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About the author





Richard Ayoade is a filmmaker, writer and amateur dentist. He lives in London with his wife, her wife and their two husbands. They have children.


For his cinema, Ayoade has won no major awards.* He has also won no minor awards. He has, however, watched several award shows and especially enjoys seeing other people receive awards. Good for them, he thinks to himself in his small house that he doesn’t own. He hopes they manage to find meaning. Genuinely. Because it’s a tough business. Especially on the way down. And that’s worth remembering. No matter how many awards you may or may not have. How good a friend have you been? What’s the award for that? Who’s holding that award ceremony? Where are the cameras then? How good a husband are you to your wife? Or to her wife? Or to their husbands? How good a father are you to your unspecified number of children?


When he’s not indulging his passion for rhetorical questions or boating knots,† Ayoade enjoys receiving Google Alerts.




* For Ayoade’s advice on how best to receive an award, consult his article in the Appendix (p. 211). Also, please know that I’m relying on you to be diligent about this. The whole flow of this work requires your co-operation, and that means going to the Appendix as and when I tell you. I don’t know who you are – I now accept that there’s probably not an effective way of vetting readers as to their suitability – but please show some basic humanity and fulfil YOUR obligations just as I will fulfil MY obligations to YOU. I don’t need an Ideal Reader; I just need an Okay One. Deal?


† Intrigued? Check out Ayoade’s classic manuals So You Think You Know Knots?, How’s About Another Fifty Knots?, Not Fifty More Knots!, A Further Fifty Equally Important Knots, and the collected omnibus edition I Think Knot.
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ON


AYOADE:*


A DEKALOG


IN DUOLOGUE†







* A brief note about the title: Ayoade on Ayoade is not, as some people have claimed, an exhortation to stack any extant Ayoades on top of one another. The herding and/or unethical, vertical storage of Ayoades is a civil offence. Although they appear insignificant and malignant, like mosquitoes or head lice, Ayoades are capable of experiencing basic emotions such as shame and fear. If you encounter one, especially in confined spaces like Costa Coffee, gently encourage him away from you with a rolled-up newspaper.


† Let me surpass the clarity of crystal: I’m flat-out opposed to having a subtitle at all. Especially for this book. It would be like appending ‘How This One Goddam Kid Couldn’t Even Apply Himself for Chrissakes’ to The Catcher in the Rye. But we have one. And this unsolicited saddle is: ‘A Cinematic Odyssey’.


The Marketing Team, whose every breath increases my suspicion they’re the cast of a spoof, hidden-camera reality show, remain convinced that the only way to make you, the Great Unshowered, buy this book is with some kind of supplementary plea. Well, given that no one can understand marketing and therefore no one can refute its claims to veracity, all I could do was give these Category One Fucknuts my white stick and shades.


My eternally compliant manager (now disgraced snowboard instructor) Konnor Kaye suggested ‘An Artist in Dialogue with Himself’, but that merely evoked the image of some muse-less vagabond muttering to himself on public transport, while his other submission, ‘Inside Ayoade’, was ripe for bovine misappropriation. I gathered my wits and offered up ‘The Furious Quandaries of an Auteur Didact’, which I thought at least gave a foretaste of the linguistic dexterity the reader would encounter between these pages. But the M.T. dismissed it as ‘torturously laboured’. Which could serve as a subtitle for my dealings with them: yahoo youths more interested in the stickers on the book than the riches within the book.


In the dueness of course, it will become apparent exactly why Ayoade on Ayoade is the only moniker that matters, but if you must have a subtitle in mind (and because of them, you do) and seeing you’re on my goddam turf (the contents) rather than theirs (the cover), I’m prepared (with no small smattering of pique) to settle for (see previous page).




















Prologu(e)mbryo





Fade in.




INT. AN APARTMENT. SOMEWHERE. SOMETIME. SOMEHOW.





My heart can’t keep rhythm. My legs are copper flex. My mouth is left-out milk. I haven’t slept. Well, I haven’t slept much. If I’d never slept, I’d be in talks with the army. It’s 3 a.m. The Hour of the Wolf.* I’m about to meet Ayoade.


I’ve followed Ayoade my whole life. I am his shadow. I am the tail between his legs.


I feel I know him like the back of my hand.† So why am I this nervous? And to whom am I addressing this question? No one can hear me. Idiot.


