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DRESS

. the new fashion magazine for the woman with
much taste but little money. DRESS shows only the most
chic and most wearable aspect of the new fashions. This
month it’s full of pattern designs for frocks and coats
and suits with clean-cut, practical lines . . . the clothes
you must have for the outdoor life. And each succeeding
month, as changing fashions and changing weather demand
different clothes, you’ll find the advice, the practical help,
and the patterns you need, in DRESS.

On sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls, or by
post 74d. from George Newnes, Ltd., 8-l Southampton
Street, Strand, London, W.C.2.

MAY NUMBER NOW ON SALE™"

Geo, Newnes, Lid.
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(Dealing n an
tntelligent
manney with the
intelligent matters
of broadcast enter-
tainment for intel-
ligentlisteners.

COVER-SUBIJECT
BIOGRAPHY

Albert Sandler was born in the
East End of London in 1906, of
extremely poor parents who were
Russian exiles. Father a shoe-
repairer with seven children.
Elder brother contributed to the
family exchequer by fiddling at
local weddings; Albert made up
his mind.to help also.

Family scraped to save |6s. with
which to buy a secondhand violin
from a near-by pawnbroker.
Albert took lessons, and at the
age of 12 was able to earn 5s. a
week playing at a cinema.

Gained a scholarship
at the Guildhall School of
Music and later became
sub-leader in a West End
caf¢ orchestra. Was ap-
pointed leader at the
Trocadero and then went
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THE UNKNOWN MAN—SIR JOHN REITH
LIBRARIES OF THE B.B.C. ...

ELIGIBLE BACHELORS OF RADIO LAND
SHORT STORY BY HOLT MARVELL
WOMEN ON THE B.B.C. STAFF
LEONARD HENRY AS AN EDITOR

THE B.B.C.’s “GOOD NIGHT MEN "

BACKSTAGE AT A VARIETY

ART GALLERY SHOW

T L TVU/SAE  FROM THE BAND BOX

IV Xo QN A (NI B RADIO’S PADDED CELL
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Grand Hotel broadcasts

brought him fame. ANTONIA BUTLEL .
'MARIO LORENZI

Now at Park Lane
Hotel broadcasting alter-
nate Sunday nights.

“HULLO TWINS ™

ROBERT TREDINNICK .

Th re are many imdations of .’
“‘Sparva.” Look for the name on
Ihe scloedge. It is your guaranice

of good service.

SPRINC and summer frocks remain clurmmg ‘.
and dlstmchve when made with lustrous

*“Sparva ' Taffeta-de-luxe—the popular and
low-priced economy fabric. Silky1 in appearance
as well as cosy in wear, ** Sparva “ is excellent
for all ladies” and children’s clothing. There
1s a huge variety of smart plain colours and
prnted designs. COLOUR-FAST IN WASH
OR LIGHT. SEA OR SUN.

** Sparva " is in large demand for new Casement
Curtains.

Sold by Drapers and Stores everywhere. If any
difficulty, write for Shade Card and-name of
nearest Retailer to *“ SPARVA’ 81 “Sparva”
House, York Street, MANCHESTER.
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50 TIMES CHEAPER THAN BATTERIES

Why tolerate the annoyance and expense of short-lived
dry batteries when an ** ATLAS” Unit will instantly
convert your battery set to mains operation and cut
running costs to less than one shilling a year? You can
fit an “ATLAS” Unit to your receiver to-day without
alteration to set or valves. Ask your dealer to demon-
strate, and INSIST ON “ATLAS.” No other Units
have won the Olympia Ballots for two years in succes-
sion. Models for A.C. and D.C., suitable for any set,
even “Q.P.P.” or Class *“B,” from 39/6 or 10/- down.
Mocdels for 25. cycle mains supplied at the same prices.

ATL

MAINS UNITS(

H. CLARKE & CO. (Mj/cr) LTD., PATRICROFT, (;)24
MANCHESTER.
London : Bush House, W.C.2. Glasgow : G.E.S. Co., Ltd.,
38 Oswald Street.
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Messrs. H. CLARKE & GO. (M/cr.) Ltd., o
Atlas Works, Pa!rlcroﬂ Manchester. 1
Please send me FREE «opy of Booklet 87 telling me how to run my 1§
battery set from the mains with an ** ATLAS " Unit. ]
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ONE-EARED

reisler said, the other day, that one of the

reasons why he refuses to broadcast is

that he objected to the idea of playing

to people who, sitting in their carpet

slippers and turning a knob, would use his music

only as a background to cards or conversation.

I agree with him. Such one-eared listeners
are doing the art of radio no good.

He said that in New York, when he has been
out playing bridge at the house .of friénds,
they have said : ** Let’s turn on the radio and
hear Toscanini with the New “York Phil-
harmonic "'—the world’s greatest conductor
and one of the world’s greatest orchestras’
Presently, he added, some person would
exclaim, ‘ One heart,” and another respond
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LISTENERS

with ‘* Two Spades,” and the bidding would
go on until someone would say, ‘ Turn that
thing off.”” And off goes Toscanini.

And these omne-eared listeners fulminate
against the programmes. How can people
who listen to radio with one ear and the con-
versation with the other sit in judgment on
programmes ¢

My plea here is for intelligent listening.
Make a date with the programmes, in the same
way that you make a date with your cinema.
And act the same. I know — and you
know -—— what would happen if you used a
film as a background to conversation in the
cinema. Irate neighbours would hiss you into
silence.
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t is an amazing fact that the

) most talked-of man is the
least known. Never since

Caxton developed the printing

press has there been a more

powerful infiuence introduced into public
life than broadcasting, and yet its chief—
the man who took command of the new

EVEATING

vehicle for public service when it was in
the experimental stage and fashioned it
into the mightiest factor in public life—is
either unknown to the public or wrongly
known. Sir John Reith, possessing the
power that comes from controlling a force
that includes the greatest university, most
far-reaching pulpit, largest theatre, most
influential forum, greatest concert-hall, in
the world, has studiously refrained from
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revealing his true self to the public, which,
with an imperfect knowledge, is apt to
make an inaccurate assessment of the man.
I propose to reveal to the public, not Sir
John Reith, director-general of the B.B.C.,
but John Charies Walsham Reith, the man.

To get a correct conception of most men
you have to study the forces that have
influenced their mental and spiritual
development. In common with other great
Scotsmen, the forbears of Sir John Reith
were humble folk, small land-owning
farmers in the counties of Aberdeen and
Banff, in fact, they were well known over
a considerable region.

John Charles Walsham Reith—the present
B.B.C. chief—was born in 188g at
Stonehaven, when his parents were there
on holiday.

George Reith, grandfather of the B.B.C.
chief, was a very able man who pro-
gressed from humble circumstances, was
apprenticed as a wheelwright, then served
his apprenticeship in a solicitor’s office,
became local manager of the Grand Trunk
Railway of Canada, and for the last thirty
years of his life was General Manager of
the Clyde Navigation Trust.

This man’s son, George, continued the
Reith progressive development. He was
one of the most successful students of his
time—Aberdeen, Edinburgh, and Germany
and became Minister of the College
Church in Glasgow at the age of 23, and
was there for fifty-three years until his
death. He became Moderator of the
United Free Church of Scotland Assembly.

The Rev. Dr. George Reith married
a London woman in the Presbyterian
Church, Regent’s Square, London, and
John Charles Walsham was literally a son
of the manse.
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His early years differed little from those
of the average boy in his class of society.
At the age of seven he was sent to the
Glasgow Academy, where he remained a
pupil for eight years. As a pupil at that
well-known school he describes himself as
“a nonentity—or very mnearly so. I
achieved nothing—not a prize, not the

Third XV, not even a lance-corporal’s
stripe.”” Rugby caps and dux medals
were, in his own words, “ within my grasp
but I never got them.”

He left the Academy when he was
fifteen, and proceeded to Gresham's
School, at Holt, Norfolk, where after two
years he returned to Scotland and attended
engineering classes at the Royal Technical
College in Glasgow. His degrees include
the AM.I.C.E,, the AM.ILM.E,, and the
M.Sc. of Lafayette, Easton, Pennsylvania.
He is also an Hon. LL.D. of Aberdeen
and Manchester Universities.

So much for his educational background.
His career has been meteoric, not by
fortuitous circumstance but by sheer
personal force and intellectual application.



As a young man—aged
twenty-four—he obtained
a post on the staff of a big
engineering concern in
London, his work being
interrupted by the War.
As he held a pre-War
Territorial commission he
joined the Forces immed-
iately, and with the rank
of Major served the first
winter in France, was
wounded in action in October, 1915, and
transferred, in 1916, to other national work.
This involved him in an important Govern-
ment mission to America regarding muni-
tions, and the following year found him
in the department of Civil Engineer-in-
Chief of Admiralty. When the War
finished he was in charge of the liquidation
of ordnance and engineering contracts.
L 2 * L 2

Retiring to civil life, he again returned
to Scotland and became general manager
in 1920 of the Coalbridge works of William
Beardmore & Sons, and at this time he
began to take a keen interest in wireless
telephony. With that visionary quality
that has always enabled him to look over
the head of the immediate to the promise
of the future he realized the enormous
possibilities which this branch of science
offered. Two, years later 'John Charles
Walsham Reith was appointed the first
General Manager of the British Broad-
casting Company, Ltd.

he intelligent reader will, from this
very cursory survey of the history of
Sir John Reith, be able to discern the
factors that have contributed to the
development of the B.B.C. chief. In his
forty-fifth year we find him a towering
giant, physically and psychologically.
Bred on a diet of porridge and the Proverbs
he has the rigid Covenanter spirit that
never compromises with conscience.
Perhaps because of that war-scar that
slashes his left cheek he has two appearances
to the onlooker—one side of his face is
stern, almost forbidding, the eye a boring
optic of relentless intensity; the other side
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is the face of the genial fellow, a-crinkled
with humour, the eye a-twinkle. That is
also the picture of the mind of the man.
His training and tradition has inculcated
within him a stern sense of duty and
responsibility——there is a relentless intensity
in his passion for all that is progressive.
Birth and ancestry have given him a warmer
aspect also—instinctive sympathies and a
warm regard for the essential humanities.

This is the man into whose hands the
most important years in the life of the
most important public utility service have
been placed. Looking back on those ten
years of vital pioneering, I can only feel
that the nation has ample cause to be
grateful to the circumstances that placed
John Charles Walsham Reith at the head

“NATION SHALL
SPEAK

PEACE

UNTO NATION”

of British Broadcasting. It is horrifying
to think what might have happened had it
got into other hands, and at this important
juncture in its history it is worth noting
that not even his fiercest critics are able
to produce the name of any other man
in whose care they would have confidence
in leaving this great public service.

ir John Reith is a non-social person.

e has no intimates and has permitted
himself to make few friends. A family
man who believes in family life, his off-
duty hours are spent in his Buckingham-
shire house, or its delightful gardens, with
Lady Reith and their two charming
children. Last year I spent my holidays
at Frinton during the same two months
that the Reith family were holidaying
there, Sir John coming down each week-end
and being met at the station by Lady
Reith, who drove him to the house, facing
mine, at which they stayed. I was there-
fore able to see a different Sir John—just
an ordinary holiday-man, bathing, drinking
tea on the verandah of his beach hut,
taking the big golden retriever for his
nightly walk on the greensward. The
picture gained was a much truer picture
of the essential Reith than I gained in his
office—because Sir John is, at heart, a
man of simple tastes, simple outlook,
and has reduced life to its simplest terms.

L 2 * *

He sincerely believes that he would be
false to himself if he were to allow fear of
consequences to divert him from the
channels of truth. That courage caused him
to make the very sane declaration : “I do
not pretend to give the public what it

wants.”” Nor does any newspaper editor—
the most that any one man can do is to
give the public what he thinks it wants;
and, if he has an enlightened mind, to
lead the public to want what he thinks
it ought to want. Sir John's courage
leads him to do stern things; his humanity
leads him to try to disguise the sternness.

Sir John seldom smokes in his office,
permits himself a cigarette over his
coffee, and is a teetotaller. He always
dresses sombrely, eats sparingly, and, Scot
or no Scot, does not play golf. His club
is the Athenzum, and his favourite reading
biography. In stature he is reminiscent
of Lincoln and, like Lincoln, is always
unmoved by the turbulent violence of
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mob-criticism. Not that he
objects to criticism; he has
said : “One of the B.B.C.’s
greatest troubles is the lack
of criticism. The constructive
critic is welcomed and en-
couraged and needed.”

One of the many popular
misconceptions of Sir John
Reith is that he is a “high-
brow.” He is not. I should
call him the typical middle-
brow —or no-brow. He likes good
symphonic music, as does — thanks to
B.B.C. concerts-—the average man. I sat
with him in the *“Radiolympia’ theatre
last year and observed his enjoyment
of the vaudeville show, and noted how
he even applauded the dancing of the
chorus girls. He likes dance music and
enjoys dancing to it—“only I have a
difficulty finding any lady tall enough to
dance with.”” And he once confessed that
his favourite dance tune was ‘ Hallelujah”’
from Hit the Deck.

* * *

Sir John Reith takes a fatherly interest
in the welfare of his staff. He attends their
sports and staff parties. I recall once
when the staff put on Tilly of Bloomsbury
as a private stage show in which the finest
bit of acting was that representing the
bailiff. It was most convincing—and the
part was played by Sir John Reith !

In his office, the tasteful design of which
he always good-naturedly attributes to
Miss Nash, his secretary, are three photo-
graphs. One is of Lady Reith, to whose
helpful comradeship Sir John is always
ready to pay tribute. Another is of his
father, in his Moderator robes with laces
at the throat and wrists. The Rev. Dr.
George Reith died before his son began to
achieve fame.

On the wireless set in the corner by the

RESIDING OVER

BRITISH BROAD-

CASTING IS ITS
DIRECTOR-GENERAL,
BUT HE IS THE LEAST-
KNOWN MAN IN THE
LAND. THIS CHARACTER
STUDY, BY THE EDITOR
OF “RADIO MAGAZINE.,”
DEPICTS. FOR THE FIRST
TIME, THE REAL MAN

fireplace stands the photograph of his
mother. Mrs. George Reith, now 85, is
still alive, and to this day her famous son
finds his greatest inspiration in her beauty
and strength of character. To his parents,
his forbears, and  his early upbringing
Sir John Reith owes those sterling qualities
which made it possible for the tribute to be
paid to the B.B.C. when its chief was given
an honorary degree—"it has grown from
experiment to strength, and from strength
to authority.” G. A.



REBIO

ne of the most interesting
O departments at Broad-

casting
House is that
devoted to libra-
ries. and filing
systemsconnected
with the building-
up of a pro-
gramme. There
are at least six
major branches of
this department
—the main music
library, which
includes choral,
orchestral, and miscella-
neous works; dance band
music; gramophone
records; plays and steel
tape recording process
files. The photograph
library, although it does
not contribute directly
to programme con-
struction, plays a very
important part in add-
ing to the general
attractiveness of all
B.B.C. publications,
particularly the
Radio Times and the
Listeney.

In the orchestral
library alone there
are 500,000 separate
pieces of music.
There are 20,000
orchestral scores,
10,000 parts for
bass drums, and
ten for penny
whistles. Parts
may be found for Jew’s harps,
and even a complete sym-
phony for ordinary childish
toys.

Such is the perfection of
this machine that not a single
page of music is out of its
appropriate place on the
shelves. There is scarcely a
piece of orchestral music in
existence which cannot be
found here, so that I was the
more surprised to find that the
orchestral parts of such a work
as Elgar’s “Kingdom" were not
amongst the oratorios. It is no
fault of the B.B.C. librarian. The
publishers will not supply the parts
of this masterpiece.

Another interesting absentee from the
shelves are the orchestral parts of the
incidental music of Grieg for Ibsen’s
fantasy drama, ‘' Peer Gynt,” from which
the famous, and so often heard * Peer
Gynt”’ suites are culled.

* * *

In another portion of the main music
library, which is devoted to vocal music,
there are 100,000 choral scores, 30,000
songs, and one of the most complete operatic
libraries in the world. This last contains
the collection recently added
which originally belonged to
the late director of broadcast
music, Percy Pitt, the value
of which would be hard to
estimate, as it contains so

(I)iclure at the head of this

page shows Val Giel-
gud, drama direclor, in the
drama hibvary, where manu-
scripts of very many radio
plays are filed.
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G/bson Young

many scores urobtainable to-day. I was
struck by the. appearance of a full-sized
score of Rossini’s opera, William Tell. It
was so much like our old family Bible.

wing to the foresight of the librarian,

the B.B.C. to-day possesses one of the
most complete libraries of Russian
music in existence. The bulk
of the purchases has taken
place in the last eight
years, and many valuable
private collections have been
acquired.
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The astonishing feature of the
music library is that it has been
created from no-
thing, in slightly
over ten years.
The present lib-
rarian has been in
charge from the
outset. He
remembers most
vividly setting out
from Savoy Hill
one afternoon
about ten years
ago with his first
grant of (10 in
his pocket and a long list
of music with which to
start his collection. His

first purchase was made
at a second-hand shop in

Charing Cross Road.

It was a vocal score of

the **Geisha.”
> > >
The dance-band
library is housed

separately. Itisunder
the direct control of
Henry Hall through
his manager, and is
handled entirely
by a dance-band
librarian. The
B.B.C.DanceBand,
like most other of
the leading bands,
uses its own par-
ticular version of
the populardance
numbers.
Henry Hall
bas been in
charge at broadcasting head-
quarters for almost two years,
and in this time he has
broadcast more than 1,200 of
these specially orchestrated
numbers. As there are four-
teen players in the band, in
addition to the conductor, it
means that 17,000 parts must
be housed and cared for. Nor
does that number include
those in which the original
orchestration provided by the
publishers were unsed.
The dance-band library grows
steadily as anyone who listens to
the B.B.C. Dance Band must
realize. Henry Hall passes in review
an average of 150 new publications and
manuscripts each week. His programme
is an ever accessible forum for the best, and
he himself is always vigilant in his search
for fresh ideas.

o me, one of the most astonishing

features of B.B.C. internal organization
is the gramophone record library. This
branch of programme construction has been
in existence, or more correctly under one
unified central control, for exactly twelve
months. In that time a filing system has
been evolved for over 30,000 discs.

Apart from such a colossal

housing scheme, the depart-
ment has been responsible TURN TOQO
to all regional stations for PAGE 46
their programme needs. If

disc-



ons of Erin

( O have faced

e the micro-

phone more

often than her

daughters. Most of them

have gained their place by

sheer Irish pertinacity.

Some, born in the poverty

that only Ireland knows,

have fought their way

up as Irishmen say only
Irishmen can.

Cavan O’Connor is the
most versatile tenor in
the world—either of Irish
or any other nationality.
Cavan'’s career is a sym-
phonic saga of triumph
over hardship.

While still at school he
helped to fill his mother’s
ever-hungry purse by sell-
ing newspapers in Not-
tingham.

Then the war broke out. Craving for adventure,
he lied about his age—then fifteen—at every
recruiting office he could visit. The naval authori-
ties, dubious of his airy statements about being
over eighteen, asked for his birth certificate,
so Cavan tried the Army-—this time with success.

* * *

Getting right into the front trenches, he was
seriously wounded in the head, and came home to
convalesce. Within a few weeks he was back in
France again.

In 1922 he took up singing, won an open scholar-
ship to the Royal College of Music, and paid his
way through his training by taking any and every
kind of odd job he could find.

* * *

Then he got a job recording ballads with a
recording company. They liked his work.

“1 can sing anything you like,”” he told them.

SinGers from §

“Dance tunes, opera, light comedy, European
folk songs . . .”

The recording manager politely exclaimed,
““Really? '’ and didn’t believe him.

So Cavan chose twenty-seven different aliases—
one for every type of song he can sing—and
presented himself under these various names at all
the recording studios. The result was that he
obtained more work than he could possibly find
time to do.

For broadcasting work he invariably uses his
own name.

mall, twinkling eyes, a rather plump face,

and dark hair proclaim Denis O’Neil as a
product of Belfast. In mannerisms he is a typical
Southern Irishman, because when he was eight
months old his parents moved to King's
County.

Almost as soon as he could talk, his mother gave
him lessons in singing, but the reason was only
that Irish people have an inherent love of creating
music for themselves.

L 4 * *

Actually, he decided to become a doctor, and he

studied for the profession at Trinity College,

O’Connor

Gabriel Lavelle

.

BRI G

Dublin.  Graduallv he
found himself favouring
the musicstudio instead of
the dispensary. He asked
for an interview with
Count McCormack to find
out what possibilities
there were in singing as a
career.

The man who has maae
several fortunes from his
voice told Denis it would
be safer to stick to
medicine.

But the inborn pertin-
acity of the Irishman
asserted itself. Denis
said  ‘“ thanks very
much for the advice’
and secretly decided to
become a singer.

A few years later he
was down to sing at a
private function. In the
dressing room he met the
other soloist—Count
McCormack.
Coming to England, he created something of a
sensation with his voice and perfect diction. After
making a reputation for himself on the concert
hall, he decided to try musical comedy and variety.
From these he launched out into films.

Now, of course; he’s a popularbroadcasteras well.

queer paradox—typical of Ireland—was
that Gabriel Lavelle, who also sought
expert advice, was told to take up singing
as a profession. By all the rules Gabriel should
have promptly decided to continue his profession
of civil engineer. As every listener knows, he did
not, and a new Irish baritone entered the concert
world.
* * *
He is a native of Galway, and after a period with
the Birmingham Grand Opera Company, he went
to Vienna for further training. His first German

Shamrock-land

song recital took place before the ex-Crown Prince
of Germany.

But the greatest saga of triumph over hardship
is the story of Danny Malone’s years of
struggle against starvation followed by a meteoric
rise to stardom.

Born in Ireland, in 1911, he began work at an
early age in the shipyards, but with the depression
unemployment became the rule rather than the
exception. So he emigrated to Australia. After
eighteen months vainly looking for work, he
returned to this country disillusioned and penniless.

*

* *
As alastresort he called
on a theatrical agent
and insisted on singing a
song. In spite of the fact
that he collapsed from
hunger half-way through,
he obtained an immed-
iate audition with the
B.B.C. A contract fol-
lowed, and with it
innumerable gramophone
recordings . and variety
work.
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very radio artist who conveys

even the semblance of allure in
{ his broadcast can rely on a

couple of hundred letters the

following morning. Some are
just written in admiration of the entertain-~
ment he gives. And some are written in
admiration of something more personal.

If only all these feminine love-lorn
optimists knew how many of the objects of
their affection are happily married, wear

carpet slippers warmed by a loving wife

and take the children out in the park on
Sundays, quite a lot of the glamour would
disappear from broadcasting.

Still, there are the others. . . .

Among the very charming unmarried
men at Broadcasting House—and there are

not so very many of them—Harry Pepper.

can claim a place as an adamant bachelor.
Why this should be he does not say.
Maybe a lifetime in the show business has
set him an example of what not to do.
Still, one day he may live up to those songs
he writes. Remember “In an Old World
Garden,” and “Good-bye to All That?’’
Neither their sentiment nor Harry’s face
seem to typify the hardened misogynist.

Then there is Leslie “Smiling Voice’
Holmes—Harold Lloydish, tall and slim.
I met him on his way to his music pub-
lishing office looking very pleased with
himself. Here's the reason.

“Y've just enjoyed an excellently-cooked
and very hearty breakfast,” explained
Leslie. ‘“I prepared it myself. I chal-
lenge any woman to beat me at the culinary
art. The contest can be on any subject—
joints, puddings, or even waffles.
*“So you see, I have no need to take out
a marriage licence because I want a cook.
I left home when I was sixteen and have
had to fend for myself ever since. Perhaps

S a

that is why I am so self-supporting.

‘“One thing in the domestication line
stumps me. I cannot darn or sew. In
fact, I am regarded as the outfitters’
delight. Nothing I wear is ever repaired.
I always have to buy something new as
soon as a hole appears.

**But make no mistake about me. I
sincerely hope -to marry one day. The
trouble is that I have never met the right
girl. My work occupies most of my time
all day and all night—which gives me very
few opportunities for meeting her.

* * *

“I don’t mind whether she is blonde
or brunette. What is essential-is that she
should be very understanding of my work.
She should know something about it, too.
In fact, I believe that the ideal marriage
for the working artist is with a girl in the
profession.

“One day I hope I will have the real
home life I am always longing for. . . .”

Charles Mayhew, debonair singer and
actor, is another bachelor who is continually
hoping for the right girl to come along.

 Being a bachelor is a very serious state
of affairs,” he thinks. “But I live in
hopes. Are there any offers?

“My future wife must be sympathetic
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Here they are—the hand
lors of broadcasting. Why
What is their conception

hopes and confessions

with my profession, and understand its
inner working and the trials it makes. She
must be very, very beautiful—and a very
good cook. ;
“ Do you think she will-be hard to find ?”’
C. Denis Freeman is quite justifiably

known as the best-groomed man in Broad-
casting House. Slim, debonair, and never
without a monocle, he is‘a perfect example
of the well-bred Englishman.

is character is graphically represented

in the programmes he produces.

The ‘“Miscellany” series was typical of him.

They were a trifle exotic in character,

sophisticated without being highbrow,

cultural without a trace of pedantry or
boredom.

People who have met him without
succeeding in delving into his real charac-
ter have described him as “wearing the
air of a faded lily.”” Outwardly this is true,
but behind it lies a razor-keen intelligence
and a brilliant knowledge of light entertain-
ment production in its most satisfying form.

Charlie Hayes is one of the few radio
comedians to broadcast in a television
programme. It is very unofficially stated
that the immediate result was an increase in
the sale of television sets. So many
women wanted to see the funny man who
often stated in his patter that he was free
from any matrimonial ties.

But according to Charlie himself, he can-
not be caught easily. * Broadly speaking,
I have always taken so long to make
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some and eligible bache-
haven’t they married ?
of the ideal girl?
are revealed below.

Their

up my mind that by the time I had come
to a decision there was no one to tell it to !
“ Now, at the ripe age of forty, I suppose
I must be a confirmed bachelor. I'min a
rut. I like to please myself—to come home
when I want and no questions asked. . ..

) C. DENIS FREEMAN

*“Listeners do write loving epistles to me.
I had a nice one the other day. The
writer said she liked my voice. I sent her
a photograph. Can anyone explain why
it 1s that I have not heard from her since ? *’

Harry Roy, the bachelor of the dance-
band leaders, is thirty-one. He gets hun-
dreds of letters a week from women admirers.
He is a Fugitive from a Jane Gang.

Besides the letters and telephone calls,
some women take even more ruthless steps
to make his acquaintance. There was the
instance when Harry was driving along the
Great West Road, when a woman in a
- passing car recognized him, and followed
him for-mile after mile.

arry has much more serious views on
marriage that one would credit to
this acrobatic-comedian-conductor.

*“It’s a subject very near to my heart,”
he says. ‘‘Mainly, I suppose, because I
was badly hurt once when I was jilted.
That was in 1924. Since then, I have
found that bachelordom has its advantages.
There are no heartaches, no jealousies. I
can work in peace, and I have no worries.
When I want to go out with a girl, I choose
one with a nice disposition, and a sense of
humour. She must not be dumb.

