BRYAN PEARSON (S45-47)
Over a number of years Bryan very kindly wrote his life story in a number of
instalments in the Overseas Bag. He told us that he had had several wellknown writers ask if they could do his life story, but he never did anything
about it. He remarked at the time “Frankly, I don’t think anyone would
believe that one person could fit so many diverse professions into one lifetime,
or have so many weird things happen to them. Maybe I should write a book.”
The story starts:
I left Fram in June 1947 and obtained my School Cert.A with credits in all
subjects but one. Decided that, although only 15 ½ years old, I knew I wasn’t
cut out for a college education at Oxford or Cambridge and then some sort of
academic or office bound career. First job was at Woodall Duckham which was
a construction company doing building work for the Ipswich Gasworks. I
worked in a trailer doing the payroll and then handing out the pay packets to
the men. It was filthy there, coke dust everywhere, and of course the gas
smell was atrocious. Through a friend of my father’s, I was advised to try and
get a job at B X Plastics which was, as far as I can remember, at Manningtree.
Started there as an assistant research physicist (!), doing all sorts of
interesting tests on the plastic items they produced, abrasion tests on
linoleum, tensile strength tests on plastic sheets etc. Quite enjoyed the work,
particularly my association with a beautiful young blonde girl who worked in
the chemistry lab. Used to travel back and forth to work on my pride and joy,
a shiny red Ariel motorcycle, until one day, barrelling down a hill on the way to
work, I hit a stone in the road and took a frightful spill. Actually I was very lucky as I was wearing a full flight
suit which saved me from any road burn, the only injury (apart from that to my pride) was a huge bruise on my
back, caused by my shoes which were in my backpack, digging into me while I was hurtling along upside down.
This brings me to a very important part of my, so far rather uneventful, life. For some reason I can no longer
remember, I decided that I wanted to become a merchant marine officer and I persuaded my Dad to enrol me
in the Wireless College at Colwyn Bay, Wales. I guess I had seen one too many movies about the romantic life
of seafaring men, strange and exotic ports, sultry women in sarongs etc. but I was determined to get my
certificate and hit the high seas. My Dad bought me a gorgeous uniform at Howes in Lowestoft and the college
sent me the appropriate badges and cap badge and off I went by train to North Wales.
Morse Code at 20 Words Per Minute
Unfortunately, no one told me that the training for wireless telegraphy was
extremely intensive and that many students couldn’t hack it and either quit or went
round the bend. Unless you have tried to assimilate Morse Code and send and
receive at speeds of about 20 words a minute, you have no idea what it does to your
brain. Every type of writing you see is automatically translated into dots and dashes
in your head, billboards, street signs, menus....everything! Actually I was doing
quite well and outlasted many classmates but then, after joining the Radio Officer’s
Union, I was told that there was a tremendous glut of trained radio operators due to
all the men coming out of the armed services (this was 1948) and that I would
probably have to wait several years before getting a seagoing position after
graduating from Colwyn Bay. What a bummer!!
After my second term at Colwyn Bay Wireless College, and realising that my
prospects for work in the Merchant Marine were slim to none for the foreseeable
future, I returned to Ipswich, planning to re-evaluate my career objectives.
Arriving at Ipswich station from Liverpool Street, it was raining slightly (not uncommon in Suffolk!) and I had
missed the last trolley so I decided to walk into Town and catch a tram to Cowper Street where my parents

lived. About half way, I heard a car approaching me from behind and, pretty well soaked by now, I guess I
looked rather pathetic in my sodden uniform, so the car stopped and I was asked if I wanted a lift into town.
Of course I gladly accepted, times being different then and one didn’t have to be concerned about accepting a
lift.
The driver of the car turned out to be a well known naval architect from Waldringfield and we talked boats all
the way to my house, where he deposited me and told me to call him if I felt like going sailing sometime.
Needless to say I did just that and we became good sailing buddies, eventually even cruising over to Holland a
couple of times on another friend’s yacht. Being not long after the war, we were able to bring back all sorts of
“contraband” such as steaks, butter, chocolate and cigars!
