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This book is to the memory of my dear friend, Bob Abel




Go far; come near;
 You still must be
 The center of your own small mystery.


–Walter de la Mare




Preface


The idea for this work–a collection that would involve those whose lives and careers, inseparable for the most part, epitomize the individual at his or her rugged best–has long been in the mind of the author. Most of those interviewed or profiled in this work are artists of the highest level in the fields of writing, painting, architecture, filmmaking, photography, jazz, albeit two arch criminals are also included to present “the other side of the curtain,” as Blasco Ibañez called it, minds of high intellect that chose, for one reason or another, to pursue the career and fate of the miscreant.


Though all of the lives and careers herein are varied, there is a universal statement running throughout the book that emphasizes the singlemindedness of each and every individual, from Alfred Hitchcock, who doggedly worked his way through the film industry’s odd jobs to become one of the greatest film directors in motion picture history, to the zealous architect Frank Lloyd Wright who, at the first hint of success (with Louis Sullivan) struck boldly, if not blindly out on his own to establish a style that revolutionized American architecture. The dedication to self-expression of both these great artists, as with all others profiled, was unrelenting. And that self-expression brought forth an astounding and enlightening creativity that changed international perspectives.
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Change is the key to these innovators. In literature Hemingway changed the concept of the short story and the novel, fusing journalism and creative thought, offering a stubborn style, as did Faulkner, that, at first, made them pariahs in the literary establishment. To accomplish that change, at least for themselves in the gradual acceptance of their work, these writers endured critical condemnation, and, in the case of Faulkner, near poverty.


The greatest living portrait photographer, Yousuf Karsh, adopted an identical attitude as a youth, leaving a comfortable position to strike out on his own, irrespective of hardship, to develop a style of portrait photography wholly unlike anything that had been seen before.


In the field of jazz, saxophonist Lawrence Bud Freeman is recognized today as a master, but only after decades of persevering through fads, big bands, and revisionist critics. He has kept intact what he refers to as “this little thing I do,” his way of playing, his inimitable style, begun with the Austin High Gang in the early 1920s when that embryonic expression was first termed “Chicago Style.” Freeman’s music is indelibly his, alone and distinct; the jazz aficionado can pick out a Freeman tune from a thousand unlabeled records.


If there is a common philosophy shared by all presented in this book it is most certainly capsuled in Shakespeare’s, “This above all–to thine own self be true . . . . ” And, oddly enough, that lofty ideal applies even to the two stellar underworld figures presented herein, Joseph “Yellow Kid” Weil and Willie “The Actor” Sutton, malefactors who conned and robbed, yet had their own stem credos of conduct which they rigidly held to in their dubious professions.


Unrelenting loyalty to an idea, particularly one unpopular or utterly foreign to society, threatens the innovator with devastating rejection. Yet those artists interviewed and profiled in this collection took that conscious risk, for the most part, determined to spend their lives for the ideas their talents produced; a small and valiant lot, as ever, in a world steadily shrinking from the thought of individual performance, courage, and excellence. With the exception of the underworld figures, the risks these gifted persons took proved worthwhile, beyond the gradual embrace of acceptance, to themselves and their work.


Selecting from dozens of articles published in the last 20 years, the author has attempted to present these innovators, either in short glimpses or long looks, through the expression of their immeasurable talents and, most important, their considerable humanity. The humanity, after all, is at the very hot core of the talent and the idea of the person. Here, the lava gushes from that hot core; it burns the memory, it fires the mind.




I would like to thank my research associate, Cathy Anetsberger, and my typist, Sandy Horeis, for all their wonderful help in the preparation of this work. Although most of the graphics employed herein come from the author’s collection, I am indebted to the following for supplemental graphics: Bill Kelly of Wide World, Chicago; Cinemabilia of New York; Carol Kelm, Oak Park, Illinois Historical Society; Don Kalec of the Frank Lloyd Wright Home and Studio of Oak Park, Illinois; and the Chicago Historical Society.
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Hitchcock: “Do you know what sludge is? It’s half-decomposed flesh.”


