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——® This is the
ACTUAL size of

RADIO PICTORIAL

POSTCARDS
— I3 per dozen

This hobby of collecting photographs of the favourite radio stars is becoming
quite a craze. ‘‘Radio Pictorial” is the only source from whence these postcard-
sized portraits can be obtqmed On the left you see a reproduction of the
portrait of Les. Allen. This is exactly the same size as the postcards sup-
plied. These photographs are supplied with a semi-matt finish, and can be
obtained *price 1/3 per dozen post free.

Just select any twelve from the list below, write them on a sheet of paper,
together with your name and address, fix the coupon cut from the bottom
left-hand corner of page 38 of this issue and send together with a Postal Order
for 1/3 to:

“« RADIO STARS,” RADIO PICTORIAL, 58-6f FETTER LA NE,
LONDON, E.C.4.

* If more than a dozen required increase amount of P.O. by 1/3 per dozen. (Please
note that a COMPLETE dozen or dozens only supplied.)

LES. ALLEN

This Album FREE!

To all the readers of **Radio Pictorial’® who purchase twelve sets of these beautiful
photographs we will send the magnificent blue art-leather album illustrated below on
receipt of 6d. (overseas readers |/6) to cover cost of postage and packing.

The albulm measures 10} inches wide by 7} inches deep, by 1§ inches thick, and will
hold 144 portraits.

OVER 160 to choose from

JAMES AGATE

LES. ALLEN

NORMAN ALLIN
GEORGE ALLISON
JOHN ARMSTRONG
YVONNE ARNAUD
FELIX AYLMER
ALEXANDER AND MOSE
NORMAN AUSTIN
ISOBEL BAILLIE
GEORGE BAKER
ETHEL BARTLETT
YERNON BARTLETT
SYDNEY BAYNES

EVE BECKE

BILLY BENNETT
HARRY BENTLEY

JAN BERENSKA

LEN. BERMON

BERTINI

MAY BLYTH

SAM BROWNE

DAVY BURNABY
ERNEST BUTCHER
THE CARLYLE COUSINS °
JANE CARR

JEANNE DE CASALIS
CECIL CHADWICK
ANDRE CHARLOT
VIVIENNE CHATTERTON
CLAPHAM AND DWYER
JOHN COATES

PEGGY COCHRANE
ESTHER COLEMAN
EMILIO COLOMBO
MABEL CONSTANDUROS
BILLY COTTON
MARION CRAN

BILL CURRIE

DAVYN DAVIS

ODETTE DE FARAS
DENNY DENNIS
FLORENCE DESMOND
LAURI DEVINE
REGINALD DIXON
PIERRE FOL

REGINALD FOORT
ROY FOX

FLOTSAM AND JETSAM
MURIEL GEORGE"-
HERMIONE GINGOLD

DORA GREGORY
GERSHOM PARKINGTON
GARDA HALL [QUINTET
HENRY HALL

TOMMY HANDLEY
LILIAN HARRISON
FRED HARTLEY
CHARLES HAYES
PERCY HEMING
HARRY HEMSLEY
ROY HENDERSON
LEONARD HENRY
STANLEY HOLLOWAY
LESLIE HOLMES
CLAUDE HULBERT
LESLIE HUTCHINSON -
WALFORD HYDEN
JACK HYLTON
HAVER & LEE
HOWARD JACOBS

A LLOYD JAMES
LESLIE JEFFRIES

TOM JENKINS

JOHN JOHNSON
PARRY JONES

TOM JONES

TREFOR JONES

OLIVE KAVANN

EDA KERSEY
HAROLD KIMBERLEY
REGINALD KING
COMMDR, S. KING-HALL
CHARLIE KUNZ
BRIAN LAWRENCE
SYDNEY LIPTON
NORMAN LONC

JOE LOSS

LAYTON & JOHNSTONE
PERCIVAL MACKAY

S. P_ B. MAIS
ARANKA VON MAJOR .
MANTOVANI

KITTY MASTERS

JESSIE MATTHEWS
ALEC McGILL

JEAN MELVILLE
ISOLDE MENGES
BILLY MERRIN
JOSEPH MUSCANT
HEDDLE NASH
REGINALD NEW

SYDNEY PHASEY
MARIO DE PIETRO
EUGENE PiNI
JACK PLANT
EDDIE POLA
LOU PREAGER
ARTHUR PRINCE
REGINALD PURDELL
HAROLD RAMSAY
HELEN RAYMOND
WYN RICHMOND
DON RICO
PHILIP RIDGEWAY
RAE ROBERTSON
THE ROOSTERS
CONCERT PARTY
PHYLLIS ROBINS
PATRICIA ROSSBOROUGH
HARRY ROY
ARTHUR SALISBURY
JACK SALISBURY
IYAN SAMSON
ALBERT SANDLER
LESLIE SARONY
IRENE SCHARRER
CEDRIC SHARPE
ERNEST SEFTON
DALE SMITH
SOLOMON
STANELL!
RUDY STARITA
M. STEPHAN
*STAINLESS STEPHEN **
CHRISTOPHER STONE
LEW STONE
MAMIE SOUTTER
VON STRATEN
RICHARD TAUBER
MAGGIE TEYTE
FRANK THOMAS
JOHN THORNE
FRANK TITTERTON
ROBERT TREDINNICK
GWEN YAUGHAN
CAPT. WAKELAM
FRANK WALKER
DORIS AND ELSIE
WATERS
LESLIE WESTON
BRANSBY WILLIAMS
ANONA WINN

WALTER GLYNNE DENIS O'NEIL MAURICE WINNICK

RONALD GOURLEY BERYL ORDE SIR HENRY WOOD

HUGHIE GREEN ANN PENN GLADYS YOUNG
CONTINENTAL ANNOUNCERS

«Photographs of the following can
also be supplied :
S. C. H. Williams—Chief Announ-

cer, Luxembourg.

C. Danvers Walker — Chief
Announcer, Radio Normandy

Archibald Campbell —English
Announcer, Radio Normandy

Pierre Garnier —French Announ-
cer, Radio Normandy
John Sullivan — Chief Announcer

at Paris (Poste Parisien)

Peter Hope — Announcer at Paris
(Poste Parisien)

Bernard McNabb — Announcer at
Radio Normandy

ENLARGEMENTS, 10°x 8" OF ANY OF THE ABOVE, PRICE 1/3 each, post free
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NLY an unimaginative person ever speaks abusively of the

o

wireless. I have heard people talk of it as a ‘“nuisance”
and say they wish “all the beastly things could be turned
off.”

Loud-speakers played at the wrong time can be a nuisance, just
as any musical instrument or even a motor horn can be, but that is
no excuse for a general attack on either loud-speakers or musicians,
and a campaign for the discouragement or suppression of wireless is
the silliest and snobbiest thing that I'have recently heard.

Many years ago, Edward Bellamy in his Looking Backward, a Socialist
Utopia, drew a picture of society in which, among other things, music was
‘‘on tap” in the houses, just like water.

You could turn it on (we did not use the word *‘switch’’ then) and ‘‘ music
flooded into the room.”’

How this absurdity was laughed at! It was held to provide another and
Jgnore convincing evidence of the fact that all Socialists were fools. Yet
what else is wireless than Bellamy’s dream come true?

Before this dream came true, music and a great deal of the lectures and
educational material broadcast to-day were the privilege of the weli-to-do
and the moderately well-off.

he working class could a féw times a year scrape up the money for a bad
seat at a concert and turn out on a winter’'s night to hear what were
quite often not the best performers.

Nowadays they can hear every night admirable music performed not as
a charity concert but in the ordinary way of business by very distinguished
artists.

There has not, perhaps, been so great an increase in civilisation for the
ordinary man in my lifetime as this.

About its use for invalids I need hardly write, though as I have recently
been very nearly nine months in hospital, I have a very lively recollection
of what a blessing and a relief it can be.

Nor do I think that any great change is needed in the method of
organisation of the wireless service in Britain to-day. From time to time
interested people demand that the B.B.C. should be abolished, and the
wireless handed over to private profit as it is in America. This would be
an appalling disaster.

This does not mean I think the B.B.C. is a perfect institution; far from it.
Great changes are needed in its administration from top to bottom.

he gentlemien who put political news across have just the same inflection
of voice and emphasis which flaming headlines in the Press put across,
and which is best described by the word ‘* tendencious.”’

