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Binders for the
next twenty - six
issues of

RADIO PIGTORIAL, 1935
are Now Ready

Readers of ‘‘Radio Pictorial’® whose binding
cases for the first half of the year are now full, can
send for the new one which accommodates the first
twenty-six issues of 1985. :

Those who have.not yet started using one, should
send to-day, enclosing remittance for 4/6.
They will find that keeping *‘‘Radio Pics”™

in one of these binders
—PRICE—

provides a wealth of

reading - and pictorial

matter in connection

with the broadeasting

world. ,
(POST FREE)

Publishing Department,
RADIO PICTORIAL
58/61, Fetter Lane,
London, E.C.4.

Send for yours
TO-DAY
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WIRELESS
MAGAZINE

December issue

In the December issue of the WIRELESS
MAGAZINE, which is the Christmas
Number, there are some very useful radio
hints and suggestions that will make your
Christmas party a real success.

Also there is a feature entitled ‘‘How to
Start Radio for £4.”" This gives full details
of a set which can be built for £4 and
includes cabinet, valves, batteries, and
moving-coil loud-speaker.

Below are some of the other inter-
esting features :—

How to Start Experimenting.

What You Should Know
About Short-wave Design.

The Christmas Programmes.

The B.B.C. Plans a New
Regional Scheme.

Wireless Jobs Made Easy.

The Future of Television.

' SPLENDID XMAS READING.
Price 1/-

Get Yours To-day

RADIO MADE
SIMPLE for the BEGINNER

‘‘An Elementary Wireless Course for Beginners’’ has been written particularly
for the listener who wants to know how his wireiess set works. The Course
takes the reader in easy stages right through all the processes of wireless recep-
“tion. It successfully avoids textbook style, yet every line in the book is technicaily
accurate,

i31 ILLUSTRATIONS !

The unique illustrations, of which there are (3] in all, are a remarkable feature
and constitute the finest series of explanatory diagrams ever included in any
volume on the subject.

AND OVER 270 PAGES !

The 32 chapters of this book cover nearly 300 pages and, at the remarkably iow
cost of 3s. 6d., is the simplest, quickest, and easiest way of understanding the
science of wireless.

Send for your copy to-day, together with remittance for 3s. 10d., to the publishers.

BERNARD JONES PUBLICATIONS
LTD., 58-61 Fetter Lane, London, E.C.4
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Strang’s Famous “ T.S. 2d.”” Football
Points Pool is now distributing the huge
sum of over £12,000 weekly, and offers
the world’s greatest opportunity of
winning a fortune in a few moments for
2d.—over £6,000 may be won for this
small sum. Hear the results the day
after the matches are played—quick
results—broadcast every Sunday from
Paris, together with those of Strang’s
* National ”” Pools and £1,000 Free
Weekly Competition. Take the “T.S.2d.”
wavelength and * Tune in" a fortune.

(Concerts arranged through International
Broadcasting Company Ltd., of London,)

LISTEN IN
fo STRA'GIS

BROADCAST

EVERY SATURDAY(o-30pm=iip
& EVERY SURDAY(i-15pm—il-45

From PARIS (Poste Parisien)
Wavelength 312 m. 959 K /s,
sy e 1l
FOOTBALL pooLs /

POST THIS COUPON NOW

Please send me coupons and particulars of the T.S. 2d.
Points Pool and the National Football Pools, together with
particulars of your £1,000 FREE Competition.

t
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Six favourites from
the Rubicon series:
Charlie Kunz, Joan
Crawford, Fredric
March and the
Carlyle Cousins.

=5 The !lyle Cousins

RAIDUD and
FILM STARS

00—

UBICON

CIGARETTES

There’s no better picture series
than the genuine miniature
photographs = enclosed with
Rubicon—the Cigarettes that
save you 3d. in every 1/-.

Have you tried Rubicon Cigar-
ettes? You'll appreciate their
mellow, satisfying flavour as
well as their economy.

10 PKT 20 PKT
1> e D
3 9
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INSTANT RELIEF FROM
STOMACH PAINS

If you know what it is to suffer pain from any
form of disordered Stomach, here is good news.
Not only immediate relief but complete cure is
yours if you will only ask your chemist for a bottle
of Maclean Brand Stomach Powder. This
wonderful remedy has brought comfort and health
to thousands of people who never knew what it
was to eat an ordinary simple meal without hours
of distress from wind and indigestion; people to
whom every day brought pain and sickness and
every night its hours of sleeplessness. Maclean
Brand Stomach Powder is the remedy which
doctors recommend to their patients all over the
country.

It is just as effective in the most serious cases
of gastric or duodenal ulcer as it is in indigestion
or biliousness. If you have tried other medicines
in vain just get one bottle of Maclean Brand
Stomach Powder, but ask your chemist for the
genuine Maclean Brand Stomach Powder with the
signature "ALEX C. MACLEAN.” It is not
sold loose but only in 1/3, 2/- and 5/- bottles, in
cartons, of Powder or Tablets.

FOR GH s’ —
CHITIS, ASTHMA
SORE THROAT, CATARRH_

TAKE

AGENTS WANTED

to sell** GREAT BRITISH ** Football Cards
at 6d. each. £750 in PRIZES every week and
win or lose cards may be exchanged for
Cigarettes, Jewellery and over 1,000 Gifts ’, /

Write to-day to:

GREAT BRITISH ;

STORES, LTD,
CHRISTCHURCH, HANTS

WHY NOT
BIND YOUR
COPIES OF

Radio Pictorial ?

See our announcement
on page 2 (inside front
cover)

Made by JOHN SINCLAIR




.December 21, 1934

Radio Pictorial — . |,

Published by Bernard Jones Publications, Ltd., 58-61 Fetter Lane, E.C.4.
0D Il 1 ROY L O’CONNELL "~

Editor-in-Chief BERNARD E. JONES
Editorial Manager
Fdicor KENNETH ULLYETT

Behind the scenes of the
B.B.C. Panto’ . . . sparkle
and gaiety to brighten

the Yuletide ¥
v .
programmes. 4

HIS, my friends, is St. George's
Hall, the neat and compact theatre
whose stage is peopled with the
ghosts of innumerable conjurers and
magicians, sorcerers and wise guys.

Shades of Maskelyne and Devant !

Alas, the days are past when schoolboys and
uncles, clergymen and old ladies, and other
hoodwinkable folk, were able to spend at least
part of the Christmas holiday shivering raptur-
ously in the stalls and circle.

Magic and Mr. Maskelyne have made way
for microphones—and Mr. McConnel.

And this, of course, is the pantomime season,
the time of year when' mince pies and mistletoe
blend perfectly with simple songs and wholesome
humour.

Enter, then, to the accompaniment of a diffident
cough and a shy smile—Mr. Gordon McConnel,
unofficial king of radio-panto’. )

“Good morning,” he says, in a deceptively
easy-going kind of voice.

*“ Good morning, Mr. McConnel,” say the dame,
and Bluebeard, and the chorus of soubrettes, and
the violins and the harp and the oboe. The other
people also say ‘““Good morning,” but I can't
mention them all.

The producer picks his way daintily across the
crowded stage, climbs the little wooden stairway

In the rehearsal stage—
some of the young ladies
who brighten up the
dancing scenes in the
new Gaumont - British
productions.

J.MURRAY SMITH

takes you on a verbal magic
carpet to St. George’s Hall
where the B.B.C.’s Christ-
mas pantomime, Bluebeard,
is being rehearsed by
Gordon McConnel,
unofficial king of radio-
Pantomime

to the glass-panelled control box and disappears.
Artists and orchestra converse in whispers, tech-
nicians move slowly and gravely about, checking
positions.

You see, the exact position of each actor and
musician, in relation to the ‘seven microphones,
is a matter of vital importance.
question of experiment, because all that kind of
thing has been worked out in former shows.

Now, the stage is marked out in neat squares,
each one lettered and numibered. *“ Bx ’ means
piano, “C2” is the first clarinet, and so on. When
producers first discovered the perfect arrangement
they ““plotted’” all the right places on to a scale
plan, in the same way as you might number the
pieces of a jig-saw puzzle, so that you could put it
together again quickly.

Now Mr. McConnel is peering intently through
one of the windows.

“We will take the opening chorus, please,”
he says firmly.

The conductor lifts his baton. A dozen
whispers flutter and die in a dozen throats.
A light winks, the baton descends . . . the
panto’ rehearsal is on.

* * *

He’s a solemn lad, is our Gordon McConnel.
Come up into the controi box and watch him
working, listening to the loud-speaker there with
his head on one side.

There's no-

wandered off so
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This year's Pantomime is being
produced by Gordon McConnel
on the stage at St. George's
Hall, the whole cast being
arranged on a marked carpet
showing the exact position of |
every actor and musician in
relation to the seven micro-
phones which will broadcast
‘“ Bluebeard "' to the world.
Murray Smith went along to
see the show in the rehearsal
stage and here's his story.

A clever head, that. A shrewd, clever
face too, thin, almost emaciated, with
deep-set eyes under a thatch of untidy
greying hair. ]

McConnel has been with the B.B.C. for

over ten years. Operettas are his particular
interest, but he has written the books for,
and produced, all the pantomimes.
‘de specialises in them with all the cunning of a
research worker. Finds the original music, gets
it orchestrated. Re-writes the ‘“book,” adapting
for the microphone, twisting the story, bringing
the jokes up to date.

One thing he does is to cut out unnecessary
characters, to reduce the number of speaking
parts to eight, or nine at the most.

Perhaps you have seen the cheapjack in the street
or at a country fair who, to collect a crowd,
announces loudly that he is-about to burn some
banknotes.

He lights a handful of torn paper;.and thrusts
the burning mass into a tin box.

**We'll put that down there,” he says, watching-
the growing crowd carefully out of the corner of
his eye, ““and then I'll take this banknote i

He fumbles in an inner pocket, with an air of
great moment.

And instead of producing any money he brings
out, very carefully, a small, bright box, which he-
opens to display a glittering trinket.

The interest of his audience, captured by the
tale of burning money, is as easily swung over to-
the lure of the pretty toy. The cheapjack talks
on, weaving the spell, so that the first reason for
stopping is forgotten—and the ‘““banknotes’ are
never ‘‘burned.” ' y

That is the principle, you know, of the modern.
pantomime. They get you into the theatre with
the lure of Jack and the Beanstalk, or the Forty
Thieves, and even start to tell the tale. But half-
way through they ensnare your interest with
something quite different, and you soon find
yourself watching jugglers and acrobats and
comedians who have no rightful place there at all.

