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OU’LL marvel at the way “Listerine” Tooth Paste,

supercharged with Luster-Foam detergent, attacks
ugly fllm—the amazing results it accomplishes when
used regularly. The reason is Luster-Foam’s amazing
cleansing pewer. The instant it comes in contact with
brush and saliva it springs into an active foam of
tiny bubbles which sweep over teeth surfaces, helping
to whisk away food and other loose deposits . . then
it gets after the “film” which dims tooth lustre . . .
helps clean and polish the teeth to their natural
sparkling brilliance. Another aid to oral hygiene Is
‘Listerine” Antiseptic use@ as a mouth wash . .. and
visit your Dentist at least twice a year.

THE LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO. (N.Z) LTD.
64 Ghuznee Street, Wellington.
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TOOTH PASTE

This politician carries Bants
Election prospects to enhance

His audience he’ll never reach

If throat is dry as well as speech.
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come e you sleep

As sure as the coming of the new dawm
Tokalon brings new loveliness and freshness
to your complexion, Safe, gentle Tokalon
Biocel Rose Cleansing Cream spells an end
to tired lines and troublesome blemishes,
Then in the morning safeguard that news
won beauty with Tokalon White Vanishing
Cream—non-greasy—for lasting loveliness. .o
Get the idea? Then get Tokalon,

Asleep: Tokalon Biocel Rose Cleansing Cream
Awake: Tokalon White Vanishing Cream
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YOKALON LIMITED, OXFORD STREET, LONDON.
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Film Reviews by G.M.

SPEAKING

LOVE LETTERS

( Paramount)

€ {2 |T is a great pity that Holly-
- wood didn’t make a better
attempt to get the English
atmosphere right for this film
version of Chris Massie’s novel,
Even a New Zealand audience is likely
to pick that the seasons in Essex are
badly out of joint, may wonder whether
the local yokels are quite as moronic
as they are here made to appear, and
may feel some confusion about the ac-
cents of the players. I can understand
the English critics and the more criticai
section of English picturegoers being
annoyed about all this. It is unnecessary
and careless, and therefore reprehens-
ible; but unfortunately we seem either
to have to put up with this sort of distor-
tion or else give up going to all except
a very few movies. And I wouldn’t want
to suggest that you should do that.

In particular, I don’t want to suggest
that you should stay away from Love
Letters. In fact, having registered a pro-
test about its inaccuracy of setting, I
feel fully justified in drawing attention

CANDIDLY

to its several good points; in particular,
a highly ingenious story which conducts
the audience through a melodramatic
maze of amnesia, murder, deceit, and
romance without once losing or snapping
the thread of plausibility. It may seem
improbable that a girl could fall in love
with a man simply through the letters
he wrote to her, but one remembers
the case of Elizabeth Barrett Browning,
where something of the sort occurred.
In this case the letters are written from
the front in Italy by Alan Quinton
(Joseph Cotten), acting as proxy for a
friend, a casual philanderer, who has met
the girl once while on leave. And assum-
ing that the girl was of the peculiarly
innocent and spiritual type that Jennifer
Jones portrays, one may accept as feas-
ible the proposition that she would fall
deeply in love with the writer of the
letters, and marry the friend in the
belief that he had written them. Assume
this, and the other factors in the in-
volved plot fall quite neatly into place:
the subsequent discovery that the friend

(continued on next page)

Advice on Health (No. 255)

COW'S EYE VIEW

(Written for “The Listener” by DR. MURIEL BELL,
Nutritionist to the Health Department)

ERE are some of the
thoughts that may possibly
go through the mind of a
cow as she ruminates upon. men
and affairs; assuming that she is
a modern cow, acquainted with
chemistry and agricultural science:
«I am the most efficient food-produc-
ing machine on the pastoral farm—
three times better than the hen, four
times better than my brother. I eat a
great deal of rough grass and produce
buckets of smooth milk, I keep on turn-
ing out food for that parasite, man,
who takes the milk that I intended for
my calf. It used to puzzle him—-and in-
deed it still does—what went on in my
complicated set of four stomachs. He
now knows a little about the team of
micro-organisms that 1 keep in my
rumen. They are allowed a brief life, and
I hope a happy one, in the warm en-
vironment that I provide for them down
there, but it is not without its benefits
to me, for they make a large quota of
the B-vitamins that I need for myself
and my milk, and considering that I
produce a good many pints a day, and
that each pint contains abowy a fifth of
man’s daily requirement of vitamin B1
and about half of his daily riboflavin
needs, this team doesn’t do so badly.
“These symbiotic friends of mine can
also perform the miracle of converting
such simple nitrogenous compounds as
ammonium salts or urea into protein—

which is a thing that I could not do for
myself. So it is really a good thing
to give them a warm, if brief, home.
Of course it may appear a piece of in-
gratitude to swallow the protein they
have made—because that is their fate.
Putting it more explicitly, I swallow my
friends and digest the protein which they
have so cleverly built into their bedies.
Alas! such is life. The same will happen
to my brother, even sooner than to me.

“The worst of it is that, even after
my one-celled friends have toiled, and
I have toiled (for there is a great deal
of work entailed in biting, chewing, and
then mixing and digesting the grass,
and moving it through my very long
alimentary canal) man shows his ignor-
ance of the value of the protein and
B vitamins that they have helped me
to make, for he often throws away the
skim milk that contains the protein and
B vitamins; and why he should be so
stupid as to put it into streams, I am
at a loss to understand. It is enough
to make a cow laugh, because it spoils
his fishing into the bargain, and he
seems to get a great deal of satisface
tion out of that atavistic sport. I call
him ‘homo sapiens’ with the same de-
rision as he rudely refers to me as ‘a
fair cow.’ It is time we took the bull by
the horns and demanded equal food for
equal sense and efficiency. No longer
will T let him milk the flesh off my
back and throw it into the stream.”

NEw ZEALAND LISTENER, APRIL 26



