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WAYS OF
ESCAPE

HIGH SOCIETY
(M.G.M.-Vistavision) G Cert.
}’.‘EELING miserable, depressed. out of

sorts? Slightly corseted by the credit-
squeeze? Upset by the disequilibrium of
overseas payments, the one-sidedness ot
hire-purchase agreements? If you're
looking for a way of escape (strictly
temporary, of course), then High Society
has a funk-hole tailored to fit you and
your particular neurosis.

Primarily. of course. it's an escape
from suburbia to the Elysian Fielcs of
the supertaxed, where everyone is gay
ard almost everyone is witty, and there
are no dishes to wash. Mum will love it.
But she needn’t have it all on her own.
There's Grace Kelly for the girls
(fashions and all that); for the middle-
aged there's Bing Crosby, for the siightly
under midcle-aged Frank Sinatra and
Celeste Holm: the music and lyrics of
Cole Porter for the sophisticates, and
for all and sundry old Louis Armstrong,
his trumpet and his cosy virtuosi.

High Society is the kind of show I'd
be pleased to uncerwrite, were I an
underwriter, and tempted to cverwrite
as a common or garden cash-customer,
I must confess to feeling slightly apa-
thetic about Miss Kelly, now safely en-
trenched behind the Almanach de
Gotha, but I enjoy the allusive New
Yorkerish quality of Cole Porter’s lyrics,
I like Crosby, I've acquired a taste for
Sinatra and Satchmo, and I just adore
Celeste. Holm. Ah, yes, I know the pat-
ter: of tiny crows’ feet iis beginming to
leave its mark around those big blue
eyes, and the radius of some of the
curves appears to have decreased sharply
over the years, but she has a gaiety that
few of the younger fry can match and
a capacity for comedy they might well
envy. And she is, every comfortably up-
holstered inch of her, a professional. She
can convey by a twitch of the eyebrow
or a tilt of the shoulcer more than some
run-df-the-mill screenplayers ' could
achieve with benefit of close-up, cross-
cutting and direction.

‘If you enjoyed her performance in
The Tender Trap, then you'll enjoy her
here, as the ace photographer of Spy
magazine who (with Frank Sinatra as
feature writer) descends on the gilded
pleasure-domes of Newport to record a’
sociefy wedding. The wedding doesn’t
go altogether according to plan—in part
because an ex-husband (Bing Crosby) is
staging a jazz festival in the adjoining
palazzo—but that doesn’t prevent a jolly
time being had by almost all. High
Society (director, Charles Walters) is, in
fact, 8 smooth and tuneful show, wittier
and more sophisticated than most musi-
cals (and none the worse for that,
either).

TOUCH AND GO
(Rank-Ealing) G Cert.
F High Society is gay and sophisti-
cated, Touch and Go (directed by
Michael Truman) is by contrast rather
down to earth and domesticated. I don’t
mean to suggest that it is stodgy-——Ealing
comedies rarely are — but it's middle
class, the humour more conventional
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{though warmer because we are closer ,
to it), the wit less effervescent. And
white it has a General Certificate (and a
beautiful black cat in the cast of charac-
ters), it is really more a comedy for
parents than for the family as a whole.
As Jack Hawkins and Margaret John- .
ston by turn win an argument or in some
more unobtrusive fashion get their own
way, wives will nudge husbands and hus-
bands dig wives in the ribs. The spar-
ring is (Ealingwise) all thoroughly pleas-
ant and though it is perhaps the oldest
of all comedy staples a certain topicality
is added by presenting the Fletcher
family as on the point of emigrating to
Australia. This allows for certain varia-
tions in the formula. What, for example, |
is the Fletchers’ teenaged daughter to ;
do about the young man she finds she i
has fallen in love with just twelve hours !
be‘ore they are due to embark at Til-!
bury? And what is to be done about |
Heathcliff the cat, who gets lost at the |

1

1

]

psychological moment?