But that won’t do at all for radio-panto’. It
would be as likely to succeed as the cheapjack
telling his tale to blind men. He might produce
his glittering trinket, but they would still listen
for the crackle of burning paper-money.

So, strangely enough, the most modern form of
dramatic presentation reverts back to the really
honest, old-fashioned pantomime, in which a
simple tale winds nobly through to a splendid end. .

I'm afraid I'd rather forgotten Mr. McConnel
for a moment, but it was he who put all these
thoughts into my head. He began talking to me
about panto’swithsuch "
a light in his eye, a
veritable beacon of
enthusiasm, that I
was hypnotised into
a state of mild fer-
vour.

Actually, of course,
I left him directing
that rehearsal. And
then my thoughts

abruptly that, for all .
you know, he may be
rehearsing still.

Il _". ‘i
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At the switchboard—one of the necessary
jobs expertly done by a woman

HERE are some queer jobs in this
broadcasting business, Take, for
instance, the man who wraps sound

in cotton wool. He is not easy to
find and when you locate him you will not
wish to stay long, for the atmosphere is
strangely oppressive in the grotto where he
performs his mystic ritwal. Despite his
unusual calling, he plays golf on Saturdays
and in the long winter evenings enjoys a
novel.
1f you wish to meet him, you must first discover
a large brick building in a backwater of Balham,
S.W. It used to be a convent school and there
is a chapel at its far end. The nuns left some time
ago and the place was empty for two years. Now
it is the research station of the B.B.C. and an
aerial hangs above the applé trees in a garden of
several acres.

ur friend works in a large box which has been

builtin the chapel, but it is no ordinary hutch in
which he juggles with sound. About eight feet
high and ten feet square, it floats on thick layers
of cork. Floor, walls and ceiling are lined with
blankets of rock wool four inches thick, and these
are reinforced by sheets of cotton wool six inches
deep. It is as silent as the tomb in that sound-
insulated box and our feet sink into the snowlike
wool as we enter through a door which is sealed
behind us with layers of fluff ten inches thick.

* A good place to learn to box,” I try to remark
to my guide; but the words seem to die in my
throat. This treatment surely stifles sound.

The taps of the Dancing Daughters seem pretty
remote as we whisper hoarsely to each other in
the cotton wool.

Yet the ‘experiments here affect every sound
that emerges from the studios; in fact they
determine just how the studios shall be built.

The room next door is in strange contrast to
this chamber, which is a cross between a sepulchre
and Father Christmas’ lair in a toy bazaar.

A housewife would rejoice in the simplicity and
cleanliness of this other chamber. Floor, walls
and ceiling are lined with the plain white tiles
that are used in bathrooms and kitchens. Here we
seem to be shouting; the tiles reflect sound and
our voices echo as we talk naturally to each other.

Instruments measure the time it takes a whisper
to die away to one millionth of its original volume.

But research workers are never satisfied with their.

achievement and next time I find iy way to

6

Clapham they will. have more and probably
stranger rooms to show to me. They are building
to add to their knowledge of acoustics so that
the tones in our loudspeakers shall be just right.

No feminine touch relieves the austerity of the
research building and no women are engaged in
the large Victorian mansion three miles away at
Clapham, where the control desks, gramophone
tables, loudspeakers and other pieces of studio
equipment are built.

There is a big organisation hidden away in these
southern suburbs and craftsmen of many trades
work in the shops and test rooms at Clapham.

The B.B.C. garage is here, too, and the vans
which carry orchestras and their instruments
about town return to Avenue House each night
when programmes end. That plain green van in
the corner is one of the mobile studios which is
rushed about the country for race meetings and
other outside broadcasting events.

Altogether forty cars of various kinds use this
garage as a base.

The new brick building, one floor high at present,
is for expansion, and F. M. Dimmock, the young
man in charge of all this activity, is collecting old
broadcasting gear.

Dusty bits of junk lying in the corner of an
outhouse are not waiting for a call from an old
iron dealer. A padlock secures the door, for,
though the odd shaped pieces of wood and metal
may have little intrinsic value, they are of con-
siderable historical interest.

Old hands wax sentimental about the soap-box
which supported the original “‘ telephone” micro-

hone used for the first programmes broadcast
om an attic room at Marconi House.

The development of radio drama can be traced
by the changesin design of the producers’ panels
which enable many studios to be used at once.
Several early examples of this equipment and
much primitive gear lie around.

It is here at Clapham that such things are
designed.

When the new building is complete, Mr.
Dimmock will be able to satisty an old -ambition.
He has long planned to have a museum of broad-
casting apparatus, and in the new Year the relics
of 2LO studio equipment and other early pieces
will be taken from the scrap heap, tenderly dusted
and placed on show in a gallery. Years of honour-
able retirement lie ahead of this old gear and no
thoughts of a ‘‘come-back’ need disturb it.

December 21, 1934

i Joun Trent

proves that it takes all kinds
to make a broadcasting world.
Readers will remember s
previous article, called « No
Broadasting Without Them.”
Here is a second article, full
of curious odds and ends of
information, and an account

of more

and Women—

who do a

EOUSAND

d??d ONE
JOBS

al

Broadcasting
House /

Meet the man who wraps sound in cotton

wool . the woman who searches the

country for talent . . . the man who drives
the studio van . . .
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The noise that thrilled us twelve years ago would
only cause pain to-day. In a few years, maybe,
we shall be taken by television on a conducted
tour of this museum, and I wonder whether I shall
recognise a friend of 1934 in the grey-beard who
will then explain the exhibits.

While men claim a monopoly of the work in
the Research Equipment and other engineering
departments, women hold many important jobs
in the B.B.C. Play recording and adapting is
work which has always attracted the strong
feminine element at Broadcasting House.

Hundreds of plays in manuscript reach the
drama department in the course of a year and
all are read by women.

Of course, Val Gielgud himself decides which
plays shall be broadcast; but he would be the first
to compliment the fair sex on their work.

Plays arrive in print, typescript and long hand.
Dialogue written laboriously in ink is often hard
to follow; but.each script is carefully scrutinised.
The radio is a new medium and fresh ideas are
hard to find. _

A newcomer, with a spluttering nib, who has
studied the peculiar needs of the microphone
stands a better chance than a distinguished play-
wright who has not, though his script may be
neatly bound and tied with ribbon.

So bad writing must be deciphered.

It may conceal a genius.

All the same, I would recomnmend the budding
radio author to type his script; Barbara Burnham
and other play-readers distinctly prefer it and,
when a scrawl cannot be read, it has to be returned
with a request for a typescript.

Gifted girls in the Drama and Variety depart-
ments quickly rise from secretarial posts to artistic
jobs.  Doris Arnold started work at Savoy Hillasa
secretary, and there are several others who have
forsaken their typewriters for fame behind the
mike.

Jean Bartlett, assistant producer in the - tele-
vision studio, has several broadcast
plays to her credit.

She wrote the first in the evenings
when she had finished her daily work

‘"It is as silent as the tomb in
that sound-insulated box and
our feet sink into the snow-like
wool as we enter through a
door which is sealed behind us
with layers of fluff ten inches
thiick.
the time it takes a whisper to

Instruments measure

die away to one-millionth of its
original volume."

as secretary to the Drama Director. Daphne
Limmer filled this post before she transferred to
the Variety Department, where she has now helped
to produce a big musical comedy with Gordon
McConnel.

Talent is given its chance wherever it appears
in the ranks of feminine staﬁ at Broadcasting
House.

Women listeners are at least as numerous and
quite as keen as men, and the B.B.C. finds among

P . -* i
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the girls many who understand the special needs
of this large section of its audience.

The artistic temperament must be treated with
sympathy and understanding, and so, as you
would expect, a woman holds a very responsible
job in the department which books all music
artists from the opera star to the piano recitalist.
It is run by Arthur Wynn, the man whose tact
has never been known to fail, and he and Miss
Minns spend all their days interviewing, audition-
ing and engaging the singers and players that we
hear every night.

‘ N JTomen's interests are an important feature of

the Talks programme, and it is a woman at
Broadcasting House who arranges the household
hints, cookery tips and all the chatty discourse
that is so dear to her sex.

In search of talent to enliven the break in the
morning’s housework, Margery Wace travels the
country. Last week she was in ILancashire
choosing a cotton operative’s wife to talk on her
housekeeping budget, and next week will find her
in Scotland. But Miss Wace is not entirely
preoccupied with ‘“home” affairs. “Things 1
Remember” and ‘““The Week in Westminster”
are also in her care. While her morning may be
spent in a miner’s kitchen, she is probably dining
with politicians at night.

It takes all kinds to make a broadcasting world.

Experts are notoriously intolerant, and I never
cease to marvel that so many different minds can
work together amicably for our enjoyment.
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Stone Calling—"

ACK PAYNE and his Band
are going to make their Radio
Luxembourg debut in the

Ovaltine programme for children
next Sunday, at 5.30, and that is
a moment to which a great many
people besides myself will look
forward with the keenest antici-
pation.

It was a brilliant idea on the
part of the sponsors to give the
children such a treat for the
holidays; and with Harry Hems-
ley writing special stories to tell
them in his own several voices and
‘a good many more—I understand that he has
written a serial which will take the characters on
adventures from Sunday to Sunday—there will be
something for children of all ages to discuss on
Monday mornings.

I am always glad to find myself in a studio with
Jack Payne’s Band. They are just as cheery a
lot there as they are when dressed up for their

- stage show; and though they travel the country
in lordly style with a fleet of motor-cars that cost
£7.400 and an outfit of musical instruments that
is worth close on £2,000, they are capable of
behaving in the studio, between bursts of record-
ing or broadcasting, just as if they were a lot of
schoolboys larking about with mouth-organs and
penny whistles.

A great deal of these genuine high spirits gets
into the microphone when they are playing, and
I havé often thought that Jack himself and all the
members of his band give something to the
microphone which reaches the listener uncon-
sciously—some kind of tonic friendliness that
makes for health and recreation.

