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LOOK AT THESE WONDERFUL XMAS PRESENT SUGGESTIONS

DART BOARDS

FULL SIZE—18 INCHES
Double-sided Tournament Board, wired,
and fitted with removable numbers to

SOLID CORK DART BOARDS

deep. Postage 1/-

Each 1776

DARTBOARD CABINET
Strongly constructed full-size
Cabinet with folding lids, for

ALL BRITISH
1deal lightweight all
British set for the
Clubman. Complete
with Dynamo, Head-

GEY T8 «(INGLITE” DYNAMO SET

rim. Gives very efficlent beam. Dynamo of the
latest construction, made with rotating magnet, is
erfectly silent and can be fitted to front orrear wheel.

LIGHTNING POCKET CALCULATOR

Adds and subtracts figures or pounds, shillings and
pence. Simplicity itself. Just pick out the figures,
the calculator does thc rest. Money model adds
up to £9.999 19s.'113d. Numeral model to 99,099,999.

evenly distribute wear. The most popular lamp and  Rear- Strongly made, well
lamp. Headlamp : i

Dart Board on the market. 3}-inch front with ﬁaxshe:: :nd er;(;loscoc‘llen

Past and Packing 1/- sllvered reflector attractiviencocicoper:

Price 1 2, 6 and  nickel-plated No one should be without®

one of these wonderful
B reliable instru-

**Two-Boards-in-One.’’ Double-sided. | This dynsmo gan be S“{li‘fhed or.gr off by the Stntill ;‘:s"t'gh Price 311
i i i g 2 lever, and is made with lug which ensures tha e 3 ' - .

First quality. Tinned Spring Wires, dynamo can be sct exactly to the right angle.q )/ % } P% ¢ s. d. MODEL 5/6

Doubles and Trebles. 18 ins. wide, 115 ins. Postage 9d.  Price =Y 4 Postage 3d.

SECRETS OF THE MASTER MAGICIANS
THE OMNIBUS OF TRICKS AND PUZZLES

‘“ MODERN CONJURING°’®

Compiled by J. C. CANNEL Vice-President of the Magicians’ Club.

scoring.  Suitable for the 352 PAGES Profusely lllustrated
Home, Tavern or Club. I 2 /6 Contains an abundance of fascinating tricks, puzzles and games of
Postage od. Price every sort and kind. The volume is indeed a mine of magic and amuse-

Rules of the game supplied with every b¢-mrd

FAMOUS “GEM” SERIES
CORK-FACED DART BOARDS

A. 12 ins. wide,

NON-WIRED

8d. 10d.

Postage 2d.

Postage 2d.
SEE CATALOGUE FOR OTHER DARTS AND BOARDS, ETC.

THE

WEATHER COTTAGE

Scientifically Constructed Foretells Changes of Weather

The good old-fashioned and reliable
weather house, with. the familiar
Darby and Joan figures, adds a homely

or the verdict—whether their games
weie to be played indoors or outdoors.
When the rain is imminent and the
atmosphere becomes moist, the man
comes forth to brave the elements,
but when fine weather may be ex-
pected, the lady makes hei appearance

reliable thermometer.

ment, rich enough to satisfy anyone who wishes to learn easily for
themselves the much-desired reputation of being able to entertain.
Anyone can easily follow the working of the various tricks, so plainly
given that even a child, with little practice, can do them. The tricks
‘range from those of the simplest kind to the rather more advanced
type. Every branch of conjuring is embraced. Tricks with Cards,
Water, Coins, Matches, Chemicals, Handkerchiefs, Paper Magic,

district amoung your pals. Every-
thing necessary. A Secret In-
vestigation and Crime Detection
Booklet explaining what to do,
and bow to do it. Rules for the
formation of a branch, a Code Chart with over 30
secret codes, a chart for easy working, a deciphering
booklet, badge, invisible writing ink, finger-p1int outfit
with recording book. An identification book, and a
secret sounding whistle. Real fun and an interesting

A REAL PRECISION MICROSCOPE

Borprisingly powerful. will reveal uatare's hiiden
wonders, s most substantially made, and has a large-
size base and tilting stand, with adjustable mirror
beneath the stage for Hhmninating and enabling
the objects to be seen more clearly. The
Microscope bas very powerful Compound
Lenses, with Focusing Adjustment. Ome

goi,'i;.;’.‘;?é’.;d, E:;;:gg id. 1, 6 Palming, Vanishing, Indoor Games for Parties, etc., and also
B. 13 ins. wide, there are sections on Thought Reading, Ventriloquism, Juggling,
| in. deep. ; Each 2, Hand Shadows, etc. An endless fountain of amusement for every
Double-sided. Postage 0d. - member of the family. For the amateur magician it is a 1 o ,6
WIRED nerfect treasure of golden opnortunities. Post paid. Price
A/W. 12 ins. wide, I 3 )
Yo decp. B O UCCANEER “CARLETTE
Single-sided. Postage 6d. TOTOPOI.Y The Great Romantic . \, MONTE CARLO
B/W. 13 ins. wide, § in. deep. D/W. 16 ins. wide, § in. deep. T Raci GameoftheSeas. The BE IN THE HOME
Double-sided (wired one side).  Double-sided (wired both sides). | Ihe grcatest Racing goe ] famous ~ Buccaneers, Thrilling { _ Cap-
Each 3,6 Each 6,6 Gaxflefeyerprotuk.". 3 Captain Long John tivating |  Sensa-
_Postage 6d. Postage 6d. Full of interest, skill | ~"3} - |Silver, Captain Blood, tional ! The new
C/W. 15 ins. wide, § in. deep. E/W. 18 ins. wide, § in. deep. | S2damusement. ¥ou C o Horses;]Captain Kidd, Captain Morgan, and |game that grips and
Double-sided (wired one side).  Double-sided (wired both sides). | you con teain vour horses: you can | A1l the great pirates, live again in |fascinates. A game of wonderful
Each I Each ] B can '}:" your dor'f s'ug,cessful Buccaneer. You put to sea with a |possibilities, appealing irresistibly to
Postage 6d. a4 6 Postage 6d 7 6 st YO‘H t:rsetsh'n';;;‘ 'lf 1CCeSS s Ismall or large crew. You have Jall classes and all ages. Any number
; . ;‘:;g{ r:ce Aeny nmf\b‘e)r f\;l)::ﬂzngupa battles with other ships;dYou v«:iin zmm 2 can play. fJust the] ideal game
o e s lose actual treasure—diamonds, |for parties, and for the long winter
ELI‘ISDON S DARTS ARE USED BY CHAMPIONS wards can play thns.{‘r‘\:lly g{;at“qnd :\:bie:,e g::d,a silver and rum. A evcr?ings, oontginingt as ?tgdoes all
interesting game. Skilf ien tm INg hgame of never-failing skill and in- [the thrills and delights of Monte
——reT e —r—y and fascinating; the l"'ll'iems NEVEr §ierest. Any number from 2 to 6 [Carlo. Handsomely boxed. Com-
Light, Heavyweight flags. P &e 7,6 can play “BUCCANEER.” 7’6 plete with rules. ~ Price 7,6
Cross Milled. Seto2!d3 8d Lined Barrel. Set of 3 4 0)¢f &} 8 Post 8d. _ Price Post 6d.
, ostage 2d. = Postage 2d. =
1 /<) SECRET SERVICE SET | The GENERAL MERCHANT
Extra Light, Medium Lined B y/ Hes;ecrl:t 352:,5&0‘::.:::{ :g foor"::_ y A toy that wiil educate the child
Pencil Type. Set of 3 Barrel. Set of 3 2 h % on the right road to the business

world. Hours of entertainment.
The outfit includes : a miniature
Day Book, a Sales Ledger and
Cash Book, correctly ruled.
Cards, Cheque Book,
rinted Invoices, Postage Stamps, Cash Bags, telegram
orms, cancelling stamg, rule, ard a complete printing
outfit with inking pad, etc. A most interesting toy
that should be appreciated even by adults.

touch t N ’h .
fa:llfers ow:reroo b!(l)’ys,“(th?; og‘:ze%“:g. and educational outfit that bas Prices 6d., 1/-, Pa};‘r%‘t‘!f 2, 6
ctantly at the odd couple, waiting alwavs been wanted. Post 3d.and 6d. 1/6, 2/6 :

THE
CHROMONICA “rrerriss:

The first and only instrument providing
SHARPS and FLATS

and the man retires into the house, : 40 perfectly tuned reeds, with metal-tabbed
These bouses are strongly built in D ot outae wvn voa Sinoe | teather vaives, silent action slide, heavily
quaintly decorated designs, and have a glass sildes upon which other specimens may | nickel-plated convex brass covers. Length

laced. )} f& contained ! : A ;.

In 4 sizes. ::::::‘t‘ bo:‘.he\s:Ts::ilz‘l::t»ﬂlmﬂ:lﬂ:e 4‘ inches. Supphed in keYS C or G. This

1/6, 26, 3/6. B/- at less than lalf price, having made special | superb model is matchless for beauty of tone

With reliable clock 7/6 :::mi‘;:’lnf‘m“_m“m“'- ';'h“ and volume of power. Price 6 I-
Postage and Packing 6d, 106 each Postage 5d. Price 3’6 | A ‘‘HOHNER'’ instrument. Post 3d.

BUILD YOUR OWN SHIPS
Many pleasant hours
can be spent con-
structing these two
famous ships, R.M.S.
‘‘* Queen Mary.’’
Overall length  of
model 20} ins. A
scale model of Eng-
land’s most famousliner

HM.S. ‘‘Bounty.”

SHIP KIiTs .

complete with plan and all the 7!6
necessary materials. Post 6d.Price
Length of
model 173, ins., height of model
13% ins This kit, complete in every
respect, builds an authentic model of
the historical ship which was under
the command of Captain Bligh.
Post 64. Price

THE “ GUITARINA”
HAWAIIAN GUITAR

You can play haunting Hawaiian melodies
or the latest hits from the shows after
only five minutes’ practice. No
knowledge of music required. This £
astounding musical instrument pos-

sesses a beautiful resonant, singing
tone, with a compass of two J
chromatic octaves. Just study
the illustrated Tutor which is
supplied with each instrument,
and in five minutes you will be
able to play any tune you like =&
with the ease of an accom-
plished Guitarist. Why not

not form a Guitarina Hawai-# 3’5

ian Gnitar Band and give
f a show at the next | Post
7 E party? Tutor Free. 6d.

PLAY THE DUO-LYKA

Everyone's charmed by the DUO-LYKA,
the new musical marvel with the rich
sliding tones of a genuine Hawaifan
Guitar. Simple to play! Anyone can
learn with the enclosed tutor in
half an hour. No musical knowledge
necessary. You’ll soon be playing

all the latest tunes on this latest
instrument. You'll be welcome at
every part{. With practice
all sorts of delightful effects
are obtainable. Be the first
of your crowd to play the
DUO-LYKA! Size 30
inches long.

TUTOR FREE
The notes are numbered
on the finger board and
with the numbered
chart (sent) you can

/i

play a tune right away.

SCHUCO ROBOT
CAR

WITH REMOTE CONTROL

With extended steering whdel so that -— ]
i'{ou can guide it from your armchair. /gl

as four gears (1) slow, (2)
medium, (3) fast, (4) racing.
Complete with dummy pedes-
trians and instructions for \\
playing numerous interesting /
games.
The best
toy of tbe
year.
Has real
rubber
tyres.

Paslt)ri‘z:ie. 3 ,1 1

NEW

ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE

REMIT BY POSTAL ORDER OR ENGLISH STAMPS.

ELLISDON & SON, 246, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.C.I &

(E. G. ELLISDON, LTD.)

OF

JOKES,

NOV

ELTIES AND MAGIC

ADDRESS ALL ORDERS TO DEPT.

SENT FREE WITH

R.P.

OUR STORE 15
AS CLOSE AS
YOUR NEAREST

B FiiLan sox

EVERY ORDER




December 2, 1938 RADIO PICTORIAL

No. 258

j.