I crawl towards the bathroom, before deciding to stand up and walk. I flip the light switch and blink. I can’t tell whether the light is on, so prolonged is the blink. I open my eyes and, through the salty sting of tears, I see a face reflected.


This must be a mirror.


I’m looking straight ahead, and you don’t get puddles on walls. You can’t do splashy steps on walls! I start to laugh hysterically, remembering the days when I used to try.


Then I see The Face. High cheekbones, full mouth, eyes gleaming: it’s a face you can get lost in. It’s the face of Ayoade.


It’s also my face.


I am Ayoade.


I pass out.




Camera tracks back into the inky dark.


Fade to black.







* I read somewhere that you should never start a book with weather or the time. I’m worried that this is therefore bad writing. I’m worried that declaring this worry rather than redrafting is cowardly. I’m worried you’re angry with me for dragging you down here rather than letting you continue up there. I’m worried whether this really works as a footnote, and whether it might have been better left as a private matter, like a diary entry or an email to someone who still lets me email them.


† Though, on reflection, this is an area of my body that I don’t actually know that well. I’ve never really studied my hands as such. I’ll give them an occasional glance when I’m typing or trying to prise loose the cap of a Shakey Jake, but, generally, I try to forget that I have hands at all.






















 







 





INT. BATHROOM – A LITTLE LATER




Fade up. The camera soars away from my prone body, like an ascending spirit.





Let’s leave me on the bathroom floor for a moment. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Let’s just walk away. You and I need to get our bearings. Because before we take the first step of our particular journey, a quest that will take us deep inside Ayoade, we need to get close.


Real close.


So, as Sir Mick would say, please allow me to introduce myself* (who, who?). Let me confess my purpose. Because an aim ain’t anythin’ if it ain’t true. And that’s what we’re after here. Some good ol’ veracity.


You see, for some time I’ve been planning a series of extensive† interviews with Ayoade. To many he’s a tallish, unfit man who can’t act. To others he’s a tallish, unfit man who isn’t funny. To others he’s not even a man. I wanted to discuss this myriad of perceptions with the tallish person himself. How did (s)he end up in film? And how long does (s)he think (s)he has before (s)he’s found out?


From his failed and short-lived career as a stand-up comedian, to his failed and short-lived career as a TV writer/director, to his failed and short-lived career as a sitcom ‘actor’, to his failing career as a film writer/director, he disappoints with unparalleled consistency. And yet he does get (some) work. He has made two films and is threatening a third. So there remains a mystery. And this mystery, like a notable other, calls to us in the form of a Trinity:




	
How does he do it?


	
Why does he do it?


	
What is it that he does?





Who is this man or woman who delights and enrages me in a ratio of roughly 1:12?‡ And who better to find out than me, Ayoade? Has there ever been an interview book where the interviewer was the same person as the interviewee? This could be a new literary genre! A way of rehabilitating the written word after centuries of abuse!


But before I lock antlers with the man, we must put him in a historical and (counter-)cultural context. We must also investigate the Origins of the Motion Picture, and Ayoade’s part in its evolution. For a tree without a past is like a man without roots; and unless we stand in rich soil, our leaves will blow like blossom into the night. And, right now, that’s the last thing we need.


So, we must ask ourselves:


Qu’est-ce que le cinéma?


Wie hat es angefangen?


Who dreamed the dream first?




We FLASHBACK to –







* Although, given the time pressure he must be subject to (operating at the top level of rock), I imagine he’d be more likely to make any initial introduction via an assistant.


† As opposed to an extensive series.


‡ In my Sacra Doctrina of Ayoade, this question falls outside the Trinity.




















PART 1


PART 1*


CHRONOLOGY





or





TIME(LINES): TIME(LIVES) – AN AYOADEAN ALMANAC





or





HERETICAL HISTORICISM: TIME IN THE CONTEXT OF AYOADE







‘At the end of each journey, there must be a beginning, for where are we going, except to the centre of ourselves?’


– Transport for London pamphlet, 2010










* This book has more than one part. Don’t cheat yourself out of a mystery by skipping ahead to find out how many. Just know that you have at least one more part to come.






















 







 





Ripple dissolve in.




EXT. ABSTRACT, INFINITE SPACE – A LITTLE LATER


Blurred colours blast past us, multiple timelines snake out – iridescent, infinite, alive.





From Citizen Kane to Police Academy 4: Citizens on Patrol, from The Godfather to Big Mommas: Like Father, Like Son, cinema has always produced a Good Thing and then a Bad Thing (and the Bad Thing often contains a colon*).


