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					Steven Spielberg works in his office on the Universal lot, early 1970s.
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			It Began as It Would End—with a Crash

		

		
			Philadelphia, Pennsylvania—1952

			The young boy was expecting an exciting time. His dad had promised to take him to see the circus, after all, and remembering his previous trip to the big top, five-year-old Stevie Spielberg already had anticipatory images of elephants, lions, and clowns parading around in his head.

			Arnold Spielberg, Stevie’s father, parked the family car and led his son by the hand to a building with an outsized marquee that promised “The Greatest Show on Earth” above its entrance. Stevie and Arnold took their place in a bustling line of people. As they stood waiting, Stevie sized up the building. It was certainly large, as most buildings were from the vantage of such a small boy, but where could the circus big top be inside such a place? How did they fit all of the animals and circus performers inside?
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			After about an hour and a half of waiting in line, Arnold and Stevie reached the box office, where Arnold bought two tickets, and then made their way into the dark recesses of the building. The crowd they moved in was ushered through a row of doors, into a dimly lit and cavernous hall. As they passed through the threshold, Stevie held his breath with excitement, expecting the candy-colored wonders of the circus to reveal themselves to him: carnival streamers, daring acrobats and mighty strongmen, brave lion tamers and fearless fire eaters. He anticipated the dull smell of sawdust on the ground, and firm wooden bleachers in the round where everyone had a great view of the center ring. Once his eyes adjusted to the shadowy room, however, his young heart deflated in disappointment. They were in a long, lifeless rectangular room full of folding chairs in neat rows, all facing forward to a wall covered floor to ceiling by thick, burgundy curtains.

			“To go into this big cavernous hall and there’s nothing but chairs and they’re all facing up, they’re not bleachers, they’re chairs—I was thinking, ‘Something’s up, something is fishy,’”1 Steven Spielberg has subsequently said, reflecting back on the experience.

			Arnold and Stevie took their seats in the folding chairs, facing front along with everyone else in the growing audience, faces upturned, gazing blankly at the curtains that yielded no promise of a circus. After what seemed to Stevie an interminable wait, the curtains slowly parted, his imagination holding out a hitch of hope that the circus and its performers were merely hiding behind the thick drapes.

			“I expect to see the elephants and there’s nothing but a flat piece of white cardboard, a canvas. And I look at the canvas and suddenly a movie comes on and it’s The Greatest Show on Earth.”2

			Arnold Spielberg had brought his son from their home in Camden, New Jersey, over to Philly for his first motion picture, the bigger-than-life Technicolor event film that would go on to win the Oscar for Best Picture in 1953, directed by master showman Cecil B. DeMille and starring Charlton Heston, Betty Hutton, and James Stewart. Knowing the boy had enjoyed the circus he and his wife, Leah, had taken Stevie to the previous summer, Arnold thought the five-year-old might be old enough to appreciate an afternoon at the movies. As the film began, DeMille himself promised that children of all ages would forget their troubles and delight in “a magic world . . . a circus world of tinsel and spun candies and thrills.”3

			Stevie, however, was hardly amused by the laughter and thrills that DeMille was hawking.

			“At first I was so disappointed, I was angry at my father, he told me he was taking me to a circus and it’s just this flat piece of color. . . . For a while, I kept thinking, ‘Gee, that’s not fair. I wanted to see three-dimensional characters and all this was flat shadows, flat surfaces.’”4

			Despite the initial letdown, one moment late in the film stuck with Stevie, and he would carry the impact of the moment with him throughout his life. In the final act, DeMille stages a monumental train crash in which an automobile on the tracks is smashed by a speeding circus locomotive. The auto and its passenger are thrown end over end from the tracks, but the locomotive charges on, slams into the caboose of another circus train stopped on the tracks ahead, and chews its way through train cars as it bashes its way down the rail line. The special effects, as expected from DeMille, were quite impressive for 1952, and surely a terror and a thrill to behold for a child of Stevie’s impressionable age. Massive train cars are crushed and hurled off the tracks, tossing their occupants and belongings around within, loosing a quintet of lions as their holding pens are destroyed, pushing heavy cargo cars right out toward the audience (“off the screen and into my lap,”5 as Spielberg would later describe it) in a cacophony of multiton impacts, screeching iron and steel, screams, and roars.

			“It wasn’t long after my disappointment gave way to extreme exhilaration and fear of this new medium that was frightening me and images were washing over me, especially this train crash, this epic train wreck where a car hits a train, the train buckles, and people fall out of their sleeper berths, and it’s a complete disaster.”6

			Stevie likely didn’t realize how the destructive imagery of DeMille’s colossal, stupendous train wreck from The Greatest Show on Earth affected him on a visceral level, but the impression the kinetic force of motion and destruction made on him would in time contribute to birthing many of cinema’s greatest images—cinematic moments so powerful that even an accomplished visionary like DeMille could hardly imagine such wonders to come.

			Phoenix, Arizona—1957

			It was the winter of 1957, and the Spielberg family had just moved from Haddon Township, New Jersey (where they had moved from Camden in August of 1952), to the improbable new locale of the American West in Phoenix, Arizona. The move was hard on the family, particularly Steve. Arnold had been working for the RCA Corporation since the middle of 1949, a career that led the recent college graduate to transplant his family from their home in Cincinnati, Ohio, the city where Steve was born in 1946. They relocated to New Jersey, where they made their home for nearly eight years, and then to the desert community of Phoenix in early 1957 for better opportunities with General Electric. The move to Phoenix had a profound effect on Steve, but it was ultimately Phoenix that he would call his “real home.”7 Despite the loneliness he felt upon leaving his friends, school, home, and all of the things he had known in New Jersey, Steve grew to enjoy the alien environment of the desert country, with its wide, dusty vistas; its colorful, unique, and resilient flora; and the kinds of critters one would only find back in New Jersey in a zoo or a pet shop—all manner of snakes, lizards, arachnids, and insects that a young boy could hunt out in the desert wasteland that the edges of town kept back as best they could.

			Around this time, Arnold received a film camera, a brand new 8 mm Eastman Kodak Brownie Movie Camera II with a fixed 13 mm lens, as a gift from Leah. “A real cheap, no-frills camera,” Arnold Spielberg said. “It worked fine. Steve glommed onto it pretty quick.”8

			“My dad would take the camera along and film [family] trips and we’d sit down and watch the footage a week later. It would put me right to sleep. . . . I would sit and watch the home movies and criticize the shaky camera movements and bad exposures until my father finally got fed up and told me to take over.”9

			Arnold didn’t have to tell Steve twice to take charge of the family film productions or to take the 8 mm camera off his hands, as the young boy was increasingly drawn to the creativity and control the magical device afforded him. In short order, Steve became the Spielberg family’s de facto documentarian.

			“I became the family photographer and logged all our trips. . . . I was fascinated. I had the power of choice. This is what I chose to show. This is my view of the trip.”10

			Claiming such control over the world around him by capturing memories from his own point of view gave the young boy a voice and a modicum of command over an ever-changing life and environment. At school, Steve felt isolated and apart from his classmates, a “wimp in a world of jocks.”11 He was a painfully thin young man with, as are so many young boys on the verge of puberty, features a bit too outsized for a boy’s own good—too large a set of ears, too large a nose, things that would cause him great embarrassment and provide fodder for his classmates’ mockery. Couple his own sense of physical self with the regular abuse he endured at the hands of bullies as he tried to acclimate to his new school, and Steve felt an outsider, shunned by others as he tried to adjust to and connect with his new environment.

			It was with his eye pressed to the tiny viewfinder of the movie camera that Steve found himself truly in control of the world around him, master of what his audience could see within his frame, in command of time and space itself. Increasingly, Steve found that merely documenting the family vacations and events was not enough.

			“I began to think that staging real life was much more exciting than just recording it,” Spielberg has reflected.

			So I’d do things like forcing my parents to let me out of the car a hundred yards before we reached the campgrounds when we went on trips. I’d run ahead and film them arriving and unpacking and pitching camp. . . . I began to actually stage the camping trips. . . .

			I dramatized everything. My dad had to wait for me to say “Action!” before he could put the knife into the fish to clean it. That was my first PG-13 moment.12

			When it came to the life of his imagination, not unlike many boys, Steve had a streak of the destructive and a dramatic penchant for playacted mayhem. Back in New Jersey, childhood friends marveled at Steve’s elaborate productions staging imaginary wars as he cut a swath through so many plastic army soldiers, chopping, sawing, and ultimately separating their heads from their bodies in what childhood friend Scott MacDonald called Steve’s “elaborate torture chamber.”

			“We used to go down in his basement, and he would show us how he would put his toy men in a guillotine he had made out of a black shoebox. . . . It was a great effect,” recalled MacDonald.13

			When not destroying his action figures, torturing his sisters’ innocent dolls, or making a hellacious mess of his mother’s kitchen with any substance that remotely resembled blood—ketchup, crushed tomatoes, and, in time, cherries burst from exploding pressure cookers—Steve enjoyed creating repeated collisions between the engines of his scale Lionel model trains.14 After numerous intentional tragedies on the miniature railroad that Steve had constructed in his bedroom, Arnold threatened to take the boy’s train set away for good if he deliberately crashed the models again.

			The threat of losing his train set inspired Steve to film what he considers his true debut as a filmmaker. Against his father’s will, Steve would stage one last moment of miniature destruction with his trains, only this time, the final wreck would be staged for the camera and captured on film for the boy’s repeated enjoyment. Steve was moving from capturing the reality of vacations and household events to wholly re-creating reality and using the medium that had caught his imagination to heighten that reality with spectacle.

			Steve cut the overhead lights in his bedroom and carefully placed a couple of desk lamps around the area of track on which his trains would be put through their paces. One lamp’s shade was removed to throw light across the scene; the other’s shade was moved just so to highlight the area in which both trains would come together for their colossal final confrontation.

			After the lighting was set, Steve excitedly grabbed one of the doomed train engines and placed it around the bend of a bit of track that would lead into the crossing where the final moments of his film would occur. He moved behind his camera where it sat hunkered on a short tripod standing beside his train set. Finger at the ready on the camera’s trigger, Steve reached over to the train set’s power dial without taking his eye away from the camera’s plastic viewfinder, and simultaneously brought the train and camera to life. Through the viewfinder plates, Steve could see the train racing from frame right to left.

			Satisfied, he let go of the camera’s trigger, removed the train from the tracks, and repositioned the tripod and camera on the adjacent stretch of track. He reached into his box of train cars and pulled out his other well-worn engine, which he placed on the tracks to the left of the camera’s new position. Again, the camera and the train were engaged, but this time, the new train roared from frame left to right. Without consciously reasoning why, Steve was shooting coverage of the trains in a sequence of complementary images that would propel viewers to the final crash between the two engines.

			“Intuitively, I guess, I put the film together the right way,” said Spielberg. “I figured if you shot one [train] going right to left and one going left to right, it would be clear they were going to crash.15

			“And it was the first time I kind of figured that out. I felt a little bit like the ape in 2001 who had the bone and it kept leveraging out of his hand and—oh!—it happened to break another bone and then he hit it harder and harder until he’s beating the bones to death. It felt like that, you know, that sort of proto-human.”16

			The boy continued to patiently shoot at various angles and proximities to the two engines, instinctually crosscutting in camera—as he had no means to edit his films otherwise at this point in his early amateur filmmaking career—meticulously building his sequence on the tiny spool of film inside the workings of his camera. For added drama, he even included close shots on the silent faces of the horrified plastic men stationed around his toy train tracks, witnesses to the inexorable devastation soon to happen at the crossroads.

			Finally, the moment that inspired the film he would christen “The Last Train Wreck” was ready to go before Steve’s camera. He set one model train at a crossing, making sure the train’s leads weren’t connecting to the track so it wouldn’t move away, damning the engine and its brave crew where it stood. He placed the other engine at the opposite end of the track to allow it to build momentum as it raced toward the engine waiting at the crossing. He placed the camera at the center point by the trestle where the trains would come together, the lens trained on the spot where the impact would occur.

			Once more, he reached over to throw electricity through the train engine, eye never leaving the camera’s viewfinder. The locomotive attached to the track buzzed to life, and he squeezed the camera’s trigger, finger sweating on its plastic grip.

			The locomotive tore down the lengths of track toward the other engine, the trains’ fates sealed. Closer, closer as the film churned out of the magazine, across the camera’s gate, the modest lens throwing the images onto the surface of the exposing film. Behind the camera, Steve held his breath. Time itself seemed to stretch out of normal proportion as he viewed one train plowing toward the other through the camera’s viewfinder, the imagined sounds of screaming steel, steam whistles, and shouting men in his head as the trains came together and . . .

			Soledad Canyon, California—1971

			Steven Spielberg exhaled sharply as the hulking, rusting form of the 1955 Peterbilt tractor trailer raced toward the small, red, unmanned Plymouth Valiant sedan. His breath hitched, and he leaned forward on the toes of his tennis shoes, the dry earth scraping up under his feet. He started gnawing on the nail of the little finger of his left hand, eyes locked and unflinching from the two vehicles as they plowed into one another, the piercing noise of screeching steel and shattering glass filling his hearing and the fiery flash of a pyrotechnic flare the effects men had set to explode as the vehicles impacted lighting up his eyes. After a moment, he turned to look to director of photography Jack Marta and his operators behind the camera where they had just captured the two vehicles colliding.

			A few crew members rushed in to douse the controlled burn between the vehicles.

			Steven stood from his position behind the camera, and as the crew finished extinguishing the pyrotechnic that simulated the car’s exploding gas tank, he walked to the truck driver’s door and looked up at the stunt driver, veteran Hollywood stuntman Carey Loftin. Known fondly as “Old Vapor Lock”17 by the cast and crew, Loftin had been doing an outstanding job driving the rig that would be terrifying television audiences in a mere six weeks when the film Duel, Steven Spielberg’s debut TV Movie of the Weekend, would premiere on the ABC network. Considering Loftin’s pedigree—his stunt acting in scores of westerns dating back to the Golden Age of the industry, and most impressively, his stunt driving in such contemporary action films as Bullitt and Vanishing Point, which left audiences breathless—Steven was in very competent hands with the stunt performer portraying the film’s heavy.

			After consulting with Loftin about the scene they were preparing to shoot, Steven strode back to Marta and the camera crew, who were already working on moving their gear into predetermined vantages Steven had identified for the most challenging setup of the film’s entire shoot.

			This was it—the day’s work was the culmination of the film that Steven, cast, and crew had been out shooting in the hot California desert for the last few weeks. This was the film’s big moment, the end of a near-wordless chase between a murderous truck and its driver hell-bent on pursuing and destroying David Mann, a rightly paranoid salesman on a road trip. The last five-minute set piece of the film, known as the “escape route” in the shooting teleplay drafted by writer Richard Matheson, saw Mann, pushed quite literally to the edge, using his last wits and only resources to best his opponent in this motiveless duel to the death. When the camera crew was ready to roll film, and when Loftin and his team were confident that they could safely pull the stunt off without a hitch, Steven and his crew were going to deliberately send tons of steel over a cliff’s edge and down a precipitous 300-foot drop to the canyon floor below.

			Steven Spielberg had never been involved in such a complicated setup or stunt as he was about to shoot. He had been directing professionally for Universal for the previous two years since he had left college in a hurry after studio executive Sidney J. Sheinberg offered the 22-year-old a seven-year contract based on the merits of his short 1968 film Amblin’. Before directing Duel, Steven’s professional experience consisted of eight television projects of varying lengths, starting with his debut, “Eyes,” for Rod Serling’s Night Gallery series, through an assignment just before Duel on the series Owen Marshall: Counselor at Law.

			Although the majority of his work to date involved short-form episodic television, Steven did have the experience of directing two substantial long-form television pieces earlier in the year with the 74-minute story “LA 2017” for the Name of the Game series, and “Murder by the Book,” a 76-minute Columbo mystery for the new NBC Mystery Movie omnibus series. With Duel, however, Steven had been entrusted with a nonseries film for one of the major networks’ prime-time attractions. As a young television director who had been trying to break into feature films in earnest for the last year, Steven knew that an inherently theatrical film like Duel could prove to be his break into directing features. Spielberg’s work on “Murder by the Book” impressed producer George Eckstein so much he hired the young filmmaker to direct Duel upon screening a rough cut of the Columbo episode. Spielberg has said that Eckstein’s call with the offer to direct Duel was one of the best telephone calls in his life, second only to Sid Sheinberg’s call a few years earlier offering him the contract with Universal. He had his chance, thanks to the support of Eckstein. Now all he had to do was show Eckstein, the studio, and audiences that he had it in him to make films they would clamor for and never forget.

			The key camera was reset, with an additional five cameras and operators posted at various vantages around and across from the lip of the sharp cliff face. Such generous coverage was largely unheard of for a television film—it was even generous for a theatrical feature film for the period—but given the one-shot chance on the stunt, at least one of Marta’s crew members just had to deliver the shot.

			As the cameras were being situated across from the perimeter of the cliff, the vehicles were reset for their fateful plummet to their shared annihilation. In the film, Mann, played by actor Dennis Weaver, points his car toward the marauding truck, and just at the last moment, bails out of the car. The truck, with the mangled car enjoined to its bumper and grill, plows forward toward the cliff’s edge. The mysterious truck driver is unable to see past the smoke and flames pouring from Mann’s car, obscuring the truck’s windshield. Loftin and the stunt crew prepped the truck with a “deadman’s clutch,” which would allow Loftin to safely bail out of the truck away from the view of the camera while both vehicles continued over the cliff’s edge. The deadman’s clutch consisted of rope anchored from around the throttle to the truck’s dashboard—a simple yet sufficient rigging to keep the truck moving at speed once Loftin released his control of the throttle and dove out of the cab to safety. If it worked out—and it just had to work out, since the film depended on it—the cameras would give the illusion that the murderous, unseen driver was out of control and trapped within his rig without a hope of survival.

			After some time, all the camera operators gave Marta the word they were set to roll film. Up on the cliff, back far enough to build sufficient speed to take the car and truck out over the edge, Loftin and his crew made final preparations for the vehicles’ final ride. Loftin would get the truck up to 35 miles per hour, slam into the car, jump out of the truck’s cab, shut the door without the cameras catching his actions, and allow the momentum of the vehicles and the insurance of the deadman’s clutch to see the Peterbilt and Valiant over the edge of the cliff. Loftin rehearsed with the stunt crew a number of times, taking it to just before the point of no return to make sure the stunt would be both safe and effective to give Steven what he needed for his shot. Loftin felt good, and Jim Fargo, Steven’s assistant director, gave his boss the call that Loftin, his crew, and the camera crew were in concert. Steven nodded and confidently called “action” into the walkie-talkie he held in his hands.

			Loftin turned the key of the Peterbilt, and the monster’s engine roared to life.

			The crew was on tenterhooks as Loftin threw the old truck into gear and began to creep forward down the dusty path toward the cliff. The camera operators all waited, rolling film in their cameras, yet blind to the action until the moment they would see the car and truck race into frame through their viewfinders. Steven stood perched to the side, again chewing absentmindedly on a fingernail as his attention was completely riveted to the truck as it progressively picked up speed—15, 20, 25, 30 miles per hour—its large engine growling as it tore forward across the desert soil on a collision course with Mann’s car, and eternity.

			Inside the truck, Loftin pushed his tachometer to the predetermined speed of 35 miles per hour. He glanced up to the quickly disappearing distance ahead of him and made a lightning quick mental note of the flag that had been planted to signal his point-of-no-return bailout.

			The moment arrived, as the nose of the truck about clipped the flag planted in the rocky soil. As Loftin swung the cab’s door open just enough to drop himself out of it and down onto the ground, it happened. The rope around the throttle fell off, and Loftin could already feel the rig slowing down from the steady 35 miles per hour at which he had it running. They had one chance, for the truck and the car, there was no turning back. And if Loftin did not get out of the truck in short order, there would be no turning back for him, either. Could he pull himself back in and turn the entire rig around, avoiding the car and the cliff’s edge despite the quickly closing gap? No damned time, he thought. With great effort, he braced himself between the cab door and its frame, and kicked the throttle with his boot and all he had in him. The truck pitched forward, regaining its momentum, and Loftin dropped out onto the hard desert face, all the while still managing to close the cab door behind him so as not to ruin the illusion that the mysterious driver was riding his infernal truck to his death.

			Everyone on the plateau before the cliff breathed an audible sound of relief as they saw Old Vapor Lock roll out of the cab and onto the ground. He lay flat to the earth, body clear of the rushing trailer’s path as the truck rumbled on to the cliff. In an instant, the truck slammed Mann’s car broadside with a concussive crunch, the back end of the small car burst into flames, and the truck nearly devoured the crumpled body of the Valiant under its mass. Within moments, the car and the truck were over the crest of the cliff, and it was up to fate and six camera operators to help bring Steven Spielberg’s vision into reality.
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			The crew had to wait a few days to see the results of the six cameras’ worth of footage of the stunt, but once they got back to Los Angeles to screen their dailies, they were elated to find that one operator was able to capture a shot of a surreal, destructive beauty so compelling that Steven and his editor Frank Morriss chose to hold with a single shot for nearly an entire minute’s worth of screen time. In the shot used for the final film, the camera operator caught the entire 300-foot drop with the most subtle of camera movements.

			At the head of the shot, the truck bears down on the Valiant, crushing the car under its front axle. The truck then drops the car over the cliff ahead of it in an aching slow-motion plummet. Mann’s car smashes against an outcropping and pivots heavily off of it, slowly twisting laterally as it falls farther and farther down the cliff wall. The truck starts to free-fall down after the car, the tractor and now the trailer clearing the cliff’s edge and slamming down into the outcropping that previously battered the car. As the weight of the truck sends itself down upon the car, the vehicles writhe and start to splinter off parts of their bodies, sending bits of metal and glass flying all around. The death throes of the two rivals throw up a great cloud of desert dust and stone, obscuring their dying moments save for slight glimpses we can see of the car and truck as they seem to disintegrate before our eyes. Just when it seems like we have lost view of the vehicles, the tanker trailer of the truck reemerges from the swirling dust and dirt, the rusty hull turning over on itself, rolling over completely, the great beast battered and defenseless, a pitiful shade of the menace it was throughout the majority of the film, until it comes to rest on the canyon floor.

			Steven could not believe his luck that this one operator delivered a shot worthy of standing on its own, avoiding any cutaways between the other five cameras’ footage. Here was a single shot that followed the entirety of the action of the final descent, showing the destruction of both vehicles with a heavy metal elegance and a subtlety and economics of camera movement. The shot is an elegiac grace note to a film full of kinetic, forward rushing force and tension.

			The brute was vanquished. It lay dying in the canyon below, as Mann stared down from the cliff above, shell-shocked but still drawing breath. Mann had outwitted his foe, but for Steven, the destruction of the truck, much like his electric trains back in 1957, was just a beginning. This is the story of how Steven Spielberg and his talented cast and crew tamed the beast known as Duel, and how the film launched a motion picture legend’s career.
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			Richard Matheson and “Duel”: From Genesis to Short Story

		

		
			Fillmore, California—1963

			It is a well-worn maxim with creative writing teachers to “write what you know,” or to write from experience. With the writing of the short story “Duel,” author Richard Matheson wrote from not only experience, but near-death experience.

			It was late November, and Matheson and his close friend and literary colleague Jerry Sohl spent the morning engaged in a friendly round of golf on the course at Elkins Ranch, in Fillmore. Returning from the green to the clubhouse for lunch after playing the first nine holes, Matheson and Sohl were met with the news that the president of the United States, John F. Kennedy, had been assassinated in Dallas, Texas. Matheson and Sohl were so distressed by the news, they called off their game and started the drive back south to Thousand Oaks.

			They rode silently in the car for some time, Sohl driving, Matheson in the passenger’s seat. Both men were writers by nature and by vocation, but for the moment, words, their stock and trade, escaped them.

			Sohl guided the car into a small pass in Grimes Canyon, hemmed in on either side by dusty canyon walls. A few moments into the pass, they heard it, a rising, mechanical rumble growing ever louder behind them. Sohl instinctually gripped the steering wheel tighter, with both hands now, as his eyes darted up to the rearview mirror between them.
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			There it was, charging toward them, growing larger and larger in the rearview, threatening to block out any view of the road behind, a massive truck and trailer rushing headlong like it intended to roll right through them.

			Both men turned in terror, shouting as loud as their lungs would push their voices, screaming at the truck to back the hell off, to keep its distance.

			Matheson screamed, motioning out the passenger’s window, flailing to wave the truck back.

			Sohl stepped hard on the accelerator pedal, pushing the little car to 60, then 70 miles per hour—not at all a safe speed to be driving through a curving, narrow pass—hoping his car could outrun the truck. The faster he accelerated, the more the truck barreled forward, as if it were intentionally trying to keep pace, as if it were intentionally toying with them as both vehicles maneuvered through the winding pass.

			Matheson screamed himself nearly hoarse, convinced that the truck was indeed, inexplicably trying to kill them.

			“We were screaming out the windows with as much fury about [Kennedy’s] assassination as about him trying to kill us,” Matheson subsequently said.1

			The small car would not be able to sustain this pace long, let alone be pushed any harder. Sohl saw the edges of the pass hurtling by suddenly start to recede and taper off. He saw his chance at the roadside ahead, a small shoulder that this infernal truck surely would not be crazy enough to follow them onto, not if the unseen driver valued his rig more than he valued terrorizing two total strangers. As soon as he cleared the pass, Sohl pushed the wheel hard, haphazardly careening the car onto the shoulder for one chaotic, dusty moment, losing control as the car fishtailed and spun onto the roadside. Matheson braced himself between the seat and door frame, while Sohl jammed his foot into the brake pedal and floor, controlled enough so that he did not overturn the entire vehicle. In the rush of moments, they braced for impact against the brushwood that framed the roadside, against the unthinkable possibility that the truck, out of inhuman malice or loss of control, actually might follow them onto the dusty shoulder.

			As Sohl righted the car, Matheson could glimpse the massive shape of the truck and trailer racing onward through the dust Sohl’s car had kicked up. Onward and away, racing down the road the bastard had overtaken from Sohl and Matheson. Take it, you son of a bitch, Matheson thought in a fragment, and as the roar of the truck receded, he realized that both he and Sohl were still screaming, primal, full of fury, their roars and breaths coming from their throats in ragged bursts.

			And then, it was over as suddenly and as senselessly as it had begun. The truck was now out of view, gone into the distance of the barren route; the dust was settling back to the roadside all around them, their screams dying in their throats.

			Matheson squeezed his eyes closed tightly, sitting still, in pulsing silence. After a breathless moment, he rubbed at his temples, the pain of a nascent headache threatened, but he was in one piece, his friend Jerry’s quick thinking be praised. In the darkness behind his eyelids, electric sparks popped and danced against the dark screens of his lids, and suddenly, back farther in his brain, a spark detonated in his mind’s eye.

			In an instant, his eyes snapped open and his hand lunged to the car’s glove compartment, fingers fumbling determinedly at its latch. His hand trembled from the shock of the assault, from the senselessness of the president’s shooting, and from the explosion of thought within his head. He fumbled for a pen, and then a scrap of paper, anything to write on. He found a small stack of mail and grabbed an envelope from it, scrawling quickly on the back of the paper as a spiritualist might perform automatic writing.

			Sohl sat quietly next to Matheson, watching, breathing shallow, but knowing not to break his friend’s fugue. After a moment, Matheson quietly replaced the pen’s cap and tucked it back into the glove box.

			Matheson looked down at the envelope. Scratched across the white of the paper in a shaky, nervous scrawl were the words

			Story idea: Murderous truck chases man down rural highway.

			Matheson looked up from the envelope, turned it in his hand, and showed it to Sohl. Sohl read the inscription, and sat blankly a moment, then a tiny smirk broke slowly at the corners of his mouth. Sweating and shaking, their nerve endings dully throbbing, their racing blood pressures slowly subsiding, both men began to quietly laugh together, secure in the reassurance they were both alive, knowingly nodding at that seemingly inconsequential little note Matheson had written on Sohl’s mail.

			“First and foremost, Jerry was a writer,” Matheson later wrote. “He knew exactly how my writer’s mind was functioning—because he had the same sort of mind—in spades. So, despite the double trauma we had just undergone, Jerry understood perfectly the bizarre machinations of a writer’s psyche. And it amused us both simultaneously. What kind of monsters were we who could experience that double trauma and immediately follow it up by getting an idea for a story? We both burst into dark laughter. Such is the writers’ mentality we shared.”2

			It was from that trauma and the absurd workings of the writer’s mind that “Duel” was born—simple, clean, the basic log line of a story that in time would thrill and terrify millions.
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			Richard Matheson is renowned as a writer, particularly of dark fantasy, horror, and science fiction, and as both a journeyman and standout screenwriter for television and cinema. Matheson was born in New Jersey, and grew up in Brooklyn, New York, the son of Norwegian immigrants. Subsequent to serving in infantry combat in the Saar Valley, Germany, during World War II, he returned to the States and earned an undergraduate degree in journalism from the University of Missouri. After writing fiction and plays during college, Matheson managed to sell a short story to the Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction in 1950. The story, “Born of Man and Woman,” established Matheson from the starting blocks as a writer of great visual imagination, voice, and character. It also helped him sign on with a literary agent.

			He moved to California in 1951 to escape the cold back east and to establish his independence. While working odd jobs to sustain a living for a growing family with his wife, Ruth Ann Woodson, whom he married in 1952, Matheson sold two dozen more short tales before his first novel, Someone Is Bleeding, was published in 1953. Prior to 1963 and the genesis of “Duel,” Matheson would create some of his landmark works, including the novels I Am Legend (1954), The Shrinking Man (1956), and A Stir of Echoes (1958), plus another three novels, over 70 short stories, and numerous short story collections.

			In 1957, he wrote the screenplay for the Jack Arnold picture The Incredible Shrinking Man, adapted from his own novel The Shrinking Man. While continuing to produce short fiction and novels, a tireless Matheson’s complementary career as a screenwriter progressed with a very fruitful collaboration adapting Edgar Allan Poe for Roger Corman/Vincent Price in the famed cycle of American International Pictures films that included House of Usher (1960), The Pit and the Pendulum (1961), Tales of Terror (1962), and The Raven (1963).

			By 1963, Matheson was writing episodic television scripts in earnest, including numerous now classic episodes for the series The Twilight Zone3 with standout episodes including “Nick of Time” (1960), “The Invaders” (1961), “Little Girl Lost” (1962), “Steel” (1963), and “Nightmare at 20,000 Feet” (1963). Matheson also wrote teleplays for numerous western series including Wanted: Dead or Alive (1959) and Have Gun—Will Travel (1960) and episodes for the detective series Bourbon Street Beat (1960), the World War II series Combat! (1962, under the pseudonym Logan Swanson), the Boris Karloff–hosted horror show Thriller (1961), and The Alfred Hitchcock Hour, including “Ride the Nightmare” (1962), with a teleplay based on his own 1959 novel of the same title, and “The Thirty-First of February” (1963, again as Logan Swanson).

			Despite his pedigree writing teleplays for such a broad swath of genre staples, Matheson found unmovable resistance to his overtures to sell his idea for his new truck chase story to any episodic programs. He pitched the idea to numerous series producers, including those on the popular thriller program The Fugitive,4 but found no takers.

			“For a period of time, I presented the idea to a number of series on television and they thought it was too limited. They said, ‘No, there’s just not enough there.’ And finally, I gave up on that idea, pitching it for a television idea.”5

			Given the lack of interest in the concept, Matheson wound up filing the idea away in a drawer for seven years, never forgetting what he felt could be a workable, exciting story, and certainly never forgetting the harrowing ordeal that inspired him.
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			It was now 1971, and Richard Matheson decided to sit down and draft what he would then consider his final word as a short story author. In the intervening years between the story’s conception in 1963, Matheson continued steady, successful work as both an author and a screenwriter.

			During the period, Matheson only found the time to pen one full novel, one of his creepiest books, the Shirley Jacksonesque Hell House (1971). Eight short stories also saw release during the period, including two in 1969—”Needle in the Heart” and “Prey”—that would gain fame as TV adaptations in the popular 1970s telefilm Trilogy of Terror.

			It was in television and feature film writing that Matheson was busiest between 1963 and 1971.

			In television, he scripted his final two Twilight Zone stories, “Night Call” and “Spur of the Moment” (both 1964) for the beloved series’ final season. He also wrote what is considered one of the better episodes of the new science-fiction cult item of 1966, Star Trek, with the episode “The Enemy Within.” Feature work continued with a two-picture relationship with Britain’s Hammer studio, producing screenplays for Die! Die! My Darling (1965) and Terence Fisher’s excellent chiller The Devil Rides Out (1968), starring Christopher Lee and Charles Gray. He also had one final collaboration with his old friend Roger Corman for the atypical Matheson piece De Sade (1969).

			Matheson worked adapting his novels I Am Legend (as The Last Man on Earth, 1964, under his pseudonym Logan Swanson) and The Beardless Warriors (as The Young Warriors, 1967) for the big screen, while he earned commission for other authors adapting his novels (again, I Am Legend, remade with Charlton Heston as The Omega Man, 1971, and Ride the Nightmare, remade with Charles Bronson as Cold Sweat, 1970).

			At the end of this rush of activity, Matheson came back to that moment of creation that he experienced so viscerally during the day of Kennedy’s assassination, the story about the demented truck driver pursing a hapless, innocent man down lonely, uncaring roads.

			Before he could write it, however, he had to figure out the right approach. Matheson planned for the narrative to be as simple as the concept: a salesman takes a rural road on his way to a meeting with a client, when he is engaged in a battle of wits and, ultimately, life or death with a mysterious truck driver hell-bent on driving his quarry insane or to an early grave.

			A visually descriptive writer in both his prose and screenwriting, Matheson hit upon a novel way to inspire himself with details of what could otherwise essentially be a bland setting for a tale on the open, visually repetitive road.

			“I didn’t quite know how to write it, so what I did was drive from the San Fernando Valley to Oxnard and back. I didn’t write it [in 1963] because I didn’t know how I’d describe everything.”

			Matheson set a tape recorder and microphone on his dashboard and drove the roughly hour-long route from his home, out west to Oxnard, California, verbally notating everything of interest he saw along his route. Like the incident in 1963 that inspired his idea for the story, Matheson drew on the world around him to supply color for his writer’s palette.

			“I knew I couldn’t very well write a whole story and imagine what his protagonist saw. So that was very helpful. That’s how I got the story written, because I had a route that he followed.”6

			Matheson put himself in his lead character’s place, quite appropriately in the driver’s seat, and he drove back to his home with a recorder full of detail that would give “Duel” much of its character.

			The Short Story

			Like so many nightmares, “Duel” starts out deceptively simple, slowly unreeling its dawning dread upon its protagonist, the salesman and motorist known in Matheson’s story only as Mann.

			At 11:32 a.m., Mann passed the truck.7

			With this simple, stark, and economical sentence, the contest commences. Mann, driving west to San Francisco on a rural, seemingly empty two-lane highway, comes across a truck and trailer grinding along on the road ahead of him. He moves to pass the truck, paying it no mind, leaving it to recede into the distance in his rearview mirror.

			After passing the truck, Mann drifts into a thoughtful reverie—we will spend the majority of the story inside Mann’s thoughts—taking in the beauty of the California mountain ranges and green rolling hills surrounding the highway; lulled by the sound of his car speeding along on the paved road. Mann thinks of his wife, Ruth (named after Matheson’s wife), wondering how she is spending her day with the kids in school and himself on a three-day business trip, wishing he was with her instead of on the road for work. With these few details, Matheson quickly establishes Mann as a family man and provider.

			After Matheson lulls Mann and his readers into focusing on other details (Mann’s wife, a trailer park and pet cemetery that Mann drives past), the truck and trailer suddenly hurtles by Mann’s car, startling him back into focus. Mann now suddenly takes full account of the vehicle, eyeballing it with “cursory disapproval.” Matheson, subjectively through his character’s eyes, describes what will soon reveal itself to be Mann’s foe thusly:

			It was a huge gasoline tanker pulling a tank trailer, each of them having six pairs of wheels. He could see that it was not a new rig but was dented and in need of renovation, its tanks painted a cheap-looking silvery color. Mann wondered if the driver had done the painting himself. His gaze shifted from the word FLAMMABLE printed across the back of the trailer tank, red letters on a white background, to the parallel reflector lines painted in red across the bottom of the tank to the massive rubber flaps swaying behind the rear tires, then back up again. The reflector lines looked as though they’d been clumsily applied with a stencil. The driver must be an independent trucker, he decided, and not too affluent a one, from the looks of his outfit. . . . The front fenders of the truck were a dingy purple color, the paint faded and chipped; another amateurish job.

			After enduring the shock of the truck passing him so close as to make his car shudder, as well as the visual affront of the vehicle itself (in Mann’s fussy and fastidious opinion of the truck and the driver he has yet to even see), Mann is next assaulted by the smell of exhaust8 that the truck belches into the air and into Mann’s car, nostrils, and lungs. Mann wonders to himself how “they” (politicians and legislators, presumably) would allow “that sort of thing on the highways.”

			Matheson uses the truck passing Mann’s car in such an aggressive manner, and the assault of the exhaust, to set up the carrot that draws Mann on despite the immovable obstacle that the truck will soon become. Mann reasons he would have to pass the truck once again, partially out of dreading the idea of sucking back a steady stream of diesel smoke for the length of his journey, but mostly out of concern for reaching his destination and business meeting in time.

			He couldn’t lag back here like this. Either he slowed down or he passed the truck again. He didn’t have the time to slow down. He’d gotten a late start. Keeping it at 55 all the way, he’d just about make his afternoon appointment. No, he’d have to pass.

			Matheson once again reminds us that “traffic on this route seemed almost nonexistent today” (he continually isolates Mann and the truck, turning the screw repeatedly by reminding us that Mann is a man alone in his troubles), and then Mann makes his move and bolts around the truck once more. Here, he catches his first actual glimpse of the truck’s driver physically, noting the hand is “darkly tanned and square-looking, with large veins knotted on its surface.” This earthy, fleshy, masculine description of just one piece of the driver’s person contrasts sharply with the white-collar description of Mann driving along with his suit coat and tie removed as the California sun beats down on his left arm and pants. While Mann is a creature of the city, the office, and the boardroom, the driver is tanned, well-muscled, and blocky. Matheson casually, but with great specificity, paints such details throughout to set up the dichotomy between a man too soft and a man presumably tough as gristle.

			Mann and Matheson’s readers never do see the truck driver fully as a human being, Mann only catching bisected glimpses of his body, with Matheson ultimately only describing what we need to see of the trucker. This supports Mann’s unspoken conception of the trucker as a lesser, more animal being, but what is more important, it creates an unknowable phantom in the minds of the readers.

			
				
					Mann—Blasphemer of Gods, Profaner of Crazy Bastards

					An interesting difference between the short story and the film versions of Duel comes more likely than not courtesy television Standards and Practices of the 1970s. On the printed page, once the tension winds Mann up into a sweating knot of anxiety, his loose tongue lets out a healthy string of blasphemies and, by today’s standards, rather mild profanities. Spielberg was not able to allow Mann this behavior on television (even the phrase “fat ass” was too much for early 1970s television), despite some of Mann’s colorful way with words’ presence in the teleplay; however, the eventual international theatrical edit of the film did go out of its way to introduce alternate edits or new material with PG-level swearing.

					In the story, Mann routinely calls upon God and Jesus’s names in vain, perhaps another indication of Mann’s bourgeois attitudes. “Jesus,” “Jesus Christ,” “Christ,” “Jesus Christ Almighty,” and “goddamn” all make less-than-holy appearances, and yet Mann does plead for God’s help when he thinks he is about to die at the end of the story.

					Mann also drops bombs such as “son of a bitch,” “go to hell,” “screw you, Jack,” “nut,” “nuts to that,” “crazy Jack,” “crazy bastard,” and plain old garden variety “bastard.” All of the verbal abuse Mann unleashes aloud and in his head are enough to make a grown homicidal trucker cry.

				

			

			As Mann’s mind wanders to his surroundings, thinking the truck safely behind him, the truck roars past him yet again. Matheson reapplies the facts that Mann cannot be late to his business appointment, lest he miss out on the sale, and reminds readers again of the vile exhaust that Mann will endure if he remains behind the truck. Mann tries to pull into the opposite lane to pass the truck, but now the truck starts to toy with him, drifting into the passing lane to block Mann’s way. After winding him up, the trucker suddenly urges Mann ahead, waving him on with his left arm out the driver’s side window of his cab. Mann foolishly, angrily accelerates to pass, and the truck moves over, only to reveal a blue convertible rushing headlong toward Mann. Mann guides his car back behind the truck in a panic, and as the convertible tears by him, he catches a split-second glimpse of the angry driver scowling at him (yet another bisected person, caught only in passing). The gauntlet has been thrown down. This is indeed a contest between the truck and Mann, a duel of life and death.

			My God! he thought. He wanted me to hit that car head on. The realization stunned him. . . . That son of a bitch meant for not only him to be killed but a totally uninvolved passerby as well. The idea seemed beyond his comprehension. On a California highway on a Thursday morning. Why?

			In the horror of the revelation that he is dealing with a homicidal madman, Mann tries desperately to rationalize an irrational situation. Despite the judgmental nature that Mann has exhibited against the trucker thus far, he tries to find understanding and perhaps even motivation in the situation. (“Maybe the truck driver had a tension headache or an upset stomach; maybe both. Maybe he’d had a fight with his wife. Maybe she’d failed to put out last night.”) He considers the trucker’s mind-set probably for his own peace of mind more than anything, but Mann, and readers, will never get an answer for the trucker’s motive, try as we might.

			Mann, stuck once more behind the truck, suddenly catches a split-second glimpse of the truck driver’s face in his cab’s side mirror, a near look, but a miss since the glimpse is fragmented as the trucker jostles in his cab when the truck and car pass over a run of speed bumps.

			They drive on, Mann cautiously, nervously trailing the truck at a safe distance, still wound up about missing his appointment, but unsure of when and how he can make a break around the truck and on to freedom. They pass a billboard advertising an establishment called Chuck’s Cafe, and Mann sarcastically thinks, “No thanks, Chuck.” It’s surely a greasy spoon with a name like Chuck’s Cafe, the kind of place where Mann would not be caught dead. Within minutes, following his passing the truck once more and a furious, high-speed chase, Mann finds himself seeking sanctuary at Chuck’s no matter his previous mental brush off of the roadside grill.

			After Mann comes to a dramatic, grinding halt in front of Chuck’s and the truck speeds by (unable to stop and turn into the cafe at the speed that the heavy vehicle is traveling), Mann sheepishly enters the restaurant, concerned with what Chuck’s patrons might think of his “breakneck appearance.” He keeps his head down as he makes his way through the dining room, certain that the room was staring him down. Throughout the story, Mann is concerned with appearances—first of the ramshackle houses and buildings along the roadside, of the behemoth truck’s battered appearance, and now, of how a roomful of strangers might think of him, a class of people for which he has shown nothing but contempt, internally at least.

			One of the greater subtexts of the “Duel” is how the salt-of-the-earth, proletariat trucker pushes the soft, bourgeois Mann into a primal, stereotypically masculine state. When Mann’s car races ahead of the truck toward Chuck’s Cafe, Mann looks down to his speedometer, notes he is pushing 70 miles per hour, and excitedly realizes that “he wasn’t used to driving this fast!” The entire situation is about pushing Mann outside of his safe, suburban complacency. Mann himself hits upon the theme when he composes himself in the bathroom of Chuck’s Cafe.

			You just never know. You drift along, year after year, presuming certain values to be fixed; like being able to drive on a public thoroughfare without somebody trying to murder you. You come to depend on that sort of thing. Then something occurs and all bets are off. One shocking incident and all the years of logic and acceptance are displaced and, suddenly, the jungle is in front of you again. Man, part animal, part angel. Where had he come across that phrase.9 He shivered. It was entirely animal in that truck out there.

			Here, once again, Mann judges the truck’s driver to be a lesser being (and, arguably, he has quite a defense of this theory at this point), but ultimately the trucker will devolve Mann to his level, more animal and primal than angelic.

			When Mann returns to the dining room of the cafe, he is shocked to see the truck has doubled back and is now parked out front by his own car. He enters the room and sees five men, sitting either at the counter or in booths. He gets angry with himself for not having taken account of the occupants of the cafe when he first came in, forgetting that he entered in shame. Mann begins to profile the five men in the room, quickly dismissing one wearing a suit, trying to get a look at the other four men’s hands. The trucker’s left hand is all he really got a good look at, when he waved him forward into traffic. Despite not getting a good look at the trucker’s face when he saw it flash across the truck’s side mirror, Mann does zero in on one man who might vaguely complete the picture of his assailant. Square faced, black hair, surely a villain with those kind of features.

			Mann again pivots back to trying to rationalize the situation, reasoning that it is lunchtime, and Chuck’s Cafe might likely be the only eatery around for miles in such a rural location.

			“The truck driver had probably intended to eat here all the time,” he rationalizes, forgetting the key detail that the trucker was far more interested in mowing him down as they both hurtled toward Chuck’s.

			Mann chokes on a swallow of beer, and his mind instantly leaps to the fear that the truck driver might be “amused” at the sound of his coughing jag. Mann looks like a weakling drinking this most manly beverage in a roomful of working stiffs, and his first instinct is to concern himself with what he must look like in his aggressor’s eyes. Later still in the final chase sequence, Mann, racing over 80 miles an hour, tries to alert to his plight what he thinks is a police car. He slams down on his car horn, letting up on it when he realizes it is not the police, worrying suddenly that the truck driver “must have been amused by his pathetic efforts.”

			Mann finally convinces himself that the square-faced, dark-haired man sitting in the front booth must be the homicidal trucker. He forces himself to get up and rush out of Chuck’s Cafe, with the idea that he can outrun the trucker once and for all. As he is about to pull back onto the highway, he glimpses the truck and trailer backing out onto the road at the same time. There is no indication that Mann saw the dark man he presumed to be the truck driver come out of the cafe and get into the truck, which throws doubt onto Mann’s paranoid certainty regarding the identity of the driver. When he sees the truck back on the highway, he presumes the chase will continue on, and he dredges down within himself to find the strength to stand up and fight back, even without the armor of his car as he leaps from it and chases after the truck on foot, screaming for the driver to stop and face him, mano a mano. Even though the boxy trucker could surely break Mann with ease, that is not how this contest is done. A duelist must be in his mount to be able to play the trucker’s game. The trucker drives away, while Mann finally decides to let go and not worry about making the business meeting on time at this point. After all he has been through, Mann, out of abject fear of the situation he has been catapulted into, frees his mind from the pressure of making the meeting, the one thing that kept him pushing along up to this point. This marks a shift in character motivation for Matheson to be able to keep his protagonist in the game, and he handles this turn of the screw deftly.

			As Mann sits in his car, hoping to wait the trucker out, he once more mulls over the situation in his mind.

			He really should have done this earlier, pulled over, waited. Then the truck driver would have had to let it pass. Or picked on someone else, the startling thought occurred to him. Jesus, maybe that was how the crazy bastard whiled away his work hours!

			It is conceptually chilling for both Mann and Matheson’s readers. Following the revelation that the trucker intentionally tried to kill Mann and another innocent motorist (the convertible that almost met Mann head-on), Matheson now plants the idea that Mann may be dealing with a bored, madly manipulative serial killer who gets his kicks toying with his victims. “Christ Almighty! was it possible?” Mann asks himself.

			He closes his eyes to let the time go by, so to give the trucker a good lead to be well on his way and out of Mann’s worries. When he finally pulls back onto the highway, Matheson pushes the reset button on the story, placing Mann and readers back down at the end of the tension ramp. Mann is now unencumbered by the worry of making his business meeting in San Francisco in time; he will just arrive when he gets there. The highway is now empty, “not a car in sight” (Mann amuses himself thinking that everyone has locked themselves away safely, knowing the reputation of the “Crazy Jack” who roams the highways, looking for hapless victims) when suddenly, Matheson punches Mann and readers hard in the gut. “Mindless reflex drove his right foot down against the brake pedal. Suddenly, his car had skidded to a halt and he was staring down the highway. The truck and trailer were parked on the shoulder less than 90 yards away.”

			Mann, in his abject terror, stops cold across the middle of the highway, and he is almost hit by an oncoming motorist, this time in a station wagon. Mann once again sees an angry face flash by behind the windshield of the driver, but his thoughts are centered on his prescribed role as the victim. Seeing the station wagon freely drive past the marauding truck, Mann has an “odd sensation” that he should be the one the truck driver targeted, and that the man in the station wagon was free to go about his life. As quickly as he sped by, the other motorist was gone, and it was again only Mann and the truck on this barren, two-lane roadway. The duel is inescapable; it is do or die. Mann decides that his only hope for survival at this point is outrunning the truck, at all costs. This is what the truck wanted, this is what Mann would give him, only Mann would not back down this time.

			He hits the accelerator pedal, and as he approaches the waiting truck to pass (it waits patiently, letting its quarry drive ahead of it), he sees the name “Keller” printed on the side of the cab door. Matheson has said that this along with calling his protagonist “Mann” were the only times he “ever dared with symbolism, which usually is death”;10 Mann metaphorically representing mankind, and “Keller,” painfully obvious as it is, was something Matheson thought “was a clever way of saying ‘Killer.’”11 Neither notion is carried through to any great metaphorical end.

			
				
					Harbingers of Doom

					The short story of “Duel” is awash in imagery and symbols that foretell death, presumably harbingers of what might be Mann’s fate.

					Soon after passing the truck for the first time, Mann spots a pet cemetery on the side of the road, and he smiles at the sight (it is unclear if Mann’s smile is derisive at the rural folks’ quaintness or Mann amusing himself), thinking to himself that the inhabitants of a trailer park he passes must choose to live out in the boondocks, “to be close to the graves of their dogs and cats.”

					When Mann passes a billboard advertising Chuck’s Cafe (location of a major set piece in both the story and especially the film), he sees another modest dwelling, a “gray house nestled in a hollow.” Racing by, he wonders to himself if he saw a cemetery in the front yard of the house, or if it was just a collection of “plaster statuary for sale.”

					Mann has a vision of his car slamming into the tanker of the truck as he tries to pass, “a fiery explosion and a sheet of flame incinerating him.”

					Mann’s body reacts with great physical stress throughout much of the story—wherein Matheson repeatedly talks about his heart spasming, lurching, contorting with savage hatred, pounding painfully in his chest, and so on, his hands numb, bolts of pain in his head—and Mann presumes he might die of a heart attack.

					Near the beginning of the final chase, Mann races past a “brown cardboard square propped against a shack, the word FUNERALS painted crudely on it.” This causes Mann to visualize himself lying dead in a casket, “painted like some grotesque mannequin.” He has a sensation of smelling funeral flowers (triggered by the field of white and purple lilacs his car drives past) as he envisions his wife and children mourning at casket side.

					Moments after fantasizing his own funeral, Mann worries about a tire blowout, imagining his car “somersaulting . . . its grinding, shrieking tumble, the explosion of its gas tank, his body crushed and burned.”

					He has another vision, now in which the truck rams his car off a cliff’s edge. He imagines “dozens of broken, rusted cars lying unseen in the canyons ahead, corpses in every one of them, all flung to shattering deaths by Keller.” The truck shoving the car over a cliff side, not present in the story apart from this vision, would become a central image in Matheson’s teleplay and Spielberg’s film.

					And yet another mental image of his own demise, this caused by worry of loss of control of his speeding car. “He visualized the square-faced driver laughing as he passed the burning wreckage, knowing that he’d killed his prey without so much as touching him.” This, in a reversal, foretells the trucker’s own real demise, as he slips off the edge of a cliff without Mann’s intervention in the story.

				

			

			The truck gives Mann the lead, but inevitably, it rolls back to life, to start the chase anew. Mann sees through his rearview the truck accelerating toward him, and “he shudder[s], dread and satisfaction mixed together”; he is now fully engaged in the contest.

			“Here we go, he thought.”

			During the pursuit, Mann’s imagination becomes unhinged from fear, he repeatedly visualizes horrible, violent demises for himself (see the Harbingers of Doom sidebar in this chapter), all the while trying to stay ahead of the trucker while he deals with a malfunctioning car. Pushed so far, Mann resolves to kill his foe, his better angels have been pushed to an animal state.

			At tale’s end, Mann is spared—his life and his acting out his instinct to execute his aggressor—as the truck driver’s own hubris sends him tilting back over a cliff. In the story, Mann is not directly involved in helping the truck and driver to their deaths; he is too petrified, staring “stupefied,” resigned again to an inevitable death as the truck hurtles toward him. It is a bit of a less-than-satisfying deus ex machina as the machine that terrorized Mann throughout the tale suddenly slips over the edge of the cliff and plummets to its own destruction.

			Mann gets out of his car and looks down at the fallen truck in the canyon below; its tanker explodes, “enormous gouts of flame were towering upward, topped by thick, black, oily smoke,” concealing Mann’s foe.

			Mann, more the recipient of the good graces of happenstance than an active participant in his own survival when it came to Keller’s death, suddenly bursts with emotion, the madness that was caged within his head through the entire story suddenly explodes forth, “not dread, at first, and not regret; not the nausea that followed soon. It was a primeval tumult in his mind: the cry of some ancestral beast above the body of its vanquished foe.”

			Once Matheson finished the story, “Duel” marked, for nearly a decade, the end of his work as a writer of short fiction.12

			“I wrote short stories and novelettes for a period of about 20 years,” Matheson said. “‘Duel’ was the last one. I didn’t realize it, but the theme of my stories is one man against insuperable odds. I have repeated it over and over and over again. I didn’t know it at the time, and by the time I wrote ‘Duel,’ I did know it, and I thought, ‘Well, this is it. This is the ultimate [story] of one man facing some terrible opposition.’”13

			It was a theme that Matheson would ultimately have in common with the work of a very young man who at the same time was determined to take Hollywood by storm, by any means necessary.

