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Declan Smith writes…
It was an absolute honour to have met, known, and worked with Ron at the
club. I found him charismatic, friendly and always fascinating to listen to,
When I picture him in my mind he is always smiling. It's been a while since I've
seen Ron, but he will be greatly missed. My thoughts go to his family.

Bob Bennett writes…
Ron joined Bristol Cine Society in 1954 at a time when its members consisted
of professional people such as doctors, school teachers and lawyers. After all
they were the only ones that could afford the expensive cameras and film. He
often spoke of the trepidation with which he, in his own words 'an ordinary
working chap' entered a room at The Royal Hotel in Bristol where the club met
at that time to attend his first meeting. Any assumptions those present may
have made about him were soon dispelled when they learnt he owned a 16mm
cine camera and he was quickly encouraged to participate in productions the
club was working on. This keen and enthusiastic participation continued
during the many years that Ron was an active member of the club.

When I joined in the early 1970's he was already one the 'giants' of the club, a
fount of knowledge and advice, always ready to help anyone.  By my reckoning,
over the years of his membership, he worked on around thirty five club
productions in locations as diverse as deep in a cave on the Mendips and a
naturist camp near Clevedon, numerous films of his own and many others in
partnership with his friends Joe Higgins and Reg Middle under the banner of
The Golden Unicorn Film Unit.

When he joined Ron was keen on cameras and the filming aspect of our hobby,
but later on he developed an interest in sound. It was in this capacity that he
acted as a recordist and editor on several Super 8mm films that I made for the
club when lip sync sound for the amateur was still a very complicated
business. He willingly gave up hours and hours of time in post production and
I spent many happy times with him at his home in Bedminster, crouched over
a film editor and eating his home baked cakes, another of his many talents.

Ron was a generous man with a wealth of experience which he carried over
from film to video. He always prided himself on having the latest and best,
indeed he was the first member of the club to own a camcorder. He never
disposed of any of his equipment and on a 'shoot', he would arrive with
microphones, recording gear mounted on a trolley and boxes of cables and
leads for all occasions. So many in fact that it was often said that when he was
trying to sort them he was the only man who could find three ends to a piece of
wire.



Ron was the longest and oldest member of our club. With his enthusiasm and
kindness he has helped to make our club what it is today, for that we owe him
a great debt of gratitude. For those who were lucky enough to know him it's the
man we remember, always ready to help, dashing about with a smile on his
face and masses of enthusiasm. We will miss you Ron and thank you.

Peter Heaven writes…
I was saddened by the passing of an old friend. Originally filming in 16mm,
Ron was a pulse counter, using his recorder to synchronise sound and film
when getting 8mm talkies was a real achievement. Then along came portable
Betamax, and again Ron led the way with state-of-the-art equipment, only to
be superceded by S-VHS when he bought what was probably the first JVC 707
camcorder in Bristol! And I well remember helping to carry Ron's large and
heavy Sony ProFeel monitor down the narrow and slippery steps to our old
meeting room in Charlotte Street. He was also experimenting with 3D still
photography, and so became referred to as 'Two-of-everything Ron'.

Often complaining if a travel or documentary film didn't include a map, Ron
was never one to hold back on criticsm, but he was a talented cameraman and
filmmaker. He leaves us with many happy memories, and his work will live on
in our archive.

Malcolm and Dianne Stephens write…
HI ALL,
I VIISITED RON AT THYNE HOUSE, ON FRIDAY13TH FEBRUARY, AND
STAYED FOR A FRIENDLY CHAT,

IT WAS THROUGH RON THAT I JOINED THE CLUB BACK IN THE EARLY 60,s
HE WILL BE SADLY MISSED BY DIANNE AND MYSELF, AND WAS LOOKING
FORWARD TO HIS 90th BIRTHDAY IN APRIL.

CAROL ELSON WILL BE CONTACTING ME SHORTLY WITH THE FUNERAL
ARRANGMENTS.

Roy Marshall writes…
“I  enjoyed working with Ron when were both members of the Golden Unicorn Film Unit.   Ron
specialised in audio but proved himself an expert at most things associated with movie-making.
His house seemed to be crammed full of equipment.  These were the days well before digital
trickery was available, and any special effects often entailed long hours with a magnifying glass
and suitable implement, working on the film a frame at a time.
Whenever we had a problem, while the rest of us were engaged in heating discussion, Ron
would sit, looking into space, and then quietly say, “Why don’t we try……..”. We soon realised
that if we had a tricky problem to solve, the answer could always be found with two words ,
“Ask Ron”.



