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AUTHOR’S NOTE
In 1977 I went to Leeds to study Fine Art, specialising in film. While I was
there I wrote about my experiences every day, and this book is based on
those diaries.
Several of my friends have read this, mostly without asking for anything to
be removed. However some amendments have been made to this online
version, and where possible I have corrected inaccuracies from the previous
draft. Omissions are few, but where I thought the privacy of others was
unreasonably compromised, I made the occasional cut.
When publishing a diary however, it can’t be done without mentioning
other people. So, of course, there are stories about my friends. Thanks are
due to those who have agreed to their inclusion. And apologies are extended
to anyone I haven’t been in touch with, if they feel I haven’t represented
them fairly.
When I came to abridge and clarify this material thirty years after it was
originally written, I found the only way I could do so was to take each
month’s diary entries, and use them to tell the story of that month. My
memory I discovered was often fallible, so I relied mostly on what I’d
written at the time. Factual errors are unlikely, but problems with the
interpretation of events are inevitable.
This is the story of being an art student in the late seventies. At the time
Leeds was thought to be one of the best colleges outside London. I felt
lucky to be there. Many of the Fine Art staff were confident and
confrontational, and so were many of the students. This best describes the
attitude of the place. But...
Most of us were in our late teens or early twenties. We were also naive,
inexperienced, unwilling to take advice, and often hesitant about our work,
and our personal relationships.
This is predominantly my story. So it’s more about film than about art,
more about me than about the wider social context, and more about my
sense of the period than about any conventional view of the seventies.
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This is the list I made of everything required for leaving home and moving
to my flat in Richmond Avenue.
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LATE SEPTEMBER 1977

I packed the last few things into my mini-van and drove up to Leeds. I
knew I would be away from Norfolk for a long time. Christmas seemed far
away. When I arrived I took all the boxes from the van and humped them
upstairs. I made a cursory attempt to sort things out, and then had a coffee
before going to bed.
Fresher’s Week began before the official start of term. I had been sent a
detailed timetable by the Student Union, and for some reason I felt obliged
to attend every event. There was nothing much to interest me at the Sports
Bazaar, but I did strike up a conversation with a student who was doing
HND Maths. However I managed to lose him in the throng of people
without too much trouble. The Director of the Polytechnic (Patrick
Nuttgens) gave quite a good talk in the Lecture Theatre, but it didn’t really
have much relevance to Fine Art. After that I went home. There was a
Fresher’s Disco at Beckett Park in the evening, but I didn’t really like
Discos, and when it began to rain heavily I decided I would rather stay at
home.
On the following morning there was a big meeting at the Grand Theatre in
the centre of Leeds. The various executive members of the union gave a
talk about what the union did, and what help you could expect to get from
them. There was also lots of advice about getting a doctor, student support
services, accommodation problems, and the exact location of the clinic for
sexually transmitted diseases. It did occur to me that you probably got a
very similar talk if you were joining the army. Then the Director of the
Polytechnic gave another speech. After that I went round the Cultural
Societies Bazaar, where I joined the Film Society, and met the girls who ran
it. They were very enthusiastic, and pleased to have a new member.
The previous day I’d seen a notice about a video event at a chapel just up
the road from the Poly. Since I had nothing better to do I decided to go. I
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started talking to people in the queue. One girl had been a student on the
Fine Art course the previous year, and gave me some advice about the
various members of staff. The other person of interest in the queue was
Dave Perks. He had extremely long hair, and a very stylish hat, and he was
friendly, and easy to talk to, and unbelievably, was a first year student on
the Fine Art course. We chatted for a while, before someone came out and
told us the video event was cancelled. Dave lived nearby in Churchill
Gardens, so he invited me round for a coffee. We quickly decided we were
probably the only fine art students daft enough to turn up for fresher’s
week. Everyone else was probably much too cool to do anything like that.
Perhaps, we decided, it would be best to keep quiet about it.
At lunchtime the next day Dave and I went for a drink. After that we went
back to my bedsit and discussed several of Dave’s ideas for a film. All of
these ideas involved trying to make a visual representation of what it was
like when you were high. I explained that I didn’t actually do that, but Dave
wasn’t worried. In a way that was the point he said, to make it clear what it
would be like if you did do it. As the afternoon wore on we got into it in
greater detail. We had sheets of paper out on the table, and Dave was
drawing things. What exactly, I don’t remember.
Ryan’s Daughter was showing at the Arts Centre in Stockton on Tees, and
since it was virtually impossible to get to see it at the time (no videos or
DVDs) I decided it was worth the trip. I hadn’t seen it for seven years, and I
wasn’t disappointed, despite the fact that it was a rather poor 16mm pan and
scan print.
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OCTOBER 1977

There were only two days to go before the course began. The cassette
recorder was broken, and the element in my soldering iron blew. So I had to
buy a new soldering iron in order to mend the cassette deck. While
wandering around in Headingly looking for a local electrical shop, I came
across the Hyde Park Picture House. It was showing an interesting double
bill, so I went home, repaired the cassette deck, and then went back to the
cinema. The place was something from a bygone age. It always showed a
double bill. You got two films for your money, and sometimes a cartoon as
well. It had an art deco interior (in places) and the exterior hadn’t been
changed since it had been built.
The second film on the double bill was Monte Hellman’s Two Lane
Blacktop. The opening racing sequences were hypnotic, the performances
so understated as to be almost non-existent. If Bresson had shot in
cinemascope, in gas stations, motels, diners, and out on the road in the
USA, this is what it would have been like. (For part of the movie anyway.)
James Taylor’s non acting is perfect, but later in the film Warren Oates
spoils it by doing too much.
Finally it was the first day of term. It started with long queues. First to
register with the Polytechnic, and get our grant cheques, and then to register
with the School of Art and Design. The first person I met in the queue was
Julie Plane. She was very talkative, and had lived in Norfolk for a number
of years. Apart from that I have no memory of meeting anyone else.
I had to take in my birth certificate, and proof of my examination results.
The last bit of this turned out to be tricky. When I applied I had listed every
exam I’d passed since leaving school. This was in an effort to make myself
look more academically gifted than I actually was. I had no qualifications in
art whatsoever, only three O’levels, and no A’levels. All the subsequent
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exams I’d passed as a telephone engineer were City and Guilds. So I’d
listed every exam pass separately to fill up the space.
Now I had to prove I’d passed them. With City and Guilds, each individual
exam contributed to an overall qualification. Certificates weren’t issued for
the individual exams. We only got pink forms to tell us we’d passed. Now
each of these had to be scrutinised, and cross checked against what I’d
claimed on the application. Luckily I’d told the truth, but it still took
forever.
Later we were all assembled in the studio by Jeff Nuttall and Geof Teasdale
(who were in charge of the first year) and told there would be an exhibition
of new work in two weeks. I pointed out it was going to be impossible to
make a film in two weeks, but that didn’t get me out of it. I was told
everyone had to exhibit, and I could put up preparatory drawings, pages of
script, or anything else, as long as it was new work. This was still
disconcerting. I didn’t generally do storyboards because I couldn’t draw,
and my overhead plans (to help me get the eye line and centre line) would
be meaningless to anyone else.
In the evening I went back to the Hyde Park Picture house. I should explain
how the programming at the Hyde Park worked. One programme ran
Sunday to Tuesday, then a special on a Wednesday, and another programme
Thursday to Saturday. In addition there were late night double bills on a
Friday and a Saturday, which were different from each other. So altogether
the Hyde Park ran ten different films every week. They covered the best of
recent American independent cinema, European cinema and British cinema,
and all of the classics of World Cinema. If there was a print available, they
screened it. In addition they also showed recent box-office hits. The variety
and depth of the programming was brilliant, and all this with just one
screen available to them. And, they were a commercial cinema. They didn’t
get a grant, they just packed the place with students at reasonable prices.
Fifty-five pence upstairs, and forty-five pence downstairs, for two pictures.
Twenty-two and a half pence per film. That cinema contributed more to my
education than any other cinema ever. More than the NFT, more than any
Regional Film Theatre.
Anyway the film that night was Serpico, a pretty solid film from Sidney
Lumet. I enjoyed it. The performances were good, and the script, based on a
true story, swept you along. It has perhaps been done better since, but it was
easy to get caught up in it, and Pacino made you believe in the central
character.
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With only two weeks until I had to present something I started making
notes on a book called Red Shift by Alan Garner. I’d wanted to make a film
of the contemporary part of this book for quite sometime. It was a kind of
disenchanted love story, and I thought it might make a good graduation
film.
I started to meet various members of staff. The most influential person in
the Fine Art department was Jeff Nuttall, writer of Bomb Culture, which I
have never read. He was big but fairly short, had a loud voice, and an
imposing personality. He was humorous, but not exactly jolly. How much
he knew about art I don’t know. Nor did I ever see any of his own work. I
think he’d found a way of making a living, which wasn’t too taxing,
allowed him to be creative, and indulged his liking for being a big fish in a
small pond. Given his reputation he probably could have been at St
Martin’s for example, but I think he liked the lifestyle in Yorkshire, and the
fact that he really was “someone” in Leeds, without having to work
particularly hard to maintain his reputation. He liked to drink, and made a
good start at lunchtime every day. If you wanted a constructive tutorial it
was best to catch him in the morning. But there was another reason he was
in Leeds. At the time Leeds Fine Art Department was cutting edge. It had
the best reputation outside London. There were over four hundred
applications each year, from the most talented and most ambitious
foundation course students, and only forty places. It was the place to be.
Within Fine Art there was one tutor, Malcolm Howell, specialising in Film.
Malcolm did not have an art college background. Formerly a cameraman at
the BBC, with an excellent grasp of 16mm cameras and lighting, he’d been
taken on to provide technical tuition in the film unit. He made no pretence
at understanding academic issues, and was pretty down to earth. He wasn’t
everyone’s cup of tea, but I liked and respected him. Once he was
convinced you were serious about film he was unconditionally supportive.
We became firm friends. I think he wished I would take a more commercial
line with my work, but the fact that I didn’t was never an issue. He became
my personal tutor for the second and third years of the course.
The most important person in the film unit was Adrian York. Adrian was the
intellect, enthusiasm, and academic centre of the film unit. Without him
there really would have been no film unit. As I understand it, some years
before, Adrian had been teaching in the Complementary Studies department
(which ran our subsidiary courses) and had been instrumental in starting the
film unit as a shared resource between Fine Art, Graphic Design, Three
Dimensional Design, and Complementary Studies. Tutorial support was
provided by Adrian (from Complementary Studies) Malcolm (from Fine
Art) and Bill Mason (from Graphic Design). Adrian had previously worked
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for the BBC film unit in Bristol, and had the ideal combination of
theoretical knowledge and technical expertise. Theoretical in that he could
talk to you in depth about any genre, director, or movement in world
cinema, and relate that to your own work. Technical in the sense that he
could cut 16mm film, make A and B roll neg cuts, mark up cutting copies,
log edge numbers, and do all this whilst holding two or three conversations
at the same time. He was the most wanted man in the unit, inevitably
providing support to everyone, including the other staff. I found him
invaluable. My time at Leeds would have been hugely diminished if he
hadn’t been there. Whatever artistic movement forward I made with my
own work while in Leeds was down to Adrian.
During that first week I had a talk with Adrian and with Malcolm. They
explained how the film unit worked. There might have been precious little
structure to the fine art course in general, but if you wanted to work in film
there was a definite structure. Before you got to do your own work there
were a series of exercises to make sure you had a good technical grounding.
At the time it seemed unnecessarily rigid to me, but there was no getting
round it. They were going to make sure you didn’t bite off more than you
could chew. Wasted film was very expensive, and they weren’t going to
have projects that didn’t work out because the student had technical
deficiencies. I think they realised early on that this was not one of my
problems, but nevertheless I was new to 16mm and I wasn’t going to escape
the net.
I should point out just how expensive 16mm film was. At the time 100ft of
16mm film cost about £25. Processing cost another £40. So to shoot two
minutes and forty seconds of film cost £65, and that was before you did any
neg cutting, or made an optical neg, or paid for finished prints. Today a
student can shoot an hour of digital video for under five pounds. There was
some very poor black and white portable video available at the time, but no
way to edit it. So 16mm film was used for teaching, despite the expense.
And it was after all a ‘film’ course. We expected to work with film for the
rest of our lives, so we had to learn how to do it. The later innovations like
digital imaging and non-linear editing were only ideas in the mind of Bill
Gates at the time, and had you suggested them to anyone they would have
laughed.
Our first learning exercise was to shoot and cut a 100ft film called “The
Meeting”. You could interpret this in any way you liked, but it had to be
capable of being shot on 100ft of black and white film, without sound. The
camera you had to use was a Bolex, the simplest clockwork 16mm camera
used professionally. Since it had no batteries, and needed to be wound up
regularly, the longest achievable shot was about twenty-five seconds.
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Keeping all these restrictions in mind you had to construct a story board
(one picture for each shot in the film) and present it to Adrian. There were
several other exercises, designed to explore different technical challenges,
which would follow.
I spent most of my free time during the rest of that first week working on
the story board for “The Meeting”. “Red Shift” had to be temporarily
abandoned. The only thing to do was to get the 16mm exercises out of the
way, so that I could start my own work as soon as possible. I decided on a
Jacques Rivette style meeting between two girls, one of whom is really a
ghost, inhibiting the other. I asked two girls, Sally and Sue, to be in it, and
both agreed. Sally looked right for her part, but Sue didn’t really. However
it was only an exercise, so I wasn’t being too fussy.
On Wednesday I met Janet who lived downstairs. She was a nurse, and she
was doing a health visitors course. We had a coffee and a good chat. I liked
her straight away. She was friendly and gregarious, and partly responsible
for getting four of the people who lived in the bedsits at 46 Richmond
Avenue to talk to each other.
We had an introductory complementary studies lecture. They explained we
had to choose two subsidiary subjects, attend a couple of lectures a week,
and write two essays each term. It wasn’t a big commitment, but it was the
thing which most of the students liked least. I was lucky though. There
were options for film history, and film criticism, so I signed up for both.
But there were some other courses which also interested me, and over the
next two years I studied Music, Creative Writing and Psychology as well.
The Polytechnic Film Society showed a film every Thursday night. The
girls who ran it were very nice, and Anne who was the secretary, became
quite friendly with me. That first week they showed Gumshoe. The script
by Neville Smith, was funny, perceptive and constantly inventive. Many
years later I got to know Neville quite well, and that description of the
script also applies to him.
By Friday I’d had enough of making drawings for the film, and constantly
rearranging them to try and tell a story without words. The demands of a
silent film were making me think in a different way, and I gradually became
aware that there was more to Adrian’s exercise than I’d first realised.
The video studio on the ninth floor (which contained two black and white
cameras on tripods, a mixer, and a half inch Sony reel to reel video
recorder) was in something of a mess, and so was the film unit general
office and cutting room area. It all needed to be sorted out after the summer
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break, so I spent almost a whole day helping Adrian go through all the
16mm cameras, making up complete kits in flight cases. In the afternoon
we had a general clear out of the studio, getting rid of part of a set which
someone had left there before the holidays.
On Saturday morning (after only two weeks in Leeds) I realised I could no
longer live without a television. I missed the news coverage. Not being able
to see what was happening in the world made me feel isolated. The radio
was OK, and I’d thought I could get by with that, but I just couldn’t. I was
getting in every night, and feeling the need to see what had been happening.
In addition I was aware that there were lots of films coming on TV which I
should see. In particular a very rarely shown film (at the time) by Robert
Altman (one of my favourite directors) was going to be shown the
following week, and I just didn’t feel I could miss it.
So I went out to a small electrical shop in Headingly, where they seemed to
specialise in new, and second hand, twelve inch black and white TVs. This
was no doubt to accommodate the large student population. I bought an
inexpensive new TV, by a company I’d never heard of called Harewood. It
was guaranteed for twelve months, and the shop had their own workshop if
anything went wrong. Next stop was the post office for a TV licence.
I wanted to go to the National Film Theatre in London one Sunday, for a
screening of a film by David Lean, which was very rarely shown.
Unfortunately it meant missing the beginning of a party organised by Fine
Art students in the Fenton (the nearest pub to the Poly). I didn’t want to be
regarded as antisocial, or indeed miss out on anything, but the film won. It
was a flying visit. Train to London in the morning, film in the afternoon,
and back to Leeds in the early evening.
When I got back I was still in time to go to the end of the party. I talked to
Val and quite a number of others. I wasn’t stuck for conversation. In those
days it was unusual to want to work with film, and as soon as you said you
were a film-maker people wanted to talk. Out of our year of forty students
only three of us did any film work, and I was the only one who did it more
or less exclusively. Nowadays with digital video cameras available for
under £150, and editing programmes given away free with computers,
everyone can shoot and edit, and the mystery has gone. But back then it
was different. It was something exotic, which most people didn’t fully
understand.
At the beginning of the second week Adrian went through my storyboard
for “The Meeting” with a fine tooth comb. I hadn’t been very analytical in
my thinking, and that wasn’t going to go unchallenged. This was something
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new to me. Previously I hadn’t run my pre-production work past anyone
before shooting. The only person I had to satisfy was myself, so it came as
something of a shock to the system to get criticism before I’d even shot a
frame of film. Normally I only got feedback when I’d finished the whole
film, and decided to show it.
Sue, who had previously agreed to be in the film, decided she didn’t want to
do it. So I asked Jacqui Challis, and she said yes. This was a good choice I
think. Sally Ann Millard, who had agreed to play the other part was very
natural looking. She wore home-made clothes, knitted jumpers, and
sensible leather shoes. Jacqui on the other hand had more of a new wave
look. She never went out of the house without quite a lot of make-up,
particularly around the eyes, and her hair was always sharply styled. They
were very different, and I liked the contrast.
Part of the week was taken up with seminars and lectures. Jeff Nuttall was
the star of the show. He clocked up three seminars and a lecture in three
days. Two of the three seminars went well, and were designed to get us to
talk about our work. He was quite good in this regard, raising issues, giving
his opinion, and generally getting people to open up. One seminar, which
became a regular feature of the course (although not for me) was the one in
the Coburg pub at lunchtime on a Tuesday. I didn’t take to this, because by
the end of it some of the staff were drunk and rather belligerent, and I
thought it was unproductive. Nutspeak, the Jeff Nutall lecture series, was
another thing which didn’t really work for me. My interests were very
specific. I’d decided I wasn’t going to get involved in anything which
wasn’t directly relevant to film, and Jeff’s idiosyncratic view of art history
didn’t satisfy my stringent criteria. As the term progressed I relaxed a bit,
and began to soak up more of what Leeds had to offer. But the strategy
wasn’t actually such a bad one at the start, because it did make me
focussed, when I could have been completely at sea.
I met a couple of other girls during the second week. Dominique, was
unusual, in the way she looked, but strangely appealing, and a good person
to get to know. She was sensible, quiet, and always worth talking to.
Then there was Angela, who lived on the ground floor. She came up for a
coffee and a chat. We hit it off straight away. She had a good sense of
humour, and clearly thought I was very funny, although not necessarily in a
good way, in that I didn’t feel she was just laughing at my jokes. Angela
was black, extremely tall and thin, and very attractive. So it came as a
surprise when she accepted my invitation to go and see a movie the
following Sunday.
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Angie was the first black person I’d ever met. But I don’t remember ever
talking to her about race. This might have been because she was from
Birmingham, and she seemed completely culturally from the west
midlands. So it didn’t seem like race was an issue, although I’m sure it must
have been for her, growing up in the sixties. She was studying law, and
wanted to (and did) become a barrister. So we talked about judges rules of
evidence, and the changes that would be made to this by PACE (the police
and criminal evidence act). And we talked about the films of Wim Wenders,
and I’m sure I bored her rigid talking about Robert Bresson and Bob Dylan,
but as far as cultural differences were concerned the only thing I learned
was that people from Birmingham seemed to find people from Norfolk
funny for some reason, though I never fully worked out why.
On Wednesday evening my new TV began to pay for itself. I watched
McCabe and Mrs Miller. This is a key work by Robert Altman, and I loved
it. I have to say the effect has worn off somewhat over the years, and it isn’t
a film which repays repeated viewing, but at that moment, on the 12th
October 1977, it made a big impression on me. The film is shot in
Cinemascope (very wide-screen) and in colour, but I was watching it on a
twelve inch black and white TV. Pan and scan was the technique used in
those days. With the picture full height on the screen, the telecine operator
panned right and left to show you the most important part of the image. All
the care taken by the cinematographer and the director to frame the image
properly was lost, and the de-saturated autumnal colours were lost too.
Even so it made its mark. The overlapping dialogue, the fluidity of the
technique, the casual handling of the conversations, the characters talking
to themselves, all made themselves apparent on my little TV.
The contradictions in Warren Beatty’s character, and the contrast and
chemistry with Julie Christie were hypnotic. And of course when you first
watch a film, you don’t know where it’s going. Warren Beatty’s obstinacy is
going to get him into trouble at some point, and there is some considerable
interest in discovering how this is going to happen. But once you know,
future viewings never have quite the same impact. Maybe it’s a film to
watch just once.
But there was something else as well. It was a dark cold night, and the film
was on late. I put the electric fire on, and warmed my little room up to a
very comfortable temperature. I sat back in the easy chair with a cup of hot
chocolate, put my feet up, and prepared to have a contented couple of
hours, late into the night, watching a film I’d wanted to see for a long time.
It was also the point where I first began to feel at home in Leeds, both on
the course and in my bedsit. It would have been impossible not to have
liked the film.
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Most of us lived in Headingly, about a mile from the city centre, in little
rows of houses, which had been bought up by private landlords, and
converted into student bedsits, or rented as shared houses. It had its
advantages in that I was within walking distance of nearly everyone I knew.
It’s the only time in my life that this has been true, and I liked it. We had no
phones, and certainly no mobile phones. You met people in college, and
made arrangements to do things later. Mostly you just went round and
knocked on the door on the off chance someone was in.
Sally said she had somewhere we could shoot my film. She lived in a farm
cottage just outside Leeds. This was a little exotic. Sally however preferred
not to live in the city. If you met her you would understand why. She wasn’t
really a city girl. Very natural I would say, in everything. Around lunch time
we went down to a little cafe by the bus station and had a snack and a cup
of tea while waiting. Half an hour or so later we took the bus out to the
village where she lived. Village is the wrong description really, because
apart from the farm there weren’t any houses around. She took me to her
cottage and we sat drinking coffee and talking. Later she made a drink from
fresh lemons and oranges, hot water and sugar. She said, “I think it’s a great
healer.” It was a kind of natural version of Lem-Sip, but without the
paracetamol, and neither of us had a cold. The sharp taste was offset to
some extent by the sugar, but not enough for me to think about making it on
a regular basis.
Later we went up the path, and she showed me the field and track where
she thought we could film. It looked ideal to me. Pretty nondescript. It
could be anywhere in the countryside, almost anywhere in western europe.
The hedges were tall enough to give some sort of patterned indistinct
background if you kept the depth of field fairly small. We went back to the
cottage, mended the clothes horse, by tying it up, and then made a fire.
Eventually after an enjoyable day I caught the bus back to Leeds, and
walked back out to Headingly.
The following day in the film unit one of the third year students was
screening some rushes he had shot. He was making an unintentionally
hilarious documentary on the Leeds Fine Art Club Painting Marathon. He
just couldn’t see how funny this would be to students and staff on a Fine
Art course. I didn’t think I should be the one to tell him. Malcolm and I
discussed the rushes with him in technical terms, but he didn’t seem to
grasp what a brilliant idea it was if he treated it in the right way.
Later a couple of girls found out how useful I could be. Despite having
been in the department for less than two weeks, I explained time-lapse
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photography to one student, and then loaded the camera for the other one,
and explained how to use it. Malcolm looked on with some amusement, and
said, “I hope you’re not after my job.”
The weekend was taken up with a further trip to London to see Madeleine,
another rarely shown David Lean film. It was a costume drama, and well
made. The print from the National Film Archive was pristine, and it was
interesting to see how the film would have looked when it first came out.
The quality of the photography, and the sharp contrasty images were a
revelation. Nothing like the poorly projected, well used prints one often
saw. It reminded you that films in the forties and fifties were made to
excellent technical standards, with enormous attention to detail.
I went with Angela to see Kings of the Road, which is a long road movie by
Wim Wenders. It wasn’t entirely my cup of tea, although at the time I
thought it was quite good. The best thing about the experience was the long
conversation I had with Angela while walking to the Leeds Playhouse to
see it, and again walking back to Headingly.
The third week was the first unproductive week. There were many of them
to come, but this, being the first one, was particularly frustrating. We had a
meeting about the exhibition of our new work, and I went to the Nutspeak
lecture, and the Coburg seminar again, but didn’t like them any better than I
had the week before.
I saw a couple of Antonioni films (Blow Up and Zabriskie Point) at the
Hyde Park with Paul and Janet. Paul lived next door to Janet, on the first
floor, while my bedsit was on the second floor (basically in the attic). He
was a medical student, and had lived in Leeds for over a year. He already
knew his way around, and had a very dry sense of humour. I liked him
straight away. There’s something about dry humour which has always
appealed to me. The films however weren’t very good. Both tried to be too
fashionable and trendy. Even by 1977 they were out of date and starting to
make audiences laugh at the way the characters behaved and spoke.
Progress on my film was patchy. Early in the week I saw Sally in college,
and she told me the farmer said we couldn’t use the field and track. But her
landlady also had some fields and paths, and said we could use those.
Malcolm showed me how to use the Bolex H16 camera. It was the basic
tool of all artists who used film, and still is. First Malcolm said he could
come and shoot with us on Friday, but then the following day said he
couldn’t. I made up some notes on acting (or in fact not acting) in films
which were all stolen from Bresson’s book, with a view to giving them to
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Sally and Jacqui, with suitable explanations. Mostly just so they knew they
didn’t have to act.
I did see two good films on consecutive days at the end of the week. The
film society showed Family Life, an excellent early Ken Loach film, and
Polyflix showed The Godfather, which I hadn’t seen before, but found very
impressive, despite a poor 16mm print. (Polyflix was run by the student
union, and ran box office pictures in the main lecture hall, whereas the film
society showed art movies in the smaller art school lecture theatre.)
On Friday, the day I had been due to shoot the film, it was foggy. It wasn’t
too bad in the city centre, but outside Leeds in the countryside you could
barely see your hand in front of your face. Since I had nothing else planned
that day I went with Sally to see the field. I couldn’t see much of it, but the
surrounding area, and the paths nearby were fine, and very little different
from the area the farmer had said we couldn’t use. Sally and I sat in her
cottage for a while and went through my acting notes. I came back to the
Poly at lunchtime and went through my notes with Jacqui, ready for when
we could eventually shoot the film.
On the Saturday I finally had to admit defeat with my cassette recorder,
which had been causing me difficulty on and off since I’d arrived in Leeds.
I didn’t like being without music, or at least without music which ran at the
right speed, so I took it to the shop where I had bought the TV for them to
repair it.
That Saturday was also my birthday. It was the first time I’d been away
from home on my birthday, and there was no prospect of going home until
Christmas. Cards arrived, as did a cheque from my Mum and Dad. But for
the first time I felt not exactly lonely, but certainly alone. I had been born
on my mother’s thirtieth birthday, so there was the added regret of not being
at home for her birthday either.
By way of celebration I went out for a drink with Dave Perks and Steve,
both from the fine art course, and then, as a special birthday treat, we went
to the Playhouse to see a Japanese film called Death By Hanging.
Finally the fog lifted, at least partially, and I went filming. The end result
was fine, but with a slight mistiness in the background, which looked OK.
Sally was excellent in her role, but Jacqui was less confident. Luckily I’d
cast them the right way round, and Sally was the one with all the work to
do.
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Once I was out on location I had trouble remembering it was just an
exercise to learn 16mm techniques, and I tried to get each shot to look as
good as possible. The only problem is that you inevitably have a picture in
your mind when you plan things, but the circumstances of the shoot, the
landscape available, and the way the actors react to your direction, mean
you are constantly adapting, and rarely get more than a close approximation
of what you intended. It becomes a new thing. Sometimes better, sometimes
worse, but not the same.
In the evening I had to go to a Film Society meeting in the bar. The student
union were going to cut £100 from our budget, which in those days
represented about four film screenings, and we were trying to come up with
a strategy to try and stop it. I only had two drinks, but one was a Breaker (a
kind of strong lager which I don’t think you can get anymore) and I was
definitely feeling happy as I walked home.
The day after the initial filming I had to get the titles sorted out. In 1977
this was done by applying letraset to card, and then lighting and filming it.
Strictly speaking it should have been done on an animation rostrum. The
film department at Leeds did have one, but on 100ft of film you couldn’t
really take the film out of the Bolex camera, and re-load it in the Oxberry.
The film lost in the lacing process would be quite a high percentage of the
total film available for the exercise. So I had to shoot it on the Bolex. Not
that the Bolex was a problem in this respect, it could do most things a
rostrum camera could do, including shooting single frames, and it had a
variable angle shutter, allowing you do do in camera fades and dissolves.
The problem was a mechanical one. Getting everything square, and in the
right position without the precise alignment which was possible on a
rostrum was tricky. But what caused me the most trouble was actually
getting the white letraset onto the black card.
While I was struggling, Adrian came into the department and said we
should all go to the University film society in the evening to see a film by
Jean Rouch called Chronique d’un Eté. It was a well known, ground
breaking documentary, about one summer in Paris. In fact it was the
original cinema verité documentary. I decided to go, and so did another girl
who was in the department at the time, and that was how I met Ulla Karina
Korjula.
She was a good looking blonde Scandinavian girl (from Finland) and she
was friendly in a reserved sort of way. It’s difficult to know how to describe
her accurately. All the words she used were open and friendly, but her
manner, accent, and facial expression remained serious. I liked her, and we
gradually became friends. We also had something in common. She had
18

done her foundation course in Great Yarmouth, which was pretty much my
home town, where I’d gone to school, and worked for several years.
We walked over to the University together to see Chronique D’Un Eté. I
didn’t think the film was very good. In the fifteen or so years since it had
been made it had been superseded by many other better films. Direct
cinema had made it redundant. My (controversial) view is that Rouch had a
good idea, but didn’t make much of it. He didn’t fully grasp the potential of
the new way of working which he instigated. Pennebaker, the Maysles, and
Wiseman all picked up the techniques, pushed them further (direct cinema)
and made much better films. As a portrait of Paris in the summer of 1961 it
may now be of some historic interest, but the constant interventions become
a bit wearing after a while.
Other highlights of the fourth week included going to the theatre with the
other occupants of my house. Paul, Angela, Janet and myself all went to the
Playhouse to see a play called “It’s a Mad World My Masters” about which
I remember nothing. I projected King Lear (in Russian) for the Film Society
in CinemaScope. Although visually quite impressive I wasn’t particularly
taken with it. Two and a half hours of subtitled Shakespeare wasn’t really
my thing.
My mini-van finally had to go. The tax and MOT were running out, and I’d
known I wouldn’t be able to keep it. In fact, because everything was so
close at hand, I hadn’t used it for nearly a month. I just about got it started,
and took it down to Leeds Motor Auctions one Friday morning. I didn’t put
a reserve on it, and told them to send me the cheque in the post. Eventually
a cheque for about thirty pounds turned up a few weeks later. It wasn’t in
good condition, and I assume someone bought it for spares.
At the weekend I got my cassette recorder back from repair, and had music
once again. I watched Lawrence of Arabia on TV in the evening.
The following day I went to London for the afternoon screening of Ryan’s
Daughter, another film in the David Lean season at the National Film
Theatre. This was a rare chance to see a 70mm print. Not just of that film,
but of any film. (Almost all cinema films were screened using 35mm
prints.) I had seen it once before in 70mm, back in 1970, but this was
something special. The definition on the screen of NFT1 was astonishing.
Even sitting right at the front, the background detail was pin sharp.
I went to see the film with Jacky Procter. I had met her in Great Yarmouth
in 1975, and had been going out with her, on and off, for a couple of years.
She was in her last year at Queen Mary College in London. Later we had a
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drink and some sandwiches at a pub in Leicester Square, and talked all
evening. I told her about my first month in Leeds. I got the late train back,
and didn’t get to bed until four in the morning.
There was one day left in the month. I slept until mid-day, after my late
return from London, and then went into college, and continued applying
letraset to card, for my film titles. I should have asked someone else to do it
for me. Altogether I’d spent about three days trying to do it (intermittently)
and I still couldn’t seem to get the letters aligned properly. Even if I got
them in line horizontally they were often twisted slightly on the vertical
axis, giving it a very peculiar look. Eventually I got them looking
something like right, before going home for a quiet night in.
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Finally I filmed the title cards for my first 16mm film. This meant the film
could be prepared to go off to the lab, and Malcolm showed me how to do
it. There was a big form to fill in to say what the stock was, if you wanted
force processing, whether you wanted one light grading, or every shot
graded, whether there was a grey scale on the front of the roll, and then you
had to label it up properly so that it didn’t get lost, and have an official
order number to go with it for the invoicing. After that you had to take it
there, or arrange for the laboratory van to pick it up. The lab was
Humphries in Leeds, which processed all the film for Yorkshire TV. But
because there was a minimum charge it wouldn’t be going there until there
was enough exposed film in the unit to justify an order.
In the afternoon we had instruction on how to use the Bolex H16, the
Beaulieu 16 and the Canon 8 cameras. The Bolex was by far the most
robust, and for small jobs I couldn’t imagine using anything else. You
couldn’t shoot sync sound with it though, so ultimately I knew I’d have to
use something else, but we weren’t even being shown the more
sophisticated cameras until we had a good grasp of the basics.
I went to the University Film Society with Dave Perks to see Lancelot Du
Lac. This was a strange Bresson film, with lots of his customary techniques,
but it didn’t work as well as his contemporary work. Dave wasn’t
impressed. I don’t think he could take the shots of people framed from the
knees to the chest, or the jousting, with the concentration on peripheral
things like horses hooves. It wasn’t helped when some of the audience
started laughing at the more gruesome bits, which were very reminiscent of
Monty Python and the Holy Grail. I should think Bresson would have liked
to have taken a broad sword to Terry Jones given the opportunity.
Wednesday brought more Nutspeak, followed by a lecture on Art and
Feminism in the USA by Mary Michaels. Later I had to go to the Hyde Park
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Cinema to see a double bill of “Bullets or Ballots” and “The Treasure of the
Sierra Madre” for some light relief.
On Thursday the 3rd of November we all left at 9.30am, in a big
comfortable coach, for the London trip. Sally came to sit with me, and we
talked all the way, which made the journey surprisingly short. There was
something about her which was immediately appealing. I liked her a lot.
She had something in common with Sarah Denny, who was a friend from
Norwich. She showed me a few of the odd little things they were taught on
foundation (which I didn’t do). Nothing very important, but things I hadn’t
come across before. Compositional tools, colour squares, how to
manipulate perspective, where to put the horizon. I think she might have
decided to educate me.
When we got to the hotel there were four people allocated to our room, and
only three beds. I quickly grabbed a single. There was no way I wanted to
end up sleeping with Glyn, or Phil Cook, or worse still Dave from
Blackpool.
We had been taken to London so we could go to the exhibitions at the
Royal Academy and the Hayward. My reason for being there however was
so that I could watch films and see friends. The first stop was Equus, for yet
another opportunity to see Jenny Agutter without her clothes on. That alone
was well worth the price of the admission in my view. And the film wasn’t
bad either, although it didn’t have that electric tension you get in the play
when the human horses are there in front of you.
Later, in the early evening, I rang Jacky, but she was too busy to see me.
Even though she was a sort of semi-detached girlfriend this was still
incredibly bad behaviour. Although we had seen one another the previous
week, opportunities were limited, and I thought we should take advantage
of them. I had a couple of drinks, and then went round to Angie and Pete’s
in Redcliffe Square (friends from Norwich who had moved to London) to
arrange something for the following day. We decided to go out for a meal. I
returned to the hotel, and played pool with Glyn and Phil Cook until four in
the morning.
The next day (Friday) I thought I should go to the exhibitions (briefly) in
case anyone asked any questions about them. I worked out that if I could
pick out maybe one thing from each exhibition which I could talk about,
that would probably get me out of any trouble. So I did the Royal Academy
in about half an hour, and then moved on to the Haywood. I was very
pleasantly surprised by the Haywood exhibition. It was Matta, and the
canvases were huge, containing many small objects, among them rolls of
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film. The size and shape and curvature meant they resembled cinema
screens, and clearly drew on that feeling you get if you come in at the front
of a cinema when something is being projected, and are taken aback by the
impressive size, the grain of the image, and the distorted perspective. Even
so I didn’t hang about, and headed off to the National Film Theatre for
lunch.
That was where the most amazing thing happened. I met Rob (another
friend from Norwich). He was down in London for the day to go and see
Joan Armatrading. She was doing two concerts, one of which was in the
early evening (because the later one had sold out) and that was the one he
was going to. We had lunch together, and I told him about the meal with
Angie and Pete, and he said he’d come. Before his concert we had time to
go and see Annie Hall in the West End, which was very funny, but
ultimately shallow. I went off to see two films at The Other Cinema, and he
went to the concert. My films were a couple of well reviewed
documentaries. Birth, and The Chicago Maternity Centre Story. In the
course of one afternoon I saw the birth of about twenty babies, and was put
off the idea of sex for quite a while (a couple of hours at least). The only up
side is that I can probably now deliver a baby, and deal with any
complications. Breach birth, forceps deliveries, partial strangulation by the
umbilical cord, failure to breath. No problem. Just send for Dr Jones.
I picked up Sally from the hotel, and gradually began to feel like having sex
again. We went round to Angie and Pete’s place, and not long after that Rob
turned up. After a couple of glasses of wine we went out to Earl’s Court for
a meal and a drink, and it was just like things had been the previous year.
The spirit of Norwich in 1976 was re-kindled for a couple of hours, except
that it was Sally there with us instead of Sarah, but they were so alike you
would hardly have known the difference. Sounds like a strange thing to say,
but it was true. Sarah was much more like Sally than she was like her own
sister.
We went back to Angie and Pete’s for coffee, and talked about Pete’s job at
Chelsea Art College. He seemed to be a sort of technical instructor, so
although he was teaching, he didn’t have to give tutorials, or criticise
anyone’s work. He seemed to have an aversion to that, maybe after his own
experiences in art school, but that wasn’t entirely clear. Sally and I got back
late to the hotel. She went to bed, but I stayed up talking to Dave from
Blackpool until three in the morning (about art for some reason).
The next day I managed to get in a trip to the Motion Picture Bookshop,
before the coach left at lunchtime, and made a great find. They had
imported copies of Joan Tewkesbury’s screenplay for Nashville. It cost
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sixty-five pence, and was a funny little stiffly bound paperback printed
entirely in light blue text throughout. With no videos or DVDs, screenplays
were one of the few ways to study a film, and Nashville was one of the
most important American independent films of that period.
The rest of the weekend was spent recovering, and watching films on TV in
my bedsit, until eventually I started reading the Nashville book, which I
didn’t finish until the early hours of Monday morning.
By this time in Leeds I was watching an average of nine films a week.
However the stand out film of that particular week was undoubtedly The
Spirit of the Beehive. I went with Sally, and we saw it at the university. She
hadn’t see it before, and was very taken with it. Its gentleness, and its
sensitive exploration of the lives of two little girls, seemed to mirror her
personality. In fact it’s difficult to imagine a better match between a film
and a person.
Denise had got as far as German expressionism in her film history course.
The only annoying thing about the course was that she would rent a whole
film, and then just show part of it. Many of the films were almost
impossible to get to see unless you lived next door to the National Film
Theatre. (Again, no videos, and no DVDs.) So I came to an arrangement
with her that I would borrow the prints, and a projector, in the evening, and
show the films to myself in a spare room in the Complementary Studies
department. Finally, after many years of waiting, I was going to get to see
The Blue Angel, directed by Sternberg, and starring a young Marlene
Dietrich. Unfortunately it wasn’t as good as I’d hoped, but worse was to
follow. The projector was on a trolley, and while I was wheeling it back into
the lift, to take it back to Denise’s office, the castor wedged itself into the
gap between the bottom of the lift, and the floor of the corridor. When I
lifted the trolley to try and free it, the trolley went into the lift, but the
castor didn’t. The doors kept opening and closing, and I couldn’t free the
castor. I guessed that if I got the lift to move the castor might jump out , so I
pressed the button for the floor I wanted. There was a terrible grinding
noise, and the sound of a castor falling to the bottom of the lift shaft.
Since the loan of the film and the projector was a favour I felt under an
obligation to replace the missing castor. The maintenance department were
unwilling to stop the lifts, and explore what lay at the bottom of the shaft,
so I had to try and get hold of a castor of the right size and fitting. The
whole of the following morning was wasted, and I only managed to find
something which was approximately right, and had to be held in place by
gaffer tape. The trolley was usable, but was never quite the same again.
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Doug Haig, the Complementary Studies technician, gave me a lesson in
how to spool up and project 35mm films. In comparison with 8mm which I
was used to, and 16mm which I had just started using, it was like lacing
leather. It was robust, and not at all delicate.
Malcolm and I took some film to the laboratory. Because of the minimum
charges film didn’t go every day, or even every week. We had to wait until
there was enough to justify the expense. My film had been waiting to go
away for just over a week, so I was pleased to see it finally handed over to
Humphries reception, along with some third year animation. I was also
interested to see a laboratory for the first time. The casual attitude of the
staff was worrying. Clearly they didn’t understand the significance of the
material they were dealing with. But I didn’t like to say anything.
The following day we had a meeting regarding a film by Steve, one of the
third year students. He was the one who made the documentary about the
Leeds Fine Art Club Painting Marathon. Now, for his graduation film, he’d
decided to turn his attentions to drama. It was to be a sort of mini feature
film, involving guns, and a chase sequence. All this was to be shot in a
forest at night, in the middle of January. My heart sank. We all had to help.
Malcolm said it would be good experience. I suspected it would be cold and
boring. Nevertheless there was no getting out of it. I was given the job of
camera assistant.
At the weekend I read some of Bresson’s book “Notes on Cinematography”
and started my essay. We were required to write about the London trip
unfortunately, but I’d persuaded Val Gausden that I should be allowed to
write about the films I’d seen, rather than the exhibitions which I’d almost
entirely avoided.
During the week I finished the essay after a little time in the library spent
cheating (otherwise known as plagiarism). I checked out the newspaper
reviews for the films I’d seen, and picked up a few good ideas in the
process.
When my film came back from the laboratory I ran it through, and it looked
OK. It was fine for exposure, and composition, and all the shots looked
useable, so I assumed it would cut together without too much trouble.
Sometime late in the afternoon Sally and Toosa arrived back from seeing
Roman Polanski’s Macbeth at a cinema in town. They were both
enthusiastic about it, and even though I didn’t like Shakespeare I decided to
go and see it myself. It was only on for one day, so I caught the early
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evening performance. Although it was visually impressive, and I felt quite
satisfied after seeing it, it didn’t quite engage me.
The next day I edited my film. Before going to college I’d bought a book
about 16mm film editing, and learned how to do it, at least theoretically.
The techniques were easy to learn, and the equipment was pretty basic,
when compared to modern non-linear editing. I only had two minutes and
forty seconds of material, and the cut length was less than ninety seconds,
so it didn’t take long, even though it was the first time I’d done it. Malcolm
came and had a look, and we had a disagreement over the length of shot.
This was going to be an on going battle over three years, which Malcolm
wasn’t going to win. But he did have a couple of good suggestions for
exactly where the cut should come, to smooth things out, so I changed some
things and not others.
Adrian then explained how the film would behave physically in a projector,
and showed me how to back the splices to avoid them jack-knifing and
destroying themselves. He also said I shouldn’t make any decision about
whether the cut was OK until I had projected it. His reasoning was that it
looks very different on a big screen, compared with how it looks on the tiny
screen of the Acmade editing machine. We didn’t use Pic-Syncs
incidentally, but used some very rare flat bed motorised decks with foot
controls, including a very sensitive accelerator pedal. Since leaving Leeds
I’ve never come across anything remotely similar.
In the evening, after the film society screening (Death by Hanging again
would you believe) Anne invited me to go back to hers for coffee. We
chatted for a long time, before she finally kicked me out. Being a law
student, she had some real lectures to go to the following day.
On Friday I handed my essay in to Anita, and then I projected the film to
see how it looked. Despite the fact that it was only an exercise to learn the
techniques involved I rather liked it. Malcolm and I then went out to his
house at Bishop Monkton, about twenty miles north of Leeds. It was nice to
get out of the city, and to be fed well by Malcolm’s wife. Later we went to
the local Mechanic’s Institute where Malcolm was the referee for a snooker
match. In the evening we were supposed to do some work on the
soundtrack of a film Malcolm was making for a local charity. Unfortunately
when we screened the print we discovered it wasn’t in very good condition,
and the chances of adding a soundtrack to it were slim, so we abandoned
the idea.
During the morning on Saturday we went to have a look at the location for
Steve’s film. It looked pretty good in daylight. In fact it was very
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picturesque with the autumn sun shining on the remaining yellow and
brown leaves, and with a slight mist hanging over everything. But I
couldn’t help wonder what it would be like in the middle of the night in
January. I went back to Leeds in the afternoon on the bus, and then had my
usual weekend watching films at the Hyde Park Cinema, or on TV.
I filmed some 8mm titles for a film I’d started making before going to
Leeds, and this was almost the last thing I did on it, before abandoning it
for ever. Some time later I discovered it wouldn’t cut together, and there
didn’t seem any point in continuing.
Another Sally (3rd year Graphics) was making a film in the studio. I looked
in to see how it was going. Adrian had said she might need some help, but
things seemed to be progressing well. She was filming a 1960s party, and it
was very colourful. She was actually in the film, and was wearing a very
tight PVC catsuit, which was striking to say the least. Later as I was
aimlessly passing some time in the film unit post-production area Bill
Mason (Graphics Film Lecturer) came through laughing. He said the catsuit
had split and was currently being repaired with gaffer tape. Sadly my
assistance was not required.
In the evening I went out with Angela from my house. We went to the Hyde
Park Picture House to see a double bill of “Orchestra Wives” and “Mash”.
The first of these was a Glen Miller picture from the early forties, and the
print was terrible. Bits were missing all over the place, and the picture
jumped every few seconds. Mash though was good as always. Robert
Altman again.
Over a couple of days I showed my film exercise “The Meeting” to anyone
and everyone. Reactions were mixed, but I was pretty happy with it as a
first attempt to get to grips with 16mm. Every bit of the process had been
different from anything I’d done before, and I’d learned a lot. Steve from
Fine Art looked at it, and was interested in the technical side as well as the
vaguely artistic bit of it. In the end I spent most of the day with him. First
we saw Russell Platt for a chat, then we watched “F for Fake” by Orson
Welles, which is good but not entirely satisfactory. Finally we went for a
meal to the Metropole Hotel. Steve had met a girl at Beckett Park. She was
on the teacher’s training course there, and he had asked her to go for a meal
with him (prior to an attempted seduction) so we were giving the place a
test run. The meal was fine, but the service wasn’t great. I think they might
have been able to tell we were students.
We were all taken on a trip to the Whitworth gallery in Manchester. I think
it was compulsory, or I don’t think I would have bothered. It was a
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Northern Young Contemporaries exhibition, but there wasn’t much that
appealed to me. Some of the sculpture was good, but on the whole it was
pretty average. I thought I’d seen better work at the Norwich Art School
show in the summer. Funnily enough there were some cardboard and metal
constructions by Ross Winning who actually was at Norwich.
Some bright blue powder paint arrived in the post. It was in a carefully
wrapped matchbox. Viv, one of my friends from Norwich, who was now on
the post-graduate Fine Art course in Newcastle had sent it to me with
instructions to tip it out somewhere, take pictures of it, and send her the
prints. It was a very striking colour, so I decided to photograph it in black
and white, and concentrate on the texture instead of the colour, because I
didn’t think she would expect that. Steve decided he would come along, and
see what I was able to make of it. And he also said he wanted to learn a bit
about photography (aperture and depth of field in particular). So we set off
for the canal area, and the arches down by the station to find some
interesting textures. A good result came from putting it in a shaft of sunlight
on the road, where the fine granular nature of the paint contrasted with the
coarser texture of the tarmac. Another good shot involved putting it on top
of a white mooring post, which was cracked.
Naturally enough we talked as we walked. Despite the poor service at the
Metropole a couple of nights before, Steve still thought this was the place
to go with his new girlfriend. He thought that if he was wearing a suit, and
she was wearing a nice dress, they would look like any other young couple,
and since they wouldn’t look like grubby students the service would
improve. Also he thought the staff would be more up for it on a Friday night
when it was buzzing. (We’d been mid-week when it was almost empty.)
And there was no denying the food had been good. So on the way back he
popped in and made a booking. Eventually he went home to make
preparations, which as I recall involved changing the sheets on the bed,
putting candles around the place, having a bath, and generally making
himself presentable. I went off the library where I started writing what I
hoped would be my second film, and in the evening I went to the University
to see “The King of Marvin Gardens” which is still a favourite of mine.
The following day (Saturday) I took the early train down to London so that
I could go to the London Film Festival. Sadly I only ever got a taste of it.
The whole thing lasted for nearly three weeks, but I only ever managed a
couple of days. I’d booked in advance for a number of films which
interested me. In those days most of the films were at the National Film
Theatre, and because you could do all your viewing, eating and drinking in
one place, you could fit a large number of films into a short period of time.
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I saw “Martin” in the morning, which was a strange vampire story by
George Romero who made Night of the Living Dead, and then the excellent
News From Home. This was undoubtedly the film of the month, or even the
film of the year. It is a difficult film to categorise. I suppose the best I can
do is to say it is a personal documentary. Chantal Akerman (who made it)
combined long shots of New York streets with her mother’s letters from her
home in Belgium. You become aware of the isolation of the director from
her family and her roots, without ever hearing a word from her. The
coalescence of the images of her new life, with the reminders of the past,
and the dislocated sounds of home, become an integrated whole, which tell
you more than you could ever probably understand in any other way.
This was an enormously influential film for me. I knew immediately that at
some point I would copy it, or at least copy its central idea. But I also knew
it wouldn’t actually be a copy. It’s something like a diary. Many people
write diaries, often in the same form, but they are all very different. In a
way this is a film that everyone should make. The structure might be the
same, but all the films would have their own identity.
In 1975 I’d seen Jeanne Dielman, by the same director, and this also had a
profound effect on me. Akerman took what Bresson did and pushed it
further in Jeanne Dielman. Bresson certainly never made a film anything
like News From Home, but spiritually I thought it came from the same
place. There was a definite connection. But most importantly (from my
point of view) there was a connection with me.
Jacky met me in the evening. We went to the Paris Pullman to see a film
called “Serail” which I liked, although I doubt if I would still enjoy it. The
theatricality would annoy me now. Jacky had moved to Buckhurst Hill,
which was a fair way out of London. However we went back to hers, and
talked until late, despite the fact that I had to be up early in the morning to
get back to the National Film Theatre.
On the Sunday I saw five films, of which only one stood out. Death Trap
was Tobe Hooper’s follow up to Texas Chainsaw Massacre. It was the first
horror movie I’d seen with a sense of humour. Unfortunately it wasn’t
released in the UK for several years, because the British Board of Film
Censors didn't like the combination of humour and violence, and refused to
give it a certificate. It wasn’t actually a very good film, but it stood out
because it was ground-breaking. Seen today however I think it wouldn’t
grab your attention, because there have been so many similar films in the
intervening years.
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When I got back from London, I processed the film of the blue powder. The
negatives looked good. I left them drying and went to meet Janet. We went
to the Grand Theatre to see Mike Harding. He was very funny, and we got
our programme signed after the show.
The next day I made some prints from the blue powder negatives, and
parcelled them up to send them to Viv in Newcastle. Finding anything in
the Poly was difficult. Eventually I managed to lay my hands on card,
sellotape, scissors etc, but it wasn’t as easy as you would have expected it
to be in an art and design department.
At the University I saw Adoption, which I’d seen before. It was just as good
the second time. Later I went home with Steve for a soup and bread tea,
which was probably all he could afford after two meals at the Metropole in
three days. Apparently things had gone well, although he didn’t give me all
the details (fortunately). We talked until late, and I eventually walked the
short distance home.
On the last day of the month I spent most of the day working on Ulla’s film.
Adrian wanted her to make a film which would show new students how to
use the cameras. I didn’t really think it was a good idea. You needed to
actually handle the camera, and practice loading the magazines, and get the
feel of the controls. But Adrian thought it would be a worthwhile
introduction, and so Ulla had to make the film for her assessment. (They
got a brief which they had to follow in Graphics.) So despite my
reservations, and because I liked Ulla, I agreed to help out. However we
spent so long setting it up in the studio that we didn’t actually manage to
shoot anything on the first day.
During a lull in the activity I sat down with Adrian, and said I was getting a
little frustrated at how long the 16mm exercises were taking. I was after all
on a fine art course, and would be assessed on work which I was supposed
to have originated. It wasn’t going to look good if I only had a couple of
exercises to show. He wouldn’t give way on letting me do anything on
16mm until I had completed the exercises (there were two more) because it
was so expensive if I made mistakes due to lack of experience. However he
did say he would give me a generous amount of Super 8 if I had something
I wanted to make.
I explained the idea of what I called my “Leeds Documentary” without
mentioning that it was stolen from Chantal Akerman, and he agreed this
sounded like an interesting interim project. I eventually negotiated ten rolls
of Super 8 to make the first part of it. He also agreed in principle to provide
about thirty or forty rolls over the three years, but suggested it was made in
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stand alone sections, with each bit being completed before he issued
another batch of stock. Because it required so much film I had never
expected to be allowed to make that particular project on 16mm anyway. So
I went off to the Hyde Park Picture House in the evening, happy that
Chantal Akerman had given me a good idea, and that Adrian had given me
the film to make it.
And the film I saw wasn’t bad either. O Lucky Man was Lindsay
Anderson’s follow up to “If”. It isn’t screened much now, but I thought at
the time that it was a fascinating romp through 1970s England, awash with
ideas, and songs, and charismatic charm. I got quite a buzz out of it, and
despite its length (nearly three hours) I found it constantly interesting, and
didn’t want it to end. I doubt if it has stood the test of time, and by now I
should think it looks pretty dated.
But I was in a good mood, because I was going to make my film, and it
proved an excellent way to end the month.
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Three more days were spent helping Ulla make a film about how to use an
Arriflex BL camera. Not my idea of fun.
I did manage to fit in some films in the evenings though. One of which,
Belle De Jour, was the best Bunuel film I’d seen up to that point, although
that wasn’t saying much. I have a blank spot for Bunuel. The films never
engage me emotionally. Mostly what I want from Art is to feel something.
If I go to a film I want to feel different when I come out. And feeling
slightly bored and slightly irritated doesn’t quite work for me. Belle de Jour
though does at least keep you interested. But it glamourises prostitution,
and although things might be different in France, I don’t think it was ever
quite the way it is depicted in this film. However any film which
concentrates on a woman’s sexual fantasies does tend to keep you
watching.
Over the weekend I started sketching out some ideas for my Leeds film. I
tried to get some of the structure down on paper. The finished film didn’t in
the end come out the way I planned, because things changed over the
course of the three years, and I kept modifying it in line with my current
interests. But I think the planning process did help to clarify things initially.
And I had to start somewhere.
After I finished working on Ulla’s film, there was barely a week left before
the end of term, and things were beginning to wind down. I couldn’t bring
myself to actually start anything, or make any decisions. Some preparation
was possible for what would happen in the spring term, but things became
very fragmented.
I watched thirty-two films in twelve days. Hardly any were new to me, and
only a few were of any importance. Last Tango in Paris, Some Like it Hot,
and Taxi Driver stood out. I processed some photographs, and started my
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essay on “The Passenger” ready to hand it in before the end of term. Adrian
had a long talk with me, and so did Bill Major. When I didn’t have anything
better to do I had taken to hanging around in the main fine art studio, where
I had some good conversations with Graham Hardy and Phil Cook, who
didn’t seem to mind me interrupting their work.
We had a meeting about Steve’s graduation film, and it ended up being put
back a bit, because pre-production was taking longer than he expected.
Luckily the new dates didn’t conflict with the holidays, so I discovered I
would be able to stay in Norfolk a bit longer.
Later the same day we ended up showing the wrong version of Romeo and
Juliet at the film society. The distributor had sent us the 1954 version,
instead of the 1968 Franco Zefferelli version which we had ordered. No one
realised until the titles actually came on the screen, because of course the
boxes and the film leaders were just marked “Romeo and Juliet”.
I had a strangely disturbed last weekend in Leeds when I went to an all
night horror film show at the Playhouse. Only one film, Night of the Living
Dead, was actually worth watching. I could barely stay awake after about
5am, and I didn’t get to bed until around eight in the morning. The next two
days were very odd. I was up late both days, didn’t know when to eat
meals, and couldn’t get my body clock back on schedule. In addition I
didn’t feel at all well.
The Fine Art Christmas party was on Tuesday 13th December, and by this
time it was clear I had a cold. But I wasn’t going to miss it. I went into
college after dinner, and drank some wine, which seemed to mitigate the
effects of the virus. By the evening I was definitely enjoying myself. And I
continued to enjoy myself right up to the end of the party. This involved
repeatedly dancing, then drinking some more wine, and then dancing again.
Without any warning the music stopped and the lights came on. It was the
end, and we were all thrown out into the cold and the dark by security staff
who were obviously keen to lock up and get away.
Suddenly things didn’t seem so good. Various friendships had formed over
the course of the evening. Couples were going off with one another, but I
was going home by myself. As I walked back I became a little sad. It all
began to look depressing. Eventually I collapsed into bed.
The following day things were a lot worse. The after effects of the wine,
and the cold virus, had combined to knock me out. I stayed in bed, and put
the electric fire on. Later I wrote some more of my essay, but I didn’t go
out.
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On Thursday I had to go out. I was due to leave Leeds on Friday morning,
so there was a lot of washing to do. Reluctantly I went down to the
launderette, and washed and dried everything. In the afternoon I went into
college to hand in my essay to Val Gausden. After that I went for a haircut.
Then I made the mistake of going back to the college to pick some things
up. Despite the fact that it was my last day, Adrian decided to teach me how
to use the Bauer double-head projector, and the mixing desk in the sound
room.
The train left Leeds at 7.10.am, so I had to be up well before five to eat
some breakfast, have a bath, and walk down to the station. I had a very
heavy suitcase, a hold-all, and a rucksack. Somehow I couldn’t bring
myself to go home without everything I might need, and that included
camera equipment, a portable tape-recorder, folders of notes relating to film
ideas, clothes, books, audio cassettes, some tools, and a small projector.
After changing trains at Peterborough and Norwich I got to Great Yarmouth
at 1.15. It was the last day of term for my father and mother (both teachers)
so I went down to North Denes School to get a lift home with them. A little
while later my sister and her boyfriend turned up too. (She was in college in
Cambridge at the time, and so was her boyfriend Richard.) In the end it was
a bit of a squeeze. Five people and all their luggage in a mark one Ford
Escort.
In the evening we all went to the theatre to see The Birds. I’d seen the
Hitchcock film, and I couldn’t quite imagine how they were going to bring
it off on stage. It was certainly going to be a challenge, and I was looking
forward to seeing how it would be done. I imagined they would use back
projection, or some kind of lighting effect, to recreate the flocks of
attacking birds.
When I’d been asked if I wanted to go (several weeks beforehand) no one
had mentioned Aristophanes, and even had they done so I wouldn’t have
known who he was. The truth only began to dawn on me when I started to
read the programme before the performance began. We were about to watch
a modern translation of an ancient Greek comedy. No wonder my sister
looked puzzled when I asked her who would be playing the Tippi Hedren
role. She specialised in literature, and I specialised in film. And at the time
she knew next to nothing about cinema, and I knew absolutely nothing
about Greek drama.
This situation didn’t last however. It wasn’t long before Adrian was trying
to drum into me the three unities of Greek theatre. Every time I presented
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him with a script he would read a few pages and then say, “This is all over
the place. What happened to unity of time, place, and action?”
Unfortunately I never had a good answer. My ideas didn’t seem to lend
themselves to that.
The Christmas holidays were really only a succession of meetings with
friends. Everyone was keen to know how I’d got on. Some people I think
had a suspicion that I might have bitten off more than I could chew. Since
I’d shown no real academic ability at all (ever) they were anxious about my
progress. Everyone was supportive, encouraging, and enthusiastic, but not
necessarily one hundred per cent confident I would do well. Because of the
year I’d spent with Sarah, Viv, and Angela (art students in Norwich) before
applying, I had a pretty good idea of what I was in for, and realised I would
probably get through it without any problems. My friends however didn’t
know what a fine art course was really like.
I told them about the things I enjoyed; the work, the films, the making of
new friends, being away from home, not having to work for a living, the
college environment, the complementary studies lectures (film history and
film criticism), the film society, and the Hyde Park Picture House.
There were things I didn’t enjoy of course, like the 16mm film exercises,
the slow and bureaucratic process of getting things done, and the frustration
of not having a girl friend in Leeds, but they didn’t diminish my enthusiasm
for what I’d come to think of as a three year holiday with a purpose. I was
just at the beginning of that holiday, and I was looking forward to what was
to come. What happened after college didn’t seem to matter. I was in the
moment. Enjoying the present.
One thing which saddened me was the fact that Sally left the course, for
something more to her liking, in Newcastle. I felt close to her, and I was
sorry when she decided to go. I can’t pin down exactly when she left, but it
was before the end of the term. She gave me a little note, folded many times
into a tiny triangular shape, with her address and phone number written
inside, and a message which ended, “good-bye, see you sometime.” But I
didn’t see her again for more than ten years.
On the first Monday of the Christmas break I went to sign on. Technically
the grant was only to support you during the term, so if you’d previously
paid national insurance you were entitled to earnings related unemployment
benefit during the holidays. This was well worth having, and made quite a
difference to my standard of living. And I needed the money because I was
going to do a lot of socialising.
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So I did the rounds. Meeting people at lunchtimes and in the evenings. I
saw David and Sara (several times) Alan Plane, Brian and Liz, Dave
Gawthrop, Stuart, Dave Foster, John Wyatt, Alan and Janet, Peter Abel,
Norman, Lesley, Paul Mobbs, Colin and Jackie, Tom and Margaret, Ted
Rowe, Alan and Toni, and surprisingly Trevor Kerrison, who I hadn’t seen
since he left school, rather earlier than expected, to go to borstal.
All this involved the odd drink here and there. Highlights included going
back to the telephone exchange to see friends, and going to the office
Christmas dinner, which I’d been paying for at 50p a week during the
earlier part of the year while I was still working. My ex-colleagues very
kindly put the remaining fifty pences in on my behalf while I was away in
Leeds. In 1977 twenty-five pounds a head really did buy you an excellent
meal, of many courses, including wine, at a posh hotel, and we had a very
good time indeed.
Mary and I went back to my favourite cinema in Norwich (now sadly
closed) which was the Noverre Cinema at the Assembly Rooms. It was
possibly the most refined cinema in the county, and the one where I
received my early film education. Housed in a beautiful Georgian building
which included art galleries and a concert hall, it was very genteel, although
not exactly comfortable. The shallow rake of the seats, and the high
position of the screen meant you had a choice between heads obscuring
your view (if you sat at the back) or neck ache (if you sat at the front). We
saw “The Front” starring (but not written or directed by) Woody Allen,
which made for a slightly less neurotic experience, and a better plot, than
you usually get with him. I still like it.
Brian came round to try and fix the soundtrack on an earlier Super 8 film,
but we didn’t get very far, and abandoned work for the pub.
On Christmas Day my grandmother and grandfather came round, and we
had the usual family celebration, lasting until late in the evening.
On New Year’s Eve, most of my friends were either staying at home with
their families, or celebrating at pubs and clubs. I didn’t fancy going out and
participating in all the drinking, which would have been expensive, so I
stayed at home, watched the Paul Daniels show on TV, saw the new year in
with the family, and then went to bed.
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I was looking forward to getting back to Leeds. But there was still a week
of the holiday left, and there were still people to see. I had a little film
screening (from my archive) for Alan Plane, and spent some time with
Brian looking at the mixer he built himself. Dad took me to see Alan Berry
(who taught me everything I knew about films up to the point where I went
to Leeds) and Toni (his wife) made Lentil Curry for lunch. I went for a
drink with Tom, sorted out Ann Bridges Hi-Fi system, and met Rob for a
drink in Norwich.
The rest of the family went to the Great Yarmouth Amateur Operatic and
Dramatic Society pantomime, while I went to the Regent cinema to see
“Rollercoaster” in Sensurround, a wonderful audio system designed to
vibrate the audience as if they really were riding on the doomed
rollercoaster of the title. This, it has to be said, was pretty effective. An
extra unexpected touch of authenticity was added when bits of plaster
began falling from the ceiling. The huge speakers installed all round the
auditorium were shaking the whole building, which was in reality an old
music hall, and certainly not designed for such cutting edge technology. I
think this was the last film made in Sensurround before the film industry
finally came to its senses. (It had originally been designed for “Earthquake”
a couple of years before.)
On Saturday the 7th January I went back on the train. We had a final preproduction meeting about Steve’s film on the Sunday, following which we
all went to the Poly to load the gear into Malcolm's VW camper van.
After we’d finished I went to the Playhouse to see The Godfather Part 2.
This is the one sequel in film history which is better than the original. I
hadn’t seen it before, but I was astonished at the sheer virtuosity of it. The
film flowed, constantly moving backwards and forwards in time. It was
truly epic.
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The following day was the beginning of term. But I didn’t go into college
for over a week, because we were filming somewhere near Bishop
Monkton, about twenty miles north of Leeds. After lunch we went out to
the location, and spent some time setting up, ready for late afternoon when
it was dark enough to start shooting. (The whole film was set in darkness,
no daylight scenes at all.) Then we continued until that day’s schedule was
complete, which was in the early hours of the morning.
We did this for eight days without a break. It was a very odd feeling. There
wasn’t time to do anything else. Every waking moment was spent on the
film. It became a routine. Film, sleep, film, sleep, film, sleep. But because
we finished so late, every day began with lunch.
The first night was in Palfrey’s Lane, the second and most subsequent
nights we were in the woods (literally and metaphorically). Power was
supplied from nearby buildings, and we had nearly every light in the film
department out there to simulate moonlight. I got fed up with it very
quickly. First of all the script wasn’t very good, so I didn’t feel I was
contributing to something worthwhile. Secondly I resented the time I was
spending on it when I could have been doing my own work. Thirdly I had
the impression the other students were playing at being a film crew. They
had far too much equipment, and Steve was conducting himself like Erich
von Stroheim or D. W. Griffith. All that was missing was the whip and the
jodhpurs.
It wasn’t a good introduction to how films were made in the real world,
because it put me off, and made me want to avoid that kind of production
process in the future. I could see how the method employed enabled you to
make something complex in an efficient way, but it seemed designed to
produce mediocre work and poor performances. And yet it was certainly the
way The Godfather Part 2 had been made. But not by Steve.
Then there was the boredom element. On a film set you sit around doing
nothing for most of the time. But you can’t really think seriously, because
of everything going on around you. What I began to think about were ways
of bringing it all to an end. The film did involve firearms (for which
Malcolm had a licence) but they were kept locked in the camper van. There
were also some very heavy lights, on high stands. If one of those were to
accidentally fall on Steve... But then my thoughts were interrupted.
“Sound. Where’s sound?”
“Coming.”
“Run sound.”
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“Sound running.”
“Run camera.”
“Camera running.”
“Mark it.”
“Scene four take one.”
“Action.”
“I can see the mike.”
“Cut. What’s that fucking mike doing there. We’re wide on this.”
On the other hand I could just kill him with my bare hands and plead
artistic integrity. No jury would ever convict me. All the defence would
have to do would be to screen the rushes.
On Wednesday the weather forecast was terrible. But Steve was insistent
that we were going to film through whatever nature had to throw at us.
Throughout the afternoon the wind began to blow harder and harder. By
four it was a gale. By five we’d done two shots, and the lights on their high
stands really were in danger of falling on Steve without any help from me.
Then the snow arrived, driving in, almost horizontally. Malcolm called a
halt. It was too dangerous to continue. The combined risk of injury from
falling lights, and electrocution (if the snow got into the lights and melted)
was too great. We retired to the pub.
The next day we had another little problem. Although it was a fine dry night
with no wind, the clearing in the woods where we were shooting was
several inches deep in snow. And of course it wouldn’t cut together with
what we’d already shot. It was a continuity problem of serious proportions.
But Steve was sure we could overcome the obstacles put in our way. So we
started digging. Astonishingly, despite my less than enthusiastic efforts,
after several hours we had cleared enough snow to allow us to shoot
(unfortunately). Because we were now one and a half nights behind
schedule, everyone worked very efficiently, and we had our most
productive night up to that point.
On Friday however things were put further behind schedule when the
camera packed up. It wouldn’t run to speed, and no one could work out
why. What that would mean if we continued shooting, was that the sound
would not synchronise with the picture. We weren’t using the modern
method (crystal sync) we were using cable sync, so we tried the spare
cables, but we still couldn’t get it to work. Despite the mountains of
equipment we’d brought out with us, the one thing we didn’t have was a
spare camera. Once again we ended up in the pub.
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The following day, Malcolm brought out another camera from the Poly, and
we continued for a further three nights, often not finishing until five or six
in the morning, because we were so far behind. On the Sunday we did two
nights shooting in one night. By the end of it I was cold and tired, and very
fed up with the whole thing. Finally in the early hours of the 17th of
January we wrapped for the last time. Steve and I took the gear back to
Leeds, and then took refuge in The Sandwich Box for a bacon roll and a
mug of tea, before going home to bed.
I slept for most of the next day, and then went to the pictures. When I got
back I turned on the TV to watch the news. Accidentally I caught about five
minutes of the programme which preceded it. There was something familiar
about it, and yet it was something I hadn’t seen before. The dialogue, and
the situation, were instantly recognisable, but not the images. It took me a
few moments to recall where I had come across it before. Suddenly it
dawned on me that I was watching a dramatisation of Red Shift, which I’d
been working on the previous term, with a view to using part of it as the
basis of my graduation film. But the BBC had got there first. I wasn’t very
pleased. The book was aimed at adolescents, and I had never imagined they
would make a Play for Today out of it. The other thing which was annoying
was that had I known it was on I would have watched it, but because I’d
been working on Steve’s film I hadn’t had a chance to buy a Radio Times.
When I finally went into college I found I had a report waiting for me in my
pigeon hole. It was a bit non-committal, and implied I would have to be
more assertive in my relationship with the film department if I wanted to
get my own work done. They didn’t know of course, but I’d already come
to that conclusion myself, and sorted it out with Adrian before Christmas.
Even so I found it slightly irritating. I’m not sure why, but it might have
been because I would have liked to have solved the problem before it found
its way into a report.
Over the Christmas period I’d given some thought to my big three year
Super 8 project. I knew it would run alongside other work on 16mm, and
that eventually some of the 16mm projects would be more important than it.
But at the time it was the focus of my creative work, while I gained
experience of 16mm techniques. I thought I’d worked out how Chantal
Akerman had probably constructed News From Home. Everything, it
seemed to me, started with the letters. She must have chosen them, edited
them on paper, and recorded them, before deciding on the images which
would accompany them. Now, looking back, I’m not so sure it was done
that way. I think it may have been a more fluid process. But at the time that
was how I decided to do it.
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At some point over the previous few weeks I had selected the letters I
wanted to use from the many which had been sent to me during my first
term in Leeds. Unlike Chantal Akerman I didn’t want to use letters from
just one person. I wanted to depict my relationship with my previous life,
not my relationship with one individual. Many years later I re-cut the first
part of the film to depict my relationship with Jacky. I’m still not sure
which version works best.
I booked the sound room and persuaded Val Gausden, Sarah Rogers, Steve
Bradley, Dominique and several other people to read letters for me, while I
recorded them. I had hoped to do it all in one day, but there were a few
problems. Some people just didn’t turn up when they were supposed to,
some weren’t available when the room was free, and some couldn’t read
two pages without making a mistake. Sound editing was rather crude in
those days, involving chinagraph pencils, splicing blocks, de-magnetised
razor blades, and splicing tape, so I was anxious to get good takes without
hesitations, as it made the rest of the process a lot easier. In the end it took
over a week.
The complementary studies timetable was a bit tricky for me. There was a
conflict in terms of start times for the options I wanted to take. When I got
my essay subjects from Denise I mentioned it to her, and she sorted it out
for me. In addition to taking Film History, and Film Criticism, I had
decided to take Alan Cuckston’s music course as well. It turned out that he
had a very formal teaching style, and I felt as if I was back in school again.
The course also began with very early music, and I wasn’t much interested
in anything which pre-dated Correlli. However it became more interesting
as it went along.
I spent a whole weekend sorting out my bedsit. It had got into quite a state
before I went home for Christmas, and the ten days on Steve’s film hadn’t
helped. There was a mountain of washing up to do, because I didn’t
generally do it until there wasn’t a clean plate left. In addition I hadn’t
acquired the habit of putting things away, so it was gradually becoming
impossible to walk around without treading on things, and actually finding
anything you wanted was something of a challenge. After the washing up
was done I went shopping, and bought the ingredients for a pot roast. This
was the recommended way of making a roast dinner for one, according to
my Marguerite Patten bedsitter cookery book. (A present from my
workmates.) Unfortunately I hadn’t mastered the art of gravy, and I found
that root vegetables with chicken, in a watery stock, wasn’t particularly
appetising.
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Adrian gave me a little film exercise. He’d suggested it before Christmas,
but I didn’t get round to it until late January. I took the trims from my
Meeting film, and cut them to some music. Five Foot Two, Eyes of Blue
was my choice, because I found a very short version of it, from The Great
Gatsby soundtrack. It wasn’t as easy as it looked. Getting the cuts on the
beat was hard. Nowadays with any kind of non-linear editing on a computer
it would probably take half an hour at most, because you can easily slip and
slide the cuts. When you have to mark the beats exactly, and make actual
cuts in real film, you have to be absolutely certain where the cut should
come before you make it. In the end it took me four days. At one point I
damaged the magnetic track on an editing machine called a Prevost, which
was insanely destructive if you didn’t get the tension just right when you
were lacing it. I made a mental note never to use it again.
Everyone from our house went to see “A Man for All Seasons” at the
Playhouse. It was good, although not as good as the film which had been
based on the play. At the Playhouse the central roles were well performed,
but the minor characters were less convincing. Although Angie, Janet, Paul
and myself all lived in separate bed-sits, we were rather like a family, and
we did quite a lot together. How such similar people, on such dissimilar
courses, all ended up living together I don’t know. Pure chance of course,
but for me it was one of the great things about Leeds.
Steve’s rushes came back from the lab, and he decided to project them in
the viewing room. I wasn’t impressed. I couldn’t believe so many people
had done so much, and achieved so little. He had started off with a poor
script for a rather dull little crime drama, and you could tell just from the
rushes that the direction and performances clearly hadn’t improved things.
The editing (which was going to take months) couldn’t possibly save it. I
didn’t mind that it was bad, only that it had taken up so much of my time. It
was an interesting experience for me, as it was the first time I realised I
definitely wasn’t a team player. And I had also discovered that, at least
when it came to shooting commercial films, you really had to be.
Anne who ran the film society decided she wanted to run for one of the
Student Union full time jobs (Vice President Administration) and wanted
me to help her with her campaign. Really it was just a way of extending her
stay in Leeds. The following Sunday she came round to mine for tea, to
discuss things, but by that time wasn’t sure if she really wanted to do it or
not. We had crumpets for tea, and then watched Breakfast at Tiffany’s on
TV. Although it’s supposed to be a romantic classic, I thought it was very
dated, and unconvincing.
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I was however very impressed by Dog Day Afternoon, which I saw at
Polyflix. Don Carter (Student Union President) lent me the print, and
Malcolm and I watched it again a few days later. It’s an unusual film, and
impressively well made.
I blew quite a bit of cash on a new light meter. The mechanism on my old
one was sticking, so I went to the Leeds Camera Centre and bought a
Weston Euro-Master. My SLR camera didn’t have a meter built in, so
without one I couldn’t take pictures. Although the film unit had light meters
you could book out, I really felt I needed one nearly all the time. Close
inspection of my negative files though suggest I took less photographs
while I was in Leeds than I had done before I went.
The last day of the month was unusually difficult. I went into college to try
and sort out the magnetic track which I’d damaged on the Prevost, for
which I needed to use the sound room, just off the main film unit. But
nobody had a key. So it remained locked all day, because someone had
taken the key home with them, and there was no spare. In utter frustration I
went to the library and continued to write a book I’d started a few days
before. I’d had it in my head for some time that I should write about my
relationship with Sarah Denny, and I decided to fill in the gaps in my
schedule by doing just that. It never came to anything, but I did try on
several occasions to get it started, in a number of different ways.
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There was no choice but to re-record the soundtrack which had been
damaged by the Prevost, and then try to get it all in sync again, which was
about a day’s work.
I went to the boring student union AGM and met Anne there. She had
decided not to stand for the Vice President Administration job, which was a
pity because I thought it would be good to have her around for another year.
Although she had a boyfriend back in the Wirral, we got on well and
enjoyed doing things together.
She had a friend called Carol who also helped out at the film society, and I
kept trying to persuade her to go out with me. After the film society
screening (Farewell My Lovely) I chatted to her for a long time without any
success unfortunately. She was a bit smaller than me, slim, blonde, and very
sharp. Although she wasn’t conventionally good looking there was
something striking about her. She was studying law (final year) and about
to become a solicitor. The last thing she wanted was to date an art student. I
explained that it wasn’t really art, it was film and TV, and I was almost
certainly going to go on to have a career to rival David Lean, so there
would be film premieres to go to, glamourous parties to attend, and when
we weren’t going to film festivals all over the world we would probably be
living in Chelsea, with servants, and an unlimited supply of champagne.
She seemed sceptical for some reason. I gave up and went home with
Graham (Graphics) to talk about sci-fi movies.
Dave Edwards (my friend from the GPO, who had moved to Liverpool)
came to stay for the weekend. So on the Friday I had to do the washing up,
clear the flat up a bit, and go to the launderette. After that I helped Steve
take a chair home from the Poly, and had tea with him. He said there was
going to be a party after the pubs closed, and if Dave and I met him later he
would get the address for us. Apparently it was organised by a friend of his
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girlfriend, and there would be lots of student nurses and female student
teachers there. I went down to the station and picked Dave up off the train.
We walked all the way up to the Original Oak in Headingly, where Steve
duly turned up. After a few drinks we headed off to the party in a terraced
house nearby. We’d been given the name of the girl organising it to help get
us in, which was just as well because some of her larger male friends were
on the door. It was packed with people. The music was loud enough to
wake up half of Leeds, and there was no chance of talking to anyone. In
addition there wasn’t one single person there that I knew. Dave and I
abandoned it after an hour or so and went back to my bedsit.
The weekend wasn’t a very exciting one. We didn’t really have anything in
mind, so we ambled around trying to make our own entertainment. But two
days is a long time to be with someone, every minute of every day, with no
plan, and nowhere to sit comfortably, since my bedsit only had one chair in
it. First I took him to the Poly, and showed him both versions of the
Meeting film. He didn’t look impressed. At lunchtime we had a drink in the
Poly bar, and then visited several pubs in town, before eventually having
lunch. We wandered round the centre of Leeds in the afternoon, trying to
walk off the effects of the mini pub crawl. After coffee at a little café we
went back to my bedsit.
Following a short rest we headed out again for the highlight of the
weekend, a trip to the local Berni Inn. The meal consisted of a largely
inedible steak, with chips, peas, and a side order of battered onion rings.
Thus refreshed we headed to the Hyde Park Cinema to catch the late night
showing of The Boston Strangler. Dave liked this, but I thought it was too
clever, with all the split screen sequences, which didn’t really add anything.
We got up late the next day, picked up some newspapers, and took turns in
the chair reading them. Lunch was taken at the Royal Park, following
which we returned to the bedsit for a late afternoon tea, and then I
thankfully returned him to the station.
Finally I started filming the long Super 8 project. But I only managed half a
day before it started raining. Since I was up in Headingly anyway I went
home for lunch. When the rain got heavier I didn’t fancy going into college,
so I sat at home and watched a film on TV. It was surprisingly good. The
Man Who Could Work Miracles, based on a story by H. G. Wells.
On Shrove Tuesday Malcolm (my tutor) and I went to see Star Wars, which
had just come out. He liked it, but I thought it was awful. During the first
half I was bored stiff, and although things improved in the second half I
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was beyond caring what happened to anyone. The flying sequences were
good, but that wasn’t enough for me. Later Malcolm topped up my stash of
Super 8 with four rolls of 160ASA Ektachrome for shooting the night
sequences. When I got home Janet (who lived downstairs) brought me a
pancake.
One Tuesday I was able to show off at the film criticism class. They
screened The Spider’s Stratagem (Bertolucci) and then discussed it. I had a
slight advantage because I’d seen it several times before. It’s a complex
film, constantly moving backwards and forwards in time, based on a Borges
short story. Although there is a definitive interpretation of events, all the
characters or groups in the film see things differently. One group
misrepresents what they believe to be the truth, unaware that they too have
been misled. I’d worked out the plot a couple of years before, so as the
discussion progressed, and people argued with one another, I was
constantly able to explain what had happened, and why. This may not have
endeared me to anyone, but I certainly enjoyed it.
I took some photographs of Anne. She said she didn’t have any good ones
(which was surprising, since she was very photogenic) so I shot some
properly lit studio portraits. When I produced a set of contacts a few days
later she didn’t look impressed. I don’t think she understood that they really
only gave a rough idea of what the finished print would look like. Anyway
we chose one together, and I made an enlargement of it, with very pleasing
results. Once it was up to 10x8, properly exposed, with a little dodging in,
and the blemishes removed, it looked good. She was very happy with the
result.
In fact she showed it to so many people that over the next few weeks I had
requests to do five more portraits. Although I wasn’t charging anything,
some of the participants weren’t happy with my efforts. They made the
mistake of thinking I could somehow make them look as good as Anne, but
the reality is that you can only photograph what is put in front of you.
Faced with their obvious disappointment I decided not to do any more,
unless the subject was either good looking, or unusual in some way. One
young man from the law school was so clearly displeased that I was almost
tempted to remind him I was a photographer, not a plastic surgeon.
One of the Film Society screenings was moved to the Assembly Hall for
some reason. So I had to hump all the projection equipment to the other end
of the Polytechnic and set it up. Unfortunately the film was Roma, which is
by Fellini, and it left me cold. I’ve always had a blank spot where he is
concerned. The characters in his films seem too superficial, and it is
difficult to empathise with them. On the other hand I do enjoy films like
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Gilda (Rita Hayworth might have something to do with it) where there is
not a single honest or likeable character in the film. But then film noir
seems to have a little edge to it.
We were all taken to London again for a conference on Surrealism. This
time we went on the train, and we left early enough on the Sunday morning
for me to go to a movie in the afternoon before the conference started. I saw
a film called Julia, which was good, but it was hard to work out what the
characters wanted. The story ambled along, and I suppose it worked as a
sort of memoir, but it was difficult to see where it was going. I liked it a lot
at the time though, probably because it was elliptical and slow.
Back at the conference we were shown some films. The first of which was
Land Without Bread. This was a Bunuel film about the famine in Spain in
the nineteen thirties. Although he was part of the surrealist movement this
was an early work, and it was a documentary, which owed nothing to the
surrealists at all. (Perhaps the person who booked the film didn’t know
exactly what they were getting.) It was serious political stuff, despite the
fact that the commentary was delivered in a melodramatic way. The
audience laughed. I couldn’t see what was funny about it. These were real
people, actually starving, and some of them were dying. I was shocked by
the cynicism. I didn’t think they would have laughed at images of the
holocaust, or an execution, or the recent famine in Biafra. But because this
had happened forty years before, and because the commentary was to their
ears morbidly exaggerated, they found it funny. I was annoyed by the
reaction.
It goes without saying (but I’m going to say it anyway) that to really
appreciate anything more than a few years old, you need to see it in context,
with half an eye on what else was happening at the time, what other
contemporary work was like, and what had preceded it. I knew they could
all do that with a three hundred year old painting, but somehow they
couldn’t do it with a forty year old film.
Once the films were over Annie took eighteen of us to Soho for a Chinese
meal. We went to a place she knew, and we were taken upstairs to the room
where the Chinese people had their meals. We sat at a huge round table,
with a glass turntable in the middle. She ordered everything, and we just
helped ourselves to anything that took our fancy, spinning the turntable
round to see if there was anything we liked the look of. This was new to
me. I had eaten Chinese food before, but not like that. We had a great time.
At the end of the meal she collected the money from us and paid the bill. I
don’t remember the exact cost, but I do remember it was incredibly cheap.
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Later, back at the hotel, I talked to Patrick about Land Without Bread. I was
still annoyed by the audience reaction. He said he thought they were
laughing only at the way the film was made, in particular the voice-over,
and not at the people in it, or their predicament. He was probably right, but
I still thought I wouldn’t mind starving a few art students as an experiment,
to see if they still felt the same way about it when they were hungry.
We had lectures the following morning. Some were boring, and some were
OK. I went to the National Film Theatre for lunch with Anne Tilby, and
then we looked round the Hayward Gallery at the accompanying exhibition.
I suspect the Surrealist exhibition had been organised first, and then
someone had cobbled together a conference on the back of it. We had
another lecture in the early evening, and then I escaped to go and see Angie
and Pete, my friends from Norwich. I got to Earls Court underground just
as they did, so I was able to walk home with them. We had some tea, and
chatted for ages before I went back to the hotel.
On the last day we had yet more lectures, followed by lunch, and a free
afternoon. I went to see The Lacemaker, which was exceptional. It
belonged to an earlier period in French cinema really, despite the fact that it
had just been made. Its close relatives were the films of Truffaut. I didn’t
see any better films that year. It’s a film about love, about honesty and
dishonesty, about class, and betrayal, and condescension, and unintended
consequences. This was probably the first film where I realised what a great
actress Isabelle Hupert is. I’ve seen her in many films since, but The
Lacemaker lingers in the mind.
Back in Leeds it was bitterly cold, and windy. Being out in it wasn’t much
fun. I was frozen after walking into college from Headingly. Anne had
another change of heart. She decided she was going to run for the Vice
President job after all. While we were in the bar chatting about it, Toosa
came over and talked to us. This was a bit of a shock, because I didn’t think
she liked me.
I spent one Friday afternoon filming. My hands were frozen. It was painful
to take my gloves off to set up the camera for each shot, but I stuck at it.
The metal legs of the tripod were freezing. By the time I’d finished I had no
feeling in my fingers. This was before the days of properly insulated gloves.
I had a break for tea at the Poly and then went out again in the evening,
getting shots of girls on the Headrow, and cars with water vapour coming
out of their exhausts at the station. On Saturday it rained and I was pleased
to stay in. By Sunday it was fine again, so I went out in the afternoon, after
the frost had cleared, but it was still very cold, with a biting wind. I got
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some good deserted streets in the centre of Leeds, with traffic lights going
off and on, actually controlling nothing.
Night Moves (one of my favourite Arthur Penn films) was on at the
Playhouse, so I finished filming and went to see it. When I got back to
Richmond Avenue I found I didn’t have any keys. I remembered I’d put my
jacket under my seat at the Playhouse, so I guessed they’d fallen onto the
floor there. When I rang them I got a helpful security man who went to
have a look under the seats in the front row where I’d been sitting. (The
screen at the Playhouse was at the back of the stage, so the front row wasn’t
a bad place to sit.) He couldn’t find anything. When I knocked on the door
at Richmond Avenue Paul came down. He seemed to think it was quite
amusing, which I didn’t, and said I could sleep on his floor for the night
until I got some more keys off the landlord. The next day I was still
convinced the keys must be at the Playhouse, so I turned up at the box
office door, rang the bell, and asked if I could have a look myself. There
they were, under the seat, right in the middle of the front row. The security
man must have been blind.
On the way home I stopped off at Anne’s house. She was now not sure what
to do about the Vice President job because her boyfriend (back in the
Wirral) didn’t want her to do it. He had thought she would be going home,
and was understandably disappointed that she could be away for another
year. She wasn’t happy. I went home to get some tea, and then went out for
a drink with her later on.
Ron Geesin arrived at the Poly on 21st February 1978. He gave a lecture,
but it was more of a performance really, with talking in between the
performed bits. It worked well overall, and was filled with lots of individual
good things. When I talked to Wig about it later he was extremely
enthusiastic, and so were some of the others. I wasn’t quite as keen as they
were, and I found myself withdrawing slightly from the fan club.
The last few days of the month were filled with odds and ends. I worked on
a new script without much success. I saw Equus at the Playhouse (the play
rather than the film) and was very impressed by the human horses, and the
overall production. There was a strange Japanese film at the film society
called Onibapa, about women who trapped Samurai warriors, killed them,
and sold their armour. Anne and I spent a little time together, drinking, and
considering her dilemma. Graham needed some help with the sound on his
film, so I worked on that for a while. And there were a few good films
around which I’d seen before, and enjoyed watching again.
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MARCH 1978

