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CarrieFisher : ThePrincess Diarist before purchasing it in order to gage whether or not it would be worth my time,
and all praised The Princess Diarist:

506 of 517 people found the following review helpful. True StoryBy ChristineThe first thing you should know, if you
happen to be a Star Wars fan and are expecting atale of romance between Han Solo and Princess Leia, you will be
disappointed. Thisis arather unromantic account of a 3 month affair between two co-stars who were attracted to each
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other: one a stoic, complicated, reserved married father of 2 just starting to realize his dreams of making it big, and the
other, avivacious, emotionally inexperienced 19 year old woman with a big personality wanting to start her life as an
adult. Trouble s, she doesn't know how to handleit. And hisway of handling it is to be unemotional and

Silent ¥ *******x***Tha Foll[owing May Contain
Detai|S***************************************************Thefil’St part Of the book Iswrltten |n Carrle's
chatty, charming, self-depreciating style as she tells of her early life working as a backup singer in her mother's variety
show. Father is absent, having left mother for Elizabeth Taylor (and Carrie manages to throw afew zinger hisway as
well.) She takes us through the auditions for both Star Wars and the movie Carrie right up through how she chose that
cinnamon bun hairstyle. Asfor as a behind-the-scenes look at the movie, that's about it. The rest is her account as that
vulnerable 19 year old with the witty mouth who exudes faked confidence, who decided that she was going to have an
affair on the movie set. No married men, thank you very much, especially that intense, quiet, but gorgeous co-star. Not
like he'd ever go for someone like her, anyway, right? All too soon, she's left wondering at what the gorgeous stranger
in her bed is doing with the likes of her. And so ensues a 3 month secret affair conducted during the weekends,
between two people who are at very different placesin their lives..There are no explicit details, just a couple of
conversations.. (No, she never critiques his technique as alover..) And you don't get his side of the story, of course,
because thisis based on her own recollections and some diaries she found when renovating her bedroom. The diary
section israw and painful and messy and sad and wounded as one might expect a young woman's recollections to be
over adoomed affair. She writes many poems, songs, and prose on her feelings of the situation and does not hold
back. Around him, she finds herself self-conscious and nervous. She laments that they have no feeling for each other,
that he should have stayed a stranger, that he's unemotional, silent, the MarlboroMan, boring, two-dimentional, quiet,
and she'sfalling in love and falling apart. She has aready established that she's insecure (most people | know are
insecure - me included) and young (rather unworldly and a bit naive as 19 year olds tend to be), so mix that with a
grown man who is emotionally unavailable, and thisis what you get.Side Commentary:Did he know she felt thisway,
or did he not? Hard to say because neither of them were talking about their feelings with each other, but if he did |
would imagine he did not want to encourage her, as he was married and had afamily, and knew where this would lead.
Given the fact that this lasted 3 months, | can't imagine he had no feelings about it, even if he didn't show them (it'sa
well-known and often told fact that Harrison took drama classesin college to overcome his shyness. Or maybe he's
introverted. Or maybe he's just a guy. Who knows?) Maybe he felt guilty, not just for cheating, not just for his wife,
but for Carrie aswell, for embarking on a'casual’ affair that turned out to not be so 'casua’ afterall. Something donein
theory is aways different in fact.And another thing: The stuff Carrie writesin her journal reads like an exposed nerve,
but it's the stuff she's thinking and feeling - the angsty kind of stuff you writein adiary - not the stuff you share with a
guy, especially one whao's married (so maybe he didn't know, but I'm still betting he did.) I'm sure most of you know
that thisis how women are - if you pass usin the hall at school and say 'hi', we're already wondering if thisis the story
we'll tell at our engagement party, of how we first met. We get melodramatic; It's just what we do.lt did not end

