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These jottings are dedicated of  course to Ros Sheard -
‘Dearly Beloved’ - for being my missis and for always being there. I couldn’t

have done it without her.

I’d also like to thank my chum Roger Moore for writing me such a
smashing Foreword.

M.J. Trow (Mei), Alf  Paice, Chris Gardner, and everyone at
Summersdale Publishers, particularly my editor, Robert Bircher, for all

their help and encouragement.

Indeed, everybody I’ve met and worked with for helping to make it such a
fantastically great first thirty years.



Foreword

I once congratulated Noël Coward on his ability to speak almost
non-stop for nearly twenty-four hours, without repeating
himself. He said that it was very simple when one spoke about
oneself, a subject which one should know, of  course.
  There is more to it than that, however. I once started writing
about myself, but after fifteen thousand words I was still only
sixteen. Then the diskette, which was in my hand baggage, was
stolen at Geneva airport and I have not had the heart to go
back to the keyboard.
  Michael Sheard has gone further than sixteen, I’m pleased to
say. He’s taken the subject he knows best and written THE
BOOK with warmth and humour, and given us an enthralling
insight into the nuts and bolts of  the Business.
Bravo, Michael: now let’s have THE NOVEL. Oh, by the way,
do ask for me on your next film!

Roger Moore
24th January 1997

Postscript for the Second Edition

Congratulations on reaching your second edition before the
first has hit the shops. Even Noël didn’t do that!

19th June 1997



Prologue

I was interviewed by the press again the other day. This rather
strange lady arranged to meet me for lunch and no sooner had
we sat down with the menus than she looked me straight in the
eye and said, ‘I was told you’re famous; are you?’ Before I could
even begin to reply she continued, ‘Oh dear, oh dear. Why I’m
sent on these fools’ errands I’ll never know. Such a stupid waste
of  time. You don’t even dress like an actor.’

I’d had enough. If  she didn’t want to interview me, fine, but
my time was valuable too. I pointed out that I had, in fact,
appeared in hundreds of  television productions and over thirty-
five feature films with more famous people than I could
remember. Stars like Larry Olivier, Stef  Powers, Rog Moore,
and Peg Ashcroft - OK, I was showing off, but these people
were my friends and I used their usual, affectionate names.
Peggy Ashcroft, dammit, had insisted that everyone called her
Peg, rather than Dame Peggy, or Ma’am.

But the lady reporter picked up on it straight away. ‘Oh no,’
she said, ‘not Larry and Peg. I don’t believe it.’ Then she added
with a deal of  disgust and scorn, ‘I never watch the minor
media, of  course, television or films, you obviously do things
differently there. Who am I to judge?’

Who indeed! But the damage had been done. When the
article came out the dear lady had hung the whole thing on
‘Larry and Peg’ and completely missed the point that the actor
is really no different from anyone else. He’s lucky in that he
works in a profession he loves, one in which all thespians
(another great word the lady hated), be they big names or small
are equal. ‘When it’s your turn to fill the screen, son, you are
the star.’ That was said to me by John - Duke - Wayne, by the
way.

So lady reporter, please take note that the following pages
are full of  ‘lovely’ people, ‘great’ chums, and even ‘super’ thesps.
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There are lots of  Tonys, a number of  Dons, an Ernie or
two, a smattering of  Kennys, and even a Telly. I call people by
whatever handle I choose, and I’ll only call someone a shit if
they were in my opinion of  that ilk. OK?

My Dearly Beloved is sure to tell me that I’m protesting too
much but just for once I don’t care. I’m not going to have my
wonderful profession sneered at, particularly by a lady reporter
who doesn’t even watch telly or go to the movies, and who is
bound to be called Cub or, perish the thought, even Ace by
her friends.

She may not read this book. I hope and trust that you enjoy
it.

Michael Sheard.
Ryde. Isle of  Wight.
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I

It was Lord Laurence Olivier no less who was kind enough to
class us all as bums and vagabonds, so I always had a title for
my book. But it wasn’t until I changed agents recently and my
new agent classed me as a known face with no name and urged
me to put pen to paper - or rather floppy disc to word processor
- that I thought I might finally have a go.