But Ayoade, we contest, is sui generis, neither good nor bad. Like disease, he simply pervades.


So let us construct a timeline. A timeline whose apex is Ayoade. Because, for us, a chronology of cinema must fall into two main parts: pre-Ayoade (the Early Period, henceforth EP) and post-Ayoade (the New Common Era, henceforth NCE). The nexus? 1977: the year of the Sex Pistols, the year of the Jubilee and, crucially, the year of Ayoade’s birth.


As the digital age finally triumphs, as it becomes more and more impossible to make a film without the participation of Hugh Jackman, as we wonder if there are new Spiderman stories to tell, we must look back as well as forward. And sometimes we must look up, especially if warned. For in our past our future lies; but in our past and our future Ayoade lives. In this way, the story of Ayoade is not merely the story of our time, it is the story of all time.


1488


Leonardo da Vinci thinks up the idea of ‘moving, projected images’, but forgets to tell anyone because he’s so tired.


(Trivia titbit:† in a recent and remarkable archaeological find, it was discovered that da Vinci also produced a twelve-page document that bore very close resemblance to the film Hot Tub Time Machine. The producers of the latter have since tried to sue his descendants.)


1818


The Perambulascope. As the name implies, this system produced a ‘moving-picture’ effect by the spectator running round a sequential series of images mounted inside an enormous circular drum. Said spectator would have to charge at full speed while looking at the paintings, such that ‘he appear’d like some infernal crab b’seized by satanic scuttl’ry’. The fast motion would blur the images together into one. ‘The Whipped Peasant’, ‘Giraffe in Distress’ and ‘The Grateful Slave’ were the top attractions of the day. However, there were many fatal collisions. ‘Hosing the drum’ was the Georgian precursor to community service.


(Trivia titbit: women were not allowed to ‘enter the drum’ as quick sideways movement was thought to hurl them into hysteria.)


1896


The first British film is released: Three Men in a Garden. Synopsis: two men stand in a garden; suddenly Man Three joins them.


The film lasts 6.1 seconds. The studio demands a cut-down version after test screenings flag up pacing issues. As the scene is shot from relatively far away, it’s difficult to tell whether the appearance of Man Three engenders a reaction of any sort in the first two men. Test audiences say that they’re unsure ‘who to root for’ and wonder whether they can relate to Man Three, though they would recommend the film to a friend. Reshoots are ordered and Man Three is recast. A definitive 11.7-second ‘director’s cut’ is released in 1899 and receives generally positive notices.


The Other Two (as they come to be known) develop drug dependencies as a result of their newfound celebrity. 1901’s Three Men in a Park, a hollow retread, fails to repeat the success of its predecessor. Man Three gets his own spin-off franchise.


1917


Early VCR machine developed in China. The technology is abandoned once it becomes apparent that there is nowhere to rent tapes.


1968


McG is born.


1973


Terrence Malick releases Badlands. Little did Malick know that he would become best remembered as the subject of a series of phenomenally successful parodic pieces.‡ Their author? Ayoade, taking a timely swipe at the publicity hungry auteur.


1977


Ayoade is born.§ Start of NCE.


1981


Ayoade begins his famous ‘card-file’ system.¶


1982


Ayoade publishes his first philosophical paper, The Limits of Knowledge: A New Epistemology. Reactions range from the muted to the hostile. Ayoade descends into the first of many Prolonged Sulks. He later publishes The Big Sulk: How Withdrawal Can Be a Victory.


1983


Ayoade gives up his philosophical enquiries to concentrate on jazz tap.


1984


Ayoade gives up jazz tap. Ron Howard’s Splash is released.|| Mick Fleetwood files for bankruptcy.**



1985


Ayoade goes on a city break to Paris with his mother, but her legs swell up from the heat and he gets coach-sick.†† They contemplate scaling the Eiffel Tower but conclude it would take too long. Instead they spend the evening at a Greek restaurant with poor table service. Ayoade tastes stuffed vine leaves for the first time. He can’t decide if he likes them or if they’re actually quite weird-tasting and certainly not a meal as such. The experience of this ill-fated sojourn resonates in much of Ayoade’s later work.