“My ideal girl would be sincere and
sympathetic. She would not be in the
same profession as myself. She would not
talk too much. I don’t mind whether she
is blonde or brunette—both kinds can be
treacherous.

“Y wonder.if she exists? '.I don't believe
there is a girl to whom I could say
‘ Darling, I love you,’ and be in love with her
and she with me. More probably it would
be that we were just in love with love.”

This is a new side of Harry which he does
not often show. He is not really cynical
towards women. In fact, the person whom

he admires most and confides in most is a

CHARLES MAYHEW
woman—his mother. Very few days pass
when Harry does not find time to spend a
little while with her in the London suburb
where she lives.

Patrick Waddington is the perfect happy
bachelor. An intelligent dog, a reliable
housekeeper, and a cosy West End flat, are
the ingredients which make his life worth

while until the girl he hopes to marry one
day turns up.

* * *

Frankly, I don’t think that Pat will find
it easy to discover her.- What girl can
fill the following stipulations?

‘“She must be ready to go cycling with
me—on a tandem if I can get some manu-
facturer to present me with one for a
wedding present.

** She must be a very good cook—as good
as my present housekeeper—although I
will forgive her a lot providing she excels
with chocolate soufflé.

“Derry, my dog and constant com-
panion, must .approve of her. In fact, I
rather dispute the point that a wife would
be as charming a companion as Derry. For
you see, I can talk to Derry—and he does
not answer back. Now I ask you, where
is the girl like that?”’

Norman Long is another bachelor who
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seems perfectly content with a dog as a
companion -—a terrier named Billy.
Actually Billy ought to have been a
thoroughbred Sealyham, but—but there;
why bring that up? -He, with Norman
Long’s sister, completes the personnel of
the house, with the exception of his very
excellent housekeeper who, he tells me,
looks after his inner man and personal
comforts as well as most wives could.

“Y don’t see a.great deal of my sister,”

-said Norman. ‘“She has a business
appointment in the daytime, and as my
business takes me out most nights we lead
a sort of Box and Cox life. Still, we get
on awfully well together. Perhaps if some

“husbands and wives saw less of each other

—but there, don’t lets get involved in an
argument. I'm perfectly happy and really
I keep so busy that I don’t seem to have a
lot of time to think of marriage. Not that
I've definitely decided toremain single allmy
life. For Heaven’'s sake don’t think that.

I shall be only too glad to consider any
applications from eligible ladies. In the
first place by post only, stating correct age,
particulars of financial status, recent photo-
graph and Postal Order for a shilling to
cover cost of office expenses.”
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Short Story
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t Number Eighteen, Genesta
Road, London, S.W.16,Albert
. Worsley enjoyed the reputa-
tion of being a Man of the
World.

“ Dear Albert!” Mrs. Aimes would sigh.
“Such a man of the world! So cosmo-
politan, if you see what I mean.”

It was not difficult to see what Mrs. Aimes
meant; Albert took care of that. His

rather too flowery good manners, his.

reference to celebrities by their Christian
names, his calm handling of the wine list
at the Corner House, the casual way in
which he introduced French and Italian
phrases into his conversation—in fact,
his whole make-up suggested unmistakably
that he possessed what Maude and Mabel,
friends of the heroine of that popular folk-
song, ‘“Edie was a lady,” always referred
to as “savoir fairy.”

To the Aimes family-——Mother, Father,
and Cynthia—whose experience of Life
had been confined to Genesta Road and
Ventnor—Albert was as devastatingly
worldly, cynical and experienced as a
mixture of Casanova, Noel Coward, and
Adolphe Menjou. They were all very proud
and happy that this glittering social
phenomenon had selected Cynthia to be
his future wife.

* * *

Cynthia’s father was a great radio
enthusiast. He and Mrs. Aimes spent
many long evenings listening to London
Regional. Cynthia was secretly a radio
fan, too, but as it was part of her fiancé’s
worldly pose to sneer at the B.B.C. pro-
grammes, she did not get much opportunity
of listening.

However, one
evening in July,
1933, Cynthia and
Albert, returning
early from tennis,
found themselves
listening to a pro-

Specially S M. Aimes
receiver. Albert

Written for
RADIO MAGAZINE

by

HoLT

MARVELL
L R

certainly did not
want to listen, but
on this particular
occasion Cynthia’s
father ‘‘shushed”
his attempts at
conversation  so
firmly that he
settled back in a
chair, and puffing
wearily at a Turk-
ish cigarette
(elevenpence for
twenty), resigned
himself to the experience. For many
months to come he rued the day.
* * *

“We now introduce to you for the first
time,”’ said the announcer from Broad-
casting House, “the Orchestra of the Café
Colette in a programme of Continental
dance music.” This was the moment for
which Mr. Aimes had been waiting; a good
deal of publicity had been given by the
Press and the Radio Times to this mys-
terious new dance band. Of the twelve
men with whom Mr. Aimes had shared a
third-class smoker from Victoria this

“Such aMan of

evening, seven had announced their inten-
tion of tuning-in for it.

When it came, the orchestra of the Café
Colette fully lived up to his expectations.
He and Mrs. Aimes and Cynthia liked the
excitable broken English of the compére,
his shouts of ““Un, deux, allez-oop !”’, his
shy references to “Sir Reith,”’ the shouts
and enthusiasm of the band itself, the
““different” dance-rhythms with their gay
tempo, the romantic songs of Aranka von
Major, the wicked ““twinkle’’ in the voice
of Henri Leoni. By the end of the hour
even Albert had dropped his pose of bored
indifference.

“ My word,” said Mr. Aimes, when the

"band had given three cheers for
the ‘beautiful British audience’’ and its
signature tune had faded away, “ my word,
that’s something new and no error.”

“Very French!” agreed Cynthia.
wonder where it is. Paris, I suppose.”

It was at this point that Albert made
the mistake that he was to regret for many
months to come. ‘‘Of course, it’s in Paris 1"’
he chipped in, a little scornfully. ““Every-
one in Paris knows the Café Colette in
Montmartre, Near the Folies Bergere.”

“You’ve been there, Albert?’’ asked
Mrs. Aimes, respectfully.

“Dozens of times—in the old days,”
Albert replied. “Quite a gay spot. The
last time I was there I saw Anatole France
and Maurice Chevalier and—and-—well,
lots of people.”

9%}

* * *

“Oh, Albert, you are Jlucky!’ sighed
Cynthia. ‘I should like to go to Paris.”

“I must take you over one of these
days,” replied her fiancé, “and show you
round.”’

*Dear Albert!” murmured Mrs. Aimes
in bed that night. '“Such a man of the
world! So cosmopolitan, if you see
what I mean !”

Cynthia and Albert were married in the
autumn. They spent their honeymoon at
Ventnor—although, ever since the evening
of the first Café Colette broadcast, Cynthia
had been crazy to go to Paris.

lbert had discouraged the idea of a

French honeymoon. “Paris in the
Spring !”’ he had said, “that’s the time to
go. We must drop over then. The chest-
nut trees will be in flower, and you can
have a look at the new fashions.” It was
really remarkable, that worldliness of
Albert’s; when he talked of ‘‘dropping
over” to Paris, he made you forget that
he only had one Saturday morning in
three away from the office, and spoke of
Cynthia’s “having a look at the fashions *’
as though she could as easily buy her
dresses in the Rue de la Paix as in Oxford
Street, if she wanted to.

Nevertheless, his wife fretted a little
after Paris and, listening attentively each
time the Café Colette was on the air,
longed desperately for Spring to come.
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She even bought a French phrase-book
and practised,  Waiter, will you have the
kindness to bring some boiling water (cau
bouillante) and two clean towels (deux
servieltes propres).”

Had Cynthia but known it, Albert had
no intention whatsoever of taking her to
Paris. The truth was that those famous
visits of his to Paris in “the old days”
had been confined to a single week-end
trip with an uncle the year he left school.
Nevertheless, in spite of the fact that his
two days in Paris had been spent, not in
revelling with Anatole France and Maurice
Chevalier in Montmartre, but in tramping
round the Louvre,
the Luxembourg
and Napoleon’s
tomb, he would
have been quite
prepared to bluff
his way round the

life”’

“night
Cynthia, had it not been for a most disturb-
ing piece of news printed by a critic

with the simple-hearted

in the radio columns of an evening
newspaper.
* * *
“The B.B.C.,”” wrote the erudite

journalist, ‘“ has put over one of the cleverest
hoaxes of the day—the orchestra of the
Café Colette. Listeners all over the
country believed this to be a French
orchestra. However, I was in the studio
for their first broadcast, and I am able to
reveal that there is not a Frenchman in
the band—all the musicians are English-
men, recruited and trained by Walford
Hyden, the conductor of the famous
Magyar Orchestra and formerly musical




the World”

director to Anna Pavlova; the French
compére is a London actor of Italian
descent, Mr, Dino Galvani. The discovery
that there is no Café Colette and that its
‘ Continental ° atmosphere is a cleverly
managed piece of showmanship will not
lessen listeners’ enjoyment of the broad-
casts.” Thus was the mystery of the band
revealed.

The usually veracious critic was
wrong in one respect; the enjoyment
of at least one listener was seriously
impaired by this revelation—and the
name of that listener was Albert
Worsley. Albert saw the whole of
his carefully built-up reputation as a man
of the world endangered by the Variety
Director’s most successful leg-pull.

Following the first broadcast of the
orchestra, Cynthia had egged him on
to talk about ““ the old days " and, knowing
how it would impress her and her people
he bad described mad nights at the Café
Colette which would have made La Vie
Payisienne read like The Church Times.
He went to elaborate lengths to ensure
that the original paragraph was not seen
by the family and, since other newspapers
made a “story’ out of seeming to doubt
the “leg-pull” theory, he was not in much
danger of being found out—mnot, at any
rate, as long as he kept his wife away from

“ 'Cg.eowever,' one evening Cynthia

Ve -

am =

and Albert found them-

selves lisiening to a programme

by the Orchestra from the Café

Colette . . .

‘ Of course, il's in

be able to visit Paris this year
after all.

Paris |’ chipped in Albert scorn-

“Oh, but you promised!’

fully. * Near the Folies Bergere.

Cynthia said, tears of disappoint-

Paris. It was remark-
able—and still is—how
many people continued
to believe in the
genuineness of the Café
Colette.

As far as Albert was
concerned, the only
disturbing factor in the
situation was Cynthia.
She was romantic by
nature; she longed to
travel; she dreamed of
Paris—and ever since
July her dream had

evening spent with
Albert at the Café
Colette. Through the
short winter days she
thought continually of
the Spring, of buying the tickets at Cook’s,
of being photographed for her passport,
of practising her French on the porters at
Calais, of seeing the Arc de Triomphe and
the Eiffel Tower—of listening to the
orchestra at the Café Colette, up on the
romantic heights of Montmartre, while she
and Albert sipped absinthe, or whatever
one did sip.
L d * *

She was so possessed by this dream that
she didn’t even notice Albert’s irritation
when she referred to it. She was saving
on her housekeeping expenditure so that
they should.have plenty of money to spend;
she found herself grudging all sorts of
minor expenses—and was quite annoyed
when Albert insisted on her paying half a
crown for a ticket in a “Good Luck
Raffle.”

This obsession of Cynthia’s made it very
difficult, even for the urbane and superior
Albert, to tell her, as he did during the
first week in March, that they would not
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taken the form of an .

ment springing to her eyes.
“Y-you talked about the ch-chestnuts and
everything—and I w-wanted to go to the
Café Colette.”

“I know you did,”” thought Albert
secretly, ‘“but you’re darn’ well not going
to,” and aloud he said in a firm, kind,
businesslike voice, “ I'm sorry to disappoint
you, but it’s been a very expensive six
months, what with the furniture and
settling into the house, and I really can’t
run to it this time.”

* > *

For several days Cynthia was incon-
solable, but at the end of a week she no
longer cried every time she thought of the
Café Colette. As her father pointed out,
it must be just as disappointing for poor
Albert, not being able to go back to the
haunts of the ‘“old days.” Mrs. Aimes
said that she was sure that by the autumn
Albert would have managed to save enough
money to pay for the trip; he was ever so
go-ahead, really.

n the meantime Albert, much relieved to

have got the matter off his chest, was
secretly planning a fortnight at Ventnor
in August and continuing to pooh-poch
to his office colleagues the idea that the
orchestra of the Café Colette could be
anything but the band to which he himself
used to listen at the famous Café in the
“old days.” All went well until, returning
one evening to S.W.16, he found his wife
jumping excitedly about the door-step.

‘“Whatever is the- matter with you,
Cynthia?” he said.

* We've won !”” Cynthia gasped: “ We've
won, Albert !’

‘“Won what?”

“Tenth prize in the ‘' Good Luck
Raffle.’ Our ticket—fancy 1" 1

“Tenth prize; I don’t suppose that’s T
much 1" 5

“Oh, it is, Albert, it's the loveliest O.
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prize in the world. Look!"

She held out to him a copy
of the magazine in which the
results of the Raffle were an-
nounced—and Albert, follow-
ing her trembling finger, read
the following words :

Tenth Prize—Mr. and Mrs.
Albert Worsley,
“Derrydene,* Inkerman
Road, S.W.16.

A WEEK-END FOR Two IN
Paris.

* * *

Paris is known, particularly
in S.W.16, as “ The Gay City,”
its gaiety is said to be ' infec-
tious.” It would have been
impossible, however, to
imagine anything less gay than
Albert Worsley as the Calais
boat train steamed into the
Gare du Nord. This was at
eleven o'clock on Thursday
evening. The ““Good Luck”
ticket entitled Albert and
Cynthia to stay in Paris until
midday on Sunday. Sixty
hours during which to keep
Cynthia from remembering the
Café Colette ! It did not seem
possible.

By the time the Worsleys
reached their hotel in the Rue
Scribe, it was too late to do
anything but go to bed. They
were both tired. Cynthia had
never known Albert to be so
tired. Why, he hardly spoke
at all about the “old days!”

On the following morning,
after a breakfast of rolls and coffee, Albert
hurried his wife to the Louvre. They
passed several exhausting hours staring at
thousands of pictures, some of which
Cynthia described as being ‘' very rude.”
In spite of having to walk several miles
through the galleries, Albert enjoyed his
momning. He was on familiar ground and,
with memories of that previous visit with
his uncle, could chatter knowingly about
the pictures.

ynthia was impressed. This was the
man who had chosen her out of all
the women in the world—her Albert, who
talked about Botticelli and Rubens and
Velasquez as though they were old friends
of his. She was so impressed that she
clean forgot about the Café Colette. Albert
enjoyed his morning.

After lunch, they strolled in the Bois,
viewed the famous flowering chestnuts
which Cynthia considered '‘ever so nice,”
had tea at the Pavilion. In the evening
they saw the new revue at the Folies
Bergére, which Albert enjoyed in a nervous
way, though the effect on Cynthia of so
much disclosure, coming on top of the
“rude’”’ pictures in . the Louvre, was
subduing. When they came out of the
theatre, poor Cynthia was so subdued that
her husband was able to get her away to
bed without even so much as a mention
of the Café Colette.

* * *

Saturday dawned fair and bright. By
keeping his wife on the move from the
Thuilleries to the Invalides, from the
Invalides to the top of the Arc de Triomphe,

from the top of the Arc de Triomphe to
the Madeleine, Albert succeeded in diverting

her thoughts from the fatal subject. His
plan succeeded so well that by lunch-time
he had recovered his old spirits and, over
a carafe of vin rouge ordinaire began to
recall his Parisian career of long ago.

The blow fell at dinner, when Albert, now
as confidently the man of the world as ever,
asked, ‘‘ And what shall we do this evening,
dear?’” That was a mistake; ever since
Thursday he had been telling her what to
do.

Without a moment’s hesitation, Cynthia
replied, * We'll go to the Café Colette and
see that wonderful orchestra !’

lbert started and dropped his fork,
“It’s rather a long way,” he said,
thinking desperately. ‘‘ And you're tired.”’

“ Oh, I'm not tired, Albert.”

‘* Oh, but you must be, after our big day.”

‘“ Well, just a little,” she admitted,
sending his hopes soaring, only to dash
them to earth again with, * but not too
tired to see that wonderful café where you
used to go with Anatole France and all the
other famous people.”

Albert saw that her mind was made up
(Cynthia had a tiny strain of obstinacy in
her nature). He thought of Mr. and Mrs.
Aimes and a hundred other Café Colette
admirers in S.W.16, expecting to hear from
her lips the exciting description of this
mysterious café which represented in the
minds of a million British listeners the
bright and wicked night life of gay Paris,
Excusing himself, he left the table and,
hurrying into the foyer of the restaurant,
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”7n the evening they
saw a new revue,
which Albert enjoyed in
a nervous way, though
the effect on Cynthia . .
was subduing.”’

beckoned to the English-
speaking maitre d’hotel.

“Can you tell me,”’ he
asked, * where there is a café
with a loud orchestra?”

* A loud orchestra, m’sieu?
There is a very gay orchestra
at the Café Linette on the
Place Pigalle.”

* * *

It wasdark and raining when
the Worsleys’ taxi puiled up
outside the Café Linette and
-Albert managed to hurry
Cynthia into the lighted in-
terior before she could notice
the lighted sign which flashed
the name of the café across
Montmartre.

The Café Linette, to Albert’s
relief, looked as like the Café
Colette as anything he could
imagine. A small and noisy
band dispensed one-steps,
tangoes and javas with fervour,
if not with accuracy; the
clientele had a suitably
bohemian appearance; the
.patron every -now and then
encouraged the dancers in a
voice that was not too unlike
that of the Café Colette announcer.

““So this is the Café Colette!”
Cynthia esctatically.

““Yes,” replied Albert uncomfortably.
“ Y—yes.”

Cynthia’s enthusiasm became so vocal
that it attracted the attention of a bearded
Frenchman in an alpaca jacket who was
seated at an adjacent table. After watch-
ing the young couple for some time, he
came over to them and bowed politely.

said

‘s Forgive, please,”” he said, “ but I could

not avoid to hear your conversation.
I say to myself, this lady and gentleman
are English. They are also enthusiasts
for the TS.F.”

“T.S.F.?" Albert repeated.

* Telegraphie sans fil—the wireless.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Albert uncomfortably.
* That's right.”

The bearded one beamed. ‘I myself
am a listener, yes. At the next door to this
café I keep my wireless shop. Would you
and madame perhaps like to listen to the
English programme? "

Albert thanked him.
my dear?”

“I'd love to,”” said Cynthia. ‘' How
queer, though—listening to England from
abroad, instead of listening to abroad from
England 1"’

Albert paid the bill and the pair of them
followed the enthusiastic wireless mer-
chant. As they entered the shop, Albert
was glad to notice that Cynthia did not
glance back at the Café Linette. The noisy
blare of the orchestra, though, followed

(Turn to page 60)

' Whatdo you say,
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ritish broadcasting has
reached such a pitch of
efficiency that the average
listener is apt to regard the
service as a mighty machine
which, once set in motion, largely runs
itself with nothing more than the mere
guiding hand of a living personnel.

Nevertheless, as Raplo MAGAZINE is
constantly showing, there is a strikingly
human note behind every department of
the B.B.C.’s activities. This is the reason
for the almost unbelievable freshness which
inspires every new day’s programmes, des-
pite the remarks to the contrary of many
critics.

* > *

More important still is the little known
fact that there are a number of women who
work behind the scenes and render inval-
uable assistance in enhancing the human
touch in British broadcasting. For a
public corporation of its size and import-
ance, the B.B.C. pays a remarkably
generous tribute to the modern—and still
little practised—creed of sex equality.

That they work behind the veil of
anonymity which the B.B.C. insists on for
the executive staff is a fact that cannot be
generally understood in this era of ballyhoo.

mr s. Mary
Hamilton, the
only woman member
of the B.B.C.'s Board
of Governors, who
assists in the formu-
lation of Britain's
broadcasting policy.

But this well-
tried system of sub-
stituting an organi-
zation for the indi-
vidual makes for all-round efficiency and a
complete lack of jealousy. The result is
the B.B.C.—doyen of the world’s broad-
casting systems.

However, it is time that some credit
should be given to these radio women. . . .

E__Iow many play enthusiasts know that
the name in the programmes of M. H.
Allen hides the identity of a woman? Mis3
Allen is now an important producer at

Broadcasting House, and previously she

was associated with Denis Freeman in the
production of many of his tuneful shows,

She has been. with the B.B.C. for six
years, and in addition to her production
work she has been actively connected with
the organization of the broadcasts to
schools.

Another woman whose work consider-
ably enhances the programmes is Miss
Janet Beith, a brilliant young Scots-
woman who was appointed organizer
of the North Regional Children’s Hour
last January. She is a niece of Ian
Hay, and author of the novel * No Second
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Spring,” which won a f5,000 prize last
year.

Her appointment was made after Miss
O. B. Schill; until then organizer of the
Children’s Hour from Manchester, took up
a position in the talks and religious broad-
casts section.

But it is at Broadcasting House, London,

where one finds many women. They
are busy in almost every department of
the B.B.C. machine. Most important of
all is Mrs. Mary Agnes Hamilton, who has
been a B.B.C. governor since January, 1933.
She is peculiarly suited for her job. She
combines the keen conception of the
trained journalist with an intimate under-
standing of British broadcasting derived
from a period as Parliamentary Private
Secretary to a Postmaster General.

She has considerable practical knowledge
of listeners’ tastes from her numerous talks
before the microphone, the most important
of which were her book criticisms from
May, 1927—April, 1929.

In Broadcasting House are some 250
women on the staff, ranging from typists to
heads of departments. Perhaps the busiest
is Miss Freeman, who is the “ mother con-
fessor” to them all. Any of the women
members of the staff can take any problem
they like to her—whether it is to ask for a
rise. a holiday, or to discuss the pros and
cons of marriage.

For their benefit she runs a rest room
furnished with cretonne-covered easy
chairs, ‘blue carpets, and yellow walls.
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Pursuing duties rather similar to those of
Her

Miss Freeman is the B.B.C. nurse.
flock is still larger, for she
also has the male staff
and visiting artists under
her care. The number of
minor injuries, fainting
fits, and cases of sudden
illness which occur every
day of the week, can only
be realized after a day in
the nurse’s room. During
the periodical bouts of
influenza which inflict
themselves on this conntry
her work increases to high
pressure.

Broadcasting must con-
tinue. The whole build-
ing is saturated with dis-
infectant, free gargles are
provided for the artists,
and compulsory medicine
is doled out daily to every
member of the permanent
staff.

The name of Miss Minns

means nothing to the
average listener. It con-
veys a lot to radio

stars and embryo B.B.C.
musicians. She works in
the Music Department,




and listens to thousands of music auditions

, yearly. Violinists, pianists, saw players,
throat whistlers, and xylophonists all see
Miss Minns at some time on their way to
the B.B.C. microphone.

he has been with the B.B.C. since 1924,

and reached her present important
post through various office-jobs. Besides
the knowledge of music which she obviously
has, she has also to show considerable tact
in dealing with temperament and micro-
phone fright, and—after a successful
audition—to be capable of getting down to
business and arrange contracts, fees, and
dates.

The position held by Miss Minns is
very suitable for a woman, for it
requires tremendous tact and
patience—two factors which are
essentially within the feminine
province. There are many
radio  artists — whose
names . have  become
household words — who
are ever ready to speak
gratefully of the
woman who made
that first and never-
to - be - forgotten
audition a thing of

qaight : Miss Janet
Beith, novelist and
organizey of Norith
Regional’s  Children's
Hour. Below: The
“Radio Nurse” al
Broadcasting House.

pleasure instead of a dreaded
ordeal.

In the vaudeville section Jean
Melville — already familiar to
RaDIo MAGAZINE readers—per-
forms a similar duty. She hales
from Avstralia and is a brilliant
pianist. Ilers is the difficult job
of accompanying variety artists
in all those turns which require
music.

* * *

.Usually she has never seen
the music before and has never

heard the artist’s act. The success of the
audition depends largely on her, and no
artist can say that he has missed obtaining
an engagement through a poor backing
from the accompanist. More often, the
reverse is the case.

he stimulation and quiet assistance of
Miss Melville spell success instead of
failure at many an audition.

Two more women to whom the listening
public would be grateful if they all knew
about them are Mrs. Ella Fitzgerald and
Mrs. Lines. Mrs. Fitzgerald may be
remembered by older listeners, for she was
the organizer of the women’s hour which
used to be a daily feature of the pro-
grammes in the '20’s.
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<:ﬂbovz: Miss M. H. Allen,
the woman producer al
Byoadcasting House. She is
also responsible for some of
the byoadcasts lo schools pro-
grammes.

In addition to this fea-
ture she . .regularly took a
hand in the organization
of special features in the
children’s hour. Now she
is assistant editor of World
Hadio, and arranges the pub-
lication of the B.B.C. pro-
grammes for the benefit of tens
of thousands of listeners all over
the world.

* L] *
Mrs. Lines deserves the personal
thanks of every Rapio 'MAGAZINE
reader, for it is.she who is in charge of
the B.B.C. photographic library. Almost
every photograph of scenes within the
B.B.C. buildings and of B.B.C. personalities

appearing in our pages are supplied by her.

ast of all, there is just one more woman
who deserves to be singled out. The
reason is the mass of flowers one sees in
almost every room at Broadcasting House .

Summer and winter there are great
clusters of them harmonizing -with the
varying decorative schemes of the studios.

It would be a difficult—even impossible
—task to find any great building in Lon-
don where flowers form such an important
feature of its appearace.

It is amazing, too, that one never finds a
drooping blossom anywhere. Due to some
magic of the B.B.C. florist, Mrs. Webb
Smith, she contrives that nature shall
flourish .in the synthetically aerated, win-
dowless studios of Broadcasting House.



t's spring and so the

young man’s fancy

lightly turns to thoughts

of love — Pat O’Malley

being the young man in
question. Pat, who has been
Jack Hylton’s vocalist for
several years, has just become
engaged to Miss M. Mullen,
a beautiful girl who is also
a musician.

Pat, who is still on the
sunny side of thirty, blankly
refuses to tell me the day of
the wedding chimes. 1 hope
that there will be more
news about the date next
month.

