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LET PROFESSOR

EL-TANAH

CAST YOUR HORO-
SCOPE ABSOLUTELY

FREE

DON'T
MISS TO-MORROW'S
OPPORTUNITIES!

Y o

'PROFESSOR EL-TANAH

Exalted Mystic and
. The wheels of fortune turn up new
AStrOIOgeI’, WI” Send opportunities daily. The stars reveal
. them and tell you how to take advantage
AmaZIng forecast Of rf them. C?n’:luplt the s?rs abc:iut bu:h‘::sl.
. ove, ‘courtship, marriage ties, travel,
your Llfe ABSOLUTELY speculation,  knowing glriend‘s from
enemies, lucky and unlucky periods, and
F R E E ' other information of untold value.

Send exact date and place of birth (hour
if known) for a FREE forecast of your
future by Professor EL-TANAH. Write
your full name and address plainly. You
need send no money but, if you wish,
you may enclose 3d. to cover postage
and clerical expenses. The startling
predictions of the stars often lecad to
unexpected fortune and happiness, which
might otherwise never be ottained. Act
now and post to-day.

By arrangement with the International
Broadcasting Company ..of London

PROFESSOR:
ELTANAH.
BROADCASTS FROM'
RADIO-NORMANDY.

J
(] I"a}jessor

EL-TANAH

THE FAMOUS EASTERN

SUNDAY -9:15°A'M
WEDNESDAY.9:45AM

ASTROLOGER
POSTE' PARISIENS
SUNDAY 4-45PM, s
ept. 3! )
10 PROFESSE?!'\ € ‘:\:EAL ‘S\‘L)A:

DO YOU WANT TO CHANGE THAT BAD LUCK
WHICH HAS DOGGED YOUR FOOTSTEPS ?

This will most certainly happen if vou wear the “SARKSTONE”
which is the only genuine original Druid Planetstone.

The Druids, those wise men of. old, ornamented their garb with this
same stone, dug from the earth, yet alight with the blue of starlit skies.
It was in use thousands of years before the present era, and ever since it
has been the only true bringer of good luck and good fortune.

Follow the advice of the Ancient Sages. Wear it ALWAYS, as a

Talisman and Lucky Charm. Send at once and enclose 2s. 6d., when your | ‘.

SARKSTONE will be sent to you post free. Only obtainable from :

SARK JEWEL Co., (Dept. R.P.) 13 Halkett Place, JERSE

2

s ISLANDS
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Have you got YOUR
Copy?

IT"S THE FINEST AND MOST
COMPLETE BOOK ON RADIO
STARS AND RADIO ENTER-
TAINMENT EVER PUBLISHED

Here are some of the amazing contents:

360 Radio Star Photographs

A. J. Alan Short Story

Jane Carr on Fashion

How to Make the B.B.C.’s Christmas

Pudding
Rev. Dick Sheppard on Christmas
Britain’s Broadcasting Centre — a

pictorial peep into Broadcasting House

Dance Music’s Amazing Story, by Charlie
Kunz

| Look after Harry Roy—by His Brother
All about B.B.C. Music Halls
200 Radio Star Who's Who

SOLD EVERYWHERE—Price 6d.

PAGES > -
ALL PHOTOGRAVURE
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AASTERS

fame of this shy,
croonette reads like
iction. From being an
girl in Pendleton, Lanca-
she leapt to fame overnight
enry Hall heard her sing

ed” her his vocalist
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TRY THIS NEW WAY TO MAKE SOUP

December 6, 1935

Good Reason®

SEE HOW SMOOTH ITIS? IT'S
EASIER TO MIX AND YOU
DON'T HAVE TO USE SO MUCH

HEAVENS DO You USE CORN
FLOUR FOR THICKENING SOUP?

|

YES, DIDNT YOU KNOW ?
1T DOESN'T GO LUMPY LIKE
ORDINARY THICKENING

WELL | NEVER !

1 ALWAYS THOUG’J

CORN FLOUR

WAS JUST FOR
BLANCMANGES
AND CUSTARD

| /USE CORN FLOUR FOR ALL
MY THICKENING — GRAVIES

“ou[ is
why corn i flo ut

|

a
AND SAUCES T0O ﬂel‘ th P
sou
NOW | KNOW WHY tor four-
YOUR THINGS ARE - L ek
ALWAYS SO MUCH Much es5ie’ much ST
SMOOTHER Jer any 1WmPS
THAN Net four- consisten
tha! cres y | (han
Gives ? ch aste
J n four 8°°° aen 155 N0 L i
se
our ‘:::C use B0 k
either — fous
out- (o rime than
in 1€

(vea
Head of Brown & Polson Cookery
Service gives weekly radio talks.

EN simply loathe tumps In their

soups, sauces and gravies. That's

why 1 always advise women to use
corn flour instead of flour.

* Make theése lovely things with

Brown & Polson patent corn Aour —

Brown Vegetable Soup and the Corn

Flour Sponge
Pudding — you'll 1€ aa, g‘t\f}f
like them both!™

* P.S. Do listen to my Sunday mmorn-
ing radio talks. All the latest recipes !
| Tune-in ¢to Radio Luxembourg, 1304
metres.”’

CORN FLOUR

4 ozs. Browun &
Polson corn flour. 1 oz.
flowur. 2 eggs. 1 teaspn.
vanilla essence. 4 ozs.

Listen-in to MRS. jEAN SCOTT from Radio Luxembourg

THE INTEANATIONAL BROADCABTING COMPANY LimITRD)

SPONGE PUDDING

butter. 4 ozs. sugar. 1 teaspn. baking powder.

Beat the butter and sugar to a cream. Beat in the
eggs scparately. Add the sifted corn flour and baking
powder, and lastly the essence. Mix well. Put into
well-buttered border mould, bake 30 to 40 mins.
till golden brown. Turn out at once, serve with
stewed apples in the centre.

BROWN VEGETABLE SOUP

2 small carrots. § small turnip. 2 small onions. 1 oz.
Brown & Polson corn flour. 2 ozs. dripping or mar-
garine or bacon rinds. 1 quart stock. Seasoning.

Cut up vegetables. Fry sliced onion in dripping till
browned. Add corn flour, cook till brown. Add stock
and vegetables. Stir till boiling. Simmer one or
two hours. Sicve if liked, reheat, season and serve.

FRE Corn flour added to flour makes cakes

® and puddings lighter. Corn flour is
purest for custards and blancmanges too. Send to
Mrs. Jean Scott, Dept. S7, Brown & Polson Ltd,,
43.Shoe Lane, London, E.C.4, for a FREE recipe
book — 48 pages.

No "SHAVEX _NO

REVOLUTION IN SHAVING BRUSH

Millions are now using SHAVEX all over the world.
Beware of imitations.

THROW AWAY YOUR SOAP AND BRUSH | The Shavex Cream mukes the bristles of the
AND USE THE UP-TO-DATE METHOD OF | beard stand up, when they are eacily shaved
SHAVING, which takes a quarter of the time. | with the razor. The ordinary creams and

WE GUARANTEE THAT ONE CAN HAVE | %0218 flatten the beard and so it Is fmpossible

to get the perfect shave.
A PERFECT “s':c&vzs“:\rh?o MINUTES If grass is lying down it is more difticult for

the mower to cut than if it is standing up. It
SHAVEX is without doubt the most perfect

Is the same with the beard and Shavex.
way of Shaving that man can desire. What | SHAVEX gets between all the hairs and forces
is more simple than just wetting the beard

the beard to stand up, and one can cut it o
and smearing on a little Shmex~ -and then a ! easily and gel a perfeet shave.
perfect Shave? Shavex § 2 -

contains Almond Oil,
which is a fine skin
food for the face. You
shave In a quarter of
the time that is taken |
by any other method, |
and you rub the rest |
of the Shavex into the
skin—this takes away
the wrinkles and keeps
the face In perfect con-
dition.

ASK  YOUR CHEMIST
WHEN ABKING FOR
SHAVEX for & *“ Shavex **
Super Blade. We guaran-
tee it to be the longest-

Cood Thrar

lived blade in the world. :

5 . not FRIEND: Wait a uck. old
it i & miracle of sharp- 4 g yet! 1 have been | chap, I will get you my tube,
uess 8nd tbe smootbest p o0 and dressed this five and in less than five minutes
that ome ean ose on the  inures, and that Conference | you will have had the finest
face. Made of Chreme  can never wait. Heaven above, shave you have cver had ;
Steel, aud homed by our svhat are all those soap suds and when you have shaved
secret process. Money doing on your face? You rub Shavex into the skin, it’s a
back it disappointed, and surely don’t use soap and skin food. It keeps you young,
postage.  These marvel brush now? Why, every Old Boy. My wife says all
lous SHAVEX Blades are Sensible fellow wuses Shavex | my wrinkles have disappeared
now 24. insted of 4d. to-day. Even Kings and since I used Shavex. I

Princes use Shavex. JIM: Well, you certainly

JIM: Have you got some look voung, and your skin

Shavex? My face is quite looks fine, and you look as
S H AV E x fresh as a daisy. |

sore.

SEND THIS COUPON TO-DAY

For FREE Sample Tube of SHAVEX.
Caut out this Coupon, attach it 10 a piece of paper on which
your name and address are written plainly, and send with a
2d. stamp to the SHAVEX ZEE-KOL CO., Ltd. {Dept. R.64),
40 Blenheim Road, Upper Holloway, I.ondon, N.19.

is sold everywhere in

6d.,1/-&1/6
Tubes & 1/6 Pots
4

«  SKIN
4 DlSEASES

ECZEMA ———
“1 suﬂ'erﬂi from ht BURNS
sttt GUred in @ Night ..o .,
face away and no blister
nm)lled Zee-l(ol an will form,

in hree days

e WE HAVE A ROOM FULL
OF TESTIMONIALS

Many may promise a wonderful
cure, but there nothing like
Zee-Kol. Beware of imitations.

_ Zee-Kol ig, without doubt, the most wonder-
ful skin remedy of all time. The cruellest
=Skin Diseases, sueh as Uleers, Lezema,
Abscesses, Erysipelas, etc., are rapidiy and
completely banished, and Pimples, Black-
heads, Bolls, Rashes, etc., disappear like
magic. Never was known any remedy like
Zee-Kol. Where it touches, the skin takes
on a finer and healthier glow. It destroys
everything unhealthy to the skin. No skin
disease can resist it. Forget It heing a
Patent Medicine. This is the only way we
have of letting the world know of Zee-Kol's
murvellous power of skin healing. We are
supplving the bir London 8kin Hospitals,
for thiere is nothing in the world to compare
with Zee-Kol. Do not hesitate. Go straight
to your chemist and et a hox of Zee-Kol

I-mm « had gone.

is

BOILS, ETC.

Boils cannot resist the
wonderful healing pro-
perties of Zee-Kol, and
in two days they dis-
appear.

VARICOSE AND
OTHER ULCERS

“ For years I could not
walk with Ulecerated
Leg. Zee-Kol cured It
in a week.”

PEIMPLES AND

and  rest  absolutely  assured  thal  vour BLACKIEADS
Zec-Ko! instantly skin trouble will =speedily he banished. A )
draws out all inflam- Jee.Kol cures in record time Eezema, all 3 always had Black
niEMin N diTGLaD se ey Hnds of Cleers, Haemorrhohilx, Chihlains, Bends  and | Plmples
is healed in twenty- 1y o W y Zec-Kol cured them in
four hours. Bad taus, Severe Hurns. ete, anight they vanished'

ZEE-KOL

4 FREE GIFTS COU'PON
For sample of ZEE-R OL Ointiment and
Pills semel 2. stamp for postase.  If
savifle of ZEE-RKOL Medicated Son

3 3 and Doge Fa am are also desiredd,

RS ERRIGEY senit 4, for postage and  jacking. I,U\IBA(.() s’l‘ll-‘l‘
This alarming skin | Write to the Shavex Zee-Kol Go., Lid. JOINTS, ETC.
e ie few daye witn | (Dept. Z.K. 45), 40 Blonheim Road, | ( 0ot
ec-Kol_ applied night | London, N.19. Oall chemints . Zee- Kol § {iinie” runhed in zently
and morning. It effeet | Ointinent at 1 3, or a lange t 3-. | by the five. and for
is marvellous. o Rhaenmatisms
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A gay, informal photograph of the merry *“ Air Do Wells,” on the air

this Wednesday and Thursday. From left to right, Effie Atherton,
Ronald Hill, Marjorie Stedeford, Bryan Michie, Claude Gardner

(with his famous pet monkey), Hindle Edgar, Marjery Wyn, Max

Kester, and Wilfred Thomas.

