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THE WAY TO HEALTH

ABDOMINAL EXERCISE
For the Not-So-Young

EHIND the systems of exercises now

being advocated for the young, there

is the realisation that.if every muscle in

the body performed its task one would
enjoy perféct health.

The middle-aged and elderly unfor-
tunately cannot indulge in the strenuous
exercises in which the youthful take de-
light. One of the chief
aims, however, of all
éxercises is to maintain
the effici-
ency of
the nu-
merous

organs .
The puiling strands
and glands contract and relax

housed in the Belt alternately,
the abdo- :::?l:n:nd n‘::::::ilnu internal organs.
minal re-

gions; for most illnesses literally hit us
‘““below the belt.”” And now a remarkable
appliance known as the ‘“Rallie”” Health
Belt has been invented, which brings
abdominal culture within the reach of all.

Tight belts, clothing, and corsets are
frequently resorted to by those who feel a
weakness in the abdominal muscles, but,
instead of helping the muscles, they only
make them weaker still, on the principle
that muscles which are constantly ban-
daged up gradually atrophy.

The ‘“ Rallie’’ Health Belt, on the other
hand, by its massaging action, tones up
the abdominal muscles, and renews their
strength more effectively than any amount
of ordinary exercise.

New Health (edited by Sir W. Arbuthnot
Lane, Bt.,, .C.B.)) says: °‘‘Should the
abdominal muscles become slack and
lacking in tone, the organs they should
support droop, become misplaced,
and in certain instances may even
kink. It takes little imagination to realise
how the work they carry out must be
gravely impeded and how easily d disease
process may be initiated.

‘“In particular, the bowel function is
handicapped, for the abdominal muscles
play an essential role in facilitating elimi-
nation, and, consequently, constipation
with_ all its attendant evils is a sure
accompaniment of a weak abdominal wall.

Interesting Method of
Exercising the Abdominal

Muscles

‘“ Admittedly there are specially devised
exercises for abdominal culture, but it is
a human weakness quickly to tire of a
system of exercises. To overcome this
difficulty and to provide an tnferesting
means to muscle effectiveness there has
recently been invented and made avail-
able to the public an abdominal exerciser
called the ‘ Rallie’ Health Belt.

The Golden Rule of

Abdominal Exercise

“The underlying idea of the ‘Rallie’
apparatus is to exercisé the abdominal
(and back) muscles without the expendi-
ture of much energy on the part of the
muscles which are to be developed. If
they are weak they will be strengthened
without their becoming fatigued and weary
in the process. If they are already reason-
ably tonic, they will be maintained in that
desirable state with comparative ease.
The ideal exercise is one which exhtlarates

Highly grati-
fied users of the
“ Rallie ” Health Belt include

Titled Personages, Doctors,
Clergymen, Army and Navy
Ofhcers, etc.

but does not fatigue. The 'Rallie’ Belf
may be justly claimed to conform to this
golden-rule of exercise.”

Massage of the Internal

‘Organs

‘‘Not only will the ‘Rallie’ appli-
ance exercise the vital abdominal
muscles, but it will also, by its alter-
nating pressures on the abdominal
cavity, produce an internal massage
of the contained organs. The blood
flow in these organs will be speeded
up; fresh life-giving oxygen will be
brought to the cells, while their harm-
ful waste will be rapidly removed.
Any excess of fatty tissue will be re-
duced, and its hampering effect upon
the organs will be eliminated.’’

Opinions of the Medical

Press

Some further light is thrown on the
merits of this unique invention by the fol-
lowingquotations from medicaljournals :—

The Lancet says : “ This is an ingenious
appliance by which movement of the
arms affords beneficial exercise, while the
expansion and contraction of the belt in
accordance with these movements afford
gentle massage to the abdominal muscles."’

The Medical Times says : ** We consider
this belt will be very useful in a variety
of conditions, such as obesity and weak-
ness of the lumbar muscles. The belt
is well and strongly made, beautifully
finished and very comfortable when
adjusted to the body. We feel that we are
warranted in giving it our cordial recom-
mendation.”’

The Medical World says : ““ This device
for abdominal culture should prove in-

DISEASE STATES RELIEVED
BY ABDOMINAL CULTURE

‘The method of abdominal culture, i-
of which some interesting particu-
lars are given here, is said by a
doctor to be of value as an aid to
the relief of numerous disease states
resulting from weak abdominal
muscles, such as:

Obesity Liver Trouble
Flatulence Kidney
Constipation Weakness
Dropped Poor

Stomach Circulation
Distended Indigestion

Abdomen Rheumatism
Visceroptosis Lumbago
Insomnia

valuable to the man or woman of middle
age whose figure has begun to spread, and
who has neither the energy nor perhaps
the time to spare for regular exercise. Its
use will assist in preventing the deposition
of excess adipose tissue, and effectually
check collapse of the abdominal wall and
falling of the viscera.”’

The “RALLIE” HEALTH BELT
not only tones up the abdominal muscles,
but also strengthens the lifting muscles

above the abdomen, the co-operation of

which is so essential if the sagging
walls of the abdomen are to be
restored to normal. With each
thrust of the arms the Belt
provides correct
Breathing, a Vigorous
Circulation of the
Blood, Internal Massage
and External Massage,
plus exercise of the
muscles—five things
which are indispen-
sable to health. This
new appliance is
specially - recom-
mended for the
treatment of Con-
stipation, the neglect
of which so often leads .
to diseases requiring
serious operations. It

The “ Rallie” Health
Belt in use on the back
for the strengthening of
; ! the back muscles, the
is also invaluable for relief of dull aching
palns,.the toning up of

the treatment of g,
Lumbago, Backache,
Kidney Weakness,
Liver Disorders, Obesity, Dyspepsia, etc.,
and for correcting Round Shouldersand de-
veloping Weak Chests. Itisnota corset
nor ordinary belt for constant wear, but
is specially designed for abdominal culture
and worn only while exercising. It is
equally suitable for men and women.

eys, and the
effective treatment of
muscular rheumatism,

Ilustrated Book free from

RALLIE HEALTH APPLIANCES

(Dept. R.P.94),
172, Buckingham Palace Road,
* LONDON - S.W.I
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SCOTTISH concert-party

man was walking along the

beach with his wife when

he saw a bottle lying on
the sands. E

‘“ Hoots, Maggie, there’s a message
in the bottle !’ he cried as he picked
it up.

“Weel, what d’ye think!"” he
went on, reading the message.
“It’'s from a shipwrecked sailor.
Here, Maggie, tak’ the message to
the police at once while I go and
collect the penny on the bottle |

By Billy Mayerl (in ‘““Kings Of The
Keyboard—No. 1, National, August 8).

. * .

DISHED

Ist CHORUS-GIRL : The pro-
ducer told me I looked sweet enough
to eat.

2nd DITTO : Yes, he told me he
liked plain food.

By Mary Lee (Reckitts * Swinging
sn the Bathtub,” Normandy, August 11,
Luxembourg, August 12).

* L .

CRUMBS !
DISGUSTED LISTENER (after
running commentary on a fight
finished in the first two minutes) :
Lumme, does ‘e call ‘imself an
‘eavyweight? Why, ‘e couldn’t

face two rounds of toast !
By Bert Firman (Lux Movie Club,
Normandy, August 7; *“ B.B.C. Ball-

room,’” Regional, August 8).

* * .

WISH GRANTED

“Whatever made you become a
crooner?”

“Well, I always wanted to sing
terribly.”

*“*“I see—and now you do.”

By The Jackdauz (in selections from
*““Band Waggon,” Regional, August 8).

. . .

JUST RIGHT FOR HER

HOLIDAY FLIRT (Very coyly to
young sailor aboard steamer) :
Excuse me, but what time does this
boat get to Ramsgate?

SAILOR: We're not going to
Ramsgate, miss.

FLIRT : Oh, well, never mind.
(Ogling him) You know, I adore
dark men. )

SAILOR : Then you're in luck.
We’re going to Africa.

By Anona Winn (* Bungalow Club "
hostess, National, August 8).

. . *

THICK OF THE FRAY

*Did you hear about the terrible
quarrel I had with my mother-in-
law.”

‘““No. Was your wife on your
side?"”
“No. She was on my back.”

By Eric Siday (whose * Swing on
Strings ** comes from Lyons, August 13).

* L .

ONE FOR EACH LIFE

Heard in Bookshop :

““Have you a set of encyclopedias
in nine heavy volumes?”

“We'’ve lots of sets, sir, but must
it be in nine volumes?"

“*Yes, I want to kill a cat.”

By Pat Taylor (Rinso Radio Revue,
Luzembourg, Normandy, Parts, August 7).

THERE'S [AUGHT
IN THEARR,

L3
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WISECRACKS by THE WEEK’S WITTIEST BROADCASTERS

FOOT-NOTE
FAMOUS ORCHESTRA LEA-
DER (In shoe shop) : You'll have to

change these shoes. I can’t stand
them.
SALESMAN : What's wrong, sir?

Do they pinch?

ORCHESTRA LEADER: No,
but I like my shoes to squeak in
G-minor.

By Lew Stone (National to-morrow,
August 6, and August 10).

. * .

MONOTONY

SMITH : Jolly nice to see you
again, old man! And this lady, I
presume, is your most charming
little wife ?

JONES ¢ As a matter of fact, old
boy, it's my only wife.

By Marian Manners (with Ray Noble
in the Huntley and Palmer show, Luxem-
bourg, Normandy, August 7).

. * .
FARE GUARANTEE

SWEET YOUNG THING (Making
first ‘plane trip): How does this

chute work ?

ATRWAYS OFFICIAL : Just pull
that cqord, miss.

S.Y.T.: Suppose the parachute
doesn’t open?

AIRWAYS OFFICIAL : In that
case, just go round to the company’s
office and they’ll refund your fare:

By Arthur Tracy ‘ Music Hall,”
Lyons, August 9).

A FEW HOLLYWOOD

CHANGES
‘“Congratulations, old man, I
didn’t know you’d written another
play.’
‘“Oh, sure.”

“Where did you get the idea for
the second play?**
"1 got it from the film version of
my first play.”
By Arthur Askey (in gramo-variety,
Lyons, August 7).
. . .

