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These piclures of Ef

Mr. Hunler ﬂ
wore fakan :
during the shooling

of the Wrigley 1
“Ship Launch" film. B

says Mr. < Hu;.teq-:he South Shields.
29 Coleridge Ve '
*Tension builds up a lot on launching
day—1I should knotw, {'m in charge
dogone kere. T like 1o chers Wriglew's
Spearnint at a time like this, 11's a
real help to concentration, I find,
{ Ttke the taste too, it's really fresh.
j‘,r "'l.'i:”"t'-l.' E\'.'l.' o |.l1'l'-'e: jl:.'-l&' fl.!rl. ;n'l._-'n'l.l'ulr
find that Wriglev's Spearnunt helps
a lor,

Try some and sec for yourself’
Wrigley's Spearmint helps vou
conceniraie.
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the bar
with his head held high.
A tall, tough looking
Inshman with blazing blue
eyes and an independent air.

E strode into

There was an arrogance
about him, an aloofness which
he made no attempt to conceal,
but wore proodly lkE an
immaculately cut Savile Row
suit. It looked well.

He went over to the bar and
ordered a beer. Seconds later
it came gliding across the
counter under the noses of the
thirsting regulars,

Yet there was no resentment.
They sensed he was something
special. Special treatment was
his due. And they were right,
for this was actor Patrick
McGoohan, alias special agent
John Drake — the one they
call 1 ~= =i =
I
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PACTER

sleuthed around the inter-
national hotspots four years
ago, when Bond was still a
nasty twinkle in some pro-
ducer's eye, has considerably
more competition.

Not that it worries him.

“The Bond type of agent
lives in a world of colourful
fantasy,” he told me. “His
adventures are violent, some-
times vicious.

“And, in my opinion, some
of his encounters with the
opposite sex are not really fit
for a family audience. [ would
not take my 12 - year - old
daughter, Catherine, to see a
Bond film.

“Drake,” he continued, “is
a more serious character.
Much closer to what a real
agent should be,”

His lip curled contemptu-
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cross swords with Danger
Man. and in the process
emerged very slightly singed.

Not that I was looking for
a fight. The only person fool
enough to pick a punch-up
with a powerful, 6ft. 2in.
Irishman, would be a power-
ful, 6ft. 3in. drishman. I am a
5ft. 4in. Englishwoman and a
coward.

It all started with one inno-
cent question.

“Do you" | asked him,
“ever suffer from shyness?”

The handsome deadpan
coloured shightly as he gazed
deep into his lager, consider-
mg. Then suddenly he ramsed
his head, lowered his eyebrows

and launched into the
attack.
“Shyness™ he mutlered

through gritted teeth, “is a
luxury 1 ¢cannot afford to m-
dulge in.”

I should have seen the red
light, but I went on recklessly:
“So you are basically shy?"

“Yes I am™ he admitted.
“but I try to combat it.”

ltHnw?.ll

“By endeavouring to love
people,” he replied. “By that
I mean being charitable to
people—especially people who
iuritate me by asking damn-
fool questions.”

He towered above me — a
mass of carefully controlled,
boiling f{ury.

“Who are you, anyway?" he
thundered. “Just an intrusion
on my privacy.”

This was too much. “You,"”
I pointed out, “personally
invited me to mtrude on the
privacy you hold so dear by
asking me to lunch.”

I thought he would burst
with rage . . . then, suddenly,
disarmingly, he smled, un-
clenched his teeth and mur-
mured “touche.”

Actors and technicians
began to wander back to their
respective studios. Lunch-time
was over. Mr. McGoohan
warmly shook my hand,
wished me "“God bless™ and
wandered back himself.

! You cant blame them |
rueman. suppose. Bot it gets a bit wear-

Not when I'm banging in8- At least it did — until |
r \ :
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them down for Yorkshire went to America. Then | real
- ised how lucky 1 was.
and England but in those T RRD 4 Besties at
quiet moments when I wanl  ypeir New York hotel. The
a bit of peace. road was jammed with thou-
It's all right for you. If you  sands of screaming girls and
wamt to go 1o 2 pub or a cafe,  their hysteria frightened even
you can just go. So can I. But  me, Still, I'm tough enough, so
it’s 100 1o one that within two | squared my shoulders and
minutes some complete stranger  ploughed towards the hotel
will start asking personal ques-  entrance.

I wanted to chat up the

E boys. I thought that, being
. Lancashire and natural enemies
of mine, they would probably

b.
guarded like
jewels, the boys were upstairs,
prisoners of their own fame.

It's hell for the police, too.
One case-hardened Irish cop
who looked able to cope with

in his hey-day, told
s like dealing with
It's scaring when

. il It'.: the place the
Beatles come from.
“American show - business

long,” explained the bartender.
“We've had Bob Hope, Jack
E'm:i-ﬂf m‘: E:Si“lgrtmhym
itzg and Bing as
our idols for 25 years. It took
the ‘stuffy’ British to bring
bit of youth and f "
“I's that why British stars are
topping the American hit par-
ade?” 1 asked.
“You betcha! We haven't
any young kids coming up.”
That didn't sound right.
“What about Brenda Lee?”
. “She's
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