While sailing one day, my friend Jack asked me what I planned to do in the future, since he knew of my
previous endeavours and what had become of them. Before I could really answer, he said “You know, I think
you would make an excellent actor, if you had any interest in that sort of thing”. In fact, he said, a very good
friend of his was under contract to J.Arthur Rank and he would be delighted to introduce me to him and to ask
his advice.
Needless to say, this was quite a surprise and something I had never considered, having managed to evade
participating in the Shakespeare play at the Speech Day 1947 in which JAMES RUDDOCK made a splendid
impression (JGR – not sure if this was me. I was in Mid Summers Night Dream in 1952; and I think it was
Merchant of Venice in 1948 – I can provide cast lists if required), however it was an intriguing idea and the
prospect of working in films was definitely of interest. In those days Rank had a stable of many young actors
and actresses under contract, not highly paid but certainly a step above “normal” jobs.
Meeting Dirk Bogarde
The idea rapidly became a consuming passion and so off we went
to London to meet Jack’s friend, who turned out to be none other
than Dirk Bogarde!! This was just about the time that the film
“The Blue Lamp” came out and Dirk’s name was all over the press,
in fact he was rumoured to be engaged to Glynis Johns at the
time, although in actual fact, Glynis was married to Anthony
Forward who was Dirk’s manager.
The interview went quite well I thought, Dirk Bogarde was just as
charming as he is on screen, and he told me some things that I
never forgot about the acting profession, in particular that to be a
success at it you had to really want it. That meant starting at the
very bottom of the ladder, making sets, painting scenery, working the sound effects etc., probably for little or
no money, until a break came along, probably in several years. The prospect intrigued me and I agreed that I
would do everything possible to achieve the goals that he set for me, and that I would keep in touch to let him
know my progress.
Back in Ipswich, I knew that the only hope I had was to become involved with the Ipswich Arts Theatre and,
hat in hand, I went to see the manager who told me that I was welcome to help out but there was no money
available and I would have to agree to do whatever was required, up to and including playing small parts and
understudying, with no guarantee that I would ever be made a part of the resident company.
Naturally I was thrilled with this and couldn’t wait to start work, which I did the next day, and meet all the
members of the company, among whom was a charming young girl, if a bit of a loose cannon, by the name of
Lady Marye Rous, daughter of the Earl of Stradbroke, who was also an unpaid apprentice. We subsequently
became great chums and I used to accompany her and her sister Penelope to all sorts of very “county” parties.

Within a very short period of time I was becoming quite proficient in stage management and had graduated to
playing small parts in such epics as “Thark”,” French Without Tears “ etc., the leading lady was Sheila Keith
who went on to bigger and better things in London. Needless to say, I was itching to get to play leads and get
on the payroll but there didn’t seem much chance of that so I took matters into my hands, bought a copy of
“The Stage”, which is a newspaper devoted to the theatre, and checked the want ads. I was thrilled to find an
ad asking for a juvenile lead in a repertory company in Blythe, Northumberland and, without much hope of
getting an answer, I sent off a photograph with a resume of my work, very limited though it was, stating that I
was currently playing juvenile leads at Ipswich Arts Theatre (!!) and that I was available, signed with my stage
name of Bryan Grant. I had chosen this name as (a) I thought Pearson was too long, in conjunction with a
short first name, and (b) Cary Grant was a huge star at the time!
Acting Not Worth £5 Per Week
Imagine my surprise when, a few days later, a letter arrived containing a contract and a train ticket to Blythe,
salary was 8 pounds per week.
Armed with this, I went to see Warren Jenkins, the general manager at Ipswich Arts Theatre, and asked him if
he would consider paying me for the work I was doing. I’ll never forget sitting there when he asked me what I
thought I was worth and I told him 5 pounds a week, at which he cracked up and told me no way could he pay
anything like that and he doubted anyone else would either. Whereupon I stood up, offered him my hand,
thanked him for giving me a much appreciated start in the business and told him I was accepting the position
at the Theatre Royal in Blythe at 8 pounds per week!! His expression remains frozen in my memory as one of
the highlights of my career.