As regards the Labour Party, I have found it rather difficult to convince
those in authority at Broadcasting House that His Majesty’s Opposition,
of which I am leader, has an equal right to the microphone with the
Government,

In saying this I am not questioning the right of the Government to use
the wireless fur the purpose of communicating important statements not
only of policy but of news to the public; but it is in the reports of proceed-
ings in the House of Commons and political speeches where, in my judgment,
those in control of this part of the work of the B.B.C. give much more
prominence and much fuller reports of what the Government has to say
than is given to those who oppose it.

The B.B.C. is the greatest propaganda instrument in the.country and
therefore should be at the disposal of both sides.

The officials in charge seem to think they know better what is good for
the public to hear than the public themselves. These matters will, however,
as time goes by, be flattened out.

There are two other questions connected with the B.B.C. which sooner
or later ought to be dealt with.

The first is finance.
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Nearly two million pounds of the taxpayers’ money is spent every year
by the Corporation, I have never been able to see any detailed accounts;
these are not rendered to Parliament and, so far as I know, are not published.

I think we cught to know everything there is to know about salaries,
wages and payments generally.

The public, I think, do not realise that the House of Commons has no
right to discuss these financial questions. This being so, it is more important
that publicity should be found in other ways.

ayments to British Civil Servants, to members of the Government and
M.P.’s, are known to the world.

There is surely no reason why payments made to the Board and staff
of the B.B.C. should not also be published, as well as the payments made
to artists and others.

No one questions the integrity of the administration o1 the B.B.C. in
these respects. This, however, is no reason why the same principles which
apply to government and municipal life should not apply to the B.B.C.
All who believe in maintaining the very highest standard of good govern-
ment, every housewife and v..ge earner, every business man and women
will, I am sure, agree with me that the present arrangement should be
changed. ;

The other question is the recruitment of the staff.

Many statements have been made about conditions and organisation of

THE RT. HON. GEORGE LANSBURY
SAYS—

WHY NOT A
BROADCASTING

TRADE UNION?

This article is written at the special invitation of

*“Radio Pictorial '’ by Mr. Lansbury. It expresses

his own individual opinions of broadcasting, which
are not necessarily ours

this great monopoly, and the treatment which members of its staff are
said to be subjected to.

I certainly do not make or suggest any charges against the administration
in this respect, but we cannot get over the fact that someone has tremendous
patronage, patronage which in £.s.d. runs into hundreds and thousands of
pounds. The staff is not recruited in the same manner as are candidates
for the Civil Service.

I am not a person who thinks that examinations give us the best and
most efficient public servants; in fact, I think often they give us the worst,
We have not yet discovered the best method of recruitment.

All the same, it is very dangerous to leave a great institution like the
B.B.C. in the hands of a relatively few people.

I should like to see a really first-class trade union for all persons connected
with broadcasting, from the chief right down to the doorkeeper. The only
way to defend the rights of employees is through co-operation.

he old-fashioned idea that the only eligible persons possess what is
called the “ public school spirit,” which only public school boys are said
to have is, in my opinion, just nonsense, and symbolical of class bias.

Having said this, I want to repeat that I truly enjoy much of what I hear
over the wireless, and even on political and economic questions often hear
views which I completely disagree with but which in my view it is good
for me and for others to hear.

My claim in regard to the position which His Majesty’s Government and
the Opposition should occupy is a separate question.

We fight each other politically because we differ on great questions
concerning the commonweal, and the function of the B.B.C. should be to
give us equal opportunity of putting our point of view before the public.

I wish the B.B.C. a successful future. ;

I think we are only at the beginning of the part it will play in our life
and especially is this the case with regard to our arrangements with foreign
nations.

We are all brought closer to each other, and when we can speak to cach
other in language that is understood, we shall very soon break down the
criminal prejudices which precipitate war.
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Illustrated by Lang

N the bleak light of the morning,

Inspector Pitting looked at the body

and sighed to think of the roar of

publicity which would presently echo
about his ears.

The facts were simple, but the Inspector,
with several years’ experience of the newer
crime reporting, could imagine the embroidery’
which the bright boys of Fleet Street would
impose on a plain statement that Max Brent,
radio critic, had been found shot dead in his
Baker Street flat.

He could see the reports growing and growing,
from the first details of the discovery to a front
page murder mystery. And the ferrets of Fleet
Street had reason on their side—because from
what the inspector could sce after a preliminary
examination of the luxurious flat, the crime had
all the complex promise of an unsolved and
unsolvable mystery.

Inspector Pitting had been called to the block
of super flats at eight o’clock. Two hours had
passed and. he was farther from any possible
theory than at the moment when his keen eyes
first saw the ghastly picture that had frightened a
maidservant into violent hysterics.

There was the elaborate flat, undisturbed, apart
from the inevitable tiny upsets of customary use;
roses in a great green bowl on.the grand piano;
signed pictures of radio stars on the wall; the
portable wireless set in the commer; a radio-
gramophone standing by a record cabinet; and a
new super-het near the window.

nd there, slumped in a chair before the super-

het, was the body of Max Brent, an ugly and
puzzlmg item in the tableau, a limp scarcecrow
with a great hole blown in its ‘chest.

Pitting went over the available facts, uncom-
fortably conscious of the bustle in the corridors
that told of the arrival of curious reporters.

Brent had entered his flat at 8.30 on the -
previous evening. He had- left a friend at the
Baker Street tube, with the remark that he was
about to settle down to an evening’s listening.
His weekly radio column went to Press in two-
days and he wanted to add a few paragraphs of
that pungent criticism, a compound of dry humour
and the sheerest- malice, that had lifted him in
three months to the position of Britain’s leading
radio critic.

A constable appeared at the door.

‘*Mr. John Spurrier, sir.”

**Show him in.”

John Spurrier, radio and variety comedian,
wasn’t looking very humorous as he entered the
room and took a quick, scared. glance at the
silent body in the armchair.

**Sit down, Mr. Spurrier. Now about this ‘talk
you had with Brent last night.”

The comedian spread his fingers in a helpless
gesture.

“Y can only repeat what I told you over

6
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“ . .. and there, slumped
iri a chair before the super-
het was the body of Max
Brent, an ugly and puzzling
item in the tableau, a limp
scarecrow with a great
hole bloun in its chest.””

“*| know,’ replied Pitting wear-
ily, ‘ that there is a bullet hole in
a loud-speaker fret. Yes, that's
another puzzle; there were two
shots fired, Spurrier. One went
astray and mucked up the set;
the other . . . well, you've seen
what that did. But who fired them ?
And why weren't they heard ?
Possibly -.one shot might escape
detection . . . but two shots fired
in a London flat . . . unheard.’ "’

the 'phone this morning. He said he was coming
straight home and intended to listen until half-

past ten.”
The inspector smiled grimly.
“He didn’t,”” he said. ‘‘Apparently death

occurred sometime between nine and about half-
ast ”»
. Spurrier shook his head gloomily.
‘“Then poor Max missed his chance. . . .”
‘“Missed his chance? What do you mean?”
‘“Oh, nothing very-important. But, you see, at
9.15 he wanted to listen to the radio debut of
Anton Gluck, the new tenor who's——"’
“How was that a ‘chance’?”’
The comedian laughed nervously.

‘Perhaps I shouldn’t have mentioned it . . ..

but . . . well, it’s like this. Max and Gluck had
a bit of a feud on.” You know—they . . . well

they got around a lot together ever since
Gluck arrived, but there was always a little
antagonism. Gluck took it all -more seriously than
Max, but:

* What was it all about?”

‘*A woman.’

The inspector scratched his head, while Spurrier
took a cautious look around the flat. Then he
turned to Pitting.

** Suicide, isn’t it?"”’

The inspector exploded.

*Suicide ! Suicide ! he exclaimed, ‘‘did you
ever see a man make fAis mess of himself?"’ He
strode to the body and indicated the unpleasant
sight on Brent’s chest. ‘* No, the shot was fired at
so}xlne dns;z.mce say two feet no more. But
who. .

Then he subsided, because there really was no
reason why he should tell this comedian of the
doubts that were entangling him ; how it had been
established that no one had entered the flat after
Brent the previous night; how the flat was
provedly empty when Brent caine home for his
last evening’s work; how the windows had been
examined but had yielded no -sign of a later
entrance.

He added a little testily,

‘“But you were talking about a ‘chance,” Mr.
Spurrier.”

*“Oh, yes, I'm sorry. You see, Brent didn’t
think much of Gluck’s® singing and he told ‘the
tenor that he was going to give him'a whole spicy
paragraph to himself. Max said it half in a joke,
but you know how viciously musical criticism is
organised abroad. They had quite a row about
it the day before yesterday.”