Anne had persuaded me to consider running for a union executive job. She
said if I stood for Cultural Affairs Secretary I would have some control over
the budget for the film society, and might be able to put on a few special
events. I wasn’t sure about it, and certainly hadn’t thought it through, but I
handed the nomination form in anyway. If others were nominated there
would have to be an election, but that seemed unlikely because it was hard
to get people to fill the posts.
I began writing a script during the first week in March. This was
speculative to say the least. I knew Adrian wasn’t going to let me make a
film with synchronised sound until I’d completed the remaining 16mm
exercises. But having had the idea I wanted to write it. Once I’d finished
the first draft Malcolm and I had a script conference. He thought it was
pretty good, and said it caught the atmosphere I was after.
The Super 8 films I’d shot came back from processing. I went into Leeds
Camera Centre and bought a big reel. When I got back to the college I
spooled them all up, ready to send away for striping. (This is a process
where a magnetic strip is chemically bonded to the soundtrack area of the
film in order that you you can record on it.) Over the next few days I had a
couple of annoying conversations related to this.
The Fine Art department financial year ended in April. Adrian had run out
of money in the film department, and nothing could be spent on processing
until after Easter. I went to see Harold Cove (who was in charge of the
overall budget) but he wouldn’t finance it either. He said Fine Art
contributed to the film unit, and so all requests for film related official
orders had to go through Adrian. The trouble was, all my Super 8 editing
equipment was in Norfolk, so I needed the lab work to be completed before
the holidays, so I could edit the film over Easter. Eventually a compromise
was reached. I could pay for it myself, and claim the money back in the
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summer term. Luckily I could afford to do this, because I had an emergency
fund in the building society, which I’d built up over five years while I was
working. However I felt something was wrong about this, because they
were setting a deadline for assessments, but then couldn’t pay for the work
which would enable you to meet the deadline.
A few days later I gave Patrick the script I’d written. I wanted him to be in
the eventual film, which probably wouldn’t be shot until some time in the
second year. He seemed happy with the script, but not sure he could act.
There wasn’t much dialogue in it, and I was sure he would be fine. He
seemed unselfconscious, and fairly laid back, which was pretty much all
that was required in a film where mise on scène was more important than
anything the actor had to do.
I went to the University to see Dr Strangelove, which I hadn’t seen since I
was a child. It was much better than my memory of it. There was a good
line in it, when a General physically attacks the wheelchair bound scientist,
and the President says, “Gentlemen, you can’t fight in here, this is the War
Room.”
Easter was early, and the term ended on the 17th of March, so there was a
bit of a rush to get my essays done. I stayed up until 3am doing my best to
finish the one which Denise wanted before the holidays. I was helped
slightly when the film for Complementary Studies didn’t arrive, and I
suddenly had an extra half day to work on it.
Somehow I had been persuaded to take some more portraits. Before doing it
I sought advice from Bill Major. He looked at the ones I’d already taken,
and was very helpful, giving me quite a few little tips on how to get the best
results.
Finally the distributor sent the Zefferelli version of Romeo and Juliet (after
they accidentally sent the wrong one earlier in the term) and we showed it
at the Film Society. It wasn’t much of an improvement. I walked home with
Anne afterwards. Her boyfriend had finally persuaded her not to take the
full time union job. Although she seemed pretty committed to him, there
was no question that he wasn’t very popular with her at that point. She did
however seem resigned to the fact that she would be returning to the Wirral.
We had to put up an end of term show in college. Even though my film
wouldn’t be ready until the assessments (the following term) I still had to
put something up in the exhibition the same as everyone else. The only
thing I could really show were photographs, since I couldn’t draw or paint.
So I spent a day in the fine art darkroom making prints, and then another
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day mounting them back in my bedsit, before putting them up in the tiny
space I had been allocated in the studio. It seemed a bit of a waste of time,
because it wasn’t related to my real work at all.
In my mildly disgruntled state, after a day in the darkrooms, I got talking to
Dave from Blackpool in the bar. He always seemed mildly disgruntled to
me, so we had a good chat, moaning about various things, and then we went
to Steve Green’s party until the early hours of the morning.
The last week of term was very fragmented. I had to get the train times
prior my departure, and let my father know when to pick me up, because
the station was nowhere near where we lived in Norfolk.
Somehow I’d already become involved with the Union, even though my
term of office as Cultural Affairs Secretary wouldn’t begin until the
following academic year. We had a meeting with the Polytechnic directorate
about various things, including some problems with B Block.
At the Tuesday seminar, where students presented their work and talked
about it, I had a surprise. Nick, who I had always thought was a public
school boy just playing at art, gave a lucid and interesting talk about his
work, which was enlightening, and in a way unlocked the door both to him
and what he did. I didn’t think he would ever become a great friend of
mine, but at least I had found some connection with him.
Adrian and I discussed the script, and it was a rather destructive discussion,
which more or less ended with me ready to throw it in the waste paper
basket. I think he felt I was getting ahead of myself. There were a couple
more 16mm exercises to go, before they would let me loose on something
more substantial, and he felt my ideas might have matured by then. In
addition he just didn’t like it. He didn’t think it had anything original to say,
and he couldn’t see the connection between the script, and the films he
thought I was committed to making. Actually he was right, and I knew he
was right. I’d tried to steer a course between him and Malcolm. The script
was designed to satisfy Malcolm’s more mainstream position, and also be
simple enough so that Adrian couldn’t argue it was too complex for a first
sync sound film, and thereby, I hoped, advance the process. Malcolm went
for it, but Adrian saw through it.
Because of this, and other negative reactions to my ideas, I felt my
confidence was being eroded. I wasn’t used to criticism. And absolutely
everything was subject to it. There wasn’t much in the way of
encouragement. Most of what I heard was unhelpful. I wrote Adrian a note
about it, but then didn’t send it. It dawned on me that I had to become a bit
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more robust. There was really no point in complaining about it. The only
thing to do was to get on with it. Discard what wasn’t useful, and take on
board anything which helped.
I talked to Graham Hardy about it in the studios. He thought you couldn’t
expect anyone to like your work in a northern art school. That just wasn’t
the way it worked. It was an adversarial system. The staff were there to
challenge you. The resulting argument might help to clarify your ideas. All
you could hope for was some respect for your perseverance in the face of
whatever was thrown at you.
I went to see “The Searchers” in Bradford. The cinema was old fashioned,
and the film was a classic from the fifties. I thought it was excellent, and I
loved the environment too. And it was a bit of an adventure, because I
hadn’t been there before. I liked the train journey, finding my way around,
and discovering something new all by myself. In fact the joy of discovering
something alone, and then telling other people about it, has always appealed
to me. There is an excitement about it not matched by much else. I think I
would have made a good explorer in another life. (If I wasn’t hampered by
not liking anything which is too hot, cold, dangerous, or uncomfortable,
coupled with a fear of flying - or crashing actually - and a distinct dislike of
bad weather at sea.) Maybe not then.
Our first year exhibition was interesting. It wasn’t that there was much
good work, or anything which grabbed me particularly, but an enormous
amount of work showed up which I hadn’t seen anywhere in the studios.
People had obviously been making things in secret at home. Somehow all
that disparate work seemed to come together. I talked to a lot of people that
week who were outside my immediate circle of friends.
Paul, Angela, Janet and myself had an end of term outing to the Playhouse
to see a play called Breezeblock Park, about which I remember nothing.
Very little was scheduled for the last couple of days. Both Complementary
Studies courses were cancelled, so I headed off to the central library to
finish my essay. When I got back I helped Steve to store some of his stuff in
my locker over Easter, and then we both went off with Patrick to the
Coburg, for a drink with Tony Earnshaw, Geoff Teasdale, Jeff Nuttall, and a
woman, who Patrick told me was Jeff Nuttall’s mistress. I didn’t know
anything about his personal circumstances, so I didn’t know in exactly what
sense it was meant. She might just have been his current girlfriend. I had to
leave early, because I’d arranged to go for a drink with Anne in Headingly.
Earnshaw, Nuttall, and Teasdale, seemed to be convinced that the only thing
better than spending the evening with them was having sex, and they sort of
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assumed this was the reason I was leaving. I however thought that almost
anything was better than spending the evening in the pub with them, and I
was pleased to have a reason to escape.
The next day I was up early for a visit to the launderette. Then I picked up
my jacket from the tailor’s (where the sleeves were being altered) took my
exhibition down, and finally made it to the station by lunchtime for the trip
back to Norfolk. Dad picked me up from Acle, and I was back in Martham
in time for tea.
My film had arrived back from the laboratory, so I was about to begin
editing. First of all I made an initial assembly, but things came to a halt on
day one when I had to go out and buy new bulbs for both the projector and
editor. They both blew within minutes, leaving me with no way of seeing
any pictures at all.
The following day I ran through the whole assembly and decided on some
changes. After a couple of days I implemented the changes, made a new
assembly, ran it through, and decided on some more changes. The next cut
worked. With Super 8 you tried to keep this process to a minimum, because
there was no copy of the film. You were working on the master material,
and if you took something out which eventually had to go back, there
would be a noticeable join when you finally projected it.
The next stage was to transfer the recordings of the letters onto the striped
Super 8. Brian my friend from the GPO had a good reel to reel tape
recorder, and was willing to help. He’d done a lot of work with me in the
past, and the process was already familiar to both of us. I’d recorded the
letters during the term, before filming anything, so I knew how it would all
fit together. Nevertheless we spent all of Easter Sunday on it, finishing at
about two in the morning.
The last job was to add the atmos tracks, plus the music and DJ intros to the
last section. I didn’t have any recordings for this, and at the time didn’t
have any effects records either. (There were no CDs.) Brian and I had
decided on the change in tone we wanted for the last part of the night
section, so I went home, made accurate timings, and phoned them through
to him. He then made a number of recordings, ready to make the transfers
the following week.
There were all the usual friends to see, and just getting round everyone took
almost all my spare time. I hadn’t seen my friend David Ward for a long
time. He was a friend from school, and it’s worth saying a little about him.
We had been very close since the fourth year at Grammar School. He came
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from County Durham, and moved to Great Yarmouth when he was thirteen,
after his father got a job in Norfolk. One day he suddenly turned up in our
class. He had red hair, and an accent which was very different from
everyone else. To begin with he didn’t mix much, but one lunchtime we
began talking, and I discovered he liked films, and music, and acting.
Subsequently we did quite a lot together, walking out along Breydon Water
to have a picnic and look at the wrecks, trying to make recordings on some
old tape recorders, going round to one another’s houses to play records, and
being in plays together in school. He was obsessed with Barbra Streisand,
and would save up to buy the latest album, and I would have to listen to it.
When I got a book with a circuit diagram for a transmitter in it, we planned
to start a pirate radio station, broadcasting from his attic. His father was less
than enthusiastic about our project, since he realised it was probably him
that would end up in prison. We were banned from doing this he said,
unless we saved up enough pocket money to buy a ship and do it properly. I
got to know his mum, who was a nurse, and his sisters. And since I lived
ten miles away from him, his mum fed me on numerous occasions, because
if I was visiting I was normally there for the whole day. She was a very
calm, very kind woman, who never seemed to worry about what we were
up to.
So on 28th March I met David outside Debenhams. We went into the shop
for a coffee, and then did a little shopping, before going back to his for
dinner. His younger sister was there. When we’d been in school she had just
been a nuisance, normally getting in the way of whatever it was we wanted
to do. By this time however, she was nineteen, and very attractive. It was a
change I found hard to come to terms with.
He had been pretty serious about acting in school, and had become more
serious about it since leaving, taking various courses, and gaining some
LAMDA certificates. He’d had an audition at RADA, and hadn’t got in, but
he had another audition coming up for the Central School, and had high
hopes for that. We worked out that if he got in, and I did a post grad at the
National Film School, we would both graduate at around the same time. We
thought maybe we should write something together, and then I could direct
it, and he could have the leading role. It seemed like a good plan.
On the last day of the month I went down to London. I was attending the
Spring Viewing Sessions at the National Film Theatre, but I went down a
day early because I wanted to see Jacky. In the afternoon I saw the new
Robert Bresson film “The Devil Probably” which I thought was very good.
Subsequent viewings have made me less convinced of its value, but it
remains interesting as Bresson’s idiosyncratic and very dark response to the
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concerns of the time. Later I went out to Jacky’s house in Buckhurst Hill.
We had a coffee, then went out for a drink. She was living with her older
sister Susan at the time, and after getting back we talked with her until very
late.
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APRIL 1978

I woke up on Saturday 1st April in Buckhurst Hill, left the house quietly,
and got the underground into Waterloo. After finding a Post Office to get
some money out of my Giro account I grabbed some breakfast, and got to
the National Film Theatre (NFT) in time for the first morning film. It was
going to be a long day.
The Viewing Sessions were organised by the British Federation of Film
Societies, and various film distributors, to allow film society representatives
to see all the new art house releases, in the hope that they would then book
the films for local screenings during the following year. I’d been several
times before, having been involved with four film societies before going to
Leeds. Normally it was inspirational. Two theatres (NFT1 & NFT2)
running great films continuously for two days, with a bar, coffee bar,
restaurant, lounge, and film bookshop, all on the premises, for the exclusive
use of the delegates. There were stands for the distributors, who were
handing out programme notes, books, photographs, press packs, and other
promotional material. You could easily watch ten good films in two days.
This time though I had other things planned as well. I watched three films,
and then left at tea time to see Jacky. We went to see The Devil Probably
(the film I’d seen the previous afternoon) at the Camden Plaza with Susan
(Jacky’s sister) and their cousin Jeff. I liked it again, and since I was going
to write my thesis on Bresson I didn’t mind seeing it twice in two days, but
everyone else thought it was slow and boring. I preferred to think of it as
unhurried, or leisurely in pace, or restrained in terms of characterisation and
acting perhaps. But they were clear, it was dull and lethargic, and they
wished they hadn’t gone.
The next day was similar. I watched four films at the NFT, and then met Viv
and Rob (from Norwich) in a pub near the Rainbow. Viv was doing her
post-grad at Newcastle, and had sent me the blue powder paint in the
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autumn term, for me to tip it out somewhere and photograph it. She now
wanted to shoot some clouds in slow motion up in the hills outside
Newcastle, which didn’t sound like a difficult thing to do, so I said I would
help. We had a drink and a chat, before they went off to see Patti Smith.
The significance of seeing Patti Smith at the Rainbow in 1978 completely
escaped me at the time. I’d seen her on Whistle Test and hadn’t been
impressed. I found it curious that her most famous song (Because the
Night) was actually written by Bruce Springsteen.
I then went to Redcliffe Square to see Angie and Pete, from Norwich. We
chatted for a while and I persuaded them to come with me, Jacky, Susan,
and Jeff to see The Passenger at the Paris Pullman, which was just down the
road from them. Luckily, this time, everyone liked the film.
Monday was a really busy day. The morning was taken up with the journey
back to Norfolk, followed by lunch at home, and then a trip to Brian’s to
finish my film soundtrack. We began laying the music and the DJ tracks
after a light tea, and worked through the evening. Eventually we only had
some background traffic to lay in, but we didn’t have anything suitable, so
we improvised. We took a cassette recorder down onto the quay in
Yarmouth, and left it recording in the car, while we went for a drink in the
Star Hotel. Liz (Brian’s wife) came with us, and when we came out at
closing time we had more than enough muffled traffic noise to work with.
We went back to theirs, and did some experiments with the levels, before
dubbing it, eventually finishing at two in the morning. I slept over, and got
the bus back in the morning.
When I got home my father had some bad news. He told me he had read in
the paper that David Ward’s mother had died. Their house had caught fire in
the middle of the night. David had escaped along with his father and sisters,
but his mother hadn’t managed to get out, and had been killed in the fire. It
was one of the few times in my life when I’ve been genuinely shocked. I
had a sick feeling in the pit of my stomach. It was made more real for me
because I’d been sitting in that house, talking to him and his sister, exactly
one week before. I wanted to know what had happened, because I couldn’t
get one particular image out of my mind. I could see his mum, trapped by
the fire on the top floor, knowing what was going to happen to her.
The first person I rang was Brian, because I needed some advice. Brian was
three or four years older than me, and although it didn’t make much
difference most of the time, he was more mature than I was, and I realised
this almost from the first time I met him. I knew I was going to have to try
and get in touch with David, but I had no idea what to say to him.
Somehow I thought it would be up to me to say something that would help.
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Brian wasn’t sure there was anything you could say to help. He said, “Offer
assistance with practical things if he needs it, but you may find you need to
listen rather than talk.”
Over the next few days I tried to phone David. But the line was out of
order, and the calls weren’t being redirected. By the look of the report in the
paper there was no point in going to the house, but I presumed the post
would be sent on, so I wrote him a letter. By the following Friday there was
still no funeral announcement in the paper, so it was clear that it wouldn’t
happen until after I was back in Leeds. We didn’t meet again for some time.
Word spread among our mutual friends, and a small group of us gathered in
the Victoria pub that evening. The person who seemed most affected was
Sara, who hardly knew David, and hadn’t been in school with him. She
drank three Carlsberg specials and then talked to me about marriage,
routine, habit, vanity, bad patches, and how difficult it was to make
relationships work. So I did my listening in the end, but not to David.
The rest of the holiday was flat. For much of the time it was impossible to
think about anything other than David, and his family, and in particular his
mother.
I showed my film to various people in Norfolk, to try and gauge the
reaction to what was a slow and meandering piece of work. Mostly it went
down OK, partly because my friends (who had been forced to watch my
earlier films) realised it wasn’t going to be conventional. But they didn’t
take it very seriously, and if we went to the pub afterwards, it was not the
subject of conversation for very long.
Only a few days of the holiday were left. There were a couple of trips to the
pictures, a day in Norwich with Rob, and a meal out with the family.
Finally, early on the morning of Monday 10th April, I went back to Leeds
with my finished film stuffed into my suitcase.
Assessments took place during the first week of term, so I had to arrange
the screening quickly. There was a slot available in the film department
studio on Wednesday afternoon, so I booked it. Then I had to make some
posters, and ring Jacky, who said she wanted to come up to Leeds to see the
film.
This was also the beginning of a slightly odd episode in my time at Leeds. I
was in the middle of perhaps the biggest campus outside London, Oxford or
Cambridge (if you included the University, Polytechnic and Teacher’s
Training College). The School of Creative Art and Design at the Poly was
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big, and there was another substantial Fine Art department at the University.
There was no shortage of girls. Intellectual girls, artistic girls, musical girls,
in fact there were girls everywhere, of every shape and size and academic
persuasion. But for some reason I thought I wasn’t meeting enough girls. So
I decided to join Dateline, the biggest computer dating company in the UK.
It was some kind of a new term’s resolution. So on that Monday night I
filled in the forms, put them in an envelope, and popped them in the postbox at the end of the road. Quite why I thought they would find me the
perfect partner from the general population, when I already had the ideal
sub-set to choose from, I don’t in retrospect know, but it might have had
something to do with too many hormones and too little sex.
The next day I sorted out the equipment which would be needed for the
screening, and duplicated my posters on the photo-copier in the film
department. Later I went round putting them up everywhere. I probably
overdid it, because I was concerned that not enough people would come,
and that I would end up showing it to me, Patrick, Dave, and Steve.
The day of the world premiere dawned. I got up early, put my 5p in the
meter, turned on the immersion heater, waited nearly an hour for the water
to heat up, and then had a bath. After a walk to the station to meet Jacky, we
wandered up to the Poly. Once the projector was set up, I decided to try it
out, and found it was scratching my test film. Close inspection revealed two
little rollers were missing from a spindle at the back of the film path.
Malcolm rang round and got another projector from the Educational
Technology department, but it didn’t look in good condition, so I
cannibalised it, pinched the rollers, and put them in the Film Department
projector. On the next test run everything worked well. There were a couple
of problems in running domestic projectors in that environment. The
distance between the projector and the screen was greater than the projector
was designed for. So the picture was quite big, but not as bright as it should
have been. Secondly, the amplifier in the projector was running flat out into
the extension speaker, which wasn’t designed to fill that kind of space, so
the sound wasn’t as loud as I would have liked it to be. Nevertheless it was
just about OK on both counts.
Jacky and I went for lunch. When we got back, about fifteen minutes before
the screening, the studio was almost full. More people arrived, and I had to
get extra chairs. Eventually people were standing at the back. I closed the
doors and ran the film. For the whole time, I stood in the projection box,
unable to hear any reaction, or indeed the soundtrack. The shots had always
seemed long to me (intentionally so) but now they seemed interminable. I
began to have the feeling I’d gone too far, possibly much too far. But at the
end it got a round of applause, and everyone who spoke to me had a
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favourable reaction. In fact there was no question it was generally well
received.
Looking back of course I can see that it was showing to the audience who
were most likely to appreciate it. The film was about being on your own, in
the winter, in Leeds, with your previous life intruding significantly, through
the letters you received. Since everyone in the room had just had that
experience, it wasn’t surprising there was some sympathy with the idea. No
one in Leeds had seen a Chantal Akerman film, so the form of it looked
original to them. I had wondered if I was safe in challenging the audience
not to become fed up and walk out, or not to go to sleep. I was pleased most
people felt it worked, got the point across, or conveyed the atmosphere and
feeling that I wanted. But I don’t think it excited anyone in the way that the
Chantal Akerman film (News From Home) had excited me.
Jacky however didn’t know what to make of it. She could see what I was
getting at, but wondered if it really had to be so long. She was surprised
other people liked it. I cleared up all the equipment, stacked up the chairs,
and had a chat to Malcolm. He thought the same as Jacky, which amused
her. Suddenly she thought she might have a career as a film critic.
We had tea in the canteen with Patrick, Ruth, and some others from my
year. There was a lively discussion. Lots of questions about form and
content. By then I was on a bit of a roll, and enjoying the conversation. I
had been so wrapped up in making it for the past few months that I had an
answer for nearly everything, and was pleased to be discussing my work,
which up to that point hadn’t really been possible. It was the first thing I’d
done which hadn’t been an exercise dreamt up by someone else. I felt more
part of the course, once I finally had something to show.
Ruth thought I’d been trying to hypnotise her (and the rest of the audience
presumably) and that was quite perceptive. It wasn’t exactly what I was
after, but inducing a meditative state that allowed you to think, while the
film progressed, was definitely one of the aims. Patrick said you sat there
waiting for the traffic lights to change. It made you see them in a different
way, because ordinarily you never sat and looked at them like that, or for
that long.
On the way back to the station with Jacky she said she felt I’d been
ignoring her. She hadn’t felt part of the long tea time debate. I tried to
explain this was what art college was like. That was one of the important
bits. It wasn’t the formal tutorials or crits which mattered, it was odd
meetings in the studios, conversations in corridors, brief chats in the lift,
arguments in the canteen. She could have joined in, but she didn’t. I didn’t
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think it was my responsibility. She was OK about it, and realised it was a
day when I couldn’t exactly give her my full attention, but I think she felt a
little isolated. It wasn’t a situation she was familiar with.
After she got the train back I was still buzzing. I went back to the Poly,
played some pool, had another discussion about the film over a drink in the
bar, and then went home to bed.
The next day I went to Ilkley with Val, to film her walking across the frame.
This was her project, so it wasn’t quite the kind of composition I would
have chosen. However it was made more dramatic than it might have been
because it had snowed overnight, and was still snowing when we got there.
The moor was covered in snow, rendering everything almost black and
white, because of the contrast. On the way back we stopped for fish and
chips, and a drink in the pub.
Geof, Jeff, and Tony wanted to see the film. They hadn’t made it to the
screening, but needed to see it before they could finish my assessment. I
arranged to show it to them in a small room on the third floor, because it
was the only space I could find which wasn’t booked. It did black out, but it
had white walls (which tends to reduce the contrast of a projected image)
and there was a distinct echo in there, because the walls, floor and ceiling
were plain with no sound absorbing material whatsoever. I couldn’t get the
extension speakers from the studio because they were being used, so we
had to make do with the sound from the speaker in the side of the projector.
So the sound echoed, and we had to put up with the projector noise, and the
picture was lacking in contrast. This was rather annoying, since I’d had a
good screening two days previously, and none of them had managed to go
to it.
All the way through Tony complained that he couldn’t hear the sound
properly. I did wonder if he was getting to the age where he might need a
hearing aid, but decided not to say anything. I did my best to explain that
the circumstances of the viewing weren’t ideal, and there were in any case
limitations to the frequency response on Super 8 Mag Stripe sound. They
clearly thought I was making excuses, but without the money to do it on
16mm, it couldn’t have been improved. They were mildly critical of the
film itself, but I answered all their questions. The impression I was left with
was that although they knew more about art than I would ever know, I was
pretty sure I already knew more about film than all three of them put
together. They tended to steer well clear of any discussion about similarities
to Chantal Akerman, or the influence of Robert Bresson. Later, when I got
the report, I found that according to them, I had a tendency towards
solipsism. I had to go home and look it up in the dictionary, and discovered
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that it is the philosophical view that the only possible knowledge is that of
oneself. Although it was clearly meant as a criticism, it occurred to me that
you were unlikely to be kicked out of art school for that.
But they were right. As I told Jeff later, I had never seen it put so succinctly,
and the words were firmly etched in my brain. In fact I secretly regarded it
as a compliment. It became a little mantra that I would often repeat. And it
became a filter through which I viewed art and film. I still think one of the
functions of art is to make that knowledge of yourself available to others,
even if it’s just in the way you view something, or the way you control the
medium you use.
A conference had been arranged at Loughborough University by the
National Union of Students. The delegates were all people who would have
a Union executive post during the following academic year, and it was
intended to introduce us to our responsibilities. I was less than enthusiastic
about attending, but Don Carter, the Union President, told me I would have
a good time, and meet lots of girls. So several of us from the Poly got the
train to Loughborough one Saturday morning, and then took a taxi to the
University. When we got there it turned out that Don, with his usual
efficiency, had failed to register us, so our arrival was a surprise to the
organisers. We didn’t have any meal vouchers, so we were the last people to
be admitted to the dining hall for lunch, and we had to rush our meal to get
to the afternoon session, which was interminably boring. Everyone except
us got tea, and apparently we didn’t have rooms or beds for the night. My
low tolerance for bureaucratic failure had already kicked in. I went into
town and got some tea, and then walked to the station. When I found there
was a train back to Leeds fifteen minutes later I just got on it. Problem
solved.
Some time later there was an article in Leeds Student (the local campus
newspaper) saying I had run for home, which was correct, but the
photograph was wrongly captioned. When they printed a correction the
following week, they got that wrong as well. I gave up, and stopped reading
it. When I mentioned it to Patrick he said that if you do that kind of job for
the kudos, then you have to accept the other stuff as well. He was right. I
hadn’t just done it for the kudos though. What I really wanted was the
money to put on more films. But we were living in a time of cuts, and when
Denis Healy carved up higher education, it resulted in a reduction to the
student union budget. My cultural affairs allocation was all but wiped out,
and the film society allowance which I’d hoped to increase, dropped
significantly. So it was all for nothing. The endless executive meetings, the
forms, the union administration, the crap in the newspaper, all achieved
absolutely nothing. Well, not exactly. I did manage to put on one extra film.
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What did happen though was that I decided to give up all forms of politics.
I resigned from the Labour Party, which seemed a big thing, since I’d
joined at fourteen, and had been on the management committee of the
Yarmouth constituency. Art and politics didn’t seem to mix to me. (Not the
conventional view I know.) And I also gave up religion. Another big thing,
since I’d been a choir boy, and a server, and a sacristan, in the Church of
England. Art and religion didn’t seem to mix either. Too restrictive. And I
didn’t actually believe anymore. That was the bottom line. Quite a few big
changes for one fourteen day period in early April.
Angie and I went to see Citizen Kane at the Playhouse. I’d seen it before on
television, but it was completely different seeing it on the big screen. You
could see how it would have been groundbreaking at the time. People
wouldn’t have seen those huge deep focus compositions before, which are
mesmerising on the cinema screen, and almost lost on TV. Structurally the
film is innovative as well, so it would have come as quite a shock in 1941. I
liked it a lot, even though I didn’t rate it quite so highly as some of the
critics.
After the abortive weekend in Loughborough I went into college on the
Monday and showed my film to Adrian and Val Gausden (Film Criticism
tutor) who had both asked to see it because word of the original screening
had spread. This time I had a good talk with them afterwards. Unlike the
Fine Art tutors they understood the references, were accepting of the fact
that I had taken the form from Chantal Akerman, and were familiar with the
work of Robert Bresson, and realised how my film related to my interest in
him. They were critical as you might expect, but it was informed criticism,
and I got a lot out of it. Val was always good to talk to about films. He was
gentle and perceptive. Adrian could be a bit more spiky, but was equally
clear sighted, and wasn’t going to let you off the hook with any lack of
clarity in your thinking. The combination of the two of them (good cop, bad
cop) was interesting and at times amusing. They talked to each other about
it as much as to me, and I enjoyed listening to them discuss my work.
The following day I talked to Adrian and Malcolm, and said I had to
continue preparing for future 16mm films, in particular writing scripts, even
if they never came to anything. Adrian still wanted to stick to the 16mm
exercises schedule, which was interminably slow. But they did agree no
harm could come from writing. Also, it didn’t cost anything. So I got stuck
into another script. Initially I put in about three days work on it, and then
continued fiddling with it in any available moment. The moments became
fewer and fewer, because I was committing myself to all kinds of different
activities.
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I saw three key works of British cinema in two days. Only one, A Kind of
Loving, really stood out. The others, Poor Cow, and Darling, didn’t really
work for me. Poor Cow I thought was an unusually poor Ken Loach
picture, and Darling was terminally shallow. But the script for A Kind of
Loving was excellent, the performances were convincing, and John
Schlessinger moved it along at a pace which constantly kept you interested.
I was moved by it, and it stayed with me for several days.
My results from the Dateline computer arrived. Apparently I wasn’t
compatible with anyone living within a thirty mile radius of Leeds. I can’t
say this surprised me. The accompanying letter said this could sometimes
happen if you were too specific about the kind of person you wanted to
meet. So I changed the parameters slightly and sent it back. But by then I
was pretty much resigned to the fact that I’d probably wasted thirty quid.
On each interviewing panel for the following year’s intake, there had to be
a student representative. I hadn’t initially volunteered for this, since I was
well aware of my limitations when it came to art. In fact I knew virtually
nothing about the history of art (despite having read the Gombrich book)
and nothing about contemporary art. The only thing I knew about was film.
So I thought it was only fair to the applicants that they didn’t have me on
their interview panel. You would after all hope to be interviewed by
someone who knew what they were talking about.
However I was in college early one morning, (unlike the student
representative for that day) when Jeff Nuttall found me in the canteen, and
asked if I could help out. I explained that I didn’t think I was the right
person to do it, but he wouldn’t take no for an answer, and ten minutes later
I was looking at the work of some poor applicant, who clearly thought I
was one of the tutors. The applicant’s name was Tim King. He had
photographs and drawings, and a roll of Super 8 film to show us. Jeff
suggested I should look at the film, and report back. Tim and I went up to
the film department, found a projector, and he showed me the film. We also
talked about what he wanted to do. He was interested in making what were
really fantasy films, or at least films with supernatural sequences in them,
using stop frame animation, and pixellation. No one in the film department
was doing that kind of work, and none of the tutors had an interest in that
area as far as I knew. So I advised him that he might be better off at another
college, but he was incredibly enthusiastic, and determined to come to
Leeds. I liked him, as did the rest of the panel, and the work was strong, so
he got in.
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Sometimes the days were very fragmented. An example, for 21st April
was... Into college latish. Talked to Don Carter. Talked to Dave Perks. Went
to see a film with Malcolm. Searched for a 16mm projector for Malcolm to
buy. Met Richard. Went to see Persona at the Hyde Park Picture House.
(Excellent, one of Bergman’s most powerful films.) Went back to Richard’s
for coffee and talked till the early hours of the morning.
Having met Viv at Easter, and agreed to film some clouds for her, we
eventually settled on a date. I tried to book the Bolex for the shoot, but it
turned out Tom needed both Bolex cameras that day, and since my project
was for a student at another college I didn’t exactly have priority. Adrian
tried to persuade me to take a Beaulieu, but they were notoriously
unreliable, and the batteries were at the end of their life. If the battery failed
when we were shooting time-lapse images of clouds we could have wasted
a whole day, and thirty pounds worth of film. When Malcolm came in he
used his contacts to get me a Bolex from Kitson college, and also gave me
some film, on condition that Viv paid for the film and processing when she
came to Leeds to do the edit.
The next day I got the 8.45am train to Newcastle, after humping a bag with
camera, tripod, and accessories, all the way to the station. On arrival in
Newcastle, Nick drove me and Viv up into the hills. We set up, and started
filming clouds one frame at a time, counting the seconds between each
press of the cable release. It took a long time to shoot the whole roll, and
we got very cold. I was pleased to get back to Viv’s, and have some tea,
before going out for a drink in the evening. The next day she showed me
round Newcastle, and took me down the lift in the Tyne Bridge. We went to
the Poly to look for Sally Anne Millard, but she wasn’t in. However I did
talk to one of the girls she lived with, and got a new address for her. We had
some lunch, and then I went back to Leeds.
Later the same day I talked to Sarah Worker for a long time. I hadn’t really
spoken much to her before, but we sort of hit it off. I went for a drink with
her in the evening, and then back to her’s for coffee, and we talked again
until the early hours of the morning. It was one of those interesting first
meetings where you more or less tell each other your entire life stories.
Two days later I had a long talk with Sarah Rogers, and we somehow ended
up going to the Hyde Park Cinema together to see Don’t Look Now. I had
spoken to her before, although up to that point she was just one of the
people I used to see around the studio. I knew she had a boyfriend called
Kevin, who she lived with, and he came to see the film as well, meeting us
at the cinema. But I was surprised when I met him. He wasn’t really what I
had expected. In retrospect I can’t say exactly why. But he didn’t seem to
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be the person she had talked about. It’s funny how someone can be
described to you, and then when you meet them, they turn out to be nothing
like the image you have constructed in your head.
For the May bank holiday weekend (two days of which were in April) I
went to Liverpool to see my friend Dave Edwards. We did many of the
things we used to do when we worked together at Telephone House in
Norwich. There was a visit to a Yates Wine Lodge (sawdust on the floor,
and a selection of cheap Australian wines) a tour of the local pubs, and a
meal in a steak-house. On the Sunday we went to Southport, had a ride on
some go-karts, ate a pub lunch, tried out almost every ride at the fun fair,
and went round some more pubs. The idea (as I remember it) seemed to be
to have a few drinks, and then experience the rides when you were already
slightly dizzy. Although this enhanced the experience, it didn’t necessarily
do the same for those watching from below. Dave always had stories of
people being sick on spectators in a truly spectacular way, although I never
saw it happen. But at twenty-two, the prospect of it definitely amused us.
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MAY 1978

Dave and I woke up on Monday 1st May (the actual bank holiday) with a
plan. We were going to hire a car and go to North Wales. Had we been
successful it would have been madness. The roads would have been
clogged up with traffic, and it would have taken hours to get there and
hours to get back. But we quickly discovered all the car hire companies
were shut. People who were renting cars over the bank holiday had booked
them well in advance, and picked them up several days before. So we got
the train to Chester, wandered round the town wall, went to a military
museum, visited a few pubs at lunch time, and had the obligatory steak in
the evening (again).
Anne (from the film society) had a birthday party at Belinda’s (a club near
the Merrion Centre). The deal was, they gave you the club for a weekday
evening, but you had to fill it with people by giving away a certain number
of tickets. They made their money from the bar. So Anne had invited
everyone she vaguely knew, and quite a lot of friends of friends who she’d
never even met before. The result was that I felt obliged to go, but when I
got there I found I didn’t have a clue who 99% of the people were.
Carol (from the film society) who had previously made it clear she didn’t
want to go out with an art student, was also there. Nevertheless I got on
well with Carol, who was lively and quite good fun. She seemed not to
know anyone either, despite the fact that she was on Anne’s course. So
Carol and I pretty much spent the evening together, talking, and sometimes
dancing if they played a record we particularly liked.
After she left I sat around waiting for Anne, and watching what was going
on. It was like watching a huge role play. No one was being themselves, in
a very seventies kind of way. It looks ridiculous when you see old archive
film of seventies discos, but even then there was something about it which I
didn’t like. The more I watched it the more annoyed I got about it. Quite
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where this came from I don’t know. But I think it was something like this.
People pretended to be something they weren’t in order to kick start
relationships, or get sex, or whatever. But I didn’t want to do that. Actually,
I knew I couldn’t do it. Somehow I couldn’t get out of being me. And so
because I couldn’t do it I thought other people shouldn’t do it. Daft I know,
but that’s how it felt.
Something which had interested me since about 1975 was cinemascope.
This was an extreme aspect ratio which could be achieved with a 2x
anamorphic lens. Using 16mm or 8mm film you could get an aspect ratio of
2.66:1, which is to say, an extremely wide-screen letterbox shape, ideal for
landscapes. The normal almost square shape of 16mm and 8mm never
seemed very cinematic to me. Shooting on 35mm film with its choice of
aspect ratios was out of the question because of the expense, but with a
suitable anamorphic lens you could shoot cinemascope on 16mm or 8mm
and get a widescreen image, at no extra cost.
Malcolm was an ex-BBC cameraman, and quite interested in technical
innovations, so it wasn’t hard to persuade him we should spend some time
and money doing a test, to see if it was feasible with the equipment we had
in college. Graham Day, a student from Graphics was also interested. The
three of us sat down and came up with a plan for how to do it. We needed to
borrow an anamorphic lens from Educational Technology, and construct a
suitable support for it. I’d read articles on how to do it in a magazine called
Movie Maker a few years before, and thought I could come up with a
method of making sure the anamorphic lens was perfectly perpendicular in
relation to the prime lens behind it, to prevent any distortion of the image.
Malcolm went off to see if he could call in a few favours, which was
something he often seemed to be doing for me.
Somehow I ended up going to the Hyde Park Picture house with Sarah
Rogers again. Kevin her boyfriend joined us, and so did Nigel, a friend of
theirs who was a film-maker. We saw a double bill of Savages (by James
Ivory) and Images (by Robert Altman). I’d had high hopes for this doublebill, but they were minor films from both directors, with little to interest
me. We went back to Sarah and Kevin’s, and Sarah quickly made
something to eat. We sat around talking until after two in the morning.
Nigel talked about his work, and we arranged a joint film screening at
Nigel’s house the following evening.
Sarah had made a “Meeting” film in her first year, which she gave to me the
next day. I checked all the tape splices were backed, so that it would project
without any problem, and then joined it to my “Meeting” film, and put them
on a reel. I got to Nigel’s house for about 8.30pm. Kevin and Sarah were
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there, and so were Toosa, and a friend of hers I didn’t know. My film lasted
about a minute and a half, and so did Sarah’s. Nigel however had films
lasting hours. Most of them didn’t have anything to say, although they were
technically very good. What did however impress me was his film about
Gatwick Airport, which was unfinished. Some of the images in it are still
with me today. It was a portrait of Gatwick, from outside the perimeter
fence, and the huge images of planes taking off, landing, and slowly
creeping along outside the buildings, all shot with what must have been an
enormous telephoto lens, were truly impressive.
Following an afternoon with Adrian (showing me and Graham what it was
possible to do with the Film Department sound room) I met Sarah Rogers
on the way out. Like me she was leaving to go home, so we walked to the
end of Victoria Road together, and talked about Nigel’s films.
When I got home I found I had another letter from Dateline. Apparently
they had found someone I was compatible with. She lived in Bradford, but
the details about her were sketchy. I went to the phone box at the end of the
road and rang her. She sounded nice on the phone, if a little hesitant, but it
was difficult to have a meaningful conversation from a public phone box,
constantly waiting for the pips to go, and then putting another ten pence in.
We agreed to meet the following Thursday in Bradford.
I have had only one recurring dream during my adult life. It is a warm and
slightly humid day, with hazy sunshine. I am making my way on foot,
through reed beds, to a small cottage made of timber, where I know Sarah
Denny lives. There are trees in the distance, but mostly all I can see is
reeds, paths, and areas of water in between. Small foot bridges cross the
occasional dyke. The journey is a long one. I walk all day, and don’t reach
her cottage until the evening, without ever meeting anyone else. But it is the
feelings engendered by the dream which are important. The excitement of
knowing I will see her again, the anticipation, the warmth and reassurance
of that feeling. Followed by the contentment of actually being with her.
Back in May 1978, I still had a great deal of affection for Sarah Denny. And
I was suffering from withdrawal symptoms. I hadn’t seen her since the
previous summer, and I wanted to see her, and talk to her about Leeds, and
the people I’d met, and the films I’d seen.
All of this, by itself, wouldn’t have made me visit her, but I’d had a
conversation with Viv when I went to Newcastle to film the clouds, which
made me decide I had to go. She had been to visit Sarah, and said Sarah
was depressed. She was stranded in a little village in Bedfordshire called
Felmersham. She didn’t have a job, or a car, or even a telephone, and there
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was no bus service. She didn’t have any friends near her, and felt cut off
from her previous friends in Norwich. When Hugh went to work in the
mornings, she just stayed in the house until he got home in the evening. She
didn’t write to anyone, because she said writing about nothing was
pointless.
There was no sensible way of getting to Felmersham except by car. So on
Saturday morning I went to Kenning Car Hire on Woodhouse Lane, and
asked if they would hire a car to a student. They checked with their insurer.
Luckily, because I was over 21, and had previously worked, and was
classified as a mature student (if only they knew) they said it was OK. So I
booked a Mini (the cheapest car you could hire) from the following
Monday evening (the earliest they had one available).
Over the weekend and for most of Monday I worried about going to see
Sarah. I wasn’t sure what I would find, or what her attitude to me would be.
I filled in the time by going to a few films, and a concert by the Leeds
Symphony Orchestra at the University. It was a good programme, which
included a couple of my favourites at the time, the Mendelssohn Violin
Concerto, and the Enigma Variations.
I got up at five in the morning on the Tuesday, and left Leeds before six.
Having missed the rush hour the drive was a good one. It was a sunny day,
and once I got off the A1 it was nice to be on country roads. I stopped for
breakfast at a Little Chef. The floods which had affected Bedfordshire a few
weeks before had almost gone. As I got closer I began to go over all the
things that could possibly go wrong. Since it was a surprise visit, she might
be out, or busy (although that seemed unlikely after what Viv had said) or
simply not want to see anyone.
When I got there she was doing the washing. I could see her through the
kitchen window when I went round to the back of the house. Her hair was
wet and straggly, because she had just washed it. The greeting was a strange
one. She opened the door, and invited me in, as if she expected me, or as if I
lived in the village and was in the habit of calling round. She went upstairs
to dry her hair, and came back a few minutes later. Then she told me
everything.
I had arrived in the midst of a crisis. Things were not going well with Hugh.
He was trying to decide whether to attend an interview the following day,
for a job he had applied for in Devon. Sarah didn’t want to go to Devon,
which would be much further away from her family, and friends. She also
wanted to do a post-graduate sculpture course at Farnley Hall in Yorkshire.
The problem was that since they were married, both she and Hugh had to
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live in the same Local Education Authority area in order for her to get a
grant and have her fees paid. But Hugh didn’t want to live in Yorkshire.
Hugh had left for work that morning (at a school in Bedford) with the issue
unresolved.
We put the washing out, and then had a cup of tea. As we were doing this,
the lady from next door popped round with a message from Hugh. He
wanted Sarah to ring him at half past twelve. In the meantime we had a
walk round the village, and went to the pub for a drink. She told me about
the sculpture she had been doing in a wood, near a village, somewhere
between Bedford and Cambridge. But most of the time she was in
Felmersham, and she was bored. Viv was basically right about how Sarah
was feeling. It was pretty obvious that she wasn’t as lively as she had been
in Norwich.
Sarah rang Hugh, and he said he was going for the interview in Devon. He
wanted her to pack his case, and meet him at the station in Bedford, so he
could get a train to Devon that evening. Sarah was unhappy with his
decision, but packed the case anyway. This was the point where I think my
presence began to change the course of events. When it became clear Hugh
was going to Devon, Sarah asked if I could stay for a couple of days.
Although I did not overhear their phone conversations, I suspect she may
have mentioned this to Hugh at some point.
I drove her to Bedford. When we got to the station there was no sign of
Hugh. As we were waiting I saw a message on a notice board for a Mrs
Alexandrov. Sarah’s married name was Alexander, so I pointed it out to her.
The message was almost incomprehensible, but we managed to work out
that it told her to meet Hugh at three, but if he didn’t arrive, she should ring
the school.
There was some time left before three, so we went for a milk shake, and a
coffee, at a small cafe nearby. Sarah gave me a little talk on the importance
of the relationship between politics and art, which was something I was
drawing away from. We got back to the station in plenty of time, but by five
past three Hugh still hadn’t arrived. Sarah rang the school as instructed, but
she couldn’t talk to him because he was teaching. She rang again half an
hour later, and after a short conversation he decided not to go to Devon.
We went back to Felmersham, picked up some bread, took the washing in,
and waited for Hugh. When he got back he was very upset. He didn’t
actually say much, but he obviously wasn’t happy. We had a very strained
meal. When it was over, despite the fact that it was only about seven
o’clock, Hugh went to bed, clearly still sulking.
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Sarah said that in the light of Hugh’s decision not to go to Devon, she was
definitely sending off her application to Farnley Hall. She asked if she
could come and stay with me in Leeds when she came up to Yorkshire for
her interview. I said she could. She again asked if I wanted to stay on in
Felmersham, but the atmosphere in the house was so bad I decided it would
be better if I left. There were clearly issues to be resolved between her and
Hugh, and it wasn’t going to happen while I was there.
On the way back I dropped in on my sister, who was at Homerton College
in Cambridge. We went for a drink with Richard her boyfriend, and then sat
around talking and drinking coffee until late. By then the A1 was pretty
clear of traffic, and the drive back to Leeds was easy.
There was a season of contemporary plays at the Playhouse. Janet, Paul,
and Angie who had other bedsits in the same house as me decided to go to
some of them, and I went along too. We saw plays by Alan Bleasdale (long
before Boys from the Blackstuff) and Alan Ayckbourn, and I was quite
impressed by the standard of the productions as well as the writing.
Afterwards we would sit around, either in Paul’s bedsit, or mine, and talk
about what we’d seen.
Steve, who shot the film in the forest, had a screening of the finished film,
for everyone in the film unit. It turned out to be quite well made technically,
and the edit was better than I expected. All those months in the editing
room (no doubt with help from Adrian) had paid off. I think it was as good
as it could possibly have been in the circumstances. The trouble was that
the performances from the actors were bad, and the film didn’t have
anything to say. It was hard to believe Steve was a Fine Art student. You
would have expected the film’s strengths and weaknesses to be the other
way round. That is to say, bad technically, but bursting with ideas.
Finally I went to Bradford to meet the only girl in West Yorkshire who was
compatible with me (according to Dateline). I waited for an hour, but she
didn’t turn up. I could have phoned to find out what happened, but I didn’t
bother. She had my address, so if something had genuinely gone wrong she
could get in touch, but I didn’t really expect to hear from her.
Steve (first year fine art) and his girlfriend Rona (that expensive meal out,
months ago, had finally paid off) decided to help me get a girlfriend. The
help consisted of going to Steve’s for him to get ready, going to mine for
me to get ready (under supervision) and then going to Rona’s for her to
check my appearance. After that the three of us went out for a meal where I
was given advice on what to do by Steve (who had only just learned what to
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do himself) and more advice on what women want you to do by Rona. Then
I was taken off to the disco at Beckett Park to put this advice into practice.
There was a minor flaw in this strategy. At the time women used to hunt in
pairs (now I understand they hunt in packs) but in 1978 the convention was
that two single men would go to a disco, and approach two single women.
After a dance or two, and the purchase of a few drinks, and a brief
discussion in the toilets, the girls would eventually decide if you were going
to have any success. So Steve and Rona’s idea that I would go to a disco,
and impress some single young lady with my good looks and charm, was
expecting a lot. There were no single young ladies, and I felt that
approaching two women, and asking them to dance, expressed somehow a
sort of supreme confidence which I did not feel.
I’d had it in mind for a while that I wanted to record the whole story of my
time in Norwich with Sarah. Seeing her again brought this back to the front
of my mind. I was concerned that unless I did it relatively quickly a lot of
the details would be lost, because I would forget them. The idea of writing
it all down didn’t appeal to me. So I went into town, bought a pack of
cassettes, and started to dictate it, using my diaries to jog my memory about
the order of events. It took me a week, doing it a bit at a time, and I ended
up with six hours of tape.
Malcolm and I began work on the Anamorphic lens and bracket. Doug Haig
(projectionist and educational technology technician) supplied the lens, and
Malcolm and I went to the chemistry department to blag a suitable bracket.
We then went to the engineering department to have my design for the base
plate and bar turned into reality. It wasn’t exactly precision engineering, but
it did have to be pretty accurately done. The plate had to be made exactly to
size, and then drilled. The bar had to have a slot cut in it, and then it had to
be welded to the plate, perfectly level vertically, and at a ninety degree
angle horizontally to the front edge of the plate. Then the end of the
chemistry clamp had to be modified to fit the size of the lens. All of this
took about two days, and looked like something an amateur car mechanic
might have knocked up in his garage. But the technicians and engineers had
in fact done a very good job, and when we attached it to the tripod head and
the Bolex camera, it looked as if we would get exactly the result we were
hoping for. All we had to do was shoot some film and project it.
Tom (third year fine art film) and Sue (first year fine art) were going out
together. Sue had a friend called Lesley, and they were all going to Nafees
for a curry. I was invited along to make up the numbers. This was the very
first time I’d set foot in an Indian restaurant. Tom went through the menu,
and helped me to order. Then they all amused themselves as I took a big
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mouthful of my Vindaloo, and had to wash it down immediately with a pint
of lager. I took small amounts of the curry, and large quantities of rice after
that, but I still didn’t like it, and I didn’t set foot in an Indian restaurant
again until I went to London, and John explained what a Korma was.
Wednesday 17th May was the day of the Zyklon B show. I’d had some
advice from Sandy Weatherson about performances. He said you should
arrive early, and get a seat by the door. This seemed like good advice. The
previous year there had been the incident when elephant shit was thrown at
the audience, and a couple of years before that there had been the notorious
budgie shooting episode (in which no budgies were harmed apparently).
Anyway I sat near the door. I don’t remember much about the actual
performance, except that some of it was obscure enough for me not to
understand what the point was. Later I talked to Dave Ball (previously
known as Dave from Blackpool) about it. I still didn’t get it. He had a lot of
artwork around his area which seemed concerned with Zyklon B, or at least
the effects of it. Somehow I didn’t feel comfortable with those images
being appropriated and used as art, but no one else seemed bothered.
Anne Tilby gave me a lift home in her little Triumph Herald. She drove
fast, and slightly erratically. I didn’t feel safe. She invited me in for coffee,
and we had a chat. There was something about her which I didn’t quite get
to begin with. She acted as if she was incredibly glamourous and
fascinating, and as if you were bound to be interested in her. The reality (I
thought) was a bit different. I didn’t fancy her, and I didn’t want to be part
of her clique, partly because they seemed slightly boring. I liked people
who had a little edge to them, in their ideas, and in their attitudes. Actually I
liked people who were not like me. But there was quite a bit more to Anne
than I originally thought, and gradually we became quite good friends.
Later I went to see the other Anne, from the Film Society. She had been
busy revising for exams, and I hadn’t seen much of her (there were no film
society screenings in the summer term). She lent me her thesis to read,
which was about the recent Police and Criminal Evidence Act. It replaced
the rather flexible Judges Rules of Evidence, and more tightly controlled
how the police treated suspects. I found it fascinating.
Finally we got a fine day. I took the bus out to Ripon, and Malcolm picked
me up. We headed to a lock on the canal, just outside Bishop Monkton
where Malcolm lived, and filmed some people with canoes in cinemascope.
We were interested in what they were doing, and they became interested in
what we were doing. After a chat they agreed to come past the camera in
formation a few times, so we could get our shots, and eventually they gave
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us a ride in their two man canoes. Malcolm as usual gave me lunch and
dinner at his house (or rather his wife did) and we had a good day.
After the trip to see Sarah, I began to wish I had a car again. I enjoyed
driving, and the journey to Bedfordshire had reminded me of what I was
missing, both in terms of the enjoyment, and the freedom. I had enough in
the bank to buy one, but I wasn’t sure I wanted to spend the money. I liked
having it there as a kind of insurance, if ever there was something I wanted
to do which I couldn’t afford from the grant. Blowing it all in one go, on
something which would be expensive to run, didn’t seem like a good idea.
Nevertheless I found myself looking longingly at garage forecourts.
Malcolm and I looked at a Rover in Gordon Mawr Motors when I was in
Bishop Monkton, and eventually took it for a test drive. Then for
comparison we looked at some cars in Ripon. Over the weekend I looked
around some car dealers in Leeds, and the following week we looked at a
Hillman Hunter and a Triumph Herald. Despite all this, I managed to keep
my money in my pocket. But that feeling of wanting to go where I wanted
to, when I wanted to, wouldn’t go away.
Phil Cook wanted to make a TV programme. He didn’t have the inclination
to go through all Adrian’s procedures for making a film, so he decided he
wanted to do something in the TV studio. What you could do in it was very
limited, but it didn’t cost anything. There were two black and white
cameras, a caption camera, some microphones, a vision mixer, and a half
inch Sony reel to reel video recorder. So you could cut between the cameras
when shooting something live, but you couldn’t edit the tape afterwards.
This meant you had to get one good take of the whole programme,
including all the cuts, captions, sound, and performances, because none of it
could be changed after the event. Phil and I spent half a day in the studio
working out what you could reasonably do with it in preparation for the
shoot.
Adrian became dissatisfied with the amount of teaching being done in the
film unit. He felt that he, Malcolm, and Bill Mason (Graphics) should be
spending less time on the day to day administration, and more time actually
educating the students. He decided to draw up a manifesto, stating the aims
and objectives of the department and how they would be achieved, and this
would include time set aside for lectures, seminars, and tutorials which
couldn’t be interrupted. If everyone knew what was going to happen he felt
there should then be less of a problem when members of staff weren’t
available for a couple of hours because they were teaching.
Dave Ball’s films of America came back from processing. I got a Super 8
projector from the film unit, and we screened them in the sound room, on
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the balcony of the main fine art studio. They were pretty impressive. He
had a good eye for composition, and the shots looking down on the city
from above were full of colour and life, and symmetry. He didn’t seem to
have any purpose for them, except as a kind of moving sketch book of ideas
and images. I thought there was some potential there, but he didn’t seem
interested, although he was certainly pleased with what he’d got.
The cinemascope tests came back from the labs, but Malcolm and I
couldn’t find Doug Haig, and his room was locked. Eventually we found
out Doug had gone to York, and the anamorphic projection lens was locked
in his room, and no one else had a key. I’m not sure who was most
frustrated by this, but I think it might have been Malcolm, who more or less
reverted to being a student himself if he couldn’t get something done
because of bureaucracy. This was quite amusing to watch, because it
involved a good deal of swearing, and he would mutter away about what he
would like to do to various colleagues. He headed off to the staff bar, with
me in tow, to help him calm down.
The following day Malcolm got hold of Doug, and the anamorphic
projection lens, and asked Doug to screen the roll of film several times,
while we analysed what we’d got. We looked at it in the lecture theatre,
which had the only screen capable of dealing with such a wide image. It
was pretty impressive. Even Doug thought so. Despite the success of the
experiment I didn’t actually make a film in cinemascope while I was in
Leeds. Adrian persuaded me that the difficulties of screening it, and its
unsuitability for a telecine transfer, would inhibit its use in getting me work,
or getting me into a post-grad course. However when I left Leeds I took the
brackets with me, and eventually shot a forty minute cinemascope film for
Jan Greenhalgh (at the Royal College of Art) finally putting what I’d
learned to good use.
There was a meeting of the Fresher’s Committee in the Student Union.
Because I was on the Executive I was supposed to attend, to help decide
what entertainment should be put on in the first week of the Autumn Term.
Reluctantly I went along. It started late in the afternoon and ended in the
early evening. Afterwards Andy Pindar and I went up to Beckett Park for
the Emancipation Disco. This was an event where the girls were supposed
to ask the boys to dance. In fact it was explicitly forbidden for boys to ask
girls. It was a good idea on paper, but in reality no one seemed to be taking
any notice. Only one girl asked me to dance, and I couldn’t help noticing as
the evening progressed that she was asking everyone.
As a child I’d seen Hayley Mills in a variety of films, and liked her. So
when I learned she was coming to the Grand Theatre in a play by Caryl
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Churchill called Hush and Hide, I booked a seat, as close to the front as I
could get. She’d grown up a bit, in fact she’d filled out quite nicely, but the
play was terrible, and her performance wasn’t much better.
Having finished putting the Sarah Denny story on tape, I decided that
perhaps it should be transcribed. So over the late May bank holiday
weekend I started writing it all out. I spent three days on it, and got about a
quarter of the way through, before deciding that a transcription of my
ramblings didn’t read very well. The whole process wasn’t helped by the
beginning of a heat wave. Until then I wasn’t aware of just how hot an attic
room could get. It didn’t matter if you had the door or window open, it was
still sweltering. The sloping part of the ceiling was hot to the touch, and the
heat radiated out to all parts of my bedsit.
Paul, Janet, Angie and myself had decided we would get a shared house for
the following academic year. But there was a shortage of good ones, so you
had to begin looking early. With just over a month to go before the end of
term, Paul and I began going to see things, in the hope of having it all tied
up before we went home for the summer. The first one we went to see
wasn’t very good. The description had sounded fine, but it was small and
grubby, and we couldn’t possibly see Angie or Janet agreeing to live there.
We did however see another one advertised, so I rang up and arranged a
viewing. Paul and I turned up at the agreed time, only to find the landlord
had rented it to someone else before we got there.
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JUNE 1978