After leaving Ipswich Arts Theatre I went to my new employment at the Theatre Royal, Blythe, which was run
by a very (in)famous name in the theatre, Fortescue. This was a family affair with Fortescue being the
Producer/Director and one of the character actors, his daughter was the leading lady and her husband the
leading man. I was juvenile lead and there was a female juvenile lead plus several supporting players. This
was a twice monthly rep company, meaning that we presented a new play every two weeks. This involved
doing one play, while rehearsing the next and scanning the third...believe me a great training for the stage and
one became a very quick study or left the company! I can honestly say that, in those days, if I had had to I
could have read a play through a couple of times and gone on the stage and winged it if I had to. We did 8
shows a week, six nights and matinees on Wednesday and Saturday, so we earned our money.
I thoroughly enjoyed myself at Blythe and was becoming quite well known in the community. Then, one of the
actresses in the company was taking a few days off and said she was going to London to see her agent, which
intrigued me no end as I had no idea one needed one. She gave me the name of this lady at an agency called
International Artists and said that I should go and see them if I went to London and maybe they would take me
on.
Not long after that, I was also on a hiatus and given a few days off to rest so I thought I would go to London,
catch a couple of West Ends shows etc., and drop in on this agency. Left it to the last minute really, but I
remember traipsing up a flight of stairs in Soho and knocking on a window marked International Artists which
slid back and I asked to speak to Phyllis Paine (my actress friend's agent) but was told that she was busy and
never saw people without an appointment. It sounds rather cocky in retrospect but I remember saying
something to the effect of "Look here, I am a working actor and have to get back to my rep. company in Blythe
on the train tonight. If Miss Paine wishes to see me it will have to be now or it will be too late". The window
slid shut and then flew open again, the secretary stuck her head out and said "Miss Paine will see you now”!!
This woman was really marvellous. She took me in to her office and said that she was most impressed with my
aggressiveness, that she really didn't need any more young leading men but, if I would leave her a picture she
would "see what she could do". I left her office and went straight to the station and caught the train back to
Blythe, thinking that I would probably never hear from Miss Paine again.
Two days later I got a phone call (or it could have been a telegram, I don't remember), saying that she had
arranged an interview for me if I could return to London that weekend (the theatre was of course dark on
Sundays), have breakfast with the producer, audition, and return to Blythe that afternoon. Of course I was

ecstatic, very nervous, and agreed to make the trip without telling the management that I was going back to
London again.
It turned out that Jevan Brandon Thomas, the son of the author, was doing a revival of
"Charley's Aunt" and they were casting the part of Charley. The real lead in the play is
Fancourt Babberley, not Charley, but it is a huge part nevertheless and Charley is on
stage virtually the entire play. I met Brandon Thomas, auditioned with the actor playing
Jack, the other lead, and went back to Blythe convinced that I had screwed it all up,
particularly since I looked a lot younger than "Jack" and was told that the youngest
actor to play Charley was 29. They asked my age and I said 22 although, at the time, I
was 19!!
Back at Blythe I was in the middle of rehearsals on the Wednesday after my audition,
when a telegram came for me which I ripped open and read "Have offer 24 pounds a
week to play Charley, please reply immediately".
You can imagine my excitement and the genuine thrill that the other members of the company got when I told
them that I had graduated to the West End. Everyone was very happy for me and full of congratulations
although, of course, I had to give my 2 weeks notice and leave all my friends behind.
Since there were four weeks of rehearsals and then a four week out of town tryout, I had to get to London and
arrange accommodations which I was lucky enough to find at the home of Anna and Hugh Burden, both being
actors and he somewhat of a "big name" in the theatre. They were friends of one of the cast members of
Charley's Aunt who played Brasset, the butler.
Other members of the cast included Frank Tilton who was a "name", not only as an
actor but also as an opera singer and Leslie Phillips who played Frank Tilton's son,
Lord Fancourt Baberley and dressed up as the "Aunt". Leslie, of course, went on to
bigger and better things, going to Hollywood for "Les Girls" and "Daddy Longlegs"
amongst other films, and is still acting on TV in England, also recently did a play in
the West End.
