AMAZING BEST
" SELLERS!

SCIENCE OF GAMBLING—
ensational new English best seller
eals most informatively with all
torms of gombling ncluding Horse-
racing, Totes, Sweeps, Systems, Cord
Games, Stock Exchange, etc. Many
unusual facts revealed Also con-
tains obout Sixty Amusing ‘Cor-
toons. Indispensable to all who love
“a flutter.” Price, 2/1 posted.
GOLDEN PASSION—
Enthralling romance against colous-
fui, tempestuous background.
Written by Juanita Savoge, mony
editions have heen sold in England
1/7 posted.
FRANKENSTEIN—
A wealcome reprint of the most un-
canny thritller aver written. By M
W, Shelley. An excitement crammed
clossic H’s spine chilling! Only 1/7
posted.
CARD FORTUNE TELLING—
A clearly written guide 10 the
. Most Popular form of fortune tell-
ing. 1/1 posted.
Available from leading booksellers or
ported from Publicity Saervices. P.O.
Box 382, Wellington. €.1.

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY
DESPATCHED

" Fdief'p10LES

#e one of the many who gain plessant relief from dustressing
piles — get proved ZANN. Scad 99. stamps for generous
2rial treatment. Zann Pty.. Dept. L, Box 952, (B. M. Appleton,
21 Grey St.), Weitington.

RADIO VIEWSREEL

What Our Commentators Say

Play for Poets
IA\ CERTAIN unwieldiness of construc-
tion was noticeable in The Great
Ship, Linklater’s fantasy of the Desert
War, which was heard again from 2YA
last Sunday. The action takes place, we
are told, in the summer of 1942, before
the defeat of Rommel, and swings in
space and time between a small sector
of the front line, where six men con-
front two German tanks, and a point
some miles behind the German line
where two survivors of an armed recon-
naissance are struggling towards that
amount of safety and security repre-
gsented by contact with their fellows.
However the trapsition from group to
group was occasionally effected with
devastating obviousness, by some un-
fantastic announcement such as “We are
now moving forward in time, westward
in space.’” Moreover the central concept
of the Great Ship, which began as a
mirage in the mind of Grenfell, and from
there inspired the theme which runs
through the play, was inadequately
woven into the lives of the gix men
facing the tanks. Yet one net gain from
what seemed to me Linklater's lack of
radio craftsmanship was his device of
separating dialogue and description. I:Ie
could, for example, say that the captain
of the tank hung out of the turret like
a half-opened jack'knife without having
to put the phrase in the mouth of 2
simple soldier on whose lips it would
have been incongruous. The use of two
off-stage voices militated against resalism
but aided understanding. But these are
minor points. The play gave unlimited
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oppeortunity for Linklater's Elizabethan
talent for words. The man who could
fili a page (or is it two?) in Juan in
China with lusty and riotous description
of a belly can hardly be at a loss when
he is free to pour forth in ordered dis-
order the images filling the brain in
delirium. The rich spate of werds flows
over us, but not so fast that we can-
not savour the beauty and strangeness

of the concepts they carry along with
them.

O, Blood, Blood, Blood!

SOME critic has said that the idea of
blood runs like -a scarlet thread
through Macbeth. From Duncen’s open-
ing “What bloody man is this?” to Mal-
colm's final reference to the “dead
butcher and his fiend-like queen” we are
never permitted to escape from it. In
this respect, if in no other, Jack May-
buyy, who covered the Bos Murphy—
Willie Jones fight for 2ZB the other
Sgturday night, is another Shakespeare.
First chord in the remorseless theme was
s'truck in Act I, when it was men-
tioned that Murphy's nose was blezding,
there was blood upon his face. In the
course of the next four or five acts fre-
quent mention showed he was still
badg’d with it. By Act VI. or there-
abouts Murphy’s skin was well laced
with gore, which had even flowed on to
his trunks, making the white one red.
{(We can picture the laundress on Mon-
day apostrophising the spot.) An act or
so further on we received with relief
our commentator’s announcement that
the fountain of Murphy's blood was
stopped, only to find it resuming its
remorseless flow in the next. (Personally,
we were surprised that the young man
should have had so much bleod in him.)
By Act XII. we had decided that boxing
was fit to rank with cock-fighting as a
blood sport, but were infinitely relieved
to find that Murphy was still sufficiently
unbowed to mutter into the mike a few
words about the best man winning, be-
fore being led off to have a little water
cleanse him of the deed.
Philippic
JOHN, SPEDDING'S recent Listener
article on American radio comedians
was not enthusiastic. It might have been
even less enthusias ic if he had decided
tc include Australasian products, for
_whether the fault lies in ourselves or
in our stars the fact remains that our
radio humour is not what it used to be.
A 1ecent session of the Jack Davey
Cavalcade from 2ZB might have been
better if he had included" streamlinings
of the seven basic jokes, or even one
of the seven basic jokes, whiskers and
all (after all, their longevity is proof
of their vi'ality), but instead it was
merely a dreary conglomeration of im-
probable puns. (Example: “I'm a pilot
in a soap factory—they give me the
soap and I pile it.") However, there is
some excuse for a radio show which
must take the air week after week with
somse hing new or at any rate suitably
disguised. Script-writers have no bot-
tomless well of wit to draw from. There
is less excuse for the low standard of
such sessions as 2YA’s Here’s a Laugh:
a Quarter of an Hour with World
Famous Comedians, which relies on re-
corded material. If the session cannot
be changed for the better it’s high time
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