
Mr. Raban is overtaken in mid-trip by 
word from England of his father's serious 
ilhiess and impending death, which 
causes him to quit the sea and make for 
London. Journey's end in Juneau brings 
him news of his wife's request for a di-
\orce. These digressions (amounting to 
50 pages), while certainly important to 
Jonathan Raban, are not so to the reader. 
Though if he sees his seaborne odyssey as 
a metaphor for a personal midlife crisis, 
at least it is one vividly rendered, with ex­
pansive vistas and the pungent smell of 
the sea. 

Bill Croke writes from Cody, Wyoming. 
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The cinematographer, the director's 
collaborator and confidant, uses the 

lens, camera, and lighting equipment to 
make the fake look real and the real au­
thentic. He creates the visual appear­
ance and stvle of the film. Freddie 
Young (1902-98), combining stamina 
and discipline, was perhaps the greatest 
cinematographer of the century. 'I'he 
\oungest son of a large and recently im­
poverished English family, he left school 
at 14 and began as a lab assistant in Gau-
mont Studios in London. He occasional­
ly sened as a stunt man and was injured 
while filming explosions. Wearing 
owlish spectacles that seemed to reflect 
the lens of his camera, he shot horse races 
and soccer matches. He worked on the 
first sound pictures in Britain, when 
noisy hand-cranked cameras had to be 
placed in soundproofed booths, and 
sometimes shot three movies at the same 
hme. hi his long career, he completed 
161 feature films. 

Young was a great artist, but he prided 
himself on being tough, even abrasive 
with his crew. He emphasized that "you 
mustn't let yourself be pushed around by 

these [studio] executives, no matter how 
big they are, if you want to protect your 
reputation as a cameraman." He worked 
with famous directors like George 
Cukor, John Huston, and John Ford. 
He quotes Ford—guarding the director's 
prerogative —saying; "I only shoot what 
I want to use, to stop the bastards re-
cutting the film afterwards." Young 
helped train such future directors as Jack 
Cardiff and Nicholas Roeg. He won Os­
cars for filming David Lean's Lawrence of 
Arabia, Dr. Zhivago (both partlv filmed 
in Spain), and Ryan's Daughter. Though 
he worked with Lean on three major 
films, he has ver}' little to sav about his 
character. 

This thin, well-illustrated memoir is 
charming, breczv, and anecdotal. But it's 
a great pit}' Young didn't start dictating 
his book before he reached his mid-90's, 
when his mental powers and memorv 
had begun to fail. Some of his jokcv 
anecdotes fall flat; odiers seem to have no 
point or are even absurd. The actor Wal­
ter Pidgeon, for example, living in great 
luxury, complained that President Roo­
sevelt had "ruined" him, but Young does 
not explain the contradiction. When the 
Hungarian director of Caesar and 
Cleopatra asked Vivien Leigh "if she vill 
valk jus a lil bit slow," she meekly fol­
lowed his orders, yet brashly told Young: 
"Yes, but you tcllMr. Pascal that I shall 
do exacdy as I please." Young fatuously 
remarks of a colleague who had a brain 
hemorrhage that "when he returned to 
die studio he was a sick man." 

Many of Young's descripfions are su­
perficial. He calls the English producer 
L'or Montagu "a terribly nice, gende sort 
of chap" (in true Hollywood fashion, ev­
eryone is simply wonderful), and blandly 
observes that he "found the customs of 
Japan fascinating." But he doesn't sav 
anything about die emotional dynamics 
of filming a love scene with Sarah Miles 
in Ryan's Daughter. 

Young docs tell several good stories 
that reveal the glamorous and adventur­
ous aspects of filmmaking. Lean took his 
Rolls Royce wherever he was working, 
and Tyrone Power outdid him by tran.s-
porting his yacht to Europe on an ocean 

liner. Filming Richard Brooks' Lord 
/n7T —"a hotchpotch of ever)- film you've 
ever seen: a bit of piracy, mysticism, love 
interest" —in the jungly ruins of Angkor 
Wat in Cambodia in 1964, Young expe­
rienced (as I did when visiting these 
crumbling monuments two years later) 
swarms of locusts that dived into his food 
and drink. Like Young, I sealed the crack 
under my hotel room door at night and 
climbed under the mosquito net. The lo­
custs simply crawled through the drain­
pipe of the sink and flew above my head. 
Slashed bv the ceiling fan, they formed a 
crust)- carapace when I stepped barefoot 
onto the floor the next morning. 

i'his memoir, widi its many technical 
details, shows the evolution of camera 
work throughout this century and re­
veals Young's main (diough undefined) 
theme: his ingenious solutions to many 
difficult cinematic problems. Through­
out the down-to-earth book, he stresses 
trade secrets and the practical details of 
how illusion is created, rather than aes­
thetic questions. Yomig made the snow-
in Dr. yjiivago (insufficient even in the 
coldest part of Spain) from hundreds of 
tons of marble dust. He made the ice out 
of candle wax and formed the slippery 
patches with a laver of soap. He put rock 
salt on the actor's coats and shaving 
cream on their beards, and made their 
breath seem cold by having them exhale 
cigarette smoke. Young achieved a flat­
tering halo effect around the face in a 
close-up "by stretching a piece of wJiite 
gauze over the camera a few inches in 
front of the lens, then using a lighted 
cigarette to burn a hole in the centre of 
the gauze." 

