched round the huge

trumpet that was used in those days at recording
sessions.

. “And we certainly made some noise !”’ says Johnny,
with a reminiscent smile.

10 Next Week :

“ ROMANCE IN SWING.”

By CHARLES HATTON

Later, he threw in his Iot with the famous Broadway
Sextette, who created quite 2 semsation with their
ragtime frolics. Following all the experience he gained
with themn, it wasn’t. surprising to find him being
snapped up by Jack Hylton, then forming his first
band—a combination of seven which was so skilfully
directed that it sounded like double the number.

Soon afterwards, that famous violin section
comprising Johnny Rosen, Hugo Rignold and
Harry Berly was formed, and became the most
famous in dance band history. Johnny was with
Jack for over thirteen years, during which he
played in every town of note in Great Britain, and
also in practically all the European countries.

And did those boys travel ! They actually did forty-
two consecutive one-pight stands in seven different
countries.

Sometimes, it was dark when they arrived at a town,
and they packed up and leff before davlight—so that
though they visited many places, there were quite a
number they didn’t actually see—apart from the inside
of their concert hall.

Johnny recalls very vividly being stranded at a tiny
town on the Russian frontier. ‘‘There was just one
steam tram in the place, and to go for a ride in it was
the only means we had of relieving the monotony,”
he declares. After the band had remained there for
five days, they were finally refused adinission, and
returned to Berlin.

e o, ey

Johnny has a profound admir-
ation for Jack Hylton’s mnethods.
‘“‘He always used to impress
upon us that a good start and
a good finish to a number were
the primary essentials, and I've
always stuck to this idea in
ledding my own band. It's a
recipe that's uever failed me
yet.”

Life with Jack Hylton’s Band
became very strenuous, with
rehearsals, broadcasts and re-
cordings, and Johnny makes no
secret of the fact that some
weeks his earnings touched the
£60 mark even in those early
days of jazz. ‘I had a job to
keep .a sense of proportion in
money 1natters,” he declares,
“but after a while I began to
figure things out, and balance
my budget to a nicety.”

During his long musical
career, Johnny has appeared
at four Royal Command Per-
forances for their Majesties
King George V and Queen Mary,
Prince of Wales, the King and
Queen of the Belgians, the Italian
Crown Prince, and also the
President of France.

It is now nearly three years since Johnny decided to
form his own band, and again Fortune has favoured
him, for he has had a contract with the same firm for
the whole of this period. Of course, he has delivered
the goods, and there’s no doubt that Johnny Rosen is a
househoid namme in and around |.iverpool and Man-
chester, where his band is stationed.

Johuny has also leapt to the fore in the radio world,
and has had several late-night broadcasts, in addition
to regular dates on the North Regional wavelength.
He uses a band of eleven, including himself, and never
augments it for broadcasts. This is a very serious
principle as far as he is concerned. He believes that
listeners should hear Johnny Rosen's Band exactly in
every way as they can hear it any day if they drop in at
the restaurant where the band plays.

The outfit comprises four saxes, trumpet,.trombone,
guitar, double bass, piano and drums.

J’ohnny is definitely against so-called hot jazz
-the band plays sweet melodious orchestra-
tions, with an abundance of rhythm. Incidentally,
in view of the swing controversy, Johnny's
definition of this elusive quality is interesting.

“‘Swing,” says Johnny, *'is the sort of inusic that sets
yaur feet tapping and shoulders wriggling. In short,
it makes you feel that you want to get up and dance.’

Simple, isn’t it, after all these highbrow definitions.
Yet it's nearer the truth than any of themn. And
Johnny has found that his sweet music policy pavs;
the customers are continually asking for more.

He chooses his men with great care, primarily paying
attention: to the tone of their playing, and no doubt
you have noticed the richness of his ensemble work on
the air. He gets that by clever orchestrations and
skilful “balancing” of his various instruments.in
relation to the microphone.

Though Johnny attributes most of his success
to luck, it is obvious that it is mainly accounted
for by the fact that he knows exactly what he
wants, and goes all out to get it. A policy that’s
put more than one star on the radio map.

Johnny
Rosen, ex-
Hylton star,
now a favour-
ite North of
England band
leader

Splendid’ article by. Mrs. GEORGE SCOTT-WOOD
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Continuing her series of articles on STARS AT .'

HOME, Verity Claire visits JEANNE DE

CASALIS and finds her in .a typical <“Mrs.
FEATHER”’ muddle.

KNOCKED at the door of a very modern flat
in Hallam Street. It was opened by Jeanne
de Casalis, or, as we all know her, Mrs.
Feather.

‘¢ Oh, do come in,’’ she said, **I'm afraid
everything'’s in rather a muddle; the sitting-
room’'s full of photographers--some advertise-
ment thing."’

She waved her hand towards the half-open door,

through which I saw several arc lamps, yards of flex

and no less than four photographers busily engaged.

‘‘If you wouldn’t mind coming into the bedroom.”
And she led the way.

I didn’t in the least mind going into the bedroom—
a delightful room with pinkish painted walls and a sea
green ceiling. It was a small room and we sat on the
bed—a huge affair with a most amusing cover in a sort
of cream woollen astrachan. The seat of the dressing-
table stool was covered in the same material.

Miss de Casalis pointed to an oil painting on the wall,
a portrait of her mother. It was set in an oval frame,
painted exactly the same shade as the walls and
woodwork.

‘“That was my idea,” said Mrs. Feather. *‘It wasan
ordinary old gilt frame, but it didn’t suit the room at all,
so I just pamted it tomatch. It looks much better that

~way, don’t you think?"”

The door bell rang.
“Excuse me,” said Mrs. Feather, and went to
open it.

“Oh, come in!"” she said, in the same welcoming
tone which she had used to me. ‘‘I'm afraid we’re in
rather a mess. There are dozens of phetographers in the

- sitting-room and I'm being interviewed in the bed-
room, but if you don’t mind waiting a minute——"" and
she smiled. The new arrival came into the hall.

‘“Mr. Smith—Miss Claire,” said Mrs. Feather. We
bowed and Mr. Smith leant against the open bedroom
door, reading the evening paper.

iss de Casalis sat by my side on the bed. ‘“I'm
afraid there’s nowhere much tosit,"” she said. ““I’ve
ot rather a complex about furniture. I hate alot of it.
ilike everything possible to be built in. All that wall
is built-in cupboards”—they were painted the same
shade as the wall, and you hardly noticed their exist-
.ence. “The dressing-table, too, is built in, and the
bedside table. It gives me so much more room to move
about. My cottage, too, .has a lot of the furniture
built in.”

‘I wanted to hear more about the cottage and asked
Mrs. Feather to tell me.

She smiled fondly when she talked about it.

‘¢ Oh, it’s lovely,’’ she said, ‘* you've no idea
how beautiful it is. Very old—fourteenth century.
‘That’s partly why I have such a modern flat in
town, it makes such a nice contrast. Everything
as up-to-date as possible here and very old-
fashioned down there.’’

“But where is it?” I asked.

“In Kent,” said Jeanne, “nearly sixty miles away
from London. 1 keep it as a perfect retreat; a sort of
hideaway, as it were. Perhaps it’s selfish of me, but
I do like somewhere that is absolutely private, with no
photographers around. Not that I mind photographers

in the least—look how many are here to-day! But
I just like to keep one place entirely to myself. The
cottage-——

The ghone rang.

“Yes?" said Mrs.. Feather.- ‘“Oh, Mr. Brown!
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Yes, send him up.”

“It s a man-who may be =
going to take the flat,”’ she
explained. “I'm thmkmg of
letting it, you know. I'm getting
more and more attached to iny =
country home, and I sometimes let
this one. Even when this is not let I
spend more than half my time in the
country. I'm really getting very rural. I
raise shee;) [

‘‘Sheep ’”’ 1 echoed.

“Yes,” said Jeanne, *‘I—"

The doorbell rang.

She leapt up and went to answer it.

‘‘Oh do come m, Mr. Brown,” she said.
“I'm sorry ,I can’t show you much of
the flat just for a moment, it’s full of
photographers but if you’d wait just
a minute.” She remembered the
rest of us. ‘‘Oh, Mr. Brown— -

Miss Claire—Mr. Smith.”

Weall bowed. Mr. Brown '“
.looked round for some- 4 7
where to sit down. Jeanne f ]
smiled.

‘“‘I'm afraid there’s
nowhere for you to sit
at present!”’ she
apologised, ‘‘but if you
wouldn’t mind just
standing I— *°

Mr. Brown acquiesced
and stood patiently in the hall.

l]eanne returned to me.

‘Yes, I've got quite a lot of sheep,” she announced.
‘1 started with three, now I've got ten, and next year
I hope to have twenty' I've got seventeen acres of
ground, you know.”

Somehow I hadn't -thought of Mrs. Feather as a
breeder of sheep !

I asked how she found the cottage.

*By pure chance,” she replied. *“I'd been searching
for one for months without success, and one day I was
strolling down a lane and saw the place-—only a glimpse
of it through the trees, but I knew immediately that it
was my home. There wasn’t the slightest doubt about
it. I knew.

“Butit wasbynomeans easy to get hold of it. When I
made inquiries I found the cottage was available, though
not on my terms. I wanted to rent it, and the landlord
wanted to sell. I couldn’t afford to buy it then—eight
years ago——and I wasn’t going to let it go, so a battle
began. T didn’t let the poor man rest. I worried him
almost to death! I used every ounce of charm I had,
vamped him, wheedled, coaxed and cajoled.

[l
[)

Mrs.

t took me ages but at last he let me have the cottage

on a lease with an option to purchase. He didn’t

want todo it in the very least, but I wore hitn down. |

think he gave in through sheer exhaustion, poor man !*

;s ki wanted to know what this perfect cottage was
ike.

*‘Timbered,” said Miss de Casalis, ‘‘and all the walls
are painted in the same sort of white with a pink
flush that I've got in the flat here. At least, they’re
not painted but enamelled. Shiny walls look so lovely
in an old house; they reflect the beams and turniture.
The floors downstairs are just the old red bricks,
polished ; upstairs they're all covered 1n feit.

