I¢’s only nataral ...

« o« for the lirtle chap te want to copy
Daddy —busy in the garden—pianting,
watching things grow — always happily

pied, he's seld bored or fretful,
But should some miner apset put him out
of sorts, then Mother miturally turns te
Califig to restoro regularity, bright eyes
and sunny matare.  This kindly, pleasant
laxative econtains the juice of ripe figs
with an extract of scona.  Purely vogetable
and naturally mice.

Califig

(CRUIFORNIA SYRUP OF FIgS)

Another product of Scott & Turner Lid.,

Andrews House, Newcastle-on-Tyne, England,
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A sore throat
is no joke!

To some people sore throatsare 2
positive scream — until they get
one. A dry, rasping voice is
simply asking for Bants — Get
some today.

BANTS

THROAT JUBES 1/1d.
Stacey Bros, Ltd,, 385 Khpber Pass, Auckland, 16.9 .

affects eyes

Smarting, watering, and bloodshot, irritate
ed by the wind and germ-laden dust, the
munscles tired by sqninting for protection,
your oyes demand assistance on windy days.
Bathe them with Optrex Eye Lotion. Op-
trex gently flonts away dirt and germs,
relioves irritation and tonos np tired mus-
eles; helps 10 keep yoar eyos—and you-—

o 0

he
eye lofion

Optrex (Overseas) Ltd,, 17 Wadsworth Road,

Perivale, Middlesex, England. (R4

_ Vitalising VI-MAX {8 best for breakfast snd bhest for cooking
becjuse it retains the nutritive and vitalising value of selected
wheats plus added wheat germ,

VI-MAX 13 “entoleted” against infestation and is sold 1n
81b. cartons and 7lb, bags,

__ D. H. BROWN: AND SON LIMITED, Moorhouse Ave., Christchurch

;

Film Reviews, by Jno.

Here Comes M. f. Belvedere

MR. BELVEDERE GOES TO
COLLEGE

(20th Century-Fox.)

HEN I first made the ac-

quaintance of Mr. Belve-

dere I felt that he owed
most of his success as a comic
character to a skilful development
of that form of acidulated repartee
so effectively employed by Alexander
Woollcott, and later by Monty Woolley,
in The Man Who Carmre fo Dinner. 1
was still thinking along the same lines
a fortnight ago when I carelessly placed
Clifton Webb (alias Lynn Belvedere)
among those for whom the witticism or
wisecrack is the main instrument of
comedy.

Since then, however, I have had the
opportunity to meet Mr, Belvedere
again and revise an estimate which now
seems to have recorded rather less than
the truth, After a week-end of solemn

i pondering I have concluded that as well

as being a vehicle for wit he is a Sign
of the Times, and that when we laugh
at him there is a tinge of rue and envy
in our laughter. In the world of the
hollow men, Mr. Belvedere stands solid
and impregnable in the reinforced con-
crete of his seif-assurance. It is not
simply that he is & genius, but that he
says so. His rudeness bears the mark
of very truth. In a generation of timor-
ous yes-men, Mr., Belvedere is a no-
man, end as every schoolboy now knows,
No-man is an Island, Entire of Itself.
Mr. B. is fully self-contained.