THE VAGABOND LOVER-THE TRUTH!

B.B.C.’s Own Pantomime;

Sorting Out Tongue-Twisters

HE secret is out, and were you right?
‘ Cavan O’Connor, the man of many
aliases, is the Vagabond Lover, and, do
you remember, I said that the voice would
be recognised as soon as the feature started. Idid
not know that Cavan was also a fiddler, maybe he
isn’t. Must listen carefully next Wednesday to
discover whether some one else plays that accom-
paniment. The singer's life has been romantic.
When only sixteen he joined the R.F.A, and a
year later was wounded in action. Getting demobo-
lised at the end of the war he decided to take up
singing ‘and supported himself by taking parts at
West End theatres while studying at the Royal
College of Music. He soon found that his voice
suited the mike and broadcasting sealed his
success. He is married and is keen on horses.

B.B.C. Panto.

T. GEORGE’S HALL seats only four hundred
people, the B.B.C. Amateur Dramatic panto-
mime, Dick Whittington, runs for only four nights
next week and there is bound to be a rush for seats,
so I want you to be the first to know that you can
book now at the box office at Broadcasting House.
Jean Melville is playing *‘ Dick,”” Bryan Michie is
the Dame (Mrs. Whittington) and R. Suffield takes
the part of the Baron, who bears a strong facial
resemblance to Sir John Reith. Eric Maschwitz
wrote the book and Derek McCulloch and John
Sharman are producing. The show starts at eight
~and runs from December 9 to 12 inclusive. Seats
from ls. 6d. to 6s. can all be reserved and you will
have to be quick if you want to see it. That is
not a **puff’—I mean it.

Sir John—Actor

SIR JOHN REITH will be at the pantomime
one night, laughing as heartily as the office
boy at jokes about his job. They do not know the
Director General who only see his photographs.
Despite a somewhat austerc expression, due partly
to a scar left by a war wound, Sir John Reith has
the keenest sense of humour, and he once played
the part of Stillbottle when Tilly of Bloomsbury
was staged by this same amateur dramatic society.
Eric Maschwitz has adapted the tale of the boy
who turned when he heard the bells into a broad-

Don’t Forget Our Bumper Issue Next Friday.

casting story and, since the variety department is
solidly behind the show, we know what kind of
thing to expect. The climax occurs in a big
television scene at the opening of Alexandra
Palace. Itis a coincidence that Dick Whittington
is also the pantomime chosen for the Children’s
Hour on Boxing Day. Bob Tredinnick tells me
that he has written the book and is going to
Birmingham for the production which will be
relayed from all Regional transmitters.

Longstaffe’s -Evening

N the air the evening pantomime will be

Cinderella, written, composed, produced and
conducled by Ernest Longstaffe. That is what I
admire about the fellow. Nothing defeats him and
1 do believe if the principal boy fell ill, he would
step into the breach. Three artists who were in
his pantomime at Savoy Hill in 1926 have promised
to play the same parts again this.year. Alma Vane
will be Cinderella, Miriam Ferris plays the Ugly
Sister, and Tommy Handley will be heard as
Buttons. The show is on the air on December 31
and january 1. Ernest hands me the tip to listen
to his programme next Friday when there's a
strong bill of artists we all know and a surprise in a
newcomer— Lom Pender. He is a youngster who
had to go to America to make a name, but he is
British and he strely can play the piano. Sings,
too, but it is his piano that I most want you to
hear. ' :

Congratulations
O Mabel Constanduros on being invited to
lunch at Grosvenor House on Wednesday with
the Duke of Kent, who is entertaining several film
stars, including Gordon Harker, Madeleine Carroll,
Owen Nares, and Nicholas Hannen. No woman

Radio Puctorial —ve o

Published by Bernard Jones Publications, Ltd..
37-38 Chancery Lane, W.C.2.
Editor-in-Chief BERNARD E. JONES
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100th Number Specially Enlarged.

Ernest Longstaffe Has Been Busy;

artist has a better claim than Mabel to represent
the feminine element of radio stardom. To the
Southern Railway for providing a special to take
Stuart Hibberd home safely to Chislehurst when
he and five other passengers had missed the last
train. The chief announcer can time to a nicety
the journey from the mike at Broadcasting House
to the platform at Charing Cross. How was he
to guess that they would change the platform
without warning?

Question of Pronouncement

LL the tongue twisters that have teased the

announcers in the past six months came before
the B.B.C. Spoken English Committee this week.
Alistair Cooke, the film man, and Julian Huxley,
new members, were attending their first meeting.
Sixty words were on the agenda which shows that
of hundreds of thousands of words spoken at the
inike every month only ten fool the announcers.
Scone, tricolour, hegemony and piracy were four
of them. Any time the boys cannot agree among
themselves about a pronunciation, the word is
entered in a book in the announcers’ room at
Broadcasting House. Then, every six months,
Lloyd James takes the book away for his experts
to consider.

A Cooks’ Tour

ISCOVERED fifteen army cooks snooping
round Broadcasting House last week and
stopped to inquire what had happened. It was a
private party and the cooks were the guests of
Margery Wace who was returning the hospitality
of the Army School of Cooking. A chance visit to
Aldershot took her to the school when a competi-
tion was on. Miss Wace organises the morning
talks and, walking round the cooking classes, she
decided that a talk by an army cook would interest
the housewife. So she arranged there and then for
the winner to broadcast. He did, and yesterday
the cooks walked round Broadcasting House. I
should add that it was tea time, so the army got its
dinner all right |

Here They Are Again

NEXT Wednesday and Thursday find the gay
*“Air Do Wells"’ on the air again, which

sounds good to me. All the “gang’ will be on
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Record
Confessions
of the
Stars !

9 REMARKABLE work which

pianists ought to revive,’” writes

Eric Blom about the Mozart

Piano Concerto in E flat (K449)
which Kathleen Long has recorded with her
usual felicity for Decca (K784-6, 12-inch,
7s. 6d.) with the Boyd Neal Orchestra. "Listen
to the slow movement on the middle disc,
which he rightly describes as ‘““full of a
troubled beauty.” This is a rare treasure for
half a crown.

Fine value, too, by the way, are the volumes
of the new Master Musicians series issued by
Dent at S5s. apiece. Eric Blom’s AMozart and
Edwin Evans's Tchaikovsky are the latest of the
dozen already out and there are six more in
preparation. Just the Christmas present for the
music-lover.

“De gustibus non est disputandum” always
heads the correspondence pages of The Gramophone,
but in its Christmas number there is plenty to
argue about, especially when artists are induced
to choose the best records that they have made,
and to justify their choice.

Several choose their best seller, thinking the
customer is always right. Thus Albert Sandler
plumps for Heykens's Serenade—over two hundred
thousand copies of Columbia DB469 have been
sold—Frank Titterton for “An English Rose”
from Merrie England (Decca 1'5530), and Charlie
Kunz for the first piano medley that he made.

But Kunz admits the thrill of making his first

“Christopher Stone Calling”

solo record : ‘“being alone and wondering how
the public would like just a plain piano medley’’;
and Stanley Holloway says: “From a singing
point of view the best record I have made is
The Missus and I, because it was my first attempt
and I did not know the many pitfalls that lie
before a singer when endeavouring to get a
faithful reproduction of the voice on the wax'’;
while Gracie Fields has never forgotten the thrill
of hearing her voice reproduced for the first time.
Because I Love You (H.M.V. B2733) was brought
to her early in the morning while she was still
in bed, and she could not believe that it was her
own voice she heard. “First thing in the morn-
ing my voice is always dark brown,” she adds.

Charming confessions these are. Maurice Elwin
rakes out an old Zonophone recording of a Gaelic
song as his best; Anona Winn her I'll Follow My
Secret Heart (Regal-Zonophone MR1272) ‘“ because
my voice sounds more like my.idea of how it
should sound’’ ; George Baker the Nightmare Song
from Jolanthe (H.M.V. D1698). Leslie Sarony has
a special affection for My Old Dog (Rex 8446) and
Bashful Tom (Rex 8309); Norman Long chooses
Firty Fousand Quid (Columbia DB978) and his
new record of Them Davs is Gorn (Columbia
FB1191); while Essie Ackland, in choosing her
first record, Poor Man's Garden and Love’s Old
Sweet Song (H.M.V. C1410) recalls that it was
made at St. Margaret’s, Westminster, ‘‘in sur-
roundings steeped in such great tradition that
every Australian is taught to revere from child-
hood.” .

Ronald Frankau says his new record of I'd
Rather be a Savage beats the other two that he
would otherwise have chosen, and among band
leaders Billy Cotton selects Rhapsody in Blue
(Regal-Zonophone MR957), Harry Roy South
American Joe (Parlophone F207), Jack Payne
Ravel’s Bolero {Columbia DX273), and Henry
Hall April in Paris (Columbia CB705).

Listen in to Radio-T.uxembourg from 5 to 5.30
on Sunday afternoon and you will hear some of
these.

R Skt

parade except Wilfred Thomas. On the other
hand, Brian Lawrence, who has lately turned
film-star, will be back again, and his many
admirers will indulge in large Hurrahs at the
thought. Incidentally, Wednesday sounds like
a good night, because “The Vagabond Lover”
will sing once more, and Peggy Cochrane will
feature one of her famous quarter of an hour
spots of versatility. I must remember to stay
home on Wednesday evening !

A King-Hall Film

ONE of Stephen King-Hall’s most amusing
novels is now being made into a film by

the City Film Corporation (a young and flourishing
company of which we shall hear more). Called
Tropical Trouble, it is from his novel, ‘* Bunga-
Bunga.” It’s packed with amusing situations and
has another interest for radio fans, because two
of the leading parts are played Ly Betty Ann

Fean Melville, the
clever B.B.C. staff
pianiste who is on
the National wave-
length next Friday,
at home with her

husband.

Davies and Natalie Hall, two lovely young ladies
whom we’ve heard several times on the air. There
are plenty of sparkling numbers written by Eric
Spear, which in due course will be heard on the
radio, without doubt. Altogether, a most promis-
ing production. Another link is being forged
between radio and films.

Make a Note'!
LESLIE JEFFERIES and his orchestra at the
Grand Hotel, Eastbourne, have long been one
of the most popular Sunday evening features in
the B.B.C. programmes. Next Sunday will find
them at the mike again, and their many admirers
will make a mental note of something not to be

missed.
Way Down West
ARLY this year a Quintet was formed by
Garfield Phillips, which was first ‘““aired’’ on
September 30 from Cardiffi. On Monday this

'S
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sparkling little combination again makes a radio
appearance, this time from Swansea on the
Western Regional programme. Time, 9.30-10 p.m.
Garfield Phillips is only twenty-five and trained
under the .direction of Sir Walford Davies at
Aberystwyth University College, which is good
enough recommendation for anyone! Try and
listen to this Quintet. It is settling down into
a star attraction way down west. It's almost a pity
that it will be losing its pianist, Leonard Morris,
soon. He'’s joining Val Rosing as his accompanist.
Still, everyone wishes Len lots of luck.

Christmas in the Crypt

E usually refrain from mentioning Special
Y Appeals in this column, believing that
good causes adequately speak for themselves.
But we would like to urge you all to listen to
the Rev. Pat McCormick on Sunday, when he
broadcasts his annual Christmas appeal for his
large and needy ‘‘family” of poor people and
complete down-and-outs. St. Martin’s-in-the-
Field has become known as the “ Radio Church,”
and we hope that all radio fans will dip into their
pockets and respond to what we are sure will be
a typical rousing ‘“ McCormick Appeal,” for a cause
that is genuinely worth while.

Seen at the B.B.C....

ECEPTION clerk—off duty—crossing the
entrance hall at the B.B.C. with copy of
Rapio Pic. under his arm.

... Also Ronald Frankau, in an interval of
rehearsal. ‘““Would you like to hear how I'm
going to spend this evening?” he said. “First,
a turn at the Chiswick Empire. Then to the
Queen’s Hall for a spell. Next, B.B.C. for
Variety show. Back again to the Chiswick
Empire. Back here to the l.angham for cabaret.
Call it an evening!”

The Radio Snag

RADIO means the biggest opportunity a
comedian gets, according to Ronald Frankau.
And it's a stumbling block. An audience of
millions, so that every gag can only be used once
before it is quite dead.

When he thinks of a new joke he telephones it
to his secretary before he forgets it !