			
				
					Mann’s Latent Class Consciousness

					Although Richard Matheson told the author of this book he had nothing intentionally in mind to betray a sense of class consciousness in Mann’s thinking—whether direct or metaphoric—the short story “Duel” is rich with examples that white-collar Mann is indeed guilty of looking far down his nose at the inhabitants of the rural locales through which he drives.

					After Mann passes the truck for the first time, he notices a trailer park and questions why anyone would want to live “out here.” In itself, this early sense of Mann being a man out of his element, and the largely unseen inhabitants of the path of his journey being Others, does not cast any aspersions on Mann’s character, but his cynical, judgmental thoughts are only getting started.

					When the truck roars past, Mann tears the entire truck apart visually, judging everything from the age and condition of the vehicle to the cheapness of its slapdash, amateurish paint job and reflector tape application. He makes a presumption about the nature of its owner-driver, assuming he must not be “too affluent,” judged solely by the looks of his vehicle. Without so much as a glimpse of the man driving the truck, Mann already places himself as his superior, in a class above the truck driver.

					The truck, an extension of the driver himself, his armor and weapon, is also bisected visually in Mann’s vantage throughout the story. “All he could see was the lower portion of the truck; the rest was cut off by the top of his rear window,” or “He tried to see into the cab but couldn’t because of its height,” or “In the rearview mirror, the huge square radiator grille was all he could see now,” that latter detail of a square grille drawing a direct visual line to the way in which Mann views the shape of the driver himself. These details also go toward establishing the David and Goliath scale that Matheson and later Spielberg would play with in both visuals and plotting.

					In the story specifically, this again goes toward the reader not having a complete picture of the behemoth truck, no matter how many fine brush strokes Matheson gives us in his rich details about the truck and its driver. It is the B-movie monster glimpsed in chilling snatches, but never fully revealed in all of its terrifying glory, since, as countless giant lizards, mutated insects, outsized sea creatures, and alien invaders have taught us in bottom-of-the-bill pictures, the less we see the monster, the more terrifying it remains in our imaginations.

					Not moments after taking a second pass at criticizing the shoddy condition of the truck and trailer, Mann fixes his judgmental gaze on yet another roadside attraction, this time a “clapboard house” sitting ramshackle at the crest of a slope. Mann notes a sagging television antenna on the top of the house, and he sarcastically clucks it “must give great reception” to himself, despite the fact that it is really none of his concern. Once the trucker ratchets up the stakes by waving Mann to pass into an oncoming vehicle, Mann considers how he might attract the attention of the police to help save him from the truck.

					“He made a scoffing noise. What policemen? Here in the boondocks? They probably had a sheriff on horseback, for Christ’s sake.”

					Even the fictitious, useless police that Mann conjures in his mind surely must be bumbling Barney Fifes in the saddle in Mann’s view of the backwoods locale and its presumptively unsophisticated inhabitants.

					During the final chase and pursuit into the hills, Mann imagines the trucker’s voice, assuming him to sound like an uneducated, lower-class yokel incapable of proper speech. “You think you gonna get a cop to save you, boy? Shee-it. You gonna die.” Without ever having heard so much as an utterance from the trucker, Mann has a fully formed conception of a poorly spoken rube.

					These may be read as throwaway details, but in their specificity, they offer much possibility in the nature of Mann’s character. Despite so many examples of Mann and perhaps even the truck driver’s class warfare on one another, Matheson maintains that this idea was not intentional, at least in how he consciously conceived of his story.14

					“I never visualized it in any way as anything but a straight suspense story, what a normal man would do when presented with such a circumstance; how he would respond. And finally, of course, even though he was a totally non-heroic type, how he finally caused a man’s destruction who had been trying to kill him.”15
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			Steven Spielberg, Universal Contract Director

		

		
			Universal City, California—1968–1971

			In autumn 1968, Steven Spielberg, only 21 years old, was signed to a seven-year exclusive contract with the venerable Universal Studios. At the time he accepted the agreement with the studio, he was still an undergraduate in college.

			Spielberg was enrolled at California State University, Long Beach, making his way through the English program. Personally, Spielberg had little interest in a degree in English, but his father, a college graduate on the GI Bill, insisted that Steven have a fallback for his long-shot dream of becoming a film director.

			Spielberg applied to study film at USC and UCLA, but was rejected by both universities given his middling grades in high school. Ever since getting his hands on his father’s 8 mm camera as a kid, Spielberg’s abiding interest, even obsession, was film. School was an annoying distraction from his increasingly ambitious film projects he’d been working at continuously since he filmed his Lionel trains crashing in his Phoenix bedroom back in the late 1950s.

			On March 24, 1964, a 17-year-old Spielberg premiered his film Firelight, a two hour, 20 minute science-fiction feature, at the Phoenix Little Theatre. Spielberg told the Arizona Journal (in a brief profile they ran on the talented young filmmaker), “I want to write movie scripts, but I like directing above all. All I know for sure is I’ve gone too far to back out now.”1
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						Steven Spielberg directs Joan Crawford on the set of “Eyes,” Spielberg’s segment of the portmanteau pilot for Rod Serling’s Night Gallery series (1969).

					

				

			

			The Spielbergs moved to Saratoga, California, the day after Firelight held its profitable premiere at the Little Theatre. He’d spend a miserable senior year of high school in Saratoga, capped with enduring the divorce of his parents, but the move to California was ultimately fortuitous, even fateful. Steven was slowly making his way toward what would become the epicenter of his teenage dream to become a professional filmmaker—Hollywood, California. He spent time with extended family in Los Angeles during a high school summer so he could visit Universal Studios, the famed movie lot and tourist attraction.2 Just as he’d been a young man possessed with the power of his father’s 8 mm camera, Spielberg was hooked by the inspirational time he spent as an unpaid student intern with Universal. It would take a number of years, but he would finally, shrewdly find his way back on to the Universal lot as a working professional.

			Once he reached college and found that Long Beach didn’t offer a proper film program in the late 1960s, the ever-enterprising young man continued to write and direct his own short films, graduating from 8 mm mini-epics to 16 mm and, finally, to 35 mm, with the creation of a short show-reel piece, Amblin’, in 1968.

			Amblin’ is the result of Steven Spielberg wanting nothing less than to create a viable, highly professional film to put before studio executives who could give him his big break into professional filmmaking. The short film, financed by an equally enterprising young man named Denis Hoffman (then co-owner of Cinefx, a film titling company, but most importantly, someone with money to invest in a film production), tells the simple, purely visual story of two vagabond youths, a beautiful girl and a shy young man, as they hitchhike their way across the desert toward the Pacific Ocean. While Spielberg now describes the film in a slightly embarrassed manner (declaring it has all the depth of a “Pepsi commercial,” or as “the slick byproduct of a kid immersed up to his nose in film”),3 the charming film did exactly what its young writer-director-editor set out to do with Amblin’: impress studio executives.

			Spielberg showed his short film to an acquaintance of his father, Chuck Silvers, librarian at Universal. Silvers had previously taken a real liking to Spielberg a number of years prior when the young man interned for him the summer he stayed in Los Angeles with his cousins, and he was proud to see how far his young friend had progressed as a talent. Pepsi commercial, or not, Amblin’ was a startlingly accomplished piece of work for so young a filmmaker, so accomplished that Silvers made sure to get the picture screened for Sidney J. Sheinberg, then vice president in charge of television production at Universal.

			“I looked at some [student films during that period], I even commissioned some,” Sheinberg has said. “A fellow by the name of Chuck Silvers, who was at that time a friend of Steven’s, asked me to see it.”

			Sheinberg was so impressed with Spielberg’s work on Amblin’, he asked to meet the young man the very next day.

			“I thought that Amblin’ was a very mature film that had the signs that are not necessarily common—and weren’t in those days particularly—with very young filmmakers,” Sheinberg said. “The actors were handled well; it looked like a finished, mature, professional piece of work.”

			When Spielberg arrived at Sheinberg’s offices the next day, Sheinberg was surprised by the “scrawny fellow’s” youth, considering the maturity of the film he had produced. Sheinberg, impressed upon meeting and talking with Spielberg for the very first time, offered him the seven-year contract to work for Universal right there on the spot. Spielberg told Sheinberg that he was still a college student, yet to finish his degree.

			“Do you want to finish college, or do you want to be a director?”4 Sheinberg asked curtly, challenging Spielberg.

			As Spielberg tells it, he cleaned out his locker at Long Beach that very day.

			Night Gallery

			Sid Sheinberg saw to it that his unorthodox new protégé was put to work as a director. Spielberg would shoot one of three stories for the pilot of Twilight Zone creator Rod Serling’s new television series, Night Gallery, working for producer William Sackheim. It’s both a historical understatement and an overstatement to say that Steven Spielberg’s professional debut as a director was auspicious. The young man found himself working with a cast and crew of industry veterans whose careers extended back to the Golden Age of Hollywood, key amongst the group the legendary actress Joan Crawford. It’s said Crawford at first objected to her director’s age (“They told me when I signed to do this, that [Spielberg] was—23!”5 a smiling Crawford told Variety’s Army Archerd in 1969), but Spielberg quickly won her over with his intelligence, personality, and charm.6

			Spielberg would also be working from a teleplay by no less than Night Gallery creator and host Rod Serling. Serling’s story concerned itself with the tale of Claudia Menlo, a blind, powerful, and rich harridan living high up in a New York penthouse. She blackmails a good, but corrupted surgeon to exchange the healthy eyes of a desperate hoodlum with her own useless eyes, all so she can have a brief glimpse of a world she has never seen. In a typically cruel Serling twist, the operation is a success and Menlo does gain the sense of sight—just as the great New York blackout occurs.

			Spielberg’s visual coverage of Serling’s teleplay proved problematic, both on the stage floor, where the production went over schedule, and also in the editing suites when it came to cutting it altogether. Spielberg later copped to the fact that his way of shooting, often using extremely unorthodox compositions, angles, and lens choices, caused much of the friction working in the strictures of episodic television.

			“When I was first starting out, I used a lot of fancy shots,” Spielberg said. “Some of the compositions were very nice, but I’d usually be shooting through somebody’s armpit or angling past someone’s nose. I got a lot of that out of my system and became less preoccupied with mechanics.”7

			It would be a difficult learning experience for him, but it was also that unique visual and storytelling sensibility that would in short order make his work stand out from the bland mill of television product.

			“I’m trying to show that it’s possible to be both commercial and, well, artful,” a youthful Spielberg told the Hollywood Reporter with great brio and maybe a bit of innocent chutzpah. “People my age in this business are malleable, you know, not merely one way, their way. We can learn from the past, you see.”8

			Despite his expressed hope to learn from the past and those experienced technicians working in the industry for decades, and despite putting on a brave face in the trade press of the time, word subsequently got out that most of the veteran crew of men in their 50s and 60s treated the young man with disdain, or sometimes outright contempt.9

			“My crew on my first show, Night Gallery—I felt like my only friends that I had on the crew were [director of photography] Richard Batcheller and my actors, the cast, including Joan Crawford, who stood up for me and treated me like King Vidor,” Spielberg said four decades after the experience. “She was marvelous to me, and all the stories I’d heard about Joan Crawford, post-Night Gallery, I initially had trouble believing, because she was not that way toward me.”

			Talk of problems on the “Eyes” shoot even made its way back up to the executive offices in the MCA Tower, more affectionally known as the “Black Tower,” Universal’s omnipresent black glass office monolith that loomed above the back lot.

			“The word got around that Steven’s episode was bad and Bill [Sackheim] had to come in and save it,” Sheinberg said. Despite soundstage gossip, Spielberg would already find an incredibly powerful ally in his corner.

			“When that episode was finished, notwithstanding these vibes, Lew Wasserman [president of MCA, Universal’s parent company], received, and I believe I received, a call from a lady by the name of Joan Crawford, who was known to eat people alive, or perceived of as eating people alive, and she asked to stop by,” Sheinberg said. “I happened to be in New York, but she wanted to see me. The whole purpose of her telling me was the immense talent she thought that this young director had. That was of course a very nice thing to hear.”

			Spielberg and Sackheim ultimately shouldered past any issues they had on the show, and the Night Gallery pilot, including “Eyes,” premiered on the NBC network on November 8, 1969. Despite any difficulties he had working on his first project for Universal, the little boy who started out making films of his family vacations and crashing trains in his bedroom was now a professional director. He’d taken his lumps and lived through the experience a wiser man.

			“That show put me through dire straits,” Spielberg said. “It was good discipline, but a very bad experience.”10

			The Tyro Stumbles

			Spielberg, not limited to television work at Universal despite what most accounts report,11 was also free to develop feature film projects for the studio. After the Night Gallery experience, Spielberg shot a journeyman-quality episode (“The Daredevil Gesture,” 1970) for the Robert Young medical drama Marcus Welby, M.D. He also developed and pitched two rather unique, decidedly (in hindsight) un-Spielbergian properties to the studio, including a modern adaptation of Snow White set in a San Francisco Chinese food factory, and a biopic of Thomas Crapper, based on a satirical 1969 book, Flushed with Pride: The Story of Thomas Crapper, which debatably credits Crapper with the invention of the flush toilet. He also presented Universal with an original feature idea he’d been working on about a jazz-age airplane stunt performer and his relationship with his son. Universal passed on all three of Spielberg’s feature concepts. He found himself “in a despondent, comatose state”12 when he asked Sheinberg for an extended leave from his contract.

			“I was [at Universal] for one year, and then nothing was really happening for me there, because I was kind of like Sid Sheinberg’s ‘folly,’ and because of that, I wasn’t getting hired by any of the producers. . . . And so I went to Sid and I said, ‘Sid, I’m not getting any jobs. No one on the lot’s hiring me. Can I have a year off to write?’”

			Sheinberg granted Spielberg the time away from Universal to work on pitches, adding the year off to the tail end of Spielberg’s contract (thus extending the original seven-year agreement for an additional year in what’s known as a “suspend and extend” clause). Spielberg wouldn’t be drawing a salary from Universal at the time, but he would now be able to freely sell ideas that Universal previously had first right to refusal on and did thusly refuse.

			Working on the concept for the stunt pilot and son story with his friend Claudia Salter, Spielberg eventually interested 20th Century Fox in his story, which would be released to theaters in 1973 as Ace Eli and Rodger of the Skies, starring Cliff Robertson. Spielberg intended the story to be his feature directorial debut, but Fox instead bought the pitch and assigned the film to veteran television director John Erman.13 Despite the setback to his directorial ambitions, the sale of the script alone gave Spielberg $50,000 to see him through the next two years.

			“I got a ‘story by’ credit,” Spielberg recalled.

			I was the only person that kept their name on the screen [sic], and I only kept my name on the screen because nobody told me they were taking their names off the screen!14 So I wound up going to a theater, seeing the movie and seeing, suddenly, six names I’d never heard of before, and then recognizing my own and realizing everybody had jumped ship and didn’t tell me it was sinking! But I probably would’ve still kept my name on, because having a real credit in those days was a hoot, and it was something to be proud of.

			After the experience of selling Ace Eli and his year away from Universal, Spielberg returned to directing for Universal with another Night Gallery episode (the minor “Make Me Laugh,” starring Godfrey Cambridge and Jackie Vernon), and more significantly, an episode of the “roulette”-style series The Name of the Game, starring Gene Barry, Barry Sullivan, and Edmund O’Brien.

			“[Steven’s] career stalled at a number of occasions, and I had to restart it,” Sheinberg said. “I’ve been involved in starting or stimulating the careers of a significant number of directors, but it was different with Steven, because it wasn’t getting his first job. It was having to get a number of jobs. To the point where more than one person wondered, ‘What the hell is with Sheinberg? Why am I be[ing] leaned on so much to use this kid?’”15

			Sheinberg came across producers Richard Irving and George Eckstein sitting in the Universal commissary one day in late 1970. “Dick looked like his best friend had just died,” Sheinberg recalled.

			I came over to the table and I said, “Who died?” They said something to the effect that they had a big crisis, because they had a very unusual episode of Name of the Game [“LA 2017”] that they were going to shoot. They didn’t have a director, and I said, “When is this thing going to start?” I suggested Steven be given this assignment and all of a sudden these guys start looking everywhere but up, and I said, ”You’re looking at me like I’m his agent! I’m not his agent. I’m the head of the company! I wouldn’t recommend somebody to you who I thought would do a lousy job.” I said, “I really believe in this guy.”

			Not that he had much choice considering the suggestion to use Spielberg came at the insistence of his superior, but Irving gave Spielberg the show and the young director turned in a distinctive, energetic science-fiction tale (working from When Worlds Collide author Philip Wylie’s teleplay) about a postpollution apocalypse underground society of the future. “LA 2017” is also significant, in that it marked Spielberg working in the longest form he had in television to date, with a near–feature length 74-minute running time.

			Following the January 15, 1971, airing of “LA 2017,” Jerrold Freedman, a producer friend of Spielberg’s at the studio, called him to see if he would be interested in directing for him on a new ABC series, The Psychiatrist, starring Roy Thinnes.

			Spielberg’s Psychiatrist episodes, “The Private World of Martin Dalton” and “Par for the Course,” both saw a reinvigorated director and a sensitive handling of character and drama. He was particularly proud of his work on “Par for the Course,” the story of a professional golfer (Clu Gulager) dying of cancer. The episode also found a true fan in Sid Sheinberg.

			“For many years, I thought that the best thing Steven had done, inclusive of his movies, was this episode of The Psychiatrist,” said Sheinberg. “It’s a very sophisticated, mature piece of work and while the whole world was thinking of him as—the word that was repeatedly used was wunderkind, the implication being that he plays with toys in a wondrous way—but I always felt that he had a maturity and an ability to do good work maybe ahead of him thinking so about it himself.”

			The two Psychiatrist episodes were followed with another of Spielberg’s best works for television, the first in what would prove to be a regular string of Columbo mysteries spanning three decades, following the character’s premiere in the telefilms Prescription: Murder (1968) and Ransom for a Dead Man (1971). Spielberg was hired by Columbo producers and creators Richard Levinson and William Link to adapt an excellent teleplay, Murder by the Book, by another young up-and-comer on the lot, writer Steven Bochco.

			Bochco has fond memories of working with Spielberg on the show.

			“We had a great time. First of all, Steven was even younger than I am by a couple of years, and Levinson and Link felt as if they were running a grade school or something. We were these two little punks running around! We had just such a great time. Steven and I became real pals, and we’d go out to lunch every day and just fantasize about the future and taking over the business.”

			Despite both Stevens’ youth, they turned in excellent work on “Murder by the Book,” helping to shape a character who would become one of the medium’s greatest, Peter Falk’s Lieutenant Columbo. More so, the 76-minute film represented what Spielberg proudly felt to be his best work to date. As a showpiece of his talents, it would soon come in very handy in furthering Spielberg’s career.

			Playboy Publishes “Duel”

			Within weeks of the television broadcast of Spielberg’s moving Psychiatrist episode “Par for the Course,” the wheels were in motion for a chain of events that would ultimately affect the future of his career and, on a grander scale, the very future of cinema.

			Richard Matheson already had a well-established relationship with the fiction editors at Playboy, having previously placed eight stories16 with their magazine spanning back to 1956. Just the year before, in 1970, Matheson sold two stories to fiction editor Robie Macauley, the pieces “By Appointment Only” and “Button, Button.” The sale of “Duel” to Playboy marked the end of his work for the magazine. The short story was published, unabridged, across 10 multicolumn pages in the April 1971 issue. The tale was kicked off by an original piece of art—a manipulated photograph by Bill Arsenault—and the intriguing teaser line, “In broad daylight on a public highway, that crazy son-of-a-bitch truck driver was trying to kill him.”

			In a series of small serendipities, the issue of Playboy with the “Duel” story caught the eyes of a startlingly interconnected group of people at Universal.

			Frank Morriss was an editor with the studio since 1968. He was a series editor on the Robert Wagner television series It Takes a Thief and made his feature film debut as editor on Boris Segal’s The Movie Murderer. He also cut a couple of episodes for the Name of the Game series for Universal, including Steven Spielberg’s “LA 2017.” Morriss said he read “Duel” and was immediately convinced of the story’s great potential for film.

			“I was just smitten by the story, and thought, ‘Boy, this would make a great movie,’” Morriss said. “I took it to Universal to start showing it to anybody I could show it to. I showed it to every producer on the lot that I knew, and the only answer I got was, ‘This will never hold up for 90 minutes,’ and it went away. . . . It was a sad feeling to have someone say, ‘No, this is no good.’ I thought [I knew] what a good movie was about.”

			Kenneth Johnson, a young studio writer who would go on to a stellar career as producer of the era’s television touchstones such as The Six Million Dollar Man, The Bionic Woman, The Incredible Hulk,17 and V, was also inspired by Matheson’s story. Johnson also happened to be a former college roommate of another promising Universal writer, Steven Bochco, author of Spielberg’s Columbo episode “Murder by the Book.”

			“I called Steve Bochco the night I read it and said it would make a great TV movie for us to do together,” Johnson wrote. “In all honesty, I’m not sure that Steve and I could’ve mustered the necessary cash to take an option on the material even if we’d had the opportunity.”18

			Bochco said he doesn’t recall talking with Johnson about “Duel,” but regardless of whether both men talked about the story or came upon it independently of one another, it was Bochco who finally moved the ball down the field to the end zone. Bochco was working for a producer on the lot, George Eckstein. Bochco excitedly brought the “Duel” story to his boss with a conviction—like both Morriss and Johnson had—that it might make a good vehicle for a television film.

			“I thought it was a natural film,” Bochco said. “The story had such a propulsive drive to it. It was so cinematic, and I thought it would make a terrific television movie.”

			Bochco wasn’t just bringing the property to Eckstein as a committed company man, however, since as a writer, he instinctually connected with the material and hoped to help create a film from Matheson’s tale.

			“When I gave it to George—this is what, 1971, so I was a kid—but when I gave it to George, I sort of had in mind the idea that it would be something I could actually adapt . . . of course that didn’t happen, so I was kind of disappointed about that,” Bochco reminisced with a laugh.

			For his part, Eckstein recalled Bochco’s motivations for alerting him about “Duel” differently.

			According to Eckstein, Bochco “came in one morning with a copy of Playboy raving about this story he had read, and urging me to read it, not with any intention of doing it as a movie, but just because he enjoyed the story so much. So I read it and thought, ‘That’s about as visual as a movie can get,’ and I took it up to the executives in the Tower, and got an okay.”19

			Since late 1964, Universal had been doing solid business providing the NBC network with regular two-hour made-for-television movies. The studio extended its telefilm business in early 1971 in a pact to provide longtime suitor ABC with exclusive 90-minute films. Eckstein said the producers at the studio were “desperately looking for material,”20 and to his eyes, “Duel” was a perfect fit to such a bill.

			Regardless of whether Bochco made a direct overture to his boss to be on the Duel project, he is very understanding about the avenue Eckstein ultimately pursued to bring Richard Matheson’s story to the screen: hiring Matheson himself.

			“Matheson, being the writer of the material, understandably would be the guy you’d want to have do it, assuming he was interested and available, and he was,” Bochco said.

			It wasn’t quite easy landing the “Duel” author and veteran screenwriter to adapt his own story, however, since he had been told by so many executives in 1963 that it just didn’t have enough to it to sustain a television story. By 1971, Matheson himself actually agreed with this point.

			“I thought, at the time, there was not enough, just one guy alone, how could you make a whole picture of that?”21

			When Eckstein approached Matheson to adapt his short story into a teleplay, Matheson originally declined, but despite his misgivings about how thin the material would stretch, he soon reversed and signed on to work with Eckstein on the script.

			
				
					Producer George Eckstein

					Duel producer George Eckstein started out as a writer in the business and, in time, worked his way up to serving as one of the more highly regarded television producers in the industry. In interviews for this book with the crew and colleagues, to a man the author heard nothing but fondness for the late producer in everyone’s voices and in their words.

					Steven Bochco worked under Eckstein’s guidance as story editor and writer during his earliest days in television at Universal.

					“Well you know, George was a wonderful guy. He was thoughtful; he was not given to outbursts. He was a wonderful friend and a mentor, and for a young guy like me to work for somebody like George was really a terrific start. I was a kid writer at Universal. I’d been there since 1966, right out of college, and I just got assigned to be a story editor on Name of the Game, which George was a producer on.”

					Sid Sheinberg, at the time vice president of television production, also holds Eckstein’s memory in high regard.

					“My memories are only of the best. He was a very, very nice, smart, hard-working, multi-talented fellow,” Sheinberg said.

					Duel editor Frank Morriss, friends with Eckstein since their days in high school, knew another side of Eckstein besides that of a mentor or a studio colleague. While Eckstein was known for being a soft-spoken, dignified gentleman, he also had a real light side to his personality.

					“He had a great sense of humor,” Morriss remembered. “We used to do a lot of gags. When cutting something, if you could make a joke out of it, it would always get a great laugh in the screening. Something that was totally unexpected, so we used to do a lot of that, and George was always open to it and got a great kick out of it. He had such a great sense of humor. And he was fair, one of the nicest guys I’ve ever known in my life.”

					Duel composer Billy Goldenberg also remembered Eckstein as a gentle soul, despite the often high pressure business of producing for television.

					“A lovelier man than George, I can’t tell you,” Goldenberg said.

					In a 1997 symposium on Duel attended by both Goldenberg and Eckstein, the composer reflected back on a different industry that still existed in 1970s Hollywood.

					He is the kind of producer I don’t work with any more, and I wish there were that kind of producer around, because George is a father figure—I don’t think [Duel] could’ve been done if it weren’t for a man who was as stable and steady and supportive as George is. And I always thought that’s what producers were like. They’re not anymore. They don’t know how to do this; they’re constantly testing you, and you go in afraid all of the time. But he is a gem, and I’m very pleased to have worked with him and known him.24

					When Eckstein died in 2009, Steven Spielberg paid tribute in a Los Angeles Times obituary to one of his first producers, and one of the men who saw something special in the young filmmaker to give him a big chance in his early career.

					“George hired me to direct his ABC Movie of the Week, Duel, and my career was never the same,” Spielberg wrote. “I owe so much to him for having the courage to hire a kid to do a man’s job. George had passion for telling highly original stories and was a wonderful mentor to me and so many others. I will miss his quiet dignity.”25

				

			

			Matheson wasn’t alone in his feeling that the material just couldn’t fill the running time that the network would need to fill a 90-minute time slot.

			“Barry Diller, who was head of movies for ABC at the time, did not think it could sustain for an hour-and-a-half, or actually 75 minutes is what it amounted to, and an executive at Universal named Richard Irving fought that battle and convinced Barry that we should do it, and we did it,” Eckstein said.22

			Instinctually, one of Matheson’s ideas to help flesh out the story of “just one guy alone” into something more was to provide Mann with a fellow traveler.

			“I thought it might make an interesting Movie of the Week on television, but assumed that it needed a character for Mann to converse with in his car. Bad idea. Fortunately, the TV executive (I don’t remember his name) and George Eckstein, who produced the film for Universal, did not agree with me. Thank heaven for that. It might have turned into a soap opera on the highway.”23

			Having overcome the hurdles of executive and narrative doubt, Eckstein and Matheson quickly got to work developing the teleplay together, and by August 16, 1971, Matheson had turned in a first draft. Within 10 days of the draft, they would sign a director who would bring their writing to startling life.

			Big Break

			If the story of “Duel” was one way or another fated to make it into the hands of a producer who saw its inherent cinematic value, then it was almost written in the stars that it would find its way to the hungry young director who would make Matheson’s story into a modest masterpiece.

			“I owe Duel to my secretary at the time, Nona Tyson, who read the short story and came into my office one day and put Playboy down right in front of me,” Spielberg recalled.

			I started laughing because she’s giving me a Playboy to read, and she said, ‘Don’t look at the girls, read the short story. It is right up your alley.’. . .

			She had a real intuition about me, and not since my own mom had anybody really had my number. She really understood my tastes, and my ambition, and my fear, my anxiety about wanting to do everything by Thursday morning.

			Nona Tyson was Spielberg’s third assistant at the studio in less than two years’ time, but in her he found an ally and a confidant he could trust on a personal level. He was on a constant search for potential properties he could leverage into the feature film work he desperately sought, and Tyson was a steady shoulder and pathfinder in helping the young filmmaker find his way forward through a nascent career.

			Spielberg remembers Tyson fondly.

			She looked like she was stuck in the 1940s. The clothes she wore and the style of her hair was absolutely what every movie star looked like in the 1940s. It was a World War II-hairstyle. She looked a bit like Rosie the Riveter out for a Saturday night. She dressed elegantly, and she was unlike anybody on the entire Universal lot at the time. I think a lot of people actually thought she was in period costume, walking to a soundstage to go to work when she would park her car and come to the office every day.

			She was also fascinated with the stars, and she was an astrologist, and she did my chart. After she did my chart, I never let anybody do my chart again, because she was freakishly accurate on almost every prediction she made over the next five years of my life.

			Tyson had discovered the story of “Duel” on her own, and when she realized how perfect a fit it would be for her young boss, she took it upon herself to track down information on whether the property had been optioned for film.

			“She’s the one that tracked it to an actual teleplay that was being produced by ABC and Universal, and got me right to the producer George Eckstein, and basically gave me my marching orders and said, ‘I see you directing this, and if you really want it, you’ll have to go to the producers and see if they’ll give you the job.’”

			Spielberg didn’t hesitate.

			“I called up George Eckstein, who didn’t know me from Adam26—knew of me because they used to call me ‘Sheinberg’s Folly,’ ’cause I was the young kid that he had hired . . . and I wasn’t really that highly regarded. I was this abstract kind of young person that only loved lenses and dolly shots and didn’t know anything about acting. At least that’s the reputation I had then. I called George Eckstein up and I said, ‘I’ve read this short story, haven’t read the script yet, I’d love to talk to you about this.’”27

			Eckstein was aware of not only Spielberg’s reputation around the lot, but also his previous work and the angel from the Black Tower who watched over Spielberg.

			“I knew Sid was very high on him, and I had seen Amblin’; Sid had shown it to all the producers on the lot,” Eckstein said. “It was charming, and it was wonderful that a twenty-one-year old kid had directed this, but it was just a nice little picture. There were no hints of genius.”28

			Eckstein invited Spielberg to his office to talk, and told him to bring along some of his work as a director so he could screen it. Spielberg brought a rough cut of “Murder by the Book,” which was still weeks away from air date. Eckstein was in a crunch to find a director, since ABC had carved out time in its November sweeps schedule for Duel. Once he saw Spielberg’s rough cut of “Murder by the Book,” he knew he’d found his choice. He called Spielberg back to his office, gave him Matheson’s teleplay, and told him to read it and to come back with his ideas of how they would shoot the picture. Spielberg read the script with great interest.

			“I was intimately familiar with the work of Richard Matheson because I was a complete, obsessive-compulsive Twilight Zone follower, and so I knew of his work on the Twilight Zone and some of his really great episodes of that.”29

			The story of Duel drew Spielberg in personally on a couple of levels.

			“While I expected a well-written and gripping narrative, nothing prepared me for the relentless, unforgiving force I encountered. The most frightening aspect of the story for me, and a device put to chilling use in the screenplay for Duel as well, was the fact that this maniacal truck driver went unseen the entire story. . . . Equally disturbing was the seemingly random selection of Mann’s car among all those on the road, a chilling notion even in today’s road rage–filled society.”30

			It was this senseless targeting of Mann that really hit home with Spielberg, himself victimized by bullies as a young boy for his less-than-athletic looks and, worse, for his Jewish heritage.

			“The thing that got me to really push to get hired to do Duel was because I had been bullied, and all of my friends in my little circle of friends had also been bullied, and I knew what it felt like,” Spielberg said. “And even though I tried really hard to anthropomorphize the truck, as an extension of a kind of evil, bullying force, without too much regard for who was driving the truck, it did represent something that made me feel that I knew the material.”

			Armed with his notes from reading and then rereading Matheson’s teleplay, Spielberg took another meeting with Eckstein. He breathlessly laid out how he envisioned the film, and then Eckstein told him he would get back with him.

			“I think the first thing that impressed him more than anything else was I said, ‘I’d like this to be a silent movie,’” Spielberg said. “‘I think we can do 75 minutes for television with no dialogue at all.’ And even though we weren’t able to pull that off in the purest sense of a silent movie, George jumped at it and thought that was a great way to at least approach Duel.” Spielberg waited hopefully, anxiously, for Eckstein’s call.

			For his part, Eckstein, as so many others on the lot had been, was wholly impressed with this creative young man.

			“We sat down and talked for about an hour and his energy level and his desire to do this off the little film I had seen of his gave me a fairly good impression, but his vision of the picture and mine were very much in sync, which was to tell it almost as much as possible from [Mann’s] viewpoint—to get inside his head, rather than do it as pure chase movie.31

			“I also was impressed with Steven’s eagerness to do the project,” Eckstein said. “You work with a lot of directors, it’s a job, but he was excited. His enthusiasm was infectious for everybody who worked with him. And he did his homework. He was a young director you knew could shoot a show in the time he was given.”32

			On the third day, Eckstein rang Spielberg’s phone with an offer that would ultimately set the young man on his path out of television and into feature film work.

			Steven Spielberg signed a contract for a non–studio director loan-out between his production shingle, Amblin’ Productions, Inc., and Universal Television on August 26, 1971, for his services as director on Duel (on the contract, entitled The Duel, Production #34111). The contract was for $5,000,33 or “minimum DGA scale, whichever is higher,” plus any Directors Guild mandated residuals for future television repeats or theatrical exhibition.

			By the time the ink dried on the contract, Spielberg would be entering an entirely new chapter in his life and work as a director.
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			A Well-Oiled Machine: Preproduction

		

		
			Universal City, California—1971

			George Eckstein’s confidence in Steven Spielberg’s ability to work within severe time constraints was one of the keys to his giving Spielberg the job. Despite any misgivings surrounding Night Gallery, and any reputation that experience may have earned Spielberg, he’d proven himself sevenfold on his subsequent work for Universal.

			With a draft already submitted by writer Richard Matheson, the Duel crew got right to work finalizing the teleplay and plans for a September 13 production start. That meant the production had a mere 17 days to gear up for an intensive shoot from the time Spielberg came on board.

			Universal and ABC approved a budget of $750,000 for the film ($450,000, plus $300,000 for the studio’s overhead). Following the 17 days for preproduction planning, Spielberg, cast, and crew were scheduled for 14 days1 on location, followed by an accelerated six-week postproduction period that would ensure the picture was ready for broadcast on ABC’s Movie of the Weekend program on November 13, 1971.
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			The teleplay received two more passes of revisions, rapidly drafted and submitted on September 1 and September 3. Both Eckstein and Matheson claim Spielberg didn’t have a direct hand in any of the scripting (Matheson receives sole credit as writer), and yet they have alternately credited him with excising much of Mann’s (now provided with a first name, David) extremely talky internal and outward monologues.

			“In the very early draft, there was a big thought process of David Mann speaking to himself, both out loud and in voiceover,” Spielberg said.

			In trying to make it more of a silent movie, I tried to pare as much of that out of the script as I possibly could get through the network, through George Eckstein. I didn’t deal directly with the network, but every time a revision was finished, the network had to vet it and either approve it or reject it, and the network eventually came back with directives to reinstate the voiceover because they weren’t following the story. So, being a team player and wanting to keep my job, I kept the script very word-heavy and then when I started shooting the movie, when I felt nobody could fire me. . . . I just sort of took the bull by the horns and started taking the dialogue and voiceover away.

			Matheson agrees that Spielberg and Eckstein’s approach to making the film a visual more than verbal experience was for the best, even if it meant cutting his words from his character’s mouth.

			“They were smart, they cut it down to the absolute minimum. It would have been better, probably if you could have done it with no dialogue at all, but that was impossible,” Matheson reasoned.2

			With a tight teleplay guiding the way, the production’s next major goal would be to cast an actor who would serve as the audience’s surrogate through the plot, someone they could spend the majority of the film riding alongside, someone who could wear Mann’s anxiety and paranoia on his open, emotive face.

			Casting Mann

			At first, they shot big—silver screen big.

			“First, the network wanted a star,” Spielberg said, “so they asked me who would I want to cast as David Mann, and I said, ‘Well, I’d like to cast Gregory Peck.’ So the first person the studio approached was Gregory Peck, who very graciously declined.”

			“We were going after feature people,” Eckstein said. “We were turned down because ‘I don’t do television.’ We went through name after name.”3

			Had someone of Peck’s pedigree accepted the role, however, the studio was tentatively prepared to pull the film from television and broadcast on ABC, to green light it as a theatrical motion picture. This idea certainly thrilled Spielberg prior to Peck’s passing on the film, as he’d been trying to get a feature off the ground since before his contract with Universal.

			“The deal was that if Gregory Peck said yes, they would turn it into a feature, and they would let me direct it. And they’d have given me more time, I’d have had more than 10 days,” Spielberg said. “I was really, really excited about the possibility of a movie star4 accepting Duel, and allowing me to make my first feature. . . . But when we couldn’t get Gregory Peck or any other name that would have moved the project over to Jennings Lang, who was the head of feature development . . . we never quite got a commitment with enough star power to make the jump. Worked out fine in the long run.”

			For Eckstein, the pursuit of Peck or any other celebrity of his caliber and asking price was an empty dance and an exercise in futility.

			“In those days, casting, they had A-list and B-list, and you go through all the A-list, which were always movie stars who would never do television, and it was always a waste of time, and they couldn’t afford them if they would do them,” Eckstein said.5

			As prospects for a marquee feature name dimmed and the need to cast a lead actor grew more severe, the studio made a suggestion that the production look closer to home, within Universal’s current stable of working actors. One name that was floated was Dennis Weaver, the Emmy-winning costar of the classic television western Gunsmoke from 1955 to 1964, and currently, star of Universal’s little fish in the big pond western/urban crime drama McCloud. Weaver was enjoying a high rating on the “Q-list,” an industry marketing tracker that gauged actors’ recognizability and appeal with audiences. Having a popular television series like McCloud certainly helped Weaver’s Q-score, even if he wasn’t an A-list movie star.

			“I love Dennis Weaver and I actually had a vote in it,” Spielberg said. “George Eckstein was actually saying, ‘What do you think of this person, what do you think of that person?’ It was great that they did that, because he brought me into the casting circle and let me consult on who the network wanted. And when Dennis’ name came up, I immediately said, ‘Oh my God, it’s got to be Dennis Weaver!’”6

			At first, Eckstein didn’t understand Spielberg’s outward excitement about Weaver. Spielberg explained to him that Weaver had a standout role for Orson Welles, a revered director by cinephiles, if not the studios, a role that pointed the way to what the actor and director could do with the character of David Mann at his most fever pitched.

			“I had always been a big fan of Dennis Weaver, because he played the night watchman in Touch of Evil, and it was one of my favorite Dennis Weaver performances. There was something about that sniveling, cowardly, neurotic individual that I thought we could borrow from Welles, and lend a little bit of that into the character of David Mann. I probably wouldn’t have thought of Dennis Weaver, had it not been for Touch of Evil. [We] went to Dennis Weaver with the network’s blessing.”

			“My agent said, ‘They’re going to send you a script. Say ‘yes’ before you even read it,’ and he’d never said that to me before. But when I read it, I understood why, and of course I immediately said, ‘Yeah, I want to do this’,” Weaver said.7

			Before he signed onto the show, the studio reached out to Weaver as a courtesy to be sure he approved of Eckstein’s unorthodox choice of a director.

			“I hadn’t seen any of his work. The heads of the studio at the Black Tower called me, and asked me if I would accept this young director that they’d just put under contract. They hyped him pretty good. They said he was very exciting, very creative, very enthusiastic, and had a lot of energy. They said, ‘would it be okay to go with this director,’ and I said sure.”8

			By shoot’s end, Weaver had joined the ranks of those at Universal who saw Sheinberg’s prescience in hiring the young man. “He was absolutely everything they said that he was, and even more.”9

			Likewise, Weaver’s new collaborators were very pleased they stumbled upon him for the role of David Mann, and that a shooting hiatus10 on his McCloud series would allow him to participate in what would be a rapid-fire shoot on Duel.

			“Inspired casting. He was exactly what the film required,” Matheson said of Weaver.11 “He conveyed vulnerability so well. If you had Gregory Peck, it’d have been completely different. If you had Clint Eastwood, you’d think, ‘Oh, he’d stop and shoot the truck driver or something’,” said Matheson. “No, Dennis Weaver had just the right—when he finally decides, ‘That’s it, I’ve had it!’ it was quite a big moment dramatically, because he had been so vulnerable up to that point, and so frightened.”12

			Eckstein concurred. “We were lucky to wind up with Dennis Weaver,” noting that the actor “personified that kind of everyman quality that we were looking for in the lead.”13

			Casting Truck and Car

			The next step was to cast the film’s other two major characters, only these characters lacked the vulnerable, human element Weaver would bring to the film.

			Duel’s art director Robert S. Smith had supervised a casting session with seven potential trucks, all vying for the chance to become Matheson’s nightmare truck made real in steel. The film’s unit manager, Wallace Worsley Jr., had the trucks parked, all in a row, out on the studio back lot. Spielberg and Eckstein rode out on an electric cart to see what Smith had come up with. Many of the trucks were new to the period, sleek and shiny, with similar, flat-fronted cabs of bland character.

			As Spielberg was walking the line of trucks looking them over, he stopped before one of the older vehicles Smith and Worsley had procured, a 1955 Peterbilt model14 that had seen better days. It was relatively the smallest of all the trucks in the lineup, but the shape of the cab’s elongated front end, or its “snout,” as Spielberg called it, appealed to the vision of the truck that he had formed in his imagination. When he looked at it, he anthropomorphized the wicked truck in his mind’s eye, seeing the front of the cab as a face, its windows as eyes, its grille and bumper, a cruel mouth intent on devouring anything that got in its way. It would serve as a visual stand-in for the face of Mann’s always unseen aggressor, the murderous driver of the truck.

			“I thought that with some remodeling we could really get it to look human. I had the art director add two tanks to both sides of the doors—they’re hydraulic tanks, but you ordinarily wouldn’t have two. They were like the ears of the truck. Then I put dead bugs all over the windshield so you’d have a tougher time seeing the driver. Dead grasshoppers in the grille. And I gave the truck a bubble bath of motor oil and chunky-black and crud-brown paint.”15 When Spielberg looked at it, even before the truck received its grisly makeup session, he could see the menace that would go toward giving audiences a respectable screen menace, a murderer’s “40-ton knife on wheels,” as he would later call it.

			Part of the tension of Duel is caused by the monstrous truck and the threat of it physically overpowering and overtaking Mann’s modest sedan. Almost like Mann himself, the car had to be of no overtly notable character, a nondescript car for the bland everyman. At the same time, perhaps paradoxically, Spielberg and his director of photography Jack Marta reasoned that the car would need to visually pop when compared to the brown and rust hues of its opponent, the truck, but also would need to stand out against the earth tones of the rural, desert areas and the blacks and browns of the roadways where they were discussing shooting the picture.

			Spielberg decided on using a 1971 Plymouth Valiant for Mann’s automobile, in a solid, modest red (not sports car–like) to help the little car make its visual impression. Unlike with the single Peterbilt truck they had for the shoot, the production did procure two or three copies of the car, which would prove handy after some of the abuse the car would endure at the hands of the production.

			Supporting Cast

			While the story of Duel chiefly focuses on a duel of wits between Mann and his car versus the (largely) unseen trucker and his truck, Mann’s journey through rural Southern California is also populated by a modest menagerie of colorful and oddball locals. To bring this assortment of characters to life, the production cast a small troupe of unique and reliable character actors, many of them longtime veterans of the screen and Universal television products. These actors included familiar faces (during that era) such as Tim Herbert, Charles Seal, Eddie Firestone, Shirley O’Hara, Gene Dynarski, and the singular Lucille Benson, playing Sally, the owner of a roadside snake attraction where Mann has a terrible encounter with not only the truck but a host of predators of a more natural variety.

			Location Scouting

			With the film cast and the star vehicles primed and ready to roll, Spielberg, Worsley, and their assistant director, James Fargo, spent a weekend conducting a recce for locations that would visually suit Mann’s flight and logistically serve what was planned as a breakneck production pace.

			Given the fact that Matheson’s story was largely a road race with incidental pit stops all along the way, the production would need large expanses of highway for filming, along with exacting locales to accommodate said incidentals (two service stations and a restaurant for Chuck’s Cafe, a railroad line, plus specific attributes to the terrain itself: turns, dips, and shoulders in the roads and a precipitous cliff and valley for the film’s grand climax. They needed to cover a lot of ground within three days during the location search, so it was decided that the men should first travel by helicopter rather than automobile. The late James Gavin, one of the industry’s most respected pilots, was commissioned to fly Spielberg, Fargo, and their assistants north by northeast of Los Angeles, flying from Santa Clarita, Agua Dulce, Acton, and Palmdale, and spanning out to view Bouquet, Mint, and Soledad canyons and as far north as Sand Canyon, all potential location candidates.

			“Steven wanted to see as many highways up in the Angeles Crest area as he could, because that’s basically where we wanted to shoot this, in the canyons up around Angeles Crest and Soledad Canyon and that area. That’s where we eventually ended up shooting,” Fargo said.

			The weekend’s temperatures were forecast to be quite warm, from the high 80s to low 90s at the day’s peak, a creeping sign of what was to come during the first week of production itself.

			Gavin was at the controls, Spielberg in the front passenger seat, while Fargo and their assistants sat behind Spielberg in the back seat. The men flew a preplanned circuit for hours, discussing potential spots to shoot as they flew close to the terrain. Whenever Spielberg saw something he thought would work well for particular sections of the film, the group would note the location so they could come back to the specific locales by car and map out Spielberg’s coverage and ideas for camera placements on the ground. Fargo was impressed by Spielberg’s work, saying he did “tremendous research”16 to plan the movement of the company along the route he intended to shoot.

			While the research went smoothly, the helicopter flight itself did have a slight upset.

			“At one point Jim took the helicopter down to about 10 feet off the highway, just like a car, was flying about 130 miles an hour down the highway,” Spielberg reminisced. “Instead of turning right on a curve, he went straight over the guard rail.”

			Suddenly, Spielberg’s nostrils caught an acrid, extremely disagreeable scent in the cockpit.

			“I wondered, ‘Why is the smell of parmesan cheese occurring in this Jet Ranger?’ And then, everybody in the back of the helicopter behind me started yelling, ‘Ooh, look out, look out!’ and Jim Fargo had just launched! Whatever he had for breakfast, and dinner and probably breakfast the day before was all over the back of my seat, the back of my neck, and everybody in the back of the helicopter.”

			Fargo groaned with a chuckle when reminded of the incident.

			“I’d never been airsick in my life!” he declared. “I’ve been in helicopters, I’ve been in light planes, I’ve been on boats, all kinds, I spent four-and-a-half years in the Navy. Went through a typhoon, never got seasick!”

			Gavin made a quick landing at a filling station so he could clean his helicopter out with a hose. Once Fargo had found his legs on the ground again, Gavin turned and tossed a rag to him.

			“All right, clean it up,” he said curtly.

			Both Spielberg and Fargo laughed at the memory.

			“I’m not [a fan of flying], and I was white knuckling that,” Spielberg said. “But I think somebody needed to get sick, and thank goodness it wasn’t me!”

			A Map of the Movie

			Spielberg’s impressive research and preparation didn’t stop once he gave Eckstein his notes on the teleplay, nor once he’d flown, driven, and tromped through the rural highway locations to find ideas for shots. Once the crew returned from the weekend’s location scout, Spielberg went to work with his art director, Robert Smith, translating the script into storyboards for specific scenes (the film was not completely storyboarded, as is often reported) and creating a visual production device that would make a meticulous planner like Alfred Hitchcock nod in deep appreciation. Smith and Spielberg prepared an illustrated overhead map of the entire story of Duel, charting the actual physical production along the route the crew intended to travel while shooting on location in a matter of weeks.

			“It was an aerial view that showed all the scenes and the dead ends and the chases and all the exciting moments,” Spielberg said. “I think when you make an action film, especially a road picture, it’s the best way to work, because it’s very hard to pick up a script and sift through five hundred words of prose and then commit them to memory. The movie was more of a concept than a page-by-page description of what had to be shot, so I felt that breaking the picture up and mapping it would be easier for me.”17

			The massive map was hung in the production company’s offices during the location shoot, wrapped around the walls of the rented hotel room used as a base camp during the shoot. Every day, Spielberg would consult with the map, marking off all they’d accomplished at the end of every working day, and verifying the day’s work he had ahead every morning.

			“I’d try to progress eight or ten inches on the map—sometimes two feet if we had an exceptionally good day—until the entire map was shot. That overview gave me a geographical sense, a lot of help in knowing where to spend time, where to do the most coverage, where to make a scene really sing out.”18

			A 10-day principal photography shoot for material like Duel’s would be grueling, but Spielberg was up to the challenge. While the short schedule was a standard for television shoots, most television programs of the period featured bland close-up talking-head shots of people conversing in a room, certainly not the kinds of exciting visual coverage that Spielberg had planned. It was a whirlwind preparation, but Spielberg was ready and confident to hit the ground running with preproduction photography on Monday morning, September 13. He would prove that he was the perfect match for the material.

		

	
		
			Storyboards for Duel

		

		
			These illustrations represent the only known sequence storyboarded for the film, for the sixth and final act of the teleplay in which the truck chases David Mann up the escape route to the final cliff-side confrontation.
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			Duel in the Sun: The Production, the Film

		

		
			North of Los Angeles—1971

			Despite the cinematic nature of Duel, particularly in how it resembles a feature film much more than perhaps any other television product of its era, the film was still allotted a television production schedule. As producer George Eckstein reflected, the kind of production and postschedule the studio allowed for the film was perfectly suited to standard television material of the age—people standing around in rooms, talking—but Duel was a dynamic, high-caliber film shot on location. To this day, the quality of Steven Spielberg and his cast and crew’s work is undeniable, but the fact that the work was done on such an unbelievably tight schedule speaks with certainty to the dedication, imagination, and work ethic of the artists who created the film.
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			Spielberg’s Crew

			From his first day on the set for 1969’s Night Gallery, Spielberg had both endured and also learned much from working with predominantly veteran film crews, many of them with nearly half a century of professional experience on their résumés. On Night Gallery, Spielberg found himself the victim of a bald prejudice against his youth (and even more youthful appearance—some say Spielberg looked not much older than 15 years of age). Unfortunately, some older hands didn’t cotton to being supervised by someone not much older than a high school student, but over the couple of years Spielberg worked in television, he’d shown his mettle and slowly earned his stripes around the lot, even through hearsay by those he’d not yet worked with. By the time of Duel, Spielberg’s past material spoke loudly for itself, and the complexion of the industry was slowly changing so that the situation he found himself in was much more amenable to working without unnecessary conflict.

			“I had no issues on Duel at all,” Spielberg said. “It was a mixture of younger crew members and old school crew members, and everybody worked as a team. I don’t know if I’d earned anybody’s trust, because I don’t believe I had worked with any one of those crew members on any of my previous television work, but by that time, in the intervening couple of years that had passed between Night Gallery and Duel, the paradigm had changed, and many more young directors like Michael Ritchie1 were working in the business. It wasn’t unusual to see a young director with acne and long hair calling the shots.”

			One of the first crew members that the studio and Eckstein assigned to Spielberg’s crew was the very model of the old school studio worker, unit manager Wallace Worsley Jr. Worsley was second-generation Hollywood, as his father, Wallace Worsley Sr., was a silent-era film director. Out of the couple dozen pictures the elder Worsley directed in his career, one of his most famous was the 1923 version of The Hunchback of Notre Dame for Universal, starring the Man of a Thousand Faces himself, Lon Chaney.

			The junior Worsley, known as Wally, started his own career in the industry in 1932, a few years after his father retired from directing. Worsley started out in the MGM mailroom and in time worked his way up to assistant director jobs on MGM classics including The Wizard of Oz, Meet Me in St. Louis, and Easter Parade. By the 1950s, Worsley found employment as director on numerous Flash Gordon series episodes, although he did continue working as an assistant director on bigger studio projects through the 1960s, including, ironically enough, a 1962 Alfred Hitchcock Hour episode, “Ride the Nightmare,” written by Richard Matheson.

			By 1970, Worsley left direction behind for steady work as production manager and unit supervisor on television projects and films including Hitchcock’s Topaz.

			“Wally was great to work with, but he was like the grown up of the movie,” Spielberg recalled with fondness.

			He was like the principal of the school, and he was a tough principal with a very, very warm heart and an even warmer laugh. But his face was a face of unrepentant strictness—not strictness, he just—he had a look on his face that made you want to say something to get him to smile. So I worked so hard getting Wally to smile, and the best way I could get Wally to smile, would be to do what he wanted me to do [laughs].

			He intimidated me at first until I really got to know him and realized that he was a consummate professional of the old school of filmmaking when the studios were making one picture after the other, almost an assembly line, almost like a factory assembly line back in the ’30s, ’40s, and ’50s. And Wally was of that period, and he just expected professionalism from everybody.

			To help Spielberg capture the highly visual look he was after for Duel, the studio assigned another old school pro with director of photography Jack Marta. Marta’s first Hollywood job as cinematographer was working on no less than director Raoul Walsh’s 1926 picture What Price Glory. Throughout his lengthy career, Marta lensed over 80 westerns, making him something of an inspired choice to shoot the dusty chase through California brush in Duel.

