NEW RELEASES ....

Star - studded new releases from the world's leading
studios — the world’s foremost recording artists.

COLUMBIA-HIS MASTER'S VOICE

CAPITOL-DECCA-PARLOPHONE

LONDON-VOGUE-M.G.M. and
REGAL ZONOPHONE

.GUY LOMBARDO &

HIS ROYAL CAN-

ADIANS entertain on
CAPITOL

GUY
LGMBARDO

Sweethearts on Parade;
Winter

GUY LOMBARDO IN HI-FI

Boo Hoo;
Wonderland; Humoresque;
Everywhere You Go; Petite Waltz;
Frankie and Johnny; The Third Man
Theme; Enjoy Yourself; Coquette;

Tales from the Vienna Woods; Blue
Skirt Waltz; St Louis Blues; Seems

Like Old Times; My Gal Sal; Auld

Lang Syne - - - W.-738.

THE WIZARD OF OZ—

Soundtrack Recordings brought

. to

M.G.M. feature Judy Garland, Ray
Bolger, Bert Lahr, Jack Haley, Frank
Morgan, with the M.G.M. Studio
Orchestra and Chorus, in soundtrack
recordings from the film. All the
favourites are there: Over the Rain-
bow; If I Only Had a Broin; We're
Off to See the Wizard—and so on.

MGM-02-7516.
PAUL WHITEMAN'S
FIFTIETH ANNI-
VERSARY
%I/%Iﬂ”’
30" Assiicursary
<Y N 3

1ouny Doy
HMEY QoY

ORIANAL ANVYIE MRS
ey w2 Al Eoder « Moy S
BN Mes(E WOMY CAAMICHALL
MR T2 0i4nDE N PR
* PWL WTEM AR~ M Omr AR

THESE, AND OTHER NEW RELEASES ARE
NOW AT YOUR H.M.V. RECORD COUNTER.

HIS MASTER’S VOICE (N.Z)
P.O. Box 296, Wellington; P.0. Box

P.O. Box 708, Christchurch,

you by M.G.M.

Paul Whiteman and his Orchestra;
Bing Crosby, Hoogy Carmicheel;
Tommy Dorsey; Joe Venuti . . .
Rhopsody in Blue; How High the
Moon-—and a host of other top-
favourite numbers, in presentation
box with iftustrated booklet.

OCLP. 7507/8.

LYD.,
1931, Auckland;

HIS MASTIRS VOICE"
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The House That Puhch Built

SHORT but lively chapter
Ain the history of Punch was

closed recently when Mr
Malcolm Muggeridge decided to
resign the editorship. He is said
to have told the proprietors
(when he was being appointed)
that he had never cared much for
the journal: he thought it “stuffy,
weakly collaborationist in poli-
tics, muffled in comment, handi-
capped by fear of causing
offence.” ‘The proprietors were
not intimidated, and Mr Mugger-
idge entered cheerfully upon his
revolution. But Punch is old, and
has absorbed many shocks; it may
well be that, whatever his per-
sonal reasons for wanting to es-
cape from Bouverie Street, the
editor was influenced a little by
the realisation that his revolution
was over.

As the author of a recent his-
tory of the journal pointed out,
Punch after three years of Mr
Muggeridge was more like the old
Punch than it had been after
three months of him. A magazine
that has been published for 116
years has a massive resistance to
change. “I tried in my five years,”
said Mr Muggeridge, “to make
Punch a kind of radical, un-
respectable, impish paper with no
inherent respect for the estab-
lished social order.” This sounds
very much as if he were trying to
make it over in his own image.
True, Punch had been radical
before, The Oxiord Companion to
English Literature describes it as
an illustrated weekly comic
veriodical, founded in 1841; at
first a rather strongly Radical
paper, but gradually coming
round to its present attitude.” The
“present” in this context was
1932, when the Companion was
first published; and the descrip-
tion, although sadly imprecise in
a book of such authority, indi-
cates the peculiar status the
journal had reached. Punch was
a national institution: its “present
attitude” was common knowledge,
and needed no explanation. .

Yet it is surprising to discover
how many peovle find Punch not
to their taste. There must be large

numbers of supporters: even a
national imstitution, if it wuses
newsprint, must make money to
survive, But Punch has always
had a flavour of its own which
could not please the million. It is
not, as some have said, a social
history; too many aspects of life
have found no vplace in its
columns. For many years its
appeal was directed to the upper
middle class; and today, when the
middle classes are fallen upon
hard times, it helps to preserve
an illusion of gentility which
gratifies the innate snobbishness
of the English. Even the satire is
slanted delicately towards readers
who may like to feel that they
could not enjoy it without some
training in the graces of living,
The English are most baffling to
the rest of the world when they
seem to be laughing at them-
selves. What really happens,
however, is that they laugh at
other people a little outside their
own class or circle; and this trait,
which gives them a reputation for
urbanity and tolerance, hags
helped Punch to prosper.

Under Mr Muggeridge’s editor-
ship the illusions faded a little.
The laughter took a cutting edge,
and sometimes — especially when
it was raised against Sir Anthony
Eden — became savage. There
were complaints, too, that the
cartoons were often unfathom-
able. But the influence of the
New Yorker could be detected
before Mr Muggeridge arrived;
the economical drawings which
tell the story, with little or no
need of a caption, are as much of
this age as is the music which up-
sets our more sedate correspond-
ents. The odd thing about Punch
is that these drawings, some of
them nearing the edge of lunacy,
have been absorbed into the
journal without affecting its
character, In spite of Sprod and
Ronald Searle,, it remains a
national institution. The nation
changes; editors come and go; but
the need of an institution remains,
and it still seems to be English

even (or perhaps especially)
when it is least comprehensible.
~—M.H.H.
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