Pitting made a mental note to call up Gluck
immediately. But then, the man-had been broad-
casting when Brent was shot.

“Hu-Ho.” Spurrier gave a slow exclamation of
surprise; he was looking at the magnificent
walnut cabinet of the super-het.

“ What’s the matter?”’

“That’s new. It wasn’t here when I spent an
evening with Max two days ago.”

He crossed to the set and uttered a sharp cry

Continued on page 3o
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sYour Reeeption & .

OWADAYS when we talk about
reception we obviously mean
foreign reception, for even the
poorest set will bring in two or
three British programmes without any
trouble at all. But in spite of the advances
that have been made in recent years there are
still too many listeners whose reception of
Continental stations is not good enough.

Are you in that position®> And, if ycu are,
what are you doing about it?

If you admit that your results are not as good
as they might be—or as you wish them to be—
you will think that I shall at once recommend
you to buy a new set. But very often such a
drastic remedy is not necessary, although, of course,
if you are thinking it is about time that four-year
old set was. scrapped, then by all means do so.

There are three ways in which your reception
may be unsatisfactory. Your set may be in-
sufficiently selective, in which case you will hear
another programme in the background when you
are tuned to a particular station. Or the set may
be so insensitive that you cannot bring the signals
up to reasonable strength.

The third cause of dissatisfaction may be that
the quality of Continental programmes is so poor
that they are not worth listening to: in which
event you should certainly get a new set and not
waste time tinkering about with that old one
For, unless there is something radically wrong
with it, no modern set gives such bad quality
that it is a penance to listen-in.

Now what can you do about station-overlap-
ping? Are you sure it is the set that is at fault, or
is it that you have never properly mastered the
fine art of tuning—and controlling reaction?

Although the super-het is growing enormously
in popularity there are still thousands of “re-
action” sets in use. .My own experience leads
me to the belief that only about one listener in
ten really knows how to use this control to the
best advantage.

oo often the ‘‘reaction’’ is used as & Simple
control of volume. If the station is too
weak you say : '‘Ah, I must turn the reaction up
a bit.” And with what result? The quality is
marred because the circuit gets into a state of
electrical excitement called *oscillation.” And
that is absolutzly fatal for good reception.
The truth about the proper control of reaction

Programmes from at home and abroad
—they’re all the same to this listener
with her Ekco console receiver

is that you .aust be light-fingered—which is one reason but we haven't finished yet. Next you must turn the reaction
wpy professional pick-pockets shou}d make extremely gpod knob back just a fraction, until the reception is no longer blurred.
wireless operators ! The average listener has not practised At this point the set is in its most sensitive and its most selective
this fine touch, and when turning the reaction control == = ) r~ condition.
plunges the set in and out of this state of oscillation. h —r h To take full advantage of the latter quality you should very,
. What you ought to.do—or, ra.ther, what you must do— r* - very gently move the main tuning knob from side to side (that
is to tune-in the station you wish to hear (Luxembourg, = & T - is, a degree or so each side of the original tuning point) until the
for instance) by turning the knob of the main tuning con- = ° -, programme is absolutely tip-top. Note that this check on the
trol; you know, the knob that changes tpe wavelquth. - " ! final tuning is an important part of the procedure; it enables
‘Then slowly, very slowly, turn the reaction knob in a = o you to make quite sure that the set is adjusted to its most
clockwise direction (or, if you prefer, to the right) until a iy L % efficient point.
poipt is reached when the reception becomes blurred [ IS But supposing that some station in the background
a little. . ol r'i' . \ is still causing interference; can anything be done
That is a sign that the state of oscillation has been " . about it? Yes, it can. If you slightly de-tune the
reached. . . y - \ . main control knob (that is, you set it a little off the
You haven’t achieved much up to now, I admit, F ¥ 3 tuning point already arrived at) very often the

interfering station will disappear altogether.
Real dyed-in-the-wool experts do not like
this way of ‘‘ boosting " up the selectivity—lots
of technical reasons can be advanced against
it—but in practice you will find that it often
overcomes the difficulty and enables you
to listen in comfort to a station that
would otherwise even make you
resigned to a British Sunday pro-

gramme |

Time and time again people
complain of interference on
Luxembourg; this is a matter
that the station authorities
cannot  ovércome. Their
wavelength is fixed by prac-
tical considerations, and they
- must stick to it; it is just bad
=l 1'_"__ / . luck for the listener if some

1 k1 other high-power station butts
. ) | 1’ |
LR
b

.F"l *,
Continen eption
at close quarters! A

portable being worked
under the shadow of
the Eiffel nger

“in and spoils things. -
But the next time.you get
Continued on page 16
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Impressions . of rural life — village

choral societies, talks on farming,

ancient village Industries—will be

felayed from Lincoln on February I1
from Midland Regional

-
-

4
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George Garay with his Hungaria

Gipsy Band will broadcast his wonder- *

ful lilting music from the Restaurant

on February 13,at10.15 p.m., National
- i | T T

e, T = L " =
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Madame Spiridovitch is
a well-known Russian
singer of gipsy and folk
songs. She is giving a
recital on February (0,
at 7 p.m., National |
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average husband an
hat is like a favourite
e to a bull-terrier
Don’t try to do any-
iing to the hat, for the
rorse you make it look
the more he will love
it. Just leave it out
in the garden on a
very wet night

Next day you
will hear him fling-
ing it over the

fence and saying

what he thinks
of neighbours who
chuck their filthy old
iats into his garden
If you are lucky, the
hbours will keep the
to scare the birds
v: failing that, it
be flung to and fro
worn to shreds,
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me tuppence to keep the flies off of 'im while e "ad
'is nap on the lawn.

*This struck me as an idea for earning a living,
and the next day I run away from ‘ome with
nothing but a fly-swat and the clothes I stood up
in. That would be in CQueen Victoria’s or
Charles 11's time, 1 forget which, and I've been
Hy-swatting ever since.

= ly-swatting ain’t what it was when there was
lots of 'orses about. Many's the time some
lord or dook as 'ired me to run alongside 'is gig
or barouche, and swat the flies off "is thorough-
breds while 'e raced from London to Brighton.
I was younger then and ‘ad good legs. Fly-
swatting must ‘ave been in my blood without me
knowing it. I couldn't see a fly, not even in
church, without ‘aving to get up and swat it.
At the Massed Fly-swatters’ Festival 1 won the
gold swat so often they give up ‘olding it
“ Best part of my living 1 earned going from
'ouse to "ouse, shouting : ‘Swat your flies| Swat
your bluebottles!” More than once, if the lady
was out, "er "usband 'ud pay me an extra tanner
to swat a vase or some other ornament which 'is
mother-in-law "ad given "em. 1 was that skilful
[ once swatted a lady-bird off a gent's nose in
'Yde Park without waking ‘im. When someone
told me it were the Dook of Wellington, I "ad that
lady-bird stufied.

the Loile

+ CLARK

Women's Talk

(or not as the
' be) for use by
= B.B.C.!

" I've swatted all over the world. In some parts
of America the flies were that big 1 'ad to use a
tennis racquet. Once, out East, they sent me up
in a balloon to deal with a plague of locusts, and
I 'ad swatter's-elbow for months afterwards.

"Yes, it's a "ard life, though an ‘ealthy one, and
seeing no one knows where flies go in the winter
time you ‘as to pray for a good summer, I'm
asked to say what I think of fly-swatting as a
career for the modern girl. Not being a modern
girl myself, I can’t say. Trouble is in the sort.e’
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They’ve Tidy acieB.B.C.

HE B.B.C. is about the tidiest place
I know.
I wish I kept my study as tidy !
You would be amazed if you went
to Broadcasting House and examined their
filing system.

The lady in charge of the letter registry is Miss
Mills. She took my breath away by informing
me that all letters went to her first. I thought of
some of the things I had written to my friends on
the staff, and told Miss Mills I felt I was going to
blush. She hardly helped me by telling me she
knew my writing and the sort of things I was
likely to put in my letters. ‘I have just delivered
half a dozen of yours,”’ she added. I knew that
because I had left a bundle at the reception desk
on the way in. :

‘1 see I shall have to put private and confidential
or something of the sort,” I told her. She seemed
to think that wasn’t playing fair at all, and was
evidently amused at my concern.

It occurred to me just then that there must be
a good number of people employed in dealing with
a hundred and fifty thousand letters a year.
I thought of all the correspondence which must
come to Broadcasting House addressed to
individual artists. I get so many myself after
a broadcast {they are all forwardcd on to me) that
I began to realise the registry must indeed be
a busy place.

remarked on it. Miss Mills told me hundreds

come each week. The B.B.C. is very good about
these letters but, naturally, it does not want you
to write more letters to outside people than is
absolutely necessary. Obviously somebody has to
look up the addresses and redirect the envelopes.