CLEVER, THESE SCOTS!

A Scottish comedian began to
pour out some whisky for his friend.

“Say ‘When'!"” said the Scot,
but the other didn’t say it.

The Scot, pouring out the whisky
very slowly, remarked, °‘‘Heard
aboot the fire at Sandy’s? "

‘“When?” asked the other.

And the Scot corked the bottle.

By Patrick Waddington (Hind’s
Honey and Almond Cream programme,
Lyons, August 9; * At Your Service,
Madam,” Regional, August 10, National,
August 11).

. S .

STOP YOUR CODDING !

‘“Oh, boy, what a fish I landed
down at Brighton ! It was as long as
this, as wide as this, and—well, to
tell you the truth, old man, I never
saw such a fish !"*

T bet you didn’t.”

By Walford Hyden (“ Café Colette,”
Regional, August 10).
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STEW BAD!

“How did you like the trip to
America?”

““Terrible. It was a rotten ship.”’

‘“Why, I thought that ship was
noted for its perfect stewards.”

“Maybe. But I don’t like stew.”

By John Mitchell (Carson Robison's
Oxydol Pioneers, Luxcmbourg, August
7, 10; Normandy, August 7).

* . *

GENTLEMEN OF POLISH

Ist ACTOR (Touring France) :
Say, laddie, what do these French
cab-drivers expect in the way of a
tip ?

2nd ACTOR : Anything, old boy.
Just give him something shiny.

1st ACTOR: Well, open the
portmanteau and give him my blue
serge suit.

By Maurice Winnick (from
Piccadilly, Regional, August 9).

the

. L *

BAD SPELL

PLAYWRIGHT (To secretary) :
This play-script you typed is awful.
It's full of mistakes !

SECRETARY : Can I help it if
this typewriter spells so badly ?

By Paul Oliver (Palmolive Half-Hour,
Luxembourg, August 7; Normandy,
Asgust 9).

L 4 L g .

THINGS ARE LOOKING UP

HOLIDAYMAKER : Good mom-
ing, Mrs. Twister, I've a room
reserved here.

LANDLADY : Let me see now,
which room did I promise you

HOLIDAYMAKER : You said it
was the room with the ‘‘heavenly
view "’

LANDLADY : Ah, yes! .Jane,
shqw, this gentleman the room with
the gkylight.

By Bill Bannister (Lifebuoy’s Radsio
Gang Show; Luxembourg, August 7).

3
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Yvonne Arnaud, actress, becomes Yvonne

Arnaud, pianist, In Cadbury’s Sunday show

from Luxembourg, ‘“’lLet’s Meet at the

Organ.” In the picture Yvonne and Sidney
Torch have met at the piano

IKE Sir John Reith, Mr. Ogilvie is
a very tall man, who was badly
wounded during the war, in which he
lost an arm.

Up in town the day before his appointment
was announced, the new Director-General
decided to avoid the flashlights. So caught
the boat train and was home in Belfast when
an announcer read the important news next
evening.

Mr. Ogilvie, who is forty-five, was the
youngest of many candidates tipped for
broadcasting’s biggest job. It is difficult to
follow a pioneer with a record of great
achievement, and listeners will wish this
man, who has worked for years as a univer-
sity don, success in his new life.

Those who know Mr. Ogilvie like him, and
the whole of Broadcasting House is looking
forward to meeting him in the autumn.

> * *

“ QEE you later by television,”” you can say to
your friend at Radiolympia this year.

Each morning, from August 24 to September 3,
visitors to the Exhibition can face the television
cameras and be seen on receivers all over the
Exhibition.

Gerald Cock is arranging for some of his brightest
programmes to be produced in a studio made of
glass, but the problem which is agitating organisers
at the moment is how long. to allow each visitor to
face the electric eye. They expect a crowd, and
I think that they are right.

* * *

PAGLIA.SERRO, pronounced ‘' Toliver,” is the
strangest tongue-teasing surname that the B.B.C.
Commitlee on Spoken English has so far discovered.

Miss Simond, who is busy om the job, only got
one hundred names from an appeal for folk with odd
ones lo write. So she went through the London
telephone books and wrote a letter saying, * Please
tell me how you say it ?°° io every subscriber whose
name had no obvious promunciation.

Then she looked up family names of peers in the
reference library and got a list of a lot more old
French names from the Huguenot Society.

When she has got all the answers, the Committee
will have a list of over two thousamd mames to
consider. Who envies an announcer his job ?

* * *

HEN *‘‘ Bungalow Club ’’ shuts its doors
early next month, ‘‘Mr. and Mrs.
Neemo ’’ take over the spot which ‘‘ Monday
at Seven '’ first made so popular.
Billy Caryll and Hilda Mundy, with their

4
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This Week’s Gossip
Presented by
WANDERING
MIKE

What impressed her most about Aussie broadcast-
ing was the complete lack of formality. The
friendliness was amazing. ' In Town To-night,” in
which she appeared move than once, is—unlike our
own *“ In Town To-night’'—a completely spontaneous
show. No one has a script, and the inlerviewer just
hurls questions ai the inlerviewee, who has o rely
on his or her native wit to make a snappy come-back.

““Isn’t this a bit dangerous ?*’ asked Nina, when
she kept om having to go to the mike without the
least idea of what was going to happen. ** Supposing
I go ga-ga and say something dreadfully rude l”
“You wouldn’t do that to us, would you, Nina ?"
was the carefree veply |

* * *

There are no less than fifteen broadcasting
stations in Sydney alone, which gives you
some idea of how radio has *‘‘got”’ the
dominion. Some of the stations are really
primitive, Nina told me, whilst others are
the last word in efficiency.

She has not fully recovered from an occa-
sion when she was making a commercial

Life looks good for Phyllis
Robins, blonde charmer of
the air, who posed for this
* easy-on-the-eye ”* picture

Amusing speech from Gillie Potter
(of Hogsnorton) at a garden party
in aid of the Institute of Ray
Therapy

inimitable cross-talk, are its stars. Just
another case of a show with the right recipe
which is being given a serial run after a
Successful try-out on one or two dates.

* * *

OPULAR Nina Devitt, the lively song-and-
dance girl, just back from a thirteen months’
tour in Australia, hasn’t wasted much time getting
into harness. Tele-viewers can get an eyeful of
her peppy personality on August 15 and August 16.
I raised a glass with her the other day while she
told me about her Australian trip. During her
stay in Australia she broadcasted hundreds of
times, often three timnes a night for different
SpONSOors.
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NEW CHIEF

programme. After a couple of re-takes, all
was set. She started the °‘‘master,’’ and
suddenly someone popped his head into the
studio and yelled, ‘‘ Anyone seen Bob ? *’

Nina expected the studio manager to throw
a fit, but not a bit of it. He simply turned
round and said, ‘‘ No 1 '’ Then, quite caimly,
he turned to Nina and said, ‘‘I think we’'d
better do that again, dear ! '’

A bit different from B.B.C. and British
sponsored radio methods. But Australia gets
good results just the same.

* * *

AREN ‘T some people unkind? You’d think
that after all the.pleasure Judy Shirley has
given on the radio, even thieves would respect her
property, wouldn’t you?
Not a bit of it.- Recently, at Liverpool, her nice
gew Hillman car was stolen from outside the stage
oor.

To star in Lon-
don’s new
show, ‘‘The
Fleet’s Lit
Up**: Miss Enid
“Legs’’ Lowe

She was just thinking of calling on the services
of her old friend, Inspector Hornleigh, when news
came that the car had been found abandoned in a
lonely street. .All the cushions and gadgets had
been taken.

. . .

THE ‘phone tinkled and at the other end was the
attractive voice of Nadia Doré (turn to page 16).
Believe me, on the 'phone that voice has ‘' umph’ to
the “nth” degree, and it's no different when you
meet her in person.

L 4 L 4 *

Nadia’s no longei' singing with Bert Fir-
man’s band, but that doesn’t mean she’s idle.
No, sirs. For instance, to-morrow (Saturday)
she’ll be on the air with Hugo Rignold’s
band, and she is also expecting to go into
seaside concert party for a short spell. More
of that anon. .

Meanwhile, she’s in love. And the lucky
man is Archie Slavin, the dance-band
guitarist. He’s been very ill, but being in
love with Nadia’s enough to make any man
recover quickly !

. . .
A LITTLE bother the other day behind the

scenes of this chess match which five hundred
listeners are playing against the B.B.C.

)
i

Gracie Again! Coom oop, lass—eh, isn’t it grand!

RADIO PICTORIAL
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When Gracie Fields opened a Childrens’

Falr, -she enjoyed herself more than anybody else.

The chess book, with all the opening moves of
the masters, could not be found. One of the
broadcasters’ team, taking it home to study, had
left it in the tube.

So when the listeners’ move arrived next morn-
ing, the home side were without the guidance of
their book, and its loser dashed out with seven-
and-six to buy another.

. . .
ON fine days now earnest engineers are playing
balloon on the roof of Broadcasting House. The
balloon is white and sparkles in the sunlight as it
floats above Portland Place, like nothing on earth
but an oversize beach ball.

Looks a lot of fun, but actually it is a job of work
and not a game. The wire which anchors the balloon
to the voof is an aerial, and by paying out or winding
in, the aerial can be shortened oy lengthened at will,

. . .

{OR the next few weeks I propose to tell

provincial readers visiting London where

they can see some of their radio favourites
in West End shows.

For a really first-class evening of colour
and spectacle—with plenty of fun and
dames—you can’t go wrong with Cochran’s
‘‘ Happy Returns,’’ at the Adelphi. Besides
Beatrice Lillie and Flanagan and Allen,
there are two radio favourites on show,
Phyllis Stanley and Pat Taylor.

Those who've only thought of young Pat
as a dance-band croonette, will be amazed
at her versatility ; she sings, dances, and acts
like a seasoned trouper. Benny Frankel, Bill
Ternent, and Phil Cardew (radio names to
comjure with) have supplied most of the
orchestrations, and you’'ll be listening to one
of the Hylton-marked bands in the pit.

L 4 * *
HEN Nine Sharp persists at the Little
Theatre as the wittiest intimate revue we
have seen for some time.

