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e SIANLEY KRAMER

in the summer of 1953, Stanlay-ﬂramer brought his motion picture
production cQmpany to Australia to make a film from Nevil Shute's novel
ON THE BEACHa

This, now, was something newe In the past overseas companies had
shot occasional location footage (which sometimes employed the actual
stars of the films) in Australia, but the interiors, along with a number
of faked back-projection scenes, were always filmed on thome" grounde The
British Ealing company had made, over the years, several films utilising
an Australian background; only a few months before the American unit
arrived in Melbourne this company bhad been shooting location scenes for a
movie oalled THE SIEGE OF PINCHGUT. What made Kramer's project so ’
different from its predecessors was the startling announcement that he
planned to film ON THE BEACH entirely on location in Melbournee There
would bhe no Hollywood interiorse

Australia has no film industry to speak ofe There was a btims during
the twenties and early thirties when it produced several dozen features a
years By the forties this had dwindled to an occasional movie a year,
then one every two years, and before we knew it our once=flourishing fila
industry had perished. The coming of television in 1956 revived it to .
some extent, but even our most modern studios are woefully inadequate when
it comes to providing facilities for Hollywood producerse

Kramer overcame this initial problem by building his own temporary
studios on the vast deserted acreage of the Royal Melbourne Showgrounds,
and proceeded to improvise as he went along, although he publicly admitted
that he was nobt happy with the venture and certainly wouldun't attempt
another film under such makesghift conditionse

I suppose that in America and other parts of the civilised world, one
ig inclined %0 be a littie blase about film makinge For the average
resident of Los Angeles I don't suppose there is much of interest in the
sight of & location unit at work, unless, that is, one is interested in
the stars, and is hopeful of eatching a glimpse of one's 1idolse But we in
Australis have not been exposed to such wonders, and are easily impressed
by The Arts. Most of us wouldn®t give two hoots for some hapless and
under-financed local production, but if it's from overseas, and Imported,
and Important, then we really go wilde

One of my perennial frustrations was an inability to get beyond an
appreciztion of movies as a madium and see the marvellous clockwork in
acbtion underneath each filme And for as long as I remained in Ausiralia
the magic world of cinema produciion would remain forever beyond my grasps
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But the arrival of Kramer and his unit changed all thate Here at
ast would be a major film producer filming in our fair citys. Thers would
e four famous movie stars with him, and T was familiar with the book that
as being transposed to the screens The question was a simple one = how
as I to make use of this sudden influx from the motion picture world?

From the moment they set foot on Australian soil Kramer and his stars

ere rewarded with a remarkable share of the daily paperse Each day's
shooting was described in capsule form in the following morning's presse

n Mondays there would be a centrepages spread of the weekend's shooting
and a preview of forthcoming sceness And Melbourne'®s snake—ladder society

ad never had it sc goods They took Ava and Fred and Greg Peck and wined

nd dined them silly, and simply simmered in their company (Tony Perkins
was always conspicuously absent from these festivities)es An expensive
restaurant in Toorak becanme their off-the-set home, and Ave made the head-
lines when she threv a glass of champagne in a reporter's face because he
was "too demp nosy", and endeared herself to the hearts of all when she.
announced to the press that as the film dealt with the end of the world,
she "couldn't think of a better place than Melbourne™ for it to happen.
Frank Sinatra was passing through on a professional Australian tour,
playing the =tadiums and similar places, and dropped in to say hullo to
his ex-wife. The scandal rags pounced hungrily, and there was more gossip
t0 push the cold war back to page threcs

But I wasn't interested in gossip - or the starse I was following
the progress of the production carefully, waiting for what seemed an
opportune time to gatecrash and get myself some interesting photographs as
well as some first=hand experience with a motion picture companye

1t would be difficult. The very nature of the secript, uililising as
it did such ultra~expensive props as warships and submarines and the heart
of the city itself, necessitated strong security measures and very
thorough policing of the erowds of spectators following the progress of
the film.

For the firstmonth Kramer concentrated on shooting intericrs at his
Showgrounds studios and exteriors at a farm near Berwick, some thirty
miles from the city, and his second unit whiled away iis time playing tag
with an aircraft carrier and a British submarine somewhere out on the Baye

Barly in January 1959 the morning SUN printed photographs of the unit
in action the previous Saturday, The locale was the heart of the citye

T wondered what security measures had been in operation and if there
would be ways to circumvent theme I knew that the cameras rollied very
early because they had to be out of the city by noons The length of the
shadows in the photographs indicated that they must have been taken about
eight o'clock, and so early there would murely be little or no policinge
I didn't stop to think %hat, the news being out, there would be some sort
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of crowd the following Sunday, and more police to look after thes. Kramer
and his crew were Big News now, and the interest of inquisitive
Melbournians wes reaching epidemic proportions,

I was only playing a hunch when I drove into the city the following
Sundays From what I had heard £ilm companies are notoriously unreliable
= primarily because of the temperament of the actors they engages. Ava
might have caught a cold and the unit gould have stayed at the Showgrounds
to shoot some more submarine interiors, or they might have sailed out into
the Bay to make another rendezvous with the British craft masquerading as
an atomic submarine of the United States Navye.

But my luck was goode I parked the car well out of the city area and
made my way down Lonsdale Street. There were signs of activity ahezd, and
a lot of cars and trucks that wouldn't have ordinarily been there at this
time in the morning,

The unit had been fortunate so far in that the notoriously uncertain
Melbourne weather had been good to them, and they had enjoyed the luxury
of eight weeks of a2lmost continuous sunshine, But that morning there was
& heavy cloud cover. The wind was cold and a chill breeze whipped through
the city. I cast many an anxious eye at the clouds as I hurried down the
streect,

The time was nine—-thirty., This was later than I had intended but,
not feeling too sure Of my venture, I had taken longer than I should to
wake up and breakfestse I began to wish I'd had more faith in my intuition,

There were no signs of policee I mingled with a sparse collection of
spectators spread about the unit, which was busy putting the finishing
touches to some scenes outside the Queen Vietoria hospitals There were
several matronly women dressed in the familiar white garb of nurses, and
they were standing behind a long low table stacked high with cartons. As
I watched, the enormous mobile camera swung in for a close=up of one of
the boxese I saw stencilled on the outside of each the words DEPARTMENT
OF HEALTH -~ and presumed that this was the tail-end of a scene deeling
with the handing out of euthanasia pills (not shown in the print released
in Australia),

I made a few general shots with my 35mm camera and then watched the
unit pack up, wondering what was going to happen next,

Now here I discovered an interesting fact. Members of the film crew
always referrad to each site as the "first location", or "second location",
whatever the case might be.,. I suppose this not only helps the organisation
of the scenes but also prevents people such as myself overksaring the
destination of the unit and subsequently getting in the waye

I didn't have the faintest idea where the "second location" was, But
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[that wasn't much of a problemse I simply followed the unit down the next
block to Elizabeth Street, where XKramer had his other eamera set up, S
opposite the GPO and two hundred extras had been rehearsing a big scene
featuring Tony Perkins,.

.1 had thought that the crew working at the hospital comprised the
unit, and I was in for a shocke A vast number of trucks and vans was
parked either side of the street for the length of two city bleocks - for
the 1ife of me I couldn't figure out what all those vehicles were used fore
Seeing so much luggage I began to understand why the cost of film making
was so highes All this for three seconds of screen timee

By now the blue uniforms had begun to appeare Police cordons had cut
off all traffic into Elizabeth Strest for the distance of four city blocks
and I was locked in with the unite This was not a2s good as it sounds -
gpectators on fooit were allowed t¢ come within a few hundred yards of the
Scene, and there were several policemen on hand to make sure they didn'i
come any closer with more surrounding the unit itself so that no one could
interfere with the production.

I mingled with some official photographers and tried not to get in
anybody's waye Thers were 5o many guys dressed like me and wearing the
same type of camera that I managed to pass as just another shutterbuge.

The space separating the camera from the GPO (for the sake of the
film re-christened DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVY) was bustling with activitye
There were some pretty weird vehicles toce As most of the action of the
film takes place in a world deprived of vital fuel, the scriptwriter had
dreamed up some ingenious conveyancese, The bicycles and horses I had
expected, but not the cars with their front wheels removed and harnessed
up to draught horses, nor the motor-driven wheel-chairs andé the hansom
cabse The scene was certainly outre = much more fanciful than the tinsel
monsters dreeamed up for some of the Hollywood SF epicse I had the feeling
that this could really happen; that it wasn't just a flight of fancy.

I began taking pictures, discreetly, concentrating on Stanley Kramer
and his athletic assistant director, Ivan Volkman. Volkman is a volcanic
giant of a man whose job it was {0 pass on Kramer's orders in a fashion
appreciated by all members of the unite  He hollers. Kramer, on the other
hand, 1s not so powerful of physiques Mild mannered and softespoken, he
never seemed impatient or about to lose his heade And I think he was
somehow amused by the way the kids rushed up te the tall track-suited
giant for his autograph, assuming by the way he got everybody moving that
HE was the director.

The light was growing more abyssal avery moment and Kramer was
casting uncertain looks at the black skye The position was that before
him were more than twe hundred exiras who had patiently waited the morning
out for this big shote Should he risk the weather and go ahead with the
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take, or abandon it until a more opportiune time?

Postponement costs moneyes Lots of money.

He decided to go ahead and hope for the best.