Alfred Hitchcock/A Quiet Interview With Terror






London-born (on August 13, 1899), Alfred Joseph Hitchcock was the third and last child of a middle-class grocer. He grew up with strict rules and the proper amount of fear–when Hitchcock was five, his father had him locked behind bars in a local jail for a short time, just so that he would know “what to expect” if he ever got into serious trouble, a traumatic experience to be sure and one that never left Hitchcock’s mind. As a result of that “lock-up” the film director was forever afterward terrified of policemen. So deep was that fear that Hitchcock refused to learn how to drive a car; he was afraid that he might be stopped for some driving offense and have to confront a policeman, or so he later insisted.


Hitchcock took his first job in 1918 in a small advertising firm. After a brief training in engineering drawing and drafting, he became a technical clerk at the W. T. Henley Telegraph Company, manufacturers of electric cables. The firm encouraged and paid for social activities thought to benefit its employees. One of these was ballroom dancing and Hitchcock the clerk was taught dancing by a Mr. Graydon whose daughter, Edith, would, in 1922, become the central figure in London’s most sensational murder case, the Thompson-Bywaters killing. Hitchcock never forgot this case and his own link to the personalities involved. He avidly followed the trial and, decades later, could rattle off the court testimony by heart. (Edith and her lover, Frederick Bywaters, were executed for the killing of Edith’s husband, Percy Thompson; many believed Edith Graydon Thompson to be innocent.) There is little doubt that this case not only fascinated Hitchcock but was an early influence in his decision to specialize in film noir as a director.


As a youngster, Hitchcock occupied much of his time sketching people and buildings. This penchant continued when he was a clerk at Henley’s and, in 1919, when he heard that an American motion picture firm, Famous Players Lasky, was opening a London office, he applied for work as an artist, showing samples of his drawings he thought might be used for title cards. (During the era of silent filmmaking, elaborately drawn title cards provided dialog and held the plot together for the more unsophisticated filmgoer.) He was hired and thus his film career began.


For six years Hitchcock was a studio workhorse, willing to take on any kind of job. He was utterly fascinated by film and gave his life to it. (He was then, as he would be through most of his life, a strict abstainer from alcohol and tobacco but compensated by consuming great quantities of food which produced a permanently overweight, penguinesque body.) He slaved away at Famous Players Lasky as a designer, assistant director, and script writer. In 1922 he was to direct a film called Number Thirteen which was to star Clare Greet, the actress, who was financing her own film. When the money ran out, the production collapsed. Nothing remains of this first unfinished Hitchcock film.


Not until 1925 did Hitchcock again get the chance to direct. His superiors sent him to Germany where, working under the banner of UFA, the renowned German film company, Hitchcock directed The Pleasure Garden, the story of two chorus girls, one good and one evil. It met with critical success and Hitchcock was put to work on his second film, The Mountain Eagle, loosely based on some legendary Kentucky feuds. This film was also a success and allowed Hitchcock to select his own project. He leapt at a suspense-thriller, The Lodger, which was based upon Jack the Ripper. This 1926 film established Alfred Hitchcock as a master of the dark genre he would later monopolize.
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The 39 Steps, 1935: Lucy Mannheim telling Robert Donat that the leader of the spy ring he is seeking is missing a finger.
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The Lady Vanishes, 1938: Dame May Whitty registering at a hotel before disappearing.


As with all of his succeeding films, The Lodger was indelibly marked by the Hitchcock touch, a story told at fast pace, bold camera angles that startled, even frightened, the viewer but worked in unison with a tale of terror, quick cuts and closeups to further emphasize apprehension and fear on the faces of his actors. And it was in The Lodger that Hitchcock made his first personal appearance as a shadowy figure in a busy office scene, a trademark employed in all the films he directed thereafter. (Almost immediately following the success of his first suspense-thriller, Hitchcock married Alma Reville, whom he had met some years earlier at Famous Players Lasky, where she was employed as a writer. The union produced one child, Patricia, who later became an actress, appearing in some of Hitchcock’s films.


The director produced one great suspense film after another in England for ten years (1929–39) including Blackmail, Murder, The Man Who Knew Too Much (this 1934 classic remade in America in 1956), The Thirty-nine Steps, Secret Agent, Sabotage and The Lady Vanishes. Moving to the United States in 1939, Hitchcock’s output continued to be phenomenal and always matchless-Rebecca, Foreign Correspondent, Suspicion, Saboteur, Shadow of a Doubt (his favorite film), Lifeboat, Spellbound, Notorious (his secondfavorite film), Strangers on a Train, Dial M for Murder, Rear Window, North by Northwest, Psycho, The Birds, Torn Curtain, Frenzy.


