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fng, and are arranged for the diiferent
voices, with bold ballads for the basses
and many a top B Fiat for the sopranos.
Listening to 4YA one evening 1 heard
two singers In items from these collec-
tions, and thought what a golden oppor-
tunity it was for any young singer to
discover just how such songs ought to
sound. From the studio Mary Pratt sang,
in her usual flawless and effortless style,
a group ‘which included the graceful
Gluck air “Vieni che poi sereno.” Later
we heard a less classical group in records
of Peter Dawson, one of his items being
“Vulcan’s Song” (Gounod), which dozens
of aspiring baritones must have
attempted to sing. It occurred to me,
in this connection, that one of the
stations might assemble, say, half-an-
hour’s programme of songs for one par-
ticular voice, and under some such title
as “For the Would-be Basso,” the
student of singing could hear the songs
he is likely to be studying performed as
he may some day perform them himself.

The Turbulent Priest

N unusual recording from 3YL was

the Christmas Day sermon from T.
S, Eliot's Murder in the Cathedral,
spoken by the eminent English actor
Robert Speaight as Thomas a Becket. I
thought Mr. Speaight too close to the
sucking dove myself; Becket was above
all the warrior, engrossed with a vision
of martyrdom more stern and imper-
sonal than most human ideals and,
granted that Eliot intended this sermon
(an interlude between the twe acts of
preparation and of crisis) to present
Becket’s combining of the human and
tender aspect with his heroic role, it
ssemed to me that Mr. Speaight relaxed
and mellowed too far and resembled =

very good clergyman delivering a ser-
mon much above the average, but no
more. This was not without its value
and (as part of the drama as a whols)
might have been a necessary relief to
an audience, but, isolated, it fell too far.

Also, of course, Eliot's Becket is a
mystic, that is to say one who has an
idea or vision quite incommunicable to
other human beings; so what was Mr.
Speaight to do?

Down in the Dumps

WAS disappointed in 4YA’s “Music
" from Mexico.” Indeed, if “Views-
reel” may venture to purloin the ides
of The Listener film critic, the “little
man” of music would be depicted
glumping in his seat. Every musician has
a bete noir, some particular tune which
raises his hackles, and in my c¢ase it's
“Over the Waves.” 1 imagine no more
trite melody has ever been invented; to
me it is the acme of musical boredom.
Imagine then my distress when the first

part of this programme proved to be
three waltzes, of which “Sobre las Olas”
was one, the others being of a like vin-
tage. I don’t know what I expected in
“Music from Mexico"—probably some-
thing vigorously original, certainly not
poor copies of the Viennese waltz at its
soupiest. It was as disappointing as tun-
ing to “Maori Music” and getting the
staid three-four rhythms of the Euro-
pean waltz tunes which form so much
of the average Maori concert. The *little
man” woke up at the second half of the
programme, which was a fantasia on
Mexican Revolutionary Songs, but it was
a fireworks revolution staged for the
benefit of tourists, and I think the stage
directors must have issued the soldiers
with blank ammunition,

BOOKS ror CHILDREN

SWALLOWDALE, by Arthur Ransome, 14/9 posted. A delightful story of
adventure, family life and the open air for clder children. Also in stock
other titles by Arthur Ronsome. ;

THE CHILDREN’'S CROSSWORD BOOK, edited by Morley Adams, 6/1 posted.
Sixty-five puzzles with pictures to colour.

ARCHITECTURE FOR CHILDREN, by Jane and Maxwell Fry, 12/8 posted,
A well-illustrated survey of architecture up to modern times. An excel-
lent companion to studies

100,000 WHYS—A Trip Around the Room, by M. llin, 7/7 posted. Easy
scientific explanations, interestingly presented, of everyday facts, ranging
from why ‘matches light to the reasons for eating meat.
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OUR GLAMOUR'S ONLY A BLINNER NOW—BUT WAIT!

Tantalizing! Beside this pre-war glamour, Berlei beauty now
is only a glimmer. Severe—but necessary—regulations of the
Standards Institute govern how much time, labour and rubber
may go into any one corset. '

Thank you, lovely ladies all, for bearing with our present short-
comings. As soon as restrictions lift, Berlei will dazzle your

beauty-loving eyes again.

A Berlei executive is in America now, investigating the
synthetic rubber and fabric situation. We’re all set to pick up
where we left off—at nylon, remember? When the whistle
blows, well shower you, overpower you with lovely limber
Berleis beyond your dreams. We’ll have you looking your most
beautiful for “him” to come bome to. It’s a promise!
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