BREAKS AT THE MIKE
When The Announcer Slips

WELL-KNOWN NBS an-

nouncer offended ardent

feminists by saying over the
air, a feW years ago, that everybody
could settle down nicely for a talk
under the auspices of the Society
for the Prevention of Women and Child-
ren. A little later he went to the war.
He's back now, after battlefield experi-
ences which he says were nothing to
the execrations he heard over his tele-
phone after that incident.

Probably every radio announcer in the
world has made a slip at one time or
another, and most listeners like them all
the more for it. A twist of the tongue
dispels the atmosphere of complete eru-
dition and rectitude. Announcing is
something of an art of its own and, from
time to time, the NBS receives batches
of applications from people who think
they would do very well in front of a
microphone — much better than the
people already on the job.

All Are Liable to Fall

The simple essentials are a pleasant,
interesting voice, good diction, a good
reading sense or, in other words, the
power to interpret properly, and a nat-
ural ease. Would-be announcers may pos-
sess some of the qualifications we have
raentioned, but when it comes to an
audition, they often find that there are
several other requirements they had
never dreamed of.

But it does not matter how practised
and experienced an announcer may be;
he is liable to fall now and again. Some
of the slips we were told of we cannot
print, but there are at least two which
made every listening farmer in New
Zealand laugh. :

In the course of a commentary on a
wool sale, the announcer referred more

(continued from previous page)
girls—and older women, too — get to
know of it. There’s travel. There's
variety. There’s the fun of discovering
what is inside other women’s houses.
There’s the interest of human contacts.
There’s the pride of belonging to a
recognised profession. There's the solid
satisfaction of giving service where ser-
vice is needed. And I think, too, that
most girls quite enjoy housework—house-
work efficiently and intelligently done,
I mean, not inefficient drudging. Be-
sides our girls will be free women after
5.30. That ends the very worst feature
of domestic service——worse than the poor
wages, the dependence and the monotony
—I mean the one ‘night off’ What
chance for every woman’s main chance
did that give a girl against her friends
who could be out trapping seven nights
a week and the week-end too?”

“So this Home Aid can retire,” I
sighed gratefully, one hand already on
the door-knob. “You are promising me
a reconditioned wife, kids soothed down
to angels, & charming (temporary) home
companion, and just no work left for
myself to do.”

“No, nothing,” she fired through the
clogsing crack—*except of course to pay
that £4-—or as much of it’as you can.”

—Staff Reporter.

than once to corrugated ewes. One of his
colleagues, reading an ordinary market
report spoke glibly about mixed sex
ewes. Everybody interested in the land
wanted to know immediately about the
new type of sheep.

“The Immoral Bard”

Ordinary slips of the tongue produce
curiosities. It was announced once, for
example, that from 8 pm. to 9 p.m.
would be Shakespeare hour, featuring
excerpts from the immoral bard.

In community sings it was customary
to acknowledge gifts for sale for pat-

riotic purposes over the air when a sing !

was being broadcast. Somebody had
sent in a sheep and the gift was ack-
nowledged by a woman song-leader with
a comfortable figure. There was con-
. jetture about what he
was referring to when
the announcer re-
marked: “Now wasn't
that a plump and
tender carcase?”’
Most  announcers
are looked on as fair
game by. information-
hunters, Sometimes
they are even tele-
phoned at their homes by people seeking
suggestions on such things as a Maori
name for a racehorse, for a maternity
home or for a private residence.

A woman who arrived home late one
efternoon from shopping felt in need
of a cup of tea. When she turned on
the tap, the water had a distinctly milky
shade. Immediately she rang the NBS.
Was there any chance of her being pois-

oned? Oh, only lime in the water. She

was so relieved.

Slips by the Listeners

AH slips are not on the announcer's
side. Listeners seem to collect curious
impressions. A woman heard the ap-
nouncement of a song title, “The Bloom
is on the Rye.” She rang the NBS to
thank the announcer for reminding her,
as it looked like rain, that the bloomers
were on the line,

Following a race meeting came the
usual inquiry.

“Please could you tell me what won
the last race?”

“Trojan Melody
second.”

“Oh, Trudging Merrily first and Fal-
setto second; thanks a lot.”

first, False Scent

There was a man who wanted to hear
a. recording by Paul Whiteman and bhis
Orchestra a second time. He asked the
announcer: “Can we have those four
white men from Auckland again?”

Probably it was somebody else’s fault
when an announcer said: “You are now
to hear a recording by Ernest Butcher,
‘How to Treat a Wife'—his own com-
position.”

Though announcers are usually happy
in their work, they occasionally reach
the blasé stage. One spoke with the
greatest sincerity when, after a long day
at the microphone, through a staff short-
age, and his final “Gooooood-night,” he
relaxed and, wrongly thinking he was off
the air, said “and that will do the « ., &
for to-night.” . -
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Buy by Mail for easy, quick shopping

Christma

s Gifts

of REAL WORTH

Reeds’ offer you gifts that your friends will find

most acceptable — gifts of more

than just

momentary worth. For convenience, buy them by

mail. Just post your order

and remittance to

A. H. & A. W. Reed, P.O. Box 2, Te Aro, Welling-
ton, and save yourself the trouble of shopping in
Christmas crowds.

The Story of NEW ZEALAND —by A. H. Reed

New Zealand's romantic story from earliest times up to the Centennial,

More thart 500 pages, well illustrated, with

maps and a special supplement,

Much more than a history book-——it’s pleasant to read, inspiring, stimu-
lating. The ideal book to give you, and your children, an overall picture

of “God’s Own Country.”

Price 20/_ post paid.

LITTLE SHIPS —by Ronald Carter

The fascinating story of the birth and growth of New Zealand's yachting
fleet from the earliest recorded events up to 1940. Profusely illustrated
with photos and plans. The yachtsman's gift without equal.

Price 18/2 post paid.

UNWILLING GUESTS — 4y J. b. Gerard

A vivid account of Prisoners of War behind barbed wire. Tells graphically

of the
the more pleasant side (if there

is such a thing) of P.O.W. life. AP AASAANAAAS AL

unswerving comradeship amongst P.O.W.’s and deals mainly with
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Price 10 /9 post paid. .

The Isabel Reed

BIBLE
STORY BOOK

by A. H. REED

A Treasure House for every home
where there are children. 129
beautiful Bible Stories, maps,
hymns, prayers, coloured iflustra-
tions, pictures to be coloured, Bible
games, puzzies. 500 pages. A
wonderful present.

Pfice 20 /_ post paid.
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For further gift sugges-
tions, send for Reeds’
Gift Catalogue. 20 large
pages, illustrated, of
books, pocket books,
diaries, children’s books,
religious books, novelties,
games. FREE — send for
it to-day.

FOR THE VERY YOUNG

See Reeds’ Free Cata-
fogue for beautiful gift
books for young children.
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Post your order with remittance to:

L A e A e o a o o o Wy

A.H. & A. W. REED, Publiskiers’

P.O. Box 2, TE ARO, WELLINGTON,
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