. RADIO PICTORIAL (}

“ The Magazine for Every Listener o

°* Published by BERNARD JONES PUBLICATIONS, LTD., 37-38 3
Chancery Lane, W.C.2. Holborn 6158

MANAGING EDITOR....cc...commmrr Ko P. HUNT h

E ASSTENEDITOR v . - . s - - o - - - TCCRY. . SN JESSIE E. KIRK ."‘

THE EDITOR WISHES ALL HI$ READERS &

A VERY HAPPY CHRISTMAS AND N |

“ GOOD LISTENING ot

I ‘;f
n

i
e 3 =
= x = -~ ¢
E=SsSs=usE=2 .
i - = =
£ £ == =S == ==
B = == =¥ - 3
: T e - ]
L ; — - p— = I.l.
T e P .
=3 1 333
L e — — -
= == ==& ==
S — = == | +
B = -SSR B
s — e e P
o é::-: = = - . ; = hamper of happiness? Anita |
p. T = E"‘:: ﬂE Eaton, pretty radio artiste who [ \
—_— . e = oI is appearing in * Robin Hood |
e e at Glasgow this year, poses § X
i = - B specially for “Radio Pictorial’s” *
I £ === !
" =5 — = .
: ¥ ‘ﬁ : = &

» R

|:h |1 A s
! il'll.'tj . | ..
W
|
|”1 l th

¥

Tl |

- A o 42D -80S

‘I‘I'I
¥

! ST

F __



RADIO PICTORIAL

Some
“HM.V.” Records
you must hear!

THE LAMBETH WALK
Recorded at the Victoria Palace
during an actual performance.

Lupino Lane & Company and
the audience.

BD 596 2/-

ANOTHER COMPLETE TURN
Max Miller at the Holborn
Empire

Twenty minutes of hilarity with the
Cheeky Chappie.

BD 618-7 2/- each

A ROUSING SING-SONG
Let’s all join in the Chorus.

Tommy Handley and his pals
C 3039 4/-

GINGER ROGERS

in songs from her latest film hit
" CAREFREE

*“| used to be colour blind "’
'*The Yam "'
B 8822 3/-

JUSSI BJORLING

the sensational Swedish tenor
singing the
** Flower Song '’ from Carmen
‘“ The Dream " » Manon

DB 3603 6/-

l "HIS MASTERS VOICE

g ...ul!'nu\\\\:\m; 3
W \

4
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than broadcast fare from your radio this

Christmas—turn it into- an all - electric
armchair RADIOGRAM with the

IRLIMIY, SERVER

PLAYER

and have the whole world of :
recorded music at your command = ¢

@ WORKS WITH ALMOST ANY SET — NEEDS NO WINDING ';i - : I's
POST THIS COUPON TO-DAY il
=] S5 c
¥ _..".ﬁ __l‘;i ;
To His Master’'s Voice." 98-108. Clerkenwell Road, London, E.C.I. S
I should be glad to receive full particalars of “ H.M.1"." Record Players and a  “Siiis
copy of your booklet ** Writina in Sound.”
INGSIIS LY, oy B e . ... .. o TR NG o .. o O e LA
100 S R I [t S AR A 10 [ S ERDU | B
................................................................................................................................................................ P 2412088
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BROADCASTING CHIEF$
OF
MANY LANDS

INY TIM it was, in Dickens’ lovable
¢‘Christmmas Carol,’’ who coined that
succinct prayer ‘‘God Bless us,
every one.”’

And .no matter what our religious or
political views may be, we must all be
grateful for the spirit of peace and domestic
security which blossoms if only for one
sanctified day throughout the year.

Natlon shall speak peace unto nation. The
world’s broadcasting organisations—the
great radio voices—are co-operating this
Yuletide in this message of peace.

On Christmas afternoon the B.B.C. is
relaying programmes from France, Italy,
Germany, Greece and Sweden in a symposium
of ‘‘Christmas Over the Frontiers.’’ The
idea of the programme is a simple one—to
let listeners in this country hear exactly how
Christians and their families in other coun-
tries have spent their day. ;

‘Radio Pictorial’’ has invited the leaders of
broadcasting organisations in many lands
to tell us below of their Christmas and New
Year programmes, and to show in what
way the bond of international friendship
may be strengthened and given new vitality.

HOLLAND

(From Willem Vogt, director of the A.V.R.0.)
I gladly avail myself of this opportunity to say

a few words to British listeners in the columns
of Rap1o PicToRIAL because it enables me to
thank them for the many letters which they write
to the A.V.R.O,, and in which they express their
appreciation of our programmes.

In the second place I have the opportunity of
sending Christmas and New Year greetings to
British listeners at a moment when we appreciate
more than ever—after the breath-taking tension
in which we lived in September—the blessings of
peace and the charm of rest and warmth of our
own homes. |

Christmas in 1938 has a very special significance.
We have come to a critical turning point. For
the first time in the history of mankind peace
and goodwill to all*people will become a reality,
instead of a fiction.

The Dutch Christmas programmes will try to
be a mirror of this hope. In this hope we—the
Dutch listeners—wish British listeners “ A Happy
Christmas and a Prosperous New Year.”

DENMARK

(From Chamberiain C. Lerche, President of the

Danish Radio Council).

I should like to extend to all British listeners
the most cordial greetings from the Danish

radio authorities, with all good wishes for a merry

Christmas and a happy New Year.

During the past years the intensity of radio
listening has increased enormously. The European
crisis, which we have just lived through, was yet
another manifestation of the importance of the
most rapid publication o: news about the situation’s
development.

And rapid publication, of course, means broad-
casting. :

May I express the hope—and it is the best
Christmas and New Year’s wish I know—that
broadcasting as the greates} and most efficient
means to promote goodwill among the nations, to
an ever increasing degree will serve this good cause.

to know that
ritish listene

Te is a growing
who regularly
ur programmes.
stmasimiessage will have a

listen on the
For them this
special meaning.

But if your American listening is done mainly
through the relaying of our programmes by the
B.B.C., you will nevertheless appreciate that this
year, probably more than ever before, it is the
aim of American broadcasting officials to use
radio as a means of lifting the burden of anxiety
and distress which the War clouds have brought.

On American radio we do not make use of propa-
ganda talks. In fact there are very strict Federal
rules against what we regard as the abuse of broad-
casting. But nevertheless we dousetheinternational
language of musicand good humour topromote peace
and well-being. And you will find this particularly
emphasised in our Christmas and New Yearfeatures.

HUNGARY )

(From George de Barcza, the Hungarian Minister).

As I pen these lines to British radio listeners,

a group of experts at the Hungarian Radio

Offices in Budapest are busily preparing their
Christmas and New Year broadcasts.

This year, probably more than ever before, our
Christmas and New Year broadcasts will be as
yours—in the nature of a heartfelt thanksgiving
that during the past year we have been spared
from the horrors of War.

We Hungarians have a special reason for thanks-
giving this year. A million people have returned
to us at last—a million people who for the past
twenty years were cut off from theircountryand had
to listen to the Hungarian programmes from across
the frontier. And this brings me to another point,
perhaps the most important thing in
broadcasting is that itcan bridge over
frontiers and. make for mutual
understanding between the Nations.

RADIO PICTORIAL

SEND MESSAGES TO
“RADIO PICTORIAL”
ADER$S

BELGIUM
CHRISTMAS to us in Belgium is a festivity
which is almost equalled in importance by
the New Year. So for over a week British listeners
may anticipate special programmes to celebrate
both these festivals.

At the moment of penning this greeting to
British listeners our ‘broadcasting officials at
I'Institut National Belge de Radio-Diffusion in
Brussels are devising these special programmes,
and we feel sure that they will reflect the happy
peaceful spirit of Christmastide to help dispel the
gloom which within recent months we have borne.

Our programmes must serve not only the French-
speaking and Flemish provinces of Belgium, but
will also be heard by distant listeners in the Belgium
Congo. There over 9,000,000 people can tune in
to hear programmes from the motherland. So if
you obtain some pleasure in tuning-in to our
Christmas programmes, as we hope you will,
remember that down the Congo River, in distant
Leopoldville and even along the borders of Lake
Tanganyika there may be Belgian listeners anxious
at Christmas-time to receive news via the radio
of their families and relatives at home.

POLAND
(From the Programme Dept. of the Polskie-Radjo).
o alo! Halo! Polskie Radjo Warszawa |
This is the Warsaw station 1"

I hope you'll listen to our New Year and
Christmas programmes. They will have plenty
of good humour and fine music in them. Krakow,
Katowice, Poznanskie (Posen), Wilno and, of course,
Warsaw will be on the air with festive programmes
reflecting not only the Christmas spirit but the
spirit of peace and goodwill which should exist
between nations.

We in Warsaw are going to make Christmas week

a time of happiness and merriment—
and perhaps via the radio, listeners all
over Europe may be able to share in
our radio fun.

Please turn to page 70

All over the world families
-like this are gathered round
the fireside, listening’ to the
Christmas message of Peace
# and Goodwill, broadcast by
the modern miracle of radio
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AL HE B.B.C. has
been blamed
for practically
everything

from cyclones to the
increase of drunken-
ness in the Shetlands,
but this. is the first
time it has been
accused of being re-
sponsible for juvenile
crime.

The report is from a London evening news-
paper —

‘It was said of a boy at —— Juvenile
Court to-day that he had been attracted to
crime through listening to Inspector Horn-
leigh on the wireless.

‘‘The boy had been at a psychology clinic,
and the doctors there said the boy was fasci-
nated by the riddles solved by Hornleigh.*’

* * *

O the cinema and literature are innocent at

last? So Charlie Chan and Sexton Blake are

no longer to blame for juvenile delinquency? It

looks as if poor Inspector Hornleigh must hence-
forward be the culprit.

Well, I suppose those doctors can’t possibly be
wrong. But I find it amusing to learn that at last
the crime films and the Deadwood Dicks are not
guilty. It’s just as well, because they have been
scapegoats long enough. Let the B.B.C. take the
rap for once !

In juvenile court cases where there has been
evidence to the effect that crime films have
influenced the naughty boy, the lad has often been
ordered by the magistrate not to go to the pictures
for a month, or six months, or some other period.

If Inspector Hornleigh becomes the fashion so
far as bad influence on youth is concerned, will
the courts debar young delinquents from tuning-in
to **Monday Night at Seven’ for a month or three
months or so?

* . *

AT a party the other night I was inlerested to
watch vivacious Marie Burke (wearing long
gold ear-vings, the latest addition to her large,
elaborate collection) and daughter Patricia Burke,
that gay, pretty girl who is following fast in her
mother’s footsteps.

Evelyn Dall has
‘*got there'’ it
looks as if she

posted herself!
Those patterns on
her frock are post-
age . stamps of
different countries

The interesting thing was the reaction of the men
towards mother and daughter. There was always a
group round Patricia, but there was always a larger
clustey vound Mavie.

Marie vemarked tome that she was faintly surprised
at the B.B.C.'s reluctance to exploit the mother-and-
daughter act. Both of them get individual broadcasi-
ing engagemenis, bwt the idea of both working
togéther apparently does not appeal to the B.B.C.

By the way, what other mother-and-daughter pair
could rival Marie and Patricia foy combined talent
and atiractiveness ?

The only other two I can think of at the moment ave
Dorothy Dickson and Dorothy Hyson, both lovely and
both clever.

* - *

T’S queer that the radio version of ‘‘Snow

White and the Seven Dwarfs’’ should have

been such a success that' the B.B.C. are
repeating it on Christmas Day.

I mean that the chief appeal of animated
cartoons is the visual one. In the first place,
they were made purely to be looked at, and
not to be listened to. Then came sound films
with their music and dialogue.

But even then their main appeal was to the
eye, so it is an achievement for John Watt to
make such an attractive and hearable version
for the ear alone.

Of course, many people who listen to the
broadcast will have seen the film and in their
mind’s eye they will see the action taking
place while they listen.

* . *

EAR after year the children clamour for the

Toytown series of broadcasts. There is some~

thing fascinating about these playlets that con-

Leslie Henson
goes shopping
—who wouldn’t
with a Nanny
like this?
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. “SNOW WHITE" for CHRISTMAS DAY

tinues to make them the most popular feature of
the Children’s Hour.

Because Mac (Derek McCulloch) was -injured in
a car smash some months ago, he was not able to
arrange a Request Week for the youngsters earlier
in the year.

But he has managed to fix an end-of-the-year
Request Week—and, sure enough, Toytown tops
the poll again.

The most interesting thing about the Toytown
broadcasts is that the children are happy to hear
them over and over again. They never tire of the
comparatively few stories (about a dozen) written
by the late S. G. Hulme-Beaman.

Many people, both inside and outside Broad-
casting House, have tried to write some fresh
Toytown adventures, but none has ever been
quite satisfactory. The master touch is not there.

