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Present for Your Entertainment the
Incomparable LIBERACE

Liberace who began his musical
career at the age of four was born
in  Milwaukee
Italien father and a Polish mother.
It was after many appearances as @
Concert Soloist and Recitalist that
Liberace felt he was reaching only
a limited audience by confining his
music to the old masters. The late
Jan Paderewski, world renowned
pianist, also encouraged Liberace
to appeal to all musical tastes,
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Since then Liberace has become a

tremendous favourite

LIBERACE

. oo
in Hotels, =

Supper Clubs, Theatres, Radio and Television, as well as on the Concert

Plotform.

His unique ability to orient his art to suit any audience has prompted

critics to compare him with as varied a selection of entertainers as

Arthur Rubinstein, Bing Crosby, Alec Templeton, and Al Jolson, all

rolled into one! It's no wonder that one New York critic stated: “’Liberace

can’'t be described in cold print; he’s got to be seen or heard to be
. appreciated.”’

Check the following list of favourites. They are available
now at Philips Record Retailers throughout New Zealand.
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PHILIPS . . . FAMOUS ALSO FOR LAMPS,

““The Rosary,” “Easter Parade.”

“‘Beer Barrel Polka,”” “’12th Street Rag.”

“Ave Maria,” “Xmas Medley.”

““The Doll Dance,” “’Cucaracha Boogie.”

“"Polonaise in A Major,” “Moonlight Sonata” (for relegse
tate March).

“Oh Promise Me,” *'I Love You Truly,”
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The Lives

EFLECTIONS on the situation
of the artist in New Zealand
were included recently in a

review of E. H, McCormick’s book,
The Expatriate. The subject, too
interesting to be left alone, has
been taken a little further in a
letter on the opposite page. It may

i be true, as Mr. McCormick sug-

gested, that New Zealand has not
earned the right to be proud of
Frances Hodgkins; but this sort of
charge can be laid against older
societies than our own. Unless the
artist is able to face loneliness and
neglect, he is clearly unequal to
the struggle before him. That at
least is the impression to be taken
from biographies of writers and
painters.

Artists are valuable members of
any community; but many aspir-
ants are rejected in the rather cruel
process that leads to occasional
achievement. No talent is clearly
recognisable until a body of work
has been produced which demands
critical attention. The public is
blamed for apathy, but a shallow
and dispersed interest in the arts
is a feature of our whole civilisa-
tion, and not just of life in New
Zealand. Even among the educated
minority there is inevitably a gap
between critical and public ap-
proval. Neglect has the look of
tragedy when it is seen in retro-
spect, against the full story of effort
and performance. In some minds,
however, it is*an element of the
creative process. Recognition is
often withheld for many years, per-
haps a lifetime; yet the true writer
does not cease to write, or the artist
to paint. Creative minds seem to
require conflict, and in New Zea-
land, where material goods are
highly regarded, it may be no acci-
dent that writers often take their
friction from a society which
ignores them. In doing so, they are
closer than they realise to the
people they sometimes condemn.

There are, however, various
kinds of artists. Some are stimu-
lated by a feeling of “apartness”
they look down upon the crowd,
and every new instance of neglect

of Artists

merely confirms their self-approval.
Others are mnervous about the
people with whom, presumably,
they are trying to communicate.
They conceal themselves as much
as possible, and after disclosing
their inmost thoughts are alarmed
if any interest is shown in their
private lives. Others are morbidly
dependent on public notice. If they
are being discussed, with approval
or censure, they feel again a re-
assuring sense of their own iden-
tity. There have even been writers
and painters with neuroses so
deeply hidden that the world has
mistaken them for shrewd men of
business, calm in judgment, and
with no more than their fair share
of vanity. Some of these people,
known collectively as artists, are
not easy to help: they are sensitive
and proud, and inclined to go
astray in their private fantasies. In
the past there was not much hope
for them in New Zealand: hut
today they have better prospects.

Their main handicap, the small-
ness of the market, is one for which
the country itself is not responsible.
Even so, poets have been known
to sell several hundred copies of
their books; and poets in England,
writing for a large population, can-
not do much better, Complaints
are made that our dramatists are
not heard often enough in radio,
and there is an implication that
playwrights of great potential
merit are being turned away by a
callous Broadcasting Service, The
simple truth is that very few plays
of any value are offered. Scholar-
ships in music and painting are
now plentiful; and if expenditure
is not as large as some people
would like it to be, it can be
claimed that the principle of State
patronage is firmly established.
Men and women can make their
way in the arts—not easily, but
with advantages that would have
delighted their forerunners, And in
the meantime it may be wiser to
forget the dream of an eager and
responsive public. There would be
something very much wrong with
our artists if in thought and ex-
pression they were not a step
ahead of everyone else.

N.Z. LISTENER, MARCH 18, 1955.