Letters written to the B.B.C. are opened by an
electric opener. A boy shoots them into a
machine, a handful at a time. After which they
are taken out, sorted, and delivered to the people
concerned. There is a special tray for each office.

A huge number of files are kept, all divided into
subjects. Besides these there are personal files.
(I daren’t think what mine looks like by this time.)
Also there is an index of people who write
regularly and what they write about.

You may have an idea for a series of talks you
feel would be appreciated by listeners. If you
write in and say so, the fact is recorded. If
feasible, the idea may be taken up sooner or later—
very much later, probably, because the B.B.C.
works ahead in these matters.

So great has the correspondence become that
Miss Mills has had to double her staff during the
past seven years.

So much for the letters. [ then asked if 1 could
visit the Play Library. As a radio playwright
I am naturally interested in all the B.B.C.’s plays.
I knew already that in 1927 the B.B.C. Play
Library contained about a dozen plays. I
imagined there must be a few hundred by now,
but it was a bit of a shock to know that there are
seven thousand. Of course, they include every
kind of play, some only for reference. But there
they are, seven thousand of them.

Plays come in for consideration at the rate of
at least forty a week—more at certain time. of
the year. Playwrights get restive at certain
deasons, seemingly. About one in every two
hundred is accepted, which either shows the
standard of the B.B.C. or else shows up the lack
of it in the writers.

Every play received is read and reported on,
One was designated pathetic drivel. No doubt it
was. Sometimes people write them quite illegibly
on both sides of the paper. When will writers
realise the members of the B.B.C. staff are human

and that typescript is the least they should offer,
and always on one side of the paper?

All accepted plays are sent to the duplicator
just before production. Copies are struck off for
the use of producer and artists taking part.
Because so many copies of each have to be kept,

‘the actual file containing them is naturally of

considerable dimensions.

I have just been looking at two of my own plays.
They are about half an inch thick. Fifty copies
of plavs of their thickness would take up nearly
two feet of space.

Every play is indexed and can be traced in
a moment. Miss Shiel, the Librarian, is to be
congratulated on her work of keeping them so filed
that they-can be found immediately they are
required.

Before leaving Broadcasting House that after-
noon I paid my respects to the Gramophone
Library. Here 1 found Mr. Bowker Andrews,
who took me round.

One of the seven wonders of Broadcasting
House. The filing system there is as fool-proof
as anything is ever likely to be in this world.

There are thirty-seven thousand records in this
library. Such a statement is enough to prove
that if there were not a perfect system there would
soon be a perfect chaos.

I made a test with a record, giving its name
only. Not even the artist or the firm publishing
it. Nevertheless, it was found under two minutes.
By looking up the title under the card-index
system a number is revealed. Ifitis, say, 26 F.g,
the record is to be found in division 26 of the file,
under letter F, and will be the ninth record in the
bin so labelled.

The Record Library is not merely a musetm of
gramophone records—to be visited and dusted

occasionally. Far from it. Every provincial
station in the country is demanding records every
day of the week for-dts-pregrammes.

Each record is kept in a paper cover. Inside
that cover is a card on which is written every
necessary particular relating to the record.

I notice several of these cards sticking out.
They belonged, I found, to records actually out
on loan at the moment. If any particular card
seems to have been visible for a considerable
period, somebody begins to take interest in it and
find out why. A glance at the card tells him
where the record is and when it went out. Unless
it comes back soon an inquiry will be made.
Provincial statipns are not allowed to keep records
indefinitely.

1l records sent out are in good condition. Twe

opies are kept in stock, one for rehearsals and

the other for transmissions. The colour of the paper

over the record shows which is which. Red for

rehearsal, yellow for transmission. Each record

is scrutinised and cleaned before being restored
to its home.

The packing cases used for their transport are
firm and strong. I watched some of them being
packed to gn to the north.

The day will soon come when the B.B.C. will
be the musical centre of the world. With
programmes going on day and night, the amount
of music performed is enormous. There must be
copies kept of all of it, in duplicate, triplicate—
umpteenlicate when the work happens to be
popular.
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OOD evening everybody, I have been
asked to tell you of an extraordinary
experience which happened to me
some years ago when I had to visit

Cape Town on a business trip.

At lunch, on the first day of the voyage, I
found I had been allotted a seat at the Captain’s
table. The other passengers at the Captain’s
table were a Mr. and Mrs. Porter, a Mr. Pain
and a Mrs. Trent and her daughter Marjorie.

The Porters struck me as a rather unpleasant
couple: She had fair hair, which seemed to
have been rather badly dyed, and he was a thick-
set type of man, the sort that you frequently see
in the cheaper parts of a racecourse.

Mr. Pain was an extraordinary looking man
who had a rather furtive appearance and the
most dreadfully sallow complexion. 1 didn't
like the look of him at all, in fact he rather gave
me a pain, if you know what I mean.

Mrs. Trent was a sad looking little woman of
about fifty, but her daughter was a most beautiful
voung girl, I should think about twenty-four.

‘N}ell, 1 didn’t know anybody on board, so 1

naturally made up my mind that Marjorie
Trent was the only one who would make a really
charming companion on the voyage.

After lunch, I went on deck, and finding my
deck steward I slipped a coin in his hand and
arranged that my deck chair should be placed
next to Marjorie Trent's.

Well, everything worked splendidly, and in a
few minutes Marjorie came on deck.

We chatted on all sorts of subjects and she
turned out to be just as charming as she looked.

We were getting on splendidly until I asked
her whether she was staying in Cape Town or
just going out and back for a pleasure cruise—
she then dried up quite suddenly and made some
excuse for going to her cabin.

After dinner that night—I took a stroll on
deck and was enjoying the night air when I found
myself approaching a couple who were quarrelling
most violently, and to my surprise 1 found it
was Mr. and Mrs. Porter.

Well, they saw me just as I saw them, and I
think we all felt rather embarrassed, so I turned
back, but after I'd walked a few yards away I
looked round and saw that that horrible fellow
Pain was creeping quietly up behind the Porters,
but at that moment they passed out of sight.

I decided to turn in early as it was my first
night, so I went to my cabin. .

I opened the door and was surprised to find
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You can win a
cash prize for
solving  these
broadcast mys-

tery stories

. .. saw Mrs, Porter
kneeling by the body
of her husband. On the
floor lay a revolver...”

This thriller story by L. C.
Jarrett was broadcast last Sunday,
February 3, at 10 o’clock from
Radio Luxembourg.

This was one of a radio series
of mystery thriller stories in the
special programme given by the
courtesy of Harry Peck & Co., Ltd.

Listeners are invited to give
the solution to each story. Ten
prizes of one guinea each will be
awarded for the first ten correct
solutions opened. In addition, each
prize will be doubled if a carton

- from a penny “CHIX’’ cube is en-
closed with your solution.

Solutions must reach the
Managing Director of Messrs.
Harry Peck not later than Wednes-
day morning following each broad-
cast.

Here is the story retold exactly
as it was broadcast last Sunday,
and is here illustrated by Bruce.

The correct solution will be
printed in RADIO PICTORIAL
next week.

the light on and the cabin steward in there.
He was a tall good-looking fellow, and asked
me if there was anything he could do for me—
but it did seem rather funny that he should be
in my cabin at that time of night.

Next morning, I was strolling along the deck,
when I ran into Mrs. Trent and Marjorie.

Mrs. Trent was looking worried, and 1 heard
Marjorie say “Don’t worry Mother, I can deal
with him, everything will be all right.” I said
*Good morning” to them, and Marjorie asked
how I proposed to spend the day, so-I said I
thought a swim would be an excellent start.
We both went to our cabins to get our costumes.

Now, 1 had discovered the previous night,
that my cabin was next door to the Porters’,
and as 1 was just going into mine I noticed the
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steward, who had been in my cabin the previous
night, coming out of the Porters’ cabin.

He looked somewhat surprised to see me,
but 1 didn’t think any more about it.

Well, that night, there was a dance on board,
and in an effort to be friendly, I asked Mrs. Porter
for a dance., She danced with me and danced
very well, but during the whole evening I noticed
that she wasn’t speaking to her husband.

Her mother was sitting there but she looked

~ very sad and did nothing but watch people the

whole evening.

I thought I would go on deck for a few moments,
and just as I left the dancing saloon, I noticed
that Mrs. Porter was dancing with that blighter
Pain.

