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“Charming and at times revelatory...

A voice of (relative) sanity in the eye of a
comedic storm, Palin paints so vivid a picture
that the reader becomes a Python by proxy.”

—The New York Times Book Review

he second volume of Michael Palin’s diaries
covers the bulk of the 1980s, a decade in which
the ties binding the Pythons loosened—they made
their last film Monty Python’s Meaning of Life in 1983.
For Michael, writing and acting took over much of his
life, culminating in his appearance in A Fish Called Wanda,
in which he played the hapless, stuttering Ken, and won
a BAFTA for Best Supporting Actor. Halfway to Hollywood
follows Palin’s tortuous trail through seven movies and
ends with his final preparations for the documentary that
was to change his life—Around the World in 80 Days.
During these years he co-wrote and acted in
Terry Gilliam’s Time Bandits as well as appearing in
Gilliam’s follow-up success Brazil. Palin co-produced,
wrote and played the lead in The Missionary opposite
Maggic Smith, who also appeared with him in
A Private Function, written by Alan Bennett. In television
the decade was memorable for East of Ipswich, inspired by
his links with Suffolk. Such was his fame in the US, he
was enticed into once again hosting the enormously
popular show Saturday Night Live. He filmed one of the
BBC’s Great Railway Journeys as well as becoming
chairman of the pressure group Transport 2000. His life
with Helen and the family remains a constant, as the
hildren enter their teens.
lin’s joy of writing is evident once more in
Halfway to Hollywood as he demonstrates his continuing

sense of wonder . ~world in which he finds himself.

A world of screens largc and small.

. ”n
GWoLle

»

"UILT wep - ¢Q6T ulgT e




B BP By ST

- e o . Ve s

-






























List of illustrations

Section One:

With Laurel and Hardy in the garden at home'

Rachel Palin at Tower Bridge®

Tom with Denis the cat’

By a pool in Kenya®

Tied to a tree with Shelley Duvall, Time Bandits 1981°

Filming the Giant on Wembley Studio roof, Time Bandits 1981°

Pythons at the Hollywood Bowl 1980*

With George Harrison, Denis O’Brien, John Cleese and Neville Thompson on Time Bandits
set”

John rehearsing Silly Walk, Hollywood Bowl 1982°

MP and John in Dead Parrot sketch, Hollywood Bowl 1982*

MP disrobing during Camp Judges sketch, Hollywood Bowl 1982°

Framed photos from the Missionary 1982°

MP with Rachel on set, Missionary 1982*

Bathing in the waterfall at Shava Lodge, June 1982°

Richard Loncraine, MP plus executive producers, Missionary 1982°

Receiving award from Chamrousse Festival, March 1985*

MP as The Missionary®

MP receives pie in the face, Missionary publicity, Dallas October 19827

MP before cameras at same event’

MP as TV Presenter for Comic Roots, Shefhield 1983>

Section Two:

Pythons (sans Eric) at video launch, September 1985"

MP and animals supporting City Farm, 1984°

MP as Dad in Every Sperm is Sacred, Meaning of Life 1982°

Eric, Terry Jones, MP with friends, Christmas in Heaven, Meaning of Life 1982’
Dad with children, Meaning of Life 1982°

Pythons on location, jungle scene, Meaning of Life 1982°

MP as Jack Lint, Brazil 1984°

MP, Terry Gilliam and Jonathan Pryce rehearsing Brazil 1984°

MP surprised by Jonathan Pryce, Brazil 1983°

Terry Gilliam with Ray Cooper’

MP’s mother in New York, January 1984™

MP, sister Angela, Nancy Lewis and his mother, New York January 1984
MP’s mother and Angela, Saturday Night Live party, January 1984°
Tristram Powell and Innes Lloyd, East of Ipswich filming, June 1986



End of filming party, East of Ipswich’

MP, Terry Gilliam, David Robinson, John Cartwright and interpreter, Moscow 1986°
MP’s mother and neighbour, at Reydon, Southwold, Suftolk®

Launching a rebuilt steam engine, Bluebell Railway*

“Mash” Patel, newsagent®

Sam Jarvis, painter and decorator’

Section Three

Will Palin and Eric Idle, at Eric’s cottage in France 1984°
Al Levinson and Norman Rosten, Brooklyn, New York*

Filming of Private Function, 1984

George H and Denis O’Brien, Executive Producers’

Alan Bennett and MP on location in Yorkshire®

Maggie Smith and MP on location

Trying to kill the pig. MP, Betty (the pig) and Maggie Smith"

Alan Bennett, Maggie Smith, MP with large foot, on location"

The two Grannies, Helen and MP, Private Function Royal Premiere, November 21st 1984°

Denholm Elliott and others in Private Function cast, in the gents toilet, Great Western Hotel
Paddington"'

Will, Tom, Rachel and Helen in Majorca, August 1986°

MP in cycling publicity shot, March 1986°

MP on Joan Rivers Show, 1986"

A Fish Called Wanda, Summer 1987

MP with Charlie Crichton®

MP with stand-in Gerry Paris®

MP with Kevin Kline*

John Cleese trying to get information from MP"
Ken Pile. Fan photo"

Jamie Lee Curtis and MP embrace"

The family with Granny outside Sunset House, Southwold 1987
MP on location with Joyce Carey, Number 27, June 1988°

1 Brian Moody

2 Author’s Collection
3 HandMade Films Partnership
4 Sam Emerson

s Pic Photos

6 Trevor Jeal

7 Andy Hanson

8 Chris Richardson

9 David Appleby

10 Mark Mullen

11 David Farrell

12 Erik Heinila

13 David James

While every effort has been made to trace copyright holders, if any have inadvertently been overlooked the
publishers will be pleased to acknowledge them in any future editions of this work.












John Cleese, formerly married to Connie Booth, one daughter, Cynthia,
born 1971, married Barbara Trentham 1981, separated 1987

Graham Chapman, partner David Sherlock. John Tomiczek (adopted)
Eric Idle, married Tania Kosevich 1981

Robert Hewison. Contemporary of MP at Brasenose College, Oxford 1962~
5, during which time he persuaded MP to perform and write comedy for

first time.

Simon and Phillida Albury. Simon met MP after Oxford in 1965. Television
journalist, producer and Gospel music fan.

Ian and Anthea Davidson. Met MP at Oxford. Encouraged him to perform

in revue and gave him early work at the BBC. A writer and director and
occasional Python performer.

Chris Miller and Bill Stotesbury. Chris looked after Eric’s son Carey
during Life of Brian. Bill 1s a designer and banjo player.

Neil and Yvonne Innes. Neil, Ex-Bonzo Dog Band. Worked closely with
the Pythons especially on their stage appearances. Collaborated with Eric to
create the Rutles. Sons: Miles and Luke.

Mel Calman, cartoonist and friend

George Harrison. Musician, ex-Beatle. Married to Olivia Arias, son Dhani
born 1978.

Derek and Joan Taylor, Beatles’ publicist and wife
Chris Orr, artist and printmaker

Charles McKeown, actor, writer and performer in many MP films and TV
shows

Geoffrey Strachan. Editor at Methuen who encouraged Python to go into
print. Also published the Ripping Yarns books.

Tristram and Virginia Powell. Tristram was director/collaborator on East
of Ipswich, Number 27 and worked on development of American Friends.

X1V
























Introduction

These diaries cover a period of my life when, briefly, the prospect of inter-
national stardom shimmered on the horizon. As the decade began the Monty
Python brand was resurgent. The Life of Brian was causing a stir, our stage show
was about to be revived at the Hollywood Bowl and there was unprecedented
financial interest in any new film we cared to write. By the time these extracts
end it was all very different. Python, after many premature obituaries, had, in
effect ceased to be. So, to all intents and purposes, had my chances of a
Hollywood career. The last entry records my anxiety, not about films, but about
an eighty-day journey around the world.

It wasn’t that I hadn’t given a film career a try. Between 1980 and 1988
I either wrote, or appeared in, seven movies. In varying degrees, all of them
received support and interest from the major studios. Universal picked up Monty
Python’s The Meaning of Life and, together with 20th Century Fox, picked up
Terry Gilliam’s Brazil, Columbia took The Missionary, A Fish Called Wanda was
made for MGM. The doors of Hollywood were open. Nor was [ reluctant to
look inside. As the diaries show [ was spending more time on the West Coast
than the East. I was hobnobbing with studio executives and being flown by
Concorde to casting sessions. And yet, in the end, my feet remained firmly on
this side of the Atlantic.

[ still can’t quite work out why all this happened the way it did, and I re-
read the diaries with a mixture of curiosity and disbelief. The overall impression
1s of a kaleidoscope of characters and events, clarity and confusion, of great
strides forward and long and rambling cul-de-sacs, from which a pattern
emerges, but only briefly, like the moon between clouds on a stormy night.
I’'m in my late thirties when this volume begins and my mid-forties when it
ends, so one might 1magine that the course of my life and career would be
settling down. But the inescapable conclusion from reading these entries 1s that
this 1s a man who still doesn’t really know what he wants to do, or what he’s
particularly qualified to do.

If this were a history, or an autobiography written in the future looking back,
[ teel sure the temptation would be to impose order and reason and logic on
this period of my life, to detect themes and trends that led in one direction, in
other words to make sense of it all.
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1980

As a new decade began 1 was enmeshed in two new projects. One was collaborating
on the screenplay of a children’s fantasy dreamt up by Terry Gilliam, and the other
a proper serious documentary, on railways, for the BBC. Both of these were off ny
normal patch, which was exciting in a way but a little less predictable than I'd have
liked. The bedrock of the family was being quietly and unsensationally strengthened,;
Helen and I had been married nearly fourteen years. Tom was eleven and Will was
nine and Rachel coming up to five. Which meant a lot more responsibilities than the
same time ten years earlier. And I still had no regular job. I was an intuitively stable
character living in a state of almost permanent flux. Quite a balancing act.

Keeping a diary had, after tentative beginnings in 1969 and 1970, become an
ingrained habit, and a discipline too. Like the running I'd recently taken up, it was
something consistent, a necessary complement to the mercurial world of work.
Something to keep me grounded.

I continued to write up the diary most mornings, aware as ever how selective
I had to be and how little time I ever had for honing and shaping. But I kept the
story going. Just about.

Unless othenvise indicated, the entries are written in my house in Oak Village
in North London.

Sunday, January 6th

With the social and gastronomic excesses of Christmas and New Year over, life
this weekend has returned, after many weeks, to something approaching calm.
[ find I can easily cope with eight hours’ sleep a night. I find I enjoy having
time to sort my books out or take the children out or sit in front of the fire.
[ feel my body and my mind adjusting to a new pace and a new rhythm. I've
hardly used the car in the last week. I haven’t been into town, or shopping, or
having business meetings. And I feel the benefits of this pause, this time to take
stock of the present instead of endless worryings over the future or the past.
[’ve become a little self-sufficient, too. Though Gilliam 1s a regular visitor —
like a mother hen having to keep returning to the nest to make sure the eggs
are still all right — I'm responsible for the writing pace at the moment. I know
that just over the horizon is the full swirl of a dozen different projects, meetings,
responsibilities, considerations and demands, but for now the sea 1s calm.
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Monday, January 7th

Denis [O’Brien] was back from the States today. According to TG he has no
backers for the film | Time Bandits], but intends to go ahead and do it himself —
just to ‘spite them all’. I think this leaves me feeling as uncomfortable as i1t does
Terry. But I read him some of the opening scenes, which cheer him up.

Pat Casey' rings to know my availability. She has a movie part which was
written for Dudley Moore. He’s now charging one and a half million dollars a
picture and wants to do some serious acting, so Pat is asking me 1f I would be
interested in the part. [ have to turn it down as I'm occupied this year.

Wednesday, January gth

At Redwood [Studios] at four. Eric, moderately well laid-back, occasionally
strumming guitar. Trevor Jones® bustling. André’ looking tired, but working
faithfully. Graham [Chapman]|, who 1s getting £ 5,000 a month from Python
as co-producer of this album [Monty Python’s Contractual Obligation], sits
contentedly, with John [Tomiczek] in attendance. He seems, as usual, not quite
i tune with what’s going on around him. I record the Headmaster’s speech
and that’s about all.

Up to the Crown at Seven Dials for a drink with Terry Gilliam and Roger
Pratt.* This 1s more like the real world for me. I can believe in the three of us
and the place and the people around us far more than I can in what’s going on
at Redwood. Clearly TG feels the same. He’s a bit confused by Denis’s attitude
to his film — on the one hand he is supportive and confident in TG — the next
he’s suggesting stars and names with almost frantic indiscrimination,

Thursday, January 10th

Rachel’s first day at Gospel Oak School. It’s a rather glum, hard, cold day with
weather from the east. I don’t see Rachel leave as I'm at the Mornington Foot
Clinic. Mr Owen natters and reminisces as he slices at my foot — removing not
only the corn but valuable minutes of screenwriting!

' Patricia Casey produced Monty Python’s first film And Now For Something Completely Different
in 1970.

* Trevor Jones, composer. To avoid confusion with the film composer of the same name he is
now known as John Du Prez. Wrote the music for a number of Python songs as well as the film
A Fish Called Wanda and, with Eric Idle, the musical Spamalot.

' André Jacquemin, long-time Python sound recordist and composer.

* Roger Pratt, camera operator on Time Bandits, later, lighting cameraman on Brazil and, more
recently, two of the Harry Potter films.



1980

Home by ten. Rachel seems to have taken to school without any traumas.
In fact Helen seems to have been aftected more by the experience.

Unplug the phone and get down to the knotty problems of making an
adventure serious and funny. Jim Franklin' rings to ofter me a part in the
Goodies and Pat Casey to try and induce me yet again to take a Dudley Moore
cast-oft.

Friday, January 11th

Up and running early this morning. The temperature 1s just on freezing and
the grass on top of Parliament Hill is covered with frost. Feel immensely
refreshed and thoroughly awoken.

Arrive at T Gilliam’s just after 10.30.

Progress 1s steady but not spectacular, though TG 1s very amused by the
Robin Hood sequence.

To Denis O’B’s for a meeting at two. Denis looks weary. He was up working
on ‘structures’ for TG’s film until 2.30 yesterday morning. But he seems to be
as bright and tenaciously thorough about all my affairs as he ever was.

Home by six. Feel encouraged after our meeting. Denis has talked of an
India project — and self-financing of it, rather like T G’s film — but basically my
encouragement stems from the knowledge that with Denis we are in a difterent
league. For the first time we are being oftered the prospect of quite considerable
financial rewards. Denis clearly identifies money with power — although 1 our
case our ‘power’, in terms of reputation, was established and created without
vast rewards. Now Denis wants the rewards for us and through us for himself.

At the moment he seems to have admirable goals, but I have this nagging
feeling that our ‘freedom’ to do whatever we want may be threatened if Denis
1s able to build up this juggernaut of Python earning power and influence. A
few of the most interesting projects may be rolled flat.

Monday, January 14th

To Anne’s [James] for a Python meeting with Denis. JC, fresh returned from
Barbados, stands there shivering. Anne, as thoughttul as ever, has provided some
lunch. Meeting is basically to discuss Denis’s two ofters for the next [Monty
Python] movie — from Warners and Paramount. Warners want a screenplay
before going ahead, Paramount just a treatment. Denis 1s asking for 6.4 million
dollars.

" Jim Franklin directed four of the Ripping Yarns.
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Time is of the essence, as Paramount, who are offering a better financial
deal, do require the movie for summer 1981 release. This, I feel, puts pressures
on the group which we would rather not have — and thankfully no-one feels
any different. But JC suggests that we go along with Paramount at the moment
and just see if, after the seven-week March/April writing period, we have
enough to give them a treatment — ‘In which case we could all go ahead and
make a lot of money very quickly.’

Though we all feel the Paramount deal for the next movie is the one to
pursue, Denis is proposing to try and place Grail, now released from Cinema
5, with Warners, so they can do a Life of Brian/Holy Grail re-release in the US
next summer. There is no great enthusiasm for selling the Bavaria film as a
Python Olympic Special to the US networks in summer of this year. Eric
reckons there will be no Olympics anyway. Certainly the Russian invasion of
Afghanistan has shaken things up.

TG comes round and we talk over Denis and the movie. But I'm feeling
very unsettled about my role in it at the moment. The script 1s clogged and
I’ve lost a day’s writing today. There seems suddenly so much to do and I refuse
to give up my railway project [contributing to the BBC’s Great Railway
Journeys], despite reportedly ‘generous’ financial inducements from Denis to
prolong my work on the TG movie.

André arrives very late, bringing a quite beautiful tape of Trevor Jones’s
arrangement for ‘Decomposing Composers’. How the hell I'll sing it, [ don’t
know.

Thursday, January 17th

Go with Tom and Helen to a ‘parents’ view’ at Acland Burghley
Comprehensive, one of the three local schools which Tom will have to be
selected for, and where he will be well ensconced by this time next year.

A modern school, presenting a forbidding aspect, cloaked as it is in heavy
grey concrete. The doors and passageways give the immediate impression of a
hard, unpretty, pragmatist mind at work. But the library/reading room, where
about 20 of us parents assemble, is warm and bright, the shelves are well-filled.
I noticed Soviet Weekly alongside The Economist.

We were shown into a biology room and given glowing prospects of the
future of this school. However I couldn’t help noticing a large piece of paper
on the front of a cupboard low on the ground near our feet, which bore the
simple legend “Whoever reads this is a cunt’.
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Friday, January 18th

The world seems to have started 1980 so badly that I have on occasions this
past week questioned the wisdom of working myself to a standstill when all the
clements for the start of another global war crowd the newspapers for headline
space. Ultimatums are flying around and ultimatums, to me, are synonymous
with the outbreak of World War I1.

It may in a few years sound rather laughable that Jimmy Carter threatened
Russia that he will pull America out of the Olympics if the Russians haven’t
withdrawn their forces from Afghanistan by mid-February, but combined as
this pronouncement is with the volatihity of unsettled Iran and the much more
threatening stances being taken up in preparation for President Tito’s imminent
death in Yugoslavia, the potential flashpoints seem sure to light something.

But 1t all ultimately 1s unreal and etther you panic and sell everything you’ve
got to buy gold, or you just sit down and have breakfast, presuming it won’t be
the last one. And of course 1t 1sn’t.

Saturday, January 19th

Denis O’B rings. His proposal for my work on the T Gilliam film is that I be
made a partner, along with Terry G, in the production company, so I will be
able to share with TG the depreciation on capital which will be worth £ 60,000
in tax advantages. Don’t ask me why, but this is clearly a generous move on the
part of George [Harrison] and Denis O’B, who are the providers of the money.

And I can go ahead with the railway documentary — ‘If you really want to,’
says Denis, unhappily, knowing that there’s precious little he can do to squeeze
more than £ 2,400 out of the BBC for what’s ostensibly 12 weeks” work!

In the afternoon a two and a half hour visit to Haverstock School. A hved-
in, scuffed and battered collection of buildings. Impressed by the
straightforwardness of the teachers. Impressed by the lack of waffle about
tradition, Latin and prayers and the emphasis on the future and helping all the
children of whatever ability equally.

An impossible ideal, some may say, but at least these teachers are confronting
the most basic problems of an educational system with great energy and
cheeriness. I was encouraged.

Monday, January 215t

The world situation seems to have cooled down, though I see 1n my Times that
Paul McCartney 1s still in jail in Japan after being caught at the airport with
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naughty substances. How silly. Eric reckons it’s a put-up job — part of John
Lennon’s price, which he’s exacting from Paul for being rude to Yoko.

At five 1 brave the skyscraper-induced blasts of icy wind that whip round
the Euston Tower and find myself in Capital Radio, being asked questions
on, and reading extracts from, Decline and Fall. 1 find I'm never as lucid
when the tape’s rolling as 1 am over a glass of wine at home an hour later
and in the course of an hour I get tongue-tied and fail to say even what
I meant to say — let alone whether that was worth saying or not. I'm 1in
august company — Denis Norden and Melvyn Bragg are the other two
pundits on this particular book. JC has already said his piece about Tivelfth
Night (from which Shakespeare didn’t emerge very favourably) and TJ 1s
soon to do The Spire by William Golding.

Wednesday, January 23rd

The fine weather’s back again. Tito’s recovering and the steel strike 1s sull faced
with government intransigence. [ have either pulled, twisted or bruised some
muscle below and to the right of my kneecap, so | rest from running today,
despite 1deal, dry, cool, bright conditions out there.

Work on with TG script. The end 1s in sight, but 1s this writing to order —
6lbs assorted jokes, half a hundredweight of nutty characters and 20 yards of
filler dialogue — really going to stand up? I'm encouraged when I think of the
general level of movie dialogue — but this movie has to be judged by exceptional,
not general level.

Write myself to a standsull by four and drive into the West End to see
Apocalypse Now. Impressive — there i1s no other word for it — and the action
sequences of the war are rivetingly watchable. '

But the last half-hour — the meat, one feels, of Coppola/Milius’ message —
1s a huge con. The action slows, the dialogue and performance become heavy
with significance, sluggish with style.

Thursday, January 24th

Stop work at one. A couple of phone calls, then drive down to Neal’s Yard for
the Grand Unveiling Ceremony of the 14/15 Neal’s Yard sign [designed by
Terry G]. On one side red lurid lips and teeth bear the legend ‘Neal’s Yd.
Abattoir’ (to correct the present unwholesome imbalance in favour of the
wholefooders who have proliferated all over the yard) and on the other side
“The British Film Industry Led’.

When I arrive it 1s made clear to me that a few choice words will have to be
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spoken and yours truly is the man to speak them. So we troop down mnto the
yard and there, on this perfect sunny day, I bewilder all those queuing for non-
meat lunches at the bakery by giving a few loud, but brief words, then smashing
a champagne bottle against the building. ‘God bless her and all who work 1n
her.” It breaks the second time,

Friday, January 25th

To Terry Gilliam’s at 10.15 for session on the film. TG likes the Ogre and the
Old Ladies scene, but I think feels that the Evil Genius 1s too much on one
level of cod hysteria. I agree, but we stll have time to go over the characters
again and invest them with a few more quirks.

We go to lunch at the Pizza Express and talk over the more serious problem
of the ‘content’ of the script — the attitude to the characters, to Kevin's
adventures — the message which gives the depth to a superficial story of chase
and adventure. Really [ feel the depth 1s there anyway, it’s a question of how
obvious to make it.

Leave for Dr Kieser’s' surgery, where I have a cut and cover job on one of
my front upper teeth — so my dental surgery is in its third decade. At one
moment, as he works on the gum and bone, it begins to hurt. ‘Is that pressure
or pain you're feeling?” asks Kieser urgently. God ... how on earth do I tell?

Friday, February 1st

A rush for the tape. Began reassembling and rewriting the section from the
Spider Women to the end at ten. Lunch at the desk.

TG arrives about 7.30 and I stumble to the ‘End’ by eight. He will get all
this mass of stuck-up, crossed-out, type-and-longhand-jumbled sheets to Alison
[Davies, at the office] this weekend. All should be returned by Sunday a.m., so
[ can then read through and learn the awful truth about this amazingly speedy
piece of writing.

[ go to bed at midnight with the satisfaction of having completed my self-
set task of a TG script in the month ot January. It would be marvellous if the
script were of a high standard, worked and immeasurably increased the
confidence of all working on the project. Or was the rush just at the expense
of quality, an exercise in the lowest form of writing to a deadline?

[ shall see. For now, I'm just very happy with a job (almost) done.

" Bernard Kieser, periodontal surgeon extraordinaire, carried on the fight to keep my teeth in
my mouth, with increasing success.
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Saturday, February 2nd

In the afternoon the sky clouded and heavy rain set in. Took William, Rachel
and the Mini down to the Natural History Museum, whilst Tom P and his
friend Tom Owen went ‘tracking’ on the Heath. Rachel i1s doing dinosaurs at
school and met one or two of her friends there. The central area was very full,
but as soon as we ventured into the further recesses of the building there was
plenty of space amongst endless glassily-staring models and half-dissected
bodies.

Willy went oft on his own to, among other things, the human biology
section. He 1s very keen on biology, having just begun talking about it at school.
To her great credit, his teacher started straight in with human reproduction,
etc, rather than frogs or bees. So Willy now knows all the practical details of
procreation, whereas Tom, who affects to know, still calls sexual intercourse
‘sexual interchange’.

Sunday, February 3rd

Read papers in the morning. Polls taken in January indicate that more people
are expecting World War III to break out now than at any time since Korea.
Probably a meaningless statistic, but it makes Python’s next film subject
gruesomely relevant. Actually the sabre-rattling of the Americans over
Afghanistan has died down a little, but they stll frighten me more than the
R ussians.

Terry G brings round the script of the movie, fresh from Alison the typist,
and after supper I begin to read. I finish late — it’s nearly one. My first reaction
1s that 1t’s paced wrongly — the individual scenes are in some cases too long
themselves, or appear too long when placed next to another, fairly static scene.
[ missed being gripped by the story, too.

Lay in bed remembering points and scribbling down. Tomorrow I’ve given
a day to Terry G that should be spent on railway research, so that we can talk
right through the screenplay.

Monday, February 4th

Up to Terry’s. The heavens open and it pours for the rest of the day. Against
this gloomy background we slog through. TG liked the script more than I did,
I think, and is greatly pleased that Irene Lamb, the casting director, for whom
TG has much respect, also likes what she has seen so far and feels there will be
little problem in getting good actors interested.
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[t’s clear that there 1s one more day of writing needed to flesh out the end,
especially the hastily-written character of the burcaucratic Supreme Being. So
I'll have to restructure the week accordingly. Everything else will have to be
squeezed.

Still have no title for the TG epic other than “The Film That Dares Not
Speak Its Name'.

Titesday, February sth

Talk over scripts for the new Python film with TJ. We read through and
apportion who would he responsible for what.

TJ and I have a game of squash, then a pint of Brakspear’s at the Nag’s Head
in Hampstead. TJ, though bemoaning the fact that he hasn’t written anything
new for months, 1s suddenly, and healthily, I think, full of 1deas and projects of
his own — including the possibility of making a film of Hitchhiker’s Guide to the
Galaxy with Douglas Adams.

Terry goes oft to meet Douglas. I drive to a rather swish and un-Pythonlike
function at Les Ambassadeurs Club. We are invited here by Warner Brothers
Chairman Frank Wells — the man who, TG tells me later, did more than anyone
else to try and block the Life of Brian deal. He was tall, fit, with those peculiar
American spectacles that make a man’s face look shghtly effeminate; mid-
forties, or early fifties, with a firm handshake.

Spread out in the scarlet-panelled, sumptuously-carpeted lower room at the
Ambassadeurs was a host of men in grey. An impeccably-manicured host too —
hardly a hair put of place on any of them. These were the agents and studio
heads and accountants — the businessmen of showbiz.

A cameraman was m attendance, which always indicates that the gathering
is a little more than just a thank you from Warners. I was photographed with
Eric and with Frank Wells and Jarvis Astaire." 1 was pleased to see Sandy
[Lieberson] and his missus, because Sandy was at least not wearing a grey suit
and Birgit was one of the only women there.

Gilliam is wonderfully scrufty, I'm pleased to say.

Leave at 8.15. Avoid getting run over by the sea of chauffeur-driven Rolls
Royces and Jags and Mercedes littering Hamilton Place.

' Wells was President of Warner Brothers, and later, of the Walt Disney Company. He died in a

helicopter accident whilst on a heli-skiing trip in 1994.
Jarvis Astaire, businessman and influential sports event promoter. Co-produced the film Agatha

i 1978.
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Wednesday, February 6th

Work through the last few scenes of the TG film untl after lunch, then
drive to Denis O’B’s. Try to be absolutely clear with him that what I want
for Redwood is to keep Bob' and André. Denis worries that Bob 1s ‘driving
a wedge’ between myself and André. Really he is accusing Bob of all the
things that Bob is accusing Dents of domg. Denis will not hear a good word
said for Bob — but I've made my decision. I'm not prepared to lose André,
and if Bob goes, André goes. So Denis talks business and I talk people and
that’s that.

Drive back in a rain-sodden rush-hour to Abraxas [sports club i Belsize
Park gardens]. Am soundly beaten by Richard [Guedalla, my neighbour] at
squash. Makes me very depressed. But recover over a bottle of champagne,
which I open to mark my last day on, or delivery of, the TG film script. Read
TG the new Supreme Being scenes, which he likes.

Tom arrives back from another disco. Not just ‘slow dancing’ this time, but

girls sitting on boys’ laps. Reminds me of Eric’s wonderful song for the
Contractual Obligation album, ‘Sit On My Face and Tell Me that you Love Me'.

Monday, February 18th

Springlike weather, with daytime temperatures around 50°F, now into its second
week. [ cycle up to Terry G’s in sunshine. From 9.30 till lunchtme we work
through the script — still tentatively, but not very enthusiastically, called ‘“The
Time Bandits’. Fortunately we both agree on the major area for cuts and every
little rewrite helps. TG 1s very unhappy about the vast amounts of money the
crew are demanding — inflated by commercials. It doesn’t help the ‘British” film
industry at all.

Down to Redwood Studios, where Eric, T] and myself record ‘Shopping
Sketch’ and ‘All Things Dull and Ugly’, plus one or two other snippets for the
album.

From Redwood round to Anne s to take m some more Python scripts
from last autumn’s writing session to be typed up in preparation for Wednesday’s
meeting. What is rapidly becoming apparent about Brian is that Denis’s forecast
of earnings from it in 1980 was drastically over-optimistic. The /250,000 figure
he mentioned in November now looks likely to be nearer £ 40,000.

Although the distributor’s gross in the US was over nine million dollars,
over four million was spent on publicity and advertising — and this was where
Warners were weakest. Their posters and their slogans were constantly changed

' Bob Salmon was André Jacquemin’s accountant and helped to set up Redwood Studios.
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and we never approved any of them — now they present a bill for this fiasco
which 1s equal to the entire production budget of the film. It 1s a scandal, but
there seems to be nothing Dems can do. They won’t even supply him with
figures.

The upshot is that not only will there be not a penny profit from America
from a movie which was one of the top 40 grossers of the year in the US, but
the earnings will hardly cover half the production cost. So the chance of making
any more money — beyond our /72,000 fee for writing and acting — depends
on the rest of the world. Fortunately the UK 1s looking very strong, Australia
1s holding up well and France and Germany remain to be seen.

Wednesday, February, 2oth

Python enters the 80’s! Pick up Eric on the way to JC’s. Arrive at 10.30.
Everyone there and chortling over the latest and looniest batch of selected press
cuttings about Brian. It’s noted that Swansea has banned the film totally. Four
hundred people i Watford are petitioning because the local council have
recommended the film be an ‘X,

Coftees are poured and we settle round JC’s ex-prison table, which now
seems to be Python’s favourite writing venue. Our ages are checked around
the table. I'm sull the youngest. No-one wants to spend time on business, we
all want to write and make each other laugh, but business has to be done, so
it’s decided that we will make a clean sweep of it today. So Anne stays with us
and Denis 1s summoned at three.

The disillusion with Hollywood and all things to do with Warners and Brian
lead us into thinking how nice it would be to do a small-budget film just for
the fun of it — keeping our own control and making money in the way Grail,
with i1ts modest budget, did, and Brian, with its Hollywood campaign, didn’t.
Denis is anxious to set up all sorts of production and syndication deals in the
US, and he’s talked to CBS about two Python TV specials, for which we
would be paid 700,000 dollars each.

No-one wants to do specials for the US, but there i1s still the German
material. Suddenly it all gels. We will use the German material, plus some old
sketches, plus anything we wrote in October/November and reshoot as a quick,
cheap mowvie. The mood of the group 1s unanimous. Fuck Hollywood. Fuck
CBS. Let’s do something we enjoy 1n the way we want to do 1t — and so
economically that no-one gets their fingers burned 1f a Hollywood major does
turn it down.

DO’B seems unable to respond at our level and talks business jargon for a
while. I like Denis, and I think he likes us, but he 1s only in the early stages of
finding out what everyone who’s ever dealt with Python has eventually found
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out — that there is no logic or consistency or even realism behind much of our
behaviour. No patterns can be imposed on the group from outside. Or at least
they can, but they never stick; they crack up and the internal resolutions of
Python are the only ones that last.

From international film business to the waiting room of the Mornington
Foot Clinic. Mr Owen uses a ‘coagulator’ on my corn today. I have to have
injections around my little toe, which are rather painful, then a sharp, electrified
needle burns up the capillaries. All this counterpointed by Mr Owen'’s
extraordinary views about the evils of the world and socialism in particular. I'm
getting worried — I think that he 1s a character I've invented.

Monday, February 25th

Spent much of the weekend, unsuccesstully, trying to finish Smiley’s People.
Also trying to find time to organise the house, spend time with the children
and other worthy hopes doomed to failure!

Rachel pottered around me with her Junior Doctor’s Kit, taking my blood,
giving me blood, thrusting toy thermometers in my mouth, whilst I tried,
hopelessly, to assimilate the mass of opinions, facts, thoughts, figures and
ramblings which make up the insidiously attractive substitute for experience
that 1s the Sunday papers.

Collected Eric from Carlton Hill and we drove on to JC’s. A talk through
material. Eric and John have searched the archives, Terry | has been away, GC
doesn’t appear to have done much, but I saved my bacon by writing an
extension to ‘Penis Apology’," which produced an outstandingly good reaction.
Near hysteria. I think Python is definitely working out all the repressions of
childhood — and loving it!

Lunch with the French translator of Holy Grail and Brian at the Trattoo. A
wonderful-looking Frenchman with a very special face which could not belong
to any other nation. White hair, eyes droopy with a sort of permanent look of
apology, a long, curved nose which never goes far from his face at any point.
A lovely, squashed, humorous, used feel to the face like a Gauloise butt in an
ashtray.

Home by six. Have promised TG that I will read the new, shorter version
of ‘“Time Bandits/The Film That Dares Not Speak Its Name’, so I spend most
of the evening on that. Poor Terry is being given a hard ride by the doubters

' ‘Penis Apology’ was a very long-drawn-out health advisory at the beginning of the film
warning the audience that there may be a penis in shot later on. The apology became longer

and more complex, including discussions from Bishops for the Church’s view etc. It was never
used.
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and the pessimusts. On reading 1 feel that the movie, which 1s, after all, an act
of faith in TG, 15, on balance, do-able by May. But only just!

Titesday, February 26th

The weather has sharpened a little, but most of February has now gone, with
no weather that wouldn’t have graced an average April. In short, no winter at
all here. But I don’t feel any benefits. Wake up feeling like a piece of chewed
rag. | have a sore throat, a mild coolness of the blood and a general enervation.
There are so many loose ends to be tied up. I feel old for a few minutes.

Some work after breakfast, then round to Eric’s. That’s very cheering —
mainly because all of us are happy to be together at the moment and the tapes
that André’s prepared of the sketches and songs for the LP assembled by Eric,
with a certain amount of gentle bullying over the last two months, are a great
boost.

To lunch at a nearby French, where Eric chides Graham for not being totally
opposed to nuclear power. Eric deals only in certainties. His views, like his
lifestyle at any one time, are very positive.

The talk veers to desultory discussion of bizarre sexual exploits. GC caps
all, as he puffs at his pipe and declares that he once had an Indian in an aeroplane.
JC 1s quite skittish too and suggests that perhaps the Pythons should set each
other a sexual task. I agree to try and seduce the Queen!

I have a brief script chat with T Gilliam (cheering him up, I hope). Then
I drive both of us round to a rendezvous with | Cleese, who was given TG's
script and wants to, or ‘is prepared to’, talk to us about it. John 1s looking after
Cynthia at the moment, on his own as far as I can tell, since Connie’s in New
York for 11 days.

Cynthia answers the door. With her long blonde hair, tastefully ribboned
back, and her neat school uniform she looks, at nine years old, like an Estée
Lauder model. Very New York, somehow. She chats confidently and behaves
quite like a young lady 10 or 15 years older than she is, but she’s humorous
with it, which keeps her on this side of precociousness.

She comes out to eat with us. No room at the Japanese, so we go on to
Mama San — a clean, smart, soulless Chinese in Holland Park Avenue. Cynthia
won’t really let John get a word in, but after half an hour she settles to sleep
beside an unoccupied table and the three of us talk about the script.

JC speaks with a slight, elder statesman of comedy air, as if he really does
know how, why and when comedy will work, and we feel a little like naughty
boys being told what’s good for us. But this is rather unfair to John. I think he
went out of the way to try nof to sound too paternal, and he did give us some
sound, unselfish advice, much of which will help in the rewrites. But I couldn’t
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accept his final judgement — that we should postpone the movie on the basis
that one day it could be a marvellous film, but if we rush it and go on the
present script, it will be just a good-natured mess,

Mind you, JC had a piece of gossip that rather undermined his chances of
‘stopping’ the movie. He’d heard that Sean Connery was interested and Denis
O’B has flown to California to see him!

Friday, February 29th

To Gospel Oak School to see Ron Lendon [the headmaster| about Tom’s
future.

Ron’s report 1s glowing. Tom, it seems, 1s regarded very highly indeed.
He is in Verbal Reasoning Group 1 — which 1s the comprehensive system’s
acknowledgement that abilities have to be tested at some point. There 1s less
chance of him going to William Ellis [school in Highgate R oad] if he’s Group
1 — the idea is to spread them around the local schools. But Lendon, whose
manner 1s chatty, informal, direct and quite unpatronising, feels that William
Ellis 1s the best place for Tom. His closest friends — Lendon makes much
reference to ‘peer’ groups — will be going there, he’s keen on music and Lendon
admits that he thinks the academic standards are higher at William E.