A signal was transmitted by walkie-talkie to men planted at each
intersection, and the trams, which had occasionally thundered on their
accustomed way throusa the set, were made to bide their time while Kramer
completed his first tuakeo

Crouched low in the saddle of the bulky Mitchell camera, Kramer was
lowered almost to street lavel by the long arm of the camera boome One
aye closed, he studied his opening shot for what must have been the tenth
times

A derelict oar stood in the gutter, cne door hanging out onto the
sidewalke An exira was to walk past and slam the door shut with a tap of
his cane, whereupon the camera would swoop guickly overhead and resume the
acene with a brief shot of the traffic and Tony Perkins would then make
hig three second dash across the street and up the steps of the DEPARTMENT
OF THE NAVY.

The car; a Vauxhall; had been jacked up and its front wheels removed
and left in that position, hubs scraping against the roadwaye

Kramer looked up; #Can we have that window down?"

An assistant stepped forward and wound franticallyees but the window
refused to disappear completelye An inch-wide etrip remained visible abo
above the sill,

nCant+t you get it down anymore?" Kramer asked,

"Won't go any further. Pommie car,®

"Woll get a hammer and smash it thene"

The window was wound up and somebody took a good whack at it with =a
hammer, several timeses The glass splintered and showered onto the sidewalk

MHold itl" That was Kramer againe
A jagged piece of glass still remained.
"Gat some tape" he said "and tape it up like that,"

A grip man hurried to oblige; A wide strip of cellulose tepe was
run along the inside of the glass, facing away from the camera - and
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Kramer was finally satisfied. He lined the camera up to peep through the
broken window and then nodded his satisfactions "Okayes Letls roll 'em,"

It was now one thirty and the City Fathers would be upsets They had
made particular mention of the fact that the wnit should vacate the city
area by noon, and already it was an hour and a half overdue.

Volkman took over the PA system and set the action in motion,
Cameras rolled, extras walked, peddled and Jjogged  towards the intersection
= and from nowhere came a terrible jangling noisee Two vivid red fire
engines surged through the location, scattering extras in all diresctionse

For one mad moment I thought that this was all part of the scenes
Behind me a voice said, "That's tho loudest ice~cream bell ah've ever
heard."

Kramer stood ups 4 bemused look came over him and he seratched the
back of his heade. He didn't nake =a sound, but his expression proclaimed
his exasperation: this couldn't be happeningl

‘ But it was. A block and a half away a dirty black column of smoke

was climbing towards the sullen sky, 4 building in Little Collins Street

wes burning fiergely to the tune of £50000 and as if that wasn't anough it
began to rain.

Oh so gently. Just enough to ring the curtain down on a dismal day'’s
shootings Kramer sighed, threw up his hands and let them siump back

against his sides in an attitude: of resignations. It was time to throw in
the towel,.

Someone handed him the PA mike and he addressed his audience, "I
know that you've all been patient, and I thank you, but as this will be
the first scene to show the city we naturally wish it to be seen to
advantages It is obvious that we cannot continue shooting todays I thank
you one and all,"

Somebody in the erowd muttiered something abcut "not wanting it to
look like Sydney". This wisecrack managed to drift audibly over Kramer's
last words and brought some delight to the spectatorss It even brought a
‘smile to Kramer's face. The extras looked pleased for other reasons -
another day's shooting at £3 per hour per head,

The cameras were dismantled and stowed away inside the trucks, With
surprising efficiency the unit began toc pack up and vacate the citys It
‘was back to the Bhowgrounds for scme afternoon interiors and perhaps some
|rushes of the week's work, In less than fiftecn minutes the rain was
‘lashing the pavement and a bitter wind was sweeping through the citye

| Everything was back to normal again;

‘the gryphon page seven




I hadn't much opportunity for taking good photographs, Most of the
time the lighting wasso poor as to be practically useless and this was
made worse by the fact that our placement was underneath wide verandahs
that lent an extra measure of darkness to our activities, But I did
manage to get some interesting shots of Kramer and Volkman and some of the
camera setupse I had hopes of doing better the following Sunday if the
weather turned out to be more condescending.

And it dides The rein cleared early in the week and a blazing sun
sizzled thereafter, 41 seven thirty Sunday morning there wasn'% a cloud
in the sky and everyons was walking about in open~necked sportshirts and
cotton pants. I slipped in early, located myself with the unit, and once |
again got away with my pose,

The opening shot Kramer had boen so painstaking with the previous
Sunday had been effectively sabotaged during the week by some eager-beaven
on the City Council. A neat row of brand-new parking meters had been
installed alovng the south side of Elizabeth Street, and one sat exactly
where the derelist car was supposed to be stationed. I watcheg them fool
around trying to get rid of the damned thing for almost half an hour.
They used everything they could think ofy but the meter refused to budge,
Kramer finally gave in and had the car and cameras moved forward fifty
feet and went through the tedious process of lining up his shot all over
agains From there on everything went smoothly enough.

The extras were already well-briefed with their partse At 410am the
cameras rolled and the whole tableau leapt into sudden life. People walke
and peddled and hustled their horses across the Lntersection - upward boun
traffic in Elizabeth Street making a U=turn behind the cameras and
returning on the opposite side of the street, the same procedure being
followed by the traffic passing up Bourke Street and gcross Elizabeth
Streete So much for economy.

After three itakes the scene was called "in the can" and now it was
time for Tony Perkins to crawl out of his caravan and meke his heroic dash
across the busy street and up the steps of the GPO - sorry, DEPARTMENT OF
THE NAVY.

All morning the young star had been swotting up on this vitakl scens.
Accompanied by two policemen and squeals of delight from some of the
younger spectators, he made his way across the street, shoulders drooped
and sunglesses focussed stsadily on where hisfeet were taking him. A quie
conference with his director and then a rehearsal, The extras were calledl

back and reassemblede Then: "Ready Stanley?®

Kramer nodded - and Tony was 9ff, weaving his way across the street i
Just like someone on an urgent errand,

"Okaye" Kramer's quiet voice againe "Print ite"
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The time was ten past eleven — well ahead of schedule. Ten hourg of
ime for three seconds of cinema., Tt made one feel a trifle dizzy,

The process of dismantiing and packing up wes begun and the sad=faced

dtile man with ths spade made his last tour of the streets I wondered
yhiether he liked horses,

_ I began processing my films Monday mornings The results were better

an I had hoped, and I immediately began thinking in terms of market
otentials The newspapers and tabloids wouldn't be interested in the
echnical sort of photograph on which I had concentrated and they certainly
ould have access to as many pictures of the stars as they wantede Kramer
ad a publicity manager and a team of three photographers to supply thogse
arketse I was left with the photography magazines, those aimed at
mproving the mind of the amateur photographer.

Time was important, If I mailed the shots overseas they would take
8t least eight weeks to arrive on any prospective editor's desk and I
Bidn't feel like taking a gamble and investing in airmail postages. That
eft the loecal publications, a total of two. One was a reprint of the
merican POPULAR PHOTOGRAPHY and wasn't interested in lceal material, and
here was a half-size menthly called PHOTC DIGEST, published in Sydney,
his was a new venture, only eighteen months old, and dedicated to the
ublication of Australian work onlys It didn't have the circulation of its
dval but it made up in guts what it lacked in sizes And a month =
previously it had published an article on the filming of Baling's SIEGE OF

NCHGUT in Sydney, I thought that it would be worth a try and at least
'd get a reasonably quick answer,

It was much quicker than I anticipateds On Tuesday I mailed off a
ialf dozen of my best photographs, together with a covering letter

¥plaining that I hoped to get more and better pics within the next few
eeks, and would they be interested in these and a short article on the

production? On Friday I received thig telegram: INTERESTED YOUR ON THE
EACH PROPOSALS =~ ASTON,

On Sunday I was due in Frankston, a beach suburb some twenty miles
rom the citys While at the GPO location I had overheard two gripw-men
eferring to this site as the location for the following weck=end, For
ince the customary "second location, third location" precautions were
orgotten, and I intended %o be there with the rest of the crew and to see
if I could manage to get away with my masquerade for a third time,

For a while I dide I arrived about half an hour after the unit, I%
Was sBortly after eight on another beautiful sunny day, Men were still
ining uwp at the mobile canteen for their breakfast and I spent an hour

or 50 just wandering about the location sitey which was the Frankston
ailway station,

]
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On Saturday I had received a following letter from editor Kevin Aston
explaining in detail how interested he was in the project and how he hoped
to receive further prints and an accompanying text as soon as possibla,

He also mentioned that one of his Melbourne representatives, Edward
Rotherhan,- , was working on a similar project with Wayne Miller, an
American photo~journalist covering the shooting of the film for LIFE, and
at the same time touring with the FAMILY OF MAN exhibition in Australia =
perhaps we could team up and collaborate? This proved to be an
embarrassing piece of misinformation, for when Kramer's publicity manager
turned up the following afternoon and began throwing every unauthorized
person off the set it wasn't worth a hoot. There was no sign of Rotherhan
Aston's man in Melbourne, and Miller hadn’t heard anything about ite The
only advice he could offer was to M"get as much as I could and get out of
it"s Presumably Aston's Melbourne rep had fallen down on the job — or had
only been full of hot air in the first places I only had time to grab a
few quick shots of Tony Perkins and Wayne Miller befors I was politely
booted off the seie I hadn't met this publicity guy before, and now I
understood whys Not only Perkins but two other stars werc due to film
later in the afternoon - and it was well know that Ava Gardner loathed
journalists and could always be relied upon to throw a violent tantrum if |
an unfamiliar face wandered onto the sets

i spent the rest of the afternoon watching from a distance, along with
several hundred other spectatorss The sun was hot and there wasn't much |
shade but I held out for a shot of Ava, She didn't arrive until after
threcs There was & flurry of excited exclamations from outside the statior
and 2 gleaming Rolls nosed through the crowds I made a hasty setting on
my CANON and then had to back-peddle smartly as Ava swept through the
startled faces towards me, flanked on either side by police, and guided up
the steps by Mrs, Kramere I had time for two quick shots and then it was
2ll overs I remembered a vision in black slacks and a white jumper, and
that was alla

