
  
    [image: Cover]
  


  
     


     


    Classic Cinema.


    Timeless TV.


    Retro Radio.


    


     


    BearManor Media


    


    [image: BearManorBear-EBook]


    See our complete catalog at www.bearmanormedia.com

  


  
    Dune, The David Lynch Files: Volume 2


    © 2020 Kenneth George Godwin. All Rights Reserved.


    


    No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, digital, photocopying or recording, except for the inclusion in a review, without permission in writing from the publisher.


    


    This version of the book may be slightly abridged from the print version.


    


    [image: BearManorBear]


    Published in the USA by:


    BearManor Media


    1317 Edgewater Drive #110


    Orlando, Florida 32804


    www.bearmanormedia.com


    


    ISBN 978-1-62933-541-4


    


    Cover Design by Robbie Adkins, www.adkinsconsult.com.


    eBook construction by Brian Pearce | Red Jacket Press.

  


  
    Table of Contents


    


    Introduction


    


    Dune Diary


    Week 1: March 21-27, 1983


    Week 2: March 28-April 3, 1983


    Week 3: April 4-10, 1983


    Week Three Document


    Week 4: April 11-17, 1983


    Week Four Documents


    Week 5: April 18-24, 1983


    Week Five Documents


    Week 6: April 25-May 1, 1983


    Week Six Documents


    Week 7: May 2-8, 1983


    Week Seven Documents


    Week 8: May 9-15, 1983


    Week Eight Documents


    Week 9: May 16-22, 1983


    Week Nine Documents


    Week 10: May 23-29, 1983


    Week Ten Documents


    Week 11: May 30-June 5, 1983


    Week 12: June 6-12, 1983


    Week Twelve Document


    Week 13: June 13-19, 1983


    Week Thirteen Document


    Week 14: June 20-26, 1983


    Week Fourteen Documents


    Weeks 15 and 16: June 27-July 10, 1983


    Weeks Fifteen and Sixteen Documents


    Weeks 17 and 18: July 11-24, 1983


    Weeks Seventeen and Eighteen Documents


    Weeks 19 and 20: July 25-August 7, 1983


    Weeks Nineteen and Twenty Document


    Week 21: August 8-14, 1983


    Week 22: August 15-21, 1983


    Weeks 23 and 24: August 22-30, 1983


    Weeks Twenty-Three and Twenty-Four Documents


    Epilogue


    


    Dune Galleries


    Riding the Worm: Estudios Churubusco backlot


    Arrival at Arrakeen: Azteca Stadium


    The Attack on Arrakeen: Aguilas Rojas


    Rabban at the Arrakeen bridge: Aguilas Rojas


    After the Final Battle: Estudios Churubusco backlot


    


    Interviews


    David Lynch


    Jack Nance (Nefud)


    


    Actors


    Max von Sydow (Doctor Kynes)


    Jurgen Prochnow (Duke Leto)


    Patrick Stewart (Gurney Halleck)


    Sting (Feyd Rautha) and Sean Young (Chani)


    


    Crew


    Aldo Puccini, Construction Manager


    Bob Bealmear, Apogee, Inc. supervisor


    John Dykstra, special effects director, Apogee, Inc.


    


    Appendix

  


  
     


    


    To Stephen R. George,


    who always goes above and beyond

  


  
    Introduction


    


    I first met David Lynch as a fan. In the summer of 1980, I became obsessed with his first feature, Eraserhead, which I saw repeatedly over a period of three months. I felt compelled to come to terms with the film’s unique world, to understand just how it exerted its power over me. And so I wrote an essay, essentially just for myself, in order to clarify my thoughts and feelings about the film.


    Through a series of fortuitous events, that essay found its way to David Lynch himself…and he agreed to cooperate in the writing of a history of the production, which I had been commissioned to write for the magazine Cinefantastique. This was the first time Lynch had been willing to go into any detail about his work; and with his permission, many of the people involved with Eraserhead also spoke to me during my trip to Los Angeles in December 1981. I then spent the winter of 1982 writing the article.


    I sent the draft to David Lynch that spring because I had agreed to let him vet it for any revelations he would prefer not to see in print. His response was very favourable, and I began to lobby for some kind of job — any job! — on his upcoming Dune project. At that time, he was still working on the script, no dates had been set for production…and it was still up in the air where the film would be made. Possibly at studios in England, with location work in North Africa.


    I didn’t hold out much hope of getting involved — after all, I had virtually no filmmaking experience, and the still-unpublished article was my first piece of professional writing. And yet twice during the rest of that year possibilities arose — only to evaporate quickly. But then in early 1983, Lynch contacted me about something much more promising. By that time, the production was set for a Spring start and would be located at Estudios Churubusco in Mexico City, with locations on the outskirts of the city and a week of shooting scheduled in the desert outside of Ciudad Juarez (a less threatening place then than it became just a few years later).


    Apparently an ambitious Vice President of Publicity, Promotions and Advertising at Universal had floated the idea of using Dune as a test case for creating more extensive behind-the-scenes material than was usually the case. It was normal at the time to have a crew drop in on a major production two or three times during principal photography to get a few interviews, shoot some B-roll, and generate what was known as an EPK (Electronic Press Kit). But this executive, Gordon Armstrong, wanted to place a documentary crew with the production for the full duration of principal photography, shooting interviews and behind-the-scenes material — documenting the day-to-day process of making what was, at that time, one of the most expensive movies ever produced. Faced with this prospect, Lynch responded by telling Universal that he would only consent if the omnipresent video crew consisted of people he approved of. Specifically, he told them that they would have to hire Anatol Pacanowsky, a cameraman from San Francisco who had been with Lynch at the AFI, and a writer from Canada — me.