After a Music lecture, and an afternoon talking to Malcolm and Adrian, I
went to the Bradford Film Theatre by train, to see a double bill of Bresson
and Jansco. I wasn’t very enthusiastic about seeing the Jansco film
Electreia, but it was unexpectedly good. It was about ninety minutes in
length, and filmed in just thirteen shots. The camera continually prowled
around, as it does in Altman’s ‘The Long Goodbye’, but the compositions
were much more formal, and the shots were far longer. Greek myths
weren’t really my thing, but it really worked, and I didn’t stop telling
everyone about it for a couple of weeks.
Viv was due to come to Leeds to edit her film. (The clouds I’d shot in
Newcastle about six weeks before.) We had agreed the date, and she was
supposed to send me a postcard to let me know what time she would be
arriving at the station. The day arrived, but the postcard didn’t. (No one I
knew had a phone.) I guessed from looking at the timetable that she was
most likely to arrive at 10am, so I went to the station, and for once in my
life, my intuition was right. We went to the college, and found the postcard
had by this time turned up in my pigeon hole. She was curious about what
the Fine Art studios might be like, so she had a look round, and then we
went upstairs to do the editing. There were a couple of problems. She didn’t
like the fact (which I had warned her about in advance) that each sequence
only lasted about twenty-five seconds. There was another (unanticipated)
problem as well. The exposure on the Bolex varied slightly over the full
length of the shot. This was not noticeable normally, but you could see the
variation if you cut two sky sequences next to one another, both shot within
minutes of each other. A couple of long dissolves would have solved the
problem. Easy on a computer, but in 1978 it required a neg cut, a laboratory
effect, and a further print, which was all very expensive. She decided to
stick with what we’d got, so I cut the sequences together for her, in the
smoothest way possible, which, without the lab work, actually wasn’t very
smooth.
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In the afternoon we went to my bedsit, and I showed her my Leeds film,
which she didn’t like. She preferred my “obsession with pretty ladies” in
the Meeting film which I’d shown her at the Poly. She also thought the
Meeting film was better and less whimsical than Drifting (a film I’d made
in Norfolk). This was irritating to say the least. If I’d ranked the films in
order of importance I would have said the Leeds film was the best and most
serious, followed by Drifting, followed by the Meeting film, which after all
was only an exercise. She was saying it was exactly the reverse.
She had helped me a lot during my time in Norwich, but I suddenly found I
didn’t trust her judgement. I’d moved on during my year in Leeds, and she
didn’t seem to understand just how much my interests had changed. When
it came to art, and particularly sculpture, she was very knowledgeable. Film
though was another matter. We weren’t really talking the same language
anymore. She wasn’t familiar with any of the films which had recently
influenced me, so it was difficult to have a meaningful conversation.
Nevertheless we did argue about it.
After taking Viv to the station, to catch her train back to Newcastle, I went
to Anne’s house and returned her thesis. We had a long chat about the
Police and Criminal Evidence Act, and I cooled down after the unexpected
argument with Viv.
On Sunday evening I prepared a film show for Kevin (Sarah Rogers’
boyfriend) and Nigel (their film-making friend who made the film about
Gatwick airport). They were due to turn up at ten, with Sarah. The reason
for this was that Nigel and Kevin hadn’t seen the Leeds film. In the end
only Nigel turned up. In some ways it was probably a good thing. Nigel and
I had a good time, first watching the film, then talking about it, and then
talking about every other film we’d seen in the last six months. Sarah in any
case wasn’t a big fan of my film. At some point a few weeks after the
screening she said she’d been surprised the technical quality hadn’t been
better. Knowing me she thought I would have been concerned about that.
The problem actually was financial not technical. Super 8 was never going
to look particularly good when shown on a large screen. You needed 16mm
or 35mm for it to look crisp and sharp, and that was expensive.
Phil Cook got to the point of shooting his TV programme. As previously
mentioned you had to get it in one take, mixing between cameras as you
went along, because you couldn’t subsequently edit it. We got about two
thirds of the way through before hitting problems. We did eventually sort
out the last third, but not in time to actually record a complete take. Phil
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booked the video studio again the following week, for us to try and get it all
down on tape in one go.
House hunting became a top priority. None of us wanted to spend the
following year in bedsits. Paul and I went to see two houses on one night.
The first wasn’t very good, but the second one was OK. Unfortunately
some other people had their names down for it, so unless they backed out
we weren’t going to get it. Angela also rang up about a house, and made an
appointment for us all to see it. When we all turned up at 29 Grimthorpe
Terrace, at 6.30pm, we had a look round, and were convinced this was the
house. There were plenty of rooms, the kitchen was big enough to eat in,
and there was a nice lounge. The others wanted the larger rooms, but I was
willing to have the small attic room, because there was another unfurnished
room next door which I could use for storage, or as a dark room. Even in
my small room there was a bed, desk, wardrobe, and a table for my hi-fi
and TV. The next day I got up early, and went into Leeds Flats (the estate
agent) with Angela, where we sorted out some of the details.
Adrian, who was basically a documentarist, and had worked for BBC
Bristol before teaching at the Poly, had a personal project he wanted to
pursue. During the first world war some ships had been sunk in Scapa Flow,
and he wanted to make a film about it. This would involve some underwater
camera work. Adrian was already taking scuba diving lessons, and wanted
to involve me. I wasn’t averse to the idea, but I didn’t know what it
entailed. We sat down and talked it through one afternoon, and he gave me
a book on underwater photography. The book was a real eye-opener. Lots of
things change underwater, including focus and depth of field. You have to
learn some new rules. Adrian tried to get some finance for it, but it never
came off, and I never got as far as having any diving lessons, or indeed
taking any pictures underwater.
Angela, Janet and myself went to the pictures two nights running. First to
the Hyde Park to see Portnoy’s Complaint (not very good) and Taxi Driver
(good but flawed), and then to the Playhouse to see Jackson County Jail
(underrated) and Carrie (pretty well made but shallow). It was fun going
with them. They laughed a lot. You were pretty much guaranteed to have a
good time if you went out with either of them, but both of them together
was even better.
For quite a while I’d wanted a camera I could carry around anywhere. My
Russian SLR was big and heavy, and I tended to leave it at home. I looked
in various camera shops, and eventually found something I liked in the
Leeds Camera Centre. It was a tiny Rollei 35. The main advantage over
some of the other small cameras was that it took 35mm film. (Some were
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sub-miniature and took very small cassettes.) In addition the lens retracted
into the body, reducing the width considerably. I thought about it, and then
decided to buy it with my equipment allowance, which was £30.
For some reason, around this time, Angela became interested in
photography. I didn’t know why exactly (although later she did some
modelling) but she asked lots of questions, and I spent almost all of one
Friday morning, after her exams were over, talking to her about it.
Polyflix screened The Omen. It had come out a few years before, but I’d
never seen it. I was surprised at how well made it was, and how effectively
you are drawn into it. I couldn’t actually say I liked it, but it did maintain
my interest, or rather curiosity, throughout. There was always a question
you wanted to know the answer to. It seemed to conform to some
fundamental rule of storytelling. Subsequent viewings have been a bit of a
let down, because once those questions have been answered (during the
first viewing) it has nothing else going for it.
Angela made some strawberry cheesecake. We sat in Paul’s room eating it,
and talking, for all of one Saturday afternoon. Summer had well and truly
arrived. Life seemed to have developed a more leisurely pace. For most of
the students who had exams, they were now finished, and there was plenty
of time to relax.
I went into town with my new camera, shooting anything and everything. I
was testing it out, and also getting some pictures to take home and show my
family, so they would get some idea of what Leeds was like. On the way
back I met Graham, and we went for a meal to the Rock-All on Woodhouse
Lane. This was a sort of cheap American hamburger restaurant, but unlike
McDonalds the burgers were closer to what you might get in an American
diner, and it was waitress service. We sat around chatting for a while until it
was clear they needed the table, and then we went home.
Jacky was the only girl who would go with me to see three films in one day,
so I went down to London and we did just that. We met in Leicester Square
at two, had a coffee, and then made our way up to the Academy Cinemas on
Oxford Street. Sadly they aren’t there anymore, but they used to run
European films in three good quality cinemas, although one was a little on
the small side. Providence by Alain Renais was what I’d really come down
to see, and it was good, but not great. Following that we had a pizza, and
then went to see Don’t Look Now, which I’d seen several times, but wanted
to see again. Then we had a drink and went to Gate Two to see The Day of
the Locust at the late night screening. Geoff, Jacky’s cousin, came to that as
well, and since he had a car, we got a lift home.
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We talked for a while before going to bed. She said she was going to see
Bob Dylan at Earls Court the following week. I asked why she hadn’t told
me, because I would have liked to go. She seemed surprised by this, and
said I’d never shown any particular interest when she had played me Bob
Dylan records (which she’d been doing on a pretty regular basis since we
first met in 1975). This was true, but on the other hand, we had been to all
kinds of concerts together before I went to Leeds, including a couple of
days at the Cambridge Folk Festival, and she knew I was interested in
music. I couldn’t imagine how she thought I wouldn’t want to go. The
cultural significance alone made it something special. Anyway, apparently
she had queued up overnight to get tickets, and had bought her full
allocation of six, so she had a couple of spares, and said I could go if I’d got
£6.50p for the ticket. I paid up straight away.
We didn’t get up very early the following day, after the late night and all the
talking. Susan, Jacky’s sister, came into the room to get some books, so I
chatted to her for a while, before going back into the West End to see some
films Jacky wasn’t interested in. Both films were OK, but not as good as the
reviews had suggested. One of them, Welcome to LA, was the first film by
Altman’s protégé Alan Rudolph. My impression was that his style was even
more laid back than Altman’s, but he had less to say.
Later I decided to go and see Angie and Pete (from Norwich) who lived in
Earls Court. They weren’t in, so I had a cheap meal at the Stockpot, and
then went for a drink. As I looked across the bar I spotted Angie. Pete was
there too, with his back to me, so we had a couple of drinks, and then went
back to theirs for a coffee, and talked until late. I stayed the night there, and
got an early train back in the morning.
Phil Cook didn’t turn up to shoot his TV programme. This was annoying as
I’d come back from London specifically to do it. Had I known he wasn’t
going to show up I would have stayed in London for the rest of the day,
watched some more films, and come back in the evening. I ended up
chatting to Malcolm for most of the afternoon. In the evening Angie and I
went to the Playhouse to see a Truffaut film I hadn’t seen before called
Mississippi Mermaid. I’d been telling Angie how good Truffaut was, and up
to that point I hadn’t seen a single bad film by him, but Mississippi
Mermaid was awful. How he came to make it I have no idea.
We had a meeting of the film society committee to decide which films we
should show during the following year. It’s an impossible thing to do. There
must have been several thousand films available on 16mm for nontheatrical exhibition, and several hundred films which fell into the ‘world
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cinema’ category. How do you choose? What are the criteria? We found it
hard to make any kind of coherent choice. Eventually we decided on a
Bergman season in the autumn term, and a Bresson season in the spring
term, plus a few classics, and some recent releases which as far as we were
aware hadn’t reached Leeds.
Willy Tirr had a small group of students who met once a week. He was a
thoughtful, knowledgeable man, with a quiet authority, which made it
interesting to hear him speak. Willy was head of department, which might
have been a factor in persuading some students that it was a good idea to
attend. I didn’t normally go, because the subject matter was well away from
my particular area of interest. However he asked me to go one day, because
he was screening some films. I wasn’t sure if he wanted my contribution to
the discussion, or my skills (such as they were) as a projectionist. Malcolm
came too. I thought it was interesting, but Malcolm didn’t.
This next bit is not for the technically faint hearted. Adrian decided (and
there was a reason for this) that we should be taught how to neg cut. This is
an essential part of 16mm film production, normally done by a professional
neg cutter, who does nothing but that. Do your best to follow this next bit.
The film that comes out of the camera after shooting, goes to the laboratory.
It is passed through a chemical bath, which turns it into a negative. This
negative is then printed onto another piece of film, which after processing
becomes a positive print. This is known variously as the cutting copy, or the
work print. This work print is cut by the editor to make the film. Now here
is the problem. Once the editor has done his work, the film has lots of joins
in it. If you project the film the joins are visible. So the original negative
has to be cut, in the same way as the cutting copy, so that a print can be
made of the finished film, that has no joins in it. This process of making the
same cuts in the negative that have been made in the cutting copy is known
as neg cutting. It is a technical, not a creative, process. It has to be
performed with absolute precision, frame accurately, wearing cotton gloves,
and protecting the negative at all times from scratching and dust. If you
make one mistake, the whole of the film, from that point on, will be out of
synchronisation with the sound.
There are some things to help you. A synchroniser counts frames, and edge
numbers are printed on both the neg and the cutting copy to help you
accurately identify individual frames. You use a method of cutting called
checker boarding, or A and B roll cutting, which means that no joins ever
occur on frames which are to be seen, and all joins are made between film
and black spacing. (Don’t ask about this, it needs diagrams to explain it.)
The last thing to help you is a heated joiner. This heats the thin strip of film
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on which the join is made, to dry the film cement, quicken the process, and
make the join more secure.
There are some problems. The emulsion (less than one hundredth of an inch
thick) has to be scraped off a thin strip of film for the join to be made. This
is done with a scraping blade attached to the joiner. The trick is to remove
the emulsion, but not remove any of the acetate base. If you don’t remove
all the emulsion the cement won’t stick properly. If you remove any of the
acetate base the film is weakened, and when it flexes on the rollers in the
laboratory it will break. If you put too much pressure on one side of the
blade it will put an invisible groove in the acetate, and once again the film
will break.
Adrian showed me, Ed, and Sally how to do it. Then he left us to make
some test joins. When he came back he tested our joins by twisting the film
hard enough to break it. If the join is made properly it should be stronger
than the film on either side. If the film breaks and the join holds, then the
join is made properly. If the film survives, but the join comes apart, then the
join was faulty. It’s a brutal test, but it quickly tells you if you have a feel
for it. My joins held. Ed’s peeled apart as soon as Adrian put the first twist
in the film. Sally managed some good ones, but some weren’t as strong as
the surrounding film. For about two seconds I felt quite pleased with
myself.
Then Adrian told me why he had taught us to do it. John Tolson, a third
year student, had made a short animation with lots of cuts in it. This
wouldn’t hold up on projection, so he needed to neg cut it, and have a print
made. The department didn’t have the money to neg cut it. (An expensive
process if done by a pro neg-cutter.) John wasn’t confident he could do it
himself. So Adrian wanted a volunteer to spend the weekend neg-cutting
John’s film for him, prior to his degree show. That volunteer was going to
be me.
On Friday morning Phil Cook finally showed up to shoot his TV
programme. Having had a couple of attempts at it before, and sorted out all
the problems, it was pretty much plain sailing. We finished it in the
morning, with only the occasional hitch. Most of the time was spent setting
up. Once it was done I left him to clear up by himself, while I went to the
Union finance committee meeting in the early afternoon.
Things there didn’t go so well. We were in a time of economic cuts,
particularly in education. The overall Polytechnic budget was cut, and so
was the money given to the Student Union. Therefore so was the money
given to the individual societies. My budget as Cultural Affairs Secretary
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for the following academic year was going to be virtually nothing.
(Meaning I could do virtually nothing.) The film society was going to have
to look again at the number of films it could screen, and the cost of them
(different films were charged at different rates) and the admission price.
I came out feeling pretty fed up at the way things were turning out with the
union. But I was immediately grabbed by Annie (the only Chinese student
in fine art) who said there was a crisis in the Chinese Society. The film they
were due to screen in the evening had been delivered on 35mm (which none
of them could project) rather than 16mm. She didn’t want to cancel it, and
wanted me to project it for them. I wasn’t very enthusiastic, because I knew
I was going to have a very busy weekend neg-cutting John’s film. But since
there was no-one else to do it I agreed. Unfortunately projecting 35mm
wasn’t as easy as 16mm. You had to prepare all the reels by spooling them
up into the cages, removing all the intermediate count down leaders, and
joining them in the right order. Then once it was over you had to break the
film down again, and replace the leaders.
So I spent the rest of the afternoon preparing the film. Then I watched it
while I projected it. Following the story presented some problems, as the
dialogue was in a strange Chinese dialect, and the subtitles were in
Mandarin. Later they all helped me break the film down again, and can it
up. Having delivered it to despatch, the committee insisted on taking me
out for a chinese meal. Chinese food is not my favourite, but I couldn’t
really refuse, and Annie said she was coming too, so I went along. It was a
good experience. I felt my cultural horizons broadening by the minute.
They spoke a lot of Chinese to each other, but they also spoke a good deal
of English to me. And they laughed a lot. There seemed to be a huge
separation between the serious businesslike side of them, and the social
side. Socially humour was the most important thing. When they went out as
a group to have a good time, they really did make sure that was what
happened.
The first thing I had to do on Saturday morning was to go and sign the lease
at Leeds Flats with Angela, Janet, and Paul. Finally everything was settled,
and we would definitely have 29 Grimthorpe Terrace for the next academic
year.
Following that I went straight into college to begin the great neg-cutting
marathon. John was there with his cutting copy and cans of negative. The
first administrative job was to check the edge numbers at the beginning and
end of each roll of negative. That way you knew where to find each bit of
negative as you needed it. It wasn’t long however before I came to a shot on
the cutting copy, for which we didn’t seem to have any negative. We
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checked and double checked, but it didn’t seem to exist. It looked as if at
least one roll of negative was missing, and there wasn’t any way to continue
without it. John and I went through every can in his drawer, and every can
in the Animation rostrum room (whether marked as negative or not) to
check the contents and the edge numbers. Eventually, after several hours of
searching, John found it, and we were able to continue. Finally, by nine in
the evening we were just about half way through, and I called a halt,
thinking that if there was no more missing neg we would easily complete
the cut the next day.
I had fish and chips for tea, and then went down to the Hyde Park Picture
House for the late night showing of Lolita, which I hadn’t seen before, but
which was surprisingly good. It’s an odd, very sixties film, with some bits
that don’t work, but enough of Kubrick’s brilliance to carry it off. It
certainly works better than other adaptations of Nabokov (I’m thinking here
particularly of Laughter in the Dark by Tony Richardson).
The next day was just more neg cutting. There were no more problems and
we sailed through it, finishing about tea time. I was pleased about this,
because it gave me a chance to see Celine and Julie Go Boating at the
Playhouse. This was one of my favourite films at the time. It’s a whimsical
tale of two girls and a haunted house. But it contains a kind of film within a
film, or rather a play within the film, which is about the nature of drama,
memory, and hallucination. It was a significant film for me, and along with
Serail, Noroit, Duelle, and Out 1 Spectre had influenced what I wanted to
do for a while, before I went down the Chantal Akerman route. (Adrian
always thought I should be trying to make films like Truffaut, but somehow
that never appealed to me.) The strange thing is, now that it has been
revived, with a new print and DVD release, I find Celine and Julie almost
unwatchable.
The following morning I had a bath, walked down to the station, and took
the train to London. I didn’t have much to do in the afternoon, and didn’t
feel in the mood to watch a film, so I wandered around in the West End. I
had that feeling I sometimes get on election day, when you feel something
important is happening. The record shops had big Bob Dylan displays in the
windows, and the ticket agencies had Dylan posters up, all with “SOLD
OUT” signs pasted diagonally across them. I bought a copy of Time Out
with a big painting of Dylan on the front cover, and a headline which read,
“An Old Master Returns To Earls Court - Will He Paint His Masterpiece?”
I got some coffee and sat down to read the whole Dylan story, which was
laid out in several articles. Until that point, I didn’t know any of it. I was
familiar with many of the songs, but I didn’t know anything about Bob, or
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the history of his different periods and reinventions. The actual significance
of what I was about to see began to dawn on me. He had changed from folk
music to rock music in 1966, and been booed and heckled in London,
Liverpool and Manchester, and he hadn’t been back since. This was his first
UK concert in twelve years. I was only twenty-two at the time, so twelve
years was more than half a lifetime. He hadn’t played in the UK since I was
ten.
Jacky and I met at Swan and Edgars at 6.15. We then went to a pub, and the
rest of our party gradually appeared. There was Geoff (Jacky’s cousin)
Susan and Elise (her sisters) and a few others. We got the tube to Earl’s
Court. The train was pretty full, and the station was very crowded. When
we finally got above ground there was a sea of people between the station
and Earl’s Court itself. We struggled through towards the entrance. There
were plaintive cries. “Anyone got a ticket? Any spare tickets?” Our seats
were in Block 51, which was almost at the back, but at least it was on a
balcony, so we had a clear line of sight to the stage.
The band, which must have been nine or ten people plus backing singers,
did a couple of numbers, and then Bob came on. Really he was just a speck
in the distance, but there was no mistaking the profile, or the hair. He did a
long set, and then went off. After a short interval he was back to do an even
longer set. In total he must have played for well over three hours. There
were songs from every period, plus some new material, from the
forthcoming album.
Many of the songs were familiar, but at the same time there was also
something odd about them. Up to that point I didn’t know anything about
his habit of changing existing material in concerts. He would change the
words within a verse, add whole new verses, change the tunes, and even
when he didn’t do this the arrangements were nothing like the ones on the
records. It all felt fresh and new. The most startling thing was a reggae
version of Don’t Think Twice It’s All Right.
In my diary, my overall assessment was simply, ‘Good’. But there was
something else. The sound mix was pretty clean, despite the cavernous
nature of the venue, and the words were clear. Since I couldn’t actually see
Bob very well, I was concentrating on the words (for the first time) and
they were sufficiently intriguing to make me want to hear more. Because of
the length of the concert, I didn’t get to Kings Cross until very late, and had
to get the overnight train back to Leeds.
Malcolm sometimes reverted to student mode (if he was frustrated by
something) but one day he reverted to school-boy mode. He somehow
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blagged a flight in a helicopter, by convincing them he needed to try out our
cinemascope rig for air to air, and air to ground shots. (What film this
would have been for, God only knows.) We went up to a pipeline
construction site somewhere near Harrogate just after lunch. I went with
him, ostensibly to help set it all up, but really in the hope that I might get to
go up in the helicopter too. However it was all much too cramped for two
people to go. We couldn’t even get the tripod in, so we had to improvise a
way of connecting the plate to the camera, so Malcolm could shoot handheld. I had a bit of Super 8 left on the end of a roll, so I shot a little from the
ground as Malcolm went up. When he finally came back down to earth he
told me the vibration inside the cabin was so bad that you just couldn’t
shoot. He hadn’t even turned the camera on, because once they were up
there he realised it was a waste of time. But he still got to go up in a
helicopter, which (I suspected) was what he was really after.
Although you could do quite a lot with the sound room in the film unit, one
thing you couldn’t do was a full mix, from multiple tracks, recorded on sepmag. However the University had a proper dubbing suite, and we had an
agreement that graduation films could be mixed there. Adrian thought it
would be a good idea for me to learn the process. He showed me how to
sync up the sound rolls with the cutting copy, and then sent Graham and
myself to watch the technicians at the University do the final mix on
Virginia’s graduation film. In comparison with what you can do now on a
computer, it was primitive in the extreme, but you could mix the tracks
together, get the levels right, and keep it in sync, which at the time was
about as far as our ambitions went.
McCabe and Mrs Miller came to the Hyde Park. I’d seen it on TV the
previous autumn, and thought it was excellent, and told everyone about it.
But this was a chance to see it in cinemascope, and colour. Just as the lights
were going down Sarah Rogers came and sat beside me. She thought it was
a good film too. At the time I still believed it was the best Altman film, but
now I have to say, I don’t think the meandering nature of the story repays
repeated viewings. It’s one of those films where you can’t guess the ending
the first time, but once you know, it doesn’t work quite so well.
Janet had a half day off for some reason, so we decided to do something.
We went swimming to the International Pool in the afternoon, and Malcolm
came with us. It probably counted as a tutorial. We all had a good time.
Later she came back to the Poly with me, and I showed her round the Fine
Art studio, and the film unit. We didn’t fancy what was on offer in the
canteen, so we went to the Wimpy bar in town for a snack, and then walked
up to the Hyde Park Picture House to see a double bill of Mean Streets, and
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Kiss of Death. After we got back to Richmond Avenue, Janet made some
coffee, and we sat around talking for ages.
Sally needed some assistance with her graduation film. Not creatively, but
technically. I helped her sort the tracks out, mark up a dubbing chart, and
sync it all up. Then I went to the University with her to attend the mix.
Everything went well. I liked Sally. She was very blonde, very genuine, and
very kind. Although I knew she would be in from time to time (because she
was going out with Ed) I was sorry she was leaving. She was a good person
to have around. One of the people who made it worth going into college.
The end of term was fast approaching. Somehow I had to get all my stuff
back to Norfolk, because we couldn’t move into Grimthorpe Terrace until
September. I needed to get a vehicle from somewhere for the trip home.
One Saturday morning I went up to Kennings on Woodhouse Lane, and had
a look at their price list. The cheapest vehicle that would do the job was a
Morris Marina Estate, so I booked one for the last day of term. One of the
advantages of Kennings was that you could pick up the vehicle in Leeds,
and drop it off in Norwich.
With the thought of my impending move back to Norfolk at the front of my
mind, I spent the rest of the weekend cleaning up the flat, filing things, and
clearing stuff out that I didn’t want. It was too early to pack (with two
weeks to go) but when the time came I wanted it to be as easy as possible.
On the Sunday evening I had a light tea, and watched Argentina win the
World Cup, in Argentina. Not surprisingly they all went mad. England
hadn’t qualified (again) so the rest of the tournament hadn’t been of much
interest.
John was due to do his mix at the University on Monday afternoon, but he
hadn’t completed editing the sound, despite the fact that the picture was
locked off, and I’d done the neg-cut. I waited all morning for him to finish,
but by lunch it was clear he wasn’t going to make it. Adrian rang up to rearrange the slot for the following afternoon. I went to the pictures instead.
Following the cuts made by the union in the Film Society budget, I had to
re-arrange the schedule slightly. I took out some screenings at the very
beginning of term, and shuffled a few play dates around, but I didn’t
actually substitute any expensive films for cheaper ones. Then the new
budget had to be checked by the union finance officer (a middle aged man
who had to approve all our expenditure). In preparing the final programme I
was also constrained by when the Central Booking Agency (run by the
British Film Institute) could get us the prints. If the committee didn’t like it
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there was nothing I could do. Those final negotiations with the union and
the booking agency weren’t something that could be done by a committee.
With only twenty-four hours left before the fine art degree show, John
Tolson was still adding effects to his soundtrack. The final mix was
scheduled for the afternoon. Malcolm and I were sorting out the other
prints. Because the films were quite short we used to make them up on one
roll, which meant they could run sequentially, without the need to lace the
projectors repeatedly. It would deliver a smoother show for the audience,
and be less nerve racking for us. Malcolm showed me how to put in the
spacing between films on both the sound and picture rolls. We were running
double head, meaning the sound and picture were on separate spools. To
prevent one roll running out of synchronisation with the other, everything
you did had to be frame accurate.
In the afternoon I went across to the university with John, and he mixed his
sound successfully. We took the track back to the Poly, and added it to the
roll of finished films. I think Malcolm breathed a sigh of relief. As the fine
art tutor responsible for film, it wouldn’t have looked good for him if one of
the films hadn’t been screened.
Anne (from the film society) was leaving. Her course was over, the exams
had finished weeks before, and the end of year parties had come and gone.
She didn’t have anything to do, so she decided not to wait for the end of
term. (Unlike many institutions Leeds Poly didn’t have its degree
presentations at the end of term - it was held at some point during the
following academic year.) I went round to her house on the night before she
left, and we went up to the Original Oak for a drink. It was packed with
students who had nothing to do but lounge around until the end of term. A
couple of other girls from her course happened to be there, so we sat with
them. Later I went back to her house for coffee. It was a bit sad really. The
end of something. I’d only known her for nine months, but we’d become
good friends, and I was sorry she was leaving. Although we put off that
final moment for as long as possible, eventually we had to say goodbye,
and I had to walk back to Richmond Avenue.
The fine art film show was in the morning, and the graphics show was in
the afternoon. Both of them went well. Malcolm and I were projecting for
the morning show, and we didn’t have any disasters. The only problem
from my point of view was that you couldn’t very well project and pay
attention to the films at the same time. So the following day, when Doug
Haigh (technician) was projecting I went and sat in the Lecture Theatre and
watched them. The most impressive by far was John Tolson’s animation. I’d
only spent three days neg-cutting, and helping him with the sound mix, but
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I felt it had been worthwhile. Unlike say Steve’s film (shot in the forest)
where I still felt I’d been wasting my time.
What followed the shows was a feeling of melancholy. The term was
coming to an end, it was almost too late to do any more work, and
completely pointless to start something new. So I watched films, went
swimming, watched Wimbledon on TV, talked to various people at length,
including Ulla, and Sarah Rogers. I could have gone home myself, because
I don’t think anyone would have missed me, but a couple of people were
due to visit, so I had to hang around for a few more days.
With only a week to go before the end of term, Dave Gawthrop came to
stay. (Not the same as Dave from Liverpool, or either of the two David’s
previously mentioned who I was at school with.) This is a new Dave, not
mentioned before. I was actually at school with him, and then we were
apprentices together in Yarmouth after leaving school. Our shared interest
was music. He played flute and guitar, and I played piano. He and I both
had tape recorders at an early age, and used to swap and copy tapes. On one
occasion he played the music for a film I made. Of all the people I knew he
was the most likely to get on well with everyone in college. How he
managed to avoid going to college himself I don’t know. He would have
loved it.
After he arrived we talked for a bit, and then went into the Poly . I showed
him round the studio and the film unit, and we went for a drink in the bar.
In the early evening Anne Tilby (fine art) and Paul (who lived in my house)
went for a meal with Dave and myself to Preachers in Headingly. Then we
went to the Fenton where we met Ulla, Steve, Sarah Rogers, and Kevin her
boyfriend. It was a pretty good night, which was capped off by Paul, Dave
and I sitting in my room until the early hours, drinking coffee, and listening
to Dave play some things on his guitar. He was a pretty good, so I taped it
for posterity.
The following day we went down to the shops, and discovered Dave’s car
had been broken into, and the radio/cassette player stolen. They hadn’t done
much damage, but it put a damper on the weekend. We called the police,
and they came to make a report, and give him a crime number for the
insurance company. Then we went for a drink at lunchtime, to a pub just
outside Leeds. Dave wasn’t feeling happy though, and said he would prefer
to go home early, which he did.
After that I was at a bit of a loose end, so I gratefully accepted an invitation
to have Sunday lunch with Sarah Rogers. First we went to the Pack Horse
for a drink, and then we had a meal back at her flat which lasted for quite a
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while. Kevin her boyfriend was there too, and we talked until it was nearly
time for tea. I could have stayed, but I wanted to watch The Birdman of
Alcatraz, which I’d always been interested in, but never actually managed
to see. Unfortunately it turned out to be a bit of a disappointment. It was
over long, and didn’t seem to go anywhere.
Adrian and Malcolm had a talk with me about what I was going to do
during the holidays. I had a new idea, which I wanted to develop, and I
think Adrian at least was concerned that this development process was
going to take place over three months when I would be away from his
restraining influence. In other words he thought I might come back with a
script which was on too large a scale to be manageable. Once again he
came back to Greek drama, asking me to stick with unity of time, place and
action. I agreed to make an effort to turn out something of that type.
Brian, my friend from Norfolk (who had constructed several soundtracks
for me) and his wife Liz, came to stay overnight. They were on their way to
the lake district, and decided to pop in and see what Leeds was like. Janet
was away for the week, so she said they could use her bedsit. Since they
were going camping they came equipped with a double air bed, and
everything else you could possibly need. It was a good job Janet
volunteered her room, because I don’t think three of us could possibly have
fitted into my very small bedsit.
They arrived at about five o’clock, so we quickly unpacked everything, had
a cup of tea, and then wandered down to the Fenton for a drink. After that
we made our way into town via Grobs (?) wine bar, and eventually ended
up in an Italian restaurant eating pizzas. Then because there were three of
us, we splashed out on a taxi back to Richmond Avenue. The following day
they came into college, looked round the degree show, and watched the fine
art film show in the lecture theatre. Later I took them on a guided tour of
Leeds, ending up back at the flat, where I made something to eat. They left,
later than they intended, for the rest of their trip up to the Lake District.
On Wednesday 5th July, just two days before the end of term, Jeff Nuttall
arranged an outing, which was to be a kind of mystery tour. Everyone was
supposed to meet at the Poly at 11am. So I put a few things in a bag that I
thought I might need for the day, and went into the Poly at the appointed
hour. No one turned up. Not even Nuttall. Perhaps it was some kind of
elaborate hoax. I never did find out what happened, or why I was the only
person there. It could have been worse though. It could easily have been
just me and Jeff in the Coburg for the rest of the day.
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By about twelve, when I was pretty sure no one was going to appear, I was
at a bit of a loose end. Dave Perks lived nearby in Churchill Gardens, so I
went round to his for a cup of coffee. We chatted for a while, and he invited
me round in the evening to experience a new recipe he had been
experimenting with.
There was only one day to go before the end of term, but Alan Cuckston
was still running his complementary studies music course. That end of term
feeling gave the seminar an unreal quality, which didn’t really allow you to
concentrate. I popped into the lecture theatre to see the films again, and
then went up to the film unit. Adrian decided to hold a meeting to discuss
what would happen in the next academic year. Somehow I didn’t feel able
to contribute. My lack of interest was probably due to the fact that nothing
could happen until October. Malcolm and I went back to my bedsit. We sat
and watched Wimbledon for a while. After he left I packed all my stuff into
boxes, ready for the big move back to Norfolk the following day.
After picking up the Morris Marina Estate from Kennings, when they
opened at 8.30am, I packed all my things into it, and left Richmond Avenue
for good by 11.00am. I was sorry to leave it in a way. Once everything was
removed, it looked just the way it had when I first saw it the previous
summer, when it had seemed so exciting, and I couldn’t wait to move in. It
was my first home, away from home, the first place where I’d lived by
myself. And despite photographic evidence to the contrary, it wasn’t at all
bad, certainly not in comparison with other student bed-sits of the period.
Leaving somewhere you’ve lived is always hard. A chapter in your life has
closed. Something is over, which you can never re-live, and which you
can’t get back.
Because I had the estate car I decided to take a detour via Felmersham
where Sarah lived. She wasn’t in. I had a drink in the pub, and wandered
around the village, but she still didn’t turn up, and I finally left around midafternoon. By tea time I was back in Norfolk. I unloaded all the boxes, had
something to eat, and then took the family for a drink to Horsey in my hired
car.
I took the car back to Norwich the next day, and handed it over to
Kennings. Then I met Rob at his flat, and we went into town. We had a
meal at the Ironmonger’s and then went shopping for records and books. I
couldn’t stay late, because there were no buses back to Martham in the
evening. So I left on the mid-afternoon bus, and spent the rest of the day
sorting out all my boxes, and clearing up my room.
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On Monday I would have to get a job, and work through the summer, to
earn enough money to see me through the following academic year, in the
lack of style to which I had become accustomed.
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SUMMER 1978

Although I’d gone to Leeds with some money in the building society, I
didn’t want to eat into this, unless there was a real emergency. What kind of
emergency I thought there might be I can’t possibly imagine. I’d made it
through the first year on the local education authority grant, except for a
little overspend in the first term as a result of not bothering to have a
budget. However I’d recovered that small loss by the summer, so I was
back on an even keel.
I’d had the idea that student holidays should be spent travelling, and
broadening the mind. But I couldn’t think of anywhere I wanted to go. In
addition I didn’t have the money, without compromising the emergency
fund. I also realised that, whether I went away or not, I needed some money
to see me through the summer.
In theory I could have signed on, but that was almost impossible in Great
Yarmouth during the summer, because there were so many seasonal jobs
available. So I turned up at the job centre at nine in the morning, on the first
Monday of the holiday, resigned to my fate. Within minutes the interviewer
had found me the perfect job (or so he thought) taking photographs of
tourists on Gorleston sea-front. The trouble was, the pay was awful, and
Gorleston was about twelve miles from Martham, with no direct bus
service, and I didn’t have a car. I explained all this. He rummaged through
his card index and asked if I’d like to be a barman in Hemsby. The pay was
double that for the photographer’s job, and Hemsby was only three miles
from Martham, so there would be no fares to pay as I could cycle in and
out. The interview was arranged for later in the day.
I wandered down Beach Road, taking in all the sights and smells of the
holiday trade. Your senses were assaulted constantly, by the smell of fish
and chips, hamburgers, doughnuts, and candyfloss, as you passed each
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vendor. There was also the sound of the arcade machines, jingly music from
the children’s rides, and the constant chatter of holiday-makers.
Finally, at the very end of the road, almost on the beach, I found The
Stardust Rooms. This was a club, on the first floor of a small complex
which included a mini fun fair, and an amusement arcade. It was owned by
the Wilson Brothers.
My interview however was conducted by Brian the club manager. Sitting
next to him was Sean the bar manager.
“Had any bar experience?”
“No.”
“Any retail experience at all?”
“Not really.”
“Cash handling?”
“I can’t say I have, no.”
“Do you think you’re cut out to be a barman?”
“Probably not.”
Brian turned to Sean.
“Well he’s certainly convinced me. What about you?”
Sean started laughing. Brian turned back to me.
“Right, you’ve got the job then. Better come in at eight-thirty tomorrow and
I’ll show you what to do.”
Later I learned the job had been advertised in the job centre for two weeks,
and they hadn’t had a single applicant. The hours might have had
something to do with it. You worked 8.30. to 3.00. and then in the evening
from 6.00. to 11.30. That was a twelve hour day, six days a week. At £1.50
per hour I would earn over £1,000 during the summer, which was the
equivalent of a whole year’s grant. My only expense at that point was oil to
keep the bicycle running.
The first job in the morning was clearing up from the night before. Brian
believed in going home when the customers did. So we didn’t rush to clear
everything at night, we sorted it all out in a more leisurely way the
following day. Once the washing up had been done, and the bar re-stocked,
we then began hoovering, and polishing all the tables ready for opening at
11am. The bar and restaurant were open for morning coffee, followed by
lunch, and then later for evening meals and drinks.
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There were two barmaids, Lesley and Anne, who got all the tips, and Paul,
who was the bouncer. We all got along well. In fact they were very pleased
to have me there, because they had previously been short-handed. Everyone
was happy to show me what to do, or help me out if I got into difficulty,
because no one wanted me to leave. Brian believed in a good working
environment. He liked everyone to be happy. If it was slack he’d tell you to
take a break. It was also OK for you to eat as much as you liked as long as
you cooked it yourself, and didn’t bother the chef (who I later learned was
his boyfriend) and you could drink as many soft drinks as you liked too. I
found the hours difficult, with so little time to myself, but we did have a
good time.
The club was popular. Membership was open to anyone. It was fifty-pence
a week. With several holiday camps on Beach Road, plus hundreds of selfcatering chalets and holiday bungalows in the immediate area, we were
fairly busy at lunchtimes, and absolutely packed every evening. I liked the
holiday atmosphere. You felt you were part of something.
I worked nine consecutive days, in order to have my day off on the day of
my father’s retirement from North Denes Junior School, where he had been
the deputy head for many years. He began teaching at North Denes when he
married my mother in 1947, so he had spent thirty-one years in the same
school. It was a good ceremony. He was presented with many gifts, the
children sang a hymn in Welsh, and the Chief Education Officer gave an
entertaining speech.
After a couple of weeks I began to realise that working twelve hours a day,
six days a week probably wasn’t sustainable over the full ten weeks. I had a
word with Brian, and he said he was more interested in having cover for the
busy shifts. So we agreed I would do all the evening shifts, and work
daytimes too on Friday Saturday and Sunday. Over a full seven days that
meant I was only working two shifts less, but I didn’t start work until six in
the evening Monday to Thursday. It suited me quite well, and it meant
Brian had plenty of cover at the weekends when he really needed it.
Seeing old friends was tricky, since I was working in the evenings, but I did
manage it. The other Brian, my friend from the GPO, used to have a
weekday off occasionally. On one occasion we went to look at the tall ships
race, as they passed Gorleston, and another time I helped him to do some
decorating. (Actually all I did was scrape off some wallpaper.) We even
managed to record a song, for one of Adrian’s 16mm exercises, which
required the visuals to be cut to some music. I was also able to pop into the
office in Norwich where I had worked and see everyone there.
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Jacky, my on off girlfriend, of the previous three years, had just left college,
and wasn’t at all sure what she wanted to do. However she wrote to say she
got an upper second, which she was pleased about, and I rang up to
congratulate her. However I knew there wasn’t much chance of seeing her
until the end of the holidays, when I finished work.
The problem of transport still bothered me. I couldn’t afford a car, but I
began to wonder about a motorbike. Given my summer earnings, I could
easily afford to buy a new moped, or small motorbike. The insurance and
tax would be cheap, and some of them did over two hundred miles to the
gallon. I thought it would certainly make travelling around in Leeds much
easier, and it would also be OK for the occasional longer trip. I began to
look at what was available.
My sister’s personal life was complicated. She had two boyfriends. Mum
and Dad were away for several weeks in Wales, so the boyfriends came to
stay. First Richard for a week, and then a couple of weeks later John turned
up. I was sworn to secrecy. I was not supposed to mention one boyfriend to
the other. (Although they were aware of the situation, because they’d both
turned up at the station to see her off at the end of term.) Richard wanted to
be a Labour Party MP, despite having been to public school, and having an
accent you could cut with a knife. John was a medical student. Nowadays
he crops up on TV quite often. He’s become an expert on the human form
of mad cow disease (CJD) and they wheel him out now and again when an
opinion is required. When I knew him he was very quiet, and you could
hardly get a word out of him.
Finally I decided to buy a Honda Express moped. It had automatic
transmission, a top speed of 30mph, and was powered by a two stroke
single cylinder engine. I loved the journey home from the motorcycle
dealer, whizzing along at a good speed, with the ground rushing by under
my feet. After so many years on a push bike the suspension seemed very
soft, and I felt as if I was riding something quite substantial, although in
reality it was one of the smallest mopeds you could buy.
The holiday was transformed. I flew in and out of work at lightning speed,
without the effort of cycling up two big hills four times a day. I could go
and see Brian on his days off, or go to the pictures in Yarmouth or Norwich,
without having to plan bus journeys with military precision.
One of the first things I did was to go to a late night showing of “The Last
Waltz” by Martin Scorsese, which had just been released. It was a
stunningly shot film of The Band’s last concert at Winterland in San
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Fransisco. Many performers came to play with them that night including
Neil Young, Joni Mitchell, Van Morrison, and of course Bob Dylan. It was
curious to see him in huge close-up, when only two months before I’d been
watching a tiny figure at the far end of Earls Court. But unlike Earls Court
the filmed performance wasn’t very satisfactory. The songs weren’t
particularly good, and he just seemed to be ambling through it. I did buy
some of his records though, as the summer progressed, and mostly liked
what I heard.
There was also some college work to do. I began work on my thesis, which
I’d decided was going to be on Robert Bresson, and particularly the early
films which concentrated on each character’s desire to achieve what
catholics call, a state of grace. (Later I changed the emphasis.)
Cinema City had opened in Norwich. It was the new full time regional film
theatre. Previously the films had been shown at the Central Library, or the
Assembly Rooms. I should have liked it, but there was something about it
which didn’t quite work for me. Perhaps it was that all my previous
experiences of watching art films in Norwich (often with Sarah Denney)
were in the Assembly Rooms, and I felt a certain nostalgia for that time.
Towards the end of the holiday, when my parents came back from Wales, I
did a few things with them. They went to the Stardust Rooms for a drink
one night, just to see where I worked. One day we visited the Sainsbury
Centre for the Visual Arts at the University of East Anglia. The collection
was stunning, a mixture of African art, and some very famous pieces by
Henry Moore, Modigliani, and Picasso. I was very impressed by the whole
thing, including the lighting, which was a mixture of natural and artificial
light, with electronically controlled blinds to maintain the right look, no
matter what the weather conditions.
My father, who will find anything to celebrate, decided we should have a
celebration meal. It was to be a quadruple celebration, which included, in
order, Mary my sister leaving college, me not being kicked out of art
school, mum and dad retiring, and Mary getting her first teaching job.
I finished work on the 17th September, and didn’t need to be back in Leeds
immediately, so I decided to go camping. After buying a tent from Argos, I
packed a sleeping bag into my rucksack, piled as much as I could onto the
carrier of the moped, and set off towards Cambridgeshire at about twentyfive miles an hour. This seemed to be the maximum speed with all my
luggage. Once I was on the A11 there was quite a lot of hooting. It was
mostly a single carriageway road at the time, and theoretically at least
motorbikes were supposed to travel in the middle of the lane. This was
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almost suicidal on a main road, because of the irritation of other road users,
and their unwillingness to treat you as a full size vehicle. I quickly reverted
to bicycle mode, and kept well over to the left. At road junctions there was
another problem. The moped, which was seriously overloaded, wouldn’t
accelerate properly. The automatic transmission just edged the bike
forwards very slowly, and it took ages to pick up speed.
After sandwiches at a pub just outside Norwich I tried to find the place
where I’d shot a film a couple of years before (without success) and then I
continued to a campsite near Cambridge. I’d covered about eighty miles in
eight hours. It was getting dark by about half seven, so I quickly put the tent
up, and went to a local pub for something to eat, and a couple of pints of
Adnams. This turned out to be stronger than I expected. I phoned Janet
from the pub, to check that everything was OK at our new house in
Grimthorpe Terrace. She said it was all fine, and she had moved in without
any problem. Then she asked me if I was feeling OK. I explained that the
Adnams was unusually potent, and she laughed.
The following morning everything inside the tent was covered in
condensation. It was the end of the summer, and it had been a particularly
cold night. The water had dripped all over my sleeping bag, so that was wet
too. I had no way of drying anything out. The grass all round the tent was
soaking wet with dew. Eventually I put my damp clothes on, folded up the
wet tent and sleeping bag, and stowed them in my rucksack. There was no
choice but to make a start, but I knew there was no chance of spending
another night in the tent without drying everything first. I looked at the
map. Jacky lived on the north-east side of London, so I could probably seek
refuge there, or alternatively Sarah and Hugh lived in Felmersham near
Bedford.
Sarah and Hugh seemed closer, so I set off towards Felmersham. I made
slow progress, getting personally less damp with each mile that went by.
Eventually I arrived at around lunchtime. I parked the bike, walked round
to the back, and knocked on the door. There was no answer. I walked along
the patio, and looked in through the kitchen window. It was completely
empty. There was not one thing on the worktops. I wandered round to the
front and looked into the lounge. That too was empty. Not one bit of
furniture, no pictures on the wall, nothing. They had obviously moved over
the summer, perhaps up to Yorkshire given my last conversation with Sarah,
but it was just a guess. The only other person I knew in the area was Sarah’s
sister Anne, but I hadn’t seen her much since she left Norwich, and I wasn’t
sure how pleased she would be to have me turn up on her doorstep wanting
to dry a tent out.
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There was no point in hanging around so I rode off towards the nearby
village of Milton Ernest, with the idea of having a pub lunch, and making a
decision about what to do. Just outside the village the engine spluttered, and
the power ebbed away, but after a moment it seemed to pick up again. I
guessed it was just a bit of grit passing through the carburettor. A hundred
yards further on the engine died completely. I repeatedly tried to start it
again, but without any success. So I ended up pushing the moped into the
village, and parking it outside the pub, where I got a much needed meal
(having had no breakfast).
After lunch the moped started first time (surprisingly) and I set off towards
Bedford. However it broke down again shortly afterwards, and I ended up
pushing it the last couple of miles. I found a Honda dealer quite quickly, but
they couldn’t find the fault, and said I would have to leave it with them. By
this time I was pretty fed up, so I decided to solve the problem by throwing
money at it. I walked round the corner to Arlington’s Vehicle Rentals, hired
a van for a couple of days, and made the three hour drive back to Norfolk.
I packed up my gear in Martham, drove to Leeds, moved into the new
house, and went for a drink with Janet to the Skyrack. The following day I
drove back to Bedford, returned the van, and then took the moped up to
Leeds on the train. The Honda dealer had apparently repaired it (water had
got into the petrol tank) but I didn’t trust it sufficiently to take a chance on a
long journey.
There was one week to go before the official start of term, and that was
Fresher’s Week. Because I was technically the Cultural Affairs Secretary
for the Poly Student’s Union (even though I had no money to spend after
the cuts) I had to make an appearance at various events, sometimes to
speak, and sometimes just to lend a hand. There were school based
seminars, telling people about union services, a mass meeting at the
Playhouse, and a clubs and societies bazaar, where I had to run the Film
Society stall, and sign up new members. Janet went with me to the
Fresher’s Disco at Beckett Park, but it wasn’t very good, and we didn’t stay
late. By Thursday it was all over.
Angie and Pete, my friends from Norwich (who had been living in London)
moved to Liverpool over the summer, because Pete got a job at the art
college. So with three days left before the start of term, I decided to visit
them. I hired a car from Kennings, and drove across. After a visit to my
Aunt and Uncle during the afternoon, I went to see Dave Edwards (another
friend from Norwich). During the evening we went into town for a drink,
and then on to his club. It wasn’t exactly a gentleman’s club. It was
extraordinarily tacky. The bar and the tables were made of chipboard
102

which, like the walls and the ceiling, had all been painted black. There was
a juke box in the corner, a surly barman, and a small raised area for
dancing. The previous week someone had been barred for life, after
shooting the juke box, when it didn’t play the record they had selected. This
accounted for the fact that there was no music. It wasn’t the kind of place I
wanted to be.
On Saturday we had a day trip to Wales, before going to Angie and Pete’s
for a meal in the evening. We talked about Sarah, who hadn’t been in touch
for ages. Angie was fed up because Sarah didn’t answer her letters. I
explained what Viv had said about Sarah being depressed. But Angie still
wasn’t happy, because Sarah had left Felmersham without telling her (or
me) where she was going.
On Sunday we had another day trip, this time to the Lake District where we
climbed a small mountain (they said it was a hill, and I was complaining
about nothing) and then went to Blackpool in the evening to see the lights.
We had a good time, and I enjoyed seeing everyone again. But by the start
of term, on Monday the second of October, I was ready for a rest.
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OCTOBER 1978

I drove home from Liverpool, dumped the hire car back at Kennings and
went straight into college. The first priority was to enrol and pick up my
grant cheque. After that I spent the rest of the day with Malcolm, who I
hadn’t seen since July, telling him the story of my summer. Then I went
back to 29 Grimthorpe Terrace.
The new house was good. I had a two small rooms on the top floor, one of
which I intended to use as a darkroom, although I never got round to setting
it up properly. So the darkroom became a store room containing all the
things I thought I might need during the year, which left the other room
relatively clear for living in. It just about accommodated my TV, a small hifi, a desk, a wardrobe, and a bed. We had a communal lounge and kitchen,
and a shared bathroom. It took some getting used to. Of course it was nice
to come back in the evening and find people around, particularly friends
like Paul and Angie and Janet. But the downside was that I found it hard to
shut the door to my room, and do some work.
Janet was taking some night classes, and learning to play the guitar. After
she’d had a class, she would show me the music, and teach me how to play
it. I progressed quite quickly, and no one seemed to mind, until I bought my
first Bob Dylan song book. As a child I had learned to play the piano, and
music (predominantly serious music) had always been one of my interests. I
had a small wind instrument with a piano keyboard, which made a sound
like a chapel organ. Janet and I got quite good at playing tunes together,
although I still marvel at the tolerance shown by Paul and Angie when it
came to my Bob Dylan impersonation.
Having agreed the subject for my thesis with Val Gausden I needed to do
some research. In Bresson’s films the main characters are trying to achieve
a state of grace. This is a Catholic concept, in which each individual
struggles to be at peace with themselves and with God. I needed someone
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to talk to about it. My first stop was the Anglican chaplain Albert Jewell,
and later the catholic chaplain Father John Twist. Father John was a little
reticent, but I couldn’t work out why. He asked me more questions than I
asked him, and he didn’t really provide useful answers to my enquiries. His
view seemed to be that in order to understand it fully you had to believe,
and had to be a Catholic. I also got the impression that he thought the films
had brought me to him, and my interest in them might lead me to God. In
his company this was a difficult idea to resist, even though he said very
little to push me in that direction, so once I got out I didn’t go back.
He did make one important point however. A state of grace is difficult to
discuss or define, because it is a personal thing. It is about your individual
relationship with God, and so no one else can tell you if you have achieved
it, or argue with any conclusions you may reach about it. In Bresson’s early
films the characters seem to achieve a state of grace almost by accident,
whether they want to or not, but in the later films it becomes increasingly
difficult. When Bresson was asked why his films had become more
pessimistic over the years he said, “You are confusing pessimism with
lucidity.” In other words it had become clearer to him, as time went by, that
this state was in fact hard to achieve.
Back in the real world I discovered Richard Tyler had given me a C+ for
the summer term complementary studies seminars in photography. I was
not pleased. My film history and film criticism marks had all been B+ up to
that point. When I complained, he said my contribution had not been worth
a B, and that was that. In retrospect he was probably right, because I always
found it hard to deal with single images. If there was no broader context (a
story being told maybe) or if there wasn’t a preceding image and a
succeeding image, and if they weren’t transformed in some way by their
contact with one another, I was stuck. However, at the time, his name
definitely went on my list. (The list of people to be dealt with at a later
date.)
Janet and I went to see The Last Waltz. I’d seen it already during the
summer holidays, but I was happy to see it again. Then the following day
we went to a fancy dress party at Steve’s house. Not having any suitable
costume I went as a telephone engineer, in a flat cap and GPO raincoat.
Janet went as a St Trinian’s type school girl. (Short skirt, white blouse and a
tie.) It’s fair to say we didn’t actually make much of an effort, but then
neither did anyone else. We talked to Patrick for ages. (What he went as I
don’t remember.) After a while I began to feel unwell. An hour and a half
later Patrick and Janet had to help me get home. But the strange thing was, I
hadn’t had a lot to drink. I remember saying this to them, but they didn’t
really believe me.
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The following day (Friday) I still didn’t feel well, but went into college
anyway. Saturday was the same. On Sunday I did feel slightly better, but by
this time I’d stopped eating, because it was after meals that I felt bad. I
didn’t mention this to anyone in the house, because Janet was a nurse (after
her course the previous year she had become a health visitor) and Paul was
a medical student. I knew if I told anyone I would get plenty of advice.
On Monday I went to the doctor. (I had various other odd symptoms which
I haven’t described.) He listened to them all, and then examined me. The
problem was a form of constipation which I’d never come across before.
You feel unwell, bloated, slightly sick if you eat, but you seem to have a
kind of mild diarrhoea. He drew a diagram to explain exactly what was
happening. Then he wrote me a prescription.
When I got home from the chemist I opened the packet, and took out the
box of tablets. After I opened the box I was dismayed. I’ve always had a
problem swallowing tablets, unless they are small, and these certainly
weren’t small. I considered cutting them in half. But then I read the
instructions, and realised I wasn’t going to have to swallow them after all.
Apparently they would cure the problem by achieving a complete intestinal
clearance in about forty minutes. And a very unpleasant forty minutes it
was. Luckily no one else was in the house, and I was able to ventilate the
bathroom before anyone got home.
A girl called Catt Smith from the university was trying to get hold of me.
She was a reporter for Leeds Student. For some reason she wanted to write
an article about the cultural activities of the polytechnic student union, and
since I was the Cultural Affairs Secretary she wanted to talk to me. I went
to see her twice, but she wasn’t in the office. When I finally did meet her
she was pleasant to talk to, and seemed genuinely interested. I explained the
difficulties of Denis Healy’s education cuts, and how the programme had
been cut back virtually to nothing. So we would be supporting the cultural
societies, but there would be no special events as we had hoped. When the
article came out it was inaccurate and misleading. And as before with Leeds
Student, there was no right of reply.
Over the summer I’d written a script (again). Malcolm discussed it with me,
but we didn’t get very far, or reach any conclusions. Adrian also read it, and
later we talked it through. But we went round and round in circles for over
two hours. He wasn’t happy with it as it stood, and I wasn’t happy to make
the changes he wanted. The next day I talked to Malcolm again. He was
more sympathetic. His suggestion was that, as it was very short, I could
shoot it two different ways, and then decide which one worked best in the
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edit. The following week I had another short discussion with Adrian, who
eventually agreed it was a good idea to film it in the way Malcolm had
suggested.
I had one date with a girl called Ann. She went with me to the Hyde Park
Picture House to see a strange film called Network. (About a man who goes
mad on network television.) After the film we went back to my house.
When she left she seemed quite enthusiastic about meeting on the following
Thursday to see a film at the film society, but she didn’t turn up, and I never
saw her again.
Ulla and I were pretty much running the film society by ourselves. The first
film wasn’t shown until the 12th October (because of the cuts) and it was
the Bergman classic Wild Strawberries. We didn’t have a great turn out, and
I wondered if we should have started with something more contemporary.
Later we went for a drink in the bar, after my date (much to Ulla’s
amusement) had failed to show up.
I often had tea with different people in the canteen, before going to see a
film. Sarah Rogers was a favourite person to eat with, and so was Patrick.
On Friday 13th October I met Patrick for tea, before going to see Nashville
at the university. He said he was going to be on TV on a local news
programme called Calendar. After we finished our tea we went up to the
Poly TV room and watched the programme. A lot of other people from Fine
Art were there, and sure enough Patrick was on TV. What it was about I
can’t honestly say I remember, but Patrick tells me they were doing a piece
about how men dressed. Women apparently weren’t happy with how well
turned out their boyfriends were, so several men, including Patrick,
sashayed up and down the bar while the women gave them marks. Pat was
dressed in a scruffy pair of jeans, and offered the director several useful
cutaways, but apparently it was ruined in the edit.
One night I went home with Patrick and Steve. We sat in Dave Ball’s room
messing about and playing music. I had only been playing a guitar for about
two weeks, but Dave let me play chord sequences on his guitar while he
improvised melodies on his new Moog synthesiser. Then he let me have a
go on it. Theoretically I should have been better at that, because I could
play the piano. But it was unlike any keyboard instrument I had ever
played, and I found it hard to get the hang of it. It wasn’t polyphonic. You
could only play one note at a time (rather like a wind instrument) but it
would allow you to change that note in an infinite variety of ways. You
could not only change the tone by adding filters, or choosing and modifying
different wave forms, you could change the attack and decay characteristics
as well. This was cutting edge stuff at the time. I wonder how much people
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would now be prepared to pay for a synthesiser lesson from Dave Ball? (I
can hear Dave grunting, “Not much I shouldn’t think.”)
I don’t remember how I came to the following decision. But, I’d been
seeing Jacky Procter on and off for over three years, and I came to the
conclusion that I wanted it to be a more serious relationship. I thought the
time had come to start seeing one another exclusively, so I decided to
broach the subject on my next trip to London.
We had decided we were going to go and see Bob Dylan’s film Renaldo and
Clara at the Camden Plaza towards the end of October. It was only showing
at that cinema, and Bob was very popular at the time, having been on a sell
out world tour, including six nights at Earls Court and the Blackbush
Aerodrome concert. So the film was sold out night after night, and you had
to book quite a way in advance. Jacky booked the tickets for herself, and a
few friends, and me and Janet.
Janet and I went down to London by train. After a quick pizza in Leicester
Square, Jacky and I went to see a film called Girlfriends at the Gate Cinema
in Notting Hill, while Janet went window shopping. Later we all met up for
tea, and went over to Camden to see the Bob Dylan film. In my diary I
concluded that the film was, “...quite good, but will need more viewings.” I
enjoyed the music (from a previous tour in 1975) and the documentary part
of the film, but the improvised sequences left a lot to be desired, and many
of them didn’t make much sense to me. The film was also nearly four hours
long, so despite the impressive five channel audio mix, there was plenty of
time to be bored.
Later Janet went back to Leeds on the train, and I went back to Jacky’s. We
talked until very late, but I didn’t have the courage to make my pitch for an
exclusive relationship. (Maybe I knew what the answer would be.) What we
did talk about was having an aim in life, or something to try for. The next
day we went to the Odeon in Kensington High Street to see another film
(Outrageous) and then we went to Bond Street. There was an Italian
restaurant there, which we used to go to when Jacky first moved to London
in 1975. I wanted to go back there, for reasons of nostalgia mainly, but also
because it seemed an appropriate place to tell her what was on my mind.
The trouble was, she decided to tell me what was on her mind first. She was
intending to leave the UK, and go to Israel to live on a Kibbutz for eight
months, with a view to seeing if she would like to live there on a more
permanent basis. Of course I’d always known she was Jewish, but it had
never occurred to me that she might want to do this, and she had never
given any indication of it. She had left college in July, and not really known
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what to do. Her political activities didn’t seem likely to get her a job, and
she couldn’t think of anything else she wanted to do. (Later she developed a
serious interest in Israel and the kibbutz movement, but I don’t remember it
being there at this early stage. Going to Israel for the first time I think was
an exciting adventure.)
I was more than a little surprised. So I told her what I had wanted from the
relationship, although by then I realised it was not the time for either of us
to be making any kind of commitment. We sat there not knowing quite what
to say, our individual intentions pointing in different directions. Afterwards
we had a drink, but the conversation was still difficult. I decided I didn’t
want to stay the night, so I went back to Leeds on the overnight train.
After sleeping most of the following day I was a bit glum. I got up in the
afternoon, and had something to eat, and then I went to the blues club at the
Packhorse with Janet, and talked it all through.
Getting to see Bresson’s films wasn’t easy. I had to see them all, in order to
write the thesis, but they weren’t shown very frequently, even at the
National Film Theatre. One of the key films was “Diary of a Country
Priest”. Despite having been interested in Bresson for four years, and taken
every opportunity to see any of his films, whenever and wherever they were
screened, I’d never seen it. And you couldn’t of course get anything on
video or DVD at the time, and 16mm prints were very expensive to hire.
Finally I got news that Diary of a Country Priest was being screened at
Crosby library on 23rd October. Theoretically it was a film society
screening, for members only, but having run a film society I realised they
would probably let you in if you showed up at the door. So I left for
Liverpool at about three in the afternoon. Dave Edwards met me off the
train, and we went back to his for something to eat, and got to Crosby for
about seven-thirty. As I suspected, the treasurer of the society was happy to
illegally take a couple of quid off us, and let us in to see the film. I noticed
that, even in comparison with me and Dave Edwards, everyone running the
film society was very strange. It had the feel of some secret underground
organisation.
They weren’t very well equipped. There was only one projector, and the
screen was very tatty, with marks on it. Because there was only one
projector the film couldn’t be shown without a break. Every time we came
to the end of a reel, the lights went up, and there was a short interval while
the projectionist changed the spools and laced the projector up again. The
print was in terrible condition, badly scratched, and with jumps in it every
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few seconds where a few frames had been mangled in previous screenings.
The sound was also poor, although at least there were subtitles to read.
But worse was to come. When the second reel started I realised (because I’d
read the plot summary in a 1950 edition of Monthly Film Bulletin) that
several minutes of film were missing, and an important bit of the story was
now simply implied rather than clearly shown. Dave Edwards was puzzled,
but I was able to explain it to him in the break between reel two and reel
three. Although watching it was useful, it wasn’t exactly a good experience.
I’ve subsequently seen a decent print. With great photography and a
complex rich soundtrack it didn’t in any way resemble the film I saw in
Crosby library in October 1978.
Afterwards we went for a drink, during which I was berated for taking
Dave to see ‘a boring miserable film with bits missing’ and I was left in no
doubt that he didn’t enjoy the experience. After a couple of drinks he began
to see the funny side. I stayed the night at his flat, and we sat up until two in
the morning discussing nuclear war. He was in favour of an independent
nuclear deterrent, and I wasn’t. If we got blown up, he wanted the same
thing to happen to people in Moscow, whereas I didn’t. We went to bed
with the matter unresolved. (Except that I was right of course.)
Casting my film was proving difficult. I wanted a girl with the right kind of
expressive eyes. She didn’t have to say anything, because the images were
going to be cut to music (another one of Adrian’s exercises) but she did
have to look right. I’d been wandering around looking at girls for about a
week (not an unpleasant occupation) when I hit upon an idea. Most
departments took mug shots of their students, and printed them up so the
staff had some idea of student’s names. Malcolm got me the Graphics
student’s pictures, because they had the best looking girls, and I went
through them. I spotted a girl with lovely wide eyes. Her name was Sue
Page. Later that afternoon I found her, working in one of the studios. I
asked her if she would be in the film, and she agreed.
Over the weekend I went across to the Regional Film Theatre in Bradford,
to see another Bresson film, Une Femme Douce. I got back in time to go
with Val (2nd Yr Fine Art) to see a German film, Stroszek, by Werner
Herzog, which was the late night show at the Playhouse.
Charles White (2nd Year Fine Art) asked me to be in his film. He had
decided he wanted to make films, and Adrian insisted he made a “Meeting”
film before embarking on anything else. Since Charles was starting this
process a year after me, and since I wasn’t even close to having free access
to 16mm film yet, I wondered if he would get beyond the exercises before
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he graduated. We shot a few sequences in the studio without any problem,
but the exteriors were due to be covered later.
That night I felt like going to see a film, but there wasn’t much on.
However there was a film by the photographer David Hamilton (Bilitis)
which was on at the ABC. It was a strange, misty, grainy film, about the
relationship between a couple of teenage girls, which was tasteful in one
sense, but lacking any real conviction. The script (surprisingly) was by
Catherine Breillat who went on to write and direct some pretty extreme and
uncompromising films about sex and violence. But you would never have
guessed she would go on to do that from watching Bilitis.
I talked to Sue Page about being in my film. In fact I talked to her for about
an hour, which must have made her regret agreeing to do it. The film was
going to last barely two minutes, but at the time I was sure I wanted to use
Bressonian techniques in the acting. This (with the benefit of hindsight) was
ridiculous. It was one of Adrian’s exercises, and instead of taking it too
seriously, I should have been concentrating on the technical things which
Adrian wanted me to learn.
On 31st October Janet and I went to the Fine Art Halloween Party in the
performance area of the studio. It wasn’t bad as parties go. I thought the
music system was better than usual, and there was plenty to eat and drink.
Because we all knew one another there were lots of people to dance with
and talk to, and if your eardrums needed a break then you only had to step
outside into the studio, where quite a few people were hanging around and
chatting. About half way through the evening Janet got fed up with carrying
her handbag around. She gave it to me, to put in my locker until later. As I
was going out into the studio Sue Sutherland came running across to ask me
to dance. She thought I was going home, and wanted to rescue me from
being “disillusioned”. It was a nice thought, but I explained I wasn’t
actually leaving. (Maybe she thought the handbag belonged to me.)
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NOVEMBER 1978