There is no doubt in any film expert’s mind that Hitchcock was an original, an innovator of the first class in motion pictures. Filmgoers kept on the edges of their seats for 50 years also bear witness. Moreover, no director since Hitchcock’s death (in his Bel Air, California home on April 29, 1980, after a year’s illness), has managed to replace him as the master filmmaker of the suspense-thriller. He was, like his films, one of a kind, unique.


The following interview with Alfred Hitchcock took place at the Ambassador East Hotel in Chicago, December 1969, when his spy-suspense epic, Topaz was about to be released. (The interview appeared in Chicagoland Magazine, January 1970.) The author entered Hitchcock’s suite while the director was on the phone talking long-distance to a friend and complaining about Deborah Kerr’s role in a current film. “My Lord,” Hitchcock was saying in that unforgettable raspy voice, “she takes all of her clothes off! Can you imagine her doing something like that?” As I sat down on a couch and waited for the director to finish his call I remembered Hitchcock’s own film, Psycho, in which, ten years earlier, he had introduced, however tastefully and briefly, nudity to the American screen, presaging yet another trend.


Finishing his phone call, Hitchcock turned, walked to a chair and sat down quietly, studying the author from head to toe. He then stood up and put on his suitcoat before again taking his seat. A large serving table on wheels was piled high with empty breakfast dishes. Hitchcock peered into black coffee and orange juice waiting on the coffee table. “Is that me?” he asked an aide while pointing to the beverages. Then he folded his hands across his expanse and began to talk. His conversation, like his films, was witty, searching and thickly caked with his constant sense of macabre humor.


In your latest films The Birds, and your most recent, Topaz, you seem to be practicing a taste for comparatively unknown actors. Is there a reason for this?


I think that the simple fact is that there aren’t enough stars to go around. Many of them form their own companies. And they only want to do pictures on their own and preferably they like to hire a rather junior director so that the star can tell him what to do, what they want.
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Saboteur, 1942: Norman Lloyd threatens Priscilla Lane in the head of the Statue of Liberty, a scene cut from the film.
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Foreign Correspondent, 1940: Heavy Eduardo Ciannelli grilling a drugged diplomat, Albert Basserman (seated), held captive.


F. Scott Fitzgerald once stated that Ernest Hemingway required a new woman for each of his books, a new wife. Rarely have you employed the same star except James Stewart and Cary Grant to play your male leads. They are all different, as if you were testing, experimenting. Is this a cathartic trait of yours, like a novelist never being able to write of the same subject again?


No, I don’t think, broadly speaking, that’s actually correct because, after all, I did have Grace Kelly in many pictures.


I meant male leads.


Well, that would depend upon the story. You see, if I’m doing an adventure story, I think the story is helped by having a familiar figure in trouble because the audience will root much more for him than they will an unknown. If it’s Cary Grant on the run and in danger, they’ll worry about him like they would worry about a relative, but a lesser-known man, they might say–you know–poor devil. I liken it to the street accident where you see the man lying there and you say, poor devil. Take a second look and it’s your brother and think of the change in the emotion.


With the exception of the suave Mr. Grant, almost all of your leading men, including James Stewart, are sort of the common man-next-door types. For the most part, they have, irrespective of their star status, plain and forgettable faces. Is this because all of them have always been victims?


That is definitely designed. That is to take average ordinary men and put them in bizarre situations.


Is this because they always seem to be victims?


Yes, surely.


The victim theme is, apparently, your favorite. How does this relate to you? Do you see yourself in the role of the victim?


Not necessarily, no, although I’m not what you might call an aggressive type.


You once told someone you were cowardly . . . a frightened man who bolted his door at night thinking a madman was on the other side waiting to slit your throat. Why do you feel this way about yourself? Is it because of the films you’ve made?


That sounds a bit extreme but to be a little more psychological I can give you a quote about me by Ingrid Bergman, when she said of me: “That’s the trouble with him. He won’t ever have a fight.”