‘“But even in the cottage I haven’t muck furniture.
There are a few bits of old Provengal stuff and the rest
is built in.’

The photographers suddenly stated that they’d
finished. Jeannebade them good-bye very charmmgly,
asked if they were sure they had all the pictures they
wanted, apologised for not being more settled as she
had only just come up from the country that afternoon,
and showed them out.

She then led us into the sitting-room-—a charming
place with the same pinkish walls as the bedroom, a dull
leaf-brown carpet, and chairs and sofa covered in a
narrow striped material of beige and brown, with beige
satin cushions. Not soft lounging chairs, by the way,
but upright ones with padded seats and hacks.

The doorbell rang. This time it was Mr. -Brown’s
friend, M.. Jones, who had also come to inspect the
flat.

‘Do come in,'’ said Mrs. Feather. *‘ Poor Mr.
Brown's been waiting in the most dreadful
discomfort, but at last I can show you round.
Oh, Mr. Jones—Miss Claire—Mr. Smith."’

Next week in this series:

'/ Jeanne de Casalis Is a very
capable woman but, some-
;J how, Feather
obtrude into her life!

will

&

We all bowed.

“This is the bedroom !’ and she waved her hand
round the sitting-room.

‘““You mean the sitting-room,” put in Mr. Smith.

*Of course I do, how stupid ! ™ said Mrs. Feather.

“I'd gathered it was the sitting-room,” said Mr,
Jones politely, as he and Mr, Brown followed Mrs.
Feather into the bedroom, while Mr. Smith, still deep
in the paper, sat down at last.

I looked round. It was really a very charming room.
Fairly small, as most rooms in modern flats are, an
illusion of space was given by a broad strip of mirror
which ran the whole length of one wall. Windows
curtained in beige looked on to a courtyard and a third
wall was occupied by built-in book shelves—there were
more of these below the mirror. Under the window
a low table, covered in mirror and with ridged mfrror
sides, reﬂected the light.

I heard Jeanne bidding farewell to Mr. Brown and
Mr. Jones, who seemed very'taken with the flat—and no
wonder. She came back to us, picked up a large bunch
of flowers, said that as they hadn’t been in water yet
they must be attended to immediately, and left us
again. When she returned ‘we ‘began to talk of her
hobbies.

er chief oneis flying—she’s mad about it, and

has held her pilot's licence for some time. The
cottage isn’t very far from Lympne, and she does
her flying from there; hardly a week-end passes
without her taking to the air.

Then there are golf, gardening, cookery, tennis—and
her sheep! She’s a busy woman. And all these
activities are pursued without taking into account any
of her work—which comes to a great deal—writing,
acting and broadcasting.

The ’phone rang and a protracted conversation
ensued. It was terminated by Jeanne hearing the bell
again and rushing to the door

**Oh, come tn, my dear,” she said and-walked into the
sitting-room followed by yet another visitor. *'Mr.
Robinson—Miss Claire—Mr. Smith.”

We all bowed.

“How de you find time for everything?” I
asked.

*‘Oh, I don’t know,”
manage somehow. I weave it all in.
to-night, by the way.”

““At what time?”

*“Oh, in an hour or so.’

I felt it was churlish to stay when she had so many
visitors, and an evening’s work in front of her, too.
I said good -bye.

Mrs. Feather shook hands, smiled sweetly,
thanked me for coming and showed me out, As
I walked from the door I heard the telephone
ring !

Ngow I know how Jeanne de Casalis first got the
inspiration for Mrs. Feather !

PHYLLIS SCOTT. 11

smiled Mrs. Feather, *'1 seem to
I'm broadcasting
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MUsIC FoB ALL MooDS, | .

SAM. HEPPNER discusses music from a personal angle and finds that

there’s a place for every type of music in the average man’s life.
do you think? Do you like Mozart with your eggs and bacon—or
Cab Calloway ?

DON'T remember in which play, preface,

essay, story, novel, sociological treatise or

collection of music criticisms George Bernard

Shaw says that a symphony concert in the
early morning is a most unthinkable horror.
Anyway, he says it.

But I fancy that the words were written before the
advent of radio when, if we discount the possibility
of hearing the master works scratchily re roJ)l?ced on a
gramophone, there was small practicaf) opportunity
of having Beethoven before breakfast—orchestrally I
mean. . . .

I agree—and so, I think, will you—that it would
certainly be rather formidable to have a large sym-
phony orchestra -(in the flesh) blaring some frisky
scherzo at you at the beginning of the day when your
senses are not fully acclimatised.

The reason? Simply that you don’t feel like sym-
phonic music (or hearty and cheerful breakfast com-
panions) at that hour.

If, then, your reactions to music are subject to
moods, whims, frames of mind and how you feel, as
indeed they are, is it possible to standardise and assess
these moods in a general sketchy way, devise some
formula that is applicable to the average man?

Assuming that we can generalise, are the B.B.C.
music programme arrangers sensible of these ﬂuctuating
moods and hour-to-hour changes of taste in music?
Do they consider certain types of music to be suitable
for certain times of day (and night) and plan their
programmes accordingly

Symphonic music, theoretically so abhorrent to
Shaw in the early mornings, is now available to
listeners, if not actually at breakfast at any hour
of the day roughly from eleven onwards, And now
that we can and have sampled morning music, do we
find it so offensive?

We would no doubt find the physical performance
that Shaw probably visualised rather disturbing at
this hour. We have agreed on that. But our wireless
is not a roomful of bassoons and percussion, remember,
and by a turn of the control knob we can minimise the
force of sound and make Bruckner or Tchaikovsky at
their noisiest sound like a serenade for strings.

. So what is wrong with symphony (a la B.B.C.)
in the morning ?

Of course, in catering for our average man personal
idiosyncrasies have to be ignored. I can (and some-
times do) listen to Mozart all day and all night, to the
despair of my family, but, taking the day from its

What
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that is likely to be appreciated by a maximum number
of music lovers who have access to their radio at
eleven o’clock?

1 see that a good deal of music broadcast by the
B.B.C. at about this time consists of gramophone
recordings of chamber works—often by Moazart,
Haydn, Beethoven, Schubert, and, though more
seltg:)m, Dohnanyi, Ravel, Borodin and Debussy, etc.
This seems appropriate enough to me; for chamber
music is limpid, restful and soothing and probably
coincides with the moods of people at this hour.

It is well, perhaps, during mid-morning, to avoid
Handel and Bach 1 their phases of sombre majesty
and music that is generally of a rather exciting and
boisterous nature. What sort of music would you like
to tune in to, say, on a lovely spring morning? The
french windows are open, revealing a green and scented
garden, What would you consider to be typical
"“morning”’ music. Something, I suggest, that has a
sense of awakening about it, something that progresses
gracefully, let us say, from a pan-like woodwind
introduction to a wistful climax of interweaving
harmonies. Delius? Perhaps. *“Brigg Fair’ or the
“Cuckoo ”? Debussy? *1.’Aprés midi d'un Faune,?
Ravel? ‘‘Introduction and Allegro for woodwind and
strings with harp accompaniment ”?

HE lyrical beauty of Rachmaninoff’s C minor Con-
certo that leaves you standing, arms outstretched,
to embrace the burgeoning forces of spring life?
There are some works, of course, that specific-
ally describe the morning —Elgar’s “ Chanson de
Matin ** and Grieg's *‘ Morning *’ from the Peer
Gynt suite, for instance.
Do you think that dance music in the middle of the
day is somehow “right”’? It never seems to register

properly with me. Is my reaction in this instance
general?—or is it individual and therefore un-
representative?

1 don’t quite see how one can respond suitably to
the agpeal of dance music in the atmosphere of mid-
day; I feel that the appreciation of dance music (for
itself and not merely for dancing) demands a festivity
of spirit and a detachment from the urgencies of the
day that can onl?' be acquired when the day is done.

Light music of the type composed by Eric Coates
and Haydn Wood is very enjoyable during the lunch
hour and I think that the excerpts from opera on
gramophone records—preferably the lighter Italian
operas of Puccini, Verdi, Donizetti and Rossini—are
not out of place at this period of the day. The pro-,

fundities of Wagner, however, are not easily digestible
with one’s lunch.

For tea-time—tea-time music, obviously. And when
I say tea-time music 1 refer to the special category of
music which the conductors in the various popular

restaurants favour during the afternoon . . . restful,
happy, light and afterncon music. o

ight is clearly the time for the transmission of
opera, not on records or from the studio, but from the
great opera houses of the world that always communi-
cate their extravagant, postprandial *‘atmosphere’ so
vitally through the microphone. Symphony concerts,
too. While z)r those in quest of relaxation after the
‘cares of the day, light entertainment and dance music

become highly desirable.

My own reaction to the dance bands is that, as
the night progresses towards twelve o'clock,
their monotonous rhythms begin to pall. Should
one retire for the night with these gay and festive
rhythms *‘ beating in one's brain,’’ to quote Mr.
Coward ?

This again is obviously a matter of taste, but I
must say that for my own part my favourite section
of the day’s programme is the nightly gramophone

rogramme recital from 11.40 to 12 on the other wave-
ﬁangth. The message of this brief, final programme
is, for me at least, psychologically perfect.

The day’s broadcasting is nearly over; now, surely,
is the time to sit back and let the tranquil and reposeful
strains of works like the Nocturnes of Chopin, Mozart’s
‘‘Eine Kleine Nachtmusik,” Mahler’s Adagietto from
the Fifth Symphony, *Summer Night on the River,”
by Delius, g:ydn's Serenade from the Quartet in F
and Borodin’s lovely Nocturne from the second strin,
quartet sink into your quiescent spirit, soothe an
serenade you, and carry you off happily to bed.

beginning, can we settle on a certain type of music

Sandy
Powell— &
. full - width

smile

S, 'Y

r AN you hear me, mother 7*’ I inquired once
on a gramophone record called ‘‘Sandy
Powell at the North Pole,”’ which was
included in one of my earliest broadcasts.

A few days later, while appearing in variety at
Coventry, 1 overheard several people using the
phrase; so that night 1 included it in my act.

The result was astonishing. No sooner had I cried :
‘“Can you hear me, mother?” than the whole audience
roared.