An interesting sign of the times 1s that Tom 1s one of only three boys amongst
15 1n his class who does not come from a broken home.

So we come out greatly heartened and | feel once again the great relief that
our children — all of them — will have started out at a school as caring and
sympathetic as Gospel Oak.

Work on Python material for a couple of hours, then meet T] at the
Pizza Express in Hampstead. T] has written something which he cheerfully
acknowledges as the ultimate in bad taste — it’s all about people throwing up —
very childish, but rather well controlled, dare I say — it had me in as prolonged
and hysterical a bout of laughter as I can remember.

Saturday, March 15t

Always feel that March is the end of the winter, but this year there has been no
winter to speak of and this mild, orderly March morning is only different from
much of January and February because the sun isn’t shining.

Have to go and talk over script details with TG. The advantage of living
within walking distance of your collaborator. Stroll up with my script over the

Heath. Up to Terry’s mighty attic. Listen to a couple of tracks of the new Elvis
Costello.
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The good news is that lan Holm wants to be our Napoleon and loves the
script. No further news from Denis who 1s, much to TG’s irritation, still star-
searching in Hollywood.

Walk back at 8.15, past South End Green where Life of Brian 1s in ‘sth
Fantastic Week™ at the Classic.

Sunday, March 2nd

A most relaxed and happy day. Sun shone — a very springlike Sunday. 1 cleared
my desk prior to beginning the railway script.

Found lots of excuses to talk, drink coftee and generally indulge in what’s
called a writer’s ‘negative capability’, but eventually was ready to start. Notes
assembled, clean sheet of foolscap in the typewriter (I still use a typewriter
for the serious stuft!). Then a strange tension gripped me — a tightening of
the stomach, a light sweating of the palms just as if [ were about to go on
stage.

Do all writers, or any writers, suffer this ‘typewriter fright’, or 1s it just
because I'm a writer/actor and I know that anything I put down now I will
have to enact at some future time? Anyway, it’s a very difhcult task to start the
documentary. To actually set this huge and daunting mass of facts and
accumulated knowledge in motion.

Monday, March 3rd

Woken by bright sunshine. Rachel unhappy about school. I take her. She
tries to be very brave, but bolts back towards the house when we get to the
end of Oak Village, and I have to carry her most of the rest of the way.
When we arrive at the school, her class are already sittng quietly, waiting
for the register.

On the way back up Oak Village, an old lady leans out of her window. She
looks distraught. Her gas supply has failed, and she’s had no tea or heating.
She’s asked the gas people to come round, but she’s concerned that they’re not
here. This all takes my mind oft Rachel’s predicament as I go home, phone up
the gas, and Helen goes round to see her and make her tea and fill her hot
water bottle.

Set to writing Python stuff. Rachel arrives back from school, a lot happier
than when she went, but she did cry — ‘Only one big tear,” she told me.
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Tuesday, March 4th

Another sparkling day. Clear blue skies and a brisk chill giving an edge of
freshness to the air. Write more Python material — 1t’s flowing easily and I'm
enjoying the chance to write some fairly direct satirical stuft again. Jury vetting
was on the list today. And the courts generally.

From two until half past three, T] and I read. T] has a good idea for the
R AF Pipe-Smokers — extending into wives. I've written huge amounts, as
usual, but this time it seems to stand up — and almost nil failure rate over
the last two days, which 1s encouraging. See what the others think on
Thursday.

TG has been hearing from Denis O’B in Los Angeles.

Denis, who had sent me a telegram saying the script was ‘sensational’, 1s
voicing doubts over the quality of writing — especially in the ‘Napoleon’ and
‘Robin Hood’ scenes. He even suggested to TG that they could ‘get some
writers in’. He still hurls out casting suggestions which bear all the hallmarks
of a man more desperate about a bank loan than about anything to do with
quality of script or trust of the writers — Burt Reynolds for the Evil Genius,
Art Carney for the Ogre. All the qualities these actors have are blinded for me
by Denis’s heavy-handed Hollywood approach. It’s killing T Gilliam and may
kill the film.

I go to bed trying to put it all out of my mind. But a nagging corner can’t
be forgotten — I did write the script in a month. Denis 1s right — it could be
better. Am [ just now beginning to get some inklings that [ really made a wrong
decision to get involved in this project at all? Wrong not because I couldn’t do
it, but because 1 couldn’t do my best.

I know I'm funnier writing unrestricted Python material. I know I could
contribute more as a writer if it had been a ‘Ripping Yarn’ sort of story. But it
wasn’'t. Will it ever be what everyone wants it to be? Or just a jumble of
different i1deas and preconceptions? Is it comedy or adventure? Why should it
have to be either?

Because that’s how Hollywood wants it to be, and Denis wants Hollywood.

Wednesday, March 5th

No brooding today. Up at eight. Buy The Times and read of Mugabe’s victory
in Rhodesia. The Brits have been patting themselves on the back for organising
such an orderly election — in best British fashion — so they can hardly grumble
at a Marxist getting 62% of the vote. It seems one of the most hopeful transitions
from white to black power. But it’s taken a guerrilla war to make the point and
that must give great heart to guerrilla movements in other countries.
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Thursday, March 6th

Rain, most of the day. To Eric’s for a Python read-through. Neil [Innes] is
staying there. He looks cheery and already his new life in the Suffolk countryside
seems to have made him physically different. As though the land has moulded
our ex-Lewisham lad. He's rounder. His hair, arranged 1n a neat coronal around
his bald pate, is much fuller and frizzier than I remember before. He looks . ..
He looks rather like a Hulme Beaman' creation.

Terry ] looks tired and harassed and throughout the day there are odd phone
calls for him which give one the feeling that his life 1s a box which 1s far too
full. John C 1s grumbling about his health again — doing a perfect imitation of
the Ogre in Time Bandits which he didn’t like!

Eric is being very friendly, warm and accommodating. Terry Gilliam 1sn’t
there (which provokes some rumblings of discontent from Eric, who, I think,
being unaligned to either of the main writing groups, feels that TG’s absence
deprives him of an ally). GC 1s as avuncular and benign as ever. And arrives
easily last. Eric 1s trying to get GC to stop smoking his pipe so much. He’s the
only Python who still smokes.

JC reads out an outrageously funny schoolmaster sex demonstration sketch.
Our stuff doesn’t go quite as well as expected this morning. Eric has a chilling
ending for the film, when the outbreak of nuclear war is announced. He’s been
reading about the dangers of, and plans in the event of, nuclear war happening.

We talk for a while on this subject, which is so macabre and disturbing
because the weapons for our destruction exist — they’re pointing at us now —
and our response 1s to build more.

Friday, March 7th

Tried to write a startlingly new and original, brilliantly funny and thought-
provoking piece for Python. Did this by staring out of the window, playing
with paper clips and shutting my eyes for long periods.

Monday, March 10th

Pressing on. Endless days of writing. They seem to have been going on forever
and are stretching on forever. Not that I mind that much. I quite enjoy not
having to drive across London, not having to go down rain-spattered motorways

' S.G. Hulme Beaman created the Toytown stories, some of the ecarliest children’s books and
radio programmes | remember.
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to locations, not having to make meetings and business lunches, not going out
to dinners or buying clothes.

Yes, I'm afraid this monastic existence suits me rather well. I shall keep 1t up
this week, hoping for a breakthrough on Python and a completion of the
ratlway script — then [ shall take Concorde to New York at the expense of
NBC and ‘party’ for 24 hours.

Work on Python until it’s dark outside, then break and work on the railways
until midnight. Impossible. I'm beginning to sink under a mass of names, lines,
distances, facts, details, anecdotes, diversions, sidings . . .

Tisesday, March 11th

Denis O’B rings — he’s returned from the States and positively glowing with
enthusiasm for the TG/MP movie. He has Sean Connery absolutely ‘mentally
committed’ (which means he hasn’t enough money for him) and George
H, who at first was not at all sure why Dems O’B was putting his
money into it, has now re-read the script twice, feels it has great potential
and 1s trying to hustle Jack Nicholson into letting us have his name on the
credits!

Paramount have agreed a distribution deal with Denis in the US and are
seeing 1t as a new Wizard of Oz! However, they are very keen to get the hottest
name in Hollywood — Gilda Radner — onto the credits too. Denis, who knows
nothing of Gilda, has promptly turned several circles and is now homing in on
Gilda as the Ogre’s Wife instead of Ruth Gordon. ‘Apparently she does a really
good old lady on Saturday Night Live.’

I have to puncture Denis’s epic enthusiasm here. She may do a great old
lady, but Ruth Gordon is a great old lady, and would easily be my choice (if we
need names) for the part.

Wednesday, March 12th

Schizophrenic weather. Today almost continuous rain — vyesterday bright
sunshine.

To Eric’s for a Python meeting.

Over lunch we discuss the general balance of material, which seems to fall
into School, War/Army and North-West Frontier. Lists are made in the p.m.
and a putative running order worked out. This 1s the stage when there is much
talk of “What is the film1 about?” and how we can relate the various themes —
whether we should start conventionally or with an apology for what's to be
seen. Quite good progress.
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Thursday, March 13th

Revision of the ratlway script proceeds rather slowly. I think one reason is that
[ have become so steeped i the material over the last three or four weeks that
['ve lost a lot of the mitial enthusiasm. Also concerned about how funny to
make the start. In short, I don’t think I've found the right tone yet.

Run oft my uncertainties at lunchtime. Back to a phone call from Denis.
He has just received a mortal blow to his pride from Edna Jones at BBC
Contracts. Denis, international financier and deal-maker extraordinary, cannot
get the BBC to budge from a max of /2,400 plus /1,800 once and for all
foreign sales on the railway programme. Denis, who believes in the success
ethic even more than the work ethic, says he’s contemplating throwing himself
oft his balcony!

Saturday, March 15th: London and New York

A dull morning, but no rain, fog or snow to threaten departure. With only a
couple of light bags, a book — Moviola by Garson Kanin — and a Time Bandits
script for Ruth Gordon (Garson Kanin’s wife!), drive the Mini to Heathrow
and park 1t, as I'm only away for one night.

Board the 11.15 Concorde, a few minutes late — some problem with the
carlier flight. But we’re airborne, with thunderous noise, by twelve, and there
are no more problems. I'm VIP listed and this means it’s uimpossible to quietly
stew in a mixture of champagne, relief and a good book without being hauled
out to sign an autograph for the crew and visit the flight deck.

The pilot and co-pilot seem more anxious to ask me about Python than
to tell me about Concorde, but 1 do ascertain that they use five tons of fuel
every hour and that the fastest Atlantic crossing so far has been two hours
$6 minutes.

Well, they catch up half an hour and 'm at Kennedy and through customs
and into bright sunshine and crisp snow cover just after 10.30 NY time.

Arrive at NBC at four. Rehearse the moves cold. See Lorne,' the cast,
Belushi, who is back to do a special appearance. Of 1941 he says ‘I was bad, the
film was bad’, but he’s very pleased with the state of the Blues Brothers — his
soon to be released picture with Aykroyd.

As usual Belushi’s presence does not please everybody. He’s very rude about
the present state of ‘SNL’ — and seems disgruntled that he’s come back to do
so little. Both points are understandable. The material on this 10oth show

' Lorne Michaels produced the ground-breaking, talent-spinning NBS Saturday Night Live show.
And sull does.
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reflects age rather than quality and Belushi isn’t given much funny stuff. He’s
smarting because he’s been cut out of ‘Update’ to accommodate one of the
‘star guests’, Ralph Nader.

After an hour of reacquainting myself with everybody and rehearsing in a
darkened set, a dull, persistent headache has set in. So I take an hour off before
the dress rehearsal, go back to the Berkshire Place and lie down. Don’t sleep,
but at least I'm not working or talking.

Shower and leave the hotel at seven, US time — which means 1t’s midnight
UK time. I have somehow to try and pace myself to perform live in front of
the watching millions at what will be, for me, about 5.30 in the morning at the
end of a very crowded day.

When 11.30 finally arrived and the signature tune blared out I knew that
I would be alright as the adrenaline started working to clear my befuddled
system of the combined eftects of too much food, alcohol and fatigue.

The sketch went better than ever and I got a gratifying round of recognition
applause when the audience saw me for the first time. I also over-acted happily
and shamelessly. John Cleese would have been proud of the way I killed the
tarantula.

Thursday, March 20th

Spring starts either today or tomorrow, I'm never sure. The rain’s stopped, but
there was a frost last night. It’s cold, clear and clean.

At a quarter to ten Helen, Tom and I drive up in the Mini to William Ellis
School for our interview with Mr Perry [the headmaster|. Talk to one of the
senior boys — wearing a gown. Will they still keep gowns in the comprehensive
era? He was very well-spoken and presentable and surprised me by saying, quite
undefensively, that he wanted to become an accountant.

Into Mr Perry’s bland but unintimidating study. Tom 1s asked most of the
questions. What he likes about Gospel Oak — Tom, seriously, “Well, it’s very
spacious, but quite small.” His hobbies, interests, friends, preferences (Tom
declared for science). Tom answered quite unprecociously and at greater length
than [ expected. Mr Perry said that it was almost an accepted fact that children
from Gospel Oak were more articulate than the norm.

Drive over to EuroAtlantic for a meeting with Denis and T Gilliam. Main
subject is whether or not we think ] Cleese is right tor the Evil Genius.
Apparently Denis took the bull by the horns and met the disgruntled Cleese,
who’s not so far forgiven Denis for promising us a quarter of a million pounds
each for Brian.

Denis has so successtully charmed JC with soft words and capital allowance
schemes, that JC can now see the advantage of being in TG’s movie after all —
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as a partner. Denis is keen, but both TG and I are unconvinced. Other names
hang m the air. Connery stll isn’t fixed. Ruth Gordon neither. Denis s
disappointed that John cannot be easily fitted .

Watch the BAFTA awards at 9.30 with a ghmmer of hope, but little more
than that. The Light Entertainment Award is the first. Bruce Forsyth comes on
to present it and does an annoyingly unnecessary and lengthy preamble, whilst
Anna Ford, Edward Fox and Princess Anne watch lugubriously.

My first pleasure 1s to hear the laughter in the hall as they show the shooting
scene from ‘Roger of the Raj’, but I can’t believe it when Forsyth announces
“The wmner 1s ... the winners are: Alan Bell and Jim Franklin for ... Ripping
Yarns.” 1 just leap up and give a few lusty vells. Its like Wednesday scoring twice
agaist Everton in the '66 Cup Final.

The boys come downstairs and stare at me.

Monday, March 24th

TG and 1 drive down to the King’s Road in pouring rain to dine with executives
from Paramount and Denis OB at the Casserole R estaurant.

There were three Paramount people. A young, bright little man, with a
combative heckling approach which settled down as one got to know him. He
was called Jeffrey Katzenberg, was 29 years old and admitted that he was paid a
lot because 1t was a very high-risk job — the turnover of Hollywood execs is
spectacularly fast. His blufter, less devious, funnier friend was also younger than
TG or I and was called David.

They joked heavily as we arrived. Probably to cover their embarrassment at
the fact that an hour earlier Paramount HQ had telexed Denis O’B to say that
if he stalls on the next Python deal (which he has) then they will stall on the
Time Bandits. So Paramount in LA are playing Denis’s game.

But these two were at pains to deny any close association with their
colleagues. These two were interested purely in talent and were keen to know
more about the Time Bandits. They particularly wanted to be reassured about
the dwarves (I mean, just how odd would they look?).

Wednesday, March 26th

At my desk at 9.30 to confront the formidable task of rewriting two scenes for
the Time Bandits before leaving for the Python promotion in Paris at 3.30. But
the muse is helpful and by one I have rewritten the ‘Future’ and, even more
satisfaétorily, I hope, the ‘Titanic’ scene.

Leave for the airport at a quarter past three. Onto an airbus for Paris. Packed

2t
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solid — must be two or three hundred people. Read my book on the Greeks by
H D F Kitto. Most inspirational. In the air only briefly, but on the plane for
over an hour.

Python Sacré Graal 1s in its 71st week of its third reissue in Paris! So clearly
there is a cult here, and it’s based on only one movie.

A rather dreadful evening at a Sofitel in the 15th Arrondissement. Up to a
bleak room on the 16th floor of this French Holiday Inn, where we ate. No-
one knew why we were here, or who all the guests were, but it turned out to
be some sort of special viewing for Avis, who are renting us the cars for the
three days.

Python spirit was high, despite this debacle, though, and much enjoyment
was derived from trying to find how many things on the table we could assemble
around John before he noticed. Huge numbers of plates, glasses, bread baskets
and even an ornamental bowl of flowers were discreetly manoeuvred in front
of him, but he never noticed.

Thursdays, March 27th: Paris

Interviews — for Le Figaro, La Revue de Cinéma and finally a cartoonist called
Gottlib, who has a Gumby fascination and gets me to enunciate clearly and
slowly the exact words for ‘Gumby Flower Arranging’ into a small tape recorder.
The more seriously I try to oblige, the more ridiculous the situation becomes.
Eric doesn’t help by constantly cracking up and, when I finally make it through
to the moment of flower arranging the doors of the room open to reveal an
enormous bunch of flowers being carried through. The interviews draw to a
close by seven. Terry ] and [ go oft to eat at La Coupole. I have ears and tail —
and T] 1s most impressed. We talk, for the first time, about the Time Bandits
script, which TJ has half-read. He wasn’t impressed with it until the Greek
scene!

Saturday, March 29th: Paris and London

Woken from a very deep sleep in the Hotel Lotti by the soft clinking of a
breakfast tray. It’s half past seven. Pull myself out of bed and wander across to
meet the breakfast, wearing only my underpants, when I'm suddenly aware of
the nervous, twitching, apologetic presence of the Very Naughty Valet in my
room.

Terry had warned me that there was a man who very lasciviously enquired
whether he wanted his shoes cleaned, and here he was, in my room, having
caught me with literally everything, apart from my pants, down! He wasn’t at
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all phased by my appearance, but came on in and started to arrange my chair
for breakfast in a most epicene manner.

Finally I fled to the bathroom and made loud and hopefully quite unromantic
sounds of ablution untl I knew he’d gone. Then 1 crept out again and got to
grips with two fried eggs, coffee out of a swimming pool cup and croissants
which were pale imitations of Patisserie Valerie's.

The door I never heard open. But I was aware of the presence of the lustful
valet even betore he said ‘I have something for you, sir ... . With virgin-like
caution | extended my hand to his and he dropped two small bars of soap into
it as if they were ripe grapes.

Sunday, March 30th

No work — for the first time 1 many weeks. The weather back in London is
crisp, with high white clouds and breaks of sunshine — and the city looks a lot
less grey than Paris.

William and 1 go for a lunch picnic in St James’s Park and walk up the
trathic-free Mall. Gentle Sunday strolling in the heart of the city. We eat our
lunch on the deckchairs, then improvise a quick game of cricket. Afterwards
we drive on to the London Dungeon — William is doing the plague at school,
so this can be called an educational visit.

This evening Helen — who has bought a /150 dress for the occasion! — and

I dine out at Leith’s with Denis and Inge [Denis’s wife], Terry G, Maggie,
George H and Sean Connery — our latest casting coup for Time Bandits.
Connery 1s as he seems on screen — big, physically powertul, humorous, relaxed
and very attentive to women. He talks with the unaftected ease of a man who
is used to having an audience. His main love 1s clearly golf, but he has some

good and sensible suggestions to make on his part as King Agamemnon.

Thursday, April 3rd

Arrive at JC’s by ten.

Some progress, but nothing sweeps the gathering off its feet. JC reaches a
peak of frustration. ‘Nine weeks of writing,” he practically sobs in anguish, ‘and
we haven’t got a film.’

But we make lists and from the best elements — mainly ‘Kashmir’ — I suggest
that we play six members of a family — a sort of Python saga, set in the Ripping
Yarns period of 1900—1930. The idea of telling the story of a family seems to
appeal and quite suddenly unblocks the sticky cul-de-sac we appeared to have
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written ourselves into. It suits me, a Yarns film with all the team in 1t — something
I’ve often been attracted to.

So, quite unexpectedly, the day turns around. At the eleventh hour we have
a style, a subject and a framework for the new film.

Ride back with Eric, who becomes very angry when I tell him that John
Cleese is doing something in the TG film. He feels this is a plot on Denis’s
part to make TG’s into a new Python film. Eric seems to be able to take
Ripping Yarns and Fawlty Towers, but Gilliam’s extra-Python work he has no
tolerance for, feeling that it just copies Python and isn’t original.

A half-hour phone call with a researcher from the Dick Cavett Show, who's
doing a pre-interview interview. He says he thought my remark about showbiz
being ‘a branch of American patriotism’ was brilliant, but I can never remember
saylng it.

Friday, April 4th: Good Friday

The sheer pleasure of having a morning to myself — even though I have to
spend it reading the Time Bandits latest revised script — 1s incredibly healing to
my creaking system. Clear the desk, write the diary, pull down the blinds
against the strong sunlight, brew up strong coftee, and settle down to reading.

To my relief, the Time Bandits, as of April 4th, 1s not in bad shape at all, and
most of last week’s rapid rewrites, though in many cases the result of writer’s
cowardice, do seem to improve the shape and pace of the story. So by the time
I’'ve completed a thorough read-through I'm feeling very positive.

Up to T Gilliam’s to discuss with him. Find him in a house of illness. Amy
pufty with mumps, Maggie, newly pregnant, looking very tired, and TG
crumpled and dressing-gowned. His temperature returned to 101 last night and
he was thrown into a sweating turmoil after a phone call from Denis O’B in
Los Angeles. TG thinks he has ‘brain fever’.

We talk through for four hours. And by the end I'm exhausted by the effort
of keeping concentration and a sense of proportion and not succumbing to
Gilliam’s periodic moments of eyeball-widening realisation ... “We only have
seven weeks ... ‘I haven’t even ..., etc, etc.

Look forward with glorious anticipation of relief relaxation to my two days
oft in Southwold this weekend with Rachel.

Sunday, April 6th: Easter, Southwold

Slept a welcome eight hours. Woken by chirpy Rachel at eight and up and
cating croissants on Easter morning by 8.30.
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Brian appears to have had some effect on Granny — she confessed that she
didn’t go to church on Good Friday ... “Thinking of you and your film, I just
couldn’t.” Has it shaken her faith constructively or destructively? She did say
she couldn’t take Pontius Pilate seriously any more!

Titesday, April Sth

Drive over to Eric’s for a Python meeting about the next album, which we
have to deliver under the terms of our Arista/Charisma contract.

Eric suggests we call the album ‘Monty Python’s Legal Obligation Album’
and [ suggest that we have 1t introduced by some legal man explaining why we
have to deliver it and the penalties if we don’t. This replaces the tentative
‘Scratch and Smift” utle.

So we are all going back to our notebooks to cull material and have it typed
up, and we reassemble on my 37th birthday to record.

Thursday, April 17th

Gilliam has had positive chats with Jonathan Pryce to play the Evil Genius.
Pryce 1s apparently tremendous in Hamlet at the Royal Court and 1f we get him
[ think it will add to the extraordinarily confusing richness of the cast.

Bike up to Belsize Park then spend an hour sorting out mounds of
unanswered fan mail (well, about 40 letters!) to give to the Python ofhice to
dispose of. This 1s quite a milestone as up till now I've always replied myself —
even short, scruffy notes — but such is the amount of work behind and before
me that I really can’t manage the time any more.

Tisesday, April 22nd

A fine drizzle as I cycle round to Mr Owen the Feet at a quarter to nine. Start
of Rachel’s second term at Gospel Oak today and she doesn’t show any sign of

nerves.
Mr Owen talks for 40 minutes and cuts away at my corn for five. ‘I would

have been a professional violinist if 1t hadn’t been for the war ... . A cat

wanders through the surgery.
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Thursday, April 24th

Jonathan Pryce cannot do Time Bandits — he’s holding out for a part in the new
Steven Spielberg — so we discuss alternatives. David Warner top of the list. Denis
O’B still wreaking awful havoc with TG’s peace of mind. Airily suggesting we
try to get Sellers to play the Supreme Being. TG sounds tired and heavily
pressured.

Friday, April 25th

Train to Manchester. Although I spend most of the journey bent over my
books, I can’t help overhearing that there has been some sort of US raid on
Iran during the night. About one man in the whole restaurant car seems to
have heard the early morning news — and says that the Americans launched an
Entebbe-style commando attack in Iran which ended with two US aircraft
smashing into each other in the dark and killing eight men.

It really does sound like a most perilous affair and makes me aware of that
where-I-was-when-I-heard-the-news sort of feeling — here I am speeding
towards Manchester on the day the war broke out!

Arrive at twenty to twelve. Met by Roger Laughton, Ken Stephinson’s boss
at BBC Features.' He’s a chattery, eloquent, rather macho head of department,
who went to Birkdale School, supports Shettield Wednesday and also went
briefly to the same Crusader class® as myself! “Then why weren’t we best
friends?” he asked, jokingly but quite significantly.

He drives me out of Manchester to Ken’s quite extraordinary converted
station cottage at Saddleworth. Extraordinary, not just because expresses thunder
past not ten feet from his windows, but because the stretch of railway line 1s
magnificent — coming from the south over Saddleworth Viaduct then curving
in an impressive long bend to disappear then reappear in the shadow of massive
slabs of moorland.

Marjorie cooks us a very tasty, delicate meal, which we eat in the Ladies’
Waiting Room, whilst listening solemnly to President Carter’s live message to
the US people at one o’clock our time, seven o’clock a.m. their time —
describing, quite straightforwardly, his own personal responsibility for the
unmense cock-up.

" Ken Stephinson, BBC Manchester producer who recruited me to present an episode of Great
Railway Journeys.

* The Crusaders’ Union was an evangelical Bible Class for boys and girls.
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Monday, April 28th

At Park Square West to meet Ron Devillier," who 1s on his way back to the
US after a TV sales fair in France. Ron 1s anxious to market the Python TV
shows in the US and, in view ot his pioneering work in awakening the US to
MPFC [Monty Python’s Flying Circus]|, we listen to him with interest.

Cleese, who had not met Ron betore, clearly warmed to him and at the end
of an hour’s discussion (Ron emphasising the extraordinary audience ratings
which Python sull picks up whenever it’s shown in the US), John proposed
that we should meet in a week’s time, when all of us reassemble for the
recording of Python’s Contractual Obligation Album, and we should agree to
approach Ron formally and ask him to set out his terms for distributing Python
tapes.

Denis 1s quite actively pursuing a company called Telepictures Inc, who he
hopes can be persuaded to handle all Python product (in and out of the series).

Again the big business approach of Denis confronts and seems to conflict
with the decentralised Python plans, which are born of mistrust of big American
companies and trust in individuals whom we like instead. I foresee the
Telepictures v Ron Devillier situation becoming a head-on battle between
Denis’s ‘philosophy’ and our own.

Titesday, April 29th

As I drive from Wardour Street up to TG’s I'm quite forcibly struck by the
inadequacy of the title Time Bandits. It just won’t create much of a stir on the
hoardings, marquees and billboards. My favourite new title is “Terry Gilliam’s

Greed’.

Saturday, May 3rd

The post brings a very cheering letter from the headmaster of William Ellis to
say that Tom has a place at the school from next September. So do most of his
best friends, so this is good news indeed, especially as Willy will now
automatically be offered a sibling’s place.

As a reward 1 take Tom out for lunch and a trip to the South Ken museums.
But the reward turns into quite an effort — for I take Louise and Helen

[Guedalla], Rachel and Willy as well as Tom.

" Ron Devillier ran Dallas Public Broadcasting station, the first place in America to show a series
of Monty Python uncut and in its entirety, back m 1972.
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Buy the children McDonald’s fast food, then drive on down to the Geology
Museum. Have to detour as Kensington Gore is cordoned off because of the
[ranian Embassy siege at Prince’s Gate. Now in its fourth day — and deadlines
and threats have passed. There is massive police presence, but a remarkable calm
now as the siege becomes a London 1institution.

Rachel and Helen haul me round the various exhibits and we in fact visit
three museums. My mind is a mass of surrealist images from a score of exhibition
stands and I am quite exhausted by the time we get home at six.

Wednesday, May 7th

After a poor night’s sleep, up in good time and down to Euston by 9.30. Myself
and the film crew catch the 9.55 to Manchester. I'm supposed to be an ordinary
traveller in an ordinary second-class coach, but will viewers think it entirely

coincidental that the only other occupants of the 9.55 today seem to be
Orthodox Rabbis?

Monday, May 12th: Grosmont, North Yorkshire

We drive over to Grosmont to interview Kim Mallion about restoring railway
engines. It’s a strange process trying to appear natural whilst having to do
unnatural things like stand in an unusual relationship in order to keep the
interviewee’s face to camera, having to cut him off in mid-sentence because
we have to move casually to another pre-set position and at the same time
trying to mentally edit his remarks and your questions, knowing that this whole
encounter will probably take up no more than one minute’s film. I began to
realise why TV interviewers and presenters develop their aggressive pushiness.
They’re doing their job. Well, I'm glad I'm 1in comedy.

Tisesday, May 13th: Grosmont

Woke at four to the silence of the countryside.

For a moment or two, lying there in the pre-dawn in the isolation of
this tiny North Yorkshire village, 1 was seized with a crisis of confidence.
What I was doing all seemed so unreal. I am not a documentary presenter —
I have no special knowledge or authority to talk about railways, or even a
special skill in getting people to talk. I have been chosen mainly because of
what [ have done in the past, which has made me into a reasonably well-
known TV figure, but more precisely I've been chosen because Ken senses
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m my personality something which the viewer will like and identify with.

So there I am, lymg, listening to a cuckoo which has just started up in a
nearby wood as the grey gives way to the gold creeping light of another hot
day, trying to bring mto sharp and positive focus this ephemeral ‘personality’
of mine, which is my chief qualification for this job. How I wish I were dealing
in something much more finite — like the skill of an engine driver or a
cameraman. Something which you can see, teel, touch, switch on and oft. But
no, for an hour on national TV I am to be everyone’s friend — the traveller
that muillions are happy to travel with.

Up at a quarter to eight, resolved to treat my predicament in the classic
existentialist way — not to worry, just to do. The weather 1s perfect for our
idyllic shots of Egton Station and the Esk Valley Line. I lie in the grass by the
track reading Paul Theroux’s terrible adventures in La Paz [in The Old Patagonian
Express] and thinking myself in paradise here, with the hot sun shining from a
cloudless sky and wind n the thin line of pines above my head.

Wednesday, May 14th: Teesside

Interviewed a man who knew some details of Stockton-Darlington, the world’s
first public passenger railway. Only after the interview do I find out that his son
had been crushed to death six weeks before owing to the negligence of the
nearby factory where he was an apprentice. It would have been his 18th birthday
today, the man told me — on the verge of tears. He’d had a lot of personal
problemis — the break-up of a marriage, etc — and this was the last straw. He
apologised for not being able to remember all the details for me, but the doctors
had put him on a drug after his nervous breakdown and it left him irritatingly
cloudy on memories, he said. He’d half-built a model train. Just an ordinary

bloke.

Thursday, May 15th: Newcastle

On to the 125 at Darlington and various shots of The Traveller looking around
him. I've long since run out of delightfully informal, spontaneous and casual
gestures and am now concentrating on trying not to appear too idiotically
interested every time [ look out of the window.

My rosy-spectacled view of Newcastle provoked a nice comment from a
local. I was raving about the wonderful easiness of the Cumberland pub in
the working-class district of the Byker and someone quipped, ‘Oh, yes, the
Cumberland. They say there’s one bar full of locals and one bar tull of playgroup
leaders.’
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Friday, May 16th: Newcastle—Edinburgh

Wake to sunshine and clear skies and the chorus of squeaks, rumbles and soft
hissing of diesel exhausts from the station below. Outside a panorama of cars
and trains crossing bridges. Tyneside coming to work.

We board an HST for Edinburgh which is half an hour late. I haven’t been
on a single punctual train this week.

Between Berwick and Edinburgh, as the train staggers home with an out-
of-action rear power car (what a bad day for this to happen to British Rail),
[ sit with three randomly selected ‘members of the public’ and we’re filmed
chatting. Maybe the age of television 1s conditioning us all, but they speak with
the easy assurance of people who are interviewed daily.

My last memories of elegant Edinburgh, as serenely unflawed in its beauty
as ever, are of a group of very drunken chartered surveyors milling around in
the lounge of the North British at midnight, tipping each other in and out of
a wheelchair. If they’d been punks they’d have been out in the gutter, but they
were Chartered Surveyors of this Fine City and were in dinner jackets and had
paid well for their tickets, so no-one stopped them behaving like the worst sort
of hooligans. My last image was of them falling on top of each other and
knocking back Napoleon brandy from the bottle.

Saturday, May 17th: Kyle of Lochalsh

Up and across the Central Highlands — shot of me reading, etc. On time at
Inverness’s crabbed and disappointing little station. Inverness full of yobbos,
drunks and ladies with twinsets and pearls doing their Saturday shopping. We
have time oft. I make for the castle, but in front of 1t are three fairly incapable
teenage Scots. One turns and spits long and high into the air. To my astonished
horror another runs forward, tries to catch the gob in his own mouth and fails.

The other thing that I notice in Inverness this sunny Saturday afternoon are
the number of churches. Severe, pencil-thin towers — the grey pointed fingers
of disapproval. Enough to drive you to drink.

So begins the memorable nightmare of the journey to Kyle. The train has
an observation car on the end, a special old coach with free-standing armchairs
and tables.

Ken’s 1dea 1s to fill the special coach with travellers whom [ casually chat to,
plus one or two specially researched guests. One of whom 1s a Mrs Mackenzie,
a 99-year-old who I'm told remembers the railway on the day it opened in
1896. She’s a wonderful, bright old lady, but not soft of hearing, and my first
question — a tortuously-phrased effort to elicit information as to how old she
was — 1s recetved with a stony silence. A pleasant smile, but a stony silence. [ try
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1t again, then again even louder. The crew and the rest of the compartment
must be either splitting their sides or squirming in embarrassment.

For a full ten minutes [ persevere, trying everything, but, like a man with an
enormous fishing net and six harpoons trying to catch two small fish, I end up
with very litde for a lot of work. It leaves me exhausted, though sull in
admiration of old Mrs Mackenzie.

Titesday, May 20th: Mallaig

At 10.30 I'm filmed boarding the Skye ferry to Kyleakin. The cameras are
staying on the mainland to film exteriors from the Kyle train. I'm free until
after lunch and, as I have no option but to go on to Skye, I decide on a
morning's walking to compensate for much eating and drinking over the last
few days.

I stride on out of town, having left my case at the Caledonian MacBrayne
[terry] office. I stop at a hotel which 1s a country house — red-grey stone
and tall pitched roofs — set in very lush gardens with brilliantly deep pink
rhododendrons and a settled air of detachment and solid comfort.

But as soon as I step inside my stomach tightens with the identification of a
very early feeling of my childhood of a claustrophobia, a fear of being stifled in
dark rooms with well-polished doors, in which old ladies move in the shadows.

Mallaig, which we reach in the evening, is even bleaker than Kyle of
Lochalsh, a fairly wretched spot to be faced with the prospect of a night in —
after a day like today. But I have a room overlooking the Atlantic and the sharp
points of Rum and the volcanic spur of Eigg and there is a sunset after all and
it looks quite idyllic with a score of fishing boats heading for the harbour.

After the ritual of an evening meal together (‘Are the “Melon Cubes™ out
of a tin?” one of our number enquires ingenuously. ‘Oh, yes ... " the waitress
assures him quickly), Ken and I go to visit the engine driver whom we will be
filming tomorrow, as his wife has called and asked us over.

They’re rather a special family — with three children roughly the age of my
own, and yet Ronnie McClellan must be over 20 years older then me. He
married late to a very bright and articulate district nurse. Their children come
down in dressing gowns to meet us (it’s 9.45) and shake hands solemnly and
politely. They don’t have television, but they have dogs, cats and, I think, some
animals in the croft. The children kiss their father obediently but warmly.
[ should imagine he’s quite a strict and traditional father.

Back at the empty vastness of the West Highland, the two men who were
drinking half and halfs (Scotch and Heavy) at six o’clock are still drinking half
and halfs at twelve. Ken beats me three times at pool. Go to bed feeling

madequate.
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Nylon sheets and a colour scheme which looks as though an animal’s been
slaughtered in the room. Read Michael Arlen’s The Green Hat and enjoy the
utter incongruity. It gives me great comfort to know that Cannes and Mallaig
exist on the same planet.

Wednesday, May 21st: Mallaig—Glenfinnan

Fresh Mallaig kippers for breakfast. Later ['m told that there’s no such thing as
a Mallaig kipper as there’s a ban on herring fishing. So it was probably a
Canadian herring — which may have been kippered in Mallaig. Anyway, I ate
two of them.

An especially beautiful journey down along the coast — made more civilised
by the presence of a buftet bar and a couple of glasses of wine. [ have to be
filmed in the said buffet bar with two Danish students and a flavour chemuist
from Chicago who is over here on a cycling tour of Scotland. He’s a great
Python fan and he’s honestly called Constantine Apostle.

Our hotel here — the Glenfinnan House — 1s situated in an almost unbeatable
Highland surrounding. Pictures of Bonnie Prince Charlie’s heroic failures (it
was here at Glenfinnan he gathered his forces i the summer of 1745), a set of
bagpipes, pieces of igneous rocks on a dark-stained mantelpiece in a passable
mmitation of a baronial hall.

