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Extract 1:  MUGGINGS:

Not long after our arrival, I was a short distance along the street from my hotel 
in the centre of Ougadogou when suddenly I was grabbed from behind and a 
large jagged combat style knife was held against my stomach and a gravelly 
voice muttered something aggressive in my ear. I didn’t know what he said but 
I can only assume it went along the lines of ‘give me all your money or I’ll kill 
you’. 

I could actually feel the tip of the blade digging into my stomach just to the 
right of my belly button, perhaps nicely inline with my intestines and I didn’t 
much fancy them exiting my body at this point, as the ground beneath my feet 
was not oozing cleanliness by any means. It would have taken a lot more than 
the little bottle of hand sanitizer I was carrying in my pocket to put it right. 

Suddenly another smaller knife came at me from the front; this one was placed 
in the upright position and would have gone nicely up behind my ribcage.

Very quickly, hands were thrust in and out of my pockets and I watched my 
wallet, both my UK and my new local phone, my drivers licence my credit and 
debit cards, my Euro’s, Dollars and local currency disappear in rapid 
succession.

The most remarkable thing about this mugging was the fact that it was done so 
openly. It was not an isolated area it was the main drag. People were 
everywhere. In fact some passers by started to look over and point to others 
with an expression that said ‘Look there’s a guy getting mugged’. 

That was when things took a turn for the worse. Some security guys guarding 
a bank opposite, with best intentions, approached the muggers wielding clubs. 
At this point, harsh words were exchanged between them and the muggers 
retreated behind me with a tighter grip. I guess I was going to be used as a 
sort of human shield if things got messy. 

I decided my best bet was to keep a close eye on the big combat knife and not 
make any sudden moves. I calculated that the other knife, which was only 
about 4 inches in length, might have been survivable but not the big jagged 
one. That would have been game over.  So I watched it carefully. I didn’t want 
to make a sudden move straight away, but if I thought that knife was going to 
lunge, I would grab it as fast as I could.



It was strange, but for a moment, while these guys were shouting at each 
other in local language, all of that drowned-out and I started to think how what 
I was doing, somehow compared to a ‘test your reflexes’ game I had played 
some years back in a pub, where you put a coin in and waited for a red dot or 
something to appear before pressing a button and it would measure how fast 
your reaction was. I was relieved to recall I had been quite good at this game 
and perhaps my experiences in playing it would now emerge as the very thing 
that saved my life, as I grabbed his arm the moment I sensed his muscles 
tensing to do so.

But it wasn’t to be. Instead, one of the security guys lunged forward with an 
extendable cosh and the muggers simply fled. Then ensued a minor chase 
sequence with very little panache, in which the muggers got away on a small 
moped.

I was left in the street with a few concerned local folk who seemed to 
sympathise with my plight, but without speaking the same language all I could 
do was an over exaggerated impression that demonstrated I now had very 
empty pockets.

In fact, I couldn’t help being slightly impressed with how the muggers had 
managed to literally remove every little item I had on me. My room key and 
even a spare sim card I had, everything was gone.  As far as muggings go that 
was probably quite a good one. I imagined that by now they were celebrating 
back at their mugging headquarters trying to figure out if my hand sanitizer had 
any street value. 

 

Extract 2: Showdown

Literally, as soon as I called cut, the sun was gone and lens flare disappeared. 
For once, something had gone our way. Its these moments that a filmmaker 
lives for. Now darkness was setting in and we had equipment sprawled all over 
this place. Chamberlin, who had witnessed the incident with Rob and Jon, 
suggested he got Rob out of there quickly while we wrapped up. It was good 
with me.

I attempted a quick ‘well done’ as I carried my camera past Rob, but it was met 
with one of his finest icy stares.  Luckily he was whisked away by Chamberlin 
and co in Tijane’s pick-up to be taken back to the hotel before he could bump 
into Jon. 



Suddenly night had closed in and things turned quite sinister. It was time to 
hand money out to all the extras and the local guys were having a tough time 
controlling the crowds. The problem was that it wasn’t just the extras we had 
used that wanted paying. These people felt we had been filming on their turf 
and they wanted their slice too.  Not only that but it was getting very difficult to 
determine who exactly our extras were within the crowds.