I weni back to my car and drove home, already working out the text
of my c¢overing article, turning it over in my head until I had the shape I
wanted,

I spent the next three days processing and printing two dozen 40"x8"
prints and another evening hammering out the texts There wasn't time for |
a careful re-write as Aston wanted everything for the April issue and the
deadline for copy was the end of the weeke I compromised by putting down
everything pertinent and suggesting that he cut and splice to suit himself
Instead, he ran the 3000 words uncut, together with eight of the photoss

1 received the galley proofs at the end of the following week and was
satisfied with the result, although disappointed that a number of my best
pictures had been put aside in favour of those with more *mass' appeal, |
but such is the way of picture editorse |

I had time for one small change; The leading page of the article
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ommemorating my first appearance in print ran the by-line "Pictures and
ext by Leo J¢ Harding", I thought that looked rather ciumsy, and not at
111 the sort of name that would stand out in companYe I suggesied to
ston that Lee Harding would look and sound betters KHe agreed and so the
article was run under that by~lines (And I hope that explains everything
0 bewildered people like Dr. Jenssenl)

My previous experience with editors had left me unprepared for the
ovial Mr. Aston. Over the previous few years I had run the gamut between
old rejection slips and the more encouraging notes of Mr. Carnell in
ondons Aston wrote like a fan and was as enthusiastic as all get=outs
is letters always seemed to be typed out on a battered old typewriter and
ave one the impression of a person in business for the fun as well as the
ighte 4né he was certainly willing to lash out and be experimental, for
iy Eramer article had been more in the line of a picture story than the
0rt of article intended for the encouragement and intellectual enlighten=
ent of timid amateur photographers. And the enthusiasm worked both WaySe
ietween Us we re—designed the cover logo, revamped the interior layout of
he magazine and crossed letters franticallys This was my busiest, and
i0st enthusiastic time in photo~journalism, Unfortunately it wasn't to
ast very long, bui was destined to wear itself out like so many of my
paresrs's After a fow months Aston commigsionsd ms 1o write =a monthly
olumn of 600 words devoted to 35mm photography. For this I was paid the
andsome sum of 2 guinease (I had rsceived 30/- per page for the Kramer
Overage, pictures and text inclusive, but I had no complaintse Photo-
ournalism was something new and uuntried in Australis, 4 small
irculation magazine such as PHOTO DIGEST couldn't afford to pay much to
ontributorss It was for love or nothinge The sad fact was that not even

e mass circulation tabloids paid more than this struggling little
magazine, )

The columns were the hardest writing I had ever done in my life. Of
8cessity I was recycling other people's work and presenting it in a
ifferent form, but I did try to break away from formulae and darkroom
echnique and establish a series of articles concentrating more on

echnigue before the pictures I wanted to get pecpls to think before they
ot instead of monkeying around for hours in a darkroom.

1'11 admit to acting the aliruist. Aston printed all my stuff

ithout a complaint, and although he never tired of pointing out that 90%
. the people who frequented camera c¢lubs and bought his magazine were
diots, I suppose he derived some pleasure from the thought that there
fere some people with an idea of tho meaning of the rhotographic image.

he ever discovered that his hypothetical 10% didn't exist then his job
would have hardly merited any further attentione From what I had gathered
#ston had had a hard struggle to keep his magazine afloat during the first
ear of its existence, and it was comforting to mee the cireulation
Bradually rising over the next few months as fresh contributors began te
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appear and more and .more of the big advertisers were wooed and won over.

I had a second essay printed five months after the initial Kramer
articles This time there was no text - several pages of pictures
depicting a day in the life on an airport terminal, with cavtions by Aston
The column became an obligation, each month a little harder than the one
before when it came to thinking of something fresh and interesting to
write abouty bui it did keep my name before the publice I bought myself
a second CANON and a ©ele lens - and soon found that I had a lot of shiny
new equipment that wasn‘t getting much uses I also owed a lot of money
to the finance companies.

it was around the middle of the year that I cams across the first
mention in the local press of Fred Zinneman's plans to film THE SUNDOWNERS
in Australia, and would be arriving with his location unit to begin
shooting in New South Wales sometime in August.

I immediately wrote Aston asking if he was interested in another
£ilm coverage similar to the Kramer article, and if so could he try
approaching the Sydney offices of Warner Bros. and arrange for me to be
able to visit the unit as an officially assigned photographer, thus
avoiding the frusiration and unpleasantness I had risked in Melbourne? I
was prepared 10 pay my own expenses for the trip and during the time I
spent with the unite It was out of the guestion to expect a magazine
of such humble overhead to finance the project I had in minde I hoped to |
use Aston's professional influence to provide me with a means of entry
into the location unit and figured this would be a fair trade. What
monies I received for the projected article would heip to defray some of
the expense, but I wasn't particularly concerned with the financial side
of the venturee. This would be for love.

Asion replied with enthusiasm and said he would look into the matter
as soon as possibles In the meantime I followed the press for an
announcement of the proposed location sitese I found out that these would
be at Cooma, in the Snowy mountains just over the Victoria=NSW border, and
at Port Augusta, far, far away in South Australia and quite out of the
question with the limited amount of time I could safely take off from my
regular job, It would have to be Cooma, three hundred and eighty miles .
from Maelbourne,

And it wase I heard from Aston in late August, informing me that
everything had been arranged and that I was to contact a Mr, Carl Coombs
at the Alpine Hotel in Cooma as soon as I arrived = and that would have |
to be some time during the second week in Septiember.

All very satisfactory indeeds I made a long distance eall to the
Alpine Hotel and tried to make a reservation for the four days I would be
there, without success. HNot only were most ¢f the hotels booked out by
the film unit, the manager sadly informed me, but the township was also
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elebrating a festival of the snows, or something like thats I would be
ueky to find any accomodation at all.

Rather crestfalien, I hung upe But I was prepared to sleep in the car
. necessary, so I soon dismissed that setback, and concentrated on stocke

Hg up on film and making arrangements to take the necessary time 2ff from

Ork - and following the progress of Zinneman's location shootinge

I began the long trip late on a Thursday afternocn; and by nightfall
ad covered the first hundred miles, 7 stayed overnight at a bush pub and
t out early the next morning to finish the remainder of %the journeys

I had never been further than a hundred miles beyond the eity and had
uite frankly never contemplated so formidable a drive. For more than one
undred and fifty miles I drove through stark mountainous country, the

ad winding wearily, progressively higher into the alps, and the air
coming colder and colder as the miles slipped sluggishly bve The

eather was uninspiring, for the already depressingly gloomy pall was
ccentuated by a heavy cloud cover, and I eZpected snow at any moments

r most of the Journey the road was unmade, and a succession of graders

8 constantly at work keeping the surface navigable, The country itself

S magnificent - great towering razorbacked mountains and sheer lush

elds dropping away from the roade. I had often heard of how breathtaking=-
beautiful our continent could bes I was now looking forward to a first
d confirmation of this remarkable truth, particularly to seeing snow in
rge quantities which would be something entirely new to mee
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ndowner:

Somehow it never quite snowede It didn't even raine I arrived in
Cooma at twilight and immediately scouted around in search of accomodation
Luckily, the first motel I approached had a VACANCY sign outside. I
knovked discreetly on the office door and was rewarded with a smiling |
affable Pemmie faces .

"Yes?®

Well, T wanted a beds At least until Monday.

"Sure, that'll be okaye Come inside for a moment."

While he made out a receipt and I paid in advance to his wife we

exchanged the cusitomary pleasantries: where I was from, what the weather
was like and what great fun the Festival had heen.

nI'11 be working with the film unit for a few days™ I mentioned,
casually, feeling BlG.

A sudden hush enveloped the office. He stopped writing, halfway
through the receipt and she just stared at me, suddenly alarmede

"Wou're not;Q.you1re not one of them film pe0ple; are yuh?" my
prospective host asked, eyes narrowing,

In some way I had made a blundere I thought hastily and amended "no,
Ieesrlly I'm not from the studios I'm a free lance photographer.” And
went on to eyplain the purpose of my visite

Gradually they both relaxeds "Oh, I seece For a moment I thought you
were one of them." And proceed to finish making out the receipt, '

"Have they been ameesbit of a problem?® I ventured;

"PROELEM?" ha snorteds "We had to toss a bunch of them out last week
Noigiest bastards I1've ever come acrosse Wouldn't have any of them again
for QUIDS."