This isn't the best of Ealing comedy.
but it's wholesome and pleasant enough
to pass muster. It is, at any rate. one;
more proof of Hawkins's versatility. !
never thought to see him play second '
fiddle to a cat, but then I've never
struck a cat as upstage as Heathcliff. |

THE LAST HUNT
(M.G.M.-CinemaScope) A Cert.:

FIND it almost impossible to say ak

good word about this production.’ Itsf
the story of a killer (Robert Taylor)
whose chief pleasure in life is the
slaughter of buffaloes, and such unfor.
tunate Indians as happen to come within
range of his Winchester; and from the
amount of footage devoted to the ex-
amination of his blood-lust and its con-
sequences 1 can’t imagine this film—or :
the 7000-odd feet of it that I managed
to sit out—delighting any but those
similarly infected, One thing I noted:
Killer Charlie, in a fumbling attempt to
define his own peculiar moment of truth,
found more in common between sex and
slaughter than Hollywood has hitherto
cared to admit,

JACK HAWKINS
Second fiddle to a cat
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or pains in the back
since taking De Witt’s Pills”

This valuable testnmony from Mr.T. Miller, |
56 Manwort%y . Br ton, Bristof 4,
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i
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“lam kéepmg vgry well,
thaq&fyou ..My f‘ung run

pf good health,] am s’u’ro,,
"is due to my use of your”
famous

peWites

De Witt's Pills act directly on sfug-
gish kidneys so that harmful impurities
(cause of so much backache, rheumatism
and sciatica) can be promptly flushed
away. You will have unmistakable
evidence of this within a few hours
of taking your first dose. So benefit
tike Mr. Mitler did. TESY DeWITT'S PILLS
for your trouble! You'll feel better and
brighterin every way. Prices 3/6 and 6'6.
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Aproduct of £.C. De WITT & Co.(N.2.)%td.
Y HerbertStreet. Wellington, New Zaaland
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The WORLD'S BIGEEST
SONE HITS

OPEN YOUR PIANO and
PLAY THESE SONGS
PRICE 2/6 per _copy

“BANANA BOAT SONG”

"CINDY, OH CINDY"
"“CINDY, OH CINDY”

“HEY, JEALOUS LOVER"
“MY PRAYER”
“LAY DOWN YOUR ARMS"”

“AUTUMN CONCERTO"

“WHATEVER WILL BE
WILL BE”

"“TO LOVE AGAIN"
“TONIGHT YOU BELONG YO ME"
“MORE” _ “ALLEGHENY MOON"”
“IT'S_ALMOST TOMORROW"

“IN THE MIDDLE OF THE HOUSE"
“GOD'S LITTLE CANDLES”

“MOSTLY MARTHA" "“OH MY PAPA"

”SHIFTING WHISPERING SANDS"_

DON'T FORGET—
SMALLWOOD’S
PIANOFORTE TUTOR

The World’s Best Tutar-—Price 6/6 per copy

ALL MUSIC SELLERS

Or Direct from the Publishers,
J. ALBERT AND SON PTY., LTD.,
2.4 Willis Street, Wellington.’

For Mother's Day
... and Every Day

You'll love these newest stories from the House
of Hutchinson! Just arrived in New Zealand,
they're the perfect
Mother’s Day—if Dad doesn‘t reach them first!

SEAL MORNING

by ROWENA FARRE - - - 15/-

Within three weeks of publicotion, more than 30,000 people had

bought this delightful book.

rat.

and then in America. It

will enjoy.

Miss Farre spent seven years in a remote Scottish croft with her aunt
and the animals they befriended .
otters, Sara and Cuthbert the squirrels, and Rodney the domesticated
And of course, Lora—the SEAL who played the XYLOPHONE!

The critics’ praise has been lavish . .

PAPA'S WIFE
by THYRA FERRE BJORN - - - 18/-

If Mama made up her mind to do anything, heaven and earfh were
powerless to stop her. And when Mama, then only Maria the. housev
maid, made up her mind to marry Pastor Pontus Franzon.

This is the story of a devoted and engaging family, first in s!';'a»ﬁlond
is recorded with a charm, humour and
kindliness which make it unsque A

“something different’’ for

like Hansel and Gretel the

. and you'll be enchanted, too!

a family story which any foemily

From your hooksellor

19




