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formed by local artists and is tired of
tinned music.” To that I would add two
remarks: first, that the most crowded
concerts that I have recently attended
were by artists or combinations of
artists whom I have not heard rzcently
over the air—the Dorothy Davies, Marie
Vandewart, Erica Schorss recital; the
Maurice Clare and Frederick Page con-
cert; and recitals by Paul Schramm.
Second, Musicus fails to realise that to
the average listener music that comes
out of a radio is just as much tinned as
that which comes out of a gramophone.
Except that there may not be the
hitches which unfortunately occur from
time to time with the changing of
records, there is not much to show that
a studio performance is less tinned than
the recorded programmes, unless it be
the quality of the performance. The
listener has not. the stimulating atmo-
sphere of the concert room, the enthu-
stasm or criticism of his fellow listeners,
and the enjoyment that comes from
watching 2 musician actually at work.
As Musicus has rightly pointed out,
there is plenty to indicate that a surplus
of tinned music has stimulated rather
than killed interest in public perform-
ances. But a public performance stands
or falls by its audience. If the standard
is not up to the level which the audi-
ence demands, the concert will be a flop.
A danger with studio performances is
the fact that the audience isn't there
to hoat. But before I rouse more indigna-
tion, let me hasten to add that I do not
suggest that any performance that I
have heard over the air would merit
hoots. I know that the selection of
artists is made with the greatest care to
maintain a high standard of perform-
ance, and I have realised and appreciated
that from time to time interesting and
seldom-heard works are performed
which listeners might not otherwise hear.
But let me still plead for a good hour
or two hours on Sundays of records of
world-famous artists playing music by
the greatest composers and let us have
the features of the programmes listed
and not lumped together, as sometimes
they are, as “recordings.”

HE short detective story lends itseif

to radio dramatisation: if it is well
done I greatly prefer it to the serial.
Inspector French’s Cases have the addi-
tional interest of allowing the listener to
find the clues himself. So far the clues
have not been hard to find, but the mere
fact that there is a problem ta be solved
is & more healthy stimulant than the
grim details and artificial excitement
that ginger up the improbabilities of the
average serial. For a school child who
expects a short bedtime story, provided
he is not allergic to the detective type
of thrills, these should be quite an en-
tertaining 15 minutes.

* % *

RADIO play writers revel in space-time

theories. It must be temptingly easy
to pop characters in and out of the pre-
sent, the past, and the future wh
there are no practical problems of stage
presentation. But to throw them into a
space-time bubble which was nowhere
in particular (2YC, Sunday, October 15)
stretches even the patient lstener’s
gullibility. - Besides, the couple who
slipped so surprisingly into the Bubble
almost immediately slipped out of it
again with such ease that T could not

help wondering’ where the. point was,

Perhaps it would have pricked. the
bubble if there had been one.:
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PALMOLIVE SOAP
. . . on the battlefield
and at home

Palmolive soap is doing 2 double-
duty job these days. Its precious
olive and palm oil content still
maintains schoolgirl complexions
at home, and in addition this
soothing blend helps out men at
tropical battle stations guard
against skin irritation. Be thrifty
with your Palmolive at home.
I’s too good to waste, and the
boys really need it too! -

KEEP THAT SCHOOLGIRL COMPLEXION
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