MY DEAR HAVEN T
YOU HEARD OF
'DIXON

NOT AnE D]XO
3 CARPET SHAMPQOO

1 WORKED THE
MIRACLE "

fasy No need to Hift the carpet
/ts » « « just follow the simple -
directions. and PRESTO! up
comes the original colour and
freshness , .. dirt and stains disappear as if
by magic. Dixon Carpet Shampoo is equally
good for restoring the newness of upholstery,
cushions, curtains — for removing spots and
staing from clothing—and for cleaning greasy
collars, Get Dixon Carpet Shampoo today.

% Hear Aunt Daisy’s hints on Dixon Carpet
Shampoo —every Wednesday morning.

CARFPET
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NOT INFLAMMABLE
D-3i
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P!ofusely lllustrated.

eﬂu:tag ory of Ot.ugo s heroie age-—the discoverers, sealers,
whulen, exnlo’ﬁn isaionaries, ploneers, gold-ueken» Maori ex-

e; Du: 's érddlesdays and growth to the city beautiful, and
t&o colourful 1

ves - of" the smen who lald its foundations on education

. ‘e is the story of the romantic and adventurous

thay” fo}lwod. Cook's entry into Dusky Bay, the pular

atory of Otago gold.for the general reader, for. youth, for every

hame, znd for. @itts averseas-and in New Zealand. Appended to the

book is the fall text of Anthony Trollope's scarce sccount of his
: Iqurhey through Otago in 1872.

; gmd ‘story, the atory of Otago, and Mr. Reed tells it well,
'(Southland ‘Daily: :News), Packed with stories of human interest.
. (Ffee Lance)‘ A’ rich source of information and entertainment.
- '(Otago Daily Thnes). Tells it all in a most lively and readable man.
“mer. {(Evening Post). One of the literary events of the Centennial
_vyear, (Southern Crosa). )

“THE STORY OF OTAGO » Post Free from
The Reed Trmt, P.O. ‘Box 330, Dunedm (or Booksellers)

ﬁ,l-l.Racd Thc Story of New Zealand, 20/}{ and
ik v,}“ Books—Farthest East, 12/6; Farthest North,
e 7/8; Great Barrier, 6/6.

Film Reviews

SPEAKING

THE WOMAN ON
THE BEACH

(RKO-Radio)
(£ S I came away from the
theatre I overheard two
members of the audience
complaining bitterly that they
couldn’t “get the hang of it
at all.” Though not everybody need
feel so hopelessly flummoxed, I am
afraid that the general verdict on this
film is likely to be unfavourable; and it
would be sheer affectation to pretend
that in this case popular epinion 1is
entirely wrong. Yet though The Woman
on the Beach is not a good film, it is in
some ways an extremely interesting one
—worth seeing as much for what it tries
to do, and fails, as for what it succeeds

in doing.

What it succeeds in doing, in fact, is
to spin out an unusual triangular melo-
drama to an unconvincing climax
against a sombre background of sea and
sandhills. What it attempts, but does
not quite bring off, iz to suggest, in
terms of film, the perverse spiritual con-
flict and tortuous motives of a very
unhappy trio of characters. Since Jean
Renoir was the director, it is to be
expected that even his failure is by no
means without distinction.

. The three frightened or frightening
people of the story are a U.S. Coast-
guardsman (Robert Ryan), who has not
yet recovered from the psychological
shock of an encounter with a mine; a
beautiful and enigmatic woman (Joan
Bennett) who haunts a sinister wreck
on the beach and persuades him, against
his will, to fall in love with her; and
her equally cryptic husband (Charles
Bickford), a once-great painter who has
gone blind and who seems at one
moment to be encouraging the coast-
guard to make a cuckold of him and
at the next to be a furiously jealous
sadist. There -iy a fourth character, a
nice girl (Nan Leslie) whom the coast-
guard was once engaged to marry, but

who is so straightforward by compari- .

son with the others that she soon ceases
to count in the development of the
story, though she comes in useful again
for supplying a notably unconvmcing

| “happy ending.”

Often and often Jean Renoir pro-
duces a sequence of spiritual uneasiness
and mental stress far superior to that
encountered in the average psychologi-

cal thriller of these days. There is, for

example, an expertly handled passage
where the coastguard, doubting that the
painter is really blind, puts his doubt
to the test on the edge of a cliff, and
another of almost equal tension where
the two men quarrel in a small boat in
a squally sea. But too often there is
an effect of mere artiness; and some-
times the director, straining to be
cryptic, manages merely to be ambigu-
ous or confused. —G.M.

LES ENFANTS DU PARADIS
(Pathé-T'ricolore)
HEN it was released in Paris just
after the Liberation, Les Enfants du
Paradis aroused an interest more lively
than that gshown in any French film for
a long time; and one has little doubt,

| after seeing the picture at an Auckland

CANDIDLY

preview, that-—provided sufficient peopla
overcome the current prejudice against
foreign films—it will also be widely
talked about and enjoyed here.

In France some of the interest was
doubtiess caused by the length of the
film, its long and costly production and
spectacular crowd scenes; just as in
Britain such facts of production roused.
interest in, and controversy about, Pase
cal’s Caeser and Cleopatra. But by the
time the film had crossed the Channel
and the Atlantic and now the Pacific,
these details had become immaterial
and critics were prepared to judge the
result. Serious commentators have
regarded the film as important. C. A.
Lejeune, in the London Observer, spoke
of it as “the crown of the French
cinema” and recommended it to “any-
one who relishes fine performance, exact
dialogue, magnificent manipulation, and
an honest, if fatalistic, groping toward a
philosophy.” Other critics, both British
and American, have been more sparing
in their praise, one suggesting that Mara
cel Carné, the producer, drowned him-
self beneath the “supersbundance of
pPhotogenic material, sets, costumes and
extras, (and the) waves of dialogue.”

* * *

THE idea behind the film might well

have besn suggested by Shakespeare’s
oft-quoted line “All the worlds a
stage.” ‘The setting is the theatrical
quarter of Paris near the Boulevard du
Temple something more than a century
ago, and the film depicts the interweav-
ing of two dramas—that of real life and
that played out on the stage. In a
sense these two themes are epitomised
in the characters of the actor Frederic
Lemaitre (Pierre Brasseur), who wel«
comes a turn in his love affairs which
causes him jealousy, for it enables him
to play Othello; end the assassin
Lacenaire (Marcel Herrand), who findg
his drama in real life.

By contrast, in the part of the mime
Baptiste Debureau (Jean-Louis Bare
rault), the intertwining of the two
dramas is clearly seen. Baptiste lives
out his life to the full and plays his
stage character no less completely, bus
we are shown in remarkable fashion the
effect of his off-stage life upon his act«
ing, and, to a lesser extent, that of his
acting upon his fortunes in real life.

The miming sequences are among the
most memorable of any I have seen in
recent years. At the beginning of his
stage career, Baptiste explains to
Lemaitre that he wants to make the
audience cry as well as make them
laugh, and with the two mimes descride_.
ing an unsuccessful attempt at suicidel/
and the unsuccessful wooing of a statue
(in both of which one sees the influence
of real-life drama) this is achieved,

* , * *
VEN if .there were nothing else of
merit in the film it would be worth
sitting out the remainder of the two and
three-quarter hours for the sake of
these sequences, But, of course, there
are other points to its credit. The love
scenes are such as to make the standard
(continued on next page)
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