The beauty and
charm of dared-
for furniture gives
added dignity to home
surroundings if it is
cleaned and preserved
with LIQUID
VENEER. There's a
new joy awaiting you in the possession
of tables, chairs, sideboards, cupboards
and bedsteads glowing with LIQUID
VENEER preservative polish. Just as
good-for your car, Obtainable at all
good-class hardware stores.
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PRICES: 4oz, 1/9; 120z., 3/-.

NEW ZEALAND DISTRIBUTORS:
FASSETT & JOHNSON LTD.
Levy Building, Manners St., Wellington,
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An outstanding

3

Star — A great Motion Picture!!

Plays Isabel

Darryl F. Zanuck presents
TYRONE POWER » GENE TIERNEY « JOHN PAYNE
ANNE BAXTER » CLIFTON WEBB - HERBERT MARSHALL
in W. Somerset M2ugham's

THE RAZOR’S EDGE

SHORTLY TO SCREEN AT THE:—
PLAZA THEATRE, AUCKLAND.
KING’'S THEATRE, WELLINGTON.
STATE THEATRE, CHRISTCHURCH.
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Relief from
RHEUMATICS

makes
life

worth

living

So if your life
is burdened with
rheumatic aches
and pains and you
long for relief we
urge you to try De
Witt’s Pills. Notthat
itis a *‘cure-ali” ; but
simpi
use the world over, De Witt’s Pills is a
household word for such troubles.

It is in the kidneys that rheumatic aches
and pains so often origingte. These vital
organsg become slufgish; they then fail
in their work of filtering waste matter
from the system. These impurities, when
not expelled, frequently set ug troublie
and cause pain and stiffness. De Witt's
Pills stimulate the kidneys, restore them
to normal activity so that impurities are
soon swept away.

Ask your chemist for a bottle to-day.

» o -
DeWitts=.Vills
For Backache, Rheumatism, Joiat Pains,

Sciatica and Lumbago. From chemists
everywhere, 3/6 and 6:6. (plus Sales Tax),

A product of E. C, De Witt & Co. (N.Z.) Ltd.,
9 Herbert Street, Wellington, New Zealand,

‘CENTURY- PO

WATCH YOUR
NEWSPAPERS FOR
FURTHER DETAILS!

be .
cause, after more than 57 years ‘ cert Chamber the other evening. Such

¢ a choice is, I admit, rightly suspect, and

Speaking Candidly by G.M.

BLESSED

HE big event of the past few
months in the cinema has
been, for me, not the mass
slaughter of The Big Sleep nor
the more individual homicide of
Mildred Pierce, not the pleasant

! but stegey humour of the apparently
" unending Quiet

Week-End, not even
The Body Snatcher, My Darling Clem-
entine, or the return of the Marx
Brothers, but a 20-year-old silent
French comedy: René Clair's The
Italian Straw Hat, which the Welling-
ton Film Society put on in the Con-

must be justified; it is easy to pretend
to an unbounded enthustasm for these
old foreign classics just because they are
old, foreign, and have the reputation
of being classics, and galso because not
everybody has the chance to see them
and it is nice to be able to fesl superior.
Let's be honest and concede that not
absolutely everything about M. Clair’s
“masterpiece” stands .the test of time
as successfully as a ‘“masterpiece”
should: you have to make allowances
with an old fitm that you don’t bave to
make with an old book, for the reason
that a film puts everything down per-
manently in more than black and white,
and interpretation and appreciation
therefore depend much less on the ex-
ercise of the individual's imagination
than is the case when reading a novel.
Manners and gestures as well as
fashions—all of which can change
radically in a short time—are frozen in
celluloid and may easily appear ludi-
crously out-of-date when viewed agaiu.
In the case of a comedy like The
Italian Straw Hat this does not matter
so much; it may even be all part of
the fun; but in the case of drama or
tragedy it may well prove almost fatal.
At the very least you then have to make
a deliberate effort not to be amused
by the archaic posturing of the players.

VEN so I woulgd still rate this 1927
production as a more entertaining
experience than anything offered ve-
cently by Messrs. Zanuck, Mayer, War-
ner and Co., of Hollywood, or by the
Rank and file of British pictures. For
two special reagons. It is years since I
have felt the tears run down my cheeks
with the effort of hearty and prolonged
laughter at a film screening. But that
happened to me—and I guarantee to
dozens of others in the audience—at
that sequence in The Italian Straw Hat
where the Mayor makes his intermin-
able speech to the fidgeting bridal party.
There are many other moments of rich
fun in the story, when Clair piles up
the satire at the expense of the French
petite bourgeocisie, but nothing quite so
devastatingly hilarious as this appar-
ently simple sequence. Laughter on such
a scale is cathartic in its emotional
effect; one of the greatest boons the
screen has to offer. It does not happen
often: I cun recall a few occasions with
Buster Kzaton and Harold Lloyd, sev-
eral with Charlie Chaplin, one or two
with the early Marx Brothers when they
relied principally on pantomime.
It will be noted that all such moments
in the cinema, when the spectator is
helpless with laughter, have one feature

SILENCE

RENE CLAIR
He knew the secret

in common: they are, even in the case
of the Marx Brothers, silent or at least
non-talking sequences. And this brings
me to the other reason, a related one,
why I rate The Italian Straw Hat so
highly. This film brings the blessing of
silence a3 well as the gift of tonic
laughter. There is, of course, an un-
happy corollary to all this: such.,a film
reminds us of what we have sacrificed
for the sake of dialogue. Quite obvi-
ously, nobody can abandon himself
utterly to laughter for minutes on end
if he has to listen to and think about
what the characters are saying. No mat-
ter how good the timing of the laughs,
much will be lost, there will be con-
siderable restraint. ‘The talkies may
have given us, more than before, the
chuckle, the snigger, the witty innuendo,
and the wisecrack; bul they have lost
us the roaring, cumulative gusto of the
belly-laugh.
£ s

YET there is still more to a film like

The Italian Straw Hat than being
able to laugh with the brakes off. There
is, for a change, the positive pleasure
of not having to hear the humuan voice,
I am not making the clearly absurd and
futile plea that we should return to the
pre-talkie era; that would be to lose
much more than would be gained. I
am merely suggesting that our film pro-
ducers, particularly our comedy produc-
ers, should remember occasionally that
the appeal of the cinema is primarily
a visual one and that the screen's great-
est moments, especially in the field of
comedy, have never depended on dia-
logue. (I stress dialogue: there is almost
always a place for the imaginative use
of natural sound or for a musical back-
ground such as the Wellington Film
Society provided for its screening of
The Italian Straw Hat, though an old-
time piano accompaniment might in this
case have been still better, and the film

(continued on next page)
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