			“Jack was a sweetheart,” Spielberg said. “He was just a kind, gentle soul who you know had never worked that fast in his entire career; none of us had, and yet there was nothing he didn’t do or couldn’t do, and he really enjoyed himself.”

			Closer to Spielberg’s age, assistant director James Fargo, new to the industry himself, proved a solid man on location, and a sounding board and friend off set. Fargo worked his way into the industry through the Directors Guild of America’s assistant director’s training program. Fargo served his apprenticeship at Paramount, then American International Pictures, before moving on to work for Universal. At Universal, he worked as second assistant director for Robert Wise on The Andromeda Strain, and first assistant for Henry Hathaway on Raid on Rommel. The studio then assigned Fargo to work as Spielberg’s first assistant on Duel.

			“A first assistant director is basically a logistics person,” Fargo explained. “He works very closely with the director to plan and organize everything so that the director, all he has to do is make the movie. It’s up to the first-assistant to guide the director in the direction of, ‘It’s best to shoot this first, and then shoot this, because we’re set up and ready to go,’ and that way you can go quickly, and give the director time to work on scenes and that sort of thing.”

			Duel was intentionally staffed by a modestly sized crew, as the highly mobile shoot “needed to move a lot,” said Fargo. “That was a logistical problem of the whole movie, making sure when you finish shooting here you could move quickly to the next location, and you had everything set up to move your base camp to a particular place for the next base camp. Because, you know, you had honey wagons and dressing rooms and production vans, and all this stuff that you have to move with you. We were moving quick. There was no dawdling.”

			Perhaps two of the most mobile crew members on Duel were stunt performers and drivers Carey Loftin and his old friend Dale Van Sickle. Loftin served as the entire unit’s stunt coordinator, and he was also the mean, ornery, and unseen son of a bitch behind the wheel of the murderous Peterbilt truck. Loftin, already a legend in Hollywood stunt circles, had been performing stunts and stunt acting in pictures since the late 1930s, having worked on classic films such as Disney’s 20,000 Leagues under the Sea, Spartacus, The French Connection, Vanishing Point, and, most famously, the Steve McQueen vehicle Bullitt. It was Loftin, one of the most renowned stunt drivers ever to motor across the silver screen, who drove Bullitt’s breathtaking and as dangerous as they sure look car stunts through the precipitous streets of San Francisco.

			
				
					The Bullitt Car

					One of the key devices that helped bring such a dynamic visual sense to Duel was a car rig known as the Bullitt car. The rig was developed and utilized in the 1968 Steve McQueen picture, Bullitt. The mobile platform was literally a camera car, only low-slung like a robust go-kart so that it could race alongside screen vehicles, capturing footage from a road-level vantage.

					“I asked, ‘Well, how did they get those great shots in Bullitt?’” Spielberg recalled,

					and they said this guy, Pat Eustis, just invented the car for Bullitt. So I hired Pat Eustis, who brought the Bullitt car onto the set.

					Most of the best shots on Duel were shot on the Bullitt car from the front mount, which was only six inches off the ground and the back mount, which was also six inches from the ground. If not for that, I would’ve had to put low riders on the insert car, the standard insert car, and we couldn’t have gone as fast, and we couldn’t have maneuvered between truck and car. The Bullitt car really made the film twice as exciting.

					According to James Fargo, it was Duel’s stunt coordinator and truck driver, Carey Loftin, who had Eustis build the Bullitt car to capture his crew’s breathtaking stunts in that film three years earlier. Fargo likened it to a race car,2 and while out on location between shots, he begged Loftin to take him for a spin on the unique rig.

					“I said to him, ‘You’ve gotta take me for a ride in this.’ I got in that front seat, and he took me for a ride around Soledad Canyon or Sand Canyon, one of those canyons, up and around the turns and all this. I don’t know how fast he was going, probably not all that fast, but he was going fast enough. I just go, ‘whaaaaa!’ It was so much fun! [laughs]”

					One of the most breathtaking shots in Duel captured by the Bullitt camera car comes early in the film, when the camera races ahead of Mann’s car, tracks parallel alongside the tanker of the truck, slowly revealing its monstrous size bit by bit, before racing alongside the cab and then directly in front of it, the truck’s menacing grill and grime-obscured windshield now too close for viewer’s comfort. As threatening as the vehicle appears, we do want to see who is inside driving this ramshackle beast, and yet Spielberg, the truck’s bulkhead, and the low-slung Bullitt car won’t give us a view or a clue.

					Later, toward the film’s climax, the rig is also put to great use in a shot that’s all about pure panic and driving fury. The camera car races ahead of the vehicular combatants, while Mann’s Valiant tries desperately to keep up, the rolling thunder of the Peterbilt hot on its tail.

					Along with the Bullitt car, the production also utilized a standard insert car to capture footage of the moving vehicles.

					“The insert car was a truck which you mount cameras on, and you could tow the Valiant and that way you could shoot back,” Fargo said.

					In those days, they didn’t use what they call an insert trailer,3 they didn’t use that, but we towed it, we had a tow rig set up and we towed the car [used all the time]. . . . We used the insert car a lot, because you could mount two or three cameras on it and get different angles in one shot. You can shoot from the front, you can shoot from the back, you can shoot from the side, put cameras all over the insert car. With one camera you could shoot close on Dennis, and with another you could be wide and see the truck approach the car, and all of that.

				

			

			And although Duel star Dennis Weaver would clock countless hours and miles driving the red Plymouth Valiant through the film, Dale Van Sickle doubled for Weaver in the film’s more dangerous, even harrowing scenes. Van Sickle, himself an industry veteran going back to the early 1930s, had performed stunts and acting in pictures as diverse as the Marx Brothers’ Duck Soup (one of his first on-screen appearances), Gone with the Wind, War of the Worlds (1953), North by Northwest, Bonnie and Clyde, and like his pal Carey Loftin, Bullitt.

			Loftin was a consummate professional, despite his lighter side and reputation as a hard drinker and a big fan of regaling cast and crew with filthy jokes. He also was not one to mince words, even toward the end of his life in the late 1990s. While speaking with film historian Joseph McBride for his book Steven Spielberg: A Biography, Loftin talked frankly about his very young Duel director.

			“At that point, I don’t think he had any strong points. He was a kid. To be honest, I thought anybody could have done it better. I could have done better. I’m too old to lie. I disagreed with quite a few things on it.”4

			For whatever he might have thought of Spielberg, he delivered what his director asked, as any professional of Loftin’s caliber would.

			From Fargo’s point of view, Loftin’s take on Spielberg couldn’t be further from how most of the cast and crew viewed their leader.

			“I think in the beginning everyone was a bit tentative. They weren’t sure that Steven was up to the challenge, but within the first couple of days, everybody was there right behind him. They loved working with him. The crew loves working with Steven. He gets them on board, he gets them enthusiastic, he gets things going.”

			Spielberg won his cast and crew’s trust through his raw enthusiasm for the work, but also for the tone of openness and the work ethic he brought to the shoot.

			“He wants a happy, easy, working crew, one that enjoys what they’re doing,” Fargo said, “and he kept that attitude going all the time, and he established that when we did Duel. He didn’t slack off on working; he’s a hard worker, and he never stopped working, but he kept a really loose set. He never shouted, he never hollered at anybody, never got angry, never lost his cool at any time. [We were under] a lot of pressure, absolutely, but we’d make jokes about it and that sort of thing, so it was fun.”

			Producer George Eckstein was similarly impressed with the young man he took such a chance in hiring for such a challenging production.

			“Steven was wonderful to work with. He was very firm in his opinions. He had very few doubts. He commanded respect in everybody, which was rare in a twenty-four-year old. He was not deferential, but he was respectful of the Jack Martas, the people with a lot of experience. And the people around him had as much respect for him. They respected him and they were a little bit in awe of him.”5

			Duel in the Sun: The Production, the Film

			A note on the shooting schedule: the breakdown of shoot dates, locales, and scenes follows the film’s original production schedule. As Steven Spielberg was originally charged by Wallace Worsley with shooting plate photography for one day during four “preproduction” days, there was variance in the final shooting schedule.

			“The biggest fight we had on Duel was he wanted me to shoot Duel on a soundstage with process, and I didn’t want to do that,” Spielberg said.

			I said, “I need to shoot Duel outside,” and Wally said, “You can’t do Duel outside in 10 days, it’s impossible, you need to shoot process.” And we had a big fight about this, and Wally had ABC and Universal backing him, so I didn’t have much vote.

			So I went to Wally and I appealed to the better angels of his nature. I said, “Wally, can I do this: can I shoot the plates”—because we already had a process day that wasn’t a part of the principal photography schedule—“can I shoot the plates, just so we have the plates, and can I start shooting this thing on location, and anything I don’t get on location, where I’m going to go over schedule, and we can see that it’s going to be a lot quicker at the studio with plates and a mockup [car] than it is out here on the Pearblossom Highway out here off Sand Canyon Road or in Acton where we were shooting a lot of it, then I will take the whole company back inside and we’ll save the time and I’ll submit to process.” And Wally said, “I think that’s fair. I think that’s fair.”

			And after the second day, Wally came over to me—I’ll never forget this—during the lunch break, and he sat down next to me and he said, “We’re never going to shoot process. It will ruin the movie.” He said, “It’ll ruin the movie.” He had seen the dailies on the first day, and it was so real, he said “You can never get this on a soundstage. It will ruin the movie.”

			Spielberg did, however, fall 3 days behind schedule along the run of the allotted 14-day shoot (4 days for preproduction photography, and 10 scheduled for production), adding another 3 days to the tail end of the shoot that ended on October 4. The film’s shooting schedule does not include these variances, so again, these details should be read as the production’s original plans and not the final shooting schedule.

			The production also shot for an additional three days in early 1972, when Universal decided to release an extended version of the film into international markets (see chapter 7 for full details). The extended theatrical scenes, four in total, are annotated throughout this chapter in the order they appear in the final theatrical edition of the film.

			Finally, despite repeated claims over the years that Spielberg followed Matheson’s teleplay faithfully, merely adding to or embellishing Matheson’s very visual directions (the teleplay is teeming with detailed shot direction, including dictating helicopter shots, etc.), even a brief comparison between the teleplay and the released film will betray that Spielberg used Matheson’s writing as a guide to story and plot structure and sometimes inspiration for visualization, but both documents do vary greatly, even from Matheson’s first two scenes (Matheson writes the scenes as two specific shots, wherein Spielberg uses seven shots to set up the film visually in ways that work on numerous concurrent levels).

			[image: ]

			On the first day of the preproduction shoot, Spielberg received a telegram from ABC’s Barry Diller which read, “My best wishes for much success with Duel.”6 With that official bottle for luck across the good ship Duel’s bow, it was full steam ahead.

			Act I (Sc. 1–73)

			Shooting Day: September 17, 1971 (Day 1)

			Location: Elizabeth Lake Road

			Scene: Peaceful Drive and Census Milquetoast

			The first shot after the Universal Studios logo (which is backed by a couple of eerie strains from composer Billy Goldenberg’s score) is a foreboding image of a rural road, our view cut off by a receding line of rickety posts spanned with razor wire. We hear the sound of a telephone ringing into another phone as a man’s voice quietly sets up a prank call about Census Bureau forms. The film’s title, Duel, pushes confidently outward toward the screen from the distance. Once the title clears, a red Plymouth Valiant races into frame left, traveling the span of road behind the razor wire.

			Reverse angle, high shot of the red car driving swiftly down the roadway. A series of dissolves, bringing us closer to, and then farther away from, Mann’s car, visually acquainting us with the automobile itself, but also with the rural terrain. All the while, Spielberg traps the car in the frame with the razor wire, isolation on the empty roadways, or the dissolves’ refusal to ever let the car breach the frame lines. We examine its path from on high, in a series of long shots, until after the opening credits (wherein only star Dennis Weaver, producer George Eckstein, writer Richard Matheson, and director Steven Spielberg are credited) Spielberg suddenly cuts to a point-of-view (POV) shot of the roadway from Mann’s vantage inside the car. In the same POV shot, the camera tilts up to the car’s rearview mirror, revealing Mann’s eyes, visible behind his sunglasses, as he watches the road ahead.

			Within a series of seven images, Spielberg has subtly set up the tone—one of entrapment and isolation—our visual identification with the protagonist’s vehicle, and lastly, Mann himself as we see the road through his eyes, and then, connect directly with his eyes.

			The voice is on what is revealed to be David Mann’s car radio; he is listening to a radio deejay committing a prank call to the Census Bureau, all in the name of comedy. The radio host pretends to be a put-upon househusband, intent on complaining to the census civil servant about the bossy woman with whom he’s been imprisoned through matrimony for the last 25 years. The character the deejay is playing even goes so far as to satirically self-identify as one of Richard Nixon’s so-called silent majority (a presumed majority of the American electorate that Nixon claimed didn’t make waves like the Vietnam protestors—currently at large when Duel was made, late-period hippies or other counterculture rabble, as Nixon saw it).

			“That’s an actual radio show,” Spielberg said. “That was Dick Whittington, who was a very well-known and funny a.m. radio deejay.”

			When Matheson first heard Whittington’s shtick in the film, he was shocked.

			“It’s amusing, because the first few moments of the television film, when he’s driving along, they had bought this talk show,” Matheson said.

			And I’ve had so many experiences where I see something and I think, “What the hell happened? I didn’t write that!” And I think, “Oh my god, it’s happening again! They’ve changed every word I wrote!” Then I realized, then I regained my sanity and enjoyed it thoroughly. I have always believed that the function of a director—maybe I’m not in popular vogue, but the function of the director, if he has a really good script, is to transpose the script into visual terms. Steven not only got everything in the script, but then added this enormous dimension to it, and that’s what makes really good stuff.7

			Scene: Opening Titles—Theatrical Edition

			Location: Toluca Lake; Downtown Los Angeles

			In the theatrical cut of Duel, Spielberg begins the film in total darkness (in stark relief to the original cut, which sees Mann speeding down the rural highway from the first shot). After Goldenberg’s discordant opening tones sound out over the Universal logo, we hear footsteps and a jangling of keys in the dark, and a car door opening and closing as an engine turns to life. The darkness slides away as a car we’re now in as viewers (sitting near Mann’s POV) reverses from the garage of a suburban home that pulls into and away from the shot as the vehicle moves into the neighborhood street. The car is thrown into drive, and we’re off, moving forward along the streets as suburbia (Toluca Lake in Los Angeles County) gives way to downtown Los Angeles.

			“I wanted the film to begin very slowly,” Spielberg said, “with this man pulling out of his middle-class neighborhood and driving through the city streets and then on to the open road and the film unwound rather than happened, it unwound in such a way that each incident had to be more exciting and more tempting than the one before so that it would snowball into a climax.”8

			A radio station can be heard in the car we’re in as we drive through congested downtown streets, until the drive reaches the freeway and a lighted tunnel. As the car rushes through the darkness, funky, jagged titles open the film. In the theatrical edition, Dennis Weaver’s opening credit is joined by 11 other cast members, plus the film’s two stunt drivers. The major below-the-line crew members also receive opening title credits now as well.

			We hear the radio dial jog to another station, and Dick Whittington’s broadcast from the original edit comes in—a bit earlier over newly added footage, before the film tucks into the first shot from the television edit.

			Scene: Enter the Truck

			As Mann continues to listen to the sketch on the radio, his car starts to draw closer to the only other vehicle on the road, a large tanker truck. Even at a distance, we can see noxious-looking smoke pouring out of the truck’s exhaust stack.

			Spielberg reveals the truck in a shot that begins in close on the side of Mann’s face, pulls back to his shoulder, and then pans slightly to reveal his view through the windshield. Ahead, the truck fills the lane of traffic. Mann catches up to the truck, its smoke bellowing across the entire lane, and into Mann’s open driver’s side window. He smoothes his hair, trying to remain composed, but the exhaust enters his lungs and causes him to cough.

			Spielberg cuts to a shot from right off of the trunk of Mann’s car, through Mann’s car’s windows, drawing both vehicles and Mann into the frame at once. Ahead of Mann, on the truck’s tank, we can see the warning “Flammable” posted twice, in two separate fonts.

			Matheson writes an incredibly tight, even verbose (by screenplay standards) teleplay for Duel, a “very tightly descriptive page,” as Spielberg would call it.

			“I’m a visual writer,” Matheson said. “When I wrote the story ‘Duel,’ I saw it happening in my head like a movie, so I could transpose it to script form very easily. When I write a novel, I see it in front of my mind’s eye as though I were watching a movie, and I’m just describing the movie. So I’m a visual writer and I never had difficulty from the very start.”9

			The teleplay gives direction for specific audio (or lack of audio) cues and even highly exacting shot directions, something most Screenwriting 101 teachers warn fledgling writers is a cardinal sin against one’s potential director. Spielberg doesn’t follow Matheson’s concepts slavishly, although there are certain descriptions that Spielberg does translate or reinterpret beautifully into imagery. For instance, the first few sights of the truck are caught through Mann’s windshield, or from behind Mann’s car, through his back window and windshield. After Mann complains about the pollution the truck is spewing, Spielberg cuts back to the shot behind Mann’s car, trucks around the car’s driver’s side, runs parallel with Mann for a brief moment, and then pivots. The camera continues ahead past Mann’s car, letting him recede into the back of the shot before catching the side of the truck’s back fender. The camera dips lower, creeping down to tire level as it races along the tanker and then the truck’s length. It then pulls around the front of the truck, careful to use the low angle and nose of the truck to block our view of the truck’s driver, until it levels off in front of the massive machine, giving us our first look at its grille and darkened windshield. It’s a bravura shot, moving us away from Mann and our identification with him, revealing the truck’s size and menace in a single, dynamic image.

			Matheson originally envisioned this as a helicopter shot (“Now the camera starts to pull ahead, drawing around so that Mann’s car remains in sight. After a while, the truck is revealed, foot by foot; a gigantic gasoline tanker truck pulling a tank trailer, each of them having six wheels.”), but Spielberg goes one better, using what was known as the Bullitt car (see The Bullitt Car sidebar in this chapter) to ride laterally alongside both vehicles before racing in front of the truck.

			The truck is a dirty, rusty brown, monstrous in size and appearance, looking like a tetanus carrier on wheels.

			“The truck was the antagonist in the story,” Spielberg said.

			It had to have a personality. It couldn’t just be a sparkling new, freshly minted truck. So the idea was to make the truck look like a veteran of these road crimes. This was “Murder, Inc.” on wheels! So there was grease on the windows, and fake dead bugs put all over the grille and on the windscreen and against the headlights. And the truck was painted oily and streaked with oil coming out of every single possible known vent on the truck.

			The truck was put into makeup every day. Dennis Weaver was in his makeup chair, and the truck had seven or eight people with large brushes and mops spattering it and making it look really grisly and horrible. It was the same kind of makeup you would do on Frankenstein or the Wolf Man or the Phantom of the Opera.10

			Back to Mann in his car, as he makes the fateful decision to throw on his left turn signal and pass the truck in the opposite lane. As he drives ahead of the truck, we get a POV shot while Mann eyes the truck through his passenger’s side window. The truck is too large, and we’re denied seeing anything but its wheels and flank racing back behind Mann’s passing car. Mann looks back over his shoulder, and then in the rearview, trying to get a glimpse, but we cannot see the truck driver through his filthy windshield or the quick cuts of the film.

			Mann eases back into the lane and Spielberg quickly lulls us back to contentment with the chatter of the deejay, a close-up of Mann’s hand on the wheel (he is in control), and then an extreme close-up off the side of Mann’s face. Mann smoothes his hair back again when suddenly without warning, the truck bombs past the driver’s side window, visually and aurally pinning Mann in. He starts to lose control of his car for a moment, regains it, and shouts an angry, “Hey!” out at the truck.

			Throwing his hand up in annoyance, Mann bides his time as the truck again blocks his way, around a curve, until suddenly the road straightens out and he takes his chance to pass once more. As he passes, we do get a chance at glimpsing the truck driver again, but all we can see is the shape of a man at the wheel; Mann passes by too quickly to see any details. Spielberg is building a frustrating, exciting mystery here.

			As the truck recedes behind Mann (we see it through the driver’s side mirror), its horn bleats out a long, angry warning. In a zoom-out from the mirror, across Mann’s chest and shoulder as the lens pulls Mann into the shot, Mann darts around to look at the truck over his shoulder, and turns again, scoffs, shaking his head at the rude driver’s audacity. The camera watches the truck recede a bit behind, and Mann reaches down to turn up the radio show. He checks the time on his wristwatch, and exhales the tension.

			Checking behind again, the truck is gone from view on the roadway behind Mann.

			Shooting Day: September 20, 1971 (Day 2)

			Location: Acton (Mann’s Car and Gas Station)

			Scene: Acton Service Station

			Mann turns left into a roadside service station. He follows the camera into the waiting area by the gasoline pumps at the Acton Service Station (and Laundromat), and takes off his sunglasses to clean them, as he’s still in his car throughout this segment. After a beat, we hear the sound of a large vehicle approaching, when suddenly, the dirty truck pulls into view, into the service station, to park next to Mann at the pumps (the truck pulls toward the wide-angle lens, filling the left side of the frame as it overwhelms that half of the image, dwarfing Mann’s car on frame right). Cut to over Mann’s shoulder as he calmly wipes his glasses, looking toward the truck’s cab, then a reverse on Mann’s face as he tries to get a glimpse of the driver. Again, reverse angle over Mann’s shoulder, but this time, the camera zooms in toward the truck’s cab. The side mirror on the truck is angled just so that we can’t get a look at the driver there, but a big, square, knotty right hand grips the steering wheel (just as Matheson described the truck driver’s hand in his short story).

			Suddenly, Mann’s concentration on the driver is broken as an unidentified liquid clouds the view on his windshield, and the head of a high energy, overly friendly station attendant (actor Tim Herbert) blocks the view of the truck’s cab. The attendant tells Mann, “Whatever you want, I got it.” Mann tells him to fill his car with ethyl,11 and the attendant responds, “If Ethel don’t mind,” a joke that he surely provides every single soul that comes through the Acton Service Station asking for ethyl.

			The attendant moves to the back of Mann’s car to fill the tank, giving Mann his view of the truck’s cab again. The driver’s hand is now gone from the wheel. Mann turns, cautiously (yet still casually cleaning his sunglasses), looking for a sign of the mysterious truck driver. He catches a movement below the bulk of the tanker, on the far side, where he sees a pair of western-style boots moving slowly along. One of the boots rises, swings, and gives a firm kick to the set of tires. The boots slowly move down toward the cab, to one of the side tanks behind the driver’s area. A sharp-toed cowboy boot rises to kick the side of the tank, like a black-hatted rustler kicking his broken down old nag.

			Again, the attendant distracts Mann’s attention away from seeing the truck driver, as the little man rounds the car and asks Mann if he’d like him to check under his hood. The hood rises, obscuring any view of the truck. After a moment, the attendant calls out that Mann could use a new radiator hose. Mann declines, saying he’ll get one later, and here, Matheson and Spielberg are laying pipe, or rather, laying hose, for a future event that will have major consequence.

			“You’re the boss,” the attendant tells Mann, to which Mann responds, “Not in my house I’m not.” Mann’s loaded response is not in the original teleplay, nor the revisions, but it ties in sharply to both the Census Bureau gag on the radio that opened the film and one of the additional scenes added to the film for the international release.

			Scene: Laundromat/Calling Home—Theatrical Edition

			After Mann tries in vain to catch sight of the driver (only seeing his fist and boots), and after he declines getting a new radiator hose, the scene cuts to new material in the theatrical edit. The attendant slams down Mann’s car hood and hobbles around to the gas tank, as Mann steps out of the car. He asks the attendant for change for the phone, and suddenly, Spielberg adds in a new bit of tension. He cuts up high, looking down across the truck’s steering wheel (the closest we’ve been in proximity to the driver so far). An arm comes up and angrily pulls on the cord for the truck’s harsh horn. Mann and the attendant stop to look up at the impatient driver (but there’s no indication that Mann can see his face at this point).

			The camera tracks Mann into the Laundromat, where he places a collect call on a pay phone. Spielberg’s camera cuts back even farther into the room, taking in an industrial washing machine. Mann casually puts a shoe up on a laundry folding table across from the pay phone when an overweight woman trundles in to attend her laundry. He moves his leg from her path, and she shuffles into the extreme foreground. As Mann talks on the phone, Spielberg gives the frame a bit of multilayered business: the overweight woman in the foreground, framing our view of Mann in the circular glass of the washing machine door, repeatedly obscuring him with the fleshy mass of her arm and the wet laundry she shakes out of the washing machine.

			Spielberg now cuts to an interior in the Manns’ living room, a sharp departure from the television edit of the film, largely an unwelcome addition, at least visually, as it breaks the imagery of Mann’s environment. Two small boys play with toys on the living room floor as Mann’s wife (played by actress Jacqueline Scott) talks with him on the phone, slapping dust off of a coffee table with a rag.

			Mann and his wife have an increasingly argumentative conversation. When Mrs. Mann first answers the phone, she negatively asks Mann if he had an accident (not even a hello out of her mouth). He assures her nothing happened and tries to apologize to her “about last night,” saying that she was still asleep before he left for his business trip on the road. She shuts Mann down, saying she doesn’t want to discuss “it” (we’re yet to learn what happened the night before). “If we talk about it, we’ll just get into a fight, and you wouldn’t want that, would you?” she chides, bringing Mann’s character into question. This, despite the fact that he took the time to call and talk with her about what’s clearly a rift in their relationship.

			Mann retorts, accusing his wife of wanting him to challenge one Steve Henderson to a fist fight. She wanders into the back corner of the living room, casts a furtive glance at the boys on the floor, and says Mann should have at least said something to Henderson, since “he was practically trying to rape me in front of the whole party.”

			As Mann is in the thick of arguing over the phone with his wife, the station attendant comes into to give him change and Mann hands him his gas credit card—he is now visually trapped between the glass of the washing machine, the wet laundry, the rotund arm, and on the opposite side, the interrupting attendant, while audibly being pushed around by his wife over the phone. It’s a nice, busy bit of Spielbergian business, visually and for all that it symbolically implies. David Mann is a man trapped: by the intrusive world around him, in a potentially loveless marriage, and in the pressure and responsibilities of a man just trying to make an honest living to care for those he’s responsible for. Worse, he’ll soon have another random adversary breathing heavily down his neck, one that’ll make all of his other pressures seem like child’s play. Maybe the shut-in, househusband character Whittington plays over the phone has the right idea: a man who stays home wearing a housecoat while he dusts may be seen as less of a man by the neighbors (this, reflective of how Mann in the short story always worries about how others see him), but at the very least he keeps the madness and the madmen of the outside world at bay as he does battle with dust bunnies, dirty dishes, poorly written soap operas, and suburban malaise.

			Mrs. Mann then moves the conversation into another sore spot, asking if Mann would be home by 6:30 that evening. Here, Spielberg and Eckstein (as they were behind the writing of the additional scenes) use the opportunity to tell us why Mann is on the road—to meet Forbes, a business client—and to establish the pressure Mann is under to get to his business meeting on time.

			“He’s leaving for Hawaii in the morning, and the way he’s been griping to the front office, if I don’t reach him today, I could lose the account,” Mann protests.

			Rather than being concerned with Mann keeping a client from bailing, and therefore protecting his family’s livelihood, Mrs. Mann henpecks Mann about being home on time for dinner. “It’s your mother, and God knows she’s not coming to see me,” she gripes, another loaded phrase pointing to the state of the couple’s relationship. Mann whines that he probably won’t be late, when suddenly his wife hangs the phone up on him without so much as a goodbye.

			In hindsight, especially after the theatrical edition added Mann’s wife as a fairly domineering scold who would call his manhood into question, Dick Whittington’s census sketch takes on a new bit of symbolism. Mann indeed seems to be someone who might fit into Nixon’s silent majority, content not to stir up trouble—not with a fellow party guest who “practically” raped his wife, not with perturbing a business client by arriving late, and certainly not with other motorists on the roads. “I’m really not the head of the family, although I’m the man of the family,” as Whittington said on his radio program.

			Andrew M. Gordon, in his book Empire of Dreams: The Science Fiction and Fantasy Films of Steven Spielberg, claims that Mann’s problems “are rooted in a fear and hatred of women.”12 Watching how Mann was motivated in the original cut of the film, and even how he relates to his wife in this added scene, Gordon’s theory feels quite overreaching.

			In the original cut of the film, the only allusion we get to a potential issue of Mann being subservient to another in the home is when he tells the first gas station attendant that he’s not the boss in his house. As mentioned earlier, this tucks in nicely to Whittington’s comedy sketch about a milquetoast househusband, even better so in view of the additional scene where Mann is henpecked by his wife. To claim that Mann has a hatred of women, however, especially in light of how he tries to relate to his difficult wife in the extended cut (caring enough to call from the road in an effort to talk about the gulf between them caused by Henderson) is textually unsupportable.

			Gordon also gives a woeful misreading of the Whittington comedy sketch. He seems to miss the point that Whittington is not really a “beleaguered middle-aged man with a fruity voice,” and that he’s not really a radio caller railing in a “misogynistic tirade against his feared and hated wife,” but that the entire aim of the sketch is a made-up character calling into a Census Bureau worker to pull her leg for the amusement of Whittington’s radio audience. Gordon soon drives to untenable extremes any interesting, if admittedly slight, allegory about male emasculation Matheson and Spielberg may have established, presuming Mann is fueled by an abject hatred of all females.

			“Later,” Gordon says, “we see that, despite his amusement at the radio caller, Mann resembles this pathetic wimp, and that he too, has problems containing his anger at his wife and himself, so the duel becomes a way to release his rage about emasculation. . . . [Mann], who is not so much driver as driven, becomes identified with the henpecked man and the truck with his wife—or by the logic of misogyny, with all women.”

			Gordon also claims that the first shot of the extended cut of the film (in which Mann’s car, in a POV shot, reverses from the dark of the garage and leaves his suburban house and neighborhood) can be interpreted as “Mann’s leaving the womb and entering the world. But it is a dangerous world,” and yet then he confuses that stale metaphor by claiming the roots of Mann’s so-called anger at his wife (hardly on display in Weaver’s performance) and so-called misogyny against all women comes from his entrapment by women—including the image of the overweight woman pulling laundry from the dryer, and Spielberg’s framing of Mann through the circular window of the dryer machine, “a female lens.” Is domesticity in the womb-like Mann home a refuge from the dangerous world, or not?

			Gordon also makes claims that the kindly waitress in Chuck’s Cafe (in the reality of the film, the only character in the entire diner who shows Mann any sympathy) and Sally at the Snakearama are also oppressive to women-hating Mann, wherein Sally herself, Gordon’s so-called snake mother, also “contributes to the undercurrent of sexual ambivalence in the film, with its feminized males and aggressive women.”

			Following Mann’s phone call to his wife in the Laundromat, Spielberg cuts back again to the mysterious truck driver, still in his cab. Again, he tugs on the cord and the horn lets out another angry blast. Here, Spielberg has a crane shot rise up above the cab (the noisy horn on top of the cab in the foreground) as Mann comes out of the Laundromat and finishes squaring up with the gas station attendant. With a bit of dialogue overlapped from the original edit, the film cuts back to the television edit’s shot of Mann pulling out of the gas station, back onto the road, leaving the truck behind at the gas station. The editing, like the appended opening titles, is utterly seamless.

			Scene: Second Roadway Encounter

			Location: Angeles Forest Highway

			Another dissolve and we’re back looking at the rearview mirror and Mann’s eyes behind his sunglasses, an image resetting us to the moment we first saw Mann in the film. Through the windshield, the shot is hemmed in by a brush-strewn hillside that fills the entire frame.

			Mann is cruising at a comfortable 40 miles per hour. He drives along, a calm in his demeanor again, when he glances up to the rearview mirror. He looks away, but whips his eyes back to take another look.

			Through the rear window of Mann’s car, we see the truck hauling ass around a bend in the dusty pass. It rushes headlong at Mann’s rear bumper, and Mann accelerates up to around 50. The road starts to rise slightly, and it looks like the truck may be losing slight ground. The truck shifts into a higher gear, and Mann puts his left arm out the window to urge him to pass—he’s not interested in playing games with this joker any longer. The truck takes the pass, again, driving too close to Mann’s car, causing him to temporarily lose control. Once past, the truck slows to block Mann’s way. The truck toys with Mann, not allowing him to pass, winding Mann up about missing his appointment with Forbes.

			After a time, the truck driver extends a thick hand out of his driver’s side window, waving Mann forward. “Well it’s about time, Charlie!” Mann shouts, and despite a blind curve up ahead, a frustrated, time-pressured Mann takes the opportunity.

			As he moves fully into the oncoming lane, another car wheels around the truck, rushing headlong at Mann. The cars narrowly miss one another, as Mann tries to regain control of his wild car. The camera sways erratically as it mimics Mann’s loss of control, and composer Billy Goldenberg’s first full cue (save for the brief tones over the Universal logo) finally kicks in at about 11 minutes into the film.

			In the original television broadcast of the film, audiences also received a commercial interruption, as this tense life-and-death moment and musical stinger sent them off to a handful of important messages from ABC’s sponsors.

			“The TV script was broken up into acts, where an exciting teaser holds your interest through a Clairol commercial,” Spielberg said of the elliptical nature of storytelling on broadcast television. “We have to live with [the commercial breaks],” Spielberg said. “We have six acts; Shakespeare got away with five!”13

			Act II (Sc. 74–147)

			Scene: Second Roadway Encounter (Continued)/Chuck’s Cafe

			Shooting Day: September 13, 1971 (Preproduction First Day)

			Locations: Sierra Highway; Mint Canyon

			Shooting Day: September 14, 1971 (Preproduction Second Day)

			Locations: Angeles Forest Highway; Soledad Canyon

			Shooting Day: September 24, 1971 (Day 6)

			Location: Soledad Canyon

			Shooting Day: September 30, 1971 (day 10)

			Location: Stage—Soledad Canyon (originally planned for in-studio process work)

			Shooting Day: Postproduction (insert photography)

			Back from the intrusion of the first commercial break, Mann has the grim realization of the true stakes with this mysterious truck.

			“My god! He wanted me to hit that car head on!” Mann cries.

			Mann’s first internal bit of thought (presented in voice-over) is used, a piece from earlier in the script moved forward. “Yeah, I think I’ll take the old scenic route, honey. No traffic, no pressure,” he nervously jokes in his mind.14

			Frustrated at the truck swaying across the narrow lanes ahead, again blocking his route, Mann yells, “Come on you miserable meathead, move that fat-ended truck out of my way!”15

			Mann speeds up, approaching the back end of the truck, which pulls directly ahead of his path. Mann looks down to his watch, sighs, resigned that he won’t make his appointment. (In the television cut, this is the first place we hear about why Mann is on the road.) He wonders aloud where the local police might be, and then mocks “the boondocks” through which he travels, reasoning the local law enforcement likely rides on horseback. This is from Matheson’s original short story, but in light of casting Weaver in the film version of Duel, it takes on a new humorous significance given his starring role in the Universal series McCloud, about a rural cowboy-type sheriff who comes to New York City—sometimes fighting urban crime on horseback.

			Exhaust continues to billow back toward Mann as the truck blocks the road just ahead of him. Mann leans to see if he can cut through an opening on either side of the truck—whether in the proper passing lane, or, now more determined, even on the right-hand shoulder of the roadway. He finds his steel and verbally takes on the truck. “Okay, okay, you wanna play games?” Mann accelerates, and races ahead of the truck in the passing lane, deliberately dodging off onto the dirt shoulder to make it around his adversary. He looks back, accelerating quickly ahead of the truck until he has enough distance to overtake the truck and claim the road again. Mann lets out a triumphant, high-pitched wheeze of a laugh, slapping at his steering wheel in his success.

			“He has a kind of falsetto laugh, when he laughs, it’s almost like a [imitating Weaver’s high-pitched laugh] ‘Heeheehee!’” Spielberg said. “Once I actually got him laughing before we started working and he laughed the first time in front of me, I said, ‘Ooh, ooh! We have to use that laugh! That’s gotta be in the show!’”

			Mann throws the trucker a good riddance wave over his shoulder and looks back at the truck growing smaller through his rear window. He adjusts himself in his seat, a wide, toothy grin breaking across his face. The road ahead is clear, and, with a sideways glance to his driver’s side mirror for reassurance, so now is the road behind.

			A sign on the right shoulder proclaims that in seven more miles, travelers will reach an establishment called Chuck’s Cafe.

			Relaxed, Mann reaches out to his radio, pushes a preset, and jogs a knob to better tune the signal. A piece of honky-tonk music jangles from the radio’s speakers.

			“I composed all of [the radio cues],” composer Billy Goldenberg confirmed. “That was something we always had to do for monetary reasons. To get the rights to any of that stuff is huge. Universal never wanted to pay for something it didn’t have to, so what they would ask you to do is plagiarize something. You know, ‘I want a country piece of music like Tammy Wynette sings,’ or God knows what, so I had to write a lot of different things. . . . They have a little filter that they put [the diegetic cues Goldenberg composed] through so it sounds like a radio, rather than being score.”

			Mann drives on, content that he’s back on track. Maybe he’ll make it to his meeting with Forbes after all.

			Without warning, Spielberg makes a sledgehammer cut in sound and image, and the calming twang of the music on Mann’s radio is replaced by the roar of the truck charging down the road. We’re low to the blacktop, the camera mounted on the Bullitt car, tight in on the tanker’s tires right behind the driver’s cab. The shot is one of visual and audible fury, as the truck tears down the road to catch up with its quarry.

			A cut taking in the pursuing truck far in the distance, pouring on the speed to close the gap. Reverse angle to Mann’s car ahead in the distance, as the POV (from the trucker’s vantage) chews up the miles, approaching the back of Mann’s car.

			Another cut, bringing both vehicles together into frame again. We’re outside and a bit ahead of Mann’s front driver’s side bumper, and we can hear both the sounds of the engines of the vehicles and the twang from Mann’s radio. He’s yet oblivious to the horror pursuing him from behind.

			Back into the car with Mann, calmly watching the roadway ahead, as another diegetic music queue pops and dances around Mann’s radio. He happens a glance back at the rearview mirror, when he catches a flash of the truck rushing headlong behind him. In shock, he looks back over his shoulder and sees the truck racing down the middle of the road at his car. He steadies himself and pushes the accelerator toward 60 miles per hour.

			Spielberg cuts back and forth, amping up the tension: in the car with a nervous Mann, back to the truck driver’s POV, ahead of both vehicles, and then, a high shot behind Mann, as the truck roars right toward Mann and the lens. A few cars race by in the opposite lane, the first we’ve seen since the automobile the truck tried to run Mann into head-on. Mann wonders to himself what the truck has under its hood, as the truck suddenly fills his rearview and lays into its shrill horn. Mann, still accelerating and pushing 70 miles per hour now, panics and starts to fishtail around the road and right shoulder. At a couple of points during the pursuit, the lens compresses the car, Mann behind the wheel, and the truck into one plane. The long lens makes the truck look positively massive through Mann’s back window, as if it could swallow Mann and his car whole at any moment.

			Mann’s speed wavers above 80 miles per hour now, and the truck toys with him multiple times as it nearly nudges his back bumper and blasts out taunts with its air horn. The truck falls back momentarily, when suddenly Spielberg drops in a terrifying shot of the truck plowing around a bend in the road to catch up with Mann’s car (in this case, rushing at the camera). The camera zooms out, pulling the back of Mann’s car into frame—the camera is positioned in the back seat, shooting back through the window—and at the same time, the truck throws on the speed, barreling toward the car. It gives the image a bit of a horizontally vertiginous feel, somewhat foreshadowing the famous image in Spielberg’s Jaws where he uses a dolly zoom (a la a device made popular by Alfred Hitchcock) to visually create a panic in that film’s main character. The effect is both disorienting and thrilling.

			As if the sequence weren’t anxiety-inducing enough, Billy Goldenberg’s sparse score makes a return with a lengthy, metallically percussive cue that heightens the tension.

			Mann’s car is now racing ahead nearing 100 miles per hour, as he grips the steering wheel with both hands, fighting to keep the car from spinning out of control. He haphazardly aims his car off the road, and steps hard on the brake pedal as he approaches what appears to be an area with some sort of building surrounded by vehicles in an adjacent lot. Mann narrowly avoids a few other autos as he fishtails through the lot. His car comes to a violent stop as it slams into a white, wooden rail fence. Mann snaps forward against the steering wheel that he grasps, his breath coming in retching gasps, his sunglasses askew on his face.

			The film cuts for another commercial break.

			The entire pursuit and chase, from the moment the truck reappears to the moment Mann slams his car broadside into the fence, is comprised of over 130 shots, stitched together by sure hands and yet chaotic in the rush of angles, shot sizes, and durations that overtake the screen and viewers. The entire chase plays out a hair over five minutes, although it feels much less than that, given the hyperactive images and cutting.

			Shooting the coverage for the chase, as well as all of the driving featured in Duel in general, was a logistical, physical, and creative challenge. The filmmakers employed a number of techniques to help keep themselves ahead of their work and to ensure they’d get all of the coverage they needed to make the film work in editing.

			Along with the illustrated production map, Spielberg also made handwritten notes to himself on stacks of IBM cards that he kept pinned to a bulletin board. Rather than shoot from what he called a “verbose”16 teleplay, and in lieu of creating specific shot lists, Spielberg would rely on his notes on the cards to direct the day and get his shots.

			“Rather than taking the script and opening it to a page, I would select, let’s say, ten cards. That would be the day’s work, and when the cards were finished, I’d tear them up. I saved the pieces, but that’s the way the picture was shot. On the cards was the gist of the scene, how it was going to be shot and how many setups I needed for the sequence.”17

			After a day of shooting, Spielberg would return to the hotel, confirm the work the production crew accomplished that day, and then prep for the next day’s shoot using the overview map and the next stack of IBM cards that would guide him through getting all of the coverage needed to cut the film together and tell the story.

			“It helped me also to plan my two- and three-camera set-ups,” Spielberg said. “I think without that overview, I would be a little confused about where to put the cameras, and I shot it in sixteen days. It was really a movie that should have been done in fifty days, and the only reason I did it in sixteen days was I could look at a sequence where the car passes the truck, the truck passes the car, and the car passes the truck, and I grabbed that entire scene like a documentary with three cameras all in one.”25

			
				
					Highway Production Logistics

					Once out on location, the production had to be creative in maximizing the footage captured on what was a compromised schedule. By assistant director James Fargo’s estimate, the unit covered several hundred miles of highway, “from Soledad Canyon, all the way over to Angeles Crest Highway at one point, and then back again.”18 At every location, on every setup, Spielberg, Fargo, director of photography Jack Marta, and stunt supervisor Carey Loftin would walk the area, plotting out how the action would be conducted and where the cameras would be placed to capture said action.

					“I’d stake out all my shots,” Spielberg said. “I would literally put stakes in the ground and say, ‘A, B, and C cameras go here.’ The three cameras would be about 100 yards apart. I would simply run the car and then the truck past the cameras, with the fourth camera in the car shooting the truck. . . . Then I’d just turn the cameras around and the procession would come right back again.”19

					By variances in the shot sizes, lenses, vantage of the cameras, and speed of the terrain racing by behind the car and truck, viewers would be hard-pressed to realize the nature of how the crew shot the driving sequences, but the techniques kept the production largely ahead of the curve.

					“[Spielberg was] an incredibly inventive guy,” editor Frank Morriss said. “Many sequences were shot in the same area, going around the same turns, the same hills, the same road. It was never apparent in the picture. We were able to use fifteen different angles of the truck going around a curve and you do not notice it.”20

					The speed with which the production could shoot was paramount to completing the film in time to get it to postproduction and through to air date in November.

					“We couldn’t spend more than an hour doing a setup,” Fargo said, “and usually we would do four or five setups in an hour, and we would shoot long days.”21 On average this would allow the unit to shoot a good 20 to 30 setups per day, depending.

					The production was accompanied through the entire shoot by police cars that helped block traffic from either direction from entering the shooting area, for travelers’ and the cast and crews’ safety. As the production would inch along the highway, the section they’d just vacated would open, and the police escort would close down the next stretch of road the unit was prepping to shoot.

					“Luckily at that time, there wasn’t a lot of traffic on most of the highways we used, thank God,” Fargo said.22

					Spielberg estimates the production shot more footage than any other television production of the era, a good 20,000 feet or so. And despite talk23 on the record that Spielberg’s job was at stake, the footage the unit was shipping down to Universal and the film’s editing team was welcomed with awe.

					“It was amazing,” Morriss recalled. “This story was made for Steven Spielberg. He understood it, he shot it like nobody else in the world could’ve shot it. I don’t think there’s a director that ever lived that could have done it as good, much less better. . . . The coverage was amazing—amazing, the camera angles that he figured out, mounted to wheels or whatever it might’ve been. Just very, very exciting camera angles. Of course a brilliant director just from scratch.”

					Spielberg credits studying the classics and some of cinema’s greatest filmmakers for their technique.

					What I tried to bring to TV was lesser emphasis on the close-up because the movies I learned from were really about master shots and letting the audience look at the overview and be their own film editors sometimes. I used to love those old movies like Orson Welles certainly and John Ford shot wide, Howard Hawks shot wide, but when Hawks would pull in for the close-up, it was to tell a story; it was to drum home a point, and they used the close-up as a powerful tool of narrative storytelling.

					Television seemed to use the close-up because screens were so small they wanted people to be able to see what the actors were saying, they wanted to get mouth movement so they would shoot all the TV shows like that. So when I came to television, I went back to wider shots and it got me, in a strange way, noticed, simply because I was shooting wider than most television directors.24

				

			

			Act III (Sc. 148–210)

			Shooting Day: September 21, 1971 (Day 3)

			Locations: Sierra Highway; Mint Canyon

			Scene: Chuck’s Cafe

			Back from the second commercial break, we find Mann is still in one piece, if worse for the wear. He sits behind the wheel of his crashed car, grasping at his neck and crying out in pain. An old-timer in bibbed overalls (actor Charles Seel) ambles up to his open driver’s side window to check on him, having witnessed the crash from his truck, which Mann almost hit. The man warns Mann that he has “got whiplash, probably,” but Mann waves him aside, and trudges by the old-timer and another old man who stares at the scene silently.

			It is here that Spielberg cuts to one of the more interesting shots in the entire well-designed film. While the execution may not have the spit and polish of similar shots in other Spielberg films to come, the conception and choreography is a notable piece of work, and it was even presaged three years earlier in a similar shot in Spielberg’s short film Amblin’.

			The shot cuts from Mann crossing the road toward the cafe, to a shot from inside, looking through a dirty window as Mann approaches. He opens the door, and right when he steps in, the cafe owner (played by actor Eddie Firestone) asks, “What happened out there, mister?” Mann doesn’t answer the question, instead asking the owner if he can use his restroom. He obliges, giving Mann directions to the men’s room.

			The camera tracks backward, leading Mann through the cafe’s dining area, a couple of back rooms, and finally the men’s room, where Mann closes the door and collapses against it. He rights himself, throws some water on his face and pained neck, and considers himself in the mirror. Here, the film’s lengthiest internal monologue (a variation on Matheson’s original musing in the short story) takes place.

			“Well, still amongst the living, I see. You never know, you just never know. You just go along figuring some things just don’t change ever, like being able to drive on a public highway without somebody trying to murder you. And then one stupid thing happens, 20–25 minutes out of your whole life, and all the ropes that kept you hanging in there get cut loose, and it’s like there you are, right back in the jungle again.

			“All right, boy, it was a nightmare, but it’s over now. It’s all over,” Mann assures himself as he opens the washroom door and treks back up to the dining area of the cafe. Now, the camera—which has not yet cut once since Mann opened the front door to the cafe—follows Mann back up front to the cafe, where patrons sit at the lunch counter or stand around a pool table playing a game.

			The camera, still on Mann’s back, follows him over to the cafe owner, who asks Mann if he’s all right and once again asks what happened out in the lot across the road. Mann calls it “just a slight complication,” to which the cafe owner mockingly says, “Oh, looked like a big complication to me,” which gets derisive laughter from the cafe’s other patrons.

			Mann casts a glance back to the room full of laughing patrons, as he heads toward a secluded booth adjacent to a window looking out on the lot. He steps toward the window with a start—something outside has caught his eye.

			The infernal truck is parked out in the lot, parallel to the building.

			Mann turns slowly to the other patrons in Chuck’s, eyes full of suspicion. Is the man who has been trying to kill him in this very room? Was the bastard laughing along with the rest of these people?

			A shocking crack attacks on the film’s audio track, and Spielberg cuts to a whip pan of a pool cue striking the cue-ball into a fresh rack. The pan winds up back on Mann at the window, deep in the frame, isolated and alone.

			The pool player crosses the shot and Mann in the background, and as he moves to inhabit frame right (to set up another shot on the pool table), Mann crosses to frame left and sits alone in the booth, still in the background. The camera slowly tracks forward, around the corner of the pool table, into Mann where he sits. He rubs his temple, and the score rises in a mysterious, ethereal snippet of melody.

			
				
					Mann’s One-Shot Entrance into Chuck’s Cafe

					Before the cut of the pool cue and balls striking loudly on the table, the entire sequence in Chuck’s—from Mann’s entrance through the front door, to when he turns and the billiards impact—is played out without edits in a single moving shot. The uninterrupted shot lasts for roughly two minutes and 45 seconds, and along the way, it juggles action through four actual location spaces (none of Duel was shot on sound stages with flying sets, fixed, overhead studio lighting, or the like), numerous character movements and blocking, postsynched dialogue, camera movements, and focal lengths. The shot was captured handheld, with the camera operators walking backward through the four rooms, and forward again to return to the main dining area, without the aid of dolly tracks and a half decade before the commercial availability and practical use of the Steadicam.

					“I remember wanting to do the whole thing in one shot, and there was no such thing as a Steadicam in those days,” Spielberg said, “so I had the camera operator take an unblimped Arriflex, and he just walked with it. I staged the shot with an Arri and then postsynched all of the dialogue and Dennis Weaver’s breathing and the ambience inside Chuck’s Cafe. All of that had to be added later, because the Arriflex sounded like a buzz saw.”

					Spielberg suggested putting a blanket over the Arriflex to help mask the loud mechanical noises it made as it turned film, but the facility the unit used to shoot the cafe sequence was a standing restaurant, without air conditioning. During the Duel shoot, temperature highs reached 90 degrees, mercifully dropping into the 70s as the shoot wore on. Add lighting gear and bodies into a space as enclosed as the cafe, and the heat became unbearable, necessitating Spielberg’s decision to grab the footage without sync sound.

					Any discomfort or changes in plans were worth the effort, however, as the scene is a standout bit in a film already filled with inventive imagery and choreography. The young director who was questioned for being too esoteric during the Night Gallery shoots was now showing the stereotypically visually stultified medium of television how to break out of the box.

					“Scorsese has done shots like this,” George Eckstein enthused years later, “but only after Steven did it.”26

				

			

			From his booth in a corner of the cafe, Mann examines the faces of all of the people around the lunch counter and pool table, studying them in an attempt to expose the trucker who has been endangering his life. The camera tracks in on Mann, withdrawn, half-concealing his face with a hand as he eyeballs the other occupants in the room. As we move in toward his face, Spielberg brings in a couple of elements to draw us inside Mann’s thoughts—the floating motion of the camera, the airy, yet foreboding nature of Goldenberg’s score cue, and finally, the almost imperceptible entrance of out-of-focus foreground elements that trap Mann. (With certain variations on this first shot of Mann in the scene, Spielberg also frames the out-of-focus truck out in the lot through the window behind Mann, once again, trapping the protagonist between planes.)

			Spielberg’s camera dollies down the line of working-class men sitting eating and drinking at the counter across from Mann, taking in their hardened faces. As the camera tracks down the counter and takes in the lineup of suspects, the shot ends on a particularly tough-looking fella wearing a cowboy hat. When he pulls into the frame near the camera move’s end, we see him staring back at Mann, before he turns to address the camera and take a swig of beer. The man’s gaze, and even the look on his face, is particularly suspicious, leading the audience to wonder if they’ve found the would-be killer. Having only glimpsed the trucker’s beefy hand and forearm, and his cowboy boots, Mann can’t be sure of who his aggressor might be.

			[image: ]

			Another one of the more ludicrous theories addressing supposed subtext in Duel was first raised in 1979 (right before the biggest wave of academics viewing popular film and television as legitimate sites of study made headway in the academy) in the book The Movie Brats: How the Film Generation Took over Hollywood by Michael Pye and Lynda Myles. Pye and Myles offhandedly write, “It would be amusing to read the film as a parable of a man denying his sexuality and its implacable force; perhaps even a man denying his homosexuality, since truckers, boots, and cruel game-playing have a disproportionate importance in the commercial American gay culture.”27

			It’s a bug-spit crazy take on the film when one actually looks at the text and character of David Mann, but nearly three decades after Pye and Miles suggested the “amusing” possibility of imagining such a subtext to be present in the film (theorists and critics should not imagine anything to exist within a film text if it’s not truly present within said text, intentional or not), Andrew M. Gordon takes up the baton, applying a more analytical assessment using a Freudian model. It’s inarguable that Duel is a film steeped in paranoia; Spielberg directly saw this as the heart of Matheson’s story itself. However, it takes a student of Freud to draw a direct correlation between paranoia and homosexuality without real evidence of any homosexual urges or even homophobia, as Gordon does: “Of the many psychoanalytic explanations of paranoia, the best-known (though by no means universally accepted) theory is Freud’s, for whom paranoia represents a defense, through projection and denial, against a homosexual fantasy.”