* . *

THE B.B.C. Theatre Orchestra is always being
praised for its good work, and heve is greater
praise than ever, Wilfrid Rooke-Leigh, who
presents so many excellent musical feature pro-
grammes oy the air, told me he thought the Theaire
Orchestra was the best musical combination in the
B.B.C.—better than the Symphony Orchestra.

Of course, that doesn't mean the Theatre Orchestra
can play symphonies better than the Symphony
Orchestra ! It means that it does its job better than
other musical combinations do their jobs.
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By STUDIO REPORTER
8 BE __ HRE X

Visiting conductors are always delighted with the
precision and flexibility of the Theatre Orchestra,
which is, of course, just the vight size lo swing a baton
over—not too small to be ineffective not too big to be
unwieldy.

1

* * *

LISTENERS -will miss the pleasant, well-
cultured and friendly voice of S. P.
Ogden-Smith who, after nearly three years
as chief announcer at Radio Luxembourg,
has relinquished his post.

His going will be a great--but, I hope, only
temporary-—loss to radio. During the time
Ogden-Smith was at Luxembourg, he made
hundreds of thousands of friends over the
ether, and I know they will all join me in
wishing him every success in the future.
* L *

ILLY THORBURN and his brassless Music,

back on the halls, much refreshed by a
pleasant six months’ engagement at the Royal
Bath Hotel, Bournemouth, from which they often
aired, had the entire repertoire of their stage show
broadcast—for the first time—from the Stoll
house, the Bristol Hippodrome, last month.

They have an Empire date on Christmas Eve,
December 23, on which Bill is going to go all out
to bring a programme simply oozing happiness to
the outposts. It's a swell spot for Bill, too, as
there are sure to be millions listening-in on this
festival night.

It’s a bright and breezy signature tune of Bill's,
is it not . . . “Smile and Sing Your Cares
Away ' ? )

It was inspired by a fit of the blues. Bill and
his singing colleague of the B.B.C. Jack Payne
days, Billy Scott-Coomber, were exhausted after
a heavy day’s filming at the studios with Jack’s
band, making the talkie you’ll still remember,
Say It With Music.

Getting home to Bill Thorburn’s flat they sat
chatting about the things that had contrived to go
wrong from early morning onwards, when
suddenly Billy S.C. ejaculated, ** Never mind, Bill,
let’s smile and sing our cares away.”’

In ten minutes this good advice became a song !
They wrote ** Hot Coftee” and a lot of other hits
just as quickly, after chance inspirations.

“Hot Coffee,” in fact, got its rhythm from the
throb-throb of a motor-car engine outside the Barn
Roadhouse, on the Barnet Bypass, and the two
Bills wrote the song at a table in the grounds.

Whoops! The
Crazy Gang arrive
in style at a famous
West End store’s’
“Christmas bazaar

To celebrate the mak-
ing of the *Fairy
Soap®” Christmas pro-

gramme, Gracie Fields
threw a party at the
studio. Tommy Fields,
standing on the left of
Gracie, and Douglas
Wakefield, on right,
watch Gracie cut the
cake

=
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ALL, slim, handsome Michael Hodginson, who .’ ” ”‘ *‘

plays the Spanish guitar with the Hawaiian
Islanders, must have done more jobs to date than
most radio stars.

First of all, he thought he could follow in the
footsteps of an elder brother who was a promising
boxer. Got knocked our once ov twice, so decided to
become a weight-lifteyv . That was hard on his hands,
and he was just becoming imtevested in wmusic, so
weight-lifting was out! Then he was an actor at
Birmingham Repertory Theatre for quite a while,
before joining his brothers in the Hawatian Islanders.
which began to make a name as a novelly quarter.

When things were quiet last summer, Mike took
a job as a dishwasher in a Soho cafe—later thought
he would like to be a farmer, so tramped the south of
England looking for a job. Settled down at a farm
for the rest of the summer, and returned weighing
nearly two stones heavier. Now busy broadcasting
again.

The RESULTS of
RADIO PICTORIAL’S

LISTENING %
THIS WEEK'S COMPETITION—

. COMPETITION NO. 1
X
See page 29.

appear on page 39 of this issue
MOSPUSLEp Syee A

29 .

Even if you did not enter, you will be

interested to read other listeners’ critie-
e isms of the sponsored programme chosen
for Competition No. 1.
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- HY, I gave you sixpence
only a few minutes ago !’*
said the elderly gent to the
carol-singing urchin at

the door.

I know that, guv'nor,’’ said the
urchin, ‘‘but that was when we were
the 'Armony Trio. Willy’s joined
us now and we’re the Rhythm
Quartet !*’

* * *
E don’t know if there's any truth in
it, but they say that Florence

Resmond never has to buy a turkey at

Christmas. She just sits down beside a

Christmas pudding and impersonates

one. . . .

* * *
CORRESPONDENT asks us
if they allow alcoholic refresh-

ment at the B.B.C. at Christmas-
time.

Well — ah -
don’t let this go
any farther, but we
saw a lady vocalist
there last year with
corkscrew curls. . . .

Good news for Pat Taylor
fans ! She’s got several broad-
cast dates this month, includ-
ing one on December 3 with
Jack Harris—ane on Decem-
ber5 with Syd Millward, and
another with Harris

on December {0
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S WISE-CRACKERS #/

Don’t Stop Us If You've Heard

These . . .

‘‘Father Christmas at the B.B.C."’
The Week's Good Claus ?

L 4 * *

“Which = jokes
8 BrouBlaikh OH, THE MISTLETOE BOUGH !

Y ISS FIFI, a croonette from Nice,
ost ? 1 2 s
gkst us;.l lgi‘;;: M Just won’t leave the bandsmen in

v e.
welf :ﬁ t;.reujt;l::ls She keeps saying “Geef me a kt'c:z "
T chliunclE And, having begun, they can't cice.
tells us. * . ®
o) BoN e Christmas ‘‘joke’’ that doesn't
come from the B.B.C.—breakfast on

“Tell me, Bud, Boxing Morning !
why have * you . . .
christened  your Full of the Yuletide spirit of goodwill,
radxo"”s‘et Sam, somebody or other says that ‘“ Wireless
Sam'?" S has made the people of the Empire like

tAw, it won't neighbours.”
pick up any- Well, it hasn’'t made us like our
thing. ... neighbours. . . .
* * *
CCORDING to a broadcast official,
a fellow can be a radio success even
if he can’t sing, can't recite, and can’t
play a musscal snstrument.

What's more, that's just the sort of guy
we'd invite to our place for Christmas. . . .
* * *

We hear that seven brass instru-
mentalists of a U.S. *‘hot’’ band are
spending Christmas at a London
hotel. Though the hotel accom-
modates 300 people, there are only
seven staying there at the moment...

* * *

Scintillating remark by a politician :

“Is there anything better than the radio
Jor bringing people close together 2"

Yeah. The Underground in the rush
hour. . . .

* * *

WEATHER FORECAST

"%
(]

T

/’ v

2

./‘\3‘\5‘2’“— For Christmas gluttons : Outlook
:§‘ o For waletoe-hounds : Outlike Fi
- or mistletoe-hounds : Outlike Fine.
g\ {"“\* 7] For haunted-house guests : Outlook
ek Windy.
e \N * . »
R, “In the old days,” says an essayist;

L ‘it was the piano that reigned at
¥Sw- . Christmas parties. Now it’s the radio
that entertains guests between meals.”
Always provided that there is amy
time between meals. . . .
. . 3
SOS
Will the singer who says he can. hold
a note for three minutes kandly inform us
how he prevents his wife picking his
pocket ?
* * *

‘**These radio spelling-bees are all
nonsense,”’ declares a reader.
‘‘Many people who can’t spell are
geniuses.*’

He’s perfickly rite there.

* * *

“Why not croon carols ?'’ demands
reader 4. C. MAINS (Roody Valley)
All we have to say is—imagine a guy
letting loose an sdea of that kind !

BY FRED WILKIN

GROUND FLOOR AND
MAKE IT SNAPPY .

TEY (crouwo riook

AND {1/

“FRED waLwkaw J

ONLY AFTER /LEFT

LA

RSOMETHING ~ \)
BENIND 2
-
g )
A

LATE, TED
A

- 3 THE STUDIO I HAD
o,
b SORRY /1 v A FEELING 1D LEFT
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# STUART HIBBERD
To millions of listeners the %

i B.B.C.’s Star Announcer is but %
.} awell-known, well-loved voice.

§ Let Herbert Harris tell you %
< about the man himself /

FE Y S 58T

RISES may come and crises may go,
but the calm, measured tones of
Stuart Hibberd go on for ever.

It is Hibberd’s ‘‘Good night’’ that
all the announcers try to emulate. If it is
possible to call a voice ‘“immnaculate,’’
Hibberd has such a voice. Announcing is so
obviously his metier, that it is difficult to
conceive Hibberd as anything else.

Yet despite the years of announcing Hibberd
has behind him, despite his magnifitent services
to radio, despite the fact that he is one of the
key men of Broadcasting House, little is known
of the man himself. His face is fairly well-known
to listeners, but beyond that, Stuart Hibberd.
senior in years and experience of all the announ-
cers, has remained nothing more than a voice.

The ‘‘no-limelight-for-announcers’”’ policy of
the B.B.C. has gagged those admirable servants,
and no exception hae been made with the greatest
voice of all.

What, then, is Hibberd like ?

Since Sir John Reith and Eric Maschwitz
quitted Broadcasting House, Stuart Hibberd
has claimed his place as cne of radio’s tallest men,
along with Outside Broadcaster de Lotbiniere
and one or two others.

A kindly face revealing great wisdom and
experience tops Hibberd's six feet, and from it
peer penetrating eyes almost as hypnotic as his
voice. Thick fair hair, tending to greyness, and
a small military moustache lend the finishing
touches to a face as typically British as you will
find anywhere.

Hibberd is a Cambridge man. but you would
say he was Eton, Harrow, Sandhurst, Cambiidge,
Oxford, Whitehall, and lLord’s rolled into one—
in the best sense, I mean, for there is nothing
pompous, no red-tapeism in the keen brain
beneath his Saxon blondness.

A friendly, accessible man is this tail blond
with the gclden voice, and it is only the ' policies”
of the B.B.C. dictators which force him, along
with his confreres, to retire behind a screen of
mystery.

But no official gag can prevent us getting to
know and to like the king of spoken English.

We know what a human person he can be.

On one occasion, I am told, he did some family
shopping on the way to the B.B.C,, and leit the
Sunday joint in the announcers’ room while he
read the Saturday night News Bulletin !

Another human—one might almost say humor-
ous-—angle of Hibberd is his great prowess cn the
mouth-organ. Here we have a product of our
Universities, a man who invites the adjective
‘““cultured’’ more than any other man I know,
deriving recreation from the Cockney's very own
musical instrument !

ne of the great qualities about Hibberd is that

he will “try anything once’’ at the mike. He
will do whatever he is asked to do and make a
surprisingly capable job of it.

There i1s no ‘‘I'm-a-big-shot” attitude about
the Chief Announcer. He will sing at the mike
when he is asked, as he did not long ago in the
farewell broadcast to Reggie Foort. He has sung,
too, in the Children’s Hour. But never imagine
that Hibberd thinks he is another Tauber.

Had he wished to pursue a career in singing,
however, there is littie doubt that Hibberd might
have won equal glory in that sphere. At St.
John’s College, Cambridge, Hibberd was a Choral
Scholar. But that was all part of the training
which produced- and rounded off the musical,
modulated voice that soothes the ears of millions.

Hibberd’s fan-mail reveals mostly the respect
in which he is held by listeners everywhere, but
there have been accusations, too, that he bas an
‘Oxford accent.”” Could anything be more ludi-

RADIO’S
BEST-LOVED

VOICE

crous in view of the fact that Hibberd was at
Cambridge ?

What can Hibberd do but ignore, with the rest,
these carping criticisms of “B.B.C. English,”
nothing more than an invention of those listeners
who insist on being hypercritical. He will tell you
there is no such thing as ‘“ B.B.C. English,” that
no announcer ever joined the B.B.C. who spoke
anything but the language he brought with him
from the world outside !

any people who write to Hibberd want to

know ‘“how to become an announcer.” Can

anybody in the world givé a clearly defined
process for becoming anything?

