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Here is a marvellous opportunity of
securing a really well-made garment

POST &
at a price that, normally, would not PACKING
buy the trimmings. Linen material 7d.

of various colours of floral design with {
white linen collar. Waisted and

Flared. Fully cut. Detachable belt A genuine bargain in perfectly tailored garments
with black bone buckle and buttons.

to fit ladies of SW., W. and WX. sizes. Out-
Box pleated front and back. Fancy size 1/6 extra. Strong linen fabric material in
shoulders and cuffs to match collar. latest shades of Pink, Beige, Green and Lemon.
Colours guaranteed fast. Size W. An exceptionally Box pleat pockets. Yoke back with centre
smart garment. 3 dresses for 4/9, post and packing pleat. Fabric covered buttons. Tailored
6d., or 6 for 9/9 including postage. Sen(! immediately revers and collar. White bone buckle on belt,
and secure your Summer wear at a price below the Fashionable i rt Ty kel it :
imagination of even the greatest of Bargain Hunters. ? astlonable inverbedyp clgec By e

costume for all occasions. Clearance price for
AIRCRAFT PRODUCTS LTD'., complete suit 3/11, post and packing 7d.
Dept. R.P.L.D.I, 91 NEW OXFORD Money back if not satisfied. Send P.O. 4/6 at
.P.L.D.1, {
STREET, LONDON, W.C.| once to
’Phone TEM. 6559

> AIRCRAFT PRODUCTS LTD.,

Dept. R.P.LS.1, 91 NEW OXFORD STREET,
| LONDON, W.C.I. *Phone TEM. 6559
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children : ‘I love,” “You
love,” ** He loves.”

BRIGHT PUPIL: Huh! Sounds
like ome of them triangle dramas
where somebody gets shot.

By Brian Lawrance (Johnson’s
Glo-Coat show, Luxembourg, June 12;
Normandy, June 15).

* - .

ABSORBING CASE

EACHER (during grammar
class) : Now listen carefully,

ACTRESS : The burglar took
three diamond rings and two
pendants.

DETECTIVE : Anything else?

ACTRESS : He drank a whole
bottle of whisky before he left.

DETECTIVE : Ah! Let's go in
and reconstruct the crime.

By Anona Winn (“Bungalow Club,”
National, June 13).

. . .
MUSICAL INTERLUDE

ASSISTANT : I've engaged a
quintet to play the background
music for the love scene.

AMERICAN PRODUCER : How
many guys play in this quintet?

ASSISTANT : Five, of course.

AMERICAN PRODUCER: Aw,
shucks! Go and get me a bigger
quintet !

By Charlie Kunz (Cadbury Callmg,
Normandy and Luxembourg, June 14).

. S .
AND HE THOUGHT THEY
WERE ALONE'!

SHE : No, don’t kiss me, Hubert !
Do you realise that every kiss con-
tains millions of germs?

HE : Gosh, millions of germs?

SHE : Yes. Now you see why I
loathe kissing.

HE : In that case, I'm not so keen
on kissing either—not. in front of
that crowd !

By The Carson Sisters (Radio
Norsmandy Calling, Normandy, June 12).

‘e * *

WATER(N) IDEA !

Ist DRUNK: Ash I alwaysh

shay—you can lead a horsh to the

water, but you can’t—hic—make
him drink.
2nd DRUNK: Coursh not.

Would yow drink it—hic—if you
wash a horsh?
By Ralph Reader (L1febuoy “Gang
Show » Luxembourg, June 12).
* * *

ON THE WRONG TRACK

A young actor, obliged to make
up as an old man, drew a great
number "of dark lines all over his
face.

While he -was adding still more
lines to his face, the manager walked
in, studied his face for some minutes,
and asked, “ What are you supposed
to be playing—Clapham Junction?”

By Philip Ridgeway (B.B.C. Palace
of Varieties, to-morrow, Jine 11).

* 3 .

HAVEN'T WE ALL?

“You say you’ve never heard of
the Mills Brothers? "

“No.’

‘“Haven’t you ever heard people
imitating an orchestra?”

*‘I've heard one or two orchestras
doing it.”

By Gertrude Niesen (Horlicks
Picture House, Normandy, Luxembourg,
Paris, June 12)
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WISECRACKS by THE WEEK’S WITTIEST BROADCASTERS

ALMOST A RECORD

“That croonette would be all
right if she didn’t talk so much.”

““Never silent, eh?”

“No. I think she must have been
vaccmaﬁed with a gramophone-
needle.”

By The Three Musketeers (Stork
Radio Parade, Normandy, Jume 12;
Luxembourg, Junc 15).

* * *

ON THE HAIR

Ist RADIO ENTHUSIAST -

Where’s the wife?
2nd DITTO : At the hairdresser’s

‘having a short wave set.

By Peggy Dell (Rinso Radio Revue,
Luxembourg and Paris, June 12).

* * *

WELL, THAT'S SOMETHING

Little Audrey, who hated spinach,
was forced to eat some by her
mother, and before Audrey left the
table, her mother said, *“ You've for-
gotten to say your Grace, dear.”

‘“I've got nothing to be thankful
for,” said Audrey.

‘“Say Grace just the same,”
demanded Mother.
“All right,”” snapped Audrey,

closing her eyes. ‘“Thank God I
wasn’t sick.”

By Harry Hemsley (B.B.C.’s “Friends
ToTea,” June13).

i

THIS TAKES THE BATH BUN
1st BANDSMAN (calling at pal’s

home after hectic mnight) . Is Mr.
Hotsax up yet?
LANDLADY : No, sir. He got

up, drank his bath, and went back
to bed.

By Sydney Burchall (another B.B.C.
Palace of Varieties star, lo-morrow,
June 11).

* * *

SOCKING STATE OF
AFFAIRS

BANDLEADER : What's the idea
of socking the trombonist in the
jaw? All you've got to do is to
slap that bass !

BANDSMAN : Gee, boss, 1
thought you said ‘““Slap that face !”’

By Donald Peers (D.D.D. programme,
Normandy, June 12).

* *. »

GAS-LY MISTAKE !

It happened at an Air Raid
Precautions rehearsal.

YOUNG INSTRUCTOR : Excuse
me, madam, but you're wearing
your gas-mask wrongly. .

LADY (icily): As a matter of
fact, young man, I haven’'t got a
gas-mask on !

By Doris Gilmore (“Inspector
Brookes” thriller, Luxembourg, Lyons,
June 12).

““David, do stop oscillating—you’ll have the faw on us.”’

QU™
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HIS NAME'’S ‘‘ ELASTIC "’
“I see the B.B.C. are starting
physical-fitness broadcasts.”
“That so? Well, I ain’t doing
any more physical jerks.”
‘“Are you experienced, then?”
“Yeah, I just done a four-year
stretch.”
By Johnny Couper (in ‘‘Our Own
Chowce” from Lyons, June 13).
* . 3
RACY STORY
“Our little croonette feels pretty
badly about losing that Beauty
Contest.”
“Didn’t she stand a chance?”
‘“Sure. She was only beaten by
a nose.”

By Valerie Hobson (Lux Radio
Theatre, Luxembourg and Paris, June 12)_.
* * .

IT’LL COME OUT ALLRIGHT

“You know, Freddy, I'm pretty
worried about taking my first sea
voyage. If I get seasick, I shan't
know what to do.”’

“Don’t you worry about that.
You’ll know when the time comes.’

By Billy Merrin (supplymg late
dame music, National, Regional, Midland
to-morrow, June 11).

. * -
UNCALLED FOR!

When an earthquake shook a row
of houses, one man was flung
violently out of bed.

Turning sulkily to his wife, 'he
remarked,. ‘“All right, "all right,
Ethel! I was just going to get up,
anyway.” :

By Mario de Pietro (fromthe BB.C.,
June 12).

. . .
ANOTHER HOLLYWOOD
STORY !

HOLLYWOOD STAR’S MAID:
Shall I hang up these new curtains,
ma’am?

HOLLYWOOD STAR : Yes, you
can use some of my old wedding-
rings.

By Reg Pursglove (B.B.C. Ball-
room, Regional, June 11).

3



RADIO PICTORIAL

all . .. they've all friendly, thank you.

To-night at 8.15 p.m. on Regional ** Cyoon-
er’'s Corner ” takes the aiy and those who don’t like
crooners are warned to switch off.

For the others theve's three-quarters of an hour of
paradise. Felix Mendelssohn’s band will provide
music for the singing of Helem McKay, Bettie
Bucknelle, Paula Gyeen, Betty Dale, Dinah Miller,
Marjorie Stedeford, Jack Plant, Al Bowlly, Hugh
Fyench, Sam Costa, Jack Lorimer and Robert
Ashley. :

WELVE crooners all let loose in a studio
together ! Phewwww ! Bloodshed! Notat

* * *

AST week a tip from Stuart Hibberd sent

‘‘Flying Squad ’’ Fletcher to Romford by
fast car on the trail of ‘‘ Joey ’’ Sheppard.
First interview proved so promising that
B.B.C. recording chief °’phoned office and
turned out engineers with van to get record
of the little bird’s voice.

Just a year old, ‘‘Joey,’’ blue and gold
budgerigar, has the voice of the Sheppard
family and a remarkable repertoire. Mrs.
Sheppard has taught him most, but for scat
singing he studied with her daughter Evelyn,
swing music fan; and you should hear that
bird cry ‘‘ Hotchacha!’’

