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Radio Review

CHEERS FOR
CLAUSON
| SUPPOSE almost everyone this weekwill be writing about William
Clauson. And why not? For if ever a
visiting artist deserves to be known to
the ordinary concert-goer, it is surely
this wholly engaging and amazingly
gifted Swedish-American balladist. It
has been said that Anna Russell recom-
mended him to the NZBS; it is easy to
understand why, for William Clauson
shares her gift for getting on the right
side of an audience. Anybody who could
persuade an Auckland audience-per-
haps the most inhibited: of any south
of Greenland-to sing the accompani-
ment to a Mexican song has the real
entertainer’s magic. To appreciate what
a superb actor, comedian and artist
William Clauson is, you have to see him
in the flesh. But even on the air, his
flexible, smooth, well-trained voice, his
exceptional enunciation and his com-
mand of many languages stamp him as
a paragon among folk singers. Unlike
the usual balladist, too, he is no mere
strummer, but an accomplished guitar-
ist. Few singers of any kind have such
a varied repertoire-Irish, Swedish,
American, even Chinese, and above all,
Latin American songs, the latter high
points in some of the most delightful
concerts to hit the air this year.

Back to the Golden Age
---

HEN the Golden Age of Opera
series ended last year, although I,
with many others, deeply regretted its
suspension, I had the faint fear that,
when resumed, it might be scraping the
bottom of the barrel. I am delighted to
report that, judging by the first pro
gramme last Monday, the session is, if
anything, better than ever. George
Perry’s script was more informative,
analytical and critical than before; and
the selection of discs was exceptionally
fine. Caruso and Ponselle are old friends,--5

but what a revelation it was to hear an
exquisite Valvé recording of 1907, with
pure bird-like notes cutting through the
stormy fuzz. Listeners new to this ses-
siom need warning that the condition of
most of the discs makes one lament
that these great voices preceded hi-fi
techniques. The Golden Age programmes
would probably drive a hi-fi fan gaga.
Yet it is surprising how clearly some
of the voices come through; for myself,I find in these records the same, perhaps
slightly perverse, pleasure as I do in
reading Victorian novels in early edi-
tions, yellowing, dog-eared, foxed pages,
indifferent type, bad margins and all,In both cases, anyhow. the real stuff is
there. J.C. R.
True Confessions
Y present listening to The Confes.
sions of a Postwoman, by "Mrs A.
of Poplar Hill," from 2YA’s Women’s
Session is my second. It has confirmed
an opinion formed at the first that on
their qwn level these are the best-con-
ceived talks I have heard this year. The
level is domestic, but not low. It’s not
merely that they are written with
humour and finesse and an observant
eye, but that in addition they are so
human and so honest. Not many people
would confess that their reaction to
daily meeting with ugly, dirty, neglected
children was irritation and dislike rather
than pity. Not that I take her self-
denigration at its face value, but there
may be some truth in it, I’ve men-
tioned before that Agnes Merton is not
my idea of a postwoman, but the fact
that so much flavour comes through is
a tribute to her reading. I’m left won-
dering about this Mrs, A. One thing I
know-‘"Poplar Hill" is a subterfuge.
Not only does Mrs A. ride a bicyclebut she never even needs to get off and
push. Her round was obviously as flat
as a pancake, or as Christchurch.

The Innocence ofElinor Glyn
AXVUAHER recent Women's Sessionoffering was a BBC portrait of
Elinor Glyn. It began with a lush read-

(continued on next page)

The Week's Music... ] SEBASTIAN
* +

EARLY every day produces some-
thing worthwhile in music now-
adays. The Fallots continue to give us
a fine variety of chamber music with
impeccable taste-last good perform-
ances included Brahms’s E Minor and
F Sonatas, complex pieces of organisa-
tion that sounded clear and logical, as
though balanced by a musical funambu-
list on the rope of reason. Then there
is William Clausen, now here in person
to sing us the lore of many lands (YA,
YC link): in live performance he is
even more vital than his recordings
suggest, and in Latin American types
of music his prowess is unexcelled. This
is first-rate entertainment, for all alti-
tudes of brow.
Last year I noticed Arthur Honegger’s
symphonic psalm King David; and it
has now had its third local perform-
ance (YC link), this time from the
Royal Christchurch Musical Society and
the National Orchestra under the un-
flagging baton of Nicolai Malko, whose
influence on the performers seems to be
a revivifying one, and who can produce
marvellous tone from unlikely scores, as
we heard on this occasion. Brass and
percussion are pre-eminent, typifying in
sound the primitive nature of the work,
and these departments were at their
best, with good style and shorn of rough
rhythmic edges. It is odd that with

os
similar subjects, attacked in similar
manner, this work should be so totally
different from Walton’s Belshazzar’s
Feast. The latter is more barbaric and
gorgeous, holding in it more of pagean-
try and less of emotion, and at the
same time is closer knit as a whole.
King David, on the other hand, stands
for the human story as much as that of
tribe or religion, and its voices are
human voices, and not so much mere
specialised instruments.
Sybil Phillipps, Mary Pratt and
Robin Gordon were all outstanding in
their solo parts, which are by no means
easy or grateful to sing. So also the
choir, which throbbed, rejoiced and
lamented with fine rhetorical effect.
Special mention to the narrator, William
Austin, whose chanted tones cast en-
chantment, and on whose integrity of
performance depended the integrity of
the work. Occasionally there was a cer-
tain monotony of utterance that became
irksome against its emphatic back-
ground, but I feel this is mainly the
fault of the composer; and with such
telling rendering as that of the lament
for Saul and Jonathan (or the earlier
episode at Endor) I cannot quarrel: at
the time it seemed impossible that these
words could be treated in any other
way. A most impressive performance
this, with credit fo all concerned.