1986


The period between 1986 and 1990 is largely unaccounted for. Ayoade scholars call this period ‘The Age of Mystery’. Brief and conflicting accounts surface about Ayoade challenging a group of traders near, or perhaps in, a place of worship. According to some reports, a young Ayoade loses his temper and overturns several trestle tables. His mother makes him go back and apologise, and puts it down to his being quite stressed about moving schools. After this incident he is only allowed fizzy cola bottles on very special occasions, like after a successful handstand.


1991


While Ayoade is performing a handstand, the Gulf War breaks out. No direct causal link is established, but Ayoade begins to associate the outbreak of hostilities on the international stage with fizzy cola bottles. He sinks into a deep depression and loses all interest in war, fizzy cola bottles and his childhood dream of becoming a corporate restructuring specialist. He resolves never to perform a handstand again, not even if he’s on a chat show. Not even if the host asks the audience, ‘Wouldn’t you like to see him do a handstand?’ Not even if the audience all cheer, as in, ‘Yes, we would love to see that! That’s exactly the kind of thing that would make this a memorable TV moment and not just a routine promotional appearance!’ No, he’d just politely decline and humorously divert the hectoring line of questioning with a self-effacing remark. Perhaps something to do with his physique – he’d have to feel it in the moment.


1992


A late rerun of the film Mannequin reawakens in the young Ayoade a lifelong passion for the possibilities of cinema, as well as the work and philosophy of Kim Cattrall.‡‡ He will watch Mannequin every day for the next twenty years. As soon as he reaches eighteen, he has the first verse from the song ‘Nothing’s Gonna Stop Us Now’ tattooed in Sanskrit across his left thigh:








Let ’em say we’re crazy


I don’t care about that


Put your hand in my hand


Baby


Don’t ever look back.











And the chorus across his right:








And we can build this dream together


Standing strong for ever


Nothing’s gonna stop us now.











Ayoade comes to regret the tattoo, not least because it makes it look as though he is unduly optimistic about the dream-building capabilities of his legs. Also, fewer people than he’d hoped get the reference. The result? He is rarely seen in Speedos, unless it’s strictly necessary for the scene.


1994


Ayoade spends the next few years trying to make sense of Britpop. This conceptual tumult leaves him exhausted and angry. Its fury embeds itself in Ayoade, never to fully recede.


1999


Ayoade attempts to raise funds for his Haddaway biopic,§§ but is distracted by the controversy over the Millennium Dome.¶¶


2002


’N Sync|||| go on hiatus. Despite plans to record a new album in 2003, the group will not perform again until the 2013 Grammys. Ayoade has a Prolonged Sulk, only broken by –





2003


Release of Charlie’s Angels: Full Throttle.


2004


Ayoade co-creates, co-writes and directs Garth Marenghi’s Darkplace for Channel 4. It goes on to become the most successful television show of all time, surpassed only by 2006’s Man to Man with Dean Learner.


2005


Rest year.


2006


MTMWDL drops.


2007


Ayoade discovers a since-closed loophole in UK tax law that allows anyone of Norwegian–Nigerian descent who’s appeared in a Channel 4 sitcom 50 per cent off camera hire throughout October/November, provided principal photography takes place within a sixty-mile radius of Swansea. A sweet seed of inspiration is sown. Two years later, just before the law is repealed, he will start principal photography on Submarine, a Swansea-set coming-of-age film shot on discounted cameras.


2008


Ayoade realises he is thirty-one years old – only two years younger than Jesus when He died – and that he needs to pack a lot into the next twenty-four months to even begin to have the same cultural and sociological impact as the Son of God. With heavy heart, Ayoade backburners his subtextual critical study of Kim Cattrall*** and starts the screenplay for his debut feature, Submarine, adapted from the novel by Joe Dunthorne. From this point on he never looks back, even at busy junctions.†††


2009


Like a lot of thirty-two-year-olds, Ayoade will turn thirty-three in a year’s time, but unlike Christ (spoiler alert!), he doesn’t die. It is clear to Him that He and the Messiah had taken similar but ultimately divergent paths. Ayoade resolves to make a go of things, rather than allow the mob to overwhelm Him.


Ayoade starts to shoot Submarine.‡‡‡ He will live to at least thirty-seven.


2010


Editing on Submarine commences. Ayoade is quoted as saying, ‘Film is a collaborative medium, but so is a profiteering psychic in Nazi-occupied France.’ His editor, Sam ‘The Scissors’ Schiess (so called because he closely resembles a pair of scissors), prefers to work alone and insists Ayoade only communicate with him via telegram. As is his custom, Schiess starts cutting several months before Ayoade starts shooting. When shooting eventually gets under way, Ayoade sends him fevered missives from the set and, later, regular missives (when he recovers from his fever).


