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	1. 

wind

a pilgrim

across a cold

barren flatland

in search of shelter

small plants

huddle

close to the ground

sky dark

clouds climbing

higher and higher

falling over each other

like wolves

ravenous.

2.

snow falls

quietly crawling

across the wasteland

like an ant

across a parking lot

a wagon

a wagon 

ridden by

a woman

pulled by

two mules

accompanied by

two men

stop here 

for the night 

a man called

Sam mumbles.

3.

a fire

flames lick

the night sky

as if they have

an appetite

for darkness

we shouldn’t have

come this way

the woman trembles

tightening a blanket

around her shoulders

the other man

Nick

sits sipping

his coffee

warms his feet

by the fire

his eyes falling

deep deep

into the night

icicles hanging

from his beard.

4.

three figures

nestling around a fire

at a distance

are the stomachs

of death

some are lying down

relaxing

others pace back and

forth nervously

young cubs frolic

young mothers

drool.

5. 

fire shinks

darkness stronger

wolves bolder

one of the wolves

crawls

up to the woman

and sniffs

at her face

the woman wakes

and screams

Nick and Sam

shaken from their sleep

grab their rifles

shoot

simultaneously

the wolf cries out

climbs up

into the sky

trying to escape

collapses

to the ground.

6. 

the next day

the three move on

doesn’t seem

we have moved 

at all

Nick says

don’t tell

my feet

that

Sam replies.

7.

one of the mules

drops

dead

exhaustion

Nick says

i could be next

Sam replies.

8.

continue on

leaving behind

the dead

animal

the wolves

fight over.

9.

camp that evening

will they keep

their distance

the woman pleads

as long as we keep

fire in the wood

and

fire in our guns

Sam grins.

10.

next morning

the remaining food

is packed on a 

single mule

the wagon

a family photograph

a pile of clothes

bed pan

a wood stove

are left behind.

11.

wolves enter

the now abandoned 

camp

one sniffs the bed pan

two others

tug

at a dress

ripping it

another tries on

an easter bonnet.

12.

another camp

the woman

is rubbing her legs

Sam is

smoking his pipe

Nick 

feeding the fire

are they still

out there

Nick asks

yup

Sam replies

probably comparing

recipes

the woman 

turns on Sam

i think you’re

enjoying this

savouring it

because i preferred

your brother 

to you.

13.

another day

the endless tundra

on and on and

14.

three figures

are heading

toward

a bright yellow glow

on the horizon.

15.

a city of gold

growing out of

a glazier

16.

the dream of death

Sam mutters

dream of death

the woman cries

that’s what

the Indian called

it

the dream of death

Sam says

chewing on his pipe

except

we’re not dreaming

Nick laughs

and I can

smell the gold.

17. 

the face of the

glacier

a sheer cliff

flow of 

melted ice frozen

into steps

leaving the mule

behind

the three ascend.

18.

after a tiring climb

the three

collapse on the

top step

we’ve done it

the woman cries

in a laugh

we’ve got company

Sam grunts

surrounding the three

are armoured giants

in animal skins

giants with

flowing yellow hair

white skin

sharp blue eyes

we’re friends

the woman smiles

nervously

one of the giants

growls 

the woman faints.

19.

the woman wakes

looks across

the room

Sam and Nick

are sitting on cushions

at a low level table

covered with

fruits meats vegetables

and carafes of wine

is this real

the woman sighs

Sam looks at the woman

grins holding his stomach

if this is a dream

it sure is a 

filling one

the room glows gold

statues of wolves

in ivory

bowls and plates

embossed with gems

tapestry gold and silver

woven exotic flowers

painted scenes

battles between

Indians and wolves

the woman joins

Nick eating

Sam leans back

and fills his 

pipe.

20.

from behind

a wall hanging

steps

a short black man

white beard

white robe

gathered and fastened

by a clasp

the three look up

stunned into silence

are you pleased

the dwarf smiles

compliments

to the chef

Sam nods

who are you

and 

how do we

get out of here

the woman asks

questions questions

the dwarf laughs

gold teeth sparkling

have we been so

inhospitable

i shall return

tomorrow

and then bowing

the little black man

disappears

behind a curtain.

