
Do We Really Listen?
An article by M. Whitaker-Wilson

cine

a noted English musician
(published in "Wireless Magazine") on an art which few of

us veally possess---the art of listening.

T is an extraordinary coin-
cidence that the word "lis-
ten" and the word "loud"
come from the same source,
"Listen," in Anglo-Saxon,
was once hiistan, from
hlust, the ear; "loud" was
originally hlud-and both

’ words are derived from the
Groek yerb kluo, to hear, So that we
ought, one would think, to "listen" to
our "loud’’-speakers,

we we doing so? Do we give the
at ion to-at least-the better type
ts) usic that is broadcast for our
benefit?
Those Musical Evenings!
T is not so long since the days when
we used to congregate in the

houses of our friends to endure that
form of purgatory known as the musi-
eal evening. We all remember how
everyone was expected to do something,
whether they were qualified or not-to play, to sing, or to recite. It was
generally a case of the survival of the
"fittest in the audience, and often
amongst the "artistes" also.
So far as the latter were concerned
only he (or she) who had_ sufficient
personality (or effrontery) .to "getover" could restrain the audience from
continuing its conversation as if noth-
ing had happened to make it do other-
Wise.
v&, A pianist stood not even the prover-bial dog’s chance; he generally had to
perform upon an upright piano on
‘which ornaments and photo-frames
rattled their disapproval, and was
forced to be seated with his back -to
his hearers. No matter what he played
or how he played it,\the audience ac-
companied him vocally with loud and
animated conversation.
The vocal aspirant fared a little bet-
ter; he could at least face his audi-
ence (so long as he knew his wordsor had an extra copy of the song) and
generally managed to keep his victimsin better order.
They were queer days, those; the
seeds of a bad habit were undoubtedly
sown, and we, in these enlightened
times, are reaping what others sowedfor us. We are not listening.If we go to the opera, of course, we
are made to listen. We dare not do

Se
yo The man is not yet born
ould dare to light a cigarette or

chew’ chocolate during the perform-ance of an opera.I suppose it is only reasonable torealise that one is more at libertywhere wireless musie is concerned be-
cause one is at home (or in someone
else’s home) and because, as one can-not see or be seen, it does not greatlysignify.
When we like somebody, we may findourselves at a loss; we cannot recall
him. But when we do not like him,we can rudely push in the knob which
controls our set and consign him to thefour coruers of +*e earth.
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Natural Carelessness?
|PERHAPS it is only natural that weshould become careless in themat-ter. Being at home, amid domestic
influences, we may find ourselves lis-
tening to a Beethoven symphony while

the table is being laid or the dog being
washed, All the same, I am not sure
that it is really good for us, We can
easily take a bath and take in most
of a foxtrot without either losing the
soap or blowing up the geyser; but we
cannot take in a Beethoven symphony
and do something else at the same
time. It simply cannot be done,

Yor this vere reason there is some-
thing to be said for earphones; we do
stand some chance of keeping our
ear on the ball, so to speak. Of course,if we begin reading novels at the same
time the less said the better, I have
seen that done,
With a loud-speaker we are apt to
do things by halves. My study of
psychology tells me that this is not
food; one of the operations must suf-
fer; but any remarks which follow
here must be taken, of course, to apply
only to serious music, I hasten to
add that I do not wish to appear to
belong to the section of the public gen-
erally known by the name of high-
brow; I appreciate fully the uses of
light music,
In Great Value.