badly - it just ended (with abit of relief and no regret.)The last part of the book fast-forwards 40 years. She writes that
she knows Harrison better now and he still leaves her tongue-tied. If she was not proud of herself for having an affair
with amarried man (as she writes), | can only imagine he was not proud of himself either. (Also, she mentions that he
is not awomanizer, and as far as she knows, she was his only affair and he was faithful to his other wives.) And
they've never mentioned it since. Until now.So why tell this story at all? Well, Carrie found those diaries and began
reading them, remembering that time in her life fondly, even gratefully. As we get older, remembering atime in our
lives when everything was in front of us, when we were young and relevent and everything is new, becomes important
(shewrites thisin different words.) And she loves being Princess Leia, and is proud of it. She says and writes that she
has no desire to embarrass Harrison or hurt anyone with this old story, and she did call him and talk with him about it.
He didn't object or ask her to change anything. This did not happen yesterday - it happened 40 years ago. To read the
diaries of the naive girl you were at 19 from the perspective of an older, wiser 60 year old is surreal. | keep diaries,
too, and, while I've never had an affair with Harrison Ford (darn! and I'm not near 60 yet), I'm still shocked at the
angst and drama of my former self, and what a particular situation meant to me and how it's shaped me. Thisis
something Carrie wanted to share because she found those diaries and it's a part of the history of that timein their
lives, and because and she can look back on it now in a different way (time has away of taking the sting out of such
things.).And it'simportant to note that thisis from her point of view asa 19 year old girl/woman - not now, who didn't
understand that there are no such things as 'no-strings-attached' affairs. I'm betting Harrison learned that t00.139 of 143
people found the following review helpful. Being Princess Leiaisn't the only thing she's good at!By D. WARDOne of
those rare times where the audiobook is best, simply because Carrie's narration is so superb. It doesn't sound as though
she'sreading it from the page, it's as though she's just talking to you. Shows you how great an actor sheis.154 of 170
people found the following review helpful. an incredible glimpse into a complex personalityBy C. K. Merrilll read
"The Princess Diarist" today, after hearing that she had died this morning. | knew she was a complex personality, with
awry wit ragged edge, and unusual honesty. This last memoir of hersreally gives an incredible glimpse into her mind
her life. It israw real beautiful.. funny telling, at the same time. The book isfull of stories, anecdotes, poetry,



impressions. Carrie Fisher was very sharp perceptive sweet unique. | found reading it to be awonderful way to get to
know more about her to celebrate her memory.

The Princess Diarist is Carrie Fisher’ sintimate, hilarious and revealing recollection of what happened behind the
scenes on one of the most famous film sets of al time, the first Star Wars movie. * PEOPLE Magazine Best Book of
Fall 2016 *New York Times Bestseller * Star Wars V1I1: The Last Jedi, featuring Carrie Fisher, is scheduled for
release on December 15, 2017. Bright Lights: Starring Carrie Fisher and Debbie Reynolds debuted on HBO in January
2017. When Carrie Fisher recently discovered the journals she kept during the filming of the first Star Wars movie,
she was astonished to see what they had preserved—plaintive love poems, unbridled musings with youthful naiveté,
and a vulnerability that she barely recognized. Today, her fame as an author, actress, and pop-cultureiconis
indisputable, but in 1977, Carrie Fisher was just ateenager with an all-consuming crush on her costar, Harrison Ford.
With these excerpts from her handwritten notebooks, The Princess Diarist is Fisher’ sintimate and revealing
recollection of what happened on one of the most famous film sets of all time—and what devel oped behind the scenes.
Fisher also ponders the joys and insanity of celebrity, and the absurdity of alife spawned by Hollywood royalty, only
to be surpassed by her own outer-space royalty. Laugh-out-loud hilarious and endlessly quotable, The Princess Diarist
brims with the candor and introspection of a diary while offering shrewd insight into the type of stardom that few will
ever experience.