    And so, quite remarkably, I found myself hired by Universal Studios for a six-month job in Mexico for which I was unqualified. There was no interview, no negotiations; I was sent a ticket and told to report to the studio in Los Angeles on March 21.


    Over the next six months, Anatol and I shot about 75 hours of videotape, only to find ourselves dismissed at the end of principal photography (we never did get a written contract from Universal). The tapes, in a format new at the time — a high-speed Panasonic VHS system — were shipped back to Los Angeles and disappeared into the “black tower”. Apparently there was a “making of Dune” shown on TV in 1984 which I assume used some of the material (there’s a very spartan listing on IMDb), and it seems likely that our tapes were used extensively by Ed Naha in preparing his Making of Dune book to give the impression (false) that he had been around for much of the shoot.


    But what happened subsequently to all that footage was a mystery to me for almost three decades. I made numerous unsuccessful attempts over the intervening years to find out whether it still existed, possessed by a doomed-to-be-frustrated dream that one day maybe it would resurface, making it possible to put together a Hearts of Darkness-type documentary about the production. Then, in 2010, in response to the Dune material on my website, French filmmaker Jerome Wybon contacted me with the news that, while working on extras for a French DVD release of the film, he had learned from writer Paul Sammon that all our tapes had been quickly destroyed when it became apparent that Lynch’s epic was not going to be the box office hit Universal was hoping for.


    I would like to think that someone at the studio feels some guilt about this in light of Lynch’s subsequent rise to the status of cultural icon…but somehow I doubt it.


    What follows is an edited version of the journal I kept during the six months I worked on David Lynch’s Dune in Mexico, not so much a record of the production itself as my account of being adrift and alone on location in a big foreign city. It’s difficult for me now to identify with the person who wrote this: an inexperienced, insecure 28-year-old who knew very well that he was out of his depth, and was fully aware that he had been handed an amazing opportunity — if only he could figure out how to make the most of it! That insecurity comes through in the sometimes stridently defensive tone. Still, it may be of some interest as the perceptions of a naive observer involved in a monumental, troubled production…


    Photographs were taken by the author, except for a handful of publicity stills taken by the production’s stills photographer George Whitear and images taken directly from the Dune Blu-ray.
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      Atreides House Brand
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      That’s me peering around the woman’s hat just above David Lynch’s head: on location in the desert outside Ciudad Juarez. Photograph by George Whitear, copyright Universal/De Laurentiis
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      David Lynch on the set of Dune. Estudios Churubuscao, Mexico City, Summer 1983. Photograph by George Whitear, copyright Universal/De Laurentiis
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      Title page of my copy of the Dune script, signed by David Lynch and Frank Herbert.
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      Duplicate title page of my copy of the Dune script, signed by Jack Nance, Freddie Francis and Paul L. Smith.

    

  


  
     


    


    Dune Diary

  


  
    Week 1: March 21-27, 1983


    


    Monday, March 21: DAY ONE


    Not a good day, I have to confess. So, I can deal with the would-be producer on the bus from the airport, a man getting old fumbling around for a last chance to make something of himself. But I was simply not ready for my first foray into corporate-land. Down the rabbit hole and through the looking glass into the world of a third-rate Kafka.


    I got back from breakfast this morning to find the little red light flashing on my phone. A message. Anatol had arrived. He’s a friendly guy in his late thirties — grey-streaked beard and hair. He drove all night from north of San Francisco in the jeep we’ll use to get down to Mexico.


    We called Armstrong’s office and went over there about ten-thirty. Met Ruth. Briefly saw Armstrong. Were shown a bunch of electronic press kits — a gruelling experience. Shit, in a word. Bland, unimaginative. This is what we’re supposed to do?


    We were sent to lunch after twelve — still no meeting. Burgers in the Universal cafeteria. Anatol wanted to go to the bank to make a payment due on his jeep. Only to find there were no funds — six-hundred dollars gone since he checked in at six-fifteen. Funny business. We’re brought down here to do a job and they take money from us. So we get fired up, ready to fume when we meet with Armstrong at two-thirty.


    So we arrive, and who’s there? Paul Sammon, a writer (did Cinefantastique’s Conan issues, among others). He’s in on the meeting. Now, I can’t recreate that meeting. It was a strange affair, an amorphous thing which left us with less of an idea than when we went in. What exactly did Armstrong have in mind? This press kit stuff? A documentary? Sammon talks of a TV thing using material from old epics (The Ten Commandments?!?) culminating in Dune. And — get this: Charlton Heston narrating (or at least introducing) it — “the voice of God,” he said. I didn’t know whether to laugh or barf. On the whole, I kept quiet, letting it flow over me. What to say when he asks, “You haven’t done anything like this before, have you?” I said no. Okay, I was put on the defensive as soon as I met Sammon: is he getting control? He’s sucking up to Armstrong, throwing out these stupid PR ideas. Because he was there I couldn’t bring up my salary, so I still don’t know how much I’m to be paid. It didn’t seem all that important considering we were being told they want shit.