I took the receipt, wondering what sort of filp people had been so
offensive, It would have had to have been some of those obnoxious extras
I figured. Certainly not.anyone from the production unit for they would
have all been housed in the main hotels and not distributed so far from ¥
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re of activitye I recalled the loud-mouthed crushing bores I had met

g the Kramer filming - the glossy shallow women with their effeote

men who had been scooped from the cesswpool of television commercials

sthman's theatre adse to perform their tiny functions as extras in
scenese One could be excused for assuming that, ¢n the basis of

behav1our, they were what one thought of as 'movie people', when in

y they were as far removed from the dedicated workers on the set as

55ibly be imagined,

ﬁgsured him that there would be no chance of that.

ce 1 had unpacked my things and settled in I drove back into town
2 Alvine Hotels The lobby was filled with peoples I went over to

K and delivered my message, which was immediately broadcast to all
dry over the hotel's PA systems

[ dutifully waited while butterflies wearing hobnailed boots beat a
0 on my stomache

d then this little sparrow of a guy came tripping through the

d foysr, head swinging arcund in search of sgomebodye. He had dark
air and a visage Leigh Brackett would describe as "lean and hawk=—
‘and he wore skintight pants, a dark blue sports shirt and a pair
3 hlgh cowboy bootse

¥ name is Harding; Lee Harding., I'm representing PHOTO DIGEST; Mr.
ontacted you in Sydneyass" Bearing in mind the Rotherham—Miller
made that last sound more like a guestion than a statement of

for a moment did he seem nen-plussed, his forehead furrowed in
ation, and then he brighteneds "Oh yese You're interested in
the production side, aren't you?"

ereed that I was.

; l Iook, "he went on, "I'm at dinner at the moment, but could you
ng to my office at seven in the morning and I'1l explain the
schedule? Then we'll go out to Nimmitabele"
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I thanked hime "That would be fine, Mr. Coombse™

"Goods™ He explained quickly where his office was located, and the
excused himself and hurried off towards the dining room. Only then 4did |
begin to feel hungry,

Cooma is a tourist towne It is made up of motels, hotels and
restaurantsy and everything is expensives It also boasts a genuine
cosmopolitan population -~ something like forty different languages are
spoken by the residentss In the heart of the Snowy mountains, it has
become the centre of the vast construction programme that has been gnawi
at the o0ld mountains for more than twelve years, and will continue to do
so for many more until the immense dams are completed and the miles upon
miles of tunnel driven through massive roeck are finished.

I found it quite unlike the country townships I had known, and I
wandered down the main street in a sort of daze while I tried to locate
familiar landmarkss I found the customary square with the wooden rotund
ifor the Sunday band, and the remains of festivitiess Tattered streamer:
drooped forlornly upon the grassy the wind blew tiredly across the strec
The once=az~year fesitival was oOvery and I still hadn't found a place to ¢

I had passed by a number of ecafes becausc their prices put me off,
besides I didn't feel liks a stoak.

Then I passed what looked like an Italian restaurant, turned back,
and went inside,

The place was nearly emptys Only two other tables were occupiecds
The lighting was agreeably dim and I settled down at a table near the w
and contemplated the delicious silences Thig was more like a restauran

An immaculatewaiter brought me a menus My eyes almost bugged out
my head when I saw the prices, and noticed one of my neighbours opening
bottle of wine,

When the waiter came back I said, rather weakly, that I would like
some spaghetti bolognese, and perhaps something else later one He took
the menu and made offs I settled back in my chair with an almost audib
"whet!" Already I was up for nine hob = what gort of town was this
anyways

More to the point, what kind of restaurant was the CASBAH?

My spaghetti I took my time overs A few more people =~ jolly well-
dressed people « came in and the sputter of gaiety began to percolate
around the roome And I had a growing suspicion.
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The waiter returned,

MPancake" I muttered weakly, and added another four and six onto my
le "And coffee = blacke"

There was a curtained area down at the far end of the room; ¥While I
ped my coffee reflectively and contemplated the forthcoming pancake,

reat beefy character in a red tuxedo and z wide black moustache walked
r and pulled back the curtainse.

i gazed glumly at the bandstand thus revealed, and at ths exotic
or behind,

My suspicions were therswith confirmed:; the CASBAH was a night club,

‘1 had stumbled upon it in all ignorances I almost choked on the last
ny coffee,

I finished the miserable pancake in record time, paid ny bill and
rried out of the door while the early arrivals entered upon their night
§in and debaucherye 4nd I went to sleep when it was obvious that the
idents of Cooma were just waking UD e

Coombs' office was a tiny room in a solicitor's building in the main
ete I was there at seven, as directed, and this agreeable little PR
‘soon put my in the scene,.

w

fie began by handing me a call sheet for the day, and giving s brief
down on the scenes to be shot.

 M™Phen I presume you'll be wanting to meet Zinneman and Hildyard and
ple like that?"

"Er, yes, And I'd like to just generally wander around and follow

action of the unit," I said, and explained my previous experience with
er's unit, :

A rather pained expression came over Coombs! facee "ih, I wouldn't
ion Mre Kramer's name to Zinneman," he cautioned. My eyes said Moh?"
B not a relationship of which Zee likes to be reminded."

H0hy" I saide "leesees I gather then, that their relations were
harmonious in Kramer's days as a producer?" i

fle just gave an embarrassed sort of smile,. "Well, let's just say that
uld be tactful not to mention any of the films Zee made for Kramere™

1.didn't pursue the matters Instead we discussed Zinneman's OTHER
8y and would THE SUNDOWNERS be made in cinemascops?
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nCertainly nots" Coombs explained "Zee doesn't like the wide screens
No? I mentioned the recent OKLAHCHAeee
"Not one of his favourite filmse He prefers to forget ite™

Ume Well, so much for the sensitive artiste

That morning the unit was located at Nimmitabel, a rather loosely=
named 'township! some six miles from Coomae They had sei up shop at a
nearby homestead, and to reach it we had to leave Coombs?! Holden and walk
several hundred yards on footle

The day was dark and dismal, like those that had preceded ite

"Wo should have been through here weeks ago," the little man
complained, "but the darned weather just won't let ups”

There weren't as many cars and trucks around the unit as I had expect
expecteds There were a lot of people grouped around a large area of
corrals to the rear of the homesiead, and this was the direction in which
Coombg was headinge Closer, and I began to make out individual figures: &

couple of men with walkie-—talkie sets strapped
across their backs, two cameras, one z ‘6mm
22 7—& Arriflex of unknown function, several monstrou
carbon arc lamps and a couple of photographers
. The remainder merged into an homogenous group
/f—k__-“\ located around a blue kombiwagene There was
,/, \ 4 about the whole scene a marvelous air of indol
indolences This was explained by the fact tha
the cast and crew were indulging in their
// favourite pastime: waiting for the sun to come
oute I noticed a couple of guys sprawled out
in deckchairs, aslespe Or just dozinge But
about the kombiwagen there was a general air 0
busy frivolitye.

", eeveDereal smears" said Robert Mitchum, and roarcd with laughter.

I did a doubletake, but sure enough it was hime And entertaining som
male members of the crew with a recitation from one of those typowritten
Yjokes! held in one hand while he leaned againsi the van with the others
he was wonderfully made up to look the pari. of a typical(?) Australian
drover, dressed in a dirty grey denim shirt, trousers and an old leather
jackete A dirty slouch hat completed the costumes I had to admit that he
locked tha parts

But Coombs was leading me in another direction, and before I realised

-
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o2 what was happening I was
k hndyard being introduced to a handsome
man in his early fortiese He
wore a knitted cap and a heavy

Erec"'or of phofography garbadine raincoate. He was

Jack Hildyards

Sald Coombs "this is Lee Hardinge He'!ll be covering the production
e of the moviee™

"How do you do" I stammerede I had never conducted a genuine inter=—
W in my life, but for the sake of appearances and also for Coombs!
gfit I tochk a gtab at it.

"And what do you think of our early morning sunlight®" I asked, just
get the conversation going.

Ha chruggcd;l "Nothing wrong with ite It Jjust doesn't come out
il midday."

He wore a special filter around his neck like a pinge-nez, through
ch he ould occcasionally take a quick look at the sky, judging when
wan sunlight would reach a sufficiently high Kelvin temperature to
W the shooting of a few precious feet of colour filu.

I stumbled into the breach I had made and tried to appear every inch
professional I was note After a while the little PR man wandered off
onduct some more business elsewhere, and I began to relax a littles I
ed a short distance away from the main group with Hildyard and we both
ed and contemplated an approaching break in the dark clouds.

BIt's been liks this for weeks," he commenteds But if he felt
trated it didn't show, and there was something asbout this quietly=-
en, endlessly-pstient and almost shy person that seemed to me to
ody all that I imagined typified the conscientious film-makers

I had become conscious of the lack of American accents about me, and
igsed that there was a vast difference between this unit and Kramer's.
one thing this was primarily a British unit, only the director and
personal staff hailing from the Hollywood capitale Then there was
lonely seclusion of the location and the lack of security precsutions
gsary in a film of Kramer's type, and there was the great difference
ational temperament between British and American filwm-makerse There
complete absence of tension on the set, and I got the immediate
sgion of a more personal and relaxed atmosphere that was no doubt a
gtion of the director's perscnality as well,

son's Choice -— The Bridge on the River Kwai I managed to get Hildyard
ummer Marness — The SUNDCO'WNERS talking about THE BRIDGE ON THE
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RIVER KWAI, but only with difficultyes There was nothing of the verbose
technician about hime Every reply I received seemed to come from his 1ig
only with grest reluctance. His general remark was that the Lean film hs
been "hell to work on" and that he wouldn't like to go through such a
venture agains I formed the impression that, although troubled by the
inclement Cooma weather, he found it a relaxation after the intense
struggle of the Ceylonese jungles.

