arrives.

Bricycles:

Skeazes

B.S.A. Representatives?

A. G. Healing & Co, Lid.,
216 Madras St., Christchurc
.

and 42 Cable St., Wellington,

Auckland District:
Skeates & White Lid.,
Fort Street, Auckland.

Motor Cycles~~N.Z. :
White Lid.

q

In spite of the'alternative attraction in this

instance, it’s a clear cxpression of delight in

that present day rarity—a brand new wartime
B.S.A. Bicycle, But post-war models will ine
deed be a sight worth seeing. For sheer splens
dour of colour, design, and performance, the
only thing to equal one B.S.A. bicycle will be
another wearing the same famous three letters.
Some more B.S.A. bicycles are now coming
into the country., Ask your dealer if he has one
available for you—you may be lucky. Or—put
your name down, and be sure of it when it

BICYCLES AND

MOTOR CYCLES

B.5.A. Cycles Ltd., England.
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EXCESSIVE FOOT ODOUR

an unhealthy condition

WITH A REMEDY

Excessive feot odour (Bromidrosis) is a
functional disease of the sweat glands dus
to bacterial growths, It has a remedy
=-Dr. Scholl’s Bromidrosil Powder —a
soothing powder that immediately neu-
trallses offensive smell while it attacks
the bacteriz. Dusting feet, socks and
shoas daily with this new powder wiil
eventuzlly restore the normal healthy
perspiration of the feet.

Use Dr. Scholl's Bromidrosit powder,
too, for treating Athlate’s Foot

In conjunction with Solvex.
Price 3/9} at ali Dr. Scholl
deaters,

~ Dr. Scholl’s
BROMIDROSIL

POWDER

| FILM FANS

Pin-up Star Heads

12 Beautiful Assorted

Photographic Studies
Sats Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5
6 and 9 now ovailable
Also Sets MNos, 1, 2
and 3. Sets of Glam-
orous Studies of Famous
Film Stars {Holiywood
Bathing Beauties Secies}

NEW SERIES-
PIN-UP STAR HEADS
(CLOSE-UPS)

Sets Nos. 1, 2, 3, 4, 5 ond 6 Now Ready
Each set contains four enlarged studies 10in
x &in. in size, which are beautifullv produced
on art board and suitoble for framing.
All Sets 2/- per Sat (Post Free).

Send Postal Notes to

THE TIKI PUBLISHING CO.,
P.O. Box 5035, WELLINGTON.

writes Mrs U ——, Mathesona
Road. Christchurch.

The answer Is

CHEMmIcO

BATH & HOUSEHOLD CLEANSER

" Pragrant and Antiseptic, Chemico gives a spotiess cleanliness to baths, cookers, waghe

bowls, enamelware, paintwork-—in fact. everything in the home.
by Good Housekeeping Institute,

Tested and approved
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Film Reviews by G.M.

SPEAKING

OUR HEARTS WERE YOUNG
AND GAY

(Paramount)
_\_ JHAT is a “period” pic~
& ture? Is it different from
a “costume” or ‘historical”
picture, and if so, in what
way? When does a period in
time qualify to become a period in quo-
tation marks? A thesis of no particular
value but of some interest might, 1 feel,
be written in trying to answer those
questions. My research so far inclines
me to the view that by “period” is meant
a period not immediately our own; at
present the line seems to be drawn by
the film industry at about the year 1890,
which enables t{hose multitudinous
screenplays set in the Naughty Nineties
and Edwardian England to fall just out-
side the “period” class, while those on
the other side of the date-line bear what
many film men seem to regard as the
box-office stigma of antigquity. On the
whole the term “costume picture” strikes
me as being more appropriate (though
unintentionally so), because the players
in them often look about as much at
home in their costumes as the average
adult does at a fancy-dress dance.
* % *
VHAT prompts these thoughts is the
foreword to Our Hearts Were
Young and Gay, which states: “This is
not a ‘period’ picture—unless you are
under 35 years of age.”” Well, one can-
not speak with authority about the way
in which callow picturegoers of 33 or 28
or thereabouts are likely to react to this
film; but for anybody like myself who
is just a little beyond the half-way mark,
it should prove a delightful excursion
back to the days of one’s youth; the
days of the flapper, the fox trot, and
Rudolph Valentino; the days when
the world was just getting its breath
back after one war and was not
contemplating another, It all seems a
very long time ago. Yet these intima-
tions of mortality from recollections of
early manhood are not at all disagree-
able. On the contrary, the comedy is as
joyous as it is sustained.