Next Sunday will be full of good entertainment
for the growing army of Radio-Luxembourg

A Ahew Ak}

“ Bring the Family "’
ALL KEMP, the popular American orches-
tra leader, is an old friend of the Duke of
Kent’s. The circumstances of their
meeting made an indelible impression
on him. He was then playing at the
Café de Paris, London. Lady Montebank
invited him to one of her famous teas. On
the balcony of her lovély home, he met a young
Englishman who engaged him in conversation.
As they were walking inside, the young man said :
“I heard you play last night. I am coming
again soon and will bring my brother.” .
Slapping him heartily on the back, Kemp
replied : “Good! Bring the whole family.”
When told that the young Englishman was
Prince George, Kemp’s blood ran cold at the
thought of the familiar slap on the back. But the
Prince proved a regular fellow and came often to
dance to Kemp’s music.

Stanelli Filmed

The number of radio stars taking part in film
work at the moment is rapidly growing. Here
comes news that Stanelli of Horchestra fame is in
the new B.I.P. picture, Radio Parade 1935, a ““still”
of which was given in the November 30 issue of
RADIO PICTORIAL.

Music Hall

n addition to conveying this film news to me,

Stanelli has' just shown me an interesting
souvenir which was presented to Sam Mayo, who,
as everybody knows, is a great favourite with the
St. George’s Hall broadcasts. The souvenir is a
silver cigarette case presented to Sam by B. Pearce
Lucas of the Bedford Palace to commemorate his
having worked nine turns and four matinées in
one week. Some of these experienced artists
apparently can leave non-stop variety far behind !

8
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listeners, which includes a great
many English-speaking people all
over the Continent, and the
festive spirit of Christmas will
continue through the week.

Meanwhile, 1 shall be deeply
interested to see how the special
gramophone record programmes,
with competitions and money
prizes, on Mondays and Wednes-
days, appeal to listeners.

It is-too soon to say that the
children Lave established their
claim to the first half-hour on
Mondays (6.30 to 7 p.m.), but I
can’t help hoping that they will.

Personally, I am simmpie enough
to enjoy games and competitions
and puzzles without any prizes
and to hate playing cards for
money.

But there’s no denying that
most people like the off chance of

by their ingenuity.

Anyhow, we are coming to Christmas and
the end of the year at full gallop on the 1,304-
metre course, and here’s all my best wishes to
Rapio PictoriaL readers for happy hours and
good reception.

Stanelli himself is no slow mover. He played in

two different countries-in-one night. In-1926;
for a whole week, he played at the Capitol
Theatre, Detroit (America) and crossed °
the river every night to play at the
Windsor, Ontario (Canada) !

These are the Signature Tunes

Signa,ture tunes . . .!  Probably the
most popular melodies of radio; each
with its own particular associations, each
introducing the most familiar and most

‘popular programme features.

Every listener knows these melodies. But
do you know their names? ‘I Bring to you
Sweet Music” (Geraldo), ‘“Lend Me Your Ear”
(Maurice Winnick), “‘ Just the Time for Dancing*’
(Beginning) and ‘' Here’s to the Next Time” (End)
(Henry Hall), ‘“Soft Lights and Sweet Music”
(Specially composed tune for Austin Croom-
Johnson’s Show of that name), ‘“Bugle Call Rag”’
(Harry Roy), ‘ The Stage Revolves’ (John Watt’s
““Songs from the Films"), ‘‘Rhapsody in Blue”
(Harold Ramsay at the Organ, and also his
Rhythm Symphony Orchestra), “Oh I do Like
to be Beside the Seaside” (Reginald Dixon at the
Tower Organ, Blackpool), ‘“On Ilkla’ Mcor Baht
"At” (New Victoria Cinema Orchestra, Bradford),
‘“Oh ! Suzannah !”’ (Lew Stone),  The Two of Us*
(Van Phillips’ All-Star Orchestra), ‘ When Day is
Done” (Ambrose), “Dancing in the Dark’’
(Jack Jackson), “I Took My Harp to a Party”
(Phyllis Robbins), “The Knightsbridge March”
(“In Town To-Night”), “Auld Lang Syne’’
(Leslie Baily’s ‘‘Scrapbooks”), “‘Eine Kleine
Reise’” (Greta Keller), “Let's Go!” (Saturday
Night Variety Shows), A Musical Box . . . A
Lance Si>veking Play Production, Combination
of *“ All Through the Night and Admiral Benbow *’
(Western Studio Orchestra).

%

winning some extra pocket money .

“ Necwsnmonger’s’
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Gangsters ,

Hughie Green and his fearsome gang have been
laying waste all Scotland, I hear. Hughie
has been doing things in style withal. Has his
own car and a real live shover to drive same.
Also a tutor for the gang. For himself, a monkey
and a bowl of goldfish. In his spare moments he
is experimenting with the latter in the moonlight.

The next thing we shall hear is that Sir James
Jeans will be giving a new series of lectures on
moonstruck goldfish, with the support of Hughie
and the entire gang. We live in stirring times.
Incidentally, I hear Hollywood has made a
second application for the gang to go there. They
had better tackle the Home Secretary first.

Midland Girl Crooner
A special aeroplane was chartered to convey
fifteen-year-old Joan Daniels to the Beacons-
field studios in time to take part in the film,
In Town To-night. Joan, who lives at Wolver-
bampton, has been heard regularly from Midland
Regional both as a solo artist and with the Midland
Mischief Makers during the past twelve months.
{t was thought at one time that she would make
ballet dancing her career, and she was performing
solo dances on the halls at the age of six. How-
ever, her mother discovered that Joan has a well-
developed ear for music—she can sing any number
after it has been played over once. She is now

acting as vocalist to Billy Merrin and his
Commanders.

Ten A Penny

Martyn Webster, the Midland Regional Pro-
ductions Director, is very enthusiastic about
his forthcoming show, Ten a Penny, which will be
heard in January. The book has been written
by Victoria Marsh, a well-known West End
actress, now living in Birmingham, who has
broadcast frequently from Midland Regional;
and the music is by Wilfred Southworth, whose
organ recitals have been relayed from the Regal
Cinema, Handsworth. He is the composer of
several popular songs, including ‘“ Bweavin’ on de
Window,” which was featured by all the leading
bands. At least one film company is already
interested in this show, which is particularly
suitable for the screen.

\
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Revenge !
I caught Marius B. Winter in reminiscent mood
the other day. The popular dance-band leader
was recalling his schooldays, and told me of the
strong dislike he took to one of his masters.
Once, on receiving punishment, young Marius
determined to have his revenge. Relying on the
anonymity of the telephone, he rang up all the
local undertakers and, using his master’s name,
asked them to call at various times to arrange the
burial of his mother-in-law. Then he got into
touch with a number of local butchers, fish-
mongers, fruiterers and grocers, and asked them
to deliver large orders at his master’s house.
Next day the master did not turn up at school,
and from a friend who witnessed the endless
procession to the front door, young Marius learnt
just how successful his revenge had been !
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The Three-part Man

encountered Philip Wade waiting impatiently
for a lift up to the third floor in Broadcasting
House. He seemed strangely ill at ease.

I asked him what had upset him, and learned
he was landed with a ten-page sketch (for Empire
broadcasting) in which he played all three parts.
He is very nearly a ventriloquist, so I imagine he
would not be seriously inconvenienced over a
little thing like that.

Come to the Party

“ Id Bill,” alias Freddie Grisewood, has
promised to roll up for the Christmas

Party at five o’clock on Tuesday. Mabel Con-

standuros, the Two Leslies, A. J. Alan, Stanelli,

and Henry Hall are other guests who have:

accepted.

Informality is the keynote of the programme,
and though every variety producer has taken a
hand, no one can tell exactly what will be broad-
cast. It will just happen. No party on Christ-
mas Day would be complete without musical
chairs and a charade, and “Grandma ”’ is going to
have the time of her life.

In the Cells

here is no ventilation and there are no win-

dows in five studios which are¢ in use every
day! ©Passing along a basement corridor at
Broadcasting House, I paused at a door which is
usually locked.

Inside was a plain cell with bare walls, contain-
ing only a microphone and loud-speaker. It was
one of the five echo rooms in the building which
had been opened for cleaning or an inspection
of the mike. We hear programmes which have
passed through these studios.every day, in by
way of the loud-speaker and out by way of the
microphone. ] i

Two—or Fifty Thousand?

Whenever an echo room is in use a red lamp
burns outside the door, as in the case of a
studio where the cast are at work; and going
to and from the restaurant on the same floor
I have often seen four out of five warning lamps
illuminated. Only the lock on each door indicates
that the studios are unoccupied.

Amazing sound effects can be got by passing a
transmission through one of these peculiar rooms.
Two men clapping and cheering in a studio can
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To the Reader,

My Staff and I send this issue
of “ Radio Pictorial > into your
home this Christmas and we send
with it an expression of our wish
that your Christmas Day may be
spent happily with music and
Jeasting, with laughter and good
cheer. Our issuc this Christmas
week is one big Christmas card,
every page of which has been pre-
pared with this Christmas season
tn mind. We are telling you how
the King will talk to his people
and to the world at large at
3 o’clock on Christmas Day; our
centre-spread gives you pictures
of radio stars, many of them in
Christmas pantomime, who have
accepted Henry Hall’s invitation
for the special Saturday Guest
Night on December 22; on another
page we tell you of Continental
radio  Christmasses; elsewhere
Murray Smith describes his
experiences in watching the
B.B.C. pantomime rehearses
Leonard Henry contributes a
typical laughter-provoking article;
we give you details of Christmas
programmes and pictures of
Christmas artists. In every way
we have made this issue a real
Christmas number-!
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“A Radio-gram? Why the blazes didw’t he say whether he wanted it for alternating or direct current.”

be made to sound like fifty thousand applauding
at a football match. Itis just a matter of sufficient.
““echo.”

Nine Green Bottles
Letter: praising the Royal Wedding relay are
still pouring into the B.B.C, mostly from
overseas now, and there’s no doubt that listeners
everywhere found the programme more thrilling
than any broadcast since the King’s first Christ-
mas message from Sandringham two years ago.
Only one complaint: “I cannot understand

how such an unimaginative programme can have

been put out on the air,”” a lady wrote.

Another letter rather tickled me. It read like
this: “We heard the whole service perfectly,
etc., etc. It was marvellous to think that we at
home could take part . . . No broadcast can
ever be more impressive, and when are you going
to play nine green boltles again?"

