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The Making of


THE INNER LIFE OF MARTIN FROST





CELINE CURIOL* You already wrote part of Martin Frost’s story in The Book of Illusions. Why go back to it, expand it, and turn it into a screenplay?


PAUL AUSTER The Inner Life of Martin Frost has had a rather complicated history. In 1999, I was approached by a German producer to make a thirty-minute film for a series she was putting together of twelve short films by twelve different directors on the subject of men and women, so-called ‘Erotic Tales’. I was intrigued by the proposal and decided to take the plunge. It was early in the year, I remember, February or March, and I sat down and wrote my little script, which came to about thirty pages. Since the budget was going to be low, I confined myself to just two actors and one location – an isolated house in the country. The story of Martin Frost, a writer, and a mysterious woman who turns out to be his muse. A fantastical story, really, more or less in the spirit of Nathaniel Hawthorne. But Claire isn’t a traditional muse. She’s an embodiment of the story Martin is writing, and the more he writes, the weaker she becomes – until, when he comes to the last word of the text, she dies. He finally figures out what has been happening and burns the manuscript in order to bring her back to life. That’s where the short version ended – with Martin bringing Claire back to life.


What was the response from the German producer?


Very positive. Everyone liked the script, and I went ahead and began making preparations to shoot the film. Willem Dafoe and Kate Valk – the great actress from the Wooster Group – were going to be my cast. Peter Newman, the producer of all the previous films I’d worked on, was again going to produce. We made an itemized budget and were starting to look for a house to film in when negotiations with the German company broke down. They wanted to release the money to us in three stages: one-third on signing the contract, one-third when we started shooting, and one-third when we were finished – and they approved the film. This last point worried me. What if they didn’t like what I did and rejected the results? One-third of the budget would be lacking, and suddenly Peter would be in the position of having to pay off tens of thousands of dollars from his own pocket. I didn’t want to put him at risk like that, and so I backed out of the project. The thing that clinched it for me was a conversation I had with Hal Hartley. He had just finished shooting one of the twelve films for the series, and lo and behold, the German producer was insisting that he make changes, putting Hal in exactly the same mess I was afraid of getting us into. His advice to me was to pull out, and that’s what I did. In the end, it was probably all for the best. For the fact was that not long after I finished writing the short version of Martin Frost, I began thinking I should extend it into a full-length feature film. Martin brings Claire back to life – and then what? That’s where the story would start to get even more interesting, I felt. So I sketched out a plan for the rest of the film – nothing definite yet, but a stack of notes to mull over for the future. Then I put it all away and started writing The Book of Illusions, which had been brewing inside me for a long time, close to ten years. That was the summer of 1999, and I finished the manuscript two years later, exactly one month before the attack on the World Trade Center. Toward the end of the book, David Zimmer, the narrator, gets to see one of Hector Mann’s late films shot in the New Mexico desert. For numerous reasons, The Inner Life of Martin Frost seemed to be the perfect story to use at this point in the novel, so I adapted the short version of the script and put it in.


Did you make many changes?


Nothing essential, really. The action had to be shifted to 1946, for example. The location had to move to Hector’s house in New Mexico. The film had to be shot in black and white, and I had to abandon the scenario form and describe the film in prose. Quite a challenge, I might add. Those changes aside, however, the film in the book is very close to the original screenplay.


 Why didn’t you incorporate the longer version into the novel?


I was tempted, but I decided it would take too many pages to do it right, and in the process I would throw off the balance of the narrative.


Why did it take you three years to go back to Martin Frost after you finished the novel?


There were other books I wanted to write, books I had been thinking about for many years, and I was reluctant to leave my room … Now that I think about it, September eleventh probably had something to do with it as well. It hit me very hard, watching it happen from the window of my house in Brooklyn, and the idea of making another film lost its attraction for a while. I wanted to be alone, to think my own thoughts. Directing a film means giving up a good two years of your life, and except for the writing of the screenplay, you’re working with other people all the time. I just wasn’t in the mood for that.


What changed your mind?


The Brooklyn Follies was the fourth novel I’d written in six years, and I think I was feeling a little burned out, not ready to start writing another work of fiction. And Martin Frost was still on my mind. I hadn’t been able to get rid of the story, and so one fine day I decided to take a crack at finishing it.


The entire movie takes place out in the countryside, in a very isolated house. What was the appeal of that isolation and what importance does it have in the film?