Before, however, I talk about all the great and famous people
I’ve met and worked with, I think I should spend a little time
telling you how I began in this super, crazy, wonderful,
sometimes heartbreaking, business of  ours.

And my starting point is...The Wooden Horse. I was a wee lad
in Aberdeen when this, one of  the very early World War Two
escape films, was released in 1950 and I was completely poleaxed
by it. During the week it played Aberdeen I saw it five times -
on two occasions I saw it round twice! Now, I’m not sure if  it’s
a very good film or just a medium good one. I think it’s very,
very good but of  course I’m biased. Whatever, it’s a spendid
yarn, there’s no doubt, and what is more important, to me at
least, is that it bit me with the acting bug. From the very first
moment that I saw the very first frame of  The Wooden Horse I
knew that there was only one thing I wanted to do with my life.
I wanted to be an actor.

Years later I worked with one of  the cast from The Wooden
Horse, gentle Michael Goodliffe. I told him the above and I’m
delighted to report that they all enjoyed making the film and
Michael was very pleased that it had inspired me to join them
on the slippery slope!

I also worked with Leo Genn, one of  ‘The Horse’s’ stars, on
a TV something or other towards the end of  his career. But
my memories of  him, I’m afraid, are rather sad. He’d have
been about sixty-five by then and he was still vigorously chasing
the girls. So much so, in fact, that the make-up lady asked me
to act as chaperon and sit and chat to them both in the location
caravan whilst she very carefully blacked in Leo’s pronounced
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bald patch, about which he was very concerned. Leo was also
constantly worried that, having been nominated, he had failed
to win an Oscar for Quo Vadis way back in 1951. He wasn’t in
the least consoled when I told him he should have got one for
The Wooden Horse. He felt that the industry had betrayed him.

I was sorry for Leo and his bald patch and I thought The
Wooden Horse was magic.

School. I must mention School. I got my taste for thesping
from The Wooden Horse right enough, but it was at school that I
had the opportunity to find out if  I had ‘it’ in me - and a few
other things besides!

My Dad, Donald Marriott Perkins (Sheard comes from
Mum), was a minister of  the kirk in Aberdeen and he was a
very wise man. When I was a weeny little lad, long before I saw
‘The Horse’, he used to put on plays he’d written, in his church
hall. His main purpose was to keep the children of  his parish
off  the streets, but he always seemed to find a spot in these
extravaganzas for his tiny son, who was really far too young to
be included, but who loved it. I didn’t realise it at the time, and
for me The Wooden Horse is still very much my starting point,
but those small totters must also have helped to set me on the
right road and I’ll say a wee thank you to Dad when I next see
him. Not yet a while though! Well into his eighties, he sailed
off  to the big Church in the sky a couple of  years ago.

But why was my Dad so very wise? Well, I’m sure he had
other ideas, like my getting a good all round education, but I
think he was wise because, after I’d seen The Wooden Horse, he
realised that there was no hope for me. I do tend to blether,
particularly when my enthusiasm is fired by something, and he
must have realised that I was hooked on the business, and that
I’d better go South for the last years of  my schooling. Why
South? I’ll talk of  this in more detail later, but the move certainly
helped to start my transformation into a Sassenach. For it was
then that I began to lose my Scottish accent.
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And by heck, when I did arrive in England I found that Dad
had not only sent me to a school which had a very good drama
department, but by heck again, it was a mixed school. Real live
girls to play the female parts. Girls who had bumps in all the
right places and were...OH! Well, I was a good strong chap
going past puberty after all. My Dad really had hit that old nail
right where a young man most needed it.

Let me tell you about Henry IV Part One, and Ann. Ann was
my first love and I couldn’t believe that life could be so
wonderful. She used to live in Sutton, Surrey. Telephone
number: Vigilant 1436 - I remember the number because the
first time I met Ann’s mother she said with a laugh that their
number was Ann’s age, 14, and hers, 36.

Ann truly was the most beautiful, gorgeous, wonderful
creature I had ever seen. And W...W... OOW!