Hibberd can only tell you what he has done
and outline the announcer’s essential equip-
ment. Vocal quality, naturally, a sound
general education, the knack of ‘‘knowing
something about everyth’ng’’—like a news-
paper reporter, experience in travelling and
meeting many kinds of people so that he is
fitted to talk on all sorts of topics and with
all sorts of beings at a moment’s notice.

Hibberd’s experiences have not been unroman-
tic. They have been varied certainly, and often
dangerous.

When the War broke out, Hibberd was just
one month short of his twenty-first birthday. At
Cambridge he had been a brilliant scholar, excel-
ling in languages, but he had been no bookworm
weakling. He had won kudos in athletics, had
attracted considerable attention as a rugby-
footballer.

uch a man, you have rightly guessed,

fits naturally into ‘‘Empire-building.’’ He
has just the qualifications for a ‘‘pukka
sahib,’”’ and the ‘‘pukka sahib,’’ though a
great butt for comedians, is also a great
felldbw, at once tough and brainy.

Hibberd became a “ pukka sahib,” if that term
is applicable to all those who ultimately find
their way to stirring times in the Punjab.

But Hibberd's earlier war service was given
in the Seventh and Fifth Battalions of the
Dorsetshire Regiment. The Fifth Battalion of the
Dorsets won fame against the Turks at Gallipoli,
where Hibberd saw heavy fighting. He was in the
thick of the fray again at Mesopotamia.

It was in 1924 that Hibberd joined the pioneering
radio band at Savoy Hill, and began to make
broadcast speech a profound study. IIis magni-
ficent elocutionary powers soon endeared him to
everybody. The B.B.C. may possess its com-
mittees to guide the trends in oral English, but it
has always been and still is Stuart Hibberd who
1s the figurehead and steadying influence in
broadcast announcing.

Yet in his fourteen years with the B.B.C., he
has remained obscured by that cloak of anony-
mity. He has appeared at the microphone in
various guises, but never as ‘‘Stuart Hibberd.”
You may recall those occasions when he read
the Sunday night Epilogue. You and I and tenm
million more no doubt knew that it was Hibberd,
for there is only one voice like it, but the game of
anonymity was carried on.

Hibberd is still young enough, at forty-five, to
enjoy active outdoor sport. At Weymouth Col-
lege, scene of Hibberd's boyhood in Dorset, and
later at St. John’s, Cambndge, Hibberd built a
fine physique that he has maintained in shape
ever since. To-day, his favourite outdoor recrea-
tion is tennis, and he is a fine player. Motoring
occupies a good deal of his time, and he is an
inveterate music-lover.

I remember him telling some pretty good yarns
of his experiences when he lectured at a place in
Kent. He told of A. J. Alan’s habit of bringing
candles to the studio ever since the lights went
out on him. He told of a post-office sorter, who,
trying tc lend colour to a talk on mail-trains,
blew shrill blasts on a whistle before Hibberd
could stop him, and blew out some valves at the
transmittérs. He told of smoothing out over the
telephone the ill results of a burlesque S O S
given out by a variety-hour comedian.

Hibberd must take up his pen and write
one of these days, cast aside the B.B.C. gag,
and tell officialdom to go to the devil! Only
then will listeners really know the man who
has talked his way through historic crises,
faced technical hitches, lost manuscripts,
temperamental - broadcasters, victims of
mike fright—and remained through it all
the same unperturbed, impartial, dignified
Stuart Hibberd, with——if we .may twist an
old medical phrase-—the perfect ‘‘mike-side
manner.’’

< o’o"v. 2 ;‘ *.: .

SAXO-FUN
[0 SEE what somebody gave me for a Christmas
present? It's a saxophone that can be pulled to
pieces and put logether again in one minute.”’
I like the first part of the idea.”
By Harry Jacobson (Pepsodent’s *‘ I've Brought
My Music,” Normandy, December 4 and 7).

9
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Season’s
Greetings _

from Claude

Dampier and

his wife, Billie Carlyle

CHRISTMAS NEWS

BY FLOTSAM AND JETSAM

O it's Christmas again. Herve's our message
of cheer—
All the best to you folks for the coming New
Year.
We've sung sad songs and glad songs, and no one can
best ‘em.
We've heard grand jokes and bad jokes and no one’ll
rest "em.
And we've tried in our way to be terribly gay.
We've read all the news that there's been in the papers.
Like you, we've been scared—and with relief cut
capers.
We've shaved in the launch of the world’s greatest
liner,
Joked at Air Raid Precautions—what could be finer ?
And we've hoped all the year that these crises would
cleay. -
We've heard Captain Eyston set up that new car
speed,
And cheeved My. Chamberlain with heartfelt "' God
speed.”
Our pilots have captured the new distance record.
Like you, we've bought British when it we could
afford !
And we think, on the whole, our gas was once coal.
There've been murders and mysteries—if they delight
ou ;
Ar{d four Quarter Days when firms threat to indict
0u.
W{'ve had holidays, too—how long ago they seem.
With wives or with mothers we've discussed our day
dream. )
So the year's slipped away—and it's been mostly gay.
So on to the New Year—we've got a clean ledgey
Clean pages for all, from the peer to the hedger.
Let's throw off the old scores—forget the bad old past;
If we try for the best, then the worst will be outcast.
For we have a grand chance—to make * blues” just
a dance,
And we hope to be with you in sunshine or rain,
With a smile and a song and a happy refrain.
To old friends and new friends—we never forgels
em,
Best wishes to all—from Flotsam and Jetsam.

Mlpom smed JTe
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KEEP THE PARTY CLEAN

BY OLIVER WAKEFIELD

HULLO, everyone! Is it really turkey time
again? It seems only twelve months
since last I had a bird—in the hand, as you
know, is worth two in the bushel.

And that reminds me at this time of year the
fellow who hides his bushel of lights—I mean the
other way round. The fellow who lights his hide
—well, take it from me, and I speak from the
bottom-—of my heart—keep well lit up. Most of
all on these foggy nights.

You have to be full—of beans and ring to keep
up the general-—the general merrymaking.
Whether you're at home on dry land or all at sea
—on wet ships—you’ll have to stand a round—of
gaiety.

Some people are notorious—for heaps of fun.
Sailors, for instance, with a wife in every pore—
port and the rest in every sherry, can always make
a party go. We can’t all be sailors, but we can go—
gay with the ass—assistance of the proper spirit.

No one enjoys a wet—blanket at a Christmas
party, so let me press you, ladies—to give—and
take a full load—of the entertainment.

Whether you are a char—a charade or the
answer to a postman’s knock—knock—who’s
there?—you can lead the men on—to the dance
floor.

So roll up your car—carpet and let yourself go
with abandon the radio. And while the wireless
waves wash tirelessly on the sea of time—gentle-

December 2, 1938
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HERE is the message that seven
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men, please-—you can keep a flat foot floying the
floogie.

These few words are all I have—to say now.
And in the words of my aunt Gaga—enough is as
good as a sample if it’s vat you want.
© So I'll switch off, just reminding you that you
can bank on a holiday if you care a hang-—over

MRS. GIBSON TELLS ME

BY CLAUDE DAMPIER

E-ELL, I don’t know what to say. If
only Mrs. Gibson were here, she’d have
a lovely message for you for Christmas.

She could tell you all the games to get up
to and what to do all the tirne and how to
avoid the consequences. Ye-ess-—the game,
you know.

I think it’s fun to bite six inches off a red-hot
poker and things like that. Ye-ess, especially
Mrs. Gibson’s poker. And her postman always
knocks twice.

If 1 could tell you all the games she gets up to,
you would be jealous. But it wouldn’t be fair to
tell you all the fun we're going to have in case you

Oliver~—doubla?
No, Wakefield

come to her party. She likes to keep something up
her sleeve. Ye-ess. '

That’s like Mrs. Gibson all ever.

_ I wish I could get her to come to the micro-
phone. She would probably tell you to play the
game when you go to a party and have to hide at
Muvrder. There’s nothing Mrs. Gibson hasn’t done
at one place or another. You ought to see her
charade of ““fan mail” !

First, she does ‘'fan,” then ’'‘mail,”” then the
two together. She tells me she has a better one
for this Christmas party.

But whatever game you’re playing, don’t spoil
it for a ha’p’orth of tar. No, leave the sailor alone.
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Radio
a good helping of salt

famous

He has a wife in every port, and even if you give
him a lemonade he’ll have a sharp answer. Ye-ess.

At least, that’s what Mrs. Gibson tells me. And
she knows what is what and when where is why.
So that is that. Ye-es, that’s right.

Having told you what Mrs. Gibson tells me,
there isn’t much left for me to tell .you from
myself. So I'll wish you a happy Christmas and
play the game.

Oh, and before I forget. If you want another
one for Kiss in the Ring, don’t forget your old
friend Claude Dampier. I shan’'t be with Mrs.
Gibson all the time, you know. And, by the way,
it doesn’t matter so much about the ring. Just
send along the rest. Ye-ess!

CLEAN FOR CHRISTMAS

BY SUZETTE TARRI

ELL, here we are again. Seems only

yesterday the pierrots were saying that
at the seaside. And now it’s Christmas with
the snow and ice as far away as ever.

Some of you think this is nothing but a
season for parties and other high fling tri-
flings. To your poor friend Mrs. Worth—
that’s me, the Singing Charlady—it’s a dizzy
round of cleaning up. And sometimes down.

The only party I'll see will be my next-door
neighbour. And she, poor soul, is enjoying the

worst of health with a swelling that's taken the
stuffing out of her.

Idon’t know what it is, and the doctor doesn’t
know either. But she says she’ll get to the bottom
of it if they have to lift her head off.

Of course, I shall have my jobs to go to, Christ-
mas or no Christmas. And I shall have a few
extras. Mince pies and so on. If they haven’t
improved since last year they’ll be as dust and
ashes in my mouth.

Give and let live, is my motto. So I expect
somebody’s pet dog will get what's given to me,
same as uswal. They do say animals don’t get
indigestion, don’t they? Besides, it’s too far for
me to take mince pies to the Zoo for that bird
who eats door knobs and so on.

However, you needn’t let my troubles trouble
you. If the proof of the pudding’s in the eating, I
hope it keeps fine for you.

I don’t have much time for making my own
puddings, you know, so I buy them in tins. And I
must remember to take them out before dishing
them up this year. Last Christmas one of them
nearly dished us up. I could feel iron filings grind-
ing about inside me for weeks.

Remember, Christmas makes us all brothers and

Mirtbhmakers would like to broadcast.....to be takem with

sisters. So when you’re having a sing-song, don’t
forget I'll have my bit of carol and mistletoe too !

- =R
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THE GIFTS THEY GIE US$

BY STAINLESS STEPHEN

HRISTMAS comma said he, prophesy-

ing hard, comes but once a year, but its

presents are always with us, exclamation
mark.

That knitted tie semi-colon that jazz
coloured scarf semi-strangled and that
knitted rope semi-cigar are the chief delights
questionable mark we receive from people
we thought friends.

I think it is a great pity, shame or catastrophe
Guy Fawkes Day does not follow Christmas ditto.
What a really good bonfire we could have.

All the year round we have hours altered,
holidays arranged, and birthdays juggled. So I
appeal to all should-be taxpayers to down tools
and put their hands up for.a new day—Stainless
End-of-Gift Day.

It would be easy to fix this without the aid of
Parliament, said your old friend Brainless undiplo-

;T

matically, But an extra day’s holiday, and we
couldn’t do our presents justice in less, would
please so many people the rest-rooms of West-
minster would naturally want the kudos.

But let us get something done and done soon.
What is my hurry? Surely I haven’t received my
presents yet !

No, I haven’t, but I have had a peep at some-
thing for me on top of the wardrobe. A little gift
from Uncle Tonks. The parcel was so small I
almost‘didn’t see it in my search for a lost collar
stud. But as soon as I saw it I knew what it was
—razor blades.

Not a bad present, you say with a rub on the
chin. Not so good, I must tell you. They are old
razor blades, done up like new.

So we must make a speeial day for the End-of-
Gifts. I know—because they were the same packet
of old razor blades, done up like new, that I gave
to my Uncle Tonks last Christmas.

DON’'T$ FOR A DO!

BY TOMMY HANDLEY

MERRY Chyistmas to you, girls, and here’s a tip

for you

To help you get a man oy two in case you may be blue.

