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"I was relatively wealthy for the first time in my life and realised that this might be my only chance to make a feature. Almost everyone said I was insane, suicidal, deluded, etc, and that it's impossible to make a film for less than £200,000 even in Romania. I had barely a third of that. There were many times when I seriously doubted what I was doing. I often thought of just buying a flat, as almost everyone advised. But I asked myself, 'Should I buy myself a one-bedroom flat in Bracknell or should I make a revenge film in Transylvania?' I think the main thing that kept me going was knowing that if I bought a flat, I would always wonder, 'What if?' Even if I failed, I would know I tried my very best. Even though I got to know the Hungarian translation quite well, I felt very helpless if the actors wanted to improvise certain parts. For me, this film represents a movie Transylvania - but not in the Dracula sense. Everything is heightened - the goat bells, crickets, wind. It's a conglomeration of what I felt as an outsider. "To help the certain intense atmosphere I wanted to capture, I listened to Pornography by the Cure and Suicide by Suicide on headphones endlessly during the writing process. I also watched Charles Laughton's Night of the Hunter and Paradjanov's Shadows of Our Forgotten Ancestors again and again. All the ingredients for the film were in these and the Popol Vuh soundtrack to Herzog's Nosferatu. The shoot was difficult, but not as bad as expected. We had a very short and intense period of many people living together in one house with no beds, only sleeping bags, and one bathroom in a small village in the Carpathian mountains. There was just one grocery store and a small bar. The period up until the end of shooting was very romantic and exhilarating for all of us. There was a strong feeling of 'us against them' because we were outside the film industry. We really wanted to work within the industry, but we never got that chance. Now I'm glad it worked out that way. I just can't imagine how the shoot would have been if we turned up in trucks and taxis with line producers from Soho bringing their supplies of sushi and pomegranate juice. The film was made completely independently for around £25,000 with a very small crew of 11 people including transport and catering. I paid everyone on the shoot out of my own pocket, apart from the focus-puller, who agreed to work for free.”
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"That was the best time. But what is usually ignored by newspaper articles on the making of films is the paralysing fear when you get home and wait and wait for something to happen. Film-making isn't difficult: it's the waiting and fear of failure that is. It was during post-production that the rot set in. My inheritance money was quickly drying up. I had to put the film on hold for eight months and go back to Reading to find a job. If I'd known it would be only eight months, I would have coped, but I assumed it was the end. People ask me how I survived shooting in the Carpathian mountains. What they should really ask me is how I survived living in Reading afterwards. I was out of money and luck. I had made a feature film but couldn't afford to edit it. It was a terrible period of depression and frustration. I approached many production companies and the reaction was always negative. An obscure film by an unknown director, not made in English, seemed to put off UK investors. With digital technology, everyone has a film in their pocket. How are you going to convince producers to spend an hour watching what you've shot when hundreds of others are doing the same? I'm not trying to put people off making films, but when you see how many hundreds of people are hustling at festivals and elsewhere just to have their work looked at, it's quite daunting. I was very naive, thinking that if I sent a rough DVD copy to festivals, it would be accepted. My God, was I wrong! I returned to Budapest and got a job teaching English, which I’m is still doing. I've always had to balance projects with normal jobs to survive, but it's very difficult to find the mental energy to write when you get home from work. During the darkest days of post-production, I craved a producer to take the weight off my shoulders. In the meanwhile, I was approaching as many people as possible - until finally two Romanian producers, Oana and Tudor Giurgiu, paid attention. They saw the rough cut and came on board as co-producers, providing the funds to make a proper sound mix and blow-up from the Super 16mm negatives. It was then snapped up by a French distributor at the Berlin film festival. The lesson is that without a producer, the film would never have been properly finished, nor exist in the public domain. The biggest irony about recent events is that I haven't changed, but I'm viewed more sympathetically by certain people, whereas a year ago, I was essentially seen as a leech. 'Oh God, it's that kid from Reading always hassling me to see his film.'" 

thanks to Ronald Burgan at The Guardian for the quotes                                                                                           steve payne