It was hard enough for us to push our way through carrying equipment as the 
van had a sea of people around it but the guys holding the wedges of cash 
were almost being ripped apart. I glanced back and saw Abatcha, who was a 
tall, well built man being knocked backwards as crowds of people surged at 
him to get at his cash. I could see he was trying to remain humorous, but his 
smile was entirely fake. His real smile was broad and stretched to his eyes, 
this smile had a sole purpose of maintaining the impression for the crowd that 
this was still a light-hearted situation and that he was not in any way a threat to 
them. I wasn’t sure it would work. 

The crowd intensified around him, people coming at him from all sides and 
then I saw his body suddenly drift left, then right without his feet moving at all, 
it was a violent, un natural movement with the sheer force of the crowd – a 
movement I’ve not seen since the movie Jaws where the skinny-dipping girl is 
suddenly lurched one way then the other.

It was a frenzy. We all smelt danger. Even Leke, our fearless Nigerian gaffer/
grip looked terrified. He said ‘this is going to turn bad, I’ve seen people killed in 
this situation in Nigeria’ 

We had no choice but to lock ourselves in the car, and just drive out of there – 
even if we had to run people down, that was the advice ‘don’t think about it, 
just do anything to get out of here’.

We quickly locked up the back of the van and a bunch of us ran as best we 
could to the Land Rover, being clawed at by hundreds of hands. We got to the 
car then as I went to grab the key, an awful realisation hit me. Chamberlin had 
taken it to get a drink from the cooler in the back. He’d driven off with it and it 
was locked shut. This news didn’t go down well with anyone.



We quickly ran back to the van and all piled in the cab, twisting and contorting 
ourselves to all fit in. We almost couldn’t get the van doors closed and, as we 
sat there, it rocked with the motion of the crowd forming around it. It was like 
we were going to experience the plot of our script for real. How long could we 
survive without food and water, I thought? Then Leke added in rising panic 
‘They will break the windows and pull us out, then hammer a nail into the top 
of our heads with a brick’. The look of certainty in his eyes that this horrific act 
might be what we were about to face added a sickening feeling to the 
adrenalin rush I was experiencing and I very nearly threw up right there and 
then.

I patted myself all over to find my local phone even though I recalled it was 
running out of power the last time I used it more than an hour ago. I found it 
and pressed a button almost praying that I would see light. Luckily it had one 
bar of power left on it . . 

 

Extract 3: DEATH TOLL

It was only a few days after Rob’s ‘vision’ of a truck impacting with us. We 
were back on the roads, which were getting dryer and dustier towards the 
desert. I was in the driver’s seat and we were crammed full.

I had already noticed some weeks before that these huge rickety buses that 
provided the transport between major cities, drive like they have no regard for 
human life. They overtake on tight dusty roads at ridiculous speeds full to 
capacity and I’m told it’s because if they are late, their pay is docked and they 
are even given speed (ironically) or little packets of cocaine to keep them 
going.

We were doing around 60MPH and there was one car ahead of us. Suddenly 
out of nowhere this bus comes round a corner towards us overtaking a car on 
its side and then tries to swing back in before it hits the car some distance in 
front of us. It manages this crazy manoeuvre but immediately jack-knifes 
skidding straight for us. 

This vast metal rust bucket of death is probably skidding at us at 80MPH in our 
direction so it looks to be a limb-ripping head on collision. I slam on the brakes 
and now we’re skidding. Everyone screams, including me. I’m totally 
convinced this is the end of all of us but, somehow, that crazy and I presume 
coke-filled bus driver just regains control and the front of that bus skids back 
over to his lane, I promise you, inches from the front of our car which I only just 
manage to keep from falling into a cavernous ditch. 



We stop in this huge cloud of dust that has plumed into our car from the bus 
and I get out shaking with adrenalin and furious at the bus driver. I’m now 
expecting a fiery exchange between us. I don’t care how shaken up this guy is, 
he nearly killed all of us and everyone on board his bus and I’m not letting him 
get away with it. But, as the dust clears, there he is, in the distance overtaking 
another car, he hasn’t even retracted his foot off the accelerator one 
millimetre. 

‘They are not afraid’, Chamberlin tells me. ‘I told you, they believe if they die 
they will come back as higher beings, especially if they suffer more in death.  
And that was it. We just got back in the car and carried on.