Build up the five, put down the lights, opess the front
door wide

And, once you've got him on the mat, yule log the
door inside.

The way to win -a man is clear—candicd appeal §s
best.

No pudding headed cracker [ack ov Joe will let you
rest.

But if you can’t make up your mind which way fo
win his Riss,

Just con-sultana, she's the one who'll tell you all,
dear miss.

Now wmy advice is nearly done, I wish you only luck.

He may be chicken hearted, but you'll supply the

luck.

Sopread this through just once again and you'll be
doing grandly,

And may your postman knock for me, Tom-mistletos
Handley. .

TN Sl
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Young Australian

actress, Elsa

Bl Stenning, is

d principal boy in

“ Robinson Cru- §

soe ' at Birming-
ham

the most unique factories in the world.
They make pantomimes there, right down
to the smallest detail. This Christmas,
no fewer than five complete pantomime pro-
ductions will move out through those huge
double doors to delight audiencesinlargecities
—and millions of listeners all over the world.

The brain behind this enterprise is thirty-five-

year-old Emile Littler, who in the past four years
has built himself a name that is synonymous with
super pantomime. Heis a grea.t believer in broad-
casting, which he is convinced has done a great
deal towards popularising his shows.
It was he who established the broadcasting of
pantomime rehearsals, when the microphone was
offered *“pot luck’* during Christmas week behind
the scenes of his show at the Prince of Wales
Theatre; Birmingham, which'is directly opposite
Broadcasting House, and, therefore, very con-
venient for such relays.

Last year, the B.B.C. decided to drop this
policy, and immediately Emile Littler was
inundated with inquiries at the theatre box office,
by mail and by telephone. Apparently, listeners
love nothing so much as getting behind the scenes
of a show and sampling some of the treats in store
when they actually see a performance.

“T like to give all my artistes a chance in a

IN the heart of Birmingham standsi one of

OW is the season when we all “go yo
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enjoy pantomime—but there’s a lot of hard work
done behind the scenes by the master minds responsible
for our pantomime broadcasts, says Charles Hatton

broadcast,” says Emile Littler. ‘‘Naturally, I
choose a section of the pantomime which is most
suitable for listeners, and even then some slight
alterations have to be made. We put in a lot of
quiet work preparing for our broadcasts.”

This year, Mr. Littler has secured the services
of the Waters Sisters and Tommy Trinder for his
Birmingham production.” Though they are house-
hold names to listeners, they are also well-estab-
lished stage acts, and can be relied upon to hold
their own in any production. ‘

Emile Littler always writes his own pantomimes,
and is a great authority on the subject.

He has studied old pantomime scripts dating
back fifty years or more, and finds it fascinating
to trace the development of this most popular of
all entertainments.

‘““Pantomime is continually changing,” he told
me. ‘‘At one time a few years ago, they had
almost become transformed into spectacular
revues, but there has lately been a tendency to
return to the old legends. Naturally, we have to
dress them up and present them as attractively
as possible, with plenty of novelty to appeal both
to the kiddies and the grown-ups.”

Having booked his principals—sometimes as
long as two years ahead—Emile Littler- starts
writing the script of the show, calling in his lyric
writers and composers from time to time for
their contributions. Meanwhile, the various
departments of the factory, which employs
forty-five -people all the year round, are
getting busy with scenery, costumes, pro-

perties and a hundred other incidentals.

At the beginning of December, the companies
assemble and start rehearsing feverishly, trying
on their costumes in between scenes. A fortnight
later, they are transferred to their respective
theatres, and things become quite hectic.

They have special rehearsals for scenery and
lighting, and the producer is the most harassed
individual of the organization. @ Twenty-four
hours are not nearly enough for his day.

While you are eating your Christmas
dinner, they are still hard at it in that gloomy
theatre, and when the first night arrives,
everybody is right up to concert pitch. They
breathe a sigh of rellef when it is all over,
and . .everything is ‘set for a long rum until
Easter.

But they never relax for a minute at the
pantomime factory. They are already working on
next year’s shows.

Emile Littler makes a point of being present
at all the broadcasts of his pantomimes, and this
will involve long journeys to Scotland, Manchester,
Liverpool and Leeds this season. He likes to be on
hand to supervise any last-minute cuts which may
be necessary.

Leaving Mr. Littler engrossed amidst piles of
orders and quotations, I crossed the road to the
B.B.C. to see what David Gretton had to say on
the same subject. David'is responsible for all the
Midland pantomime relays, and tackles most of
the commentaries himself.

I am particularly looking forward to broad-
casting Evelyn Laye from the Theatre Royal,
Birmingham,” said David. “But I know from past
experience that these relays are going to mean a
lot of work. They involve about five times as much
commentary as a music-hall show, and it is not.”
always easy to fit in the most suitable times
with our other programmes. Some theatre
managers don’t appear to appreciate this difficulty.
They write me months ahead saying that they
would like their relay to take place on January 4th
from eight till nine p.m., and seem to think that
settles the matter. I wish it were as easy as all
that 1”

Cecilia Harvey
takes the lead in
*Aladdin’ at
Derby

David spends a lot of time in friendly argument
with various pantomime comedians concerning

‘*gags” which must be cut out.

After cutfing out a rather dubious joke in one
pantomime, David was startled to hear the
comedian break into the dialogue which intro-
duced it while the show was on the air. David
saw a look of horror flit across the comedian’s

.face, but he had no alternative but to continue

with the ‘‘gag.”
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David frantically signalled his control
room, had them turn down the stage micro-
phone, and he himself came in with a minute
or two’s spontaneous commentary until the
joke was over!

But he met with reproaches from quite a number
of people the next day. They had heard the
laughter in the theatre, and were curious to know
what it was all about.

I can foresee a certain amount of controversy
between David and George Robey, when they
broadcast the pantomime from the Alexandra
Theatre, Birmingham, this season !

David believes that Midland listeners want so
much pantomime and hno more. He usually broad-
casts one a week until some time in February,
when he feels that most of the panto atmosphere
has evaporated.

n the other hand, Victor Smythe, at North

Regional, is convinced that his radio audiences
are never tired of this form of entertainment,
and proposes to put no fewer than fourteen panto-
mimes on the air this season. Many of the panto-
mime kings hail from the North, which-accounts
to some extent for the fact that three pantos will
be broadcast from Liverpool, five from Manchester,
two from Newcastle, two from Leeds and two
from Sheffield.

Victor and his assistant, Richard North, will
spend all their Christmas week sceing these shows,
30 it looks as if they are in for a busy time.

Victor Smythe claims to be the first man in the
country to hit upon the idea of broadcasting
Paun‘*omimes before their production date, with the
help of a certain amount of recording. He insists
upon special routines being prepared for broad-
casts, and always finds managers very helpful in
this respect, though there are often many obstacles.

** Intervals are our great problems,” says Victor.
‘“Of course, there has to be a break in the middle
of the show, and if this happens some time during
the broadcast, we have to arrange to cut it down
as much as possible, and fill in by interviewing the
principals in their dressing rooms or some other
device to keep the listening public intcrest=d.”

One of the biggest names in Northern pantomime
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is that of Francis Laidler, who is this year takinges--

a bold step in re-introducing panto to the Opera
House, Covent Garden, where he will present
*“Red Riding Hood.” This will be the first panto-
mime there for many years, though pantomimes
actually originated at this theatre in the year

Francis Laidler is one of the most methodical
men in the entertainment industry. The week
after his yearly pantomime broadcast he writes
to Victor Smythe, submitting the cast of his next
year’s show, and suggesting a date for a relay.

Another Northern pantomime magnate is ex-
stockbroker Tom Arnold, who took over the late
Julian Wylie’s spectacular productions in addition
to his own. He, too, will have several shows which
will be heard by listenersin the North and elsewhere.

Imagine them all hard at it while
you are reading this, the bold bad
barons cursing their cheeky nephews
. . . the principal boys assuring prin-
cipal girls of their undying devotion
. . . the dames ogling their kingly
admirers . . . robbers and brokers
men tossing double somersaults . . .
pantomime fairies spreading their
wings. . . .

-

Soon, they will all be on their
way to you—by air!

R A

Joan Clarke,
playing second
boy in‘“Mother
Goose ' at
Brighton

RADIO PICTORIAL
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Alone — but no longer
lonely. With the wireless
turned on, the empty
room becomes filled with
laughing, joking, happy
people who are working
on Christmas Day to give
other people pleasure

HE had always felt rather selfish about
Christmas.
She was bed-ridden, and had been
for several years. But, all over the
Christmas holidays, one or two members of
the family had always made a point of being
with her.

She appreciated their company. She told
them not to bother, of course, but secretly
hoped that they wouldn’t take any notice of
her protests. They did it out of goodness of
heéart, although, frankly, they wished that
they could be downstairs with the rest of
the family.

_ Last year, she had an unusually -expensive
Christmas present. It was a radio set.

And she really meant it this time when she
told the others not to worry about being with her.
The radio could bring the real spirit of Christmas
-into her room. She no longer felt lonely. And,
although the other members of the family looked
into her room only occasionally, she spent her
most enjoyable Christmas for years.

Wireless has made a lot of difference to thou-
sands of people who would otherwise spend a
lonely Christmas. It brings the festive spirit to
them wherever they are, in hospital, on duty,
situated miles away from anywhere. And it
brings England closer to those who are overseas.

Lift the curtain, and take a look.

The place : Vancouver. The scene: a hotel.
The time: Christmas day. The characters: an
Englishman in Canada for the first time.

There was a spirit of good cheer all around him,
but he felt out of it all." He knew no one. All his
friends were miles away in England. His hotel
room seemed unfriendly, and accentuated his
Joneliness.

But he had a radio set.

He remembered the previous Christmas Day.
He had been at home, and they had had the wire-
less going. The B.B.C’s Christmas Party had
provided one of the highlights of the evening’s
broadcasting. He remembered particularly the
cheery good humour of Tommy Handley.

He switched on his set. It was an all-waver.
And he tuned in to 'the B.B.C's Empire pro-
gramme.

A spluttering, and then a familiar voice came
through. He could hardly believe his ears. He
was listening to the B.B.C’'s Christmas Party
again, and by an amazing coincidence, Tommy
Handley was on the air at that very moment !...

Again featuring Tommy Handley.

The little old lady in the north of England
turned on her radio set. It was her only com-
panion, and on Christmas Day, too. But she
knew that she was going to hear a friend—in fact,
a lot of friends.

December 2, .1938

BRINGS THEM

CHRISTMAS
CHEER

By JOHN K. NEWNHAM

Tommy Handley was the particular friend.
She had never met him, but for years she had
been one of his greatest fans. She had written
to him to tell him that she would be listening,
and she had sent him a Christmas present.

The present was hanging on the Christmas-tree
in the studio (yes, they have a real Christmas-tree .
for these parties). And, while that man in Van-
couver was also listening to Tommy, the little
old lady in the north of England was aware that
Tommy knew that she was one of his many
listeners.

Another little old lady, and this time a very
lonely one. For thirty years she had been
living in one small room, and she earned her own
living. .

She had no possessions of her own, except for
one small piece of furniture—a wireless-set.

That wireless-set was her only friend—but,
through it, she had a feeling of friendship with
the stars.

She had one particular favourite, Mabel
Constanduros. Christmas was made very much
happier for this little old lady because she could
hear Mabel Constanduros on the air.

And the little old lady sat down to write her
first and only ‘“‘fan” letter. She wanted to tell
Mabel Constanduros how she had helped to bring
a lot of brightness into a lonely person’s life.

Mabel Constanduros treasures that letter,
and remembers a line that the little old lady
wrote. With so little in this world, she said :
‘‘Providence has been good to me.’’

That sort of courage is inspiring, and to
know that you have helped to bring Christ-
mas cheer to such a person is a wonderful
thought.

iles away, in a house in New Zealand, an

Englishwoman switched on her all-waver,

and tuned in to the programme from Great
Britain.

It was winter in England, but summer in New

Zealand. The people at home had to wear over-
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HOW would you like to spend Christmas in a lonely light-
through heavy seas in a fishi
trawler ? To thousands of people the spirit

,;-7%.5*
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coats if they went out; but in New Zealand the
young people made a dash for the sea to spend
Christmas Day lazing on the sands and basking
in the briny.

Christmas Day ! But in spite of the summery
weather, this woman would have given anything
to have been in England. It was a long time since
she had seen her home country.

And this wireless programme took her home,
even though only in thoughts.