Here radio favourites abound. There is Eric
Anderson, who plays the young saxophonist in
the No. 7 Happiness Lane shows on Luxembourg.
There is Gordon Little, debonair young vocalist and
announcer of many sponsored shows. Also Her-
mione Baddeley, Richard Haydn (“The Fish
Mimic”), Sheila Douglas-Pennant, Irene Prador
and George Benson—radio names that makes news.

L 4 * L 4
MILDRED, Joe Loss's charming wife, must be
finding out already that being marvied to a
big-time bandleader has its drawbacks.

She and her husband will certainly not get bored

through having too much time on theiy hands |

Take a look at the hectic couple of days Joe
spent recently in connection with that famous
broadcast to America. And after that never
dare to tell me that you work hard

It started at 8 a.m. on the Saturday, when
Joe left for a recording session. At the end
of the session he sped to Walthamstow, for a
stage show at 1.30 p.m. At 3 he was back at
the Astoria for a session which lasted till
4.30. Next move was back to Walthamstow
for the 5.30 stage show.

* * *

At 6.30 p.m. (their coaches having gone hell-
for-leather), they were at Broadcasting House for
a rehearsal for their 8 to 8.30 p.m. broadcast.
Next move was back to Walthamstow for the
final 9.15 p.m. stage show. Then back to the
Astoria to play from 10.15 p.m. till midnight (am
I making you dizzy?). At 12.5 a.m. they started
a balance test for the N.B.C. broadcast, which
took place from 1 to 1.30 a.m. on Sunday morning.

* * *

The broadcast ovey, the band held a party:
(@) because they were setting off om a five weeks’
tour and (b) because it was too late to go to bed early,
anyway.

At 9 a.m. they set off for Southsea, played two
concerts, one at 3 p.m. and one at 8 p.m., and by
10 a.m. on Monday they were at Manchester for a
vehearsal. No prizes are offered for working out
when Joe and his boys ate and slept during that.
hectic forty-eight hours.

. . .

ITTING in his office beneath the roof of

St. George's Hall, Reginald Foort can
hear his guests playing the organ far below.
One of these visiting organists who come
and demonstrate their talents may be his
successor. .

-Two years ago this theatre organ was the
B.B.C.’s latest toy, and Foort was the first
to play it in all its glistening newness. The
best organ ever made, we murmured.

.At the end of October, Reginald is leaving
to tour the country with a new theatre organ
of his own design. Ten tons heavier, with
five manifolds instead of four, fifty more
stops, and four hundred additional pipes, it
will be the biggest organ ever toured.

* * *

EARS ago Pattman toured the halls with an
organ. Since then it has not been attempted
on a large scale. And it is easy to see why.

Please turn to next page
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Penn,
delightful impersonator, enjoys the luxury of
being herself on holiday at Eastbourne.

Being herseif—for a change.

Reginald Foort tells me that a small battalion
of workers will be needed to transfer his new
instrument from place to place each week.

Three railway trucks on a special coach will be
wanted to move it by train, and a 20 h.p. engine
must be carried around to blow it.

. . .
T’HE power of the Press | A friend of mine wrote
a small article about Brian Lawrance in a
British paper which found its way to Australia.

A girl in Brisbane spotted it, recognised it as the
photograph of a boy she used to play opposite in an
amatewr dvamatic company, many years ago. My
friend was able to supply Brian’s address and-thus
enabled her to venew a friendship with a voung man
whom she had nc idea had become so famous.

* * *

HERE seems no limit to the enterprise of
fan clubs. On Sunday, at 10 a.m., any-
body near the Oval underground station-will
see four coaches set out for Southsea. In the
first coach will be Billy Cotton and his band ;
in the other three coaches will be members
of the Cotton Fan Club on their annual
summer outing. Billy's giving a concert at
the South Parade Pier in the afternoon, and
his ardent fans are going along to give him
a glad hand. That’s real support.
* * *
NEW team that I prophesy is going to scoop
all the plums off the cake is that of Rose
Perfect and Percy Manchester. You heard them a
couple of weeks back in variety. To-morrow
(Saturday) they’ll be singing with Reg. Foort in
““ Foort-issimo."” )

The seeds for the partnership were sown last
year. Rose listened in to the broadcast of “On
With the Show,” from Blackpool. She wired
congratulations to the Sherry Brothers and added :
“Don’t know who tenor is, but he’s grand.” It
was Percy Manchester.

They met later and he thanked her for her kind -

words. Then Rose went to South Africa and, on
her return, was in an agent’s office debating
whether to go off to America or stay home and
find a partner for an act. Then in walked Percy !
Finish of story. Or, rather, the beginning !

* * *

LACED heve and theve among the audience of
four hundred in St. George’s Hall for * Sing-
Song” are eight or ten members of the wiveless
chorus, singing like mad, to encourage.the others.
Audiences are inviled for half an hour before the
show is due to start, and the last twenty minules
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This Week’s Gossip Continued

before the red light glows, Reginald Foort at the
organ and Charles Shadwell with the baton rehcarse
the choruses which are going to be sung.
. * *
HESE sing-songs are such good fun, that
they are likely to run well into the autumn,
if listeners go on liking them.

John Sharman produced the first two, and
now he has left for his holiday, ‘“Willie
Winkett ’* has gone as well.

Ernest Longstaffe is producing while John
is away, and he prefers to use *‘live’’
artistes ‘as comperes.

* * .
DAN DONOVAN fans can look: out for big
news of their favourite. He’s shortly leaving
Lansdowne House,. where he’s had a very happy
session with his band,
His plans? Mustn’t split em yet, but I promise
to give you the news as soon as Dan gives the
word

. . .

I LIKE the story Albert Whelan tells of Sir Harry
Laudey. First Albert, then two other friends,

offered Sir Harry a dvink. On each occasion he asked

Louise Hayward has been broadcasting with
Luigi Voselli since November, 1937. This
week you can hear her on Saturday, 4.20 p.m.
{National) ; Sunday at .10 a.m. (Empire)
and Tuesday, 5.20 p.m. (Natlon;r)

for a cigar, instead. Then, just as he was going, he
turned vound and sasd : * Weel, boys, weel ye a’ hae
a vound wi’ me before I gang awa ?"° And he solemnly
handed each one of them onc of the cigars !

And the other story :

Says Lauder to Whelan : “Wha' do ye dae wi’
yer money ?”° ‘“Save up for a rainy day,” replied
Whelan. * What do you do with yours ?”" “ Save up
for a flood,” replied Lauder !

* * *
N Sunday, August 7, at 10.45 p.m.,
Cadbury’s are introducing their Roses
Chocolates to Luxembourg listeners with a
new idea in sponsored programmes.

¢‘Let’s Meet at the Organ ’’ will blend
two popular forms of entertainment—the
cinema organ, plus variety.

Sidney Torch is the organist of the series,
and every week he will have with him three
stars whose names make news, and accom-
pany them on the organ.

Peter Dawson, Yvonne Arnaud, Binnie
Hale, Hildegarde, Tessa Deane, Jan van der
Gucht—these are just a few of the famous
artistes who have been dated up.

* * *
Attradive little lady on the cover is Shirley Lenner,
singey with George Elrick’s Macleanw’s band.
Only fourteen, she is alyeady following in the footsteps
of her famous sisters, Anne Lenner and Judy
Shirley. Keep st up, Shirley |

- * *
YOU may remember that David Gretton, O.B.
chief at Midland Regional, married his
secretary a few months ago.

David has been very busy lately, particularly
during the Birmingham Pageant broadcasts.
Having seen very’ little of her husband for some
days, Mrs. Gretton decided to go along to the
pageant and find out what time he was likely to
be home. .

She managed to push her way to the foot of the
ladder leading to the commentator’s box,” but
various officials prevented her ascending, despite
her assurances that her husband was aloft. T

3 . .
GANIST ROBINSON CLEAVER’S visit to
Denmark has been, as you would expect, a
riotous success. I had a letter from him this week.

“Try to imagine this during an English broad-
cast,” he says. ' Huge bouquets of flowers are handed
to me, and words of thanks are expected, which, of
course, are heard over the air; them on with the
transmissions |~

“ My wife’s room is just one mass of lovely blooms,
while my room is adorned with cables—I received
seventeen from England at my premiére.”

3 . 3

One English listener wrote to Robby :
¢ The announcements between the numbers
were in Danish, and yet it sounded very much
like your voice.”’ :

Well, it was Robby’'s voice, speaking in
Danish. It was great fun for him and, judging
by the reception every time he spoke to the
audience in Copenhagen, they enjoyed listen-
ing to an Englishman trying to speak their
language.

* * >

A signal honour was paid him when the
Swedish Broadcasting Company wired to
ask his permission to relay one of his broad-
casts over their whole network of thirty-one
stations.

He is returning to England, home, and
broadcasts for August 15.

. 3 .

The other evening, at_the Café Anglais, the
Duncan Sisters noticed June Clyde in the audience.

Years ago, June, a child performer, was one of
the piccaninnies in their ** Topsy and Eva’ show
anda particular favourite with the sisters, so that
as soon as they finished the number they were
singing, they asked her what request number she
would like them to sing.

* - *

“Will you sing ' Remembering' 2" June called out
from her table. They began on it and June grew
pensive as she remembered how, with infinite patierce,
the Duncan Sisters taught her this song. Before long
she was furtively dabbing her eyes with a hand-
kerchief.

Then suddenly the audience was astonished to see
that both the Duncan Sisters were crying as they
sang. Finally they broke down in the song, tearfully
apologised to the audience, and rushed over to June's
table, where the happy, though tear-stained reunion
took place.

To-day all three are highly amused at the thought
of the curious spectacle that three well-known stars
publicly crying theiy eyes owt must have presented to
the bewildered public.

Jean Batten watched with interest te girls
deftly assembling K.B. radio receivers at the
Sidcup factory
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LEONARD HENRY,

Comedian,
Banana, and
points out how Raspberries, Kippers
and Cats differ from Stuffed Olives

Radio’s Most Irresistible
explains the “Ha-ha” in

and Winkles

OMETIMES 1 wish this comedian
business was all a matter of making
funny faces.