Since when I have adopted it as iny signature
expression! 1 have introduced it into my latest
records. I gave that title to one of my most successful
films. And, of course, I invariably use it over the air.

I am told that that simple little phrase has done much

_ to publicise me. Certainly I am always hearing it on

12

“CAN YOU

MOTHER ?”

A people’s lips. It is also, I know, guilty
of ‘‘mike crashing.”
When George Allison was broadcasting
a running commentary on the Cup Final,
‘ several cheerful and high-spirited North-
erners close by, turned round towards the
B.B.C. box and roared : *“Can you hear me,
mother?” at the top of their voices !
Apropos of this famous phrase, an amus-
ing incident occurred at Liverpool, when I
was appearing in variety, which gave me a
big laugh !
An enthusiastic American movie magnate
came round to my dressing-room to congratu-
late me on my act and, also, to say how much
he had enjoyed my pictures.

Wringing my hand, and using my arm as a pump-
handle he meant to tell me that the film, *“‘Can You
Hear Me, Mother?” was, in his view, a positive wow !

Unfortunately, he muddled the title !

¢¢ Listen, buddy,’’ he burst out, amiably, ‘¢ take
that pho«:iplsy of yours ‘ How's Your Father ’?’’

'Nuff said !

I am often asked how I like broadcasting? Well,
I like it very much. But, I must say that, although
1 have been “on the air ” since the early Savoy Hilldays,
I am still very much prone to microphone fright. Tam
always a bundle of nerves just before and during a
broadcast. And I still think broadcasting is the most
terrifying experience for an artiste in the world.

You see, when you make a gramophone record,
although you are working before a microphone, you
know that—if anything goes wrong—you can start all
over again. In making films it is the same. While,
on the halls, in one’s natural and original element, it is
usually easy enough to cover-up or to ‘‘gag’’ out of
difficulties, should they arise.

Next Week : HARRY PEPPER and his SEASIDE

HEAR ME,

'SANDY POWELL,
The Famous Comedian

But, once you are before the broadcasting micro-
phone you are keenly and intensely aware that there
1s no going back; that millions are listening; and that
one small slip—no matter how innocent or accidental
—may have all kinds of alarming and serious conse-
quences.

Of all my records, I think and hope you will like my

‘latest—'*Gracie and Sandy at the Coronation’—the

best !

What a grand trouper Gracie is! All the time
we were making this mirthquaking disc | could
not help but reflect that Gracie is just the same,
kind-hearted creature as the little, unknown com-
edienne with whom I worked in the early days of
her career. .

A true story I told Gracie at the time, which made
her laugh a lot, concerns an occasion when I was
appearing in variety at Grimsby. One night, after the
show, a member of the audience buttonholed the
ma:ll(ager of the theatre and hotly demanded his money

a

“Why? What's the trouble ? "’ inquired the manager,
in suv{,prise.
‘“Well, I paid to see Sandy Powell. And I haven't
seen him !”” came the sharp reply.
. The manager looked amaze(f "~ But, my dear sir, you
have seen him !’ he protested. *“That was Sandy
Powell on the stage just now !”

At this, the patron positively glared. .

** You can't kid me ! ’’ he exclaimed, knowingly.
‘‘ Why, I've seen Powell on the pictures : slim,
dapper fellow, he is, with a small, black
moustache ! ** :

It took the manager quite five minutes to convince
the indignant gentleman that Sandy Powell and William
Powell were two entirely different people.

Such is fame !

MEMORIES.
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. . . or, rather, down at the
Queen’s Arms, Cowley,
where radio singer, Bertha
Willmott and her husband
are mine host and hostess

gert\'\av
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and her SO e
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You'll have to take our
word that there’s a lawn
under that roller!

53\ oon bar

Lovely to leave the goif

course and go back to

your own nineteenth
hole!

After closing time
there’s just time to
catch the late-night
dance music

.I'é}
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M.
i
Off duty moment
with a great friend
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Boisterous fun
“It's a Grand Old
World ™ is supplied
by Sandy Powell and
| pretty, pert Gina

HEN can I see broadcasting
stars on the movie screen?”’

This question is put to Rabpio
PICTORIAL again and again. Television
is still for the minority, and it’s not always possible
to see radio favourites on the stage. The cinema,
therefore, fills an important place in the association
of broadcasting stars and listeners.

Once you have seen a broadcaster on the
screen, you feel that you know him (or her) far
more intimately than before. Enjoyment of
radio programmes is therefore  increased trc-
mendously.

And this is why this new feature is being intro-
duced. It will attempt to provide all the news
and gossip about radio stars who are working
in the film studios, and also about film stars who
are heard on the air.

Radio stars don’t appear only in pictures
dealing with broadcasting. Many of them play
straight parts, appearing quite briefly in some
cases. Such pictures will be reviewed, with special
a‘ttention paid to the radio artistes appearing in
‘them. '

Really, it's amazing how maay players do work
both for radio and the screen. Take Stanley
Holloway, for instance. Yeu can often see him
in character parts in films, without even any
mention of Sam.

Claude Hulbert, Jean Colin, Denier Warren,
Billy Caryll, Ronald Frankau, Albert Whelan,
Evelyn Dall, Florence Desmond, Harry Tate,
Paul Robeson, Harry Lauder, Esme Percy,
Max Miller, Charles Farrell—there, taken purely
at random, are just a few of the broadcasting
notabilities I am always meeting in the film
studios. .

Even if you are careful to watch the casts of
the big pictures, you will probably miss half the
screen appearances of your favourites. Many of
them appear in *“ shorts™ and “ magazine pictures”
{such as Pathétone Weekly, Pathé Pictorial,
Ace Cinemagazine, etc.). To the best of my ability,
I'll let you know when such pictures are showing,
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and what the radio stars are
doing in them.

Some weeks, of course,
there may be no broadcast-
ing personalities in the
current releases, and at all

. times the number of pic-
tures is bourtd to fluctuate.
But I think you’ll be sur-
prised at the number of films
there are which introduce
radio artistes in one guise
or another !

Therefore, this feature
aims to give you as full a
guide as possible to every-
thing of radio interest in
screenland. If there is any-
thing you want to know in
this direction, don’t hesitate
to write for the information.

Unfair Treatment of
Stars

When settling down to
investigate closely the act-
ivities of radio stars in
filmland, it hasn’t taken me
long to realise that the stars
don’t always get a fair deal.

I am going to protest
strongly in such cases.
Listeners who-go to cinemas
to see their favourites deserve to see them to their
best advantage, and not in shoddy pictures pro-
duced simply to exploit famous names.

This is fair to no-one.

The stars suffer. Given a weak story and badly
photographed, many of their fans who have never
seen them before but have only heard them, are
bound to be disappointed. .

Listeners suffer, because they ‘spend money
and probably travel considerable distances to
see their favourites, only to have a boring evening.

And the broadcasting authorities also suffer
if the stars they engage lose their popularity
through bad films.

For instance, I recently saw a film featur-
ing one of our most popular croonettes,
and, frankly, I was bored to tears. It
was just a crude love triangle concerning
two crooners and a stage manager, with
musical interludes and a murder mystery
thrown in. It was all so poorly done that none
of the players stood a chance. The film is
going the rounds at the moment; but I am
afraid that if you see it, you’re going to be
disappointed in the stars, simply because of
their lack of material.

Again, there is a new release which isn’t going
to do Billy Caryll and Hilda Mundy much good.
The film is Bster Bit. It is supposed to be a comedy,.
but in the whole of its fifty minutes there are
less laughs than the two clever players usually get
in a couple of minutes.

The story is just one of those mother-in-law
affairs. I thought the joke had died years ago.
But the picture is nothing more or less than one

long mother-in-law gag. Besides being poorly"

constructed, the stars have no opportunities
whatever.
Radio stars should be given better breaks.

Radio Favourites in New Films
You can see Claude Hulbert, suitably assisted by
Binnie Hale and Gwen Farrar, in Take a Chance,
released next week. It's a typical Hulbert comedy,

RADIO FAVO

Are you a film fan as well as a radio fan?

URITEN

each week all about the

with a racing background. Claude has the part
of a professional tipster who has a reputation as a
turf investigator as well. He is called in by a
young racehorse owner who believes that his
stable secrets are leaking out.

Claude discovers that the owner’s wife is
carrying on with the guilty party; as a result, the
owner says the horse will be scratched, if Claude is
right.

People who are interested in keeping the horse
in the race do their best to stop Claude from
producing his proof, and Claude goes through some
amusing and hectic adventures before everything
is straightened out.

Nothing very sensational, but it’s a bright affair
and quite enjoyable. Claude Hulbert is in good
form. Binnie Hale and Gwen Farrar, as a couple
of garage proprietors, are a sheer delight, and
amusing support is provided by Harry Tate and
Jack Barty. Henry Kendall is seen as the owner,
and Enid Stamp-Taylor as his wife. Others in the
cast include Kynaston Reeves and Percy Walsh.

If you like Sandy Powell, you'll like I#'s a Grand
Old World, which is now being released. It is an
unpretentious but thoroughly amusing comedy,
obviously written to exploit the star’s particular
talents. His leading lady is another radio favour-
ite, pert Gina Malo. Gina sings and dances at-
tractively, but has comparatively little to do.
The picture is nearly all Sandy.

He is seen as a young man who is more inter-
ested in football than work. But his father makes
him get a job, and he finds work in a theatre.
His adventures—including an experience with an
escaped lion—provide boisterous fun. The story’s
not strong, but as the entertainment depends
almost on Sandy Powell, this is one of the few
cases in which the story is not the thing.

In the film magazine line, the latest release of !
Pathé Pictorial introduces Gene Essen. You've
probably heard him playing his wide variety of
banjos over the air. Now you can see what the

banjos are like.

George Formby’s Knock-Out

Arrangements have been made, I hear, to
broadcast to northern listeners extracts from
George Formby’'s Blackpool show, King Cheer
during the coming season. Which is only to be
expected. This popular star’s annual show has
been relayed twice every year for the last seven
years or so; and George makes a good many other
radio appearances as well (he did a Children’s
Hour appeal the other week).
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IN RILMLAND

Here is a new ‘“Radio Pictorial” feature which will tell you

°
WEEK-BY-WEEK
REPORTS FROM

THE STUDIOS
.

latest films in which radio stars appear

I met George down at the Ealing Studios the
other day, where he was busy trying to finish his
new picture, Keep Fif, in time to prepare his
Blackpool production.