    We managed to straighten out the hotel situation, though. And, although we spent the rest of the afternoon kicking all this idiocy back and forth, getting angry, venting our frustration, we went for drinks and supper (it all goes on the bill now) and began to relax. And then Anatol hit on a possibility which may explain why Armstrong was so vague, so annoying. Tomorrow we’re to go over to the Dune people here; we’re to be attached to them for the duration, says Armstrong, until Universal buys it back. But maybe the truth is, we’ve simply been taken out of his hands and he’s struggling to maintain the appearance of control.


    After a couple of margaritas and a bottle of wine, we felt much better. If we’re going to be dealing with the Dune people rather than the Universal PR unit, we’ll be freer — because we’ll be closer to David, who understands what we want and appreciates that we want to do right by him. So maybe, once we’re away from this place it’ll go smoothly (more smoothly). Because, frankly, this guy Armstrong seems to be an insecure idiot, wanting to keep us down so that we won’t present a threat. Tomorrow may tell…


    One thing I don’t like: we’ve been instructed to enter Mexico as tourists. Visas, Armstrong says, will be fixed up by the company in Mexico City. I really don’t want any unnecessary complications.


    Frankly, getting down here hasn’t allayed any of my fears. It’s heightened them.


    


    Tuesday, March 22: DAY TWO


    More corporate bullshitting this morning. But at least I know how much I’m being paid — twenty-five thousand. Tomorrow, we’ll bring up the matter of points again; today Armstrong just waved his hands about and said, “We’ll take care of you, don’t worry.” Already, Anatol and I know that we have to take care of ourselves.


    I spent some time in the office of Armstrong’s boss. He was suddenly invited to lunch with Ed Schreyer [Govenor General of Canada], who’s apparently in town. Since I’m Canadian and I was there, he just wanted to brush up on what he knew about the country. I didn’t get to say much, but I got a view of executive behaviour — the abrupt mood shifts, friendly calls, hostile calls, jokes, threats, all flowing fast and furious.


    High point of the morning: we got copies of David’s Dune script. Looks very good.


    A business lunch with Armstrong and two guys from Panasonic. More surrealistic behaviour; the gossip, the jollity, the plastic camaraderie. Anatol would bring up matters; the Panasonic guys would respond — but obviously Armstrong doesn’t know the technical end and he would redirect the conversation, most pointedly when Anatol again brought up the idea of us having a basic editing capability down there.


    But after this long tedious business, Armstrong left us and we followed these two back to their office to meet the camera and to talk. The machine turns out to be very good — Anatol found himself instantly comfortable with it. After a short test, we retired and drew up a list of basic requirements — including the editing capability (which, it seems, will in the long run save Armstrong money because it’ll cut down on the amount of time his people will have to fuck around up here; we’ll be shooting a lot of tape, a vast amount of material which it would take someone unfamiliar with it ages to wade through; they’re talking three hundred hours). The package would be about twenty-five thousand to buy outright — they’re working out a rental figure. Tomorrow we have to sell it to Armstrong, persuade him it’s all necessary (which it is).


    Then on Thursday, we’ll drive out.


    We still haven’t met the Dune people here yet, though.


    This evening we again went for drinks in the bar, had a leisurely supper. Anatol talked of some of his experiences — born in Russia with a Polish father, years of statelessness in France and elsewhere, time spent at the AFI (not very happy), disappointing experiences trying to get going in film, people who messed him around (like Roman Polanski), marriage to a White Russian countess in Paris, the bizarre circles of the exiled aristocracy there.


    After that we got on to future plans: our first feature. We have to start thinking about it now, come up with some property, so that we can attack it fresh from this project.


    It seems crazy, but I suddenly seem to be plugged into this business — all because I was fascinated by Eraserhead three years ago.


    


    Wednesday, March 23: DAY THREE


    Much waiting around today. This morning, a brief meeting with Armstrong, in which he is informed as to the cost of the support package we worked out yesterday. He looks a little queasy, so we work to assure him it’s all necessary.


    Today he seemed a bit better — more positive, less slippery, to the point where he made remarks about what lies beyond. Could Anatol and I be in line for another six months or so, working on post-production here in L.A.? And what’s this about visiting Frank Herbert’s ecologically balanced ranch in Washington state? and — gulp! — effects people in London?


    This afternoon, we were each given a fifteen hundred dollar cheque for travelling expenses (here I get for pocket money more than I’ll be paid for my article in CFQ…). And we visited the Dune office on the lot — another breath of fresh air. Hester, a friendly dark-haired young woman, was very straightforward and businesslike. She took down the details — was going to contact Mexico City to clear everything, and their agent in El Paso who will take care of customs, insurance, etc. (we’ll hear back on that tomorrow)(so we won’t be taking the coast route south after all).


    But then this evening it all got sour again. We had a meeting with the people at Westgate who put together the electronic press kits which Armstrong is so enamoured of. Theirs will be the project editing facility; they obviously have a deal with Armstrong that covers these matters. Too bad. Not only is their material technically poor (the shooting is sloppy, the sound a mess); their attitude — like Armstrong’s — is that of TV ad-men. It’s all product; everything becomes bland and homogenized. They like lots of zooms in and out; they love talking heads (as Anatol terms static on-camera interviews). And they sat there instructing us on how to shoot things while showing us this awful shit. Interviews were done badly — they’d interrupt because the camera wasn’t properly set; they’d record where ambient noise was loud enough to drown voices; they destroyed spontaneity with their clumsiness. If I worked like that, I’d become too embarrassed to deal with anyone.