			Gordon goes on for two sections in his chapter on Duel, “Paranoia and Repressed Homosexuality” and “Paranoia and Anal Sadism,” to set up an argument for such subtext within the film, stating that such an “unacknowledged homosexual conflict is one way to explain the symbolism of a little car being pursued all over the California highways by a giant oil tanker bent on ramming it from behind”—this, ignoring the fact that Gordon claims the truck to be a symbol for Mann’s wife (a symbol that would make little sense in the original cut of the film), and the point that the truck indeed physically attacks Mann and his car from numerous directions, even when Mann is enclosed within a telephone booth.

			He also says that “Mann shows certain traits one might call ‘anal retentive’: he worries about being on time for his appointment or for dinner at home, and he is fastidious about his dress (he wears a tie even while driving).”

			To parse these ideas in hopes of wiping away Gordon’s asinine notions, (a) Mann is worried about being late for his appointment because he has a family to support and doesn’t want to lose the Forbes account; (b) he clearly is not worried about being home for dinner with his wife or mother, as he reassures his bickering wife, and the meeting with Forbes occupies his mind above all else; and (c) he’s on the way to a business meeting and therefore wearing a tie. Mann is certainly a high-strung fellow when he’s attacked by a deadly truck for no discernible reason, but none of these examples Gordon gives support that he’s clinically anal retentive or that he fears anal sadism.

			Gordon saves his best for last, as he takes his theorizing to a new high (or perhaps low) by claiming, “When the truck topples over a cliff at the end, the revenge is psychologically appropriate; one might say that Mann has eliminated the persecuting object by excreting it.”

			[image: ]

			After ordering a modest lunch (“cheese sandwich, swiss cheese on rye—r-y-e,” plus a glass of water and an aspirin for the pain he feels after his crash into the fence) from a kindly waitress, Mann continues to examine and profile the men around the cafe, in hopes of confronting his attacker. Here, Spielberg relies on the largest stretch of Matheson’s internal monologues written for Mann, as we study Mann’s paranoid face, enter Mann’s mind, see through his eyes, and hear his internally spoken thoughts. On location, all of Mann’s internal monologues were prerecorded to give Weaver something to act against.

			“In the morning, he would record the lines and we’d just work with his dialogue on the Nagra, just playing right back to him from the actual Nagra, from that little small speaker on the top of the machine,” Spielberg said. “It helped him react to his own thoughts. To have his voice played back to him was like having the thought occur spontaneously. So he was able to use those playbacks to be able to physicalize and emote what he was feeling.”28

			Perhaps Weaver’s acting in the film isn’t always given its due when Duel is written about, but it’s a truly virtuoso bit of emotional performance throughout.

			“Duel, with all deference to George [Eckstein], and Mr. Matheson who wrote it, and Steven, who directed it, Dennis Weaver, the guy that people sometimes tend to forget, is the star of it!” Sid Sheinberg reflected decades on. “He delivered the kind of empathy that was very important to it. It may have not been as successful, it may not have been successful at all with somebody else! He’s kind of the forgotten element.”

			Spielberg enjoyed collaborating with the hard-working, down-to-earth television star, who, along with Spielberg’s visuals, really did the heaviest lifting of the entire picture.

			“Dennis and I had really good dialogue,” Spielberg said. “I was not really the best communicator with actors, only in the sense that I had movies and television shows in my head, and I was just trying to get them on film as quickly as possible. . . . And yet because it was about a man and a machine, I did probably and for the first time spent more time talking to Dennis Weaver about charting along with him an obstacle course heading toward hysteria.”

			As Spielberg’s first assistant director, Fargo witnessed the collaboration between director and actor up close, watching Spielberg’s methods for drawing feeling out of his star.

			“[Steven and Dennis], they were like joined at the hip. Steven not only talked to him about what he was supposed to do, but he also talked about the fear of the truck, his own fears, and just driving. How do you drive a car? How do you drive a car at high speed when you’re this kind of a guy? To get all that fear out of him, Steven’s very good at that.”29

			Fargo really appreciated Weaver’s demeanor on the set, far removed from the uptight character he was portraying on screen.

			“Dennis was a real nice guy. Very quiet guy, but a nice guy to work with. Dennis and Steven worked together very well. Dennis listened to everything he said and he would have comments, and Steven would listen to him, but he did what Steven asked him.”

			Weaver returned the compliments about working with so young a director.

			“It was so exciting to work with Steven,” Weaver enthused. “What I remember about him was that the studios were absolutely right: he was very imaginative and very creative. The thing that impressed me more than that, despite being so young he was absolutely fearless about using whatever was necessary to make the movie work. He wasn’t concerned about budget particularly. Or if he was, he certainly hid it. I saw no fear in him.”30

			Of his challenging role, which the actor considered his best work, he said that he and Spielberg talked a lot about “acting values,” calibrating his performance of Mann as they built the story and its inherent tension together.

			“It’s a difficult role from an actor’s standpoint. Except for a few scenes where I ask people for help, I’m in the car by myself. All of my dialogue is voice-over—the expression of my thoughts the audience hears over the action. These lines were dubbed in after the photography was finished. Then, too, it’s hard to react properly to what’s going on around you when a camera is your constant driving companion, right by your head.”31

			Weaver would also have to sometimes conjure emotion without having the truck itself to play off.

			“A lot of the scenes that I did on camera, there was nothing to relate to except for your imagination and I just had to imagine the truck in those scenes.”32

			Not only did Weaver have to imagine the threat Mann was under and put up with the camera being lodged right next to him as he concentrated on both performance and staying on the road, but he also had to drive with a car itself sometimes decked out with even more gear.

			“We’d also mount cameras on the car itself, with lights,” Fargo said, “and Dennis had to drive the car with lights and stuff in his face. Not an easy thing to do.”

			Eventually, Mann decides he has identified the mysterious trucker, a lone man sitting at a booth across the room. He gets up from his booth to confront the trucker, who doesn’t take kindly to Mann’s aggression and beats Mann up. The trucker storms out of the cafe and drives off in a small pickup truck. Mann turns back to consider all the people who remain in the cafe. No one moves, no one else leaves the cafe, when suddenly, the sound of an engine growls to life outside in the lot. Mann stands up, perplexed, only to see the assaultive truck suddenly pulling away, back on to the road. Wherever the psychotic truck driver was this whole time, he clearly wasn’t in Chuck’s Cafe.

			“The whole scene really is a red herring,” Spielberg said, tipping viewers off that the attempt to find his aggressor was in vain, for Mann and for audiences. The sequence is a sleight of hand to wind both Mann and viewers up, making a suspect of everyone in the cafe, before frustrating expectations that the mysterious trucker will be revealed.

			Act IV (Sc. 211–255)

			Shooting Days: September 22–23, 1971 (Days 4 and 5)

			Locations: Sierra Highway; Mint Canyon

			Shooting Day: September 24, 1971 (Day 6)

			Location: Aliso Canyon

			Scene: Chasing the Truck/Back on the Road

			Scene: Third Roadway Encounter

			Once again, the tension and fear caused by the lack of our knowing the trucker’s identity or motives has reset, ramped up, and the chase is on anew as Mann tears out the front door of the cafe and starts to run on foot after the truck. Mann runs on instinct, unthinking, the choppy editing tracking him complementing his desperation. It’s a hopeless chase, as certainly he’d never keep up with the truck on foot (even though he gives it all he has), and worse, what if the truck driver were to stop?

			The scene cuts back to the lot across from Chuck’s, where Mann quietly extracts his car from a section of fence he destroyed during the crash. Spielberg gives the scene a couple of oddly humorous grace notes, with the defeated Mann further damaging the fence, and a silent old man who witnessed the crash still stands considering Mann and the crash site.

			Mann pulls away, and he’s back on the lonely highway.

			Scene: School Bus—Theatrical Edition

			Location: Soledad Canyon Road

			High angle of a school bus on a dusty road’s shoulder, surrounded by a loose gaggle of schoolchildren. In the middle of a lane of the road, the bus driver (actor Lou Frizzell) stands, waving his arm to attract Mann to pull off the road by the bus.

			Producer George Eckstein conceived of this additional scene for the theatrical version. It’s one of the more diversionary bits in the longer edit of the film, more an interstitial built on happenstance than incident caused by Mann or the truck driver’s actions. Despite this little side road of plot, the scene is well directed, with good performances by both Weaver and Frizzell.

			The bus driver implores Mann to help him restart his bus by giving it a push from behind with Mann’s car. At first, Mann protests, fearing his bumper will get stuck under the taller bus, but he eventually succumbs to helping the bus driver and kids out.

			On the bus, the schoolchildren all swarm to the back seats, staring through dirty windows down at Mann in his car below them. Spielberg cuts to some fun vignettes of little faces through the grimy windows. They mock poor Mann, pulling faces, hopping up and down, and shouting “push,” urging the sap in the car behind their school bus on.

			As he feared, Mann’s bumper indeed becomes entangled with the back bumper of the school bus.

			“That guy’s stuck, too!” a little girl tells the bus driver, to which he turns and responds, “Shit”—a sop to the fact that Spielberg could now play to a more mature theatrical crowd, free of television Standard and Practices puritanical restrictions.

			Mann and the bus driver try to bounce the car loose from the grip of the bus. While they’re working on freeing Mann’s car, Spielberg cuts to a shot of a tunnel he foreshadowed in an earlier shot through the bus driver’s window. The darkness of the space fills the screen, the light across the other end, centered in the image. Slowly, stealthily, the truck creeps into the shot, into the tunnel, where it kills its engine, waiting in the darkness like a trapdoor spider.

			Back behind the bus, Mann is oblivious to the truck’s presence, until he steps out of the car to check the bumper. He straightens up, shocked to see the truck in the distance in the darkened tunnel. To assure Mann he’s not seeing things, the truck ominously turns on its front lights, like opening the lids on two evil eyes.

			With terrible timing, the kids start to pour out of the bus and onto the dirt next to the road. Mann rushes over to them, urging the bus driver to get the kids back from the road. Mann runs amongst the kids, pushing them back toward the bus, shouting at them to get away from the road.

			The truck turns its engine over, revving it so Mann can hear it come back to life. This causes Mann to grow even more frantic, as he drags the bus driver back with him to his car, shoves him inside, and tells him to pull the car back once he frees it. Mann climbs up on the hood of car, springing up and down on it in a mad panic. It frees, and the driver reverses the car to unpin it from his bus.

			The truck slowly begins to creep forth from the tunnel, rounding the shoulder across the way where Mann and the bus are parked. As the bus driver gets out through Mann’s passenger side, Mann jumps into the driver’s door and tears off the shoulder, back onto the road, and damned if the truck isn’t approaching the innocent school children and bus driver. He looks back from the road, only to see the truck pull up behind the bus, pushing it forward onto the road as Mann watches, perplexed at the truck driver’s actions, even more unclear as to the mysterious man’s mind-set and motivations.

			Perhaps one objection that can be raised to the nature of this added scene is the light in which it portrays Mann. Surely he’s not a hero, but by adding young children to the mix and having Mann abandon them to the homicidal truck driver, Mann’s character is weakened further in the process. In the screenplay, Mann comes across even worse, first bolting across the road to hide in a ditch, where he slips and falls, much to the delight of the children. Mann then rushes back to extricate his car from the bus, and then hightails it away like in the film. In the script and still in the final film, he’s made to be not only a coward, but worse. As a father himself (we see in the original cut in a family photo on Mann’s sunblock, and in an earlier extended scene when we see the Mann’s living room with his wife and sons), you’d hope Mann could find the mettle to defend innocent children, no matter the fear he may have for his own life.

			Scene: Train Crossing Terror—Theatrical Edition

			This new scene, one of the additional theatrical edition extensions, was conceived and written by Spielberg. Directly after racing away from the additional theatrical scene of the broken down school bus, a dissolve, and Mann is on the road approaching a railroad crossing. A Southern Pacific engine, its whistle sounding out a shrill warning as it reaches the road and the crossing gates drop to block motorists, charges by Mann’s waiting car, the freight’s size dwarfing him. Without warning, the truck, fresh from kindly helping a school bus full of children, decides to help Mann with a push—into the freight.

			Matheson, certainly not a fan of any of the additional scenes shot for the extended theatrical cut, later took particular objection with this moment, since he felt the car and truck should not have collided until the film’s destructive climax.

			Scene: Sally’s Snakearama

			Just as after Mann’s first encounter with the truck, he once again takes refuge at a service station, only this time, the business is of a decidedly more unique character (perfectly in line with Mann’s continuing trip down the rabbit hole). He pulls up alongside the gas pump island, which is emblazoned with the sign “See the Giant Rattlesnake,” and opposite that, the place’s official name, “Sally’s Snakerama Station.”

			As Mann parks near the pumps, the truck, down the road a distance, parks itself on the shoulder.

			Mann steps out of his car, watching the truck down the road the entire time. He slams the car door, which is met by the startling bark of a coyote, and Sally, a boisterous woman (played by character actress Lucille Benson)33 who capers down a few steps from a small building.

			“Hi!” she says enthusiastically, as if she doesn’t get many people out her way. “Help you, mister?”

			Mann asks Sally if she has a telephone he can use. She tells him the phone is out back, but seems suddenly cold that her phone might be all Mann is after. “Something for your car?” she asks, a duller, but still singsong voice. Mann tells her to fill the tank with whatever ethyl will fit. Suddenly, the perky Sally who first approached Mann returns, happy for the sale. Mann also asks her if she’d mind checking his radiator hoses; perhaps he’ll avoid what seemed to be a setup for failure that Matheson and Spielberg were laying for him.

			Making his way around the station, Mann finds the telephone out back. He pauses to glance at what the truck is up to, and then makes his way past a couple of cages of hissing rattlers that Sally urged he should view if he has the time.

			“Weird place for a telephone booth,” Mann mumbles aloud as he picks past the cages full of snakes.

			He fishes inside his pocket for change for the pay phone, an old-style box booth with a folding door that he opens to let himself in.

			Mann inserts a coin and dials the operator.

			“I’d like to report a truck driver that’s been endangering my life,” he says, asking for the local police. As he tells the operator the number he’s calling from, the waiting truck’s engine suddenly growls back to life. The truck begins to turn around, aiming itself back toward Sally’s.

			Back in the phone booth, Mann has been connected with the local police. He’s in the middle of telling an officer (voiced by producer George Eckstein) his name and how to spell it. As he’s trying to report the truck driver, Mann is completely oblivious to the truck, hurtling toward Sally’s and the enclosed phone booth Mann stands within.

			Perhaps wanting to toy with his quarry just a bit more, the trucker sounds his horn, startling Mann to action as he leaps from the phone booth. The truck barrels into the booth just as Mann clears it, grinding the enclosure under his wheels and truck, leaving it a ruin. In the background, Sally screams as Mann stumbles to his feet from where he fell to the ground.

			“I have a strong memory [of the telephone booth scene],” Weaver recalled. “All of a sudden, I said, ‘Hey Steven, you don’t need a stunt double in that. I’ll get in there and do that.’ I could not look at the truck until the last minute, all I could do was hear it. I was in that telephone booth trying to get a law officer’s attention of what was going on, it ran through my mind—what the hell was I doing in here? Where do I jump out? I had to gauge that on the sound I heard. I had a real moment where I thought, ‘That’s a pretty stupid thing to do.’”34

			Weaver, a self-confessed “frustrated stuntman”35 who certainly did perform his own share of stunt work in shows like Gunsmoke and, more current to Duel, his McCloud series for Universal, suggested that he do the phone booth stunt to help sell the terror of the moment to the audience. He prepared by testing the folding door on the booth a few times to ensure it wouldn’t catch, since he didn’t fancy being made into “ground burger” when the truck slammed into the booth.

			“The film was shot once,” Spielberg said. “That particular angle was shot from two different angles with two cameras. Perhaps a third camera, a real low shot on a high hat, on a board. . . . Dennis was very proud of the fact that he was in that phone booth when the truck was coming. He had plenty of time to get out, and it was practiced and rehearsed over and over and over again and there was all sorts of fail-safe points.”36

			To ensure that stunt driver Loftin didn’t plow into and run over the show’s leading Mann, the production team planted flags out of the view of Spielberg’s shots, the distance from the booth calculated to give Loftin enough time to change direction and kill the take, rather than Duel’s star, if he saw Weaver didn’t get out of the booth.

			One issue with the phone booth that Spielberg didn’t have a contingency plan for was the fact that his reflection can be seen in the glass of the booth, watching Weaver’s performance attentively. It’s one of the few times that Spielberg has been captured in one of his own films, even if inadvertently in this instance.37

			The truck continues to drive mad circles around Sally’s lot, chasing Mann, crashing into various cages and pens containing the creepy crawlies that Sally keeps on display to entertain her visitors. Mann knocks a cage over himself, unleashing snakes, one of which he nearly gets at his hand. He also winds up with a particularly furry tarantula crawling up his leg, which he brushes off in a panic. Like the dangerous phone booth gag, Dennis Weaver performed with the snakes and tarantula himself, although this time, it took a bit of encouragement for him to do so.

			“It took a lot to get Dennis to lay down and get covered with spiders and stuff,” Fargo said. “He did not like that a lot. . . . I wouldn’t say it scared him, but it made him uncomfortable. It made me uncomfortable, and I just had to stand by and watch!”

			Spielberg, who would go on to make quite a reputation for himself with scenes of snakes, spiders, bugs, rats, and other unpleasant creatures, particularly in the Indiana Jones adventures, found a personal glee in directing Weaver through this part of the scene.

			“It was fun to take reptiles that people were afraid of and put them in the movie to just sort of add to the chaos and the anxiety of not only was the truck against him, but all the forces of natural law were against this character as well.”38

			Only a boy who grew up chasing after snakes and insects in the Arizona desert might find joy in terrorizing his on-screen characters and squeamish audience members with such sights.

			Sally, distraught at the destruction of her Snakerama, tries to save her critters as the truck drives reckless circles, chasing Mann around the lot. Mann defiantly hurls a shattered, broken cage at the side of the truck during one of its drive-bys, before rushing off to his car for a getaway, leaving poor Sally to collect up her prized snakes, bewildered at the destruction this man and the truck brought into her life.

			Mann charges down the highway, desperate to keep ahead of the truck before it can realize his plan. He throws his wheel to the side and crashes down a sharp embankment leading down toward a railroad line crossing. Once next to the tracks, Mann backs his car behind an outcropping, hiding himself just in time as the truck roars on by down the road.

			“The highway’s all yours, Jack. I’m not budging for at least an hour,” Mann thinks to himself as he watches the truck drive away. “Maybe the police will pull you in by then. Maybe they won’t, but at least you’ll be far away from me.”

			Resigned that the point of his business trip has been left in ruins like poor Sally’s Snakerama, Mann accepts the fact that he won’t make it to see Forbes. The camera rises up and out, leaving an exhausted Mann to fall asleep safely behind the wheel of his hidden car.

			Act V (Sc. 256–317)

			Shooting Days: September 24 and 27, 1971 (Days 6 and 7)

			Location: Soledad Canyon

			Scene: Sleeping at the Train Crossing

			The commercial break ends, and Spielberg draws viewers back in with a quiet series of tableaus dissolving into one another: a dirty cloth flutters in the foreground as we look through rusty wires and planes of abandoned old cars. Another shot through the window of a rusting automobile, across the hoods and roofs of other wrecked cars. Dry brush grows up around an old vehicle, its passenger-side light knocked clean out; cars from an earlier age, forgotten, their owners long gone. A shot through the broken glass of a car window brings us closer to Mann’s car in which he is fast asleep. Spielberg employed similar poetic imagery in professional works as early as 1968’s Amblin’, but the moment also calls to mind Matheson’s short story’s more macabre image of an auto graveyard (in which Mann envisions a sea of wrecked cars, their drivers’ skeletons behind their steering wheels).

			There’s movement across the bottom of the glass; cut in closer to Mann, sleeping, a hand on the wheel. His car shakes subtly, and again, we can glimpse movement deep, out of focus through his rear window.

			Through the dissolving shots of wreckage, the only sound on the audio track was a faint, whisper of desert wind; the near silence is suddenly assaulted by a sound we’re more than familiar with at this point of the film, the growl of the truck approaching. Close on Mann’s eyes, they flutter slightly, and then open with a start as the sound of the truck motor is buried by the nasal blast of an air horn. Mann jumps up in his seat, suddenly wide awake as the back window of his car is engulfed by a dark form moving behind him. He cowers against his wheel, head down, bracing for impact, until he looks up and realizes that the noise he heard was that of a freight train racing by him on the adjacent track.

			“We arrived on location to shoot the railroad crossing,” Fargo said. “It was one of these situations where Steven said, ‘God, it would be great if we could have [Dennis] come to a stop here and see the train go by and all of this.’”

			A train was due by any time, so the production set up the shot and waited, Mann’s car parked next to the tracks, Weaver, behind the wheel ready at a moment’s call to pretend his character was sleeping behind the wheel. Mann’s car, as seen in the film, is parked directly next to a sign that reads “Private—Railroad Crossing—No Trespassing.” This sign was not set dressing, but one the crew set their shot up alongside.

			“We were sitting there waiting,” Fargo continues, “and this guy walks up and says, ‘What are you guys doing? Who’s in charge here?’ I said, ‘I guess I am.’ And he said, ‘Can I see your permits to shoot here? You’re on railroad property.’”

			Thinking quickly, Fargo did what any good assistant director would do to ensure the unit got their shot: he lied.

			“I went, ‘Oh, well, I know we’ve got permission, I’m sure we do, but it’s probably with the production manager’”

			“Oh, well, where’s he?” the railroad man asked.

			“He’s back at base camp,” Fargo said. “I’ll tell you what—why don’t you come with me, and we’ll hop in the car here, and we’ll go back. I’ll introduce you to him, and we’ll get you the permissions.”

			The production had no such permission to shoot on private railroad property; they were only holding permits to shoot along the roadways they’d plotted out in preproduction. Fargo turned to his second assistant director, Tom Joyner, and quietly asked him to take the shoot over while he brought the man from the railroad company back to see Wallace Worsley. Joyner understood it was a stalling tactic to allow Spielberg to get his shot.

			While Fargo lead the representative from the railroad back to the production’s base camp, Spielberg, Weaver, and the crew went to work, moving rapidly to get the shots they needed. Thankfully, the train had yet to pass, so despite the interruption, the crew hadn’t missed the shot they wanted to capture.

			When they arrived at the production offices, Fargo couldn’t find Worsley anywhere. This fortuitous delay further helped buy Spielberg and crew time to get their shot. After Fargo called Universal to see if Worsley was back at the studio (he wasn’t), Worsley eventually walked back into the production offices. “What’s going on?” he asked.

			The railroad representative explained to Worsley that his production crew was out filming on private railroad property, and that he would need to see their permission to shoot there.

			“I don’t have any permissions to shoot—what railroad crossing? There’s no railroad crossing in this thing!” Worsley said, confused and perturbed.

			Just then, Spielberg and crew returned to the production offices. Fargo apologized to the railroad rep for what he played off to be a mix-up, but by that time, the crew had their shot. With that, the man left.

			“It was all Steven’s idea to shoot it,” Fargo said, impressed with his director’s on the spot improvisation. “It was a good idea. The whole idea is just make the movie. Get the guy out of there so they can make the shot. Do the shot, and get out of there!”

			As for the shot itself, Spielberg knew full well it was a bald-faced cheat to his audience, but the chance to insert another scare for Mann and television viewers was one he couldn’t easily pass up, even if audiences’ ears were telling them one thing and their eyes another.

			“I put the sound of the truck in to a visual of the train coming around the corner,” Spielberg said. “So thrown way out-of-focus in the background is this object that comes into the rear window. And you can tell it’s a train—it’s red. The truck was never red. I always said, ‘Aw, I wish that train had been brown. It’d have been a much better cheat for the audience.’ But you can tell it’s a train. But I put the sound of the truck in and you hear the truck, you hear the truck, you hear the truck and suddenly—bang!—It’s the train going by.”

			After collecting his bearings, Mann turns his car’s ignition over and heads back out onto the highway.

			Scene: A Plea for Help/the Duel Begins

			Mann cruises down the highway, keeping the car at his preferred 30 miles per hour. He rounds a bend, and without warning, he suddenly fishtails and brakes his car across the middle of both lanes. The shot zooms back an extreme distance, revealing a new vantage from directly under the body of the monstrous truck. It sits, perched slightly above the road, waiting for its prey.

			Cut back to Mann’s position across the highway, the camera booms down and swoops in from a wide shot to a medium shot on his face through the driver’s side window as he stares up the road to the truck waiting on the shoulder for him.

			Spielberg cuts back and forth, reestablishing the vehicles’ distance from one another, taking them in across the dusty expanse of the road as Sergio Leone would two gunfighters sizing each other up, facing one another down.

			In his horror at the return of the truck, Mann is nearly hit by yet another fellow motorist, and then, he breaks down and pleads with an elderly couple (played by Alexander Lockwood and Amy Douglass)39 in another passing car for help. The old couple refuses and backs their car away in a hurry as the truck roars to life and reverses down the road toward them, as if to warn them to keep out of its and Mann’s business. Mann darts off the side of the road back toward his car, but now the truck angles itself toward him as if it’ll smash him and the vehicle. This causes Mann to run away, but into the brush of the desert.

			The truck comes to a stop right before hitting Mann’s car, and then it drives forward and returns yet again to the shoulder, as Mann watches helplessly from yards away.

			Spielberg and Morriss jump-cut in close to Mann, three cuts, closer and closer into his face as he stares down the truck.

			“I think [Steven] borrowed that from Sergei Eisenstein, as a lot of people have, and I’ve used it any number of times in pictures that I’ve worked on.”

			Spielberg would again use the technique in future films, in particular during multiple scenes in E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial (1982), edited by Carol Littleton. Like Eisenstein and also Alfred Hitchcock before him, Spielberg uses the jump cuts to create tension and unease in the audience, and yet also draw them into the character’s face and unspoken feelings.

			Warren Buckland, in his book Directed by Steven Spielberg: Poetics of the Contemporary Hollywood Blockbuster, draws a direct correlation between this particular jump-cutting technique, which he calls “analytical cut-ins,” and a similar cutting technique that Spielberg and editor Edward Abroms employed on “Eyes,” however the cutting’s motivation and style is actually quite different. In “Eyes,” the elliptical cutting is motivated by and hinges upon dialogue or physical action (cutting on Joan Crawford’s character’s emphatic words, or the operatic removal of her character’s bandages from her eyes postsurgery). The cuts in Duel, and later still in E.T., are not motivated by dialogue, movement, action, or even slightly alternate angles, as in “Eyes”; rather, the jumps are purely in place to pull us into a bewildered or angry character’s emotion-filled but frozen visage, connecting us with the character as he or she gapes at an off-screen terror. This is also quite the opposite of Hitchcock’s motivations for the similar edits in The Birds (1963), in which he uses the successively closer jump cuts to push audiences’ faces into the horror of an eyeless victim.

			Again, Mann reaches down in himself, ready to stop the trucker’s nonsense. He’s been pushed around enough, by his wife, by Steve Henderson, by the patrons at Chuck’s, and by this goddamn truck driver. If he wants a duel, it’s a duel Mann will give him.

			A close-up as Mann reaches to the dashboard and grabs his sunglasses. Once again, the game resets as we watch Mann’s eyes in close-up in the rearview mirror, pulling the glasses over his eyes. He straps his shoulder harness across his chest, locking it into its buckle, pulling it tight across him. Eyes on his opponent ahead, he turns the engine over, a knight, suited up, remounting his steed for the final battle.

			Weaver’s more fragile persona as Mann “made his turning at the end all the more impressive in that there was a softness to him which finally corroded, and he came to the point where he was going to defend himself,” Matheson said.

			Mann slowly creeps forward to the road, alongside the truck, when the driver’s arm reaches silently out the window once more and waves Mann on to pass ahead of him, just as the competition started at film’s beginning. Mann steps hard on the gas and tears around the truck. The truck is put into gear, and the chase begins once more.

			Act VI (Sc. 318–465)

			Shooting Days: September 27–30, 1971 (Days 7, 8, 9, and 10)

			Scheduled overages caused the final act to extend by three days, with shooting of the final sequence (the car and truck’s destruction) lensed on Monday, October 4, 1971.

			Location: Soledad Canyon

			Scene: The Duel

			Despite its very title, Richard Matheson notes that the duel aspect of Duel doesn’t really show itself until very late in the game.

			“It’s like a flight before that, a flight from terror, and a flight from a nemesis who is threatening his life. So in that sense, it’s not a duel with two equal protagonists.”40

			The story itself has a very circular and repetitive narrative, where yet again, Mann takes the lead while the truck gives chase.

			“Okay, let’s see you catch me now. Here we go,” he says, now fully committed to seeing this game of death through to its conclusion. Mann pushes his car up above 70 miles per hour, his plan to get to an upgrade that’ll allow him to take advantage of his car’s lesser weight to outrun the truck.

			Spielberg throws numerous obstacles in Mann’s way, including tumbleweeds across the roadway and the distraction of what he thinks to be a cop car. He momentarily swerves from the road to call the police’s attention to his plight. It turns out to be an insect exterminator’s car—a concern called Grebleips Pest Control (Spielberg spelled backwards)—complete with an oversized plastic bug on the car’s roof. In its dogged pursuit of Mann, the truck also pulls from the road, nearly killing the exterminator, who leaps to the hood of his car to avoid being hit.

			Mann is, as he’s been this entire journey, on his own, and he won’t be able to rely on anyone else to settle the score the trucker has set for him.

			The main road ahead is blocked, causing Mann to narrowly avoid sawhorses set across to block the way (the truck merely plows through them). While racing along a straightaway adjacent to a length of train tracks, Mann drives ahead, as the truck pursues a few yards behind. A freight train pulls ahead, running parallel with the truck. Once again, the two vehicular forces sound out calls to one another.

			To create this sequence, one of the editors on Morriss’s team built a substantial edit from scraps and trims not shot specifically for the piece. Spielberg hadn’t covered the scene in the way the editor wound up cutting it, but he was quite pleased with the cutter’s ingenuity and rhythm.

			“I came into the room and he said, ‘Do you want to see something?’ and I said, ‘sure,’ and he showed me this sequence that just blew me away,” Spielberg said.41

			“We stole all kinds of shots,” Morriss said. “The truck must’ve passed one particular spot 38 times [laughs], but a different angle and a different speed, or whatever. The situation dictates what your mind accepts because we’re telling you a lie, and you look at it and you believe it.”42

			As he heads to the entrance to pass with its upward grade, Mann’s car is going too fast to negotiate the turn and he slams into a few wooden road blocks leading up the pass. With stark inevitability, Mann’s potential victory is quickly cut short as Matheson and Spielberg drop the shoe set up at both service stations that he needed to replace his radiator hoses. His car begins to sputter and hiss (as Goldenberg’s score adds stabbing strings to punctuate the situation); he looks back to see smoke pouring from beneath his car. The temperature gauge on his dashboard warns his car is overheating, and the car starts to shut down around him, his speed dropping down below 50, then 30 miles per hour. Through the rear window, we can again see the truck drawing slowly closer.

			To visually heighten Mann’s sense of terror and desperation at his failing car, Spielberg begins to employ garish wide-angle lenses and extreme vantages (a shot through the steering wheel from below, taking in Mann’s chest and panicked face).

			He’s out of oil, the speed drops below 20 miles per hour, and Mann begins to scream madly, pounding on the steering column, car nearly at a crawl when he spots the summit of the mountain pass. The truck presses on behind him, laboring up the mountainside.

			Suddenly, the road begins to dip down, and Mann shifts his car into neutral to take advantage of the sloping grade. The car begins to pick up speed again, yet Mann is now in even less control of the car as it glides downhill pushing 50, then 60 miles per hour. Behind him, the truck is also beginning to regain speed as it rolls down grade.

			Mann’s car scrapes against the walls of the mountainside, and after negotiating onto a turn leading to another ramp upward, he loses all control and slides his car directly into a hill face. It makes a tense sequence that much more perilous, and despite the careful planning of the production’s stunt team, this moment was anything but intentional. The Valiant’s stunt driver, Dale Van Sickle, was driving the car for Weaver for this shot.43

			“He went around a corner too fast, took it too tight, and slammed into the side of the cliff before he turns off the highway onto the side road,” Fargo said.

			“[Dale] took a lot of chances that scared me,” Spielberg said. “Especially when at 50 miles an hour, he drove the red car, the Valiant, right into the side of a hill. I didn’t know he was coming that fast. I was on the camera which was on the high shot, you know, I was above on a little bit of a ridge looking straight down at the car.”

			When the stunt was rehearsed, Van Sickle had been driving around 30 miles per hour, and always hit the brakes before coming too close to the hill’s face.

			“Then on the take, on action, he went 15 miles an hour faster than I thought he was ever going to do and he hit the side,” Spielberg continued. “All of us ran over to see if he was okay, and he was just smiling and not even a bump. He got out of the car and I said to him, ‘I didn’t know you were going to go that fast,’ and he said, ‘Neither did I!’”

			Thankfully, Van Sickle was secured inside the car with safety rigging.

			“The guys, they had that car rigged with a five-point harness, so when Dale was doing any fancy driving or any fast driving he was tied in, so if he did have an accident, he wasn’t going to get killed,” Fargo said. “The only one who didn’t have a full seatbelt, of course, was Carey in the truck. He had a waist-belt, that was it. They didn’t have over-the-shoulder seat-belts, or anything like that. Now we could’ve rigged it, we could’ve put him into it, I suppose, but they never did.”

			As Mann’s car is stalled against the cliff’s face, he tries desperately to restart the vehicle. Spielberg cuts to a shot from the truck driver’s vantage, Mann dead ahead, pinned against the wall and primed for the final kill. As the driver is almost near, Mann’s car roars to life, and he shoots forward up the off-road ramp. The truck driver cuts hard on the wheel to avoid the cliff, rounding out so he can follow Mann up the dirt road.

			Scene: Over the Cliff, Man Triumphant

			The way levels out, and Mann’s battered car drives ahead, toward (the camera reveals as it zooms to an extreme long shot) a desert canyon yawning out around the plateau Mann drives upon. He spins his car around, squaring off as he waits for his enemy to catch up. The camera focuses on Mann’s face, teeth clenched, eyes watching forward for the truck to enter the final arena. The roar of the truck’s engine enters first (and here again Morriss punches in with three jump cuts, each traveling closer into Mann’s face), and then, the truck bursts into a shot through Mann’s windshield as we gaze at the horror over his shoulder. He reaches into the back seat, grabs a briefcase and bends to jam it down between the front seat and his gas pedal. His car begins to accelerate toward the oncoming truck, where Mann steers it into position while at the same time opening his door and jumping out, rolling to the ground in safety.

			The car and truck plow toward one another, and they burst into flame upon impact. The truck driver’s window is now obscured by smoke and flame; he can’t see the way ahead, nor the precipitous drop down a 300 foot cliff face that lies ahead of him and Mann’s car, pinned across the nose of the truck. In a triumphant, albeit elegiac slow-motion image, Mann’s Plymouth, crushed against the business end of the mammoth Peterbilt truck, plummets over the edge of the cliff, as both vehicles and the truck’s mysterious, homicidal driver, fall slowly to their conjoined end.44

			To create this now classic image of Duel’s car and truck plunging together over the lip of the cliff, Carey Loftin risked life and limb in the name of cinematic thrills.

			“I damn near went over the cliff myself,” Loftin told biographer Joseph McBride. “I pulled the throttle and the whole damn [rigging] fell off.”45

			Loftin and the stunt crew had rigged the truck’s throttle with a “dead man’s clutch,” simply a piece of rope tying the throttle off so the truck would maintain its speed, crash into the car and take both vehicles over the cliff once Loftin safely bailed out of the truck. Even with their best laid plans and careful testing and rehearsal of the life-threatening stunt, fate intervened, nearly ruining the climax of Duel. The production had a single Peterbilt to send over the cliff, so it was a one-take do or die after the vehicle reached the point of no return.

			“I got out and realized the truck was slowing down. I thought, ‘I gotta get my right foot on the throttle.’ I tried to get the speed up. I shouldn’t have done it. I could have turned the truck and just called it off.”46

			Loftin’s reason for tempting fate? The professional in him couldn’t look back and he had to get the Duel crew their stunt, since he was set to fly down to the brand new Walt Disney World in Florida for a stunt show the very next day. Thankfully, Loftin was able to kick the throttle back to speed and bail out in time for the stunt to safely work, even if far too close for comfort.

			“He bailed out at, I swear to God, the last second!” Fargo remembered. “But that truck couldn’t have been more than 15 to 20 feet from the edge when he bailed out, it was that close! I sat there sweating bullets, waiting for him to bail out of that thing. He had the door partially closed as he started out, and it wasn’t until the last second and as he bailed out, he kind of threw the door behind him as he went out, so the door would be closed when it went over the cliff.”

			Not only did the production have to ensure that their stuntman survived sending tons of steel over the edge of a 300 foot cliff, but the six cameras posted all around across from the drop and posted at the foot of the valley had to capture the stunt perfectly on film or again, the entire movie would find itself without the powerful climax Matheson had written.

			“When we got ready to do the final stunt, the truck going over the cliff, I remember there was a bit of a controversy on how many cameras we were going to use,” Fargo recalled. “The controversy came from the studio, saying, ‘Wait a minute! What do you need so many cameras for?’”

			Even Duel star Dennis Weaver later teased about his young director’s call for so many cameras.

			“I had never worked with a director that had used more than two cameras at any one time,” Weaver said. “And this guy had six cameras out there shooting that scene. I said, ‘Boy, he’s got a lot of gall.’ He’s probably shooting with 12 cameras these days.”47

			In actuality, it was more a matter of insurance that the dangerous, expensive stunt would be caught on film without fail rather than any sort of directorial hubris. Out of the six cameras used to film the stunt, the production employed a special high-speed camera to photograph the vehicles’ fall in slow, drawn-out time.

			“We used what they called an NC [noisy camera] high speed camera, specially set up,” Fargo said. “I think he shot that at like 600 frames [per second],48 some ungodly speed. You had a 1,000 foot load on there, and you knew you were only going to get one time. You had one shot at it.”49

			Action was called, Loftin performed the stunt and departed the rig, as the crew breathlessly watched the Peterbilt shove the Valiant over the cliff and into the valley below. The camera operators posted all around the area followed the action of the perilous descent, until both vehicles lay crushed and broken at the bottom of the valley. It wouldn’t be until the company returned to the studio and the film from all six cameras was processed that anyone would be proof positive that they had the footage they would need to construct the climactic moment of the vehicle’s destruction.

			The wait to see the footage from the last day of work on location was grueling, brief as the wait was. At this point, there was no going back, so something from the six cameras that captured the stunt had to work.

			“I remember sitting in dailies watching the crash. It was the last day. It had to be the last day,” Eckstein said. “The first five cameras really didn’t have it.

			“We were afraid we were going to have to piece it together. I remember that terrible moment sitting there. Finally the last camera got it. The relief in the room was palpable.”50

			The single, high-speed camera captured the entire descent of the vehicles, documenting every twist and turn as they fell down the cliff’s face, pounding against the rock outcroppings, breaking off bits of their metallic bodies as they fell. It’s a glorious image, cathartic for viewers at the end of the lengthy chase between aggressor and quarry.

			Editor Frank Morriss marveled at the power of the shot.

			“That’s one simple, beautiful shot. That’s all anybody thought about. I looked at everything and I thought, ‘Oh, why are we running the rest of this?’ It just worked perfectly. It was one of the most incredible shots I think I have ever seen in a movie, and it just works! That’s it. There was no question about having to cut away.”

			To add to the scale and majesty of the dying vehicles, Spielberg asked for a “Godzilla-type roar” to be inserted as the truck was twisting down the cliff side to its fate. Over the years, it’s been debated what the specific sound used for the truck’s dying roar was (Spielberg himself wasn’t even sure four decades after), but in 1997, Eckstein confirmed that “the basic sound, is the Creature from the Black Lagoon.51 That’s what it is. Lifted that track, and then the sound editor, Jim Troutman, doctored it, and that’s the sound of the dying truck.”52

			Married to Troutman’s manipulated Gill Man roar is one of the most outré moments of Billy Goldenberg’s orchestral score.

			“I worked very closely with the sound effects people and I wanted to know what kind of sound effects they were doing so that my music would go along with it and not interfere with it and so we worked every day together,” Goldenberg said. “The funny thing is, that last sound—I didn’t tell the guys what kind of thing I was doing, and they didn’t tell me either.”

			To create his musical duet with the truck’s roar, Goldenberg and percussionist Emil Richards creatively abused their instruments to create a distinctive sound, the noise of a large gong being submerged and played within a gigantic metal tub filled with water. According to Goldenberg,

			There was a waterproof microphone in the water to record the sound of that gong being hit and the vibrations that occurred afterwards. Came the time for that gong to go in the water and Emil struck the gong and it went into the water, and the water splashed all over the recording stage because it was with such force that it rose and it went all over the floor in the recording stage! Of course everybody laughed, [except] the violinists were very upset. They were holding violins on top of their heads hoping none of it would get over there. There was a lot of water and it was a gigantic gong!

			The sound of the truck’s dying gasps was so successful, Spielberg would use it again in the climax of Jaws for the death of the giant shark, a little homage to the film that led Spielberg to the Great White wonder.

			After all the crew went through to capture the image and marry memorable sounds to the destruction, Spielberg and Eckstein would have to contend with angry network and studio executives over the dynamics of this difficult shot.

			In Matheson’s original short story and teleplay, the truck, emblazoned with the word “FLAMMABLE” in block type on its tanker, explodes in gouts of fire and smoke when it hits the valley floor. Spielberg, however, chose not to go the predictable route; rather, he wanted a more poetic, agonizingly slow demise of the metal titans. When the production screened the edited film for ABC and Universal executives, those holding the purse strings felt they hadn’t received what they paid for. The network demanded the film end with a big, stereotypical Hollywood-style pyrotechnic display.

			“I remember the head of the network got really mad,” said Spielberg. “They never talked to me personally, but talked to George Eckstein and gave him a real bollocking and said, ‘You hired this kid to direct this thing, and he had a promise written across that truck! I had to spend 75 minutes with this promise written across the truck! ‘Flammable,’ it said, over and over again, every shot, flammable. And what happens when the truck goes off the cliff? It doesn’t blow up!’”

			The network executive was so incensed at the lack of an explosion that, according to Spielberg, he demanded Eckstein re-stage the stunt, with or without Spielberg directing. Eckstein stood up to the executive, and held firm to his director’s vision. There would be no explosion.

			This is where I learned about the value of a producer who was unafraid of the network or even not caring that perhaps his bread wouldn’t be buttered the next morning. He stood up and just said, “No. I stand by the way it is. The truck could never have gone that fast and caught up to that car with a full tank of gas. It should’ve been obvious to anybody, and Steven and I both wanted a slow death, which the truck deserved to suffer and blowing it up would’ve been too quick of a death, and wouldn’t have been as satisfying.” And that was all what George Eckstein had done to stand up for me and the work.

			With a mere matter of weeks until the broadcast premiere and a recalcitrant producer, the network had no choice except to let the Peterbilt die the more ignoble death that Spielberg had filmed.

			Exploding truck or not, there was one man thrilled with the destruction of his nemesis. Back on the cliff, David Mann stares down at the decimated truck and car broken on the valley floor far below. Elated that his tormentor has been destroyed, Mann does a madcap running, jumping dance of sorts as he stares down at his fallen enemy, guttural squeals issue from his throat. Mann is alive, he has won out against this truck and driver that randomly chose to terrorize and even kill him.

			This ending is a sharp change from the end of Matheson’s short story, wherein now in the film, Mann’s ingenuity and will to survive drive him to what is ultimately an act of barbarism. Mann must kill or be killed.

			Spielberg leaves Mann alone up on the cliff, taking us down into the open grave of the two vehicles. We see Mann’s broken car, and above it, the twisted wreckage of the truck. Reflecting back to the melancholic montage of the images of rusting, abandoned cars next to the rail line where Mann slept earlier in the film, we now get a montage of the truck’s dying moments, as if the machine itself were in its last gasps of life: a shot of fan, the truck’s breath, a small white bit of fabric blowing in the fan’s rattling breath like a white flag of surrender; a bit of oil drips down the steering wheel, the truck’s oily lifeblood flowing away. These are moments of visual poetry not present in Matheson’s short story or teleplay, given they both end in a conflagration and not a eulogy for the destroyed metal combatants, and up above, perhaps even a bit of Mann’s soul itself has died. It is after this moment of conquest, this victory jig of crude, violent instinct the trucker brought out in Mann, that the primitive gives way to the evolved. Head down, Mann starts to rack with what sounds to be crying (in Weaver’s wonderfully thin voice), but as he looks up, we see he is laughing. Perhaps not at his enemy’s death, but at the fact that he is the one still alive. Without warning, Weaver’s visage makes a slow, almost imperceptible shift, and we witness a dawning on Mann’s face. We’re not privy to his thoughts, but there’s a weight to his eyes, and surely in his being.

			Spielberg cuts to a long shot behind Mann, as he sits down, slowly, on the edge of the cliff, almost as if the weight that suddenly overtook his face is too much for his body to bear. Behind Mann, a large red desert sun is setting.

			“The script didn’t end with a sunset, but the shooting day ended with one. And there it was, it was just sitting there just about four inches off the horizon,” Spielberg said. “It was kind of beautiful, so I sat Dennis Weaver down with two cameras, one on his back, and one right into the sun with him silhouetted with a zoom lens on both cameras, and I just took advantage of the end of the day.”

			The final image of Duel is Mann, exhausted, throwing rocks down into the valley below where the truck and car found their final resting place.
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			Cutting to the Chase: Postproduction

		

		
			Universal City, California—1971

			After a mentally and physically strenuous three weeks on location, the pace did not slow for Steven Spielberg, nor would it for another few weeks. The Duel production was staring down the barrel of an immovable air date on November 13, 1971, with what was ostensibly a feature-length film to cut, score, mix, and finalize within a matter of weeks. To ensure the film was ready for its broadcast premiere, Spielberg, Eckstein, and their postproduction crew worked day and night for another three straight weeks, working with what Spielberg said to be about 95,000 feet of dailies.

			One of the first hires Eckstein made for the postproduction team was Frank Morriss, the Universal editor who originally tried to interest numerous producers on the lot in Matheson’s story when it was published earlier that April. Richard Belding, the head of the editing division at the studio, called Morriss into his office for a meeting at Eckstein’s request.

			“You know that story you were trying to peddle around here, ‘Duel’?” Belding asked Morris. “George Eckstein wants you to cut it for him.”

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			Morriss was dumbfounded at the irony and excited by the prospects of working on a project he’d thought dead before it had a chance. The fact that “Duel” had been optioned and shot for Universal was one thing, but the fact that he’d never thought to bring the story to George Eckstein was a great coincidence—both men were lifelong friends, going all the way back to around 1942. They’d attended high school together, but had fallen out of close contact over the years. They had since reacquainted when they both wound up at Universal. That “Duel” somehow found its way to his old friend was a wonderful revelation, and it was a welcome surprise for Morriss to be invited to cut the story that had impressed him so much.

			“Call it a miracle, because once something like that gets a ‘no,’ it usually doesn’t have a chance.”

			The opportunity held great personal appeal for Morriss, both artistically and due to the caliber of his collaborators.

			“I was just absolutely shocked when Dick [Belding] said, ‘You’re going to cut this,’ and I just got terribly excited about it. It was a tour de force for an editor,” Morriss said. “Plus, the fact that working with this kid, working for George and career wise, it could only be great for me. . . . Those were pretty valuable things in my mind.”

			Morriss was a staff editor at the studio before getting the opportunity to cut Duel. He started with Universal, after serving an apprenticeship at the Hal Roach Studios under editor Otho Lovering (the Oscar-nominated editor on John Ford’s Stagecoach). Earlier in 1971, he had fortuitously worked with Spielberg on the Name of the Game episode “LA 2017.” One of the producers on that series, Dean Hargrove, had worked with Morriss previously and called him in to cut the difficult, nearly feature length television episode. Hargrove convinced Spielberg that Morriss would be good for the “LA 2017” job, and to help prove the point, Morriss cut a few test sequences for his potential director.

			“I did a couple of preliminary sequences for [Steven] and he flipped out over them, and we just got along great,” Morriss recalled.

			He had not met the young tyro before the chance to work with him on “LA 2017,” but the very young man’s reputation certainly preceded him around the Universal lot.

			“I was entranced by the kid, because we’d heard so much about him. I looked at Amblin’ two or three times before I even came close to knowing Steven, and I was thinking for a baby to have done this is just amazing. He amazed me from the beginning.”

			With experience in episodic television and lengthier telefilms, Morriss had enough credits to his name to satisfy his friend Eckstein and his director that he’d be up to the considerable chore of cutting Duel with such a short turnaround.

			“Frank is a superlative editor,” Eckstein said. “On this project, we needed the best people we could get in every department because we knew we had something special, and we knew there were severe time constrictions on it, so we went for the top people we could get.”1

			The nature of the Universal editing department at the time was industrial-style, assembly-line work, capped off by a single lead editor bringing his final touch—sometimes journeyman, sometimes quite artistic—to the entire film. A team of editors would assemble sequences for the lead editor, who would come in and tighten the entire film, sequence by sequence, lending a picture pace, style, and nuance. Morriss’s team (which included veterans Buddy Small and John Kaufman, who had cut Spielberg’s “Murder by the Book”) worked in adjoining rooms in the barracks-like Universal editing suites, with Spielberg literally roller-skating back and forth between rooms, viewing edits, suggesting changes, and approving cuts from the team.

			“It was a collaborative effort. These fellas all broke their butts putting sequences together, and then we went to work,” Morriss said. “That’s basically the way any movie works. To make it right, there must be one mind doing the final version, one editor’s mind, I think, because the pacing varies if you don’t. Everybody has different styles. You have to work it into a style or you’re all over the place generally.”

			The team had been cutting some preliminary roughs during principal photography as Spielberg and his crew sent rushes from location back to Universal City. As the production had run over a few days, it compromised the already brief postschedule even more, but Morriss, his crew, and all the technicians and artists down the line in post took it in stride.

			“Everything was like that; Duel was no exception,” Morriss said. “The last thing to get any extra time was the postproduction of a picture. They would cut postproduction after everything had been lengthened. They’d add shooting days, they add scenes, they’d do all kinds of stuff, but then when it came to postproduction, that was shortened. That was slighted.

			“We had a job we were doing and we were going to get it done. That was one of the beauties of working that system at Universal. I don’t recall ever missing an air date.”

			The team readied what Morriss laughingly called a first cut, a very rough-edged edit of the film that they screened about 10 days after editing commenced. This left Morriss and Spielberg another couple days to see the entire film into a fine cut, locked to the point that editorial could then pass the picture on for mixing with the dub and the film’s musical score.

			To this day, Spielberg has great praise for his lead editor on the show.

			“Frank was just a very laid back, easygoing guy who loved to cut fast. He had a rhythm section somewhere in his past, he was really good with rhythm,” Spielberg said. “I just loved the first couple of cuts he did on Duel. . . . Frank just had a way of putting all those images I shot with 5, 6 cameras together in a way that looked like I had 12 or 15 cameras, not 5 or 6.”2

			Likewise, Morriss was very happy to be working on such a film with this unique, intelligent young filmmaker, even under the extreme pressure they were all under.

			“It was like the ninth inning with two outs in a baseball game,” Morriss said. “Everything was frantic as hell! It was a real great experience. Steven, he was terrific. . . . We had no conflict at all. The picture, to start with, was inherently just a great story, and an absolutely perfect story for film, and it all came together that way. Nobody made waves and from beginning to end. . . . It was a ball.”

			Scoring Duel

			Composer Billy Goldenberg’s score for Duel was conceived and recorded under less-than-ideal circumstances, but as the accelerated schedule did for the other departments, it brought out the best in Goldenberg.

			Prior to Duel, Goldenberg had worked with Spielberg on “Eyes,” “LA 2017,” and “Murder by the Book.” Spielberg and Goldenberg were good friends during the period, which led to Goldenberg getting the Duel job (see the Spielberg’s First Composer sidebar in this chapter). He was a skilled, creative composer and conductor who had worked very well in collaboration with Spielberg and proved he could work under pressure.

			“When I got the commission to do [Duel], Steven came to me and said, ‘You will have no time to do this, and you will never have a final cut to work with.’ Now almost every film I’ve ever done through the years, I’ve always had a final cut to work with, but this film was changing daily, and there was no such thing as a schedule for postproduction.”3

			To help ease Goldenberg into the possible soundscapes Spielberg heard in his mind for Duel, the director had a novel approach to set his composer on the right creative path: he invited him out to the location shoot. He wanted him to take in the vibe and visual quality of the rural, desert-like areas they’d be shooting in out on location, and more importantly, he wanted Goldenberg to ride in the rusty, menacing truck itself, so he could “get a much better feeling because [he’d] hear the gears changing.” The grinding, shifting metallic sound of the truck plowing along the highways was just the sort of tone Spielberg had in mind for the film’s soundscape. Such a sensorial bit of direction for his composer, along with discussions of what he hoped the score would achieve, went a long way toward inspiring Goldenberg.

			
				
					Spielberg’s First Composer

					While the decades’ long, celebrated collaboration of director Steven Spielberg and composer John Williams is the stuff of filmmaking legend, before Williams set pen and baton to a Spielberg film (for 1974’s The Sugarland Express), Steven Spielberg had a regular collaboration with composer Billy Goldenberg during his years in Universal television. The Spielberg-Goldenberg collaboration began with Spielberg’s first professional job at the studio, 1969’s Night Gallery story “Eyes.”

					“At the beginning, I was Steven’s composer,” Goldenberg said. “We did several things.”

