EIGHT HUNDRED AUTOGRAPHS J
*

“Tell them | haven't really a face like a horse,” said “Maggie,”
writing furiously her three hundred and eightieth autograph,

N enormous table, its whale pal-
ished surfuce spresd oul before
her and the family—1red, Maggle

and small
their seemingly

duughier hard al work at
cndless tnsk,

“It's heen the same at every station
we stopped at all through {the sSouth
Islund,” sadd Maggie pathefically, * ['ve
written my name xo often Uve furgotten
how 1o spetl (117

And she's not like a horse either, |
apree gbout that, IHer hair's
lovelyv-—goldy rod and wavy amd eoiled
ab the nape of ber neek quite simply,
without any fuss, ier skin's lovely too
—ithe Kind that goes with that hair,
Eves lavge and durkest grey with Jong
mid-brown lashes.

“MWhat do you
me?" she wsked,

had 1o

have (o say about

¢ Ordinary

"

things, like cooking and

“Oh? Well, bhut T can’t. I'm no good.
Fred’'s a betier cook (ban 1 am. Maca-

ronf cheese is his favourite. And he's our
bt eoffee maber. 1 love a garden. 1
hute clolhes. I'm mad about animals—
and the races. I cun't swim mueh and
' ferrified of surf, . . ."

* Tell about animals first,” I begged.

*O—well, they're an obsession, We've
always wot a house full of strays—as
well, of  course, us Maggie the Dog.
Pitti-sing  the Cat, Canaries, Budgies,
Lovebirds, Goldfish. Maggie (the dog)
hiad five puppies, and then couldn't feed
them! We had to rush home every day
arter broadeasls to give them prepared
food.

“\Who's looking after a1l this mena-
gerie while you're away?”

“O--my girl friend, Thelma Scot.
She'd be known here-—over the air.
She's our * Mrs., Sproggins' and * Sonia,’
the Viennese mald. And she was Mary
Quieen of Seets and  Anne Boleyn in
“Coroneis of England.” She's got the fut
and all,” :

THEY WORK

WHILE THEY

TALK TO THE
LISTENER

The Everybodies
Interviewed
By Ann Slade

“ Now clothes,” I suggested.

“ 0, clothes—yes, well 1 like them
but 1 just can’t be bolheved with them,”

1 thought how the pinafore dress with
ils great loose sleeves gatbered in to
the wrist, and the low neckline suited
her.

“I'm happiest in slacks—slacks and
pyjamas. I never weur anything else at
home. Another thing [ love is driving.
But ¥Fred's a driver, too, so it means
whoever gets the car first. le hales
playing passenger.”

Fred had scarcely lifted hig sleek dark
head. He wrote diligently, passing the
books on with ocoasional directions.

“Who writes your seripts?” I asked,

* 0, we all do that,” he sald now. “At
least, 1 wrile ihemm—seven a week-—
but they give me ideas. Madeleine, too,
and jolly good ones.”

* How many have you done to date?"

Fred locked up. * Eight hundred and
fifty-seven,” he said.

Two assistants were unwrapping and
wrapping again—addressing and post-
ing—as hard as they could go.

ittt ——— A —

A WELCOME AS FOR ROYALTY

literally ‘“got off its

bieyele” when those lamous radio per-

Christehureh

sonalities “Friad and Maggie Everyhody”
and little “Daisy Sproxggins” arrived in
the City during ttie course of their {ri-
umphant tour of the Dowminion just
after the New Year, ¥rom the moment
they landed at Lytelton, until they left
for Dunedin, Christchurch witnessed one
of the most amazing demonstrations of
enthusiasin  that has been shown {o
anyone other than Royalty.

1

Fred and Maggle must quallfy as the
Royal Family of Radio.

When thousands of people gather
Just to catch a glimpse of three people,
when they cheer and roar a voelferous
weleome, you can take it for granted
that those people really represent some-
thing.

And they do.

In Fred and Maggie and the quaint
little “Daisy Sproggins,” the lives of
ordinary people, their ordinary little
Joys and troubles, their worries and
hopes, are typified.

The first cheers came from the whart
employees ai Lytteiton when Fred and
Maggle and Daisy Sproggins stepped
off the boat.

In the meantime, thousands of people
were milling about the Studio. The

oroem was to gel the popular pair
to 3ZB.

Traffic problems
Police and trafle offieials round them-
selves struggling to eope with a crowd
of almost  unprecedenled  dimensions.
Two officers had to forece a path
ltrough  the crowd outside the hotel
to allow them to cnter the car. Out-
side the studio it was worse, but even-
tually they made a triumphant if soine-

what dishevelled appearance.

Here Maggie was presented wilh &
spray of scurlet carnations by members
of the Travel Club, who put more for-
mally into words the enthusiastic wel-
come to Christchurch expressed by the
vast erowd oulside,

Little Daisy Sprogginé, in the mean-
time, had bheen resting at ihe hotel.
and after the visit to the Studio, Fred
and Maggie returned to pick her up for
a visit to the hospital.

It is impossible adequately {o convey
more than impressions of this visit. It
was obvious that Fred and Maggie, the
“Everyhodies” of . radio, had become

In 328 Studie
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something of importance to those people
ocompelled perhaps t0 be mere spee-
tators of the lives of the greater human
everybody family.

From the hospital, Fred, Maggie and
Daisy (the last surreptitiously consum-
ing biscuits picked up at & grocer's
gshop en route), went on to the com-
munity sing. Maggie had to swallow
bard when the audience stood and
clieered until they had left the hall.

Police Have to Help

More was to follow. At 8 p.m. a studio
presentation was arranged, and by 7
o'clock every conceivable nook and
cranny was crammed with excited
people. Shortly after seven the Trafflc
Department found that they could no
lenger cope with the traffie problems,
and the police came along to help them.
From the hotel, along Colombo Street to
the studio, it was Impossible to see
jusly where the car could go. With the
assistance of the largest policeman that
Maggie had ever seen the car drew up
near 3ZB. llere they were mobbed.
Maggie lost her hairpins and Fred
almost lost hls coat. But the studio pre-
sentation was an fmmense. success,

“ Tallest Ever ”

Then on to the St. James's Theatre,
Agsin Maggle's “ taliest pollceman ever”
came to the resoue when Maggle got
lost in the erowd.

In the morning they lett for Dunedin,
and among the crowd, almost the last
person to sgy good-bye to Maggie, was
the *tallest policeman ever.”
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