As 1 was smoking a cigarette on deck, my
friend, the deck steward came along—I asked
him if there were any interesting names on the
passenger list.

said :

He “Well, Sir, there's some funny
people aboard and some of ‘em in the crew ™
—1I thought that rather a curious remark.

After about half an hour on deck, I returned to
the dance and was surprised to see Mrs. Porter
still dancing with Pain, while her husband was
sitting talking to Marjorie.

Suddenly, Mrs. Porter broke off the dance and
walked over to her husband. They immediately
left the floor together, both very angry.

After one or two more dances, I went on deck
for a final cigarette before turning im, but who
should I run into but Marjorie and her mother.

Mrs. Trent was obviously crying—her daughter
was comforting her. I heard her say, ‘‘Don’t
worry Mother, there’s nothing serious about it.”

Next day, we seemed to have settled down to
the usual routine of a sea voyage.

Just before lunch, I went to my cabin, and
walking down the corridor I saw Pain open the
docr of the Porters’ cabin,

To his surprise, the good looking young steward
was inside. He said: “What do you want,
Sir?"” and Pain made some rather feeble excuse
and turned away, but what puzzled me was that
the steward looked quite as guilty as Pain. I
decided to keep any valuables I had under lock
and key.

t struck me at lunch, that Porter had had too

much to drink. He was ignored by his wife,

and passed one or two remarks to Marjorie, which
didn’t seem quite in the best taste.

Just after lunch, 1 heard Pain make a remark
to Porter which sounded like " Well, will you?"
and Porter answered, “Oh ! go to blazes.”

I went on deck and met my friend the deck
steward. We had a chat, and he amused me by
referring to Pain as **Old Misery’” and describing
to me how the Purser had just refused to cash
a cheque for Pain.

That night was extremely hot, so I stayed on
deck.

I found myself next to Mrs. Trent—we talked
on many subjects. She didn’t tell much about
herself, but she did say that she had lost her
husband and added that she looked like losing
her daughter too. .

I couldn’t quite understand this, as although
Porter seemed to be making advances to Marjorie,
I couldn’t see that she was responding very much.
However, at that moment, we were interrupted
by the Porters who walked past talking in under-
tones, but obviously quarrelling most bitterly.

During the night I heard a dull sound like a
distant explosion which half woke me—I was
just going to sleep again, when it was followed
by a second loud report, and a woman screamed :
I leaped out of bed and dashed into the corridor
and saw the Porters’ cabin door wide open.

The cabin was in darkness—I heard a woman
sobbing in there.

I entered the cabin, switched on the light,
and saw Mrs. Porter kneeling by the body of her
husband. On the floor lay a revolver.

He was quite dead, having evidently been shot
through the heart.

Solution Next Week
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RECENTLY went behind the scenes

at the B.B.C. and watched the

rehearsal of a musical show in_ full

swing. It was the recent edition
of the Air-do-Wells, in which Eve Becke
and Jean Colin, among others, were taking
part.

In the main studio, Miss Becke, looking as
pretty as her voice, stood on a sort of rostrum,
with a rail, rather like a witness box,k and went
through one of her numbers, over and over again
with the orchestra.” At first she simply hummed,
while the conductor harangued, but in the end,
she was persuaded ‘to give a performance into
the microphone, while we all crowded into the
control room next door and listened in with delight
to her rendering of “I am going to
wash my hands of you.”

Before the end, alas, I was dragged
off into still another room, where I
found Jean Colin and Ronald Hill
rehearsing one of the sketches from
the show. "' Can you think of a snappy
last line to this,” the producerimplored,
handing me the script. ‘* Where's Max
Kester?” 1 retorted, trying to cover up my own
paucity of inspiration. But one thought did occur
to me at that moment, and that was that the
B.B.C. should add to its staff of permanent
writers—sorry, permanent staff of writers, I
mean—which, on the variety side at present
seems to consist of Kester alone, who is, in con-
sequence, worked to death, trying to think out
new ideas for sketches for shows of the Air-do-
Wells type.

Personally. I think there is a great deal to
be said in favour of the B.B.C. engaging a
special staff of writers to provide ideas and
dialogue and settings for the light entertainment
side, which is woefully lacking in new material.
At the present time, some of the producers, like
John Watt and Denis Freeman, who aren’t writers
by trade at all, have to provide their own material
from time to time, not because they have the
urge to do so, but simply because there’s such
a scarcity of good stuff. This scarcity could be
remedied in a moment, either by taking on even
a couple of assistants to Max Kester, or else
putting under contract some first-class sketch
yvriter. like Ronald Jeans, to do so many shows
a year,

I know this would lead the B.B.C. into a certain
amount of extra expense, but at the same time it
would prove the salvation of Variety. Because
their present policy of paying variety stars large
fees to broadcast, but refusing to give a contract
of similar proportions to the equivalent stars on
the writing side, is every month proving more and
more shortsighted.

For what happens? Simply
this. Even the most popular
variety stars ““flop” in the
end, through the sameness of
their material. I won’t men-
tion any names for obvious
reasons, but you know as well
as I do that there are a
number of stars who have
recently lost their popularity
with listeners, for no other
reason than their apparent
inability to provide first-class
new material for themselves
every time they broadcast.

It isn’'t fair to blame the
artists themselves, who,
accustomed to
doing a con-
tinuous tour of
the music halls,
where there is not
the same need for
them to provide
new material all
the time, since
they are playing to different
audiences every week, fail to
realise, when they come to the
microphone, that every time
they broadcast, it is virtually
to the same audience as the
time before, since variety
**fans " are hardly surfeited
with programmes. In any
case, for the majority of them,
the music halls provide their livelihood, and the
B.B.C. merely stop-gap engagements, and for
that reason it is not worth their while, even for
the publicity concerned, which is considerable
these days, to spend much time and money
and energy on planning a brand new wireless
act each time.

So it seems to me that the B.B.C. is faced
with a considerable crisis in the near future:
either they have got to provide a lot of new
stars to take the place of the old that fall by the
wayside (and I need hardly point out how hard
new stars are to find), or else they must be pre-
pared to go to the expense of providing the
established favourites, who have already proved
themselves to possess a first-rate mike personality,
with new material from time to time that really
suits them. Sketches written round their personal-
ity, songs that suit their voice and temperament,
just as a theatre producer like C. B. Cochran
considers very carefully every time he commissions
a new show the cast that he will have at his
disposal. And I would like to add here that I
consider the song problem every bit as acute as the

sketch and patter one.

article for Radio Pictorial while

away tn the country . .
he had to depend on the B.B.C.
for his Variety entertainment.
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“It would be an excellent plan
if the B.B.C. were to create more
regular Variety features . . . .
people who want to be entertained
on Saturday evemings have at
present to choose between an hour’s
Variety on the radio and three
hours® entertainment at the Cinema
or even longer at the local dance
hal. . . .”

A

Example: *Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.” 1
loved it the first few times I heard it,
now it drives me to despair, to anactive dislike
of whatever show in which it
is sung. I am sure you will
agree with me that there
should be both more variety
of new numbers and also
some definite plan to prevent
a good tune from exhausting
its popularity on the one
hand and creating an atmo-
sphere of sameness on the
other. Because if half a
dozen different artists sing
the same song in half a dozen
different shows, those shows
have a fatal tendency of
seeming the same one to
listeners.

t the same time, it is a

significant fact that at
the present time the chief
successes in the variety pro-
grammes are obtained by
artists like Mabel
Constanduros, Jeanne de
Casalis and Arthur Clifford,
who not only write their own
material to suit their own
particular talents, but have
been clever enough to create
authentic characters like Mrs.
Buggins, Mrs. Feather and
Stainless Stephen, who in
time the public comes to
recognise and love as old
friends. and so to look out
for their recurring appearances over the air.

Which makes one feel that it would be a good
plan if the B.B.C. instituted a campaign of
regular appearances on the variety side of the
programmes. After all, they allow the Talks
Department to use the same name in a series of
broadcasts at the same time every week, or every
month—two examples are A. P. Herbert's Mr.
Pewter series and Gerald Heard's talks on
science—and in America, it is definitely stated by
those in authority that the enormous popularity of
radio stars of the Bing Crosby type, has been
built up on their regular appearances over the air.
It certainly would be a great help to listeners
to know that once a week, or once a month, if
they listen in at a certain hour on a certain day,
they are bound to hear their favourite variety
star. At the present time there is too little system
about the variety side of the programmes
altogether.