Late Night Lullabies

TIHERE'’S lilting, toe-tapping stuff this week

for the many fans who make regular bedtime
dates with their radios. On Wednesday, for
instance, the late night dance music will be played
by Jack Payne and his boys. Jack'’s visits to the
““mike” are sufficiently rare to make his appearance
an eagerly awaited event. But the rest of the week
is all-star, too! On Monday Maurice Winnick
will delight you. Tuesday finds Charlie Kunz
and the Casani Club Orchestra on duty. The
B.B.C. Dance Orchestra will be-aired-on Thursday.
On Friday Sydney Kyte’s Band will be playing;
and on Saturday Ambrose’s Band will cause you
to roll back the carpet and go into your dance.
Good listening !

Fred Hartley gets his

coat off to a *“ sticky

arrangement — but he

has time to give * Radio

Pictorial  readers a
smile !




December 6, 1935

T)EQ.C.\[ - Do You
REALISE THAT You
ARE BoTTov| OF
P umS of
TWENTY -
Bovys ?
2 b
e

THATS ALRIGHT, DAD.
I'T MIGHT BE A

LOT WoRSE-

197

WELL , THERE
MIgHT RE
Tt-um\//
BoYs,

Crooner Discovery

OU PREAGER seems to have

changed his mind about girl crooners.
And the reason for this volle face is Miss
Bryce Davis, a nineteen-year-old Glasgow
lass, who was introduced to him as the
winner of a local talent contest. ‘ These
crooning competitions should be banned ! **
murmured Lou, who has been disillu-
sioned so often. But when he heard
Bryce sing “South American joe’ in her
deep rhythmic accents, he lost no time
in urging her to sign on the dotted line,
and she is now under contract with the
band. And this girl is going to get on,
for she has a very strong personality
somewhat like that of Gracie Fields. She
is broadcasting regularly with the band
nowadays.

Flying Visit

RONALD HILL paid a flying visit to

Birmingham recently to take part
in a late night broadcast with I.ou
Preager and his Band. They would have
liked Ronnie to tour with them, but he
has been so busy with his London broad-
casting engagements that he was unable
to accept. His song-writing activities
have also been keeping him occupied, for
he has just had two numbers published,
and one of them recorded by Gracie Fields.
In his spare time he is running a concert
party called the Empirates, who broadcast
exclusively in the Empire programmes.

Clacton’s Star

EET Mr. Edward Dobbs, of Clacton-
on-Sea, Essex. Better known to his
many admirers as Teddy Dobbs, whose
band has played for dancing in the Clacton
Pier Pavilion for some years. Now Teddy
is on the threshold of fame. We told you
about the non-stop audition for unknown
bands which the B.B.C. held recently?
Well, Teddy Dobbs and his boys so
appealed to Paul Askew’s critical ear that

Handsome Cavan O’Connor, songster.
Have you read the news about him
on page §1

they did a late-night broadcast last
Tuesday week. And very good it was, too!
Welcome to the ranks of the big-timers,
Teddy! He is thirty-eight, married, with
three children, and used to be an apprentice
in a motor works.

Barry Bernard Again
WE recently published an article by

Barry Bernard, the energetic and
likeable American who produced the
**Les Allen and his Canadian Bachelors™
act. Well, Barry’s in the news again. On
Wednesday you can hear The Music Shop,
written and produced by Barry Bernard,
and starring Burton Brown, of the well-
known Derrickson and Brown act, which
was having a successful time when poor
Derrickson died a while back. Wednes-
day’s programme sounds worth listening
to. That'satip!
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HILDEGARDE
IS GRATEFUL !

By
NERINA SHUTE

(Friend of the Stars)

arde, the |
orous.

WAS curious to
famous Hildegarde.

That funny little girl comes

over here from Paris to broad-

meet the

cast. Has done the trip nine
times. Each time more success-
ful than the last.

At Broadcasting House the
word ‘* Hildegarde *’ is breathed
into your ear and seems to have
a special meaning for the eso-
teric. (Like the word *‘ coffee *’
to a waiter, or the word *‘*cul-
ture ' to an American.)

Anyway, they think a lot of
this Hildegarde girl.

* * *

I found her at rehearsal at the
B.B.C. All excited and im-.
pressed I watched a very young
girl singing and playing the
piano and making love to the
microphone.

Hildegarde ! The girl with the
German accent who can get
away with anything !

* * *

Well, Hildegarde is as charm-
ing as they all say.

Up she came to me : ‘‘ But how
nice of you to want to write
about Hildegarde. I am very

happy. Let us sit down on
something at once."’
We did.
* * *

¢ As you know,’’ she began,
‘I am a cabaret artist in Paris.
I come to England just to broad-
cast. I love coming here.
Please be sure to say in your
article that I am grateful to my
British public and also the B.B.C.
They are so kind to me. Truly,
I mean this from my heart.

‘“ And you may say, please,
that I go on the English music
halls early next year. My first
experience. How wonderful!
And will you say, please, that I
am thrilled? I hope from the
bottorn of my heart that my
British public will go on liking

Hildegarde !’
* * *
It seems that Hildegarde

come of German stock although
brought up as an American girl.
In the States she was a crooner.
Twoyearsago she started cabaret
work in Paris. Unknown. But
something new, of course, with
her German accent, American
ideas, and complicated charm.

‘“I came to Paris because I
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wanted a different background,’’
she told me the other day.
‘““Why did I go into cabaret?
Oh, that is a long story. If you
really want to know the truth—
well, everything went wrong and
one day I found myself with a big
hotel bill and no money at all.
Otherwise nobody would ever
have heard of Hildegarde !’
* * *

So Hildegarde has had her
troubles, I gather.

She talks about herself and her
career like a mother talking
about her child. Funny little
Hildegarde. So charming. She
has studied her personality and
made herself irresistible.

* * *

A few weeks ago I wrote about
Betty Fields and her stammer
trouble. (Betty has turned down
three stage offers on account of
a stammer which can’t be cured,
and drives her nearly mad with
nerves and disappointment. I
asked you people to try and help.)

Well, I have received a great
many letters from readers. One
came all the way from Holland.
Betty wants me to thank you
for advice and sympathy.

THANK YOU, EVERYBODY.

* * *

Meanwhile, you may like to
know that Betty is taking steps
about this wretched stammer.

It happened this way.

I got a telephone message from
Maurice Elwin, who said, ‘‘I
have been reading your article
about Betty Fields. I am certain
I can help her. You know, I
have already cured three people
with bad stammers."’

I said ‘* All right.
her what you say.’’

And Betty, when I told her,
right away got in touch with
Maurice Elwin.

* * *

Whether Maurice can cure
Betty I don't know, of course. I
only know that he is a good
psychologist as well as a singer
and voice-trainer and teacher.

But let's wish them good luck.

I will tell

* * *

Another pleasing thing has
happened.

Last week I wrote about Pat
Hyde, the crooner who is only
eighteen. Not long ago she was
singing in a Sandy Powell show
called ‘‘ Sandy Runs the B.B.C.”’

Well, an American friend of
mine just over from New York
heard Pat doing her stuff and
asked me to put her in touch
with him. According to him she
is the best crooner in this
country. And he wants to take
her to America and build her
up as a big radio star!

Maybe something interesting
will come of this.

Pat is thrilled.

The American friend has now
met both Pat and her mother,
and is trying to make the neces-
sary arrangements.
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s MEDITERRANEAN

She was an old man’s

HE pleasant music of conversation rose and fell on the

afternoon air, and the group of people aft on the promenade

deck were lolling in their deck chairs, making a motley

pattern of white silk and sun-tanned red against the
Mediterranean’s blue.

They had lunched an hour since, and were discussing devious ways
of passing the time till tea without obvious boredom. Then there
would be the problem of passing the time till dinner. . . . From the
sports deck came sudden staccato shouts as the shadows of lithe
figures at the net traced active patterns on the deck below, while
every now and then the soft Mediterranean breeze would be disturbed
by the confused perfumes of tobacco, hot towels and tanned skin as
somebody passed. to the swimming pool.

From her shady corner near the bar on the promenade deck Trudy
Grune gazed out over the rail towards Monte Carlo, invisible as yet in the
blue, but rapidly nearing 3s the luxury liner rolled onwards in its afternoon
routine to the coastline. Trudy loved looking out.to the sea. It made her
dreamy and reminiscent. She was not really seeing anything.

The masculine voice of the Countess broke the stillness.

“My dear child, I sometimes think you’ll get fixed like that, and have
to stare your way through life forever after. Here am I most terribly bored
and far, far too lazy to read; yet you're happy just peering into the horizon
as though it were a crystal.”

The pale blue of voidness left Trudy’s eyes, and she turned with a smile
to the gaunt, formidable figure in the deck chair at her side.

“You always will be bored, Jane, until you find another husband.”

“Tsh. At my age. Don’t be ridiculous, child. What should I do with
a man in my life when I am only filled with memories? Your uncle was a
fine man, Trudy. We loved and lived our life’s span, and now here T am
hanging on like an empty shell. Now if it were you, with all your youth ... ”

Trudy’s expression cut her short, even before the quickly ejaculated
expression of annoyance. The breeze was springing up a little as-Trudy
stroked a lock of deep auburn hair in place, and flashed back : “‘Jane, I
wish you’'d stop worrying about my matrimonial affairs. ' I married Izzy
Grune because I thought he was a darling. And I still think he’s a darling,
even if people do say that he’s almost bald, and old enough to be my father,
and that I married him because he could buy me a title. How can I help
what people say? They’ll always talk when a girl marries a man older than
herself, and I can’t help that he’s wealthy. Izzy was a dear when father
died, which is more than any youngster I knew was : they saw the red light
and cooled off when they thought I'd been left without a penny. I—I don’t
kqow what I should have done without Izzy then, and he’s a darling to me
still. It’s horrible for you, Jane, always to be nagging at me about what
you call my ‘empty’ life. I'm ashamed of you.”

There was something about her tone that suggested finality, and she
turned again towards the limitless horizon which slowly rose and fell as

* the ship throbbed onwards. [

For a moment the Countess listened to the easy murmur of the sea
and the pleasant music of the conversation drifting
from the younger set on the sunny part of the deck.
Then she resumed to the attack.

“‘But your life is empty, Trudy. 1t isn’t right for
you to repress all your emotions_and try to make your-
self out twenty years older than you are. Why, before
you married you wouldn’'t have dreamed of spending
the afternoon in the shade with a nagging old woman
like me. You would have been out with the Lampings
or young Richard Hughes in the swimming pool or
playing deck tennis with the de L’Ampoules. And
at night you would have been the first. to go
shimmering under the lights as you danced, rather
than share a draughty corner of the lounge listening
to a lot of old men talk about nitrates deferred, and
Chicago Centrals. And why do you do it? Just because Mr. Grune can’t
play tennis, lnoks like a porpoise in a bathing costume, and would sooner
smoke a cigar and pick up stock ,market hints rather than learn how to
waltz. I think you’re a disgraceful couple to be on a romantic cruise like
this, and if I were Lord Curtis ['d make my newly-wed guests act like
newly-weds.”

“You're being perfectly vulgar, Jane.”

“Maybe I am. But I'm not a fool, Trudy. I’'m not suggesting that
you should be unfaithful, though Heaven only knows I believe Isaac would
sooner lgse you than see his steel shares drop five points. But I do think
you're a fool not to mix—to share in the youth and romance which is part
of your life. ['m not telling you to associate with all the young rakes
Curtis has invited on this trip. You're a woman, Trudy, and its no use
shutting yourelf up. Don’t disregard your reactions. You're shutting love
out of your life because you think Grune is too old to be interested in love.
That's charming and old-fashioned of you, Trudy, but you mustn’t let an
old man’s jealousy rob you of ordinary sociability.”

Trudy made as though to get up.

“It’s almost immoral of you to be talking like this, Jane. And 1 hope
I shan’te so free with the lectures when 1’'m your age. If it will please you
at all T will go and take a plunge before tea. It’s stifling here . . . but if
you come to watch me swim don’t think that you have won your point. It's
just that at the moment | prefer a swim to iced gin and your conversation.”
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The Glamour of
a “Cupid Cruise”
Brings Romance
to this Fascinating
Short Story
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darling and when youth called to youth—

The Countess smiled at Trudy’s retreating form as the light breeze
wrapped the white silk shirt and blue beach pyjamas close to her figure.
She wondered vaguely what could have induced Grune to accept Lord
Curtis’ invitation for his young wife and himself to go on this crazy venture
—so typical of Curtis—of a Cupid Cruise to Naples. There was nothing
like Cupid about Curtis, but he just adored being surrounded by young
people. It was a mistake, she reflected, inviting Isaac. She herself would
have been a good enough chaperon for Trudy, even in the Mediterranean. . . .