* * *

Mrs. Sheppard was keen for her bird to broad-
cast. She had heard the Bradford bird and knew
that hers was as good and had a different reper-
toire. But that was not the real reason why she
welcomed the mike in her Romford parlour.
She wanted o prove to her mother-in-law some miles
away that *‘ Joey” really did talk the way she said
he did | So the broadcast is being arranged.

H. L. Fletcher is nursing a secret ambition.
He wants to run a Regional budgerigar competi-
tion by means of records !

Professor Lloyd James should welcome this
idea which will help to keep dialect alive, for the
birds all speak with the voices of their teachers.
Tucked away in a library H. L. Fletcher has now
got records of Yorkshire and London birds, and

4

This

when he has collected more from Scotland, Wales
and the West Country we may hear the lot
together.

. . .
IN the great effort being made by the French to
foster tourist travel from other countries to

She’s Elsie Keene whom you've
heard with Stanelli—personality
girl. You'll be hearing a lot
more of her!

France, wireless is not being meglected.  Every
Saturday evening a travel talk in English is broadcast
from Rennes at 6.45 and from Ljlle at 7.10. An
English journalist has been chosen to give these talks,
and he travels all over France collecting data, and
besides describing the towns and places he visits, he
does not omit practical details regarding hotel prices.

British vesorts might copy with advantage and
broadcast travel talk mot omly im French but in
English for home consumption. Brighton would
find it pay well to talk about their rvegatia week
Jrom Luxembourg, Normandy or Paris. -

* * *
ALL the week St. George’s Hall has been
crowded with mayors and councillors
up from the seaside for a talk and a lunch with
Messrs. Watt and Pepper. In turn the big
men of Brighton, Clacton and Southend met
the Variety Director to exchange ideas for the

microphone’s surmmer tour.

Talks began across the big table in that
sunny room on the second floor, were con-
tinued in the grill room of the Langham
across the way. But instead of getting the
bigwigs of Bournemouth to town, John and
Harry made the trip to the seaside to talk
with them there.

With preliminary work so well advanced,
Harry is hoping after ail to squeeze in two
weeks holiday before the big tonr starts at
Brighton next month.

) He’s on the Air

EANWHILE, Charles Brewer is ‘‘flying

high”” about Europe in a moth. The
Assistant Director of Variety is the only one of
many wartime airmen with the B.B.C. who still
pilots his own machine.

Back at his desk for two days’ work after a
trip to Brussels and Amsterdam, he was planning
a longer flight with " Scrapbook” Baily as his
passenger.

Most week-ends you will find Charles at a

Surrey flying club, but it is the long-distance.

flight that appeals to him most. At the end of the
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TWELVE CROONERS in a

Week’s Gossip—

war he was with a squadron which was preparing
to fly over to Berlin and back, and the Channel
seems a short hop to a pilot who was trained
for such trips.

. Family Party
LAST Amatewr Hour was quite a family party,
and Carroll Levis beamed over the micvophone
to mothey and sister in the front row of the stalls.
Early that morning he had been at Southampton to
greet them on the "'Europa,” and they travelled to
town togethey while Douglas Moodie took the final

‘rehearsal in St. George's Hall.

The Levis family had lots to talk abowt, because
this was the first meeting since Carroll left them in
Canada four years ago. And a whole lot has happened
to Carroll in that time. Have you heard that he is
booked up onVhe halls till 1940°? j

* * +*.

‘¢ Still, I can always make time to broad-
cast,’’ he said. ‘‘I know how the radio has
helped me.’’

Though that night’s show was the last

Amateur’s Hour that had been booked by
the B.B.C., Carroll has an idea for a pro-
gramme which John Watt is considering.

Carroll would like to put on a homely hour
on Sundays, a programme that would suit
the mood of the day, with a ballad, a poem,
a song, an instrumental solo or so, with an
orchestra and perhaps a small choir.

It sounds a good idea. Let’s hope they can
find room for it.

* * *

MAYBE it looked very funny to viewers, but

Audrey Acland did not laugh. And I am
sorry for any artiste who suffers from the atten-
tions of a large blue bottle when making her first
appearance by television. Itis an ordeal, anyway,
but with a blue-bottle ruining a song by its
buzzing and the picture by flying around the face,
it must be agony. }

This insect seemed to me to want to fly into
the artiste’s mouth, and after several false
attempts it settled on her cheek, Twitching failed
to keep the fly away—but the song went on.

New Louis Levy Series

"YOU shall have Music” is the title which Louis

Levy has chosen for his Symphonic Rhythm
programmes starting at the end of the month. G.B.
allowed their star comductoy to make a pari-time
contract with the B.B.C., and John Watt arranged
to augment the variety orchestra each week for the
Louis Levy programines.

Of course, Charlie Shadwell, its popular perma-
nent conductor, 1s not affected by this new arrange-
ment. Alyeady he's working -as hard as any man
around St. George's Hall.

+ * +
LAD to find that Berthe Gross-Bard—
you remember the golden voice of Italy
—1is staying around town.

With writing for the radio, talking to
schools and finding foreign folk for ‘‘In
Town To-night,’’ she is pretty busy and has
taken a little flat.

Berthe, who was a journalist, hops about
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STUDIO TO-NIGHT!

Presented by Wandering Mike

a lot, and was in Vienna at the time of the
crisis. In the palmy days when European
statesmen were always attending confer-
ences at spas, Berthe Gross-Bard was usually
around reporting for a prominent Italian
journal.

Calm on the Surface
THE B.B.C. reminds Sir Stephen Tallents of a
duck. It may appear to be complacent,
but. .

And he tells the story of the Japanese envoy
to Nanking who advised the navy to imitate
ducks “who bore an unruffled appearance above
the water while they paddled like the devil under-
neath it.”

Those who know what goes on behind those
smooth stone walls of the palace of broadcasting
tell me that descnptlon is very apt

-
ITH "Monday Night at Seven ” temporarily
shelved, Douglas Moodie is all set for a several
weeks’ holiday in Cornwall. But he won't waste that
time. He'll be resting on a lonely beach—maybe
casting a critical eye over any “‘lovelies” who may
be passing—but he’'ll be thinking.

Yes, Douglas has an idea. Next autumn he hopes
to make radioland Glamour-Conscious. He wants to
become the Lubitsch of the air. He wants to specialise
in glamorous shows, get hold of radio “‘Cinderellas”
and turn them into radio Glamour Girls.

Briefly, he wants to invest British vadio (at least.
his sectiom of it) with all the ballyhoo, glitter and
sparkle that characteyises certain aspects of Amevican
radio.

I'll be telling you more. It's a good idea. . . .

. * . .
N Sunday, June 12, raise a glass to Sam
Costa, popular vocalist. Mendelssohn's
‘“ Wedding ‘March '’ will be ringing out in
Sam'’s honour.

Personality Girl

GIRL who seems to me to be a radio

‘“‘natural” is pictured opposite. Her name
is Elsie Keene. Maybe you heard her last
week as one of the guestsin Stanelli’s Ladies’ Night
show. And, on June 20, she plays the part of Jennie
Jugg in the Jack and Jill show to be broadcast
to the Empire.

Elsie, when quite young, decided to go on the
stage. So she ran away from home, which wasa
village near Oxford. She walked for miles and then
got a lift on a steam-roller to High Wycombe.
Such was her personality that the driver even
shared his bread-and-cheese lunch with her! He

then lent her the fare to London, where she
called on her uncle who was in the business and
he gave her a job in the sketch with which he was
touring the halls.

* . *

Stnce then she's played in such musical comedies
as “The Lady of the Rose,”” * Madame Pom-
padour,” '‘Katja the Dancer,”” and '‘Yvonne.'
Then she touved India, Burma and Malaya,
Australia and South Africa. Now radio crops up.
Heigh-ho, it's an exciting life, when you've got
good looks, talent and guts.

* * *
Y colleague who writes the B.B.C.
Programme Guide recently gave you
news of a forthcoming big broadcast from
Butlin’s Holiday Camp at Skegness, in which
Mantovani will star.

Snapped at-a Gala Ball—sparkling Cicely
Courtneidge dancing with the Marquess of
Townshend

Now Dave Frost (who has beeii appointed
Musical Director for Butlin’s Holiday Camps)
tells me that the venue has been changed to
Clacton. The broadcast will be held on
July 8, and Mantovani and his band will be
featured. Dave is also grabbing a long list
of star guest artistes for that broadcast . . .
and the names of these I'll split next week.

Little Bit of Heaven
ID you hear Denis O’Neil sing 4 Little Bit of
Heaven in the last *“Old Time Music Hall”
show? That song has happy memories for Denis.
He “made”’ it in this country.

It happened that Denis was leaving America
some ‘years ago when up to the quayside ran a
friend of his clutching a still-wet-from-the-press
copy of the song. The friend was a Jesuit priest,
Father Carey.

Denis brought the number to England, worked
it one might at the Piccadilly Hotel, and on the
strength of it was signed up on his first HM.V.
recording contract.

. . .
SHOULD you be passing a certasn block of flats
near Baker Street and happen to get hit in the
eye with a medicine pill you can lay the entive
Albert Memorial to a toothcomb that your assailant
is Tony Melrose, popular Radio Lyons broadcaster.

