PRESERVE EGGS
—Wilhoul Risk

Preserve eggs whenever you can get them. You
take no risk when you use MOA BRAND Egg
Preservative. Easyand economical to use. Keeps
hen eggs and duck eggs as fresh as new laid.
Can be used for boiling, [rying, scrambling,
cooking. Follow the simple directions given
with every tin. Ask your Grocer for

Sharlanads

MOA BRAND

LIQUID or PASTE

EGG PRESERVATIV

Distributors s
Sharland & Co. Lad,

Mnis Wellington.

A little

LeAszey about

DENTURES?

ANY of us are, but there
will be no danger ot need

for concern if Kemdex is used.
Dentures are thoroughly and
meticulously cleansed from every
stain and germ-bearing impurity
by an overnight bath in Kemdex
and water or a double-strength
soak for a few minutes,
Kemdex—the superior
cleanser — keeps
false teeth as clean
as when first fitted.

G’ REI.IE.F

FROM

RHEUMATISM
NEURITIS
SCIATICA
LUMBAGO

Every large packet of R.UR.
has a genuine relief guarantee
attached to it. You gei benefit,
or it costs you nothing.

TAKE

And Right You Are

—a laxative, livér stimulant,
kidney cleanser, bleod puri-
fler. acid corrective. )
R.UR. (N.Z,) Ltd, 141 Cashel
Street, Christchurch.

At all good chemists : {
and stores. /

t5

CLEANS FALSE TEETH

Manufactured by reg. user, Salmond & Spraggon
Lid., 2 Customhouse Quay, Wellington,

WHAT A
DIFFERENCE

Who'd think John was the same
boy as the pale youngster who, last
year, seemed to be ‘out’ of every-

thing? Actually his lack of energy
was due to constipation. Mother p

found the perfect answer to that in
Califig (California Syrup of Figs).
Gentle yet thorough, Califig Is ths
laxative spacially blended for child-
ren. Children love it and you know
that it is perfectly safe.

(CALIFORNIA SYRUP OF F185) g

The Gentle Laxative®

Sterllng Products [nternational Inc., Astor Street, Newark, U.S.A, 8.5a

RADIO VIEWSREEL

What QOQur Commentators Say

Midsummer Night

SHAKESPEAREAN noises came over

3ZB the other bleak night, the sound
of Ngaio Marsh and the Canterbury Col-
lege Drama Society (of Dominion fame)
advertising their production of A Mid-
summer Night's Dream with a short pro-
gramme of excerpts. The feature took
the form of a summary of and com-
mentary on the play, by Miss Marsh
the -players chiming in with speeches,
songs, dialogue® or even individual ljnes.
as the course of the summary dictated.
Thus Miss Marsh would mention Hermia
and the bleak voice of Helena would
cut in on mid-sentence saying: “Who was
a vizen when she went to school.” The
programme was ingeniously designed to
whet the public appetite; a ferocious
quarrel between the four lovers—really,
even by romantic standards, how pecu-
liarly dim—broke off in the midst of
the full crescendo for four voices, and
as the sparks grew pale Miss Marsh’s
voice was heard mildly talking about
something else. The music, as is usual
in these productions, was specially com-
posed by Douglas Lilburn and to one
ignorant ear sounded good.

Food and Music

QHOULD I be considered a no-brow if

I suggested that we in New Zealand
are a little too devout in our attitude to
great music? When I went to the lunch-
hour recital by Olive Campbell, Mary
Martin, and Wilfred Simenauer, I was
in an informal mood. I thought that, in-
stead of sitting passively by my radio
(this piano and ’cello recital was ths
secend of the concerts to be broadcast).
I would go along and listen direct to
what turned out to be a cheer-worthy
programme. Alas! the rest of the audi-
ence was only in a clapping mood, and
my “bravo” was choked to death before
it was born. Only once in a long his-
tory of concert-going have I heard’ a
Dunedin audiente cheering. When these
concerts were originated in the National
Gallery, London, the main thing about
them was the informality of the affair—
the squeezing of the audience into every
corner of the place, the unbounded en-
thusiasm, the necessity for using the
intervals between items for the nibbling
of necessary lunches. If the concerts
are not for people who have only a
limited lunch-hour and no place to par-
take thereof, for what reason are they

given at so awkward an hour? Of musi-

ciangs I saw a plethora in the audience;
of genuine musically - minded quick-
diners, not a trace—not a solitary lunch
box, nor the corner of even one sand-
wich. The musically-devout Bach-
worshipper evidently deems it a pro-
fanation to take food to a concert. A
little less of the religious atmosphere
at our concerts, and a loosening of the
emotional inhibitions in the matter of
applause, would do a lot towards bring-
ing audience and performers closer to-
gether,

The Meeting House
HE other night Olga Adams spoke
from 1YA on the Meeting House of
the ancient Maori. This House, she said,
fostered the communal spirit of the tribe,

satisfied emotionally their desire for
decoration, and was the concrete expres-
sion of their sense of continuity of race.
At that point I began to lose the thread
of her talk, through being preoccupied
with envious thoughts of the ancient
Maori. We have, surely, the same emo-
tional needs, but we make a-poor shot
at satisfying them. There is our Town
Hall, for instance, and our War Memorial
Museum; one of
them appeals to our
pride and our aesth-
etic sense, but
neither.of them
seems to touch us
personally. There are
the many local
church halls of vari-
ous denominations
which we borrow
when we want to put
on a play, hold a meeting, or run a kin-
dergarten. We are tenants for a few hours
and remove all traces of our tenancy
when we go. We may live for 20 years in
an old-established suburb without find-
ing its heart, its focus, its core, for it has
none. Or we may live in a newly planned
suburb like Orakei—not the closely knit
little Maori village in decrepit houses
down by the beach, but the conglomera-
tion of fine houses provided by the
State on the hills above-—and know that
it is not a community and never wiil
be one, for it has no Meeting House.

How English is Delius?
\,. 7FE have been ‘hearing quite a lot of
Delius lately from Dunedin stations.
and his “Walk to the Paradise Garden.”
included in a programme of modern
British music, sounded so different in
style and thought from the other works
that the old query arose as to how much
of the English there really was in Delius.
The announcer said, before a perform-
ance of “Brigg Fair,” that it symbolised
the delicate and springtime beauty of
the English countryside; but how much
of this is due to the quality of
the folk-song on which it is based, and
the fact that Delius was incapable of
writing music which was not beautiful?
Delius, indeed, seems to have made him-
self an exile, choosing to live in France;
and one of those who knew him well
has told us that he frequently declared
a hatred of British music and maintained
that there were no modern British com-
posers of any note. Delius is a citizen
of no miusical city. Either you love his
unique music or you see. no beauty in
it at all. For those who don't like
dreams, I advise other composers. Delius
is the enchanter from whose hypnotic
spell it is impossible to awaken un-
changed.

Dim-Out
THE delegation that left for Moscow
last year was surrounded by an al-
most unprecedented excitement and a.
curiosity that has not yet been satisfied.
English newspapers and their correspond-
ents have recently become vitriolic about
the difficulty of getting news out of
Russia, and with this in mind, when I
heard that Alexander Werth, the BBC's
representative, was to speak op the work
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