We rehearsed at the Duke of York’s Theatre, which was a dream come true for me
to be on such a famous and practically sacred spot as a professional actor, little
thinking that I would appear there in a play myself one day. Then, off we went to try
out the production before opening in London and, frankly, I cannot remember which
cities we played in as we also did a tour after the West End.
One episode during rehearsals, however, is firmly and indelibly imprinted on my memory as it turned out to
have a far reaching effect on my whole life.
The young actress hired to play Amy, one of the two ingénues, was Susan Dudley whose mother was an actress
and whose father was Ernest Dudley, the "Armchair Detective" on the BBC, a very successful show in those
days. Well, on the read through, which is the preamble to blocking and then actually rehearsing a play, poor
Susan was having a dreadful time as it transpired that she had a very bad stutter and she could not get out the
very first words that she had to say, which were "Oh, Mr Wickham" (me). She got as far as "Oh, Mr W...." and
then started to stutter which caused no end of consternation and, in fact, when we broke for lunch, the
producer/director, Jevan Brandon Thomas, took me aside and said that, even though Jane, Susan's mother,
was a friend and had in fact been in the play in a prior year, he was going to have to let Susan go and find a
replacement.
The night King George VI died
Well, I had known a chronic stutterer before. In fact, he was so bad that he had to carry a small notepad with
him at all times and used it to "converse" with people, but there was something incredible about him and that
was that if he memorised something he could repeat it clearly and distinctly without a trace of stutter. I told

Jevan this and told him that I was sure that Susan would be better once she knew her lines and he told me that
he had great misgivings but, if I was willing to take the risk and also work closely with her, he would let her
continue rehearsing until we got to the walk through without scripts.
At this point I should add that Susan was an extremely beautiful young lady and the idea of working closely
with her, doing after hours rehearsals, etc., presented no hardship at all!
Fast forwarding at this point, Susan justified everyone's faith in her, learned her lines forwards and backwards
and the stutter disappeared. Then came opening night, at Bradford, or Swindon or somewhere and, amidst
great excitement the curtain went up and we were off. The first act went smoothly and then, after the
intermission, I saw Susan looking very worried and nervous so I asked her what was wrong and she told me to
look out in the audience through the curtain and she pointed out her parents sitting about half way back. One
can guess the rest.....as I entered, Susan (Amy) looked up at me with huge pleading eyes and said "Oh, Mr
W...W....W."! It transpired that she was deathly afraid of her father and that was the cause of her whole
problem, which was promptly resolved when I told Jevan and he asked Mr Dudley to please not come again.
After a successful tour, we brought the show in to the West End, at the Saville Theatre which is no longer in
existence, where we enjoyed a four week run before heading out to do another road show. This was a very
exciting time for me as not only did I meet a lot of interesting people but also, as you may have guessed, I fell
deeply in love with Susan and she with me.
The picture below was taken while I was in Charley’s Aunt and shows me on the left, Leslie Thomas (dressed up
as the Aunt) in the middle and Donald Price (who I’m still in touch with) on the right.

The tour of the provinces of "Charley's Aunt" took us all over the country, Nottingham, Blackpool etc., and even
to Scotland where we were set to open at the Theatre Royal in Edinburgh the night that King George V1 died
and the theatre was closed. Being February, Edinburgh was cold and wet and my memory of the city was of a
miserable week, compounded by the period of mourning.
On our return to London, Susan and I resumed our respective searches for work. She had several film tests to
which I accompanied her at Pinewood Studios, but nothing came of them. In the
meantime I worked at the Arts Theatre with, among others, Jack Allen and Denholm
Elliot, and did some repertory work. One play I remember quite vividly was called
"Larger Than Life" in which I played Jessie Mathews' son. She was very funny at the
first rehearsal as she told the director that she would much rather have me play the
role of her lover! It was after a performance of this play that I had the nicest
compliment I ever received when A.E.Matthews, a venerable old character actor,
came up to me and said that he thought I had given a "splendid performance".
