Good heaith is
apriceless asset. Keep
your chitdren growing strong,
protected against ills and infections,
with MALTEX O, the safe, sure, health
tonic. MALTEXO supplies growing
youngsters with extra nourishment
that helps naturally to build sturdy bones
and flesh, strong teeth, good muscle and
boundless energy. Make MALTEXO
the heaith rule in your home.

A gors

“MALTEXD

3 Varieties :«~ @ Plain @ with GENUINE Cod Liver Oii @ with Halibue Oil and Orange Juice
Quality Product of The Wilson Malt Extract Co, Led,, Maltexo Laboratories, Willowbank, Dunedin.
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PHILLIPS
MILK OF MAGNESIA

then you owe it to yourself
= and family to read this...

Phillips Milk of Magnesia does more
for you because it's more than an
antacid—or a laxative. - It's a doubly
effective combination of both, As a
result, it not only relieves constipa-
tion, but the acid indigestion that
often goes with it, Ask for genuine
Phiilips Milk of Magnesia in the blue
giass botcle ~=available in 2 kinds,
liquid or tablet, each in 2 sizes. Ity
the best laxative-antacid that money
ean buy, '

So gentle for children—So thorough for grownups

MILK OF MAGNESIA

LIQUID or TABLETS

SCOTT & TURNER LTD, lNEWCASTLE-ON-TYNE, ENGLAND, 2.3
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FREDRIC MARCH, WILLIAM HOLDEN, WALTER PIDGEON

“There’s no tension like hypertension’

Film Reviews, by Jno.

TYCOON TERRITORY

EXECUTIVE SUITE

(M.G.M.)
ORE pensively than usual
(it was the night after

Budget Night, and Im

.slow at arithmetic), I pushed my

haif-crown under the box-office
grille and pondered. There were
so many stars it looked like the pro-
verbial Frosty Friday. Fredric March,
Paul Douglas, Louis Calhern, William
Holden, Walter Pidgeon, Dean Jagger,
June Allyson, Nina Foch, Shelley Win-
ters, Barbara Stanwyck—with all that
top brass on the payroll was it possible
that there was base metal elsewhere?
Such substantial concessions to the
cash-customers suggested compensatory
and constricting economies. Maybe the
story was a job lot.

But there was, as it turned out, no
need for cynicism. Executive Suife is
not likely to figure as the picture of the
yvear (though it could knock off an
Oscar by sheer weight of tophamper),
but it is a workmanlike piece of film-
meaking, and if you find the final reso-
lution of the drama a little too facile,
the concluding speeches more slick than
convincing, there is enough good acting
(and enough suave ferocity) before that
to send you home. satisfied.

The story is:set in tycoon territory—

“the sky-reaching ,towers of Big Busi-
ness,” ad the prologue puts it. “Some’

may think,” the disembodied voice goes
on, “that those Up TRhere are above the
tensions of ordinary existencé. This is
to say it isn't s0.” And, by George, he's
right. There's no tension like hyper-
tension, and that's what most of the
characters in thig story are suffering
from. It’s an occupational affliction at
the executive level in American business
(as, indeed, we are reminded before the
first reel has run) but there are, in this
case, special circumstances which make
it more hyper than usual. Avery Bullard,
president of the Tredway Furniture
Corporation, drope dead in New York
and rigor mortis has hardly set in before
Calhern (2 share-holding director) is
selling Tredway common stock short in
anticipation of a price-fall, and remain-
ing male players—all vice-presidents of

BAROMETER ‘
FAIR: “Executive Suite.”
OVERCAST: “Tall Headlines.” |

the Corporation—are ganging up on one
another in a fight for the vacant chair.
It is, of course, a contest of ambush
and stratagem, of votes and proxies,
moral and immoral suasion. Except for
voung Mr. Holden, who is energetic,
idealistic in a rugged way and (he
says) no politician, the veeps all exhibit
some archetypal human weakness. Pid-
geon, the senior, is elderly, nervous and
tired; Paul Douglas (Sales) is hen-
pecked and unreliable; Jagger (Produc-
tion) morose and unprogressive, Of the
five, the most impressive—on celluloid
if not on paper—is Fredric March. His
interpretation of the vice-president in
charge of Finance (a small-time Machia-
velli consumed by ambition but in-
wardly doubtful of his ability to achieve
it) is a rounded portrait complete down
to the last nervous mannerism. And it
is not an easy part. It demands a super-
ficial air of decision, a surface assurance
which is at the same time betrayed by
the wunguarded gesture, the sidelong
glance or the changed inflection. All
these March uses with practised skill,
By the book he is the least attractive
of the characters—a bloodless calculat.
ing machine, according to his associates.
For all that, when the ballots had been
cast, and the proxies (and the doxies)
duly disposed of, he remained, for me,
the most credible and human of them
all, '

TALL HEADLINES
(Grand National)

OU don’t really need to be miser-

able to sit through Tall Headlines,
but I should imagine that it helps. The
film has the advantage of good players
—André Morell, Mai Zetterling and
Michael Denison are all more than com-
petent, and there is no one who can
better convey mute agony of soul than
Flora Robson. But the theme—the
tragedy of a family who have lost a
son on the scaffold—is too profound for
the routine treatment given it here. And
I must protest, too, at the arbitrary

(continued on next page)
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