She heard Elsie and Doris Waters, and listened
to Gert and Daisy making a Christmas pudding.
Daisy was tasting the brandy to see if it was all
right. Gert kept offering to do the tasting as well,
but she didn’t get a drop.

The Englishwoman in New Zealand smiled. A
few weeks later, Elsie and Doris Waters received
a bottle of brandy from New Zealand, with a
note from the sender saying: ‘“Please see that
Gert gets some this time !”

It was late in the evening for children to be up,
but the matron of the orphanage had a kind
heart. She had looked at the programme and had
seen that Revnell and West were to broadcast
“The Cockney kids doing their shopping.”

““All right, you can stay up and listen to them,”
she told the kiddies, and the excited youngsters
clamoured round the set.

They could understand those Cockney kids.
They hadn’t got lots of money to spend on pre-
sents; and the Cockney kids hadn’t, either.

It was great fun. Few listeners could have
enjoyed that programme as much as those
children did. And the matron dropped a note
to Revnell and West to tell them how much
they had been appreciated and how they had
heiped to bring some Christmas cheer into
the lives of those orphans.

A trawler plunged its way through the choppy
waters of the North Sea.

It was one of many. People must eat. Fish
must be caught.

At home, people pulled crackers, laughed and
sang in front of blazing log fires. Out at sea, a
chill wind was blowing. Christmas seemed a long
way off.

But: suddenly Christmas was brought

0L
-

house, or battling

season can only come by radio.

closer to these gallant fishermen. A radio
suddenly blared forth. And the spirit of
Christmas was carried over the air.

And in a lighthouse off a rocky northern coast—
again, only one such lighthouse of many.

Some Christmasses even the mail hadn t
arrived. Not so easy to be festive when you're
cut off from the mainland, from bright lights and
civilisation.

But not completely cut off, thanks to radio.
Christmas carols . . . church services . . . comedians

. the studio party. . . . Christmas, once a poig-

nantly lonely time, is not so gloomy for lighthouse-
keepers these days.

The mines are closed, but a man is on duty.
The factories are quiet, but have to be guarded.
Newspapers, though not published on Christmas

—
Hl they may b, bwi |
that doesn’t prevent P
them enjoying a joke
through the head-
phones

Perhapsthe loneliest place
of all——somewhere in the
ocean, but thanks to
wireless they're closely
linked with their home~
land and the Christmas
festivities
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of the festive

Day, have to come out on the Boxing Day and
men have to be on duty to receive the news.

All over the country, all over the world, there
are these people whose Christmas Days used to
be spent in loneliness. To-day. they have radio
sets, and Christmas cheer is brought to them
wherever they are.

lind.
Have you ever stopped to think how many
blind people there are in this country?

Radio has brought untold happiness into their
lives. It is the one entertainment which does not
call for the use of sight.

At no time is wireless such a blessing to
the blind as at Christmas.

For those blind who -cannot afford sets for

e —
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themselves, the Wireless for the Blind Fund
provides this voyage to happiness. And the
Post Office acts as Santa Claus towards blind
listeners, for no charge is made for their licences.

Over 51,000 such licences have been issued.
Ponder over those figures for yourselves.

A hospital. Just one of England’s hundreds of
hospitals. Authorities, of course, do what they
can to celebrate Christmas, but it’s not easy to
arrange jollities for those who are bedridden.

And in this particular hospital, just as in scores
of others, the wireless was bringing an atmosphere
of Christmas happiness. In one ward, the patients
were listening to the studio party. And Clapham
and Dwyer were the hits of the evening.

Someone asked the nurse for pencil and paper.
He wrote a letter. Others put their signatures to it.

The letter was a token of appreciation to
Clapham and Dwyer for their unbounded
good humour. And the letter concliuded :
‘‘We are sure that radio is civilisation’s
greatest boon to mankind.’’

And what greater boon has civilisation
provided? For there is nothing greater than
happiness. Radio brings happiness into
millions of homes, and at no time is happiness
so important as at Christmas.

(N
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WORK THIS OUT. . ..
MRS. ‘IGGS : Wonder wot sort o' programmes
we’ll ‘ave on the wireless this Christmas, Mrs
Bloggs ?

MRS. BLOGGS : Dunno, Mys. 'Iggs, but the
trouble with the blinkin’ programmes is there’s too
much o' this 'ere Variety and not enough change.

By Bobby Howell (Stork Radio Parade,
Normandy, December 4, Luxembourg, December 7).
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o OU’VE all heard of Mrs. Waters’ daughters—but did you know

she had four sons? One of them, Jack Waters, has written this
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exclusive article about his famous sisters specially for “Radio Pictorial”

about two famous sisters might be

described as a *‘bit of a tricky under-

taking,’’ and my pen is still rather
shaky and likely to be for a few lines, until
you readers have been patient and let me get
into my stride.

Going back over the years, it seems, in many
ways, only a short time ago that we were all
together—and when I say “we” I would remind
you that there are three other brothers besides
myself—going to school, going on holidays,
laughing and crying, playmg and squabbling in
much the same way as thousands of other English
families have done and will go on doing.

The fact that I have three brothers has often
been very confusing to various people to whom
the four of us have been introduced from time to
time, because they have invariably said : ‘‘Oh,
yes, I've met you before’’ and the girls (I will call
Elsie and Doris *“thegirls” from now on) have invari-
ably replied : “ Oh, no, that was another brother.”

In fact, I am quite certain that there must be
a lot of people who think that “Gert and_Daisy"”
are the proud possessors of about twenty-four
brothers—if you know what I mean—or do you?

However, I am jumping ahead and must go back
and answer the question that is always being

FOR a brother to be asked to write

asked : How did you and your 'sisters find- out
you could do it?

I think ““do it is such a silly expression, but
then some people ask silly questions and must
therefore expect silly answers.

In this particular case, however, the
answer is absolutely true. As a matter of
fact, when we were kids we used to play at
what we called ‘‘making each other laugh."’’
When I think of our efforts now, they were so
awful that they must have been funny, and I
still have a feeling right deep down that the
‘‘audience’’ laughed a lot in the wrong places,
either out of sheer boredom or a feeling of
real and earnest desire to encourage the
performers.

I well remember one of my brothers ‘“doing a
turn” in an article of female attire (I have yet to
find out how he got into it). Unfortunately it
happened ‘“of a Sunday afternoon” when we
couldn’t go to Sunday School because it was
raining and Mother was trying to snatch what was
commonly known in those days as * forty winks."”

The roar of applause that greeted my brother’s
appearance must have caught Mother on about
the tenth wink, because shc appeared appa-
rently from nowhere with a rapidity that George
Eyston would have envied.

One look at my brother in her—well, in her
wrath and indignation, she put a sudden end to
our matinee in no uncertain manner, albeit there
was, if I remember rightly, a peculiar gleam in
her eye, which I realise now was a definite indica-
tion that her marvellous sense of humour had let
us off very lightly.

The worst B.B.C. fade-out of recent years had
nothing on the Waters family that afternoon and
as I helped my brother off with the offending
garment, we swore never to be “girls’’ again.

From a musical point of view we wsre lucky
enough to have parents who made the most of
what latent talent was about im those days,
although I wouldn’t be telling the truth if I said
that we didn’t find the practice of the various
instruments rather irksome from time to time.

Elsie played the violin, Doris the piano, my
other three brothers dealt with a .cornet, violin
(second violin in the orchestra), drums and finally
myself playing a viola.

We would sometimes all practice at the same
time in different rooms and although the house we
lived in had a good solid structure, the walls were
not thick enough to prevent a mixture of scales,
five finger exercises, Rondoletto in *“C"” and

‘“Star of My Soul” filtering through to the main

o7
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landing where our parents would some-
times stand, wondering, no doubt, if it was
really worth it. ;

However, everybody knows to-day
that, from the girls’ point of view, that
ground work was well worth it. The
greatest regret we all have.is that our
father is not alive to-day to hear them on the air.

But there—I've jumped from the past to the
present again, so back to the *“ Bijou Orchestra,”
as it was called.

Came the day when we were all proficient
enough to be supplied with our own music
stands and we set to work to rehearse a very
well-known waltz. I would like to mention,
in passing, that if any reader has ever had an
all-in wrestling match with a deck chair, and
lost, don’t tackle a music stand—they not
only pinch your fingers, they poke your eyes
out as well,

Jack Waters,

author of this
article, is himseif a
clever impersona-
tor, known to
llsteners and
theatre - goers as
Jack Warner

However, time marched on and we found our-
selves ome evening at a well-known London
restaurant playing at a big banquet, and playing
in tune what's more, and the latest musical
comedies, etc., girls in white frocks, boys in Eton
suits.

By this time, of course, our * Bijou Orchestra”
was augmented from time to time by friends of
ours, one of whom is now a famous doctor in
London.

We attended various functions with the
orchestra and I remember on one occasion we
were playing at a fire station for a brigade dance.
Three or four engines had been disposed of for
the time being, leaving quite a lot of room for the
dancers, “our lot” being tucked away with our
instruments in the corner where hung the fire-
mens’ helmets and ‘boots, etc.

Maybe you have already guessed the sequel,
but I swear it is absolutely true. = You’re quite
right—the fire-bell did ring and short of my
Mbother’s sudden appearance ‘‘hereinaforemen-
tioned,”” I've never seen anything so quick before
or since. The firemen just had to get their. * effects”
and the “ Bijou Orchestra’ just happened to be in
the way. .

One of our members played a ‘cello, which he
loved as a brother; and this instrument, by reason
‘of its size, was very definitely in the way. It
might have been a stick of Margate rock by the way
one firemen removed it from his path.

Quoth the cellist in angry tones : ‘ Here, I say,
mind my ‘cello !” With his helmet over one eye
as he dragged on his boots, the fireman answered :
“Your ‘cello! Where’s.the so-and-so fire?”

Now we come to the time when we all went our
different ways, each to follow his or her calling,
and as we are chiefly concerned with the girls and
myself, we will leave the boys for the nonce.

Elsie and Doris started by ‘‘doing’’ small
concerts and finally got a chance to go into
Will Pepper’s ‘‘White Coons’’ at Southwold,
where they really started on the road which

Elsie an,
Panto
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led them to the position they-hold in the
entertaining world to-day.

For the benefit of those few casual people who
like to say that there must be a lot of luck in the
game, I would like to say here and now that my
sisters have got where they are to-day by dint
of sheer hard work, which at times almost
amounted to drudgery. Any luck they have had
in the last few years they have well deserved and
worked for.

For my part, although I was always keen on
singing so-called funny songs (I sang my first
song in public at the age of nine), I had always
been keen on motor cars. I thought I was very
fortunate, therefore, when I found myself in
Paris, apprenticed to a well-known firm of motor
car manufacturers.
spoke nothing but French for about two years,
with the result that to-day I am in a position to
do my act in both languages, a fact which, as a
well-known London comedian would say, *’ Makes
a change, don’t it?"

BOTH Elsie and Doris speak French and one
of the nicest trips I have ever had was when
I went with them to France about five years
ago just to get them used to driving on the right-
hand side of the road.

We landed at Dieppe on a nice September
morning and proceeded immediately to Paris,
where I introduced them to their first French
‘‘dejeuner.” As some readers may be aware, a
French ‘“dejeuner” can last anything from four
minutes to four hours, and as the latter period of
time applied to this particular repast, it was a
very dozy trio that pulled up in front of an
Orleans hotel in the early evening.

After the smallest dinner on record we decided
to visit a local cinema for a couple of hours and I
remember that the film that was being shown.- was
a well-known American flying picture featuring
two very prominent actors.

The dialogue, of course, was in French and very
badly synchronised and therefore difficult to
follow, with the result that when I turned to ask
what they- thought of it, both Elsie and Doris
were fast alseep. Not another fade-out this time,
but sheer fatigue, as we had covered many miles
in a very short time.

Whilst on this subject, another incident comes
to my mind which has some connection with the
girls’ activities and my late profession. Elsie and
Doris went down to do a Christmas Night show
at Folkestone and through an oversight, they
unfortunately left their suitcase containing their
evening dresses at our home at Regent's Park.

1 received a frantic call from them. It took

I say fortunate because I-
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Jack went to France with Elsie and Doris about five
years ago to help them get used to driving on the
right-hand side of the road

me one minute to snatch the case and jump into
the car and thanks to a certain amount of motor
racing experience I covered the 75 miles in 90
minutes and delivered their dresses in the pro-
verbial “ nick of time.”

