’

\,oug"eal
This o Playey— | forg g vatc
[ -am%%!m Mi

i [T SSTO Thipkine VTR Btheram
- and it Ilﬂs h; Ee s'::::'ﬂc"ﬂlﬂbnm "t Cryer's actey
enthusiastic ang genuine | ond _ ';.“.'f‘{,";‘;‘__"
R . | and somey
N s
_ ' AMospihere
by single progra i
; e e P
ng in waje» ete. fy, . it into a starry and bedded or, i the :::f:nh yesterday.
I;ghardl?l‘ﬂm fte E!’laﬂqzs m '-_';"!Jal awful Mamllﬂced_muaﬁy ﬂ'fimg
iBC4 Art A Joulscance®, as. | e tooi o ot Reed when | Windmil i
oAt e sheibr D3, | Yo
akes as jts and | S} el 19,000 for one night, | wise ghrs
1e idea tha hey | 2"d1can even warc bore, and|
4 that our n they It was full of tothi
artists have ke: m"ﬂmsbil E-ﬁx{r& o> | Pouncing little stunts fike guests, wh
not by what e ;;:I}r i b :hm ﬁudnt: o hae | FYARAM
NS nier view Ehl
B0k ar they should never haye been thjs:iur:h’ ed:m:
allowed near the re_Ily. You surprise her, guest, Fry
re Was some sour relic She was quizzed by the which con
i Tl | SR, |
- " P Tt . &
.lSanlj'l:Eﬂmn of i life.” My favourite bit was Ing out “emancipated | namedro
rous Kirk Douglas, ie clip of the documentary in Woman” to describe herself a
ed the artist with hich someone unearthed a a5 a “feminist”. Someone had | Vidal), 4
m!mﬂﬂ-'qod nedical diagram”™ of Van also watched every one of her | odd rwo
Lust for Life. For agh's severed lobe, : films, including Empireof the | adhered
ishewasa Finally This Is Joan Collins mmmpﬂmm muum?
= & LStre musical |
Lﬁmhﬂmtm p,-.-_-h didn't iiﬂ:ﬂmﬁ . It took the which she had to smooch ﬂﬁm
= - 2 = s, i have lef
mvincing to me as b of a sort of interview Bing Crosby and “smell his o
edy, timid version. | With the grande dame of telly, mb%cmhg;ﬂlh . ey 2
s Vincent was like h Joan shimmering under e best moment came =
Pt when she was shown unseen | job:
oint, its slightly footage of her second with M
k’ﬂﬂﬂp‘rﬁﬂﬂlﬂ wh Anthony Newley, 44 min
Bryan says, is that on set while they were still succes
don’t really know: married, being given a naked | on hoy
I'enjoyed this o blonde her m
; massage by some Ecial
ogramme for jis " | woman who put her hands
wrough and hungrily down the front of (incly
lligent picture his trunks. “Ocoh,” Joan said, | Mont
irch and editing. __ which she'd filled | uncertainly. A treat. ® Grouc
ne had watched ’




