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HANDICRAFT, Lester Griswold, 26/- posted.
with a number of the best-known crafts.
student or instructor.

THE CAMBRIDGE HISTORY OF AMERICAN LITERATURE, 33/6 posted.

TASTES

A comprehensive practical manual deafing

Invaluable to the home craftsman,

Three centuries

of America’s life and culture are reflected in this splendia survey of her literature.

Edited by Corl Van Doren and others.

LITTLE GOLDEN AMERICA, llya |If & Eugene Petrov, 19/3 posted.

Hf and Petrov are

the most famous of Soviet humorous writers, and, @s may be expected, their views
on America are original and refreshing to read.

JOHN DONNE: POETRY AND PROSE, edited by H. W. Garrod, 6/- posted. A new and
fme'ly—pfoduced Oxford edition, containing, in addition to the author's works, Wal-
ton's Life of Dorne, and critical oppreciations from ninc literory giants of history.

WELLINGTON CO-OPERATIVE B0OOK SOCIETY LIMITED

MODERN RBOOKS

48A MANNERS STREET
WELLINGTON C.1. NZ

—

Reckite & Colman
(New Zeatana) Led.
Boag Streew Dunedia.

PROFITABLE STUDY!
Dotie ub Your spare time speut study-

g ah LCs, Course will be a pronlgble
mvestment. Winitever your catling, 11
will pay to bhecome a trained map and
Know your gob gloroughly, These are
suine ol the Zuu LGS, home study
Conrses:—
Accountuney Wireless Op. £xams
Salvsmanship Analy. Chemistry
Advertlising Diesel Engineer
Tourtalizm Mech. Engineer
Wireman's Lie. Works Manager
Radio Mech. Conerete Work
send for Free Prospectus stating your
sibject, trade or profession. No finer
spare  time  training  than the 1.C.8
P swrite TODAY  to:—
POISONOUS INTERNATIONAL

CORRESFPONDENCE SCHOOLS,
Dept. L. 182 Wakefield Street,
Wellingtan.

Distributors: Sharland & Co. Ltd., Wellington,

Lovely in the morning ... smooth,
dewy-fresh and fragrant . . .

« Sharlands Lotions — feminine as
chiffon, lingering as romance —
give you a skin that pays you
compliments.
Wonderfully
Sharlands Lotions are a beauty
treatment for your face, nieck, arms
and hands, and a perfect longer-
lasting powder-base.

alj-purpose, these
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1YA’s advance programme

for Saturday, November 23,
the name Dolores Ray didn’t look
to me like one I might find carved
into the trunk of a pohutukawa
tree round the eastern beaches or on
Rangitoto. A studio recital by Dolores
Ray, soprano. At 1YA they gave me a
telephone number and a brief account:
“BBC singer and first artist in television;
toured with ENSA and got out of France
with a bang on the head two weeks after
Dunkirk, narrow squeak; served .in
WRNS; friend of Tommy Handley;
sang with Denis Noble; married a New
Zealand naval man and is now living
in Auckland with her husband and two
children; this will be her first broadcast
for us. What's she singing? The Bach-
Gounod Ave Maria, that thing of Cyril
Scott's and Chiribiribin; sings Puccini
magnificently. That do to go on with?”

I said it would do, thank you, and
dialled the number to ask to speak to
Mrs. K. D. Hall; from her voice I was
sure she must have been a! school &t
Cheltenham, but I asked her later and
found I ‘was wrong: it was Roedean
snd after that Brussels—chiefly because
her mother wanted her to spezk French
well and had herself been at school in
Brussels,

We arranged that she should come
across from the naval side of the har-
bour and appointed to meet over coffee.
Had she a photograph? Yes, she had an
old scrapbook.

“But I don’t know what you look like
and you don’t know what I look like,”
she said.

I assured her I'd very easily find her
and I did—as it happened there was only
one o‘her person about at the time, but
even if there had been twenty it would
have been just as easy to tell which was
the young English wife of a New Zea-
land naval man-smart hat, smart suit,
smart shoes, and 'a big book of clippings
under her arm,

“A Good Nannie”

The first photograph that fell out of
the scrapbook was of a family group:
“That’s the christening photo, that's

BANG off, when I saw it in

Dolores Ray with Susan

Susan,” said Mrs. Hall. It showed Lt.-
Commander K. D. Hall and Mrs. Hall
(in the uniform of an officer of the
WRNS) with Susan wrapped up in a
shawl, '

“So you were still a WREN when

Susan was born?” I asked.

DOLORES IS THE NAMIL

“Well, I was in the WRNS, but I
wasn't a WREN, as I had my commis-
sion by then. A WREN is technically
a member of the WRNS of non-commis-
sion rank.”

“But Susan?”

“Oh yes. That was quite usual. In
fact you couldn’t get your discharge ex-
cept for some excdaordinary urgency.
It worked perfectly well as long as you
had a good nannie. And 1 was very tucky
with mine.”

"I'"HE second photograph (in a news-

paper clipping which was stuck into
the book) had a large headline above it:
PERFECT FACE FOR TELEVISION.
A glamorous photograph indeed, with a
tale below of Miss Ray's firs{ meeting
with the television make-up expert who
made ready to do her greenish-yellow
gilding and found it unnecessary: “You
have,” she told Miss Ray, “the ideal
skin for lighting purposes; you don't
need any make-up.” So then, and again
since the war-time ban was lifted and
television broadcasts began again, Miss
Ray has always appeared with none but
her normal make-up, even to her usual
lipstick.

From a glance through the book I
found that Miss Ray had been very
busy touring and singing on the stage
in London and for the BBC (“at three
guineas a minute, not bad at all!” she
said) from 1934 onwards till 1940, when
she joined the WRNS.

“And wha''s the story about your
escane from France?”

“There were a dozen of us in France
with the Will Hav show and we got a
bit stranded after Dunkirk and when the
others were ready to take off from Cher-
bourg they decided to leave me behind
because of my growling appendix and a
bash I got on the head from a flying
brick or something when a bomb fell.
I was concussed a bi*, but not too
much to know that hosnital in France
was a jolly unhealthy place to stay in.
So I pulled a few useful strings and got
out. And then we sat in Cherbourg in
our transport full of wounded while the
ships round us go‘ thoroughly blasted.
It took us four dzys till we were across
—it usually takes eight hours or so;
when af last we did move we certainly
hurried. but we sat around for an awful
long time first. No water, no food, not
enough nurses and doc*ors and we all
had ‘to turn to aznd do first aid—first
time I'd ever laid hand on a bandage.
I decided - then that if ever I had a
daughter I'd have her taught first aid
as soon 2s she could go to classes. And
I will too.”

“And what
appendix?”

“Oh, it kept on growline and I had
it out when I got back. a bit later.”

I asked Mrs. Hall if she was a mem-
ber of a musical family and she told

about your growling

_ie that her mother, Elia Hall, now a

teacher of piano, was pianist under
Richter in the Halle orchestra; and her
father, Charles Dalton (no relation of
the present Charles Dalton of the BBC)
was first violinist at the same time. “And
they got married and then there was
me.”

The BBC pianist John Massey, whom
she described as a perfect accompanist,
was associated with Miss Ray in a great
number of recitals and before the war
they had tours of South Africa, Europe

(continued on next page)
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