Charles finally got round to shooting the exteriors of his film in Hyde Park.
It was a cold day, but sunny, and I was well wrapped up. As so often with
Adrian’s first exercise, because it was called The Meeting, it often involved
boys meeting girls. (Mine actually bucked the trend with one girl
confronting another girl.) Charles however decided to go down the
traditional route, and in my role as handsome leading man I was obliged to
kiss Lesley repeatedly. It seemed to require lengthy rehearsals. Charles
wasn’t happy with my technique (which I thought I had perfected some
years before). However it was not an unpleasant experience, and I was
happy to try and satisfy the director (if not Lesley) by persevering with my
performance until I got it right. Lesley whispered to me, “I wonder if he
gives his girlfriend this much instruction.” I suspected he probably did.
Over direction is a distinctive characteristic of student film-makers, and I
too suffered from the same problem. Having talked to Sue for the best part
of an hour about her performance in my two minute film (in which she
wasn’t even required to speak) I actually decided to take her some notes
(from Bresson’s book) to help her performance. When I got to the Graphics
studio though, notes in hand, I found she had a big swelling around her left
eye, which looked very red and sore. The doctor had said it should be back
to normal in about a week. However the shoot had been due to take place a
couple of days later, so everything had to be rescheduled.
Over the weekend I decided I wanted to revise an old script. It was a kind
of soap opera really, about four girls living in a shared house. (The
Chapelfield Project.) What made it different was that it was based on their
individual and conflicting recollections. The new script was difficult to
work on, because it was to some extent a cut and paste job on a previous
version. It would be easy now, but in 1978 it was hard work. Initially I
chopped up a previous version of the script, and then glued the sections
down on new sheets of paper with a Pritt stick. After that I had to write it all
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out again in long hand, with my additional sections included. What might
have taken about half a day on a lap top actually required four days of solid
writing.
On Sunday Angie helped me cook a small chicken (poussin probably)
which I’d bought the previous day. It was too young and too small to die,
and I felt guilty eating it, and I still feel guilty now. I felt the same way
when I once had tandoori quail in an Indian restaurant. I hadn’t expected
the entire tiny bird to be served up, still sizzling. If it wasn’t for bacon it
wouldn’t take much for me to become a vegetarian.
On Monday, because of the postponed film shoot, I was at a bit of a loose
end, and so was Malcolm. I worked on the storyboard in the morning, and
then had lunch with him. In the afternoon we went to a gun shop in Pudsey,
for Malcolm to buy some ammunition, and check out the new hardware.
(He was a gun enthusiast, and a member of a club.) We went for a coffee,
and then drove to Harrogate, where we had tea. Next stop was the
Harrogate Cine Club Film Festival. They were (allegedly) showing some of
the best amateur work in the UK. We left after the first half because the
standard was so appallingly low, and I got the train back to Leeds.
I asked Sue Page out on a date, and she said yes. We went to a double bill at
the Hyde Park Picture House. They were screening Hour of the Wolf, and
Last Tango in Paris. Neither of these is a first date movie. Marlon Brando
has anal sex with Maria Schneider in Last Tango, using butter as a
lubricant. Hour of the Wolf is about an artist who may be possessed by
demons, and culminates in his escape from a castle where the inhabitants
have turned into werewolves and vampires. In the surrounding forest he is
attacked by monstrous birds of prey. It was basically an evening of
unremitting sex, violence and horror, courtesy of Bertolucci and Bergman. I
asked her back for a coffee, but she felt it might be better to go home on the
bus.
The day before the shoot, Malcolm helped me to get all the equipment out
to my house, where I was intending to film a few sequences. The rest of it
was to be shot in the surrounding streets. We began filming at about eight in
the morning. I didn’t know how long it would take, and I didn’t want to be
rushing to get things done as the light began to fade around mid-afternoon.
It was mid-November, and the shooting day was very short. Surprisingly it
all went very smoothly, so we finished at just after one o’clock, and went
for a late lunch in the Skyrack. A couple of days later I shot the title
sequence, using the animation capabilities of the Bolex, which is by far the
most versatile of silent 16mm cameras. Malcolm then brought his camper
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van round again, and we took all the gear back to the college before sending
the film off for processing.
Charles told me his rushes had come back from the lab, so we put them on
the projector and had a look at them. They were awful. I couldn’t think of
anything to say. Charles knew they weren’t very good, but was confident he
could cut something together, once someone showed him how to edit. I
wasn’t quite so sure.
On Monday 13th November I went for a drink with Graham Hardy and
Glyn, before going to look at a sound exhibition by George Hinchliffe in
the gallery. (Or should that be to hear it?) I don’t remember much, except
that sound required a greater commitment of time than an exhibition of
painting or sculpture. So we were all there for quite a while. I had come
across George before, but this was the first time I’d actually listened to
anything he’d done, and the first time I had talked to him seriously.
On the way back I got a puncture at the Arndale Centre traffic lights in
Headingly, which was luckily quite close to home. Repairing it though was
far from easy. The exhaust had to be removed to get at the wheel, and the
tyre had to come off the rim. Both of these operations turned out to be
annoyingly tricky, and required the use of specialist tools. Then the patch
wouldn’t hold, and the Honda dealer didn’t have a replacement tube in
stock. By the time I reassembled everything on Saturday morning it had
taken me five days just to repair a puncture.
Steve decided he was going to publish a magazine. (Whether this
eventually became Vague or not I don’t now remember.) He wanted some
photographs of him and Dave Ball (in their underwear) shot on the spiral
staircase in the gallery, and made to resemble pictures you might find in a
fashion magazine. Why he asked me to do it I don’t know, since I had no
experience of that photographic style. Dave and Steve stripped off, and then
stuffed a pair of socks down their underpants to improve on what nature
had provided. I took photographs as directed. After processing we
discovered they weren’t very good. The lighting had been a bit bland, and
we hadn’t used anything other than natural light, so it proved almost
impossible to get any tonal variation into the pictures, despite using high
contrast grade five paper.
Ulla had a friend over from Finland who had an unpronounceable name.
She was very nice, so Steve and I spent some time hanging around with
them. We all went to the film society to see The Virgin Spring, a jolly little
medieval story of rape and revenge, which won Bergman his first Oscar. I
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much preferred the drink in the bar later, despite the language difficulties.
(Ulla’s English was excellent, but her friend wasn’t as fluent.)
After some more work on my script about four girls living together (The
Chapelfield Project) I eventually finished it. On Sunday afternoon I read the
whole thing aloud, and taped it. The forty minute running time was much
too long. No one was going to give me that much 16mm film. Nevertheless
I took the script into college. Malcolm read it and then we had a good
discussion. We talked about what it was possible to do with it, given the
length. Later I gave it to Adrian, and he took it home with him. We then
spent two hours one morning talking about it, and once again went round in
circles. I noted in my diary that the process was, “...most dissatisfying.”
Adrian was quite keen to push me, but not always in the direction that I
wanted to go. Despite his own liking for serious cinema (Bergman and
Bunuel) he thought I should be making films along the same lines as
Truffaut, and he believed my stories lent themselves to that kind of
treatment. I could see what he meant, but I didn’t agree. I wanted to reach a
place where the finished film transcends anything which could reasonably
be envisaged by examining the individual picture and sound elements. It is
an area where pictures and sounds, unremarkable in themselves, are
transformed by their contact with one another into a profound experience.
Very few films achieve this. You have to seek out the post-war Bresson
movies, and the early work of Chantal Akerman, and some films by Dreyer,
Ozu, and a few others. But I thought I had an instinct for it, and the
simplicity of it appealed to me.
There were lots of small things going on. Ulla went with me to see The
Criminal Life of Archibald de la Cruz at the university, which we enjoyed. I
spent an evening at Dave Perks’ house. Janet and I went to the Hyde Park to
see Steelyard Blues and Klute.
Anne Tilby asked me to film her performance. I agreed to do it, but things
didn’t go smoothly. First of all, it didn’t go ahead when it was supposed to.
I went into college, only to find it was postponed. She rescheduled for the
following day. Then, embarrassingly (since I was allegedly a film expert) I
began shooting at the wrong aperture. I realised my mistake, and luckily
she was doing it twice anyway, so I was able to have a second go at it later
in the day. The second time it worked out pretty well, because by then I had
a better idea of what was happening. It was all set on an aeroplane, and the
audience were the passengers, being served by girls dressed as air
stewardesses.
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The union job meant going to lots of meetings. There was the Board of
Representatives, and the Executive Committee, and meetings with various
cultural societies. None of them ever achieved anything, and I was
completely disillusioned with it almost before I started. I made a mental
note that I would never do anything like that ever again. One thing I
thought I could do was to get the union mini-bus for a forthcoming fine art
trip. But even that was blocked, because other executive members felt
departmental trips should be funded by departments. Not even being able to
get the use of union equipment was more or less the last straw. With no
budget, and apparently with no influence, I pretty much gave up.
November of course brought my annual trip to the London Film Festival.
For the first time in four years I didn’t have a place to stay in London.
Angie and Pete had moved to Liverpool, and Jacky had gone to Israel.
However my sister’s complicated personal life came to my rescue.
Boyfriend number one (Richard) had a bedsit in Earls Court and, no doubt
anxious to stay on good terms with my sister, he said I could sleep on his
floor. I always got on well with Richard, so we went for a meal on the
Saturday night and had a chat. However he didn’t want to go to a late night
screening of the The Hills Have Eyes (the original version) so I didn’t
bother to go either.
The following day was the highlight of the festival. Andrej Wajda’s film
Man of Marble was showing at the Odeon Leicester Square. It is an epic
Polish film, made during a more liberal period of communist rule, and it is
openly critical of previous communist party administrations. It tells the
story of a man who could lay more bricks in a day than anyone else
(thereby becoming a hero of the people in the fifties) and follows a young
ambitious documentarist as she tries to make a film about him in the
seventies. The cinema was full of London’s Polish community. I got the
feeling I was the only English person in the audience. The film was in
Polish with English sub-titles. It was a slightly disconcerting experience,
because the mainly Polish audience laughed regularly for no apparent
reason. Clearly there were jokes which could not be understood by those
who did not have a detailed knowledge of the politics. I was only “getting”
part of the film. The rest was either lost in translation, or lost due to my
ignorance. Despite that, it was an excellent film, perhaps the best film of
the year.
Anne Tilby invited me to go to her house for a meal. I didn’t really fancy
Anne, but I decided I’d better have a bath anyway, just in case I was
unexpectedly overcome with desire, or suffered a momentary lapse of
judgement after a couple of glasses of wine. Luckily it turned out she didn’t
fancy me either, but just wanted an escort to go to the White Elephant
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Gallery later in the evening. I was once again subjected to the Anne Tilby
driving experience, as I was whisked up to the gallery in her Triumph
Herald, clutching the upholstery, and wishing the car was fitted with seat
belts. (It had been manufactured sometime in the sixties, before they were
compulsory.) We watched a performance which involved a lot of standing
around outside in the cold. Later we went to the Skyrack to warm up, and
then went back to the gallery for some after hours drinking, and what
turned out to be the most important part of the evening (at least from
Anne’s point of view). She had taken some slides of her performance,
which she showed to the owners, in the hope of arousing their interest. So I
did at least learn a valuable lesson in self promotion.
I would often cram a lot into just one day, in a way which I would never
think of doing now. On Tuesday 28th November I went to see a Bergman
film “The Shame” in the afternoon. Then I went to the Rock All for a meal,
with Steve Turner from Graphics. Following that I went back to Grimthorpe
Terrace, picked up Angela, and went to the Skyrack for a drink at just after
ten. When it closed we then went on to Belinda’s (a club) for the Law
Society Disco. The next day I didn’t get up very early.
My film came back from processing, and needed editing. The editing rooms
in the film unit were really cubicles, made of chip board, with curtains
which could be drawn to stop the light from coming in. But they didn’t
have doors, and therefore weren’t sound proof. This had two disadvantages.
If you were editing, and going over the same cut time and time again, the
noise was very irritating to other people trying to work in the unit. And the
other problem was that the constant conversations going on elsewhere in
the unit made it difficult to concentrate. So the best time to edit was during
the night when no one else was about.
I got Adrian to sign the late form. Health and safety was more lax then, and
you could work in the department by yourself as long as you had written
permission, which you showed to the night security guard when he did his
rounds. Once the department cleared (after tea) I started to set everything
up. The first job was to break the film down into individual shots, and hang
them on the hooks of the trim bin. Working from the storyboard I
assembled the shots in the correct order. Then I began to mark up the music
track with a chinagraph pencil to indicate where I thought the cuts should
be. Finally I began to lay the shots into the music track, trying to make sure
the cuts were on the beat. All this was achieved with an Acmade Miniola, a
16mm joiner, and a roll of splicing tape. I was very careful to get it right,
because we couldn’t afford to have a print made. I wanted as few joins in
the cutting copy as possible, and certainly no extra ones caused by making
mistakes.
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Eventually, at about four in the morning, I cleared everything up, put the
cans of film away, and went down to the front door. The security guard let
me out, and I got on my moped to go back to Grimthorpe Terrace. A little
way up Woodhouse Lane, near Hyde Park, the engine began to splutter. The
power ebbed away for several seconds, but then returned. Further out
towards Headingly the same thing happened again. Finally the engine
stopped. I tried to re-start it. After a couple of attempts it reluctantly began
to chug away, gradually picking up revs. For the last mile or so there were
no more problems, so I put it down to an air-lock, or grit in the carburettor.
The following day I went into college and showed the edited version of my
film to Adrian. He found a few things which weren’t quite right, and some
places where he thought I could have tightened it up a bit (he had worked
professionally as an editor) but in general he was happy with it.
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On the first of December I went into college early, for a meeting with
Adrian, but he didn’t come in because he had a cold. I waited around for a
while, and eventually showed my film to Malcolm and Sue Page. They both
liked it. Because it was an exercise, cut to music, there were no long shots
for Malcolm to criticise.
Almost no one came into the department during the morning, so Malcolm
abandoned his post early in the afternoon, and we went to the pictures to
see The Driver by Walter Hill. It’s a cold film (like all his films) but well
cut, and well constructed. The plot is a bit formulaic, but it keeps your
interest. Ronee Blakely is in it, which was enough to keep me interested.
She has a striking face, but is in comparatively few films, Nashville being
the best known.
For most of the month I tried to write a script based on the Cuban missile
crisis, or more precisely about a man who went to live in his cellar while it
was going on. I went to the library and did the research to find out exactly
what happened and when, so the chronology would be right. Writing the
script however proved to be more difficult than doing the research.
Adrian, who was a Bergman enthusiast, showed The Silence in the video
studio. I found it to be one of the more difficult Bergman films, which is
saying something, because none of them are easy. The stylisation, and in
particular the lack of a realistic context were problems for me. The country
is unnamed, and the conflict, or invasion, or revolution, or whatever it is,
isn’t explored. The characters obviously must know more about this than
the audience, but they don’t share what they know. It is hard to enter their
interior world when you don’t fully understand the external pressures.
Adrian talked to me about it for a while, and I understood his interest in it,
but it didn’t work for me.
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The next day however I did see something I liked. The Bradford Film
Theatre screened Pickpocket by Robert Bresson, which at that time was a
very difficult film to get to see. Screenings were rare. I found it a very
simple, restrained, piece of work. Almost the perfect Bresson film. Another
bit of the jigsaw fell into place, and I could feel my thesis beginning to take
shape.
The moped was playing up again. It didn’t actually break down, it just gave
you the impression it was going to. You would be riding along, and
suddenly the power would go. You would get slower and slower for a few
seconds, and then it would gradually pick up again. This was annoying,
because it didn’t feel at all reliable. I took it into the Honda dealer on Hyde
Park Corner. They cleaned out the fuel lines and the carburettor. After that it
seemed OK.
It looked as if Ulla and I had pretty much killed off the film society. By
December the audience numbers had dwindled to an all time low. Our idea
of screening a season of films by the same director had spectacularly failed.
The autumn term Bergman season just didn’t pull the crowds in, despite
increased publicity, and genuine dayglo posters, designed by Ulla, which
you certainly couldn’t miss. Worst of all this lack of interest was affecting
the attendance at other films. We showed the most famous Finnish film of
all time, The Unknown Soldier, and about three people turned up. Things
didn’t look good for the forthcoming Bresson season in the Spring term.
Adrian and I had a very long talk (the one postponed from the first of
December) which lasted for the whole morning, and during which we
discussed the process of learning, some forthcoming film exercises, and
post-graduate courses. My intention at that point was to apply to the
National Film School. Adrian (quite rightly) wondered whether my Bresson
influenced films would actually get me a place at the National which was
quite commercial in its outlook. So even at that relatively early stage he
encouraged me to think about The Royal College of Art, and the Slade
School of Fine Art, both of which ran post-graduate film courses. He also
said that in terms of timing I should think about making my graduation film
early in the third year, so it would be ready for inclusion in my portfolio
which would probably have to be sent off in spring 1980. He was
encouraging me not just to look ahead, but to have a plan, so that I knew
what I would be doing, and when. It was excellent advice.
Everyone in our house decided to have a Christmas party. It was going to be
a small but classy affair. More of a dinner party really. We were going to
have a full Christmas dinner (in the evening) and we would each invite one
person. So there would be eight people altogether, which was just about as
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many as we could manage for a sit-down meal in our kitchen. I didn’t know
who to invite though, but I decided it should probably be a girl. It wasn’t
exactly a date, so the only criteria was who would be the most fun, and who
would mix well with the others. My first choice was Sarah Rogers, but she
was going to another party, and so was Ulla. (The party season by this time
was in full swing.) Luckily Anne Tilby was not otherwise engaged, and was
happy to come.
I went shopping on Saturday morning to get the ingredients for the cake I
was supposed to bake. It took me all of the afternoon and evening to
actually make it. It was a big cake, and I was being supervised by Angie,
just to make sure it was done properly. I don’t think they trusted me to do it
by myself. The following day we began preparing the meal during the
morning. Finally I managed to have a quick bath late in the afternoon, ready
for Anne’s arrival at six.
It was a good party. The meal was excellent, and so was the cake. Christine
(Paul’s girlfriend) took some pictures of me kissing Angie. I can’t imagine
how much she must have had to drink to allow that to happen.
Unfortunately I don’t remember it. Anne got on well with everyone, and
was definitely good fun. As a result of this party she and Angie became
friends. Angie later did some modelling for her, and was in one of her
performances.
Warwick University held a conference for Student Union film society
organisers. So I had a couple of days in Warwick, finding out about what
went on elsewhere. It was an interesting experience. I discovered most of
the other institutions didn’t split the commercial and non-commercial films
as Leeds Poly did. They showed a mix of things, at the same venue, which
helped to keep up numbers, and the commercial films cross subsidised the
art movies. In Leeds the student union ran the commercial movies in the big
lecture hall. They made a profit, and kept the money. The film society
screened the art movies, and made a loss.
We had some lectures (one by Bob Godfrey) and saw some films. But the
most impressive thing was how well equipped Warwick University was in
comparison with Leeds Poly. They had good quality student
accommodation on site (which we stayed in) and their lecture theatre was
equipped with 35mm projection and four channel magnetic sound.
Unfortunately this meant we were subjected to a screening of Tommy,
which was one of the few films with four channel sound at the time. I met a
nice girl from South Wales, and also met Janey Walklin from Leeds
University Film Society. On the second day they screened a much better
movie called Between the Lines, which was a good film about a newspaper,
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made by Joan Micklin Silver. (I’d wanted to see this for some time - having
enjoyed her previous film Hester Street a few years before.)
Two days later it was the end of term. I had a short additional meeting with
Adrian, concerning how much freedom I had within the film unit. I wanted
to continue making the Leeds film on Super 8, as well as implementing
Adrian’s plan for my future 16mm work. In the end agreement about what I
was going to do during the rest of the year was easily reached.
I took my moped on the train as far as Norwich, and then rode home from
there. The holidays were pretty much the same as the previous year. I went
to see all my friends over the course of about three weeks, and I had
Christmas itself with the family. There were a couple of important things
which happened though.
Dave Gawthrop (my friend from school) had acquired a girlfriend (Patty)
who he subsequently married. So when I met him in the Victoria for a drink
he was very happy. The only unfortunate thing was that after he started
going out with her, the rest of us hardly ever saw him. She was a very nice
person I thought, and they seemed well suited.
I also met my other friend from school, David Ward, whose mother had
died in a house fire the previous Easter. Nine months had gone by, and he
was by then able to talk about it. However it had clearly affected him
deeply, as you might expect. What I hadn’t expected however was that he
had become a practising Catholic, and was thinking of entering a seminary,
and training for the priesthood. He subsequently did this, but didn’t finish
the course.
Back in the nineteen fifties, it was commonplace after a home birth for a
nurse to come and live with the family for a couple of weeks, helping with
everything from cleaning, cooking and washing, to looking after older
siblings. On Christmas day it was a surprise to hear a knock on the door,
and find Miss Capes, who had come to live with us for a couple of weeks
after my sister was born, standing on the doorstep. She was staying with
some friends nearby, and had attended the morning service in the church
just opposite us. She came in with her sister, and had a glass of sherry and a
chat, before going off for Christmas lunch with her friends.
Since it was Christmas I bought myself a couple of presents. The first one
was a guitar. It was a classical guitar, with nylon strings, which were kind
to your fingers, so it was a good instrument to learn on. The tape hiss on my
old cassette player was annoying, so when I saw a Ferguson deck with
Dolby noise reduction in the Comet sale I bought it.
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I made some cuts in the first part of my long Leeds film. There had been
much criticism of a hand-held shot about half-way through, so I decided to
take it out. There was no question it didn’t really work alongside the long
stationary shots which were the heart of the film. The problem however was
that it meant re-constructing the soundtrack for the remainder of that
section. I went over to Brian’s house so we could use his reel to reel tape
recorder. We tried to replace the track without much success. He was called
out to repair a fault in Gorleston telephone exchange, and although we
stayed up late, and tried again the following day, we didn’t get it finished.
After Jacky went to Israel I didn’t hear very much from her. A few weeks
after she left I got a post-card saying she had arrived safely, but then I
didn’t hear anything else. Finally on the 30th of December a long letter
arrived, describing everything. She was obviously having a good time on
the kibbutz, and enjoying the good weather. Our little disagreement over the
nature of our relationship didn’t bother her too much. She quite rightly
thought we should wait and see how we felt about it when she got back.
She wasn’t ruling anything out, and she missed me a lot, so I felt quite good
that the door hadn’t actually been closed.
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JANUARY 1979

Snow arrived at some point around the end of December, and remained
with us throughout January, and most of February. It affected everything.
The roads in Norfolk were passable with care, but the temperatures were
low, and every night and morning it was icy. I didn’t use my moped at all to
begin with, as it was too dangerous. I went everywhere by bus.
My first priority was to try and get the film soundtrack sorted out. Brian
and I had encountered some difficulties in re-dubbing the last section. The
voices had never been very distinct, but for some reason things now seemed
worse. We tried equalising it with no success. Brian suspected an
impedance matching problem, which we resolved by wiring in a
transformer, and tapping off the secondary winding. Suddenly everything
was crisp and clear. The difference was so marked that we couldn’t just redub the last section. We realised we were going to have to replace the
soundtrack on the entire film. It worked very well. The traffic noise wasn’t
quite as good, but the voices were much improved.
While we were doing all this we had a power cut. So we started listening to
a tape of Street Legal (the new Bob Dylan album) on Brian’s battery
powered cassette player, and we began talking. Brian was a few years older
than me, and had been a teenager in the sixties. He said my sudden interest
in rock music (having previously been interested mainly in folk music)
through listening to Dylan, was odd, and in a way rather touching. It was
what had happened to a lot of people in 1965. He found it amusing that I’d
had my sixties experience at the end of the nineteen seventies. This was
also true of my involvement with film. I became interested in Bresson,
Truffaut and Bergman in the early seventies, when really they were a fifties
phenomenon. Intellectually I always seemed to be about fifteen years
behind everyone else.
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Over the remainder of the holiday I ran into some old friends, went to the
pub a few times, and saw a couple of good movies. The roads became a bit
less icy, and finally I packed up, ready to go back to Leeds, on the eighth of
January. After an early bacon and egg lunch I got on the moped and started
off towards Norwich. Once again it began to lose power, and just after Acle
it refused to go at all. I pushed it to the station, took it by train to Great
Yarmouth, and wheeled it back to the shop where I’d bought it. Mr Harrison
had a look at it, and found water in the petrol tank again. He cleaned out the
tank, the fuel lines, and the carburettor. Finally I took it back to Leeds on
the train.
There were two film projects I wanted to pursue, and I talked to Adrian
about both of them almost as soon as I got back. The one which caused me
most difficulty was the Chapelfield Project, about three girls living in a
house. I’d written the script the previous term, and I wanted to record part
of it on video. Although we had a video studio, the actual equipment came
from Educational Technology, so Adrian had to book it for me. He
suggested I should get some actors from the University Drama Group. They
started back a week later than us, so initially I tried the drama department at
Beckett Park Teacher Training College. Mrs Creyke, who ran it, invited me
to attend one of their rehearsals, and talk to the group.
The other project was to be a very short montage, made from close ups of
people’s faces, shot with a telephoto lens, and a narrow depth of field.
Adrian supported this project almost from the moment I suggested it to him.
It was limited in scope, even though it was to be shot on 16mm, and would
only use 400ft of film. The shortness of the shots (unusual for me) and the
limited expenditure might have been the crucial factors in persuading him it
was a good idea. A couple of days later Tim and I went out to shoot it.
I met Tim at his interview the previous year. When he finally turned up in
the film unit we didn’t have much to do with one another, but we chatted
now and then, and gradually became friends. He was very different from
me. He was wild, and hugely enthusiastic about everything, with
astonishingly improbable ideas. He created fantastic images, some of which
were so unusual that nothing like them had ever been seen before. This may
seem like an overstatement. Certainly my knowledge of the history of
animation is minimal, but Adrian, who did know, said this with absolute
conviction. I never heard him say such a thing about any other student.
Malcolm set up the Arri ST camera, with a 400ft magazine attached, and
three different focal length lenses mounted on the turrets. Despite the fact
that the ST was designed as a hand held camera, it was very hard to handle
with all this equipment on board, and a large NiCad battery pack slung over
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my shoulder. I staggered out of the Poly under the substantial weight of
German bomb proof engineering, and Tim came with me carrying the
accessories. Snow was still on the ground, the daytime temperatures
weren’t getting above freezing, and the pavements were icy and
treacherous. We gingerly made our way down towards the Headrow. I was
very aware that one slip could destroy several thousand pounds worth of
equipment. Tim advised me that should the unthinkable happen, I should try
and get my body between the camera and the pavement, to break its fall. I
thanked him for his concern.
The focal length of the lenses wasn’t long enough. To obtain the shots I
wanted I had to get far too close to people. The whole set up was much too
conspicuous. Every time you got near someone they looked at you
suspiciously. Candid shots just weren’t possible. The camera, magazine,
lenses and mechanism, were made of best quality German steel, and rapidly
dropped in temperature, making the lubricants inside much more viscous.
The camera speed fell because the battery delivered less power in the cold,
and the mechanism started to freeze. The lens barrels became harder to turn.
I was working without gloves in order to get a decent grip, but after only a
few minutes I lost all feeling in my fingers. After about an hour, with
nothing shot, I abandoned the whole thing and came back to the Poly. We
packed the camera equipment away, and I bought Tim a coffee in the
canteen. I was fed up because we hadn’t shot a single frame of film. Tim
said he thought he’d learned a lot.
Janet in our house held a Tupperware party. Since I’d never been to one I
decided to go. It was interesting in a strange way. I didn’t buy any
Tupperware myself, but several other people did, including a woman who
had a terrible laugh, and some grotesque facial expressions. Another thing
that happened in the house was that we somehow became interested in
Mah-jong. It wasn’t an interest that carried on very long as far as I was
concerned, but for a few weeks we played quite often if we all happened to
be home at the same time.
We showed Cul-de-Sac at the film society. It was not to my liking, and I
hadn’t chosen it. Polanski can be good, but this had little to say. It was
funny in places, but it was all style and no substance. Nevertheless it sold
out. A large number of people turned up who we’d never seen before. I
couldn’t work out why. When we showed the famous Bergman films the
place was empty, but a minor Polanski turned out to be a big hit. Yet again I
didn’t seem to be in tune with what was going on at the time.
One Friday morning I went up to Beckett park to see Mrs Creyke’s drama
group. They were all on some kind of performing arts course, as part of
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their teacher training. It started so early that I went up there before
breakfast. I sat in on the whole lesson, which was very theatrical. At the end
she invited me to say something about the film, and a couple of girls came
up to me afterwards and said they were interested. We arranged to shoot a
run through of the script the following Monday. The opportunity to be
filmed, or to see yourself on video, was pretty rare at the time.
I was also interested in videoing non-actors. (Bresson didn’t use any
professional actors after his second film.) So when the equipment arrived
from Educational Technology I asked Ulla, Sue Swift, Dominique, and
Ulla’s friend Jane, to read the script through while I taped it. This happened
over a period of a couple of weeks. I didn’t get exactly what I was after, but
Ulla managed a good deal of authenticity, and was also quick to grasp what
I wanted. She even took the script home to read it by herself and get a feel
for it. We shot long sections on black and white video tape, but it didn’t go
any further than that. It was a dialogue heavy forty minutes, and there was
little action. I couldn’t seem to make it work.
How the idea came about for several of us to visit Coventry art college and
present our work I don’t remember, but it wasn’t anything to do with me.
How I became attached to it I also don’t remember. (Certainly the idea had
been around for a while, because the union refused to lend us the mini-bus
sometime during the Autumn term.) In the week before we left I had several
meetings with Steve, Graham, Wig, and Patrick, about the programme of
events, and the equipment needed for the screening of my film.
On Wednesday 17th January I went into the Poly early to catch the mini-bus
going to Coventry. I had a rucksack with me containing, among other
things, a sleeping bag, a strange musical instrument, a Super 8 movie
camera, and a brand new notebook so I could record everything that
happened. First we had tea and toast in the canteen. Then we decided we’d
better go and try to find George, since he was the only person who hadn’t
turned up. We drove round the Hyde Park area, with various occupants of
the mini-bus hanging out of the windows shouting “George, George!” (It
sounded more like, “Jaws, Jaws!”) Finally we found him, and got back to
the Poly at 9.56am. George wondered why we were going to Coventry
when there were snowstorms on the M1, and lorry drivers had secondary
pickets at all the Polytechnics. (We were in the middle of the winter of
discontent.) Harold Cove came out to see us off. Someone sang, “Climb
Every Mountain.”
We got petrol at 10.15am, and nearly squashed a red car between us and the
kerb on the Motorway approach at 10.20. George said the woman who lived
next door to him was very nosey, and he was sure she knew all about him.
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Not only that, but she cut her lawn with scissors. In the driving snow and no
doubt freezing temperatures the mini-bus seemed to lose what little power it
had, and we slowed to a steady fifty in the slow lane. To pass the time
George started a rehearsal for the Art School Orchestra concert later in the
day. People seemed to play individually, rather than together. Glyn got a
headache.
On arrival, no one met us. No one even seemed to know we were coming.
Nevertheless we managed to lock our equipment in their lecture theatre,
before going across the road to the pub. When we got there we realised
Steve was missing. Graham went to look for Steve. Ten minutes later Steve
turned up, but without Graham. Eventually Graham turned up with Zoë,
who was the first person who didn’t seem surprised to see us. Zoë
persuaded us to move into the back bar, because apparently that was better.
It turned out to be colder, and more expensive. Although I didn’t participate
in the discussion with Zoë, it sounded as if a programme was being hastily
arranged.
All our gear had to be moved from the lecture theatre to one of the
lecturer’s rooms on the fifth floor, and this became our base. We were given
a quick tour of the various venues, but the organisation and preparation at
the Coventry end was almost non-existent. Not long afterwards, at about
half past two, we were making posters for our own events, the first of
which was due to take place at four o’clock.
Zoë introduced us to lots of other women, and I began to wonder if there
were actually any men in Coventry. Finally some of Zoë’s helpers took the
posters out, and put them up around the building. Steve and Diz busied
themselves loading slides into the projector magazine, and Wig consulted
the I Ching for advice on how to approach the first event. It was all more
than I could take.
Robert and I left to get some things from the shops. I bought and sent a card
to my father for his birthday before we went back to the canteen. We had
half an hour or so to spare, so we talked to the Coventry students about the
difference between the courses.
George went into showbiz mode. He made a good job of showing, and
talking about, the work of various Leeds students, accompanied by his
tapes. Because I hadn’t been involved in the planning of this I knew little
more than the Coventry students, but much of it was very funny, and I
didn’t believe a word he said. The audience however weren’t sure how to
take it. I felt certain they must have had some doubts about the travel grant
student, and Rangi Pandi. Some of the songs by Diz went down well.
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We had tea in the canteen, chatted about film, and then went across to the
pub. After playing several games of pool, generally messing around, and
drinking quite a bit, we all retired to a private room for the second event.
This consisted of poetry (some written by Pam Ayres) and readings of
strange incomprehensible texts. The audience was very small at first and the
atmosphere wasn’t very good. Because George had been very funny with
his introductions and stories at the previous event the audience didn’t seem
to appreciate things which were meant to be serious. Humorous items got
the best reception. Diz and George had the most success. With some of the
others (Graham and Wig) it was hard to judge, because the pieces
themselves didn’t provoke any audience reaction. Later more people came
in, and Diz ended with a brilliant piece where he pretended to be a lecturer
sorting out the class before the lecture began. A general discussion
followed, and then we split up into groups.
George and I went off with a couple of performance artists. We drank
coffee and talked for a bit before sleeping on the floor in their front room.
They gave us a mattress and a quilt each, so we were quite comfortable
The following day George and I got up early and went into the college. We
had a look round the painting and sculpture studios before anyone else got
in. There wasn’t much that made an impression. As the first people into the
canteen we got the choice of the biggest bacon rolls and hamburgers. Zoë
turned up after a while, and we went with her to try and find a suitable
projector. We also found an extension speaker, and set it all up in Studio
Four, ready for the afternoon performance. Some of us got into trouble. A
tent was required for part of the performance, and they didn’t appreciate us
nailing the guy ropes to the beautifully polished wooden floor and the
immaculately painted wall. I think the word vandalism was used.
George and Wig did a piece first, then I showed my film, and then two
more pieces of performance art followed. The film split opinion down the
middle. Only about half the people I spoke to were positive about it. George
said he liked it because it was straightforward, direct, unpretentious, and
didn’t pull any punches, and he hadn’t expected that of me. Robert liked it
because he said it related to his own work, and was totally
uncompromising. Patrick found it hard to watch (no doubt for the second
time).
After the show we cleared up and had tea, before setting up for the Art
School Orchestra Concert. It was not exactly a tight set. Some things
worked reasonably well, but more rehearsal (or in fact any rehearsal) might
have helped. We finished with Rainy Day Women (which we’d had a go at
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in the mini-bus) and it wasn’t too bad. Surprisingly everyone in the
audience knew it, and joined in, so we ended on a bit of a high, before
going to the pub.
There was nearly a fight. One of their film students was a bit upset by my
film, or at least upset that he’d spent thirty minutes watching it. He got
quite stuck in. I wasn’t too bothered, but George got slightly irritated. I was
being accused of not taking advantage of all the techniques which would, in
his opinion, have helped to get my ideas across. Finally, in exasperation he
said, “I mean you didn’t even move the camera.” So George jumped in.
“Look pal, if there’s one thing that should be obvious, even to someone
who doesn’t know anything about film, it’s that he clearly didn’t intend to
move the camera. So maybe that’s something you should think about,
because it seems pretty certain there must be a reason for it.”
“Well what?”
I was about to explain, but George hadn’t finished with him.
“You want everything given to you on a plate do you? The idea of a film
like that is it makes you think. So why don’t you work it out for yourself.
That way you might learn something.”
Then there were a few unpleasant exchanges of a more personal nature, but
George didn’t back down, and the other guy got fed up and walked off.
There was a moment though when I thought I was going to be involved in
my first actual fist fight since primary school.
After another night with the performance artists, George and I wandered
into the college to get some breakfast. Snow was coming down again.
(There hadn’t been a break from the snow since the beginning of the year.)
Something made George decide he ought to check we were being picked up
as arranged. When he spoke to the Poly he found Dave Seeger (a tutor) was
refusing to drive down to collect us because of the snow. We checked train
times, but there was nothing convenient, and we couldn’t in any case get
our equipment back to Leeds on the train. George phoned a couple of car
hire companies, and found a place which could supply us with a mini-bus
and a driver. He wrote out a cheque to cover the cost, little realising it
would take him six months to get his money back from the Poly.
There was supposed to be a seminar in the morning to discuss all the work
we had presented. No one turned up. Not even one person. Whether they
were fed up with us, or not interested, or still in bed, or put off by the snow,
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I don’t know. It was a pity though. I’d been curious to find out what people
thought about my film, and answer any questions. No one else seemed
particularly bothered, so we abandoned any attempt at intellectual rigour,
and went to the pub for an early lunch. The mini-bus turned up at 12.30pm
and we were back in Leeds by half three.
Ulla and I were seeing quite a lot of one another. Not only were we both in
the film unit, but we shared the same taste in films. (That is to say we
would both go to see almost anything.) It wasn’t unusual for us to see
several films a week together, mostly at the Hyde Park Picture House or the
University Film Society, and then sit in the canteen talking about them. On
consecutive nights after getting back from Coventry we did some catching
up, and went to see Mean Streets, Play it Again Sam, and The Last Tycoon.
I tried to get Sarah Rogers to go and see The Last Tycoon with us, because
Ingrid Boulting (almost unknown, but a good actress) was very like her, in
terms of both looks and personality. Unfortunately she had other things to
do.
Monday 22nd of January was supposed to be the day I did my video shoot,
using the actresses from Beckett Park. But it was the day of the big strike.
Every public service worker in the country was out on strike, in protest
about government cuts. I could have gone out and joined the picket lines,
but it was very cold, and there was snow everywhere, so I stayed at home,
did some writing, and watched movies on TV. Although I didn’t like the
cuts, I certainly didn’t think the trade unions should be putting the boot into
the Labour government. I was a Labour Party member at the time, and I
thought it was very damaging for us. With a general election coming up, the
trade union strategy seemed entirely counter-productive.
Malcolm (who by this time was officially my personal tutor) was a stringer
for various TV stations (including one in Australia). This meant he could
get a call at any time to go out with a camera and shoot some newsworthy
event. They also paid for an assistant, so sometimes that was me, even
though I didn’t have a union card. I didn’t earn much from it, but £30 in
cash here and there was useful. However the day after the big strike he
came up with something unusual. Another stringer in Brussels had shot
some footage which was needed by Yorkshire TV. He could get the
unprocessed film to Ostend, but needed someone to pick it up from there,
and deliver it to Humphries laboratories in Leeds This was the quickest way
to get it on the air. I said I was willing to do it, but I didn’t have a passport.
So Malcolm took me to Harrogate on the way back to his house, and we got
a one year European passport at the post office. (You could get these at the
time with no security checks - all you needed was a birth certificate and a
picture from a photo booth.)
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My intended route was four hours by train to London, two hours by train to
Ramsgate centre, a short bus ride to the ferry terminal, a four hour crossing
to Ostend, and then after a couple of hours in Ostend, the same journey in
reverse. Total time twenty two hours. That was how pictures of news events
reached people’s screens in those days. It was all shot on film, and moved
around by couriers.
We waited at Malcolm’s house for a call from Brussels, and tried several
times to contact Belgium ourselves. But telecommunications weren’t quite
as efficient in 1979 as they are now. We didn’t succeed in ringing Brussels,
and they didn’t succeed in ringing us. The breakdown in communications
led to the cancellation of the trip. By the next morning it was clear the film
wouldn’t get to Leeds until sometime the following day, and they regarded
that as too late. Whatever it was would no longer be news. There was
approximately a twenty-four hour window, and if you missed it, that was
that.
Every Wednesday afternoon Adrian had a film unit seminar. Anyone who
had work in progress was supposed to screen it. I mostly tried to avoid this,
because I didn’t want people to look at my work until it was finished.
Sometimes there wasn’t much work to show, so Adrian would screen a film
by a former student. I was often disappointed with the quality. They were
generally technically OK, but the films never seemed to have much to say.
This might have been because at least half the films were made by graphics
students, who had to fulfil a particular brief. Sometimes however there was
a good film.
A couple of days after the strike Adrian showed a film called Making It.
Someone had cleverly written a script about trying to make a film at the
Poly, and the difficulty of getting anything past Adrian. He is seen to
dismiss various ideas because they are too big and expensive. While this is
going on H block (the home of art and design in the Poly) goes up in
flames, and the rest of the film turns into a pastiche of The Towering
Inferno. Film students try to escape from smoke and fire on the ninth floor,
which inevitably involves the special effects Adrian had refused to allow.
We all thought it was very funny, as did Adrian, who had quite a significant
role in the film. He showed it as an example of what could be done with no
budget (except for film and processing) if you were imaginative. None of
this was really relevant to my work (which was simple in the extreme) but I
think Tim and Phil were influenced by it, and tried to make increasingly
elaborate films with few resources.
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Thursday 25th January was not a good day. The moped lost all power again
just as I got into college. The engine died, and wouldn’t start. To say that I
was getting fed up with it would be something of an understatement. It was
(and remains) the most unreliable vehicle I have ever owned. I parked it
and went upstairs to the film department.
Adrian wanted to talk about the various tests I had shot on video for the
Chapelfield project. This turned out to be a difficult conversation. My
attempts to get student actresses from Beckett Park had largely failed. Their
time was limited, because they were on a teacher training course, with
lectures to attend, essays to write, and several hours of teaching practice to
fit in each week. The one day when the actresses, the video equipment, and
the studio, were all free, turned out to be the day of the big strike. So I’d
stuck to using “non-professionals” like Robert Bresson. But Adrian wasn’t
happy. First of all, he pointed out, Bresson had only started using nonactors after working with professionals for a number of years. Secondly I
hadn’t taken up his suggestion of approaching the University Theatre
Group, and he thought I was just being lazy. There was no getting out of it.
This was one possibility I hadn’t followed up. I just had to accept the
criticism, and agree I would do something about it, although I wasn’t very
pleased.
In the afternoon, as part of my union duties, I had to go to the Board of
Representatives meeting. It was boring in the extreme, and it was all I could
do to stay awake. In addition it was also pointless, since I no longer had any
budget, or any power. I should have resigned really, and looking back, I
don’t know why I didn’t.
Later we had another badly attended Film Society screening. Inevitably it
was my choice of film again (The Hireling) which seemed to have
mysteriously become less interesting since I’d seen it in 1973 (when it won
a prize at Cannes).
The following day I managed to get the moped going again, and took it up
to the Honda dealer at Hyde Park Corner. Tim King had a Honda C90,
which he said was very reliable, and I’d read an article about them in a
motorbike magazine. Someone had apparently gone round the world on
one. I looked at the demonstration model in the shop. It was much bigger
and sturdier than my Honda Express, and had leg guards. It didn’t look like
the latest thing in motorbike design, but it did look solid and well built. And
it had a four-stroke 90cc engine (as opposed to my two-stroke 50cc engine).
I talked to the man in the shop. He wasn’t exactly a flashy salesman. In fact
he was a rather dour Yorkshireman, nearing retirement, who looked as if
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he’d been around motorbikes all his life. Before he got a brochure out of his
desk drawer he had to wipe the grease off his hands with a rag. In his
considered opinion (which I took seriously) out of the smaller bikes
available the C90 was about as good as you could get. The C50 wasn’t
powerful enough, but the 90cc engine in the C90 would chug away all day
at a steady fifty miles an hour, which if you weren’t in too much of hurry
was fast enough for a long journey. There was a substantial carrier on the
back, and room for big panniers on each side. The only downside
apparently was the acceleration. It wasn’t very good, even compared to
some 50cc mopeds, because the engine was designed to run at lower revs,
giving more miles per gallon, and a longer life.
It occurred to me that if I used it for my trips to Norfolk, I might save some
money on train fares. Even so it was quite a bit more expensive than most
of the smaller bikes in the shop. I haggled a bit over the part exchange price
for mine, but in the end I decided to buy it. I had the money, and I couldn’t
stand even another day of wondering whether I was actually going to get to
my destination every time I left the house. It turned out to be a good
decision. It never refused to start, even in the coldest weather, and it never
broke down.
It was difficult to find anyone who was involved in the university theatre
group. Eventually I found a couple of aspiring actresses through the student
union. They told me there was going to be a drama group party, and invited
me along to meet people. Unfortunately it turned out to be a disco. The
music was loud, there were a large number of guests who only had a
tenuous link to the theatre group, and no one was interested in talking about
a possible role in my film. I gave up and went home.
A couple of days later I went to a meeting of the theatre group. I was
challenged almost as soon as I went in through the door by the man who
was running it (who made no attempt to be courteous). He had no interest in
helping me, and didn’t really want his actors distracted by becoming
involved in anything else. I couldn’t stay and watch their preparation,
because apparently they didn’t allow spectators. He said I could come back
and talk to anyone who was interested at the end of the session. I asked how
long this would take, and the answer was, “As long as I think is necessary.”
When it finally finished, an hour and a half later, I talked to people on the
way out, but surprisingly no one was interested. I suspected their Svengali
might have had something to say about it during the rehearsal.
The Chinese Society had a problem on the last day of the month. The film
which they were supposed to show didn’t turn up. Unlike the Film Society
their films weren’t delivered by Securicor. Somehow the film, which was
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supposed to be delivered by Royal Mail, had become lost in the Leeds
sorting office. They weren’t having much success in tracking it down.
Because I was the Cultural Affairs Secretary the problem eventually came
to me at some point early in the afternoon. I made several phone calls,
working my way up the Royal Mail hierarchy, constantly explaining they
were looking for a very heavy fibre-board box with metal rivets on the
seams, clearly marked as a film, which was pretty hard to miss. Eventually
they found it, and very reluctantly agreed to send a van out to deliver it.
They just didn’t seem to understand that delivering it the following day
(once the screening had been cancelled) was pointless. It arrived very late
in the afternoon, and I felt a small amount of satisfaction that I’d been able
to sort it out. However I felt less satisfied when the projectionist didn’t turn
up, and I had to project it myself. This time I managed to avoid being taken
out for the customary Chinese meal of thanks. I just wanted to go home,
having had half the day, and the whole evening, wasted on a film which
was incomprehensible to me. (No subtitles.) I went home very fed up.

135

FEBRUARY 1979

The last day of shooting for my video project about four girls living
together was very busy. There was a bit of a rush to get it done before the
equipment had to go back to Educational Technology. I spent most of the
morning taping Sue and Dominique, and most of the afternoon working
with Ulla and Jane. We finally completed it late in the day. Unfortunately it
wasn’t very successful, and I knew there was no way Adrian would allow
me to re-shoot on location using 16mm film without some major changes.
The whole project needed re-thinking. (Eventually I dropped the idea.)
The film society showed Pickpocket. This is generally regarded as being the
most important Bresson film, and one of the classics of French cinema. It
was my choice of film, and once again the turnout was poor. We had a
further screening the following day for myself and some other students
from the film unit. I think they found the acting (or lack of it) hard to take,
but there is a purity, and an economy, which works for me.
My new Honda C90 was ready to pick up on Friday. Around the middle of
the afternoon I went down to Hyde Park Corner and the man in the shop
showed me the controls. It was completely different from the moped. There
was a footbrake, three foot operated gears, and an automatic clutch. I’d
never sat on anything so big and heavy. In comparison with the moped,
everything was solid, and felt well engineered.
I spent Saturday reading the instructions. Then on Sunday I went on a run
to Otley and back, gradually getting the hang of it. The feeling of being on
a large motorcycle didn’t go away for quite a while. Cars seemed to treat
you differently. You could keep up with them, so you could ride in the
middle of the lane, which was much safer. (Tim, who had taken some
lessons, told me to do this.) In reality of course it was just an oversize
moped with a four stroke engine, but to me it was exhilarating to be on
something that would do nearly sixty, and felt secure on the road. It was a
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good run, out in the countryside, with snow still covering all the fields. The
winter landscape was spectacular, but I found that at 50mph you did tend to
get a little cold.
Jacky wrote three times in two weeks, which was something of a record.
She said she didn’t really know what she was doing in Israel, but she had
started a Hebrew course, and acquired a (temporary) boyfriend in Tel Aviv.
She still missed me, and looked forward to a time when we could talk
again. I thought it was insensitive to actually tell me about the new
boyfriend, considering previous conversations about our own relationship.
Corresponding with her did nothing to facilitate a calm state of mind.
Val Gausden was going to supervise my thesis. Although there was plenty
of time to choose a subject I was pretty sure I wanted to write about
Bresson. However I wasn’t sure if a thesis should make an argument, or
simply be informative. He explained it should have a point a view, which
would come out of the research. He also told me the highest marks were
only awarded for primary research, which meant actually interviewing your
subject, rather than getting information from the library. This made me
uncertain whether Bresson was a good choice. I knew from what I’d read
that he was very reticent, and extremely unlikely to talk to me. On the other
hand Chantal Akerman was, at the time, a very young film-maker (29) and
had seemed only too happy to talk when I’d seen her at the National Film
Theatre in 1975. I wondered if she would let me interview her. It was
something to follow up, and the issue wasn’t finally resolved until
November.
A few days later the most recent Bresson film (The Devil Probably) arrived
at the college. (In advance of its film society screening.) It was one that Val
hadn’t seen. I booked a room with a projector, so Val and I could examine it
in some detail, in case Bresson did turn out to be the subject of my thesis.
Sometimes I would meet members of the teaching staff socially. It didn’t
happen very often (except with Malcolm and Adrian who were film tutors)
but somehow I ended up doing it two days in a row. I went to the bar with
Harold Cove and Jeff Teasdale one evening, and then the following day had
lunch with Harold and Sandy. They were friendly, but I never really felt in
tune with them. There was a barrier. They didn’t know much about film,
and I certainly didn’t know much about art. So the conversations never
went anywhere.
Dave Perks and I went to the student union AGM. Quite why Dave did this
I don’t know. I had no choice, since I was still on the executive, but there
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was no reason why he should have put himself through anything like that. It
was boring, and worst of all it was long.
The second week of February brought heavy snow. The January snow
hadn’t thawed, the pavements were icy, and more snow on top made them
even more treacherous. On the Monday I didn’t go out at all. It didn’t stop
snowing all day, and there was nothing I needed to do in college.
When it started snowing heavily again on Thursday (for the fourth
consecutive day) Leeds just about ground to a halt. I went into college
during the morning, only to find the afternoon lecture had been cancelled. I
went home again and had lunch with Janet.
Power cuts, and disruption to gas supplies were a distinct possibility,
because we were in the middle of the winter of discontent. Janet decided we
should get a spare gas cylinder for her mobile heater, so we could at least
heat one room. The temperatures were so low, and the weather so bad, that
the idea of being in an unheated house didn’t appeal to us. We set off in her
Morris Minor to the Calor Gas shop. A mile or so down the road the engine
died at some traffic lights in Headingly. Luckily it started again a few
minutes later. When we got to the Calor Gas supplier we found they had
sold out, so we went home empty handed.
Later in the afternoon I went back to the Poly. I didn’t particularly want to
go, but we had a film society screening in the evening. When I got there the
place was virtually closed, and notices were up in the entrance hall saying
the buses would stop running at four o’clock, because more heavy snow
was on its way towards us. I found Ulla in the film unit, and we decided to
postpone the screening until the following day. Given the public transport
situation it was unlikely anyone would hang around to see the film anyway.
She made some notices which we put outside both entrances to the lecture
theatre. I remember she was slightly irritated by the whole thing. Finland
apparently didn’t stop functioning just because there was a little snow. By
the time we’d pinned the posters up, and spooled up the film for screening
the next day, it was tea time.
We decided to have a meal in the Rock-All, which faced out onto
Woodhouse Lane. When we got there a table was free right in the window.
So we sat there, and had our real American hamburgers and fries, as the
snow began to come down outside. Surprisingly not many people came in,
and there was no pressure on us to leave. They refilled our coffee time after
time, and we were content to sit in the warm and watch what was going on
outside. The buses had long since stopped running, and people were
trudging home up the hill in the snow.
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By the middle of the evening we decided to go home. We both lived within
walking distance, but Ulla’s flat was quite close by, overlooking the park,
whereas I was out in Headingly. When we got to her gate she invited me in
for a coffee. My memory of the flat is that it was full of wooden things,
very natural (not uncommon at the time). But it seemed to me she had
turned it into a very old fashioned Scandinavian home, not like the modern
clean lines we now associate with Ikea. It took a while to heat up, because
the heating had been off all day (no central heating in student flats - just a
gas fire). We drank coffee and talked for a long time. It was a good
conversation. She intended to leave the flat in the summer when her course
ended, and suggested I should have it. I liked the idea of having a flat
overlooking the park, and I particularly liked the idea of having her flat.
When I finally left at 2am, Ulla came down to the front door. As I began
walking down the path a police car screeched to a halt, and two policemen
started running towards me. Ulla said, “Oh my God, look, the police have
come for you!” And I remember thinking, “But I haven’t done anything.”
Just as they got to the gate they looked up at the house numbers, and then
dashed up the path of the house next door.
When we screened “The Devil Probably” the following day, no one liked it
except me and Ulla.
Dave Edwards came for the weekend. I met him off the train from
Liverpool on Friday evening, and we went for something to eat at Da
Mario’s Pizza Place on the Headrow. This was the first time I’d been there,
but I was to go again quite often. It was cheap and cheerful. The Yorkshire
waiters put on fake Italian accents to give it a touch of authenticity, the
pizzas were good, and the house wine, served in litre size carafes, was
inexpensive. Later we went back to my house, dumped Dave’s bags, and
then went to the pub, before the late showing of Woodstock at the Cottage
Road cinema in outer Headingly, not far from the house.
My enduring memory of the weekend is of Dave trying unsuccessfully not
to fall over on the packed ice which covered all the pavements. He had
chosen to wear leather shoes with smooth leather soles. They had no grip.
(Apparently the pavements in Liverpool were clear. Being on the west coast
there had been a thaw almost every day.) It was like watching a Buster
Keaton movie. He repeatedly fell over, and constantly held onto lamp posts,
walls, pillar boxes, telephone posts, litter bins and phone boxes in an effort
to remain upright. My efforts to remain upright had much more to do with
the number of pubs we visited. Luckily, in 1979, twenty-four hour drinking
hadn’t even been thought of.
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Dave was keen that on Saturday we should get to the city centre in plenty of
time to have a look round before the pubs opened. This also gave him time
to find a place which served real ale. (Dave was a member of CAMRA - the
Campaign for Real Ale.) When we got to that awkward period between
three in the afternoon and six in the evening, when the pubs weren’t open,
we went for cheesecake and coffee at a small cafe, just as we had the
previous year. During the evening I persuaded him to take a short break
from real ale, just long enough for us to eat at a small Italian restaurant,
before returning for another pint of Adnams. Later we made our way back
into Headingly, and went to the late night screening of Alice’s Restaurant at
the Hyde Park Picture House.
On Sunday we went down the road to the Original Oak, where we saw
Angie’s friend Lindsay with Charlie Kemp. Just before closing time we
nipped across the road to the off licence and bought a couple of cornish
pasties, some coleslaw, and a bottle of wine, before returning to Grimthorpe
Terrace for Sunday lunch. The wine just about finished me off. I didn’t feel
well afterwards, but I still had to make the trip into town, to see him off on
the train back to Liverpool. I got back home feeling nothing but relief,
much to Angie’s amusement, and gradually recovered during the evening.
Nothing ever seemed to happen on a Monday. I would always go in on a
Monday morning, looking forward to seeing everyone, and feeling
enthusiastic because the whole week was in front of me. Normally when I
got in I would find no one else was around, nothing was going on, and even
if someone was around, my enthusiasm wasn’t reciprocated. The only
exception to this was Tim King, whose genuine excitement at doing
anything, or being involved in anything, was totally refreshing.
Tim and I began to hit it off. We weren’t exactly mature in our attitudes, but
we both simply enjoyed being in Leeds, and having the chance to do what
we wanted creatively. We had some shared interests, film obviously, and
music, but we were quite different in terms of our work, and the kind of
thing we liked. One Tuesday evening Tim invited me round to his house for
tea. It wasn’t hard to get there, about a mile due east, but Hilton Road was
right on the border between Harehills and Chapeltown. Harehills had a
reputation for being a rough area, and Chapeltown was the place to find
prostitutes. Tim didn’t particularly like living there, and even wrote a song
called, “Scary Harehills.” (Although he told me it only got really scary
when he took some LSD with Will Tanner. Just the thought of it frightened
me.)
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We had a good time playing guitars, and listening to tapes. I could find my
way around a keyboard, and I thought I understood what you might call the
structure of music (having played piano from an early age) but I found it
very hard to translate any of this to a stringed instrument. Tim shares much
of the blame for me learning to play the guitar (after a fashion) and boring
everyone with Bob Dylan songs for many years. He showed me a lot of
new chords, and how to get from one place to another, together with
different strumming patterns, syncopation, how to pick out individual notes,
and how the rhythm was as important as the harmonic accompaniment. He
had liked Bob Dylan for a long time, but showed no irritation when
confronted with the zeal of the recently converted (me).
How I felt about Ulla was hard to pin down. There was certainly a sexual
attraction as far as I was concerned, but most of all I was very fond of her.
She felt warm and comfortable. There was something more though, but I
was never sure exactly what.
She decided to make a documentary about Saltaire for her final film.
Saltaire was a mill town near Shipley, where the mill owners provided good
homes with decent sanitation, medical facilities, schools, and all the other
needs of a small community. They were forward thinking, but it was a top
down, capitalist, paternalistic approach which I personally wouldn’t have
felt comfortable with. (Quite apart from having to work in a mill.) Before
filming began she did some research. It turned out there were to be some
lectures about Saltaire in one of the preserved mill buildings. So for several
consecutive Wednesday evenings we humped a Nagra tape recorder (very
heavy) and Sennheiser microphones, over to Shipley on the train, to record
the lectures, in case there was anything which could be used on the
soundtrack.
There was another fine art trip to London, but I didn’t go. Angie and Pete
had moved to Liverpool, and Jacky was in Israel, so there was no one to
visit. In addition there were no films I particularly wanted to see. For a few
days the department seemed empty. The studio and the canteen were
deserted, and there was no one to talk to.
I abandoned my post one Thursday. Instead of projecting for the film
society I left Steve to do it, and went off to a very rare screening of two
films by Dreyer at the Bradford Regional Film Theatre. I had recently read
a book by Paul Schrader which linked the work of Bresson, Dreyer, and
Ozu, so I thought it was important to actually see what I’d been reading
about. It also gave me the opportunity to compare Dreyer’s version of Joan
of Arc with the Bresson version, which I’d seen two weeks before.
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However the film which really impressed me was Gertrud (Dreyer’s last
film) which was very simple, and very economical.
On Friday Ulla and I went to see Hearts and Minds, a documentary,
screened at the University, about the Vietnam war. A senior American
officer says at one point in the film, “If you’ve got them by the balls, their
hearts and minds will follow.” It contains the now infamous sequence when
a South Vietnamese officer drags a North Vietnamese prisoner out in front
of the cameras, hands tied behind his back, and then casually shoots him in
the head. His face contorts as the bullet tears out a piece of his skull. Blood
pours out of the hole in his head as his legs buckle and he collapses to the
ground. I was very shocked by this. I felt numb for a good few hours
afterwards, and I couldn’t get the image out of my head. It kept coming
back to me repeatedly for days afterwards.
Tim and Janet and I went to see The Concert for Bangladesh, late night at
the Cottage Road cinema. It was an odd film. There were some good things
in it, but Bob Dylan only performed four songs, in a curious unrehearsed
kind of way, with a very makeshift band. It was like watching someone
going through the motions, without being completely committed. Janet
thought it was good though. Tim came back to our house. Janet and I had
coffee, but Tim had milk, because he thought he might have an ulcer.
One Saturday evening I went with Angie, and her friends Lindsay and
Yvonne to see Don’t Look Now at the Hyde Park Picture House. It had
been released in 1974, and was by then quite a famous film, but they hadn’t
seen it before. They were all frightened by it, but unfortunately not so much
that they needed me to comfort them.
On Sunday I was sitting in my room, and had just about finished watching a
film on TV, when Angie put her head round the door. She said there was a
girl waiting for me downstairs in the kitchen. I couldn’t imagine who it
could possibly be. I hadn’t arranged to meet anyone, and I wasn’t expecting
anyone to call. When I got downstairs I was pleasantly surprised to find it
was Anne, who used to run the film society. She was in Leeds for the day,
and had popped in for a coffee. We had been writing to one another, but I
hadn’t expected to see her before Easter. She and Robert (her boyfriend)
and Carol (who used to run the film society with her) had all moved to
London. Carol (who wouldn’t even go on a date with me) had met someone
and was engaged. Anne and Robert had bought a flat which needed doing
up, and they were going to get married when it was ready. We chatted away
for a couple of hours, and then I walked with her to the bus.
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After going to Saltaire with Ulla, I had the idea of shooting a little Super 8
there, to use in my long film about being in Leeds. I wanted Tim to be in it,
wandering around the streets, and I wanted to shoot at night. So Tim came
round to mine for tea one evening, and then we went off on our Honda 90s
with the camera and tripod attached to my luggage rack. It was a good ride,
although rather cool. There was still snow everywhere, except on the roads,
and Saltaire looked very picturesque when it was illuminated only by
streetlights. We shot a couple of rolls of Ektachrome Super 8, which was
supposed to be good in low light. It took about an hour and a half, and I
thought we got some very good shots. We returned home to warm ourselves
up, and drink some more coffee. Unfortunately the Ektachrome wasn’t
quite as sensitive as I thought it would be. Despite the whiteness of the
snow, and the use of a very wide aperture (1.1) the shots were too dark, and
I didn’t use them.
Sue Swift was constructing a giant spider upstairs in the studio. I filmed her
pasting a new layer onto the frame, with what looked like some kind of
resin. It certainly gave off a strange odour. She was well protected in a
boiler suit, gloves and face mask. After setting up a very long but rather
badly composed shot, I decided not to breathe in any more of the fumes,
and retreated to a safe distance (the film department on the ninth floor).
When I finally saw the rushes I realised that filming a white spider against a
white background perhaps hadn’t been such a good idea.
At the end of the month I had dinner with Ulla, talked about films with
Janey Walklin from the University film society, and had a drink in the bar
with Tim. Ulla and I also went to Saltaire again. When we got back from
the station I found my new motorbike (less than a month old) was lying on
its side near the main entrance to the Poly, with the mirror bent out of
shape. Luckily there didn’t seem to be any other damage. I lifted it up with
some difficulty, and left it standing in an upright position for a few minutes
for the oil to settle. I wondered if it would be OK, but it started first time,
and I rode home.
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First thing in the morning on the first of March (St David’s day) I sorted out
the mirror on the bike, bending it back into the right shape, and tightening
the fixings, before going into college.
We were showing Bresson’s first colour film at the film society. It was the
last in the season of his films, and once again not many people liked it. Val
Gausden and I watched it together the following day (because he was
supervising my thesis) and I made notes. Later I wrote it all up.
After handing in a rough first draft of the Bresson thesis I had a tutorial. Val
suggested some changes, which I found difficult to implement. He wanted
me to present a more balanced argument. Bresson claimed that
photographed theatre (most films, apart from his and a few others) didn’t
work very well because “acting” (pretending) made them seem false. He
believed his method of repetition, using non-actors, led to an understanding
of the inner truth. Val wanted me to say Bresson was wrong, and his view
was blinkered, and that obviously other films using other methods also
“worked”. It seemed an easy thing to do, after all I liked many different
kinds of films, not just those by Bresson. But I also thought Bresson’s
blinkered view, his single-mindedness, and his unwillingness to
compromise, was what made him great. I wanted the thesis to present the
argument on Bresson’s terms, almost from within that mindset, not really
considering the outside world. Val and I never really resolved this issue. In
the end I put in a couple of sentences which did serve to differentiate my
view from Bresson’s. But I didn’t develop the counter argument.
I had a vague idea that for the next part of the Leeds film I wanted to have a
section which was entirely about the faces of women artists. Looking,
talking, listening, resting, laughing. So I spent a day collating all my
existing 16mm film and half-inch video, and then re-framing and re-filming
it on Super 8.
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There was a piano on the third floor, in the complementary studies
department, which I discovered by chance. The room was never locked, so
sometimes I would go up there and play in the evenings. I had never been
very good, limited to a few tunes, learned by heart. My sight reading in
particular was pretty bad. But there had always been a piano at home,
which I played almost every day, and in Leeds it was something I missed.
So the discovery of a piano was wonderful. I could sit around and
improvise tunes at the keyboard for an hour or more, without any sense of
time passing. It was a contemplative thing, almost meditation, a private
thing. I definitely didn’t want an audience. I was just playing for me.
Tim came round to mine one Friday evening, and we went to the Playhouse
to see Lola Montes by Max Ophuls. It had been unavailable for some time
in anything like a complete version, but the film had been (allegedly)
restored, and new prints produced. It was a grand, visually spectacular,
melodramatic film, photographed in Cinemascope, with some amazing
shots in it. We were both impressed, but Tim was very taken with it, and I
think it influenced some of his later work. (Subsequently I discovered the
‘restoration’ was not complete. Ophuls made three versions; English,
French, and German. The original cut was 140 minutes, but the version
commonly shown in America and the UK was only 90 minutes. The
restored version we saw was based on prints distributed in France and
Germany which ran for 112 minutes. So 28 minutes were still missing.)
Another section of my Leeds film was concerned with the idea of passing
through something. (Experiencing Leeds as a journey.) To that end I’d tried
filming Tim walking in Saltaire, but it hadn’t worked, because there hadn’t
been enough light. So I decided to try again, this time in daylight. Tim and I
packed our Honda’s with equipment, and set off for the south end of the
Yorkshire Dales one Sunday morning. We found some good locations. One
particular wood was interesting, in that the snow had melted across only
half of it, so a dividing line could be created across the frame, leaving the
bottom half dark, and the top half light. It is one of my favourite shots in
the film, as Tim slowly emerges at the top of the frame and works his way
through the trees towards the camera. We had soup and cheese rolls at a pub
in Pately Bridge, and after some more filming in the afternoon, we popped
into a tea room in Harrogate. Once we started talking about films we didn’t
stop. So we ended up going back to Tim’s for coffee. He didn’t have a TV,
so we went back to my house in Grimthorpe Terrace to have some tea and
watch A Taste of Honey.
Adrian decided we should be shown some examples of good short films at
his regular Wednesday seminars. He showed a film called Incident at Owl
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Creek, based on a short story by Ambrose Bierce, which had won several
awards. Adrian’s analysis was interesting, but the film wasn’t the
masterpiece it was made out to be. It was well shot, with good period detail,
and fine costumes, but the story worked by tricking the audience, and it
didn’t really have anything to say. My feeling was that I could have named
a dozen or more minor B movies which were significantly better, and
probably cost less to make.
The film society screening of Viridiana (by Bunuel) was a much greater
success than any of the Bresson films. I couldn’t understand why that
should be the case. Bunuel was certainly clever, but I thought Bresson was
profound. After it was over I went for a drink with Patrick in the bar. First
we talked about some filming he wanted to do in his room, and then we
talked about an idea I had for shooting a film in my basement. My film was
to be about a man who went to live in his cellar during the cuban missile
crisis. (As if that would have helped.) I asked Pat if he would be in it, but
he wasn’t sure how good he would be at acting. I stressed that, using my
Bressonian techniques, he wouldn’t have to act, and in fact acting was
exactly what I didn’t want. The next day we talked about it again in the
studio, without the benefit of alcohol, and it still seemed like a good idea,
so I decided to go ahead.
Adrian however insisted that I had to complete the last of the 16mm
exercises before he was going to sanction the basement film. It wasn’t an
exercise that required any preparation so I decided to shoot it at the
weekend. The basic idea was that I had to shoot waste products (skips, tin
cans, discarded sofas, paper blowing about in the streets) and make an
atmospheric piece out of it.
I took the Arri ST out for the weekend, and spent all of Saturday and
Sunday humping the kit round Headingly on my own, seeking out shots that
would look good in black and white. After getting up early on both days,
and working until it was too dark to shoot, I was well and truly fed up with
rubbish by Sunday evening. Finally I took the exposed film round to
Adrian’s house, so he could take it to the lab, with some other third year
work, first thing on Monday morning.
The following day I sent all my Super 8 films off for processing, from the
Post Office on Woodhouse Lane. In a little over two weeks I had shot two
sections of my Leeds film, and Adrian’s exercise. Before the end of the
month I was also planning to shoot the basement film. Suddenly I realised I
was going to have a lot of material to work with.
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The first year were preparing for an exhibition in the gallery. As usual work
started appearing from nowhere. Things I had never seen in the studio
suddenly arrived in college and went up on the walls. I stayed in college
until the early evening, waiting for the opening. Sue Swift came and talked
to me while I was looking down on things from the balcony. Unfortunately
I’d promised Marek I would look at his films (part of the exhibition
opening) so I had to leave her, and go down to the lecture theatre.
Afterwards we all ended up in the bar. At closing time Patrick invited me
back to his house. (Not quite what I was hoping for, but Sue Swift seemed
to have disappeared.) Just outside the bar we came across Sue Sutherland,
who didn’t look very well. We offered assistance, but she said she was OK,
and didn’t want to be helped, so we left her sitting on the floor in front of
the bar. Several people were at Patrick’s, and we played various musical
and non-musical games until about three in the morning.
Electreia, a film by Jansco, was shown in the lecture theatre, by the
complementary studies department. I’d seen it sometime before in
Bradford, and liked it a lot. I persuaded Sarah Rogers to go, but she didn’t
like it. Her reaction mystified me. I couldn’t understand why she didn’t like
a beautifully choreographed film, consisting of only thirteen (tracking)
shots, photographed on the Hungarian plains, exploring the Electra myth. I
still don’t understand it, even though I’m sure she explained it to me at the
time.
The Hidden Fortress (Kurosawa) was being shown by the Harrogate film
society. I rode out there to see it. It was a very good, visually exciting film,
although surprisingly the story didn’t seem to be taken too seriously by the
actors, or (I presume) by the director. I did wonder if Sarah and Hugh (who
had moved to Harrogate) might turn up, but they didn’t.
The following day I went to Patrick’s at nine-thirty to wake him up, and to
film his room on Super 8. It was quite dark in there, but it went fairly well.
We shot on some Ektachrome 160 to make the most of what light there was.
(What the result was like I don’t know.) The only thing I really remember
was filming him in bed. After some coffee we strolled into college through
the park.
In the afternoon Adrian screened the Chris Marker film La Jettee (as part of
his good short films season) and there was no doubt it was exceptional, and
very unusual. Virtually the whole forty minute film was made from black
and white stills. There were apparently three images where there was some
movement, but they were hard to spot. The story was told in voice-over,
and the mood was very dark and paranoid. Uncomfortable but essential
viewing.
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At around tea-time Ulla and I made our last trip to Saltaire, to tape what
was by far the best lecture of the series. However I wasn’t sorry that we
wouldn’t be doing it again. Although it had seemed like an adventure at
first, by the time I’d humped a very heavy Nagra tape-recorder there and
back on the train four times it was beginning to lose its appeal. The walk to
and from the station at both ends wasn’t exactly short.
When I got back I saw Patrick in the Poly, and we went back to mine for
coffee. Angie was in the kitchen, and we sat around talking with her. In the
course of the next hour or so we talked about the various women I had
known, and the different ways in which things had often gone spectacularly
wrong. They both seemed to find it funny, and as we were talking, the idea
for the film soundtrack came to me. Part of the Leeds film needed a voice
over, and suddenly I knew what it should be.
Almost a week went by before Adrian and I managed to sit down and go
through the film I’d shot of discarded rubbish on the streets of Headingly.
In the course of shooting, and while viewing the rushes with Malcolm, I
had already discovered why Adrian set that particular exercise. The static
nature of the subject made you think seriously about your shots. I learned it
was very hard to just find good compositions. You had to make them.
Construct them in some way. And there was one other thing. I became
aware that a small amount of movement within the frame, was better than
moving the frame itself. The locked off shots worked best, and of the handheld material, the shots where the camera moved least were better. It was
back to basics. Keep the camera still, and let the subject move. Not an
unbreakable rule, but not a bad starting point.
Renaldo and Clara, the four hour Bob Dylan film, was screening in
Bradford. I went round all my friends asking them if they wanted to go.
Surprisingly about a dozen people said they were interested in seeing it, so I
made a block booking, and then distributed the tickets. The only person I
couldn’t find in college was Dave Perks. So on the day before the screening
I went round to his house, and ended up staying until about three in the
morning, playing various Bob Dylan albums, and talking about films.
Somehow I ended up with one extra ticket. I managed to persuade Sarah
Worker to go with us (much against her better judgement). At just after five
we all set off for the station through the most amazing snow. By the time
we got on the train to Bradford we were white from head to foot.
Given that it was at least in part a concert film, the soundtrack volume was
ridiculously low, so when the interval arrived (after two hours) I went up to
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the projection box to complain. The projectionist wasn’t really interested in
what I thought, and if he did turn up the sound for the rest of the film it was
only a marginal improvement. Not everyone liked it. Dave Perks said he
thought it was, “Very curate’s eggish, good in parts.” Most people felt it
could have been shorter. The seats at the Bradford Film Theatre might have
had something to do with that though.
Tim and I both loved it. The discursive rambling style, and the mix of
drama, documentary, and music, appealed to both of us. Tim came back to
mine, and we talked about it for a long time. Whatever anyone may think of
the film, it is still virtually unique. There is nothing very unusual about any
part of it, but there isn’t any other film I can think of which combines so
many different elements, and blurs the boundaries between them. We stayed
up so late talking that Tim decided to stay the night.
Assault on Precinct 13 came out. (The first John Carpenter film.) It was
screening at the Odeon in town. I thought it was technically accomplished,
but hollow. The first in a string of films by him which had nothing
whatsoever to say. He was in the second wave of American independent
film-making, and few of those directors compared favourably with the
people who started it off in the early seventies. Like most films in those
days it was screened on a double bill, and I made the mistake of staying for
the second feature, which was possibly the worst film I had ever seen. The
Living Dead at the Manchester Morgue has almost nothing to recommend
it. How it got made is still a complete mystery to me.
The basement film script was written quickly (one evening) and given a
title (The Moment). Malcolm read it the following day, and gave it a green
light without even referring it to Adrian. This might have been because I
had completed Adrian’s exercises, and also because it only needed one roll
of 16mm, and was quick and easy to shoot. (Four or five hours, indoors.)
He also suggested we should film it the following week, before the end of
term. That meant casting it quickly. I talked to Patrick again, and he agreed
to be in it without even reading the script, and so did Sarah Rogers.
Val Gausden came into the film unit one morning, and asked if anyone had
a film they would be willing to screen for his film criticism seminar that
afternoon. Everyone else looked at their feet, the idea of guaranteed
criticism perhaps wasn’t particularly appealing. I was quite keen to show
the new cut of the Leeds film (Part 1) so I volunteered. This involved a trip
back to Grimthorpe Terrace to get it, and a considerable amount of setting
up, but I thought it was worth it. The reaction was good, and since the
people there were all interested in film, it was a lively and interesting
discussion. Opinions were varied, but most importantly from my
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perspective, people talked about why they held a particular view, and were
pretty clear about what worked, and what didn’t. It was an unexpected
event, but one of the most valuable in the whole time I’d been Leeds.
Deja vu. A problem from 1978 came back again. The fine art department
ran out of money just before Easter, when I needed to get my Super 8 films
striped (a process which allows you to add a soundtrack) ready for editing
over the Easter holidays. I tried to get the money out of Harold Cove
without success. Malcolm tried to get Bill Mason (who looked after the film
unit budget) to see Frank Rubner (Head of School). He eventually did this,
and the problem was resolved a few days later (unlike the previous year). It
seemed crazy to me that the budget did not run in parallel with the
academic year.
One Sunday evening the Playhouse showed Winter Light by Bergman. I’d
never seen it before, and I was very impressed by it. Films about faith had
little interest for me generally, but this was about loss of faith, and about
man’s relation to God, if indeed God existed. It didn’t make any of the
usual presumptions. It didn’t matter what you personally believed. The
characters were compelling. You were drawn in. It was a very simple, very
human film, of great power.
The day of the basement film shoot arrived. I got into college for half past
ten, and met Malcolm. We loaded all the gear into his VW camper van, and
took it out to Grimthorpe Terrace. After unloading we made some lunch,
and then sat in the kitchen, going through the storyboard, shot by shot.
Later we set things up ready to begin in the evening. Tim arrived just after
seven-thirty, and Patrick and Sarah arrived at about quarter to nine.
We shot from then until around three in the morning, but not without
problems. The camera was a 16mm blimped Arri BL, with an insulated lens
housing, which in theory should have been pretty quiet. However shooting
in a cellar meant that what little noise the camera made was reflected off all
the hard surfaces (walls, floor, ceiling) and was inevitably picked up by the
microphone. This was despite the fact that we were using a very directional
Sennheiser rifle-microphone.
For the first hour or so we did everything we could to get rid of the sound
of the camera mechanism. We tried wrapping it in blankets, with just the
lens poking out. We gaffer taped foam and bubble wrap around the
magazine. One of my house mates had a duvet, and we tried covering it
with that too. Nothing seemed to work. We struggled on as best we could,
minimising the noise, but realising that our recording was probably only
going to be used as a guide track.
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When you don’t have useable sound, the guide track helps you re-record,
dub, and edit all the dialogue and effects later, which is a long and very
laborious process. But it isn’t uncommon. Wind, traffic, aeroplanes,
footsteps, people talking, and low level industrial rumble can all make
audio recorded at the time virtually useless. However post-synchronisation
using audio tape, 16mm sep-mag, a joiner and some splicing tape isn’t
much fun. I had hoped that shooting interiors at night would give me 100%
useable sound, so I wasn’t particularly happy. (Nowadays of course it can
be done digitally, and any post-sync audio can be stretched or contracted to
make it fit.)
Patrick and Sarah’s performances were fine. They managed to do it all
without acting. I asked for, and got, a very considered and deliberate way of
doing things, with no facial expression. The idea was that the audience
would read something into it, from their understanding of the circumstances
the characters found themselves in, and this would be more effective than
any actual acting, which might tend not to convince if it wasn’t done well.
I’d talked to them both about this individually (at some length no doubt)
during the week before, so they arrived knowing roughly what I wanted. It
was something like Bresson, but not quite. His method of repeating things
over and over until the “actor” was able to do it without thinking, while
filming each repetition, wasn’t something the film unit could afford.
Some of the compositions weren’t quite what I’d intended. Malcolm and I
had carefully prepared a storyboard, and considered each shot, but the cellar
was so cramped that the wide-angle lenses which were required even for
medium shots tended to distort the edges of the frame. In a small cellar it is
hard to eliminate the vertical lines made by the corners of the room, and I
found the curvature of these particularly annoying. It did give it a
claustrophobic feel, but I’d wanted something more neutral.
I don’t think it was too bad an experience for Patrick and Sarah. Certainly
Sarah was happy to make another film with me a couple of years later. They
were reasonably comfortable, sitting upstairs in the kitchen between shots,
talking and drinking coffee. It did take a long time though. We didn’t finish
until three in the morning, and it was later than that by the time we’d
packed all the equipment into Malcolm’s camper van, and cleared the place
up a bit.
The end of term was only a few days away, and I was intending to ride
home on my new motorbike. The weather however wasn’t particularly
good, so I went into town to buy an all in one waterproof motorbike suit for
the long journey. I discovered I had a long body, and short legs. For the
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length of my body (unbelievably) I really needed a large size, but for the
length of my legs I needed a small size. I compromised on a medium. It was
a bit of a struggle to get my shoulders into it, but it was reasonably
comfortable when it was on, and the legs were only a bit too long. I also
bought some big leather gauntlets (the last ones in the shop) which were on
sale at half price. Next stop was the Post Office to get some cash from my
Giro account. I went to the counter, put the gauntlets down, and then
walked out without them. Two minutes later I realised I hadn’t got them,
and went back, but they’d gone. So I had to buy another pair of motorbike
gloves (from another shop) only ten minutes after buying the first pair. I
wasn’t very pleased.
The motorbike was given its first service by the bike shop, while I took my
clothes to the launderette for a service wash. I picked the bike up later and
went into college. I watched a bad film (J’taime... moi non plus) and then
discovered torrential rain was falling, which had not been predicted by the
weather forecast. All my new wet gear was back at home, so I had to spend
the evening in the bar (without drinking any alcohol) until the rain stopped.
On the last day of term I picked the washing up, had a bath, and then went
into college. I spooled up the film which the film society were screening in
the evening, and then had tea with Ulla. Later I returned the projection box
key to Adrian, at his house, and then went home to bed.
The journey back to Norfolk was good. I enjoyed the ride, except for
getting lost on the outskirts of Lincoln. The route avoided motorways,
because as a learner I wasn’t allowed on them. I left Leeds at about nine in
the morning, and arrived home at four thirty, after a couple of decent
breaks. It was a lot cheaper than getting the train, and took about the same
amount of time. (Leeds to Great Yarmouth involved two changes of train,
and inevitably quite a bit of waiting about.) After tea with my family I went
to see my friends David and Sarah, and their new baby.
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APRIL 1979