Trailing clouds of nostalgia, the film-

recounts the innocent but hilarious ad-
ventures and embarrassments of two
young American girls on a trip to
Europe in the year 1923, primarily in
pursuit of a husky college youth, but
with the general purpose of meeting
“other men, older men, maybe even
Frenchmen.” It is based on the real-life
experiencds of Cornelia Otis Skinner
(daughter of the famous actor, and now
a famous actress in her own right) and
her friend Emily Kimbrough, and owes
its spontaneous charm as much to this
authorship as to the performances of Gait
Russell and Diana Lynn. Miss Russell
we have already seen as the heroine of
The Uninvited: if she can retain her
freshness and vivacity; if she can con-
tinue to combine a pose of sophistica-
tion with the air of the ingenue she will,
I feel sure, achieve a niche for herself \n
the cinema. I have not noticed Diana
Lynn before, though I may have seen
her. As Emily Kimbrough, it is she who
contrives most of the extraordinary but
usually logical ‘situations in which the
two innocents abroad find themselves—
notably the encounter with the *‘“old
geezer” and the night on the bell-tower

CANDIDLY

of Notre Dame. I like Diana Lynn: she
has enormous vitality and a nice sense
of timing, and she, too, should go far
if Hollywood does not spoil her.

Some of my more serious-minded
readers may be amazed to see the Little
Man reacting so exuberantly, but his
heart also was once young and gay and
he likes to be reminded of the fact.
There is no “message” in this film; it is
not great cinema; but there are times
when simple pleasures are hard to beat,
and this is one of them.

MURDER, MY SWEET

(RKO-Radio)
0"{,_ FOR some reason, this film
N has been released in sev-
eral parts of the world under
the name of Farewell, My
Lovely, the title of the novel
by Raymond Chandler on which it is
based. It has also apparently been called
Murder, My Sweet at one time in the
U.S. and Farewell, My Lovely at an-
other, and for the life of me I can’t see
any basic distinction to justify the con-
sequent confusion. Under either title,
however, the film is a tough and ener-
getic thriller of the Double Indemnity
school, but with enough of the marks of
the old-style gangster melodrama upon
it to give it an air of intelligent parody.
I would suggest that you do not cramp
your appreciation of the acting, the
direction, and the sideplay by making
too strenuous an effort to follow the plot.
I gave up the attempt myself fairly
early in the piece. I think I know who
Valma Valento, the missing showgirl,
was and why Moose Maliloy, the ex-
convict with a child’s mind and a giant’s
body, was so keen to find her and so
upset when he did; I am fairly clear in
my mind about who bumped off the fel-
low in the car, and why the old million-
aire’s daughter (Anne Shirley) was so
angry with her sexy, blonde step-mother
(Claire Trevor). But I am still largely
in the dark about that priceless jade
necklace; and even though this is a story
in which nobody can be expected to be-
have with restraint, I doubt if there was
sufficient logical reason for the unfortun-
ate detective-hero (Dick Powell) to be
derided one moment and courted the
next (which is a mild way.of putting
it}, to be slapped down, stood up, slugged
over the head with a blackjack, smacked
over the face with a pistol, pumped full
of cocaine and whisky, and to end up
half-blinded by gun-scorch but appar-
ently happy and certainly full of spirits.
Still, it does not really matter much
why these things happen; it is sufficient
that they do happen—and that they are
enacted with verve and verisimilitude in
an atmosphere which continually sug-
gests that although something horribly
sinister has just taken place it is nothing
to what is coming next,
The director of Murder, My Sweet—
a gentleman with the engaging name of
Dmytryk-—carfies reafism so far that on
several ogcasions. he ventures outside
the purely physical state into the realm
of the sub-conscious, showing us what
goes on in the mind of the hero when
he passes out under the influence of
doping and clubbing. These nightmare
sequences, done with distorted camera-
angles and double-exposure, recall the
famous epileptic scene’in Un Carnet Dy
Bal and some of the weird confections
(continued on next page)
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