I don’t know who began adding
jokes to the comic man’s repertoira. I'd like
to meet him and give him some of his own

" chat back. And now people are writing to
suggest that the B.B.C. should take the lead
in asking comedians to make their humour
‘‘ simple and funny.’’

I ask you!

It’s all very difficult. You might think that to be
funny and simple one must come right down to
essentials. Food, for instance. The stuff you eat
to live so that you can live to eat some more.
And yet, customers, riddle me this :

I mention kippers and get a roar. Bacon, niot
a smile. There is always a laugh about a banana.
But not even a titter in an apple.

If I say a blackberry is a skinful of full
stops, the house rocks and tired business
men hold their sides and let their—well,
their debentures, drop. Yet if I go on to say
a stuffed olive is a pickle with a rear light,
well, all the jacking systems at the Motor
.Show wouldn’t be able to lift the silence.

Now what’s funny about a banana? Even

cucumbers are now known as Irish bananas. Ha,
ha ! excuse me, even the thought of it brings on a
laugh. But what is there so funny ahout a
banana?

Oh, if only I knew. D’you know what I'd do?
I'd begin a farm for funny fruit. Shaving the
whiskers off goosegogs to make grapes, and so on.
When my fellow comics, toiling on a hot summer
night to be funny to the front row of the gallery,
wanted help, they would phone for me.

°  Uncle Leonard’s Farm for Frajabulous Fruit.
I would dash to my greenhouse, grab a new

growth, and rush it to
the theatre. There'd be a
hasty chat in the wings.
Then the lad would stroll back on to the stage
with the new funny fruit' and bring the house
down.

Something like this :

“I must tell you about my gazookasplosh.”
Holds up fruit. Roars of laughter. Another
reputation made or saved.

“ My gazockasplosh ** More roars of laughter.

Or do you think a fish farm would be more
suitable ? But not in my back garden, of
course. It might get mixed up with the
washing. Besides, with fish you're never
able to get away from your job, are you ? So
clinging, if you know what I smell.

If kippers make for merriment, why not
winkles? A winkle'is only a worm in a dug-out.

I ve got a plan for keeping funny fish. There'd
be several tanks. Grade A tank for first-night
laughs, the Ritz cabaret, and No. 1 touring
companies.

Grade B for the music halls, Flanagan and
Allen, and visiting Americans. Grade C for the
rest of the gang, would-be discoveries, and the
man who broke the kitty at Diddlum-Parva.

Oh, I nearly forgot, There would have to
be a very small, very high-class tank, glass-
lined, with roses round the door, for the
man we mustn’t name at the B.B.C.

Fishing rights two guineas an hour. All you

catch you keep.

Perhaps, though, it
would be too sticky.
Imagine a red-nosed comic catching a joke fish
that was only too obviously an old college trout.
Nor would it do for a pale, refined fish with wings
to be yanked out by a gent with a blue nose.

Well, having dealt with fruit (except the
raspberry, that interesting food of the gods)
and with fish (except the whale, which is too
big to wrap up in this page), we will now take
a peep at the flesh. Keep your seat, sir——this
is not a talk on Gay Paree.

I don’t know much about fowls except that they
are crossed with centipedes for use in boarding
houses. And are, perhaps, the only creatures who
can’t put their fingers to their (parson’s) nose.

Then there are pigs, referred to very genteelly
on the air as * baconers.” Just as though- they
might be “ham- and-eggers ** pork-pie-ers.
Start talking about pigs on the stage and everyone
will laugh. But talk. of bacon and they turn as
serious as an Entertainment Committee.

The favourite flesh for fun, from fur coats
to next-door neighbours, is cats.

I shall have to see about crossing cats with
pigs. If fur-backed rashers don’t make ‘em

RADIO PICTORIAL

Of course, you may
be thinking of sausages.
Aren’t they funny? Now didn't I say at the

g that we were going to keep things
simple? Well then, leave the sausage to the
superintendent from the C.LD.

Anyway, what have they got to do with cats?

And talking of cats,- I was out on the tiles
t’other night and heard a lughly spicy tail, sorry,

tale. Two pussies were miaowing together in the
moon?hght Said one: ‘‘Do you still go out with
Tom?"” .

“No,” said the other, “he got so boring.”

“Oh, how was that? "

“He could do nothing but talk about his
operation.”

Well, customers, that’s.all for this evening.
Please pay as you go out.
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Confesszons from the heart of Ten Radio Lovelies
who revealed, when tactfully interviewed for this

special article for RADIO PICTORIAL, just how

“Romance” came to them for the first time.

Gloria Brent, Esther Coleman, Doreen

Dalton, Nina Devitt, Nadia Doré¢,

Paula Green, Anne Lenner, Diana

Miller, Beryl Orde and Wyn Richmond

reveal their secrets in interviews
with

—BARRY WELLS—

(Left) A game of Charades
brought delightful Doreen
Dalton her first kiss. Be-
low left, is Anne Lenner,
and, right, Gloria Brert,
who “both have vivid
memories of their first
tender embraces!

0 you remember your first pair of

long trousers, your first party frock,

your first cigarette in the bushes,

your first day at school, your first
kiss. . . .?

Each event a milestone in your life.

How important it was at the moment.
Now . . . well, time mellows most memories.
Most of us can even look back on our first
kiss without embarrassment, without a
blush. That is, providing we can recall that
first osculatory experiment through the
subsequent barrage of kisses !

And so can some of our delightful radio
stars. . .

‘When they had recovered from the shock of
my unexpected question they found not a little
amusement in looking back on that first, tender
embrace. And it was easy to persuade them to
break a cardinal rule which is never to kiss and
tell.

Doreen Dalton, charming singer with Teddy
Joyce’s band, had her first kiss in the unromantic
surroundings of a game of charades. *‘I'm afraid
my first ‘ passionate’ kiss turned out to be rather
a farce,” Doreen told me. ‘It was at a large
party at a country house. You know the sort of
thing—people arriving at odd times, nobody
being properly introduced, and so on.

‘‘Someone suggested a game of charades. Fine !
In no time it was under way. The details are a
bit hazy now—it was some years ago |—but I
remember that to illustrate the second syllable,
I had to be kissed. The moment arrived and
-a tall, handsome person swept me into his arms,
with that exact pressure that denotes the expert.
They say that when you’re drowning you think
of the past . . . but when you are ‘drowning
emotionally’ you think of the future. . I thought
of the future very sweetly. He seemed a very

attractive person, this handsome young man.

‘‘ But as we were taking off our disguises
when the charade was over I got my shock.
The charming ‘ young man ’ who had caused
my youthful heart to flutter turned out to
possess a marvellous shingled head . . . and
answered to the name of Peggy ! Thus are
illusions shattered. But no matter, Peggy
introduced me to her brother . . . and he
had his share of the family flair { **



Nina Devitt and Wyn Richmond and
(below) Diana Miller, who have confided
their first kisses in Barry Wells.

Turn now to Esther Coleman’s first “serious”
kiss . . . and imagine her embarrassment. It
took place in the unusual surroundings of a London
station.

““A young man had been staying at our home
for some weeks and I had got quite friendly with
him,” Esther confessed. ‘‘Anyway, I was young
enough and friendly enough to think it my
bounden duty to see him off when he was due to
return to South Africa.

“I had my programme all mapped out. A
friendly handshake, a gay ‘Bon voyage’ and that
was all. But he looked so wistful when it came
to the point, and after all he was very sweet, and
I wouldn’t ever see him again. We were young
and good friends. I pictured the poor youth
going out to some heathenish clime with the bliss
of one parting kiss to spur him to ambition.
Most romantic and touching !

‘“So, at the last minute, I relented and we
kissed. With a sigh, perhaps of regret, perhaps
of a feeling that I had done my ‘duty’ too well,
I turned away.

‘¢ It would have been different,’’ I thought,
‘“jf I were ever going to see him again.
Just then I heard his voice. He’d missed
his train! The next was not for some hours.
That completely upset all my comfortable
¢ safe * thoughts about that kiss and I have
seldom spent a more embarrassed evening
than I did in his sheepish company. And
when his train actually did go I was firm.
1 stuck to my original programme ! *’

Thanks to a bet, Nadia Doré—sweet singer
with Hugo Rignold's band—had her first taste of
the joy of kissing. But she was really double-crossed!

The scene was the seaside (the sad, sea waves
have a great influence on the osculatory glands 1)
and the characters were Nadia, at the time very
shy and demure and inexperienced (but quite
prepared to be taught !) and a young man not so
shy, not so demure, not so inexperienced and quite
prepared to teach.

‘““We talked of swimming, which seemed safe

enough. ‘I bet you can’t race me to that raft’
said he, arrogantly. ‘Easy,’ I replied. ‘Bet you
two to one I beat you—in kisses’ said he. *‘Done,”

said I, though I had only the haziest notion of
what two to one meant, Well, I reached the raft
and he hadn’t even started.

“‘I'm afraid I've lost’ said he, with a grin.

““*You have,” I replied acidly.

“*Then I'll pay my debt.
kisses.””

Five minutes later he was still paying his
debt and Nadia had quite forgotten that she
was in a damp and chilly costume. It was
very exhilarating, but it was not till next day
that she worked it out about those odds and
realised that he’d got her caught either way !

Wyn Richmond takes full blame for the first
real kiss in her life. I was seventeen and I'd
heard about this pleasant business of kissing but
never bothered about it. Till one night, in a
spirit of adventure. . . .

“Well, it was at a party. I was introduced to
a shy young man. He was quite pleasant and it
struck me that here was an ideal subject for my
experiment. We crept away on to a moonlit
balcony '’ (gosh, that old moon has something to
answer for over many years }j ‘‘and after a while,
apparently feeling’ very daring, he put his arm
round me.”’

“‘May I—er—may I?”

“*‘Yes?’ I interrupted hopefully.

“Er . . . may I offer you a cigarette?’ !