Most of the time in Norfolk, over the Easter holidays, was spent working on
the second part of the Leeds film. There were theoretically three separate
operations. Editing the material, recording the soundtrack, and dubbing the
soundtrack onto the film. However the process became muddled, because
my initial ideas about the edit didn’t work out.
Brian, who constructed the soundtracks for me on reel to reel tape, lived in
Belton, which was about fifteen miles from my house in Martham. Since
there was no direct bus route, having a reliable motor-bike was a big
improvement on my previous situation. We met up a couple of times to talk
about what it was I wanted to do, and how best to do it.
When the films arrived back from striping (the process which allows you to
add a soundtrack) I split my working day into three parts. Typically I would
work on the film throughout the morning, then go into Norwich to watch a
movie in the afternoon, and do some more editing in the evening.
During the second week I taped the monologues at Brian’s house one
afternoon, when he and Liz were both at work, and the place was quiet. He
later listened to the tapes with Liz, and they both found them funny, so I
thought I was on the right track.
By the beginning of the third week though, I was aware of some problems
with the cut. The film was too fragmented, and the monologues weren’t dry
enough. So it was back to the drawing board. I split the film into two long
sections, and eliminated the harsh cross cutting. Then I re-wrote (and rerecorded) the monologues, blending them together into one long story. The
result was a much more coherent film, which was significantly easier on the
eye.
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The logistics of getting all the sound dubbed onto the film however were
difficult. The projector, which was needed for the dubbing, wouldn’t fit on
the back of my motorbike, so I had to take it to Brian’s on the bus. We
started early one day, and just kept working. At lunchtime we had a snack,
then Liz made us some tea, and we finally finished in the early hours of the
morning. The sound quality by then was probably about as good as it could
have been for Super 8, because Brian had put a lot of work into improving
it over a number of years. It had been an uphill struggle, because Super 8
stripe sound had a very limited frequency response, poor dynamic range,
and a good deal of background noise. These were the inevitable by products
of putting analogue audio onto a magnetic strip, less than a tenth of an inch
wide, travelling over the head at a very slow speed.
I was pleased with the result, but I still didn’t really know how funny the
monologues were, and what the audience reaction would be (if any).
There were other things to do during the Easter break. My family visited
relatives in Ipswich, and I saw a number of friends, but most of the time
had been taken up with the film.
I joined the Great Yarmouth record library, and managed to tape quite a few
records which I couldn’t afford to buy. At the time there was a little logo on
the back of most LPs which said, “Home taping is killing music,” under a
skull and crossbones constructed from an audio cassette. I felt that since
some of the albums were released by EMI, and my cassette deck was made
by EMI, and the cassette tapes were manufactured by EMI, that they might
not be entirely genuine in their expressed desire for people not to do it.
The drive chain on the Honda 90 seemed to have become a bit slack, so I
tightened it. Then I showed it to the vicar (a motorbike enthusiast) and he
said I’d over done it, so I slackened it off a little.
One sad thing was that Great Yarmouth and District Film Society closed
down. I’d been a member for a number of years, and I was sorry to see it
go, but the cost of hiring the prints was too high, and the membership
numbers too low. They just couldn’t afford to continue. My father and I
went to the last screening, and he read out a letter from one of the members
thanking the people who organised it.
I met Francis Nicholls, an old school friend. We had quite a long chat, in
part about what we wanted to do in life. A few days later I met another
mutual friend, who said I had upset Francis. Apparently she didn’t have
anything she was particularly committed to, and she thought I was
suggesting she should have. But it puzzled me, because I couldn’t think
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how she came to that conclusion. It was never resolved, because a week
later I was back in Leeds.
By the time I’d picked up the projector from Brian’s, packed up my
temporary editing suite (in my bedroom) and got everything ready to go
back to Leeds, it was halfway through the first week of term. Everyone else
had been back for a few days, so I had to register, pick my complementary
studies options, and get my grant cheque as soon as I got back. Malcolm
and Adrian were pretty relaxed about my late return when I explained the
difficulty I’d had in cutting the film. I talked to Patrick and Phil in the
studio, and in the evening Tim came round for a chat.
The following day I showed Tim the first two parts of the Leeds film, and
he liked them. In fact he preferred the second part, thinking it was funny in
the first section, and powerful in the second section.
Malcolm took me shooting. Not film this time, but firearms. He was a
member of a gun club, and he had a disturbingly large assortment of
weapons. There was a small range, for use by members of the club, not far
from where he lived. We hoisted the red flag, and he taught me to shoot just
about everything. We started with a .22 target pistol, then moved on to a .45
Smith and Wesson hand gun, followed by .22 and .303 rifles, and finally an
assortment of side by side, and over and under shotguns. It was an exciting
day, doing something I’d never done before, and which I’m unlikely ever to
do again. The kick from the larger calibre weapons was considerable. I very
quickly got the hang of the rifles. My hands and arms (at the time) were
very steady, and I could line them up and then calmly and gently squeeze
the trigger, without going off line. But I couldn’t hit anything with the
handguns or the shotguns. I don’t know why, but it was nowhere near as
easy as it looks on TV.
Janet split up with her long term boyfriend Colin over the Easter holidays.
She had been going out with him for four and a half years, and visited him
regularly at the weekends. From what she said it sounded as if they had
mutually agreed to part. It seemed a long time to go out with someone,
before realising it wasn’t going to work out. She didn’t seem too bothered
about it, but I wondered if that was how she really felt.
Some weeks before, after seeing Renaldo and Clara, I’d ordered Sam
Shepard’s Rolling Thunder Logbook, which told the story of how the film
was made. Sam Shepard was, at the time, a playwright little known outside
North America, although he has since become well known as both a writer
and actor. He had a very particular ‘cool’ style, and the book wasn’t quite
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what I was expecting. Nevertheless I read it all in one day, and it filled in a
lot of gaps in my understanding of the film and the process of making it.
Just after I’d started processing some photographs at home one night, Tim
came round unexpectedly. It was always a pleasure to see him and talk to
him. So I stopped what I was doing, and we had a drink and a chat, before
going to the Hyde Park Picture House to see the late night film. We didn’t
know what was on, we just decided that we felt like seeing a movie. It
turned out to be Last Tango in Paris, and we both enjoyed it. I’d seen it
several times before, but this time it seemed better. Previously I’d thought it
was a bit hit and miss. Some parts worked, but the sections with Jean Pierre
Leaud just didn’t seem believable. However on this occasion it felt right. It
was the first time I’d been aware that the alternating sequences
complemented one another. Previously, the two distinct styles had appeared
to be fighting some kind of battle for supremacy, with the lighter parts
bound to lose out.
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Janey ran the University film society. I’d met her a few times, and we’d
both attended a conference at Warwick University about a year before. She
came up to see me in the film department one day because she needed some
help. The Campaign to Legalise Cannabis wanted to show some films, and
they didn’t have a projectionist. I explained why I didn’t think cannabis
should be legalised. She wasn’t entirely convinced by my arguments, and
she certainly wasn’t willing to take no for an answer. And she was so nice,
and had such a sweet smile, that I was easily persuaded to help out.
When I showed the second part of the Super 8 Leeds film to Malcolm he
liked it, and recommended it to Adrian. This was unexpected, because he
didn’t generally like long shots and voice over. But this time he found it
funny, and thought Tim’s isolated wanderings, and the second section about
the girls, put the stories in context.
The 16mm rushes for the Cuba movie came back from the lab, and I spent
an evening making an initial assembly, but the results weren’t very
promising. It was to be a very long time (two or three years) before I found
a way to complete the film.
On the third of May there was a general election. After the winter of
discontent people might have thought it was inevitable the Labour party
would lose, but it wasn’t that clear cut. Although the opinion polls gave the
Conservatives a small lead, it was only a few years since the polls had been
completely wrong (1970) and the outcome seemed genuinely in doubt.
I always find it hard to settle on Election Day. Something is in the air. There
is the possibility of change, good or bad. And the 1979 election was no
exception. I fiddled about, doing very little. The Christians (we had our
own Christian group within the Fine Art department) had an animated film
they wanted to show in the performance area just before lunch. I screened it
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for them, and then, because it would have seemed rude to walk out, I
listened to the discussion which followed. In the afternoon I helped Denise
by finding a missing cable for the projector, and then screened a film for
her. I had tea with Phil in the canteen, and we argued about politics. He was
supporting the Conservatives, but I wanted the Labour party to win. We
arranged to meet later at my house to watch the results.
Angie, Janet and Paul stayed up to watch Election 79 as well. After many
cups of coffee, it gradually became clear who was going to win. Phil
cheered each Conservative gain, and the rest of us became more gloomy at
the prospect of Margaret Thatcher as prime minister. The public sector cuts
of the previous year had seemed severe, but I was convinced that under the
Conservatives it would be even worse. By four-thirty in the morning I had
given up all hope of a Labour victory, or even a hung parliament. Phil left
with a big smile on his face, and I went to bed.
The following day I went to help Janey screen the Cannabis film at the
University. It wasn’t very good. The title, Reefer Madness, told you
everything you needed to know. It was made in 1936 to warn young people
about the dangers of drugs. A nice college boy turns into a complete
degenerate, sleeps with ladies of ill repute, murders his girlfriend, and ends
up in jail, all because he had a quick puff on a joint. Afterwards Janey and I
went to the Union bar, and sat around talking for the rest of the evening.
On the way home I was walking past the Hyde Park Cinema, when I
spotted Phil in the queue for the late night film. I joined him, even though
The Birds was not exactly my favourite film. Phil was writing his thesis on
Psycho, and was in the process of watching as many Hitchcock films as he
could. When we got inside the cinema we found Tim was there too, so we
sat with him. I enjoyed the film more than I expected, and we were amused
by a number of visual jokes.
In the course of a long conversation I told Ulla about the piano on the third
floor, and the fact that I’d been practising. She told me she played the viola,
and suggested we should go into college one Saturday, when no one was
about, and try playing together. It turned out she was much more
accomplished than I was. Nevertheless I managed to put a few chords
together, while she improvised a melody, and it all seemed to work
surprisingly well. In fact we were so pleased with the result that we decided
to put some tracks down on tape.
Tim came round in the early evening, and after chatting for a while we went
to see another Hitchcock film with Phil. This time it was Frenzy, which was
not one of his best. Afterwards we went to Phil’s for some coffee and
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played guitars until about four in the morning. Tim taught me the fingering
for some blues chords I’d been using on the piano.
The next day I spent a lot of time practising what Tim had shown me, with
a little help from Janet, and a chord dictionary. Tim came round after tea
again, and this time we went straight to Phil’s, and played our instruments
until about midnight. It was around this time that I had the idea of including
music in the final edit of the Leeds film, rather in the way it had been used
in Renaldo and Clara, as a kind of commentary. Quite how I thought it was
possible to incorporate elements of Woody Allen, Bob Dylan, and Chantal
Akerman into a single piece of work I don’t know. But at the time my
interests were in music, humour, and minimalist film making, and I wanted
all of those things to be reflected in my film about being in Leeds.
Jacqui Challis kept touching me. I wasn’t sure what to make of it. When we
were in the Film Criticism class, every time she talked to me, she put her
hand on my arm. If she spoke to me in the studio she would sometimes
touch my hand or arm. No one else did this, and I couldn’t work out if she
just did this to me, or if she did it to everyone. When I had lunch with
Patrick one day, after talking to him in the studio, Jacqui was in the canteen
with Paul from the first year. We sat with them. I got the impression she
was going out with Paul, but I wasn’t sure.
Tim and I made some posters for my forthcoming film screening. They
weren’t really posters, they were about a third of A4 size, and I used them
as leaflets too. Tim did the design, and I did the duplicating and cutting up.
Poster design wasn’t exactly my strong point. We made sixty of them
altogether, and put them up on every wall and door in the department, and
handed them out to everyone we could find in the studio.
In the evening Tim and I had fish and chips for tea, and then went to the
Packhorse for a drink. He told me about his (very short) relationship with
Dominique, which hadn’t really worked out. I didn’t know he had been
seeing her, so it all came as quite a surprise. I could see how similar they
were, particularly when he told me what had happened. It was clearly a
painful experience.
The following day Tim invited me and Phil to go round to his house for a
meal. I went to Phil’s house first, and after going to the off-licence for some
wine, we went to Tim’s. The meal was excellent. Up to that point I had no
idea Tim could cook, and certainly not that he could cook well. We had
chicken, with sauté potatoes, steamed cabbage, and an onion sauce. Phil
and I were incredibly impressed, since neither of us could have made
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anything to that standard. We sat around talking afterwards, and drinking
quite a bit of wine.
It turned out Phil had been going out with a girl called Maureen, and the
story he told was almost identical to the story Tim had told me about
Dominique the night before. I think Tim was surprised, and to a degree
comforted, by the fact that someone else had experienced something very
similar.
We got on to talking about sex in a more general way. Phil was convinced
that there came a point where you had to stop talking to girls and actually
do something physical. This became known (at least to me and Tim) as ‘the
Phil Cook lunge’. He had apparently been experimenting with this
technique for some time. Preparation he said was the key to success,
although up to that point there hadn’t actually been any success. Some girls
had complained that it had happened when they weren’t really expecting it.
Phil said you had to be good about taking no for an answer, because that
was what usually happened, but his rationale was that if you didn’t try you
didn’t stand any chance at all.
It all seemed a bit indiscriminate to me and Tim, but Phil assured us he was
very discriminating. In fact he said Sarah Rogers had inadvertently made
him consider very carefully who he wanted to have sex with. On the night
when we all went to Bradford to see Renaldo and Clara, she had told him
that although she enjoyed sex, what she really enjoyed was the feeling of
power that it gave her over men. Phil said, “I mean that would make you
stop and think, wouldn’t it?”
We sang a few old blues songs (with real feeling I thought) before leaving
very late. The buses had stopped running, and it was a long walk back to
Headingly.
The following weekend I went to the Hyde Park Picture House to see Alice
Doesn’t Live Here Anymore, which is an early Scorcese picture. Quite by
chance Phil was there. When we looked around we saw Val and Cathy
across to our right, and behind us Lesley was sitting with another girl who
we didn’t know. At the end of the film Phil and I had a quick chat about
inviting a couple of the girls back to Phil’s house for coffee, where I hoped
to observe Phil’s legendary technique at first hand. However he was very
hesitant about it (not that I would have done any better) and they all
escaped into the night.
Later he told me the story of his day, which explained his indecision. He
had fancied Cathy for some time, and during the afternoon decided to go
160

and ask her out. The only problem was that he didn’t know exactly where
she lived. He began to wander round the general area, in the hope that he
might meet her, when he ran into another student from Fine Art, who just
happened to know her address. He knocked on the door, thinking it must be
his lucky day, but soon discovered that it wasn’t. (She refused his dinner
invitation.)
So later, at the cinema, he thought it might look a bit odd if he asked Lesley
and her friend back for coffee in front of Cathy. Alternatively if he invited
Val and Cathy back to his, even if they said yes, inevitably I would end up
with Cathy (given that she didn’t even want to go out with him) and he
would end up with Val, which was not his preferred option. Thus we ended
up drinking coffee and talking into the early hours as usual.
On Sunday it was such a great day that I went out for a spin on the
motorbike. I took a circular route through Saltaire, Haworth, Oakworth,
Keighley, Otley, and back to Leeds. Later in the evening I went to the Old
Manse to return a book on Bob Dylan which Dave had lent me. Sarah
Worker and Sue Swift were there. Sue was wearing a light blue, slightly
shiny skirt, which caught my eye. It was one of those early summer
evenings, when the warmth of the day lingers on even after the sun has
gone down.
The next day I went back to the Old Manse at about tea time. Dave, Julie,
Sarah, Sue, and a few others were sitting outside in the garden eating some
salad. As I cruised by everyone started laughing. I couldn’t work out why.
Apparently they could only see my head and shoulders above the wall from
where they were sitting. I’d taken the bike out of gear, and I seemed to glide
slowly and silently by, like some kind of apparition. After a quick chat with
Dave I went back to mine for tea, and returned later with some lager. I
stayed until late, hoping to talk to Sue. But unfortunately Big John cut his
knee, and they couldn’t stop it from bleeding, so Sue went with him to the
hospital.
The day before the screening I began to get increasingly nervous. I went
into college and checked over the equipment I would be using. It wasn’t
possible to set anything up, because the video studio wasn’t free until the
following morning. After tea Tim, Phil and I went to Hyde Park, where we
all sat on a large green lion. Jane and Ulla walked past, and Ulla took a
picture of us. They sat near us, but not so close that we could hear what
they were saying. We went to get some ice-creams. Phil bought five. We eat
three on our way back to the park. Phil and Tim walked silently, in slow
motion, across to Ulla and Jane, delivered two ice creams to them without a
word, and then made their way (still in slow motion) across towards the
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University. I met them at the corner, and we went for a drink in the
University Union Bar. By the time we left I was pretty worried about the
screening.
What followed was the night of the long bath. When I got home I ran
myself a bath, and then stayed in it for a long time. (Everyone else in our
house was in bed by this time.) When it began to get cold I pulled the plug
out for a few moments, and topped it up with more hot water. I lay there
considering everything which could possibly go wrong the following day.
The film was supposed to be funny. What if no-one laughed? What if
people were offended by the sexual content? What if they just thought it
was a daft idea? When I finally got out of the water the tips of my fingers
were horribly wrinkled. I could still feel the little ridges in the skin as I
went to sleep.
I went in early to sort out the video studio, which wasn’t really set up to
show Super 8. I ran cables from the projection box, over the scaffolding
grid, and down the sides of the screen, where I wired in a couple of
speakers. Then I set up the projector, lined it up with the screen, and did a
test run to check the focus and the the sound levels. Tim and Malcolm came
in, chatted for a while, and then left.
As the time of the screening got nearer, I didn’t feel very well. I hadn’t felt
that way before any previous screening, but this film was much more selfrevelatory than any of my earlier films. With less than an hour to go I
wasn’t sure it was such a good idea, but it was too late to cancel. I went
down to the Union bar and got myself an orange juice. After going back
upstairs I opened the studio, and sat in the projection room. Dave and Julie
arrived first, and came in to chat. I couldn’t concentrate on the
conversation. All I was aware of was the strange feeling in the soles of my
feet, and the fact that my hands were shaking.
More staff and students arrived, and it wasn’t long before the place was
completely full. I turned out the lights, started the projector, and then stood
at the back to see what the audience reaction would be. There was some
giggling at the start, and when the first punch line in the monologue arrived,
there was a big laugh, followed by many more. The pauses I’d left to
accommodate this worked well. (I’d put these in after reading an interview
with an old comedian called Ted Ray. Someone asked him for advice on
comic timing. He just said, “Don’t talk while the audience are laughing.”)
At the end everyone seemed to like it. Patrick was almost the first person
into the projection box to offer congratulations. He said Sarah Rogers was
keen to know who the subject of one of the stories was. (It was Sarah
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Worker.) He’d been sitting between them, but said nothing. (I’d told Patrick
the story a couple of months before, without concealing her identity.) Val
Gausden and Adrian came in and said they’d found it very funny. Jacqui
Challis ran in, all smiles, put both arms around me, and gave me a big hug.
She said, “It’s a really amazing film Dave.” After that, everything else was
an anti-climax.
The next day was strange but satisfying. Everyone wanted to talk about the
film, and I didn’t meet anyone who disliked it. This was a new experience.
With my previous films the reaction had been very mixed. I was having tea
in the canteen with Patrick and Sarah Rogers, when Ruth came and sat at
our table. She spent a long time saying how much she liked the film, to the
extent that it became embarrassing. She talked and talked, and didn’t leave.
Sarah and Patrick got fed up and left. There was a sign at the end of the
cafeteria which read, “Enter Here.” Patrick covered up the final “e” so that
it now read, “Enter Her”. He called over to us. Ruth squinted at it for a
moment, and then made a dismissive gesture with her head as she rolled her
eyes.
What happened next was strange. She spent a long time telling me about
the death of her grandfather. Even when I left the table to go up to the film
unit, she still carried on telling me the story, and came up as far as the
seventh floor, to make sure she got to the end of it. When I got to the film
unit (to meet Tim) Adrian was still there. He then told me and Tim (at great
length) the story of the time he spent working in a mortuary. How I’d got
from a film about sex, to a couple of long stories about death I couldn’t
work out. Tim and I went for a much needed drink with Phil. According to
Tim there was much speculation about the identities of the girls mentioned
in the film. He said there were many different rumours going around. I
suspected Tim and Phil had been gleefully helping the process along.
In the days that followed I had many requests for the film to be shown
again. The video studio had been full, but quite a lot of people still seemed
to have missed it. Sue Swift ran after me in the corridor, eyes flashing,
saying she’d heard about it, and wanted to see it.
Patrick recommended a book to me. The Mint, by T. E. Lawrence (of
Arabia). Although I remember it as a fairly short book it still took me all
weekend to read it. I liked the mundane aspects of it, but didn’t quite take to
the style. The book as I recall it was about the tedious and repetitive aspects
of peace time military life. It was interesting in that it mirrored ideas in
Bresson and Akerman, or at least in the lives of their characters. We must
have talked about these things in order for Patrick to have suggested I read
the book, but I only have a vague memory of the conversation.
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Adrian showed “Night and Fog”, the film by Alan Resnais, about the
concentration camps of World War Two. It is a short, carefully crafted,
poetic film, which makes a deep impression. However I felt it remained
distanced from the individual lives of those involved. This was a particular
problem for me. I could perhaps grasp the implications of a single life lost,
but I lacked the mental capacity to really comprehend the deliberate killing
of six million people. (It wasn’t until Claude Lanzmann’s “Shoah”
appeared, with its nine hours of personal testimony, that I found a film
which began to confront the issues at a personal level.)
The second screening of my film had to be put back by a day because of a
double booking for the video studio. This caused considerable disruption to
my advertising campaign. I had to run round and tell everyone the date had
been changed. The one person I couldn’t find was Sue Swift. I visited The
Old Manse in the hope that she would be there, but she wasn’t. However I
did manage to get her address. I went round to her house the following day
to tell her the time of the screening, and luckily she was in.
Unfortunately the second showing wasn’t as successful as the first. Graham
Day was late, and Sue didn’t turn up at all. The audience was smaller. There
wasn’t the same buzz about it. I think it had been over-hyped by word of
mouth, and couldn’t live up to expectations. When it was first shown the
audience didn’t know what to expect, so it was a surprise. But that was a
trick you could only pull off once. I wasn’t particularly disappointed to
discover the film was OK, but not great, amusing in places, and with a
second part that would probably have a longer shelf life than the topical
first section. And the experience did teach me something. Somehow that
idea of surprising the audience, and making them laugh, lodged in my head,
and was very useful when it came to planning my degree show the
following year.
Patrick and I went to York. I got up early, and went round to his house at
nine in the morning to wake him up, before meeting in college at ten.
Patrick had a Yamaha trials bike. It was a boy racer machine, with good
acceleration and a top speed of about sixty, which completely out
performed my 90cc Honda.
We rode up the A64. It wasn’t a very long journey, and some of it was dual
carriageway. Every now and again Patrick would overtake something by
moving into the slip stream of a vehicle in the outside lane, and gaining
increased acceleration. These manoeuvres left me far behind, because I
couldn’t accelerate fast enough to get into the slip stream, and I was
nervous about being so close to a car or lorry at such a high speed. As we
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got closer to York, Pat started having a few problems with the bike. The
power seemed to ebb away for no reason, and then come back, but we made
it there by mid-morning.
After finding somewhere to park, we climbed Clifford’s Tower, and visited
York Minster. Then we had lunch in a pub, before walking round the town
walls. Pat was a good person to go exploring with. He pointed out many
things I would have missed, found interesting angles for photographs, and
looked at things in a completely different way from me. After another visit
to the pub we had a look at the museum. From inside we spotted Sue
Sutherland and Lesley outside. It seemed very strange that four students
from Fine Art should choose to visit York on the same day. Following an
afternoon coffee we had a look round the town, and visited a music shop.
My guitar strings were quickly wearing out, and I needed some spares, but
unfortunately they didn’t have any which were light enough for my tender
fingers.
I took some photographs while we were in York, but at some later point the
cassette of film got muddled up with some unexposed rolls, and was never
processed. It is the only time I’ve ever lost a roll of film, and it still annoys
me thirty years later.
Because of the difference in speed between our two motorbikes, and
because Patrick was having some problems with his engine, we decided not
to travel back together. I found him later in college, and we went for a drink
in the union bar to finish off what had been a good day, although I seemed
to have developed a sore throat along the way. I thought it might have been
caused by inhaling all the traffic fumes, but I was wrong.
The next day the sore throat had turned into a cold, although it wasn’t too
bad. But I still didn’t do very much. I picked up some throat pastilles from
the chemist, posted a letter to Jacky, and then played table football with
Patrick in the bar. After that I went home and slept for most of the evening.
On Saturday I went into town to get some light guitar strings. While I was
there I met Pat, and some friends of his from Mansfield. We all went for
coffee in the Merrion Centre, and Cathy joined us. After about half and
hour, chatting with Pat’s friends, Cathy asked me if there were any good
films on. I said I thought the latest Bergman film was on at the Playhouse.
She suggested we went down to the Playhouse on the way back to
Headingly to see when it was showing. It turned out the only screening that
day was late, at eleven in the evening. She said, “Well I’m not doing
anything, why don’t we go?” So I agreed to meet her there, in the bar, at
about ten-thirty.
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It was a difficult situation, because I was aware of recent developments
with Phil. After she turned him down the first time, he didn’t give up. They
got into a conversation one day at college, so he asked her out again, and
she agreed to go on a date. Things apparently went well to begin with. But
Tim later told me she had been on the receiving end of the (by now possibly
illegal) Phil Cook lunge, and she hadn’t been very receptive. (Whether Tim
got this information from Cathy or from Phil I didn’t know.)
A number of things went through my mind. Cathy knew that Phil and Tim
were friends of mine. So why was she asking me to go to the pictures with
her, less than a week after her bad experience with Phil? I wondered if it
was me she fancied all the time. But somehow that didn’t seem very
probable. There had never been any sign of it. Maybe she thought it was
safer to go to the movies with me than it was to go with Phil. After due
consideration I decided that was the most likely explanation.
The Serpent’s Egg was the worst Bergman film I had ever seen. His recent
arrest for tax evasion (he was eventually given a tax refund) and his
subsequent spell in hospital, clearly contributed to the paranoia of the film.
David Carradine was cast as a Jewish trapeze artist in twenties Berlin (this
should have been enough to put me off) and Liv Ullman had some terrible
dialogue to cope with. My cold, and Cathy sitting next to me, all helped to
make it a uniquely claustrophobic experience. I was glad to get out. We
walked back to her house at about one-thirty in the morning. When we got
there she didn’t invite me in for coffee, for which I was rather grateful.
For the next three days (over the bank holiday weekend) my cold
continued, and I didn’t go out. By the third day I felt a bit better and worked
pretty solidly on my thesis, beginning early in the morning and finishing
quite late. By this time I was almost at the end of it, despite the fact that I
still hadn’t decided whether to change the subject from Bresson to
Akerman, in order to do some primary research, and perhaps get a better
mark.
Doug Haig, the complementary studies technician, who normally projected
the movies for the film criticism class at four o’clock, was ill. Adrian and I
tried to fill in. Doug had shown me how to project 35mm films about a year
before (when I screened a film for the Chinese Society) but I didn’t
remember all the details. Somehow Adrian and I managed to get it all
spooled up before the screening, and then showed it successfully. The film
was Cria Cuervos (Raise Ravens) which was a film I’d wanted to see for
some time. But because I was concentrating on the unfamiliar projection
system I didn’t really get into the film, and unfortunately I haven’t managed
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to see it again since. It should have been interesting because it’s by Carlos
Saura, and stars Geraldine Chaplin and Ana Torrent (from The Spirit of the
Beehive), but it didn’t make much of an impression on me.
After the film I went to the bar for a pie, and my usual half of lager. (The
canteen by that time being closed.) Patrick was there, and Tim came in
later. We sat chatting for the whole evening. When the bar closed Patrick
invited us back to his for a coffee. As we were walking up Woodhouse Lane
Pat decided that he would take advantage of the trees in Hyde Park to
provide some cover while he relieved himself. Unfortunately, just as he was
doing this, a police car pulled up, and a couple of policemen got out. They
had a word with him about the criminal activity they’d just witnessed.
Patrick didn’t seem particularly contrite, although this was clearly all that
was required in order to avoid a trip to the police station. Eventually he
very grumpily agreed that he wouldn’t do it again, and the policemen,
realising this was the best that could be achieved, decided to leave it at that.
While we were talking at Patrick’s, both he and Tim said my dislike of
Marek was noticeable, and I always seemed to pick an argument with him.
But I felt Marek was quite confrontational. He had clear views about how
to use film, and he was up for an argument with anyone who didn’t agree. I
was inclined, in the circumstances, to defend my own ideas. And in any
case Marek enjoyed having an argument just as much as I did. At that point
I’d only known Marek for a few months, but gradually we became quite
good friends. (He made some excellent films, particularly one about an old
people’s home, cut to Albinoni’s Adagio in G minor, which I can still
remember clearly.) However I did say, “The only thing that really annoys
me about him is that he’s Polish, and English is his second language, and
yet he’s more articulate than I am!” Tim thought this was funny, but I was
serious.
The following day Adrian and I broke down Cria Cuervos onto its original
35mm cores, and canned it up, before delivering it to Rank, for return to the
distributor. On the way back Adrian took me to a bar, somewhere well away
from the college, to have a chat about my future career. It was now pretty
well agreed that I would apply for post-grad courses, probably at the
National Film School, the Slade, and the Royal College of Art. What Adrian
was concerned about was the direction I was heading in creatively, and how
this might affect my choices when I tried to go out into the industry.
There was, he said, almost no prospect of making films like Bresson or
Akerman in Great Britain. The distribution for them didn’t exist, and they
would never make enough money back to cover their costs, which in turn
meant that raising production finance would be next to impossible. In the
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UK a film in English had to compete on level terms with imported
American product. In France it was different. A film in French had a
commercial advantage. Films from elsewhere had to be dubbed or subtitled, making them less attractive to audiences, so French films were
perceived differently. In addition film culture in France was much more
extensive than in the UK, making low budget French language films, even
of an austere nature, commercially viable.
He thought there was a difference between my film-making style and my
writing. The way I shot things was very formal, whereas my writing he said
was much warmer, and sometimes had strands of irony woven into it. He
thought I should try to find common ground between these two essentially
different approaches. He favoured leaning towards the less formal and more
human style of the writing. It reminded him of Truffaut, and he thought
there was a gap in the market for an English Truffaut. Somewhere between
mainstream cinema and Ken Loach, he thought there was a place for a
realistic approach to drama, which wasn’t quite as bleak as Cathy Come
Home, but which dealt with both the emotional and humorous aspects of
everyday life.
I couldn’t see how to do this at the time. I was too concerned with pursuing
my own very particular route. Of constructing almost from scratch a kind of
cinema which worked in a different way. Something which told stories with
less artifice. Something cleaner, more pure, less decorative. Something
which didn’t use the conventional language of commercial cinema.
Everything in Fine Art encouraged you to pursue those kinds of ideas.
But looking back, Adrian was right. Any kind of commercial future would
have required some sort of compromise.
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I prepared the bike on Friday morning, and rode across to Liverpool in the
afternoon, avoiding the motorways as usual. The journey wasn’t bad, but I
got lost in the city centre. Reading a map and riding a motorbike at the
same time I discovered wasn’t really possible. After meeting Dave at his
flat in Waterloo, we went out for a meal, and then met John Cane for a
drink. Later we went to Dave’s club (The Cabin) where we were able to
drink after hours, and have a dance.
The next day, despite a slight hangover, we went to Southport on the train.
After visiting a few pubs we went to the fair. Dave turned out to be pretty
good on the Go-Karts, and we had fun trying out all the children’s rides.
This was a tradition we’d started at the Easter Fair in Norwich a few years
before. Dave was originally from Workington, where he said it was
generally believed that all southerners were poofs. Apparently this was
particularly noticeable when it came to drinking and going on fairground
rides. He said that in the real north, real men would drink at least six pints
of real ale before doing this, to improve the nature of the experience. I was
much criticised for only having four halves of lager before riding on the
waltzer, despite the fact that I knew drinking any more than this could upset
an awful lot of people.
Later we went back to Liverpool, and had a meal at a Pancake House,
before dropping in on Angie and Pete. We spent the evening talking to
them, and drinking a couple of bottles of wine. The shared experience of
Norwich (1975/6) seemed further away than ever, and I found I had less in
common with them than before. Angie seemed to have stopped making
things, and Pete was working as a technician. My enthusiasm about being
in art school was at odds with their disillusionment regarding life after
college. I was determined I wasn’t going to lose my desire to make things,
but they were pretty certain I would.
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I was beginning to become aware that there was a distinct difference
between the punk-rock/new-wave generation, and those who had come
before. Angie and Pete, and all the others from Norwich who graduated in
1976, were at the tail end of the previous generation. Attitudes had changed
in the space of only three of four years. I think my expectations were lower.
I certainly didn’t think the college was responsible for the experience I had
while I was there. I knew it would only be whatever I made it, and I think
that attitude continued into later life. The later generation (mine) weren’t so
dependent. We knew that whatever happened was down to us.
I had tea with Sue Swift. She hadn’t made it to either of the screenings of
my film, but she still wanted to see it. I told her I was arranging to show it
to my housemates the following Wednesday, and she was welcome to come
along if she wanted to. I gave her the address, and told her what time to be
there. After we finished our tea we went to the opening of an exhibition in
the gallery (new work by Brian and Charles). I have no memory of the
work itself, but I do remember talking to Russell Platt for the whole
evening. I always enjoyed a conversation with Russell. He was amusing,
well informed, and could discuss your work in a pretty down to earth sort of
way, easily getting to the heart of the matter.
Later I went home and put the finishing touches to my thesis. Then I did a
word count, and discovered it wasn’t as long as it should be. Why I found it
such hard work to produce something so short (5,000 words) I don’t know.
I had mentioned to Dave Perks that I wanted to film him, and Julie, and the
Old Manse, for the next part of my Leeds film. One evening I went round to
talk to him about this. Unfortunately he wasn’t very communicative. This
was largely because he was upstairs in bed, barely conscious, having been
at Michélé Spina’s party for most of the afternoon. I did however discuss it
with Wig and Julie, who seemed to have escaped the worst excesses of the
afternoon soirée.
I finally screened my film for Angie, Janet, Paul and Christine at our house.
(Sue Swift couldn’t make it.) Doing this required a good deal of equipment
to be moved around. I got it all ready in college, and then Janet came to
pick me up in her car. When we got back to Grimthorpe Terrace I had to set
it all up, which took quite a while. Janet, Angie and myself chatted and
drank tea until Paul and Christine arrived. Then the screening began. The
film went down very well, and certainly provoked a lot of discussion.
The following day I took the gear back to college, and wandered about for a
bit. Tim told me he had been to a party at the cottage where Dominique
lived. He’d had a rather difficult time with her, which made him think that
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whatever was going on between them was over. Later Angie and Janet and I
went to Bibi’s for a meal, and then went on to a disco.
Walter Hill made a film called The Warriors, about street gangs in New
York. It was a controversial film, and had apparently provoked violence at
several cinemas in the United States. In the UK the British Board of Film
Censors passed it uncut with an ‘X’ certificate. However the real power of
censorship in the UK at the time lay with local councils and their watch
committees. They licensed cinemas, and could control what was and wasn’t
shown. Mostly they accepted the recommendations of the British Board of
Film Censors, but in this instance Leeds City Council decided to ban the
film. (In London this power to licence cinemas was usually used in a liberal
way, often allowing films to be shown, even after they had been refused a
certificate by the BBFC.)
Other local councils however didn’t seem too bothered by the film, which
was screening everywhere else except Leeds. So in order to see the film I
had to make a special trip to Harrogate. An additional inconvenience was
that I had to buy a map to locate the cinema, after failing to find it in the
town centre. The film was a disappointment. It was clearly based on a
Greek myth, and it was very reminiscent of West Side Story, and just about
as realistic. How it could have provoked violence, except perhaps in an
attempt to recover the price of admission, was beyond me. I did however
have a very nice tea (scones and cream and jam) in one of Harrogate’s
many tea rooms afterwards. It seemed a very civilised way to indulge in an
afternoon of gang warfare.
Chantal Akerman’s film ‘Je, Tu, Il, Elle’ was screening at the Institute of
Contemporary Art in London. It was the only one of her feature length
films which I hadn’t seen, and since I was considering swapping my thesis
subject so I could do original research on her work, I had to go and see it. I
also managed to fit in Days of Heaven, by Terence Malick (his first film
since Badlands in 1974). It was a good day out, and both films were
excellent, although for different reasons.
I caught the lunchtime screening of Days of Heaven at the Plaza on Lower
Regent Street. Like Badlands the story was told by an unreliable narrator,
and once again this was a teenage girl, telling the story as if it was a piece
of women’s magazine fiction, which made a stark contrast with the
gradually unfolding drama on the screen.
In the late afternoon I walked up to the ICA on the Mall, to see the
Akerman film. It seemed to me less extreme stylistically than her two later
films, although each of the three parts is pretty uncompromising in its own
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way. Looking at the film again thirty years later I can see how much it
influenced my work in the years immediately after seeing it. This was
something I had forgotten, but it has much more significance than my brief
diary entry at the time might suggest. I didn’t directly copy the film’s
structure (as I had with News From Home) but there were many aspects of
it which inspired me, and I began writing my next film the day after seeing
it.
The weather was excellent. So I had a ride out to Ilkley on my motorbike
one Sunday. I really enjoyed riding along little country roads on a warm
day. The breeze would keep you cool, and you felt part of the landscape. It
seemed to me at the time to be the best form of transport ever invented. I
had always enjoyed cycling, but a motorbike felt like real freedom. You
could go anywhere, do anything.
For a few days I didn’t see Tim. His younger sister Imogen was staying for
the weekend, and he didn’t think Phil and I would be a good influence on
her. He was probably right. However I did see her briefly in college, when
Tim was showing her round. Later I went swimming with Janet, and we had
a good time messing about in the International pool.
On the way back she gave me a lift to Woodhouse Square, and I went to the
opening of Phil’s, Patrick’s, and Dave’s exhibition. What Dave (Ball)
exhibited I haven’t got a clue. I remember Patrick’s work from Leeds quite
clearly, but I can’t any longer say that I know which objects were in which
exhibition. However I do recall the central idea of visual puns, and boxes
which had to be opened.
Although I arrived late I was just in time to see Phil’s film The Merrion
Cowboy. I’d known he had been given some Super 8 film by Adrian, and
that he was keen to do some moving image work, but I hadn’t seen even a
single frame of what he’d shot. He didn’t exactly keep the project secret, he
just didn’t show me anything. So the film was a complete surprise. It was
very funny, and full of wild (west) ideas. The reception it got was excellent.
People laughed a lot, and everyone loved it. But I found its undoubted
success a bit confusing. It didn’t have any discernible style or structure. Phil
had shot a series of gags, disregarding film language, or even any basic
attempt at technical competence, and everyone thought it was great. So I
wondered how valuable it was that they also liked my film.
Nevertheless I laughed and cheered and thoroughly enjoyed it along with
everyone else. Phil and Tim and myself were all excited about the audience
response. Film was obviously the thing to be working in. How else could
you get such an instant reaction to your work? We went off to the Rock-All
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to celebrate its success with hamburgers and American beer. After an hour
or so Phil wanted to go back to the Union bar to soak up the praise. By the
time we got there it was pretty full, but we managed to squeeze onto a table,
and get some drinks. Ruth (who seemed to be turning into a kind of film
groupie) instantly came over to us, and sat with us all evening. I liked Ruth,
but by this time she’d had far too much to drink, and when she was drunk
she was pretty hard work. I remember scanning the rest of the bar, looking
for an escape route. Sue Swift and Jacqui Challis were both there, but they
were at another table, and there were no spare seats. I remember thinking I
would rather have been talking to them.
Later we went back to Patrick’s house, where everyone continued drinking.
P.D. did a pretty gross impersonation of a punk rock singer, and Ruth
decided to help make it more authentic by spitting at everyone. I narrowly
avoided exchanging bodily fluids with her, and left shortly afterwards, just
in case she decided to make a more concerted effort.
Wig made a video in the ninth floor studio, and I was roped in to provide
whatever assistance I could. Dave and Julie also helped. It involved plastic
ducks. Exactly how it was done (or why) is now a mystery to me. The tape
(half-inch, black and white, Sony helical scan) still exists, but machines on
which it can be played are very rare indeed. In the evening I went round to
the old manse. Sarah Worker, Julie, Wig, Dave and some other people were
there. Dave showed some Super 8 films, and we all talked for a while.
Finally I discussed with Dave and Julie what I wanted to film (of them and
the Old Manse) for part three of my Leeds film, and we agreed some dates
for shooting.
Phil seemed to have taken over as the editor of Vague (the fine art
department magazine - which had been running for about a year). One
evening in the bar Tim and Phil and I came up with the idea that as a
deliberately incestuous act we should review one another’s films in Vague.
It was agreed that I would review Phil’s film, Phil would review Tim’s film,
and Tim would review my film, so it was effectively an editorial stitch up.
Just how much of a stitch up didn’t become apparent to me until I turned in
my review. The editor (Phil) wasn’t happy with my assessment of his film,
and I was sent away to re-write it. So even though I was named as the new
Vague Film Correspondent I wasn’t actually allowed to say what I liked
about Phil’s film, because as the editor he could amend my copy. What
followed (in true tabloid style) was a journalistic spat in the bar (much to
Tim’s amusement) where in order to get into print I finally had to agree to
amend my own copy.
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The day after the reviews had been written, Tim finally showed his films, at
eleven o’clock, to a good size audience. A lot of first year students turned
out for it (because Tim was in the first year) and the reception was very
good. Film, it seemed to us, was definitely where it was at. Tim’s films
were very technically accomplished, and broke genuinely new ground.
Whether the audience realised they were watching something which had
never been done before I don’t know.
Later the film society committee (me and Phil and Tim - because by this
time we had taken over the film society) met to decide on the programme of
films for the next academic year. There was a very long discussion with lots
of wild ideas being thrown about, mostly by Tim and Phil, while I tried to
get them to decide on a coherent season of films with directorial and
thematic links. All my efforts were in vain. In the end we settled on a rather
haphazard selection. The only good thing was that the season as a whole
had the potential to be reasonably popular, because it mixed well known
European and independent cinema, with a small number of more difficult
films. Later we went to Da Marios for a pizza and some cheap wine, to
celebrate the fact that we now ruled the world. We were deluded of course,
but that was the way it seemed at the time.
Dave Edwards, my friend from Norwich (now living in Liverpool) came
over for the weekend. He didn’t really come to see me, he came because
England were playing Pakistan in a one day international at Headingly, and
I lived five minutes from the cricket ground. I went to meet him off the
train on Friday evening. The first thing we did was to go for a drink (this
was always Dave’s first priority) and then we took his bag up to the Poly.
We went to the Rock-All, but as it was the start of the weekend it was
packed, and we couldn’t get a table. So we had to go all the way back into
town and get a pizza at Da Mario’s.
The match was sixty overs a side, and part of the Prudential Cup
competition between England, Pakistan, Australia, New Zealand, India and
the West Indies. We queued up from about nine in the morning, and got our
seats in plenty of time for the start of play at eleven. It was a mixed,
unsegregated crowd, mostly consisting of Yorkshire cricket enthusiasts
(almost a religion in Yorkshire) and (it seemed to me) the entire Pakistani
population of Leeds. There was a lot of good humoured banter on both
sides, much of it very funny. England batted first, and almost immediately
Brierly was out, caught behind, for nothing, and Randall followed shortly
afterwards, again caught behind for one. Most of the runs were put on by
Boycott, Gooch, Gower and Botham, but none of them got to fifty, in what
was a low scoring game.
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We had lunch, which consisted of a pie and a pint of beer. At the time I
wasn’t very familiar with the laws of cricket, and I found it useful that we’d
taken a small transistor radio with us, so we could listen to the commentary.
By mid afternoon Pakistan were batting, but England regularly took
wickets, eventually bowling them out with only a few runs to spare. It had
been a very close match throughout.
Dave and I went to the Nosebag in Headingly for a meal. The Nosebag had
a good reputation (although I’d never been there before) however the meal
we had was pretty bad, and I decided I wouldn’t be going back. Following
that we had a drink in the Skyrack, and then went back to Grimthorpe
Terrace to watch the match highlights on Janet’s TV.
The next day we got up late, and went for a drink in the Original Oak. I
bought some salad and pies from the Butcher’s Pantry for lunch, but
somehow it wasn’t very appetising. We left Headingly in time to get the
train at four-thirty. However when we got to the station there was no train
showing on the departures board. When Dave checked his timetable we
found it was out of date. So we then wandered round Leeds for two hours
until the next train to Liverpool was due to leave. But since it was a Sunday
afternoon, almost nothing was open. In those days there was no Sunday
shopping, the coffee bars were all closed, and the pubs didn’t open until
seven. The city centre was deserted.
I had the idea that I wanted to film traffic for part three of the Leeds film.
And I also had the idea that I wanted it to be in cinemascope (an extreme
wide-screen format with an aspect ratio of 2.66:1 on Super 8 or 16mm).
Malcolm and I had done some successful experiments the previous year on
16mm, and built the brackets which were required to hold the anamorphic
lens. I had read in Movie Maker magazine, a few years before, about people
doing the same thing with Super 8. Although there were some
disadvantages (insufficient projector light output being the main problem) I
decided to give it a go.
I went out with camera, lens, tripod and brackets. When I set it up though I
couldn’t get a decent image. There was a huge amount of vignetting (dark
corners) and I didn’t seem to be able to get an image in the viewfinder
which was in focus. So I went back to the Poly and changed the camera, but
unfortunately that didn’t help. In the end I got fed up and went swimming
with Janet. The next day I tried again, and still didn’t have any success. In
the end I put the problem down to lens incompatibility. I was using a 16mm
anamorphic add-on projection lens, and it just didn’t seem to work with the
non-interchangeable zoom lenses which were attached to the film
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department’s Super 8 cameras. Since I didn’t have access to an anamorphic
lens which was designed for Super 8, that was the end of the experiment.
Dave Perks and I sat on the mound outside the Poly and discussed
Philosophy. He seemed fascinated by the concept of a single perceiving
object. I quite liked the idea too. As far as I could see the natural
consequence was that I was God (something I had suspected for some time)
and I was (over no doubt an infinite period) going to experience everything
in the universe from every point of view. It seemed to me there were
advantages (carnal knowledge of every woman on the planet with the
possible exception of a few nuns) and disadvantages (serious jail time,
torture, starvation, and much more time spent in poverty than in luxury). I
thought if someone could prove it, then we would all have a much greater
incentive to be kind to one another, and the redistribution of wealth would
become a serious priority.
Later I went out with a Eumig Super 8 camera and filmed some traffic, this
time using an aspect ratio of 1.33:1, and got some good shots. It took most
of the afternoon. When I got back Adrian said he thought Ulla was having
difficulty editing her film. Her assessment screening was only a few days
away, and it wasn’t finished. I went and asked her if she needed some help.
She said she was intending to stay up all night to finish it, and wouldn’t
mind some assistance.
Although we worked on it until breakfast the following day, when she
finally decided to go home, we didn’t in fact get much done. She was
meticulous, and carefully considered each cut. It was quite unlike any other
experience I’ve ever had of editing. Normally, when I’m doing it, I make
the decisions quite quickly, get a lot done, and find the time has flown by. I
took about half an hour off at around four thirty in the morning, to try and
film a Leeds sunrise, but it didn’t work out. There was a murky glow in the
sky, but it took several hours for the sun to burn the mist off and become
visible.
There was the problem of accommodation for the third year to be sorted
out. Janet had decided she was going to get her own flat, and I came to the
same decision. I could have continued to live with Paul and Angie, but I
wanted my own space for my last year in Leeds. In theory I was supposed
to get Ulla’s flat when she left for her post-graduate course in Bristol, but
she wasn’t intending to give in her notice until the end of the summer
holidays, and there was no guarantee her landlord would accept me as a
replacement tenant, so I decided it would be safest to find something else if
I could.
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We had used an estate agency called Leeds Flats to get the house in
Grimthorpe Terrace, so I tried them again. I applied for a flat, thinking I
would get it. Unfortunately a couple of weeks later I got a letter telling me I
hadn’t been successful. When I went to see them I discovered there had
been several applications, which they passed on to the owner, who then
selected the tenant. Being a Fine Art student probably didn’t make me look
very reliable. This news sparked a last minute flat hunt, which occupied a
lot of my time for the last week of term. I tried Unipol (the university and
poly accommodation bureau) and several private landlords. I looked at a
number of flats and, in desperation, one shared house. None of the flats
were very good, and I didn’t like the other residents in the shared house, so
I didn’t take any of them. In the end I couldn’t muster any more enthusiasm
for the task, and decided I would have to rely on getting Ulla’s flat at the
end of September.
Tim worked for Camp America in the summer, and he left in the middle of
June to take up his job as a camp counsellor. So Phil and I were left to get
into trouble on our own. We started off in the Poly bar at tea time, having
some beer and a couple of pies. Because Phil and I had talked extensively
about our various unsuccessful attempts to form relationships he knew I
fancied Sue Swift, and he also knew I kept a diary. He suggested I should
publish extracts from my diaries in Vague, which would illustrate the
frustrations of the male art student. In fact he promised me a double page
spread, and said if I wrote it, he would type it up, and provide the
illustrations.
I went home and found every reference to Sue over the previous six months
or so, and copied them all out, embellishing things here and there to make it
as funny as possible, but still trying to keep the authentic feel of real diary
entries. By about ten in the evening I’d finished, and I took the ‘article’
round to Phil’s house.
He read it, and laughed a lot. I think in retrospect he wasn’t laughing at it
because it was intrinsically funny, I think he was laughing because he was
looking forward to the reaction it might provoke if it was published. I was
still uncertain about it, but Phil was very encouraging. After all, he pointed
out, I’d been uncertain about the anecdotes on the film soundtrack, and that
had turned out pretty well. We started drinking some cider, while talking it
through. It began to seem like a better and better idea. One thing which we
didn’t properly consider was how Sue might feel about it.
When I went to film Dave Perks he wasn’t available. He had been
persuaded to help clear John Boardman’s exhibition space prior to the
degree show. How this could take priority over my film I couldn’t possibly
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imagine. I went to try and get Patrick out of bed, but without any success. I
knocked on the door, but there was no response.
I returned to do some filming at the Old Manse in the evening. The light
levels were very low, and even with Ektachrome 160, and the lens on my
camera open to f1.1 there wasn’t much chance of getting anything
worthwhile. I knew it at the time, but kept filming anyway. Later I
discovered there wasn’t much that was useable. People came out as
shadowy figures, and there was the occasional glow in the dark when
someone was smoking, but that was about it.
The next morning Dave was busy again, and I was beginning to think he
really didn’t want to be filmed. However my persistence eventually paid
off. It’s possible he may have realised there was really no alternative, and I
just wasn’t going to give up. When I returned in the afternoon I found he
had finally resigned himself to being a film star. It was a very hot and sunny
day, with a slight heat haze, and just right for a late afternoon walk. Julie,
Jane King, and Visiting Dave decided to come along too. After some
suitable refreshments they all wandered down Hyde Park Road while I
filmed. Near the bear pit Dave’s foot slipped to one side. He looked down
and realised a dog on a high fibre diet had recently passed that way. We all
laughed, but Dave wasn’t very pleased, and went into the woods to try and
clean his shoes. Later the atmosphere became very humid, so we started to
make our way back towards the Old Manse. I continued filming there for a
while, but Dave and Julie gradually became very mellow and
uncommunicative, so eventually I went home.
For all of the filming that day, I increased the camera speed marginally.
This had the effect, on projection, of slowing everything down slightly. It
all had a rather dreamy quality, which seemed just right for the occasion.
In the evening I went round to Phil’s house. I still wasn’t completely happy
with the Sue Swift article. There were things in it which I wanted to revise.
Luckily Phil hadn’t typed it up, so I had the opportunity to change it. We
couldn’t agree however on what should stay in and what should come out.
Eventually I got my own way, although Phil made it clear he thought the
original version was better. I can’t now remember what I removed. Phil had
done some drawings to go with it. The one I liked most was the caricature
of me in the bath, so he put that in a prominent position at the end of the
article. After we’d finished we went to the Hyde Park Picture House to see
Waltz of the Toreadors, an old Peter Sellers film, which I seem to remember
wasn’t very good. The next night we went to see Dillinger, which was much
better, with its gaudy colours, fast pace, and a gritty performance from
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Warren Oates. Well directed by John Milius it was the exact opposite, both
in tone and style, of Arthur Penn’s Bonnie and Clyde.
On Sunday I met a particularly relaxed Dave Perks at the Old Manse after
tea. Visiting Dave, and his girlfriend, arrived at exactly the same time as I
did. We all went for a walk along The Cliff. It was a good walk. Very
woody, and very wordy. Later we went back to Visiting Dave’s for coffee,
but the atmosphere was odd (in some way that I can’t now remember) so I
left and went home.
The last week of term was strange. Our usual meeting place (the studio)
was unavailable, because it was being used for the degree shows, so most
people couldn’t do much in the way of work. I went up to the film unit, to
help Malcolm sort out the cameras, and then wandered round the
exhibition.
There was some revision of film screening dates for the film society. This
always happened. Distributors, who only had a limited number of prints,
had to juggle the dates to accommodate all the bookings. This meant that
although you might get the films you wanted, you might not get them in the
order in which you wished to show them, which was unfortunate if you
were trying to put together a director’s season, in chronological order.
Phil persuaded me to go to the Emmerdale Farm Society disco. How I was
persuaded to go I really don’t know. But I went home to have a bath (just in
case) and then met him back at the Poly. Sue Swift was there. Phil joked
around a bit, trying to persuade me to approach her and ask for a dance. She
was with some other people who I didn’t know, so it didn’t seem like a
good idea. At some point during the evening I saw Patrick sitting with her,
making filming movements with his hands. (Miming a hand-cranked movie
camera.) Later I asked him what he’d been talking about. He had asked her
if she knew about the Vague article, and then talked to her about it. (Patrick
was one of the founders of Vague, and on the editorial board, if I remember
correctly.) Somehow, in the conversation with Pat, she had said, with
reference to me, “I can play the good samaritan, but not tonight.” That hurt.
The next day I saw Patrick. He said he was going to the Graphics disco.
Given the experience of the previous night I wasn’t sure whether I wanted
to go. Eventually I decided I would, but I wasn’t expecting it to be very
good. However it turned out to be great. First of all it was packed with
people I knew and liked. There were quite a few Graphics students who
worked in the film unit, like Graham Day, Roy and Leo. And there was the
absolutely gorgeous Cherry, who was going out with Roy, and who, for
some reason, always seemed to like me. I was complaining about my lack
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of success with women (perhaps not for the first time) when Graham said
that people found it easy to talk to me, and that was something which was
very much in my favour. Cherry agreed. It was a nice thing to say, but I
secretly thought it probably wouldn’t have done any harm to be strikingly
good looking as well.
Later I ended up in Terry’s All Time with Patrick, Dave Ball, Sarah Rogers,
and Cathy Weller. It was a case of strong coffee all round to try and
mitigate the effects of too much beer. I ended up with one arm round Cathy,
and the other round Sarah. Cathy very noticeably got closer and closer. My
hand started to wander a little. She got closer still. I couldn’t quite believe
it, despite the fact it had been her who asked me out a few weeks before.
When we all left I didn’t take advantage of the situation. There were only
three days left until the end of term, but I decided not to rush anything.
The next day I talked to Patrick about Cathy. We were coming up to a
twelve week break, when I wasn’t likely to see her. The only thing I could
think of, was to invite her down to Norfolk for a few days. My mum and
dad were already away on holiday, so the house was empty, and the Norfolk
coast I thought might be enough of an attraction to persuade her to go.
Patrick thought it was a good idea, and he also thought she would say yes.
But he did point out that the reason she was getting closer and closer to me
the previous night was that too many of us were crammed onto a bench
seat, and she was perilously close to falling off the end.
I met Patrick and Dave Ball for tea in the Poly canteen. They wanted to go
for an end of term drink somewhere, but they didn’t want to go to the Union
bar, or any of the pubs in town. While they decided where to go, I went to
make a phone call. Jacky was due back from Israel, so I decided to call her
mum, and find out what was happening. I was very pleased to discover she
would be back in London by the end of the week. It had been eight months
since I’d seen her, and I was really looking forward to catching up. Happy
with the news I’d just received I went back to the canteen. Patrick and Dave
had by this time decided to go out to a pub just off Kirkstall Lane. It was
towards the top end, on the higher ground, and we were able to sit outside
at the back, and enjoy the view.
I was going through a phase of drinking cider, because it was a hot summer,
and ice cold cider was very refreshing. When we started drinking I was
already feeling pretty good, and as the evening progressed things just got
better and better. We exchanged lots of amusing stories, and it was one of
the times when Dave really seemed relaxed. Because Dave was sometimes
rather morose, it could be difficult to have fun with him, but that night we
did. We laughed a lot, and had a great time, and didn’t really want it to end.
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So when the pub closed we headed back to Pat and Dave’s house, buying
fish and chips on the way, from the Chinese takeaway at the end of the
road.
We sat around in Dave’s room playing guitars. Pat and Dave must have
been drunk, because they encouraged me to play a couple of Bob Dylan
songs. I stumbled through Tangled Up in Blue, and Simple Twist of Fate,
but I couldn’t remember all the words. Dave was able to pick out a mellow
tune almost effortlessly, even after several pints of beer, and add little
interweaving melodies over the chords I was playing, just by watching
where my fingers went on the frets. Since I’d only been playing for a few
months, I couldn’t imagine how anyone became so proficient. I went home
with a warm good feeling somewhere deep inside. Might have been the
cider, might have been the thought of seeing Jacky again.
There was a small problem with moving. I had to get all my things, plus the
motorbike, back to Norfolk. I decided I would hire an estate car for a
couple of days, take all the gear to Norfolk, then return to Leeds, and ride
back to Norfolk on the bike. So I picked up a Marina Estate car from
Kennings early one morning, and then packed up, ready for the big move.
Janet needed a hand to get a rather large sewing machine round to her new
flat, so I helped her to do that before leaving.
I also had to go into college and return a couple of library books. On the
way up to the library I met several people who had read the Sue Swift
article in Vague, which had been published that morning. They were keen to
tell me how funny they thought it was. However about two minutes later I
met Patrick. He said some of the third year were angry about it, particularly
John Boardman, and there was an argument going on in the bar.
I decided not to confront my critics. It would have been difficult to defend
my position, since I was pretty certain I was in the wrong. The best policy I
decided was to put a safe distance between me and the third year, and
Norfolk seemed as good a place as any to hide out. By the time I got back
in October I knew they would be long gone.
It did occur to me that I hadn’t resolved the situation with Cathy, but she
didn’t seem to be around. There was also now an additional complication.
Jacky would be on a plane back from Israel the following day, and I didn’t
want to arrange anything which might prevent me from seeing her. On the
way out of the building Phil sold me a copy of Vague, and gleefully told me
about the controversy it had stirred up. I went back to Grimthorpe Terrace,
loaded all the boxes into the car, and drove home.
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The next day, while I was in Norfolk, a letter arrived from Jacky. Our
ongoing argument about the relationship continued. She wasn’t happy with
some of the things I’d written in my previous letter, but she also said she
was looking forward to seeing me again.
After having unloaded all the boxes into my parent’s bedroom (at that point
unoccupied because they were on holiday) I drove back to Leeds. It was the
last day of term, and students from the University were wandering around
in caps and gowns. Ulla was alone in the film unit. She had a cold and
didn’t want to go to the pictures. We agreed to keep in touch over the
holidays so that I could apply for her flat when she handed in her notice.
I went to Phil’s house, but he wasn’t there. Finally I found him in college.
The whole place was deserted, apart from people wandering around the
degree show, and the canteen was closed. We went back to his for tea, and
sat around chatting for some time. We talked about the problem of the Sue
Swift article, or at least the possibility of having to deal with an angry Sue
Swift. Neither of us relished the prospect of that.
Several strategies were discussed. My favourite was that I should write a
letter of apology, and say I had no idea about the article until it was
published, because Phil had written it as a joke, to embarrass me, and all I
had done was to tell him how much I liked her. Phil laughed about this for a
while, until I said I’d decided that this was definitely the best course of
action, and that was what I was going to do. Then he began to blink, while
staring at me, as he realised how plausible such an explanation might be.
He started to formulate arguments about why I shouldn’t do it. I laughed off
concepts such as honesty and integrity, saying we were now well beyond
that, and he became more and more frustrated that I wouldn’t listen to
reason. Eventually I gave in, and agreed not to do it, and said that whatever
happened I would take it on the chin. Phil looked very relieved, and I could
tell he certainly preferred this plan to anything which involved him taking it
on the chin.
Later I almost dragged Phil down to the Hyde Park Picture House to see
Red River, directed by Howard Hawks. He liked the idea of a Howard
Hawks film, but didn’t like westerns, despite the fact that he’d made The
Merrion Cowboy. I thought Red River was great, and Phil did actually say
he thought it was good, despite his reservations about the genre. It is
probably the best western of that era, and one of the first to present a
serious alternative to the questionable values of previous offerings. Walter
Brennan’s constant complaining, and Montgomery Clift’s refusal to use a
gun, constantly undermine John Wayne’s desire to solve all his problems by
shooting someone.
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Afterwards we went down to the Poly to see a Hitchcock film on TV, but
for some reason it wasn’t showing, so we went across to Terry’s All Time
and had a cup of tea. Back at Phil’s we drank some more tea, played the
guitar for a while, and then we parted for the summer. It had been an odd,
rather empty day. It felt like the end of something. Most people had gone
home. The cinema, the Poly, and Terry’s All Time were almost empty, and I
was going back to Norfolk the following day. We knew we would be back
in the autumn, and it would all begin again, but it felt like a dress rehearsal
for the following year, when we would finally leave Leeds for good.
Red River was the perfect film to see in these circumstances, and the Hyde
Park Picture House was the perfect place to see it. The film represents the
end of an era, and it is in fact the final film shown, at the old cinema which
is closing down, in Peter Bogdanovitch’s film The Last Picture Show.
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SUMMER 1979