					Before their first collaboration on “Eyes,” Goldenberg and Spielberg had a chance meeting brought on by their mutual love of film scores. Stanley Wilson, the music supervisor at Universal when both Goldenberg and Spielberg were hired on to work at the studio, would hold gatherings in his office for his protégés and other creative artists working on the lot.

					“We would go in his office, and in that office were all the directors and writers and actors of that generation, new and old ones. . . . Stanley would always have a light coffee for everybody and everybody would come; that’s where everybody connected, in this one little office. That’s where I met Steven.”

					Spielberg and Goldenberg struck up a friendship, talking shop and film scoring together. The young director, anxious for the call to start his first directing job, quickly enlisted his new friend for potential collaboration as the work came.

					“Steven used to come in and watch all of my recording sessions, and he kept saying, ‘When I get a show, you’re going to be my first composer.’”

					The two young men would have lunch together, talking about their growing ambitions and dreams working in the industry of which they were now a part.

					Steven didn’t have a lot of money at that time, so I used to buy lunch for him every day. He would come over to the house. He lived somewhere up in the hills, and I lived on Wrightwood Drive, and he somehow managed to get the money for a little Mercedes convertible. He would always drive right past my house. He’d pick me up and we’d go down to the studio. We’d do everything. We’d go in and watch John Williams do his thing, and we would watch Maurice Jarre and all of the composers that were working there.

					Along with attending scoring sessions, the young men would also network with other artists and technicians throughout the lot.

					“We would spend a lot of time together going and meeting with film editors and people that were in every aspect of the business,” Goldenberg said. “So many people had heard about this young kid. I think he was 21 then when he climbed over the gates and went on up to Sid Sheinberg and all of the great stories and everything—but it was Bill [Sackheim] who really gave him his first break and also taught him the business.”

					Sackheim, at the urging of Sheinberg, hired Spielberg onto “Eyes,” starring Joan Crawford, for Rod Serling’s new Night Gallery pilot. Spielberg suggested to Sackheim that he’d like to bring his pal Goldenberg (who’d just completed a score for the horror film Fear No Evil) on to compose the dramatic score for “Eyes.” Sackheim gave the two young men their shot, helping to start their professional collaboration.

					“I loved it, because Joan Crawford was my favorite actress,” Goldenberg enthused. “Steven wanted me to do whatever I wanted, so that music was so bombastic, I cannot tell you! Every time [Crawford] appeared on stage, it was like Also Sprach Zarathustra! She sent me a letter afterwards with a picture of her saying, ‘Thank you for my musical tribute.’”

					Following the success of their work together on “Eyes,” the director-composer partnership would extend to “LA 2017” for Name of the Game, and “Murder by the Book,” one of the Columbo mysteries.

					“Billy did most of my TV, and he was also a good buddy of mine,” Spielberg said. “I just loved working with Billy, because Billy—what got him excited was finding new instruments, almost inventing new sounds. . . . I loved Billy and I thought he was just cutting edge and revolutionary, and a nicer man to collaborate with could not be found on the planet.”

					When asked if he could tell that Spielberg was a special talent that early on, Goldenberg responded with a sincere,

					Completely. I saw it from the moment I met him. We would talk a lot. You know, it’s funny, I can’t talk about it in a musical sense so much, but there’s something mysterious that happens between two people who collaborate well. You meet a lot of people in your life that you do not collaborate well with. It’s like marriages—you know instinctively when you have a powerful collaboration. You know that whether you’re a writer, whether you’re an artist, when you have a great teacher. When you know somebody is going to be open, it just happens by your conversations. What you talk about, what you agree upon. It began nonmusically, but I knew it right away.

					Goldenberg went into their collaboration blind, without having seen any of Spielberg’s pre-Universal films, particularly Amblin’.

					“I had not seen Amblin’ at that time, but we got together a lot and we talked a lot. I remember on Night Gallery, the very first time we ever worked together, it was a love affair! He just understood every single thing I was doing.”

					With three successful television collaborations to their résumés, the fourth and final work could be considered their strongest piece together, Duel. While Goldenberg is hesitant to call the work his best, at least on a compositional level, Spielberg enthuses about it to this day, feeling it the best score ever married to any of his television work.

					“It was just a beautiful percussive arrangement of sounds that were both primitive and modern, and I was seduced by those scoring sessions, and thought that was the best music I ever heard in anything I ever touched!”

					Despite the two young men’s close friendship and creative kinship, the collaboration would not move past those four films. With the success of Duel, Spielberg was well on his way to work in features. The men remember the end of their collaboration in different ways.

					For Spielberg’s part, he fell in love with the work of a composer that he and Goldenberg would watch conducting the orchestra on the lot.

					I was doing a rewrite on Ace Eli and Rodger of the Skies. . . . I had done the rewrite for [the film’s star] Cliff Robertson. Cliff actually flew me to Fort Lauderdale, where I spent three weeks doing rewrites for him, and for inspiration, I had discovered the soundtrack by a young composer named John Williams, The Reivers (1968), and I played it until I wore the LP out. I had determined that if I ever was lucky enough to get a movie, I would attempt to get the man that wrote The Reivers to score my first movie, which is exactly what I did when Sugarland Express came into my life and the first person I went to was John Williams, met him, and he committed to write the score. And that was my transition from television to features, and my transition from Billy to Johnny.

					Goldenberg, however, recalls that Spielberg did offer him the Sugarland script, and that the two ultimately fell away from their collaboration due to Goldenberg’s slow response to the script.

					The fact that I never went on to work with him, I think is totally due to my procrastination, because I was the first person he gave the script. He probably took it as, “Well, Billy doesn’t like it, and he’s afraid to tell me,” or God knows what. [I heard from him] in the beginning. “Have you read it yet, have you read it yet?” you know, and I said, “I’m getting to it.” What I should’ve done was I should’ve put down my pencil and paper and read the thing, and I would’ve done it in a second.

					Whatever the cause of their parting of ways, both men left four excellent collaborations behind, and between them, there are no bad feelings.

					“I was very happy with the fact that he chose John to work with, because John was a good friend, and also because John was one of the few people in Hollywood that helped me when I first got out there,” Goldenberg said.

					When I didn’t have any money, he would invite me to dinner. He would listen to all the music I was writing.

					The only other person that I would not have been angry towards that Steven used would’ve been Jerry Goldsmith, because Jerry was my favorite composer, no question.4 But what happened was foolish. What happened was I did a lot of television. . . . It was one television show after another. There were several problems with that. First of all, if I had been career-minded, I think I would have waited, I think I would’ve not done so much television, and I would’ve waited for the films. I think my career would’ve been different. I really know that.

					The other thing is it did not allow me to read as much as I should have. Scripts in particular. And scripts were handed me from time to time, and I would be in the middle of a deadline and I wouldn’t get to read those scripts until I was finished with the deadline because I was up all hours of the night. One of the scripts that came to me was the first film that Steven ever did [Sugarland Express], and I procrastinated and procrastinated a long time, and I kept doing stupid television shows and so-forth, and by the time I came around to that, he had already hired John to do the show.

					Any lost opportunities aside, Goldenberg moved on to continue a successful career in both television and features, and he remembers his old friend and creative partner with great warmth.

					“I just don’t believe it’s about jobs, because if you find something magical happening and I certainly did with him . . . those things don’t happen in a lot of people’s lives.”

				

			

			“It certainly was a help being there and seeing what [Steven] was going for,” Goldenberg said. “It was about that place. It was about the dryness of that climate and the terrain and the truck. Everything was dirty and everything was grimy and grindy. That’s what I did with Steven—just give me a lot of adjectives, because the more I had, the more I could really get through. . . . What I needed was adjectives, and he could provide plenty of that.”

			When Goldenberg got out to location, he found himself crawling up into the cab of the monstrous truck that Spielberg had cast as the film’s heavy, its driver, a strapping older man with a big, ruddy face waiting behind the wheel.

			“It was Carey Loftin who was a stunt guy who specialized [in stunt driving]—he did all of the driving for Bullitt, and all of those great driving movies,” remembered Goldenberg.

			Goldenberg, a self-described “middle-class Jewish composer”5 who’d never been in such a vehicle before, let alone with such a salt-of-the-earth driver, was in for the ride of his life.

			Carey was this red-faced guy who was the best in his field, no question, but he used to drive down these mountain roads, barreling along them at 60 miles an hour in this great big truck. He would be taking curves at 60 miles an hour, and there would be nothing but a cliff on one side! Steven wanted me to ride in his truck with him, and I said, “Steven! I love writing music for you, but it’s not worth dying for!”

			Carey would turn to me and say, “Now duck down!” So, I’d duck down and the camera would shoot it, and he’d say, “Okay, you can come back up now,” so I came back up and I said, “I’m having a heart attack, Carey!” He said, “Don’t worry, I know exactly what I’m doing. Let me tell you about Bullitt and all these other stories.” I said, “Yeah, but you’re driving!” He said, “I’ve done this a million times.” And obviously he’d had, I think, a little bit to drink before, but he was totally in charge of his senses. He looked like a guy that through the years had been in the sun a lot and also had his liquor. After it was over, I couldn’t even go home because he’d always take us into Saugus, and say, “You’ve gotta have a drink at the bar!” I don’t think I’d been in a bar in my life until then!

			The experience, though harrowing at the time, left Goldenberg with an overriding impression of the nature of the film’s menace. He’d been inside the growling, groaning belly of the beast, and he’d lived to tell about it the way he knew best: through music, albeit anything but traditional music.

			[image: ]

			Given the lack of time and completed picture, Goldenberg had to create and record the score tonally—or often, atonally, as Spielberg wanted sound and not pure music, and not to a finished picture or scene timings as most film composition is achieved. Despite the lack of a picture to compose against, Goldenberg certainly had an innate understanding of the material, through both Spielberg’s very descriptive conversations, the useful visit to location, and Matheson’s story itself.

			“The one thing I always knew was what kind of music to write,” said Goldenberg. “There was never any doubt in my mind about that, because there was a style to that film and it was very specific, and it was a very simple story. There was a person, and there was a devil. It was good and evil. Very clearly done, and the metaphor was so clear.”

			The plan was for Goldenberg to create general themes and cues of varying length and emotional values to drop in scenes that he and Spielberg had tentatively earmarked for score, but also for any inspiration that might take them once they were marrying the score on the dubbing stage to the final edit near the end of the production process. To accommodate for such vagaries, Goldenberg conceived of and recorded longer cues that could be cut to specific picture timings, or even expanded through the creation of musical loops.

			I would do long sections of nothing but percussion, and then I would do long sections of strings and I knew the values. I knew there was going to be very strident strings, as it was certainly not a romantic piece [laughs], so I had the strings doing everything but breaking their violins across a chopping board. So we recorded over-length stuff, and then I went to my musical editor and we created loops. In other words, you took a long piece of music, and then you would chose a place for it to begin again, so the music kept playing over and over, and you could bring in the music anywhere. You could bring in the music at the middle, or at the top or the bottom, wherever.

			
				
					The Herrmann Influence

					Over the years, Goldenberg’s score for Duel has been credited as a unique work inspired by the great composer Bernard Herrmann, or adversely, as a score that “rips off” the elder composer’s “signature” sound, particularly from his Psycho score. In a 1997 symposium on Duel held at the Paley Center for Media, Goldenberg was confronted on the issue by an audience member.

					While noting Herrmann’s influence over Goldenberg and his score for Duel is certainly a valid point to make, winnowing his Duel work down to a mere Herrmann knockoff doesn’t do the score justice, nor does it take the entirety of the composition in Duel into account. More, Goldenberg has never made any point to deny the great Herrmann’s influence over not only his work but also his musical education in general. “Herrmann was a tremendous influence,” Goldenberg reflected.

					“My father was a percussionist, and during the days of radio, he worked a lot with Bernard Herrmann who did a lot of stuff for radio, classical music,” Goldenberg said. “At a very young age I met him. Very frightening man. I remember being scared to death of him. He’d scream at the orchestra and so forth, but the music fascinated me, and that music I grew up with.”

					Once Goldenberg was working professionally in music, and once he made his way to Universal as a staff composer in the 1960s, he had the opportunity as an adult to study Herrmann at work conducting (and still shouting and cursing at his orchestra), pore over Herrmann’s written scores, and even work spotting films with the maestro.

					“I had no say in it, you couldn’t have any say in it, nor could the producer; it was all about Benny.”

					Perhaps the major Herrmann sound cited by listeners who see his influence over Duel comes from Goldenberg’s use of strings in a percussive manner in his score.

					“With the strings, ’cause Billy did do a little bit of Psycho, you know, screech, screech, screech,” Spielberg said, “and at first, I was a little nervous about that and said, ‘Geesh, Bernard Herr-mann and Alfred Hitchcock invented that sound.’ And Billy said, ‘But yeah, this is Psycho,’ It’s a multi-ton knife! [laughs] Billy’s score was just wonderful, and I thought Billy’s score really added a level of desperation to Dennis Weaver’s crisis.”

					“To tell you the truth, I did a lot of research on it, but before Benny Herrmann there was Béla Bartók, and Béla Bartók was really, I think, the man that established this style,” Goldenberg said at the Paley seminar. “The Psycho stuff was in Béla Bartók’s ‘Music for Strings, Percussion and Celesta,’ I mean, I hate to say that, but I think that we have all certainly studied the masters and seen what kinds of instrumentation they used and how they use their instruments. I had never used strings this way. I studied a lot of different kinds of composers to find out what they did to their instruments to make them percussive.”6

					Through studying Herrmann, Bartók, and other composers such as Stravinsky, Goldenberg began to form a sound in his mind’s ear, formulating the kind of jarring and largely atonal sounds he felt were needed to underscore the battle of Spielberg’s metallic titans on-screen, experimenting with sound in the way his influences did, utilizing the strings in unorthodox ways, or, with the help of his fellow sonic experimenters Emil Richards and Paul Beaver, pushing the boundaries of what one would normally consider proper film music.

					“I think looking at the masters and listening to them experiment, I would do that too, where I would put a couple of instruments together, and the violinists would say to me, ‘You can’t do that!’ and of course Steven would say, ‘Do it!’”

					Ultimately, considering the nearly undoable turnover for conception, recording, editing, and dubbing of the Duel score, Goldenberg makes no bones about standing on the shoulders of his inspirations to reach further and push his own style forward.

					“I believe that some of that was Bernard Herrmann inspired, no question about it,” Goldenberg said.

					As I was doing it, that was not something I was really conscious of. What I was conscious of was trying to get the goddamn job done! I was calling on every single creative thing that I could, and working from the left side of my brain.

					Richard [Matheson] said something interesting. He said, “There are a lot of stories I have written, and I know for sure where they come from, and while I was doing them, I wasn’t conscious of it.” Aristotle said this, he called it the “Doctrine of Imitation.” The way you start as an artist, as a writer, as a director, as any of those things, you start by imitating, no question, and then you find your own style, hopefully. What was always interesting to me, and frankly I was always flattered by it, was when people started to imitate me. But I don’t deny [Herrmann’s influence].

				

			

			For the recording, Goldenberg brought together an orchestra of around 35 pieces, a combination of traditional orchestra leaning heavily on strings, minus brass, plus a section of unique percussion instruments, a couple of keyboards, a Moog synthesizer, and harp.

			To aid in giving the score a percussive edge, Goldenberg enlisted his old friend and colleague Emil Richards, the famed percussion player. He went to Richards’s home and filled him in on the primitive, atonal sounds he hoped to use to represent the truck and Mann’s increasingly frantic mental states.

			“[Emil] had stuff in his backyard—he would go pounding on bricks, and there would be gongs, he had every type of Oriental instrument, and instruments he had invented. They were all great. I said, ‘Emil, bring everything you have to the recording sessions,’ so he brought all of these instruments.”

			To help give the score touches of cold, unfeeling distance, Goldenberg also called upon his frequent collaborator Paul Beaver, an innovator with synthesized music.

			I wanted Emil Richards to be my percussionist, because I knew Emil was a madman, nothing less than a madman would do. And so was Paul Beaver. The only ones that weren’t mad were the violinists, but they were mad in an entirely different way. Most of that madness was exposed in the psychiatrist’s office. Believe me, they complained a lot. They kept saying, “What are you doing to our instruments? You can’t do this kind of thing!” I said, “You’re being paid for this, do it” [laughs]. They wanted to play Richard Strauss; they didn’t want to grind on their instruments and play at the top of their register and create sounds that were squeaky and pull the bow down. It didn’t hurt the instruments, by the way.

			Once the score was recorded, the process of laying it against the completed picture commenced. Spielberg and Goldenberg spotted the film on the fly via the rough assemblages as the editing unit cut, and even right on the dubbing stage, selecting scenes and sequences that might be augmented by Goldenberg’s musical score.

			“I really couldn’t do much until I could actually see [picture edits],” Gol-denberg said. “Every day I would walk from one room to another, and they would play me what they had, what they had put together, and then my music editor would sit and try some of it with various pieces of music. We didn’t know what was going to belong, I mean, I had an idea, but there was some stuff that I could do, but most of it I think we did on the dubbing stage.”

			Despite any challenges that Goldenberg may have encountered in conceiving of and recording the Duel score, he had the full creative support of his director.

			“As far as the score, there was just complete trust. There were midnight phone calls; of course I was with him so much of the time,” Goldenberg said.

			What I loved about him most is he was totally open to any wild idea. That was a very unusual thing. That was very unusual, and I think it changed the course of film, there’s no question, because Steven was the only one that was brave enough to do things where other people wouldn’t even consider it because they were going along with the safe route. He never did anything that was safe. Because he was such an adventurer and a scientist and a researcher where it came to film, it made me feel exactly the same way, and I knew I could try anything! . . . There were no limits, ever. It was a glorious time, it really was. I [worked with] a couple of other directors like that through the years, but very few and far between. None as innovative as Steven, no question.

			Spielberg is equally complimentary to the accomplishments of his early musical collaborator.

			I see Billy Goldenberg’s contribution to Duel as being very important because he didn’t do a conventional score. He used African instruments, and he had low drums and he had kind of like tubular bells. It was so experimental and so courageous to have a score like that, especially on an ABC Movie of the Week. I thought Billy did one of the best scores he had ever written for Duel. I think he was very inspired by the story and didn’t want to do a conventional score . . . he wanted it to be almost a kind of atmospheric feeling. He added so many layers of creepiness with his music that it really brought Duel up even further.7

			Given the nature of how the score was created, however, Goldenberg doesn’t fully embrace that his work on Duel is his best work.

			“I can’t say it’s my best score, because it was not a score that was really figured out on a compositional level. That would be figured out to very particular timings and beginnings, middles and ends. This was not. This was like a painting almost, like an [action] painting actually, where you’re throwing gobs of paint at the canvas, or you’re walking around on the canvas as a lot of those painters did. So I don’t really think that this was composed. I think it was manufactured and it was like sound effects, really.”

			And yet, perhaps contradictorily, Goldenberg also feels that the score might not have been as good if he were given more time to compose the score to picture on a timed, compositional level.

			“It probably would’ve not ended up being as good, because I think the spontaneity of this piece is the best thing about it from every point of view. . . . If it had been done in a more traditional, technical way, it’d have been a different score.”
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			The soundtrack for Duel is, as author Richard Matheson would later compliment it, “orchestrated noise,”8 a skillful amalgam of Goldenberg’s largely atonal score and the uncredited James Troutman’s sound effects.

			The three days after the recording session were devoted to marrying the score and sound effects to picture. According to George Eckstein, Universal’s dubbing allowance for Movie-of-the-Week productions in the early 1970s was so demanding that a production had to dub four reels of film per day, for an average of 12 reels. By way of comparison, a feature film at the time would generally take three days to dub a single reel of film.

			The word that comes up repeatedly about the Duel production in general, but specifically the grueling postproduction schedule is miracle, as in, “It’s a miracle that the picture was finished” under near-impossible conditions and constraints.

			According to Goldenberg, the dubbing sessions were both creative, and tense.

			All the editors were there, and the dubbing room was very crowded. There was a group of about four dubbing engineers, but the lead guy was Bob Hoyt,9 he was one of the best dubbing engineers at Universal, but Bob was a very hot-tempered guy. I remember that he and Jim Troutman practically got in a fistfight. The issue was how the sound should be manipulated between music and sound effects, and Steven had to separate them because they were coming to blows!10 Each one was so sure about what he was doing was right. Poor George Eckstein, who was really a very sweet, nice man, but retiring, all of a sudden he’s in the midst of these longshoreman type guys who are having fistfights. . . . I’ve never seen a dubbing session like that!

			Apart from any tensions between the engineers and editors, Goldenberg maintains that he and Troutman got on very well, opposite the general perception of a clash between film sound effects and score.

			Jimmy and I had worked on a lot of films, and sound effects people and composers are always supposed to be at odds. Except we never were, we were friends, and we always wanted to kind of make a film actually where the sound effects would make sense when they were combined with the music, and there was no fight. So we talked about a lot of what was going to be in the film, so I knew to stay out of Jimmy’s way, because as you know the film had so many really loud effects that the music had to be in certain registers that would not interfere with those.

			Despite any preliminary spotting work accomplished through the teleplay or viewing rough assemblies, many of the decisions for score and effects placements were done right on the fly during the dub.

			“Steven and I had talked an awful lot, and he was very good, and very articulate about it, because he knew the scenes that would just be sound effects, so that was very helpful to me,” Goldenberg said.

			But even that changed on the dubbing stage. The two of us never had any issues about what was right and wrong; it’s just that you knew what was right when it happened. It was a very, very collaborative project in the purest sense of the word. You sit there, you’re watching, one of you says, “Well what do you think?” and you get an idea, and you say, “Okay, let’s try that.” And we worked into the night, I mean, we worked almost 24-hour days. There was very little sleep time, because it had to be done so quickly. I’m amazed that they made the deadline. I’m really amazed . . . it was exciting! Very exciting.

			After the grueling three days’ dub, Duel had its voice, and the picture was ready to screen for the executives in both the Black Tower and at the network. While it would be years until Spielberg would be guaranteed the sought-after “final cut” of any of his films, Eckstein stood behind his director, protecting the young filmmaker’s vision. During the picture edit, Eckstein viewed Spielberg and Morriss’s cut, and made suggestions, some of which the director and editor heeded, and some which they passed on. By the time they had the edit and the sound together, Spielberg, Morriss, and Eckstein were very proud of what they accomplished.

			“The network gave us some notes,” Spielberg said, “maybe 25 percent of their notes were good, and 75 percent I didn’t even attempt to try out, because we were three weeks away from air, and by the time the network really saw [the film], we were about eight days away from air, eight, nine days, and that’s when they kind of threw up their hands.”

			Prebroadcast Screenings

			In hopes of spreading early word on the unique telefilm they now had in their hands, Universal held a gala premiere on the lot leading up to the broadcast premiere on November 13. The studio hosted the film on multiple screens at the same time, with industry, critical, and media invitees on the guest list. After the screening, the guests enjoyed a generous buffet and drinks that the studio provided for their enjoyment.

			“Anything I’ve ever written never got treatment like that where they had a huge gathering of every news and media person in the business,” Matheson recalled. “I’ve never seen that, except for this one film, so [Universal] must’ve liked it.”11

			Indeed the network and the studio felt their special television film even warranted a half-page advertisement in Variety the morning before the broadcast. The ad, showing Weaver facing off against the truck, lists Eckstein, Matheson, Spielberg, and Goldenberg’s credits, with the inscription, “We invite you to a unique television experience. Duel (starring Dennis Weaver, Saturday night, 8:30 p.m., ABC).”

			Before the night of the broadcast premiere, Spielberg and Eckstein also screened the film to a group of students from nearby Claremont College who they had invited to the Universal lot. Following the screening, Spielberg and Eckstein participated in a question and answer session with the students, many of them not much younger than the director of the astonishing film they’d just witnessed. Seeing so young a filmmaker had cracked the studio system, once the sole domain of longtime contract workers, surely had to be an inspiration to those hoping to make their way into film work.

			The next day, Duel was set to be unleashed upon unsuspecting American television audiences.
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			Premiere

		

		
			Duel premiered on the ABC television network on the night of Saturday, November 13, 1971. Steven Spielberg spent the evening at home, in front of his television set like millions of other Americans.

			“I watched it on TV. I couldn’t wait!” an enthusiastic Spielberg remembered 40 years later. “The whole idea about broadcast television is you know when you’re watching it, hopefully millions of people are watching it at the same time you are, so in a way it’s like going into a massive theater, with countless millions of people you’ve never met, and having this shared experience. And so I wanted to watch it the same time everybody else was watching it, especially on the West Coast.”

			The praise for Spielberg and his collaborators’ work came swiftly.

			“Film buffs will rightfully be studying and referring to The Duel [sic] for some time,” wrote industry trade Variety’s Tony Scott on the Monday after the broadcast. “Finest so far of the ABC Movies of the Weekend, film belongs on the classic shelf reserved for top suspensors. Director Steven Spielberg builds step by logical step towards the exquisitely controlled climax and symbolic conclusion of Richard Matheson’s teleplay. Anyone switching channels after the first five-minute hooker is in need of whole blood.”1
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			Scott also gave high marks to Dennis Weaver’s “incredibly convincing” lead performance, Matheson’s “tight teleplay,” Eckstein’s “immaculate production,” Marta’s photography, Morriss’s editing, and Goldenberg’s score, an “extra plus . . . spare, and appropriately menacing.” He also praised the film’s climax that veered away from Matheson’s short story and teleplay (although Scott incorrectly credits both Spielberg and Matheson for this, it was purely of Spielberg’s design), enthusiastically calling the denouement a “terrible triumph” that “resists that burst-into-flames cliché and settles for the image of the monster settling down to death.” This, of course, a moment that the ABC network executives fought Spielberg and Eckstein over before the director and producer made an end run to creating one of the great cinematic moments in Spielberg’s filmography.

			Variety ran a second and more middle-of-the-road review of the film later in the week, penned by Fob (a typical Variety pen name). He argued against the film’s “intrusive” reliance on the “good deal of inner dialog voiced over the action to indicate Weaver’s feelings,” although he curiously and maybe contradictorily states within his objection that said dialog was a “necessity.” Again, this was a point of contention between Spielberg, Eckstein, and the network executives, one that the filmmakers largely won thanks to the wordy swathes of dialogue that Spielberg was able to excise, although it wasn’t enough for Fob, nor Spielberg himself, who has subsequently and repeatedly said he’d wished he could have made the film a near-silent picture. Despite any objections Fob had to Mann’s internal monologues or a show that was “gimmicky and full of logical holes” (which he fails to expound on in his review), the review ends with a positive wrap-up stating, “At the end of 90 minutes [the running time, with commercials], it seemed to have taken no time at all—that’s the way to run a highway.”2

			The Hollywood Reporter’s Rochelle Reed wrote, “Duel proved ABC absolutely right when the station confided that this MOWeekend was a winner. It was great!”3 Tom Breen of the Gannett News Service called the film “the best 90 minutes of suspense yet brought to television,”4 while Norman Mark of the Chicago Daily News proclaimed Duel to be “the best TV movie of the year, and possibly the best such TV film yet created.”5

			One of the film’s most ardent supporters was Cecil Smith, television critic for the Los Angeles Times. In a prebroadcast review, Smith declared the film the “best TV movie of 1971,” and “a classic of pure cinema,” singling Spielberg out for personal praise.

			“Steve Spielberg is really the wunderkind of the film business. At twenty-four, he looks fourteen and talks film like a contemporary of John Ford. He’s been making movies all his life.”6

			When the Nielsen shares came in following the film’s broadcast, Duel, according to Eckstein, earned about average numbers. For Spielberg though, it was enough to keep him on his ascending trajectory, fueled in large part by the film’s critical notices and industry buzz.

			“The numbers came in, and I didn’t understand ratings. I just knew that if you got hired again, it meant somebody must’ve watched your last show.”7

			Apart from the critical response and Nielsen shares, perhaps one of the more important opinions on how well Spielberg adapted the story of Duel came from the tale’s original father, Richard Matheson. Matheson had long been both the beneficiary and victim of film companies interpreting his written word, but Duel was a different kind of creature entirely.

			“I was flabbergasted at how good it was,” Matheson said. For the author, seeing such a film made of his material was rarer than not, unfortunately. “I think it was probably accepted as sort of a classic right from the start. That’s one of the things where you’re absolutely dazzled by the results. That doesn’t happen too often.”8

			Other responses from within the industry also came Spielberg’s way quickly. His office walls at the time were plastered with notes, letters, and telegrams that appreciative industry players sent his way.

			“I got a lot of calls,” Spielberg remembered, “and postcards and letters came to me over the next couple of weeks. A lot of calls the next day from friends who I know had seen it, and my parents had seen it and loved it. It scared them, which was fun, ’cause it was fun to scare your own parents. For me that was almost my Emmy making Duel, being able to scare my mom and my dad. That was very satisfying.”

			At the prebroadcast screening held on the Universal lot, Billy Goldenberg received great praise for the film from one of the more powerful producers on the lot.

			“I remember the first screening of it, I was there with Bill Sackheim, and he was blown away. He said, ‘Oh my God, do you realize what you guys have done?’ And I said, ‘Not really, we’re too close to it.’ He said, ‘I’ve never seen anything as brilliant as that.’ I felt so good, because he was really responsible for both of our [Billy and Steven’s] careers, and he was like a mentor.”

			Likewise, ABC vice president of development Barry Diller was floored by the film, especially by the work of the young director who the network took a sizable chance in hiring for the project.

			“I saw a rough cut of Duel, and I remember thinking, ‘This guy is going to be out of television so fast because his work is so good,’” Diller said. “It was sad because I thought I’d never see him again. It was a director’s film, and TV is not a director’s medium.”9

			The original television broadcast of Duel was cited for numerous major awards, although as he’d later find with the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences’ Academy Awards, Spielberg’s work as director was not recognized, nor was Dennis Weaver’s near-virtuoso performance as David Mann.

			Duel was nominated for Best Movie Made for TV at the Golden Globes held on February 6, 1972. The film lost to the BBC’s The Snow Goose.

			The Emmy Awards, held in Los Angeles on May 6, nominated Duel’s sound editing team for Outstanding Achievement in Film Sound Editing (which secured the Emmy win), and Jack Marta for Outstanding Achievement in Cinematography.

			Between the film’s broadcast premiere and the years to follow, Spielberg received notes of praise from various cinema legends and notables.

			Jerry Lewis called the film “a really beautiful film-making job,”10 while no less than Federico Fellini, François Truffaut, and David Lean11 would all praise Spielberg’s work on Duel. Spielberg would go on to meet or even collaborate with all of these luminaries. He would find praise from up-and-coming peers like Stephen King (who would later call Duel “a gripping, almost painfully suspenseful rocket ride of a movie”)12 and also from a young filmmaker named George Lucas, who had just directed his first feature film, THX 1138, for Warner Bros.

			“Though I crossed paths with Steven at film festivals in the [late] sixties, it wasn’t until sometime in 1971 that I really took note of him,” Lucas said. “I was at a party at Francis Ford Coppola’s house and Duel was on television. Since I’d met Steven I was curious about the movie and thought I’d sneak upstairs and catch ten or fifteen minutes. Once I started watching. I couldn’t tear myself away. . . . I thought, ‘This guy is really sharp. I’ve got to get to know him better.’”13

			Within a decade, Lucas would become one of Spielberg’s most important collaborators and closest friends.

			Legendary Warner Bros. animation director Chuck Jones sent Spielberg a personal letter in 1973 calling Duel “as good a suspense film as I have ever seen, and proves once and for all that the size of the screen is largely immaterial.”14 Jones, with his Oscar-nominated Wile E. Coyote/Road Runner shorts, certainly knew his way around an engaging chase between two foes in a desert environ, and like Spielberg with menacing trucks, Jones was well versed at dropping coyotes off of sheer desert cliff faces.

			And still, even if Jones and others felt that Spielberg had done a masterly job painting a highly visual film into the confining space of the television frame, Spielberg still had his sights on something slightly wider, the cinema screen. Within the year of Duel’s broadcast debut, he and Duel would get their chance to break free of the square box of the TV, and fill that larger, wider space.

			
				
					Charges of Plagiarism and Influence

					Artistic influence, whether in a young talent learning his or her craft through emulating people whose work they admire, or through the prevalence of commercial art and content consumption in our culture, has often led to unintentional or even purely coincidental recycling of themes, ideas, images, melodies, and passages of prose, even by unarguably talented and unique creators.

					After Duel aired on ABC in mid-November 1971, Variety published a review of the film that in hindsight has a startling specific bit of unintentional precognition to litigation that would be brought against writer Richard Matheson, Universal, and others by late February of 1972.

					“The story was adapted from a short tale in Playboy magazine. But it really played much more like one of those old dramas in the Golden Age of Radio,”15 Variety’s reviewer wrote. Writer-director-producer Arch Oboler fully agreed, specifically that the story of Duel copied his own October 6, 1942, radio program “What the Devil,” from the Golden Age Lights Out! show.

					“What the Devil” is a modest little shocker about a loose couple driving down a lonely highway to Mexico to escape an ex-husband, unwanted kids, and the draft board, in hopes of starting a new, carefree life. Traveling at night down a rainy highway, the man driving the car sees a truck with signage that reads “Danger: High Explosives” and decides to pass it. The driver of the truck doesn’t take kindly to this, and tries to run the couple off the road. The woman catches a glimpse of the truck driver, who she claims “didn’t have a face.”

					A stretch down the road, they encounter the truck again. The man boldly decides to try to pass once more, despite the frightened woman’s protestations. Suddenly, the engine of their car starts to stall out whenever they attempt to pass. This time, the man sees that the truck is empty, but still driving itself down the road.

					Despite turning off onto an alternate route, the couple yet again happen upon the mysterious truck, now parked by the side of the road. The man decides to pull over and wait; there’s no way he’s going to attempt to pass the truck a third time. After a period of the truck not moving, the man decides to confront the truck driver (despite their previous fears that he was sans face or sans corporeal form whatsoever). The man drags the woman along with him to prove that there must be someone in the truck, and indeed, they see someone sitting behind the wheel. Incensed, the man demands the trucker get out of his vehicle. When he opens the door to drag the trucker out, the couple scream and the radio play cuts to a message from advertisers without revealing what scared the man and woman.

					The truck somehow disappears during the commercial break, and the couple continue on down the road. They see lights on the horizon, hoping it is the bright lights of Nogales, where they will seek help. The woman asks the man to promise her what they saw in the truck isn’t real (listeners still aren’t privy to the horrors within the truck, nor how the couple got away), and the frightened man threatens her, screaming at her to shut her mouth.

					The truck reappears, and the man, now convinced his dame is the bad luck who brought on the mysterious trucker’s assaults, declares he’s going to ditch her once they reach Nogales. The rain stops, the truck once again disappears, and now the woman threatens to kill the man if he leaves her, and the man threatens to kill the woman regardless, certain that it’ll help him get rid of his so-called hoodoo.

					Suddenly, the truck appears behind the couple’s car. The man accelerates, but no matter how fast he drives, the truck grows closer and closer in the rearview mirror. As the couple scream bloody murder, the truck plows through them.

					Police find the couple’s car in a one vehicle crash: no skid marks, no signs of other travelers in the vicinity. The car is “crushed flat like a 75-ton tank rolled over it,” it caught fire and the couple were incinerated. Around the car, the police find hoof prints burned into the asphalt, “like something walked around watching them burn.”

					Oboler renewed his copyright on “What the Devil” in 1970, with a claim that the script had made fresh rounds. This was a second such attempt, as Oboler also insists he previously pitched the story to Rod Serling for the Twilight Zone series back in the 1950s, the series for which Matheson wrote multiple episodes during its five-season run.

					Matheson recalls Oboler’s charges of the writer’s potential access to “What the Devil” going back even further, back to childhood.

					“He claimed that when I was a child, I had heard this radio program . . . in which the guy is chased by a car, which the devil is driving,” Matheson told writer Matthew Bradley. “His contention was that it lingered in my memory all those years.”16

					On February 29, 1972, Variety reported that Oboler filed suit in federal court on February 28, 1972, asking for $250,000 in punitive damages for violation against his radio play’s copyright. Defendants named in the case were Matheson; Universal; the studio’s parent company, MCA; ABC; and Playboy magazine (where Matheson’s short story was originally published).

					Along with the request for punitive damages, Variety reported that “Oboler asked for an injunction, all prints of the Duel TV show, all copies of the story, and profits not less than $5,000,”17 which would in effect have made anyone’s access to the film after its 1971 ABC television debut illegal, effectively suppressing Matheson’s story and Spielberg’s film from public access.

					When reminded of the Oboler lawsuit four decades later and asked of the outcome (Variety did not report if there was a disclosed settlement), Matheson said, “I hope he lost. When I write something, I never have anybody else’s work in mind. If I did, I wouldn’t do it.”

					Matheson expert Matthew Bradley is the only other author who has written on the subject of the Oboler lawsuit, and like this author, he was unable to verify the outcome of Oboler’s threatened legal action.

					“My impression is that ‘threatened’ is the operative word, and that it never did get to court. That seems fair, considering not only Oboler’s assertion that the 16-year-old Matheson let his radio drama marinate in his mind for almost 30 years before he ripped it off, but also the fact that ‘Duel’ was inspired by an actual event, to which Richard had an eye-witness in the form of Jerry Sohl,” Bradley said in a correspondence with this author.

					In addition to “What the Devil,” Duel does have its share of similarities to “Snow on 66,” a July 15, 1962, play from the Suspense radio show. This program was written by William N. Robson, a writer who ironically wrote an episode of Duel star Dennis Weaver’s Gunsmoke series in 1957. Like “What the Devil,” Robson’s radio play is about a vehicular assault on a desert highway between yet another couple and a homicidal trucker. At the story’s beginning, the northern Arizona desert drops to below-freezing temperatures of 20 degrees.

					Despite the cold, the newly married, vacationing couple are on their way for a night out. They pass a pickup truck on the road, and the trucker responds by flashing his bright headlight beams into the man’s rearview mirror. The truck now passes the couple, takes the lead, slams on his brakes, and then continues along at a crawl in front of their car, blocking their way. When the man tries to pass again, the trucker won’t let him, toying with the couple.

					Eventually, the couple make it to their restaurant, and the trucker turns around, eyeing them as he passes by. The trucker rounds back again and confronts the couple while they sit for dinner inside the diner. He tells the man that he doesn’t like people cutting in front of him (the key impetus of all three of the stories in question here), and that he could’ve run the couple down and killed them. He warns them he will kill them if they try to pass him on the road again.

					The trucker has a working-class, southern drawl—clearly not as cultured as the couple and drunk (“at least!”) to boot. He leaves the restaurant, and we learn he’s a town native named Leroy, a known bully who “talks rough, be he don’t mean no harm.”

					The couple consider that the trucker could have killed them both when they were passing, had someone else been driving toward them from the other direction. They ask their waitress to get the local police on the phone. She warns against calling the police, saying she wouldn’t do it. The couple persist, and the waitress tells them she’s glad she’s not in their shoes, since “Leroy, he don’t bother me!”

					The police arrive and assure the couple that Leroy won’t hurt anyone. The man insists they issue an arrest warrant for the trucker, but the officer cautions them against making a formal complaint. He says that the town is full of “big kids” like Leroy, bored, drunk, but generally harmless.

					“So they get their kicks on 66, scaring the pants off of tourists when they pass through?” the man asks the police officer. The man insists he wants Leroy behind bars. The officer demurs, telling him he’d like to oblige, but can’t, since he wouldn’t know where to find Leroy, especially in the mounting storm.

					Back at their motel, the couple find the air has been let out of the back tires of their car, as Leroy drives by honking the horn of his truck. The couple try in vain to get their tires filled so they can leave town right away.

					Leroy shows up at the jailhouse on his own recognizance; it turns out he’s a friend of the police officer, who suggests Leroy sleep off his drunk in a cell. The officer shows Leroy into his quarters.

					At the same time, the couple have their car in driving order again, and they’re on their way out of town, happy to leave Leroy and the hick desert town behind. Relieved by their escape, they crawl slowly through the snowstorm down the highway. Suddenly from behind, a set of high beams breaks through the storm, and they hear the horn of Leroy’s truck as it rapidly approaches them. Blinded by the headlights and the storm, the couple crash.

					Improbably and without so much as a hint of explanation, we find out that Leroy was sleeping in the jail cell throughout the night, despite his truck having helped the newlyweds to their doom.

					It is well documented, including in this book’s second chapter, how Matheson has retold his conception of the story of “Duel” through personal experience and trauma on the day President John F. Kennedy was assassinated.

					Although Matheson defends “Duel” as his own creation, of his own inspiration, he has allowed for the fact that creative people are indeed perhaps unavoidably influenced in the broadest sense by the works of others.

					Recalling his earliest days as a writer, Matheson said, “All these science fiction magazines were around, and I started reading them and every anthology I could get a hold of. Naturally, when I later started to write some stories, I would start repeating some of the things that I had just trash-loaded my mind with. . . . And I think, because of that, you just unconsciously start repeating themes and ideas.”18

					Turnabout, Matheson too has seen his share of other writers and filmmakers dipping into his rich back catalog for concepts, ideas, or even intentional lifts. Filmmaker George A. Romero openly credits Matheson’s 1954 novel I Am Legend for inspiring his equally seminal Night of the Living Dead. That 1968 film marked the start of Romero’s decades-long zombie cycle, which in turn has both inspired and been ripped off by countless artists (both of the serious and fast-buck variety) working within Romero’s conception of zombies that forever redefined an entire subgenre.

					One can see the seeds that Duel planted in films as diverse as Jonathan Mostow’s Breakdown (1997), John Dahl’s Joy Ride (2001), or Stephen King’s woefully trashy 1986 directorial debut Maximum Overdrive (based on his own Duelesque short story, “Trucks”). King, an avowed Matheson acolyte, would also pay specific and direct homage to “Duel” in the 2009 short story “Throttle.” Written with his son, writer Joe Hill, and printed in the Matheson tribute book He Is Legend, King and Hill had a great, personal fondness for Duel that led them to write their own takeoff. “Throttle” is simply the story of a gang of motorcyclists pursued through desert highways by a homicidal trucker.

					Back in the 1980s when Joe Hill was growing up, King owned a laserdisc player with a sum total of three films to view on the machine: Spielberg’s Duel and Jaws, and the Sergio Leone film The Good, the Bad and the Ugly. The father and son would repeatedly absorb Spielberg’s adaptation of Matheson’s story together, reveling in Spielberg’s cinematic skills and Matheson’s unsettling concepts.

					“We shared that movie together. That was something that mattered intensely to both of us,” Hill said.19

					Matheson understands that sense of appreciation as a fan of genre writers and artists himself (“When I started, I was influenced by Ray Bradbury, we all were”20), and as an author who has deeply connected with an appreciative and dedicated readership. That readership has often parlayed childhoods spent reading Matheson’s horror and science fiction tales into work in the creative arts themselves, and in turn, the influence Matheson engendered in them surfaces in these works.

					“Anything you really like is gonna sneak into your work after a while. You can’t help it,” Matheson said in a 1997 symposium on Duel. “I have contented myself with the knowledge that I’ve influenced a lot of people in stories, rather than thinking, ‘Oh, you stole my idea!’ It’s just too difficult to go, ‘Oh, there I am; there I am!’ It’s just better to say, ‘Well, okay, if Chris Carter was influenced by The Night Stalker and created The X-Files, it’s not because he took from The Night Stalker, it’s just it influenced him. . . . It’s not a steal, per se, it’s homage.”21

				

			

			The International Theatrical Cut

			In the spring of 1972, Spielberg and Eckstein were charged by Universal to expand the running time of Duel for theatrical exhibition outside of the United States. At its original 74 minutes, the picture was not a length that Universal, through their international distribution arm Cinema International Corporation,22 could book into theaters. They gave Spielberg and Eckstein a limited time to conceive of how they could expand the film, and three days to shoot the picture back on location with star Dennis Weaver.

			Spielberg and Eckstein would each conceive of two additional sequences, as Matheson was not consulted to draft additional material (“meaning,” Eckstein has said with a laugh, “Universal didn’t want to pay him any more money!”23).

			“I’m not sure what I would have done,” Matheson said, decades later. “I never put my mind to it. I don’t think they ever asked me. I probably would’ve taken a crack at it if they had asked me.”

			The expanded scenes include an extended opening titles sequence; Mann calling his wife on a pay phone at the first service station/Laundromat in the film; an encounter between Mann, a school bus full of children, and the truck; and finally, a hair-raising encounter between Mann and the truck driver as he tries to shove Mann’s car into an oncoming locomotive (see chapter 5 for detailed breakdowns of these scenes, and view the appendixes for the original script pages). Eckstein devised the scenes of Mann talking to his wife over the phone, as well as the school bus sequence, while Spielberg came up with the idea for the extended titles and the train crossing incident. In Eckstein’s recollection, it was Spielberg who drafted the 11 pages for the additional scenes in a screenplay dated March 20, 1972. The film, under the aegis of Universal’s theatrical feature division, was now Production #05140. Location production was scheduled for three additional days, from April 23 to April 25.

			“It was so much fun to be able to think of those scenes!” Spielberg said. “So I came up with the idea of the truck pushing the car into the moving train. There were a bunch of little things I was able to invent.”

			Dennis Weaver was quickly reenlisted back into battle with the now resurrected truck he’d previously destroyed at the end of the original television edit. (A new Peterbilt truck was found to film the additional scenes, and one of the original Valiants was brought back into service.)

			“They came to me and made sure that I was available,” Weaver recalled, “and we shot three more days, so the final film was shot in sixteen days.”24

			A few new cast members, including Jacqueline Scott as Mann’s wife, Lou Frizzell as a bus driver, and a good dozen uncredited school-aged children were also hired to round out the new scenes.

			Editor Frank Morriss was also brought in for early consultation and hired to edit the new sequences into the original film, along with other specific nips and tucks.

			“I went over and had a story conference with Steven and George, and then George told me that they were going to shoot some added scenes for it,” Morriss said. “I said, ‘Oh great, then we can go through and tighten up a few places,’ and Steven said, ‘What?’ [laughs].”

			Despite any initial reservations Spielberg may have had with overtinkering and tightening like Morriss suggested, the film indeed underwent some detailed editing work apart from seamlessly inserting the new material, largely almost imperceptible retiming of specific cuts, reordering of shots, or substituting alternate takes with language not acceptable to TV censors of the era. More of Mann’s internal dialogue was also excised, perhaps with the argument that less chatter, more action would play better to foreign audiences.

			Unlike the original postproduction schedule and the necessity of an editing team, Morriss worked solo on the international cut.

			“It was all me; nobody got in on that but me, fortunately, for which I’m glad, because I think it turned out better for it. Like I say, one mind working on it. . . . It was just adding to a great piece of work. Nobody felt we were hurting it, we were just enhancing it.”

			Even amongst the filmmakers, opinions on the final results were actually mixed. Of the added scenes, Weaver opined, “They were done so seamlessly—if you look at it, you’ll never be able to guess which of those scenes were added and which ones were already there.”25

			Morriss is also proud of his work on the revised edit.

			“I think it worked quite well. They were able to release it as a feature, which was a major thing. . . . The material certainly might not have been the best that could have been written, but they said, ‘Here, you have three days to do this, do it,’ and it was done. And it works! It works, and people are still talking about the picture in glowing terms, which is quite a tribute, I think.”

			Richard Matheson, however, did not see the film as enhanced, but he understood the nature of the expansion.

			“I don’t like the additions, although they had to do it to release it to theaters. A hopeless venture really. The TV version was as taut as it could be.”26 Ultimately, Matheson maintained that “you can’t expand perfection.”27 “I didn’t care for what was added, script-wise. I don’t know whether I told Steven this, but I found out later he was the one that had done it, so I didn’t charm him with that.”28

			Eckstein’s scene where Mann calls his wife in the Laundromat is, as he told it, “a sequence that Steven wasn’t thrilled with, and I’m not sure Richard is either [laughing].”29 To this day, Spielberg struggles with the lack of subtlety in the scene, calling it “kind of lead-pipe overkill.”30

			“I resisted showing his wife bullying him over the telephone,” Spielberg said. “I just thought that was too much on the nose and I just didn’t like that.”

			Still, there are simple little details in the scene that Spielberg can appreciate in hindsight.

			“I really enjoyed the overweight lady coming into the foreground and grabbing the laundry with a lot of excess off of her forearm as she’s pulling the laundry out right in front of Dennis, I kinda liked that shot. I liked that shot, but I didn’t really like that scene too much. . . . Didn’t really need it to expand it to 90 minutes. It does play a lot better without it.”

			Spielberg, Eckstein, and Weaver, however, agreed that the school bus encounter works in the film’s favor.

			“I like the bus scene,” Spielberg said. “I thought the kids were too tame, and I wish the kids had been a little bit more rambunctious. They were fun; I could’ve made them more rambunctious if I had made it 20 years ago and not 40 years ago, but it was okay. I liked Lou Frizzell, who played the bus driver. I always liked him as an actor. He was a stage actor, TV actor. I always admired him.”

			“You think this truck is going to menace these children in the school bus,” Eckstein said, “and it eventually doesn’t, but it was very interesting.”31

			“At first, you kind of panic,” Spielberg said. “You think the kids are about to be over-run by the truck. [Mann] panics and runs away.”32

			Mann’s panicked escape, of course, calls his manliness into question, as he ultimately abandons a pack of defenseless children, plus the sequence does feel a bit of a side road diversion to the more streamlined nature of the rest of the story.

			If the bus scene held the most consensus for the filmmakers, it was the train-crossing sequence that really split the vote. Eckstein called it “a sequence which I loved,”33 and Spielberg himself is quite proud of the scene. Matheson originally thought the scene was the sole good addition to the film, however, “I’ve changed my mind about that, when the truck almost pushed him into the train. Creatively speaking, I felt that there should be no contact between the two vehicles until the climax. I still feel the same way.”

			It was Weaver, however, who had perhaps the largest objection to the scene, despite the tension the scene creates, largely through his performance and the frenetic pace.

			“I think it was edited in not the most believable way. As a matter of fact, I told Steven when I had an opportunity to be with him some years later. I said, ‘Steven, it’s cut in such a way that I kept saying to myself as I watched the film, ‘Get out of the car! Don’t just sit there and let it push you into the train!’ He thought about that for a minute and he said, ‘You know, I think you’re right. I need to go back and re-cut that.’ I don’t think he ever did.”34

			Regardless of the filmmakers’ varying opinions on the additional scenes, Spielberg was very excited to see his first feature-length film as director make it to theaters, reformatted to fit the wide-screen. Eckstein also felt that, despite its television pedigree, the film was best viewed in theaters. The very nature of the material was previously damaged by continuous commercial breaks into the tension and pacing. It was on the big screen where the film would find a whole new set of wheels.
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			On the Road with Duel

		

		
			Universal shipped prints of the newly finished expanded edition of Duel to the United Kingdom in late October 1972. The plan was to open the picture in select theaters in the provinces to see how audiences and critics took to it. The film played outside of London for a number of weeks as Cinema International Corporation (CIC) tested the waters, released at the bottom of a double bill with the Amicus omnibus horror film Asylum, starring Peter Cushing, Herbert Lom, and Patrick Magee. Duel had received an AA certificate (suitable for aged 14 and older) by the British Board of Film Classification.

			It was the Sunday Times reviewer Dilys Powell whom Steven Spielberg credits with really kick-starting his career via Duel’s reception in England. Impressed with the film, Powell served as an unofficial champion for Duel, urging her fellow British critics to attend a screening in London to see it for themselves.

			“You would hardly think that so slight, indeed, so seemingly motiveless a plot would be enough for a film of ninety minutes. It is plenty. It is plenty because the increase in tension is so subtly maintained, because the rhythm and the pace of movement is so subtly varied, because the action, the anonymous enemy attacking or lying in wait, is shot with such feeling for dramatic effect.”1

			Of the film’s director, Powell wrote perhaps one of the most precognitive non-“prophecies” ever written about a young filmmaker.

			
				
					
						[image: ]
					

					
						During his first trip to the Continent in 1973, Steven Spielberg poses by a roadside sign promoting his new hit film Duel.

					

				

			

			“Mr. Spielberg comes from television (Duel was made for television); he is only twenty-five. No prophecies, but somehow I fancy this is another name to look out for.”2

			Even more than the effusive reviews the film found from American critics upon its broadcast premiere, Duel took Powell’s fellow British critics by pleasant surprise. To wit, from the October 20–22, 1972, issues of various British publications:

			The nightmarish story develops quickly and expertly and you are hooked from the start. Duel, the story of a little man brought to near-breaking point by insane pressures, set my nerves jangling. (“Juggernaut Jitters,” Daily Mirror)

			[Duel] is a nerve-racking situation, particularly as you never see the murderous driver nor understand his motivation. Director Steven Spielberg maintains the tension right up to the spectacular conclusion. (Ian Christie, “When Terror Takes Over the Controls,” Daily Express)

			An unheralded pleasure, Duel is a tense battle of wits, wills and wheels which in its modest way says some frightening things about modern mobile man. . . . The director, Steven Spielberg, new to me but starred for future reference, has made in effect a striking horror film out of everyday ingredients. (Duel review, Sunday Telegraph)

			The story is ridiculously simple and the spectacular ending gives nothing away. But I do not see how anyone could avoid being fascinated; the pace is ferocious, and apart from a tendency to use distorting close-ups when the tension is at its height the photography of the hurtling vehicles is often remarkable . . . it’s worth traveling some distance to see. But leave the car at home. (Duel review, Times)

			The cumulative suspense will keep you not only on the edge of your seat, but practically on the edge of a seizure. (“Diesel Dinosaur,” Morning Star)

			The idea is so gloriously simple that one wonders why no one thought of it before3 . . . a striking first film by Steven Spielberg. . . . Ultimately, I suspect, the film’s simplicity is its own undoing, leaving it without depth, without surprises to set one thinking. Well worth a look nevertheless. (“On the Road,” Financial Times)

			Duel is going out as a B picture and is one of the best made, most nerve-racking films for ages. . . . I defy anyone to sit through it without pleasurably sweating palms. (Duel review, Observer)

			Powell’s leading charge, and the deluge of critical praise that Duel received, persuaded Universal to step up its support for the film, both in the prestige of its presentation (no longer would it be at the bottom of a double-feature bill), and in the money they spent promoting the picture.