To be very blunt, it was largely a question of money. If I was going to get a chance to make another film, I knew it would have to be done on a small scale, with an extremely limited budget. That’s why I wrote it for just four actors and used just three locations: the house and the grounds of the house; the empty road; and for three days at the end of production, a sound stage, where we filmed the dream sequences and the shots of the spinning typewriter. I was trying to be realistic. I’m proud of Lulu on the Bridge, but it turned out to be a commercial failure, and I understood how difficult it would be for me to raise money for a new project. So, to quote a line from Fortunato in the film, I forced myself to ‘think small’. But when it comes to the isolation of the setting – to answer your question at last – I wanted to create an other-worldly ambience, a place that could be anywhere, a place that felt as if it existed outside time. The action unfolds in Martin’s head, after all, and by choosing the house I did, a little domain cut off from the rest of the world, I felt I would be enhancing the interiority of the story.


Why did you shoot in Portugal?


Because the producer of the film, Paulo Branco, is Portuguese. I met Paulo fourteen or fifteen years ago in Berlin – through Wim Wenders, a mutual friend – and we’ve stayed in touch ever since. After Lulu on the Bridge, he told me that if I ever wanted to make another film, all I had to do was call him, and he would produce it. When the script for Martin Frost was finished, I called. We explored the possibility of shooting here in America, but we simply couldn’t find enough money to do it. Paulo has made close to two hundred movies all over Europe, but Portugal is his home base, and he has all the means at his disposal to work inexpensively there – access to equipment, labs, crew, the whole works – and so we decided to go there. You watch the finished film, and you don’t really know where you are. To me, it looks like northern California. And all the props in the movie are American: the brown grocery bag, the house keys, the yellow legal pad, the eight-and-a-half-by-eleven typing paper, the license plates, the books on the shelves, everything.


You put together quite an ensemble of actors. How did you go about casting the film?


In November 2004, just when I was about to start writing the screenplay, I went to France to give a reading tour in five or six cities. In each theater, I would read a couple of paragraphs in English, and then a French actor would read the same passage in translation – and back and forth we’d go until the reading was finished. When my French publisher asked me which French actor I’d like to work with, I suggested Irène Jacob. I had met Irène in 1998 when I went to the Cannes Film Festival with Lulu on the Bridge. One afternoon, we wound up sitting next to each other at lunch, and we had a very good talk. When you see her act in a film like Red or The Double Life of Véronique, her talent and presence on screen are remarkable, but I found her just as remarkable in life. There’s a special quality to Irène, something I’ve never seen in anyone else. A kindness, a goodness, a tenderness – I don’t know what to call it – along with a terrific sense of humor and a startling lack of egoism, which is almost unheard of in an actor. In short, she’s an exceptional person, and I wanted her to read with me. She happened to be eight months pregnant with her second child at the time, which meant she couldn’t go on the tour, but we did the reading in Paris together. A couple of nights later, she invited me to a play she was performing in (yes, acting while eight months pregnant!), and after the play we went out for a drink with some friends. It was raining that night, and she offered to drive me back to my hotel in her car. That was when lightning struck. I looked over at her as she sat behind the wheel, and I realized that I was looking at Claire, the one and only Claire. I said to her: ‘I’m about to start writing a screenplay, and I think I have a part for you. Would you be interested in reading it when I’m finished?’ She said she would, and when I finished it in February, I mailed her the script. A few days later, she called me in New York and said she was in.


What about the others?


Michael Imperioli had auditioned for Smoke in 1994, and even though we didn’t hire him, I was very impressed by his work. I gave him a small part in Lulu on the Bridge, but then something bigger came along for him, and I had to let him go. But I always hoped that one day we would wind up working together. He’s made a great success in The Sopranos, of course, but he told me that the movie scripts he’s sent are uniformly dismal. Cops and robbers, always a cop or a robber, and he turns them all down. He’s so much better than that, with so much more range and intelligence. When I sent him Martin Frost, he accepted right away. One reading, and he was in. As for Sophie, I didn’t meet with any resistance either. I know that some people will say I cast her because she’s my daughter, but that’s not true. There’s no one who could have played the part better than she does – an eighteen-year-old who can both act and sing at that level. I feel lucky to have gotten her at the beginning of what promises to be a fine career. You never know in this business, of course, but there’s a good chance that it won’t be long before people stop thinking of her as my daughter and refer to me as her father.