Ayoade spends the rest of the year fighting Schiess’s insistence that the film would be best served by an eleven-minute running time.§§§


2011


Ayoade releases Submarine in its final ninety-seven-minute version (heavily padded out with voice-over). The Top Ten Grossing Films of the Year are Harry Potter and the Deathly Hallows: Part 2; Transformers: Dark of the Moon; Pirates of the Caribbean: On Stranger Tides; The Twilight Saga: Breaking Dawn – Part 1; Mission: Impossible – Ghost Protocol; Kung Fu Panda 2; Fast Five; The Hangover Part II; The Smurfs; and Cars 2. It is a golden year for the moving image, with many films so good that their titles require a colon and a dash to convey their many levels. Submarine, containing no punctuation in its title whatsoever, is a financial calamity. In desperate need of a box-office winner, Ayoade turns to Dostoevsky’s smash-hit novella, The Double.¶¶¶


2012


Shooting commences on The Double. The Police are called and filming resumes. As a thank-you, Sting is offered a cameo role, but leaves after a dispute over what kind of satchel his character would in principle carry. He is replaced by J Mascis, who doesn’t care one way or the other. In the end, the satchel-carrying scene is cut. Ayoade’s US agent is diagnosed with exhaustion.


2013


The Double enters post-production, the process whereby you try to make the film again, but this time from behind.|||||| Ayoade’s director’s cut of ninety-four minutes is mercilessly whittled down to a ninety-three-minute theatrical version.****


2014


The Double is released. Ayoade tries to limit his press commitments by only agreeing to release a single F.A.Q. in lieu of interviews.†††† He further antagonises the media by writing An Open Letter to the Press‡‡‡‡ and A Postcard in an Envelope to the Prime Minister.§§§§


Despite these provocations, The Double goes on to be the top-grossing film of the last twenty-five years. Press reaction is unanimous. The Double is both summation and transcendent accession, an exaltation of cinema to the realm of pure spirit.


Four stars.


Ayoade’s place in the canon is cemented.¶¶¶¶







THE PRESENT


Our context codified, you and I return to the bathroom and get on with things.


We FLASH FORWARD to –







* For more of my thoughts on the origin of the colon, consult my paper ‘Colonoscopy: A New Vision of an Old Beginning’.


† Students of Ayoade will know that he is a ferocious quizzer. But even the most ardent Ayoade acolyte may not know that he also sets the questions for many quizzes. Completists are entreated to consult the Appendix (p. 214) for examples.


‡ These are reprinted, without anyone’s permission, in the Appendix (see p. 225).


§ Ayoade is born twice more in 1980, making it difficult to organise birthday parties for him. Ayoadeans now hold a Festival of Giving for him between 23 May and 12 July.


¶ Haul ass to the Appendix (p. 236).


|| The phrasing is unfortunate; the film remains a triumph.


** ‘How is this connected to film?’ sneer the pedants. Well, Mick Fleetwood is an accomplished actor, and appears as ‘Unemployed Band Member’ in Hawaii’s first major motion-picture comedy, the aptly titled Get a Job.


†† For the avoidance of doubt: these two incidents were unconnected.


‡‡ See Ayoade’s paper, ‘In Thrall to Cattrall: A Cinematic Servitude’.


§§ Ayoade wrote an article about the stalled project. Thumb your way over to the Appendix (p. 239) should you care to acquaint yourself with the details.


¶¶ It’s difficult to appreciate this now, but this was once a Very Big Deal.


|||| Amazing fact: before he became an actor, Justin Timberlake was in ’N Sync.


*** Op. cit. Ayoade also starts to wonder whether he’d used 2005 wisely (esp. w/r/t time management).


††† Indeed, drunk with the particular self-importance of a neophyte filmmaker, he dashes off an ill-advised letter to its young stars, Craig Roberts and Yasmin Paige. It is published in Here Are All of the Letters That I’ve Written: The Collected Letters of Richard Ayoade, and is reprinted in the Appendix (p. 242).


‡‡‡ Ayoade keeps a record of his thoughts in his workbook. Fly to the Appendix (p. 244) for extracts.


§§§ You can unearth selected extracts from Schiess’s emails to Ayoade in the Appendix (p. 246).


