VETERAN FILM—MAKER J. LEE THOMPSON AND ACTOR GLENN FORD ¢HAT BETWEEN SCENES OF HORROR MOVIE
. 'Happy Birthday to Me', shot in Montreal area, contains graphic violence, but Thompson insists he can't stand sight of real blood

Actor with most parts, least praise

'Glenn Ford bats 221 in movie gam

MONTREAL — Glenn Ford reached
over and snapped off the table lamp beside
him, casting the sitting room of his Ritz
Carlton hotel suite into semi-darkness.
Now there was room for the memories.

“I have such marvellous friends,” he
said, his voice low and reminiscent. “God,
what wonderful people Bill Holden,
- Jimmy Stewart, Frank Sinatra. Marvellous
people. I've been very lucky.”

Indeed he has. He was in town recently
to make his 221st movie, a horror picture
called Happy Birthday To Me in which he
has a small but crucial part. No one has
made more movies than Glenn Ford, who is
now 64. Duke Wayne came close, but he is
gone. Mitchum has done almost 200, but a
lot of those were Hopalong Cassidy
quickies. In most of the movies Ford has
made over the past 40 years, he has been
the star, whether it was in westerns such as
3:10 To Yuma, Cowboy, The Sheepman,
Cimarron, The Fastest Gun Alive, come-
ies such as The Gazebo, The Courtship Of
ddie’s Father, The Teahouse Of The Aug-
ust Moon or melodramas such as The Big
Heat, Gilda, Experiment In Terror.

_ He is out of that understated school of

best described as American Natural.
Its. graduates include Tracy and Stewart,
Halden and Fonda — his friends and idols.

The style depends on no style at all, buton

a naturalness that Ford says emerges from
not memorizing lines, but taking the sense
of the line and altering it so that it fits the
personality of the act.

It also depends on a sense of background
and limitations. Ford cannot imagine an
American actor, with the exception of Rich-
ard Chamberlain, playing Shakespeare. It
just doesn’t feel comfortable, he says. But
the best natural American actors feel com-
fortable doing westerns; Glenn Ford per-
haps most comfortable of all, because, he
says, he lives his on-screen life off screen
as well. He is an excellent horseman who
displays a belt buckle given to him by
stuntmen that bears the inscription: “Best
horseman in motion pictures.” He owns
three ranches, runs 300 head of cattle, and
still plays a mean game of polo.

So, despite the fact he was born in Que-
bec, is a great grand-nephew of Sir John A.
Macdonald, can still recall his Outremont
address and the days when he used to pass
the Ritz wondering if he ever would be rich
enough to stay there, he has always played
the quiet, determined American hero.
There is authority in his tone which per-
haps stems from his Marine days during
the Second World War — he is still a naval
reserve captain, who in 1967 did a stint in
Vietnam as a briefing officer. And he
never utters a word that sounds false. He is
less mannered than Jimmy Stewart, more
natural than Fonda. He has always been
grossly undervalued as a movie actor,
never having won an Academy Award or
even showered with the honors that ordi-
narily come to an actor of his years and lon-
gevity.

These days as his roles become less and
less auspicious, eluding the false notes in
his performances becomes more and more
difficult. But. somehow he manages it..

Now he makes a horror movie in Atlanta
that he would just as soon not discuss, a
quickie action feature in Mexxco and a

’\‘\‘ podge of a J: picture

called Virus in which he very briefly plays
the president of the United States. There
are reports of tantrums on the Toronto set
of Virus. Members of the crew say he kept
the blinds shut in his dressing room, in-
sisted on cue cards for even the shortest
lines, and actually cried on the set. His
only comment on the picture: “There were
three mterpreters on Virus, so that made it
very difficult.”

But this afternoon in hlS darkened suite,
a French radio station playmg softly in the
background, Glenn Ford’s still solidly
handsome features flickered with annoy-
ance at such scurrilous talk. He is tired, he
said, of the nastiness and the backstabbing.

“Anna Kashfi, Marlon Brando’s ex-wife,
wrote this unbelievable book called Brando
For Breakfast,” he said, frowning. “Be-
lieve me she distorted everything, told un-
believable untruths. She did a picture
called Don’t Go Near The Water, and said I
had her kicked off the picture, that in res-
taurants I would ignore her.” He shook his
head. “Well, she was kicked off because
she was too sick to work. I didn’t know any-
thing about it.