Tony possesses a strong catapult, and it is one of
his delights to set this ferocious weapon in mction
against people passing way down in the street. Not
that he is a very good shot. I and Roy Plomley, of
I.B.C., standing in the room behind Tony weve in

far greater dangerthan Tony s supposed ‘victims.”

*
HE new Bing Crosby film, ‘‘ Doctor
Rhythm,’’ is a bright musical which is
pretty well stolen by that magnificent artiste.
Beatrice Lillie.

Mary McGuire, ravishing Australian, has arrived
in England to act with Gracie Fields

Let me introduce you—*‘‘Elsie Somerville’’ in

the ‘‘Gangsmasher’’ serial broadcast every
Monday. s, in private life, Jillian Sandlands,
who has a picture in this year’s Royal Academy.

Now here’s a significant thing. The night
before we saw the press show, Bee had been
in ‘‘ Monday at Seven.’”’ She sang a song
from the film which, on the air, was only
mildly funny. Yet, next morning, on the
screen, it was a riot. Which seems to suggest
that there is a radio technique . . . and that
even the most brilliant artiste cannot be
hurled into a studio at Broadcasting House
and be necessarily expected to' be a ‘‘ wow.’’

Some of the B.B.C. producers would do
well to appreciate that important fact.

* * *

ITH the finish of Monday at Seven it is to

be hoped that Judy Shirley will be given a
fair chance to reveal her undoubted vocal gifts.
She has to live down those *singing commeére”
operations of the past few months. It was not
fair to a girl of such natural charm and vocal
excellence to give her such a task. Some
people think that a compére is all wrong; more
still think that a commeére is-worse ; still more think
that a singing commére is yet worse—but no one
can possibly find a good word for a singing
commeére having to sing such doggerel as Judy
Shirley has been condemned to do.

Another Fan Club
IF you've fans of those brisk, breezy Canadians,

Al and Bob Harvey, you won't need any per-
suasion to join a fan club which has just been formed
in their honowr. The secvetary is Miss Audrey M.
Godden, 6 Kirklees Road, Thornton Heath, Surrey,
and she'll be delighted to let you have all particulars.
Stamped addyressed envelope, please !

* * *
IDNEY TORCH, who is making frequent
broadcasts from the organ of the Gaumont
State Kilburn, was telling me the
other day of an occasion—not so very long
ago—when a small provincial cinema wanted
to enlist his services for a week’s work.

So Sidney went to look the organ over.

‘‘Well,’’ said the manager eagerly, ‘‘what
about it, Mr. Torch ?**

Gravely Sidney regarded the antique
organ, which looked more like a dresser than
an organ . . . a perfect vehicle for hanging
cups and saucers on. ‘‘Let me try it,”’ he
replied, ‘‘if I can get any music out ot it,
I'll pay you for the privilege !’

* * *

Torch-beams for- Torch fans.
broadcasting without a cinema audience.
Because he likes to work in his shirt sleeves.

Likes buttered toast, but only if he can spread
the butter himself and confesses that he once made
a break of 5 at billiards |

Please turn to next page

Sidney prefers
Why?
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Mathea Merryfield, famous inter-
national Fan Dancer, is shortly to
tour the world with a new waltz,
written specially for her by—

THERE have been plenty of rumours just lately
that the B.B.C. will broadcast only professional
dance bands in the future. Don’t you believe it |

There is some lip-top talent among the semi-pro
bands, and it will get 1ts chance in the provinces at
any rate, according to Percy Edgar, the Midland
Regional Divector.

Myr. Edgar was a stage artiste himself once, and
believes firmly in encouraging both amateurs and
semi-pyos in broadcasting.

North Regional, too, gives the local bands a break
from time to time, and we find such bands as that
of Eddie McGarry establishing themselnes firmly with
listeners in all parts of the region.

* * *
ELAYS from the Embassy Theatre,
Peterborough, are becoming a feature of
Midland programmes, and listeners always
look forward to a good show from the stage
there.

This is a brand new theatre which was only
opened last November, and has already
featured many of the most famous stars of
the variety world. It has one of the largest
stages in the country. }

This is the second theatre in the town—the
Empire being the °‘‘opposition *’—from
which radio relays can be heard from time to
time.

* * .
TWENTY-THREE-YEAR-OLD Peter Duncan

has just announced his engagement to Sylvia
Clarke. Sylvia’s 21, the actress-authoress winner
of the R.A.M. Harriet Kendall Gold Medal .for
Shakespearian acting. Peter is one of the B.B.C.
Variety Department effects aces. You heur his
panel work each week in In Town To-night.

.They met in the Birmingham studios when
Peter was ““on the panel” for a broadcast in which
Sylvia was taking part. A real studio romance.

. . +
WHEN Jack Hylton took his band to open the
new Civic Hall at Wolverhampton—they
broadcast from there—he found himself in rvathey
an awkward predicament.

He had left instructions in London - for a portey
to send on his dyess suit by train, but somehow it got
mislaid, and he was compelled to borrow a suit
from one of the boys, who is comsiderably move
sylph-like than Jack !

So the band leader found every mcvement vestricted
when he took the stand. FEven ihe shoes worried
him ! But he kept smiling and the broadcast was
well up to the usual Hylton standard.

* +* * .
AY NOBLE fans are already asking where
they can see and hear theiv idol. Here’s
the low-down. The maestro is at Glasgow
this week. His variety dates follow in this
order (being no mathematician, 1 leave you

6

This Week’s Gossip

~—Lawrence Wright, better known
as “‘Horatio Nicholls,”” famous com-
poser of popular songs. The new
waltz is called *'I'm Saving the Last
Waltz for You™’

to work out the exact dates); next week, Man-
chester ; the week after, Liverpool; then
Dublin, the Palladium, London (for two weeks)
Birmingham, Edinburgh, Newcastle, Holborn
Empire and finally doubling Finsbury Park
and Stratford Empire.

* * * ~

So far he has four Sunday concerts fixed. On
July 10 and August 14 he’ll be at Westbrook
Pavilion, Margate. On July 24 at Southport,
and on August'7 at Harrogate.

If you’d like to trip a measure to his strains
you can come across him at one of the following
dances :—June 16, Ritz, Manchester; June 24,
Grafton, Liverpool; July 11, Royal Palais, Totten-
ham; July 15, Cricklewood Palais; July 21,
Birmingham; July 22, Drill Hall, Coventry; and
July 27, Edinburgh Palais.

* * *
N making inquiries at Midland Regional
recently they found that the very man they
" ™ . 5
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Mr. Middleton, famqus broadcasting gardener (right), describes potted plints at Chelsea for
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wanted for a feature programme was an tnvalid in a
Coventry hospital.

Incidentally he was a pensioner, aged 77, but
nothing daunted they took the recovding van along,
and the veteran told his experiences.

When this was played back to him he became so
excited that he burst inlo song for the first time since
he had entered hospital. And the O.B. squad were so.
tickled that they vecorded his somg, too, and played
it back to him !

* * * :
HIEVES in Aberdeen have a headache in
store. The Aberdeen City Police are now
carrying radio sets on their bikes. The sets
are hidden in a satchel on the handlebars.
The sets are operated by three tiny valves,
while the aerial is a coil of wire wrapped
round the satchel.
* * *

Here’s a correction to the list of fan clubs
recently published on this page. The Arthur
Tracy (Street Singer) Club has changed its
secretary, who is now Miss Marion Lilay, 18 Vale
Road, Finsbury Park, London, N.4.

* * *
OE" KAYE'S crooney, darling of the Ritz—
glamowy, femininity, and art personified—that's
June Malo, whose lovely face looks at you from owur
cover this week. Makes you think of June roses—
and a June moon—doesn't she ?

* * *
HEAR that Billy Scott-Coomber has made
a great success with Harold Ramsay in
the new Radio Rodeo show which has just
started on a variety hall tour. '

Someone in sponsored radio, with years of
experience behind him, told me that, in his
opinion, Billy may never be the greatest
male dance music vocalist in radio, but he
will always be the most effective.

Why ? Because he feels every note and every
word of every song that he sings.

With the modern trend for sentiment in
popular songs, Billy must be ‘in a very
emotional state !

* * *
IT‘S good to see Valerie Larg’s name back again in

Midland broadcasting after quite a long interval,
during which she has been playing leadsin repertory
productions in various parts of the country.

Incidentally, Valerie has been blossoming forth
as an author, for she wrote the book of a musical
play, The Blue Hat, which was sent out. from
Newcastle a few weeks back.

T

the television programme
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HIS week’s T.T. meeting in the Isle of

Man—one of the most exciting motor-

cycle events of the year—is to be broadcast

on June 13, 15 and 17 on North and
Regional

CHARLES HATTON

describes some of the difficulties encountered
by the men who are responsible for bringing
these thrills to the mike

over Outside Broadcasting at North

Regional he had his eye on the T.T.

races for one of the main events in his
summer programme.

At first it was not easy. There were no
suitable telephone lines from the Isle of
Man, and it was not until the Post Office
laid a new cable in 1930 that Victor Smythe
was able to go ahead and make plans.
~ He realised that he was tackling a stiff propo-
sition in relaying a commentary ‘on the longest
motor-cycle race in the country—and the most
important, too. However, he went ahead in his
characteristic cheerful fashion, and the T.T. was
heard on the air for the first time eight years ago.
The race was described from two points at

FROM the moment Victor Smythe took

first; one at the Douglas grandstand for the start,
and the other near that hair-raising corner at
Craig-na-baa. ’

Stationed at the last-named spot—with the
mike attached to a garden rake on the hotel
‘veranda 1—Victor was all set to begin his
commentary when one of the machines came
tearing along out of control. ¥t crashed full
tiit into the  veranda, swept most of the
structure away—microphone, garden rake,
apparatus and all, and left Victor wondering
if he were shot into the next world !