The house is set beside a lawn surrounded by broadleaved trees and running
down to Loch Shiel. Beside a wooden jetty, a couple of rowing boats bob on
the water. Walk down to the jetty and look down the length of Loch Shiel, at
the sheer magnificence of the spurs of epic mountainside tumbling down to
the lakeside.

As we unload, a cool-looking kid of ten or eleven skids up on his bike. ‘Do
you live here?” I ask ... The boy, in a particularly busmesslike way, nods and
adds, quite naturally, ‘D’you think I'm lucky?’

To bed around midnight. It seems almost a crime to close the curtains against
such a view.

Monday, May 26th

A Bank Holiday again. Surfaced mid-morning. Regular phone calls and door
bells ringing — mostly for the children, who have the next week oft school.
There was lots | wanted to do and a big pile of mail. Most of all [ wanted to
do nothing — to be at no-one’s beck and call for a bit.

Terry Gilliam comes round soon after six. The first week of Time Bandits is
now complete, but the shoot in Morocco was gruelling even by TG’’s standards.
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Moroccans less good at organisation than Tunisians, which didn’t help, but they
managed 97 slates — some 1n locations only accessible by mule.

After one week m Morocco he’d come back feeling like he did after ten
weeks of Brian. Rushes on Wednesday will show whether this almighty opening
effort will spur everyone on, or be the start of the collapse.

Thursday, May 29th

A heavy day ahead. The sky 1s grey and lowering, but still no rain. Prepare for
the arrival of the BBC unit to film outside and mnside the house. Also today
we're expecting Al and Claudie’ to stay, so No. 2 has to be prepared.

As 1t turns out we have a most successtul shoot. We block oft Julia Street
with a 60-foot hoist to shoot an epic ‘leaving home’ scene. Helen and the three
children all have to do their acting bit and acquit themselves very well on all
four takes. Really it’s an elaborate reconstruction for the viewing public of
what happens every time I leave home for filming away. Rachel, last out, hands
me my toothbrush with an easy self-confidence which I hadn’t expected at all.

Friday, May 30th

Helen goes out to badminton and Al, Claudie and I make a rambling feast
out of quite a simple selection of soup and cold meats, ending with a liqueur
tasting — Al determined to try all the bottles he brought over from Brittany.
Their Jacques Brel tape played loudly — Al enthusing, as only he can, over
each track. ‘One of the greatest people of this century’ 1s Al’s verdict on
Brel.

Claudie comes to life more when the subject turns to France, but her English
is now much more confident. But I wish she would eat more and smoke less.
Al wants to have a baby — they want a girl and they have a name, ‘Chantelle’.

A warm and woozy evening. Much laughter.

Tiesday, June 3rd

Listen to the Python Contractual Obligation Album. I'm afraid it does sound
rather ordinary. One or two of the songs stand out and there are some
conventional sketches of Cleese and Chapman’s (man enters shop, etc) which

' Al Levinson, an American I'd met in the seventies, and some of whose writing I'd published.
His second marriage was to Claudie, a young Bretonne.
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are saved by good performances. Twenty-five percent padding, fifty percent
quite acceptable, twenty-five percent good new Python.

Saturday, June 7th

Drive up to T Gilliam’s for a meeting. Terry is very deflated. He looks and
sounds quite pummelled by the pressures of this creature he’s brought into life.
Filming all week, meetings with actors in the evening, all weekend looking at
locations.

Now Amy wants his attention and he wants to give me his attention. So we
work on rewrites and additions for next week whilst Amy piles me up with
teddy bears and races round the room with a manic energy, shouting, tumbling,
grimacing. The only way we can work 1s by me reading the script corrections
as a story to one of Amy’s teddies. A bizarre session.

Monday, June gth

Work and run in the morning. Talk to a fan from Indiana on the telephone at
lunchtime — she was visiting England, had seen Grail 17 times and Brian nine
times and loved everything we did.

To Denis’s oftice at two. Meet Peter Cook there. He has a very silly hat, but
we have a few laughs, mainly about a pop group Peter had seen in Los Angeles
called Bees Attack Victor Mature. Peter rambles on a while, then wanders off —
a little concerned as to how he’ll find his way out of the EuroAtlantic fortress.
Denis has just done a deal for GC’s Yellowbeard screenplay, provided that the
screenplay is rewritten. So Peter Cook, whom Denis was much impressed by
at Amnesty, is to rewrite the script with GC — and they have a six-million-
dollar production budget. Denis does want to see us all happy.

What Denis doesn’t know is that E. Idle has probably slipped the O’Brien
net. A very positive letter from him in France — the ‘Pirates of Penzance’ now
looks more likely to happen. Gary Weiss [Eric’s director] 1s a very ‘hot’ property
and he wants to do it. Eric now has a direct phone line in Cotignac, but asks
me to promise not to give it to Denis, under threat of setting fire to my stereo.

I leave, having told Denis that the next thing I want to do 1s a film on my
own — probably to shoot next summer.

Watch last hour of the Test Match v West Indies on the box, then Helen and
I, suitably tarted up in DJs and long dresses, drive down to Kensington for the
reception at the Royal Geographical Society to commemorate their founding
150 years ago.

The Queen and Prince Philip and the Duke of Kent are to be there. We've
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joked about going and not going, but tell Helen 1t’s my duty as a diarist 1f
nothing else.

Sir John and Lady Hunt are receiving the guests. He’s quite frail now and
totally white-haired. Lady Hunt seems very bright and on the ball.

I meet the daughter of Lord Curzon, on whose land the RGS HQ was
built, and the sparkling wine with strawberries i 1t 1s going to my head quite
pleasantly when we are asked to move away from the gravel terrace. Quite
amiably, but firmly. Around us some people are being lined up as if for some
military manoeuvre — not in a long line, but in a number of short ranks, like
football teams.

Helen and I are enmeshed with a world authority on gibbons, who also
happens to be an enormous Ripping Yarn tan and shghtly more pissed than we
.

The Duke was, at one point, just beside my right shoulder and sounded to
be having quite a jolly time, but entourages always deter chance encounters, so
I didn’t spring forward. About 10.30 he and Queenie disappeared inside.

Helen and I, quite mellow, but hungry, left about 1§ minutes later, but, as
we prepared to cross Kensington Gore, there was a shout from a policeman
who was standing only 100 yards away from the SAS siege building — ‘Stay in
the middle!” We froze on the trathic 1sland in the middle of Kensington Gore
and realised that the Queen had not yet left.

In fact at this moment her Daimler, with the swollen rear windows for
better visibility, was sweeping away from the RGS. The light was on inside
so the Queen and the Duke could be seen, and for a moment in time we
on our little trathc island and the Head of the British Empire came into
eyeball to eyeball contact. Helen waved. The Queen automatically waved
back, the Duke grinned and the black limousine curved left and right into
Hyde Park and was gone.

Thursday, June 12th: London—Llamvern

To Paddington to catch the 1.15 to Newport. There 1s a long wait, blamed first
on signal failure, then, with what sounded like a stroke of inspiration from a
tired guard, on a bomb scare. But it enables me to complete the ‘Robin Hood’
rewrites, losing the ‘Future’ sequence.

Finally arrive at the Gateway Hotel, Llanwern, at about four o’clock. Various
members of Time Bandits crew are surfacing after the second of their week of

' Just over a month earlier the SAS had spectacularly stormed the Iranian Embassy in Prince’s
Gate, ending a five-day siege by lranian separatists. Five of the gunmen and one hostage were

killed.
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night shoots at nearby Raglan Castle. Last night a lady on stilts ‘lost her bottle’,
as [an Holm put it, but the crew seem to be in good spirits.

TG and I discuss the rewrites. Then [ go to my room and watch some of
the England v Belgium match — some promising football and one of the great
international goals by Wilkins, then fighting on the terraces and the Italian
police react fiercely with riot police and tear gas.

TG’s fictional recreation of the sack of Castiglione 1s not unlike the actual
scenes ['ve just witnessed on the terraces in Turin. Both take place in North
[taly and in each smoke is drifting everywhere and bodies are falling. But TG’s
pictures are much more impressive and I’'m tantalised by the brief amount I've
seen of this strange film that is slowly and painstakingly taking shape in the rain
at a nearby castle.

Titesday, June 24th

Midsummer’s Day. And, as it turns out, the first day in the last three weeks
when it hasn’t rained on the Time Bandits.

Out in the mosquito-ridden beauty of the Epping Forest, with the
pollarded trees striking wonderfully Gilliamesque poses, with lumps and
gnarls and strange growths, Shelley [Duvall who’s playing Pansy, one of the
star-crossed lovers] and I and the mammoth unit enjoy a dry day. Not 20
miles away, there were fierce storms with hailstones scattering the players at

Wimbledon and Lord’s.

Wednesday, June 25th

After more shots with the dwarves passing us, Shelley and I get on to the rain
sequences. I can’t complain. I wrote the dreaded word ‘rain’, and here it 1s in
all 1ts dispiriting glory, courtesy of the Essex Fire Brigade, Not a terribly good
take and the next 40 minutes are spent under a hair-dryer, preparing my wig
for a re-take. But then it’s lunch and I have to go to the pub with a plastic bag
over my head.

Afterwards a fairly horrendous experience in the second rain scene, when
Shelley and I are down to our mediaeval underwear. The elements of the
developing shot are so various that it takes six takes before we have a satisfactory
conclusion. And on each one we have hoses directed on us for about a minute
and a half.

Shelley seems much more tolerant of the ordeal than any actress has a right
to be. But, as she says in the car on the way home, it’s better than having to
cry every day for seven months with Kubrick! Nicholson had to take a six-
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month break after the movie [The Shining] was fiished to get himself straight
again.

Thursday, June 26th

Drive to Pentonville Road, where, on the hill from which the great Victorian
painting of St Pancras was made, I find myself in the BUPA medical centre for
a screening. No particular reason, I just thought I should have a complete
medical check-up and where better than under the personal eye of one of the
BUPA centre’s leading lights — Alan Bailey.'

Alan reassures me on one point: that Parkinson’s Disease isn’t hereditary.
Then he examines me, pokes, prods and fingers my genitals, after which
we have a talk about houses, education, the possible break-up of ILEA
[Inner London Education Authority], and he offers me a drink from his
metal cupboard full of Scotch and other drugs. I have a beer and meet the
doctor who 1s, as Alan cheerfully informs me, ‘in charge of the clap clinic
here’.

The clap man 1s neat, less of a character, and we talk about beta-blockers —
pills which reduce the heartbeat. He thinks them a quite brilliant advance, and
yet could talk only of the dangers of their misuse.

Alan 1s quite keen to show off the body scanner in the basement and the
instant computer details of each patient. So far, all the results of my tests show
no danger areas. I'm four pounds lighter than I was when I came seven years
ago at eleven stone seven, and I'm five foot eleven inches — which is news to
me and means I'm ofhicially taller than I thought I was! Sight and hearing are
100% apart from one frequency of hearing — that of telephone bells and
gunshots!

Monday, June 30th

I have something of a record in the make-up line today — four layers — my own
tightly-cropped hair, a bald bladder on top of that, a wig stuck onto the sides
of that and, to top the lot, a toupee. The make-up takes a couple of hours, but
Elaine [Carew, my make-up artist] and I now get on so well that I hardly notice
the time passing. [ can’t blame anyone but myselt for any inconvenience either,
as [ wrote 1it.

Katherine Helmond, of Soap fame, who 1s Ruth Gordon’s replacement, is

" Alan was one of Graham Chapman’s closest friends. They had met as medical students at Bart's
Hospital.
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on the set for fittings, etc, together with Peter Vaughan, who plays her Ogre
husband. She’s delightful, Vaughan strong and quite quiet with his foxy little
eyes and mouth easily cracking into a smile.

Shelley and I work all day on an impressive set of the ‘Titanic’. Final shot 1s
uncomfortable and involves me losing my toupee and causing a lot of damage.
They like 1t on the third take and we wrap at 7.30.

Titesday, July 1st

A stormy night as a depression, pushed by cold north winds, crosses over us.
The blind flaps and bangs and it’s as cold as November. Up at seven and drive
through the rain to the studios [at Wembley| by eight.

Into mediaeval outfit this time. A steady morning’s work on the coach
interiors (Shelley and [ sitting in a coach resting on inner tubes of lorry tyres —
four men waving trees above our heads).

In the afternoon, as we prepare to shoot the dwarves dropping on Patsy [one
of the two star-crossed lovers, played by Shelley| and myself, the director hurtles
through the air towards us, strikes Shelley sharply on the left temple and knocks
her almost senseless. Gilliam spends the next half-hour comforting a very shaken
Shelley. Turns out he was demonstrating to one of the dwarves how safe 1t was
to fall.

[ work in my dressing room, waiting for the final call. Rain and wind outside.
Quite cosy. Stodgy food and assistant director constantly coming round to ask
if there’s anything [ want. Stardom means eating too much. After eight, Neville
Thompson, the associate producer, arrives in my ‘suite’ to tell me that they will
not be getting around to Shelley and myself this evening. The shot has been
cancelled, as this was Shelley’s last day on the picture.

Wednesday, July 2nd

To Park Square West by ten for a Python meeting. Eric 1s already there, playing
the piano. I've no idea how today’s meeting is going to turn out — all I know
1s that John has told Terry G that he’s never felt less like writing Python and
yet ofhcially we have this month set aside for just such an enterprise . .

Terry J arrives next, looking mournful — with reason, for he has his arm in
a sling. Apparently he threw himselt on the ground at a charity cricket match
last Sunday and has a hairline fracture of a bone called the humerus.

John arrives — he’s growing his Shakespearian beard back again, I think. He
claims it went down very well with the ladies and shaving it off (which he did
tor the Time Bandits) only revealed what a tiny mouth he has. I advise John to
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have his mouth widened. He says he 1s considering another hair transplant.

We talk briefly about Python’s general biz. Denis’s call for a business meeting
and a meetung to discuss his exciing new proposals for a distribution network
of our own are met with almost universal lack of interest. “Tell him we went
off to sleep,” John advises Anne when she 1s desperately asking what reaction
she should relay to DO’B about his proposals.

Then to lunch at Odin’s. Clift Richard at the next table looks permanently
oft the beach at Barbados. Apart from Eric, the Pythons are white, apart from
T] who's grey. After a long wait, and some white wine, I lead oft perhaps
provocatively by asking who wants to write the new Python film this month.
Then 1t all comes out.

JC wants a month of lesurely talk and discussion and does not want to
face the ‘slog’ of nine-to-five writing. 1 suggest that we don’t yet have a
very clear and positive area or identity for the subject matter of the film and
that we should only write when we are really ‘hungry’ to write. But it’s
Graham who quite blandly drops the real bombshell — he’s working for the
next few days on a Yellowbeard rewrite and then he hopes to film 1t in
Australia during the winter. This straight pinch from previously discussed
Python plans 1s a real stunner and the well-controlled indignation of Eric
and Terry ] rises to the surface.

I have the increasing feeling that we are going through a period similar to
the post-Grail days in ’75, '76, when individual Pythons want to stretch their
legs. Terry G led the field with Time Bandits, I've done the Yarns and the
‘Railway’ documentary. So I'm not too worried about proving myself.

I don’t know about Eric, but he was clearly amazed when John suggested
we didn’t meet together till next Wednesday. At Eric’s surprise JC dropped all
pretences — he hung his head in his hands and became cross. ‘I'm tired ... I've
done six weeks of ... " and so on.

This lunch and the discussions were all part of the painful process of
preserving Python. We don’t fit into any easy patterns, we ask each other to
make enormous compromises, adjustments and U-turns, but we do produce
the best comedy 1n the country.

Not much rest at home, for at 6.30 I'm collected by Graham 1 his Mercedes
and we drive one and a halt hours out to Associated Book Publishers in Andover
for a sales-force-meet-authors binge. It all seems quite a tiresome waste of tume,
except that Christopher Isherwood is there, which saves the evening tor me.
He’s 76 and looks fit and neat. His skin is weathered like an elephant’s leg, n
contrast to the softer, tanned brown of his friend Don Bachardy. Bachardy has
bright eyes and looks terribly healthy. He’s almost a carbon copy of Isherwood.
Isherwood talks to Graham about a supermarket they both share in Brentwood,
Los Angeles.

[sherwood talks fluently — like a man used to talking and being listened to
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(GC tells me his voice has become quite ‘stentorian’ since doing lecture tours).
I would love to spend more time with him and Don — they seem such a bright,
lively pair in this drab and colourless sales conference world.

Wednesday, July gth

To Gospel Oak School for the Infant Concert. Rachel is a sheep. She wears
her clean, Persil-white T-shirt and petticoat and a cardboard mask which makes
it difficult for her to see, and the sheep bang into each other. Rachel’s class less
imaginative than the others, but her rather morose teacher did wear black
fishnet tights.

Monday, July 14th

Hurry through the rain to 2 Park Square West and a Python meeting. Eric and
Denis are already there. ['m wearing a ‘Leica’ disposable jacket and hood which
[ acquired [whilst filming] at the Rainhill Trials at the end of May. Eric says
I look like a red sperm.

All Pythons present except, of course, Gilliam. Denis has greatly looked
forward to this meeting, for this is the first time he has aired his latest proposal
to the group as a whole. The proposal is that Python should become involved
in the setting-up of an independent UK film distribution company -
HandMade Films.

Denis rides all interruptions as he slowly and impressively reveals his plans.
But he is not a good judge of people — and of English people especially — and
instead of being received with wide-eyed gratitude, his proposals are subjected
to a barrage of strong scepticism.

Eric wants to know how much it all will cost us and then queries whether
or not we need it, as it will mean yet another source of interminable business
meetings. John C queries Denis’s assumption that there will be eight ‘Python-
based’ films at least in the next five years. He certainly isn’t going to do one,
and neither is Eric. Also the assumption that Time Bandits and Yellowbeard will
each make at least £650,000 in the UK is received without conviction.

Denis’s worst enemy is his own ingenuous enthusiasm in the face of five
very complex, quite sophisticated minds, four at least of which distrust one
thing more than anything else — uncritical enthusiasm. So 1t’s left undecided.

Denis rather rapidly runs through the rest of the agenda, but he’s lost us.
The more he enthuses over terms, deals, percentages, controls, etc, the more

John turns his mind to doing anagrams on his agenda (he had a good one for
Michael Palin — 1.e. Phallic Man).
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To lunch at Odin’s. Terry suggests the group should spend three days
Cherbourg, writing. John thinks we should do a film about the Ihiad. Denis

looks bewildered.

Wednesday, July 16th

Children are prepared for school — with the right clothes, shoes, music, forms
for teachers, etc. At ten to nine Sam Jarvis arrives to work on painting
the outside of the house and settles first of all for his cup of tea. Letters are
sorted, diaries written and banks visited on the way to Cleese’s for a Python
session.

Only John 1s there at the appointed time. He’s thumbing through his address

book for someone to take to dinner ... ‘Come on, Michael, you must know
some ravishing creature ... " and so on. He grins happily when I half-jest

about the demise of Python. Eric 1s still unwell, TG’s off ... ‘I think we
should disband this rapidly-crumbling comedy group for at least a year.” John
grins . . .

At seven leave for Tom’s orchestral concert at Gospel Oak. Tom plays a
clarinet solo, piano solo and a duet with Holly [Jones] and 1s one of the two or
three stars of the show. I feel very proud, especially as his clarinet piece is quite
difhicult. Both Helen and I dreadfully nervous in the audience.

Sunday, July 2oth

After breakfast and Sunday papers, I retire to. workroom (most reluctantly) to
prepare for tonight’s Save the Whales concert. Various tiresome little props and
costume details to sort out, but Anne H 1s a great help and locates such things
as Gumby glasses and the like. I write a new piece — a short monologue about
Saving the Plankton.

I complete my plankton piece, gather props and cossies into a big suitcase
and, in a state of numbed resignation, set oft under grey skies for the Venue n
Victoria. | forget Gumby flowers, vase and mallet and have to drive all the way
back from Regent’s Park.

The Venue is a cabaret-type theatre, with audience at tables eating and
drinking, so they don’t seem to mind us starting nearly an hour late. From then
on I begin to enjoy 1t. All the lethargy of a Sunday disappears and 1s replaced
by the sharpness of performing adrenaline. ‘Plankton’ goes especially well and
is received all the better for being obviously specially-written material.

Second half the audience are in very good form. ‘Save the leopards!” someone
shouts as I come on in my leopard-skin coat as the spangly compeére of
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‘Shouting’. | reassure the audience that it is artificial, whereupon the rejoinder
comes smartly back ‘Save the artificial leopards!’

Home with huge feeling of relief and satisfaction — a 100% different from
the way I felt on leaving seven hours ago. Am | a manic depressive?

Monday, July 215t

Anne rings early to say that Python has been offered four days at the Hollywood
Bowl at the end of September. Two weeks in LA 1in late September, all together,
would, I feel, do our writing chances and the group’s general commitment to
working together so much good that we should decide to go ahead with it as
soon as possible.

Wednesday, July 23rd

TJ comes up after lunch. It’s actually too hot to work upstairs at No. 4 — sticky,
with bright, shining sun unremitting — so we decamp to No. 2, to the leaky
double bedroom. TJ rather content here. Says it reminds him of Belsize Park!'
There complete ‘Sperm Song’.

In the evening (we work on until 6.30), I ring John C to find him very
disappointed with his writing progress. He claims not to have been really well
since last Friday and says that he and G C have not written much and he doesn’t
like the family idea and could we not postpone the entire film for six months?

Thursday, July 24th

Blue skies and high summer again — the fine weather is persisting despite all
forecasts. So a fresh buoyancy to my step as [ come back from Mansfield Road
with the papers — abruptly slowed down by the news that Peter Sellers died last
night. Though not as sudden and unexpected as the news seen in a French
paper on holiday in 1977 that ‘Elvis est Mort!’, it affected me in the same way.
Sellers and Milligan were to the humour of my pre- and teenage days as Elvis
was to the music.

" When Helen and I married in 1966 we lived in a flat at 82 Belsize Park Gardens.
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Friday, July 25th

Duly arrive at J Cleese’s at ten — bringing Eric. It’s a hot day. John 1s upstairs
recovering from taking Cynthia for an early-morning swim. We meet out in
John’s garden — this prospect of unbroken sunshine 1s so rare this last month
that the sun-worshippers in the group (everyone except TJ) feel unable to
ignore it.

JC proposes a moratorium on the film — period unspecified. This rather
deflating proposal 1s perhaps made more acceptable by a general welcoming
of the Hollywood Bowl show. This, after briet discussion, is received most
constructively. It makes the film postponement seem less like a positive break,
more of a long imterruption of work in progress. We shall be together for two
or three weeks in LA 1n late September, we will do four nights at the Bowl
and 1t 15 agreed that 1t shall be videotaped tor sale to US TV.

Our ‘break-through’ writing of yesterday and the days before is not even
read out. John seems happy to let things drift. There’s a histless feeling. EI says
July 1s a rotten month to write anything.

No-one has yet really decided how long this ‘interruption’ should be. Six
months 1s the mimmimmum and any attempt to compromise on this meets very
strong objections from John. But six months merely means an almost impossibly
short period for the resolution of any alternative plans, so a year 1s proposed.
And reluctantly accepted, as it acknowledging a measure of defeat.

We shall meet again to write the movie in September 1981.

Wednesday, July 30th

Catch the 8.55 Euston—Manchester train to see the first assembly of my ‘Great
Railway Journey’.

At the BBC we watch the 62-minute first cut on a Steenbeck. My impression
is of endless pretty railway trains disappearing behind trees — clichés of this sort
of documentary. There is little evidence of my own mmpact on the journey . ..
but more disappointingly a very ordinary, flat feeling to the camerawork and
strangely the editing as well.

It was a depressing viewing — depressing because I value Ken’s friendship
and the working relationship between us, depressing because I had hoped that
his unconventional choice of presenter indicated his intention of trying some
exciting and experimental approach to the programme. Depressing because
I had to fight Denis O’B so hard to come up with something so dull. I think
Ken is well aware of my feelings, and there is a conspicuous lack of over-
enthusiasm.

So when | dash off to catch the Manchester Pullman back to town, I know
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I have a job of work on — much more than I expected to do at this stage of the
programme, but there is hope and I have always in the back of my mind the
memory of my first reaction to the initial cut of ‘Roger of the Raj’.’

Thursday, July 315t

To the foot man at 9.30. He’s running very late. I sit in his little surgery in
Mornington Road, with a nun and a sad, rather dim, shuffling old Irishman,
and write my Python album notes.

Then to EuroAtlantic for what is supposed to be a couple of hours of business
and a couple of hours of thought on the content of the stage show. It turns out
to be four hours of business and hardly a thought for the content.

Once again Denis pushes us towards the Telepictures video deal and the
distribution company. All of us weaken on Telepictures, apart from Eric, who
maintains that we should not give video rights for seven years to a company we
know nothing about. At one point Eric suggests directly to Denis that he 1s in
some way an interested party on Telepictures’ side. Denis denies this. Eric will
not be moved, though, and vetoes the agreement until he’s thought about it
more.

Monday, August 18th

Meet Ken Stephinson for lunch and we have a very productive chat about the
documentary. He feels as I do that it’s bland and rather dull at the moment, but
we hatch plans to revive, restore and enliven it. The only thing that worries me
1s that [ calculate I have a maximum of 12 clear writing days before Hollywood.

Thursday, August 21st: Copenhagen and Malmo

Caught British Airways’ 9.25 flight to Copenhagen [for Life of Brian publicity]
with Terry ] and Anne Bennett (of CIC, our distributors) from a marvellously
uncrowded Heathrow.

We lost an hour in the air and landed at Copenhagen at 12.05. A Cadillac
limousine (looking very out of place) swept us and our Danish hosts through
the neat, clean streets of suburban Copenhagen, with row upon row of

" A Ripping Yarn which I at first thought hadn’t worked at all, but has since become one of my
favourites, not least for Richard Vernon and Joan Sanderson’s wonderfully played dining room
scenes.
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apartment blocks, but mainly of brick, with pitched roofs and in small units,
usually angled to avoid a wilderness of long concrete vistas.

From this neat, clean, modest little capital we took a neat, clean hydrofoil
across to Malmo i Sweden.

[ hear from T] (confirmed by Anne Bennett) that Python has not begun
too well in Germany. Strong religious anti-reaction in Stuttgart — elsewhere
sluggish. So Brianity 1s perhaps not to be the new world religion after all.

As we leave Malmo for the University of Lund the wind has freshened.
Not much impression of Sweden on the way. An extension of Lincolnshire
perhaps.

About a quarter past eight we are introduced and go into a question and
answer session. Most of the questions seem to come from Englishmen or
Americans. Round about nine T]J 1s getting rather restless and asks the audience
(numbering 300 or so) if he can ask them a question. Much eager nodding.
‘How many of you want to go to the lavatory?” Our hosts take the hint and
wind up the session. For some reason we sing them the ‘Lumberjack Song’ and
that’s it. Both of us quite tired by now.

We're driven to the Students’ Union and eventually find ourselves in a small,
circular room where a table 1s laidd. We each have a glass of rather weak beer —
they are not allowed to serve full-strength beer to students — and nothing
1s happening. Outside the wind 1s strong and gusting and rain 1s lashing the
panes.

Finally a large plate of Swedish crayfish arrives. They’ve been marinaded in
beer and dill (very popular in Sweden) and are quite tasty. Then bottles of
aquavit, which are drunk to the accompaniment of rather hard drinking songs.
A lady called Lotta Love, said to be Sweden’s foremost groupie, also comes in
from somewhere.

Terry | is strongly resisting Anne’s and my attempts to get us all onto the last
hydrofoil to Copenhagen. I know that we must get back. We have to start early
tomorrow and the drinking — already producing a noisy and rather belligerent
atmosphere — will only accelerate.

With great difficulty we get TJ up and mutter our apologies. We just
managed to get downstairs and into our waiting limousine, which then drives
like hell into Malmé. The wind buffets the car on the motorway, causing it to
veer dangerously at high speed, but we do reach the quay in time and to my
intense relief the hydrofoil is still running, despite the storm. We are in Denmark

again by one.
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Friday, August 22nd: Copenhagen

Terry is terribly thankful that we didn’t let him stay in Malmg, and he goes oft
for a walk whilst I bathe, do my morning exercise and gently test my body and
brain for any damage caused by Sweden yesterday.

Outside the life of Copenhagen goes on, very unhurried, like model life in
a model village. Even the workmen are clean and I don’t believe that they really
have the work to do anyway. They must be Play People. Eventually decide that
the men engaged in raising and replacing paving stones opposite the hotel are
in fact now reduced to cleaning the underneath of the Copenhagen streets.

At about ten o’clock we start interviews in our room, followed by a press
conference downstairs, after which we are to give a TV mterview. A Danish
actor is portraying a Norwegian. The Danes and Swedes both find the
Norwegians a Scandinavian joke — slow-witted, thick-headed, humourless
fishing folk — and they send them up unmercifully. The fact that Python’s Life
of Brian has been banned in Norway causes our hosts great glee and the Swedes
have a poster tagging the film ‘So Funny it was Banned in Norway’.

We are then taken to the Tivoli Gardens for lunch and more filming. By
now my head is clear, but my stomach is distinctly oft-balance. I drink mineral
water, eat more ham and eggs, but find to my horror after lunch that we are to
be interviewed on the Big Wheel. I'm now feeling very queasy and not at all
far from the point of uncontainable nausea.

Here I am, quite likely to be sick even 1f [ just stand still, being loaded onto
a big wheel compartment opposite a grinning interviewer, a cameraman and a
sound man. The wheel moves up, we hang over Copenhagen then swing down,
round, up again, going faster. Only desperate laughter at my plight and Terry’s
touching concern and huge gulps of cool air as we swing up keep my stomach
contents from being vividly reproduced on Danish television.

At last the living hell comes to an end and I'm quite proud to have
survived. But the interviewer hasn’t finished, he wants more. High over the
city we go — I really can’t answer any more. Even T] is going groggy.
‘Alright,” 1s all I can shout. ‘I give up! I give up!” At the end of the torture
I’'m white and wobbling, something’s churning away inside. At last [ can
pause ... No I can’t ... We’re led away to be photographed doing funny
things with the Danish comedian.

Then into the limousine, to be driven, with the dubious aid of stomach-
lurching power-assisted brakes, to Danish radio. At last our Danish hosts seem
to have got the message that I'm unwell, so I'm escorted carefully from the
limousine and the first request is a ‘toiletten’ for Mr Palin.



1980
Monday, August 25th

Work on the ‘Railway’ programme — looking through the video cassette and
running and re-running. I'm very much encouraged, and there 1s enough n
there to give a high-quality look to the programme — now all we need 1s a
cohesive element of typical Palin stuft. I need to mject into the documentary
what I can do best — which 1s not, clearly, being a straight documentary
presenter.

Go out for a pizza in Hampstead, tull of Bank Holiday revellers. We talk
over ‘TB’. Terry 1s as positive about it as I've heard him since May. Highly
excited by the battle scenes at the end.

I feel much encouraged by today — both on ‘GRJ and ‘TB’. At one time
I was feeling that I have fallen between so many stools this year that I can only
have done myself harm, but now it looks as though all the hard work and hassle
may just have been worth it.

Monday, September 1st

School starts again — Rachel and Willy to Gospel Oak today, Tom to William
Ellis tomorrow. Tom has tried on his blazer, matching shirt, dark trousers, dark
shoes and hates them. I must say 1t’s a little sad to see him suddenly restricted
by a uniform. Some loss of innocence somewhere.

Before I start work I have to go through the unnerving and slhightly distasteful
business of giving myself an enema — to clear out my bowels 1 preparation for
a visit to the botty doctor this afternoon.

After squeezing the phosphate mixture in, I realise I'm unsure what an
enema is quite supposed to do. Should I retam the fluid for a certain time? I'm
downstairs looking up ‘enema’ i the Shorter Oxford Dictionary when events
overtake me and 1 just reach the lavatory for ten or fifteen minutes’ worth of
quite uncomfortable straining, with nothing to read but an article on the state
of the economy.

Then to the Medical Centre. Talk with Alan Bailey, then meet Mr Baker,
the botty doctor. He takes various particulars, then I'm led to a room next door
with various contraptions lying about. My eye flicks over them, wanting — and
at the same time, not wanting — to see the sort of thing which will be going up
my bum.

The doctor enters, formally, from another doorway. I'm laid down, naked
and with my legs up in my chest, and the ordeal begins. His first probings are,
after penetration, not too bad, quite bearable, but the higher he gets (and I can
feel this tubing peering and turning and twisting and thrusting up into my
stomach) the more severe the pain.
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I'm told to take deep breaths and I grasp the nurse’s hand tightly as he
squeezes air and water into my bowels to enlarge them so he can see better.
For some moments the pain is acute. I can feel sweat dripping oft me. The
worst thing is not knowing how long it will last.

Finally the pain eases and he begins to withdraw his instrument. Never have
[ been so glad to have an examination over. It turns out he’s been using a
sigmoidoscope and so centimetres of thick, black tube. “Wonderful view,” he
says, disarmingly ... ‘Maybe you ought to do a postcard series,” I suggest, but
he doesn’t laugh.

Thursday, September 4th

Complete a rough draft of the new ‘Railway’ commentary by lunchtime. Then
run on the Heath —1t’s almost a year to the day that [ began regular running.

I’ve kept at it, apart from two or three weeks on the ‘Railway’ documentary
and a week in Cyprus. I've run in Central Park and across Fisher’s Island and
pounded the lanes of Suffolk and the long hills between Abbotsley’ and Waresley
and I've run in rain and snow and 80° sunshine. In darkness and on Christmas
Day.

[ do always feel better after a run. It’s as simple as that. And the physical
well-being is very rapidly transformed into a feeling of mental well-being.
Running makes me feel relaxed and gives me all the complex satisfaction of a
test successfully completed, a feeling of achievement. I hope I shall still be at it
In a year’s time.

Then I write some extra lines for David Warner in ‘TB’. Manage to get the
word ‘sigmoidoscope’ into the script.

Saturday, September 6th

So full of the joys of spring today that I ring George H and invite myself over
for the afternoon.

Have lunch in the garden, scan The Times, then leave, taking Tom and Willy
and open-roofed Mini. In Henley an hour later. George is mending an electric
hedge-cutter which cut through its own flex. As George tinkers in homely
fashion with his garden equipment (‘I was an electrical apprentice,” he assured
me. ‘For three weeks.”) the boys and [ swam in the buft in his swimming pool,
surrounded by lifelike voyeuristic models of monks and nuns.

Then George took us in a flat-bottomed boat around the lake and at one

' Abbotsley, a small village near St. Neots in Cambridgeshire, is where Helen’s mother lives.
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point into water-filled caves. George told me that Crisp' modelled one of the
caves on the Blue Grotto on Capri and we went on to talk about Gracie Fields
and how King Farouk [of Egypt] had been a great admirer and had come to
Capri to live with her, but all his secret servicemen and bodyguards filled the
swimming pool all the time and she eventually had to turn hum out.

As we stood on the bridge surveying the lakes and the towers and turrets of
the extraordmary house, George told me that he really wanted more space. He
doesn’t want to have people anywhere near hun. The other weekend he’d rung
up Knight, Frank and Rip-Off’, as he calls them in friendly fashion, to enquire
about a 1,600-acre farm in Gloucestershire next door to his old friend Steve
Winwood. ‘Do you want all of it ... 2’ the man had enquired incredulously.

Thursday, September 11th

Basil Pao’ comes round for a sort of farewell meal together before he returns
to his native Hong Kong for a long stay — perhaps permanent. I like Basil and
feel warmth and trust and friendship easily reciprocated. Basil tells how he was
known as ‘Slits’ for five years at his English public school and the reason he was
sent to the school was because at the age of twelve he was a heroin runner for
the Triads!

He outlines his novel, which 1s epic and sounds very commercial. Put him
into a taxi about 12.45. Sad to see him go, but lots of good intentions to visit.

Friday, September 19th: Los Angeles

[t’s ten minutes to five in the morning. I'm sitting at my desk in my suite at
L’Ermitage Hotel on Burton Way in Los Angeles — Beverly Hills to be strictly
accurate.

[ try to sleep, but my mouth is dry from the air conditioning, so I get up
and pour myself water — drink and settle down to sleep again. But my mind
refuses to surrender — [ notice the refrigerator as it rumbles suddenly into one
of its recharging fits. It’s huge, much bigger than the one we have at home for
our family of five, but only contains four bottles at the moment. And I can’t
turn it off so I resolve not to worry about that — it’s something [ must learn to
live with, for Suite 411 at L’Ermitage will be home for the next 15 or 16 nights.

' Sir Frank Crisp (1843—1919), a successful and eccentric solicitor, created the gardens, when he
bought Friar Park in 1895.

* The estate agents Knight, Frank & Rutley.

¥ Basil, a Hong Kong-born designer and photographer, was introduced to me by Eric Idle in
1978, when he brought him in to work on the Life of Brian book.
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I must also learn to live with the air conditioning, which also boosts itself
noisily every 4§ minutes or so. And [ must learn to live with the occasional hiss
of water from an invisible tap somewhere near my head, and the metallic clangs
and roar of igniting truck engines from the depot outside my window.

It’s a desolate time to be awake, the middle of the night. Even in America.
[ suppose I could watch television, but the thought of yielding to a very bad
movie 1s worse than lying there trying to sleep.

Pour myself a glass of Calistoga mineral water — one of the four bottles in
my massive refrigerator department. | tidy the room and try and improve my
attitude towards 1t — to try to get to know it a little better.

