(continued from previous puge)
Mondays, is not quite up to the stan-
daid set by the earlier Focls’ Paradise.
1 would have liked the mixture as be-
fore, but instead there isn't enough
Wayne and Radferd in it. A large pro-
portion of our listening time is taken up
by other characters, largely sinister, and
to our bemused minds, largely inter-
changeable. One thing that draws us
closer to our herces is that they, to0,
are completely bemused by the whole
business; they, too, are unable to tell

_David from Simon or estimate the rela-

-

tive villainy of Max and Marie. But
they are not granted enough opportuni-
ties for displaying their particular brand
of fooling (although there is the bread-
knife incident: “I say, old man, there’s
blood on this breadknife.” “I know, old

" chappie, it's mine.”) What they need is

a real heart-interest (at the moment
they have only the Turf). I hope that
the scriptwriter will be as indulgent as
William Shakespeare was to his sover-
pign’s similar request on behalf of the
Elizabethan Wayne-and-Radford,

No Escape

HEY say that the best way to be

alone is in a crowd. I suppose the
same paradoxical principle is employed
in serjals where one escapes from the
domestic routine of your own every-
day life into the domestic routine of
somebody else’'s everyday life. A new
type of serial, however, seems to be
First Light Fraser Returns, which is just
beginning from the ZB stations. This is
not domesticity with a difference, nor
is it—as its name might seem to imply
—~the adventures of a second Superman
or Buck Rogers. At least, after hearing
the first broadcast, I don’t think it is.
It seems that in this serial the listener
escapes from politicians and UN
wrangles in a chaotic post-war world
into a similar one in the radio dimen-

sion. The difference is, of course, that|

in the radio version one may look for-
ward in the course of broadcasts to a
satisfactory solution. Everything will
come right in the end, and the final
epsiode is within predictable distance.
Which is more than one can say of the
original at any time.

Radio Talks

HERE seems to be a movement afoot

at the moment to educate New Zea-
landers on the subject of their own
country. From Christchurch stations in
one week we have had talks on Pioneer
Women, Athletics in Early Canterbury,
Lyttelton Harbour, New Zealand Bigds,
and Early New Zealand Ngwspa;iers.
Whether or not this is a deliberate at-
tempt to establish some sort of histori-
cal tradition it seems to me to be a
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good thing. This generation of New Zea-
landers are on the whole, I think, ignor-
ant of their own country—ignorant of
what it has been and what it might be,
and complacent about it as it is. I am
not suggesting that a series of radio talks
are going to make even the slightest dif-
ference: but the speakers I have heard
have delivered their information in a
palatable form and all managed to con-
vey some of the interest which they
themselves obviously took in their sub-
jects. The radio talk is a difficult thing
to handle, and its efficiency depends on
many different elements—including that
unknown and unseen quantity, the
listener.

Golden Silence

IKE that of any other American com-

mercial radio station, the 1000-watt
transmitter of WKYW Louisville (Ken-
tucky) has always made all the noise its
advertisers would buy. Last month, an
advertiser showed that he considered
the station’s silence worth paying for.
When WKYW signs off for the night,
an announcer now says: “The next 11
hours of silence are sponsored by the
Logan Company, makers of the famous
Sleep Haven mattress . . . Good night—
and good rest.”” The price of this smart
spot announcement is reasonable enough
—just six dollars a night.

WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE—~-

Without Calomel—Add You'll Jump out of
Bed in the Morning Full of Vim.

The liver should pour out two unds of
liquid bile into yuur bowels daily. ﬁothis bile
is not flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest.
It just decays in the bowels. Wind bloats up
your stomach, You get constipated. Your
whole dystem i poisoned and you feel sour,
tired and weary and the worid 1ooks blue,

Laxatives are only makeshifts. A mere howel
movement doesn't get at the cause. It takes
those good old Cartec’s Littie Liver Pills to get
thoss two ‘pounds of bile Howing freely and
make you feet “up and up.” " Harmless, gentle,
yet am&zin in making bile flow freely,

Ask for CARTER'S Little Livér Pills by name,
Stubbornly. tefuse anything else: 1'83d.
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