Late after dinner that night they anchored off Monte Carlo. It was a
miracle night, téo, with the heavens so full of stars on a velvet backcloth
that you couldn’t distinguish them from the lights of Monte’s harbour
in the distance. Coastline and sky blended in the infinite of the night.

The soft rhythm of the dance orchestra throbbed over the still liner’s
decks, and away to port there was the burring of a motor-launch taking
Curtis’ first party ashore.

Swathed in a white fur cloak young Mrs. de L’Ampoule stood at the
gangway waiting impatiently for the boat to return.

“Henri, why don’t you hurry . . . Richard, do make him get a move on.
['m just dying to see what flowers they’ve planted this month in th= gardens.
It is always so heavenly at night near the Casino. Henri . . . bring Trudy
with you, there’s a darling. She’s so . .. Oh, there you are, my dear. [ was
just asking Henri to fetch you. You must come with our party. Aren’t
you just thrilled at being in Monte again . . .”

“T'm not going ashore,”’ said Trudy simply.

“*Not going? Why what on earth . . . Well, dear, if you've really made your
mind up. . . . we must hurry or we’ll miss thislaunch. Come along Henri . . "

The voices faded away. There was a throbbing down where the water
lapped the steel sides of the liner; the flash of a searchlight cutting its way
through the darkness as the speed launch raced back to the harbour with
its gay cargo, leaving a flaking trail of white foam.

With the feeling that there was something electric in the air Trudy leaned
over the rails and gazed at the distant lights. Four years ago she had been
in Monte Carlo, and she stared now, dreamy and reminiscent, just as she
had done in the afternoon sun. The launch rounded the corner of the
little harbour . . . was out of sight . . . reappeared and came alongside again,
without bringing Trudy back to reality.

Suddenly the tramp of feet on the Ritania’s decks made her realise that
she was in the present. Some Customs officials, perhaps, or a few friends
from Monte coming aboard to 4ook over Curtis’s floating castle.

As she turned she saw her husband walking along a promenade deck
with two other men, one of whom she recognised as I.ord Curtis as he came
out of the shadows under the pool of light of the companion-way.

*“Oh, there vou are, Mrs. Grune,” said Curtis. ‘'We thought vou had-
gone ashore.” !

““No, Billy, I am not going to-night. 1 don’t feel like it. I thought you
had gone with lzzy but . . .”

Curtis hastened to bridge the gap. .

“Oh, Mrs. Grune, may I introduce Giovanni Cielo, one ¢f Monte’'s most
worthy citizens, whc has come to look over the ship
while most of us are making whoopee in the
casinos.”

The Italian bowed slightly. In the semi-darkness
she could hardly see him but somehow he seemed an
odd companion for the gay Cuftis and her worldly
husband. There was something about him almost as
fascinating as his name, but what it was Trudy could
not detect. Really she could not bother. There was
an awkward silence, which Izzy broke with a throaty
cough, and an apologetic : ‘“Well, we must be off,
dear. Billy wants to show us the new staterooms
before we get back downstairs to finish our rubber.
You don’t mind, do you . . . You'll come down to the
cabin if you feel cold, won't you?””

Trudy smiled her assent and as her glance followed them up the deck
she took in the sleek, grey-headed form of Curtis, gesticulating first this
way then that as he pointed out the latest refineinents on his floating
palace. lzzy’s portly form as he waved the stub of his cigar in appreciation
and stroked the bald part of the top of his head reflectively. . . . The keen,
athletic form of the romantic stranger from Monte Carlo. [t was just like
Curtis to pick up something with such an attractive sounding name as Gio-
vanni Cielo. Curtis had a sixth sense for the unreal and romantic.

For minutes that seemed like hours Trudy gazed into the black velvet
of the night and watched the twinkling lights at the harbour mouth. The
cool of the evening had passed on leaving an almost sultry air. If there
had been a moon it would have been an ideal lovers’ night. The night
seemed to be filled with mystery and witchcraft rather than the moon-flood
of romance.

There was a slight movement at her shoulder. Somebody spoke in a
deep musical tone, very softly and with a certain deference about intruding
on Trudy’s solitude.

It is a wonderful night even for Monte Carlo, signora . . .”

She turned to find the Italian there, alone. He seemed strangely alone
too, so much that instinctively she forgot his half uestion and said :
“ Where's Izzy and Curtis? Have they gone back to their bridge? ™

He laughed a little. ““Yes, I'm afraid so. Your Lord Curtis soon tires
cven of showing people his latest toy. 3ut perhaps even your husband was
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MADNESS

by

Gilberr NASH

losing to-night at bridge. But this ship fascinates me.
Lord Curtis must have spent a fortune on it.”

‘“Yes, 1 believe he has.”

*1 begged them to let m.e ream around the deck awhile. I hope I am
not intruding on your solitude. Everybody else seems to have gone ashore.
But our Monte Carlo does not tempt you? ™

She shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘To-night, no.
and now Mr. . . . Mr. . . .”

*‘Giovanni Cielo—at your service, signora.”

‘“Ah, yes, of course, Mr. Cielo. Now you see me just standing here,
just dreamy and reminiscent, but really far too tired to go ashore and see
the Casino at night. Do tell me, Mr. Cielo, what flowers they have planted

.this month. They tell me that every morning the gardeners plant fresh
flowers so that it always looks like paradise.”

He laughed. ‘ Well, hardly paradise. But it is very lovely now. You
will come ashore to-morrow perhaps when you have rested. It is a pity
you are so tired now, signora. It would have been an honour to have had
you as my expert guide while I complete my tour of inspection of Lord
Curtis’s latest wonders of the Rilania.”

Trudy drew back from the rails. * Well, Mr. Cielo, if my husband has
been so unsociable as to go back to the smoking room I have no option but
to act as hostess, have 1?7

It is magnificent.

They strolled together out of the pool of light and went up the companion-
way to the boat deck above. Trudy chatted gaily and then with mock
seriousness she pointed out each and every fitting which Curtis had fitted
to the Ritania to make it truly a floating palace. They talked on, heedless
of time and traversed each of the decks backwards and forwards into
the calm night.

“You like it? " said Trudy.

“Yes, who couldn’t.”

“Tell Billy so before you leave. It pleases him so, but he takes it for
granted. It is superb, it's marvellous, and a glorious waste of money.
But then that’s like Billy. Monte Carlo is a glorious waste of money, too,
.isn’t it, Mr. Cielo?"”

He smiled. *So they say. But there is not
so much money in Monte Carlo now that the
concession has been given to other French casinos
to play roulette. In our casino, you know, the
cagnotte has had to be reduced to 215 per cent.
And it costs nearly a million francs to maintain
those lovely gardens. I do wish I could persuade
you to come ashore to-night, signora, tired as
you are. You would see the gem of Monaco at its
loveliest.”

She politely refused, but he insisted. There
was something about her warmth and charm
which magnetised him, and she in turn sub-
consciously reflected his desire.

*“Well, if you wish it then. Actually walking
round the ship with you has woken me up a bit.
But an hour at the most.”

They went to the ship’s side where a search-
light was flashing on the little launch roped to
the companion way. One of the ship’s men was
at the wheel, and very swiftly the ropes were cast
off, the engine broke into a full-throated roar and
the speed launch plunged and dipped over the
crests of the waves towards the dark mystery and
twinkling lights that was Monte Carlo.

In the distance a clock was striking eleven as
they strolled up the broad winding road from the
harbour to the Casino.

“You must see the gardens,” he was saying,
*“then perhaps just half-an-hour at the tables. Then
alittle wine; we will dance perhaps. But I promise
you we shall be back on the Ritania before your
husband and Lord Curtis win or lose another five
pounds at- their precious bridge."’

**And meanwhile we shall have gained—
what? "

‘“An evening’'s enchantment, signora.
Carlois always enchanting.”

The elaborate facade of the Casino was bathed
in the floodlights of a thousand electric lamps.
Stretching away in front were the gardens of
fairyland, a glorious picture of bright greens, golds
and a motley of mingling colours standing out
severely in the harsh electric light, with a curious
and bewitching background of the darker greens
and browns of the trees stretching away up to the
night.

“It’s’ wonderful,” said Trudy.

Monte

“It's even

I was here four years.ago
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The vibrant charm of Trudy Grune respoh?i?;r
to the thrill of a Night's Enchantment. But it
was Mediterranean Madness—and by the dawn {hq |
yacht had sailed and only a memory lingered on. L
|

more wonderful than when I was here before.
Casino yet. This is a picture of a lifetime.”

He smiled at her as though at a little child, but her eyes were wide open
to the vivid picture of Monte Carlo’s glamorous night. At length she con-
sented to be led into the Casino and watched with an air of mild indifference
while Giovanni played at the tables in the ‘‘kitchen” with two or three
hundred francs, and lost most of it.

“1 thought my luck was in to-night,”” laughed Giovanni, ‘‘but it seems
that the fates having given me a charming companion have decided that
T have had enough.”

Soon they found themselves at supper gazing at each other over the
white covers on a little table of an open air cafe. Soft inusic throbbed in the
background from a tzigane orchestra.

1 said we should dance,” he said softly.

They rose and walked to the little stone square in the centre of the
garden, already half filled with swaying couples. Suddenly the slow rhythm
broke and the riotous rhythm of an Hungarian gipsy melody changed their
dance to one needing a firmer embrace.  Again her warmth and charm, and
the delicate perfume of her hair seemed to magnetise him, and he held her
close—closer than was discreet. The Hungarians laughed themselves to the
end of their gay song and the couples drifted away from the little square
to their tables. He lifted a glass of wine and held it to her lips.

‘ We must drink,”’ he said, ‘“ we must drink to . . . to . . . to to-night.”’

“Yes. To to-night.”” She was deadly serious.

As the sea breeze ran through her hair while the speed launch whirled
them back at a break-neck pace to the companionway of the Ritania, she
said : “I expect Izzy will have gone back to the cabin ages ago. I really
should not have stayed so long."”

And then, as hand in hand they clambered up to the main deck she
said again: “It's been wonderful. Wonderful. I've been terribly happy.

*“And to-morrow, Trudy? You will keep your promise? The car will
be waiting at the harbour side at six o'clock. I insist that you must see
Monaco during that wonderful hour before twilight. You will come, won’t
you?”

Her little hand was in his.

No, don’t let's go in the

They were close. He felt her warm breath

on his cheeks. He had the overpowering desire to pick her up in his arms;
Please turn to page 38

Trudy drew back from
the rails. “Well, Mr.
' Cielo, I have no option

but to act as hostess,
have 12"
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THE BACHELOR WOMAN’S
TO LONELINESS !

HE bachelor woman, in this modern
world of invention and resource, is
(% well catered for. She can enjoy the
luxury of an inexpensive, labour-
saving dwelling, the convenience of the
telephone, and of rapid, easy transport.
Cinemas, dances, theatres, parties all lie
within easy reach of her. Such easy reach
that, feeling a little weary with the hectic
pace of modemn life, she may be tempted to
decry the march of science and to mourn the
old leisurely days when a party was an event
and the postman had not been robbed of his
importance by the telegram.

But there is one invention of our generation
so mysterious, so wonderful that it baffles
the lay mind completely, which cannot be
thus decried. Itis housed in a discreet, unobtru-
sive case and can find a suitable corner in even the
most cramped or makeshift bed-sitting room flat.
It has a soft, soothing voice which speaks as inti-
mately as an old friend. Alternatively, it will
enrich your soul with the loveliest music ever
composed. You can guess, of course, just what is
hidden in that magic box It is our modern
friend—the radio !

What does radio mean to the bachelor woman?
Well, in my opinion it means just the difference
between solitude and loneliness. It makes those
evenings spent indoors, so essential every now and
then if you mean to avoid fatigue and strain, full
of rich and absorbing interest.

The radio is always there, more constant than
the closest friend, ready to entertain or instruct

Rosalind Wade
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just as you please: No friend could be more
varied, more companionable, more intelligent on
a multitude of subjects.

Perhaps loneliness is the cruellest problem which
the bachelor woman has to face? That retumn to
an empty flat, the prospect of solitary Sundays,
has spoiled for many an intelligent woman the
independence which she craved. The nicest room
grows dreary if hours pass without the atmosphere
being disturbed by any sound.

