BETWEEN the ordinary man -ond women of
gveryday life ond the realm of the outside
worid, where men sweat and werk, there is o
thick curtain. Teo-day, everywhere in the world,
radio is lifting the curtein. In the States, film
camerg-men foke snapshots of sound of actual
events end broedcost them from radio stations
over the air. They take recordings of inter-
views with wctors in the countiess dremas of
everyday life and build these into their stories of
actugl happenings. Through careful, detailed
work, vadio con build in the listener's imaging-
tion the texture of the life thet is all ebout him.
For me, last week, it lifted the curtsin on an
ordingry everydeay, thrilling drama of the sea.

USBAND and wife in any typical suburban
home at breakfast. Wife's voice is heard
singing in the kitchen. Husband rapidly skim-
ming the morning newspaper. Wife enters.

Wife: Any news in the paper ?

Hushand (running triue to form): Nothing much.
(Then, grudgingly.)  Shipping is striking  rough
weather. The Monmouth is meeting a gale and wilf
be late at Panama. I must get along to the office.
Where’s sny hat?

Flash baek to the Monmouth.

sound, for three ua.m.
the timbery creak,
) Two men are shouting on the bridge--a mate and a
Junior officer,  Their voicos ring ol agaiust (he wild
haekground of sound thaf makex the ming instanily lorm
4 pleture of a4 curgo stoamor fu the hitter Atlantic, riding
the great hump-backed seus,

Tirst anate: Look out, there's a green
thaiz_steoring’. quarter. Don’t let her yawl,

Junior officer: It's ay dark as fthe inside of a4 cow I
hate not heing able to see in this weather.

The Monmouth's hells
The wind howls i the rigging and

one,  Watch

rPJIIh‘ i how radio takes (he ghost of yon out of the vony
7 reoom Ik which you sit hefore the fire pod plunges you,
thousands of miles nway, into the ship in the middle of the
Atlantic, in the new NB® production, “Behind the News,”
graphie scascape that will bo heard from Station 2XD on
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 Briday; June 17,-1938.

June 26, and after from the main National stations,

It tells a story that is almost as old as the sea itself,
without heroics, and with a care for detail that gives an
authentic ring to every word.

MTHI odd thing about it is that it is almost as com-
monplace a story of the lonely places of the sea as
a traffic jam in the crowded places of the city. It hap-
pens time and time again.,
News of it appears hriefly in a newspaper para-
graph, But bebind that paragraph liex g vivid story of

courage and hardship that, like most stories of everyday,

courage, is dumwb and unadvertised.

Undil some artist like Kipling seizes on if, grapples
with it in words’ that are hard come by, and let's you
seo the whoele fine scene that lies foo often always hid-
den behing the eurtain.

T this produetion, sepript swritten by *Taftrail® and
aetedd and produced by the NBN, radio lifts the eurtain,
The view for all seamen--and for all Jandsmen with o
spurk ol life in them as well—is decidedly worth getting,

FIMIE Monmouth is ploughing through the seas, at a lei-
surely gait. She is settling down to ride out the storm.
From the bridge, the scene goes to the captain’s ehart-room.
Silence in there, An astonishing silence, shut away
from-the raging ot ihe sea. There's no sound in the chart-
room except for the vibration of the ship's engites, marvel-
lously reproduesd.
A sort of rapt expression eame over the faee of the
“man-whe-had-been-te-sen,” who was lisfening with me
o the vreview.
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