My first leading role in the school dramatic society was that
of  Falstaff  in the above-mentioned play and Ann played
Mistress Quickly. A very aptly named part for, by Shakespeare,
did we have to do things quickly at times!

Ann and I learnt a lot together, everything in fact, and even
today I dream about her - about twice a year on average. She’s
been married for many years to a nice chap I met once at a
reunion, but during ‘Henry’ and the other great plays I cut my
amateur teeth on - King Lear, To Live in Peace, Thunder Rock, A
Sleep of  Prisoners - she was mine and I was hers and we loved
each other passionately.

Ann never appeared in a production after ‘Henry’. I suppose,
in truth, it was because she didn’t want to do any more plays,
but I like to think and remember that the real reason was
because she was my ‘Mistress’ Quickly and could more easily
be waiting for me after the curtain came down - we used to do
at least seven performances of  each play - in the little copse at
the back of  the theatre/school hall. There’s a lot of  adrenalin
builds up during a thespian’s performance and oh, but those
meetings after the show were wonderful. The fumblings, the
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straps, the suspenders, the stocking-tops, the young, white, eager
flesh...OH!

Ann and I split up during our GCEs and went on to
conquests new. But I thank you, Ann, with all my heart, for
being the first. I thank you for all those long, lazy, summer
Sunday walks in the country and I thank you for breaking my
heart. For you did you know, for just a little while after we
parted. At least until I met...I don’t know, I honestly can’t
remember.

Until you find your life-long Dearly Beloved you only really
remember your first love, don’t you agree? It may sound
chauvinistic - it’s not meant to I assure you - but after Ann, I
scraped through my exams and met lots of  lovely ladies, but I
don’t remember a single one with any clarity.

Then I went to drama college. The Royal Academy of  Dramatic
Art in London to be exact. It’s now part of  London University
- so there you are, Mum and Dad, I did go to university after
all, I know you’ll be pleased! Actually I only did half  the RADA
course to begin with, because I was far too eager to get started.
If  I’d taken a year off  after leaving school and not gone straight
to Dramabum College, National Service might have been
abolished by the time I’d finished the course. As it was I was
one of  the very last to be called up. And because no one could
be quite sure when conscription would end, the principal of
RADA, John Fernald, suggested that I did not apply for
deferment, but that I break the RADA course, as lots of  others
had done before me, and do my National Service in the middle.
Then I could come back, complete my training, and be able to
go straight into the profession without the worry that I still
might be called up.

What a bore. Here was I, the only person I know who has
been accepted into RADA three terms before he is due to leave
school and, moreover, even after restricting himself  to doing
two Shakespeare speeches at the audition, silly fool! That’s
something never heard of  before or since. The recognised form
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has always been one ancient and one modern piece, but I was
all starry-eyed ambition in those days with no sense at all.

Then, after my first year, this wonderful new world I found
myself  in had to be held in abeyance for the next two, whilst I
became Aircraftsman Second Class, Number 5050481 - it’s true,
you never do forget your forces number.

II

Now, I’d never have admitted it then, certainly not at the
beginning, but after I’d got rid of  the resentment I felt at being
yanked away from the life I loved, I really enjoyed my two
years in the Royal Air Force. I matured too, so I’ve got a heck
of  a lot to be thankful for.

Snippets of  memories come fluttering back...The drill
corporal giving us instruction on how to salute, shortly after
we arrived. ‘And I don’t care if  ’e’s ’angin’ by ’is balls from the
flagpole. If  ’e’s han hofficer and ’e’s wearing ’is cap you salute
’im. Right?’ What an actor!

When I was being ‘suited’ for a job, the sergeant looked at
my records and said, ‘Hm, so you’re one of  those nancy-boy
actors are you? Let me hear you speak.’ I said very loud and
clear that there were no more nancies in the acting profession
than there were in any other, particularly the RAF, and that
anyway, I certainly wasn’t one of  them. The sergeant looked at
me nonplussed. ‘Oh well,’ he said. ‘At least you talk posh, you’d
better be a telephonist’!

