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Friday,"April 22,1938,

Horton takeg Oongahunga back to New
York to train her twitterings for grand
opera. So by a devious route is am-
bition realised.

Just Like Tarzan!

OME of you may think this o silty
story, buc it appealed to me as 4

zood joke. And it is a joke wirh
soveral comical side-issues—uotably

the unexpected appearance of black-
mailing Krie Blore, poxing as the Bird
Girl's seafaving father, who claims his
“daughter” was lost as a bhaby and
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THEY SHALL NOT PASS

Free Shows And

Scripture

THE film industry is continually
having headaches obout the

number of people who get passes
to see shows for nothing. Now a
correspondent  to  "“The  Film
Weekly’” has come to the rescue
and supplied a list of texts to prove
that free passes are Biblically for-
bidden. His cemment was: “Even
in those days there were no free
passés given. Search the Scrip-
tures.”” The passages enclosed
were :——

“Thou shalt not pass.’”’-—-Num-
bers xx., 18.

“'Suffer not @ mon to pass.’—
Judges iii., 28,

“The wicked shall not poss.”—-

FEEEIR

e

I RV S AT AL R LR LR Y

Nahum i., 15. z
"None shall  pass.”—lsaiah £
xxxiv., 30. z
"This generation shall not pass.”’ =
—Mark xiii., 30. z

“Though they roar, vet they can-
not pass.”’—Jeremich v., 22.
"So he paid the fare thereof and
went within.”—Jonah i, 3.
||"ll[““l‘lllIlNlilIINlllHlll"]ll"lllllll!lllll"ll!lllII]II"["I‘IT

Inllllllll!llilllllnlI!Hlllllllll!llllltll!llnlIilli‘lﬂlll{llIllllllllllllillIllllll!lllllllllllllllIHII!!l1llllu|llllltlllllll'l
ILISHIBIARLIEH

brought up in the jungle hy the bivds
- juist like Farvzan,

Of eourse, Oongahnnga and  IPress-
Agenp Oakie ean’t deny it or expose
him,

Tinny In Jazz

IJ'!KI"} moxt long-winded jokes, “Hit-
ting g New Iligh™ fallx flar in

places, expecially toward the ot Dol
although to ihis extent the film is

not withong its digappointment, I iake
iwwnte with those ¢rities who have jump-
«d at the ohvious pun and declnred that
»Hitting a New 1ligh” hils a new low.

Lily Pons tefs lier operatie hair down
and plays at being a Bird Girl for
all che ix worth, 7o my mind, <he's
uo beauty., Iut she has definite falent
g9 a comedienne,  She's a prima donna
withent any acrent on  the  “prim.”
A« 61 her singing, 1 onjored her few
operaiie sequences—-they include the
mad seene from  “Lncia di Lammer-
moor"—mueh  better than  her  jass
rnmbers,  Fer voice in jazz i« motal-
lie, ‘ .

Tlorton isn't quite up to hiz usual
standard in this picture: but agross
Jark Oskie goes through his familiav
paces as amusingly as ever, I like an
aclor who so obviously thinks if's
great fun heing an aetor.

[“Witting a New High,”" RKO
Radin, Directed by Raou! Waldh,
starring Lily Pons, Jack Oalde, E.
K. Ifor{on, John ¥oward, Just re-
leased.}
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Open Letter To Gordon Mirams

o

“A CANDID FILM CRITIC SHOULD BE CONSISTENT”

an “‘open letter” which 1 re-

ceived the other morning

from a writer who signs
herself “Nina Bevan.” I am grate-
ful to her for that letter, which 1
have reproduced in full, because it
contains an excellent review of the
United Artists’ picture, “*Stand In.”
To the writer's complaint about my
personal failure, I have a very good
answer, but I shall reserve it till the
end of the letter. And now, as they
say in the serials, read on (and it's
worth reading) =—

THERE are slaps and claps in

Dear Mr. Miraos,

When a man sers himself up as a
candid film eritic. it nust be to him
the erown of suceess when the publie
~uffers him unquestioningly to lead it
inn the choice of sereen entertainment.

Now “you, Mr. Mirams, as the one
and ouly sufficiently candid ecririe in
Nesw Zealand, have won that crown, it
Javge block of readers to-day looks to
the “Record” for reliable appreciations
of eoming flms, and whole-heartedly
thanks vou for the service.

['nfortunately. as their thavks grow.
s0, tou, grows their expectation that
the <ervice he consistently given. Amnd
it is not

1 am digappointed, Mr. Miramg. How
comes it that we have so far seen in
vour columns 1o mention  of  Leslie
TInward's latest film, "Strand In,” whieb
hus already been publicly released in
Wellington?