The almost obligatory reproduction antique furniture of these hotels gives
the place a sort of spray-on ‘Europeanism’. It’s called a Hotel de Grande Classe
(which 1s an American phrase, not a French one, neatly translated by Neil Innes
as ‘a hotel of big class’) and the place 1s carefully littered with books of matches
and ashtrays. A table before the window has a basket of fruit, courtesy of the
management, on it, a bowl of sweets which would set the children’s eyes
popping, and a rose in a thin vase, which came up with my breakfast yesterday.
There are reproductions of European artworks on the wall — I have the ‘Night
Watch’ by Rembrandt behind me as I write.

Saturday morning, September 20th: Los Angeles

At 10.30 we all assembled in the lobby of the hotel and gradually trickled in
the direction of our rehearsal room for a first look at the script. Rehearsal room
1s a vast hangar of a place, ten minutes” walk from the hotel.

In this bleak great shed, full of Fleetwood Mac equipment in boxes with
little wheels, we sit and talk through the show. A couple of short songs from
the album are to go in — ‘Sit On My Face’ at the start of Part I1 and Terry’s
‘Never Be Rude to an Arab’ (though Terry does very much want to do his
Scottish poem about the otter — this doesn’t impress over-much, though he
auditions 1t courageously). John and Eric are doing ‘Pope and Michelangelo’
instead of ‘Secret Service’ and one of TG’s animations — ‘History of Flight’ —
may be cut.

Afternoon spent running words — and making ourselves laugh as we renew
acquaintance with the show and material we haven’t done together for over
four years. In particular ‘Salvation Fuzz’ — perhaps the most anarchic and unruly
and disorderly of all the sketches — gets us going. A very heartening afternoon.

Back to the hotel at five. Sit in the jacuzzi, talk with Neil and Richard
Branson of Virgin Records, who 1s rather pleased with himself having this day
sold oft Virgin’s loss-making US offshoot. Apparently no-one was interested
until he doubled the price, then they canie right in.
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Monday, September 22nd: Los Angeles

To rehearsal at 10.30. André 1s there, and also Mollie Kirkland — the very
efficient stage manager, who worked on the City Center' show. Both welcome
and reassuring faces. Denis O'B looms in, beaming i such a characteristic
Denisian way that we have all started doing 1it. He gives us all a copy ot [Peter
Nichols’ play] Privates on Parade, but 1s mysterious as to exact reasons why.

Apart from two thoroughly enjoyable run-throughs in our rehearsal cavern,
there seems to be little really good news about the shows. Ticket sales are
only at 50% so far. The costs are beginning to increase and Roger Hancock
1s threatening to pull Neil out of the show because of haggling from
Denis.

We are all trying to avoid being dragged into all this peripheral acuvity and
are concentrating on tightening, sharpening and adding to the show. And n
this we have been successtul — our approach and our spirit 1s much less tense
than 1t was in New York.

Atfter the afternoon rehearsal, out to Universal City to see Paul Simon in
concert at the Universal Amphitheatre. It’s a spotless clean place, statted not by
bouncers, heavies, ex-army PT instructors and the general run of London
concert toughs, but by endless numbers of bright-eyed college kids with red
blazers.

The concert was clean and crisp too. Under a full moon with the almost
unreal shadowy line of the Santa Monica Mountains in the background, Paul
did his unspectacular but endearing thing, backed by a superb group of top
session musicians playing with a disarming lack of big presentation.

The Jesse Dixon Singers came on and quite dwarfed Simon for a while with
their polished, pumping Gospel songs. At one point I thought Paul had been
literally swallowed up by one of the massive black ladies with whom he was
duetting.

We ate, all of us, afterwards, and at two o’clock TJ swam.

Tiesday, September 23rd: Los Angeles

Wake at eight-ish ... snooze, worry vaguely about voice and the Bowl, then
up at nine for a lounge in the jacuzzi under the cloudy morning skies.

I feel time hanging so slowly at the moment.

John said he doubted whether the group could ever agree on anything again
and reiterated that he himself no longer enjoyed writing in the group and had
never wanted to repeat the 13 weeks of what he considers non-productivity on

' ‘Monty Python Live at City Center’. New York, 1976.
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the script this year. It was history repeating itself. 1972 all over again.

A mood of determined resolution not to be brought down by John’s
despondency grows. TG, away from so much of the Python meetings this year,
is here, and Graham joins us too and we reaffirm a basic aspect of our work
together, which JC and Denis O’B and others sometimes tend to cloud, which
1s that it’s fun.

To the Hollywood Bowl. Much standing around here and a photo-session
distinguished by marked lack of enthusiasm amongst the Pythons. How old
will we have to be to finally stop putting our heads through chairs, eating each
other’s legs and rolling our eyes? Saw an obviously posed picture of the Three
Stooges going through the same ordeal the other day — and they looked about

70.

Wednesday, September 24th: Los Angeles

The air 1s officially described as ‘unhealthful’ today.

[ lunch with Denis O’B. He’s taking all of us away for little chats, but I think
it’s a sign of the good health of the group that everyone reports back to the
others.

He talks of the ‘family’. This 1s his concept of the group. A family in which
we all do little creative tasks for each other. I know that he 1s moving around
as he says this, prodding away, waiting for the opening to spring out — yet
again — ‘Yellowbeard’! Yes, here it comes. I give a categoric no again. DO’B
retreats.

Actually we have a good and open chat over things and he doesn’t talk high
finance and he restrains his bouts of Denisian ‘glee’ to a little outburst about all
the Warner executives who are coming to the show. ‘I tell you, Michael ...
there is so much interest . ..’

Drive myself up to the Bowl. Still the rig has not been fiished. Neither of
the 20-foot-high eidophor screens are up, but otherwise, with drapes now
hung, the acting area 1s beginning to feel and look quite intimate.

We work on until midnight, then back to the hotel for a small party given
for us by Martin Scorsese, who has a ‘condominium’ above us at the hotel.
Delighttul food, cooked by his chef, Dan; Dom Perignon and Korbel
champagne, and Scorsese, who speaks so fast that at a recent film festival he had
to have someone to repeat his English to the translator, before the translator
even began.

Tells stories of Raging Bull, which is the picture he’s just done with De
Niro — who at one point had to put on 60 Ibs.
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Friday, September 26th: Los Angeles

Drive down to Musso and Franks for a pre-show meal. T] declares sensationally
that this 1s the first ime he’s ever eaten betore a show. I remind him of last
night. ‘Oh ... yes ... apart from last mght.’

Back at the Bowl, five thousand paying customers. Denis has had to drop
the lowest price from ten dollars to seven to try and fill up the extra seats. So
there are about five and a half thousand folk out there for opening night.

The show goes well. The audience 1s reassuringly noisy, famihar, ecstatic as
they hear their favourite sketches announced — and 1t’s as if we had never been
away. A continuation of the best of our City Center shows. Thanks to the radio
mikes my voice holds up.

Afterwards an extraordinary clutch of people in the hospitality room. I'm
grabbed, buttonholed, introduced, re-introduced, in a swirl of faces and briefly
held handshakes and abruptly-ending conversations. There’s: ‘I'm Joseph
Kendall’s nephew ...’ ‘I'm Micky Dolenz’s ex-wife ...’ “We made the T-
shirts you got in 1978 ... " ‘Do you remember me ... ?" ‘Great show ... Could
you sign this for the guy in the wheelchair?’

Finally we free ourselves of the throng and into the big, black-windowed
Batcar, signing as we go, then smoothly speed off to a party, given for us by
Steve Martin in Beverly Hills. His house turns out to be an art gallery. Every
wall 1s white, furniture 1s minimal. The rooms are doorless and quite severe in
shape and design. There’s a soft pile carpet and it’s all quiet and rather lean and
hungry. In fact just like its owner.

Martin is very courteous and straight and loves the show. He 1sn’t trying to
be funny and we don’t have to respond by trying to be funny. But his girlfriend
does have a tiny — as Terry | described it — ‘sanforized’ poodle called Rocco,
which pees with both legs in the ar.

This is the comedy high spot of the evening.

Sunday, September 28th: Los Angeles

Have booked back four days earlier than I'd expected — on the Tuesday night
flight. Back in London on the first day of October — all being well. Helen tells
me Rachel cried herself to sleep after talking on the phone to me last Sunday,
and asked for a photo of me to put beside her bed!

[ don’t think I will go to Hugh Hefner’s tonight. Graham says it’s like getting
into Fort Knox, but there’s no gold when you get in . ..

G C’s book Autobiography of a Liar [in fact it was called A Liar’s Autobiography]
has been one of the features of this trip. Coming out at the same time as Roger
Wilmut’s ‘History of Python” — which i1s straight and competent and almost
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depressingly like an early obituary — GC’s is a sharp, funny, chaotic, wild,
touching and extraordinary book. Written in great style, very lively, it’s already
got T] very angry about misrepresentation and JC greatly relieved, for some
reason, that it doesn’t say unpleasant things about him.

Feel very much sharper and better prepared for the show tonight. Probably
to do with being less tired. It was a good audience once again. Afterwards
one of the scene boys said how much nicer we were to work for than pop
groups!

Monday, September 29th: Los Angeles

Drive up to Hollywood Boulevard to buy toys, clothes, T-shirts, etc as presents.
Everything’s there, including the names of stars hke Sir Cedric Hardwicke
embedded in the sidewalk outside a shop selling erotic lingerie. A sign reads
‘It’s not expensive to look chic, but i1t’s chic to look expensive’. Another LA
motto.

Anne reckons our total BO take over the four nights will be 350,000 dollars —
the total possible being 450,000. Not a crashing success, but we’ll cover costs.
Any revenue will come from the TV sales, which Denis says will only fetch
300,000 dollars. There are, however, the invisible earnings that it’s impossible
to quantify — record sales, movie re-run attendances, and just keeping the
Python name up front there.

Tonight we have a film and a video camera backstage and the audience lights
keep going up at strange times. But the audience stay with us and at the end a
large section of them won’t leave. They wait up to half an hour for an encore
we don’t have. There’ll be outraged letters in Rolling Stone about that.

Behind stage, in our small and ill-appointed dressing room beneath the
Bowl, we entertain G Harrison, who looks rather shell-shocked after a trip to
Montreal to see a Grand Prix, then a drive across the border to New York to
avold a Canadian air-controllers’ strike. It’s very good to see how he lights up
with the satistaction of seeing us all performing.

Anne has organised bottles for our dressers and drinks behind stage for our
rather dour American crew, of whom only a handful have tried to make any
contact with us at all — my favourite being a dwarf, who carted huge weights
around, generally behaved like a roadie and had an easy, warm, approachable
manner.

Eventually I was driven away from the Bowl to a party flung our way by H
Nilsson, who lives in a house of modern, airy design, atop a ridge of mountain
above Bel Aur.

Harry Nilsson, so big, all-embracing, soppily friendly and sporting a
complete and refreshing lack of the obligatory LA tan, moves around with his
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young son on his shoulder. Not drinking, either, as far as I could see. He's
terribly happy that George H has surprised him by turning up.

Saturday, October 4th

Today I'm up and out to buy the croissants and the papers. But London
disappomnts with 1ts shabbiness, with the endless unswept, litter-strewn
pavements and the lack of anything new and bright and lively.

A pint and a half of IPA at lunchtime with GC and John Tomiczek at the
Freemasons. The remarkable thing about our meeting was that Graham had
given up smoking. His most famihar landmark — the pipe with its attendant
paraphernaha — proggers, matches, ashtrays and lumps of half-burnt tobacco -
have, if he’s to be believed, been discarded for ever . ..

He says he’s not quite sure about what he’s done, but it was an impulse when
he arrived at LA Airport last Wednesday evening and was confronted with
some of the worst smog he’d ever seen 1n the city —so he’d decided not to add
to 1t. So he hasn’t used this prop ... that he’d had since the age of 14 ... for
almost 72 hours. ‘Mind you, I've had to it the Valium rather hard to make up
for it.’

Tisesday, October 7th

Helen and I and parents and all the kids of Gospel Oak packed into All Hallows
Church to give thanks for the harvest.

Rachel’s class sang a ‘Potato’ song to Mr Muxworthy’s guitar and babies
cried as the vicar tried to dety the appalling acoustics of this strange Gothic
Revival interior. Talked with Father Coogan afterwards — “Very Hampsteady
food,” he observed, looking down on a font with smoked salmon peeping out
from behind Yugoslavian crispbreads.

Have instituted a ‘read-a-Shakespeare-play-a-day’ regime. More realistically,
I’ve subtitled it ‘Read Shakespeare’s plays by Christmas and his sonnets by New
Year’. Decide to read them through chronologically, as they were written, and
completed Love’s Labour’s Lost today. Plenty of laughs and relentess
wisecracking. A real Marx Brothers screenplay.

Wednesday, October 8th
Tom is twelve today. He says that ‘I only woke up at 5.30 ... that’s not bad ..’

But he is now a fully-fledged adult as far as air travel goes, as I find out when
booking a half-term holiday for us all in Ireland at the end of the month.
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A depressing foray to Tottenham Court R oad/Oxford Street to buy a new
8 mill film to show at Tom’s party. Depressing because of the domination in
that corner of London of the awful, blinking, hypnotising spell of video ...
There is video equipment everywhere — video films, video games — and it’s like
a giant amusement arcade providing a sort of temporary electronic alternative to
listlessness. Lights flash and disembodied voices bark out of electronic chess
games and football games. There doesn’t seem to be much joy around here.

Rather staid interview with the BBC at Broadcasting House. T] does it
with me.

The IBA ban on TV or radio advertising of Monty Python’s Contractual
Obligation provides the main gist of the chat.

‘Do you think it’s filth?’ she asks us.

‘Oh, yes,” we reply hopefully ... and I add ‘and worse than that, puerile
filth ...~

The nice lady interviewer doesn’t know quite what to make of a comedy
album called Monty Python’s Contractual Obligation and neither do we. But all
parties try hard.

After the interview T] and I go to eat at the Gay Hussar in Greek Street.
I have quite delicious quenelles of carp and then partridge and lentils. We
knock back a couple of bottles of Hungarian wine and admit to each other that
neither of us really thinks the album we’ve just been plugging is much good.

After the meal we walk through Soho to the very hub of its wheel of
naughtiness — to Raymond’s Revue Bar in Walker’s Court. Here there is a
small auditorium called the Boulevard Theatre, where a new comedy club
called the Comic Strip has just opened. For a long time after the Establishment
folded there have been no such clubs in London, but recently the Comedy
Store opened and now this. White and Goldstone' are involved and this was
the second night. |

As we wait to collect our guest tickets, a demure voice announces ‘The
second part of the Festival of Erotica is starting now ... members of the
audience may take drinks into the auditorium if they so desire . . .” Sober-suited
businessmen down drinks and shufHe off to the Festival of Erotica, whilst the
rather scruftier, long-Mac brigade troop into the Comic Strip.

In a small, low room with a stage and seating for about 150, only the front
two or three rows are full. There are about six or seven acts, including guests.
One duo, calling themselves Twentieth Century Coyote, were excellent, with
one superb performer. Targets seem to be the new establishment of the left —
feminists, alternative society jargon, social workers.

' Michael White, a theatre producer, had courageously put money into Monty Python and the

Holy Grail. It was produced by John Goldstone, who also later produced Life of Brian and The
Meaning of Life.
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In the intermission buy drinks in the bar and the Comic Strip trendies
mingle with the Festival of Erotica straights, whilst two ladies rub and lick each
other on a video film projected above the bar. T] kept wanting to ‘just pop n’
to the Festival of Erotica, but we stay with the comics and talk to them
afterwards. All very young. I wish them well ... but the Twentieth Century
Coyotes were the only ones I would really keep my eye on.

Titesday, October 14th

Into town to see the two and a half hour first assembly ot Time Bandits.

The effect of the wall shiding back in the room and the first fall into the ume
hole are stunning, then a series of very funny sequences — Napoleon, Robin
Hood, Vincent and Patsy, David Warner and the Court of Eric and the Ogres —
lift the film and involve me totally.

It really 1s the most exciting piece of filming I have seen in ages. I want to
be cautious and [ want to see all the problems and not be carried away, but the
sum total of my impressions leaves me only with heady enthusiasm.

Wednesday, October 15th

Graham Chapman on Parkinson (the first Python to be there, I think). Quiet,
i : y
pipe-less, subdued, but, as an ex-alcoholic homosexual, steals the show.

Thursday, October 23rd

J Goldstone rings to say that the Life of Brian appears to be making great progress
in Barcelona. Starting slowly, it got good reviews and after two or three days
audiences began to pour in. Now didn’t I always say I liked the Spaniards?

Write letters and babysit in evening as H goes oft to badminton. Watch John
C in Taming of the Shrew. John gives an excellent performance. Controlled and
clear, as you’d expect, and the quiet moments work as well as the screaming.
Better, 1n fact.

He’s still not one of those actors who seem to start each new character from
scratch, but he did make one listen to every word and as such did a much
greater service to Shakespeare — and to | Miller, the director — than most of the

other actors.
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Friday, October 24th

The weather continues various. Today is bright sunshine, which makes a
lunchtime visit to Shepperton all the more agreeable.’

First we visit the Ragtime lot, which has been built on the triangle of green
fields below the reservoir, hired from the Thames Water Board. It’s been used
sensationally. There are two long New York streets of the 1900’s, intersecting
halfway. The J P Morgan Library and the brownstones look so solid and
substantial and the cobbled streets and paved sidewalks and lampposts so
painstakingly reconstructed, that after a few minutes in the middle of all this
the only unreality seems to be the Friesian cows munching contentedly in the
sunshine behind Madison Avenue.

Then to the newly-refurbished canteen and catering block, open now for
two weeks. I feel quite elated at what has been achieved after three years of
constant nagging, reaching desperation point so often that I almost gave up
hope. But today what was so often a running sore on Shepperton’s reputation
is now bright and gleaming and freshly-painted as a set for an ad. The kitchen,
through which birds used to fly and, for all I know, nest, 1s now compact, clean
and full of new equipment.

In the bar I meet lain Johnstone,” who is very surprised to hear of my
directorship of Shepperton. lain nodded to the restaurant. “The Gandhi mob
are here.” Richard Attenborough is indeed here, for a planning meeting for his
forthcoming film on the great man.

Monday, October 27th: Ballymaloe House, Ireland

[t’s raming at a quarter to seven when I'm woken by Rachel talking to herself.
At eight we go down to breakfast — table with bright blue and white check
cloth beside a long window of gracious Georgian proportions. Free-range eggs
and bacon like it used to taste before it was sealed and suffocated in cellophane
packets, and home-made bread and toast too thick and generously cut to fit in
any toaster. This sets us up well for the day and, to improve matters, the rain
sputters to a standstill about ten.

We play a word game, trying not to listen to the party nearby talking about
operations, diets and how many times they’ve been on the verge of death (the
next morning Helen hears the same woman, pen poised over postcard, asking
at the desk how to spell ‘anaesthetic”).

' I'had been on the board of Shepperton Studios in South-west London since making Jabbenwocky
there 1 1976.

* Journalist, critic and TV producer.
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Thursday, October 3o0th: Ballymaloe House

On Tuesday afternoon, with the wet weather cleared away and sunlight filling
the house, Mel [Calman] idly suggested that he and [ collaborate on a children’s
story. | started work on Small Harry and the ‘loothache Pills that afternoon and
completed it and another shorter tale, Cyril and the Dinner Party by Wednesday
evening.

I've called them both ‘Ballymaloe Stories’ and given the scribbled pages
(snatched trom Rachel’s drawing pad) to Mel to think about. Mel says that he
isn’t the right illustrator for the longer story, but will have a go on Cyril. So
that’s all rather exciting.

Otherwise [ have done very little. I've read a rather fine little book on the
history of Ireland by Sean O’Faolain, published in 1943, which makes me stop
and think. The English have done some dreadful things to this country i the
last four centuries. Greed, adventure, religious conviction or plain bullying
have all played a part and even 1n this quite restrained and tolerant account
there 1s an awful lot to shame England and the English.

[ shall hate Irish jokes even more. The lovely thing about the Irish and the
way the jokes arise, 1s their literalness. They seem not to be a guiletul people,
they’re straight, direct, gentle, and yet very good at conversation, at describing
beauty and at making strangers feel at their ease.

Our room 1s full of kids for most of the day, including the ubiquitous Cullin -
he of the chunky thighs, who follows Rachel and is rather rough and Irish and
makes her alternately excited — ‘Can you see what colour my knickers are?” —
and prudish — ‘Go away, I hate you ... I do.’

Friday, October 31st: Ballymaloe, Cork and London

Last night Mrs Allen chatted to us for a while and said goodbye, as she wouldn’t
be seeing us this morning. Mel tells me that when working on The Ballymaloe
Cookbook with her, he found that she kept a little card about guests’ vagaries.
Some are not welcome again. Against one man she’d written ‘Free with his
hands in the evening’. Which all makes her sound a rather censorious, stern
lady, but she’s far from 1it. She’s hardworking, capable, but very tolerant and
entertaining. An excellent hostess.

I think we’re probably all ready to return to England. My run last night was
quite a battle after another lunch, following another solid breakfast, following
a fairly unrestrained dinner.

We reach Cork about 9.30, getting lost in the traditional manner. When
there are signposts at junctions they ivariably have only one arm and one
destination (usually where you've come from).
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TG rings. Paramount are not interested in Time Bandits. Last Monday there
was a viewing for Filmways and apparently it went amazingly well. The
Filmways head of production was jumping up and down at the end, grabbing
TG and calling the film all kinds of success.

The next morning Denis rang TG to say that the Filmways board has
rejected it. Too long, too British. TG said he was absolutely stunned at the
news after the reaction at the viewing. Denis is now fighting (which he enjoys),
but is getting twitchy about his money and the long interest rate on which he’s
borrowed 1it.

Sunday, November 2nd

At 3.30 I drive down to BH for appearance with T] on a chat programme. It’s
ostensibly about the new Ripping Yarns book [More Ripping Yarns] and then 1s
to be widened into a whole exploration of the technique, limitations, causes,
effects and everything else to do with ‘humour’. The sort of thing I dread. A
knitting machine operative from Oldham is to be on hand to ask searching
questions and a man 1s on a telephone in Plymouth for further interrogation.

In the event the man in Plymouth never speaks and the poor man from
Oldham i1s tongue-tied with nerves. So Jones and I rattle on and afterwards
I have a glass of wine, sign some autographs and meet Kate Adie — a rather
dynamic lady who tells me that she was with Princess Anne unveiling something
in Darlington. It turned out to be a particularly unprepossessing plaque to “The
Spirit of New Darlington’ and, as everyone applauded, Princess Anne leaned
over to Kate Adie and muttered a heartfelt ‘Fuck me’.

Monday, November 3rd

Attempt to go to Python writing meeting at Anne’s on my bike, but the pump
decides to treat me badly and sucks air out of the tyre. Abandon cycle for the
Mint which decides, equally unhelpfully, not to start without much coaxing.
So eventually arrive at this first meeting of Pythons Without John for Further
Work on the New Film 1n an unrelaxed rush.

Anne has, I gather on Eric’s instigation, kitted out the downstairs room of
2 Park Square West as a Python writing place. We have a table and our own
coftee machine and some flowers thoughtfully laid out on top of a filing cabinet.
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Tisesday, November 4th

The weather seems to have London in an East European grip.

Still not enough to deter me from cycling to the ‘oftice’. There to find two
bits of good news — Life of Brian, which, after much censorship to-ing and fro-
ing, finally opened in Norway last week and has taken 100,000 dollars in the
first three days. And in Australia the album has sold 25,000 copies in a couple
of weeks and 1s now othcially a gold album there.

Whether any of these pieces of good news actually strengthen our resolve
to persevere with the new movie or not is debatable. But certainly our little
room with 1ts fresh flowers, fresh newspapers, fresh coffee and a ping-pong
table 1s the nearest we’ve come to the Python clubhouse. But I don’t remember
a great deal of work being done in clubs.

I watch the Carter and Reagan election. It’s very obvious that Reagan 1s
going to win. I must confess I've never known why Carter has been so disliked
in the US. Also I find it interesting how Reagan, whose initial candidacy was
greeted with jeers and sniggers, 1s already being accepted as a sane and sensible
leader of the Western World. No-one on the [TV panel really had the guts to
say what they were saying about Reagan before he won. Now it’s all smiles.

Titesday, November 11th

Tonight I go to see Babylon, a hard, uncompronusing British film set in Brixton.'
The setting of the film and its subject make me feel very soft as a writer dealing
with the Raj and with Robin Hood and railway trains. There is so much energy
in the black music — so many good performances from the black actors that
their repression should be seen at worst as a scandal — demanding more movies
like Babylon — and at best a pointless waste of a national asset. For even in their
most hysterical moment of frustrated rage against the white neighbours who
tell them to shut up and go back to their own country, Trevor Laird yells “This
is my fucking country.” They’re here. We need them and we need their creative
energy far more than we need the energy expended in hate against them.

As 1 leave there’s a black boy with a coloured knitted hat leaving up the
stairs with me. Bouncing up with the arrogant, easy stride of the kids in the
film. And I wanted to just make contact — say something about what the film
had done to me. And I just didn’t know how to do or say 1t. I smiled and that

was all.

' The story of a young rapper/musician (Brinsley Forde) seeking success in the alienated black
community of South London. Directed by Franco Rosso and shot by Chris Menges.
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Sunday, November 16th

To lunch with John and Linda Goldstone. A couple of actors from Shock
Tieatment — the follow-up to the Rocky Horror tilm — are there. One 1s an actress
called Jessica Harper, who is in Stardust Memories. When John’s next guest —a
bubbly, middle-ageing American who talks much about jet-lag — arrives, there
occurs the following conversation:

“This 1s Jessica Harper.’

Man: ‘Oh, I loved your new movie.’

Man'’s girlfriend: ‘I loved your new movie too.’

Jessica H: ‘I'm so glad you loved the movie.”’

Man’s girlfriend: ‘Oh, we really loved the movie.’

Man: ‘And you were great.’

Man and friend: ‘Oh we loved the movie.’

The man was Henry Jaglom, who’s got a movie called Sitting Ducks at the
London Film Festival. He was very funny in a Jewish, improvisatory sort of
way. I liked him a lot. His girlfriend, Patrice, was later seen by Helen taking 12
of the largest pills Helen had ever seen. Jessica Harper was a sweet, light, gentle
lady who ate no meat and was of such a slight build she looked like a little doll.

And there was an actor called Clift de Ville (or some such) who had seen us
at the Hollywood Bowl and who, sadly for him, spoke and looked just like Jack
Nicholson.

Thursday, November 2o0th

With trepidation to Owen the Feet, having vowed never to return to his shabby
little Mornington Foot Clinic, with its fighting dogs in the waiting room and
100-year-old chair.

Today he seems more eccentric than usual and I wonder if he will extract
some sort of vengeance upon me for shutting him up rather firmly last time.
He injects my toe and gives me the electric needle cauterisation treatment.
[ was glad to be out of there with the toe still on. He told me that if 1t was
painful in the next week to bear it.

Hobble into the Python meeting at 10.30.

At 12.30 ] Cleese arrives to play with the Space Invaders game and watch
the 6o-minute video of the Hollywood Bowl stage show — which JC has been
in charge of editing. All of us feel the sense of occasion 1s lacking. It is, after
all, Python Live at the Hollywood Bowl and at the moment 1t’s just Python Live
Against Black Drapes. T]’s mitial worry that it would look boring is borne out.
I'm afraid it doesn’t excite any of us.

Should there be a possible §3-minute version for theatrical viewing? T] and
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EI feel emphatically no, the rest of us would like to see one assembled. 1 feel
that 1f the material 1s well done (and performances at the Bowl weren’t bad)
and the cartoon film sequences are fresh, we could quite honourably sell it in
France, Scandinavia, Australia and possibly Canada at least.

Titesday, November 25th

To EuroAtlantic.

Denis 15 in = having just arrived from the West Coast. Without a Time
Bandits deal. So obviously he’s subdued. He asks me what we thought of the
video of the Bowl. I said no-one was that elated by it, and there were very
strong feelings m the group that we should not even attempt to make a movie
Version.

Travel-crumpled Denis went oft to have a haircut (saying he had to look
tidy tomorrow because he’s going to ask someone to lend him /2 nullion).

Wednesday, November 26th

Can actually feel the warmth of direct sunlight on my face this morning as
I to1l over post-synch lines for Time Bandits. Rachel sits beside me reading —
she’s home with a sore throat and suspected flu.

Fortunately I'm in quite good creative flow at the moment and the lines
come quite easily. I even find a couple of slogans (which I'm usually rather bad
at). ‘Time Bandits — 1t’s all the dreams you’ve ever had. And not just the bad
ones.” (This is changed after I try it out on Tom, who immediately suggests
‘not just the good ones’!)

Reading The Wheels of Chance by H G Wells, which Jan Francis’s husband,
a writer called Thomas Ellice, has sent me, hoping that I might be interested
in the part of Hoopdriver.

I read the story in about three hours and liked 1t a lot. H G Wells 15 a good
comic writer — well in the Jerome K Jerome class and even better when he
brings in the political angle — the Hampstead women with their New Way of
life — and Hoopdriver becomes a full and rounded character, a nonentity who
becomes a hero. I love leading characters who are introduced: ‘If you had
noticed anything about him, it would have been chiefly to notice how little he

was noticeable.’



1980
Thursday, November 27th

I visit the eccentric chiropodist, Owen, at 9.30. He launches into a stream of
consciousness about prices, his son-in-law, the Jewish mafia who run London
Zoo.

He puts on some paste to further kill the beast straddling my toe, assures me
it will hurt, tells me not to run for a week and, with a gloomy nod of the head,
suggests that there are chiropodists about who wouldn’t have touched it at all.

George H rings. He had seen an assembly of ‘TB’ and been very worried
by some of the ‘amateurish’ stuff between the boy and the bandits — at the end
especially. He felt the film should be a lot shorter and had advised Denis not to
hawk it around in its present state. All of which depressed me somewhat.

At nine my episode of the Great Railway Journeys is aired. I was relieved how
well the programme held together. Most of the potentially embarrassing spots
had either been ironed out or well-padded with music and sound effects.

I expect this will not be enough for the critics. But it was enough for me —
and Barry Cryer and Angela and my mother — who thought it was the best of
the series, ‘and not just because I’'m your mother’.

Friday, November 28th

Pesky reviews. Telegraph generously lukewarm, Guardian crustily lukewarm,
Mail happy. All stop short of personal vilification, all mention the pre-opening
credits ‘confession’ piece as a good sign of comic delights to come and all
register various degrees of disappointment that they didn’t materialise.

Drive down to Coram’s Fields to be present at the launching of a new ‘play
kit’ (‘kit’ being a radical/progressive word for what used to be called in car
showrooms ‘literature’). It’s being launched by Fair Play for Children, of whom
I am a vice-president, to try and help teachers and play leaders with the
problems of getting multi-racial kids to play together.

Neil Kinnock MP is there. He’s the Labour spokesman on education and
carries with him a little notebook, pages scrawled with figures and notes.
Gleetully he unearths some figures he’d given to Paul Foot about Heinz beans’
current ad campaign — buy Heinz products, collect the labels and you can
exchange them for new equipment for your school. For 86,000 labels you can
buy a video recorder and camera set. Kinnock did some quick sums, searched
in his little book and came up with the triumphant result “That’s £ 21,000 for
a video set-up.’

Glenda Jackson was also there — nice, friendly, open and quite unaffected.
There’s a small video film made by the organisation, which typifies all their
problems. Full of good intentions, but hopelessly over-serious in presentation.
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Not a smile 1in it. Just a dose of current soctological jargon. And this is all about
play. I said I would be prepared to help their next video presentation. Glenda |
agreed too — so they could have quite a cast!

Had to rush away at 12.30 to get to a Python meeting.

A successtul read-through. Eric has written a classic — “The liberal Family’.
GC has made some progress and Terry is very anxious to show Graham his
penis. It has some defictency which he 1s worried about.

Titesday, December 2nd

Today we sit and stare at the board on the wall on which cards bearing the
names of sketches have been hopefully pinned. Graham muses rather distantly
and Terry and I sputter on. But around lunchtime it dies. We only have a
working lunch — sandwiches on the table — and afterwards Eric, who has
been 1n one of his silent spells, suddenly galvanises us all into working out
a story.

The end of the world, 6,000 AD, the bomber with the Ultimate Weapon,
all disappear and we build on the one constant of the month — the working-
class family sketch of mine, a fabric of a story about — guess what? — three
brothers of the Forbes-Bayter family and the rise to fame, wealth and power of
Trevor from obscure working-class origins to become Prime Minister just as
the final nuclear war breaks out.

It’s all in place by five o’clock, but I feel quite drained of energy as the room
empties. | can hardly believe that after all this work and discussion we have
come around to a ‘Ripping Yarn’ which Terry and I could have written in a
fortnight on our own.

I find curious solace in talking to a reporter from a Boston, US, radio station.
Anne revives me with a scotch and I quite enjoy answering questions from this
perky little guy like ‘Do you think Britain’s really fimished?’

Wednesday, December 3rd

I have to say as we meet that I do think the family story we worked out
yesterday was a soft option and that the End of the World and the go-minute
countdown remains for me a much more striking idea and a more thoughtful
subject altogether. There is no disagreement here and for a while it seems that
we have two films. A ‘Yarn’ and an ‘Apocalypse’. Terry ] loves the idea of
making two films at the same time and showing them at cinemas on alternate
nights — Monty Python’s two new films.
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Friday, December sth

To EuroAtlantic for the six o’clock Python meeting. Denis O’B has stage-
managed the encounter quite carefully. There 1s an air of calculated informality
and there are delicious Indian titbits to disarm us to start with — ‘No meat in
any of them,” Denis assures us, with a significant look at Eric.

Then one by one the various members of the EuroAtlantic team give us a
report — which sounds less like a report and more like a justification, at times
as blatant as a sales pitch, of their own usefulness. Even though John Cleese
isn’t present they still sound intimidated and there 1s an unrelaxed air to the
proceedings until Steve Abbott' punctures it well.

The atmosphere is very different from the unalloyed enthusiasm of the
New Dawn of Python beside the swimming pool at Fisher’s Island 14 months
ago.

[ drive Anne back at the end of the meeting and she 1s fuming.

I watch Points of View which says glowing and wonderful things about the
railway programme — ‘The finest programme ever’ —and flatters me wonderfully.
I really seem to have tapped the ageing, middle-class audience.

Saturday, December 6th

[ take William over to Upton Park — not more than a 4o-munute drive — to
watch Sheffield Wednesday versus West Ham. The usual 10-15 minute walk
from car to ground, but two tickets are waiting for us — £3.50 comps — left by
the Shefheld trainer. And inside it’s perfect. A cold, but dry afternoon with a
wintry sun lighting up the East Stand opposite us. There’s a crowd of 30,000
and an anticipation of good things to come. All the images with which the
press have fed us over the last weeks and months of the danger and alienation
of the football grounds are absent. I feel quite elated to be there with William
and our thermos of hot chocolate and a brass band playing marching stuft over
the loudspeakers and an Uncle Mac-type announcer advising the crowd to
enjoy themselves judiciously — ‘Let’s keep the fences away from Upton Park’.
And I notice for the first time the absence of the now increasingly common
steel barriers to fence in the crowd.

' A bright young Bradford-born accountant, not long down from Cambridge and recently
employed by Denis O’Brien’s company, EuroAtlantic, in Cadogan Square, Knightsbridge.
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Tisesday, December gth: Southwold

At Gospel Oak Station by a quarter to nine to combine a visit to Southwold
with my first opportunity to thoroughly revise the Time Bandits script for
publication at Easter.

It’'s a dull and nondescript morning — the shabby, greying clouds have
warmed the place up a bit, but that’s all. I reach the station m good ume. Holly
Jones 1s waiting tor her train to school, having just missed the one in front with
all her friends on. It’s she who tells me that over in New York John Lennon
has been shot dead.

A plunge into unreality, or at least into the area of where comprehension
shps and the world seems an orderless swirl of disconnected, arbitrary events.
How does such a thing happen? How do I, on this grubby station platform in
north-west London, begin to comprehend the killing of one of the Beatles?
The Rolling Stones were always on the knife-edge of life and death and sudden
tragedy was part of their lives, but the Beatles seemed the mortal immortals,
the legend that would live and grow old with us. But now, this ordinary
December morning, I learn from a schoolgirl that one of my heroes has been
shot dead.

My feelings are of indefinable but deeply-felt anger at America. This 1s, after
all, the sort of random slaying of a charismatic, much-loved figure in which
America has specialised in the last two decades.

Once I get to Southwold I ring George. And leave a message, because he’s
not answering.

I work through for a five-hour stretch and we have a drink together by the
fire and watch tributes to John Lennon, clumsily put together by newsroom
staff who know a good story better than they know good music. And Paul
McCartney just says ‘It’s a drag’ and, creditably I think, refuses to emote for
the cameras.

What a black day for music. The killer was apparently a fan. The dark side
of Beatlemania. The curse that stalks all modern heroes, but 1s almost unchecked
in America — land of the free and the armed and the crazy.

Wednesday, December 10th

Arrive a couple of minutes early at Liverpool Street, enabling me to catch the
five to six North London Line. Solemn rush hour travellers, preoccupied in
themselves, until a man gets on with a watch which plays a “digital’ version of
‘The Yellow Rose of Texas’. This makes many more people than I'd expect
start giggling. Which is heartening.

At home pick up car and race out to a meeting with Denis O’B at
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EuroAtlantic. All routine stuff, until Denis makes me a convoluted offer of
180,000 dollars to go to Sri Lanka (he shows me most alluring pictures) and
take Helen and the kids for a while, early next year. I'm a little lost as to why,
then suddenly the penny drops. He’s trying to get me to rewrite Yellowbeard
again!