Having completed our square-bashing, we were just on the
point of  leaving RAF Bridgenorth when I caught Asian flu,
along with many others. There was an epidemic. I was in sick-
bay for over a week and got ‘back flighted’. Being back flighted
meant that the lads who had started square-bashing with me
overtook me, so to speak, and passed out! By the time I returned
from sick-bay they’d marched past some high-ranking officer,
saluted, and had dispersed to start their trade training in other
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camps. I had to wait until another lot caught up with me, and I
was put into what they called Pool Flight. Pool Flight was the
waiting flight and contained all sorts. Some like me who’d had
the flu and were waiting, some who were to be discharged the
service on longer-lasting medical grounds, and some, even, who
were awaiting an appearance in court. And our object in life
was to do all the odd jobs around the place, of  which there
were many. I don’t mean jankers, peeling potatoes and the like,
I mean general duties, like helping in the office, or taking the
station commander’s pet labrador to the vet.

I was very lucky. I got to guard a whole airfield! Not quite
on my own, there were two others like myself  from Pool Flight,
and a couple of  corporal drill instructors. All the DIs were
given this two-week stint, in rotation, as a relaxation from
training erks, like what we had just been!

We had a grand time, the five of  us. This huge airfield, surplus
to requirement, was empty, and it was our job to guard it from
the ‘enemy’. We lived like kings in what had been the officers’
mess, doing our own cooking and mostly drinking and watching
the telly. Every two hours however, day or night, one of  us,
drill instuctor corporals included, had to walk around the camp,
with a loaded rifle would you believe. Not a job for the faint-
hearted, particularly at two in the morning when the wind is
howling eerily around the empty hangars. Suppose the Martians
had landed!

My main reason for taking you down this little diversion is
to ask if  anyone can help me. The airfield we guarded was
called Halfpenny Green and had been a very active station
during the last war. In 1945 one of  my favourite films was
made, namely, The Way to the Stars, with John Mills, Rosamund
John and Michael Redgrave. The airfield which was featured in
that film was called Halfpenny Field. Is it possible that they
were one and the same, does anyone know? Every time I see
the film I sort of  hope so.

Later on, after I’d done my training as a telephonist, and
after I’d become a senior aircraftsman/acting corporal in charge
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of  the telephone exchange at RAF Chivenor, North Devon
(actually, I was having a very hot affair at the time with a girl
who lived in Kent - I’d asked to be posted there!), I was invited
to play squash by the admin officer, Squadron Leader
Desdemoni (his real name). I’d never played squash before,
and after explaining the rudiments, the squadron leader
suggested that we might just as well have a game, as this was a
better way to learn. It was! Almost the first ball I hit for real
went straight into the squadron leader’s eye. He was poleaxed
and developed the biggest, brightest, shiner I’ve ever seen.

The education officer at Chivenor was a long, thin gentleman
who really didn’t want to be in the forces at all but had been
virtually forced into signing on because Daddy had been a
Group Captain. He and I formed a drama society, The Chivenor
Amateur Dramatic Society, or The CADS. Our first production
was that old Whitehall favourite Dry Rot, which I, because I
was a half  trained RADAbum, was persuaded to direct. Our
first job, however, was to find somewhere to stage this
mammoth production. So we went to see my old mate the
admin officer. Dessie’s eye was improving by this time.

Bearing in mind that this was the early 1960s and a decent
wage then was something like twenty quid a week, this is what
Squadron Leader Desdemoni said in reply to our request: ‘I
think our old cinema would suit you very well. Let’s see though,
it hasn’t been used for a bit, it’ll need refurbishing. You’ll also
want money for scenery and things won’t you? How about
£450 to start with? I think the RAF can afford that.’ £450...it
was more than either of  us had ever seen. Heavens, I only got
£80 for a whole term’s maintenance at RADA! (It wasn’t enough
of  course, I had to find paid work in the holidays to make ends
meet.)

I will never know what made the squadron leader so
generous. It might have been because his daughter was playing
the female lead in our production, it might have been my expert
presentation, or it might have been his way of  encouraging
something outside his rather restricted, regimental life. After
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all, he’d shown me, a mere telephonist, how to play squash.
Even though I’d given him that black eye we played many more
games and I became quite good. But perhaps the real reason
he helped us was simply that the squadron leader with the daft
name was a very, very nice man.

