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NORTH ISLAND

With new installations com-
ing into operation, the worst
of our troubles may be over
mm July. Until then we've
got to be more careful than
Demiand is far ahead
That is why

power cuts are necessary.
They can be avoided only

ever.
of supply.

if we all save electricity.

SOUTH ISLAND

Until now the South Island
has not been short of elec-
tricity. Nor will it be if wise
use is made of available pow-
But growing industrial
and ‘domestic demand are

€r.

overtaking power resources.
Waste will mean inconven-
ience and hardship. Get in-
to the habit of switching off

Every power crisis delays
still further the time when
shortages will be overtaken.

heaters and radiators.

EVERYONE EVERYWHERE

Save

~ELECTRICITY

every electrical appliance
not in use, especially water-

. HARDY. € INDIGESTION REMEDY

14

STATE HYDRO-ELECTRIC DEPARTMENT -

Don’t suffer the pangs of Indigestion. Let Hardy’s
free you from that after-eating pain and enable you
to enjoy normal meals without fear of unpleasant
after-effects.

Monufactured for R. M. Hardy & Co. Pty. Lid., 5 Hunter Street, Sydney.
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Film Reviews by G.M.

MY DARLING CLEMENTINE
(20th Century-Fox)

(< "]‘ HOSE picturegoers
ested, and rightly so, in
the methods of directors
than in the vagaries of
stars are pre.ty well

past week. In My Darling Clementine
John Ford turns his attention again to
the great American outdoors; while
Cloak and Dagger, and Notorious (which
Fritz Lang and Alfred Hitchcock
respectively at work in their favourite
field of the thriller.
John Ford's Stage Coach probably

< whe are more 1nter-
catered for by the new releases of the
I cannot review till next week) present
still ranks as the finest Western since

i the talkies came, but My Darling Clem-

entine comes pretty close to it in many
wsays. Like i's almost-classical predeces-
sor, it is an example of what a great
director can du with a well-beloved sub-
ject, even when the material with which
he is dealing is no different in kind from
that used in the construction of ten hun-
dred hackneyed horse operas—the law-
less border town, the sheriff who avenges
his brother and cleans up the 'bad men,
the siren of the saloon whe turns up
trumps, the pure sweet maid from back
East so romantically out of place in this
uncouth setting, the cattle rustling, the
poker games, the hell-for-leather chases
zcross the desert, the gun duels at sun-
rise.  Under John Ford's affec ionate
care, all this hoary material becomes
fresh, vital, exciting, and pictorially

beautiful.
A ES £

SORD’'S outstanding achievement here,

I think, is that he establishes the
border town of Tombstone as a real
place; not just a collection of shanties
run up on a studio lot, but a locajity
which actually exisis and has a charac-
ter of its own, so that you could find
your way around it if you ever stopped
there. That this is, in fact, something
you couldn’t possibly ever do, since the
town pictured here is the Tombstone of
1882 and in this form has long since dis-
appeared, merely emphasises how
genuine is Ford's feeling for period and
place. The same is true of the magnifi-
cent sutroundings—those sweeping land-

scapes of mountain, sandhills, cactus and -

weird rock formations rising from the
desert, with ¢louds massed above—all
so familiar to the picturegoer yet seen
now, one feels, as if for the first time.
Technicolour is not needed to accom-
plish this: Ford’s black-and-whi‘e photo-
graphy has a lifelike quality and a rich-
ness of texture beyond anything the
colour-process can yet achieve.

A comparable air of verisimilitude sur-
rounds the inhabitants of Tombstone;
they are figures parily from history,
mostly from history, but with a few ex-
ceptions they seem to belong to the
place as much as the dining-room of the
“Mansion House” belongs, or the bar-
room and the barber’s shop. Only patient
analysis could reveal the means whereby
Ford establishes this sense of authentic-

ity of setting and character in the midst ;

of a highly melodramatic plot; but
clearly it owes something to his meticu-
lous observation and his loving atten-

tion to detail, which makes him pause
in the telling of his story for the camera

CANDIDLY

to examine au item of dress, or to catch
snd preserve a gesture or the modelling
of a face. The feet tapping out a square-
gance on a sunny Sunday morning, a
shadowy mass revealed by the breaking
day as the head and shoulders of a wait-
ing desperado, three small black figures
advancing down a road, the flash of
guns through swirling dust clouds—these
are details that catch the imagination
and stay in the memory.
* 5

ENRY FONDA, with a heavy black

moustache this time and that slow,
almost languid, manner of his, plays
Wyatt Earp, the semi-legendary mar-
shal of Tombstone—and plays hirg to
perfection. For an outdoor role there is
nobody better than Fonda. Victor
Mature, who was once tagged as “that
beautiful hunk of a man” and gave no
indication of being anything else, comes
to light with a surprisingly mature and
considered performance as the renegade
doctor with T.B. seeking forgetfulness
through the aid of whisky, a lush dance-
hall gir! oddly called Chihuahua (Linda
Darnell), and spasmodic bouts of vio-
lence. The darling Clementine of the
title, the good sweet maid from back

_East, seems mainly an afterthought, in-

troduced to give the film a name ard a
theme-song; but she is a charming
enough afterthought. Around these prin-
cipals, Director Ford has assembled a

cohort
Walter
Farrell

of such estimable old-timers as
Brennan, Atan Mowbray, and J.
MacDonald—players who not

cnly act but look their parts and assist
in no small measure in making this film
the honest and unassuming work of art
as well as of entertainment that it is.

CLOAK AND DAGGER

(Warrer Bros.)

W NJO period romance tis, as
S ' ¥ the title might suggest, but
ano-her story about the U.S.
Office of Strategic Services
whose operatives, because of
the adventurous nature of their wartime
jobs, were known familiarly as the
“clozk and dagger boys.” The film could
be dismissed as a highly-coloured, fast-
moving, routine spy melodrama of about
the same calibre as Paramount’s earlier
0.5.S. were it not for two factors which
set it above the average. One of these
is the direction of Fritz Lange; the other

is the acting of Lilli Palmer.

Neither of these distinguishing marks
is, however, noticeable until the story is
well under way. That opening sequence
of the interrupted radio message, with
the secret agents shot down by the Ges-
tapo before they can get their informa-
tion across to the O.8.S., plunges us
without palaver into the story, and is
certainly the kind of thing one associates
with Lang; but then it is also the kind
of opening that has frequently bean imi-
tated and could have been done by any
one of a dozen other directors. It isn’t
until Gary Cooper, as a mild Mid-
western professor suitably fired by the
threatened prospect that the Nazis may
discover the atomic bomb first, has left
his test-tubes and arrived in Europe on
his dangerous mission of finding out ex-
actly how much the Nazis doy know
about nucleur fission—it isn't until he
has failed in Switzerland and gone on
to Italy, that one really becomes aware
of the hand of the old master, Fritz

(continued on next page)
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