Priloha — text originalu










the princess diarist

with the director Brian De Palma. Brian
ting his horror film Carrie, and they both required

was CasSuUliR . ;

<« hetween the age of eighteen and twenty-two. I

an actre:
o right age at the right time, so I read for both George

v W hh’!l he h(‘ld

was th

and Brian. .
George had directed two other feature films up till then,

THX 1138, starring Robert Duvall, and American Graffiti,
starring Ron Howard and Cindy Williams. The roles I met
with the two directors for that first day were Princess Leia
in Star Wars and Carrie in Carrie. I thought that last role
would be a funny casting coup if I got it: Carrie as Carrie
in Carrie. I doubt that that was why I never made it to
the next level with Carrie—but it didn’t help as far as I was
concerned that there would have to be a goofy film poster
advertising a serious horror film.

I sat down before the two directors behind their respec-
tive desks. Mr. Lucas was all but mute. He nodded when 1
entered the room, and Mr. De Palma took over from there.
He was a big man, and not merely because he spoke more—
or spoke, period. Brian sat on the left and George on the
right, both bearded. As if you had two choices in director
sizes. Only I didn’t have the choice—they did. 7

Brian cleared his bigger throat of bigger things and said,
“So 1 see here you've been in the film Shampoo?”
I'knew this, so I simply nodded, my face in a tight white-
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the princess diarist

h is too bad because she’s a great actress.

her, whic
actor and he also wrote the movie,

with
And Warren is a great
‘.‘m] Robert Towne, which is why they both worked with
me. With food. It sounded a lot more natural when you
talk with food in your mouth. Not that you do that in your

movies. Maybe in the scary movie, but I don’t know the

food situation in space.” The meeting seemed to be going

better.

“What have you done since Shampoo?” George asked.

I repressed the urge to say I had written three sympho-
nies and learned how to perform dental surgery on mon-
keys, and instead told the truth.

“I went to school in England. Drama school. I went to
the Central School of Speech and Drama.” I was breathless
with information. “I mean I didn’t just go, I'm still going.
I'm home on Christmas vacation.”

I stopped abruptly to breathe. Brian was nodding, his
eyebrows headed off to his hair in something like surprise.
He asked me politely about my experience at school, and I
responded politely as George watched impassively. (I would

come to discover that George’s expression wasn't indiffer-
ent or anything like it. It was shy and discerning, among
many other things, including intelligent, studious, and—
and a word like “darling.” Only not that word, because its
too young and androgynous, and besides which, and most

important, George would hate it.)
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the princess diarist

jown between chaoses to find, to her relief, that her
ing ac

dress wasn't torn.

: have no recollection now of how I felt reading the two
scenes. I can only assume I beat myself up loud and long.
Did they like me? Did they think I was fat? Did they think
' looked like a bowl of oatmeal with features? Four little
dark dots in one big flat pale face (“Me pale face—you
Tonto”). Did they think I looked pretty enough? Was I lik-
able enough for me to relax at all? Not on your life. Because
(a) there was no relaxing anywhere in my generdl area, and
(b) there was no relaxing anywhere in show business.r
But George must have thought I did well enough to have
me back. They sent me the Star Wars script so I could prac-
tice it before the last reading. I remember opening the ma-
nila envelope it came in very carefully, one edge at a time,
before removing its unknown cargo. It didn't look any dif-
ferent from other scripts—cardboard-like paper on each
end, protecting the ordinary paper v_vithi_nécovered in ant-
like scratches of letters. I don’t know why, but I wanted to
read this screenplay out loud. |
Enter Miguel Ferrer. Miguel wasn't certain that he
wanted to be an actor yet—like me. But we were both in-
trigued enough that we continued exploring. Like me, he
came from a show business background. His father was the
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the princy

named Leia would get to do th

Jo this! Maybe—if T was lucky- I
and Chewbacca (Chewie!) from
wherever theyd tortured me, wﬂ

hew—who they hired to play Chewie:
due to his extreme height of ov

my weight, as everyone
remains, of the “any kind”

But I can s‘a_ife’ly ;sé.y __tha.t:ggy
feisty Princess Leia would've

because once Peter was
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the princess diarist

“No! I'm not! I'm not nice! Ask anyone—theyll tell you!”

“So there I'd be, working on Miss Leigh’s lipstick for nigh
on two hours—for the film was being shot in Technicolor
and the lips had to be very red but the skin slightly gray.”

I grimaced. “Gray?!”

Stuart laughed as he moved to my other cheek. “’Twas to
do with the four-step color process of Technicolor. They
don’t use it these days—too complicated.” My eyebrows
were next to receive his cinematic enhancement. “So there
I am. It took me all of two hours to do Miss Leigh’s lips just
right, and don’t you know, I'm just about finished and there
she is, camera ready, and who comes in but his lordship.
Only he wasn't his lordship then, of course, he was just that
new actor Larry Olivier. Most called him Larry then—but
to strangers or fans he was Laurence Olivier, up-and-
coming star-to-be. Whatever you called him, though, he
came and swooped down, kissing her the'n and there. All
my work—hours of it, like I told you—out the window, and
nothing for it but to start all over again.”

He shrugged. “Nothin’ to be done about it. They were in
love and that'’s all there was to it. Youre only young once, so

they tell me. Shame, but there it is.”
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