But he didn’t look busy. He was unconscious
when I got there. He was lying on the floor, with
harassed studio hands trying to bring him round.

He had been accidentally knocked out in a
fight with Guy Middleton, who appears with
him in the picture. Poor George. When he
recovered, he showed me three loose teeth
that he had received in a previous fight with
Middleton. But Middleton, in turn, showed
me a gap in his row of molars. George had
knocked one clean out !

And they call it Keep Fit !

George (who, during the last year or so, has
become one of England’s most popular screen
comedians) has an unexpected rival when appear-
ing on the stage in Blackpool. One or other of
his own pictures is invariably showing at the
same time, and at one period last year, there were
two George Formby films and his own show all
within a few yards of one another—and George
was also on the air !

—

Claude Hulbert is in good form in his

new release, ‘‘ Take a Chance,”’ in which

he plays the part of a tipster. In the

circle on the left is delightful Elsa

Buchanan, twenty-year-old Scottish lass
and American radio star

*

Evelyn Dall (right), hot-

shot with Ambrose's Or-

chestra, is to be seen soor

in another film, ‘‘ Calling
All Stars'’

Unfortunately, he has a lot to worry about at
the moment. Besides all the trouble of producing
his new show, his wife is ill with appendicitis.

Denier’s Dilemma

Denier Warren (who appears in the recently
released Café Colette) found out the other day that
film acting has more problems than broadcasting.

He is appearing with Formby in Keep Fit.

They were just shooting a scene, after rehearsing
it, when the script girl suddenly yelled : “Stop I’
Cameras ceased, and the microphone was switched
off. Everyone stared at the girl. ~

“What's up ?”’ asked Denier.

“ Nothing—except that you're wearing the
wrong suit !’ exclaimed the girl.

If the mistake hadn’t been spotted, filmgoers
would have seen Denier Warren wearing one suit
on one side of the road; and, then, on reaching
the other pavement, wearing entirely different
clothes !

American Favourites

Two interesting American radio stars appear
among the current film releases. You've probably
never heard of them—but as they have nice
screen contracts now,
you’ll soon be getting
to know them.

One is Henry Hun-
ter. Heisin Yellow-
stone. It is his third
film to be released in
the last six weeks, so
you can gather that
the film people are
pretty interested in
him

A radio favourite
for four years, he was
partnered by pretty
Ann Preston in many
of his ' broadcasts.

- They were on the air
v together when a film
talent scout heard
them. And they were
both signed up to go
to Hollywood. They
made their film de-
buts together in
Pavyole.

Theother American
broadcaster to be
featured ina new film
is young Bobby
Breen, who appears
in Rainbow on the
River (heard the title
song?). It’s a senmti-

RADIO PICTORIAL

George
Formby
now

making
‘“Keep
Fit "

mental but tuneful affair which confirms the
producers’ belief that they have a real “discov-
ery’ in this youngster.

Max Gets The Bird

If I had ever wanted a safe bet, I would have
wagered practically any sum that nothing in the
world could have stopped Max Miller from talking,
especially when talking for film purposes.

I'd have lost.

Max has just been telling me how he was inter-
rupted the other day when making Transatlantic
Trouble. He was in the middle of a scene when
the studio was filled with sounds of sparrows’
chattering.

And Max dried up. There was no alternative.
Filming couldn’t continue with the noise going on.

Someone went outside with a shot-gun, and
tried to frighten the birds away. He returned.
All was quiet. They started filming again—
but only for a few seconds. Max was interrupted
once more, and the sparrows were louder than
ever this time.

The shot-gun was fired again ; and then for
a third time. But it was useless. The chatter-
ing still went on.

And then they found the birds. They had
built a nest inside the studio, right on top
of the set where Max was working !

Helped by Noel Coward

Max Miller introduced me to an interesting
American radio and film personality when I
went to Teddington to see him. She was working
in From a Dark Stairway.

Although well known in America, she is actually
a Scottish lass. Her name is Elsa Buchanan,
and she is only twenty. You may be hearing her
on the air over here. She is very keen
on the idea, and has already been
approached. Nothing definite fixed
yet, however.

She told me how Noel Coward' had
helped her radio career. She was act-
ing in a broadcast of Cavalcade, and
Noel Coward was listening-in. And
he was so impressed that he im-
mediately got in touch with her, with
the result that she broadcast in
Conversation Piece, with petite Lily
Pons—her 1nost important engagement
and one which helped to
establish her.

Elsa has appeared in
such films as Lloyds of
London, I Found Stella
Parish, The 13th Chair,
The Little Minister, Becky
Sharpe and Call It a Day.

15



RADIO PICTORIAL

SPONSORED LOVELE

B

y
SHEILA FRYER J

After a moment’s
terrifying hesitation ‘ I
the girl sang and
forgot the critical |
and malicious eyes

on her

AUXHALL patted a broad, paternal hand

on his daughter’s soft, bare shoulder, and

beamed happily around the table at his

surprised guests, not a little pleased at the
immediate impression his announcement had
made.

Mentasti, eyebrows raised, voice suave, bowed his
head in the direction of the young couple, murmuring
conventional congratulations; but his eyes were on
the sleek, golden head of the girl opposite to him.
Bernstein smiled genially, the fat little theatrical
manager’s usually gloomy countenance now oozing
satisfaction; Janmet’s contract as good as signed!
Cressington getting engaged to Marcella Vauxhall!
The series of programmes would probably run twelve
months ! With an ostentatious sweep of the hand he
summoned the wine waiter for champagne to toast
the happy pair.

Marcella sat very still, cool and self-possessed; but
in her eyes there was a brightness, and in her olive-
complexioned cheeks a faint flush of colour which
betrayed her excitement in her hour of triumph. She,
too, glanced quickly in Janet’s direction. Her
malicious smile was ill-concealed.

The Dream Lover’s voice was quiet as he thanked
Vauxhall’s guests for their good wishes, his handsome,
clear-cut features betraying no emotion whatsoever,
but his eyes were grave. Unlike the others, he did
not look towards the pale girl with the red-gold hair.

She had said so softly that he had wondered whether
he had dreamed the whispered words; “1 hope you
will be very happy-—both of you.” Now she sat with

her lovely head bowed, her hazel eyes staring at her.

slim white hands, clenched tightly in her lap, under
friendly cover of the gleaming white table, with its

All characters in this serial are fictitious
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'shining array of heavy silver and crystal-clear glass.

Five minutes had passed since the Dream Lover had
said, very gently, to her, “ Janet, you will let me hear
you sing?’” Five momentous minutes! The tender-
ness in his dear, familiar voice had kindled a little
spark of hope in the young heart which had ached

ese many months; Vauxhall had spoken, then it had
flickered pathetically, and faded, a little ray of hope
destined to die even as it sprang into life.

For a while Janet could not trust herself to raise her
head; her eyes must not betray the hurt which she
strove so hard to conceal. When she arose as
Bernstein toasted the smiling, seated couple, her face
was composed and her hazel eyes calm. ernstein, a
little exhausted after such unexpected exhilaration,
sank heavily into his seat, and mopped, with a large
silk handkerchief the broad brow which blended
imperceptibly into the barren expanse of pinkness
which was his head. An understanding smile of amuse-
ment passed swiftly between Mentasti and Janet just
as Cressington looked curiously towards them; he
dropped his eyes again, quickly.

Marcella was saying coolly :

“Of course, this is only unofficial. We shall keep it
from the papers until we throw the party.”

“Take care your name does leak out in the excitement
of the engagement, Cressington,” Bernstein said
swiftly, anxious to prove to the famous band leader

‘he might do well to employ a manager.

Rex nodded reassuringly and turned to Marcella,
smiling : “While the mystery lasts, you'll have to be
just ‘Mrs, Dream Lover’,”  Marcella looked up siowly,
her great, luminous eyes fixed possessively on the lean
features of the broad-shouldered young man at her
side. She did not speak, but the expression in her
eyes and about her mouth made Janet avert her head
miserably, and gaze restlessly around the great grill-
room at the slim shoulders and bare backs of bejewelled
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women, at the uniformity of their tail-coated escorts;
and here and there at a table where men in groups of
twos or threes, late diners in day-time apparel, less
interested in the gaiety around them than' the Big
Business in which they were apparently engrossed.

The chatter at the's table about the newly announced
engagement seemed to the slender, golden-haired girl
interminable, and eyes on the great gilt clock over the
glass entrance door, she watched the hands trace the
beginning of another day. At last, the two girls
sipped coffee and crdme de menthe whilst the men
raised the great shining brandy glasses with their tiny
golden contents to their lips. Vauxhall said as he laid
down his glass.

*“Miss Longton.
to-morrow? "

“That would be lovely—if it suits you.”

““Good. And you, Rex? And the orchestra? Or
will they be fagged, only landing to-day ?”

“*They’re used to hard work,”” Cressington laughed.
“We’ll be there, sir.” He was standing a little apart
from the group, with the dark-eyed Marcella, his long
fingers resting lightly on her smooth arm. He looked
at Janet.

‘““Don’t bother to bring songs. We'll test you on
popular stuff.”

fentasti interrupted : * I'll be there in case she wants
a run-through.” Cressington nodded briefly.

Marcella looked Janet up and down slowly: “You
do sing, then! How funny! I thought it was just
a joke.”” There was an embarrassed silence; Vauxhall,
attending to the waiter, had not heard and Bernstein
saved the situation by addressing him.

“I’d better come along, too, Mr. Vauxhall.”

Vauxhall grinned as he rejoined them. * You’re as
certain as I am that we shall be signing the contract
to-morrow.” He added, “ Now, come along, the lasses
are tired, and I shan’t be sorry myself to turn out the
light to-night. . . .” :

As they walked leisurely from the ‘freat, high-
ceilinged room, their polite smiles and superficial
chatter masked their varying emotions, their courteous
thanks and gay adieux concealing the bitterness,
the excitement, the generosity, the love and the
hatred in the silence of their six souls.