He shot aerial con-ibat by hanging 
n-iiniatme Spitfires on invisible nylon 
cords and gave the actors the illusion of 
weightlessness on a moon made of plas­
ter by having them bounce on trampo­
lines while he filmed them in slow mo­
tion. Young blew up houses by rigging 
"up a wood and plaster set that is deliber­
ately flimsy, with the timbers half sawn 
through. [He drilled] holes at strategic 
places, put dynamite in them, and wired 
all the charges with one switch beside the 
camera. Wlien the switch is pulled the 
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whole thing is blown apart, collapses and 
bursts into flames." 

Freddie Young's two most challenging 
achievements were filming the storm in 
Ryan's Daughter and the mirage in 
Lawrence of Arabia, histead of shooting 
the storm with fire hoses and wind ma­
chines, the crew filmed a real tempest on 
the rugged Irish coast. "We were all in 
wet suits," Young told Lean's biographer 
Kevin Brownlow (who preempted some 
material from Young's unpublished 
manuscript). "The camera was chained 
to a rock and it was as much as you could 
do to hold on to the tripod and crouch 
against the wind." 

Suggesting the burning cauldron of 
the mirage shot. Young told Brownlow 
that, when filming Lawrence of Arabia in 
the Jordanian desert, "Light conditions 
were a constant surprise, and peculiar 
phenomena such as spirals of sand, 
called dust devils, would arise from the 
desert and, whirled by some heat cur­
rents of air, travel rapidly at us in a long 
sideways column, taking sunshades and 
other paraphernalia with them." 

In his own book, Young explained 
how he managed to capture the illusion 
with a special lens: "A mirage in the 
desert is always seen in the distance, look­
ing as though the sea is lying on top of the 
sand. With a telephoto lens you can film 
this in close-up, which enables the audi­
ence to see details of the heatwave and 
the blueness invisible to the naked eye." 
On the screen, you see "first the mirage, 
then on the horizon a shimmering dot of 
a figure. As he comes closer you get a dis­
torted image of his camel trotting, it 
seems, through water, and finally a clear 
view of Omar Sharif [playiirg Sherif Ali] 
approaching the last few yards." The mi­
rage not only dramatizes the appearance 
of Sherif Ali as Lawrence and his 
Bedouin guide rest at the alien watering 
hole, but the three-minute, almost-silent 
sequence leads to a violent confrontation 
and illustrates the fierce passions of the 
desert—perhaps the most stunning se­
quence in the history of cinema. Nowa­
days, Yovmg regretfully observes, so many 
visual effects are done digitally in post-
production that a great deal of creativity 
has been taken away from the camera­
man. 

Jeffrey Meyers, biographer of Hemingway, 
Fitzgerald, and Frost, and a Fellow of the 
Royal Society of Literature, will publish a 
life of Orwell with Norton next Septem­
ber. 

Standing on the Star 
(Montgomery 1996) 

For Michael Hill 

by ]ames Everett Kibler 

It takes presumption. 
Some at least. 
This standing where Jeff Davis stood 
To lead new land along its way. 
We stand today 
And view Montgomery's 
Puzzled modern plastic promenade 
Of jagged tower 
Pock-marked road. 
Of jumble of confused fagade 
And engine cry alarm. 
Where are her forest's trees? 
And where clean rivers and her streams. 
And where her fertile, life-sustaining rows? 
A people in her crisis 
Dart between 
The rows of traffic 
Streaming lethal unseen smoke, 
To take defense behind an alien steel and glass 
Hermetically encased. 
A land drained bare 
By her oppressor's wrong. 
Put in its cage of iron. 
Hands at bars. 
No fountain at the base of avenue 
Can issue forth the waters to revive — 
Not in this landscape 
Of the dispossessed. 
And yet the star survives. 
Jeff Davis knew what he was standing for, 
And standing on. 
In standing here, we know it too. 
No five sharp-pointed pentagram 
But six, symmetric, gleaming gold. 
Worn smooth by pilgrim feet 
And will be polished bright by mine 
When bared of leather and machine-made sole. 
The magic lies in proper pilgrim feet 
And spirit of the soil beneath 
To breathe of inspiration 
In the pilgrim soul. 
We free that spirit topped with stone. 
A hard-paved street in asphalt 
Never can inspire. 
No jumble of fagades 
That know not who or whence they are 
Can pass the muster of the years 
And yield their grace to time. 
The soil will wait as long as must 
But will at last itself have way. 
We stand upon the star. 
In bondage view and do. 
And with God's promise of delivery. 
Our time we wait and pray. 
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