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^ Brando on the Waterfront 

IET ME say I'lght oif that "On th.-
Waiei-tVoni" (Columbia) is one 

-^ of the most exciting tilms ever 
made in the United States. Later on I 
will qualify that statement, but I want 
to report at the outset that there is 
ii tremendous picture around, a film 
absolutely explosive in its impact on 
the emotions and on the motion pic
ture as a form. 

In the past several years there have 
been two things happening in the 
movies. On the one hand, Hollywood 
has been developing its capacity to 
bedazzle. The new aspect ratios and 
the ultimate-weapon budgets ai'e the 
latest means by which the Technicolor 
Tintorettos have turned film into the 
mightiest canvas the world has ever 
seen. At the same time, a number of 
earnest toilers in the business have 
been aware that the Europeans made 
us look like popcorn peddlers when 
it came to showing life problems of 
working-class persons in their own 
homes and on their own streets. The 
other half of the Hollywood story has 
been a conscious effort to make con
tact with the living plainness of the 
European film image. That effort was 
a vain one—until now. No mattei' 
how many camera crews were sent 
on location to Brooklyn or New York's 
East Side, there was usually a syn
thetic flavor to the material, princi
pally because such settings were used 
for manufactured stories in which 
violence was a major titillation. 

Now Elia Kazan has moved his 
cameras onto the Hoboken docks and 
has broken through the subtle filter 
which has previously shielded Amer
ican lenses from the harsh light of 
reality. And if "On the Waterfront" 
were not an event for this reason, 
it would be one because of the per
formance of Marlon Brando, one of 
the finest things any man has done 
on the screen. 

"Waterfront" is the story of an ex-
prizefighter who is the errand boy 
for a crooked labor leader. Johnny 
Friendly, union boss, has turned the 
docks into his personal fief, the long
shoremen into his serfs. He clips their 
pay envelopes, lends them money at 
Shylock rates, orders them out on 
flash strikes when he sees the chance 
to shake down a shipper with a dock-
ful of perishable fruit, brutally snuffs 
out the life of anyone who plays stool 
pigeon for the crime commission in
vestigating conditions on the water

front. The background facts tor Budd 
Schulberg's screenplay were supplied 
by Malcolm Johnson's prize-winning 
articles, and the film documents a 
story of peonage enforced by thugs 
with the acquiescence of the shippers. 

In the midst of these assassins, 
Terry, the prizefighter, is little more 
than a mascot, tolerated because his 
educated brother is counsel for the 
union boss. Brando's performance in 
this role is a piece of genuine artistry. 
With half-sentences finished by body 
shrugs and fish gestures of the hands, 
with a drawn-brow groping for words, 
with a street arab's laugh or quick 
insult, with an ex-athlete's bounce to 
his walk, Brando projects a wonder
fully absorbing portrait of a semi-

stiipid. slubb' 
man. 

Terry is not paiticularly troubled 
by his role as coffee-runner and 
messenger boy for the mob until one 
of his eri-ands helps set up the sudden 
death of a neighborhood pigeon fancier 
who had given a statement to the 
crime commission. The murder be
comes the occasion for the formation 
of a lump organization spearheaded 
by a militant priest and the sister of 
the murdered boy. The prizefighter 
meets the sister, takes her to a saloon, 
buys the parochial schoolgirl her 
first glass of beer, and falls in love 
with her in a scene that is inexpres
sibly sweet. 

The fighter is subpoenaed by the 
crime commission. Johnny Friendly 
sends the lawyer brother to stop his 
mouth. The brothers have an un
forgettable scene as they ride together 
in a taxi toward the execution head
quarters. "It was you made me a bum, 
Charlie," says the prizefighter, and 
Brando's reading of this line is match-

—From "On the Waterfront." 

Marlon Brando—"one of the finest things any man has done on the screen." 
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M A I L ORDERS P R O M P T L Y F I L L E D 

less. '"I coulda had cla.ss. I eoulda been 
a contendei ' ." The iawyef. a shamed , 
lets his b r o t h e r escape, and is i n i u -
de rcd by the m o b in his s tead. 

