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About the Book

They are the most formidable acting generation ever to tread the boards or stare into a camera, whose anti-establishment attitude changed the cultural landscape of Britain.

Their drinking and revelling was a two-fingered salute to the middle-class acting hierarchy that had always dominated British film and theatre. This was a new breed and nothing like them has been seen before or since. Their raw earthy brilliance brought realism to a whole range of groundbreaking theatre, from John Osborne’s Look Back in Anger to Joan Littlewood and the creation of the National Theatre. And they ripped apart the staid British film industry with kitchen sink classics like Saturday Night, Sunday Morning, This Sporting Life, The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner and Billy Liar before turning their sights on international stardom – Connery with James Bond, O’Toole as Lawrence of Arabia, Finney with Tom Jones, Caine in Zulu . . .

Don’t Let the Bastards Grind You Down brings alive the trail-blazing period of theatre and film from 1956–64 through the vibrant energy and exploits of this revolutionary generation of stars who bulldozed over austerity Britain and paved the way for the swinging 60s.
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‘I thought people from my background didn’t become actors. I thought actors were bred in special places – a stud farm in Mayfair.’

Albert Finney

‘My memory of that whole, wonderful time is that everything was possible and no holds were barred. Looking back with joy, I see that we were all free to do our thing, whatever it was, and to the maximum extreme. Kitchen-sink drama didn’t only release language on the stage, it liberated the actors. And not only from their performing conventions and style, but from the image, particularly of the West End actor, of being Public School and Best BBC, who dressed immaculately, even for an audition, attended the best clubs and would never be seen in the Public Bar. That all changed from 1956 and we were given our new uniform: jeans, T-shirts and Hush Puppies. Thus attired, we went into battle to lift the hitherto underprivileged and denied, to a place in the sun they deserved. The rest is history.’

John Cairney


Introduction

‘For the first time in British history the young working class stood up for themselves and said, “We are here, this is our society and we are not going away.”’ So said Michael Caine; loud and proud.

The late 1950s and early 1960s saw the most exhilarating burst of creativity in the history of British popular culture. Plays such as John Osborne’s Look Back in Anger and films of the calibre of Saturday Night and Sunday Morning blew away the middle-class monopoly that was strangling the life out of the arts in Britain and gave a voice to a working class that for the first time was gaining some economic power.

It all started at the Royal Court, a theatre that dared to stick two fingers up at the elitist West End, dared to be different and unleashed the rallying cry upon the nation in 1956 with Look Back in Anger. The reaction was shock. Audiences had never seen anything like it; it was so savage. Repulsive to the establishment, it spoke clearly to a disaffected youth whose unquestioning obeisance to authority could no longer be taken for granted. This was a time of political unrest, of protests against British military intervention in Suez and anti-nuclear marches. From out of that melting pot poured revolution. And at its forefront was a group of remarkable young actors who brought a dynamism and gritty edge to their performances that was startlingly fresh and unparalleled: Alan Bates, Michael Caine, Sean Connery, Tom Courtenay, Albert Finney, Richard Harris, Peter O’Toole, Robert Shaw and Terence Stamp were all rightly hailed as a new kind of star. ‘All those guys had one thing in common,’ says actor/producer Dyson Lovell. ‘A savage truth, they were real. It was gutsy, but it wasn’t the kind of American method acting that people like Marlon Brando were doing, it was a different kind of reality; it wasn’t even a method, I don’t think. It came from the gut. Their performances were so truthful and natural.’

Each of them was different, unique; all had their own strong and individual personalities, and they were islands unto themselves. David McCallum was their contemporary, worked with them, drank with them. ‘Nowadays, like the group of actors that I work with on American television, we work as an ensemble company, there is no question of egos. Whereas in those days the egos seemed to be the most important thing. They were tremendously powerful actors, all doing terrific work, but with tremendous egos.’

The country was certainly ready for change. For years there had been a period of cultural stagnation during which nothing much very interesting was going on in either theatre or film. Then – bang! ‘I think there was a kind of zeitgeist,’ says This Sporting Life author David Storey. ‘An emergence of almost proletarian energy, which was probably the result of the Second World War and the lower classes being engaged in it. And there was the 1944 Education Act which quite changed the notion of educating the lower orders, as it were, and out of that mix came this sudden assertion from the lower part of society; they came along with a great deal of energy and animation which drew away from the until then rather middle-class conception of stage work and film-making. It was a class that hadn’t articulated itself in any significant way until then.’

This was a revolution not solely concerned about class, though. ‘We were moving towards classlessness in the fifties,’ says Elizabeth Harris. ‘Our mindsets were not on class.’ What really made those actors so good was their anti-establishment stance; they had an attitude bolstered by a real sense of grievance and a natural anger. ‘It was a revolt against the establishment that was pre-1960s, which is when everybody got involved,’ says producer Richard Goodwin. ‘But these guys got everybody thinking in the right direction.’

More than class divisions it was about breaking down barriers, opening up opportunities for those who had been denied it for so long purely because of how they spoke and where they came from. Terence Stamp stated that he didn’t believe there had been any genuine working-class actors before, ‘just caricatures of the working class’. At the Royal Court Lindsay Anderson would audition young actors and actresses and then have to ask them where they came from, and then to repeat their audition pieces, ‘not in the “acceptable” accents into which they had been drilled at drama school but in the natural accents of their youth. The results were almost always revelatory.’

Everyone had been brought up not only to attend auditions and interviews in their best suits, or with a collar and tie, but to speak in, for want of a better expression, BBC drama standard English. That all changed. ‘And with that came an image,’ says Trevor Bannister. ‘We didn’t wear suits any more to interviews. And to maintain that image some actors were going around talking with voices that were totally alien to them. Instead of greeting you with “Hello, my dear, how are you?” it was “’Allo, luv, ’ow yer doin’?”’

It was now no longer a hindrance for an actor to hail from the provinces, indeed it had become something of an advantage and reached the point where nicely spoken drama students were trying to acquire regional, working-class accents in order to get work. Derek Fowlds recalls this odd phenomenon well. ‘Everyone who was speaking posh couldn’t get a job whereas before if you had a regional accent you couldn’t get a job, so the roles were reversed completely.’

