
Scores of filmmakers, stars, media and 
hangers-on attend the annual Cannes Film 
Festival. This year, the crowd included 
SA’s Nicky Greenwall and her boyfriend, 
cameraman/photographer Robin Fryer. 

cannes heat

✱ Friday MAy 16

 F
or the past 61 years, the city of 
Cannes in the south of France 
has been a magnet for movie 
talent, A-list stars, wanna-
be A-list stars, shameless 

self-promoters and red carpet glitz as the 
world’s largest celebration of independent 
cinema turns the city into a playground for 
the rich, the famous and the paparazzi. Of 
about 33 000 people at the festival, half 
are journalists, a chunk of the rest are 
delegates buying and selling films, and 
the remainder are in it for the parties, the 
vibe and the chance to let loose on some 
squillionaire’s yacht.

I’d love to say that, like the stars, we 
flew via private jet and took a Catamaran 
to a lavish hotel. The reality is that our 
economy class flight was delayed, we 
overnighted at a dodgy Frankfurt hotel and 
the loan we would’ve needed for a taxi from 
Nice to Cannes was so large that we took 
the bus. Presumably issues like this don’t 
plague the likes of Angelina Jolie, so you 
don’t read about them much, but Cannes 

is mind-numbingly expensive – I’m talking 
R50 for a small bottle of mineral water in 
a seaside village that resembles a pop-up 
storybook illustration. 

Three storeys above the bus stop where 
we’re dropped off, Charlize Theron sizzles 
in a 30m portrait by photographer Peggy 
Sirota. Welcome to the playground of the 
beautiful people!

It’s already 2pm – just enough time to 
drag our equipment to the fake-quaint 
Châteaux Résidence des Artistes motel and 
head out to collect press accreditation at 
the Palais des Festivals et des Congrès, 
the festival’s hub. A red carpet folds out 
like a giant tongue from this ’70s building, 
journalists hover everywhere, there are 
endless queues, it’s raining and I’m in 
danger of jabbing someone with my 
umbrella. We’re the only SA TV station here 
and there are no SA movies in the festival, 
so special treatment isn’t likely. Then 
again, there are chance encounters… 
“Guess who I bumped into in the loo?” 
asks Robin, once we’re reunited in the 
accreditation area.  “Sean Penn!”  

cannes doing: nicky Greenwall in 
a Klûk/cGdt dress and ‘earache-
causing’ chandelier earrings 
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✱ Sunday MAy 18
Today’s the world premiere of one of the 
year’s most anticipated movies – Indiana 
Jones and the Kingdom of the Crystal 
Skull. The press area swarms, foreign 
languages fill the air and the guards at the 
door refuse us access. I sigh and make my 
way to the WiFi room next door, but Robin’s 
got the hang of this paparazzi thing and 
positions himself at a window overlooking 
the pathway the stars will take to the 
conference area. It’s not long before others 
catch on. They literally climb over me to 
get as close as they can. Suddenly the 
room fills with what sounds like millions 
of butterflies flapping their wings. Steven 
Spielberg, George Lucas and Harrison Ford 
are here! Cate Blanchett waves at us, 
which is just as well since I don’t recognise 

✱ Saturday May 17
Badges around our necks, we head for the 
press conference area on the third floor 
of the Palais, after a quick diversion at 
my favourite shop, Zara. Three shopping 
bags and many Euros later, we join the 
international journalists shoving one 
another outside the room where Woody 
Allen will discuss his latest comedy, Vicky 
Cristina Barcelona.

In the mad push my Zara bags are 
squashed, my badge is strangling me, 
a pole affixed to velvet rope is wedged 
between my legs, and a photographer 
bumps Robin’s head with his giant lens. 
Then, in one swift move, the guards lift the 
barrier and 300 journalists surge forward 
like chickens released from a coop. Robin 
joins the flock of cameramen at the back 
while I grab one of the impossibly small 
desk chairs in the front. After 15 minutes 
we hear cries of “Penélope! Penélope!” as 
Woody and Penélope Cruz, wearing a teal 
dress with red velvet straps, enter in a 
lightning storm of camera flashes.

Woody’s hilarious. When asked if he’s 
had a ménage à trois like the characters 
in his film, he surrenders his hands in the 
air and says, “It’s hard enough getting 
one person!” Penélope laughs at all his 
jokes and only tenses up when someone 
asks about her kissing scene with Scarlett 
Johansson. “I’ve been asked dat kwestion 
a lot today,” she pouts. “But I’m steel not 
inspired to geeve a good ansar.” 

Our first press conference completed, 
Robin and I decide to celebrate at a 
restaurant on the Croisette, the Cannes  
main drag that looks remarkably like Cape 
Town’s Sea Point promenade – just with a 
lot more glamorous people. But one look 
at the menu (R350 for a salad and almost 
R600 for a steak) changes our minds and 
we settle for ham and cheese sandwiches 
at a vendor – even so, they’re a mind-
blowing R80 each. We’re really going to 
need an invite to one of the parties so we 
can cash in on free snacks!

Darrell Roodt and Michael Raeburn. In 
a flimsy Klûk/CGdT dress topped with a 
Zara leather jacket, I can’t help feeling 
concerned: it’s raining, it’s cold – and 
the party’s on the beach. But once the 
DJ gets going and drinks start flowing, 
everyone forgets the weather and parties 
into the early hours. As for Charlize… well, 
perhaps the giant poster is the closest 
we’ll get to SA’s favourite star. 