So I had a good life in the RAF. The March of  the Royal Air
Force is still one of  my favourite tunes and I’ll always feel proud
when I hear it. But I was of  course delighted when my two
years were up and I could get back to business.

III

There are a huge number of  would-be actors, alas, who go
through training at the many and various drama schools and
colleges throughout the country and are never heard of  again.
RADA is no exception. Even though it is supposed to be the
top of  the tree and there is no production - theatre, film, or
television - anywhere in the land which does not have, at the
very least, two ex-students in its cast.

Shortly before I began, RADA had turned out the likes of
Susannah York and Albert Finney. But of  the twenty odd
classmates who started with me, before I went into the RAF, I
cannot think of  one who is still in the business. (I tell a lie, but
he is no longer an actor. Hugh Whitemore is now a very
respected scriptwriter and author.) Of  those I joined after I
returned from the forces, however, there are quite a few who
are still hopping around and making a crust. Journeyman
actorbums such as Geoffrey Whitehead, Bridget Forsyth, John
F. Landry, Geoffrey Hinsliffe, Ian Thompson, and Phillip Voss
spring to mind. And three, particularly, who have got a very
long way up the slippery slope, Sarah Miles, Tom Courteney,
and John Thaw.

We lived an idyllically charmed existence at RADA’s
headquarters in Gower Street, protected as we were from the
cold outside world and of  course we were all going to be
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fabulously famous. Came the day though when the end of
training was almost upon us and we were rehearsing like mad
for our final productions. The ones which all the agents and
casting directors come to see. You hope!

I actually did quite well. I didn’t win the gold or silver cups,
they went to the likes of  Tom, or John, or Sarah, who were
already up and running before most of  us had got started. But
I did win the coveted Tennant’s Contract, awarded for all-round
ability. This entitled me to go straight to work in London’s
West End, in one of  the theatres owned by H.M. Tennant. I
was very proud and I turned it down. I’d discovered that I’d
mostly be required to understudy, or work backstage on props
or something, and that there would not be much opportunity
to practice my art. Oh I might be given a walk-on part now
and then, but I wanted, desperately, to play big important roles.

There was only one place where this was possible and that
was in Repertory Theatre, and it so happened that as well as
the Tennant's Contract, I’d been invited to join not one, but
two reps. I was spoilt for choice. In the end I sought advice
from John Fernald again. He accepted that I wanted to act
rather than piddle about backstage in London, and anyway he
thought that I might be able to pick up my prize later on, after
I’d had some rep experience. (That didn’t work out in fact.
When I eventually returned to London, Tennants were very
nice, but they didn’t want to know. They said that the offer
should have been taken up straight away on leaving RADA.
But perhaps they did me a favour, for it was then that I decided
to try television and films!)

But back to my talk with Mr Fernald. I’d turned down
Tennants for the time being at least and I was left with the two
choices, Farnham and Perth Reps. John Fernald said that of
course Farnham was much nearer London and I could get all
sorts of  people to come and see me work, but on balance he
preferred Perth and said that he could think of  no better place
for me to start my career.
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Neither of  us knew how grateful I was to be to him, for
apart from anything else, ’twas there that I also met Dearly
Beloved!

Ah but they were braw days. Working like mad from ten in
the morning till midnight. Rehearsals for next week's play during
the day, performances of  the current week’s play in the evenings,
then back to the digs to learn the next lot of  lines, hundreds of
them. All for the princely sum of  £7 10s a week. And Fernald
had been right, Perth was damn good. For a start it was a
fortnightly rep, not weekly, so we had a little more time to
work on a role, and we did everything from Shaw and Sheridan,
to Pinter and Panto.

A wee word about that £7 10s. I’m not sure if  two can in
fact live as cheaply as one, but back then, if  you added £7 10s
to £6 10s and thus made £14, it certainly began to look like
quite a lot of  money.