Her First

I wish that you could have watched Dorothy
Dickson rehearsing this week for her original
part in The Girl Friend. She moves so beauti-
fully, but I missed her dancing which was such a
feature of the show on the stage.

It was the star’s first appearance in a broad-
cast production, and I was amused that the
variety department secured this scoop, for I
remember a cocktail party nine months ago.
Dorothy Dickson and Val Gielgud were talking
in a corner, and the drama director was persuading
the actress to take the lead in a broadcast play.
Now she has chosen to appear first in a musical
comedy, which as a matter of fact is to be a
Dennis Freeman production.

No Time to Spare

drian Boult is sailing on the Washington just

.after Christmas. He is off to America to
conduct the Boston Symphony Orchestra for a.
fortnight while Koussevitsky is away. He had
planned to travel by the Britannic, but sailing
times and broadcasting engagements would not
fitin.

The music director will not have much time
to spare as the orchestra is to give concerts in
several towns in the States under his baton, and
he has promised to be back in London in time to
rehearse the B.B.C. Orchestra for a concert on
February 6.

The “ Four Hundred” Club

hear of a proposal to form a radio ‘‘four

hundred ” club. It is Cyril Nash’s idea that
regular broadcasters should get together. Every
artist who has made four hundred broadcasts
would qualify. .

1 have not counted, but should say that Gladys _
Young, Lilian Harrison, Barbara Couper, and
Andrew Churchman would all be eligible, and the
scores of several popular music artists should
also top four centuries.

Fresh names come and go, but once a talented
actor or singer has mastered the intricacies of the
mike he is sure of a place in the programme. Many
who would be stars do not trouble to study the
little instrument which never forgives.

Pantomime Without the King

It is pathetic that laughter so often conceals
tears in this theatrical business. Though the
fun was boisterous while the mike was ‘“‘alive,”
and the songs were as good as ever, a. sadness
descended on the whole company of pantomime
stars as soon as the red light went out.

Only three days earlier Julian Wylie himself
had rehearsed these artists in the same studio
for this guest night programme. He and Henry

‘Hall had arranged together the order in which the

principal. boys, the dames, and the funny men
should appear. Julian loved his work, and
intended to be with us that evening . . . We
went home very quietly.

9



RADIO PICTORIAL

HE first thing that strikes you
about Marjery Wyn'’s home is the
garden belonging to it.

Of course, it.does not look at its
best in December, but structurally it is so
well planned that Rabpio PicroriaL has
promised itself a visit there one summer day.

There are two fish ponds containing at least
fifty goldfish—nice big ones. Fat chaps with
a high gear and a powerful stroke; not those
wretched little things they sell you in a bowl
for sixpence in Farringdon Market on a
Saturday night.

The ponds, apart from their inmates, are
decidedly artistic. They form a figure eight
with a little bridge in the middle. Very snappy.
Marjery is proud of the ponds, but her great
delight is in her almond tree, which yielded an
amazing crop of almonds this year.

Lovely squares of crazy paving, arches, trellis,
pergolas, and plenty of fruit trees.

Also an attractive sunk garden with a nice
rustic seat.

Romantic. Marjery points to the pergolas and
the roses and hopes they will perg properly next
season. They have some distance to go yet.
The house is modern—but Marjery is a modern

irl.
g She is devoted to her car which
she uses for her work.

Also there is a dog in the
question.

Peter, the fox terrier.
He adores his young mistress
and is taken for a walk every
morning after breakfast. In fact,
it is more than she dare do to
whisper the word walk. That
means he raises the roof and goes
temporarily mad. Even if she
spells the word he pricks up his
ears as if to tell her she can’t get
away with that sort of thing.
Miss Wyn lives with her mother
and one of her two brothers. He
did a great deal.of flying in the
War and has taken his autogyro

10
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rincipal girl for Alfred

areing and the same sort
of boy for Francis Laidler.
After that she played lead
in musical comedy on tour,
including M. Cinders. She
was in the Daly production,
with Harry Welchman, in a
revival of The Lady of the
Rose, and played second
lead in Nippy. She was the
quaker girl in The Quaker
Girl revival and played
opposite Stanley Lupino in
Hold My Hand.

You will have heard her
in various radio shows

during the past three years. The first was in

1931, when she was in Jack Hulbert's Follies. She

was also in the 1933 Radiolympia revue called

Nine Days’ Wonder.

You see her in the picture tackling her enormous
fan mail from listeners. It is not all joy to be
a successful radio artist, because it inevitably
means hundreds of letters in the course of a year.

On the other hand, you will never hear of an
artist complaining of the number of letters he or
she receives.

Marjery Wyn certainly does not. She told
Rap1o PicTORIAL she really treasured her mail.

_ To her it is, and always will be, a great thing to

‘hear from her great public. Sometimes she is

asked for her photographs, which is an expensive

honour !

From her point of view, a fan mail is the
greatest thrill of her artistic life, because it tells
her she is on the right track and that she is
giving pleasure to her listeners.

To a radio artist this is even more gratifying
than to a stage artist—that is, if her values are
right.- It is one thing to walk on to the stage
looking charming and all that sort of thing,
thereby winning her audience before she utters
a sound. It is quite another to compel listeners
to write letters of appreciation when they have
never seen a picture of the artist in question.

Marjery was born in Leeds, but there is no
trace of the fact in her speech. She possesses a
remarkably pleasing speaking voice, is smart and

He is very anxious for his young well dressed. Above all, she is devoted to her
work and makes a point of seeing every film and
musical comedy production of note.

Her name is spelt “Wyn.” Therefore she
cannot be related to Anona Winn,
Godfrey Winn, Arthur Wynn, nor
even to Wynne Ajello !

She is Marjery Wyn. She
answers to that and nothing
else !

f
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certificate.
sister to do some flying.

Marjery is keen on sport. She is a tolerable
swimstrix, but, she says, the world’s worst golfer.

The fact is, she can’t get on with a ball
lying down waiting for her to hit it.

If it comes at her she can manage
it and is a fairly hot tennis player in
consequence. She says her golf is
bad because nobody wants to teach
her !

oy saw a picture of her in

Rap1o  PICTORIAL  recently
doing something to an egg. She is
a tip-top cook and can turn out a
first-rate omelette. Not the sort
she cleans the car with afterwards,
either !

Also she is a great mneedle-
woman. Can embroider any-
thing.  Again, a good dancer.

That rather brings us to her
work. She
began her career
in a concert
party at West-
cliff. She then
wentinto panto-
mime, playing

Mar]e tackles her enormous

‘tfar? mail from Ilstene\

e ———
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HE
career?’’
Captain Thunder stroked his
bushy eyebrows with a hand like
a ham. He reached for his tankard and stared

hard at the bottom. I hastily ordered two
more. bitters and handed over my tobacco
pouch. The Captain always carries two
pipes; the one he drew out now was the
largest I have ever seen in the way of briars.
I sighed, but the story was worth it.

“Well, I reckon that must have been a trip I
did two years ago.’

He paused to grasp his tankard.

‘“Thank you, sir. Up she goes!”

And down she went.

“Cheerio !” I answered.

He replaced the tankard on the stained and
battered oak table by our side.

i At that time I was skipper of the s.s. Hay-

minster, one of the Tyne-Thames Company’s
boats trading between London and Newcastle. The
whole passage takes little over the twenty-four
hours and you'd think nothing very extraordinary
could happen in that short time. But it did. And
I don’t mind telling you it made me think. Yes
sir, it made me think !’

I leaned back happily in my chair and set about
refilling my own pipe. Anything that makes
Captain Thunder “‘think,” as he calls it, you may
depend is something very out of the ordinary.
A tougher, less imaginative, old boy it would be
hard to find in a trip round the world.

He took a long pull from his tankard, smacked

.his lips and continued.

“The trip I'm talking of we were carrying a
full cargo of mixed goods up to Newcastle and,
as it was summer, there were something like
fifty passengers on board pretty well evenly
divided between first and third class. There are

strangest voyage of my

only two classes on our line—and that’s two too
many if you ask me.

“We left the Company’s wharf sharp on time
at 3 o’clock in the afternoon, and I remember it
was so hot that passengers were strolling around
in their shirt sleeves although going down river
it’s usually chilly even at the best of times.

‘“ At Gravesend we dropped the pilot as usual

and soon after that the shirt sleeves disappeared
and overcoats took their place. I've never seen
weather change so.quickly. - One moment there
wasn’t a breath of air to be had and the next half
a gale was blowing. The sky, too. Where those

_ clouds suddenly came from beats me to this very

day. The sun was snuffed out just like a candle
and where the clouds weren’t black they were a
nasty green colour like decayed cabbage. Beats me.

A queer story of radio at sea by

DERYCK KENNARD

‘“Anyhow, by the time we had rounded the
Foreland the stewards were kept hopping about
like fleas on a hot brick. Even the overcoats had
disappeared. The blessed place-looked more like
a hospital ship than a cargo boat.”

The captain paused indignantly and sent up
a young cloud of tobacco smoke to the old oak
rafters of the Blue Pig. He had never approved
of passengers on board cargo boats.

“You'll be wondering when I'm coming to
something unusual,”” he continued. ‘‘Well, don’t
get impatient my ‘boy, don’t get impatient. . I'm
coming to it shortly. We came to it that night
and, as I say, it made me think. Still does
4lthough I've knocked off a good many thousand
miles since then—and most of 'em farther afield
than the North Sea.

‘“That night the Company made a profit. Four
passengers sat down to dinner. All the rest had

RADIO PICTORIAL

paid for it but food just didn’t interest them.
And when I say four passengers sat down to
dinner it wasn’t as easy as all that.. Oh no! They
had to chase it up and down the table like you do
in these new help-yourself cafeterias. The soup
was struck off the menu by common consent.
Some of the other courses dropped off just naturally
on their own.

. “‘Naturally enough some of the passengers got

.\scared pretty badly—you know what passengers
are—and the officers and stewards were
kept pretty busy saying ‘No, sir, and no,
. mam, there’s no danger because the boats
\ '\on this line couldn’t possibly sink
N whatever happened.” Which was

“ As they rose on the crest
of one wave so the sinking
ship rose on another, and
across the intervening space
streaked the lines ™’

a horrible lie all the same because the boat isn’t
made that couldn’t sink, and a whole lot of 'em

are liable to take a dive just any time.