And your leading man?


Every movie has its problems, and casting Martin proved to be the biggest problem of all. My first choice was Willem Dafoe, who was going to play Martin for the short version in 1999, but he was unavailable. A couple of good actors then turned me down. After that, someone very good accepted with a lot of enthusiasm, but then we ran into scheduling difficulties, and he had to back out. Finally, I found someone else and thought we were home free. The film was set to begin shooting on May eighth. In February, I went to Portugal for the first time and found the house with my first assistant director, Zé Maria Vaz da Silva, and the production designer, Zé Branco. Then I returned to NewYork and worked for the next month with the costume designer, Adelle Lutz, on wardrobe choices for the four actors. The plan was for me to go back to Portugal on April first to begin pre-production. On March fifteenth, just two weeks before I was supposed to leave, Adelle and I did a wardrobe fitting with the actor who was going to play Martin. Something wasn’t right. He was very agitated, not at all himself, and then Adelle and I learned that he was in a bad spot financially. We were making the movie for next to nothing, and all the actors had agreed to work for minimum salaries. Now, suddenly, my distraught Martin let it be known that he couldn’t do the part for so little and needed more money. What could I do? I understood his dilemma, but there was no way we could satisfy his demands. Fortunately, we parted on amicable terms.


How did David Thewlis enter the picture?


That evening, I asked myself the question: if I could get any English-speaking actor in the world to play the part, who would I want? The answer was: David Thewlis. I had met David only once, all the way back in 1997, when I was a member of the jury at Cannes. Mike Leigh was also on the jury that year, and one morning as we were walking along somewhere, David happened to pass by, and Mike introduced us. After that, David and I talked for a little while, and I remember being very touched when he told me that the last three novels he had read had all been written by me. All well and good. At least David Thewlis knew who I was. But how to get in touch with him without going through an agent? And how could I hope that an actor of his ability would be available? I contacted Heidi Levitt in Los Angles, the casting director who had worked on Smoke, Blue in the Face, and Lulu on the Bridge, and asked her if she knew someone who could give her David’s number. Yes, she said, she thought there was someone, and half an hour later she called back with the number. A promising start. The next morning, I called David in London and left a message on his cell-phone. He called back several hours later, and the first thing he told me was that when he heard my message he thought that one of his friends was playing a prank on him. It turned out that for the past several weeks David had been asking around for my telephone number in order to contact me. There was a complicated and funny story he wanted to tell me about one of my books, and he couldn’t believe that I had contacted him.


And then?


The script was e-mailed to David, and the next day he accepted the part. It felt like a miracle, a stroke of astonishing luck. Two and a half weeks later, we met for the first time in Lisbon. He and Irène had both come to rehearse with me for several days, and we hit it off immediately. Not only is he a superb actor, he’s an irresistible person: intelligent, funny, a great raconteur, and kind to everyone around him. And – here’s where it really starts to get interesting – he’s a writer. For five or six years prior to playing a novelist in my movie, David had been writing a novel of his own. Incredibly, he finished the manuscript while we were all in Portugal, just before the first day of shooting.


What were some of the problems you ran into while making the film?


I lost my American D.P. in early April, just one week before he was supposed to join me in Portugal. Paulo sprang right into action and saved the day by finding me Christophe Beaucarne. As soon as Christophe accepted the job, I flew to Paris to meet him. We talked for six or seven straight hours, going over the thirty-page shot list I had put together in New York with the other D.P. This is not to denigrate the man who backed out, but at this point I can’t imagine having made the film with anyone other than Christophe. He’s smart, fast, sensitive, and experienced. And physically one of strongest people I’ve ever known. He was born in Belgium, and after a while David started calling him ‘Muscles from Brussels’. David also told me (and this is someone who’s appeared in close to forty films) that Christophe was the best D.P. he ever worked with. So, another problem solved at the last minute. And then, more recently, after the film had been shot and I returned to New York to begin working with my editor, Tim Squyres, I lost the composer who had agreed to write the score. Music is an essential part of the film. There’s more than forty minutes of it in Martin Frost, and just when he was supposed to start working, the composer bailed out on me because he was backed up on another project – which, rest assured, was paying him a lot more money than our poor little movie ever could. And so there I was, stuck again, trying to think of a replacement. Two or three days later, Sophie turned nineteen, and Wim Wenders called to wish her happy birthday. He’s known her since she was a little tot, and they’re very fond of each other. As it happened, I picked up the phone, and before I passed the receiver to Sophie, I told Wim about losing my composer and asked if he had any suggestions. He did. A man named Laurent Petitgand, who had written the circus music for Wings of Desire and the scores for several of Wim’s movies, including Far Away, So Close. Dear Wim. He was the one who introduced me to Paulo Branco, and now he had just given me my composer. I called Laurent right away, and when he said he was interested in the job (low pay or not), Tim and I express-mailed him a DVD of a rough cut of the film. Laurent watched it, and the next thing I knew, he was in. Like everyone else who wound up working on this project, he accepted immediately, was undeterred by the minuscule salary, and did an outstanding job. I think his score is exceptionally beautiful.