There was this rather fetching LASM (Lady Assistant Stage
Manager) in the company, with the most wonderful calf  muscles
I’d ever seen. She and I decided to pool our wages in the manner
described above, and we rented a tiny cottage with a certain
Donald Sutherland. (A super trouper by the way. He broke his
toe on the first night of  the first production but carried on
regardless.) We, the LASM and I, had the upstairs, Don and his
(then) missis had the down.

I have a good claim, incidentally, to being the catalyst which
set D. Sutherland on the road to mega stardom. Later on in
that season at Perth we did a production of  Ibsen’s Ghosts.
Don desperately wanted to play the lead part of  Oswald, but
they gave it to me. As a result Don left Perth Rep in a huff  and
walked straight into a starbumming film career, starting with
Hammer Horrors and followed very shortly by The Dirty Dozen,
and so on and on and on!

And that lady ASM with the exquisite calf  muscles? We are
still pooling our shillings 30 years and three kids later!
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IV

And so we returned to London, Dearly Beloved and I. No
agent, no contacts, no cash, no job, nothing. Now we can really
get started!

But one quick word first. Because so much has happened
over the years, and water flowed under bridges, I might not
always be absolutely accurate chronologically. I’m going to start
at the beginning, of  course, and work forwards, but I can’t
promise that A will necessarily always come before B. That is
the only area, however, where I might stray a little. Everything
else is completely and utterly the truth.

Right. I finally acquired an agent of  sorts - the fun is about
to begin.

The very first part I ever played on film or TV was so tiny that
I wouldn’t mention it, except that it’s the one time Dearly
Beloved and I worked together on the screen. Dearly B. decided
soon after this that family should come before career, but we
did do this one TV show together. We were part of  a Wild
West bar-room scene in The Country and Western Show. We played
cowboys and girls and sang, yes sang, ‘They Call the Wind
Maria’, whilst Shani Wallis, the lady who was going to give a
wonderful Nancy in the film of  Oliver a few years later, danced
all over the place. I tried once to get a copy of  this show as a
memento, but alas, I was told that the tape had been destroyed.

My first actual featured part on TV should have a quick
mention because it gave me the key to the technique I needed
to start me on my fascinating journey down tele/film lane. There
was this series called Moonstrike which was about the resistance
movement in the last war, and the pilots who flew agents across
the channel in their flimsy aeroplanes. I played a German
interrogator who was trying to get information out of  a
captured agent. It was a very small scene. All I had to do was
tell him that I was going to get the information I required,
then take my lighted cigarette and stub it out on the guy’s face.
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Not quite, of  course. Just as I start to close in on the poor
chap, glowing cigarette to the fore, we cut to another scene. So
there were never any grizzly bits!

End of  my first television speaking part. But in that one tiny
shot - cigarette from mouth to hand, then cigarette turned and
pushed towards the man’s face - I learnt the first and most
basic rule of  acting in front of  a camera. It’s simple really when
you think about it. I’d just come from rep, and on the stage
your audience is sitting some distance from you and therefore
everything you do has to be just a little larger than life, otherwise
it would never be seen. The cigarette would have to be taken
slowly from the mouth, and then even more gradually and with
great menace it would be pushed towards the chap’s face. For
television and film, where you could be virtually sitting in your
audience’s lap, particularly if  it’s shot in close-up, the above
would come over as gigantic. I realised very quickly that, fag
taken out of  the mouth and simply and without fuss moved
towards the face, was more than enough.

I’ve been using it as my key ever since. ‘Little is good, less is
better,’ is how Jack Lemmon described the secret of  film acting.
Ringo Starr even sang a song about it - ‘Act Naturally’. I’m
very glad I learnt that lesson early on.

My first feature film was Nobody Runs Forever, with Christopher
Plummer, Rod Taylor, and Lillie Palmer starbumming. Rod of
course had starred in masses of  films, such as The Birds for
Alfred Hitchcock. I too worked for Mr Hitchcock - more of
that later! You can imagine what I felt like on the first morning’s
filming for ‘Nobody Runs’. It really was my very first feature
film. I’d done a few television shows, so I knew one end of  a
camera from the other, but that’s all. I played a reporter, a tiddly,
teeny, little part, in a scene where Chris is coming down a long,
wide, imposing staircase.