Although a lot of the plays and movies from this era have dated, understandably so, the bulk of them have lasted the test of time because there is something universal and eternal about the anti-establishment stance of, say, The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner. To enjoy a movie you have to care about the characters. We go to the cinema and identify with the people we see on screen, it’s a huge part of moviegoing. ‘That’s why everybody goes to see Harrison Ford movies, because you just like him,’ says David McCallum. ‘Back then you were going to see Albert Finney or Alan Bates, all these people that audiences identified with, and they’d go to see those movies because what was happening to Albert Finney was happening to them.’

By 1963 over a third of British film output dealt with contemporary life in Britain. Then the success of James Bond and, ironically enough, Tom Jones, which hailed from the creative talents behind the Royal Court (John Osborne and director Tony Richardson), opened the floodgates for Hollywood dosh to flood the British film industry, and the new wave with its accent on gritty realism and regional nuances, was an early casualty.

Still, its echoes resonated throughout the sixties and beyond, influencing later films like My Beautiful Laundrette and The Full Monty. ‘Looking back on that time,’ says Rita Tushingham, ‘the fifties was to me like a pale black and white, then you get to the sixties and suddenly there’s colour added. And I think it was added by the energy of young people suddenly given the opportunity to express themselves.’

That was the key: energy; an energy that hadn’t been seen before, that had been suppressed. ‘I think all the people I was mixing with realised this was an explosion of energy,’ says Elizabeth Harris. ‘It was very exciting. It was a very liberating time; nobody felt bound by constrictions of what you could and couldn’t do. You didn’t think long term, either; you didn’t think what am I going to be doing when I’m thirty. Thirty seemed so old! We never planned ahead because then you are being cautious, you’re not gambling with life, you’re thinking, Do I need a pension? That never entered one’s head. And that’s the sort of liberation we had that the poor kids today don’t have.’

This, then, is the story of that remarkable group of actors, who in just a few short years, from 1956 to 1964, changed the cultural landscape of Britain, took the fight to the establishment, ripped apart the staid British film and theatre industries and paved the way for the Swinging Sixties, at the same time becoming some of the most bankable and successful film stars Britain ever produced.


1

RADA Fledglings

Peter O’Toole arrived in London at the age of twenty in the back of an open-top lorry, keeping several empty beer barrels company. He hadn’t drained them dry, they were empty already. After jumping out at Euston station he made his way to a men’s hostel in Tottenham Court Road, cutting through Gower Street. Halfway down he stopped in his tracks; there in front of him was the most famous and accomplished drama school in the world, the Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. The nondescript stone entrance wasn’t nearly as imposing as he’d thought it might be for such an august institution, so he decided there and then to case the joint, as it were. This in spite of the fact that the previous evening had been spent under the stars in a haystack in Stratford-upon-Avon and the windswept journey down had done little to erode the odour of fertiliser that still clung to him like a too-tight demob suit.

Trudging round the entrance hall, O’Toole’s eyes fell immediately upon a bronze bust of George Bernard Shaw, an idol of his and as it happened an avid patron of the academy. While he was admiring it a scholarly looking gentleman, ancient in years and bearing, came up from behind to enquire whether he was a RADA student. ‘Indeed not,’ said O’Toole. ‘But I fully intend to become one.’

Indeed, that was the very reason he was in London that autumn of 1953, having cadged lifts all the way from Leeds in the industrial north. En route he had stopped at Stratford-upon-Avon, his own personal Mecca, where he had bedded down in the bus station before walking to the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre next morning and spending a good portion of what little money he had left on a ticket to see Michael Redgrave play King Lear. The rest of the day was spent doing the whole touristy bit, visiting Shakespeare’s house and Anne Hathaway’s cottage; those memories would stay with him for the rest of his life. Killing the hour before curtain-up, O’Toole took a stroll along the river that snakes past that grand old theatre, watched as people fed the swans and occasionally glanced up at the shifting figures in the windows of the dressing rooms, hoping that one day he might be one of them.

Once in the auditorium O’Toole was, like the rest of the audience, swept along by Redgrave’s mesmerising performance. After several pints had been downed in the predictable trip to the pub, there followed a rather rapid local survey for a convenient resting place for the night. O’Toole found one in a bale of hay in a farmer’s field, only to discover as he nestled himself in for the night that the straw was merely a soft covering for a very large chunk of manure. ‘Did you ever find yourself in the dark up to your shoulders in hot shit?’ O’Toole was able to say years later with some authority.

After cleaning up as best he could in the biting cold river next morning O’Toole took breakfast at a roadside café, making a bolt for it without paying when the waitress wasn’t looking. A few years hence and the toast of Stratford, O’Toole made a point of revisiting that very café, this time leaving a generous tip.

In the RADA entrance hall, with the trials of the last few days still fresh in his mind, O’Toole rallied enough to offer a few choice Shaw anecdotes that made a dent in his elderly interlocutor’s mouth that just about qualified as a smile. The man introduced himself as Sir Kenneth Barnes, principal of the academy. A crashing snob who came to work almost every day dressed in a frock coat and cravat looking like something out of Tom Brown’s Schooldays, Sir Kenneth had run the academy since 1909, an incredible forty-four years.

With impeccable timing on O’Toole’s part it turned out that auditions were being held that very week for the new term; alas, the candidates for these highly sought-after places had already been carefully selected from previous interviews. O’Toole agreed that such rules were important, but hoped in his case they might be bent ever so slightly, perhaps, just this once. Barnes looked at his watch. It was 2 p.m. ‘Be at my office at four forty-five this afternoon.’

A broad grin spread over O’Toole’s face. ‘Thank, you, sir,’ he said and raced out into the street.

At the Tottenham Court Road hostel O’Toole took a bath, shaved, borrowed a suit and arrived on the dot at RADA. Barnes welcomed the eager youngster into his office and explained that he’d be required to perform two speeches before a panel of judges. ‘Choose something from that,’ he said, passing over a sheet of typed paper. ‘The other speech you can select yourself. The audition is set for two days’ time.’ O’Toole’s nerves ran riot: forty-eight hours wasn’t a very long time to decide one’s future. As he scanned the list he was elated to see a favourite speech of his by Professor Higgins from Shaw’s Pygmalion that he already knew by heart. Things suddenly didn’t look so bad. For his other piece O’Toole had decided to go with ‘O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I’ from Hamlet. Now a bit of sartorial elegance was called for: a brand-new tie and a red rose for his lapel bought from Covent Garden. O’Toole was ready.