Or he should be, to run true tc form,
It grieves me to record that in his second
screen appearance he doesn’t quite do
that. Mr. Belvedere Goes to College, like
so.many sequels, doesnot quite reproduce
the spontaneous entertainment of Sitting
Pretty; in places it is rather forced fun,
And, in addition, the authors of the film
script have been guilty of at least three
tactical errors, According to the story
(which is easier to follow if you saw the
first film), Mr. Belvedere’s best-selling
novel Hummingbird Hill, written be-
tween bouts of baby-minding, has
brought him not only fame but lawsuits
and all his royalties have been swallowed
up by libel-actions, A way to restore
his blitzed finances opens up when he ig
offered a 10,000-dollar literary prize, but
one of the conditions of the award is
that the recipient shall hold a univer-
sity degree, and Mr. Belvedere’s formal
education was, on his own admission,
“confined to two revolting weeks in
kindergarten.”  He accordingly enters
Clemens University with the announced
purpose of completing " the four-year
course in one year. That was the first
tactical error in the story—the assump-
tion that Mr. B/s dignity and self-pos-
session could survive the fmpact of
Hollywood undergraduate life. I would
have been prepared to believe that he
could wear a sanbenito with the hauteur
of a Castilian hidalgo, but after seeing
him in one of those funny little fresh-
men caps I was forced to conclude that
the DBelvedere dignity was not so
impregnable as we had been led to
believe. The second error—this time
simply an instance of sheer carolessness
—was the disclosure, after Mr, Belve-

| dere won ths pole-vault at the freshman

v. sophomore meeting, that the 14-foot
record which he equalled had in fact
been set by Belvedere himself as an

BAROMETER

FAIR: “Mr, Belvedere Goes to

College.”

FAIR: *“Rogues’ Regiment?
MAINLY FAIR: “My Hero”

undergradtiate nearly a generation be-
fore. If he had indeed been then in the
status of a pupil, being also a self-con-
fessed genius, it is unthinkable that he
could not have graduated. In any case,
we have his own word for it that he
supervised his own studies after two
weeks' kindergarten,

‘This slip, of course, could not of itself
do much harm. It is the third blunder
which I view most seridusly. ‘This
comes right at the end of the picture,
in the course of the college graduation
ceremony, and the substance of the
offence is that Mr. Belvedere is involved
in the performance of what amounts to
a miracle. Now, with all his genius,
Mr. Belvedere is not Superman. Up to
this point he had done nothing which
could not in theory at least be achieved
by one of his intellectual endowments
(even the pole-vaulting, be it noted,
was given a believable explanation). It
is, indeed, of the very essence of the
man that his most preposterous state-
ments should be believable. If one
character says, “The man’s a Houdini!”
and Mr. Belvedere replies, acidly, “I
taught Mr. Houdini,” one laughs, but at
the same time realises that someone
presumably helped Houdini along in tha
first place. But no miracles, please. Let
the conjurers and the magicians stay in
the comic-strips, where they belong.

Don’t, of course, run away with the
idea that I didn’t enjoy Mr. Belveders
Goes to College. There’s a rather lugu-
brious side-plot involving a plump-
faced Shirley Temple and a juvenile
romantic played by Tom Drake, and too
much prominence is given to the fatui-
ties of campus custom, but there’s still
enough fun to leaven the whole. I am -
convinced, however, that Clifton Webb
shines best when he has a good comedy
foil playing with him—and a good story,
of course, does help.

“ROGUES’ REGIMENT"

(Universai-International)

CIGARETTE-CASE pawned on .the

Piraeus and a rose sapphire hocked
in Harbin convince the Ametican Army
Intelligence Service that Martin Brun-
ner, the only top-flight Nazi to escape
capture, is on his way to join the
French Foreign Legion in Indo-China.
(Its obviously M ... B.... whos
meant, but one must be careful of the
law of ‘libel, and any resemblance to
persons living or dead is purely co-in-

.cidental.) Anyway, they send along Dick

(Deadpan) Powell to join up too, find
M.B,, and put the finger on him. In.
Saigon Mr. Powell mests & beantiful
French girl who is having an effair
with a phoney Dutchman when she is
not singing to German members of the
French Foreign Legion in an Indo-
Chinese cabaret, but it transpires that
the girl (Marta Toren—and -quite an
eyeful) is really a French Government
agent, while the Dutchman is in fact
a German engaged in seelling illicit
tommy-guns to the Vietnam forces . . .
do you follow me no far? Set down coldly
in black and white it may sound her-
ribly confused, but hardened fuans who

NEW ZEALAND LISTENER, JUNE 24