    But what’s worse is that subject matter means nothing to them. The guy thought David might be a problem because he’d heard he was “very low key” — now Hal Needham is great because he’s very active and loud…Lynch and Dune mean nothing to them — all they want are their zooms and pans (fill the vacuum with an illusion of action) and their pat interviews.


    So — we’ll go and shoot the way we want to shoot. They’ll get the material and make their PR stuff. We hope that we’ll be able to put together our film too. Anatol is already talking of keeping back the material we really like, the special stuff. Certainly I intend to keep my audio cassettes (we can re-record bits of them, but I’ll keep the originals). And very early we’ll sit down with David to talk out this situation. Because Armstrong today said he’ll be showing our “rushes” to virtually every tom, dick and harry — home movies for the office staff and friends. Obviously David won’t want the stuff tossed around that carelessly. At least Anatol managed to convey that the original tape shouldn’t be screened — it looked as if Armstrong really didn’t know the difference.


    This may be a battle all the way. But perhaps it’ll smooth out once we get to Mexico. We certainly got the impression that these guys envy our position. We’re in a privileged position, being close to David, and we’re using technology they’ve never even seen. Maybe they want to hold us down — we’re just a means to their end, a tool they have to use to placate David as they seek their bland video package. We want as little to do with them as possible.


    Anatol and I are getting along together very well. We have similar views of David and this project, we have similar responses to the shit around here. David had a great idea, Anatol says, bringing us together. Anatol needs someone who writes to accompany his visual work; and I need someone to help shape what I write. Talking about things, I’ve come to feel much better, more confident about all this because of Anatol’s openly expressed confidence in me. I feel very comfortable with him (I was able to explode in disgust this evening when we left Westgate and explain exactly what was wrong with what we were shown and how I felt about the apparent position we hold in relation to those guys — at least in their minds). Whatever else might go wrong, I think at least Anatol and I will develop a good relationship.


    Halfway through the script. A bit too heavy on explanatory dialogue perhaps (inevitably) — but the action is relentless and the imagery incredible. If he can get it on the screen, it’ll be — well, a uniquely Lynchian epic — unlike anything else.


    


    Thursday, March 24: DAY FOUR


    (Hastily scribbled the next morning.)


    Another sour day, a feeling of wasted time. We didn’t get out of L.A.


    I had some problems cashing the fifteen-hundred dollar cheque — they’re very touchy about ID here. Finally got it sorted out and bought fifteen-hundred dollars worth of travellers’ cheques.


    We went over to Shoreline, the Panasonic people, late in the morning to cover a couple of details. They’d spoken to Armstrong, but things were still vague (of course). A few more items were added to the package and the head of purchasing for Universal was coming down to see what he was supposed to be getting. First of all: he didn’t know who Anatol and I were — this was the first he knew of the project(!). Second: just before he arrived something went wrong with Shoreline’s playback system, so the equipment he was to see wasn’t even working when he got there. That did little for our confidence — and as for the guy from Panasonic, Paul Carey, he was almost in tears.


    Maybe we’ll have to end up with a 16mm system after all (Anatol hopes).


    We had a big lunch with some friends of Anatol’s — charging it to the studio of course.


    In the afternoon we went shopping. I bought a flight jacket, but couldn’t find desert boots. A couple of pairs of jeans. In the evening we cruised Hollywood in search of something to play my tapes on. Finally, down in Westwood, Anatol found the Porsche Carrera sunglasses he was looking for — but the store would take only its own credit card. So I paid the hundred-and-thirty for them. Then we found a big warehouse store, Federated, which was loaded with junky equipment. We almost gave up. Until we found an incredible little JVC stereo with mini-components — complete with short-wave radio, equalizer, and a noise reduction system going beyond Dolby. And it was only two-hundred-fifty dollars! So we each bought one.


    But when Anatol went to pay with his credit cards, he discovered he was being fucked from all sides. His MasterCard hadn’t been cleared of the six-hundred dollar hold put on it by the hotel on Monday. And his Visa hadn’t been cleared by the bank, even though he paid all his bills yesterday with the expense cheque — apparently it’s legal here for the bank to “float” a cheque, that is, not to put the transaction through for several days so that it holds onto the money a while longer and collects more interest. Apparently it’s like that all over the States. So Anatol’s credit was fucked — and I paid for his stereo.


    When we finally got back here — having driven through downtown L.A. (unbelievable), he complained at the desk and was told it usually takes seven work days to clear the hold on a card — but they’d try to fix it Friday morning.


    On the bright side, the little JVC system gives excellent sound. Only hope we don’t lose them getting into Mexico (or during the stay).


    As it is, it looks as if we may not get our equipment down there for another week or two. No wonder movie-making is so expensive — the inefficiency is like a drain that they pour money into.


    


    Friday, March 25: DAY FIVE


    As Eric Burdon sang: We gotta get out of this place, if it’s the last thing we ever do…


    We didn’t get out of the city. Hester didn’t call back from the Dune office, so it hasn’t been clarified as to how we are supposed to travel down. Both Anatol and I have developed a serious aversion to being “reverse wetbacks”, going down as tourists and working illegally for six months. Anatol has quickly lost faith in the equipment. Paul Carey at Shoreline turned out to be like everyone else we’ve met here: before, it was all friendly and confident, call him anytime if there was a problem…since Thursday morning he’s changed his tune; since we witnessed the equipment failure, he’s “just a salesman” and we’ll have to find a technician at Universal to have on standby. It was all bullshit — he doesn’t really know anything about the system he’s selling us.