Above is Mary Hamlin,
former leader of the
Wireless Singers, who is
now working as a soloist.
Below is EdwardO'Henry,
the cinemo organist, and
the third picture shows
the Hetty B8olton Trio,
which has broadcast in
Europe as welf as here.

dward O’Henry was once a store
boy in a mineral water factory.
Now he can afford to use his own
shamrock-stamped notepaper. He has
a strange hobby—kite-flying. His other
pastimes are tennis, travelling, and
playing every kind of organ he can find:

o ad

ave just had a note from

Cavan O’Connor who is now

in Barcelona, studying and
singing both on the air and the operatic
stage. He tells me that he is spend-
ing three happy months among moun-
tains and pinewoods in a house that
has a fine view of Montserrat. Cavan
is studying with Saberter, one of the
greatest opera coaches in the world
and also the director of the Lucio
Theatre there.

o ad
ary Hamlin, who was for
four years with the

Wireless Singers and
now is a solo artiste, has the blood
of Welsh princes in her veins. She
is descended from the Welsh
princes of Powys. This didn’t
stop her from singing when she
was five years old !

o O

he constitution of the
@ Northern Studio Orches-
tra is different from that

of all the other Regional station
orchestras in that it contains
two brass instrumentalists,
French horn and trombone,
and has only one wood wind
player. The members are
nearly all old Hallé players,
and that they are all skilled
musicians was demonstrated
recently when the members
presented a delightful pro-
gramme of solo items. The
leader is John Bridge, for-
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merly leader of the Halle, and other
members are Don Hyden (second violin),
Frank Park (viola), Clyde Twelvetrees
(‘cello), Alfred Stott (double bass),
Pat Ryan (clarinet), Otto Paersch
(French horn), Sam Holt (trombone),
and Charles Kelly (pianist).

g O

n a certain isolated quarter there has
been a series of inexplicable attacks
on Hermione Gingold, the popular

broadcaster. The incessant assertion
has been that as her husband is Eric
Maschwitz, the variety chief, Miss
Gingold has had preferential treatment
in the way of microphone engagements.
As this magazine is known as ‘‘the
artists’ friend,” it is only dutiful to
state that during the year previous to

Lavesdropping

Mr. Maschwitz being appointed Variety
Chief, Hermione Gingold had eighteen
broadcasting engagements; during the
year since he was appointed she has
had thirteen—which is.a quaint form
of *‘preferential treatment” for a very
competent artiste in her own right.

a o

arry Hopewell, *“ Uncle Harry "’
g—eof the Northern Children’s

Hour, has played a very active
part in Northern broadcasting, and his
undoubted versatility as a singer has
led to his appearance in more varied
types of programme than almost any
other provincial artist. He began when
the Manchester studios and transmitting
gear were housed in an old warehouse in
Dickenson Street, Manchester, where he
frequently stood in the midst of a big
orchestra, and faced a hanging micro-
phone in his shirt sleeves, without any
collar, in an effort to keep cool in the
crowded studio.

He has a repertoire of over three
thousand songs, and has sung in grand
and light opera, and in programmes
devoted to leider, folk and traditional
songs, old ballads and modern songs.
In the early days of broadcasting he
was what was known then as a ** touring
artist,” being sent by the Savoy Hill
big-wigs on numerous occasions to all
the B.B.C.’s principal stations.

o g

ADIO MAGAZINE has readers
all over the world, and one
writes from Cleveland, Obhio,
U.S.A., to tell of the thrill she

had in listening to a broadcast ““ Prom”
concert. Our correspondent writes :
“You will know Sir Henry Wood
is a favourite here, and it was a joy to
hear his voice when he conducted a
symphony concert in New York recently.
His programme was “different,” and
met with tumultuous applause. An
introductory personal note by _Sir



Henry when broadcasting irom London
would be appreciated here.”

I pass the hint over to Sir Henry
‘Wood—listeners abroad want to hear
your voice, Sir Henry !

o 0O

he other day a veteran star of
CE the music halls, making his first
broadcast from St. George’s Hall,
had the misfortune to “‘dry up.’” This
experience is more coOmmon among
broadcasters than you would think; it
is a form of “microphone fright’’ which
causes the muscles of the throat to con-
tract. For a moment the broadcaster
almost chokes.
On this occasion Kneale Kelly, who
was directing the orchestra, realized
instantly what had happened, and the

in Studioland

comedian owes his radio salvation to
Kneale. At the end of every verse of
his song the comedian developed that
nasty catch in the throat, and each
time Kneale covered the hitch by his
skilful conducting of the orchestra.
Broadcasting is full of these studio
emergencies of which the listener knows
nothing.

o 0O

ne night an announ-
@ cer was busy with
a concert when
somebody rang up and
insisted on speaking to him. The
B.B.C. telephonist pointed out that the
announcer was engaged in the studio.
The unknown person replied that he
must speak to the announcer immedi-
ately. He was switched through to him.
“Please,” said the unknown voice,
“I missed the news, and I want to know
the winner of the 5.30. Can you tell
me?’" Then the announcer made some
‘“emergency "’ remarks !

o a

he first instrumental concert ever

broadcast from one of the pro-

vincial studios- was a catas-
trophe. A peculiar and annoying reson-
ance was heard every time the ‘cello
played.

Earlier test transmissions. had
revealed no fault in the studio and the
cause of the jarring noise was a mystery.
One of the engineers gave it a lot of
thought, and next morning studio
officials were amazed to see him enter-
ing the studio with a heap of sacking
under his arm. He solemnly wrapped
this round the hot water pipes in the
studio.

A ‘cello was obtained and a new test
carried out. The resonance had dis-
appeared. The pipes (which had been
installed after the studio tests) were
in resonance with certain ’‘cello notes.

by . . . .
Man o the Mike

-engagements is that of Will Hurst,

RO

dilemma which would make the

% most hard-boiled announcer
wince was once the lot of

Leslie Baily, the radio dramatist.
He was taking an active part in a
programme in the Leeds studio,

standing at the microphone
with his back to the orchestra.
“ And now,"” he said, giving
a pre-arranged cue, ‘‘the
orchestra will play three
dances from Henry VIII by
Edward German.” Mr. Baily
turned round and saw to his
horror that the orchestra had
vanished ! Quickly he
decided to take listeners into
his confidence, and, joking
about what had actually
happened, managed to

_Rose  Hignell (above)
comes from Bristol, and
has understudied Evelyn
Laye. The centre pic-
ture is of Will Hurst,
popular North Regional '
0.8. dance band conduc-
tor, and below are the
Southern Sisters. Betty
Havell, on the right, was

married last December,

“gag’ until the musicians appeared—
smacking their lips !

a 0O
ose Hignell, who is becoming a
popular singer on the air, is the
daughter of a tramways inspec-
tor in Bristol. When she was
on the stage she received
a valuable turquoise and
diamond pendant from
an unknown admirer. It
was handed in at the
stage door.

O O

orth Regional has several
very popular dance bands
on its broadcasting list, and
one which gets fairly regular

which plays regularly in the Palace
Ballroom, Blackpool. Will Hurst,
the conductor, was something of a
musical prodigy, for he was only
seven years of age when he made

his first public appearance as a

violinist. = He was only eight

when he first joined a provincial

orchestra.

Four years in the army inter-
fered with his musical training, but
in 1920 he came into the lime-
light again, graduating from
musical directorships in Ashton-
under-Lyne, and the Ice Palace,
Manchester, to the Winter Gar-
dens, Blackpool. He took up
his present engagement in 1923,
and his was the first band to
broadcast from Blackpool.

o 0O

es Allen tells me that

t he hopes to go to

Canada and visit his

parents after the Radio Show.

It will be a well-deserved
holiday.
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ast summer was the finest and
sunniest for a decade. Broad-
casting had a hard fight to keep
its end up in the face of the
attractions of outdoor sports
and recreations. It needed something
sensational to bring the programmes into
the newspaper headlines.

The sensation arrived in July, when the
B.B.C. announced ‘‘the special engage-
ment of the famous continental combina-
tion, none other than the well known
orchestra from the Café Colette.”

The public, mystified by the brief
announcement, took their portable radio
sets out with them that evening and
switched them on just to hear what the
orchestra sounded like—and stopped to
listen.

Next morning some newspapers praised
the programmes to the heights, while
others—putting patriotism before art—
vigorously decried the B.B.C. for engaging
foreign musicians for its programmes in
view of the unemployment at home.

The B.B.C. refused to be drawn. Nota
word was said of the exact origin of the
orchestra from the Café Colette, although
experienced continental travellers were
quite certain that no such café existed in
any of the big towns of Europe.

And now here is the real truth about this
orchestra, from the man who created it.
His name is Walford Hyden, formerly
conductor for Anna.Pavlova.

“From my experiences at all kinds of
concerts which I have conducted, I
obtained the idea that real continental
dance music would please English people,”
he says. “I refused even to think of
playing Anglicized tangos and the other
so-called continental rhythms which usually
pass for the real thing in this country.
"“The B.B.C. were delighted with the
idea. I therefore got busy seclecting the
right type of musician. Each one of
them was English. They all entered into

MYSTERY o/
the \\CAFE”
COLETTE
REVEALED
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On the left is the
orchestra from
the Café Colette
rehearsing under the
baton of the shirt-
sleeved  conductor,
Walford Hyden,
while other ‘‘Cafe
artists” — Aranka
von Major (sitting
in foreground),
Phyllis Stanley
(standing) and

Henri Leoni (in
front of Walford
Hyden)—can also be
seen.  Below s

Dino Galvani, who
1S announcer-com-
pére in the orches-
tra’s  programmes.

the spirit of the idea with enthusiasm.

1 realized that the public would not be
so intrigued with the idea if they knew that
their own countrymen were playing in the
orchestra as they would by the glamour of a
‘real’ continental combination, so I kept
the whole thing anonymous.

‘1 nd now for another secret. Those

breezy continental announcements
by Dino Galvani are written by none other
than Eric Maschwitz, the B.B.C. variety
chief. Galvani is, of course, Italian, and
the only non-English member of the entire
company.

““As we had been billed in such a man-
ner as to suggest that we were the real
thing, it was obvious that imitation would
not be good enough. Before that first
brief broadcast we therefore had fourteen
rehearsals.

“It was entirely new ground for the
orchestra. The music I had collected
myself at various times while I was abroad
on my numerous tours. Each item had to
be entirely difierently played. Even in
similar types of music the tempo may vary
in different parts of the world.

‘“Nowadays our experience makes this
side of the work much easier, of course.
And our reputation is such that we now
have no difficulty in obtaining manuscripts
of music from any part of Europe.

““The reason is the simple one that we
are just as well known with European
listeners as we are to those in Britain.
Manuscripts arrive spontaneously from
continental music lovers who would rather
hear a British band play the native music
than the local café orchestra.”

Mr. Hyden is too modest about the
European fame of his orchestra. The
truth 1s that newspapers from Barcelona
to Vienna, from Paris to Budapest have
argued fiercely as to the nationality of the
orchestra, each country rivalling the other
in the claim for ownership.

The truth is still unknown to them-—
and if they heard it they would not believe
it—for * the English are so cold-blooded !’






LT BIDE

verybody thinks that this Guy
| Garry Allighan is a clever
editor, but they can’'t get that
sort of thing past me. Just
because he has produced a

magazine that keeps the bookstall managers

busy repeating, “*Sorry, m'm, we're sold
right out,” and he’s got half the popula-
tion (twenty-four million, excluding
myself) as regular readers, it is
assumed that RAp1o MAGAZINE is

a fine journal and simply can-

not be improved in any way.

1 disagree; in fact, I
disagree so heartily
that, right here and
now, I have de-
cided to edit
what I con-
sider Rab1o
Macga-
ZINE
should
be.

It's a
bit revo- f iy
lutionary
—like all 'r "
great ideas.

I admit that,
following in

Shakespeare’s footsteps, I have
decided to utilize somebody else’s
idea as the basis to work on. You
know those ‘ programme maga-
zines’’ that they give you when
you go to a theatre? Well, there’s
the source of my idea. .

You know the sort of thing I
mean : full of all those nicey
spicey bits about the stars with
which we beguile the weary hours
we - sit perched behind a pillar
seventeen rows back in the gal-
lery, waiting for the bar to open
and the curtain to go down.

It tells us all the things we
don’t want to know—or do we?
The stars’ birthplaces, birth-
stones, and birthmarks; chitter-
chatter for the chaps and giggle-
gaggles for the girls; ‘‘confes-
sions”’ by matinee idols; “what I
like,” by This, and “ what I hate,”’
by That; and so on, and so on.

MEET THE EXPERIMENTAL EDITOR

There are various makes of pianofortes,
each with special advantages; for instance,
hymns should always be played on a Chap-
pell, very dull songs on a Bord, while for
rugger dinners there is nothing to beat a
Collard and Collard.

Though these instruments do not play a
higher note than G, on a certain ‘French
piano it is possible to Pleyal. (Fie /)

&3

With that as my pattern, I
hereby proceed to introduce myself as the
new editor of Rapio MacGaziNg, and to
blazes with Garry Allighan !

I confidently expect that the big shots in
Fleet Street will see this and want to meet
me with a contract. I am always available
cfo Dartmoor, except on early closing day,
which is Thursday.

I should like to say that there is a bit of
dirty work somewhere. In fact, to put it
bluntly, there is a conspiracy. Instead of
getting the whole six penn’orth of the
paper to blazon forth my talents, I have
been cut down to a miserable two pages.

Still, genius will out, and these two pages
are enough for any intelligent person to see
the sort of editor I'd make.

MAINLY ABOUT
PIANOFORTES

(Dedicated to Doris Arnold and Harry
Pepper)

he word pianoforte is derived from
piano, soft, and forte, loud (which is
absurd), while the grands, semi and baby,
are exactly the same, only morceau. (Tut /)

Two Classes
Pianos can be divided into
two classes : piarnos and
pianners. The first is
the aristocrat of the
music world and is
always highly
strung-—over-
» strung, in
\ \ fact.
% It has far
\ 1 more
' ham-
mers
y than a
plum-
ber and
more
wires
than a
bookmaker’s
office. The reason for its
shape is lost in the dim past
of history. It is a coffin-
shaped affair with an arbour
scooped out of the side, into
which the unsuspecting vocal-
ist smuggles, only to receive
a kidney punch from the
corner of the lid bang in the
middle of a chanson.

Two foot controls are pro-
vided and are fitted at the
bottom of a thing that is
evidently a cross between a
lyre and an American dollar.

To play the machine is
simplicity itself. Simply push
down the black and white
things that are grinning up
at you. Immediately this is
done, a noise results.

Practice to obtain the cor-
rect noises should be carried
out under special conditions.
Removal to a remote desert
island for a period of not less
than five years will usually

please neighbours and relatives of the

embryo pianist.

Legal Affairs

’] “he pianner, which is now considered a
lethal weapon and should be registered

under the Income Tax Acts, Schedule D,

still continues to lead an upright life. It is

difficult to imagine a more useful piece of

furniture.

* * L g
Not only will it silence the neighbours,
remove blight from roses and kill beetles,
rats and mice, but the top will support a
bunch.of wax flowers under glass, a pile of

* LEONARD HENRY TRIES TC




library books, father's pipe-cleaners, a
present from Southend, and a daguerreo-
type of Aunt Tabbitha, while there is still
room in the interior for hat-pins, cigarette
ends, hairpins, old glass eyes, and half-bitten
chocolates that turned out to be soft ones.

In these days of wireless all pianners
should be placed on casters to prevent
earthing.

WOMEN
La Constanduros Chatters About Them

unched with Gogo Giglamps at the
Fritz yesterday. A wonderful woman,
my dears. Think of it—still in the front
row of the Gaiety chorus and Pepys men-

What would you do if you had the oppor-
tunity to make London brighter ?

Form a spit and polish brigade, recruils
supplying-own materials.

What is your ideal occupation when you
are.on holiday ?
Tiddler snaring.

Which is your favourite restaurant?
Any post office with vanilla-flavoured pen-
holders.

Which is your favourite dish ?
Dishabille.

On what occasion do you feel at your worst ?
Wearing squeaky boots in church.

On what occasion do you feel at your best ?

tioned her in his
Diary.

Has had her face
lifted to such a
height that she has
to stand on a chair
to remove her den-
tures.

Clever, what?

* * L]

You really must
get one of Yvonne's
new jumpers, my
dears. Almost too
‘scruciatingly posh
to wear really.

A warning

though. Always
have them dry-
cleaned, otherwise

the waist-line, in-
stead of acting as a
choker, will trip the

wearer up.
L4 * L4
Called on a six- Mabel
teen stone chum of Constanduros
mine and, really, my
poppets, there’s nothing of her. Told me

her great scheme for shedding the super-
fluous. :

Stands on the escalator at Baker Street
tube station till the stairs turn into a floor,
goes right under the scraper-off thing, and
comes out the other end. Ingenious, isn't
it? Tells me that after one or two applica-
, tions her clothes simply fei! off her.

THEATRICAL

Dirvectly they open.

RSO

becoming a Double 'Glue at Shove-Half-
penny, a Double Six at Ludo, also a Treble
in the 2.30 and the village choir, which made
his heart rejoice.

Reduced at last to the stern necessity of
eating his act, he did so, and the sheer grit
in the man laid the foundations of his
present huge fortune.

LEONARD HENRY

(The Flower of the English Stage. How
He Became Self-raising)

his well-known comedian first saw light

on February 31, ten-sixty-six-seven-

eights (which, it will be remembered, was a

Friday), at the village of Double Magnum

Parva, in the coun-

What s your opinion of
bridge ?

It is very useful for standing
on at midnight.

What is your pet aversion 2
Manicuring silk-worms.

WHO'S Z0O
No. 9.—Ernest Longstaffe

%irthplace: Next Tuesday.
l irthday : February 31.

Career : Ernest Aloysius
Tinklepippin Longstaffe was
originally known as the black
sheep of the family and, as
such, was educated for the
Baa.

His famous father, Coo-Coo
Catsup Longstaffe will be
remembered as the first scien-
tist to isolate the Jumper-
woolicus Bacillus, eventually
dying of a broken heart
through trying to fit identi-
fication discs on the little cocci.

The scene of the son’s first studio was
Mother Seigels’ Academy, where he took a
Greats in Appetite, .a Smalls in Winter
Woollens, and a Medium in Spiritualism,
besides being horribly mentioned for Put-
ting the Weight, Swinging the Lead, and
Pushing the Boat Out.

L4

L4 L 4
He speedily delighted everyone by

of Weakersex.

The child, who
was extraordinarily
young when born,
was accompanied by
a brother, who, after
one glance at his
companion, snatched
up a saxophone his
father had been re-
stringing and blew
himself to pieces.

It was indeed a
terrible blow, not
only to his parents,
but to the youngster,
who was carried
completely away
with it.

It is from here,
dear reader, that our
jolly waterman fal-
ters and fails . to
function over our
hero’s harrowing ex-
periences.

How the little lad,
with only half a shirt to his back (the other
half was in front), both boots soled, and not
a crumb to eat except at meal times, split
his last infinitive with a starving trouser
stretcher he met begging his door from
crust to crust; how he swopped his three-
cornered Cape of Good Hope for a piece of
eraser, rubbed himself out and began again
—all this would take too long to tell.

Being now thoroughly grounded (often

on the rocks, in fact), it was not

Ernest
Longstaffe

CONFESSIONS

No. 211,.—Mr. Tommy
Handley
tza)hich is your favourite play?
High, with low people.
What is the very earliest recol-
lection you still have ?
That old-fashioned mother of
mine.
Which is your favourite sport ?
International bumble puppy.
What is your favourite hobby ?
Counting confettsi.

he

evity -

Has

No. 99.—Miss Olive

. Miss Olive Groves
indicates extreme long-

coupled with immense
warbility of the glottis.

thirst for music, princi-
pally on the ‘‘higher
system.

STUDIO HANDWRITING

Delineated by Quacko

skill
wonderfully

Groves.

handwriting of

of the ingly

ner.

larynx,

an unquenchable

of the uvula.

Has great culinary
and possesses a
X3 sharp "
range, which she uses in
her *‘flat ’’ in a charm-
‘¢ natural *’

Can track a diminished
'seventh to its lair and
transform it into an aug-
mented eight by a flick

long before he boarded the
struts of a portable theatre and,
in turn, strutted the boards, his
first play being Aladdin and His
Lamp, in which he made an
instantaneous success as the
wick, getting oiled twice nightly.
Since then he has never
loocked back, except to say
“Hoy!” to the hoi polloi. In
his later experiences he played
his first leading part (the front
legs of the pantomime donkey).
Some time afterwards he was
given the Order of the Bath and
was elevated to the Beerage.

man-

EDIT HIS OWN "RADIO MAGAZINE
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ood night, every-
body. Good

B WHO
night.”” The words
that millions of

lonely people

regard as a personal message
to them. The words that
spell the end of another day’s
programmes.

Who are the men who
make this the most famous
announcement in radio?

First and foremost comes
the chief announcer. His
name is Stuart Hibberd,
senior in work and years of all the other
announcers. His ‘“Good night’’ set the
fashion which all the other announcers
now successfully copy.

He is an example of how the necessity
always finds the man, and the man
can always find the opportunity. It
would be difficult to imagine Stuart
Hibberd ‘as anything but an
announcer. It is so obviously
his métier in life to- broadcast
announcements.

e was educated at Cam-
bridge where he was both

a distinguished scholar and a
fine Rugby footballer. During
the war he was an officer in the
Indian Army—a period in his life
which has stood him in good stead
at Broadcasting House, for names
in Hindustani and other Indian
dialects hold no terrors for Stuart
Hibberd.

A very tall man—next to Director-
General Sir John Reith he must be the
tallest man in the B.B.C. His fair hair
is slightly greying now. Just possibly the
innumerable worries of an announcer’s
existence may have something to do with
that—but it is to be doubted.

* * *

Lost talks manuscripts, failing lights,
‘“ technical hitches,”” temperamental
artists, artists who fail to turn up, and
even speakers who rebel at the mike,
never upset the man who has to tell the
listening public that the programme has
been held up. His calm, dignified voice
comes through reassuringly, rather like a
doctor to a timid patient.

Although Stuart Hibberd is a highly
important—and outwardly emotionless—
official at Broadcasting House he is a very
human man in private life. He is not too
proud to do the family shopping. In fact
he has been known to do some on the way
to work, and to leave the Sunday joint in
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the announcer’s room, while he read the
first news bulletin on Saturday !

s second to Stuart Hibberd at the

London headquarters is Frederick
Grisewood. Finishing his education at
Magdalen College, Oxford, he intended to
become a singer. His musical and
artistic abilities constitute the reason
why he still does a_ considerable amount
of work on the productions side of
broadcasting even though announcing
takes up so much of his time. Some-
times, too, he has appeared in vaudeville
shows. The Oxfordshire dialect turn
given by “Our Bill” from time to time
is one of his efforts; in fact he is'quite a
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[lere are the two senior
announcers. Above is

Stuart Hibberd, whose
silken tones whisper a bed-time
farewell every night. On the
left is Freddie Grisewood,
vocalist and linguist, the man
who can even make the Fat
Stock prices sound romantic.

linguist and can pass any test in
five languages.

he perfection of his voice for announc-

ing, and the continual demand for it, is
the chief reason -why his talent as a singer
remains unknown to the listening public.
Nevertheless he could quite easily gain a
reputation as a golden voiced vocalist as
he has as a golden voiced announcer.

As regards his personal appearance and
private life he is tall, dark, and clean
shaven. He is married and has one
daughter of whom he is inordinately fond.
She is being taught to be a thorough little
sportswoman.

The reason for that is not far to seek.
Freddie Grisewood is an all-round athlete
—golf, tennis, hockey, squash racquets,
shooting, fishing can all be classed amongst
his recreations.

Lastly, strange as it may seem for an
announcer, he has a completely
unquenchable sense of humour TURN TO
which reveals itself at every PAGE 53
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arie  Wilson is

leader of Section
E of the B.B.C. Orches-
tra and a violinist of
virtuoso standing.
Started studying at the
Royal College at the age
of fifiteen and entered
Queen’s Hall Orchestra
in 1922, playing there
for three years. Made
her first broadcast nine

years ago.

he B.B.C. scoured
the whole of Great
Britain before they found that brilliant
collection of orchestral players who now
comprise the B.B.C. Orchestra. Thousands
applied, one hundred and twenty were
selected ; these realizing the dream
of a conductor’s heart as being,
every man and woman, the :
best in his or her particular A I
department.
Further, the con-
ductor’s nightmare,
the deputy, the
player who turned
up to the perfor-
mance but nof to
the rehearsals, was
entirely eliminated.
Players signed a
contract for a year
atanexcellentsalary,
and the B.B.C., from
that moment, took
entire possession of
their services. That,
of course, was right
and proper, and the
only way in which
a body of 120 players
can merge and fuse
until they are work-

ARTHUR CATTERALL
Leader and solo violinist of
the B.B.C. Symphony Orches-
tra. Professor of the Royal
Academy of Music.
associated with the Halle
orchestra as leader for many
years.

ing 'in perfect harmony as one man.
* * *

To realize conditions in English orches-
tras before the advent of the B.B.C., here
is a story, old in the profession, but
possibly new to you. A distinguished
foreign conductor, infuriated by a suc-
cession of deputies at rehearsals, turned to
the third horn and said, in biting tones:
I am delighted to see, gentlemen, that
the person of Mr. X, our third

horn, has remained unchanged
during rehearsals.” ‘Your
pardon, Herr Doctor,”’ said
Mr. X, “I'm afraid my
deputy will be play-
ing at the perfor-
mance !”

“he B.B.C.is the

. first organisa-
tion in England that
has had the money
to support an
orchestra of this size
and quality on a
regular contract
basis ; the first, there-
fore, to be in a
position to stamp
out the evil of the
deputy player. Dr.
Boult, who has
guided the destinies
of the B.B.C.
orchestra since its

Was
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formation, has been firm on this point.
His policy, with the full support of the
B.B.C. behind him, has been that, paying
the piper as they do, they have a right to
call the tune. And they pay the piper to
some considerable effect.

* * *

At a very conservative estimate the
B.B.C. Orchestra costs the B.B.C. well over
£100,000 a year in salaries. Rank-and-file
players receive £11 a week, principals more
and leaders more still.

In return for this the B.B.C. ask for
a working week of thirty-six hours. This
is hard work but not too hard. Each
player has one day a week entirely free,
and the B.B.C. stipulate that it should be
kept free, for rest, relaxation, exercise,
private practice, sleep; anything, in fact,
that will fit him and keep him fit for the
next week’s work. What is notf
allowed is for this free day to be

used ‘in fulfilling other
engagements, and a very
wise rule it is, although
occasional exceptions
are permitted.
It falls to the lot
of Mr. Richard
Pratt, the

official B.B.C. Orchestral Manager, to
decide on these exceptions; to grant or
withhold permission for a player to accept
an engagement outside ordinary B.B.C.
work. I know Richard well, and I know
that when he does make an unpopular
decision it is, in nine cases out of ten, made
in regard to the player’s health and not in
the interests of red tape.

“She players all receive a month'’s holiday
on full pay, although naturally not all
at the .same time. Here again Richard
Pratt has to exercise the wisdom of
Solomon in deciding who shall go away,
and when. Every player has to have his
or her holiday before the Prom. season
begins in August, and every player, being
only human, wants.to get away in June
or July, when there’s a reasonable chance
of some sun (and so would most people
who worked in artificial air and light for
the major part of the year).
* * *

Richard’s difficulty is that some portion
of the orchestra has to be at Broadcasting
House during these months for pro-
grammes, and so they, poor things, have
to pack their bags and sally forth in the
doubtful sunshine of early May. The trials
of an orchestral manager are manifold !

After the Proms. are over, every player
has four days’ clear rest, and they
need it! Imagine, if you can, playing
a concert every night for eight weeks, with



a three-hour rehearsal every morning in the
hottest time of the year. No wonder, last
year, the B.B.C. relaxed and allowed the
players to perform in soft shirts.