"Fisher offers athoughtful, sardonic meditation on the price of fame, cost-of-living adjustments included." -J.D.
Biersdorfer, The New York Times Book “Characteristically frank and unflinching, funny and true ... The Princess
Diarist is about awoman’s relationship with desire—her own, and of others’ for her—writ large, as large as Star
Wars.” —Julianne Escobedo Shepherd, Jezebel.com "In her funny and frequently touching new memoir The Princess
Diarist, theiconic Star Wars actress and author reveal s the diaries she kept as a 19-year-old starring in the blockbuster
sci-fi film.... It's an eye-opener for fans, but it also shows a gifted writer even at a young age. There was alot going on
between Princess Leia s hair buns." -Brian Truitt, USA Today" There' stremendous insight into the volatile heart of a
young woman, seen through the eyes of her wiser, older self still seeking her place in the universe.” — Anthony
Breznican, Entertainment Weekly *“Areyou awoman who's ever fallen for aman who might fit this description?
“With him love was easier done than said/instead of taking you to heart he would take you to bed/and you take what he
has to offer lying down/you’ re getting more involved while he’s still getting around.” Yes? Read on ... [The Princess
Diarist] isaradical truth bomb.” — Julia Felsenthal, V OGUE.com"An unflinching, sometimes painful, sometimes
hilarious look inside the mind of a 19-year-old actressin the throes of a Hollywood locationship.” —Meredith Woerner,
Los Angeles Times'An unexpectedly emotional read." —The Verge "Fisher [is] aforce to be reckoned with, both on
the page and in redl life." —Heather Havrilevsky, Bookforum'A frank, self-deprecating memoir...outspoken, honest
commentary of what it's like to be Princess Leia on and off the screen.” — Kirkus'The Princess Diarist...is about the
making of Star Warsin 1976, but it's definitely not for the kids— awry, witty look back through the diaries she kept
at thetime, its main event is her steamy affair with co-star Harrison Ford." —Colette Bancroft, Tampa Bay TimesAbout
the AuthorCarrie Fisher was an author and actress best known for her role as Princess Leiain the Star Wars franchise.
She appeared in countless other films, including Shampoo and When Harry Met Sally and wrote four bestselling
novels: Surrender the Pink, Delusions of Grandma, The Best Awful, and Postcards from the Edge, as well asthe
memoirs Shockaholic and Wishful Drinking. She passed away in December 2016.Excerpt. © Reprinted by
permission. All rights reserved.From The Princess Diarist: George Lucas held his auditions for Star Wars in an office
on alot in Hollywood. It was in one of those faux-Spanish cream-colored buildings from the thirties with dark orange-
tiled roofs and black-iron-grated windows, lined with sidewalksin turn lined with trees—pine trees, | think they were,
the sort that shed their needles generously onto the street below—and interrupted by parched patches of once-green
lawns. Everything was a little worse for the wear, but good things would happen in these buildings. Lives would be
led, businesses would prosper, and men would attend meetings—hopeful meetings, meetings where big plans were
made and ideas were proposed. But of all the meetings that had ever been held in that particular office, none of them
could compare in world impact with the casting calls for the Star Wars movie. A plaque could be placed on the outside
of this building that states, “ On this spot the Star Wars films conducted their casting sessions. In this building the
actors and actresses entered and exited until only three remained. These three were the actors who ultimately played
the lead parts of Han, Luke, and Leia.” I’ ve told the story of getting cast as Princess Leia many times before—in
interviews, on horseback, and in cardiac units—so if you’ ve previously heard this story before, | apologize for
requiring some of your coveted store of patience. | know how closely most of us tend to hold on to whatever cache of
patience we' ve managed to amass over alifetime and | appreciate your squandering some of your cherished stash

here. George gave me the impression of being smaller than he was because he spoke so infrequently. | first
encountered his all-but-silent presence at these auditions—the first of which he held with the director Brian De Palma.
Brian was casting his horror film Carrie, and they both required an actress between the age of eighteen and twenty-
two. | wastheright age at the right time, so | read for both George and Brian. George had directed two other feature



