The Novel as Collage

REVIEW BY B. DAURIO

Making Movies, David Halliday, Press Porcepic, 113 pp., $9.95 paper (ISBN 0-88878-209-8), 1983.

Making Movies is a brilliant book. OrL the cover, beautifully designed by Ken Seabrook, it is called simply “fic​tion by David Halliday”, but it is really a post-modern novel—not a novel in the conventional sense, but by its power of evocation.

Those familiar with Halliday’s work will know that he is a collage artist as well as a writer. His collages have appeared in many publications, and as an integral part in his earlier Coach House Press book, Murder. This book is a step in a- slightly dif​ferent direction; there are no visual collages included in the text, but the entire novel is a collage.


Making Movies is presented as the third in a series of BBC productions about the Fathers of World Cinema. The Father in question is Samuel Bremmer, a Canadian producer and director who scraped together funding, and acting company and distribution for his films through sheer obsessive effort. The body of the novel is divided into seven sections, each dealing with one of Bremmer’s films. These sections are further split into two separate columns: on one side of the page a description of the film being discussed, and on the other, opinions, philosophizing, and reminiscences of the people who were involved in the films’ creation.


The people, from Samuel Brem​mer to the actors and set designers , are a humane and honest lot. With the familiarity and subjectivity of long and tumultuous association, they describe their motivations, ​fights and love affairs, and their parts in each of the seven films. 


The films themselves are described in what must be called efficient narrative poetry, for want of better words. The left hand column is never more than six words long, and the longest ‘script” is only twenty-two pages, yet Halliday has managed not only to give the impression to the reader of having seen entire films, but to make them wonderfully original. Halli​day begins with more or less conventional story lines (the famous actress controlled by her manager, the gangster, the good cowboy, the wagon train, the hero pilot) and has twisted them into stories about Brem​mer, circumspectly and by implication  into knowledgeable com​ments on the cinema itself, among other things. On their own, the scripts are good poetry:



Sam and the woman 



are asleep




Nick on guard




shakes himself




from a dream 




opens his pack




reaches in




for the gold




from the city 




he finds



ice.    .
Scene 24 “The City of Gold”


I hesitate to describe too much of this smalI book to the prospective reader for  fear of spoiling the cumulative im​pact, but I will say that the interwoven effect of the scripts with the comments on the principals is charming, ironic, telling and moving.


I have been given the impression that reading Making Movies is a very serious affair. This is the way it affected me. Halliday treats may questions about the nature of art and the artist, particularly the possible dangerous and detrimental effects art can have on its proponents. Bremmer leaves quite a trail of human wreckage and guilt. But the novel can be read as entertainment; it is charming throughout and satirical:



BREMMER:… I think the gun has represented in American life, what the pamphlet has represented in Europeans.


Making Movies is one of the best novels I have read in a long time. It has just enough love for and distance from its subject. Press Porcepic’s press release promises a videotape commissioned especially to accompany Halliday’s promotional tour; if it has half the quality of this book, it will be something to look forward to with glee and impatience.