You are both a constant student and a master of presenting evil. In Foreign Correspondent, Saboteur, North by Northwest, and Topaz, evil is organized, a system. In other films such as Spellbound, Strangers on a Train and Psycho, evil is singular and the result of insanity lurking in one man’s mind. You seem to waver between these two poles. Which do you feel the most important as far as audience impact goes?


Well, I think that somebody once said the better the heavy, the better the story. The menace coming from an individual is a pretty strong thing. If you take the premise of Strangers on a Train, well you do have an insane man and a very dangerous one. He says if you kill my father, I’ll kill your wife for you. And the other guy finds himself caught up with this evil, insane person. You’re getting it today with this Tate case [Actress Sharon Tate, murdered by the Charles Manson “family’], where one man with a record gets a lot of hippies to go along with him.


You mean what is being claimed by some as mass hypnosis?


I don’t think so. [Manson] manipulated these other people and with them it’s a dare.


Probably the most frightening development of the madman character for me in your films was Robert Walker in Strangers on a Train. Up to the time of that film, Walker had been known as a pretty boy, a nice guy. How did you get him to achieve the transformation to the role of the berserk killer?


It was type casting.


In other words it came perfectly natural to him?


You bet your life. I remember one night we had him at a party, God rest his soul, he’s dead now, a little party after the picture’s showing at our house and my wife gave him brandy. Someone said–Oh, you should never do that, never give him brandy because he’ll be gone. And he was gone, too. He had two or three. Then he took my wife aside and talked about me. He said, “You know I love him, but I hate him at the same time.” This was Robert Walker. It’s scary, isn’t it? In our own home!


Your films are consistently stamped with a feeling of mobility–trains, cars, planes, boats–functional transportation that seems to hold terror almost in itself Why this device? Do you fear travel?


No, I’m crazy about travel. As a kid my favorite reading, and it is to some extent today, was timetables. One of the best timetables I used to enjoy and I still do–although it’s a shadow of what it used to be–is Thomas Cook’s Continental Timetable.


Sort of a Cook’s tour?


Well it was rather a Cook’s tour in that respect. You know I’ve taken many a ride on the Trans-Siberian railway. The strangest hobby I had as a little boy–when I was about 10 or 11– in respect to travel . . . I had a map of the world. It was about that big [spreading his arms to their full extent] I used to keep it in my room and I used to make tiny flags like the ones they used to mark the battle lines in World War I with. I used to paint on each flag the house flag of a shipping line . . .Cunard, P&O, White Star, and then the name of the ship printed on the flag. I used to buy Lloyds Daily Register of Shipping which gave all the movements of all the ships out of England all over the world and I would move these flags every two or three days. You know the one line I could never do? It was Cunard . . . or White Star [thinking]. Because once it left Bishop’s Rock, which is at Land’s End, England, you heard nothing from them and there was nowhere to put it until it hit Ambrose Light outside of New York harbor. Whereas if you were tracking a P&O line, which went to Australia, you knew. It went down the Channel, it passed Ushant, which is in Brittany, then it crossed the Bay of Biscay and hit Cape Finisterre, another important light. All the ships were marked by the lights and the messages were sent back. And then down the coast and through the straits of Gibraltar, up to Marseilles, and then down across to Port Said, down the Canal, past Aden, right at the tip of the Red Sea, into Bombay and from Bombay down to Colombo and then across to Perth, Australia. Six weeks it used to take to follow one ship.


And this was your hobby?


Hobby, yes. But not one ship-all the ships of the line–South African ships, ships to Australia, India, and so forth. The most important lines.


Does this explain your penchant for the mobility device?


Yes, I was very interested in travel. To me, the most interesting–now this sounds like I’m talking like Robert Walker–like I’m nuts–to me the most dramatic moment is when the last rope drops from a departing ship. There’s no more connection with the shore. The gangways are gone . . . .


That’s kind of fatalistic.


Well, as I say, you could call me Robert Walker. Almost a similar thing was to stand by a locomotive there at the London Station . . . next to a long-distance train that you knew was going a helluva long way and see that thing stationed and suddenly it started. It wasn’t the fact that it was just moving away, it was the imagination of where it was going. Point? The point wasn’t that it was the moment of going, of departure: it was the knowledge that it was going a long way. Planes are dull, and so are trains today… uninteresting. The diesel locomotive is very dull compared with steam locomotives. There’s no vitality… there’s just a blah….