			Duel expanded to London’s West End at the Universal in Lower Regent Street on November 2, 1972, following a run of The Godfather, due to the “outstanding reviews resulting from press preview[s],”4 said Louis Blaine in Universal’s international publicity. Upon the film’s London debut, more critical praise and assessment rolled in.

			I wrote nice things about Steven Spielberg’s Duel, complaining bitterly that the movie was not thought good enough to get a West End showcase. Others did the same and I can now joyfully report that it replaces no other than The Godfather at the Universal. See it if you can, if only to allow me to say, “I told you so,” to the distributors. It’s really very good. . . . It has a climax that sent shivers through even my generally unsusceptible spine. The best horror story in town. (Duel review, Guardian)

			At times the suspense is almost unbearable, but the final explanation, if you can call it that, is something of a let down. (“Who, Where, Why, When . . . and How?” Daily Mail)

			[Mann’s] increasing desperation, approaching eventually a nervous breakdown, is perfectly suggested in Mr. Weaver’s performance; and between them director and author manage to maintain suspense, and also an atmosphere of mystery. . . . Very original and spooky, this motoring nightmare. (“Nightmare with Fumes,” Daily Telegraph)

			Spielberg certainly appreciates Powell’s support to this day. “She got a lot of people in other countries interested in seeing it, and also interested in booking it in their theaters.”

			When CIC saw the growing interest in Duel throughout the European markets, it was quickly decided to expand out into the Continent for the New Year.

			“Dilys did more than just say nice things,” Spielberg said. “She was really responsible for a widening amount of play dates that Duel enjoyed in about 10 countries.”

			[image: ]

			Back in the States, as CIC closely monitored the reception Duel was enjoying in England, Universal held a special screening for the film on the back lot in Screening Room 3, on Thursday, November 9, 1972, at 8 p.m. Notable colleagues and friends from Spielberg’s life on his guest list included Gloria Katz and Willard Huyck, writers of Lucky Lady, a feature Spielberg considered as director (ultimately passing on for Jaws thanks to pressure from Universal execs and the Jaws producers) and future writers of his Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom; Michael and Julia Phillips, future producers of Close Encounters of the Third Kind; and his good pal Brian De Palma and Margot Kidder, dating at the time, and working on the horror film Sisters. Actors Elliott Gould and Bruce Davidson, singer Helen Reddy, Cecil Smith of the Los Angeles Times, and Spielberg’s agent Guy McElwaine were all invited.

			Spielberg also had invites sent to numerous colleagues on a feature he was now preparing at Universal, a picture that would in time come to be known as The Sugarland Express. Screenwriters Hal Barwood and Matthew Robbins and actors Goldie Hawn and Michael Sacks were on the guest list at Spielberg’s request.

			Road Rage, International Style

			In the wake of the successful opening throughout England, CIC was confident to expand Duel on screens on the Continent, into France, Finland, Austria, Germany, Spain, and international territories including Serbia, Israel, Brazil, Japan, and Australia.

			The film crossed the Channel in February of 1973, to take part in the annual Festival International du Film Fantastique held in Avoriaz, France. There, it was awarded top prize by a festival jury of 15 film professionals, with French cinema director René Clément (Is Paris Burning?) presiding.

			In a juror’s statement issued by the festival, Clément said, “The originality, the analysis, the qualities of construction, make Duel a suspense film of exceptional anguish.”5

			Legendary British film actor Christopher Lee also sat on the festival committee, and he too had high praise for Spielberg’s film.

			“I like this film very, very much, one of the best I have seen for a long time, and this is due to the extraordinary tension which governs it,” Lee said. “I would not have believed it could entertain me to this extent with only two inanimate objects, but the battle is remarkably well done, and prodigiously produced, maintaining the level of tension throughout the film. . . . This film is made with a rare intelligence and Dennis Weaver, who plays a very difficult role, succeeds marvelously well.”6

			By decade’s end, Lee would find himself performing as a Nazi submarine commandant in a massive ensemble cast Spielberg would assemble for the World War II comedy 1941 (1979).

			Duel opened on six screens in France, with an opening week draw of $47,665, after which CIC expanded it by three additional screens. In its second week, it drew another $53,000. As with critics in both America and England, the film impressed Parisian critics.

			Télérama magazine published a review praising the young director’s work. “Spielberg succeeds with a rare efficiency in the suspense, a mastership worthy of the Hollywood veterans. Duel gives you the same intellectual pleasure as a brilliant mathematical demonstration would.”7

			The International Herald Tribune also singled out the film’s réalisateur for his engaging work.

			“Steven Spielberg, a director from television, succeeds in maintaining the suspense of the situation from start to finish, composing some gripping images of the road combat. You will not be bored.”8

			Spielberg also received a special mention at the 12th International Festival of Television, where the film screened during the fest held in Monte Carlo on March 6–14.

			In July 1973, the film was screened out of competition at the 23rd Berlin International Film Festival. Steven Spielberg and Dennis Weaver were both invited to attend the festival, but had to politely decline. CIC publicity rep Fred Sill sent a telex back to the studio and filmmakers in the States, relaying the reception of the film at a fest and even culture then generally hostile to U.S. cinema.

			“Film very well received by capacity audience. The booing and stomping often reserved for U.S. product and for which Berlin Festival has become notorious not in evidence aside from small handful who were drowned out by applause. Reviews which are very good to excellent being forwarded separately.”9

			That same month, Duel won the Cariddi D’Oro for Spielberg’s direction and the Best Opera Prima for the film itself, at the Taormina Film Festival in Italy. The film also won the Silver Spotlight the following month in Frankfurt, Germany, at the Frankfurt Local Motion Picture Editors and Reviewers Awards. The last film to earn the prize before Duel was Luis Buñuel’s The Discreet Charm of the Bourgeoisie.

			
				
					Spielberg on Screen

					When Duel was expanded for theatrical release, not only were four additional scenes shot and cut into the picture, but the film was presented theatrically in a widescreen format. Originally lensed with graphic consideration for presentation in either 1.33 (for the squarer television frame) and 1.85 (for potential theatrical exhibition), the opening of the right and left side of the frame for wider presentation caused a bit of unseen trouble, namely, the accidental on-screen appearance of the film’s director.

					“I have a couple of appearances in the movie,” Steven Spielberg said. “For one thing, I needed to be in the car sometimes with Dennis so I sat in the back seat way over to the left and on the television frame I was fine, but when the film was eventually released overseas on certain 1.85 aspect ratios, you can see part of me sitting in the back seat.”10

					During the film’s short editing schedule, Spielberg, Morriss, and the editing team failed to notice shots where Spielberg was hunkered down in the Plymouth’s backseat, directing as Dennis Weaver drove the car. The view screen on the editing Moviolas would cut off a few millimeters on either side of the image, unfortunately just enough to conceal Spielberg during the editing process. Once the film was projected in the proper television Academy aspect ratio during the end of post and screenings prior to the television broadcast, everyone was oblivious to Spielberg’s unwanted cameos until work commenced on the theatrical edition. By this time, there was nothing that could be done to cut around the problematic shots, since they were selected takes without suitable replacements.

					“Unfortunately, it was a piece of film we could not substitute for or do anything optically to get rid of Steven,” Frank Morriss said. “We figured if we got letters about that, people were watching the movie at least.”11

					At the time, Spielberg addressed the mistake, reasoning, “If I was a really dedicated filmmaker, I would have blown those shots up once the film was going to Europe in 1.85:1. But there’s something I hate more than seeing myself in a movie, it’s seeing grain on screen. I just let it go . . . and not many people have picked up on that.”12

					Since Duel’s theatrical release in the early 1970s, Spielberg has learned to embrace intentional on-screen appearances in films starting with his own Something Evil and in other directors’ work such as The Blues Brothers, Gremlins, and Vanilla Sky, amongst others. More, any admirer of Spielberg’s modern work knows he certainly, indisputably, has stopped worrying and learned to love film grain.

				

			

			An Auteur Abroad

			At a mere 25 years of age, Steven Spielberg took his very first steps toward becoming a world traveler and an international cultural figure in cinema.

			“Duel unlocked the gateways of the continent of Europe,” Spielberg said. “I never had been to Europe before.”13

			In September of 1973, Universal sent Spielberg on a nonstop flight from New York to Rome, where he’d take part in a whirlwind circuit in Europe doing publicity for Duel under CIC’s patronage. He was lodged at Rome’s beautiful, five-star Hassler Hotel, overlooking the Spanish Steps. By the time he arrived and checked into the Hassler, it was afternoon, and the young director was suffering through his first bout of jet lag.

			“All the press was going to begin the next day, so I think I went to bed around four o’ clock in the afternoon.”

			Spielberg fell fast asleep, but after a time, he was suddenly stunned awake by what he first thought sounded like a fire alarm. It was the shrill ring of a European-style telephone of the period, on a table by his bedside. Disorientated from the effects of jet lag he’d yet to sleep off, he reached for the phone to see who was calling.

			“It was a man speaking Italian very quickly to me; I didn’t understand what he was saying, and I kept saying, ‘Speak English! Speak English!’ and he couldn’t, obviously, he kept speaking Italian. Finally he gave the phone to somebody who spoke English. It was a woman came on the phone and said, ‘Meester Speelberg, Meester Fellini is in the lobby. He wants to meet you. Can you come down now?’ And I was so groggy, I said, ‘Fellini? Federico Fellini?’ And she said, ‘Sí!’”

			Spielberg was suddenly wide awake. The legendary director of La Dolce Vita and 8 1/2 was waiting in the lobby of the hotel, and he’d called on Spielberg personally.

			“I probably got dressed faster than I’ve ever put clothes on before! I got dressed, came downstairs, and it was Fellini. It was nine o’ clock at night, and we went into the bar and had a drink. He had just seen Duel at a press screening the night before, and loved it, and just was picking my brain about how the movie was made, and had an interpreter with him, and I was picking his brain about everything that he had ever done.”

			The two filmmakers talked for about two hours, before Fellini noticed how tired his young new friend was looking. The elder director asked what Spielberg’s plans were for the next day. Spielberg said he was in Rome to do press for Duel, and that he’d be at the Grand Hotel Plaza for the event.

			“Well, you’re free for lunch. I’m going to come pick you up at the Grand Hotel for lunch,” Fellini insisted.

			The next day, CIC hosted a press conference for the film at the Grand Hotel Plaza, facing Spielberg with the international press for the first time in his early career. The event is significant for the fact that it didn’t pull off without incident.

			According to Variety, during the exchange, a number of Italian journalists kept “trying to politicize” Duel, insisting that the film was Spielberg’s social critique of American class warfare.

			“While expressing certain dissatisfaction with American politics, Spielberg said he intended the film as an ‘indictment of machines’ and a fight for survival between man and machine-made danger, denying contentions by journalists that the danger is the Establishment or the struggle between two Americas.”14

			Four Italian journalists were so incensed that Spielberg would not cop to how they viewed his film, they wound up walking out of the press conference. This was an affront to their hosts and the young director who came all the way from Los Angeles to meet with the press, but Spielberg learned much from the experience.

			“It taught me to think a little more in the abstract,” Spielberg reflected. “It really instructed me not to just look at something and say, ‘Okay, everybody is bound to see this picture the way I see this picture. We’re going to see the same colors, the same sky and horizon. We’re going to interpret this exactly alike.’ I learned very early on that nobody ever sees the same picture the same way. It’s impossible.”15

			While one can make the argument (and has—see the Mann’s Latent Class Consciousness sidebar in chapter 2) that Richard Matheson’s original short story includes plenty of evidence that the story holds a subtextual sense of classism through the character of Mann, Spielberg’s film largely strips away all of the dialogue and symbols that Matheson (unintentionally, as he insists) included in his story. Still, later comments Spielberg made to British journalist Tony Crawley did not entirely help clarify his take on the issue as separate from the Italians’ view of the film’s supposed class warfare.

			“The hero of Duel is typical of that lower middle-class American who’s been insulated by suburban modernization,” Spielberg said. “That is the kind of man portrayed in Duel. And a man like that never expects to be challenged by anything more than his television set breaking down and having to call the repair man.”16

			More extreme and arguably textually unsupportable theories have sprung up around the film in academic enclaves over the years, including the standard issue analysis of film inspired by Freudian psychology, in which phallic and anal symbology abounds.

			Ultimately, Spielberg saw his aim in Duel as serving one master: that of creating a tangible sense of anxiety in his screen hero, but also in his audience.

			“What I was really striving for was a statement about American paranoia. Duel was an exercise in paranoia.”17

			Throughout Spielberg’s decades-long career, particularly in films such as Jaws, Close Encounters of the Third Kind, 1941, E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial, Minority Report, War of the Worlds, Munich, and Indiana Jones and the Kingdom of the Crystal Skull, paranoia and anxiety would prove to be a continuing theme in his work. Mann may have been a contented middle-class American, but it was fear and paranoia brought on by a mad truck driver attempting to kill him for no discernible reason that was the ultimate rule of the road.
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			After the tense press conference, Spielberg met up with Fellini in the hotel’s lobby. They went down to the dining room together for lunch and an afternoon of conversation.

			“I have a sport jacket with a tie, but Fellini doesn’t have a sport jacket or a tie and they won’t let him into the dining room! So he takes me somewhere else, to a small place, and we have lunch together and we spent the rest of the afternoon together, and we became friends after that. I actually wrote Fellini the last letter he read before he passed away the next day. I wrote him a final letter and his assistant told me he had read it the day before he passed.”

			During his 10-day European stay, Spielberg also attended other meet and greets with CIC’s Sill and various people in local film industries as the Duel press tour traveled to France, Germany, Austria, and Spain. Spielberg enjoyed his first time in Europe, repeatedly calling it “amazing.” For a middle-class, suburban boy who grew up in New Jersey and Arizona, his talents as a filmmaker were opening up a whole new world to Spielberg. He wouldn’t stay away from Europe for long, as publicity and even production on his films through the decades would continuously bring him back to the United Kingdom and the Continent.

			After his return to the States, Spielberg received a letter from Sill, forwarding a list of people Spielberg had met and spent time with, including Fellini, and their contact information so the filmmaker could keep correspondence with them.

			“Once again—it was wonderful having you over here,” wrote Sill. “You have left many friends who look forward to your return as soon as possible. . . . Let me add that the write-ups, without exception, have been excellent. Congratulations!”18

			In a sly final note, likely referencing the squabble over Duel’s meaning and politics, Sill closed with the compliment, “It is quite a feat to win over so many different journalists, of such varying political leanings.”

			From TV Movies to Feature Films

			While Duel’s reputation was building stateside and internationally, and as Spielberg’s own star was on the rise, the young filmmaker didn’t rest on his great accomplishment for a moment.

			Following the U.S. broadcast premiere of the film, Spielberg, through his agent, Guy McElwaine, received scores of offers for work, including that much sought-after golden ring for Spielberg: feature films.

			“TV for me wasn’t an art form,” Spielberg said. “It was a job. I actually, because of television, didn’t know for a while whether or not I wanted to continue making film, because I felt that it was like working in a sweatshop and I wasn’t getting any of that stimulation, that gratification that I even got making 8 mm war movies when I was 12 years old. I didn’t have that passion, because television sort of smothered the passion. It’s only when I got into feature films—actually when I got into TV movies and made Duel—that I kind of rediscovered the fun about making films.”19

			Before he could commit to taking on feature film work, however, Spielberg did direct two additional television films, 1972’s Something Evil and 1973’s Savage. After the experience of Duel, Spielberg had no taste for episodic television.

			“I used to when The Senator20 and The Psychiatrist were around. But now I’d rather devote my time to making movies—which I think are the best things on television these days.”21

			Something Evil is a real rarity in Spielberg’s filmography. The film both rides the coattails of the Roman Polanski film Rosemary’s Baby and the William Peter Blatty novel The Exorcist, while presaging William Friedkin’s film adaptation of Blatty’s novel.

			With a teleplay by Robert Clouse (Enter the Dragon) and starring Sandy Dennis, Darren McGavin, Ralph Bellamy, and Johnny Whitaker, Something Evil tells the tale of a family of four who move into a Pennsylvania farmhouse harboring an unseen, evil force. The telefilm, riding the crest of the wave of films concerned with witchcraft and demonic possession initiated by Rosemary’s Baby, is hardly Spielberg’s finest work in television, but it’s an interesting curio nonetheless. Perhaps most unique is the film’s truly askew, even experimental visual style, created by Spielberg and future Jaws cinematographer Bill Butler. The film also does portend one of Spielberg’s major set of themes that has followed him through his career: strong mothers, ineffectual fathers, and how they relate to and protect their children from larger-than-life forces that enter a family’s life.

			Most notable of all is the production fact that Steven Spielberg took all he learned from the rapid production and post work on Duel and, without rest, rushed forward to work on Something Evil. Spielberg finished Duel in early November, only to turn right around and shoot Something Evil for the film’s January 21, 1972, broadcast on the CBS network. Again, Spielberg essentially directed and completed a feature-length picture in a record time, all the while dealing with the newfound attention that Duel brought to his career.

			While Something Evil is largely unknown, even all but forgotten in Spielberg’s career, the film did receive good notices when it aired on CBS. The Los Angeles Times’s Cecil Smith, certainly one of Spielberg’s biggest supporters during the era, proclaimed the film to be a “superlatively made ghost story . . . adding new lustre to Steven Spielberg’s reputation.”22 Lead actress Sandy Dennis was also cited by various critics for her performance as a woman obsessed with the dark forces in her new house.

			Once work on Something Evil was complete, Spielberg began work on the expanded scenes for Duel’s international theatrical release. Spielberg was also continuing to field and develop feature film work with a rush of interest in his work thanks to the reputation Duel was building for him.

			“I also got tons of feature offers, and that was the thing that I was hoping would happen. And I turned most of them down.”

			Spielberg came very close to directing a film developed as McKlusky, a Burt Reynolds vehicle for United Artists, in which ol’ “Buddy” Burt plays Gator McKlusky, an ex-con working in cahoots with the feds to bust a moonshining ring. Hardly the type of picture one would associate with the Steven Spielberg the world has come to know, and a helluva “What if?” when considering where his career might have led had he seen the film through. Variety first announced “young Steve Spielberg’s” involvement in Army Archerd’s February 7, 1972, Variety column.

			That was the one movie that I did accept, and I spent a lot of time researching it, developing the script, and casting it, and then eventually decided that it was not a good first movie for me. I thought a lot of other people could make that movie better than me. . . . I was very excited when I committed to it, and then five months later, I was bored with it. I thought it would have been a disservice to direct a movie on half a tank of gas, and I pleaded my case to the producers, and they let me go. I sort of begged and pleaded with [Jules] Levy and [Arthur] Gardner, the producers, to let me out of my contract, which they did.

			Joseph Sargent, an old hand television and film director, would replace Spielberg on the picture that would be retitled as White Lightning, released in 1973. Sargent would again follow in Spielberg’s considerable footsteps when he directed the abysmal third Jaws sequel, Jaws: The Revenge, in 1987. He’d also previously picked up work Spielberg either failed to land (The Taking of Pelham One Two Three, a film wherein Spielberg proved too rich for United Artists’ blood) or declined himself (MacArthur, a film produced by two men who would soon be very important figures in Spielberg’s career, David Brown and Richard Zanuck).23

			It was Universal that ultimately offered Spielberg the chance to develop what would become his debut feature film after the Duel experience. Spielberg had been working on an idea for a film he was calling Carte Blanche,24 based on a 1969 incident where a lower-class couple led a low-speed chase through the Texas countryside after abducting a state trooper on the way to reclaiming their child from foster care.

			On April 11, 1972, Spielberg got the green light from executive Jennings Lang to move forward developing Carte Blanche as a feature, only to see the picture put into turnaround by the studio after Spielberg and his writers flew down to Texas to research the project.

			Spielberg had approached Richard Zanuck and David Brown for feature work while they were still at 20th Century Fox (the studio where Zanuck’s father, Darryl F. Zanuck, helped build a film empire), but after the bottom dropped out of Fox in the late 1960s, Zanuck and Brown found themselves unceremoniously fired by the elder Zanuck in 1972. They found a new home at Universal, which in time would prove to be Spielberg’s great fortune. Within weeks of Zanuck and Brown’s arrival on the Universal lot, the duo revived Spielberg’s project as part of their new production deal with the studio. They’d read the Carte Blanche script after Spielberg’s agent sent it to them as they were shopping for projects and considering which studio they’d set out a shingle at after the Fox firing. Once again, Carte Blanche got its go, as Universal officially announced the production in the trades on October 17, 1972.25
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			Following the success of Duel, Spielberg found his stature at the studio growing—“I can sit in a story conference and say, ‘I really believe this idea can work,’ and nobody’s apt to shut me up with a withering look”26—and the call of feature film work,27 more compelling than ever.

			“First, there’s a lot of money in features,” Spielberg said. “And then there’s that old-fashioned thrill of getting in your car, driving around the corner, and watching people standing in line to see your movie.”

			Before he would be allowed to direct the Carte Blanche project, however, he’d have to direct one final television film, at the firm insistence of Sid Sheinberg,28 the man who gave him his career with Universal. The film, Savage, about a crusading television reporter investigating alleged political and ethical corruption, was a potential series vehicle for Mission: Impossible actors Martin Landau and Barbara Bain. Despite offering a literate, if flawed teleplay penned by his Columbo producers William Link and Richard Levinson29 (they’d also serve as producers on Savage), Spielberg wanted nothing to do with the project.

			“[Sid] strong-armed me, and I don’t think he would deny that,” Spielberg said.

			He said, “Look, sir, I took a big chance, big risk hiring you, and it’s been up and down for both of us. I think this is good for your career. I think working with Martin Landau and Barbara Bain will be a good thing for you. I don’t think you really can see your own future as well as I can see it. And whether you like this piece of material or not, I want you, as a favor to me, to say yes and just do it. . .” And I could not say no to that. I could not say no to that.

			Sheinberg told Spielberg at best it’d take 10 days of shooting and a few weeks of editing. Spielberg agreed to the job out of respect for his mentor and friend. The film is perhaps Spielberg’s most pedestrian job out of all of his long-form television projects, but it’s ultimately a competently directed telefilm, considering Spielberg’s heart was not in the work.

			Roughly two months before Savage aired on the NBC network on March 31, 1973, Spielberg would find himself in Texas directing Carte Blanche, now known as The Sugarland Express. The feature film starred Oscar-winning actors Goldie Hawn and Ben Johnson, William Atherton, and Michael Sacks, with a script written by Spielberg’s friends Matthew Robbins and Hal Barwood, from Spielberg’s story. Zanuck and Brown produced.

			Experience with the logistics of shooting automobiles on rural roadways would prove invaluable in a film like The Sugarland Express, although the new picture also afforded Spielberg a chance to flex other muscles he’d been developing in more character-driven television work like “Par for the Course” and “Murder by the Book.” For all of its visual thrills, impressive automobile choreography, and its satirical look at empty American celebrity culture, The Sugarland Express is also a moving, humorous, and ultimately tragic piece of work from a quickly maturing director.

			After struggling to conceive of an appropriate marketing campaign to advertise the picture, Universal finally released The Sugarland Express to theaters on April 5, 1974. The overlooked film ultimately failed to find its audience, earning less than $8 million at the U.S. box office, but it did find an appreciative audience at the 1974 Cannes Film Festival, where Barwood and Robbins won the fest’s award for Best Screenplay, and Spielberg was nominated for the Palme d’Or for his direction. The film also received a nomination for Best Comedy Written Directly for the Screen at the 1975 Writers Guild of America Awards.

			Likewise, the critical response, as with Duel, was considerable.

			Much like Dilys Powell’s powerful review of Spielberg’s work and future potential after Duel captured her attention, the New Yorker’s Pauline Kael penned equally strong support for the young filmmaker. “[Spielberg] could be that rarity among directors, a born entertainer—perhaps a new generation’s Howard Hawks. In terms of the pleasure that technical assurance gives an audience, this film is one of the most phenomenal debut films in the history of movies.”30

			Powell herself returned to the pulpit for Spielberg a second time, relieved to see her young find had lived up to the considerable potential that Duel displayed. “One is apt to fear for the second film of a promising young director, but for once anxiety was unnecessary.”31

			As they say in the business of show, they ain’t seen nothing yet.
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			Legacy

		

		
			By 1983, Steven Spielberg was a world-famous director, a household name synonymous with the movies perhaps only after Alfred Hitchcock or Walt Disney. In the years since Duel’s television premiere in late 1971, Spielberg’s career had gone stratospheric, building strength upon strength with such now legendary films including Jaws, Close Encounters of the Third Kind, Raiders of the Lost Ark, Poltergeist, and E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial. Spielberg’s films had made over $1 billion worldwide to date, with Jaws, the first film in history to break $100 million in box office, and E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial on its way to becoming the most successful film of all time, all making Spielberg the most fiscally successful director in box office history by the time he was 34 years old. Only The Sugarland Express and 1941 were considered to be commercial (and in the case of 1941, critical) trip-ups for Spielberg, although in truth both films came into profit for their studios.

			With a superstar director so associated with the Universal brand, the studio decided it was time to give American audiences a chance to see on the big screen the film that started it all.

			“All of us who were in television were very proud of Duel, and we thought that it deserved a theatrical release,” Sheinberg said. “Whenever you take a show that’s been on television, you have a certain amount of hostility—a certain amount is an understatement—you have great hostility from exhibitors who don’t see themselves in the theatrical world as ever being the second to run a television show. But I think there was a feeling that it deserved the recognition of some form of theatrical release.”

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

			The studio submitted the film to the Motion Picture Association of America (MPAA) for a ratings certificate in January of 1983. On February 1, Variety reported the film received a PG (parental guidance) certificate from the MPAA, likely due to the sustained tension and a few mild profanities found in the theatrical edition.

			On February 14, Variety reported that Universal had set “plans to launch a domestic theatrical release of Steven’s Spielberg’s first feature,” with “plans to test market the thriller at theaters in the Midwest at the end of April. Results will then dictate pattern of release in the future.”1 Universal executives argued that the Midwest run was not a test; however, Variety and the Los Angeles Times both stressed multiple times that the limited market release was indeed a test run. The film, including the theatrical edit, had been playing on broadcast and syndicated television for 12 years, but in the lead-up to their proposed domestic theatrical release, Universal removed the picture from television circulation, even going so far as to buy back the rights from television networks and stations who had licensed rights to air the film.

			Back in 1974, following the successful international release of Duel, Spielberg was asked if he’d like to see the film play theaters in the States. “I wouldn’t, for only one reason. It’s been seen—I figured it out—it’s been seen by about 15 million Americans. I just don’t think it would be so successful here.”2

			Perhaps as a harbinger of the North American attitude to screening Duel theatrically (after it’d been running intermittently on network and syndicated television since late 1971), the Ottawa Filmexpo in November of 1974 drew a mere 250 filmgoers when they screened the film, a good half the attendance that festival runner Wayne Clarkson had hoped.

			Universal executives, flush with record profits from Spielberg’s E.T., had different thoughts on the matter than Spielberg did in 1974.

			“It’s not that complicated,” Universal president Bob Rehme told the Los Angeles Times. “After the enormous success of E.T., we reviewed Duel and decided it had great potential as a theatrical release in this country. Certainly any film that [Spielberg] has had his hand in is a valuable commodity, but this, frankly, is a very good film.”3 Rehme said that in 1983, Spielberg concurred with the studio thinking, giving his “wholehearted support” to the domestic theatrical release.

			Viewing the success the film had a decade earlier in Europe, and citing a “cult” of fans that had embraced Duel in the United States, Universal released the international edit of the film into theaters in Cincinnati, Ohio (Spielberg’s birthplace), and Kansas City in April of 1983.

			“We haven’t firmed up the rest of the schedule, but we’ll definitely move into the rest of the country after [its Midwest premiere],”4 Universal executive vice president William Soady told the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner. The run did expand out to New York City, when the picture played in Manhattan’s Twin Cinema (a modest venue), supported by a sizable ad buy in the local New York media. For the first time, New York critics published reviews of the theatrical edition of Duel.

			Janet Maslin of the New York Times, in a review entitled “Spielberg’s Duel, Four-Wheel Combat,” wrote, “Even without benefit of hindsight, Duel looks like the work of an unusually talented young director. . . . The ending is abrupt, too, but the main impression left by Duel is one of talent and energy. Mr. Spielberg seemed, with this film, to be headed for bigger and better things. Sure enough, he was.”5 Despite her praise for Spielberg’s work, she did have objection to what she called “remote” and even “freakish” supporting characters in the film. It’s an arguable point, but an interesting impression, as Spielberg’s earlier films like Duel, Sugarland Express, and even Jaws and Close Encounters of the Third Kind do certainly have their share of askew, oddball supporting characters, especially in the case of the later three theatrical features. These parts often cast nonactors found on shooting locations to play minor supporting roles, giving a wonderfully strange sense of rural Americana and a vibe of authenticity to the films.

			The Village Voice’s J. Hoberman found the film a “self-assured tour de force, Duel is an essential element in coming to terms with the man who has proved himself the most universal American moviemaker since Walt Disney.”6

			More, Hoberman went above and beyond in defending Spielberg against what many at the time, especially in the wake of E.T.’s loss of Best Director and Best Picture to the film Gandhi at the 1983 Academy Awards, saw as deliberate spite from the incredibly successful filmmaker’s peers.

			“Indeed, in some small way, the opening of Duel helps compensate for the Academy’s churlish refusal to grant Spielberg his Oscar for directing E.T. Every successful director is of necessity a con man, but a successful con—even on the magnitude of Sir Richard Attenborough’s Gandhi—does not, of itself, a prize director make.”7

			
				
					Hulk Smash Duel!

					During research and interviews for this book, one of the key refrains the author found and heard from those who worked at Universal in the 1970s was how frugal the studio was with its resources, from television budgets, to shooting schedules, to reuse of its own properties throughout various projects, especially in the fast-paced, low-cost world of producing a regular turnover of television content for the networks.

					As this was before the first big wave of commercial home video on Betamax and VHS, the studio saw many of its film properties as commodities for occasional network broadcast and then syndicated television sale and little else. Helping its lucrative television arm build quality programming with as little cost or labor as possible made sense, if only from a business perspective. To do this, Universal suggested producers edit material from past films into new TV shows. Some who also worked in television, however, took strong objection to the work they created being chopped up and repurposed for other programs.

					Steven Spielberg, a confessed television addict, was at home one night in 1978 watching the popular Universal television series The Incredible Hulk when “all of a sudden, I see all my shots of the truck in Duel, going right to left, and the cut-away to the Incredible Hulk walking onto a highway, back to the shots that I directed in ’72 of the truck heading for the camera, back to the Hulk with his hands out, and suddenly, some kind of an off-camera explosion of the Hulk and my truck getting into a fight.”9

					Spielberg was incensed, and when word got back to Duel producer George Eckstein, he was as well. Richard Matheson took it with a bit of resigned grace, simply saying, “Well, that’s Universal.”10

					It was Kenneth Johnson, a Universal writer-producer who started in the television division in the same era as Spielberg, who was behind The Incredible Hulk episode that utilized Spielberg’s work without his knowledge. Prior to his developing, writing, and producing The Incredible Hulk, Johnson started at the studio writing episodes of popular shows like Adam-12, The Six Million Dollar Man, and The Bionic Woman (which he created as a spin-off of The Six Million Dollar Man).

					During his work as a producer in the 1975–1976 season of The Six Million Dollar Man, Johnson recalled that he noticed “a gentleman named George Sperry was always present when we screened our dailies. George represented Universal’s film library. He would carefully mark any of our shots that he could add to the library to be used as stock footage.”11

					Sperry oversaw Universal’s immense and valuable collection of materials from projects throughout their decades as a working studio.

					“I learned that we had access to virtually the entire Universal library of their past films,” Johnson wrote. “That was extremely helpful when grabbing shots to establish locales like New York or Paris, showing a rocket lifting off, a herd of cattle stampeding, naval fleets on the high seas, helicopters or planes flying, etc., all elements we couldn’t possibly hope to actually film ourselves on our meager schedules and ridiculously low budgets.”12

					This became standard practice in Universal television during the 1970s, using pieces of Universal films in an effort to keep down costs while giving shows with fixed, restrictive television budgets the kind of production values only theatrical features usually offered.

					“Many other producers also took advantage of existing footage in order to enhance their TV projects,” Johnson recalled. “Glen Larson later did his entire series The Fall Guy after this fashion. Those shows were entirely built around the use of stunts shot for other films which were bought as “stock footage” and incorporated into his episodes.”13

					By the time Johnson created a television series version of Marvel’s popular The Incredible Hulk comic books, he employed the method of incorporating previously used material into numerous episodes, even sometimes purchasing stock material from other studios for use on Hulk.

					“We did it a number of times on The Incredible Hulk,” Johnson wrote. “For example we used large sections of Universal’s 1974 Earthquake and in 1978 we used virtually all of the stunning aerial footage from Universal’s Airport 1975—less than three years after it had been in theaters. We also did episodes incorporating sequences from Operation Crossbow and from Paramount we purchased a major white water rapids sequence from Alan Pakula’s great 1974 film The Parallax View.”14

					On April 28, 1978, Johnson’s Hulk episode, “Never Give a Trucker an Even Break,” premiered on CBS. The episode, written by Johnson and directed by Kenneth Gilbert, was entirely conceived around using footage from Spielberg’s Duel.

					It began with an idea: Dr. David Banner [mild-mannered ego to the Hulk’s id] was a fugitive. He was always hitching a ride—indeed that image became one of the several most-remembered iconic images from the series. What if David was picked up by someone who was in big trouble on the road—and I immediately recalled the big trouble that Dennis Weaver had been in [in Duel].

					We screened Duel and saw how we could utilize a lot of the wonderful footage by carefully fashioning our script. We also knew that approach would allow us to make an episode at a lower-than-normal budget which the studio had been leaning on us very heavily to do. And so I wrote the script “Never Give a Trucker an Even Break” with the saucy actress Jennifer Darling in mind for the female lead. Director Ken Gilbert shot all the scenes necessary to blend with the existing footage and it came together as well as all of our previous episodes using borrowed footage.15

					Johnson said that prior to the broadcast of “Never Give a Trucker an Even Break,” as well as after other derivative work he produced after “Trucker,” he “never had a single complaint or even a call from any of the filmmakers involved in any of those motion pictures.”16 With the makers of Duel, however, it was different.

					“I was very startled when George Eckstein sent me a note expressing his considerable anger about us using footage from his Duel,” Johnson wrote. “I responded that I was very sorry that he was angry and I certainly had no intention of offending him. I said that using such footage had been a normal course of action which I and many of my fellow producers had often taken advantage of—and indeed had been encouraged by the studio to do. George was not mollified, but all I was able to do was send him another letter emphasizing that I sincerely apologized.”17

					In Spielberg’s case, he was certainly angry, but he dealt with the slight contractually, ensuring that his work would never again be reused or tampered with to create anyone else’s programming.

					“No one can cannibalize my films and regurgitate them into another show,” Spielberg said at the time. “I’d hate to see the Mothership from Close Encounters end up in Laverne and Shirley five years from now.”18

					For Johnson, he presumes the offense Spielberg took at The Incredible Hulk’s use of footage from Duel is now in everyone’s past.

					“I’ve never had the pleasure of meeting Steven Spielberg personally, though like a hundred million others I’m a very big fan of his remarkable body of work,” Johnson said. “Apparently he bore me no hard feelings because some time afterwards I was twice approached by his company to become director and executive producer of his projects SeaQuest and later Taken. I was quite honored to be considered, but deeply embroiled in other efforts of my own and reluctantly had to pass.”19

					After The Incredible Hulk, Johnson went on to produce more landmark genre television, including the sci-fi series V and Alien Nation (adapted from the feature film). Spielberg, showing no personal grudges against the Hulk, featured the big green guy on products seen in both Poltergeist and E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial (both 1982),20 and TV’s Hulk himself, Lou Ferrigno, was featured in “Remote Control Man,” a 1985 episode of Spielberg’s Amazing Stories series. The story for the episode, directed by Bob Clark, was created by Spielberg himself.

				

			

			Unfortunately, the attempt at a domestic theatrical run for Duel was far from compensation for Spielberg. After having earned roughly $8 million at the international box office over the 1972–1974 international run, Duel proved Universal’s hope for a successful domestic run wrong. In New York, the film drew in only $5,410 in its first four days at the Manhattan Twin, despite support by a considerable ad buy.

			“The results from the two test markets, Cincinnati and Kansas City, were disappointing,” an anonymous Universal spokesperson told the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner in June of 1983. “There are no further plans to release it. It was a sales decision not to take it to any other market.”8

			The film also engendered a bit of controversy over the notion of creative parentage. “Duel” author and screenwriter Richard Matheson has felt slighted by the media and public’s perception of its star director’s authorship of the film.

			Responding to an article printed in the Los Angeles Times’s Calendar section, a correspondent who signed himself or herself “A Friend of Richard Matheson” took umbrage with the way Los Angeles Times staff writer Deborah Caulfield gave Spielberg a lion’s share of the credit for Duel’s success. The “friend” went so far as to buy an entire page in the February 16, 1983, issue of Variety to make the point.

			Dear Ms. Caulfield, your article on February 15, 1983, head in part “Spielberg’s TV Duel Revived for Theaters,” also refers to the picture as “Steven Spielberg’s made-for-television movie.” No mention is made of Richard Matheson, who wrote a magazine story which was the basis for Duel, and later wrote the screenplay from his original story. After that, Universal executives Sid Sheinberg and Richard Irving together with Producer George Eckstein selected Steve Spielberg to direct. On what basis do you determine all of a sudden that Duel was the director’s picture to the exclusion of the man who created and wrote it? Steven Spielberg’s well-deserved, extraordinary reputation and brilliant achievements certainly leave room for credit due others and I feel sure Mr. Spielberg would be the first to agree. At the very least, in order of appearance, it should be “Richard Matheson and Steven Spielberg’s Duel.”21

			Later writing a published letter to Robert Bloch, the author of the book Psycho that Hitchcock adapted for his film version, Matheson commiserated the experience of the writer who is overshadowed by a famous filmmaker.

			“Alfred Hitchcock was not the auteur of Psycho. He directed it brilliantly. End of story. To be fair to the late gentleman, he did say that the film all came from [Bloch’s] book. That was very decent of him; not at all typical of Hollywood. But how many people are aware of it? Very few. Too few. The disparity remains. I know how you feel. I had the same experience with the film Duel; Steven Spielberg’s first. Like Hitchcock, Spielberg has given me due credit. But, to this day, the film is known as ‘Steven Spielberg’s Duel.’”22

			And while Matheson has offered plenty of kind words about Spielberg’s work over the years, saying that while he “think[s] Steven Spielberg is a very good director,” Matheson undermined the work of the film director, equating it to that of a mere “traffic controller.”

			“They have created this mystique about the ‘auteur,’ which is total nonsense. They can be very skillful interpreters, and add—that’s what I think Spielberg did in Duel. He followed my script very closely, but he added to it, and that’s what I think a director can do. A director can’t do anything if he doesn’t have a good script, as witness 1941, and I don’t even think Close Encounters was that good. With a good script, he’s a superlative director. He’s got a wonderful eye.”23

			To the reverse, soon after Duel’s original release, Spielberg felt that Richard Matheson hadn’t really acknowledged his contribution to the film. In October of 1973, Matheson wrote Spielberg privately after talking with a mutual acquaintance who mentioned that Spielberg said he’s wished Matheson had told him that he liked his direction of Duel.

			“I told him that I was sure I had [told you],” Matheson wrote.

			I am always grateful for good work done on my scripts—an easy gratitude since it occurs so infrequently—and feel sure that I must have mentioned this when I saw you. However, let me say it again—as I have said to innumerable people. Duel is easily the best translation ever made from one of my scripts and is very likely the best film ever made for television. For which I will always be grateful to George Eckstein, Dennis Weaver, Billy Goldenberg, Jack Marta, the sound department, and above all, you. A truly brilliant job of directing, Steve. I hope we can do it again sometime.24

			Matheson and producer George Eckstein also had similar words about credit on Duel over the years.

			“After it was released theatrically in Australia, where it was a major success,” Eckstein said, “about eight years later, I get a call from a man named Ron Brown, who was head of Universal’s Australia operation and he said to me, ‘Uh, listen, we’re thinking of re-releasing Duel this year. Do you think Steven would mind if we called it Steven Spielberg’s Duel?’ And I said ‘No, I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. I would!’”25

			Likewise, Matheson felt slighted by Eckstein on one occasion.

			“I saw [former Twilight Zone producer William] Froug on a talk show once—he had a talk show on cable or something, and he was talking to George Eckstein, and [Eckstein] was saying, ‘You know, it’s really not fair that this thing be called ‘Steven Spielberg’s Duel.’ And I thought, ‘Gee, is he actually going to mention my name?’ And he said, ‘It should be called ‘George Eckstein’s Duel’’ So I said, ‘Well, you know, that figures.’”26

			In the greater scheme of things, Spielberg, Matheson, and Eckstein have retained a mutual admiration and respect for one another’s work. Spielberg, a fan of Matheson’s work since he was a boy, hired the venerable writer to work on both the revived Twilight Zone feature film in 1983 and his Amazing Stories television anthology, which ran on NBC from 1985 to 1987.27

			For Matheson, ultimately, Spielberg and his entire cast and crew’s work on Duel helped turn a great story and solid teleplay into a classic that has stood the test of time.

			“The film is wholly satisfying to me. It follows my script almost religiously—but with Spielberg’s added inspiration it became (and is) pretty damn close to that abused word in Hollywood, but in this case totally appropriate, masterpiece.”28

			Legacy

			Four decades on, Duel is, contradictory as it may sound, both an acknowledged classic and perhaps a somewhat forgotten work waiting for rediscovery by younger generations who know Steven Spielberg only from the Indiana Jones or Jurassic Park franchises, or from his modern film work as a director and film and television work as a producer.

			For the men who created Duel, the film gave them as much as their film gave audiences.

			“[Duel] got me noticed in the television world as it did Steven,” writer Richard Matheson said. “We both profited by the quality of it.”

			After Duel, Matheson would go on to write some of the most cherished genre television of the 1970s, especially due to a rich collaboration he found with director-producer Dan Curtis. Together, Matheson and Curtis worked on The Night Stalker and The Night Strangler telefilms, starring Something Evil’s Darren McGavin.29 They also collaborated on a telefilm adaptation of Bram Stoker’s Dracula, starring Jack Palance, and the cult classic anthology telefilm Trilogy of Terror, from a teleplay written by Matheson, based on a trio of his published short stories.

			Matheson would also pen the screenplay for the fantasy romance Somewhere in Time, starring Christopher Reeve, Jane Seymour, and Christopher Plummer, and based on Matheson’s novel Bid Time Return. In the mid-1980s, both Matheson and Duel composer Billy Goldenberg tried to interest Spielberg in directing a stage musical based on a book and lyrics they collaborated on. Alas, after numerous meetings, the three men shelved the intriguing project.

			Sadly, Matheson would pass away between the time of this book’s writing and publication. Richard Matheson died at 87 years of age in June of 2013. When the report about the legendary genre writer’s passing spread across news and the Internet, tributes to his talents and impact poured in, most notably perhaps from the man who owed much to Matheson’s influence on his own career.

			“Richard Matheson’s ironic and iconic imagination created seminal science-fiction stories and gave me my first break when he wrote the short story and screenplay for Duel,” Spielberg said in a statement given to the press. “For me, he is in the same category as Bradbury and Asimov.”

			[image: ]

			Producer George Eckstein continued producing television films and series into the late 1980s. Most notable amongst his post-Duel work is the 1981 miniseries Masada, starring Peter O’Toole. It told of the historic struggle of the 900 Jews’ fight at Masada against the Roman Legion after the destruction of the Second Temple in Jerusalem.

			He was nominated for Emmys for both Masada and the Tony Randall series Love, Sidney in 1981. Eckstein died at age 81 in 2009.
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			Star Dennis Weaver continued on with a lengthy, successful career in television and film, appearing in nearly 100 shows and films before his death, at age 81, in 2006. Following his work on Duel, Weaver returned to his starring role in Universal’s McCloud series, which ran until 1977 and earned Weaver two Emmy nominations. He also starred in other series including Stone and Buck James, and befitting a beloved, Emmy-winning western star from back in his Gunsmoke days, Weaver would appear as Buffalo Bill Cody in the Lonesome Dove series.

			Working with Steven Spielberg was a pleasure for Weaver, although the actor did turn his offer down to appear in the World War II comedy 1941.

			“I told him, ‘This is not a very good script, Steven, and the part you want me to play is sort of minor, and there’s a lot of excessive nudity in it.’”30

			Still, Weaver was truly proud of where his young director would take his career.

			“I knew he was going to have a place in the industry. But did I know that this 23-year-old [sic] was going to make the impact he has had on the industry? I always say that if I had known that, I would have adopted him.”31

			For Weaver, working on Duel was one of the best experiences of his long and storied career, and one of two roles he considers representative of his best work.

			“When you’re talking about movies, if in your career you have one classic that is going to be around forever, and talked about forever, and shown forever, you’re pretty lucky, and I happen to have two of them. One is Touch of Evil with Orson Welles, and the other is Duel with Steven Spielberg. I’ve made a lot of good films, too. I’m not trying to belittle anything; it’s just the way I feel about those two efforts.”32
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			Assistant director Jim Fargo has a great fondness for Duel.

			“I love the movie. I thought it was great. One of the things Steven’s very good at is building suspense; he keeps you right on the edge of your seat.”

			Fargo would go on to work again with Spielberg as assistant director on The Sugarland Express and as location production manager on Jaws. During the same period, he began a working partnership with director-actor Clint Eastwood, a collaboration that would eventually lead Fargo to his ultimate career goal in film.

			“After Jaws, I came back and I did The Eiger Sanction with Clint, and then after that came Josey Wales. . . . After Josey Wales, we did The Enforcer [the third film in Eastwood’s Dirty Harry series], [on which Clint] made me a director.”

			Fargo directed Eastwood again in Every Which Way but Loose, before going on to more work as both a feature and television director, including episodes for The A-Team, Scarecrow and Mrs. King, Hunter, and Beverly Hills, 90210.
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			For editor Frank Morriss, Duel was a career changer.

			“To my career, it was immense. I’d like to do it again. I’d like to do it again three or four times, let’s put it that way. I think it was a great movie, and I’m so proud of the fact that I got to work on it, and it’s been received so well.”

			Following his stellar work on Duel, Morriss ultimately went on to edit feature films, as had been his goal, but only after his award-winning work on the made-for-television film The Execution of Private Slovik, a film that starred Martin Sheen in the title role. Morriss won Emmys for Best Film Editing for Entertainment Program for a Special or Feature Length Program Made for Television, along with the Emmy for Film Editor of the Year. He was also honored by his peers with an American Cinema Editors (ACE) Eddie Award for Private Slovik.

			After moving into steady feature work, by the late 1970s and early 1980s, Morriss struck up a relationship with director Robert Zemeckis, a Spielberg protégé, on I Wanna Hold Your Hand (a film produced by Spielberg). In 1984, he edited Romancing the Stone for Zemeckis, for which he earned another ACE nomination and an Oscar nomination from the Academy Awards.

			Morriss also started a long-term creative collaboration with director John Badham, another refugee from Universal television. Morriss and Badham worked on 18 films over the next three decades, starting with 1981’s Whose Life Is It Anyway? and including Short Circuit, Point of No Return, and Nick of Time. Morriss received his first Oscar nomination for Badham’s 1983 film Blue Thunder. Despite Morriss’s full career as an award-winning editor, it is Duel that has carried itself throughout the editor’s working life, and a film he’s infinitely proud of having been a part.

			“It’s been a slice of my life that I’ve gotten so much pleasure from. It’s like I created some sort of miracle child or something and people say things all the time about it, which is a great thrill. Whatever line of business you’re in, if you do something, if you create something, and people keep saying how great it is, that’s just a marvelous thing to happen to you, I think, and it did to me, and that’s what Duel has done.”

			As with Richard Matheson, Frank Morriss also died between kindly contributing his memories to this book and its publication. Morriss passed away at his home in July of 2013 at 85 years of age.
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			Composer Billy Goldenberg would continue on with a lengthy, successful career in composing for television films and series, creating music for such varied projects as McCloud, Kojak, and Rhoda, as well a score for another 1970s telefilm classic, Don’t Be Afraid of the Dark. He would also find work in feature scoring, with the Woody Allen starrer Play It Again, Sam and the Barbra Streisand vehicle Up the Sandbox. In the mid-1980s, he composed scores for three episodes of Steven Spielberg’s Amazing Stories anthology series.

			Goldenberg is also a 17-time Emmy nominee for his work in television composition, winning Emmys for the score for the Benjamin Franklin series in 1974 and for an episode of the series King in 1978.

			For Goldenberg, working on Duel was a seemingly insurmountable challenge bested by collaboration and incomparable creative leadership.

			It’s the impossible dream, because I was totally sure I could never do that. Given the constraints of all of it. Even to this day, I am surprised by people’s reactions. They say, “Oh, what a great score!” I don’t think of it as a great score, I think of it as a piece. I think of Steven’s brilliance, which for me is the main thing. I was just happy, frankly, that I could add anything to that. It would not have happened without him. I cannot possibly see that show being done without him. To me, it’s a beautiful memory, because we made gold out of straw.
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			And finally, there’s Duel’s director, Steven Spielberg.

			Consider this simple fact: Duel was the work of a 24-year-old director, not much more than a kid. Where most 24-year-olds are pulling shift work, finishing college degrees, or embarking on grad school, Steven Spielberg was carving out the very beginnings of a career that would capture the attention of industry executives, revered filmmakers, and international critics alike.

			Duel also points the way to all that would come from the future for Steven Spielberg. It was the first major stepping-stone in the life’s work of an artist who would create such a celebrated and varied filmography that includes indisputable cinema classics such as Jaws, Close Encounters of the Third Kind, Raiders of the Lost Ark, E.T. the Extra-Terrestrial, Schindler’s List, and Saving Private Ryan, or technologically innovative works like Jurassic Park that pushed the whole language of the cinema forward into a new age. All of these films, cultural touchstones that captured the eyes, imaginations, and even hearts of the world; all of them, plus dozens of other challenging and rewarding works throughout more than five decades, created by the man who started dreaming of sharing the way he viewed the world through a camera in his bedroom as a little boy. It’s been a very long road he’s traveled since filming those Lionel trains crashing in his bedroom, or since he stood in the California desert filming a battle-locked car and truck toppling to their destruction over that cliff, but that vision found its audience millions-fold.

			Looking back over his career, Steven Spielberg has said that, “until Duel, I thought maybe I’d made the wrong decision signing that seven-year Universal contract. After Duel, everything fell into place and made perfect sense.33

			“Duel was my ticket to ride,” Spielberg said, 40 years after directing the film. “I owe so much to Duel. It also opened my eyes to going after Jaws as my second feature, because I thought that Jaws was the sequel to Duel. . . . And so one thing did lead to the next, and I really do not believe I would’ve gone after Jaws, had I not had the opportunity to direct Duel.

			“Duel was the key to unlock a career for me.”
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ACT THREE
FADE IN
INT. CAR - MANN

The only sound that of his erratic breathing. He presses
his right hand over his heart, making a sound of reaction
to its heavy beat.

MANN'S THOUGHT
My God, it's pounding.
(pause)
No wonder.

He rubs at his neck, hissing. 0.S. footsteps make him open
his eyes abruptly and look around so fast that he hisses
again at the new pain in his neck.

ANOTHER ANGLE - INCLUDING OLD MAN

In overalls and yellow flannel shirt, a hat on his head,

a toothpick protruding from the side of his mouth. In the
b.g. near the cafe, several men stand, looking curiously
toward the car.

OLD MAN

You all right, mister?
MANN
(swallowing)

Except for my neck.

OLD MAN
Got y'self a whiplash prob'ly.
Mann grunts. The old man looks toward the others.

OLD MAN
He's all right!

The men remain watching.

OLD MAN
What happened?

MANN
Truck driver tried to kill me.

OLD MAN
Kill ya?
(beat; awed)
Go on.

CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - STATION WAGON 279

bearing down on him at high speed. Suddenly, it veers off
toward the opposite lane.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD STATION WAGON 280

Mann jerks around to watch it hurtle past his car, rear end
snapping back and forth, back tires screeching. Camera
draws around quickly to follow the movement of the station
wagon. As it passes, we see the twisted features of the man
inside, his lips moving rapidly as he curses Mann. Camera
keeps moving, then stops as we see the station wagon swarving
back into the proper lane, horn honking angrily. Mann is
still in f.g., watching it. The station wagon passes the
truck and moves off.

MANN'S THOUGHT
He can pass the truck.
(beat)
I'm the only one who can't.
(beat)
The one who's being singled out.

Drawing in a shaking breath, he pulls his car onto the
shoulder and stops again, turns off the motor.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Well, I won't play, Charlie.
(pause; bitterly)
We can sit here for a week.

CLOSE ON MANN 281

looking at the truck, anger starting to build in him again.
He snaps off the radio, straightens up.