Term ended on Friday, and on Saturday morning I rode back to Norfolk.
There was a lot of holiday traffic heading towards the coast, but on a
motorbike it was easy to avoid most of the hold ups. I rang Jacky’s mum’s
flat in Stoke Newington. Jacky was there, and very pleased to hear from
me. It was the first time we had spoken in nearly nine months. We decided
to meet as soon as we could.
The next day we talked again. This time we decided to spend the week
together. It seemed like a good idea to hire a car so that we could do
whatever we wanted to, without having to bother about trains and buses.
First thing on Monday morning I went into Kennings in Norwich, and
asked if they had a car available immediately. Luckily they had a mini
which had just been returned, and within half and hour I was on the road. I
went back to Martham, had a shower, threw a few things in a case, rang
Jacky to tell her I was on the way, and then drove down to London.
When I arrived it was the middle of the afternoon. I knocked on the door,
and Jacky opened it. She looked great. It wasn’t just that absence makes the
heart grow fonder, she really did look different. Nine months in Israel
actually had changed her appearance. She was tanned, and her hair was
longer, with blonde streaks where it had been bleached by the sun. There
was also something else. She seemed much more relaxed than I
remembered.
Her mum, and Elise her sister, were there, and for a long time we all just sat
around talking. Jacky and I eventually went for a walk, and picked up some
tickets for a concert at the Rainbow which she wanted to go and see.
Another friend, Henry, who had been with her and Elise on the Kibbutz,
came round, and we all went to see a film in the evening.
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The following day, Jacky and I left for Norfolk. Once we were in the car,
and by ourselves, she began telling me about her time in Israel. The stories
mostly concerned herself, her sister, and their friends Zoë and Barbie. I
think her experiences in Israel changed her significantly, and in ways which
initially brought us closer together. Although a few years later, the natural
progression of this shift in outlook led her to decide she wanted to live in
Israel permanently, and to some extent this was what eventually caused us
to part.
In Norfolk, over the next three days, we walked, had meals out, met friends,
played records, and talked into the early hours of the morning. But
surprisingly we also encountered little silent periods, times when we felt
close, but didn’t have anything to say. This was something I hadn’t
experienced before. Normally I was pretty good at filling any silences,
because on most days there weren’t enough hours in the day for me to
finish what I had to say. There was no question things were not the same as
they were before she went away.
Back in London a couple of days later we had dinner at her mum’s flat,
with mutual friends from school who now lived in London. The following
day I went to a rare screening of Doctor Zhivago at the Empire Leicester
Square, but the print wasn’t in great condition, and it somehow didn’t have
much emotional impact, because I was still thinking about Jacky. It was
also the wrong time of year to watch it. It’s a Christmas film. The snowy
winter landscapes, and the interlude in the ice encrusted Varykino, just
don’t work in July.
When I left, Jacky came out to the car. It was an awkward moment. We still
didn’t know exactly what the relationship was. I got a quick kiss, and a
good-bye, and a promise to write, which seemed entirely out of keeping
with everything which had happened over the previous week. It was a
strange parting given that we weren’t going to see one another again for at
least a couple of months. She had to get a permanent job in London, and I
had to get a seasonal job in Norfolk.
I went to the Stardust Rooms in Hemsby, where I’d been employed the
previous year, and found they had a vacancy. The only problem was that the
bar was only open in the evenings, and as it was no longer a club it closed
at eleven, so the number of hours I could work was limited. Brian, the bar
manager, suggested he might be able to get me a day job elsewhere on the
site, because the whole complex, including amusement arcade, bingo,
Kentucky derby, children’s rides, and various shops, was owned by the
Wilson Brothers.

185

The manager of the amusements and rides turned out to be Mr Bell, the
father of a school friend. (Russell, his son, was the keyboard player with
Gary Numan’s band.) So after a cursory interview I was given a job
collecting the money for the children’s rides. This entailed sitting in a fibreglass ticket office, in the shape of a large yellow and orange mushroom.
Children, or their parents, would come to the kiosk, and buy a ticket. They
would then take this ticket to the ride of their choice, and give it to the
attendant, who would place the ticket on a spike, and put the child on the
ride. At the end of the day the number of tickets sold, the tickets on the
spikes, and the cash in the till, would be reconciled by Mr Bell. This system
was designed to prevent fraud. They didn’t trust the ride attendants to
simply take the money on the rides.
At around lunchtime on the first day I was approached by one of the ride
attendants, who told me there was a way around this system. He said they
would pocket some of the tickets, instead of spiking them, and
surreptitiously return them to me. I could then re-sell them, and keep that
money separate. At the end of the day we could divvy up the proceeds. The
books would balance, and all would be well. I said that if the take suddenly
dropped Mr Bell would have good reason to be suspicious. He said if I
didn’t do it the take was suddenly going to go up, because they had been
doing it already. Nevertheless I declined his kind offer. I explained that
since I had one year left at college, going to jail didn’t seem like a good
idea.
This turned out to be a wise decision. I worked there again the following
year, and on one of my days off there was a police raid. Marked money,
which undercover police officers had used to buy tickets, was found on
various employees. Another little scam came to light as well. They had been
jamming the slot machines with matchsticks, and when customer’s
complained, they were refunding the customer, and pocketing the rest of the
money stuck in the mechanism. Three hundred pounds in used pennies were
found under the floorboards of a timber holiday bungalow where some of
the staff lived. They hadn’t at that stage worked out how to change such a
large amount into folding money without arousing suspicion.
The man who ran the slot machines was beaten up by some muggers, while
on his way home, a couple of nights before the police raid. He ended up in
hospital. A few days later he was visited by the police who told him that his
employers were very sorry to hear he was unwell, but they were
nevertheless going to have to press charges against him for theft, when he
was eventually discharged. Some of the other employees didn’t believe
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these events were unconnected. No one in Hemsby had been mugged in
living memory.
While working in the bar there were a few interesting incidents. There was
a charge to go in, and I was collecting money on the door. A local taxi
driver didn’t want to pay. His argument was that he brought us a lot of
custom. I insisted that he wasn’t going in unless he paid, or unless one the
Wilson brothers personally told me he didn’t have to. He didn’t like my
attitude, so he hit me. The bouncers ran across from the bar area, and
bundled him outside. The next day I was summoned to see the Wilson
Brothers. They said they didn’t want the bar to get a bad reputation, and so
they hoped I didn’t want to report it to the police. They also said they were
keen to deal with the matter themselves, and the taxi driver definitely
wouldn’t be coming back. I decided to leave it to them. After that, one of
the bouncers used to hang around by the door.
A few weeks later they stopped charging people to come in, and I started
working behind the bar. One night a couple of men came up to the bar, and
one of them asked me if I fancied his sister. This seemed a rather strange
question, particularly as they didn’t seem to have a woman with them. So I
said, “Well, I don’t know, but if you point her out to me...” And that was as
far as I got. They both launched themselves across the bar in an attempt to
grab me. I instinctively stepped back, and they missed. As one of them was
climbing over the bar to get me, some of the bouncers grabbed him and
pulled him back. They took both of them outside. A few minutes later the
bouncers came back. Colin, who was supposed to be good at martial arts,
came across to talk to me.
Apparently one of the men was married to a girl called Helen, and the other
man was her brother. They knew she was having an affair, but they didn’t
know who she was seeing. Someone had told them the culprit had a beard
and worked at the Stardust Rooms as a barman. I told Colin it definitely
wasn’t me, but I expressed my concern that they might wait around to catch
me when I came out. Colin told me not to worry. When they told him the
story he said he’d laughed. When they asked why he was laughing, he said
someone was definitely having them on, because it was well known that I
was gay. I wasn’t sure whether to thank him or not.
We had some trouble two nights in a row. Some boys from one of the
holiday camps were coming into the bar and being very disruptive. On the
second night someone told them to shut up, and a fight started. A table was
thrown into a full length wall mirror which shattered, and once the bouncers
had chased them out, we had to close the place down and clear up. The
following night a mini-bus arrived before we opened. A dozen or so men
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got out, and came up the back stairs to the bar, where they sat around, in
groups of two or three, drinking coke. They weren’t dressed as bouncers,
but that’s what they were. The man in charge came and talked to the bar
staff. He said there was almost certainly going to be some trouble, and
when it kicked off we were all to go into the kitchen and stay there.
At about nine some young lads came in through the door. One of our
bouncers gave the nod to the plain clothes crew. Once the lads were all
inside the plain clothes bouncers quietly got into position, and then
simultaneously grabbed them, and rushed them down the back stairs and
onto the beach, where I understand they were taught a valuable lesson. The
Wilson Brothers weren’t going to have their licence compromised by
getting a bad reputation.
By comparison life in the mushroom was very quiet. There was plenty of
time to write letters and to read. I began going to the library on my days off,
and getting a supply of books which would last me the week. Ticket sales
were sporadic. It was busy when people were making their way to the
beach first thing in the morning, or coming home for tea. But for a lot of the
time I was undisturbed.
Thinking I might be interested in psychology I read some Freud, but I soon
got fed up with that. Having seen Renaldo and Clara the previous year, and
made the connection from the American folk movement of the sixties, back
to Ginsberg and the beat generation, I decided to read Jack Kerouac. I
started with On The Road, and initially wasn’t too keen, but I continued
with Vanity of Duloz, and Desolation Angels, and eventually really got into
it. One I particularly enjoyed was Maggie Cassidy, his evocation of first
love in small town America. The idea that this was lightly fictionalised
reality appealed to me (the same as with Bukowski). A few years later when
I read Minor Characters by Joyce Johnson I realised Kerouac was less
adventurous than he might have appeared from reading the books. He
would often go away for the weekend apparently, but didn’t generally spend
months on the road.
While sitting in the mushroom I wrote a song about Jacky. It was long. Ten
or twelve eight line verses if I remember. When I played it to Brian he said
it was good, and we should record it. We tried to do this four times during
August, initially without much success. Dave Gawthrop helped, but to
begin with we couldn’t get a rhythm guitar track down on tape which
matched the correct emphasis in the lyrics. Eventually our persistence paid
off though, and we managed to record a version I was happy with.
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The man who ran the amusement arcade had a niece, and she came to stay
in Hemsby for a couple of weeks, with a friend of hers. They were two
teenage girls, on holiday, looking for boys. At night they had some success,
visiting the clubs and bars in Hemsby and the surrounding area. During the
day however they were often bored, and would come and sit in the
mushroom, under the ticket counter, and tell me about their adventures.
They were very funny, and I was entertained for many hours listening to
their stories. I gained a valuable insight into how girls thought, and how
open and explicit they were when talking to each other. What was slightly
disturbing was that they seemed to know much more about sex than I did,
and were certainly much more willing to talk about it, in the greatest
possible detail. Needless to say, I learned a lot.
Why they were so candid in front of me, and why their uncle let them spend
hours inside a fibre glass mushroom with me I didn’t know, but later it
emerged they had all heard the rumour spread by Colin (for the sake of my
safety) that I was a well known homosexual. It was this misunderstanding
which led to an incident one lunchtime, when they decided to try and
convert me to heterosexuality. There was one particular sexual act which
they were convinced no self respecting homosexual could possibly resist.
However I felt I had to decline their kind offer, in order to avoid going to
jail. (This was the second time I’d had to avoid jail in just over a month.)
They thought it was funny that I was so uptight about it, while they just
wanted to have fun. Later I thought they must have been the girls Cyndi
Lauper was singing about.
After they went home I was left to my reading and letter writing. Tim was
in the United States, working as a counsellor for Camp America. It seemed
a long time since he went away, and so much had happened in the
meantime that I decided to write and bring him up to date. I remember it
was a long letter. Probably ten pages or more.
A good film by Claude Lelouch was shown on BBC2. It was called Life,
Love, Death. This was very different from any other film made by him.
Mostly he concentrated on light romantic films. However Life, Love, Death
was a serious political film, calling for the abolition of the death penalty in
France. I found it powerful, and I was shocked by the inhumanity of their
penal system.
I was writing to Jacky almost every week, but there was no response. I
didn’t want to appear to be too possessive (which she would hate) so
phoning up every two minutes didn’t seem like a good idea. But in the end I
couldn’t wait any longer for news, so one Sunday lunchtime I rang her from
a call box. (This was because the phone in our house was in the hall, so you
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couldn’t have a private conversation.) Her mum answered. Unfortunately
Jacky wasn’t in. She had an American friend staying, and they’d gone out
for the day. However I did learn she’d got a temporary job, although she
hadn't found a flat yet.
My cassette deck was faulty, and I didn’t seem to be able to get it repaired
quickly. The engineer at the local TV repair shop was away on holiday. This
was frustrating, because I couldn’t play any cassettes. When he came back
my repair was at the back of a very long queue. Several weeks later, when
he finally got round to it, the fault was no longer there, so there wasn’t
much he could do. After that I didn’t really trust it. (Although it worked
perfectly, without any recurrence of the fault, for another ten years.)
A few interesting films came on at Cinema City in Norwich. First I saw a
3D film from the 1950s, It Came From Outer Space, which gave me a
headache, and strangely tinted colour vision, for about an hour afterwards. I
think I might have been sitting too close to the screen. A few weeks later
The Passenger was also shown there, and I went to see it again, but didn’t
enjoy it as much as I had before. Brian and Liz went to see The Last Waltz
with me, and thought it was very good. The new Bergman film, Autumn
Sonata, was programmed with a short film called The Dove. This made fun
of Bergman’s techniques, and his symbolism, which of course then made it
hard to take the main film seriously.
I had a long conversation on the phone with Dave Edwards. He had been
promoted to a new job in London. Unfortunately he didn’t have any friends
there, and did very little except work, read, and drink.
Finally a letter arrived from Jacky. It wasn’t good news. She was now going
out with Henry, her friend from the Kibbutz, who had suddenly turned up
on my first night in London. We’d never had an exclusive relationship, but
it looked as if it was even less exclusive than I thought. I dashed off a
fourteen page letter explaining that I wasn’t exactly happy. I think I said
this several times, using increasingly colourful language to help reinforce
the point. Ten days later another letter arrived from Jacky saying it didn’t
mean she didn’t want to see me. We were back to where we’d always been
really, despite the fact that I’d hoped for more.
The weeks were passing quickly, so I decided I’d better make a start on
editing the third part of the Leeds film, which I’d shot during the summer
term. I set up an edit suite in my bedroom, and began to find some structure
in the footage. It took a week or so until I had something I was happy with.
Adding a soundtrack proved to be something of a problem. The
monologues worked quite well by themselves, but they didn’t fit very well
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with my edit. There was a disconnection between sound and image which
just didn’t work. There was often no direct connection between sound and
image in my work, but normally the two elements combined to give a sense
of time and place. On this occasion it just didn’t happen. And the matter
was still unresolved at the end of the summer. It was something I would
have to go back to.
The Bergman season continued at Cinema City, and I was able to see
absolutely pristine 35mm prints of The Seventh Seal, and Wild
Strawberries, from the National Film Archive. It was something of a treat to
see just how these films should really look. At the time they were generally
distributed in 16mm versions, and the prints were usually scratched and
dirty. When they had originally been released in the fifties they would have
looked immaculate, and to see them restored to their original condition was
something special. The black and white images glistened on the screen. I
was surprised by the humour in The Seventh Seal, which is usually thought
of as an austere film, but I found it quite entertaining, albeit in a rather
restrained way.
At the beginning of September a letter arrived from Tim. The postmark was
Hicksville USA, although the first part of the letter had been written at
Camp MahKeeNac.
My Dearest Jonesey,
I kiss your ass for that mind blowing masterpiece of
hysterical stimulation which you sent to open the
floodgates of my memory and drown my oblivion... MahKeeNac
demands total involvement, and at times I find myself
doubting the existence of anything else anywhere, but most
of the time I haven’t even doubted... just totally forgotten...
honestly... this is no lie or exaggeration but one afternoon as
I sat on the veranda of my log cabin and watched the dark
cloud blotches drift across the sparkles on the lake, I
seriously doubted the existence of you, England, and the
Queen... I could not convince myself that it was really
there... I said to myself... “I know there is something there
in a logical sort of way”, but in another way that knowledge
was exposed as fake by what I could see all around me...
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well anyway, you can imagine that your letter... juicy and
fresh from the tree of last year, dripping with delicious,
saliva producing threads of gossip and shining like a red plum
with promise of much laughter and snickering at our next
rendezvous, not that I didn’t rip the flesh down the sides of
my body with laughter at what you have already told me... or
tantalisingly implied (have you lost the gist of this sentence
yet?) hit my illusion of seclusion like a shining red plum in
the face of an actor strutting and fretting upon the stage.
In short it was a delightful epistle. I can’t wait to cross
examine you about the sitting in a mushroom bit... and
others ho ho ho hee hee. I must admit that I thought you
were joking about sitting in a mushroom, but on reading the
letter through for the fourteenth time, it suddenly seemed
feasible and in a flash I realised that you actually did get a
job sitting in a mushroom, selling tickets for children’s
rides... and I began to laugh at the image it conjured up... and
no insult intended Dave... But... IT’S YOU DAVE!... FROM
YOUR FUZZY TOP TO YOUR FUZZY BOTTOM HA HA HA
(manic laughter reminiscent of sniggering killer in Kiss of
Death).

Can’t wait to hear your song, I don’t believe it’s any good at
all. I would like to work on a Honda film, or travel or
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journey film with you this coming year... any go? Phil and I
are going to attempt a doggy story, though I can foresee
about thirty billion possible problems if things go well...
still... it should be fun fun fun. I have great ideas for a
major film that could almost be called surreal, but it will be
subtly so, and will revolve around the idea that much of the
time we treat the present moment as something to be sold
to the future or frozen as the past, and thus are living in a
world removed from itself by the concept of time. dig?
Oh... I nearly forgot... I went to New York on my day off
and bought a Canon 512XL (as in Leeds Poly Film Unit) with
an electronic cable release and 9 rolls of film. It is great to
own a camera like that... it is an amazing camera, a versatile
tool.
|
|
|
|
|
\|/
This arrow represents the passage of time
from about the 15th of August to the 25th.
I am now sitting watching white sailing boats drift across in
front of the windows, to a reggae beat. There is a large
white plastic duck which lights up at night, standing in the
fourth window. The pen feels awkward in my hand, which is
soft from prolonged contact with salt water and stiff from
clutching a rope for two hours while shooting across the
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waters of Long Island Sound. Outside, two highly coloured,
striped sails, loom over a vegetable garden and a sea plane
splashes into the bay narrowly missing the white sailing
boats.
I finished work exactly two days ago, and came straight
down here to Fire Island, where the New York girls come to
wear their cut-off jeans, so as to exhibit the lower
portions of their buttocks to anyone who cares to look.
I may be able to get a job working in an ice cream parlour
for a week or so, but I’m not sure if I want to yet...
because I still feel very relieved to be released from
MahKeeNac, not that I didn’t enjoy it, but it was very
demanding work.
Splash... a catamaran capsizes... I lie back on the couch and
watch the people floundering in the water... well to be
honest that was a lie... this is the next morning already and it
was the catamaran that I was on which capsized yesterday
afternoon. It is such amazing fun sailing these Hobycats...
both crew members hook onto a device called a trapeze, and
hang out over the water to balance the boat which goes so
fast that it actually can jump right out of the water if a
wave hits it at the right sort of angle.
It is impossible to describe the delight of blasting across
the choppy waters suspended above the waves by a single
wire and the odd puff of wind, or the delight of flying round
the mast three times as the leading edge of the hull digs into
the water and brings the boat to a crunching halt... a bit like
getting thrown off a Honda 90 I should think... but there
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again I don’t know about that... and nor do you... do you?
There was something in your article that suggested you
came off while closing your eyes to sing Boots of Spanish
Leather by Bob Dylan... you don’t have to be ashamed, I fell
off a bicycle while singing... NO STOP! I am lying again, and
anyway I couldn’t think of what to tell you I was singing.
Anyway I thought all of your contributions to Vague were
of the very highest quality, and so were Phil’s. I look
forward to doing the next issue. We will make it a
prestigious film biased magazine... and I think you should
somehow inexplicably barge your way into the production of
Vague so we could have a wonderfully incestuous closed
shop monopoly on Leeds Polytechnic communications. Please
burn this bit. Thank you.
I eagerly await our reunion. I should be up around the sixth
of October, so until then, may the skies open to honour
you, and the legs open to quench your insatiable thirst for
naughty things.
Wet kisses all over from TIM.
I finished work, and got my end of season bonus, around the middle of
September. A couple of days later I rode up to Leeds. Janet had said I could
stay at her’s for a few days, while I sorted out the lease on Ulla’s flat. Janet
wasn’t there when I arrived, but I got the keys to her flat from Paul and
Christine, and settled in for the night.
The following morning I went to see Ulla. She wasn’t very happy. A few
days before she had discovered the local authority wouldn’t give her a grant
to do her post-graduate course in Bristol. She had already given in her
notice on the flat, but now wanted to withdraw it. So I went down to the
estate agents with her, because it seemed worth asking if they had
something else. A big friendly man in his forties said it was no problem for
her to withdraw her notice. I asked if they had anything else, and explained
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I was disappointed not to be applying for Ulla’s flat, which I liked because
it overlooked the park. He said they did actually have something else
overlooking the park, but it was a bit bigger, and more expensive.
Ulla and I went to look at it. We both liked it. The only problem was that I
didn’t have many things to go in it, so it was going to look a bit empty.
However it was furnished, and the decoration was OK, if not exactly good.
The great thing about it though was that it was on the top floor, and the
view (for Leeds) was something special. I worked out that with the money
I’d earned over the summer I could afford it, without having to dip into my
savings.
Later Ulla and I went for a drink in the Fenton, where she told me she had
split up with the man who she’d been going out with for some time (off and
on as I recall - because I don’t think he lived in Leeds). But she had met
someone new, and although things were obviously in their early stages, she
really liked him. I shared my good and bad news regarding Jacky. Ulla
couldn’t understand why I bothered to keep trying with Jacky, when I so
obviously wasn’t going to get what I wanted out of the relationship. But
when you are twenty-three, and you’ve known someone for four years, it
seems like a very long time, and I couldn’t suddenly change the way I felt.
(Logical or not.)
After lunch I went back to the Estate Agents and applied for the flat.
Apparently the owner had to decide whether I was a suitable tenant, so
nothing could be sorted out straight away, but they didn’t seem to think it
would be a problem. Janet and I met in town, and went for a pizza. Her
opinion about Jacky was pretty much the same as Ulla’s.
After another night at Janet’s I popped into the Poly, but only the student
union and the canteen seemed to be open. There were hardly any staff or
students about, because the term didn’t begin for another couple of weeks. I
went round to Ulla’s later in the morning, and told her the estate agent
thought the owner would approve me as a tenant and I would get the flat.
Then I went back to the Poly for dinner, and rode home to Martham later in
the day.
Back in Norfolk life was quiet. I fiddled about doing odds and ends, going
to the pictures, seeing friends, and copying some records to tape. When I
rang the estate agents towards the end of the week they said the flat was
mine, and we made arrangements for me to sign the tenancy agreement, and
get the keys, the following Wednesday.
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One week before term began I went down to London. Late in the afternoon
I met Dave Edwards, who had moved to London a few weeks before. Dave
finished work at four-thirty, and the pubs opened at five, so we had a couple
of hours to drink and chat before I went into the West End to see Jacky.
Dave was very generous with his advice about what I should say to her.
And by the time I left, I’d drunk enough to make me think he might be
right.
Jacky and I met outside the Talk of the Town (which had been our regular
meeting place since she moved to London in 1975) and then went to a pub
for the evening. It was a Monday night and the place was almost empty. We
found an alcove where we could talk, and settled in for the next four hours.
Her attitude to relationships hadn’t changed ever since I’d first started
going out with her. She was certainly pretty clear about what she didn’t
believe in. Top of the list was marriage, and monogamy came a close
second. What she did believe in though was much harder to work out. But
she had no problem with seeing both me and Henry at the same time (or at
least on different days of the same week). I wasn’t comfortable with that,
and I had a feeling Henry probably wasn’t happy about it either.
We discussed this for quite a while. She thought that if it was all right for
men to have multiple partners, then it was also acceptable for women. This
was undoubtedly true, but I didn’t think that was the issue. I didn’t want to
appear un-cool, but I thought that in a long term relationship sexual fidelity
was probably something both people should aspire to. At the time though I
certainly wasn’t trying to be faithful to her, but that was largely because she
made it clear this wasn’t the kind of relationship which was on offer.
Although we talked about this for a long time, we didn’t actually argue.
(That came later.)
When the pub closed we went back to her mother’s flat. For a while we sat
around drinking coffee. I gave her a tape of the song I’d written about her.
She didn’t play it though, saying she wanted to listen to it when she was by
herself. We made tentative arrangements for her to visit Leeds at the end of
October, and also talked about going away somewhere one weekend.
A couple of days later I rode back to Leeds. After lunch with Ulla in the
Fenton I went to the estate agents to sign the lease and pick up the keys to
Flat 5, 231 Hyde Park Road. This was followed by a trip to Kennings to
hire an estate car for the following day, and a visit to the gas board and the
electricity board to take over the utility bills.
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I had tea in the Poly canteen, and then went round to Patrick’s house. We
went for a drink to the Skyrack in Headingly, and I told him the story of my
summer. After a couple of hours drinking and talking Pat began to feel a
headache coming on. I began to feel something as well, but it wasn’t a
headache. The woman sitting beside me began to rub her leg against mine.
Then she put her hand on my knee, moved it slightly further up my thigh,
and started to scratch my leg with her long fingernails. She did this without
looking at me once, and while continuing a conversation with the woman
next to her. I just sort of stared at her hand, mesmerised, but completely
unsure about what to do. Patrick looked slightly bemused, grimaced, and
got up ready to go. I was torn between going with him, or asking her if she
would like a drink. But since she didn’t seem to acknowledge me at all, and
was about ten years older than me, and with another woman, I decided to
go with Pat.
When we got outside I said, “Did you see that?”
He said, “Yeah, that was weird.”
I said, “And it wasn’t even your knee. Think how I felt.”
We briefly discussed whether I should have stayed or not. But we came to
the conclusion that leaving was probably the best thing to have done.
Neither of us were quite sure what the etiquette was for that particular
situation.
By the time we got back to Pat’s his headache was worse. He just wanted to
go inside and lie down. I went back to my new flat. When I got there I
switched the light on, but nothing happened. None of the lights worked.
Luckily with the curtains open some street light was coming in, so I got out
my sleeping bag, and bedded down for the night. The following day I
managed to find the the main stop cock for the water, the main switch for
the electricity, and a lever which I could turn to restore the gas supply.
After picking up the Marina Estate car which I’d hired from Kennings, I
popped into Ulla’s for morning coffee, and then had dinner at the Poly with
Patrick. On the way back to Norfolk I dropped Patrick off in Mansfield.
When we got to Century Avenue he asked if I would like to go in for a cup
of tea. So I met Mel (his partner) and Katy (their little girl) and Mel’s mum.
They were all so normal. It was strange seeing Patrick (the mad art student)
in a family environment. Katy was very small, and observed me from a
distance. Mel was very warm and friendly, and so was her mum. After an
hour or so, chatting and drinking tea, I left for Norfolk.
The next day I was back in Leeds with all my things. Unpacking didn’t take
long, as there is a limit to how much you can get into one estate car, and as
198

expected it didn’t exactly fill the flat. Angie came round early on Saturday
morning to invite me out to dinner the following week, and was surprised at
how much space I had.
In the afternoon I went into town and looked at guitars with steel strings. I
had needed one for a while. At some point during the previous year I’d
outgrown my three-quarter size nylon string classical guitar. It had been
good to learn on, but it didn’t sound like the real thing. The new guitar was
going to be a present to myself, as a reward for working all summer. The
huge selection in the shop was confusing. After playing so many different
instruments that my fingers hurt, I eventually decided on one with a fairly
low action and a nice tone. I also got a bag and a strap.
Ulla now lived just down the road, so I went round to her house later, and
she invited herself round to mine, to inspect the flat now that it had
something in it. Quite what changes she thought I would have made to it in
two days I don’t know. I made some coffee, and played her the song I’d
written about Jacky. After talking for the whole evening, I walked her
home.
On the last day of the holiday I went to the Playhouse to see Bleak
Moments by Mike Leigh. Mike himself was there to talk about the film, and
answer questions. In the film the characters seem to have real difficulty in
communicating with one another. When it came to talking about the film,
Mike seemed to have the same problem. He was surprisingly inarticulate,
and unable to engage with the audience. I left the Playhouse thinking, “If he
can be a film director, I can certainly be a film director.”
(Later he did some teaching at the Royal College of Art, and I got to know
him a bit. Either things had improved in the meantime, or that screening in
1979 was just a bad night. He always seemed slightly reserved, but the
communication problems if there were any, had gone. I walked into the
office one morning in the mid-nineties, and he was standing by the desk. He
said, “John Smith has died.” I looked puzzled. He said, “John Smith, the
leader of the Labour Party, he’s just died.” He looked genuinely upset by
the news, and so was I. We both thought he would have made a good prime
minister. The Labour Party hasn’t been the same since.)
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On the first day of term I went into college, registered, and then wandered
round the studio and the film unit. Not many people were about. At
lunchtime I went to the Fenton, which had become a bit of a habit while I
was sorting out my accommodation. Phil came in, and I invited him round
to mine in the evening. During the afternoon I walked around town with
Malcolm, chatting about the year to come. When Phil arrived at mine in the
evening we more or less picked up where we left off at the end of the
summer term, except that we had stories of the summer to tell one another.
The next couple of days were taken up with the Fresher’s Bazaar. I was
running the film society stand, and trying to get new members. I signed up
an Iranian girl, who was very friendly, and an older woman who had
previously run a film society for the Atomic Energy Research
Establishment at Harwell. (This was where the spy Klaus Fuchs worked,
although I didn’t know that at the time.) Gradually more people turned up.
Graham and Glyn went to the canteen with me, and later I went round to
see Dave and Julie.
Just after I got to bed one night, the doorbell rang. It was Patrick, and he
was slightly the worse for wear. I made coffee, and we sat up all night
talking. I took advantage of the fact that he was in no position to resist a
performance of my twelve verse song about Jacky, on my new guitar. What
the people downstairs must have thought about me wailing away like Bob
Dylan in the middle of the night I have no idea. Surprisingly no one
complained. We chatted and swapped stories until five in the morning,
when we eventually decided to get some sleep. It had been a good, very
funny night. Rather than go home Pat decided to sleep on the floor of the
lounge in my sleeping bag.
On October 3rd, Angie, Janet, Christine, Paul and myself, all went for a
Chinese meal to celebrate Angie’s twenty first birthday. It was a great meal,
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and we had a really good time. It seemed hard to believe Angie was so
young. Her personality was just far bigger than that, not to mention the fact
that I think she was taller than all of us.
Sandy (senior fine art tutor) had a meeting for third year students. I think he
was in charge of us (if that was in fact possible) and he outlined the plan for
the year. There were important things we needed to know, like the dates for
internal and external assessments, when the studio would be closed, how
long we would have to set up the show, how we would be allocated spaces
etc. But I don’t think anyone was too bothered at that point. It still seemed a
long way off.
Russell Platt was at the meeting. Afterwards I sat in the studio chatting to
him. He said he had talked to Sue Swift about the article in Vague. She
hadn’t been too bothered about it apparently, but she also said she had no
idea I liked her. This seemed unlikely to me, but Russell was adamant. He
said, “You ought to get in there.” At this point Sarah Rogers (who
technically had just graduated) walked past, and Russell told her my next
article in Vague was going to be about her. She didn’t look amused.
Malcolm took a projector and a tape-recorder out to my flat for me, and
then we sat around talking, while I made us both some lunch. The
equipment was needed because I was going to screen the first cut of the Old
Manse footage. Several of the participants were anxious to see what it
contained, before it received a wider showing. I had tea in college, and then
went out to the Old Manse, before everyone wandered over to my flat.
Dave and Julie, Jane King, John Boardman, and George all settled in for the
screening. It was the first time I’d had a room capable of accommodating
that many people. It went well. They all thought it was funny, although
Dave had some reservations. There were some amusing moments as
everyone else gave their approval, and George said, “I don’t know why you
even ask them to approve it. You’re the film-maker, if they’re daft enough
to let you film them, you should just put out what you want.” (It will be
interesting to see if he takes the same view about my Ukulele Orchestra
film.)
Later I told George that I’d come to the conclusion you had to have some
sense of responsibility if your work involved anyone else. In particular I
said I wished I had run Swiftly Swiftly past Sue before it was published in
Vague, but Phil and I had been caught up in the excitement of doing
something edgy. George said he thought I was being too sensitive about it.
He said, “It’s not like it said anything bad about her, and anyway I’ve talked
to her about it and she didn’t seem upset by it.” But I wasn’t convinced.
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George asked if I could get him a lens from the Fine Art stores. Since he’d
just graduated he couldn’t get it in his own name. We arranged to meet the
following day by the pigeon holes, so that I could book it out for him.
When the appointed time came, he wasn’t there. John Boardman was
passing, on his way to the bar, so I left a note for George telling him where
I was, and went to the union bar with John. George came in sometime later,
and said he thought he could get the lens himself, and went off to find Mel
the storeman.
Once George came back we started talking about music for my film. After
seeing Renaldo and Clara I had come to the conclusion that I wanted to use
music as punctuation within the Leeds film, to both separate, and form a
link between, each of the disparate sections. To that end I wanted to get a
band together, and film the performances. George thought it might be a
good idea to try it on audio tape, before spending money filming it. I
wondered if we could get everyone who could play an instrument to turn up
one day the following week at the Old Manse, and persuade Wig to record
whatever happened. George said I should set a date and time, put the word
out, and just see who turned up.
A few minutes later Tim arrived, just off the plane from New York. Tim had
brought me a present from America. Since he knew I’d developed an
interest in the beat generation, he had been to City Lights bookshop, and
bought me a book called Iron Horse by Allen Ginsberg. It was only after he
was on the plane that he decided to have a quick look at the contents. (He
bought it partly because he liked the cover.) The more he read the more he
wondered if he should give it to me. What it contained was a single long
poem, graphically describing a man’s homosexual fantasies, while he
masturbates on a train.
It’s the thought that counts of course, and I liked having something from
City Lights, but to be honest the poem was a bit much for me. By today’s
standards it’s pretty unremarkable, but it was more explicit than anything
else I’d read up to that point. (And I hadn’t been censoring what I read in
any way.) For several years I kept it hidden behind some other books. Now
that I live just down the road from my parents, I keep it in a box in the attic,
just to be on the safe side.
In the evening, to celebrate Tim’s return, Phil and Tim and myself went to
Da Mario’s for pizzas and cheap red wine. Afterwards we went to the late
night screening at the Hyde Park Picture House. The film was Dog Day
Afternoon, about a man who robs a bank in order to pay for his gay lover’s
sex change operation. Although it sounds unlikely it’s based on a true story.
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The film was great. Sidney Lumet at his best really. Wonderful
performances from Al Pacino and John Cazale, and pretty stripped down in
terms of the film-making. There was no incidental music, and most of the
film was set either within, or just outside, the bank. We thought it was
excellent, and the ending was so tense we were hardly able to breathe. It
doesn’t work quite as well on TV. But in the cinema it was so
claustrophobic, and so relentless, we almost felt we were in the bank with
the hostages. When we came out we were so excited, we didn’t stop talking
about how good it was for a few days.
On Saturday morning Dave came round to talk about my film. The door
bell woke me up at about eleven-thirty. (I’d been up half the night with Tim
and Phil, swapping stories about the summer.) While I had a wash and got
dressed he made some coffee, and put on a tape of Slow Train Coming, Bob
Dylan’s first religious album. Dave thought it was quite good, but I wasn’t
so sure. Dave seemed more comfortable with the film now that a few days
had gone by, but there were still a couple of things he wasn’t entirely happy
about. We talked about it, but didn’t really resolve the problem.
For the next few days I tried to persuade everyone I knew, who played an
instrument, to turn up at the Old Manse on the following Wednesday
evening. I distributed tapes of the songs I wanted to rehearse, but the only
real preparation was done by me and Tim. We got together and played the
songs through a couple of days beforehand, so that there would be at least
two of us who knew the chord sequences. I checked with Wig what sound
equipment I would need from the Poly, and booked it in advance.
My thesis was still not finished. Val Gausden read what I hoped would be
the final draft, and gave me even more revisions. He still thought it wasn’t
critical enough. But by the end of the month he had agreed it was
satisfactory. Satisfactory from my perspective meant that it would probably
get me the best mark possible for a thesis which did not contain original
research. I asked if he thought it was possible to do significantly better with
a thesis based on original research. He thought it was. So I still had to
consider writing a thesis on Chantal Akerman.
I was being very competitive for good reason. Malcolm and Adrian thought
I might do well with my films, and they warned me that if my
complementary studies grade wasn’t high enough, it could perhaps reduce
my overall performance and change the class of my degree. Since I wanted
to do a post-graduate course, and had some serious gaps in my earlier
qualifications, it was important that this didn’t happen. But writing a new
thesis, and doing all the original research which would be required, was a
lot of trouble to go to for something which could only make a small
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difference to my final assessment. The trouble was, if you were right on the
border between one degree class and another, that small difference might be
crucial, not only to the degree, but to whether you got into a post-grad
course or not. It was certainly something to think about.
Ulla rang me to ask if there was anything on at the pictures. What this really
meant was, if you are going to the pictures, which I hope you are, can I
come too? (She didn’t like going by herself I don’t think.) The answer to
this (of course) was yes. I was always happy to go to the cinema with her. I
told Patrick I was going, and he came too. We saw Play It Again Sam, an
old Woody Allen film, which actually isn’t directed by him, and so is less
self-indulgent than some of his work. It was very funny, and we all enjoyed
it. As soon as we came out, Patrick said a hurried goodbye, and disappeared
into the distance. Ulla and I (slightly puzzled) walked up Hyde Park Road
in the other direction. When we got to mine, she said she was tired, and was
going straight home. So I walked back down Hyde Park Road, turned right
into Patrick’s street, and knocked on his door. It turned out he’d left quickly
because he wasn’t sure if Ulla and I were by that time seeing one another,
and he hadn’t wanted to compromise any further entertainment which the
evening had to offer. I explained this was not the case, and she hadn’t even
come in for a coffee. Pat offered me a consolation cup of tea.
The day of the Old Manse music event arrived. I picked up a mixer from
Doug Haigh in Educational Technology, and some microphones from the
film department. Using the photocopier in the film unit I copied all the
music. Tim came round to mine, and we walked across to the Old Manse
carrying our guitars. Wig had obviously been preparing for hours. There
were cables everywhere, many hanging from the ceiling, some with
microphones attached to the ends of them. Wig plugged the extra
microphones in, and plumbed the mixer into the set up. He had a stereo reel
to reel tape-recorder, on which we were going to record two tracks. It
wouldn’t actually be stereo, because we didn’t have a stereo mixer, but we
could put the vocals and a couple of rhythm guitars on one track, and the
other instruments onto the second track, so we could adjust the balance later
when we made a mono mix.
Gradually everyone arrived. The line up as I remember it was, Tim on
guitar and harmonica, Ulla on viola, Roy on percussion, Leo on bass guitar,
Graham Day on electric guitar, Sarah, Jane King and Jane Ralley on
backing vocals, and me on rhythm guitar and vocals. Janey Walklin, or one
of Ulla’s friends, was also there playing violin I think, and George was
scheduled to play piano, but I don’t know if that worked out. To warm up
we tried Tangled Up in Blue. Everyone had a bit of a say in the production,
but it was really Roy who tried to sort out who came in where, and what
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they played. I hadn’t previously given any thought to this. He managed to
give it some shape, so it didn’t sound the same all the way through. The
backing vocals were a bit of a problem. The singers’ vocal skills didn’t
extend to harmony, so all we got was a sort of shouted refrain in unison, at
the end of each verse. Luckily they got bored after the first song and didn’t
do it any more.
Later we tried my song, and then finally Forever Young. It was hard to tell
what we’d got. At the time it sounded very rough, and as we were all just
sitting round in one big room, with no monitors, it was hard to hear yourself
over what everyone else was doing. My vocals were a particular problem. I
couldn’t hear myself sufficiently clearly to stay in tune. Wig got some
headphones, and just fed in the channel with my vocals and the rhythm
guitar, so that I could hear what I was doing. The trouble was this cut me
off from most of the other instruments, so after that I didn’t have much of a
feeling for what the rest of the band were up to. But Roy seemed quite
pleased with how things were going, so I just left it to him.
After we finished, everyone gradually left. I sat around with Wig for a
while, and we did a bit of clearing up, so that I could take the Leeds Poly
equipment back the following day. While we were drinking some tea, Wig
played me a tape he’d been working on with George. I think it was a gentle
suggestion that I might like to try something more original. Wig thought
what we were doing was OK, but it was certainly a bit derivative. However
I was stuck on the idea of a kind of rough gypsy band, similar to the Rolling
Thunder Revue (hence the strings).
The weekend was spent watching films. Angie, Glyn, Val and I went to see
Some Like it Hot at the Cottage Road cinema. None of us had seen it
before, and we all found it very funny. We went for a drink to the Original
Oak afterwards, and then went round to Angie’s for coffee. The next day I
went with Richard to see Doctor Zhivago in town. I’d seen it in July, but
this time it seemed a lot better. The colder weather outside seemed more
appropriate to the subject matter.
Monty Quate, the student counsellor, came up to the film unit one day. He
was a short, barrel chested, avuncular man, with a large nose, who wore
double breasted suits and gaudy ties. He had a degree in psychology, and
looked like a New York Jewish shrink. He almost always had a smile on his
face. He told us the BBC were making a series, for school’s television,
about higher education, and what students might expect to find when they
got to college. As part of this they wanted to cover counselling services, and
he wanted to find someone who would role play the part of a student with
problems. This footage would then be intercut with an interview explaining
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how student counselling worked. He came to the film unit because he
thought a film student might find the experience useful. I foolishly
volunteered.
On the day I turned up at eleven-thirty as requested, only to find they were
running slightly behind schedule. My bit was eventually filmed over three
hours late. So the first thing I learned was that film-making involves a good
deal of waiting around. When they finally did get round to it they were in a
hurry. Monty hadn’t given me any indication of what the role play was
going to involve. Even as they were lighting it, I still didn’t know what I
was supposed to say. Once the camera was rolling Monty asked me what
problems I had encountered as a student. I said the only real problem I had
was that I wasn’t getting enough sex. The director shouted, “Cut.”
Apparently this wasn’t a suitable subject for school’s television.
Monty took a big colourful handkerchief from his top pocket and wiped the
tears away from his eyes. He told the director that in twenty years of
counselling no one had ever come in and just said that. So it was decided
that I needed a little direction. Loneliness they thought would make a better
subject. I did my best to look disconsolate, but even as I was doing it I
knew it wasn’t working. They paid me five pounds, and got me to sign a
release form. As they were clearing their equipment away I chatted to the
director, and asked about possible jobs at the BBC. He gave me his card
and told me to call him when I graduated.
A few weeks later Monty rang the film unit and asked me to go down to his
office. He made me a cup of tea. Once we were seated in the comfy
armchairs he said he had some bad news. The programme was about to be
transmitted, but I wasn’t in it. Apparently I’d ended up on the cutting room
floor. He asked how I felt. I said, “Relieved.” He sat back and asked me
why I thought I wasn’t getting enough sex. I said I thought there were a
number of reasons. Firstly men had a higher sex drive than women, and
secondly my girlfriend was in London, and thirdly she was seeing someone
else as well as me. He said, “Well if you want to talk about it you know
where I am.” I said, “I think you need to talk to her, not me.” He laughed
and said that if she came up to Leeds, and if I wanted him to talk with both
of us, he was willing. I couldn’t see that going down very well with Jacky,
so I neglected to mention it to her.
Tim came round and we played the tapes from the Old Manse sessions. We
were both amazed by them. The recordings sounded much more coherent
than we would have thought possible. Certainly the band hadn’t seemed
that tight when we were playing. Over the next week or so I spent several
hours in the film unit sound room, adjusting the levels of the two tracks, to
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get the best possible mono mix, and adding a little reverb to the vocal track.
Wig and I tried to make some cassette copies, but we had a little trouble
with head alignment. Exactly which piece of equipment was out of
alignment was hard to ascertain, but certainly the Polytechnic recorders,
and Wig’s Akai reel to reel recorder weren’t exactly compatible.
We all had Complementary Studies essays to write, so I made an early start,
and spent a few days in my flat churning them out. I used some of my
summer reading to help write something on Freud for the Psychology
course, and for film history I wrote about David Lean’s film Brief
Encounter. This was an easy one for me, because I’d previously studied the
film in some detail, and knew it back to front. For Film Criticism I wrote a
defence of David Lean (who wasn’t very popular at the time) but it tied in
with the Brief Encounter essay.
Jane Ralley (from the University Fine Art Department) was putting together
a gig at the Nautical Wheel. She wanted the scratch band from the Old
Manse to play. We hadn’t rehearsed enough, but I was keen to do it. I talked
to Tim about it, but he said it would just be embarrassing. What might
sound good on tape, was not going to sound good live if we weren’t miked
up properly, with a decent mixer and PA system, which we didn’t have. He
also said we needed to have more songs, and to slim down the number of
musicians so the sound wasn’t so dense, and to have proper well rehearsed
arrangements. So I took that as a “no” and told Jane we couldn’t do it.
Roy and I went to the gig at the Nautical Wheel with Jacqui Challis. (I think
by that time Roy was no longer seeing the gorgeous Cherry, and was going
out with Jacqui.) Several bands were on, including one from the Poly. I
watched one of their drummers with a kind of nervous fascination. He
looked like a frightened rat. He was very tense, and seemed constantly
worried that he might miss a beat. I pointed this out to Roy (who played
percussion). Roy laughed and said rhythm didn’t seem to naturally flow
from him.
Malcolm, who was a stringer for various TV companies, came round to my
flat on my birthday, very early in the morning, to ask if I wanted a job as an
assistant cameraman for the day. He’d been given a job, by a TV company
in Australia, to shoot some general shots of Leeds, for a documentary they
were making about the Yorkshire Ripper. So we set off with a complete
16mm camera kit in Malcolm’s camper van, and tried to get all the shots on
a list they had phoned through. Some were pretty difficult (kerb crawlers
and prostitutes) and some were just plain tasteless. There is one which
sticks in my mind. They asked if we could put up one of the West Yorkshire
Police wanted posters (a photo fit) in a butcher’s shop, and film it in such a
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way that you could see the meat being chopped up in the background.
Unbelievably we managed to get this particular shot after borrowing a
poster from police headquarters, and then finding a friendly butcher.
Malcolm paid me in cash, and since it was my birthday I went to the bar to
celebrate in the evening. At the end of the night Ruth (who I wasn’t really
attracted to) asked me if I would walk her home. When we got to mine
(which was on the way) she invited herself in for a coffee. She talked and
talked. Eventually it got to three in the morning, and since I’d been up very
early I was desperate to go to bed. So I asked her if she wanted to stay the
night. She said she didn’t, and got up to go, which left me wishing I’d
propositioned her about three hours earlier.
Roy was keen to try some other songs, using the band from the Old Manse,
with a view to actually performing somewhere. So we decided on a date for
the rehearsal, and I set about persuading people to attend. I asked Ulla,
Janey, Tim, and Steve Turner. Roy asked some people he knew, and we got
some sound equipment from the Poly. Unfortunately it was cancelled, about
four hours before it was due to begin, because several of Roy’s friends
dropped out at the last minute.
Although I no longer lived with Angie and Janet, I still used to see quite a
lot of them. We went for a drink with Val (a friend of Angie’s) to a pub on
Otley Road one night, after the film society. Janet said she was taking up a
job in Manchester, and would be leaving Leeds very soon.
The following week I went round to Angie’s, and when Janet arrived we
went to Bistro Five for a farewell pizza. We went back to mine for coffee,
and then round to Angie’s later in the evening. After talking for a long time
we finally said goodbye to Janet, and then I walked home. I was very sorry
to see her go. Over the previous couple of years we’d lived in the same
house, and spent a lot of time together.
The London Film Festival brochure arrived in the post. On looking through
it I found the latest Chantal Akerman film (The Meetings of Anna) was
screening at the festival. Malcolm let me use the phone in the office to call
the British Film Institute. They told me Chantal Akerman was probably
going to attend the screening, give a short talk about the film, and answer
questions. I explained that I needed to contact her, to try and arrange an
interview, as part of the research for my thesis. Surprisingly they found her
address within a few minutes, and gave it to me. Although she was Belgian,
she was currently living in Paris.
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A couple of days later I went into W. H. Smith, and bought some good
writing paper and some envelopes. In my best handwriting I wrote a very
polite letter, explaining how I came to be interested in her films, and why I
needed to interview her in order to write my thesis. While I was in the letter
writing mood, I also wrote letters to New York University, and the Slade
School of Fine Art, enquiring about their post-graduate courses.
Roy and I bunked off college one afternoon, and went to see Quadraphenia.
It was a curious version of the rock opera by The Who, with Sting playing a
bell boy. We quite enjoyed it, and went for a coffee afterwards. Roy then
told me the long story of what happened to him over the summer.
He had collapsed at his house in Churchill Gardens, after feeling very
unwell. Someone discovered him several hours later and called an
ambulance. He was taken into hospital where they quickly discovered he
had become diabetic. They said he was very lucky to be alive. Had he not
been found he would have died. After stabilising him, they discharged him
with a prescription for syringes and insulin. He had only a rough idea of
how to make sure he remained stable, and there was no one to help him.
It was very hard to come to terms with how his life had completely changed
in only a couple of days. There was no one to talk to about it, because all
his friends had gone away for the summer. He ended up feeling very
depressed and lonely, trying to deal with it all by himself. I remember
clearly the picture he painted of Leeds in the middle of August. It was a hot
uninhabited urban wasteland, with nothing to do, no one to see, and little to
interest him. What became apparent to him was that the important thing
about Leeds was the people who were there. He missed his friends, and
everyone he was in college with. Without them it was nothing. He had
longed for the start of term, when life would begin again.
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We showed Jeanne Dielman (a long film by Chantal Akerman) at the Film
Society. This had, not surprisingly, been my choice. It was not
enthusiastically received. In fact by the time the full 195 minutes had
passed, very few people were left in the audience. Tim and Phil had been
right when they questioned its likely success. But as with the Robert
Bresson films the previous year, I’d dug my heels in. Left to my own
devices I probably could have killed off the film society, but luckily we still
had Phil and Tim’s more popular choices to come.
Jacky came to Leeds for the weekend. She was travelling up by train after
work. So I had all of Friday to get ready. I got up late, had a bath, watched a
film on TV called Terror on a Train, and then went shopping to get new
strings for my guitar and some Southern Comfort. Later I went to see The
Stepford Wives at the University. Thus prepared I wandered down to the
station and met her off the train. Things did not go well. She didn’t know
how to resolve the problem of her and me and Henry, and neither did I. It
involved one of us making a decision of course, and as usual that didn’t
happen. The weekend followed our usual pattern of talking, playing music,
walking and eating. But we weren’t exactly happy, certainly not in the way
we had been in the past. When she went back on Sunday afternoon I was
glad to see her go.
The following day I recorded the monologues for my graduation film. I’d
been writing them for some time, and practising them in the bath. To try
and make them sound spontaneous I didn’t read them from the script. All I
allowed myself were some notes on a single side of A4, with a few key
words written in the margin. Then I delivered them with the natural pauses
and hesitations which came from having to think about it as I went along. I
was quite pleased with the result. It was an important thing to get right,
because this was going to be the basis of my final film, which would be
shot on 16mm black and white, at considerable expense.
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Much later, after watching a film in college, Patrick and I went for a meal,
and talked about my problems with Jacky. Following this we went to a
disco at Brunswick Terrace, so I can’t have been feeling too bad. Or maybe
it was just the wine.
Patrick and I went into town to improve my wardrobe. I know this sounds
like a scene from Sex and the City (argument with partner, solved by going
shopping for clothes and shoes) but that is pretty much the way it was. The
Merrion Centre wasn’t exactly New York but it was the best we could do.
Patrick decided I should go for black needle cord (fashionable at the time I
suppose) and we bought black jeans, a jacket, a grey shirt, and some decent
rather chunky leather shoes. I tried various things on in the shop, before Pat
was happy with the whole outfit. When I mentioned the shopping trip to
Roy in Graphics he said I needed a haircut too, so that afternoon we went to
the hairdresser’s for a wash, cut and blow dry. The only thing that stopped
me wearing the new clothes straight away was my short legs. I had to get
Sarah Rogers to turn the trousers up.
After recording the monologues, I selected the best takes, and then
transcribed them. Once I’d added a storyboard, to give a sense of the whole
film, I then presented it to Adrian. For the first time in the two years I’d
been there he didn’t really press for any significant changes, and gave it a
green light there and then. I was surprised, but I did have a clear idea of
what I wanted, and I must have communicated that to him. And I think by
that time we’d exhausted the arguments about my style of film-making. The
points he did raise related to technical questions, and were intended to help
me achieve my aims. He even took my side against Malcolm when it came
to the choice of film-stock. I favoured the more grainy, high speed, Ilford
Mark 5, because of the increased depth of field available. In many of the
shots both the interior and exterior needed to be in focus, and this would
have been very difficult with a slower stock.
I didn’t manage to get a ticket to see the new Chantal Akerman film at the
London Film Festival. The screening was oversubscribed, and despite
making an early postal application, I still didn’t get a seat. This wasn’t good
news. Malcolm realised this might put an end to the idea of a new thesis,
and rang the National Film Theatre on my behalf to try and persuade them
to get me in somehow. They said they would see what they could do, and
asked us to ring back the following day. With only a week to go before the
screening I was nervous of not being able to see what for me was the most
important film in the festival. The following day Malcolm rang again and
spoke to Waltraud Loges, who was the festival director’s secretary, and she
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said they would give me one of the tickets they reserved for press and
publicity.
A few days later I went to Sarah Rogers’ house to have my new trousers
turned up. I hadn’t been there very long when Wig arrived to find me
standing in the lounge in my underpants. Sarah was very quick to explain
things were not quite as they seemed (unfortunately). I’d only just got my
trousers back on when Patrick arrived. A bottle of wine was opened, and we
talked until the early hours of the morning.
I went to Phil’s for lunch one day, and then on to a party at Graham’s house
in the evening. Parties didn’t really work for me. They were generally too
noisy, so it was hard to talk to people. I didn’t stay long.
One night in the bar, after the film society, Neal and I were sitting having a
drink, when Sue Sutherland and Annie invited us back to their house for
coffee. It was an odd situation, because none of them were really close
friends of mine. I liked Annie and Sue, but found them hard to talk to,
partly because we didn’t really share any of the same interests. After a
while I made my excuses and left.
I didn’t get an answer to my letter asking Chantal Akerman if I could
interview her. On the day before her film was shown at the London Film
Festival, Malcolm once again rang the National Film Theatre, this time to
find out if she would be there, and to try and arrange for me to see her.
Unfortunately they still didn’t know if she would make it to the screening.
So I went down to London to see the film, not knowing if I would get a
chance to talk to her, or even whether she would be in attendance.
Jacky’s friend Barbie (a South African girl she had met on the Kibbutz) was
visiting London, so Jacky thought that since we had heard so much about
one another, it would be nice if we met. I didn’t know when I might get
away from the National Film Theatre, because I was hoping to meet, or
even spend the evening with, Chantal Akerman, but I said I would ring her
and let her know what was happening.
Because I mis-read the British Rail timetable I only just made it to the
National Film Theatre in time for the screening. I met Waltraud Loges, who
gave me my ticket, but also gave me the bad news that Chantal Akerman
wouldn’t be attending. The film however was extraordinary. It was about
the life of a female film director, travelling around Europe, attending film
festivals. All her relationships are transient, and she is never in one place
long enough to really engage with anyone. Great demands are made on her
time, and yet she always ends up in hotel rooms feeling isolated and lonely.
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When she gets home there are countless messages on her answering
machine, asking her to give interviews, and attend more festivals. I knew
then I was never going to get an answer to my letter. The film was an
answer to all the letters.
I rang Jacky from Waterloo. She and Barbie, and Geoff her cousin, were
going to be at her mother’s flat for another hour or so, and then they were
going to go and see a film. So I went across to Stoke Newington on the
underground. When I arrived I found there was an additional guest who she
hadn’t bothered to mention. Henry was there too. We talked politely among
ourselves, and to her mother, before going to the pub. I couldn’t work out
who knew what. I was pretty certain Barbie knew everything, because she
and Jacky were very close in Israel. As for Geoff, or Jacky’s mum, I wasn’t
so sure. And it did occur to me that Jacky might not have been quite so
candid with Henry as she was with me.
What particularly annoyed me (apart from the situation in general) was that
in a conversation with Jacky about a month previously I had said that if I
visited her in London, I didn’t want to meet Henry. But now I couldn’t
work out how to extricate myself from the very situation I had tried to
avoid. When the pubs closed we all went to a late night showing of Easy
Rider. (Not one of my favourite movies.) And then, unbelievably, I ended
up sleeping at Henry’s flat. Barbie was staying with Jacky, Geoff didn’t
have any spare room, and Susan (Jacky’s sister) who was supposed to have
come with us (and where I could have stayed) hadn’t turned up. Before I
left with Henry, I took Jacky aside, and explained just how angry I was
about the situation. Staying to meet Barbie had been utterly pointless, and I
wished I’d gone straight back to Leeds.
The following day Henry and I had an interesting conversation. I
discovered he knew quite a lot about me and Jacky. He knew Jacky and I
were at school together, and we’d both been in the Labour Party, and that I
knew her sisters, and they’d all gone to the same primary school, where my
father taught. Now either Henry was the coolest person I’ve ever met, or
there was at least one thing he didn’t know. I couldn’t work out how I’d
apparently become Jacky’s secret lover. Because if Henry didn’t know, then
I thought it was also possible no one else knew, except perhaps Barbie.
(This theory I think was borne out to some extent a few years later, when
Jacky’s mum thought that, as an old school friend of her daughter, I should
be invited to Jacky’s wedding.)
Later in the morning Barbie went off to see some other friends, I went
round to Jacky’s mum’s flat, and Jacky and I spent the day together. We
walked through the park, and somehow ended up in the West End, where
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we had a coffee, and then went back to Stoke Newington. The conversation
wasn’t easy, but at least we were talking. I didn’t confront the issue of what
Henry knew, because I thought that what she told Henry wasn’t really any
of my business. She was always pretty honest with me, although that only
served to reinforce the fact that I wasn’t getting what I wanted. But that
seemed better than being in the dark, or misled in some way. As usual
nothing was resolved. Susan (Jacky’s older sister) came round, and the
three of us went to the Screen on the Green to see Days of Heaven. I’d seen
it before, and was happy to see it again. They hadn’t seen it, and thought it
was pretty good. That night I stayed at Susan’s.
For some reason Jacky wasn’t working on the Monday, so we just spent the
day ambling around together. First we dropped off the washing at the
launderette, then we picked up a jumper from the dry cleaners, and then we
went back for the washing. I took a few photographs, she did some ironing,
and we sat around talking. Nothing much happened, and considering the
situation I think we were pretty relaxed about it. However I remember it as
a pretty dismal day, both in terms of the weather, and the way it felt.
I met Dave Edwards in The Railway pub when he finished work. After a
drink we went for a pizza, and then to meet some friends of his in a pub
near Moorgate. While we were eating I told him what had happened over
the weekend, and got some pretty straightforward advice. (Dump her and
get it over with.) He felt this was the inevitable result, and it might as well
happen sooner rather than later.
That night, back in Leeds, I had a very vivid dream about Jane Ralley, who
I hardly knew. Mostly dreams fade quickly, and I can’t normally recall a
dream at all after mid-morning. However this was so clear and real that it
occupied my mind for most of the following day.
I mentioned to Patrick that I was going to see a film at the University, and
then going home to develop a roll of FP4 which contained the pictures of
Jacky. He asked if I could process a film for him while I had all the
equipment out, and said he would come round later to pick it up. However
when I got home and processed my film the negatives looked very thin.
There wasn’t much contrast. This could be caused by old chemicals, poor
temperature control, not timing it accurately, a failure to mix the chemicals
properly, or getting the exposure wrong. But I didn’t know which. So I
didn’t process Patrick’s film in case the same thing happened again. When
he came round he decided to risk it, and his film was fine, which made me
think I’d made a mistake with the exposures in Jacky’s mum’s flat. I
washed and squeegeed his film, and as it dried we drank coffee and talked.
He said it was very noticeable that, when I was in a group of people, I
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didn’t bother to talk to people I didn’t like. I hadn’t ever thought about it
before, but the moment he said it I realised it was true. I didn’t make any
immediate resolution to change my ways, but it was an interesting
observation, and it did make me think about it.
Eventually I had a conversation with Val Gausden about my thesis. It took
several days to track him down. When we finally we met I told him Chantal
Akerman still hadn’t answered my letter, and after seeing her film I didn’t
think she was likely to respond. (This turned out to be correct.) So there
was no real possibility of writing a second thesis. I was going to stick with
“Robert Bresson: His Method and Darkening Vision,” which I’d already
written. Val thought it was the right decision. He believed I should
concentrate on my graduation film.
I met Angie in the canteen for tea, and Patrick came too. Later the three of
us went for a drink at the pub on Cottage Road, close to Angie’s house, and
she invited us back for coffee. We were sitting on the sofa, and she was
leaning against me. I put my arm round her, which was a lot more
comfortable than having my elbow pressed into my ribs. When we left,
Patrick asked if he could come round to mine for a bath. (Can’t remember
why now.) After the difficult weekend with Jacky I’d been inspired to write
a new song. So once I had a captive audience (Patrick in the bath) I played
it to him, perhaps more than once.
The Art School Orchestra of Leeds (ASOL) gave a concert in the
performance area on Thursday 29th November at 6.30pm. I had to move the
film society screening back to 8.30pm so I could take part. The concert
consisted of several genuine collaborations, plus what were essentially solo
performances, often with suitable accompaniment provided the rest of the
orchestra. My contribution was Ballad of a Thin Man. (“Something is
happening here, but you don’t know what it is, do you, Mr Jones?”)
Although some things worked better than others, it all seemed pretty
successful to me, particularly in view of the fact that there had been no
rehearsals.
Angie and I went to see Elvis The Movie at the Cottage Road Cinema with
her friend Val. (It’s a much better film than you might expect, with a good
performance by Kurt Russell.) After the film Angie and I had a strange
conversation. She said she was worried about what had happened a couple
of days before, when I was round at her house with Patrick. To begin with I
wondered what he’d done, particularly as I couldn’t remember a point when
he’d been out of my sight. But it turned out it was me she was worried
about, not Patrick. She said she was coming round to mine the next day for
a serious talk.
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The following day she turned up as promised, and stayed for about three
hours. She said she didn’t want me to get the wrong idea about what had
happened at her house. (The notorious incident when I put my arm round
her, and she didn’t stop me.) Actually I hadn’t got the wrong idea. I’d lived
in the same house as her for two years, and been out with her countless
times, and pretty much shared all of the details of my personal life with her,
and never considered it was anything other than a close friendship. I
thought the situation was pretty clear. But apparently it wasn’t. She wanted
me to understand that, although she liked me, a Christmas kiss was as much
as I could expect.
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Toyah was on TV in an episode of Shoestring. I quite fancied her, so I
watched the programme. She played three numbers, and the band were
pretty good, but she couldn’t act. Her changes of mood were too sudden,
and she seemed to have to work at it. When I met her on a film set about ten
years later I still fancied her, but by that time she was living with Robert
Fripp, so it didn’t seem worth putting myself out to try and get a date. But
she was friendly, down to earth, and I found her slight lisp was strangely
attractive. She was also in a play (Trafford Tanzi) with a friend of mine.
And it was then that I discovered she really could act. Her style, which was
problematic on film, worked well in the theatre with a live audience.
Patrick and I had a drink in the Poly bar one night, and then wandered up to
The Eldon. While we were there he told me some more about his
relationship with Mel. In particular about how both families had reacted
when Mel discovered she was pregnant, and also about Katy’s birth. They
were both good stories. After a while John, Jane, and George came in. We
talked to them for a bit, before going back to the Old Manse, where I had a
long conversation with Wig. It was one of those nights which made Leeds
special. Everything was within walking distance, and you could pretty
much rely on bumping into your friends.
I was preparing to do two things. Tim and I were going to shoot my
graduation film on 16mm, and we were also getting ready to have another
rehearsal of the music for my Leeds film. Both these things were going to
happen on the same day. On the day before the shoot Malcolm and I got all
the camera equipment out to my flat during the morning. In the afternoon I
talked to Tim about exactly what we would be doing the next day, since he
was going to be the camera operator. Then I duplicated all the music for the
following evening. Pat and I had a drink in the bar, and then I went home to
make sure everything was ready for the morning.
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The shooting day was short, because it was winter. Tim was there before the
sun came up, and we were ready to begin by eight-thirty, which was the
first point at which the light outside was adequate. The film was in three
parts, and we were shooting the first and last part on day one. I had twelve
hundred feet of 16mm stock (30 minutes) to make a film which I estimated
might be about eighteen minutes in length. Everything had to be rehearsed
several times, because the stock available was barely adequate, and we
couldn’t afford much in the way of bad takes. Student films in those days
often had a shooting ratio of about five to one, and commercial films maybe
seven or eight to one. But because of the length of my film I had a shooting
ratio significantly less than two to one. It was going to be very tight.
The lighting was another problem. I wanted it to look completely natural.
But the contrast ratio of film is not the same as the contrast ratio of your
eye. All the shots in the two outer sections of the film showed both the
interior of the flat, and the park outside, seen through the window. If the
park was exposed correctly the interiors would be too dark, so we had to
use some subtle bounced lighting to raise the interior light levels, and bring
out the shadow detail. The old Weston Master light meter which I was using
had the contrast ratio for black and white marked on the dial, so I was able
to take close readings off dark surfaces, to see if they would be visible on
the film.
We worked slowly, lighting and rehearsing carefully, before we actually
photographed anything. Nevertheless we got most of the work done in the
morning, went out for a pub lunch, and finished the remainder in plenty of
time before the light started to go. I was very pleased with our rate of
progress. Tim was a good person to work with. He tried to get what you
wanted, rather than what he wanted. And he did this with great dedication
and attention to detail, and never lost his sense of humour. Although we
were very committed to getting it in the can, we enjoyed it too.
Later I made us ham omelettes for tea, and then we went across to the Old
Manse, where Wig had been preparing all day. In fact he was the only one
there when we turned up. There were microphones everywhere, some on
stands, and others hanging from the ceiling again. For some reason, despite
Tim’s advice that things needed slimming down, this band was even bigger
than the previous one. At the earlier session there had been seven musicians
plus backing singers. This time Tim, Ulla, Roy, and I had asked almost
everyone we knew who played an instrument to come along, and we ended
up with about fifteen musicians, some of whom I’d never met before.
Being musicians of course they didn’t arrive on time, and it was 10.45pm
before everyone was there. I distributed all the music, and we ran through it
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a couple of times, just to get the feel of it. Then Roy applied his production
skills, telling people where to come in, and what to play, and most
importantly, when not to play. We had a couple more rehearsals, and then
decided to go for a take. Wig made a few last minute adjustments to the
microphones, cued the tape up, and signalled to Roy that he was recording.
Roy was just about to count us in when the door opened. In walked John,
Jane, Patrick, and Sue Swift.
I hadn’t seen Sue since the publication of the article in Vague, but it wasn’t
quite the time to talk about it. I didn’t even look at her, and Tim said later
she didn’t look at me either. She sat down behind me, and everyone else
stood around watching. After a minute or two Roy counted us in and we
made the first recording. It sounded good as we were doing it, but not so
good on tape. There were too many instruments, particularly for a mono
mix, and it all sounded a bit muddy. Once we had a fairly good version on
tape, the whole thing degenerated into a jam session, with various tunes
being tried out. Gradually people drifted away. Eventually only Wig,
Patrick, Sue and myself were left. Things had become a bit more relaxed by
this point, and Sue kept looking at me and smiling. We talked for a bit, but
not about the Vague article. Eventually I went home at around five in the
morning.
Tim arrived at eight-thirty, after I’d had less than three hours sleep, and we
set about shooting the middle section of the film. This was the hardest part
for Tim, because he was hand holding a very long and slow tracking shot.
We didn’t have anything like steady-cam in those days, and we didn’t have
a track and dolly, so the only way to do it was to find someone with a very
steady hand. And that person was Tim. We were using an Arri ST, which is
the best camera I’ve ever come across for hand holding. The right hand side
is ergonomically shaped to fit your hand, and the weight is substantial,
which prevents jittery movements, because the inertia is considerable. Tim
began practising to get the timing right. It went well, and we finished by
lunchtime, which was a bit of a surprise, because I’d thought it would be
the most difficult section to shoot.
Later in the day I went to see Steve Bradley’s performance, although what
that was about I now have no idea. After that I had tea with Roy, and talked
about the previous day’s music session, and how to improve it. After the
film society screening I ended up in the bar with Patrick, before going
home to catch up on my sleep.
I thought I should go and see Sue, and have a talk with her, to see how she
felt about the article, and how she felt about me. Until I saw her at the Old
Manse I hadn’t even realised she was still in Leeds. I hadn’t seen her in
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college, or anywhere else, since before the summer. After tea I began to
walk across towards her house with Roy. Before he headed off to his flat he
gave me some advice. “Don’t ask her out on the doorstep. Get invited in.
Say what a great pad it is. Hang around and get offered a coffee. Ask her
out to talk about the article, but then after she says she’ll go out with you,
apologise for it, and move on to other stuff. Keep the date free for whatever
comes up. I mean she’s heavily into sex man!”
And so, furnished with guidance from the master, I stood nervously on the
doorstep. After a moment or two I rang the door bell. A girl came to the
door who I didn’t know. She said Sue was in the process of moving to
Manchester, and would return to Leeds in a couple of weeks.
There was nothing left to do but go and see a film, so I went to the
University and saw “Next Stop Greenwich Village.” After that I had a drink
with Phil at the Poly. Later we met Tim in the union bar at the University,
and decided to go to the late night film at the Hyde Park Cinema. They
were showing an old Antonioni film called Zabriskie Point. It wasn’t great,
but we enjoyed it. Tim and Phil came back to mine for a coffee afterwards,
and as usual we ended up talking late into the night.
At the weekend I went round to Angie’s to borrow some cake tins. Angie
and Paul (who I’d lived with the previous year) and Christine (Paul’s
girlfriend), were having a party. I was invited, but I had to bring a chocolate
cake. This was something I’d made before, and which everyone liked. On
this occasion however I forgot to sieve the flour. The result however wasn’t
bad. The cake tasted fine, but it had lots of tiny white flecks in it, almost
like snow, so it looked very suitable for Christmas. I covered it with butter
icing, and was quite pleased with the result.
Exactly when I had the idea of a live performance I don’t know, but it
probably occurred to me soon after I failed to make the monologues work
on the final section of the Leeds film. I wanted to use the carefully
constructed stories in some way, and I wondered if it might be possible to
use a recording of the performance on the film soundtrack. I decided to set
it up as a sort of end of term event, before we went away for Christmas.
Patrick was instrumental in this from the start. He listened to the stories,
discussed the format (him as the psychiatrist, and me as the patient), came
up with the title (Bedtime Stories), made the posters, constructed the stage,
fitted the carpet, helped me steal Sandy’s desk to use as a prop, and finally
had a starring role in the actual performance. In fact for three days we did
little else but prepare for it. It was surprising how much work (mostly done
by Pat and Wig) went into something so simple.
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Although I knew the monologues pretty well, because I’d written them for
the film soundtrack, and heard them countless times when I was trying
unsuccessfully to cut them into the film, I still needed to practice. I had to
try and weld the stories together into a seamless whole, and I also needed to
know them inside out and back to front so that I wouldn’t freeze on stage.
Every time I had a bath I used to run through the whole thing, telling the
stories to myself, aloud, as if there was an audience there, not skipping
anything, and even allowing a pause after each punch line. The important
thing was not to get nervous, and rush through it too quickly.
With two days to go I found Sarah Worker and asked if she would take
some pictures, so we had a visual record of what happened. She was happy
to do it, and produced a good set of photographs. (Sarah had become very
interested in photography at some point. I don’t know how it happened,
because I don’t recall her being particularly concerned with it when I first
met her, but by the third year she had become the person to talk to if you
wanted pictures taken.)
Later in the day, after we’d had some tea in the canteen, Pat found a
drawing of a small boy in bed, with his mother holding a candle nearby. He
did a cut and paste job on it. I got some letraset from the film unit (which
we used for film titles) and Pat constructed the poster. We then duplicated it
on the film unit photocopier, and put the posters up all round the
department, and the surrounding corridors. After a drink in the bar we went
to see Wig, and discussed what we needed to do on the day of the
performance. (Wig was recording it, and had a hand in the lighting as well
if I remember correctly.)
I’d booked the performance area for two days, even though we were only
doing the performance once, in the afternoon on the second day. On the day
before, Pat and I moved stage blocks around, trying to find a good way to
set it all up. Eventually we put the stage in diagonally, across one corner,
with the audience on three sides. This gave us a triangular shaped back
stage area, although there were no curtains to shield us from view.
Eventually we used a couple of upturned tables to screen off the back, so
we could make an entrance. Patrick found some carpet from somewhere,
and began to lay it on the stage blocks, while I put out an optimistically
large number of chairs. We did a run through, to make sure we both knew
what was happening and when. There weren’t many cues to remember. The
most difficult thing was getting on and off stage without falling over.
The day of the performance, Wednesday 12th December, was my last day in
college before Christmas. First thing in the morning I went round to
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Patrick’s house to wake him up. He reluctantly got out of bed, put some
clothes on, had a coffee, and went into college with me. We sorted out some
of the props, and the lighting. Then Sarah and Wig arrived. Wig began
placing microphones, and wiring them up to the mixer. Patrick and I
“borrowed” Sandy’s desk, brought it downstairs, and got it into position on
the stage blocks, which was not an easy job because it was very heavy.
Then we had a dry run of all the movements, to make sure the lighting was
OK.
Patrick had to be made up. He was stripped to the waist, and had a suit
drawn on him (by Val I think). While this was happening Wig, Sarah and
myself went to the canteen and grabbed a sandwich and a coffee. Finally I
got dressed in my costume, which consisted of a white tee shirt, and a pair
of Wig’s boxer shorts, underneath the clothes Pat and I had bought to
improve my image the previous month. For a quarter of an hour or so
before the performance began Pat and I hid behind the makeshift screen at
the back of the stage, and waited while the audience came in.
Once the house lights dimmed, and the stage lighting came up, Patrick
made his entrance. After a little while I came on stage, into Doctor
Goodall’s presence, and took off my shirt, trousers, and shoes, as if waiting
to be examined. Then I started telling Patrick the stories. There was regular,
if rather restrained, laughter to begin with. I think some of the audience
weren’t quite sure how to take it initially, which meant it felt a little edgy
and tense, but they relaxed quite quickly, and the second and third parts of
it went down very well.
Afterwards a lot of people came over and congratulated me. It was good
that they liked it, but I needed to make my own judgement about how
successful it was, after listening to the tape. Once the audience had gone,
Sarah took some more photographs. Then Pat and I cleared the place up,
stacked the chairs, and returned the desk. Sarah, Wig, Pat and I went to the
canteen for tea, before I bought drinks in the bar. It was a rather hurried
post-performance celebration because I was due to attend Angie and Paul’s
Christmas party in the evening. So after a while I wished everyone a happy
Christmas, and then left the Poly for the last time in the 1970s.
I went home, picked up the chocolate cake, and then walked up to
Grimthorpe Terrace. The party was good. After we’d eaten, and drunk quite
a lot of wine, we played games, took pictures, and talked. Christine (Paul’s
girlfriend) took quite a good picture of me getting my last Christmas kiss
from Angie. It was late when I left, despite the fact that I had an early start
the following day.
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In the morning I packed everything I thought I might need over Christmas
into a couple of large suitcases, and made my way down to the station.
They were heavy, and I had to rest every five minutes or so. I’d decided not
to take the motorbike home, partly because it would have been a long ride
in very cold weather, and partly because I needed to visit London on my
way back to Norfolk.
I’d arranged an informal interview with James Leahy, who was head of
post-graduate film studies at the Slade School of Fine Art. I was trying to
find out if there was an appropriate post-grad course there, although I was
more inclined to try the National Film School or the Royal College of Art.
When I got to London I dumped the cases at left luggage, and set off
towards the Slade. I was early, so on the way there I stopped off at a pub
and had a drink and a sandwich.
When I came out there was still half an hour to kill, so I stopped again at a
little second hand bookshop. A man, who I took to be the owner, was sitting
behind a desk in the corner. He looked at me suspiciously as I entered, and
kept his eye on me the whole time I was in the shop. I browsed the shelves
for a while, and eventually found some Jack Kerouac. Although I’d been
reading him during the summer, there were still plenty of titles I hadn’t
read, so I took down a small hard back (I don’t remember which one) from
the shelf. I opened the front cover, but the price was not pencilled in.
Further inspection of the back cover and the dust jacket still didn’t reveal a
price, so I took it over to the desk and asked how much it was. He said,
“Thirty five pounds sir.” I must have looked shocked, because he said, “I
might come down a little on that, but it is in very good condition.” I said I
thought it was considerably more than I wanted to pay, and returned it to
the shelf, realising these were books for collectors, and not cheap secondhand bargains.
James Leahy was a tough proposition intellectually, and I don’t think he
was very impressed with my lack of knowledge regarding post-graduate
study. Nevertheless he was very friendly, and explained how a post-grad
course at the Slade might work. The first thing I learned was that it wasn’t a
course as such. It was a period of time spent writing what might become a
doctoral thesis, under supervision. You registered for an MPhil, and then
after a couple of years you would convert to a PhD if your research and
writing were considered to be good enough. I told him about my thesis (on
Bresson) and the difficulties I’d had in terms of original research (on
Akerman). But it was when I went on to talk about my interest in the use of
music in film that he perked up a bit. Apparently he knew someone who
could supervise a thesis on exactly this subject, and he also had ideas about
who the external examiners might be. By the end of the interview he more
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or less said they would be interested in receiving an application to do
research in that area.
My next stop, after a quick wander round the West End, was Jacky’s mum’s
flat. I chatted politely to her mum for a while, and then Jacky and I went
out for a drink. Things were still difficult. She said, she didn’t want a big
showdown, where she had to choose between me and Henry. (Since neither
of us seemed capable of making a decision, this seemed unlikely.) She
asked if I thought Henry was a threat to her relationship with me, and I said
I thought he was. (In reality, again because of her indecisiveness, he
probably wasn’t actually much of a threat at all.)
To be fair, she was happy for me to see other girls. But this open type of
relationship wasn’t working out well. The bottom line was that if she had
given up Henry and decided to try and make it work with me, I would have
committed myself to that. But she didn’t want to. And I was aware that this
imbalance in the relationship meant that if anyone was going to get hurt it
was probably going to be me.
When we got back to her mum’s flat I gave her the photographs which I’d
taken in November. Despite the thin negatives, I’d managed to print them
up on some relatively high contrast paper, and they looked good. Her mum
liked them a lot, and asked for quite a few more prints to send to relatives.
She more or less said Jacky had never looked good in a photograph before,
which amused Jacky a good deal.
The next day I went back to Norfolk. Jacky came to see me off from
Liverpool Street. She kissed me a couple of times, and gave me a long hug.
There was something there, which at the time, neither of us wanted to lose.
Over the next few days I wrote my Christmas cards, and posted them. I also
wrote to Sue. I hadn’t managed to see her in Leeds before I left, and by the
time I went back in January I guessed she would be in Manchester.
The BBC were just starting local radio in Norfolk, and they held an open
day in Norwich for anyone who might be interested in working for them. It
occurred to me that radio might be a way into TV, so it seemed worth going
along to see what sort of jobs were on offer. Over two hundred people
turned up however, and they couldn’t get everyone inside the building. I
went away to do some Christmas shopping, and returned later, but it
quickly became clear they would never get round to seeing me. Since
getting a job wasn’t exactly a priority at that point, I went home, via a
couple of record shops.