T h e prizefighter testifie.^ before the 
c r ime commiss ion and then i-eturns to 
the docks, w h e r e thi^ labor racketei. 'r 's 
hold ()\'c>r the men is e\ 'entuall\" 
b roken in a blood Vjath i i n a l c 

Kazan has se rved himself well m 
cast ing the Kim. Lee J. Cobb is eii 'ec-
ti\-e as t he labor boss. Eve Mar i e 
Saint , a television acti-ess mak ing her 
hi'st movie appea rance , is appea l ing 
as the girl , and Kai-1 Mauld in m a k e s 
a forceful pr ies t . Rod Stiegei- displays 
a br i l l iant unde i ' s t and ing of the weak , 
e a s y - m o n e y , e a s y - p o w e r at toi 'nev w h o 
s t ands at t h e l a b o r boss 's side. 

•'On the Waterf i-ont" will u n d o u b t 
edly c rea te a s torm of e x c i t e m e n t 
because of its use of the screen and 
because of B r a n d o ' s vi tal izing p e r 
formance . I suspect tha t a m o n g the 
v iewers t h e r e will be m a n y w h o will 
find t h e end ing s o m e w h a t pat a n d 
p reachy a n d the p lo t t ing a bit slick. 
T h e w o r d "slick." I a m a w a r e , is a n 
a b u s e d woi-d in the cri t ic bus iness , for 
s l ickness is p a r t of ouj- del ight in 
m a n y p lays , mot ion p ic tu res , and 
s tor ies . B u t t h e r e a r e t imes w h e n a 
cei ' tain eas iness , a ce r t a in plot m a 
neuve r ing , debases t he c u r r e n c y of 
t he work . Th i s is p robab ly t h e j 'eason 
w h y "On the W a t e r f r o n t " is m o r e an 
electr ic piece of journa l i s in t h a n it is 
a di 'ama of t he first r ank . B u t despi te 
" W a t e r f r o n t ' s " shor tcomings , t h e r e is 
no doub t t h a t a l a n d m a r k in Amer i can 
m o v i e - m a k i n g has been es tabl ished 
by this documenta r \ - of t he docks . 

— L E E ROGOW. 

SR Recommends 
On thp JJ {ilprhoiil: Reviewed in this 

issue. 
Thi> Adventures oj Robinson Crtisoe: 

The Defoe classic as interpreted for the 
screen by Mexico's much-admired direc
tor Luis Bunuel, with Dan O'Herlihy as 
the lonelv Crusoe. (SR July 17.) 

Mmi Willi <i Million: Mark Twain's 
story about a million-pound banknote, 
sparklingly played by Gregory Peck and 
an all-British supporting cast. (SR July 
10.) 

The ('.nine Miiiiny: Herman Wouks en
grossing story is superbly acted by 
Humphrey Bogart, Jose Ferrer , Van 
Johnson, and Fred MacMurray—with an 
able assist from the U.S. Navv. (SR June 
26.) 

Mr. Ihilot's Holiday: The sights, sounds, 
and inanities of a French seaside resoi-t 
are caught to perfection in this satire 
written, directed, and starring Jacques 
Tati, who shows that the Chaplin-Keat-
on-Lloyd tradition is still gloriously alive. 
(SR J u n e 19.) 

The Uuconquered: This full-length 
documentary biography of Helen Keller 
is a remarkable portrait of a remarkable 
woman—and it's a far cry from the fic
tionalized biographical extravaganzas that 
have been issuing from Hollywood lately. 
(SR June 12.) 
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to save their lives. 
Give blood today . . , and save a life 
tomorrow! 

fhe b l o o d y o u g i v e helps s o m e o n e live! 
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TV A N D R A D I O 

Writer is. u Birty Woi'il 

1SUPPOSE the classic adlib of the 
past television season will have tO' 
be credited to Jackie Gleason. On 

his final show he found himself with a 
couple of minutes to fill, so he began a 
lecitation of the names of the people 
"without whom this show would never 
have been possible," as the saying goes. 

