
 

     When the scissors were put down and the hair fluffed out, I 
had to blink my eyes for the transformation was amazing.  Jean’s 
original rather plain look had disappeared, and I could now a p -
p r eciate what good features she had.   
     It had been a complete metamorphosis. Jean now had a new 
look, and one that she would a dopt as her trademark for the rest 
of her career.  
     (right) Jean laughs at all of the hair she is leaving behind, and 
it is amazing to see the contact sheets of that screen test (now 
fifty years ago), for it looks very much as if I had already picked 
the winner.  
     After Jean’s haircut, there are hardly any images of the other 
two girls.  Both were excellent actresses, but Jean now had this 
new something. 

 

 
 

 

     Then things went terribly wrong.  Some of 
the gas jets didn’t ignite, allowing the gas to 
build up under the wood, and with all of Fleet 
Street watching the unthinkable happened.  A 
huge ball of fire exploded upward over Jean.  
     I had positioned myself on a very high lad-
der at the back of the crowd.  Separated from 
Jean by a sea of people, I stood transfixed at 
the images I saw in my telephoto lens, my 
heart, my stomach in disarray.  I must have 
been in shock as I couldn’t seem to move.  

 

 
 

 

     Besides the daily rehearsals, there were hours and hours of costume 
fittings, and soft costumes are easy but fitting armor is something else. 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

     Otto on the camera crane, screams to the crowd that he wants real excitement, that they love 
seeing a witch being burned.  The torches are lit, and the assistant directors are giving last minute 
instructions to the players.  Jean is chained to the stake, and filming is about to begin.  
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     The other 2 actresses had short cropped hair, and Otto 
asked Jean if she would mind cutting hers.  Jean had too much 
riding on this test to refuse him, and went somewhat cheerfully 
to have her hair bobbed.   
     The first look in the mirror however gave her pause, (right) 
and when she went to show Otto, (above) he shook his head 
no...and made a decision that in retrospect would influence 
Jean’s future life, he wished it shorter still. 

  

     The excitement of winning, plus the daily pressure of 
Preminger’s publicity campaign was creating a lot of stress 
for Jean. She seemed wound up like a rocket ready for 
launch.  You can see the tension in her face. (facing page 
and above).      
     To finish my LOOK assignment, this intensity added 
drama to my portraits, but for my future color covers I was 
looking for something else. I wanted to show the quality that 
I had seen in her screen test. That inner confidence and quiet 
honesty, that I felt certain was the reason she had been se-
lected.  
     One of my favorite haunts in New York, was the wonder -
ful Cloisters Museum, overlooking the Hudson river.  This is 
where I found a refuge on the east coast. A time- warp to an-
other age, with their medieval sculptures, tapestries, and an-
cient music playing when walking in the gardens, was just 
magic to me. 
       The Cloisters worked their magic on Jean as well, and I 
was able to get a quieter reflection of her special beauty in 
the photograph on the right.  

 

 

     One of Jean’s special qualities was her irrepressible good h u-
mor.  When Otto would trod roughly over her, heavy enough for 
other actors to crack, she would grit her teeth, stick out her chin 
and come back and do the scene again. 

     It is one of the reasons that I would like to see this book pub-
lished, to remind everyone of the special character of this young 
lady, as an inspiration or perhaps in the end, a warning.   

     One way or the other Jean would not let things, and sometimes 
very difficult things, stop her from going forward.   (facing page) 
now in her full suit of armor, Jean tries a few clanking but grace -
ful ballet steps.  

 

 
 

     Preminger takes Jean aside before filming begins, and wills 
her to be Joan, telling her that she must “think, think, think!” . 

 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 

     (above) Author Francoise Sagan looks at her alter- ego Jean Seberg 
and compares the length of their hair.  Sagan was just Jean’s age when 
she wrote Bonjour Tristesse, and was now enjoying watching it being 

made into a film. 
    .    
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     Unlike most professional actors, Jean didn’t have the tec h-
niques to produce the emotions, hour after hour without some-
thing giving.  When the part called for tears, Jean was really 

crying, touching something inside her as a resource.  
     I could also see that Otto was playing on this inexperi ence, 
and made her repeat the lines over and over, until she became 
the shambles of the character she was playing. 

     At the climax of the trial, Joan is forced to sign a paper say-
ing she had recanted, and that she didn’t actually hear voices 
from God telling her what to do.  Otto played on Jean’s nerve 
ending until she was awash with tears.  Otto rolled the cameras, 
and when the scene was completed, Jean couldn’t stop crying, 

and kept sobbing uncontrollably. (facing page). 
     You can see one of the actors hands coming to help, but 
Otto lifted her gently, and led her off the set.  He must have re -
al ized he had pushed her too far.  He got his scene, but at what 

cost to Jean? 
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