For instance, I think it would be an excellent
plan if the B.B.C. were to create more regular
variety features. Even if they fight shy of allowing
a single artist the monopoly of a certain time every

Continued on page 16
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OW fortunate it is that * Ovaltine ’ is such a great
favourite with all children. For ¢ Ovaltine ’ pro-
vides, in abundant measure, that additional

nourishment which active children need to make good
the energy they spend so freely every day.
Furthermors, ‘ Ovaltine ” is exceptionally rich in vita-
mins and other valuable food properties necessary to
ensure sturdy growth and healthy development.

But remember, it must be ‘Ovaltine’—there is nothing
“ just as good.” ‘Ovaltine’ gives you more in quality
and more in quantity, and is therefore most economical
in use. Reject substitutes.

OVALTINE

Gives Energy and Robust Health

Prices in Gt. Britain & N. Ireland, 1/1, 1/10 and 3/3”m

. -

ANEW CHILDREN'S PROGRAMME

Be sure to listen to

“THE OVALTINEYS”

Concert Party
Directed by Harry Hemsley

on

RADIO LUXEMBOURG
5.30—6.0 p.m. on Sunday

SUNDAY (February 10)

7.45 am. Gramophone Concert.
Marching through Georgia.
Murmure de Fleurs.

Les Millions d’'Arlequin.
Danse des Volants.

8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French

and Geyman).

11.00-11.30 a.m. Carter’s Little
Liver Pills.
Streamline, Selection.
I've Never Had a Chance (Gerry
Fitzgerald).
Viennese Memories of Lehar
 (Henry Hall).
In a Clock Store (organ solo).
O Sole Mio (played on two
accordions).
Yodelling Coon (Ned Tucker).
Aloma.
Live, Love and Laugh (Albert
Sandler).
11.30 a.m. Organ Record—Caprice
sur les grands Jeux.
Religious Talk.
Organ Record—Marche episcopale.
11.50 am. News Bulletins (in
French and German).
12.00-12.15 Professor El-Tanah’s
Concert.
Beautiful Spring.
Henry VIII Dances.
Henry VIII Dances, Part 2.
Rendezvous.
12.15-12.30 London and Pro-
vincial Socapools.
Concert of Dance Music.
12.30-1.0 pm. Dance Music.
Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.
Dancing With a Ghost.
La Veeda—rumba.
If I Love Again.
I'm Gonna Wash My Hands of
You.
St. Moritz Waltz.
Looking for a Little Bit of Blue.
Give Me a Heart to Sing To.
1.00-1.30 Zam-Buk Concert.
1.30-2.0 Littlewood’s Football

= rr—

2.00-2.30 Kraft Cheese Music
Hall of Fame.
Daybreak Express (Duke Elling-
ton and his Orchestra).
Speedboat Bill (New Mayfair
Dance Orchestra).
Fairy Tales, Part 1 (Clapham and
Dwyer).
Spanish Gipsy Dance (Alfredo and
his Orchestra).
We Can't Let You Broadcast
That ! (Norman Long).
London on a Rainy Night (Am-
brose and his Orchestra).
I Like You (Lol Hoopi Novelty
Quartet).
Over My Shoulder (New Mayfair
Dance Orchestra).

Tune to Radio Luxembourg on the long waves—!,304 metre

programmes, while other Continent
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2.30-3.0 p.m. Vernon’s All-Star

Variety Concert of Gramo-
phone Records.

Signature Tune.

Hits of the Year—Primo Scala’s
Accordion Band.

Sweet Violets—Bob Dickson.

If you Don’t Want the Goods,

Don’'t Maul 'Em—George
Formby.

I'm in the Market for You—Gracie
Fields.

Why Should I be Lonely >—Jimmy
Rodgers.

Gunner Joe—Stanley Holloway.

Believe It or Not—George
Formby.

Signature Tune.

3.00-3.30 Pompeian Beauty

Preparations.

Lady Charles Cavendish, assisted
by Phyllis Robins, and the
Pompeian Stars Orchestra.

My Kid’'s A Crooner.

Smoke Gets in Your Eyes.

All Packed Up.

Stay as Sweet as you Are.

Tea for Two.

In Your Arms To-night.

3.30-3.45 Maclean
Stomach Powder.

Brand

3.45-4.0 p.m. Gene Dennis,

“The Woman with the Most
Amazing Mind in the World.”
With the Wincamis Orchestra
Playing.

Signature Tune-—This is Romance.

Adorable.

My Design for Living.

I'll Never be the Same.

Unless.

Signature Tune—This is Romance.

4.00-5.00 Horlicks Tea Time
Hour.

Tea-time - Hour with Debroy
Somers and his Band. Guest
artist, Leslie Hutchinson.

Covered Waggon (orchestra).

March Medley (orchestra).

Wish Me Good Luck, Kiss Me
Good-bye (Leslie Hutchinson).

Serenade for a Wealthy Widow
(orchestra).

Request Medley, Part 3.

Dixieland, Part 2.

Little Girl, What Now? (Leslie
Hutchinson).

Blackthorn (banjo solo).

Classics in Cameo (orchestra).

In Your Arms To-night (Richard
Neller and orchestra).

Showboat (Sophie Rowlands,
Raymond Newell, Ernest
Hargreaves, full vocal chorus
and orchestra).

5.00-5.30 W. D. & H. O. Wills
Concert.
Compered by Christopher Stone.
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5.30-6.00 The Children’s
Special Half-Hour Entertain-
ment Broadcast, especially
for the League of Ovaltineys.
Songs and stories by the Oval-
tineys themselves, and by
Harry Hemsley, accompanied
by the Ovaltineys’ Orchestra.
6.00-6.15 Outdoor Girl Beauty
Products Concert.
Argentina.
What a Little Moonlight Can Do.
Dust on the Moon.
It’s a Parade.
6.15-6.30 Sanitas
Dance Music.
6.30-7.00 Rinso.
Davy Burnaby and the Rinsop-
tomists, Mrs. Goodsort, Alice
Lilley, Fred Yule, Jessie Hitler,
Hal Gordon, and Harry Wolseley
Charles.
Buy British (Dave Burnaby and
Co)).

Concert of

Spring Awakening (Alice Lilley).

Battle of Waterloo (Dave Burnaby
and Co.).

Home James (Dave Burnaby and
Co.).

Along) the Fairway (Fred Yule).

Lollipop Major (Dave Burnaby).

Things Are Looking Up (Dave
Burnaby and Co.).

7.00-7.15 Marmite Concert.
Ii¢h Taanne de Casalis.

Okay Toots.
Stay as Sweet as You are.
Blue in Love.
Signature Tune—I Want to be
Happy.
9.30-10.00 p.m. Light Music.
10.00-10.15 p.m.
Harry Peck & Co., Ltd. (Makers
of ““Chix "’ Chicken Broth Cubes.
Mystery Thriller, No. 3
10.15-10.30 p.m. Light Music.
10.30- 11.00 p.m. Bile Beans
Concert.
11.0-11.15p.m. Socapools Concert
of Dance Music.
11.15-12.00 (midnight)
Music.

MONDAY

7.45 am. Gramophone Concert.
Marche des Grenadiers.
La Bohéme.
L’Heure exquise.
8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).
1.5 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
Le Chalet.
La Mascotte.
La Fille du Regiment.
La Favorite.
Le petit Duc.
La Fille de Madame Angot.
6.30 p.m. Light Music and Dance

Light

INISH'EVENING
Gramophone Concert.
Sylvia.

he.

tiick.

Ponts de Paris.

Spanish Gramophone
re.

rmeja.

éve.

beros—old popular song.
ns de Murcie.

la Concert by the Radio
bourg Orchestra, with
lebrated pianist Arthur
stein.

vy No. 5 (Beethoven).
schutz (Weber).

Gala Concert (con-

s (Tchaikowsky),
, Suite No. 1.
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Gramophone Concert.
n,
0.

b

8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

Magon et Serrurier.

La Boh&me.

Valse.

Kirschlbiite.

Peer Gynt.

Pour toi seul.

La Chauve-Souris
Strauss).

Letzeburger Défilé.

BELGIAN EVENING

7.40 p.m. Accordion Recital by
Rene Schmitt.
Citoyen viennois.
El Choclo.
La Java des Gars.
Lina, valse.
Pré fleuri.
8 p.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

8.25 p.m. Belgian Concert by the
Radio Luxembourg Orchestra.
Marche des Grognards belges.
Valse triste.

8.40 p.m.
(continued).
L’Elfe dans la Plaine.
Procession flamande.
Sérénade d’Arlequin.
Toboggan.
L’Adoration.
Week-End.
Les Papillons.
9.15 p.m. Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra (Rimmel Concert).
Stars and Stripes.
Jalousie.
Czardas.
L’Arlesienne (Bizet).