“It was a bit of a blow, but even a cigzrette
was a new experience at that time, so I acrepted

I owe you, two

Paula Green's first kiss, was when she was very young, whilst
Esther Coleman’'s was a sentimental gesture at a station.
Below (left) is Beryl Orde—hers was the lesser of two evils 1

and we lit up with quite a lot of coughing and

-spluttering. I only had a whiff or two and then I

deemed it wiser to throw the cigarette away.
Suddenly I got very bold and took his cigarette
and flung it away. But he was very shy. He
didn’t even take that hint but sat looking most
uncomfortable. '

‘“ I blush to think of my vampish methods,
but I suddenly said, ¢ Aren’t you ever going
to kiss me, or shall we go and dance ?’

‘‘ That stirred him. He clumsily clutched
at me and kissed . . . and I was never so
disappointed in my life. So this was the
much advertised pastime of kissing? 1
never saw him again. I wonder if he remem-
bers . . . and if his technique has improved!’’

Just in her ‘teens Nina Devitt, vivacious little
song and dance girl, worked for her first kiss in
true vamp style! It was out in Australia, land
of he-man lovers. But her Romeo was no ‘ He-
man”—just a nice, unsophisticated, healthy and
charming young college boy.

*“We'd been walking in the country,” said Nina,
“and after a while heat and fatigue led us to a
shady field. We sank down gratefully and then
I got up hurriedly! I'd sat on an ant’s nest !
I could bave cried from sheer mortification. What
a beginning to what I hoped would be a tender
love-scene, a gay, but sentimental interlude.

‘* But, actually, it could scarcely have been
bettered. It made him tender and sympa-
thetic and when a susceptible youth gets in
that state he’s as clay im the hands of a
determined young woman of fifteen who is
determined to experience something of which
she has only heard. He soon succumbed.
When he realised that I wanted to be kissed
he did so firmly and enthusiastically. Yes, I
enjoyed it . . . but he had a slight moustache,
and gosh, did it tickle ! *’

Now listen to the tale of Paula Green, a sad
story of unrequited love. But as it all happened
when she was only seven I don’t think Paula
will mind me spilling the beans.

Near where Paula lived at Eastbourne lived
two-brothers, one nine and the other six.

“1 was thoroughly smitten with the young
man of nine,” confessed Paula, “and was fully
determined to marry him eventually. Alas, he
looked down on a mere.seven-year-old, with all
the dignity of his advanced years. Instead, I
had to be content with the passion of the six-year-
old !

“One day the young brother sent me a love-
letter. Yes, he was a most forward young fellow.
I was furious . . . my hopes-still centring round
his elder brother. Passing his house one day I
climbed the wall in order to tell him very severely
that I thought his conduct ungentlemanly in the
extreme.

*I found him terribly excited. He thought my
visit was a sign that I had responded to his ardent
letter, and also it happened to be his birthday.
His birthday ! That meant he was seven . . .
the same age as myself. I decided that he was
not quite so much of a babe and as I couldn’t get
my man, the nine-year-old swain, I decided to
cut my losses by keeping in with the young
brother !

Please turn to page 22
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Hearts will be lighter for the news that Jack Payme will be
back in a B.B.C. studio on Wednesday, August 10. We expect
to hear him soon in an important sponsored radio programme.
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HEY are go-ahead folk at Morecambe,

as you will gather if you tune in to

any of the relays from that popular

Northern resort some time during
this summer. There will be several of these
composite shows, and the more the merrier
as far as Morecambe is concerned.

For there is enough talent in the town to
provide a couple of hours’ good radio entertainment
every evening for weeks on end.

Let’s go first to the Tower, one of the oldest
entertainment centres in Morecambe. Built in
1910, it has been managed through practically the
whole of its existence by kindly Mr. Addenbrooke,
a virile veteran with an inventive turn of mind.
He it was who invented the system of limelighting
at present used at many dances and carnivals,
which was tried out successfully in his own Tower
Ballroom. Carnivals have always been a feature
here, and Mr. Addenbrooke is anxious to arrange
to' broadcast one of them, with all its attendant
atmosphere of jollity.

However, the B.B.C. may prefer to take its
microphone into the Tower’s theatre, where Tom
Arnold’s Switzerland ice ballet is being featured
for a long run during the season. As this show
has a first-class cabaret lasting an hour, there
should be plenty there to amuse listeners.

During the past four years, concerts by
famous regimental and brass bands relayed
from the Harbour Bandstand, Morecambe,
have become established favourites with
Northern listeners, and there are some first-
class attractions promised for this season.
This setting is most attractive—the band-
stand is quite modern, and adjacent to the
jetty, so that the gentle swish of the waves is
heard from time to time. Listen for this
and you will get a breath of the real seaside
atmosphere.

Morecambe is the headquarters of Ernest Binns,
who is so well known for his broadcasting concert
parties in the North of England. He is shortly
providing one of his Arcadian Follies shows for
the opening of the new super-theatre on the
promenade, which takes the place of his old
“pitch” from which he has broadcast at More-
cambe for many a year. ' The new Empire Theatre
will hold 1,500 people, and will specialise in
lightning scene changes. Every provision is being
made for broadcasting their shows.

Leaving the builders working hectically to
finish the theatre in readiness for the scheduled
opening, let's cross the road to the Central
Pier, which is also a comparatively new con-
struction.

When the old pier was destroyed by fire in 1933,
the management decided that in rebuilding they
would endeavour to strike a new note in pier
architecture. And they have certainly succeeded.
Special fire-resisting material was used—even the
paint will not burn !

The new concert pavilion is a delightful asbestos-
lined structure with very modern decoration, and
is ideal for broadcasting relays. Hedley Claxton’s

The Harbour
Bandstand

Revelry broadcasts were a big success there last
year, and they look like being better than ever.

‘‘ Revelry *’ is hardly a concert party in
the old sense of the word; they specialise in
a good deal of material usually associated
with revues, particularly big production
numbers. Slim, dark and handsome Hedley
Claxton devises and produces most of the
show himself, in addition to taking part.

His leading comedian this year is no other
than Teddy Williams, otherwise known as
‘¢ Plain Mr. York,'' who made many friends
in his Saturday night ‘¢ Music Hall '’ broad-
casts. He also appeared quite recently in a
radio show with Stainless Stephen.

vor Adams is a broadcasting baritone who has

sung at Covent Garden, and Denise Clifford, the
soprano, is an attractive Liverpool girl who was
discovered by Ben Lyon on one of his early talent-
spotting tours of the provinces.

Arthur Jackson and Freda Gardener, a lively
pair of entertainers, are no strangers to the
microphone, for they have broadcast regularly
with the famous Arcadian Follies from the South
Pier, Blackpool.

The show also features the Rhythm Boys, a
versatile four-piece band.

With his partner, Harry Neil, Hedley Claxton
has been producing these Revelry shows since 1922.
They have broadcast from Belfast and the Isle
of Man, and you will probably hear their com-
panion company, Arcadian Revelry from Scar-
borough this summer.

A few yards from the Pavilion is the Marine
Ballrcom, which is well known to dapcers and
listeners all over the North of England. Richard
Valery has broadcast from there on innumerable
occasions, and his orchestra, which includes no
brass instruments, has certainly struck a new note
in sweet music. This is his third season at
Morecambe—in the winter months he is often on
the air from the Manchester studios, so it is hardly

By
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who wants to make you better acquain-
ted with this pleasure-loving Northern
resort, home of Concert Parties_and
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surprising that' dancing enthusiasts flock to hear
his band in the summer at Morecambe, and inci-
dentally, to sample one of the finest floors in the
country.

A student of the famous Manchester College of
Music, Richard Valery spent quite a while in
America, where he became a devotee of Duke
Ellington, and has concentrated on the com-
positions of the modern American school. Several
of his own works in this idiom have been broadcast,
and he wrote the band’s signature tune, '‘'The
Magic Carpet,” which soon achieved tremendous
popularity with Northern listeners.

Variety fans have come to expect a consistently
high standard of entertainment from any
show which emanates from the Winter Gardens,
Morecambe. It never closes its doors throughout
the year, and presents all the best-known artistes
in the music-hall world.

Palace Frolics of 1938 is another of those
super concert parties which is appearing at the
Palace Theatre, with a large company headed by
Elsie Sterndale, that quaint Lancashire come-
dienne, who has_frequently appeared .in studio
variety.

From the West End pier you will hear this
summer the first open-air concert party broadcast
to be relayed from a Northern resort. This is
Pierrot on Parade, presented by that doyen of
concert party impresarios—Frank Terry, whose
Pleasure on Parade has been a feature of the
Northern programmes for some years.

When I saw him busily rehearsing his
Morecambe troupe, Frank (whose smile is
as ready as ever) told me that his total
broadcasts will run into three figures this
summer, He spends all the holiday season
trekking from New Brighton to Morecambe
and the Isle of Man to supervise his shows
there, with an occasional visit to other
resorts to compeére broadcasts.

Please turn to page 39
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MACK went my dinghy right into the
rear portion of Mrs. Gibson. Claude
Dampier’s indignant face appeared on
the river bank.

‘“You can’t do that to Mrs. Gibson, you
know !’’ he complained. Then: ‘‘Oh, it’s
you!’’

‘‘I'm awfully sorry,’’ I shouted back.

But I wasn’t sorry really, because Mrs. Gibson
saved my life. I was out on the Thames in a small
dinghy and the tide was rather faster than it had
looked before I set out.

In less time than it takes to squeeze an accordion
the boat was out of my control, and I was heading
rapidly for a miniature waterfall.

But, bless her, Mrs. Gibson appeared suddenly
before me. I crashed full tilt into her stern. My
own dinghy shot into the bank, and the houseboat
Claude Dampier named after his mythical partner
shot into the centre of the river.

With Claude’s help I managed to get Mrs.
Gibson safely back to her moorings, undamaged
by her unexpected adventure.

That is just the sort of thing that is always
happening to me. Ever since I first sang on the
stage as a kid in short socks I have been in the
spotlight of excitement.

Long before I ever broadcast, my mother used
to accompany me on the piano, and we had some
thrilling times together touring the halls.

Iremember once, when we were on the stage
and mother was playing a large, old-fashioned
piano, being scared out of my wits by a ter-
rifying shout of warning from the audience.

Looking round, I was just in time to see
the grand piano almost on top of me. It was
literally plunging across the stage.

I jumped back. Less than a second later
it slid past me with only an inch to spare.