If 1 had not been in the first place
an admirer of Mr, Howard's work, 1
might very easily kave missed that com.
edy in favour, perhaps, of “Nothing
Saered,” which you recommended &
highly. And if I had missed “Stand
in.” Mr. Mirams, I would never have
forgiven you your lapses.. For it gave
me the werriest two hours’ of sitfing
in the dark that I ecan remember sinee
father fixed our elecirie toaster, :

may what you like about Panl Muui
and his Zola, and | am ready to ap-
pland your judgment. But, to be logi-
cal, you must uot, a few months_ later,
coldly ignore Mrv. Howard and his
stand-in.  For Mr, loward's creation
of Atrerbury Dodds was just as care-
{nlly congistenf—even_though the role
was much lighter and less exacting—
as Mr. Muni's portrayal of the fighier
for truth. :

The conception of a prim, mathe-
matieal bapker with myopic sight who
determined to put Hollywood finances
on o sound basis was amusing enough
as n start for a film story, But Mr.

Howard in spectacles, politely foreing-

«miles and ever zealous for statistics,
was better even than the seript seenved
to expect. His dancing and Jin-jitsn
lessons, the hectic martyrdom with
which he led a film star downward inte
“moral tarpituade” (how breathlessly
funny - that slipping was!), his dignity
when he carrvied his black eye away
from a party. his vesolute propesal of
marriage to Miss Plum, best of all, per-
haps, his blind running and bumbling
at the end of the piefure~—these things
are springs of laughter that have kept
bubbling up and overflowing in my
mind ever sinee last Friday night. In-
cidentally, my aunt has not yet forgiven
me for giggling suddenly and hysterz-

cally in the middle of her sombre tale
of a dentist’s visit. -

That Mr. Howard made an admir-
able and lovable character out of what
was intrinsically rather goody-good ma-
terial was mnot the least part of his
tviumph. And the faltering atlempt
at philosophy in the scene with Hum-
phrey Bogart at the window was a
stroke of pure genius—for author, ae-
tor, and director alike,

Tndeed, Mr. Mirams, I'm surprised
at you. Why. didn’t you tell us of Mr.
Howard’s excellences in the comedy
role which most of us had forgotten he
eould play? Why didn’t you mention
the incisive freshness of Tad Garnett's
Jdirection—or that the script for
“Qtand In” was written by the author
of. “Mr, Deeds Goes to Town,”” with &
pen still as smooth and-sharp as when
it gave us the famous doodler? Why
didn’t you even let ws kmow that mar-
riage or Max Faefor has taken away
those- dirty circles under Joan Blon-
dell's eyes, and that, behind a new face,
she is at least as slick n comedienne as
Jean Arcthur?

Why didn’t you warn us that, des-
pite the pieture’s appeal primarily to
thigse who follow film careers and poli~
tied, “Stand In” may yet prove & siroug
candidate for the hest comedy of 19387
—Yours sincerely,

The Aunswer

'&VHY didn’t I tell you aboui all this,
Afre. Bevan? Because, Mrg, Bevan,
I couldn’t see “Stand-In” any sooner
than vou did, which was in Wellingtoir
at itz first public screening about ten
days ago. And that, Mrs, Bevan, wasn't
my fanlt, because United Artists are
a company with a policy (perhaps a
enrious poliey) of only giving rare pré-
views for what they consider their
really important pictures. Apparently
they didn’t consider “Stand-In” was i~
portani, enough. You and T think it
was—>but there you are.

1f you hadr’'t done the job so well,
Mrs, Bevan, I would have reviewed
“Stand-In” for this issue, and I think
I should have been very nearly as en-
thusiastic as you are about the film’s
merits. But already it is too late for
your review to do the film ag much

Nina Bevan,

. good as it might, for already itg seasons

in Auckland and Wellington are over.

Anyway, Mrs, Bevan, I am grateful
to you for bringing this matter to light.
It’s not the first time an important
United Artists’ picture has missed it -
«hare of praise in the “Record.” And
United Artists isn't the only film com-
pauy that considers it mot worth while
—or perhaps is just a trifle afraid?—
to show me its pictures in time to be
able to say just how godd—or mot s
good--I think them. Of this be sure,
Mrs, Bevan, that letter of yours is g0-
ing to find ity way to the notice of
the proper people.

But pleage, Mrs. Bevan, even if the
milleninm comes and all theatrétte
doors are opened hy those magic words
“Candid Critieism,” dor’t be too hard
on me if 1 oceasionally miss reviewing
a picture you specially enjoy. I do like
a1 night off sometimes. .

Perhaps., Mrs., Bevan, yow'd like toe
he a film editor vonrself?—Candidly
TOurs,

Gordon Mirams,