224

Dad talked to me one night about life in the Merchant Navy during the war.
He was constantly in danger of being torpedoed, and when sailing in
convoy he’d seen oil tankers blown up at close quarters. One evening in
early September, he was playing cards in the carpenter’s cabin on the
Tuscan Star, when the ship was hit by a torpedo. She sank in less than ten
minutes, and he spent three days in a lifeboat. Events of that magnitude he
said put smaller things in perspective, although it was mainly the little
things you still worried about. On some nights, when the danger was great,
with the U-boats hunting in packs, he said although he was frightened, he
stopped worrying, because he couldn’t do anything about it. His values had
changed as a result of these experiences. Losses in the Merchant Navy were
so heavy that he didn’t really expect to survive the war, so all of his later
life seemed like a gift.
In my early twenties I was on a Fine Art course in Leeds. When my father
was in his early twenties he was on a merchant ship in the north Atlantic,
and people were trying to kill him. It seemed to me inevitable that our
perspectives on life were going to be rather different.
On Christmas Eve I went into the telephone exchange where I used to
work. At lunchtime I went with Brian, and the rest of the maintenance staff,
to the Star Hotel next door. We had a long lunch, and then played card
games all afternoon back in the exchange. This was pretty much a tradition,
and it was nice to be part of it again.
My presents that Christmas were socks, handkerchieves, vests, a
motorcycle cover, and a cheque from my parents, to make living on a
student grant a little easier. Jacky gave me a biscuit barrel, with a strange
device in the top, which was meant to absorb moisture, and keep the
biscuits fresh. This was not as odd as it seems. I’d got into the habit of
making my own shortbread, and I’d given her some when she was in Leeds.
For some reason my home-made shortbread didn’t last more than a couple
of days, because it tended to go soft, even in a tin, so she thought this might
solve the problem.
Between Christmas and New Year I struggled with the tape of Bedtime
Stories. I still had the idea that it might form part of my Super 8 Leeds Film
soundtrack. Quite why I thought it would work against the existing pictures,
when studio takes of the same stories clearly hadn’t worked, I don’t know.
The first problem was that it was too long. But I didn’t want to cut the
master tape, so I needed to make a copy. Brian had a reel to reel tape
recorder, and his friend Bob also had one. Unfortunately Brian’s car had a
problem with the clutch, so we couldn’t do anything for a few days, until
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Brian and Chris had repaired it. By the 30th the car was working, and Brian
had picked up the second tape recorder, so we spent a day trying to produce
a sound edit which worked. For some reason we had difficulty with the
speed of one of the machines, but the final version we produced wasn’t too
bad.
New Year’s Eve was a bit dull. I wrote to Jacky, played the guitar and piano
for a while, and wrote my diary. Things got better in the evening. Blondie
were playing live in Glasgow, and the concert was on Radio 1 to begin
with, and then later there was a simultaneous broadcast with BBC 2. (This
was the only way of having stereo sound with a TV picture in those days.)
Although I was familiar with the songs (Angie had the records) I hadn’t
actually seen them play before. It was odd. Debbie Harry at that point must
have been the most photographed celebrity since Marilyn Monroe. Posters
of her were everywhere. But the live performance seemed peculiar to me.
She lacked charisma and stage presence. It wasn’t what I’d expected, and it
took a bit of getting used to. I liked the way she looked, and I liked her
distinctive voice, but I couldn’t take the fake punk performance style,
which seemed at odds with the catchy pop tunes of the band. (Patrick later
said he didn’t think the sound mix was very good either.)
The TV was in the living room, so I was watching this with my parents and
my sister. Mary quite liked it, my mum didn’t look particularly impressed,
and my father just couldn’t see the point of it at all. “I don’t call this
music,” he said. “Where’s the tune in this? It doesn’t bear comparison with
the music we used to listen to. I mean I can still whistle half a dozen Glen
Miller tunes. But who’s going to remember this in thirty years time?”
The Blondie concert was over by ten forty-five. At about ten to twelve my
father got out the Harvey’s Bristol Cream, and poured four glasses. By this
time the TV was filled with Scottish dancers, and the music was much more
to his liking. He handed round the glasses of sherry, and we waited as the
hands of Big Ben moved towards the upright position. The anticipation was
almost unbearable.
The eighties were about to begin.
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On January 7th I arrived at Leeds station around lunchtime. On the way to
my flat I dropped into college and found the rushes of my graduation film
had arrived back from the laboratory. I ran them through on one of the
Acmade flat bed editing machines, and they looked OK. It was hard to be
sure, on the rather small screen, but I couldn’t see anything wrong with
them. After a brief chat with Marek I went back to a rather cold flat and
unpacked.
Later, after the place had warmed up a bit, Phil and Tim popped in to
welcome me back. They had decided to get the term off to a good start by
going to see some sex films at the Plaza, but they hadn’t been very
impressed. Imagination and originality apparently were sadly lacking. We
briefly discussed whether, with our undoubted talents, we could liven up
the sex film business. But in an industry which classified films as one, two,
three, or four wank movies, we thought innovation might not be quite what
they were looking for. Tim said he thought a four wank movie was a bit
ambitious, and Phil nodded in agreement. They both looked at me, as if
expecting some comment, but I didn’t say anything. Phil eventually asked,
“So how often do you wank then?” I said, in a kind of off hand way, “Oh I
don’t know, couple of times a day maybe, three or four times on a Sunday if
there’s nothing better to do.” There was a moment of stunned silence, and
then they started laughing.
The next day I projected the rushes of my graduation film in the video
studio, so that I could see them clearly. Everything was in focus, and the
images had good levels of contrast. They looked exactly as I wanted in fact,
which is to say they looked natural, and not as if we’d been using artificial
lighting. I’d been very careful to use small amounts of bounced light, just to
eradicate harsh shadows where I didn’t want them, and it had worked.
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I needed to shoot sync sound for the live music sequences of my Leeds
film. Malcolm (my personal tutor) and Bill (Graphics tutor) helped me to
find a company which hired out Super 8 sound cameras. The film unit
didn’t have them, and we couldn’t find any in Leeds, so it looked as if it
was going to involve a trip to Kafetz Cameras in London. Ulla and I set up
some music rehearsals. By this time I’d decided to take Tim’s advice, and
arrange the songs for just three people (me, Tim and Ulla) rather than for
another supergroup.
Apocalypse Now had just come out. Malcolm and I went to see it one
afternoon. Although I thought it was good, I also thought it was over-rated.
There had been considerable hype at the time, because it had taken three
years to shoot, and at that point was the most expensive film in cinema
history. It was released in two versions. The 70mm version had no titles.
They gave you a programme booklet containing the credits as you went in.
The 35mm version (which I saw) had titles only at the end, which were run
over the napalm raid on Kurtz’s camp (a sequence entirely missing from the
70mm version). Since then Coppola has cut yet another version. The idea
behind the 70mm version however seemed to me a good one. Why have
titles on a film? I liked the purity of just having the film images and sounds,
without marking the start and end with text. Not long afterwards I decided
to dispense with titles on my graduation film.
The Old Manse, was just at the end of my road. By this time Patrick and
Wig both lived there, along with John and Jane, and Dave and Julie. It was
very convenient to just drop in on my way home. One night I went round to
see Wig and Sarah. After a while Patrick arrived. Some time later Patrick
and I went out for a drink, and then we returned to the Old Manse when the
pubs closed. Sarah asked if she could borrow my tripod, but she didn’t say
what she wanted it for. I agreed to drop it off in textiles (where Sarah was
working at the time) the following morning. Patrick asked if I would call in
on the way to college, and get him out of bed at about nine-thirty.
By the time I got to the Old Manse the next day Patrick had already left,
which was a bit of a surprise to say the least. Although I wasn’t generally
up early, I was mostly up before Pat. I wandered into college and dropped
off the tripod. Sometime later I was wandering about on the ninth floor, in
the film department, when someone tapped me on the shoulder. It was Sue
Swift. She had received my Christmas card and letter, and said I was
forgiven for the article in Vague. I asked her if she wanted to go for a drink
in the evening, and she agreed.
The rest of the day was taken up with a long argument. Adrian had
unfortunately decided to read my thesis. He didn’t agree with Val (who was
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my supervisor) that I’d written something which was good, if not original.
The main problem apparently was that it lacked a critical perspective, and
did not put forward any argument. Adrian was like a dog with a bone, and
we really did end up going through it line by line. Although Adrian was
stubborn, he wasn’t quite as immovable as me when I decided to dig my
heels in. Finally I insisted (very politely) that it was my thesis, my
supervisor was happy, and I wasn’t re-writing it.
Things got better though. I had tea with Sue and Sarah, and that was when I
learned what the tripod was for. Sarah was taking pictures of Sue (naked) in
a studio upstairs. So when we finished tea I went along to help, just in case
my technical expertise was required. Quite what the photographs were for I
can’t remember. Afterwards we went to the Union bar with several other
people for a drink. Sue and I chatted all evening. It turned out we had quite
a few shared interests, and a similar sense of humour. We talked easily, and
laughed a lot. Later we all went back to the Old Manse. Before leaving I
suggested that next time she was in Leeds we should go for a drink by
ourselves sometime. She said she would still be around the next day, and
suggested we should meet for lunch.
For some reason (which is unclear) I decided to re-record the monologues
for my graduation film. Tim set the levels, and operated the tape-recorder,
in the control room, while I sat in the sound booth. I rattled off each section
quite quickly, since I was very familiar with them by this time, and we were
finished before lunch. Sue however didn’t turn up to meet me as arranged,
so Tim and I eventually went to the canteen for a quick bite to eat, and left a
note on the message board to tell her where we were.
When I got back to the film unit at just after two there was still no sign of
Sue. I was just about to go home, when she arrived. She wasn’t too
concerned about missing lunch (the canteen was closed by then) but was
happy to go to the Fenton for a drink. We talked briefly about my article in
Vague. She wasn’t happy that I’d written it, and she was upset by my
apparent attitude to her. I said I’d wanted it to be funny, and I was sorry I’d
used material about her without asking if it was OK.
The conversation quickly moved on to sexual symbolism, and a kind of
shared interest in burlesque, along with fifties and sixties glamour
magazines. At the time this definitely wasn’t fashionable, and I didn’t know
anyone else who even had a clue about it. She said she was going to bring
me some pictures when she came back to Leeds. I told her I was planning
to shoot some Super 8 film at the Old Manse one night, for my long film
about Leeds, and I would like her to be in it. She said she would certainly
be interested in coming back for that. We also talked about the events at the
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end of the summer term, and her remark to Patrick. (“I can play the good
samaritan, but not tonight.”) She was having to deal with a difficult
situation at the time, involving someone else, and didn’t like the pressure
Pat and Phil were putting on her to talk to me.
We wandered back to the college. I said I’d enjoyed the conversation, and I
wished I’d done it earlier. Because although I’d chatted to her from time to
time, we’d never sat down for a couple of hours and really talked before.
By this time it was late in the afternoon, so instead of going home I went
into town and watched the latest Woody Allen film (Manhattan) at the
Odeon. It was good, and stylish, with luminous black and white
photography. But it wasn’t very funny, and it was sometimes hard to watch,
particularly the Bergmanesque sequences, which really didn’t work very
well.
The weekend was a bit flat. Tim and Phil came round, and we went to the
Hyde Park to see Billy Jack. It had been a big success in America, but we
weren’t impressed. The following day Ryan’s Daughter was on TV. It was
curious watching a film made in 70mm Super Panavision (very wide
screen) on a portable, twelve inch, black and white TV. Surprisingly it
worked quite well, which just goes to show that script and performance are
more important than peripheral things, like multi-channel sound, and
cinemascope photography.
Illustrations were needed for my thesis, and the only place where I could
get stills from obscure French art house movies was the British Film
Institute Information Department. So I had an excuse for another trip to
London. I went down late one afternoon, and met Jacky at the Talk of the
Town. We walked a long way to a rather run down pub, and settled in for
the evening. I’d sent her a tape of the Bedtime Stories performance, which
she didn’t like. For some reason she was never very keen on jokes about
sex. So being averse to criticism, I quickly moved the conversation on to
other things.
Henry was still a problem. Their relationship was now stronger than ever.
She was intending to live with him. In addition she had plans which she
wasn’t going to tell me about. I felt this was a curious thing to say. Six
months before, she would have wanted to tell me before telling anyone else.
Maybe she wanted to point out the relationship with me was much less
important than it had been. We went back to her mother’s flat in Stoke
Newington, and an uneasy night’s sleep.
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The next day I had a walk in Stoke Newington, and a bacon sandwich at a
small café near the park. This was followed by a quick look round the sales
on Oxford Street, where I bought some very tight needle cord jeans, and a
couple of shirts from Mr Buy-Right. Late in the morning I went to my
appointment at the film stills section of the BFI information department. I
looked through all their Bresson stills, but it was difficult to find anything
which actually illustrated points made in the thesis. Eventually I settled on
four black and white photographs which I thought could be integrated into
the text. It was a surprise to find they were quite expensive, despite the fact
that I was a member of the BFI. But since there was no other source for
frame enlargements I had to place an order.
After lunch I went to see the new Truffaut film at the Academy Cinemas on
Oxford Street. It was Love on the Run, which was the fifth and final
installment in the long running Antoine Doinel saga. I liked it, but it wasn’t
as fresh as the early films, and didn’t have anything new to say. Later I met
Barbie (Jacky’s friend from Israel, who was now living in London). We had
just been intending to meet for a coffee, but the conversation was good, so
we went on to a pub, and finally ended up going to an Italian restaurant for
a pizza.
Barbie was pretty clinical in her dissection of the relationship between me
and Jacky. It was interesting to hear her point of view, because she was the
only person I spoke to who knew the story from Jacky’s side. She said I
was too analytical, and the relationship between me and Jacky had
stagnated, because we didn’t do anything anymore except sit around and
analyse things. We needed to get out and enjoy ourselves by doing things
we both liked. She also said Jacky did know what self interest was, and
didn’t really consider the effects of her actions on others.
As we were leaving Barbie said she didn’t want any relationship between
me and her to be concerned with discussing Jacky. We’d cleared the air on
that topic, and if we were going to see one another it had to be about us, and
nothing to do with Jacky. I wasn’t very clear about how that would work,
particularly as I knew Barbie was seeing Jacky’s cousin Geoff.
Denise asked me to go and talk to her about my thesis. I knew what that
meant. They were ganging up on me. She lived with Adrian, and they had
both decided that Val (my supervisor) was wrong to accept the thesis as it
was. I went in at ten-thirty, and didn’t get out until one o’clock. The
argument was the same one I’d had with Adrian. She thought the thesis was
instructive rather than critical, and crucially it didn’t have a strong point of
view. We talked for ages, going round and round in circles, while she went
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through it with a fine tooth comb. Once again I was obstinate, and nothing
was resolved.
After the film unit seminar, which we had every Wednesday afternoon, Roy
and I went to buy some congas. I always enjoyed looking round music
shops, even if I wasn’t going to buy anything. He took his time, playing
everything they had, before deciding which pair he thought were best.
Congas are tall, narrow, bass drums, maybe about three feet high, but not
particularly heavy. However they seem to get heavier if you have to carry
them any distance, and they are an awkward size and shape. We struggled
with them. Carrying one each we managed to get them back to Roy’s house.
He got them set up in the lounge, and started to play. These were the latest
addition to his substantial collection of percussion instruments. I remember
thinking I was quite glad I didn’t share a house with him.
I met Sarah Worker in the union bar and we started chatting. Eventually we
decided to go for a meal to Bistro Five. I explained how the performance
stories had originated, and also told her a few more stories which I wanted
to utilise either in a further performance, or maybe in a film. It needed a
woman to be in it. She said she was willing to do it as long as she didn’t
have to say anything. I assured her I would do all the talking.
We got round to discussing Sue. In the nicest possible way she warned me
against becoming involved with her. It was clear Sarah liked Sue, but she
wasn’t sure Sue was right for me. She said Sue might be interested in
women as well as men. I tried to keep the smile off my face, but I couldn’t
quite manage it. Sarah wasn’t convinced I was taking her advice seriously,
and went on to say that although Sue liked men sexually, she was pretty
convinced she disliked them emotionally. This didn’t seem particularly
unusual to me. Men were hard work, and I could well understand how she
might feel ambivalent about them. Later we went back to the Old Manse
and watched Barney Miller on TV. (This was a strange American sit-com,
set in a police station, which should by now have achieved cult status.)
Val (my supervisor) talked to me about my thesis (again). He believed it
would get a B or a B+, and he thought the external examiners would agree
with this assessment. For something which wasn’t original research this
was about the best I could hope for. He understood that Adrian and Denise
had expected I would do better, but given that the Chantal Akerman thesis
hadn’t worked out, he was convinced I should stick with what I’d got. He
didn’t think re-writing the Bresson thesis, even if I wanted to, was a
productive use of my time, and he said he would talk to Adrian and Denise
about this. I breathed a sigh of relief that he’d come down firmly on my
side, and would make the argument on my behalf.
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After the film society screening (Allegro Non Troppo, an animated film
which I didn’t much like) Patrick and I went for fish and chips, followed by
a drink in the Eldon. I told him about Sarah’s comments regarding Sue. He
didn’t know what Sue’s attitudes were, but said it was up to me to make my
own mind up. Even if she didn’t like other men in general, she still might
like me, who could tell? Generalisations like that were often inaccurate, or
at least only part of the story. We walked back to the Old Manse, had a cup
of coffee, and watched the Mary Tyler Moore Show with John and Jane.
Sometimes we were able to make use of the facilities at Yorkshire TV. This
was mostly for the final mix of our sound, before the graduation screenings.
However Malcolm thought my monologue needed a good quality transfer
from quarter inch tape to 16mm sep-mag, because the whole film depended
on the clarity of this transcription. So he arranged for us to visit the
Yorkshire TV dubbing suite and have it done. Their technicians were very
good, and we got a decent copy, ready for me to begin editing.
Tim, Phil and myself decided to go and see Punk in London at the
Playhouse. None of us were very keen on the music, but this seemed to be
the movie to go and see. It was a documentary about the origins of punk,
made by a German TV crew in 1976. Unfortunately it wasn’t very good, but
it did have some compensations. The interviews, by a very serious German
director, were sometimes hilarious.
One Sunday I went round to Sarah Rogers’ house for her to turn up the
cords I’d bought in the January sales on Oxford Street. After chatting with
Sarah for a while I went round to see Angie. We sat in her room for most of
the afternoon, talking and playing records. This was how I got an education
in contemporary popular music. I might never have known of the existence
of Boney M (Angie had a cousin in the band I think) or Blondie, or Roxy
Music, if it hadn’t been for Angie. I couldn’t quite understand why anyone
wanted to listen to Bryan Ferry, but much later he issued an album of Bob
Dylan covers, so maybe his musical taste wasn’t quite so bad as I thought.
I found Patrick in the bar with John Boardman one night. We sat around
drinking and chatting for a while, and then moved on to the Fenton. Later I
left them, and went down to the Heaven and Hell club with Roy and Jacqui
Challis. Her band 69 Tears were going to play, and since I hadn’t heard
them I was interested to see what they were like. However the first
performance of the evening was a rather strange improvised session with
three drummers. Roy thought they were quite good, but although I liked
them to begin with, they went on for far too long. By the time Jacqui’s band
came on I felt as if my ear drums had really suffered quite enough. But I
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stayed for the whole set, and they were pretty good I thought, although it
wasn’t the kind of music I liked. As with many fledgeling bands there was a
slight lack of confidence, a reticence, a kind of reluctance to really nail it.
And that was what a good punk band needed, almost more than anything
else.
My graduation film was easy to edit. It consisted of a dozen or so very long
takes, which had to be assembled in the correct order, and then adjusted
slightly against the monologue, to make sure things began and ended in the
right place. I began editing at about six in the evening, when everyone else
had gone home, and finished at one in the morning. When I ran it through I
was quite pleased with the result.
Although the film didn’t have any titles or credits, I thought it nevertheless
needed to be given a name, just to make it easy to refer to. I finally settled
on New Heroes. People asked if it was something to do with No More
Heroes by The Stranglers, or the David Bowie album from a few years
before. In fact it was unrelated to either of those things. It was just a title,
and the idea was that it didn’t have any relationship to the film, and
therefore didn’t give you any accurate idea of what the film was about, or
put it in any context. You just had to accept the film as it was.
It did however relate to an idea I’d had for sometime. In order for life to
stay exciting I thought I needed to have new interests, and new work to
explore, if I was going to avoid a kind of gradual stagnation. I thought I saw
this happening to other people, and maybe I’ve suffered from it too, but at
that point I was determined to resist.
My cassette player, which I’d had for about eight years, had been faulty for
some time. There was something wrong with the circuit controlling the
speed of the capstan, which intermittently created a kind of tremolo effect. I
had replaced some suspect components, but the problem gradually became
worse. My good cassette deck was back in Norfolk, so the only solution
was to buy a radio-cassette recorder. This involved trips into town three
days running, to look at what was available. Eventually I came across a
recorder in John Lewis which seemed to have everything I needed. The
amplifier section had external loudspeaker sockets, a line input, and
separate treble and bass controls. It was expensive (over £50) but after
thinking about it overnight I decided it was worth the money. When I got
home, and wired it up to my speakers, I was pleased with the result.
Generally I avoided showing work in Adrian’s Wednesday afternoon
seminars. He wanted people to show all work, in whatever state of
readiness, including rushes. I didn’t like screening anything unless it was
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either finished, or gave a good impression of what the completed work
would be like. However I was eager to show New Heroes, because I
thought the first cut was good. I was particularly interested to know if it
would work with an audience, since it was unusual in its construction and
length of shot.
The small audience watched in silence. It was a serious film with no jokes.
So it was quite different from some of the films I’d shown in the past.
During the screening I was in the projection room, making sure the
projector didn’t start eating the film when a splice went through (which
could easily happen with a cutting copy). When it was over I went through
into the studio. Adrian started things off by saying he thought it was very
strong, and poignant. He liked it and thought it worked well. This was
something of a surprise, because Adrian didn’t really like my way of
making films, and he would normally challenge my thinking, or find things
for me to change. (Although in this instance he had approved the script
without any reservations.) Several other people also said they thought it
was good, and I had quite a long talk with Tom afterwards about the
dissociation of sound and image.
Later the same day, between five and eight in the evening, I showed Patrick
a complete retrospective of my work, including the new film. He thought
New Heroes was quite a big step forward. It seemed that way to me too.
Being carefully photographed on 16mm, it looked like a professional piece
of work, despite the unusual length of shot. The finished film resulted from
the execution of a considered plan, which meant it had a certain confidence
about it. Unlike some student films, it didn’t look like an experiment.
A couple of days later I showed the film again to Wig, Val Gausden, and
Janey Walklin (who was making films on the fine art course at the
university). Once again it went down well. That evening I met Janey again
at the university film society, which she helped to run. They were showing
A Woman Under The Influence, by John Cassavetes. It was a long,
strangely compulsive film, despite the over acting. Janey asked if she could
talk to me about her films, so I invited her round the following Sunday.
Roy and I went into town again to look at more percussion instruments. He
had quite a collection, but was interested in adding a few more. On the way
he told me there was a small problem in his relationship with Jacqui
Challis. Another girl, who he hadn’t seen for some time, had stayed the
night. By the time he got up in the morning the girl had gone. When Jacqui
arrived later in the day she found a note which read, “Thanks for the loan of
bed and body. Sorry I threw up.” We were due to meet Jacqui and a friend
of hers later. He thought the atmosphere might be a bit frosty.
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When I popped in to see Ulla, and arrange some more rehearsals, her new
boyfriend was there. He was huge. Ulla was quite small like me, and he
towered over both of us. Mike was very friendly, but he was a bank
manager, and very conservative. It seemed a strange match, but there was
real affection there. You could see that by the way they were with one
another.
Janey came round on Sunday afternoon, and we talked about her films.
Unfortunately I hadn’t seen them, so it was a theoretical discussion. I was a
little surprised to find the films were about art, rather than actually being
art. In fact one of them was about teaching art. This was the film she
wanted me to see, so she arranged a screening at the university the
following Wednesday. I got the feeling she wanted reassurance that they
were OK.
One day, when I was visiting Angie, we decided to go and see Toyah at the
Fan Club. However, what had appeared to be a good idea when we were
talking about it in her kitchen, didn’t seem like such a good idea when we
actually arrived at the venue. As we appraised the clientele queuing up to
get in, it became clear we were not really properly dressed for the occasion.
We had neglected to wear enough black leather and chains, and our
hairstyles were not exactly new wave. No doubt we could have gone in, but
we would have looked like tourists. And I have to say, it seemed dangerous.
Angie and I glanced at the queue, and then looked at one another. Angie
began to laugh. The decision had been made without either of us actually
saying anything. We wandered back to the Fenton. Roy was there, and was
most amused to hear what had happened. We then went back to Angie's,
and told Paul and Christine the story of our evening.
Patrick came round late one night, and we talked about going to see a film.
He was keen to see Apocalypse Now, but it was only a couple of weeks
since I’d seen it. However there was a much better film, Days of Heaven,
showing at a small cinema in town, which usually showed sex films. (I
couldn’t help wondering if the manager had mistakenly booked it, having
drawn the wrong conclusion from the title.) We didn’t go to see it for a
couple of days though, because Pat had to work on his thesis. This involved
interviewing Diz about his life and work. Unlike me Pat was doing original
research.
Janey showed me her film at the university. It was OK, but there was
nothing which excited me about it. She wasn’t breaking new ground, and to
be fair, she wasn’t really trying to do that. It was a documentary about art
education, and the technique was rather conventional. She was using a
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difficult medium, with which she wasn’t completely familiar, to try and
explore the subject. I thought she might have been better off just writing
about it. I really liked Janey, but not the work. So I tried to find positive
things to say about it, but in the end I couldn’t escape from the obligation I
felt to be honest.
Pat and I walked down to a cinema near the station to see Days of Heaven.
It was the middle of the afternoon. Afterwards Pat said it was a film which
had everything. And he was right. Terrence Malik handled the many
disparate elements with great assurance, while the rich warm photography
of Nestor Almendros, and the haunting score by Ennio Morricone, perfectly
complemented the themes of the film.
Afterwards we went to Whitelocks for a beer and something to eat. We had
a really good discussion about art and meaning for an hour or so, before I
had to go home. I didn’t really want to stop talking, but I’d arranged a
rehearsal with Tim, to practice the music for my Leeds film. Pat said he
would come round to mine later, after Tim and I had finished. When Pat
arrived, Tim left, despite the fact that he was welcome to stay. Tim didn’t
really say why he did this, either at the time, or later. Pat and I talked about
how the environment in which you live affects what you produce. This was
a topical discussion, because by this time Pat was living at the Old Manse
with Dave and Julie, John and Jane, and Wig. And it suited him. I played
him a tape I’d made a few years earlier, of an interview with Viv Scone,
about four artists living in a house together. I’d wanted to turn it into a film
during the second year, but it hadn’t worked out.
The last day of the month was not very productive. I needed to get some
insurance, before hiring cameras for the big music shoot, but Endsleigh was
closed. In addition I needed to renew the road tax on my Honda 90, but
there was such an enormous queue at the tax office I didn’t bother wait.
Adrian and I reached a sort of uneasy truce regarding my thesis. He
eventually accepted Val Gausden’s point, that a lot of work would be
involved in changing it, with very little hope of a significantly better mark.
In retrospect we both thought it might have been better to write about a
film-maker who was less important to me. Then perhaps I would have
developed a critical point of view.
With that settled we went on to discuss post-graduate applications. It looked
as if I had narrowed it down to three. There was unfortunately no guarantee
of funding for the overseas schools, so even though I liked the idea of New
York University, or UCLA, the safer choices were in the UK. We agreed I
should go for The National Film School, The Royal College of Art, and The
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Slade. The first two were practical, and the Slade was a PhD by thesis.
Adrian thought the best place for me was the RCA.
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FEBRUARY 1980

Just after lunch I rode out to Briestfield on my Honda 90. Sarah Worker had
been living there for a while, and I’d been intending to visit her as soon as
we got some good weather. When I arrived she was just about to leave for
Dewsbury, so I went with her. It was a crisp fine winter’s day, and we
chatted away quite happily. While we were there Sarah bought some fish,
and I bought a bottle of wine. We had coffee at a little café before going
back to Briestfield. After drinking some of the wine, Sarah cooked the fish,
and we had tea. Later we visited the local pub, and I told her about Sarah
Denny, who I’d known in Norwich.
Back at Sarah’s cottage she talked a lot about past and present relationships,
and the importance of sex. She said that as far as sex was concerned we
were really complete opposites. I was enthusiastic about sex, because I
liked it, and she was uninterested in sex, because she didn’t really enjoy it. I
said we seemed to be fulfilling our traditional roles. It was the kind of thing
you might have expected of our grand-parent’s generation. I told her that a
few months before I’d picked up a book for fifty pence in a second hand
bookshop called Sex for Women. It was written by an American feminist
writer, and it was about how to take pleasure in, and have really gratifying
sex. I said she was welcome to borrow it. We eventually went to bed at
about four in the morning (but not together).
During the night it snowed heavily. When we got up the next day the sun
was out, and all of the surrounding countryside was covered in snow. After
a late breakfast of Weetabix and coffee, Sarah caught the lunchtime bus into
Leeds, and I rode back very carefully, although the main roads by that time
were passable.
Once back in college I had a small part to play in Mick Pike’s film during
the afternoon. I don’t remember what the part was now, but it can’t have
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taken very long, because I had enough time to get back to mine and prepare
a meal by seven-thirty.
When Sarah arrived we picked up pretty much where we left off earlier in
the day. She was one of the few people I knew who liked Bob Dylan. While
I cooked she played a couple of Bob’s albums, and searched my bookcases.
Eventually she found Sex for Women, and borrowed it.
Over dinner we talked about whether the earlier parts of the Leeds film, and
the performance, really made their point. She thought I should talk to Jeff
Nuttall, and also to Sarah Rogers. The images of women in my films had a
very feminine perspective she said, and represented the way women saw
themselves and each other. At some point she also said she believed I
understood the way women thought and felt, which was a nice thing to say,
and was the exact opposite of what Jacky said. Sometime after midnight she
left for Visiting Dave’s party, but I didn’t want to go. By that time I was a
bit fed up with parties where the music was so loud you could hardly talk to
anyone, and nothing ever happened.
Phil and I went to Tim’s via the chinese take-away. After we’d eaten Tim
showed us a selection of his old Super 8 films. Then we sat around playing
some old blues songs. Really it was Tim playing the blues, while Phil and I
just strummed along. Later in the evening Tim played us a tape he had
made, during the summer term, of the three of us talking about sex. It was
very funny. When Tim made the recording we’d all had a bit too much
cider. Hopefully he eventually did the decent thing and destroyed the
evidence.
One evening I was in the bar, with John Boardman, Patrick, and Wig. We
were discussing relationships. John was talking about Jane. He said, “When
I’m awake in the night, and she’s curled up asleep next to me, I think that’s
when I love her most. I want to wake her up and tell her. Sometimes I do
wake her up, but I don’t think she really hears me.”
Denise and I talked about my thesis again. She was more conciliatory this
time, after her conversation with Val Gausden. There were still a few
changes she wanted to see, but it wasn’t a complete re-write. What she was
now concentrating on were technical points. She was concerned that I had
made some assertions in the text, without backing them up by giving
examples from Bresson’s work. We identified several of these problems,
and I agreed to put in a few extra paragraphs.
I met Roy and Jacqui in the studio. We started talking about my work.
Jacqui said I should repeat my performance as part of the final show, and
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not just screen films. It was an interesting idea. I hadn’t previously thought
of doing that. She said I should show a range of work. Photographs, scripts,
notebooks, performance, and films. She thought it would be to my
advantage. I felt myself being steered away from my original intention,
which was to be very selective, and just show a couple of the best films. In
the end I did exactly as she suggested.
Roy said I should go home, put some good clothes on, and go with them to
the disco at Brunswick Terrace. Previously, despite Patrick’s best efforts the
previous term, I hadn’t really worn the new clothes very much. I felt selfconscious about it, and only put them on for special occasions, or trips to
London. Anyway, I went home, got changed, and met them in the Fenton.
Jacqui said I looked good.
We went off to Brunswick Terrace. The disco was OK, but for most of the
time Roy was talking to other people, leaving me with Jacqui. We talked
about Sue Swift for a while. She said I should be direct and confident. Easy
to say I thought, but harder to do. When Roy returned we left the disco and
went to Scorpio’s, where we started drinking Ouzos. Jacqui was sitting
opposite me. She told me to take my glasses off, and look straight into her
eyes. She said, “God, you’ve got really piercing eyes, that’s quite
frightening. If I didn’t know you, and Roy introduced us, I’d think you were
a real ladies man.” She’d had quite a bit to drink by this time though.
On the way back to Roy’s, Jacqui walked very close to me, touching me all
the time. Roy who was walking faster than us, stopped to wait for us to
catch up, but she told him to go on ahead and make the coffee. We played
tapes and drank a little more. Roy and Jacqui smoked a few joints, and I left
very late.
The next day Roy and I went to Pablo’s for a snack. We sat there talking for
a long time. He told me he wasn’t really into Jacqui sexually any more, and
they rarely had sex. This I remembered was the exact opposite of what he’d
said the previous year, when he told me it was the best sex he’d ever had.
But I knew from my own experience just how much things could change in
a few months. It sounded as though his relationship with Jacqui was coming
to an end. For me it was a difficult conversation, because I liked Jacqui a
lot, and I didn’t want to see her get hurt.
Tim and Ulla came round a couple of times to practice the songs for the big
shoot. On the first occasion Mike came too, so he could hear Ulla play.
They left after a while, and Tim and I talked into the early hours. On the
second occasion Tim seemed unsettled, and left early, without really going
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through all the numbers I wanted to rehearse. Sometimes he did this (as on
the night when Patrick was there in January) and you never found out why.
Phil and I went to the bar. Our intention was to have a few drinks, before
going on to a Reggae disco. Tansy was in the bar, and when I got up to go
and buy my round, she turned and looked at me. Phil decided to ask her
why. She said she’d just noticed my change of appearance, and thought it
was good. Phil hadn’t asked her in order to be of any assistance to me
however, he just wanted a way to start a conversation, because he’d always
rather liked her. In the end, despite our best efforts, we couldn’t find the
Reggae disco, so we ended up back at mine, drinking coffee and talking as
usual.
I bought a book by Rose Elliot, called Not Just A Load Of Old Lentils. It
was a vegetarian cookery book. I wasn’t a vegetarian, but some of my
friends in Norwich had been, and I liked the things they cooked. The first
thing I decided to try out was her quick pizza recipe. It produced a
wonderfully doughy base, which was quite thick, and very filling. In fact,
using the quantities set out in the book, it used to rise so much I had to cook
it in cake tins. Tim said he’d never tasted a pizza quite like it, but I’m not
sure if this was a compliment. Quite a lot of guests to my flat in Hyde Park
Road had this recipe inflicted on them. It’s surprising what can be made
palatable by a good bottle of wine.
Mick Pike invited me and Tim round to his for dinner. We were surprised to
find he had also invited his girlfriend, and two other girls from the
university. The food was great. Mick turned out to be a very good cook, and
I wrote in my diary that it was, “...an amazing vegetarian dinner.” Tim
however managed to have an argument with Mick, his girlfriend, and one of
the university girls, while I chatted to the other one. Both girls were from
the Officer Training Corps, and when they completed their degree course,
they were going on to Sandhurst. Despite her willingness to kill people
(“...only if it was really necessary...”) the one I was talking to seemed very
nice, and said she would come along to my big shoot at the Old Manse. (It’s
only now that I realise she might have got the wrong idea about that.) It
should be noted here that I always considered Mick Pike to have a very dry
sense of humour, which he kept pretty much to himself. Whether this had
anything to do with him inviting girls from the Officer Training Corps to
dinner with me and Tim I don’t know, but I have my suspicions.
Roy and I went to Pablo’s for a pizza. It turned out he had a plan for ending
his relationship with Jacqui. Unfortunately it involved me. He fancied
Jacqui’s best friend, and he knew I liked Jacqui. So the plan was that we
would all go out together, and I would chat up Jacqui, while he chatted up
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her best friend. And this he thought would be a painless solution to the
problem, where everyone would end up happy. I remembered the trauma of
him splitting up with Cherry, and I couldn’t believe he thought this would
work, either emotionally or practically. In addition it involved relying on
skills I had not yet perfected. I pointed this out. He said, “No, she likes you
man, it’ll be fine.” I told him that I estimated the chances of success at
about nought point zero one per cent.
The next day was Valentine’s Day. Quite who decided the film society
Valentine’s Day film should be Lolita I don’t remember, but there is a
strong possibility it was Phil Cook. This would certainly fit in with Phil’s
sense of humour. Anyway, it proved to be a great success. The dark humour
went down well, and we had a good turnout. Unfortunately I was just
starting to get a cold, which dulled my senses, and later stopped me from
sleeping.
The lack of sleep was unfortunate, because I had to prepare for the big
shoot. Since the cameras were expensive to hire, I’d only got them for one
day, so they had to be picked up from London around mid-day, brought
back to Leeds in the afternoon ready for the shoot in the evening, and then
returned to London by the following afternoon.
Quite by chance Jeff Nutall was on the London train, so we chatted most of
the way. I picked the cameras up from Kafetz, and made my way back to
Kings Cross. Being Super 8 sound cameras they weren’t particularly heavy,
but I had two kits, so carrying both flight cases was a bit awkward. When I
got back to Leeds I took everything to the Old Manse. Wig studied the
camera inputs, and connected them to the mixer. Luckily there was a
headphone monitor output on each camera, so we could check the levels. I
started setting up the lights, and Wig suspended some microphones from
the ceiling. Just as we were finishing, people began to turn up.
The idea was to shoot a little documentary footage, and a number of songs,
some of which I wanted covered by two cameras simultaneously. It was the
documentary sections which proved to be problematic. The normal
spontaneity was lacking, probably because of the unusual circumstances, so
we had to stage things, which in the end didn’t look natural. In addition the
mix of people was strange. Quite a few guests were not regular visitors to
the Old Manse, and they didn’t really fit in. Recording the songs seemed to
go fairly well, although it was difficult to tell, as there was no video
playback in those days. Wig recorded a separate audio tape so we could
check the sound, but we wouldn’t see the pictures until the processed film
came back from the lab.
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When we were about half way through Hugh (the poet) arrived. He was
drunk, and loud, and he started being very disruptive. It was a real problem,
because we couldn’t afford extra takes. The stock was limited and
expensive. The trouble was, you couldn’t reason with him, and he thought it
was funny to mess things up. In the end I got fed up, and told him, “I think
you’d better leave.” He did go, but the atmosphere wasn’t good after that,
although it was better than it would have been if he’d stayed. I was well
aware that it wasn’t my house, and I didn’t really have the right to throw
him out, but I couldn’t think of what else to do.
The next day I got the early train to London, and returned the cameras to
Kafetz. I wasn’t meeting Jacky until the evening, so I decided to go and see
The Rose, a film by Mark Rydell, starring Bette Midler, which was very
loosely based on Janis Joplin. It was only interesting in that it was shot with
five channel sound (a bit of a novelty in those days). However Rydell used
it sparingly. Most of the film was in stereo, and he only used the rear
channels for the concert sequences. It was a stunning effect. Each time they
came in it sounded fresh and real. You felt you were there, in the middle of
a huge crowd, actually at the concert. When I saw it on TV some years later
I realised what a bad film it was, and without the multi-channel sound, it
didn’t work at all.
Jacky and I went to a wine bar in Covent Garden, where we had a long
conversation. Finally she decided to tell me the big secret. (The thing she
wouldn’t tell me in January.) She was intending to move to Leeds with
Henry, and buy a house. At the time houses in Leeds were cheap. (From
about £2,000.) They were intending to pay off the mortgage quickly, and
then rent it out when they wanted to go travelling. It struck me as an odd
thing for her to do. Commitment wasn’t something she was good at.
Strangely, during the conversation, she kept touching my hand and arm to
emphasise things. I went back to Leeds on the late train.
Jeff Nuttall didn’t turn up for my tutorial. I was wandering around in the
studio about half an hour later when I found a note in my pigeon hole
postponing our meeting until two-thirty. This was disappointing, because
I’d deliberately booked a morning slot, so that I would see him before he
went to the pub at lunchtime. Jeff rolled up at two-thirty, and we sat in a
room on the third floor, where I played him the tape of my performance. I
didn’t get much feedback. Almost the only thing he had to say was that it
was a rich vein of humour, and I could probably get several years of
material out of it. I wasn’t sure he was right. Between the performance, and
the Leeds film soundtrack, I’d pretty much used up my reserve of stories.
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Back downstairs in the studio, after a shorter tutorial than I had been hoping
for, I met Cathy Weller, who was almost in tears. Patrick hadn’t come in to
help with her performance. I said that didn’t sound like Pat. If he said he
would be there to do something, he was very reliable, particularly in the
afternoon, when oversleeping wouldn’t have been a problem. I thought
there must have been some sort of miscommunication. Reassured that she
hadn’t simply been abandoned, she did actually cheer up a bit.
The film society had booked a film by David Maysles, Albert Maysles, and
Charlotte Zwerin, called Gimme Shelter. It was a film about the Rolling
Stones, which included the notorious Altamont Speedway concert, where a
fan was murdered by the Hell’s Angels gang who had been hired to provide
security. Emma, a girl from the university who was writing a thesis on the
Maysles, wanted a chance to study the film during the short time it was in
our possession. Usually the film would arrive a day or two early, and would
have to be sent back the morning after the screening. This time however it
didn’t turn up.
Early on the day of the screening I rang Securicor, who should have
delivered it, and was told it had only been despatched from the film
distributor the previous day, but I could expect to receive it shortly after
lunch. During the afternoon Emma, Val, Anita, and myself screened the
print in a room on the third floor. After that I had to spool it up ready for the
film society. Because the film had arrived late, Emma hadn’t had a chance
to study it, so I said I would see what I could sort out. I explained the
situation to Adrian, got her a late pass, and booked one of the 16mm flat
bed Acmade editing tables. After the film society screening I took her up to
the ninth floor, set her up in the editing booth, showed her how to operate
the equipment, and told her she could remain there for as long as she could
stay awake. She gave me a bottle of wine, which she said was for allowing
her to take over my life for a day.
Mick Pike decided, after seeing his rushes, that he needed some extra shots.
So one evening we waited for it to get dark, and then did a little filming
after tea. It didn’t take very long, and after it was over I went back to Roy’s
house. We talked about his graduation film, which was a documentary
about the work of a mixing engineer in a recording studio. He was
concerned because it was going to be a much longer film than he had made
before. We bounced ideas backwards and forwards for most of the night.
Jacqui arrived at about four in the morning. I left shortly afterwards, partly
because I found the situation difficult. I knew their relationship was going
to end fairly soon, and that made me uncomfortable.
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Tim and Phil came round to watch a film on TV one Saturday evening.
After that I made us all something to eat, and then we went to the
Playhouse to see the late movie. A couple of days later I had another late
night when Ruth decided to visit. She talked and talked as usual, this time
until after midnight. I liked her most of the time (except when she’d been
drinking) and she was quite entertaining. Unfortunately she’d eaten before
coming to see me, and I hadn’t, so I didn’t get to have my tea until the early
hours of the morning.
Roy and I saw a couple of films at the university. One of which was Lenny
Bruce Without Tears. It isn’t a great film, because the narration is tedious.
However the live performance was a revelation. I’d seen Dustin Hoffman
playing Lenny Bruce in the 1974 biopic, but in real life he was much
sharper in delivery, and much more gritty. Afterwards we had a drink in the
Fenton, and then went back to his. The main topics of conversation were
Jacqui, and his final film.
Applications to the Slade and the National Film School took up quite a bit
of my time. It wasn’t just a form which had to be submitted, it was more of
a portfolio. They wanted quite a bit of supporting material. For the National
I had to send my film, and the Slade wanted copies of just about every
essay I’d ever written, along with a detailed research proposal. The closing
date for both of them was the first of March, and I just about got them off in
time.
My Super 8 sound films arrived back. Tim and I had a look at them in the
film unit. They weren’t too bad, which is to say they didn’t have any
particular problems that I wasn’t aware of as we were shooting them. The
documentary sections looked contrived, but some of the music sequences
were OK. The real difficulties they presented in terms of integration into
the main body of the film wouldn’t become apparent until I began editing.
Patrick also asked to see them, so I screened them for him the following
day, and we went for a drink in the bar afterwards.
The last day of the month was a pretty average but busy day. I returned the
projection box key to Doug Haigh, after the film society screening the night
before. Then I tried to find Malcolm without success. (He worked four days
a week, and Friday was often his day off.) I found Wig and arranged to
transfer the audio tape of the big shoot to cassette. After tea I went to the
Old Manse and Wig made the transfer for me. He also gave me a little box
of resin which he’d found after the shoot. This belonged to Ulla. It was the
resin she used for her bow, and without it she probably couldn’t really play
her viola, so I immediately walked round to her house and returned it. We
talked for a while, and I told her the films had come back, and the musical
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bits were mostly OK. Later in the evening I went round to 21 Grimthorpe
Terrace, and got into a long conversation with Paul and Christine. Some
time later Angie and Val returned from the pub, and I chatted to them until
the early hours of the morning.
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MARCH 1980

