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Perhaps Eric Bransby Williams thinks three is

company if one is veading | Miviam Seegar and

Nelson Keys, on location for *“ When Knights Were
- Bold,” vegard Evic's studiousness with something
4 far vemoved from admiration.
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A persona[ ang[e on studios, peop[e and pictures in
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DEAR old lady once suggested

that, to avoid mistakes in

identity, burglars should be

compelled to wear some dis-
tinctive costume. It would be a sound
notion, from some points of view, if
directors of British pictures had some
uniform to distinguish them from the
others who cluster round an illuminated
set.

I often see non-committal people
watching picturés in the making, and
wonder whether they are relations of the
man who holds the slate, owners of
kinema theatre circuits in Czecho-
slovakia, parents of babies used in the
film, or just plain shareholders watch-
ing their money go in retakes, amperage
and.temperament.

Personally, I know all the directors;
but a stranger must often wonder which
of the gentlemen round the camera is
the one whose name on the screen will
be greeted with that warmth of hopeful
applause that is only heard before a
new British film has really started.

British directors affect every extreme
and every happy medium of attire. In
quiet, well-cut lounge suits, and with
impeccable linen, one will always find
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Graham Cutts, Harley Knoles, Herbert
Wilcox and Hayes Hunter—the last-
named, with his coat sleeves rolled to
the elbows, suggesting the mesmerist he
is. I once saw Alfred Hitchcock direc-
ting in full evening dress and an opera
hat—he usually concentrates, however,
like George Pearson, W. P. Kellino and
Jack Raymond, in shirt sleeves.
Pearson wears a hat with his shirt
sleeves.

A bright note is struck by Sinclair
Hill, in a vivid canary sleeved waist-
coat. A similar gay yellow garment is
worn by his cameraman, and it is, in
fact, the badge of a small secret order
to which I have myself had the honour
of being invited.

If untidiness is a reliable indication
of genius, then we have two directors
—George Cooper and Frank Miller—
who are far greater than Lubitsch.

The only point of resemblance be-
tween Anthony Asquith and Hugh
Croise is that both wear patterned pull-
overs. So does Leslie Hiscott. George
Dewhurst and one or two others don
linen overalls, thus lending a not un-
pleasing Home and Colonial air to the
operations.
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But by far the most Stl’ikmgnaétl, B2
worn by my friend Adrian Brt Concerl
belted flannel trousers af?k f ,;
tinaesque, and he wears a thlcmauve le
shirt of Byronic cut and deeP . th
hue. This tones perfectly . ligh o
Cooper-Hewitt mercury-vap® omet!
and the general effect 15 srv and
between a sculptor’s secretd’d ion. .
worker in a Bulgarian power-s day. a,,

I found him thus the ofh;;; B’,”:d
Islington directing The €797 tly s’
A night-club crowd was abrup ey 3};5,
with panic as a posse Of_S’d? e do°
policemen appeared guarding
Luckily I have influencé, = ,st 16
through the cordon. Brun€ 11 rl‘at
cludes, besides Madeleine Carrot " me oV
Blackwell (who cannot ear a I;nd
putting) and Gordon Harkeo' d
young man who might be nBIue i
encouraged. He is like Montz s B
Rod la Rocque. His nam
Peacock.

A New Castle [//ﬂltea]. tells 2‘:
Every few weeks someon® o big8
that I must come and se€ tudio . i
set ever put up in a British St agalntb"

I generally say, “Whab gy
But lately I found what ,se pall
biggest interior—the Castcrickle bad
When Knights Were Bold at obodY gh?
—quite by accident, for &helaﬂ' gteat
said a word about it. Tim o this Bgsb
is directing Nelson Keys ™ Bﬂ,d)'

¢ be th
farce (which ought tO " 098

Yankee at the Court of X 1';’5 hads o

failed to find a real castl®; " o0’ 0
built at Stanmore; an edit,.'"torlc
men in armour lately stoﬂgat b5

great edification of *t o

Middlesex village. . ori'g"
Based on actual hormected ";ﬂdl%'
the vast hall has been eI;n the sfrigﬂ‘
tions and joined together 2o g * uf
ot : s O aC X

to the brilliant design e
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Clifiord Pember. Nothing Fyily™ph
ate has ever been don€ lfbea"*r1 b
and the picture will at 1€as el 5
for the art director. Jends ltsde_ 1
The story, of coursé 'stofical a7
outdoor expansion and ! Xpe e f'b?ll
and Herbert Norris, the © 1;.3115,‘ﬂ W
on costumes and trapplng;'ir Bpﬁi‘guﬂ:
the attacking army © trab® o0y
travel with pavis, SY’;I‘et,_ fg‘ ale: by

. . buc
perriers, ballista, tré riné”s.d
arbalest, spurgardon ant P ecard
of which have long beeil
the British Army Counct
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I Meet Moarion.  the S'i";
I asked Marion Davi®s aa "fa‘lwotl‘ .
if she was going to makien ofiog,aﬂ’
beating by a neck the d?“ed th .
Pressmen who had fr2 b

query.
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