Do you see these vehicles in themselves as holding some sort of mystery for your audience?


Yes. I didn’t see them like Lubitsch did when he had Jeanette MacDonald singing “Beyond the Blue Horizon.” She was having a love scene on the train and he cut to the piston going in and out.


You have made personal appearances in almost all your films. Do you do this as a traditional stamp or for luck?


No, it just became sort of a gag.


Psycho was one of the first to employ, unlike most of your pictures, some very sexy scenes. Do you think this might have inadvertently triggered the upward surge in fleshy film making?


I don’t think so. No, I think that the “nudies,” as they call them today, are merely an extension of the permissiveness of society as a whole. After all, don’t forget that Psycho was made in 1960. That’s nine years ago . . . although it’s shown today, it still is current. I mean it’s lived nine years . . . it’s still living. Psycho, as a film, is still a living thing. It’s talked about, it’s shown and this, I think, is the most important thing about that picture . . . its longevity, where most films last a year . . . a year-and-a-half.


You feel this way about the majority of the films you’ve made?


Well, somehow, they do survive, I don’t know why. For example, people look at a picture like Notorious on TV and they say, well, that could have been made today. I think it’s the manner and style of telling. Content, you see, has never been of any interest to me, but the style and manner of telling the story… that’s the thing that makes them last.


Do you think Foreign Correspondent could have been made today?


I think so, yes…as an adventure.


Where did you shoot Foreign Correspondent?


Part of it was shot in Holland, the chase, during wartime. It wasn’t easy to get. I got an English cameraman to go over. He lost his first lot of gear when he was torpedoed and he had to go over a second time to shoot this chase of the cars through the Holland villages. Then we built the windmill on the set. Strangely enough, the heavy, Herbert Marshall . . . I really got that idea about him from Dr. Buchman of Moral Rearmament–you know–“peace, peace, and everybody love each other,” and all the time he was an agent.


You took great pains of accuracy to recreate the façade of the Russian Embassy in Copenhagen for Topaz, yet you shot Life boat almost completely in a studio tank. Was your drive for accuracy in Topaz important to you other than that of a political motivation?


I think the important reason of the accuracy was the nature of the story being told in actual locales. Lifeboat–well, you couldn’t have very well gone to sea to do that. You could never get the mobility of the shots. If I had gone off Santa Monica and shot it from a floating platform, you would have had this going on all the time [Hitchcock moved his hands rapidly, simulating waves]. I would have had no control over it. A film like that would have been impossible to shoot at sea. For example, all your angles. If I had gone out on a raft . . . let’s say it was a calm sea and I was shooting into the boat there, I would have almost been down [duckbilling his hand and indicating a severe downward angle]. There would have been no way to get level with the people. As it was, in order to get at the people in the boat, I had to have three lifeboats–one full-length, a half of one, and a half of one split down the middle–and we brought up whichever one was useful for the shot. It wasn’t just shot in one boat.


[image: Shadow of a Doubt, 1943: Killer Joseph Cotten, his niece Teresa Wright and banker Clarence Muse in Hitchcock’s favorite film (top). Lifeboat, 1943: Stranded at sea with a maniac aboard are (left to right, top row) Walter Slezak, Mary Anderson, Hume Cronyn, Tallulah Bankhead, Henry Hull, Heather Angel, (bottom row) John Hodiak, William Bendix and Canada Lee; the film was shot completely in the studio tank, and Miss Bankhead proved difficult (bottom).]


Was Tallulah Bankhead temperamental with you in the shooting of Lifeboat?


No, great. We got along wonderfully well. The only difficulty was that the women on the set complained that she was climbing in and out of the boat with nothing on underneath. So the union manager came to me and said that “The women on the set are complaining about Miss Bankhead–she’s got nothing on! And they want me to speak to her.” I said, “Well, you know she’s a firebrand–she’ll tear you to pieces . . . and she probably hates your guts anyway.” And he said, “What am I to do? Will you tell her?” I said, “Not me, first of all I’m on loan from Selznick and I don’t even work for 20th Century-Fox. You better go and see Zanuck up front and ask him or Lou Shriver, his assistant.” So he came and said, “I’ve got to tell her.” I said, “I wouldn’t if I were you. I don’t think it’s your department.” He said, “Well whose department is it?” I said, “Either hair dressing or makeup.”