Later-as he said good-night to Janet, and Bernstein"
started up the great luxurious car which hard work
and an astute brain had earned him, Mentasti looked
at the slim white fingers laying in the palm of his
great brown hand and said :

“You're overtired, child. Take some aspirin and
hot milk when you get in bed.”

“ After champagne?’’

“Do you remember when I told you you'd get blasé
about champagne! Anyhow, you scarcely touched it
to-night, even when we drank the health of the happy

ir. Poor Cressington, he’ll need our good wishes.”

“That's not very chivalrous.”

“It isn’t, is it? But I know Marcella Vauxhall, and
she’s jealous of you.”

“That’s ridiculous. Why should she be?”

Mentasti hesitated as he looked into the young girl’s
hazel eyes. Then he shivered a little in the cold
February night air, and smiled cheerfully as he tucked
his white silk scarf firrnly in his evening coat.

*“Oh, because you're very young and lovely !*".

How about making the audition

anet smiled up at the man, grateful that he was

asking no questions. He looked down at her- white
face, ethereal in the cold light of a reluctant moon.
He bent suddenly and kissed very gently her soft,
smooth cheek.

“Good-night, brave heart, sleep well.”

But the first faint flush of dawn had crept into the
grey, morning sky when the golden-haired girl sank
into sleep and the soft curls about her head were damp
with tears.

At eight o’clock she arose swiftly, bathed, dressed,
ordered coffee which she sipped reflectively, and then
for half an hour practised scales to test her voice
before Mentasti and Bernstein called for her. She
had not allowed her mind to dwell on the bitterness of
last night’s reunion with the Dream Lover for more
than the agonising awakening from sweet sleep to
reality, and the two men found her calm and very
beautiful in fox-trimmed coat and dress of palest blue,
: ;i:jxy matching bat nestling attractively on her lovely

ead.

It was five minutes to eleven when the three of them-
hurried past the officious-looking commissionaire, after
a salute from Bernstein, at the studios of Sponsored
Radio Programmes, who were to produce the pro-
grammes for Vauxhall. They hurried along narrow,
carpeted corridors, past mysterious doors boasting
formidable red lights bidding all who passed to do so
quietly. Members of the staff passed leisurely on their
way about their business. Sleek young men, very
public-school in spite of their shirt-sleeves. * Wireless
engineers,” whispered Mentasti. ‘They’ve got their
eye on the B.B.C. and a Baronetcy.” Young girls
swept by with great batches of duplicated scripts, and
several carefully dressed young men in black hats,
which Janet discovered later never left their heads.
“They say they write,” Bernstein observed gloomily.
Then two tired-looking men wearing worried expres-
sions and grubby-pull-overs hurried by.

“They don’t seem to belong at all,”” said Janet.

Mentasti smiled. “They do all the work, get all
the kicks, and listen-in to the Continent all day on
Sundays with cold bandages around their heads.
They're the producers.”

Janet, in spite of her numbed heart, could not resist
the gay laugh which came tumbling to her pretty lips,
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Not eYen a jealous woman can put a spoke in the wheel of real love—as Marcella found out

The Dream Lover, strangely remote in his black
mask, was talking to his music arranger as the little
party entered the studios; Janet was laughing gaily,
her slim fingers resting on the Italian’s arm. Cressing-
ton looked away, lips compressed.

Janet said slowly.

“Why is the Dream Lover wearing his mask now?”

“It isn’t for show. He has to wear it at the B.B.C.,
at recording studios,” everywhere, in case the staff
should recognise him another time,”

Marcella Vauxhall approached them, hand out-
stretched. She wore no ring. *‘‘Ah, Mr. Mentasti—
and your friend, I do know her, don’t 1?”

Janet flushed, well aware that Marcella was
endeavouring purposely to embarrass her.

‘‘Love has given you a bad memory,” Mentasti said.
“Janet Longton is being tested by your father for his
programmes.”’

‘“How silly of mie.” The girl’s laugh was forced and
hard. ‘I must have been thinking of that little fair-
haired typist you taught to sing. You did teach her
to sing, didn’t you?”

Mentasti’s face was a dull, angry red, and the dark-
haired girl started as she realised that the Dream
Lover was standing immediately behind her. He said,
abruptly.

““We must get going. Are you ready, Janet?”’

As he spoke her name, a lump arose, uncontrollably,
in Janet’s throat, and she felt self-confidence flying to
the winds.”

‘“May I—may I run through the song with Bonito?”

“With Mentasti? It isn’t necessary. We’ll make
allowances.” As they approached the microphone, he
added, *Vauxhall and Cole, the producer, are listening
in the control room. He turned to the members of
his orchestra, who were waiting patiently in shirt-
sleeves and various attitudes of boredom to begin.
They brightened visibly at his nod, and the expectant
silence of the room was broken by the curious melan-
choly wail of tightening violin strings and a young
trumpeter testing his shining instrument mournfully.
Rex held out his hand to assist Janet up on to the
slight platform, and she jumped up lightly, very
conscious of the touch of his finger tips.

*“Ready, boys? We’re testing the vocalist on
‘“To-morrow, Little Lady.” Refrain, verse, refrain. I
join in the second refrain with her.”” He turned to
Janet. “You know it, of course,” he said quietly.
J’anet did not meet his eyes. ‘“Who doesn’t. It’s

been plugged enough.”

“Yes, of course.” He turned to the orchestra, and
there was a curious, pregnant pause whilst the men
waited, musical instruments raised, their eyes fixed on
their leader. Janet waited, staring at the shining,
formidable microphone, her heart beating rapidly.
Then the soft introduction to the waltz-song began
sweetly to fill the great studio; they had begun, and
when, after a moment’s terrifying hesitation, the girl
sang, she forgot the critical and the malicious eyes
watching her, forgot the men listening beyond the
glass panel which was the control room, forgot, even,
the long-limbed voung man in the black mask, who,
arms raised, condicted gently and easily the colossal
dance band whose fame rang through every Continent.
Janet only faltered when she came to the words :

“And in your-arms you’ll fold me,

Just as the day you told me,

To-morrow, Little Lady, I'll take you in my arms,

To have and to hold to my heart.”

The falter was so effective, that Bernstein nodded
approvingly to Mentasti, who did not respond but
stared intently at the slim figure of the girl at the
microphone. Rex joined Janet at the microphone,
waiting silently for the second refrain and suddenly
their eyes met, searchingly, gravely, and when their
voices Joined in lovely harmony, Janet knew the man’s
eyes were still upon her, and he sang softly, intimately,
personally, each note an embrace, each word a caress.
Janet swayed unsteadily as they finished ; she was very

ale. Mentasti rushed forward, and she was grateful

or his supporting arm. The Dream Lover, who had
rejoined his orchestra to conduct them to a grande
finale, turned and watched them, as sudden spontane-

ous applause broke from the band-men, and the various

members of the staf who had wandered into the
studio at the beginning of the session. Marcella said
nothing and did not applaud.

Her father and a tall, curly-headed young man rushed
from the control room, and wrung each of her hands
enthusiastically. The young producer turned to
Cressington.

“What a girl! Who found her? Mentasti! Hey,
Mentasti, how d’you do it? Is it your magnetic per-
sonality, or can you really teach?’*

. The Italian could not resist grinning deliberately at
Marcella, who averted her head furiously.

When Bernstein had signed the contract and Janet
had affixed her neat signature, Vauxhall rested his
hand on her slender shoulder.

“What about lunch, lass? We could all discuss the
party.”

“I'm fearfully sorry,” Janet spoke quickly, *I-—I
have a lesson with Mr. Mentasti; I know he wouldn’t
let me off.”

i ]:‘Ientasti looked at her curiously and shook his head
slyly.

“Sorry, Mr. Vauxhall, ‘“but we must keep her up to
it, vou know.”

Later, in the back of Bemnstein’s car, he said :

“¥ou know I'm meeting Madame Terrani?”’

“Ves.”

“I'll cancel it if you like.”

“No, no thank you, Bonito.”

“I'see.” He crossed his legs comfortably, and leaned
back in his corner of the luxuriously upholstered seat.

“Janet.”” His voice was so low that Bernstein
could not hear him speaking.

““Yes, Benito.”

‘“Supposing I asked you to marry me?”

Janet looked up gravely. ‘“I should have to say no,
Bonito.”

_“T see.

And supposing I asked again in six months
*“I—I don't know.”

" ery well. We'll leave it at that. But remember,
my dear, I should be proud and -honoured to
make you my wife.”

When they parted Janet said. ‘‘The rehearsal isn’t
for three days. Let me rest meantime, Bonito. I
promise to practise, but I'd like to—to relax.”

““Of course. 'Phone if you want me.”” But his eyes
were troubled as they followed the slim retreating
figure hurrying up the wide steps of the block of flats
which contained her minute two-roomed apartment.

The next three days passed slowly for Janet; she ate
little, slept little. She was lonely, but she did not
telephone Mentasti. On the day of the rehearsal the
first delivery of letters brought her a printed card
from Sponsored Radio Programmes, Ltd., reminding
her of the rehearsal at 11 a.m.

She arrived early, but hastened to the uniformed
man at the door. ‘“My name is Longton. They are
expecting me at the Dream Lover rehearsal.”

“It’s been called off, Miss.”

““Called off I"* Janet stared in amazement. A small
pageboy, leaning against the door and chewing thought-

y, started. ¥

‘“Are you Miss Longton? Gosh, I nearly forgot. Mr.
Cole >wants to see you in his office. Will you come this
way?”’

Apprehensively, Janet followed the small boy along
the winding corridors. They reached a door marked
“Private.” Janet knocked and entered. Cole was
waiting for her, sitting on his desk. Behind it was
Vauxhall, with Bernstein sitting on his left. Marcella
sat languidly in a deep armchair before the desk.
There was a small, emgty chair a little way in front of
the desk. At a wave of the hand from Vauxhall, Janet
sat ;iown. He said : “You know why I've sent for
you?”

‘“The réhearsal is off.”” Janet’s voice was bewildered.

“The show is off, Miss Longton, as far as vou are
concerned.”

Janet stared. “I don’t understand.”