When destiny called he was shown into a large room to face his inquisitors and gave it everything he’d got. As he was turning to leave a voice struck out: ‘How tall are you?’ And then another: ‘Do you have any professional experience?’ O’Toole spun back to face them. ‘Six foot two, and no, no professional experience.’ ‘Take a seat downstairs,’ they said. Desperate for a smoke, O’Toole considerately stepped outside onto the pavement and lit up. He’d barely stubbed the thing out when he was requested back inside and told a place at the academy was his. He felt pure joy.

O’Toole always said that he got his love of the arts from his genteel and well-read mother Constance and his sense of style and showmanship from his racecourse-bookie dad Patrick, a dashing gentleman who nearly always drank too much and ended up fighting with the police. One day Patrick sat his son up on the mantelpiece: ‘Jump, boy. I’ll catch you. Trust me.’ When O’Toole jumped his father withdrew his arms, leaving his son painfully spreadeagled on the hard stone floor. The lesson, said his father, was ‘never trust any bastard’.

On the north-west coast of Ireland, in County Galway, is the picturesque Connemara, birthplace of Peter O’Toole. He arrived on 2 August 1932. Being Irish has been the most definitive aspect of O’Toole’s life, accounting for his passion, his unruly behaviour, his disregard for authority and, of course, his love of the hard stuff. Perhaps O’Toole’s attachment to Ireland is so strong because he was forced to leave it at an early age. When his father couldn’t find suitable work he moved the whole family to a working-class area of Leeds. O’Toole was a year old. The area was well known for its large population of Irish expatriates. ‘A Mick community,’ O’Toole described the place, with its narrow back-to-back properties, outside privies, cold-water-only taps and alleyways smelly and filthy black from the waste spewed out by factories. The people were as hard as the conditions; three of his playmates grew up to be hanged for murder: one strangled a girl in a lover’s quarrel, one killed a man during a robbery, another dispatched a warden in South Africa with a pair of shears. ‘It was a heavy bunch,’ he remembered.

Hitler did his best to provide the area with a bit of urban redevelopment. After the first air raid O’Toole stood by a bomb crater and looked around him at the shattered, burned-out buildings. Another night he and his dad opened the front door to watch the spectacle of searchlights in the sky and tracer bullets whirring about, to hear the roar. Suddenly a white flash and an immense blast of heat threw them backwards and halfway up the stairs. They were alive, if slightly singed.

O’Toole attended a Catholic boys’ school where the teachers used to rap his knuckles brutally every time he attempted to write with his left hand. He detested the place and left at the earliest opportunity, having sat not a single exam. With the help of a local priest O’Toole managed to land a job on his local paper, the Yorkshire Evening News, steadily moving his way up from tea boy to junior reporter. ‘But I soon found out that, rather than chronicling events, I wanted to be the event.’

Already O’Toole sensed that his life was not going to follow the more conventional path of his contemporaries. As a teenager he scribbled an oath in his notebook: ‘I will not be a common man because it is my right to be an uncommon man. I will stir the smooth sands of monotony.’

While still a reporter O’Toole attended a local arts theatre. He’d a vague notion of perhaps a career working backstage or as a poet or a playwright, but when he appeared briefly in the Christmas pantomime he was singled out and asked to play the lead in their next amateur production. A regular cinema- and theatre-goer, the thought of acting had played across his mind but he’d never given it an ounce of credence. Now here he was, learning lines, attending rehearsals and shaping a proper performance for the first time. When the whole thing became a success he took to writing to drama schools, reading books on drama and taking private lessons from dowager former actresses. But always on the horizon was London and RADA.

So off he went with the good wishes of his parents, a fair wad of cash in his pocket, a hundred Gold Flake cigarettes and a rather natty dressing gown. ‘For a few months I swanked around my various London digs, peacocking about in it,’ O’Toole recalled. Alas, on his return from a brief holiday he found his flat turned over and most of his possessions stolen, the natty dressing gown amongst them.

O’Toole’s life changed from the first morning he attended RADA – ‘I thought I’d died and gone to heaven’ – not least because of two other striking talents that he found himself in company with: Albert Finney and Alan Bates. ‘That was the most remarkable class the academy ever had,’ said O’Toole. ‘Though we weren’t reckoned for much at the time. We were all considered dotty.’

One brilliant afternoon the head boy burst into class asking if young Finney could be excused; the headmaster, Mr Simms, wanted to see him in his office. ‘What the hell have I done now?’ was the obvious question floating around the Finney cranium as he waited outside the door. Finney was summoned inside and asked to sit down by Mr Simms, who unexpectedly enquired whether he’d ever considered studying drama at RADA. ‘What’s that?’ Finney asked, thinking it might be a school for backward kids. ‘It’s in London, and you’d be there two years and you’d train to be an actor.’ Mr Simms handed over a letter he’d written for Finney’s parents which explained the whole thing. He’d also arranged for RADA to send a prospectus and the forms for an audition.

Finney looked at the letter and scratched his head but was in no doubt that he was at a crossroads in his life. Acting had never been a burning ambition; he was fifteen before he even saw his first play in a proper theatre, and that was a school trip he’d gone on only because it got him out of work for the day. Sure it was fun and he enjoyed it, encouraged in the activity by Simms’s belief that acting might prove an outlet for his bottled-up energy; he’d even shown some genuine talent for it. So why not give it a bash?

Finney couldn’t wait to tell his mum about the headmaster’s plans for him but she was less than convinced, having read a newspaper article describing how the great majority of actors were usually out of work. ‘It doesn’t seem like a very secure job, does it?’ Albert’s dad, a bookie by trade, always the gambler, looked on the positive side: ‘Let him go, if he doesn’t like it he can always come back into the family business and I’ll make him honest Albert the bookie.’ Mother shuddered; the last thing she wanted was her little Albie becoming a bookie.

Before off-course betting became legit bookies like Finney Sr plied an illegal trade from their backyards. They were, in the main, tolerated by the authorities: every now and then the police might pay a friendly visit to arrange a mutually convenient time for a raid. Little Albert often went to race meetings with his father. Over the breakfast table he’d often be asked, ‘What lessons have you got today, son?’ If the answer was along the lines of, ‘Sports, art, a free period, not much, really,’ a smile would beam across his face. ‘May as well come to Haydock Park, then.’ And there he’d be, little Albert mingling with the toffs and toughs of the racing world.

