POST called on Australia's richésf, shyest
writer—but he wouldn't come to the door!

is potholed,

and narrow,

treacherous in winter, dusty in summer. It
winds through acres of tea-tree scrub and

SHUTE — the

OBINSON ROAD, Langwarrin, is a typi-
cal unmade Australian bush track. It

slippery and

past a doxen sleepy farms in the bush

behind Frankston, Victoria.

But Robinson Road is the most
important in Australia to
somie of the biggest men in the
publishing and film worlds of
London, Mew York and
Hollywood

It has nothing to distinguish
it from a hundred bush tracks
like it, anywhere in Australia,

It is where Nevil Shute, the
aeronautical engineer - turn -
ed novelist, one of the most
successful writers of modern
times, has made his Australian
home.

From Robinson Road to publish-
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less streak of hefty cheques.

Any day now a $100,000 cheque
will vuuie to Robinson Road-—from
producer Stanley Kramer, in
Hollywood.

It will be in payment for the
film rights to Shute's latesi besi-
seller, “On the Beach,” the story of
Melhourne's last hours as the last
outpost of lfe in a world destrayed
by hydrogen bombs and rediation.

Shute was headline news a few
weeks ago when Kramer announced

in Hollywood that he had bought
the film rights and was preparing
to shoot the plcture in its own séi-
ting. Meibourne. |
Most writers would think they
were set for 1ife if they could write
ONE book good enough Lo be made
into & big-budget film. Shute does
it all the time. i
Among his storles that have been
winners on the screen are {Pled
Piper” iabout the last days of the
war in France, 1840 — it was one
of the most poignant and dramatic
stories of the 'war), “No.Highway!
in the Sky" (film versfor pf ﬂllﬂb&'i
bost-selling “No Hig.iote s shone aki
a sclentist’'s fight to prove his

“wtheory that metal fatigue will kitl

an ailiner. Months after the
film was made, the first Comet jet
airliner disasters occurred. The
cayse; metal fatiguel).

Shute wrote his “A Town Like
Aliee.” which became another high-
ly successful film, after *he had
flown out to Australia in 1848 to
look us OVer.

Mevil Shute has been a big-name
novelist- for 20 years. Before that

silent
success

he was a big name in British aero-
nautical eircles.

In fact, he s better known by
name to Austrzlians than any
Australian-born writer.

books certainly sell more
coples In Australia than anything
written by any Australian.

But Shute, the man, what is he
like? Where and how does he
live? Wha! does he do when he's
not writing? Does he travel
among us, getting material?

Those are questions few people
in this countgy can answer. because
the only tim® Nevll Shute's name

.appears in the newspapers iz when

he has written another best seller,
or when a film company buys his
story for & fat fee. = ]

When the news came of Holly-
wood's purchase of “On The Beach”
POST decided 1t was time to go be-
hind the bookstalls and find the
real Nevil Shute.

We'd seek answers to questions
about him all of his readers, and
our readers, too, must be &sking.

Where to find himT Thal was
the first question.

His full name, we Knew, was
Mevil Shute Norway. First we tried
the telephome directory. Mo Nevil
Bhute or Nevil 5. Morway listed
there,

“Not listed”

Our book publishing contacts pat
us on a irack., "He lives at Red
Hill, down Dromana way, on the
Mornington Penlnsula,” they sald.

On to the telephone
Trunk lines. "Nevil S8hute or Nor-
way, &t Red Hill, Dromana or Mor-
nington.” we ordered. A long walt,
and then the answer. “Sorry, Mr.
Shute, or Mr. Norway, s not list-
ed,” we were told.

Well, that didn't surprise us er-
actly. A busy author probably dis-
liked telephones, anjway, we réa-
soned. Perhaps he purposely didn't
have a telephome connected.

LEFT: A rare photograph of
Mevil Shute and his wife,
taken when they reached
Australia in 1950 to make
their home. Shute now re-
fuses to pose for pictures,
or give Press interviews.

Bo we drove Lo Frankston, about
25 miles from Melbourne, the gate-
way to the Mornington Peninsula.
He should be easy to trace from

there, we figured. At a swank
Frankston hotel we were told,
“Nevil Shute? Yes, sir, he lives at
Mount Eliza, I think. I'm not sure
of the correct address, though. Bet-
ter inguire at the forists, They
know everyone who's anyone.”

The =lim young woman at the
florist shop sald brightly. “Mr.
Shute?! ©Of course, he's Hving at
Cranbourne. He passed this way
an hour ago. No, I don'l know
EXACTLY where he lives. But he's
often in town here. A charming
man.”

More Inquiries at Frankston con-
vinced us that Shute llved *‘some-
where along Robinson Road, Lang-
warrin.”

Robinson Road was o track off
the main road to Hastings, about
four miles from Frankston. We
bumped along it untll we came to
a farmhouse,

A tired-faced woman answered
our knock. “Mr. Bhute? Yes, he
lives up the road a bit. About a
mile or so. You cant miss L
Lovely new home, cream brick, with
a lovely wall in front and = big
drive up to the house. Look for
two big silver water tanks.”

We found it, just as she'd des-
eribed It, two miles up the road. A
low, modern ranch-style home with
g tiled roof, nestling under two
blg gums, 200 yards in from the
road. A new station waggon, and
a Volkswagen rested in the double