I learnt afterwards that if all eise failed
they were going to wear their nightdresses
with short velvet coats over the top. '

(please turn to page 70)
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Father Christmas
Tommy. Trinder |
climbed through
the wrong window
—with disastrous
results |

HEY'RE tough guys, these radio
stars. Or so they'd have us believe!
Hear them strafing the B.B.C. and
you'’d think that they hadn’'t a half-
pint of human kindness in their veins. . ..

But get them among children, and with
the Christmas feeling percolating through
their veins, and you soon see that they’re
not a bit tough. Nine times out of ten, if
there’s a children’s party, one of them is lured
into the famous role of Father Christmas—
and then the fun begins.

I was talking recently to Tommy Handley, and
that irrepressible wise-cracker told me of an
occasion when he was ‘“marooned” at Christmas
in Coventry. I

“Y was staying in a little ‘pro’ hotel and my
hostess mentioned that she was going to throw a

for some poor children. Would I act as
Father Christmas?

“Desperately I tried to think of an excuse.

‘“*Well—er—’ I said, ‘well, I haven’t got a
costume, else I'd have loved to.’

“*Oh, I've got a costume,’” trilled the lady.
And she had, too.

‘““But what about make-up?’ I- countered
quickly.

““‘Oh, I've got some of that !’ was her response.
I groaned. In the end I agreed.

*"FPhe party was being held in the billiards-room,

which was cleared of furniture. There wasa
Christmas-tree on a platform, and the idea was
for me to knock on the door and for the children
to say ‘Who's there?’ and for me to say ‘Father
Christmas’ and prance in, and on to the platform.
‘Then,” optimistically said my hostess, ‘the
children will file round in orderly fasbion and
you'll give them presents.’

““So far, so good. I clambered into the Santa
Claus outfit, ‘made-up’ with what turned out to
be ordinary lady’s lipstick, and got all set for the
big act. I knocked on the door. Instead of
‘Who's there?’ there came a concerted shout of
‘Come in!' Rather sheepishly I entered and
immediately I was leapt upon by about a hundred
energetic youngsters.

“Recovering from the impetus of this over-
Yowering welcome I staggered to the platform.

mmediately there was another wild surge. I
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WHEN THEY

Celebrated Radio Stars tell

Tommy protested that his thin face and large
jaw were not a bit suitable for the role. i

“You ought to get Will Fyffe |’ said Tommy.

Still his host and hostess insisted and, at last,
Tommy gave in. It was arranged that, at the
critical moment, he should clamber through the
library window, where all the kiddies and their
mothers and fathers would be foregathered, in
[N the dark.

So Tommy donned his gaily-coloured disguise, -
heaved a sack of presents over his shoulder and
disappeared into the cold, dark night. A nearby

i clock chimed and Tommy realised that it was
‘! zero hour. Carefully he raised the window—
without making a sound he edged his way into
the room—and then, with a whoop, he yelled :
‘“Hullo, children, I'm Father Christmas!"
To Tommy’s horror a scream rent the air, and
a bedside table-lamp was suddenly switched on.
Tommy had chosen the wrong voom ! A charming
girl in the party, having a headache, had decided
to go to bed, and her room was on the ground
floor next to the library.
“Well, I meantersay,” said Tommy to me,

e
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The Hulberts plan Christ- |
mas in the traditional |
| way—here’s Claude strip- §
ping the tree for the
kiddies

firmly grasped one hapless infant, and to set the
atmosphere, I kissed her firmly. Of course, she
was immediately smothered with lipstick and
looked a horrible sight. I remember her licking
her chin and saying : ‘Doesn’t Father Christmas
taste nice?’ After that I know no more. The
fates were malicious—and, as a result, I handed
out the presents from the wrong piles. Little
Effie found herself with a toy-train, while young
Roger indignantly clutched a fairy doll |

“‘How I escaped with my life I shall never
know. Not even a profuse letter of thanks
from the innkeeper’s wife, assuring me that
I had been a tremendous success, can shake
me from my determination. Never again}’’

Atec McGill's

: 9 q Christmas adven-

r I ‘ommy Trinder, the new, up-and-coming radio ture nearly
comic, had an equally unfortunate experience brought him a

wher he was lured into playing Santa. This was new caceert

at a large house-party in the country. In vain
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PLAYED SANTA CLAUS

Barry Wells some Amusing Christmas Experiences. . .

“what could I do? I just said ‘Beg your pardon,
miss’ and scampered out of the room as fast as I
could go!” s °

lec McGill's excursion into the realms of
Father Christmmasdom nearly brought him a
new career.

“Gwen and I were visiting some friends and
we were asked to stay to a children’s party that
my host was throwing at a nearby village ball.
When we arrived we found that the ‘ professional’
Santa Claus who had been hired by my friend
had sent.a wire to say that he was ill.

“Dilemma! His garb had been sent on in
advance and as soon as I saw my friend looking
at me critically I suspected the worst.

“*No!' said I, firmly, ‘I'm here to enjoy
myself.”

“’Come on,” he wheedled, ‘you‘re just the right
size.”

‘*Overlooking that persomal crack I shrugged
my shoulders and said those famous last words :
* All right, I’ll take a chance!’”

Well, Alec was a howling success at the job.
His joyial red face, stripped of its monocle and
clad in dingy whiskers, was the beaming per-
sonification of Santa Claus.

‘*At the end I went to the buffet in search of a
much overdue tankard of beer,” Alec told me, ‘I
was just drinking deeply when someone came
and clapped me on the shoulder. ‘The best
Father Christmas I've ever seen,’ said this hearty
individual, ‘I'd like you to come along next week
to my store’ (he mentioned a world-famous
London store). Do I have to apply for you through
your firm 7?2’

“It took me and my friend quite a while to
convince him that I was not one of those cheery
blokes who emerge every Christmas to give the
kids a treat at shop-bazaars t”

eslie Sarony was also caught one Christmas
to do his stuff at a Church Bazaar.

1 was getting along all right, except that the

darned whiskers tickled so much that I wanted

to sneeze,” f.es told me, ‘“and then suddenly’

there emerged one of those awful little pests who
are their mother’s darlings but a pain in the neck

N\
)/ -y
KT

s

Les

A
\ﬁ\"

N 1\&
Y

BothLesAllen (centre)
and Les Sarony (the
one with the specs is
Holmes) have
given the kids a treat.
Here they’re treating
themselves—or each

to everybody else. The little blighter stood and
goggled at me until I gave him his present.

“He looked at it—it was a snappy line in
jig-saw puzzles—and then suddenly he yelled :
‘I want a rocking-horse.’

*““There, there, little man,’ I said, ‘we haven’t
got any rocking-horses. Run along and work out
your puzzle!’

 But the little brute was inconsolable. He kept
clutching at my leg and I was beginning to despair.
In the end I looked round for help and a man
came over to me and said : ' Now it’s no use losing
your temper. Children can only be won over by
kindness and a knowledge of psychology.’

’He turned to the child and said : "I want to
talk to you, little man,” and he drew him aside.

‘“ Three minutes later the kid had disappeared,
and I didn’t see him again. So I said to my
benefactor : ‘Gosh, that was psychology. What
on earth did you say to him to get rid of him so
quickly ?’ He looked at me and winked wisely :
‘I just whispered in his ear that if he didn’t go
pretty darned quick I'd put him over my knee
and tan his little behind !’ Kindness! Psy-
chology | Well, well, . . .”

The Hulberts plan the arrival of **Santa Claus”
in a very methodical way at the annual
Hulbert Christmas-party. The wireless is rigged
up so that Claude can announce that Father
Christmas is on his way and immediately Jack
rushes up to his study and jingles sleigh-bells.
Meanwhile Claude gets on to a neighbour’s roof,
through a skylight, and then Jack switches a
spotlight on to him. Dressed in the traditional
clothes (well padded !) Claude clambers down the
roof on to the balcony and through the window
intd@ Jack’s drawing-room.

*“The children know it's me,” says Claude,
*“but it doesn’t seem to spoil the fun for them. I

enjoy it, too, though it’s often too perilous to be.

really funny! Once, I remember, I dislodged a
Please turn to page 69

other !
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George Elrick was
found out !

Denis O'Neil ar-
' rived complete
with soot !
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BIG ‘°‘BILL’ SOMERS
leader of the Horlicks All-Star Orchestra from

the Continent and one of London’s ace conduc-

Since then he’s conducted military bands, the
Savoy Orpheans, and many theatre orchestras,
as Ralph Graves reveals in this story of his

tors, began baton-waving at the age of three !

(Debroy to you) and he has a winning

smile as broad as Clark Gable'’s.
But behind those smiling Irish eyes (yes, he
hails from Dublin) is a serious brain—the brain of
a man who feels that with his pioneer work in the
old Savoy Orpheans, with his multitude of broad-
casts and concerts and show appearances he has
run the whole gamut of dance-music activity . . .

OW here is a real gent of the band
N business. His name is Bill Somers

and now longs to conduct a Queen’s Hall orchestra !

If you go back to old Dublin you will find
many a man who remembers the leader of a
certain famous Irish regiment, a soldier with a
little kid of ‘three who used .to break loose on the
parade ground, and come tumbling into line with
the ‘' big soldiers.” This kid of three was Bill—
the regiment’s mascot. *

When Somers Senr. conducted the band at
rehearsals—sitting around in their shirtsleeves,
army trousers and with their caps on the backs
of their heads—little Bill clung to daddy’s leg
and conducted too—with a pencil !

That was all right indoors, but when little Bill
tried to get an impromptu place as the Regiment’s
mascot, near the big drums (big drums always
fascinated him 1) it was too much for theicolonel,
who ordered the tiny mite off the parade ground !

Nevertheless, Somers Senr. was determined
that Bill should take his place in .,due time as
bandmaster, and, following a period of almost
military training, Bill was sent to the Royal
Irish Academy of Music, where, under Michael
Esposito,-he learned all about harmony, orchestra-
tion, and wrote several pieces, which are still
treasured, in the Academy’s files. Since then-he
has written several serious pxeces, in addition to
dance numbers.

After working with Esposito he went back to the
Irish regiment as bandmaster; but it was an
industrial “ war”’ and not a real war, which brought
him out of Army service.

The gramophone was just becoming popular
then. Not records, but the old Edison Bell
cylinders. It was in 1910 that Bill’s work with
the regiment attracted attention of the Edison
Bell people, and they offered him the job of
making some of the early records; at first he
thought of using a military band, but the wax
wouldn’t stand the blast of it! So Bill Somers
formed a small classical orchestra for recording.

The gramophone business ‘was booming. There
was a “‘war” on between rival companies—and
back in England there was a certain firm making
quite good records, with the trademark of a little
white dog listening to a gramophone !

Bill came to London—but not at first to make
records for the great H.M.V. group as it now is.

More competition than he’d expected. English
band-leaders had got the peach jobs; and this
young, eager chap from Eire found himself looking
for work. Makers of “ Bulldog" records offered
him a job. Would he like to start a small orchestra
for dance records?’

No, it wasn’t a permanent job. They only
wanted thirty-six records to be made. More after
that if they sold well. And the pay? Well, this
unknown Mr. Somers could have 7s. 6d. a record
if he liked. Three dozen seven-and-sixpences. . . .
And the band? Oh, that had to be paid out of the
7s. 6d., too.

For experience Bill took the job. To economise,
he had to keep the orchestra small. In fact, he
played the piano, oboe, xylophone, and harp
himself, and pooled all the money for the other
boys in the band.

20

He could have stayed in the orchestral business,
playing Brahms, Liszt, Wagner, and the rest.
He would now be earning £4 10s. a week, instead
of making over £150 a week.

And the reason he changed was—dance music ?
No. The show business.

Bill had a spell in the theatre, living in * digs,"’
and trying to convince people that he was a first-
rate producer.

By sheer push, go, bluff, and strength of

Section of the huge
orchestra * Bill*’
Somers conducted in
the film *Stars on
Parade’’
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personality, he did convince a theatre manager |

He was living in digs, and wondering where the
next week’s rent was coming from, when he
heard that a new show was being started at a
theatre near by.

He didn’t stop to ask any questions at the stage
door, but pushed his way through as though he
were already engaged! In the shadows of the
almost deserted stage a handful of scantily-clad
chorus girls were limbering up, while a shirt-sleeved
chap thumped out a tinny tune on a derelict
piano. Going up to the man who seemed to be the
boss, Bill started a ‘““spiel” about the way he
could produce a show.