Mother told me afterwards that she had tried
to hold it back but it was far too heavy, and that
it had taken the skin right off her fingers.

She had shouted at the same time as the audience.
It was that warning which made me turn round in
time to save myself from being flattened out on the
stage.

But, touch wood, I have a charmed life. Once
I was travelling at sixty miles an hour along a
country road when one of my front tyres burst.
The force of the explosion threw the car up against
the kerb, but fortunately the road was dry and I
was able to stop before we turned a somersault.

It was a narrow escape, though, and it was
weeks before I drove so fast again.

My -mother bought me my first accordion. It
cost a lot of money—far more than she could
really afford at the time—and it was partly to
justify this expense that I worked so hard to
master the instrument, as a double act with my
mother. .

Dad has never appeared on the stage with me,
although on one occasion his arms and hands have
figured in my act.

When I got on the stage one evening, I found
that I had forgotten to undo the fasteners which
kept my accordion squeezed-up. I managed to
loosen one of these, but the other somehow got
stuck and it would not come undone.
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The orchestra in the pit had already played
the intro so I began to sing without playing.
Then I walked slowly to the wings and stood
half-on and half-off the stage. While I was still
singing, my father’s arms appeared from
behind the scenes and undid the fastener.

To the audience it must have looked as if I
possessed two pairs of hands, and they were still
laughing when I finished my first number.

During the second house the same evening I
pulled the fastener off in case it should happen
again. But when I began to play, the hole where
the screw had been let out a stream of air every
time I squeezed the accordion.

It came up into my face in almost gale
force, blowing my hair right up on end.
I couldn’t do anything about it, of course,
untll after the shaw.

With such a wind blowing into my face it
made it extremely difficult to sing properly.
Every time I took a breath it caught me in the
back of the throat and I very nearly choked.

Another thing that often happens to me when
I am on the stage is a sudden breakdown of the
microphone when I am in the middle of a song,
leaving me to finish without a mike. Fortunately,
this is easy, as long before mikes were in use, I
toured the halls singing.

Naturally, the old pros in the audience come
round to see me afterwards‘to congratulate me
on my act. They think I engineer it on purpose
to make the act more effective (in the same way
as a juggler deliberately fumbles to make the

‘audience believe his job is'difficult).

They won’t believe me when I tell them that it
is really an accident.

I have a passion for electricity. It is my
hobby when I have any spare time and often
I have repaired a microphone on a stage only
a few minutes before the show was due to
begin.

Once, though, I bought a very expensive
microphone which clipped on to my accordion so
that I could walk, sing and play all at the same
time.

Just before a show one evening the microphone
went wrong. I couldn’t get a sound out of it.

My father, who knew of my technical abilities,
told me to leave it alone. He said he would wire
for a new one to be sent down by hand immediately.

He disappeared to send off the wire. While
he was out of my dressing-room I had the
thing to pieces, found out what the trouble
was, and had assembled it before his return.

He was mad at first, but soon got over it. The
designer of the microphone arrived with a new
one a little later, and he was surprised to learn that
I had fixed it myself.

‘I wouldn’t have done it if I had been in your
shoes,”’ he said. :

Being Irish, mother and I always receive
a warm welcome when we visit the Emerald
Isle. In one theatre there we found that our
dressing-room was right at the top of the
building, and we had dozens of stairs to climb
before we reached it.
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Shocks and escapes in the
life of

PAT HYDE,

charming young accordionist
and vocalist, featuring a
Piano which Ran Amok and
a Hurricane in a Squeeze-
box, told by Herself

NER,

Mother is not fond of stairs, so we asked the
manager if he could let us have a room which was
not so high up.

“And who are you?” he asked. We had not
been to the theatre before.

“Pat and Ivy Hyde,” we replied.

‘“Indeed, then that’s different. You shall have
the room on the ground floor.”

t turned out that some other artistes had already

been given that dressing-room, but it made no
difference to the manager. He told them that a
mistake had been made and they were to have
our original room.

Then we parked ourselves in the most comfort-
able quarters in the house.

At another theatre in Ireland we arrived to find
that repairs were being made to the stage and the
flies, and electricity was being installed. Right in
the middle of the stage was a ladder fixed by a
rope to a beam running over the top.

About half an hour before the opening the
workmen packed up their tools and prepared to
leave. But the ladder was left in the middle of
the stage. ]

‘“ Aren’t you going to move that?’’ we
asked.

The foreman shook his head.

‘‘ But you can’t leave it there during a
show.”’

He scratched his head and shrugged his
shoulders.

‘‘ We'll not move it.”’

Please turn to page 39

S

Facing up to the mike with a smile—action
snap of Pat in the studio
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Few broadcasters, even among

firmament, can

He is probably heard more often than
any other single star, and his Fan
Mail is said to reach phenomenal
figures. Now listeners are mourning
the fact that he is to leave the B.B.C.,
but you will still be able to hear him

in the future, says

ROSS
REDFERN

sl E’'RE sorry, but
Mr. Foort is too
busy to see you for

several weeks."’ ]

The diplomats at the B.B.C. were very pleasant
about it, but also quite adamant.

Knowing something of the amount of work that
Reggie Foort has to get through during the course
of a week, and the incessant ’'phone calls, per-
sistent callers, and floods of letters that descended
on him directly it was known he had resigned his
B.B.C. post, 1 was not surprised at getting that
message.

Reginald Foort is reputed to earn £25 a week.
I can only say that he deserves every penny of it.
There are not many days in the week on which
Reginald has not got a National or Regional
session. There are his Fan-mail Favourites
sessions, his Foort-issimo programmes, and
various odd broadcasts with guest artistes. He
does The Organ, the Dance Band, and Me shows
with Billy Thorburn’s band—and" every session
that he does on his own has an idea behind it, a
theme which requires quite a lot of work to get
just right.

He is also required to broadcast to the Empire,
sometimes at atrociously inconvenient hours,
And as if that were not enough, his masterly touch
on the organ is cften required by producers as
added attractions to their shows,

A typical case is John Sharman’s Sing-Song, in
which, during the nimety minutes of the show,
Reggie is very prominently represented. Add to
this actual playing the hours that must be spent
in rehearsing, arranging, and planning—the seeing
of artistes, the correspondence, and so on—and it
is obvious that Foort hasn’t very much time to
himself.

But through it all Reginald remains im-
perturbable. Placidly he surveys a crowded week
before him, and then rolls up his sleeves (literally,
when at the organ) and gets on with the job.

s well as being, perhaps, the busiest,

Foort is also one of the most popular of
all radio stars. Listeners like the pleasant
informality with which he introduces his
programmes. There’s nothing high-hat
about that well-loved voice. Sometimes he
has to grope for a word to express his mean-
ing. Well, in such cases, he doesn’t attempt
to bluff. He gropes unashamedly.

Most listeners have probably got a niental con-
ception of Foort and, for once, it is almost certain
that their conception is pretty accurate. His
voice reveals him as a quietly spoken, amiable,

‘“no-frills-and-no-nonsense’’ family man. And
that’s just what he is.

He lives at Highgate, is married, bothers little
about his clothes (flannels and sports coat are his
most common garb), clings to his pipe with
characteristic British affection, and can often be
seen cycling to or from his home in North London.

Foort has a ‘“comfortable” personality. You
talk to him not as journalist to radio star, but as
man to man. He can see your point of view and
expects you to try and see his. He doesn’t pre-
tend to be contemptuous of publicity and a certain
amount of praise. But he never seeks it. I
believe that, at heart, he doesn’t care twopenny-
worth of cold gin what the *arty-crafty' critics
think of his shows so long as he is convinced that

cinema
organists, those dazzling lights in the radio
rival the popularity

REGINALD FOORT

of

the thousands of Mr. and Mrs. Smiths, Browns,
and Robinsons all over the country enjoy them.

They do, which is why Miss Evans, Foort’s
charming’ secretary, leads a life which is a
constant effort to keep abreast of the
thousands of fan letters that pour in for
‘¢ The Homely Star.’’

What else do you want to know about Reginald
Foort? What he does in his limited spare time?
How he began?

Well, his chief hobby is carpentry. Perhaps
that’s because, way back, Reggie was a sailor.
There are pictures of ships on his office wall to
remind one of that. His tastes in reading veer
towards thrillers and Wild Western yarns. Apart
from running up and down the eighty-seven stairs
that lead to his office in St. George’s Hall, and his
cycling, he has no time for exercise, though he
used to be keen on tennis and swimaming.

But, apart from music, his great passion
is speed. The faster the car that he is
driving, the happier he is. And when he can
get to the controls of an airplane (he used to
own one), he is at peace with the world. Do
you find this incongruous in a man whose
voice and galt suggests that mothing can
hurry him ?

He loves flowers, cats, and games of
patience. He is said to be particularly fond
of stewed figs and cream. The one thing that
can lure him from his beloved pipe is a cigar
—but it’s got to be a good one, or he’d rather
be excused.

Like many other prominent radio organists,
Foort had his early groundings in his profession
in churches. When he was seven he learned to play
the piano, but three or four years later switched
over to the organ, and this has been his first Tove
ever since.

He was only twelve when he became a pro-
fessional. That was at the little parish church
of Newbold. Then he studied at the Royal
College of Music and, at sixteen, moved to Holy
Trinity Church, Paddington, and later to St Mary’s,
Bryanston Square, where he was also choirmaster.

After his spell in the Navy during the war, he
decided to move from the somewhat restricted
circles of church organ playing. His keen brain
bade him look ahead, and he realised that it was
in the cinemas that a chance of fame and fortune
lay.
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First he went to the Marlborough, Holloway,
and later to Edinburgh, where he was one of the
first to tackle the newest sensation—the huge
Waurlitzer organ.

It was while he was at the New Gallery Cinema
that radio fame beckoned. With his first broad-
cast he became, overnight, a radio star-—in the full
meaning of the word ‘‘star.”

For some time he played in leading cine-
mas, and then the B.B.C. theatre organ was
installed, and Foort was invited to join the
staff as official organist. It was a chance
that he could not resist. He was provided
with a ready-made audience of thousands
(which he, by his skill, has undoubtedly
increased to millions), and he was provided,
too, with a chance of experimenting with
his many ideas in showmanship.