✱ Monday MAy 19
The day starts early with the build-up 
for a Jude Law press conference on the 
beach. I’m particularly chuffed with 
my personal invitation from Puma, the 
event sponsor. But we soon discover that 
about 1 000 other journalists also have 
access. Tempers flare, cameramen jostle 
and when Jude and director Jeremy Gilley 
finally arrive, their microphones are so soft 
that no one can hear them. The Day After 
Peace, the documentary they’re promoting, 
focuses on encouraging Afghanistanis to 
recognise World Peace Day. But as everyone 
fumbles through, I can’t help wondering 
how they plan to create world peace when 
they can’t even get a microphone to work. 

Afterwards, Robin and I use our press 
badges to get into the cinema to watch 
the film. It’s still light, but half the guests 
wear tuxedos and cocktail dresses. The rest 
(probably media) are in jeans and trainers. 

As the lights dim, we 
spot Jude and Christian 
Slater taking their seats 
behind us. It’s bizarre to 
watch an actor on screen 
knowing he’s right 
behind you. Hope I laugh 
in all the right places!

The film over, Jude 
and Christian dive 

her at first. Hidden behind sunglasses and 
a purple umbrella, with wispy hair, she’s 
a far cry from her red carpet image. In 
fact, she looks strangely normal – perhaps 
because she’s only recently given birth.

Later that night, Robin and I are thrilled 
to be avoiding more sandwiches; we’ve 
been invited to Hotel Martinez, where SA’s 
National Film and Video Foundation’s 
hosting the SA networking party. For 
the past 11 years, the Foundation’s 
been sending a delegation to Cannes to 
promote filming opportunities back home, 
and guests tonight include directors 

into limos. We lug 60kg of photographic 
equipment and walk six blocks to the 
afterparty on the famous Majestic hotel 
terrace. Amid waiters, snacks and trays of 
Champagne, we spot Jude on a cellphone 
and Christian making for the door. Robin 
pushes me, “Just ask!” he urges. I feel 
sheepish, but I grab Christian’s arm. 
“Sure thing!” he says, when asked for 
a quick interview. It goes by in a flash. 
Well schooled in interview techniques, he 
responds sincerely and succinctly. And 
in case you were wondering, he’s a lot 
shorter than you’d imagine. With the stars 
departed and our cameras packed   

cate Blanchett in 
armani Privé 

Madonna in stella 
Mccartney and 
Louboutin heels

Milla Jovovic 
in Versace 

Kerry Washington in 
Oscar de la Renta

Brad Pitt with angelina Jolie, 
wearing a djellaba by Reem acra

Gwyneth Paltrow in celine 
with Guiseppe Zanotti 
gladiator sandals, and 
nicky (right) in international 
media mode

the Palais des Festivals

I can’t help wondering how 
they plan to create world peace 
when they can’t even get a 
microphone to work.
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away (as per security instructions) we 
mingle with Puma people and unknown 
models and actors. A barman offers me 
a ‘typically French’ cocktail. It tastes a lot 
like liquorice, but thankfully, the alcohol 
lessens the pain of my blistered feet as 
we walk to the taxi rank. It would have 
been a perfect night except that we wait 
90 minutes for a taxi and pay R500 for 
the 10-minute ride. 

✱ tueSday MAy 20
At 8am, we’re on the only free shuttle to 
the Palais for a press conference with 

Angelina Jolie. Pregnant with twins and 
here for two movie premieres – Kung Fu 
Panda and The Changeling – Angie is the 
talk of Cannes. So much so that there’s no 
room for photographers at The Changeling 
press conference.

As I make my way through the mob, 
Robin surreptitiously hands me his camera 
and winks. I’m sweating. The camera’s 
heavy and there are no more seats, so  
I wait at the back. As Angelina and Clint 
Eastwood emerge I think, “What am  
I doing? I’m no photographer!” I press 
every button until Angelina’s face comes 
into focus. And it’s true; she really is the 
most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. In 
a simple black dress, her hair swept back 
and her skin luminous, she’s also glowing 
and relaxed. Clint frowns beside her, but 
I’m so focused on the camera that I don’t 
even ask a question.

Conference over, we make our way 
through the rain to the red carpet to shoot 
the links for The Showbiz Report. I’ve done 
my own hair and makeup (copying Angie 
as well as I can), I’m wearing a borrowed 
Klûk/CGdT red dress and earache-causing 
chandelier earrings, and I’m hungry and 

desperately tired. But it’s our last night in 
Cannes and I’m determined to make the 
most of it. 

Robin’s been invited to a Bollywood 
movie afterparty – including, we hope, 
steaming (free) curry. And soon after we 
arrive I see a man I’m sure is actor Lou 
Diamond Phillips. “Hey, I’ve interviewed 
you!” I exclaim. “Really?” he says, looking 
surprised. “Yes, you shot that movie Red 
Water in South Africa.”

“No,” he laughs, “I’m not Lou Diamond 
Phillips.” I redden as a stranger who 
resembles a portly PI in a B-grade 
detective movie comes over to introduce 
himself as Not-Lou-Diamond-Phillips’ 
manager. “You don’t know who this is?” 
he asks, whipping out several laminated 
DVD covers. “This man was voted by Time 
magazine as the world’s number one 
straight-to-video action star!” Out of the 
corner of my eye I spot Robin choking  
on a prawn canapé, and I try to swallow  
my Champagne, but it goes straight up 
my nose. 

Afterwards we laugh all the way back to 
the taxi rank. And then, magically – just 
like in the movies – there’s a cab waiting 
for us! What a perfect end to our crazy 
week in Cannes. G

nicky with her boyfriend, cameraman 
and photographer Robin Fryer

Jude Law and 
christian slater

angelina’s star 
power at full force

natalie Portman in Riccardo 
tisci for Givenchy

Angelina 
really is the most 
beautiful woman 
I’ve ever seen.
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