The stairs were in fact in the Royal Academy of  Arts,
Piccadilly. I was made up in a room somewhere on the other
side of  the road, and then sat waiting and worrying because no
one came anywhere near me for ages. I thought they’d forgotten
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all about me. But in the end of  course they came - ‘Sorry you’ve
been kept waiting, this place has been a bitch to light.’

We had a script conference actually on the set at the bottom
of  those stairs. There were a goodly number of  us and only a
very few chairs, so I was surprised when the director, Ralph
Thomas, seemed to be waving me towards one of  them. Me? I
was nothing. ‘Sit, sit down,' he kept saying. So I did. ‘No, no,
not you!’ Then I discovered that Chris Plummer had been
standing right behind me, waiting for me to get out of  the way.
I felt awful. But Chris just smiled and insisted that I stay put.
Everybody else smiled too, Rod Taylor included. He was not
in the scene, but happened to be visiting the set that day with
one of  the other stars, lovely, eternally young Lilli Palmer. I
was so embarrassed. Imagine thinking that the director was
signalling me to take one of  the very few seats available. Oh
dear, I shudder even now at the memory. But it kind of  broke
the ice. We did a good day’s work and I was introduced to the
casting director for the film, whom I’d not met before. Very
important person as far as bums are concerned, the casting
director, and I’m glad to say that Weston (Budge) Drury Jr.
used me many times in the future. My only other thought about
‘Nobody Runs’ is that I learnt how very quietly the actors spoke
their lines in feature films, exactly like we talk to each other.
Another important lesson that. Anyway nice first picture, nice
Christopher Plummer, Rod Taylor, Lillie Palmer, et al.

Chris always said that he had a career, then there was a thing
called The Sound of  Music, and then he had a career. I know
what he means, but I have to say that there are a hell of  a lot of
us bums who’d love to have had a career like that bum. I saw
The Sound of  Music again the other night and I thought it and he
were super. Indeed a lot of  us could be jealous of  Mr Plummer’s
careers, any one of  them, but of  course we’re not...I should
coco!

But you know, there is a very odd side to our business. Of
course we get a wee bit envious if  someone lands a part that
we know we could play - far better than they ever could! But it
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doesn’t seem to matter. It doesn’t alter people or friendships. I
went to meet a director for a part recently and there, waiting to
go in to meet him for the same part, was an actor I’d known
for ages. We said the usual hellos, how are yous, etc., and he
said he’d wait for me after his interview and we could go for a
jar and a natter. When I’d finished, we went to a pub round the
corner, bought our drinks, and sat down to talk over old times.
And I found myself  thinking, here we are, two chums who’ve
known each other for years, having a right old blether, each
hoping like mad that the other does not get the part. Funny
old business...By the way, I have to admit that I got the part.
That’s why I’m glad that I paid for the drinks!

Now, picture if  you will a car park at the bottom of
Kensington Church Street. Madigan had come to London. It
was the first day of  filming, and four or five of  us were standing
about in the cold. George Cole was there and he was well up
the slippery slope, a Star Characterbum no less. But we were
all waiting outside this huge location caravan to be called for a
script conference with the tip top superstar of  Madigan, one
Richard Widmark. I don’t know about the others (certainly
not George because he’d seen it all before), but as I’d only
recently started in what is called the ‘commercial’ side of  the
business, I was apprehensive to say the least. Virtually brown-
trousered as my youngest son would say. Here was I, a nobody
for goodness sake, about to play a good scene with a screen
legend.

We were finally summoned and we dutifully filed into this
vast trailer, and there was nobody there. At least I couldn’t see
anyone. Only a large desk right at the far end. We waited and
shuffled, George said something funny and then...Have you
seen Kiss of  Death, Widmark’s first film, made in 1947? Apart
from a great performance it was his distinctive laugh which
made the film and Widmark’s career. Well here it was again,
that laugh, coming from behind the desk, from this tiny, weeny,
little man. So small, in fact, that we’d simply not seen him. But
R. Widmark had been there all the time . . ‘Oh, hell,’ he said.