THAT generally heard in a restaur-ant, if suitably subdued, is of great
value. It mingles with our conversa-
tion; it forms a misty mirage to our
musings,; it is incidental music to our
unwritten plays. If it becomes definiteit also becomes a nuisance! It inter-
feres with our conversation and prob-
ably with our digestion also.SUITES

The wireless is just the reverse; our
untimely conversation interferes with
our reception and "digestion" of it.It is unreasonable to suppose that we
ean be expected to remain in one posi
tion for the whole of an evening-even
though we do so at a concert; but it is
quite within the dictates.of common
sense to suggest-as a piece of psy

chology-that if we study the pro-
grammes and take the trouble to select
some attractive-looking item and
listen to it, we shall derive consider-
able benefit from the mental activity
involved.
There used to be a notice in the corri-
dors outside the studios of the London
broadcasting station to the effect thatif the words of a song were not said,
and well said, the song was lost. The
injunction was obviously intended,
from the B.B.C. point of view, for the
broadcaster; it would have been a tru-
ism to have written: "Say your words
so that your audience cannot avoid
hearing them, remembering that very
few really listen,"
Straining-to Train.

Not so many of us care to listen-by which I mean that we act as
though we imagined that it is as in-
jurious to strain the ears as it is to
strain the eyes in an indifferent lightIt is not so. The more the ears are
strained the more they are trained,
consequently the more acute they be-
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eome. If we wish to hear the grass
grow we must begin by hearing the
wind in the grass first,
There is no doubt that we are bee
coming so used to wireless transmis-
sion that we are falling into the habit
of turning it on during meals, during
periods when our friends visit us, and
during the evenings we spend alone
with an attractive novel.I do not attempt to try to persuade
you (or myself) that there is any
actual harm in it; but I do feel in-
clined to urge that we ought to make
suitable selections from the broadcast
repertory for occasional serious listen-
ing.
If I may presume to preach to those
who know so much more about wire-
less construction than I do myself, and
who build sets from what I want to
call recipes, it will be to suggest thatit is easily possible to become so inter-
ested in the reception in the technical
sense that the reception in the artistic
sense is practically missed altogether.I know more than one man thus
affected. I know an enthusiast who
has (I believe) a- five-valve set of
considerable power. He can, appar-
ently, "get" every station on earth;
he has a small fleet of loudspeakers
in the room where ‘his sets live; and
what he does not know about. wireless
from that point of view is scarcely
knowledge.
Yet he never takes the trouble to
remember the name of a work or of
its composer; to recognise’ a composer
by the style of his music; to remember
the name of more than one singer in
ten, or to take the slightest interest
in the quality of what he hears from
the artistic point of view. He has
developed an absorbing interestinwire-
less, not in wireless art.I suppose he would say that I am
just the opposite. I confess to abys-
mal ignorance of wireless technically.I know what to do to my set if it will
not do what I want it-up to a point.I fidget with the knobs until the thing
stops howling like a diseased dervish
and music floats into the room. When
the tone is satisfactory I settle down
and
listen. I ean honestly say I do
that.
The Influence of Music.
THINK the whole ‘point of view
may be summarised in this way:
music was not written by fools, nor
yet for fools. Music is a powerful in-
fluence, one of heaven’s greatest gifts
to earth. We can now send it from
the flood into the world’s end; we can
eall the world; we can speak, . sing,
and play to millions. It is a bit of a
thrill, when we come to think of it.
We should not be the intelligent race
we are if we were deprived of art.
But because it is unseen, and additional
strain is thereby imposed upon us, there
is no argument for our not standing
up against that strain. After all, it is
only for the time being.I say that advisedly, for the time
is coming, slowly but none the lesa

The Rainbow
WHEN earth was in tts dawningIn ages long ago,
Betwixt the sun and rain-cloud
The rain god wrought a bow.
"Twas hewn from precious jewels,
And woke mad greed in man,
He sought it out and shattered it,
He fought about and scattered tt,
Thus precious stores began.
The god was filled with sorrow,
He made a bow again,
He fashioned it from sunlight,
From sunlight and the ran,
And laid a spell upon tt,
This glorious arch of gleams,
That made it as intangible,
Untouchable as dreams.
The spell was laid for ever,
The spell endureth siill,
For vainhow ever hovere ~
Beyond the nearest hill, D.P.