Albert Finney was born on 9 May 1936 in Salford, Greater Manchester, and raised in a two-up, two-down terraced house with a pair of older sisters. He was five years old when a Nazi bomber mistook the local racecourse for the docks and dropped its payload just a few streets away. The family was unhurt, but their home was declared unsafe and the Finneys were moved a mile and a half away to a slightly more upmarket neighbourhood. In the seventies Finney made a pilgrimage to that part of Salford in a bid to relive his childhood memories, because that’s all that was left by then: the terraced houses in the streets he grew up in had all been pulled down, the residents moved to live in the sky in characterless tower blocks twenty storeys high. It had been a close-knit community, women chatting on doorsteps, kids playing in the street; the tower blocks took all that away.

There was one constant: school and its difficulties, as if the sole purpose of the place was to test and rile him. He was a bright lad, though, no question – passed the eleven-plus to get into Salford grammar, arriving in the top stream – ‘but I regarded the homework rather as an imposition’. When the subject of homework was first broached his immediate thought was: ‘What, work at home?’ The idea was scarcely believable. So unbelievable, in fact, that he plain didn’t do any. He once ran away from home because he was terrified of facing his teacher the next morning having not done his maths homework. The young Finney got as far as the railway station, with Rhyl as his intended destination; yes, he’d live up in the mountains as they’d done on holiday once. To his great disappointment no trains were leaving for Rhyl that day so he sloped off home again, climbing back in through the toilet window.

His lack of application had the inevitable effect, and by the following term he’d slid to the bottom class. Some respite came from acting in school plays, not that young Finney saw himself as a thespian: his primary motive was that during performance week the cast were excused homework.

‘Finney!’ roared his language master one afternoon as he scanned through the class’s returned assignments and saw that one was missing. ‘Finney! You haven’t done your French. You’re here to learn, boy. Why haven’t you done your homework?’

‘I’m excused from homework, sir,’ Finney replied. ‘We’re doing the play.’

‘Oh, I beg your pardon, please forgive me.’ The teacher hoped his sarcasm was sufficiently clear. ‘I wouldn’t dare suggest that learning could interfere with your life as a schoolboy actor.’

It was fun, of course, to pull that kind of stunt in class, and he genuinely loved the attention acting brought him, but not for one second did it enter his head that there was a career in it. Finney had no understanding or love for legitimate theatre; his heroes were all from the cinema, a result of afternoons spent watching the murderous exploits of Cagney and Bogart. That said, there is evidence to suggest that he was capable of taking his acting responsibilities seriously, such as when the school put on the Eugene O’Neill play The Emperor Jones, about an African-American who escapes from prison and lands on a Caribbean island where he sets himself up as ruler. Finney was given the lead (his make-up was boot polish) and went down to the local docks to spend hours studying how the West Indian labourers talked and behaved; he was sixteen at the time. Perhaps it was this attention to detail that caught the eye of Mr Simms.

Somewhat belatedly, he’d also decided to knuckle down academically in his final year. Finney took particular care when it came to geography spending hours drawing maps, shading the edges round coastlines, until one day a teacher saw what he was doing and said, ‘That’s unnecessary.’ Bugger that then, thought Finney, and went back to his old ways. Finney sat his exams and failed the lot, except geography. (For years afterwards he’d find the relatively simple act of writing difficult due to its associations with punishing exams. ‘I can always hear the school clock clicking away.’) Career-wise, acting was the only option left.

Since Finney was just seventeen it was decided that Mother would accompany him to London for the week of the RADA auditions. ‘Be a bit of a change for her,’ was the thinking. His sister Marie had written off to several hotels but everywhere was packed out. Father took charge and, flicking through a London guide book, stopped at one page, ‘The Dorchester looks all right. Try there.’ Marie did, and Finney and his mum surprised the cabbie outside the railway station by asking to be taken to the Dorchester. It certainly beat anything back home in Salford; they were even shown to their room by a man in a tailcoat. As they looked around at the ornate furnishings severe doubts began to emerge; this was posh, maybe too posh. ‘Albie,’ said Mum, ‘be a love and go down and ask how much the room is.’ Off he went to reception. ‘Excuse me, how much is the room?’

The receptionist looked up, ‘Three pounds fifteen shillings a night, young man.’ A bloody fortune, then.

‘Does that include breakfast?’ asked Finney.

The receptionist returned a blank stare.

Finney’s dad, who, as a bookie, always dealt in cash, had given his wife a large roll of notes and a big bag of sixpences. She emptied the whole lot onto a coffee table and began to count. They’d just enough, but would have to be frugal, which meant egg and chips every night at the Lyons Corner House near Marble Arch, after which they returned to the Dorchester for their evening entertainment, watching the other guests, dressed in their finery, going into the grand ballroom. ‘Isn’t it nice sat here watching the elite going to dance?’ said Mrs Finney, sipping her nightly gin as Albert enjoyed his glass of cider.

Once back home, news soon drifted up that a place at RADA had been awarded and a scholarship to boot. Finney left home with a full suitcase and a warning from his dad ringing in his ears: ‘If anyone stops you on the street, say no.’ Most northerners were still mistrustful of London, which was too cosmopolitan by far. So back down he went on the train, alone this time, arriving into a new and wonderful world. ‘A fiver a week in my pocket, aged seventeen, in London! My God, what delights!’

Stage-struck from an early age, Alan Bates was just fifteen when he first sat down and wrote to RADA asking how to apply for a place. ‘I was attracted to the glamour and the famous people.’ In this he was strongly encouraged by a well-known local figure in the area of Derby he’d grown up in: actor and budding director John Dexter. Dexter, the working-class son of a coal miner, saw nearly every play put on in Derby and always seemed to be either going to London to see the latest West End opening or just returning from Stratford. He must have appeared a dazzling figure to the adolescent Bates. He was also ten years his senior and openly homosexual. Their friendship was regarded by Bates’s father with about as much equanimity as a herd of rhinos charging through the outside lavatory would generate. Words were had, reassurances requested, but the friendship continued.

‘From the age of eleven I knew I had to be an actor,’ Bates once revealed. ‘What made me so certain? Well, when everyone else said what a ridiculous idea it was then I became certain out of sheer bloody mindedness.’