Coming from him it was something akin to being praised by Laurence Olivier and
was most encouraging.
In the meantime, Susan's parents were making her (and my) life miserable. She had taken a small apartment
in order to assert her independence but couldn't really afford it and they persuaded her to move back in with
them. We really didn't stand a chance after that although we were unofficially engaged.
This was now 1952 and television was beginning to make an impression although the number of sets was
minimal compared to today. A good friend of mine, Anthony Oliver, was playing in a show called Kaleidoscope
and he called me one day to ask if I would be interested in working with him on it. He played a detective, who
would investigate a crime and solve it, then there was an intermission and he would return with the solution. I
was hired to play a police constable (PC Hale) who was his field assistant.
Became Head of ITV
Things were very different in those days, no strict rules to protect the actors as there are now. I actually played
two roles on the show, the other was a bartender in a skit with Jack train (Colonel Chinstrap of ITMA fame),
and was also the assistant to the director, Brian Sears, for the princely sum of 12 guineas per show. Since
Kaleidoscope was a fortnightly show, this meant having to live on 6 guineas a week!
Who knows where I could have gone with the BBC if I had stayed with Kaleidoscope. Suffice to say that the
floor manager, whom I had to order about sometimes, was Dickie Leeman, who eventually became head of
ITV!!
In any event, the grass always being greener on the other side of the fence, and needing to make more money,
I took a job with Stephen Mitchell who was producing a West End play called "First Person Singular" with Felix
Aylmer and Athene Seyler, two major stage stars of the time who had never been in a play that ran less than a
year. Needless to say, I wasn't about to ask to read the script before I signed the contract. If it was good
enough for those legendary stars, it must be a winner. What a mistake that was! The play was so bad that it
only ran one week at the Duke of York’s Theatre and I was out of work again.
The disappointment of that failure, plus the fact that my job at the BBC had been snapped up by someone else,
and Susan finally deciding that she would leave the theatre and work for her father, brought me to a very low
point. Not long after, Susan told me that she couldn't bear to see me any more as there was no hope for us,
and that really did it. I was virtually suicidal and it was only though the wonderful friendship of Howard Lamb,
who had played Brassett the butler in Charley's Aunt, and his wife Doreen, that I was able to cope.
Of course, I was still very young and had had some amazing success in a short period of time, but I decided
that the only way I could cope with everything was to make a complete change in my life so I went to the
Holland America Line and booked passage for New York! Needless to say, my parents and all my friends were

horrified and it was much more of an undertaking then than it would be today. For a start, I had to find a
sponsor who would agree to be responsible for me financially for the first three years I was in the United States
and I shall always be grateful to a Master Sgt. Dittman and his wife who agreed to take on the responsibility.
They had a home near Los Angeles and I was able to visit them in later years.
I went to see my agent in London and told him what I was planning. He gave me the numbers of some of his
counterparts in New York and said he would notify them that I would be going to see them regarding Broadway
work, he thought it would be quite easy for a trained English actor with good credits to find work. What he
didn't realise was that I would be arriving in October when all the shows were cast and in rehearsal and that I
would find myself in a tiny room in Brooklyn with just $300 to my name, which was the maximum one could
take out of England per year at that time.
I arrived in New York on the S.S.Maasdam on October 28th 1952 and was told by
the immigration officer not to bother unpacking my suitcase, as I would be polishing
tanks in the army in a few weeks! I had completely overlooked the fact that the
draft was very much in effect and that every able-bodied male was liable for military
service.
There I was, October 1952, in New York, or rather Brooklyn, with $300 in my pocket
and the address of a boarding house where I had booked a room by mail. It turned
up to be more of a closet, on the 4th or 5th floor, up a flight of narrow stairs with a
bathroom at the end of the hall, and, although very excited to be in the States at
the start of new life, I must confess to being rather apprehensive.