    On top of this, we still don’t know where our money is or how we’re to get access to it.


    So we’re stuck here for the weekend. We’ll descend on Armstrong on Monday and demand clarification of the situation — and that we sign some kind of agreement right away instead of continuing this “don’t worry, we’ll take care of you” garbage. We want some kind of commitment that shows that we’re being taken care of.


    We even tried to call David, though we really don’t want to trouble him — but of course he’s not just sitting around in the office down there.


    Anatol hopes we’ll be able to get a 16mm system after all since the video equipment may be unreliable. But maybe this whole thing isn’t going to work out at all.


    We fled the hotel and drove to the beach, to see what’s left of the storm-ravaged Santa Monica pier. Anatol lived there when he first came here; talked about those days of hippies and cockroaches and the AFI.


    We ate later at a place called La Figaro, a former bohemian hangout. Pleasant atmosphere, quite good food. We met a pleasant, friendly actress-waiter named Jill (Anatol strikes up conversations with any and every woman he meets, asking them to come down to Mexico — this one took it with very good humour).


    We wandered around Westwood, near UCLA, and went to see Bill Forsyth’s Local Hero — a truly magical film made in Scotland (now I really regret not having seen his Gregory’s Girl last week). So full of inventive detail, warm humour, and love for the people in it, that watching it was like being cleansed of the noxious atmosphere we’re caught in here. Film as true poetry, achingly beautiful.


    Afterwards we returned to La Figaro and were joined for a while by Jill, chatting about what we’ve all done and are doing or planning to do. She seemed charming and natural — and since we’ll probably never meet again I can hold that pleasant image and think that perhaps not everyone here is as phony as Armstrong or Carey or those guys at Westgate.


    Bought some tapes: the new Pink Floyd (a rehash of the styles and tricks of The Wall), Roxy Music’s live EP, and Marianne Faithful’s A Child’s Adventure.


    


    Saturday, March 26: DAY SIX


    Some potentially good news at last. Anatol spoke to Fred Elmes’ girlfriend this morning. Fred came into L.A. yesterday, is going back to Mexico this afternoon. So Anatol gave her the whole story — from the shaky equipment situation to the lack of any written agreement to this “tourist” business…and she’ll tell it all to Fred when she drives him to the airport — and he’ll convey it to the people down there (David himself possibly). So perhaps by Monday somebody will start pushing from that end.


    Fred called here while we were at lunch — left his number in Mexico City, so Anatol will call him tomorrow just to make sure he knows exactly what’s going on. We might get this cleared up yet.


    


    Sunday, March 27: DAY SEVEN


    Mexico, it seems, is a filmmaker’s hell. Reality may sour the dream terribly.


    Anatol spoke to Fred for an hour this morning. The studio is primitive; all the equipment must be imported. The city is bathed not just in gaseous pollution, but in particulate pollution too. There’s no air conditioning — tending the video equipment will be a major job.


    The start keeps getting delayed. The cameras are out-dated Todd-AO, because De Laurentiis owns the company. This stuff was the hot new thing in the mid-Fifties, but it’s long since been by-passed. The lenses are slow, so they have to have masses of light…Worst of all, they’ve started cutting effects out of the script — “too expensive”. With De Laurentiis’ cheap-jack mentality, David’s going to be fighting against the Battlestar Galactica style all the way. If only they could have got Trumbull (but I guess his quality comes at a higher price). They pump forty million or more into crap like Flash Gordon and Star Trek, but when someone like David comes along they try to tie him down…


    On the more positive side (?) Fred says we’re not missing anything yet — that we should stay here to get the deal worked out properly, get the editing equipment, before we leave. Communications are so bad that we’d never get it done once we were down there.


    He’ll tell David what’s going on — so hopefully some pressure will be applied to protect us (and the film) from Armstrong’s more excessive stupidities.


    I suppose it’s valuable to be getting this first-hand view of the way these people work — in such a way that Anatol and myself aren’t going to be seriously harmed personally (think how much worse if we were trying to do a feature!) — but my heart aches for David. He should never have to put up with this ridiculous shit.


    Two films today. Both French, both good. Tavernier’s bizarre, twisted morality tale Coup de Torchon, with a superlative performance by Philippe Noiret. And Jean-Jacques Beineix’ Diva, a thriller so slick, so polished, so stylish, that it’s almost too much of a good thing — the technique is so awesome that you wonder if Beineix might not have exhausted all his potential on this, his first film; but it’s a glorious entertainment.


    Bought Stephen King’s new novel — a big one called Christine.
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      Los Angeles, March 1983.
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      Los Angeles, March 1983.
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      Anatol with his new shades.
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      Los Angeles, March 1983.
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      Los Angeles, March 1983.

    

  


  
    Week 2: March 28-April 3, 1983


    


    Tuesday, March 29: DAY NINE


    Yesterday, we had a brief chat with Armstrong — he came in, red of face (wind burn from skiing) saying, as we’d anticipated, “I thought you guys were in Mexico!” So we explained the equipment question, the lack of information from Mexico City, our unease. He put a call through to Raffaella — she wasn’t available. And scheduled lunch in the Universal commissary with Paul Carey (of Shoreline) and the owner of a company called Bexel, who’s renting us the rest of the equipment.


    Luckily, Armstrong was delayed and we managed to talk to the two of them and clarify things a bit.