A shadow moved near my elbow - and there was Coombs again. "Ifd lik
you to meet Mr. Zinneman, Lee™ he announced, and I turned arouand to greel
a demure little man clutching a script under one arm, a quaint Ausirian-
style hat perched on his head and dressed heatly in a gzippered brown .
Jacket and fawn pants, He smiled and extended hig hande "Very pleascd #
meet you, Mr. Harding, I understand you will be with us for a few days??

I concurred, quite surprised by the gentle quality in this man's
manners He was quite unlike my preconceived ideas of a film directors
Then and there I tossed out such ideas and left my mind open fo this new
and romarkably rich world I was moving in - unobstructed, at ease, and

; not hiding behind someone elss!

camerse
frfiﬁj At this moment Hildyard
sneaked away to his cameramen,
, , . = and Coombs sgmin moved off,
ZInneman, dlreCfOl‘ murbling something about

"leaving you to it."m
From Here to Eternity —. High Noon — The Men
— The Nun's Story — Oklahoma - The SU Zinneman is a nervous man
e DGNERS who doesn't like sitting down
for any great length of time,

"It dulls the mind" he explaineds We immediamtely started walking
about the paddock, and while Zinneman stole anxious glances at the sky w
discussed the productions He explained his dislike of cinemascope and
how he felt that the ratio they were shooting THE SUNDOWNERS in was a

satisfactory compromise between the tradional and the wide~screen 1 to
175 ratioc.

"The letterbox screen Just doesn't adapt to closeups,” he went on,
"and it's not a very personal mediums Just think of it =~ there was a

Bcene in OKLAHOMA! where you could have driven a Jeep through Shirley
Jones' nostrill®

After some discourse on the nature of the now techniques, he admiti
sadly, that his most successful wide—screen shot had been "a view of th
Brooklyn Bridgee"

And then we bumped into Hildyard.
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"I think we night try again, Zeo," he announced, inclining hisg cap
eavanwards, -

"All right". Zinneman spun around and began calling out directions
I 8 quiet unruffled tone. The unity which had seemed indolent and half-
Feep; Sprang quickly intoc action. Carbons sizzled, walkie-talkies

gan t0 buzz and there was a general movement towards the foreof the
amerase Even the sheep seemed interested.

Yes, the sheep, There were twelve hundred of them grouped in the

addock and they were the most reactionary and stubborn actors I have
eT Seell,

~ With such activity going on around me I thought it was about time I
Ok some picturess I sidled over and discrestly toock some closeups of
feter Ustinov, He was standing half-way up a step~ladder reading a copy
the Sydney OBSERVER. He raised one eyebrow curiously at my sudden
pearance and then, my person identified, coded and filed away for

fure reference, he returned his attention 1o his papers

L kept well away from Mitchume I had formed the impression that he
d 1o time for journalists and less for photographerse It was an

ression amply supported by his lugubrious expression whenever I was
»

L discovered three other photographers working with the unite Two

2 busy meking stills during the rehearsals, but there was one other
Was very much on his own. This, I discovered, was Sanford Roth, on
ignment for LIFE, A little withered gnoms of a man obsessed with
0graphy as an Art. He wore Jungle garb and had three NIKON cameras
‘across his chest. And he was everywheree While the stills boys
nted themselves with standing by the main camera setup and grabbing
ir photographs quickly and unobtrusively during the run~throughs,

ford called the paddock his oyster and was likely to pPop up anywhers

e most unlikely moments. Several times that porning the cameras had

0p rolling while Zinneman called out "Sanford, get the hsll out of
sl Youfre on cameral™

is enthusiasm was striking and it wasn't long before I discovered
ity unlike the only other photo-journalist I had briefly met (Wayne
ller), not only was Roth = dedicated artist but also one: with very

€ aims and ideals - and a determined manner of expressing them, He
ged the American photographers for being "in full flight from
y" but onthe other hand admired the better photo~journalistg, "I
1ot #2ay that American photographers have no technical skilles On
onirary, I think they have great technical skille What they also
3 an ability to put thisg skill at the back of their minds: (whers it
5) and concentrate on getting good pictures., 7To me this is more
t than technique for the sake of techniques The Americans have
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learned to discard this when the picture is more important than the means,
In this way I think they are producing work that is far more alive and
vital than the restrictions of technique imposee"

I tossed Wayne Miller's name into the discussions
"Wayne? Oh sure, know him welle" _

And had he seen Wayne's recent book, THE WORLD IS YOUNG?
"Yeah, yesah, I've Seen itoee™

1 showed my enthusiasm for what I thought was a truly remarkable
essay in the field of photo=journalisme. Over a period of years Miller |
had taken thougands of pictures of his four children in their various
stages of growth and had assembled a very beautiful book from his filese |
It was left to the redoubtable Sanford to shatter some of my illusions,

"Dhy, it was a fine enough book," he said, but there was an angry lao
in his eyess "But it was all so precious,” and he waved both hands in a
vague affete gesiure, suggesting that Miller's book had lacked a certain
vigoure "Sure kids are sweet and lovely and likeable, but there comes
a time when they turn mean and want to throw their weight arounde They
want to hurt yous They are, for a time, vicious little animals when they
are not busy.being sweet and nicees Miller failed to show this side of
their nature, and I think this was a grave mistakee The resuli is a boﬂ‘
with a one-sided and rosy look at childhood, and it's not sorrect,”

I thought of Miller and how impressed I had been by a warm and
compassicnate young man, and was forced to concede that Roth's was a
valid criticism of a book that, when all was said and done, was perhaps
a trifle too precious,

But what of the much admired German school, I asked?

He dismissed it with a deprecatory wave of the hand, M"That? Itts
clinical, so static, so very, very deades The Germans are excellent -
technicians but unfortunately, I think, they take themselves too serious
seriouslys I think that their work is a prime example of the pursuit of
technique at the expense of everything elses Everything is so stylised,
8o self-consciously composede There is something more wital to photogray
than thise And we have a gimilar approach in Japan —~ a duplication of
nature but without the important concept of lifee What is creative abou
that?n

Jyst for laughs, I asked his opinion of the American West Coast
School of 'Yfrozen life!',

And he shruggeds "There's no discounting the work of men like Edwa
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T Weston, but we can't throw photography back thirty years.

San‘gg*}‘d Michealangelo was a great painter in his day but now we have
a new form of art to interpret this modern ages Photography

rc)ti? must do the sames After all, any focl can stop a camera
down to f. 644 This is Arte™

All this is a matter of minutes. And it was all very
illuminating, But there was Peter Ustinov again and I excused myself and
made off to make some more pictures.

The clouds parted and inundated the unit with wan sunlighte The first
ake focussed on Ustinov and his ladder, suppodedliyspeaking some lines to
0b Mitchum while mounted on horsebacke

"Detestable animals," he complained when he finally had to mount up
ra long shote ™Al woll, in SPARTACUS they made me ride a donkeVeees"

He couldn't ride a horse sither, and he managed to give the impression
at each moment spent in the saddle was one of incalculable agonye A4
ble did ail of his riding, but Mitchum was a fine horsemsn and spent
Spare time galloping happily arcund the paddocks, an enthusiasm
fdered, no doubt, from his long association with horse oparas

With Ustinovin the saddle at last, another take was announceds
hun dismounted and took up a position in front of Ustinov's horse, A
rehearsal, and the take went something like this:

If you're going to act like a drover then you may as well look
like ones Take off that 5illy flaming hat,.

: Lot me tell you something about this That'y, my g00d maNaes

-
le
I

And don't call me your 'good man'.
Oh? What would you prefer then, 'bosst?
- It'1l do. (turning around t¢ mount up)

This haty is you eall it, onr.e belonged to the captain of a
China clipper.

Oh? What happened to him?

‘Nothing happened tc hime He's Jjust not going to call you 'boss't,
ol that's alleee

fool can

Iﬂwwn?u They ran through this scene four times, shooting
b from a different position for each take. When

k! Zinneman was satisfied with the scene the site was
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struck and the equipment moved a hundred yards further down the paddock
where the 1200 sheep were patiently waiting for their cue.

Sheep are funny animals, wayward and stupid enough at any time, and
not the sort of actors Disney would think of grandeurising. And they are
not exactly given to obeying instructions.

The idea was to make a shot of the wagon moving off, followed by Bob
Mitchum and Ustinov's double on horseback, and then the sheepe While the
sun disappeared behind the clouds, assistant director Peter Bolten tried °
organise the sceneas Peter is a tall skinny Pommie with a voice so strider
that he rarely, if ever, resorts to the use of the loud~hailer: he would
have made an excellent sar'major, And on this particular day he sporied s
fantestic red hooter as evidence of the fierce ultra~violet that bathed tt
mountain ranges at that time of the year,

The sun came out againe. The extras and doubles were all readye Bob
Mitchum galloped around impatiently and Ustinov sat beside the cameras
staring disinterestedly at the sheepe

TAll right everybody;" Zinneman announceds MThis is a take."

As the word MActionl!™ sprang from Bolton's lips the wagon and the
horsemen moved off, and the sheep refused to budges They just stood then
staring into the cameras,

Bolton threw up his hands in disgusts "Cut itees.cut it". Zinneman
wore a palned expression -~ the first of the morninge A few of the gripanm
loaned a helping hand to the "technical advisors" (i.e. professional
stockmen) in an effort to get the stubborn animals moving, but all to no
availe Jack Hildyard was turning despairing eyes sunwards and seemed
Just about ready to take a savage bite out of the Arriflex.