MANN
(muttering)
And still no police?
(pause; looking around)
What is this, the forgotten
highway?

He winces, starts to rub his neck. After awhile, he stops
and lowers his arm, stares at the truck.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Now what?
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 282
parked on the shoulder ahead.

CONTINUED
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ACT FOUR

FADE IN
EXT. CAFE - ANGLE THROUGH WINDOW - MANN 211

so appalled that he can scarcely register what's happened.
0.s., the other truck motor is switched on and, after several
moments, the reflection of the truck passes on the window as
the man drives it past the cafe and out of sight.

INT. CAFE - CLOSE ON MANN 212

staring out the window. After several moments, he turns away
and moves to the booth, camera drawing around to show the
others in b.g., looking at him. He stops and stares at the
0.s. wall with dazed, unblinking eyes. Seconds pass.
Suddenly, he jerks his head around as he hears the sound of
the truck motor being turned on.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 213

slowly starting to roll away from the gas pumps.

CLOSE ON MANN 214

watching it, stunned. Suddenly, it all erupts inside of him
again and he lunges for the door, camera drawing around to
follow his movement. The owner calls out as Mann jerks open
the door.

OWNER
Hey!
EXT. CAFE - ANGLE ON DOOR 215
as Mann runs out and races toward the truck, his expression
half mad. In the cafe, the owner rushes after him. Camera
starts to pull ahead of Mann.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT -~ TRUCK 216

The driver shifts gears and it travels faster toward the
highway.
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CONTINUED

camera moves in on Mann. He closes his eyes, wincing, making

a soft, gagging noise. After a few moments, he looks up as
the o.s. man speaks.

MAN
Anh, forget it, I don' wanna
stay here anyway.

Mann stares at the man, cringing slightly as the man enters

frame and snatches his check off the table, turns out of frame

again. Mann keeps watching him.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN

moving to the cash register.

ANGLE PAST MAN - TOWARD MANN

Mann watching as the man pays his bill and, turning, moves
out of frame. Mann's head starts to turn.

CLOSE ON MANN

completing the turn of his head to watch the man open the
o.s. door and go outside. The door shuts.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN

moving out of sight.

MANN

pushing slowly to his feet and moving to the window, camera

moving with him. He stops.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN

striding angrily across the ground. The truck and trailer are

in b.g. but the man does not seem to be heading for them.

EXT. CAFE - ANGLE THROUGH WINDOW - MANN

his expression altering as he sees what's happening.
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ACT SIX
FADE IN
ANGLE PAST CAR - TOWARD MANN

Emerging from the desert, he walks around the front of the
car. Camera draws around until we see the truck parked up
ahead. Mann gets in his car, starts the motor and pulls
onto the highway, camera following. The truck pulls out
ahead of him.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Mann taking a position about thirty yards behind the trailer.

REVERSE ANGLE - MANN

Looking at the truck ahead, expression unchanged. Moments
pass. His expression alters slightly toward suspicious
curiosity as he sees what the truck driver is doing.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

The driver has his left arm out the window, waving him on.

CLOSE ON MANN
Smiling with contempt.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Another car coming you want me to
hit?

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

After several moments, it seems apparent that there is no
car coming in the opposite direction. As the highway curves
to the left and Mann can see into the distance, it becomes

a certainty. Mann grunts softly.

MANN'S THOUGHT

(still suspicious)
So what are you waving me on for?

(scornfully)
I know; you've repented. You regret
our little misunderstanding. Let
bygones be bygones.

(a hissing noise)
Like hell.
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10

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY AHEAD

Widening, a passing lane between the other two.

INT. CAR - MANN

Jarring down his foot on the accelerator pedal and starting

to steer to the left.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

Camera drawing ahead of it.

lane and starts accelerating further, Camera moves in quickly

As the car reaches the middle

on the windshield and Mann's expression of disgust.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN

Toward the truck ahead.

blocking his way.

Oh, for

MANN

Breaking off, he slows down.

CLOSE ON MANN

Waiting for the truck and trailer to pass whatever vehicle he

assumes to be ahead.

It is edging into the middle lane,

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

Remaining in the middle lane.

MANN

Beginning to get the message.

right to check.

He edges his car .toward the

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD

His car moving enough to the right for him to see that there

is no third vehicle ahead.

What?

(faintly)
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MOVING SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER AND CAR 20

Camera ahead on the highway, far enough in advance so that we
cannot see the truck driver's face or Mann's. The car pulls
ahead of the truck.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON REAR VIEW MIRROR 21

The truck's reflection gradually appearing in it. Camera
withdraws to include Mann as he pulls back into the proper
lane. He starts and looks up quickly at the mirror as the
truck driver gives him an extended horn blast.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR 22

The truck behind him in the distance. Mann looks down from
the rear view mirror.

MANN
(drily)
What was that, a greeting or a curse?

HELICOPTOR SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK 23

Camera moving ahead of the car and the truck and trailer.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN 24

Toward the right front of the car. Off the highway is a slope
of shale-like earth with patches of scrub grass growing on it.
On top of the slope is a clapboard house with a television
aerial on its roof which sags at an angle of less than 40
degrees. Mann makes an amused sound. A sign appears ahead,
printed in jagged black letters on a piece of plywood leaning
against a boulder: Night crawlers - bait. Mann makes another
sound of amusement.

MANN'S THOUGHT
What in God's name is a night crawler?

MANN
Sounds like some monster in a low
grade horror movie.

Up ahead, a gas station appears.

CLOSE ON MANN 25

Glancing at the fuel gauge.
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CONTINUED
MANN
Right beside Snakerama.

He has to smile. Then, groaning softly, he picks up a dime
and slips it into its slot, dials the operator.

MANN
(singing softly:;
quaverlngly)
What a day tl has been.

Camera slowly pans as he speaks, stopping when it points
toward the highway ahead. The truck is moving.

MANN

Give me the police, please.
(listens)

Whichever is closer. ,
(listens; reading the
number on the dial)

937-5963.

He waits. In the distant b.g., the truck has just completed
a U-turn and is starting back toward the station.
REVERSE ANGLE
Mann's back to camera. Waiting, he whistles softly to him-
self. After several moments, there is an answer on the
other end of the line.
MANN
I'd like to report a truck driver.
He listens, talks again.
MAN]
A truck driver. He's been endanger-
ing my life. On Highway --

(breaks off)
All right.

He draws in weary breath; exhales.

MANN
(continuing the song
quaveringly)
What a rare mood I'm in.

Faintly now, the sound of the truck motor is heard. Little
by little, it grows in volume.

CONTINUED
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INSERT - MANN'S CLASPED HANDS

Trembling slightly.

MANN

as he presses his lips together, angry a
Camera moves in very slowly on his face.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Now wait a minute.
beat)
All right, he's in here. That
doesn't automatically mean he

t himself now.

ck

intends to continue his...attack.

He looks at his wristwatch. The evidenc
his rationale.

MANN'S THOUGHT
It is lunchtime.
eat)

e it gives him helps

And Chuck's cafe may be the only

place to eat for miles around.

He clasps his hands on the table again,
himself.

MANN'S THOUGHT
He probably eats here all the

trying hard to believe

time.

He was just moving too fast before;

he had to slow down, turn arou
that's all.

(pause; weakening)
That's all.

He cannot retain the flimsy conviction.
it.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(miserably)
Why didn't I leave when I saw
truck outside? Then I'd know
he intends to do.

nd,

His expression shows

his
what

(pause; with increasing

speed
What if he followed me out though?

-- started after me again? TI'

d be

right back where I started. Even if
I got a lead, he'd overtake me soon
enough. My car's just not that

powerful -- and it's just not

in

me to drive 80 and 90 miles an hour.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 366
MANN'S THOUGHT
To the right!

He wrenches at the wheel.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 367
Camera pulling ahead of the car as its right rear fender

cracks into a fence post, knocking it down.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD ROAD 368
He pumps at the brakes, struggling to regain control. The

car rear starts sliding to the left.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 369
Its back end yawing sharply to the left, shooting out a spray

of gravel.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 370
He wrenches at the steering wheel and the car begins to slip
toward the right again.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 371
careening from side to side of the road, its left rear fender
knocking down a fence post before Mann finally gets it back

on course.

INT. CAR =~ MANN 372

He coughs abruptly as he gags on dripping blood in his throat.

ANGLE ON HIGHWAY 373
Mann's car regains the highway and picks up momentum, roaring
off. O.s., we hear the motor of the pursuing truck.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 374

daring to look at the rear-view mirror again,
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CLOSE ON MANN 86
His smile of satisfaction disappearing as he glances at the
dashboard clock. He makes a worried sound.

INSERT - DASHBOARD 87
The time is 12:13.

MANN' VOICE
I've gotta move.

INT. CAR - INSERT - DASHBOARD CLOCK 88

The time now 12:21.

HELICOPTOR SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER AND CAR 89
Moving up the steep, curving grade, the truck's motor grinding
noisily, Mann's car about thirty yards behind.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 90

Looking ahead for an appropriate place to pass.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 91

Moving slowly up the grade.

MANN 92
Poised and ready for his chance; trying to ignore the fumes
which are setting his stomach on edge. Finally he sees what
he's looking for.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER AND GRADE AHEAD 93
The highway beginning to curve to the left. No approaching

cars in sight. Camera zooms in on a trunout for the other

lane.

CLOSE ON MANN 94

Flooring the accelerator pedal, he shoots into the opposite
lane.
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MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

Camera pulling into the area around the cafe. as Mann's car
rakes across the open ground. Immediately, it starts to
fishtail.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY

Showing the truck and trailer shooting by on the highway as
Mann attempts to keep his car under control.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

Its rear end lashing from side to side, spewing dirt and
raising clouds of dust. As it passes the gas pumps, the
fishtailing movement starts ta become a careening skid.
INT. CAR - MANN

Face distorting.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Steer with it!

He steers into the skid, braking as much as he can.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

Straightening out a little, heading toward the left. side of
the cafe. It almost sideswipes one of the parked.cars. as

it skids by it.

INT. CAR - MANN

The trucks, cars and cafe flying-by outside. He manages to
straighten out the car a little more-and presses on the brake
pedal.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

slowing down as it leaves the cafe behind.

INT. CAR - MANN

reacting as he sees what's dead ahead. He presses the brake
pedal in further.
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CAGES 250

snakes flung out and crawling in all directions, several
toward camera.

DOWN ANGLE ON MANN 251

He cries out in shock as one of the rattlesnakes flies by him.
He struggles to his feet, hissing at the pain in his ankle,
starts to run limpingly toward the car. Another rattlesnake
slithers toward him. With a revolted sound, Mann changes
directions, skirts the snake. Moving camera draws around

him, angling up to show, first, the truck and trailer receding
down the highway, then the old lady rushing toward Mann,

her expression one of angry shock.

OLD LADY
What the blank is goin' on?!

Mann, too stunned to answer, keeps running for his car,
limping painfully. She grabs his arm to stop him.

OLD LADY
Why'd he do that? Why'd he break
my cages up?

MANN
(panting; numbly)
Call the police.
He jerks away and runs for his car.
OLD LADY
(shouting after him)
With what?! That phone's the only
one I got!

She looks away, grimacing with pain at the sight of her snakes.

OLD LADY
My snakes!
She rushes toward them.
ANGLE PAST OPEN HOOD OF CAR - TOWARD MANN 252

In the b.g., the old lady rushes among her snakes, starting
to pick them up one by one. Mann slams down the hood and
runs around the car, camera panning with him. Yanking open
the door, he jars in clumsily behind the steering wheel and,
twisting the ignition key, starts the motor. Jerking the

CONTINUED
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK 56

MANN'S THOUGHT
I've never seen such a thing!

With a labored exhalation, he steers back quickly into the
right hand lane. Ahead, the truck shifts over to block
his way.

MANN
You === 1!

Breaking off, he exhales hard again. His fingers tap on the
steering wheel. Moments pass. Impulsively, he steers into

the middle lane again.

MOVING SHOT - TRUCK AND CAR 57
The truck moving into the middle lane to block the car. Mann
steers back into the right lane and the truck does the same.
INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 58
Face contorted with anger, he slams the heel of his hand

three times on the horn bar, then holds it down as he steers
into the middle lane again.

MOVING SHOT =~ TRUCK AND CAR 59
The truck moving over to block the middle lane. Mann stops
honking the horn and steers back toward the right lane, then,

as the truck starts edging over, suddenly turns back to the
middle lane again, accelerating.

INT. CAR - MANN 60
His determined expression becoming one of disbelief. He

lets up on the accelerator pedal and slows down.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK 61

straddling the right and middle lanes, blocking them both,

EXT. CAR - ANGLE THROUGH WINDSHIELD 62

Mann unheard as he curses inside.

MANN
You son-of-a-bitch!
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CAB 30

The hand is gone.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD LEFT REAR OF CAR 31

The attendant removing the cap of the rear gas tank, straight-
ening up and turning toward the pump. Mann looks to his right.

POINT OF VIOW SHOT - TRAILER 32

Beneath it the legs of the driver can be seen. He is wearing
faded pants and nondescript shoes. Camera pans as he moves to
the middle set of tires. Camera draws back to include Mann.
He looks toward the window as the o.s. attendant speaks.

ATTENDANT'S VOICE
Check that hood for ya?

MANN
Please.

He looks to the front. 1In the b.g., the truck driver's legs
move out of sight.

ANGLE ON CAR 33

Mann sitting in profile, staring ahead, not really anxious
but not comfortable either. Camera starts to draw back.
After several moments, we see the attendant by the open hood.
He looks at Mann.

ATTENDANT
Looks like you could use a new
raddiator hose.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(drily)
Where have I heard that one before?

MANN
(smiling)
I'll get one later.

ATTENDANT
You're the boss.

Camera keeps withdrawing until we see in full shot how the
truck and trailer dwarf Mann's car. In relative size, it is
akin to seeing a tug boat beside an ocean liner.
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CONTINUED
Cut what out?

MANN
(voice shaking)
Let's not play games.

MAN
What the hell --?
(are you talking about)

MANN
(cutting him
off)
I can call the police, you know.

MAN
Police?

MANN

You think I won't? Well, you're
wrong, Mister.

(pointing shakily

toward the truck)
You can‘t use that..rig of yours
as a murder weapon and think
nobody's going to say a thing
about it. I got news for you.
You're wrong.

He glares at the man, breathing hard, ready to blow. The
man glances toward the people in the b.g., grins a little,
then looks back at Mann.

MAN
(contemptuously)
Man, you need help.

It all explodes in Mann and, with a maddened look, he slaps
the sandwich from the man's hand.

MANN
Don‘t tell me I need help, you
lousy --!

He breaks off startledly as the man lunges up at him, suddenly
enraged. They grapple for a moment, then the man drives a
short right to Mann's stomach. Mann doubles over, clutching
at his stomach, his face gone blank. The man delivers a

wild haymaker with his left, hits Mann on the shoulder and
knocks him against the table of the booth. The owner starts
to run around the counter angrily.

CONTINUED
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CLOSE ON MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR

His expression making it obvious that his deliberate raillery
is hovering above a seething rage which may erupt at any
moment. His smile is humorless. His eyes, as he regards

the truck, are steely.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Two can play that game, you know.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Moments passing. Abruptly, Mann retrieves a cigar from his
suit coat pocket and lights it, blows out smoke.

ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR
Smoking tensely.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Is it going to be like this all
day?
(pause)
Obviously, he has no schedule to
keep. Or, if he does, he's chosen
to ignore it.

He begins to look at the truck with an analytic eye.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Equally obviously, he wants me to
pass him.

(a long pause)
What if I do?

(beat)
There have to be grades ahead with
all those mountains. If I keep my
speed at eighty-ninety miles an
hour, he's got to fall behind.

His eyes narrow as he makes a final analysis of the situation
and himself. Camera moves in slowly on his face.

MANN
The only question is ---

MANN'S THOUGHT
(continuing his thought)
Do I have the nerve to maintain
that kind of speed over a long
distance? I've never done it before.
But then I've never gone through
this before.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 149

MANN
Chased me down the hill at more
than ninety miles an hour.

OLD MAN
Yeah, I saw 'im flyin' by.
beat)
Tried to kill va.

He whistles softly as Mann nods, then, wincing, has to stop.
He rubs his neck.

OLD MAN
Sure looks like ya got y'self a
whiplash all right.
(pause)
Anything I can do for ya?

MANN
No, thank you.

OLD MAN
(nodding)
Okay.
In the b.g. one of the men goes back into the cafe.

Another starts approaching. The old man looks at Mann in
silence for a few moments.

OLD MAN
Tried to kill ya.
He grunts, mightily impressed by this. Mann nods a little.

OLD MAN
He must be crazy.

MANN
(grimly)
I know he's crazy.
The old man chuckles briefly and without humor.

OLD MAN
Ought t'be arrested.

MANN
You said it.

OLD MAN
(nods; pause)
Well, you take it easy now.

MANN
Thank you.

CONTINUED
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 406

The thumping percolation of the radiator water very loud now.
He stares at the slope ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - SLOPE ko7

The car almost to the top. Steam obscures the view,

BACK TO MANN 408

glancing at the rear-view mirror. Seeing that the truck is
closer yet, he presses down on the accelerator pedal and the
motor makes a grinding noilse. Mann groans.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Don't!

REVERSE ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HOOD 409

Steam gushing from beneath the hood. The ridge ahead can
Just be made out.

MANN
Make 1t, make it.
beat)
Please, God, make it.

ANGLE FROM RIDGE 410

at the approaching car, the truck and trailer behind it in
the distance. The car is shuddering and clanking, slowing
down. It gets closer, closer. Finally, it reaches f.g.

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR 411

As it moves across the ridge and starts descending. Mann
shoves the transmission into neutral and lets the car go
into a glide, switches off the motor. Hls look of triumph
fades as he sees what lies ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - VIEW AHEAD 412

The steam decreasing rapidly with the motor turned off.
There is nothing in sight but hills and more hills. The
car rolls by a sign which reads: "TRUCKS USE LOW GEARS NEXT

12 MILES."
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CONTINUED 174
WAITRESS
Anything else?

MANN
Uh...no; no, thank you.

He opens the tin of aspirin and takes out two tablets as the
waitress makes out the check and tosses it on the table, turns
away. Mann glances up at her.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(irritably)
What's with you? Just because I
won't engage in lengthy conversation
with your boss? Your husband? Your
boy friend? Oh -- the hell with it.

He washes down the tablets with a swallow of beer. Setting
down the sweaty bottle, he takes a bite of the sandwich,
Jrimaces.

MANN'S THOUGHT
When did you buy this bread, last
Christmas?

He chews doggedly, finally draws a piece of leathery ham from
between his teeth and looks at it distastefully.

MANN (SOTTO VOCE)
And what shoe did this come off?

He sighs and takes another bite of the sandwich. Chewing, he
looks to one side.

ANGLE PAST WALL PAY TELEPHONE - TOWARD MANN 175

He does not make anything of it at first. Then his eyes focus
on the telephone.

MANN'S THOUGHT
What if I called the local police?
Told them what was happening?

Camera starts to move in on him.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Then, I'd have to stay here, lose
more time.

(beat)
What if that guy stayed too? Actually
talked to the police? Naturally, he'd
deny everything. I have no proof;
I'm sure none of these people would
back me up. The cops would probably

CONTINUED
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HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The truck beginning to close the distance between them.

INT., CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER
Mann glances at the rear-view mirror again, tightens. He
hesitates, then reaches for the ignition key, pulling back
his hand with a werried sound. He looks at the rear-view
mirror, then at the speedometer.

MANN
Come on!

Camera pans qulckly to the speedometer. The car is barely
up to 60 miles an hour.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR

at the far left side of the screen, rolling down the grade.
After awhile, the front edge of the truck begins to ease
into frame on the far right of the screen.

INT. CAR ~ ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER
making a panicky sound as he looks into the rear-view mirror

to see the truck gaining. His gaze drops gquickly and he re-
acts as he notices something ahead.

20INT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY AHEAD

A sedan speeding up the grade in the other lane.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD OPPOSITE LANE

He twists his head to the side as the other car speeds past.
The sight maddens him. He looks at the grade ahead, camera
drawing around until it is in front of him and we can see
the truck and trailer in b.g., closer yet. Mann reacts at
what he sees ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - GRADE

Leveling off ahead for a hundred yards or so.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Reaching out, he twists the ignition key. The motor makes
a grinding noise but doesn't start. Mann looks stunned.

CONTINUED
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CLOSE ON MANN

A last, wild thought occurring to him. Jerking around, he
puts the transmission into neutral and the car begins to

roll backward down the steep incline. Looking into the rear-
view mirror to help his steering, he twists the ignition key
repeatedly. The motor will not start, but the car keeps
picking up speed. Suddenly, the motor catches. He throws

the transmission into reverse and jams down on the accelerator

pedal.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - REAR VIEW MIRROR

The truck and trailer rushing up the incline toward Mann's
car.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Closing in rapidly on the car. From the look on Mann's face,
it seems as though he 1is about to sacrifice his life in
order to ram the truck. Then, with a shaking hand, he begins
to unfasten the safety harness, P

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST CAR - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

as they near each other, the truck driver beginning to brake
as he sees what Mann intends to do.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

When the two vehicles are so close that collision is in-
evitable, Mann shoves open the door and bails out.

CLOSE ON MANN

as he rolls and bounces toward the edge of the trail, grab-
bing a bush to keep from going over. Scrabbling around
dizzily, he looks toward the truck and trailer.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

about to collide.

FULL SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The film going into slow motion. The gas tank of Mann's car
explodes as his car smashes into the front of the truck.
Flames obscure the driver's view and the truck begins to
veer toward the edge, pushing Mann's car ahead of it.
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CONTINUED
(drily)
DRIVER
(amiably)
How about I give you a hand?
Mann just looks at him, biting back a sarcastic reply.
MANN
(£inally)
Yeah, why don't you.
Mann gets back in the car and the Driver moves to jump on the
bumpers. Mann starts the car, attempts to back his car away
as the Driver tries to bounce the bumpers loose. But after a
moment the cars remain locked. Increasingly frustrated, Mann
gets out of his car, then stops short, stunned.
MANN'S POINT OF VIEW
The truck has returned, is parked some fifty yards down the
highway facing Mann.
ANGLE

Mann stares at the truck for a moment, the Driver watching
him curiously.

DRIVER
Somethin' wrong?

The question triggers Mann's alarm.
MANN
He came back. The bastard turned
around and came back.
DRIVER
(following Mann's glance)
That the truck you was askin' about?
MANN
Get those kids out of the way.
DRIVER
(puzzled)
What for?
CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - EDGE OF HILL 266

The car heading straight for it.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 267
as the car topples across the edge and begins to somersault

down the side of the hill, Mann turning, screaming.

INT. CAR - CLOSEUP - MANN 268
as he opens his eyes with a grunt of shock, face wet with
perspiration. For several moments, he cannot collect his
thoughts and stares ahead blankly. Then he sits up, rubbing

his eyes. He looks around sleepily for several seconds before
looking at the dashboard clock.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - DASHBOARD CLOCK 269

Ten minutes after two.
MANN'S VOICE
oh, boy.
MANN 270
Yawning, he picks up his handkerchief to dry his face.
MANN'S THOUGHT
I won't be seeing Forbes today,
that's for sure.

He looks at his palms and makes a worried noise.

MANN
Gotta get these cleaned off

With a sigh, he reaches forward and turns the ignition key.
The motor starts. Mann puts the transmission into reverse
and twists around to look as he begins to back up.

ANGLE ON ONE-LANE ROAD 271
Mann backs his car past the edge of the barn and onto the

road, brakes, puts the transmission into Drive and starts back
toward the highway, camera panning to follow the car's move-
ment.

ANGLE FROM HIGHWAY - TOWARD CAR 272

Mann steers onto the highway and picks up speed, driving
past camera.
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ANGLE - MANN

as he leaps into his car, turns the key, starts the motor.
The children continue laughing at his obvious fright. He
digs out around the bus and off down the road. We see the
truck coming in b.g.

CLOSEUP - MANN

as he races along, he glances up into his rear view mirror,

frowns, puts on his brakes.

ANGLE - CAR

Mann's car stops about seventy-five yards past the bus. Mann
looks out the rear view mirror, twists arount to stare out the

rear window.

MANN'S POINT OF VIEW
The children are gathered around the cab of the truck. The

Driver herds them away onto the bus, and the truck begins to
push the bus to a start.

ANGLE - MANN

He sits for a moment, then grimly starts the car, drives off.

ANGLE

Mann's car speeding away.

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY
Mann's car approaches a train crossing, the warning lights

flashing. A freight train is some twenty-five yards away
from the intersection as Mann pulls his car to a stop.

CLOSEUP - MAN

as he waits impatiently for the train to pass.

CLOSE SHOT - TRAIN

as it rattles by at a leisurely freight train pace.

10
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305 CONTINUED 305
OLD LADY
(overlapping
on "that")
Mister, we don't want any trouble.

MANN
You won't have any trouble. All
I'm asking you to do is ---

OLD LADY
(cutting in)
Jim, we'd better go.

Faintly, the sound of the truck motor reaches audibility.
Mann is too distraught to notice.

MANN
(voice rising)
Ma'am, all I'm asking you to do is
make a phone call.

OLD LADY
(tensely)
Jim.
MANN
My life's in danger. Can't you
Sven. m== 3
OLD MAN

(breaking in)
I'm sorry, Mister.

MANN
(£inishing)
-- make a phone call for me?
The old lady looks abruptly toward the truck and trailer.
OLD LADY
(shocked)
Jim!

Both Mann and the old man look, react.

306 POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 306

Backing along the shoulder, heading for Mann's car.

307 ANGLE ON ELDERLY COUPLE'S CAR 307

The old man throws his transmission into Reverse and starts
to back up quickly. Mann jerks around.
CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TURNOFF 119

About a quarter of a mile distant.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 120

Mann braces himself to try the turnoff.

ANGLE FROM TURNOFF -~ TOWARD HIGHWAY 121
The car and truck approaching at speeds of 90 miles an hour.
Mann's car starts edging over, then, as it reaches the turnoff,
camera zooms in on the windshield.
INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 122
MANN'S THOUGHT

Don't! You'll overturn!
ANGLE FROM TURNOFF - TOWARD HIGHWAY 123
Camera shooting toward the valley now. Mann's car roars off,
pursued at close range by the truck and trailer.
INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRIALER 124
The truck so close now that only the lower portion of its front
is visible through the rear window. Mann glances up at the
rear view mirror, makes a panciky sound. He presses down on
the accelorator pedal, pulls ahead again, glances at the
speedometer, makes a sound of agonized foreboding.

INSERT - SPEEDOMETER 125

Registering 94 miles an hour.

MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 126

Descending the slope which is beginning to level now.
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CONTINUED
DRIVER
No, you'll make it.

MANN
We'll see.

ANGLE

Mann puts the car in gear, backs it up and then lines up his
front bumper with that of the bus. The Valient bumper is
somewhat lower, but about four inches do overlap.

DRIVER
Told ya!

Mann gets out of his car, comes around to check the bumper.

N
(unsure)
I don't know.

DRIVER
I tell ya, if I don't get these kids
to school, everybody'll be havin'
ten kinds of chickens.

MANN
Okay, we'll try.

He goes back to his car and the Driver herds his kids back on
the bus, following them on.

ANGLE

Mann starts the car, inches 1t toward the bus, makes contact.
Then he accelerates, and his bumper pushes the bus' bumper

up a few inches, and they lock. Mann gets out of his car,
and the Bus Driver exits the bus and joins him. The kids also
exit the bus, and in b.g. there is some giggling at Mann's
predicament.

MANN

(examining bumpers)
Great.

DRIVER
Sorry, Mister. I could've sworn
we were okay.

CONTINUED
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ACT TWO
FADE IN
INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN 74

A continuation of Scene #73.

MANN' THOUGHT
My God.
(pause)
My God. He wanted me to hit that
car head on.

He blinks, shakes his head, swallows; manages to control his
breathing.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Boy, oh, boy, oh, boy.

He stares at the truck ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 75

MANN'S THOUGHT
(incredulously)
Not only meant for me to be killed

but a totally innocent passerby as

well.

CLOSE ON MANN 76
MANN
Holy Mackeral.

Irritated suddenly by the radio on which a singing commercial
is being performed, he reaches out and jerks the knob around,
turning off the radio. He drives in seething silence.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK 77

As he starts reacting once more to the dark exhaust fumes of
the truck, breath quickening, sounds of mounting aggravation
in his throat. The highway ahead curves to the left and we
see that there is no approaching car in sight. Abruptly,
Mann steers left into the other lane. The truck edges over
to block his way. Immediately, Mann forces down the horn bar,
nolas it down. We cannot hear what he is saying though we
realize that he Is cursing at the truck driver.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT
All right, Charlie. Let's see you
beat me now.

MANN
Here we go.
MOVING SHOT - ON REAR OF CAR
As it roars away from camera, moving into the distance.
After a while the truck catches up to and begins to pass
the camera.
HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER
Moving rapidly along the two-lane highway.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK -AND:TRAILER

His face masklike with determination as he drives. He glan
into the rear view mirror, reaction showing in his eyes. H
presses down further on the accelerator pedal, looks at the
speedometer and swallows, unnerved despite his resolution.
INSERT - SPEEDOMETER

He is going 87 miles an hour.

ANGLE PAST BUSH - TOWARD CAR

The bush, shaking a little as the car shoots by, camera whip

panning to follow its movement down the highway. O0.s. the
roaring motor of the truck is heard approaching. It speeds
past camera and the bush shakes violently.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TQWARD TRUCK AND . TRAILER "

His expression beginning to lose its adamantine set as
uneasiness about the speed he's traveling starts to work
on him.

ANGLE PAST BEIGE SEDAN

Parked on the shoulder under a tree. A young couple inside
are talking earnestly. Mann's car goes roaring past and
the couple looks toward it startledly.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

He glances at the rear-view mirror angrily. Behind, the
truck speeds past the parked sedan.
CONTINUED
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MOVING SHOT - SIGN - MANN'S POINT OF VIEW 154
The sign reads TRUCKERS WELCOME,

MOVING SHOT - MANN 155
Making a shuddery repelled sound; looking away from the sign.

INT. CAFE - ANGLE ON DOOR 156

0.s., the sound of juke box music playing, a murmur of voices.
Mann comes in and heads back for the washroom, looking straight
ahead, camera pulling close ahead of him.

VOICE
(Owner's)
What happened out there, mister?

MANN
In a minute.

He does not look to either side, feeling awkward, sure that
everyone is looking at him, We do not get a clear view of
anyone, the camera pulling ahead of Mann too closely. Reach-
ing the rear of the cafe, he walks along a narrow hallway,
then turns left. Camera pans, then stops as Mann opens a
door and goes into the Men's room. The door shuts and we
see the sign GENTS on the door.

INT. MEN'S ROOM 157

small and dingy. Moving to the sink, Mann twists the right
hand faucet and leans over to cup cold.water in his palms,
hissing at the pain it causes in his neck. He. splashes. water
in his face for several moments before straightening up. The
only sounds are those of the running water and the juke box
music pulsing faintly o.s. Mann tugs down several paper
towels from their dispenser and pats them against his drip-
ping face. He twists his head around ginerly, experimentally,
wincing.

MANN 'S THOUGHT
Take a couple of aspirins.

Dropping the paper towels into a wastebasket, he regards his
reflection in the wall.mirror.above the sink.
MANN
Still among the living, I see.
swallowing, he removes a metal comb from his back trouser
pocket and begins to neaten his hair, grimacing slightly at
the pain his movements cause in his neck.

CONTINUED
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INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN

MANN
I don't believe it.
(pause)
I just don't believe it.

He blows out shaking breath. Now he sees something ahead
which makes him grimace.

MANN
Oh, no.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

The highway narrowing to two lanes again.

CLOSE ON MANN

fit to be tied.
MANN'S THOUGHT

Why did I go this way?

(pause; self-

mockingly)
I'm tired of the freeway, honey.
Think I'll take the scenic route
this time.

MANN
You...dope.

He blows out hissing breath., Several moments pass. Then
his expression changes as he sees what's happening ahead.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

The driver has his left arm out the window, waving him on.
The road ahead curves blindly to the right.

CLOSE ON MANN

His expression hardening to one of vengeful satisfaction.

MANN
Well, it's about time, Charlie.

He twists the steering wheel, accelerating toward the other
lane. Instantly, his face goes blank with shock.
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159 CONTINUED 159
MANN
(not wanting to talk)
Fine; thank you.
OWNER
What happened out there?
MANN
Oh. Just a little...complication,
you might say.
OWNER
Oh?
160 ANGLE ON MANN 160
looking back at the menu to prevent further conversation
MAN'S VOICE
{gibing)
Looked like a big complication to me.
General laughter. Mann does not raise his eyes.
MANN'S THOUGET
I'd rather not talk about it if you
don’t mind.
(pause)
Book a nice notel recom, when I get
there order me a bottie of expensive
Scotch; soak my poor abused neck in
a hot bath ---
He starts to look up toward the front of the cafe, ready to
order.
MANN'S THOUGHT
ifinishing}
-- and forget the whole thing.
Instantly, his breath stogs as he gapes in shock toward the
front window of the cafz,
161 POINT OF VIEW SHOT - FRONT WINDOW 161

Camera zooms in on the window. The truck and trailer are parked
in front, cutting off the view of the two gas pumps.
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CONTINUED

transmission shift to Drive, he floors the accelerator pedal.
The tires spin, and the car shoots out of frame.

MOVING SHOT - MANN'S CAR

speeding down the highway.

INT, CAR - CLOSE ON MANN

still in a state of shock from what has just occurred.
Fumbling, he draws the harness strap across his chest and
clips it into place., After awhile, he looks into the rear
view mirror and reacts.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - REAR VIEW MIRROR

Camera moves in on the reflection of the truck and trailer,
following him again.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT FOUR
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT
(tightly)
You've got a murderer behind you!

He reacts, seeing something ahead.

INT, CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD

A billboard reads: SLOW DOWN! WE DON'T LIKE TO GET OUR
CUSTOMERS THAT WAY! JENSEN'S MORTUARY.

CLOSE ON MANN

Reacting to sign. We hear the sound of organ music, then a
man's sepulchral voice.

MANN'S VOICE
David Mann was taken from us far
too soon.

Mann forces away the ugly imagination.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD
The hills and mountains nearer now.
MANN'S THOUGHT
Almost to the hills now. Hang on.
HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The car rocketing toward the mountains.

MOVING SHOT - CAR AND ‘TRUCK AND TRAILER
Camera pulling straight ahead of Mann's car as it speeds
along. In the b.g., the truck and trailer follow.

INT, CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD

He starts, gasping, as a tumbleweed rolls across the highway.
He almost loses control of the car, then manages to regain
it, jerking his left hand down to the steering wheel.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Don't lose your nerve.
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT
Don’t go too fast, buddy or you'll
catch up to the bloody Red Baron.

His expression ceases to be one of amusement as a thought
occurs to him.

MANN'S THOUGHT
My God, maybe that's how that son-
of-a=b whiles his time away; picking
on innocent drivers.
(pause; repelled)
Oh, wow. Is that possible?

He blows out a soft, whistling breath and shakes his head.

HELICOPTER SHOT - MANN'S CAR

moving along the two-lane highway at thirty miles an hour.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD - LATER

He has finished the cigar and is tamping it out in the ash-
tray, The highway ahead curves gradually to the left, dis-
appearing behind a hill.

MANN‘S THOUGHT
Well, outside of Crazy Jack, it's
not too bad a day for driving.
Highway nice and empty.

He chuckles.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Maybe everybody stays at home when
Crazy Jack is out.

REVERSE ANGLE

His car has picked up speed a little and he lets up on the
accelerator pedal.

MANN'’S THOUGHT
Easy does it, boy. Thirty miles
an hour, no faster.
(pause)
I'1ll just take my time.
(pause)
Take my sweet ti =---

His thought voice terminates abruptly as he sees, ahead:
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 192

Camera approaching him.

MOVING SHOT - CLOSE ON MANN 193
moving resolutely toward the front booth. His mouth tightens

as he notices the man's left hand.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 194
Camera moves in on his left hand holding a sandwich. It is
square and darkly tanned with large veins knotted on its sur-
face.

CLOSE ON MANN 195
as he stops beside the table, glaring down at the man with a
combination of fear and hatred.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 196

eating his sandwich stolidly,

UP ANGLE ON MANN 197

gazing down at the man.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 198

turning his head slowly to look up at Mann. Camera wlthdraws
to include Mann, in the b.g., the waitress, owner and two me
start to watch as the conversation progresses, pitched above the
volume of the juke box music.

MAN
You want somethin'?

MANN
(tightly con-
trolled)
I want you to cut it out.
MAN
What?
MANN

You heard me.

CONTINUED
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HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 399

The distance between them narrowing.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 4oo
Camera pulling close ahead of it, the thumping of the

radiator water getting louder.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HOOD 4o1
The steam is starting to haze up the windshield. Reaching

out, Mann twists a dashboard knob and the wipers start

flicking back and forth in rapid, fan-shaped sweeps.

REVERSE ANGLE - PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK 402
Camera moves in quickly on his face as the car begins to

lurch and shudder.

MANN
(half horrified,
half angry)
No!

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST CAR 403
as it labors up the grade, losing speed. In b.g., the truck

gets closer.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER Lo

Mann stares at the slope ahead with haunted eyes. Yard by
yard, the car is slowlng down.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(pleading)
Make it.

MANN
(sotto voce;
pleading)
Make it. Make it.
HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER Los

The car running more and more unevenly.
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN 5

The truck trailer ahead, the distance between it and the

car narrowing. The word flammable is printed across the back
of the trailer, red letters on a white background. There

are parallel reflector lines across the bottom half of the
tank which look as though they have been clumsily applied
with a stencil. Swaying behind the rear tires are massive,
black rubber flaps. The license plate is a California issue.

Mann starts to edge his car toward the opposite lane. He
steers back behind the truck with a faint sound of aggravation
as he sees a blind curve ahead. Some of the dark exhaust
clouds across his car and he gets a whiff of it through the
open window, makes another sound, this one of distaste.

After several moments, he edges out into the opposite lane
again. The ridge ahead makes it too risky to pass. Mann makes
another sound, this of semi-amused acceptance as he pulls
behind the truck again.

HELICOPTER SHOT - TRUCK AND CAR 6

The truck reaches the summit of the ridge and moves across it.
After a brief period, it starts around a left curve on the
downgrade. Camera draws around to reveal that no cars are
approaching from the other direction. Immediately, Mann's car
is accelerated and steered into the opposite lane, gradually
passing the truck.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN 2

Toward the back of his car. Through the rear window, we see the
truck, its front fénders a dingy purple color, the paint faded
and chipped. Mann glances at the rear view mirror, then steers
back into the proper lane, slowly increasing the distance
between his car and the truck. He starts to hum again, relax-
ing. Camera moves past him, stops, then angles down to reveal
his samples on the back seat.

ANGLE ON MANN 8
We do not see the highway behind him. He starts to whistle
softly with the radio music, looking at the countryside

ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - COUNTRYSIDE 9

Distant ranges of mountains as far as the eye can see and, in
the immediate area, a valley ahead. o.s.

CONTINUED
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ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK

MANN-
Damn !

He glances into the rear-view mirror. We hear an evil
chuckling.

TRUCK DRIVER'S VOICE
(coarse and sly)
You think you gonna get a cop to
save you, boy? Shee-it. You gonna
die.

Mann's face contorts with savage hatred. Jerking his right
hand into a fist, he drives it down against the seat.

MANN'S THOUGHT
If it's the last thing I do, I'll
get youl!

MANN
(finishing the
thought aloud)
You hear me?

He fights for control. Looking ahead, he regains a measure
of satisfaction.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HILLS AHEAD
Closer now, a long grade in the distance.

MANN'S THOUGHT
There it is.

ANGLE PAST MANN. - TOWARD TRUCK

MANN'S THOUGHT
No matter how he tries, he can't
beat my speed on a grade like that.
(beat)
But I can!

His smile is one of fierce elation. Camera moves in on his
face.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Fill that bathtub to the top, man.
A drink in one hand, a cigar in the
other -- and re-lax.

CONTINUED

357

358

359





OEBPS/image/Duel_Script-49.jpg
al

219

220

221

222

#34111 47

CONTINUED 219
MANN
Mr. Forbes, please. David Mann
calling.
(listens)
Oh, I see, Could I leave a message
then?
(listens)

I had a three-thirty appointment

with Mr. Forbes. Would you tell

him I've had some car trouble and
won't be able to make it.

(listens)
How long is he in the office after
lunch?

(listens)

I should be in San Francisco before

then. Would you tell him I'll

phone as soon as I arrive?
(listens)

Thank you.

Hanging up, he turns toward the front of the cafe.

ANGLE FROM FRONT OF CAFE 220

Mann removes a money clip from his trouser pocket, takes two
dollar bills from it, and, stopping by the register, sets
them on the glass case with the check. The owner takes the
money, sticks the check in its register slot and rings up
the sale., He takes Mann'‘s change from the register drawer
and dumps it on the glass case. Mann picks it up, puts down
a quarter.

MANN
(mutedly)
Would you give this to === ?
He gestures toward the waitress with his head. Without
waiting for an answer, he turns for the door. +
EXT. CAFE =~ ANGLE ON DOOR 221
As Mann comes out, the people inside begin to discuss what
happened. Camera moves with Mann as he turns to the right
and walks to the end of the cafe, turns.

MOVING SHOT - MANN 222

Camera pulling ahead of him as he walks toward the car.
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ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD MAN AT COUNTER 169

The man is turning his head to look toward the back of the
cafe. Abruptly, Mann jerks up the menu, cutting off the sight
of the man. Camera draws around slowly to show him staring
sightlessly at the menu, his expression one 6f mounting torment.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Why didn't I look at faces when I
came in? Now there's no way of know-
ing which one it is.

He twitches as the waitress speaks o.s.

WAITRESS
(not too genial)
You ready t'order?

TWO SHOT - MANN AND WAITRESS 170
Mann looking at her blankly before answering.

MANN
Uh...yes, I-I'll have a --
(looking at the
menu)
A...ham on rye and -- a bottle of
beer, please.

She turns away. The juke box music stops.

MANN

(a little too
loudly)

And do you have ---?

He breaks off as she stops and looks across her shoulder at
him. He tries to smile.

MANN
Do you have any aspirin?

She grunts and moves out of frame, Mann watches her go, then
glances uneasily toward the man at the counter, looks down at
the table, drawing in tremulous breath. He swallows. Abruptly,
he attempts to put the menu back in its rack. He cannot manage
it and finally drops it on the table, drawing in another strained
breath. He clasps his hands on the table, staring at them.

Juke box music starts again, a driving jazz piece.
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CONTINUED
MANN
Yes, six-five-nine-o-seven-one-six...
Right.

Mann deposits a quarter. After a few seconds, someone
evidently answers on the other end. His attitude is friendly
but tentative.

MANN
Honey, it's me.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

The kitchen of a forty thousand dollar house in suburban
California. Mann's wife is on the phone. She is dressed in
a very plain house dress. On the kitchen floor behind her we
can see a four year old little boy crayoning methodically in
a coloring book. A nondescript dog lies peacefully beside
him.

WIFE
(alarmed)
What's the matter? Did you have an
accident?

MANN
No, no, nothing like that.

WIFE
Then what happened?

MANN
Nothing happened. I just...well,
you know, I just wanted to apologize.

WIFE
(beat; flatly)
You don't have to apologize.

MANN
Maybe not, but you were asleep when
I left this morning and I had to
let you know how bad I feel about
last night.

WIFE

I really don't want to talk about it.
MANN

Maybe we'd better.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 80
MANN'S THOUGHT
What police?
eat)
Here in the boondocks? They
probably have a Sheriff on horse-
back.

MANN
(an aggravated imitation
of this 'Sheriff')
Well, I guess it's time to saddle
up and check the highway -- ain't
been out there for a month or two.
He starts to smile, then gets a startled look on his face as
the car begins to bounce. He looks at the highway.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY AHEAD 8l

The paving consists of pitted slabs with gaps between them.

CLOSE ON MANN 82

Looking toward the truck and trailer.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 83
Jolting up and down.

MANN'S VOICE
I hope it shakes your brains loose.
(beat)
If you have any.

CLOSE ON MANN 84
Face set against the jarring impacts as he drives. After

awhile, the jarring stops. Shortly thereafter, Mann sees
something ahead that makes him smile with satisfaction.

MANN
Ah.
(pauses; more loudly)
Ah.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 85

Almost to the base of a long, steep hill.
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E CONTINUED - 2
MANN
There probably won't be.

WIFE
It's your mother, and God knows
she isn't coming to see me.

MANN
I told you, there probably won't
be a problem.
WIFE
(firmly)
Please be here.
MANN
All right, all right, I'll be there.
WIFE
(beat; then quietly)
Good luck with Forbes.
MANN
(a reconciliation)

Thanks. So long, honey.

He hangs up, walks back to the car.

B ANOTHER ANGLE

Mann reaches his car, glances at the truck.

G MANN'S POINT OF VIEW
Only the driver's arm extends out the window. The Attendant,
who has been working on the truck windshield, hops down to
move to Mann. Again, the truck honks to show its displeasure
at this interruption.

H ANGLE
as Mann gets in his car, the Attendant comes around, extends
the credit card slip. Mann leans back out the window, sighs.

I EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

as Mann cruises along.
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INT. CAR -~ ANGLE THROUGH WINDOW ON CLIPBOARD - MINUTES LATER

As the attendant tears off Mann's receipt and hands it to him
with his credit card, camera drawing back to reveal Mann as
he takes them.

ATTENDANT
You save them stamps?
MANN
No, thank you.
He turns on the motor.
ATTENDANT

Good enough.

Mann lets off the emergency brake and starts to drive away
from the station.

ATTENDANT
Come back now!
v
As Mann steers back onto the highway - looking across his
shoulder to make sure it's clear - we see the truck through
the rear window, parked by the gas pump island. Mann picks
up speed.

WIFE'S VOICE
(sadly chiding)
Why do you always turn down stamps,
Dave?

MANN'S VOICE
Cause you always make me lick them.

He grins.

ANGLE DOWN HIGHWAY - TOWARD GAS STATION

Mann's car approaches camera and drives past, moving out of
frame. Camera holds. Down the highway, the truck and trailer
pull away from the gas station, move onto the highway and
approach camera. There is a glare of sunlight on the wind-
shield and we cannot see the driver's face. The huge truck
moves into close f.g., passing camera, filling the screen.

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON SPEEDOMETER

The needle steady at 55. Camera draws up and back to include
Mann, angling to reveal the highway and terrain ahead. After
awhile, the sound of the truck motor begins impinging on the
sound of the car motor and Mann glances at the rear view
mirror, reacting to what he sees.
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT (Cont'd)
believe him. Then, after they were
gone, he'd take it out on me again,
only worse.
He is in close shot now, the torment evident on his face.
Abruptly, he puts the sandwich on the plate and pushes the
plate away from himself, drawing in a shuddering breath.
MANN'S THOUGHT
(a cry for help)
What am I gonna do?
Several moments pass. Abruptly,' then, his gaze leaps toward
the front of the counter.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN AT COUNTER

getting up and moving toward the cash register.

CLOSE ON MANN

watching tensely.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN

stopping at the cash register and setting down the check,
reaching into his pants pocket.

MANN

watching.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN AND WAITRESS

The man taking two crumpled dollar bills from the pocket of
his pants and tossing them onto the glass case. The waitress
picks them up.

MANN

watching; tension building.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN AND WAITRESS

The waitress gives the man his change and, taking a toothpick
from its dispenser, the man turns for the door, sticking the
change into his pants pocket.

176
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INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN
staring at the hood with shock-widened eyes.
MANN
(feebly)
No.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HOOD

The steam increasing.

CLOSE ON MANN

Gaze Jerking to the dashboard.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - DASHBOARD

The small square on the dashboard still darkened.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

He looks up the slope.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - SLOPE

Long and gradual with many curves.

ANGLE ON MANN
A dazed look on his face.

MANN'S THOUGHT
I'll never make it.

MANN
(as it hits him)
Oh, my god =--
Camera zooms in on his face until it fills the screen.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(whispering)
I'm going to die!

MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The car in f.g., steam increasing, now a smoking mist.
the distant b.g., the truck keeps coming.
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN 106

The downgrade of the highway visible behind him through the
rear window. After awhile, the truck appears, closing in

on Mann's car. Mann fails to notice it at first. The truck
comes closer. Mann continues whistling with the radio music.
The massive truck looms in the b.g., getting very near. Mann
hums and taps the steering wheel. Finally, the sound of the
truck's motor reaches him and he glances at the rear view
mirror. Instantly, his face reflects his stunned reaction.

MANN
(feebly)

My God, he's crazy.
Swallowing, he presses down on the accelerator pedal.and his
car begins to pick up speed.
MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 107
Moving down the widely curving slope at increasing speeds: The
car pulls ahead, then the truck goes faster, closing the gap.
INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 108
Mann's face stiffened as he speeds down the slope. He.glances
at the rear view mirror, looks back down. .The truck is
gaining on him steadily. He depresses the accelerator pedal
further, starts to pull ahead again.
MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 109

Maving into a gradual, right-hand curve.

INT. CAR - MANN 110

Leaning to the right, he brakes a little and the. truck begins
to gain on him again. Emerging from the curve; he looks at
the rear view mirror, makes a sound.of" apprehension.. He jars
his foot down on the pedal and his car leaps forward.

SIDE SHOT -~ CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 111
As first one, then the other, shoots into frame,; camera panning

quickly to follow their movement. Now the grade ahead runs
straight down several miles to the valley.
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236 CONTINUED
OLD LADY
Help you, Mister?

Mann gestures toward the office with his head.

Telephone in there?

OLD LADY
(pointing)
Out in back.
MANN
(changing direction)
Thank you.
OLD LADY
(accusingly)

Somethin' fer yer car?
Mann slows down, looking at her.
MANN
Uh...well, see whatever Ethyl you
can get in the tank.
OLD LADY
(mollified)
All right.
She starts for his car, he for the telephone.

MANN
(across his shoulder)
And you might check the radiator

hoses.
237 MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD OLD LADY
OLD LADY
I'1ll do that.
(pause)
Take a look at my snakes if y'have

time.
Mann glances around in surprise.

MANN
Your

~

CONTINUED
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EXT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN 294
As he gets out, slams the door, paces to the rear of the car.
MANN'S THOUGHT
(angrily)

What's the difference, why? He's

doing it, that's all that matters.
He turns and walks back toward the front, turns again, then
whirls and starts to move toward the truck with long, vengeful
strides, camera pulling ahead of him. O.s., the distant truck
motor is turned on. Mann stops.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 295

Parked on the shoulder, its motor running.

MANN 296

Watching it, eyes hooded, his expression one of murderous

animosity. Abruptly, he starts to run toward it.

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD 297
The truck and trailer start to pull back toward the highway.
Mann runs faster. The truck and trailer pick up speed. Mann
stops running and, after a few moments, the truck and trailer
pull back onto the shoulder, stop.
CLOSE ON MANN 298
Staring at the truck, breathing hard. Camera moves in on his
face, which reflects the malignance he feels toward the truck
driver.
MANN'S THOUGHT

If I had a rifle....
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 299
We hear a rifle shot, then the noise of the trailer gas tank
exploding.
CLOSE ON MANN 300

After several moments, he turns and walks back toward his car,
moving away from camera.
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316 ANGLE FROM ACROSS HIGHWAY -~ TOWARD MANN'S CAR AND TRUCK 316
AND TRAILER

Mann in the desert, watching, as the trailer stops a few
yards from the front of the car. The truck driver shifts
into first gear and the truck starts moving forward again.
Camera moves with the trailer as it is pulled about fifty
yards down the highway and stopped again. Past the edge

of the trailer, we can still see the figure of Mann standing,
watching. The elderly couple speed by in their car. Several
moments pass.

317 CLOSE SHOT - MANN 317
Face as hard as stone.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Enough.
MANN
(huskily)
Enough.
MANN'S THOUGHT
(pause)
You-have-pushed-me-all-you're-
going-to.

Drawing himself erect, he starts back toward his car, walking
slowly, resolutely, camera drawing ahead of him.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT FIVE
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CONTINUED

He turns the key again and again with the same result. He
looks ahead, crushed by total panic now.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

Camera pulling straight ahead, angled down at them. The car
slows down on the level area , then starts down another slope,
the truck closing the gap between them more.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

The truck close behind, the high-pitched wailing of its motor
becoming audible to him, Camera moves in slowly on his face;
that of a man who knows he is about to die. Moments pass.
Then, suddenly, his eyes shift as he catches sight of some-
thing ahead.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - GRADE AHEAD

Camera zooms in on an escape route for trucks.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Mann deliberates; decides.

ANGLE FROM ESCAPE ROUTE - TOWARD CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER
approaching camera, coming closer and closer. Just before
the car reaches the escape route, camera zooms in on it.
INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN

wrenching the steering wheel around. Immediately, the car
rear starts breaking to the left, tires shrieking on the
pavement, Mann steers with the skid, braking just enough
to keep from losing all control.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

As it shoots onto the steep dirt trail at sixty mlles an
hour, tires slinging up a cloud of dust.

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD DIRT BANK ON RIGHT OF CAR

He brakes and struggles with the steering wheel, teeth
elenched.
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ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR 37

The truck overtaking it rapidly. Mann alternates worried
glances between the rear view mirror and the highway ahead.
He starts to speed up, is disturbed at being forced to do

so and begins to slow again. The truck, moving faster and
faster, turns out into the opposite lane. Seeing that the
truck driver is determined to pass, Mann slows down further.
Camera draws around to show the leviathan shape of the truck
passing on the left. Mann throws an irritated glance at it.

