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SEAGRASS STOOLS,
Easily made. With cem.
plete instructions,

: 5 /. Post Fres.

TABLE,

DCCABIONAL
* Rimw. Laminat top.

ASHFORDS "KITKRAFT"

You assemble with a hammer and screwdriver. |
We supply the FULL KIT. —IT'S EASY. j

PLAY.PEN — ecsily made —
foids flat when mot in use.
x 42in x 26in high,

37/6, Fost Free,

WOOL WINDER — saves time
and temper. Extending erms.

Pont Free.

DOLL'S PRAM — sve
little girl's delight, Stee

> springs, rubber tyres.
PEACEMAKER  DROPSIDE 2hin 10 top of hanile:
COT—roilings spoced for 48 /6, Post Free.
safety . . . eosily essembled.
Complete  with  drapside q

metal fittings.
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“u6:le CANADIAN CLOTHES

DRIER. Contains 28t

BATHROOM CABINEYS drying space. Opens

— for shaving and first, and closes in « fash.
aid gear. Shelf inaide,

Only 22 /= Post Free
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SIMPLEX WEAVING LOOMS
20in ~ 4 Way . ll,/. 1

in — 4 Way _
(Post "Free) 145/~
Thess weaving looma are

Send 6d for Big illustrated
Catalogue crammed full of
ideas. .

easy .ta wmse.
now.

oo Weariterigle, tocls. e et Lol Sy
m ving, Cane Work, Pewt 3
Brooches, Thick Pile Woellen iuc.:. a!:: e b

ALL GOODS GUARANTEED.

Get  yours

¢ PO BOX 34 CHRIBTYCHMYREN *
FACTORY AT RAKAIA, MID-CANTERBURY.
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MOTHAKS

Don’t let moths ravage valuable clothing . , , hang
MOTHAKS in your wardrobe, have at least one in
every drawer. Mothaks keep clothes moth-free
and fresh. N.Z. Agents: J. L. Lennard Lid., Box 1497,
Wellington

Radio Review

INTERPRETING
THE MUSIC

HE spirit is willing but the
flesh weak. The programmes
have been there, but “sleep
it is a blessed thing,” and this in-
stinctive reaction to the long

winter nights has found me some-
times nodding before the end of a pro-
gramme which interested me. For in-
stance, the last talk given over 3YC by
Arthur Jacobs, which began “That was
Rachmaninoff by Rachmaninoff.,” was
among the most illuminating and whim-
sical by him that I have listened to.
The fact that Bach scores were not orig-
inally marked for interpretation gives
the player great elasticity; that
Beethoven used the “pedal” when play-
ing indicates the dominant mood he
thought fitting for his music. It is no
reflection on Mr. Jacobs, therefore, that
I did not hear him out. On the whole,
however, his anecdotal approach to
music has not as often pierced to the
heart of the matter as one could wish,
and there have been sessions given by
our own people which really did inter-
pret for us the form in which the music
has been cast.

From Myth to History

\VHEREVER you stand in history

the past is immeasurable and
poetic. It cannot be reduced to the
terms of the present, for with both the
poet and the historian the past is fed
into the present through an interpreting
and colouring mind. But with Schlie-
mann’s discovery of Troy I like to think
that poetry is more splendidly authen-
ticated. Troy once a myth is now his-

tory. That city, the seventh Troy, ac-
cording to Denys Page (over 3YC), was
destroyed by fire. Then the site was for
the first time in 2000 years abandoned
by civilised men—-2000 vyears, a mere
pocket tucked away in time's coat, an
epoch longer than ours about which we
have a haystack full of facts. Of this
Troy we know lirtle; and that we owe .
not to a Thucydides but to a Homer,
more shadowy than the walls he wrote
of. Yet upon a seemingly fragile thread
he strung the facts of time to suit his
tale. And this tale waited until surely
the most poetic of all archaeologists,
nursing a childhood vision, established
the grand harmony between the city as
it was and as it existed in Homer's

mind. —Westcliff

Religious Discusston

'I“HE Question Mark discussion “What

has the Church to Say About Its
Own Disunity?” was distinctly superior
to the earlier “Empty Churches” ses-
sion, both in cogency and fluency. How-
ever, the exclusively Protestant com-
position of the panel, implying a rather
special interpretation of ‘“the Church.”
meant that all members took for
granted a conception of “unity” which
is certainly not that of the majority of
the world’s Christians. Why does the
NZBS apparently assume that Catholics
and Jews have nothing to contribute
to religious discussions? The “family
affair” tone of this session limited its
appeal and its effectiveness consider-
ably. For a considerable time I thought
it was going to contain nothing but
propaganda for the World Council of
Churches. Full marks, therefore, to the
chairman, E. K. Braybrooke, for his
realistic approach to the topic. By ask-
ing persistently what the present situa-
tion means to the man in the street,
and by stressing the real differences in
creed and organisation between ‘the

(continued on next page)
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STAGE of deserted stands, dimmed

lights, and three thorough-going
New Zealanders—two of them sawing
away at the final bars of Haydn’s “Fare-
well” Symphony and the third gravely
conducting. This, of course, was War-
wick Braithwaite’s gesture of goodbye
to his New Zealand audiences, and the
two players shaking hands, as it were,
in the music, were Vincent Aspey,
leader of the National Orchestra, and

] Haydn Murray, principal second violin.

The Wellington Town Hall was full,
and there was much enthusiasm.

Somehow or other, Warwick Braith-
waite’s last concert (2¥YX and, last half,
YC link) was typical of the man. He
did not seize the opportunity to glam-
ourise the occasion with a presentation
of “favourite” pieces culled from past
programmes, or to turn on a shower of
musical rockets. Instead, we were given
a good solid slice of listening with a
Sibelius symphony, new to this
gudience, and a big work of Rachman-
inoff’s to chew on. In between was the
cool musicianly playing of Ken Smith
in the Haydn Trumpet Concerto.

One might have thought that this
Haydn Concerto would have been the
pivotal mood of the programme, de-
veloping a festive air, but the rather
sombre Sibelius with only an occa-
sional wan smile, and morbidly roman-
tic Rachmaninoff carried the night,
This was one of the occasions when
one wondered just what was behind the
general lay-out of Mr, Braithwaite’s

The Week’s Music . . . by oweN JEnseN L

programme. But if the basis of his pro-
gramme planning has not always been
clear it can be said that Mr. Braithwaite
has never played down to his audiences.
He seems to have honestly tried to give
pleasure to the greatest possible divers-
ity of taste. Judging by the audiences
during the last two seasons, he has suc-
ceeded in very great measure.

Mr, Braithwaite has worked with the
orchestra as a patient, skilful and en-
thusiastic craftsman. Moreover, he has
been frank with the orchestra, com-
mending his players when they have done
well, yet being ready to put them on
the mat if thev have paid too much
attention to the old New Zealand
motto: “She’ll do!” He has never pre-
tended that the orchestra is better than
it is, but has been sure we appreciate
it when it reaches above itself. And
then, Warwick Braithwaite has con-
stantly emphasised how valuable an
asset we have in the National Orches-
tra, It is ours. As Mr, Braithwaite re-
marked at the final concert, the best
praise we can give the orchestra is to
go along and hear it.

The “Farewell’ Symphony was an ex-
cellent piece of organisation. Players
filed off the stage at the appropriate
times without falling over any of the
impedimenta, and lights were chastely
dimmed. It was as happv a way as any
to say “Cheerio” to Warwick Braith-
waite and, at the same time, “How-do-
you-do” to new _conductor, James

Robertson,
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