You wore two hats on this movie: writer and director. What are the advantages of doing both? What are the disadvantages?


To tell the truth, I can’t think of a single disadvantage. I’m not a full-time filmmaker, after all, and I tend to think of my occasional forays into the world of movies as an extension of my work as a novelist, as a storyteller. Not all stories should be novels. Some should be plays. Some should be films. Some should be narrative poems. In the case of Martin Frost, it was conceived as a film from the start – just as Smoke and Lulu on the Bridge were. By directing my own screenplay, I profit from the fact that I know the text better than anyone else. I know the rhythm of the words, the rhythm of the images, and I can communicate these things directly to the actors and the crew.


You worked with a British actor and an American actor, a French actress and an American actress. Your crew was Portuguese. Your D.P. was French. Let’s call it an international team. Was communication difficult at times? Was it a help or a hindrance to be collaborating with people who had different working methods?


Actually, communication was never a problem. Three languages were spoken on the set, but English was the principal language. Both Irène and Christophe speak English well, and most of the Portuguese crew had fairly good English. The ones who didn’t know English knew French, but since I speak French, there wasn’t any difficulty. I made a point of speaking in English with Irène from the first moment she accepted the part – to keep her immersed in the language of the film – but naturally, when she and Christophe had a one-on-one conversation, they spoke French. The same with the crew. They spoke in Portuguese with one another, but either in English or in French with me and the actors. There were some funny moments, of course. Zé Maria, the first A.D., calling out before each scene: ‘Let’s rehearsal!’ Or Diana Coelho, the line producer, trying to explain to me that she and another woman were the same age, uttering this immortal sentence: ‘She has my old.’ But I understood exactly what she meant. We were such a small group – the working crew was only about eighteen people – we all became quite close, and while everyone worked very hard – very hard – there was a lot of laughter and goodwill on the set. As for different working methods – all very interesting to me, but since film is an international medium, a universal language, really, the differences are rather nuanced. An alternate method for numbering set-ups in a scene, for example, or the slightly different way the script supervisor wrote up her continuity reports. But there were also many advantages. In America, union rules forbid a D.P. from operating the camera. Not so in Europe – so Christophe operated himself. And while there’s no union in Portugal, there are nevertheless certain unwritten rules. Eleven-hour days, with one hour for lunch. In America, crews work twelve hours. But only five days a week, whereas in Portugal we worked six.


What was your biggest surprise on the set?


The passion and intensity of the crew. The crews I’ve worked with in America have all been good, but much larger, and so inevitably a lot of people wind up standing around and doing nothing for long stretches of time. Because we were so small, everyone was busy from the beginning of the day to the end. People didn’t walk, they ran. I was impressed by how knowledgeable they were and how much they accomplished. In some cases, one person would do the work normally done by three or four people on an American set. I myself like to work intensely, to keep pushing things along. I’m very decisive (I know what I want!) and I’m a stickler for details. The crew seemed to enjoy working at that rhythm, and we actually managed to shoot the film in twenty-five days, not twenty-nine days as originally planned. That allowed me to give the crew two Saturdays off – which was good for morale.


Making a movie on a small budget isn’t easy. Did it force you to restrict yourself a lot? Did it feel like a big constraint? Did it help in any way?