All T commit to Denis is that I shall have a first draft script of my own movie
ready by the end of June, 1981. And that’s that. Denis does tell me, which
I must say I find a bit surprising, that T] has agreed to the Sri Lanka bait and
will be working on Yellowbeard. 1 won’t believe this till I see Terry.

Tiresday, December 16th

Watched Ken Loach’s The Gamekeeper on TV. His lack of sensationalism and
his delicate and seemingly eftortless portrayal of real life amongst those people
generally ignored by the comumercial writers and directors is really admirable.
He is, I think, the most consistently rewarding director working in Britain. But
his marvellously observed celebrations of English working-class life will, it
seems, never be as popular as the escapist gloss of Dallas. Which i1s a sad thing.
Write 17 letters in reply to some of the 40 or so I've had as a result of the
‘Railway Journey’. Quite a different audience from the Pythons. Mostly 70 and
retired, [ think. Is this the Silent Majority?

Wednesday, December 17th

At one I leave for a Shepperton Board Meeting. Fortunately Ragtime are about
six weeks behind, keeping the studio well-used over Christmas and into January.

One of the few things on offer in early ’81 is Yellowbeard. 'm not surprised
to hear from Charles Gregson [a tellow director of the studio] that he was told
that Yellowbeard was a Python film and that I was in 1it.

Thursday, December 18th

My foot 1s alarmingly red and a little swollen and Helen has looked in her
books and is bandying words like ‘toxaemia’ around. I have two tickets at the
Screen on the Hill for the first night of Woody Allen’s Stardust Memories. | hope
that people will mistake me for an aged, but legendary film director as I drag
myself, arm round Helen’s shoulder, up Haverstock Hill. Actually I feel more

like a Lourdes pilgrim fighting off disease and imminent death just to reach the
shrine of comedy.
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Sunday, January 4th

Amongst the snippets of information buried away in the Sunday papers under
endless travel articles and ads, 1s one that really made me feel that we live in
special times — industrial output in the 1970’s in the UK rose by 3%, the only
decade when it hasn’t reached 10% since 1810. Will this be the decade then
that future historians see as the end of the Industrial Revolution?

Tom roller-skates up and down deserted streets outside. It’s a chill, dull day.
Willy and [his friend] Nathan do experiments — making cork tops fly out under
pressure of a murky vinegar and yeast mixture and other Just Williamish pursuits.

Denis O’B calls. Says he’s taken a New Year resolution not to mention
Yellowbeard and probes a little as to my intentions. He can’t really operate
satisfactorily, I don’t think, unless he can have all his clients neatly filed
and buttonholed under ‘a project’. I am trying — and intending — to be
unbuttonholeable for as long as I can.

Wednesday, January 7th

To Owen the Feet at half past nine. Sull having dithculty vanquishing the
bugger and he re-dresses it, though [ expressly forbid any of the acid which
nearly burned my foot off just before Christmas. But he’s quite gentle and
efficient and we get on much better now that our ‘political’ limits have been
drawn up. [ learn he was a Mayfair foot man before. He is the society chiropodist
I wrote into The Weckend.'

On to Wardour Street for a viewing of The Long Good Friday, which looks
like being HandMade Distributors’ first product. It’s a story about gangland
violence and organised crime in London.

Yes, it does glamorise violence, but any violence 1s glamorous to certain
people and you would be irresponsible to only make films about ‘nice’ subjects.
And Bob Hoskins’ portrayal 1s excellent — and the whole film justifies itself by
being a well-written and quite thought-provoking piece. I put it after Babylon
and Bloody Kids® in a top ten of recent socially-provocative, English-made
pictures which all deserve support and a wider audience.

' A play which I'd completed at the end of 1979. It was eventually put on in the West End in
1994 with Richard Wilson in the lead. Michael Medwin played the Foot-Man.

* Bloody Kids, made for TV in 1979, was directed by Stephen Frears, written by Stephen
Poliakoft, produced by Barry Hanson and shot, as was Babylon, by Chris Menges.
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Thursday January Sth

Jim Beach' rings. He wants me to write a ‘Biggles’ film script. Apparently they
have commissioned one which was strong on adventure, but lacking in humour.
Just like the ‘Biggles’ stories, 1 pointed out. Jim laughed, a httle unconvincingly.
‘I hear you're unbribable,” he cajoles. Depends what the bribe 1s, say 1. ‘Oh,
there 1s a lot of money’ — he mentions m rapid succession Robert Stigwood
and Disney and director Lewis Gilbert, who was ccstatic when he heard 1 was
being approached. Eric Idle had told Beryl Vertue in Barbados that Michael
was the world’s best ‘Biggles” writer.

[ weathered all these names and these flatteries and came out with my own
individual project intact. Sull free. Indeed, strengthened in my determination
by these blandishments.

Bought David O. Selznick’s Hollywood, plus a tin of praline for G Chapman’s
goth birthday. We go round to Graham'’s for a party.

The house reflects the change in GC'’s living habits. Instead of boxes full of
gin and tonic bottles, a rather medically-oriented bookcase. No tobacco wads
lying around — the place clean, spotless almost. Graham has a flashing bow tie
and 1s tanned from a sun machine.

Meet Ray Cooper, soft-spoken, rather spare and wispy musician who 1s
Denis’s latest client and who will be in charge of the difhicult task of coordinating
and arranging George H’s music for Time Bandits. He’s a very unassuming,
instantly likeable guy, with a bright Greek wife. Has a house in Wapping. In
Narrow Street.

As Ray and wife and Helen and I talked on, we realised that most of the
heterosexuals had left. Went upstairs to see Kenny Everett, who was sitting in
David’s room on cushions, with lights low and three or four young lads in
attendance.

Everett was a little drunk. Liked the railways, said he hated television. We
had a rather stilted conversation, then he asked me for lunch. I think 1981

could be the year of a thousand lunches.

Friday, January gth

A year and a fortnight ago it seemed that the world was coming perilously close
to a global punch-up when the Russians invaded Afghanistan. But it turned
out that it was microphones rather than sabres which were being rattled and
everything went oft the boil. Looking at The Times and Mirror headlines this
week, I fear we are little further forward, in fact, probably many steps back.

' Occasional legal adviser-turned-producer. Later became manager of Queen.
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Poland, so directly involved in the start of one world war 1s, we learn, in danger
of being occupied again. Reports resurface in the papers, rather randomly, to
the effect that the recent activity of the ‘free trade union’ movement, Solidarity,
is about to goad the Russians into another New Year invasion.

So the pressure is kept on to stand ready to defend ourselves against the still
creeping tide of international communism. (This 1s when our own capitalist
alternative is unable to give three million people in this country anything to
do.)

This brings me to the heart of the fears which, in my uncharacteristically
pessimistic moments, tightened my stomach one morning this week. Dr Kiss-
inger. He’s loose again. Talking about the need for more US military involve-
ment in the Middle East and waving away the European peace initiatives. Here
is the ‘diplomat’ of the ’70’s — the has-been who believes the world must be
run by brute force — and it surely cannot be coincidence that his latest iron-
fisted threats come only five days before Ronald Reagan becomes President.

Saturday, January 10th

Up at half past eight and taking William down to Hamley’s to spend the /£7.00
token he’s been given by Simon A.’

Regent Street is delightfully free of punters. The crescents and stars of the
Christimas lights looking naked and forlorn in the sunlight. We wander around,
dazzled with choice, in this grubby and overrated toyshop. Willy can’t decide
what to buy.

But I'm less reticent. On an impulse I fork out £s9.25 for my first ever
electric train set —a Hornby layout with a Coronation Class Pacific. I've waited
28 years for this moment since I used to watch Anthony Jonas in Whitworth
Road play with his layout — and occasionally be allowed to put a derailed cattle
wagon back on the line.

So begins my ‘lost weekend’. Can’t wait to get the LMS set home and
set it up. In the afternoon the two boys and I make a pilgrimage to Beatties
of Holborn and stock up on more track and some rolling stock that’s in the
sales. Back home again and from then on [ resent any interruption.

Monday, January 12th

Decide to make some positive moves on the Small Harry story. Go in to see
Geoftrey Strachan as a cloudburst of hail hits London. Geoflrey’s honesty is

' Simon Albury. Old friend and William’s godfather.
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something greatly to be valued and [ keep forgetting he’s the Managing Director
of a publisher, so openly does he dispense it.

[ left him with the story.

Build a new railway layout.

Titesday, January 13th

This morning I waited half an hour at the Mornington Foot Clinic for Mr
Owen to fush talking to the lady before me. Every word can be heard out in
the ‘waiting area’ and I caught one memorable phrase ... ‘If there’s one thing
I don’t like, 1t’s an unshaven man.” Much agreement from the lady patient.

Wednesday, January 21st

A few thousand miles south, the American hostages' are flying into Algiers
Airport and a few thousand mules west, Reagan 1s being sworn in as President.
Now the enormous humiliation of the hostages is over will Reagan extract
some vengeance — just how will he practically live up to his big talk of a Great,
Respected America? Watch half in excitement, half in real fear.

Friday, January 23rd

After lunch I drive down to Wapping to see Chris Orr. Wapping High Street
is the most unlikely high street left in Britain. Some fine houses remain, but
mostly 1t’s corrugated iron and mud and warehouses turned into wine stores.

To Chris’s room at New Crane Wharf. I look at his latest etchings. The
humour and the style and skill and originality are all there. Now, instead of
illustrating prose he’s putting words as commentary onto prints.

We walk downstairs and along cobbled streets past warchouses which other
artists have moved into, but not greatly changed. Reminds me of Covent
Garden just after the fruit market left. To a red-brick building opposite the
Prospect of Whitby pub which announces that it was built in 1890 for The
London Hydraulic Power Company.

I’'m shown around by a young man and an older character, who 1s quite
marvellous and would be a superb TV presenter — a working man’s Kenneth
Clark. Very articulate, tells a good story, 1s never lost for words, ideas and

' In November 1979, Iranian militants had taken American Embassy staff in Tehran hostage and
held them for 444 days, releasing them only after Jimmy Carter’s presidency ended.
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references — all presented in a light and original fashion. He tells me about the
use of hydraulic power in central London, pumped around a network of ten-
inch cast-iron pipes below the ground which would now cost a fortune to lay.
When the Hydraulic Power Co finally closed down — only four years ago — it
had 3,000 subscribers, controlling the rise and fall of theatre safety curtains,
lifts, the vacuum cleaners in the Savoy Hotel and, its star client, Tower
Bridge.

Home to hear that Parkinson want me to do their show on Wednesday. I've
never felt any great loss at not being on Parky — in fact Python as a group
refused the dubious honour twice — but the guests with me are to be Sir Peter
Parker' and Robert de Niro. These two, representing the best of raillways and
acting, are both men [ admire, and out of sheer joie de vivre I accept.

[ have to ring Ken Stephinson about something too and I tell him with
jovial innocence that he’s been scooped by Parkinson. There follows a chill of
disappointment from the Manchester end of the phone.

[, of course, have completely and clumsily underestimated the office
politics of the BBC (not being one who normally experiences such things).
I had agreed to go on Russell Harty at the end of February and, from what
Ken says, the impact of such an appearance would be lessened if 1 were to
turn up on Parkinson less than a month before. The rivalry obviously matters
deeply, so I retract and ring the Parkinson office and decline to appear.

A rather irritating little episode. All I feel is that, on looking back on it,
everyone’s reactions will seem ridiculously over-done and quite unnecessary.
Including mine. That’s enough of that molehill anyway.

Sunday, January 25th

Fine, dry, mild day. Confined to No. 2 for most of the time, varnishing the
table for the railway. But the great outdoors beckoned and I felt in such a
relaxed and unrushed state that on the spur of the moment, having read the
Sundays and discovered what a ‘structuralist’” was, I decided to take Willy and
Rachel into town.

We ended up at the practically deserted Tate Gallery. Both Willy and Rachel
excellent company. Willy remarked on how few women artists were represented
(a quite amazing disproportion — could only find Gwen John) and, as if by
telepathy, just after I had the distinct teeling that the Rothko room reminded
me of Stonehenge, Willy said 1t reminded him of a circle of stones — Stonehenge,
he said. Rachel thought all the bums and titties a bit rude, but we all three had

" Popular, accessible Chairman of the British Railways Board from 1976 to 1983, and the only
one to have a locomotive named after him. He died in 2002.
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a thoroughly enjoyable time — without getting bored or feeling that we were
appreciating art out of duty.

Monday, January 26th

Work on the railway again — and try and solve the sidings problem. I find
I become so mvolved i trying to unravel the complexities of it all that 1t’s hard
to tolerate any interference. Which tonight comes m the shape of T Gilliam,
who brings round some tapes of the sort of music Denis wants George to put
into the film. It’s average to good George Harrison quavery trillings, with some
fine guitar, but seems to be quite at odds with the rather crisp, brittle, neurotic
pace of the movie. Well, tomorrow we shall have all this out at a viewing and
later chat with George.
I lure TG (quite easily) mnto playing trains.

Tuesday, January 27th

The days have become so warm, what with this balmy, recycled Florida weather
washing over us, that wasps are waking up and flying into my workroom. The
garden 1s coming alive too, eager shoots poking out 1n trepidation then, sensing
it’s spring, pushing boldly on. They’re probably going to have a terrible time
in February.

To Wardour Street for the Time Bandits viewing.

I'm very pleased with the way the film looks. The sound effects have revived
my enthusiasm, which had waned a little over the last two viewings. Felt today
like T did the first tme I saw 1t — that between us we have put together an
adventure story full of curiosities.

Still more music to go on, however, and afterwards 1 go with Terry to Ray
Cooper’s flat in Wapping to discuss this very matter.

24 Narrow Street, Wapping. Quite an address. We walk across the
threshold and into another world. From poverty and desolation to wealth
and taste. There 15 bare brick everywhere — much of 1t, I gather, the origmal
wall sand-blasted. The brick 1s of mellow, autumnal gold and very restful
and elegzint.

Up in the lift two floors and step into a breathtaking open-plan room, with
three big windows giving onto a balcony and then the Thames. Wide and
impressive at this point, on the base of the U-curve between the Tower of
London and the Isle of Dogs.

Everything has its place and the room 1s carefully and orderly set out, with
coffee table books on the coffee table and a round dining table full of salads and
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delicately set platefuls of taramasalata and things. Crowning the whole a
magnum of Chateau Ducru-Beaucaillou ’69.

George arrives (in brand new Porsche), having driven from Cadogan Square
in about 15 minutes. He brings Derek Taylor, whom I'm most pleased to see.
Derek thrives on chat and good relaxed company and we’re never at our best
in the artificial world of meetings.

George gives, either coincidentally, but I think actually quite deliberately,
the current Denis O’Brien line on Time Bandits — that it should be 9o minutes.
There’s rather a lot George doesn’t like about it and I wonder if he really 1s the
best person to be doing the music. But he seems to want to do it, though he
does reveal a little petulance over the fact that Denis is constantly asking him
to dip in to finance films.

“What the hell, it’s only a tax-loss picture,” says George at one point. He
laughs. But the laughter must grate on TG.

Wednesday, January 28th

Try to reach Richard Loncraine’ to explain my decision not to do Brimstone
and Treacle. Can’t reach him.

To Methuen to see Marilyn Malin, the children’s editor. [ feel on very safe
ground with her. She has the Methuen caution. Like Geoffrey. But it transpires
that she really does like Small Harry and wants to publish it and is happy with
Caroline [Holden] as designer.

It all seems to fall into place. I promise to push through the contract with
minimum fuss (if terms are reasonable). Methuen undertake to print at least
15,000 copies. So I do feel rather pleased with myself as I walk out and up
Holborn to the shops. Thanks to Mel Calman and Ballymaloe!

Home. Reach Loncraine. He’s very disappointed, he says kindly. Fox were
very interested and both Ken Trodd and Potter himself had been in favour of
the casting. But it must be third on my list this year — after my film and my
word to Thomas Ellice about “Wheels of Chance’. To go to the top of my list
it would have to have been something that was totally and unequivocally
unmissable. And 1t wasn’t that.

" A commercials director and inventor. ['d tried, without success, to get him to direct some of
the Ripping Yarns. He in turn had asked me if I'd be in his film of Dennis Potter’s 1976 TV play

Brimstone and 'Tieacle, to be produced by Ken Trodd. It was filmed in 1982 with Sting in the
starring role.
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Thursday, February s5th

To Charing Cross Station to catch the 10.45 to Hastings to have my portrait
pamted by John Bratby. I'm looking forward to 1t, in an intrigued sort of way.

We clatter through the labyrinth of South London. There are no non-stop
trains to Hastings, which s perhaps the most indicative clue to the nature of
the town 1itself. A seaside place without the style of Brighton or the industrial
and economic usefulness of Southampton or the travelling status of Folkestone
or Dover. The train approaches it with an ever-increasing number of stops. As
if reluctant to ever get there.

There aren’t many getting oft this February morning. As I walk down the
steps to the booking office and what they nowadays like to call ‘the concourse’,
I catch sight of two figures, peering like co-conspirators in an English ‘B’ movie
of the ’50’s from behind the window of the refreshment room. They collude,
then start to move out.

Bratby 1s round, small and beaming shyly. He reminds me of Raymond
Briggs’s Father Christmas. He doesn’t say anything or shake hands, but not in
an unfriendly way. Dark-haired, dark-skinned wife with good-humoured eyes.
She indicates an ordinary, untidy, red station wagon. Of English make, I think.
We drive through Hastings, I making my cheerful, mundane observations about
the place, their reactions not quite predictable. She doesn’t like Hastings.

Their house comes up sooner than I'd expected. A rambling Georgian
mansion with a tower on top linked to the house by a glass conservatory in the
sky. It’s set in quite unpretentious surroundings overlooking the town of
Hastings and the sea.

She lets me out then discreetly drives the red car away and John Bratby takes
over, showing me the way along a scruffy passage into a studio. Dominating 1s
a big oil painting of Paul McCartney, dated 1967. Paul looks like a sad little
waif — and it seems very much at odds with the capable, super-businessman
[ hear he is. Maybe that’s why he left his portrait here.

Bratby, who seems more at ease now he’s in his studio, points me to the
chair where 1 must sit. 1t’s like visiting the doctor’s. The same relationship
between myself, the object, and the professional. On my left side a window,
not very clean, on my right a spotlight turned towards me. A big paraffin heater
of modern design considerately set for me.

For the first half-hour he doesn’t touch the three foot by two foot canvas on
a stand in front of him. He compliments me on my healthiness; he 1s amazed
that I'm 37. I find as we talk that he 1s much concerned with death and ageing.
He is also glad to hear that I don’t take life too seriously. Only when he reached
the age of 5o, he said, did he realise that life didn’t have to be taken seriously
and he wishes he’d discovered this earlier! He 15 quite ready to laugh and laughs
rather well. He amused me too when we both were comparing notes about
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the fascist tendencies of Kenwood House attendants. Once they accused Bratby
of having added a daub of paint to Rembrandt’s nose in the self-portrait there.

Patti, his wife, keeps us well filled with coffee. He drinks it in vast mugfuls,
as he squeezes more and more tubes of oil paint on to an already thick, full
palette. Occasionally he stops talking, which I find disconcerting until I realise
that he 1s concentrating so hard that he has ceased to regard me in the
conventional dialogue relationship.

He likes to work in England. He loses his identity when he travels. He works
very solidly. He prefers to work in his studio. He 1s much impressed by people
like myself whom he regards as ‘the last people’ — individuals who stand out
from the herd. He’s concerned by creeping Bennite egalitarianism, stamping
out all quality in life — all the odd ones who by their own great talents stand
out ... again this shghtly alarming ehtist theorising.

After about three and a half hours he asks if | want to see it. And there,
amazingly, it 1s. The canvas 1s full, with short, thick streaks of o1l paint — dozens
of colours and shades — and there is me as Bratby sees me. It is done. I have to
admire 1t, because he seems to have achieved so much with such apparent lack
of effort. His painting is a complex process, yet he’s achieved quite a simple
image. He says that while I’'m there 1’s difhicult to let the panting speak for
itself, but it wall, he says, over the next week.

And then the car is ready outside and we’re back into the ‘B’ movie. Patt
drives me away to the station and onto the train back to Charing Cross.

Sunday, February 8th: Church Farm, Abbotsley

Wake, most reinvigorated. Breakfast at half past nine. Scan the Observer. A really
encouraging report that the Minister of Transport, Norman Fowler, is giving
his support to a sensible investment plan for the railways — sensible because it
plans to inject twice as much government money over six years or so as it does
at the moment. Sounds bold. Could all the ads and the publicity skills of P
Parker, and even our series of railway documentaries have helped?

On either side of a succulent roast beet lunch I and the boys clear round the
pond. Heavy, muddy, but satistying work. Willy dredges out all sorts of old bits
of rubbish — roller skates, tennis balls and bits of old pram — with his usual
uncontrollable glee. He falls in eventually.

G. Chapman rings. Obviously pushed by Denis, he rather quickly blurts out
that he wants me to be in Yellowbeard. Just as quickly I repeat my rejection of
the offer. Then he talks about Telepictures. What 1s my attitude? Against, I say.
‘Oh dear,” says the doctor, ‘it’s going to be a bad week for Denis.’
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Monday, February gth

To Cadogan Square to meet Denis O'B. I tell im that 'm against any
Telepictures deal which involves decimation of the Python shows. This causes
Denis some concern, as he says we have made a deal in good faith (though
Telepictures have been granted the good faith rather than Python) and he’s
extremely worried about going back on his word. My suggestion is that we let
Telepictures have Python product on the stupulation it isn’t cut at all — and see
if they want us badly enough to be able to accommodate such a demand.

Feeling I've been consistently negative thus far (in D’s terms), I agree in
principle to flying to Atlanta in May to speak on the Time Bandits book’s behalt
at the big publishing sales convention.

As five o’clock and my departure time closes, Denis finally gets around to
Yellowbeard again. No, Denis, I'm not budging. It’s not worth discussing. ‘Wait
a nunute,” says Denis, ‘hiear me out.” So he tries to rush headfirst at the brick
wall again — except from a slightly difterent angle this time. All he wants 1s one
week of my writing time ... no more ... just one ... and (as I stand up) . ..

‘Michael ..’

‘I listened to you.’

‘... And what’s more =’ but at that point the Great Salesman is cut short in
mid-pitch by a sharp and silly series of knocks on the door and George
Harrison’s head appears, beaming leerily.

George carries a sheat of company reports and, oblivious to the urgency of
D’s business with me, he sits down chattily and shows me one of them — ‘Sing
Song Ltd” — which has a net loss of /£ 34.

We listen to some of GH’s new songs. ‘All Those Years Ago’ is my favourite
of a number of very good tracks.

Sunday, February 15th

Take the children swimming to the Holiday Inn at Swiss Cottage. We practically
have the pool to ourselves. After I've come back and am settling down to cold
roast pork, the phone rings. It’s 9.30 and the Sun newspaper wants to know if
there’s any truth in the rumour that John Cleese has been married today in
New York. 1 tell the hackette that I know nothing, but think it extremely
unlikely, what with John being gay and all that.

She persists in her intrusion, I persist in my fantasy — and she eventually

gives up. Silly world.
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Monday, February 16th

Eight-fifteen, start to drive down to London Sessions House for two weeks of
jury service.

The Sessions House is a solid, impressive, neo-classical building started in
1914. It’s been added to and there are now 19 courts within its ‘grounds’. Park
my car at a meter, then join a mass of some 200 new jurors, who are herded
into Court Number 1 — a classic of the TV and film sort, full of wood panelling
with a vaguely Baroque flourish. Here we sit and await a preliminary chat. A
peculiar feeling — a roomful of 200 people, none of whom knows each other.
Early banter tails oft, and within five minutes all 200 of us are sitting in a
tantalisingly breakable collective silence.

Then we’re reduced to groups of 20 as our names are called and the groups
are led off to one of the other courts; i1t’s all rather like school.

My fellow jurors seem to be drawn mostly from the working classes, with a
sprinkling of woolly-minded liberals like myself. There seems to be a notable
absence of anyone looking rich and successful. I suppose you don’t have time
to do jury service and become rich and successful.

Sit for over an hour in a smoke-filled room. I try to read Sir Walter Scott’s
Waverley, but his convoluted prose and circumlocutory embellishments are not
1deal for such a situation. I hear a loud voice beside me . .. ‘Yeah, there’sa TV
personality on one of the juries. Mate of mine saw him this morning ... Can’t
remember his name.’

Then, just as the day seems irretrievably lost, our room is called, again, and
we are led upstairs. This time I’'m called onto the jury. There are no challenges
and we actually begin my first ‘live’ case as a juror. It’s not one to enter the
annals of Great British Trials, but there are satistyingly comic complications
involved. |

The two accused are Indians, two young men with fashionable Western
moustaches and pudgy faces, who have six charges against them arising from a
fight they are said to have started in a pub in Clapton, Es, on an August Sunday
in 1979. (There are very few cases ever heard here that have been waiting less
than a year to be called.)

We are now actually belonging to a case — we have a purpose and, for the
next two or three days, this judge, the three barristers, the clerks of the court
and the two moustachioed Punjabi bandits in the dock will all be locked
together in a curiously reassuring intimacy.
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Wednesday, February 18th

Drive down to Newington Causeway for more life with the Singhs. Publican
and two assistants gave cvidence, as did an enormous policeman. Medical
evidence was read out as to the sertousness of the eye mjury caused by a thrown
bottle to an apparently innocent old Indian watching. There 15 permanent
damage to the eye and he has to wear contact lenses. So this 1s the most serious
aspect of the case.

Back at home, Terry Gilliam rings. He has been on the phone to Denis in
LA for one and a half hours, discussing Time Bandits. After their chat today, in
which TG took Denis through the film cut by cut, demolishing nearly all his
suggested edits, TG reported Denis to be sounding very unspirited, not to say
low, not to say depressed.

I think the process of learning how difticult we all are 1s more painful than
Denis ever in his worst dreams expected.

Thursday, February 19th

At times today as I was locked in an unmoving line of traffic on the approaches
to Russell Square, I felt a surge of panic at the thought of keeping His Honour
Justice Bruce Campbell QC and his entire court waiting,

But I was there on time and, after a further half-hour of Judge’s summing
up, our moment of glory arrived, and they had to wait for us whilst we were
locked in our windowless little room to try and reach a verdict. Without much
dissension we decided to acquit him of the first charge of actual bodily harm,
as it was a case of one man’s word against his.

The court reassembled, our foreman gave our verdicts, then the antecedents
of the accused were read. Both had been in trouble with the police before.
Onkar has three children and one about to be born; he’s only 23, has not got
much of a future either, but has just recently been taken on as a bus driver.
Despite the heart-rending pleas of the counsel, our kindly, humorous judge
stuck his chin out firmly and became the stern voice of punishment. Onkar
Singh was to be jailed for three months, his brother three months, but suspended.
And that was that.

Friday, February 20th
Split into a new jury group and assigned to Court 7.

Observed a Jamaican being sent down for eight months for illegally importing
and probably dealing in cannabis. 1 suppose there is a danger that cannabis-
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dealing leads on to dealing harder drugs — but this was certainly not proven
here. The man’s girlfriend and mother of his two children had just gone into
hospital with a blood clot on the brain, but the judge disregarded all this.
Disturbing, especially when I think of the vast number of people — respectable
and rich included — who smoke and trade in cannabis freely.

Then a frightened, wide-eyed black kid comes into the dock. He took a
knife and threatened a shopkeeper and stole £40.00. He is sent to Borstal,
despite this being his first offence and despite strong recommendations in his
favour from Lambeth Borough Council, whose representative was present in
court.

Monday, February 23rd

I asked at the Bailiff’s Office about my chances of avoiding a long case on
Thursday (my Russell Harty night) and they were most understanding and
decided that the safest way was to discharge me from a second week’s jury
service altogether. This took a moment to sink in, then a great feeling of relief
at this unexpected freedom. I had to wait an hour to collect my expenses, so
sat in a café opposite the courts and read the paper and mulled over what to do
with this free week.

Walked across Waterloo Bridge — something I hardly ever do — stopped and
looked in the church of St Mary-Le-Strand, which I never, ever do, being
usually far too busy roaring round it in a car. Peace and quiet and Baroque
extravagance in the middle of one of London’s busiest one-way traftic systems.
Noted that the church was built by order of Parhament from money raised by
a tax on coal!

Friday, March 6th

This morning — a march against unemployment. Can [ come? But despite
feeling personally more scornful of Thatcher and her solutions — Surrey Power,
as I call it — I still have this aversion to making a lot of noise in a public place
in direct support of any political force. Mainly because I don’t easily believe in
political solutions.

I think you have to work and communicate on a much more basic level than
behind banners or tub-thumping on plattorms — this 1s the showbiz side of
politics. 1 personally feel much happier encouraging tolerance and under-
standing on a man to man level, or through my humour rather than telling
people something which I don’t believe — i.e. it you follow this leader, or
endorse this system, everything will be alright.
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Sunday, March Sth

Complete Waverley (which works on me like Hardy — demanding much loyalty
and dogged persistence to begin with, but finally rewarding perseverance with
a good tale and leaving an after-taste of affection towards the worlds he’s
described and the characters he’s filled them with).

This very evening, begin to read Proust’s A La Recherche . .. Feeling hmbered
up after Waverley and Romola and spurred on by the purchase, for /50, of a
new and much-praised edition by Kilmartin.

Monday, March gth

Unexpectedly I wake with a hint of tension, usually experienced in more
extreme forms when I have to go filming, write a debate speech or appear on
Just a Minute. But today 1t’s anticipation of my own self-imposed project — the
film script, which (in tandem with Proust) I begin today.

Sit at my desk at a quarter past nine, comfortably cocooned against steady;,
unbroken rain outside and realise that, despite two months of intended mental
refreshiment and sumulation, I'm1 still as riddled with incompatible alternatives
for stories as I ever was.

Nothing springs instantly to my pen — no characters so all-consumingly
important that I have to write about them. It’s a shamie really — all those people
out there with burning convictions and desperate messages to the world which
they can never make anyone listen to and here am I, pen poised to create

entertainment for the world and not knowing what I want to say.

Wednesday, March 11th

Go up to Williamx Ellis in the evening to hear about the curriculum, etc.
Headmaster clearly pleased with progress so far on the transition from grammar
to comprehensive. He does sound as though he loves his work. Turnout of
parents almost all middle-class — others seem to leave the school to get on with
it. (Trouble with democracy these days?)

Eric rings later to fix up a Palins/Idles theatre trip next Monday. Tells me
that Graham has just been on the phone to ask him to be in Yellowbeard. But
surely ... ? No, says Eric, Yellowbeard 1s not dead. GC has nine mitlion dollars
of Australian money and 1s planning to film 1t oft the Queensland coast. Eric 1s
worried about how best he can say no yet again.
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Thursday, March 12th

Classic writing morning. Up to the desk, clear space and open notebook at
about five to ten. Estimate when I should finish. Two-thirty seems reasonable.
Yawn. Stretch. Yawn. Look blankly through all I’'ve written this week, trying
desperately to summon up any belief in the purpose of these arbitrary scribblings
and character snippings. Long for coffee, but it’s an hour away.

The hour passes with hardly a line written. It’s like insomnia, in reverse. My
mind refuses to wake up.

[ take the opportunity (rare this week) of a dry spell and run. As I pound up
the path to Parliament Hill, a title occurs to me — “The Missionary Position’.

Maybe, though, that’s too whacky, too leading, so I settle for “The Mis-
sionary’ and the subject matter of the film swims into clear focus. An 1dealist,
a tortured 1dealist in the last days of the British Empire — the missionary work
would be interpreted as widely as possible, and the title has a nice touch
of irony. Come back 45 minutes later muddy but feeling that I've made a
breakthrough.

Cook Toulouse sausages with apples for Robert H.

Over dinner he makes what he calls, with characteristic modesty, a brilliant
discovery — that the six Time Bandits are the six Pythons. He’s awfully
pleased at making this connection and seems quite unmoved by my own
denial of any such parallel. For the record, anyway, our casting was: Randall —
Cleese, Vermin — Gilliam, Og — Graham, Fidgit — Terry |, Strutter — Eric,
Wally — me.

Friday, March 13th

Had a vivid dream this morning. It was set in Halifax. Very positively Halifax.

[t was hazy — a mixture of Lowry and Hieronymus Bosch — but on top of
the hill the walls were of rich, red stone and I walked through colonnades and
arcades built in seventeenth-century classical style and met young students who
told me what a wonderful place Halifax was.

At the writing desk by ten. I pursued the idea of The Missionary, which
began to fall very nicely into place. By lunchtime I had actually sketched out a
synopsis — with a beginning, middle and end — which [ dared to become quite
excited about. In the afternoon I tightened and typed this up. So by four, at
the end of the first week’s writing, [ have a story. [ feel, as I say, warily confident.
Will see how it survives the weekend.
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Titesday, March 17th

A mughty clap of thunder as a short and violent storm passes overhead as I settle
mto a piece for the New York Times — Howard Goldberg having sent me a
telegram asking for a piece on Prince Charles and Lady D. Have completed it
by seven.

Ring HG in New York. He’s frightfully worried that I will not, as he puts
it, ‘keep it clean’. ‘I'm hired by Calvinists,” he explains. Dictate through to the

Times later in the evening.

Wednesday, March 18th

Take Tom P (who’s been oft school today with a cold) up to St Anne’s Church,
Highgate, for the first night of the William Ellis opera ‘Death of Baldur’. This
has been the big musical event of the year for the school. It’s an English
premiere and the composer, David Bedford, is there with short, well-cut grey
hair, looking like a natty parent. Tom is in the ‘off-stage’ choir and 1s tonight
stuffed to the gills with throat sweets, etc, to help his voice.

I cannot understand a word that’s being sung throughout the hour, but it’s
evidently to do with revenge, blindness, the gods and other gloomy Nordic
specialities. Not a laugh in it. The orchestra is good, but the church swallows
up voices and makes it very difhicult to stage.

Very effective integration of pebble-banging — with the ‘pebble-choir’
ringing the church behind the audience and setting up a wave of staccato sound
which had the effect of swirling stereophonic sound.

Home to hear from Howard Goldberg that he had loved my piece for the NYT
on Prince Charles and was planning to run it on Sunday. He kept going into fits
of giggles over the phone whilst checking spellings, etc. Most encouraging.

Thursday, March 19th

Estimated by lunchtime — and ten mornings” work — that I have 20 minutes of
good material to start The Missionary, and another five or six quite strong.

Friday, March zoth

Driven out to Friar Park 1n stately fashion in the back of Ray Cooper’s elegant
and comfortable 26-year-old Bentley — all wooden panelling and a good smell

of leather.
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On the way Ray tells me that George had a phone call two weeks ago from
some anonymous American telling George he had a gun and an air ticket to
England. It all sounded like a horrible hoax, but the FBI found that a man 1n
Baltimore had been seen in a bar making just such threats and bragging about
his air ticket. George H’s place was ringed by police for a week — and he had a
bodyguard with him at all times. Considering all this, George met us in very
relaxed style. He was up on the slopes of his Matterhorn, with the builders
who are busy restoring this fine piece of eccentric garden landscaping.

Saturday, March 28th

Willy and I drive off to go to see Wednesday play at [Leyton] Orient.

It’s a warm day, the ground at Brisbane Road 1s small, neat and feels far
more of a local family atmosphere than any others we’ve been to this season.

It seems that a Wednesday goal has to come, but instead a scuffle at the far
end and Orient have scored on one of their rare visits to the Wednesday area.

This stings Wednesday — crowd and players — into some strong retaliatory
measures, but within minutes Orient have scored again and it’s over — as 1s
probably Wednesday’s chance for promotion.

A satistying incident as we walk to the car. In the long line of cars moving
up to the main road are three lads, one of whom leans out of the window and
shouts in delight at me ... ‘Heh! It’s Eric Idle!” I smile, but weakly, I expect,
and walk on as they noisily discuss who I'm not.

About 15 yards further on their car approaches and they pass up the road
with a chant of “We know who you are!” This 1s followed almost immediately
by a crunch of colliding metal and a crackle of shattering tail-light as their car
thuds into the one 1n front and pushes that one into the one in front of him.

Monday, March 30th

Drive down to the first of a week’s Python meetings at 2 Park Square West.

We appear to be very much in accord over our exasperation, frustration
and consternation about Denis’s role in our affairs. In Anne’s painstakingly-
assembled report on life with EuroAtlantic, she suggested that she and Steve
|Abbott] could run our day-to-day aftairs from 2 PSW.

A remarkable degree of unanimity within the group that now is the time to
sort out this whole question.

To dinner with Clare [Latimer|'. Excellent food, plenty of drink and jolly

' Caterer and next-door neighbour for many years.
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company. A vicar from St John's Wood who tells me he took 50 of his most
fervent worshippers to see Life of Brian last Good Friday — instead of moping
about church ‘mourning’.

Wednesday, April 1st

A dry, warm day with soft, high cloud. Everyone in a good mood. Eric
suggests we all of us make a list of the pros and cons of DO’B. The hsts
turn out to be remarkably similar. Tax planning and tax structures are
commended, but all the pro hists are much shorter than the cons — which
include over-secrecy, inability to listen to or understand things he doesn’t
want to hear, and use of word ‘philosophy’.

At lunch — Anne makes us delicious asparagus tart — we get fairly silly. Decide
that the Pythons should purchase our own nuclear deterrent. We put a small
ad in The Times — ‘Nuclear Missile wanted, with warhead, London area’.

