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ODAK FILM
s the beor film meade!
LTD.

162 Queen Street, Auckland.
162 Princes Street, Dunedin,

KODAK z:Xiino

292 Lambton Quay, Wellingeon.
68f Colombo Street, Christchurch.

A sparkling snap
... a treasured
memory . . .

Captured in clear,
sharp detail, on Kodak
Film—the World's best
film.  Stocks are still

limited but meanwhile,
remember Kodak Film
is the best film made.
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WEAK ARCHES

HEUMATIC-LIKE foot and wyg pains,

tired, aching feet, sore heels, caliouses
on soles, or excessive fatigue after stand-
ing or walking, may be due to weak or
fallen arches, if this is your trouble, Dr,
Scholl’s Arch Supports and exercise will
give you quick relief by removing mus-
cufar and ligamentous strain ~ the cause
of your pain. Adjustable to aid in gradue
ually restoring the arches to normal,
Dr., Scholl’s Arch Supports are thin, light
and flexible.
Slip in any
shoe like an
insole.
Expertly fit-
ted at ali
Dr. Scholi
dealers,

r 0//5 suégg:'rs

Scholl Mig. Co. Ltd., Willeston Street, Wellington.

When You're ““NERVY”’
and Run-Down

... When you just can’t summon up enough
energy 1o do the many things you used to
enjoy doing ...when you're easily frritated
.. .easlly tired—it’s time you took WIN-
CARNIS! For WINCARNIS is a real tonic.
It is & fine, full-bodied wine with other
nourishing  ingredients s&dded. It builds
rich blood ... has a tonic/effect on the
nerves . ..makes you feel that you can do
anything . .. that life 13 really worth living,
Try WINCARNIS to-day—you’ll feel hetter
after the first glass, for WINCARNIS is
quick acting. Yet {t’S not in any way
‘habit forming.” It's a splendid tonic to
have in the house, to take any tlme you
don’t feel 100% fit. Your chemist sells
WINCARNIS. Ask him bhis opinion—you’l]
bring a bottle away!

Sole Distributors:
FASSETT & JOHNSON LTD.,
Levy Building, Manners 8t., Wellington, C.1.

-| therefore rather unfamiliar to us.
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SPEAKING

BLITHE SPIRIT

(Gaumont British)

. [PROBABLY the most dam-
o) aging thing one can say
h about Noel Coward’s new filn

is that it is a good deal closer

to the stage, for which it was
written, than to the screen, for which
it was adapted. In spite of the camera
tricks which conjure ghosts up without
difficulty from nothingness; in spite of
the Technicolour which dresses the prin-
cipal spook in misty green ectoplasm
to look like an “animated acid-drop™;
and in spite of sundry other devices pos-
sible only with the aid of a camera or
of the Devil himself-—in spite of all
this, Blithe Spirit is really just a photo-
graphed stage play. But this criticism
isn’t so very damaging, after all. Though
I hold strongly as a general rule to the
view that the cinema should be the
cinema, on this occasion I am delighted
to acknowledge the exception and to
recommend Blithe Spirit as a thoroughly
civilised and thoroughly enjoyable movie
entertainment.

‘The only people who, I suggest, shouid
lock twice at this recommendation are
those who take spiritualism so seriously
that they dislike jokes at their own
expense, and possibly also those who
take the view, not so much that mar-
riages are made in Heaven, but that
marriages made on earth will be con-
tinued in Heaven. Such persons are
likely to be mildly shocked, since Blithe
Spirit does raise the interesting and
possibly embarrassing point, which theo-
logians have presumably argued for cen-
turies, as to what may happen “on the
other side” when a man dies and finds
two or more wives awaiting him.

But this is to treat Noel Coward and
his film a great deal more seriously than
he intends. A theme such as this is
offensive only when it is handled crudely:
when it is treated with all the wit end
sophistication for which Coward 1s
famous, when it is acted with the finesse
and verve it is given here, the result,
as I have said, is wholly civilised and
wholly funny. There has been only one
other film in my experience to compare
with it—S8acha Guitry’s The Cheat,
which outraged the conventions with
equal subtlety and wit.

* * *

THE acting, I think, is a trifie uneven

—or perhaps it is merely a style of
acting, particularly in the case of Rex
Harrison and Kay Hammond, which ‘is
peculiar to the West End theatre, and
At
the outset I was not at all impressed
by Kay Hammond, as the amorous and
mischievous ghost of Harrison’s first
wife who returns to earth during a seance
to complicate Harrison’s happy mar-
riage to Constance Cummings: and even
though I eventually became accustomed
to Miss Hammond’s exaggerated drawl
and her cultivated mannerisms, I think
Coward might have found a better player
for the part.

Nobody, however, could have
proved on Margaret Rutherford,

im-
as

CANDIDLY

Madame Arcati, the medium who is
responsible for all the funny business.
Margaret Rutherford is an actress whose
rough-hewn face is only part of her fos-
tune: she has a wealth of high spirits
and 2 fund of energy which enables her
to dominate every moment she is on the
screen; and fortunately for the film she
is on the screen about half of the
time. Her portrayal of the robust, cuss-
ing, face-pulling, deep-breathing old
creature who goes in for spiritualism as
if it were all-in wrestling, is an our-
rageous caricature which leans perilously
towards slapstick but never guite slips
over the brink,

# % %

Y ET the real quality of Blithe Spirit

lies in the sound-track. Every over-
seas critic has commented on the debt
which the film owes to its dialogue; in
other words, the debt which it owes to
Noel Coward. I can only add my own
tribute to the skill with which he
creates his characters almost wholly by
their conversation, and to the ease with
which he can pack a wealth of witty
innuendo into a single sentence. Thini
for example of the effect of that breath-
less “Oh, sir—thank you, sir ” uttered
by the maid when she is tipped by Har-
rison on recovering from a hypnotic
trance. It takes genius, of a kind, to
draw the laughs so effortlessly yet so
surely.

THE ROAD TO UTOPIA

(Paramount)

THOUGH its brand of

comedy is poles apart from

that in Blithe Spirit, this

new effort by the team of

Hope, Croshy, and Lamour

is, in its way, just about as funny. If

the one is a product of Mayfair, the

other is just as plainly a product of

The New Yorker and its characteristic

style of humour, with some borrowings

from the surrealism of Hellrapoppin'

dnd even (as Wellingtonians may recog-
nise) from The Skin of Our Teeth.

The story, which involves Bob Hope
and Bing Crosby in a search for a gold
mine during the Klondike strike, serves
no other purpose than to provide a series
of pegs on which hang a preposterous -
array of gags and quips. The surrealistic
touches include a talking fish, a talking
bear, a shaggy dog with a stick of dyna-
mite in its mouth, an encounter with
Santa Claus in his sleigh amid the Alas-
kan snows, a vision of Dorothy Lamour
in a sarong in the same setting, and
frequent interpolations by the late Robert
Benchley, who tries to explain the plot
and the technique of the film as it pro-
ceeds. There are references to previcus”
pictures in the series, and to the pro-
ducing studio (an Alaskan mountain is
suddenly transformed into the Paramount "
trademark); and there are also plenty
of far-fetched puns (Lamour: “Don’t be
facetious.” Hope: “Let’s keep politics
out of this.”)

Many of the jokes are good; some miss -
fire, but they come so thick and fast:

s
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