However, he was more surprised than- hurt,
everything was fixed up ‘again in very quick
time, and Victor carried on with the commentary
as if nothing had happened.

It was rapidly discovered that two points were
by no means adequate for  giving a proper
description of the race, so in the following year
Victor Smythe added’ another at the Ramsey
bairpin bend, where so ‘many riders have come
to grief. _

Even then, the riders were “lost’ for long
stretches as far as the commentary was concerned,
and Victor was often reduced to *gagging”
—telling his listeners amusing stories of a fictitious
“lock-out” whom he had stationed in a field in
order to give him warning of the approach of the
leading riders. ' '

But the commentators were never really happy
until they devised their present system of time
sheets, on which full details of the race are
entered as they are telephoned through from
various points, and. whereby it is possible to
estimate within half a minute the position of any
of the first six riders.

his year, yet another commentating point is

being added at Ballacraine, which should be a
vast improvement, and greatly facilitate matters
for the other commentators.

This is what you will hear if you listen to
all the relays of this year’s Isle of Man week.
On June 13 there will be an eye-witness
account of the Junior T.T. given by Graham
Walker, himself a famous racing motor-
cyclist.

On June 15 there will be a full running,

commentary on the Lightweight event, and
on June 17 the Senior Tourist Trophy will
be described at 11 am., 1230 and 1.30
approximately.

‘You will hear Graham Walker's graphic des-
cription of the start of the race, with its “revving”’
engines, roaring exhausts, and excited crowd
cheering wildly as the favourites start on their
long journey. By the time he has completed this
description, the leaders will be well on their way,

Broadcasting these
break-neck speed races
is not without its dan-
gers. A machine crashed
into the mike on one
occasion, and the com-
mentator had a narrow
escape !

so—"“Over to Ballacraine!” will be Victor
Smythe’s order, where G. A. Allan will describe
how the cracks take the sharp right-hand corner
they encounter there.

On then to the Ramsey hairpin, where the
inimitable Richard North takes up the tale,
telling how the positions have thanged during the
last seventeen miles. Richard has made a name
for himself as commentator on all sorts of sport,
and he certainly revels in the T.T. races—perhaps
his love of flying has something to do with his
keenness for speed events.

Then to Craig-na-baa, another ten miles over
mountainous roads which result in many spills
and some slight slowdown of the break-neck speed.
From Craig-na-baa. you will hear the voice of
Clive Tutt, who has ridden in many races on the
island, and has often acted in an official capacity.

So to the grandstand again, where, perched
high up in their special box, Graham Walker
and Victor Smythe will be standing by at
about 1.45 p.m. ready to describe the finish.

This little team of commentators has been got
together and caréfully tried out by Victor Smythe,
whose years of experience have taught him that

Mz

“ What's wrong 7 *’
‘* The T.T. commentary’s fading | ™’
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in conducting these running commentaries, team-
work is the first essential.

Some commentators have been intent on airing
their technical knowledge; others have determined
to describe the beauties of the island at all costs.
No man of the present team will talk just for
the sake of talking; when he shows signs of
drying up, Victor Smythe will immediately switch
over to another point. And if one of the
present commentators is cut off in the middle of
a.sentence in order to allow one of his fellows to
come in with something more important, there
will be no recriminations. They work as a team.

At the Douglas grandstand, Victor Smythe
holds the reins, receiving constant telephone
messages from all parts of the course, keeping his
time sheets right up to date.

Often the B.B.C. announcements have
corrected those issued by the race officials.
In fact, the B.B.C. has been approached by
the authorities to allow their relay to be put
out on the speakers at Douglas and other
points, and this is now an accepted feature
of the proceedings. ,

Each commentator wears .headphones and can
also keep in touch with the others by telephone.
In the early days, this inter-communication could
only be worked by a portable wireless receiver
which picked up the signals from the transmitter.
Victor Smythe recalls several hectic occasions
when the sets were out-of-doors in the heavy rain
which completely ruined reception.

On another occasion, a large crowd pushed
between Victor. Smythe and the engineer with
the set, and they had to give him a *‘thumbs-up "
signal when he was due to start his commentary !

Riders from all over the world will be competing
this year—France, Germany, U.S.A. and South
Africa are among those represented in the Senior,
which unfortunately clashes with important
motor-cycle races in Italy, so the famous Guzzi
machines are unlikely to be in evidence this year.

However, the well-known Norton team will
again be to the fore, and no doubt thousands of
listeners ‘will be thrilled to hear the roar of
Freddie Frith’s exhaust as he roars past.

This broadcast is popular all over the
world, and particularly in the British
Empire—they always get a flood of letters at
the B.B.C. after every T.T. relay. - Be sure
you don’t miss this great sporting event.
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CREECTINGS FRLOM HADLRY LROY

The famous bandleader now t(ouring in the Argentine =——
sends a happy ‘“‘Hallo’’ to RADIO PICTORIAL readers
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ILL four years ago Barbara Burnham
had a desk in the B.B.C. library where
she sat all day reading and adapting
radio plays Now she produces many
of broadcasting’'s most important plays.

Two years ago she took a big risk. For
some months her name had been attached
to the billing of big productions. She had
arrived, and fame was on the way. Then
she got married.

The risk lay in the fact that ‘‘married women
are not normally eligible for appointments in the
B.B.C.” as all their advertisements say. Barbara
Burnham clearly wanted to stay. Her whole life

had been spent in the atmosphere of the theatre

and she had found her métier in the studio. Her
work in the studio which meant so much to her
had been acclaimed by the critics and she was
winning recognition. Bul she was also in love.

Love won and Barabara Burnham got married
—to hear the B.B.C. say, ‘““Please stay on and
produce for us!” For this Bradford girl had
genius. They could not easily fill her place.

Producing is an art. Barbara's work for the
B.B.C. was clearly no pin-money job; it was in
this case a career. The intelligence and humanity
of the B.B.C.’s matrimonial rules were never more
plainly vindicated.

It is one thing to engage a married woman
whose husband can support her while single girls
as well qualified are seeking the same job. It
is another to dismiss a woman whose temperament
and long. training fit her for the almost unique
position which she occupies, just because she
wants to marry.

Some people complain that the B.B.C. is
difficult to join, but others find it hard to
leave ! Barbara Burnham carried on with
her life’s work and mow she ranks with
Peter Creswell and Lance Sieveking as one
of Val Gielgud’s three drama producers.

Though Barbara was borm in Bradford her

———BARBARA. BURNHAM-——

—one of the three Drama Producers under Val Gielgud—
wheo risked her job at the B.B.C. to get married, but found
they couldn’t do without her !

Here’s the story of her amagzing career by

~-DEREK ENGLAND

Below) The
.B.C. Library,
where Barbara

Burnham used to
spend the day

reading and
adapting  radio
plays. Can you

spot Val Gielgud 7

Hl!

[T

grandmother was Hungarian, and she was sent to
a well-known co-educational school. Whatever
may be said-about these establishments in the case
of boys, there is little doubt that they are good
for girls. In after-life feminine graduates always
seem able to meet men on a “man to man”
basis when occasion demands. In almost any
job that quality is a tremendous asset. In pro-
ducing mixed castes, which are often large and
distinguished, it is an essential qualification.
Barbara Burnham has it.

This lively little woman with the fascinating
smile is a first-class ‘' mixer” in the best sense of
the word. And her taste is catholic. She will
produce with just as much relish plays as different
as We Arve Not Alome, Tchekov's Ivanoff, or
Marlowes Dr. Faustus.

As a matter of fact, it was she who sat down
with. James Hilton and adapted three of his
greatest successes for the microphone : Chips, Lost
Hovizon and We Ave Not Alone. The last was
such a hit. with listeners that it was repeated
within a few weeks.

Anyone who graduates from play reading and
adapting to producing starts with a great advan-
tage, and Barbara Burnham never regrets the
years she spent on this work.

RADIO PICTORIAL

BB.CsACE WOMAN PRODIICIR

One of Barbara
Burnham’s big-
gest assets is her
ability to *‘get
on '’ with every-
body—essential
in a good pro-
ducer

Back at Savoy Hill, when a series of great
plays was running, she helped with the script
for The Cherry Orchard. This brought her into
contact with Val Gielgud and when she asked
to be allowed to try her hand at play adapting
the Drama Director said ““ Yes.” So she joined
the B.B.C. staff.

eggy Ashcroft is Barbara’s cousin, and up to this

time Barbara’s whole life had been spent in
an atmosphere of the theatre. After working for
a firm of publishers, she had spent several years
in dramatic training at Elsie Fogerty’s school,
and had, in fact, produced some plays for the
stage.

From the time she met Val Gielgud she made
a dead set at the mike.

Dr. Jekyll and My. Hyde was one of her early
succe$ses as an adapter. Then Shakespeare was
entrusted to her, and The Ringer and Childyen
in Uniform followed. With dozens of plays of
all kinds to her credit, she shares with Val Gielgud
a soft spot for Tchekov.

“You know, he isn’t highbrow, really,”
often say.

