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CHAPTER 6 
 

OBSCURED BY CLOUDS 
 
 

1972 
 
 

he Floyd accepted a request to write the music for a 

soundtrack for a French film, La Vallee, by Barbet Schroeder. It 

was the first time that I had ever visited a foreign speaking country. 

The album was recorded at Strawberry Studios at Chateau d’ 

Herouville, just outside of Paris. All of the crew stayed with us at 

the Chateau including Puddy, Pete Watts’ girlfriend. I loved French 

cuisine. It was my favorite food to cook in America, but the amount 

of garlic this French chef put in the carrot salad was overwhelming. 

I have come to love it along with the lemon juice and olive oil 

dressing that saturated the salad. I have made variations on the 

theme since, with orange juice, cranberries and garlic! YUMMM. 

 The schedule for the Floyd was very intense, watching the film 

repeatedly. They did not have time to make long dreamy songs like 

Echoes. In the end, the album was created in just two weeks. We 

ate, slept and recorded there in the Chateau. A large table worked 

perfect to serve Dinner and in the evening doubled for the road 

crew’s contests. I remember once Chris Adamson won because he 

ate the most amount of raw potatoes and Little Mick won for eating 

the most amount of fried eggs. I don’t remember how they felt the 

next day. The event was hard enough for me to watch never mind 

digest. I still remember the laughter. 

 Puddy and I spent a lot of time riding the Metro to French 
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markets. Getting lost and seeking help from many that passed by. 

Neither of us spoke French…None whatsoever. Well, that is not 

entirely true. We had some help with the basics. David spoke fluent 

French and wrote down a few words for us on tiny pieces of paper. 

We got lost once on the metro trying to get to the flea market so we 

decided to take a taxi. As we were getting out a bicyclist ran into 

the open door. He crashed onto the pavement severely damaging 

his bike. To my relief he was all right. A terrible French flurry built 

between our taxi driver and him. Arms were waving and insults 

were flying. In the end, I gave him what little money I could 

towards a new bicycle. 

 After one outing, upon returning to the Chateau wearing our 

new fluffy imitation furry platform boots, Nick Mason commented, 

“You girls should get in a bit of Culture.” It was the first time that I 

had ever heard that word. “Culture…what is that Nick?” We both 

asked, getting a bit flush with embarrassment because of the 

innuendo in the tone of his voice. “You know a few museums and 

galleries and monuments. Perfect place for it,” he said. Admittedly 

and perhaps indignantly, we didn’t do it that time. Since then, I 

have become a serious Culture buff. I have become a messenger for 

the need of Culture and Beauty and its importance for maintaining 

World Peace. 