One would always like to have more money, but I must say that I enjoyed the challenge of having to make something with very little. It keeps you sharp, on your toes. The film was designed to be small from the start. The previous scripts I’d written for Smoke and Lulu on the Bridge were quite long – so long that large chunks of filmed material were cut out in the editing room. With Martin Frost, I didn’t have that luxury. The film was literally edited in the script, so that every scene and every word of dialogue wound up in the finished version of the movie. Not one moment deleted. Tim Squyres, my brilliant, irreplaceable editor (who also cut Lulu on the Bridge), edited a big film that came out last year, Syriana. He told me they shot over a million feet of film. With Martin Frost, we shot about eighty thousand feet – including the slow-motion sequences, which eat up film stock at four times the normal rate. The key to pulling off a little film without any resources, I think, is to be prepared. What helped enormously in this case was the rehearsal time I had with the actors before we started shooting. Late last summer, when we were still hopeful that we would begin filming in the fall of ’05 in America, Irène came to NewYork, and the entire cast (with the old Martin) rehearsed for a solid week in Michael Imperioli’s sixty-seat theatre in Manhattan, Studio Dante. All-day sessions, from early in the morning until late in the afternoon. On two different trips to Paris, I worked alone with Irène at her house for several days at a stretch. Then there were the four days with Irène and David in Lisbon at the beginning of April. And finally, at the end of the month, a full week of rehearsal with the whole cast (except Sophie, who was finishing her freshman year of college) in the house where we shot the film. All this made a big difference. I cut many lines from the script, and by the time we started filming, the actors were truly prepared, comfortable in their roles. For the last day of that rehearsal period, I devised a nutty experiment: we shot the entire film on video – in order, scene by scene. It took about eight hours, and we were all exhausted at the end, but I think it gave us a sense of the film as a whole, and we came up with some new ideas for blocking and camera set-ups. That was fundamental, but also having a plan when you show up at the set in the morning, a coherent shot list, and an idea of what you want to accomplish during the hours ahead. Paradoxically, the plan gives you the freedom to be spontaneous, the confidence to change things at the last minute.


How do you see the role of director? Is the focus more on transmitting and putting into images your own vision or is it about coordinating and using the work of an artistic team?


It’s both. It has to be both, because in order to get your vision onto the screen, you need the best work possible from the actors, the D.P., and the crew. Because the scope of Martin Frost was so small, I was personally involved in every aspect of the production. I actually went out shopping for clothes with Adelle, and every picture on the walls of the house, every book on the shelves, every table-cloth and wine glass, I chose with Zé Branco, the production designer. One crazy Sunday during pre-production, when we were still getting the house ready for the film, I walked into the kitchen and decided that I hated the knobs on the cupboard doors and drawers. They were white porcelain spheres that resembled ping-pong balls, and I knew they would look terrible on film – even if you saw them only in the background of a shot. So I unscrewed every damn one of them myself – about fifty or sixty of those hideous ping-pong balls – and stashed them away in a drawer.


How do you reconcile what you want with what is being given to you by the actors and the D.P.?


The director is responsible for everything, and therefore his job is to make every aspect of the film as perfect as possible. If I think something isn’t working, we do it again. And again. And again. We keep on doing it until we get it right. Fortunately for me, the actors and the D.P. on this film were all great artists, and they were as demanding on themselves as I was on myself. There weren’t any conflicts. We all kept working until we were happy with the results.


What do you look for in an actor? What is the most important quality?


A good question – and a difficult one to answer. I suppose it begins with a kind of fascination, a desire to watch the person perform. Why do we find some people compelling, while others leave us cold? Why can some actors break our hearts or make us want to laugh our heads off? It’s a great mystery to me. How do we know when something is funny or not? If people laugh, it’s funny. If they don’t laugh, it’s not funny. But no comedian has ever known in advance what is going to work or not work. That’s why they have to keep trying out their material in front of live audiences. The same with acting. Some people have the gift, others don’t. But when you see someone who’s really good, you recognize it at once. You’re transported, and you can’t take your eyes off them.


You collaborated on two films withWayne Wang, then wrote and directed a film on your own, Lulu on the Bridge. Was this experience different – and if so, how?