21.

we have to leave

we have to escape

to slip out

when the day

is asleep

22. 

we’ll be rich

as kings

Nick says

holding up a 

golden cup

I wonder

Sam says

the fire in his pipe

crackling digestion

in the dream of death

the Indian said

there is a

city of gold

and giants

with skin

white as snow

when the gold

leaves the city

it turns into ice

when the giants

leave the city

they turn into wolves

gold is gold

Nick replies.

23.

that evening

the three creep out

of the palace

down darkened alleys

along a golden highway

to the gates

of the city

from the sockets

of shadows

eyes watch

their flight.

24.

Sam and the woman

are asleep

Nick on guard

shakes himself

from a dream

opens a pack

reaches in 

for the gold

from the city

he finds

ice.

25.

THIEVES

Nick cries

jumping to his feet

rushing out

into the darkness

firing his gun

Sam and the woman

wake up 

to the sounds

of gunfire

and the cries

and howls

of wolves

save him save him

the woman 

screams

and become a 

meal myself

Sam barks

in reply.

26.

Sam and the woman

next day

trudge on

wolves close behind

their appetites

whetted

it was a dream

Sam mumbles

into his pipe

it was a dream

but whose.

27.

sitting by a 

fire Sam

cradling a rifle

the woman

lies in her blanket

praying to the flames

i wish

i could climb

inside your belly.

28.

sunlight startled

Sam wakes up

the woman 

has disappeared

dragged off

in the night

without a sound

gluttons

Sam cries out.

29.

Sam shoots 

the mule

sorry fella

I gotta eat too.

30.

Sam smokes

his pipe

by the fire

snow falls

heavily

must remember

to go to the

tobacconist

tomorrow.

31.

all the next day

Sam gathers

wood

one eye

on the wolves

one hand

on his gun.

32.

Sam builds

a fire

in a circle

climbs inside

the fort of flames

gun in hand

pipe in mouth.

33.

fire ebbs

wolves creep closer

in a rage

Sam jumps

to his feet

bullets bursting

from his gun

into the darkness

flames shrink

Sam grins

bon appetit

he salutes.

34.

snow stops falling

smoke rises

from dead flames

in the eye

of the ashes

lies a rifle

and a pipe

the air is crisp

and clear

the sun rises

fat and golden

the wind howls

the wolves sleep.

THE END


	SAMUEL BREMMER: I took a ride up to Churchill on the rail, the North Pole Express. It’s the only way you can get to Churchill by land. Train travels about forty miles an hour. At top speed. Usually goes slower. And it stops periodically when people wave it down. Like you’d wave a bus down in the south. .. Carries mostly freight and Indians. It’s not so much a train trip as a way of life.. . One In​dian stared at my gear for a while and asked if I was going hunting. Told him I was going up to shoot the tundra, to film snow. He looked at me for a very long time before he spoke again. Your snow no good? he said quite seriously. The snow in the south is shit, I re​plied. There was another long pause before he responded with a smile. I myself have been of that opinion for some time, he said. After this break​through the Indian and I introduced ourselves. His name was George although all his friends called him Eisenhower. He had worked for the American forces during the war watching out for German submarines in Hudson Bay. I used Eisenhower and two of his friends in a lot of the distant footage in the film. When we finished making the movie I returned to Churchill with a copy of the film to show Eisenhower. When he saw himself he refused to believe it was him. My legs are not so short, he claimed...

SET DESIGNER: All the camp scenes were shot in a huge freezer they had at the Canada Packers down on St. Clair Avenue.’ We were lucky: there were plans to tear it down. We didn’t need many props except snow. By putting mirrors on the walls and by shooting from certain angles we created quite an effective illusion of depth... We could have shot all the scenes in another theatre, faking the snow and sky but there is no way to fake peoples’ breaths, those clouds coming out of the actors’ mouths. Bub​bles, Mr Bremmer called them. . . It wasn’t difficult to find mules, and the wolves we got from the old Riverdale Zoo. . . We had some minor problems with the wolves. At first they would only pace back and forth like mechan​ical toys. The influence of their confinement for so long. And Mr Bremmer insisted that a keeper from the zoo be present at all times with a loaded rifle. Mr Bremmer was terribly frightened of dogs... The only real trouble we had was with the cameras. They kept freezing up. Finally we put them inside heated glass booths. But the glass kept fogging up. Conse​quently we were forced to film in very short takes. Later Mr Bremmer claimed that this was a technique, an artistic technique. All of us who were there had a good laugh over that...