- “I adored Rita
Hayworth, just
adored her.

In Gilda all she had
to do was pull off a
glove and she exuded
more sex than all the
nudity you see on any
screen.”

“Anne Baxter wrote that Maria Schell
and T had an unpleasant problem making
Cimarron. I don’t know whether she
dreamed it up or what but it certainly isn’t
true. Judy Garland — Mel Torme had me
in his book (The Other Side Of The Rain-
bow) storming in the door and demanding,
‘Where is she?’ Do you want to know the
truth? The truth is Mel caught me crying.
In tears. He said Judy was sick in the back
room of his house.” He imitated Mel Torme
in tears. “What’ll, I do?’ he kept crying. “If
she dies here it’ll be the end of my career.”
I told him to calm down, that I was only
five minutes away. I went over there,
picked her up, carried her to my car and
took her home. But you know I read his
stuff, and I couldn’t believe that crap. I
guess he had to make it sensational.”

Neither can be understand why director
Frank Capra described dealing with Glenn
Ford on Pocketful Of Miracles as a “pock-
etful of trouble.”

“To this day I don’t know why he did
that,” he said with a sigh. “I met him a
month ago at Frank Sinatra’s house, and he
was very friendly.”

Glenn ford is writing his own book, full,

he said, of good memories and fine women.
he has been married three times, but it is
the loves in between everyone remembers,
and which he relishes. A smile creased his
face at the mention of Rita Hayworth, the
great beauty and love of his life.

“I adored her, just adored her. Wow!”
His voice was low, his eyes now possessed a
nostalgic glitter. “In Gilda all she had to do
was pull off a glove and she exuded more
sex than all the nudity you see on any
screen.”

Was she just as beautiful in real life?

The smile widened. “You want to belie
it. Oh, wow. Yes.”

And Judy Garland. “That’s a long sto:
was involved with her for quite a w!
There was another side to her, the side
never hear about. She was beautiful a
gentle. She gave me a beautiful picture
signed, ‘My Glenn, I look up and see the
stars and moon and the love you give me.
I'm yours forever. Love, Judy.” He paused,
then repeated the inscription again. “You
see, that’s my Judy. The one I remember. I
don’t remember the other things.”

His memories of Columbia studio boss,
slarry Cohn, the mogal to whom he was in-
entured for 14 years, are less sanguine.
When Ford was married to ac :é‘léa{m 14
Powell he says he use C
set to “share a cup of coffee” with :
leading lady. Cohn got wind of this and
telephoned Ford’s wife, warning, “You'd
better watch out what's going on over on |
that set.” Ford discovered the details of the
call “amid a little hysteria” and went back
to Cohn’s office, kicked down the door,
picked up a prized miniature bat auto-
graphed by Babe Ruth, and smashed it
over his desk. In the quietly authoritative
manner that was to become his halmark in_

“dozens of movies, Ford waved the stub off

the bat in Cohn’s face and warned, “don’t
you ever call my home again!”

Ford laughed, recalling the incident.

“From that day on, he always called me
Saturdays and took me to the football
game. Every time a script came in, he
asked me if I wanted to do it. We ended up
having an unbelievable relationship. Two
weeks before he died, he called me in, and
said, ‘Do you know why I always like you?
Because you were never afraid of me.”
"~ The room was even darker. Ford, who
had been on his feet playing various parts
in the Harry Cohn-Glenn Ford story with
vigor, returned to his seat. He won’t make
any more films this year, he said. Instead,
he will spend some time at his apartment
in Paris, drive down to the Deauville Film
Festival where a retrospective of his films
is planned, and spend Christmas some-
where in Europe “where there’s lots of
snow.” He already has two movies planned
for next year, a western in Spain called
This Town Ain’t Big Enough, and a Cana-
dian movie in Vancouver in which he plays
a Mountie.

“I think I still enjoy the work because
it’s such a marvelous world on a movie set.
There is great comfort in that world, so I
look forward to going'to work. And there
are no opening jitters because you know
everyone. And I know so many wonderful
people.”

The room was almost dark. Glenn Ford
stared into the distance. Memory closed in
around him.
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