Reading palls in time, even to the most literary
minded of us, and that restlessness which is the
inevitable sequel of loneliness drives the tired
woman worker out to the stimulation of the cinema
when her eyes are tired and what her body needs
is relaxation. Or it sends her out in search of
companionship, forcing her to make the effort of
conversation when her real need is a holiday from
noise and chatter.

l Qut if, with a turn of the switch, her own room
» is filled with unseen friends who have much to
give and to tell, loneliness is magically converted
into leisure.

The bachelor woman is, of necessity, alone
with her thoughts for a good many hours out of
the twenty-four. It is very pleasant to have
time for contemplation, but—sooner or later—th
thoughts of a lonely person tend to run in groowve
They become depressing and incline tog
towards things which ‘‘might have been

Thoughts, when unguided, tend to
go backwards rather than forwards.

Surely there has never been a
better guide to thought than the
radio? It presents us with the
opinions of varying schools of thought'
without bias, simply and conversa-=
tionally as our friends might do, buf
with far less heatand fanaticism! It
keeps us abreast of modern scienc
discovery, and social activity. It tell
us facts which would take hours
unearth in the library.

In fact, it is a finger on the pu y
of the world. It enables us to knos
what is going on in corners of the
world, in remote parts of the Empire.

There is so much to learn and to
think about in this busy, teeming

by ROSALIND WADE i
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world and yet, if we are too much on
our own, we are apt to forget the
struggles and achievements of other
people and to allow our own day’s
doings to seem all-important. i

But if radio is a boon and a guide
to the serious thinking woman it is
a god-send to the musical. There
arc people, and I am one of them,
who feel that music is so intimate and
personal a pleasure that it is almost
embarrassing to share it with a
multitude of people in a stuffy and '
crowded concert hall. I want the
pleasure of exquisite sounds and
rhythms in my own domain, so that
can sit back with closed eyes angd
extract every bit of meaning
which the composer has offered
us.

The wireless, thanks to the
fine series of promenade con
certs and symphony orchestr

Please turn to page 33
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Even the most “highbrow''
of us are "*lowbrow’’ when

we are Il
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“and this Thirty-two Page

BOOKLET in COLOUR
describing

ARTHUR MEE’S

CHILDREN’S
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in 10 glorious volumes

Here at last 1s knowledge made interesting. In these ten profusely-illustrated
volumes the marvels and wonders of the universe, the why-and-wherefore of
everything that matters, the beauties and mysteries of things around us are
focused to the understanding of the young intelligence.

A Golden Opportunity

Children who read * The Children’s Encyclo- which the intellect 1s built—it brings more than
pedia "’ see a great true Fairy Tale in all around knowledge to the young mind—IT BRINGS
them. Its pictures and stones arouse an early UNDERSTANDING. Your boy or g is
desire for culture—it reveals hundreds of now at that receptive age when knowledge
hidden miracles in the ordinary objects of can be absorbed more readily than at any
everyday life—it extends the foundation on other time.

SEND FOR THE TWO FAS-
CINATING BOOKLETS.

“ RADIO PICTORIAL” COUPON
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Give YOUR child a taste of i FOR FREE BOOKLETS ]
real happiness by sending for To The Educational Book Co., Ltd., ]
the Free Handbook and the 1 Tallis Street, Whitefriars, London, E.C.4. i
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E told you two weeks ago what
wandering birds of passage Henry
Hall and his B.B.C. Dance
Orchestra boys have been in
recent years. But now they’re settled very
nicely, in the new studios at Maida Vale.

The latest bulletin is that they’'re very
comfortable, thank you, and they’re quite
content to be here till the next time they are
moved, which will surely be a long while.

Lots of people think that the new studios
have been built entirely to accommodate
Henry'’s band. They think the difficulty was
to find something large enough for him.

Not at all. According to the experts, a dance
band does not require a very large studio to play
in—there is too much reverberation and not
enough definition. So Henry has got one of the
smaller studios. What are the new studios like?
Come along and have a quick look.

Imagine stepping through a handsome entrance
hall (not so imposing as a cinema, but more
dignified) into something like the inside of an
enormous garage with rough brick walls and steel
girders overhead. That is one’s impression when
visiting the new studios.

The building was once an ice-rink. Perhaps
you would expect that the ice-rink has been pulled
down and a modern block like the B.B.C. erected
in its place? No. The walls, the outer crust of
the rink, remain as they were. Inside, have been
built anew three entirely separate buildings of

brick. They are like the separate houses within
a house that you find at exhibitions.

The outside of the rink has been smartened up a
bit. It takes up the whole of one side of Delaware
Road—a long fagade of white concrete, punctuated
with doors—portals, rather. The last door of all
has a plate at the side, saying British Broadcasting
Corporation, and is the one you go in by.

he first of the three buildings inside is No. 1

studio which was opened a year ago and has
since been in regular use. It is enormously large—
perhaps the largest in the world—and even the
biggest orchestras look a mere handful in the
middle of a desert of grey carpet. An audience
can watch from the balcony.

As a matter of fact, the studio hasn’t been made
so large ‘merely in order to be able, if called upon,
to accommodate the world’s_largest orchestra, or
even a dozen orchestras at once. Apparently, a
really big orchestra must have a certain amount of
room to make a noise in. It doesn’t matter if
they have it in height or width, but they must
have a certain volume of space. So most of this
enormous studio seems wasted, but it is not; it is
built with one eye (or, rather, ear!) on sound.

Yon come out of No. 1 studio to find yourself in
the enormous garage again, with the roughly
finished brick wall of another building in front of
you. Perhaps this is the place to say that one
and a half million bricks were used by the builders.

“How do you know? Have you counted
them?” I asked the chief engineer.

““1 paid for them,” he replied.

The walls of each inside building—or studio
block, as it is called—go right up to the roof of the
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old building, and right down into the foundations
in the clay sub-soil.

The studio most worth looking at is No. 2. Its
walls and ceiling, instead of being flat surfaces, are
zig-zagged in and out. This is an experiment to
sce how it affects the sound. In the ordinary
way, sound hits one wall and bounces off it on to
the opposite wall, and so on, backwards and
forwards, until it is exhausted. Who knows how
it will bounce off a zig-zagged wall?

he colour-scheme is the same in all the studios

—black and grey—very practical, but there’s
nothing depressing about it. The walls are
exactly the same as at the B.B.C.—made of
building-board to absorb the sound. The draw-
back of building-board is that it begins to look
shabby rather quickly, but it can be cleaned.

T am told it gets dirtiest just where .the used air
is drawn out! The whole building is artificially
ventilated, with air that has been specially washed
and cooled.

You may see a steel chair standing against a
wall. It looks like one, but it is probably at least
three. All the chairs pack neatly on top of one
another to take the smallest possible space. As
many as fifteen armchairs can rest on top of one,
unnoticed in a corner.

One idea—and, I believe, one only—has been
borrowed from America’s broadcasting studios.

When our B.B.C. engineers went snooping
over there to see what ideas they could pick up,
they noticed the lighting, which was in the form
of lighted window-panes let. into the ceiling.
So that’s the sort they’ve used at Maida Vale.

By the way, all the B,B.C.’s recording, on discs
or Blattnerphone steel tapes, is henceforth to be
done at Maida Vale.

The B.B.C. has been asked what they think of
calling their new studios. ‘“Well,” they said,
““what about the B.B.C.’s Section B, or Bz? That
leaves C in reserve for the new television studios.”

At Home with the Stars—No.

il

THE SECRET of A BLUE BOX

Effie Atherton’s Home is Built Around One Treasure

ICTURE Effie Atherton as small

and sparkling—elfin is the word,

especially when she wears a
C high-peaked cap—with chestnut
curls, a creamy complexion and devas-
tating eyelashes. Like a film-star.

She lives, very conveniently, just round the
corner from the B.B.C. When you go to see
her, you can't help being surprised by her
flat. It is enchanting, like something out
of the Arabian Nights.

The first thing your eye falls on is a large
cigarette box of blue glass. Believe it or not,
the whole flat was furnished to provide a
setting for this box. She said: ‘‘I went to
Paris to make a film, and I picked up the box
there. Immediately I saw it, I knew I must
have it.”*

The box stands on a table of blue glass,
and behind it is a massive standard lamp —
also of blue glass. I ought to have explained
before that the walls are creamy-white, bare
of pictures except for one very lovely portrait
of Effie herself. Plump couch and chairs
are in dark blue satin, and dark blue curtains
frame the window which is screened with silk
net curtains in the loveliest pale pink.

The white piano stands in a slightly raised
alcove. Lighting comes from panels let into
the ceiling; there are no lights to be seen
anywhere. The blue glass sparkles against
its background of white and inky blue.

Effie and her husband designed every detail
of the decoration of the flat themselves. [

1”7

forgot to mention one thing—instead of a
curtain pelmet, there is a row of spear-
shaped glass lustres. Effie said, ‘‘People
said they would look old-fashioned.’’
They don’t.

We went into the bedroom. Thereis a
lovely long, low dressing-table of satiny
sycamore wood, with mirror covering
the whole of the wall behind. The ruby-
réd glass knobs on the drawers had
to be made in France —apparently, red
glass is not made in England. Plum-
coloured carpet, and curtains and bed-
spread in a lovely sophisticated shade
of *‘dirty *’ pink.

The window is covered with the same
pale pink silk net. Even the dullest,
foggiest morning must look rose-
coloured, I am sure, seen through
those curtains.

I was allowed to peep inside the bathroom
and teeny, tiny kitchen. Effie Atherton does
not like you to talk about cooking to her.
‘‘ The most worrying words I hear during
the whole day,’’ she declares, ‘‘are ‘ What
will you have for lunch ?’ It throws me into
a flummox. I dislike the smell of cooking
and the look of it—everything except the
eating ! My favourite meal is Sunday lunch
—1I adore roast beef and Yorkshire pudding—
and it’s the only day I have time for a proper
meal.

‘¢ My time-table generally runs as follows :
Breakfast in bed about 9.30, and then I read
the papers and answer ‘'phone calls until—

Effieina corner of
her lovely flat, and
(inset) at the mike.

well, about 10.30. Earlier, of course, if I've
got a B.B.C. rehearsal. Often, we rehearse
all the morning and all the afternoon, with a
break at 1.30 for a hurried lunch here.

‘“ No, I don’t get tired of it. I’'m one of
those odd people who actually like rehear-
sals !’
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‘*“ Blackheads are the most persistent
bothers.” So ELISABETH ANN has
outlined here a whole programme of treat-
ment for ridding yourself finally of them.
She says:

7 T is at this time of the season skins
become tired and blemish-covered,
( and reveal a number of blackheads

. you may. never have suspected.
And especially when you begin to accept
your invitations to dances and parties do you
notice that your skin is not all you desire it
to be.

Blackheads are the most persistent bothers.
And since so many of you have never conquered
the art of removing them while pressing the skin
beneath the finger tips, try a small implement
which removes them without breaking the skin
and causing a blemish—this is called a Comedone
Extractor,

Arc the blackheads deep-seated? If your skin
is dry they will be. Place a hot towel over the
face firstly to open the pores. Then the task of
removing the blackheads is simpler.

And having removed them, do you apply cream
and powder immediately and dash off to your
appointment? Or do you take an open-pore
cream (a very stiff one) and smooth it over the
tender skin so that it can, quite gently, close those
clean, open pores. It will not close them the first
time it is used, but with perseverance, you will
find the pores much less noticeable.

If the blackheads have in the meantime become |

blemishes, and are leaving pink marks on the
skin, use an acne cream to banish them, then
proceed with your blackhead treatment.

In a number of your recent letters you ask what

causes these blackheads. Some of you blame your 8

face creams, some your powder, others the
weather. But all these things do not create
blackheads. The condition begins internally,
when glands and bloodstream become sluggish and
jaded. That is why, in addition to the special
pore cream, you need an inward treatment.
Shall we begin with diet? Forget seasoned
foods and fried foods for a while. Take plenty of

warm milk, especially at mid-morning and on

retiring. Plenty of cold water, too, between meals.
Have all your food lightly, not over-cooked, and
if you cannot take a large meal, have various small
ones throughout the day. But don’t overload the
digestive organs.

Then exercise—because a corrective movement
will assist in eliminating body poisons and promote
the circulation. Try this one, with me:

Take your position lying on the floor. Raise the
left knee (toes still on floor) and bring the left
knee over to the right side, as far as it will go,
touching the floor with both knee and toes. This
means that the toes curl up round the right knee,
as you twist over with the left knee.

