to patriotic ardour. Thenceforward losing
zll relation to reality, he meets his end
amid a welter of defiances, flights, mobs
thirsting for blood, unfortunate aristo-
cratic maidens, jealousies, betrayals,
repentances, fates worse than death, and
one thing and another, all culminating
in that inevitable fourth act in the
condemned cell. Yet the strange thing
is that Giordano, in spite of cluttering
up his stage with this undeniable drivel,
worthy of Hollywood at its worst,
managed to insert one or two moments
not without historical authenticity., But
why is it that we 1~cognise the Revolu-
tion as the beginnings of modern demo-
cracy and are content that the only
works of art inspired by it should be
such as this and Baroness Orczy's, I
cannot imagine.

3YA's Mr. Pickwick

3

& that weekly surprise programme,
“Reserved,” has a fault, it is a certain
tendency to impressive emotion and
descriptions of the natural scenery.
Therefore we are pleasantly surprised
when "“Reserved,” the first of 1946,
turned out to be Charles Laughton's
reading of “Mr. '
Pickwick's  Christ-
mas.,” This in turn
proved, of course,
to be the two epi-
sodes “the Ride to
Muggleton” and “the
Ball at Dingley
Dell”——which were
once before pre-
sented in a similar
manner by 3YL in
a literary reading.
The Laughton ver-
sion had all the appropriate gusto and
included two or three episodes—the
noble colloquy between Sam Weller and
the ¥at Boy, and the concerted assault
on Mr. Pickwick when he stood under
the mistletoe—which we missed before.
But I must demand, with all the purist’s
sternness, what became of the codfish?
The codfish was a beast of leviathan
dimensions which travelled on the Mug-
gleton coach, and without it that
journey is not itself.

Time, Gentlemen

.OMEWHERE round New Zealand

there may be still floating an unre-
solved chord, cut off in its prime.
Maurice Clare, broadcasting from 3YA
with Frederick Page, Beethoven's Son-
ata No. 7 for violin and piano, had
further confirmation of the axiomatic
condition of time which is always mar-
ching on and waiting for no man. Tha
listener was even more. acutely aware
of this as the above mentioned chord
was torn from its fellows to make way
for a national link-up for a commentary
on the New Zealand Bowling Champion-
ships. It was by no means a deliberate
exaltation of bowls at the expense of
music, but rather that the musician had
borrowed from the more leisurely life
of the bowler. Mr. Clare preceded his
playing with some talking. There is a
difference, an important one, between
a few apt introductory remarks, and a
lecture. Mr. Clare’s commentary would
have made an interesting talk by itself,
but as a prelude, it tock too much time
from what was essentially a broadcast
of music. And so, Clare and Page were
driven off the green at the last head.

Tennis on the Air

“THE meeting between Stanley and
Livingstone was a most interesting

one. It would be, wouldn't it?”——A. K.

Turner, commenting from 1YA on the

New Zealand Tennis Championships.
Mr. Turner’s commentary has been a
refreshing change from the usual jargon
of the sports commentator who, having
to keep moving with the game, has no
time for a nice choice of word or phrase.
The sports commentator has a style all
his own, somewhat limited as to vocabu-
lary perhaps, but expressive for his
particular purpose. Mr. Turner made no
attempt to give a ball by ball, or even
game by game account, but contented
himself, very wisely, with recapturing
the excitement of the highlights. There
were also some sidelights, presumably
unintentional, as when Miss So-and-So
was said to have lobbed over her op-
ponent's head, “always her weak spot”
remarked the commentator. I hope
sports announcers are protected against
Jibel action.

“Just Ordinary People”

NE of the amazing things, when you

come to think of it, is the popularity,
in radio entertainment, of people who
are neither handsome nor beautiful, and
sometimes not particularly gifted in the
musical sense either. For example,
George Formby. For example, Flanagan
and Allen. For example (and this is what
set me thinking of it) the Hulberis.
Who would credit Jack, Claude, or Cicely
with any extraordinary good looks, or
maintain that they can even sing in
tune? Yet theirs are among the most-
loved records, and. you can aslways get
a chuckle out of them even if you've
heard them doing the same thing a
hundred times before in exactly the
same way. I suppose the secret lies in
the fact that they aren’t especially gifted
with faces or voices; we recall Jack’s
jutting chin, Claude’s receding ditto,
Cicely’s homely features, we hear them
singing rather on the flat side and mak-
ing no attempt to take the high notes,
and we are lulled into a comfortable
sense of superiority. We think, “After
dll, they’re just ordinary people like
me; you don’t have to be gifted to do
that sort of thing—why, I could do it
standing on my head!” Just try (even
right side up) and the whole thing be-
comes a mystery once more; comedians
are born, not made, and evidently the
only successful way to become one is
to choose your parents carefully.

Music of the People

,VHO are the people? In their name
much is demanded and much pro-
mised, much is excused and much for-
given. They are a statistical factor to
prove many & point and settle many a
disputation. Despite their. ubiquity the
people still preserve a close anonymity,
They are impersonal, indefinable, and
therefore unsatisfiable. It was with some
misgivings then that I turned to
Henri Penn’s 'presentation, “Music of
the People.” One might assume perhaps
that these people were those from whom
has come through the ages a music strong
in its simplicity, and, above all, in its
sincerity and truthfulness--folk music.
Such, apparently, was the intention. The
realisation was much less. The listener
was regaled with & number of shop-worn
ballads—"By the Waters of Minne-
tonka,” “Song of the Cuckeo,” *“An
Eastern Prayer’—wrapped up in soap
opera commentary. ‘Any connection with
folk music was remote. The people here
represented lived among antimacassars
and aspidistras in Edwardian drawing-
rooms,
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TRINGS

FOR ALL MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

All round the world, wherever organised entertainment and
commerce are still to be found, you'll ind musicians demanding .
Black Diamond and Bell Brand Strings—and music dealera
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 methods have consiste
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 musie dealer for

BLACK DIAMOND and
BELL BRAND STRINGS

1f any difficulty in oblaining, write to Box 315, Wellington,

If you can get hold of a BS.A. Bicycle today you'’ve

achieved something. And if you're one of-the lucky ones

you’ll agree that B.S.A. have achieved something too. B.S.A.

PBicycles are something more than something better. For

splendour of appearance, design and performance they
eclipse even previous B.S.A. records.

) B.S.A. Bicycles have been in short supply duting
the war years but some more are now coming
into the country. Ask your dealer if he has one

. available for you—you may be lucky. Or—put
Y your name down and be sure of it when it atrives,
)

. B.S.A. Representatives:
Bicycles: A. G. Healing & Co. Ld.

A 216 Madras St., Chrisichurch, and 42 Cable St, )
Auckland District: Skeates & Wh‘:n Led., 4‘;5 Ie"arxt .’S‘Kigﬂ%’z:d.
\ Mortor Cycles—N.Z.,: Skeates & Whits Lid.

S

BICYCLES AND
MOTOR CYCLES
B.5.A, Cycles Led,, England,
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