You began your film career in London-


I’m actually American-trained. I learned script writing and all the technical side of the business in an American studio in London. It was really Paramount and it was called Famous Players Lasky.


Was there ever a chance you might have stayed in the writing area?


No. As a matter of fact around the years 1922, 1923, 1924, I used to write the script and when I finished writing the script I became the art director on the picture. I was doing drawings and everything. One day a producer told me that the particular director I was working for didn’t want me anymore. I was sort of fired. I asked “Why?” He said, “Well, I don’t know.” Of course, years after the producer told me it was jealousy, because I was getting all the credit for the films and he was just directing. But he was an exhibitor anyway. He didn’t have that vast knowledge of the technical side. I was asked if I would care to direct a picture and I said it never occurred to me, and it hadn’t. I had no plans or ideas like they do today–everybody wants to direct. I was very happy doing the scripts and art direction.


I gather you don’t care for the stars today who do their own direction?


I don’t care for them shooting a picture at all. To me the creative end is finished when the script is finished. I work closely with the writer. I can visualize the finished product completely.


How much of the script for a movie do you actually work on?


I work on it from the beginning with the writer. It’s not so much that I’m doing the writing, like dialog and character, it’s the fact that I’m bringing the writer into the direction of the picture. I’m making him aware of how we ought to do certain things, how it should be shot. It’s not a question of my taking his script and interpreting it. If the writer goes to see the picture, he will see exactly upon the screen what we have decided upon ahead of time. Many writers turn in a script and when they look at the picture it’s all different from what they wrote.


Have you ever thought of doing any of Ray Bradbury’s books on film?


Ahhh, no. I haven’t dabbled in the science fiction area at all. I did on TV, but never on full-length film.


It seems as if the Bradbury films that were done–Fahrenheit 451 and Illustrated Man were anemic and that his most important and interesting property, The Martian Chronicles has never been filmed.


No, The Martian Chronicles have been hawked around a long time–our studio had it [Universal]–but the cost was enormous. And you run a terrible risk with a thing like that today because you’ll have Mariner 4 come down and say “There’s definitely no life on Mars.” Then where are you? I was having breakfast years ago with H. G. Wells on the Blue Train going down to the south of France and I was discussing with him about making The War of the Worlds into a movie. This was back about 1936 or 1937. “No,” he said. “If that had to be made into a film, I’d have to rewrite it and invent all new weapons because the weapons I put into The War of the Worlds have all been used-poison gas and all the rest.”
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Notorious, 1946: Leopoldine Konstantin, Ingrid Bergman and Claude Rains–the subject was spies and slow poison; “I hit upon Uranium 235 in wine bottles,”.
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Strangers on a Train, 1951: Farley Granger listens to Robert Walker outline his plans for murder.


Close to science fiction–what do you think of the 007 movies, the Flint flics, the Matt Helm things . . . what do these films do for the standard of suspense in American film-making?


They don’t. People look at those and are entertained purely objectively. I don’t think those films involve an audience. If you take things like Goldfinger with the flying circus of girls–they did attempt to tie up Sean Connery to some atomic device, there was an attempt at suspense there–and examine it you’ll find that the hero is not in danger at all for a great deal of the film. In fact, isn’t it Goldfinger who says come along with me and I’ll show you what I’m going to do? And the hero did nothing. He just sat smiling having a cup of coffee.


Like Flash Gordon.


Yes, the enjoyment to the public is the outrageous devices, but I don’t think the public gets really involved.


Huntley Haverstock of Foreign Correspondent–is he based even remotely on Edward R. Murrow?


That was written by Ben Hecht, actually. He would have known. [Ben Hecht, who had been dead six years by the time of this interview, was one of the 14 writers who worked on Foreign Correspondent and received no film credit, although he was certainly Hitchcock’s favorite screen writer.] The tragedy is that we don’t have those pros today in our writing. That’s what I miss more than anything else. Ben was a master. He was like a man playing four games of chess all at once. He’d run four scripts-Rose Hecht, his wife would be one, Charlie Lederer would be another and a woman called Czenzi Ormonde, who I had on Strangers on a Train. They’d all work on them and he’d polish them. I remember when we were doing the picture Notorious, the script was unfinished and he’d gone off it and I had Clifford Odets on it, which didn’t work out. I said, “Ben, I’ve got this script, it’s not finished.” He said, “Just dummy it out for me.” And that’s what we did. I and a woman–Selznick’s assistant–Barbara Keane, roughed out the scenes with the dialog and we gave it to Ben and it came back all polished up.
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Psycho, 1960: Janet Leigh, a runaway thief pondering her future at Bates motel; “. . . it’s still living.”