‘““Anyhow, there was no real danger and we kept
up a steady eight knots, although I must. admit
we were making heavy weather of it at times.

‘‘Visibility was practically nothing at all, and
once we missed running down a steam trawler
by a matter of inches. A driving rain made its
lights about as much use as glow-worms are for
light ships and I reckon its skipper had white
halr by the morning—if he lxved that long.

: I forget exactly what watch it was when young
Jakker staggered up to the bridge.  Probably

you wouldn’t be much wiser if I told you. Some
hours before dawn—I remember that much.
‘ Jakker was our wireless operator. A nice kiddy;
round about two and twentyish I should say.
Tall, quiet and good-looking; you should
have seen the way some of the women passengers
used to hang about outside the radio- cabin.
Enough to make you feel sick. He was a clever
kid, young Jakker. Anyone who can understand
wireless is clever, if you ask me. But it wasn’t
only that

The skipper paused and gazed thoughtfully at
an old hunting print hanging on the panelled wzll.
There was a puzzled expression in his steely grey
eyes.

‘“It wasn’t only that,” he repeated slowly, “but
there was something about his head with its fine,
broad, brow and deep set eyes thot kept you
guessing. Something more than ordinary intelli-
gence. You would have picked young Jakker out
in a thousand.

“In spite of the whipping wind and blinding
spray young Jakker was only half awake and
looked as if he’d fallen straight out of his bunk. I
remembered that afterwards and thought it
strange because he was on duty but at the time

Continued on page 34




RADIO PICTORIAL December 21, 1934

special evening service

will be relayed from

- Canterbury Cathedral,
. with an address by the

§ Archbishop of Canter-

.
bury L
iy A new picture of Percy
Edgar, the Midland Regionai
Director, taken in his
workshop. He is present-
ing a carol programme on
December 23 ‘
A
< ’

" "cOn December

The famous Royal Choir of St

George's Chapel, Windsor. A service

will be relayed on Christmas morning,

conducted by Dr. Baillie, the Dean of
Windsor

The Buggins
Family arrive in
the Children’s
Hour on Christ-
mas Eve. Here
are Father and
the Rest of the
Family—Michae!
Hogan and Mabel

Constanduros

Denis Freeman and
Miss M. Allen, co-
producers of the
Christmas Nativity
Play on Christmas
Day from London
Regional

T3
\

2 December 24 Stain-
S [ess Stephen is to appear
A 'l In a pantomime, in
which all the parts are

" played by himself !
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T\& bands will pla h
lat# dance music on
mds Day. Lew Stone”

share the honoprs of-
e\ierplng with B Iy Cotton

k3

&

] ! s

| George Garaz
\\\Mth his Hun-
garian Gipsy

n-.. Band, which wxll

f.h-_ ‘broadcast from

the  Hungarian
-! \Restaurant  for

4 the first time onss
December 17 gl

Reginald Dixon, the
organist at the Tower
Ballroom, Blackpool, at
his famous Wourlitzer
organ. He will give a
recital from North
Regional on Christmas

D‘i‘)’ ;J y
t

‘‘Bluebeard’’ in the

Christmas pantomime

will be played by Dick

Francis. Leonard Henry
is also in the cast
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Your listening guide to
the interesting programmes
from this famous - Conti-
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Other Programmes from Luxembourg

-

nental station

Pro grammes

J for English Listeners—

December 23

12.00-12.30 Light Music.
1.00-1.30 Zam-Buk Concert.

1.30-2.00 Littlewood’s Variety

Concert.

Panto Memories (Part 1).

John Henry’'s Christmas
(Parts 1 and 2).

Christmas Carols (Part 1).

Paul Robeson Medley (Part 2).

Panto Memories (Part 2).

Eve

'2.00-2.30 Kraft Cheese.

3.00-3.30 Pompeian Beauty Pre-
parations.

Musette. -

I Keep You in My Heart.
Always.

Peggy O’Neil.

Violin Song.

My Song Without a Name.
Smilin’ Through.

I Hear You Calling Me.
Love’s Old Sweet Song.

3.30-4.00 Light Music.

4.00-5.00 Horlick’s Tea-time

Hour.

A Christmas Medley—Orchestra
and Brian Lawrence.

Early Twenties—with Orchestra
and Quartet.

Childhood Memories.

Nursery Masquerade—Xylophone
Solo.

See-saw—~Louise Brown, John
Mills and Orchestra.

Santa Claus is Coming—-Orchestra
and Brian Lawrence.

Review of Revues, Part
Orchestra and Vocal Chorus.

Christmas Medley (Fox-trot)—
Orchestra and Quartet.

Who's Been Polishing the Sun—
Orchestra and Brian Lawrence.

Mikado—Orchestra.

Nony Nony No—Louise Brown
and John Mills.

Most of Every Day—Brian Law-
rence.

Empire Epics—Orchesira
Vocal Chorus.

5.00-5.30 Light Music.

I—

and

5.30-6.00 Ovaltine.
Jack Payne with his Band.
Happiness Express.
Sing Holly, Go Whistle, Hey Hey.
Harry Hemsley in the first of the
series of Children’s Programmes:
‘“The Adventures of the For-
tune Family.”
Isle of Capri.
We’re all Sailors, Sailing on the
Sea.
6.00-6.15 Owbridge’s.
6.15-6.30 Sanitas.

6.30-6.45 Ever Ready Razors.
Dancing Down the Ages.
Wine Song.
Savoy Christmas Medley.

7.00-7.30 Beechams’.

Billy Cotton and his Band, com-
péred by Christopher Stone.

The Big Bad Wolf.

Dust on the Moon.

Nobody Loves a Fairy When She’s
Forty.

Any Rags, Bottles, or Bones.

Boxing Day (Tommy Handley).

The Tattooed Lady.

After the Storm.

Old-fashioned Love.

7.30-7.45 Wren’s Concert.
I Love You Very Much, Madam.
Lost in a Fog.
Who Made Little Boy Blue?
Selection of Hebrew Dances.
7.45-8.00 Light Music.
8.00-8.30 Palmolive.
The Palmolivers, with Olive Pal-
mer and Paul Oliver.
Christmas Medley.
Then You’ll Remember Me.
Needle in a Haystack.
Only My Song.
Say It.
Silent Night.
Ray Noble’s Melodies.
For all we Know.

9.15-9.45 Light Music.
9.45-10.00 Zubes.

10.00-10.30 Mackay’s Pools Con-
cert.

10.30-11.00 Bile Beans Concert’
11.00-12.00 Light Music.

Programmes for English listeners, Monday to Saturday next
week, include dance music and variety from 6.30 to 7.30 p.m.

every day.

SUNDAY (December 23)

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.
Admiral Stosch-Marsch.
Waldteufel Memories.

The Coolies of Sumatra.

8 a.m. News Bulletins (in French

~  and German).

1045 am. Luxembourg Red

Cross Sweepstake Concert.
Fanfares de Crawhez.
La d’Arschot Schoonhoven.
Aurore de Chasse.
La Carton de Wiart.
11 a.m. Popular Songs.

MONDAY
6.30 a.m. Special Relay to
America.
Potpourri : Sousa Marches.

French Quarter of an Hour.
English Quarter of an Hour.
Spanish Quarter of an Hour.
German Quarter of an Hour-
7.30 am. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert.
7.45 am. Gramophone Concert.
8 am. News Bulletins (in French
and German).

LUXEMBOURG EVENING
740 p.m. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert of
Comic Opera.
Le Jongleur de Notre-Dame.
Lakme.
La Tosca.

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

8.20 p.m. Gramophone Concert.
Coule, o beau Danube.
For You Alone.
The Language of the Nightingale.
The Dancing Tailor.
Paulette.

8.35 p.m. Luxembourg Concert

by the Station Orchestra.
Prince Felix.
Chant sans Paroles.
Berceuse.
Elegie pour Violon et Piano.
Vergissmeinnicht.

9 p.m. Cognac Martell Sym-
phony Concert by the Radio
Luxembourg Orchestra, with
the violinist, Andre Cassedanne.
3rd Concerto for violin and
orchestra (Saint-Saens).

9.35 p.m. Grand Marnier Con-
cert of dance music.

I've Got the World on a String.
Bellita.

Moon Song.

The Girl of the Freaks.

The Shadow Waltz.

Twenty Million People.
Hiawatha’s Lullaby.

Oh ! Johanna.

10.5 p.m. Song Recital by Carl
Rehfuss.

Six Christmas Songs.

1040 p.m. Chamber Music by
Mm. Jules Krugerand Jean Dax.

11.15 p.m. Radio Luxembourg '
Orchestra.

TUESDAY

7.45 am. Gramophone Concert.

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

12 noon. Radio Luxembourg
Orchestra.

12.45 p.m. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert.

1 p.m. Gramophone Concert.

BELGIAN EVENING
7.40 p.m. Accordion Recital by
J. B. Silistrini.
Picard.
Rivabella.
Mais quand on s’aime.
Marche des Accordeonistes.
Valse a Triolets.
Tango bleu.
Pyramide.

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

8.25 p.m. Concert given by the
Art a I’Ecole, with the Chil-
dren’s Choir and the Station
Orchestra.

O du frohliche Weihnachtszeit.
Der Christbaum.

Kreschtdag.

Anges et Bergers.

Noel.

Eine kleine Geige.

Chanson du Feu.
Schne’wittchen mat de Zwergen.

9 p.m. Song Recital by Ermest
Lottorf.

9.20 p.m. Belgian Symphony
* Concert.
Fantaisie sur deux Noels wallons.
Les Rois mages.
Petite Suite dans le Style du
18me Siecle.
Variations en Foeme de Danse.

10.30 p.m. Dance Music on records

WEDNESDAY

7.45 a.m. Gramophone Concert.

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

12 noon. Concert by the Station
Orchestra.
Peter Schmoll.
L’Arlesienne.
Kuss mich.
Reverie du Soir.
Czardas No. 8.
O Fruhling, wie bist du so schon.
La Geisha.

7.40 p.m. Luxembourg Red
Cross Sweepstake Concert
of Songs from the Films.

Ta Voix.

Les Nuits de Paris.

Un air tire du film “ Un Soir de
Reveillon.”

C’est pour mon Papa.

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

8.55 p.m. Talk by M. J. P. Zanen.
Continued on page 35

You can receive Radio Luxembourg on a wavelength of I,304 metres, 230 kilocycles. The power is 200

kilowatts.