Friday, April 3rd

Denis 1s pleased that we have decided to go ahead with theatrical release of
Hollywood Bowl. Which we now decide to call, simply, Monty Python at the
Hollywood Bowl. But try as we can to drill into him that he should go for smaller
distributors with more time to listen, the more Denis retreats back to the majors
whom he knows.

He claims that the small distributors only handle ‘exploitation’ pics (violent
or sexy or blatantly both, which are so bad that money 1s only made by a quick,
sharp killing in selected theatres). His feeling 1s that all distributors are idiots,
but he will try and find us the most benevolent idiot.

Sunday, April 5th

Denis calls me. He asks me to try and patch up the Gilllam/Harrison rela-
tionship. Not that TG has done any more than express reservations about
George’s music, and the last song in particular, but GH has taken it badly and
feels that he no longer cares —and it TG wants to write the music he can write
it himself.

I try to defend TG’s position by saying that the use of GH’s music was
rather forced on him. Denis returns to the fmancial argument (does Terry
realise how much money the film 1s costing?) which 1s slightly unfair. Anyway,
as Denis memorably puts it, “You just don’t treat Beatles this way.’
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Monday, April 6th

Collect Rachel from school, then ring George. He 1sn’t angry in the con-
ventional sense — I mean, no shouting or swearing — but he just is sad and a bit
fed up. ‘I was just a fan,” he puts it, ‘who wanted to help you do things because
[ liked what you all did.’

But after all this comes out, we get down to discussing the end song. I tell
him we both like it musically, but we’ve now got some new lyrics which change
only the verses. Let him listen to them and sling them out if he doesn’t like
them. But of course he does quite like them — and 1s happy to do them and
will send a demo later in the week. I hope all 1s healed, temporarily at least.

Dash oft to the Python meeting.

It’s quite obvious that the group as a whole trust Anne more than Denis (JC
wanted it to go on record that he mistrusted Denis less than the rest of us) and
Eric was the only one who signed the letter to Denis with his surname. ‘Denis
is the sort of person I want to be on surname terms with,” was the way he put
it — and [ promised to write that in my diary.

Titesday, April 7th

To Eric’s by car about seven o’clock. He has now assembled enough material
for six TV programmes to be made by his company — Rutland Weekend
Television — and sold to England, the US, Australia, Canada, etc. They're
comedy sketch shows, basically — with music animation special effects and all
set in the legendary Rutland Isles, where anything can happen.

Anyway, Eric wants me to come and play one of the three stars, along with
himself and possibly Carrie Fisher. Filming would, he thinks; not take more
than eight weeks and would be done in the winter on a lovely tropical island.

I'm drawn by the immediacy of doing a TV series on video and by Eric’s
unportentous, let’s-just-get-on-with-it attitude and refusal to treat it as the
most important thing ever. But it’s a month, at least, accounted for and at that
time I may be in pre-production of The Missionary.

Saturday, April 11th

Family outing to Popeye." We ate excellent hamburgers in Covent Garden and
the sun came out and shone on us as we walked through the Garden, past the

" Film version of the comic-strip. Robin Williams was Popeye and Shelley Duvall Olive Oyl.
Robert Altman directed. Jules Feiffer wrote the screenplay and Harry Nilsson the songs.
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escapologist, through St Paul’s churchyard, where trees have been planted n
memory of actors buried there. One rather undernourished little shrub was
ironically plaqued ‘In memory of Hattie Jacques’.

Home to hear that there was burning and looting going on in Brixton as we
had wandered through the quiet bustle of the West End on this sunny Saturday
afternoon.

Monday, April 13th

Help prepare for dinner with Steve Abbott and friend Laurie.

Part of my reason for asking him round is to find out more about his feelings
about Denis and Euro. Basically he is concerned about divided loyalties. He
cannot carry on working for the Pythons and doing what is best for the Pythons
within the EuroAtlantic framework because he feels the decisions taken for the
benefit of EuroAtlantic are very often contrary to the benefit of the Pythons.

Both Steve and Laurie are politically to the left, Laurie enough to have
changed her bank account from Barclays (naughty South African connections)
to the Co-op. Only to find that the Co-op use Barclays as their clearing bank!

Steve 1s | think a man of good, basic, honest convictions and if for this reason
he’s leaving EuroAtlantic, it makes me listen very carefully.

Titesday, April 14th

Dry and cool. Drive down to Crawford Street to have hair cut by Don |Abaka,
our family hairdresser for many years]. We talk about the Brixton riot and that
Don who is, I should 1magine, a very easy-going and law-abiding black — a
part of the establishment if you like — still can say, as if a little surprised, ‘I’ve
not been in any trouble with the police, but I really feel worried sometimes
that if there’s trouble in a street they’ll pick me out.’

Home to work on The Missionary, but for some reason, as the clouds clear
and the sun shines from a blue sky, I find myself surrendering to the pleasantness
of the day. Sit in the garden seat in the sun and read Bernard Levin’s infectious
raves about three of his favourite restaurants in Switzerland. Makes my mind
drift to thoughts of holidays and sun-soaked balconies in small French towns
and poplars motionless above sparkling streams and good wine and company
and celebrating.

Watch the space shuttle land most skilfully. Feel, more than I ever did with
the moonwalks, that the success of this first reusable spacecraft 1s the real start
of what an American astronaut rather chillingly called ‘the exploitation of

space’.
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Thursday, April 16th

Hardly see Helen, on this our 15th wedding anniversary morning. Am woken
by Rachel at a quarter to seven, standing by my bedside, dressed and ready to
go. She wakes William by tickling his feet (the only way, he claims, he can be
woken up) and the three of us make for the quarter to nine North London
Line train to Broad Street.

Uneventful journey to Darsham, though we found ourselves in the breakfast
car next to an assured, rich-voiced, late middle-aged Englishman with half-
moon glasses, sitting with a fortyish, mousy-blonde lady, with the large, bony,
open features of an English upper-class gel.

He began to make notes about some speech he was to make ... “The recent
clashes in Brixton, foreseen by Mr Enoch Powell over fifteen years ago = His
eligible companion interrupts . . . ““Clashes”? Do you think “clashes™ 1s a strong
enough word?” ‘No, no, perhaps you're right . .. Battle? ... Mm .. .".

We left them, still composing, at Ipswich. Met by Mother at Darsham. She
looked a little wearier than of late and drives a little slower and a little nearer
the centre of the road.

Sunday, April 19th: Southwold, Easter Sunday

In the afternoon I read through Robert H's manuscript of the Python censorship
book, which he wants me to check before I go to Crete. It’s well-researched,
thorough, lightly, but not uncritically, biased in our favour. The word I've
written in my notes to sum up his endeavour is ‘scrupulous’. Unsensational in
presentation, but not necessarily in concept — it’s really everything I hoped it
would be.

Titesday, April 215t

Over lunch spend a couple of hours with Steve talking about EuroAtlantic, my
finances and the possible transfer of our immediate financial affairs to a Steve
and Anne-run ofhce.

Steve reveals fresh facets of his straightforward, unassuming but very inde-
pendent nature. He declines a coffee because it’s the Passover and he’s eating
only Kosher food for a week. He almost apologetically explains that he’s not
even a born Jew. He just began to take an interest four or five years ago, learnt
Hebrew and another Judaic language and set himself certain standards of
observation which he readily admits are somewhat inconsistent, but one of
them 1s to eat nothing but Kosher food throughout the Passover period.
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Saturday, May 2nd: London to The Chewton Glen Hotel

Drive down to Hampshire for the Python weekend. Collect Gilliam at 7.45,
then Eric at eight and, despite some build-up of holiday weekend trafhic, we
are driving through the New Forest by half past nine and to the hotel, set n a
rather nondescript conurbation near New Milton.

The Chewton Glen Hotel 1s unashamedly expensive — a soft, enveloping
atmosphere of thick carpets, armchairs, soft voices, chandeliers. From the
BMWs and Jaguars in the car park to the miniature of sherry with the manager’s
comphments, everything reflects money. Like a padded cell for the very rich.
But 1t suits our purposes — we're here, after all, to concentrate our minds on
one of the most important decisions Python has yet made.

There 1s remarkably httle dissension from JC’s opening assessment that we
should tell Denis that we no longer teel we need a manager. That there should,
in the interests of economy and efticiency, be one Python othice to administrate
the companies, and that tuture relationships with Denis should be on an ad hoc
basis.

Within a couple of hours we've reached a heartening degree of agreement
and JC 1s left to compose a letter. I go to the billiard room with TG for a game
on a marvellous full-size table. The balls feel like lead weights after the half-size
table at home. Then to lunch. The food 1s good — delicate and lots of things
like lobster and snails and shallots.

Then a game of snooker, a game of squash with Terry ] and back for more
snooker and dinner. Quite like old times, with Graham leaving early to go to
a gay club in Bournemouth (for the second night running, I'm told) — but even
better than the old days because GC doesn’t get pissed and can drive himself.

Talk, over the champagne and cream of Jerusalem artichoke soup, of Bobby
Sands and his hunger strike. Eric and John think 1t’s something you should be
able to laugh at — and they do. TJ, and I agree with him, feels that the laughter
must come from recognising and sensing a basic truth in what you’re laughing
at and you can’t laugh at something you feel 1s dishonest — and 1 think 1t’s
dishonest to think of Sands as a worthless villain. And dangerous too.

To bed before midnight. How easily the ‘historic’ decision has been made.
It’s not often Python so clearly and unanimously sees the rightness of a decision
and 1t’s such a relief that 1t’s happened like that today. It now remains to be
seen how DO’B reacts. | hope he will not see it as a stab in the back, but a stab
in the front. He should have seen 1t coming and it shouldn’t prove fatal.
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Sunday, May 3rd

At eight, feeling good and refreshed and bright, I walk down the drive of the
Chewton Glen, taking care not to trip over the floodlighting bar which points
up at the pine trees, and, taking the sign for Barton-on-Sea, make for the
English Channel cliffs.

I can see the Isle of Wight in the distance. It’s a dull morning with the sun
only a faint lemon glow in a thickly-padded oft-white sky. There are women
walking poodles called Pippa and empty seaside hotels and a ravaged and
collapsing shoreline which has no drama, excitement or visual splendour.
Gardening and Walking the Dog Land 1981.

We assemble about 10.15. There’s a re-reading of the letter to Denis and
some corrections made. JC is so anxious to emphasise our inconstancy that
there’s a danger the cold reality of the message may not get through.

Then follows a chat about the next film — and one of the remarkable displays
of the collective Python mind doing what it does best, best. Ideas, jokes, themes
pour out from everyone round the table so fast that no-one wants to stop and
write any of them down for fear of losing this glorious impetus. The court
framework for the next movie comes up — the idea of us all being hanged for
producing a film that is only a tax-dodge. It’s all rich and funny and complex
and very satistying.

Titesday, May 5th

Starts well, my 38th, with a clear and cloudless morning — the sort of day May
ought to be, but hasn’t been so far.

Work on the script — slowly but surely. Anne comes round at lunchtime
with the letter to Denis to sign. JC has put back some of the wordiness that
Eric and I took out, but it seems to be clear and bending over backwards to
give us the blame!

I hear Denis will not be back until the weekend and wants a meeting with
us next Monday. There’s a sort of inexorability about it, like watching someone
walk very, very slowly towards a concealed hole you’ve dug.

Wednesday, May 6th

First thing this morning, am putting out milk bottles when I encounter Peggy
from No. 1 Julia Street. She’s very sad because a week ago her case against her
landlords was dismissed. She’s got to move and No. 1 will be sold. Ring Steve
and instruct him to try and buy it for me.
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My New Yorker piece on Cinderella comes back with a rejection. Like A
Coren’s rejection note from Punch some years ago, the worst thing is the protuse
apology — almost tangible embarrassment of the contact at the magazine. He’s
right, of course. He likes the incidental jokes which I hike best and feels the
whole a little too dull and conventional. A warning sign for all my writing.

Thursday, May 7th

My Bratby portrait has arrived. I hang it, not altogether seriously, but mainly
to frighten Helen, above the piano. I don’t like his interpretation of me
particularly, but his technique of thick oil paint applied with short knife strokes
in dozens of colours does make the picture very exciting. It certainly stands
out, as an original should, in our houseful of rather restrained repros and prints.
Quite ebullient and bright.

Friday, May 8th

Despite many comings and goings in the house (window cleaners to give
estimates, recently-robbed neighbours to look at our burglar alarm system),
I have the best writing morning of a bad week.

[ write a sequence this morning that I know will be funny (the lost butler)
and at least breaks a week in the wilderness.

Looking forward to a lazy evening in, when Denis rings. He’s back and he
has evidently seen the Chewton Glen letter.

He sounded calm, and in a realistic frame of mind. He was not entirely clear
about what the letter proposed — could I elucidate? I elucidated as best I could,
with kids clamouring for supper and Helen washing up beside me. We wanted
DO’B to be an ad hoc, independent figure who we could come to for the
major things he’d proved himself good at. Our essential aim was to simplify our
business affairs.

DO’B was silent for a moment, but seemed to accept all this.

He talked about his ‘upside’ and his ‘downside” and rather lost me here, but the
long and the short of the call was that we should have a meeting as quickly as
possible —and it needn’t be along one, he said. I promised I would ring Anne and
ask her to set one up for Monday. Throughout Denis’s tone was only a little
injured and defensive and mainly practical and realistic —and quite friendly.

I talk to Eric later. He sounds unhelpful over the D O’B situation. He doesn’t
want to meet him and absolutely refuses to give DO’B any sort of preferential
option on the next film at this stage. I bit my lip, and nearly my desk as well,

at this.
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Monday, May 11th

[ drove down to BUPA to present Dr Gilkes with a long-running Palin saga —
the Great Verruca, or Corn, as it once was.

He examined it and, as it has changed 1ts shape and become less spread out,
with more of a peak on it, he reckoned he could cut it out. And without much
more ado, this is what he did. Using an instantaneously-acting local anaesthetic,
he cut and chopped and sliced — sometimes with such great effort that I could
scarcely believe it was my little toe and not some thick oak tree he was working
on. Then he cauterised the edges, bandaged it all up and I hobbled out. But at
least my verruca, which has been with me for nearly two years, was now 1in the
dustbin.

I’d made Gilkes happy — ‘It’s been a jolly good day for the knife,” he assured
me when we’d agreed on surgery. ‘Some days I hardly use it at all,” he added
regretfully.

I was to go straight from my verruca operation to a meeting with Denis
O’B. It all seemed rather symbolic.

[ hobbled 1n, the last to arrive (apart from Eric, who was just then landing
in New York). Anne had thoughtfully provided white wine and some canapes.
Denis sat looking a little careworn, but raised a smile. He had a notepad tull of
appointments and projects which he flipped through — films he was hoping to
bring in through HandMade Distributors.

At about 7.20, after we’d been talking for an hour, John had to leave because
he was taking someone to the theatre. So it was left to the four of us to decide
on the next move with Denis. If we wanted to terminate — as ‘I think the letter
says’ — Denis wanted to do it as quickly as possible.

Was there an alternative to complete and final termination? Terry | asked.
Some way in which he could run a financial structure with us and liaise with
the office at Park Square West? Denis didn’t like this. It was all or nothing. He
wanted to be free to concentrate on all the other areas EuroAtlantic could go
in. He might, he said, get out of films altogether.

Graham asked if there were any ‘oftshore structure’ which could be kept going.
No, again Denis was adamant. Steve could not run a structure such as the one
Denis had set up and which he still today talked about with loving pride.

So at about eight o’clock, as a dull evening was drawing to a close outside,
we had to take a decision. Should we terminate? It really was the only answer.
It was what the letter, signed by us all on May sth, had said anyway. And so it
was agreed and Denis left to begin to take down the structure and prepare for
us a list of proposals for the ending of our relationship.

I couldn’t believe it. My verruca and manager out, all within four hours.
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Wednesday, May 13th

Manage the first full morning’s writing this week and feel much better for 1t.
Recently-gouged right toe 1s preventing me from running, so after lunch go
down to Beatties and buy some LNER "30’s imported teak rolling stock with
the ten quid Ma gave me for my 38th. It crosses my mind that I'm 38 and sull
sneaking oft to toyshops.

Down to Camberwell for dinner with the Joneses and, as it turns out, a
rather boozed Richard Boston.’

He really doesn’t look i good shape, which 1s a pity as he’s such a mine of
wondrous information — and knows such gems of political history as the fact
that a gorilla once raped a French president’s wife in the Elysée Palace, which
15, of course, next to the zoo, and for many years afterwards the president was
paranoid about gorillas.

And all this on the night the Pope was shot and Tom helped Willlam Elhs
swim to a 20 point victory in the schools swimming gala. And another hunger
striker died in the Maze.

Saturday, May 16th

Angela and I head for Linton — our great-grandfather’s parish from 1865 to
1904. I'm intrigued by Edward Palin — the man of great promise who in his
early 30’s was senior tutor and bursar of St John’s College, Oxford, and who
gave up the chance of great things to marry Brita, an Irish orphan girl — herself
the subject of a great rags-to-riches story — and settle at this tiny Herefordshire
village and raise seven children.

There is the grave in the churchyard where he is buried together with two
of his sons who pre-deceased him — one who died at Shrewsbury aged 18,
another killed in the trenches of the Somme. Next to his grave and upstaging
it is the grave of Caroline Watson, the American who found Brita the orphan
and brought her up.

Determined, as a result of this weekend trip, to follow up some leads on the
Palins — St John’s College being one of them.

' One of the first journalists to ‘get’ Monty Python, he was also a vigorous campaigner who,
with Terry J, started an environmental magazine called the Tole. He gave his interests as
‘soothsaying, shelling peas and embroidery’.
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Friday, May 22nd

This is the day appointed for the changeover of Python affairs from EuroAtlantic
at 26 Cadogan Square back to the more leisurely Nash terraces of Regent’s
Park. From today Steve and Lena [Granstedt, his assistant] work for Python and
not EA.

[ remember my embarrassment at having to tell people Python was with
EuroAtlantic Ltd — an ugly name really, but I have had very good service from
them. [ rang Corinna [Soar — EA Company Secretary] — she was very touched
by my letter and we had a quite unrecriminatory chat. She says it will be better
when the changeover has actually happened. It’s the transition process that’s
painful. I want to say to her how concerned I am about our future — that we
den’t see our move as a solution, just an inevitable part of the continuing
development of Python, but I can’t get into all that. [ suggest we have lunch.
Coward.

Wednesday, May 27th

Drive down to Wardour Street for a Time Bandits viewing.

George’s single 1s No. 14 in the US charts and now he’s under pressure to
release follow-up singles — and we’re under pressure to put another George
song at the top of Time Bandits, as a potential US single. George admits with a
smile that “You grumble at them (the public) like hell when you’re not in the
charts, and then when you are in the charts you grumble at them for putting
you there for the wrong reasons’ (the aftermath of the Lennon shooting).

[ don’t like these viewings, especially when [ know the room is full of people
who have tried desperately to have many sections of the film cut. For the first
half-hour everything seems wrong.

The laughs come for the first time on Cleese’s ‘Robin Hood’ scene. From
then on the ‘audience’ loosens up and I relax and George’s big, bright arrange-
ment of ‘Oh Rye In Aye Ay’ caps the film pertectly. At least we can talk to
each other at the end. Even George, a harsh critic up to now, thinks the film is
almost there, but hates the opening credits.

I must say, after today, [ have a chilling feeling that we have fallen between
too many stools. Not enough sustained comedy for the Python audience to be
satisfied and too much adult content (‘Titanic’ references, etc) for the children’s
audience. We could just have created a dodo.
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Friday, May 29th

Helen comes up to tell me that a ‘For Sale’ board 1s going up on No. 1 Julia
Street. Steve A contacts Stickley and Kent, the agents. They are asking /37, 500.
Steve says he will get the keys.

Look at 1 Juha Street with Steve (financial) and Edward |Burd] (architectural).
Damp, crumbling and filthy inside. Steve cannot believe that people were living
here only a week ago and can believe even less that anyone should hope to get
£37,500 for it. Edward thinks that the external walls, beneath their cracked
and powdery rendering, may be stronger than they look. He reckons it would
cost £30-436,000 to renovate, and if we were able to buy the place for
£25,000, despite its present state of extreme decay, it would be good value. Ed
is going to find out more about the agent’s hopes for the house and Steve says
he can’t wait to start working out how best we can pay for it!

Steve’s business sense 1s as eager as Denis’s, but his style utterly different.
Denis 1s real estate and yachts, Steve is going to the March for Jobs rally at the
weekend, three-day cricket and Springsteen.

Saturday, May 3o0th

Watch a clean, efticient, rather soporific goalless draw between Wales and
Russia. It does one’s perceptions good every now and then to see Russia — the
enemy, the nation whose existence justifies enormous expenditure by Estaings,
Thatchers, Carters and Reagans on weapons of destruction, the iron threat to
Poland and Afghanistan, the home of Philbys and Burgesses, the cruel oppressor
of Jewish minorities and cultural dissidents — playing a World Cup game at
Wrexham.

Monday, June 15t

Wake to streaming, unequivocal sunshine, which looks set in tor the day. Make
all sorts of resolutions for the month as I sit down at my desk at a quarter to
ten. I am determined to finish the first draft of The Missionary.

At half past six the results of my latest foray into consumerism are brought
round to the house. A Sony Walkman Il — an amazing miniaturised stereo set,
with thin, light headphones and a cassette-sized playing machine. If they can
make such sound reproduction quality so small now, what of the next ten years?
A button perhaps? A pill you swallow which recreates the 8-track wonders of
Beethoven’s Ninth from inside your body?

Also I'm now the proud owner of a small colour telly with a six-inch screen
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which fits on the kitchen shelf and will also undoubtedly revolutionise my life,
until, in due course, the wonder of these marvellous technological advances
wears down 1nto acceptance.

Moral of the tale — do not rest hopes and enjoyments on Sony products.
Man cannot live by machinery alone. All technological advances bring built-in
dissatisfaction.

Wednesday, June 3rd

A late, light lunch, a few minutes in the sunshine, then back up to the workroom
again. But the combination of heaviness from a persistent head cold and some
rumbling guts ache knocks me out and, drained of energy, I skip supper and
take to my bed about the same time as Rachel.

Just stay awake long enough to catch Terry J’s first programme as presenter
of Paperbacks. Helped on by a sympathetic and very well-mixed selection of
guests, Terry came across as Terry at his best — serious, but good fun, mainly
sensible, but occasionally enthusiastically carried away, positive but gentle. All
in all, I thought, an excellent debut and such a change from the smooth old
hands of TV presentation.

And I did take in an awtul lot of what was said about the books — it reminded
me of how much more I took in of Shakespeare when I watched John Cleese
i Taming of the Shrew.

And his guest, | L Carr — an ex-schoolmaster who publishes little 35p books
from his home in Kettering — was a wonderful find. He 1s the compiler of such
indispensable volumes as Carr’s Dictionary of Extraordinary English Cricketers and
Carr’s Dictionary of English Queens, King’s Wives, Celebrated Paramours, Handfast
Spouses and Royal Changelings.

Friday, June s5th

A week after first being alerted to Stickley and Kent’s board at 1 Julia Street,
I ring Stickley’s with my /25,000 cash oftfer. An Irish female most curtly
receives the ofter and, with hardly any elaboration, tells me crisply that it will
not be enough, but she’ll take my name. Tiwventy-five thousand pounds in cash
for that dump and she almost puts the phone down on me. Irrational — or
perhaps this time rational — anger wells up. Write a letter confirming my ofter
and refuse to increase it at this stage.

To lunch at Mon Plaisir with TG.

TG and I have a very good, convivial natter and excellent meal. It’s as if the
major pressures on the Time Bandits are now lessening. Our collaboration has
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perhaps been one of the more successtul aspects of the film. There are rumours
that Denis 1s having some success with his “TB’ viewings in America.

Then I go off to a viewing of the film again.

There 1s a constant, steady level of appreciation from quite a small audience
and at the end 1 feel so elated, so completely risen from the gloom of the
showing nine days ago, that I can hardly run fast enough through sunlit Soho
streets back to Neal's Yard.

Terry 1s upstairs, alone in the big room looking over the yard with an editola
in one hand and film in the other, stll trimming. ‘Sensational 1s the only word
I can use. At last I feel that Time Bandits has lived up to all the work that’s gone
INto 1t.

Drive up to 2 Park Square West for a Python meeting.

There 1s a long agenda and yet we spend the first half-hour talking about
possible changes to the Hollywood Bowl film. John is quite despairing. He
buries his head m his hands and summons up what appear to be his very last
resources of patience. ‘I crave order,” he groans, looking at the remnants of the
agenda, whilst Terry J suggests we put Neil in the film and possibly a bit more
animation, and JC moans inwardly that he only wants to do this ‘bloody thing’
to make some money (I rather agree) and Eric it 1s who puts the frustrating but
incontrovertible arguments for protecting our reputation by putting out only
what we think 1s the best.

Sunday, June 7th

Another eight-hour sleep — too rare these days. The swirling south-westerly
winds have died down, but the sky is overcast.

As if to suit the mood of the weather, Angela rings. She says she 1s in a
depression and has been for the last two weeks. She’s decided to drop her social
worker job and is looking for something ‘exciting’. She keeps talking of her
low self-esteem. She’s not easily consolable either, but puts on a brave and
cheerful front. I can offer sympathy but nothing very practical.

I wonder if she finished this Whit Sunday watching, as I did, Cassavetes” A
Woman Under the Influence. It was about madness and was rivetingly well-played,
hard, depressing, uncompronusing, but 1t aired a lot of problems and was
ultimately optimuistic.

[ go to bed sober ... sobered, anyway.
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Monday, June 8th

A day of deck-clearing before an all-out assault on The Missionary script’s last few
scenes, which I hope to complete up in Southwold, with Suffolk countryside for
inspiration and no telephones to distract.

Stickley and Kent call to tell me that my ofter of /25,000 for No. 1 Julia
hasn’t been accepted, so I have to work out the next step. I want to make a
£30,000 offer to put them on the spot, but after talking to Steve I revise this
downward to /28,500 to allow bargaining room up to 3o0.

Wednesday, June 1oth: Southwold

Wiake to rich sunshine and birds chattering everywhere. Excellent conditions
for a solid morning’s writing at the desk presented to my grandfather from ‘His
grateful patients in Great and Little Ryburgh and Testerton’," fifty years ago
this November.

Great strides made in the plot and this writing break has already justified
itselt completely. No phone calls, no doorbells, no carpet-layers, cleaners,
carpenters, painters or television engineers, just my Silvine ‘Students’ Note
Book — Ref 142 — Punched for filing’, Grandfather’s desk and the soothing,
wholesome view — pheasants scurrying through a broad field of new-sown peas
and a chafhinch strutting and posing on the telegraph wires outside.

Later, watch Terry ] being hypnotised on Paperbacks. He says very little and
eventually breaks into tears. Rather disturbing, I thought, for the tears don’t
look like tears of joy but of fear and uncertainty and loss.

Saturday, June 13th

Prepare for our sideshow(s) at the Gospel Oak School Fayre. The Palin con-
tingent (minus H who 1s at badminton) troop along to the school at 1.15,
armed with ‘Escalado’, blackboard, notices and a bottle of sweets which the
nearest number guess can win. Congratulate Ron Lendon, the head, on the
MBE he acquired in the honours lists published today.

For three and a half hours solid I take money and start races. ‘Escalado’
proves to be a compulsive hit. The races are as often as I can physically take the
money, pay the winnings and start again. A cluster of a dozen kids keep coming

" Edward Watson Palin was a doctor who lived at Fakenham in Norfolk. I still correspond with
a retired policeman who remembers Dr Palin taking tonsils out for free in his kitchen after church
on Sundays.
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back — addicted. We make 10p per race and by a quarter to six, when I'm
hoarse and staggering to start the last race, we've taken about £19.20, which
means nearly 200 races.

The whole fete, in warm, dry, sunny, celebratory weather, seems to have
done well. Even Willy, who looked very miserable carhier on as he tried to tout
custom for his ‘guess the sweet’ attraction, had taken over /7 by the end and
had brightened considerably.

Monday, June 15th

Denis O'B rings from Los Angeles. He doesn’t seem to have any ulterior motive
than to be reassured that I'm still there and writing a script for him. He doesn’t
attempt to put pressure on in any direction. He sounds very vulnerable suddenly,
as 1f he genuinely cannot understand how it could possibly be that five majors
have already passed on Time Bandits.

I teel very sorry for him and if he was deliberately trying to soften me up
then he succeeded. Any doubts I may have had about giving him first option
on The Missionary faded as I put the phone down and left him to Universal.

Titesday, June 16th

At seven o’clock, despite a last-minute volley of phone calls, | wrote the magic
words ‘The End” on my film — approximately two and a halt working months
from that run in mid-March when the title and subject suddenly clarified in
my mind.

How good it 1s I really don’t know. A cluster of scenes please me — the rest
could go either way. [ now have ten days of typing during which I shall tighten
1t up.

Thursday, June 18th

To Neal’s Yard for more ‘T'B’ publicity — this time an interview for Granada
TV’s Clapperboard. For a simple interview on film there must be about ten
people — production secretary, producer, publicity ladies, crew, etc, quite apart
from Chris Kelly, who'’s asking the questions, TG and myself.

Terry has only just embarked on the first serious answer when he dislodges
a huge can of film, which crashes to the floor noisily and spectacularly. Granada

are very pleased.
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Sunday, June 21st

Took Rachel to the zoo. Much activity in the bright sunshine. Baboons
copulating, polar bears flat out on their backs with legs immodestly spread,
scratching their belly hair slowly — like something out of Tennessee Williams,
tigers crapping and penguins looking very dry and unhappy.

This evening we have to decide on how George H’s song ‘That Which
I Have Lost’ is accommodated in the opening titles. Neither Ray nor Terry
teel satisfied with the song there at all. George, pushed by Denis, has done his
best to make a version that works. But it was the wrong song in the first place
and no-one has the courage to see that, so tonight we agree on a compromise.
Part of the song under the opening names, but keep it clear of the thudding,
mpressive impact of TG's titles.

Wednesday, June 24th

The only event of any great significance in an otherwise unworkmanlike day 1s
a call from Gilliam haltway through News at ‘Ten to tell me that Denis has finally
given up hope of selling Time Bandits in Hollywood. Disney, who apparently
were closest to a deal, finally gave him the thumbs down. Apparently it was a
case of the old guard at the top overruling the newer, younger, less conventional
execs below.

Perhaps, TG and I feel, it would have been a lot better if Denis had organised
a preview — like the Brian preview in LA which so impressed Warners. He has
only tried to sell it at the top. And failed.

To bed resignedly. I feel sorry for TG. So much now depends on a big
success in England. If it does badly here, or even only quite well, there is a real
chance of the movie sinking without trace.

Friday, June 26th

Buy Screen International. The British film industry does not seem very healthy.
Rank have just announced plans to cut 29 cinemas. The head of Fox (not an
Englishman) in London gives a glib, gloomy, heartless prognosis that sounds
like Dr Beeching — cinemas will only survive in about 20 major cities. The
British don’t go out any more. Video recorder sales are booming. Unfortunately
I think he’s right. 1t’s going to be hard, if not impossible, to reverse this trend
away from theatrical visits.
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Wednesday, July 1st

To Gospel Oak Open Day to look at Willy and Rachel’s work. Place full of
doting, involved Gospel Oak parents. Impressive exhibition m the hall. Willy’s
dissatistaction with his teacher this year doesn’t seem to be reciprocated — she
has given him a very good end of term report. But I can’t imagine many
circumstances in which Gospel Oak kids would recetve bad reports — unless
they were mass murderers, possibly. Rachel 1s as good as gold, I'm told by her
nice teacher, Miss Evans.

Work until eleven, when I watch very good (possibly the best) edition of
Paperbacks. T] enthusing, as only he can, about Rupert Bear with Alfred Bestall,
86-year-old chiet artist of the stories, there in the studio, complete with loose
false teeth.

Monday, July 6th: London—Edinburgh

Helen takes me down to King's Cross to catch the ‘Flying Scotsman’ to
Edinburgh to read the ‘Biggles’ stories [for BBC AudioBooks]. Full of Ameri-
cans being roughly treated by a particularly cheeky set of waiters who execute
all their tasks with a barely-controlled violence just this side of politeness. What
a change from the Liverpool Street lot.

All confirms my feelings that it’s the differences between human beings
themselves which account for all our economic, social and political injustices
and not the other way round. In short, there are plenty of shits in the world
and unless we can find some wonder drug to cure them or neutralise them,
I think we have to live with the fact that they will always cause trouble.

At Edinburgh by a quarter to three. Meet the team and the adaptor, George
Hearten — possibly the complete antithesis of his hero, Captain W E Johns. Ex-
Fleet Air Arm, so he knows how to pronounce ‘alameter’, he turns out to be
a reggae expert and, when we do discuss who we would all like to have been,
reckons he’s the Glaswegian Albert Camus.

The concentration required on the readings 1s quite exhausting. We do two
stories and Marilyn [Ireland, the producer| sounds pleased.

Then back for story number three. This 1s harder and towards the end I find
myself unable to say ‘thousands of splinters flew’ and, though we finish 1t
Marilyn rightly suggests that we stop for the day.
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Tiesday, July 7th: Edinburgh

After breakfast walk down to the BBC and, at about eleven, we start one of the
most gruelling, physically and mentally demanding day’s work I can remember.
Again the concentration required is greater than anything I'm prepared for,
with preliminary read-throughs of each episode included. I have to speak
continuously for two and a half hours, in six or seven different voices. My eyes
swim out of focus when I stand up— my brain has rarely been required to work
so fast — to process and redigest so much information, all the ime knowing
that this will be judged as a performance. We plough through five episodes by
five o’clock, leaving two for tomorrow.

[ feel drained — ‘Biggled’, I think must be the word, well and truly Biggled —
as I lie back in my bath at the North Briush with a Carlsberg Special as a
reward.

Wednesday, July 8th: Edinburgh-London

Up to meet John Gibson of the Edinburgh Evening News at breakfast at nine.
We talk for almost an hour. He’s easy company, and a dutiful journalist — he
makes sure he scribbles something down about all my activities. This 1s primarily
a Time Bandits piece.

From talking to him I am reinforced in this feeling that’s been coming over
me lately — that my reputation follows about three or four years behind what
I do. Somehow, though none of the individual projects were treated with
respect or reverence at the time, the cumulative effect of Python and Ripping
Yarns and the Life of Brian and the ‘Great Train Journey’ seems to have been to
raise my stock to the extent that I am now not only good copy everywhere,
but also [ sense a sort of respectfulness, as if 'm now an experienced hand and
a permanent addition to a gallery of famous British people. It’s all very worrying
and offers me little comfort, for I know [ am still the same bullshitter I always
was.

A quick walk through Prince’s Gardens — where everyone is lying out in the
sun like extras in a documentary about nuclear war. Up the Mound to a restored
National Trust house in the Royal Mile. Fascinating, but as soon as I enter it
there is quite a stir amongst the nice, middle-class family who run it.

I’'m followed from room to room by a breathless young man who finally
confronts me in a bedchamber — ‘Excuse me, but you are Eric Idle from Monty
Python ... ?’
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Friday, July 10th

More rioting on TV tonight." It’s replaced sport as the summer’s most talked
about activity. The scenes are frightening. One can only hope lessons will be
learnt fast. Whitelaw and Thatcher go out of their way to support the police,
but bad policing and the eftects of unemployment vie with each other as the
two most oft-quoted reasons for what’s happening.

Tisesday, July 14th

Settle down to read The Missionary, which arrived today from Alison — the first
really smart copy. It read far better than I expected. [t seems tight, the religious
atmosphere 1s strong, the story and the characters develop well and, all in all,
it’s just what I had hoped — a strong, convincing, authentic sense of place,
mood, period and a dramatic narrative providing a firm base for some very silly
comedy.

[ finish reading at half past eleven and, though I write these words with great
trepidation, [ feel the film 1s over 70% right — maybe even more. Now names
of actors, directors, keep coming into my head.

But the chiefest decision of all is how to play Denis. I must show it to him,
or | think be prepared for a final breakdown argument with him. The situation
1s full of uncertainties and dangers. My prestige 1s such that I could show it to
any number of producers and get a sympathetic hearing. But I have told DO’B
that I will ofter it first to HandMade — so there’s the rub.

Wednesday, July 15th

[ call Denis in Fisher’s Island [his home near New York]. It’s half past eight in
the morning there and Denis sounds subdued, a little cautious at first, but when
he realises it 1sn’t bad news, he begins to wind up and by the end we are both
beginning to celebrate.

He asks if [ have a director in mind. [ mention Richard Loncraine, who
I haven’t spoken to for a few months, and could still be a long shot.
I mention spring of ’82 for shooting and he says ‘“We would have no
problem’ — ‘we’ being, I presume, he, EuroAtlantic, Trade Development
Bank and George.

Feel relieved that I've taken a positive step forward. It would remove endless

' One of the most serious in a summer of urban riots took place at Toxteth in Liverpool. A
thousand police were injured and many properties destroyed.
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complications if Denis accepted the script. Should hear something by the
weekend.

To Rachel’s end of term concert at Gospel Oak. A rather flat affair. All the
children look as though they’re acting under orders. Rachel plays a lettuce.

A call from Loncraine. Good news — for me — is that the Brimstone and Treacle
film has collapsed — Bowie having let them down very much at the last minute.
He has two film projects he wants to do, but claims to be very keen to work
with me, and wants to see the script as soon as possible.