Did he have anything to do with having Bob Benchley being in Foreign Correspondent?


My idea. But did you ever hear stories about Ben Hecht’s child? Jenny? She turned out to be a monster. I used to go up to his house in Nyack and at 16 months old, this child would not go to bed unless she were dressed for the street, hat on, everything. He was very proud and he said, “Oh, you should hear Jenny talk. Long words.” And I said, “Such as what?” He said, “Do you know the other day, she said ‘fascinating’?” So when I got to the house, Ben told her, “Say ‘fascinating’.” She went “Aaannninnnaaiinng.” And they were teaching her A. A. Milne’s Christopher Robin and Ben asked her, where do they change the guard, and the child went, “Nnnyaaa–unnng–in–aaice.” And finally, he said, “You know we’re teaching her ballet now,” and he said, “Jenny, do a pas seul.” This little tot did this. She went across the room [Hitchcock got up quickly and walked across the room, standing next to a chair] over to here. And went . . . [Hitchcock briefly raised his right leg in mimicry of a dog visiting his favorite fireplug].


But the funniest story about Ben’s child concerned Rose Hecht. She used to take this child out in a baby buggy and to amuse the child wherever she went, she’d climb a tree. So the child kept saying, “Mama-uhh, mama-uhh.” And if she didn’t climb a tree, the child would scream blue murder. So she’s down the street one day and there are no trees and the child kept saying, “Mama-uhh, mama-uhh.” So Rose Hecht–she was in her fifties nearly, a small woman–had to try and shinny up a power line pole. Here she is shinnying up the thing and a garbage truck goes by and stops and the guy says, “Can I give you a hand, madam?” Oh, this child. Only Ben could have produced her.


Do you ever find yourself getting into jams–developing a situation until it is almost unbelievable, like the end of Huston’s Across the Pacific?


You mean where the script takes you sometimes?


Right.


Oh yes. Ben Hecht and I were working on Notorious and we had to say, well, what are the Nazis up to down there? Ingrid Bergman is sent by the FBI with Cary Grant alongside her, and, until I hit on Uranium 235 in wine bottles, God, we had armed camps down there, the Graf Spee crew, we had Nazis drilling–you’ve never seen such a “MacGuffin” [the word Hitchcock always employed to mean the device or excuse for causing all the mystery and suspense in his films], the most elaborate thing. I remember saying, “Well, what are they doing it for?” We couldn’t find out so I said, “We had better forget the whole thing. Let’s start again.” I know in North by Northwest it didn’t end on Mount Rushmore in one version. We got up into Siberia nearly with it, Ernie Lehman and I. I remember I had a sequence where the girl is kidnapped. They get here across the straits and they’re going along a road in Siberia in an open car and a helicopter from the Alaskan side is chasing the car with a rope hanging from it and they were saying to the girl, “Grab the rope!” And she’s rescued from the car but the heavies try to grab her back. I don’t remember if we had a man on the end of it or what, but it was the most daring rescue you’ve ever seen. I remember one scene I wanted. I said, “Can’t we work on it somehow? We ought to have a scene showing a vast plain of ice and two little black figures walking towards each other . . . enemies or something.” I don’t know what would have happened when they got together.
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Shadow of a Doubt, 1943: Killer Joseph Cotten, his niece Teresa
Wright and banker Clarence Muse in Hitchcock’s favorite film
(top). Lifeboat, 1943: Stranded at sea with a maniac aboard are
(left to right, top row) Walter Slezak, Mary Anderson, Hume
Cronyn, Tallulah Bankhead, Henry Hull, Heather Angel, (bottom
row) John Hodiak, William Bendix and Canada Lee; the film was
shot completely in the studio tank, and Miss Bankhead proved dif-

ficult (bottom).
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