Illness in the orchestra is rare, and if it
does crop up, players are allowed time off
until they are fit again, also on full pay.
Conditions such as these have never existed
for orchestral players in all the musical
history of England before, and it is small
wonder that the B.B.C. Orchestra has
become the Mecca of British musicians.

L 4 * L 4

Amongst those who are fortunate enough

to be members an occasional doubt crops
up in the mind and that is where is all
this leading me—are not my chances of
becoming a soloist growing more and more
remote? To balance there is the con-
viction : I have an assured job—I am well
paid and I work under reasonable con-
ditions. And a bird in the hand, be it
a humble sparrow twittering in the second
violins, is worth two in that prickly and
dubious bush of stardom.

So you will find that in the ranks of the
B.B.C. orchestra are names that have, in
the past, made reputations on the solo
platform and who could, were they so
inclined, 'make such reputations in the
future.

Meanwhile, to revert to my original
subject, what is the result of the
no-deputy system on the B.B.C. orchestra?

thinkable to see anybody else standing in
the conductor’s rostrum. From August
to the middle of September the B.B.C.
Orchestra, with the exception of a small
section of players who do the studio con-
certs, belongs to him.

On the opposite. page is a picture of
Arthur Catterall, the leader. Some people
seem a little vague as to what exactly is
meant by a leader, and so I hope I may be
forgiven if I enter into a somewhat
obvious explanation.

The leader of an orchestra is always a
violinist. ~He invariably sits on the
extreme left of the conductor, on the
outside of the first desk of the first violins.
His job is to form a link between the con-
ductor and the rest of the orchestra in
matters concerning discipline, small details
of bowing, phrasing, and so on. He is
responsible for seeing that the conductor
is kept from as many small worries as
possible.

e is also, by virtue of
his position, the

finest fiddler in the

orchestra. Occasionally
in orchestral works
a short passage has
to be played by one
violin alone. It is
always the leader
who plays it. When
I tell you that

TRA WORKS”

Briefly, it has built a unified orchestra,
where each man knows the . failings,
limitations and capabilities of those around
him ; this is the first consideration of good
orchestral playing.

I will not say it has built the finest
orchestra in the world, because it hasn’t;
it is too young and new. Bu¢, given time,
there is every possibility that this
orchestra will soon be entering the
lists ‘with the Berlin and Boston
symphony orchestras—and beat-
ing them to it !

L 2 L 4 L 4

The orchestra works under
the permanent conductorship
of Dr. Adrian Boult, the
B.B.C. Director of Music.
Other stafi conductors handle
the various sections from time
to time, for studio concerts.
These are Mr. Leslie Wood-
gate, Edward Clark, Almyer
Buesset, Joseph Lewis, and
B. Walton O'Donnell. But to
Dr. Boult falls the responsi-
bility -of the public concerts.
There are, of course, exceptions
to this rule.

During the Promenade con-
cert season, Sir Henry Wood
takes charge. This is only
right and proper. Sir Henry
and the Proms. have been
associated for so many years
now that it would seem un-

Lawurence Turner is the
Section D sub-
principal first violin of
the B.B.C. Symphony
Orchestra.

Arthur Catterall is one of the highest paid
men in the B.B.C. you will understand the
importance of his position. The able way
in which he fills it is obvious to anyone
who has watched him at work.

His deputy head-men are Laurence
Turner, who leads Section E, and Marie
Wilson, the leader of Section D. Both
are under thirty, both stand high in their
profession, and after them come a host of
other talented musicians.

It is no exaggeration to say that, in the
formation of the B.B.C. Orchestra, the
B.B.C. have performed a very fine public
duty : one that will rank high among their
achievements.

> * L 4

That the Orchestra is now rapidly
gaining an international reputation is
indicated from its known popularity with
‘continental listeners., There is also other
evidence of its growing fame.

Distinguished conductors such as Sir
Landon Ronald, Koussevitsky,
Bruno Walter, Sir Thomas

Beecham, and others
have on occasion
accepted the B.B.C’s
invitation to con-
ducttheorchestra.
Such events are
giving Britain an
undreamed-of
position of
musical prestige.

HECTOR
HAMILTON

A product of Yorkshive,
studied in Huddersfield ;
led Yorkshire String Quar-

tet for six years. Is a

Professor of the Royal
Manchester College of.
Music.
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Should a Chess Combat
be broadcast?

30 HAW;

"SOME EXCLUSIVE SCOOPINGS'

l

' are in the receipt of the as
follows communiqué from an
Hon. admirer as thusly : ““Sir,
—1I regard you to be not any
better as a 100 per cent.
punkster of the 1-st water, who, more
likely as not, are non-able to successfully
distinguish between a wireless radio and a
coffee-grinder. Because of having pur-
sued your so reliableless informations and
hintings in No. 2 of Hon. RADio MAGAZINE,
I have achieved to entirely imbust my
40 h.p. internal-combustion all-mains set,
which I shall now have to pay per 5s. od.
weekly for without receiving in lieu any
musics out of it or other audible assets. I
shall report you to Hon. B.B.C. as a
competantless nincompop and also suit

you for damages.”

I imbeg to inform the abovely feeble-
brained and Y-witted knobs-twister that
I are an entirely non-B.B.C. person and do
not impurse a 1d. from them. Actions for
damages should be addressed to Hon.
Editor of this magazine who, I do not hesi-
tate to doubt, will give them his best
quality attention.

are an enormously busy person and
cannot waste my so valuable time read-
ing the educationless effusings of such
tgnorami as the abovely quoted pifflester.
I are given to inform that Hon. B.B.C.
are contemplating to perform some very
novel and entertaining features before not
so very long. ‘“Among these are 1 which
will non-dubitably cause prodigeous enthu-
siasms in all %’s,” said a frightfully high
B.B.C. official a day or 2 before last.
“This are not any the less as a broadcast
from all stations of a sunset in the Sahara
desert.
““This will necessiate frightful expense.

It will, we trust to sincerely hope, broaden
the intelligents of those ignoramus persons
who, very perhapsly, have not ever heard
of the Sahara desert, and cause them to
acquire some good quality up-lift.”

This, I feel more sure as eggs, will prove
to non-doubtlessly be a step in the right
direction. If, as I confidently prognose, it
proves to be more popular as hot pies,
Hon. B.B.C. may be encouraged to perform
us a broadcast of moon-rise over the Andes,
or dawn breaking above the Caledonian
Market.

ven persons who hate the wireless more

worse as poison, will be able to listen-in
without suffering audible inconvenients,
while impoverish persons with only a
.05 h.p. super-hetless, non-licensed crystal
set, will hear just as well as the so proud
possessor of the latest triple-expansion, self-
lubricating, syncro-meshed all-valve set.

‘“ Another very A.1 and nobbish idea,’’
informed saidly high official, ‘‘ are a broad-
cast of a day on Dartmoor. This should
prove to be not only good entertainings,
but also a 95 per cent. warning to those
honestless persons whd seek to consume our
programmes: and other perks without
having disimbursed their 1os. od. p.a.

‘“As Dartmoor persons are non-allowed
to talk, the only disturbants will be the
clanking of hammers on rocks as the
habitués pursue their geological labours in
the quarries.”

* > *

Personally myself, I think it should be
far more better to broadcast the abovely
during the Children’s Hour. Thusly infan-
tines with criminal hopes, or who contem-
plate to become burglars, pirates or gang-
sters, would learn the sort of rewarding
they may anticipate to confidently expect,
and thusly their piousless ambitions would
be pinched in the bud.
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For more as several years now, sportings
like as football, tennis and Derby racings
have been broadcast per radio. I are
privileged to now inform that other
national sportings like as darts, chess and
suchly indoor athletics may be added to
the B.B.C. programmes thisly year.
Indeedly, a small feathered sparrow has
whispered to my private ear that special
arrangements are being made to broadcast
the next International Darts Champion-
ship to be held at ‘“ The Green Cow ’’ at
Chorley-cum-Chump.

As some of the world’s most celebrated
dartsters will join in this highly magnificent
and most edifying combat, we may confi-
dently anticipate to expect some very good
excitements among the sporting haute
monde. Since impenning the above I are
inform that Hon. B.B.C. are also contem-
plating relays of incidental drinking noises
at the same time.

The World’s Chess Combat to be fought
at Hastings tbis year, are a horse of a
different tune. ‘ While achieving to realize
the so enormous and world-wide enthusiasm
such a broadcast would cause to ensue,”
informed another frightfully high B.B.C.
official, “ we feel that it might end in some
deplorish diplomatic ‘incident.’

“ s chessters of all nations will 'be

fighting for the championships
belt, anything in the nature of fracas
(French for nose-punchings) between same,
would, if heard through the microphone,
cause to produce high feeling among the
listeners and be extremely non-edifying.”

All correct-thinking persons will agree
that this are a very ticklish question, as
chessters are noted for their so dangerous
pugnacity. The imbanging of shots and
cries of wounded would, we must all
constrain to agree, be entirely aw contraire
to Hon. B.B.C’s policy of toujours politesse.
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ou know the one

about the radio star
who, seeing rows of fresh cod lying on a
fishmonger’s slab, their eyes glassy and
their mouths wide open, exclaimed—
‘““Heavens ! that reminds me, I've got to
broadcast at St. George’s Hall 1"

Well, mine’s the other kind of cod—the
kind that has its American equivalent in
the term “hokum.” Somebody says:
“Why don’t you write a cod opera?” and
you immediately think of Fishes’ Roes-
enkavalier, to be conducted, maybe, by
some great man like Halibut Coates.

L 4 * *

When you are lold that Val Gielgud wears
a beard so that he cannot be mistaken for
A. J. Alan, whom nobody has ever seenm,
that's cod, pure and simple.

* * *

Gracie Fields is still nervous at the
microphone. They say her knees knock
together so loudly that Sidney Baynes takes
‘his tempo from them. In the old Savoy
Hill days a Colonel Brand ran the anti-
knees-knocking department. He had a
big room and the keys of the cupboard.
Nowadays it’s a waste of time turning up
early for broadcasts.

* * L 4
Master : Describe an announcer,
Scholar : It’s a noun, sir.

Master : Announcer ?

Scholar : Yes, sir, a noun, sir.

Master : What kind of a noun, sir, is
announcer ?

Scholar : A substantive.

(Torn it—and it was just beginning to
sound like Will Hay 1)

. . .

Alec McGill chattered so much as an
infant that the cotton wool which his nurse
stuck in her ears cost the McGill family
gs. 6d. a week. Onme day, in Hyde Park,
he fell out of his pram unnoticed, and,
still chattering, crawled over to little
Gwennie Vaughan, who was playing on
the grass all by herself, pretending she
was interrupting people. They _formed
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their present partnership there and then.
* L 4 L 4

Paul Bearer, of Gravesend, is programmed
for another of his bright talks om ‘‘Coffins
I Have Lowered,” and is due to ve-hearse.
You will yemember his last cheery broadcast,
which was entitled * Tomb It May Concern.”

* * *

Strange how unthinking people
mix up these various Pauls at
Broadcasting House. One old lady
writes asking if it is Paul England
who is connected with the control
department. Now I Askew !

* L 4 *
Not appreciating the origin of
our traditional nonsense
rhyme, “Pop Goes the Weasel,”
Americans have adapted the lyric
to their own times, thus:
‘¢ Half a pound of radio rice,

No matter what the cost be;
Mix it up and make it nice,

Bing goes the Crosby! *’

* L 4 *

It is said that even the highest
executives at Broadcasting House
get exasperated with each other at
times. . Two of them were on inspec- !
tion patrol recently. Onme said: “Is '|'
that a cigarette butt on the floor

n
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there?”” The other said: “It is. P~
Smoke it if you like; I won’t look.” ‘ "~
< *

*

Not wishing to poach upon Doris
Arnold’s preserves, I would neverthe-
less like to call the attention of male
broadcasters to the neat little jacket,
vest, and pants in which I have been {
attending rehearsals lately. This was |
made for me by Charles Hayes during d
spare time at Elstree (he makes all his
own clothes) and is of Sharman tweed,
trimmed with Watt-nots, and is caught
in at the waistline 4 la Macdonnell which
makes it a surprise item in
any masculine wardrobe. I
am sorry I have no picture of
myself in this roguish outfit
—one was taken but the
decision in regard to the
destruction of the negative
was in the affirmative.

g

s
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What

6)2 ou read: ‘8 p.m. Variety."”

And you switch on your set,

light your pipe, and stretch

your legs out to the fender . .

But what if Ariel, deserting

his pedestal at Broadcasting House,

appeared at your elbow and took you

backwards along those wireless waves your

switch had just tapped, to the place of
their origin?

What would you see?

You are in the orange and yellow foyer
of Studio BA, two floors below street level
at Broadcasting House. The clock on the
walls says ten minutes to eight. Sitting
here is ‘“Freddy'' Grisewood, one of the
announcers—and he sometimes takes part
in dramatic programmes.

He is tall, good-looking, and there is ever
a humorous twist lurking abouc the corners
of his mouth and a sparkle in his dark eyes.
He is scanning a sheet of the typescript—
the announcements for the coming variety
programme.

* * L 4

A sturdily-built man, with a jovial face,
walks up and down one side of the foyer,
reading to himself from a wad
of foolscap. It is Ernest Sefton,
the actor having a last-
minute rehearsal with himself.

A lady comes in. The first
thing which strikes you about
her is the blue of her eyes. She
slips off an evening wrap and
sits down. She seems quite at
home as she picks up a news-
paper and glances through it.
And so she should be, for it is
Rose Hignell. the soprano, whe
is a broadcasting favourite.

All the while there has been
dodging about between the
foyer and studio Charles

ke

Brewer, the producer, who is in charge of
the variety programme about to commence.
Charles carries his great height along with

a swinging stride.
side of forty.

The clock in the foyer now says three
minutes to eigt. The artists go into the
studio, where the B.B.C. Theatre Orchestra
is tuning up. You follow. As you enter
your feet sink into a thick carpet and you
walk noiselessly across to the seats for the
audience at the back.

He is still on the right

odernistic, decorated in tones of grey,
black and orange, the studio has also
a small gallery for an audience. There is a
stage, with a grand piano at one side, over
which is hung a microphone on an adjust-
able metal rod. At the centre of the stage
two more microphones hang from the
ceiling. The twenty-eight members of the
orchestra are accommodated on the floor
immediately below the stage.

“Silence, please, everybody !"

It is Freddy Grisewood, on the stage.
He moves over to the hanging microphones.
There is a hush. S. Kneale Kelly, con-
ductor of the orchestra—a slightly built,
dark-haired man—waits with baton raised.

BACKSTAGE

AT A

STUDIO SHOW
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Freddy looks off-stage through the glass
window beyond which sits the ‘balance
and control’’ man.

A red light glows on the wall.

You know, with a tinge of thrill, that
Britain is listening to that studio.

Freddy makes a sign to S. Kneale Kelly.
The baton cuts the air, and the rousing
chords of variety’s overture fill the studio.

* * *

After a few bars the orchestra softens
down, and Freddy announces the pro-
gramme at the microphone. Sitting at the
back you can hardly hear him above the
still playing orchestra. The listener hears
him with the orchestra only very faintly
playing in the background, because the
balance and control man has cut down the
power of the orchestra microphone and
brought up that of Freddy's.

The artists go through their turns.

Ernest Sefton, wise-cracking like fury . .
Drops each sheet of his typescript notes
on to the floor as he finishes with it . . .
Retires out of breath and with a perspiring
brow.

Rose Hignell, singing musical comedy
songs with the orchestra . . . Turns her
face away from the microphone whenever
she reaches a high note—a piece of the
technique of broadcasting necessary to
avoid those high notes *‘blasting” through
your loud-speaker.

'I‘he Western Brothers arrive. They
have dashed in a taxi from a West
End theatre to squeeze in their broadcast
turn and then rush back again to the stage.
One is stouter than the other, but there is
quite a family likeness. Both wear red
carnations in their coats.

One sits at the piano, and the other stands
at his side. ‘“Hello, you cads . . . And
their inimitable patter begins.

All through the broadcast you have been
a little amazed at the odd jobs ‘Freddy
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@n the ex-

treme left
ts Harry Tate
(complete with his
Jamous mous-
tache) and his
company broad-
casting the
‘““Motoring’’
sketch, and next
to it s a photo-
graph taken dur-
ing a broadcast
of a Jack Hulbert

show.

Grisewood has been doing. You thought
that his business was simply and purely to
announce each turn as it came along, but
you have seen him walk silently on to the
stage and gently move one of the artists
a little nearer to or further from the
microphone, you have seen him come down
on to the floor and turn the pages of the
pianist’'s music, and you have seen him
rush out to show a performer the way to
the B.B.C. restaurant and rush back again
in time for his next announcement.

“he Western Brothers are the last turn.
As they walk off Kneale Kelly whips
up his orchestra into a rousing finale.
The minute hand of the clock on the studio
wall is a fraction off nine. The man in
the balance and control room * fades out”’’
the orchestra . . .
> > >
A lift jumps up two floors. Artists walk
across the dignified vestibule of Broad-
casting House and go out through the
swing doors. They stand on the pavement,
under Ariel’s statue, and call fora taxi . . .
Meanwhile, ten floors above the variety
studio there is a vital knob—a knob which
can cut off the programmes to millions of
listeners, or cause indescribable chaos in
the studios. The man who sits before the
control board with that knob is really the
most important link in the chain between
the artist and the transmitting aerial. The
public knows little about him.

n the control room are the volume

controls connected with every studio
in the building.

First there are the ‘‘mixer’’ controls,
enabling effects noises and echoes to be
blended with the ordinary transmission.
In this room also is the terminus of one

section of the simultaneous broadcasting

system, by which Broadcasting House can
supply programmes to any Regional station

or vice versa. All these jobs may be
required to be done at the same time.
Some studios may be busy with rehearsals,
while in another is a concert, and in others
talks, a play, and a dance band session.
One can therefore realize very easily that
the control room consists of a bewildering
conglomeration of switches and knobs
which represent a living nightmare to the
man who is not ““in the know."”

nyone who uses the telephone realizes
that cross-talk from. another line
is a very common event. It is even more
difficult to avoid this on the B.B.C. lines,
and yet no complaint of interference of this
kind has ever been traceable to the control
room—which is a testimonial to the remark-
able efficiency of the men responsible.

Their job in a variety broadcast consists
chiefly of ** fading "’ naturally and gradually
from one item to another. They must also
watch that the band is not heard more
loudly than the singer. The men chosen
for the job are primarily musicians, and
they have to have an almost unparallelled
knowledge of all kinds of music in order to

out their job efficiently.

Another little known job is to add an
echo to a broadcast. A
variety show would not
have the real music-hall
atmosphere unless this
was done. The arti- Z
ficial echo created in the
bowels of Broadcasting
House is blended into the
variety broadcast.

This is effected by
reproducing the ordinary
programme through a

Ernest Sefton, the *'Lon
Chaney of Radio,” can
change his voice lo suit

loud-speaker at one end any chavacler.

of a long room and pick-
ing up the sounds at the
other end. The sound thus picks up an
echo en route. By manipulation in the
control room the degree of echo can be
altered as required.

The man at the control panel
makes listeners think they hear a
sound which never existed in that
particular form, and by so doing
materially enhance the interest in
broadcasting.

his side of broadcasting
technique has been deve-
loped during very recent years.
1f the B.B.C. were to broad-
cast programmes in the style
of the early ’ 20's there would
be an immediate outcry.
That Britain is in the fcre-
front both of presentation
and transmitting technique
can be proved by listening
to some overseas broad-
casts. Blasting and
muzziness are common.
In a B.B.C. broadcast
they are unknown.

> >

Simultaneously re-
ceivers have been
vastly improved, and
to-day a variety broad-
cast ““on the air” is
aslifelike as the genuine
article. '

31



TUNE IR

Cg_eere are some of the personalities from the current radio programmes: (1) Glamorous Fane

ll, Gaumont-British film star and new recruit to musical radio shows ; (2) Teddy
Foyce, whose band has broadcast from the Kit-Cat ; (3) Billy Merrin and his Commanders, a hot
Jfavourite for provincial dance band laurels; (4) Roy Fox and his ““ Cubs ” ; (5) Harriet Cohen,
pianist of international repute ; (6) the Waters Sisters— Gert” and * Dazsy »+ (7) Hall Swain’s
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TO THES

“ Saxophive” : (8) the Brosa String Quartet ; (9) Sydney Kyte, ex-Life Guardsman
and conductor of the Piccadilly Hotel Orchestra; (10) Alec McGill and Gwen
Vaughan, the  Wireless Chatterers” ; (11) Hogsnorton’s publicity agent—Gillie
Potter; (12) the Carlyle Cousins, Queens of Syncopation, and (13) Ben Osborne and
Nellie Perryer, snapped during a broadcast from the Melbourne station, Australia.
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THRILLS

—— ACCORDING TO THE B.B.C.

t is surprising how few people
realize the amount of organiza-

A B.B.C. Engineer fixes the microphone to pick up the
noises of the crowd on Derby Day

cathedral service can be broadcast is
considerable, and Gerald Cock and his two

tion and hard work which isin- assistants, the imperturbable Leonard

dicated by the Schuster
) simple words _ 1 : gnd John
Wasenitiabodtumell THEY TAKE - RISKS [t
that is, w}n;n ontzl realizt;s :l b;le: I; :h e
:;);V (:f u;lll:eor::ll:jorigyeopoi FO R YO U R RA D IO busies(: me::
radio topics, but not so [ lB 1]13 Ct h e

h ids .B.C.

geietoleercll ENTERTAINMENT g
OutsideBroadcast Director, : side _ with
Gerald Cock. The O.B. the O.B.

Department rarely allows the full light of
publicity to be turned upon it, but there
are many who think that Mr. Cock is one
of the most valuable (as he is one of the
most modest) members of the staff at
Broadcasting House.

- * *

The work of the O.B.’s is not confined
to the more spectacular events like the
Derby, the Boat Race, and the Cup Final,
but is going on quietly every day. Without
the O.B.’s there would be no ““. . . going
over to the Savoy Hotel for Dance Music
until midnight,” no lunch time music, no
organ recitals, no church services, and no
Promenade Concerts.

The organization and spade work which
is necessary before a new cinema organ
can make its debut on the air or before a

Department, which is, of course, part of

. the Programme organization, are the O.B.

engineers under their capable chief, H. H.
Thompson, and his assistant, Mr. Wood.
O.B. engineers are divided into sections,
and at least one section, comprising two
men with all the necessary paraphenalia,
has to be present at every broadcast the
O.B. Department controls.

t is not always the most spectacular
0.B.’s which are the greatest troubic to
arrange. The Boat Race, of course, in
which the commentary is actually trans-
mitted by wireless from a launch in motion,
will always require hours of patient testing
before perfect reception can be guaranteed,
but football matches present no particular
difficulties, and have become by now
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almost a matter of routine.

Most people would probably
be surprised to learn that the
type of O.B. which frequently
presents the most difficulties
is an organ recital from a
church or cathedral. In the

RSy By first place the O.B. point is
o probably somewhat remote since
| Tre R it must, of course, be out of

. "

sight, and running the necessary
wires from it to the microphone
positions in a church is in itself
a ticklish job, especially in the
case of an organ which is
divided into two sections.

* * *

Usually the only possible
position is found to be just
under the roof or suspended in
mid-air fifty feet from the
ground. Consequently the O.B.
engineer may find that he has
to cimb to the top of the
building and risk his life crawl-
ing along buttresses and hanging
on by his eyebrows.

There is no doubt that the
most fascinating jobs from the
point of view of the O.B. man
are the running commentaries.

These occasions have their
exciting moments. George
Allison will probably never
forget hanging head downwards
from the roof of the Grand
Stand at Epsom in order to get
a better view, with a faithful
O.B. engineer holding his legs.

It was fortunate that this did
not happen to Geoffrey Gilbey,
for he has a horror of heights
and even needed a certain
amount of persuasion to go up
a ladder on to the roof of the
County Stand at Doncaster. Bob Lyle,
who does all the racing commentaries, is
another who dislikes climbing, though once
he is comfortably ensconced inside the
B.B.C. hut he does not care if it snows,
except from the point of view of visibility.

ut one could go on like this for ever.

There is the story of what the O.B.
engineer said to the Major of the Royal
Engineers at the Aldershot Tattoo, the
sad tale of the dirt track racing when
every rider fell off and not a single race
was finished, not to mention Bob Lyle
at “the Derby allowing his excitement to
get the better of his vocabulary !

Undoubtedly many people who aspire
to jobs with the B.B.C. would first of all
attempt to obtain a position in the O.B.
Department.

Who would not have a job that takes
one to Twickenham one day, Epsom or
Aintree the next, and Aldershot the day
after? The work is forever full of variety,
even though it has its elements of danger
and periods of tiring work.

The B.B.C. could not get on without its
O.B. engineers, and at the risk of bringing
a blush to the face of the O.B.- Director,
it must be said that it is very difficult to
imagine the Department without Gerald
Cock. May his next eight years in this
job be as successful as his last eight.—
Alan Howland.



Antonia
Butler
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Behold the v L Jack Jackson
Smiling 1 : of the omeone badly blundered when
7 the public were deprived of the
Trumpeter Dorchester ] ./ pleasure of hearing Bert Ambrose

and his Embassy Orchestra -as

‘usual on Saturday nights.
Ambrose was away in the States at the
time and, curiously enough, Gerald Cock,
director of outside broadcasting, was also
on the other side of the Atlantic, taking a
well earned rest. It is probably not going
too far to say that had both remained at
home the broadcasts would have continued.

The trouble appears to have devcloped
through a complaint on the part of the
Music Publishers’ Association to the B.B.C.
because Ambrose’s Band had included in
a broadcast a prohibited song, in spite of
the fact that a warning notice about it
had been sent to the Ambrose office from
the publisher concerned. Inadvertently
this notice was overlooked and the tune
went through—no doubt quite a damaging
error from the point of view of the copy-
right owners.

* * *

These prohibited songs are always asso-
ciated with big American films or theatri-
cal shows which are due to come to London..
Sometimes the tunes in themselves aré so
arresting that they play a great part in the
success of the productions with which they
are concerned—for example, “Night and
Day ''-—and it stands to reason, therefore,
that if they are pre-released and hack-
neyed then the shows are all the weaker
when they open.

and leaders should not broadcast them,
since there is ample material without
damaging the interests of song writers and
publishers who have everything at stake
in the proper exploitation of their tunes.

But it is not surprising if the bands
chance their arms. Each is anxious to
gain a reputation for being first with the
hits, and these West End bands have, of
course, to cater for a travelled class, many
of whom come from America where they
hear the show successes in the first place
and consequently request them-—nay,
demand them—from the leaders of the
West End ballroom bands.

* * *

I dined at the Dorchester a short time
ago and was chatting over this question
with Jack Jackson, whose wonderful suc-
cess with his band at this most expensive
of London’s show places is thoroughly
deserved. I have yet to hear a heavier
floor show better accompanied than was
the one at the Dorchester on the occasion of
my visit.

Jack Jackson is in the same position as
the other band leaders. These prohibited
numbers are always being requested by the
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BAND

diners, who, since they have to pay a
guinea cover charge before they start to
eat anything at all, naturally look upon
the bands as part of the fixtures specially
installed for their particular service.

