CAMERAS "(All makes)

MINIATURE CAMERAS
(Precison type)

PHOTO ACCESSORIES

Invest the money in your National War Savings Account!

KobAKk

292 Lambton Quay, Wellingt.

FOR
CASH

Other people want what
you don’t want—so sell
your old Camera and dis-
used Photo Apparatus for
SPOT CASH! Enquire
today.

METAL TRIPODS
CINE-KODAKS

BINOCULARS

NEW
e LTD.
481 Colombo Strast, Christchureh.,

1562 Quaeen Street, Auckland.

162 Princes Street, Dunedin. 498

IF YOU PREFER PASTE-USE

NORTONS

PREMIER PASTE
FOR PRESERVING EGGS < LEMONS
175 AS SUCCESSFUL AS NORTONS
. FANOUS LIQUID EGG PRESERVER -

PAIN IN FEET,
LEGS, HEELS?

Tired, aching feet; rheu-
matic-like foot and leg
pains; callouses or sore
heels —these are signs of
weak or fallen arches,
Dr. Scholl’s Arch Supports and exercise
give relief by removing the cause, muscular
and ligamentous strain, and
help restore
your arches
to normal
Expertly fit-
ted at all Dr,
Scholl dealers.

I
UPPORTS

"Cold Gone"

Thousands of New Zealanders
for many generations have
reported "Cold Gone” ofter
taking * Boxters* plus com=

) geness
wblﬂt. A“Mm:‘of::’:”v aof
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monsense precautions, Stick to
“Baxters,” the proved popuiar
remedy for young and oid.

BAXTERS LTD,

#02 Colombo Street,
Christchurch,

BAXTERS

LUNG PRESERVE
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Film Reviews by G.M,

SPEAKING

MRS. PARKINGTON
(M-G-M)
T would be a good idea if
avery now and then all of us—

and especially the critics—took

& long holiday from picture-

going, As it is there is a real
danger that, through constant attend-
ance at the movies, we are subjecting
ourselves to the “hypnosis of mediocrity.”
Any critical standards we may have are
being insidiously undermined, not be-
cause we are seeing a succession of films
which are intolerably bad, but because
week aftor week we are seeing films
which are not bad at all—but none of
which is quite as good as it ought to be.
If they were intolerable we could reject
them outright and take to crossword
puzzles or politics as an alternative diver-
sion, but every time we do accept them
—“Oh well, it’s quite enjoyable. Nothing
startling you know, but quite the best
thing on in town, and certainly better
than that show last week”—every time
we do accept such films our critical facul-
ties are washed away by just that frac-
tion. Familiarity breeds not contempt,
but tolerance. That is why I suggest that
long movie holidays would be good for
all of us, because when we came back
we would probably realise how far from
being worth while are some of the pic-
tures which are now accepted as world-
beaters. '

* * *

HESE thoughts occurred to me on
seeing Mrs. Parkington. To many
people they may seem ungenerous
thoughts because this really is a very
competent production, handsomely
mounted, very well acted in parts, and
with quite an interesting story, But that,
of course, is precisely the reason why I
think it necessary to express them. You
have to be specially on guard with a
film like Mrs. Parkington. There is so
much surface brilliance; you sit Iooking
at it fascinated while Messrs. M.G.M.
keep making the familiar passes in front
of your face and repeating the accus-
tomed formulae; and soon you are in a
happy state of hypnotic trance, quite
ready to accept the general proposition
that you are watching a work of art and
any other parficular suggestions that the
producer cares to put forward.

I was pretty well under the influence
myself until that scene where Greer
Garson, as the innocent country girl of
the ’nineties on her honeymoon in a
luxurious suite with the dashing Major
Parkington (Walter Pidgeon) asks with
wide-eyed wonder, “Is that really gas-
light?” As he reached up to turn off the
light I had murmured to myself the
next line of dialogue before he could
utter it-—“It was gaslight.” Somehow thst
cliché broke the spell for me, and when
the Major & few scenes later revealed
himself as another of those husbands
who don’t know they are soon to become
fathers until the news is touchingly re.
vealed to them, I was, so to speak, wide
awake. Perhaps that conventional display

CANDIDLY

of ignorance was true to period, but the
Major, after all, was supposed to be
very much a man-of-the-world, and any-
body who was such an expert at rune
ning Wall Street and bringing business
competitors to ruin and suicide would
surely not have been so surprised that
Nature was taking its course in another
way. And then there was that episode
where Mrs. Parkington goes off to Eng-
land to rescue her gallant Major from
the clutches of the titled beauty who has
become the mistress of his luxurious
household, and presumably of his bed-
chamber, during the hunting season.
Edward Prince of Wales is here intro-
duced as the fairy godfather who dise
poses of the cuckoo in the nest by sum-
marily ordering her to become a lady-
in-waiting to Mamma Victoria. On the
ground of irreverence towards sacred in-
stitutions, some picturegoers may ob~
ject to Hollywood’s frivolous treatment
of Edward, but that wasn't what wor-
ried me: in fact, I enjoyed Cecil Kella-
way’s handling of the royal role. What I
did find hard to stomach was the pro-
position that Mamma Victoria would
have accepted so dubious a character
into her retinue at Edward’s simple re-
quest. = * *
HOWEVER, though they do all add

up, these are only details. There are
other more important reasons in Mrs.
Parkington to keep reminding yourself
that what you are looking at is only the
product of half-a-million dollars and not
great art. The method of narration is
difficult and quite ingenious; a kind of
double-exposure, with two main themes
running side by side. One theme con-
cerns the romance of Susie, the girl
from the. boarding-house in Leaping
Rock, Nevada, and how she married and
tamed the Major and helped him build
an empire of finance. The other theme,
developed concurrently, shows Mrs, Park-
ington as a regal old widow in modern
times, dealing with the nastiest imagin-
able bunch of parasitical relatives,
headed: by Grandson Amory, a Wall
Street “wizard who has embezzled 31
miilion ‘dollars,

By almost any standards other than
those of Hollywood, both the Major, and
his grahdson are bad lots. Indeed on
several occasions the Major does gaily
confess himself to be a scoundrel-—but
since in the next breath he decleres
that no matter what happens he will
always love his Susie, you must be pre-
pared to forgive him everything, and
what is more, like him. Prepared, that
is, unless you are in a cantankerously
critical frame of mind which enables
you to see that, in spite of the attémpt
to suggest that the Major behaved legiti-
mately because hesgambled only with his
own money and ruined only his col-
leagues on Wall Street, while Amory
used other people’'s money and robbed '
widows and orphans, the only valid dis-
tinction between. the two characters is

" that the Major was sucgessful and locked
. like Walter Pidgeon, whereas Amory was
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