TAKE a sparkling morning glass of

Andrews Liver Salt! It helps to
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keep your

eyatem functioning perfectly, correcting acidity, toning up the liver
0 . , gently
clearing the bowels. Andrews is a pleasant way to daily good health,
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WEAK ARCHES

Rheumatic-like foot and leg pains, tired, aching
faet, sore heels, callouses on soles, or exceassive
fatigue after standing or walking, may be due to
weak or fallen arches. If this is your trouble, Or,
Scholl’s Arch Supports and exercise will give you
quick relief by removing muscular and ligamentous
strain—the cause of your pain. Adjustable to aid
in gradually restoring the arches to normal, Dr.
Scholt’s Arch Supports are thin, light and flexible,
Slip in any shoe like an insole. Expertly fitted at
8l Dr. Scholl dealers.
Dr. Scholl’s Shops:

291 High St.,
Lr. Hutt.

192 Vic. Ave.,
Wang.
167 Bridge St.,

Nelson.

? Willls S¢.,
Wgton,

136 Brosdway, -
Palm, North.

:123 Gashel St.,
. Christchurch.

(Cnr. George &
Sophia Sts.
Timaru.

120 Maray ML,

a’bundrn.

—

INVIGORATING

Scott & Turner Led., Andrews: House, Newcastle-on-Tyne, England,

Disposal

Woarehouse

SALE

Heavy all-wool working
trousers. Tough-wear-
ing tweed. Side and
hip pockets, Sizes 3-8,
reduced from 47/6 to
25/6. Quarter sizes, 5%
to 8%, reduced from
49/6 to 29/6.

Men's English working
shirts. Woven striped
drill. Collar attached.
Sizes 2 to 7. Usually
25/-. Sale Price 18/11.

Buy the SHIRT and
TROUSERS and get
them BOTH for enly
42/11.

Post Free.

PRICE & DEMPSIER LTD.

39 ALBERT SYREET, AUCKLAND.

Use Wright's
Coal Tar Shaving
Soap for a perfect
cresmy antiseptic
lather.

N.Z AGENTS $ A SMITH

ALSO !hAMP06 POWDER & LIQUID SHAMPOO
. .

Lo

For the perfect lather. .

SOFT, SOOTHING, STIMULATING!

WRIGHT'S

Coal Tar
SHAVING SOAP

A
4 CO. LTD., ALBEATSY., AUCKLAND

Radio Review

SHORT STORIES FOR
BROADCASTING

UNING in the other day, I

heard part of a talk on the

Otaki Maoris. Then came a
short story. I did not quite catch
the title, but by the half-heard
vowel sounds I expected a Maori
story. It was Welsh. All about a horse
that could climb stairs. Probably quite
a good story, but as far from Bishop
Hadfield and the building of a Maori
church as Llandudno is from Bluff. So
I switched off, thinking, Why Woelsh?
Why not New Zealand? A Maori legend
perhaps, or, say, that yarn of Roderick
Finlayson’s about the Maori who
thought he could walk on the water.
That would seem, from memory, to be
the perfect tie-up with the talk that
had gone before.

Then on the same day, one of those
coincidences which have come to be
accepted as part of a pattern brought
a book called Best Broadcast Sfories.
Sent by the British Council, published
by Faber and Faber, edited by Hilton
Brown, they are specially written for
broadcasting, Most are high standard
material. All different, they yet all
conform to the peculiat demands of
radio, Short, No involved sentences.
Clear-cut characterisation. More often
than not, the surprise ending. First and
foremost, entertainment, with the best
of them showing good psychological in-
sight and sympathy, All readable, which
every published story should be, they
are also listenable, which every pub-
lished story is not.

The BBC thinks the short story im-
portant enough to warrant the setting
up of a special department; and the
thought comes, here, surely, is an oppor-
tunity for the NZBS to help—mno, that
savours of patronage—to co-operate with
New Zealand writers in presenting New
Zealand life to New Zealand listeners.

Our market for short stories is limited
by our small number of periodicals; but
the daily, hourly demands of broad-
casting present a different picture, In-
stead of Welsh whimsy, here ig un-
limited scope for the presentation of
the New Zealand scene. No one would
suggest that imports be cut entirely.
The home-grown article would have to
compete with overseas excellence, New
Zealand writers would be put on their
mettle. So that if we do have stair-
climbing horses—and there's no reason
why we shouldn’t every now and again
-~they might sometimes be New Zea-
land nags instead of Welsh ponies, while
the men who owned them wouldn’t be
the Evan ap Evanses from Aberystwyth,
but the Pete Smiths from Waipukurau
or the Joe Blakes from Central,

~—Sycorax

Grim Analysis

HERE is a vivid passage in Aldous

Huxley’s Ape and Essence in which
the Arch-Vicar of Belial denounces the
“criminal imbecility” of 20th Cenjury
man in squandering natural resources.
His words came to my mind as I listen-
ed to the first of a Winter Course series
on The Use and Misuge of Resources

in the South-West Pacific, by Professor
K. B. Cumberland, Without the Arch-
Vicar's rhetoric, but in as stern a vein,
Dr. Cumberland stressed the progressive
diminishing of the earth’s natural wealth,
Using Rarotonga as an example, he paint-
ed a graphic and disturbing picture of

unnecessary waste and depletion of re-
sources. His calm voice, pleasant, but
just a shade too slow to my ear, con-
veyed so convincingly grim an analysis
that Huxley’s concept of man’s folly and
his future began to seem less fantastic.
The parallel with Ape and Essence was
made even stronger when in his second
talk, in the following week, Dr. Cum-
berland contrasted the rigid taboos the
Polynesians laid down to conserve the
land with the exploitation of the Pacific
islands by short.sighted commercialism.

—3.CR. ¢

From the Studio

HAVE often wondered why it is that

performances in the studio are more
exciting to listen to than broadcast re-
cords. Is it that the factor of uncertainty
operates; that the sound we are listen-
ing to is actually being created while we
listen? Or is it that it is possible to
broadcast a higher range of frequencies
than can be recorded, and thus make
the sound of the stringed instruments
more vital? 'Whatever may be the cause,
I have found the series of broadcasts
given by the Musica Viva Chamber
Players of Sydney a very great delight.
Their art has matured, 1 think, since
their visit to New Zealand last year. Out-
standing in my memory was the playing
of the A Major ’cello sonata of Beet-
hoven by Theo Salzman and Maureen
Jones, one of the most beautiful per-
formances of ensemble music by a
stringed instrument and piano I remem-

ber. —D.M.
Tell-Tale Tip

WAS about convinced by the first

few minutes of John Morris’s new
programme Sound Business which start-
ed from 2ZB last Monday. It was a tell-
ing little slice of Real Life, beginning
with the shrieking of an alarm clock
and the nagging of a wife which together
drive the weary worker from his bed,
continuing to record painfully and pain-
stakingly the various noises that accom-
panied him through the day and ending
with the sleep-happy snores of poor

{continued on next page)
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