Thursday, July 16th

Out of the house at a quarter to eight. Stuck in rush-hour trathic, ironically
trying to get to Marylebone High Street for Radio London’s live programme
called Rush Hour.

Talk to Jackie Collins, who’s also a guest. She’s doing the circuits for her
new book, Chances, which my Radio London interviewer confides to me is
‘the filthiest book I've ever read’.

Out in Marylebone High Street by mine o’clock. [Time Bandits opened 1n
London yesterday.] Buy all the papers and treat myself to a reviving plate of
bacon and eggs and a cup of coftee at a local caft. Read the Guardian — ‘British,
if not best’. Plenty of praise, but all qualified. In the New Statesman our friend
and Jabbenwocky fan John Coleman said many things, but concluded that the
taste left by the film at the end was not just bad, it was sour. Cheered up by an
unequivocal rave in New Musical Express. Nothing else.

Drove on down to Terry J’s. Terry 1s on good form. Paperbacks has tinished
and we natter happily over various things. Realise that 'm enjoying writing
with an immediate sounding board again. In fact I have rather a good day and
add to the ‘Catholic Fanuly’ sketch rather satistactorily, whilst Terry deals
genially with a mass of phone callers.

Home soon after six. Bad review on Capital. Much praise for the film, but
he blatantly calls it the new Monty Python film. If I had more time and energy
I'd sue him.
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Friday, July 17th

In early evening an important call — the first professional opinion on The
Missionary — from Richard Loncrame. He liked 1t up to page ten, then not again
until page sixty, from whence he felt it picked up.

But I was hopeful from our short chat for two reasons. One that he doesn’t
dislike 1t enough to not want to do it, and the other that all he said about the
script and intentions about how to film 1t [ felt very much m agreement with.

Now Denis and Terry ] are to report! They're the only others who have

copies.

Saturday, July 18th

Atter lunch a party of ten of us go to see Time Bandits at the Plaza.

The audience 1s responsive, consistent and picks up the jokes, but I find that,
at one or two points, we stretch their goodwill by over-extending on a moment
that’s already been eftective. The Giant 1s on for too long and the trolls don’t
add much. Heresy I know to agree on this, but the acts do hold up Napoleon
and don’t get a positive reaction. And, though [ don’t object to the parents
blowing up at the end, we hold the moments afterwards for too long, as if
making a significant statement, and, in doing so, overloading the gloom and
killing the black humour.

So [ came away feeling a little numbed. Despite three or four people seeking
me out to tell me how much they’d enjoyed it, I was disappointed that I'd seen
faults in 1t and that there wasn’t a greater sense of excitement amongst the
departing audience.

TG rings later. He feels this sense of doom as well.

Sunday, July 19th

Woke to yet another day of concern. I have to learn my ‘Plankton’ speech for
a Save the Whales rally in Hyde Park. Then there’s the Sunday papers — how
will Time Bandits fare today?

A marvellous selection of qualified raves. But somehow the qualifications
seem to be significant rather than the raves. I read Alan Brien, who starts
wonderfully and then qualifies. Philip French in the Observer chunders on at
length for a column and a half before one word of doubt. But then it comes
in, like a trip wire 20 yards from the tape at the end of a mile race.

As | describe them to Gilliam later — they’re the worst set of rave notices

['ve ever seen.
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I feel Alan Brien’s observation is the most perceptive thing anyone’s said
about the film — “Where it falls below earlier Python movies, or Gilliam’s own
Jabbenwocky, is in the sense it gives that once the basic idea was established the
makers thought everything else would be easy.’

Still, no time to mope, as I have to take myself and rapidly-learnt script
down to Hyde Park to address the Save the Whales rally — which was allowed
to go ahead by [Police Commissioner] McNee despite a month-long ban on
London marches following the riots, because it was termed ‘educational’.

Monday, July 20th

Start of a Python writing fortmight. We tried such a session a year ago and it
was not successful. Today, a year later, things feel very different.

Time Bandits 1s complete, so TG 1s back with the group. Eric 1s relaxed and
well after France. Terry ] has got Paperbacks out of the way and 1s keen to get
directing again. Graham, with Yellowbeard, and myself, with The Missionary,
both have projects which look like being completed by summer ’82.

We decided, without any bickering or grudging, that we should now work
separately until the end of the week. Everyone agreed that this film should not
be extended indefinitely and if it was to become a reality it had to be next year.

So, after lunch and an amiable chat, we disperse to our separate writes.

About ten o’clock DO B rings from Fisher’s Island. He’s just finished reading
The Missionary. As I expected, the last thing he wants to do is give any artistic
judgement on the script. He talks of it purely from a business point of view.
He sounds to have no doubts that it’s a commercial reality and he’s treating it
accordingly.

D O’B reckons 1t’s an eight- or nine-week shoot, 65% studio, and will cost
about one and a half million. We are looking at a March, April, early May ’82
shoot.

Thursday, July 23rd

Drive over to Richard Loncraine’s office in Clarendon Cross. How neat, well-
preserved, paved and bollarded this little corner of Notting Hill has become.
Charming, I should think 1s the word. Richard bounds down to answer the
door, and is soon showing me his latest gadgets (he runs a toy factory employing
200 people making ridiculous things like eggs with biros in the end), pouring me
some wine, raving about Time Bandits, which he thought absolutely wonderful,
calling Chariots of Fire ‘Chariots of Bore’ and generally bubbling and enthusing
like an English version of Gilliam.
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Richard i1s going to do it and will commit to 1t. He repeats that he wants
to work with me and he’s doing it largely out of faith in what I can achieve,
which 1s flattering and exciting at the same tme, and because, although
there 1s much in the script he thinks doesn’t yet work, he thinks there’s
more that does.

The next step is to bring DO’B and Loncraine together next week. But
I think I can say that The Missionary became a reality tonight.

Sunday, July 26th

Richard rings to suggest Maggie Smith for Lady Ames, which shows he’s been
thinking positively about it.

Monday, July 27th

To a Python meeting at 2 Park Square West, giving T Gilliam a lift. A successful
day, everyone participating. John tending to chair in a barristerish way, but 1t’s
all good Python trough work. We re-read the ‘bankers’. They nearly all survive
and, by half past three when T] has to go, we have a solid so minutes, with
viable links and a sort of coherence.

Ring Terry | to find out if he has read The Missionary. He has, and finds it
all ‘unbelievable’. Not an encouraging reaction. Set oft to [EuroAtlantic in]
Cadogan Square. Denis, tall, tanned and looking as confidently turned out as
ever, meets me and we walk through the balmy evening to the Chelsea
Rendezvous.

[ start by telling Denis that all three people who have read The Missionary
haven’t liked it. A little provocative, I suppose, but it’s the way I read the
reactions. Terry J’s, strangely enough, doesn’t trouble me as much as [ thought.
Maybe, as T] and I just improvised over the phone this evening, it would be
better for Welles to be given a mission in England — possibly the saving of fallen
women. But talking to Denis I feel, obstinately perhaps, that my instincts are
right and that my choice of director is right and that the film can work. Denis
is not at all discouraging. Quite the opposite.

Tisesday, July 28th
I wake in the early hours in general discomfort — head and tooth aching and
very hot. Just not ready for sleep, so walk about a bit. Then, from three a.m.

until half past four I sit and scribble some dialogue for a new scene in The
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Missionary — trying to take the story in a different direction, as I discussed with
T] over the phone.

Drain my cup of tea and look up finally from deep absorption in the work,
to see the sky has lightened to a dark, pre-dawn blue. Feel much better. Feel
I’ve defeated the aches and pains! Back to bed.

Later take Granny and the Herberts to Time Bandits.

Afterwards we all walk down Regent Street into a Mall thronged with pre-
wedding [of Charles to Diana] crowds. A feeling of celebration and slightly
noisy camaraderie, as if the revolution had just happened. Of course, quite the
opposite; everyone here tonight was celebrating the longevity and resilience of
the Establishment.

There was a mass of sleeping bags and plastic all along the edge of the
pavement — rarely much class or style, except that under the trees outside the
ICA along table had been set with candles and four men 1n full dinner jackets
and bow ties were sitting down to a meal and wine.

Saturday, August 1st

Time Bandits biz in second week 1s down, as Denis said, by about 20%, but then
so 1s everyone’s except James Bond and Clash of the Titans. We move up to No.
3 in London above Excalibur, now 1n its fourth week, and the tading Cannonball
Run. :

Marvellous review by Gavin Millar in the Listener. I wonder if TG had ume
to see 1t before he went oft to France yesterday. The Ham and High and many
of the rest of England papers turn in good reviews too, so that all cheers me
up. But the bad news is that the figures for week one in Bristol are, by any
standards, very disappointing. Cardiff is better, but certainly no signs of it being
anything but an average performer outside London.

Sunday, August 2nd: Southwold

An early lunch (cheese and an apple) and drive back through Suffolk villages
and down the M1, listening to another tense Test Match. Cloudless sky when
[ arrive in Oak Village. Australia nearly 100 with only 50 to go and seven
wickets standing. But by the time I’'ve unpacked, oiled myself and settled down
for a sunbathe on the balcony they have collapsed and within an hour Botham
has wiped them out and England have won.
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Wednesday, August sth

[ drive into town for lunch with Neville Thompson at Mon Plaisir,

Neville 1s the third of the main strands ot The Missionary project. Denis
1s supplying the money, Loncramne the direction and Neville could be the
producer.

Like everyone else he has qualificanons about the script, but has taith in the
project. I try to give him as many ‘outs’ as possible, but he clearly feels that
there 1s some rich vein to be tapped wherever Pythons are involved — even 1f
he can’t immediately see it in The Missionary as it stands. 1 feel a httle like the
Missionary myself at the moment, trying to convert the waverers to the joys
and virtues of this bloody film.

Loncraine rings. He’s back from New York, where he’s been to see Sting —
of ‘Police’ — tor part in Brimstone and Treacle.

Thursday, August 6th

Over to Loncraine’s for further talks on The Missionary. Richard has read it
again and sees certain problem areas. Richard talks from the hip a bit, firing
ideas out fast and in a not particularly disciplined way. Tendency to broader
jokes, but, on the credit side, we come up with three very good visual additions
to the script which I can immediately incorporate in the rewrites. Another
heavy storm breaks — starting with an apocalyptic clap of thunder — ‘Didn’t like
that idea, did he?’ says Richard, looking out of the window respectfully.
Reagan has disnussed 13,000 of his air trathic controllers for going on an
illegal strike, but Sheila [Condit, who was organising our US holiday trip| has
checked with LA Airport and international flights are coming in 95% on time.

Friday, August 7th

In the evening Helen goes to badminton. I stay in to watch the news.
Whilst Reagan pursues his hard line against the air trattic controllers,
European air traftic controllers are quoted as advising against flying to the
US. Disturbing stuft — 25 near musses reported in US air space since the
strike began, the new military controllers plus non-striking controllers are
working longer hours and ‘safety 1s being endangered’. American government
says rubbish, and the airlines flying to the States say so too. But not a very
comforting way to have to start the holiday. I feel that, if the BA pilots are
still prepared to fly with the new controllers then I'm happy — but don’t go

to bed elated.
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We flew to California on August gth for a family holiday, having rented a house at
Point Dume, near Malibu.

Wednesday, September 2nd

Denis met with Loncraine and got on well and is anxious to sign him up. Time
Bandits is still No. 3 in London. It will not be the blockbuster they were
predicting. They’d been looking for a distributor’s gross of a million, but have
revised this downwards to half a million. But he has done a deal in America.
Avco Embassy are to release the Time Bandits on November 6th with four
million dollars committed to prints and advertising. Modest, by today’s
standards, and Avco Embassy are guaranteed against loss by Denis and George.

Thursday, September 3rd

To my desk to wrestle with the most immediate problems. One of the first calls
on our return, Tuesday, was from a humbled Stickley and Kent asking if my
offer of £28,500 for No. 1 Julia Street still stood. Apparently they have had
some difficulty selling at £37,750. As my offer had been so summarily dismissed,
[ told them I would think about it.

Helen is not really keen and sees No. 1 as a lot of hard work, but on the
other hand she does see the advantage of having control over the site. Edward
keen to take on the job and will supervise, so on balance I stick to my first
instinct and renew my interest — at the same time twisting the knife a little and
giving my cash offer as £26,500. We shall see.’

On to viewing of Hollywood Bowl on screen for first time. Sixty-five minutes
it runs. Sketches well performed and quite well filmed — the rest a wretched
disappointment.

Back at Neal’s Yard, those Pythons who saw the film — Terry J, John, Graham
and myself (TG and Eric being in France) — all agree it isn’t right. Main
criticisms — links, atmosphere, shapelessness.

' We never did buy No. 1, but snapped up No. 3 years later!
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I telt very proud of our little group today. In the face of much pressure to
put the ‘Bowl film out as soon as possible, to recoup our money and to have
done with 1t, we held out for quality control first.

Tisesday, September Sth

Drive into town to join the London Library and take out, at last, some books
on African mussionaries — Winning over a Primitive People, etc — to read as
background on the film.

Evening of phone calls, latest of which 1s Denis O’B ringing from New
York. I tell him all 1s well, except that both Richard Loncraine and Newville
Thompson think that the budget will be nearer /2 million than /1 nullion.

Turns out that he has sold The Missionary project to George on the basis of
a /1.2 million cost.

Thursday, September 10th: Southwold

[ watch a programme about the colossal, massive, virtually incredible madness
of our world in 1981 — the designing, building and deployment of weapons of
self-destruction.

It worries me that we accept now that we have to live with bombs which
could kill two million people with one blast. That somewhere in the world
there are men designing and manufacturing and loading and aiming and
controlling and making serious considerations of policy based on the use of such
weapons. Meanwhile we pay for such collective madness with unemployment, a
crumbling health service, a polluted planet. It seems we know that we shall
destroy ourselves somehow and the multi-megaton bombs are like the cyanide
pills which will put us out of our misery instantly.

Wednesday, September 16th

A solid morning’s work on The Missionary. Few distractions and 1 fall into a
good rhythm.

To the airport to collect Al and Claudie. Wet roads. Repairs close the
motorways, London seems empty, ghostly. At the airport soon after ten — find
them waiting, the plane was early. Best flight ever, opines the bronzed and
ageless poet, pulling eagerly on a cigar as they had sat in non-smoking. Claudie,
just a gently convex stomach showing discreetly, looked very well and in good

colour.
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Friday, September 18th

Up to Burgh House at 6.00 for the Grand Launch [of Al's book of poems,
called Travelogs]. Robert laid out a display of Signford’s’ wares on the piano of
the Music Room and hardly anybody turned up. More and more [ had the feel
that [ was in one of Richmal Crompton’s ‘William’ situations. Involved in one
of his ‘grate skeems’ which never quite work.

But there were enough there for me to rise to my feet and embark on the
speech. No sooner had [ begun than a dozen latecomers arrived in the next
one and a half minutes, so the speech wasn’t helped, but the party was. And 1n
the end it was quite difficult to move everyone out.

Then out to Vasco and Piero’s [Pavilion Restaurant] with Al, who had been
quafhng malts during the afternoon, then much champagne at the party, but
was in a big, expansive bear-like mood of delight, Claudie, and Mike Henshaw”
and his excellent new ‘companion’ Penny. We all had a wonderful time and
Mike paid.

For Mike and me it was a reconciliation. Having been good and close friends
for 13 years, accountancy got in the way and we have not spoken or seen each

other for two years. We picked up as if nothing had happened.

Wednesday, September 23rd

In nud-afternoon take advantage of dry, still, bright weather for a run across
the Heath, then down to Eyre Methuen to discuss with Geoftrey S and Terry
] a new edition of Fegg which we agree to call Dr Fegg’s Nasty Book. We look
through the artwork of the old — now seven years past — up in Methuen’s
boardroom, sipping white wine and looking out over a panorama of city
buildings turning reddish-gold in the waning sunlight.

Thursday, September 24th

Work delayed this morning by arrival of TG, fresh from Hollywood, bearing
such gems as a market research survey on Time Bandits — a wondertully thorough
and conscientious document analysing test screenings and reactions to all the
various elements of the film in that earnest American way which reduces all

' Signford was an oft-the-shelf name for a small publishing company I had set up, with Robert
Hewison’s help. Its first book was by the artist Chris Orr.

* Michael Henshaw, my first accountant, had been married to Anne, who had become my
manager, and the Pythons” manager. She had re-married, to Jonathan James, a barrister.
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things to ‘product’. They confirm that the film is not for Fresno, but it could
well be for bigger, more ‘sophisticated’ city audiences.

Interesting thing 1t did reveal 1s that the audience at Sherman Oaks went to
the movies on average ten times a month, and in Fresno seven. Which shows
the health of movies in the US 1s still good, whereas here the admissions level
1s still dropping to all-time lows.

Work on the Fermoy scene, but got mmvolved in helping Tom with his
geography homework. Then drive down to the Long Room at the Oval cricket
ground for Pavilion Books launching party.

Soon was n the middle of a swirling throng — past the literary editor of the
Express, Peter Grosvenor, on to a very persistent Scottish lady pubhisher who
wants to have lunch and discuss some project imvolving Miriam Stoppard, Tom
Stoppard and sex, grabbed by Molly Parkin, who's very oncoming — she says
[ always was her favourite —and meet Max Boyce. ‘Oh I love being in a corner
with two comedians,” she soothed, as we had photos taken together.

Then Bob Geldof in green lurex jacket, black skin-tight trousers and
mediaeval floppy boots approached and we hailed each other like old friends,
though I don’t know him that well. After a brief exchange of mutual abuse, we
talked about school and missionaries and he swore blind that he had been at a
missionary school in Ireland where the French master was mainlining quinine,
Irish was compulsory and, even if you got seven or eight ‘O’ Levels, none of
them counted 1f you failed Irish.

Friday, September 25th

Drink in the Nag’s Head. Aggressive podgy Cockney looms up.
‘Are you Eric Idle?’
‘No ...
“You're Eric Idle.’
‘No, 'mnot ...
“Well, it’s a very good impression,” he mutters and wanders back to his mates.

Saturday, September 26th

After lunch out with the family to visit Uncle Leon in Hampton Wick, in the
tiny, neat, long and narrow cottage which Leon moved mto only two weeks
before Helen’s Aunt Peggy, wife of 38 years, died early this year. He took a
tong time to recover and said he couldn’t bear being alone in the house m the
evening. He confessed very touchingly that he’s often found himselt turning
to talk to someone who 1sn’t there.
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A big tea with scones and home-made jam, then home under angry skies
ranging from slate grey to pitch black, through the well-kept roads of Hampton
and Twickenham. Perfect example of Tory middle-class orderliness. No rows
of council flats with rubbish flapping around them, or grandiose public works
schemes left half undone through lack of funds. This is the tidy, thrifty world
of private planning, from which the poor and the underpaid seem absent. But
at least personal enterprise is allowed and encouraged to flourish here, when
the grey blocks of Camden seem only to have extinguished it.

Back home I watch quite brilliant first film of Bill Douglas trilogy," My
Childhood.

Titesday, September 29th

Came near to giving up this morning. For a full hour I sat and stared. Every
word I wrote seemed dull and wooden. The last three weeks of fairly sold
application (well, two and a half, anyway) seemed to have produced just sludge.
And tomorrow was the last day of September, when I had once optimistically
estimated [ would be finished with the [Missionary] rewrites.

But abandoning now would seem so feeble. I had to carry it through.
Besides, I’d burnt my boats — turning down every other piece of work. So it
was that in the hour and a half before lunch I buckled down and ideas began
to flow and in fact [ was well into my stride when the door bell rang at 2.30 to
herald the arrival of a BBC crew to film me giving testimony in a programme
about giving up smoking.

Sunday, October 4th: Southwold

Woke at 8.30. The boys already downstairs and breakfasted. Outside a steady
drizzle, which increased to heavy rain and the children and I took Mrs Pratt
|my mother’s neighbour| to morning service at Reydon.

We leave her and drive into Southwold for more secular activities. Despite
all my doubts and rational resistance to the dogma of the church, I still feel a
powerful guilt at taking the children to the amusement arcade on the end of
Southwold Pier on a Sunday morning. You don’t notice the presence of the
church in London, as you do in Southwold.

' Made in 1972, it tells the story of a boy born into poverty in Scotland and his relationship with

a German POW. Douglas made only four films, all autobiographical; bleak but brilliantly
observed.
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Wednesday, October 7th

To the Escargot in Greek Street for meal with Terry and Al Terry has just
returned from his Fairy Tales promotion trip to Birmungham (which he hated)
and Manchester (which he found well-heeled) and Liverpool (sad tales of the
decline of the Adelphi)." Give the manager one of my complimentary tckets
to Mel Brooks's History of the World, which 1s having a glossy preview at
I

Find myself sitting next to Harold Evans, Editor of the Times. He seems to
be very anxious to please — asking me what I'm doing;, as if he knows me. Make
some jokes about the SDP, then he admits that he does think they are a very
sensible lot. This, together with a propensity to do the right thing by clapping
whenever Mel Brooks appears on screen, makes me suspect him. Surely Times
editors should be made of harder stuft?

The film 1s dreadful. Having dispensed early on with any claim to historical
accuracy or authenticity and any exceptional attention to visual detail, the
whole thing depends on the quality of the gags. And the quality 1s poor. It’s
like a huge, expensive, grotesquely-inflated stand-up act. A night club act with
elephantiasis.

Thursday, October Sth

Tom becomes a teenager. Just writing those words makes me abruptly aware of
time passing. He has lots of books about aircraft and Helen and I are to buy
him a new clarinet. He goes oft to school very happy.

I take him and three friends out to Century City in Mayfair — a new
hamburger place, all silver-sprayed ‘hi-tech’ décor. Only open three weeks, but
looking decidedly run down. Still, the food was good and we all sat inside a
dome painted silver. At one point Alex Robertson declares, almost proudly,
‘Gosh, my mum and dad wouldn’t have been able to aftord this.” Echoes from
all round the table.

Saturday, October 10th
Buy presents for the evening’s celebrations to mark EuroAtlantic’s tenth

anniversary. The celebration is to be held, somehow appropriately, aboard a
boat called the Silver Barracuda.

' A once-glamorous hotel for transatlantic liner passengers. Helen is convinced our daughter
Rachel was conceived there on the night of my friend Sean Duncan’s wedding in 1974.
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Mark Vere Nicoll [EuroAtlantic’s legal wiz] makes a speech and presents
Denis with a leather-covered photo album which is also a music box. Denis
gives a long speech in reply. Quite fluent and informal. But he does at one
point pay tribute to Peter Sellers — adding, somewhat unnecessarily, “Who can’t
be with us tonight.” George, ever in touch with the other world, shouts back,
‘Don’t be so sure, Denis.’

Wednesday, October 14th

Helen 1s 39. But looks a lot younger.

Mary, Edward and Catherine Gib arrive at 8.00 and [ take them all out for
what turns out to be a very successtul Mystery Evening. First to the Gay
Hussar — good food and efficient, old-fashioned service. Then on to Ronnie
Scott’s to see Panama Francis and the Savoy Sultans — a Harlem Thirties jazz
and swing band. Beautiful to listen to, presented stylishly and with the added
poignancy that they are a dying breed. In ten years many of them won’t be left.
But the two hours we spent there in their soothing, infectious company were
rare magic.

Thursday, October 22nd

Just after five o’clock I suddenly found myself at the end of The Missionary
rewrites.

I’ve spent about five and a half solid working weeks on the rewrite and there
are only about a dozen pages left intact from the 121-page first version. So
I have virtually written a second film in about half the ame it took to write
the first.

But for the moment, at the end of this crisp and invigorating day, the feeling
1s just one of an onrush of freedom — of time to spare — the emergence from
1solation.

Monday, October 26th: Ballymaloe House, Ireland

We landed at Cork at ten o’clock, our VW minibus was waiting and we drove
without incident to Ballymaloe. The bright sunshine of London was replaced
by rain in Ireland. By early evening it’s clear enough for me to go for a run —
up past barking dogs and along a narrow road which grows more and more
wild and directionless — giving rise in the dark corners of my mind to California-
like fears of sudden mindless violence. (I was not to know that about one hour
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before, in the London we had just left, a bomb had exploded in a Wimpy bar
in Oxford Street' — the IR A claimed credit.)

Thursday, October 29th: Ballymaloe

Woke about 8.00 to hear Rachel colouring industriously across the other side
of the room. Then to breakfast — which now stretches from nine till ten. [ love
our little tableful and 1t’s a joy and complete relaxation to sit, after children
have gone, with a dependably tasty cup of coftee and gaze out of the long
Georgian windows at the damp autumn countryside.

We have a packed lunch today and, on advice from an Irishman staying here,
drive to Cobh and Fota Island.

Cobh, an old fishing town and fadedly elegant resort, 1s approached across a
causeway, past an old blockhouse or pill-box on which are daubed the words
‘Cobh supports the hunger strikers’. Then there are a number of small black
flags on short makeshift flagpoles nailed up to telegraph poles.

Unlike anywhere else we’ve been in Southern Ireland, this year or last, there
1s a definite frisson of hostility in Cobh. It’s clearly official municipal policy to
support the IR A —although these nitials are never mentioned. It’s always ‘our
boys’ or ‘our countrymen’. Beside the station, now a fish-unloading yard,
posters are stuck on the wall = clenched fists surmounted with the words ‘Stand
Up To Britain” and an mcongruous picture of Maggie Thatcher with the words
beneath “Wanted. For The Torture Of Irish Prisoners’.

The memorial to those who died in the Lusitania has been turned into an
IR A memorial, with placards hung round the necks of the 1915 sailors giving
the names of the hunger strikers. Like so much in Ireland it 1s a rough and
ready gesture — there’s no style or care particularly taken. It’s functional, rather
ugly and very depressing.

Mary [Burd] gets fish lobbed in her direction by the unloaders and there’s
some laughing and sending-up. My final 1mage of this potentially rather
attractive Georgian town 1s of a grimy 4o-foot trailer being driven at violent,
shaking speed along crowded streets, blood pouring out of the back and onto
the road.

Wednesday, November 4th: New York

The car horns start to blare and 1 know I'm in Manhattan [for the opening of
Time Bandits]. A fine 27th storey view out over Central Park. The trees in full

' Killing the man who was trying to defuse it.
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autumn colours, mustards, russets, yellows. Very fine, a stretch of calm on this
restless island.

General atmosphere of cautious excitement improved by continuing news
of fresh enthusiastic reviews. Jack Lyons [Avco-Embassy’s publicity man] says
he has nearly all the majors covered, but so far his spies in the NY Times have
not been any help with leaks about the Canby review." Canby’s review will be
out on Friday, but, if all else fails, Jack says he’ll get a leak tfrom one of the
compositors on Thursday afternoon!

In the evening we have a Gala Premiere and [ drink an awful lot of
champagne. Jack has arranged for me to escort Eleanor Mondale, a rather
classically good-looking 21-year-old blonde, who resembles, especially, with
her hair-do and use of knickerbockers, a chunky Princess Diana.” She 1s quite
used to the bright lights and walks with a serene sort of Scandinavian poise
through all the ballyhoo. And there is ballyhoo.

We are driven to the theatre in limousines and disgorged before a small
waiting crowd gathered good-humouredly rather than ecstatically behind
wooden barriers. Then we go inside and meet the good people who have been
invited along. Meet Frank Capra Jnr, the new head of Avco-Embassy, whom
[ quite like. James Taylor, looking like the earnest maths master in a prep school,
comes up and re-introduces himself.

Atfter the movie begins, Terry G, Nancy, Eleanor Mondale and I take off to
a ceilinged, fashionable but un-chic restaurant down on 18th called Joanne’s.
Shelley [Duvall] joins us later with news of a complete fiasco at the Gala
Premiere. It was held in a twin cinema complex and apparently the sound was
very bad in the first one for ten minutes, and in the second the picture came
on upside down after the first couple of reels.

Thursday, November 5th: New York

Driven by a talkative chauffeur — they don’t call them chauffeurs over here,
[ notice, but ‘drivers’. This one goes into a monologue about ‘celebrities’. ‘I do
like celebrities. They’re very nice people.” He tells me how;, as a cabbie, he gave
a ride to Frank Sinatra and then rushed home and rang his mother at three in
the morning to tell her the news. He also has taken Gilda Radner to the dentist
and tells me all sorts of intimate details about her bridge work.

I notice that the driver is totally grey — cap, trousers, jacket, shoes, hair and

" Chief film critic of the New York Times. He died in 2000.
* Walter Mondale was Jimmy Carter’s Vice-President from 1976 to 1981. Eleanor, a radio
presenter, was diagnosed with a brain tumour in 2005, but seemed to have successfully fought it.
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face. Amazing. To the mid-West Side in sight of the big iner bays, for the Dick
Cavett Show:

The programme progresses m uncasy fencing between comedy and
seriousness. Cavett doesn’t want to look like the dullard, so he indulges my
subversive silliness instead of bringing it under a tight rein. The result 1s that
some comedy works and there 1s nothing to fall back on when 1t doesn’t.

The limousine takes us on to NBC and the Robert Klein Hour. This 1s a radio
show [ have come to enjoy greatly. Klein 1s relaxed, sharp, funny and good at
guiding a disparate guest list — which includes Meat Loaf and Loudon
Wainwright 11T — who remembers straight away that we met last in a massage
parlour.

End up eating at Elaine’s. Shelley 1s along with us for a while. Good Italian
food, nice busy atmosphere.

TG gets his first sight of the Vincent Canby review. I'll never forget his face
as he studies it, at the table beside Woody Allen and Mia Farrow, with the
waiters pushing by. ‘Studies’ 1s far too mild a word for the extraordinary intensity
of Terry’s expression. His eyes stare fearfully like some Walter Crane drawing
of an Arthurian knight confronting the face of Evil. Two years of solid
commitment can be rendered quite spare in one review. At the end he lays the
paper down ... “Yes ... 1t's good ...’

Monday, November gth

“The Missionary Mark 11’ arrives from the typist’s, and I fall on it and read it
through eagerly. It reads very well and I'm happy with the last-minute cuts and
readjustments. And I laughed more, much more, than at Mk L.

Send the script round by cabs to Neville and Richard L. Watch some
television. Can’t keep my mind on writing. I'm half hoping the phone will
ring before I go to bed and bring some breathless enthusiasm from one or other
of them for the new script. This is what I need now.

At 11.30 the phone does ring. It’s Rita from Los Angeles. Though it’s only
lunchtime Monday in LA, she tells me (in strictest confidence, she says) that
Time Bandits took 6.2 million dollars over three days of its first weekend. This
is bigger than any film ever handled by Avco (including The Graduate).

I’d still rather have had a phone call about The Missionary.

Tisesday, November 10th

Halfivay through the morning Neville Thompson rings. My heart sinks utterly
as he tells me that he wants to see the original script, because he feels I've lost
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a lot in the rewrites. I'm sure he doesn’t realise what a dashing blow this is after
two months’ rewriting. Anything but wild enthusiasm 1s a dashing blow!

Denis calls in the afternoon and brightens me up with the news that Time
Bandits has taken (officially) 6.5 million dollars in its first three days in the US.
He estimates it will overtake Life of Brian’s total US take in two and a halt
weeks. Incredible news, almost as incredible as Neville not liking the new
script.

Wednesday, November 11th: Belfast

Still no word from Richard L. Off to Heathrow at 11.00 to take the 12.30
shuttle to Belfast. Bag searched very thoroughly and wrapped in a cellophane
cover before loading. Flight half full. Land at Aldergrove at a quarter to
two.'

Belfast 1s not unlike Manchester or Liverpool. A once proud and thriving
city centre suffering from the scars of industrial decline. Fine, red-brick
warehouses empty. New oftice blocks — featureless and undistinguished. The
university and its surrounding streets quite elegant; Georgian and early
Victorian Gothic.

The Europa Hotel is screened at the front by a ten-foot-high mesh wire and
everyone has to enter through a small hut, where my bag was searched again
and my name checked on the hotel list. Then into the hotel, with 1ts thick
carpets and Madison Suites. No-one seems to find it remarkable any more that
such a smart facade should be upstaged by a makeshift hut and barbed wire.
Will they make the hut permanent one day? Will it be landscaped — or would
that spell victory for the forces ot disorder?

I have a pleasant two-room suite with an 8th floor view. Michael Barnes,
tall, with long hair and sweeping beard, 1s very charming. ‘I know we’ll get
on,” he said, ‘because you write such good letters.” And vice-versa, I should
have said, for it was something about his first approach to me by letter that
brought me here.

Michael B told me that I was the second Festival attraction to sell out — two
days after Yehudi Menuhin and two days ahead of Max Boyce! Anyway it was
quite restorative for my ego to see a long queue of people waiting to get into
the Arts Theatre.

Up tatty stairs to a small dressing room with light bulbs missing. Sort out
my false noses, moustaches and at a quarter to eight I go on. The first part of

' | had been asked by Michael Barnes, director of the Belfast Festival, to go over and give a
performance. It was my first one-man show. I was to do more, but only ever at Belfast. The
Troubles were at their height.
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the programme 1s what I've written and cobbled together since returning from
New York. It goes well, but, after what seems an mterminable and gruelling
length ot time, I glance at my watch between changes and, to my astonishment
and desparr, 1t's still only eight o'clock.

In fact 1t’s just after 8.30 when I finish ‘Fish in Comedy’ — and I'm very hot
and sweaty. For a moment the question and answer session scems doomed.
Then all of a sudden 1t begins to happen. A steady stream ot well-phrased, tairly
sensible enquuries give me ample scope to talk about and enact scenes from all
the favourite Python topics — censorship, the Muggeridge/Southwark
mnterviews, etc.

There are some very enterprising audience suggestions — ‘Did you know,
Mr Palin, that it 1s a tradition for solo performers who visit the Arts Theatre,
Beltast, to run round the auditorium from one side of the theatre to the other?
The record 1s held by Groucho Marx at 45 seconds.” So [ pecled oft my jacket,
paced out the course and went off like a rocket. 38 seconds. Whoever he was,
I should have thanked him.

So I rambled on until ten to ten, just over two hours on the stage. Thoroughly
enjoyable. Michael Barnes very pleased backstage.

Friday, November 13th

Gemma, a helper at the Festival and English girl, says that the worst thing about
living in Northern Ireland is the way people have become used to the violence.
They hardly turn a hair when a bomb goes oft. Her tather, who has worked
here for years, will return to England when he retires. Resignation and survival
rather than hope or rebuilding seem to be the watchwords.

[ leave on the 10.30 shuttle. We take 55 minutes, with the help of a north-
westerly tailwind, to reach Heathrow, where it’s dry and sunny.

At half past two Neville Thompson arrived to talk about The Missionary. His
doubts, which had worried me so much earlier in the week, seemed less
substantial as we talked and I think I was able to persuade him that there were
very funny things in the script. He n turn gave me a thought about Fortescue’s
character which clarified something very constructively — that Fortescue should
enjoy sex. A simple, but clear observation, which gives greater point, irony and

tension throughout.

Saturday, November 14th

This is one of those mornings when 1t’s worth buying Variety. ‘Bandits Abscond
With 69G in St Lou’, ‘Boston’s Ambitious Bandits Bag 269G’, ‘Bandits’
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Larcenous 45G in KC’, ‘Bandits Looting LA. Hot 368G’. Lovely breakfast
reading.

Sunday, November 15th

Work in the afternoon, watch Miles Kington’s ‘Great Railway Journey’, which
makes me want to start travelling again. But the best news of the week is that
Loncraine rings with a very positive reaction to the new script. He thinks it’s
an easier read and much funnier. Eight out of ten, he thinks, rather than six for
the first one.

Monday, November 16th

[ had to bestir myself and turn out, on an evening [ dreadfully wanted to be 1n,
to run the auction for Westfield College in Hampstead. Predictably chaotic
student organisation, but on the whole very nice people. They gave me a hst
of nearly 100 items to be individually auctioned.

The slave auction at the end was fun. Boys offering their services to do
anything for 24 hours. Girls offering massage. I won that myself — with a bid
of £23.00. Finally I had to auction my own face, on to which anyone could
push a custard pie. Not once, but five times. Collected nearly 30 quid for this
alone. All the pies were delivered by girls, and the last two gave me kisses
through the foam!

Thursday, November 19th

At six o’clock take Willy and Tom to the Circus World Championships on a
common in Parsons Green. This i1s a Simon Albury trip — his present to Willy
on his 11th birthday.

It’s mainly a TV event with cameras all over the place and a wonderful BBC
floor manager squashed into a very tight-fitting evening dress with white socks
on and an arse so prominent it looks like a caricature of Max Wall. Simon has
secured us seats right by the ring — so we can see the sweaty armpits, the toupees
and the torn tights that the viewers at home will miss.

The things [ like least about circuses are animals and clowns and there are
neither tomight. Instead about a dozen different varieties of balancing act.
Russians holding ladies doing headstands on top of a 20-foot pole balanced on
their forehead, petite Chinese ladies who throw (and catch) coffee tables from
one to another with their feet. A Bulgarian boy who jumps backwards off a
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springboard and lands on the shoulders of a man, who is in turn on the
shoulders of three other men.

The virtuosity on display 1s dazzling. One Polish woman can do a double
backward somersault oft a pole and land on the pole again. Dangerous area for
punning.

In the nuddle of it all Willy has the evening made for hum by being called
out by the ringmaster as a birthday boy. There in the middle of the ring in the
middle of the Circus World Championships, Willy publicly declares his support
for Shefhield Wednesday! We don’t get back until 11.00. Boys tired and happy
and I hungry.