I soon discovered that the casting for the Fall shows was complete and television was in it's infancy, although I
did meet with General Sarnoff at NBC who suggested that I head for the West Coast as he was sure that an
experienced TV actor would be in great demand there, particularly one with technical background such as I had
acquired at the BBC. The problem with that being that I knew no-one in California as my American sponsors
were still in England, and I did not want to put a further 3,000 miles between myself and a possible retreat to
London. Alger Hiss' advice to "go west, young man", notwithstanding, I decided to look for regular work of
some kind to tide me over until casting started again for Broadway in the Spring.
Quite by chance I stumbled on an advertisement in the paper that started out "Young man,
college degree, willing to travel....." so I followed up with a telephone call and arranged an
interview with a company called Prince Matchabelli of which I had never heard but who were
quite famous in the cosmetics industry. I shall never forget my first impression of the offices
at 711, 5th Avenue. If this was a taste of American luxury, I was all for it. Firstly, since PM
was basically a perfume manufacturer, the place obviously was extremely pleasant smelling to
say the least, the carpets seemed about six inches deep, soft music was playing and the
receptionist looked as if she had stepped out of a Hollywood movie! My interview seems like a
blur, all I can remember is the sales manager, Paul Woolard, telling me that they wanted me
to start work as a salesman but, due to the time of year, the company was on hiatus and the
next few weeks would be taken up with training, trips to the various suppliers of bottles, boxes etc., plus a tour
of the factory where we would see the perfumes being made and bottled. Oh yes, and there was also to be a
huge Christmas party, followed by a two week (paid) vacation before starting actual work in the field! By the
way, I forgot to mention that when the question of the college education came up during the interview, it was
waved off with the comment "you were educated in England, that's good enough for us”!!!
The first week of January, I had to go and get my driver's license. This consisted of driving thorough New York
City (on the "wrong" side of the road), and I was able to pass with flying colours, much to my surprise. Then I
was given the address of a garage to go and pick up my company car, a two door black Chevrolet, into which I
loaded all my worldly possessions, consisting of a steamer trunk and a B4 bag, and a few cases of perfume
samples, some literature, and a black briefcase. This was to be my travelling "home" for the next three and a
half years.

After final training, two of us new salesmen started off for the mid-West, in company with Paul Wollard, first
stop Philadelphia. This was to be the acid test as each of us had to give a "live" sales presentation in a real
department store with the other two standing at the side to see how we did. I was chosen to go first and,
although my father and grandfather were both in sales, I didn't have the vaguest idea how to go about it so I
just looked upon it, as just like a part in a play, how would an actor play this? With that in mind I plunged in to
my first sales "pitch" and was amazed at how well it went, resulting in congratulations and pats on the back all
round..... this was easy!
We dropped the other salesman, John, off in Philadelphia where he was to be based and Paul and I continued
on to Milwaukee, Wisconsin, where he left me to my own devices, after being sure that I knew where my
territory was, how to book hotels and how to keep the company advised of my whereabouts for three weeks in
advance which was necessary for mail forwarding, sample and new promotional shipments etc. My salary was
automatically deposited in my bank account in New York and for the entire time I was with PM I never saw an
actual check. Bear in mind this was before the days of direct deposit and electronic banking and it was most
convenient. I should mention that the salary was a magnificent $220.00 per month (about 54 pounds at the
time) but all expenses were covered except cigarettes and haircuts and it didn't take a genius to figure out how
they could be included too! Speaking of territory, for anyone familiar with the USA this will be mind-boggling. I
was responsible for all stores in Iowa, North Dakota, South Dakota, Wisconsin, Nebraska and Minnesota, as well
as the Michigan Upper Peninsular. All of these States are bigger than the whole of England!!
I thoroughly enjoyed my time "on the road", staying in some delightful cities and developing friendships that
have endured to this day. During my over three years with PM I travelled back to New York every December
and became the second highest producer in the company after Vlad Gretchina, a Russian émigré who was a
legend in the perfume industry and quite a wonderful character complete with silver topped cane and cloak.