Other Luxembourg programmes are in the section commencing on page 23 of this issue
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Christmas broadcasts and a wealth of religious
programmes at the microphone may make you

wonder——

S the idea of having religious services
broadcast a good idea or not?
I have heard the question debated
more than once. Thinking over the
debaters—what I really know of them, that
is—I have come to one conclusion. It is this.
A certain number of people express
themselves in religious emotion; others
find no necessity to do so.

Those who do must hear services of some
kind. In order to carry out their religion
at all, they are bound either to witness
some form of service in a place of worship or else
hear it in their homes by wireless.

It would be interesting to know how many
families in England still meet morning and evening
for family prayers. Probably the number has
reduced considerably during the last ten or fifteen
years. Probably, also, it was at its highest about
thirty years ago.

The Sunday programmes have come under
more public censure than any other broadcast.
The reason is because those not definitely interested
in organised religion see no possible advantage in
listening to hymns and psalms, much less to
sermons.

I have always held that it might be better to
offer alternative programmes to the broadcast
services round about the hour of eight o’clock on
a Sunday evening.

On the other hand, I definitely oppose any
suggestion that the B.B.C. should reduce the
number of its services for the simple and excellent
reason I know them to be amongst the most
popular broadcasts of the week.

There is no question about the popularity of
the Daily Service. It is listened to by millions.

We tell each other in moments of enthusiasm
that this is a Christian country. Some of us say
it is so mominally. Others cannot even go that
far. i

Personally, I should be inclined to say it looks
like a Christian country, so long as you do not
look too hard at it.

Now let me go back to my original question.
Is the idea of broadcasting religious services good
or bad?

If you agree, it is definitely good, I can draw a
line here and say nothing further. If there are
any readers of Rapio PicroriaL who think it
bad, or unnecessary, I can go a little further.

It might be argued that, fourteen years ago,
services could not have been broadcast. If we
could do without services in our homes, then we
can do without them now.

To argue that way is to suggest there is no need
for the Bible to be printed in English, because at
one time it was only published in Latin. If Latin
was good enough for medieval Churchmen, it is
good enough for us.

That brings up what at first seems an impertinent
question. [Is religion any business of the B.B.C.
at all?

The answer is definitely that it is, first and
foremost, the B.B.C.’s business to uphold the
Church in England. Strictly, I should have
written the Church of England, because the
B.B.C.-is part of the State, in a sense. It i»
definitely a Government Department, however it
may actually be run. i

There is a State Church of England, known as
the Reformed Protestant Church. That
Church must be upheld by all bodies working
under the Government. Therefore, the B.B.C.
must uphold the Church of England. |
Technically speaking, I think it is quite right
to say it need not uphold any other form of
organised religion. It need not broadcast Roman
Catholic, Anglo-Catholic, or Nonconformist ser-
vices. As the State only officially recognises the
Church of England, the B.B.C. would be quite
within its right to permit Church of England
Services, only. The reason it accepts all points
of, view is so obvious that it need not be discussed.
The State Church is so constituted that certain
forms of ritual which are really and truly against
the law—Processions of the Sacrament, incense,
vestments—strictly speaking, are not allowed.
" It is not so long ago that Anglo-Catholic Priests

The Rev. Hugh
Johnston, one of the
conductors of that
ever-popular  morn-
tng service—a B.B.C.
feature which surely
nobody would wish
discontinued.

were imprisoned for what was considered illegal.
Those practices are still illegal, but they are no
longer opposed unless by an ultra-Protestant
Bishop. All forms of the Christian religion are
now acknowledged, and the B.B.C. is free to
welcome services from any church or nonconform-

ing chapel in the land. Religious tolerance has

sprung up amongst us.

Having proved it is the duty of the B.B.C.
to broadcast religion on technical grounds,
let us consider the matter more broadly and as
a question of Sunday Observance.

Did you go to Church last Sunday? I simply
ask the question for you to answer to yourself.
I do not want you to tell'me. If you did not,
you have (I presume) no objection to my having
gone? Or the other way round? If you did go,
you need not look down on me because I stayed
at home and wrote an article for Rab1o PICTORIAL
instead.

ou mustn’t miss the carols from

‘u King’s College Chapel, Cam-
bridge, on Christmas Eve, because
they can sing carols better there than
anywhere. There will be another L ¥
® carol service in the evening from St.
Mary’s, Whitechapel. On Christ- a
mas morning you will get a service
from St. George’s Chapel, Windsor, R
P conducted by the Dean, Dr. Baillie. E
* On the evening of December 30 there
will be a special service relayed from
Canterbury. The Archbishop (Dr. %
Cosmo Gordon Lang) will give an 4

‘s address. . ..”” “ RONDO,” in a
recent issue of “Radio Pictorial.”
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answers this topical

question—and makes

some challenging
statements

e

The number of people who go to Church
regularly on Sunday, or hear broadcast services
must be a very small proportion of the population

‘of this country.

I live in a parish of 15,000 people. It may be
more. Certainly not less. The parish church
cannot seat 500. = In fact, all the places of worship
combined in this district cannot accommodate
more than 1,500 people, putting it quite generously.

Fifteen hundred out of fifteen thousand. . As
none of these churches is regularly filled, it is
arguable that only about six or seven per cent.
attend a place of worship.

The Continental Sunday has come in to
England wumnofficially. - Technically, it has mnot
come in. Otherwise, all the shops would be open.

Until it comes in by law, the B.B.C. officially
recognises Sunday Observance, whatever the
majority of its listeners may do.

Therein lies a reason—a very deep reason—why
dance music is not broadcast from English stations
on Sunday. Apart from the simple suggestion
that there are six other evenings in the week, the
whole idea is inconvenient.

Have you ever thought there is something
almost strange about the look of the:
National Programme on a Thursday night when
the mid-week Service is followed by dance music?
You realise, of course, that the two things will
probably not be listened to by the same people,
but you are so used to religion being relegated to
Sunday (for those who want it) that it seems
almost out of place in an evening broadcast
programme devoted to entertainment.

If that looks strange, I think it would look
stranger to have the Sunday evening Epilogue
followed by dance music.

On the other hand, I have always been of
opinion there might be two Epilogues. The first
more or less as it is now, but there might be an
alternative. Devotion one side; philosophy the
other. Only it would have to be very well done.

The general supposition is that the B.B.C.
tries to force religion down people’s throats.
At eight o’clock on a Sunday evening, either you
have a religious service or another religiousservice.
If you do notlike it, you can switch off or go abroad.

Continued on page 18
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STRANGE title, but,
if I may say so, one
that completely
expresses the festive
season. Breathes there a pater-
familias so lucky who has never
worn out several sets of cheque
books or failed to set fire to the
point of his fountain pen at this
time of the year? I seem to
remember a poem called ““The
Bills,” by Longfellow—no, .I'm
wrong ; it was some other fellow—
but I know it went thusly :—

Hear the postman with the bills,

endless bills,

See his smile of satisfaction as the

letter-box he fills,

Hear the rustle, rustle, rustle, as

they fall upon the mat,

With the promise of a summons,

or the halter, or the cat,

Threats of Time, Time, Time, in

a nightmare sort of rhyme . . .

And so on, ad lLibitum. However,
it is a long worm that has no turning,
and this year I am taking Time by
the forelock (which must annoy the
old gentleman immensely) and giving
you a brief syllabus of gifts that
would be appreciated by your
humble but ambitious servant.

And the reason for this change of
front? (as the hotel manager re-
marked when the waiter turned up
with a paper dickey). . . .

Just this: Some few radio panto-
mimes ago I expressed a wish for
liquorice allsorts. For some weeks
after this it rained liquorice allsorts.
Therefore, as it is possible that the
script of this year’s pantomime will
contain no reference to cigars,
liqueurs, motor cars, or other flora
.or fauna of the Idle Rich, I propose
to take the bull by the Klaxon and
give you a brief syllabus of gifts that
would be appreciated—dash it, I'm
repeating myself, as the man said
to the cucumber.

Anyhow, why not a nice wireless
set?

It would have to be a super-super
het, of course, and so sensitive that
you daren’t even tell it the story you
told the Vicar.

t should never fail to come to you

when called—just a murmured
“Hetty, Hetty,” and in it would
dash, waving its short earth and
crouch at your feet, with a far-away
look in-its valves.

Should it suffer from any internal
troubles, there would be no diffi-
culty in diagnosis. Just as you reach for the
screwdriver it would fling false modesty to the
‘winds and say plaintively: *‘Excuse me, it's my
pentode.” ;

It should cause no trouble ‘even if battery-
operated. .

When the current drops to a certain level
the set would quietly remark : ** Oy—Juice.”

But no clock on the panel, if you don’t mind.

I once mounted a cuckoo of that ilk, but it
was hardly a success. The B.B.C. chose to
broadcast the nightingale and my bird blew up
in sheer mortification.

Again, something useful is always acceptable,
such as one of Winston Churchill’s old hats full
of kittens, the Forth Bridge, or the Dancing
Daughters.

Then, I have often longed for a photograph of
the American film.star who refused to show her
legs to the photographers ™ at Southampton.
(This is very rare.)

Another’ secret urge I have long nourished in
my engine-room is the possession of a ' Stop Me
and Buy One” ice-cream cart. How I would
love to cycle round Oxford city during Boat
Race week shouting : “Isis. Isis."”

If not too ambitious, why not a grape-fruit
glass with a human face painted on it? This
fools the grape-fruit; it thinks the face is a real
one and squirts its juice right at it in the glass.
Even more flauntworthy would be one of those
cuddly dolls which remind one so delightfully of
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You can’t get Leonard away

from his Bélisha Beacon! You

have already met him with it

on the cover of the Christmas

Number, and here it 1is again

as a modern Father Christmas’
magic wand

Xpmsemas,

By Leonard Henry

his eye, he splits an infinitive. Here is the war
song, sadly marred by morse, morse the pity.
This I shall have to suggest by a row of dots
(so beloved by our modern novelists) and I have
‘borrowed the six pips from Greenwich for the

A seasonable appeal for the Year's Good

Cause, with peace to your earth, and

plenty of cheer and cheek, by our non-
stop radio humorist

the old-fashioned girl, because every time you
squeeze them they put their tongue out and
say : *’Mama.” :
Lastly, but by no means firstly, why not
an amusing scarf, like mother used to make?