It looked like a stalemate -~ until Peter Bolton stalked past the
cameras and iried some Peaceful Confrontation, He stoocd facing the forg
sheep for a few moments and then got down on his hands and knees and 8pre
both of his arms widee "Please, pretty sheep. Come on now, be good lif
sheep and just move over to the left a little bit, eh?"

The leading sheep stared back for a moment, and then hustled sidewaj
obediantly, Behind them, the rest of the empty—headed flock followed s

A terrible exultation lept into the assistant director's weary eye
He stood up, slowly, so as not to disturb thems "Oh, GOOD sheep! Now,
Just a little bit forward - that's right! Oh, that's very rightl®

The sheep were now in the desired position to begin the take. 4
great cheer went up from the crew as Bolton turned arcund, smiling for
first time that morninge.
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: The camerss rolled and this time the sheep moved off in the wake of
the wagons

"Hold iti"

Zinneman's voice; Loud and angry; His eyes were strained to make out

8 din figure on the horizon, then: "Sanford, will you get the hell out of
fiere = this is a takel™

More precious minutes were lost while our ubiguitous photo~journalist

urried offm=camera and the scene was set up again, this time with really
plendid cooperation from the sheepae

They completed three takes before noon and then the unit took time off
01 lunch,

I followed Sanford over to where the meobile kitchen was parked against
open tent with tables and chairs underneath, I got in the line
th the rest of the crew and managed to bluff my way into some foode Then

Miow you take those French rhotographers," he said (We had been having
t of running discussion all morning, interrupted only when one of us
0ff to take some pictures, and then Sanford would take up the

§sion where he had left off as if there had been no intervening time
8Yers)y "they're ithe best in the world, Diock up any issue of PARIS

3 JOUR DE FRANCE, REALITES - why, they lives Those boys are always
lmenting, always forging ahead in new directionsees"

George Higgins, one of the two stills photographers, was on my left,
il between Sanford's outbursts I found him quite interesting to talk
He had worked with film companies for many years and was as frieadly
asswming as the litile American was dynamic and forceful. He liked
@alk about the various films he had worked ony and in this instance I
20 some very interesting things. For example, he explained how, in
dng John Huston's MOBY DICK, they had, in one instance, printed a
. and white negative over a colour positive to give an eerie effect

? Stenes in the open sea and

t's not the fault of the photographers, "Sanford was saying
ing to the current decline in American photo=journalism as printed
major magazines such as LIFE), "it's the way the stuff gets editeds
8t & 1ot of marvelous material from top notch photographers and then
b Up somewhere along the lines Take that recent feature on Auvdrey
in THE NUN'S STORY which I did for LIFE. They paid me a small

or 8 full essay — sent me halfway across the world to the Congo,
happens? They ran a colour shot of Audrey on the cover and a
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handful of pics or the inside Pagese A "full essay"? I ask YOUsece"

Just to chesr him up I mentioned the rates Australian photographers
could expecte His mouth dropped open and he stared at me in silence for
fully ten secondss

"Thirty bob a page?"

I noddeds "That!s the going rate. OFf course, that's only the
specialist magazines = I understand the tabloids and weeklies have a
sliding scale. A& guines & pPic or something like that."

He frowneds MGuinozeessthat's only about a pound, isn't it?n

"And one shilling. Ang they like babies and swans beste !

A glazed expression came over him and he shook his head sadly from si

to side. ‘'"Why, that'ssesthat's less than two dollars per photographese"

And then his eyes narrowed shrewdlys "But you must be getting more than
that?n-

I took a quick look around me to make sure that Coombs was out of
earshot, and then quickly whispered the truth to Sanforde That I was mak
this trip for the fun of it, not for money, and it would herdly have been
worth my while for the latter, And then, just to drive the point home I
told him the loecal prices of the NIKON and CANON cameras, some 300% up o
what he would pat back home in the Statese After that he went pale and
to muttering under his breath and staring at the darkening sky,

I found myeelf pobdoring on the cameras that were around me. Sanfo
carried three NIKONs, one loaded with B & ¥ and the other two with colo
He also carried three otherss I found myself using my 100a lens most of
the time, whereas Stanford was using awldewangle35mm lense. He proferred
the perspective of that lens, George Higgins and Ken Danvers (the othe
5t1lls worker) used the 24" square formate And there were a couple of
Polaroids in use, but only by Bildyard's camera ¢rew to determine eXpos
and lighting set-upse I have always.maintained that this camera is an i
ingtirument for such purposes, and was delighted to see it being put to
in this manners A4nd here was Sanford againess

"I like subtle coloure Colour that conveys mood and does not need
employ a red sweater on a blonde to become 'good! celour, Here in Aust
I think mainly in terms of s0ft, neutral colourse That is the colour o
your counirys Anything else would be a migstatomente™ «{Sse ‘cover)

I think I said "um™, and immediately grabbed the opportunity of
Zinneman's being near to get some pictures of the director with his pri
photo=journalists And while Sanford demonstrated the intricacies of o
of his NIKONg for Zinneman's benefit, Peter Ustinov joined the groups
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pet’er USI’an\ﬂ To begin withs everything you have ever imagined
about Ustinov as an actor, as a personality, on or

off the screen, is absolutely correct, only more so. The man is a genius,

& fountain of talant, what is often referred to as the twentieth ce:.tury
" embodiment of the Renaissance Man, Not only has he distinguished himself
| as a playwright, stage and film director—producer and an actor of B
exceptional merit, but in between times he manesges to manufacture an
increasingly important image as a writere. WUstinov the actor is in the
enviable position of being completely free to choose the roles that appeal
to him, whether they be star parts or minor roles.

"There was one eXception™ he lamenteds "That was a role in THE
EGYPTIAN that I had to take because my contract said so. 4 terrible film.
Fortunately I never saw it."

He also re~writes most of his own dialogue and some of his co-workers'
if the occasion warrants, and in this regard I gathered that Zinneman gave-
him much more freedom than some directors he had worked withe

"Zee is an actor's director" he explaineds "He leaves an awful lot
~ to youe In a way I suppose he's my sori of director."

: I took that to mean that they were both artists more concerned with
the humanity of man and the exposition of character through the medium of
ﬂm cinema ecresn than with the sheer thrill of tethnique.

z But for those moments when they were ceptured in my viewfinder they
were just two pleasant people clowning away like mad, because conversing
with Ustinov is something of a game = a sort of blindman's buff tete a tete
You never know where your next sentence is going to lead you or what frash
Usport you have provided for the sparkling wit of this giant, for although
short in stature and broad of girth, Ustinov moved through the unit like a
true giant among pigmiess I can recall a moment when, almost in the same
reath, Ustinov manoeuvred the conversation from King Alfred's disastrous
burning of the cakes to the subsequent decline in English culinary arts

Zinneman looked concerneds "Peter," he said, "you lock too Russiane”

Ustinov's face lengthened, his shoulders slumped, and he ambled away,
08t disconsolates Presently he re*urned, the letters CCCP pasted on his
aps He was bright-faced, and wore the cap with obvious pleasure for the
st of the day.

And how did he react to photographers?
I can only illustrate this by citing an incident. Early that morning
had approached him, timidly, between takes, and enguired if he would

ject to posing for a few photographse

MCertainly pot, young man," he replied in the manner of an outraged
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aunte "Go right ahead.”

How different this was from the reaction I had received from Tony
Perking, who had only given me a dirty look and complained "don't you ever

get tired of taking pictures?"®

Another discovery I made that afternoon was that the stars of the fils
are never referred to as such ~ they are the Principalse And shortly after
lunch the Principals were whisked away from the set and back to whatever
they had to do in Cooma for the rest of the day, along with most of the
mechanical side of the unite Zinneman, Hildyard, Bolton and a few others |
drove off in a small convoy to go through the processes of making a fline=
up' for the next day's shooting, It was now time for some obnoxious extras
to make like they were the 'stars'! of THE SUNDOWNERS.

I had given them passing notice earlier in the day, but now that ihej
were cast out naked and exposed from the rest of the unit I found them
nauseating and irritating in the extreme. --Presumably these were the peopl
who had caused such consternation to Coomag and it wasn't difficult to see
whye 1 had seen their type before in the twittering, gushing exhibitionis
strotting around the perimeter of Kramsr's Frankston sei; the adolescent
showoffs from the TV and advertising worlde There was one young chap in
particular who had become the object of malicious dislike from most membe
of the unit - a local lad of sixteen or so who was standing in for Miche
Anderson Jre He strutted and preened and. tossed out orders like a little
Fauntleroy and generally made himself the most objectionable person arg
I even caught Ustinov staring at him with studied venom a number of time
presumably anticipating some dreadful punishment for this detestable chi.

I£. 1 learnt anything of importance during my trip it was that ihe
artists, the people who are really at the top and are conscious of the
they have set themselves, are really only workings It is the mighi~have
beens, the would-bes and the no-~hopers straddled pot evan half way up ¥
ladder of fame who strut and pout and act as if they are genius incarna

The stand~in takes up the position of the Principal during the le
lighting and camera setups, and goes through this same routine in adv
when the director and his cameramen are lining up a forthcoming shot be
the heavy artillery is moved into place. This Miss Kerr's stand-in pre
ceeded to do with as much wriggling and bust pouting as she could mana
attract attentions All day she had stalked boldly around the set in &
tight riding britches and a scarliet sweater stretched tightly across &
bulging prominent breastse And she wriggled and she gesticulated and
made marvelous faces, but nobody cared. Hildyard studied her in his ¥
finder and Zinneman cocked his head to one side and saw the scene as b
envisioned ite 8She was just part of the background.