    Although it got down to gossip and such when Armstrong arrived (and ideas like live satellite links to transmit what’s happening on the set to distributors all over the world for promotional value), some other things became a bit clearer. Such as: we have no connection whatever with Westgate. That was just an informational meeting. The material will be stored at Universal. And we’re not getting the tape for free — Armstrong is paying for it. So we might not get the ten gross (four-hundred-eighty hours worth) after all — which means the demand for two-hours per day might be eased.


    Afterwards Anatol and I went over to Bexel to check the list again. The package will be ready tomorrow (supposedly) and we’re to go over and look at it. Our departure is delayed until Thursday now — so we should arrive in Mexico City on Easter Monday, exactly one week late. It’s a pity; shooting is supposed to start tomorrow — but, according to Fred, it’s small stuff — and it’ll only be for three days — there’s the long Easter weekend.


    I’ll be taking a small recorder so we can at least get a little background material before the camera arrives.


    We are going as tourists — they’re supposed to arrange work permits after we get there. As for pay — we have to speak to the production manager and the accountant when we get there. We may be getting an apartment(s) — neither of us wants to stay in a hotel. The per diem is twenty-four-thousand pesos (just under two-hundred dollars) a week.


    In the evening we went to see Missing. It hit Anatol quite hard (he hadn’t seen it before); he’s from Poland, so the situation was close to home. And when we came out he was in a strange mood — depressed, a bit aggressive. He said he wondered why he’d ever taken out U.S. citizenship — the country could slip into fascism at any time.


    We’re talking about a movie set in Europe — a cinema verite black comedy about chaotic terrorism and political decay. With David as an artist on the brink of success in Paris and Sissy Spacek as a naive, middle-class American who becomes involved in complexities she doesn’t understand. Anatol said he’d like her — but she’s so big…so I said, she’s married to David’s brother-in-law, why not just ask. It was like a revelation to him…


    Today was virtually wasted. New tires for the jeep, some spare parts. Desert shoes for me; a jacket for Anatol. A lot of driving around, getting almost nowhere.


    We came back here, found the locks on our doors had been changed (“on-going security measures”) — and went for drinks and a big supper (the best we’ve had here so far — Anatol had lobster tails, I had duck). Wine, brandy…


    


    Wednesday, March 30: DAY TEN


    We, my friend, are going to be some kind of celebrities. We went over to Bexel, the rental facility, this afternoon. And took a look at most of the equipment. We’ve got the optimal package — almost too much — what a crew would ideally want, but generally couldn’t afford. We don’t have to settle for second best. It’s a fucking bonanza, Christmas in March — worth about a hundred-thousand. Everyone down there will want to take a look. Of course, there may be a few jealousies too.


    Tomorrow I pick up the audio recorder, a Sony — the smallest professional stereo recorder (complete with two VU meters and Dolby) — and a modular Sennheiser microphone set — almost fifteen-hundred bucks worth all together and absolutely gorgeous.


    Also, I’m going to buy an auto-winder for my Nikon — I bought a pile of film today (ten rolls of Tri-X, five of Plus-X, ten of a brand new format — 1000 ASA colour print stock).


    Armstrong called Anatol this morning — rambling. Has these ideas about a series of video “texts” on film-making — four hour-long programs…Seems that perhaps he now thinks we’re capable, not just friends of the director who wangled a cushy job. Maybe we’ll get another six months or a year out of it — amazing job prospects for this business. But I really don’t want to live here (the smog’s been rolling in lately) — particularly after six months of Mexico City’s pollution.

  


  
    Week 3: April 4-10, 1983


    


    Monday, April 4: DAY FIFTEEN


    So much to write — but I’m exhausted. I’ll have to try to catch up tomorrow.


    But we were at the studio today, saw the sets, met David — a brief, friendly greeting in the midst of an amazingly busy schedule.


    What we saw was a knockout. The sets are incredible — dense, intricate mazes; large, brooding halls…A strange amalgam of vastly different periods and styles — Aztec, Mayan, Egyptian, Medieval, with a dash of 20th Century military, and a dominant aura of Victorian/ Edwardian design right out of Wells and Verne. Totally unlike any other science fiction epic ever made — but, of course. It’s David. The man is brilliant and unique. It’s not a hodge-podge mixture, a grab bag — it all blends together into an overwhelming unity. The sets in themselves are works of art, densely atmospheric. Added to that is the visual design of the life-forms and action set-pieces…and it’s awesome.


    I won’t spoil it now with all the petty problems that greeted us…


    A rumour over supper with Fred Elmes: the equipment might be arriving tomorrow.


    Further: we may actually shoot some material for use in Dune — an x-ray display of an autopsy performed by Dr. Yueh, to be filmed from a monitor later and rear-projected into the scene…


    


    Tuesday, April 5: DAY SIXTEEN


    The drive down was deadly. We only got away at about two, Thursday afternoon. Anatol packed that morning. I bought an auto-winder for the Nikon. When the jeep was finally loaded — an awful task — we didn’t have room for the second spare. So we drove back to the tire dealer where Anatol had already bought three new radials (using the spare for a fourth, and keeping the two best old ones for spares) and bought a fourth new one, putting the old spare back where it came from, and trading in the two used ones. All of which took time, though the people were very quick and helpful.


    We drove south and east through a smog which stretched as far as Palm Springs and beyond. The California desert and Arizona were pretty damn boring — we kept asking ourselves how anyone could actually live in those towns; no answer offered itself. TV sets must sell very well.