Which reminds me that this woman producer
is fond of conversatiori. She is intensely interested
in life, and at lunch-time, as likely as not, you will
find her discussing his work with some radio
variety star.

Off duty she swims and walks a good deal and
whenever possible spends her holidays abroad.
Much of Europe she knows as well as the corridors
of Broadcasting House—but she loathes the
London tubes.

Besides an all-round knowledge of the drama
which compels respect, Barbara Burnham ‘‘ has
a way with her” which endears her to the folk
she produces. Many women with her attainments
tend to become blue stockings. Barbara Burnham
has escaped this danger and no one has ever
known her to get upstage.

Her personality has that undefinable quality
which makes people want to do what she asks.
Call it what you like, but I think that a sympa-
thetic, understanding nature is the basis of her
charm. Anyway, it is invaluable when things go
wrong as they often will at rehearsal.

This then, is the north-country girl who is’
responsible for at least one in three plays
produced at Broadcasting House. By the
polish of their presentation listeners can judge
how wise were the B.B.C. to waive their mar-
riage rule—and, by the way, her husband is
concerned with the theatré, too. So they
talk things over at home. '

she will
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y Lhief

Ralph has the perfect mike manner—friendly,
sincere, yet full of pep

shoulder—in fact, it's very like the
man himself. :

It is the story of a man whose ideals have
run parallel with his job. His profession
has given him one brilliant career; his hobby
provided another, equally thrilling.

Ralph Reader has made his name as an
actor on the stage and on the screen. Yet
ask anybody in the West End Theatre to
name the slickest, most up-to-the-minute
producer of the day, and it is ten to one
they will say Ralph Reader. At the same
time Ralph, by sheer force of character, is
the idol of a million men and boys.

People say bitter things about the world of the
theatre—that its servants become cynical and
hard and lose their illusions. Ralph Reader,
with his infectious smile and honest-to-goodness
manner, gives the lie to this statement. Asa man
of the theatre, he has been through the mill and
come up smiling. He has abounding faith in
human nature and an unshakable belief that
there is nothing that cannot be put right by a
laugh and a song.

He is liked because he is straight and a sports-
man. He is popular in the “profession.” His
thousands of friends in the Boy Scout movement
regard him with deep affection and admiration.

Ralph has become a success as “Boy Scout”
producer in spite of himself. The world knows
him to-day as the creator of the sensationally
successful ‘“Gang Show.” On this reputation
alone, he could carve a career. But that is not
Ralph. He never wanted his hobby to get mixed
up with his job. He did his best always to keep
quiet about the work and the fun that came to
him as a Rover troop leader.

But one day the secret did come out that
‘¢ A Holborn Rover '’ was the Ralph Reader
whose-name had figured on the programmes
of a score of West End successes as producer.

Ralph’s hobby began to mould his life,
and because of ‘‘ The Gang,’’ he became a
film star and a number one broadcaster.

Ralph is a born leader and a clever
musician with a gift for writing sparkling
lyrics—and when you combine these qualities
you have something big.

Who is this Ralph Reader? London was
asking that question a long time before anybody—
least of all Reader himself—would supply the
answer.

It was known that he had been in America.
But he was not an American, although he had
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ALPH READER'’S life story is clean-
R cut, exciting and straight from the

RALPH READER’S OWN STORY

June 10, 1938

ML

Told by Gale Pedrick

EGINNING the life history of one of radio’s most romantic characters—of
a man who made a name for himself in the States as a producer, and who
has established himself in all our hearts over here as the genius behind ‘‘ The

Gang Show.”

Make a date with your set for 6 p.m. next Sunday and hear

this attractive programme from Luxembourg which is sponsored by Lifebuoy.

been a “hoofer’”’ on Broadway, and had a slick,
snappy style that a public brought up on movies
imagined could be nothing other than American.

Here, for the first time, is the real story of the
young man whose voice will in the next twelve
months become one of the most familiar on the air.

It has not been easy going. Ralph started
without any of the material advantages, and
certainly without a scrap of influence. He is a
Somerset boy. He was born in the small town
of Crewkerne, near Yeovil, thirty-three years ago.
His father was a tradesman and, in his spare time,
was the bandmaster of the local Salvation Army
band. Ralph was an only child and his mother
died when he was three years old. Six years later
the youngster lost his father and was sent to
school at Cardiff.

During the war, an uncle, home on leave from
France, suggested that Ralph should live with
him and his folk at Newhaven in Sussex. So he
packed his few belongings in an old suitcase and
took a ticket to Newhaven. It was no easier for
a boy of his age to get a job then than it is now,
and Ralph’s first “situation” was in his grand-
parents’ greengrocery business.

He used to be the “boy’’ who went round with
the cart. Ralph and his grandfather went into
Brighton twice a week to do the marketing. Often
the boarding-houses would be full and the boy
would sleep in the stables where they put the
horse up for the night.

It was at Newhaven, while he still-had the
thrill of earning his living for the first time,
that Ralph took the Scout pledge. His happy
smile would have been even broader if he
could have foreseen that in manhood he was
to raise thousands of pounds for the move-
ment, to sing his rousing songs to millions of
boys, and to pack the Albert Hall with thirty
thousand people in the course of a week.

Yoland, Elva and Dorothy, who appear in
Ralph Reader’s Radio Gang Show

Then came a spell of work as a Post Office
messenger.

This lasted a little while, until, when he was
sixteen, young Mr. Reader packed his suitcase
again and took a ticket, this time to Ireland.
The job was that of a junior clerk. By this time
he was beginning to feel the urge of ambition and
he decided to burn his boats, pack- his suitcase for
yet a third time and travel to New York. He
had an aunt over there who promised his relatives
in England to look after him, but from the first
the young man decided to stand on his own feet.

After a good deal of weary waiting, he got a
job in a hosiery company, but not before he had
appeared in a dancing act which ran for only three
nights. The act was a failure, but it was enough
to prove to Ralph that the stage was his career.
He saved a dollar whenever he could and took
singing and dancing lessons.

One day he learned that John Cort, the cele-
brated American manager, was putting on a new
musical show.

Ralph went along for an audition. He was
very early, and the only other person in the
theatre was a tall, slim young man with a wide
pleasant smile. He, too, had come to look for a
job in the chorus—and his name was Jack Oakie.

By a coincidence the now famous film star had
actually been working in the same hosiery firm
as Ralph. Both the young men got a job with
John Cort and sang and danced together for some
time in Sharlee. They became fast friends, and
for a long time shared rooms. -

Ralph *“fired himself,” as he puts it, from
Sharlee and started looking for another job. Only
a few days later the show ended, but by this time
Ralph had been engaged as a chorus boy in
Innocent Eyes. He managed to get Oakie into
the company with him.

Dancing in ‘‘ Innocent Eyes,’’ unknown

Ralph instructs three of his small actors in
their parts for Sunday’s show
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As Dance Director to
Ivor Novello’s stage
show, Glamorous Night;
Ralph Reader had
a big success.
Here he is in-
structing the
chorus

and completely unnoticed by the public, were
two girls whose names were to become
famous all over the world. They were then
earning 35 dollars a week in the chorus.
One was Nancy Carroll, who was working
with her two sisters Elsie and Teresa. The
other . was Joan Crawford. Jack Oakie,
Nancy Carroll and Joan Crawford went to
Hollywood and became stars of the screen.

Ralph has never been to Hollywood in his life.

“I think I must be one of the few actors who
haven’t,” he says.

Ralph was with that show for thirty-five weeks
at the Winter Garden, but he always had an idea
that he would make good in Music Hall and left
to go into a variety act. He was out of luck, for
the act only lasted a week.

But gradually managers and the public were
beginning to ask questions about this happy, vital
young man from England. Somebody had the
enterprise to give him a start, and when Reader
came back to the stage after his failure in variety he
was given the job of producing a show in New York.

It was called Bad Habits and in it was a very
bright youngster playing straight parts and doing
sketches. His name on the programme read
‘“ Robert Montgomery.”

As a result of his work in this and the next few
shows, Ralph met a producer who was to have a
great influence in his life. This Wwas Al Jolson,
the man whose name was on everybody’s lips
as the black-faced comedian in the first talkie—
The Singing Fool.

“That man is the beginning and the end of
show business as far as I am concerned,” Ralph
will tell you.

RADIO PICTORIAL

The American producer’s snap and his methods
of handling a chorus taught Ralph a lot. He can’t
speak too highly of Jolson’s kindness and con-
sideration for the chorus boys and girls.

The American chorus boy is not given to demon-
strations of admiration or affection, but they
adored Jolson, and regularly stood in the wings at
every performance to watch him. Sometimes
when he was feeling in good form, Jolson would
step forward to the footlights and shout to the
audience : ““Do you want the show to go on or do
you want me?”’

When the audience replied in no uncertain way
which they would prefer, he would just pack the
orchestra off home and finish the show with only
a piano accompaniment! It was this audacity
and the common touch that put Jolson in the front
rank of theatre personalities of the day.

After staging Big Boy for Al Jolson, Ralph met
two other important theatrical people, the Shu-
berts, for whom he produced altogether, eighteen
shows.

From now on Ralph’s American story is a
success story.

He was introduced to Gene Buck who had been
Ziegield’s right-hand man, but who had left the
great Flo to put on his own show, Yours Truly,
with Leon Errol.

Among the most successful Shubert productions
Ralph did were Night in Spain and Cherry Blossom.

