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I first saw Alberto Fujimori on CNN, just after his commandos stormed the Japanese 
Embassy in Peru, freeing all but one hostage and ending a four-month crisis. As Fujimori 
delivered a powerful and emotional victory speech, I remember thinking, “Who is this 
Japanese guy, and how did he become President of Peru?” The next day in the New 
York Times, an article suggested that the commandos might have killed some of the 
rebels after surrendering. There seemed to be more here than meets the eye. Perhaps 
this would make a good film. 
 
That was in 1997. At the time, I was in the middle of production for my first film, Great 
Wall Across the Yangtze, an unauthorized investigation of China’s contentious Three 
Gorges Dam project, which centered on the plight of 1.5 million displaced persons. In 
China, I dodged government officials, stumbled onto a top-secret army base, and was 
even placed under house arrest by the military. Luckily, the soldiers never checked my 
bags nor even suspected I was making a film, a process that requires government 
authorization and 24-hour supervision. 
 
Making The Fall of Fujimori has been equally memorable. In Peru, I often didn’t know if I 
was making a film, or in one. In Lima, CIA operatives and the Peruvian secret police 
followed me. While interviewing an arms trafficker in San Jorge prison, I was knocked off 
my feet by a 7.2 earthquake. After the rumbling died down, the trafficker let me know 
that he and his associates would be interested in financing a feature-length movie about 
a Latin American gun-running, drug-dealer with a good heart (starring, of course, Robert 
DeNiro!). I told him I’d think about it. He gestured at the prison walls and smiled, “Well, 
you know where to find me.” 
 
Locating an arms trafficker in a Lima prison is one thing; tracking down Fujimori in Japan 
was entirely another. For a year and a half I bounced between Peru and California, 
calling and knocking on the doors of every politician and relative that might be able to 
introduce me to the exiled president. Eventually, Fujimori’s brother and other loyal 
members of his senior staff agreed to meet me. After earning their trust, I was able to 
interview Fujimori’s eldest daughter (and former First Lady), Keiko. With her blessing, 
Fujimori finally agreed to see me. I was closer! But more months passed as an 
ambivalent Fujimori failed to commit to an interview date. By January 2004, I was 
running out of time, and bought a ticket to Tokyo. When I arrived, a somewhat surprised 
Fujimori said he was fighting a nasty flu. Every morning for the next four days I called his 
office and politely inquired as to his health.  Finally — almost reluctantly — he called and 
said he could see me in thirty minutes at the Tokyo hotel where he lives. 
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