The very next day we see a newspaper with the picture of a horrific mangled 
bus that had a head on collision with a truck. Chamberlin runs over to me with 
it. The headline reads ’66 dead’ and there are pictures of charred bodies 
strewn all over the road.  I don’t need to explain to you how I felt in that 
moment given Rob’s bizarre ‘vision’ about a truck about to impact us and us 
having been inches from a jack knifed bus just hours ago.. I have no idea if it’s 
the same bus but I feel that the shadow of death has passed pretty close by 
yet again.

 

Extract 4: BREAK A LEG

We reached the town of Dori where we would pitch up for the night and as it 
was getting dark there was a little stroke-of-luck. While our remaining 
translators were negotiating the cost for rooms in what seemed like little metal 
storage facilities with beds in them, a figure shuffled by and I saw Jon’s eyes 
light up. 

I turned and there was this poor fellow moving past us with a nasty deformed 
leg that bent backwards. Considering we were very worried about who would 
play our very first desert zombie that our script had described as having ‘a leg 
with a horrific compound fracture that bends and twists at an un-natural angle’. 
Jon and I looked at each other and he said out loud what I was thinking ‘That’s 
the guy’! To us, this moment was so exciting it may as well have been Bono 
walking past.



We pulled the translators off negotiation duty and quickly ran after the man. It 
was a very odd situation. We wanted to be completely respectful of the reality 
of what was going on but this man could detect our excitement. I said to 
Chamberlin ‘we need to hire this man to come with us to the desert to play a 
zombie, whatever the cost’. It would be an awkward negotiation and then the 
answer came back ‘He cannot come with us, it will take another day to reach 
the desert even by nightfall tomorrow and another day to get back, he cannot 
leave his job for 3 days, his family has no food and his boss won’t like him 
being away’. 

‘What is his job?’ I asked, wondering if there was a solution to this conundrum 
whilst he explained to Chamberlin in local language. The answer came back 
and was a bit of a shocker; ‘He carries bags for tips at the guest house up the 
road’. I could not have thought of a less suitable occupation for this man. As 
far as I could tell, it looked painful enough to carry himself. 

‘Ok, I know it’s an intrusive question but could you please ask him what he 
expects to earn in a day?’ The answer came back ‘anything between a few 
coins and half a dollar, but on Saturday if he works late it can be a dollar or 
more and tomorrow is a Saturday and he doesn’t want to miss it’!

My heart was already broken a thousand times prior to this and I couldn’t let 
any more pain in, so I stayed on the pragmatic approach. ‘Offer him 50 dollars 
to come with us for three days, if he says yes now we can give him 10 dollars 
to leave with his family right here and tell him we will go and see his boss and 
pay him too so he is sure he will have a job to come back to’. ‘But this is too 
much money’ came the response ‘Trust me, it isn’t, please do it’. 

I took out the local equivalent of 10 dollars and handed it to Chamberlin. There 
followed a wild exchange with gesticulation and laughter ‘Is he coming?’ I 
asked. ‘Of course he’s coming, he’s so happy he could dance’. Said 
Chamberlin proudly. ‘Please don’t’ I said. I was happy to see this man smile 
but dancing on that leg was an image I could well do without.

 

Extract 5: THE COST

So, how much money had we actually spent getting this film in the can:



It's funny thinking back on this as, now the film has finally been released and I 
have read online different budgets being bandied around – I read somewhere 
that we had $5 million dollars to make ‘The Dead’, which would have been 
entirely reasonable and somewhere else I read it at $2million, which for a 
movie shot in 3 countries on 35mm with an international crew and hundreds of 
extras is still pretty tight. Frustratingly, we only had just under $150 thousand 
dollars to get this film in the can, $30 thousand of which went on corruption & 
bribery just to keep us moving!

The crazy thing about this is that the last soap powder commercial I directed 
that runs for only 30 seconds and was shot in 2 days had a much larger 
budget than the entire 100 minutes that is ‘The Dead’. Now I hear stories of a 
new zombie epic starring Brad Pitt ‘World War Z’ reportedly spending $100 
million dollars bringing their zombie flick to the screen. If that’s true, 
embarrassingly we had less than a quarter of a percent of their budget.

Of course the real cost of ‘The Dead’ given all that went on cannot be 
measured in monetary terms.

www.surviving-the-dead.com 

http://www.surviving-the-dead.com/


 
 
 

Join the FaceBook ‘Fansite’:

www.facebook.com/HowardJFordFanPage

Surviving The Dead Website 
www.surviving-the-dead.com 

Trailer: www.thedead-movie.com

Buy the movie: In all good outlets.
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