Jack told me that he always gets an
elevated eyebrow when, having received
such a request, he has to go into a long
explanation as to why he cannot grant it.
He is in much the same trouble when he is
broadcasting because the dancers simply
cannot understand that on such a particu-
lar occasion he has to adhere to a strict
programme specially designed to please
millions.

One of the most frequent requests he
gets at the moment is a num-

ber called ‘‘Heat Wave.” Th
too, is a show number and definite
not one which could be broadcas
since its lyric is of a decidedl;
yisqué nature.

To be asked by some importa
state official, perhaps, to play
in the middle of a broadcas
for a carefully worded g
might try the tact of 4

Although the
reported to have |
between (1,200 to {I,
week for the Cab Calloway
Band, the B.B.C.—at the
time of writing—has arranged
no broadcast of this highly
diverting act. One has to
admit that such an oversight
on the part of the official
bookers requires some sort
of an explanation.

But then so has the
repeated neglect to broadcast Jack Hylton
and his Band more often. With the
British jazz master it cannot be a que<tion
of expense since he is quite prepared to give
his show at a convenient date for the
modest fee which is all that is offered.

l) on’t they understand in the programme
department of the B.B.C. that an
hour from such a band as this is a complete
variety entertainment in itself, and that
the general masses of the country have
proved, time and time again, by the way
they roll up at variety houses where this
band is billed, that there is no Dbetter
attraction in British entertainment ?
L 4 * *

Nor can I personally understand why
Maurice Winnick’s recent broadcast from
Ciro’s Club has so far been its first and
last. It was a very good show for a first
- time effort; in fact a good show from any
point of view, and so much better than a
great many others put up by regular out-
side broadcasting bands.

I begin to think that there will never be

Dawn Davis,
who croons with
Charlie  (“Clap
Hands”) Kunz
and his Casani
Club Orchestra.
Charlie’'s photo-
graph  appears
below.

justice done to bands
so long as the O.B.
system prevails. Get
these bands into the
studio and pay them on
merit, then we shall have

real competition and a gen-
uine effort to excel.

If it is true that the provincial outside
broadcasting bands are only being paid a
fee of some f£7 to (10 per broadcast
then it is high time that an investigation of
the reason for the practice was carried out.
This is not only underpayment but it is a
direct invitation to the performers to seek
a reward from side angles such as song
plugging and other adventitious windfalls
which have pernicious reactions on the
performers.

s a matter of fact, although payment
in cash for the specific broadcasting
of tunes is a thing of the past, certain of
those band leaders who do receive a
reasonable fee from the B.B.C. for their
outside broadcasts are still receiving non-
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cash considerations from music publishers.
Their demand now is for special orches-
ons in consideration for featuring
ular tunes, and although this does
ot put money direct into their own

pockets it certainly does take money out of

the pockets of the victimized publishers.

* * *

After all, are these special arrangements
worth it, anyway? A thing given under
duresse is not always dished up in its most
attractive form.

There is a report that London is shortly
to receive a visit from Ted Lewis and his
Band. This American-Jewish band leader
was over here some years ago with his
corny gob-stick (clarinet to the uniniti-
ated), and was a real “wow” in variety
and at the Kit-Cat.

is amazing and gripping showmanship

provides an unforgettable spectacle.

It seems that just so soon as he enters the

ballroom he is the only person present of

any consequence, and he seems to take his

audience by the scruff of the neck to shake
it into vociferous applause.

* * *

He sings, acts, recites and plays with a
gusto which is quite infectious, and as a
compére, complete with silk hat and
bejewelled walking stick, he is second to
none.

ince the paragraph respecting the

‘ Barnstormers,”” published in our
March issue, was written the band has
been reconstructed. Eric Siday bas left
and Ben Oakley now conducts the « Barn-
stormers,” which s, I am informed, the only
authentic band playing under that name,
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* R.- List’NEr, K.C. : I am
" desirous of finding out pre-
cisely what crooming is and
what advantages it has over
straight singing. What is
vour opinion, Mr. Les Allen ?

LEs ALLEN : Crooning can be one of two
things : (a) Singing close to a microphone
in a much smaller voice than is usual with
straight singers, in order to utilise the new
technique which has been made possible by
the development of the microphone and
its associated amplifiers. This enables the
vocalist to sing rhythmically and to get
his words over clearly ; (b) Singing close to
a microphone, but using the voice primarily
for the purpose of rhythmic effect while
the actual quality of the voice becomes of
much less importanoe.

* *
R. LIsT’'NER, K.C. : Agreed ; which do
M you consider the most popular ?

Les ALLEN: Crooning of the kind I
described first has achieved tremendous
popularity both in this country and in
America—whatever may be said to the
contrary by a handful of ill-informed
critics. The popularity of dance bands
has been largely bound up with this
development on the vocal side, which is
not surprising when it is remembered that
dance bands are playing popular songs.

Let us take the

c(f)mmen_:ial a.;::pect - M R \
3 n
?nc:l(;ggnglaysvif : LIST NER, KC 4

depression dance
records enjoy a
tremendous sale.
Practically every
record in the com-

You can put your favourite broadcaster
under cross-examination, Tell us what you
want to know and we will ask the “ witness.”’
Fill in this form and mail it to RADIO MAGa-
ZINE at 8-II Southampton Street, Strand,

Stars Under
Cross-Examination

R. LisT'NER, K.C.: Now, Mr. Tate,

dc you consider a variety of material
enhances an artist’'s popularity with the
public ?

Harry TATE: In my opinion, a radio
artist must always be fresh.  Versatility
is a priceless asset, and with that I consider
that the more regularly artists broadcast
the greater their popularity.

* * *

R. LisT'NER, K.C. : Another witness on

this point—dealing with it from a

different angle—is available in the person of

Miss Peggy Cochrane. Will you kindly give
the court your views ?

PeGGY CocCHRANE : My opinion is that
versatility in art is a very great asset.
Wider comprehension is surely always a
thing to aim at in an artistic profession.

But under the present system of broad-
casting I do not consider it an advantage,
as an artist is identified in the public’s
mind by a particular kind of act. Versa-
tility tends to nullify such identification.

My first broadcast was made ten years

ago as a ‘‘serious’’ violinist. Since then I
have broadcast as a violinist at regular
intervals. Then for the past five years I
have concentrated on syncopated piano
playing, and yet I have not been able to
convince the B.B.C. that I should be billed
as a pianist as well as a violinist !
* * *

R. LIST'NER,

K.C.:Thank
you, Miss Coch-
rvane. Next, there
is the problem of

mervits of the
cinema camera
and the broadcast

mercial category London, W.C.2. micvophone Jfor
includes a vocal creating the idea of
chorus which is Question - verisimilitude for

always crooned.

theaudience. What

People do not T e e T
buy gramophone
records in order
to demonstrate to

To be addressed to.

is your opinion,
Myr. Purdell ?

PUrDELL : I must

their friends their
dislikeof crooning.

say that I con-
sider actors and

z - Sent by (name)
Crooning mainly

for the, resultant ALtrassy

broadcasting
artists the last

rhythmic eftect
does not enjoy
anything like the
same widespread
popularity in this
country.

action.

The Editor reserves the right to refuse to
address any question, or to publish the reply
to any question, without giving reasons for his

people to venture
an opinion on
this topic. But
forgetting that I
can claim to be
both, and looking
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the respective.

REGINALD.

at the question as a cinemagoer and radio
listener I would say most emphatically
"that the camera is best for creating at-
mosphere and stimulating the imagination.

I consider the visual impression more

lmportant than the oral one. Whereas it
is fairly easy to be persuaded that the
actor on the screen is the character he is
portraying, it is infinitely harder to be con-
vinced by the same actor’s voice over the
air.

For this reason I think that plays on the
air will never be as popular as: hght enter-
tainment and music which require little or
no stimulation of the visionary imagination
to follow.

* * *
R. LisT’'NER, K.C. : I wish to ask Mr.
Ronald Frankau whether he con-
siders theve is a limit to the number of times
any one joke can be broadcast.

RonaLp Frankau : I do not think that
any joke or humorous material should- be
broadcast more than four times altogether,
and not more than twice in ome year.
Even then, the old material should be
supplemented by new jokes each time.
While trying to please a number of listeners
who write and ask for a broadcast to be
repeated, I simultaneously offend numerous
others who would have preferred something
fresh.

* * *
R. LisT’NER, K.C.: Call Mr. Harry
Hemsley. . . . I want to ask this
question : Do you think it advisable for a
broadcaster to vead his wmatevial from a
manuscript or improvise it ?

Harry HEMSLEY: I am not adverse
from reading from manuscript provided
I am in the same mood as when the manu-
script was compiled, but artists are tem-
peramental, and when an article is shelved,
one experiences great difficulty in arriving
in the right atmosphere again. The fact
that the B.B.C. require artists to submit
their material in MSS form for the pur-
pose of censoring it, makes it imperative
that manuscripts are prepared. To my
mind, an outline, or skeleton form would
answer the purpose, .since experienced
B.B.C. artists are fully aware as to what
to avoid when addressing the listener.

I naturally take note of any official blue
pencillings (they rarely occur). and do my
utmost to follow the script, but one or the
other of my imaginary children may be
suddenly inspired to say something that
does not figure in the copy, .and without
any hesitation I give voice to whatever
happens to be in her mind.



recording studio is naturally the

scene of strange happenings

from time to time, but I doubt

if in the history of record making

has there been a more interest-

ing one than occurred in that of ‘“His
Master’s Voice”’ quite recently.

It was that of a three-year-old boy

having the time of his life in helping Ray

Noble and his Band to make a record of a

new song which had
been written for and
dedicated to himself
by Henry Hall.

The little chap is
Richard Streeton, son
of W. L. Streeton, the
H.M.V. recording
manager. When the
band tried over- the
new number he
started beating time

ere'is a poten-
tial dance
musician of 1954 !
Little Richard
Streeton helps Ray
Noble and his Band
to make a record of
“It's Time to Say
Good Night’ the
tune written for him

Y el by Henry Hall.
with hislittle hand and = e
was soon humming the melody. Then as a
treat he was allowed to have a ‘'shot” at
the trumpet, but thought the drums and
cymbals would be easier, so he carried on
with that section, with no small measure of
success, to the lilt of the waltz.

The bass drum, however, was nearly the
cause of tears, as his foot would not reach
the pedal. And so ended his first effort to
entertain.

* * *

It would hardly be fair to describe this
valiant effort on his part as the birth of a
“star,” but his future appears hopeful, as
he has had an ear for music since he was
eighteen months old, and has been able to
remember and hum simple tunes ever since.
Recently he has been able to pick them
out on the piano with one finger. Henry
Hall wrote this number, ‘' It's Time to Say
Good Night,” after leaving a party at
which young Richard showed the natural
reluctance to go to bed. Now he won’t go
to bed-until “my tune’’ has been played !
The number of the record, which has on the
reverse side, “Have a Heart,” is B64s59
{(H.M.V.), and very good it is.

One of the most picturesque of gramo-
phone recorders is undoubtedly Emilio
Colombo, who is a master in the art of
gipsy music. A recent contribution of his
is ‘“A Tzigane Night at the Hungaria,” in
which he gives us a delightful selection of
lovely old Romany airs. The reverse side
of this record is none the less enchanting,
although in rather contrasting vein. Here
we get some light-hearted airs associated
with the Vienna of old. Colombo’s mellow-
toned violin and exotic playing are evident
throughout (Columbia DB1318).
* * *

Emilio Colombo, who is a native of
Italy, has been playing the violin since the
age of seven, wher he left his native
country to tour Europe with his father’s
orchestra. At the age of twelve, when tour-
ing Russia as a fully-fledged violinist, he
attracted the attention of the great Russian
composer, Tchaikowsky, who predicted a
big future for the boy if he could be
properly trained.

As a result of this advice, the young
Colombo was sent to Brussels and Liége,
where he studied under the famous Pro-

NEEDLE
PUINIS

GRAMOPHONALITIES|
EHAROLD BAKER |

fessor Caesar Thomson, carrying off first
prizes and gold medals. After a tour of
Europe, he decided to go back to Russia in
memory of the man who had played such a
large part in his career.
It was not long
before he had the
honour of being ap-

bove : Emilio
Colombo, who

pointed solo violinist
to the late Tzar, a
post he held until the
revolution, when,
with his beloved in-
strument, he had to
make his escape via
that dread area,
Siberia, and literally
“play his way’ to
Vladivostock.

s unsurpassed in
renderings of Hun-
garian and Viennese
music. Right : Peter
Dawson, the bari-
tone, who has been
recovding for thirty
years, and whose
records sales exceed
" 10,000,000.

Thisfimally brought
him to Japan, where
he played before the Imperial Family at
Tokio. Some time was then spent giving
recitals in many of the important Eastern
cities until he came to London, in 1921,
via Canada. Here his work is very well
known, and I think we can be really glad
that Columbia record his art for our benefit.
One might almost call Peter Dawson a
veteran, he has been recording for so long.
Thirty years to. be exact, and
the amazing thing is that he TURN TO
has never lost his popularity. PAGE 53
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ow did Christopher Stone
come to start giving his gramo-
' phone record recitals.”’—Marie
Tanner, 25 Cadogan Square,
S.W.1.
a2

Christopher Stone became intevested in
gramophone records through his brother-in-
law, Compton Mackenzie, who has one of the
finest collections of discs tn existence. One
day, Christopher Stone wrote a letter to the
B.B.C., criticising the wmethod of record
presentation then in wogue at the B.B.C,,
with the vesult that they offered him the
opportunity of doing them as he thought
they should be done.

* * *

‘Do the B.B.C. pay a fee to dance bands
when they are relayed from restaurants
and hotels.””—C. W. Heathcote, Wilford
Road, Rugdingt(;n, Nottingham.

? 7

Since the summer of last year all velays of
dance music have been paid for at the rate of
£40 per performance, and the bands concerned
are under contract to the B.B.C. for thsse
programmes.

* * *

“Can you give me the names of the
players in Lew Stone’s band”—R. J. R
Jenkins, Gibbs House, Lancing College,
Shoreham.

2 R

Saxophones : Joe Crossman, Ernest Ritte,
Harry Berley.

Trumpets : Nat Gonella, Alf Noakes, Lew
Davies.

Trumpet and trombone : Joe Ferrie.

Drums : Bill Harty.

Piano : Monia Litter.

Vocalist and guitar : Al Bowily.

* *
““Does Harry
Hemsley ever
PRIZE employ real
children when
Q UESTION broadcasting ™’
—Joan  Bow-
‘““Who are ‘Thejman, 52 Cou-
Three Janes,’ and do|dray Road,
they broadcast indi-|Southport,

vidually.’’—Brian | Lancs.

Martin, Chalk Farm, ? ?

N.W.
? ?

. Their photographs are
shown on this page. At the
top is Jean Meluville,
B.B.C. staff pianist; in
the centre Elsie Otley, of
the Wireless Singers, and
at the bottom Hilda Robins,
who frequently broadcasts
from the Cardiff studios.

* *

Ten shillings will be
paid to the sender of the
question which is produc-
tive of the most interest-
ing reply. Questions can
relate to any aspect of
radio.

Although it is
hard to believe it,
all the voices one
hears in a Hems-
ley sketch are
Harry’sown. He
does not bring
real children in-
to the studio.

* *

‘“When a
show is repeated
from an alter-
native trans-
mitter, do we
hear a Blattner-
phone record.”
—E. Smith, 484
Leek Road,
Shelton, Stoke-
on-Trent.

INFORMATION BUREAU

?

No ; the second broadcast is invariably
repeated with the same cast as on the previous

night. Quite often minor alterations are
made to the show.
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ANSWERS guaranteed to any
question on RADIO MATTERS

""Is Barbara Couper, the radio actress

married.””—Mary Jack, King’s Lynn.
? 2 ?

Yes ; she is the wife of Howard Rose, the
B.B.C. producer. They met during a re-
hearsal of a radio drama.

* * *

“Is it true that Dorothy MacBlain
whistles in her throat.””—Ernest Reid
Salford, Manchester.

P 7

This is perfectly true. Dorothy has an
almost unique throat formation which per-
mits her to whistle without making any use
of her lips. She does not, of course, utilise
any instrument for her whistling.

* * *

‘“What are the nationalities of Bertini,
Geraldo, and Troise? "-——W. Baines, 32
Worsley Road, Lower Walton, Warrington.

f {f

Bertini is a real cockney, born within the
sound of Bow Bells in the Old Kent Road,
London. His real nmame is Bert Gutzell.
Geraldo ts also English. His name is an
adaptation of his first name—Gerald. Sig
Pasquale Troise was born within a few miles
of Naples.

* * *

‘““How old is Jane Carr.””—Mavis Smart,

Seven Sisters Road, N.
pl p W

Jane was born on August 1, 1910. Her
first appearance on the London sltage was in
1932.

* * *

“From what sources do the B.B.C.
compile their news bulletins.”—Miss R.
Austin, 60 Paul Street, Stratford, London,
E.15.

P 2 %

News is supplied to the B.B.C. by the
chief news agencies after which it is dealt
with by a News Editor and his assistant.
They re-write it in a suitable form for broad-
casting.

* * *

“Is A. J. Alan really John Tilley, or is
he one of the announcers.”’—C: R. Topping,
52 Panywern Road, Earls Court, S.W.5,
and others.

P s NN

A. J. Alan is not John Tilley and is
quite ‘unconnected with the B.B.C. with the
exception of his story broadcasts.

* * *

“Why have we not heard much of
Patrick Waddington lately.””—Phyllis
Wilson, 71 Dudley Street, Brierley Hill,
Staffs.

s

Pat has been very busy taking a leading
part in a West End play, which is still going
strong. He appeared in a Shakespeare
play on a recent Sunday as well as in a tele-
vision programme.

* * *

Readers should note that we are unable to
publish artists’ private addresses on this
page Any letter addressed c/o the Editor,
will, however, be forwarded direct to the
artist concerned.



-ReABIDn

In #hePadded Ccell
of Broadcasting

RAY WILSON

NDER the shadow of Brixton ]Jail is
an old Georgian mansion, once the
residence of the Deputy-Governor but
now the home of the B.B.C. Equipment

Department. ‘‘Equipment” stands in two
acres, and its windows are still heavily barred,
a relic of the day when the jail chief lived there.
There is still a padded cell there, but how
vastly different from that in which recalcitrant
wrongdoers were imprisoned. It is a ghostly
room. Its floor, ceiling and walls are snow-
white; all heavily draped with cotton wool,
inches thick, which hangs in dull stalactites of
soft whiteness.

The only relief in this all-white room is the
microphone in the centre. It is a microphone
facing the most stringent test possible. The
room is dead—it has not a millionth decibel
of echo. When you speak your companion
can heardly hear what you say; the sound of
your own voice barely reaches your own ears.
I fired a revolver in that room of dead silence,
and it was as if I had banged a wooden mallet
on another wooden mallet.

It is the most deathly silent room in the
world. It is more silent than the tomb. And
as eerie. Walls, floor and ceiling are padded
with six inches of bard-packed mineral wool;
over this is hung another six inches of loose
cotton waste. The door is eight inches thick
of padding.

N this perfection of silence it is possible for
Research Engineers to test a microphone

to the nth degree. A wire runs from the mike
to another room where is housed a battery of
most intricate sound-measuring instruments.
The faintest sound, the half-murmured
whisper, in that ghostly silence chamber is
: recorded by an

automatic pen-
cil moving in-
cessantly over
a graph chart.
I should not be

. “bays’’ form a complete

surprised if the unuttered
thought is not registered !

This room is ome of
three used by the Re-
search Engineers whose
main headquarters are
two milesaway. Inother
parts of ‘‘Equipment®”
engineers are designing,
building and testing the
complicated Control
racks and panels for use
at the various B.B.C.
stations. About sixteen

equipment for an average
provincial station—a
“bay” being a frame, as
big as a door, fitted with
all the necessary ampli-
fiers, switches, fuse
panels, jackfields, and
other technical equip-
ment. The big control
room apparatus rack at
Broadcasting House has
sixty bays. There is a
minimum of 250 different
wires—each identified by
a distinctive colour—to
each bay. This means
that the big apparatus
rack has nearly 20,000
different wires—hundreds of miles of wires.
And yet they call it *“wireless ™" !

I was privileged to be the only journalist
to visit ‘“Equipment,” and when I was there
the place was working at top pressure owing

_ to the changes made necessary by the new

Lucerne wavelength plan and new equipment

in course of manufacture for Droitwich and.

new provincial control rooms.

Every worker here is either a skilled engineer,
acoustic expert, highly trained draughtsman,
or radio mechanic. There are over 100 workers,
but there is no place here for a woman.
Evidently, only the masculine mind
can grapple with such
scientific

MR. NOEL ASHBRIDGE, B.Sc.,
CHIEF ENGINEER OF THE B.B.C.

secrets.  Perhaps the
female mind could not
be trusted to keep a
secret !

RACTICALLY every

item of technical ap-
paratus (apart from tbe
actual transmitters and
heavy power plant) is de-
signed, assembled, re-
paired, or tested here. It
is the B.B.C. hospital.
Even the radio sets which
the B.B.C. officials havein
their homes for checking
purposes are maintained
here. Servicing of these
sets alone keeps one
engineer working every

day.
In one department of
"Equipment” are all

kinds of ghosts from the
past. They have been
brought from the original
2.0 at Marconi House
or from Savoy Hill, and
are either used as experi-
mental impedimenta, or
regarded as museum
curios. I was interested
to see the original playing
desk that Christopher Stone first used in 1927
from which to broadcast records. '

1 journeyed a short distance from the
Georgian mansion to another large house
wherein are situated ** Research.” Here I saw
the first experimental model of part of the
Droitwich equipment being tested. One
function of ‘‘Research’ is to investigate
peculiar defects in certain apparatus of the
various transmitting stations. The other day,
for instance, the steel tuning fork of the
Newcastle station had a fit of hysteria and was
immediately ambulanced into hospital. Each
of the non-Regional stations has a tuning-
fork, its job being to maintain
a constant frequency of oscillation

so that the wavelengh of the TURN TO
station shall not vary PAGE 53
ICTURES
show scenes
of B.B.C. tech-

nical activities.
In the centre are
a few of the
engineers at lhe
giant  Contyol
Panel under the
roof of Broad-
casting House.
On the leftis part
of the amplifying
gear and on the
right engineers
are testing
apparatus.
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month as Binnie Hale—May 22—but in a different

year. Both have the sun placed in the zodiacal sign
Gemini at birth, and as regards the qualities given by the
sun’s position these two artistes have a certain psychological
affinity. They are both ambitious, both quick in speech
and wit, both fond of and destined to travel. Owing to the
difierence in the year of birth their stars and consequently
their outer characteristics and life history will differ tre-
mendously. The different tendencies are of interest.

Jeanne de Casalis comes largely ’
under the dominion of the planets
Saturn and Uranus. At heart she [l
will be inflexible in her convic- .
tions, extremely conscientious,
most sensitive, rather ingenious.
She will all her life be devoted to
doing the best things that the best
people do; a factor which will
ensure a thoroughly successful
theatrical career.

Miss de Casalis has a curious
gift for what one might call
impersonal intellectual friend-
ships. In some ways she will tend
to exalt the mental above the
emotional side of life. There will
be some wunexpected financial
windfall—probably about 1943.

Jeanne de Casalis is born on the same day of the

n agreeable fellow is Jay
Laurier, with a facile per-
sonality that could fit itself

into any environment whatever.
As in the case of Binnie Hale, the
moon at birth is in the sign Libra,
an indication of a love of the
beautiful, natural tact and a
singular absence of petty jealousy.
There is genuine artistic ability
here. As Jay Laurier gets older
his work will increasingly display
a mellow, impersonal genius.

Recently—in spite of his suc-
cesses — Mr. Laurier has been
working against the astrological
tide, but after the middle of next
year his stars are fighting for him.

He has a fertile, picturesque imagination which turns to
the weird and wonderful. This, in turn, gives him acute
intuition, it would be no good trying to “ put it across” Mr.
Laurier. He would see through one in no time.

I should say he is nearly as dexterous with his left hand
as with.his right and he has a curious faculty that one might
call mental duplication.

Money has little meaning for our subject; it represents a
means of getting what he wants. Yet, at periods of his life
‘he wil] feel a strong urge to thrift and save industriously
for a while.

The important periods this year are round about May
and December. The end of 1935 is very good.

STARS
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HOROSCOPES
BY NAYLOR

of the gods. In her art Binnie Hale can veritably

be extremely versatile. There are several Binnie
Hales, have which you will! Reared in the soundest
traditions of the old school of the theatre, our subject will,
nevertheless, always be willing to experiment in new forms
of expression. Indeed, the danger is that she will experi-
ment continually and somehow miss the opportunity for
definite specialization on lines characteristically her own.

Her real personality shows an amazing warmth of feeling
and capacity for affection. Binnie
Hale will like crowds and groups
rather than individuals.

She has a sense of justice and
proportion——a comparatively rare
thing in a woman. Beneath her
passing enthusiasms will lie the
gift to make peace between dis-
puting friends.

Between 1932 and 1942 kindly
stars operate in the birth horo-
scope. The best years in the
future will be round about 1937
(distinction in a spectacular pro-
duction and a good deal of travel),
1938 (more travel or a run of
profitable productions) and 1941
(considerable success in a produc-
tion of a lighter kind).

Here is a daugbter of Mercury, the winged messenger

eople born between May 21
Pand June 20 — such as
Florence Desmond—have the
sun in Gemini, the sign of the
zodiac which has to do with
mimicry and wit. But in this
horoscope those gifts are backed
by solid ability in other directions.
Sooner or later Miss Desmond
will drift into or launch out in
business ventures of her own apart
from her profession. She will
acquire and own property, for
instance.

The Florence Desmond of to-day
afiords comparatively little indica-
tion of the Florence Desmond of
to-morrow. Her heyday comes
between 1939 and 1947. It is thrilling to reflect that in
1942 the sun reaches the conjunction of Jupiter in Miss
Desmond’s horoscope. What more would you have? It
means money, fame, popularity and—property !

There is real originality. In a sense I regret that our
subject confines her work so much to various forms of
mimicry. One day, perhaps, she will delight us by being
—just Florence Desmond. That very self would interest
the British public much more than some of the personalities
which she so cleverly retails to us at second-hand.

The temperament and the professional life of an artiste do
not, as a rule, encourage strong family ties. Yet, in some
way Miss Desmond will be influenced by her home.
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"IN TOowN 1O

STOP
PRESS

OF
RADIO

Described by . . .
LESLIE BAILY

n any Saturday night a visit to

the studios at Broadcasting

House will reveal a strange

scene. In various uncomfort-

able stages of nervousness,
mostly acute, you will find a collection of
folks gathered round the microphone—and
a rum crowd they are, pugilists rubbing
shoulders with publicists, syncopators
with sword swallowers, tramps, clowns,
infant prodigies, massive men of adven-
ture, and petite ornaments of the silvery
screen. You may rightly judge from their
“ mike fright’’ that most of them have
never seen a microphone before; moreover,
they are here putting over their show with-
out any rehearsal . . .