~An A.J, ALAN MYSTERY !,

A. ). Alan is taking part in the
Christmas Party which will be
broadcast, starting at 5 p.m., on
Christmas Day. He will give a fine
mystery yarn, *‘ The' Visitors’
Book.”” ' ¢ Radio Pictorial ”’ have
made exclusive arrangements with
Mr. Alan for this story to be pub-
lished in next Friday’s issue, only
three days after the broadcast.

So don’t miss your next Friday’s
copy of * Radio Pic.,”’ as this yarn
will be included among the many
fine features. '
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250-v. A.C. or D.C. Made specially to prevent
sore throats. After one washing there should be
enough for the entire family, with enough left
over ‘to go round Teddy Brown. Therefore,
friends, your presents, given swiftly and gladly,
will light such a candle that will be seen from
here to Pennycomequick, which is 2007 miles as
the bee sucks.

Believe me, or believe me not, last night-
1) 1 had a message from Mars. ‘‘Ah!a myth,”
says you. ‘““No,” says I, and besides, I know
that one. A myth is not a moth’s sister, as you
are just about to tell me. A myth is a maiden
lady who lisps. But a message from Mars.
Friends, I cannot tell a lie—1I did it with my little
crystal set. Why, I was so excited that I put
the kettle to bed and sat on the hob all night,
and 1 didn’'t know anything was wrong till I
began to sing. Think of it, a message from Mars,
and from a lady . . . and I took it down, though
it came-over so quickly at times that-my pencil
caught alight. It was in code, too, and the
maiden who sent it was so upset. She said she
got this code through falling in one of the Martian
canals. I had to translate it with a T-square and
a timetable.

Apparently, they have their licensing troubles
in Mars just as we do, for there are two kinds of
Martinians—Wet Martinians and Dry Martinians.
I gathered that my girl friend is
considered very beautiful—she has
a face like a Petrol Pump, but
considerably more spirit and a
higher flash point.

Her name is Oosebarmie, pronou-
nced Chumley. She talks in red ink
and on state occasions wears all her
decorations, including the kitchen
sink. )

Her brother, Eeaseaboob, pronou-
nced March-banks, sixteen feet high
in his stilts, drinks his bath water
and blows his nose in A flat. . He
is covered with black spots. This is
because his great-grandfather swal-
lowed a box of dominoes. Eeaseaboob
is, naturally a great fighter, but at
the moment appears to be in disgrace.
I ypnderstand that he passed the
port .the wrong way at mess ome
night and was prodded out of his
regiment with muffled toothpicks.
Knowing my great interest, Girl
Friend kindly sent me a Martian
War song. This is sung three times
a day, after meals, and subject ta
the usual trade discount, of course.
It should be accompanied by the
beat of a Martian war drum. These
drums are amazing. They  are
covered with the skin of a strange
animal called the Bunkedoodleidoh.

The Bunkedoodleidoh not only
lays V-shaped eggs and eats old
safety razor blades, but his skin is
so tight, that every time he winks.

purpose. Herewith :—

OOSHUCKS—WHATABLOB
(Martian War Song)

Up in Mars we're all- Magicians
And along our superstitions
We hang all our poli—
We live in asbestos houses -
For our climate’s so hot, ours is,
Men wear skirts and girls the—
We reward our real good triers,
Give them rubies, pearls, sapphires,
But we murder all our—
A Martian thinks‘that one wife’s plent}'r, .....
But if.she’s forty, old and bent, he
Swops her quick for two at—
And it concludes with a racy little Chorus — TS
Gert yer, Gert yer, Gert yer, Gert yer. .
Eenie, meenie, miney mo.
Gert yer, Gert ver, Gert yer, Gert yer,
Bom tiddley match stick. Oo eck.

(P.S.—And that is the last time I have lobster

for supper.)
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BB A New Feature by LESLIE BAILY

IR

NE evening last March, Charles Brewer
and I sat in the canteen at Broad-
casting House, eating chops and dis-
cussing our next ‘‘Sciapbook’ pro-

gramme. A date in May had been given us-
—and little of the programme was yet on
paper. The year selected was 1914, so we
knew we were up against some big issues.

The problem arose, as it always arises, of how
to bring a radio resumé of such a momentous year
to an effective close. I like to shut the ‘Scrap-
book” at a point when the listener has had not
quite enough, to close its pages quietly and firmly
at a moment when he will be left with something
worth thinking about.

At the apple dumpling stage our planning had
broken down, we had drifted into idle gossip, and
"Mr, Brewer was telling me of his experiences in the
trenches in 1914. He said he was one of the
participants in the famous Christmas Truce.

I knew then that we had found our finale.

On the back of an old envelope I jotted notes
of Mr. Brewer’s recollections, went home, and
wrote the whole thing down in radio-dramatic
form, inventing my own characters against the
authentic framework thus delivered to me like
a gift from the gods.

This scene was, I think, less rewritten than any
scene in any of my programmes, and I consider it
one of the most effective, yet it was created in
a violent hurry. That is often the way.

The concluding verse was actually written only
a few days before the transmission. We had
planned to finish with an extract from one of the
war poets—Sassoon, perhaps, or Blunden—but
failed to find a quotation that satisfied us as
exactly fitting the mood. The lines used I gave
to the narrator during rehearsal, almost with the
ink wet !

Mr. Brewer himself introduced the episode,
modestly masquerading ' under the pseudonym
‘ Herbert Charles.” |

For the roles of the German officer and soldier

he recruited two young German students who were .

living in London. The cordiality with which those
Germans took part in such a programme—which
had to reflect certain anti-German emotions of
191 4—is one of my most pleasant memories.

One day during rehearsals, as we sat laughing
and talking around a table in the canteen, some-
body remarked that it was unthinkable that we
-and they should ever again seek.to kill one
another. . . .

* * * * *

BrREWER : It was on Christmas Eve, 1914, that
once again we went into the line in front of
Fleurbaix, south of Armentieres. It was a still,
frosty night as we filed into the front line and took
over our positions ; we could easily see the German
parapet and barbed wire zig-zagging away to the
north and south. All through the night it seemed
unusually still. Occasionally a bullet would hit
the willow trees behind us with a crack and go
whining away into the distance. . The far-off
rat-a-tat of a machine gun seemed only to
accentuate the long silence that followed. Every
now and then a Verey light would go soaring up,
adding a curious flicker to the ghostliness of the
moon and causing those who were out on patrol
ii No Man’s Land to freeze like the corpses that
also lay out there.
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“Scrapbooks”

is one of the most popular
series of broadcasts devised by
Leslie Baily. Here is an extract
from one of these famous pro-
grammes—the script .of Baily’s
dramatization of one of the most
remarkable incidents of the war.

[Distant machine gun.] 7

MEeN : Patrol going out in front of A company !

[This comes from the distance and is repeated
five times and fades into the distance. Then

_George starts singing softly to himself, near mike.]

GEORGE : There’s a long, long trail a-winding

Into the dadadada . ..

ArBERT : 'Appy Christmas, George !

GEORGE : Huh'!

[Crack of rifle.]

ALBERT : When we gets out of the line on
Tuesday, I'm ’aving a word with the Ma’mselles
at that estaminet in Laventie. 'Ow does a nice
bird strike yer?

GEORGE : No, not fer me, Albert—I've a wife
at ‘ome.

ALBERT : I was alluding, George, to the prospect
of a nice juicy chicken.

GEORGE : Oh! . . . Last Christmas we ‘ad
goose. My missus sez it'll be a:rabbit this year.
Seems there’s a food scare at ‘ome.

[Crack of rifle.]

ALBERT : Everybody's 'oarding stuff by the ton,
they say. (Sings cynically) :

Keep the 'ome fires burning
While yer ’earts are so-and-so.

GEORGE : Blimey !

ALBERT : Wot?

GEoRrGE : Look! Lights on Fritz's/parapet, or
I'm barmy.

ALBERT : Cripes! . . . wot. d’yer make of it?

GEORGE : It looks ter me like a Christmas tree |

One o’ them with candles. Mind! Don't stick
yer perishin’ "ead up—I’ll bet it's a sniper’s trap.
[German carol starts, distantly : ** Stille Nacht,
Heilige Nacht.”” Occasional remarks in English
are delivered in rather hushed tones, close to nitke,
with carol tn background.) .
Stille Nacht, Heilige Nacht !
Alles schlaft, einsam wacht
Nur das traute hochheilige Paar . . .
GEORGE : Carols! . . . or I'm barmy.
Holder Knabe im lokkigen Haar .
ALBERT : Better tell the officer, he’s in. the
dugout.
Schlaf’ in himmlischer Ruh,
Schlaf’ in himmlischer Ruh.
ALBERT : Give ‘em a cheer, chaps !
[{English soldiers cheer.}
GEORGE : Let’s sing "em one back !

~-RADIO -PICTORIAL

In No Maw’s Land on Christmas Day, 1914,
when hostilities were temporarily suspended in-
some sectors, British and German troops met
and even played football together. The above
heading photograph is from the special files of
and shows the

the Imperial War Museum
Northumberland Hussars, 7th Division, meeting
‘with German officers

[He bawls, solo, and after first line or so, others
join in by twos and threes, taking parts.]
We are Fred Karno’s army,
The ragtime infantry,
We cannot fight, we cannot march,
What earthly use are we?
And when we get to Berlin,
The Kaiser he will say,
Hoch! Hoch! Mein Gott,
- What a jolly rotten lot
Are the ragtime infantry.
[Distant cheers.]

GERMAN OFFICER [calling from distance] : Hola,
English! A merry Christmas !

[Distantly another German carol starts .—

** Tannenbaum."']

[Superimpose.]

OFFICER [coming fowards mike] : What's the
time ? :

GEORGE : Seven o’clock, sir. . It'll be light soon.
_ OFFICER : H'm. They are Christmas trees, all
right.

GERMAN OFFICER [calling from distance] : Hola,
English! Will you come out? If you will, we
will !

GEORGE : Will we come ont! It's a trap, sir.

OFFICER : I'm  not so sure. He's standing
above his parapet now. I can just see him,
against the dawn.

GEORGE [shouting] : Wot's'yer game, Alleymang?

GERMAN OFFICER [ from distance] : No hostilities !