50 much for the unpleasant features of the day; I had overheard
mention that there would be 'fire' scenes coming up and, choosing am
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when Zinneman was alone and available,

I approached him and broached the
subject of future scenes,

"Ohy s0 you will be staying with us a while? That is goods We hope
t0 be shooting the fire scene on Monday and that should he very interesting
for you, although I mush ask you not to take any pictures., We will be
USing some very special effects and we naturally wouldn't like to have
these, ah, exposeds You understand?"

i did, and although I would have liked to have continued shooting the

important thing was +o remain with the unite "Of course Mr Zinnemany," I
promised,"just as you Saye™

And then the line~up

was completed and everybody went back to heade
quarters,

Sunday was a day off for all concerneds Bob Mitchum went fishing with
tae stills photographers, Zinneman studied up on his script and, pPresumably,
Ustinov spent some time catching up on a few languagess {(He found that one
i the nicest things about Cooma - the great variety of languages spoken) I

The more one becomes accusdopad to artistic freedom the less

I8 is attracted to the prosaic fumblings of a day~-to~day existence. Given

48 necegsary courage it is possible o shrug aside this burden and get on
b it .44 whatever it ise But at this moment and at this time eue not

te Later, perhaps, when the time is righte But how does one know and

2t 15 the point of waiting?

~ After lunch I went driving through the hilis, following the trail
ed by Zinneman's scouts and playing tag with the various
tered through a thirty=five mile radius of the township,
dteéd on boards and mounted on stakes driven into the side
ated "first location™, "second location™ and 80 ons For the benefit
e fire sequences it would he necessary to move further on after each
€0 a similar locale and re~shoot what was Necessarys I had no iden

¥ sort of effects would be used, but it was evident thaty whatever
‘were employed, the result would be a burnt-out area,.

location spots
Sundry arrows
of the road

nat night it snowed,
g 10 indicate this,

disture from the hard
¥ another sunny day

but by seven o'clock the next merning there was
The savage morning sunlight had soon sucked up
50il and when I arrived at the first location it
= but 1t was the unit's firstin many, many weekse

18Xe Was only a caravan and some 'technical advisorg!'
\&nd dogs ready for the day's shooting when I arrivede
despite the sun, and I kept walking about just to keep

getting some
It was biting~
warme The
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car park was located a good gquarter mile from the location site and separated
from the unit by several turns and dips through a densely timbered highwayse

1 .xd left my car there and was wandering idly through some of the trees high
up on the hillside when I heard the growl of heavy trucks and voices in the
distances And then the first footsteps making their way up the dirt road
towards the location.

Zinreman was the first to appear, nattily dressed and with script tucked
under his arm as always. He saw me and waved 2 greetings, Some of the sun=
light seemed to have w:tered this smiling man and there was a warmth and
purpose about him and his assistants that seemed to presage a successful day
day's sho'ting.

The time was seven forty-fives Two large trucks trundled up the road
and paliod up at the location site a few hundred yards shead and began to
disgorge technicians and equipments Cameras were rolled out end set up (the
Arriflex that filmed alongside the bulkier Mitchell was, I discovered,
strictly a 'rushes' camera, The colour film had. to be flown back to the USA
for processing at the end of each day's shootinge Zinneman and his team
studied the B & W rushes provided by the Arriflex to determine the gquality
0f the scenes bereft of coloure IFf there were any mistakes in lighting or
interpretation they could be corrected immediately instead of waiting for th
colour rurhes to arrive back from the Statese.) ¥While Zinnemsn lined up his
opening shot with Hildyard the 'extras®' appeardde

1200 sheep,

The scene would turn out like this: there would be a wagon in the fore=
ground with Miss Kerr and Mike Anderson Jr. seated up fronte Behind them
the sheep and around them the beginnings of smoke from a forest firee
Mitchum was to gallop up from the rear and pull alongside the wagon and
holder "dangerl® to Miss Kerr and Co., directing them to get a bloody move
on and saying that he would meet them further one

It wasn't quite so simple - the sheep saw to thate. The problem of .
moving them successfully in an open paddoeck had been child's play compared
to meking them behave sensidbly on a narrow mountain road bounded on either
side by distracting and enticing scenerye

Mr, 8id Bedig and his hag of special effects arrived and began opera=
tionss He directed a dozen or more men to the outlying fringe of the seen
carrying instruments remarkably like blowtorches, only they exuded a dense
purple smokes While the scene rolled on they wandered up and downh out of
range waving their smoke=makers gracefully in the air while behind them a
vwind-machine hummed quietly at minimum velocity ~ suffieient to waft the
smoke delicately across the foreground and no more.

By eleven o'clock they had been in action for two and a half hours
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had only completed two takes,
unmanagables When they werenlt
vere jamming together and making

The sheep were completely wipredictable and
darting off the road down the hillside they

Mitchum's gallop wagonwards impossibles He
swore and he yelled and he sailed right into those damned sheep and they
couldn't have cared less, I have never seen such irresponsible actors in ny
lifE¢

I saw little hope of witnessing any big fire scenes. With four takes
in the can Zinneman was far from satisfiede I had learnt enough in ay few
days to realise that this sort of thing could continue indefinitely, Thera
¥as little for me to do but amble around the unit taking the odd rhotograph

end keeping well away from the special effects lest I incur the wrath of
Zinneman,

Roth and wrath was what we gote Patience had been pushed to the limit
that morning and tempers were beginning to simmers At the moment in
question Zinneman had moved in for = closeup of Miss Kerr and young Mike
Anderson on the wagons Sanford, mistaking a take for a rehsarsal - or simply
forgetting himself in his enthusiasm ~ clicked off some quick frames,
Unfortunately right under the directors noses I have never heard a camera
shutter sound so monstrously loud as it did at that moment,

Zinneman looked around, "Sanford,™ he exploded, exasperated, "will you
get the hell out of there and g0 hide yourself somewhere?" And o underling
‘the utter seriousness of his request he demanded that ALL rhotographers leave
\®he scene of operations for a distance of thirty feetse Of course this meant
fi¢ as well, but perhaps Zinneman wouldn't have been quite so upset if it
hadn*t been for the fact that ever since the charming Miss Kerr had appeared
on the set a bewildering array of hand~cameras had appeared from nowhera.

And an.omnibushad just pulled up on the highway and disgorged a number of
spectators - zlso with camerass

Rather disgruntled and with his nose obviously out-ofmicint, Sanford
‘refreated muttering under his breathe "Goddamn Jexrks," he grunted -
referring no doubt to the sudden influx of shutterbugs,

I felt pretty miserable myself, so I turned about and went over and sat
down on a burdheout log next to Peter Ustinov, We all had nothing to do for
hours yet as Zinneman patiently, but with ingreasing strain, put his
Tincipals and his sheep through their pacess There were 44 takes,

Ustinov didn't seem a2t all bothered and was utterly at peace with tha
oride I think that the quality that most impressed mt about him was his
mplete lack of snobbery and that icy professionalism that seems fo
faracterize so many involved in The Artse As we sat together and talked
P one hour to another I felt that we could have, without any effort,
changed places, so completely froe was out conversation, Whether I was a
fasoned photographer or just a clever confidence man - I don't think it
ally mattered. Wa Justesetalked, And glanced occasionally in the
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direction of Hildyard’s cameras just to sse how things were making out,

I learnt that Ustinov was of Ruasian=BEnglish parentage, and that he
spoke 'at least twelve' languages with a reasonable degree of fluencye Whan
I enquired of his reasons for accepting the role of Venncker in THE
SUNDOWNERS he replied that it was mainly because the part wes completely
unlike enything he had done befores "And of course, to work with Zee," he
added, making that seem more important than the role or the trip to
Australiae It was cobvious that he had a very high regard for Zinneman and
his methods, "Rather different from Kubrick, you knowa"

He had only just completed his final scenes in SPARTACUS before leaving
for Australia, and I got the impression that his relations with the wonderw
boy of Hollywocd had not been so harmonious,

Well, how did he feel about Stanley Kuhrick as a director?
"Ahooo™ ls appeared to think about the matter for a momente "I suppose
you could say that he's seen an awful lot of films. Anyona so obssessed

with technigue must haveo'

Anda only a few months previously Kubrick had paid $150000 for the film
rights to Nabokov's LOLITA,

"He approached me about the possibility of doing a script,” Ustinov
saidy "but I declineds Frankly I couldn't see a way to do it without doing
an injustice to a remarkable books A4s a matier of fact I think he's just
about given the idea awvaye"

But he didn't, and we have had the movie version of LOLITA that couldn'$
possibly do an injustice to a book it hardly resembled but was, instead, a
brilliant move in its own righte

I found out that his most recent work, prior to arriving in Australia,
had been some location shooting in Turkey, of all places. He assumed a
worried visage and commented "I couldn't get out of the place quick enoughe®

"0h? Why was that?"