He started quite modestly at the B.B.C. 'It has
been public demand that has rocketed him to
a foremost place among British stars. It is not
only in this country that he is popular. Some
years back he made a tremendous success in New
York, at the Paramount Theatre. Next to this
country it is probably Holland which most idolises
Foort. He has been there several times to play—
always with tremendous acclaim.

Yes, listeners can’t have too much Foort.
Since his first broadcast, in 1926, he bas played
considerably over five hundred hours on the air
and it can’t be long, surely, before he will have
chalked up his thousardth solo broadcast.

It is a significant fact that this man was born in
Daventry, the home of radio. He understands
the requirements of listeners. Knows that you
must not “play down’ to them. Knows that,
fundamentally, the public loves good music if it is
presented with a spice of showmanship.

They say of Reginald Foort that he is the
only man whose Christian name is contracted
by everybody who mentions him. Some
members of the staff naturally call him
‘‘ Mr. Foort ’’ to his face. But they always
think of him as *‘ Reggie."’

I'd regard that as a tribute, and I expect
‘¢ Reggie ' does, too.

This, then, is the man whom you've all
heard, and who, in November, you will have
an opportunity of seeing. When he starts to
tour with his giant new organ he will leave a
gap that will not be easy to fill.
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HILE the ‘‘Four Chaps ’’ combin-

ation was still running, we formed

the ‘‘ Two Pairs.’”’ One ‘‘pair,”’ of

course, was myself and Enid. The
other ‘‘ pair ’’ consisted of Paul England and
Pat Paterson. Pat Paterson, who, as you
know, has done wonders in Hollywood, was
at the time a chorus girl in the Grosvenor
House Follies. She was a friend of Paul’s, who
wanted to give her a break, because he knew
how really talented she was. So she became
a ‘‘quarter’’ of the ‘‘ Two Pairs,’’ and again
we clicked.

It never rains but it pours. Now, it seemied,
work was everywhere. I was a member of no less
than four different acts—'‘The Four Chaps,”
“The Two Pairs,” myself and Enid alone, and
an act which my brother Jack and I did
together.

Savoy Hill saw a lot of us, and thus began our
series of broadcasts which, all told, must now
number something between two and three
hundred.

Enid and I have written nearly all our own
broadcasting material, and onr collaboration on
sketches started in the concert-party days, when
Enid was comedienne to my comedian. We
wrote all our stuff then as now.

We usually sit down to write in the evening,
and the very first thing we bother about is
‘‘the idea.’”’ This is invariably based on
some real-life happening, something which
we know from experience might happen in
the everyday life of any married couple.
Then, of course, we broaden it a bit for radio
purposes.

But it is very funny indeed how seriously some
listeners take us. I have received some incredible
letters from listeners.

Do you remember our broadcast in which I am
supposed to be opening a tea-room in the middle
of Salisbury Plain? Following that broadcast, I
received a letter from a woman which read some-
thing like this: ‘‘How did you know I was going
to start a tea-room on Salisbury Plain? Who
told you? And why should you make such a
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writes about—
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Enid listens with
a laugh while
Claude makes his
point. Scene
in a broadcasting
studio
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scheme a butt for humour, when it is really an
excellent proposition, etc.”

Then I did a sketch in which I outlined a
scheme of building a boat that would settle on
the bed of the ocean and allow me to carry on
subterranean exploration. It was a wildly impos-
sible scheme, but believe it or not, a firm of
shipping agents took my proposition seriously and
sent me full details as to how I could achieve
this, with possible cost, and goodness knows
what !

One of the funniest letters I have received, how-
ever, came from a listener in Italy, who started off
by saying he was one of my ' admirators.”

I get a great kick out of reading listeners’
letters and wouldn’t miss them for worlds.
This is one of the benefits of playing to an
unseen audience. When they are an audience
in the front, they show their appreciation by
clapping you (or their disapproval by hissing
you), but when they are not an audience in
the front they sit down and write you about
it, and, personally, I prefer it this way. Enid,
on the other hand, enjoys having an audience
before her, but then, she’s a descendant of
Garrick and I'm not !

I am nervous by nature, as you can probably
tell by looking at me. I am not quite so scared
of the microphone as I am of an audience, but, all
the same, it has never failed to scare me a bit.

You can tell how nervous we were of the mike
in the old days by the fact that ** The Four Chaps”
and “ The Two Pairs” were apt to get the names
mixed up on occasions.

- On one occasion, we were all in Paul England’s
car, driving leisurely along the Mall en route to
Savoy Hill. Paul, Pat, Enid, and I all packed
into Paul’s car in those days, because Paul was
the only member of the act who possessed ome.
Definitely a case of “dear old England.”

From the Mall, you know, you can see Big Ben.
We glanced up and noticed that we had exactly
three minutes to spare before going on the air.
Paul stepped on it with a vengeance, there being
fewer restrictions at that time. fortunately. We

had had no idea Paul’s car was such a good one.

When we got to the B.B.C., we were just in
time to hear them playing our introductory music.
Paul sang the first line of our introductory stuff,
which consisted of each of us singing, in tum;
**Hello, Mike, how are you? You know me;
it’s - ~”—here we inserted our respective
christian names.

This time Paul England dashed breath-
lessly to the mike, reached it in the nick of
time, and sang, ‘‘Hello, Mike, how are you ?

Sunny scene at Fel-
pham : Claude and
Enid look forward
to their rare holi-
days at the sea.

You know me; it’s Claude ! **
Paterson thought of something original to
say on the spur of the moment, saving the
situation.

Being almost ‘‘ veteran” broadcasters, we have
watched lots of people rise from comparative

Luckily Pat

obscurity to radio fame. One of them is Bryan
‘Michie, a big fellow with a big heart and a fund of
good humour. I remember Michie when he was
little more than a ‘‘noises off” expert, supplying
““doors banging” and other sounds for some of
our broadcasts. He has, as you know, been appear-
ing successfully with Jack Hylton’s show, Secrets
of the B.B.C.

We remember Roy Fox, too, long before he
won success with his own band. Roy used to
play our signature tune, Crazy People—the one
Enid and I have always used—on a sort of
“whispering flute,” and played a lot of accom-
paniments.

I was lucky enough to be in the Command
Performance pro e of November, 1932,
when the Duke of Windsor, then Prince of Wales,
was in the studio at the newly built Broadcasting
House, and the late King George V listened-in to
the programme on his set at Buckingham Palace.
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Claude concludes his . light-hearted
reminiscences by telling some cheerful
stories about Broadcasters and List-

eners, his Family and Friends

For this Royal programme, my brother Jack,
Cicely Courtneidge, and myself did an act together.
Unfortunately, Enid was unable to take part, as
Jacqueline had just been born. Anyway, Enid
received consolation of a sort when we did our
Jubilee broadcast.

On rare occasions, Enid and I are ‘ honoured ”
by having Jackie and Jill listen-in to our broad-
casts, and receiving their criticisms (never very
lavish in praise, as I mentioned once before). In
fact, when the children condescend to listen to us,
we feel we have achieved something.

On one occasion, Jill asked us in the morning,
“You’re broadcasting to-night, aren’t you?”
Enid, overjoyed at this sudden gleam of interest,

Fun on the sands :
Left to right, Jack
Hulbert and  his
daughter Pam,
Cicely Courtneidge
and Peter Howes,
Claude and his
daughter, Jill, Bobby
Howes and his dau-
ghter, Sally Ann

‘
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Following in
her parents’
footsteps: Jill
Hulbert
makes a
charming
gutter-urchin
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(Above) Spot of Bother
between Reg Purdell,
popular radio and film
comedian, and Claude,
in one of their pictures
together

said, “Yes, that’s right. I suppose you want to
sit up late and listen to us?” Came the reply,
stolidly, “Oh, no, I'd rather go to bed.”

Enid took Jill to see the very first film
in which I appeared. Jill, we thought,
would be bucked to death to see Daddy on the
screen for the first time. When she got home,
I asked her expectantly, ‘‘ Well, and how did
you like it ? ** And the reply was, ‘‘ There
was a lovely Mickey Mouse there,
Daddy ! *’

And Jackie's getting almost as bad. When we
asked her if she would like to see a film starring
her uncle, Jack Hulbert, she said, ‘' But I see such
a lot of him at home!” Jack is Jacqueline’s
godfather, and Cicely Courtneidge is Jill's god-
mother, by the way.

As I believe I remarked once before in this story,
I am one of those people that strange and
amusing things happen to. And I am reminded of
another one by looking through some old photo-
graphs.

I suppose I have such a reputation as a silly
ass, that people can’t resist making me the target
for facetious remarks. Even Enid gets facetious
at times, but I've got quite used to this and, any-
way, it helps the act.

A lady once said to me, ‘‘ Oh, we've got
one of your films at the local cinema this
week, ‘The Sign of the Cross.’ Or is it
Claudette Colbert ? '’ I'm still wondering
if the lady was trying to be funny.

But there is one thing that Enid dare not be
facetious about. That is my photographs. For
the simple reason that Enid paints, and would be
laying herself open to some crushing repartee
concerning those paintings which compete with
my photographic masterpieces on the drawing-
room wall.

Now, I like people with a sense of humour,
except when they are those awfully clever people
known as “the smart set,” who throw parties for
the sole purpose of making alleged subtle remarks
about everything and everybody.

These people are one of the reasons why both

Enid and I dodge the cocktail parties which prevail
everywhere these days. Moreover, we don’t
throw parties either, except a tremendous one at
Christmas, which not only celebrates my birth-
day, but, in a measure, that of Enid also, for she
was born on December 31. But that Christmas
party is not a bit “smart,” and the only Bright
Young Things in evidence are a gang whose ages
range from four to fourteen—not the famous ones,
but their children !

I like to stay up late and get American
stations. Sometimes I have to jourmey to
the B.B.C. in the middle of the night for the
purpose of giving Empire broadcasts. And
I’ve got up before the dawn to motor out and
watch some astronomical phenomenon like
the eclipse of the moon, or to develop and
print some particularly interesting photo-
graph. But cocktail parties? No, defi-
nitely no.