filmsup till then, THX 1138, starring Robert Duvall, and American Graffiti, starring Ron Howard and Cindy
Williams. Theroles | met with the two directors for that first day were Princess Leiain Star Wars and Carrie in Carrie.
I thought that last role would be afunny casting coup if | got it: Carrie as Carriein Carrie. | doubt that that was why |
never made it to the next level with Carrie—but it didn’t help asfar as | was concerned that there would have to be a
goofy film poster advertising a serious horror film. | sat down before the two directors behind their respective desks.
Mr. Lucaswas all but mute. He nodded when | entered the room, and Mr. De Palmatook over from there. He was a
big man, and not merely because he spoke more— or spoke, period. Brian sat on the left and George on the right, both
bearded. Asif you had two choicesin director sizes. Only | didn’t have the choice—they did. Brian cleared his bigger
throat of bigger things and said, “So | see here you' ve been in the film Shampoo?’ | knew this, so | simply nodded, my
face in atight white-toothed smile. Maybe they would ask me something requiring more than anod. “Did you enjoy
working with Warren?” “Yes, | did!” That was easy! | had enjoyed working with him, but Brian’s look told me that
wasn't enough of an answer. “Hewas. . .” What was he? They needed to know! “He helped mework . . . alot. |
mean, he and the other screenwriter . . . they worked with me.” Oh my God, thiswasn’t going well. Mr. De Palma
waited for more, and when more wasn’t forthcoming, he attempted to help me. “How did they work with you?’ Oh,
that’ s what they wanted to know! “They had me do the scene over and over, and with food. There was eating in the
scene. | had to offer Warren a baked apple and then | ask him if he's making it with my mother—sleeping with
her—you know.” George aimost smiled; Brian actually did. “Yes, | know what ‘making it'" means.” | flushed. |
considered stopping thisinterview then and there. But | soldiered on. “No, no, that’s the dialogue. ‘ Are you making it
with my mother? | asked him that because | hate my mother. Not in real life, | hate my mother in the movie, partly
because she is sleeping with Warren—who’ s the hairdresser. Lee Grant played my mom, but | didn’t really have any
scenes with her, which is too bad because she's a great actress. And Warren is a great actor and he also wrote the
movie, with Robert Towne, which iswhy they both worked with me. With food. It sounded alot more natural when
you talk with food in your mouth. Not that you do that in your movies. Maybe in the scary movie, but | don’t know the
food situation in space.” The meeting seemed to be going better. “What have you done since Shampoo?’ George
asked. | repressed the urgeto say | had written three symphonies and learned how to perform dental surgery on
monkeys, and instead told the truth. “I went to school in England. Drama schooal. | went to the Central School of
Speech and Drama.” | was breathless with information. “1 mean | didn’t just go, I’m still going. I’m home on
Christmas vacation.” | stopped abruptly to breathe. Brian was nodding, his eyebrows headed off to his hair in
something like surprise. He asked me politely about my experience at school, and | responded politely as George
watched impassively. (I would come to discover that George's expression wasn't indifferent or anything likeit. It was
shy and discerning, among many other things, including intelligent, studious, and— and aword like “darling.” Only
not that word, because it’ s too young and androgynous, and besides which, and most important, George would hate it.)
“What do you plan on doing if you get one of these jobs you' re meeting on?’ continued Brian. “I mean, it really would
depend on the part, but . . .1 guess!’dleave. | mean | know | would. Because | mean—" “I know what you mean,”
Brian interrupted. The meeting continued but | was no longer fully present—utterly convinced that I’ d screwed up by
revealing myself to be so disloyal. Leave my school right in the middle for the first job that came along? Soon after,
we were done. | shook each man’s hand as | moved to the door, leading off to the gallows of obscurity. George's hand
was firm and cool. | returned to the outer office knowing full well that | would be going back to school. “Miss Fisher,”
acasting assistant said. | froze, or would have, if we weren’t in sunny Los Angeles. “Here are your sides. Two doors
down. You'll read on video.” My heart pounded everywhere a pulse can get to. The scene from Carrie involved the
mother (who would be memorably played by Piper Laurie). A dark scene, where the people are not okay. But the
scene in Star Wars—there were no mothers there! There was authority and confidence and command in the weird
language that was used. Was | like this? Hopefully George would think so, and | could pretend | thought so, too. |
could pretend | was a princess whose life went from chaos to crisis without looking down between chaoses to find, to
her relief, that her dresswasn’'t torn. | have no recollection now of how | felt reading the two scenes. | can only
assume | beat myself up loud and long. Did they like me? Did they think | was fat? Did they think | looked like a bowl
of oatmeal with features? Four little dark dotsin one big flat pale face (“Me pale face—you Tonto”). Did they think |
looked pretty enough? Was | likable enough for meto relax at al? Not on your life. Because (@) there was no relaxing
anywhere in my general area, and (b) there was no relaxing anywhere in show business. But George must have
thought | did well enough to have me back. They sent me the Star Wars script so | could practice it before the last
reading. | remember opening the manila envelope it camein very carefully, one edge at atime, before removing its
unknown cargo. It didn’t look any different from other scripts—cardboard-like paper on each end, protecting the
ordinary paper within—covered in antlike scratches of letters. | don’t know why, but | wanted to read this screenplay
out loud. Enter Miguel Ferrer. Miguel wasn't certain that he wanted to be an actor yet—Ilike me. But we were both
intrigued enough that we continued exploring. Like me, he came from a show business background. His father was the
actor José Ferrer and his mother the singer/actress Rosemary Clooney. We were friends, and | called him up and asked
him to read this script with me. He arrived at my mother’s newer, much smaller house—since her dramatically
reduced financial circumstances due to a second failed marriage—and we went to my bedroom on the second floor.