Some aspects were quite similar, others vastly different. Working with Tim Squyres and Adelle Lutz, for example, a close rapport with the actors, the D.P., the crew, the immense pleasure of making a film, the hard work – all that was the same. But Lulu was finished eight years ago, and there have been enormous technological changes in filmmaking since then. Not so much with the equipment on the set – we shot Martin Frost on 35 millimetre film, the dolly and the dolly tracks were the same, the lights were the same, the boom was the same, and so on – but the way film is processed and edited is very different now. In the old days, you would do a take of a scene, and if you thought it was good, you would say to the script supervisor, ‘Let’s print that one.’ You don’t print anything any more. The whole day’s shooting is digitally scanned from the negative and turned into a DVD. The old ritual of going to a little screening room at the lab every night to watch the rushes is dead. In Portugal, Christophe and I watched the rushes on a TV monitor in my hotel room. And then there are the advances in editing. Tim and I cut Lulu on an Avid, which was a fairly big machine in 1998. Now he was able to download the entire Avid program into a laptop, and we’ve edited the film in my house! That’s proved to be a great advantage, since I can smoke my little cigars here while we’re working, which keeps me in good spirits. And then, most amazingly, there’s the question of the music. Laurent has been composing on a computer in Paris (we’ll be recording the music with real musicians in a couple of weeks) and e-mailing the cues toTim’s computer – which we then cut into our digitized version of the film. Luddite that I am, I can only gape. It feels as if we’re playing with magic toys.


There are some funny moments in the film. The broken chair, Martin chasing the tire down the road, Fortunato’s stories, the outrageous cowboy suit. And yet other scenes are intensely dramatic, or mysterious, at times even mystical. How do you account for these shifts in tone, the oscillation between humor and drama? What role does comedy play in your work – and in Martin Frost in particular?


Life is both tragic and funny, both absurd and profoundly meaningful. More or less unconsciously, I’ve tried to embrace this double aspect of experience in the stories I’ve written – both novels and screenplays. I feel it’s the most honest, most truthful way of looking at the world, and when I think of some of the writers I like best – Shakespeare, Cervantes, Dickens, Kafka, Beckett – they all turn out to be masters of combining the light with the dark, the strange with the familiar. The Inner Life of Martin Frost is a very curious story. A story about a man who writes a story about a man who writes a story – and the story inside the story, the film we watch from the moment Martin wakes up to find Claire sleeping beside him to the moment Martin stops typing and looks out the window, is so wild and implausible, so crazy and unpredictable, that without some doses of humor, it would have been unbearably heavy. At the same time, I think the funny bits underscore the pathos of Martin’s situation. The tire scene, for example. The viewer knows that Claire has just left the car and run off into the woods, and here comes Martin pushing a tire down the road, unaware that the woman he loves has just disappeared – and suddenly the tire gets away from him. It’s classic silent comedy: man versus object. He runs after the tire – only to have it bounce off a stone and knock him to the ground. Funny, but also pathetic. The same goes for Fortunato, with all his weird comments, bad jokes, and ridiculous short stories. He shows up when Martin is at his most abject, suffering over the loss of Claire, and amusing as I find this character to be, his presence underscores the powerful loneliness that has enveloped Martin. The saddest scene in the film is also one of the funniest: when Martin practices Screwdriver Darts on his own. The poor man is so lost, he doesn’t know what to do with himself any more.


Screwdriver Darts. Where did you come up with that idea?


The inspiration came from something that happened in my childhood. I was ten or eleven years old, and one day after school I went back to the house of my best friend. For some reason, he had decided to set up his bedroom in the basement, and there we were, sitting in that room, which had soft, knotty-pine walls, throwing a screwdriver and trying to get it to stick in the wood. Don’t ask me why we were doing it. That’s all I remember. Throwing the screwdriver and trying to get it to stick in the wood. Neither one of us could do it. We threw the screwdriver ten times, twenty times, thirty times, with no success at all. Then my friend’s older brother came downstairs and poked his head in the door. He must have been about fourteen and was much bigger and stronger than we were. ‘What are you two idiots up to?’ he asked. We explained that we were trying to get the screwdriver to stick in the wall, but it couldn’t be done, it was physically impossible. ‘Of course it’s possible,’ my friend’s brother said. ‘Do you want to bet?’ Naturally we wanted to bet, since we were convinced we would win. The stakes were set at five dollars, a tremendous amount of money for a kid back then, the equivalent of ten or twenty weeks’ allowance. We gave the screwdriver to the brother, who was still standing by the door, and without even pausing to think, he raised the thing behind his head and let off a fiendishly powerful throw. The screwdriver sailed clear across the room, and then, bang, it stuck in the wall. It left an indelible impression on me. And that was how Screwdriver Darts was born. I’m hoping it will catch on after the movie comes out and that Screwdriver Darts leagues will be set up all around the world.


The pivotal scene in the film is when Claire dies and Martin brings her back to life by burning the pages of his story. Do you think writing is a dangerous weapon? Can it kill?
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