SAMUEL BREMMER: Our second child, Sandra, was born during the filming of The City. This was a tremen​dous burden on my wife. I’m afraid that I wasn’t much help. I asked Bar​bara if she’d take care of David, our first born, while my wife was in the hospital. God, did she get angry. I’m an actress, she screamed, not a baby​sitter. She still believes that her refusal to take care of David cost her the only female part in the film. I thought she was too inexperienced to play the part. And far too beautiful. I told her this and it helped mollify her. I needed a face that looked more lived in. Since the dialogue in the film was so sparce, eyes were all important. The camera saw only innocence in Barbara’s eyes...

SCREENWRITER: The first thing I asked Mr Bremmer when we began work on the rough draft was what were these people doing out there in that wilderness? He said it didn’t mat​ter. I disagreed. An audience, it seems to me, has to believe in the possibility of events as they unfold. There must be a landscape, a historical theatre in which the story is told. Mr Bremmer just stared at me for a long time. He has a way of looking at you that makes you feel as if you have just uttered the most incredibly stupid thing. I never asked another question...

SCREENWRITER: I don’t know if this was his normal practice. We talked about the possibilities of the story. He took notes on a deck of cards. When all the cards were filled, he dealt out a hand of poker. These five cards were what we based our script upon. God, he said, plays with dice.. . I wouldn’t say my contribu​tion to the film was much to speak of. I think the only reason I was hired was because 1 could type...

SAMUEL BREMMER: A very dangerous scene. We put the carcass of an old steer from the packing house on the set, figuring we’d shoot the wolves sniffing at it. But they went wild, into a frenzy of chewing and rip​ping at the animals’ flesh. We had some very anxious moments. The wolves could have turned on us. Still we kept filming...

SIR JOHN BIRD: Sammy asked me to play the character Sam with an upper-crust English accent. With the charac​teristic British humour. . . well, I know from living in London for thirty-five years that the English have no sense of humour. What people mistake for irony is a mixture of British melan​choly and English weather. I told this to Sammy. He said we weren’t dealing with reality; we’re in the dream busi​ness. Besides, Americans think the British have a dry sense of humour, and the yankees are the ones who buy movie tickets…

SIR JOHN BIRD: About this time I received a letter from Her Majesty’s Service stating that I was to be knighted. What a shock.. A delightful shock.. I wanted to leave immediately for England. Sammy said I had to wait until the film was finished...

ANTHONY WHALE: I began to feel that Sir John, Our Lord, as we began to call him, was upstaging me. He had all the good lines. I felt like a straight man. I stewed over it. Got on my wife’s nerves. She told me to go and talk to Sam instead of taking it out on her. She doesn’t know what Sam is like. Don’t get me wrong. I respect Sam as an artist and after a film is finished you couldn’t meet a gentler more charming fellow. But while we’re shooting he’s a. . . he’s a bastard. There’s no other way to put it...
SAMUEL BREMMER: This is the only scene with extensive dialogue. I wanted to keep everything in the film sparse, the landscape, the dialogue, the acting. I wanted no fat. That’s why we filmed in black and white. I was almost convinced that I should do the whole film without dia1ogue, but Sir John refused to act in the film if there was no dialogue. I can’t act with​out opening my mouth, he said. It’s like making love to a woman with your knickers on.

SET DESIGNER: We built a little city, a miniature, out of cardboard and painted it gold. When Mr Bremmer saw it he wasn’t pleased. When we film it, he said, it’s going to look like a cardboard city painted gold. He said I’d have to come up with something better. I was at a loss. The set de​signer before me had only lasted one film and it looked like I was going to suffer the same fate. I figured I’d soon be back dressing windows at Eaton’s. I went over to the Pilot Tavern, the old Pilot on Yonge Street, and started drinking. It came to me about my fifth scotch. Ice. That was the answer. So a bunch of friends from the Art College and I, got a truck load of ice sent to the freezer we were filming in and we sculpted out a city in a glacier. It was about six feet high and very realistic. To make it look golden we put a yellow light in its base and then filmed it at high speed so that the light didn’t have time to melt it. By playing the film at regular speed and projecting it onto a screen, we were able to shoot the three characters gazing at the city... Mr Bremmer was very pleas​ed. When the picture ended, I got the axe nevertheless...