“Don’t you? The Advertising Manager of the Mont-
pelier Permanent Waving Company 'phoned me yester-
day to say that a woman had telephoned him, offering
to give him all details of our programmes, for the pay-
ment of three thousand pounds.”

**But you don’t think that I...”” Janet paused, and
stared round at the faces of the other occupants of the
room. The men looked hard, unsympathetic, a little
disgusted. Marcella sneered openly.

Janet sprang to her feet. “I'm sorry. There is
nothing I can say if you have made up your mind."”

Marcella broke in crisply, ‘“ You should be thankful
we're not prosecuting you.”

“I’ll manage this my own way, Marcella,” her
father said quietly. Janet said nothing, and left the
room hurrieg.ly. Outside in the passage, she walked
dazedly along the carpeted corridors. Suddenly she
was conscious of someone behind her. It was Bernstein.
He was breathing heavily.

‘“Mein Gott, but you have been foolish.”

““Does Mentasti think I did it?”

‘“He ,is out of town. He told me to act as I thought

roper.”’

*“All right, Mr. Bernstein. And you want to cancel
the agreement.”

Bernstein shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘We shall havc
lost heavily. We expect no payment, but you must
leave the flat at the end of the month.”

“I'll go this week, Mr. Bernstein. Tell Mr. Mentasti
that I said I had even forgotten the name of the Mont-
pelier Company.” She hurried away. Outside, she
walked listlessly for some distance, then seeing a
passing 25 ’bus, jumped on to it, taking a ticket to

r~—~~NEXT WEEK-~—~~mimmimq
Begins
the first sparkling instalment of
HELEN BRETT’S
finest and most fascinating Serial
«MAY I HAVE THE NEXT
ROMANCE WITH YOU ?”

Don’t miss it !

Bond Street, scarcely realising what she was doing.
She alighted automatically at the corner of the littfe
street which led to ‘“The Rendezvous.” She reached
the snack-bar, and entered without hesitation. She
looked round dazedly. The plump little manager
rushed forward.

‘“Miss Longton. It is Miss Longton.”

Janet -smiled.

“Miss Longton,” the little man continued. “I am
sorry I dismissed you that night. I was worried, but I
should have realised it was nothing. Listen, customers
are always asking for you. Do you want a job?"

“Yes, I do. Very badly.”

‘“Can you start now.”

“Now:? Yes.”

. And presently, she was donning a familiar uniform -
in the little ante-room she knew so well. The door
burst oren and a slim, dark-haired girl rushed in.
“Janet ”

‘‘Rosie, oh, Rosie, darling.”

The two girls hugged affectionately.

‘“Let’s look at you, honey. Gosh, you’re like some-
thing off the films. But it’s my Janet, all right. But
something’s wrong, though. Tell your Auntie Rosie all
about ijt.”

Quickly, briefly, Janet told her. Rosie said simply :

“The dirty skunks.” She rose to her feet abruptly.
‘“Listen, I’m off to lunch. I'll be back at one-thirty.’

. Evening came, and Rosic and Janet were alone
in the snackbar, just as they had been that night when
the golden-haired girl had recognised the voice of her
sweetheart in the Dream Lover. Rosie said suddenly,
;:_Th«,a Dream Lover’s on the National. Want to hear

im.”’

“No, oh no, Rosie.”

‘“All right, honey. Sorry.”

Presently Rosie yawned and stretched her arms.
They had both been very quiet. *‘Listen, love, I'm
going in the kitchen for a bit. I'll be back in a jiffy.”
She trotted out, smiling to herself. Janet, alone, rested
her rounded chin in her cupped hands, and leaned
against the bright-coloured snackbar. The door
opened gently and someone entered. She turned round
to the corner of the counter where the customer was
perched on the high snackbar stool.

‘““What would you like . . . Rex !’

“*Is the coffee just as bad as ever, Janet ?”?

‘‘ Rex, your orchestra’s on the air.”

‘‘They let me off occasionally.”

Janet stood very still and looked at him gravely
across the narrow counter which separated them.

‘““Why are you here?”

*“To ask you to forgive me.” He paused and added,
‘“for thinking Mentasti was your lover.”

Janet met his eyes frankly. “I'm very fond of
Bonito Mentasti.”

“He’s very fond of you. He told me so. He also
told me what happened that night at his apartment.”

““He told you that , . .”

‘“Yes, because he knows that you and I love each
other, Janet.”

He covered the little fingers which rested nervously
on the counter with his long, sinewy hands. “I am
right, aren’t I, Janet?”

““Do you' know that Mr. Vauxhall thinks I tried to
get money from the Montpelier Company for the
Vauxhall programme plans.”

“Yes. Mentastiand I werelivid. He’'d misunderstood:
Bernstein, when he 'phoned him. So Bonito and. I
tore round to Vauxhall when we heard.”

“And?”

‘“And he rang Montpelier’s again. Jones said the
woman who ’phoned promised to give all details of
the programmes and the starting date. Only three .
people in the world know that. The booking agent,
Vauxhall, and Marcella.”

‘“Marcella.”

““Yes. She’s on her way to California now. Vauxhall
is fearfully cut up about her.”-

*“Oh, poor Mr. Vauxhall.”

Rex Cressington smiled gently. ‘‘You lovely child.
They tear you to pieces and you pity them.”

‘“How did you know where to lgzm‘ly me?”

‘“‘Somebody named -Rosie 'phoned me and said it
was none of her business but she thought I ought to
know where you were.” T

““Rosie ! Oh, the darling !"

“That’s what I thought. Stout fella, Rosie.”

Janet laughed happily and the Dream Lover con-
tinued seriously.

“Vauxhall sent a message. Will you sign a new con-
tract at double the salary?”

“Double the salary. - That’s too much.”

*Bernstein' won't think so. Oh, Mentasti tells me
the little man is sitting in sackcloth and ashes.”

“What else did Vauxhall say?”’

“He said, he said, Little Lady, that he'd like to
throw a party when the programmes start, and would
we like to call it our engagement party.”

The broad-shouldered young man sprang lightly
over the narrow counter and took the slender, golden-
haired girl tenderly in his young arms. A door at the
back of the restaurant opened suddenly, and the little
manager, amazed and furious, stood watching them.
A thin brown arm reached out and drew him back.
Rosie stood on tip-toe and whispered in his ear. They
closed the door softly behind them.

THE END
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Work in the

kitchen finished,
Elizabeth Craig is
ready foran hour
at her type-
writer.

been up to this past week? I have been going

to bed with the birds, and getting up at dawn

on the hottest days, when I wasn’t at parties,
or having a party. It's a good idea in hot weather.

WAYS OF FIGHTING THE HEAT

(1) Prepare food to be served cold in the early morn-
ing, or in the evening.

(2) Instead of making a sweet for dinner, buy ice
cream bricks, Serve, if liked, with a little strawberry
syrup poured over, or with fresh berries or canned fruit.

(3) If you must have a hot meal every day, make it
the evening one. Serve cold fare midday.

(4) Keep windows closed and curtained as long as
the sun is on windows. Uncurtain and open windows
‘when sun passes on,

(5) -Sacrifice something you were going to spend a
little money on, and buy an electric fan, if you've
electricity installed.

(6) Buy porous earthenware containers for milk,
butter, etc.

WHEN A COLD DRINK I8 WANTED

If you make a supply of lemon or orange syrup, or
both, and keep it in a tightly corked bottle in your
larder, you'll always have a good thirst quencher at
hand. There are many drinks you can buy which
only need to be diluted with soda water, or cold water,
such as Lemon Barley Water, lemon, orange or grape-
fruit squash, assorted fruit syrups, etc. Store themina
dark corner of your larder. Here are one or two
recipes for long drinks you may like to try :—

LEMONADE SYRUP

1 Ib. sugar, 6 lemons, 1 pint water.

Wash and dry lemons. Place sugar and water in a
saucepan. Stir occasionally over a slow heat till sugar
is dissolved. Boil without stirring until a thick syrup.
Grate and add lemon rind. Cool. Strain and add
lemon juice. Bottle and seal when cold. Dilute to
taste with chilled water, or soda water when wanted.

ORANQE PUNCH

1% cups strasned orange juice, 1 cup castor sugar,
1 quart ginger ale.

Add orange juice to sugar. Cover and stand for 6
hours. Add ginger ale, and a little ice if you can get it,
TEA PUNCH

Y, pint weak tea, 1 cup castor sugar, juice of 2 oranges,
1, ‘bint pineapple juice, 1 cup water, jusce of 2 lemons,
Y, cup crushed pineapple, soda water to taste.

Dissolve sugar in the water. Bring to the boil.
Boil 10 minutes. Pour into a jug. When cold, add
tea and strained fruit juices. Stand for % hour, then
addsodawatertotaste. Theseingredientsshould make
from 2-2 %, quarts.

NoTe.—Sometimes I crush 2 sprigs of mint and add
it with the tea, but take it out before serving.

THE WEEK WITH ME
It has been an exciting week. Had a crayon
portrait made of myself, complete with Siamese cat,

ELIZABETH CRAIG again! What have you

ELIZABETH
CRAIG,

in this week’s instal-
ment of her house-
hold diary, gives you
recipes for three de-
licious cold drinks,
which are certain to
earn the approval
of the whole family.
Also hints on
bachelor housekeep-
ing and a menu for
an intriguing sum-
mer Sunday dinner

for my better half across the Atlantic. On Monday.
Kathleen Shackleton, sister of the late Sir Ernest
Shackleton, was the artist. When I was trying to
“ Look pleasant,” she gave me the following ideas on
bachelor housekeeping :—

(1) Lacquer all your brass fittings and ornaments
and they don’t need to be polished, only dusted.

(2) Line your kitchen and scullery (if you have one)
with lino three feet up from floor, and your kitchen
premises won't need redecorating for a long time.
If you cook with- electricity, they’ll keep fresh for a
very long time. A wipe down with a damp cloth is all
that the lino needs. If you varnish remainder of walls
after distempering, they’ll keep fresh as long as the
lino if you clean them in the same way.

(3) Cook in fireproof glassware, and the food will be
good and can be served straight from dish and so save
washing up.

(4) Substitute glass door handles for brass ones.