After six years in America, Ralph had his first
holiday at home, but even then the thought of
settling in England for good seemed only a dream.
He was making a big name for himself in the
States and one of the first shows he did on his
return was with Will Mahoney, the comedian.

Then once again Ralph sailed for England to see
his people, and on this visit definitely decided to
become a West End producer.

He met Jack Waller, the celebrated manager
and impresario, and was engaged by him to
produce the dances for Virginia, which ran for a
year.

That was the first of a long series of successful
productions, during which Ralph was to meet
scores of famous stage people. His name as a
producer was associated with Dear Love, Silver
Wings, Sons of Guns (Hippodrome); Little Tommy
Tucker (Daly’s); Song of the Dyum—Ralph’s first
Drury Lane show—and the Hour Glass at the
Victoria Palace.

The first show in which Ralph was given a free
hand as producer, not only of the dances but of
the whole presentation, was Viktoria and Her
Hussar. Before this opened, Ralph went to
Vienna and discovered that plump and genial
actor Oscar Denes, who made a success overnight
as the flirtatious Count Ferry with the infectious
laughing song ‘*Mausi.”

Not long after, once again Ralph boarded
an Atlantic liner bound for New York, but
this time it was only to stage the American
production of ‘‘Dear Love.’’ and not to stay.
He took with him Vera Pearce {now making a
hit with Sydney Howard in ‘‘Wild Oats’’) and
Helen Gilliland. He had to leave the night the
show opened.

It was a sad farewe:ll, for Ralph left both
the girls crying their hearts out in the dress-
ing-room because he was leaving them. He
was the only man they knew in New York.

To be continued next week
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THEY DON’T ,
LIKE ME!

—says GARRY ALLIGHAN

—Or Do They?
Mixed Reception from RADIO PICTORIAL
readers, but he goes on criticising the pro-
grammes with his same keen penetrating skill

poor—but I say unto you that there
are these two worlds—those who think
that the B.B.C. are perfect and those who
think they are perfectly awful. And this poor,
half-demented typewriter-puncher gets it
where the chicken got the chopper from both !

Only the fact that the population of one world
cancels out the population of the other destroys
the suicidal inclinations that my ever-growing
mailbag induces.

“Your articles,” remarked the Editor, as he
slammed the door of his Rolls-Royce in my face,
‘“‘are getting a mixed reception.”

He's telling me !

RaD10 P1CcTORIAL readers can be really spiteful
when they like. And the mood to like is on them
right now. One half of them are spiteful about the
B.B.C. and the other half about me. ‘ Ignorant
drivel ” and “’ egotistical tripe ” are the two mildest
epithets readers have hurled at me and my
articles this week. " I'll give up taking the paper”
and “It ought to be burned” were two other
categories, each with a thousand or two reader-
writers.

‘‘Either you stop them or I'll stop reading the
paper,” got a large stack of votes in my Unpop-
larity Contest, wherein the weakest expression of
opinton was: ‘ Why waste a page on such utter
bunk?” and “He doesn’t know what he’s writing
about; there’s nothing really wrong with the
B.B:.C.”

On the other side of the desk is another pile of
letters, equally high. Modesty (which is not, as
many -of the voters in my Unpopularity Contest
explain in capital letters, one of my numerous
vices) forbids me printing what they say about
me, but they certainly support my contention
that there are sufficient defects in the B.B.C. and
Continental programmes to justify a solitary page
of constructive criticism. Letter for letter, in two
piles, each are cancelled out and so we’re all back
where we started. Keep on writing all the same—
especxally those whose reply to my question :

“What is .your blggest grouse?” is—"Garry
Allighan.”
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E have heard it said aforetime that
there are two worlds—the rich and the

"

O
'Y’

"Our Radio Critic gets a

ust to provoke you still further, Gentle Reader

(““ gentle” my foot!) I will explode a bibful,
which you probably think no ordinary mortal
should speak, about two broadcasts. The first
is the Week's Good Cause appeals.

Why should all listeners be forced to listen: to
these every Sunday night whether they want to
or not? By general consent the peak hour for
Sunday evening listening is from 8 to 9 p.m. Yet
that is the hour filled with no B.B.C. alternatives.
First there is a religious service on all their
wavelengths and then a charity appeal on all
wavelengths.

The deadly monotony of the appeals is
appalling. Switch on National and you hear
a woman asking for your help for some
mothers’ home. Go over to London Regional
and another female voice is appealing on
behalf of a pets’ clinic. Dial round to Midland
and another forlorn voice is telling you of the
sorrows of elderly women. Tune-in to
Northern, or Western, or Wales, or Scotland,
or Northern Ireland and each station has a
non-appealing voice appealing for some more
or less deserving charity.

It is the most melancholy session of the whole
week. It is devoted and dedicated to disaster.
Eight different people tell the same harrowing tale
of mournful misfortune. And tellit mournfully, too.

In my opinion the B.B.C. is overdoing this
charity-appeal stuff. There should be only one
Week's Good Cause each Sunday and it should
be confined to one wavelength. Bright, cheerful
entertainment, as a contrast, should be on the
other wavelengths. Life is not bubbling over with
effervescent jollity to such an extent that every
B.B.C. station should be toning it down by woeful
weeping and wailing.

¥ know that *‘Gentle” Reader will write to the
Editor and say that I'm cruel, callous and heart-
less—at least. I'm nothing of the kind; I'm
realist. I realise that a super-abundance of any-
thing will kill it. Charitable instincts will be
destroyed by too many charitable appeals. That
is proved by the fact that some of the Week's
Good Cause appeals have brought in, from ‘millions
of listeners, less than £50.
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What I Think of the

Programmes

Garry Allighan
replying to his
‘‘gentle’’ reader-
critics?

And why do not some of those who make
these appeals use an original method? Listeners
could forgive the B.B.C. broadcasting an appeal
on every wavelength if they varied in style
somewhat. If we are doomed to eight different
appeals every Sunday night, those who make the
appeals should be told that the one whose broad-
cast is the most attractive will attract the most
money. They are competing for the public’s
charity; let them act competitively.

It is my belief that the first one who made
the appeal entertaining would net a record
result. Why must the appeal always be a
most obviously read manuscript ? Why not
use the debate form—two protagonists with
a chairman ? Or a little human drama with a
small cast. Or even cross-talk patter between
the wives of Mr. Murgatroyd and Mr. Winter-
bottom? 'Or a witty soliloquy by Giilie
Potter ?

THE other point I wish to raise is the obituary
notices that are in almost every news bulletin.
It almost appears that the B.B.C. have a special
staff engaged in the somewhat morbid business of
keeping an eye open for the passing of any and
every person who can possibly be given an
obituary broadcast !

This is a very delicate subject to write about,
but I really feel that it is the duty of a responsible
critic to point out to the B.B.C. the virtue of
moderation in this matter.

Men and women in humble walks of life, finest
characters of humanity, are departing this mortal
coil hourly. This world is the poorer for ‘their
departure and because of the contributions they
have made, by their adherence to duty and loyal
service for their fellow-men, merit obsequies. But
it is not possible to broadcast all of them; their
name is legion. There is a limit that must be
imposed—and my point is that the B.B.C. is-not
yet recognising that limit.

Almost every day they broadcast obituary
references to mediocre persons who, until their
death, were unknown to the general public. A
lengthy list of their attainments and the detailed

(Please turn to page 34)
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It’s a real tea-party when mother pours out for Tony, Alan, Terry and Trevor

Renee Houston's

World-famous stage and radio comedienne with her
four children—and she’s the biggest kid of them all!

Pat Aherne takes wife Renée for a
turn round the garden

Renée and partner Donald work out
a new gag (below)

Cocktails for three—Renée, husband Pat and Donald Stewart
(right), ner radio partner

There’s not much time
for rest in this busy
star’s life, but she and
Pat love the fireside
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Scottish
Regional
Director,
Melville
Dinwiddie,
M.C, DS.O,,
O.B.E.

F you climb up by High Street and Lawn-
market to the heights of Edinburgh
Castle, you can stand high on the ram-
parts and see the city’s streets and gar-

dens spread carpet-like at your feet.

That’s a sight dear to every Scot—the green
expanse of Princes Gardens, and the proud
buildings flanking Princes Street.

And if you know just where to look, you can
peer over the house-tops of Princes Street and
George Street, and see the tip of a noble stone
huilding, blackened with the passing of two
centuries of years.

Edinburgh folk, and folk frae a’ the airts who see
the Great City only once in a while, still speak of
this place as the Queen’s Hall. It is towards the
eastern end of Queen Street, facing the gardens.
A grand old hall, where once Mark Twain spoke,
it used to seat a thousand on floor and gallery.
But when super-cinemas sprang up, time used it
badly. And when a B.B.C. official went to see it
one cold February seven years ago, it was an
empty, cheerless building, where only ghosts of the
past silently echoed.

But this B.B.C. man—a man frae Glasgow,
moreover—has vision. He knew that with the
expansion of the Regional scheme the B.B.C.
headquarters would have to shift from Glas-
gow to Edinburgh. And here in this chilly,
empty hall, he dreamed dreams. He had
visions of a great ‘‘ No. 1 *’ Studio, seating
hundreds ; with a stage such as no studio in
Europe then had.