¶¶¶ Ayoade’s US agent, Danny DeVille, cautions strongly against this. See Appendix (p. 248) for his increasingly concerned series of emails.


|||||| Again, Ayoade documents the process in his workbook (Appendix, p. 244).


**** Ayoade addresses the main casualty of this devastating cut in a letter (Appendix, p. 254).


†††† You know where to go (Appendix, p. 258).


‡‡‡‡ Appendix (p. 260). I’ve always wondered about the concept of the open letter. I regard an open letter as a defective thing. Surely one of the defining features of a letter is it being sealed.


§§§§ Its contents known only by the incumbent.


¶¶¶¶ Thus protecting him from muzzle blast.




















PART 2


PART 2*


INTER | VIEWS





or





AN EXAMINATION OF THE SELF, BY THE SELF










* I told you.




















INTERVIEW ONE


First memories; childhood; an abrupt ending







‘… the important thing is to plant the seed …’

























 







 





INT. THE SAME BATHROOM – THE PRESENT




I wake up in a dry bath. Ayoade is still here, perched on the toilet, like a bird of prey.


All my life I’d waited for this.* Finalement, our colloquium could commence.


Our Ayoadium.


My first question had to be perfect, teasing: confident like a courtesan’s canoodle; cryptic like the caressing breeze of an extractor fan; daring like the delicious, voluptuous melt of a Quaver.





I stilled my trembling lips. I made a sound. This was the sound:












	
AYOADE†


	    

	What are your influences?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE  

	 

	Next question.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	
What are your earliest memories? 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Probably being a foetus. Conception and the first few months are blurry, but after that I remember everything.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	So, you’re minus six months old?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Minus six or seven months old, yes.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	And what were your memories of that time?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	It was pretty dark.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Anything else?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	There was this swooshing sound all the time, and I remember feeling frustrated at being so restricted, both physically and socially. The particular womb I was in was quite small and not suitable for entertaining. It felt very much like someone else’s space. I was literally invisible; I couldn’t make myself heard; I was bored. I wanted to get out there and start making films.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Even at that stage?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Even then. It was either films or politics. But I always thought that the politics, if they happened, would happen later, like with Ron Reagan or Arnie. 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	What kind of thoughts were you having as a foetus?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Fairly basic thoughts, to be fair. But I had this very clear sense of biding my time – you know? I remember thinking, Don’t rush this.‡ Look at gestation as extended pre-production: let your skeleton harden; wait till you’ve got eyelids; don’t get grossed out by the amniotic fluid; think of future projects.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	It’s amazing that you can remember this far back.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	You’re right. It is amazing. And what’s even better is that I never had to rely on the testimony of my parents with regard to my Birth Story. I had my own point of view – my own way of seeing it. In fact, I remember thinking at the moment that I ‘crowned’, ‘This could be a good scene. This could be part of a film.’§







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	
That’s incredible.  







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	It is, isn’t it? It’s literally incredible. You want to know something else that’s incredible?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Yes, I would.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	My mother said that I tried to cut my own umbilical cord.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	You were that independent even then?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	That’s the implication, yes – but I don’t recall that being the way it went down. I think I maybe pointed to where I wanted the cord cut, but I don’t think I would’ve felt safe holding the scissors myself.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	So you could say you were a natural born filmmaker?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Well, the doctor used tongs, so there was some intervention. And my mum was pretty dosed up. I certainly felt unnaturally sluggish for the first few days. I vowed never to do drugs in later life, unless I needed them as an emotional crutch.¶







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	
Can you describe to us what you were like as a baby? 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	How many of you are there?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Just me …?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Who’s ‘us’?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No one. I just mean –






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Repeat the question using the proper indirect object.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Can you describe to me what you were like as a baby?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Yes, I can.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Will you describe to me what you were like as a baby?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Yes.






	 

	 

	 






	There is quite a long pause






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	When?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I was about to, but you interrupted me.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Apologies.