The oldest of three brothers, Alan Bates was born in Allestree, Derbyshire, on 17 February 1934. It was his mother Florence Mary, an accomplished pianist, who instilled in Alan a love of theatre and music. At eight he was enrolled in an academy school that specialised in drama, and because Florence had always insisted her son speak with good diction and grammar, the teachers often singled him out to read poems at morning assemblies and inveigled him into school plays. It was something he resisted at first – ‘I would panic and withdraw from it’ – but slowly the quiet and reserved little boy, cosseted too much by a smothering mother, opened up like a flower before the sun. In time he became instinctively attracted to acting and was nurtured by an astute teacher who recognised his talent.

He’d an ongoing love affair with the cinema, too, his taste ever evolving, from the moronic laughs of George Formby and the thrills of Tarzan to more sophisticated fare like Olivier’s film of Hamlet, which he saw no fewer than three times. And there was the theatre. Bates went whenever he could and one evening returning home with his mother suddenly blurted out, ‘I can do what we’ve seen on that stage tonight!’ That was it, his career path settled, and in the autumn of 1948 set in concrete when he joined a group of students on a trip to Stratford where he watched a young Paul Scofield triumph.

Both parents received the news with a sort of battlefield weariness, hoping this obsession was a childhood fancy that might disappear in the hormonal vapour of pubescence. Bates’s father Harold had attended London’s Royal College of Music and was a gifted cellist but never quite adapted to the hurly-burly life of a touring orchestra, and with a young family to support settled into the life of an insurance salesman which offered more stable income.

He hoped his son might also come to his senses and opt for a proper job, but Alan was perceptive enough to see that his father’s short temper and sudden bursts of bitter anger were perhaps the result of thwarted ambition and he was determined not to repeat the mistake. Besides, academia had been a distinct disappointment; study bored him and he’d barely scrapped together an adequate portfolio of grades. Acting was something he did well and something where this still rather private boy could show off.

His parents, now sympathetic to their son’s artistic ambition, got him a place in the Derby Shakespeare Society where he quickly gained his first speaking role in a production of King John, playing Prince Arthur, whose most impassioned speech is his plea for mercy at the hands of an assassin. ‘I was smashing,’ Bates would later vouch. ‘Even though I forgot to take off my wristwatch while I was playing a thirteenth-century prince.’ Impressed, the heads of the society had no hesitation in casting Bates in their next production.

Perhaps it was time to make a second approach to RADA, his first having been rejected because he wasn’t old enough, but his parents and teachers expressed concern that he was still perhaps too young at seventeen and really ought to stay one more year at school. But Bates was intensely bored with his life in Derby and desperate to get out. He found the atmosphere of suburbia stifling and inhibiting. He felt frustrated. Finally, his parents caved in and when Bates heard he’d been accepted by the academy his joy was tempered only by the reality of how his career was going to be financed. The fees were far beyond his father’s means. Generously, Bates’s teachers petitioned Derby County Council with an endorsement of his talents and a handsome grant was eventually forthcoming.

Arriving in London full of trepidation, Bates discovered that John Dexter was living in a flat in Hampstead. He moved in, ignoring the inevitable rumours their sharing would generate. The rowdy antics of the theatricals who were also frequent guests wasn’t his scene at all, though, and Bates soon moved out.

RADA students tended to change digs as the rest of us change underwear. Peter O’Toole lived in a succession of dingy bedsits; even for a time on a barge that sank one night during a party after too many revellers came aboard. ‘We all took turns at the pumps,’ recalled classmate Frank Finlay. The barge was but one of what O’Toole estimated to be twenty-five different places he rested his noggin during his tenure as a student. This kind of haphazard existence led to regular greetings of, ‘Hello, Peter, which hedge did you sleep under last night?’ as he bounded through the academy’s door. One night after seeing the musical Guys and Dolls in the West End and endeavouring to walk home with a bottle of whisky for company he spent the night under the stars on the old bandstand in Green Park.

Albert Finney took small lodgings in Finchley Central in north London; after paying the rent, there was just enough out of his allowance for tube fare, five fags a day and then either two cups of coffee or a pint of beer. He’d bypass lunch altogether. When Kenneth Barnes got to hear of this from the canteen staff he called Finney to his study, telling him of his concern that he might become undernourished. ‘That shows how they kept an eye on you,’ said Finney. To save money he used to send his laundry home, as many students did, as laundromats were expensive and very few and far between.

In comparison with O’Toole and Finney, Bates, having taken voice lessons and played Shakespeare, was reasonably prepared for RADA; although lacking confidence, he believed this helped him at least to understand what the teachers were talking about. For the young Finney RADA was a complete culture shock, he felt inadequate amongst his fellow drama students, who numbered almost seventy, blaming his poor education. Dubbing himself ‘a bit uncouth’, this lack of sophistication battered any self-confidence he might have brought with him, his knowledge of literature and theatre was practically nil and here he was rubbing shoulders with some folk who had degrees dropping out of their pockets.

And then there was his Salford accent, which made him feel more out of place than anything else. ‘I was surrounded by the accents of a world I didn’t know about. I was conscious of what I was and where I came from for the first time.’

As for the female students, they were untouchable goddesses. O’Toole’s very first day had him standing in the hall listening not at all to instructions about where to hang his donkey jacket and the like, instead ogling the constant parade of women going up and down the staircase, a beautiful Indian girl in a sari, a blonde bombshell in tight slacks and an even tighter sweater; his eyes were on stalks. Finney felt unattractive and awkward around them: ‘I was a bit porky in those days and I’d had a crew cut which must have looked terrible.’

Besides O’Toole, Finney and Bates the roster of RADA students around at that time was remarkable, add the names of Peter Bowles, Roy Kinnear, Ronald Fraser, John Stride, Julian Glover, Richard Briers and Frank Finlay, capable actors every one who enjoyed substantial careers. Inevitably there was fierce rivalry, excellent training for the harsh realities of the theatrical profession. ‘It was because we all knew we had potential,’ said Peter Bowles. ‘Finney, O’Toole and Bates were all swaggering around. They threw down the gauntlet. They said, “There, that’s my Macbeth – beat that!”’ Being competitive in that environment became almost an automatic reflex. A student would see a performance given by a colleague and think, God, I’ll have to find something quick if I’m going to keep up.

Easily likeable and with a friendly disposition, Bates had quickly established himself as one of the most popular pupils, certainly one to watch. When he was cast in the lead in a production of She Stoops to Conquer classmates recalled how on the very first day of rehearsal Bates was already word perfect. He’d also begun to elicit some very persistent female attention, but those smitten found it difficult to stir within him anything other than a basic friendship. The gossip of the time centred on his closeness to certain male colleagues. It was all very secretive, not so much because of society’s taboo surrounding homosexuality, but the personal horror Bates had of any such notion reaching his mother’s ears.