930 p.m. Talk by the Comte
Carton de Wiart, Minister of
State, Ex-Prime Minister.

A Great Princess of the Renais-
sance : Marguerite of Austria.

9.40 p.m. Song Recital by Adelia
Trojani.
Songs by Henri Tomasi.
Lamento.
O Ciuciarella.
Vicero.
Nininana.
Comic Operas by Puccini.
La Bohéme.
La Bohéme.
Madame Butterfly.
10.10 p.m. Chamber Music by
the ‘“Ad Artem’’ Trio.
Trio Op. 97.

{Johann

Belgian Concert

Allegro moderato.
Scherzo.

Adante cantabile.
Allegro moderato, presto.

10.40 p.m. Gramophone Records
of Dance Music.

WEDNESDAY

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.
Mercatel.
Carmen.
The Merry Widow.

8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).
12 noon. Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.
Stradella.
Brune ou blonde.
Narcisse.
La Fille du Régiment.
Danse Slave No. 6
Suite orientale.
Andalouse.
Rose-Marie.

1.5 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
La Pie voleuse (Rossini).
6.30 p.m. Light Music and Dance
Music. -

7.30 p.m. French Racing Results.

LUXEMBOURG EVENING

7.40 p.m. Luxembourg Songs by
Jean Eiffes.

Kleng ower reng.
Dokterliddchen.
Fescherliddchen.

Mein Himmelreich.

Lidd vum Valet d’Chamb.

8 p.m. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

8.20 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
The Marriage of Figaro.
Cavalleria rusticana.

Danse espagnole.

840 p.m. A Short Talk (in
Luxembourg patois) by Betty
Weber on Laurent Menager.

8.45 p.m. Relay of the Menager
Festival, organised under the
patronage of H.H. The Grand.
Duchess and Prince Felix by the
Luxembourg Operatic Society.

Woiks by Laurent Menager :—
Overture—orchestra.
Eng Tre’'n—Venant Pauke,
Minuet, Andante and Finale—
Orchestra.
Consolation—Victor Jaans.
Festmarsch—Orchestra.

10.45 p.m. ‘‘Peps *’ Concert of
Dance Music.

THURSDAY

s for English Hsteners, Monday fo Saturday this
include dance music and variety from 6.30 to 7.30 p.m.
every day.

ation can be heard all over Great Britain.

in the section commencing on page 23 of this issue.

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.
Condé.
Suite de Sérénades.
Caucasian.

Continued on page 29

Here are details of the week’s
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The M AN Wi
Came Back

WARWICK DEEPING concludes his fin2 human interest story of
a vital decision in a man’s life

ANGER nodded. Yes, old Francois was

right, and he became again the lover of

Marie Cordonnier, but a secret lover. It

did not take him long to disRover her

comings and goings, and old Francois

having satisfied himself that this Englishman was

in earnest, joined himself to the conspiracy.

*You can use my cottage; monsieur. Supposing I
call her in as she passes? If Louissuspects—"’

It was done. They met in the village, those
two; they stood together for some moments
in the porch of the church. Their hands trembled
and touched.

“Marie. I must talk to you. I understand
everything. Old Francois is our friend. Come to
his cottage.”’

Her eyes were clouded.

‘I dare not.”

But she came, and they sat on two chairs,
while Old Francois stood outside the door, enjoy-
ing the sunlight and smoking his pipe and watching
to see that the brother was not on the prowl. Old
Francois could hear the voices of Marie and her
Englishman, and he smiled. Yes, Marie might
say, " I dare not "’ ; it was the man's business todare.

Then came the evening when Sanger lit his pipe
and looked at Old Francois over the bowl of it.

**She will come with me to-morrow. She
promises.”’

** Where, monsieur?”’

* For a drive in my car. So, you see !’

Old Francois blinked one eyelid.

I should take her for a long drive, my boy.”

* I shall take her as far as I can.” :

So, Marie, instead of going to the factory gate,
wandered next morning past the * Place” of
Nibas and saw Sanger’s grey car waiting there.
She walked on into the sunlight and along by
the red wall of the chiteau, where the apple trees
were like foam on the crest of a wave. Meanwhile
“Young Lochinvar” had paid his bill at the
“Toison D’Or,” and stowed his suitcase away
in the dickey. He drove off down the road past
the chiteau and into the flickering shade of the

‘poplars where the stream ran in a world of green

growth. )

A little figure in black waited for him. He pulled
up and opened the door for her.

** Marie, the day is as good as your eyes.”

She smiled, but it was the smile of a gentle
fatalist.

“You will be sure to bring me back by five
o’clock.””’

* Five o’clock.”

‘‘ My brother will expect me."”’

He had no rug with him, but he tucked his
raincoat round her. And so the day began, a day
of strange sweet sadness, and to Marie her last
day in a world of dreams. They drove up into
the beech woods of Hauterive, and wandered and
held hands and talked of the old days. Sanger
had brought a picnic lunch with him, and they sat
among. the bluebells under a big beech tree and
drank wine together.

The sun went west and Sanger was bidden to
look at his watch.

‘I must not be late. He will be angry.”

To himself Sanger was saying, “Let him be
angry for ever and ever.” I

But he drove her back as far as the Crucifix on
the hill above the village, and there he stopped
the car. He put an arm round her, for. the fear
had come back into her eyes.

“Is it to be the end, Marie? "

She nodded, and suddenly they clung together,
and their kisses were passionate.

* Beloved, do not go.”

1 must. It was a promise.’”’

* But if he is cruel to you—""

1 promised—I promised those who are dead.”

She wept, but presently she grew calm. She
seemed to set her face and eyes towards sacrifice.

“ Drive me a little way towards the village."

He looked at her and smiled, but she did not
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see his smile. Her eyes were on Nibas. She seemed
to sit there holding her breath, her hands clasped
in her lap.

Sanger started up the engine. The road forked
a little way below the Crucifix, and he knew that
the left-hand road would take him away from the
village. It was the road by which he had come-
to Nibas, and up there on the hills it joined one
of the great French highways that led both
to Paris and the sea. He put on speed. The grey
car was to play at destiny.

He took the left-hand road, and he felt her hand
clutch his arm.

*To the right. Stop.”

But he did not stop. He put the grey car at
the long hill, and the engine and the gears sang.
Also, he put his left arm raund Marie's shoulders.

**Cherie, I cannot stop the car. It is running
away withus. Itwillrunaway for ever and ever.”

She cried out.

**Oh, no, no, it is wrong ! Take me to Nibas."”’

His arm held her more firmly.

*“No, never again to Nibas.”

She turned her head and looked up at him.
She burst into tears, but presently something
shone through the wetness of her lashes. She
snuggled against him; she surrendered.. He
was man; he was strong.

Is Your Reception Perfect ?

Continued from page seven

this sort of trouble—assuming that your set is
of the type fitted with a reaction knob-—just try
out these hints and see what an improvement
they can make.

Right at the beginning we noted that the
reaction also has an effect on sensitivity. There
is no need to do anything special to-get this effect,
however, as the setting for maximum selectivity
will automatically bring stations up to the
maximum strength. \

With modern super-hets, of course, there is no-{
reaction control at all to worry about : which is
one good reason, in my opinion, for their popularity.
I don’t suppose that most people who buy super-
hets realise that they are getting rid of that
tricky reaction control, but that nevertheless is
the fact.

This sounds as if you can do nothing to make
a super-het give better results, but that is not
quite true. Most modern receivers of this type
are provided with a tone control and the real use
for this is to alter the reproduction of the set to
smit individual tastes for particular kinds of
programmes. But there is another use, and that
1s to cut out interfering whistles—'' heterodyne
whistles,” as they are called.

Suppose, for example, you are trying to get
Luxembourg on a Sunday and the programme is
interfered with by a high-pitched whistle in the
background. Nine times out of ten you will be
able to cut this whistle out altogether by adjusting
the tone control to cut off some of the top notes.

If your super-hei is not provided with a tone
control, then it is possible to fit what is called
a “whistle filter.”” This is usually connected in
one of the valve circuits, but there are models
that can be connected between the set and the
loud-speaker. If the loud-speaker is built into
the set it is advisable to get a radio service-man
to fit the filter for you.

These filters act in the same way as a tone
control, except that normally they are not adjust-
able and there is, therefore, no extra knob to
twiddle. The amount of top-note cutting remains l
constant under all conditions.