MANN'S THOUGHT
What are we having, a contest?

Camera keeps moving around Mann, following the movement of the
truck. No sooner has it passed than the driver angles toward
the proper lane. Mann makes a sound of incredulous surprise
as he lets up sharply on the accelerator pedal to keep from
being sideswiped.

MANN
What's with this guy?
The truck pulls on ahead, then shows down. Mann has to
decrease his speed even more. The odor of the truck's exhaust
reaches him again and, with an angry mutter, he starts cranking
up the window to his left.
CLOSE ON MANN 38

As he finishes cranking up the window, looks at the clock.

INSERT - CLOCK 39
11:59
CLOSE ON MANN 40

His expression tightening.

MANN'S THOUGHT
I have got to meet Forbes at quarter
to three; that's all there is to it.

After a few moments, he sees something ahead and reacts with
angry satisfaction.

MANN
Ah.
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

About thirty yards ahead. Its black exhaust clouds across
the windshield.

CLOSE ON MANN
Grimacing at the smell of the exhaust.

MANN
Oh, come on.

He glares at the truck.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Talk about air pollution...

He makes a hissing sound, then a pained one as another whiff
of truck exhaust assails him. He lets up on the accelerator
and slows down, looking at the truck, teeth gritted slightly.
Now he looks at the dashboard clock, winces.

INSERT - DASHBOARD CLOCK
11:37

MANN'S VOICE
(sing-song)
I've gotta get going.

MOVING SHOT - CAR

Camera on the left front fender, shooting toward Mann as he
edges out slowly into the next lane, looking ahead for signs
of appraoching traffic.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN

Toward the highway ahead, the truck and trailer visible on the
right. There is no oncoming traffic. Mann pushes down on

the accelerator and his car starts to pass the trailer.

Camera draws around to the left so that, as he begins to pass
the truck, we see its cab. It is too high for us to see more
than the truck driver's left hand on the steering wheel --
darkly tanned and square-looking with large veins knotted on
its surface.
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CONTINUED 172
MANN'S THOUGHT (Cont'd)
As soon as I stopped concentrating,
I'd go back to 55 like I always do.
It's a habit, I can't help it. He'd
just ---

His thought voice breaks off and he jams his lips out
together, face in extreme close up now. Camera stops and
holds.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Take it easy!

The spasm of mindless dread passes after awhile and he looks
toward the man again.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Maybe I should talk to them.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN AT COUNTER 173
We hear Mann's footsteps approaching him.

MANN'S VOICE
Look mister, I'm sorry I irritated
you. Let me buy you a beer and get
this thing straightened out, hunh?

Camera pans to the man in the booth and we hear Mann's footsteps
again.

MANN'S VOICE
Look; mister, I'm sorry I irritated
you. Let me ---

BACK TO MANN 174
A hopeless look on his face.

MANN'S THOUGHT

No.

(beat)
If he is letting the whole thing
drop, ‘that would only get him angry
again...whichever one it is.

(agonized fury)
Oh; God!

He stares at the table, drained by indecision; starts as the
waitress enters frame and sets down the sandwich and the bottle
of beer, a small tin of aspirin tablets.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 237
The 01d Lady has turned away and doesn't hear. Still walk-

ing, Mann looks to his left, reacts.

MOVING POINT OF VIEW SHOT - THE LOW STRUCTURES 238

Cages, above them a sign which reads SALLY'S SNAKERAMA STATION.

MOVING SHOT - MANN 239
making a sound of grim amusement.
MANN

That's all I need.
ANGLE TOWARD SHACK - MANN 240
approaching. As he reaches f.g. and moves out of frame,
camera jerks around so that it points toward the highway
ahead. It zooms in on the truck and trailer parked on the
shoulder. The driver stands beside it, looking toward the
station, too far away to be seen except as a figure obviously
watching Mann.
INT. CAGE - CLOSE ON RATTLESNAKE'S EYE 241
For a moment or two we should believe the eye to be that of
the truck driver. Then camera withdraws, revealing the
snake, its head reared. O.s., we hear the sound of Mann's
passing footsteps.
MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD SNAKE 242
Mann looking at it as he walks by the cage. Inside the cage
are a number of snakes, most of them coiled in lethargic
heaps, asleep. Mann makes a sound, his smile without humor.
Reaching the telephone booth, he goes inside.
INT. TELEPHONE BOOTH - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD SNAKES 243

muttering to himself as he fumbles in his pocket for change.

MANN
What a place to put a phone booth.

He pulls out change and dumps it on the shelf beside the
phone.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED 359

‘l;lis eyes refocus on the highway ahead and he reacts to what
e sees.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY AHEAD 360

Both lanes blocked. There is a ROAD REPAIRS sign and a huge
black arrow pointing toward the alternate route -- a gravel
road angling to the right.

CLOSE ON MANN'S RIGHT FOOT 361

starting to pump at the brake pedal. Camera moves up quickly
to his face as he throws a look at the rear-view mirror.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - REAR-VIEW MIRROR 362

The truck gaining on him.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 363

His expression freezing as he starts to steer onto the side
road.

ANGLE OVER HIGHWAY BARRIER 364

Mann's car shooting by and onto the gravel road. Camera whip
pans to follow its movement as it starts along the rutted
surface, its rear end breaking toward the left, then straight-
ening out.

MOVING SHOT - UP ANGLE ON CAR 365

as it jars along the road, tires battering at the ruts,
flying gravel pounding at the under-frame.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 366

Elbows braced against his sides, trying to keep the steering
wheel in position. The windows rattle noisily. His neck
snaps back and forth with painful jerks. His jolting body
surges against the binding of the safety harness, slams back
and down against the seat. His clenching teeth slip suddenly
and he cries out as his upper teeth gouge into his lower 1lip.
His face contorts as the right end of the car begins surging
to the right. He starts to jerk the steering wheel to the
left, then reacts as he realizes that he should be doing
Just the opposite.

CONTINUED
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INT, CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR

MANN'S THOUGHT
And so Electronico's number one
salesman, David Mann, continues on
his merry way to San Francisco.
(pause)
Well, number two of three anyway.

He manages a sleepy smile, then yawns, groans.

MANN
What a day.

He leans forward and turns on the radio, adjusting the volume
so the music plays softly, then straightens up. A few moments
pass. He begins to whistle under his breath, then stops

abruptly, looking stunned, as he sees ahead:

TRUCK AND TRAILER - MANN‘S POINT OF VIEW

pulling off the shoulder and onto the highway several

hundred yards ahead.

INT. CAR - MANN

Mindless reflex driving his right foot down against
pedal. The car skids to a halt, Mann gaping toward

MANN'S THOUGHT
He waited for me.
(pause; aghast)
Waited.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

pulling off the highway ahead and stopping.

CLOSE ON MANN
staring at the truck and trailer.

MANN
My God, he is crazy.

A sudden horn blast behind makes him twist around,

ANGLE ON MANN

the brake
the truck.

gasping.

as he completes his turn to look back at the highway, re-

acting to what he sees,
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT
If I get out and try to walk to him,
he'll only pull away and park a
little farther down the highway.

CLOSE ON MANN

MANN'S THOUGHT
(with mounting
fury)
He isn't going to let it go.
pause)
He's—just-not-gging-to—let-go.

On a sudden, angry impulse, he turns on the motor, snaps the
transmission into Drive and stamps down on the accelerator
pedal.

ANGLE ON REAR OF CAR

The tires spin sizzlingly on the shoulder, shooting up dirt,
then the car jolts forward onto the highway, moving away
from camera toward the distant trunk and trailer.

CLOSE ON MANN

Face going rigid as he sees what the truck driver is doing.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

Starting to pull off the shoulder.

CLOSE ON MANN

Enraged, he floors the pedal.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD

It is apparent that Mann cannot make it, that the truck will
block his way if he continues.

CLOSEUP - MANN

MANN'S THOUGHT
No!
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He brakes, slows down, then turns in toward the shoulder again.
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ANGLE PASS MANN - TOWARD TRUCK

The slow moving truck begins to angle out in front of him.
Mann keeps steering toward the left. By the time he is
past the trailer, he runs out of paving and his car speeds
onto the dirt turnoff, camera drawing around to his left to
keep the truck and trailer in view. Clouds of dust start
billowing around the car, obscuring the truck from sight.

N
(tightly)
Look out. Look out.

MOVING SHOT - CAR
Camera pulling ahead of it as it rakes across the turnoff,
tires buzzing and crackling on the dirt, then shoots back
onto the highway before the turnout stops. The truck cannot
be seen through the dust.
INT. CAR - MANN
A look of elation on his face. He glances at the rear view
mirror and a barking laugh erupts in his throat.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - REAR VIEW MIRROR

The truck and trailer just emerging from the swirling clouds
of dust.

MANN'S VOICE
(fiercely)
How do you like the smell of something
rotten in your nose for a change?!
MANN
Face hard with savage glee, he pounds out the rhythm of
"shave and a haircut, two bits" on the horn.
MANN
That for you, Jack! Haah!l

He chuckles to himself, starts cranking down the window.

HELICOPTOR SHOT - CAR

As it sweeps across the summit of the hill and starts down
a long, curving grade toward another valley.
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - BARBED WIRE FENCE 142

Separating the open area around the cafe from the desert.

CLOSE ON MANN'S FOOT 143

pressing in further on the brake pedal.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD FENCE 144

The car is almost to it now.

UP ANGLE ON MANN 145

as he drives the brake pedal to the floor.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 146

Camera pulling ahead of it as its rear end brakes to the right
and it spins half around, sheering sideways to a halt in a
cloud of dust as the camera passes over the barbed wire fence
and stops.

INT. CAR - MANN 147
Flung against the harness strap, his neck wrenched by the

sudden stop. He cries out dully and reaches up with his left
hand to clasp at the back of his neck, grimacing with pain.

He makes faint noises in his throat, eyes closed, body slumped.
Camera holds, everything totally motionless.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT TWO
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DUETL
EXT. GAS STATION - DAY

Mann gets out of his car, moves to the small office of the

station. i

INT. GAS STATION - DAY

There is a wall phone next to the ancient desk as Mann enters,
picks the receiver off the hook. Numbers and names are
scrawled all over the wall around the phone. Mann fishes in
his pocket for a coin, only comes up with some pennies and
several bills. He hangs up the phone again, moves to the
door of the gas station.

MANN
(calling)
Excuse me!

ANOTHER ANGLE

The Attendant is just capping Mann's gas tank, and he turns
at Mann's call.

ATTENDANT
Yes, sir!
MANN
I'd like to get some phone change.

ATTENDANT
Comin' right up.

And he moves toward Mann. As he reaches the door, the truck
horn sounds impatiently behind him. The Attendant turns.

ATTENDANT
(hollering)
Right with ya.

He moves inside the station.

INT. GAS STATION - SAME

As Mann hands him a dollar, the Attendant opens his cash
register, counts out change with some difficulty. Again,
the truck horn honks, several repeated blasts. The Attendant
finishes making change, goes out hurriedly. Mann goes to
the phone, inserts a dime, dials "O".

CONTINUED
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REVERSE ANGLE - MANN 324

smiling tightly as he realizes what the answer is.

MANN
I get it; it's no fun this way,
Is it?

MANN'S THOUGHT
It's only fun if I'm in front of
you and you can take a crack at
killing me.

MANN
Well, tough beans, Charlie. I'm
staying where I am.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 325

The driver pulls in his arm and starts to slow down. The
tension in Mann's voice belies his words.

N
Oh, you're slowing down? Okay.
I'll slow down too.

He does so.

MANN
How's that? Slow enough?
After several moments, the truck starts slowing down more.

MANN
No? All right. I'll just slow

down a little more then.

After awhile, the truck and trailer are steered toward the
shoulder.

MANN
(with tight, false
amiability)
Oh, you're going to stop? Okay.
I'll stop too.

He pulls off the road and brakes, taps the transmission
lever into Park position.

MANN
How's that, Charlie?
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INT, CAFE - CLOSE ON MANN

His expression becoming one of shock.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN

Getting into the other truck.

CLOSE ON MANN

looking abruptly toward the truck and trailer.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

On the other side of the truck, we see the legs of the
driver and those of the attendant. Camera zooms in on the

pants and nondescript shoes of the driver.

END OF ACT THREE

FADE OUT
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CONTINUED
MANN
Just get them off the road.

DRIVER
They'll be okay.

Mann ignores him, moves to the children, fighting back a
mounting panic.

MANN
Come on kids, everybody off the
road.

They stare at him, not recognizing a voice of authority in Mann.

MANN
(more urgent)
Come on, let's go.

They look uncertainly toward the Driver. But Mann takes hold
of one or two of the kids, starts to lead them away toward
the shoulder of the road.

DRIVER
(angrily)
Hey, get your hands off them!

He moves threateningly toward Mann, who immediately looses his
hold on the children.

MANN
(indicating the truck)
Listen, I know how this has to sound,
but I tell you that man's crazy.
He's...he's been trying to kill me.

I mean it.

DRIVER
I tell ya, if I had to bet on who's
crazy....

We hear the truck engine start o.c. and it catches Mann's
attention. He looks toward the truck.

MANN'S POINT OF VIEW

as the smoke comes from the diesel stack.

ANGLE ON MANN

as he turns, runs back to his car, begins jumping frantically
on the bumper, trying to extricate his car.
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MOVING SHOT - REAR OF CAR

The wheels sideslip and the car slams against the dirt bank,
bounces off and starts to fishtail with violent, whipping
motions, angling toward the trail edge on the left.

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD DIRT BANK

Braking as hard as he can. The car rear skids to the right
and slams against the bank again.

ANGLE ON CAR

as Mann brakes it to a halt on the steep incline,

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD FRONT OF CAR

His body surging against the harness, then being pulled back,
throwing the transmission lever to park position, he turns
toward the highway, reacts.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - THROUGH REAR WINDOW

The truck and trailer swerving off the highway, heading for
the escape route.

ANGLE ON MANN

looking through the rear window. Paralyzed by shock, he
seems to watch the approaching truck with almost detachment.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - THROUGH REAR WINDOW

Camera moves toward the massive truck coming at the car.

CLOSE ON MANN

as he wailts to die.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - THROUGH REAR WINDOW

Camera moving toward the truck, a continuation of Shot #442,
The gargantuan shape comes closer.
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CONTINUED
MANN
(enunciating)
I'd like to report a truck driver
who's been endangering my life.

(listens)
David Mann.

(listens)
Yes, two "n's".

(listens)

2490 Eldorado Road.

By now the sound of the approaching truck has gotten quite
loud. Mann starts to turn.

MANN
Center City.

He breaks off, horrified, at what he sees.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

heading straight for the telephone booth.

CLOSE ON MANN

frozen, gaping at the truck and trailer.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

The truck about twenty yards distant, juggernauting toward
the telephone booth, Abruptly, Mann drops the receiver and
lurches from the booth, turns left and races for his life.

UP ANGLE ON MANN

as he stumbles, loses balance and pitches to the ground,
breaking the fall with his hands. In the b.g. the truck
smashes the telephone booth off its base, mangling and
flinging it aside.

ANGLE TOWARD MANN AND REAR OF TRAILER

As the truck driver turns back toward the highway, the
trailer smashes against the cages, breaking them apart.
Mann shoves to his feet, then topples, wincing, as his
ankle gives. Camera zooms in on him as he looks toward
the shattered snake cages.
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CONTINUED

He sighs.
MANN'S THOUGHT
Maybe the police'll pull you in by
then. Maybe they won't.

MANN
But at least you'll be far away
from me.
(beat)
Even at fifteen miles an hour.

He looks at his palms, grimacing at their scraped condition.
Taking a handkerchief from his trouser pocket, he begins
to wet it with his tongue and clean the dirt stains off his
palms. After awhile, he manages a wincing smile. We hear
the sound of a telephone ringing. Someone picks up the
receiver,
WIFE'S VOICE
Hello?

MANN'S VOICE
Hi, honey. 1I've arrived.

WIFE'S VOICE
Oh, good. Did you have a nice trip?

Mann makes a sound of pained amusement as he continues
cleaning off his palms.

HIGH ANGLE LONG SHOT - CAR BESIDE BARN

very still. A scene of peace. Somewhere, a bird chirps.
Camera holds.

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR

His face a mask of terror. The truck front fills the back
window, its motor howling. Mann glances toward the speed-
ometer, reacts.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - SPEEDOMETER

registering 120 miles an hour.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR

The truck getting closer and closer, Mann looks into the

rear view mirror, cries out, horrified. The truck slams
against the rear of the car and suddenly it is out of control.
Mann struggles in vain with the steering wheel. The car
veers to the right.
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CONTINUED 307
MANN
Wait!
The car is already out of his reach. He whirls back toward
the truck and trailer.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 308
Backing toward Mann's car with increasing speed. Camera
withdraws to include Mann looking toward it. He starts to
back off.
MOVING SHOT - MANN 309

Backing off, breath erratic, terror engulfing him again.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER 310

Still coming at his car.

MANN 311
Turning suddenly to bolt toward the desert beside the highway,
camera moving with him as he runs, his expression one of mind-
less dread. He has reached the bottom and is running like a
frightened child. He stumbles, regains his feet and crashes

on. Behind, o.s., the squealing brakes of the truck are heard.
Mann pays no attention to them, keeps on fleeing. Only as the
squeal of brakes gets louder and no crashing sound is heard,

does he look back. Seeing what he does makes him slow:down, stcp.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MANN'S CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 312

The truck and trailer slowing down, almost stopped now.

ON MANN 313

as he turns, looks in the other direction.

DESERT - MANN'S POINT OF VIEW 314

An endless, bleak and searingly hot landscape.

ON MANN 315

as he turns back to face the highway.
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ANOTHER ANGLE

The children move toward him watching, giggling again at the
frantic nature of his behavior.

ANGLE - MANN

He is still vainly trying to unlock the bumpers when he looks
up, freezes.

ANGLE - TRUCK

as it starts moving toward him and the children.
ANGLE - MANN AND CHILDREN

MANN
(shouting at Driver)
Get them off the road!

And Mann turns and bolts, racing down into the irrigation
ditch at the side of the road and then up the other side. As
he scrambles to the top, he slips and falls. The children
have moved to watch his flight, and they break into laughter
at his stumble.

ANGLE

The truck passes the scene -- the children safely on the
shoulder watching Mann. Mann watches the truck as it moves
toward an intersection some two hundred yards back down the
road.

ANGLE

as Mann gets to his feet, races back to the road -- the
children still totally amused by his antics. Mann again
leaps on the bumpers, finally unlocking the two vehicles.
He rushes back to the driver's side of the car, looks off.
MANN'S POINT OF VIEW

The truck is just completing a turn at the intersection -~
and is heading back toward us.
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CLOSE ON MANN

looking at the truck and trailer, not wanting to believe the
evidence facing him but hard put to do otherwise.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Are you kidding?
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER
in the middle lane, the right lane clear ahead, Mann's car
straddles both lanes.
MANN
There is only one way to find out. His lips press together
and he steers completely into the right lane, starts accele-
rating.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK

edging over to block his way.

MANN

slowing down in consternation.

MANN

I don't believe it.
He stares at the truck incredulously; drives that way for
awhile, then, abruptly, features tightening, flicks down the
turn signal lever and, depressing the accelerator pedal,
edges toward the middle lane again, sees it's clear and
steers completely into it.
ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK
As his car finishes its shift into the middle lane, the truck
and trailer shift to block his way.
EXT. CAR - ANGLE ON WINDSHIELD
Mann's expression contorting as he speaks, unheard by us.

MANN
Jesus Christ!
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INSERT - FUEL GAUGE 26

Below the 1/4 mark.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD THE GAS STATION 27

Slowing down, Mann turns in and brakes to the left of the
pump island nearest the highway. Cutting off the motor, he
rubs his eyes and yawns, begins to stretch. The sound of the
truck motor behind his car makes him twist around.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK 28

Seen through the rear window, looming hugely, only the lower
portion of it visible as it is steered toward the right of the
island. Camera draws back and to Mann's left, turning with
him as he watches the truck stop beside the island with a
squeal of brakes, the trailer hitch paralled to his front
doors. Camera keeps turning with Mann's head until it is
shooting past him toward the cab of the truck. We see the
hand of the driver on the steering wheel.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD RIGHT REAR OF CAR 29

Mann looking toward the truck cab with a slight curiosity.
He starts, looking upward, as the o.s. attendant bangs once
on the roof.

ATTENDANT'S VOICE
Yessir!

Mann jerks his head around at the sound of the man's voice,
camera drawing around to the left to include the sklnny, cheery
looking Attendant leaning over by the window, smiling in at
him,

ATTENDANT
What can I do you for?

Mann draws in slightly ragged breath.

MANN
Fill it with Ethyl, please.

ATTENDANT
Will do - if Ethel doesn't mind.

He moves toward the rear of the car, whistling happily. Mann
smiles a little painfully, then looks toward the cab of the
truck again.
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 127

Mann glances at the rear view mirror again. Seeing how close
the truck is causes blind fury to lance through his fear and
he begins to honk his horn with frightened rage. This only
causes the truck driver to close the distance between them
even more. Mann glances at the rear view mirror and his
expression collapses.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(dazed)
He's gonna kill me.
Teeth set against the rise of incapacitating panic, he presses
down on the accelerator even more and pulls ahead.
HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK 128
The pursuit continuing down the slope . Retaining the two
vehicles in frame, the camera slowly draws around until we
see the valley ahead. In the distance is a low building
surrounded by open ground, two trucks, one 1arge, one a pick-
up, and two cars parked in front of it. Mann's car reaches the
base of the slope.
INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 129

Mann looking ahead with desperate resolve.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - BUILDING 130
A sign above it reading: Chuck's Cafe. The car comes closer

to it.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 131
Bracing himself, Mann accelerates and starts to pull away

from the truck, looking ahead tensely.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CAFE AND GROUNDS 132
Very close now. We see a pair of gas pumps about 25 feet in
front of the cafe.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 133

A moment; two. Suddenly, Mannstarts to brake and swerve to
the right.
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CONTINUED - 2 149

The old man turns away and starts back toward the cafe.
Seeing the approaching man, he speaks.

OLD MAN
He's all right. Got hisself a
little whiplash, that's all.

The other man waits for him and they both start back toward
the cafe, the second man questioning the old man. Mann
slowly releases the harness strap and, pulling his key ring
free from the dashboard, opens the door.

ANGLE ON CAR - MANN 150

His legs give as he stands and, making a startled noise, he
grabs the door to keep them from buckling.

MANN
God.
(whistles softly)
What an experience.

After a few moments, he closes the door and starts toward
the cafe, dropping the key ring into his right trouser
pocket. He rubs at the back of his neck as he walks, camera
panning to follow his movement, then stopping. He moves
away from camera, having difficulty with his legs.

MOVING SHOT - MANN 151

Looking washed out as he moves toward the cafe, rubbing the
back of his neck.

MANN 'S THOUGHT
I'll never make that appointment
now.
(pause)
Oh, the hell with it.

ANGLE PAST CORNER OF CAFE - TOWARD MANN 152

Camera draws around as he turns the corner. He glances
aside as a car motor starts o.s.

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD OLD MAN'S CAR 153

As his battered coupe pulls away, the old man taps the back
of his neck with one finger as though to remind Mann that he
probably has a whiplash. Mann raises his right hand in a
returned gesture, then looks toward the cafe, frowning as he
sees a sign in the window.





OEBPS/image/Duel_Script-92.jpg
ush

455

458

459

#34111 90

CLOSE ON MANN

Film still in slow motion as he watches,

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER AND CAR

Film still in slow motion. Reaching the trail edge, the
truck begins to tilt, tipping over like some ponderous
beast, shoving Mann's car off the trail.

MANN

watching, film still in slow motion.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER
Film still in slow motion. Its monstrous bulk begins to

overturn.

CLOSE ON MANN

Film still in slow motion as he stares at the toppling truck.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

Film still in slow motion as the tilting truck goes over the

edge, pulling the trailer with it.

CLOSE ON MANN

The film returning to normal speed. O.s., we hear the
horrendous noise of the truck going down the slope. He
turns to watch 1it.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

sliding, capsized, down the hill toward a canyon below,
huge wheels spinning free. Mann's car, in flames, has
already hit the canyon floor.

UP ANGLE ON MANN

The first explosion takes place below frame, the violence

of its detonation causing Mann to roll clumsily onto the
trail. A second explosion roars below frame, its hot wave

buffeting across him. His glazed eyes start to look upward.
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CONTINUED 328

0.s., he taps his fingers quickly and incessantly on the
steering wheel rim as he thinks it over. Camera stops when
his face is in closeup. He stops tapping suddenly, face
tightening as he decides.

MANN
Right.

ANGLE ON MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 329

He presses the cigar into the ashtray, then snaps the trans-
mission lever to Drive position, guns the car along the
shoulder, looking into the side-view mirror and pulls out
onto the highway. Up ahead, the truck pulls out. Mann
moves up behind it rapidly, eases out to see if any cars

are coming in the opposite direction, then, seeing none,
speeds into the other lane.

MOVING SHOT - CAR 330

Mann starting to pull along the side of the trailer. He
keeps glancing at the truck, prepared to react if the driver
tries to force him off the road. The trailer remains in
place. Mann's car picks up speed and he starts to pass the
truck.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 33

Mann remaining tense, prepared for anything, throwing con-
stant glances toward the truck. When nothing happens, he

floors the accelerator pedal and starts to pass the truck

quickly.

MOVING SHOT - REAR OF MANN'S CAR 332
Camera retaining the speed of the truck, staying beside it

as Mann's car draws away and is steered back into the proper
lane. Immediately, the truck begins to pick up speed.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 333

He looks into the rear-view mirror, sees that the truck and
trailer are going faster and smiles grimly.

MANN
I thought so.

His expression hardens as he presses down on the accelerator
pedal.
CONTINUED
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ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR
He looks into the rear-view mirror, a little encouraged by
the fact that the truck has not appeared yet. He looks at
the speedometer.
FOINT OF VIEW SHOT - SPEEDOMETER
The car picking up speed slowly: 48, 49, 50 miles per hour.
MANN
Come on, come on.
MOVING SHOT - CAR

pizking up speed as it rolls down the grade.

INT. CAR ~ CLOSE ON SPEEDOMETER

52, 53, 54, 55 miles per hour. Camera up pans to Mann as
he glances at the rear-view mirror. Still no sign of the
truck. He swallows dryly, rudbbing at hls neck.

MANN
Come on, faster.

Several moments later, he looks up at the rear-view mirror
again, reacting as he sees the truck.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR

Ceamera zooms in on the top of the ridge, holding as the
truck comes over like some leviathan surfacing from a grey
sea.

MOVING SHOT ~ ANGLE ON CAR

Camera pulling ahead and slightly to the left of it. After
awhile, moving camera pans enough to the right to retalin

+he car in shot as well as show the truck in the distance,
plcking up speed as it begins descending the grade.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Mann looking at the rear-view mirror; down at the grade again,

breath quickening.
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CONTINUED - 2
OWNER
Hey! Hey!

REVERSE SHOT - TOWARD WALL

The man grabs Mann by the left arm and jerks him back on his
feet.

MAN
(viciously)
Who d'ya think you are knockin'
my san'wich out o' my hand!

OWNER
You wanna fight, go on outside!

MAN
Damn right I wanna fight! I
wanna knock this creep's head
off!

OWNER
Y'already hit him twice! What
more d'ya want?

MAN
I wanna --!

OWNER
(cutting him off)
Can't ya' see he's sick? He
can't fight no one!

The man glares at Mann, slowly regaining control of hifmself.

MAN
Creep comes up and knocks my san'wich
out o' my hand.

OWNER
(trying to settle
things)
Come on, I'll make ya' another
one.

The man makes a sound of angry resistance but allows the owner
to turn him away. The juke box music stops.

OWNER
(to Mann)
Why don't you get out o' here?

Mann cannot respond, holding both hands pressed against his
stomach. The owner and the man move out of frame and

CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - OTHER LANE

Camera zooms in on a blue sedan hurtling toward camera.

MANN

gasping as he jerks the steering wheel around.

MOVING SHOT - CAR
returning to the right lane so precipitately that the rear
end starts to fishtail. The blue sedan shoots by in the
other lane, missing Mann by no more than a few feet, the
driver of the sedan honking his horn in angry reaction.
INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR
Mann struggling to control the zigzag whipping of his car
as the blue sedan speeds off to b.g., horn honking.
MOVING SHOT - CAR
Camera pulling ahead of it. Mann is able to regain control
and his car straightens out. .
INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN
A dazed expression on his face.

FADE OUT

END OF ACT ONE
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CLOSE ON MANN 183

watching; waiting; sitting woodenly, his face a mask.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 184

going outside, he moves out of sight.

MANN 185

waiting, statue-like. Suddenly, he reacts.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - FRONT WINDOW 186
Camera moves in quickly on the window as the man drives by
outside in the pick-up truck.

CLOSE ON MANN 187
The juke box music reaches a howling, pound;ng crescendo of

jazz, then stops. In the sudden, deathly silence, Mann's

gaze jumps to the man in the front booth.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN IN FRONT BOOTH 188
hls back to camera as he eats. He leans over and puts a coin

in the juke box selector.

MANN 189
staring at the man. He twitches as juke box music starts with

a crashing chord, the same jazz piece again. Swallowing, he
draws a breath, eyes fixed on the man.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN IN FRONT BOOTH 190

Camera holds on him.

MANN 191

Tension mounting visibly on his face and in his posture.
Camera moves in slowly on his face until it fills the screen.
Suddenly, he jars to his feet, camera pulling away to show
him grabbing up the check and moving toward the front of the
cafe, looking at the man.
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CONTINUED 341
MANN'S THOUGHT
call the police, for God's sake!

He looks at the speedometer, reacts.

INSERT - SPEEDOMETER 342

Registering 91 miles an hour.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 343

speeding along the two-lane highway. Camera draws around to
show an overpass ahead.

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE OVER HOOD - TOWARD MANN 344

He twitches as the shadow of the overpass whips across the
hood and windshield.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 345

He glances at the rear-view mirror. Clenching his teeth, he
looks intently at the lane ahead.

MANN'S THOUGHT
There has to be some kind of town
ahead. The freeway passes them, but
not a highway as old as this.

Imagining, he starts to slow down unconsciously.

OFFICER'S VOICE
Glad you called us, Mr. Mann, and
don't you worry, we'll get him.
We've been after him for some time
now. You're not the first one who's
complained.

(voice starts fading)

He's really going to get it this
time.

The sound of the motor drowns away the thought voice. Mann
shakes himself and glances at the rear-view mirror again,
reacting as he sees that the truck is closer. His gaze darts
to the speedometer and he reacts again, this time with fury
at himself, jarring down on the accelerator pedal.

Don't slow down!

CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - COLUMN OF FIRE

Shooting toward the sky, followed by another.

" ANGLE FROM TRAIL EDGE

Mann crawls slowly to the edge and peers down at the canyon.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CANYON

Enormous gouts of glame towering upward from it, topped by
thick black, olly smoke. The truck and trailer cannot be
seen.

ANGLE ON MANN

as he looks down at the burning truck and trailer, all
feeling drained from him. Camera moves 1n slowly on his
face as emotion manifests itself; not dread, not regret,
not sickened withdrawal, As his face fills the screen,

we see, instead, an expression of primeval victory clutch-
ing at his features -- the look of some ancestral brute
regarding the body of his vanquished foe. It is on this
look that the picture freezes and the camera holds. Final
titles move across the screen.

FADE OUT

THE END
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INT. CAR - ANGLE TOWARD CAFE

Mann approaching. He reaches the car and gets inside, takes
the key ring out of his trouser pocket and inserts the ig-
nition key, then closes his eyes, draws in a long breath
through his nostrils and exhales it slowly.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Right; it’s over.

Opening his eyes after a few moments, he reaches into the
back seat for his suit coat, removes a box of thin cigars
from an inside pocket and lights one. Blowing out smoke
with a sigh, he switches on the motor, puts the transmission
into Reverse and turns left as he backs away from the fence.
He brakes, puts the transmission into Drive and turns toward
the highway.

MANN'S THOUGHT
I'll take my time.

Just take my time.

ANGLE FROM HIGHWAY - TOWARD CAFE
Mann drives his car past the cafe and angles toward the high-
way, starts to drive past camera.
INT. CAR - MANN
smoking and trying to relax as he drives.
MANN'S THOUGHT

No need to hurry now. I'll just

cruise along at thirty miles an

hour; let that idiot get out of

range.
MOVING SHOT - MANN'S CAR
moving along the highway at thirty miles an hour. A car
comes up behind him, pulls into the opposite lane and passes.
INT. CAR - MANN
grunting with amusement.

CONTINUED
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ANGLE PAST CAR - TOWARD MANN

Returning to the car aad stopping beside it, wondering what
to do. His eyes shift as he sees a car approaching.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - SEDAN

Approaching down the highway at a slow speed.

CLOSE ON MANN

Watching the car. Abruptly, he moves toward the highway.

ANGLE PAST MANN'S CAR - TOWARD HIGHWAY

Mann steps onto the paving and raises his arms to flag down
the car. There is an elderly couple in the front seat, the
man driving. The old man slows down and pulls over to the
shoulder, braking his car about ten yards behind Mann's.
Mann walks over to the driver's window, stops.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD ELDERLY COUPLE
OLD MAN
Car trouble?
MANN
In a way. I wonder if you'd do me
a favor.
OLD MAN
(suspicious now)
What's that?
MANN
Would you stop at the first tele-
phone booth you come to and call
the police?
OLD MAN
(alarmed)
Police?
Mann gestures toward the truck with his head.

MANN
You see that truck?

The old man glances toward the truck, as does his wife.

CONTINUED
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INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

His face set in a look of dread.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HOOD

The steam increasing.

CLOSE ON MANN'S EYES
as the memory tortures him,
ATTENDANT'S VOICE
Looks like you could use a new
radiator hose.

He gasps, gaze shifting to the dashboard.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - DASHBOARD

Camera zooms in on the square, now red, the word "HOT"
printed on it in black letters.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The car moving slower, steam coming from beneath the hood.
The truck-and-trailer starts to gain on 1it.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER
Jerking at the transmission lever suddenly,

MANN'S THOUGHT
Put it in low!

He glances at the rear-view mirror, reacting as he sees the
truck getting closer. He looks at the highway ahead, forced
to shift around to see clearly.

REVERSE ANGLE - TOWARD HOOD

Steam obscuring the view.

ANGLE PAST MANN — TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

Camera moves in on his face as he begins to hear the o,s.
throb of boiling water in the radiator.
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CLOSEUP - MANN

as he continues to stare at the train, the sound of honking
can be heard over the noise of the train. He glances up into
the rear view, then whips around in his seat.

MANN'S POINT OF VIEW

The truck is directly in back of him, the headlights looming
over his rear window like some giant carnivore.

CLOSE SHOT - MANN

as he feels movement in the car, he twists around to put on
his hand brake.

ANGLE - BETWEEN THE VEHICLES

as we see the truck attempting to nudge the car into the
passing train.

SERIES OF SHOTS

Mann trying to prevent the truck's movement by using his hand
and foot brakes, then gunning his car into reverse...The car
being inched further towards the passing train...The truck
relentlessly pushing the car as if it were a toy...Mann's
panic...and finally the passing and the barrier lifting.
ANGLE

As Mann slams his car over the tracks and off the road onto
the soft terrain. The truck roars by, and Mann stares after

it until it disappears over a distant rise. Then Mann starts
the car and drives slowly on down the road.
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HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER . 112

Picking up speed as they start down the final stretch of grade.
The truck closes in. The car goes faster; widening the gap.
The truck goes faster, closing it. The car goes faster, then
the truck again.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER ' 113

He glances at the rear view mirror, makes a faint noise in his
throat, looks down and presses in the accelerator pedal even
more, starts to pull away from the truck. It picks up. speed
and starts to close in once more. Mann glances at the
speedometer; reacts.

INSERT - SPEEDOMETER 114

Reaching 83 miles per hour.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 115

Hurtling down the slope, the truck shortening the distance
between them.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 116

The truck so close now that its huge, square radiator grill is
starting to £ill the back window. Mann glances at the rear
view mirror, makes a whimpering sound and looks down, pressing
in the accelerator pedal more. The car pulls forward, widening
the distance.

MOVING SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 117

Camera pulling ahead of them in the opposite lane.as they
bullet down the slope, the truck motor howling as it starts to
close in once again.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 118

Its square front coming closer and closer. Mann glances at the
rear view mirror, looks down, teeth clenched. He gazes at the
highway ahead with desperation. His face reflects the sudden
burst of hope he gets, seeing what's ahead.
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CLOSEUP - MANN

Something catches his eye.

MANN'S POINT OF VIEW

A yellow school bus sits on the side of the road. A dozen
boys and girls between six and twelve are clustered on the
shoulder as the Bus Driver stands in the center of the road,
flagging down Mann's car. As we get nearer, we see that the
bus is some fifteen years old and badly in need of paint.

ANGLE

As Mann pulls to a stop, the Driver moves to his window. He
is about fifty-five and none too bright.

DRIVER
Mister, I'm sorry to bother va,
but I could use some help.

MANN
What kind of help?

DRIVER
I think I could use a push. The
damn thing overheated, so I stopped
to let it cool off, and now I can't
get it started again.

MANN
How come you didn't flag down that
truck?

DRIVER
What truck?

MANN
The one that went by a few minutes
ago.

DRIVER
(shrugging)
I guess I didn't notice him. Must've
been inside tryin' to get this piece
of junk shakin' again. Anyhow, how
'bout it?

MANN
(looking at the bus)
It looks like I'd go right under
your bumper.

CONTINUED
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ACT FIVE
FADE IN
INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER 256

Mann presses down on the accelerator pedal and his car
surges forward. Then reaction sets in and he shakes his
head jerkingly.

MANN
©Oh, no.
(drawing in
shaky breath)
Not again.

He looks ahead as his car starts into a curve which turns

to the right around a hill.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY 257
As the car turns the curve, we see an old barn ahead, set back
several dozen yards from the highway, a one-lane road beside

it.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD REAR OF CAR 258
The truck and trailer hidden from view behind the hill.

Mann starts to slow down.

ANGLE ACROSS HIGHWAY - TOWARD SIDE ROAD 259

The tires of Mann's car squealing as he turns into the road.

ANGLE FROM EDGE OF BARN - TOWARD HIGHWAY 260

Mann turns in and drives behind the barn just before the
truck and trailer appear around the curve.

INT. CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD 261

As he bolts to a halt at the other end of the barn, body
straining against the harness strap. O.s., we hear the motor
of the truck, then the truck and trailer appear, moving down
the highway. Mann slumps, rubbing at his neck. Camera draws
around him slowly as the truck and trailer move out of sight.
He reaches forward and switches off the motor.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Highway's all yours, Jack. I'm not
budging for at least an hour,

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
MANN'S THOUGHT

You never know.

(pause)
You just never know.

(beat)
You drift along year after year
assuming certain values to be fixed.
Like being able to drive on a public
highway without somebody trying to
murder you.

He finishes with his hair and starts to wash his hands.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Then one incident occurs -~ twenty,
twenty~five minutes out of your life --
and all the years of logic and
acceptance are displaced.

He pulls down more paper towels and starts to dry his hands,
looking at his reflection again.

MANN'S THOUGHT
And, suddenly, the jungle is right
out there in front of you again.
INT. NARROW HALLWAY - ANGLE ON DOOR. TQ.MEN'S. ROOM

After several moments, Mann opens the door and comes out.
As he reaches close f.g. camera starts to pull ahead of him.

157

158

He moves into the cafe and turns to the right, sighing heavily.

MANN'S THOUGHT
All right, boy, it was a nightmare
but it's over now.

Camera draws around, then stops as he sits in the back booth
and picks up a menu from its rack, opens it and starts to
look at it.

(OWNER'S) VOICE
You all right?

He looks toward the counter.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD COUNTER

The owner, wearing a wrinkled, soiled apron over his clothes,
is looking over from the stove near the rear of the counter.
He is the only man we see.

CONTINUED
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POINT OF VIEW SHOT - REAR-VIEW MIRROR

The truck negotiating the road, rocking like a rrelghter on
a storm-tossed sea, huge tires scouring up gravel.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND TRAILER

He shoves in the accelerator pedal.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Now.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - HIGHWAY AHEAD

A steep grade about a hundred yards ahead.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK

He glances at the rear-view mirror, swallowing some blood
and coughing as he sees the truck and trailer back on the
highway. He picks up the handkerchief and presses it to his
bleeding 1ip, eyes fixed anxiously on the slope ahead.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD SLOPE
The car 1is almost to it.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Now!

UP ANGLE ON SLOPE

as Mann's car shoots into frame and up the grade, moving away
from camera very fast. O0.s., we hear the motor of the ap-
proaching truck; then it roars into frame and starts up the
grade.

HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER

The car increasing the distance between it and the truck and
trailer as they climb the grade.

MOVING SHOT - ANGLE ON WINDSHIELD OF CAR - MANN

Looking into the rear-view mirror and making an exultant
(unheard) sound, his expression one of angry triumph. Camera
holds, then slowly, starts to pull back until the entire hood
of the car is in f.g. Camera stops and holds. After several
moments, steam begins to issue from beneath the hood. Camera
zooms in on Mann's face.
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INT. CAR - MANN lo1

Turning on the radio and twisting the knob until he finds a
jolting rock music pumber, he starts to beat time with it on
the steering wheel rim, a look of spiteful.pleasure on his face.
The view ahead begins to please him.

MANN
The scenic route, man.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - THE VIEW AHEAD 102

A striking vista: sunlit hills and desert. O.s. we hear the
rock music. Abruptly, it stops, we hear the sound of stations
being bypassed on the radio dial, then a station settled on
which is playing soft, pleasant music.

MANN 103

Straightening up and settling back against the seat, looking
through the windshield at the view; calming down. The wind
ruffles his hair again.

MANN
Pretty.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD THE VALLEY AHEAD 104

Mann hums with the radio music, the car:.passes:a boulder with
the word Comets painted crudely on it.

MANN
(blithely)
And who, pray tell, are the Comets?

He starts to whistle with the music. The car passes. another
sign: Chuck's Cafe -- 7 Miles Ahead.

MANN
No thanks, Chuck. If you don't
mind, I'll just. keep. moving; time's
definitely awasting.

ANGLE ON HIGHWAY - MANN'S CAR 105

As it speeds away from camera and disappears:around a gradual
curve. Camera holds. It is still for several moments. Then,
faintly, in the distance behind camera; we hear the approaching
sound of the truck motor.
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CLOSE ON MANN 352
Face hardening.
MANN'S THOUGHT
That's what he wants! -- For you to
kill yourself!]

He shakes his head.

MANN
(gutterally)
No way.
HELICOPTER SHOT - CAR AND TRUCK AND TRAILER 353

Speeding along the highway.

INT, CAR - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD HIGHWAY AHEAD 354

The route ahead not straight now; starting to wind up toward
the foothills.

MANN'S THOUGHT
Almost there.

Camera draws around him so the broad terrain to his left is
visible, hills blending into mountains. Moving along a
distant road toward the highway is a dark sedan. Mann glances
toward it; tightens.

MANN'S THOUGHT
(startledly)
Is that a police car?

He looks ahead, then glances at the car again. Impulsively,

he jams the heel of his right hand down against the horn bar,
holding it in. The blast of his horn is shrill and racking.
ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK AND. TRAILER 355
He keeps glancing toward the car and holding the horn bar

in. Suddenly, he lets up on the bar.

POINT OF VIEW - CAR 356

Camera moving in on it to show that it is just a black sedan
with white lettering on its side.
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ANGLE FROM SHOULDER

Mann's car heading for camera, the windshield stopping in
close f.g. Mann looks toward the truck with hatred.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK AND TRAILER

Pulling off the highway onto the shoulder again; stopping.

ANGLE THROUGH WINDSHIELD

Mann's words unheard as he curses at the truck driver.
MANN
You bastard, you son-of-a-bitch ---

INT. CAR - CLOSE ON MANN
Voice trembling as he finishes his sentence.

MANN
I'd like to kill you.

His motor is still running, the transmission in neutral.
switches it off and draws in shaking breath, exhales it
raggedly.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Now what?

(beat)
Turn around and head back east until
I reach a cut-off that'll take me to
San Francisco by another route?

(beat)
How do I know he wouldn't follow me
even then? He probably would.

His cheeks twitch as he bites his lips together.

MANN'S THOUGHT

Nol! I'm not going to turn around!
I'm not!

(pause; shakily)
Why is he doing this? Does he know
who I am? "Did I do something to him
once without even knowing it?

(beat)
¥hy?!

He cannot remain inside the car; it feels like a trap to him.

He yanks up the handle and pushes out the door.

He

291

292

293





OEBPS/image/2835.jpg





OEBPS/image/Duel_Script-52.jpg
231

232

233

234

#34111 50

THE TRUCK AND TRAILER - MANN'S POINT OF VIEW 231
in the distance creeping along the highway at approximately
fifteen miles an hour.
MANN 232
staring at the truck, half furious, half fearful.
MANN
(bitterly)
And he'll take his...just waiting
for me.

He slows down, gaze moving to the right.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - GAS STATION 233
about a hundred and fifty yards ahead: old and battered with
some low structures in back, an office shack near the pumps.
INT, CAR - MANN 234
face hardening as he decides what to do.
MANN
All right; if that's the way you
want it.
He speeds up and, reaching the station, turns in beside the
pumps and brakes. He opens the door abruptly.
EXT. STATION - ANGLE ON CAR 235
Mann gets out of the car, slams the door and starts around
the back of the car, heading for the office. Camera draws
ahead of him.
MANN
(sotto voce)
That does it, Jack.
MOVING SHOT - ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD OFFICE 236

An 0ld Lady wearing stained, fingerless gloves, emerges
from the office.

CONTINUED
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MOVIE OF THE WEEKEND
DUEL
ACT ONE
FADE IN
EXT. OPEN COUNTRY - HELICOPTER SHOT - DAY 1

Behind titles, we see Mann's car (a low-power, economy model)
being driven along a two-lane, rural highway. No music; only
the faint sounds of his car motor and those of two widely
separated vehicles he passes which are going in the opposite
direction. Titles end.

MOVING SHOT - MANN'S CAR 2

Camera drawing straight ahead of the car as it is driven along
the curving back country highway. Camera starts to slow down
after several moments and the car moves closer until we see
Mann more clearly.

INT. CAR - ANGLE ON MANN 3

His suit coat off, his tie removed and shirt collar opened, his
sleeve cuffs folded back twice, a harness strap diagonal across
his chest. There is sunlight on his left arm and on part of
his lap. His hair is ruffled by the wind from the open window
at his left. He is humming softly with the music on the car
radio, the fingers of his right hand tapping idly on the steer-
ing wheel. Camera draws around him slowly, revealing a curv-
ing grade ahead between two high hills. Just visible, climbing
the grade, is a truck pulling a tank trailer. Camera moves down
to the speedometer, Mann is holding his speed at a steady 55
miles per hour. After several moments, camera pans to the
dashboard clock and holds. It is 11:31.

HELICOPTER SHOT - MANN'S CAR 4

Camera shooting from the left and at a shallow downward angle.
Now the camera starts to pull ahead, drawing around so that
Mann's car remains in sight. After a while, the truck is re-
vealed foot by foot; a gigantic gasoline tanker truck pulling

a tank trailer, each of them having six wheels. It is not a
new rig but dented and in need of renovation, its tanks painted
a cheap looking silver color. We hear the grinding strain of
the truck's motor. The vertical pipe to the left of the cab

is spewing dark smoke which clouds back across the trailer.
Mann's car starts to close in on the truck and trailer.





OEBPS/image/Duel_Script-5.jpg
10

#34111 3

CONTINUED 9

We hear Mann's soft whistling. At the bottom of the grade,

the car crosses a concrete bridge and we hear the dull, popping
sounds of the bridge rails being passed. Camera down pans to
the speedometer. Mann has been driving down the last straight
portion of the grade at 67 miles per hour. We see the needle
move back as he slows to 55 and holds.

ANGLE PAST MANN 10

Camera shooting toward the right rear of the car so the high-
way behind is not visible. Camera moves in on Mann's face as
he whistles. He looks toward the dashboard.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - PHOTOGRAPH HOLDER 11

Attached by a suction cup to the flat above the dashboard.
Camera moves in on the photograph of Mann's wife, seventeen-
year-old daughter and fourteen-year-old son.

BACK TO MANN 12

Same angle as shot #10. He smiles to himself as he whistles.
He looks back at the highway, his eyes going out of focus.

A few moments later, the roar of the truck motor makes his
eyes snap back into focus and he looks to his left.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK PR
Passing in the next lane, camera draws back and around so that
Mann is included in frame and we see the truck and trailer
gaining ground, the passing of its bulk causing Mann's car to
shudder slightly. The truck has barely gotton by when its
driver cuts in for the proper lane. Mann makes a startled

sound as he is forced to brake to keep from getting too close

to the rear of the tank trailer.

MANN
Hey, what's with you?
CLOSE ON MANN 14
Looking at the truck and trailer with disapproval.

MANN
Knights o' the highway, anh?
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CONTINULD 77

MANN
Come on, you son-of-a-bitch, you
bastard! Move your ass!

The truck remains in front of him. Mann lets up on the horn
bar, breathing hard, steers back into the proper lane. The
truck and trailer do the same.
CLOSE ON MANN 78
His anger fading to be replaced by a kind of pained wonderment
as he stares at the truck ahead.
MANN'S THOUGHT

What is with you anyway? I pass your

stupid rig a couple of times and

you go flying off the deep end. Are

you nuts or something?
He nods tensely

MANN'S THOUGHT
No other explanation.

He grimaces at the fumes again.

MANN
Those fumes. Could die from them.

He lets up on the accelerator pedal.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - TRUCK 79
Moving ahead as Mann slows down.

MANN'S THOUGHT
I'm never gonna make that damned

appointment.
CLOSE ON MANN 80
MANN'S THOUGHT
(irritably)
Where are the police around here
anyway?

He makes a scoffing noise.

CONTINUED
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MOVING SHOT - MANN 217

chasing the truck with a sense of martyred outrage. In
b.g., the owner of the cafe runs after him. Mann reaches
the rear of the trailer, starts along its side, shouting,
his voice unheard because of the grinding volume of the

truck’s moto

MANN
Don't you run away from me, you
bastard! You wanna fight, let's
fight like men! Don't hide inside
your goddam truck, you son-of-a=
bitch!

The truck begins outdistancing him. His shouting becomes
just audible.

MANN
Stop, damn you, stop!

Gradually, the truck pulls out of frame and Mann stops
running, stands there, panting, staring after it.

ANGLE PAST MANN - TOWARD TRUCK 218

as it moves onto the highway, picking up speed. The ‘owner
runs into frame and stops.

OWNER
(breathlessly)
What d'ya think you're doin',
Mister?

Mann looks at him, then back at the truck.

OWNER
I'm talkin® t'ya, Mister!

MANN
(overlapping on
'talkin'; savagely)
Nothing! I'm doing nothing!

He looks back toward the truck. The owner gazes at hlm,
perplexed by his behavior. The truck recedes down the
highway, moves around a distant hill and disappears. Mann
shudders. He sucks in trembling breath.

INT. CAFE - CLOSE ON WALL PAY TELEPHONE 219

as Mann's hand slips quarters and dimes into the slots, then
pulls out of frame. Camera withdraws to show him standing

by the telephone, the receiver at his ear and lips. After
several moments, someone answers on the other end of the line.

AANTTNITE R
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CLOSE ON MANN 162
Staring at the truck in unbelieving shock.
MANN'S THOUGHT
It isn't true.
(pause)
He won.
(with mounting
anger and fear)
MANN'S THOUGHT
He had the whole damn highway to
himself! Why_did he have_to come
back?!
His lips begin to tremble and he presses them together. Suddenly
he stiffens, looking at the customers in the cafe.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - CUSTOMERS 163
Five men in all, three along the counter, two in booths near
the front. Two at the counter are chatting with the waitress.
The third is near the front.
CLOSE ON MANN

Looking at the man tensely.

POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN 165

His pants and shoes similar to those we saw earlier,

CLOSE ON MANN 166
Staring at the man. After several moments, he glances at the

two men in the booths just to make certain. His features tense.
POINT OF VIEW SHOT - MAN IN FRONT BOOTH 167
His back to camera, his left leg sticking out in view. Camera
zooms in on it. It is also garbed in similar pants and the foot
has a shoe on it which might well be the one we saw earlier.
CLOSE ON MANN 168

looking ill. His gaze shifts from one man to the other, stops
at the man at the counter.
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E CONTINUED
WIFE
(impatient)
If we talk about it, we'll just
get into a fight. And I know you
wouldn't want that.

MANN
(bristling at her tone)
What's that supposed to mean?

WIFE
Never mind.

MANN
What it means is you want me to
call up Steve Henderson and challenge
him to a fist fight or something.

During this, the Attendant will come in for a can of oil.
Mann fishes out a gasoline credit card, hands it to him.

WIFE
Of course not. I just think you
should've at least said something
last night. After all, he was
practically trying to rape me in
front of that whole party.

MANN
Come on now.

WIFE
(sharply)
All right, forget it. You'll be
home by six thirty?

MANN
If Forbes doesn't keep me waiting
too long.

Is it that important you see him?

MANN
He's leav ing for Hawaii tomorrow,
and the way he's been griping to
the front office if I don't reach
him today, I could lose the account.

WIFE
(not anticipating that
contingency)
But you said there wouldn't be any
problem getting home in time.

CONTINUED





