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SR G O E S T O T H E M O V I E S 

ONE of the standard movie devices 
for indicating that a girl is madly 
in love with a man is to make it 

clear that she thinks he's awful, that 
she can't stand him, and wouldn't marry 
him if he were the last man on earth. 
In Love with the Proper Stranger, this 
device is carried even further by Arnold 
Schulman, the screenwriter, Robert 
Mulligan, the director, and Natalie 
Wood and Steve McQueen, who play 
the lovers. Not only does Miss Wood, 
as an Italian girl of proper family, re
gard Mr: McQueen, a free-lance jazz 
musician, with some loathing, but it 
turns out she has had a one-night fling 
with him at a summer resort, is pregnant 
by him when the film opens, and is anx
ious for him to arrange an abortion for 
her. On so bleak a note does the renewal 
of their romance begin that Mr. Shul-
man has almost turned the cold cliche 
inside out and made it fresh again. 

The concern of the audience is direct
ed for the entire picture to the problem 
of getting these two basically nice peo
ple married, and it isn't easy, no matter 
how many reasons exist for their taking 
the step. McQueen is a guy who would
n't like to be tied down. Miss Wood 
isn't going to marry anyone who'll re
gard her as a ball and chain, and she 
goes so far as to imply that she'll bring 
up her child without benefit of clergy 
or legal father, this after a degrading 
visit to an abortionist, a filthy creature 
who frightens her into preserving her 
pregnancy. Another nice young man 
(played by Tom Bosley) is willing to 
marry her and accept the child as his, 
but at the last Steve McQueen parades 
up and down in front of Macy's with a 
sign and a banjo, convincing Natalie 
that he's sincere about her. 

It's not much of a tale for believability, 
but Mr. Mulligan has kept it sprightly 
and given it a reasonable amount of 
realism of background. It's helped out 
no end by Mr. McQueen, who has de
veloped, lately, into just about the best 
actor Hollywood has on hand. He al
ways seems to believe in what he's do
ing and saying, manages humor and 
emotion without evidence of perceptible 
strain, and for modesty, offhandedness, 
and all-arovmd ability could probably 
offer Marlon Brando a few lessons. At
tention, as they say, should be paid to 
Mr. McQueen. Natalie Wood has the 
difficult job of behaving like an ordinary, 
average Italian girl (if there is such a 
thing), even though she has more the 
look of someone who has lived very 

SR/January 4, 1964 

Marital Altitudes 

SR's BEST FOR 1963, selected by Hol-
hs Alpert and Arthur Knight: 

1. Tom Jones 
2. 8% 
3. America America 
4. Hud 
5. This Sporting Life 
6. Knife in the Water 
7. Sound of Trumpets 
8. Lilies of the Field 
9. Four Days of Naples 

10. The Great Escape 

pleasantly in Hollywood since baby
hood. She manages quite well, and so 
do Tom Bosley and Herschel Bernardi; 
the latter plays her brother with re^ 
markable sympathy. 

The newest Doris Day comedy. Move 
Over, Darling, is based on an old film. 
My Favorite Wife, was first revamped 
for the late Marilyn Monroe as Some
thing's Got to Give, and now emerges 
as a brightly colored mess in which 
Miss Day and Polly Bergen compete for 
the same husband, each displaying her 
version of ersatz sex. The ancient plot 
has Miss Day popping up, after five 
years of being missing at sea and pre
sumed dead, on the very day her hus
band has taken unto himself a new wife. 
James Garner plays the husband and 
has the problem of staying out of bed 
(for some unexplained reason) with 
both, until the matter can be resolved. 

Unfortunately, the . 
ately is lost, because it \ 
ceivable in the Hollywote 
things to have the counlry\^ 
office star lose her hnsbanY, 
Bergen (who was unranked in̂  
exhibitor's poll) and, besidesv 
Bergen is made to play such a h..Ah-
voiced, domineering wretch that almost 
anyone, including a long-lost wife, 
would be preferable. What might be 
called countersuspense is injected when 
we find that Miss Day is also to be re
united with two adorable kids as soon 
as she can get up the nerve to tell them 
she is their mother. This takes—as does 
the disposing of Polly Bergen—the en
tire picture. Those with weak stomachs 
should leave before the scene in which 
Doris Day and the children admit they 
belong to each other. 

The title of a new Italian comedy, 
To Bed . . . Or Not to Bed, might bet
ter have been applied to the film de
scribed just above. But don't be put off. 
Alberto Sardi is seen as a mar
ried businessman on a trip to Sweden. 
He has heard about Swedish women and 
their attitudes toward love-making, and 
he tries his best to adapt himself to their 
unusual morality. While the girls are 
plentiful, Sweden turns out to be no 
amorous Paradise, at least for an Italian 
who is conventional in morality and his 
love-making approach. Gian Luigi Poli-
doro took his camera to Sweden to give 
us intriguing glimpses of both its folk
ways and its less obvious tourist attrac
tions. He has also kept his film contin
uously amusing and surprisingly 
thought-provoking. Sordi, who must 
contrast Latin obviousness with S\yedish 
feminine subtlety, performs with great 
skill and believability. It's a movie that 
demonstrates again that the best com
edies these days are being turned out 
in Italy. —HOLLIS ALPERT. 

Ode 

After Reading Too Much Didactic Poetry 

By George Cuomo 
• T's such a simple rule 

You'd think they all would know it: 
The poem should speak 
And not the poet. 

I 

Later Ode 

After Reading Too Much Imagistic Poetry 

By George Cuomo 

I T'S awful hard to catch a ball 
If no one's there to throw it: 

If the poem doesn't speak 
Neither does the poet. 
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"Sylvia, thai man winked at me!" 

The steward? You're kidding! 
Maybe it's the atmosphere, that Italian 

charm or whatever. But whatever it is, 
people's eyes just seem to be a little 
brighter, their smiles a little wider, 
aboard Alitalia Airlines. 

There's no sense saying that flying 
Alitalia is like being in Italy. It isn't. 

Nothing is. But ask your Travel Agent. 
He con also tell you about Alitalia's 
Super DC-8 Jets conveniently offering 

you more flights each week from New 
York, Boston, Chicago and Montreal to 
Milan than any other airline . . . plus an 
inordinate number of Jets direct to Rome! 

He can tell you something else we're 
rather proud of too. How, in this air
plane cabin, we've managed to capture 
more of Italy's atmosphere than we ever 
thought possible. 

You'll enjoy^Alitalia. But you'll be fas
cinated, charmed, excited, delighted by 

Rome, Venice, Milan. 
This is the real Italy. (Besides, how can 

the aisle of any airplane compare with 
a stroll down the Via Veneto?) 

A n d , that s teward p robab ly d idn ' t 
wink at the young lady at all. 

But then again . . . maybe he did! 

Serving 78 cities in 46 nations on 6 continents. 
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