ALBERT : No hostilities! I 'call that a nice
matey offer from Kaiser Bill. Wot about it, sir?

‘OFFICER : Damn it, I'll go out and see! You
chaps stand to. Pass the word along. (Calling)
I will meet you half-way !

GERMAN OFFICER [from distance] :

Good! I

-am coming now !

OFFICER : So am I'!

[Fade German carol up slowly, and after few
moments superimpose.]

OFFICER : Frohliche Weihnachten, Herr Ober-
lieutenant !

GERMAN OFFICER [his English is only 'slightly
guttural] i Frohliche Weihnachten, Herr  Englisher
Oberlicutenant ! I think this is about the middle
of No Man’s Land, eh? Here we kick off our
Christmas Day’s sport, ein ?

[They are now both close to mike ; the singing

is fairly loud.} i

OFFICER : Jove, that's an idea! As-a matter
of fact, one of my men has a football with him in.
the line.

GERMAN OFFICER : Excellent!
put it to use. :

OFFICER : I'm game if you are.

Continued on page 29

To-day we will
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The Scottish Regional

Dinwiddie, tells ‘ Radio
" Pictorial ’’ readers what
policy is being adopted
in connection with Scot-
tish broadcasting. This

personal message will
interest every radio
listener.

The map on the left shows a

vital area in the Scottish broad-

casting scheme—the heavy popu-
lated areas being shaded.

Wiat SCOTLAND is Doing

HE Scottish Region is the only

Region of the British Broadcasting

Corporation which is also a Nation.

This fact, however, does not make
it easier to provide Scotland with broadcast
fare. There is no such person as the average
Scottish listener.. Scotland is a nation of
individualists certainly as greatly diversified
as its topography.

For the purposes of general programmes e
make a rough. division of. Scotland into four
parts—the Highlands and Islands, the North-
East, the West, and the East and Borders.

It is our business to use to the best purpose the
highly contrasted programme material which
these regions can supply for the enjoyment, if
possible, of the whole country. The population
of the West and the far-flung Hebrides is Gaelic
in sentiment if not entirely Gaelic in language,
and they expect a reasonable share in the good
things that are going.

But Gaelic will be as little understood in Aber-
deen as the braid Scots of Buchan would be in
Stornoway. Having to cater for a whole country,
we cannot afford to be too generous to any particu-
lar element.

Fortunately; however, the beautiful Hebridean
songs delight every listener.

‘Even ceilidhs please those who have no know-
ledge of Gaelic.

The humour of the North-East is dry and couthy
and strongly contrasted with that of the cosmo-
politan Glasgow. But Glasgow, by virtue of its
great population, has resources in music, drama,
and variety which are of immense value to Scot-
tish broadcasting. Edinburgh is a centre for
music, talks, and education. Its quiet atmosphere
is also helpful in the arrangement of Scottish
programmes that are Scottish and not localised.
Though it is convenient to regard the territory
south of the Forth as homogeneous, the spirit of
the Borders is quite different from that of the
Lothians. From the Borders come colourful
programmes such as the relay of a Common-
Riding ceremony or a programme of the “ Frae a’
the Airts” X

Whatever might be said in criticism of Scottish
programme making, it could not be asserted that
the country places are neglected. These are
encouraged to contribute their share of material.

A recent experiment, which has proved remark-
ably successful, has been the introduction of three
periods of Scottish dance music during the week.

This is not intended as a counter agent to jazz,
and in any case the time devoted to it has not
been stolen at the expense of the jazz lover.

The Scottish Reel Players, pipers, and fiddlers,
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and the Scottish Studio Orchestra who purvey
Scotland’s own dance music, are favourite broad-
casters in the late evening. Another experiment
has been the broadcast of lessons in Gaelic.

Finally, there are two different elements in
Scottish life to-day, two elements which will be,
for the most part, the subject of our St. Andrew’s
Day programme on November 30 : the conserva-
tive Scotland, the Scetland of tradition that loves
the old things—the old dances, the old music, the
old tongues, whether they be braid Scots or
Gaelic—and the changing, modern Scotland, the
Scotland" that is recovering painfully but surely
from nineteenth century industrialism. .

This Scotland has new ideals and new ideas, but
they have continuity with a pre-Scotland—the
conservative Scotland as we have described it.

Director, Melville
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Ls Religion any Business of
the B.B.C.? Continued from

page Fifteen
Personally, I should have an alternative at all
hours of the day, Sundays included; but if the
B.B.C. argues that it has definite duties to perform
and that it avoids the regular church hours in
which to execute those duties, I think the argument
acceptable. '

That religion is wanted I am certain. We have
every proof of it. Thousands of appreciative
letters pourin to the B.B.C. every year. They tell

me the general trend of correspondence at the
offices of this journal show the same thing.

However much we may sneer at the Churchmen
—those of us who are given to doing so, I mean—
we cannot get away from facts. The Ch.urch has,
all through the ages, formed the basis of our
social existence.

All our convention—everything we hold dear—
our honour, our prestige as a nation and as
individuals, has come to us through the Christian
religion. .

In the days of Queen Victoria, it was the fash}on
to go to church. Those were days when nothing
mattered so much as your neighbours’ opinion.
You went to church in those days because everyone
else did. Nowadays, you stop away because
most of your friends stop away also.

Yet, at the back of it all, is the fact that every-
thing swings on the ethics of Christianity. The
whole of the law, certainly.

It is inconceivable that broadcast religion does
not fill a want. It may not fill your want or
mine either, but we are not the only people to

‘consider.

There must be round about fifty millions
of us in this kingdom and it may only be
a case of feeding the five thousand ; but if it
was worth feeding five thousand because
they were hungry in A.D.32, it is equally
worth while doing so now that we have
reached A.D. 1934.

In any event I should always oppose dance
music or even very light music on Sunday. As
there is plenty of it abroad, I should feel I was
not doing anyone out of anything they wanted.

I know of a family who have the wireless going
as a background to everything they do. They-
play bridge every Sunday evening to a broadcast
service, a symphony concert and the Epilogue.
They cheerfully double no trumps to Abide with
Me or the Apostie’s Creed.

God, the Father

ARABLES, despite our childhood’s
definition, are an,ordinary eastern way

of illustrating a cardinal point by means of

- a story told in terms of everyday life. That
which is usually.referred to as the story of
the Spendthrift Son; really centres on the
father. The younger son is by
no means the most important
character; the elder son who
comes in later is no less important.

But the main point is the loving
nature of the father, which
illustrates the nature of God.
And its teaching on this point is
by no means the least revolu-
tionary of all Christ’s teaching.

The details of the parable are
known to all. A man had two sons, the elder
staid and respectable, the younger impetuous.
The younger came with the very practical
suggestion that his father should anticipate
his decease, and let him enjoy his inheritance
immediately. Thus equipped, the young
man went out to see life and the world,
thinking that all he had to do was to open
the oyster. He met with the fate almost
inevitable under the circumstances. And,
although a Jew, to whom swine were
anathema, ‘‘he would fain have filled his
belly with the husks that the swine did eat.”
In remorse, he thought of his father’s com-
fortable home which he had left. On the
way back he concocted his excuses. No
doubt he often turned over in his mind how
he was going to word them, until he had it
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off pat—'‘Father I have sinned . . .” and
SO on.. 5

Then comies the most important sentence
in the story. ‘But while he was yet afar
off, his father saw him.” The old man,
despite the son’s folly and unworthiness,
had all along been on his house-
top straininghis eyes watching the
horizon, to get the first glimpse
of the son in whom he still believed.
The oft-rehearsed excuses were in
vain, smothered by forgiveness and
feasting.

The elder son presently raised
the very reasonable objection that
the father was not treating his
family according to their deserts.
The reply was that good sons always
lived in complete communion with their
father, and so what more could they
want ?

Most people acquiesce in some kind of
theism, in that they believe that there is
some kind of power behind the umiverse.
They differ in trying to describe this power.
To some it is reason, to others law or judg-
ment. Jesus showed that it is all these,
and more, a being of infinite mercy who stands
in the same relation to us as the quixotically
loving father of the story. As the writer
of Ecclesiasticus puts it : ““ As his majesty is,
so is his mercy.”

This address was broadcast by Canon Wall
from Radio-Normandy at 4.15 pm. on
December 16.  Another “ Thought’ next week.
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ET’S start with the British ‘‘early
risers’’ on Christmas Day, and
around 5 a.m. will be first heard the
customary gymnastic sessions from

Berlin and other stations. Soon, possibly
first with Langenberg, will commence the long
-series of relayed Mass and church services
and of sacred music. A pleasing nativity play
from the Basilica of Niederealteich or another
famous cathedral can be expected from
Munich-

An hour or so later, Stockholm will lead the
way with beautiful Christmas carols, and will be
followed by Hamburg with church music, a
religious programme from Huizen, sacred music
from Kalundborg, Protestant services from
Stuttgart, and organ recitals from Vienna. Then
we will hear the chimes of Breslau, a cathedral
service from Bratislava, and sacred music from
Berlin. More services, both Protestant and
Catholic, will be relayed by Budapest, Frankfurt,
Hamburg, Heilsberg and the Deutschlandsender
and Huizen and Paris, with a religious talk from
Ljubljana and Christmas music again from
Kalundborg.

Around 8 a.m., Yuletide cantatas will be
presented by Munich, carols from Oslo, services
from Sottens and Trieste, and by 9 a.m. most of
the Continental transmitters will be “on theair”
with carols, sacred music, nativity plays, Christmas
radio sequences, talks on Christmas customs and
pageants, operas and concerts, special children’s
sessions, and various features. We will find
probably a religious talk from Bari, services from
Beromunster, Warsaw and Hilversum, sacred
music from Prague, Vienna and Palermo, and
readings of Christmas letters by Goethe and
other great authors from Leipzig and other

German stations.
A Christmas play in dialect is broadcast by

Beromunster, the-two Brussels stations will
offer carols and recorded music, Hamburg and
Poste Parisien carols, and Budapest, Turin and
Vatican City, further services. At 1x a.m. will
be heard Rome’s broadcast of High Mass and
carols and music. Other likely features will be
a concert by the famous choir of St. Stephen’s
at Budapest, Biblical sequences from Swiss and
German centres.

All Continental stations, except those in Russia,
will be transmitting Christmas fare, although the
Spanish programmes are perhaps less Christmas-
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