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D.D.D. Prescription. First applica-
tion relieves the itchy soreness |
between cracked toes — D.D.D.’s
active antiseptic ingredients help
Nature healtheactualtrouble. D.D.D.
Prescription is a time-tested remedy
with a convincing record of success.

imparts so last-
ingly. This polish |
is wonderful for |
cleaning, beautifying |
and preserving highly-finished
surfaces. Adds years to the
“Hfe” of your treasured furniture,
Good for motor cars, too. Obtainable
at afl good-class hardware stores.
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PRICES: 40z., 1/9; 1202., 3/-.

NEW ZEALAND DISTRIBUTORS:
FASSETT & JOHNSON L¥'D.
Levy Buiiding, Manners St., Wellington, |

D.D.D. Prescription hiss many uses.
Antiseptic D.D.D. is ideal first-aid
for Cuts, Burns, Scalds. Helps heal,
too. Quickly relieves Insect Bites and
Chilblains. Excellent after-Shaving
Lotion,

At all Chemists. 2/3 & 3/11 2 bottle.

Made by D.D.D. Co. Ltd., 2 Fleet Lane,
London, B.C.4.
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EXPERIMENTS have shown that with

the present-day flour it is desirable, 7 - \
when you use a phosphate baking powder, to let the mixture stand 12
minutes! Not so when you use Edmonds Sure-to-Rise pure grape cream-of-
tartar Baking Powder! Mix . . . and if it's scones, knead about 20 timas
. . . then into the oven they go! Perfect scones . . . in about 12 minutes
instead of 24! No waiting . . . no waste time in your busy day. But re-
membér . . . It takes Edmonds Sure-to-Rise cream-of-tartar Baking Powder
to give such swift. perfect results! Insist on Sure-to-Rise!
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RADIO VIEWSREEL

What Our Commentators Say

| Music, Madness, Murder

A FTER seeing more than one film ex-

pleiting the fact that a woman may
be young. beautiful, brainy, and yet able
to play the piano like a virtuoso, I felt
that the theme of John Gundry's play
Campground’s Over Jordan was just a
little trite for 1947. Yet 1 couldn't help
listening to the bitter ending of the play
(I mean bitter in its strict sense, since
Mr. Gundry wisely made no final con-
cession to popular liking for the “happy
ending”), merely for the satisfaction of
hearing that final pistol-shot which 1
correctly anticipated would end the play.

. Indeed, the thing which kept my radio

turned on was not sympathy with the
heroine, a world-famous pianist unhap-
pily married, but my acknowledgment
that Mr. Gundry in’the character of the
music-hating husband, has drawn a thor-
oughly detestable portrait; all through
the piece I longed for someone to take
a shot at this monster in professorial
robes, and I can’t say that I registered
anything but intense satisfaction when
he was liquidated, the self-righteous hum-
bug! However, I doubt if Mr. Gundry
meant his hearers to feel the same way
about his heroine. Possibly she was in-

i tended to enlist sympathy. but she got

none of mine. Any world-famous pianist
who would give up music voluntarily,
and continue to cower under the intel-
lectual dictatorship of her husband, until
he drove her to madness and murder—
weil, my conclusion was that she must
have been either a little insane {0 begin
with, or else not a true musician; either
why, the plot lost point. Radio plays
about musicians suffer from the same
necessary and inherent difficulties as
films about musicians—if authors include
too much action, they offend the musi-
cians; "if they include too much music
they offend the listeners who want plot,
I'm sometimes inclined to think such
stories should onjit music altogether and
concentrate on drama; musicians would
rather hear the music complete and un-
abridged, as they can do at any time
by means of records, unhindered by won-
dering in the meantime who is going
to bump off whom.

Back Again .
THERE was on a recent Sunday night
a programme from 4YQO entitled
“Recalls: Recordings selected from the
weelt’s programmes.” Unless there was
some special reason for doing this, un-
less these records were recalled for some
particular reason, one might ask, “Why
bother to label the programme at all?”
And indeed, listening 1o it, I couldn’t
discern any obvious reason for the pro-
gramme, nor discover upon what prin.
ciple the items had been selected, for
they were not specially new or specially
superb examples of recordings. I could
understand a programme being labelled
“Recalls” if there was ah idea behind
it~—if the records were all by one artist
(as 4ZB did the samie afternoon playing
a timely selection of Ninon Valiin’s re-
cords when the singer was actually in
Dunedin); or if the records were all
humorous, or -all classical, or all swing
mugic, or all new releases which we
might want to hesr agein; or with any
other connecting link, however slight.
But the mere fact that all the records
had already been included in the week’s
programmes was no resson for répeat-
ing them, especially as the method of
announcing the items was the shop-worn

one of pretending that the artists were
not on gramophone records at all (“We
enjoyed the way Isobel Baillie sang
‘Love’s Philosophy’; we are asking her
now to repeat it.”) The selection began
with Gershwin; went on by means of
Webster Booth and a popular pianist
playing Strauss, J., to Pierne's “Little

Fauns” and the Keniucky Minstrels sing-

ing “White Wings”; an example of
Strict Tempo playing; and then, most in-
congruously, Isobel Baillie singing
“Love’s Philosophy.” After this, 1

switched off. T could see no reason for
continuing to listen to “recalls,” only
one of which I had really cared to hear
again. Why “recalls?” Why not “Rag-
out,” “Random Harvest” or “Rag-Bag?”

Lemon-Drop

‘TTHE 4YO announcer evidently felt, as

I did, that the whole performance was
mildly incredible, for in the middle of
it he took time off to say, “You may
not believe me, but you are actually
listening to Tchaikovski's ‘Nutcracker
Suite.’” Those of you who have heard
it will guess that he referred to Spike
Jones's remarkable arrangement of this
suite, in which the maestro of de-bunkery
and his City Slickers administer what
should be the coup-de-grace to Walt
Disney at his soupiest, to all imitators
of the Silly Symphonic mannerisms, to

the majority of verse-speskiig addicts,.

and to that combination of inhuman
voices scathingly referred to by The
Listener’s Little Man as the Celestial
Choir. In spite of the trouble Mr, Jones
has gone to in polishing bhis parody, I
dof’t doubt that there will be many
people who will buy these recordings
in pure and simple good faith, thor-

oughly enjoying the oh-so-childish story .
_of the dear little gir]l and her sugary

adventures in Lemon-Drop-Land. Others
will relish the performance with tongue
in cheek. But no matter in what spirit
it is approached, I have no doubt that
thie rendition of “Nutcracker Suite” will
prove a best-seller.

Play with a Past

HE [ate Victorian edifice, so solid~
seeming to its inmates, now shows
many a gaping hole where a 20th Cen-
tury finger of scorn has been poked'in
to point the fact that it was jerry-built.
Late Victorian dramatists (if we exclude

those who lived on long enough inte’

& succeeding era to prove their solidity
and solidarity) have shated .the fate of
the building, and now Pinero, T. W.
Robertson, and Henry Arthur Jones @re
merely names to conjure the big money
out of quiz-sponsors’ pockets. Thus it
was something of a surprise to read in
the programmes that & scens from Henry
Arthur Joney's Mrs. Dane’s Defence

(continued on next page)
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