This politician carries Bants
Election prospects to enhance
His audience he’ll never reach

If throat is dry as well as speech.

BANTS

It you are thin and angemic you
should try a coitrse of “YIM,” the
Yeast, Iron, Malt, Tablets. This amsz-
tngly triple Tonic puts on Arm, heal-
thy flesh quickly. “YIM’* Tablets give
clear, radiant skin, freedom from in-
digestion, nervousness and constipi-
1{on, “YIM” helps bufld new strength,

power and pep. 4/6 (double size
7/8).

POSYT FREE from
CHEMISTS' SUPPLIES <CO., LTD,

139a Worcester Street, Christchurch,
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THE TOWN OF
ST BLAZEY, CORNWELL
CANDLES OFFERED UPON THE
ALTAR OF SAINT BLAISE
WERE CONSIDERED AN

INFALLIBLE CURE
~—. FOR TOOTHAGCHE .
Z=-  KOLYNOS ACTIVE

FOAM SWEEPS AWAY
FOOD DEPOSITS —
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"CLEANED TEETH!

SPANISH BEAUTIES
* USED POWDERED FUNT AND
RAZS HONEY TO SHINE THEIR TEETH !
; OF COURSE LOVELY WOMEN TODAY
)/ KEEP THEIR SMILES SPARKLING
WITH KOLYNOS DENTAL CREAM.
KOLYNOS SWEETENS YOUR o©
BREATH -~ LEAVES YOUR %0
WHOLE MOUTH CLEAN
AND FRESH .

=9 MORE THAN MALFAN INEH O'KOLYNOS
QN YR BRUSH ~ THATS WHY 178 THE MOST o
ECONOMICAL DENTAL CREAM Y 'CAW BUY!

OLYNOSRDENTAILCREA

HONEY'

KOLYNOS (N.I.) LTD., 60 KITCHENER STREET, AUCKLAND

® DON'T BE SKINNY!

Film Reviews, by G.M.

SPEAKING
CANDIDLY

THE STORY OF G.1. JOE
(United Artists)
. IT never pays to generalise,
“  even about films. Though
I did leave myself a loophole
[ by saying that there were
some exceptions to the rule
that the pre-Christmas period is a dull
one for new pictures, I now find it neces-
sary to eat several of my words used
in this column last week. And I do so
willingly, because at least two of the
pictures which came my way in the
week just before Christmas were far
from being lightweight and undistin-
guished. The Story of G.I. joe, in par-
ticular, is an outstanding American
effort. A masterly example of imagina-
tive realism, it belongs to the genre of
war films in which the British, with San
Demetrio, The Way Ahead, and The
Way to the Stars, have hitherto been
pre-eminent.

This film was directed by William
Wellman, and those picturegoers lucky
enough to have seen his Oxbow Incident
will recognise in it the same qualitieg
of keen observation of character, high
dramatic tension, and the same under-
standing of the effect of environment on
behaviour, whether in the individual or
the group. Again, in this account of a
small detachment of U.S. infantry in
Tunisia and Italy, the onlooker is given
the same feeling of personal involve-
ment in the events depicted as he had
in watching the lynching in The Oxbow
Incident; and the effect is achieved in
much the same way, by telling the story
through an intermediary who, though
caught up in the action, retains his de-
tachment as an observer. This inters
mediary in the present case is the late
Emie Pyle, a noted American corres-
pondent whose reporting of the war on
the Mediterranean front won him a
Pulitzer prize, and who was later killed
on Okinawa.
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HE film, in fact, is ostensibly the
story of Ernie Pyle himself; but it is

much more the story of Company C, of

the 18th U.S. Infantry, the group to
which Pyle attached himself at the be-
ginning in North Africa and to which
he became so attached as he followed
their fortunes through Sicily, up the
long hard road to Rome, and into the
inferno of Cassino. Pyle (as memorably
played by Burgess Meredith) is in the
film, as he was in real life, merely the
modest, honest chronicler, never obtrud-
ing himself between the camera and the
actors—some of them Hollywood pro-
fessionals, some actual combat veterans,
but all first-class artists—who portray
the soldiers, those soldiers about whom

"] Pyle once used these words: ‘“No one

knows what it's like. . . . Up in the sky
they die well-fed and clean-shaven. But
the infantryman—he lives miserable, he
dies miserable.”
* * *

N presenting the misery in life and
death of the common G.I, whose
story is essentially that of almost any
footslogger in almost any army, the film
never flinches. It is as unspering in its
realism as any straight-out documentary
or newsreel. Unemotional, unsentimen-
tal, making its best points by irony and
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