‘Good Mornings’ begin
with Gillette

You emerge from the bathroom with schoolboy complexion, all smiling and
sunny and shaved to perfection. Standard Gillette Blades 3/- per packet of 1a.
Available at all tobacconists, chemists, hardware and department stores.
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STRINGS

FOR ALL MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

All round the world, wherever organised entertainment and
commerce are still to be found, you’ll find musicians demanding
Black Diamond and Bell Brand Strings~~and music dealers
stocked to supply their needs.

Established in 1898, the National Musical String Co. is now the .
largest manufacturer in the world of the finest quality musical

steel and wound strings. Manufacturing methads have consist-
ently matched musical requirements, and today the special and
exacting conditions of radio broadcasting and sound amplification
have been met by Black Diamond Super Quality Bronze and
Monel Wire Wound Strings. Ask your music dealer for

BLACK DIAMOND and

BELL BRAND STRINGS

1f eny difficulty in obtaining, write o Bex 318, Wellington.
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RADIO VIEWSREEL

What Our Commentators Say

Children’s Book Week

"THERE were some excellent and
enthusiastic talks on the radio during
Children's Book Week, in connection
with which the Dunedin Public Library
had a remarkable exhibition of children’s
books on display. I can't help feeling
the eye to be a better advocate than the
ear in this matter; parents may listen
to an enthusiast urging them to buy and
read respectively, but it means little un-
less the books are there to choose from.
Never in any bookshop have I seen such
a collection of books as the Dunedin
Library -offers for children, nor could any
parent hope to afford many of them. I
therefore suggest a Library Ticket as a
Christmas present for an importunate
offspring; it has the merit of affording
more reading matter than the child can
ever devour, and also, which will appeal
to Dunedin people, it costs exactly
nothing, Add to this the purchase of
some of those colourful books with which
the shops are crammed, but don't for-
get, when making your choice, that some
of the best children’s books have been
published here in New Zealand.

“Sir .-.. .” said Dr. Johnson

JOHN REID, who recently gave a talk

on Dr. Samuel Johnson, from 1YA,
is one of our very best radio speakers
in this type of subject. His argument s
a whole is carefully worked out, the
individual sentences nicely balanced, and
his phrases made lively by a discrimin-
ating choice of words. Alk this is' prob.
ably the result of hard work in prepara-
tion, but when he comes to the micro-
phone the hard work is forgotten and a
charming informality appears. His voice,
which is becoming ever more reminiscent
of the voice of one of our most eminent
ecclesiastical speakers, has still not
enough evenness of intonation for per-
fect broadcasting, but this will probably
come. In the meantime one enjoys Mr.
Reid’s individuality with its flicks of
irony and subtly insinuated provocations
which make one sit up and listen and
often wish to argue. In dealing with Dr,
Johnson, who was listed in the pro-
gramme as a “Notable British Wit,” the
speaker might have taken the easier way
and dealt with his subject merely as a
wit. There is plenty of material here
and it is a popular conception. Instead
of this he went to some trouble to give
a well-rounded picture of the man,
stressing his robust and forthright pug-
nacity, his learning and his generosity,
and above all the vigorous moral quali-
ties—all the factors which, added to his
wit, gave him his outstanding place
among the literary men of his time, and
his permanent place in the affections of
Englishmen.

Facts for Females .

HE information to be won from the

“For My Lady: Information Corner”
session at present running from 1YA is
of an ornamental rather than a useful
nature. Some rémarks about a man called
Snow, an early chronicler of London, set
the ball rolling the other day; and some-
how or other' Sir Walter Raleigh soon
came into the conversation with men-
tion of a little trouble he got into over

an acrostic he wrote to one Bess Throge
morton, maid-in-waiting of Queen Eliza-
beth. It fell into the good Queen’s
hands, and she took it hard when she
found it was not for her. Somebody then
sang a song from Merrie England, and
within a few seconds we were hearing
about fleas and Louis XVI. There was
a good opening here for the “Song of
the Flea” which was duly sung, thence
to golf and the original meaning of the
term ‘“getting into a scrape,” with Clap-
ham and Dwyer to bring the session to
a conclusion, Never, outside 1ny dreams,
have I known a quarter.hour packed so
gloriously with inconsequential images.

It Wouldn't Have Done for the
Duke....

JOAN BUTLER farce is now coming

from 3YA in serial form, no doubt
to the general delight. I remember a
newspaper reviewer, commenting on one
of her innumerable works, remarking on
its close adherence to the canons of tha
Master Wodehouse; and remembering
the subsequent dismal fate of that great
man, I wonder whether Miss Butler is
not the last of her line. Old jokes never
die, they say; but
how prehistoric seem
these jests about im-
pecunious aristocrats
pawning the coronet
and acting manser-
vant to American
millionaires, For the
soctal changes which
made these high-life
tragicomedies a pos-
sible subject of popular mirth all oc-
curred some forty years ago; and the
joke has long ceased to have the faintest
relevance to the life of the laughers and
the world they know. The silly ass with
the monocle and the "braying voice has
joined the Victorian masher in limbo—
George Orwell says he was killed at
Mons—correspondents who met Wode-
house in Berlin say he was himself the
last of the breed; and the whole frame
of facetious references exists only in fic-
tion and for the delusion of untravelled
Americans. I fear we must say “Ichabod”
to Joan Butler and her butlers, her
earls, her footmen and her pork-packers;
but it is certainly fun while it lasts.

That Shakespeherian Rag

L ATE one night this week I tuned out
“ of the morose buzzing of a Master in

“ Lighter Mood and into a light session

from 3ZB, and out of the machine came
some unknown young woman, of a dance
band whose name I never caught, pre-
senting Shakespeare’s “Sigh no more,
Ladies,” to the most thoroughly twen-
tieth-century tune imaginable. You shud-
der. Almost, temembering past horrible
experiences, I shudder with you. Yet it
was surprisingly likeable, neither gro-
tesque nor pretentious; the singer, rising
to her better material, succeeded in mak-
ing & successful marriage of words and
tune—the rather wry tone of both help-
ing her, The points which arise out of
this odd little heppening are, I think,
two: first, it reminds us how much of
the horror of the average mush song .,
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