At the company Christmas Party in New York in 1955, having no plans for the holidays, I was probably looking
a bit glum at the prospect of spending two weeks in an hotel somewhere, when one of the other sales people
asked me what my plans were. I told her that an invitation to visit a friend had been cancelled at the last
minute and she suggested that I borrow her apartment and car at Ponte Vedra near Jacksonville, Florida, for
two weeks, the only stipulation being that I had to replace anything I consumed! I couldn't believe my luck
and, the next morning I booked a flight to Jacksonville.
On arriving, I discovered that the apartment was actually a small house, set in the grounds of Ponte Vedra
Beach, one of the most famous golf courses in the country. Not being a golfer it didn't register at first that this
was a really wonderful location, complete with Club House, fabulous restaurant etc., but I was delighted to
have a place to stay in a lovely, warm, setting.
Checking in, I found that the manager was an Englishman and we hit it off right away, ending up with my being
invited to a staff party that night. Little did I know that fate was pushing me along and that I would meet, and
fall in love with, a girl who became my wife just seven months later!
Of course I had to return to my job in the mid West after New Year and my fiancée stayed in Florida with her
mother until June, when I resigned from Prince Matchabelli and the three of us drove to California from Kansas
City. By this time my sponsors had returned from duty in England and helped us to find an apartment in San
Bernardino, where we were joined by my parents for the wedding in July 1956.
At this point my new wife, in arranging my travelling trunk, came across a lot of programmes, posters, pictures
etc., from my days in the theatre in London and she was stunned, I had never told her about that part of my
life and as far as I was concerned it was over.
She would have none of it! I suppose visions of movie stars, premieres etc., were dancing in her head and she
insisted on our moving to Hollywood, my getting an agent and attacking the studios.
Having some money in the bank from my years at PM, it seemed like a reasonable idea and we moved to two
apartments in a not very choice, but cheap, part of Hollywood and the fun began. At first it was exciting,
getting new pictures made, signing with an agent etc., but getting work was difficult although I did many TV

films, including Perry Mason, Matinee Theatre, CBS Playhouse etc. and I did work with several interesting actors
including James Donald (Wings of the Dove), James MacArthur (Hawaii 50), Torin Thatcher and Henry Daniell
among others. To make ends meet I also got into real estate and found that 90% of the agents were also "in
the business".
In 1957 I invested in a science fiction film, in which I also played the lead character of an
evil alien. It was a really dreadful film and was released by Warner Bros. The funny thing
is that it has since become a cult film and the fans actually have an annual meeting where
they sell memorabilia. Every year I have been asked to attend, but it is on the mainland
and I have never bothered. The film was originally called "Out of the World" but, due to
the craze at the time for anything with teenagers in the title, it was released as
"Teenagers from Outer Space".
In the early sixties I opened my own real estate office and did very well buying and selling
homes. In those days a fairly expensive home was in the $45,000 to $50,000 price range,
today those same pieces of property are close to a million dollars.
My first experience of Tahiti was in 1966 when I took my wife to the newly
opened Club Mediterranee for a three week vacation and we both fell in love
with French Polynesia and determined to return to live there if possible. We
returned to Los Angeles and its frenetic pace, there was very little film work,
my real estate business was dying and there were race riots etc., so I started
looking for a suitable boat and, in the meantime worked for a yacht broker
whom I convinced to finance a sailing school which I ran, with the aid of Jack
Knights' book "Small Boat Sailing". It worked out very well as I had use of any
of the boats from a 20 foot day sailer to a 45 foot cruising sloop and, once a
person had learned to sail a boat, they often got the urge to have one of their
own and I passed them along to the sales department!
In 1967 I bought a beautiful Mower design 45 foot ketch, perfect I thought for a cruiser and live aboard once
we got to Tahiti, she was a bit old but I had a survey done and was told that she was perfect for what I had in
mind so I arranged for the broker who sold me the boat (called My Yen) to sail her up from San Diego since I
wasn't familiar with the coast. This lady and her husband assured me that they had delivered dozens of boats
and I should come along for the ride, which I did and very nearly lost my life as she ran the boat on a huge
rock just in front of the Malibu Colony, where many stars live, at about 8 knots in the pitch dark and tore the
bottom completely out of her. We were rescued by helicopter and checked out by the medics, the woman had
some bad cuts and scratches but nothing was broken (except my heart!) and the next day the hull was towed
to a shipyard just next to where I was working at Marina del Rey.