Bring the knee back to raised position, and
relax. ’

Now repeat with the right leg. If you cannot
touch the floor with the knee at first, don’t give
up. And the exercise. has a wonderful effect in

=

Try this exercise with Elisabeth
it will belp your circulation and keep

:..‘l' NO hg isk ,_""-

ening the “tummy’’ contour. Twelve times,
h alternate knees—— ’
nd again, outward application. The skin
h has been through a blackhead condition, or
emish one, needs nourishment. Don’t attempt
ase rich creams while either condition exists.
afterwards, find a cream which nourishes the
1 surface, builds up the tissues, and I would
mmend one which shows definite results and
fit in less than three weeks. After all, you do
to feel that you are not wasting time and
nse, and this time-limit cream is ideal for
bypes of skins, dry, greasy, acid-laden and
al. Won't you try it for yourselves?
cially about the eyes—and the eyelids are
betra ms of dryness or. under-nourish-
beginning at the bridge
nd returning

PABTEL w1n O

B
—
FACE CREAN ——

An open-pore cream to heal blackhead
an acne cream for blemishes, and a ri
cream for nourishing the tissues—som
magic-working beauty preparations frg

Helena Rubenstein,

beneath the lower lashes, once more. p in a
thin layer of the cream.

Your skin can be what you mean ake it.
I know one of the younger ““lovelies’’ Who has a
facial treatment twice a week, and s she has.
blackheads. No, the simplest treatme S best.

But I want, you, if you will, to list t der of
treatment. Cleanse the pores before y¢ egin to
close them with the pore cream. Cleaf the skin
of blemish and blackhead before yo sgin to
nourish with the special cream—and ow the
diet rules and exercise from that mogieént when
you hold the hot bath-glove over yoMr face, to
allow the pores to breathe! Then wiite and let

me know what are the results——

~

~which will harmonise.
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HrOF YOU?

MY LETTER BAG

Write ELISABETH ANN, c/o RADIO
PICTORIAL, Chansitor House, Chancery
Lane, London, W.C.2, if your problem is
health or beauty, enclosing stamped ad-
dressed envelope for her personal response.

I FEEL most unhappy as I have blackheads and

open pores and pimples. What would you
suggest for me to use ? Do youw think it is hopeless ?
I don’t like to use creams because I have a slight
down and am afraid of encouraging hasr. Could
you also advise me for blushing.—'* Jack's WIFE:"

I am so glad you decided to write me. Your
nervousness and blushing can be overcome when
you feel your skin is clear and attractive. May I
write you personally about a stomach powder to
clear the system of acids, a healing cream which
will have a tonic effect outwardly, and the newest
of foundation creams and powders? Then, if you
‘will cutout thick soups, gravies, seasoned and
ied foods for a while and take Ovaltine each
- at, I am sure you will feel better about your-
" These creams will nol encourage hair.

\F SHALL be graieful if you will help) me

b with my make-up. I have bought an
avening dress (colour enclosed) and feel
er worried which colowr lipstick and
e I showld wuse. I am Titsan blonde,
! eyes and fair skin.—'‘SUNSHINE''

" The pattern of taffeta you sent me is really
orchid-shot-silver? And with this you
tosmetics which have a blue depth—nothing
whil yellow or tangerine, even though you may
e them for day. A Moyen lipstick, nacrée face
der, and rose rouge—all clear, good colours
May I post you details?
And you will need a mauve eye shadow.
MY skin has enlarged pores—how can I cure
this—also I seem lo have spots under my
skin—what shall I do.—'* FAcTorRY GIRL.”

The blemish condition under the skin sounds
like acidity. Take a special brand of milk of
magnesia for a fortnight, and use a skin freshener
(tonic) night and morning to close the pores.
If you will use this before applying cream and
powder, and use a good cold cream at night, I am
sure your skin will be better.

I ALWAYS turn to your page first. Please tell
me what to do for a flat chest, as this is my
problem. I tried an expensive French remedy, with
no effect.—'* DISTRACTED PAT.”

Let me send you a developing and breathing
exercise for your problem. Follow this might
and morning for two. months. And massage very
lightly with a good nourishing skinfood.

need




GARDEN NOTES
By F. R. Castle

CHRYSANTHEMUMS.——— If late-

flowering Chrysanthemums are

inclined to be backward, do not
attempt to force their growth by the
application of such strong stimulants as
nitrate of soda, or sulphate of ammonia,
which may easily do more harm than
good. Far better rely upon a little Clay’s
fertiliser or even soot water. Stronger
manures often cause the petals to decay,
even when the flowers are in bud.

Winter Cherries.—These are now in
great favour, finding a ready sale among
people unable to get a constant supply of
cut owers. A common complaint among
purchasers is that the plants soon take
on a sickly looking appearance and lose
their leaves. This is chiefly due to over-
watering. Standing the plants in direct
draught and lack of plant food in the
form of top-dressing is also detrimental.

Cyclamen.—Whenever possible, give the plants
which are now approaching the most interesting
stage a little artificial manure once a week. On
no account allow the soil to get dust-dry, but if
by chance it does, stand the pot up to its rim in a
bowl of water and leave it until the bubbling
ceases. Keep the leaves free from insects and as
soon as a flower fades pull it away instead of
cutting off, which leaves a portion on the corm to
decay and also causes many unopened buds to do
likewise. 3

Fruit for North Wall.—The north wall is not
an ideal spot either for choice flowering shrubs or
fruit trees and consequently we frequently find
it left bare. Yet such a position is excellent for
Morrello Cherries, or for one of the earliest varieties
of Plums. If it is decided to plant either, it should
be remembered that Lime in the soil is of first
importance. A well-grown and properly balanced
tree should be chosen. Cheap, badly shaped trees
are a poor investment. A stunted tree takes a
long time to right itself.

Rapid-growing Roses.—All varieties, even
of climbing Roses, are not suitable for planting by
those who wish to cover an arch or pergola quickly,
but a selection from Alberic Barbier, Excelsa,
Ewmily Gray, Dorothy Perkins, Pawl's Scarlet,
Shower of Gold, Minnehaha, Sanders White, or
Hiawatha would hardly fail to satisfy a reader out
for quick results.

Outdoor Grapes.—Many cottages in rural
districts are covered with the black variety of
outdoor grapes and even though the berries do not
always ripen they are useful for wine. Why not
plant such a vine to cover an arch or porch?
Surely it would be far more interesting and profit-
able than many other more expensive climbers.
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You can’t keep Marjery
Wyn idle! Her latest
hobby is known as
Patchcrafe. She cuts out,
dyes and veneers—did
| tell you it is all wood ?

To hold your knitting
wool—it only costs 6d. !
The wool is screwed
inside and the end
escapes at the bottom

When you mix SN
your Christmas
puddings, use
this handy, pli-
able mixer. [t
will also act as a
whisk. Price {/-

For every housewife, every
radio fan, every woman—two
pages of fashion, cookery, gar-
dening and prize hints giving
practical information and help-
ful advice. Conducted by
MARGOT.

THE CHRISTMAS
PUDDING

By Mrs. R. H. Brand

CHRISTMAS PUDDINGS! The first signs

of Christmas appeared in the shops a long

while ago, and now it is time to begin
preparations at home by making the pudding.
When the day comes it will only need re-steaming
for two or three hours, according to size. And
here I- must give you a warning—the ingredients
must be of the best. It is not economy to buy
cheap fruit, as so much has to be discarded.

This recipe is a well-tested one and I feel sure
you will all like it. To save fuel, I should advise
making three smaller puddings instead of one very
large one. Here are the ingredients: 15 /b. beef
suet, Y, Ib. each of breadcrumbs, Barbadoes sugar,
currants, sultanas, stoned raisins (cu! in half), Y, Ib.
flour, wmized pecl (chopped), apples (chopped,
weighed after peeling), 1 small carrol ( finely grated)
1 teaspoonful each of mixed spice and grated nutmeg,
grated vind and juice of ¥ small lemon, 2 ozs. chopped
almonds, 2 tablespoonfuls of golden syrup, 3 large
eggs, Y, teaspoonful salt, milk, Y4 gill of either
brandy or rum (optional).

Prepare the ingredients the day before the
cooking. Chop the suet, apples, peel. Grate
lemon rind and strain the juice. Put almonds into
boiling water for 2 minutes, drain and
skin them, and chop finely. Make the
breadcrumbs. Sieve the flour, salt, and
spices together. Grate the carrot.
Clean all fruit.

Put all dry ingredients into a large
basin and mix very thoroughly; then add
carrot, syrup’ (warmed), and lemon juice.
Beat the eggs a lot and stir them into
the mixture with sufficient milk to
moisten the whole well. Cover the basin
with a cloth and leave until the next day.
If brandy or rum is used, add it just
before the mixture is put into the basins,
which must be well greased.

Cover with a double piece of grease-
proof paper and a pudding cloth well tied
down with string if the puddings are to
be boiled; if steamed, the cloth is not
necessary as long as the grease-proof
paper is firmly tied round with string.

If this mixture is made into three
puddings, steam for 10 hours; longer
time will be required if the puddings are larger.
If boiled, 8 to 10 hours, according to the size.
Great care must be taken that the water in the
pan is kept boiling and, also, that it does not boil
dry. A kettle of boiling water must be available
to re-fill when wanted.

Fill the pudding basins about three-
parts full. When the puddings are
cooked and cold, store them in a cool,
dry place. When they are mneeded,
cover with more grease-proof paper and
re-steam as previously directed. Put
a small sprig of berried holly in the
centre of the pudding before scrving;
this makes it look very gay. Serve
with Custard Sauce or Hard Sauce.

HARD SAUCE

Imgredients.—4 ozs. butter, 4 ozs. icing
sugar, 1Y, tablespoonfuls of brandy or
sherry, or vanilla essence may be used
instead.

Work the butter on an enamel plate
until soft. Add the icing sugar (sieved -
twice). When this is thoroughly mixed
into the butter, put in the brandy, a
little at a time. Beat well, and serve
piled up in a small dish. This sauce
must be very cold.

Next week is our special Enlarged Christmas

Number. And among the good things in

it you wili find Mrs. Brand’s tested recipe for

ristmas Cake, so that you can make it in

good time for the festivities. You mustn’t miss

this most important part of the Christmas
: enjoyment |
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CHOOSING A HAT

By Ann Jeffery

OMEN are always saying to me: ‘1
don’t know how it is ; I can never get a
hat to suit me.”’

The fact is, choosing a hat is a far more
difficult business than choosing a frock. There
are three important things to consider :—

1. The'relation of the hat to the shape of your

face.

2. The fashion question.

3. The relation of the hat to your clothes.

The first point. No matter how attractive
a hat looks on a stand, no matter how dis-
tinguished its designer, no matter how empha-
tically the salesgirl assures you, ** It’s the very
latest thing, moddom,” mnever buy a hat that\
does unkind things to your face. No matter
what you've paid for it, you’ll loathe the sight
of it in a week.

If your face is wide, don’t choose a Glengarry,
a pillbox, or one with a narrow peak brim rolled
up at the sides. It will emphasise any heaviness
of jaw and make you look as if you had mumps.
If yow’ve a long narrow face, avoid brimless
caps with a high peaked crown.

If you’ve a nice oval face with regular features
and a good unwrinkled forehead, you can risk
the halo or the newer little pushed-back bonnet
that clings precariously to the back of your head.
But if yow've gct amusing, unsymmetrical
features, buy an amusing unsymmetrical hat.
A cap rising high at the back makes a long nose
less obtrusive and some width of brim mini-
mises. too-full cheeks.

The second point. As regards the fashion
question, vow’ve got a vast choice this season.

ANN JEFFERY'’S LETTERS:

WILL you please help me ? 1 have a royal biue
coal with a brown fur collar, and I warnt a
hat to weay wiih it. Thank you very much for your
avticle in this week’s Rapio PicroriaL—]J. E. C,,
Sevenoaks.

I suggest that you get a hat in as near as possible
the same colour brown as your fur collar, and I
should advise brown gloves, shoes and bag, too.
It sounds a little uninteresting, but when the coat
is a lovely, bright colour like yours, it is always
best to keep accessories dark, as a contrast. Dark
brown is very smart just now.

LEASE tell me where 1 could obtain a three-

quarter length coat and a plain skivt to maltch as

you advise, and about how much it would cost. Or

would you advise me to get a tailor to make 147—
A_H. B.,, Weymouth.

Three-quarter coats with skirts are being worn
so much this year that you can get-them at any
good shop at the price to suit you. London stores
such as John Lewis and Harrods have a good
selection at average prices. If you know of a good
cheap tailor, he could easily make the suit for
you—it all depends on the individual tailor or
dressmaker.

