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¢ INGING.with savage and bit-

ter pride, “Scum, scum, scum
of the. ecarth, Here we come,”
Author P. C. Wren's French
Foreign Legionnaires, who march-
ed on to the films some years ago,
now march on to the air. Radio’s
version of “Beou Geste,” to be
" heard from the four N.Z. com-
mercial stations, is @ good pro-
duction.

By
JACK DAW

TR

S regular as the economic Lycle of boom,
burst and depression, there is a steady pro-
cession these days of book, film and radio.
The book booms, the film, in the hands of
some gargantuan producer like Mr. de Mille—whom
God preserve, since he has given us some of the
funniest work on the screen since Charlie Chaplin
-—the film, one may say, sometimes bursts, bur
the radio version fortunately does not always end

in depression.
Latest work to fail

N.Z. RADIO RECORD -

Friday, July 1, 1938.

i

ON THE SANDS AT BONDI.

o o Australian Radio Players who posed for this ;irhotograf)h are

wuich more veal on tka it

By a stroke of luck he was not week-ending in
Patagonia or Tibet or the deserts of Morocco. Ile
was found in England. . >

Two days after the first cable had been -
sent from Melbourne, P. C. Wren's reply was
received, Hal Percy had written the script for
‘the opening, and “Beau Geste” was in produc-
tion for its early debut. ‘

. N spite of the suspi-
cious speed with

into Upe and go throngh
the march of this eycle
of book, film and radio
version is “Beau Geste,”
by P. C. Wren, noted
author, who left Oxford
to become &ailor, navvy,

TR

L"_JGIONS OF
E LOST

which the making of
the production was be-
gun, it is not possible to
fault it.

Hearing the pre-
view in the Dbitter weu-
ther of last week, one
could not help but feel

tramp, ‘schoolmaster,
journalist, farm
labourer, explorer,

sowmething of gratitude

hunter and slum-dwell-
ing costermonger,

STILI 1mdln<r life dull after all this, P, C. Wren lirst

joined o c¢rack Bxitish cavalry wglmeut. and  then
enlisted with the Freuch Foreign chlon Thereafter life
became a4 good deal lesg dull tor nmm ather people in
the world.

For, years later, whcn he was wounded iu louxt -Africa
fighting with the British forees in the World War, he bg-
gan to write hiz famous geries of storie‘s on the Forel
Legion, . )

RAJ_)IOb verslon of “Beau (;este,” the most faumowus of

these tglés, is now to be heard from the Commercial
stafiong in. the four New Zedland centres, It beging at
C1ZB and 8ZB on July 4, and at 2ZB and 4ZB on July 11

Judged by the eplsodes I heard in 4 radio preview
lust week, it will be as keenly followed in the radio as it
hits been iu print and on the films,
trallun cast and seript-written by Hal Perey, it makes
4 first-rate thriller, faithful to the text und to the hool’s
Lxgtmg splnt

HERE is even a pule reflection of filmland’s hustle
(compare Gordon Mirdims's recent “Record” story of
Sam Goldwyn saying “Get me Budapest” to the telephone
operator in New York) In the manner in which the radio
Vea.e.iou hegzm

PG Wren ig a world traveller. The Australian radio
producers for ajtatimi-BAW wanted the radie righty of
“Bedu Geste” in a hurry to replace the serial “For the
;:Il;erm of Hls Natural Life” They had trouble in Anding

., N

Ay inoa uowl, ‘Lud
- listener,

Produced by an Aus-

‘do not move,

-men do not move,
. major seeg the kepi of one of

to the Commercial ser-
vice fur choosing the

tule of heat and desert sands for our New Zealand winter

rather than g story of Anturctic exploration.

VTLH {ochuique is literary, the scene chunging from pluee

o pluce and frow time to time, as freely and casily
Lhappily, without any contusion to the

At tirst one is in (e train with ’\L;Jox Jde Bou_;ouluis of

-he ¥reucl Foreign leglor, and his friend, Colonel Law-

rence. ‘The bells ring and the englue whistles, and then, as-

the long journey goes ou—utrd the train rattles most con-
vincingly over the sleepers—the Major beging to tell his
friend a fale of mystery, of 4 handful of stricken men in
a1 North African fort, and an “oflivier, mon ami, who lay

dead in the hour of victm‘y, wost strangely murliex"ed L

1 this doesn't nia_ke youw prick your ears, told in thé'

fascinating voiece of Major de Boujoulaig, with a few
Irench words lke ‘“officier” thrown in that -makes you

e

think your koowledge of the Fremch lunguuge is pretty -

give you & fine amount of enjoyment

The fascinating voice of the major fadeg’ out, and
the scene flashes back to that sirange Dusiness in the
desert. The major ig leading his leglonnaires to the reliet
of a French fort attacked by Arabs, After a forced march

- he sees the fort through his field-glasses, with men min-
The men

ning every post at the embr'xsureﬁ in the Wnlls

Two shers sound from the iort, but atlll the bllent
And then, through his fleld-glasses, the
(Continued on page 37.)

_goud uafter all, then you ure missing something which can



