
they sold most of their surplus belong-
ings, and for a time took boarcers at
their house in Parnell.
"J remember so well our airy-fairy
style,’ says Aunt Daisy. "We lived and
ate as we had always done, which was
pretty well, but the boarders only paid
about £1 a week, so we didn’t make
any money. And Dad never got a job
again."
AISY kept up the pressure. She
wanted a full-time radio job-with
full-time salary attached. She deluged
the Broadcasting Company of New Zea-
land with letters urging bright new pro-
grammes. She knew just the person to
do them-Daisy Basham. Finally, while
staying. in Wellington with her sister
Katie, she received a letter from A. R.
Harris, the Broadcasting Company’s
general manager. He had been impressed,
he said, by the hundred or so letters he
had received from her. Would Mrs
Basham please come to Christchurch to
see him? He might have a proposition
to make.
With rising excitement, Daisy took
the overnight ferry to Christchurch.
Without pausing to admire the Avon,
the Cathedral, or even the Old English
tradition, she made straight for Mr
Harris’s office. Harris received her
politely and told her bluntly that his
company was in the last year of its
contract with the Government. Hoping
for a renewal, the company was making
a special effort with its gy doarOn Wednesdays 2YA did not broadcast
at all. The job might be just right for
Aunt Daisy. Would she fill the "silent
day"?
Thus began Aunt Daisy’s professional
career. She conducted classical music
programmes on Sunday and Monay
nights, and helped to fill the great
silence of Wednesday with programmes
for children.
At first, Daisy’s musical programmes
consisted mainly of singing. She hed
able assistance with these from Mrs
Wilfred Andrews and Mrs Amy Wood-
ward, but the station’s broadcasts were
notably short of orchestral -and instru-
mental material. The only musicians
broadcasting "live" were Signor Truda
and his Orchestrina. This provoked Mr
Harris into an angry directive:
"Can’t. you get away from this ever-
lasting singing! Mrs So-and-So will now
render such-and-such! It sounds like
melting fat! Get some instrumentalists."
So Daisy rounded up players. She in-
duced Sister Placidus, \of St Mary’s
Convent to allow her best pupils to
broadcast. These youngsters. mostly
violinists, played for the thrill of it.
There was too little money for pay-
ment of fees.
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Amateur performers were sometimes
an embarrassment. "We had to be on
our guard," says Aunt Daisv, "because
people would ring the stu7io and say
what a lovely singer they’d heard the
previous week. A beautiful soprano.
Couldn’t we please put her on the air
again? Clive Drummond would usually
manage to trace the caller, and she’d
be the soprano’s mother, or. sister, or
some other relation!"
To the children’s session Aunt Daisy
introduced the Cheerful Chirpers.
"They weren't organised regularly," she
says, "but the children would come in
and I'd let them sing. I'd write the
words on a_ blackboard. They’d sing
‘White wings, they never grow weary,
they follow me cheerily over the sea.’
And all the old songs, ‘The Old Folks
at Home and ‘Poor Ole Joe.’ Years
afterwards I've had women come up
to me and say, ‘Aunt Daisy, you don’t
remember me, but I was a Cheerful
Chirper.’ "

Borrowed from the famous march of
the American Civil War, the theme
song of the Cheerful Chirpers began-
Listen now to 2YA, we'll sing a cheerful
song; :

Sing itSu a spirit that will start the
world along;

For now.the children’s session’s more than
twenty-thousand strong;
Big friends and little friends’ of Rad-io.
Broadcasting was growing, too. Many
of its defects had been overcome. It
was becoming the powerful medium
that was to breed a new race of politi-
cians said to have one ear to the
ground, the other glued to the radio,
and nothing whatever in between. As
with television in our day, certain
highbrows condemned radio as an opiate
that dulled the finer senses. The com-
pact majority saved to buy a set, some-
times paid a licence fee, and tuned in
to whatever was going. From the coun-
try’s most powerful station, 2YA, they
often heard an_ enthusiastic woman’s
fluent conversation. Aunt Daisy was
on her way up.
(To be continued)

Ask Aunt Daisy!
WhY NOT FOLLOW AUNT DAISY'S ADVICE AND
ORDER YOUR "LISTENER" IN ADVANCE?
One way of doing this is to fill in the coupon below and
become a postal subscriber.
THE PUBLISHER,
P.oj BOX 6098, WELLINGTON:
I ENCLOSE REMITTANCE FOR 13/-

NAME:

ADDRESS.
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OUR SINCERE BEST WISHES
In 21 years ofbroadcasting;Aunt Daisyhas brought pleasure to many, many thousands of
listeners. She has becomemore thansimplya radio voice:she hasbecomea friendwhovisits
nearlyeveryhome in thelandwithwise,kind, honesthelpand advice. Thehomelytruthofthematter is thateveryone has a softspot forAuntDaisy.
Theyknow, too, thatwhateverproductAuntDaisyrecommendsbearsherpersonalapproval,which means thatshe has tried icand likes it. Thispersonalapprovalincludes,ofcourse, the
Cadbury rangeoffineproducts
Cadbury'S are veryhappy to havebeenassociatedwith AuntDaisyindailybroadcasts for21
yearsandtheyhopethatthisassociationwill continue formanyyearsco come:

TadthunyIAudsonSCdt
DUNEDIN