Finney, though, was still finding his feet and for the first two terms was deeply unhappy. The problem was simple. Acting had been fun and uninhibited in school plays; now it became rather more like work, something he’d not particularly cared for through his adolescence. The craft behind acting worried him, too; teachers would say how many steps to take in a scene, how to control one’s breathing and use the pitch in one’s voice. It was all too rigid an approach, too stifling, lacking emotion, feeling and freedom. The whole place felt like just another school, as student Virginia Stride recalls: ‘In the reception area there was the sergeant, he was quite strict, he took a dim view of us all rushing up and down the stairs, it was that kind of thing, you felt an eagle eye on you all the time. Some of the staff were rather like school teachers.’

RADA was also stolidly traditional in its approach to drama tuition, concerned almost entirely with technique. ‘Some of them good and some of them not so good,’ said Bates. ‘How to speak, how to move, how to dance – never how to think.’ It was a policy imposed from on high, from Sir Kenneth Barnes, and therein lay the problem. ‘Sir Kenneth’s attitude was entrenched in a kind of theatre that had already disappeared,’ says Keith Baxter, a fellow RADA student. The sort of theatre typified by grandstanding actor-manager types like Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree who dominated the London stage at the end of the nineteenth century. ‘That was the sort of theatre Kenneth Barnes represented and believed in,’ says Baxter. ‘But even we knew that that had gone. And we also knew that what we were being schooled in was not right.’

Barnes had populated RADA with a staff drawn largely from a sort of cobweb-strewn twilight world, theatrical equivalents of Miss Haversham. There was Ernest Milton, a Shakespearean actor very definitely of the old school. Finney recalled seeing Milton once huffing and puffing after a departing train, yelling at the top of his voice, ‘Stop! Stop! You’re killing a genius!’ And there was Nell Carter, whose claim to fame was that she had been Narissa to Dame Irene Vanbrugh’s Portia before the First World War. Dame Irene was the older sister of Kenneth Barnes; it was all very much like that. And it was this sort of elitism that coloured Barnes’s thinking when it came to RADA, although to be fair to him more than one ex-student admitted that the principal had a gift for spotting talent. He did, however, believe that West End theatre was the reserve of middle-class actors whose mothers took tea in Tunbridge Wells. Keith Baxter knows that only too well. After a year at RADA he was asked to play Claudio in Much Ado About Nothing. ‘After the performance we all had to have a critique individually by Sir Kenneth and I couldn’t work out what he was getting at, except that he was advising me that he didn’t think I would have a life in the theatre. Later on I realised that what he was saying was that I was too common. I came from Wales.’ That suddenly so many students were turning up from the Midlands and the north and further afield was mystifying to the old guard. ‘It was a fact that Sir Kenneth couldn’t cope with at all,’ says another RADA alumnus of that time, Shirley Dixon.

Hardly a surprise, then, that film technique or how to act on television was completely ignored, all part of the inherent snobbishness that existed in every brass handle and marble slab of the place. One was taught how to perform for the Stratford stage, not BBC Lime Grove. Finney never forgot one teacher belittling cinema, saying it was OK for making a quick buck but the theatre was an actor’s true calling. ‘Even at seventeen I knew the man was a fool.’

Finney held his tongue for the most part, leaving the rebel rousing to O’Toole, who could display sheer contempt for the tutors, sometimes screeching during rehearsals, ‘My God, what the hell does he know? If he were any good he wouldn’t be teaching here, would he?’ There was a wildness in him, inherent, God-given, that simply would not be subsumed. ‘He’d never take direction,’ remembered Roy Kinnear. ‘That’s the confidence of youth. Peter would tell the director how he was going to do a scene and then do it.’

Students were required to attend voice production lessons with a prepared speech which they’d perform and then submit to a critique. O’Toole arrived one day with nothing prepared. ‘That’s all right,’ said the teacher, handing him a book. ‘Read something out of that.’ O’Toole started. ‘No, no,’ said the teacher. ‘Do it again.’ O’Toole sighed audibly before beginning once more. Just a few lines in, the tutor interrupted again, ‘No, no, no!’ O’Toole threw the book at him and stormed out, not returning to the class for a week. He later apologised.

Finney and O’Toole shared many a lesson and got along heartily; even ballet classes saw the two of them contorting their bodies into shapes no earthly being would ever require of them again. Both men were near-cripples after their first lesson. ‘Pain grinds through every inch of me,’ O’Toole testified to the torture. ‘And I have grave worries concerning the whereabouts of my testicles.’ The sheer gusto and exuberance of O’Toole must have filtered through into Finney for by his fourth term he’d gained a belief and a confidence in his abilities that he was never to lose. Instead of going into lessons thinking the rest of the class were laughing at him he thought, no, they’re going to learn from me. It was a positivity that allowed him to surge forward. Much of it also came about after playing Toby Belch in Twelfth Night, a role he could really get stuck into. Blocking his moves at the first rehearsal, Finney asked where he should enter from. ‘Come in from where you like,’ said the teacher. A breath of fresh air: not having a way of acting imposed on him was liberating to Finney. ‘Now, with training, I did feel that I had a bit of a knack for the old acting.’

By this time Finney was sharing a flat with Peter Bowles. The two became very close and shared many a domestic mishap. He was now doing his own laundry, and wash day could be a trial. To dry their damp clothes when the weather was poor they’d resort to hanging them all over the kitchenette and turning the gas rings up full blast. The landlady was apoplectic when she saw her gas bill. Bowles fondly recalled an evening of discussion about how one day they’d both like to play Macbeth. Bowles went first, declaring an honest intent to research thoroughly the historical period depicted by Shakespeare, perhaps a foray into the proper make of kilt to wear, an appreciation of the legends of the Highlands and the clans. ‘How would you approach it, Albie?’ Finney looked across almost scornfully. ‘I’d learn the fucking lines and walk on,’ he said. Bearing in mind his earlier conscientious research for The Emperor Jones, however, this dismissive response perhaps owed as much to bravado as arrogance.

