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By FRANK S. NUGEN
‘““They Won’'t Forget,”” whi

Warners presented at the
yesterday and which wears t
tional cloalk of Ward Greene’s
““Death in the Deep South
opens the IL.eo M. Frank case,
it up for review and, with co

objectivity and simbple _eloq
creates a brilllant sociological

......
.....

......
e

and a trenchant film ed &
against intolerance and hatr 3
In many ways it is super :

“Fury’’ and ‘“‘Black Legion,”
have been milled from the
dramatic mine. INot so spects
or melodramatic, or strider
haps, yet it is stronger,
vibrant than they throug
guiet intensity of its mnarrati
simplicity of Mervyn L.eRoy’s
tion, its integrity of purpo:
even perfection of its cast.
Claude Rains and Allyn Josl
Gloria Dickson right on do
list of players heading this
yvou will not find one who:
formance does not deserve
mendation, And, as one
greatest factors in its favor,
Won't Forget’’ cannot be dis
as a Hollywood exaggeratio
state of affairs which once
have existed but exists no
Between the Frank trial at 4
and the more recent or
Scottsboro is a bond close:
chronology indicates.

The picture’s scene is Floc
small Southern city where P.
tor Andy Griffin waits for hi
chance and a spotlight tha
dazzle the voters into sendin
to the Senate. That chance
when Mary Clay is murdered
Buxton Business College on
ternoon of Confederate Me
Pay. Griffin scans his su
There is old Colonel Buxton,
family, suh, has been unt
by the breath of scandal foi
generations. There is Tumj
wine, the terrified Negro
who discovered the body in t
vator shaft and only could
didp®*t do it.’”” There is m
Joe Turner, Mary’s boy
There is Robert Hale, an inst
in the school, married, Ir
North, who stayed at the
that day—to correct exam;
papers, he said.

“Y won’'t indict until I’
vinced the man is guilty,’’ pr
Prosecutor Griffin, but he
there will be no political pr
convicting the Negro, little K
weaving a circumstantial |
around Buxton and—Hale |
stranger! Besides, there w
dence: he had been in the b

he had a blood spot on his coat (the
barber had cut him, he insisted), I
Mary Clay’s chum said the girl had
he was
thinking of leaving town (there had
been that application for a new po-
It added up and, to Grif-

been ‘‘crazy about him,’’

sition).
fin, it spelled opportunity.

The pace becomes staccato after
that, with scene following scene in
a mounting crescendo of hysteria,

CLAUDE RAINS
in ‘They Won’t Forget’

teL UL we Lille 8§ colllaecuon witn
the plot. As a certain Dr. Sarto-
rius, who spends most of his time
in a la-bora-try (a laboratory with
a British accent) that Roger Bacon
or Dr. Faustus would have envied
him—amid steaming retorts, grin-
ning skulls, dust-covered tomes,
and the inevitable mortar and
pestie, Mr. Karloff wades into homi-

t cidal morasses so deep that finally

the only thing left for him to do is
to stab himself with his own fatal
hypodermic.

Mr. Karloff is a new kind of
‘““man in white,’” and if you ever
lacked confidence in your own doc-
tor, you should hear Dr. Karloff
when he says, in his sepulchral
voice, “‘Liet’s have a look at that
hand.’”’” It all begins when Sarto-
rius, finding himself too strapped
for funds to continue his paralysis-
cure experiments, listens to the
proposition of a certain Lady CIlif-
ford (Mona Goya) who wants to
get rid of her invalided husband,
and agrees to come to the Clifford
villa as resident physician. Ac-
complishing his first homicide with
a lack of finesse unworthy of a pro-
fessional, he finds Joan Wyndham
and Arthur Margetson in the way,
and busily sets about their exter-
mination. He should have known
he was playing a losing game, how-
ever, for Joan and Arthur are the
romantic interest, and nothing he
could ©possibly cook wup in his
la-bora-try would ever encompass
their destruction. Mr. Karloff (is
he man or monster?) gives his usual
splendid impersonation of himself,
and the supporting cast is capable,
though hardly distinguished.

B. R. C.

with the web spun ever more im-
placably, drawing ever more tightly
the cords created by hatred and a
fixed conviction of guilt. *“We know
how it’ll end,’”” the Clay boys say

quietly, and Flodden nods its col-
lective head. Headlines beat the
drums. The North charges preju-

dice; the South interference. The
New York detective is beaten; the
New York attorney is stoned. Wit-
nesses recant or enlarge. The
‘“trial of the century’’ is conducted
with due respect for the legal forms,
but—like the Clay boys—we KkKnow
how it’ll end. There is a whiplash
in the conclusion.

“INow that it’s over, Andy, I won-
der if Xale really did it,”” muses
the reporter. And the prosecutor
looks out the window and replies,
almost absently, ‘‘I wonder.”’

That is all, and it is all the pic-
ture possibly could have done or
maid. For its perfection, chiefl
credit must go to Mr. IL.eRoy for
his remarkably skillful direction—
there are a few touches as fine as
anything the screen has done; to
Aben KXKandel and Robert Rossen
for their excellent script, and to all
the cast, but notably to Mr. Rains,
for his savage characterization of
the ambitious prosecutor; to Gloria
Dickson (a newcomer) for her mov-
ing portrayal of Hale’'s wife; to
Allyn Joslyn (late of Broadway's
““Boy Meets Girl’’) for his natural
and sensible representation of a re-
porter.

A round-robin of appreciation
must include mention of Edward
Norris as Hale, Otto Kruger as his
attorney, Elisha Cook Jr. as Joe
Turner, Trevor Bardette as Shat-
tuck Clay, Paul Everton and Ann
Shoemaker as the Governor and
his lady, and Clinton Rosemond as
the Negro, Redwine.

At the Globe

JUGGERNAUT, from a story by Alice
Campbell; screen play by Cyril Campion
and H. Fowler Mear;: directed by Henry
Edwards; produced in England by Julius
Hagen; released by Grand National.
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That hollow-eyed anachronism,
Boris Karloff, who belongs to the
Middle Ages along with vampires,
werewolves, alchemy, the squared
circle and the philosopher’s stone,
is haunting the Globe Theatre this|
week in a successfully scary melo-
drama, ‘“‘Juggernaut,’”’ in which the
murder is served straight—that is,
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