What kind of gloves should 1 wear with a davk brown suit 7

For ordinary everyday wear, yellow hogskin look very
nice indeed with dark broum. The new hand-knitted
gloves with large gauntlets are amusing and surprisingly
smart. These should be dark brown or in a bright colour
to match your scarf. And kid gauntlets in dark broun are,
of course, right for dressy occasions.

Pillbox hats, Glengarries, the military parodies
of the forage cap and the Italian officer’s peaked
helmet with cock’s feathers, Tyrolese felts with
peaked crown and casual brim, Toreador caps
and peasant bonnets—all have their place in
the scheme of things and one cannot say that
one is °‘ smarter >’ than another. Everything
depends on your face, your clothes, and your
sense of fitness. .

The third point. When you’re choosing a
hat, visualise very carefully the clothes you
propose to wear it with.

For example, don’t choose a plumed helmet
or a Tyrolese felt to wear with a silk frock of the
shirred, big-sleeved ‘‘ peasant’’ type. A little

peasant coif, worn far back on the head, or a.

tiny tipped-forward pillbox is much more in
keeping.

If your coat has a big fur-collar coming high
at the back, don’t get a hat with a brim at the
back or your life will be a misery as the two
perpetually come into conflict. A small hat is
always best with a big collar ; otherwise you
look terribly top-heavy. With your tweeds and
casual runabout wool frocks, a felt hat with a
shallow crown and a soft brim that you can
tweak to your fancy always looks smartest.

The thing to look for in hats, as in everything,
is line.

WANTED, letters from readers. ANN JEFFERY is
anxious to do everything she can to help her readers with
their individual fashion difficulties. If you would like
help in buying a new coat, choosing the colour of
ac ries or bringi an old dress up—lo -date, write to
ANN JEFFERY, c/o’** Radio Plctorml * Chansitor House,
Chancery Lane, London, W.C.2

at

“"Hulo, Australla!"

Anna Sten at the mike

when she broadcast in the

carly hours of the marn-

ing to a film convention
at Sydney

felt
beret tapers to a
at the

Two
hats by Derek Skeffing-
ton: a swathed white vel-
veteen turban and a fittle
l black feft and astrakhan

amusingly smart

cap

FIVESHILLING HINTS

5/- is offered for every *hint '’ published.
HOT WATER BOTTLES
OT-WATER bottles should be washed out
every month or so with cold water to which
a little liquid ammonia has been added. This
preserves the rubber and prevents it from becom-
ing hard.—Miss E. Dunlop, Bradford.
SUET PUDDING
IF a piece of orange peel is added to a suet
pudding, this will take away all the greasiness
and give the pudding a very pleasant flavour.
—Mrs. A. M. Rees, Birmingham.
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Hairdressing
particularlz/

SHAMPOOS e’

No. 1 Jor Brunettes and No. 5 for Blondes, 3d. & 6d.
No. 12 (Soafleu) Jor Fair & Dark Hair, only 3d.
Amami Spe-1al Henna 6d,

INTERNAL AND EXTERNAL

GROWTHS

A well-known London Surgeon has created
world-wide interest in the discovery that Internal
and External Growths are due to a deficiency of
Potassium ‘““salts’” in the body which causes the
cells to break down and become malignant.

The London Press quotes :

... Heis able in the most emphatic way to define
bodily growths as a deficiency of potassium *‘salts"
in the body, and to assert with proofs in support, that
if this deficiency is remedied they will vetrograde. . . .
A gvowth that could not be touched by a surgeon I
have seem (he said) in about six weeks disappear
ulterly and completely.

Mrs. C. Healey, of Tewkesbury, writes :- ‘

*“... I am pleased to inform you that I am sure
I am quite cured. I had a very large growth on
the breast, and my doctor told me I could not live.
He said I might last from two to three weeks,
and the pain was so severe as to be almost un-
endurable. On December 3 I commenced following
the ‘Cantassium’ Treatment, and I can safely say
that I have not suffered an hour’s”pain since the
third day. T am sure the growth is quite gone. I
have only the ‘Cantassium’ Brnd Treatment to
thank for my recovery. . . .

“Bodily Growths, Their Cause
and Treatment.”

Free to Readers of this paper.

This most interesting book, which will be sent to
you free of charge on receipt of a postcard, fully
explains the cause of Internal and External
Growths and how to overcome them.

Don’t delay, but send off your application for
Free Book and Case Reports to-day, addressed :
The Secretary, The Cantassium Co., 183 Twicken-
bam, Middlesex.
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A HAND-KNITTED JUMPER FOR 4/6

Materials.—8 oz. faeger ““Tartan Fleck,” 1 pair

each No. 9 and No. 8 needles, 6 buttons.
Measurements.—Length from shoulder to base,

18 inches; instde sleeve, 18 inches; bust to fit

- 34 inches.

Abbreviations.—K., knit; p., purl; st., stitch;
st.st., stocking stitch; dec., decvease; inc., ¥ncrease:
FRONT

Cast on 90 sts. on No. 9 needles and k. in 2 plain,
2 purl for 4 inches. Then inc. 1 st. at each end of
next row, and 1 st. each end of every eighth row
following until there are 102 sts. on needle.
Continue knitting in rib, without decreasing, until
work measures 101, inches from commencement.
Change to No. 8 needles and k. 1 row. Turn and
p- 45 sts., k. 2, p. 2 for 12 sts., leave remaining
sts. on spare needle for left front opening. Continue
to work right front thus: K. 2, p. 2 for 12 sts,,
k. to end of row.

Next row—P. until 12 sts. remain, k. 2, p. 2,
repeat these two rows until 6 rows have been
worked. Now make buttonhole as follows :

K. 2, cast off 4, k. remainder of row in pattern.

Next row—P. to the last 12 sts, k. 2, p. 2,
k. 2, cast on 4, p. 2.

Work 9 more rows in pattern.

Now cast off 6 sts. at armhole and work back ’

to front opening. Make second buttonhole as first
and continue knitting in pattern, dec. 1 st. every

You can knit the whole of
this jumper in tartan fleck
—nice name '—for 4/6. It’s
quickly done with Ilarge
needles and thick wool.
Don't you like the neck
opening, bordered with
ribbing, and the way the
ribbing stops at the yoke—
on the arms, too! Very
slimming, don’t you agree?

other row at armhole edge until 46
sts. remain. Continue with dec. until
4 buttonholes have been made, at equal
Ml intervals, then work another 3 rows,
#Y finishing at front opening. Cast off 14
sts. for neck, and continue knitting in
st.st., dec. 1 st. at this edge on every
other row, 3 times, finishing at neck
edge.

Next row—P. Next row—K.

Next row—K. Next row—P.

Repeat these four rows twice more,
finishing at neck cdge. Now cast on
26 sts. for back of neck, and leave this
side until left front is worked.
LEFT FRONT

With needle point at opening, join
on wool, and pick up 12 sts. from back
of right front, turn and work this side,
the same as right front (omitting buttonholes)
until shoulder lines have been worked. Return
to right front and k. sts. of left-hand needle
on to right-hand needle, continue knitting in plain
st.st. for 32 rows, then inc. 1 st. at beginning and
end of every other row 6 times. Cast on 6 sts. at
beginning of next row then k. 18 rows in st.st.
Change to No. 9 necdles and k. in 2 plain, 2 purl
to correspond with front ribbing, dec. instead of
inc. Cast off in rib.

SLEEVES

Using No. 8 ncedles and st.st., cast on 18 sts.
Cast on 3 sts. at beginning of every row until there
are 78 sts. on needle. Continue in st.st., dec. 1 st.
each end of every 8th row for 22 rows. Change to
No. 9 needles and work in rib of k. 2, p. 2, dec.
every 10th row until 54 sts. remain. Change to
No. 11 needles and continue in rib for 3!, inches
without dec. Cast off loosely in rib.

NECK BAND

With right Side of work facing and using No. 9
needles, pick up 80 sts. round neck, and k. 12
rows of k. 2, p. 2, making a buttonhole, between
8th and 9th rows. Cast off loosely in rib.

Press all work in st.st. on wrong side with
warm iron and damp cloth. Sew up sleeve and
side seams and insert sleeves carefully. - Sew
buttons to correspond with buttonholes in front.

LOOK OUT
FOR NEXT WEEK’'S
GAY COVER!'!

OUR CHRISTMAS ISSUE IS OUR
HUNDREDTH NUMBER!

Specially Enlarged — Same Price |

A Magnificent Array of Articles- by

GRACIE FIELDS, STUART HIBBERD,
Sir Ben Turner, Ashley Sterne,
Godfrey Winn, Charlie Kunz, etc.

Short Stories by A. ]J. Alan
and Ursula Bloom

Pictures, Gossip, Dress, Beauty,

Programmes, and Personal Greet-

ings from the Stars. Pages of
Christmas Gift Suggestions-

NEXT FRIDAY! - Price 3d.
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The water splashes, the

bicycle pedals turn, the

canary sings—and the
broadcast goes on!

HE strangest story in radio history,

according to the people who work

with microphones, aptly involves a

man named Strange. It also
involves.a threat of death, a bicycle in a bath-
tub, and a canary bird regularly broadcasting
a theme song.

True in every detail, the story has as much
of drama and romance as anything ever put
on the air itself, although it happened * behind
the scenes.” Incidentally, it is revealed here
for the first time.

The adventurer’s half hour on the air had about
five minutes more to go. Major Strange, as usual,
held the radio fans entranced. Bobby, station
office boy who long since had set the major on a
pedestal of his own, that night had squeezed
happily into the tiny broadcasting booth with the
speaker. Bobby was thrilling to a running fight
with Touaregs in their far-off land.

The major’s cultured voice stopped in the vety
middle of a word.

An awkward pause—heresy on any radio
programme-—alarmed Bobby at once.

CRASH !

Major Strange had fallen across Bobby's lap.
The boy, knocked off the little bench, tumbled
with him to the floor. A few seconds more
and—

**Ladies and gentlemen, due to an unfortunate
interruption of service,” said a cool voice in
thousands of south-western homes, ‘‘that will
conclude to-night’s broadcast of your favourite
radio feature, ‘ Strange But Not Fiction.” We
now present a recording of . . ."’

And the station routine moved on, so far-as
listeners knew.

What had happened to Major Strange?

his dramatic episode took place some months

ago in Phoenix, Ariz. The utterly unexpected
outcome of it now promises to make medical
history which will interest the entire world.

‘“Strange But Not Fiction” has been carried
on in private, in a manner far more amazing, far
more important, than any of the major's true
adventure tales had ever been. The ultimate
result is bound to be heartening to all Americans,
from President Roosevelt right on down to the
humblest citizen.

Nobody knew it at the moment, but Major
Merle A. Strange, a perfect specimen of health,
a handsome gentleman from the British Royal
Flying Corps, was a sudden victim of poliomyelitis.
This is the dread malady commonly called infantile
paralysis. :

In the broadcasting booth with a *“ mike’" at his
elbow, the major had suddenly fainted. A heavy
man, he had hurt and badly frightened the boy
Bobby, when the two crashed to the floor. .

Next morning the diagnosis was clear. The
major’s limbs already were inert, beyond his
control. And Bobby, not to mention the tech-
nicians and other workers at Station KTAR, were
themselves frantic with fear of the contagion.

This fact, inasmuch as no one else succumbed,
now has become a cross of razzing for Bobby to
bear.

The public missed the extremely popular pro-
gramme, and so did its sponsor. Bushels of letters,
hundreds of telephone calls, came in. The major,
people were told, was unexpectedly called away
for several months, maybe permanently.

For 13 days Major Strange hovered near
to death.

Then he awoke for an hour, a wan and pain-
racked man, to hear officially that he would never
use his legs again, nor one of his arms. Moreover,
they told him, he must lie motionless in bed for
about six months, to offset the terrible strain.
Franklin Roosevelt himself had done this, after his
notable attack of the paralysing disease.

Next day, said Mrs. Strange to herself, the major

was hysterical.
microphone {”” he demanded.

- A ‘‘Bring the
mike here! I can’t go downtown.

Bring

the mike here !**
They tried to calm him. Even the doctors tried.
But a major who has travelled four times around
the world, and more, in medical research,
who has known adventures that shrivel
Richard Halliburton'’s tales, who
has brought down German
‘planes with bombs
and bullets, who
N‘ has been
Op IS I
wounded ,[ C
five times from 7’1’
gunfire, who has fallen O N
in his own fighting ’plane /
and lived seven months in an Y
enemy prison, is not easily calmed.
You cannot ‘‘tush-tush’’ such a man with
smiles and baby cooings.