Tim, and a friend of his from Surrey, came round on Saturday evening, and
we went to the folk club at the Packhorse. They had rehearsed a short set, of
their own songs, ready for the open spot. Unfortunately they hadn’t picked
quite the right venue. The folk club was fairly traditional, and the audience
didn’t really respond to their more contemporary material. They didn’t
actually play badly, but they were hesitant, and didn’t sing confidently
enough. I think they were glad when it was over.
Later Phil came round to mine, and we went to see The King of Marvin
Gardens late night at the Playhouse. This was one of the films which
influenced me a great deal before I went to college. Jack Nicholson plays a
radio story-teller, who constructs his narrative from the events in his life.
It’s a film about dysfunctional family relationships, repression, ambition,
lies, and story-telling itself. Irresistible.
Mick Pike still wasn’t happy with his film. So I went into college on a
Sunday morning to do some more acting. It didn’t take very long to reshoot the bit he didn’t like, so we went for a drink and a chat at lunchtime.
Several days later I had to say, “Shit,” in as many different ways as I could
while he recorded all these on tape. He was going to pick the best one for
the film soundtrack. Such attention to detail was beyond me.
In the first year I bought a Rollei 35 camera, thinking it was small enough
for me to take it everywhere. (It was not much bigger than a packet of
cigarettes.) In fact I didn’t use it very much at all. Christine (Paul’s
girlfriend) liked the Rollei, and was interested in buying it, so I took it
round to her house, and sold it for thirty pounds. It was in mint condition,
because I’d only shot about two rolls of film.
Another film by Bob Rafelson (the director of The King of Marvin
Gardens) was showing at the Poly. The film was Stay Hungry. It was
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interesting to see both films almost back to back, even though they were
very different in tone. I’m not sure I learned much, except that Rafelson
handled unusual subjects pretty well. He didn’t seem to have an easily
discernible style, and there weren’t any characteristic flourishes. The
performances though were all good, right down to the bit parts. He seemed
to be a director of actors rather than a film director.
After a day in the library, making additions to my thesis, I went to the
University Film Society. Janey (who ran it) said it was her birthday. She
invited me to go for a drink in the Fenton after the film. We chatted to Roy
for a while, and at closing time she invited several people back to her place.
I met a girl she worked with on her film about battered women, and Emma
(who had borrowed Gimme Shelter) and the legendary Griselda Pollock. I’d
previously only heard about Griselda, but when I met her I was slightly
disappointed. She wasn’t quite the star turn I had expected. I asked Janey if
she would like to come round to mine for a pizza the next day, and she said
she would.
The rent rebate inspector arrived the following afternoon. It didn’t look as if
I would get much in the way of a rebate, but he measured things up, and
made copious notes. Later I made a couple of pizzas. Janey arrived late, but
the pizzas survived being slightly overcooked, although I had to prise them
out of the cake tins. We drank the bottle of wine Emma had given me,
stuffed ourselves with the high rise pizzas, and settled into having a long
conversation about films and music. Then the door bell rang. I went
downstairs to find Paul and Christine had popped in for a chat. Janey
decided to leave (unfortunately) saying she wanted to see some bands at the
university. Paul, Christine and I started drinking some cider, which was the
only alcohol I had left in the house, and eating peanuts. I played them the
tape of my performance (which I was inflicting on anyone who could be
made to sit still for long enough) and we all told stories and laughed a lot.
The penultimate film society screening (during my tenure as secretary) was
a Bresson double bill. It wasn’t intentional, but the distributors hadn’t been
able to supply the films on the dates we’d asked for, and there had been
some changes to the schedule. The films were Mouchette, about an abused
girl who kills herself, and Au Hasard Balthazar, about the life of a donkey. I
thought Mouchette was an exceptional film, and I showed it again the
following morning to Charles White and myself, before sending it back. It
is difficult to explain the experience of viewing it at ten in the morning, in
the dark, almost empty video studio. I felt transported to rural France in the
early sixties. Nothing else existed except the world of the film. It became a
kind of meditation, where concentration was effortless. I didn’t want
anything to break the spell.
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Charles, Marek, Tim, Phil and myself went to see Antonioni’s The
Passenger late night at the Playhouse. Afterwards we all went back to
Charles White’s house, and talked about films until four in the morning.
Marek and Charles brought another dimension to the discussion. Tim and
Phil and myself had talked about films so much that we all knew each
other’s ideas and opinions before anyone said anything. So it was
interesting for us to have a new audience, and perhaps occasionally to listen
to what they had to say.
Finally I duplicated the hand-written version of my thesis, and then did a
cut and paste job on it, to incorporate the changes Denise had asked for.
This was a real cut and paste, with scissors and sellotape. When I had
assembled the whole thing, with red pen markings and new page numbers, I
wrote up the filmography and the bibliography. The first typist I tried
couldn’t meet the deadline because she had too much work on. (Everyone
had the same delivery date of course.) Eventually I rang the university
typing pool, and they found someone who had some spare time. I delivered
my collection of loose sellotaped pages in a folder. She looked through it, to
make sure she could read my writing, and understand how it was marked
up. A few days later I took delivery of one top copy and three carbon copies
(the last one being very feint).
The BBC repeated a four part series called Law and Order by G. F.
Newman. It was a hard hitting documentary style critique of endemic
corruption in the judicial system. I felt it genuinely broke new ground, and
found it compulsive viewing. It had originally been shown when I was in
the first year, and several people had told me how good it was, but at the
time I found it hard to believe there was something worth watching which
had been made for TV. Even thirty years later it is still surprising to think it
was made with public money.
Over the Easter holidays I planned to complete the edit of my film about
being in Leeds. To this end I spent some time thinking about the structure.
It was tricky because all the parts had been shot separately, and my thinking
had to some extent changed over the course of three years. Some of it was
influenced by Chantal Akerman, some by Woody Allen, and some by Bob
Dylan’s Renaldo and Clara. Bringing it all together was going to be a
challenge. Eventually I came up with a rough outline, and Tim made the
titles, inter-titles, and credits for me, on A4 card. I got a late pass, and
filmed them in the evening, along with some transparencies which I wanted
to use as stills in the opening section. At midnight the night cleaners came
into the room, and said I had to leave. Apparently this was a new ruling.
Previously we’d been allowed to stay all night if we wanted to, as long as
250

we had a pass, but the regulations had changed, and no one had bothered to
tell us. I had to clear everything up quickly, and go home.
Roy and Leo had an idea for playing a trick on Adrian. They had acquired a
16mm pornographic film from a friend of theirs, and thought we could
show it at Adrian’s regular Wednesday afternoon seminar. Adrian insisted
we showed all current work at this seminar, whether it was finished or not. I
said the best way to sneak it in would be to incorporate it into something
else. I suggested I should record a monologue about a man having difficulty
in persuading a girl to go back to his flat, and use some of my spare
graduation film rushes for the picture. Then having established a dry tone,
with very formal images, the explicit sex would come as quite a shock at
the end.
I quickly knocked up a story, and Mick Pike ran a tape on the Revox, while
I performed the monologue in one take. The delivery was even more
morose than usual, and was designed to completely mislead the audience.
Even after the first few sentences you knew this was going to be a film
about not having sex. Then I cut about eight minutes of static images
together (me sitting alone in my flat) followed by two minutes of the most
graphic sex from the porn film, to illustrate the twist in the tale. All the
sexual acts were pretty normal, but I had never seen them in quite such
explicit detail before. The odd thing was, the man in the porno movie
looked very like me, and when it was cut together it was a pretty seamless
transition. There was no qualitative difference between the stuff I’d shot
and the porno movie. It helped that it was all black and white, but even so it
worked far better than we could have expected. Roy and Leo were
delighted.
Adrian knew I didn’t like showing work at the seminar. I only liked to show
things when they were finished. So when he came round and asked if I had
anything to show, I said I was working on something but it wasn’t finished
yet, and anyway I was only experimenting with some out-takes from my
graduation film. He insisted that I show it anyway, so I rather reluctantly
handed over the can of film.
I tipped off Tim and Phil about what was going to happen, and Roy and Leo
told a couple of other people as well. However when we turned up in the
video studio for the screening the place was quite full. I suspected word had
leaked out, but actually it hadn’t. Every year Adrian invited the first year
graphics students to one of his seminars, so they could see what went on in
Film and TV, prior to choosing their specialisations, and a lot of them had
turned up. In fact most of them were first year graphics girls.
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It did occur to me that perhaps we should call it off, because although the
idea was to play a trick on Adrian, we didn’t actually want to get him fired.
Roy and Leo however couldn’t believe their luck, and were convinced it
was going to work even better than they could possibly have hoped. Mick
Pike showed a rough cut of his film. Phil showed some rushes. A second
year graphics student showed part of a documentary. Finally Adrian asked
if I would like to say a few words about my film. I told the first years that I
had been working with static images and monologues, and explained how I
had been influenced by Chantal Akerman. I said this was an experiment
with some out-takes, but I thought this particular film was a bit of a new
departure for me. A sort of moaning sound came from the back. Leo was
sitting with his head in his hands, and Roy had his jaws firmly clenched
together, and his arms folded, trying not to laugh. He looked as if he was in
great pain.
I went to the projection box, turned down the lights, and ran the film. When
the first joke came the tension was eased a bit. The people who knew what
was happening laughed a lot, and this set the others off. The film actually
went down very well, despite the fact that it had been cobbled together in
less than twenty-four hours. When it cut to the porn film the laughter was
so loud and continuous that I had to turn the volume up, so the sound could
be heard.
At the end I turned the projector off, put the lights on, and went back into
the studio. Roy and Leo gave me high fives, and Tim and Phil congratulated
me. Adrian was laughing and shaking his head at the same time, realising
he’d been the victim of a conspiracy. The Graphics girls didn’t look any the
worse for their experience, although Bridget Blake-Wilson did tell me (ten
years later when we were having a Thai meal in London) that it had come
as a bit of a shock to her. She hadn’t ever seen anything like that before.
Actually she wasn’t the only one. I hadn’t seen anything like that before
either.
One key shot in the porno film was an extreme close up of two people
having sex on a glass table. It was shot from underneath the glass, so you
could see exactly what was going on. When Adrian first saw this he told me
his heart sank. He assumed I was having sex on the table, while Tim was
lying underneath filming it with the departmental Bolex. Worst of all he
thought we had put the film through Humphries Laboratories in Leeds, on
an official Polytechnic order, which at the time would have been enough to
get us banned. This would have made life very difficult, because there were
no other laboratories in Leeds. Eventually he realised what we had actually
done, and he began to feel a little better.
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The next day Malcolm (my tutor) was slightly aggrieved that I’d done this
when he wasn’t there to enjoy the fun. I pointed out that he never ever went
to Adrian’s seminars, but he said he would have done if he’d known what
was happening. Later I showed him the film, and his advice was interesting.
He said, “If you show that at your degree show you’ll get a first.”
During my second year in Leeds, when I was Cultural Affairs Secretary for
the Student Union, I had tried without success to organise a few events. But
the budget for the whole of the Student Union had been slashed, first by
Denis Healy, and then by the Polytechnic directorate. Cultural Affairs were
not a priority in the new financial climate. However there was one event
which I did manage to promote, by promising the union executive that we
would undoubtedly make a profit out of it.
Bob Dylan’s film Renaldo and Clara had not been shown anywhere in
Leeds, either in the commercial cinemas, or the university, or the poly. (The
nearest screening had been in Bradford.) So I thought a one off screening
would certainly pay for itself, since the film documented a concert tour
which followed the release of the hugely successful Desire album.
Unfortunately the 16mm print was in great demand, and the earliest we
could get it was the 14th of March, six months after my tenure as Cultural
Affairs Secretary was over.
This was one occasion when my intuition proved to be correct. We sold all
the tickets, and more than covered our costs. The bar also did well. The film
was just under four hours in length, so I stopped the projector after every
couple of reels, and brought the lights up for ten minutes, in order that
people could replenish their drinks. It was a big success. It was also very
worthwhile from my point of view, because the film arrived nearly a week
early. So I had a chance to watch it a reel or two at a time, over several
days, and see how it was constructed.
Sue visited Sarah in Briestfield, and Sarah invited me over one Sunday
afternoon. As I was riding into the village, I met them on the road, about a
quarter of a mile from the farm. Sue was wearing a long red PVC coat,
which was striking to say the least. I rode on ahead, and put the kettle on.
The conversation was difficult to begin with, but things improved by the
time Sarah made some tea. Later we went to the pub, and swapped stories,
and laughed a lot. Sue and I exchanged addresses. We decided to meet
again when I visited Janet in Manchester, and Sue said she would come
round for one of my (by now infamous) high rise pizzas when she was next
in Leeds. During the journey back, on my Honda 90, it began to snow.
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In preparation for the trip back to Norfolk I went to the launderette. I liked
to go home with clean clothes. Roy came with me. To begin with it was still
snowing, but it gradually turned to rain as the day went on. After we had
washed and dried our clothes we went round to Roy’s house, and discussed
his Electrophon film (about an engineer in a recording studio). For some
reason we went round and round in circles. He just couldn’t make any
decisions about it, so we talked and talked until getting on for five in the
morning.
It was a couple of weeks before the end of term, and I had been intending to
go back to Norfolk early, to begin editing the final version of my Super 8
Leeds film. With the addition of the Old Manse footage, it looked as if the
film could turn out to be about two hours in length, so making an early start
on the editing seemed like a good idea. However the snow and rain
prevented me from leaving quite as early as I would have liked. Since I was
intending to go back on my Honda 90 I wanted a good day for the journey.
Wednesday didn’t seem too bad in Leeds, so I rang Brian in Norfolk, to get
a local weather report. He said the snow had stopped, and the roads were
clear, but it was quite cold. This was something of an understatement. The
journey took seven hours, against freezing headwinds. I didn’t thaw out
until the following day.
My mother and father were on holiday, so I had the bungalow in Norfolk to
myself. This made things much easier. I set up the edit suite in the lounge,
and used the front room for projection. After buying splicing tape from
Dixons, I broke down the new footage into shots, and started to assemble
the sections and inter-titles. A couple of days later, despite a little taperecorder trouble, Brian added the soundtrack to some of the new material.
At this point the film was about 105 minutes in length. When I viewed the
whole thing I was forced to conclude that it didn’t really work. The Old
Manse footage, which I had hoped would bind everything together, actually
fragmented it.
While I thought about what to do, I filled in the time with a few visits. I
went to the cinema, dropped in on some old work colleagues in Norwich,
and celebrated my sister’s birthday at a nice pub on the river, near the
school where she taught. Later in the week I tried to sign on, but they
wouldn’t let me because it wasn’t yet the end of term, so I had to go back
the following Monday. I saw my friend David and his wife Sarah, and
wrote a couple of letters to Jacky and Barbie. In a sudden burst of
inspiration one night I wrote a song about Sue. Eventually my sister came
home for Easter, and my mum and dad came back from their holiday,

254

forcing me to scale down my post-production activities, and re-locate the
edit suite to my bedroom.
As I continued working I encountered further difficulties. There was a hum
on the new sound, and an instrument kept disappearing on one of the songs.
I managed to dig out a circuit diagram for a hum filter, and Brian tracked
down the cause of the disappearing instrument to an out of phase stereo
track. But there were still the problems. I couldn’t decide if the
fragmentation was made worse by the inter-titles. Certainly I thought they
couldn’t be helping, so I took them out. After some pretty brutal cuts,
particularly to the first section, and a big reduction in the number of
digressions to the Old Manse, the length came down to 85 minutes. The
transitions were better, and it was tighter, but it still didn’t work as a whole.
The Easter holiday had another two and a half weeks to run, which I hoped
would be enough time to sort it out.
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The more I watched the Leeds film the more fragmented it seemed. In the
end I was convinced that no matter how much I fiddled around, it simply
wasn’t going to work. I was disappointed to discover that after two and a
half years of work I had a number of sequences which simply refused to be
spliced together into a coherent whole. The idea of a feature length
documentary was finally scuppered by too many variations in style, and an
inconsistent, constantly changing idea, of what the finished work should be.
Although Chantal Akerman, Woody Allen, and Bob Dylan sat happily
alongside one another in my brain, they obstinately refused to co-operate
with one another on screen. (Many years later, Chantal Akerman made a
musical, Woody Allen directed some serious films reminiscent of Ingmar
Bergman, and Bob Dylan documented his early creative struggles in
“Chronicles”. So maybe the central idea wasn’t completely mad. But it still
didn’t work.)
The reality was that I had several short films, but I didn’t have one long
one. Nevertheless I could not contemplate failure. It was going to be
welded together, no matter what. So I made a few compromises. Having
ditched the inter-titles, and seriously shortened some of the early shots, I
removed one further sequence, dropped a few songs, dubbed on the music,
and at eighty or so minutes, called it a day. It certainly documented at least
part of my journey, but it wouldn’t mean much to anyone except me. Brian
and I spent an evening finishing it off, taping a few diary entries, and
transferring everything to the film soundtrack. We ran it through before
going to the pub for a drink. Later we went back to his house, and talked
until quite late. He didn’t understand why I was so disappointed with it.
This reminded me that everyone else would see what was there, not what
was in my head, so unlike me they wouldn’t be constantly comparing it
with the film I thought I was making.
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Because I still felt that somehow, at a later date, it might be possible to
make something better from the same images, I became obsessed with
preserving the bits which had been cut out. So I spent a couple of days
compiling the useful spare footage onto a four hundred foot roll. Once it
was all spooled up I ran it through on the projector. Curiously I found it to
be an interesting reel in its own right.
There was another week to go before the end of the holidays. I wrote some
letters, spent quite a lot of time visiting friends, and went for a couple of
rides up the coast on my Honda 90. The family went out for a meal to
Cringles, a small club and restaurant in a nearby village. It was the first
time we’d been there. The barman and the head waiter were the co-owners.
It was good traditional food, and so my father asked who was doing the
cooking. They said, “We’ve got two little old ladies in the kitchen.” It
wasn’t until sometime later that we discovered the two little old ladies were
their wives.
During this time I had a dream about Sue. Somehow, in the process of
making a film, we were walking along a cliff, with a school house at the
edge (reminiscent of Ryan’s Daughter). Suddenly and inexplicably I was in
the old manse. I went up the stairs to Patrick’s room. At the head of the bed
was a door. I went through into a small room. Sue was standing behind an
ironing board. I said, “You were ignoring me the other day.” She said, “Yes
I was.” Then I woke up.
Back in the real world, a letter arrived from Tim King, who like me had
also left Leeds before the end of term, although not for creative reasons.
Dear Jonesey,
How’s it been then? Did you get home safely? I can just
see your little face, contorted against the fifty miles an
hour wind, laced with deadly hail stones, and occasional
wayward bits of bird shit, as your Honda throws a wobbler,
and rattles every nut and bolt, as it bolts for Martham. But
I expect you’ve almost forgotten that now.
Well, I went to have my wisdom teeth out. I was a bit
nervous the night before, but managed to control any slight
misapprehensions that I did have by the time the morning
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came. I walked in the door of Dr Safiullah’s dentist shop at
eleven in the morning, and approached the young receptionist,
who said, “Ah, Mr King, four wisdom teeth out for you
today.” Then she turned to another young looking girl in the
room and said, “This should be fun.” She turned back to me,
with a vaguely amused smile, and told me to go upstairs with
the other girl, who promptly said, “Do you want to come
upstairs Mr King? Have you got your pyjamas?”
She led me up to a small room with three beds in it. Then
almost frantically she bundled me behind a curtain and told
me to get undressed and into bed, while explaining that the
reason she was pulling the curtain was that there was a lady
in the room. She then left. Once safely into the bed, my
curiosity grew as to where this other lady was, or whether
she meant herself. I peered round the curtain and suddenly
realised that the bundle on the opposite bed must be the
woman in question. At that point she rolled over, revealing a
face totally covered in congealed blood, let out a faintly
agonised groan, and relapsed into her coma. I lay back in bed
and thought about other things, and soon almost dozed off,
but was brought back to consciousness by the sound of
angry shouting next door in the operating room.
Peeking through my curtains once more I saw another young
girl, with shaved punk hair, and a doctor’s coat dyed
fluorescent pink, enter the room, gaze for a second at the
bloody woman, and then drop to her knees and crawl under
the bed. She seemed to be searching for something.
At that moment, a large, respectable, doctor type figure
entered the room, and began to explain to me, very precisely,
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and in a strong German accent, exactly how he was going to
administer the general anaesthetic, and what the effects
would be. Meanwhile, the punk girl was crouching stock still
under the bed, and I was wondering whether to mention this
to the anaesthetist, or indeed ask him about possible predrug hallucinations.
But before I had the chance he told me to follow him
through, and lie on the operating couch, and almost
immediately the punk girl was there too, rubbing my arm up
and down, and looking out of the window, and taping a needle
to my arm. The last thing I remember was that the chair
began to move, and I could see a small two year old type
face, with ginger hair, green eyes, and a green snotty chin, and
lip to match, in between two hands. My final hazy thought
was that it was a good thing the couch was on wheels, but
I couldn’t think why.
I couldn’t eat, or listen to music, or read, or even open my
eyes in the daytime for six days. All I could do was lie, and
think, and pray for my next codis. Everyone laughed when I
told them my eyes hurt, until the fifth day when I woke up
with two black eyes. I don’t know how the fucking dentist
managed that one. Anyway, apart from an inflamed hard vein in
my right arm, and a constant pain in the jaw, not to mention
an infected left nostril (NO JOKE) I’m all right now.
I’ll tell you the one about the young chiropractor girl when
I get back to Leeds, and I’ll also tell you about France, and
sing you two new songs.
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Well, I am thinking of you as you edit the epic. I can see all
the best bits spilling out of the kitchen bin, mixed with
spaghetti and Welsh rarebit leftovers. I warn you, you will
have Hell to pay when you get back if there is anything
missing at all. There again I know you’re not the sort of
person to stick mulishly to his principles if he can see that
an about turn would face him with a more favourable vista.
You’re not that sort of person are you? I once knew
someone who said you were that sort of person, but of
course I didn’t believe him (or her).
Anyway, one of the greatest delights of all next term’s many
delights will be your big day, which I look forward to
almost as much as one hundredth of you does, which is
probably a fairly strong looking forward to emotion. So, until
we meet again, steer clear of...
dogs in the road,
the Norfolk Mafia,
insincere women,
(tell me when you get back)
Philip Cook’s scornful sneer,
Rabid rabbits,
Alligator’s or Crocodiles,
and finally,
post-boxes.
Keep grimacing... yours truly Mr King.

PS MY TOOTH HURTS. OAAOW.
The day after Tim’s letter arrived my mother fell into a bunker on Caister
golf course and broke her wrist. My father didn’t believe it was broken, but
my mother insisted she heard a snap when she landed. An x-ray at the
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hospital confirmed she was right, and the nurse said my father was going to
have to do all the cooking for the next six weeks until they removed the
cast. In fact the cast had to be replaced twenty four hours later, when my
mother’s fingers began to swell up. My father managed well enough with
the cooking, although it had to be done under close supervision, which was
not to his liking.
Patrick rang up. He was confused about why he had received a letter from
me which was clearly meant for Sarah. Momentarily I was just as confused
as he was. Then I realised what had happened. I’d written both letters on the
same day, using identical paper and envelopes. I’d probably muddled them
up, eventually writing the wrong address on each envelope. So it seemed
likely Sarah had received Patrick’s letter. Pat was curious to know what was
in his letter. In reality both letters were probably pretty similar. The same
news would have gone into both of them, so I suggested they should swap
them over when they got back to Leeds. The start of term was only a few
days away, and there was no point in trying to re-write them.
The master tapes of my performance were on quarter inch reel to reel tapes.
Brian kindly took his tape-recorder into the telephone exchange in
Yarmouth, so I could go in and make some cassette copies. It also gave me
a chance to see some of my old colleagues. For that one day it was just like
going into work again.
On the Friday before term began I went back to Leeds, so I could prepare
my portfolio for the Royal College of Art. The next day I went into town
and bought a folder from one of the art shops. I stayed up until four in the
morning assembling all the items, filling in the forms, and attaching the
labels. I included scripts, essays, audio cassettes, my thesis, and my
graduation film. The whole thing was pretty heavy, but I lugged it down to
the station, and caught the eight-fifty train to London on Sunday morning,
after less than four hours sleep.
Jacky and I met at the Talk of the Town, and went for Sunday lunch to one
of the inappropriately named “Quality Inns” nearby. It wasn’t long before
the conversation got round to Henry. Things weren’t going well apparently.
I tried hard to appear sympathetic, although secretly I was pleased. She felt
trapped by his long term plans, particularly the joint house buying scheme.
This wasn’t a big surprise, since I’d known for some time she felt trapped
by any arrangement which committed her beyond the middle of the
following week. She had decided not to live with him, and she certainly
wasn’t going to buy a house with him. Unfortunately however she was still
seeing him, so it wasn’t all good news. But from my point of view things
looked a lot better than they had a couple of months before. She also said
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she wanted to come and visit me in Leeds, and meet some of the people
there. (This could have been because I did tend to depict Leeds as the
artistic centre of the universe.)
We had coffee in the West End, and then went to see a film called Starting
Over, which we both thought was very funny. It might not stand much
scrutiny now, but it had a good pedigree. The script was by James L.
Brooks, it was directed by Alan Pakula, and photographed by Sven Nykvist.
The problem was Burt Reynolds. He should have played it down a bit, but
he didn’t, and it looked as if the director didn’t have much control over him.
Later I went to see Barbie, while Jacky went home for a bath. We chatted
until about ten-thirty when Jeff (Jacky’s cousin, who was by then going out
with Barbie) came round, and gave me a lift back to Jacky’s. Susan (Jacky’s
older sister) was visiting, so I talked to her for a while.
On Monday morning I went into town with Jacky. She had recently got a
new job, not far from Hyde Park Corner. After saying good-bye to her I
walked along South Carriage Drive (in the park) and through Kensington
Gardens, until I got to the Albert Hall. The Royal College of Art was just
across the road, so I dropped off my portfolio, and then went for breakfast
at a little café overlooking the Serpentine.
It was a nice day, so I walked into the West End, and met Anne Carr (who
ran the film society in my first year) outside the Talk of the Town at one
o’clock. She had taken the afternoon off, so we got hamburgers for lunch,
did some shopping, and later went for a coffee. I hadn’t seen her for a long
time, so there was a lot to talk about. She was married, and working as a
solicitor, but she felt dissatisfied. It wasn’t quite as she had imagined. Work
tended to take over everything. There wasn’t much time to enjoy herself.
She missed being a student, and her social life in Leeds.
Dave Edwards and I met at the Railway Tavern when he came out of work
at five. We had a couple of pints and a chat before I caught the seven-fifty
train back to Leeds. I felt I’d got quite a lot out of a couple of days in
London, seeing several friends, and delivering the portfolio.
Back in Leeds the scramble for post-grad places was still going on. A letter
from the Slade had arrived, asking Adrian and Val for references.
Applications for Major State Studentships (grants for post-graduate
courses) had to be submitted to the Department of Education and Science
by the first of May. I had some difficulty getting the right paperwork, but
after talking to Sandy, and Mrs Parker, I was finally directed to the
Academic Office where Miss Escolme sorted things out. After persuading
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Val, Adrian, and Willy Tirr to fill in and sign the right forms, I finally got
everything in the post about four days later.
Sarah pretended to be upset at receiving the letter meant for Patrick.
Apparently I’d said something about her in it, so she feigned annoyance for
about one minute, until she couldn’t keep a straight face anymore. We went
for a drink and talked about doing some filming which we had discussed
the previous term. After consulting our diaries we agreed on a suitable date,
and I booked the video studio. It was a lot of trouble to go to for just one
shot, but it was crucial for the revised monologue I had in mind. I tried to
get her talking about Sue, but this time she was very reticent, which seemed
strange in view of what she had told me in the past.
On Saturday afternoon I rang Sue. Whoever answered the phone said she
had gone to make tea for a football team at the local youth club. I said I was
glad to hear she was using her free time productively, but the joke (such as
it was) didn’t seem to be appreciated. When I rang again later I got Sue, and
arranged to see her the following week.
Early in the term I had a number of social engagements. Paul and Christine
came over one evening. I visited Angie in Grimthorpe Terrace. John
Boardman and Russell Platt went for a drink in the bar with me one
evening. Tim and I hung around together one Sunday, first at mine, and
then at his, before going for a meal. We discussed the possibility of doing
some filming in Soho. (My idea was to make some sort of visual
accompaniment for the performance tape.)
On the last day of the month I visited Sue in Manchester. She met me at the
station, wearing gold stilettos. We didn’t really do much. A pub lunch in
town was followed by a bus ride out to her house. Her mum was very nice,
and made us some tea, while her brother taught me a clever little blues riff
on the guitar. What we talked about I don’t really remember, but I was there
for about ten hours, and we certainly weren’t stuck for conversation. After
tea Sue rang British Rail and found out there was a connecting train from
the local station at five past nine. We went to a nearby pub for a drink, and
turned up at the station in plenty of time, only to discover the information
was incorrect, and the only connecting train was at ten thirty-five. So we
went back to the pub for another hour and a half. It had been a very
enjoyable day. When the train eventually pulled away, I saw that Sue had
walked back onto the path by the railway line. She waved as I slowly
trundled past.
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I went into college and booked out the Arri ST camera, plus various other
accessories. However I didn’t end up filming anything, because Sarah
wasn’t very well. The rest of the day was a bit odd because I didn’t have
much else to do. Jacqui Challis chatted to me for a long time about
promoting bands, and making films. Then after tea in the canteen I went to
the Common Room for the disco. Why I did this I don’t know, because I
didn’t really enjoy it. However I did stay for quite a while, and didn’t get
home until late.
My plan to shoot some visuals, which would accompany the performance
audio tape, involved me filming Tim walking around in Soho. To this end
I’d managed to persuade Malcolm to let me have a roll of VNF (Video
News Film). This was reversal 16mm film, which was rather like Super 8
film in that there was no negative. It was therefore cheap to process, but
there was only one copy.
Tim and I went down to the station with the Arri ST camera after an early
breakfast on Friday. The first train to London was very crowded, so we
decided to wait for a later departure, and adjourned to a coffee bar nearby.
We managed to get seats on the next train, and arrived in London late in the
morning. We started walking towards the West End, eventually stopping for
lunch at a small café near the Slade. The whole of the afternoon was spent
filming, which proved to be more difficult than I had imagined. We were
threatened on more than one occasion by men who didn’t want us filming
their establishments, and certainly didn’t want to be caught on film
themselves. The trouble was, although the camera wasn’t large, it obviously
wasn’t the kind of thing a tourist would use. And I suppose tourists didn’t
generally shout, “Action,” just as they began shooting.
When a rather burly man came out of a massage parlour, and threatened us
for the second time, Tim and I decided to engage him in conversation. We
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said we were film students, and we’d been given this assignment, and if we
went back empty handed we would be in trouble with our lecturers. He said
that was nothing compared to what would happen if we didn’t fuck off
there and then. But we stood our ground, and he went back inside, although
not without a lot of grumbling. So we got our shot. The reality was, Soho
was pretty crowded, and I couldn’t see us being beaten up, on a busy street,
in the middle of the afternoon.
As it got towards evening, and the pimps came out, we were regarded as
just another business opportunity. One man offered us three women for ten
pounds. We tried to explain that we weren’t interested, but he was very
persistent, following us around for a while, describing how attractive they
were, as he tried to clinch the deal. Sometime later we were offered one
woman for thirty pounds. I said we’d had a better offer. He asked what it
was, so I told him. He said, “It’s a scam, he takes your ten quid, tells you to
wait outside a hotel down the road, and that’s the last you ever see of him or
your money. My girls are real. You don’t pay me anything. I give you the
address, you pay the girl when you get there.” I thanked him for the
information, but explained we really weren’t interested, so he moved on to
have a quiet word with someone else. We were finished by early evening.
Tim wanted to see a movie which I wasn’t interested in. So he went off to
the cinema, and I went back to Leeds.
On Bank Holiday Monday I went to see a strange British movie called
Radio On. It was showing at the Regional Film Theatre in Bradford. The
film was something like a Wenders movie (although I thought rather better)
but with an English twist. Tom Milne has described it as, “A rare, almost
eerie attempt at mythic British cinema.” The plot concerned a man who
travelled from London to Bristol, after the death of his brother, meeting
several people along the way. It was a bleak road movie, in black and white,
with a deliberately slow pace. Unfortunately it gave me the fundamentally
wrong impression that similar movies could be financed, made, and
distributed in England. In fact it was pretty much unique. It never happened
again. I can’t in all honesty say it influenced me creatively, but it
encouraged me in my belief (mistaken as it turned out) that I could
probably go on to make contemporary European art house films in the UK.
The supporting short film was rather unsatisfactory, although I thought
there were some good silences in it. What surprised me however was a shot
of a rather young looking Jacqui Challis standing outside a shop at the
beginning. When I asked her about it the following day she said it had been
made by someone in Sheffield when she was on her foundation course.
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A letter arrived from the Royal College of Art early one morning. I had
been shortlisted, and invited for interview. Gradually, during the day, I told
people. It felt exciting. I was one step nearer my immediate goal of a postgraduate place. Adrian and I had a brief chat about it. He said he really
hoped I would get in. The RCA was less mainstream than the National Film
School, and more practical than the Slade. He thought it was the right place
for me.
Graham helped me to shoot some additional material for the new cut of the
porn film. Since Sarah and I were appearing in front of the camera, I
couldn’t shoot it myself. We set it up in the video studio one afternoon, and
tried to match the lighting with the existing footage. In the end there was a
bit too much contrast, but it still worked quite well. Afterwards I bought
Sarah a pizza in Da Mario’s to say thank you. Inevitably we ended up
talking about relationships, and she gave me some interesting advice. She
said I should assume all women wanted to have sex with me, and proceed
confidently on that basis. On the (no doubt) rare occasion when I
encountered a woman who didn’t want to have sex with me I could rely on
her to say so. I told Sarah that what I had always most admired about her
was her sense of humour, and asked if I could count on her as a character
witness in any cases which came to court.
Tim and Charles and I went to the University to see a concert by Barbara
Thompson. When we got there we found the concert wasn’t on. I can’t now
remember if it had been cancelled, or if we had simply got the date wrong.
Anyway, we went to the Royal Park pub for a drink, and then back to
Tim’s, where he cooked us a good tea. At some point during the evening
Tim and I came up with the idea of an extra shot for the porn film. We
thought a close up of my glasses covered in steam might be quite funny.
At the weekend I had fish and chips two nights in a row. When I was out
doing the weekly shopping on Saturday I met Roy, and we went back to his
house in Churchill Gardens. We talked all afternoon, and then went out to
the chip shop, before spending the evening in the Fenton. The next day Tim
and I filmed my glasses steaming up, and later I went round to Tim’s for
fish and chips and a chat. There was still a bit of film left on the roll, so we
talked about what other shots might be useful. The following day after a trip
to the launderette, we filmed a little more.
The night before the RCA interview I had a long bath, and read a little
about Paul Watson and Steve Dwoskin. They were going to be on the
interview panel, and I managed to find articles about both of them in back
issues of Sight and Sound magazine. (Paul Watson was a documentarist
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who had made The Family for the BBC in 1974, and Steve Dwoskin was an
experienced avant-garde film-maker with a good reputation.)
After arriving in London I had a lager, and a cheese and onion sandwich, at
a pub in South Kensington, before making my way to the RCA
Photography School. Although I was applying to Film and TV, the
interviews were taking place in a building several hundred yards away from
the main campus, and tours of the facilities weren’t available. No one
explained why we weren’t allowed to visit the film school, but there were
rumours of political unrest. I arrived half an hour early, and sat on the steps
at the back of the building, before going upstairs for the interview.
Normally I enjoyed interviews. The opportunity to talk about myself, to
people who seemed to take a genuine interest, was something I loved.
However I didn’t enjoy this interview. The panel consisted of three or four
members of staff, and several students. Their attack on my film wasn’t
aesthetic (as might have been the case in Leeds) but political. I felt
comfortable with the critical issues (at least in terms of film culture) but not
so happy with their broadly marxist-feminist perspective. They weren’t
happy with the actions of my central character (letting himself into the flat
of the girl downstairs, and reading her letters) and they were blaming me
for the violation of her personal space and privacy. I felt obliged to point
out that it was only a film. One girl on the panel thought it was too real. I
said that was a good thing, and I was pleased the film had engaged her
emotionally.
I should have argued my case, but I just felt puzzled by the onslaught. I
often didn’t understand how they got to a particular position, and ended up
asking them questions. (Why do you assume I agree with what my
character does? What is wrong with explaining why someone does
something which is objectionable?) It certainly wasn’t a good interview. In
fact I thought it was the worst interview I’d ever had by a considerable
margin. Steve Dwoskin was the only person who gave any indication that
he understood why I’d made the film. As a panel they were pretty lethargic,
and seemed uncomfortable with each other (despite the unanimous
criticism). I concluded that no matter what I had said, it would have been
impossible to get them on my side. Given what they clearly felt about the
film, I couldn’t understand why I’d been shortlisted in the first place.
Afterwards I walked through Hyde Park to Jacky’s office, and we went for
a pizza nearby. She thought I was unusually quiet. Actually I was just
stunned. I felt as if I’d been whacked over the head. Nothing about what
had happened made any sense. I tried to explain it to her, but I couldn’t. So
we talked about other things. She was just about to move into a shared
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house in Clapham. Henry lived in Stoke Newington, so this was putting the
river between them. He had apparently been very persistent, despite Jacky’s
attempts to cool things down. So she was distancing herself physically.
Their relationship wasn’t ending (unfortunately) but they would have to
meet by arrangement, he would no longer be able to just drop in. She still
wanted to visit Leeds, so we made plans for her to come up after the late
May bank holiday.
Back in Leeds I had to begin work on the porn film. I checked the rushes,
then taped a new monologue, and finally found a free cutting room. After
working all evening I finished the edit at about half eleven, but I wasn’t
very happy with the result. The monologue seemed much too slow, even to
me. The next day I found Sarah, and asked her to take a look at it. She
identified a serious flaw in the soundtrack, which I had completely missed.
So, given the leaden pace of the monologue, and the audio problem, it
looked as if I would have to do it all again.
I talked to Adrian about the interview. Although he was sorry it hadn’t gone
well he thought I shouldn’t be too pessimistic. His view was that they might
well have been hostile towards everyone, and in that case no one would
have found it easy. Later I went for a drink in the union bar with Phil and
Tim who commiserated with me. A couple of days later I went round to see
Angie, and talked to her about it too. It seemed like a serious set-back.
Work was interrupted for a while when Malcolm (my tutor) had a mid-life
crisis. He decided he wanted to trade in his Volkswagen camper van, and
buy a sports car. This meant a day of trawling round the dealers to see what
he could find. I was more than happy to go with him, and try out the
various makes and models. We must have been the only prospective
purchasers to be seen measuring up the tiny boot of an MG to see if it
would accommodate an Arri BL camera kit. The salesman looked
momentarily stunned at one point when Malcolm asked him, “Do they do
this in a diesel?” (In those days they certainly didn’t.) By the end of the day
he was leaning towards an Alfa Romeo, despite my reservations. Italian
cars at that point had a reputation for spending more time being repaired
than they did on the road. No one could say it didn’t look good though.
Phil came round one evening, and we watched the late movie “No Blade of
Grass” on television. Denise had a small part in it, so we were interested to
see one of our tutors on the big screen, or more precisely on my twelve
inch, black and white, portable TV. Afterwards we talked until six in the
morning. Various things were discussed. One particular problem was an
article Dave Ball had written for Vague. Tim and Phil were both on the
editorial board, and although Phil thought it should go into the magazine,
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Tim objected strongly to its publication. We talked through all Tim’s
problems with it, but didn’t reach any conclusion. Then somehow, or should
I say inevitably, we got onto the subject of women. I was to some extent
comforted to learn Phil seemed to have had some far worse experiences
than I’d had. Two out of the next three nights were also spent with Phil,
arguing about Vague (which was really nothing to do with me) drinking in
the Royal Park, and after much indecision about what to see, watching
Alice’s Restaurant at the Hyde Park Picture House.
I hadn’t seen Sarah Denny (a friend from Norwich) for two years. The last
time I’d seen her she had been about to apply for a post graduate sculpture
course in Yorkshire, and had been intending to come and stay with me when
she came up for interview. However I suspect this idea hadn’t gone down
very well with her husband, because I didn’t hear anymore about it. The
following year I learned from a friend that Sarah and Hugh were living in
Harrogate, although I didn’t make any effort to go and see them. But with
only a month to go before I left Leeds, visiting them couldn’t be put off any
longer. So on a sunny Sunday afternoon I rode up to Harrogate on my
Honda 90. I visited a few gardens early in the afternoon, and then went
round to the address I’d been given. The door was answered by strangers.
They had moved into the house about a year earlier, but didn’t know who
lived there before, and didn’t have a forwarding address.
One morning I went into the film unit and found a message on the board. It
said, “David - Your father is buying a new Maserati, and would like to
know if you want the old Lamborghini.” Charles had written this as a joke
after receiving a telephone call from my father. In reality my father was
buying a new Morris Marina, and wanted to know if I would like to have
his ten year old Ford Escort. I had to give it some thought. I wasn’t sure I
could afford to run a car, and I didn’t know what I would be doing in the
next few months. After some consideration I decided the best thing to do
was accept it. If it turned out to be too expensive, I could always sell it.
During the afternoon I went round the motorcycle dealers to see what I
could get for my Honda 90. The going rate seemed to be about two hundred
pounds. This seemed very little given that it was only eighteen months old,
and had cost nearly three hundred and fifty. However that was the market
value, so I just had to live with it.
Adrian and I had a discussion about my degree show. We both thought it
should include more than just film. After the conversation with Jacqui
Challis I had already planned on having a studio space to show
photographs, scripts, and other written work, but the problem was how to
incorporate some performance. I didn’t fancy having a separate event, but
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wondered if I could get about ten minutes of it integrated into my film
show. I rang Malcolm, because he arranged the Fine Art film screenings,
and he agreed the idea. A couple of other people would also be showing
work (Phil and Charles) so if my show was going to be more complicated
(Super 8 and 16mm and performance) Malcolm thought mine should go on
last, which was fine with me.
Over the bank holiday weekend I went back to Norfolk to pick up the car.
Dad’s shiny new Morris Marina was sitting on the drive when I arrived, but
there was no sign of the Ford Escort. A couple of days before, my father
had driven the Escort into Great Yarmouth, and noticed that every time he
braked, the car veered to one side. He took it to my mother’s cousin (who
ran a small garage) and discovered the brake pipes were corroded and
leaking. My mother insisted the braking system was completely overhauled,
at my father’s expense, before the car was given to me. So it was in the
garage for a couple of days being repaired. After it came back I treated
some small bits of rust, and touched up the paintwork. Then I spent a
couple more days in Norfolk, driving over to Herringfleet to see Brian’s
band play, and going into Norwich to see a film, before travelling back to
Leeds.
I went to see Tim after arriving back, and showed him the car. He didn’t
look too impressed, and he also thought the engine sounded odd. (Actually
it was fine.) We went over to Phil’s house where we had a very strange
conversation. Phil seemed to be at his most scornful, and in particular was
very critical of Chris Newby. Something about it didn’t seem right to me. I
wondered what Chris had done to upset Phil, but it wasn’t possible to work
out what had happened from what Phil was saying. He just seemed to be
picking on everything about Chris, from his mannerisms to his work.
Eventually Phil hit on something which Tim also disliked about Chris, and
they discussed this for a couple of minutes. Suddenly the cupboard door
burst open, and Chris Newby popped out, wagging his finger, and shouting
at Tim.
I was quite shocked by it for a moment or two, although everything, of
course, suddenly became clear to me. Phil was laughing so much he could
hardly breathe, Chris was ranting, and not surprisingly Tim wasn’t very
pleased. Eventually everyone calmed down, and Phil and Chris admitted
they had plotted this practical joke together. Tim had quite a good sense of
humour, and he did laugh about it, but it was clear he wasn’t completely
happy.
Tim and I were going to watch my epic later in the evening, but Chris and
Phil (for some reason) didn’t fancy spending an hour and a half looking at
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long shots of Leeds. So Tim and I went for a pizza by ourselves, and then
went back to my place. However things didn’t go according to plan. We
couldn’t get the sound working. There was no obvious cause, so I decided
to give up, and search for the fault later, when I didn’t have a visitor. So we
drank coffee and chatted about films for a couple of hours.
The following day I went to the estate agent’s to hand in my notice. Paul’s
girlfriend Christine wanted to have my flat, so she came with me, and put
her application in before they had a chance to advertise it. When I got into
college I found I wasn’t the only person with a new car. Malcolm had
bought the Alfa Romeo, and took me for a quick drive in it. There was no
doubt it was impressive, and much more comfortable than the Volkswagen,
but it was also more expensive, and not as practical. Malcolm worked as a
stringer for various news organisations, and needed to carry camera gear
around, so I did wonder how he would get on with it.
The fault on the projector wasn’t hard to find. I fixed it, and then rang Tim.
He came round later in the evening, and we had a late night showing of the
epic. He was the first person other than Brian and myself to see it. In
general he liked it. The fact that it was erratic in terms of style didn’t worry
him particularly. He thought I should embrace the inconsistency, since it
reflected the changes in my perspective over the course of three years.
Sarah gave me a message from Sue. She was back in Leeds for a few days,
and was staying at the Old Manse. I dropped in that evening. Sue answered
the door, and offered me a cup of tea. We sat around talking for a while.
John (who had been asleep in his room) woke up sometime later and we
went down to the Eldon for a drink. We popped into the fish and chip shop
on the way back to the Old Manse, and picked up something to eat. I asked
Sue if she would like to go out for a meal the following night. She said she
would, so I arranged to pick her up at eight.
The next morning I found I had a puncture. I changed the wheel, and went
into the tyre centre on Woodhouse Lane, where I left the puncture to be
repaired. Then I went on a little trip to Harrogate. There were two reasons
for this. I wanted to find a small restaurant in the country, where Sue and I
could eat in the evening, and I also wanted to do a little detective work.
It occurred to me that if I were to knock on a few doors near Sarah and
Hugh’s old house in Harrogate, I could probably get their new address. I
thought it was likely they would know someone in the area. It turned out I
was right. Their next door neighbour directed me to another house nearby,
and the people living there told me Sarah was friends with someone just
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down the road. When I went there, and explained the situation, I was given
their new address in Ripon.
On the way back I found a nice restaurant not far from Bramhope. I popped
in and examined the menu, which looked pretty good, and since I was
meeting Sue at eight, I booked a table for eight-thirty. However when I
arrived at the Old Manse, Sue wasn’t there. By eight-thirty she still hadn’t
turned up. I rang the restaurant to cancel. Dave and Julie asked if I wanted
to eat with them. I accepted their kind offer, but five minutes later Sue came
in through the door. Dave and Julie were happy for me go off with Sue, so
we went to Da Mario’s for a pizza. It was a strange evening. She was very
speedy, talking a lot, extremely nervously. This was nothing like the
conversations we’d had before.
When we got back to my flat I showed her a small part of the Leeds film
(about ten minutes long) in which she appeared. It was re-photographed
video, which I’d shot a couple of years before, and cut to some music. We
talked again about Bettie Page, and Bunny Yeager, and Irving Klaw, and
nineteen fifties glamour models. (With the new interest in burlesque this is
now very fashionable, but it wasn’t at the time. I can’t work out if we were
ahead of our time, or quite a long way behind it.) Eventually I took her back
to the Old Manse at about four in the morning.
The following day I went back to the tyre centre on Woodhouse Lane, and
found they had been unable to repair the puncture. I had to have a new tyre.
The car looked as if it was getting expensive to run already.
Around the middle of the afternoon I went to the Old Manse. Sue answered
the door again. Sarah was there too, and was intent on going to a party
which no one else wanted to attend. She said she was man hunting. Sue had
brought some old Playboy magazines with her, which we looked through. It
seemed women were designed differently in those days. Jane cooked some
tea for everyone, and then we all went to the Bricklayer’s Arms for a drink.
After Sarah left for the party, Jane and Sue began to talk about prostitution
as a means of making some extra cash. Sue said, “So how much would you
pay me Dave?”
Back at the Old Manse I made cups of tea for everyone, and we sat around
talking. After a while Roy arrived, and Sue started talking to him. I left
quietly, and walked back to mine in the rain.
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Late in the evening Charles came round and stayed for a couple of hours.
We talked about films as usual, and what we might do the following year.
He was going to Nice with his girlfriend, but wanted to continue making
films, and to keep in touch.
When I went into college I found Sarah wandering around, and she wasn’t
in a good mood. She was supposed to be moving into the Old Manse, but
the man who should have been helping her to move all her things hadn’t
turned up. I asked if it would all fit in a Ford Escort. She thought it
probably would, so we drove out to Briestfield late in the afternoon and
started to load up. Even after filling the boot, the rear parcel shelf, the foot
wells, and the back seat, there were still a few things which we couldn’t get
in, so we decided to make two trips. After unloading the first consignment
at the Old Manse we sat and talked to Dave and Julie for a while before
returning to pick up the remainder.
Back in the village we packed nearly everything into the car, and then went
to the pub for a drink. Later, as Sarah was picking up a few last bits and
pieces, and stuffing them into a carrier bag, I talked to the man who owned
the house she had been living in. He told me how much he liked her, and
said, “Whoever gets her will have a bargain, as long as she cools down a
bit.” He was very sorry to see her go. There were tears in his eyes as she
prepared to leave. He asked if she would go back and visit him, and she
said she would. They hugged one another. We went across the road for her
to say good-bye to the horse in the field opposite the house. She fed it some
grass for the last time, and we set off for Leeds. After unloading at the Old
Manse we went to Da Mario’s for a pizza, and then back to mine for coffee.
We talked for a long time, and I played her my Sue Swift song, which she
found quite amusing.
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Since Malcolm had agreed I could include an element of performance in the
film screenings, I had to decide how best to integrate the various items. It
seemed a good idea to show the long serious film first, and then move on to
the shorter more amusing films. As there was very little difference in style
between them, I thought the performance should fit into the gap, in order to
change the mood. Initially I wasn’t sure what form the performance should
take, but I thought an interview, which gave me the chance to tell some of
the anecdotes from Bedtime Stories, would be a good idea. I asked Val
Gausden if he would be willing to conduct the interview, in the style of
Melvin Bragg on the South Bank Show. Val had a similar, rather gentle
approach, when leading his seminars, and was ideally suited to the role. We
talked it through for a while, and he agreed to participate, as long as he had
a script well in advance.
I thought of going to an end of term disco in Brunswick Terrace. As I was
going home to get changed I met Sarah, so I walked along with her. On the
way we popped into the fish and chip shop, and got some chips which we
eat in the park. After that I went back to the Old Manse with her, and sat
around talking until late. In the end I didn’t make it back to the disco.
After a bit more work on the porn film (shortening the opening sequence) I
went for a meal with Roy, followed by a drink. Like everyone else he was
getting slightly edgy because of the approaching deadlines. The degree
show was fixed. It was the first time we were up against dates which
couldn’t be moved, even in an emergency. We thought this was what it must
be like to work in TV. On the walk back through the park I came across Tim
and Chris Newby who were filming. Although I talked to them for a few
minutes, I left them to get on with it. They had quite a bit to shoot before it
got dark.
Jeff Nuttall wanted a copy of something I’d written. I photocopied it, and
then delivered it early one morning to Mrs Parker, who was the
departmental administrator. Just as I was leaving the office I bumped into
Bill Major (photography tutor) who was responsible for co-ordinating the
second choice interviews. (These were for applicants who had not put
Leeds as their first choice college.) There had to be a student on the panel,
and he didn’t have one, and because it was so early I was the only one in
the building. I couldn’t really refuse to do it, particularly as it wouldn’t
have been a good time to antagonise any of the staff, who would all be
marking our work within the month. Luckily only one candidate turned up,
and I was able to get on with editing my film.
Early one afternoon Sarah and I left for Ripon, to pay Sarah and Hugh a
surprise visit. Having only recently got their new address, this was really
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my only chance to see them before leaving Leeds. I thought the two Sarah’s
would get on well together, and it was also a chance for a day out, and a
look round Ripon. On the way we went to see some Devil’s Arrows. This
was followed by a visit to the Cathedral, and tea in the Cosy Café, before
we went over to Sarah and Hugh’s house.
We knocked on the door. Although Hugh was, of course, surprised to see
us, he invited us in for a cup of tea. Sarah was upstairs in bed with a
headache, but came down later. The conversation was slow at first, but
picked up after a while, and we all went to the pub. The two Sarah’s
certainly did hit it off. They weren’t particularly alike (apart from the
obvious similarity of them both being small and slim and called Sarah) but
they did complement one another, and the conversation went well. Later we
went back to the house for cheese and biscuits, and some coffee. We left at
about midnight, having been invited back for a trip to the cinema (although
this seemed unlikely to happen as I was leaving Leeds at the end of the
month). While driving back in the car Sarah said she really liked the other
Sarah, but she didn’t like Hugh, and couldn’t understand how they came to
be married. She thought Sarah was very interesting, but was being stifled
by Hugh, who was quiet but controlling.
Because I wasn’t happy with the price offered by the motorbike shops for
my Honda 90 I decided to advertise it in the Yorkshire Post. Unfortunately I
wasn’t on the phone, so all I could do was give the address. The advert
went in on Friday evening, and I stayed in all weekend waiting for someone
to call round. No one turned up. A few days later I took the bike into
Watson and Cairns. They kept it overnight for an evaluation, before making
a final offer, which I reluctantly accepted.
There was a rare screening of Lawrence of Arabia at the Playhouse one
Sunday evening. Angie, Val, Phil, Tim, Chris Newby and Mick Pike all
decided to go. Several of us were going to meet at my flat, and then walk
down together. Angie and Val arrived early for coffee and biscuits, but no
one else turned up. We decided to leave without them, but met Phil, Tim,
and Chris on the pavement outside, just as we came out of the front door.
They all enjoyed the film, which pleased me greatly, since I’d been telling
everyone how good it was. We went back to Mick Pike’s house for coffee,
but the conversation was rather restrained, probably because the two girls
were there.
The following morning I woke up early, and couldn’t get back to sleep. It
was a fresh summer morning, and the sun was out, so I got up, and pottered
around in the flat for a while. After a leisurely breakfast I decided to go into
college. When I went downstairs I discovered the post had already been
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delivered, and there were two envelopes lying behind the front door, both
addressed to me. One was in Jacky’s handwriting, and the other had a Royal
College of Art coat of arms on the front. I opened the one from the RCA,
thinking I knew what was in it. I was a bit disgruntled as I stuck my finger
under the flap, because I expected it to confirm my considered view that the
interviewing panel were a miserable lot who certainly weren’t going to
offer me a place.
I read the first sentence, but it didn’t seem to make sense. “Dear Mr Jones,
we are pleased to offer you a place on the MA course in Film and
Television.” I had to read it again. There seemed to be no logic to it, but
nevertheless, despite the terrible interview, I’d got in. Maybe Adrian was
right, and they’d given everyone a hard time. Anyway, however it had
happened, I was delighted. I went round with a smile on my face for the rest
of the day.
Once in college I gradually told my friends. Malcolm and Adrian weren’t
in, so I rang them at home. Later I phoned my father from Tim’s house to
tell him. In the evening Tim and I went for a pizza to celebrate.
The following day I had to ring up the Department of Education and
Science and sort out the bursary. Later I went round to Grimthorpe Terrace.
Paul, Christine and Val were there. We had a cup coffee, and sat around
talking. They were pleased for me. Eventually Angie turned up, but she
wasn’t in a good mood for some reason (which was most unlike her) and I
left after a while, since she clearly didn’t want to talk about whatever had
upset her.
Tim left for Camp America in the middle of June (as he had done the
previous year). He popped round to my flat one Wednesday evening to say
good-bye. He would still be in Leeds the following year, and I knew I
would visit him, but I also knew it wouldn’t be the same. As he walked
back down the stairs for the last time, that was when I really understood one
part of my life was coming to an end. I had hugely enjoyed it, and would
have loved to get it back, and have the experience all over again. But I
knew that in a few weeks time it would exist only in my memory.
Sue was back in Manchester so I went to visit her. This was the first time
I’d driven there in the car. It didn’t take very long on the motorway, and I
found her house easily enough. We had a cup of tea, and then went into
town. After wandering around for a while we had a coffee, and a long talk.
Later in the afternoon I drove over to Janet’s new house, in time to meet her
when she got home from work. She was living with Malcolm by this time.
(This was another Malcolm, not my personal tutor.) They showed me round
276

the house, and we all had tea. Malcolm was a musician and photographer,
so we had quite a bit in common. He played some piano and guitar, we had
a look at some of his slides, and he also showed me his Nikon camera. Then
we went to the pub for a drink before I left late in the evening.
Getting the static part of my show ready took a lot of time. Altogether I
spent about ten days working on it. Malcolm (my tutor) helped with the
logistics, and also persuaded other members of staff to lend a hand. Doug
Haig in Educational Technology made some twenty by sixteen prints for
me. We also needed to do some specialist work, producing high contrast
negatives, which would be used to make the posters. This required
equipment which we didn’t have in Fine Art, so Doug helped me out with
that as well. Later Malcolm got me screens and lights from Ben Johnson, to
give the presentation of the posters and prints a professional look.
The less glamourous side of things also needed some attention. I had been
allocated a room on the balcony of the main studio to use for my degree
show exhibition. This had to be cleared out, and given several coats of
white paint. I wanted a central screen, suspended from the ceiling, which
involved a lot of messing about with wires to get everything level. After a
few delays, the processing and mounting of the photographs turned into a
kind of production line. Doug would deliver a dry print, I would spray
mount it on hardboard, the edges would be cut to size in the workshop, and
then finally Malcolm and I would hang it on the screen. By this time
another print would be ready and the process would be repeated. Almost the
last thing I did was to paint the floor, so it would be clean when the
exhibition opened. Then on the day before the show I put out the folders
containing my other work.
All this was interspersed with a lot of socialising. I chatted to John
Boardman, went with Phil to a party, and Sarah came round for tea at my
flat. But it was noticeable that we didn’t talk quite so much. As time went
on, people were more on edge, and became preoccupied with preparations
for the final show, which was fast approaching.
Angie, Val, Ulla and Mike came round for a screening of the Leeds epic at
my flat. This was one of several small viewings, where it got a generally
good reception. However I never did show the whole film in college. This
was partly because I wasn’t really happy with the final cut, but in any case
it was completed too close to the degree shows to put on a big event.
About a week before the shows opened I had to go to London for an
interview at the Slade School of Fine Art. The discussion was very
constructive, and they liked my proposal for a PhD thesis, on the use of
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music in American independent cinema of the nineteen seventies. They
wanted to offer me a place. I explained I had just been accepted to do an
MA at the Royal College of Art, and since it was a practical course I
thought this was what I would prefer to do. They said that if it fell through
for any reason I should go back to them, or alternatively I might like to reapply after completing my MA. The whole experience was friendly and
positive. If I’d had to choose where to go on the basis of the interview I
would have chosen the Slade, but I thought the RCA was more likely to
help me in terms of my long term plans.
Late in the afternoon I went to see Jacky. We met in Grosvenor Place,
where she was working, and went for a meal at a restaurant nearby.
Afterwards we went to a pub for a couple of drinks. The conversation was
good until about ten o’clock. Then it started to go downhill. The essence of
the problem was that although she was no longer committed to Henry, she
wasn’t really sure how she felt about me. She needed me in her life
apparently, but felt I was too negative about her future plans. I had been
intending to stay at her new house in Clapham, and return to Leeds the
following day. However I could see the argument going on all night, so I
decided to go back to Leeds on the late train. Unfortunately, after a delay in
getting to the station, I didn’t get a train until ten past one in the morning.
While I was sitting on the concourse waiting, I wondered if I’d made the
right decision.
Three days later Jacky arrived in Leeds, on a visit which had been planned
well before the argument. It didn’t get off to a good start when Henry
dropped her off at my flat, and said he would pick her up a couple of days
later, when they were supposed to attend a party. (He was visiting relatives
in Huddersfield.) I invited Henry in for a coffee. What became apparent
was that Henry still didn’t know the exact nature of the relationship
between me and Jacky. He thought we were just friends from school, and he
was quite happy to leave her with me.
The show was due to open in a few days, and most of it was ready. I took
Jacky into the studios and let her look round the exhibition. The things she
liked most were Patrick’s boxes. They were also my favourites, but I hadn’t
told her, so it was interesting that we both felt the same way. As the day
went on I could feel a kind of tension developing. In the evening we went
to see Bertolucci’s La Luna at the Hyde Park Picture House. (Pretty good,
but not up to the standard of his earlier work.) Later, in the course of a long
conversation, it became clear she still hadn’t resolved the situation with
Henry (which I’d pretty much guessed when he turned up on the doorstep)
so things were difficult to say the least.
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The next day, while I continued to work on the show, Jacky pottered around
by herself. She spent the morning in town shopping, and the early afternoon
exploring the Leeds Polytechnic library. When I’d finished mounting and
hanging photographs we went up to the film department, and I showed her
my 16mm films. She didn’t say very much, which wasn’t a particularly
good sign. If she liked something she would generally tell me, but if not she
was quite reserved, and reluctant to discuss it. My defensiveness probably
contributed to this. (Interestingly, when it came to criticising my attitudes or
behaviour, she was pretty straightforward.)
We went to Da Mario’s for a meal. She was still pretty quiet. Eventually I
found out why. She didn’t want to go to the party with Henry the following
day. I suggested she should phone him, but she said he would put pressure
on her to go. Nevertheless, on the way back to the flat she did call him, and
the conversation was easier than she expected. He wasn’t too bothered, and
accepted that she would go back to London on the train. During the evening
I showed her the Leeds epic, but once again she didn’t say very much about
it. By this time, talking about anything had become very difficult, and I was
pretty fed up with her, and with Henry. I wanted to pick up my keys and go
out for a walk by myself, but I didn’t do it. The next day I walked her down
to the station. We were largely silent by then. She didn’t look happy, and I
certainly didn’t feel too good either. I hoped I would feel better once the
train had gone, but I didn’t.
Sue wanted to come to Leeds for the degree shows. So on the Sunday
afternoon before the shows opened I went to Manchester to fetch her. Since
acquiring the car I’d rigged up a system for playing music. This involved
connecting my radio-cassette player (which was quite big) to the cigarette
lighter socket, and putting a couple of hi-fi loudspeakers in the foot wells. I
drove across to Manchester, playing my ‘Bob Dylan at Budokan’ album. It
was a good day. The sun was low, in a very blue sky, with huge dramatic
clouds floating above a golden landscape. The motorway was pretty clear,
particularly on the return journey, and just being out in the car was an
enjoyable experience. When we got back to Leeds I dropped her at the Old
Manse, and had a fish and chip supper.
On the day before the internal assessment film show, Malcolm had a
rehearsal. We didn’t actually screen anything, but we did go over which
films were being shown, and in what order, and how the prints should be
marked up. The video studio doubled as a cinema, so we had to put the
seats out, hang the side curtains, and arrange a small stage to one side of the
screen for my performance. The sound system was designed for 16mm, but
both Charles and I were showing some Super 8, so we had to wire up an
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amplifier and some speakers. It was very late by the time I eventually got
home.
Despite the fact that it was a morning show, the video studio filled up quite
quickly. An unusually large number of staff turned up (because they had to
mark our work) but the audience was mostly made up of students.
Eventually they settled, and the lights went down. Charles and Phil
screened their films first. Then came my serious film. By this time I was
pacing up and down in the projection box, knowing there was only a short
time before my performance/interview with Val Gausden. The film ended,
the lights went up, and Val and I climbed onto the stage. The script was
basically a shortened version of Bedtime Stories. Since performing this
with Patrick six months before I’d had a chance to study the tape, and learn
from the previous experience. So I began with one of the better stories,
which had an early punch line. This was effective in quickly changing the
mood. Things went well, and the later humorous films also seemed quite
successful. When the porn film came on, the small Christian group in the
Fine Art department all walked out. The element of surprise worked well,
and there was much hysterical laugher. Afterwards several people
congratulated me, and almost everyone seemed to think it was a good
presentation of the work.
The only person who wasn’t happy was Adrian. He favoured a more
theatrical approach. His advice was to dispense with the interviewer, and be
the only person on stage. I asked Val Gausden what he thought. He said
Adrian was probably right, but I would have to find a suitable format for a
one person show. I thought for a while about what theatrical device I could
use. At some point during the following week I decided I could start the
performance by appearing to make a tape letter to a friend. So the script
was adjusted accordingly, ready for the external assessment show.
To celebrate, Charles, Phil, and myself went to the steak bar in Pannal for a
meal. We all thought the internal show had gone well, and we were in a
very good mood. It was an excellent meal, and we really enjoyed it. By the
time we got home we were all tired, after a busy couple of days.
After having a drink with John and Sue, I asked Sue if she would like to go
for one final meal with me. She told me to ask her the next day when she
was sober. So I went round to the Old Manse at lunchtime. She was sitting
on the porch in the sun. We chatted for a while, and decided to go for an
Italian meal in the evening. I asked when I should pick her up. She said
we’d better make it about nine to be on the safe side.
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In the afternoon I filmed Anne Tilby’s performance. She had turned the
video studio into the interior of an aircraft, complete with air stewardesses.
Malcolm was most impressed with this (particularly with the stewardesses)
but I didn’t find it very convincing. Filming it was tricky, because I was
never quite sure what was going to happen next. I did waste a certain
amount of film, by concentrating on one girl who was very attractive, but I
didn’t get to see the results of my endeavours. At the end I handed all the
film over to Anne, and by the time it had been processed I was back in
Norfolk.
Sue and I went to Da Mario’s. The meal wasn’t too good. I had spaghetti
and didn’t like it. However the conversation was interesting. We talked
about sex and relationships mostly, strangely concentrating mainly on the
things we didn’t like. Later we went back to mine for coffee.
Once the internal marks were in, Malcolm explained how the system
worked, and secretly told me what I’d got. The highest and lowest scores
were discounted, and then the remaining marks were averaged. You needed
seventy or over to get a first, and I’d got exactly seventy. I was rather
disappointed. The problem was that the marks for my complementary
studies course work, and my thesis, would also be taken into account. I
thought these would tend to reduce my final score, probably giving me an
upper second.
I was quite competitive, and probably didn’t look very pleased, because
Malcolm told me not to be daft. He said seventy was currently the highest
score. Normally about five first class degrees were awarded, so the internal
examiners had been under-marking. In these circumstances the external
examiners would probably raise the marks of most students to bring them
into line with national averages, so he felt I was still in with a good chance
of getting a first. I was sworn to secrecy, because the process was supposed
to be confidential. The only published information was the final list of
degree classifications.
Later I went round to Grimthorpe Terrace where Paul, Christine and Angie
were having a leaving party. It was fun, although it was sad to be saying
good-bye to them. Angie was going to London at some point over the
summer, and she gave me her aunt’s phone number, so I could get in touch
when I arrived.
I was about to become homeless. To save money I had given notice on my
flat, and this expired at the end of June. So I had to move out a week before
the end of term. I booked a van from Godfrey Davis, and picked it up on
Saturday morning. Perhaps because the flat was larger than in previous
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years it took a lot longer than usual to pack everything up. After a break for
lunch I finally had everything loaded in the van by about four in the
afternoon. I drove back to Norfolk, arriving late in the evening. Mary
helped me to unload everything into my bedroom.
On Sunday morning I unpacked, and tried to make the room look more
habitable. After lunch I started driving up to Mansfield to pick up Patrick. I
found some difficulty in getting onto the correct road at Newark, and then
had more trouble finding Century Avenue. I had Sunday tea with Mel, her
mum, Katy, and Pat. Then we set off for Leeds. Pat put Bob Dylan’s Desire
album on the cassette player (the choice might have been limited) and we
drove up the motorway. The music had to be on loud so that we could hear
it over the engine noise. Once again there were some good clouds,
illuminated by the low sun on the Yorkshire skyline.
After getting back, and while I still had the van, I helped Christine move a
few larger items into the flat. (She was going to become the new tenant in
just over twenty-four hours.) As we were standing outside, Patrick, Sarah,
and John walked past. Sarah came across the road and gave me a big hug. I
was surprised, but quickly discovered she wanted a little favour, although
not for herself. Sue had to sign on during the following week, but she also
wanted to go to the Old Manse soirée on Thursday evening. Sarah
wondered if the three of us could go on a day trip to Manchester in my car,
and solve the problem that way.
Monday was a busy day. I returned the van early in the morning, and then
spent the day with Charles setting everything up for the external assessment
show. We had to do exactly the same as we’d done the previous week,
sorting out the sound for the Super 8 part of the show, and making a little
stage just to the side of the screen. Afterwards I went round to my old flat in
Hyde Park Road, picked up the few things I’d left there, and put them in the
boot of the car. Charles and I went to the Royal Park for a drink, and since I
was going to be officially homeless at midnight, I stayed the night at his
house.
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The show went on in the morning, and the video studio was packed. It was
standing room only. For a while I didn’t understand. Then someone asked
when the porn film was coming on, and I realised why it was so full. Even
the security staff, who had shown no interest in art up to that point, were
standing at the back. The external assessors took their seats at the front, and
the show began. When it got to my part there were a few sniggers even
during the serious film. There was a definite feeling of anticipation in the
audience. They were almost waiting to laugh. The monologues were much
tighter, and the more theatrical presentation worked well. I was able to
prolong the pauses, and make them wait for the punch line. There was a lot
of applause at the end. The external assessors came across to talk to me.
They were smiling, and it looked as if they had enjoyed it. One of them
(Leopoldo Maler) gave me his card, and said if I was ever in New York I
should get in touch with him, as he knew some clubs where I could
perform. Then it was back down to earth. Charles and I cleared up all the
equipment, and the chairs, before going to the bar for a pie and a pint.
During the afternoon I paid a last visit to Sarah Rogers. I hadn’t seen a lot
of her during the final year of the course, because she had graduated a year
earlier, but she was one of the people I most liked, and I didn’t want to
leave Leeds without saying good-bye.
After getting some fish and chips, Sarah, Sue and I left for Manchester
during the early evening. We had a cup of tea with Sue’s mum when we got
there, and then we went to the pub. When we got back to the house
everyone except us went to bed. We sat around talking, while Sarah
continued to make a skirt she had been working on. The next morning, after
Sue had signed on, we drove back to Leeds. By this time I’d spent four days
constantly moving around, without a place to live, and without being able
to get any time to myself. This wasn’t something I was comfortable with,
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and there were still a couple of days to go before the end of term. I was
trying to remain good humoured, but it was a struggle.
After a couple of drinks in the Coberg I loosened up a bit. We all went to
see a performance by Diz in the afternoon, after which I spent some time in
the bar with George and Wig. Roy was showing his film in the video studio
as part of the Graphics show, so I went up to see that, and thought it was
good. I talked to Roy for a while, and then went to the university to see
Janey, and say good-bye to her. Everything was happening too quickly. I
stayed the night at the Old Manse.
The day before the end of term was pretty quiet. I wandered round the
department talking to people in the morning, and went for a last look round
the city centre in the afternoon. With no home to go back to, it felt as if I
was a tourist. I returned later to meet Patrick. We went for something to eat,
and a long chat. At around six I went to Bradford to see Four Nights of a
Dreamer, a very rarely shown Robert Bresson film. Despite the fact that it
clashed with the Old Manse soirée I couldn’t turn down the opportunity to
see it.
Later in the evening, when I returned to the Old Manse, I discovered I
hadn’t missed much. The soirée was a very subdued affair, as perhaps was
appropriate for the end of an era. Sue was paying a lot of attention to a large
lorry driver, who apparently was a friend of Sarah’s. After Roy and Leo
turned up, people began to play instruments. At their suggestion I played a
couple of songs, one of which was “Swiftly Swiftly” the tongue in cheek
song about Sue, and the other was an old Bob Dylan song called “She
Belongs to Me”. (“She’s got everything she needs, she’s an artist, she don’t
look back.”) Charles and I stayed until quite late before going back to his,
where I spent my last night in Leeds.
On the last day of term I went up to the notice board, just outside the office
on the first floor, to get my results. There were several people milling
around. Eventually I got close enough to read the two sheets of paper which
had been pinned up. I’d got a first. I was pleased with the result, but found
it hard to be really happy about it. I was more concerned about the fact that
it was my last day in Leeds. Although in reality, my normal life in Leeds
had probably ended at least a couple of weeks before.
I phoned Malcolm to tell him the result, and then I phoned my mum and
dad. People were wandering around the show (which had been open to the
public for a few days) and quite a few friends were there too. Some people
were happy with their degrees, but quite a few weren’t. It was a difficult
topic of conversation.
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When the show closed, Sarah and I cleared our areas, and filled my car with
photographs and folders. I ran her back to the Old Manse and helped her
unload. While she sorted her things out, I made a quick trip round to see
Adrian and Denise. I was returning a tape recorder I had borrowed, but I
was also saying good-bye to them. On the way back I climbed over a wall
onto the ridge, and took a strange route from there to the Old Manse. It was
a part of Headingly which I’d never seen before. I picked Sarah up and we
went for a meal to Bistro Five. She was going off to Holland in a few
weeks, and was intending to work her way overland to India. We exchanged
addresses, and said we would keep in touch.
Back at the Old Manse Wig gave me a book. It was the Tao Te Ching by
Lao Tsu. Everyone had written something in the front of it. I wasn’t sure
why they had decided to give it to me, but I was touched by it. As we were
all sitting around, early in the evening, I took a few photographs.
Patrick and I left for Mansfield. An hour or so later we were there. I went in
for a cup of tea with him and Mel, and then we said good-bye. As I drove
away from Century Avenue I felt that really was the end of Leeds for me. I
knew I would see everyone again, but it wouldn’t be the same. In the future
it would be much more fragmented. We wouldn’t ever again be a small
community, living and working together.
POSTSCRIPT
When I got home to Norfolk at one in the morning I found my father had
stayed up to congratulate me. We talked for quite a long time before I went
to bed.
The next day a tape arrived from Jacky. It was Planet Waves by Bob Dylan,
an album which I didn’t have. I played it immediately, and liked it. The
songs told the story, in an oblique way, of a difficult relationship.
When I met Jacky a couple of days later I found the relationship with Henry
was over. During the summer I saw her several times. That was probably
the best time we had together. Unfortunately it didn’t last. She began
spending more and more time in Israel. Although the relationship continued
by letter, and in little intense periods when she was back in England, we
gradually had less and less in common. Eventually she met someone else,
and was married in 1984.
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