* > *

And yet the show these people give is
one of the most popular in present-day
programmes ! “In Town To-night” is,
in my opinion, the most remarkable
phenomenon in 1934 radio.

This ““topical supplement to the week'’s
programmes’’ was invented by Eric
Maschwitz and Bill Hanson, of the B.B.C.
Variety Department.

“ he up-to-the-minute nature of the

show prevents any rehearsal,” Eric
remarked to me the other day, ‘““and, to
tell you the truth, until it's all over every
Saturday at eight we haven’t the remotest
idea how it's going to turn out! But
don’t you think it's this very informality,
together with the surprise element, lhat
has made the show so popular? To Hanson
and me it has become a sort of Frankenstein
monster—we started it as a stop-gap in
the programmes, and now look atit . . .!”

* L 2 *

This informal and surprising and alto-
gether delightful half-hour has, in fact,
become such a favourite that Eric and
Bill seem to be doomed to organize ““In
Town To-night” until their beards are as
long as Prospero’s, or until each makes an
untimely decease from sheer exhaustion.

In fairness to these two energetic and
nice-looking young men, perhaps I should

add that neither had any trace of a
beard (not even a goatee a la Gielgud)
the last time I saw them; but that was
on a Thursday, and the “topical supple-
ment”’ makes such relentless demands on
the time of Eric and Bill from that day
onwards to Saturday evening that I can
well believe that shaving, not to mention
sleeping, is one of the things that simply
is not done during those hectic rush-hours
of every week. You who tune-in expec-
tantly to “In Town To-night” have little
idea what the organization of such a
feature means.

They do not start before Thursday
because freshness and topicality
is insisted upon. In fact, A
most of the organization
is left until Friday. “In :*
Town To-night” is the &
most impromptu thing in British
programmes. On Fnday the telephones
get busy, and Eric and Bill comb the news-
papers for ideas—news perhaps of a film
star about to arrive from America, or a
man in Clapham who eats two-inch nails
for a living. The next job.is to get into
touch with these illustrious and grotesque,
famous and infamous people.

* * *

Telephones, telegrams, taxis, scouts
dispatched post-haste to landing stage and
railway platform, are the machinery of
this great weekly round-up in London.
Most of the day Eric stays in his office,
telephone receivers in either hand like the
newspaper editors of fiction, while at
intervals Bill bursts in to report that
Gertrude Ghastly has been prevailed upon
to overcome her reserve and say a few
words to listeners, or that the current
prize-fighting hero refuses to broadcast
because he thinks a recent B.B.C. -com-
mentary on his fight was insufficiently
favourable to himself. When this sort of

disappointment occurs, as it often does,
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bove is a
scene taken
when  Alfredo
and his Gipsy
Band were filmed
for a  Pathé
‘ short,” while a
wandering
B.B.C. micro-
phone picked up
a description for
an ' In Town
To-night’’ broad-
cast.

Left: Bill
Hanson, who
shaves with Eric
Maschwitz  the
distinction of
inventing and
organizing this
popular Satur-
day cevening
feature.

Eric and Bill have to get down to a frantic
search for alternatives.

t last, on Saturday morning, the thirty
minutes is (on paper) filled. Still
most of the detail has to be arranged.
Eric takes the film star off to lunch at an
exclusive West End restaurant, where,
the born journalist that he is, he *“ pumps”’
her until he gets the story; then he tact-
fully passes her on to her bodyguard,
scurries back to Broadcasting House,
leaps at his portable typewriter, and puts
it all down on paper.
Many a Saturday afternoon g
when z,he long ro“?'s of offices N i

at B.B.C. headquarters are —
silent and empty the clatter OPPposite
of feverish typing comes from page



“IN TowN
To-NIGHT”

(Continued from previous page)

the room of the Director
of Variety.

Meanwhile Bill is round-
ing-up the nail-swallower
in Clapham, or pacifying
the increasing agitation of
the elderly lady from the
Old Kent Road who is
going to describe her
emotions forty years ago
when she shook hands with
Queen Victoria.

At last they all arrive,
shortly after seven —or
they are supposed to do so.
There was that hectic even-
ing when one of the chief
turns took fright and fled, twenty minutes
before !‘zero hour.” Did Eric and Bill go
into a flat spin? Not they. Immediately
an idea was concocted, a very Beautiful
Idea. They opened the telephone direc-
tory, stuck a pin at random among the
names, and rang up the subscriber thus
selected, who proved to be an elderly
lady in Maida Vale, an astonished lady,
to say the least, when she was asked
whether she would like to address the
country twenty minutes later, down her
own telephone; subject: “What I think
of broadcasting, by an Average Listener.”’

So sad that the Beautiful Idea didn’t
come off. The lady was willing enough.
In fact, one of the B.B.C. boys sped post-

haste to Maida Vale to stand by the dear
old thing while she went through this
unexpected ordeal. The trouble was that
at the last moment the engineers at Broad-
casting House, who are canny men (mostly
Scots) drew attention to the existence of
an agreement between the B.B.C. and the
Postmaster-General prohibiting the use
of the ordinary Post Office telephone
microphone for broadcasting. So they had
to tell the lady of Maida Vale it was all
off, and no doubt she went to bed thinking
that the B.B.C. employs some queer fish.

The difficulty of the defaulted turn was
overcome by padding the remaining turns
out. The signature tune was played longer
than usual, for instance. The extraordinary

Three of the vegulay
“stars” of ‘“In Town

AR D

public ' curiosity about
that tune is eloquent of
the popularity of “ In
Town To-night,” as wellas
the appeal of the tune
itself; an average of 100
telephone calls a day have
been received at Broad-
casting House from people
who want to know what it
is. The ‘“Knightsbridge’*
movement from the * Lon-
don Suite” by Eric Coates
is, of course, the answer.

The tune is played from
a gramophone record. The
sound-picture of Piccadilly
Circus, with the flower
girls crying their wares
and the buses and taxis
hooting, also comes from
a record, specially made
in the Circus.

‘“ At first, when I was working out the
idea of ‘' In Town To-night,” I thought of
starting each week with a brief commentary
relayed from the roof of the Piccadilly
Hotel,” Eric told me. *Then it occurred
to me that this might be rather a chilly
job in winter, and as I intended to do the
commentary myself the notion was turned
down.”

As well as a studio for the records, two
speech studios are used for “In Town
To-night,” all three being linked up to the
dramatic control room, where the fading
from one to another is performed. And
as the whole thing is done without rehearsal
the job of the man at the control panel is an
anxious one.

To-night'"

DELICIOUS

MAZAWATTEE

TEA

THE PICK OF THE EMPIRE'S
FINEST GARDENS

SOLD AT POPULAR PRICES BY FAMILY GROCERS

FOR
QUALITY
AND
FLAVOUR
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““Cough please,”
‘“1 can’t, Doctor,
I've just had an ‘Allenburys’ Pastille’’

llenburys

fuitmw PASTILLES

Your Chemist stocks them

In tins - 2 oz. 8d., 4 0z. 1/3



*x Oun a $440
BENSON Wrist Watch

=

@ catalogues mentioning “ Radio Magazine,” May, 1934.

R3O

in a Solid jold case
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This is your opportunity to own a Benson wrist watch !
Every Benson watch undergoes severe tests for
accuracy before leaving the factory.. Every watch is
fitted with 2 supcrior jewelled lever movement. Every
watch carries Benson’s guarantee in writing. Take
advantage ro-day of Benson’s special reduced terms.
A £4.4.0 solid gold model, for cxample, is yours for a
reduced first payment of 4/- down. Balance payable
in eight monthly sums of 10/-. No interest charged.

Post coupon below ar once for Wrist Watch Catalogue
and Special Order Form,

4 / = with order makes you the owmer of this solid
9 ct. gold wateh on moire silk band (with gold snap
Sastening). 8 monthly sums of 10[- complete the
purchase.  You pay the cash price enly — [4. 4. 0

©/- with order makes you the owner of this solid
9 ¢t. gold watch on moire silk:band (with gold snap
Sastening). 12 wanthly sums of 10]- complete the
purchase.  You pay the cash price only—f6. 6. o

/= with order makes you the owner of this solid
o ¢t. gold watch and gold milanese band.complete. 12
monthly sums of 15 [- and a final sum of 6 |- complete
the purchase. You pay the cash price only £9.15.0

OTHER BEMSON OFFERS. ; purchase
Benson’s wrist or pocket watches, chains, rings, jewellery,
clocks, plate, fitted dressing cases, etc, on casy monthly

You may purchase any of

terms at cash prices. Call or write now for illustrated

Free Calalogue Cotborn

J. W. BENSON LTD.

Established 1749.

62 & 64, LUDGATE HILL, LONDON, E.C4
Please send me, post free, the illustrated Catalogue(s) I have
indicated together with full particulars of your “ Times”

System of Monthly Payments.

A—Pocket Watches, Chains, ctc. B—Wristlet
Waiches. C—Rings and Jewellery. E—Plate,
Cutlery, etc.  F—Clocks.

‘ (Please cross out those not required.) LN

............................................. Date............ R.M. May ’34 i

B.B.C. LIBRARIES

(Continued from page 8)

you will read carefully through any week'’s
programme from a provincial station you
will have an idea of the amount of work
this entails. But the library does not
include any of those records used by
Christopher Stone. The Stone collection of
gramophone records is a romance to be
told later.

’I ‘he drama library is a lofty, well-lit
room, with a strong suggestion of
sunshine and open-air. This is a blessing,
as the library is dreadfully dull and
forbidding to gaze upon. I was reminded
of an income-tax inspector’s office, con-
taining millions of card indexes, in each
of which was reproduced the deadly, heart-
breaking information that comes to us in
buff envelopes, or of the Finger Print
Gallery at Scotland Yard.

There are nearly a mile of shelves in
which are stored grey-coloured tin boxes,
reminding one of solicitor’s brief cases ;
and in these boxes are filed in alphabetical
order 7,000 plays—romantic, comical,
historical, and tragic.

his library, full as it is of the very

cream of dramatic literature, is addi-
tional evidence of the amazing growth of
the B.B.C. machine. Less than seven
years ago the library consisted of one
volume, “Paddy the Next Best Thing."’

A superficial glance at Broadcasting
House gives us no idea of the vastness of
its workings, of the myriad cells constantly
radiating activity and life itself to the
larger nervous centres at Daventry, at
Moor Edge, at Falkirk, and at Watchet,
from which your programmes come to you
through the ether. Broadcasting House
remains for me a constant source of wonder
and provides a continual stimulus to my
sense of exploration and adventure.

RADIO AND THE CINEMA

The British film industry is now fully
alive to the tremendous interest in radio
stars—the result is a number of excellent
films with a broadcasting motif. An
instance is the B.L.P. production Hello
Radio, which includes Mario Lorenzi, the
famous harpist. His picture appears on
another page.

“IT’S PICTORIAL”

Credu for some of the photographs in this

issue ss duc to Blake for fashion study;
** Bystander” for Mrys. Sieveking; Cannons of
Hollywood for Albert Sandler; Kemneth Collins
for Vivienne Chatterton; Elliott and Fry for
Harriet Cohen; Pearl Freeman for Rose Hignell,
Peter Dawson,; Claude Harris for Dino Galvani,
Jay Laurier, Evnest Longstaffe, Gillie Potter;
Hughes for Edward O'Henry, Sir John Reith,
The Three Janes, Janet Jevons for Charles
Mayhew; Ker Seymer for Sidomie Goossens;
Navana for Brosa Quartet; Raphacel for Mabel
Constanduros; Sasha for Elsie and Doris
Waters; Hugh Shaw for Robert Tredinnick;
Swaebe for Carlyle Cousins; Tunbridge for
Hermione Gingold; Kay Vaughan for Eileen
Joyce, Mary Hamlin, Charlie Kunz; Dorothy
Wilding for Binnie Hale; Princess Yvonne for
Anona Winn.
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there’s nothing casual
about corot

if you've ever in your life felt that
nobody cared if your new frock
was a huge success, you've never
been to corot. here they do care,
and they’ll say it’s all a part of
their service, like the helpful

monthly payment plan.

call to-day at their showroums
and prove this for yourself, or post
the coupon for the corot summer
full

fashion guide and details.

** under the sun *’
pure silk printed crepe de
chine afternoon dress in

latest prints lolb

cash 314 gns
monthly

‘¢ shall we stroll **"
| unlined ecoat in a light
/ weight woollen.

f ?::hSh;dgxs mo!l:ﬂy

(dept. r.a.5)
33 old bond street
london, w.| regent 0234

post this to corot go-day —— =" —
corot itd., 33 old bond street, london, w.1.

free

pleasc send corot summer fashion
guide and details of instalment plan.
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who gossips
about spring
outfits and the
dresses she has
seen in radio’s
studioland

y the time you are reading
this month’s article, spring
will be with us, and I hope,
some real spring weather, so
that you can get into those
new clothes you’ve been waiting to wear for
the last few weeks. It's a grand feeling, I
think, on the first really sunny spring day
of each year, to fling aside that old winter
coat that you've had to wear for so long,
and sally forth in some smart new clothes,
enhanced by that ‘‘ feeling in the air ** that
only spring brings.
* L 4 *

However, at the time of writing, there is
rather a lull in the dress world—everybody
is making their winter things last, and
waiting for that first sunny, not too cold
day, when they can blossom out into some-
thing new.

Talking of spring, though, reminds me of
a day in January this year—one of those
almost spring-like days that we do occas-
ionally get in that month. We were
rehearsing a broadcast show, and on this
particular morning, Jane Carr had arrived
in a smart new suit.

t was a light sage green in colour, with a
hat of the same material.- The suit had
leg-of-mutton sleeves of brown fur, and a
most unusual collar, consisting of four rolls
of the sage green material. We had great
fun, because as soon as Jane put her head
inside the studio door, Reggie Purdell,
Davy Burnaby, John Watt and Harry
Pepper each made a dive for one of these
rolls, with the full intention, if they could
have unrolled them, of doing a Maypole
dance around her. Needless to say, they
did not succeed !
* * *

At the recent ‘' Reminiscence ' broad-
cast by the Co-Optimists, which took the
place of ** Julian Wylie presents,’’ owing to
the iliness of Mr. Wylie, we were a real black
and white troupe-—the men, Stanley
Holloway, Davy Burnaby and Harry Pepper
being in evening dress, while Phyllis
Monkman, Betty Chester and Elsa Mac-
farlane were all in white, Elsa’s frock only

S

being relieved by epaulettes of sable, and
I was in my favourite black, although on
this .occasion, this too was relieved by a
silver sequin coat.

* * *

Everybody was very kind to me, al-
though I have only had the opportunity of
being a “ radio "’ Co-optimist, and after
the broadcast I was very proud to be
included in a re-umion dinner at
one of London’s well-known
hotels, where you can imagine 1
had a marvellous time, listening
to them all as they re-called their
many amusing experiences during
the eleven years they have been
in existence. These stories alone
would more than fill these pages,
but I must not digress.

t the same time I was keeping

a ‘ dress ”’ eye on the people
on the dancing floor, and I was
dgain struck by the fact of how
remarkably few people have the art
of dressing to suit their particular
style. I saw many lovely gowns, but
quite a few were on entirely
the wrong type of people.

I noticed one far from slim
woman completely spoiling
a beautiful sequin frock—
every  glittering  sequin
seemed to be saying—

“ Doesn’t it take a lot of us
to cover this rather large lady?

I recall a similar instance
one day last summer. I
was returning from
lunch and as |
passed through the
entrance hall of
Broadcasting House
my eyes caught the

Imost  every
Cﬂ week. the dress

designer  Is
offered  some  new
miracle in the way of
material. On the right
is a frock made in
novelty check crépe.
This—an Emme
model—has fine pleat-
ings on the skirt, while
the smart bodice offers
a striking contrast in
fvory crépe nestee.

o
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back view of a very large woman, who was
waiting with a party of people to be shown
over the building. She was dressed in a
bright blue patterned georgette frock,
made in a style with lots of frills, flounces
and uneven edges, which in themselves are
very unsuitable to the * too-fat.” ‘
At intervals all over the blue background
of the material were large bunches of pink

eautiful Eve

Becke is for-

tunate in be-
ing tall and slim.
She has the gift of
wearing clothes dis-
tinctively—and hay-
ing distinctive clothes
to wear. Her brother
is Colin Becke, the
designer, and bhere
she 15 wearing one of
his most recent crea-
tions for her. It is
of royal blue satin
cut entirely on the
bias, with wunusual
bishop sleeves which
are detachable from
the frock and are
canght together at
the back by large
silver rings.  The
frock is backless and
on both sides is slit
to the knee.
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and yellow flowers, and again these bunches
of flowers seemed to scream at me to notice
how many of them were necessary to cover
this lady.

I often wonder sadly why it is that so
many fat people have no idea whatsoever
of how to dress. It is my experience that
the average too-thin woman has far more
idea of how to disguise her lack of flesh
than her too-fat sister has of making one
believe she is thinner than she is. I
wonder if you have noticed the same
thing?

* * *

Those of you who have seen the Carlyle
Cousins recently on the films will have
noticed the pretty white frocks they were
wearing. I have had an opportunity of
studying these at close quarters, as they
have been rehearsing for their broadcasts.
The frocks are of white velvet, tight to the
knees, below which are voluminous skirts
of white tulle, and round their shoulders
they wear capes of silver sequins.

nother pretty set of frocks thcy have
are of sky blue net, with an appliqued
design in a deeper shade of satin on the
front of the bodice, and wide sashes of the
satin material.
* * *

They have a special set of frocks designed
for them for the song * Night and Day.”
Cecile Petrie, the leader, who sings the
melody, is dressed in pale blue satin,
symbolising ‘“ Day,” while the other two,
who sing an obbligato to the melody, wear
very deep blue satin, representing ‘ Night.”’

ris and London unitein decreeing

F that hats shall remain on the
slant.  They are still to be
perched precariously on the head as
well. An excellent example of the
latest and most wup-to-
date vogue is shown in
this photograph ot a
hat from Swzy
worn by Mrs.
Lance Sieve-
king, wife of
the B.B.C.
pro-
ducer
a n d
playwright.
It is a mix-
ture of bowler
and curé’s hat,
kept in position
by elastic. In
spite of its man-
nish origin, the
motif is essen-
S tally feminine in
appearance.



=3I On

ABLE WATERS

LEMONADE-TONIC WATER-GINGER ALE

T

GINGER BEER* GRAPE FRUIT- ETC

LT P

k

co

N ARIS

SOLD BY THE APOLLI

49



B D

_eft to right :
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Fileen Joyce,
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ust look at the trouble

HAIR most of us have with
STAYS our hair in making it

i “stay put.” It is all
PUT! very well for those

who have time for
constant sallies with a comb. But girls who
work all day have to find ways of making
their hair stay tidy for a long time. They
have no opportunity to fly to their dressing-
tables to repair the damage of each strenu-
ous moment.

If you have ever seen the immaculate
head of Hermione Gingold you must
have admired it. Yet she has very little
chance to tidy it during the day. She may
often have an energetic stage act that
would make many heads of hair go into a
riot of disorder. Hers stays neatly in its
moulded curls and seldom gets disturbed.

She takes care of her scalp, massaging it
with a good hair tonic once every twenty-
four hours before going to bed. Her hair
is naturally wavy. She has it shampooed
and set by a hairdresser every ten days and
is a great believer in the “plastic’’ wave
setting.

She always keeps to the same hairdresser
who knows her hair. People who chop and
change will find their hair more difficult
to keep tidy. Miss Gingold is wise enough
not to be afraid of using her hairbrush.

“Once I had a terrible time with my
hair,” she told me. ‘It began falling out
in handfuls, and I was soon nearly balid.
Then I took my hairdresser’s advice and
went to bathe in the sea without a bathing
cap, letting my hair dry in the sun after-
wards. I found it completely cured it
from falling out.”

Unlike very many people, Miss Gingold
does not consider that vigorous brushing
with a stiff-bristled brush will spoil her
waves. On the contrary she is quite cer-
tain that regular brushing improves it.

Good conditioned hair is far easier to keep
tidy than hair which has been neglected
—or cared for only at sporadic intervals.

Think of that when you want to
improve its general appearance.

CONTINUED

here is no need to let

HANDS your hands suffer
THAT because of the work
WORK they have to do. You

cannnt despair over
them because you use
a typewriter all day or work with machinery
—it just means you have to give them
extra care, and they can look as nice as
if you sat at home all day.

A very disheartening thing is when you
have to wear your finger nails very short.
Eileen Joyce, the pretty twenty-one-years-
old radio star pianist, has solved that
problem perfectly.

When she puts on her varnish she covers
the whole nail, leaving no tips or moons.
This makes them look far longer than they
are—and she really has to wear them very
short. .

Miss Joyce's hands have first place in her

beauty régime, for she realizes how impor-
tant they are to her. This is how she looks
after them :—
v very good manicurist comes to my
flat twice or sometimes three times
a week. She does all that is necessary in
the way of actual manicure.
playing the piano so much I have to re-
varnish my nails every day.

“When I get up in the morning I always
go straight to the tap and finse my hands
first in hot water and then in cold. That
stimulates the circulation and I rub in a
non-greasy lotion immediately afterwards.
Hand lotions are almost a craze with me.
I use them all day long, whenever I have
washed my hands. And I keep three
different kinds.

“At night I wash my hands in warm
water and lemon’ juice and rub them
thoroughly with a slightly greasy lotion.
One day I realized that I am just like a
runner or a boxer. I am making a physical
efiort, and the limbs I use should be
treated in the same way, as theirs.

“So I keep my hands in training and
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t is more than coin:

SING idence that nearly
TO BE every girl who takes
up singing as a

SLIM profession  dreads
excessive stout-

ness. You may envy her success, but while
surveying the ample figure of your favourite
prima donna on the platform you feel
thankful for your own dimensions.

Yet there are singers who do manage to
keep really slim. An outstandingly slender
singer with a very pretty figure is Anona
Winn.

‘““How do you do it?"’ I asked.

Miss Winn laughed happily and described
her first years of singing.

“I was studying for serious operatic
singing at an academy,” she said. “It
made me so depressed seeing how fat all
my fellow pupils were getting that I nearly
gave it up. Then the worst happened. I
grew fat myself.

“*As I am only five feet one in height it
made me look completely round. In a
frenzy of fear, I took up stage dancing, but
that had simply no effect at all.

“After that, I gave up worrying and
decided to hope for the best. But I devised
a diet of my own invention in the hope that
at least it would prevent my getting any
fatter. It did much more for me. It made
me really slim. I still follow it out carefully
every day of my life.

*“I never touch bread or drink with my
meals—but I drink a great deal of milk in
between. Instead of breakfast, I drink a
glass of orange juice; and I have a salad to
eat every day. Whatever kind of meat
I have to eat, I always order a salad after-
wards. Usually a lettuce and two tomatoes.

"Otherwise, I eat quite heartily and have

more.or less anything I want.

“1 also do three exercises in the early
morning—toe-touching, back-bending, and
high kicks—for about five or six minutes.

“Apart from this I am not able to
obtain very much exercis€ —apart from
hurrying about to keep all my
appointments.”’



HANDS THAT WORK
(Continued from previous page)

they have massage just like an athlete’s legs. A special masseuse
comes to me after a concert and massages my hands and arms to
relieve the feeling of strain. To exercise them I take a little
digitorium about with me—a tiny piano with four octaves and
soundless keys. Then I can begin a concert with my fingers
already ‘played in.’

“1 have my nails cut as round as possible. Through being
kept short, the quicks often get pushed up above the nails. I
have to push them down gently for a few minutes every day.
Another trouble I have is cracked thumbs. The skin at the
sides of them splits from so much playing, and I have to bind
them round with plaster when I am practising.

“1 always wear thick gloves and carry a muff in cold weather.
If T once caught chilblains it would be a great disaster to my
playing.”

Miss Joyce spends more on her hands than she does on her hair.

R On
BEAUTY HINTS FROM

Topesr THE STUDIO
the hands of

Eileen  Joyce, the

pianist. How she

keeps them stromg  If you want to economize you can do your

and  beautiful
described onm

page.

th:: own manicure, but it is better to have a
professional manicure at least once a

month. It would pay you to learn from

a professional how to do your own manicure
properly. You could have a lesson at a
very small cost.

Remember that your hands are *“ part of
the picture.”
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%wo typical listeners

the Childven's
Hour—~En'c Pavilt and
Josephine Sangwin,
young members of the
Buggins Family. They
appear with Mabel
Constanduros and
Michael Hogan in the
film, * Radio Parade."
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any of the Uncles and Aunties
at the B.B.C.’s provincial
stations have endeared them-
selves to their local juvenile
audiences just as success-
fully as have the London “relatives’’ of
whom I wrote last month. Recently I
have been listening a good deal to these
Children’s Hours from the Regional sta-
tions. My little son, Jeremy, seems to
like a little variety in his radio fare, and,
although he is a loyal supporter of Uncle
Mac in the London programme, he is
already getting touchingly fond of some
of the more distant Uncles and Aunties,
and choosing which to hear before bed-
time is now a problem demanding weighty
deliberation and furious
manipulation of the
tuning dial.

Not one in a thous-
and listeners suspects
that “Uncle Eric” of
North Regional is none
other than Eric Fogg,
the famous composer and pianist. Northern
listeners know this Manchester-born musi-
cian well — by his proper name-—for he
frequently appears in the programimes.
“Uncle Eric’’ began composing when he was
achild, and used to be a cathedral chorister.
He is now only thirty-one years of age.

* * *

The Manchester Children’s Hour was

formerly looked after by Miss Olive Schill,

By MRS. GILES

@ R R=E T

o Twins

but she is now doing other work. At
present the Children’'s Hour organiser for
the whole of the North Region is Miss Janet
Beith.

Auntie Muriel, of the Northern Region,
is Miss Muriel Levy, a short, dark and very
neat young lady who formerly was at the
old Liverpool station until it was closed.
Miss Levy is not really on the B.B.C. staff
but is under contract regarding her work
in the Children’s Hour. In addition to
this work, which she is doing so well, she
writes plays, several of which have been
produced on the air.

ne of the most remarkable Children’s
Hours is at Midland Regional, for it
is run almost single-handed by Dorothea
Barcroft, a dark, well-dressed and very
lovable lady who,
by the way, always
wears spectacles. Norm-
ally, she appears in the
“Hour"’ every day, but
I am sorry to learn
that at the moment of
writing this she is away
ill. We all hope she will soon be quite fit
again. What does it feel like, Auntie
Dorothy, to know you are missed by so
many kiddies?

Auntie Dorothy is a prolific composer,
too. Among other things, she has written
three big books of children’s music and
jolly songs; one of them contains a collec-
tion of pixie music named by the nephews
and neices. The pieces were all played as
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CHILDREN'S HOUR
AT THE REGIONALS

part of the Midland Regional programme
and children were invited to suggest appro-
priate titles, prizes being given to the suc-
cessful ones. I fancy it was because of
Auntie Dorothy’s great experience in
children’s music that she was asked—ten
years ago—to join the B.B.C.

* * *

As I mentioned just now, this capable
lady organises the Midland Children’s Hour
with only the help of her secretary, Miss
Betty Buckle, who has been with her for
several years.