I remember when Ron and I went to London by train to attend a showing of the Ten  Best
amateur films of that year. One of the Golden Unicorn’s films was among the winners. When
we got to Paddington to catch the train back to Bristol, there was a notice saying that the
journey  might take a little longer due to engineering work.  We settled back into our seats and
chatted about one thing and another.  Then, about an hour or so into the journey, Ron
suddenly gazed out of the window.  I also did so but could see absolutely nothing - not even a
star.  Just inky blackness.  “Hmmm,” murmured Ron, “they are diverting us via Wotton Bassett.”
I pressed my nose up against the window - nothing.  Ron then sat back, closed his eyes and
dosed for the rest of the journey.  I shall never know how on earth he could tell exactly where
we were.  I checked, later. He was right - of course. “

Roy Marshall
Past member of
Kennel Films
Golden Unicorn Film Unit

Gordon Young writes…

TRIBUTE TO RON ELSON
________________________________________________________________________________________________

Three vivid memories spring to mind:
1. When I joined the club in the ’nineties I had a lot to learn. I was battling with

linear editing, where you had to get it right first time. Audio was a dark art; I
couldn’t figure out what a linear track was. I asked around in the coffee break
at a club meeting. Members recommended: “ask Ron”. You explained in a
couple of sentences exactly what I needed to do. From then on, it was like I
had entered another, simpler, in-control world . . . Thanks, Ron.

2. A comedy club production about the solar system, The Planets. We were filming
a sequence on Dawn Barrah’s pebbly beach, south of Portishead, because we
needed an open fire and a beach meets H&S rules. It was early evening and
cold as it always is on that coast. But Malcolm had brought his barbeque and
the sound of sizzling sausages formed the audio track. So – the crew, all
wrapped up, munching Malcolm’s hotdogs and drinking Dawn’s coffee were
fortified against the elements. Ron . . . well, you were playing the part of a
Greek mythology character - Charon, the ferryman plying the River Styx in the
underworld. You wore just a blanket draped over you and held twigs as your
“hands” protruding from your blanket. There were several takes and you had to
hold the pose throughout. You must have been freezing.  Well done, Ron.



3. That camera. Today, cameras are generally black, boxy, petite things. You had a
Canon XL1. Nobody else in the club had one. The envy among us was
palpable. A thing of beauty: big, with a huge black viewfinder and lots of
blokey buttons and switches. But the enormous lens was white and the main
body was a pearlescent white and really curvaceous. And that red dial with lots
of controls on it. You made this gorgeous beast available for club productions.
You let me peer through the viewfinder and operate it. Thanks, Ron.

Well, technology has moved on. My camera is bigger, but black and boxy - no sexy
curves. It has all sorts of audio settings which I don’t fully understand . . . I need
some advice, Ron . . .   

  Gordon Young

Tim Belsten writes…
"Ron was throughout the time I knew him, a very keen amateur photographer
and videographer who showed skills and the keenness of a professional.

It is very saddening to hear of his death. Although I did not visit, or cross paths
with him in recent years, I thought of him often. His self-discipline with using a
camera rubbed off a bit, and taught me to "Always use a tripod!" - certainly
whenever practical, anyway.

Ron was very friendly, social and talkative with those he knew. Other than to
debate in meetings, I don't think I ever saw or heard him have an argument. He
showed no concern in putting himself out for others such as the Club as well
as its individual members. He was always willing to help, or offer tools he had
for others' productions. He was energetic in passing on his knowledge from his
past experiences, to others.

RON - I am certain you will always be remembered and respected by all who
knew you."

Travels with Ron

By Graham Egarr

I spent many hours with Ron Elson often editing films and later videos and also adding
sound to the final production. However my greatest memories are my travels with him.

Ron was always willing to go anywhere and do anything to get a shot, whether it be
wading into the sea with his expensive camera protected in a fish tank or taking to a
small boats or light aircraft. Ron was always prepared to do it and would always come
back with high quality footage.



As well as filming in areas all around the greater Bristol area further filming expeditions
were taken to Bath, Cardiff, Uphill and Brean. Further afield we travelled to Cardiff,
Henley and Windsor. Over the years there were quite a few filming trips to London
including both the West End and the City of London as well as Greenwich, London
Docklands and the building site that became Canary Wharf. One memorable visit was
standing on the tarmac (with special permission) to film an airliner landing at London
City airport.

Some of these trips were to get shots for the Society’s production ‘Cabot’. Though a lot
of this was ‘studio’ based some real at sea shots were needed to complete the film. To
this end Ron along with the late Don Smith and the late Jack Baker accompanied by my
wife, Helen, and myself took a small sailing cruiser out on to the Solent. This trip
triggered an interest in sailing by both Ron and Don. Over the next few years they
accompanied us on many sailing adventures both on the South Coast and in Devon,
including a sail across the channel to Cherbourg and back.

Ron became a very competent helmsman and was always willing to take his turn
whatever the weather conditions. Ron was always enthusiastic and willing to volunteer
for any difficult task onboard. In fact there was a touch of the “Corporal Jones” about
him. On one memorable occasion when we were on a night passage from Portsmouth
to Poole the boat’s navigation lights failed. Ron then sat perched at the front of the boat
holding a torch until we made safe harbour.

I will always remember Ron as a man of immense energy and enthusiasm who was
always prepared to try new things and prepared to go anywhere.

Graham Egarr