So to improve your Continental listening,
remember to tune slowly, adjust the reaction even
more carefully, and make full use of the tone
control. In this way you will be surprised what
good results even an unpromising set will give and
your reception will be—well, atleast, good enough !

February 8, 1935

Is There Enoug/t Variety ?

Continued from page thirteen

week or month, couldn’t they follow the policy
of America, where an actual show of the '‘Soft
Lights and Sweet Music” is concerned,
so that listeners who liked it and wanted to listen
to the next edition, would know automatically
when it was due over the air? At the present
moment, the only fixed variety features are
Henry Hall’'s “In Town To-night,’’ and earlier
in the same evening, the Music Hall hour, and
the enormous popularity of these two features
seems to me conclusive proof in favour of my
suggestion.

Now, I have two suggestions to make
about Variety Hours. First, one that deals
specifically with the Saturday night 8.30 feature
during the winter months, and that is, that it
should be twice as long, with an interval in the
middle. After all, it is the only Variety programme
that deliberately copies the Music Hall pgo-
gramme complete with audience, and I think for
that reason it should aiso run to the Jength of the
average Music Hall show. And there is this point
in addition. People, who want to be entertained
on Saturday evenings, have at present to choose
between an hour’s variety on the radio, and three
hours entertainment at the cinema, or even longer
at the local dance hall. The wireless loses every
time. Of course, I know it’s free, while the other
entertainments cost money, but after a hard week’s
work, one is ready to spend a little, provided
the results are good.

My second suggestion is that when there is an
ordinary variety hour, sometime in the middle of
of the week, that there should be twice-as many
turns as at present sandwiched into the scheduled
time. Instead of the present average of six,
that is to say, there would be a dozen, none of
which would be allowed to run over five minutes.
This would- give a greater sense of speed and
variety, and at the .same time help the
solving of the problem of new material, as it
would almost completely cut out the patter
with which so many comedians fill up a large
part of their time, and instead of the same stale
old jokes, one would only hear their songs. A
great improvement, since patter comedians of
the John Tilley type are as rare as the golden-
crested wren.
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Stars at Home— 56
ITTY
e MCASTERS

ER real home is in Manchester. By which is meant the
home of her father and mother. Her professional home
is in London—Maida Vale is near enough.

When she first came to be in “digs’’ she had one room
to herself. Now she has a sort of ground floor flat. Her one-time
bedroom is her office, if you please. Besides which she has a private
sitting-room. Altogether she seems to be very comfortable and her
friends with whom she lives are very good to her. She spoke to us
in warm terms about them. :

Now that she is a successful radio star, Kitty does a little entertaining
and generally lives a busy life. She is up early in the mornings-as there
is 2 huge fan-mail to tackle.

Kitty handles the whole mail herself. The day may come when she will
have to employ a secretary, but she is struggling along solo at the moment.

As a matter of fact, Kitty admitted she was weeks behind with her letters
and that the fact worried her. She asks readers to be indulgent with her,
as she can only mznage a certain number of letters each day. But she is
really grateful to you for writing.

Kitty lives quite a simple life. She doesn’t drink—says she doesn’t like
wines. Neither does she smoke. She is having her own piano sent down
from Manchester shortly, as she finds the necessity for working at her new
songs every moment she gets.

If she comes across anything she fancies she will practice for hours at a
time until she is satisfied. Sometimes she gets keen on a song that
happens to be orchestrated in a key too high or too low for her, but
generally she is allowed to sing what she finds appealing to her musical senses.

Of course she thinks the worild of Hepry Hall. Kitty thinks he is very
wise. She used that word of him quite emphatically. She has apparently
often gone to him for advice and he has never let her down.

The story of how she met Henry is worth telling. First of all, let us tell
you how she began singing. She began when she was four. At six she
was quite a little variety artist. When she was ten she was offered a
seventeen-week engagement at the Coliseum. She could not obtain a
licence because she was not twelve. So she had to refuse—at least her
mother had to refuse the cngagement.

But Kitty never forgot that. * She wanted to come to London. She had
to complete her schooling which took her until she was sixteen. Time went
on and still she had never been to London.

At last, unable to endure it any longer, she made up her mind to come
{o London and find out whether there was the least chance of her getting
anything to do. Many a young girl has done that and gone away dis-
appointed.

Kitty, however, was lucky. She had the chance of doing a little recording
and while in the studio met a dance-band leader who was one of the
successes in those First Time Here shows produced by Charles Brewer.
He, having a broadcast at the B.B.C. to fulfil, asked Kitty if she would
sing a couple of vocal refrains for him. She iumped at the chance.

In due course the broadcast was given. Charles Brewer (who is never
very slow where a good singer is concerned) told Kitty he would like her to
leave her address as he might possibly consider her for another time. She
left him, wondering whether she would ever hear from him again. About
two months later she received a contract for a five-minute broadcast in
a variety programme. So she came up to London with the idea of returning
that night to Manchester.

The variety transmission came on at dinner-time. Henry Hall was
having his dinner at home for once in a way, and he heard it. He got up
from the dinner table and rang up the B.B.C, telling whoever answered
the 'phone that he wanted to speak to the singer.

As Kitty was about to leave, a paper was handed to her and she was
asked to go to the ‘phone. The voice at the other end said, “Is that Miss
Kitty Masters? Oh, I want to ask you if you are returning to Manchester
to-night.”’

Kitty cheerfully lied, thinking it would be better not to return. So she
said No. (True, because she had decided not to !)

““Well,” said the voice, ‘I should like to have a few words with you
to-morrow."’ '

‘“Thank you,” said Kitty, politely,.‘but who are you?"

‘“Henry Hall.”

The B.B.C. left the perpendicular for Kitty, who nearly broadcast her
heart-bheats over the 'phone then and there. And so she met Henry Hall
the very next day.

She did not return to Manchester that week—indeed, figuratively speaking,
she never returned there at al}, for a contract was made, and forthwith she
became Henry Hall’s lad; vocalist.

At the audition Henry sat in the listening roorn where he could see Kitty
through a window and also where she cnuld sece him. At the end of the
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first song he put his thumbs up—the magic sign at Broadcasting House
for a successful venture.

And that was that. .

Now Miss Kitty is touring the country. She has very little time to
herself. Her mail takes her a good hour and a half each morning; then
there are rehearsals, of course.

Apart from broadcasting she is on at the Astorias, or the Stoll Houses
and recently at the Alhambra. She generally does part of her songs with
a microphone in the approved broadcast fashion, but likes to sing without
it sometimes.

While at Streatham she had a rush. Five-fifteen found her under the

- arches at Waterloo, broadcasting; six o’clock found her at Streatham on

the stage.

She has been an active young person in the matter of sport—formerly.
Now she is too busy, but intends to get some swimming and tennis-playing
in this summer if she can possibly find the time. Then there is recording
to do—vocalising is a hard life!

Kitty doesn’t get much time to herself now she is touring the
But here is an exclusive snap of her at home ..
a chilly February morning !

country.

. en
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“Mews

Is Your Regional Changing?
AKE anote now of the new wave-
“lengths which come into force on
Sunday, February 17. North
National is shifting to 261.1
metres, Midland Regional to
296.2 metres, Scottish Regional to 391.1, West
Regional to 373.1, Belfast to 307.1 and
Newcastle to 267.4 metres. These six small
changes are likely to be only temporary, so be
prepared for more moves. On the same Sun-
day as Midland Regional shifts from 391.1
to 396.2 metres, the new 50 kilowatt Regional
transmitter at Droitwich is coming into
action, and the former station at Daventry
will shut down. Midland listeners should
therefore get a much stronger signal.

Plans
Plans are not yet complete, but Henry Hall
expects to start work on his film in April.
1t will be made at Elstree, and the band will be
away for a week or two. We shall miss their
regular broadcasts while the picture is being
shot, and I hear that there is keen competition
among band leaders who want to deputise.
A week’s engagement on the air is regarded
as a "“plum”.in the profession. May the best
bands get the job.

—NHE motto for all broadcasters was sent to

us by a listener who has been suffering from

a deluge of radio owing to the enforced

isolation due to an attack of mumps, from which
I'm glad to hear she has now recovered.

Itis a ““trivet” from the Morning Post, and runs
thus :— .

“You have not fulfilled every duty unless
you have fulfilled that of being pleasant.”
Somewhat of a platitude, but ome which I

accept as being directed on to my devoted head,
apparently because the holiday programmes of
gramophone records on Mondays and Wednesdays
which I tried to enliven with competitions came
to an end, so far as I was concerned, with the
holidays.

A Weekly “ Radi