“ Jacko* Cowper, who was at Broad-
casting House during the time that I was
announcer there, is a good-looking man
with blue eyes and grey hair. He and
David Gretton, another Birmingham
announcer, also are helping to organise the
Midland Children’s Hour at present.

Victor Hely Hutchinson, the musical
director at Birmingham, who also assists
in the Children’s Hour, was the original
Uncle Bunny at Savoy Hill. He was
christened ‘“Bunny’’ became he was first
known by the nickname “Hutch”! He
has written an enormous amount of inci-
dental music to Children’s Hour plays
including Alice in Wonderland, and the
recently-produced Charcoal Burner's Som.

ho invented the *‘twiddly bits " on
the piano which used to follow the
“ Hullo, Twins ! announce-
ments? It was Uncle Peter, of CONTD.
the Midland Region, whoreally OPPO-
is C. E. Hodges. Listeners SITE



HULLO TWINS!

(Continued from opposite page)
to the Midland Hour now hear J. H.
Loughlin, who is known as Peter Piper,
Uncle Pat (Harold Casey), and last but by
no means least Uncle Edgar, or Percy
Edgar, the popular Director of the station.

The Station Director at Cardifi, Mr.
E. R. Appleton, plays a large part in the
West Regional Children’s Hour which is
under the direction of Raymond Glen-
dinning (Uncle Raymond). In the
West Regional Hour other favourites are
Uncle Morgan, Uncle Sam—who talks to
the children in Welsh every Friday—Auntie
Evelyn (Miss Evelyn Amey), Auntie
Bronwen (Miss Bronwen Davies), and
Cousin Dorothy (Miss Dorothy Champion).
Miss Champion is on contract, not on the
permanent staff, and devotes herself chiefly
to giving charming descriptions of the
West Region countryside.

Auntie Kathleen is well known to every
Scottish child. She is Miss Kathleen
Garscadden, a fair young lady in the early
thirties who is extremely versatile. Not
only does she play the piano and sing in the
Children’s Hour, but in the adult evening
programmes as well, and in addition is a
wonderful composer. Auntie Kathleen
used to be on the B.B.C. staff, but is now
under contract, for the way they work the
Children’s Hour in Scotland is that
Glasgow provides it on two days of the
week, Edinburgh for two days, Aberdeen
one day, and on the remaining day Scottish
listeners hear the National programme.

Those who remember the Children’s
Hour of the early Savoy Hill days will be
thoroughly astonished if they tune-in
these Regional stations, a difterent one
each day, and listen to the great variety
and amusement for the kiddies that is now
given in these Children’s Hours which have
developed beyond all recognition in the
past year or two.

PADDED CELL

(Continued from page 41)

and thus avoid interference between the station
and its neighbours. Newcastle’s fork, which
should keep the frequency of the transmitter
to within 5 cycles, suddenly went all jaundiced
and ran up a temperature that made it
impossible to keep it within 50 cycles. That
means nothing to you or me; in fact, to the
B.B.C. it only meant the difference of onc-
fortieth of a semitone at middle ** C,”” on the
piano—a difference that not even the acute
ear of the most sensitive piano-tuner could
detect. But it was sufficient variation from
the standard of perfection for the B.B.C. to
send it to be doctored.

These tuning-forks are vital, and ' Research*’
had to take utmost care to ensure that the
Newcastle one was cured of its hysterical
outbreak. The original fork frequency was a
trifling thing of 1,015.6 vibrations a second,
but the B.B.C. has to double that up nine
times to make it fit to control the carrier-wave
of the transmitter, which has a frequency of
1,040,000 vibrations per second. This figure
has to be rigidly adhered to by the ¢uning-
forks in each of the stations sharing the samez
wavelength, and accuracy is maintained by the
forks being kept cooking in a special electric
oven at a temperature of 130 degrees.

The master fork is at Bournemouth, and
" Research” listens to this, with a measuring
instrument, once a week. That is how the
illness of the Newcastle fork was diagnosed
and why it went into the isolation ward at
Brixtoh for treatment.
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YOUR SUCCESS

4,000,000 Students have in 42
years been enrolled by the Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools, the
world’s greatest and largest voca-
tional-training institution.  Re-
cognised by Home and Overseas
Government Departments, and-by
large employers throughout the
Empire.

1,000 all-British Instruction
Books, specially prepared by the
I.C.S. for spare-time postal train-
ing, contain the finest collection of
technical and other instructional
matter in existence.

The largest staff of whole-time
qualified 1nstructors are at your
disposal. If you are in any un-
certainty about your future career
and feel that our advice would be
helpful to you, write us to-day.
Your letter will be answered by
an expert. This service is free
and places you under no obliga-
tion.

Let us explain in detail just how
we can help you to achieve success
in your trade, business, or pro-
fession.

——CQUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET—
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(Continued from page 39)

He started in the days when the HM.V.
Company were known as The Gramophone
and Typewriter Co., Ltd., and their record-
ing studio was a sort of impromptu affair
at the top of a City warehouse. His first
recorded song was ““Long Ago in Alcala’’
—Ilong forgotten now by most people.

In those far-away days his voice was so
suited to the crude apparatus in use that
he made records for this company and
their associate companies under many"
different names. Some readers may
remember a Scottish comedian, who used
to imitate Sir (then Mr.) Harry Lauder,
under the name of Hector Grant. That man
was none other than Peter Dawson, and it
was not until fifteen years later that
Sir Harry discovered his famous imitator’s
identity, when the “ culprit,” at a meeting
in the studio, suddenly broke into broad
Scotch and started to sing one of the
former’s songs. His latest record, at the
time of writing, consists of two robust
ballads of the “open-air’’ type entitled,
“Here is My Song’’ and ‘ Joggin’ Along
the Highway.” Which is the better I
really cannot say-—they are both good—
but the number is B8120.

A gramophone was really the cause of
Vladimir Rosing discovering that he had a
voice. This great Russian tenor was being
trained in his father’s profession, the law,
when one day a grateful client presented
Rosing, sen., with a gramophone. The
effect of hearmg such great Russian artists
as Figner, the tenor; Mikhailova, soprano;
and Maksikoff, fa.mous baritone, incited
young Vladimir to try to sing.

Rosing is the recognized ¢lassic inter-
preter’ of the “Song of the Flea.” He
sings this song, together with * The Song of
the Volga Boatmen,” on Parlophone
No. Eix1240—a record that should be in
every collection.

B.B.C. ANNOU NCERS

(Continued from page 25)
available opportunity that presents itself.

Harman Grisewood is a young cousin of
Freddie and arrived at the B.B.C. as an
actor after gaining a reputation as an
amateur actor at Oxford. He became
secretary of the University Dramatic
Society while he was an undergraduate.
He was in great demand during the
Children’'s Hour broadcasts and quickly
extended his work in the big dramatic
shows of a few years back.

He is the quiet, thoughtful type, of
medium height, with brown hair and clean
shaven. Unmarried.

There are three other announcers who
make up the half-dozen who keep the
National, London Regiondl, and Empire
programmes running smoothly, and inform
the listener what they are to hear next.

" There is John Lampson, an Oxford man,
tall, dark, and wears horn-rimmed
spectacles. He is a bachelor so far—
engaged to a young lady in the B.B.C.
Music Department.

Another Oxford ex-graduate is T. Lidell

““the blonde bachelor of broadcasting.’”

The newest addition to the ranks is Mr.
Marriott, who was engaged by the B.B.C.
last November. Like Mr. Hibberd, he is

. | a Cambridge man and a bachelor.
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his is the West Regional pro-
gramme from Cardiff, Bristo},
Plymouth, Swansea, and
Bournemouth !”’
This part of the B.B.C. service
represents a strangely assorted mixture of
stations which started in a little 18-foot
studio in Cardiff. We will start on our tour
by going there to meet Mr. E. R. Appleton,
the station director. This name invariably
conjures up thoughts of Joan and Betty,
of Bible talks fame, but one must- not
forget little Bridget, the youngest of
Mr. Appleton’s trio of daughters. Bridget
is feeling rather important just now,
because she has just had her portrait
painted by a well-known child artist.
> > >

When Mr. Appleton plans a talk, he
looks to the assistance of trained speakers
and actors in their dramatization, and he
uses a background of orchestral and gramo-
phone music. He has brought a new touch
to Bible teaching among young people.

Now he is planning to dramatize all the
narrative parts of the Bible in his Sunday
afternoon talks to children. . ;

He also inaugurated the Silent Fellow-
ship which ends every Sunday evening
programme from the West Regional trans-
mitter, and now he is busy working up a
series of services for the sick which are
broadcast once a month. . His postbag of
letters of appreciation for his religious
broadcasting work runs into thousands.

Yet when he wants a little rest and a
change, there is nothing he enjoys so much
as a thrill from an Edgar Wallace book.

Here is John T. Sutthery, the pro-
gramme director, coming in to talk
over some details of a new programme
with Mr. Appleton. He was an announcer
for a short time in the eaily days of broad-
casting. He went to Manchester as
second-in-command, and was later trans-
ferred to London. In last autumn’s
rearrangement of staffs he was allocated
to the West Region to direct programmes.

That tall, slim man talking at the end
of the corridor is known to thousands of
children who have since grown up as
‘““Uncle Norman.” Norman Settle is his
full name, and he is in charge of the
administrative side of the West Regional
station. He was cne of the most popular
of wireléss “uncles ”’ in the old days when
everyone from the station director down-
wards joined in those jolly 5.15 p.m. parties
for children.

Not long ago he went into the depths of
Wookey Hole, one of the mysterious caves
of Somerset’s Mendips, organizing a choir
broadcast in the pitch-black darkness, but
keeping his voice as smooth and calm as
ever through it all.

> > L 4

Now we shall have to start dodging about
the different transmitting stations and
studios of the West Region if we are to
find those other personalities’ who come to
you only as voices through the microphone.

There is Alexander Jinman, engineer-in-
charge. Since the new regional trans-
mitting station at Washford Cross in
Somerset was opened last August, he is a
busy man, for West Regional is a powerful
station, while the West National wave-

.and President of the

length has to be carefully synchronized
exactly with the London National wave-
length at the Brookman’s Park trans-
mitter.

L 4 L 4 *

Cyril Wood, the dramatic producer—big
and genial—has done as much as anyone
in the West Region to preserve the rural
quaintness of the Gloucestershire dialect,
the gentle “burr” of the Somerset farmer,
and the soft intonations of Devon and
Cornish speech. He has been particularly
successful in the broadcast of these dialect
plays and in the organization of series of
specialized dramatic broadcasts such as
those given under the titles of *“ Facet” and
‘“ Burlesque.”

Cyril Wood was associated with repertory
theatre work before he took up broad-
casting. He is going to London for a few
months this summer, while Peter Cresswell
is coming down to the West Region to

‘take his place.

r. E. H. F. Mills, education officer

for the Region, is probably away
organizing a listening group somewhere in
the wide area that comes under his control.
He is Secretary of the Gloucestershire,
Somerset, and Wiltshire Council for Broad-
cast Adult Education, and he is proud of
the-fact that Bristol was the first city in
the country to form
a wireless advisory
committee of its
own. Nevertheless,
he does not live in
Bristol. His home
is at Kilmersdon, a
pretty little Somer-
set village not very

fa1 from Bath.
. While we are in
Bristol, we must

meet Francis Wors-
ley, who is respon-
sible for the talks
and light pro-
grammes which are
a feature of West
Regional.

ncidentally, his
wife, Dorothy
Worsley, writes
plays which are very
popular in the West
Regional children'’s
hours. She created
the character of Sir
Goahead, the kid-
dies’ hero, as cham-
pion dragon slayer

Society of Maiden Rescuers.

Back across the Bristol Channel to
Cardiff we meet Reginald Redman, who
conducts the Western Studio Orchestra.
He has successfully arranged for broad-
casting many old folk-songs gathered from
both sides of the Bristol Channel.

Just a few brief peeps at the other men
behind the microphone . . .

* L 4 *

Raymond Glendenning, Cardiff’'s chief
announcer, also looks after the Children’s
Hour. Major Edgar Jones and Mr. Sam
Jones, who are responsible for the Welsh
features which are so much criticized on
the English side of the Channel; J. L. B.
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E. R. Appleton,
Director of
West Regional
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Bridgmont. and F. H. S. Pocock, the
balance and control officials; C. K. Parsons,
who was at Plymouth until the studios
there were closed down; and E. H.
Jenkins, who is in charge at Swansea.

Before we leave West Regional we must
pay a visit to the Bristol studios,
where a new orchestral studio is being
built in the garden of an old mansion, to
the design of Mr. J. C. Proctor, architect
of the Leeds studio.

Here many of the most important pro-
grammes for the region are performed.
When the studio is completed it will per-
mit much larger orchestras to broadcast.
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here’s twenty
minutes to fill
in after the
news. Here'’s
some re-
cords — though you
needn’t play them if
you prefer to go and
choose some more
from the library,”
said the Midland
Regional announ-
cer to his second-
in-command.

During the even-
ing the new an-
nouncer looked
through the records,
shook his head sadly
and paid a long visit
to the music library:
The result was a
programme of hot
dance music, en-
thusiastically com-
péred by an an-
nouncer whose
boyish eagerness
was so infectious
that listeners were
soon ringing up and
asking for more. The next few days
letters poured into the studio to inquire
the identity of this breezy young com-
pére.

And that is how Robert Tredinnick
leapt into radio fame.

* * >

It was intended that he should succeed
his father in the medical profession, but
he upset the family plans by going on the
stage, where he gained invaluable ex-
perience in repertory work. After a time,
he became ambitious and managed a
theatre himself for some years. After
giving up theatre management, Robert

ROBERT TREDINNICK
IS THE ¢ RECORDING
ANGEL” OF THE
BIRMINGHAM STUDIO
AND A REAL “HOT”
MERCHANT

Tredinnick suddenly discovered that he
had a forte for writing children’s stories,
many of which he broadcast himself in the
Birmingham Children’s Corner, where he
is known to this day as the Story Teller.
This led to the discovery that he had a
very pleasing microphone voice, and he
was asked to undertake some announcing
during the summer months.

Robert Tredinnick is a very modest young

man who is quite convinced that
the B.B.C. is doing him a favour in allowing
him to broadcast the type of modern dance
music which he so wholeheartedly enjoys.
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Introducing the CHRISTOPHER STONE
of MIDIAND REGIONAL

“I am fully aware that it is not the
sort of thing everybody likes to hear,” he
says, “but I am certain that it is growing
tremendously in popularity. The number
of Rhythm Clubs which have been started
all over the country proves that.”

‘ Just lately, I have been broadcasting
other types of music, as my small contri-
bution to the B.B.C.’s immense task of
trying to cater for all tastes.”

* * *

A great lover of the country, Bob
Tredinnick is a keen gardener, and loves
animals. His greatest favourite is an
Australian terrier, Christopher, which was
named—not after Christopher Stone—but
because he first saw light on Christmas
Eve.

Tredinnick, still in his early thirties,
is a native of the Derbyshire village of
Melbourne, but lives in London, travelling
down to Birmingham once or twice a week
for his broadcasts. He finds the solitude
of the journey provides a useful oppor-
tunity for writing some of his record
reviews and for preparing for his forth-
coming broadcast.

s a compére for all types of entertain-
ment, his services are increasingly in
demand. He has figured prominently in a
village broadcast, and has interviewed
boxers and footballers. His handling of
the first broadcast of Geraldo’s new band
was a superb piece of showmanship.

In the midst of all the aforementioned
activities, he has found time to write
two novels, both of which have been
published, and to paint pictures which
have been extensively exhibited in
London and the provinces. His latest
hobby is lyric writing, and he is respon-
sible for the words of Geraldo’s signature

tune, “ I bring to you sweet music.”

The nearest approach to America’s
featured announcers, Robert Tredinnick
has a microphone personality which con-
verts a mediocre programme into a lively
entertainment.

Nowadays he is also emulatipg his
colleague in London—Christopher
Stone—by writing reviews of Gramophone
records in a number of papers. His
breezy style—as attractive on paper as it is
over the microphone—is enhancing his
popularity still further.

Apart from this, his great ambition is to
see a play written by himself produced at a
London theatre.

By the way, he has one boy-like hobby—
collecting cigarette pictures. He treasures
these as much as he does his collection of
‘“hot "’ gramophone records.

* * >

When you next hear him broadcast,
picture this slim young man in the early
thirties, with sympathetic eyes and a humor-
ous mouth. Do not get the idea that his
cheerful voice is specially assumed for the
benefit of the mike. Bob Tredinnick is
always like that.
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The IMPORTANCE of COOKERY
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Scientific cooking is of paramount impor-
tance—old methods need no longer be
tolerated. It is neither sensible nor
necessary to continue throwing away the
real goodness of the food with the water
in which it was cooked—the

Fasiwark

HEALTH COOKER

cooks by controlled steam. It is recog-
nised by dietetic experts as the best method
of cooking to preserve the mineral salts
and vitamins so necessary to health.
The Easiwork Health cooker is

the greatest

cooking achievement

of modern times!

because it has brought healthful, scientific cooking in a simple common-
sense form within the reach of everyone.

Already the Easiwork Health Cooker has brought health to thousands
of homes—it is revolutionising the nation’s diet. Tests carried out by
the London School of Dietetics prove that food cooked in the Easiwork
Health Cooker contains 22 per cent. more mineral salts than similar
food cooked in the ordinary way—they even prove that the shin of
beef cooked the Easiwork way is 25 per cent. morc digestible than
sirloin cooked in an oven.

Quite apart from its value from the health point of view, the Easiwork
Health Cooker deserves its position as one of the great achievements
of the age on the score of economy. It cooks not only thoroughly,
but quickly—only one-third of the usual time and fuel are required
20 minutes to cook a dish ordinarily requiring an hour.

A full meal can be cooked altogether on a gas ring, hot plate, primus
stove, or other heating unit, without mixing of flavours.

It is your duty to your-
self and to your family
to investigate the possi-
bilities of the Easiwork
Health Cooker.

SERD COUPON
TO-DAY

If you are buying or
building a new house,
insist on a genuine
Easiwork Kitchen
Cabinet. Full par-
ticulars on request.

EASIWORK, LTD.,
250 Tottenham Court Road,
London, W.1.

Please send 12-page Health Cookery booklet.
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I can rid you of

CATARRH

HEAD NOISES AND
CATARRHAL DEAFNESS

once and
for all

I have banished this nauseating
complaint for 100,000 others.
I can do the same for YOU 41

or it shall net cost you

AND EXTENDED TRIAL
and how you are covered
by my absolute and legally

I don’t believe in Free Samples. They prove nothing. I prefer to
give you better evidence that my treatment ends the trouble

permanently. Write to me for particulars of my FAR FULLER

Al

binding GUARANTEE.

—

I know what it is

to be everlastingly clogged in all my
breathing passages.

to be dulled and incapable is mind and
suffer from heavy brow aches.

to be deafened in hearing and driven to
distraction with singing, buzzing
noises in my head.

to be hateful to myself and objectionable
to others with my never-ending nose-
blowing, clearing, sneezing, short
breath and thick speech.

t0 be kept awake at night with dis-
charges falling into my throat.

to be disappointed time and again with
so-called remedies and reliefs.

I have suffered myself!

1 know what is behind your mind at this
very moment. You are saying, *“This is
probably only another Catarrh easer that
may, or may not, give me a little reliet.”
Very likely you have reason enough to be
sceptical. Maybe you have spent pounds
on inhalants, atomisers, gargles, mouth
washes . . . D YOU'VE STILL GOT
CATARRH, though you have very little
faith left. My way to end Catarrh is
fundamentally sound and totally different.
Whether I stumbled u it by sheer
inspiration or cold logic, I will not attempt
to say.

But I do wish to emphasise that it is the
method of a man who made the total
banishment of Catarrh his gaiding principle.
I HAD TO. For I could see that if I did
not succeed there would be little joy left in
life for me. Mercifuily, I DID, And every
grateful letter I have had since from the
thousands of unfortunates with whom T
have shared my discovery, has renewed m
own joy in being permanently free myself.
1 want to show you why, how, and where
Catarrh originates—aot in the head, as is
commonly thought. How it permeates and
infects the whole body and why Indigestion,
Flatulence, Heartburn, and Constipation
follow as a result. How it drags you down
so that you catch cold after cold and are
always one of the first to be attacked b
‘flu.  And, most important of all, I wi
show {ou how you can speedily and com-
fortably end your Catarrhal troubles once
and for all—whether you have suffered for
years, months, or only weeks.

make no charge whatever for the
information 1 send to sufferers. If they
follow my advice the cost is quite small and
the method so successful that I am able to
say NO ONE NEED SUFFER ANY
LONGER. Now is the time to congquer
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your complaint and get rid of it for ever,
so that you will never have to suffer in
winters to come as you have in the past.
Not even hay fever martyrs nced dread
the coming Summer, becaus: my
treatment has met with remarkable
success In such cases. If you are in
earnest to end vour suffering, write to me
on the convenient coupon below. There is
nothing to pay-—nothing to promise. You
may, if you wish, send 1%d. stamp to cover
postage of my reply, but even this is optional.

I have just got room to print this guor-
anteed genuinc letter of appreciation.
I have picked it haphasard from many
hundreds 1 hold at my offices, and
reproduced in full the writer’s own
heartfelt words. It should encourage you
to look forward to a happier and brighter
Juture for yourself.

“YOURS IS A GEMUINE
CURE FOR CATARRH "

“JIt is with the greatest of pleasure I
write you this letter. 1 cannot thank you
sufficiently for all the good your course of
Catarrh Cure has done for me. Yours is a
gonuine cure for Catarth. From living
dnr by day in misery with headaches,
colds, and a nose that was practically
closed, I have now gone hack to what
I was 12 years ago—' full of life and enjoy-
ing every day of it.” You have my full
authority to refer anyone who has the least
doubt about your Catarrh Cure to me.”

(Signed) J. R. LIVINGSTON.

LET ME TELL YOU HOW

FREE

To MR. ALLAN COOPER,
33 Strand, London, W.C.3.

Without cost or obligation, please tell
me how to permanently rid myself of
Catarrh and Head Noises.

W, S R B O
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n reply to Mrs. FEATHER
I (Marshmallow), it is not
necessary to have a com-
bined wireless and dog licence
for a set that howls.
*
‘“The programme never gets
‘hot’ till Christopher Stone
comes on,”’ declares a listener.

Three cheers for Stone-ginger ! .

*

The silliest thing we can
imagine—allotting thirty
minutes to the commentary of
a fight in which Carnera is

taking part.
*

No, REGULAR TUNER (Seven
Dials), we have never heard of
a radio sister act named Ann
Ode and Kath Ode.

*

We would remind readers
who are doubtful on the point
that it is not necessary.to have
poetic licence for listening to
the 5.8.C. poetry readings.

*

The original ambition of
Jack Payne was to become a
doctor. If he had realised his
ambition, one may well ask :
would it have been very clever
or very tactless to have kept
that surname?

*

Cab Calloway, highest-paid
radio star, earrs £I1,000 a
week. “His High-De-
Highness of High-Dough,”
so to speak.

Come troll me a ballad of Browning Mummery—
Gallant and debonair, bright and summery.

Music for him must never be strummery—
Bach is the fellow for Browning Mummery.
He doesn’t care for tunes tum-tumery-—
Bit of a highbrow is Browning Mummery.
Not that he scorns a melody hummery—
Modern the culture of Browning Mummery.
But it must not be sugar and, plummery
For the critical ear of Browning Mummery.
Rather like Ridgeway—not at all ‘ ‘Brumery.”’
A touch’ of Beau Brummel for Brow=zing
Mummery.
He doesn’t work by the rules of thumbery ;
Bold and bizarre is Browning Mummery.
Diction delightful—not at all gummery ;
Free open methods for Browning Mummery.
Gifts mediocre leave him numbery ;
Art with an A for Browning Mummery.
Cheery and volatile, he’s never glummery—
Looks on the bright side does Browning
Mummery.

Fond of the lasses but never yum-yumery ;
Broth of a boy is Browning Mummery.

‘Never a trace of fribble or flummery ;
Solid the structure of Browning Mummery.

So here’s to an artist chippy and chummery—
And the glorious name of Browning Mummery!

By PERCY MERRIMAN (of che “Roosters’™).

JUST FAIRY TALES

ance music has the
same effect on me that
a beautiful perfume
would |” bleats a correspon-
dent.

Jazzmine ?

*

I believe in having my set
placéd near the ceiling,” a
reader informs us. That is one
way of raising the output.

*

‘“The inside of a wireless set
is a complete mystery to me,”
declares a listener. Now he
knows where the term * baffle-
board’’ comes in. i

o

In reply to Mrs. GRANT-
wHISTLE (Middle Tooting), who
complains that speakers on her
radio sound as if they had
“sore throats,”’” it is unlikely
that rubbing the loud-speaker
with camphorated oil will
improve matters.

*

Roy Fox has bought a grey-
hound for racing. There’s a
joke here somewhere, if we
could only think of it.

*

“I have spent two years
getting my radio perfect,”’ con-
fesses an enthusiast. Obviously
a man of set purpose.

*

There are 142 miles of
wire in Broadcasting
House, or nearly the length
of our aerial lead-in at

*

Neat geographical pro-
gramme-arrangement—
the Western Brothers fol-
lowed by the Southern
Sisters.

*

Replying to Sap Casg
(Hogsnorton), the Eight
Step Sisters are not char-
ladies.

*

How it eught to be:
Henry Hall and his Hall-
stands; Roy Fox and his
Hounds; Lew Stone and
his Masons; Jack Payne
and his Liniments; Sidney
Kyte and his Fliers.

Ljubljana2*" asks a

reader. VE*E' b'ﬁ'&lﬁf‘

r. John Tilley’'s Company
Report will be reported fully
in to-morrow’sissue of The Listener.”’
L

“This is Henry Hall and His
Rhythm Maniacs.”
U
“Here is Mr. A J. Alan, whose
real name is ”—and the
announcer gasped and fell, riddled
with machine-gun bullets.
!

“Pardon me for speaking too
quickly,” said Christopher Stone.
1

“T will now sing some old English
folk songs, notable for their simple
and quiet charm,” said Harry Roy.

e A

*“Al Bowlly will render some
rollicking sea-shanties.”

“There’s a beautiful view from
here—can’t - possibly miss any-
thing,” said the running commen-
tator.

“The Ministry of ’Ealth ain’t
come to no decision,” read out
Stuart Hibberd, the chief announcer.

1

“1 am illustrating to-day’s talk
with the latest records of Louis
Armstrong,’’said Sir Walford Davies.

P

“The devil take football! Give
me ping-pong,” declared George F.
Allison:

(I

‘“And now Norman Long, with

his Dance, Scowl, and Jew’s harp.”
(I

“For the School A Talk on

Punctuation, by Stainless Stephen.”
)

‘“There’s nothing very interesting
going on in Europe,” announced
Vernon Bartlett.

Rl

‘“Please communicate with New

‘Scotland Yard, telephone number
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—oh, dash it all, you know it by
now !”’

home.
*

Television performers
have to colour their lips
black. One highly respect-
able B.B.C. official has
been a week explaining to
his wife that the black
smuwdge-on his cheek was
caused through a spot of
bother with the chimney.