¢ There’s no time to talk,’’ roared the
great man. ‘‘This show has to go on in
three weeks ' time, and look at the so-and-so’s
now ! Why, they don’t so-and-so know their
so-and-so dance routines, and =

““Take me on and I'll get the show ready in a
fortnight,” said Debroy.

* How much do you want?”

‘‘JUl do it for £10 a week.”

“You'll do it for thirty-five bob a week, and
you can start right now !”

And he did !

His experience as a bandmaster proved in-
valuable. He drew up his own call sheets, schooled
the whole cast and chorus in military style,
roared at them (though, remember, he’d never
produced a show before in his life) and to his own
astonishment, as well as that of everyone else,

Pianists were two-a-penny, but Bill kept his
job because it was good experience, and kept his
fingers in order., The orchestrations were worth
ten guineas a time because this was in the days
when there was plenty of scope in dance music,
and when ‘the whole individuality of a band
depended on its orchestrations.

Lew Stone, then only a pianist, was making
over £80 a week by doing most of the orchestra-
tions for Ambrose’s band. And Bill Somers was
doing most of the other arrangements for other
bands, so you can tell he was making a packet of
money by his genius for doing something that other
musicians could not.

He has, you'll be interested to know, still
retained this genius for rapid, novel orchestra-
tion, and often orchestrates his own numbers
in the car while being driven to a broadcast.
Just a quarter of an hour to rehearse the
band, and then they 're on the air with a brand
new arrangement!

For months Bill went on working like this—
a guinea a time at the piano, and ten guineas a
time for an arrangement for Feldman's.

He began to get so well known that rival music
publishers in “ Tin Pan Alley” bid for his services,
and Bill’s fees went up and up.

And then one night he was at the Savoy Hotel,
supping with the late Bert Ralton and Nat Eyre,
and Bill Somers met M. de Mornys, the entertain-
ment manager of the Savoy group.

found that the show was ready to go on in just
over a week.

The only snag was that his thirty-five shillings a
week stopped after a fortnight, instead of going
on for three weeks or a month. He then, too late,
began to see why some producers take months to
bring out a show |

But there was still something else he could do
better than most others—orchestrate. Knocking
about with the men in the pit orchestras, not
forgetting any of the training of way back in
Dublin, playing the piano when he could. They
say a rolling stone gathers no moss, but Bill
gathered plenty of experience.

After the stage success which left him broke,
he got a job at the Trocadero as a pianist !

Almost simultaneously he was engaged by
Feldmans to do dance-music orchestrations. But
there was a difference. He, got one guinea as-a
pianist—but ten guineasa time for every orchestra-
tion he did !

Two *“handsome
heroes’''—Band
Leader Somers and
his friend, film:-actor
Carl Brisson

- The upshot of it was that Bill was offered £20
a week to work in an advisory capacity for two
bands, the Havana band and a stage show.

Bert Ralton left, to go on a world tour, taking
with him a score of the best British musicians in
dance music, and Bill was offered £50 a week to
carry on—but he didn’t want todo it! Why?

Well, just put yourself in his place. -He was
turiing out nearly a dozen good orchestrations a
day—never less than three a day. He had to get
up at seven in the morning to get the work done
in time, for many of them were wanted urgently
for aftermoon rehearsals. It meant that he could
always be sure of £20—£30 a day. Why then,
should he jump at a job which only meant £50 a
week.

Eventually he compromised by accepting £40 a
week for leading each of two bands—and thus
started the pioneer days of ‘* The Savoy American
Medley,” the first B.B.C. broadcasts from the
Savoy, the eager scratching of catswhiskers by
thousands of pioncer radio fans up and down the
country. '

As leader of the Orpheans Bill became famous
and the One.Step medleys which he introduced are
still played.

Long hours never seem to trouble Bill Somers.
He was working up till the dawn for many years
—and recently took a season at the famous London
Casiro (now an Outsidé broadcast spot), doing
two sessions a night with long cabaret.

Most thrilling days of all, however, in spite of
his more recent work in variety and musical shows
milien, were those early radio days at the Savoy.

Melba—the first broadcast artiste in Britain
—came in often to talk with Bill about the
future of radio—and one night a gaunt,
tanned, upright man with keen blue eyes
walked in. It was Marconi.

Romance in the band §§
—Tommy Nevison,
Somers’ saxophonist, |
i married pretty Doro-
thy MclLaren, chorus
girl in the Gaiety
Theatre show ‘“‘Seeing
Stars,”” where the
band was playing. §
That's Leslie Henson |
on the right, of course

The Marchese (then plain Senator Marconi) had
just come back from a Mediterranean tour on his
yacht Elettra and told Bill that both sides of the
Riff war, then raging in Morocco, had called a truce
to listen to Bill Somers and the Orpheans !

Highspots of Bill's career at the Savoy was
when he chummed up with the world-famous
Chaliapin.

‘*What we lack in dance music is melody,”
ventured Bill one night'when he was talking to the
great singer. *We spend all our time developing
rhythmic expression, but often the vital melody is
lacking.”

“Zo1” explained the big Russian with a war-
like look in his eye. ‘“Zen I vill give you zee
melody.” | -

And grabbing a menu .card out of the hand
of a passing waiter, Chaliapin dashed off the
first few bars of a lilting melody, based, as he
explained later, on an old Russian folk tune.

That menu card with the music scrawled on it
is one of Bill’s most cherished possessions.
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1 . PAUL HOBSON humorously imag-
/ 1 ¢ o ines the difficulties poor Father ¢
5 5 Xmas would have to encounter if he
A . tried to “chimney-crash” Broadcasting
te House

¢ A R ot #..-e».é

| Only two stacks sprouted up froni the top of the
B.B.C.’'s home. One he knew was the little stack
\ that led down to what used to be Sir John Reith's
office; and Sir John, he remembered, didn’t
believe in fairies, so the chimney had never been

made wide enough for Santa to get down.

And the other was the boiler chimney.
One glance at it was enough to make Santa
shudder. He vividly recalled ome tragic
Christmas Eve visit two years ago when he
k) had to get down this chimney, and became
so jammed in the heating plant that Mr.
Tudsbery got rude letters from all the
announcers for weeks afterwards about the
cold radiators—until they cleared out the soot.
One more baleful glare at the tinier chimney,
out of which smoke was curling-—reminding him
that even if he ventured to climb down to
Professor Ogilvie’s office he would risk being
smoked out like a kiltie haddock—and his mind

was made up.

“JTTLL have to be the front door,” he said,

So, bringing his sleigh down to earth in
front of the cab-rank, he marched in through the
B.B.C.’s bronze doors.

" Arteestes the aither side,” murmured a very
Civil Service receptionist, as he looked up in
surprise on catching a first glimpse of Santa’s
red outfit, and waving a deprecating hand towards
another counter.

‘“B—but I’m not an artiste,” hesitated Santa.

*Haive you an appointment? "

““Why, .of course, to be sure I have,’ exclaimed
the old man, with a genial grin.

‘“And whom do you wish to See?’” asked the
man behind the desk, with a nice regard for Correct
English.

b ‘*Why, everybody, of course !

As you can see, the
8.8.C.hasnochim-
.ney large enough
to accommodate
the old gentieman

RCTIC ice still crisp and shining

on the antlers of his reindeers,

Father Christmas drew up outside

the B.B.C. with a clanging of sleigh

bells. ;

‘¢ Blimey, gonged again,’’ groaned a
cabby who thought Santa’s bells were the
tocsin of a Courtesy Cop.

But the grand old chap in the red coat and
frosted white beard wasn’t in any mood for
wisecracks ; he had enough of his own
troubles, and stamped up and down outside
Broadcasting House in a frenzy.

“Bless my soul,” he stormed, ““here it is three
o’clock of an afternoon, and I ought to be doing
this job at midnight. I vowed I'd be early this
year after the trouble I had last Christmas Eve
getting my stuff through the Customs, and now
here’s this confounded muddle !”

Well, the old chap’s journey had been nothing
but one trouble after another.

There was that Russian stratosphere plane which
had so nearly got entangled up with the reindeers.
Why couldn’t the idiots keep out of the sky on
Christmas Eve?

There’d been that fussy Board of Trade official,
who’d stopped Santa at the Customs and insisted
on the whole sackful of toys being stamped :
Made in Fatryland—Forezgn

There’d been such a draught down the Polish
Corridor, such a trouble explaining to that absurd
French Customs officer that, although *Santa
Claus” is a German name, his passport and visas
were, nevertheless, in order.

And now the B.B.C. had let him down.

Tired-out, late, anxious, he’d circled in
his sleigh twice above Broadcasting House
to make quite sure. But it was true. They
hadn’t left him a chimney to come down !

22



December 2, 1938

RADIO PICTORIAL

FATHER XMAS CoMEs To THE B.B.C.

“Dear, dear, this is all most irregular. Do you
mean that this has something to do with Public
Relations? "

**Well, you might put it like that,”” hesitated
Santa, stroking his beard. “I've had pretty good
relations with the public for a fair time, you
know- 5

"“Yes, yes, of course, my dear sir. But I
suggest you see Sir Stephen Tallents if it is a
matter affecting the public.”

“Sir Stephen? The man who knows how to
write fairy stories? Ah, now there’s someone
after my own heart. Show me the way up.”

t that moment there was a bustle in the vesti-
bule, and glamorous Mrs. Towler, the B.B.C.
hostess, came on the scene.

“Why dear, dear, if it isn’t Mr. Claus. We've
been expecting you. You simply must come along
to the variety section: They want to put you in
Music Hall. And then there’s the Alexandra
Palace bus waiting outside. Mr. Cock is simply
dying to get you to televise. Only twenty minutes
in the bus, Mr. Claus——"" .

“B-but madam, I'm sorry. I simply can’t.
I can’t go rushing about London being seen by
everyone, you know. I'm not supposed to exist !
Why, if all these children really saw me, and
knew that I wasri’t just their daddy with a false
beard it—it—well, it would strike a terrible
blow at British democracy.”

* Ordah, ordah, please !’ broke in a new voice.
“ Political discussions must be avoided in public,
i} you please.”

Santa looked round in surprise to find it was
Lea Chilman.

"Good gracious, it's Mr. Claus,” burst out
Chilman. '‘Why, I've been wanting to see you
ever since last Christmas when you made such a
mess of the frescoes outside, climbing down the
building with those reindeers of yours."”

“I'm- v sorry, very sorry indeed, Mr.
Chilman,”” said Santa, sorrowfully. '‘If there is
anything I can do, such as putting an Auto Union
or a V-12 Alfa in your stocking——"

*“Why, hullo, look who’s here !" burst out an
excited voice as John Watt rushed arm-in-arm
with John Sharman into the vestibule. “Is it
Collie Knox in a new disguise, or has Garry
Allighan bought himself a red overcoat at last?
Why, no! It really is Santa himself. What a
scoop! What a broadcast | )

* Better have a word with Arthur Brown first,”
whispered Sharman.’ “ The old man might want a
couple of hundred guineas for a National, and
what with Clapham and Dwyer wanting their
beer-money on top of their seven-and-six I've

"Arteestes the
aither side,’’
murmurs the
B.B.C. reception-

ist

as much as the bill will carry for this Saturday——"

“ Why, if it isn’t Mr. Watt ! said Santa, trying
to ‘collect his wits in this maelstrom. ’‘The last
time I saw you was when you were mucking about
with those fish frescoes—at Wembley wasn't it?
But I won’t be forgetting the family this year,
John. TI've got just what Christopher wants ¥

There was a sudden hush as a Very High
Official broke into the group.

‘‘ This is all most irregulah. I will see
that it is duly reported to the Controller of
Staff Administration as a subject for a
Whitley Council. But meanwhile the Board
of Governors is waiting. Will Mr. Claus
please come up to the Council Chamber ? °*’

In the lofty, paneiled room, so unmlike his
Arctic log cabin, Father Christmas dumped his
sack of toys on one of the grey walnut tables—and
then looked up with horror to see that Lady
Bridgeman was peeking at him most severely

over her glasses, while Miss Fry, Sir Ian Fraser,

and the rest of the governors were sitting bolt
upright.

he whole bevy of the B.B.C. bosses in

conclave ! Really this was too much. By
the time this was over Chris