Saturday, November 21st

Tine Bandits 1s No. 1 grossing film in the US almost exactly two years after
Brian held the top spot. I still can’t get over a sense of awed surprise. US new
releases are falling like nine-pins. The brightest successes, apart from Time
Bandits, are Chariots of Fire, still only on limited release, and The French
Lieutenant’s Woman, which 1s going well, but not spectacularly. Three English
movies setting the pace.

George rings. He's got my Missionary script — but said he’d do the film just
from the letter I sent with 1t! What did 1 say? He does express a worry as to
whether The Missionary will intertere with the Python film and says he doesn’t
want to be the cause of any split in Python. As I told TG later, this didn’t
sound like a spontaneous George H concern. I mustn’t get paranoid, but it
suggested to me that someone somewhere was trying to shut down 7The
Missionary for unspecified reasons.

Monday, November 23rd

Richard Loncraine rings early. He just wants to talk and make sure we are still
happy. I give my usual reassurances, though I must admit I haven’t had time to
read the script for a week! RL’s main concern seems to be making a movie
that will be noticed — especially in the States. I tell him that, with Time Bandits,
Chariots of Fire and The French Lieutenant’s Woman doing good business over
there, they are just ready for a beautifully photographed, sensitive portrayal of
Edwardian period life, full of belters.

I hope he’s convinced. I know it will be better when people are signed and
the movie is an established fact, but at the moment [ feel the strain of dealing
with bigger egos than I became used to at the BBC — where people were just
falling over themselves to get near a ‘Ripping Yarn’!
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Wednesday, November 25th

To Park Square West for Python writing. Very cold today. The house in which
Python has been through so much now has a beleaguered air. As Anne and
family have moved out to Dulwich it’s now just an office, and a temporary one
at that. But we are well looked after. Jackie [Parker| scurries about making us
coffee, setting out biscuits and nuts and putting Tabs for Graham and Perrier
for the rest of us in the fridge. The result 1s that we ingest steadily. Anne even
ensures that a plate of sweets — Glacier mints, chewing gum and Polos — 1s on
the table after our quiche and salad lunch.

Usual desultory chat — about Brideshead' on TV again — generally agreed 1t’s
overblown. T] wants to talk about sex or get angry about the way Thorn-
EMI have put Brian onto video, cropping it for TV. John will suddenly call me
over: ‘Mickey. Tell me what books you’ve read in the last four months.” Today
I give him Al Levinson’s Travelogs to read. It sends him quite apoplectic. He
cannot understand how people can write modern poetry. ‘It makes me quite
Fawltyish,” he cries.

We proceed well on a general pattern and order of sketches. But at one point
the Oxford/Cambridge split, avoided most successfully for the rest of this week,
suddenly gapes. The point on which we argue 1s not a major one, but John
rationalises his obstinacy as being the result of his grasp of ‘the structure’. It’s
hard work, but in the end he wins his point.

I find myself telling T] that I shall be mightily relieved when this next
Python film is done and out of the way and we don’t have to write together
for another four years.

Monday, November 30th

Full of Monday hope and optimism, I launch into Python writing. Feel much
less rushed, muddled and negative than on Friday.

To Covent Garden for a special tenth anniversary meal given by Geoftrey
and Eyre Methuen for the Pythons.

All of us are there, as well as wives, except Alison Jones (who 1s out planning
a campaign of action against school cuts). Anne and Jonathan, Nancy Lewis
[our Python manager in America] and several Eyre Methuen types. A beautiful
Gumby cake and indoor fireworks adorn the table in our own dining room.

Eric 1s in a suit, and myself too — otherwise all the Pythons look exactly the

' An 11-part adaptation of Evelyn Waugh’s book had begun on Granada Television in October,

and proved hugely popular. Jeremy Irons was Charles, Anthony Andrews Sebastian and Diana
Quick Julia. Charles Sturridge directed.
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same as they always did. Graham is there with David, and 1 sit next to John’s
new wife, Barbara. She says she desperately wants to take him back to LA for
a few months, but he won’t go as 1t gives him the creeps.

Tiesday, December 15t

Into Python meeting at 10.30. I read the large chunk that T] and I have put
together right from the start to beyond ‘Middle of the Film’ and into the ‘randy’
sequence — which goes exceptionally well. The whole lot 1s very well received
and even applauded.

JC and GC have written some first-class stuft about an Ayatollah, but then
one or two of their later scenes — especially a torture sequence — drags on and
becomes a bore. Eric has written a couple of nice things and plays us a song
he’s recorded — ‘Christmas in Heaven'.

We discuss which of the Pythons has talked the most in group activities since
we began 13 years ago. John will have it that I'm the outright winner, but
I think he greatly underestimates himself and, of course, Terry J. Graham
happily accepts the Trappist sixth position, and when JC wants to know
whether he or T]J talk most I have to say it’s absolutely equal, because whatever
statement one of them makes i1s almost automatically contradicted by the other.

Then much talk of where we go to write in January. GC wants to go to
Rio for naughty reasons. I suggest a mountain chalet in cool, clear Alpine air.
But swimming and associated aquatic releases are considered mmportant. No
conclusion. Except that we don’t go to Rio.

Watch Brideshead. Halfway through, when Charles is just about to crack
Julia, the doorbell rings and we’re brought down to mundane earth with the
news that the sun-roof on the Mini has been slashed open and the cassette/tuner
has been ripped out. The police seem wholly unconcerned with the possibility
of apprehending anyone. ‘Be round in the next couple of days,” 1s their reaction.

Wednesday, December 2nd

TJ arrives at 1.30. Unfortunately only a small part of the section I'm rather
proud of makes T]J laugh, so we ditch most of it and, in the two and a half
hours remaining, cobble together a possible penultimate sequence, starting with
the Ayatollah breaking into the sex lecture and the firing squad of menstruating
women. It’s mainly TJ’s work.

Neville rings with the best news so far on The Missionary. Irene Lamb, the
casting director who was so good on Time Bandits has read the script and likes
it ‘immensely’. Clearly she’s had a most positive eftect on Neville. Tonight he
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says “You know, Michael, I think that very little needs changing.” John Gielgud
is available, and Irene has already made the best suggestion so far on the knotty
problem of Lady Ames — Anne Bancroft.

Saturday, December 5th

Buy Variety, Screen International and croissants. All are nice. Time Bandits still
No. 1 in the US after three weeks, with Raiders of the Lost Ark chasing behind.

I drive over to Notting Hill for meeting on Missionary.

Some very good ideas come from our session and I find RL’s suggestions —
especially for setting each scene somewhere interesting, trains, etc — very
encouraging and exciting.

At half past five Denis O’B arrives, and we have our first meeting together —
DO’B, RL, Neville and myself. I've brought a bottle of champagne with which
we christen the film.

Then some thoughts on casting. RL floats Laurence Olivier, with whose
wife he’s working at the moment. Denis throws up his eyebrows in horror.
‘He’s a sick man!” This rattles RL a bit and nothing is solved.

I drive Hollywood’s currently most successful executive producer back to
Hyde Park Corner, in my Mini with the slashed roof lining hanging down
above his head.

Sunday, December 6th

Time for quick breakfast. Drive rapidly, for 1t’s a Sunday morning, over to
Clarendon Cross.

Richard is already in his office with his business partner Peter Broxton.
They’re looking at Loncraine-Broxton toy ideas for 1982. Boiled sweets in a
box which 1s a moulded resin mock-up of a boiled sweet wrapper.

We begin, or rather continue, our work on the Missionary script at half past
nine and work, very thoroughly, without interruption, until midday. Careful
concentration and analysis. This 1s the least funny, but very necessary stage of
the script. Does it convince? Do the characters fulfil a function? Is there a

moral? Is the story clearly told? And so on.

Monday, December 7th

Write a grovelling letter to Sir Alec Guinness, accompanying a script, then
to meeting with Denis O’B. I'm there for nearly three hours. I try to keep
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our thoughts on The Missionary, to impress upon Denis that 1 think he has
been over-optimistic in only allowing /1.6 million budget. He in turn tells
me that 1t is the most expensive of the three films HandMade Productions
are planning for 1982. Mai Zetterling’s Scrubbers 1s /525,000 and Privates on
Parade (with ] Cleese) 1s £ 1.2 million. But he won’t give me final cut in
the contract — says only Python get that and Gilliam didn’t on Time Bandits.

The dynamic and shifty-eyed duo of Jeft Katzenberg and Don Simpson' are
back in town. But this time, over a drink and inexhaustible servings of nuts
amongst the green fronds of the Inn on the Park lobby, they pitch to all of us,
bar John Cleese.

Basically they don’t want to lose out again as they did on Brian and Time
Bandits. They want us badly and sugar this with rather unjustifiable statements
of the “You're better now than you ever were’ variety. Unfortunately I have to
leave at §8.30 before the ‘nitty-gritty’ 1s discussed, but I can feel the incorrigibly
plausible double act beginning to soften the Pythons’ notorious antipathy to
Hollywood majors.

Titesday, December Sth

All quiet. Everywhere. Even at eight o’clock. Helen the first to notice the
snow. Everywhere. Not a sprinkling fast turning to slush, but a 14-carat four-
inch-thick blanket of snow, which 1s still being quietly augmented from a low,
heavy, colourless sky. Lovely to see Rachel at the window of the sitting room
in her long nightie, unable to take her eyes off the wonder of it all.

Wednesday, December gth

To a viewing theatre to see Elephant Man. A private showing, organised by
Neville so we could see the most recent performance of Anne Bancroft.

A very fine film. Admirable in its unsensational, underplaying treatment of
the man. Some weird and wonderful images of London mark David Lynch out
as a most original director. Almost unbearably moving for an hour, then
somehow the attitudes became so clean — liberals versus working-class louts
and drunks — that I lost some of the intensity of involvement which I had when
[John] Hurt was a piteous, grunting creature being treated kindly for the first

time.

' In 1982, Simpson was superseded as head of production at Paramount by Katzenberg. He
nevertheless went on to co-produce successes like Beverly Hills Cop and Top Gun. He lived hard
and died of a drug overdose 1 1996.
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I think Anne Bancroft could be too old and maybe too strongly dramatic.
Lady A must have a skittishness ... a light, naughty side, ot which, I think,
youth may be a not inconsiderable part.

Friday, December 11th: Southwold

A cold grey morning. Helen rings to warn us of more heavy snowfalls in
London, at least double what came down on Tuesday and 1t’s still falling. Four
people have been killed in a train accident 1n thick snow in Buckinghamshire
and Ipswich Station has closed. So I decide to stay put.

Denis rings. He has given Loncraine the fee and percentage he asked for,
but wants to defer L’s last /5,000 untl he’s brought the picture in on budget.
Loncraine refuses and won’t even meet Denis until the deferment is sorted out.
DO’B wants to be tough — walk away and let RL come running back to him —
but fears that this will have a deleterious effect on relationships. 1 agree with
this. I also think the money being fought over 1s so paltry in view of Loncraine’s
value to the project. So Denis reluctantly backs down.

All this over a crackly line from London, whilst next door, in my lictle
writing room overlooking the snowswept fields, with the tiny two-bar electric
fire, 1s my script and my scribbles, on which nearly /2 million-worth of
expenditure depends.

Sunday, December 13th

As I write (7 p.m.), wind 1s flicking snow against my writing room windows,
there are reports that blizzards have hit the South-West and the electricity has
failed there too. A bomb has gone oft in a car in Connaught Square, killing
two, and there 1s a news blanket over the army take-over in Poland.

An almost apocalyptically gloomy day. The sort of day to make one question
the point of writing comedy — or writing anything. Actually it also makes me
feel, so far, comfortable, cosy and rather anxious to get on with work. But then
[ have money to afford light and heat and food and drink in abundance, and
I have four other bright, lively, busy people in the house with me. I am one of
the fortunate ones, this bleak snowswept, wind-howling evening.

Monday, December 14th

Disappointment on the faces of the children as the snow has been whittled
down to brown slushy piles. 1 have a clear work day at home. Neville
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rings — says he has budgeted Missionary, and it comes out at /2.5 million
overall = /1.3 million beyond Denis’s first figure and 0.5 milhon beyond the
Loncraine estimate. But Neville very level-headed about 1t, says there are trims
that can be made, but this 1s what he will present Denis with.

Wednesday, December 16th

Below freezing again — making this Day Nine of the very cold wintry spell.
But clear skies. Work well on script in the morning.

To bed at 12.30. George H rang carlier in the evening. He was anxious that
I would have to give up some of my Time Bandits money as a result of possible
renegotiations and he didn’t think I ought to. He was very flattering about my
role in keeping the thing together. Very touched.

Monday, December 21st

The forecasted thaw 1n nearly two weeks of freezing weather did not materialise
and we wake to thick, swirling snow, two to three inches deep, which has once
again caught everyone by surprise.

Go to see Chariots of Fire, as 'm dining with Puttnam tomorrow. A very
fine and noble film — like a sophisticated advert for the British Way of Life.
Some marvellous, memorable sequences and a riveting performance by Ben
Cross as Harold Abrahams. I came out feeling as I used to when we saw films
like Darmbusters 25 years ago.

Found disturbingly similar sequences in Chariots and The Missionary, and
also began to get colly-wobbles about Missionary casting. Ian Holm and John
Gielgud merely will emphasise how similar we are to other British filins. But
then we haven’t got Ian Holm or Gielgud yet.

Titesday, December 22nd

Very cold and gloomy with swirls of snow. Ice in Julia Street for a fortnight
NOW.

Have lunch appointment with David Puttnam. Just about to brave the
elements when Neville rings with the news that Gielgud has turned down the
Lord Ames part. What stings me more 1s that there was no particular reason
given — he just didn’t want to do it.

[ gave up the attempt to drive to Odin’s and slithered down trathc-packed
side streets. Puttnam about 20 minutes late. He’s immediately friendly, open,
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and he does seem to know everybody, especially amongst the ‘establishment’
of TV and films — Alasdair Milne, Huw Wheldon. He meets them on all his
committees. Nice story that Huw Wheldon was to have been i Chariots of
Fire, but couldn’t do it and was deputised at the last minute by Lindsay Anderson.

Puttnam talks at a clipped, brisk pace, as if there’s so much to say and so
little time to say it. I think he’s proud of his success and his work rate — a
revealing cliché about being ‘just a boy from a grammar school ...” He’s
complimentary about Ripping Yarns — thinks the toast scene in ‘Roger of the
Raj’ one of the funniest things he’s ever seen.

He’s keen, almost over-keen, to talk business, and writes down the names
of a couple of books I mention to him as filmable (Good Man in Africa and
Silver City). He says Goldcrest Productions have a lot of money and promises
to get one of the bosses to ring me re the financing of the next Python movie.
He also sounds quite positive about Greystoke, with its £ 1 million forest set,
coming to Shepperton.

Christmas Day, Friday, December 25th

And it 1s a White Christmas. The snow is not fresh, deep, crisp and even, but
it’s only a couple of days old and soon the clouds clear and give it a sparkling
brightness — of the sort that is always depicted but never happens.

Tom opens his stocking at 2.30 and goes to sleep again, but we don’t get
jumped on until eight o’clock. A bedful of all the Palins (except Granny) as
Helen and I undo our stockings.

Titesday, December 29th

At one I have to drive into town for lunch with Ray Cooper to discuss his
doing the part of the Bishop. Ray has laid on a lunch at Duke’s Hotel, in a
Dickensian side street oftf St James’s and opposite ‘The house from which
Frédéric Chopin left to make his last public appearance at the Guildhall’.

Small, expensive, immaculately tasteful little dining room — rather in the
Denis class of spending, though. A bottle of Corton Charlemagne, oeuf en
gelée (rather tasteless) and some very delicious fegato alla Veneziana. We talk
about casting of The Missionary. Ray’s choices for Lady A would be Helen
Mirren or Faye Dunaway — both strong on projecting sexuality. And he knows
Dunaway.

Wonderful table-talk from the only other occupied table — ‘I have a little

Bulgarian.” “There’s quite a lot of jewellery Brenda doesn’t wear all the time.’
And things like this.
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Up mto Soho to meet Eric for a drink at the French Pub. The French is full
of weird people, who seem already drunk when they come in. One man is
kneeling on the bar trying to pull up the barmaid’s skirt. It’s all rather like
being in a Chris Orr print.

Eric and I, in quite playful mood after the champagne, drive over to
Claridge’s where we are to meet Sherry Lansing, the studio head of Twentieth
Century Fox, and the most powerful woman in American movies.

What Sherry Lansing ofters us in Claridge’s 1s much more straightforward
and uncluttered by looks, whispers and double-talk than what Paramount
oftered us at the Inn on the Park. Taventieth Century Fox want the next Python
movie and they are prepared to finance it and distribute 1t however and wherever
we want. The board would give us complete control over its production
unless they thought the script totally worthless. Tim Hampton would be Fox’s
representative and could be used as little or as much as we wanted. It was as
clear and as positive as that. We told her she was making a big mistake and she
laughed. I liked her very much. We said we didn’t like History of the World Part
One and she didn’t seem to mind.

At 8.00, with a kiss on both cheeks, she left us and I took Eric back in my
grubby little Mini and we decided that we should get drunk together more
often.

Thursday, December 315t

Rather a miserable day on which to end the year. I feel quite a few degrees
below good health. Nothing very dramatic, just aches and lethargy. This
deterioration could not have come at a worse time, as | have Neville chasing
me and Richard Loncraine returning from Wales, doubtless vital and restored
by Christmas, to read with great anticipation the new script that I have put
together. The final, very important twists and turns must be written today and
tOMOTTOW.

[ set to, but lose quite a bit of time talking with Denis (from Switzerland)
and Neville (about casting — he’s suddenly strong on Ann-Margret).

I think I’'m probably cleaning my teeth when 1982 begins. Helen and I see
the New Year in without fuss — on fruit juice and Disprins, not champagne,
for me. | hope the way I feel is not an augury for 1982, when, if all goes to
plan, I shall need every scrap of energy.
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Sunday, January 3rd

Up at ten feeling fully restored and unbearably bouncy for a while. I take
Rachel up to the playground on Parlhament Hill. The sun’s shining and 1t’s
very warin for early January. Lots of the attractions in the playground are empty
or broken. It’s a sadly declined place. This gentle, unambitious meandering
walk up to the swings is something I haven’t done much i the last three or
four years, and it used to be de rigueur every weekend we spent in London,
when the children were small. I forget that Rachel still 1s small.

We have a lovely tume together, pottering, nattering, playing at trains in the
Adventure Playground. It makes me sad and nostalgic — and this makes me
cross, because [ know I'm regretting being older — or getting older, anyway.

Monday, January 4th

To see Phoebe Nicholls, who was Cordelia in Brideshead, and who I'm rec-
ommended as a Deborah. Meet her in Langan’s Brasserie. She’s much slighter
than I'd expected, with ringlets of curly dark hair, and big dark eyes, in a
narrow little oval face.

I embark on a laborious explanation of the story and she watches in politely
rapt attention. ‘Oh, but it’s lovely,” she says, as though it’s a living thing. A baby
or a new puppy. | instinctively feel that she will be interesting. She has a certain
delicateness about her which I think will help convince the audience that she
really can think Fallen Women are women who've hurt their knees.

Tisesday, January sth

To EuroAtlantic Towers at 10.00 for a casting meeting re Missionary. Gielgud’s
rejection has left us with two less adequate possibilities of replacement — Donald
Pleasance and Trevor Howard.

Perhaps our strongest advance in this morning’s session was to eliminate any
spectacular, but possibly dumb, beauties in favour of Maggie Simith — attractive,
striking, skilful actress. Parts too, we hope, for Ronnie Barker and lan Holm.
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Friday, January Sth

Ominously quiet outside as we wake. Another heavy snowfall — the third
already this winter and the papers are full of articles about The New Ice Age
and the Frozen Eighties. It’s thin powdery stuft blown all over the place by a
bitter north-east wind. It’s coming through the cracks in my study window
and has covered Tom’s homework books with a thin layer of snow.

We struggle up to William Ellis School at midday with William, for his
mterview with the headmaster. Have to sit in the corridor for 15 to 20 minutes
with boys thundering by between lessons. Quite hiked the atmosphere there.
Am 1n my worst old jeans, sneakers and a windcheater — my father would never
have entered the headmaster’s study in less than a suit and spit-and-polished
shoes.

Saturday, January gth

Drive car out through snowdrifts and slither down into an agreeably empty
London for a viewing of the Hollywood Bowl film — the first since Julian [Doyle]
spent weeks trying to lick it into shape in LA. And it 1s greatly improved —
linked far more smoothly and the sense of live occasion much stronger now
there are better-chosen cut-backs to audience, etc. In short, a film which we
now feel we will not be ashamed of. Performances very strong, particularly
Eric.

Home by two o’clock. It really 1s so cold that all my systems seem to seize
up. An hour in a catatonic trance before the sitting room fire improves things
and I then set to with all the last-minute Missionary calls — to Richard and Denis
(who has rung John Calley' in the US to ask whether he thinks Maggie Smith
or Anne Bancroft would be the bigger box-oftice name. Calley told him neither
meant a thing!) He says, as he puts 1t, I can have my head over Maggie Smith
and he won’t stand in my way.

Call George in Henley at nine o’clock. After a few rather terse exchanges
he says “You’re obviously not a Dallas fan, then’ and I realise I've interrupted a

favourite viewing.

It had been decided that, as with The Life of Brian and Barbados, we needed
somewhere exotic to finalise the new film script; Jamaica had been chosen.

' Calley, a friend of Denis’s, is one of the most successful producers in the film mdustry. He
headed Warners and was later CEO of Sony Pictures, owners of Columbia.
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Sunday, January 1oth: Jamaica

Touch down in Montego Bay about 8.30. Soft, stifling blanket of hot, humid
air takes me by surprise.

A large black limousine 1s backed up outside and Brian, our driver (why
is there always a Brian wherever Python goes?), squeezes us all and luggage
n.

About an hour’s cramped and uncomfortable drive through the night along
the north coast of the island. We turn into the drive of a long, low, unadorned
rectangular mansion, called ‘Unity’, some time after ten o’clock. A youngish
black man, Winford, and a middle-aged, beaming black lady, Beryl, come out
to settle us in.

Our main problem is the selection of bedrooms. Four of the rooms, all off a
long passageway/landing on the first floor, are splendid — spacious and well-
furnished and one has a full tester four-poster. But there are three other rather
small rooms, less well-furnished and clearly intended as children’s rooms,
annexed on to the main bedrooms.

So we sit in the grand downstairs sitting room, with a fine selection of
polished wooden cabinets and Persian carpets, and wing-backed armchairs and
some attractive maritime oil paintings, and draw our bedrooms out of the hat.
J Cleese has been very crafty and claims there is only one bed which he, being
so tall, can fit in, and that so happens to be in one of the ‘master’ bedrooms, so
he 1sn’t included.

Terry G and I pick the two sub-bedrooms. At least they all look across the
lawn to the sea (about 100 yards away) and mine has a bathroom. A heavily
stained bathroom with rotting lino and no hot water, but a bathroom all the
same — though I share it with Mr Cleese, who has the big double bedroom of
which mine is the ‘attachment’.

Winford advises us not to swim tonight as there are barracuda which come
in from behind the reef at night-time. This puts a stop to any midnight high-
jinks, though Terry ] goes and sits in the sea. But it’s a lovely night with a big
full moon and, apart from the inequality of rooms, [ think Unity will serve us
well.

GC 1s quietly puffing away as we sit outside. He looks like any trustworthy
GP. But his pipe 1s well-stocked with Brian’s ganja.

Monday, January 11th: Unity, Runaway Bay, Jamaica
I sleep very little. Possibly three and a half to four hours. Doze and listen to the
sea. I sit up, turn on the light and read our script at 5 a.m. It’s light just before

seven and I walk outside, having unlocked my room door and the heavy iron
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With Laurel and Hardy in the garden.
[ bought them off a market stall on
Canal Street, New York. Hardy's neck
broke m the plane’s luggage locker and
since then 've had to look after them
very carefully.

“Take Rachel on a mystery tour.
By lucky chance there is a raising
of the bridge as we are there.
Watch from an abandoned little
jetty upstream from the Tower’
(October 27th 1984)

[om with Denis the cat. The eternal dream. By a pool, with a book,
somewhere hot. Kenyan holiday, January 1983



‘I've got to have fruit!’ Tied to a tree with Shelley Duvall,
asVincent and Pansy in Time Bandits, 1981

Shooting the Time Bandits” Giant on the roof of Wembley Studios.

Among those looking bored, Maggie Gilliam and Julian Doyle on camera.
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Pythons in Hollywood. MP, Terry |, Eric I, Graham C,Terry G and John C.
Behind us, the Bowl. September 1980

On the set of Time Bandits, (from left to right) Neville C Thompson, Associate Producer,
John Cleese (Robin Hood), George Harrison and Denis O'Brien, Executive Producers.
Summer 1980



Monty Python Live at The Hollywood Bowl, September 1982
» ‘:L-.‘ -

=
-

John rehearses his Silly Walk.

Dead Parrot sketch always went down well. Never more so than with the performers.
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Disrobing after the judge's summing up




The Missionary, 1982

Nepotism at work. Rachel Palin,

(centre), on the set at Finsbury Circus,

April 24 1982

Fortescue and his women.
Caught between hancée
Deborah Fitzbanks
(Phoebe Nicholls, teft) and
Lady Ames, benefactress,
(Maggie Smith, right)

‘No people, no sun-oil, no deck-chairs,

no poolside bars selling over-priced drinks’.
Bathing mn the waterfall at Shava Lodge
after the Kenya shoot, June 13 1982
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‘As | wait tor the clouds to clear the sun,

[ see our two Executive Producers emerging

trom the orchard” Richard Loncraine,

director, George H and Denis O Brien

on location, May 1 1982

John Kelleher of HandMade (centre)
and myself, collect our most cherished,
and only, award, from the French town
of Chamrousse. I check in the atlas.

It does exist’ March 26 1985

Charles Fortescue,
man with a Misston.



Missionary publicity.
Judging, and participating,
in a custard pie throwing
contest at the Southern
Methodist University,
Dallas, Texas,

October 7th 1982

Playing a TV Presenter tor Comic Roots.
Behind me, on the left, the house in
which I was born and brought up.
Shettield, July 1983
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doors at the top of the stairs and then the ron and wood double doors out to
the garden. Clearly this property 1s a target.

The house 1s right beside the sea, only a lawn and a few trees between us
and the Caribbean — and the trees are healthy-looking and have leaves of many
and rich colours. The house 1s kept spotless, and already the leat-scratcher 1s
removing the six or seven leaves that have fallen on the patio overnight. The
house 1s not so grand as Heron Bay [the villa in Barbados where we worked on
Life of Brian] — there are no soaring Palladian columns. Its simple shape and
plain limestone construction dates, they say, two or three hundred years back,
when it was the chief house on the Runaway Bay plantation. The mountains
rise up behind the house and across to the west.

I sit at the table and read my script. There are one or two young black boys
hanging around the beach. One of them comes over and sits down and
mtroduces himself as Junior and offers me ganja and a trip to see Bob Marley’s
grave. He says he’s 19 and he grows his own pot up in the mountains.

Run up the beach as far as the Runaway Bay Hotel and back. Nearly a mile.
Then a swim in the limpid, lukewarm waters of the Caribbean.

Breakfast i1s good coftee, fresh grapefruit and eggs and bacon and toast from
very boring sliced bread.

Everyone’s reactions to the script are then discussed. All of us, to some
extent, feel disappointed. I think the material 1s still very static. It could still be
a radio show. The rain seems set in for the day as we sit around for a long
afternoon discussion session.

[t’s agreed that we should proceed from the material we have and create a
strong story or framework to contain it. Some silly moments in this free and
fairly relaxed session — including a title from TG, ‘Jesus’s Revenge’. But though
everyone occasionally flashes and sparkles nothing ignites.

Supper is early — about 6.30. We've bought in some wine from the super-
market across the road and we have a delicious starter of fish mixed with akee
fruit — a little black, olive-like fruit oft one of the garden trees.

Then a group of us go up to the Club Caribbean next door. A black lady
pinches Graham’s bottom and GC altruistically turns her over to TJ. It turns
out she is a hooker. She looks a nice, open, smiley lady, and keeps dropping
her price in a determined effort to interest any of us. As TJ finally leaves,
empty-handed, she asks him for two dollars.

Wednesday, January 13th: Jamaica
An early breakfast, and splitting into groups by 9.30. Terry J and Terry G, Eric

and JC, myself and Graham.
GC and I, however, soon find ourselves in one of the most bizarre and
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distracted writing sessions of all time. Beryl, the cook, was under the impression
that someone would take her up to the market, eight miles away, for all the
provisions she will need for the Jamaican food we’ve asked her to produce. So
GC and I decide to take her and work on the way.

[t starts quite well as we drive up winding mountain roads for a half-hour
and emerge into a busy little township with a stout stone Anglican church set
in the middle of it. GC and I make a quick shopping sortie for shoes and
swimming trunks then back to the car. Vegetables in the back, but no Beryl.

Still talking over our idea for a John Buchan-type story framework, we have
a Red Stripe beer in a small bar. Beryl comes back and deposits fish, but then
has to sally back into the market for yams.

Halfway down the perfectly named Orange Valley, beside stone walls and
almost classic English parkland, 1s an akee-seller. We skid to a halt. When we
proceed again we not only have akees, but also two black boys who want a lift.
Stop at the supermarket for bully beef, and our writing session finally turns
mto the gates of Unity two and a half hours after we set out.

I ring Rachel and wish her a happy seventh birthday in still-frozen London.

After lunch we sit and present our ideas. I present GC’s and mine. A
breathtaking, marvellously choreographed musical overture all about fish — with
us in spectacular fishy costumes. Then into an exciting Buchan mystery tale,
involving strange disappearances, unexplained deaths, all pointing to Kashnur.
The hero would have to unravel the story by various clues, which bring in our
existing sketches.

John and Eric have taken the view that the film is primarily about sex and
they’ve reinstated the Janine/girls’ paradise idea that I'd gone oft a year ago.
Even less response to this idea.

TG and TJ have gone back to first Python principles to link it — a rag-bag
of non-sequiturs and complex connections. It’s full and frantic and, when T]J’s
finished describing it, there is silence. It’s as if no-one can really cope with any
more ‘solutions’. As if this is the moment that this material — the best of three
years” writing — finally defeated us.

I take Eric’s advice and we walk up to the Runaway Bay Hotel and sit on
the terrace there and have three very strong rum punches and get very silly and
laugh a lot and devise the 1dea of a Yorkshire Heaven, in which Yorkshiremen
are revealed to have been the chosen people.

Thursday, January 14th: Jamaica
Wake to sunshine and a feeling that today is make-or-break for the film. We
certainly cannot continue stumbling into the darkness as we did yesterday.

TJ says that, from the tmings of the sketches we all like alone, we have over
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100 minutes of material. This seems to spur people mto another effort. T]
suggests a trilogy. The idea of a rather pretentious Three Ages of Man comes
up and a atle "‘Monty Python’s Meanig of Life’, to which Eric adds the sub-
head ‘See 1t now! Before it’s out of date’.

We decide to group the matertal together into phoney pseudo-scientific
headings — “Birth’, ‘Fighting Each Other” and ‘Death’. Suddenly ideas come
spilling out and within an hour there seems to be a remarkable change in the
film’s fortunes.

Friday, January 15th: Jamaica

Writing has definitely taken a turn for the better. Eric, T] and I in the big
room make some encouraging progress on linking the ‘“War’/‘Fighting Each
Other’ section. TG stands on a sea-urchin just before lunch. He’s in some
agony for a bit and has about nine or ten black quills in his heel. Doc Chapman
muinisters to him. Neville T rings from London to say the [Missionary] script 1s
probably two hours long. When I tell the Pythons that Sir Laurence Olivier
has never heard ot us, he 1s heaped with abuse.

Out to dinner with Jonathan and Shelagh Routh." This involves a convoy
into Ocho Rios and beyond.

Rather charactertul house, very different from the mansion of Unity. It’s a
collection of wood-framed cottages, set on the edge of a low clift down to the
sea. Foliage everywhere. About 20 people amongst the foliage. An Australian
diplomat — who, at 25, seems to run their High Commussion — his Texan wife,
who seems bored with Australian diplomacy. There’s an English artist called
Graham, tall and rather aristocratic, a French/Australian who writes novels and
tells me that Jamaica 1s a very restless society and not what it seems on the
surface. Much resentment of whites.

On my way from the Rouths” a man m khaki tries to hitch a lift, but | speed
on. Only later do I realise I've driven straight through an army roadblock.

Saturday, January 16th: Jamaica

Snooze a little, watch Eric doing Tai Chi on the lawn, then breakfast at 9.00,
and set to with Eric and TJ to put the last section of The Meaning of Life into
shape. Not very mspired work and we get rather bogged down on the *Christmas
i Heaven’ song.

' Jonathan Routh introduced and presented the enormously popular Candid Camera TV series
in the 1960’s. He died 1n 2008.
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At 4.30 everyone returns from various postcard-writing, T-shirt-buying trips
to read through work assembled over the last three days. JC and GC and TG
have come up with a tremendously good, strong opening set in a hospital
during the birth of a child, and there is only one section of the film about
which people have doubts.

The Meaning of Life theme and structure does seem to have saved the film
and justified our being here. There are now tightenings and improvements to
be done and songs to be written and these will occupy us for our four remaining
writing days. Tomorrow we have off.

A beautiful ‘zebra’ butterfly flutters around us as we read. A good omen,
perhaps.

Monday, January 18th: Jamaica

GC announces at breakfast, after one of his regular and interminable phone
calls to London, that he is going to sue Denis O’B. This causes a few dropped
jaws over the toast and marmalade. Apparently GC, having enlisted the help of
Oscar Beuselinck' to try and buy back the Yellowbeard rights from Denis, who
keeps increasing his demands and conditions, has just heard that Beuselinck has
found enough ground for negligence in Denis, and Anne, to proceed with a
lawsuit. As GC says, the shit has hit the fan in London.

All of us are concerned that Anne should not be hauled over the coals —
especially as she has been doing everything to try and improve GC'’s financial
position over the last few months by getting the rest of us to withhold payments,
etc. But GC lights his pipe in determined fashion and sounds terse and
unmoving.

Late lunch, and at 4.30 Jonathan and Shelagh Routh arrive to collect and
lead us to a place called Round Hill, where a friend of theirs is laying on a
beach party for us.

Pleasant, countrified drive, avoiding mongooses which are apt to suddenly
scuttle across the road. When JC returned from his trip to Kingston and said
he’d passed four dead dogs and a calf, GC speculated that journey distances in
Jamaica could be categorised quite usefully as a ‘two dead dog journey’ or a
‘three dog, one pig journey’.

Round Hill turns out to be an estate of luxurious holiday homes set on a
headland with very beautiful views. We are taken to a little house higher up
the hill, set amongst the trees, for a party given by ‘a prominent Washington
horsewoman’. She welcomes us with a bright, quick, sympathetic smile and

' Prominent and flamboyant entertainment lawyer, whom Python had consulted after Bernard
Delfont and EMI had pulled out of Life of Brian at the last minute.

140



1982

sincere handshake. Her long blonde hair 1s swept up on top of her head most
dramatically, but giving the physical impression that her face has somehow been
swept up as well and 1s pinned pamfully somewhere in the scalp. She wears a
long white dress. I am in running shorts — thinking only that we were coming
to a beach party.

JC lies flat on his back on the grass at one point, worrying the hostess who
thinks he’s passed out drunk. He 1s in a wicked mood and clearly hates these
sorts of people.

Thursday, January 19th: Jamaica

In the afternoon we read what has been done so far. JC and GC’s ‘Death’
sequence is not in the same class as their marvellous ‘Birth” opener of last week,
'so everyone becomes disconsolate again. It’s too late in the afternoon to whip
up much enthusiasm, so a rather important day peters out.

The two Terries and I accept Winford’s invitation to go to a local birthday
party celebration.

We walk about halt a mile up to Bent’s Bar. It’s 8.30 and a four-piece
Jamaican band — rhumba box (home-made and very eftective), a thumping
banjo, a guitar and a high-pitched, eftective little singer. He looks well-stoned
by 8.30 and, as the evening goes on, he becomes progressively more incoherent
until he ends up clearing the tables whilst some 1mitator takes his place in front
of the band.

The birthday 1s of Mr Bent, a large, paternal-looking black with greying
frizzy hair, who introduces himself to Terry with a broad smile, a firm hand-
shake, and the words ‘Hello, I'm Bent’. He, like most others we’ve met, either
has been to England or has relations there. I note that not even the most
courteous Jamaicans have said anything about their relatives enjoying England.

Wednesday, January 20th: Jamaica

There isn’t a lot to do but type up. It’s decided to meet in London for three
days in mid-February and then to take a final decision on whether to go ahead.
No-one, I think, feels we have a Brian on our hands, but there is a hope that
we have something which we all feel we could film in the summer.
And so to bed, for the last time, in my ‘servant’s’ quarters.
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Sunday, January 24th

Late afternoon settle to read The Missionary. It 1s indeed a hefty script — 149
pages, and closely written, too. Glad to find that my own notes for cuts
correspond by and large with Neville’s and those suggestions of Penny Eyles'
who timed the script. Neville rings, anxious to know when [ can produce the
3o-minute shorter version.

Tiesday, January 26th

There has been good news this morning — Maggie Smith likes the script and
wants to meet. Apparently her comment was ‘The fellers get the best lines, so
I want the best frocks.’

Opening of Eric’s Pass the Butler at the Globe. Crowd of celebrities and
celebrity-spotters throng the cramped foyer as this is first night. Meet Lauren
Hutton, model, actress and, as 1t turns out, wor<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>