"Too many people looking like mee"

And while we sat letting the sun scorch our backs and were becoming
deliciously drowsy, Ustinov's stand=in walked over and joined use The
scrunch, scrunch of his booted feet merged indistinctly with the uncertain
sounds of the unit that now secmed to come from far far away. 8

Seeing the two Peters together I fumbled for my camera and took a fo
quick shots of theme Ustinov's eyes sparklede "Aheeshuh! I get it - a
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gort of "which twin has the Tonith eh?H

I had just let go of the camera and settled back on the log when two
enthusiastic young chaps with a tape recorder and Australian Broadcasting
Commission accents swooped down upon us and began readying Ustinov for a
radioc interviews He disposed of them very efficientlys Instead of asgking
questions they were left gasping for air most of the time as the rapier-like
Wit of their subject neatly pierced and dissected their good intentions,
fhey packed up and left with dazed expressions, wondering perhaps what had
happened to the well-organised interview they had planned?

They were still having fun with the sheep thirty feet awaye Ken
Danvers drifted our way, cbviously bored with the whole lengthy business,
His eyes 1it on Ustinov and his stand=in and he was scon whirling his
MAMIYAFLEX into actione He hunkered down in front of the log and peered
into his findere. Ustinov smiled sweetly at his double,

"Do something," Danvers wailed.

"Such as?" Ustinov inquired.

Without looking up, the stills photographer gestured with his free
hande M™0h ~ have a conversation or somethinga™

H@code™ Ustinov turned to his doub

le and said innocently "Do you play
tennis old chap?"

"Yeg,T

"Jolly goods We must play some doubles some time,"

Ustinov shares with Zinneman a lack of affinity with the cinemascope
Breeny although he was intrigued with the possibilities of the new mediume
"l have often toyed with the idea" he explained Mof turning the cinemascopa
Sereen upright and filming a life of el GrecCOesseor z film of the eonquest
0f the Matterhorn." And we both agreed that that supreme application of
Widemscreen technique had so far been ignored by all of the top directors.

"Can you think of anything more insidious " he asked (hig face took a

ghﬁster cast) "than a withered, trembling hand inserting a poimon=pen
letler into a mail=box 8loteee?"

In the early days of the mammoth screen he had had some peculiar
#Xperiencese In those days directors and their cameramen had to make up

sompletely new rules as they went along to accemodate the incredible
distortions of the giant screens

"There was one time when we were filming with Micheal Curtize The
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picture was WE'RE NC ANGELS, and it was being made in VISTA-VISION,
Paramount's own personal brand of giganticismaees”

Assuming the German~born director's accent, he continuedsaes

nT yuold like you te visper in madam's ear," said Curtiz, wadam being
a forgotten dame of the screen by name of Joan Bennetts

"What will I whisper?" asked Ustinov.
"inythings Doesn't mattere Just vigper."

So Ustinov did as diredted, leaning forward and whispering something
appropriate into Joan Benneti's ears

1ol Nol" cricd Curtiz in despairs '"Ven you visper in madam's ear you
must please gtand back four feet!™

But time was getting on and my all-too-brief visit was drawing to a
closes And Zinneman was still fooling around with those damned sheeDsse

Twu&tn—thirty; Lunch calle

"Welll try again" said Zinneman wearily, as they all climbed down from
their ladders and their rampse The pringipals thankfully tock their break
and the crew broke up for an hour's reste Ustinov vanished into his
caravan, presumably to continue working on a short storye

Deborah Kerr immedintely grabbed a bottle of soft drink and proceeded
4o down it in record time. This caused guite a disturbances There was a
flurry from nowhere and then there were George Higgins and Ken Danvers on.
their knees and taking photographs like mad =~ of Deborah and her soda pope

MJust look at them” Sanford muttered testilye. "Chesing iths orape.
Always chasing the crap.”

Al?ar8 the fatalist, I too wandered over and partook of the craps
But Miss Kerr is a charming woman, every bit as sweet and intelligent as I
had imaginedes

In fact, the only illusion shattered during my visit was that of Mrs |
Mitchums I had somehow got the impression that he was the embodiment of
all that was 'grand' and 'bad' in a movie stare I came prepared to be put
off and left with a strong and favourable and = damnit - likable impression
of a studious and serious actor = unapproachable from. my point of vieve
That idea "ad been demolishsd the very first morninge For unlike an artist
of Ustinov's stature Mitchum regards his work as just a jobs He detests
all forms and shapes of journalists and photographers - except those who I
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are his personal friends. He refuses to talk shop and regards his moments
when called upon %0 act as a chore to be completed as guickly as possihla,
When not engaged in a take or galloping his horse around he would retire
quietly to a deckchair and either stare broodingly out at the horizon or
pull his hat down over his eyes and take a short nape

I had & bite of lunch and then prepared t¢ takes my leaves I rounded
up Hildyard and Zinneman and Ustinov and Daborah Kerr and had them scrawl
their 'best wishes' and all that rubbish on the blank side of a call Sheete

And then, nervously, I approached Mre, Mitchume He was seated in a chair
staring glumy at the horizon.

"Mre Mitchum?®" I begane "Would youseewould you be so kind as o sign
this for me?" Or perhaps it was some othsr egually childish question,

He said nothinge He took the folded call sheet, and the pen I offered,

stared straight ahead for a moment, and then wrote -~ but you can find it
indide the back cover,

And that wes alls The magic was already fadinge I said goodbye to
Senford and promised to send him copies of the pictures I had taken of hime

"They're to send back to the wife and kidsees™ he explained, S0 Very, very
humanlye

"Itlsa pity you can't stay to see the fire scenas," Zinneman salda
"Wo had hoped to have started them this morning, but " he spread his hands

in a gesture of defeat he was long familiar with "you know how these things
goe"

Yes; I thought, they go baaaaasazae

And I went home. The first stage trudging slowly and sadly back to
the car, listening to the sounds I had become accustomed toe They faded
avaye The sacond stage: a two hundred mile drive to Orbost, that afternoon.
1 slept overnight and drove the last leg the next morninge And all the time
Helbourne was coming nearer the big important part of me was still baek in
Cooma with all those wonderful peoplee I knew this feeling would remain
with me, and that when I returned to my normal life it would seem even more
ordinary, mor prosaic than beforee Perhaps, perhaps I could dream ¢f somo=
thing grand, on the other side of the worlds But time changed that, as
time always does unravel our weakly woven dreams, and within a week I was
engrossed in my own petty cares, and Peter Ustinov and Zinneman and Sanford
Roth and all the other Sundowners seemed very far awaye

Some of this preoccupation with my subject matter must have influenced
the work I produced for Astone 4dmittedly the weather had been abyssal
for the first day, and the second was singularly unexciting, picture=-wise,
but perheps I could have been a little more attentive to my supposed task
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and a little less involved with the personalities around me.

"Your text reads well," Aston wroitee "Much betier than the piecse In
fact I am beginning ito wonder whether you are a photographer or a journalist,

He had come close to the horrible truthe But.I received a lordly
presentation in the December issue of PHOTO DIGESTe 415 pages of text and
photographse Aston gave a further boost to the Harding image by running
my name as an 'agsoclste editor' (for 35mm) on the masthead of the contents
page from the following issue onwards and, a month or so later presented me
with the offer of a post as full assistant sditor - if I chose to move %o
Sydneya

"l can't promiss you gecurity =~ whe can? But I can promise ycu an
interesting Jjob and lots of fune The ball is now in your corner of the
COurtaee n

Once I would have jumped at such an offere, What held me back? Fulle
time assistant editor on the staff of a magazine = wasn't this sufficient
reward for a few years hacking with a camera?

Several times before when faced with a major decision of carreer I had
hesitatedessand fumbledse.sand changsd my mind for the bests But what could
possibly be better than this?

There were two thingss My life underwent a sudden emotional upheaval
that might be familiar to some of you, and overnight my thoughts, feeclings
and desires underwent a drastic and cataclysmic changes No longer was the
wvorld as fixed and irrevocable as I had imagineds I met the woman 1 was
destined to marry twelve months later, and once gou kave taken that
particular step you are no longer the person you wers a few months, a few
wecks,y even a few hours agoe And my car caught firee Now you may well
ask what is there that can beCosmic about a car catching fire

As a result of being without a car for a week while the entire
electrical system was re-wired, I was reduced to travelling to work by itrala
and buse In order to fill in some time for the hour and a half it took to
arrive at my destination I bought a note=book and wrote the first draft of
a stor: that had been wandering around in my head for a whilee It was the
firs¢ piece of fiction I had written in nore than two years ~ and Ted
Carnell was capricious enough to buy the finished manuscript I posted to
hinm a few weeks later,

And somehow things have never ever been the same since, a fact for
which I shall be eternally grateful, and all was forgotten - o wretched
crime] =~ until John commissioned me to write thise And even then it only
comes back slowly, partiallye
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For time erodes those precious images of the past, acidly eating away
all those memories that we most cherish, leaving only the rough, shapeless
fragments of our most deeply impressed experiences. The Sundownersg'
faces have become vague and indistinct: Jack Hildyard is nothing but a very
serious, very English figure in a scruffy woollen cape Deborah Kerr and
Bob Mitchum have become their screen identitiess I know that Stanley Kramer
is a motion picture directors I have some photographs of him tfo remind me
that I once worked within a few feet of him.

But 1 remember Sanfords I can remember Sanford as though it wore
yesterday. He trudges determinedly across the set, muttering now and again
under his breath = "Goddamn jerksi™ = and it requires no imagination, no
imagination at al to look up and see Peter Ustinov looking over my shoulder
as I write this; big Peter, the giant among men, the Peter who shared so
much of himself, Peter with the warm eyes and rugged determination, the
Peter who is not changed by time, I have known a great man. And for myself,
and from those two days with the Sundowners there can be no finer memorye

-~ Lee Herding
January 1965
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