    In Phoenix we stopped for something to eat — just after ten. Nothing was open along the highway, so we finally stopped at a MacDonald’s — yechh. Then drove on to Tucson, where we got a couple of not too hot motel rooms for what was left of the night.


    Next morning — Friday — we headed south to Nogales, on the border. More delays there; getting a hood lock installed. Having a last, very bad, American hamburger. Then across the border. They just waved us through, so we made the rest of the journey without any official papers.


    Immediately, on the Mexican side, things seemed better. The atmosphere was different — “more organic”, as Anatol put it. We drove south through quiet agricultural land — on roads which left much to be desired, and on gas which — though lead-free — immediately affected the Jeep’s performance: engine knocking, poor acceleration.


    We drove on into more barren land, through small towns where the roads often got even worse — sometimes vanished in a mess of dust, gravel, potholes. But worst of all were the Mexican drivers — absolutely crazy, taking appalling risks. By the end of the journey, we’d seen about half a dozen burned and rusted bus carcasses in ditches and ravines — not surprising, since the bus drivers were the most maniacal. As it got dark there seemed to be more and more buses, roaring at us down the centre of the road at horrifying speeds. The trucks were just about as bad; we saw quite a few rolled semis, often tankers.


    As the evening drew on, we stopped for a while — I had coffee, Anatol had beer. He tried his Spanish out on the very attractive, part-Greek cashier — he can more or less get by, by ransacking his Italian and French. Deciding we didn’t like most of the towns we passed through, as regards motels, we made a decision to head on to Mazatlan, figuring it would take another four hours or so.


    We rolled in finally sometime around seven. Surprised we made it. We had both become weird, Anatol was all over the road. It was far more dangerous, I believe, than either of us thought at the time. And then it looked as if we might have to drive on; it was Easter weekend and the place was packed. We had a hell of a time finding a motel, but at last lucked into a decent one by accident. We crashed for the day, then went out in the evening. Anatol luckily asked a woman for the best restaurant in town and she recommended a little place called La Herradura (the horseshoe) which specialized in seafood. We had some very good shrimp and then wandered around for a while. Neither of us liked the place — a dirty, ugly, crowded town with thick oily air, too much humidity, and an unpleasant smell of decay from the sea. It killed all the interest we might have had in Mexican vacation spots. Interesting point: Anatol commented that it was like a bad movie depiction of Mexico.


    Anatol was still hungry — or thought he was — so we went into a Mexican place and ordered some Mexican food. They dumped some sludge on us which wasn’t even warm. We couldn’t eat it. It sort of spoiled the earlier meal, and sealed our dislike of tourist places. So we went back to the motel and slept.


    (To be continued.)


    We were given a fuller tour of the studio today. It just gets more and more incredible — the sets are massive and complex and awesomely beautiful. The design is amazing, thought out so carefully. And the craftsmanship so detailed and skillful. The sets themselves are genuine works of art. And David’s genius shines through them all.


    We were introduced to many people — too many to absorb. Some of them biggies. Finally met a couple of the actors — one being Richard Jordan, the other — much to my pleasure — being Linda Hunt, who played Billy Kwan in The Year of Living Dangerously.


    But the topper was a ride in a VW microbus into a less savoury part of the city, along narrow unpaved lanes, through waste grounds and dereliction, to a place called Aguilas Rojas but known (we were told) as “dead dog dump” — for reasons which became clear. And there we found a huge construction crew which had spent the last seven months digging out the volcanic rock and building some small mountains and a big castle wall. Everything seems to be bigger, more staggering than whatever came before.


    


    Wednesday, April 6: DAY SEVENTEEN


    A certain amount of aggravation developed during the journey of course. Anatol would get worked up and barrel ahead without taking time to work things out. When something looked wrong, he wouldn’t stop to reason it out and find our way back — he’d roar ahead saying “this looks like a good road…” But we only lost our way a couple of times — in Culiacan late at night, and in Mazatlan in the morning as we were leaving. He pulled up at a seedy street stall in Culiacan and a drunk set upon him, wanting to buy him a Pepsi. The place was filthy and stank — and Anatol, having unwillingly shaken hands with the drunk (who was also filthy and stank), was worried about picking up some unpleasant disease.


    Arriving in Mazatlan in a state of utter exhaustion, we had an argument. He insisted on having someone unload all our stuff for a small tip — and attacked me for pitching in. That’s what those people are there for…mustn’t over-exert ourselves…But I didn’t like acting like a tourist.


    (Since then we’ve had a few more run-ins; he has an annoying habit of ceasing to understand what I say — and then when I get tired of pointlessly repeating and trying to clarify, he looks at me as if I’m stupid and gives up as if I’m a hopeless case. And yesterday it seemed that as far as he was concerned we were to take care of our own areas and he wasn’t going to remind me of anything — and, I suppose, I don’t have to remind him. If either of us forgets anything, too tough — we have to suffer from our own mistakes. I got pissed off because if anything comes into my mind, I tend to mention it. At least yesterday, he didn’t return the favour — and made me feel stupid for having forgotten something [which turned out to be unimportant later].)