I have been accused of possessing a yacht,
probably because I am naturally fond of yachting.
But there is a story concerning a film producer
who asked his assistant the whereabouts of a
certain comedian. The assistant, knowing the
said comedian to be deceased, replied, ““Oh, him?
He’s crossing the River Styx !” To which the
producer replied, "' That’s the worst of those guys.
As soon as they become film stars, they go out
and buy a yacht I”

So, just to be different, I don’'t own a yacht.
I’ve got a collapsible rubber canoe somewhere, but
not a yacht. When I go yachting, 1 do so on
the yachts of some friends on the Isle of Wight.
It might be disastrous if I started ‘‘fiddling"* with
a yacht of my own; it might end up like that
yacht in which Bobbie Comber and Fsailed (or
tried to) for radio purposes. Still, one of these
days I might feel the urge to manipulate my own
“luffs” and “tacks” and things; you see, both
Enid and I can swim.

You notice the question of holidays creeping
in? Well, aren’t all the best writers topical?

One of our favourite haunts is Felpham, where
we have spent many happy hours. Bobby Howes’
family and brother Jack’s family also have a
strong regard for this little haunt, and we have
all gathered to enjoy the air together at this spot.

Unfortunately-—or I ought to say fortun-
ately—filming occupies so much of my time
these days that our holidays usually get
curtailed. But though I like filming, I should
hate it to be so strenuous that broadcasting
became impossible. Enid and I are fond of
broadcasting, of the many friends we have
made through it, and we like to think that
we belleved in radio when lots of people
didn’t, and have broadcast almost continu-
ously for ten years when people said they
doubted that we would suit |

)
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Huge Rignold and his Band.

~
° delightful dance band vocalist, sings in the
Beautiful NADIA DORE, i o
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CYRIL GRANTHAM

popular vocalist in the ¢ Cadbury
Calling”’ programmes on Tuesday
mornings from Luxembourg and
Normandy, and with Geraldo’s
famous orchestra, is interviewed by
SUSAN COLLYER

& OOD-BYE !’
And then my hand was seized and
clutched in a straight-from-the-
s " shoulder grip that left me with my
-eyes wide open and a tingling sensation that
lasted five minutes. You don't forget meeting
Cyril Grantham in a hurry.

Sitting in the train on the way back to L.ondon
from Twickenham where Cyril lives, 1 mentally
reviewed my impressions of this tall, broad-
shouldered, fair-haired man who looks as fit as
an Olympic champion, although he ought to
look as pale as any young deb. suffering from too
many light nights and parties. You get plenty
of both in the entertainment profession, but Cyril
seems to thrive on ‘em. There’s no signs of the
waxy, hothouse flower about kim.

There is a reason for his tan and muscle.
It is because he spends every minute he can
in the open. I reckon, although I could not
get him to talk about it, that the list of games
he is good at would fill a catalogue.

' He plays formidable tennis—having defeated
all-comers save one in his first year at the local
club—and he played football for his school. But
what he really shines at is swimming. In the
water he is transformed into something quite
different from his usual friendly, modest, pipe-
smoking self. A streak of lightning or a depth
charge is the nearest thing to it. .

Do you remember the year that Henry Hall
offered a Challenge Cup to be competed for by
swimming teams from dance bands ?
Geraldo’s team won, and the hero of the event
was Cyril Grantham. Though the band is
fnot given to over-much junketing among
themselves, Geraldo was so bucked on that
occasion that he entertained all the boys to a
swell banquet at the Savoy. It was some
dinner, as Cyril testifies.

“Give me ocean

and lots of it"

says Cyril
Grantham

He’s *‘very fond of his food,” according to his
wife. Other things she says about him are that
he’s very untidy, and that he’s always too early
for appointments—a vice that I happen to share
with him ! It makes him sound either exceedingly
precise or over-cautious. Actually, he’s neither, as
you realise the moment you catch sight of his
casual sports jacket and pipe, which he lights up at
4 p.m. and keeps going roughly till bedtime—his
chief vice, he says.

I asked for his chief virtue. *“He's a very good
husband,” said Mrs. Grantham. I must tell you
that Cyril’s wife is a most enchanting person;
in addition to all his other good fortune Cyril is
luckiest of all in his home life. The two of them
share all the same tastes—dance music, swimming,
seaside holidays, gardening. They are a singularly
blissful couple.

Mrs. Grantham has no connection at all with the
‘‘profession’’. . For which Cyril is truly thankful.
““I like it like that,”” he said. ‘‘A wife and home
should be—just that.”

About this gardening I mentioned above.
Cyril’s the sort of man who has got all sorts of
unsuspected talents. He’d be a handy chap to
have on a desert island. He likes fiddling with car
engines, for instance, and electric gadgets of all
sorts and he is a magnificent house decorator.
I saw a room he had papered, a ceiling he had
painted, and the colour scheme in attractive
shades of brown, sand and orange chosen by him
and his wife.

And the garden ! It’s small, but it’s cram-
med with colour and laid out with cunningly
contrived paths of crazy paving. It took
Cyril one whole winter to do—but the resultis
something to be proud of.

Cyril likes the creative part of gardening; he-

enjoys planning and constructing things. The
part he doesn’t like is the more humdrum, tedious
things like weeding; but-—lucky man—he leaves
that to his wife !

I haven't yet mentioned the two other members
of the houschold—the magnificent spaniels,
Whiskey and Peter. They form a part of most of
the family undertakings, from walks in Bushey
Park to day trips to the sea at Angmering where
all four bathe together.

Talking of day trips reminds me that Cyril once
actually managed to fall asleep in the car. He
was travelling from Brighton, where the band had
been appearing, to Liverpool, their next stand.
He had had a very heavy week, and “I'm very
fond of my sleep,” said Cyril. Well, he went right
through the roof of the car and woke np, more or

Here is Geraldo's band in action.
team and you'll find Cyril Grantham, who is also the band’s
vocalist in the * Milestones of Melody ' Shows
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Look among the sax

less undamaged, to find-himself sitting in a field,
with a yokel regarding him severely over the
hedge.

‘“ You can’t go about ruining other people’s
hedges like that,’’ said the stranger. *‘‘I
know the owner of this field, and I’'m going to
report you for causing damage ! *’

Cyril Grantham was born in Blac 1 twenty-
eight years ago, and was intended to follow
his father’s profession of sign-writing. But, as is
usually the case, Cyril had other views, and after
what I've told you, you won’t be snrprised to
hear that he wanted to be a swimming instructor !

However, his father had the last word, and
Cyril was apprenticed to the sign-writing profes-
sion, when one of the most important events of
his life happened. His mother gave him a
saxophone:

Three weeks later, at the age of seventeen,
Cyril was a member of the Tower Ballroom band,
under Sir Dan Godfrey. How did it happen?
“Oh,”” says Cyril, modestly, ‘ Blackpool isn’t a
very big place and there were only about two
lads there who could play the sax, anyway!”
That is his way of saying
remarkable aptitude that he was snapped up at
once, and since then he has never been out of a
job—nor has had to look for one.

He came to London with Jan Ralfini, then
joined up under Billy Cotton (it was then that he
found his voice, so to speak, and started vocalising).
He has worked for Darewski, Fred Hartley, Sid
Lipton, and for the last five years with Geraldo.

After his long connection with Geraldo,

has the greatest admiration for him.
‘“ He’s always working,’’ he says. ‘‘He’s a
jolly good business man as well as a musician,
cool, unflustered-—and gets things done.’’

You perhaps know Cyril best as a singer, but he
also plays the saxophone in the band. And please
don’t get the idea that he’s merely *carried”
by the band for the sake of his voice—that he’s
just given a saxophone for something to hold.
He's first sax., yes sir, and he looks upon his
instrument and his voice as equally important.

Would you like to know the song he most enjoys
singing at the moment? It is In the Still of the
Night. He is a keen listener himself, especially to
other dance bands; partly because he enjoys them
and partly to learn from them. He likes going to
films when Spencer Tracy’s at the local cinema;.
and he doesn’t like Robert Taylor. In the days
when Geraldo was Musical Director for Herbert
Wilcox, Cyril appeared in many films himself with
the rest of the band, and supplied the music for
many more.

But it’s as an outdoor man that you think of
Cyril Grantham. I think perhaps even more
than he loves his job, he loves the sea. *‘‘ Give
me ocean, lots of ocean, nice and deep,’’ he
says.
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Jaeger made this
ail-wool  swim-suit
which Madge
Moulton, high-board
diving  champion,
shows off to such
advantage

Nothing
could be
neater than
the tennis
outfit which
radio-impres-
sionist Beryi
Orde chooses
fora quick set

August 5, 1938

Clotltes to P LAY IN

OU must be cool and comfortable if you’re
going to enjoy your holiday to the best

advantage.

Read what ANNE TEMPLER,

our Fashion Expert, advises for the sportsgirl

ANY of us find inspiration for our new
clothes or hairdressing styles by study-
ing what is worn by our favourite stage,
screen, or radio stars. I think we

should carry this one step further and choose our
sports clothes by watching what the experts wear.

To those of us who are keen on games, Saturday
afternoons are precious. We find it difficult to
get exercise during the week, and so we want to
spend our week-ends doing things ourselves,
rather than watching other people. But even if
we do not see them in person, we can always see
photographs of the stars in the papers or on the
news reels, or watch them on television. - Some of
the leading shops have stars to design their sports
clothes and to give advice, and we should take
these experts’ advice whenever possible.

athing suits are difficuit things to choose.
They must be comfortable for swimming and
diving in, and we naturally want them to be gay
and attractive. One of the greatest authorities
on swim wear is Miss Madge Moulton, the British
high-board diving champion, who is at present
giving advice on swim wear at Jaeger House,
Regent Street. Naturally, we cannot all hope to
dive like Miss Moulton, but we can, and should,
try to copy the perfection of her swimming outfits.

Recently I went to Wimbledon and saw
many of the tennis stars playing. I was
very struck by the variety of clothes worn by the

‘women. First prize must go to Miss Jacobs, in

her neat flannel shorts and fine wool shirt with
embroidered monogram. I saw her play a
strenuous single, and she looked as neat and fresh
at the end of the set as at the start. These flannel

New idea in playsuits from
the U.S.A. The tiny white
shorts are laced at both
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