That dream has come true.

ne wet day last week I came dripping into
No. 5 Queen Street, and was ushered down the
hall to the entrance lounge of this busy B.B.C.
building. Swing doors open on to the great studio.
There are chairs and low tables in the lounge
outside, and they were serving steaming coffee to
artistes waiting to go on the air.
It was in that lounge that I first met most of the
chief people in Scottish broadcasting. The
‘‘highland” air is not so evident as it was some
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OME North of the

Border this week
with Our Special Com-
missioner, who wisits
the B.B.C.’s studios in
Edinburgh, Glasgow,
and Aberdeen, and des-
cribes an interesting
survey of the whole of
Scotland which is being
undertaken by the Scot-
tish Public Relations

Officer

The great No. |
Studio in Edinburgh
is Queen’s Hall,
which houses the
Scottish Regional
offices .and studios

.t

six years ago, when more B.B.C. staff wore kilts.
I met only one kilted official this time.

Let me try to paint word pictures of the men
who run your Scottish broadcasting, and who with
true Scottish hospitality made Scotland seem like
‘‘hame"’ to your Rapio PicroriaL Commissioner !

First there’s Mr. Melville Dinwiddie,
Scottish Regional Director. Mr. Dinwiddie is
a grand Scot. Tall, spare, with brown hair
and brown moustache, keen but kindly eyes,
and a voice to remember.

He was only a student in the University here
when War broke out, and went off to serve with the
Gordon Highlanders. He'sM.C.,D.5.0., O.B.E.—
a wonderful record of service. He retired with the
rank of Major in 1920.

The country was in a mess. Peace was harder to
achieve than victory, and after searching round to
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find the best vay of serving his country, Mr.
Dinwiddie decided to enter the Church—a decision
that must then have needed courage.

He lost no time. Within four years he was
licensed, and became Assistant at the South Leith
Parish Church, eventually being in charge of St.
Machar’s Cathedral, Aberdeen.

He was an ideal man for the B.B.C. when Mr.
D. Cleghorn Thomson decided to leave. He had
been in active touch with the social, musical,
industrial and political life of Scotland. And he
has brought this great experience to bear on his
job, which is one of the most important and arduous
in Scotland.

His Regional Executive (the *“ business man” of.
the Region) is Mr. J. M. A. Cameron; moves
behind the scenes, pays occasional visits to B.B.C.
in London. Cameron ran his own amateur station,
5 MG, even before the B.B.C. began !

And now to meet the men who make your
programmes.

Young Andrew Stewart, Programme Director,
is most important of them all. He’s tall, good-
looking, in his early thirties. Joined the B.B.C. in
1926.

He told me in the studio that he has been actor,
author, producer and announcer. In 1932 he
was doing repertory work in Glasgow, and has
done twelve years’ spare-time work with the
Scottish National Players.

Andrew Stewart was responsible for several
stage productions, including the first performance
at the author’s own request of Colonel Wotherspoon
by James Bridie.

Three years ago he came to Edinburgh in charge
of programmes. You will be surprised to hear he
can look grim and business-like, and his curly hair
gets very ruffled when he’s engrossed in a play ora
Scottish variety show.

Also grim at times is Ian Whyte, musical director
and definitely a genius at his job. Ian is dark,
keen-eyed, with a mass of dark hair which straggles

‘all over the place when he’s conducting or when

he’s engrossed in a serious musical discussion.

Ian Whyte’s a good conductor, and a good
musical director ; but, more than that, he’s
first-rate at discovering and presenting origi-
nal Scottish music, and famous music from
the Scottish past. He gets below the surface to
the heart of Scottish music, and all music-
lovers admire him for that capacity.

When he gets going he’s terrific. It is a tonic to
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see him at work, as I did when I dropped into the
big concert-hall studio, where he was rehearsing a
huge orchestra.

Announcer in the studio at the time was Aidan
Thomson, Senior Announcer here.

He hasn’t been back long, as he went down to
London for a while, in exchange with Stuwart
Hibberd, chief announcer of them all. The strange
thing is that Aidan is almost a younger version of
Hibberd; he might almost be his younger brother
in voice and features.

That brings us to James Fergusson, tall,
moustached, dark, immaculate with an intriguing
voice. His job? Well, he runs Talks in Scotland—
ranging from the delights of Spring Manuring, in
the Farmers’ series, to Imaginary Biographies of
famous Scots of the past.

But James is hiding his light under a bushel, for
he’s one of the most promising Scottish historians,
has written several books and has one just out on
William Wallace. He is unlike most historians,
who are placid. James never seems to rest. He is
always going somewhere or other looking for new
speakers and new subjects.

He told me in strictest confidence, that
his infuriated grandfather once wrenched a
primitive telephone right off the wall. That
may account for James’s inherited energy !

Just think of the wide variety of Talks he’s
planned.  Backstage at Bellahouston (Alastair
Borthwick interviewing people at the Empire
Exhibition) ; Scottish Cookery, by Elizabeth Hughes
Hallett; Short Stories, by the late R. B. Cunning-
hame Graham; The Week in Scotland, by William
Law, George Blake and Alexander Keith; In the
Garden, by Alexander Keith; and the Imaginary
Biographies, by John R. Allan, Elizabeth Mac-
pherson, George Scott-Moncrieff and Janet Adam
Smith.

Taking a breather after meeting James, we go
on to meet broad-shouldered John Gough, the
Features expert.

He’s bearded, wears a Scottish-wool pull-over,
but is the only man on this staff who is not a
Scot ! He was born in Tasmania, and revels in going
to un-get-at-able places with a microphone in search
of local talent.

In charge of Outside Broadcasts is Peter Keith-
Murray—tall, witty, has a small moustache, dark.
Is absolutely reliable at his job, and did all the
0.B.’s during their Majesties’ visit to Scotland.

‘“‘Christine’” gives the feminine interest to the
programme staffi—Miss Christine Orr, who runs
the Children’s Hour. She’s neat, dark, and the
day I met her was wearing a two-piece suit in
small check, with a mannish spotted tie;writes
books.

Shagg a0
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Christine Orr runs the Children’s Hour at
Edinburgh—and writes books in her spare
time
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The other lady among the Senior staff is Miss

therine Wilkie—the programme executive.

bDark, bespectacled—and she holds the money-
ags !

So far I have almost slandered Edinburgh by not
suggesting that it has more than one studio. But
this great concert-hall dominates the others, not
only in size but in grandeur. The walls are decor-
ated in tomes of gold.

No. 2 studio was formerly the small meeting-
hall, and is now one of the places in which the
Children’s Hours are given. No. 5 is the specially
built talks studio, and there is an echo room in the
basement. )

Mr. J. R. Mackay, the well-known Edinburgh
architect, planned all the decoration, and Edin-
burgh weavers made special cloth for the new
studios.

The climb to the top of the B.B.C. is worth doing,
for there is a glorious view across the Forth to the
shores of Fife and to the hills far to the North.

ut you haven’t met all the Scottish B.B.C.

lads yet. To do so we must go to Glasgow,

to 268 West George Street. The plan is that all

the administrative offices, the Talks and Feature

people are housed in Edinburgh. Variety and
drama are usually done from Glasgow.

The West George Street building, only just a

*“ Oh, sing to me
the auld Scotch
songs” —the
famous Edin-
burgh Singers re-
hearse a quartet

turning off Blythswood Square, is the “old origi-
nal”’. The studios have been modernised since
Falkirk started some six years ago.

But there is soon to be a new Glasgow
Broadcasting House. The B.B.C. has taken
over Queen Margaret’s College where, before
the summer is out, there will be a new set of
nine studios, with modern ‘‘effects ’’ and
gramophone equipment.

Meantime Messrs. Macrae, Gildard, Russell and
the rest have their hands full getting out shows
from the old Glasgow station.

Meet the lads; they alternate between Glasgow
and Edinburgh, but most of their work is done in
West George Street.

Bearded Gordon Gildard, rather like a second
Val Gielgud, is the drama chief. Alert, clever, he
was not always cut out to be producer, author and
actor.

He started out as a sailor | Was a midshipman,
and retired from the Navy in 1924 as Lieut-Com-
mander, Joined the B.B.C. in December 1930, and

two years later won his way to the top as drama
producer.

He has since had three months in London, and
is popular over all Scotland for producing good
plays of Scottish interest—but Gordon always
puts the necessity of quality before the advisability
of nationality. He won’t put a play on the air
just because it’s Scottish material.

Gordon was the first Scotsman to transfer with
a London official, and among the many novelties
he introduced are the weekly ‘‘trailers”.

tudio variety is under the care of small, cheerful

Robin Russell, who has a quip for everybody

in the studio. He certainly knows how to run

variety. Many of his studio shows come into the
main programmes.

He specialises in witty, topical shows like
Radio Cartoon. That’s a last-minute show.
Folks rush into the studio with their scripts
only a minute or so before the stuff goes on
the air, and if Robin gets a new star before the
show ends, in the star goes !

Kilted member of the staff is Hugh Macphee, the
Gaelic expert. He has what I think is one of the
most vital and interesting jobs in Scottish radio.
He goes into the lonely glens in the Highlands,
bringing the wealth of local colour there to the
mike.

But here’s the difficulty. You must know
that English, Broad Scots and Gaelic are
spoken over Scotland. The Highlander’s
language is Gaelic—and he can speak English,

IN A SCOTTISH
STUDIO

too, better than most English people, and
certainly better than Londoners.

But he can’t talk Broad Scots, which is the
tongue of the East Coast and the Lowlanders.
Between Gaelic and Broad Scots there are
countless dialects—and that’s what Hugh
meets on his travels.