As soon as I could, I went to the yard to survey the wreckage and see if anything was salvageable and
immediately noticed that the ship's wheel had been removed so I asked the foreman where it was and he said
he had no idea. I then told him that I would leave and return in one hour and, if the wheel was still missing, a
police report would be filed for the theft. Needless to say, the wheel was waiting for me and it is the only
vestige of my boat that remained, I still have it in my living room in Hawaii. This accident, terrible as it was,
could have been much worse. While at the shipyard a man called me over and asked what I had planned to do
with the boat so I told him and he took me over the hull, reached inside and broke off a piece of a sister frame
about a foot long which he handed to me, it was completely rotten. Had my wife and I and the two small
children been aboard and run into any heavy seas, the pounding would undoubtedly have cracked the hull and
we would have perished!
I won't go into the tedious details but my wife and I, plus the two small children we had by this time, went back
to Tahiti. I had the dream job of teaching sailing in a gorgeous bay every day at the Club Med, but my wife
could not find work and eventually found another man to take up her time so I decided to return to Los Angeles
with her and the children and hope that our marriage could be saved, but to no avail. She filed for divorce and
I, mostly to face my demons in Tahiti, returned there, eventually becoming an hotel manager on Moorea where
I met a very different kind of young lady, 17 years my junior, and married her.

The hotel life suited me very well; we had two children over the years and, in 1976, moved up to Hawaii where
we bought a home in 1978 that we still occupy. My children from the first marriage still live in California and
are both married, they have visited us and we have seen them at their weddings, and my son recently
presented me with a grandson to add to the two grandchildren that my daughter, Tamara, has had here in
Hawai’i.
My first job in Hawaii was in sales with a chemical manufacturer, which kept the wolf from the door until I
secured a position as VP of Sales for a small cargo airline and then worked for a series of airlines including
Hawaiian Air and Continental Airlines which enabled me to travel all over the world, several times to Japan,
Australia, New Zealand, England etc. Unfortunately, this came to a halt in 1996 when I left the airlines during a
time of drastic cutbacks in the industry and I switched to a sales position with a large credit card processing
company that I still represent. We not only do the actual processing of cards, but also provide the electronic
terminals and ATMs and it has been a reasonably lucrative career for the past 8 years.
We currently have four TV series being shot in Hawaii and there have been several major films shot recently
but, although I am still a member of Screen Actors Guild in good standing, I really have no interest in acting
any more. When I was running the hotels on Moorea I met a lot of celebrities, actors, and writers including
Michael Crichton and James Mitchener, and I have lived that life, drove a Bentley Continental convertible when
I lived in Hollywood etc. I suppose it's a case of "been there, done that " and now I am content to enjoy my
mini estate in Hawaii and go on as many ocean cruises as I can afford.
----------------------------------------------------------It is funny how details came flooding back after 50 years. It was Christmas 1951 and I was at the Saville
Theatre with Leslie Phillips. I played Charley and he played the Aunt. It is coincidental that I saw him earlier
this week on TV in “The Canterville Ghost”, shot 13 years ago. Donald Price, who played Jack Chesney in
Charley’s Aunt, added a note to his Christmas card this year that Leslie is currently starring in a film with Peter
O’Toole, called “Venus”, that is up for an Oscar.
My last acting role was in the late ‘60s, just before I left for Tahiti. Since moving to the Islands I have not felt
like working in show business again, there were opportunities to work in various shows in the ‘70s – Hawaii 50,
Magnum PI, etc. but 99% of the actors were brought in from the mainland and all they wanted were bit players
locally. The current TV hit is “Lost”, which is in it’s third season, and filmed mostly here on O’ahu where we
have fabulous tropical scenery, mountains, jungle etc..
Below is a picture supplied by Bryan of the 1947 Bisley VIII