‘“Bring me a microphone I"

They did.

They had to, possibly, to allow the neighbours
any rest, but they did. Furthermore, they
hooked it up, by telephone, with the broadcasting
station, and at the appointed hour “Strange But
Not Fiction’ was back on the air, exactly two
weeks from the day of its interruption !

Probably the ardent fans out in Arizona and
neighbouring states can tell you what Major
Strange said that first day. But the distracted
wife doesn’'t remember. The equally excited
station manager does not. And it was more than
a week later, after not onc but four complete
programmes had been done from his bed, that
Major Strange himself '‘regained consciousness !’
He still has utterly no recollection of thdse first
four broadcasts |

More months passed, and not another pro-
gramme was missed.

“This is the first time in the history of radio,”
says Richard E. Lewis, the station manager,

RADIO PICTORIAL

Infantile Paralysis smote
him. But the broadcasts
went on!

‘‘that regular programmes have been done by an
artist flat on his back in bed.

‘“But the circumstances became more dramatic
still. It happened that Arizona was threatened
with an infantile paralysis epidemic at that time. -
Happily, it amounted only to a scare, but that
was enough.

It happened, too, that a part of Major Strange’s
work was that of a dietician and health lecturer.
So, on the air, he was forced to dispel the public’s
fear of ‘ polio * while he himself was suffering its
extreme pains and was almost fully paralysed.

“It took plemty of nerve. He, who is inter-
nationally known for his research in organic
chemistry, who has travelled in every land studying
curative drugs, whose entire life has spelled activity
was now bedridden for life, his doctors declared.
Yet he was forced to keep a smiling voice on the
air, to allay fears of an epidemic.”

““ Bedridden for life,” said his doctors.
was he?

Poliomyelitis destroys the motor nerves, not
the sensory. A victim can feel everything, yet
command no motion in the affected parts. Major
Strange could feel a fly on his knee, yet could
do nothing about it. The Major’s case was much
worse than President Roosevelt's had been. Do
not expect much, they warned him.

“In five years, perhaps, you can sit in a wheel-
chair,” said the physicians. ‘ But for the first
six months, you must lie motionless in bed, or die.”

But

our months after the major had fainted in the

booth, however, a visitor to Major Strange’s
home would have been amazed.

There on his great vine-covered front porch,
where morning sun and flowers lend their sweet-
ness, was a bed, a canary cage, and a most
peculiar tub.

This tub is still there, along with the other
things. It has a hammock in it, a sort of canvas
swing. It has bicycle pedals attached to the

bottom. Ropes hang from the ceiling.

Like a monkey, or, as he says, like a clown,
the major alone discards pyjamas for trunks,
swings by the ropes from bed to hammock,
turns on the warm water, and for four hours
each afternoon rides his submarine bike |
let it.

1Uf radio time comes,
When the signal light
flashes that '‘Strange
But Not Fiction” is on
the air, Brigadier, the
canary, loudly begins his
theme song. Carefully
trained by the major, he
sings through the whole
broadcast period, is as
popular with the fans as
the speaker himself.
The water splashes,
the bicycle pedals turn,
the hammock sways, the
canary sings, the true
and exciting tales of
adventure go into dis-
tant homes, the once
paralysed legs gain life
—all at the same time,
Major Strange has had
plenty of adventures in
his life, yet none so
strange as this one.
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A Peep at My Diary

B.B.C. VARIETY PRODUCER,
“OMPOSER and CONDUCTOR~

MARK H. LUBBOCK

reveals a Typical Day in his Life
t

O
GODFREY WINN Mark H. Lubbock

intent on 2 new
musical score

A.M.—What is known as 3 ' continental breakfast’’ in bed.
8 True, 1 live in Kensington, but I only have coffee and toast

for breakfast, 2 habit that lingers from my student days in
Dresden when 1 set out to learn how to become an English
Lehar. Still jearning !

8.10 am.—Am 2 little depressed to find that my post this
morning consists solely of a royalty returnt for last quarter. To
sale of one song—twopence. As I have already had to pay three-
pence postage tor envelope being unstamped, decide the time
fas come to change my publishers-fi{ possible. g

8.20 a.m.—Comfort myself with the Daily Mirror. I must
confess, 1 like my news in picture form, but all the same wish
that most of the pictures weren’t so militant. All very sinister.
[ can't believe there’s really going to be another world war—
can anybody >__but if there is, 1 suppose 1 shall have to stop
compOSing waltzes, and try my hand at marching songs instead.
It's a long way to Abyssinia . . - and my heart’s not there. . . -

8.35 a.m.—Start off in search of a bath, but get delayed, en
route, by my parrot Cosmo, who receives his morning grape from
his master’s band, but refuses to say “Thank you,”” or for that
matter, any of the words they are supposed to learn from sailors.
A pity he can’t talk, though, in another way, perhaps, it’s just
as well, since his cage is in 2 corner of the drawing-room, where 1

do my composing. 10 a.m.— Just settled down at my desk—desk, mark you,

9,15 a.m. _Dressed and in a clean frame of mind, sit down at k L5 < :

the table, ready {o start work on orchestrating Week-end Return, [’i‘(;ltopéai\:g; 0‘ t:r: x:;fzalt(gn ;iﬁ:;z:ec%‘;l\g;)s%i : g r:a?:ya af\)l‘a:\t?é
which I am doing in collaboration with Denis Freeman. This is  g; ﬂs ds that th diff ¢ instr o ke, in thei
our twelfth show together. Quite an old firm, in fact. ifferent sounds & e different instrutien make, in £ACH
9.20 a.m.—First interruption ! My wife wants to R heads, and mix those sounds and score the final result, as painters

4 ; P 3 mix their paints, and put their brush to the canvas, confident
?;‘:t;eé {:sht?ilsb;‘g;nti(:‘;\;nc;x.o \Ef:;lg‘?lmlg", eAégs rezg‘é %gu:‘;gmt_;)( in advance of the effect of the final result—when in comes my
at home. oh. . . . ; ' ' wife again. .
9.30 2.m.—Second interruption. What do 1 want for lunch? 10 a.;;n.-——lnterruptxon Nod“" Have 1 three bob for the char?
Caviare, Sole Veronique, 2 cold bird, Crepe Suzette. Joke over. Search in m):i pockets and 1scoverh & fplece Oi. mdla.tubbe,r, oy
Can’t think of anything. Just as she is leaving the room, shout 1at;:hket):, o ‘:‘ty :wo‘;‘)ienml\y worth of royalties. Haven't 1 2
after her, brussels sprouts, please. note, she suggi) P “(;‘ g z’ h Y site

940 am.—Third interruption. B.B.C. rings up, Dless its 10.2 a.m.—Pretent not to hear, as 1 write own a group of
beart. Leslie Woodgate's secretary wants to know how many notes, and try to look as though I have gone.mto a trance. Not
rehearsals 1 shall want the chorus for. Answer, a little coldly, g‘“cn t\:se, h(;‘vzgv:;, &elca\ﬁien haven ;inwntten more than 2
that I shall want them for the same number as I always have them Oﬁ")nl zars,n:v—al at :m :i% = Neor\;\gsg,lg hany wants m will 1
for every other show, that is to say, once alone, and once with hang. on ?lea'sw errup o & y wal e.
the whole company. As 1 ring off, m mind goes back to the o ! - .

BARY 1 took g job in the chor\gls myself. Ooddly 10.25 a.m.—Still hanging on with one hand, and trying to

enough, I wasn't suc'h a success Wwith certain sections of the work with the other. Not ¥eTy helpful to composing the waltz

; - of the century. Excitedly, keep on saying ' Hello” at intervals.
audience as sOME of my colleagues, or whatever you call them.  gor weeks now, 1 have been acting as English agent for a German

However, I enjoyed myself and the experience, and it will be
something to put in Who's Who one day that I graced the cast
of Baby Bunting and The Little Whopper at the Shaftesbury.

I opera company that is contemplating taking a theatre in London
MA. RK H. LUBBO CK ‘ for a season. of cour:g, it may all come to nothing in the end,
. merely so much wast time on My part, but all the same, it’s
e November 17, 1898. rather charming to feel like a big business man for a change.
Educated : Eton. 10.45 2.m.— Interruption. No 6. Bea puts her head round
- the door as I hang up the receiyer. Who was that? 1 remi
HObb)j : Toy Theatres. 1 her that Richard Strauss at his house at Garmisch that 1 was
Pet Likes : Sherry and Neck-ties. privileged to visit on my holiday this summer, has 2 tube
L4 K ” . 3 indi g issuing through his outer door, into which everyone has to
i Pet S F{ate : Untrmned ?“‘glng Voices. announce their business, before entering. The point of this
Ambition : To be an English ** Lehar.”’ anecdote is somewhat jost by being merged into Interruption
i No. 7. In other words.
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Fourteen Hours Non—Stop!——and it’s all in the day’s work !

i1 aqm.—1he piano—tuner arrives. Poor manh. he is dispatched we aim at in these adaptations: A minimum of plot and 2 \
with a thousand curses on his bowler hat. Not very 1ogically, maximum of music-
1 inform him thathe was supposed to come a week ag0 and d'\dn't 7.30 pam- ‘Rush across to the canteen where 1 pave 2
and now it's too late. Otto, MY beloved dachshund, has just  hasty sand\\"\ch and fin self, fort unate'\ y. siting next 1O
decamped with fout fully scoredhgages o manuscript off the Freddie Grisewood, aot only because “ 'such @ charming

i

foor. A wild chas® ensues, and s.fma\\y run 10 ground on  person, bat because he happens to be announcing my concert |
the front door step, uaded to BIVE i K my own, 28 to-night, and 1can B him introductory about the
not turn p2 er back into pulp- However, have scarcely returned different items. 2 tance, proce to 1 him the
panting to the drawingToo% and am settling myself dOWH at the  story of the march that 1 first heard 2 café orchestr playing
table to WORK,when once more the telephone summons me: when o holiday in 5a this sum 1 was SO
11.20 am-~ —lnterrupt'\on No. 8 The impresario who is aiso struck’ with it that 1 asked the orchestra reader for its name,
*jn’’ on this opera S¢ e ts to kno if 1 know amt hing @ w ased 2@ interest he presente me
more tha he knew Y¢S erday When what 1 know. with a copy of the music dince then. ve re-orchestrated
he suggests coming round for 2 conferenc®: but 1 explaint that that it, and the result 18 to be heard for the first time to-night
is {mpossible 23 1 zm just that moment Yeaving for the BBC. We agree that that will make 2 perfect paragraph for listeners !

11.35 a.m~ Talk of the - - well, anyway, }ﬂteff“PﬁOD No. 9 7.55 p.m.—/—Back in St George's Hall. l.ast instructions,

is the BBC. once mMOre on the airf, smanding MY unmed\ate funing i Although 1 recently conducted seven shows in ten days

presence atan audition- Enc Maschw,\tz appa.rent.\y has dlSCOVC\'Cd 1 must confess 1 still sometimes fecl nervous: the last moments
i i an

a new St thinks WL b excellent leading lady before the red light fickers and W€ are——
for a future “light “?“S‘Ca‘ ! (ofﬁcra\ title for MY shows)- m.—off. ow far away rehearsal seems DOV, and My nerves,
jovely ! Bub: 2 1 quickly 2 4, 1 have O0Y port time to and 11 senses of physical exhaustion alike, vanish, s 1 feel the
finish alt th music (12 7 bers) for Week-en eturn, 304 S0 orchestra res nding perfectly to every movement of my magician’s
apart from nducting dutie it is IMPErat h 't wa v honest opiniot that the B.B.C. theatre orchestra
gpend a MO t away from he peace a7 1usion of ™Y home is the finest light orchestra in the world to-day. Yor phrasing,
11.45 a.m-— tart MY morning’s work all over again. tone, and general standard ©of performance | don't believe
12.30 a.m.—/—Sm\ working, without interruption: Can’'t believe there's another light orchestra to touch & anywhere an
it’s true. Look with surprise once of twice towards the doorwvay: T've certainly heard plenty 17 the cours¢ of my travels.
1 p-m.- Wasn't that the front door pellz 1am at the window 2 8.40 p.m.—-Fade out. Join MY wife, who never fails, bless her,

m'mure too late. put on ™ coat and hur downstairs, where t© come to 2 periorrnance of every concert 1 conduct. it's awfully |
1 find twO of my relations whom 1 had forgotten were coming to sweet of hel: and it makes such 2 differenc<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>