Hugh travels around in the Highlands, on the
East and West Coasts; he mixes with the rural
life, and learns which people have the real local
flavour in songs and story-telling. ‘He learns which
ministers, priests and lairds will preside at local
gatherings. He learns' which are garrulous, and
which need coaxing at the mike.

He goes into the Western Highlands, into the
North and even into the Hebrides, inducing
crofters, fishermen, farmers, Gaelic singers and
local fiddlers to broadcast.

He arranges for broadcasts of Ceilidhs (local -
social gatherings) and may travel hundreds of
miles to secure one good broadcast. And always

Please turn to page 34
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Billie Baker, sweet and smiling

NE of these days, inevitably, I shall be
found at my typewriter, horribly
bludgeoned. And on my tombstone
will be found the following touching

epitaph :
*“ Here lies the corpse of Barry Wells,
Grim death has stopped his series ;
Just bumped off by some wireless belles

Who didn’t like his queries !"

But till that happens, let’s have some
Take this question of flirtation, for instance.
The oldest art in the world. Ever since Eve it's
been going on. And now breathes there a girl
with soul so dead, who never to herself has said :
" Here is a man who looks like fun, let’s flirt awhile

. and no harm done”’ ?

And radio stars are no different. Why should
they be? They're delightfully human. Because
they are public figures it doesn’t mean that they
do not occasionally like to spend an evening with
someone gay and charming. And if they happen
to be wearing an enchanting new gown and the
conversation becomes light and airy and if, per-
chance, a romantic moon hangs in a star-spangled
iy, nar
So, fortified with a bullet-proof vest and a
strong whtisky and soda, I sought out some radio
ladies and asked them the type of man with
whom they’d like to spend one gay, irresponsible
evening.

Said Helen McKay, of the auburn hair and the
sherry-hued eyes: *“He’d have to be tall, good-
looking and well-dressed. And he’d have to be
able to dance really well. For an evening out I'd
like nothing better than to dine and dance. . . .”

* And when you're sitting out, Helen?” I asked
innocently.

“I said dance,” she replied sternly.

So we did, and, swaying in the ecstasy of a
slow fox-trot, Helen confessed that if she
could choose an evening out with one cele-
brity her choice would fall on Charles Boyer,
the fascinating French screen actor. ‘‘I
think he’s terribly attractive, though not
actually good-looking. It’s his eyes that get
me,’’ she admitted.
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Italian maid—Stella Rpberta

THE MAN I'D LIKE

Ten Popular Radio Lovelies Up

On then to another redhead, delightful Joy
Worth of the Cavendish Trio. Joy is sixty-odd
inches of feminine charm, with a low, husky voice

. and a brain. So she’'d get a real kick from an
evening out with a man of brains. To Joy good
looks are the least important quality of all.

“But he must have a sense of humour! I'm
intensely interested in politics and world affairs

Sparkling soprano, Margaret Eaves,

and my escort would have to be able to discuss
these matters skilfully . . .but there’s no reason
why they shouldn’t be illuminated by a sense of
humour, is there?’’ she asked.

‘“ And, after all, we wouldn't talk politics all the
time ! Usually a man with brains can be more
amusingly frivolous than the empty-headed . . .
when he’s in the mood ! And I hope he would be !*

“Which celebrity would you choose for an
evening out, Joy?”

‘“ Anthony Eden, I think. There’s a man
who, I imagine, could never be dull. Besides,
I'm a Socialist and I’d like to get his point
of view on current affairs. And if I had
another choice of an escort for a night out, it
would be Bernard Shaw ! *’

I'd give all the money I ought to be paid for
this article to see Anthony Eden and Bernard
Shaw flirting with Joy Worth at the Café
de Paris |

Next to be tackled on this burring question of
flirtation was the exuberant Tessie O’Shea.

“Me, flirt?”" she asked, “I say, don’t tell my
mother, will you? I wouldn’t flirt, I'm a good
girl 1 Cheerful Tessie emitted that all-embracing
laugh that would put pep into a graven image.
“What's that, you've got to know the type of
man I'd like to flirt with? Someone just like you,
ducks. . . .”

“Gertcher, Tessie!” said I modestly. “Come
on, ‘fess up !”’

‘“All right, dearie, he’d have to be tall, with
middling brown hair and blue eyes . . . ooh! I
adore blue eyes . . . have you got blue eyes?
No? Pity .. . must have blue eyes. ...
Yummmm ! He’d have to be keen on the sea
and also motor-racing. Yes, we’d have to go

motoring . . . fast!™”
“Er . . . and supposing, Tessie, he ran out of
petrol?”

“I told you I didn’t flirt,”” she grinned.

Come along and call on Pat Hyde, radio’s
Sweetheart of Song. ‘“‘Pat,” said I, * you're going
out one night with a young man. Maybe he’ll
flirt with you. What sort of young man would
you choose?

‘“He’d have to be well-tailored and well-giroomed.
Else the entire evening would be spoiled for me,”
Pat told me. “ And he’d have to be a connoisseur
of wines. I don’t drink very much, but I like my
escort to be able to choose a wine that he thinks
would interest me. But he musn’t smoke. Selfish
of me, I suppose . . . but the smoke irritates my

throat'so much. . . ./
(Gallantly I tossed a new cigarette out of the
window.)

“Then he must have brains and be able to talk
easily about a variety of subjects, I wouldn’t
want an evening out with an expert on any par-
ticular subject. Experts usually ride their pet
hobby-horses so much that they become bores.
I'd rather be out with a man who knows a little
about a lot of subjects. He’'d have to be typically
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Pat Hyde woos the -mike

Life’s a joke for Betty Dale

TO FLIRT WITH

and Confess to BARRY WELLS

English . . . with all the Englishman’s charm.”
Pat paused. "“Of ;course, a foreigner might be
exciting | Say, a Dane. They have so much of
the average Englishman’s charm.

‘“He mustn’t be a night-club hound or a lounge
lizard. For instance, he’d have to be a keen

~sportsman . . . the sort of man who wouldn’t
mind getting up early occasxonally for a ride,
especially when it was cold.”

“Thanks, Pat. Now is there any particular
celebrity that you'd like to have an evening with?"

“Yes, Leslie Howard. I'm sure he’s got both
charm and brains.”

‘“Careful, my dear, he’s in London !

“Then let’s say Ronald Colman |* replied Pat.

Boys, our Pat certainly knows: her onions !

I dialled the telephone number of ‘Betty Dale
and her rich Scottish accent registered surprise at
my question.

“‘Och, lad, why pick on me? D’ye think I'm a
flirrrt 2

“ All women are potential flirts,” I wisecracked,
pompously, if not strictly accurately.

‘“But I haven’t been aroond for months. ‘-I've
been worrking,” said Betty.

“Then break down and imagine you’re going
places to-night, Betty. Laughter and soft hghts
. champagne and craziness . . music and mirth .

“Stop! Ye're making my mouth waterrr |
cried . “Well, the sort of man I'd choose
would have to be full of charrm. But not that
superficial charrm that shows itself by the fellow
paying a lot of compliments that are about as
empty as the strreets of Aberdeen on a flag day.

‘“He’d have to be a straight-up guy, too, mascu-
line, with plenty of common-sense. A good strrong
character who knows what he’s talking about
. . . when he talks.”

“D’'you like ‘em strong and silent, then?” I
asked.

“Well, I don’t know about silent !’ .

If Betty could dip her hand into the lucky-bag
and pull out her ideal Celebrity Escort for an
evening he would be Anthony Eden. (I wonder
what it is that puts Our Tony in the front rank of
Male Sex-Appealists? Remember that in a recent
guestionnaire thousands of women put him No. 1
in their list of Favourite Men.)

“Why?”

“Well, I reckon that Anthony Eden’s an all
rright guy. And he cerrtainly knows what he’s
talking about !” concluded Betty.

From the brisk Scottish accent of Betty Dale to.

the warm, ““ magnolias-in-the-moonlight’* tones of
Stella Roberta, Mantovani's lovely singer.

“The man I'd choose for an evening’s flirta-
tion?” she asked. ‘“What is this, a frame-up?*’

“No, Stella, cross my heart. I really want to
know.”’ _

‘“Well, he’d have to be a man of the world,
elegant and charming. He’d have to be able to
say the right things at the right moment and say
them in such a way that, just for a while, anyway,

I'd consider myself the most attractive woman in
the world.

“You are, Stellal" I murmured, saying the
right thing at the right moment!

“Flatterer { He'd have to enjoy good music and
talk amusingly. He’d have to be serious when I
was serious, and gay when I was gay. And he’d
have to be the sort of man who knew that one

Helen McKay, peppy red-head
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Cute and clever, Joy Worth

red rose given at the right moment and in the
right way was worth a barrel-load of diamonds.

JAnd, of course, he’d have to be able to make love

divinely.

“Stella, puh-leese 1" T replied, shocked.

“Well,”” and Stella smiled the sort of smile
that sets the masculine pulse pattering like a
machine-gun, *this is only imagination, isn’t it?"

“Of course,” 1 replied hastily. “Tell me, er

. what particular technique would you require
when he was making love divinely? "

“The interview’s over,”” replied Stella firmly.

‘¢ And which celebrity do you think might
meet all your requirements ? ’’ I asked.

‘¢ Well, Charles Boyer might. . . .’’

Charles Boyer and Anthony Eden! Amnthony
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