(5) Use table cloth or mats made of oil cloth. They
don’t need to be laundered like linen or lace. Just
a rub like the lino.

(6) Specialize in one-course meals, such as grilled
steak or chop with potato crisps, grilled tomatoes and
fried potatoes. Follow with fresh fruit.

Note.—Good idea, Kathleen, but vour hints are just as
good for the married as for the bachelors !

Tuesday.—Had a relation from Scotland to break-
fast : Mandarins (canned), chilled in my * frig”
Followed with Grilled Streaky Rashers of Bacon, and
Fried, halved Bananas: Toast, Butter and Honey,
and Ceylon Tea. Sometimes I substitute fried sliced
potatoes or bread for the banana.

Wednesday.—Went to a tea party at Robinson and
Cleaver’s. You know their linen is famous all over the
world. Stole one or two tips for linen hunters.

IF LOOKING FOR LINEN

When buying linen either for your trousseau or for
your linen cupboard, if you happen to be already
married, remember that coloured is all the fashion.
Choose afternoon tea cloths in Paris-tinted Irish silk
damask. Remember, too, that designs with woven
coloured centre bands are all the rage. Not requiring
table linen at the moment, I’m saving up for a quilted
chintz quilt with a bedspread to match. You can get
them in ever so many delicate shades which remind
me of a bed of that lovely annual, called the * Poor
man’s orchid ”’ but known in my gardening circles as
Schizanthus. It's a poem in palest shades.

NoTe.—Saw some lovely round, square and oblong
cushions in art silk taffeta. If you want to make any,
apply a 3 or 4 inch border of ruching as a finish,
catching it a little below edge of cushion to form a
ruched edging. One word more, if you curtain your
windows in net you'll be following the illustrious
example of Queen Elizabeth, Queen Mary, the Princess
Royal and the Duchess of Gloucester.

Thursday.—Made some Apricot Biscuits to serve
with coffee.
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REFRESHING
SUMMER DRINKS

APRICOT BISCUITS

3Y% ozs. butter, 5 ozs. flour, Yo o0z. minced blanched
almonds, 2 ozs. castor sugar, 1 oz. minced dried apricots,
Vs teaspoon baking powder.

Beat butter and sugar to a cream in a basin. Sift
flour with baking powder. Stir into creamed butter
and sugar. Add apricots, and almonds. Knead until
well blended and holding together. Roll out thinly
on a thinly floured pastry-board. Cut into fancy
shapes. Bake on a floured baking-tin or sheet in a
hot oven, 450 degrees F. for about 10 minutes. When
the palest brown, remove from oven. Dredge with
castor sugar. Cool on a cake rack.

Friday.—Invented a new way of cooking canned
salmon. Served the scallops with™ lettuce salad;
moistened with French dressing.

SCALLOPS OF SALMON

1 small can of salmon steak, 2 ozs. butter, 2 tablespoons
fresh breadcrumbs, 2 tablespoons cooked peas, salt and
pepper to taste, 1 oz. grated cheese, Yy pint white sauce, -
1 teaspoon minced onion.

Butter either 4 scallop shells or 8 ramekins. Sprinkle
them with half the breadcrumbs. Divide half the
sauce between the shells or ramekins. Flake fish and
divide evenly between the shells or ramekins, Season
to taste with salt and pepper. Cover with remainder
of sauce, then with remainder of crumbs, mixed with
the grated cheese and salt and pepper to taste. Dab
here and there with tiny pats of butter. Bake in a hot
oven till crisp and golden. Enough for 4 persons.

Saturday.—Washed a pair of doeskin gloves as well
as some stockings and lace mats.

TO WASH DOESKIN QGLOVES

Make a warm but not hot soapy lather. Wash
gently, kneading soiled parts, untiF clean. Rinse in
tepid water containing a few drops of olive oil.- Draw
on gloves. Do not pull or squeeze in any way or the
gloves will dry out of shape. Place on a bath towel,
and leave till almost dry. Rub gently between the
hands, then dry completely, and rub again.

Sunday.—Had three friends to dinner. Here is the
menu :—
MENU FOR SUNDAY DINNER IN

MIDSUMMER
Fruit Cocktail
Veal and Bacon Loaf
Cauliflower Salad
Mango Chutney
Strawberry Meringues, Snow Soufflé
Fruit Cocktail—Quartered canned figs, mixed with
hulled raspberries to taste and fig juice. Mix with
strained lemon juice to taste.

VEAL AND BACON LOAF

1 1b. veal, 1 egg, salt and pepper to taste, 4 rashers of
bacon, Y, Ib. lean bacon, 1 cup breadcrumbs, 1 tablespoon
tomato catsup.

Trim veal and remove rind from bacon. Put veal
and the half pound of bacon through a mincer. Mix
mince with the crumbs, catsup and salt and pepper to
taste. Stir in beaten egg. Press well down into a
buttered fireproof dish. Cover with the rashers of
bacon. Bake in a slow oven for 21, hours. Leave till
cold. Serve with salad. Enough for 6 persons.

. CAULIFLOWER SALAD

1 medium cauliflower, Y, teaspoon minced parsley,
salt and pepper to taste, 3 tablespoons olive otl, 2 table-
spoons uinegar.

Trim caulifiower. Soak in salted, cold water for 1
hour. Plunge in a saucepan of boiling salted water.
Simmer till tender. Drain well and cool. Mix oil
with parsley, vinegar, and pepper and salt to taste.
Re-shape caulifiowet in a basin. Turn into a dish.
Sprinkle with the dressing.

Strawberry Meringues—Fill half shells with whipped
cream, mixed to taste with crushed sweetened straw-
berries, or with strawberry ice cream, if bricks are on

sale nearby.
) SNOW SOUFFLE

Beat six egg whites till stiff, then beat in one-third
of a 2-1b. pot of apricot, greengage or strawberry jam.
Turn into a shallow, buttered cake tin large enough for
the mixture to come only half-way up the side. Bake in a
slou oven till set. Serve alone or with cream, placing a
paper collar round the tin. Enough for six persons.

TO MAKE FANCY FLOWER BOWLS

Cover an earthenware bowl, a jam jar or honey
pot, or any nicely-shaped, empty food container, with
putty on the outside. Sink all over it close together
any chips of pretty china and leave till dry. Paint the
ridges of putty with gold paint.

Until next week, when I've to get ahead for a trip
to Scotland.
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BEAUTY AND THE BATH

MAX FACTOR

Hollywood Beauty Expert,

gives you a few hints on Feminine
Freshness, and shows you how to
make a luxury of your daily tub

one of the earliest and most important beauty

practices. Those glamorous and legendary
charmers who changed the fate of nations were
living advertisements for the benefit of the beauty
bath.

Hollywood’s charmers are not to be outdone.
In fact, they have made many notable improve-
ments on the old bathing routine. In the old days,
for example, a scented bath called for perfumed
bath salts. The modern miss merely reaches for
her bottle of eau de Cologne and adds a drop of its
cool green fragrance to her waiting tub. And she
jumps right in without having to wait for any
needle-sharp crystals to dissolve. Exhilarating
and deodorising eau de Cologne is an excellent
inducement to linger and relax in the bath.

- * *

JUST turn history’s pages and you'll discover

CREEN stars were quick to invent many other
new ideas for the bath. They found it a grand
thought to apply their cleansing cream before
getting into the tub. The warm water opens the
pores and allows the cream to do its best work.
You may either wash your face to remove the
cream, or use a soft towel or tissue. In either
case it is well to finish off with a cooling facial
shower of astringent or a skin freshener, particu-
larly if you use soap on your face, as these skin
lotions will counteract any free alkali left by the

soa.g.
is matter of soap is pretty important. A
soap which is vigorous enough in action to do a
thorough job on the body may not be suitable for
the face. The soft, sensitive skin of the face
demands a soap which is made of bland oils and
unguents. There is truly no one soap which is
ideally suited for both face and body. If you
wash your face while you’re in the tub, have a
handy place where you can keep both your cake
of bath soap and your cake of facial soap.

- * *

ANOT HER indispensable item is a back-brush.
Get one with a long handle, so that no part of
your back can hide fromit. Pay particular attention
to the area between your shoulder-blades; it will
need frequent rubbing and stimulation to keep it
smooth and soft.

Time for bathing demands serious consideration.
A morning bath or shower is almost a strict essen-
tial to a good day. It usually has to be .a rather
brief affair, however. Later in the day—either
before dinner or bed—is the time to indulge in
the luxury of a thorough and leisurely relaxation
in the bath-tub. Refreshment is the principle of

A recent photograph of Max Factor, who has spent
a lifetime studying the arts of feminine beauty
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the early bath, while the serious beauty business
takes place during the latter one.
» * *

WHEN you use a skin and tissue lubricating
cream, here’s a new idea. Set your jar
near enough to the tub to reach it without
disaster. After you have been in the warm water
long enongh for your pores to open completely,
pat the cream on your face, working it well into
the skin around the eyes, nose, mouth and throat.
Now just relax. The emollient cream will pene-
trate deep into the innermost crevices of the pores,
nourishing the starved skin glands. If you're
retiring immediately after, you can leave the
cream to do its work all night. Otherwise, a soft
tissue and a bracing skin lotion will remove every
last trace of it.

After-the-bath calisthenics with a huge rough
towel will keep your body fit and firm. Rub hard
until your skin fairly glows with health.

* * *

THERE'S just one major advantage which a
shower holds over a tub bath. One can finish
a shower by a tapering off towards the cold water.
The result is spirited stimulation, while the cold
water also serves to close the pores. By a simple
trick the good old-fashioned tub bath can be given
a finale which will accomplish the same results.
After your brisk exercises with the coarse towel,
give yourself a quick rub-down with eau de
Cologne. Let your body dry naturally, or assist
the process by fanning the air with a towel. You
will receive the same stimulation as from cold
water; your skin will tingle delightfully and your
pores will safely close. The final triumphant
flourish is a billowy cloud of scented talc, applied
with an enormous, fluffy puff.

With these few principles to guide you, feminine
freshness will be for ever yours.