    We left Mazatlan Sunday morning and went up into the mountains. From the map, we’d figured on hitting Mexico City ten or eleven in the evening. But the roads were bad, winding, often clogged with heavy Easter traffic. At one point we ran low of gas in an area where there wasn’t much in the way of habitation. Luckily, we found a gas station in time. We made a decision not to let the needle fall much below half. Later on, having struggled through mountain roads and Mexican holiday weekend traffic, Anatol didn’t like to stop and lose our position (we were constantly fighting to get by loud, filthy buses and trucks). We would gas up and eat at Guadalajara. But when we got there, all the stations we stopped at were sold out. We kept getting told there was a place twenty, thirty kilometres down the road. Whenever we reached the place, though, it was either sold out or had never even had unleaded. We were literally running on empty. It was dark. The country was empty. We got bloody nervous — it wasn’t the sort of region we would want to get stranded in for the night; we were apparently wealthy norte americanos — and country people have big knives and machetes…


    A miracle occurred. We rolled into a small town, swearing to stay there the night. Found a gas station. Asked desultorily if they had any no-lead. Sure, the guy said. We filled up. And across the street was a restaurant at which we had a fine Mexican meal. After the tensions of the last few hours, it was like a rebirth.


    So we rolled on and ultimately found ourselves on a genuine highway which carried us right on to Mexico City. We got here between three and four in the morning — and what greeted us was just like Blade Runner’s Hades landscape made real — a vast, glittering expanse of lights and flame and smoke.


    We found ourselves on the Periferico — the perimeter highway — a huge futuristic road complex passing through vast deserted concrete landscapes. As it turned out we passed half way round the city, turning into it from the south. Eventually we found the Zona Rosa, the hotel-cluttered tourist centre where most of the crew are living. We had breakfast at four, exhausted. A group of youngish people, five male, two female, were eyeing the Jeep unpleasantly. Anatol had gone to wash his hands; the food had just arrived; I rushed outside — afraid someone would grab me for not paying — and had to stand guard for a while. I wouldn’t have done it if I’d had any real idea of what things are like around here. I was shaken up — more so because I was so tired. But when I came back a while later from washing my hands, I found Anatol heading out the door; a fight had started across the street and some people had a guy down on the ground and were kicking the shit out of him. That made me feel even worse. We were both shaken, disliking the city already.


    Eventually we found our way to Churubusco Studios and sat there from six-fifteen until Fred Elmes arrived to take us in hand.


    Since then we’ve been looking around, meeting far too many people, seeing far too many things — and feeling lousy because we have no equipment and we look useless amongst the bustle of production. (The equipment, by the way, is still in L.A.)


    We toured the backlot this morning — a marvellous place full of a bizarre mixture of architectural styles. The exterior of the Atreides castle on Caladan is there. And they’re building a huge Arrakis exterior — dunes and a mountain wall. Fred was there, setting up a shot of a miniature in which thousands of tiny Fremen are pouring out of caves into open sand.


    We saw some of the model construction and the furniture shop (they’re whipping up a case for my Sony portable recorder).


    The craftsmanship here — from the largest sets to the smallest details — is absolutely incredible.


    


    Thursday, April 7: DAY EIGHTEEN


    Today was both good and bad. We actually seem to be slowly getting into the feel of things at the studio. We visited Stage 2 this morning where they’re building the world’s largest blue screen; unless something goes horribly wrong, we’ll be able to get some film of them making and raising the actual screen in about six weeks.


    We also spent quite a bit of time on Stage 8 where Fred’s crew were setting up to film some “filmbook” inserts of a sandworm’s innards. Just after noon a whole frozen bull calf was delivered, which was to be sliced and filmed. But there were a lot of problems — particularly the apparent impossibility of making the Mexican vet and butcher understand the simple cross-section cuts that were necessary. When we finally left at about three they’d made quite a mess of it, hacking their way through. It was badly thought out, I’m afraid, with no one having really considered what equipment would be required. It would have been much better, as one of the effects people pointed out, to buy a mess of guts, arrange them as desired, freeze them, and slice them. Which is probably what they’ll end up doing.


    Meanwhile, the stench of the carcass is making the stage intolerable. Poor Fred…


    Also meanwhile: Armstrong’s rep down here — Anne Strick — is revealing herself by the moment to be a flake of inconceivable proportions — ignorant, helpless, pretentious. And she’s latched on to us, trying to appropriate us to her PR department. We hope, once the equipment arrives, to lose her.


    Other people:


    Bob Bealmear is John Dykstra’s man down here — an almost too friendly and helpful type, the kind who makes you a bit distrustful. But he seems to be quite genuine, willing to help get stuff from the States if we need it. Gray haired, tall, in his forties, he’s lived all over — Europe, South America…– has been an actor, is a writer. This is his first real effects work (he’s supervising the blue screens). Yesterday he introduced us to some Mexican film types who’ve done documentaries. Three women (Mara, Alexandra, and Alexandra) and two men (David, a young guy who’s even worked a bit with Jack Nance, and an older man whose name I forget). We didn’t know quite why he introduced us and we were a little wary because there’s a lot of local resentment against the production and the secrecy surrounding it. We were invited to the women’s place for the evening — a poker game — and Anatol figured we should go, strictly as a matter of business; the women (production managers) could get us access to some one-inch video equipment which we might use for the hospital sequence if our own is delayed much longer. As it turned out, it was a decent evening; we went over after a good meal at a decent local restaurant (El Refugio), taking a couple of bottles of wine with us (a decent bottle costs about three-hundred pesos — two dollars). The people were friendly, Bob showed up; and one of the effects people (he did the big boulder in the cave in Raiders of the Lost Ark). We stayed until almost eleven (too long) and drank a fair bit of wine (a mistake for me). And walked back here, not far.


    Raffaella seems tough — a hard businesswoman. Apparently
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