*

The old interval
““knocks,” Curious (Wit's
End), were achieved by a
row of announcers, each
dropping aitches so that
they fell to the ground
with a dull thud.

- b
Hﬂzﬁm,f%

y

who calls his
“ Dorothy Hq!,l.ai_r'\_'"j.
because it whistles .

in a peculiar manner? |l
=

R
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A LARGE NUMBER OF LISTENERS WANTED

MYSTERY OF INTERPLANETARY SPACE TO BE PENETRATED
MASS LISTENING MAY SUCCEED WHERE ISOLATED SCIENTISTS FAIL

Ralph Stranger, the well-known Technical Author, forins a Research League

WIRELESS ECHOES

Professor E. V. Appleton, D.Sc., F.R.S. (of
Appleton layer fame) and a number of other
distinguished European scientists have devoted
a great deal of time during the last few years
to the study of the so-called Wireless Echoes
from Space.

As you know, a transmitting aerial, unless
specially oriented, normally radiates wireless
waves in all directions. Some of these waves,

ing a given signal, proceed along the sur-
face of the earth, some of them go up into
space.

But very few of them can leave the earth as
there are in the upper reaches of our atmos-
phere and beyond three known layers of elec-
trified atoms—layers D, E and F, which send
the waves back to earth, thus making long
range communication possible. The layer D, 30
miles up, reflects back to earth very long wire-
less waves. The layer E (the Kennelly-Heaviside
layer), about 65 miles up, reflects long and
medium waves. The layer F (the Appleton
Layer), on the average 150 miles up, refiects
most of the short waves. Some of the waves,
however, are able to penetrate all the known
layers, and escape into the inter-planetary space.
This depends, largely, upon the wavelength
and the angle at which the waves strike the
layers.

But, it appears, that even these waves are
not allowed to escape altogether. There is
something else in space, apart from the three
known layers, which sends the waves back.

A LISTENER'S DISCOVERY

In 1927 a Dutch listener discovered that
during the reception of signals from Eindhoven
the same signal could be heard three times
(wireless echoes).  After the original signal was
received, the first echo arrived from the oppo-
site direction one-seventh of a second later,
and a second echo was heard three seconds later
Now, the first echo is easily accounted for by
the fact that the circumference of the earth is
approximately 24,800 miles and the speed of
wireless waves is 186,000 miles per second,
which gives us a seventh of a second interval
between the original signal and the first echo.
But where did the third signal come from?’
A three-second interval means that the wave
has travelled some 558,000 miles before it
returned to earth. Since it went into space
and came back again, at a uniform speed and
in a given time, the medium which reflected
it would appear to be situated at half that
distance, i.e., 279,000 miles oway from the
earth’s surface !

In 1928 wireless echoes were obtained after
a lapse of fifteen seconds. Professor Appleton
has heard in London an echo after a lapse of
twenty-five second which appears to imply
that the wave was reflected by some mysterious
body or medium at a point of 2,325,000 miles
away from our planet !

A MYSTERIOUS MEDIUM

What can there be in space 2,325,000 miles
away? Is this mysterious ‘‘something” a
layer of electrified atoms, an extensive cloud of
some cosmic matter, some unknown solid body,
or merely a stream of corpuscles from the sun?

Is this reflecting medium, whatever it is,
moving with the Solar System or has it a
motion of its own?

Why do wireless echoes, travelling into space
as far out as nine times the distance between
the earth and the moon, behave differently, as
they do, during the different seasons, and why
are they affected by polar lights and sun spots?

At how many points on the earth’s surface
can a wireless echo be received simultaneously ?

There are many theories, but experimental
data are lacking.

The whole thing is, at the moment, a mystery.

There is a race in scientific research in con-
nection with wireless echoes. It is hoped that,
with the aid of the vast listening British public,
this race may be won by a British scientist.
MASS LISTENING -

The idea of mass listening with a scientific
aim is, I believe, a novel one. Science, in the
whole of its history, has never had such a
wonderful opportunity of obtaining so quickly
a vast mass of results. Up to the present all
research in connection with the study of the
outer space has been conducted by a few iso-
lated scientists who could ascertain what is
happening only in their locality. There were
too few people working on the problem. What
is wanted, in this particular case, is a very large
number of people experimenting under definite
direction and comparing results.

No special scientific: qualifications are
required for this purpose on the part of the
listening experimenters. A number of scienti-
fic laboratories such as N.P.L. and Govern-
ment research institutions will be approached
and requested to co-operate in order to carry out
all the necessary measurements and photo-
graphing with the help of cathode ray oscillo-
graphs. All that the listeners need is a wire-
less set capable of receiving short waves (any
existing receiver can be adopted for this pur-
pose easily and very cheaply, without interfer-
ing with it in any way, just by means of a small
external addition, and without any inter-
ference with the reception of usual programmes),
an ordinary watch and a few minutes a week
listening. Each experiment will take only
about five minutes, at a time.

Thus, it is obvious, that, given a certain
amount of interest, enthusiasm and national
pride in the progress of British science, the vast
British listening public in this country and
throughout the Empire can be of the greatest
possible help in solving a number of highly
immnortant scientific problems.

Such mass listening, if it is to produce
tangible results, must be organised. Regular
transmissions must be arranged. Each problem
must be explained as simply as possible and
each experiment directed.

HOW EXPERIMENTS ARE TO BE CON-

DUCTED

With this in view it has been arranged to
proceed as follows: A League of Listener-
Experimenters is to be formed throughout
the world. A number of powerful transmitters
in this country and abroad will send out at
fixed times strong characteristic signals which
cannot be possibly mistaken for something else.

A number of scientific institutions through-
out the world will measure and photograph
the signals and the echoes received.

The listening public will be told clearly
what to do.

As soon as the signal is given and the echoes
are received, each listener belonging to the
League will write to a given address and state
his or her results.

Such results obtained from all over the world
will then be collected, counted, analysed, and
the conclusion will be published.

Professor E. V. Appleton has expressed his
full approval of the aims of the League, and it
was he who suggested that the first problem
(other scientists will deal with other problems)
to be attacked should be that of long-delayed
echoes. He kindly promised to co-operate
in directing the experimental work and assisting
in the League’s progress.
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KEEPING IN TOUCH WITH MEMBERS

The next problem is to keep Professor Apple-
ton and his brother scientists in constant touch
with the millions of listener-experimenters
spread throughout the world.

This was solved by the Editor of the B.B.C.
technical journal, World-Radio, who has offered
the hospitality of the columns of his paper to
the members of the league.

THE STARTING DATE

It has been decided to start work on May 4.
This will give us roughly a month to arrange
all the preliminary work and complete the
enrolment of members. In the issue of
World-Radio dated May 4 Professor Appleton
will inaugurate the work of the first experiment
with a simple explanation of the problem and
the precise methods of research. Other
scientists will follow, and, from then onwards,
week after week, the members of the League
will be guided and advised in their work.
W.R.R.L.

It has been decided to call the organisation
“*WORLD RADIO RESEARCH LEAGUE.”

Throughout April we shall be enlisting
members. Thanks to the interest of the Editor
of World-Radio, there is no expense involved
in connection with the formation and the
running of the League, and, for this reason,
there are no entrance fees or any subscriptions,
all work done being purely voluntary work.
WHAT YOU HAVE TO DO NOW

All you have to do, therefore, is to fill in
the coupon below and to send it off to the
address indicated in an open envelope with a
halfpenny stamp, unless you are writing a
letter as well. The next job is to instruct your
newsagent to reserve for you a copy of World-
Radio, starting with the issue of May 4, and
until further notice.

HOW TO POPULARISE THE LEAGUE

It is important that everybody interested
in this research work should do his or her best
to widen the area of interest.

Please show this announcement to all your
friends possessing wireless sets. «

Teachers and Lecturers are specially requested
to draw the attention of their classes to our
activities.

Please write in block capital letters.

=

To RALPH STRANGER,
Hon. Secretary, W.R.R.L.,

Cjo Editor, World-Radio, B.B.C.
Broadcasting House, Portland Place,
London, W.1, England

(RM.)

Please enrol me as a member of the W.R.R.L.

(State type and make of set, number of valves
and if battery or mains supply.)

Type of Transmitter (if any)........................
Call Sign...............
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XPE
INHALANT
Quickly and
safely ends
the
discomfort
and danger
of a cold in
the head

First thing every morn-
ing put a drop of 'Vapex'
on your handkerchief
and breathe the germi-
cidal vapour.

Of Chemists 2/- & 3/-.

THOMAS KERFOOT & CO. LTD.
V106
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“SUCH A MAN OF
THE WORLD”"

(Continued from page 14)

them; it was still audible above the
crackling of atmospherics which greeted
their new friend’s efforts to tune in Daventry.
He hoped that the sound of it would not
tempt Cynthia back to the café.

“Ah!"” said the wireless merchant.
*“ Ah, here it is, your English Daventry,"”
and, through the crackling came the sound
of music—a tune that seemed vaguely
familiar. The music faded down and a
voice that was more than vaguely familiar
spoke from the ether.

‘“ Good - evening,
audience,” it said.

beautiful British
** Permit me to in-

{ troduce to you for the ninth time, my

orchestra of the Café Colette !’
* * *

Cynthia looked at Albert. Albert looked
at the floor. The band on the radio began
to play a fast one-step. The band in the
café next door was 'playing a slow waltz.
The wireless dealer still thinks his two
viritors were quite mad: Cynthia walked
out into the street and saw the real name of
the café. Albert tried to explain that it
was all a mistake. He never really
succeeded.

It was a very quiet and thoughtful
Albert who left Paris with his wife the next
day. To both of them the capital of France
had lost most of its glamoaur.

Back in S.W.16 both were very reticent
about their visit—despite the curiosity of
their friends and relations.

Mrs. Aimes sometimes says to her
husband, ‘* You know, Cyril, our Albert
seems to have changed. He used to be
such a man of the world—cosmopolitan,
if you see what I mean.”

Indispensable to Every Wireless

Enthusiast

R. RALPH STRANGER, who is a master

of lucidity, has produced in this book a

valuable and fully explained synopsis of tech-

nical terms that everybody can understand. It

will prove indispensable to everybody who reads

technical books and journals. Fully illustrated
throughout.

DICTIONARY
OF WIRELESS TERMS

By RALPH STRANGER’
2/6

Obtainahle at all Bookstalls,or by post 2/10
from George Neunes, Ltd.. 8-11, Sonth-
ampton Street, Strand, Londm, W.C.2.

Wil prove the possibility of Better Hearing
for YOU with the famous Orifice Fitting

AURWELLES
The smallest in the World,
No Cords or Batterie—No attachments of any kind.
No rubber to get hot. Strain and headnoise refief.

DEAFNESS DEFEATED

Thiz simple inconspicuous way has meant Hearing for

thousands in all stations of life. DON'T DELAY—HEAR

TO-DAY. CALL FOR FREE TEST, or write for details and

FREE HOME TEST OFFER. Cousultations 9 —6 daily,

DENT (suite 98) 309 OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.1

(Coloured bhuilding and square clock.) Mavfair 13%0/171.8
Sercice Burcauz in many Big Towns.

‘‘I've often scribbled odd things,”’
said the Casual Caller. *‘You know
-something in the paper sets the oid
pen scratching. That's about as far as
I've ever got. . . ."* That'’s as far as a lot of
people get; just *“‘scribble odd things’’—and
leave it at that. The London Editorial College
was founded in 1928 with the object of training
ordinary people to become successful writers.
‘¢ Successful "’—not to the extent of pro-
ducing writers of best sellers—but in
training ordinary people to write for both
pleasure AND profit. If the above strikss a
responsive chord in vour mind, you wiil find it
worth while to send for our Free Booklet and
Specimen Lesson. Please write, 'phone, or
call-

LONDON EDITORIAL COLLEGE

(Dept. RM.) 12-13 HENRIETTA ST, W.C.2
Telephone : Temple Bar 6167

=== _S=t s = ]
6o

A STRAIGHTFORWARD, genuine
ALL-BRITISH pen, free from
fantastic features and with no compli-
cated parts to get out of order.

There is a ¢ Conway Stewart'’ to

please everybody, in
colour, design and price. STANDERD
MODEL
OF ALL STATIONERS | .
AND STORES 10 / 6 &
e ——— k
Guaranteed by the 3
Manufacturers: OTHER E'
CONWAY STEWART| LS 3
& CO, LTD. Fc::ﬂ
75/82, Shoe Lane,
London, 5, 6
f]/.e E. C. 4. .

[

QU -wayd the Best
OR SHORT HAIR.—*" My friends have all
assed remarks about my curls and will

hardly believe it is from curlers I get such
lovely hair."—A letter from Gloucester.

OR LONG HAIR.—* As my bhair reaches

to my knees, even hairdressers cannot get
the waves to remain. Your wavers are unbeat.
able. I have tried several other kinds, but they
have not the same effect. The waves stay in
in wet weather, a great boon.”—A letter from
Chiswick.

“ West Electrics ™ set, curl or wave in 10
mifutes by electro-magnetic pressure.  They
cannot cut, break, burn or discolour the hair.

Fhe Onty Guaranteed

Guaranteed to last a lifetime.

Guaranteed to satisfy, or money back.
Visit our Stand at Oly upia, Stand 176, Ground Fioor,
Empire Hall, where our skilled assistant will show you
how to make the latest fashionable curl.

\,\g ¥ o
Made in England. J Used the world over
West Electric Hair Curler Co., 8 Kirby Strest, E.C.1




ISS D.
BROWNING,
Tollington Park,
London, N.j4,
writes : ‘‘ Although
I live in London
and find that the
National and Lon-
don Regional sta-
tions are naturally
the easiest to tune
in, the majority of
my listening is to
the Regional stations. Both Midland and
North Regional provide excellent programmes,
and it seems to me that these two provincial
centres easily outdo the rest of the B.B.C. on
the matter of obtaining informative and enter-
taining material for their broadcasts. Although
these programmes do not consists of the: ‘ big
names ' which are available- at headquarters,
I think that they are far more interesting from
a listener's point of view—which shows that
broadcasting is gradually creating a retinue of
artists of its own.”
I am inclined to agree. The policy of the
B.B.C. is to encourage initialive among the
Regional stations. ’

* *

ISS R. WIN-

TER, Ban-
croft Avenue, East
Finchley, writes :
"“Let me say right
away that I am a
satisfied listener. I
am not one of those
who write to the
press just because ¥ '
there is nothing to ‘ - ‘
my taste one even-
ing. If T had to
pay {10 a year instead of ten shillings I should
consider that I received wonderful value for
my money. At the same time I believe in
making the best use of my modern set—a
four-valve super-het—and constantly listen to
overseas broadcasts. While listening the other
day I heard a programme which might well be
copied by the B.B.C. This is broadcast by
several American stations as the closing item
to their day's programmes. It is called the
‘ Slumber Hour,” and is intended as a quiet
round-off after the turmoil of the day. Could
not the B.B.C. adopt this idea instead of the
noisy dance music we now hear? Instead, we
could have dreamy Viennese music, a violin
solo, a short story, and a few solos by a first-
class singer. This would be what I might call

a secular Epilogue.”

An excellent idea.
The only thing
agasnst it is that it
would involve more
trouble and cost than
the present relays of
dance music.

* * *

.V. HARRIS,
l 21 St. An-
drew’s Park, South-
borough, Kent,
writes : ““ Why is it
that the B.B.C.
seems to follow some bands about like a little
dog? Directly Lew Stone leaves Monseigneur
we promptly cease to have relays from that
restaurant. Surely a good band must have
succeeded Lew Stone’s? There must be quite
a few hotels and restaurants in London and
the provinces with good bands, worth broad-
casting, playing in them. Another point:
I think many listeners would appreciate an
increase in the number of hotel orchestras and
theatre orchestras to be broadcast. These
studio orchestras are all very well, but don’t
we get a bit too much of them ?”

The B.B.C. are extending their danrce -band
arrangements so that, in futuve, they will not be
confined to hotels.

Quoih
the
<FADER

RS. SMITH, Seaside Road, Eastbourne,

writes : ‘‘Now that summer is nearly
here, I hope that the B.B.C. can be persuaded
to rearrange their programmes so that they
fit in with the long light evenings now on the
way. We want programmes of a lighter
character, and I suggest that none of them-—
not even variety shows—should last more
than three-quarters of an hour. If we are to
be persuaded to listen to talks they must not
be on any heavy

subject. If they
are to be educa-
tional, I suggest

that they have a
definitely summery
flavour—such as
talks for housewives
on suitable dishes
and drinks, talks
on hiking and
motoring routes,
where to spend
one’s holidays, and
impromptu discussions on events of the day.
I also suggest that the ‘ high spots’ of the
programmes should not begin until 9 p.m.,
by which time recreation will be almost over
and we shall be ready to sit down in the
twilight and listen in. Most people stay up
late in the summer, and I do not think the pro-
grammes proper should end as early as 10.30."

Your suggestions ave excellent. The B.B.C.
are alveady formulating important plans which
will make summer, 1934, a slar season in British
broadcasting.

* * *

. H. RICE, 24 Lime Grove, Shepherd’s

Bush, W.12, writes: ‘I am one of those
unfortunate, unenlightened individuals who
prefer dance music and light entertainment to
symphony concerts, quintets, readings, and
soon. I am well aware that this form of enter-
tainment has more time devoted to it during the
week than any other. But why, Sunday after
Sunday, I am denied even a single hour of
enjoyment passes my understanding. [ may
be told that dance music is not sufficiently
uplifting or that I may be encouraged to sin
by dancing on Sunday. I can see no point,
however, in either of these arguments.”’

If you will carefully study the programmes
you will see that a
measure of dance
music is being intro-
duced into the pro-
grammes by theatre
orchestras and other
mustcalcombinations

NOTE : Ten shillings is paid to the
sender of each letter published.
Letters can deal with any topical
aspect of radio.

RS . A

BROOKMAN,
Enid Street, Lon-
don, E.  writes:
“My two young
children were very
excited to see pic-
tures of the mys-
terious and glamor-
ous beings they
hear in the Chil-
dren’s Hour, but I
must confess that
they were not nearly so enthusiastic as I wa.
myself. I suppose that they are typically
sophisticated children of the new generation,
but they seem to prefer listening to Henry
Hall’s band unless there is something * extra
special ’ in the Children’s Hour. I myself must
admit that I find the Children’s Hour the
most entertaining item broadcast by the
B.BC.”

Other 'letters sndicate that the Children’s Hour
has as many adult listeners as childven, while
Henry Hall is certainly an idol of tens of thou-
sands of youngslers.

* * *

RIS NS
ROBIN-

Killinghall
Road, Bradford,
writes : ‘‘Rapio
MAGAZINE is per-
forming a wonder-
ful service by
telling us about the
people who enter-
tain us. Until now
they have been—
just voices. What
appeals to me especially is that you have per-
suaded so many of the women artists to describe
their clothes, and—in the last issue—how they
dress their hair. Is it too much to expect that
we can hope for more beauty articles of this
kind? It is not that I am a radio fan or any
other kind of fan, but I realize that subcon-
sciously almost every young woman these days
models herself on some star she sees on the
screen, and it seems to me that these clever
and beautiful women you write about could also
provide less fortunate people like myself with
some worth-while wrinkles.”

RaDIO MAGAZINE will continue to reveal the
personalities behind the voices you hear. There
will be more beauly articles of the kind you ask
for: another appears elsewhere in this issue.

* * *

SON,

. HURST, 87 High Street, Wimbledon,
S.W.19, writes : ‘' Now that English pro-
nunciation on the wireless has become reason-
ably standardized, what about trying to attain
some measure of uniformity in pronouncing
foreign names, such as those of well-known
composers? Take Smetena, for instance.
During the past few days I have heard B.B.C.
announcers render this composer’s name as
‘ Smet-enner,” ' Smel-ah-nah,” and so on.
Messager, too, has been dished up variously
disguised as ' Mess-age-er’ and ‘ Mess-ah-
jhay’! Really, if matters get much worse
some of the announcers may have to resort to
spelling out the names of composers, as our
genial friend, Christopher Stone, sometimes
does when confronted with somethiug really
u n p ronounceable
on a record label.”
Your experience
is rather exceptional.
Generally speaking,
there arve very few
mistakes.
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MUSIC MAKERS

HAYDN WO0OD

7 o
COMPOSED “ROSES
OF PICARDY”

n a flat looking on to Baker Street
I Station lives Haydn (“ Roses of
Picardy'’) Wood, whose latest
work, “ Mannin Veen,” surpasses any-
thing- he has yet written. This is the
opinion of both the critics and himself.
“Mannin Veen,” a tone poem based
on four Manx folk songs, was written
with the object of introducing the
beauty of traditional Manx music to
the British public. The composer is
a perpetual “no-man’s-land "’ between
Yorkshire and the Isle of Man, which
both lay claim to his origin. Actually
Haydn Wood was born in Yorkshire,
but went to live in the Isle of Man
when two years old.

He studied at the Royal College of
Music and became a violinist of out-
standing merit. Thirty years ago he
wrote a little piece called * Springtime,”’
for which a publisher gave him five
guineas.

Contrast this little deal with the
five figure revenue issuing from the

_ composer’s gigantic war-time success,
“Roses of Picardy.” Curiously enough
Haydn Wood had heard about the
lyric which accompanies this song
some time before he actually saw it.
He was conducting at a Bournemouth
festival at the time, and the late
Sir Henry Brewer mentioned that the
lyric had been sent to him by the
author, Fred E. Weatherly, for setting,
and Sir Henry had rejected it. Not
long afterwards Weatherly submitted
the lyric to Haydn Wood. Result:
one of the biggest ballad successes
of all time.

FREE
9°RiaL TIN

IRLEY

ANTACID
POWDER

A DOSE A DAY KEEPS
ACID AWAY

A TRUE
RAPID-ACTION REMEDY FOR

INDIGESTION

ACID STOMACH FLATULENCE HEARTBURN
BILIOUSNESS PALPITATION GASTRITIS

Birley's is so outstandingly efficacious that we
offer to GIVE you your first Tin (exact size of illus-
tration). Advanced research work has evolved this
new stomach remedy. It is definitely better, surer
and quicker in action than anything medical science
has ever before been able to offer to sufferers.
Birley's is Tasteless andOdourless and is absolutely
safe to take at all ages and at all times.
It wili only cost you a }d. stamp to try it.

Mr. W. MUNNS,

9, Suffield Road,
Kirkdale, Liverpool,
4. writes :—

“ For the last 20 years
1 have suffered from
Chronic Indigestion, sev-
ere pains in my abdomen
and terrible headaches.

1 tried most things but
got no iasting relief until
1 received your Free
sample. Before I had
finished the contents I
felt altogether different
and decided on having a large Family tin and
giving it a fair chance. Now, I feel a different
man, no pains, and sleep well.

OF ALL CHEMISTS, including Boots,
Timothy Whites, 1/3, 3/-, 5/- TINS.
The 9d. tin is put up for FREE Trial only, and is
not for sale

COUPON R.M.1.

To BIRLEY’'S ANTACID LTD.,

16, Northdown St., King’s Cross, London, N.1.
I have not previously tried Birley's Antacid
Powder, so send me FREE 9d. Tin Post Paid.

Taylors,

{Mr., Mrs. or Miss)
Address..................
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GALLERY OF SINGERS

VIVIENNE CHATTERTON

= -1

il o D
VOCALIST WHO
PREFERS ACTING

uring the very earliest days of
D broadcasting Vivienne Chatter-

ton took part in an experi-
mental concert from Marconi House.
Immediately after her group of songs
a friend living at Hendon rang her up
to say that she had been heard quite
clearly. Reception over ten miles was
something of an event in those days.

She has also the distinction of taking
an active part in one of the first radio
romances. She married Stanton
Jefferies, then a principal official of the
old British Broadcasting Company.
They now have a lovely cottage at
Lyme Regis.

Vivienne Chatterton has broadcast
in dozens of types of radio programmes.
Her principal claim to inclusion in
the gallery of singers is the universal
interest she has created in mid-
Victorian ballads, of which she has
made a special study. The intimate
knowledge of nineteenth century life
which she gleaned from these gave rise
to the characters of Charlotte and
Mamma which she often utilizes in
her cameo sketches.

In addition, she is equally at home
in operatic and oratorio programmes.
Musical comedy also does not come
amiss.

Although she has undoubtedly made
her radio name through the versatility
of her singing, she confesses that she
much prefers acting. She took up
singing chiefly because it is in her
blood. She is the youngest of ten
children, all of whom were decidedly
musical. A singing career was just
a matter of course.
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Can You Answer These Questions?

What steps wouid you take if the copyright for one of your photographs
had been infringed?

How long does the copyright in a cine film and a photograph last ?

What are the causes and remedies for the following defects in gaslight
prints :—

Biack Spots, Blisters, Brown Stains, White Specks, Yeliow Stains?

What developer would you use for gastight paper to give the most brilliant
print? What developer wouid give softer contrast?

What printing process gives prints like oil paintings?
When must a cine camera be held upside down in shooting a scene?
When is /8 stop not {/8?

How do lamps used for photographic studies differ from ordinary electric
light bulbs?

What is the difference in lighting an indoor scene for cinematography as
distinct from still photography?

How would you develop ultra rapid panchromatic plates and films?

What is the best type of camera to use for dog photography? 1
All these and hundreds of other practical questions.are clearly answered
‘in this splendid new work.
-
WORTH MANY TIMES ITS COST w

Produced in the straightforward practical style for
which the House of Newnes has become justly famous,
this work deals with a subject which Is full of fascina-
ting possibilities for the practical man or woman who
aspires to a more intelligent photography than that
so tersely described by the phrase : * You press the
button, we do the rest.”” Never before has such a
wealth of really practical information on this subject
been brought together within such a small compass.
Every article has been written by a man who has made
himself expert on the subject upon which he writes,
and yet the information is conveyed in such a manner
that it can be put into immediate use by the reader.
It is quite safe to say that, to the man who has a practi-
cal turn of mind, each part of this work will be worth
many times its cost.

On sale at all Newsagents and Bookstalls, or by post, 1/2 each part from
Geo. Newnes, Ltd., 8-11 Southampton Street, Strand, London, W.C.2.
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Geo. Newnes, Lid.
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Anona Winn e
KEEPS FIT_ON SHREDDED WHEAT ;

« Keep fit on Shredded Wheat has been
my recommendation to many of my
friends. It is delicious food and so full
of nourishment, I feel that it builds up
that vitality that is so necessary in all
walks of life.”

P, U s

Women everywhere realise how closely
a well-chosen diet is allied to good looks,
health and fitness. And .so Shredded
Wheat for breakfast becomes more
and more the fashion. The whole

ess of the wheat is in its crisp
golden shreds, including the valuable
Vitamin B and the system-regulating
bran. Have Shredded Wheat regularly
‘every day. Delicious and economical
and ready to serve with hot or cold milk,
fruits or butter. Of all grocers.

Eightpence per packet (in U.XK.).

REDDED

. MADE BY THE SHREDDED WHEAT CO., }D WELV{YN GARDEN CITY, HERTFORDSHIRE