Attending as many theatre performances as possible was definitely encouraged, which for the poorer students meant queuing for hours for cheap seats to become available. In the autumn of 1953 Richard Burton reigned supreme at the Old Vic. Back from his first foray into Hollywood for the lumpen biblical epic The Robe, tickets were like gold dust with the twenty-eight-year-old hailed as the new Olivier. A group of RADA students, O’Toole amongst their number, decided to see King John, with Burton playing Philip the Bastard. After queuing in shifts they got their tickets and sat up in the gods, crackling with anticipation. They were not to be disappointed, Burton’s sheer presence and charisma were awesome, and few eyes dared drift away to the other performers.

Robert Hardy was in that production and recalls an incident that amply demonstrates the sheer power of Burton’s personality at the time. ‘There must have been twenty people on the stage, all looking out front, and Richard came on as the Bastard and behaved so wickedly and subtly with us all that the entire cast had to turn upstage with our backs to the audience; we’d absolutely collapsed. That was presence.’

The curtain that evening fell to applause like thunder and O’Toole stepped outside into a cold, windy Waterloo Road almost traumatised by what he’d seen. One of the girls insisted on going round to the stage door, hoping to catch a glimpse of her idol. Everyone followed. Conveniently located nearby was a pub and O’Toole made haste inside, sure from what he’d read about Burton that he’d most likely be in at some point. O’Toole sat down, lit up and put the bitter to his lips while he tried to make sense of the evening.

Sure enough the cast arrived, headed by Burton who was soon calling for a pint. O’Toole watched him like a hawk, impressed now as much by the man’s drinking as by his acting; ‘Burton lifted his pint with an ease and sure-handedness that told of diligent practice.’ Another thought played around in his mind. Here he was sitting in the same pub as the actors who hitherto had entertained him so grandly; there was laughter, good humour. It delighted him, yes, ‘but though I can see and hear all this, I cannot yet touch it’. They were professionals while O’Toole was still very much the apprentice.

Eventually the rest of his group joined him, only for Burton to suddenly look over and catch the hero-worshipping gaze of the giggling girls. No doubt he could tell that they were all most likely drama students. A brief pause, then Burton looked straight into O’Toole’s face. ‘A grin as big as it was friendly,’ O’Toole recalled. ‘He raised his glass to me, to my friends, we raised our glasses to him, and then with the grin still on him he ambled away’ to join his fellow players at the far end of the bar.
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When Connery Met Caine

Of course, the prospect of attending RADA or any of the other London drama schools was enhanced for these working-class provincial lads by the allure of the capital itself: the promise of opportunity amidst the gaudy neon lights of Piccadilly and Soho. The first time Sean Connery ever left Scotland was to come down to London with some pals in 1951 for the Festival of Britain, an experience that left a lasting impression on him, especially in those austere post-war years; ‘We were caught up in its sense of optimism that a new era was beginning.’

It didn’t seem like it when he returned to the drab stone edifices of Fountainbridge. The streets Connery grew up in were a far cry from the tourist image of Edinburgh; you’d be hard pressed to find a postcard with Fountainbridge’s wretched, depressing face on it. Never was ‘Auld Reekie’ more apt, for all day the local brewery and manufacturing plants spewed out stench into the air. But in spite of the poverty, or maybe even because of it, there was a sense of community, people could keep their doors unlocked safe in the knowledge no urchin would dare thieve from them, probably because there wasn’t anything worth nicking inside.

Connery’s father Joe worked at the local rubber mill. He was a simple, hard-working man, unashamedly old fashioned in his attitude and bearing. Back in those days it just wasn’t done for the father to be present at the birth of his children, which suited Joe fine as he celebrated the news of his firstborn down the local pub on 25 August 1930.

The young Connery, who was christened Thomas, grew up in a rented flat consisting of just two rooms: a large kitchen-cum-living room and a bedroom. Legend has it that Connery’s first cot was the bottom drawer of a wardrobe at the foot of his parents’ bed. When he got too big for that he was transferred to the other room to sleep on a bed-settee. Twelve other families shared the tenement block. There was no hot water and no bathroom and the communal toilet was outside. For a bath, Joe doused the child, when he was still small enough to fit, under the cold water tap in the sink. He later graduated to a tin tub in front of the fire.

His mother Effie (short for Euphemia) worked as an office cleaner and was, according to her son, the ‘engine’ of the family. She was thrifty and needed to be, never frittering away her pennies on luxuries, so even when money was tight the family didn’t go hungry. Victor Spinetti, who later befriended Connery, recalls meeting Effie during a visit to Fountainbridge. ‘I remember going up the steps to this flat and hanging outside their front door was this mirror, an oval mirror, and I thought, isn’t that marvellous having a mirror on the outside; it was the bottom of the tin bath. Mrs Connery was such a marvellous lady she cleaned this bath till it sparkled. And the flat was so tidy and clean; it was so spotless you could eat off the floor. She was an amazing lady, Effie.’

Like most kids in the area Connery grew up fast. He had little choice; life’s training ground was the streets. With no parks nearby to roam the kids played football in the road, goalposts chalked on the walls, or fished using jam jars in the Union Canal; carefree pleasures amidst the grinding poverty, although they were largely oblivious to their underprivileged background. ‘Looking back, I think it’s fair to say that we were disadvantaged,’ recalled Craigie Veitch, an old school chum. ‘We grew up in an area of social deprivation. But in those days, of course, we didn’t have social workers to tell us that. Consequently we were as happy as pigs in shit.’

There was the odd glimpse of how the other half lived. During the war Fountainbridge’s children were taught in the houses of the middle class, for fear bombs might fall on school buildings. Connery remembers being made to feel distinctly unwelcome. ‘A lot of people didn’t want certain kids in their houses, and I was one of them.’ For maybe the first time in his life Connery understood what privilege meant, and it stank of injustice.

At school Connery was hardly an enthusiastic pupil. Darroch Secondary School specialised in technical subjects such as metalwork and carpentry, preparation for a life of manual labour, like their fathers before them. Discipline was harsh; one teacher used his large Chambers dictionary to wallop errant pupils. And football ruled the sporting field; the rugby playing swots over at the nearby grammar school were viewed with disdain. Academia simply passed Connery by, and he didn’t care a jot. At fourteen he’d had enough and left school without a single qualification. ‘I never remembered anybody making school sufficiently stimulating or interesting to make me want to stay. I couldn’t wait to go to work.’

