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WHAT’S Teething TROUBLE

No need for this baby to worry when teeth«

« Ing time comes, His bloodatream is cool,
his gystern regular because his mother gives
him Sieedman’s Powders«— the gentle, safe
aperient. Used for over 100 years for child«
ten up to 14 years of age,
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What Our Commentators Say

In the Family

A 4YZ programme, Music Runs in the

Family, by Frank Beadle, turned out
to be, for me, a disappointing application
of an original inspiration. Mr. Beadle,
evidently in despair at finding in classi-
cal music a famous son to equal his
famous father, contented himself with
exploring the field of popular performers.
Finding plenty of Crosbys, Millses and
Boswells in this richly-populated field,
he gave us over half-an-hour of them,
but the actual music performed was not
so richly rare in beauty or form as to war-
rant any attention from a commentator.
The idea behind the programme, on the
other hand, could have provided a very
entertaining session'for genuine music-
lovers. Names began at once to spring
into my mind-—the remarkable Bachs,
for instance; a complete half-hout’s pro-
gramme, for the sake of comparison,
might well be devoted solely to J. S.
and his sons. For further examples of
the father-and-son in music, I could re-
call only the names of Scarlatti and
Strauss, but when I extended the idea to
fields other than that of composition, the
families of Dolmetsch, and of those older
instrument-makers, Amati, Guarneri and
Stradivari suggested that Music Runs in
the Family might have almost unlimited
possibilities of extension.

Oratorios on the Air

TATION 4YO has been running a
series of half-hour programmes con-
sisting of excerpts from oratorios—a
splendid idea, except that it hasn't been
carried far enough. After all, what can
you do with even one oratorio in a bare
half-hour? All that the listener gets out
of the attempt to cover five or six of
them is a succession of mosaic fragments
which don’t even belong to the same
article, and the mental attempt to re-
construct the whole is of course impos-
sible. Why not extend the time-limit of
this programme? We have been allowed,
many a time, to hear complete oratorios
over the’ radio, and on Sunday nights
operas (not complete certainly) are re.
gularly presented for our benefit. Why
not, then, a series of complete oratorios?
The oratorio, of course, is different from
the opera in that it is more static. The
characters confine themselves to philo-
sophising or describing action, and the
movement contained in a stage perform-
ance of an opera is entirely lacking.

This makes the complete oratorio a much

more appropriate work for radio pre-
sentation than the opera; a brief pre-
liminary mention of theme, characters,
and composer is all that would be neces-
sary, and the dilemma (which certainly
exists when opera is put,on the radio)
of “how to explain what is going on,”
simply doesn’t exist,

No Game of Chance

WO Can Play, an NZBS production

* which I heard from 2ZB on a recent
Sunday, earned my gratitude by being
completely comprehensible. Its four
characters were Mr. Weston, Mr. East-
ham, Mr. Southern, and Mr. Norwood,
all members of a select poker school,
and so assiduously were details of the
game incorporated in the drama that
the little offering might well have been
re-christened “You Too Ggn Play
Poker.” This delightful clarity extended

itself to the plot. Mr. Eastham, the host,
is murdered, and after the usual “ante-
ing up” by police and suspects a thrill-
ing climax is provided by a battle of
bluff between Southern and Norwood,
the villain finally suffering the disinte-
gration of the poker-face behind which
his dastardly nature has concealed itself

so long. Usually at the end of a murder
play I am left feeling pleased that they
got their man but conscious that they
did it all while I wasn’t looking. G.
Murray Milne puts all his cards on the
table, tells me to pick one, then proves
by easy stages that I picked the wrong
one. The stages may, perhaps, be con-
sidered somewhat too easy by more
experienced leapers to convictions, but
even they will not resent a little poker
tuition on the side.

Tension Across the Tasman
SENSE of the reality and earnest-
ness of life which would have
gratified the poet Longfellow was the
most marked characteristic of the rival
New Zealand and Australian quizlings
taking part in the Grand International
as relayed to Wellington audiences on
a recent Tuesday. In fact, the whole
programme endeared itself to me be-
cause its heightened &motional atmos-
phere was exactly that which had
appeared to me to permeate the studio
on the occasion of my first and only
quiz, in the days when quizes were
new and treated with far more respect
than is the case to-day. The Inter-

‘national Quiz provided a complete con-

trast to the Maurie Power Jackpots
which 1 had happened to tune into the
evening before, where the quizmaster’s
laughter rang merry as a marriage bell,
and no gong sounded the knell of the
fallen. Yes, Tuesday night was a very
serious affair, the questions so tough
that they could not be answered even
by the sitting-room audience, the com-
petitors so conscious of honour at the
stake that even the audience’s tough-
ened withers were wrung. - (Who could
fail to vibrate sympathetically to the
hoarseness in the voice asking “Would
you mind repeating the question?” or
fail to be dashed by the quizmaster's
“I'm afraid you've missed out on that
one,” egonsidered in relation to' the
despairing bravado of the “I haven’t the
remotest idea” which preceded it?) But
from the consideration of these two
contrasting sessions one very gratifying
fact emerges, the fact that la gloire is
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