As names came to Jackie he genu
flected gracefully in their direction. 
There were quite a few: producers— 
cameramen—orchestra leader—chore
ographer—managers. Then, fearful 
that he might have forgotten someone 
who had helped him climb near the 
top of television success this past sea
son, we could see him begin to search 
his memory. Another name came out 
—another—and then he finally wound 
up with the usual las t -but-by-no-
means-least: "All the stagehands 
headed by the finest head stagehand 
in television, Mr. Eddie Brinkman, ' 
without whom this show could never 
have been possible. (APPLAUSE) 

Mr. Brinkman, I suppose, could be 
the finest stagehand in all television, 
but I doubt that even Mr. Brinkman 
confides to his friends that he had any
thing to do with creating the now 
famous character of Ralph Cramdon, 
bus driver. Yet the names of that as
sortment of gentlemen who sat at their 
typewriters week after week toiling to 
bring Ralph Cramdon into being never 
occurred to Jackie in those final two 
minutes of triumph. 

It's possible he didn't know their 
names. It's possible that when he r e 
ceived his mimeographed script each 
week he visualized dozens of tiny, un
shaven elves in leather aprons and 
fools' caps, their hands and faces 
smeared with printer's ink and per
spiration, crawling in and out of a 
huge typewriter dragging the pages 
after them and whistling while they 
worked. 

Mr. Gleason in his Ralph Cramdon 
character gives the most honest per-
fo rmance any comedian gives any 
character in television. This honesty 
of performance, very often at the sac
rifice of jokes in order to sustain the 
integrity of characterization, is what 
has captured the attention of televi
sion viewers. It's too bad Jackie 
couldn't have sustained that honesty 
another two minutes. 

In this connection I offer, and ask 
to be placed into the record, another 
exhibit of the mental block which 
comedians have about writers. This 
time it's another Jack—Carson by 

name. I quote from Radio and Tele
vision Daily the plans outlined by Mr. 
Carson for a new radio show in vvhich 
he will star. 

"Jack Carson," it says here, "vet
eran radio and motion-picture come
dian, will star in a new program when 
CBS presents the Jack Carson Show. 

"Backing the unpredictable Carson 
will be the talented young vocalists 
Doris Drew and Tony Romano and an 
orchestra directed by pianist-com
poser Walter Gross, who wrote the hit 
song Tenderly. ' 

"Miss Drew starred in her own radio 
program for several years in Chicago. 
She has appeared in theatres and night 
clubs in many parts of the country. 
Mr. Romano is well known to radio 
listeners and club-goers and has r e 
corded several big-selling records. 

"The Taylor Maids trio, whose r e 
cordings are also attracting national 
attention, will be regular performers. 
Special musical arrangements will be 
supplied by Roy Chamberlain. Bob 
Stewart will announce." . . , End of 
quote. 

I WILL not try to predict what the 
"unpredictable Carson" is going to do 
on this radio show, but I have a feel
ing that somewhere along the line he 
will read from a script. Even if it's 
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only to say, after Miss Drew has fin
ished singing a ballad, "Thank you, 
Doris, that was wonderful. And now 
in a gayer mood we take you to Latin 
America as Tony Romano sings 'The 
Peanut Vender'." Yet, according to the 
announcement there has been no a r -
; angement made for a writer. And, if 
(here has been, there is no mention of 
the word "writer." AH the ingredients 
that go to make up a program are 
there—the star, the vocalists, the trio, 
the orchestra leader, the arranger, and 
even the announcer. Here come those 
elves again. 

In the theatre and motion pictures 
by contrast the writer is given his due. 
It's news, for instance, that George 
Kaufman has just written a play, and 
there is no mention of who will be the 
stage manager when the play is pro
duced. In a trade-paper advertisement 
there was a full-page photograph of 
the gifted young actress Vanessa 
Brown announcing she is soon to star 
in a picture, "Moll Flanders." There 
were only two lines of type. One said 
that Miss Brown had just finished six 
hundred performances as a star on 
Broadway in "The Seven Year Itch"; 
the other said that the screen play 
for "Moll Flanders" was being written 
by Roland Kibbee. 

Television will reach maturity when 
it realizes, as have the stage and the 
movies, that successful entertainment 
depends not alone on the stars who 
play it but the stars in combination 
with those who write the words the 
stars speak. As someone once wrote, 
"The play's the thing." What's his 
name again? —GOODMAN ACE. 

•He'll be all righl, bul I'm afraid he'f gol greasepaint in hh blood." 
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