SAMUEL BREMMER: They were recruited from the University of To​ronto football team. They looked more terrifying than they sounded. Some of their voices were still changing. As I recall they won the national cham​pionship that year in a snow blizzard.

MAURICE DUBOIS: I played the part of the dwarf on my knees. Through the use of camera angles we were able to make me appear quite small. I suppose I should have seen the part as demeaning, but you must re​member that this was the mid-sixties when black consciousness was not yet so fashionable, and, well, it was a job. I saw the dwarf as a kind of devil, a mix​ture of innocence with deception and cruelty. I think evil is always inno​cent, it’s a form of egotism, a self-de​ception, a naivety regarding the true meaning of existence. That is what Sam told me, word for word. I memor​ized it for just such an occasion as this.

MAURICE DUBOIS: I know what the magazines and the trade papers have said about Barbara. Barbara was very sweet, young, innocent and very ambitious. I was like a big brother for her... Yes. We were all close. In those days we were all cheerleaders for each other…

BARBARA HARRIS: Why should I hide it? I was very depressed. De​pressed is hardly the word for it. I was sure that Mr Bremmer had given the part to Lesja because I wouldn’t take care of his little brat David. I wanted that part so much. Look, I knew I only had a few good years left. An actress has only a few prime years. Finished by the time she’s thirty. If it wasn’t for Maurice I don’t know what I would have done...

LESJA BROWN: I’ve always enjoyed working with Sam. Over the years we’ve developed a very close artistic relationship. We can almost read each others minds. I know instinctively what Sam wants and I try, within the limits of my talents, to deliver.

SAMUEL BREMMER: You’re going to get a certain amount of friction any​time you assemble people in a group, for whatever purpose. I tried to keep everyone happy. Those who were not in the film I asked to be patient. Your time will come. What was important, I emphasized, was the film. . . My wife was quite sick for a while after Sandra was born. I would never have started making the film had I known before​hand. But once I began, I couldn’t stop. There was too much at stake...

BARBARA HARRIS: Things got worse. I was lonely, frustrated, bored, nothing to do but sit there everyday watching them film and doing small er​rands. I had sweated through three years of drama school to freeze to death in a meat packing plant. And each day I watched Lesja ruining my part as the woman. Finally I couldn’t take it any longer. I cornered Lesja. We were alone. I started accusing her of earning the role on her back. Telling her how she was blowing the role, botching it up. She started screaming at me and I at her. It was lucky that Maurice came in and separated us or else we might’ve come to blows... Lesja never told Mr Bremmer about our fight. In fact she went out of her way, after that, to be kind to me. Mr Bremmer never realized, I think, how close he came to losing his leading lady to a right hook. Mr Bremmer was like that about a lot of things. Innocent. Naive.

MAURICE DUBOIS: She told you that? Well, it was nothing. She was depressed. And Barbara tends to be a bit melodramatic about these things. You know how some women are...

SIR JOHN BIRD: Sammy only talked about politics once. To my recollect​ion. He said that the nation state was a garment waiting for the great man to put it on...

SAMUEL BREMMER: I think the film is about lust. The lust for money, or fame, or pleasure, or power. It doesn’t matter which. Lust kills you. It’s a kind of insanity. No reason is given for the characters being where they are. The audience is introduced to a situation, which at the outset seems insane. I did not want any reasons for the three being where they were... Obviously there is a rea​son why they are. That reason is lust. That is the meaning, I believe, of the dream of death. All animals go hungry, grow ravenous with appetite. Man is the only animal who satiated, lusts. How many times have you seen hap​pily married men make fools of them​selves over a younger woman?... In the film I wanted the audience to see lust, not as an abstraction, but as a concrete entity. The wolves play this role... All of us at one time or another are victims of lust, of our ambitions. Sometimes we are not even aware of our insanity...

LESJA BROWN: During the making of the film Sam and I used to drop into the Pilot to unwind. On one occasion I remember asking him if he shouldn’t be spending more time with his wife, who was quite ill. For a very long time he just stared at me. There were tears in the corners of his eyes. Yes, he said. Yes. She’d like that. She never asks but.., every morning I leave her. I go to work thinking about her. But when we’re shooting, when I step onto the set, there’s never a single moment when. . . it’s like she’s completely dis​appeared...
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