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parked in a- “No Parking” area of a
vity street, He paints pictures, bui
can’t bear to part with them, Hix
elosest friend seems to be a pub-keeper
called Spike, who calls him to the tele-
phone by the simple expedient of fir-
ing nn air-rifie at a gong hanging in
ihe trailer window. Ille has been n
soldier of the Iloreign Legion, a touris
in PParis, and somebody's husband; and
when the story of “Double Wedding”
opens he js pretending to be a film direc-
ror.

Quite frankly Mr. Powell admiis to
Myrna Loy that he is what he supposes
most people would ecall a cad. Bnt
s0 far as the eve of the audience can
wee, hiz caddishness merely consists of
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BAD FOR BUSINESS

He Didn’t Wani
Any More Horrors

THIS is the story of a film safes-
man who was peddling his com-
pany’s product in an out-of-the-way
part of the North Island the other
week. He approached the manager
of the theatre in a small town where
the population was largely Maori,
“First of all,” said the manager,
“are you trying to sell me any
horror pictures?”’
"Well, as it happens I'm not,”
replied the salesman. “But why?"”
*'Because the last horror picture
we showed here was ‘Frankenstein,’
and there were two Maoris who
were so frightened by it that they
wouldn’t come out at night to go to
the pictures for three weeks after-
ward. No more horror films for me,
if you please.”
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knocking some starch and stnffiness ot
of Miss Loy, who is called on to par-
tray a smug and zevercly praciies
husipess woman.

Miss Manager

‘Il‘i\ 1,0Y i« very mnel the manag
* ing type.  She manages a dress
<hop and ihe lives of eversone avoun:d
her, inecluding her «isier {(Florence
Izice). and her sister's spinelexs finance
VWohn Beal). But she cannot manage
the eecentricities of Mr, Yowell, who
nearty wrecks the romance of Mliss
Itice and Beal, besides shocking Miss
Loy to her deepest dGepths. Delieve it
or not, Miss Loy smiles only once dur-
ing lhe whole pieture, and ihen rather
{rigldiy. And s=he has sueh a nire
smiie, too!

the trouble with “Diouble. Wedding,’
a3 with mosi crazy comedies, is that
everybody has to rry terribly hard to
be funny. Mind yeu, they snceeed more
often than not: but once DPowell and
Miss Loy have heen established as
diroc. apposites you know thai they
will fuarret heartily nnfil the final
<cene, when they will end in one an-
otber's arms, The main interest, there-
tore, Hes in wondering swhat sort of a
wlorions mess they ean et fhemmselves
inta fop the finnle,

Loud Laughs

S ] gaid ar the beginping, it i the
finale which makes “Double Woed-
ding” warth gonr fime and  money,
e wedding staged ju Powell's ¢nra-
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van produced some of the heartiest
laughter I've ever heard from a hard-
cned bunch of previewers, and I re-

joice to think what it will do in a,

full theatre. In a way, it’s not unlike
the finale of “Big City,” only crazier—
and completely in keeping with the
general tone of the picture, which the
finish of “Big City"” certainly wasn't.

1 didn’t collect any of the wise-

cracks, which aren’t quite up to “Thin-

Man” standard; but here are three
pronuncigationg of Christian  names

which struck me as quaint {only may-

he 'm old-fashioned).
“Irene,”” pronouneed
chyme with “scen.”
“Hermione,” pronounced ‘“‘Hermoin."
".\I:n-gn_t” with the “t" sounded.
[“Double Wedding.”  M.-G.-M.
L‘gxrecte@ ln Richard Thorpe. Star-
ting William Powell. Myrna l.oy.
Ihirst retease: Wellington, May 13.]

True Confession

POT{TRAYING 2 congepital liar in her
: latest film, Clarole Lombard pokes
her tongue into her cheek as a sign
o the undieuce whenevey sghe iz pre-
paring to tell a tall one, If [ were a
less conseientioms critie, that js where
my own rongue would have to he while
£ write thix review. But the title w
the {ilm is “True Confession,” andg |
regard that as a challenge, A trie con-
fession?  So be ir,

There was a time—how long agotl-
wheg I thought the''fey” periormances
of Carole Lombard were exiremeiy
clever. So they were—then. That was
hefore ghe had aetad the ideniiecal giddy

“Ireen,” 10

24

hagu't been paid for, she stalls him off
with the tale that her husband has
gone off his head with grief.and thinks
the machine is his dead baby. Natur-
ally, her husbang (Fred McMurray},
an honest and struggling young lawyer,
is annoyed when he hears about if.
The heroine’s passion for falsehood
leads her into more gerious trouble when
she hecomes involved in a murder, and.
by &« rather curious mential process, de-
cides that the best thing to do iz plead
guilty, Her husband defends her, gets

_her off, and the publicity makes them

amous and wealthy as authoress and
Iawyer. 'Then the truth rears iis ugly
head jn the person of another lunatic—-
o genuine one this time—who knows
that the girl didn’t commit the erim~
and iz out for blackmail.

The trial scene is correcily described
by the prosecutor (Porter Hall) as re-
sembling a threering circus. When
the farce is at its wildest, he: shouts:
“With every ounce of decency in me, 1
protest!”—a sentiment I ‘very nearly
applanded audibly. '

Gleams Of Sense

’E‘REATED with more sanity, this

“tale told by an idiot” might have
heen effective, rather macabre, comin
welodrama, for even the manner in
which Miss Lombard and MecMurray
hehave throughout like a couple of
¢illy, spoiled kids, does not quite ob-
seure the sinister, nightmarish feeling
of two humans who are in a horrible
mess, and at the mercy of a madman’s
whim. There ig, T suppose, nothing

Charles Boyer and Claudette Colbert seem off their food in this
scene from the Warner Bros? film “Tovarich.”

zoat six or seyen times running. Yer
ro~day Miss Lombard receives the high-
est quilary per picture 150,000 dollars
of any female star. Ra may be I'm
the crazy one.

As @ wounld-he authoress in “I'ru
Confession,” Cavole complains: “Mv
ytories aren't selling” TReplies Una
Merkel, *Of eourse they aren'f—iiv

people in them are erazy.”

If it weren't for cold, hard monetar)
fact--150,000 ¢old, hard facis—I'd say
:hat Uollywoeod, through Misg Merkel
hind never ntrered a irnep word

Three-Ring Circus

(‘AT:()LP} plstvs the role of g youug

wife who tells pieturesque lieg he
enuge she can't help herself,  They jus!
pop ont,  KFor insxtance, when the man
eomes L colleet the Llypewriter that

inherently wrong in making fun of
murder, deliberate falsehood, and “Iry-
ing” in the eleetric chair, bui the
humour of “True Confession’” lacks the
spontaneity which would have made
«ych jesting palatable.

It is only fair to point oul that the
veneral lunacy is occasionally ve-
(deemed by some very clever touches of
direction and acting. 1It's a bright mo-
ment when Porter IHall, as the jack-
rabbit of a prosecutor, warmly railing
in his shirt sleeves against the buf-
foonery of the defence, calls for his
coat to be brought him—and laughs
idown the sleeve!

Meat Or Poison?”

\V’I[EI\‘ John Barrymore firgt ap-

peared on the scene as 2 man who
has eome Jown in the world, I thought
it 2 rather appropriate role; but swhen