Since the age of nine Connery had been employed as a milk-delivery boy, getting up at five in the morning and helping on the horse-drawn wagons before going off to school. Now he was offered a full-time post at the dairy at a little over two pounds a week, all of which he gave to Effie to help with the housekeeping. To earn spending money he took an evening job delivering newspapers, covering two miles of Edinburgh’s busy streets on foot.

Out on his milk round one day the horse’s harness broke and Connery, by now riding solo, panicked, leaving the animal and his cargo in the middle of a busy thoroughfare while he ran back to the stables for help. ‘It’s as well he made it as an actor,’ observed his boss years later, ‘because he’d no’ have made it as a milkman.’

By the age of fourteen Connery already cut an imposing figure, becoming almost too big for the flat; he turned the glass doorknob to his parents’ bedroom on one occasion and crushed it in his hand. Regular visits to a boxing gym meant he could certainly handle himself. One night at a dance hall he was menaced by a gang of local thugs who cornered him on the balcony, drawing him closer to the edge and the fifteen-foot drop to the main dance floor below. It was then that Connery made his move, grabbing one by the neck and hurling him to the ground while decking two of the others. They left him alone after that.

Bored with the grinding routine of life, the seventeen-year-old Connery saw the navy as a way out and signed on for seven years. He had visions of sailing to exotic ports, but in the end never got further than Portsmouth. When not scrubbing decks he was fighting for the ship’s boxing team, usually against men twice his age. ‘It wasn’t exactly a bundle of laughs. When you box in the services, all they want is blood; it was usually my blood they got.’ He was given a medical discharge at the age of nineteen thanks to a duodenal ulcer.

Probably just as well, for life in the navy obviously wasn’t suitable for a rugged individualist who found it hard to conform to the service’s rules and rigid structure. It wasn’t the discipline, hell he’d been slogging his guts out since the age of nine, it was the class-riddled pecking order and his reluctance to take orders from chinless wonders who’d become officers purely through privilege. His only souvenirs of his time at sea were a pair of tattoos on his right forearm, as synonymous with naval life as vomiting over the stern in a gale: ‘Scotland forever’ and ‘Mum and Dad’.

Connery returned home a little humbled; his first attempt to better himself and break free had failed. During the next few years he took a succession of dead-end jobs: delivering coal, bricklaying, cement mixing, lifeguard, digging ditches and dance-hall bouncer. For a while he worked as a coffin polisher on the other side of the city and to save bus fare would sometimes stay overnight, sleeping in one of the coffins. Connery had inherited his father’s work ethic and was never afraid of hard graft, but at the same time he had no grasp of what he wanted to achieve, no sense of the future or clear ambition beyond getting his pay packet at the end of the week.

His real passion was bodybuilding and he’d joined a weightlifting club that met several times a week in an old air-raid shelter that stank of liniment and body odour. ‘It was not so much to be fitter but to look good for girls.’ Connery’s well-toned body was soon in demand as an artist’s model, posing semi-nude for students at the Edinburgh School of Art, though he found it sometimes embarrassing that girls in the class always wanted to sketch him up close and very personal. Then in the autumn of 1952 he answered an ad in the local paper for male extras to play guardsmen in a touring production of Sixty Glorious Years starring Anna Neagle, a glamorous British film star of the thirties and forties. For a kid raised on football, comics and Saturday-morning flicks the cultured atmosphere of Edinburgh’s Empire Theatre held a curious fascination. He stood about in crowd scenes dressed in a fancy uniform doing nothing of any import, but it was certainly less back-breaking than digging ditches.

Early in 1953, working in the noisy printing room of the Edinburgh Evening News, Connery was persuaded to try his luck at the Mr Universe contest, which that year was being held in London. The contest ultimately proved a disappointment. The American competitors were hulking behemoths; beside the winner Connery looked like a seven-stone weakling who was liable to get sand kicked in his face. But the trip wasn’t to be an entirely wasted venture. Hearing from a colleague that chorus parts were available in the musical South Pacific, then closing a successful West End run in preparation for a national tour, Connery remembered how much he’d enjoyed his previous time as an extra and decided to have a crack, undaunted by his complete lack of experience. ‘I knew there and then I didn’t want to go back to my job in Edinburgh.’

The auditions were held at the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane, where South Pacific had been packing them in for three years. His first reading was a disaster. After just a few seconds on stage he succumbed to nerves and dropped his script, the pages fluttering to the floor. ‘Hurry up,’ said a voice from the darkened stalls as Connery began picking them up. ‘We haven’t got all day.’

‘Neither have I,’ Connery replied and stormed off.

‘Hey, bring that guy back here.’

Connery returned. Lying that he could sing like Crosby and dance like Astaire, Connery launched into a sailor’s shanty, dredged up a few nifty moves from his dance-hall days and read the dialogue in as near an American accent as he could muster. To his utter astonishment he was hired, though physique as much as ability probably won him the job. Director Joshua Logan had been on the lookout for hefty lads to sing, ‘There is Nothing like a Dame’ with a degree more conviction than the average limp-wristed West End male chorus line.

‘What’s the wage?’ Connery asked, bold as brass.

‘That doesn’t concern me,’ Logan snapped.

‘Well, it concerns me.’ From the get-go Connery was taking no nonsense.

A deal for twelve pounds a week was reached, twice as much as Connery had ever earned in his life, and all he had to do was work nights, the days were pretty much free – it was money for jam. Back in Fountainbridge, friends received the news with mild surprise: Tommy going into show business, fancy that. Work colleagues were a little more sceptical, believing he’d return soon enough asking for his old job back. But Connery made an impact straight away, particularly on the female members of the company. And there’s a witness to this. Millicent Martin was then understudy to South Pacific’s American star Mary Martin and had been with the show for two years. The memories of the young and inexperienced Connery showing up for rehearsals are still vivid in Millicent’s mind and bring a tingle of sweet nostalgia to her cheery voice. ‘He came in and he was just lovely, all the girls fell in love with him. He stood out. He didn’t have a word to say in the show, but he looked so stunning, we all thought he would make it because he was so gorgeous to look at.’

For three days, though, no one would talk to him; it wasn’t that he was physically intimidating, it was his accent, heavy and tar-thick. Millicent decided to take matters into her own hands. ‘Drury Lane has this very big lobby and after rehearsals everybody was streaming out, so I grabbed Sean and took him over into a corner and said, “Maybe you’re wondering why we haven’t spoken to you, it’s because we can’t understand you.” And he said, “What the
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