	 

	 

	 






	A pause of at least seven minutes –






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	
Er … 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Can I speak? In answer to your question, I cried a lot – mainly for milk – but sometimes if I’d accidentally hit myself in the face – or if I’d been ignored or patronised – I’d scream.|| I got on with mastering the basics – learning to contract my pupils – firming my stools – choosing a persona. I didn’t have much input into where I lived or what I wore at that stage – so I tried to just let go and not micromanage everything – to let my parents run more mundane matters, like keeping me alive and drawing up a meal plan. Meanwhile, I got on with absorbing the world in all its majesty and developing my psyche on a deeper level.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Tell us about your childhood. Did it have a formative influence on you as an adult?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Like a lot of people, I was a child before I became an adult – so it definitely informed me. I’ve always felt that growth is very important and, as a child, I had the wonderful opportunity to grow vertically as well as horizontally. Now I’m no longer able to grow vertically, my horizontal and lateral growth has increased greatly. I have to view Cream Eggs as a treat and not a right. I suppose as I reach senescence I’ll start to shrink back down a few inches like an unattended bouncy castle.


    But to get back to your notion of forming myself, I’d say that informing myself is very important to me as a creative person. I’m always saying to myself, ‘How’s about this?’ and I’ll go, ‘That’s a really unique and interesting idea. Thanks for informing me of it.’ And that feeds into formation. But sometimes I’ll debate myself. I think that’s very important as well. I’ll be like, ‘No, that isn’t good enough. You need to have another idea that’s even more unique,’ and I’ll be all, ‘Back off,’ and I’ll be like, ‘Don’t tell me to back off, pindick,’ and I’ll come right back at me and be like, ‘Don’t call me pindick – that’s so disrespectful and unnecessarily phallic,’ and by this stage I’ll be crying my eyes out – like bawling – and I’ll be going, ‘I’m just trying to help! That’s all I ever tried to do, and you keep attacking, attacking, attacking me!’ And I think that can be really beneficial. Just the raw honesty of these exchanges. And then I’ll just get my bearings and be like, ‘Maybe you need to eat.’ And often it’s that. It’s just hunger.


    This doesn’t really connect in any way – and in another way it completely does – but a key moment I remember is when I was eight years old and I went round to my classmates and told them that I was leaving school and that I’d never be coming back.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	And what was the reaction?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	They all went, ‘Okay.’






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	That’s it?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Yes.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No one said they’d miss you?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No. And it was a really fascinating reaction. I think they were maybe scared that if they let the emotion out, they wouldn’t be able to control it any more. And – even weirder – when I said that I actually wasn’t going to leave – that I’d made it up just to test whether they’d miss me or not – they didn’t show any relief or emotion about that either. And that was even more fascinating.


    So that got me very interested in issues of control and how we deal with those issues and how those issues can start in childhood if we let them become issues. And how we have to conquer those issues before they come back. Before they become reissues. 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Or bonus tracks!






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Sorry?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	A lot of reissues have bonus tracks.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	What are you talking about?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	CDs. They’ll reissue a classic album and then they’ll put bonus tracks at the end. I don’t know whether I like it. Sometimes you want the album to end where it ended.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Why are you telling me this?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	It’s just because you mentioned reissues.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I don’t see the link between reissues and CDs. Who cares about CDs?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I suppose just middle-aged people like us.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I’m not middle-aged. I’m in the late flowering of youth. You know, it’s funny: there are never any middle-aged souls. You hear about people being young souls, you really hear about people being old souls, but what about middle-aged souls?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	
What about them? 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Nothing. It’s just that you never hear about them.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	And you feel that’s related to your childhood?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No. I just – it’s not – it’s that no one ever talks about it.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Who would be talking about it?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I just think it’s funny.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Like, ha ha?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No, like unusual. Like, hmmm …






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Right …






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	It’s an example of my informing myself of something that’s incredibly interesting, and it’s a thought that probably no one has ever had before.


    I don’t censor myself. I’ll just give myself that thought, and be naked with it. Maybe it’ll form the start of a film. Or a prose poem. Or an email to Steven Berkoff. Maybe I’ll use it as banter if I need to talk to someone but not get close to them.


    The important thing is to plant the seed. Then watch it grow. So the harvest can be rich. 







	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I see.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	No, you don’t. What did I just say?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	That you inform yourself?






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	Don’t paraphrase me. Repeat back to me the precise words I used.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I’m not sure –






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	You see? You’re just like all the rest. You’re just like those stupid kids who wouldn’t admit how much they would miss me.






	 

	 

	 






	He is spitting with anger now.






	 

	 

	 






	AYOADE

	 

	I prayed every day that they’d all die, and I hope you die too – not just eventually – but suddenly and brutally, when you least expect it.


    I’m going now, and I’d appreciate it if you didn’t try to follow me.
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