Like every young man wanting to be an actor in Hollywood then, he had aso read for the film, so both of us were
dimly aware what we were in store for. We sat on my bed and began to read. From the first page—STAR WARS: A
SPACE FANTASY —the images and characters jumped off the pages. Not only into our minds, but into the chairs and
other furniture that surrounded us. I’'m exaggerating (alittle) but it could have jumped onto the furniture, eaten all of
it, and drank the blood of an Englishman—because it was as epic as any fee-fi-fo-fum rhyme you ever heard. The
images of space opened around us, planets and stars floated by. The character | was reading for, Leia, was kidnapped
by the evil Darth V ader—kidnapped and hung upside down when the smuggler pilot Han Solo (who Miguel was
reading for) and his giant monkey creature copilot Chewbacca rescued me. | had been (in the script) upside down and
unconscious with yellow eyes. I'll never forget that image. Whoever got the part of the princess named Leiawould get
to do this. | would potentially get to do this! Maybe—if | was lucky—I would be rescued by Han and Chewbacca
(Chewie!) from the caverns underneath wherever they’ d tortured me, and Chewie would carry me, slung over his
shoulder through thigh deep water as we made it out of (interplanetary) harm’s way. Unfortunately, none of this
imagery was ever realized due to a combination of cost and the fact that Peter Mayhew—who they hired to play
Chewie—couldn’t do the stunt due to his extreme height of over 7 feet. He had a condition that left him unable to
stand up quickly and remain stable; it was impossible for him to lift up weight of any kind. And my weight, as
everyone at Lucasland can recall, was, and remains, of the “any kind” variety. But | can safely say that any girl cast in
the part of the feisty Princess Leiawould’ ve been of the any kind size— because once Peter was cast, the lifting and
being carried through those thigh-high drenched caverns was out. But | also recall hearing that the water-engulfed
caverns were quite an expensive set to build, and this was alow-budget film, so they were out for that reason—Ieaving
only Leia s unconsciousness and those yellow eyes. Most of us know how inexpensive unconsciousness is or was to
achieve, so that wouldn’t have been a budget problem—just inappropriate. But by the time you lose Peter’ sinability to
carry any feisty princess and consider the cost-ineffective underground water caverns—it doesn’t matter how
beautifully you can portray insensibility—it ain’t happening anyway. The Force was put in me (in a non-invasive way)
by the script that day with Miguel, and it has remained in me ever since. | ended up reading for the film with a new
actor, an actor I’d never seen before, but then he had never seen me, either. I'll bet since that reading with me he's
rued the day—if he can get his strong hands on arue that is—and if anyone could get their hands on arue or aWoo it
was Harrison Ford. We read together in aroom in that same building I’d met George and Brian De Palmain. | was so
nervous about the reading | don’t remember much about Harrison, and given how nervous Harrison would come to
make me, that was plenty frightened indeed. The following week, my agent, a man who' d been my mother’ s agent,
Wilt Melnick, and was now mine, called me. “Carrie?’ he asked. | knew my name. So | let him know | knew it.
“Yeah,” | saidin avoice very like mine. Mine but hollow, mine but it didn’t matter because my stomach had swung
into action. “They called,” he said. Great, ' cause that was really all | wanted to know. If they called, that they called,
not what they said—that didn’t matter. “ They want you,” he continued. There was a silence. “They do? | mean they
did?’ He laughed, then | laughed and dropped the phone and ran out into the front yard and into the street. It was
raining. Itdidn'trainin L.A. It wasrainingin L.A. and | was Princess Leia. | had never been Princess Leia before and
now | would be her forever. | would never not be Princess Leia. | had no idea how profoundly true that was and how
long forever was. They would pay me nothing and fly me economy—a fact that would haunt my mother for
months—but | was Leia and that was all that truly mattered. I’'m Leia—I can livein atree, but you can’t take that
away from me. | never dreamt there actually might be a day when | maybe hoped that you could