FIVE-SHILLING  HINTS

Five shillings are offered for every

hint published on this page. Send

yours to ‘‘ Radio Pictorial,’’ Hints,

Chansitor House, Chancery Lane,
London, W.C.2

UNDER the bread in the bread bin, place a
wire cake-cooler, so that a current of air
passes under the bread. This will entirely prevent
mould forming.—Myrs. L. Cryer, Brookfield,
Knightsdale Road, Weymouth.

ERE’S a way to stop the knobs on blind

cords from continually tapping against the
window pane. Buy those little penny sponges
sold to fix round the tea pot spout to catch the
drips. Fix one round the centre of each knob.—
D. Keeley, 39 Brighton Road, Southport, Lancs.

HAT a nuisance it is when knitting a sleeve,

to have to go back to the beginning and
count the decreases every mow and then. Try
snapping a press fastener through every decrease
row, as you knit it, then the number of decreases
can be seen at a glance. The press fasteners can
be removed and used again and again, as the work
proceeds.—Miss Bonnie Jomes, Siloh Cottage,
Port Dinorwic, North. Wales.

RADIO PICTORIAL

' me— I use
.~ Lifebuoy
_Toilet Soap

Prevents

‘B.O:

(Body-Odour)

RADIO LUXEMBOURG

.(I293 meraes) at 6 to 6.30

EVERY SUNDAY EVENING
presented by the makers of

LIFEBUOY
TOILET SOAP

A LEVER probucTt

LBT 309-466
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down in the annals of broadcasting as one
of the unexplained mysteries of the air.
Very soon after I joined the B.B.C. there
were four popular anmouncers at the London
station, Stuart Hibberd, Freddie Grisewood,
John Snagge, and ‘‘Ajax’’ Farrar. One week-
end, Farrar and Grisewood had been on duty
and I happened to come down from the studio
after a rehearsal to have a snack at the canteen
at the same time as Mr. Grisewood went off to
order his tea.

For a long time he was in earnest consultation with
Mrs. Dubarry, one of the capable people who preside
over the B.B.C. restaurant, and very soon more than
half the B.B.C. was to kmow what that mysterious
conversation was about.

A friend of Mrs. Dubarry’s in Fulham begged her
to go round and hear the set working in her home, for
she wanted Mrs. Dubarry to tell’ her which B.B.C.
announcer it was who had a ghost voice !

‘What had actually happened was that the lady at
Fulham, a regular listener to the B.B.C. programmes,
had noticed that when a certain announcer came on the
air to give the bulletins, his words were echoed in her
loud-speaker by the charming voice of a woman. The
ghostly womnan’s voice, echoing every word of the
B.B.C. announcer, was a spasmodic occurrence and the
listener wanted Mrs. Dubarry to tell her which of
the four B.B.C. announcers it was.

The ghost voice did. not echo anybody else on the
wireless.

Of course, she had had electricians in to examine
the set, and nobody believed her.

So can you imagine Mr. Grisewood’s astonishment
when Mrs. Dubarry recounted to him<how she herself
had heard the ghost voice over that same week-end
while Freddie had been on duty.

Mrs. Dubarry sat the whole evening with her friend
while the wireless was on, and when Grisewood said,
at nine o’clock :

“ Before the news bulletin to-night there are three
SOS messages,’”” she distinctly heard the whole
thing echoed by a woman's voice. The same thing
went on all through the news at intervals.

What is even more surprising is that three other
people, one of them a B.B.C. announcer, listening on
his own radio set at Weybridge, also heard the ghost
voice.

I don’t pretend to explain it, and no ghost has ever
¢omplimented me by echoing my broadcasts! It is
just onc of those many things in broadcasting you
can’t attempt to explain.

All the same, I wish 1 had had a ghost to inspire me.
That sounds queer, doesn’t it? But what I mean is that
when I was studying at the Royal Academy of Music,
I was under Oscar Beringer. He died,-and as I hated
the idea of going to another master, 1 did not continue
my serious music studies. That is one of the things in
life I regret most.
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FREDDIE GRISEWOOD'S ghost will go

It was way back in 1917 that I left my home in
Australia to come to England in order to study at the
Royal Academy of Music,and perhaps I was very silly
and girlish about the attitude I took when Oscar
Beringer died. But there it was.

He had helped and inspired me in my studies,
and when he was gone I could not bring myself
to start all over again, making with yet another
man that mental link which must always exist
between master and student.

While ghosts may be rare things around Broadcasting
House, Cupid seems to pay pretty frequent visits to
the B.B.C.

As I myself got married while I was on the B.B.C.
staff, I may perhaps be forgiven for drawing attention
to some of my other friends of the microphone who
met their life partners for the first time in the musical.
radio world.

There was Tommy Handley, for instance. He is one
of the people for whom radio found romance. I was
actually playing in one of the shows when he first met
Jean Allistone while he was producing the revue.
A friendship and then a romance sprang up, and now,
of course, Jean is Mrs. Tommy Handley.

Stuart Robertson and Alice Moxon were both
regular broadcasters by the time they first met.
They were married some time after I joined the B.B.C.
stafi——I believe in 1927.

Many strange things happen at rehearsals, but it is
not every day that a B.B.C. producer meets his future
wife when she comes up for an audition.

Nevertheless, that's what happened to Howard
Rose, the radio play producer. Barbara Couper came
up for an audition just about the time 1 joined the
B.B.C. She was simply terrified because it was quite
different in the studio from stage conditions. She tried
to do a bit of straight acting.

Her voice dried up on her and she was a flop.

Then the producer called back through the loud-
speaker to this quaking, nervous actress, ‘‘Never
mind. Give us something funny.”

Just how Barbara managed to think of something
humorous on the spur of the moment for the B.B.C.
test, I shall never know. But the fact remains that
she was engaged for the part in a radio play—and in
due course she became engaged to the owner of the

Continuing the frank revelations

of
JEAN MELVILLE

(Ex-B.B.C.- Accompanist)

A series full of personalities and
stories that will fascinate every
reader
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voice which had bawled back at her through the loud-
speaker.

There was a B.B.C. announcer who fell in love
with and subsequently married a broadcaster in
the Children’s Hour, and in ten years at the B.B.C.
I have seen the first signs of many romances
springing up in the studios.

But B.B.C. studios are risky places in which to
conduct a romance. You never can tell whether the
microphone is switched on or not. And if it is switched
on, it may be that the studio is actually on the atr, or
else that the microphone is connected through to a
listening loud-speaker and amplifier in one of the
executives’ offices !

These loud-speakers—in cabinets standing some four
feet high—with folding doors in front, are fixed up in
several of the offices, so that an executive can listen in
to the rehearsal of a variety show, a concert or a radio
play and get some idea of the action before the thing
eventually comes on the air.

There is, 1 am sure, never the intention to ‘‘sneak,”
and there is no foundation for the rumour that Sir
John Reith had one of these loud-speakers installed so
that he could listen in to any studio.

f Sir John Reith wanted to listen in to, say, the

rehearsal of the variety show in which I was playing,
he would first have to 'phone up the engineers and
arrange for them to switch the microphone through
to his loud-speaker. Ten chances to one the engineers
would also give the O.K. in the studio when they had
fixed the microphone on, so that we should know that
the rehearsal was being officially listened to.

Talking of the 'phone reminds me that there was a
little thing which always made me laugh at the B.B.C.
One official, a martinet for efficiency, always liked to
think that his voice was recognised by every member
of the staff directly he rang them up. Actually, this
was very far from the case, though most of the people
under him—who were frightened of being blown up
if they did not immediately respond with “Yes, sir,”
when this official came on the ’phone—fixed up with
the telephone operators that they should ring three
times when this man came on the ’phone. Then they
would know how to answer smartly !

One day an official not connected with the pro-
gramme staff had some friends in his office, and with
pride he pointed out the loud-speaker in its magnificent
modern cabinet.

**This is a wonderful arrangement,’’ he ex-
claimed, to the admiring visitors. *‘‘I have only
to 'phone the engineers and they can switch me
on, not only to any studio in this building, but to
any B.B.C. studio throughout the.country. It
only takes a few seconds.’’

So the visitors sat there and were thrilled while the
loud-speaker was switched on in turn to studios in
Belfast, Birmingham, Manchester and Newcastle.
Then they came back to London 2gain to eavesdrop
on a rehearsal of a variety show in which a visiting
dance band was doing some of the orchestral work.

1 may say that your Jean was not in the studio at
the time, for I know how, shall we say, * enthusiastic’”
those boys became when arguing about musical
arrangements. But the engineer in charge was
blithely unaware of this, so upstairs in the B.B.C.
chief’s office the smiles froze on the faces of the visitors
as horrible, awful words drifted through the loud-
speaker !
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Memories of Jack Payne, Henry Hall and Jack Jackson—Jean Melville tells ail

““What the blankety-blank do you mean by putting
four bars rest there?’’ said the trumpet player to the
pianist arranger, and, ‘“Why the blankety-blank do
you think you want to blow your blankety-blank
trumpet all the blankety-blank time. . ; .?”

And so it went on, for the official was powerless to
switch the loud-speaker off himself, and had to grab
at the telephone and bark an order through to the
engineers to have the wretched thing switched off.

I assure you that story is perfectly true, but it is, of
course, a rare event.

A much more serious and helpful side of the loud-
speaker business is when we use them for auditions.
You see, sometimes it isn’t possible for a new artiste in
Manchester or somewhere in the provinces to come to
London for a test. So he goes to the local studios and
by arrangement he is switched through to a loud-
speaker in London and he is actually given his audition
over the wire.

I believe that Mr. de Groot (the ex-B.B.C. announcer
and not the violinist) was chosen for the job of
announcer in that way. He was already on the staff,
but had put in an application to be an announcer.
They gave him a test over some distance on the wire,
to see how his voice really came through.

I Ienry Hall used the loud-speaker system quite a
lot, as indeed most band leaders do when they get a
broadcast.

Before he had his new studios in Maida Vale, Henry
used to do a lot of his work in the upstairs listening
room overlooking the dance-band studio—a room which
was formerly used for Children’s Hour broadcasts.
He could be seen through the listening-room window
by the band, but unless he opened the double window
he could not actually hear what they were playing,
except through the loud-speaker. Of course, it's the
best test of all.

Henry would sit with a sheaf of music on his lap or
with a whole pile of letters which he had to read
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